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    I Changed My Husband into a Woman! 
 
    Check it out at… 
 
    https://gropperpress.wordpress.com 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    A Word from the Author! 
 
      
 
    21 men who changed into women. What made them do it? 
 
    Each one of them has a story, you know. 
 
    Do you think their stories are yours? Or that yours will be like theirs? 
 
    21 men, and the women who helped changed them. 
 
    What were the women thinking? Why did they do it? 
 
    That’s what these stories are about, so come on in and see what makes the world of feminization tick! 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie 
 
    

  

 
   
    THERE ARE NINETEEN 
 
    21 STORY BUNDLES! 
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    On Amazon type in: 
 
    ‘GRACE MANSFIELD 21 STORIES’ 
 
    for a massive collection of bundles! 
 
    21 steamy five star stories in each bundle! 
 
    All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination, 
 
    chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more! 
 
    Go to Amazon and type in… 
 
    ‘GRACE MANSFIELD 21 STORIES’

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Feminized and Made into a Lesbian! 
 
    Have you ever wanted an orgasm that wouldn’t end? 
 
      
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    I seem to have written a few stories about lesbians. That’s okay. I love lesbians, but they always take second place to feminization and sissies and things like that. 
 
    I mean, a girl’s got to have preferences, right? 
 
    Anyway, isn’t a man that’s all feminized and who makes love like a woman…isn’t he sort of a lesbian? A fake lesbian, but…you know what I mean? 
 
    So enjoy the story of Ryan and Lia, and think about it. 
 
    I mean, really think about it. 
 
    Then take a good long look at your man and…wouldn’t it be nice if he was a lesbian? 
 
    Wouldn’t it? 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    “I’ll be going out with the girls tonight.” 
 
    Ryan sighed.  
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You go out with women I’ve never met. What do you do? Do you guys have male strippers? Is there sex going on?” 
 
    Lia laughed and patted his cheek. “My jealous, little boy.” 
 
    Lia was a babe. She had the classic 36 by 24 by 36, with extra large cups, and long hair that flowed down her back. Her eyes were like a cat’s. Sharp and seeing and sparkling. 
 
    Ryan was an inch taller, and slender. His face was round and his eyes were soft. He wore his hair long, but not as long as Lia’s. 
 
    “I’m not your little boy.” 
 
    “My little girl?” 
 
    “I ask a simple question, and this is my answer?” 
 
    “It’s not a simple question, and if you haven’t noticed, I’m evading an answer.” 
 
    “Why? why can’t you just answer me? You’re always talking about honesty in a relationship. It seems like there’s some big secret here that you’re not telling me.” 
 
    Lia turned to him. They were in the bedroom and she was putting her lipstick on. “It’s just a bunch of girls having a hen party, doing the things that girls do.” 
 
    “Well, you’re getting pretty all dressed up for just a bunch of girls.” 
 
    She turned back to the mirror and rolled her lipstick on. She watched him in the mirror. “So I can’t have a few friends? You have lots of friends, and I never complain when they come over and watch a game or play poker.” 
 
    “It’s different. We act normal.” 
 
    “So do I. And so do my girl friends,” she added belatedly. 
 
    “”No. It’s not the same. You’ve got a secret. My friends and I get drunk and we bullshit and you know exactly what we’re doing. You never talk about what you and your friends are doing, and you act smug for a couple of days. In fact, you don’t want sex for about a week after one of your little meetings.” 
 
    Lia turned to him. She knocked him out with her smile and her eyes and her pure sexiness. “Okay. That’s it. If you really want to know what we do…I’ll tell you. But I’m telling you right now that you don’t want to know. I don’t want to tell you, and you don’t really want to know, and…I suggest you just back off.” 
 
    “No way I’m backing off.” 
 
    “You heard about cat who died of curiosity?” 
 
    “I don’t care, and that’s bullshit anyway. I want to know what the big secret is.” 
 
    She studied him for a long minute. Her gaze showed no emotion, but he knew she was thinking. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    “If I tell you you have to promise that you will never speak of it to anybody other than me. Furthermore, you have to promise not to be upset.” 
 
    “How can I know if I’ll be upset before you even tell me?” 
 
    “That’s the rules. Take it or leave it.” 
 
    His turn to stare at her. He knew, in his heart of hearts, that he should just back off, but, dammit, he was curious. And her offering to tell him, even under such dire conditions, was actually the first hint that he had ever had that something was going on with her pussy posse. 
 
    “I’ll take it.” 
 
    “Come here.” 
 
    He came to her, and she undid his zipper and pulled out his cock. “Do you swear you will never speak of what I am about to tell you except to me?” 
 
    His cock throbbed in her hand. She had locked her eyes on his, and he groaned. 
 
    “Heysoos, is this the girl’s version of ‘pinkie swear?’” 
 
    “Do you swear?” she insisted. 
 
    “Yes!” His knees were weak. 
 
    “And do you promise that you will not get upset, irritated, angry, or have any of those kinds of emotions?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Okay. She held his balls with one hand, stroked him, and kissed the head of his penis. She looked up and began talking. 
 
    “It’s myself and three other women. Janet, Lisa and Tammy. We all went to college together. We were members of a sorority house called Pi Pi Pi. Triple Pi, or ‘Tri-pi.’ We were the dirtiest, raunchiest bunch of bitches on the campus. We sucked and we fucked. We partied all semester, hacked into the college computers and changed our grades and…we had a good time. Don’t cum, yet.” 
 
    “It’s hard,” Ryan whined. 
 
    “I know it’s hard. It’s supposed to be hard. When I finish my story you have to cum to seal the deal.” 
 
    “Heysoos,” he gritted his teeth and held himself back. 
 
    “One night four of us were sitting around. We were drinking immense amounts of beer and trash talking and insulting and…you know, having a good time. 
 
    “Then Janet suggested Truth or Dare. We talked about losing our virginity, what it’s like having sex on a period, things like that. Then Janice dared Lisa to eat her pussy. 
 
    “Man, it was electric. We were all man eaters. We lived to fuck; we weren’t a bunch of lousy lesbians. But the dare was out, and we all looked at Lia to see what she would do.” 
 
    “What…did she…do?” The cum was boiling in his balls and he was having a hard time not coming. 
 
    “What do you think? She got down on her knees and went to town. She ate Janet to a frothy squirt. And we were all drunk, so the next thing you know I was eating Tammy, and Tammy was fingering Lisa, and Lisa had her fist up Janet’s pussy, and somebody pushed a bottle of beer up into me, and we were all frigging like crazy. We were laughing, and cumming and licking and sucking and fingering and…and that was the start. We’re friends, not lovers, but we agreed to meet on a regular basis. All four of us, never just three or two. We agreed to have the same fun. So when I go out with the girls…that’s what we do. We fuck and we suck. We get our jollies. We get high and we do what we do, then we pass out and wake up early in the morning and go home. And that’s why I never feel like having sex when I get home from one of these parties. Now…you promised not to get mad…so cum.” 
 
    Ryan was on the edge. 
 
    His mind was shattered, unable to think coherently, but…he knew he should be upset, yelling or something, but he had promised, and, more than that, he was about to cum. 
 
    But he knew if he came he would forfeit his right to be angry. 
 
    But he was so damn close! 
 
    He had to…he had to… 
 
    “Cum!” Lia commanded. She reached between his legs and drove her finger into his butthole. 
 
    “OH!…FUCK! Oh…oh…oh…” 
 
    Lia leaned to the side and his sperm squirted all over her vanity table. Big strands of thick cum. She held his cock and he trembled and would have fallen except that she had him. 
 
    “Fuck!” he whimpered, and he pushed back and regained his balance. 
 
    Lia turned to the mirror over her vanity, watched him, and fastened her earrings. 
 
    Ryan stood. In shock. His heart pounding. His dick drooling its last. 
 
    “You promised,” Lia smiled. 
 
    “Yeah, but…but…” 
 
    “But nothing. You promised. You came on it. You swore on your sperm. Which is like swearing on the heads of all your children. You can’t get mad.” 
 
    Ryan was breathing heavily. Thinking about what Lia had told him, he pushed his dick into his pants and zipped up. 
 
    Lia wiped his sperm off her table with a tissue and put the tissue in a small waste basket next to her table. She stood up and turned to him. 
 
    Ryan’s legs were weak. He was caught between jealousy and his promise. 
 
    His wife did things with women. 
 
    She moved close to him, spoke into his face in a whisper. “You promised. And squirted on it. So…are you angry?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    He didn’t know what he was, but he wasn’t angry. 
 
    Lia giggled. “Do you know how hard you came? It was like what I was telling you was going right to your dick. You were incredible.” 
 
    “You’re going out.” He said it to affirm, to focus on what was happening in reality. 
 
    “I am. And I’m going to have some juicy cums. And if you’re a good boy maybe I’ll tell you all about it when I come home.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    She laughed. It was obvious that he was incapable of having coherent thoughts. 
 
    “Well, honey. I’m off, and you have yourself a drink and think good thoughts. Think about what I’m doing, and I’ll see you later.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    She walked past him and into the hallway. Her sexy, high heels tapped on the floor, and he dumbly followed her. 
 
    She opened the front door and turned to him. 
 
    He was caught, trying to think, but having no thoughts. 
 
    She kissed him then. A great kiss, and even though he had just come he loved how her tongue reached right into his soul. 
 
    Then she closed the door and he listened to her heels click on the cement walkway that led to the driveway. 
 
    Then he listened to her car start up, back out, and leave. 
 
    He leaned against the wall. He was still suffering the wonderful feelings of having just cum, and he thought: Damn! 
 
     
 
    Ryan shuffled into the kitchen. He reached up to the liquor cabinet and got down the Eagle Rare bourbon, filled a glass with ice, and mixed the bourbon with some Coke. 
 
    He sipped, and slowly his thoughts started to happen. 
 
    His first thought was: what the hell just happened? 
 
    But he knew what had happened. His wife had confessed to a lesbian affair. Actual a ‘lesbians affair.’ 
 
    She had jacked him off and gotten his promise, never to be revealed and sealed in sperm, to never talk about what she had told him. 
 
    And he would have had a thought like: that evil bitch! 
 
    But he couldn’t think that, and for a very simple reason. What she had told him excited him. She was right in her observation: he had cum like a Space X rocket taking off. 
 
    Heck, though he had just squirted, he was hard all over again. It had only taken five minute to get over the expenditure of his semen, and his cock was ready to go again. 
 
    He tilted the glass, and his head was filled with images of women and…women. 
 
    But not just pat your cheek and slap your ass images. 
 
    He had never met any of the three women, but his mind mocked up pictures of them. He visualized the color of their hair, their bodies, the clothes they wore and the make up they applied. 
 
    And he saw them, in his mind, shucking clothes and diving their faces between spread thighs. 
 
    He could almost taste their nipples and feel their soft, velvety innards as he rammed fingers— 
 
    Fuck! he thought. This is more than exciting! 
 
    This was a jack off fantasy of gargantuan proportion! 
 
    He had slipped from seeing in his mind, to imagining himself as one of them. 
 
    Four women, touching him, feeling him, sucking his balls, riding his cock until…until…oh, God! 
 
    He chugged the bourbon and Coke and made himself another one, and this time he used the double-sized glass in the back of the cupboard. 
 
    He walked into the computer room then, and powered up the Mac. 
 
    He wasn’t big on porn, but this fantasy, what Lia had told him, it was driving him. 
 
    He did a search for the best porn sites, then he started visiting them. 
 
    He specifically looked for women fisting women. 
 
    Lia had said the women had fisted each other. 
 
    Had she been fisted before she came home from one of those parties? Was that the real reason she didn’t want to fuck? That she had to give her pussy time to recover? 
 
    Heysoos! Why was this thought so exciting? 
 
    He spent hours watching Lesbians. He bonered up from watching them do each other. 
 
    Then he came across a trans person, and that changed the whole thrust of his searches. 
 
    Trans people getting pleasured, giving pleasure. 
Strap ons and dildos and screaming, sweating, squirting bodies. 
 
    Finally, midnight, Ryan had had enough. He had had a couple more drinks, and he was feeling no pain. He staggered to the bedroom and threw himself on the bed. 
 
    He was snoring, and miles away Lia’s party was taking a short break. 
 
      
 
    Lia sat on the floor, her knees up and spread so that the others girls could see her pussy. 
 
    Tammy, a redhead with pink tits, was on the bed. She was fingering herself gently, warming up for act two. 
 
    Lisa, a voluptuous blonde, was leaning against Janet, a brunette who loved anal sex, on a couch. Janet was stroking Lisa’s nipples with her fingers. Lisa was giving occasional groans. 
 
    “Well, girls,” said Lia, looking at her half empty beer, “I broke the rules.” 
 
    “What rule was that?” asked Janet. 
 
    “Unh!” moaned Lisa. 
 
    “We’re not supposed to tell anybody. 
 
    “Who’d you tell?” asked Tammy. 
 
    None of them really cared. When they were in college they cared a little bit, but now that they were a few minutes past college they didn’t give a square turd. 
 
    “Ryan. My hubby.” 
 
    “Bad girl,” grunted Lisa. She wondered if she was going to have an orgasm on just the little twiddling Janet was giving her. 
 
    “What’s he look like? You have a picture?” 
 
    Lia opened her cell and tapped up a picture of Ryan. 
 
    The girls stopped what they were doing and clustered. 
 
    “Ooh. He’s handsome.” 
 
    He’s about your height.” 
 
    “An inch taller.” 
 
    “And look at his hair! It’s so long and gorgeous!” 
 
    “He could almost be a girl.” 
 
    Lia blinked. She had never thought that, but she should have. Her friend was right. Still, she protested. “I don’t think he’d go along with that.” 
 
    “Hunh! You’d be surprised. Once a man’s dick is hard he’ll do anything.” 
 
    The girls chattered and giggled over men for a while, then Janet suggested. “Take some pictures of us for him.” 
 
    They all giggled, and it might have come to nothing, except that Lisa spread her legs and covered her face with a pillow. “Go for it, girlfriend.” 
 
    So Lia snapped a picture. 
 
    That started the other girls going.  
 
    Janet Turned her back to the camera and bent over. Her pussy was on display and her big boobs could be seen hanging down between her legs. 
 
    Tammy pushed Lisa’s legs apart and bent over, pushing her face into Lisa’s cunt. 
 
    Picture after picture, the girls vied for the best image. They kept their faces hidden and showed their mountains and their slick tacos. 
 
    Tammy then dove between Lia’s legs and Lia snapped a picture. Ryan would recognize the pussy, but all he saw of Tammy was her red hair buried in his wife’s cooch. 
 
    Picture after picture was snapped, and the girl’s horniness factor skyrocketed, and they found themselves treading new ground. 
 
    It had been years since they had done fisting, but now they were doing it, a lot of it, to each other and in groups. 
 
    They didn’t think about what they were doing, they were just responding to the idea of sexting Ryan a few pics. 
 
    And sext them Lia did. 
 
    While Ryan was sleeping his phone filled up with image after image of unbridled passion and outright perversion. 
 
      
 
    The next morning Lia slept the sleep of the dead and satisfied. She had gotten home at six, she was filled up with beer, and her pussy was well used. 
 
    Ryan hadn’t heard her. She had pushed him aside and laid down and pulled the covers over. 
 
    Ryan was sleeping on top of the covers. 
 
    About nine o’clock Ryan woke up. He had cotton mouth and a head like a flat tire. 
 
    He glanced at Lia and grinned. Well, sort of grinned. He was in too much pain to really grin. 
 
    After using the bathroom he staggered down the hallway and into the kitchen. He stuck his head under the faucet and felt the coolness wash cobwebs away. He turned his face over and sucked cold water into his mouth. 
 
    Finally, he straightened up, wiped his mouth, and stared through the kitchen window out at the world. 
 
    Damn. He had had fun. All that porn, what Lia had told him…he couldn’t wait for her to wake up and tell him some more. 
 
    Then he glanced at his cell phone. 
 
    Hunh. Somebody had sent him a message last night. 
 
    He picked it up and blinked. A message? How about 132 messages? 
 
    Who the fuck…? 
 
    He opened the first message, and… 
 
    “What the…” he breathed. 
 
    His eyes figured it out, and his mind assimilated it, and his dick got all stiff. 
 
    Another picture. Pussy. Tits. Contorted positions as sex organs were abused. 
 
    Another picture. Couldn’t tell who the women were, but…big breasts, eating snatch. 
 
    Another picture. And another. 
 
    Women hiding their faces as they did nasty things to each other. Pussy, snatch, slit…boob, mammary, bazongas! 
 
    Women coupled, and in triple, twined and sucking and licking and fucking and… 
 
    Fisting! Oh, my God! 
 
    Ryan went through the 132 photos, then he ran into the computer room and AirDropped them into his big computer. He blew them up and went through them again. 
 
    He had never seen anything so voluptuous, so scandalous, so radiant, so filthy, dirty nasty…so good! 
 
      
 
    Lia awoke at noon. She felt dirty, used, and happy. She shuffled across the room to the bathroom and got into the shower. She leaned against the tiles and let the water course over her. God, did she feel good.               Her hole was singing, it always did after one of these orgies. 
 
    Her breasts felt like they had been pummeled, but in the best possible way. 
 
    Every square inch of her flesh felt like it had been slapped fucked and brought to life. 
 
    She shampooed her hair, and conditioned it, then wrung it out and turned off the shower. She opened the door and Ryan handed her a towel. 
 
    Well,” she smiled. “Thank you. And how was your night?” 
 
    He just held up his cell phone and grinned. 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” Lia blinked. She had forgotten about all those texts. “I…uh…” 
 
    “Are these your friends?” 
 
    “Uh, no. They’re complete strangers I had never met before but they wanted to pose for me…of course they’re my friends!” 
 
    “Oh, my fucking God!” 
 
    He shook his head slowly, turned and left. 
 
    Lia didn’t expect that. Not that she knew what to expect, but…he had just turned away. 
 
    She pulled her robe on and followed him. “Honey?” 
 
     He was just turning into the computer room, but he stopped and looked back at her. 
 
    His eyes were sparkling, alight as if with a fever. His cock was poking against his pants, and there was a spot that showed he was dripping. 
 
    “Are you all right?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Yes. I’m great.” He smiled and went into the computer room. 
 
    He was sitting in his swivel, watching the screen, when she entered the room. On the screen were the pictures. He had set up a slide show and the pictures filled the screen for three seconds each, then moved to another one. 
 
    Lia’s mouth opened in surprise.  
 
    In spite of the fact that she had been part of the big orgy, she had no idea of the effect it would have on somebody else. But staring at the screen, noting how Ryan stared, his hand in his lap, around his cock, she figured it out. 
 
    And the first thought she had was: Ryan’s got brain damage! 
 
    The way he stared at the screen, like he was hypnotized. The way his hand went up and down in his lap…something was wrong with him. 
 
    Then she felt a bit of rue. No. He was okay. Besides, it was her that was on the screen, it was her that had sent him down this road. He wasn't sick for responding, she was sick for sending. 
 
      
 
    Ryan spent the rest of the day in the computer room. He was so excited he masturbated, and he was even able to spew his baby batter. 
 
    Lia puttered around the house and wondered what she had done. 
 
    She had never seem him so mind blasted. 
 
    He just sat in his swivel and played with himself and every once in a while he sort of giggled. 
 
    At six she fixed dinner, and she called him. “Dinner, Ryan!” 
 
    Ryan popped out of the computer room. He was happy. He greeted her with a big kiss, thanked her for the texts she had sent him, then gobbled his meal. 
 
    During dinner he talked like a regular person. Asked how her day had gone, even asked how her night had gone, even though he already knew. 
 
    After dinner he went back into the computer room. 
 
      
 
    Two days later Lia walked into the computer room. The computer was plugged into a wall socket four feet up on the wall. She reached over and grabbed the cord and pulled. 
 
    Ryan actually began wailing as the screen died and all those beautiful pictures disappeared. “No-o-o-o!” 
 
    Lia pulled up a chair and faced him. 
 
    Ryan stared at her with distraught eyes. She grabbed his arm and pulled him around, made him face her. 
 
    “We’ve got to talk.” 
 
    “But I was busy! I was looking at something!” 
 
    “You’ve been looking at that same something for two days.” 
 
    He blubbered, “I…I have?” 
 
    “Yes, honey. You’ve been perched in front of this computer for two days, just staring at those same pictures. Scrolling through them, chuckling like a maniac. And your dick must be rubbed raw.” 
 
    He looked down at his penis and blinked. It wasn’t raw, but it was sure red, and it was obvious that he had been abusing it. 
 
    And, at the precise moment Ryan looked at it, it dripped. 
 
    “Oh,” he said, and there was a bit of wonder in his voice. Then: “I guess I…yeah.” He looked up at Lia, awareness starting to dawn in his eyes. 
 
    “It’s just that…I’ve never seen anything like this. I can see parts of your body in some of these pictures. These are all women, your friends, and I might even have met them.” 
 
    “You haven’t,” said Lia. “I deliberately keep them separate from the rest of my life.” 
 
    “But…why?” 
 
    Lia sighed. “Ryan, if I had known you were going to react like this I never would have shown you those pictures.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Now, I want you to get over it, get back to normal, and maybe even come in the other room and eat my pussy. It’s been a few days and I’m starting to feel like a little sex again.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Lia blinked. “What? What do you mean ‘no?’” 
 
    “I want to meet these women.” 
 
    “Not a fucking chance.” 
 
    “But I’ve got to! Don’t you see?” 
 
    “No, I don’t.” 
 
    “Honey, you’ve changed me, and think about it. Every few weeks you go off and get screwed…” 
 
    “I don’t get screwed! We just…go lesbian. For a while.” Yet she was stumbling over her words.” 
 
    “What do you call a fist up your pussy?” 
 
    She was silent. 
 
    “And that one shot, that’s one of your friends with her hand all the way in your…” he stopped.  
 
    Lia, interestingly enough, just in a couple of sentences, had grown hot. Hot as when Tammy had done that to her. 
 
    “So why can’t I do the same?” 
 
    “Fine. Get your poker buddies together and suck each other off!” 
 
    “Ew!” he groaned. “No! Why can’t I go with you? Why can’t I watch it in person? You’ve shown me pictures…why not let me see what I’ve already seen.” 
 
    “Because you’re not one of us! You’re not a tri-pi girl.” 
 
    “So what? I’ll become one! What do I have to do to make this happen?” 
 
    Lia thought she had him then. She controlled her smile and said, “You’d have to be expert at sucking cock. You can’t take a cock up the pooper and in the vagina at the same time, but maybe being spit roasted would do you. You know, cock at each end?” 
 
    Ryan didn’t even blink. “Okay.” 
 
    “What?” Lia shrieked. “You would do all that?” 
 
    “Sure. If it’s those girls, your Try Pie friends doing it.” 
 
    “Well, it’s not going to happen. So forget about it, get it out of your mind, and…that’s it!” She shouted the last two words, then stood up and left the room. She tossed back over her shoulder, “You’re limited to five minutes of looking at those pictures. If you look more than five minutes I’ll pour honey over your keyboard.” 
 
    Ryan shivered. She had done that once before, when he had seemed addicted to porn, and he had tried to fix the keyboard himself. It had been a mess and he had eventually just given up and bought himself a new one. He didn’t like messy, expensive lessons. 
 
    Just as Lia reached the bedroom Ryan yelled back, “Can you at least ask them?” 
 
    Lia slammed the door. 
 
      
 
    Six weeks later Lia was laying on a bed. Tammy was sitting on her face and Lisa was tickling her pussy. Janet was sitting on a club chair next to the bed and shouting advice. 
 
    This activity went on for some time, until Lia was temporarily cummed out and begging for mercy. 
 
    Finally, they sat around the room and sipped beer and got ready for round two. 
 
    “So how’s your hubby?” asked Janet. “Would he like more pictures?” 
 
    “Oh, God! No!” yelped Lia. 
 
    The other three girls stared at her. 
 
    “I’ve heard of guys having pussy fever, of not being able to think of anything else but…and those pictures…those pictures…” 
 
    The other girls giggled and chuckled. 
 
    “So what?” asked Lisa, “You’ve got a satyr on your hands now?” 
 
    “If only,” responded Lia. “I would love a satyr, but Ryan doesn’t want to fuck much. He just wants to look at those pictures and play with himself. He’s only dicked me twice in the last six weeks, and those were quick and unsatisfying affairs.” 
 
    The other girls were silent now, and truly thinking. 
 
    “You mean…he’s fallen in love with all of us?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Call it what you want, but he actually said he wants to be one of us.” 
 
    “What?” All the girls sat up straighter. 
 
    “Yes. I told him he would have to take dick, learn to suck, and maybe even be fisted, and he just nods and says ‘okay.’” 
 
    The women sat with open mouths and stared at Lia. 
 
    “Honestly. The day I sent those pictures to him…it ruined my life, my marriage, everything. I wish I could go back and undo it all.” 
 
    Lia was now looking at the floor, crying in her beer both literally and figuratively. 
 
    The other girls just shook their heads, and got lost in their own thoughts. 
 
    Suddenly, Janet said, “Okay.” 
 
    Everybody looked at her. 
 
    “What do you mean?” asked Tammy. 
 
    “I mean, he wants to be part of tri-pi, I say we let him.” 
 
    Varying degrees of confusion and understanding dawned on the girls’ faces. 
 
    “I mean, you can’t take it all back, so there really is only one thing to do…go forward.” 
 
    “You’re saying we should get a couple of guys in here and—“ 
 
    “No, no!” Janet waved her hands. “We don’t need guys. That might mess with his mind too much. No, we can do this all ourselves.” 
 
    “But…” Lia said, and that was all, because while she was involved, and trying to figure it all out, the other girls were bubbling with ideas. 
 
    “We get him over here…” 
 
    “We make him into…” 
 
    “We’ve got lots of strap ons…” 
 
    “Wouldn’t that be fun, to make a guy into…” 
 
    “We could start off with some bullshit ceremony…” 
 
    “He would have to…” 
 
    “We could…” 
 
    And, finally: “We’ve got to do this!” 
 
    And, in spite of being dazed, and knowing she was going to have to think this through, Lia found that she was in agreement. 
 
