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Part One

Sue stepped out of the Uber and stared down the long driveway towards the hospital.

It was as big as the White House, but whereas the White House had a rotunda, this ancient hospital had wings and spires and bars on the windows.

Outside of that, there really wasn’t much of a difference. Big, green lawn and a black, spiked fence. Bushes across the grounds.

Of course there was a statement in there, something about politicians and sexual deviants being comparable, but that’s all in the mind of the beholder.

Sue walked up the short outer drive to the little gatehouse. A bored guard with a big belly and a rough look to his eyes stared at her.

Actually, he more than stared at her. He dissected her lush frame with his beady eyes. He showed his appreciation for her narrow waist and round hips with the fat, wet tongue that licked his blubbery lips. He reached down below the level of the window and squeezed his groin.

How did Sue know he was playing with himself?

Because she had worked with the mentally ill for the ten years since she graduated from college, and she knew a groin grope when she saw one. She also knew that mental institutions sometimes had trouble getting good people, and there might not be that much difference between the guard and some of the inmates.

“Sue Northrup. Here to see Miss Rathel.”

He brought his greedy eyes up, a little cowed by the authority in her voice. “Yes, ma’am.”

He picked up a phone and tapped a number. “Miss Northrup is here for Miss Rathel.”

The mutter of a far away voice, then the guard hung up the phone.

“Reception is just inside the front door,” he mumbled. Licked his lips. Tried to keep his eyes up and away from her large bosom.

He was a lech, and probably a little bit low in intelligence, but he was smart enough not to mess with somebody of authority.

Even though Sue had no authority yet. She was here for the final interview.

The guard pressed a button and the little door in the double gate opened up. She ignored him, felt his pig eyes scoping out her nice, round ass, and walked straight up the drive.

She only made it twenty yards, however, when a golf cart careened onto the drive and headed for her.

She watched the thing zip along and slowed her gait. She intuited that this was a ride for her, and she studied the handsome young nurse in the driver’s seat.

He was an easy six feet, slender, but with a wiry strength. He had curly hair, eyes that missed nothing but still laughed, and a slightly crooked Roman nose.

And she could tell he was checking her out as he closed the distance. Hell, she could feel his handsome eyes size up her breasts, judge her face, and appreciate her long, blonde hair.

The golf cart stopped.

“Miss Northrup, I presume?”

“You presume right.”

He indicated the passenger seat and she climbed aboard.

With a jerk the cart started up, and she was thrown back a little bit.

Miss Rathel is busy right now. She wants me to show you the grounds, then the interview. Sound good?”

His voice was easy and good natured, but there seemed to be a a hidden edge in it. Something that should be obvious, but wasn’t.

“Sounds great,” she enthused. She was nervous about the interview and wanted a moment to compose herself.

Work at the Femwood Asylum was prestigious; it would be a fantastic mark on her resume.

Also, she would get the chance to interview the truly insane, and even to avail herself of the most modern equipment.

“My name is Randy, by the way. And I am, just in case you wondered.”

It was a bit impudent for an introduction, but she wasn’t going to quibble. She wanted this job, and the more people that liked her the better her chances were.

“Call me Sue.”

“Will do, Susie Sue. Over here is the basketball court.”

They passed a court that was clean and neat with nets on the hoops. A half dozen inmates, she could tell by their uniforms with the big red FA on the backs, Femwood Asylum, were playing a lackluster game of basketball.

Well, sort of basketball. They were shuffling after the ball, then tossing it up, seemingly without regard for teams. They were appropriately drugged.

He showed her the garages, the woods in the back, and stopped by a small lake. They were alone here, and he turned to her.

“Don’t want to get back too soon. So what brings you to Femwood?”

“Cutting edge methodology,” she had rehearsed the answer and made it sound natural and sincere.

“Well, you’ll find that here, that’s for sure. Do you know what type of inmates we specialize in?”

“Persons with sexual problems.” There, that covered everything.

“Well, you’re half right. She looked askance at him, and suddenly felt their closeness in the golf cart. She felt something else, too.

She felt heat in her groin. Damn. He was turning her on!

And the look in his eyes, his confidence, seemed to say that he knew what he was doing to her.

“We specialize in men and who have committed sexual crimes, but not just normal sex crimes.”

“I didn’t think you could classify a sex crime as normal,” she spoke dryly.

He grinned. “Touche. But my point is that you’re going to be dealing with men, and women, who have done bad things to good people, and just because they could. You’re going to find every kind of neurosis and psychosis. Psychopaths, sociopaths, panty sniffers, transvestites, people who have tried to alter their sex with mommy’s kitchen knife…and all of them with the potential of becoming violent with you.”

“I’ve studied martial arts. I’ve worked violent wards before. I think I’m qualified.”

He appraised her with cool eyes, and once again she felt the heat stir between her legs. “I don’t doubt you are, but I would suggest you be very cautious with the inmates, and even some of the doctors.”

“What?”

“Just saying,” his smile was charming. That was the trouble Every time he smiled she felt like he was trying to get into her panties.

“But the best person you can hang with is me. I’m a nurse, it’s my job to handle the tough ones, and if that means getting physical…you want to keep me in mind.”

Yet something in his words, a certain degree of arrogance, bothered her.

She had been fending off horny men all her life, and his arrogance, coupled with the heat in her groin, made her suspicious of him.

“Well, I’ve done my duty, and Miss Rathel should be ready by now. Are you ready?”

“I am.”

Randy started up the golf cart, zipped around the corner of the big building and into a parking lot.

“This is where they make deliveries. We can get in here, and I’ll tell the front desk you’re here while you meet with Miss Rathel.”

He stopped at the bottom of a flight of stairs and walked her up to the back door. He had a ring of keys and they entered the hospital proper.

It was gloomy in the old building, and she could hear the mumble of voices in a common room.

Randy walked walked her bast one and she observed patients playing card games.

He turned down a short hallway and they came to a door, the top half of which was pebble glass, and the word ‘Administrator’ was chiseled into the glass.

Randy tapped, turned the knob, and ushered her into the room.

It was a tall room with narrow windows. It was painted a light yellowish color, and the lighting was good only because of the windows.

Across the room was a large desk with a shiny top. There was a vase of flowers on one corner, an open folder in the center of the desk, and a computer monitor on the side.

Miss Rathel wore a white lab coat. She was reading the contents of the folder, and Sue had a moment in which to inspect her.

Her breasts were very large. Her waist was moderate, and her ass was…big.

Sue knew this without seeing much of it. But from the shape of her body on top, and the fact that the woman spent a lot of time sitting in her chair and going over reports pretty much said it.

Her hair was auburn, medium length with the ends flipped up. Her face was strict with shiny, red lipstick adorning lips that had obviously had some botox work done.

She looked up. Her steely eyes took in all of Sue and her mouth twitched very slightly.

“That will be all, Randy.” Not ‘thank you,’ but a dismissal.

Then, as Randy turned and headed for the door, she smiled, and the room lit up.

She had a great smile. One that conveyed happiness so intently it was almost impossible not to be happy with her.

“Miss Northrup. We have been looking forward to your being with us.”

Even tones, no nonsense, but very personable.

But Sue knew that psychiatrists specialized in personable. It was how they got their patients to talk to them.

“I’ve been looking over your record here, and…” and she chatted, asked an occasional question, and Sue knew it was all just show. The interview hadn’t started yet.

Then Miss Rathel asked a question that indicated the interview had started.

“How do you feel about sex?”

“Are you asking me as a person? Or as to my willingness to work with people who are obsessed with sex?”

“Yes.”

Sue took a breath and began outlining her education, her history as a sex therapist, and Miss Rathel stopped her.

“No, I mean…how shall I put this…we use sexual methods to treat these people. Are you okay with that?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

But Miss Rathel’s eyes sort of glazed over, like the lids on a reptile. “If you had to grab a man’s testicles and stroke him until he calmed down?

That was certainly an unorthodox question, and spoke of an unorthodox treatment.

“I don’t see any problem,” said Sue. Inside her chest her heart was doing a jig. Actually, there could be problems with that sort of approach, but she was determined. And if she had to grab some sicko by the package and deal with him…she would make it work.

“And what if you had to administer enemas, prostate massages, other treatments like those.”

“No problem,” she stated firmly, trying to believe her self.

There were other questions, but now that Sue was figuring it out, she answered the questions quickly and with a feel of sincerity.

Even though some of the questions did bother her.

After a quarter hour Miss Rathel stood up. “Well, your answers are all in order. But we have to make sure. You will be receiving training on some very state of the art equipment, and you will be dealing with some very unbalanced individuals, so we have to be sure. come with me.”

Miss Rathel strode for the door to her office and Sue leaped up and followed her.

They walked down the long hallway towards the back of the asylum. Miss Rathel’s shoes made very powerful clicking sounds.

That was strange. Most medical people she knew preferred thick, soft soles to protect the feet through a long day of standing on them. But Miss Rathel clicked her heels like she was trying to scare away demons.

“I would suggest you wear heels. The patients have been trained to respect the sound of heels, and it will make your life easier.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

They turned onto some stairs and went down to the basement.

The basement was large, and they walked down a corridor lined with pipes. they came to a door and Miss Rathel pushed it back.

The woman was hanging upside down on the far wall. She was naked and her legs were spread. A man in a white lab coat had pulled her labia back and clamped them open. He was taking pictures of the woman’s pussy with a large camera.

Miss Rathel walked over to the man. “How’s it going, Harold?”

Harold was a large, bullet-headed man. He had thick pores and blubber lips. He was sweating profusely and his little eyes looked Sue over.

“Wonderful, Miss Rathel. Shirley is responding wonderfully.”

Miss Rathel leaned forward and gazed down into the woman’s hole.

Sue moved forward and saw what Miss Rathel was seeing.

Not only had the labia been clamped apart, but there were very small electrodes placed on her wet, innards. Little wires ran from the electrodes to a large machine on a rolling table next to the girl.

“This is Sue, Harold. She’ll be working with us. I think electrode 4E needs to be moved slightly to the right. And what about the anal probe?”

“Right away, ma’am, and the probe is next.”

“Excellent. Remember, without the probe all readings will be skewed.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Come here, Sue. Get a close look.”

Sue moved closer, looked down at the pink gash. It was very moist, and the girl was making moaning sounds.

“Hush, Shirley. Harold, Execute right side in line.”

Harold flicked a switch on the machine on the table.

“AHHH!” moaned the girl. Her hips tried to tilt and Sue could see the soft flesh rippling up the length of her labia, but only on the right side.

“Very good. I’m putting the anal probe in.”

Miss Rathel picked up a long tube with ripples on it. She spread the girl’s cheeks and lowered the tube. It touched flesh and the girl moaned, and Miss Rathel pushed it in.

“Ah…ah…ah…” the girl grunted as each ripple went through her anal ring.

Miss Rathel attached the electrode that led from the probe to the machine. “Okay. Make her dance, Harold.”

Harold’s fat tongue went out of the corner of his mouth. It was wet and fat, and he licked along his lips, leaving a line of slobber on them.

He glanced at Sue and leered, and she had the feeling that he wanted to put his hands all over her body.

Then he flicked a switch and turned a dial.

The woman hanging upside down began to dance. Her legs twitched and jumped and her tits, hanging upside down on her chest, bounced.

She drooled and a keening sound came out of her mouth.

“All right.”

Miss Rathel leaned down and patted the woman on the cheek. “Good job, Shirley. You’ll be done in no time.”

Then Miss Rathel turned to Sue. “Please removed the anal probe.”

Sue had no trouble with that. She simply gripped the base and gentle worked it out.

“Very good. But you’ll need to be faster. And put this in.”

It was a short, fat dildo. No electrodes, no ripples, just a thick plastic dick with one groove in it, at the base, to hold it in.

Sue was sweating now, but she maintained her composure and slid the second device into the upside down woman.

“Oh, fuck!” whimpered the woman was was being skewered.

When the dildo was in place Miss Rathel nodded. “Very good. Let’s step to the side and let Harold get on with his work. Harold, I think Shirley is done for the day.”

Sue followed the older woman to the side of the room and they watched as Harold began pushing his large thumb into the girls vagina. With each jab the girl cried out. Yet she wasn’t crying in pain.

“I think you’ll work out. However, the decision is up to you. You’ll have to learn how to perform these procedures, and that means you’ll have to have the procedures done to you.

Sue blinked. “Me? You want to hang me up and…”

“Just like Shirley there. Shirley applied for work a month ago, and she’s almost through her apprenticeship. She’ll be done in a few days, and you’ll be able to take her place.”

“Isn’t that rather unorthodox? Applying psychiatric treatment to people who have nothing wrong with them?”

“Of course. But that’s what it requires if you’re going to learn how to think outside the box. Of course, if you think it is too much, or have other objection to the training methods, then this interview is at an end and you will be escorted to the main gate.

That was the rubicon for Sue. That was the step that would either soar her to the stars, or dash her to the rocks below.

As she stood there, contemplating, ascertaining truths about herself and her commitment, Harold let Shirley down. The naked woman collapsed headfirst, but gently, on the floor. Harold helped her stand up.

She was a good looking woman. Quite attractive, especially when viewed right side up.

She hugged Harold, and thanked him, then walked across the floor to the door. She was weaving, staggering, but under her own power.

She had withstood this new and rather strange treatment, and if she could do it…Sue made up her mind.

“I think I can be of value here.”

Miss Rathel smiled.

Sue was put in  he charge of Randy, and Randy gave her a tour of the inside of the asylum and acquainted her with her own living arrangements.

“I have to live here?”

“Of course. If we have a psychiatric emergency,” he grinned, “then all doctors and nurses have to be available.

He showed her to a polite apartment. It didn’t have a bathroom or kitchen, and it wasn’t too roomy, but all Sue could do was sigh. She wasn’t here for comfort, but to learn. Besides, she’d save a lot of money in rent.

He showed her the kitchen, which was commercial, but had a station for those who wanted late night snacks or to fix their own meals.

The library was large, but a bit untidy. The librarian apparently wasn’t overly enthusiastic about restocking the shelves, and in the right order.

There was a large fiction section, however, and Sue was surprised to see a collection of Grace Mansfield books.

Mansfield was a popular author whose work in such things as feminization and female domination was so astute that many doctors perused her works for inspiration.

The final stop on the tour was the bathroom. It was a big, tiled room used by both men and women.

“Not much for privacy, is it?” commented Sue, noting the fact that there weren’t any cubicles, just panels of plywood separating toilets. There were no urinals, so the men had to sit, and that right next to the women, on the thrones.

“No need,” smiled Randy.

She looked at him.

Randy had been friendly and cheerful the whole tour, but there had also been something else. A subtle excitement under his words. Almost a manic happiness.

This being the end of the tour, his job being done, he sat on, of all things, a changing table in one corner of the room. She leaned against the changing table next to his.

“Do you think you’ll like it here?”

“I think so.” But she was actually unsure. It was rather primitive, dated in facility and…strange.

‘Vibes’ aren’t usually held up as valid, but they are sometimes the most truthful of observations, and this place had a vibe she just couldn’t figure out.

Still smiling, his smile becoming a little ‘fixed,’ he said, “If you have any special needs I can attend to them.”

“You can…what kind of needs?” she cocked her head in curiosity.

“Oh, you know. It’s difficult to get to town, we’re uh, working all the time, and if you have needs.”

It dawned on her like a slap in the face. He was coming on to her. Well, she knew how to handle that.

“Are you flirting with me?” Right in his face. Accusatorially.

“Uh, no. It’s just that many of the lady doctors have needs. I help Miss Rathel with her needs, and lots of the other doctors.

She had enough of this. She glowered at him. “Are you saying you want to fuck me?”

Panic flitted across his face and he broke into a heavy sheen of perspiration. “Oh, no! I couldn’t do that!”

The thing was…he was serious. His whole demeanor had changed from ‘helpful’ to ‘despair.’

Being a psychiatrist she couldn’t let a mystery like this exist.

“Why not?”

For answer he gripped his belt buckle and undid it.

Sue stepped back. “Stop right there!”

“You don’t understand!” and his face had a strange, twisted begging look to it. He pulled his pants down and Sue would have looked away, except…the gleam of metal in his groin.

Her mouth opened and her head moved forward very slightly.

“Is that…are you wearing…”

“It’s a chastity tube. Miss Rathel requires all the male nurses to wear them. There used to be a problem with the nurses having sex with the patients, and to solve this…”

He dwindled off and Sue gazed at his face intently. He was a mix of glee and fear. During his tours of the place he had exhibited only the glee, which was easily mistaken for happiness.

Now she saw underneath the surface.

“Come here,” she commanded.

He stepped toward her, and he seemed a little fearful.

She put out her hand and put it around his chastity tube.

It was the most secure tube she had ever seen. It was made of metal and the lock was inset. No way to cut it off, and it looked like the lock was unpickable.

Underneath the tube his balls were big, and the skin stretched so they were large and shiny appearing.

She looked up at him. “Every male nurse?”

He nodded. “And male doctors.” It was obvious he was enjoying her inspection of his sex.

“But not the patients.”

“Some. Some not. It depends on the patients.”

“What about the female nurses, doctors?”

“”Oh, no.”

“Why not?”

“He seemed confused. Because they’re, they’re in charge. they can do what they want.”

“So you offered to fill my special needs. Were you speaking of sex?”

He nodded to. “Miss Rathel wants us always on duty.”

His words were glib, innocent, and that was the moment that Sue realized there was something a bit off about handsome Randy.

“So how were you going to…see to my needs if you are…” she stood up and glanced down at his package significantly.

“Oh, I’ve got an excellent collection of dildos. Miss Rathel has personally inspected them all.”

“She has personally…”

She was nonplussed. She had worked at many institutions, but she had never encountered a situation such as this.

“Oh, yes!” and he nodded. Happy, glee exuding from him.

“Well, I will let you…” then she stopped talking. She was curious. How far did this strange situation go? “So if I asked you to eat me out, right here, to perform cunnilingus on me, you would so so.”

“May I?” He seemed so eager to please.

Sue was conflicted. There were ethics to be considered. Except ethics usually were designed for interactions between medical practitioners and patients. Nobody cared about interactions between doctors and doctors, or nurses.

But she had to see how far this went. Then she could look into such things as ethics violations, and decide whether this was something to be reported to the medical board.

“Okay.”

His whole body jerked as if a switch had been thrown. He knelt in front of her, quickly, but not hurting his knees. He gently lifted her dress, and she felt him fumbling a bit, then pulling her panties down with his fingers.

She placed a hand on his forehead and looked into his eyes.

Soulful. Deep, brown pools. Happiness. And the desire to service her with all his heart.

She leaned forward, and she leaned back a bit, finding the changing table and giving him access.

His tongue was a marvel. He lapped up and down, hot and wet and darting in and out, slapping her pussy with its manic intent.

“Oh, yes,” he mumbled as his lips caressed her labia and his tongue wedged in between her soft lips.

Sue found herself trembling. She hadn’t had sex in a while, and to now receive it in such odd circumstances…her pussy lit up with heat.

“Ummm,” he held her buttocks with his hands as his tongue dabbed and painted and pushed her clitoris around.

Oh, fuck! thought Sue. This is wrong!

But it’s hard to say something was wrong when it felt so good!

His finger slid over her rectum and she gasped, and suddenly she realized that if she let this continue she was going to have an orgasm.

She went to push his head back, away, but her arms were weak. Her muscles were turning limp as desire took her over.

He pulled her buttocks harder, grinding his mouth into her snatch, and Sue thought, Oh, well. In for a penny…

The shudders began taking her body, and her mind dissipated into a golden haze.

The next day Sue filled out paperwork, met doctors and nurses, and was accompanied by Randy everywhere.

Randy smiled at her, but he gave no indication, caused no embarrassment, with the knowledge of what he had done to her pussy.

And, God, he really had done her good.

He had done her so good that Sue, when giving him the occasional glance, actually blushed. And she wondered whether the ethics of the situation were such that she needed to explore the situation further. After all, one incident doesn’t make a habit.

She managed to restrain herself, though by the end of the day she actually needed to masturbate.

She lay on her bed in the little room and tickled herself to a gasper. Then she lay there and thought about Randy, and the hospital, and the strange vibes she was getting.

She hadn’t seen any patients, but she had read records and had discussions with the medical staff.

And the medical staff was hiding something.

Male or female, doctor or nurse, a question about a patient’s condition would bring forth a look, or a nervous giggle, but even under the most direct questions, there was not much information coming forth.

She got up and headed for the bathroom. She took a shower, was still hot, and awake, and decided to go to the library.

She was wearing just a lab coat, it was late and nobody was up, and her nipples were rubbed by the material of the lab coat. God, what was it with this place? She had been eaten, and she had jilled herself off, and now she wanted more!

In this state she entered the library and perused the shelves.

And focused on publications concerning the Femwood Asylum.

There weren’t many, but the ones that did exist were highly complimentary. They described case history after case history, praising the results, and yet…there was almost nothing said about the methods that Femwood used.

Sue sat back and considered the matter. She was due to start training in these methods, but the only thing she had to go off of was the nurse, Shirley, who had been hanging from a wall with electrodes on her sex organs.

She had seen Shirley that day, working in a ward, smiling and dealing with patients who gazed hungrily at her breasts, and one of whom had actually groped her. Stuck his horny hand right under her coat and it looked like he had jammed his hand right into her pussy.

Was that what she had to look forward to? Getting her privates abused by  the mentally feeble, or even deviant, patients?

Shirley had taken it all in stride. She had just turned, removed the patient’s hand and spoken to him cheerfully.

Was that the reasoning behind the ‘training’ Shirley had received? And which Sue was about to undergo? To ‘immunize’ one against sexual advances?

If so, it worked.

But did Sue want to be so immunized? Wouldn’t it be better to have more control of the patients? To make sure they didn’t do such things?

But the methods of the Femwood Asylum were lauded widely, according to the publications Sue was now reading.

So… “OH!”

She jumped up. Two hands had caressed her shoulders.

“Randy!”

“I’m sorry!” he blubbered. “I just want to please you!”

Then he was on his knees, not eating her, but hugging her legs. “Please…please let me please you!”

Sue was startled, and a bit stunned.

He performed cunnilingus on her, he was chastised. He wanted nothing more than to administer to her ‘needs.’

Calming herself from the sudden startlement, she held his head and brushed his hair with her hand.

“It’s okay, Randy,” she said. “Just don’t sneak up on me. Clear your throat or something.”

“I will! I will. Only, please…don’t tell Miss Rathel I scared you!”

This was a surprising statement and Sue tilted his head so he looked up at her, and she looked down at him.

If she hadn’t been a psychiatrist she would have missed it.  But she was, so she didn’t.

Randy had startled her on purpose. And he had brought Miss Rathels name into it on purpose. He was setting himself up. He wanted to be reported.

He was scared, that was obvious, but he was eager, too.

And Sue wondered at Miss Rathel. And she thought, What kind of a hold does she have on her staff that they would be like this? And, the next thought, Is this something I have to worry about?

The odd thing was that she actually felt his fear, she empathized with him. She let his fear touch her because…because…it had a certain delicious feel to it.


Part Two

Randy came to her room early the next day.

She had used his tongue mercilessly the night before, and had even considered making him go get one of those dildos he was so proud of. But she hadn’t.

“Miss Rathel would like me to accompany you to the training center.”

Sue followed him out of the room and down through the corridors. and she was mystified by his attitude.

When men and women, or men and men or women and women, engage in sexual activities there is always a subtle attitude that occurs. Call it ownership, call it common secrets shared, there are usually knowing glances, smiles or revealing quips.

With Randy there was none of this. He serviced her, and it was like there no effect upon him. He was just the same, old smiling, happy fellow.

He offered service without the usually emotional baggage.

Well, time to dwell on that later. Right then, she had to deal with her training.

Harold was there, and she had an instinctive dislike for him. The way he peered at her with his sneaky, little eyes. How he glanced at her body and licked his lips. There was just something that didn’t feel quite right about Harold.

But he apparently had nurse credentials, and Miss Rathel trusted him, so…she was going to have to.

“Gu morning.” He had a way of cutting off his words, of slaughtering syllables he didn’t like.

“Good morning, Doctor…I don’t know your last name,? She looked in vain for a name tag.

“Jus Harold’s ‘kay.”

He was warming up the box on the rolling table, checking wires, setting up a chart for observations and results.

“Take off clothes.”

She felt naked already, just being in his presence. But he wasn’t looking at her with a leer right then, just making checks in boxes on his clipboard.

“Go ahead, Sue,” Randy smiled cheerfully.

Sue gave a light shiver, then suppressed it all. She was a professional, after all.

Sue knew she had to take everything off from observing Shirley previously. She slipped her lab coat off, her blouse and pants, then pulled her panties down and slipped out of her bra.

Now Harold did stare at her.

It unnerved her. She was professional, but he wasn’t.

He stared at her boobs, long enough to make her clear her throat, then he looked down at her pussy. He frowned.

“What?”

“Gonna need shave ya.”

Oh, crap. She didn’t like shaving. When it grew back it tended to be itchy down there. And she hated the bother of shaving all the time.

But Harold, for all his seeming slow wittedness, was ahead of her. “You wan shave or Nair?”

“I’ll try Nair.” Good. She hated the razor. She hated the quick growing stubble.

“‘Kay. Come here.”

Sue stepped in front of the wall where Shirley had hung on days previous.

Harold said, “Sit down, face wall. Cross legs. Like Indian.”

Sighing, she did so, and Harold placed fur lined leather cuffs around her ankles. Sitting cross legged as she was, ‘like an Indian,’ her pussy was plainly revealed. The labia were parted and her pinkness felt the coolness of air, and even the brush of air as he moved in front of her and created small air currents.

“You go up now.”

He pressed a button on a remote that hung down from the ceiling.

Sue saw the motor in the meeting of wall and ceiling. It was a winch, and it started reeling her in. Or up.

“Oh!” she yelped in surprise.

Her legs went up and her back was on the floor. She was dragged up against the wall. Her legs were pointed up and Harold stopped the motor for a second. He arranged the ropes holding her legs so they went to the sides and around little hooks on the sides.

He started up the winch again and now she was not only pulled up the wall, upside down, but her legs were spread.

The good news was that it wasn’t uncomfortable. The leather straps were comfortable, and large enough so that the pressure on her ankles was distributed.

The bad news was that she was upside down, blood pounded in her head, and she had never felt so exposed.

Her pussy was gaping and there was nothing she could about it.

She had automatic reactions, her muscles quivered as she instinctively tried to close her legs, but there was no way she was going to beat the ropes that kept her up and open.

Harold moved up to her. He was so close his lab coat brushed against her.  The coat wasn’t particular clean, and he had an odor about him. A stale, semeny sort of odor. Like he had been jacking off too much and had neglected to clean himself.

At first it felt like he was taking measurements. She could feel his digits brushing against the soft, pink flesh of her open pussy. Then she realized he was putting Nair on her.

She gulped and waited. After a while she felt a burn and told him, and he started wiping her clean.

Then Harold started doing something. His fingers danced over her flesh and she could’t image what he was doing.

“Hey!” she gurgled, being unused to talking while upside down.

“Hey,” he commented back, a way of ignoring her while acknowledging her.

“What are you doing?”

“Measuring.” He said the words almost soothingly.

Then he was attaching electrodes.

Sue hung upside down. Her boobs hung the wrong way from her chest, and it actually felt good, a relief on over used muscles. And she could feel his minute attentions to her slit.

She could feel him brushing the flesh to put it in position. She could feel him pressing the little round patches to hold the electrodes in place. She could feel him hold them in place with a finger, then gently tug on them, making sure they wouldn’t come loose.

Oh, fuck! she wheezed in her mind. She was getting turned on. The way he touched her, being so exposed…she could feel the heat build.

Harold took note right away.

“You get wet.”

She wanted to tell him to shut the fuck up. That was really crude, but she controlled herself. The best way to get through this is just to do it.

He backed away from her and she took a big breath. Looking at him from her upside down position she realized that her mouth was on his penis level. Oh, gah!

And she could see what looked like wet marks, stains, on his penis area.

Had he done this to Shirley?

Oddly, she thought ‘this,’ but didn’t really know what, exactly, she was referring to, except the general procedure.

He stepped back to her and he felt her putting lube in her asshole.

“Hey!”

“Hey,” he repeated.

She sighed, and he slid a probe into her.

“Oh, fuck!” She didn’t just think this, she spoke it aloud as pleasure invaded her anus.

Harold moved the probe around, literally ‘swirled’ it. Made sure it was nice and deep and comfy.

“‘Kay.” he said. he stepped back and picked up the remote that controlled the machine and the wires leading to the sensors attached to Sue’s cunt.

He smiled wanly, flicked a switch and turned a dial.

Sue’s back arched and she felt a sizzle of pleasure the size of a thunderbolt shoot through her pussy.

A moment later, or an hour, she came back to herself. She was soaked with perspiration and he pussy was on wonderful, glorious fire.

Harold made a check in a box on his clipboard.

He flicked a switch and turned the dial.

The voltage that electrified her sexual senses was different this time, but it was no less severe. She felt different parts of her sexual apparatus groaning with sheer, unadulterated pleasure. Her buttocks started clenching and unclenching, and she entered a white hot, hazy state of mind.

The world wasn’t real. The only thing that was real was the sharp smell of her sex overheating.

Then she realized she was still hanging, upside down.

A mark in a box.

A switch and a dial.

“FUUUUCK!” It felt like her pussy had split in half. Her nipples cried out, and she realized that Harold had, while she was dazed, put electrodes on her nipples. In fact, he had fastened two little suction tubes to her nipples, pumped them up until they were in contact with the electrodes inside the suction tubes.

Then she felt him moving the electrodes around, shifting their position on her pussy.

It felt like he was putting his fingers into her, actually jacking her, and she tried to focus, to find some sort of outrage, but…it felt good. Too good. Her expression of outrage became a simple murmur. “More.”

He stepped in front of her, and she realized that he had undone his zipper and his meat hung there. Big and flaccid. For a surly fellow Harold was surprisingly well endowed.

“Wha…”

He plugged her mouth, flicked a switch, and turned a dial.

One would think that a shock might make the mouth snap shut, clamp down and possibly sever any meat invader. But this medical procedure was not set up for that. This medical procedure made her mouth open wider, relaxed her throat muscles, and Harold pushed in, made the muscles open even further.

Sue didn’t even think of gagging, she just thought of the way her labia were quivering, of how her clitoris was shuddering. How she couldn’t think of anything but…more.

Sue lay on her bed. She hadn’t eaten. She had staggered out of the lab, feeling like she was walking bow legged, feeling like she was still cumming.

The morning had been more dedicated to simple things like measurements and taking base readings. The afternoon had been dedicated to, for want of a better phrase, approaching orgasm.

Harold had expertly taken her to the limit, time after time, pushed her to it, then backed off. He had made her shiver and cry out in ecstasy. Her hips had begun bucking, smacking against the wall, but he wouldn’t let her get the big bang. He had pushed his fingers into her pussy, his cock into her mouth, and spoken only to say things like, ‘Gu girl. Do ‘gain. Yeah.’ But he had not let her have an orgasm.

A curious thing had happened. She began to have little mini orgasms. They weren’t caused by the machine, at least not directly. They were her own generation, a way of compensating for the fantastic frustration she was experiencing.

So after the session, after being let down from the wall, she had come straight to her room, too blasted to do anything else, and collapsed on her bed.

She lay there, trying to think, trying to remember that she was a doctor, trying to still the shivers of orgasmic pleasure, orgasms that were not the complete thing, but her own manufacture, that still shuddered through her body.

This was special training? The doctors did this to patients and cured them?

Well, probably not, at least not to this extent, or to this specificity. But she did understand that she was going to have to learn to use this machine.

And a curious thing happened to her thinking process.

On one hand she was semi-delirious, shocked, literally, and…on the other hand, she understood how this could be beneficial.

She had seen the studies concerning chemical castration. It worked, but…side effects.

With some men it worked, with other men it drove them to more severe ways of expressing themselves. Ways that were injurious to themselves, and the public.

Some had even tried to cut their own member off.

Now, after only one day of training, she was already coming around to the way Miss Rathel thought.

There were advances to be made if she could but figure out this sexual thing.

The potential in being able to make women, and men, feel this eternal orgasm that was building in her was incredible.

Somebody is sex crazy, you give them an orgasm that won’t quit, so why would they want anything else? Why would they go out and commit their sexual perversions if they were in a constant state of orgasm.

Yet, she admitted to herself, it wasn’t a pure orgasm. Not a man/woman orgasm. There was something that—

Her door opened. Outlined in the hall light was Randy’s figure.

“Sue?” he whispered. “are you awake.”

“Oh, God. Randy. Come hold me.”

He tip toed across the room, curious with these cement floors, and she figured he was in a stealth mode of thinking for some reason.

He crawled onto her bed and held her, and Sue sighed and sunk into his arms.

She couldn’t help herself. She felt his chastity tube.

It was wiggling. His dick was trying to get hard. She had never felt such violent gyrations from a dick before.

“Let me fuck you. I brought my strap on.”

Again, she couldn’t help herself. “Oh, yes. Do me.”

He didn’t have a chance to put the strap on harness on. He took the dildo  out of his pocket and before he could do anything she grabbed his forearm and pulled his arm towards her.

She was juicy. She had been made juicy all day, and it was hard to turn something like that off. The dildo sunk into her, hard, and she pulled on his arm and cried out.

At last! No more of the little bits and pieces, of being taken to an almost orgasm in the most incremental fashion possible. Finally, she was getting what all the little shocks had hinted at.

“I have to go soon,” Randy whispered into her hair. “But new doctors always need a good orgasm after the first session. After many sessions. But you will make it.”

“I will? What will I make? Where am I going? Where will this procedure take me?”

“Shhh,” he tasted her mouth briefly, “You’ll find out in good time. Just…stick it out. It only gets better.”

A minute later Randy stood up and put his dildo in his pocket.

“Randy?”

“Yes?”

Sue didn’t know why she asked what she did, it just sort of popped out of her. “Does Miss Rathel know you’re here?”

He smiled, leaned down and kissed her again, but didn’t answer. He left the room, but she had divined the answer. The look in his eyes, the smile on his lips. Yes. Miss Rathel knew.

What woke her she didn’t know. Perhaps some bit of intuition, perhaps the rigors of her training were causing a bit of mental disturbance, or spiritual froth, or something, but she was suddenly wide awake, looking up in the darkness, wondering what had woken her.

Her body was still having light jabs of sexual excitation. She had slept in spite of these because she had been physically exhausted. But now she couldn’t have gone back to sleep if her life depended on it.

She slid her legs out from under the sheets and placed on the floor. the floor was cold, but it was a sheerly physical sensation that she welcomed. It reminded her that all was not sexual, that there were other senses that needed to be fed.

She stood up, wavered slightly, and brought herself under more control. She didn’t have any slippers, only the regulation high heels, and she slipped her feet into the and pulled her lab coat over herself.

God, her nipples were burning, and the material of the lab coat made her give a jerk. Such intense sensations.

She buttoned up the dress. It was night, she would eventually go back to sleep. No need to get fully dressed.

She walked, as softly as she could due to the time, down the bathroom.

What had woken her? What had bothered her?

She lifted the coat and sat down on the toilet and let loose.

Oh, Lord, that felt good. The tinkle of the stream, the gentle plop, plop. The session that day seemed to have adjusted her whole system. Yet she felt somehow refreshed. Tired, weary, but good for that.

She used the toilet paper, then went to the sinks. She splashed water on her face, felt her boobs hang down, and stared at herself in the mirror.

She had rings around her eyes. Dark rings. Not enough sleep.

Damn.

Well, she would get over it. A few days and she would be done, qualified on the machine, and…what the heck had woken her up?

Frowning, her lips pursed, she stepped out of the bathroom.

She was standing at an intersection of two corridors. One way led to her bedroom, the other way led back to the bathroom. To right right was administration, to the left were wards, large rooms for day use, and…the basement.

Awake, nothing else to do, still bugged by not knowing what had woken her, she headed in the direction of the basement.

She didn’t intend to go to the basement, she was just strolling. Not that there was any reason why she couldn’t go to the basement.

She passed rooms where patients slept. Most of them slept. Most of them responded to the heavy dose of sleeping pills they were given before bed. But some of them didn’t care about pills. They laid on their bunks and played with themselves. If they were male they jacked rapidly, eyes closed, their faces twisted with desire. If they were female that frigged themselves with their fingers, or whatever objects they could find.

These light sounds accompanying her, Sue traipsed down the hallway. The light of the moon came in through the periodic windows, through the reinforced screens and bars, and gave a noir look to everything.

She descended to the first floor, then stopped. She heard a hum. It was the hum of the machine. She didn’t know it could be heard here, on the first floor. It must be a trick of acoustics.

She came to the stairway that led down and listened.

No trick of acoustics now, she could hear the hum of the machine, and grunts and groans of…of a man!

A man?

Sue realized that she was a woman, that she had only seen Shirley getting the training, but…was there a training for men?

There had to be!

Now impelled out of curiosity, Sue descended the stairs. She passed through a pitch black section, then the night time lighting of the building illuminated her again.

Still, it wasn’t much in the way of illumination. There were no windows down here, only the semi-lighting of the yellow bulbs in the high ceiling.

She walked down the hallway and came to the room she had been receiving her training in. The door was closed, there was no light seeping around the edges of the door. Not here.

Further down, two doors down, a door was ajar. Light shone through the slight opening, and this was where the sounds of a man were coming from.

But not just sounds. Not the sound of footstep, or the chatter of voices.

More like intense groans and moans. Cries of agony that weren’t agony. Cries that were more like the sounds She herself had made that afternoon.

She walked softly, mindful of her heels, and came to the door. She pushed it another inch open, and she had a complete view of what was happening in the room.

Randy was hanging upside down. Naked. Shaved. No chastity tube now.

His dick was very large. Much larger than the simple dildo he had used to pleasure her with earlier.

His balls were monstrous. They looked like they were expanded, inflated, shiny and the skin stretched.

His hands dangled down and short chains kept them fastened to the floor.

His legs were held up by a winch similar to the one that had hoisted Sue.

Miss Rathel was standing front of him. She was wearing nothing, and she was fiddling with a probe.

“You’re doing well, Randy. Soon you will understand and be ready to graduate.”

She greased up the anal probe.

“You’re doing well with the new girl. Just be gentle and help her along. Remember how it was when you first started? Do you remember the confusion? How you thought everything was wrong? You even told me at one time that you thought it was all evil. Your very words. ‘Miss Rathel, you are an evil person!’” she chuckled. “But now you know it’s not evil. It’s just therapeutic.”

She placed the probe to his anus and it slipped in easily. in fact, it was almost like his asshole sucked it in.

Miss Rathel picked up her clipboard and made a few notes.

“Really. Me evil,’ she muttered, checking her boxes. “You are so silly. How can sex be evil? It’s a necessary part of life, and if utilized correctly, it can eliminate virtually all undesirable mental conditions.”

With that Miss Rathel flicked a switch and turned a dial.

Randy shimmied, that is the only way to describe it, from his head up to his toes. When the shimmy hit his groin he was burbling and drooling, and semen started to pour out of his cock.

Standing at the door, Sue realized that Miss Rathel was draining Randy. She was doing something called prostate milking. She was relieving his balls of the terrific load of frustration that being held in chastity had created.

Down below Randy gibbered and groaned and his hips went to lurching.

He liked it. He liked the sexual thrills shooting through his frame, making his usually imprisoned cock stand up and cheer.

Miss Rathel stood, clipboard in hand, and watched with satisfaction. Everything was going well. Everything was…she spun around. Sue stared at her large boobs, her smooth cunt. But there was something about her pussy, something…weird.

What made Miss Rathel spin about she didn’t know. Likely it was that same intuitive feeling that had awakened Sue. but, whatever, she saw Sue peering through the space between the door and the jamb.

She relaxed and smiled. “Come in, dear.” She seemed completely unembarrassed about being naked.

Apprehensive, Sue opened the door and stepped into the room. She had been peeking, and that seemed a bit rude.

“Come in, we haven’t had much time to chat—it’s been so dreadfully busy here. Come over here. I’ll show how Randy is progressing.

Sue crossed the room and stood next to the woman, glancing at Randy as he expended his seed and moaned and thrashed against the wall.

Miss Rathel made a mark on the clipboard and turned the machine off.

Randy went slack. Semen had poured out of his cock and drizzled down his body. He had sperm on his belly, sliding down his crack, dripping all the way down to his head, onto his face, and onto the floor.

Miss Rathell lifted his cock up and examined it. It was still stiff, but no longer throbbing. His balls actually looked a bit smaller.

“Very good,” muttered Miss Rathel, then she let his cock go and made notations on the clipboard.

“Why don’t you get a couple of chairs and let’s have a little talk. Randy needs some time to recover, and I could use a break. Would you, dear?”

Sue went to a corner of the room where several folding chairs were stacked. She brought two back and opened them up.

“Ah, yes.” Miss Rathel plopped down and relaxed. “It’s been a long night.” Her sex was on display. Her boobs were truly prodigious.

Sue sat down and gave a wan smile.

“Well,” said Miss Rathel, “You’ve had an introduction to our methods, and I’m sure you have some questions.”

Sue took in her breath. “I’m curious as to the theory behind it. Certain things I understand, but without the complete theory my understanding is not complete.”

Miss Rathel placed her clipboard on top of the machine, which was next to her, and stretched in the chair. There was a small pop from her back and she let out her breath.

“Ah, yes. Theory. The theory is simple. And, surprisingly, we don’t have to get into arcane mathematical formula to understand what is going on here.

Harold does the ladies during the day. We have several other technicians, but Harold specializes in training staff. I do the night time work with the male staff. During the day I have to do administrative duties, so that leaves me with only the night for training. Do you think sex is over rated?”

That made Sue blink. “Over rated? I’m not sure what you mean.”

“I mean, is sex ever as good as they make it in the movies, or especially the more pornographic publications?”

Sue thought about it. She had had good sex, and bad, but… “Not really. It can be, is on a few occasions, but…no.”

“Exactly. So why isn’t sex good?”

“But what does that have to do with mentally people?”

“Everything! It is my suspicion, and theory, backed up by many thousands of hours of careful study, that men, and women to a lesser degree, become perverted, become deviants, commit their various crimes, because of sexual frustration. They live lives where sex is never as good as it can be, and they manifest these disappointments with their behavior and actions.”

Sue had never heard of such a theory, but, in a way, it made sense.

“The proof is that if we relieve those frustrations undesired behavior diminishes. Less than desirable actions are not enacted by the patients. The world,” she paused for dramatic affect, “is a better place.”

“Oh, my Lord!” Sue’s eyes began to shine with understanding. “So when you put me on the machine, and excite my sex…”

“It reduces frustrations. Less frustrations make for better people.”

“And a better world,” Sue breathed out. She was enthralled, absolutely fascinated by the possibilities here.

She looked over at Randy. He was hanging naked, drooling, but slowly coming back to awareness.

“With women we simply excite them, bring them to the edge of orgasm. Day after day, and they become overloaded, their sex stops withholding itself, they become eternally orgasmic.

“With men we must drain them periodically. Tell me, have you noticed how large Randy’s member is?”

“Lord, it’s big.”

“That’s the, uh, downside.” She smiled, almost as if in apology.

“With all the excitation taking effect his sex organs swell. His balls increase in size, and his capacity for producing sperm increases. When he began, when he first came to us, he had little grape-sized testicles. Now looked at them!”

Sue did. They were glorious, the size of grapefruits.

“When we are finished with Randy, when he reaches the point where he is virtually living in a golden state of orgasm, his cock and balls will shrink a little, but only a little. He will have those over-sized organs pretty much for the rest of his life.”

Sue looked at the older woman. Now she understood, and she looked down.

Miss Rathel obligingly spread her legs.

It was harder to see on a woman, but her sex organs were quite pronounced. Her tits were obvious, but her labia were large, swollen, distended and glistening with juices.

It was exciting. To see a woman in that state of excitation, with such large sexual organs.

Sue looked up at Miss Rathel. “Will my…will I…”

“Yes, dear. Your breasts will become quite large. My breasts weren’t nearly as large as yours when I began this undertaking. But I’m sure that yours…well, they be large.”

“And my vagina?”

“Your lips will expand, your clitoris will become like a small cock. And it will feel really, really good. You’re already experiencing the shivers and quivers of a fully excited body. We will continue with your treatments and you become more and more excited. A month or two from now you will be in a constant state of orgasm.”

‘But I don’t understand! How will I be able to function if I am cumming all the time?”

“Once you get used to it it won’t be distracting, but empowering. You’ll live a life with no frustrations. It truly is something to look forward to.”

Sue was struck silent for a moment, thinking, her head lost in cogitations of wonder.

Miss Rathel picked up her clipboard and studied it. It looked like her break time was over.

“Are you going to make Randy cum some more?”

“No. I think he’s fairly well empty. See how his penis has gone slack? Even his balls look a little tired.”

Sue nodded. Miss Rathel’s observations were accurate.

“Now it’s time to put his chastity tube on. We must hurry before he recovers—they recover quickly, you know. Would you like to help?

Sue stood up and Miss Rathel instructed her on the finer points of attaching a chastity tube to a man. It was easy, and within a minute Randy was imprisoned.

And just in time. He was starting to come around.

“Unh…”

“Good morning, Randy. Shall we continue with our session.”

Randy smiled. Upside down, it looked like a frown, but it definitely wasn’t.

“As for you, my dear, you should probably try and get some sleep. You’ll be up on your own wall shortly, and though I know sleep is sometimes hard to come by…”

“Thank you, Miss Rathel,” Sue smiled and walked out of the room.

Now she no longer tip toed. Now she placed her feet firmly and listened to the click, click, click of female power. With every step her large brests juddered, and she had never felt more powerful in her life!
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Part One

Randy stuck his head into the doorway and half yelped, “Susie Sue! The Doc wants us!”

Sue was sitting at her desk, a utilitarian affair in her small room in the Femwood Asylum. She was a rather large bosomed woman, very attractive with big blue eyes and a fall of golden hair that excited every patient on her ward.

She was rather proud of the fact that wherever she went hands snuck into pants and got their daily exercise.

Randy noticed that she wasn’t paying attention and stepped further into the room. “Sue?”

Randy was a slender fellow, about six feet tall, with shiny brown hair, brown eyes like chocolate drops, and a slightly submissive attitude. Not with patients, of course, but around the female practitioners at Femwood Asylum he was becoming a softer personality.

Sue blinked and looked up. “Oh. Hi, Randy. Are you here to—“ she noticed the time, realized he wasn’t there to service her. But what was he there for?

“Doc wants to see us downstairs. What are you working on?”

Sue sighed, sat back in her chair and stretched her arms over her head. That made her breasts protrude and Randy grinned.

Sue grinned back. “Tonight, lover. Maybe I’ll even beat you. I’ve been working on the size of the penis.”

“Isn’t mine big enough?” he leered.

She stood up and went to her small closet. She was only wearing a bra—she always needed one these days, her tits were getting so large—and panties. She took out a lab coat and quickly buttoned it up.

Randy looked down at the work she had left laying on her desk.

“China, 4.3 inches. Afghanistan 4.3. Argentina 5.8. Bolivia 6.5. Lord, you’ve got almost every country here. Are these accurate sizes?”

“Fairly accurate, but by comparison with other graphs, other studies. It’s not very scientific, but I googled penis size charts and this is the averages.”

“But why are you doing this? Isn’t mine big enough?”

“Honey, yours is all a girl could want, or even a sex maniac like myself.” She held the door open and he crossed the room to her. They exited the room and headed down the corridor.

Femwood Asylum dealt with sexual problems, and had some mighty lofty goals. They could solve most sexual problems with their methods, and this caused them to believe that their methods could cure the ills of humanity. Ills like war, disease, that sort of thing.

Physically, the structure was an old world war two building, built of cement and mesh steel. It was built to last, but would always look a big rugged and even spooky.

They walked down the corridor to the stairs and descended to the first flor, then headed for the stairs to the basement where the real work was done.

They passed wards, community rooms, places where doctors held enlightening conversations with patients and prepared them for the rigorous methods developed by the head of the institution, Jennifer Rathel.

Down the stairs they went, and the sounds of the day use faded.

“I’m just making a study of penis size. Yours grew because of our methods, and i’m wondering about the feasibility of growing all men’s size.”

“To what end? We couldn’t possibly treat every common Joe.”

“Maybe not. At least, in the foreseeable future we can’t. But we might make breakthroughs. The future is so bright I have to wear shades.”

Randy grinned at the reference to the old rock song.

“So how does a study of penis sizes help you?”

“Measuring the size of a man’s penis can tell us if a person has sexual problems. Men with the smallest of penises tend to have quite noticeable neurosis. The Napolean complex.”

“As opposed to men with big feet?” he quipped cheerfully.

She looked down at his feet. “It’s funny. Your dick has become larger, but that hasn’t affected the size of your feet. Ever wonder why?”

“Nope.”

They were at the bottom of the stairs now. They followed a corridor with pipes against one wall towards the rooms they had fitted as labs and treatment rooms.

They reached the room where Miss Rathel was working and entered.

Miss Rathel was a buxom lady, a little chunky. Her face was grandmotherly, but relatively unlined.

“Good morning, Miss Rathel.”

“Ah, Sue. Thank you for attending. What took you so long, Randy?”

“Sorry, ma’am,” Randy tended to be a bit submissive around Miss Rathel. Actually, he had been becoming more and more submissive, and Sue was wondering about that. After all, he was getting treatment and would soon be competent to administer the Femwood Asylum therapy. Was there something more to be found in Randy’s psyche?

“Sue, I wanted to have a talk with you, and with Randy present. Sit down. Randy, you can stand over there.”

Behind Miss Rathel a man hung from the wall. He was upside down, his legs spread, and had electrodes attached to his sexual parts, and a large probe placed in his anus. The current was apparently on, as the man was twitching and groaning. His penis was massively hard, and looked to be gaining size as nearly all penises did when they were subject to Miss Rathel’s methods.

Randy stood to the side and the women sat and faced each other.

“Has Randy been helpful in your after hours relaxation?”

After hours relaxation. Another phrase for ‘has he fucked you well, and relieved you any anxieties that might be brought about by the intensity of the Femwood treatment?’

“Randy’s been wonderful. I do wonder, however. He seems to be growing more submissive. I thought, considering that his cock is becoming larger, that he would assume more alpha characteristics.”

“Normally he would. But…Randy is not responding normally.”

Randy stood against the wall and listened, but said nothing. Since the students were patients themselves, in a manner of speaking, there was a wonderful opportunity to learn.

“Randy’s true personality may not be suitable for a therapy position here at the asylum.”

Randy made a sound, and when Sue looked at him she saw the first sign of conflict on his normally placid, but cheerful, face.

“Can you explain what I have said in more clinical terms?”

“Well,” Sue thought quickly. “There is no official term for a submissive person, but the characteristics are quite well defined. A submissive person is sort of a shrinking violet, he, or she, normally avoids hurting others feelings, they are introverted, shy away from saying what they really mean, and…” she stopped talking and looked at Randy. Really looked at him.

“What do you see, dear.”

Randy doesn’t fit all of the submissive characteristics. He’s careful not to hurt feelings, but he’s not particularly shy or introverted. He’s…”

Yes, dear?” Miss Rathel prompted.

“He’s hiding something.”

“What makes you say that?”

“Because of the conflicting characteristics. His different modes of behavior, not normal, indicate there is conflict within. We don’t see it, so he’s hiding it.”

Miss Rathel turned to Randy. “What are you hiding, Randy?”

“Nothing, ma’am,” he blurted almost fiercely.

Miss Rathel smiled. “See how he becomes almost aggressive in defending his secret?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“And what shall we do about Randy’s situation?”

“We must find his secret.”

“Precisely.” To Randy: “Randy, we are going to make you tell the truth tonight. In a situation like this, considering the fragility of the human psyche, we must give you a choice. You can leave now, or you must submit to the Femwood method.”

“Leave? Femwood?” His voice broke, and it was plain that he was panicked at the thought.

“Yes. If you go through with the treatment, no matter how long it takes, you will be allowed to stay. Possibly you may achieve a position as a therapist, but if you do prove to be submissive as your natural personality, then you will not.”

“Oh, Miss Rathel!” Tears had sprung into his eyes and he dabbed at them. “What if you can’t use me?”

“Randy. Even if you are submissive, even though you might lack the forceful personality that makes a great therapist, we will still be able to use you. The question is…can you accept life in a submissive position?”

Sue saw the cleverness of Miss Rathel’s talk with Randy. If he really was totally submissive in nature then he wouldn't be able to resist the offer of a totally submissive position. It was what he would crave, and what was beneath the conflict he was embroiled in.

“Would I still be able to administer to…to…”

“Yes. With your large penis you would be perfect for having sex with some patients. Not for all of them, of course, but that is already true. We are always careful to match the personality of the doctor with the personality and needs of the patient.”

Then Randy said something unexpected. He looked at Sue. “Would you be willing, could I still…”

“That would be up to Sue. If she desires a submissive personality attend to her sexual needs, then yes.”

She gave him a subtle nod. Yes. but even in that nod there was now a difference. She had always been sort of in charge, but now she would truly be in charge. Sex, the time, the intensity, the method, would be up to her.

Randy turned back to Miss Rathel. “I’m scared, Miss Rathel.”

“I know you are. But you also know that we will always do what’s best for you. And without our treatment you might never discover what your true conflicts are, what you really want as a human being.”

Randy hung his head and nodded. “Yes, ma’am.”

Miss Rathel smiled. “Then it’s decided. Sue, you will help me with Randy. Your closeness to him will be beneficial, and his is a unique case which will prove to be very enlightening to you as a therapist.”

She turned back to Randy. “After your treatment you will not ask or demand in any way sex from Miss Northrup. It will be up to her to initiate any liaisons between you. Is that clear?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Very well. Sue, why don’t you go to dinner. Eat well, because we will be up late tonight. Randy, you will aid me here. Jeremy,” she referred to the naked man hanging upside down on the wall, “is about done for the day.” She turned to Jeremy. “Right, Jeremy?”

As if a signal, her question to Jeremy resulted in a penile explosion of massive amounts of sperm.

Miss Rathel nodded. “Excellent. Right on schedule.”

With that, with the man on the wall spewing and Randy and Miss Rathel preparing to take him down, Sue left the room. She wanted to eat, but she also wanted to go over her books on Randy’s situation. She loved Randy, in a clinical way, and she wanted to give him the best treatment, and she didn’t want to risk any mistakes.

Two hours later, well fed and ready for a long night of intense therapy, Sue reported to the basement.

Randy was just being winched into position. He was quite terrified, rightfully so, and his big, brown eyes showed that he was trying to understand what was happening to him.

“I’m sorry, Miss Rathel,” he kept saying, almost blubbering.

“It’s okay, Randy,” Miss Rathel would respond. “We’ll take good care of you. Ah, Sue is here. Come Sue, demonstrate the correct way of attaching the electrodes to Randy.

“Certainly. Hello, Randy?”

“Hi, Susie Sue,” he tried bravely to use his familiar way of addressing her.

To Miss Rathel’s pride Susie accepted his form of address sweetly. Soon he wouldn’t be allowed to be so familiar, but right then he needed a gentle hand.

First, Sue checked the machine. It was on a rolling table and for such a powerful machine it wasn’t overly large or bulky. It was a basic box, about two feet long and a foot square on the ends. In the back were rows of sockets. Wires would be plugged in, which wires would lead to the electrodes to be attached to Randy.

The amount of electricity used in a single wire was very small, as it doesn’t take much to stimulate the human body if the electrode is placed correctly. Thus, the machine didn’t need much in the way of electricity, it could be plugged into any wall socket and all sockets used without unduly straining the machine. And the amount of electricity used to stimulate the body was relatively minuscule.

Sue had only been using the machine for a month. First as a student being treated, then as a beginning therapist. She was far in advance of most students with her comprehensive and intuitive understanding.

Randy was, of course, naked, upside down, and his legs were spread. His balls were quite big and round, the skin stretched and shiny. He was wearing a chastity tube, as the males of the Femwood Asylum did, and his cock writhed inside the tube, desperate to be released, desiring nothing more than the opportunity to spew his seed mindlessly.

Of course, he was rarely allowed to have an orgasm, as frustration builds the desperation necessary for good and successful treatments.

Which is not to say he wasn’t regularly milked. Milking relieved the body, but heightened the sexual frustration in the mind.

Sue placed electrodes on Randy’s testicles carefully. She was quite good at placement using just the eyeballs, but she was too professional to rely on just her eye measurements. She measured, she palpated, she placed the little glue pads very precisely.

Miss Rathel watched the placement of the electrodes closely. She smiled and had no need to offer correction or instruction.

Randy twitched often, as his full balls were just that, full. He hadn’t been milked for a week, and just for the purposes of this session.

As she watched the placement of the electrodes she asked Sue: “Randy tells me you have been charting relative sizes of penises.”

Careful not to be distracted, her tongue poking out the corner of her mouth, “I have. I’ve got a theory concerning the size of penises and the treatment of people who are not so obvious in their sexual practices.”

“I’ve often wondered about this. Please lecture me. Treat me as if I was a beginning student in the subject.”

Sue unlocked Randy’s chastity tube and his cock shot out.

It was a hefty eight inches. Once it had been six inches which, according to Sue’s studies, made him larger than most North American caucasians. Men in the United States, according to statistics she had gathered, averaged 5.1 inches. This was just below the average size of the cock for the. rest of the world.

Sue, dedicated to accurate record keeping. She carefully stroke Randy’s shaft, slapped his balls a few times, and even licked the underside of Randy’s big glans.

His dick was now as big as it would get, and she positioned the tape measure and read off statistics.

“My, you’re doing well, Randy. You’re at 8.2 inches. That’s a whole tenth of an inch since you’re last measurement.

“Thank you,” he muttered. The blood was rushing to his head and he was trying to relax and accept the way it affected his body and emotions.

Sue continued with the measurements, checking his girth and the size of his balls and how far they stretched.

“Ow!” muttered Randy as she pulled his balls upward, down from his upside down groin.

“Sorry, Randy, but you know I have to make sure you are properly stretched before I take my measurements.”

“I understand.” He sounded so miserable.

Sue knelt and turned her head so he could see her. “Poor Randy,” she commiserated. “Don’t worry. One of these days I’ll make you cum so hard your balls shrink. No matter what your situation, I’ll do you proper.”

“Thank you, Sue,” he sniffed.

She stood up, gave his cock a few good yanks, just enough to make him groan, then began placing electrodes on his penis.

Again, this took precision, and she was very careful as she stretched his skin, took measurements, and placed the electrodes carefully.

Miss Rathel was holding the clipboard, watching carefully, and was glad that Sue had not been distracted by her request for a lecture. Randy was almost ready, however, and Sue began talking as she placed the last few electrodes.

“Currently we treat people with what society thinks are sexual problems. however, what society thinks are problems are the result of a misinformed and rather extremely prejudiced populace.

“The ‘criminal,’ or the person guilty of so-called ‘deviant behavior’ is usually manifesting sexual frustrations caused by having a penis that is undersized. Undersized because of a situation foisted on him by a badly perverted society.

“So we treat those who are manifesting, who are screaming for help by their sexual perversions, and ignore society, which is the cause of such manifestations.”

“And how is society causing the perverted to be, or to manifest?” Miss Rathel asked. Of course she knew well, for this was her field, but she wanted to check on Sue’s knowledge and understanding of such phenomena.

“With their Puritan attitudes. Their upbringing in a society which represses and causes more and more frustration.”

“Very good. Continue.”

“Well, first I wanted a statistical sample. I have combined studies and charts to ascertain averages, and am considering how we might implement a program to address the needs of society as a whole.”

“Ambitious,” muttered Miss Rathell. She reached over and flicked the head of Randy’s cock. It was dripping and the droplet flew off this penis and splatted on the wall. This was so his cock wouldn’t become so wet the glue on the pads that held the electrodes in place wouldn’t lose their grip.

Sue continued, “There will need to be some education, perhaps we can set up seminars to intrigue, then select those with the most under-sized cocks, and set up a modest series of group treatments. Handle large numbers of people. Of course we might have to suggest they are participating in an orgy, or some other happy activity, but I feel that with proper attention to advertising and the language we use we could treat groups of more then ten, and possibly up to fifty at a time. Anal probe, please?”

Miss Rathel had lubed up the probe and was ready with it. Is was about ten inches long with a narrow base that would keep it from popping out of Randy’s asshole. She handed it to Sue, who touched the tip to the inside of her wrist, turned a dial until she felt the electricity flowing into her arm, then put the dial back to zero.

Miss Rathel smiled. It was proper technique to make sure the probe was properly lubricated.

Without further speech Sue focused on Randy’s rectum. She stroked him a few times, placed the tip of the probe onto his brown star, and inserted.

Randy groaned. No matter how many times a person has had the probe inserted, he cannot still his natural reaction to the pleasure of penetration.

“I’ll be establishing baselines now, ma’am.”

“Continue.”

Sue began flicking switches, selecting various electrodes, and turning the dial and reading off numbers. It was a task that could be done by one, but the presence of Miss Rathel greatly increased the speed of their set up.

In fact, they were ready too quickly, and Sue decided they should sit and wait for ten minutes while Randy came to grips with his position, so that his heart rate reached the proper elevation, and his other body functions were at the proper peak.

The two women pulled up chairs, Sue checked the clock on the wall, and Miss Rathel found fault with Sue’s reasoning.

“I find your idea intriguing, a method of mass therapy is definitely needed, but the idea of having seminars, even with the promise of a having an orgy, is lacking. I have found that people, even though they desperately crave orgies, are too repressed to allow themselves to partake in one. Only the most enlightened people are able to throw sufficient inhibition aside to partake in such activity.”

Sue pondered that statement, her lips pursed and her red tipped fingers gently smoothing her throat.

“Have you thought about shorter individual programs? Then shunting them over to a group program?”

Sue blinked. “That’s brilliant. I hadn’t. Do you think a simple set up, no probe, and only running methods 14 and 9X would be sufficient?”

“No. But I think you’re on the right track.”

“Let me go through the list of our methods and do some thinking…and a bit more research.”

“Excellent. How much time do you think you’ll need for this project?”

Sue heaved a sigh. “I would guesstimate a month or two. I’m sorry to be vague in this, but there is so much data to go through, and some of the methods we use will have to be inspected. I’ll check with you before I do any physical testing. I think Randy is ready.”

“Quite so. And well done, Sue. Keep up your good work.”

Sue smiled and the two ladies stood up and went to where Randy was hanging. His penis was definitely leaking, and Sue placed a contraption on it to make sure it extended away from his body and didn’t start throbbing so violently his pre-cum was flicked onto his electrodes.

He groaned as Sue stroked him and made sure he was ready for the Femwood Methodology.

“Okay, Randy, here we go. Baseline 1. Start.” She flicked a switch and turned a dial. The switch selected an electrode, or group of electrodes, and the dial increased the electricity.

After a few seconds Randy began twitching. His cock would have definitely sent pre-cum flying, but the brace Sue had placed over it kept things under control. He leaked a bit, but Sue had an exact measurement.

“Baseline 2a. Start.” Flick, turn.

Randy now growled with the surge of electricity entering his privates. To exacerbate the situation the anal probe began pulsing.

Randy started jerking his hips uncontrollably, and Sue turned down the voltage and selected another switch.

It took twenty minutes, but Sue finally had his base readings written down. She was ready to start with the therapy itself.

“Okay, Randy, feel free to cum.”

“Right,” he said, able to speak dryly. He knew, from past experience, that the machine would take him to the edge, then back off, then bring him up again, and receded. In a matter of minutes he would be thrusting his hips so hard his ass would smack the wall hard enough that he would need a cushion to be placed against the wall. And there was nothing he could do about it but try to enjoy it, even as he lost control of himself and began to forget who he was.

For the first hour Sue didn’t bother asking Randy any questions, but eventually he was at a peak of frustration; he was so desperate to cum he would answer any and all questions. The trick was to not settle for just any answer, but to find the one that illuminated Randy’s secret. And then to focus on that area until he broke down and admitted the truth to himself.

Every few minutes Sue would check the electrodes, and the machine itself. but the machine was a marvel of engineering, and the electrodes held up nicely.

Mostly, Sue just tickled his nipples, or gave his balls a quick smack to make sure he wasn’t growing numb from the treatment.

He wasn’t, and after a couple of hours of this, Randy gave his first  true answer. This wasn’t to imply that he had been lying to Sue and Miss Rathel, only lying to himself.

“Tell me about wearing your aunt’s panties?”

Randy moaned. Sue had put a sleeping mask over his head, shutting down his ocular perceptions so as to focus him more on the procedure.

“I liked it.”

“What did it feel like, Randy?”

“Smooth,” he was breathing hard, gasping and gulping. “When I pulled them up my legs I got such a hard on.”

“Did you stroke yourself?”

“Oh, yeah.” He licked his lips and Sue got ready to slap his balls.

“Did you cum?”

“Please…please…let me cum!”

“Did somebody tell you not to cum?”

“They felt so good, but my balls hung out the sides. It was uncomfortable.”

“Who told you not to cum, Randy?”

“Please…let me cum!”

He was speaking now, of his predicament in the machine, the mounting frustration and the need for relief, and of a long ago time when somebody stifled his sexual desires.

“Not until you tell me who told you not to cum.”

Randy cried out, an indistinguishable yelp that was a communication from the past trying to get out.

Miss Rathel wrote on her clipboard and showed Sue.

‘Ask him if he was bad.’

Sue nodded. She was ready to slap Randy, and she whispered in a very confidential tone. “Tell me about when you were bad.”