    Well, why not? Ryan was useless as he was. All he wanted to do was look at those pictures, and maybe if they showed him the reality behind the pictures… 
 
    “And…” said Tammy, studying Lia. 
 
    Lia looked up, realized the others had been having their own thoughts and discussions while she dealt with her own reality. 
 
    “And what?” 
 
    “And if he bombs out, or goes crazy, or something…then you can just use him for a dildo.” 
 
    And that thought, of the girls using Ryan for a dildo, was the one that broke them up. Suddenly they were all laughing and rolling on the floor. 
 
    Then they were doing something else on the floor, and that something else included a lot of rug burns and fists.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    “Okay,” said Lia. 
 
    She was laying in bed, naked, her legs spread, and enduring a very boring bit of cunnilingus. 
 
    Ryan raised his head and looked up at her. “Okay what?” 
 
    “Okay. The girls have agreed to take you on as a tri-pi pledge.” 
 
    He raised up and stared at her. His eyes were fixed, glittering, and…unintelligent. He was a beast fixated on one thing, and he had no awareness of anything else. “Really?” 
 
    “Yep. We’ll organize an initiation in a month or so. You’ll be invited, and…we’ll see.” 
 
    “What do you mean ‘we’ll see?’” 
 
    “Ryan, we don’t know if you’re really tri-pi material. You’ve never sucked a cock. You’ve never been fucked by a cock. Heck, you don’t even look like a woman. Not to add that you’re a little old to be a sorority pledge. You’ve got a lot to make up for, but…” 
 
    “Oh, honey. I’ll do anything. Please…” 
 
    He was begging, and he didn’t even know why. 
 
    “Okay, first, eat me out like you mean it. Your cunnilingual activities have been less than—oh!” 
 
    He dove his head back down between her thighs and went stark raving pussy bonkers. 
 
    He savagely attacked her sacred palace, eating, chomping, licking thrusting his tongue…and she was forced back and arched her back. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” she muttered. And she thought: maybe this won’t be so bad after all! 
 
     
 
    The days passed slowly and agonizingly for Ryan. He was given permission to watch the sexting on the computer all he wanted now, and he did so, but he was now obsessing not on what had happened, but on what was about to happen. 
 
    He watched the images flicker, and he wondered what pair of boobs belonged to which woman and would he be allowed to suck on them. 
 
    He watched the display of arms and pussies and wondered what that was going to feel like. 
 
    He drank whiskey and didn’t get drunk, his fantasies were much more powerful than mere alcohol. 
 
    A week, and Lia had to tell Ryan to shut up. “It’ll happen when it happens, and we’ll let you know. Until then, stop your whining and begging, and stop checking my calendar!” 
 
    Ryan hung his head, but he didn’t feel bad at being told off. He was too busy lusting in his mind to be discouraged. 
 
    The girls, meanwhile, were making plans. 
 
    They usually held their orgies in a rented motel room. Since they wanted to make this memorable, and because they wanted to go a lot further than a motel room was prepared to handle, Tammy offered her basement. 
 
    Every day found a girl or two, or three or four, in the basement. They cleaned it, painted it black, hung a few chains, and even got a couple of pieces of furniture. Of dildos and whips they had plenty. 
 
    And they spent all their time listening to party music, drinking beer, and talking over what they planned to do to Ryan. 
 
    At two weeks Lia brought home a chastity tube and told Ryan to jack off and put on the tube. From here on he was not going to be allowed to cum, or even play with his dick, until he was an official Tr-pi. 
 
    Then Lia added the kicker. “You know, if you go through this, and are found lacking…you won’t be allowed to cum ever again.” 
 
    “What?” his voice squeaked. 
 
    “It’s simple. Tri pi has standards, and if you don’t meet them, if you are lacking in any way, if you are not accepted, then the chastity tube stays on, and you will not cum.” 
 
    Ryan’s jaw dropped. Never cum again? 
 
    But his obsession with the pictures took him through this crisis of thought. Simply, the thought of what was going to happen to him was more exciting than…than common sense. And he was willing to risk it. He just had to, you see. He just had to. 
 
    And Lia began to play with him. Intensely. 
 
    She tied him to the bed and lay on him and used a dildo on herself. 
 
    Ryan was gulping after that one. 
 
    She stroked his brown button and took his caged cock, cage and all, into her mouth. 
 
    She kissed him and groped him, she treated his swollen testicles like ben wah balls, manipulating them in her hand for hours while she watched chick flicks on the big screen. 
 
    She spanked him, slapped him, made him wear a butt plug for hours. 
 
    And she wiggled that plug and held his package and kissed him and…and Ryan began to lose control of his senses. 
 
    His eyes began to get dark circles underneath. He twitched every once in a while. He dripped continuously. 
 
      
 
    “Hello, Ryan.” 
 
    “Hi.” He gulped hard. 
 
    “My name is Tammy, and I’ll be interviewing you.” 
 
    Tammy was sitting on the couch, facing Ryan. Ryan was tied to a kitchen chair, a sleep mask over his eyes. 
 
    And he was, of course, naked. Except for the chastity tube. 
 
    “When did you first realize that you wanted to be a tri-pi girl?” 
 
    “Uh, well, when I saw those pictures that…you were one of the women in those pictures?” 
 
    Tammy ignored his question. She grinned at Lia, who was sitting silently and laughing. 
 
    “And what makes you think you would make a good tri-pi girl?” 
 
    “I’ll do anything you want.” 
 
    Tammy raised her eyebrows and grinned at Lia, who opened her mouth as if if to say ‘Whoa! What have we here!’ 
 
    “Okay. I’ll do anything I want to you…” 
 
    Ryan groaned and his cock actually made the cage jerk hard. 
 
    “…but what do you want me to do to you?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “This is a two way street, Ryan.” 
 
    She leaned forward and took his balls in her hands. Ryan jerked, and sighed. 
 
    “And I’ll dress you up and make you into my play thing. But is there any particular thing you’ve been looking forward to?” 
 
    Surprisingly, Ryan had no thoughts on this subject. He just said, “What you did in those pictures.” 
 
    “So you want to experience your pussy being eaten. Your asshole being penetrated.” 
 
    A moment, then he jerked his head up and down. 
 
    “There’s one problem, however.” 
 
    “What? What problem?” He was frantic at the thought that there might be something that stopped him from becoming a tri-pi. 
 
    “You don’t have tits.” 
 
    Ryan stopped, his mouth hung open. But only for a second. “I’ll get tits. How big do you want them? I can get breasts! I’ll do it!” 
 
    Lia’s mouth dropped open. Ryan had said he was wiling to do anything, but this…getting tits…would he really? 
 
    Tammy, however, was prepared. “Very well. I know a doctor, and she’ll give you a call the week before your initiation.” 
 
    “Okay!” he said eagerly. 
 
    “But if you refuse, then we’ll call off your initiation.” 
 
    “No! No! I’ll do it!” He was actually shivering. 
 
    “Okay. That’s a point in your favor. Now, let’s talk about the first time you jacked off…” 
 
      
 
    Each of the girls had an interview with Ryan. They met during the week and discussed him and his obsessions, and drank and beer and chuckled greatly. 
 
    The next week Lisa met with him. She tied him down on the bed, face down, and she educated him with a small dildo. Real small. 
 
    When Lisa had left and Lia had untied him he didn’t say anything. He just gulped, and he had a very haunted look in his eyes. 
 
    “You’re doing well, Ryan.” 
 
    “Oh. uh…yeah.” He looked around as if he expected Casper the Ghost to jump out of his asshole. 
 
    “Did you like taking it up the ass?” 
 
    His head nod was frenetic. He looked like a woodpecker working on a tree. 
 
    “Very good.” 
 
    She smiled, and took him in to dinner. 
 
    He could hardly eat, he was so excited. And he kept starting to speak, then stopping. 
 
    He was losing control of himself. 
 
      
 
    The next week he had his last interview, this one with Janet. Again, he was tied to the bed, and this time Janet went all out. She spanked him, slapped him with a whip a couple of times, felt his nipples and pulled them, half turned him over and bit them. 
 
    She used her fingers instead of a dildo. Depth was not going to be a problem, width was, and she wanted him ready for what they were going to do to him. 
 
    And she sat on his face and slapped his balls for a good long time. Every time she slapped he would twitch, his head would rise, and she would settle down on his face harder and harder. 
 
    When that session was over the girls met for a last meeting. 
 
    “Is he ready?” 
 
    “Yup.” 
 
    “Yup.” 
 
    “I’ve never seen him like this,” said Lia.  
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “He can hardly talk. His pecker is constantly drooling pre-cum. It’s like he’s got that thousand yard stare soldiers get after they have been in the most horrendous combat.” 
 
    The other women grinned. 
 
    “Perfect.” 
 
    “Just the way I like my men.” 
 
    “Have you ever thought…what if there’s permanent damage?” 
 
    They were silent at that thought, then Lia said, “Well, he’s getting what he wants… and if he’s useless anyway? She shrugged. 
 
    The other women nodded thoughtfully. It was a terrible thing they were doing…but…isn’t this what men wanted?  
 
      
 
    The following week Ryan went down to a doctor’s office. It was a female doctor, and she took him to a small operating room. He took off his clothes and laid back on a padded table. The doctor glanced at his chastity tube. “How long?” 
 
    “Couple of weeks.” He swallowed nervously. 
 
    She handled the device, turned it, felt it, then fondled his balls. “I’m going to have to get one of these for my husband.” 
 
    Ryan nodded. 
 
    The doctor began making little marks on his chest with a grease pencil. She circled the nipples, made more marks, and the circles got wider. 
 
    “Okay, Ryan, I’m going to inject a solution into your chest. I’m going to make your boobs very big, the girls wanted that, but they will shrink back down in a month or two.” She smiled. “Unless you want to make them more permanent.” 
 
    “Uh…” he said. And gulped. 
 
    She began sticking needles into his flesh. Around and around. One boob formed on his right side, thens he made a small boob on his left side. 
 
    She gave him a hand mirror so he could watch her progress, and he stared in wonder as his tits appeared. 
 
    Another circle of injections around each boob. Then another. 
 
    He was stunned. This was happening to him! 
 
    The weirdest thing, however, was watching one boob grow larger than the other, then the other would catch up. 
 
    “I’ve injected a solution behind your nipples. They will be bigger, and they will be much more sensitive for a while.” 
 
    “How long a while?” 
 
    “About the length of time it takes for your boobs to go down.” 
 
    The doc finished him up and held a bra out to him. 
 
    “I have to wear this?” 
 
    “Unless you want stretch marks, saggy boobs, and a sore back.” 
 
    Ryan tried to put the bra on, but he wasn’t flexible enough, and he couldn’t figure out how to get the cups right. 
 
    Finally, with a grin, the doctor showed him how to fastened the back in front, and spin the bra around his body, then he lifted the bra and snaked his arms under the straps and, zingo bingo, he had some world class boobs. 
 
    When he got home Lia couldn’t stop grinning. 
 
    Ryan was embarrassed, and hadn’t figured that he would be, but it was one thing to talk about a man having boobs, and for that man to actually have boobs. 
 
    “God,” she blurted, at one point. “You’re sexy.” 
 
    He was wearing a tee shirt. It had been a loose fit before he had boobs, but now it was a tight fit. Although he was wearing his bra, the nipples pushed right through the material and were very obvious. 
 
    Lia reached forward and rubbed his nipple and he groaned. “Oh, Lord,” he whispered. 
 
    “Pretty good, eh?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    “Would you like me to suck on them?” 
 
    He nodded, helpless in the face of his excitement and desires. 
 
    She had him lay down, then she lay next to him and suckled him. One boob, then the other. She palpated his breasts, she slapped his nuts lightly. She kissed him. 
 
    His penis started ejaculating a small amount of semen and she stopped and stared. “Are you cumming?” 
 
    He shook his head. “No. It’s just…it’s leaking out. I must be overloaded.” 
 
    She laughed and said, “Well, I better stop. We want you full up with you go for your initiation.” 
 
    He was disappointed, but he understood. 
 
    The fact was that he was growing to like being in chastity. 
 
    At first it had been tough, super frustrating, but now that he was permanently in the excitation phase of sex…he liked it. 
 
    And Lia liked him this way. He was pliable, amenable, manipulatable. If she told him to wash the dishes he jumped at it. If she told him to rub her feet for an hour, and to suck her toes, and to give her three orgasms, he couldn’t control himself. He did whatever she asked whenever she asked. 
 
    She observed, “Honey. You’ll probably get a cum or two every once in a while, but your days of rolling me over and ‘wham bam thank you ma’am,’ they’re over.” 
 
    He protested, but not much. 
 
    His aching cock wouldn’t let him, it was just too much fun. 
 
      
 
    On a Friday night Lia took him out to the garage. The trunk of her car was open and a couple of blankets were thrown in it. 
 
    “Take your clothes off.” 
 
    He stared at her… “Tonight?” 
 
    “Tonight,” she said. 
 
    He stripped his clothes off, then stopped. “Bra, too?” 
 
    “No. You can leave the bra on.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “Hop into the trunk.” 
 
    He climbed over the edge and got about as comfortable as he could.  
 
    Lia reached into the trunk and unlocked the chastity tube. 
 
    He stared at her, his cock erect and harder than he could ever remember it being. “Really?” 
 
    “Honey, don’t cum. Don’t even touch it. If you cum before the end of your initiation you’ll be out of luck. You won’t be accepted for tri-pi, and you’ll be in chastity for the rest of your life, and with no time out for release.” 
 
    He swallowed. 
 
    She handed him a sleep mask. “Put this on. Do not take it off, for any reason, or you won’t be accepted and—“ 
 
    “I know,” he said, putting on the mask. “I won’t ever cum again.” 
 
    Lia smiled at his naked, blind form. “Okay, honey. Here we go, and just remember…you wanted this.” 
 
    She closed the trunk. 
 
      
 
    They drove across town, and Lia hit speed bumps and pot holes and giggled. She could hear him bouncing around in the back. 
 
    She drove to Tammy’s house where the girls were waiting. 
 
    She drove into the garage and Tammy closed the door behind her. She popped the trunk and joined the girls at the back. 
 
    They were staring down at Ryan, and Ryan was murmuring, Oh, God. Oh, God. 
 
    They helped him out of the trunk and guided him into the house, then down the stairs into the basement. Ryan knew he was in a basement, and he was scared and exhilarated at the same time. His heart was pounding faster than a rabbit’s dick. 
 
    “Well, so this is the man who wants to be a woman.” 
 
    “Nice dick, studly. But you aren’t allowed a dick when you’re a woman.” 
 
    “Should we cut it off tonight?” 
 
    Down into the basement the girls chattered, teasing him, saying things that made his mind leap with hope and despair. One of the girls held his cock now. She didn’t stroke it, just squeezed it. 
 
    Ryan was shivering now. Shivering with excitement. 
 
    The girls placed him on a bed and joined him. The sound of their clothes coming undone and slithering off their frames and being thrown through the air was incredible. 
 
    “Don’t cum, Ryan,” Tammy said, and she slid down his pole. 
 
    She knew how close he was, however, so she didn’t go crazy, though she wanted to. She merely sat and rubbed his nipples. His nipples were so sensitive, however, that was almost too much. 
 
    “Better get off him. He’s too close,” observed Lisa, pushing a finger up his heinie and wiggling it. 
 
    Tammy got off and Ryan groaned and twisted as pleasure invaded his anal alley. 
 
    For a moment the girls took a break. Ryan heard the sound of beer bottles being opened, then he was handed a bottle. 
 
    “Drink up, sister. We’re just getting started. 
 
    For five minutes the girls chatted. Ryan didn’t offer anything, but he was listening. In his heart was a celebration. He was being treated like one of them. He was actually going to become a tri-pi girl! 
 
    Then, beers done, break done, they went to work on Ryan again. 
 
    For hours they sucked on him. Squeezed him off to prevent orgasm, then got on and rode him to another near cum. 
 
    They fondled his breasts and kept sucking on his nipples. 
 
    They kissed him, and he grew to know which lips were which, but never to whom they belonged. 
 
    Every once in a while Lia would kiss him, hold him, and whisper, “How you doing, honey?” 
 
    Then the strangest thing happened. 
 
    If a man stops himself from cumming long enough, if he just tightens the right muscles, the cum won’t cum…and he enters a state of perpetual orgasm. 
 
    His mind is up there, golden, buzzing, and his back is arching, and he just stays there. As long as he holds his muscles back, keeps himself from orgasming…he stays in that state. 
 
    Ryan held his muscles, refused to let the semen pump, and orgasmic bliss overwhelmed him. 
 
    He lay there, he was on his belly now, his tits hanging over the sides of a plank bench. 
 
    And they went to work on his heinie. 
 
    Someone lay under him and kissed him, and held her hands up and milked his nipples. 
 
    Somebody else was under his pecker at the other end of the bench. She was holding his peeny, squeezing it at the base with her hands, and sucking on the head. 
 
    Somebody else was behind him, playing with him, and he felt three fingers working inside him. 
 
    The fourth somebody, who happened to be his wife, walked around and took videos with a good video camera. 
 
    He groaned in orgiastic wonder and felt his sex organs trying to pop, but being refused. 
 
    His balls felt especially full. The girls kept slapping them lightly. 
 
    Four fingers inside him, then, a slight bump, and he groaned, and he felt a fist enter him. 
 
    He felt the fist punching gently back and forth. His golden haze accepted it all, and he moved his hips and fucked the fist back. 
 
    His mind felt swollen, golden, and then he felt…it felt like…he was peeing! 
 
    “Is it coming out?” asked Lisa. 
 
    “It is,” said Lia.  
 
    “Look at it! That’s a lot of cum!” 
 
    “I’ve got a glass, I’m catching it. We can all measure it before we make his drink.” 
 
    Ryan felt himself emptying. He realized that he wasn’t peeing, he was peeing sperm. No orgasm. 
 
    But, then he was already in orgasm. He had held his muscles and the trigger had never been pulled. He was peeing out his sperm and lost in a fever of orgasm, without the big bang. 
 
    The draining, for that was what it was, went on for what seemed like hours, but it was only a couple of minutes, then the girls backed off. 
 
    Ryan lay, still in his orgasm fever, and breathed. He had no thoughts, except love. Love for life, for the universe, for the four wonderful women who had taken him to this sacred place. 
 
    “Okay, Ryan, sit up.” 
 
    Ryan tried to push up from the bench, but he was too weak. Lia and Janet helped him, and he sat on the bench, facing the direction of the women’s voices. 
 
    “Take off his mask.” 
 
    “Take off your mask, honey.” 
 
    Ryan reached up and loosened the sleep mask. 
 
    Four beautiful women sat on a couch and faced him. The ones from the sexting, he recognized their bodies. One was his wife, and the others introduced themselves. 
 
    He was still in that heady place of eternal orgasm, and he mumbled greetings and was an idiot. 
 
    Lia leaned forward and snapped her fingers in front of him. When he didn’t blink she said, “I think we’ve overloaded him.” 
 
    He smiled an idiot’s smile. 
 
    Janet leaned forward and waved a hand in front of his face. “Damn. I think you’re right!” 
 
    Lia didn’t care. She was mixing a glass of white stuff with bourbon. 
 
    Sperm. It was his semen, he belatedly realized. 
 
    Lia held out the glass. “Ryan, we’ve all tasted cum. Now it’s your turn. As your final act, the one that will seal you to our sorority forever, you must drink this glass of seed.” 
 
    Ryan didn’t even hesitate. He felt like he was in a matrix, golden codes streaming down the walls, he was stuck in an orgasm and didn’t think he would never not be again. 
 
    He took the glass, tilted it and gulped. It was a lot, but he drank it quickly, then smacked his lips. 
 
    He felt like he had ingested liquid gold. He felt the drink slide down his throat, thick with cum, and explode in his belly like good bourbon would. 
 
    The girls sat back and smiled at him. 
 
    “Welcome to the sisterhood, Ryan.” 
 
    Lia held up her video camera. “I’ve got it all on video. You can watch it whenever you want.” 
 
    “And,” added Tammy, “You will wear a chastity tube at all times… 
 
    “…except when you service one of us,” said Lia. 
 
    Lia held out the chastity tube and placed it in his hand. “Better put this on, honey.” 
 
    He did, and the girls watched, and they sighed and gave little cheers and high fives when it was on. 
 
    “Better put on your bra, Ryan.” 
 
    He did. Then they handed him panties and nylons and a garter. 
 
    “You have to dress this way from now on,” explained Lia. 
 
    They put him in a dress, then high heels, then they made him up. 
 
    Ryan sat in a chair and was still in that place of orgasm. He had been drained, and now he could no longer click the trigger that would make him cum, so he was stuck in almost cum, and probably would be forever. Especially if they kept him drained. 
 
    Finally, the girls took him upstairs. They sat in the living room for a while, and talked, and giggled over their adventure with Ryan. 
 
    Lia sat down next to him and patted his knee. “How you doing, honey? 
 
    He nodded. “I’m good.” 
 
    “Are you looking forward to our next get together?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” He nodded, and his gaze was fixed. 
 
    Lia frowned, but it wasn’t an unhappy frown. “I really do think we’ve broken him.” 
 
    The girls, all high, just chuckled. 
 
    Tammy: “That’s okay. We’ll just break him again next time.” 
 
    All the girls rocked back and laughed. 
 
    Then Ryan said the first real words he had ever said since he had entered into his endless orgasm. “Honey? What do I do now?” 
 
    Tammy answered for Lia. “Time to go home, Ryan. We’re all done with you. Go home.” 
 
    It was said jocularly, but Ryan’s response was not what they expected. 
 
    He said, “Okay,” and stood up. 
 
    He was wobbly in heels, but his body looked fantastic. His tits were wonderful and they knew they were going to have him get implants when these ‘vacation boobs’ wore off. 
 
    He walked to the door. He was in a. daze, just following directions. 
 
    He opened the door and walked out. 
 
    The girls all jumped to their feet and ran after him. 
 
    Ryan walked down the walkway to the sidewalk. He didn’t know where he was, or how to get home, but he had been told to do something by a woman, so he was going to do it. 
 
    The girls followed him down to the sidewalk and watched him walk away. His heels were starting to click already, and they were stunned. 
 
    “Where’s he going?” 
 
    “Home.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    Janet observed; “Some men just can’t handle being a woman.” 
 
    Tammy; “Do you think we made a mistake?” 
 
    Lisa; “Nah. But you better go after him. 
 
    The girls all chuckled, then Lia headed for her car. Ryan was far down the street and she had to hurry before he disappeared. 
 
    She honked and waved a hand, and the meeting of the Tri-Pi sorority for that month was over. 
 
      
 
    END 
 
     
 
  
 
   
 
   
     

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
 
      
 
    [image: Image] 
 
      
 
    Sissy Ride: The Book! 
 
    A giant saga of feminization! 
 
    Check it out at… 
 
    https://gropperpress.wordpress.com 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Aversion Feminization! 
 
    Curing a man who wants to change 
 
    from a man into a woman! 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    Men who want to turn into women, ain’t it grand? 
 
    The official word for it is ‘autogynephilia.’ 
 
    Is it wrong? 
 
    I’m not going to go around telling people what is right or wrong. We’ve got a government that does that. 
 
    No, I’m more interested in getting people to get over their prejudices and start acting like human beings. 
 
    So, enjoy this story of Roy, and how he adapts to the changes that happen to him. 
 
    Will it happen to all men? 
 
    In some form, I think it will. 
 
    But, until then…STAY HORNY! 
 
      
 
    Gracie 
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    Roy was parked at the Korean Bell of Friendship in San Pedro. It was just after a rain and the air was fresh. Nobody was out and he had the monument to himself. 
 
    He stepped out of his truck and put his high heels on the parking area asphalt. He closed the door and faced the world. 
 
    He was wearing a pencil skirt, navy blue, and a blouse, white. He wore a long jacket that partially concealed his shape. 
 
    Of course, his shaved legs were visible, the calves delightfully curved. 
 
    The belt around his mid section pulled the jacket tight so his breasts could be seen. His long hair, carefully styled, hung down his back. His make up was well done, with his red lips given a metallic color in the neon lighting of the parking lot. 
 
    He looked around nervously. When he dressed up he liked to visit obscure monuments. He liked to look out at the world, giving people a glance at his persona. He loved to be admired. 
 
    The only problem, of course, was his penis got so hard that he had to pull his jacket closed so nobody could see the boner bump in his skirt. 
 
    He had finally handled that by wearing a chastity tube. It drove him crazy, and he had to masturbate to get it on, but he could pull the tube back between his legs and have a smooth, feminine front. 
 
    He smiled, and felt his dingus trying to stand up. But his tube was small, and his erection was quelled. 
 
    His sexual urges were increased by being in chastity, and it made it all the more delicious. It felt like waves of horniness were tumbling through him, making him hornier and hornier. 
 
    Finishing his look see, knowing that he was alone, he sashayed towards the monument itself. His high heels clicked on the pavement and his calves were tight and bunched. 
 
    God, it felt good. 
 
    He kept a look out as he walked. Nobody was there. It had just stopped raining, it was late at night, he would have been surprised if there had been anybody. He stopped at the far side of the monument and faced the eternal ocean. 
 
    He could hear the ocean, whispering, crashing, calling to endless souls. 
 
    He sighed. 
 
    He cross dressed, but he wanted more. 
 
    And he was so afraid. 
 
    He dressed like this and was terrified, but he couldn’t stop himself. 
 
    Without these walks on the wild side his life didn’t have much meaning. 
 
    He was 26 years old, was making good money off the internet, and nobody knew about his ‘hobby.’ 
 
    Not the two girls in the office, or the kid in the mail room. 
 
    To them he was an okay guy, showed up with long hair and their paychecks. Gave them long lunches and even Friday afternoons off. 
 
    Would they care? 
 
    Probably not. 
 
    But…he would care. 
 
    He was a mama’s boy. Nobody noticed him in school. In high school he had cultivated a masculine attitude. He might look a little soft, with his long hair and slender body, but he talked a good game, and nobody knew he was wearing panties and bra, garter and nylons, under his manly clothes. 
 
    Sometimes he would go out with girls, but he presented a masculine front, even leaving his lingerie at home. 
 
    He liked girls, he didn’t want boys, but he didn’t allow anybody to see into his secret heart. He made sure nobody saw a trace of lipstick on his mouth, or a dirty pair of nylons. 
 