Randy jerked, went rigid, and for a moment his readings spiked. The lines on the faces of the machine shot straight up, held for a moment, then slowly came down.

He had been close.

Miss Rathel grinned and patted Sue on the back.

“Randy, you were bad. Tell me, get it off your chest. End the frustration.”

“No! No! I wasn’t bad!”

“How old were you?”

He muttered an age, and didn’t realize he had been tricked into admitting that he had been bad.

“Very good, honey. Now tell me what exactly you did that was so bad.”

“No…no!”

Miss Rathel scribbled. ‘Too fast.’

Sue nodded and backtracked a little. “Okay, let’s go back to how old you were. What kinds of things did you do?

Randy talked about riding a bicycle. His readings lowered and he began to smile. Good, he was ready.

“Okay, Randy, tell me about putting on the panties.”

“I…I…yes…I loved it. The smooth, silky feel, the wonderful erection I had.”

Then Sue had sudden inspiration. “Was that erection bad, Randy?”

In an oddity, the lines on the faces of the machine dipped.

“Oooo.” It was a curious keening, guttural sound, like he was cumming, but…not cumming.

Miss Rathel whispered. “Yes. Do it!”

Now Sue knew she was on the right track, and she knew the exact line of inquiry she should use to open Randy up.

“Randy, was that erection bad?”

He didn’t answer and Sue adjusted her baseline on the fourth circuit. Randy’s twitching increased, his boner was as stiff as she had seen it, and it was obvious he was as close to an orgasm as she bring him. Now if she could only maintain that state of erection through the next few questions.

“Answer me, Randy. Was the erection bad?”

She was soft, whispering into his ear, her hand was hovering, just waiting to slap his balls.

“Was it?”

Randy began to break. “Aunt Martha said it was bad.”

A calm statement. The calm of the original thought in the middle of the storm of emotions and repressions.

“Tell me about Aunt Martha.”

She said it was bad. Bad erection. She said…” he went on for a while, getting closer and closer. Not revealing what had happened so long ago, but getting closer, closer.

“How bad?”

Now Sue had to speak in short words, sentences of only two or three words. She must not distract Randy from unburdening himself. She had to get out of the way of his dam breaking.

“Bad…bad…she…she…”

“What did she do, Randy?”

“She spanked me on the…on the…”

That was the moment, and Sue knew it. She slapped her hand down on his balls. It wasn’t hard enough to bruise, but it was certainly hard enough to drive him all the way into what had happened.

“Ahhhh!” A big drop of cum, not pre-cum, but cum, formed on the tip of his prick.

Sue remained silent, gave him silence, and he felt compelled to fill the silence.

“I’m sorry, Auntie. I won’t do it again. I know it was bad of me. I’ll never be bad again. Please, hit me again. Spank my…”

Sue backed off. She had done her job, and quite expertly. Now all she had to do was let Randy talk, speak of how bad he had been, and get the repression off.

Miss Rathel put a hand on her shoulder and the two women retreated to a far corner of the room and spoke in whispers.

On the wall Randy kept muttering, murmuring, confessing, and his penis kept forming drops of cum, then the machine would back off, and he would drip, and the machine would back off. He would go through this for maybe five minutes, then his line would ‘flatline,’ which was the death of his repression. He would be freed from the terrible trauma of being abused.

“Well done, Susie Sue.” It was the first time Miss Rathell had been so familiar, and it was a mark of her happiness with Sue’s performance.

“I was lucky.”

“People make their own luck. Why did you think he had been bad?”

“I was going over the categories of repressions at dinner. That sort of stuck in my head, and it seemed to fit with Randy. He is such a nice person, that is true, so something had to have caused his conflict, and the opposite of good, or nice, in this case, is bad.”

“Well, it was quite inspired. You probably saved us hours of work. Are you planning on rewarding him with an orgasm?”

“Uh…”

“Yes?” Miss Rathel raised her eyebrows.

“Miss Rathel…it looks like Randy is a true submissive. The fact that his repression occurred from his conflict of him being nice and…”

Miss Rathel just waited.

“He shouldn’t be awarded an orgasm.”

“Should he be milked.”

“I think so. But I would want your advice on that. After all, I haven't reached positive affirmation from Randy himself.”

“Do you think you will?”

Carefully, Sue said, “I believe I will.”

“Tonight?”

“Yes.”

“Then do so.”

It was a defining moment for Sue. She was being treated like an adult. Asked for opinions, plumbed for facts, reaffirmed for her knowledge of their methods.

Their methods. Not Miss Rathel’s, not Femwood’s, but…theirs. She was being accept because she had accepted.

A quite defining moment.

“Miss Rathel?”

Miss Rathel knew what was coming, and she let the words come out of Sue’s mouth.

“If I’m right, and he is a true submissive, he won’t be a therapist.”

“Not in the foreseeable future. Of course, we need to continue with the treatment, then discuss it with Randy, and then…we shall see. Does that make you sad?”

“It does,” Sue said after a moment.

“You like Randy.”

“I love him—in the most clinical sense of the word.”

“Of course. Well, you have done well, and I have confidence in you. Let’s take a break, then continue with Randy.”

On the wall Randy was lightly sobbing. He was in a haze, a state of confusion, but the fog of puzzlement would shortly be abiding, and Randy would be face to face with his new life, his new role in the world, and his possibilities at the Femwood Asylum.


Part Two

Randy reported to Sue’s private room at six in the morning.

He was, not to be professional in observation, a mess.

He was, in a sense, broken. And he was also enlightened.

He was broken because he had turned out to be a true submissive. He was enlightened because he had found the truth of himself.

But sometimes truth is a bitter pill to swallow.

Sue was working on her penis charts, but she looked up when he entered. She could feel his fragile state of mind.

She put a smile on her face, willed it into him, and said, “Come now, Randy. This is cause for joy.”

“I know,” he sniffed. “But I had such plans. I was going to be a therapist here. I was going to save the masses from their terrible repressions.”

“You still can.”

“But not as a therapist.”

“Come now, Randy, you’ve done enough training to know what your real problem is.”

He nodded. “I’m sad because I have to undo my expectations. But I have had them for so long!” He almost wailed the last.

Sue straightened up the papers on her desk and stood up. Like most therapists in their spare time she was wearing the bare, comfortable minimum. Bra and panties. She had a pink vibrator in her pussy and it was humming merrily away. After a long night of therapizing, of curing people of their repressions, she often needed a little relief, and knowing that Randy was going to be soothing her she decided to up the game a bit. After unburdening him all night she needed to unburden herself, sexually speaking. If a therapist didn’t relieve themselves periodically, usually daily, they would absorb the energy of the repressions they were dealing with. Not a nice thing.

She walked over to Randy, and he marveled at how large her breasts had become. She had only been at the Asylum for a month, and she was already ‘sprouting.’

She placed her hands on his cheeks and gazed into his eyes. “Come on, honey, turn that frown upside down. You’re about to do me a big favor.”

He couldn’t help but grin, and she tasted his mouth.

He loved the feel of her lips, her breath was sweet, and he couldn’t help but lift his hands and avail himself of her beautiful mammaries.

She moaned into his mouth, sucked on his tongue, and stepped back. “I have a surprise for you.”

He tilted his head and lifted an eyebrow.

“Check my closet.”

He went to the small room and opened the door. There, on the floor, was a portable machine, complete with a limited number of electrodes.

“Oh my god!” he blurted, then looked at her.

“That’s right, honey. Miss Rathel said we could play a little. She’s extremely happy with your progress.”

Randy smiled as bright as she had ever seen for a moment, then saddened.

Sue ignore his ups and downs. “Here’s the key to your tube. Put the machine by the bed.”

He quickly took off his chastity tube. His pecker stood up straight and he put the machine next to the bed and prepared the electrodes.

Sue sat on the side of the bed. She had taken off her panties, but not her bra. Her breasts were so big she would always need a bra. But then that’s the mark of a free and unrepressed person.

Randy took off his clothes and sat next to her. He was looking at, and seemed almost stupefied. To be allowed to use the machines during normal sex was not common. Miss Rathel must have really been pleased.

“Okay, since you’re the submissive I’ll do the honors.” She laughed as he flinched. He wouldn’t be flinching for long.

Once again she applied electrodes to his private parts. The portable didn't have as many, so it only took a minute. Then she attached them to herself.

“Check me,” she suggested. I don’t do women, especially myself, as often as I do men.”

He checked the placement of the pads and nodded, then they went to town.

Town, in this case, was as many orgasms as Sue might want, and none for Randy.

Randy was on a diet. He was to be kept frustrated until his course of therapy was completed. This was something that was excruciating, and wonderful, all at the same time.

“Lick my body,” she said.

His pink tongue eagerly darted out and he moved over her, careful not to pull on the wires, and applied his tongue to her flesh, to her toes, to her eyes, and, finally, to her privates.

He licked her armpits, not precisely privates, but closely related, then slid over to her wonderful breasts.

He took off her bra and rubbed his palms over her nipples. Then he flicked them, miniature palpations that made her arch her back and beg for more.

And sucked them. His mouth was talented and he took long sucks, running his tongue upwards, as if stretching them out, which, of course, he was.

As her breasts had grown larger under therapy, so had her nipples. Her nipples were as large as thimbles, and they were constantly stimulated.

Indeed, sometimes Sue thought she might be nearing the end of her therapy, as her nipples were so hard all the time, and the slightest touch, even of cloth pressing against them, that she felt a constant spike of nearly electric sexuality shoot from her nipples through her body.

When she mentioned this to Miss Rathel, however, the older woman just smiled and nodded, which told Sue that she did have a ways to go.

But she was so turned on and healthy all the time that she wondered what else there was!

“My pussy,” Sue commanded, holding his head between her breasts.

He wiggled down and out from her grasp, chewed on her belly, imitating a rat gnawing through flesh, which made her giggle, then went to work on her vagina.

Her penis sheathe, her birth canal. Or, in vulgar language, her muff, her snatch, her penis fly trap. Her squeeze box, her meat trap, her vertical smile.

Or, simply, her cunt.

He licked, he inserted fingers, he sucked on her growing clitoris. And her clitoris was growing. it was already twice as large as it had been when she had first arrived at Femwood.

He gripped her labia and held them out like little wings, then blew like a motorboat into her snatch.

He worked and he worked, and he began to learn the secret of submission: the more he gave, the less he asked for himself, the more he received.

In an odd way he began to understand that one can be aggressively submissive, do nothing but follow directions, but follow those directions so intensely, even harshly, that aggression fed submission.

At one point, halfway through their play, he remarked, “I must be aggressively submissive.”

She smiled. “Shut up. Take me from behind while I watch the machine.

He arranged her on the bed, sideways, hanging over the edge so she could watch the dials on the machine. Then he humped her rump.

Now the electrodes came into play.

The more he humped, the more certain points were stimulated, and in such a way that the closer he got, the more unable he was to orgasm.

“Oh, fuck!” he groaned, knowing what was happening, but sexually compelled nevertheless.

“We’re going to doing this every day from now on,” murmured Sue breathlessly. Golden shivers ran up her spine and she gasped and commanded. “Lick my asshole, then do it.”

And Randy did.

Refreshed rejuvenated, recharged by Randy’s attentions, Sue was able to go through the day on but a few minutes sleep.

Randy, however, exhausted by frustration, collapsed in her bed. She let him sleep and got dressed. She groaned as she replaced her bra. She was going to need a bigger size, and it seemed like she had just gotten a bigger bra. She rubbed her nipples briefly with aloe vera, event hat caused her shivering excitement, then she pulled on her lab coat and headed downstairs.

It was time for her session.

An hour later, while Sue hung from the wall and quivered and twitched from the sexual impulses that ran through her, Randy awoke.

He was tired, but he wasn’t sleepy, and he knew there was something he had to do.

He felt his crotch and realized that before she had left, while he was still sleeping, Sue had replaced the chastity tube on him.

He smiled. At first chastity had been rough. He had been a man who unfurled his dick whenever the opportunity arose. Before he came to Femwood, that is.

Then he had been chastised, and his life had changed. He had first hated the way his desires had been curtailed, but regular milking and he had grown to love it.

He loved the way he was always on edge. He loved to service women, to see them gasping in orgasm, while he had none.

And he grew to love being confined, being unable to shoot his juice. There was a joy that was pervading his boy from the simple fact of being trapped in the excitation phase of sex.

He frowned. Now he was changing again.

He knew the basic theory of divesting a man of his repressed desires, and he knew the theory behind those few, special men who truly were submissive.

Now he was moving into uncharted realms, discovering his truths, and it unnerved him.

He went downstairs. He was wearing his white pants and shirt. His official uniform in the Asylum. He wore athletic shoes, Miss Rathel didn't care about shoes, as everybody had different requirements for protecting their feet from the hard cement they had to walk on all day.

He went to Miss Rathel’s office and tapped.

“Come in, Randy.”

He always wondered how she knew who was knocking at her door. Some weird sixth sense, he guess. Whatever, as a male or as he had observed in other males, he didn’t have it.

He entered and crossed to her desk.

She was working on something, head down and hand scribbling manically, and she simply held a piece of paper out to him. It was an order, his name was at the top, and his eyes widened at what he was being commanded to do.

She looked up.

“Randy, let me make this brief. One of the problems we have encountered with true submissives is that there is a fifty per cent castration rate. Fully half of the true submissives we have uncovered have wished to have their testicles and penis removed. Or at least just their penis, or just their testicles.”

“I haven’t had any thoughts about that,” he said.

“Likely you will, but maybe not. But we have found that catering to certain desires tends to eliminate that direction. And, I’ll be honest with you, you will be of much more use to us with your penis, than without. Do you understand?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Now, mind you, if that is your wish, we will comply. We are not ones to refuse a person’s true desires. However, if we can shunt that aside, guide you in another direction, that is our wish. With that in mind please advise me if you have any such thoughts. We will attempt therapy at that point, but barring that, you will be free to modify your body as you wish.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Okay. Be off with you now. And come see when you are done. i would like to inspect you first hand.

“Yes, ma’am,” and Randy left the room.

As he walked down the hall Randy gazed at the order intently. He was sort of surprised that he hadn’t expected this. But…oh, well.

He went across the main building to the other wind. He climbed stairs to the third story, headed to. aback hallway, and found a large room at the end of the hall.

He turned into the room and found himself in a small space surrounded by feminine garments. One side of the room was lingerie. Two sides were dresses. On the side the door to the hallway was one half the wall was filled with all manner of high heels. On the other side of the door were vanity tables. It being a large room there were a full half dozen of the tables. Three of them had women sitting at them, working on their make up.

In the back of the room, amongst the racks of dresses, he could see two women looking at dresses.

He stood, a little ill at ease, and waited.

“That’s your color, honey,” one of the most beautiful women Randy had ever seen stepped from out of the racks of dresses. Behind her was a woman who—and Randy realized it was one of the other male nurses. Like himself. Dressed up for a Sunday dinner.

“Just make sure you match your shoe color and—hi, Randy, have a seat—you’ll be fine.”

Randy sat down and looked around the room.

It was the Department of Feminization, and he hadn’t realized how many of his coworkers were more than they seemed.

Done with his co-worker the beautiful woman crossed to him. She was auburn haired, and her hair was done up in the French fashion, a beautiful pile of curls and swirls atop an impeccable made up face. She was wearing a dress tight enough to see vaccinations, and her boobs were typical of the staff at Femwood. Large.

“Don’t stare,” laughed Linda. “I’m a woman. you don’t have to guess.”

“Well, uh…sorry.”

“No sorry around here. Miss Rathel told me you’d be coming. Are you ready to begin your real education?”

He was, and Linda took him through the racks, around the room, explaining the differences between fabrics and how styles set on the body. As she talked she held Randy’s hand and made him feel the fabrics.

“So you’re a true submissive. How wonderful!”

“Why wonderful,” wondered Randy.

“Because there are so few. Most submissives only think they want to be submissive. After a year or two of serving they poop out. They start wanting to be men again. They just don’t have what it takes. Shall we start with lingerie?”

“Okay.” In truth, he was a bit overwhelmed. And a bit dazed by how happy he was. He was in a submissive’s paradise and he just wanted to stand in the middle of the room and inhale all the sounds and sights and smells.

“Let’s start off with bras.”

“But I don’t have any tits!”

“Honey, submissives almost always grow breasts. Miss Rathel must suspect what kind of submissive you are, because we discussed this in detail. Either that or she wants to scare you off.”

What a curious remark, ‘scare him off.’ Randy wondered if it was said in jest.

“We start with a training bra. I prefer this one here,” Linda held a bra up to his chest. “It tends to tickle the nips, but we like that, yes?”

Randy found himself smiling. Must be a yes.

Shortly Randy was stripping off his clothes. Nobody else in the room gave him a look, and he put on panties and the bra Linda had offered him.

“What a great fit!” exclaimed Linda. “Do I have an eye for this or not!”

“Not not,” and Randy realized he was almost giddy. He sounded, and even felt like, he was flirting. But he was just being himself.

Linda rubbed his nipples through the bra. “Can you feel that.”

“Oh!” exclaimed Randy. “That feels good!”

“And wait until your boobs come in, and your nipples. It will feel ten times as fantastic, and all the time!”

Next was a garter belt and nylons. “Good fit, gushed Linda. “But you’re going to have shave.”

Randy felt his chin.

“No. Your legs, and crotch and…better just use Nair. You need to be smooth. I know it’s sort of cool to feel your nylons rub over stubble, but the look is definitely not ladylike. Now, I’ve got a dress over here that…”

The minutes passed, and became hours. Shortly Randy was wearing a shimmering, blue dress with a porthole for cleavage. Even though he had no cleavage, the sight of his flesh showing in his upper chest was heady. It felt cool there, and sexy.

He put on high heels, blue ones to match his dress, and he suddenly felt a few inches taller.

Linda fussed over him, adjusted his straps and dress, and chose other garments for him to take with him.

“Won’t I be wearing a uniform anymore?” he finally asked.

“One of those drab things?” scoffed Linda. “Not on your life! No, dear, from here on out you are beautiful. Get used to it.

She sat him down at a vanity table and began making him up. She took items one by one and explained how they worked, how they were applied, and even the chemicals in them.

“I never knew there was so much to this,” murmured Randy.

“Nobody ever does. Women tend to take it for granted, but putting on your make up right is a true art. Based in science, it is still an art. Now, about your hair…”

“What about my hair?”

“It’s not long enough. I think…yes. Let’s put extensions on you. Why wait for it to grow when you can just have it?”

Randy watched as Linda wove strands into his hair, and he was amazed when she was done. He couldn’t even tell where the hairy connections were made, the coloring was perfect, and Linda gave it a way, flowing style.

Finally, Randy transformed and feeling as proud as a puppy, she was done.

“Now, remember. No more uniforms. And put on your make up in the morning then come straight here. I’ll fix your mistakes and teach you so you don’t make any more. Okay?”

“Okay.”

“Promise?”

“Yes.”

“For real?”

Randy looked at her and she giggled. “Newbies are so serious.”

Randy tried to lighten up, but it was hard to deal with things when he was just trying to get used to being a woman instead of a man.

From the Department of Feminization Randy made his way back to Miss Rathel’s office. He was awkward in his heels, but Linda had told him the importance of his heels clicking, so he worked on overcoming his shaky ankles and listened to the sound of his heels on the cement floors of the old building.

And, by the time he reached Miss Rathel’s office he was having some success.

Click, click, shh. Click, click, click, shh.”

Every three of four steps his heels slid, or skidded, and ruined his attempts, but he was getting better with every step.

He tapped on the door and entered.

Miss Rathel looked up, and showed him a broad grin. “Oh, Randy. You look wonderful!”

Randy had been blushing the whole way down from the Department of Feminization, but now her words cushioned him.

He smiled and stood a bit self consciously.

“Come here. Let me look at you.”

He approached, careful to walk with his feet in line, letting his butt sway a bit.

Miss Rathel turned him around, examined him minutely, then held his hands. “Remind me to give Linda a Christmas bonus this year. She really outdid herself…you are sublimely beautiful.”

Randy was now speechless. As a man he had received compliments, but being complimented as a woman was totally different.

“Come over here to the couch, let’s chat.”

They sat on an ugly but comfortable couch on the side of the room and Miss Rathel ran her hand over his locks and examined him minutely. “Yes. Wonderful job. Now, let’s talk about you. How do you feel being feminine?”

“I never expected to feel like this.”

“You see, if you hadn’t so repressed you wold have found all this on your own, and many years ago. You’ve been living in denial, honey.”

He nodded, and he was blushing fiercely. Yet he was happy.

“Now then, are you aware of the Scale of Sexuality?”

“No, ma’am.”

“The scale of sexuality, to begin at the bottom, is people who are so repressed they don’t even know their sexuality. They wear dumpy clothes, usually unisexual clothes, but bag-like in nature. They don’t take care of their bodies, they wear inappropriate jewelry and hair colors. Mind you, I’m not saying all people who affect such appearance are low on the scale, but many are.

“Next is Joe Normal. They dress to look like everybody else. At its worst, boys and girls both wear the same jeans, the same shirts. They look alike, and there is no real pride in appearance.

“Then there are the people who do take pride in their appearance. Man or women, they wear clothes that accentuate their qualities, and it is mirrored in their personalities. Of course with this sanity there are certain drawbacks. Sometimes they are confused as to which sex they are. Sometimes the confusion is the result of repression. Repression caused by parents, by society, by undue expectations which shape their behavior.”

“Am I one of those?”

“To a degree,” Miss Rathel smiled. “But your problem was more submissive verses dominant.”

“But if it is submissive versus dominant, then why am I presenting as a woman?”

“Because of what is above you, or beyond your reach at present.”

Randy was confused.

“You see, Randy, in the Scale of Sexuality the next step is male. Men. Above that is women.”

Randy blinked.

“So you are a man presenting as a woman, and your change of sexuality will tend to undo any ill effects from having been cast as dominant for so long, and having refused your submissive nature. Simply, we need you to learn how to manipulate society as a woman. Women are the weaker sex, so they became the cleverer. You were misbehaving as a male, being aggressive, authoritative when it wasn’t your true nature. So now society will view you differently, and you will learn how to be clever. How to defuse the bully male with a sexy look. How to get males to do everything for you, from opening doors and offering chairs to acceding to your demands as a woman. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” Randy surprised himself, but it made perfect sense. “But…when I have learned what I need to learn, can I continue acting the woman?”

“Randy, honey, you don’t completely understand! From here on out you are a woman. As a submissive woman you will be more valuable than a submissive man. A submissive man is looking for somebody to take over his thinking for him, to make the difficult decisions. You, on the other hand, will study being a woman and learn how to make the decisions, and still act the submissive. Now is it clear?”

Randy had a big grin on his face now, which signified that he did understand.

“Excellent. Now, I have a bag on the corner of the desk. Those are your hormones. Take them with you and adhere to the schedule precisely. You will find your body changing and adapting to the new you quickly. Now, head on up and say hi to Sue. She’s been hard at work all day, and she may need your particular talents.”

With that Randy was dismissed. He walked across the office, Miss Rathel watching. He picked up the bag, gave her a smile, and left the office.

He walked through the building with a different frame of mind than he had five minutes before.

And it showed.

People greeted him as a beautiful woman. Even though he had no tits, his new knowledge, and his confidence which had suddenly skyrocketed, enabled him to shine as a woman.

He mounted the steps to the second floor and headed towards Sue’s room.

Sue was sitting at her desk making a long list of penis sizes, countries, and trying to understand why each country, each region, had different sizes.

Men from the Congo averaged over seven inches, but Columbia 6.7. Why the disparity between white and black in those regions of the world?

There sure was a lot missing data here. It was coming together but—

She heard the sound of heels and ignored them for a second, then sat up. Something was wrong.

They were confident, but…messy. A few taps and then a scrape. Was somebody just learning?

She turned to the door just as it opened.

“Oh…My…God!” Sue burst out. She stood up and stared. “Randy?”

Randy stood there, blushing like a bride with seven husbands. Talk about self-conscious!

“Come in here. Let me look at you!”

Randy advanced, pushed the door shut, and Sue walked around him, much as Miss Rathel had.

“You, my dear, are stark raving beautiful. If it wasn’t for the fact that you need breasts, you would be unrecognizable as a man.”

“Miss Rathel is putting me on hormones. I think she’s going to change my therapy, too, to give me breasts.”

“Unbelievable!”

Then Sue noticed something else. The feeling in her groin was unbelievable. She had never gotten so wet so fast in her life!

“Fuck,” she whispered, and she pressed a hand against her mons. “Honey, You’re going to have to do me.”

“Yes, ma’am!” Randy enthused. He couldn’t believe his luck. After this morning he figured Sue would have no interest in sex. Even with therapy she might take a day or two to want it. But here she was, demanding it in no nonsense terms that gave Randy a thrill.

“No need to get undressed. Now that you’re a woman you can just lift that dress.  Here’s the key to your chastity tube. I’ll bend over the bed…you don’t mind taking me from the top, do you?”

“Not if you command me to.”

“I so command!”

With that Sue lifted her own dress and pulled down her panties. She leaned over the chair and let her boobs hang a bit as Randy moved up behind her.

She was moist. Lord, she was moist, and Randy was hard. In fact, being a woman seemed to have made him harder.

In handful of seconds he was deep into her, holding her, cupping her large breasts and doing the dog.

As Randy pummeled her and brought her to the heights of pleasure she thought about how much she loved her job.

She got to help men over their problems. She did so by using sex. Sometimes she even got to just lay down and get screwed, or, as in this case, to bend over and take it like a hound.

A sex hound.

Or…a horn bitch.

And Randy seemed so sublimely happy!

That was the point at which she began to wonder about the similarity between lesbians and transvestites.

Was there a connection? They both liked dresses, they both liked women, and not much research had been done on this point. Hmmm.

Then Randy brought his hand behind her and felt for her rectum. Suddenly he pressed two fingers into her and lifted. She went up as he pounded harder and Sue gasped as her big boobs swayed over the chair.

Lord, there sure was a lot of work to do at the Femwood Asylum, and she was going to get to do it!

And Randy continued to shove his big, eight inch penis into her, and she gasped, “Try not to cum, will you?”

Yes, ma’am!”

And being a good submissive, he didn’t.
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Part One

Sue examined the dildo with much interest.

It was dark and leathery looking, but had a subtle sheen to it.

“What do you think?” asked Randy.

Sue bit her lip and twisted her mouth in a frown. She was an amazingly attractive young woman. He golden blonde hair was a bit messy right now, and her blue eyes were not quite happy, in spite of the orgasm she had just had.

“We’ve been victimized by marketing.”

Randy reached out for the dildo. She handed it to him and he turned it over, closed his hand on the thing, felt how much give it had. “Maybe it’s just not right for vaginas?”

Sue was wearing the normal bra and panties she preferred. Her large breasts were in danger of overflowing.  Randy was wearing a culottes and a bra. His breasts were coming in nicely. Soon he would be filling D cups without a problem.

“Look, it’s supposed to have a natural lubricant, the material itself is supposed to slide right in, but I can tell you…it doesn’t. And when it does get in it pulls on the insides a bit. It’s okay, but not the true comfort we need.”

“I’m telling you,” he persisted, “it’s designed more for assholes.”

“Like you?” she grinned.

“Oh, ha!”

“You just want to try it out. Admit it.”

Now he grinned. “Oh, please, mistress, don’t make me put that big choo choo up my poo poo.”

Both of them laughed now, and Randy tossed the big tool back to Sue. She caught it and grinned. “You get your wish. Come here and bend over.”

He sobered quickly. Sue had just transitioned from having fun to being dominant. She liked to do that, and she really liked to be dominant with Randy.

“Please, I—“

“Now!” she snapped.

Randy was a true submissive, and he started to shiver with anticipation.

They were in Sue’s bedroom in the Femwood Asylum. It was small, but adequate. As long as one didn’t sneeze.

“But I’m going to be receiving training tonight and—“

He could feel Sue’s attitude sharpening up. Her blues turned cold. “When I speak you comply.” She stepped over to him and slapped him in the face.

Randy was shaking now, and little tears were forming in the corners of his eyes.

It was a good slap, as it had to be. No half measures were ever respected at the Femwood Asylum.

Randy turned and bent and Sue placed a hand on the small of his back. She placed the tip of the dildo on his rectum. “Tell me you love me,” she murmured.

“Oh, Sue. I do.”

She slid the thing into his anus.

Randy jerked, then pushed back, and sighed.

“You’re right,” sue commented. “It is more designed for an asshole.”

He groaned as she pushed it in and out. Bent over as he was his breasts hung down.

Sue reached up and undid the clap on his bra. The bra sagged and his breasts hung lower.

Instinctively he reached up and cupped his boobs.

Then Sue reached under the dildo, between his legs, and massaged his testicles. She couldn't touch his pecker because of the chastity tube he was wearing, but she sure could feel it surging. It wiggled and waggled and was kept in check by the hard plastic.

“Do you like it?” asked Sue, giving the tool a twist.

“You’re right, it is rough,” his voice was raspy with lust now. He was having trouble focusing on talking with this wonderful deice inside him.

“Should I drain you?”

“Oh, would you?”

She grabbed his package with one hand and sped up the in and out action with her other hand, and when he was feeling very loosy goosy she said, “No.”

She pulled the dildo and it gave a little pop.

“Oh, fuck,” he cried.

Sue laughed. “How could you even ask? You know you’re on an orgasm diet.”

Slowly he straightened up, feeling his gaping hole slowly shrink. His voice was soft and begging as he said, “You can’t blame me for asking.”

Knock, knock.

It was an hour before lunch time and they were alone. Who could be wanting them, or even know where they were for that matter?

“Come in.”

The door opened and Harold opened the door.

Harold was a bit creepy, a bit chubby and bald, but he was also accomplished at using the tools the Femwood Asylum used in their therapy. He peered at both of them for a full second, judging them, then: “Miss Rathel would like to see you. Both of you.”

He didn’t leave, and Sue finally said, “Thanks, Harold. I’ll be down as soon as I dress.”

Still, he stood and stared, and his piggy little eyes focused on her breasts. Then he looked at Randy’s tits and licked his lips.

“You’ll tell her, won’t you?” Sue emphasized, and Harold finally got the hint. Without a word he closed the door.

“He bugs me,” said Randy.

“”I wish I could put him on the machine,” she spoke of the device commonly used in the asylum to cure sexual problems in patients. “I’d cook his pork chops for him.”

“He is a pork chop.”

“Now, Randy. Don’t be that way.”

Sue pulled on her lab coat and Randy pulled up his panties and his culottes. They were both wearing high heels that showed off their calves.

They exited the room and headed down the corridor, down the stairs, down another corridor, into a smaller hallway, and tapped on Miss Rathel’s door.

“Come in!”

As they entered the room Miss Rathel was talking on the phone. She motioned them to a pair of chairs in front of her desk and they sat down.

Miss Rathel’s office was a large and comfy. There was a couch on the side of the room, a couple of filing cabinets, and a bookshelf filled with the latest psychiatric works.

For a moment Sue just looked around the room, then she started listening to Miss Rathel’s conversation.

“You understand we’re not set up for imprisonment…yes, we’ve got material for confinement, but that is…I understand, but…”

It was a one sided conversation. Something was happening and Miss Rathel didn’t seem pleased. She wasn’t angry, but the way she ke[pt objecting, and the way it sounded like her objections were being shot down…what was happening?”

“We would like a few more days to set up restraints and…but there are situations we need to…very well.”

A few minutes later, her eyes looking a little pinched, Miss Rathel hung up the phone.

“Well, that was pleasant. Not.”

“What the heck was that all about?”

“We’re getting a new guest.”

“We get new guests all the time…” Sue left the rest of the sentence for Miss Rathel to finish.

“Not one like this. You know we’ve been getting government funds?”

“Of course.”

“With those funds come a few attachments.”

She was holding a pencil in her hand now. She turned to the window and looked out. She was thinking, and boiling inside.

She suddenly snapped the pencil. Looked at it like she was surprised, then tossed the two pieces into the trash can under her desk.

“Okay.” She smiled wanly. “Time to put on a happy face. The state is sending us one Augustus Jones.”

The air went out of the room. All the way out. All that was left was three people gasping for breath.

“I thought he was given a life sentence,” whispered Randy.

“Life means different things to different people,” commented Miss Rathel wryly.

“What happened?”

Miss Rathel met Sue’s gaze. “I think I’ve got an enemy.”

Sue and Randy waited for her to explain.

Miss Rathel shoved an official piece of paper across her desk. “We’ve been doing well, and it’s getting out. Certain people in the psychiatric field take issue with my methods, however. Rufus Fielding was in charge when I did my internship. I refused to lay down for him.

That made them blink. The idea of Miss Rathel refusing to lay down for anybody was surprising.

“Don’t look surprised. He is distasteful, unpleasant to the eye, and totally incompetent…” she took a breath, “…when he wants to be.”

She took a deep breath then, and continued. “Rufus has apparently got some inroads into the government, he always was a slimy, political type, and he figures if he sends us a case we can’t cure it will take the wind out of my sails. Our sails. Maybe even get the government to withhold funds for our little enterprise here.”