    In college it was even easier to keep up the facade. And it was easier to dress up at night, even go on long walks, and not be seen, not be recognized for what he was. 
 
    Then, after college, he was determined to put aside his sexual habits. He wouldn’t dress up like a girl. He wouldn’t risk shame and embarrassment. He would focus his energies on building an internet business. 
 
    And, for a couple of years, he had succeeded. 
 
    But as his company grew, so did his desires. 
 
    One night he couldn’t handle it any more. 
 
    He had gotten drunk, gotten dressed, and gone out on the town. 
 
    And, God’s grace, nobody tumbled to him. 
 
    Nobody he knew saw him. 
 
    He watched night clubs from afar, and he realized that he was stuck with being a crossdresser for life. It was something he couldn’t live without. 
 
    But he also couldn’t risk being seen. 
 
    He was going to have to live a secret life. 
 
    And, three years later he was standing by the Korean Bell of Friendship in San Pedro. Listening to the waves, seeing the lights rising from the harbor, and the docks. 
 
    “You okay, miss?” 
 
    Roy nearly jumped out of his nylons. 
 
    A light shone in his face. Cop. Twenty feet away. 
 
    Roy turned and dashed back around the monument and headed for his pick up truck. 
 
    He heard footsteps behind him, and the flashlight illuminated his frame, his round ass, tiny waist (courtesy of an incredibly tight corset), and his waggling breasts. 
 
    “Miss? Stop!” 
 
    Roy was panicked. He should have stopped. He should have just talked, but he was so scared. 
 
    “Miss! Halt!” The cop’s voice was firm now, and growing stronger. 
 
    From a simple inquiry as to how he was doing, he had made himself a suspect. 
 
    After all, why should he run if he was innocent, right? 
 
    But he was terrified. He didn’t want to be caught. He had to get away. 
 
    He made it into his truck, hit the ignition and the lights. The cop was right in front of the truck, and he held his forearm up to protect his eyes from the sudden flash of powerful high beams. 
 
    Roy backed up, almost hit the cop car, and put it in first gear. 
 
    “STOP!” 
 
    Roy didn’t stop. He wound through the parking lot, down the hill, and into the late night traffic. 
 
    He had to get away! He had to…he—stopped. 
 
    Right in the middle of the road. His breath was heaving, as much as it could in the tight corset. He set his emergency blinkers and waited, his hands on the steering wheel. 
 
    He had been stupid to run. He wasn’t going to be able to get away, not with the cops using radar and helicopters and such.  
 
    And why was he running? 
 
    Because he was scared, not because he had committed any crime. 
 
    The black and white roared down the road behind him. It squealed to a stop behind him. The evening was lit up with blinking red lights and a powerful beam illuminated his truck. 
 
    “Step out of the vehicle with your hands up!” 
 
    Almost sobbing, Roy opened the door, held his hands out, and slid off the side of the car seat. 
 
    He stood in high heels and turned his back to the cop car. 
 
    “Back towards us. Keep your hands up!” 
 
    Roy backed up.  
 
    “Get on your knees!” 
 
    He knelt, felt the nylon on his right leg run. 
 
    “Face down on the pavement!” 
 
    He followed their instructions, and was quickly handcuffed and helped to his feet. 
 
    For a moment the cop ignored him. He searched the truck, opened the glove compartment and checked his insurance and registration. 
 
    Finally he opened Roy’s purse and lifted out his wallet…and found his driver’s license. 
 
    The cop stood up straight, looked intently at the license, then stared at Roy. 
 
    Roy stood with his head bowed, red, ashamed. 
 
    He had finally been caught. 
 
    The cop sauntered back towards Roy. He was holding Roy’s purse in one hand and his license in the other hand. 
 
    He stopped in front of Roy, and Roy had his first real look at his captor. 
 
    He was a few years older than Roy, wore a mustache, had seasoned lines at the corners of his eyes. 
 
    “Well, Mr. Jenkins, why did you run?” 
 
    Roy’s voice was low and cracked, “I was scared.” 
 
    “Why? You didn’t commit any crimes.” 
 
    “I was…you see…” Roy licked his red lips. “I’m…” 
 
    The cop finally took mercy on Roy. “You’re a guy dressed as a girl. Is that a crime?” 
 
    “I…no…I don’t think so.” 
 
    “So you go from a situation where I would have asked you a few questions, and risk becoming a felon.” 
 
    “That’s why I stopped. I’m sorry.” 
 
    The cop nodded. “Stay here, please.” 
 
    The cop went back to his car and checked for warrants. There were none, Roy was clean, and the cop returned to Roy. He handed Roy his license and said, “Fear is a terrible thing. It almost ruined your life.” 
 
    “Are you…am I…” 
 
    “I’m not going to cite you. I’ll make a note in my book, but nobody ever sees that. No, Mr. Jenkins, you’re going to be free to go.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    “After I give you a little friendly advice.” 
 
    Roy was finally looking at the cop. His fear was waning. A lecture was nothing. Thank God. 
 
    “Mr. Jenkins. I don’t care what you do in your life, as long as you are not a danger to the public. However, I have had encounters with people like yourself. There is a program which you might want to avail yourself.” 
 
    Roy blinked. “There is?” 
 
    “Yes. A lot of people are in your situation. They like to do the things you do. They have gone into a program called ‘Aversion Feminization.’ You can find it on the web. It is run by people who have combined aversion therapy with people’s desire to be more feminine. I suggest you give them a call, or an email, or whatever method they use.” 
 
    “What do they do?” 
 
    “They help people who have your…it’s not right for me to call it a problem…your interests.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “Honestly, I don’t know what methods they employ, I just know that people have been helped by this organization. And, let’s face it, it’s better than getting arrested by a cop.” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” 
 
    “Okay. Drive safely, and have a good night.” 
 
    Roy was near in shock by the time he returned to his truck. 
 
    He had thought he was going to the hoosegow, and there he would have to deal with gang banging, smelly motorcyclists with body hair and tattoos and…and he was being let off. 
 
    He sighed in relief and started up the truck. 
 
    The cop was writing something on a clipboard in his cruiser. Nobody was in the street, so Roy pulled out and headed home. 
 
    He hadn’t been arrested. 
 
    He had been warned. 
 
    And he forgot all about Aversion Feminization. 
 
      
 
    Roy went to work the next day, and he was feeling pretty good. His secret was safe. 
 
    His heart was beating harder all day, and he realized that in being seen by the cop, in being found out, he had experienced a sense of relief. 
 
    Nobody had ever seen him as a woman, and now that somebody had, he felt…freed. 
 
    Something in him had changed. 
 
    He was a butterfly still in cocoon, but he had had a glimpse of the sky. He wanted to be free all the way. 
 
    He was tired of keeping a secret. 
 
    Yet…he didn’t know how to accomplish that. 
 
    So that would have to wait until he did figure it out. 
 
    He threw himself into his work. Which didn’t work because he didn’t have much work to do. 
 
    The mail boy was part time. Came in after school and sorted through the mail, put orders in one basket, complaints in another, delivered mail to the three offices in the small building. 
 
    Roy got a few letters, but Jeanie and Darlene handled most of the mail. 
 
    And there were never any problems so big that the girls couldn’t handle them. 
 
    So Roy answered his few letters, took care of a couple of emails, checked on the work flow of the girls, and then…was bored. 
 
    But he was also wired from the previous night’s adventure. 
 
    So, what to do…what to do? 
 
    He chatted with the girls, they were both good looking. Good bodies with large breasts, always showed up looking nice. And they weren’t his type. 
 
    Not that he had a type. 
 
    With his secret no girl was his type. 
 
    Sad by true. 
 
    He went to an early lunch, then brought lunch back for the girls. A little bonus, and he was feeling so damned good. 
 
    But he was also still embarrassed. 
 
    He relived the encounter in his mind all day long. 
 
    It was then that he remembered what the cop had said: Aversion Feminization. 
 
    After lunch he went into his office and closed the door. Him closing the door was unusual, and the girls took note of the fact, looked at each other, and shrugged. 
 
    Roy googled ‘Aversion Feminization’ and there was nothing. 
 
    He frowned. He read a few articles on aversion, and feminization, but…had the cop been wrong? 
 
    But he had seemed so positive, and it wasn’t the kind of thing a cop would joke about. 
 
    So, it to be there, but where? 
 
    He tried a couple of other browsers. DuckDuck and Bing and a few others. 
 
    He tried private windows. 
 
    Then, he tapped into the dark web. 
 
    To tap into the dark web he needed a VPN. A VPN is a ‘Virtual Private Network.’ He already had a lot of security, so he was ready to go. 
 
    The Dark Web is dangerous, and it’s not. 
 
    It is a part of the web that isn’t searched by Google or any of the other search engines. It’s all the people who don’t want to be listed in a the ‘phone books’ provided by Google, Microsoft, and other tech corporations. 
 
    There is a huge section of things that people don’t want listed. People who hide their finances, companies who hide their customers information, they are considered part of the Dark Web. 
 
    But the real danger is in the areas of the dark web that specialize in hurtful things. Things like drugs, criminal activities, and all sorts of hacking. 
 
    But Roy wasn’t interested in that sort of stuff. He just wanted to find ‘Aversion Feminization.’ 
 
    It took him an hour. 
 
    The cop had been right, it was on the net, but it wasn’t listed. He must have heard about it, and assumed that it could be found through a simple Google. 
 
    Still, Roy had managed to find it, and he perused it intently. 
 
    There was a lot of material to be read. Everything from scholarly studies to stories. And the types of feminization were many. 
 
    Men who wore just underwear. 
 
    Men who were feminized by their wives. 
 
    Men who went whole hog and changed their lifestyle. 
 
    Men who even had their testicles and penis removed. 
 
    Roy shuddered when he read about that practice. That was going a little too far for him. 
 
    The website was supported by something called ‘The Ladies’ Sissy Society.’ This was apparently a group of women who sounded like they wanted to change the world. 
 
    They didn’t seem unusually forceful, certainly not violent, but they were adamant. 
 
    Men had choice, but the choice was pushed hard. 
 
    Roy sat back and thought about it. 
 
    He had avoided women, in spite of the fact that he loved women and had no preference for a man. 
 
    Over the years he had wished he had a girlfriend, somebody who he could be honest with, but he had never met anyone. 
 
    But wouldn’t it be nice to have a girlfriend, to be able to be himself. 
 
    But would he want somebody who was aggressive and forceful? 
 
    He didn’t think so. 
 
    He went back to the website and continued. He spent a couple of hours reading stories from people who had benefitted from the Aversion Feminization. 
 
    Most of them were men, and they spoke of being free, of achieving a lifestyle that they had only dreamed of. Many of them detailed individual experiences as they came out in the real world. Some of the experiences were harsh, some soft, but all of them were heartfelt, and all of the men, whether they had had good or bad experiences, were grateful to Aversion Feminization for helping them. 
 
    There were a few women, too. Wives. And they were also vocal in their praise of Aversion Feminization. 
 
    One woman wrote: I didn’t expect it. I was opposed to my husband getting involved, but as he discovered himself I found a beautiful truth in him. 
 
    A beautiful truth within. 
 
    Once again Roy sat back. 
 
    A beautiful truth… 
 
    “We’re taking off.” 
 
    Roy jerked, spun and closed windows on his computer room. 
 
    But he was too slow. 
 
    “Hey, what’s this?” 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    “No…it’s something. Feminization. Hunh. You into that?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Hey, Jeanie! Roy wants to be a girl!” 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    Jeanie popped her head into the doorway. “Really?” 
 
    “He’s got a site about turning into a girl!” 
 
    “Stop that! It’s…some people asked for an estimate and I’m looking at them.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Of course!” 
 
    But his face was red and the girls kept glancing at him and giggling. 
 
    “Well, you’d look cute as a girl,” said Jeanie, when he finally got them out of his office. 
 
    “Har de har,” muttered Roy. 
 
    Darlene was smiling, but she said, “Leave him alone, Jeanie, see how embarrassed he’s getting?” 
 
    “I’m not embarrassed!” 
 
    But he was, and his red face proved it. 
 
    The girls giggled and left. 
 
    Roy turned back to the computer and stared at it. He opened up the  Aversion Feminization website again and went over everything. 
 
    Aversion therapy is when you make somebody do something until he no longer wants to do it. 
 
    Well, not completely. 
 
    After all, if a guy is drinking too much you don’t give him more liquor. And if he’s cheating on his wife you don’t make him cheat some more. 
 
    But there are methods where you make him consider his bad habits in less than comfortable ways. And you ‘avert’ him. 
 
    So, taken literally, Aversion Feminization would be making him dress as a woman until he no longer wanted to. 
 
    But he didn’t think that was it. The things people said in the testimonials, the way the site phrased their language, it didn’t sound so aversive. 
 
    He thought they must dress him like a woman and shame him or something, until he no longer wanted to be a woman. 
 
    But…did he really want to be a woman, anyway? 
 
    He liked to dress up, but not because he was gay or anything. He dressed up because it made him so incredibly horny. 
 
    When he was in sixth grade he had discovered how to masturbate. And he had imagined girls in his class. Not even fucking. Just…being with him. Kissing him, which was all his puerile mind could handle. 
 
    But when he had discovered cross dressing he had discovered a higher level of horniness, and he gave up dreaming about the sexless girls of school and began causing himself to be unimaginably turned on. 
 
    He didn’t want girls who were standoffish and gave him a kiss when he wanted an orgasm. 
 
    And crossdressing led him to that heightened , horny state. 
 
    So did he really want to be a woman? 
 
    He didn’t think so. 
 
    Of course, he didn’t know for sure, but…did he? 
 
    Staring at the Aversion Feminization site made him think. 
 
    What if he was just sick? 
 
    What if he was a pervert? 
 
    He spent all his time avoiding women and being a woman. That was not normal. At least, he didn’t think it was. 
 
    So, if he was perverted, could Aversion Feminization help him get over it? 
 
    Sighing, he turned off the computer and went home to get dressed up.  
 
      
 
    That night he poured himself a stiff drink, a Kentucky Mule. 
 
    He mixed Blanton’s bourbon whiskey ($200 a bottle!) with lime juice and ginger beer. 
 
    He sipped the delicious concoction and went into the pink room. 
 
    It wasn’t really pink, but it had all his female clothes in it, so he called it pink. 
 
    He sat on the small bed and stared at the dresser and the closet. 
 
    The dresser held his underthings. Bras and panties and such, corsets and nylons and whatever else. 
 
    The closet held his dresses, his robes, his wigs—which he had given up when his hair had grown long enough—and shoes. 
 
    On the dresser was his make up. Good stuff he had spent a lot of time getting on the internet. 
 
    He had spent a lot of time in this room, making himself pretty, daydreaming of…himself. 
 
    He had tried on clothes and even slept in the room. 
 
    Was he sick? 
 
    Cross dressing was looked down upon. 
 
    He had hidden it and he felt guilty. 
 
    Did that make him sick? 
 
    He made another drink and sprayed himself with Nair. He turned on some music while he waited, and listened to Lucy Thomas. 
 
    Such a soft but powerful voice. Such a beautiful and sweet face. What an angel. 
 
    His skin started to burn so he got into the shower and washed the Nair off. 
 
    He did this depilating every once in a while. The more he did it the less hair he had, and the more silky smooth his skin was. 
 
    Afterwards he spread lotion on his flesh and rubbed it in. 
 
    He was flexible, practiced yoga every day, and he could reach all of his body. 
 
    He felt cool, and electric, and charged up. 
 
    He put on his underwear, feeling the sleek silk slide over his legs. He had the chastity tube on and he made sure it was dry, and tied it between his legs and out of the way. 
 
    He had breast forms, and he glued them to his chest and put on a bra. 
 
    He looked female in body now. Oh, there were the edges of his forms, and the tip of his chastity tube peeked out under his backside, but he had the curves. 
 
    He selected a dress, and hid the things that didn’t look feminine. 
 
    He spent some time curling his hair, then put on his make up. He was getting good at it, and he did a professional job. His eyes were dusky and sexy, and his lips were red and moist looking. He kept his eyebrows somewhere between a lightly arched male and a thicker female. It worked, and with a little penciling his eyebrows looked entirely feminine. 
 
    His lashes were long and thick, and he even put on some earrings. 
 
    He walked back out to the kitchen in high heels and mixed another drink. 
 
    He sat in the living room, making lip prints on his whiskey glass, and listened to sweet, soft music. 
 
    Was he sick? 
 
    How could he be sick if he felt so good? 
 
    How could— 
 
    Knock knock. 
 
    He sat up, panicked, terrified. 
 
    He was completely en femme! How cold…what should…oh, God! 
 
    Then he heard the sound of his doorknob turning. He jumped up and ran to the door. He moved his hand forward to grip the knob, to keep it form opening, but he wasn’t fast enough. 
 
    The door opened and he froze. 
 
    A woman stood there. She smiled at him, and Roy fell to his knees. 
 
    He didn’t pass out, but he came close. 
 
    The woman who had home invaded him helped him up. “Are you all right?” she asked. 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    She was beautiful. She was a brunette with light blue eyes that didn’t seem to blink. Her shape was fantastic. It was better than Roy’s artificially contrived body, and it was natural. All natural. 
 
    “Who…who…” 
 
    But he couldn’t speak. He didn’t even know if he was alive! He just stood there, was guided by the woman, and blubbered. 
 
    “Hello, Roy. Sit right there. I see you’ve been drinking. Do you mind if I pour myself a drink? While you recover yourself?” 
 
    Roy muttered and mumbled, and found himself sitting on his couch. 
 
    The woman went to the kitchen, poured some of his good Blanton’s into a glass of ice, then added Coke. 
 
    She came back into the living room and sat down opposite him. “Isn’t whiskey wonderful?” she asked. “Of course I’d like some of what you’re drinking. It looks delicious. What is it?” 
 
    Roy stuttered, but managed to describe the drink. 
 
    “A Kentucky Mule. Wonderful. I’ve tried the Russian Mule, but I’m not fond of the vodka. But this bourbon is a blessing. Here, let me try yours. You take a sip of mine.” 
 
    Roy stared as she took his glass, handed him hers, and sipped. He looked at the glass she had handed him. It had her lip print on the rim. 
 
    “Go ahead,” smiled the woman. “It’ll be like you’re kissing me.” 
 
    Roy then noticed that his cock was stirring in his chastity tube. It was stirring so much it hurt, but in the most delightful way. 
 
    He sipped, and it was like he was kissing her, at least his mind reeled like it was a real kiss. 
 
    “Who…who are…you?” 
 
    “My name is Shirley,” said the woman. “I work for Aversion Feminization.” 
 
    “But I…” 
 
    She waved a hand. “Did you really think you were safe on the Dark Web?” 
 
    “Well, I…” 
 
    “We can hack anybody who contacts us. You contacted us, and we knew who you were. Then we received a report that you had been stopped by a cop while being female. Doesn’t that sound funny? Wouldn’t that look good on a ticket? Instead of a DUI, Driving Under the Influence, you’d get a DWF, Driving While Female.” She chuckled, and her voice was soft and sweet. Like the music coming from his sound system, but somehow more real. 
 
    Roy said nothing. His brain was firmly stopped. 
 
    “Or perhaps we could charge you with Cross Dressing in the First Degree?” 
 
    She laughed again, and it was a beautiful sound, then she leaned forward and placed her palm on his knee. Her soft hand on his nylon clad patella. 
 
    “Roy, it’s all right. I know you’re frightened, but I’m your friend. We of Aversion Feminization only want what’s best for you.” 
 
    “But…I…you…” 
 
    “Roy, calm down. Drink your drink, relax, and I’ll tell you everything.” 
 
    Roy took deep breaths, followed her advice and sipped his Kentucky Mule, then he excused himself and went to make two more Kentucky Mules. 
 
    As he mixed the drinks he stared at himself in the kitchen window. 
 
    The reflection showed a beautiful, but scared, woman. 
 
    And he had been caught by the cops the night previous. 
 
    So his secret really was out. 
 
    He took the drinks back in and handed one to her. 
 
    She smiled, sipped, and said, “This really is one of the best drinks I have ever drunk. Doesn’t that sound crude? Drinks…drunk?” 
 
    Roy sat, and faced her, and studied her. 
 
    He noted how her eyebrows were better plucked than his. They were thinner and more arched. 
 
    Her eyes stared at him staring at her, and he felt like the blue was a light sky, and he could look into the sky forever and never see a cloud. 
 
    Her hair was not as long as his, but it was perfectly coiffed. Elegant. 
 
    Her lipstick was redder than his, and while his face was good, it wasn’t quite perfect. Hers was. Soft, feminine curves, a delicate nose, a smile with those oh, so perfect lips. 
 
    He blurted. “What do you want?” 
 
    She smiled. “I represent a group of women—“ 
 
    “The Ladies’ Sissy Society.” 
 
    She tilted her head slightly and complimented him. “You are quick. People rarely know that. We don’t make a big secret of it, but…most people don’t find that out for a while. 
 
    “But what do you want? Why are you…home invading me?” 
 
    “Home invading?” she pursed her lips in humor. “I never thought of it like that.” 
 
    “What do you think of it like?” 
 
    “Helping dreams come true.” 
 
    He was silent at that. She didn’t show any trace of misrepresentation, otherwise known as lying. 
 
    “Roy, my group of women—“ 
 
    “The Ladies’ Sissy Society.’ 
 
    She nodded, “The Ladies’ Sissy Society’… are aware that many men are unhappy. Society is changing, and men are changing with it. Women are more intuitive, and men want to tap into that intuition. And, on the surface, we wear nicer clothes, and we love silks and satins, and make up is wonderful, and…many men want this. Many men want to feel the wonderful sensations that women daily partake in.” 
 
    He was silent. He wanted her to stop talking, and he didn’t. 
 
    “The Ladies’ Sissy Society is spreading throughout society. We are helping men make these most difficult decisions. We know about you, it is obvious, and we would like to help you.” 
 
    “With this Aversion Feminization thing.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    He contemplated her. His mind was moving now, though there was a vast confusion in him. Change from a man into a woman? What? 
 
    She said, “Roy, do you have a mental conflict?” 
 
    He didn’t move. 
 
    “Do you sometimes feel that there is something wrong with you?” 
 
    He felt his stomach yawning. He was trembling. She was coming closer and closer to home. 
 
    “Roy, is it wrong to want to do something that other people don’t like? Does it make you sick, or a pervert, if you want to wear the clothes that you want to wear?” 
 
    “Well…I…” but his sentence wasn’t going anywhere. 
 
    “Is it wrong to be different?” 
 
    He was blinking now. 
 
    “Roy, I know. You don’t have to lie to me, you don’t have to have a secret. You can let yourself out now. It’s perfectly safe. 
 
    Roy began to cry.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    “Our program consists of us feminizing you, then running you through various scenarios and situations.” 
 
    They were sitting in his living room.  It was three days later and Roy had just undergone a thorough evaluation. 
 
    He had filled out paperwork that protected both him and the Aversion Feminization People. He had undergone extensive questioning, a lot of which dealt with his personal sexual habits and which he found embarrassing. Now they were meeting officially for the purpose of orienting him to the program. 
 
    “And this will make me so uncomfortable that I will get over my obsession with turning into a woman.” 
 
    Shirley smiled, but didn’t affirm one way or the other. 
 
    “Eventually, should it be necessary, we will take you out in public and help you in daily transactions.” 
 
    “And that will cure me.” 
 
    “So, would you like to get started?” 
 
    His throat was dry, and he was apprehensive, but he nodded. 
 
    “Okay, this first part deals with helping you defend yourself against unwarranted thoughts and words. I’ll set up the situation, then we can discuss it, and then enact it. Are you ready?” 
 
    Again, he nodded. 
 
    “Very well. what do you say if somebody says something degrading to you?” 
 
    “Like what?” He was thinking that everything people said, even their looks, were degrading. 
 
    After all, he was sick and they knew it. 
 
    “Okay, you faggot.” 
 
    Roy blinked. “What?” 
 
    “How do you feel about somebody calling you a faggot.” 
 
    “But I’m not a faggot! I’m not gay, and for somebody to call me one reveals that they are prejudiced!” 
 
    “Okay. I’m going to call you one now.” Pause. “Faggot.” 
 
    Roy started blinking. 
 
    “Prancing around in your secret. Trying to pretend you’re not one. Who do you think you’re fooling.” 
 
    Actually, being called names didn’t bother Roy. Shirley moved on to other words. She called him trans and gay and told him he had a little weenie and on and on. 
 
    After an hour, though he didn’t have any strong reactions to her words, he did experience a feeling of being at ease. 
 
    Shirley noticed this and smiled. “You’re doing well, Roy. Should we move on to the next step?” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    He was sweating a little bit, but he felt good. 
 
    “Okay, let’s use your counter here as a bar. Pretend there’s somebody behind the counter and step up and order a drink.” 
 
    Roy stood up, gave a sigh, and stepped up to the bar. 
 
    Shirley stepped up next to him and pushed him with her hip. He was forced to the side and she said to the invisible bartender, “Don’t serve him. He’s just a queer.” 
 
    Roy couldn’t help it. Anger rose up and he glared at Shirley. 
 
    Shirley grinned. “Gotcha.” 
 
    He realized what she had done, and they continued. Now that there was body contact involved the reactions came fast and furious. Probably his biggest reaction was when she stepped forward and grabbed his groin. “I just want to see if you really have a dick.’ 
 
    But, again, he got over it, and even chuckled a bit at how easy it was to get his goat. 
 
     
 
    The next day she helped him dress up, and they did the whole thing over again. 
 
    He realized, after just a few minutes, that he was a different person when he was a woman. 
 
    His personality changed. He became softer, was less eager to confront, and…she was bullying him and walking all over him. 
 
    “I don’t know how to handle this,” he said at one point. “The slightest thing and I’m near tears.” 
 
    “That’s the way it is for women. We have hormones, we generate emotional swings, it is sometimes difficult to be a woman.” 
 
    Roy understood, but it still took him some time. Now he not only had to control the situation, but his own emotions. 
 
    And he thought: No wonder I was afraid to go out and let people know. 
 
    But, eventually, he got through it. 
 
    As a woman he endured, controlled himself, and even started to talk back, to stand up for himself. 
 
      
 
    “You’re doing well, Roy. But there’s a couple of things we need to discuss.” 
 
    They were in Roy’s living room, sipping lemonade, Roy dressed to the nines. Even with his fake boobs he looked more the woman than Shirley did. 
 
    “Such as?” 
 
    “First, I want you to think about getting boobs.” 
 
    “I’ve got breast forms. They’re pretty expensive, and—“ 
 
    “No, I’m talking about vacation boobs. For you to really experience Aversion Feminization you need to get a pair of breasts. The doctors inject a solution into your chest and build your boobs. They last a month or two, and then the body absorbs the solution. But for that time you will experience actually having boobs. You will have to wear a bra to protect your breasts. It’s the best way to undergo the female experience.” 
 
    Roy bit his knuckle. “What do I do about going to work?” 
 
    “You have a couple of choices. You can get small breasts, although I wouldn’t recommend that. Also, you can bind your breasts. Wear a jacket and nobody will be able to tell. But, again, I don’t recommend that.” 
 
    “So what do you recommend?”  
 
    “Get the biggest humpers you can. Walk into your office and fire anybody who laughs. Well, maybe not fire, but at least you know which people you need to work with to accept your situation.” 
 
    After Shirley left for the day Roy was thinking hard.  
 
    He was learning to stand up for himself, and now he was being given choices…get boobs and say the hell with the world. 
 
    But how would the people at work take it? 
 
    He didn’t want to lose anybody, but…didn’t he have the right to be himself? 
 
    To get real boobs. Well, fake boobs that were as good as real. They would be real flesh and blood, and some weird solution that would eventually go away. 
 
    Then he had a thought, and it bothered him, and he knew he was going to have to ask a question…and get a real answer. 
 
      
 
    The next day Shirley walked in and he was already dressed female. They sat down in the kitchen and sipped some tea. 
 
    Well, she had the tea, he had a shot of bourbon thrown into some Coke. 
 
    She arched an eye. “Little bit early for booze, isn’t it?” 
 
    He just said, “I’ve got a question, and I need a real answer. Not silence, or a change of subject, or anything like that. 
 
    Shirley sat back, pursed her lips slightly, and said, “Okay.” 
 
    “This is supposed to be Aversion Feminization. To avert something is to turn it away, to refuse it.” 
 
    “Okay,” She was nodding, and Roy had the feeling she had been waiting for this question. 
 
    “So everything we’ve done hasn’t been about pushing feminization away. It’s like we’re doing the opposite of avert. I get dressed up, and you make it easier for me to be feminized.” 
 
    “So what’s your question?” 
 
    “That’s it! Why aren’t we averting? Why are you making it easier for me to be feminized?” 
 
    She leaned forward and placed her hand over his. “we’re not averting your feminization, we’re averting people who find objection with your feminization.” 
 
    His mouth opened a little and things started spinning in his head. “I…don’t…” 
 
    “Look, Roy. It’s nobody’s business who you are, or what you do with your body, or how you conduct yourself in this world. But everybody has an opinion and they are slapping you with those opinions. Tell me, truthfully, are you more able to fend for yourself? To put up with people and even avert them?” 
 
    “Uh…” But his answer was obvious. 
 
    “So now that you realize this, that it’s okay for you to be you, let me tell you something else.” 
 
    He waited. 
 
    “This world is changing. Masculinity, which used to be necessary for people to survive, is no longer needed. We don’t need hairy men fighting other hairy men for some hairy concept that has no viability in the real world.” 
 
    He was shaking his head, negating, even as it slammed into him. 
 
    “You’re actually ahead of the game. You feel the need, and you allow yourself to change into what the world needs more of.  
 
    “I tell you this…this mental change that you’re going through, it’s going to happen to just about all men. 98% of them will feel like you do, and you’re the one blazing trail for them. Not only that, but as the change occurs, as we approach some kind of ‘herd immunity,’ men will start having physical changes. Men will have smaller penises, and they will start to develop breasts. 
 
    “Oh, it will take time, in some cases a lot of time, but it’s happening. So when I ask you to have boobs, to act like a women, it’s going to happen anyway, but you need to grow up, to accept yourself as the new and improved version. Do you understand.” 
 
    For answer Roy got up and poured himself a large bourbon and Coke. 
 
    He took a big glug, and Shirley came over to him. She stood close to him and he felt her breasts against his arm. “Roy. It’s not just you who’s changing. It’s the world. Now, it’s your choice, but I’m telling you that you need to get some tits, and you need to show yourself to the world.” 
 
    “But…what will people think?” 
 
    “First, who cares what they think. Second, you’re going to find that women are pretty accepting, and that when other men start growing boobies…they’ll come around pretty fast. And they will even be grateful to those who have gone before.” 
 
    Roy had two hands on the edge of the sink. He whispered, “Will you help me?” 
 
    She hugged him then. She whispered back, right into his ear, “Yes. That’s what I’m here for, Roy. I will help you make the change. I will be right by your side, and I will do everything I can to help you.” 
 
    He nodded, then he turned and hugged her back.  
 
    And, oddly, though he felt her breasts pressing against him, he wondered what she would think when she felt his breasts pressing against her. 
 
      
 
    Two weeks later Roy went into the doctor’s office. It was the first time he had ever been outside, in public and not in hiding, as a woman.  
 
    The nurses didn’t say anything, just treated him like a woman. 
 
    The doctor knew he was a man, but didn’t care. 
 
    Roy suspected that she was a member of the Ladies’ Sissy Society. 
 
    So Roy lay on a table and the doctor made marks on his chest, then injected a solution into his pectorals. Around and around, bigger and taller. 
 
    “You are going to have the best boobs money can buy,” the doctor quipped with as mile. 
 
    He smiled wanly back. 
 
    “Just make sure you wear a bra from here on out. We don’t want your amazing pillows to sag or stretch the skin. 
 
    When she was done Roy had very large boobs. The doctor helped him put his bra on, and then he saw the need for brassieres. 
 
    Boobs were heavy! 
 
    His breast forms were almost as heavy, but they moved independent of his body. His brand, new vacation boobs were part of his body. As he walked and leaned and climbed steps he was constantly being thrown off balance. 
 
    Shirley was waiting for him in the parking lot. She was sitting in her convertible, top down, and she stood up and applauded as he walked across the parking lot. 
 
    “Oh, lordie, lady. You’ve got some jiggle now.” 
 
    Roy blushed, but it was a good blush. He was pleased by the compliment. 
 
    And it felt good to walk, heels clicking, and feel the jouncing of his breasts. 
 
    Then, for celebration, Shirley took Roy out for drinks. She drove them down to Charley Coyote’s, the hottest restaurant/hot spot in Los Angeles. 
 
    It took a bit for Roy to get out of the car, but he was actually gaining confidence. The nurses in the doctor’s office thought he was a woman. People passing by the car glanced at him and recognized him as woman. 
 
    So he managed to let himself be dragged into the bar and Shirley ordered a Stiletto. A Stiletto is a glass of ice into which is thrown bourbon, amaretto, lemon juice and a cherry. 
 
    It was delicious. He was a straight bourbon and Coke man, but as a woman he appreciated the finer subtleties in fancy drinks. 
 
    They sat at the bar and drank, and a man came up and asked Roy to dance. 
 
    Shirley said, “Hey, sweetheart, we’re on our own time here, but thanks for asking.” 
 
    When the man had left Shirley scoffed. “What? He thought we’d double team him? He could have at least brought a friend.” 
 
    “Shirley, I don’t want to—“ 
 
    “Don’t worry,” Shirley laughed. “We’re not here to be picked up. We’re just going to talk and get used to the world. And it’s okay if you talk to men. You’re a woman now, so you should be able to spread yourself out a bit. 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Barkeep!” Shirley raised her hand and smiled at the bartender. When he came to them she asked, “What’s a Bufala Negra like?” 
 
    “It’s sour. Ginger Ale and vinegar. If you like your drinks sweeter, and most ladies do, then I suggest a Blackberry-Mint Julep. Blackberries, sugar and mint.” 
 
    “Bring it on, honey. And let’s open a tab.” 
 
    So Roy and Shirley sat at the bar for a couple of hours. They sampled sweet drinks, tried a couple of sour drinks, ate some peanuts, and joked with the barkeep. 
 
    They left, a couple of hundred dollars poorer, and ignored Shirley’s car. 
 
    “It’s Uber time, babe,” said Shirley, and they called for a ride. 
 
    Roy was in heaven. He had had no bad experiences. Nobody had looked twice at him, except for a few horny guys, and he was completely en femme. 
 
    While they had been drinking Shirley had explained nuances of motion, ways to hold the body, that would help him fool the world. 
 
    “Isn’t it funny,” he said. “I’m a fake, and I’m fooling the world.” 
 
    Shirley pinched his nipple, hard. “You aren’t a fake,” she hissed. “You’re the future.” 
 
    She looked down the street and saw the Uber pul around a corner. 
 
    Roy was frowning, her pinch had hurt, and he was suddenly too embarrassed to rub his hurting nipple. 
 
    Shirley just laughed at him, however, and ushered him into the little Prius. 
 
    “Hey, driver?” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Do you care if we get romantic back here?” 
 
    The driver was surprised, but pleased. “Okay by me.” 
 
    Shirley rose up and turned and pressed herself against Roy. 
 
    Roy was stunned. Shirley had kissed him a few times, especially when she was training him not to react to adverse reactions and comments. But now she was really kissing him. 
 
    She kept moving, crawled on top of him and sat on his lap. 
 
    He was wearing a chastity tube so he wouldn’t have a boner bump, and his cock started going crazy. It wiggled and flopped, but couldn’t grow. 
 
    Shirley giggled into his mouth and wiggled her snatch on his lap. 
 
    Roy grunted, and felt Shirley’s breasts. 
 
    They were big, and her nipples were hard, and then she was feeling his boobs. 
 
    The Uber driver managed to get them home without crashing, and Roy and Shirley piled out. Shirley kissed the Uber driver a good one, told him he’d get a tip, then the girls staggered into the house. 
 
    It was now early evening, and the light was fading. 
 
    Roy poured a couple of Ginger Ales and they sat and watched the sunset through his big window. 
 
    “Roy?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “I need your key.” 
 
    “My…what for?” 
 
    “Don’t ask questions. You’ve been going along with the program long enough, it’s time for you to leap a little, and trust me.” 
 
    Roy went to the bedroom and picked up the little, gold key to his tube. He brought it back and handed it to Shirley. 
 
    She took it, smiled, and attached it to a thin, gold chain around her neck. 
 
    Roy noticed that she already had three other gold keys on the chain. 
 
    “You have three other, uh…students?” 
 
    Shirley smiled. “Only one at a time. I’ve had six, actually, but three of them gifted me their keys.” 
 
    “So they’re in permanent chastity?” 
 
    “Pretty much. They call me every once in a while, sometimes just to talk, sometimes to beg.” 
 
    “And do you give them their keys back?” 
 
    “Sometimes, not often. Men should learn to suffer,” she grinned. “Besides, feeling the frustration seems to help the transition to a more feminine mode.” 
 
    “But…you told me…do men really have physical changes?” 
 
    Her eyes were dark and she smiled. She opened her cell phone and showed him pictures. 
 
    “This is Johnny. He’s got almost nothing down there now. His boobs aren’t as big as yours. 
 
    “This is Brandon. He used to be a giant of a cocksman, but look at him now. That’s three inches, if that. 
 
    “Now this guy, he happened fast…” 
 
    The picture was of a man, who looked like a woman, with what looked more like a clitoris than a cock. 
 
    “Is that going to happen to me?” 
 
    “To some degree. Some men shrink, some stay the same. I had one that grew. A lot of men lose their penis completely. Their balls draw up into their body and the doctors I have talked to have told me they have vaginas now.” 
 
    “Real vaginas?” 
 
    She laughed. “Vag, pussy, slit, snatch…call it what you will.” Then she rolled over on him. She sat on his lap, ground her pussy down, and said, “We’re going to need a strap on. When I get hungry, if the man is unable then the strap on is capable.” 
 
    “You want me to fuck you?” 
 
    “With a strap on. Yes. What? Did you think I was going to unlock you? No way! Your dirty, little dingus is going to have to experience profound frustration for us to get you to your desired destination. 
 
    She lifted his skirt, searched for his chastity tube, and pulled it up. She stroked it, she squeezed his balls, she put her mouth over his tube. 
 
    Roy loved it. He was so horny…he hadn’t beaten off since he had begun the program. 
 
    There was something to be said about being stuck in the horny part of the love making cycle. 
 
    For an hour she tortured him, and for an hour he was in paradise. Grunting, groaning, moaning, slobbering, wanting to get his poor dick loose so it could do what it was supposed to do. 
 
    Then she stood up, smiled, and said, “I think I’ll sleep in your room tonight. You can sleep in the little girl’s room. And be ready for the morrow. I’ll be wanting to use you some more.” 
 
      
 
    Roy tossed and turned all night long. His weenie wanted to get hard, his balls were full, and he felt like he was full to the brim with cum. 
 
    And it felt good. 
 
    He lay in his nightie, his hair in curls, and enjoyed his misery to the fullest. 
 
    When morning came he had to use Preparation H and extra make up to disguise the bags under his eyes. 
 
    He was wired; he felt aglow from the sexual tension built up inside. 
 
    Shirley thought it was funny. She chuckled, kissed him good morning, and told him to fix breakfast. 
 
    “I don’t want breakfast,” he mumbled. 
 
    “But I do, and I’m only asking you to do what a woman does. Now get out in that kitchen and put on an apron. I’ll take bacon and eggs and pancakes.” 
 
    She ate a lot for a little woman, and Roy wondered if it went into her large sized boobs. 
 
    Actually, she barely nibbled during the day, and this was her only real meal. It kept her weight down and her boobs up. 
 
    After breakfast Shirley teased him some more. She made him eat her to a frothy squirt. She played with his balls, and…she played with his rectum. 
 
    “What are you doing?” he asked, desperate for relief. 
 
    “Getting you ready for making love like a woman.” 
 
    He stared at her and tried to figure it out, but he was dazed and dizzy from his horniness. 
 
    In the afternoon she took him on a long walk. He was barely functional by then. He followed along, her dragging him by the hand as if it was a leash, and she just kept smiling at him, reassuring him that everything was all right, that this was all part of the Aversion Feminization program. 
 
      
 
    Three days later he was ready to break. He was barely cognizant of his name, but he managed to ask her, “Why are we doing this?” 
 
    She sat him down in the living room. She played with his balls and kissed him, then said, “Honey, there’s one last thing that you have to do if you want to be a woman.” 
 
    He blinked and stuttered, but said nothing. 
 
    “You’ve got to make love like a woman.” 
 
    “Okay,” he said. “Let’s screw.” 
 
    “No…no.” She shook her head. “Not until you beg me to screw you.” 
 
    “For you to screw me?” 
 
    “That’s right. I’ve got a strap on and I’ll do the honors, but you’ve got to want it worse than anything in your life. By the way, I’ve got some friends who are willing to help you reach this last goal.” 
 
    “You do?” 
 
    Within the hour more women started showing up. They were all gorgeous, beautiful, and Roy observed them with a slack, open mouth. 
 
    They were all there for him. 
 
    They took turns, introducing themselves and taking over the activities. 
 
    He couldn’t remember their names, but they played with him, sucked on his nipples, held his balls and fondled them, and…they played with his asshole. A lot. 
 
    Life became a jumble of experiences. Time passed. His cock was leaking constantly, and his penis was trying to break the little tube. 
 
    A week later he fell to his knees and begged.  
 
    “Please…please. Stop. I can’t take it anymore. I’ll do anything you want, just…just…” 
 
    The odd thing was that he couldn’t put the idea of squirting into words. He was just begging without knowing why. 
 
    But the ladies knew why. 
 
    They walked him back to the bedroom and laid him down. They put him on his front first, his hips pushed up by several pillows. He never knew who was first, but they began taking him. Woman after woman after woman. They murmured loving phrases into his ears, and he sobbed and loved it. Frequently one would be kissing him, or even using her dildo on his mouth, and another one would be behind him, scouring him out with her penis, loving him into insensibility. 
 
    All night they loved him, and by the time they were done he didn’t even know he had a dick. He thought he was all pussy, and he loved it. 
 
    Then, when he finally passed out, they let him sleep. 
 
    The women covered him, turned out the lights, and one woman made the remark. “He’s turned.” 
 
    Others agreed with her.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    Roy woke up and stretched and was infused with a divine happiness. 
 
    He remembered the night previous, the days previous, but there was a lot of jumble in that memory. 
 
    He stepped into the shower and washed thoroughly. Then he got out and got dressed.  
 
    He put on his bra and panties. He wore nylons and was surprised that he wasn’t wearing his chastity tube. Instead, his penis hung limply, and it looked a lot smaller than it had been. 
 
    I’m changing, he thought. At last. 
 
    He knew that the women had changed him. Likely they had encouraged the speed of change. The last he remembered he could get stiff. but not now. 
 
    Now he was a little, stubby pencil, and his balls had disappeared. Gone up into him, likely. 
 
    He put on a skirt and blouse and a colorful serape. He applied his make up, checked himself in the mirror, then put on his high heels and walked out. 
 
     
 
    He arrived at his office at ten in the morning. Fashionably late. 
 
    He ascended a short flight of stairs and entered the first room. 
 
    Jeanie and Darlene were sipping tea and discussing something. 
 
    Their mouths opened as they saw their boss. 
 
    Roy smiled at them. 
 
    Darlene stuttered a little, but managed to get out, “Back from vacation, boss?” 
 
    “Sure am. And I’m ready to go.” 
 
    And that was it as far as the girls were concerned. They accepted him. Later they might have some questions, but not many. After all, the world was changing, and on a very subconscious level they understood what had happened. 
 
    No, the only real reaction was when Sam, the mail boy came in at three to do his couple of hours work in the mail room. 
 
    He walked down the hall, greeted Jeanie and Darlene, then passed Roy’s office. 
 
    And stopped, and backed up, and stared at his boss. 
 
    Roy glanced up and smiled. “Hi, Sam.” 
 
    “Uh, boss?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Did you know you were a girl?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. Absolutely.” 
 
    Then Roy went back to work. 
 
    Down the hall Jeanie and Darlene giggled. Sam was young, but soon he’d understand. Very soon. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination! 
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    Hunting in Femtown! 
 
    Men are caught and feminized, 
 
    then hunted down and emasculated! 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    Ever see that movie? The Most Dangerous Game? It’s a hoot and a half, and not bad for a movie made in 1932. 
 
    It was remade a few times, I think with John Claude Van Damm, a few others, and I think the last remake was called ‘The Hunt,’ about a bunch of Democrats hunting Republicans, and the other way around. Starred Hillary Swank, I think. 
 
    So I decided to ‘rewrite’ it and, with a few changes, here it is. 
 
    A nice fellow named Tom stops at a bar and wakes up in a game, but this game isn’t about killing, it’s about sex and feminization and…emasculation. 
 
    So how would you do in such a game? 
 
    If you’re a guy, how far could you run to avoid castration? 
 
    And, if you’re a gal…would you have what it takes to push a man that hard? 
 
    I think it’s pretty surprising what humans will do to humans. 
 
    So enjoy, and…STAY HORNY! 
 
      
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    When Tom went into the bar he had no idea that there was anything strange. 
 
    It was just a bar on the edge of a town he was passing through, there seemed to be a lot of women, but, other than that…just a bar. 
 
    He pushed through the bat wing doors, which swished back and forth behind him. He walked across the plank floor, which was old and the planks were a little warped. He walked around wood tables. they were round and in a western motif with bent wood slats on the backs. 
 
    It was a bit dim, as most bars are, and he walked up to the bar and sighed. He had been driving for twelve hours straight, and he was done in. A quick beer, an ask for a motel, and he would crash for the night. 
 
    The bartender glanced at him, then sauntered lazily towards him. 
 
    She was five six and wearing tight shorts and a black, sequined halter top. Her hair was long and luxurious, the kind of hair that makes a raven jealous. “What’ll it be, cowboy?” 
 
    Tom smiled. Cowboy. But he guess he did look like one. Jeans and flannel shirt, a slightly battered cowboy hat. 
 
    “If I could have a beer?” 
 
    “We got all kinds. Any particular kind?” 
 
    “You wouldn’t have Golden Monkey, would you?” 
 
    “Yep,’ which surprised heck out of Tom. Nobody ever carried Golden Monkey. 
 
    She brought an over-sized bottle down with a surreal label. It was of a monkey with extra arms and an eyeball in the middle of its Buddha belly. She poured, filling a frosty mug, then placed the remainder of the bottle on the bar next to the mug. 
 
    “Not many people have Golden Monkey,” he grinned and tilted the mug. 
 
    The monkey slid down his throat and splashed in his belly. 
 
    “You passing through?” asked the barkeep with a happy grin. She was friendly, but her eyes were a little too sparkly. But she was probably at the end of a long shift. That might make a person’s eyes sparkly. 
 
    “Yep.”  
 
    “Going far?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    He kept sipping the delicious brew, and, man, it was hitting the spot. 
 
    “Got a job waiting for you?” 
 
    “Nope. I’m just driving. I quit my last job, and I want to see the sights before I get to working again.” 
 
    “That’s a nice plan.” 
 
    “I want to see Mr. Rushmore, the Little Bighorn. Maybe head up to Canada for a while, I don’t know.” 
 
    The barkeep leaned against the bar and they talked. There were other customers, but the other barkeep, a good looking, slightly older woman, waited on them. 
 
    “What kind of work did you do?” 
 
    “What you think of this president?” 
 
    “How far is it to Mt. Rushmore?” 
 
    “Did you ever see that old North by Northwest movie?” 
 
    “It was so pleasant, and the girl was so nice, that Tom ordered a burger. She talked him into a big, old, greasy American cheeseburger. With extra onions. And bacon. And… 
 
    Then, when he was finished with the burger, and they were still chatting like old friends, she said, “Let me buy you a drink, just for old time’s sake.” 
 
    “Well, sure.” He was thinking that he didn’t have to go far this night, there was a motel right down the street, and who knows, maybe he’d get lucky. This girl sure was nice. She laughed a lot, her lips sure looked kissable, and…who knew? 
 
    He ate his last French fry and began working on a bourbon and Coke. 
 
    Mmm. Bourbon and Coke. The all American drink. He loved it. 
 
    It went down smooth, and he felt that wonderful burn in his throat. Woke him right up. 
 
    And put him right to sleep. Suddenly he was blinking and the world was blurry and shifting around. And he felt like the room was tilting. And he was gulping and wondering what the hell had happened. 
 
    “Long drive, cowboy?” asked the girl. Suddenly she was on his side of the bar, standing next to him, propping him up. 
 
    “I guess,” he mumbled, his mouth suddenly feeling full of cotton and worms. 
 
    “Well, come with me. We’ll put you up in the back room?” 
 
    Now Tom knew something was haywire. People don’t just put strangers up in their back room. 
 
    Unfortunately, he couldn’t walk straight enough to make it to the door. He’s take a step or two and find himself turned and angled back towards the end of the bar. 
 
    “Gotta go,” he said to nobody, and he was a step closer to the end of the bar, and a corner, and a room. 
 
    “Oh, you’ll go, honey,” chuckled the girl. She had a firm grip on his arm now, had wrapped her own arm around his, and was moving him down the length of the bar. 
 
    Bar patrons were watching him, chuckles on their faces. Good looking women, but they were laughing him, and he hadn’t done nothing. How had he got so drunk? One bourbon was nothing. 
 
    They reached the end of the bar and the old, round woman was right ahead of him, holding the door open. 
 
    “Doan wanna.” His head was flopping around and he was sure he was going to fall down. Oh, yeah. The girl was holding him up. 
 
    The girl moved him into the room. She guided him across it to where a couple of crates had been put together and a blanket laid across them. 
 
    “Wush yer name,” Tom asked, thinking maybe she would help him leave. 
 
    “I’m Amanda. Sit down here. Let me help you with your clothes.” 
 
    He tried to brush her hands away, but she was quick and dextrous. She unbuckled his belt, then undid his pants. 
 
    “Hey! Doan wanna…” 
 
    The slightly older woman sat down on a chair on the other side of the room. “He meet all the criteria?” 
 
    “Not in a hurry, no appointments, no where to go. Nobody will be looking for him.” 
 
    The old woman nodded. She turned to the side and picked a satchel off the floor. “Well, I might just as well get ready to get him ready.” 
 
    “Might just as well,” said the girl. 
 
    The girl, Amanda, pulled his pants down. Tom’s boner almost hit her in the face. 
 
    “Whee,” laughed Amanda. “I got a live one!” 
 
    “Not for long,” said the older lady. 
 
    “Hey, who knows, what if he makes it?” 
 
    “Him?” the old lady gave a critical once over of Tom’s frame. “He’s skinny, perfect for what we want. But he doesn’t have a fighter’s body.” 
 
    “I like him. He might surprise you.” 
 
    The older woman shrugged. She had opened the satchel and lifted up a syringe and gave a tiny squirt into the air. “Yeah, who knows.” 
 
    Amanda had Tom’s shirt off now. She placed a hand on his chest and giggled. He’s got the body for it.” 
 
    “For the boobs, yeah. But he ain’t gonna get away. 
 
    Amanda pushed Tom back on the crates. He lay there, the world spinning over his head.  Amanda took off his boots and socks and tossed them to the side. From somewhere in his head Tom heard a ‘clunk’ as the boots hit the floor. 
 
    “Wush you doing?” His voice sounded dopey. 
 
    The old woman came across to him and tied a rubber strap around his arm and tapped his skin. Dimly, he realized she was looking for blood vessels. 
 
    “Hey…doan do that. Doan wan no shot…” 
 
    The old lady ignored him, slid the needle into his arm, pressed the plunger, and pulled the needle out. 
 
    Felt the effects almost immediately. The world became dull and started fading away. 
 
    “Wad yu do?” Tom thought his voice was going to sleep. 
 
    “Don’t worry, cowboy,” whispered Amanda. At least it sounded like she whispered. But maybe his ears were just going to sleep. “You’ll be fine. Better than fine. And then we’ll have some real fun. Get ready.” Then she kissed his cheek and his body went to sleep. 
 