“But we’re doing so well!”

Miss Rathel gave a sort of a shrug.

“So when are we getting this poster boy for sexual deviance?”

“Tomorrow.”

Another gasp. More air in an already airless room went right out the closed window.

“That’s not enough time!”

“Not only that, but they are only going to give him to us for one month. One month to get to the bottom of all his neuroses and psychoses.”

“Oh, Lord,” muttered Randy.

“What treatment do you prescribe?”

Miss Rathel leaned back in her swivel and eyeballed Sue. “That, my dear, is going to be your call.”

“What?”

“I am going to be called to Washington, probably dear Rufus’s work again, and meet with various members of the psychiatric board there.”

“But I don’t know enough! I’m still in training myself.”

“Sue, you are the best and the brightest. You are far ahead of where I was when I started this shindig, and I’ve got no one else.”

“What about Harold?”

“Harold is good for bullying techniques. Augustus is a brilliant psychopath. He is going to need the subtle touch. Not so much in specific physical techniques, but in the assessment and verbal therapy areas.”

“How about Dr. Winslow? She’s got ten times my experience.”

“Maternity leave.”

“Dr. Smith?”

“Ha.” Not blurted, just stated, and implied as inadequate, which was true when it came to the case of Augustus Jones.

“I don’t think it’s fair,” remarked Randy suddenly.

Miss Rathel just smiled at him. “Randy, you don’t have the guts to push things through around here in a situation like this. But you are a stickler for detail, and I know you follow directions to the nth. Furthermore, I know that when the shit hits the fan you will immediately go to Sue. You are being assigned as her assistant.”

“But—“

“Shut up.”

Randy clamped his lips shut.

“Okay, Susie Sue,” Miss Rathel addressed Sue familiarly to show her some compassion. “Dr. Slauson will be in charge of the Asylum’s day to day activities, but she has orders that you are to have sole authority, and to answer to no one, and to be given carte blanche when it comes to the disposition and treatment of Augustus Jones. We do have his folders from previous but failed therapies, so I suggest you delve into those, and choose a room to set up in. I need not remind you that the room must be secure and have the necessary means of restraint for him. Anything else?”

Randy shook his head, and Sue sadly quipped, “Have a good time in Washington.”

“Ha!”

The meeting was over.

Sue and Randy headed upstairs to her room to make their plan of battle. Randy was carrying a box filled with folders concerning the life, crimes, and imprisonment of Augustus Jones.

“Well,” said Randy as they climbed the stairs, “the good news is that you cure him in two days, then spend the rest of your time working on your plans for administering to humanity.”

“That’s a nice thought,” mused Sue, already thinking about Augustus Jones.

“Actually, there is a potential good side to this.”

“Oh?”

“We already know the Femwood Methods work. People are disturbed because of sexual frustration. Really, we’re just working out a few bumps.”

“Like how to cure all of humanity?” Sue spoke dryly.

“No, like if you do cure Augustus then that will really help Miss Rathel, and yourself…and that will make it easier for you to get backing to begin treating the common man.”

“God, do I love your optimism.”

They came to the door to her room then, and Sue opened the door. Randy slipped past her with the box of records and put them on the floor next to Sue’s desk.

“Over by the bed, I think.”

“Of course.” He moved the box quickly, then stood and waited.

Randy was brilliant as a submissive. In fact, he was almost an alpha of submissives, as contrary as that might sound.

Sue took off her lab coat, which made Randy’s cock wiggle in its cage. He couldn’t help but react to her luscious boobs.

Sue smiled. “Why don’t you find out which rooms are available in the West Wing. We’re going to need working electricity, toys, chains, a bed with restraints, wall restraints, penis gags, and anything you might think of. In fact, if you see something that you didn’t think of, get it. And maybe some BLTs for lunch, if they have them.”

“Yes, ma’am,” and Randy was out the door. This was what he did best: follow directions.

As soon as he was gone she took a cold Coke out of the small fridge she kept next to her desk and popped it. She lay down on the bed and started going through the life of Augustus Jones.

And while Randy was seeing to accommodations, and Sue was delving into his psyche, Augustus Jones was being readied for transportation.

“Come on, honey, once for the road.”

Kelsie King, a rather round nurse, one with the muscles to handle Gus, was packing Augustus’s possessions.

Augustus, or ‘Gus,’ as he liked to be called, was chained by the ankles, wearing a straight jacket, and strapped to a large hand dolly.

Nothing was done about the huge bulge in his pants. Nothing could be done about that; Augustus had had a permanent case of priapism since he was knee high to a pervert.

“Shut up, Gus, or I’ll call for the penis gag.”

Gus was quiet, but only for a second. “Why are you packing my things? I’m coming back in a month.”

“I hope not,” Kelsey whispered under her breath, but not meaning it.

Gus was not an ugly man. In fact, people always considered him handsome, especially only when they saw a picture of him, and didn’t experience the filth of his personality.

In fact, his charm and handsomeness had helped him kidnap, and then imprison for half a dozen years, three women.

And, oh, the sexual perversions he had subjected them to. To this day all three women were not only obsessed with acting out Gus’s sexual fantasies, but they wanted to enact them on him.

And, beyond that, women all over the world wrote him letters and asked to be his love slave.

Even Kelsey, packing his possessions, couldn’t help but think of how sex might be with the world’s most notorious pervert.

A simple glance at his groin showed that he had a monster tool, and that it was fully functioning.

And the way he looked at women, seducing them with a glance, conquering them with his soft, brown eyes and his gentle demeanor.

“Come on, Kelsey, just one blow job for the road.”

Kelsey stopped for a minute. She just held her position and thought about how many times she had sucked his penis. And how she had enjoyed it.

Many women turned up their noses at giving fellatio, but there was something about the personality of Augustus Jones that made the act of giving head wonderful, sublime, even orgasmic.

She looked at him. “Honey, you can wait, and when you get back…maybe. If they haven’t cured you.”

“Oh, baby. You know that nothing short of castration will cure me. I mean, sex is all there is…right?

She could feel herself giving way, falling into his sway. No matter how much she wanted to say no…yes was always on her lips. Damn that Augustus! What was his power?

She stood up. Though she was round, her breasts were big and they pushed out. Now, getting excited, her nipples were poking through the material of her uniform.

He smiled. A charming, puppy dog smile of trust and love.

Love. How could a man who imprisoned women and sexually tortured them be capable of love?

Yet, that was his talent. He could convince any woman that he loved them with just a simple grin.

“Oh, yes,” he sighed, eyeing her up and down.

“Damn you,” she hissed, and she stepped to him and undid his zipper.

To say that his penis was large was the ultimate understatement.

It stuck out a foot, and it was large in diameter. Large around as soda cans. And when he came it was like popping the top of a soda can.

PSHHT! And the tip of his weenie exploded spray. A lot of spray.

Some women got him off just so they could watch the show. Some women rode him just so they could feel his massive release spraying the insides of their vaginas.

Kelsey looked down at the big tube and sighed. She knelt and attempted to get her mouth around it. She was one of the few who could. She had large lips, and her mouth was big.

Gus smiled gratefully as her mouth slid down his shaft.

“Oh, yes. I’m going to miss you.”

Kelsey loved that, that he could actually miss a woman, instead of just fucking as many as he could without thought, it was a compliment to her womanliness.

She used both hands and stroked him, letting her knuckles hit his rather sizable balls on each stroke.

“Oh, yes!” grunted Gus.

He was close. Real close, and he would have cum right then, except that Kelsey wanted more than just to suck on his schlong. She wanted him inside her.

She took her mouth off his penis and he cried out, begged for her to suck him to conclusion.

Kelsey was in a sexual fever, however. She undid her pants and pulled them, and her panties, down.

She backed against him, and his big dong sank all the way in. She felt his balls slam into her thighs, and she knew he was about to fill her up with his white suds.

She could feel his excitement as he moved his hips forward marginally.

She groaned as her pussy was stretched out, she looked over her shoulder to encourage him.

He looked down at her, he was almost…almost…

“OFFICER KING!”

“Oh, fuck!” Kelsy moved off his dingus and pulled her pants up and hurriedly tried to button up.

“What are you doing?” It was Janice Loew, Kelsey’s immediate senior.

“I’m sorry, ma’am. I was just putting his personal possessions—“

“It looks like you were doing a lot more than that. Were you fucking the patient?”

“Oh…uh…”

“No, she wasn’t.” Gus had a pinched look in his eyes. He had been so close. His balls felt like somebody had been playing ping pong with them.

Then the room was silent for a moment. A moment while Kelsey pushed stuff into a cardboard box, and while Janice glared at Gus.

And Gus winked at her.

Janice melted. Heart to pussy, she felt the heat.

“Get out of here, Officer King,” Janice blurted.

Kelsey was only to glad to get out of there. She left dust and flying papers behind her, then the door was closed.

“You can’t blame her,” Gus whispered, and he turned on his charm.

Janice locked the door and walked in front of the dolly. “You asshole!” she breathed.

“I know.”

“How could you…”

“I don’t know.”

Then Janice was hugging him, kissing him, and…putting a penis plug into his mouth.

“Mmmph!” he tried to speak, but his pie hole was effectively sealed.

Janice tugged at her belt, unzipped, lowered his pants and panties.

“What am I going to do with you gone?”

“Mpphhh!”

“Oh, shut up!”

She wheeled the dolly around and placed the back of it against a wall. Then she climbed up his front, used the metal of the sides of the dolly for hand holds and footholds, and sat upon him.

“Mmmm!” Gus muttered. He was going to get to cum after all.

But then there really never was any doubt.

The delivery of Augustus ‘Gus’ Jones to the Femwood Asylum was carried out in efficient fashion, but with fanfare unexpected.

A truck with a big box arrived at the gate and papers were checked. No big deal.

The truck was directed to the large dock in the back of the facility, and some of the patients who were out for walks or exercise, began to appear in the rear parking area. They sauntered towards the truck, which wasn’t different from many of the trucks that delivered food and other items to Femwood every day.

The back of the truck was rolled up and there resided Gus.

He was strapped to the hand dolly, his limbs restrained and a penis gag in his mouth. His eyes, however were free to roam.

There were a couple of workers on the back of the dock, and they stared at the curiously restrained Gus with interest.

And their penises were suddenly erect.

A couple of patients climbed up on the dock and got in the way.

The guards and nurses transporting Gus pushed the people back, as gently as they could, and rushed the hand truck to a freight elevator.

More and more people were appearing. It was as if they could smell Gus, and they were like rabid dogs, in a loving sense.

Gus went down the freight elevator to the clamor of hungry voices, reaching hands, and wet pussies and erect cocks.

“Come back!”

“Who’s that?”

“Please…we need…we need…”

Then the hoist reached the basement level and the waiting Sue and Randy and Harold.

Harold had been requisitioned to help them secure Gus, but Sue was immediately sorry.

As Gus’s soft eyes were lowered into the light, when the door went up and they had a full view of him, Harold moaned.

Sue glanced at Harold, and was stunned by the look in his eyes.

Harold was normally immune from any sexual empathy. He generated his own hunger, liked to fuck patients, but had himself under control.

Now he wasn’t under control. He licked his blubbery lips and reached his hand into his pants. He had an erection and was making the most of it.

“Harold. Please return to your duties.”

Harold almost couldn’t. He wrenched his eyes off of Gus and looked at here. Begging. No. Don’t do this to me. Let me stay here and…and…

And what? There was nothing a therapist who couldn’t control himself could do for any patient.

Harold still might not have left, but Sue turned to Randy and jerked her head.

Randy, in spite of his own rising excitement, was the perfect submissive. He followed orders to the letter. In this case, his desire to be submissive was subordinate to his rising lust for Gus. He turned to Harold and touched him, and turned him and made the man walk, his head turning constantly to look back over his shoulder, out of the basement.

Sue still hadn’t looked at Augustus. She watched Randy escort Harold to the door to the asylum.

Sue felt it.

She had noticed a change in the ambience of the basement even before the hoist was settled, and it increased as the elevator doors opened, but then she had been distracted by Harold.

Now she looked directly at Augustus Jones, and a shock went through her.

Him.

His brown eyes were…scintillating. They sparkle with a joy of life, sexual life, that penetrated right through her eyes and grey matter to the little kernel of organ that promoted sexual impulses in a human being.

She managed not to gasp, but she felt immediate wetness between her thighs. Her tits became flushed and her nipples felt like they were glowing under her bra and lab coat.

For a long moment she just stood there, feeling quivering sensations rack her frame, trying to come to grips with who he was.

He was clean shaven, and the only pictures she had seen of him were with a beard. But she should have recognized him. She should have.

“Bring him this way,” she managed.

The nurses rolled Gus after the doctor, and Gus watched the sensual sway of Sue’s hips under the lab coat. He imagined the lusty pussy between those shapely legs. He drooled around his penis gag as he thought of her large breasts.

And he was struck by the irony of the situation. After all these years…her.

Sue strode into the room they had selected for Gus. It was twenty by twenty and perfectly set up.

The machines they used to treat patients were lined up against a wall. One wall had his restraints, chains which lead to padded, leather cuffs. Cuffs which would be inspected daily and replaced as needed.

In a large cabinet was a variety of sexual tools. Everything they would need, from dildos and butt plugs to Wartenberg wheels and electrical stimulaters.

On a desk were Gus’s records, and behind that was a small collection of books that would be appropriate for his proposed cure.

Near the restraining wall were benches he could be bent over, chairs with legs that would come apart, and a bed. Everything within easy reach so he could be moved from wall to bed or whatever apparatus was selected.

“Let’s secure him to the wall, stated Sue.

The nurses were used to manipulating Gus, and they understood the set up. They backed the dolly up to the wall and began removing his straight jacket.

Gus watched Sue closely. He knew she was feeling the heat, they all did. But his horny feelings for her, so much stronger than regular people, were the surprise, and yet…he understood.

She, like he, was sending out sexual impulses, blanketing the area with the heady aroma of sex, pulling sexual desires towards themselves, and it was inevitable that they would feel compulsion for each other.

But she could control it! How?

The nurses worked quickly and one arm was freed and locked it into a leather cuff. They worked the other arm free and restrained that one, then pulled the straight jacket away from him, and extricated the hand truck from behind him.

All the while Sue watched. She saw how the nurses kept glancing at Gus, how one of them squeezed his crotch quickly in frustration, how the other one actually rubbed his groin against the hand dolly as he worked it away from Gus.

Randy had returned from escorting Harold out of the basement and taken up a position next to Sue. He murmured, “Whoa. Wow.”

“Are you alright?” Sue’s eyes fixed on him.

“Yes, ma’am,” he quickly blurted.

Then the nurses had Sue sign documents indicating she had received the patient in fine condition, and they left. With backward glances and sighs.

“Randy. Lock the door.”

Randy did, having to physically shove some of the Femwood staff back to get the door closed. Then the lock clicked and they were alone.

Augustus Jones, sexual predator extraordinaire.

Randy, a true submissive.

And Sue. Bright and energetic and one of the finest sex therapists Femwood had ever seen.

Gus tried to talk. His mouth was dry from the penis gag and he was tired of being gagged.

“Randy, loosen the chains so that he can remove the penis gag.”

Randy picked up a remote and pressed a button. A winch whined and the chains came out of the wall.

Quickly, Gus reached up and, with a little twisting, managed to undo the strap at the back of his head. He took out the penis gag. Said, “Gah!” and worked his mouth. Then: “Could I have water? Please?”

Randy moved to comply, which startled Sue. Randy had was submissiveness, but he was focused on her. Now he had moved, submissively, from a command/request from Gus.

She let Gus drink, and when he had handed the glass back to Randy she had said, “I’d like to speak with Gus alone.”

Oh, the look on Randy’s face. The disappointment. And, for the first time, he actually objected to a command. “But, Sue…”

She looked at him, and in that look he caved.

“Yes, ma’am.”

He turned and left the room. As he went out the door Sue took his key, and when the door was closed she locked it.

She could hear the sounds of a crowd murmuring in the corridor. Hmm.

She turned back to Gus and walked towards him.

Gus watched her stalk him, and his cock throbbed in his pants.

Without a word she picked up the remote that controlled the chains. She pressed buttons, and Gus’s legs were pulled apart, back towards the wall.

“Oh,” he said, understanding what was about to happen. “This isn’t fair.”

“It’s not meant to be,” smiled Sue meanly. She took a half step back, set herself, then took a long step and swung her foot.

POP!

It was a perfect dropkick and Gus curled in on himself and began puking.


Part Two

Sue went to her desk and opened the bottom drawer. In it was a bottle of Canadian whiskey. Good stuff. Went down smooth.

She turned to the small kitchenette that had been set up in a corner. She opened the small fridge and took out a tray of ice cubes. She filled two glasses with the amber liquor, then popped a Coke and added it to the mix.

She walked back to where Gus was trying to stand up, wiping the barf from his lips. With one foot she hooked a chair and moved it around and to where Gus could reach it.

Gus put out a weak hand and adjusted the chair, then plopped his butt down. He was still hurting, and would be for a while, but he took the glass of spirits and sipped from it. That helped.

Sue hooked another chair and moved it into position. She sat down opposite Gus, but about three feet away. Just out of reach of his arms.

“So, how have you been?”

Gus gave a wheeze or two, recovered himself enough to talk. “It’s been a long time.”

TEN YEARS PREVIOUS…

“This is crazy,” Gus said. He and his lab partner, Sue Northrup, were in  a small hut in the mountains of northern Mexico.

Mountains where Chiricahua Apaches roamed, and staked out the blanco Norteamericanos, where Captain Jack hunted in vain for Pancho, and where the world laughed at the clumsy white soldier and his hopeless arrogance.

Mountains where even drug smugglers stayed away.

Too rough, too wild, and the only people who inhabited these forbidden climes were loco, or brujo. Or maybe both.

Gus and Sue had traveled from South California, home of drug deals and movie stars, in search of better drugs.

Careful research indicated that there was a powerful brujo, a sorcerer, or witch, or whatever, in these mountains, and she had developed the most powerful hallucinogen in the world.

And what else could budding psychiatrists want than LSD. LSD, in this case, being ‘Longer Stronger Drugs.’

Sue turned to Gus and smiled and said, “Bawk, bawk.”

“Oh, fuck you!”

“I thought you would never ask!” She was wearing student clothes, jeans and shirt, sturdy hiking boots. She wasn’t a very sexy person, and perhaps that was why she yearned for sex so much. She began pulling off her clothes and her eyes were glowing with desire.

“Oh, come on,” Gus said. How he had gotten hooked up with this geek he didn't know. Well, he did know. She was smart, she would help him get through school.

But he hadn’t figured on her being sex starved and wanting him.

But she wasn’t up to his standards. He liked big breasts, curves, lips that could suck a hog all day long.

She was a geek, pencil thin, no curves, and her face was just a slab of flesh with no particularly redeeming qualities.

She was naked, however, and she grabbed for his groin.

He batted her hands away and backed around the room, and finally just stepped out the door.

Fucking bitch.

A few minutes later she exited the little hut they had rented for their trip into the mountains. Gus was sitting with a couple of Mexicans, drinking warm Cervesa.

He didn’t say anything as she approached, and she was careful to hide her hurt feelings. She had been turned down before, but when she was the only white woman for hundreds of miles…she had thought he wouldn't turn her down.

She picked up a beer at the shabby bar and sat down. She smiled at him, her eyes bland, and sipped.

“Juan here says he knows of a woman,” Gus spoke excitedly. “He says she is a powerful brujo, and that we should be careful.”

Yeah, right. As if ‘careful’ was her middle name.

So they sat and discussed how to find this woman.

The directions were difficult. Talk about hill and dale…they had to traverse mountain paths that led along the face of cliffs. They had to ford gorges where waters far below sharpened the rocks which would welcome a simple slip of a foot. They had to climb, leap, and outdo mountain goats.

They were in a small range just south of the border and the Tinajas Altas mountains, and they were alone.

Not even hawks soared overhead. Not even buzzards, though Sue and Gus felt like they would soon be buzzard meat.

They rounded a slope, slipping on the talus, and descended into a small valley. They were down to their last few gulps of water, and Sue was a little worried that they wouldn’t be able to make the return trip.

“We were stupid,” Gus complained. “To think…and there’s probably no…no…”

He stopped talking and stood up straight. For a moment it looked like he was sniffing the air, but he wasn’t sniffing through his nose.

Then Sue felt it. A slithery feeling in the air that caressed her flesh, excited it, caused it to feel…sexy.

He looked down, his cock was standing up.

She felt her pants. They were wet sat the groin. A second ago she had been dry, parched, her skin dried out by the high, hot weather. Now she was moist, dripping, and…horny.

She turned to Gus.

Gus walked past here, down the slope and into the valley.

She followed him. She was following him, but she was following something else, too. A scent that wasn’t a scent. Something in the air that made one drunker than whiskey.

They reached the bottom and found, under a stand of bushes, a little spring. Crystal clear, coming out of the rock face at the end of the little valley. Sinking into the sand, being absorbed as fast as it came out of the earth.

But, though thirsty, though as dry as they had ever been, they walked right past the spring.

Along the face of the cliff, into a slot canyon.

The canyon was but three feet wide and it meandered back between the peaks. They were now in shadow at noon, the sun unable to slant down through the high walls.

The floor was beaten sand, sometimes soft, sometimes hard.

The wind whistled through the crevice, drying their throats even further, but…he was hard and she was wet. And that, that wetness and hardness, was what drove them.

Unthinking.

Desperate, and not even knowing it.

They came out on a ledge perhaps twenty feet wide and a hundred feet long. It was inset in the mountain side and there were a scraggle of bushes, a small garden, scratched out with a stick, and a hut.

In front of the hut, in a chair that had once stood at a pool at a luxury hotel, but now was battered and chipped and creaky, sat a woman.

The woman was old, wore nothing but a rough serape. Her skin was wrinkled and she was drinking teguila that had been home brewed and poured into a bottle that had been seen many such brewings.

She was grey, her hair white, and she smiled a gap toothed grin. She lifted the serape and spread her legs.

They fought for the right to eat the old woman’s sex. Gus being bigger and stronger, managed to push Sue aside, though not without effort, and knelt first.

Her pussy was old. Stiff, bristly hairs, white, a lot of them, scratching at his face.

Her labia were like stiff sails, and he licked them avidly.

Her clitoris was a big, stiff point. So stiff that it almost felt like it would pierce his tongue.

Sue was about to rise up and fight, but the old woman pushed her serape to one side and revealed her breasts.

They were huge, like old water bags, burned by the sun, but with monster, lactating nipples.

With a sob, Sue sank by the old woman’s side and began slurping at the hard nipples. Slurping and drinking and getting the moisture she so desperately needed.

And that moisture worked wonders for her. She began to think, distinguished between the desire for water and the desire for sex. Wiping her mouth, she fell back and stared at the old woman.

Lord, she was old, and with that age came ugly. And inside Sue snickered. Gus had turned her down for this old lady. Hunh!

Meanwhile, Gus was going crazy. He was lying on his belly, his hands were buried under the old woman’s buttocks, and he was lifting her snatch to his mouth. He was making snarfling sounds, gobbling and gulping in a weird fever heat.

The old woman had an orgasm. She turned white, arched her back, and for a moment Sue thought maybe she was having an attack or something. Then she relaxed and pushed Gus away.

Gus fell back on the sand, staring at her, blind with lust, but she was done for the moment. She wagged a finger at him and he gave a half sob and unzipped his pants.

She wagged at him again, and he pushed his hard cock back into his pants.

This woman not only had a sex aroma that wafted through mountain ranges, she could command a man’s frustration with a wag of the finger.

“We came to find you,” Sue managed to say.

“You want the pill,” the old woman spoke in surprisingly good English. But a woman that old would have had time to refine her languages.

“Many search, few find. Most want potion. ‘Make Jose love me! Give heem ‘rection.’ You different.”

Gus whined and squeezed his groin through his now buttoned pants. It was obvious he was thinking if he could just squeeze himself hard enough…maybe he could cum.

The old lady, a real and official brujo, ignored him. “You want truth. Heem, he want…” she sneered, “He dog.”

“But what is this pill?”

The old woman talked, lectured, told about a pill that reveals the truth of a person to themselves, but which requires the person to pay a tremendous price.

“You take pill you know truth, but then everybody want you. Everybody want the sex of you.”

Sue marveled, and was intrigued. Not just a pill, a new high, but the ultimate high. A pill that unleashed the true abilities of the person. But at a price.

In the presence of the old brujo, Sue was willing to pay the price. In spite of her unattractiveness there was that feel of her, that vibrant ‘aroma’ of sex. And perhaps it was because Sue, herself, wasn’t too physically attractive, that made for this ‘meeting of the minds.’

“Yes,” Sue agreed, and without even the need for much thought.

On the ground in front of the brujo Gus tried to think. He was beating his meat, but something was stopping him from cumming.

He wondered, over the haze of frantic sex shaking his very soul, whether the old woman had done something to him.

And why had he eaten her out and not demanded pleasure?

Oh, yeah. She was ugly.

Then Sue and the old crone started talking about a pill, and Gus knew that was what he wanted. Whatever the old harridan was giving to Sue, he wanted it. He deserved it. He was the handsome one. Sue was just a skinny geek.

The old woman reached between her monstrous, baggy, leather-like breasts and held up a small pouch. Her hands shook as she opened the neck and shook out a single pill. She held it out to Sue.

Gus leaped.

The pill dropped into Sue’s hand.

Gus knocked the old lady over, chair and all, and scrambled on top of Sue.

Sue slapped her hand to her mouth and swallowed the pill.

Gulp.

A tiny, foul tasting pellet.

Gus sobbed, held Sue down and glared at her.

“That should have been mine!”

“Fuck you,” she responded, pissed off that he had pushed her over and was sitting on her.

“Hey…hey, dog!”

They both looked to where the old woman was lying among the splintered ruins of her chair.

“You fuck now you get some…she wake up…you get some wake…”

The old lady was hurt, but her meaning was clear.

The pill hit Sue hard. She felt a spreading glow from her belly, a glow that touched her body parts, made the hair shrivel off her body, made her tits surge to grow.

“No!” she yelled, but Gus being that close to the action of the pill in her body, felt it. He had had a hard on before, but now…now…

Sue tried to push away as Gus ripped at his buckle.

The old woman cackled and crawled to the edge of the ledge. Below her was a thousand feet of air.

Sue beat at him, felt the heat erupting inside her body, and the truth…the truth was nibbling at her awareness…

He had his penis out now, and it was a small, little thing. He might be handsome, but he was lacking. If Sue had taken a moment to think, she might have realized that this was the real reason he had turned her down earlier. He was ashamed of his tiny weenie.

“Don’t!” she screamed, then the full effects of the pill washed over her.

Her back arched, her eyes rolled back, and she saw the truth. She saw the world as it was. She saw people having sex as desperation, and not as balm.

This realization would, eventually, in ten years, manifest in her plans to cure the human race of frustrations, to remove the cause of war and disease and man’s inhumanity to man. Right then she just saw that Gus needed help.

He was badly stunted. He was super frustrated because his cock was so small, and she knew, intuitively, that she could cure him.

She stopped fighting. The truth made her stop fighting. She could help him. She could help mankind, but not by being a repressed, sexually starved bitch.

She relaxed, opened her legs.

Gus sank into her, his small penis penetrating her a little bit, and he began to hump.

The old lady, of course, crawled over the cliff.

“Did you ever go back and try to find the old lady?”

Gus laughed, sipped his whiskey. “I searched. There was sign that she still lived, hot meals on the fire, but no sign of her.”

“And no other way off that ledge.”

“No. No other way.” He smiled. “Of course, she was brujo. She might have turned herself into a raven and soared away.”

Sue didn’t laugh. There was too much truth in that statement.

“So why did you do it?”

Gus grinned and knew what she was referring to. “I had to. But it wasn’t my fault.”

“You’ll have to explain that.”

“We went back to civilization. You had your studies, you wanted to be a doctor, most of all, you had the truth. But what did I have? I had half the truth. The half I gleaned from cumming in your scrawny, little hide. But I had no interest in going further in psychiatry, and I had an urge to get the rest of that truth. Your truth.”

“So you kidnapped three women and made them serve you for eight years.”

“That’s where you’ve got it wrong. How long before men found you irresistible? How long before your breasts grew and you changed, before your body started manifesting the truth?”

“It happened quickly. It took a few months, but as I learned, as I grew, as I began to understand that truth she had given me in a pill…I changed.”

“I’ll say you did. Have you taken a good look at your tits lately?”

She smiled wanly. “Every day.”

“And I’ll bet your cunt is the juiciest bit of coosh in the history of the world.”

“Juicier than an old ladies, for sure, but you know that’s not what drives me.”

“What drives you?”

“We were talking about why you kidnapped three girls and made them serve you, to sexually please you.”

“Answer me first. I’ll tell you what you want to know, but first, what drives you?”

Sue paused, then relented. She knew she would get more out of Gus quid pro quo than any other method.

“I want to cure the world. All the problems, the ills, the evilness, it is caused by man’s inherent frustration. I want to figure out a method to undo that. Now…you.”

“As I said, I had no way to go, no place to look, no way to understand even that half truth you gave me.”

She almost objected, accused him of taking it, but that wouldn’t have been honest. She remembered that day so well, that change of mind she had suffered.

“So I went out in the world. I met people, and I changed. I was already handsome, but as I realized more and more truth, even half truth, my penis and balls developed. More important, as with the old lady, as with you…I began to call people to me, to my truth. They wanted it. But I had no whole truth. I stumbled and crawled and tried to understand, and…do you really think I needed to keep those three women prisoner.”

Sue blinked. It was an ‘OMG’ moment.

“No,” she admitted.

“No. I didn’t. They felt me, they came to me, they refused to leave. For eight years we played, and I explored my truth through them. Then I was found out. I grew stronger, pulled more people to me, had that sexual appetite that—you seemed to have controlled it, tamped it down, how did you do that?” His question was quite intent. An honesty that erupted out of him.

She was understanding now, and leaping to conclusions. “The people who finally arrested you, incarcerated you.”

“They wanted me for themselves.”

“Oh, my God.” Sue felt the most profound sadness in her heart.

“Look at my records. Examine them. You’ll find no hint of violence. No brutality. Look at the interviews with my so-called victims. They plead for me, they wanted me back. They want me back.”

“But the state wonn’t let you go.”

Sue, seeing the truth, was stunned. She would have commiserated with him then, but that would have been unprofessional.

She had the deepest commitment to Gus Jones, but she had a deeper commitment to the truth.

She got up and made another drink, refreshed his, and sat down in front of him.

“What are you going to do to me?”

Not ‘with’ me, but ‘to’ me.

“Well,” mused Sue. “It seems like we have a much bigger problem than I had originally thought. I had no idea who you really were.”

“I tried to disguise much of my history, and was successful. Besides, people don’t look too closely at me. They just want me.”

Sue ignored this statement, it already fit with what she had figured out. “The real problem is that the people who sent you here…they are going to want you. We can expect them to start showing up, trying to get to you.”

“Can you protect me?”

“I can. I can push conditions that I, as your doctor, can control, but…that’s not what really bothers me.”

He tilted his head a little and opened his beautiful, brown eyes slightly.

“The thing is, we’re supposed to cure you. But how do we cure somebody who has not committed a crime? More important, something that only you and I can understand, is how do you cure somebody of knowing the truth?”

“Cure me of the truth,” he mouthed softly. He had been in the middle of that, and yet had not seen it. Sue’s words had great impact on him.

“Well, I need to do things if we’re going to make this work.”

“What things?”

“First, I have to make sure that I’m the only one who has access to this room. I can’t even let people in here to clean or give you food.

“Second, I have to get to work on establishing sole control over you. I’m going to have to file papers and make sure the people who sent you here—you were only supposed to be here for a month—can’t take you back.

“Third…” she smiled.

“Third?”

For answer Sue unbuttoned her lab coat. She let it slide back over her shoulders and fall on the back of her chair. She leaned forward and pulled her panties off.

“Oh,” mumbled Gus, and now he gave in to the attraction he had for her. He had been dealing with people being attracted to himself for so long, and now…to let himself go and just be attracted. It was a soul full of relief.

Sue tossed her panties away and leaned forward. Her large breasts near tumbled out and Gus stared at them hungrily. “And we have to make it look like we are at least trying to cure you.”

“We do?”

“Sure. I’ve got all the tools,” she waved a hand at the contents of the room, “and it’s not like our procedures will harm you. After all, how does  one get cured of the truth by having more truth?”

He grinned, following her logic.

“So, how would you like an hour of sexual stimulation. That would give me time to start the ball rolling in my quarters, and even grab a bite of dinner.”

“I think I’d like to follow the doctor’s orders.”

She smiled and picked up the remote. “Finish your drink and shove the chair to the side.

Gus did as requested, and Sue pressed the remote.

The chains retracted until he was against the wall.

Sue removed his clothes quickly. Pulling a few buttons loose in the process, but he was soon standing naked against the wall.