      
 
    Dreams are a funny thing. In the daytime you dream of getting rich, finding a beautiful woman, driving a fast car. But in the night time…ahh, yes. Freddy Krueger comes alive. You run screaming, naked, down a city street, and everybody points and laughs. You float over clouds with no means of support…then start falling. 
 
    When Tom reached the part of his dream where he was falling he woke up. 
 
    Sort of. 
 
    Woke up in a hazy, crazy way, the world spinning, and he knew this was more than bourbon and Coke. this was some crazy kind of drug. This was people committing crimes on him. this was…a nightmare. 
 
    “Unh…” 
 
    Yet he didn’t move. He just lay on a mattress, and thought, I’m on a mattress. 
 
    His eyes hurt. They were closed, but there was a pain behind them, like some tiny, Joe Palooka had stood behind them and used them for a speed bag. 
 
    Music. Far away. Because it was far away. At least, it wasn’t in the room he was in.  
 
    But what kind of room was he in? 
 
    He decided to find out, to risk opening his eyes, to suffer the pain and see what the world looked like. 
 
    He cracked his eyes open a thin slice. A ceiling. Warped boards and a slowly rotating ceiling fan. A light bulb in the fan assembly, but it wasn’t on. 
 
    His eyes still hurt, but the opening of them had allowed some of the pain to leak out. 
 
    He turned his head slightly. Walls. Then, an oldCoke machine? What the…? 
 
    He opened his eyes wider.  
 
    Yeah, a Coke machine from the fifties, one that you had to slid a bottle through a maze into a cage, then drop a nickel and pull it up. 
 
    Above the machine was a calendar. 1923. A hundred fucking years old? 
 
    To the side of the machine was a stack of old, rusted rakes. Then boxes. A lawnmower that you had to push. And other things. 
 
    He pushed himself to his elbows and blinked and tried to take it all in. 
 
    Trundle operated sewing machines, record players for 45s. A stand up Coke machine. 
 
    He could see light through the slats in the walls.  
 
    The floor was warped, and the bottom edge of the mattress…the…something wrong…his chest…he sucked in breath and collapsed. 
 
    His chest. 
 
    Tits. 
 
    He raised a hand and felt his chest. He had breasts. Big ones. 
 
    He sat up, all the way up, and held his tits. His mind was a scream and his eyes were now fully wide. 
 
    How the fuck had he gotten tits? What had been…he sort of remembered the night before, talking to the woman, then…taken to a room where an old fatty had injected him with something. 
 
    And now he had tits! 
 
    He got to his feet shakily. He stood. The room was gloomy, but now he inspected it thoroughly. 
 
    A storeroom filled with a century of stuff. 
 
    He was naked. 
 
    And he had a woody. Of course he did. It was morning and he had to pee. 
 
    He saw the door in the corner of the room, and he stumbled towards it. 
 
    He felt weak. And not simply hungry weak, but muscle weak. What was wrong with him? 
 
    He gripped the doorknob, turned, and pushed the door and stepped into the world. 
 
    He was standing in a yard strewn with debris. A couple of cars up on blocks. A trailer for a big truck. A broken down tractor. A pile of corrugated tin for roofs. 
 
    Just a big, old junk yard. 
 
    And a small shack. 
 
    A dog outside the shack. The dog jumped to its feet and began snarling and barking. It was a pit bull, and it was in a bad mood. Fortunately it was on a rope. 
 
    For ten seconds he looked around the place. The pit bull straining to get at him. Surrounded by thick woods. 
 
    Then the door to the shack opened and a half a dozen women came out. 
 
    He had the absurd desire to cover himself. But…they had to know about him. So he just stood there, his cock standing out. 
 
    He said nothing, and the six women trooped across the yard. 
 
    They were grinning. One of them was chomping on a stogie. They wore hunter’s outfits, and the outfits were tight, showed off bosoms and butts, but the way they grinned at him…it was scary. 
 
    What was even more scary was the guns they were carrying. Long rifles. 
 
    “Hey, Tom.” 
 
    It was the girl in the lead, the one from the night before. The one who had slipped him a Mickey Finn. 
 
    “What is this?” 
 
    “He’s not even dressed,” snorted a large woman with massive tits. 
 
    “It’s okay,” said Amanda. “He just woke up. ‘Sides, look at his dick.” 
 
    The ladies smiled widely and inspected his package. 
 
    “There’s some clothes in the shack behind you, Tom. Go put them on.” 
 
    “I’ve got to use the bathroom.” 
 
    “Pee anywhere. We’re not particular. 
 
    Tom looked around. He turned and walked to the shack. His dick was straight out and had that achy feeling. He had trouble at first, this whole thing was bizarre and he felt so self conscious, but he eventually managed a stream. He sighed and emptied himself out. 
 
    Two of the women walked to the sides of him and stared at him pissing. 
 
    He shook his weeny, turned, and asked, “What…what is this?” He licked his lips, his mouth was dry. 
 
    One of the ladies chuckled. “He wants to know what it is.” 
 
    “Come on, Tom. Go get dressed.” 
 
    “I want to know what’s going on? This is kidnapping!” 
 
    “Jeez. We had to get a mouthy one,” groused one of the women. 
 
    “It’s okay,” said Amanda. “He just hasn’t figured it out, yet. Now, Tom, if you go get dressed I’ll give you a ham sandwich. Would you like a big, old ham sandwich?” 
 
    The other five ladies cracked up. 
 
    Tom realized that he was going to have to get dressed. First, it was a bit nippy. Second, he wanted something to cover himself. He turned and re-entered the old store room. He hunted around and found…a dress. 
 
    His eyes opened. He picked it up and looked at it, a thin summer dress. Not much protection against the elements. He went back outside. 
 
    “You said there were clothes. This isn’t clothes.” 
 
    “Of course it’s clothes. I’ve worn one, all of these ladies have worn one, and now you get to wear one.” 
 
    “But it’s a dress.” 
 
    “Do you want your ham sandwich or not?” 
 
    He went back into the shack and picked up the dress, then he noticed the brassiere under it. Fuck. He needed that. He put it around his belly, fastened it, and slid it around. He flipped up the cups and snaked his arms under the straps, just like he had seen women do. 
 
    It was a good fit, but a little flimsy. His nipples stood out, and…they looked bigger. They must have done something to his nipples. 
 
    He pulled the dress on, and saw the high heels on the floor. 
 
    At that moment he heard Amanda call out, “The high heels, too, Tom.” 
 
    He picked them up and walked out. 
 
    “Now, Tom, how are we going to get along if you don’t follow instructions?” 
 
    “I want some real shoes.” 
 
    “Those are real shoes.” 
 
    The other five women were snickering. His dick hadn’t gone down and it was poking the dress out. His boobs were really poking the dress out. 
 
    “What did you do to me?” 
 
    “We’ve all worn heels, now it’s time for you to wear heels. So put them on and lock them.” 
 
    “Fuck you.” 
 
    She lifted her rifle and pointed it at him. “The hunt is going to come to a quick end if you don’t follow directions.” 
 
    Tom stepped back, almost fell from tripping on the small board porch. He stepped to the side, leaned against the wall and slipped the shoes onto his feet. 
 
    “Lock them.” 
 
    The shoes had little padlocks, and he clicked them shut. He was now locked into high heels. It felt weird. His soles were slanted, like he was on a hill, and he was off balance. 
 
    Amanda lowered her rifle. “Was that so hard?” 
 
    Tom was cowed. “What is going on?” 
 
    Amanda handed her rifle to the woman next to her. She stepped forward and reached into her jacket pocket. She pulled out a ham sandwich. It was thick, with lots of mayo, some lettuce and onions, and lots of ham. She handed it to him, and Tom took it. 
 
    He thought about grabbing her, but the other women still had the rifles. 
 
    “Why don’t you eat up and I’ll explain the game here.” 
 
    She stepped back. 
 
    Tom sank down and sat on the porch. He unwrapped the sandwich and began eating it. It was delicious, just the right amount of salt and pepper. It even had a bit of ham fat, very unusual, which made ham so tasty. 
 
    “Tom, these ladies have signed up for a special type of hunt. They are all executives in large companies. Tammy owns one, as does Shiela. Mona and Charlotte are veeps, and Sandy has the largest  chain of pre-schools in Manhattan.” 
 
    Once every few months I hold a hunt. We procure a man, you, and we make him into one of us. Would you like to know why we make you like one of us? Because men spend all their time hunting us. Do you know how irritating it is to have to fend off advances while running a million dollar company? So I arrange these little hunts.” 
 
    “You’re going to hunt…me?” 
 
    “Isn’t that what I’ve been saying?” She turned to the other women. “Isn’t that what I said?” 
 
    The ladies nodded. 
 
    Amanda turned back to him. “I used to work in a big company. I hit the glass ceiling, and was fired. I was too uppity. I didn’t know my place. I had great statistics, but I was a threat to the ‘good, old boys’ network. 
 
    When I was fired I didn’t know what to do. Then one of my friends approached me with this idea, and…you would be surprised at how many women are dying for a chance to even the score.” 
 
    Tom was almost done with the sandwich. He was licking his fingers, trying to get as much sustenance as he could. He had a feeling he was going to need it. 
 
    “You’re…not well.” 
 
    “Oh, I donm’t know. I feel pretty good. How about you Tammy? You feel all right?” 
 
    “Never better.” 
 
    “Okay, then we should probably get this show on the road. The first thing, Tom, is that we will finish your transition. We’re going to make you into the prettiest—“ 
 
    “Transition?” 
 
    “Don’t be deaf now.” 
 
    “You’re going to make me into a girl?” 
 
    “Yep. And a pretty one, too.” 
 
    “But…why?” 
 
    “Silly, so we can hunt you, just like men hunt us. Well, there will be a few differences, but…” she smiled. 
 
    “Now, we can do this the easy way or the hard way. We can shoot you and drag your ass into the office and place you in a chair. Or you can just follow directions and walk across the yard, up the stairs, and sit in the chair. Which will it be?” 
 
    All of the women raised their rifles. 
 
    Tom found himself walking. He crossed the yard, and found that just walking was difficult. His heels left little holes in the ground. That would be tough for running, and would leave a trail behind him. 
 
    He crossed the yard, and stopped in front of the snarling dog. 
 
    “Caesar! Shut!” Amanda snapped. 
 
    The pit bull slunk to the ground and turned his face away. 
 
      
 
    Tom mounted the steps, and he found the second problem with heels; walking up stairs while his feet were slanted was…weird. 
 
    He opened the door and warm air engulfed him. 
 
    There were counters around the room, at the far end chairs and, on a table, a bottle of booze and six glasses. Empty. As was the bottle. 
 
    Crap. His daddy had warned him there was nothing more dangerous than blondes and brown liquor. 
 
    In the front of the room was the chair, as from a beauty salon. He sat down. 
 
    Place your hands on the armrests. 
 
    He did. 
 
    Amanda sidled up to him. “Don’t get rambunctious now, Tom.” She wrapped leather straps around his wrists and the rests and fastened them. 
 
    He was caught. And his dick was poking up through the thin material of the dress. 
 
    “All right, ladies, let’s accouter Tom.” 
 
    Laughing, the women put their rifles aside and began decorating him. 
 
    One of the women began working on his fingers, giving him long, fake nails and painting them bright red. 
 
    Another began shaving his legs. She applied shaving cream and used a little razor and removed all his hair. She even lifted his dress and removed the hair around his groin. 
 
    “There’s got to be a better way,” she groused, sliding the razor around his package. “We should Nair him before we put the dress on him.” 
 
    Amanda nodded. “Good idea. Make a note for next time.” 
 
    Another women put a strip of tape across the top of his forehead, then fitted a wig to him. It was long, brunette, and tickled his shoulders. 
 
    Another woman was making him up. the remaining women went to the table, got out another bottle of brown liquor, which turned out to be Old Crow. 
 
    For a moment Tom wondered, why such cheap whiskey? Then he realized it was something called ‘Traveler Fifth Kentucky Straight Bourbon Whiskey.’ 
 
    “Want a sip?” asked Amanda, seeing his interest. 
 
    Tom couldn’t help himself. He was prisoner, was going to be hunted, and…if it was his last day on earth…why not? 
 
    She poured a snifter and held it to his lips. 
 
    As he swallowed she said, “$564.99 a bottle.” 
 
    Tom’s breath left him. 
 
    “Makes you wonder. You see a 99 cent store and it’s all a gimmick. People will buy more items at 99 cents than they will of anything at any other price. But does somebody buy more five hundred buck bottles of swill with that 99 cents tacked on the backside?” 
 
    “Take it up with marketing,” quipped one of the girls. 
 
    Tom’s throat was burning, but in the best way. “Another?” 
 
    She fed him again. 
 
    “Okay, don’t feed the peasants. I’ve got to finish his make up.” 
 
    Tom had felt one of the girls brushing his face, smoothing ointments onto it and working on his eyelids. 
 
    She had a delicate touch, and his cock was bobbing and throbbing, and even had a drip of pre-cum on it. 
 
    Finally, however, they was done. 
 
    He was released, the girls were all sitting at the far table now, and had arranged their chairs to face him. 
 
    Tom stood up, and felt weird. And horny. He faced the girls. 
 
    “Well, Tom, are you ready for the grand prize?” 
 
    “Prize? You girls are going to kill me. And that’s the prize?” 
 
    “Oh, ye of little faith.” All of the girls were chuckling. 
 
    “No, Tom. It wouldn’t be fair if you just lost. There’s got to be some hope, some incentive. When we gals are at the glass ceiling, looking up, they keep us going with hope. So you’re going to get a little hope, too. 
 
    “What hope?” he asked suspiciously. 
 
    “We won’t kill you. We just aren’t the killing type. If we catch you, if you don’t win, you get castrated.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “A simple injection of Lupron, undoes your testosterone and increases your estrogen. But the point is that your incentive is, if you get away, you get to keep your manhood. Luprone is the stuff they give to sexual criminals. Chemical castration it’s called. 
 
    Tom’s voice wasn’t much more than a whisper. “You can’t just take a guy and…and…castrate him!” 
 
    “Of course we can. As a matter of fact, we’ve all learned how to do that in our day to day dealings with men.” 
 
    All the women nodded.  
 
    “Not a day passes when we don’t have to emasculate some fool for disrespecting us, so this is just a logical extension of our day to day lives.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    They watched him, and he realized they were enjoying his quandary. 
 
    And he knew he was going to have to turn this around. He was going to have to take control. 
 
    “That’s a negative prize,” he blurted. 
 
    They all thought about that. Then Amanda said, “Explain?” 
 
    “I’m fighting to retain what I have. I should be fighting to gain something.” 
 
    Glances around the table.  
 
    “He’s right.” 
 
    A sigh. 
 
    “A man with a good idea. Now that’s a rarity.” 
 
    “So what would you suggest?” 
 
    “You’re all rich. If I get away, or whateever it is I have to do to win this ‘contest’…pay me a million dollars.” 
 
    They pretty much ignored him, except for the occasional glance while they discussed it. 
 
    “We can afford it.” 
 
    “But we don’t have to. It’s our game.” 
 
    “But it’s only fair to reward a good idea.” 
 
    “Would it make him try harder?” 
 
    “I think it would.” 
 
    “It might be more exciting.” 
 
    Finally, Amanda summed it up. “We pride ourselves on rewarding merit, efficiency, attitude.” 
 
    So it was decided, Tom would get a million dollars if he won the contest, with one caveat. 
 
    “If we do this then we want to protect ourselves legally.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “You sign a contract agreeing to play in our game.” 
 
    “As if I have a choice?” 
 
    “You always have choice. The real point is you just talked the talk…so can you walk the walk?” 
 
    Tom heaved a sigh. They had him. But, at least there was a change in the rules. Then he thought of something. “How does this game work? What constitutes me ‘getting away?” 
 
    “Look out the window, Tom.” 
 
    Tom did. There was forest, nothing but forest. And ten miles away a tall mountain. It wasn’t particularly steep, but it was snowy at the top. 
 
    “Get to the top of that mountain and you win.” 
 
    “That’s it? That’s all?” 
 
    “Easy peasy,” smiled one of the women. 
 
    “You’ll find that running, and climbing, with high heels is no easy task. Of course we do it every day, so you won’t find any sympathy from us.” 
 
    “In a way, this is what we women face. Every day we climb mountains, avoid men who would distract us just because they think they have big weenies—“ 
 
    “Which they don’t,” snickered one of the women and they all smiled. 
 
    “—and at the end of the day we have to be as beautiful as when we started.” 
 
    “All right,” stated Amanda. “We’ve prepared you and told you the rules. Are you ready for the game?” 
 
    “I guess I have to be.” 
 
    “All right. Go. Don’t worry about the dog, he knows you’re with us. Just head on down the steps and up the mountain.” 
 
    Tom walked, feeling so awkward on his high heels, and stopped at the door. He gripped the knob, turned to them and just looked. 
 
    “You’ve only got a half hour start, Tom.” 
 
    He nodded, and stepped out the door. 
 
    As he walked down the steps he heard the ladies cheering. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    Tom passed the dog, who was now sleeping, and headed for the far mountain.  
 
    It was cold, especially with nothing but the thin, summer dress to warm him up. And the bouncing of his tits didn’t help. Yes, he had a bra, but it was what girls called a half bra, or a shelf bra. It lifted him up, but his nipples peered over the top. And his nipples were stiff and excited. The rubbing of the thin dress as he jounced was exciting and made his dick hard. The worst thing, however, was his shoes. 
 
    Crossing the yard they only sunk into the ground a half inch, and only in a couple of places.. That was because the ground was packed by car tires over the years. 
 
    When he stepped onto a hiking trail that led towards the far mountain, however, his heels sank further. Where the trail was hard packed they only sunk in a half inch or so. But the further he went the less well traveled the trail was, and he began sinking one and even two inches in. 
 
    At first he could pull out easily, but between the growing ache in his legs and feet he began to have a harder time of it. 
 
    Sometimes he saw it coming, a stretch of soft ground, and he tip toed. There’s only so much much toe you can tip, however, when your foot is already slanted. Also, more weight on the ball of the foot and sometimes that sunk in. 
 
    Still, at first he made good headway, but eventually it was worse than clomping through a field of mud with clodhoppers. 
 
    The only good side was that the day was beautiful. As he moved he warmed up, and it didn’t matter about the dress being so thin and inadequate.  
 
    He knew, however, that if he didn’t make it to the top of the mountain by the evening he would likely freeze to death. 
 
    So he walked. And walked. He stepped over shallow boulders embedded in the trail, he balanced on his heals, and took particular care not to trip or somehow sprain his ankles. 
 
    And the pain started in. 
 
    Dull aching in his ankles and calves. 
 
    “How do women wear these things,” he muttered of his heels. The birds in the trees, however, didn’t know. 
 
    The land rose, a gentle slope that, at first, was not noticeable, and in spite of all his problems he was making good time. 
 
    He crossed a stream, nearly falling in because of those dratted heels, and came to a large clearing.  
 
    It was more of a meadow, but with a rickety picnic table, probably a hundred years old, in the center of it, under a tall and spreading oak tree. 
 
    The ladies were sitting on it. The five ladies, and Amanda was sitting on a quad, watching. 
 
    Tom plodded across the field towards the table. 
 
    The girls all made remarks. 
 
    “That’s a sad, looking bitch.” 
 
    “He’s not going to make it!”  
 
    This remark pissed Tom off, made him glare and want to try harder. 
 
    “You think his ankles are going to make it to the top?” 
 
    “Hey, Tom, want to fuck?” 
 
    With that last remark the women all stood and faced him. 
 
    He stopped in front of them. He was warm and breathing a little heavily. 
 
    What now? he thought. 
 
    “Pick one,” said Amanda. 
 
    He looked at her. 
 
    “Pick one.” 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    “For a break. Come on. Be brave and pick one.” 
 
    Tom looked at the five women. One was a little older, one was a little chubby, two were perfect, and one was skinny. 
 
    “What am I picking for?” 
 
    “A little loving.” 
 
    His head jerked towards Amanda. 
 
    “You didn’t think they were going to make it easy, did you?” 
 
    The girls were laughing, watching him avidly, lust in their eyes. 
 
    “You’re going to have to fuck your way to the top, or least have sex to make it.” 
 
    One of the women, the chubby one, said, “That’s what we had to do.” 
 
    “Yep. We fucked our way through the lower echelons to get to where we were.” 
 
    And we had to keep producing like champs the whole way.” 
 
    “So choose, Tom.” 
 
    Tom looked at each woman. 
 
    He turned to Amanda. “I’m not going to have blow back form the others from choosing one, am I?” 
 
    “Nah. People at the top don’t whine when they get chosen for a terrible job, they just muscle on through.” 
 
    The skinny girl scoffed, “Or delegate.” 
 
    Tom asked, “And then I get to have sex with who I choose?” 
 
    “In a manner of speaking.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
    “It means you’ve asked enough questions. Now choose, or we’ll all go get switches and switch you up the mountain, and you’ll have failed your first test.” 
 
    “And if I fail I get no million dollars.” 
 
    “That’s right. The only thing you would be fighting for then would be not to lose your junk.” 
 
    Tom inspected the women again. He judged them from a purely sexual viewpoint. He was going to have to fuck one of them, or something. Whatever that something was. 
 
    He picked out the best looking woman. A blonde with magnificent hooters and a nice smile. A nice smile, in his situation, being relative. He did ‘pick a tiger by the toe away from her, then spoke the ditty aloud, the right way, and ended up with her. 
 
    “I’ll take you.” 
 
    “Hoo ha!” she yelled, and immediately began stripping off her clothes. 
 
    She was dressed warmly, and Tom watched as pants disappeared, jacket and shirt were tossed aside, and she stood in bra and panties. 
 
    “Oh, baby! I’m the lucky one.” 
 
    She had a perfect body, if perfect meant tit heavy. Two of the ladies spread a blanket on the rickety picnic table and she lay back on it and spread her legs. 
 
    “Come on, Tom Thumb,” she joked. At least, he hoped it was a joke. “Fuck me silly!” 
 
    “Tom?” 
 
    Tom had his hand son the girl’s knees and was started to put a knee on the picnic table. He looked at Amanda. 
 
    “You must not cum.” 
 
    “What?” His voice rose a little. 
 
    “If you cum you lose. No million, and we’ll all get switches.” 
 
    Tom stared around the circle of women. The looks on their faces…they meant it. 
 
    He gulped, nodded, and moved forward. 
 
    First, Tom had never fucked anybody with an audience before. He was terribly self-conscious, but at least his weeny didn’t wane. 
 
    His prick found her mound and, oh, crap, she was dry. 
 
    “Oh! Haven’t you heard of foreplay you doofus?” 
 
    The other ladies laughed. The woman on the table was even grinning. It hadn’t felt good to have Tom try to shove into her dry pussy, but her joy at his failure was greater than her pain. 
 
    Tom didn’t hesitate. He slid back off the table and began eating her. 
 
    She grabbed his head and moaned and arched. “Now we’re talking,” she muttered as she closed her eyes and enjoyed him. 
 
    Tom climbed back up on the table. Now he was hot, but he was also trying to control himself. He didn’t want to cum. A million bucks would go a long way. 
 
    Now his penis slid in easily, and she grunted. “Fuck!” 
 
    Tom began to work. They hadn’t told him, but he had intuited it: he was going to have to make her cum. 
 
    But how do you hold yourself from cumming when you’re enjoying a quite exquisite piece of ass? How do you not cum when your dong is sliding through moist, lush folds of pussy?  
 
    How do you not cum when your breasts are smushing on top of a sexy woman’s breasts? 
 
    And, how do you not cum when you want to? 
 
    Tom tried everything he could think of. 
 
    He played a game of baseball in his head. He tried to imagine strike outs and never home runs.  
 
    He was going to cum. He knew it. He was close…so close…and—he bit the inside of his mouth. 
 
    Hard. 
 
    Tasted blood. 
 
    But his dick backed off. 
 
    And, thank God, a moment later the woman began to orgasm. Long shudders of hard climax. 
 
    Tom tried to back out, but she held onto him, wouldn’t let him go. “Not yet, you idiot.” 
 
    So he bit his mouth some more, and finally she let go of him. 
 
    Tom stood there, his penis oozing pre-cum through the dress, his mouth red on the inside. 
 
    “Fuck,” muttered the woman, sitting up and reaching for her clothes. “That was good.” 
 
    “It sure looked good,” said one of the women, handing the first one her clothes. Two of the other women were staring at Tom, open lust on their faces. They contemplated him like he was a piece of meat at the market. 
 
    It was actually a little scary, but, fortunately for Tom, that part of the test was over. 
 
    “Well, Tom, take off. We’ll see you in a couple of miles.” 
 
    Amanda smiled at him. 
 
    Tom nodded, adjusted his dress, and headed up the trail. Behind him he could hear the gabble of the females, then the sound of quads starting up. They headed off to the side of the mountain. 
 
    He thought about following them, but realized what was ten miles for him on the mountain would likely be twenty miles on a path for quads. 
 
    He walked, and his penis was hard and jutting. He wanted to cum. He even though about masturbating, but decided not to. That would take energy, and he was going to need all his energy before the day was out. 
 
    He walked up the trail, and his gait was off. It wasn’t just because of  the shoes, but the magnificent boner he had been left with. 
 
    Still, a boner can only last so long. Within a mile he was limp again, thank God, and his gait became more normal. 
 
    As normal as a man in high heels can make it. 
 
    The ground started to rise up in a steeper slant. The sun was up now, and he was heating up a little. 
 
    Oddly, he smelled himself. Who would have thought that sex could make one have an aroma. 
 
    He stopped at a stream and squatted—this relieved his calves—and scooped water up and tried to scrub his armpits. It was brisk, but it was good. But after a while the inaction allowed his cock to rise. Damn, that fuck to a near climax had excited him! 
 
    He left the stream, rose up through a series of cutbacks, and came to another meadow. Another picnic table, and six grinning women. 
 
    “Here he comes!” 
 
    “What a swinging dick!” 
 
    “Hurry up, lover! My pussy is twitching!” 
 
    He came to a stop in front of the table, and the five women stood up. To the side, sitting on her quad, Amanda said, “Choose one.” 
 
    Tom’s heart was pounding. He was so damned horny. 
 
    “But don’t cum.” 
 
    Tom assumed he was going to have to fuck again, and he knew he wasn’t going to make it to the top of the mountain. 
 
    But the girls fooled him. 
 
    He chose the chubby one, saving the other really good looking one for later, when he might need extra inspiration. 
 
    “Sonny boy? Do you know how many dicks I had to suck to get to the top?” 
 
    Tom blinked. Wha…” 
 
    She took off her jacket and revealed a mammoth set of mammaries. 
 
    Tom gulped as he looked at the expanse of flesh. Her nipples were up, and she was smiling like a tiger right before he leaped on the rabbit. 
 
    Then undid her pants and lowered them. As she kicked them off sheShe smiled some more and lowered her pants…and a dick popped up. 
 
    Tom’s jaw dropped and all the women started laughing and slapping each other on the shoulders. 
 
    Then Tom saw it wasn’t a real dick; it was a strap on. 
 
    “I think he thought it was real,” murmured one of the ladies. 
 
    “Okay, honey. Suck me to a cum.” 
 
    Again the ladies spread a blanket on the table and he climbed up. 
 
    He wasn't going to fuck her though. He had to eat her. 
 
    In a way he was averse. But there was a piece of his mind that was stronger; that piece wanted to fuck, to debauch, to have so much sex his balls exploded. 
 
    Dally, he realized this was the effect of having screwed and been denied a cum. 
 
    Because it was expected, he mouthed the big dildo a few times. The women hooted and hollered and cheered him on, but he knew he was going to have to get rid of the dildo and get to the pie. 
 
    After a few minutes he knelt and lifted her and undid the strap on. 
 
    “Now we’re talking!” crowed the woman he was eating. 
 
    Tom had a clear path to her pussy now, but instead of diving in he asked, “What’s your name?” 
 
    “Oh, ho! So we’re going to be on a first name basis, are we?” 
 
    She didn’t give her name, but Amanda called out, “Her name is Sandy. Do her proud, Tom.” 
 
    Now Tom dove in. 
 
    Tom was an inveterate eater of pussy. He prided himself on his abilities, and now he had to use all those abilities. 
 
    He lapped, he sucked. He used his fingers a little, and his tongue a lot. He slapped his pink tongue against her pinker pussy. 
 
    It made him even hornier. To have been denied, and now to be so close to the object of his meat pole…it made him so horny it hurt. 
 
    Still, it took a while for Sandy to reach her orgasm. 
 
    She enjoyed every moment of his ministrations, but he was wiped out by the time she grunted and headed over the falls. 
 
    He pushed back on his arms, his face a mess, his lipstick smeared, and little tears had caused his mascara to run. 
 
    Sandy was still shaking from her orgasm, and the other girls were crowding around her, congratulating her. 
 
    Amanda touched Tom and he turned to her. 
 
    She wiped his face with a bit of cold cream and began repairing the ravages of sex to his face. 
 
    “How you doing, Tom?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Think you’ll make it?” 
 
    “I think so.” 
 
    “Good. Attitude is important, but I’m warning you…your remaining tests will be harder, and easier. Steel your mind to accept anything. Okay?” 
 
    He murmured, “Do you really care?” 
 
    She paused, eyed him, and, “Of course I do. And it’s not just I feel guilty for tricking you and getting you into this. Heck, that was just business. But…you’re a nice guy, Tom.” 
 
    By now Sandy was able to walk, and the five women headed for the quads. 
 
    “Hurry up, Amanda. We want to beat Tom to the next challenge.” 
 
    Amanda looked into Tom’s eyes. “Go for it, Tom. Beat them. Beat them and you’ll get a million dollars, and you’ll even get me a bonus.” 
 
    Then she leaned forward and gently touched her lips to his. 
 
    She walked away, and Tom turned up the trail. 
 
    Now he had another problem. His high heels were not built for the steepening trail, his boner was making it awkward to walk, and…he kept thinking of Amanda. 
 
    She was beautiful. He had been drawn to her in the bar. They had had a good time, and now…was she really on his side? 
 
    It almost felt like it was more than just a bonus. 
 
    But…but he had to put all thoughts out of his mind and keep climbing. 
 
    He was halfway to the mountain now, but the way was steeper. 
 
    He walked, lifting his aching feet and calves over small steps, navigating odd boulders strewn in the path. 
 
    His breasts were heavy, his nipples were raw, his feet ached. 
 
    He still had halfway to go, and he was hurting. 
 
    It was about noon now, and he forced himself on. 
 
    He drank from a stream, and forced himself to scoop water again to control his body odor. 
 
    The ham sandwich seemed a lifetime ago. 
 
    Still, he walked. 
 
    Two hours later he came to another clearing. This was just a wide spot in the trail, and there were no picnic tables. Just a couple of boulders and a couple of logs. 
 
    The ladies were sitting on their quads, waiting, chatting merrily, laughing, and they turned to watch him as he struggled the last few yards to them. 
 
    “Hey, here he is!” 
 
    “About time!” 
 
    “Come on, Tommy boy!” 
 
    Tom staggered to a stop. His shoulders were slumped, his breasts were hanging low. 
 
    The girl named Mon stepped up to him. “Raise your dress, girly man.” 
 
    Tom lifted his dress. 
 
    He was finally limp. His exertions had overcome his desire, at least physically. 
 
    She fit a tube over his cock, a ring over his package, and padlocked them together. 
 
    “You ever wear a chastity tube, Tom?” 
 
    He stared in wonder at his groin, leaning forward to see past his breasts. His dingus was trying to come alive in the prison. Sexual strivings stirred in his body. The fact of being unable had made him desperate to get hard. 
 
    He stared at Mona. 
 
    She was laughing silently. “Oh, Lord, the look…I wish I could feel what you’re feeling now.” 
 
    “Wha…what am I…” 
 
    “Nothing, Tom. Just keep on hiking. I think you’ll find it interesting.” 
 
    Interesting? It was more than interesting. His cock trying to get hard, pressing against the plastic of the cage. It was excruciating. It was horny to the nth. As he walked out of the clearing and up the trail his cock was trying to so hard to get hard he could hardly walk. His balance, already suffering because of his tits, was haywire. 
 
    Now the trek became impossible. 
 
    The thing between his legs rubbing, the horniness of it all, the sway of his tits; for Tom the game had become a contest for survival. 
 
    Each step was more difficult. Each breath more meaningful. Each moment an eternity of unbelievable desire. 
 
    His legs hurt. His feet hurt. His chest hurt. 
 
    The walk became a climb. He was forced to lift his legs, which felt like iron weights. 
 
    He climbed, breaking his nails, and cursing. He had played sports, he had run a marathon, but nothing was like this endless torture. 
 
    Still, he couldn’t give up. there was something about these women that spurred him on. He had to beat them. He had to…to prove that all men weren’t like…weren’t like what they thought men were like. 
 
    And what did they think of men? 
 
    They obviously loved them, but with serious serious considerations. 
 
    Love them, but make them suffer would be number one, of course. 
 
    He climbed, and just when he thought he could climb no more, the hill crested. He still had a couple of miles to go, but it was easier.  
 
    Unfortunately, along with this ‘easiness,’ he found a clearing and a picnic table. 
 
    “Come on, Tom!” 
 
    “Come on, Mr. Man!” 
 
    “You can do it!” 
 
    They hooted, they whistled, and they laughed. 
 
    Tom staggered up to the table. 
 
    “Almost there, Tom baby.” 
 
    He sank down on the picnic bench. He stretched his legs out to relieve his calves and thighs, and so he wouldn’t cramp up. He put his head down so he could rest his tits on the table top. 
 
    One of the women passed him a bottle of water. 
 
    He took it and drank greedily. He left no lipstick on the mouth of the bottle. He had worn his lipstick and some of his make up off. 
 
    “Well, Tom, you’re getting close. Some of the ladies think you might even make it.” 
 
    Amanda straightened him up, repaired his make up. 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “One of you girls want to fix his nails?” 
 
    Sandy repaired his fingernails, and Tom sat in a daze. 
 
    “About two miles to the top…and your final challenge.” 
 
    “Is there a challenge here?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. And it will make your final two miles quite memorable.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    He really didn’t want to talk. 
 
    They finished with him, and told him to bend over the picnic table. 
 
    The world was blurry, and he was so tired, he just did what he was told. He bent over the picnic table and grabbed the edges with his hands. 
 
    The woman named Shiela lifted his dress. She felt his balls. “Pretty full. You know this might make him cum some.” 
 
    “Got to risk it. Besides they usually just drain a little at this point. There will be plenty left at the top.” 
 
    Tom had no idea what they were talking about, the Shiela spread his cheeks and pushed something into his butt. 
 
    “What!” Tom straightened up and felt his rear. 
 
    “Don’t move it, Tom. You have to make the hike, the last couple of miles, with a butt plug.” 
 
    “No! This is…you can’t…” 
 
    He would have pulled it out, but the women were holding his arms back. 
 
    Tom went through a dozen thoughts in a second. 
 
    He was gay. It hurt. It didn’t hurt. What was this going to do to his walk? Drain? And lots of other things. 
 
    He stopped struggling and the women let loose and stepped back. 
 
    “A butt plug,” he said, turning towards them. Just the act of turning was a turn on. The plug was rubbing against his prostate and it felt like he was going to pee. 
 
    “Try not to pee, Tom,” suggested Amanda. “You won’t pee, you’ll release sperm. It will feel like pee. Don’t pee.” 
 
    Tom nodded. It was so hard to think. And his cock was trying to wake up again. And his butt…his butt… 
 
    It was Charlotte who turned him and faced him towards the top of the mountain. 
 
    “I’m the last one, Tom. You get past me and it’s a million dollars. Can you do it?” 
 
    Tom stood, like a horse hit on the head with a log, and wondered: can I make it? 
 
    All he had to do was walk a couple of miles. Easy miles. Just a slope compared to what he had already walked. 
 
    He swallowed, his vision was blurry, and he nodded. 
 
    She slapped him on the ass, which made the butt plug wiggle inside and almost caused him to pee. “Go get it, tiger.” 
 
    Tom walked off, not quite on a straight line, and the ladies all followed him. There was no trail for the quads at this point, and they walked behind him. 
 
    Tom would always remembered that last couple of miles. It was easier, but he had been so beaten down that it was harder. 
 
    His spikes sunk into the earth and he had to shift his weight and pull. 
 
    His cock felt like it was going to burst inside the tube. 
 
    His chest swayed, unbalancing him at every step. 
 
    The plug in his heinie slid across his most sensitive nerves at every step. 
 
    Each step was an exciting torment of sexual desire. 
 
    Each step he felt like he was going to cum, and he felt like he was losing control of his body. 
 
    He wanted to pee. 
 
    He grabbed his cock at the base and squeezed. 
 
    Behind him, the girls were having the time of their lives. 
 
    “Only a mile more, Tommy boy!” 
 
    “He’s dripping! He’s going to pee it all out and lose!” 
 
    They made side bets among themselves. 
 
    He’ll get to the table, but won’t be able to go the last hundred yards. 
 
    He won’t get to the table. 
 
    His pecker won’t be of much use if he gets to the table. 
 
    And so on. 
 
    Tom stepped, and stepped. Forced his quivering muscles to work. 
 
    Then, in the distance, he saw the top of the mountain, and a hundred yards before the top was a small stand of trees with a picnic bench nestled in them. 
 
    It became obvious that he might actually make it to the picnic table, but the way he was wobbling and shaking…he probably wouldn’t make it to the top. 
 
    The girls were actually cheering him on now. Male or female, great effort draws appreciation. 
 
    He staggered the last ten yards, went to his knees, and fell across the picnic table. 
 
    The wood was rough and weathered, and the world wavered to Tom’s senses. 
 
    The ladies all sat on the other side of the bench and looked at Tom. They were grinning. 
 
    “Okay, Tom, here’s the deal. Women have to fuck their way to the top, and so do you. You want to win this…you’re going to have to let these women screw you.” 
 
    Amanda spoke as she pulled the plug out of him. 
 
    Tom groaned, and suddenly his ass felt empty. 
 
    Unbelievably, he missed his little friend. 
 
    “But, really, Tom, it comes down to choice. You can quit right now. No money, of course, and we will give you that chemical castration. It’ll only last a year, but.small price to pay to quit, eh? But if you want that million dollars, you have to fuck for it. So the question is…are you man enough to be a woman?” 
 
    On the other side of the table the five women grinned. 
 
    “Are you, Tom?” 
 
    “Can you do it?” 
 
    “We all did it.” 
 
    “It’s up to you.” 
 
    Tom lay there, exhausted, every muscle in his body quivering. 
 
    Could he do it” 
 
    Could he lay down and get fucked for a million dollars? 
 
    And he asked himself: how far are people willing to go? 
 
    How far was he willing to go? 
 
    He knew they were right, once he took it up the poop chute he was going to be changed. 
 
    He’d be a man…but he also wouldn’t be. 
 
    He would be changed. That’s why they had dressed him, built him up sexually. And yet…it was a choice they had all faced. 
 
    What was he willing to do? 
 
    He nodded. “Okay.” 
 
    The women stood up and began taking off their clothes. It was an orgy on a mountain top, and blouses and bras, panties and pants, all flew into the air. 
 
    Tom lay there, felt the rough wood grain under him, and the women lined up behind him. 
 
    He was so tired. But he could have fought. But he didn’t want to. 
 
    The truth was…they had made him curious. Could he do as they had done? 
 
    So he lay there, and one by one the women stepped up behind him. They greased up and took turns inserting. 
 
    For an hour Tom grunted under their weight, under the thrusts of their plastic dicks. 
 
    The sun shifted in the sky, and towards the end Amanda raised her voice and said, “Okay, he’s draining!” 
 
    He felt the semen coming out. They were right, it felt like he was peeing, but a little thicker, a little more sensation. He heard the splat of semen as it drained onto the ground under him. 
 
    And, when they were done, he couldn’t move. 
 
    He was totally fucked, and he slid off the edge of the table. 
 
    Amanda leaned down and whispered into his ear. “Come on, Tom. A hundred yards. Crawl if you must, but do it. The women bet against you, but now they’re on your side. You’ve shown them that a man can do anything a woman does. So show them. Crawl. 
 
    Tom moved his arms and legs. He dug in the tips of his heels and pushed. He clawed at the ground and ripped his fingernails. The pain was worse than anything. His boobs were dragged, the sensitive nipples screaming in agony. His dick was being hauled along, bits of sand and stone sliding into the tube and irritating his poor cock. But he crawled. and crawled, and it felt like forever, like it would never end, and then…it ended. 
 
    He was helped to his feet. He stood, held up by five women, and watched the most incredible sunset he had ever seen. Orange and gold, shards of red. Slowly sinking, and when it was dark they took him off the mountain.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    SEVERAL MONTHS LATER! 
 
    Tom sat at the computer in the back of the restaurant. The same restaurant he had been in a year previous. 
 
    He sighed and shut down the computer and turned around just as Amanda entered the room and brought him a drink. 
 
    He sipped. “All closed up?” 
 
    “Yep. Have you gone through the applicants?” asked Amanda. 
 
    “Yep. 
 
    He and Amanda ran the restaurant, and they managed the ‘game’ that was played every couple months. 
 
    They were going to have to set up more games, for more women were finding out about them and wanting to partake. 
 
    And men were hearing about this terrible game where they had to get fucked near to death to win. And they wanted in. 
 
    What a crazy world. Men willing to risk castration just to experience a game of ultimate fucks. Women loving to be pursued in such vibrant manner. 
 
    Yet…it was what the world wanted. 
 
      
 
    END 
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     Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why. 
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    The Bend Over Games! 
 
    He was locked into a Bozo Butt machine! 
 
      
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    Wonderful story, if I do say so myself. 
 
    Paul is caught cheating…and his wife hatches the perfect revenge.  
 
    Or so she thinks. 
 
    I really love ideas like the game at the end. It is so ludicrous, but it is a deep reaching fantasy. You would be surprised at how men tell me this is their fantasy. 
 
    And I know it is, and will be…until it happens. 
 
    Then fantasy and reality collide and men are left licking their wounds. 
 
    Or, as in this story…they are left licking something else. 
 
    Incidentally, there is another story I wrote some time ago that is similar to this one. It is called ‘Feminized by Gangsters.’ Make sure you like this one, first, though. Stories like this aren’t for everybody…only for special people with special fantasies. 
 
    Now…STAY HORNY 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    Jen picked up the laundry basket and walked through the house. She was whistling, she was happy. Her husband was Paul Hopper, the up and coming lawyer. He had paid his dues, he was about to crack a big case, and they were on the verge of the big time. 
 
    Heck, when he busted this case he might even run for office! She’d love it if he was elected to office. That would start the gravy train to Washington. They would be rich, they would be feted, they would be elite! 
 
    And she knew the case was coming to a close.  
 
    They were so damned close! 
 
    Jen opened the door to the garage and stepped down. She put the laundry basket on the driver and opened up the top of the washer. She plucked out clothes, pants, shirts, underwear, the bra and panties she had worn the night before, a bit semen soiled, but that only made her grin and think again of how passionate they had gotten. 
 
    Wow. 
 
    She reached to the shelf beside the laundry and picked up a bag of soap pods. 
 
    Oh, crap. The bag was empty! 
 
    And she had to get the clothes done today! There wasn’t going to be any time later in the week. 
 
    She sighed, left the laundry for later, and headed back into the house. She grabbed her keys and purse and returned to the garage. in a moment the garage door was open and she was pushing her bicycle out to the street. 
 
    Sure, she could take her car, but why bother when she could get a little exercise, tone her thighs, stay trim for her hunky hubby? Besides, the store was only a half a dozen blocks over. It was probably faster for her to take the bicycle. 
 
    The day was beautiful, built for biking, and she put her ball cap on, dragged her hair into a pony tail and pushed it through the back of the cap. She smiled. She was a good looking woman. Slender with nice ta tas, her face even with full lips and light blue eyes. 
 
    She threw a leg over the saddle and popped up on the bicycle. 
 
    Down the street she went, pedaling faster and faster. Three blocks north, then left. Three blocks down the street to the big super market. She would lock the bike, saunter in and out, and— 
 
    She blinked and stared. 
 
    Just ahead of her a car had turned onto the street. It was a black Acura, late model, Paul’s car. 
 
    She grinned and raised her hand and pedaled furiously. 
 
    Traffic was normal, which meant slightly heavy, and she should be able to catch up to him. 
 
    She wondered what he was doing out on the streets. He had that big case going on, and he should be preparing subpoenas and interviewing witnesses and…and the car turned the corner right in front of her. She was about to shout, but stopped. A brunette was sitting in the passenger seat. 
 
    Jen almost stopped. A brunette? Then she smiled a sickly smile. It had to be a secretary or something. Or maybe even a witness. That’s it, he was taking a witness somewhere. 
 
    But she didn’t slow down. She was pedaling pretty fast, and when she reached the corner  she could see Paul’s car down the block, stopped at a light. 
 
    She stayed in the bike lane and held her head down. She didn’t want him to see her face. She wanted to find out who…who was with him. 
 
    The light turned and he accelerated. 
 
    Jen made the light just barely, would have lost him, but he was stopped by the next light. 
 
    She slowed down, got behind another bicyclist and kept her face down. 
 
    Another light, and another. 
 
    Normally, she knew Paul would be cursing. He hated traffic lights. He had even gotten ahold of the city engineers and tried to get the timing on. the lights changed. 
 
    But as she pulled up to the fender of his car at one light she saw the profile of his handsome face. He was looking towards his passenger and laughing. 
 
    His passenger leaned over and said something to him and they were both laughing. 
 
    the light changed, and she saw that she was in no danger of being spotted. He was too much into the woman. Whoever she was. 
 
    Now Jen was seething. Her husband was cheating! 
 
    Why else would he be out driving around? Why else would be be laughing and chatting up some sweet, young thing? 
 
    He turned into a big parking lot next to a hotel, and she felt her heart breaking. 
 
    Why else would he take a girl to a hotel in the middle of the day? 
 
    There was a small shed for the parking attendant. It was closed this time of day, and she pulled her bicycle up and peered around the corner. 
 
    Paul parked his car and got out. The woman hung on his arm and they walked into the hotel. 
 
    Jen was more and more sure. He was cheating. But she still needed more proof. She needed physical evidence, not just her feelings. 
 
    The hotel was ten stories high and built in an L shape. She could see Paul and the woman walk through the lobby and stand in front of the elevator. 
 
    They didn’t need to stop at the front desk because he must already have a key.  
 
    Bastard! she thought. 
 
    She pushed her bicycle between the shed and the next building, then ran across the parking lot. 
 
    She entered the lobby, and Paul didn’t even look at her. He just kept talking to the woman, who Jen could see was really attractive. 
 
    She had brunette hair down to her shoulders and a figure that was a knock out. She was turned slightly, and Jen could see her massive breasts. 
 
    The kind of tits that men leave their wives for, Jen thought bitterly. 
 
    She hurried across the lobby to the stairs. She managed to be behind a potted bush when the elevator opened and Paul and Miss Home Wrecker stepped onto it. 
 
    They turned, and even then he might have seen her. But he was too engrossed in the woman. 
 
    Jen ran up the stairs two at a time. She reached the first floor, cracked the door to the hallway and looked down the corridor. 
 
    The elevator passed that floor. 
 
    She ran to the second floor. 
 
    The elevator passed that one. 
 
    Floor to floor, all the way to the top. She was late on the tenth floor, but the elevator was closing, and Paul and the woman weren’t visible, so she ran down the hallway, a full sprint, and peered around the corner. 
 
    Down the hall, the last room on the right, Paul was just holding the door for the woman. The woman slid a hand along his cheek when she entered. Then Paul entered and the door was closed. 
 
    Jen turned, her back to the wall, and sagged. She knew…but…she had to know more! 
 
    Suddenly, she bolted back the way she came. She entered the stairwell, but instead of going back down she went up. She went through the door that led to the roof, and ran to the edge of the roof. 
 
    She stood at the parapet and stared at the room her husband had entered. 
 
    The drapes were open, and she could see motion in the room. 
 
    The woman was sitting on a bed.  
 
    Paul opened a can of Coke and poured a little whiskey into it from one of those small bottles hotels stock the mini fridges with. He handed the woman the can and sat down next to her. 
 
    On the bed. 
 
    Jen’s heart was pounding and breaking at the same time. 
 
    Her husband. She loved him with all her soul, and he had done this to her. 
 
    In the room her husband was on his feet again. Walking back and forth. The woman stood up and faced him. 
 
    Then the woman reached out and hugged him. 
 
    Paul held her for a long moment, then he looked out the window. 
 
    He was too far away to see Jen, but it felt like she was looking straight at him. 
 
    He let got of the woman. He walked to the side of the big window and pulled the drapes closed. 
 
    Jen turned and sat on the roof and held her face in her hands. She cried, sobbed, couldn’t stop. 
 
    Her husband. How could he? 
 
      
 
    Jen did what any sane woman would do after finding out that her husband was dipping the wick in another woman. Jen went and bought soap pods. 
 
    She still had laundry to do. 
 
    And, she had a lot of thinking to do. 
 
    She had a cheating husband, and what was she going to do about that? 
 
    She retrieved her bicycle which, fortunately, hadn’t been stolen, and pedaled back to the supermarket. 
 
    She walked in and out, barely thinking, stunned, not really aware of what was goin on around her. 
 
    She pedaled home, obeying all traffic laws, not trying to beat nay cars, not thinking of exercising, just pedaling, and thinking. 
 
    And she was blank. 
 
    She put her bicycle in the garage and walked to the washer. She place a pod in the machine and started it, then she walked into the house. 
 
    The sound of the machine a dull rumble, she took down the bourbon. She filled a glass with ice and poured in half bourbon, then some Coke. 
 
    Paul liked bourbon and Coke. Her not so much, but she needed something strong right then. 
 
    She walked out to the patio and sat down. She was dull, broken, unaware. She sat and figuratively cried in her beer. 
 
    “Hey ho!” 
 
    It was Sally, her bestie. 
 
    “Out here,” she mumbled. 
 
    Sally didn’t hear her, but she saw her. she came through the sliding door and sat down next to her. “Oh, ho! One of those days, is it?” 
 
    Jen’s response was to break into tears and throw herself at her friend. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later, Sally sipping her own bourbon and Coke, Jen told her of what she had seen. 
 
    “So Paul is a cheater,” mused Sally, her voice not kind. 
 
    “I never thought, of all the people…” Jen cried. 
 
    “Men are men,” muttered Sally. “They can’t resist a skirt.” 
 
    “Or a big pair of boobs,” added Jen bitterly. 
 
    “Hunh! Big tits.” Sally turned to Jen. “So what are you going to do?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I’ve got to do something. He’s really hurt me, and…I don’t know what to do.” 
 
    Sally nodded. “I understand, and I’ve got a suggestion.” 
 
    “What?” Jen looked at her friend through red eyes. 
 
    “Get back at him.” 
 
    “How? Do what? I’m not about to go screwing men just to get back at the big idiot.” 
 
    “There’s lots of other ways to get revenge.” 
 
    “Revenge,” snorted Jen. “It sounds so petty.” 
 
    “At least it did until now,” agreed Sally. “But I’ve got an idea, it’s a bit crazy, but it will teach Paul a lesson he’ll never forget.” 
 
    “A lesson?” 
 
    “Honey, guaranteed, when we’re through with him he’s never going to want to cheat again. Ever. He will be a broken man, begging for forgiveness. Then, if you want to take him back, it’ll be up to you. Believe me, you won’t be the victim here, he will, and you’ll hold all the cards. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    Normally, Jen would never have entertained such a notion as revenge. But this wasn’t normal. She was hurt, and she wasn’t thinking straight, and she leaned forward and listened as Sally put forth her idea. 
 
      
 
    Paul got home that night and was in high spirits. “Hey, honey! Where are you?” 
 
    “I’m in the bedroom.” 
 
    She was sitting at her vanity and working on her eyes. Still, she couldn’t hide the red squiggles in them. 
 
    He entered the bedroom, kissed the top of her head, gave her a hug from the rear, then sat down on the bed to change his shoes. 
 
    “Man, what a day. I had a blast.” 
 
    “On that big case you’re working on?” She controlled herself. She didn’t sniff or tear up. It helped that she was a little drunk, 
 
    “Yeah. Man. What a blast. I can’t tell you about it, of course, but…things are breaking open.” 
 