She moved the chains. Put the top chains to his legs, released the bottom chains.

She hit the remote and the chains began to pull him up the wall. She helped him as he turned and twisted, and soon he was hanging from the wall. His legs were spread to the sides and his huge cock stuck out into the air.

Sue attached electrodes to his massive dong. To his testicles. Then she greased up the anal probe and inserted it.

“Fuck,” whimpered Gus.

“Fun, isn’t it?”

“Well, yeah. But this is how you cure people?”

“It’s an interesting process. When we cure women we make sure they have so many orgasms that they become freed up, stop repressing their desires for sex and orgasms.”

“But I’m a man.” He grinned. He was anticipating lots of orgasms.

“With men it’s different. With men we have found that depriving them of orgasms is what works.”

“What?”

“So we will take measurements, then start a procedure where you will be edged, again and again, but not allowed to release your semen.”

“Hey! Wait a minute! I’m used to cumming! I don’t want to not cum!”

“But you see,” said Sue, as she manned the machine whose wires led to the electrodes attached to his flesh, “that’s the price you pay. Do you remember the old lady saying that? That there was a price you had to pay it?”

“I do, but that doesn’t mean I have to go without!”

She flicked switches, turned dials, increased voltage and prepared to torment his sex organs in the name of science.

“Of course it does. That’s the price you’re going to have to pay. I’ll keep you safe here, nobody will get to you. You’ll be like that old lady on the ledge, safe from the people who wanted her sex. But you’ll have to pay the price for this sanctuary.”

“But I don’t want to!”

“Honey, you only have half the truth. When you get the whole truth you’ll know that I’m right.”

Gus was moaning and twitching with every flick of switch, every turn of dial.

“Before I go, however, there is one thing we need to do.”

Gus wiggled against the wall, against his chains. He was caught, however, and there was no getting out of it.

There was a large crate to one side, and it was heavy and sturdy. Sue pushed the crate across the cement floor and up to Gus. She sat on the edge of the crate and thrust her hips forward.

“Hey! Wa…thmpphmm!”

Her pussy pressed against his mouth. Even though he was resisting, he only thought he was resisting. It took only a second for him to respond. He began to eat, and she unrolled a rubber over his dong and all the electrodes attached to it. She began to slurp on his over-sized dong.

He moaned as she worked the head of his penis, then he jumped, sucking harder in response, as she slapped his balls.

Finally, she stood on the crate, turned around, and pushed onto his dick.

Oh, it felt good. In fact, it felt more than good.

This wasn’t just two people slapping organs together, this was two highly evolved people exploring the truths which each held.

Sue, of course, began having massive orgasms.

Gus, on the other hand, came close, closer, was right on the edge, then the machine picked up on his excitement and fed little shocks to his penis and balls and through the probe in his ass. The machine ‘flatlined’ his excitement, brought him down without allowing him to cum.

For an hour they screwed, her getting more and more satisfied. Him getting more and more frustrated.

At last, she pulled off him, sighed, and pushed the crate away. She used the remote and let him down, gave him enough slack in the chains so he could sit on the floor.

He sat, the probe being pushed further and further into him.

All he could do was groan. His penis was long and dripping. Constantly dripping.

Sue wiped her body off with a wash cloth she had dampened at the sink, then pulled on her panties and buttoned her lab coat.

She smiled down at the exhausted, frustrated hard penis of Augustus Jones.

“Well, Gus, how are you doing.”

He stared up at her, frustrated, and that frustration increasing his desire, and that desire making him think that he loved her.

And, who knows, maybe he did. If he didn’t, he soon would. Such was the power of sex in that situation and for these people.

“This…this is going to cure me?” he mumbled up at her.

Sue brushed her hair out with a hand and chuckled. “Didn’t you hear me, Gus? You’re sick with truth, and no matter how much more truth you are given, you can’t be cured. You’re incurable.”

“Then…you’re going to do this to me…again?”

“As often as I can. And don’t worry. I’ll be the only one. Just think about it. The rest of your life, here, with me. You’ll never leave, and you’ll never cum. But you’ll get all the sex you could ever want. We’re going to have a lot of fun, Gus.”

He protested, but not too strongly. The strength of his protests would rise with the years, but he didn’t really, fully understand the situation he was in at the moment.

Sue unlocked the door and looked down the corridor. The patients and doctors who had been waiting were dispersed. She had apparently exhausted Gus’s ‘aroma,’ and there was nothing for them. She locked the door and smiled as she walked down the hallway.

Yes, ten years ago they had been in a hut in Mexico, and he had turned her down. In fact, he had been rather rude about it, and had hurt her feelings.

Well, karma is what it is.
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Part One

Sue turned up the dial and watched while Augustus Jones began shaking. His penis was in a flesh sleeve connected to a machine. The machine pushed the flesh sleeve down over his cock, pulled it back, pushed it down.

Augustus groaned, but grinned. “I expected more than this simple thing,” he muttered over the sound of the motor.

“Be patient, Gus,” Sue smiled back at him, “We’re only halfway there.”

Augustus  was standing on a platform, his legs spread wide and kept apart by a spreader bar. The machine was perfectly angled and he couldn’t help but thrust his hips forward.

Sue was behind him, preparing the anal probe. She made sure the electrodes were fastened in such a way that they wouldn’t come loose. It was the electrodes that would keep Gus from having an orgasm.

“Unh…unh…” Gus moaned in time with the thrusting of the sleeve. His large cock slid in and out. It was red and the veins on it stood in high relief.

“I’m going to cum!” He exulted.

He wasn’t supposed to cum, and he knew it, so to cum would restore his confidence in himself.

He had been in the basement of the Femwood Asylum for weeks now, and every day he was forced to undergo grueling therapy. Therapy designed to frustrate him.Therapy that would, with enough application, make him a sane person.

Except it probably wouldn’t.

Augustus had been in Mexico with Sue many years previous, and she had taken a pill which revealed the truth to her. She had become an advocate for mankind, trying her best to undo the repressions of mankind and return the civilization to sanity.

After all, it was frustration that caused insanity, caused the wars and diseases and such that plagued the planet. If she could get to the bottom of Augustus’ frustration she could release him from it, and that would affect a cure.

So day after day she tried the various methods of the Femwood Academy.

“Here it goes!” yelled Augustus, and the first spasms started up deep inside…and Sue pushed the anal probe home.

Gus yipped, then groaned with the pleasure of being penetrated. Then he groaned with extra frustration. The probe did its job and stifled his spasms.

Now he wasn’t going to cum!

“Oh, you bitch!” he yelled as the probe, powered by the machine standing to the side of him, began going in and out of his rectum.

Sue stood back and sighed. “Wow. That was close.”

Gus made a piteous sound and stared at her as the two machines pushed back and forth, with him in the middle.

Sue stepped up on the platform and touched his face with her palm. “You’re always going to think you can make it, but you won’t.”

“Oh, please!” He was changed from the victorious posture of he who was going to cum to the pitiful moaning of he who will never cum.

She kissed him on the mouth. Tasted his frustration, and whispered. “Honey, this makes me so hot. Do you. mind if I jill off for you?”

“Please…no! Not that again!”

Jill just patted his cheek and set up a chair in front of him.

It was hot in the basement and she had been wearing just a bra and panties. Her breasts were so big she always had to wear a bra. But the panties came off and she held up an oversized dildo and showed it to Gus.

“Here you go, Gus. Just think, this could be you.

He swayed back and forth shoving his weenie into the sleeve, then moving back to shove his buns over the anal probe.

“Let me…let me…” he cried out. His voice sound so incredibly desperate.

“No, Gus. Those days are past. You’ve used too many people. It’s time to use you a bit.”

Gus sobbed, but couldn’t stop moving his hips.

Sue sat back, spread her legs, and went to work. She teased herself and he watched as her large clitoris grew stiff and poked out from between her shiny, slick labia.

“Please…I’m sorry.”

Sue moved her hand back and forth, felt the thing slide swiftly in and out. It felt wonderful, but ho matter how good she felt she wasn’t about to neglect her duty as a psychiatrist.

“When we were in Mexico…”

“No! Don’t ask me again!”

“The old witch gave me the pill, why did you try to steal it?”

“I’m sorry, I…” his voice started ratcheting as he reached the point of no return, and the anal probe did its job, sending little shocks into his nether area to stop the orgasm.

Sue smiled. “Go on, honey. Tell me.”

Gasping, his eyes rolling in their sockets, he slowly came back to his senses. The machine was still chugging along, edging him once more.

“I thought…I thought I deserved it more than you.”

“No. you didn’t. You just wanted it, and this is going to go on until you finally admit the truth.”

“But I don’t know the truth!” Now his body was out of control. His hips banged back and forth, flesh sleeve to anal probe. Anal probe to Flesh sleeve.

His vision start to dim as he overloaded, but the probe allowed him to almost cum again and he woke up and tried, then realized that he had fallen for it again.

The machine was smarter than him.

Sue laughed, be it a bit breathlessly. “It’s like an AI dildo in your butt, isn’t it.”

“Yes,” he tried to stop moving, but the machines wouldn't hear of it. If he slowed they sped up, dug deeper.

“So why did you try to steal the truth from me? Did you suspect that it was the truth?” Sue was heating up now. There was only so much she could do as a therapist, then she would cum, and the therapy would have to wait until the next time.

If only she could cum on command, shoot her load and rebuild it within an hour or so.

“I didn’t know it was the truth!”

“The old lady said it was, so you knew.”

“But I didn’t believe her!”

But Sue didn’t believe him. Besides, if he actually did tell the truth the probe would sense it and he would be allowed to cum.

As long as he lied he would be denied.

Sue slowed down, tried to last longer, but it was getting harder. Her juices were flowing and she could feel that hot avalanche waiting to sweep over her.

“Come on, Gus. Tell me why you wanted the pill.”

“I was just horny,” he sobbed.

“Horny for a pill?”

“I knew…I knew…”

The machines started to chug a little harder. The anal probe was detecting a modicum of truth and was preparing to let him have an orgasm.

“I knew I could sell the pill…”

Chugga chugga chugga…the machines slowed down. He had been close, but he had missed it. No orgasm for him.

And it was that, the knowledge that Gus would once again be denied, that sent Sue over the top.

“Oh…fu-u-u-uck!” Her hips spasmed so hard she slid off the front of the chair and lay on the ground, holding her legs closed, her hips jerking back and forth, the white heat washing over her body.

“No!” wailed Gus. He knew that her having an orgasm would stop the therapy. He hated being on the machine, and he loved it, but, hate or love, he wasn’t going to get an orgasm, and relief, until she finished the therapy. And she wasn’t going to finish it by laying on the ground and arching her back and letting her eyeballs roll in the sockets.

For a few minutes the machine chugged and Gus tried to get over the edge, to release his seed, but it wasn’t going to happen. The machine was too smart for that.

Sue finally stirred, got her legs under her and sat up. She was shaky, but glowing with a profound happiness.

“Truth is a good orgasm, Gus.”

Gus swayed between the sleeve and the probe, and wished he could squirt.

“Well, I think I’ll leave you to your pleasures. How does an hour sound?”

“No!” He begged her with his eyes.

Sue used a washcloth from the sink and wiped her body clean of sweat. She arranged her panties and pulled on her lab coat.

Buttoning it, she went to the door and glanced back at him. “Remember, Gus…the truth shall set you free.”

“Gus mumbled something, but she wasn’t sure what. At times like these Gus didn’t have a firm grip on reality, and his words tended to get jumbled.

Sue gave him a small wave and stepped out of the room.

“Oh…fu-u-uck!” he moaned, then he simply gave up and fucked, and was fucked, by the machines.

Sue walked back down the corridor. She loved sex. It made her feel powerful. And that it could be used for good, and to potentially cure the human race…that was a blessing beyond belief.

“Sue! I’ve been looking for you!”

Randy was coming down the stairs, being careful in his high heels. He was Sue’s assistant, and a true submissive if ever there was one.

He was wearing a red dress with white stockings. His breasts were full and he was obviously wearing a half bra—his nipples pushed against the thin material of the dress.

“Hi, Randy. I sure am jealous. you get to wear such lovely outfits. the only break I get is when I dress down for the patients.

“At least you get patients,” he mumbled with a teensy touch of the grump. Then, “Miss Rathel is back and she wants to see you.”

“Right now? Or do I have time to get a shower and prepare myself?

“I think now. She looks a little upset.”

“Upset, eh. Okay. Let’s go.”

“Augustus Jones is where?” Miss Rathel had just returned from Washington. She was a chunky woman with large breasts and firm, grey eyes. Right now the eyes were focused on Sue like laser darts.

“He’s in the basement undergoing treatment.”

“But I thought—“

“I’ve started the paperwork so he can’t be transferred. Not without his personal doctor’s permission.”

“Don’t tell me. You persuaded him to nominate you as his personal doctor.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Miss Rathel stared at her number one doctor. “I had not planned to keep him.”

“Ma’am. He’s a gold mine. As the number one sexual criminal of our times he has more repressed sexuality than any ten people. When I cure him…” she left the sentence unfinished.

Miss Rathel finished the sentence in her mind. When she cured him Femwood methods become not just valid, but the standard by which all other methods are judged.

After all, psychiatry had never really cured anybody. Not in the entire history of the field. Yes, people had grown to become comfortable with their problems, and to live with them, but the problems were never really resolved.

Augustus Jones, if cured, could change all that. It would be the biggest breakthrough in the history of not just psychiatry, but of mental health, in the history of man.

“You realize Rufus Fielding, a high ranking bureaucrat who is not a fan of mine, is arranging an inspection trip?”

Sue blinked. “I didn’t know.”

“And August Jones is his pet peeve. He is going to use that man to show that our methods do not work. Once he does that he can refuse us funding and even withdraw some of our licenses. He can effectively put us out of business, and make it so none of us ever get hired again.”

Sue felt the sinking in her heart. She wanted to cure Gus. And, more than that, she wanted to cure humanity. If she could just get to the bottom of sexual frustration…but she would get nowhere if Rufus Fielding shut them down.

“So, do we quit this now, return Augustus to his previous institution? Or do we risk shut down?”

Sue stood in front of the older woman’s desk and sunk into deep thought.

Could Gus be cured? Yes.

But could he be cured within a couple of weeks? That was the big question mark.

Could she risk the existence of Femwood for the sake of curing one sexual criminal.

The air went slowly out of her. She couldn’t be selfish. She was going to have to give up. “We return Augustus.”

Behind her, Randy drew in his breath. He knew how much Sue wanted to work on Augustus.

Miss Rathel nodded. “Thank you for understanding. I’ll make the necessary calls and prepare the paperwork.”

Yes, ma’am.”

Sue and Randy walked slowly up the stairs. Randy walked beautifully in his heels, Sue shuffled in hers.

“It’ll be okay, Sue.”

“I know. I’ll get over it.”

But right at that moment she didn’t feel like she would.

After a moment Randy asked, “Why did she need your agreement? why didn’t she just pack Augustus up and send him away?”

“Because I’m his personal doctor. In this state one’s personal doctor can’t be over ruled. Not by the state, not by the medical board, not even by one’s senior physician.”

“Wow. I didn’t know you had that much power.”

“It’s necessary for the protection of the patients.”

That rankled with her. In a sense she felt like she had betrayed herself. Gus was her patient, and she had just given him up. Yes. It was for a good reason, the Femwood Asylum could cure hundreds of people of their sexual neuroses, and even sexual psychoses, but she had to give up one patient for that.

Still, she had her job, and Miss Rathel had indicated that she could look into large program of handling masses of people. That was icing, for sure. But to give up the greatest sexual criminal in history…wow!

They reached Sue’s room and entered.

“Well, Randy, I think I need to abuse you tonight.”

Randy grinned. His favorite sport was servicing Sue, and if getting abused was the service she required, he was all for it.

“I’ll get undressed. Should I fetch some whips?”

“Paddles, I think. I want a meaty slap. A meaty slap on your buns is going to be music to my ears this evening.”

She was starting to smile a bit now, and Randy quickly threw off his clothes and went into Sue’s little closet. He came out with his penis throbbing inside his chastity tube, and several ping pong style paddles.

He literally threw himself over her desk and held the paddles out.

Now Sue grinned. “You are such a slut,” she offered with a bit of cheer.

“Only for you.”

“Nonsense. For anybody with a paddle. Or am I going to have to beat the truth out of you?”

“You’re going to have to beat the truth out of me.”

Sue laughed, took off her lab coat and swung here arm around to loosen it up.

Randy peeked over his shoulder and she slapped his left cheek lightly.

“None of that. Here.” She handed him a sleeping mask. Punishment was always most enjoyed when one couldn’t see it and had to anticipate.

Randy slipped it on, and Sue held the paddle up. Just as she started her downswing—

Knock, knock!

She stopped. Randy looked up and peeked under the edge of his sleep mask.

“Who the fuck,” Sue muttered and she crossed the room and opened the door.

It was Harold. Creepy Harold. Chubby and blubbery and sort of a bully.

Harold looked past Sue and saw Randy lying naked on the table, his butt in the air. He said nothing, though it was obvious that he was thinking, and judging. He held out a note for Sue.

Sue took the note and closed the door in Harold’s face.

It was from Miss Rathel, and it said:

Transportation of Augustus Jones refused.

Previous hospital will not take him.

It’s up to you now…cure him.

“Holy fuck,” Sue muttered.

Randy had gotten up and read the missive over her shoulder.

“They won’t take him back?”

“Nope. Sounds like this Rufus Fielding fellow has set a trap, and we are firmly in it.”

“What are you going to do?”

Sue smiled. What was she going to do. She had just retained possession of the greatest sexual criminal in the history of the United States. She had been told—and it was the only solution for the dilemma—to cure him.

She looked at Randy and grinned a shark’s grin. “Lie down on the table and I’ll show you what I’m going to do.”

“Oh, yes!” Randy exulted, and he threw himself back onto the table.

WISSS SMACK!

Let the games begin.

“Hello, Gus,” Sue locked the door to their little basement hideaway. Or ‘fungeon,’ as Sue liked to call it.

“Hello, Sue.”

Sue had brought a little boombox in and she hooked it up. It was preprogrammed, and she tapped the buttons until ‘Taxi’ by Harry Chapin came on.

It was raining hard in Frisco,

I needed one more fair to make my night…

“Hunh,” grunted Gus. “Too bad my name isn’t Harry.”

Sue ignored his comment. “I love this song. Two people passing in the night…every once in a while.”

She went to the little sink in the corner and mixed a couple of drinks.

She turned and went to Gus. “Rum and Coke. We used to drink that in Mexico. Do you remember?”

Gus was hanging from the wall, right side up, but his chains were loose enough that he could take the drink. He sipped, then tilted his head in question. “What’s with old home week?”

“Do you know Rufus Fielding?”

Gus went silent. His mouth clamped down. His eyes took on a very focused look. Even his penis, which was fairly stiff, lost some of its steam.

“I can see that you do. Tell me about him.”

Gus didn’t even hesitate. “He’s a very bad man. He’s obese and he’s got a little cock. He thinks he knows everything, but everything he knows could be printed on the head of a pin. He’s a politician, and he thinks he owns the world.”

Sue interrupted him dryly, “And he thinks he owns you.”

Gus sighed. That’s the curse of everybody loving you…everybody wanting you.”

“Tell me about it,” Sue muttered. She had pretty much mastered how people perceived her, and she could control who liked her, loved her, and who didn’t. Poor Gus hadn’t. “So how did he own you?”

“He didn’t, and doesn’t, but that doesn’t stop him from trying. When I was arrested for imprisoning those three girls, even though I didn’t imprison them, and even though they testified in my behalf, it was Rufus Fielding who applied pressure and got the court to send me to a psychiatric hospital.”

“Like this one.”

“Lord, no! This was one where they practiced all the good stuff. Sleep therapy, where they put you in a coma to cure you. Pre-frontal lobotomy. Electroshock…all the things that don’t work, but which people like Rufus Fielding hold on to.”

“He’s coming here.”

“NO! Don’t let him get to me!”

Harry Chapin was crooning,

It was somewhere in a fairy tale

I used to take her home in my car

“You’ve got to protect me! He’ll…he’ll…”

“I can’t stop him,” she fudged, “unless I can cure you.”

Gus went silent for a moment, then almost whispered his response. “You think I don’t want to be cured? I curse the day I made love to you and you infected me with the effects of that…that pill the old brujo gave us.

“Me. Gave to me.”

Gus didn’t tumble to the truth. If he had he would have been cured. But the pill Sue had taken, and which he had somehow tapped into, was only a half truth for him. And he realized it.

“You think I don’t want to be rid of this…this talent? Sue, I wouldn’t try to break out, to escape from here. It’s only you and me here. The world isn’t trying to screw me. It’s peaceful, I even get the occasional drink, and…and you know that I love you. I would give up this curse of people loving me in a second, I just want to stay down here and be your love prisoner.”

Sue watched the pleading in his eyes. He was telling the truth as he knew it. But truth, for Gus, was only in halves.

“So you don’t want to be cured because that would set you free, free where people will chase you, hound you for sex.”

He said nothing. He was in Catch-22 area.

“But now you’ve got a problem.”

“Rufus Fielding. Please. For God’s sake, don’t let him get me.”

“I might be able to help you, but you’re going to have to help me.”

Gus went silent. Here it was, the quid pro quo he was scared of. To be protected from Rufus Fielding he was going to have to be cured. But though he said he wanted to be cured, he didn’t. As stated, truth with Augustus Jones was a halfway thing.

“Well, I can see you talk a talk, but it’s time to try and make you walk the walk.

She took his empty glass and loosened his chains enough so he could step a few feet out from the wall.

She moved a chair in front of him. “Have a seat, Gus.”

Gus stared at the contraption. It was a big seat, like one would find on a tractor, shaped to his ass. But it had a large slit in the center and a dildo was just showing through the slit.

“On that?”

“Come on, Gus. You want to be rid of the fact that you’re a love magnet?”

“Yeah, but…I…”

The part of him that didn’t want to be cured dug in its heels.

Sue smiled and relaxed her tight control of herself. The room filled with her essence, and Gus suddenly looked up at her mumbled, “Oh.”

“For me, sweetheart.”

“For you,” he whispered, and against half of his own desires he sat down on the seat.

Sue quickly fastened a big strap around his chest, she secured his arms and legs, and she smiled up at him the whole time.

As she brought her talent for making people love her back under control Gus complained, “That wasn’t fair.”

“All’s fair in love and love,” she misquoted. Then she bent down behind the chair and worked the dildo out from under the seat.

“What are you doing?”

“Making a little switch here.”

She unscrewed the dildo that came with the machine, put it aside, and picked up the anal probe that was connected to the therapy machine that Miss Rathel had developed for Femwood.

“You’re not going to use that on me!”

“Why not?” asked Sue. She made sure the probe had a special condom on it, and that the condom wouldn’t come loose. The condom had leads that led to the therapy machine. She greased the thing up and screwed it onto the contraption Gus was sitting on.

He felt the tip of the anal probe pushed an inch into him and he groaned. It felt so good!

She rolled the therapy machine over and began attaching electrodes to Gus’s balls.

“Remember, Gus. The truth shall set you free.”

He was sweating now, but couldn’t take his eyes off Sue as she bent in front of him and fiddled with his lap.

“You don’t have to do this. I’ll tell you the truth.”

“I know you will.”

She stood up and back away from the machine. “I’ve set the angle very precisely this time, Gus. I’ve angled the probe so it will stimulate the prostate, but the probe is set to give you little shocks whenever you start to relax enough to be drained.”

“You’re not even going to drain me?”

“It will make you hornier and hornier. Hornier than you’ve ever been. You’ll scream for mercy, but you won’t be allowed relief. It will just keep building and building. The pleasure will be intolerable. You’ll babble, Gus, you’ll say anything and everything, and eventually you will tell me what I need to know. Why did you try to steal my pill? You tell me that and Rufus might not get you.”

“But he might?”

Curious, Sue thought. He’s saying he doesn’t want Rufus to get him, but…there is an anxiety there. Is he reversing his feelings to hide? Is that what I’ve got to uncover?

She smiled and turned the machine on.

Gus twitched as the probe entered his anus fully. “Oh, fuck,” he wheezed, his eyes taking on a dreamy look. “Why does that feel so good?”

“Because it is good, honey. And it’ll get better if you tell me the truth. just tell me the truth, Gus, and you’ll get an orgasm.”

Gus began to sob as the conflicting parts of his mind were thrown into combat.

“Now then, Gus. We were in Mexico, and the old woman gave me a pill. That was the start, that was where it began. But there is something earlier. Something that made you attack me, try to steal the pill. The pill revealed the truth of a person, Gus. Tell me what truth you perceived when I screwed you.”

“I screwed you!” he moaned.

“That’s a half truth, Gus. What’s the whole truth. What compelled you to try to steal the truth?

“Oh….I don’t…know…”

The machine chugged softly, a whisper in the basement that was quiet. Harry Chapin had stopped singing the song. Taxi had ended and Gus’s real trip had begun.

The probe went up and down, a smooth slither of pleasurable invasion, searching for the truth of Gus’s greedy soul. And he was greedy, and that was half the truth.

What was the other half?

Sue moved a chair up in front of him and began tickling his nipples.

“Stop that! Please!” Yet he was trying to thrust his chest forward, to give her more nipple.

She sucked on them, and fondled his penis with her hand, being very careful of the connections down there.

“Oh, yes,” he muttered, his head rolling around, his hips trying to push up into her hand, then slamming back down to get as much probe as he could.

“Think back, Gus. What made you try to steal the truth?”

“I didn’t know that pill held the truth!” His teeth were chattering and his chest was glowing. Sue knew that if she applied the machine long enough he would start to grow breasts. Such was the side effect of searching for the truth in this manner. One of the side effects.

“She told us, Gus. And she gave it to me. You tried to steal it.”

“Didn’t…”

‘It was mine….”

“She really wanted me to have it…”

He bubbled out answers over the next hour, and while it sounded like he was trying to find the truth, he wasn’t. He was obscuring the truth.

But that was okay. He could only hide the truth so long, and then it would come out.

Her only worry was that it come out before Rufus Fielding made his appearance at Femwood Asylum.

For two days Sue worked on him. She only stopped to feed him, and she needed to force food down his mouth. He wanted sex more than food and was refusing, begging for the probe to continue, even while he screamed that it was hurting him, that he couldn’t take anymore.

She checked the probe occasionally, made sure the thing was functioning as designed. And she listened to his heart and took his other. vitals to make sure he remained healthy.

He was.

And she didn’t bother with sleep or to her distractions. She just kept applying the Femwood therapy and searching for the truth of Gus.

Knock…knock!

It was a hesitant knock, and Sue knew it was Randy. She yawned and headed for the door, leaving the machine chugging softly and Gus sobbing with frustration.

“Are you okay? How’s it going?”

Sue was as tired as she had ever been. She stifled another yawn and mumbled. “I’m getting there.”

But was she? On the surface Augustus Jones was still telling his half truths and avoiding the truth of himself.

“Rufus is arriving tomorrow.”

Sue’s eyes opened. “I thought we would have more time.”

“I think he’s trying to surprise us.”

“Huh. Well.”

“Is there anything I can do?”

Sue shook her head. “Just keep everybody away from us.”

“Do it, Susie Sue,” he used the pet name he had for her. “You can do it.”

She grabbed the front of his dress and pulled him to her. She kissed his red lips softly. It was clean, and nice, and a break from the slimy perversions of Augustus Jones.

Then she looked down, into his cleavage, then up, and grinned. “Nice tits, bitch.”

Randy couldn’t help but laugh.

Sue closed the door and Randy heard the lock snick. A minute later he heard Augustus Jones moaning.

Randy smiled and heading back down the corridor. He loved Sue. He had to do his best. He headed up the stairs to the combat.

Inside the room Sue stomped towards Gus. She had a fixed glare in her eyes, and even though he was in the middle of sexual excesses, Gus looked up at her.

“What?” he asked, his mind dazed. He felt like he was burning out, that permanent damage was about to be done to his psyche.

She pulled the electrodes off his cock and sat on his lap. His large penis slipped inside her and he groaned. The electrical stimulation was wonderful, but it couldn’t compare to Sue’s soft pussy.

Gus’s eyes opened up and Sue leaned into him. They were close enough  to kiss, but the interaction was between their one inch apart eyeballs.

“He’s coming, Gus. Rufus will be here tomorrow. Now, I want the truth…and I want it now.”

“I’ve told you—“

“You’ve told me shit. Now, Gus, I’m going to turn this machine all the way up. It’ll burn you out. It’ll change your body physically. This isn’t just a pill from a culture that existed a thousand years ago, this is modern technology, and if you think what the old woman did to you, when you tried to steal the pill, was something…it wasn’t. Now talk…or suffer the consequences.”

Gus sobbed then, and he moaned, “I’m sorry…I’m sorry.”

Sue worked a quick orgasm for herself out of his stiff cock, then slid off him.

She looked at the machine that was controlling his sex and leading him towards the truth.

She looked at Gus.

She made up her mind and reached for the machine.


Part Two

It was three in the morning when he broke. On retrospect, Sue felt like kicking herself in the head for making it so difficult.

“Why, Gus. Tell me why.”

He said: “I’m sorry.”

And she…stopped.

Every time she asked him a question he ending up saying he was sorry. But sorry for what? For not telling her what the truth was? Because he was keeping her up? Something…something else?

A little lightbulb way back in a dusty nook in her mind lit up.

“Why are you sorry?” She didn’t say if fiercely, but wonderingly.

He said, “I’m sorry, mommy.”

And the world opened up.

He began to talk. Freely, gushing, anxious to let his Mommy know why he was sorry.

And the things he said…oh, Lord. A deluge of perverse acts that would have scared the Marquis de Sade. A hoard of treasured torments that would have made Tomás de Torquemada proud.

Sitting on his dick, controlling her desire to squirm, Sue wrote it all down on her clipboard.

Page after page, a notebook full of sexual crimes. Crimes so filthy they make a pizzeria in New York look innocent. Crimes that would have made Ted Bundy throw up.

Even Sue, with her clinical training and professional demeanor, was sickened. Yet…when it was done…she knew he would be cured. As much as he could be cured.

Bu eight in the morning, the Femwood Asylum in full swing, Sue had it all.

She pried herself off his penis, staggered across the room, and put her notes in a safe.

These notes were too much to be put in a book, the world would be too disgusted, but they would serve as guides for the future of psychiatry, if Sue could prepare them properly. Maybe a series of papers dealing with small snippets.

She turned to Gus.

He was laying in the machine, strapped in but slumping. And he was smiling.

His groin was a mess of sticky fluid.

He had finally had an orgasm. One that was powered by a lifetime of repression, and it was massive. He had squirted several times, then dribbled, and squirted some more.

Sue, who had been screwing him at the time of his unburdening, was a mess. Her pussy dripped constantly, and it was more than a simple washcloth could deal with.

She jammed a towel between her legs, locked the door and waddled back up to her room.

There she had a long shower, washed his filth off, metaphorically, and literally, speaking.

Then she walked back towards the basement. Randy caught her halfway down.

“Sue! He’s here!”

“Who?” Sue was bleary from the long night of therapy.

“Rufus Fielding! He’s talking to Miss Rathel, and they want you.”

Oh, fuck!

She stepped into a closet and pulled Randy in with here.

“Here?” he blurted, misunderstanding her.

“I need you to stall them. Tell them I can’t be found. If they want to see Gus take them to the East Wing. I need time. Slow them down. Don’t let them find me, or Augustus.”

“What are you going to do?”

“I’m not sure, but…I’ve got to come up with something.”

“You know that Fielding is asking for immediate transportation for Gus?”

“Shit. Well, it can’t happen. Give me time and I’ll solve this.”

“Okay, Susie Sue. I’ll do my best.”

She reached down and squeezed his groin. “I know you will.” She gave him a quick kiss, then opened the door an inch and peered out.

Miss Rathel’s office was down the next corridor.

She couldn’t risk being spotted.

“I’m going around the outside of the building.”

She darted out of the closet, ran and tried not to let her heels click, in the opposite direction of the Administrator’s Office.

Sue ran, holding her lab coat tight about her body, a little hitched so she could stretch her legs.

She ran through the kitchen, down the ramp leading from the dock, and around the corner of the building.

It was a glorious day and several people saw her making her speedy way, fast walking and trying to make it look like she was slow walking, then she came to the door that led down to the basement.

The door was locked, but it had a part of the security screen pried up—courtesy of a desperate patient—and she managed to corkscrew her arm in and bang her elbow against a glass square.

The glass cracked, broke on the second elbow thrust, and fell inside the door.

She reached in and unlocked the door, opened it, and slid into the cool of the basement.

She walked down a short flight of steps and was ten feet from the door to Gus’s room.

Room. It was more like a cell, but that was how they had to treat the truly mentally ill.

But, and this became the conundrum of the day, was Gus still mentally ill? Or had she merely unlocked new depths of the demon?

She strode to the door, unlocked it, and walked in.