    She thought: Yeah, with your little Miss Tenth Floor Honey. Balling her all afternoon long, then coming home and acting all normal. 
 
    “So how was your day?” 
 
    That was the moment she almost broke down, but she managed to hold it together. 
 
    “Oh, nothing much, just did the laundry, took a bicycle ride.” 
 
    Saw a cheater cheat and think he got away with it. 
 
    “Well, great. Say, are you feeling all right?” 
 
    She faced him, her eyes bright and shiny. But red. 
 
    “I think I’ve got some sort of a bug. Maybe allergies. Do my eyes look red?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. they do. Do you need to take something? Should I head to the pharmacy for you?” 
 
    “No, no. I talked to the doctor. He said as long as it’s just a little redness in the eyes I should just ride it out. He even told me what to buy over the counter. I just took it.” 
 
    “Oh. Okay. Do you want me to order dinner or anything?” 
 
    “Actually, I just want to lay down for a while. The doctor said I might feel a little bit drowsy. You don’t mind, do you?” 
 
    “You’re going to be sleeping?” 
 
    “Yeah. I just want to sleep a bit.” 
 
    “Well, I do have a client I need to see. Would you mind if I caught a little dinner and met with the client?” 
 
    Client. Right. Miss Brunette Hubby Fucker. 
 
    “No, that would be fine.” 
 
    He smiled. “You can call me if you need anything.” 
 
    “I just need a little extra rest. I’ll be okay by the weekend.” 
 
    “Excellent. That’s my girl.” He smiled broadly.  
 
    Paul finished changing clothes, and was shortly heading out. Dinner, and his second tryst of the day. Bastard! 
 
      
 
    After Paul left Jen called Sally. Not long after that Sally came by in her Jeep. She picked up Jen and they drove to the hotel where Paul was meeting with the girl. 
 
    From the street they could see the lights were on in the bedroom on the tenth floor. 
 
    They trotted up the stairs, their cell phones at the ready. They arrived on the roof and peered over the edge, but the lights were now obscured by the heavy drapes. 
 
    They stood on the roof and waited, watched, and talked. 
 
    “I talked to some people. They said they are willing to help.” 
 
    Jen nodded.  
 
    “There’s going to be a big party. Lots of people to see Paul’s undoing.” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    “If you can get Paul through the back door, I’ll take care of his girlfriend.” 
 
    “That sounds wonderful.” 
 
    Jen was staring fixedly at the drawn drapes. 
 
    Paul was in there, pushing his pecker into that woman. Kissing her. Feeling those big tits. 
 
    Why did he do that? What had driven him to cheat? 
 
    But for some things there aren’t any real good answers. 
 
    Maybe he was unhappy, maybe she wasn’t sexually adventurous enough for him, maybe it was a personality flaw, but whatever it was, she was going to fix him good. 
 
    With that in mind, she and Sally headed downstairs. 
 
      
 
    Later that evening Sally called a number. “I found her. I can get her to you, but I’ll need a little help.” 
 
    The man on the other end of the line listened, and spoke, and plans were made. 
 
      
 
    It was two days to the weekend, and Sally arranged everything. This thing was going to happen, and she talked to people, arranged everything, and by the time the weekend rolled around she was ready. 
 
    For those two days Jen had pretended to be suffering allergies. She had ‘slept’ a lot, had avoided Paul, and managed to avoid being intimate with him. 
 
    Paul was understanding. He waited on her hand and foot, as much as he was able, but he kept having to go out, to spend long hours on the job, and…and she knew what he was doing. He was spending time with his new girlfriend at the hotel. 
 
    But, Saturday arrived, Paul worked until the late afternoon, then was off. When he arrived home Jen had good news for him. 
 
    “Honey, I’m better.” 
 
    “Great!” 
 
    “And I really want to go out tonight. Do you mind?” 
 
    “Actually, I’m okay with that. I’ve been working all week long. It’s time to go out and have a little fun.” 
 
    They were in the kitchen, and he stepped up and grabbed her and smooched her. 
 
    For a second Jen thought she had gone crazy. The room whirled, and she was dizzy, then she realized that she had actually gone out of her body. Her mind had shut down. She had been kissed by the man who she thought she loved, but who had turned out to be a cheater. 
 
    It was surrealistic. It was other worldly. It was bizarre. 
 
    And, in a strange twist, it was enjoyable. 
 
    Not feel good enjoyable, but being a person living a lie enjoyable. 
 
    She was getting away with fooling him. If she had thought about what she was doing, right then, she might have realized a few things, and even called the night off. 
 
    After all, to think she was getting away with secrets was like being a cheater. It was heady. It was…removed from reality. 
 
    But she didn’t think, and the kiss ended, and Paul actually had the temerity to tilt his groin, with its hardened pole, into her groin. 
 
    A moment of lust, but as if with a total stranger. 
 
    And she liked it. 
 
    And, in an odd way, it made her hot. 
 
    Fuck him, she thought gleefully. Fuck him. 
 
    They got ready to go out. Paul undressed, showered, and began dressing. 
 
    Jen was watching him, and because she now had secret thoughts, she was breathless. She was a voyeur. She was a person peeping as if into the mind of her stranger husband, but was really manifesting her own peeping self. 
 
    So bizarre. 
 
    But…so horny. 
 
    Suddenly she wanted to fuck him. 
 
    She had her bra and panties on and was working on her face, and she wanted to go over and pull his boxers down and suck on his cock. 
 
    She wanted to grab his balls and pull on them till he screamed. 
 
    Screamed out his love for her. 
 
    Yet she didn’t move. She just gasped, felt an orgasm lurching in her crotch, and finished her face. 
 
    “You look beautiful tonight,” he said, as they walked out to his car. 
 
    He had his arm around her, and he had no idea of how contorted her mind was, how unbalanced her thinking was. 
 
    And how would he know? She had secrets, and they were tilting her thoughts, and…there was no way he could know. 
 
    They stepped into the car and he backed out and drove down the road. 
 
    “So where is this new club you heard about? And where did you hear about it? I thought you were sick all week.” 
 
    “Just because I was feeling under the weather doesn’t mean I didn’t talk to my girl friends. Sally told me about it. In fact, she might be there tonight. 
 
    “And what kind of a club is it?” 
 
    “Well, it’s a new idea, sort of a floor show, a little audience participation, that sort of thing.” 
 
    He chuckled. “You’d better not try to get me singing up there.” 
 
    “But, honey, you’ve got a wonderful voice.” 
 
    “Only in the shower. “But maybe we could get you to do a dance.” 
 
    “Actually, I was planning on something like that.” 
 
    “You were?” 
 
    “I was, but I need a little help.” 
 
    “Help with what?” 
 
    “Just escort me in the back door.” 
 
    “That’s all?” 
 
    The lights from the dash were illuminating his face. He seemed relaxed and happy. 
 
    “They have a little construction going on, so if you could just walk me into the back…” 
 
    “I see no problem with that.” 
 
    She couldn’t help herself. She leaned forward and kissed him. Like being kissed by a stranger. Her heart holding in her secret. Still, she didn’t equate her feeling of unfaithfulness with her own behavior. He was the cheater, dammit! 
 
      
 
    They headed up Santa Monica Blvd. 
 
    They passed through various city districts, the car running smoothly, and Jen’s heart beating like a centipede tap dancing. 
 
    She was looking extremely beautiful in the night, the passing lights flashing on her. She had chosen a low cut, body hugging dress. She was so excited her nipples were pushing the material out. 
 
    “Okay, it’s in that warehouse.” 
 
    “Wow. Doesn’t look too impressive.” 
 
    Jen didn’t argue. “It is sort of a dump. Not even any signs out, yet. It’s supposed to be better on the inside. Sally says they’ve been working for weeks, but…I don’t know. I suppose we could always leave if it turns out to be a junkyard.” 
 
    “Well, whatever. We’re here now.” 
 
    “And I did promise to perform.” 
 
    Paul showed his white teeth. “Can’t wait to see you on stage.” 
 
    They parked in a lot off an alley in the rear, and there weren’t many people. 
 
    “It’s still pretty early,” explained Jen. “But I have to be there early. You can sit around, have a drink, while you’re waiting.”  
 
    They walked up some stairs to a back door and were let in by a big bouncer kind of guy. The guy looked around, made sure it was only them, then ushered them in. 
 
    Paul could smell whiskey and marijuana, but such things didn’t bother him. He was a straight arrow, and he wasn’t interested in other people’s habits. 
 
    Sally came rushing up to them out of the darkness. She hugged Jen and then Paul, and led them to the right side of the building. 
 
    “I can’t believe this,” she groused good-naturedly. “The swankiest opening night in history, and the place isn’t finished.” 
 
    Paul chuckled. “Sort of fun, though. We get to see what’s happening behind the scenes.” 
 
    “I’m glad you’re taking it so well. I guarantee, this thing is going to blow your mind.” 
 
    Jen asked in a whisper, “Did you visit that friend of your today?” 
 
    “I did, and she’s doing well. Not having any problems at all.” 
 
    “Wonderful.” 
 
    Jen smiled. 
 
      
 
    An hour before they met at the warehouse Sally had gone to the hotel. She walked into the lobby and took the escalator to the fourth floor. 
 
    It being Friday night there were a lot of people out, and nobody noticed her. 
 
    She smiled at a drunk couple who got on the elevator, then—realizing they were going up and not down—got off. 
 
    Everybody laughing. 
 
    On the tenth floor Sally walked down the carpeted hallway. She stepped up to the last room on the right and tapped on the door. 
 
    A moment, then: “Who’s there?” 
 
    “I’ve got a message from Paul Hopper.” 
 
    Sally and Jen had discussed it, had figured that this would be the best way to get to the girl in the room. 
 
    The chain rattled undone, the bolt slid back, and the door opened. 
 
    Her name was Marcy Hanover, and she was gorgeous. Her waist was tiny and that made her her boobs look even bigger than they were. 
 
    Her eyes were wide, round, and seemingly a little scared. 
 
    But Sally figured that was just the dewy look of innocence some bimbos put on. A look that cheating, lawyer husbands liked. 
 
    “Yes?” Her red lips were trembling. She was wearing a robe that hid none of her charms. 
 
    “Paul wants you to come with me.” 
 
    “Paul does?” 
 
    “Yes. He said to give you this.” 
 
    Sally handed Marcy a note. It was official stationary right from Paul’s office, easy enough for Jen to get. 
 
      
 
    Please go with this young lady. 
 
    I’ll explain when I see you. 
 
    Paul 
 
     
 
    Marcy read, looked up at Sally, and nodded. “Let me put something on.” 
 
    “Okay. But quickly. Paul didn’t explain all this to me, but he said it was urgent.” 
 
    “Do they know where I am?” 
 
    Sally had no idea what Marcy meant, but she went with it. “I don’t know. But we’ve got to leave.” 
 
    Marcy was ready in two minutes. She swapped the gown for a dress that looked almost like a gown, stepped into some high heels, and was ready. 
 
    Sally led the way down the hallway. 
 
    Down the elevator and into the lobby. 
 
    Marcy was looking left and right and seemed a little apprehensive, so, again, Sally made the most of it. 
 
    “This way. Keep your head down.” 
 
    It was the right thing to say, and Sally got Marcy out of the hotel and into a van. As Marcy stepped into the van a hand reached forward and a handkerchief was placed over her mouth. 
 
    She gasped, struggled, but the chloroform worked quickly. 
 
    “Got her?” asked Sally. 
 
    “No prob,” grunted a large man in a dark suit. 
 
    “Okay. Keep her under.” 
 
    “Just drive, lady.” 
 
    Sally drove. 
 
      
 
    At the club Paul was led down a short hallway. There was no lighting, and he placed his feet carefully. Then a hand reached forward, around his head, and a handkerchief was pulled tight against his face. 
 
    He struggled, smelled the odor of nail polish remover and wondered…wondered…and was asleep. 
 
     
 
    Paul didn’t sleep long, but his kidnappers didn’t need long. He grunted and jerked, and couldn’t figure out where he was, or what was holding him so tightly. 
 
    He tried harder to move. 
 
    “Take it easy, fellow. Hey, some light over here?” 
 
    It was gloomy  and Paul stared straight ahead. 
 
    He couldn’t move his head, it was clamped in place. He breathed, and somebody shoved something into his mouth. 
 
    It was a tube sort of gag. The thing had leather straps and the straps were fastened behind his head. His mouth was now effectively kept open at all times. He could only grunt and make unintelligible mumbles. 
 
    Then the lights went on. 
 
    Paul blinked and couldn’t see for a few moments, but slowly shapes took form and he could see what had happened. 
 
    He was encased in what felt like a suit of ancient armor, like a knight, but the suit was made out of a grid work of iron poles. His legs were in the legs of the ‘suit,’ his arms were tied down by his sides; it felt like they were handcuffed at his waist. 
 
    “Umphgrrmmm!” he yelled, but the tube in his mouth made it difficult to talk. 
 
    Suddenly the whole contraption lurched forward, and Paul realized there were wheels on the bottom of the thing. 
 
    He also realized that he was naked! 
 
    He yelled again, but he was ignored. The two, no there were three people, working on him chatted as if he wasn’t even there. 
 
    “Ummphrrrrotto?” 
 
    “Hey, fella, take it easy,” said the man working the motors that were moving him around. 
 
    “Let’s check the bend,” said someone behind the framework..  
 
    A motor whirred and the structure actually folded at the groin. The top half bent forward and Paul was bent until his dick was pointing down and his butt was jutting up.  
 
    “Perfect. Back up we go.” 
 
    WHIRRRR! And he straightened up. 
 
    They turned the thing then, and Paul saw that he was not alone. He was in a small area, but next to him was another frame, with another person in it. 
 
    It was a woman, and she was excited and laughing. She was naked and getting into the thing all by herself. 
 
    “UHHHGRoooo!” 
 
    “There were people behind a small railing just behind the framework things, and they made quips endlessly. 
 
    “Hey! Look at that guy’s dick!” 
 
    “I’d like to be in a bozo suit behind that girl. See her tits?” 
 
    “That guy’s too short. He’s going to be bent over all the time.” 
 
    Paul’s eyes were wide open, the whites showing, and he kept trying to talk. Trying to move, however, was useless.  
 
    The metal body suit moved around, and whichever way it went he had to go along for the ride. 
 
    “Okay, check bay one. Let’s do a test.” 
 
    A man holding a control box pressed buttons and the metal suit turned to the right. In the next area a woman was in a similar metal suit. She had a dick, and Paul didn’t understand for a second, then he realized she was wearing a strap on. 
 
    He tried to look around, but his head was positioned and trapped so he could only look forward. 
 
    “Okay, bend Bozo one.” 
 
    A whir, and Paul was again bent over. 
 
    “Hold it, the head isn’t rising. Give me a second.” The man did something to a motor built into the waist of the suit. He stood back. “Okay. Try again.” 
 
    The suit went the rest of the way down, but the head rose up. Pauls’ upper body was bent over, but his head was raised so he look in front of him. 
 
    “Back up.” 
 
    Paul rose again. 
 
    “Bozo two check.” 
 
    The woman in the suit next to him bent forward, her head raised up, and…Paul realized who it was! 
 
    It was Marcy! Her eyes were wide with fear. Her breasts were exposed, and she bent over easily. 
 
    “Uhjjjiuuu!” she yelled. 
 
    She recognized him. 
 
    He recognized her. 
 
    They couldn’t speak. 
 
    “Okay, check connections for Bozo two.” 
 
    Motors spun and Paul bent forward. Marcy rolled towards him, and her dick was on mouth level! 
 
    Paul tried to scream, but her plastic peter filled the tube in his mouth and tickled the back of his throat. 
 
    “Excellent. Perfect fit. Change them up.” 
 
    Marcy backed off, the penis slid out of Paul’s mouth and Marcy’s suit spun and bent over.  
 
    Paul was straightened up and his suit moved forward. His penis was lined up with her pussy. 
 
    “Hold on. They haven’t been lubed.” 
 
    The woman who had been working on them stepped forward. She had a big jar of lubricant. She smushed the goop Marcy’s pussy She rubbed the goo around and Marcy moaned. The woman was moving gently, and it couldn’t help but feel good. 
 
    Then she came around and grabbed Paul’s dong. She put gobs and gobs of the lubricant on his rod. “Don’t worry, big boy. We’ll take regular breaks and keep you juiced up. 
 
    Paul tried to talk, tried to explain that he wasn’t supposed to be there, but she just smiled and went to his backside. 
 
    Paul jerked as she inserted a finger and started rimming him. 
 
    That was the tough moment. He didn’t want to be there, but her finger, then fingers, sure felt good. After a moment he couldn’t help but groan with the pleasure. 
 
    “Pretty nice, eh?” 
 
    Then she moved past Marcy into a third bay and began greasing up Bozo three. 
 
    “Okay, check rear connections.” 
 
    Paul panicked as the suit moved forward again. His dick went right into Marcy’s mouth. 
 
    It felt wonderful. Marcy was wide-eyed and terrified, but she had the sense to open and not bite. 
 
    Paul was pulled back. 
 
    “Check Bozo two rear connection.” 
 
    Marcy was straightened up, then her suit whirled her around and bent over. 
 
    Paul went forward, and his penis went right into Marcy’s hole. 
 
    Marcy grunted and moaned. Paul felt the heaven of her juicy snatch engulfing him, he thought he would faint with the wonderful feeling, then she was backed away and his penis popped out. 
 
    “Okay. Bozo one and two are aligned. Let’s check two and three.” 
 
    Paul watched as Marcy and the next machine went through the bend over and insert process. Then he was alone. It was relatively silent, except…he heard people talking. No. Groups of people. Voices…behind him, or at least behind the barricade that had been behind him. 
 
    Oh, crap! he thought. They’re filling the building! 
 
    He stood in the suit, not able to speak to anybody. Just standing and full of fear. 
 
    It didn’t seem like anybody was going to hurt him, in fact, it felt like they were being concerned with him getting hurt. But he had no control over the situation! 
 
    Then he began wondering about Jen. Where was she? What had they done to her? She had been close to him, and then… 
 
    He heard people talking in the distance, ‘Checking Bozo four and five. Then five and six. 
 
    So he must be in something called a ‘Bozo’ suit. And it controlled his sex, make him bend over and take it, or straight up and give it. 
 
    But who was doing the controlling? 
 
    The sound of ‘Checking Bozo nine and ten’ came to him. They were getting close, and he realized they must have gone around the room. 
 
    A few minutes later he heard ‘Checking Bozo twelve and one!’ 
 
    His suit whirled and bent and something was inserted into him. A dick. Oh, fuck! 
 
    But he was so greasy with lube that it slipped into him easily. And, horror of horrors…it felt good! 
 
    Then it pulled out and all was silent. 
 
    He stood there, waiting, and there was a movement off to the side. 
 
    Somebody was approaching, and they stepped in front of him. 
 
    “Hello, Paul.” 
 
    It was Marcy!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    “Ohmmmytr!” Paul said, tears coming down his cheeks. 
 
    “How do you like your Bozo Suit. That’s what these little things are called. 
 
    Paul stared at her. He loved her, but she was smirking at him. 
 
    “I know they’ve already checked your connections, so you know what they do, what they’re for.” 
 
    “Iii?” 
 
    “Why? Because I know about your little love honey down in the hotel.” 
 
    Paul’s eyes went wide. 
 
    “That’s right. I saw you, and followed you. Spending hours a day with that…that tramp! How could you do that to me? I love you more than life itself, and you cheat on me. What kind of a husband does that?” 
 
    Paul tried to waggle his head, but the Bozo Suit prevented that. 
 
    “So, now you’re going to pay the piper. The people who run this thing, they thought it was hilarious what I wanted to do. They didn’t even charge me. They just said they’d hook you up and teach you a lesson. So, are you ready for the ride of your life, my dear hubby?” 
 
    Paul tried to talk, to explain, but his mouth wouldn’t make the sounds, and Jen wasn’t in a listening mood, anyway. 
 
    “They’re going to start pretty soon. I think I’ll go up to the stands and get a beer. This is gonna be better than baseball.” 
 
    “Oiiiytbbbuuj! Iuuytrghdfghjk!” 
 
    She just laughed and turned away. 
 
    Then Paul was alone. Alone with his thoughts. Alone, and knowing that he had been betrayed in the worst possible way. 
 
    Tears flowed and he slumped in the suit. 
 
    But there was nothing he could do. 
 
      
 
    The sound of the crowd grew. Loud voices shouting. Voices selling beer, and peanuts, and other sundries. 
 
    Occasional foot stomps. 
 
    The bleachers must be right above him. 
 
    He tried to look up, but could see nothing. 
 
    Then the suit lurched. Connections clicked and the Bozo suit rolled! 
 
    It turned to the right, away from Marcy, and rolled about ten feet, then turned into a hallway. Behind him Bozo Suit twelve turned in behind him. 
 
    He was trundled up a short ramp and a wide, black door swung open. He burst into the light of a large arena. Around the floor other Bozo suits were coming out of similar halls. 
 
    Twelve Bozo Suits. 
 
    Twelve people about to be bent over and…used. 
 
    For a minute the Bozo Suits were scurrying everywhere. They would run up to the rail between the arena and the crowd and stop suddenly. 
 
    Paul was lurched back and forth, but no fucking was committed, not yet. 
 
    Then the machines all assembled in the center of the area and stopped. They were in a circle looking out at the audience. 
 
    Paul stared at the people who were whooping it up and cheering for their favorite Bozo Suit. They were oblivious idiots, and Paul hated them all. Making a spectacle of him for their entertainment. 
 
    Then he saw the small box with twelve men sitting in it. Correction, ten men and two women. They were all smiling and holding control boxes. 
 
    The men were all dressed in black, and they looked like…Paul’s mind stuttered to a stop…they were gangsters! 
 
    These were some of the very people he had been working to get into jail! And he was in their hands! 
 
    He felt faint then, and he wondered where Marcy was. Because she was a prime witness and they had been looking for her! 
 
    And now they had her! 
 
    And Paul’s only hope was that nobody recognized them. 
 
    Fat chance. 
 
    The loudspeaker bellowed out: “Ladies and Gents! Welcome! Welcome to the Bozo Butt Driving Game!” 
 
    Paul studied the people in the audience. Drunken louts with buxom babes. The lowest of the low. Common louts out to see the most vulgar of entertainment. Cock fights. Live porn. Or, in this case, people forced to fuck against their will. 
 
    The announcer continued, “For those who haven’t seen these wonderful machines, we will now have a demonstration!” 
 
    Paul’s machine lurched into action. It made a quick circle on the arena floor, then stopped 
 
    On the other side of the arena Marcy’s machine vroomed into motion. It made circles, ended up behind Paul, and Paul’s machine bent at the waist. 
 
    Paul’s ass rose up and the crowd roared its approval, then Marcy’s machine shot forward and impaled him. Marcy’s dildo shot into him and he jerked and groaned. 
 
    The crowd rose up and started stomping their feet. 
 
    Then Marcy’s Bozo Butt machine began moving forward and back a couple of inches at a time. The plastic penis kept slamming into Paul. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he yelped. But it sounded like “Oohffuuuu!” 
 
    The crowd laughed at the look on his face. 
 
    Then Bozo Butt three roared out of the pack and went to Paul’s front. Bozo Butt three was a guy—the machine alternated male and female—and Paul gaped as a big weeny shot towards him. It entered the tube in his mouth and he was forced to give head. 
 
    The crowd was stamping their feet, screaming to the ceiling. 
 
    “The point system is as follows…” 
 
    The machines kept ramming into Paul as the number of points individual actions could bring. Finally, the machines backed off, and Paul lay in his suit and gasped. then the machine unbent at the waist and he was stood up. 
 
    That was the moment he saw the gangsters in the box laughing at him. They pointed their fingers and slapped their thighs and were having a wonderful, old time. 
 
    Oh, crap, he thought. They recognize me! 
 
    Then he realized they must have known who he was before they had him put in the infernal body armor thing. 
 
    And that meant they had recognized Marcy. 
 
    The announcer was finishing up his explanation. “So you see, if you make a contestant cum, points will be doubled.” 
 
    The crowd was silent now. They understood, and bets were quietly being taken up. 
 
    The gangsters sitting in the box were now huddled together. Every once in a while one would raise his head and grin at Paul or Marcy. 
 
    “Okay, ladies, gents. You have ten minutes to make your bets. The floor is open should you wish to examine the machines, or talk to the contestants.” 
 
    Paul stood quietly, thinking madly, and coming up with nothing. 
 
    People sauntered across the floor. Men in suits and ladies in gowns. Some of them tried to talk to Paul or Marcy, but neither Paul nor Marcy could speak. Marcy didnt’ have a tube in her throat, but she had been sprayed with something that paralyzed her vocal cords. 
 
    Jen stood outside the immediate ring of people and waved a pinkie at Paul and laughed. 
 
    Bets, bets, bets and more bets. 
 
    And the buzzer went off. 
 
    “Betting is over, please leave the arena floor. The game starts in one minute…” 
 
    Another buzzer.  
 
    “The game starts in 50 seconds…” 
 
    Another buzzer.  
 
    “The game starts in 40 seconds…” 
 
    Down to ten seconds, then Paul heard the final countdown. 
 
    “Five…four…three…two…one…GO!” 
 
    The machines moved, and insanity exploded. 
 
    The noise of the crowd was truly deafening. 
 
    Machines whirled around the arena. Machines bent over. Dicks and dildos were inserted, and people in the Bozo Butt machines yelled as they were diddled. 
 
    While the other ten machines circled and squared off and vied for the advantage, Paul and Marcy simply rolled from machine to machine and gave up the advantage. They were bent over and plugged again and again, and the crowd quickly saw they were losers and laughed at them. 
 
    The gangsters, Paul glimpsed them every once in a while, were bent over with laughter, and their strategy was obvious. They were going to fuck Paul and Marcy to the end. Then, if they were still standing, they would be taken out, given cement overshoes, and dropped into the bay. 
 
    Paul groaned, and watched, when he could, the points on a large board. 
 
    Amazingly, he and Marcy were high scorers. Even though they got half the points, they were getting plugged so much they were accumulating more points. 
 
    And, it didn’t help that Marcy was having orgasms. Orgasms doubled points, and being plugged was having its effect. 
 