Gus was still slumped, exhausted but happy, on the machine that had helped break down his repressions.

He looked up and was so totally happy.

Sue didn’t like it, but she was about to rain on his parade.

“Rufus Fielding is here.”

Gus sat up, and groaned. The probe was still up his ass.

Sue came around to the rear of the contraption he was sitting on and knelt. She loosened the probe and extracted it from his ass.

He stood up, but he was gaping. Not an unusual thing after spending more than 24 hours on the machine, which he had.

Twenty-four hours of being reamed out, of being sexually excoriated in search of the truth.

While he tried to do a little bend and stretch to recover his mobility, Sue headed for the kitchenette. She made a couple of bourbon and Cokes, nothing fancy, and offered Gus one.

He moved back against the wall he was chained to, Sue shoved a chair at him, and he sat.

She sat down next to him and they sipped, and he broke the silence. “You said you’d protect me from him.”

She nodded. “And I will do my best.”

Gus took a big glug, he needed some courage, and he snapped, “You said. That’s your word. I expect you to protect me.”

“And I will do my best.”

“Not your best. I want your word. You protect me. Save me. Don’t let him take me.”

“Was he that bad?”

Gus nodded grimly.

“Then let me think. There’s always a way out. I just have to figure it out.”

For a long couple of minutes they sat and thought, then Sue turned to him. “There’s something I can do, but you’re going to have to help.”

“Okay.”

“You might have to put up with him for a while.”

Augustus swallowed loudly. Man, Rufus Fielding must be bad if he scared the world’s most notorious sex criminal that badly. And suddenly Sue was interested on a more clinical level.

And she thought: Yes. this might work.

“Okay,” said Gus. It was the hardest word he had ever spoken in his life.

A couple of hours later locked the door, with Augustus Jones firmly chained to the wall inside, and sauntered down the corridor.

And up the stairs and down the administrative wing.

She came to Miss Rathel’s door and tapped.

“Yes?”

Taking a deep breath, Sue opened the door and stepped into the dragon’s den.

Miss Rathel was sitting at her desk, stiff backed. She was a bit chunky, but quite attractive. The size of her breasts really helped.

To one side Randy stood, and a more miserable face he had never shown. His make up was worn down, his lipstick was chewed off, he slumped, and he needed rescue.

He looked at Sue in desperation, and hope flitted across his face.

But the main occupant in the room, the one who drew her attention the most, and who she tried desperately to ignore, was sitting in a chair catty corner to Miss Rathel’s desk.

Rufus Fielding was only about five foot six, but he must have weighed four hundred pounds. And that was being generous.

He was a cannonball, and his head was a small cannon ball atop the bigger cannon ball.

His eyes were shrewd, little buttons. Black pig’s eyes, gleaming with avarice and…lust.

But not lust for love, which was a normal perversion, but lust for…lust.

That was the only way to say it. He wanted to inflict sexual torment with all his heart and soul.

“Is this her?” He blurted. His voice a curious mixture of whine and petulance.

“Miss Northrup.” Miss Rathel nodded towards a chair.

Before sitting down, however, Sue asked, “If you’re done with Randy?”

Miss Rathel paused, then gave a sharp nod of her head.

Randy shuddered, and headed for the door. As he passed Sue she whispered, “Check my desk.”

Randy was almost ready to cry, so mean had been his interrogation, but he controlled the liquid trying to pour out of his eyes and nodded.

Then he was out the door, clicking his heels down the hall.

Sue smiled. When he checked the desk in her room he would find a package of double stuff, lemon Oreos. His favorite, and a small gift for his incredible work in holding the hounds at bay.

“Miss Northrup?”

Sue smiled to Miss Rathel and sat down. She made sure the flap of her lab coat was up. Miss Rathel couldn’t see it, but she was giving Fielding a show of thigh and a glimpse of pussy.

He had to be distracted if this ploy was going to work.

“Where have you been?” snapped Rufus, his voice sounding like a goat’s bray.

Sue looked at Miss Rathel and smiled.

“Sue?”

“Sorry I’m late. I was in the middle of a therapy session.”

“With Augustus?” Again with the goat bray.

She ignored him again, didn’t even glance at him, gave her attention to Miss Rathel.

Miss Rathel rather enjoyed the way Sue was treating Fielding. For the last couple of hours that obnoxious little turd of a man had brow beaten her, threatened her, picked on poor Randy, and…and now he was being treated like the fly speck he was.

“And the outcome?”

Sue smiled, and finally turned to Rufus. “The prognosis is wonderful. We are well on our way to a cure. Mr. Jones is being returned to the land of the living.”

Rufus Fielding didn’t like hearing that. He wanted Gus back in the condition he had sent him out in. He wanted the sick, pervert who was so delicious and cruel.

“Where is he?” he asked, his mean, little pig’s eyes narrowing.

“Resting, right now. Would you like to see him?”

Rufus hadn’t expected that. He sat up, was suspicious, and said, “Yes.”

“Excellent. He’ll be resting for another hour. Then I’ll wake him for you.”

“And what about this guff about you refusing to release him because you’re his doctor?”

“Oh, that. My assistant misunderstood what I was ordering. We’ll be glad to release Gus under certain circumstances.”

Rufus’s eyes gleamed in ill disguised victory. Otherwise known as gloating. Then his eyes slowly shuttered. Closed and opened like a lazy snake’s.

“What circumstances?”

“You’ll have to become conversant with the Femwood Treatments.”

Miss Rathel made a sound like a little gasp. She was not ready to publish concerning her highly successful methods.

For Rufus Fielding, however, this was an extra bonus. Insight into the methods of his enemy? He might be able to take what he needed and even publish first.

“I suppose that is permissible,” he granted.

“Very well. If it’s okay with you, Miss Rathel, I’ll go prepare Augustus for transportation. His records need bundling, and I’ll need to set up the lab for Mr. Fielding.”

She was looked directly at Miss Rathel then, and Rufus couldn’t see the big wink that she gave Miss Rathel.

“That will be fine.”

With a smile to the fat, little piggy fart sitting so obnoxiously in the office, Sue smiled, then she was out the door, her heels clicking madly down the corridor.

She wondered what the conversation would be like in the office now that she had left. She hoped Miss Rathel understood that she was playing for time. She had a lot to do and little time to do it in.

She headed upstairs and burst into her room.

Randy was laying on the bed in a cookie stupor. The empty box of lemon flavored, double stuffed Oreos gave proof of his love of those wonderful confections.

He tried to leap up, but the package of cookies was empty, and he was full.

While he struggled to his feet, and bemoaned the bloated appearance of his usually svelte belly, Sue gathered up the material relating to Augustus Jones.

“Put these in a box. Wrap it tightly. Bring it to the basement.”

“But those are incomplete records! We haven’t even filled out the details of the methods and treatment!”

“I know,” smiled Sue.

Material gathered for Randy to pack, she glanced around the room, was satisfied, and ran out.

Randy knelt and began packing the files. It was almost heresy to package such incomplete records. Whoever was next to treat Gus Jones wouldn’t know the Femwood methods, and would have no clue as to his previous treatment.

Sighing, he did as he was told, then picked up the box and headed for the basement.

Downstairs, Sue rushed into the lab where she was dealing with Augustus.

Augustus was sitting on a chair, resting. He sat up at the noise of Sue’s entry and looked at her expectantly.

“Yes!” she said, holding her fist and giving it a little pump.

Augustus grinned. “Really?”

“Really and truly. Mind you, I make no guarantees, but if this works…”

“I’ll be free forever.”

“Free from Rufus,” warned Sue. “We still need to continue your treatment.”

“Oh, thank you! Lock me up. Psychoanalyze me forever. I’m all yours!”

Sue smiled, and began to move equipment around. “Now you understand,” she said as she prepared the scene, “I’m going to have to let you go. If you voluntarily return to your chains, that should bait the trap. If you don’t…”

“Don’t worry. I won’t risk being under that brute’s control again. He’s…he’s a…” he spit the next word out like it was the ultimate curse, “…politician!”

Sue snickered. She knew the truth of which Gus was speaking. Then she sobered. “Now, remember, when I give you the signal I want you to turn it loose. All of it. Every ounce you can muster.”

This command didn’t make Gus happy, but he nodded.

“Okay, are you—“

Randy rushed into the room. He stopped and stared at Augustus.

The last time Randy had been in the room with Augustus he had been struck by Gus’s ability to make people love him. He had fallen in love, had wanted nothing more than to fall at Gus’s feet and worship.

And he still felt that.

But there was something different.

Now Gus was trying to control himself. He was trying to reduce his effect on people.

“Easy, Randy,” murmured Sue, suddenly worried for her assistant.

“It’s okay…” breathed out Randy, relaxing a little. “I think…he’s doing something different. It’s not so bad now.”

Sue shot Gus a grateful glance and took the box from Randy. “Okay. You can go.”

But Randy wasn’t ready to go. He walked over to Augustus, and Augustus waited for him. For a change, there was a bit of apprehension on his face.

For a long moment Randy stared. “I can still feel it.”

“I’m sorry,” whispered Gus.

“That’s okay,” and Randy walked away, and out of the room.

A few minutes later they were ready. “Okay?” asked Sue.

“As I’ll ever be.”

Sue went to get Rufus.

Rufus and Miss Rathel were waiting in her office, and Miss Rathel didn’t look happy.

Who would be happy, locked in a room with a grunting, snuffling terror of a pig heart?

But Sue smiled. “He’s awake. Would you like to see him?”

Rufus stood up, that gloating, happy bully look on his face. “By all means.”

Miss Rathel started to get up but Sue faced her, in a manner in which Rufus couldn’t see her face. “I’ll take care of it, Miss Rathel.”

Miss Rathel remained half standing for a minute. the look on her subordinate’s face, almost pleading for understanding. Let me handle this!

“Very well,” she said, and she sat down. And prayed. She knew that everything depended on Sue now.

Sue followed Rufus out the door. He was waiting at the meeting of the corridors, and she put a smile on her face and led the way.

“I’m sure Miss Rathel has been telling you of our revolutionary, cutting edge treatments,” she spoke as they walked toward the stairs.

“Not much,” he said, a little grouchy at that. Miss Rathel had proved very protective of her methods.

“Don’t worry. I’ll tell you everything when we get to the lab.”

She led him down the stairs, chatting without saying anything, and into the room where Augustus was standing in chains, naked against the wall.

Rufus smiled. “Hello, Augustus. Though you’d given me the slip, did you?”

Gus didn’t say anything. In truth, it was Rufus who had sent Gus to the Femwood Asylum. It was all part of a trap for Miss Rathel, and when he had Gus back, securely under lock and key, he would finish closing the trap. He would stop all government funding. He would withdraw licenses and permits. He would shut Miss Rathel down forever.

That bitch would learn what happened to people who refused his advances!

Gus merely stared at the obscene man.

Sue moved forward. “This is the apparatus we used to cure Gus.”

Rufus sneered at Gus. The man wasn’t cured. The ambience of love emanated from the man chained to the wall and filled the room.

If anything, the feeling was stronger, more powerful. He didn’t know that Gus was focusing on his ability, trying his best to distract him.

Rufus, satisfied that he had Gus’s number, turned his attention to the contraption.

It was basically a fancy chair. The seat was like one from an old farm tractor, but with a slot in it. It was big enough to hold even a fat ass like Rufus’s.

“Have a seat and I’ll show you how it works.”

If Rufus hadn’t been distracted by the sexual ‘aroma’ wafting through the room he wouldn’t have fallen for it. He was not a trusting man, and he wouldn’t have sat down in the therapy chair.

He was distracted, however, and he was enjoying the glee of his victory, and he sat.

“Of course the patient should be naked,” Sue said as she put the strap around the fat man’s belly. It barely fit.

In fastening the buckle she was surprised when she squeezed his chest, it put pressure on the hunk of man fat that looked like a boob.

She was surprised when Rufus moaned. It was a curiously guttural sound of sex. He sounded a little…girlish.

Sue fastened the cuff around his right arm, and Randy, on the other side of the chair, secured his left arm.

“Hey!” Rufus finally overcame the sexual distraction and realized what they were doing to him. “Let me go!”

For answer Sue popped a penis gag into his mouth and secured the strap behind his fat head.

“I can hear them coming. Secure the door.” They were doing Rufus’s legs now, and Sue turned to Gus. “Turn it down.”

Randy stood up and staggered towards the door. Even though he had known what was coming, even though he had braced for it, held to his instructions, he had had a rough time. Gus’s essence of sex was that powerful.

He reached the door, didn’t look back, just stepped out and closed the door.

Sue could hear people shuffling down the corridor outside. The whole hospital had picked up on Gus Jones’ scent, his call to sex, and they were coming. Horny. Hard or wet, but dripping regardless, they had come.

Randy locked the door from the outside, then slid the key under the door.

Sue could hear him yelling at the patients and staff who had come. “There’s nothing happening here! Go away!”

Gus was sitting with his head down, sobbing. That ability that he had used so freely was now under control, and he felt guilty for using it, even in such a dire situation as this.

Courtesy of the therapy chair and his treatment and Sue’s wonderful treatment, he understood guilt. And now he was able to control his ability. Now, his repressions gone, he could better control his ability.

But he never wanted to use it in such gross fashion again.

In the chair Rufus was howling mad!

“MPHHHMPH!” he screamed through the penis gag in his mouth.

Sue ignored him and was removing his clothes. She used scissors and snipped up his trousers, cut through his shirt, pulled bits and pieces of cloth out of the way.

She knelt behind the machine and carefully cut the material away around his asshole. She set the probe in place and locked it down.

Rufus squealed when the probe entered his asshole. He loved it, but being repressed, he didn’t want anybody to know that he loved it.

Sue began attaching electrodes to his balls, and it was a difficult job.

“I’m sorry, Rufus,” she commiserated. “I didn’t know how small a package you had.”

He had been repressed all his life, and his sex organs showed it. His balls were grapes, his penis not much more developed than a sixth graders.

In truth, he had been repressed at a young age, and had been stunted before puberty could take effect.

And that repression was why he was a bully, taking out his inadequacies on others.

That repression was why he sought high office and honors, so that he could take advantage of his position and make the world suffer for what he was, for what had, at some point in the past, been done to him.

Sue finished the application of the electrodes and stared down at him. “You’ve only got one chance, Rufus, or you’ll remain the way you are for life. Confess, and remember, the truth shall set you free. You tell the truth, tell me why you are the way you are, a greedy, big, self serving, fat pig of an asshole, and you’ll get an orgasm. It will be the best orgasm you will have ever had, and all your repressions will cease. You’ll be free. But it’s up to you.”

She started the machine.

Chugga chugga. Soft, almost silent, but never stopping.

The probe went in and out.

Rufus groaned and his eyes bulged. He had taken it up the ass before…that was not new…but the way this thing gave him little shocks when he got close to cumming, that was new.

Sue stood back for a minute, and when it was plain that he had lost the desire to scream for help she took the penis plug out of his blubbery mouth.

“Unh…unh…please…”

“Please what, Rufus?”

“Let me…go!”

“Not a chance. Gus?”

Gus had been waiting for his turn, and he did exactly as Sue had instructed him.

“Why did you hurt me, Rufus?”

Rufus gave a sob.

“You used to visit me, and I know you used to visit others before me. You used me for sex. You came on my face, you took me whether I wanted it or not. Why? Why did you hurt me, Rufus?”

Rufus’s eyes were pleading, he was drooling, and Gus kept saying things, asking questions.

When Sue felt she had a firm grip on the questions Gus was asking she added in.

“Why did you take him so cruelly?”

“Why did you suck him off when he didn’t want to be sucked off?

“Why did you…why did you…why did you…”

Rufus was sobbing freely now. He was physically jerking every time they asked a question. His cock was throbbing and pulsing, looking bigger than it was, and dripping with pre-cum.

Yet he wouldn’t come clean. He wouldn’t admit to his brutalities, his terrible personality, the way he used people only to destroy them.

So the questioning went on.

It took time, but not as much time as it had taken for Gus to crack. It didn’t take as long because now Sue knew what to look for. She knew that he would make a statement that seemed an excuse, that would be a phrase from whatever had caused Rufus to be the way he was, but which sounded like something else.

With Gus it had been the phrase ‘I’m sorry.’

With Rufus it was the phrase, ‘It wasn’t my fault.

Sue jumped in, held up a hand to stop Gus, and asked, “What wasn’t your fault?”

And the underpinnings of hell came loose, the torment of inner fires flared, and that which had been cooking in Rufus’s mind bubbled to the surface.

“It wasn’t my fault when my parents…”

“It wasn’t my fault when I took that kitty cat and…”

“It wasn’t my fault in school when I put the firecracker in the…”

“It wasn’t my fault.

Sue was prepared for it. She had heard Gus’s confession, but Gus had not been prepared. Even though he had spewed his own filth, he was not prepared for what came out of Rufus’s mouth.

He began to turn green. At one point he started to upchuck, and Sue had to throw a towel at him and motioned him to be quiet.

And Rufus continued unburdening himself.

When he was done. When he sat slumped in the contraption, head down, Gus whispered to Sue, “Was I…did I…”

She nodded, and Gus suddenly felt shame.

He had been set free, he had taken responsibility for his evil, but there was always the residue, ready to come up and tell a person just how bad he has been.

“Oh, God forgive me,” he cried softly. Then he looked up at Sue. “You’d better lock me up forever. You must save the human race from me!”

But Sue shook her head. “That would do no good. Besides, there are people you could help, you can make amends for your terrible actions. You don’t have to leave right away, there’s still work we have to do, but sometime in the future you’ll be on your own.”

“Even though I love you?”

And there it was. The truth of love revealed.

Except that she didn’t return his love, not like that, and now that he had no repressions and the truth was out, the truth was that his abilities were less than hers, he was subservient to her, and that was as it should be.

After all, the old witch doctor had given her the truth, not Gus.


Feminization at Femwood Asylum!

A man is changed into a real woman!
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A Note from the Author!

I’m always curious as to when science will be able to change a man to a woman, or vice versa. I mean a real woman. Not a reconstructed vagina, not implants for boobs, but an honest to goodness sex change into an honest to goodness woman.

That’s what this story is about. It’s a bit wild and wooly, and there are some interesting points about psychiatry, but I’m still waiting.

When will science be able to give a guy a pill at night and have him wake up a woman the next day?

I mean, it will happen, but when?
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Part One

“He’s been in solitary confinement for how long?”

Miss Rathel sighed heavily. “Four years.”

Miss Rathel was a buxom woman, a bit chunky, which made for a big, beautiful bosom. She had an even face with hardly any wrinkles, and eyes that normally sparkled.

They weren’t sparkling  now, for she was admitting how the Femwood Asylum had failed.

Sue shook her head and asked, “Why is he…” then she stopped. Speechless because of the mere idea of locking a person up in a little cell and leaving them alone for four years.

Sue was a looker, and she had talent.

As a looker she was about five foot six and 140 pounds, but twenty of those pounds were in her amazing breasts. She had blue eyes and blonde hair and looked like a surfer girl, bright and cheery.

As a talent she drew people to her. People loved her instantly, and it was only a strict control of this talent that enabled her to walk around in the world. This ability came about because of a pill she had. taken in Mexico. An old brujo had given here the pill and she had not just gone on a trip, she had realized the truth about herself. A truth that made people love her.

She also happened to have a talent as a psychotherapist, as people loved her and wished to tap into her compassion.

Right then, however, compassion was at a low ebb.

“But why?” she finally blurted.

“Jeremy Watson came to us when he was twenty years old. On the surface he was a handsome man. Under the surface he was troubled. Very troubled.”

“What did he do to get sent here?”

“He didn’t get sent, he came and asked us to lock him up.”

Sue was boggled, she kept giving little shakes of her head. “Why?”

“Jeremy has diphallia.”

Sue caught her breath. She had seen men with aphallia, which is no penis, but the condition of diphallia, having two penises, was a once in five million occurrence, and she had never seen one.

“This would not be a cause for being locked up, but Jeremy, or Jer as he likes to be called, was manifesting satyrism. To be blunt, he had two dicks, an abnormally high libido, and he was fucking everything in sight.

Sue had a quick mental flash of a naked mental patient running down the street, a dick in each hand, laughing maniacally and pushing every woman he came across over, fucking madly, then running on. Switching dicks. When he ran out of juice in one he used the other.

She stifled a giggle, and the image, and maintained a professional composure. “So why are you telling me this?”

“Because you cured Augustus Jones.”

Sue was silent for a moment. She bit her rather full and juicy red lip, then pointed out, “Augustus Jones didn’t have a physical abnormality. He didn’t have an organic problem, but a mental one. One which could respond to my ‘sweet talking.’ A man with two penises, that’s organic. That’s a physical problem. Has he considered surgery?”

“He doesn’t want surgery. And this is one of those reverse compensation things. He is always turned on, always stroking one dick or the other. He doesn’t want to give that up.”

“But he does consider himself a danger?” Sue asked with raised eyebrows.

“He’s a confused man. Sometimes yes, sometimes no. Sometimes he totally lucid and logical. Other times…”

“Other times his organic condition manifests as a split personality\?”

“Bingo.”

And there it was. Two penis, and the mental result was being of two minds, or a split personality.

It was all logical. Terribly logical, and Sue was fascinated by the possibilities.

“The only problem I see is that I am heavy into my research.”

The research she spoke of was a grand plan to cure humanity of its mental illness. All crimes, in her opinion, were caused by frustration. She was working on methods to relieve that frustration. She could end war and plagues and such on planet earth, but only one person at a time. She needed to develop a method which would cure all people all the time.

“I understand, and I almost feel guilty asking you to take on this case. I know you’re busy with your patients, and…but…this case has bothered me ever since Jer came to us. He needs a cure, and half the time he wants a cure, but the other half of the time he wants to be a sex crazed maniac.”

Again Sue had a mental vision of a man running down the street fucking indiscriminately, putting his dick in anything that moved. Or even didn’t move.

“Could I interview Mr. Watson first?”

“Absolutely.” Miss Rathel evidenced a bit of relief. She knew that Sue’s compassion ruled her, and that when she interview the conflicted person known as Jeremy Watson she would be compelled to help.

“Very well.” Sue wasn’t happy, but that was the curse of a completely well balanced personality, a person who could emanate love freely: she loved everybody and she wanted to help everybody. “If I can see his files and…where is he being sequestered?”

“Harold has his records, and he’s in the North wing in the basement.”

“The North Wing?”

Miss Rathel kept a composed face. “He was in other wings, but that was the one he prefers.”

“In spite what goes on there?”

“Miss Rathel nodded. “In spite.”

“Well, this gets curiouser and curiouser. I’ll read his files and interview him tomorrow morning.”

“Wonderful. And…thank you.”

“Don’t thank me yet. I haven’t accepted his case yet.”

“Then thank you for at least considering.”

As Sue walked down the corridor away from the Administrator’s Office she was really biting her sensual and provocative lip.

“Uh oh,” Said Randy, falling in beside her. “Somebody’s got the bluesy wuesies. Hey! That’s pretty good. Susie Sue’s Bluesie Woos.”

Sue couldn’t but smile at her assistant. Randy was always a peek of sunshine on a cloudy day.

Randy was a man, but certainly didn’t look like it. He was a true submissive, and preferred to present as a woman. While all the other nurses and doctors wore white coats, or scrubs, or other official looking uniforms, Randy, on this morning, wore a green summer dress with multicolored flowers. His face was impeccable made up and his high heels gave him a bit of height.

“Good morning, Randy. How are they hanging?”

Randy placed a hand under each of his tits and hefted. “Most excellent.”

Randy was on an enhanced hormone treatment and his boobs were getting quite large. It helped that he was receiving treatment from Sue, as Sue’s methods, the Femwood methods in general, all tended to enhance the sexual characteristics of a person.

Women who had no frustrations tended to have enlarged breasts, larger labia and clitoris, and they exhibited more sexual moisture in their vaginas.

Men who had no frustrations tended to have larger penises and balls.

Sue, herself, had once been a skinny, dorky, flat chested girl with no pleasant features. While she had received some therapy herself, mostly to acquaint herself with the Femwood methods, her main influence was the pill the old woman in Mexico had given her. Somehow, without going into the (sometimes) terrible experiences that are at the heart of neurosis and psychosis, she had been relieved of her frustrations, and had begun exuding the loving compassion that was her hallmark.

Randy had received therapy, but since he identified with being a woman, and since he was submissive, he had started growing his breasts. When this was realized about Randy he was put on HRT. Hormone Replacement Therapy, and was becoming more and more womanlike day by day.

“So what has got your pretty, little tail in a twist?”

Sue glanced up at her assistant. “Well, aside from the fact that I need some special attention from you…”

Randy grinned broadly. Nothing pleased him/her more than pleasing Susie Sue, as he called her in private.

“…I might have a new patient. How about you go ask Harold for the records for Jeremy Watson. I will be in my room, naked, my legs spread, my breasts heaving, and my soul needing your love.”

“Oh, honey. Your wish is my command!” Jeremy ran off. Literally ran, his high heels sounding like dancer with castanets.

She continued to her room. As she closed the door and took off her lab coat. Then wiggled out of her panties.

She didn’t take her bra off as here breasts were so big. She would, except when sleeping if she felt like it, never be without a bra again. The pill, and her therapy had grown her breasts so they were some of the largest in the Femwood Asylum.

She sat on her bed and sighed and placed her arms behind her head.

Jeremy Watson. The man with two penises. And because he had two penises he had double the libido. Double the lust. And double the fucking power.

He would fuck with one dick until it was exhausted, had spewed his load, then he would fuck with the other dick. Back and forth, always fucking, never running out.

What a life. Always horny, never a time of true rest. Never able to take a break and just enjoy life. Always compelled by sex.

Sue loved sex, but she could stop, would stop when satiated.

But Jer would not be able to stop.

And the complications of being a split personality…if he really was manifesting that condition.

True multiple personality types were always in conflict, the sides of their mind in eternal argument, eternal conflict. One saying yes, the other no. One seeing the green light, the other the red. Back and forth struggling desperately, sometimes manically, and…no relief.

Talk about frustration.

And Sue blinked.

Frustration. Talk about frustration.

And she realized that this might provide some desperately needed data for her pet project, curing mankind of all frustrations and returning him to a state of loving grace.

Jeremy Watson was obviously in a state of heightened frustration. He was twice as horny, as perverted, as deviant. If she could cure him, then normal frustrations would be that much easier to cure.

And if she could cure him in spite of the fact that he was organically manifesting…

Sue’s mind was starting to pop now.

He was organically manifesting, but all problems stemmed from the mind. So if she could cure his mind, then maybe that would alter his actual organic structure.

After all, women grew larger breasts and men grew larger dicks and balls, so why couldn’t that be reversed?

Heck, Randy began growing breasts just from the therapy, so…

She began cogitating over methods, how to alter them to fit the circumstances.

If she could adapt the machine for two penises, she would need double the electrodes, might even need more jacks on the back of the machine. Maybe…

Sue was laying on the bed, legs spread, thinking a mile a minute when Randy entered the room.

He placed the box of fils on the floor next to Sue’s desk and sat down on the bed. The key to his chastity device was on the edge of Sue’s desk, so he unlocked himself.

Sue’s eyes were far away, she was thinking deep thoughts. She wasn’t even aware when Randy placed a hand on her thigh.

Randy moved tentatively. If Sue was really somewhere else and didn’t want to be disturbed, he would either see it in her response, or she would wake up and talk to him.

But she just opened her legs further.

Randy smiled and moved his hand up to her pussy.

She was thinking in terms of alpha waves and sines. She was computing in her head, adjusting the machine to affect organic changes. She really was somewhere else. Somewhere that was growing brighter and lighter and more happy.

Randy had his fingers inside her now, and he was licking at her over sized clitoris. He was lapping, wiggling his digits, pushing in and out, feeling the rim of her vagina bump against his knuckles as he increased the numbers of fingers he was doing her with.

Sue arched a little, still thinking, but feeling the love.

Randy’s cock, it was quite large, was big and stiff and it throbbed with desire.

Normally, he wasn’t allowed to cum. It wasn’t in his particular therapy. But not, Sue distracted by her thoughts, he felt excitement. Maybe Sue was too preoccupied and he could get away with a squirt!

Sue mentally flicked a switch and turned a dial…in her mind she could see Jeremy Watson convulsing as both dicks came at the same time.

Could he cum with both dicks simultaneously?

She thought not because that would give him a moment of relief, and it didn’t sound like, for all his cumming, he had ever experienced a true moment of resolution. He was stuck in excitation.

Randy groaned, and clamped his mouth shut. He needed to get inside Sue. He had to be inside if he was going to climax. But would Sue let him?

Sue went through the four stages of sex: excitation, plateau, orgasm and resolution. Jeremy was stuck in excitation and orgasm, or perhaps his plateau was orgasm. But if she could get him t cum with both dicks at the same time…

Randy moved up. Sue was sopping wet. He had rarely seen her so wet, and he sipped his penis into her smoothly. Her eyes were far away, and though she seemed oblivious to him,  she gave a small groan and tilted her hips in acceptance.

He was in! He was going to get to cum! He began slide in and out, gently, touched all of her pussy with all of his cock.

Sue moaned and saw the dicks spew. The man stopped running down the street, jacking both his dicks, back and forth in reverse harmony, the sine wave of the machine hit and disrupted his two fisted action, and suddenly, suddenly…

Sue came. As she envisioned Jeremy Watson cumming, and Randy climbed the mountain, reached the top, prepared to jump over the cliff, and…Sue pulled down, tilted her hips the wrong way, and Randy slid out of her.

“No! No!” He wailed, pounding his fist onto the mattress.

Sue pushed him off, ignoring his frustration. “Thanks, Randy, I needed that, and you’ve really given me a great idea. Calm down and put your chastity tube back on.”

She slid off the bed and headed for her little shower. It was nothing more than a mobil shower she had set up for herself, but it worked. She took off her bra for a minute, soaped and rinsed, and stepped out.

Randy was still laying on the bed, sobbing.

“Oh, Randy,” Sue grinned as she toweled off. “Don’t be such a baby.”

“Please, Sue. Please. I haven’t cum in months! Not since..not since…”

“Not since you realized the truth. And you know…you don’t get to cum unless you give me more truth.”

“But I told you everything?”

“Then why are you frustrated?”

Randy went back to crying in her pillow and she put on her bra, sighed with relief, and continued getting dressed.

And she considered Randy.

Randy had provided her with much insight, and she wondered what more truth he had to give her?

He was frustrated, so he did have more truth hidden inside him. But what was it?

And that led to one more realization: men loved to be frustrated.

There was natural desire, but that wasn’t frustration. Frustration was when the natural desire was blocked.

But it was also like they liked being it when…and she realized this: frustration, for some men, is like having their dicks pulled.

Frustration, for some men, was like a form of foreplay.

Thus immersed in her thoughts, she said, “Clean up and go back on duty,” and she sat down to read Jeremy Watson’s files.

Sue had no idea when Randy left, she was fascinated by what she was reading.

He didn’t have a criminal record, and she knew he had good reason for this.

Committing a crime would result in him being thrown in prison, and prison would result in unwanted attention.

So he was a private person with enormous sexual appetites.

And he turned himself in. Why?

Why not just enjoy being a sexual predator who doesn’t get caught? Which was assuming, of course, that being oversexed makes one a predator.

Hmm. He turned himself in because he was worried he might commit a crime.

He turned himself in to experience frustration and get more turned on. that was a definite possibility.

He turned himself in to live free. Yes, but he would have gotten tired of this life after a while, living in a room and never leaving, and asked to be released.

But he had never asked to be released.

After she finished reading the files Sue just sat back and…didn’t think.

His case was straightforward, but so weird it didn’t leave much to think about.

She thought her initial impulses about treatment might be right.

But, she needed more data. She needed to beard the lion in his den.

It was time to go see Jeremy Watson.

The Femwood Asylum often reminded Sue of the old Oz books. The ones where L. Frank Baum has the land of Oz divided into four sections and a fifth center to rule them all.

The administration office was in the front, but centrally connected to the other sections.

The West Wing was for violent sexual predators. There were guards there. Security was high. She had cured Augustus Jones there, and he was still there in his little basement cell, because she wanted a place nobody visited.

The South Wing was for the lightly disturbed. They came and they went. They required little supervision. Visitors encouraged, for the most part.

The East Wing was for people far gone who just needed to be watched over. People who were not capable of caring for themselves. Dementia, Alzheimer’s, and just people who were, for whatever reason, too incapacitated to be trusted with a fork or a fire.

Then there was the North Wing. The most sexually depraved. People who masturbated in public. People who stuck things up their butts and went running naked down the street. People who jacked off their toes until they came. And, yes, it was possible to become sexually obsessed with a body part and have an orgasm.

This was the wing where the most howls were heard, where people languished in snorts and screams and had to be restrained from beating their meat or screwing their holes until they bled.

The North Wing. An evil fantasy land where people reveled in being degraded and depraved. Where lust was the law and to be normal was a crime.

Love was a crime.

And this was the environment that Jeremy Watson preferred.

Sue walked slowly down the main corridor in the wing, second floor.

She passed rooms where there was no sound. She passed rooms where she heard the fap, fap, fapping of fists beating meat. She passed rooms from which came howls

Howls of pain, of mental anguish, of people restrained because they kept banging their heads against walls.

Such a sad place.

When Sue had her methods refined she intended to come through here and cure every single tormented soul.

Right then, however, she only had one person in mind.

Jeremy Watson. Two dicks. Diphallia.

She came to the lest room on the left. She tapped on the door and walked in.

Jeremy Watson, Jer, was sitting on his bed, his legs in the lotus position. He was naked, and, sure enough, he had two dicks.

He had his hand wrapped around one and was beating it slowly. Just taking his time and feeling the slither of palm on flesh, breathing slowly. His eyes were half open, and had probably been totally closed until Sue knocked on his door and came in.

The other hand was holding a limp cock. Just holding it.

“Hello, Jeremy.”

Jer spoke softly. “Who are you?”

Sue took this as an invitation to get closer, and she crossed the room and stood next to his bed. She looked down. His nipples were hard. He was breathing lightly but regularly. His cock, the one he was beating, was stiff and red. The other one just sat in his other hand and waited its turn.

“My name is Sue Northrup. Doctor Sue Northrup. Doctor Rathel asked me to come have a talk.”

“Why?”

Hmm. Good question, but she was here to do the question asking, not be asked the questions.

“Well, actually, I’m curious as to why you don’t want to be released.”

“Oh.”

Jeremy kept beating on his meat.

Sue waited, and it was obvious he wasn’t going to answer.

“So why don’t you want to leave Femwood, Jeremy?”

“It’s peaceful,” he grunted out as he stroked. Surprisingly, both of his penises were large. He only had two balls, but they were also of abnormal size. And whereas most people have balls of differing sizes, one large and one smaller, and whereas these balls dangle to differing lengths so a person can walk without being bow legged, Jeremy’s balls were both large, round and shiny red, and it wasn’t till he moved that Sue could tell that one did hang lower than the other.

But there wasn’t any hair on his groin. This was likely because he had rubbed it all off with his constant jacking.

Sue looked around for a chair, saw one, and sat.

Jeremy ignored her, kept breathing rhythmically, beating regularly, and appeared to be in a sort of conscious meditation.

“Maybe it’s me, but it sounds a little noisy from where I sit.”

“Don’t sit there.”

Sue saw it then. Two personalities, and he was in the bad cop side.

That was fine. She had dealt with recalcitrant patients.

“I can come back when you’re in a good mood and ruin your day. Would you like that.”

He blinked. The careful twist of her question undid the mood he was in.

He didn’t stop masturbating, but he did take notice of her.

“Tell Miss Rathel I don’t wish to be bothered by you.”

Sue started giggling. It was a totally inappropriate reaction to his rudeness.

“What?” he groused. His working hand stopped moving so frantically. It just stroked softly, not enough to bring him to a peak.

“How do you find the shrieks of the truly disturbed not disturbing?”

“There is harmony in chaos.”

“Show me.”

He sneered and started beating faster. She had made a mistake. Very easy to do when first talking to a person with multiple personalities.

“I’ve got a theory.”

He ignored her, speeding up his hand, breathing harder. It was obvious he intend on spewing on her.

“You have a split personality. Call it a right ball Jer, and a left ball Jer. I can call you Jer, can’t I?”

But she really wasn’t asking a question.

He slowed down. “What if you’re right? What will you do about it?”

“Label your balls and try to get them to work together.”

“Hunh!”

“Why aren’t you screaming and carrying on?” As if sitting and beating one of your two dicks was not carrying on.

He stopped. He stared. He got off the bed and walked to the door.

For a moment Sue thought he was going to leave, maybe go to Miss Rathel and complain about her.

Instead, he opened the door, stood in the doorway and screamed.

“Aieeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee!”

Except is more like two notes, an a over e. But one was sharper, or the other was flatter. At any rate, it was an eery sound, strangely harmonious for being discordant. Sue recognized it as ‘overtone’ singing. Or polyphonic overtone singing. When a person can sing two notes at the same time.

So Jer was likely singing a major note, The e on the bottom at first, but quickly becoming the overtone to the a.

It wasn’t loud, but it was harmonic and queerly grating at the same time. It was like pleasant fingers scratching on a blackboard.

The sounds of howling and screaming from down the hall quickly trailed off until there was only the sound of Jer. And was he really singing? Or was it a curious shriek?

Regardless, it was a scratch on the eardrums that felt good.

Sue watched until Jer ran out of breath, which took a surprising amount of time.

Then he simply turned around and walked past her, back to the bed, back to his lotus position, back to his two fisted meat beating.

There was no sound in the corridor. The loonies were quiet. They had been pacified by Jer’s melodic overtone singing.

The minutes passed, and still Sue waited. The only sound in the room being fap, fap, fap.

After five minutes somebody down the hall asked in a curiously timid voice, “Mimsy were the borogoves.”

Which was answered by another voice. “What the fuck is a borogove?”

And: “I’ve got your borogove right here.”

Within five minutes every person in that section of the North Wing was screaming, and louder than before.

Sue closed the door and walked back to Jer. “That was entertaining.”

“Don’t you want to know how I did it?” he asked smugly.

“Of course not.”

which puzzled him, ended his beating, and he unfolded his legs into the simple Indian cross legged style and asked, “Why not.”

He was not intrigued enough to leave his ‘bad cop’ mind behind. Sue took quick advantage of that. She correctly intuited that he was not the ‘good cop,’ a timid personality who was submissive.

She growled at him, “Why should I talk to a person who jacks off.”

He was immediately reduced to whining. “I like to jack off!”

Okay. She had him now. Controlling the tone of her voice, using appropriate emotions, Sue went to work.

“Why don’t you want to leave here?”

“It’s safe,” he sniffed.

“You’re taking up good room. We could help somebody who is actually ill, and not faking like you.”

“I’m ill! I’m sick! I really am!”

“All I see is a spoiled brat indulging himself.”

“I’m not!”

“Furthermore, what’s up with the double dick shit?”

Therapy has many modes. In this mode, as rude and even cruel as it sounds, she got answers.

“Double…this is the way I was born!”

“Nonsense. No one is born that way. One of those dicks is fake!”

“No! They’re both real!”

“I don’t believe you.”

“Go ahead, grab them, tug on them! You’ll see!”

Sue stepped forward. Part of her examination was verbal, getting him to express things about himself. The other part of her exam was physical.

She grabbed one of his penises and pulled it lightly. She put an expression of surprise on her face, then laughed. “It’s the other one.”

“No! Grab them both!”

She did. She now had both hands full of prick, and she pulled.

“Oh!” Blurted Jer.

Sue turned his dicks this way and that. One was a chub when she started, but they both quickly rose to a good, hard stiffness.

She twined them, slapped them, palpated them, and subtilely inspected them. Yep, real dicks. They had the soft spongy innards, the corpora cavernosas. She could feel the hardness of his urethra. She felt how each dick was fully formed, and didn’t seen malformed in any way.

“Huh!” she grunted. “You’re a freak.” She said this softer, she delicately led him from protest to patiently explaining to her about his weird sexual apparatus.

“No!”

“But…can you cum with each of them?

“Yes.”

“So why take turned beating one off, then the other?”

“I don’t want to run out.”

Sue had pushed him pretty good, but she was scared he was going to revert to his bad side. Still, she had to go as far as she could. She began pulling on his penises.

She pulled on one and pushed on the other, then pushed on one and pulled on the other.

In a way, it was milking a cow, but with only two nipples.

He smiled and relaxed.

Yes, sex was the key. If she could manipulate him away from either side, then maybe he would achieve his true personality. He might even be cured of his condition.

Sue softened her voice and spoke to him, just like one would speak to another human being. No extra personalities to get in the way.

“I know you don’t want to leave, and you don’t have to. But what you feel like if I could make it so you didn’t have to jerk off all the time?

He frowned. “That’s impossible.”

Uh oh. Nothing’s worse than a rigid mind.

Still: “Nothing is impossible.”

“Then scratch your nose with your elbow.”

She smiled. “I could, but I’d have to break my arm, detach it, to do that.

She could see Jer doing the mental gymnastics to envision that. It made him smile.

“Would you like to see your back without a mirror?”

Jer began twisting his head, corkscrewing it up, as if to look at his back. then he laughed.

“This is fun. You’re better than Miss Rathel. Let’s talk!”

And there was the entry point into the twisted personality of Jereme Watson.


Part Two

“We’re going to have to run you through some tests,” Sue said. She was sitting on a chair facing Jer.

Jer was sitting in the lotus position, whacking on the penis on the right. He was nonchalant, but slightly interested in what Sue was saying, so he paid attention

“I’ve had tests.”

“You had an examination when you came to Femwood. You have never had an in depth look.”

“At my dicks?”

“At your dicks.”

He sighed.

“What?”

“It just seems so ridiculous. I’ve had two dicks all my life. What are they going to find that’s different?”

“We won’t know until we’ve actually looked.”

“Why are you doing this? I mean, why not just let me alone. I’m not hurting anybody.”

“But you’re not helping anybody. You want to live in that weird sort of ‘no man’s land’ all your life?”

“Sure.”

“And I ask you when the good cop is here and you’ll answer in the opposite.

Jer laughed. He liked the ‘good cop/bad cop’ analogy that Sue used to describe his split personality.

Truth was, he liked Sue. She tended to keep him on the good side of himself, and he didn’t know that, in addition to her considerable empathic psychiatrist bag of tools, she was letting her own personality out a bit and making him like her.

“Okay, so when are we going to do these tests?”

“This afternoon.”

Jeremy nodded and sighed. He wasn’t looking forward to being a lab rat, but he had sort of known a day like this would come.

“Okay, let’s continue with your history. Tell me about your father.”

That afternoon A medical doctor came to Jer’s room and conducted the examination. Sue could have done it, but she wanted impartial eyes, a a person without any connection to Jer to do the work. She didn’t want to taint any of the results.

So that afternoon the doctor listened to Jer cough, tested his reflexes, looking into his orifices, took samples, and did everything that a doctor is supposed to do.

The only real result, in that immediate moment was that after she had taken all the samples she muttered. “Elevated hormonal levels.”

“How so?” asked Sue.

“Don’t know. Results in a week.

And, a week later, the results were brought over by the doctor personally. She sat down with Sue and they went over them.

“His blood is fine. Quite healthy. The BUN/creatinine is 12. Sodium serum is 13.7…they went item by item and discussed them individually.

“Normal on almost everything, but the variance is peculiarly…well, this is weird…”

“What?” asked Sue.

“Well, half his readings are more in the female range.”

“Female range. How do we account for that?”

“There’s a couple more tests I would like to do, and I would an MRI of his groin area.”

Sue put in an application for an MRI, and Miss Rathel called her in for a long and intense talk.

“It’s too expensive!” Miss Rathel claimed, but in the end Sue managed to schedule an MRI.

On a day a week later Jer was taken out of the asylum and delivered to a hospital. He went through the MRI, and a few other tests, then was returned to the asylum.

When Sue visited him that night he was in a distinct ‘bad cop’ attitude.

“The MRI was too loud! The people didn’t treat me right! The car ride over there was too long.”

Sue commiserated, and even rubbed his dicks for him. Finally he settled down, and they agreed to have talks on a more regular basis.

“You’re going to see him more?” Randy didn’t like it. Sue had a lot of work to do on her big program to administer to larger groups of people, and Randy was constantly being held off, told to wait on that program while she worked with Jer.

Randy wasn’t the only one upset about Sue given Jer so much attention. Harold wanted help in treating some of the patients. With Sue so busy on two projects he was getting swamped, and he didn’t like it.

And, down in the basement, Augustus Jones was upset. He wanted more treatments by Sue. Sue was the one who turned the keys for him, and he wanted more time.

Even Miss Rathel was frowning. She had suggested Sue take over Jer, but now Sue was asking for more money, taking more time, and…didn’t that woman know there was a hospital to be run?

Then the results from the extra tests came in and everything changed.

Sue was working on recalibrating the machine she used for therapy when Randy rushed in.

“Sue! Miss Rathel wants to see you.”

“Okay, just let me—“

“Now!”

Sue looked up.

“I’m sorry, but the results from the tests you gave Jeremy Watson are in, and apparently there’s something big going on.

She put her screwdriver down and followed Randy to the Administration Offices.

“Good morning, Miss Rathel.”

Miss Rathel didn't greet her back. She was staring at a folder with the results of Jer’s tests. She had the contents of the folder spread out and her head was moving back and forth.

“My, God. I don’t…how could this happen…Good Lord!”

Sue sat down in front of Miss Rathel. Randy stood behind her and slightly to the side.

“Ma’am?”

Miss Rathel gave a jerk and looked up. She had been so into the reports that she hadn’t even noticed that Sue had arrived.

“Look at this!”

Miss Rathel turned a couple of pieces around and shoved them across the desk. Then she sat back to watch Sue’s reaction.

Sue read, and her mouth opened. Her eyes went wide. Her brain melted down in so much mush, and the world totally changed for her, and for Jeremy Watson.

Behind her, Randy moved up and read over her shoulder. And Randy’s jaw dropped, and his eyes bulged out.

Sue looked up. “This is…is—“

“Not possible,” responded Miss Rathel. “But it is.”

“But what are we going to do?” asked Randy, totally stunned by the reports.

Miss Rathel took a moment before answering, then simply said, “That’s up to Sue.”

But all Sue could do at that moment was look up at the older lady and mumble, “Oh, my God!”

“Good morning, Jeremy.”

Jeremy wasn’t much for ‘good mornings’ or ‘good nights’. He usually sat in a yoga pose and stroked his pole, and didn’t notice whether there was day or night outside his draped window.

“Um,” he grunted.

He squirted his left dick and went to the right.

Sue pulled up a chair and sat down. “We have some interesting results for your tests.”

“Um.”

“It turns out that you’re not a man, not in the strictest sense of the word.”

“Um.”

Then, a pause while he slowed down his meat beating, and said, “I’m not a woman.”

“No. Not really, unless you consider certain facts.”

Now his rhythm was slow. There was a twitch around the eyes and he was thinking.

“Want to know what you are?”

“No.”

Sue wasn’t going to let him get away with that, however. “You’re an intersex.”

Slower and slower went the hand. The eyes started blinking rapidly. The mind was already trying to dispute the facts, and he didn’t even have the facts.

“You see, Jer, you don’t have two penises. You have one penis and one clitoris.”

He stopped stroking, just held his penis and stared at her.

Apparently your vagina has closed up for some reason, except the clitoris kept growing and…better to show you.”

Sue opened the drapes of a window and held up an X-ray to the light. “The MRI shows more detail, and we can look at that, but the X-ray outlines it better, so you can see this lines here, Fallopian tubes. Here’s your uterus, and here are…”

Sue was watching the X-ray, tracing her finger as she spoke. When she turned back to Jeremy he was sobbing. Quietly, with no sound, just his back humping up and down as he sobbed.

Sue went to him and used all her empathy. She held him, hugged him, and let him cry.

Finally, he whispered, “I had a feeling, something was…but I didn’t know.”

When he was finally cried out Sue touched his right penis. “This is actually an overgrown clitoris. It looks like it has responded to stroking by looking more penis like and less vaginal like.”

She touched his left penis. “This is your real penis. You might, or might not, note a difference in orgasms between them.”

Jermey nodded. “The…the clitoris one isn’t as sharp, but it’s bigger and sort of takes over me. The real penis is a sharper blast, more intense, but doesn’t last as long.”

They discussed the differences for a while, the Jeremy asked, “So what am I going to do about this?”

“That’s going to be up to you, but there are basically three choices. You could have the penis and balls removed, full castration, and we could work on your female parts, perhaps reduce the clitoris, open up the vagina, that sort of thing. Or, we could remove your female parts.”

“A…you call it a hysterectomy?”

“Yes. A hysterectomy. However, either of those choices has potential problems.”

“What problems?”

“We are talking surgery. We are talking about cutting out organic functions. Surgery always poses risks. And since this is a developing situation in a unique circumstance we can’t even foresee what the potential problems will be.”

“And the third possibility.”

“Don’t do anything. Leave it all alone and you live as you are.”

“But if I stay the way I am then I stay in the hospital, I never see the world. I just…masturbate.”

Sue nodded.

This realization was actually a big thing for Jer. It was the first sign that he might want to leave the hospital. But it was also a logical development, too.

“There is a potential fourth possibility.”

Jer stared at her.

“I’m involved in therapy which tends to change certain body characteristics.”

“What characteristics?”

“I used to have very small breasts. I was flat. Flat-chested. Therapy, and other things, enabled me to grow larger. It changed my appearance and made me,” she paused, realizing what she was saying, “better looking. This has happened to other people I have treated. Randy, for instance grew a sizable penis. Now he’s growing breasts. There are other people who have experienced similar gains.”

“So if I let you psychoanalyze me, then I might….something might…”

“We don’t know what will happen. But nothing bad has happened to the people I have worked with. On the contrary, and you may discuss this with Randy when you see him, people seem much happier. They feel like they have been returned to a truth of themselves.

They continued discussing options, and how Jer felt about it all, and after an hour Sue stood up. “I’ll leave the X-ray here, but you really need some alone time to process what I’ve told you.”

Sue left the room, and Jer was in a deep state of mind as he studied the X-ray on his bed.

“You’re really going to try and change his sex?” Randy was leaning forward over the breakfast table. His eyes were intense, and Sue held in a smile.

“Easy, lad. It’s just a theory, and a lot of it depends on how Jer Watson responds to his treatment.”

“Not so much a theory,” he glanced down at her tits, then looked significantly down to where his own therapy enhanced weenie was struggling in a chastity tube. then he said, “But he’s abnormal. Wouldn’t you rather find out on a normal person first?”

“Randy, we’re miles away from any testing. We’re taking readings, analyzing responses, taking measurements.”

“Measurements like body measurements.”

“Well, yes.”

“So why can’t you measure me?”

“Randy, you’re in the middle of therapy. We can’t suddenly change your therapy.”

Finally, after much intense questioning and even beseeching, Randy backed off.

Backed off, but didn’t give up.

“So what kind of treatment are you planning?”

Sue probably shouldn’t have answered, but Randy was her number one, and they worked well together, and eventually he would be helping with the patients.

“The key here is that Jeremy is of two minds.”

“Huh?”

“He’s got two sexual apparatuses, so to speak. This speaks of conflict and frustration. If I can figure out a way to harmonize his physical actions…”

“With regard to sex?”

“Exactly. If I can do that, I think I can…hmm.”

“What?” he asked as Sue’s eyes took on a far away contemplation.”

Sue mumbled, “If I can free up the female part of him, expose the vagina, I could run two probes into him and manipulate both the male and the female.”

Randy followed along. He was familiar with Sue’s way of thinking. “Good cop and bad cop…they might merge.”

“That’s why he’s always doing yoga,. He’s trying to become one with all…and all becomes one.”

“But he’s focused, really, on his sexual organs.”

“Trying to unconsciously merge and return to the truth of himself.”

Sue blinked. “I think I need to do some research. There’s things I need to…” She stood up and walked away.

Randy sat and watched her ass sway as she left the room.

He loved Sue, but he loved himself more, and he really wanted to enhance his femininity.

She wouldn’t do the therapy on him that would rid him of male parts and give him female parts.

But she would work with a fellow who was in hiding, a fellow with sexual abnormalities. A fellow was not really a fellow at all, but…intersex.

There comes a moment in everybody’s life when they have a choice. Sometimes the choice is good. Sometimes bad. In Randy’s heart, at that moment, the choice was a little black pimple that was under his skin, gnawing, pushing, upsetting him, making him think bad thoughts.

Sue should be therapizing him. She should. Not some stupid intersex person.

Randy sat at the table for a long time.

Sue took Jer down to the basement in the West Wing. This was where she had worked with Augustus Jones. Gus, who was still in a nearby room and who received therapy on a regular basis.

But Augustus’ therapy was no long demanding intense sessions, or even as many sessions.

“Augustus, as we discussed, we’re going to move you, and your therapy is going to be taking on new shape.”

Gus frowned, but agreed. He was a changed man, and he trusted Sue.

“Randy, wold you help Gus?”

Randy did, but Gus didn’t have that much to be moved. A couple of boxes of books, a painting he liked, a few knick knacks. Randy was back in a few minutes and he stood and listened as Sue told Jeremy what they were going to be doing.

She showed him the chains he would be restrained by, the various tables and benches he would be restrained on, the various sex tools, which looked surprisingly like sex toys, in the cabinets.

“This is the anal probe,” she showed him the silvery dick-like thing that would go up his ass. “It measures your physical responses and sends out little electrical impulses to stop you from cumming.”

“But I like to cum!”

“Of course you do, but for this therapy to work we need to have you as frustrated as possible. You’re going to need to be twice as horny as anybody else.”

“Of course,” he muttered, “Double the dick and double the frustration.”

“There it is,” agreed Sue. “But the real work is going to be the flesh sleeves we will put on your penises. We need to stimulate both penises, increase your frustration, and then one or the other of your sexes will become the dominant.”

“What if it’s not the sex I prefer?”

“We’re talking truth here, Jer. Whatever sex you manifest ove the other, that’s the dominant, and that’s the one you prefer…in your heart of hearts.”

“But what if I’m not happy?”

“Then we stop. There are wave forms we can use in the machine that will reverse the procedure, give you back what you have lost, and even enhance whatever your choice is.”

“So if I start turning into a man and don’t like it…you can make me into a woman like…like you?” Jer gulped and eyed Sue’s large breasts.

Sue smiled. She was used to people staring at her breasts, and even liked it. “But you will probably like what you turn into.”

Jer nodded. “Okay. I guess.”

“Excellent. Randy, will you help Jeremy get undressed and put him on the chair?”

The chair was the main piece of equipment Sue used in her therapy. It was a wide seat, like on a farm tractor, but had a slit up the center. A dildo pushed through the slit and that was the anal probe that would stimulate and measure all of Jer’s responses.

Randy helped Jer get undressed and situated him on the big seat.

“This isn’t bad,” Jer bounced a couple of times on the apparatus and the seat contained him quite comfortably.

Sue got down behind him and attached the probe. She made sure the electrodes were in place, and placed the anal probe at his rectum.

“All right, we’re going to insert a couple of inches and made sure it is seated properly. This is going to feel good.”

Sue pushed the probe up into him and Jer blinked and grinned. “That does feel good.”

Sue smiled. “Our aim is to please. Now, we’re going to use two flesh sleeves because you’ve got two dicks.”

She placed electrodes on his penises, covered them with rubbers, then placed the flesh sleeves over them.

“Hunh,” muttered Jeremy.

“Comfy? Everything all right?”

“I guess.”

Meanwhile, Randy strapped his arms and legs down, strapped his chest in place, and even put a strap around his neck.

“These are so you won’t pull the electrodes off. That might give false readings, and that would make the machine self-adjust.”

“We don’t want the machine to adjust itself?”

“It will be self adjusting all the time, but if it gets false reads it will make the wrong adjustment, and then…it could be dangerous.”

The machine ready, Jeremy ready, it was time.

Sue flicked a switch and turned a dial.

Chugga chugga, the probe went deeper into Jeremy and his eyes lit up. “Say, I like this therapy!”

Sue smiled at him, flicked a switch, turned a dial, and took some more readings.

Normally it took half an hour to calibrate the readings for a first time therapy, but because Jer had two dicks it took twice as a long. An hour later Jer was sitting, drooling, stunned at the pleasures that had been coursed through his body. The machine read Jer’s body and the flesh sleeves went chugga chugga, and the probe stimulated his rectum, and the real therapy began.

For hours Jer sat in the chair and grew more and more frustrated. Both his dicks, wanted to cum. Even though one was a clitoris, at this stage it still responded like a penis, and it was stiff and hard and throbbing like the penis.

Heck, Jer had thought it was a penis all along, so why shouldn’t it react like a penis?

As time passed and the readings came in Sue realized that there was a problem. She knelt in front of Jer, who was dazed and drooling and grunting with pleasure.

“Jer, Double the dicks, it’s taking twice as long per session. We need to keep you in the chair longer. Is that okay?”

Jer’s head lolled a bit, but he focused On Sue. He nodded. He could certainly stand a little more pleasure than he had signed up for.

“Okay.”

Sue turned to Randy. “Randy, go have some dinner. Relax. You can relieve me at eight o’clock.”

Randy left the room and headed for the cafeteria. The dinner was meat loaf, peas, potatoes and a cup of Jello. He sat down and fed himself slowly.

Randy was not in a good place. He should have been receiving the therapy, not Jeremy. He should have been int he therapy chair, drooling and crying with happiness. He should have had his sex organs being manipulated into changing.

He put a spoonful of meat loaf in his mouth and just sat there. Chewed slowly, too long. Swallowed.

Who was Jeremy, anyway? A double dicked freak with no redeeming qualities. He just sat on his bed and jacked off all day and all night.

Randy, on the other hand, helped out at the hospital. He performed nurse duties, helped Sue with her research and projects. And…he loved Sue!

That alone should have qualified him for time in the therapy chair!

Not only that, but he had already shown how he could change! He had grown a massive penis, but had managed to begin the transition to full womanhood. He was getting therapy already, and was successful! He was taking HRT and his boobs were big!

Now if only he could get rid of his big cock and grow a vagina!

But, instead, Jeremy fucking Watson was getting the attention that he wanted, that he deserved.

Thus, he spent a long dinner grousing in his mind. He took a nap, and dreamed of how unfair it was. But when he returned to take a shift in watching over Jer, he was his normal self. On the surface.

At three in the morning Sue came back and they unhooked Jer, who was near delirious with sexual happiness, but more frustrated than a goat with three balls.

As they moved him to a bed and restrained him he kept jerking his hips and mumbling, “gotta cum…gotta cum.”

Sue gave him a shot and he calmed down and slept, but even in sleep he seemed to be mumbling and perhaps having dreams.

Dreams of what? Fucking two women at the same time with his double dicks? Squirting his hoses frantically, and never stopping?

Well, Sue would find out when she spoke to on the morrow, right before she hooked him up again.

Jeremy in bed, Sue and Randy headed for her room. Randy usually gave Sue sexual pleasure after a hard day, but this night, almost morning, she was too tired for even that. He barely started eating her pussy before she was asleep.

Jeremy crawled up next to her and cuddled for a while. Sue usually liked him to return to his own room after servicing her, but he wanted to cuddle, and she was asleep, and…why not?

In this rebellious frame of mind Randy lay next to his love and had thoughts that were not good.

Jeremy was getting his therapy. Jeremy was receiving all the attention, and how could Sue do that to Randy?

After an hour, Randy got up and returned to his own room, and now he was sobbing and holding his caged cock.

“It’s all his fault! It’s Jeremy’s fault! Double dicked son of a freak!” He sobbed to himself as he walked through the dark hallways of the Femwood Asylum.

Then he lay in bed, feeling his breasts and his penis cage, and stuck a finger up his asshole.

His need to cum was being circumvented, instead of resulting in healthy frustration, and then into the desire to change, or to expose his truth, it was focusing on that bastard Jeremy.

The next day Randy showed up for breakfast bright and cheerful, with a bit of extra make up around his eyes to cover the bags. He knew he might have to use sleeping pills if he didn’t get more rest, but that was okay. He could make it through the next few days.

Sue was smiling and chipper, and she didn’t notice Randy’s under mood. And there was no reason to. Randy was doing his job.

Besides, Sue was focused on Jeremy.

“We’re going to increase the current today,” she told Randy. “He’s broken in.

“But if we increase the current aren’t we going to have to have him in the chair even longer?”

Sue nodded. “Double the dick, double the current, double the time. But his readings, and his charts from yesterday, he can handle it. The rough part is going to be us. We’re going to be up long hours. Can you handle it?”

“Of course I can!”

And he thought: For you, Sue, I can handle anything, if you’d only give me a chance!

“Okay, are you ready?”

“Yes, ma’am!”

“Then let’s go!

An hour later Jeremy was in the chair. He had been apprised of what they were going to do, and he was looking forward to it, and now the therapy began in earnest.

One week later, Sue and Randy dead on their feet, Randy even using sleeping pills, Jeremy was measured.

His penis penis, the male part of him, was thick and hefty. Normal.

The clitoris penis was..shrunken! By a whole inch!

The therapy was working!

Day after day they kept Jeremy in the chair. Week after week his penis was shrinking.

Unfortunately, Randy’s moods were growing darker and darker. And he was now taking pills not only to sleep, but to wake up.

Still, Sue was so tired, and so giddy with success, that she never took a look at Randy.

And then came…The Day!

Sue was exhausted. She was a rag. Her eyes were dark circles and she was even showing signs of physical exhaustion. She would stagger a bit, mumble to herself and repeat things.

She was paying the price for success.

Jeremy was at one inch for his clitoris. Big for a clitoris, but okay.

At the end of her shift Sue could barely walk. She moved across the room and Randy went to her side. She collapsed and he caught her.

He looked back at Jeremy. He was drooling away, frothing at the mouth, his real penis was pouring forth oodles of pre-cum, but he was all right for the moment.

Randy carried Sue through the asylum to her room. He laid her down on her bed, and considered. She was too tired. He had to take care of her.

He walked to the medical center downstairs, picked the lock, which he was getting good at considering how many sleep and awake pills he was taking, and picked out a syringe.

“You’ll thank me for this, Susie Sue,” he whispered, and he injected the drug into her sleeping form.

She would be out for at least twelve hours, and maybe her natural sleep would take over.

Then he returned to watch over Jeremy.

Jeremy was humping. He got more sleep than they did, and he was responding wonderfully.

Randy watched Jeremy, dazed and confused, absorb the therapy, and he went to the machine and turned dials.

Double the dick and double the current, double the time and…double it again. Double, double, toil and trouble.

Randy ranted in his mind, getting even with Jeremy for stealing Sue’s attentions, for stealing his therapy.

Jeremy began to shake and shiver.

Only one dick was receiving the flesh sleeve now, the other was too small. But between the probe and the single flesh sleeve Jeremy began to go into convulsions.

Then there was a sudden twitch of Jeremy’s body, and the skin below his clitoris suddenly parted. There was a little blood, but not much, and he had a vagina!

Randy stared at this natural opening and gasped.

And this was the final straw.

Mumbling, raging, confused by being on drugs, he bent to the machine.

“Gonna steal Susie Sue, eh? Not on my watch!”

The machine was set up for male therapy, but it had a probe all set up for female therapy, the main difference being the angle of the probe. It was simple to set the electrodes, place a rubber over the dildo designed for vaginal therapy, and start it up.

Double the probes.

Double the therapy. Double the time, double double everything, and Jer

And Randy, sitting and watching, slowly let his head tilt to the side. He slumped. He slept.

And the machine kept chugga chugga chugga-ing.

Through the night, through the morning, and into the afternoon.

Sue awoke and lay there. She felt wonderful. Totally rested. She felt…she jerked upright. Light through the window, she had missed her shift! Why hadn’t Randy woken her up! What had happened?”

A deep sense of foreboding in her soul, Sue leaped out of bed and pulled her lab coat on. She didn’t have to wipe away Randy’s slobber from her pussy, so he hadn’t even put her to sleep the right way.

But, and here she started to wonder, what had Randy done?

She ran down the hall, carrying her high heels, in too much of a hurry to slow down.

She descended the stairs and ran down the corridor.

She entered the room where they were treating Jeremy, and stopped.

Froze. Paralyzed. Was suddenly petrified and terrified and horrified.

Randy was asleep in a chair, slumped over and snoring.

The machine had two probes rising up into Jeremy.

But Jeremy was no longer Jeremy. Jeremy had developed a vagina. And his real dick was bigger than ever. And he had boobs.

But the most amazing thing, he was younger!

He was now about 18 years old, and with a giant pussy and a giant dick! A hermaphrodite!

OHMYGOD!

Sue ran to the machine and shut it down. She pulled off electrodes and removed the probes.

Jeremy was passed out. The changes had been too much, and he was sound asleep, and didn’t even wake when Sue pulled the probes out of his asshole.

Randy stirred, sat up straight, saw that Sue was undoing the strap around Jeremy.

Now rested, back in control of himself, somewhat, he panicked.

“Oh, my God!” He leaped to his feet and ran to Sue.

Sue turned to him, her eyes were burning coals, “Get out.”

“But, I didn’t mean…I didn’t…”

“Get out.”

Whipped, Randy turned and left the room, and he was a beaten soul. He knew what he had done, and there was no excuse.

Sue retrieved some water and began wiping Jeremy’s face down.

Jeremy still didn’t wake up.


Epilogue

“How is Jeremy?” Miss Rathel  and Sue were sitting on the big couch in Miss Rathel’s office.

“Jeremy is confused. The intensity of the therapy, he doesn’t have a clear recollection of events. He’s even having trouble remembering what he was here for.

He does remember his Diphallia?

“No.”

“Prognosis?”

“Too early. I’m afraid to treat him at this point. I need to know more before I make a plan.”

Miss Rathel sighed and thought for a while, then asked, “Where’s Randy.”

He’s sitting in his room waiting for your decision.

“Can you treat him?”

“I don’t want to. Why should I treat somebody who has betrayed us, our methods, the whole institution of medicine?

“We have to do something with him.”

“I say turn him loose. Send him back into the world.”

“That’s harsh.”

“So’s what happened to Jeremy Watson.”

“But at the present Jeremy is one sex, and doesn’t remember being two sexes, or even being double dicked.”

“He is dazed and confused, and that’s giving him the best of it.”

“Okay. Let’s get back to work.”

“And Randy?”

“I’ll consider what to do with him.”

Sue nodded, she turned to leave but Miss Rathel called her back.

“Yes, ma’am?”

“You can’t fault yourself.”

“I disagree. Jer was my patient. I should have been more aware. I should have had my ear to the ground when it came to my staff.”

“We’re doing cutting edge work here. We are pushing the envelope on a new future. there are bound to be casualties. Randy is more of a victim than a traitor, but I understand that he can’t be trusted. You can be trusted, and there isn’t anybody else to sort out this mess.”

Sue stared at the administrator.

Miss Rathel stood up and came to her. She held Sue’s hands in hers. “Don’t lose hope. Don’t lose faith. Do you understand?”

For a long moment Sue resisted, then she broke. She collapsed in Miss Rathel’s arms and cried.

“It’s okay. It’s okay.” Miss Rathel patted her shoulder and held her. “But if you quit now Jeremy will be the way he is with no hope. If you quit we won’t be able to find and cure people who go haywire.”

“People like Randy,” sniffed Sue.

“People like Randy,” agreed Miss Rathel.

“With that Sue stood back, dried her tears on her sleeve,  and nodded.

“Thank you.” She turned and left. She had patients to help, a world to fix.

Miss Rathel stood for a long moment and just stared after Sue. She whispered, “Don’t give up, girl. Not now…not ever.”

Then she returned to her desk. She had a hospital to run, and the world was depending on her.

END
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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

PROLOGUE

My husband likes jokes. Bad jokes. And everybody hates his bad jokes. But he keeps doing them. Why does he keep doing them? Because his name is Roscoe Tannenbaum. That’s right, ‘that’ Roscoe Tannenbaum. Hollywood producer, jet setter, man about town…joker.

My name is Sandy Tannenbaum. Wife to the big man. And, believe me, that is a mixed bag of benefits and curses.

On one hand, I get to go to all the parties, I am held up as an important woman, and, I don’t mind saying, I am genetically blessed.

What? You thought Roscoe would pick a shlump for a wife?

No way. I won several beauty contests when I was younger, and I decided, then and there, that being beautiful was the way to get ahead in the world. So I dedicated myself to improving myself. I spend more time at gyms than the owners. And I spent a LOT of time and money getting facials and learning the latest methods for staying beautiful. And, I hate to say it, but I am a friend of botox, silicon, and a lot of other chemical and surgical enhancers.

No way I am going to turn into an old rag and get tossed out by my asshole husband.

I know, you wonder how I can call him an asshole, especially just for a few bad jokes. Well, read on, and when you have heard me out then maybe you’ll understand how revenge can be sweet, and whether the punishment fits the crime.

Ready? Then let’s rock!

CHAPTER ONE

The day it all came apart, the day my husband made a date for his comeuppance, started out typically. The night before had been late and wild. We had gone to a party, everybody got sloshed, harder drugs made their appearance, and we were the last dogs to be hung.

Well, at least Roscoe was.

I’m careful. I always have a drink, but usually I only sip, and then only until I can find a way to replace my whiskey with a Pepsi. This is just one of the ways that I preserve my appearance.

Roscoe, on the other hand, drank from every bottle, smoked from every joint, and took every pill. The amazing thing about this was that he was always the last one standing.

So last night he was in typical high spirits, literally, and when the wee hours hit I helped him to the car, pushed him into the back, then drove home.

Oddly, it was a relaxing time. Him absent from the world, the world wound down to the few people getting the really early start to work, and me enjoying the drive to our Beverly Hills mansion.

I waited for the gate to open, then drove up the long drive. I pulled the car up to the entrance, then set about getting Roscoe upstairs.

Tugging a body pretty near dead to the world out of a car is not easy. The body to be moved snorts and grunts, rolls and flings its arms and legs out, and is generally resistant to the idea of being transferred to a nice, comfy bed.

I struggled for several minutes, got him half out of the car, and thought about leaving him there.

If he had been all the way in the car I would have done it. He hates waking up to find himself in the back of the car, but the wages of sin, you know.

I thought about getting him all the way out and then just throwing a blanket over him, but that seemed a bit much.

So, sighing, I went into the house and knocked on Juanita’s bedroom door.

“Juanita?”

A moment while I heard the squeak of bedsprings and the rustle of clothes being put on, then the door opened.

Juanita came over the border illegally, and we hired her. When the SHTF and people started looking around for illegals to deport, we realized that Juanita was worth her weight in gold, and we found a good lawyer to help her get legal.

“Si, senorita Sandy?”

“I’m sorry, I need help getting Roscoe upstairs.”

Juanita smiled ruefully. “Senor Roscoe,” and she shook her head. “Let me get the shoes on.”

I waited, and within 20 seconds we were hurrying back out to the car.

“Senor Roscoe, he need take care of heemself.”

“You’re telling me.”

We managed to get him out of the car, then, blessing of blessings, Roscoe woke half up.

“Hey! I’m being kidnapped by beautiful girls!” We supported him, and we walked him up to the front door.

He stumbled and rolled, but managed to stay on his feet.

“It’s Juanita! Are you taking me to Mehico?”

That’s my rotten, husband. The bad side of good is that he flirts with every woman in the world. Of course, he protests that he is just friendly, that that is the Hollywood way. But I always suspicion…but I never found any evidence. Lots of rumors, but rumors are cheap fare in Hollywood. It’s how actors and actresses get famous, and to pay attention to loose lips is to sink rowboats.

So we walked/dragged my stumblebum, drunken man through the foyer, up the long, winding stairway, and down the hall to our bedroom.

“Hee getting heavier,” Juanita puffed. She was a chunky girl, not in great shape, but I was in great shape, and I was puffing, too.

“Don’t feed him so much,” I grunted.

She giggled. “I just put plate out. He keep eating and eating.”

We reached the bed and pushed him onto it. We had done this before, and we knew that a big push might get him all the way onto the bed. If we were lucky.

We were lucky, and Roscoe landed, rolled, and snored.

“Okay, Senorita Sandee?”

“Thank you, Juanita. Sorry to have disturbed your sleep.”

Again, she giggled. “Thee more I do thees the bigger Senor Roscoe pay me at Christmas.”

I shook my head ruefully. The good side of bad. Roscoe had more money than God after a tax return and he did like to share. He paid people who worked for him well, which was good, because they had to put up with his bad jokes.

“Get what you can, Juanita, and more power to you.”

She giggled, she was a giggling girl, and left the room.

I took off his shoes, then his socks. Pew. He must have forgot to wash his feet. He was always in such a hurry, making deals, producing movies and TV series, that he sometimes passed right by personal hygiene.

When I complained he was abashed, but how could I blame him? He was in a hurry to make a billion dollars. Well, to be honest, a trillion. He often joked about being the first trillionaire on earth. It was a joke, but behind the joke was a serious hard charger.

I worked his body around and got his jacket off, then his shirt, then his undershirt. I pulled  his pants down, he wasn’t wearing underwear, and my hubbie was officially naked.

I stared at Roscoe. He was a handsome man. A few years and I was sure his hard living would catch up to him. But right now he was slender, well cut, and only a trace of the ‘heaviness’ that Juanita had observed could be seen. Of course his eyes were a bit puffy.

Sometimes, after a hard night of partying his eyes were so puffy that I had to put make up on them.

Oh, not mascara and eye shadow and all that, but a light foundation type of cream to disguise the shadows. He had to appear happy and healthy, and not drunk as a dog, if he was going to keep making those million dollar deals.

Though, to be honest, the bad side of my good, I often thought about making his eyes up the feminine way, and not letting him know. That would serve him right.

I stared at his manhood. It was big, and it just laid there, a sleeping slug. The good side of bad, when that slug engorged it was a monster. It filled my hand, and my pussy, and made me cry and moan and scratch his back.

But now, after a long night, I stood there and watched it sleep.

I was horny. I wanted a little pleasure. I had had a long night of flirting, it’s what we do in Hollywood, with young stars and starlets, and my pussy itched. Hell, I was downright wet.

I leaned forward and placed my hand under the slug. I lifted it up, shook it. Damn, if it had woken up I would have jumped him, asleep or not.

But it was not to be.

So I took off my own clothes, put some blinders on so the sun wouldn’t wake me, and crawled into bed. Within seconds I was snoring. Ladylike snores, of course. But snores, nevertheless.

And that was how the day began, the day that started the ‘unravelment’ of my dear husband. When we awoke things were going to get interesting, and even more interesting as the day progressed, and good things and bad were going to come to light, and the devil would get his due. My husband, the rich and fabulously wealthy power player known as Roscoe Tannenbaum, was about to get his just rewards.


CHAPTER TWO

I was tired, it was still earlier, and I was lazing, half in and half out, occupying the twilight zone of barely asleep but hearing bits and pieces of the world.

I heard Roscoe stir. He placed a hand on my hip. He pulled lightly. He wanted some.

But I felt like I had barely gotten to sleep, and it was his fault. No way I was going to rouse myself and do the good and happy in and out. “Go way,” I grumped.

I heard him say something. A return grump, no doubt. Then I felt the bed rustle.

I was going back to full sleep. I needed it. It was beauty sleep, after all, and I was addicted to being beautiful.

The bed shook a little bit more. I was half dreaming now, and I imagined myself in an earthquake, running down the street, the street shaking and buildings falling down. I was carrying something…a bundle, like groceries, like…like…A BABY?

I was carrying a baby in my dream running away from an earthquake, and suddenly somebody stepped out and shot me in the back. I lurched forward and found myself lying asprawl on my bed, blood dripping down my back, blood…BLOOD!

I snapped fully awake then, and I knew what had happened.

Roscoe rolled out of bed and padded towards the bathroom. After a night of carousing he was chipper and bright. “Good morning, love!” And he laughed.

I sat up and felt my back. Yuck! He had squirted on me! All over my hair! My gown! Mother fucker!

“You son of a bitch!” I yelled after him.

He laughed merrily. “Never say no to The Man!”

I climbed out of bed and staggered into the bathroom. I was not like him, I was not chipper after a night of carousing.

I stepped into his roaring shower and mumbled, “Wash my back, you son of a bitch.”

So he did. And he worked shampoo into my hair and washed that, too. And then he soaped my goddamn breasts.

Ah, gad! I leaned against the tiles. The man was hornier than a goat playing a slide trombone. I felt my nipples perk up, I felt the electricity head towards my groin, and I knew that son of a bitch was going to get his way. He was going to get to climb into my cockpit and fly. After squirting his seed all over me!

“You just came,” I complained.

“So? Maybe I can cum again. And if I can’t, at least I can say I’ve been to see God this morning.”

“Jesus,” I moaned. I was wet. Of course I was wet. I was in the shower. But I was wet down there, with my own juices.

“I’ll see him, too, my sweet, little pussy pie.”

“You are so fucking…” I didn’t finish as I was busy latching on to his lips, sucking his tongue like I was going to eat it.

“Oh, baby,” he moaned.

Then I was down on my knees. Could he cum twice? It had happened before. Maybe, if I…then I got an evil idea.

I sucked and I sucked. I rolled his balls in my hands. Then I leaned back and spread my legs and he moved into me. He thrust his hips forward and slid his monster half into my vagina.

“Ahhh,” he groaned. It was an awkward position, and he could only get halfway into me. He tried and tried, lurching and tilting his hips, but I kept a careful position and all he could do was get the head and an inch or two into me.

“Come on, baby,” he was pleading, but I don’t think he really knew how I was controlling the situation.

He was in, the head was in paradise, but he couldn’t get in far enough to do the old in and out. He just kept pushing and pushing, his face turning all red, and just when it looked like he was going to pop, I tilted my hips away and pushed his chest.

“Wha—“ he looked confused.

“Thanks, lover, got to go.” I stepped out of the shower.

Oh, he roared. “You…you…BITCH!”

But I was laughing, and I knew he would laugh when he thought about it. That’s the good side of his bad, he didn’t mind a joke being played on him.

Of course, my joke wasn’t over.

In the bedroom I laid on the bed, legs spread, and played with myself. I placed a dildo into my pussy and played the clitoris with a vibrator. A few minutes passed and he stepped out of the bathroom…just as I let loose.

“AHHHH!” My hips jerked and my eyes were glazed, but I could see his jaw drop.

I surged and moaned and bucked. I actually sprayed a bit of fluid.

Through my half slitted eyes I could see him standing so forlorn, his pecker standing up like a pirate about to board, all eager and dripping.

Then, when the spasms faded and I was left panting and loose and spread out like a flower that had been trampled, I said, “You can squirt all over my hair anytime you want, big boy.”

A rueful grin flitted across his face—I told you he liked a good joke—and he said, “I should have known better.”

“Ah, but you didn’t,” I rolled out of bed and came to him. I kissed him soundly, stroked his mighty machine, then pushed him away. “See you tonight, lover. Maybe.”

He laughed.

Then we both got dressed and began our days. Him making million dollar deals, and me…I had to look beautiful. It was my job, after all.

While he put the screws to money men, and hired and fired camera crews and make up artists and went over scripts with producers, I went to the gym.

While he snarled and bellowed, and ended up with a good deal for all involved, I went spinning, and rode twenty miles without moving an inch.

While he went to a fancy dining car and tossed down martini’s and joked with his lawyers, I went to a cozy, little salad bar and sipped smoothies and talked with my girl friend.

My girlfriend—not sexual, you dirty minded pervert—was Tina Garfield.

Tina was brunette to my blonde. Like me she liked to wear her hair long, with abundant tresses curling this way and that. She was into fitness, too, and she liked nothing better than looking good.

In fact, we liked nothing better than to look good. I tell ya, there is no higher feeling than strolling down the walk, heels clicking, feeling the male heads snapping around to take in our voluptuous curves, our outstanding mammary glands, our red, juicy lips.

But don’t believe me, just follow me around some day and see for yourself. Giggle.

Anyway, we were sitting at a table in a corner talking girl stuff.

Girl stuff is a broad subject, no pun there, and it includes everything from the color of your lipstick to who’s dating Shiela. Whoever Shiela happened to be at the moment.

And I told Tina all about the morning. And we giggled and laughed at how I had handled rough and tough Roscoe, and then we talked about her boyfriend, a hunk who worked as a lifeguard at—a shadow darkened our table.

“I’m sorry,” a voice stuttered.

The woman was standing with her back to the sun and I lowered my sunglasses to better see her.

She was maybe 25, and a delightful, little thing. She had a darned good body, a pretty face, but her clothes weren’t the best. Of course, I’m sort of a clothes snob, so…

I said: “Sorry for what?” My eyes got used to the sun and I saw that she was holding a bundle.

Across from me Tina was watched with a tilted head, her eyes all quizzical and puzzled.

“I didn’t know what to do.”

A bundle like a bag, a bag full of groceries…

“I didn’t know who else to turn to.”

…not a bag…a baby.

“Marsha, I told you you couldn’t come here when Mrs. Tannenbaum was here.” It was Pierre, whose real name was Roger, or something. He was our waiter and he took care of us personally. Now he hovered, and tried to get in front of the woman with the baby.

A baby. I may be into fitness and beauty, but, like any woman, I am a sucker for a baby. Durn things fill their diapers and do their little baby barf thing…and I just love ‘em.

“I didn’t know what to do!” She was actually crying now. Big tears. The kind that don’t just mess up the make up, but wash it entirely away.

“I’m sorry, but you can’t disturb our customers and—“

“Pierre,” I spoke sweetly, “Please shut.”

Pierre opened his mouth, considered me, knew that he had overstepped, and back away.

“The plot thickens,” murmured Tina.

“Sit down,” I offered.

The woman, Pierre had called her Marsha, didn’t sit. She just stood there and sobbed. Cried all over her baby.

Tina stood up and pushed a chair under Marsha. Now she was sitting, gasping and trying to control her tears. Might as well try to control Niagra Falls.

We sat for a long minute, then Tina offered, “Can I take the baby?”

Wordless, sniffling, Marsha handed the baby to Tina.

“What’s his name? Or is it her?”

“Charley,” sniffed Marsha. She had the look of somebody who has held a baby for a month straight, and now that somebody else was holding him she looked lost.

“Would you like something to eat?” I asked.

“No…I don’t—“

I waved to Pierre, who was there instanter.

“Pierre, Marsha would like…?” I looked at Marsha.

Timidly, Marsha whispered. “Could I have a hamburger?”

Huh. Younger than 25.

“Yes, ma’am,” he said. Now that the young lady was adopted by us she was a customer, and would receive all the respect that an upper crust establishment has to offer.

“Oh,” I said. “That sounds delish. Can you change my order to a burger? Fries and a Coke, of course.”

“Me, too,” said Tina, cradling the baby and rocking him gently. She had one of those goofy smiles that women get when they fall in love with a baby.

Pierre nodded and whisked himself away.

“Now then,” I said, shoving my untouched glass of water in front Marsha. “Please tell us everything.”

And darned if Marsha didn’t start crying all over again.

Marsha nibbled on French Fries. She had demolished that burger like it was the last burger on earth, or the first burger she had had in years.

“So I mismanaged everything. I thought I had the part sewn up, I was told I did, then the production company went broke, and then I found myself pregnant, and…”

She told us the tale of woe that is not all that common, but does happen, in Hollywood. Yes, young starlets come to town, but then they end up getting real jobs, or just return to Podunk, Nebraska to raise a family.

But this one hadn’t gone home. This one had stayed and tried to make it, baby and all.

You had to admire her courage. Maybe not her smarts, but certainly her drive to make something better of herself.

“So you were slated for the lead in a series produced by…what was that production company again?”

“Starbright.” She spoke like she had a secret and didn’t want to say it. Of course.

“My husband had dealings with that production company,” I said.

“Yes, I know.”

And there it was. The dawn’s light. The thought that bursts. The curse that ruins your life.

At that moment I knew it. And, female intuition, Tina knew it. And that was Marsha’s secret.

So for a full 30 seconds nobody said anything.

Tina stopped rocking the baby, as he was asleep and making adorable, little baby sounds.

I stared, put my sunglasses back in place so I could stare from behind shields.

Marsha kept looking up, then looking down, nibbling a fry, looking up, looking down…

“I would like a paternity test.”

Yet we all knew the results.

“I’m sorry, I don’t—“

“Stop being sorry,” interjected Tina.

“Yes, no more of this ‘sorry’ shit.”

“But I don’t know you, and I come here and…”

“And there was nowhere else to go.”

“No. I have no family. I was an orphan, and—“

“So, here’s what we’re going to do.” I spoke with the confidence of a woman who has made up her mind. Lord knows my confidence was shattered beyond all repair. “First, we’re going to put you up in a swank hotel. No charge to you. And while you’re getting room service and massages we will get the paternity test done. If everything works out, we will confront my husband.”

“Confront…Roscoe Tan—“ She couldn’t even finish his name. He was a powerful figure, she was a failed starlet. What she hadn’t grasped, yet, was that she had his bloodline.

“Yes. We will confront. We will make a plan. And if you really are in possession of Roscoe Tannenbaum’s child, then you will never want again.”

Marsha started crying again.

I said to Tina, “Hey, baby hog, give me the squirt.”

Tina handed me the sleeping baby and I cradled him, and my heart felt warmer than toes over a fire.

Roscoe Tannenbaum’s future looked up at me and smiled a toothless grin.


CHAPTER THREE

I had dreamed of a baby in my waking dream that morning. Intuition? Some weird sort of prescience? Probably. Being in California I get accused of being part of the loony tune, peace and love, save the planet cult, but that doesn’t mean these things don’t happen.

And, to be honest, while I don’t spend my millions on gurus in spandex selling tea leaf theory, I do believe there are things of the human spirit that should be explored, and definitely not denied.

So, to explore the fact that my husband had a baby by another woman.

The baby was two months old. So Roscoe had boffed little Miss Marsha some 11 months previous. We had been married 23 months. So he was a cheater, and a bastard, and a lot of other bad names.

What do you call it when a woman is cuckolded? I know. Cuckolding is when the wife steps out. But what do you call it when a man steps out?

As we drove away from the restaurant I glanced at the other ladies.

Tina was in the back seat, arms spread out and sitting like the Queen of the May. The top was down on my Maserati, and she did so love the way the wind whipped her hair in the wind.

Marsha sat in the front seat, rocking Charley and cooing to him, and nervous as a cat on a hot solar panel. Hell, the woman had been preyed upon, found herself on the streets, and had just had her first meal in what was likely ages.

And it was a miracle baby Charley hadn’t suckled all the milk out of her skinny, little breasts. (Well, once they were big, and she still had the shape, but you know how gluttonous little babies can be, right? Suck the nipples right off the tit if it was left up to them.)

“Siri,” I asked my dash mounted cell phone, “what is the female equivalent of a cuckold?”

Siri, stupid as always, asked if that was the correct address. I said no, and the bitch actually asked me if I wanted directions or to make a phone call.

Tina laughed outright, and even Marsha tittered.

“Well, do better, bitches,” I commanded caustically.

Tina, of course, rose to the challenge. She opened her cell phone and googled, then told me the answer.

“It’s a cuckquean. It’s supposed to be a fetish.”

“I’ve got your fetish right here,” I groused.

“Sounds like it’s more of an everybody knows kind of thing, the husband seems to control it, the wife has to ask permission to be involved, that sort of thing. So what are you going to do?”

“Huh,” I grunted. Truth, I felt like driving my precious, little Maserati into a light pole and handing Roscoe the bill, and laughing in his face. There were several things stopping me, however.

First, the price of a Maserati isn’t much to a tycoon like Roscoe. Pocket change, if you get my drift.

Second, it was my car, and I loved it, and what was the point in hurting myself? It was Roscoe that needed the hurting.

We pulled up to my doctor’s office and we strolled into the veddy expensive clinic like we owned the place, which, if you consider how many friends I had sent there for plastic surgery, we did.

“Is the Doc in?” I asked the nurse at the front.

She smiled professionally, recognized me, and immediately picked up the phone and pressed a button. “Dr. Patterson? Mrs Tannenbaum is here. Uh, huh.” Hung up and said, “He’ll just be three minutes. Would you like coffee, tea, or…?” she arched her eyebrows in question.

“No, thanks. We’ll just lurk a bit.”

I led my two girls and brat over to the door leading to the back area. I nodded for Marsha to sit. Tina folded her arms and leaned against the wall facing me. I folded my arms and leaned against the wall.

Behind us, at the counter, the nurse kept glancing us. Our behavior was out of the norm, but she managed to contain her curiosity and  pretend she was ignoring us.

“So, girlfriend. What’s the haps?” asked Tina.

I smiled. It was the kind of smile that could freeze boiling lava in under second.

“Anything exciting been happening lately?”

I lowered an eyebrow and frosted her again.

She laughed. “Would you like to purchase a gun? Fully automatic? Guaranteed for 50,000 rounds?”

“Now you’re talking,” I muttered.

She grew sober. “Seriously, what are your plans for dealing with this little imbroglio?”

“You mean beyond an enema with a ten foot railroad spike?”

Tina grew silent and watched me. I had started talking, all she had to do was give me the silence and I would be forthcoming.

I sighed. “So I find out my loving hubbie has been making babies without my permission. What should I do?”

Tina shrugged. She waited. She was a wise girl.

Sighing again, trying to calm myself down, I said, “At first, all I wanted to do was make him suffer. But how do you make a guy richer than God suffer? I could divorce him, but, I hate to say this, I love him.”

I didn’t say anything for a moment. Then: “If only I could make him feel the hurt I feel. How it feels to be betrayed. How it feels like to be a woman…” I stopped. Little lights going off in the back of my mind. Little avalanches sliding around inside my head. Thoughts ganging up on me and forcibly opening my mind.

“What?”

“If only,” I started again. “If only I could make him understand what it is to be a woman, and to…” My mind sort of short circuited at that moment. I had said it. I had pronounced sentence on the cheating bastard. I just had to figure it out. My half statement, if taken as whole, to make him feel, to understand, what it was like to be a woman…then…then….

Then the door opened and Doctor Patterson smiled out. “Mrs. Tannenbaum! How wonderful to see you! Come in!”

Quickly we trailed after him to his office. Me, then Tina, then Marsha and the swaddling babe.

His office was stylish, done in green clothe with nary a sign of a medical instrument. This was where the close was done. This was where he sold the tricks of his trade. Very professional.

He made sure we were comfortably seated, then sat down himself. He sat down behind an acre of polished hardwood. Not a pencil nor basket upon the thing. Just a sheen that reflected faces accurately.

“What can I do for you today?”

“This is Marsha Carson. I would like you to do a paternity test on her.”

A blank shield dropped around the doctor, and I knew what had happened. I was the client, but my husband paid the bills, and he and my husband, dear old Roscoe, were part of the ‘old boys’ club.

But I, of course, was a member of a bigger club. I was part of the females of the world, biggest damn club in the world, and I had a cause.

Heck, I had a mission, and possibly a jihad. And he, wise, old doctor, could read that in my oh so beautiful face.

He regarded me, framed his words, sighed, framed more words, then simply gave up.

“And the presumed father?”

“Roscoe.” I said it flatly.

He sighed yet again, then he tried. “There are laws concerning the revealing of medical information…”

I slid in, as if with a knife. I leaned forward slightly and, as coldly as I could: “I need the results today. I don’t need a copy. This can all be off the books. Nobody need ever know that you even gave the test.”

I watched his throat work very slowly. It was a gulp. A slow motion gulp that revealed that he didn’t like being the subject of my broadsides.

“Yes, but—“

“Furthermore, while you are quick walking the test to a conclusion, I will be going to the bank and taking out $5,000 cash. I presume that will be enough for this service?”

“It…I don’t…you must understand…” he faded away. He gave his final sigh.

I waited.

Slowly, as if by pixels, he seemed to relax. He had come to a conclusion regarding my dastardly request. He looked at Marsha, “If I can have a look at this little charmer.”

And, as the good doctor bounced Charley on his knee, a nurse was called to begin the test, and it was the beginning of the end for Roscoe Tannenbaum.

That afternoon we sat around the pool and sipped Margaritas. Real Margaritas made by Jaunita.

Well, Tina and I drank. Marsha sipped a Coke. She worried about the effect of alcohol on her baby milk. It was obvious that she was a good mother. Yes, she had fallen on hard times, and her story indicated that she hadn’t been the sharpest Ginsu in the drawer, but she had a good heart and was trying.

“So, what you going to do?”

“I want to change him into a woman.”

Tina spit out half a gulp of good Margarita. “You what?”

“I want him to know what it feels like to be a woman.”

“Roscoe T? The Man himself?”

“Maybe it’s time ‘The Man’ learned what is like to be ‘The Woman.’”

“Jesus. You’re serious.”

“As serious as a castration.”

Tina gave a mock shiver. “Please don’t say that word. I like my men to have all their parts.”

At that moment Juanita came out with another tray of Margaritas. She placed them on the wrought iron table we were sitting around and started to leave, but I said, “Juanita, could you please have a seat?”

Tina blinked. I could see she was having trouble with my bringing the servants into this.

Hesitantly, Juanita sat down. I pushed one of the Margaritas towards her. “Drink, girl, we have some serious business to discuss.”

Juanita gripped the glass, her hand tight around the stem, and lifted it to her mouth. She looked at me for a moment, and then, perhaps because she needed to imbibe a little to enable herself to deal with things out of the ordinary, she took a big gulp.

“I’m going to change my husband into a woman,” I said. “And there are going to be times when I will need your help.”

Juanita’s dark, Mexican eyes grew round and liquid. “Muxe?” she blurted.

“If you mean a man who becomes a woman, then, yes.”

The woman had a fit, without moving, right in front of me. I half expected her to make the sign of the cross and running screaming from my home.

But I should have known better. This was an old Mexican lady who had seen good times and hard, who had raised children, and put up with the peccadillos and felonies of the opposite sex.

Juanita, who had helped me drag my drunken husband to bed, was built of stern stuff. After the gulping and wide eyes and the heavy breathing and looking around as if to see who was listening, she giggled. Actually giggled.

Tina laughed.

Marsha smiled wanly. She was a good girl, and she didn’t know how mean and vicious high class people like myself could be.

“What do I need to do?”

So we began talking about clothes and make up, methods for forcing the transition, how to deal with Roscoe’s temper tantrums, and other bits and pieces of the coming production.

And the pool man showed up. A studly, Greek God sort of fellow,  a little middle-aged, but still rippling with muscles, a surfer’s haircut, and the look in his eyes that told us he was a struggling actor.

Of course. Everybody in Southern California wants to be an actor. Why would he be different?

“Hey! What’s your name?” I called out.

He stood there, festooned with long poles and hoses, and said, “Dick.”

“Oooh, I like that name,” bubbled Tina.

“Well, Dick, come over here and have a Margarita. I need your advice on matters of world importance.”

Dick came and sat down next to Tina. Well, actually, he sat down on the chair next to Tina, and then my girlfriend sort of crawled into his lap and started licking his face.

Now, truth be told, we were getting sloshed. Juanita had kept up the flow of world class Margaritas, our favorite liquor store, the Pink Dot, was keeping us supplied with endless bottles, and I was starting to slur my words.

Well, truth be known, I needed this. Not only had I been betrayed, but I hadn’t partied like this for years. Maybe a decade. I had been too preoccupied with how I looked to have a truly good time. So I was having a good time.

Tina: “Hi, DICK! I love your name. DICK. Do you think you could do your name to me?”

And Dick said the funniest thing I had ever heard. “Actually, I’m gay.”

We all laughed hysterically. And Tina cursed. Then Tina said: “I’m going to convert you.” And we all ooohed and awwwed and pitied the DICK.

“So what is this problem you need my advice on?”

In his defense, he wasn’t drunk, and so was still serious.

“My husband cheated on me so I want to make him into a girl.”

“Cool,” he nodded thoughtfully, not put off a blink, even though he was sober, by my outlandish statement. “Where do we start?”

And so the afternoon went. More and more people showed up. More and more bottles showed up. More and more Margaritas disappeared. by the time Roscoe arrived home, fashionably late, I might add, there were 40 or 50 people in the house and overflowing the pool area. The sound system was working at full pitch and The Doors were telling everybody it was ‘The End.’ Neighbors came to complain about the noise and were absorbed by the frivolity and festivity. Cops came to issue citations, so we called the mayor who called the police chief who called…and the cops disappeared. Or went off duty and joined the party.

And, I might interject, Marsha and Charley had been whisked away to the Beverly Hills Hotel, where they were enjoying a sedate and sober, and relieved, night.

Anyway, to get back to the story, all the people who were at the party, close friends or passersby, were asked their advice, and help, on the production dealing with turning Roscoe Tannenbaum into a woman.

And they all had sage wisdom and good ideas to add to the mix. And they all laughed and said it was a good idea. And…I want to make a point here.

Some of you dear readers may be wondering how I expected to be able to pull off this absolutely stupendous practical joke. And it was becoming known as a great joke. Heck, even though I talked about Roscoe as a cheater, and even seemed a bit vindictive, everybody automatically classified it as just one more practical joke.

To be truthful, they probably had to. To consider my plan as nothing but the projection of a jilted female would have resulted in people walking away, and nobody wanted to walk away. So it was classified as, accepted as, a practical joke.

And why didn’t they want to walk away? Because they had all, close friends and passsersby alike, been the victim of my husband’s practical jokes.

The mail man had reached into the mail box and put his hand in a pile of dog doo.

Our neighbors woke up to find their lawn painted purple.

DICK had been cleaning our pool, and found out that his cleaner had been replaced with soap, very sudsy soap.

Everybody…EVERYBODY…had felt the bite of my overzealous husband’s sick and twisted sense of humor.

So they were all willing.

And here is the crux…if I had asked everybody to keep a secret,  everybody would have told. They would have giggled and blurted, and called the local news, and written emails and twitters and committed every other sort of communication to the world at large. Roscoe would have found out about my plans long before he ever arrived home.

But in telling people that it was all just a practical joke, NOBODY said a word. Nobody could have dragged the truth out of them, not even with Budweiser horses.

EVERYBODY wanted to be part of the grandest practical joke of all time…EVERYBODY wanted a little revenge for the constant trickery Roscoe had subjected them to.

And, by the time most of them sobered up, most of them had forgotten the conversations. They just figured it was drunk talk and life went on and that was that.

Heh. Heh.

This has been the first three chapters from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!
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Read it on kindle or paperback
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