    Orgasm after orgasm, and the points were racked up. 
 
    There was some sort of halftime, Paul was in a daze by now and just hung in his Bozo suit and breathed. He couldn’t see Marcy, but he knew she must be having a terrible time. Then the contest continued. 
 
    The crowd had realized that the simple strategy of making Paul and Marcy victims had worked, and they started cheering, and bets were shouted with Paul or Marcy, Bozo Butt one or two, as the projected winners. 
 
    Then the gangsters changed their strategy. Maybe to allow the other Bozo machines to catch up and excite the betting, they began having Paul and Marcy penetrate each other. 
 
    Bozo Butt one and Bozo Butt two faced each other. One would bend and the other would thrust. Then the other would bend and the other would thrust. 
 
    Again and again. Taking turns impaling. 
 
    The gangsters cheering. 
 
    A glimpse of Jen laughing. 
 
    The look on Marcy’s face, and Paul…Paul saw Marcy’s face. 
 
    She was dazed, but…but when he went forward she opened her mouth, or bent over and took it doggystyle, and…she was enjoying it. 
 
    Of course. She was a victim to everybody else, but Paul was her attorney. He had been helping her. His was the only really friendly face in the place for her. And the only friendly dick. 
 
    The other contestants were just fucking and having a good time. They had volunteered for this. But Paul…and her…they only had each other. 
 
    And he realized that hers was the only friendly face for him, and the only friendly pussy. 
 
    Something in him calmed. 
 
    The machines roared and bent and plugged, and he suddenly enjoyed the wonderful feeling of her pussy, or her mouth. 
 
    And when he managed to see her face he could see what he thought was a look of relief on her face. 
 
    She was not just being fucked by strangers, but being loved by somebody who she knew, and who she knew cared for her. 
 
    After all, hadn’t Paul come to her hotel room night after night, day after day, and conducted himself like an honorable man? 
 
    Hadn’t he watched TV and played cards and just talked with her? 
 
    Hadn’t he watched over her with no concern for himself? 
 
    Hadn’t he kept himself from trying to take advantage of her position? 
 
    He had been a gentleman, and kind, and now…now he was the only dick she wanted in her. 
 
    Paul felt the connection. He felt her pussy giving a twitch, a  contraction, a movement of encouragement. 
 
    Not just to mechanically fuck, but to find a point of care and concern, of love, in this universe. 
 
    And Paul finally had an orgasm. A deep, wrenching explosion that stupefied him and made him wonder at the cosmos. 
 
    But Paul cumming wasn’t int he gangster’s plans. Seeing him lurch, seeing hsi white seed squirt, Paul and Marcy were disengaged. Then the game hit the final quarter. 
 
    Everybody, all the machines, were fucking all the machines, striving for an advantage. Trying for a final cum. Trying to eke out the last point on the scoreboard on the wall. 
 
    Paul was now more aware. And he watched as his dick entered somebody, or a dick was entered into him, and he wished for Marcy. 
 
    Not Jen, who had betrayed him, she was gone from his thoughts.  
 
    But for Marcy. Marcy who wanted only him in this last moment of ultimate chaos. 
 
    Then, just as the cock on the wall counted down the final seconds, a big boom was heard. 
 
    The gangsters all looked around. This wasn’t part of the program. 
 
    Then screams were heard. 
 
    People began pouring onto the arena floor, running in the path of the Bozo Butt machines, getting knocked over, trampled, screaming. 
 
    Paul’s machine spun in circles, then came to a stop. A few yards from him Marcy’s machine came to a stop. 
 
    Then the police could be seen, swarming down the bleachers, pushing the crowd ahead of them, herding them into the arena. 
 
    Then the police were arresting people. They seemed to have an endless supply of the plastic wrist restraints, and people were cuffed and pushed out one of the exits. Doubtless to a waiting line of paddy wagons. 
 
    Finally, the floor was empty, and the police began opening the Bozo Butt machines. 
 
    They arrested the people and took them away, but when they came to Paul they stopped. 
 
    “Hey, Lieutenant, we got something different here!” 
 
    A tall police Lieutenant came up and examined Paul. He saw that Paul was locked in, and that he had a weird tube thing in his mouth. Paul nodded towards Marcy, and the police gathered around her. 
 
    Paul was released, and he and Marcy stood together, under blankets, and told their story. 
 
    Fortunately, the cops knew Paul had been one of the attorneys working to bring the gangsters to justice, and he was not arrested, and when Marcy was figured out to be a major witness…well, let it be said there was some major celebrating in city hall that night. 
 
    Finally, Paul and Marcy were escorted out of the arena. Most of the people who had come to watch the Bozo Butt games were gone to the hoosegow. The gangsters, however, were still there, and amongst them was…Marcy. 
 
    “Paul!” she yelled. “Help me! Hey! Get your hands off me! That’s my husband! He’s in charge of this…leggo! LET GO OF ME!” 
 
    The cops didn’t let go, however. They simply trundled Jen off to a waiting wagon. 
 
    Paul and Marcy sat in the back of a police car. They held each other. 
 
    “Thank you,” said Marcy. 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    “I could feel it…all through that…you were there for me.” 
 
    She cuddled closer to him. 
 
    Paul just smiled and held her.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    The Gangsters were all given hefty prison sentences. They were all charged with such things as kidnapping, false imprisonment, and a lot of other crimes. They would be rotting in jail for the rest of their lives. 
 
    Jen’s role in the affair was discovered. False imprisonment. Kidnapping. Not a lot of other things, but those charges would still do. 
 
    Over the months Jen called Paul endlessly, until he changed his phone number. 
 
    Sally’s role was discovered; it was revealed that she had deliberately aided the gangsters in finding the location of Marcy, and she was charged with conspiracy, obstructing justice, kidnapping, and a lot of other things.  
 
    Paul didn’t bother to come to Jen’s sentencing, where she received a couple of ten year sentences…to be served successively. 
 
    Paul was a hero, but of the bittersweet variety. He was video-ed in the Bozo Games, which the press had ended up calling ‘The Bend Over Games,’ and the video ruined his reputation. He eventually quit working as an attorney completely. 
 
    But, that was okay. Marcy was by his side, and he married her. 
 
    Then he moved to Mexico, where the laws are more forgiving, and became an investor in a new sport. This sport used Bozo Butt machines, but was more of the volunteer variety, and there were lots of volunteers. Male and female, there was no end to the people who wanted to ride around in the metal suits and fuck each other. 
 
    Currently, Paul is a billionaire living in Cancun in a massive villa. 
 
    The gorgeous Marcy is by his side. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed. 
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    Dick’s Big Feminization! 
 
    An actor suffers a medical disaster, 
 
    is feminized and becomes a woman! 
 
      
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    Secrets, secrets. Everybody’s got secrets. But not everybody gets their nipples pierced. 
 
    One of my little secrets, nobody knows this, but I once thought about being an actress. I took some lessons, talking to some people, and my acting teacher said I had a real shot at it. Then she died. 
 
    Just like that. Croaked. 
 
    I just forgot about it at that point. The truth was that I didn’t have the drive, I just didn’t care enough. And…there were other things I wanted to do more. 
 
    Things like write. 
 
    But, if you have the desire, go for it. 
 
    Or if you want to get a piercing, sure. 
 
    But I’d stay away from secrets. Those are dangerous! 
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    “You can’t ask me to do that!” Dick blurted. 
 
    Dick was a handsome enough fellow. He was slender, his hair was a bit longish, and his eyes a piercing blue. Though his chin wasn’t exactly square, it was firm enough for him to play the part of a deputy sheriff in a play at the community playhouse.  
 
    “Oh, come on,” purred Lola, his leading lady. “Mine are pierced. Didn’t hurt, and it’s sort of kinky. 
 
    Lola defined the word babe. She had an actresses good looks, a full body, especially top side, and a manner that encouraged men to like her. 
 
    Dick sure liked her. He had tried extra hard to get this part when he found out she was going to be the lead. And kissing her at the end was the bomb! 
 
    “Yeah, but…it’s different.” 
 
    “A nipple is like an earlobe,” explained Sandy Perkins, the director. She was an older woman, past her prime as an actress, but still retaining her good looks from when she had been a box office draw. 
 
    “I don’t think so,” said Dick. 
 
    “A boob is a boob, and a tit is a tit, and a nipple—“ Lola was reclining on the couch on the stage. Only the lights on the stage were lit, but they were plenty bright. 
 
    “It’s only for the length of the show, seven days, and I’ll even give you the piercing myself.” 
 
    Dick swallowed. He didn’t like the idea of putting needles through his body. Not even for a few days. 
 
    “Well, I don’t like the idea of needles, or tattoos, or anything. I want my skin to stay lily white and pure.” 
 
    The two women studied him carefully. Both had small frowns on their faces. 
 
    “I’ll show you mine…” said Lola. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Oh, hell.” Lola sat up and began unbuttoning her blouse. Button by button her perfect flesh was revealed. The swell of her breasts appeared, and then she was wearing only a bra. 
 
    Sandy sat back and concealed a smile. She knew what her star was doing; it was something she would have done if their roles were reversed. 
 
    Dick gulped and broke into a light sweat. He was enthralled with Lola, and to see her undressing so cavalierly…it was incredible. He gulped again and his Adam’s apple bobbed up and down. 
 
    Lola undid her bra and her breasts flopped out. 
 
    They were large. Maybe a bit large for some people, but perfect for Dick. 
 
    And the nipples. She really did have nipple rings. Well, not rings. The large nipples were kept stiff by little barbells.  
 
    Dick’s mouth opened and was dry. He licked his lips. 
 
    Sandy stifled a cough, which was actually a snicker. Men were so easy. 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Would you like to feel them?” 
 
    “Well, I…” 
 
    Lola moved over next to Dick. She took one of his hands and lifted it to her boob. 
 
    Then Dick’s other hand followed, and he had his mitts on Lola Cartwright’s magnificent hooters. 
 
    More, she was making him feel the nipples, the nipple barbells, and she gave a little shudder. 
 
    “Sorry, this always turns me on.” 
 
    Dick couldn’t take his eyes off her perfect boobs. He felt faint. 
 
    “Sandy, hand me the star shield.” 
 
    The director was holding the nipple shield, and she handed it to the actress. 
 
    “Hold this,” Lola handed the shield to Dick. She began unscrewing one of the barbell ends on barbell on her left breast. Her hand made small movements, then the jewelry came loose. She hand it to Sandy and took the star back from Dick. 
 
    She tried to put the needle through her nipple, but it was too awkward. 
 
    “Hold my tit steady, Dick.” 
 
    Dick was blinking, but he put his hands under her boob. Lola tried again, then sighed. “Pull the nipple out for me.” 
 
    Dick used his other hand and gripped her fat nipple. It was pulsing with blood, and he stretched it out. 
 
    “It’s always difficult with a shield like this. Not enough room behind the shield, if you get my—ah, there it goes.” 
 
    The needle slid through the hole in her nipple, it snapped onto the other side of the shield and she was set. 
 
    The play called for a final scene where the sheriff has the shirt ripped off him. He had a nipple shield in the shape of a badge, and the audience would go wild. It was perfect for his character. It was ludicrous and brilliant, and when he acted embarrassed Lola would hug him and kiss him, and the curtains would close. 
 
    Just two minutes of a nipple shield over his nipple, and the play would be a hit. People would be talking, and…it would work. 
 
    Except that Dick didn’t want his nipple pierced. 
 
    Except that, now, he was staring at the reality, the badge on the large nipple of his co-star, the woman who he would really like to make a connection with. 
 
    Still, he was scared. It was a needle, after all, and he had a fear of needles! And a love of his own perfect skin remaining whole. 
 
    “There you go, dick. go ahead, feel it.” 
 
    Dick did. 
 
    “Pull on it lightly.” 
 
    Dick did, and Lola gave a subtle moan and half closed her eyes. “Sorry. But this really turns me on.” 
 
    “How about it, Dick. A couple of nights. That’s all. You’ll be the star of the break out play of the season. This is a big door opening for you.” 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    “Hell, Dick, if you do this it’s good for me. So I’ll tell you what. You do this and after the play, the last performance, I’ll suck your dick.” 
 
    Lola grunted, and did a poor job of covering up her snort. 
 
    Dick was caught. But there was something he wanted more. 
 
    “Go out with me.” 
 
    Both ladies blinked. They were professionals, and they understood about the value of sleeping their way to a role, but this was the first time they had ever considered the possibility that a man would whore himself for a role. 
 
    Sandy and Lola looked at each other. Then Sandy turned back to Dick. 
 
    “You don’t want your dick sucked?” 
 
    “Or even fucked?” asked Sandy, slightly bewildered. 
 
    “Sure. But only if you want to. Go out with me, let me see if I can sway you to want to do me just because you like me. You promise me a chance and I’ll…I’ll do the nipple piercing thing. 
 
    Both ladies smiled. 
 
      
 
    Opening night, and Dick was in his dressing room. He put on his wild west costume, checked that the loads in his pistol were blanks—they were, and it was just a starting pistol, anyway—and Sandy popped through the door. 
 
    “Okay, Dick. Are you ready for the real thing?” 
 
    Dick gulped. He had been gulping all week. He nodded. 
 
    Sandy sat down next to him and put the piercing kit on the make up counter. 
 
    “Okay, take a big gulp of this…” she handed him a bottle of bourbon.” 
 
    “Alcohol before a performance?” 
 
    “I’m usually adamantly opposed to liquor on the stage, or set, or whatever, but I know this nipple thing…and you being sort of a sissy about it all…” 
 
    “I’m not a sissy,” he said weakly. 
 
    She unsnapped the pearl snaps on his garish, western shirt. 
 
    Dick unscrewed the cap and tilted the bottle. 
 
    Gulp! It went down hard, woosh, and his belly immediately warmed up. 
 
    Sandy was pulling his nipple out, and she dabbed it with alcohol, then slid the needle smoothly through it. 
 
    Dick gasped, it hurt, but then the hurt evaporated, and he felt a warm tingling going out from his nipple. 
 
    “You’re lucky,” Sandy murmured. She had the star shield ready. “For many people it hurts more. And it takes time to heal, but I know what I’m doing.” 
 
    She pushed the bar through his nipple, snapped it shut over the shield, and leaned back. 
 
    Dick sat there, in a little shock, and stared down at his chest. 
 
    He had a badge attached to his skin, and it looked absolutely perfect. 
 
    He could feel the audience gasping, chuckling nervously, then applauding. 
 
    And he would be a star. 
 
    He took another gulp of whiskey. 
 
    Sandy grabbed the bottle quickly. “None of that,” but she was smiling. Being a director she was a bit of a control freak, and piercing Dick, and then grabbing the bottle to control him, made her a bit warm down there. 
 
    Hell, this whole play was making her not just warm, but downright wet. This was going to be a great play, and it was going to break things open for her. 
 
    “Okay, sport, get dressed, and get ready to break a leg.” 
 
    She dabbed a single drop of blood off his nipple, then helped him pull his shirt up. 
 
    Dick snapped the buttons, gave a sickly grin, then continued to get ready. 
 
      
 
    The play went off without a hitch. 
 
    In the first act the villain robbed the bank and took his hostage, the beautiful Lola Cartwright. 
 
    In the second act several things happened. Sheriff Dick Johnson took center stage. The role was complex, and Dick managed to pull it off. He was commanding, but presented a ludicrous side. It was a delicate presentation, and Dick managed to be a buffoon, and still retain his sheriff’s authority. 
 
    And, the villain abused Lola—tastefully, of course—and roused the audience’s ire. 
 
    Then the third act, the confrontation between the sheriff and the villain, the gunfight, the fist fight, the shirt being ripped off, and suddenly the audience cheered for the sheriff. 
 
    Dick took his stage punches and delivered his own to the tune of a thousand voices cheering for him. It was an incredible feeling, and it told him that he could make it as an actor. 
 
    Then, the villain out cold, the audience cheering, Dick took Lola in his arms, and she whispered to him, “Oh, big Dick, you really pulled it off.” 
 
    She kissed him. It wasn’t just a kiss, it was her kissing him, and he felt like he was in outer space, blasting off. 
 
    And she whispered, “I’m going to fuck you silly!” And kissed him again. 
 
    And the audience was screaming their lungs out for him. 
 
      
 
    The seven days of the show were a total sell out. The first show had sold out because all the actors had told their relatives to come see it. The second to seventh show were sell outs because everybody in the city wanted to see it. Word went out, word of mouth, reviews, even discussions on the local TV network about Dick’s fine work and dedication to his craft. 
 
    And every show Dick got the works from Lola. She started hanging with him in the back area, they went out for dinner after the show, she even laughed and giggled and groped him a bit. 
 
    First it was just a turn of the body, the back of her hand coming in contact with his crotch, and she chuckled knowingly. 
 
    Then it got more serious. By the fifth show they were digging for tonsils in a dark corridor back stage, and her hand was all the way in his pants. 
 
    He loved it. 
 
    And, what was more important, she loved it. 
 
    She would often say things like, “I’m glad we took a chance on you…big Dick.” 
 
    Night after night the fight would happen, the shirt would rip off, and his bare breast would be revealed.  
 
    He was the studly sheriff with the soft secret. 
 
    And he was the toast of the town. 
 
    On the seventh night, however, he didn’t feel well. He had a slight fever, was a little dizzy, and, worse, he had a slight swelling in his chest. His left chest. His pectoral. Or, more explicitly, his left ‘boob.’ 
 
    That’s right. His breast under the piercing was swelling, and by performance time it was actually a small, little tit. 
 
    Oh, nothing that would be noticed, even when his shirt was ripped off and he revealed the secret to his personality. 
 
    But it was irritated. His chest hurt a little. 
 
    Still, he carried the night once again. 
 
    He played his role to perfection, played it to the hilt, and when the final fight scene erupted the audience was already on their feet. They cheered the swings and the busted furniture. They screamed when the shirt came off. 
 
    Dick turned to the audience, faced them and staggered and showed the badge pinned to his very flesh. 
 
    Then the villain spun him, and they took another couple of swings. Then Dick threw the knock out shot. But when he threw it, and the villain collapsed, he almost collapsed, too.  
 
    The fight scene had taken everything out of him, but he managed to get to his knees and stagger to Lola. 
 
    Lola knew something was off. She could see the perspiration beading on his face. She could feel the heat coming off him. She could see the dazed look in his eyes. 
 
    She had to almost hold him up as she kissed him, but she managed to pull it off, and she even supported him when they did curtain calls. 
 
    Then it was over. 
 
    The curtain closed and Dick sagged to his knees. Lola couldn’t support his whole weight, and he lay down right on the stage. 
 
    “Something’s wrong, he muttered. 
 
    Lola was right by his side, and she held his hand, and she saw his breast. 
 
    The badge had concealed it, but it was swelling up. She had seen him before the show and it looked normal. Hard to tell with the badge distracting inspection, but…normal. 
 
    Now it wasn’t normal. Now his chest was swollen. Now he had an actual boob on his chest. 
 
    “Call an ambulance!” she shouted, and she held him close. 
 
      
 
    Dick awoke to whiteness. White lights. White ceiling. White walls. Even white people. Then his vision cleared a bit and he realized he was in a hospital. 
 
    “Hey,” he objected, without knowing what he was objecting to. 
 
    “Right here, Dick.” Lola was holding his hand and sitting right next to him. 
 
    Dick was dazed, but he was mentally quick and he realized that something bad must have happened to him. 
 
    “What happened? What am I doing here?” 
 
    “There was a problem with your piercing. The doctor…oh, good.” 
 
    A doctor entered the room and stood at the bottom of the bed. He was tall and he wore a face mask. He had on thick glasses and bushy brows behind the glasses. “How are you feeling, Mr. Johnson.” 
 
    “Like shit,” Dick replied honestly. 
 
    “Yes. I would imagine. Well, there’s good news and bad news.” 
 
    This was a very ‘un-doctorly’ way of speaking and it made Dick blink. The doctor continued right on. 
 
    “The piercing has infected your chest. We can remove infected material, but we’re going to have to rebuild your chest. There’s going to be some swelling for a few days, but don’t worry. Everything is going to return to normal.” 
 
    Dick was feeling a bit dazed from all the drugs they had given him,  things weren’t all making sense, but he nodded. “Okay…I guess. I mean—“ 
 
    “You should be thankful,” said the doctor, holding an Xray up to the light. “We caught you just in time. Any longer and we’d have to amputate.” 
 
    Lola gasped, and even through the drugs Dick was confused. What kind of bedside manner was this? 
 
    But, again, he was drugged, and the doctor seemed so authoritative…. 
 
    “Okay, the nurse will take you upstairs and I’ll see you in a couple of minutes.” 
 
    “Oh. Okay.” 
 
    And the doctor was gone. 
 
    Lola stood up and leaned over him. She was careful not to touch his chest, which was really swollen now, but she hugged him ever so lightly and kissed him. 
 
    “Now, remember,” she whispered into his ear. “We have a date coming up, so get through this as quick as you can.” 
 
    “I love you,” said Dick. 
 
    She blinked and straightened up. 
 
    “Oh, fuck. I’m drugged. I shouldn’t have said that.” 
 
    She smiled. “No. No, you should have said it.” 
 
    “Then you’re not upset?” 
 
    “Honey, you get better, and we’ll discuss the heck out of this. But right now…” 
 
    He smiled, she smiled and clutched his hand, and then he was being transferred to a gurney. 
 
      
 
    Dick awoke a second time, but this time he wasn’t dazed. He had been sleeping in the recovery room and his system had had a chance to clear a lot of the drugs out. 
 
    He opened his eyes and saw a white ceiling, and…a window that stretched down the wall. 
 
    He smiled, and saw green hills. 
 
    And he felt good. 
 
    Of course he still had a few drugs in his system, he wasn’t completely clean, but he was happy and alert and appreciative. He had survived a medical emergency. 
 
    “How are you doing, honey?” 
 
    He turned his face and smiled brightly. Lola was there, and she had called him honey. 
 
    “Top of the world, ma.” 
 
    They both laughed at the classic movie line from ‘White Heat.’ 
 
    Then he looked down at his chest. “Man, they really got me bundled up down there.” 
 
    Lola looked at his chest. 
 
    It was huge. Whatever the doctor had done, he had left two big mounds of bandages. 
 
    They both frowned. 
 
    Then Lola, trying to relieve the situation, chirped, “”Makes it look like you have real tits.” 
 
    He smiled, but it wasn’t a happy smile. “I hope I’m not too scarred up down there” 
 
    “Oh, you won’t be.  Besides, you know what they say?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Scars are just badges of honor.” 
 
    “Ugh. Don’t talk about badges to me.” 
 
    They both chuckled. 
 
      
 
    Dick had come in late the previous night, had been operated on in the morning, and was discharged int he late afternoon. Lola was there to help him. 
 
    “I live over on fourth street. You can drop me off there.” 
 
    “I don’t think so,” said Lola, handing him a bag with medicine in it and closing the door. 
 
    She circled the car and got in and he looked askance at her. 
 
    “Have you ever seen my house?” 
 
    “I didn’t even know you had a house.” 
 
    “Well, you know now, and that’s where you’re going to be recovering.” 
 
    “I can’t do that!” 
 
    “Why not? I got you into this mess, and it’s a good chance for us to get to know each other. Outside of those incredible, passionate kisses you were giving me in front of thousands of people.” 
 
    He smiled. “I would like to know what it’s like to kiss you in private.” 
 
    “It’ll probably be boring. You’ll do it once then toss me aside.” 
 
    “You know that’s not true.” 
 
    “Well, maybe,” she responded, playing the part. “But do you need anything from home? You can stay in the car and I can ransack your place, take all your toothpaste and valuables. 
 
    “You can have the valuables, ‘cause I ain’t got none. But I need toothpaste, especially if I’m going to be, uh…” 
 
    “Kissing me?” 
 
    “Yeah. That!” 
 
    She smiled. “Can do, captain. Now hold on to your britches.” 
 
     
 
    An hour later Lola pulled up to a small house in the hills. 
 
    It was overhung with trees, and Lola and took him in through the side yard. She didn’t like tracking leaves in the front door. In the back the pool was under the sun and looked very appealing, and there were no leaves. 
 
    “Wow. Nice digs.” 
 
    “I bet you say that to all the girls.” 
 
    “Only the ones I want to get in their pants.” 
 
    “Ha!” 
 
    They entered through the back and Dick stood in a large, cool sunken living room. behind the living room was a modern kitchen. 
 
    “Down here is the bedroom,” she led him down a short corridor. “There’s one on the other side of the house, that’s if you don’t like sleeping with girls.” 
 
    “I have to sleep with girls?” Dick mock complained. “You mean real girls? The ones with cooties?” 
 
    They entered a big bedroom and Lola opened the shades. They were able to look over the hills, but the hills couldn’t look in on them. 
 
    “Big cooties.” She turned to him and wrapped him in her arms. Her face was inches from his when she whispered, “Big cooties that will devour every inch of you and leave nothing but a quivering pool of sperm.” 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he blinked. 
 
    Then she kissed him. 
 
    But she didn’t just ‘kiss’ him.  
 
    She KISSED him. 
 
    There have been many famous kisses in Hollywood. Richard and Liz. Clark and Vivian. Miss Piggy and Kermit. But none of them could hold a candle to the lip lock Lola Johnson performed on Dick Johnson on that afternoon. 
 
    It was deep, soul quivering, and just the start. 
 
    She reached down for his zipper and tugged it. He sprang out, fully formed and ready to go. Two weeks of kissing Lola nightly had prepared him for this. A week of rehearsals, then a week of performances, and he had had no sex. 
 
    Heck, being kissed by Lola Cartwright made him want sex with no other woman…just her. 
 
    She gripped his shaft and marveled. “I’d ask if this was a gun, or if you were just glad to see me, but I think I know the answer.” 
 
    He responded with, “I’ve loved you since I saw you in that play on Sepulveda.” 
 
    “Oh, God,” she whispered, stroking him. “I was terrible in that.” 
 
    “Terribly good. I could see only you.” 
 
    She divested him of his pants. 
 
    “At the risk of being cliche, I bet you say that to all the girls.” 
 
    “Only the ones holding my dick.” 
 
    She pushed his shirt back off his shoulders. All his bulky bandages were revealed, the large mountains on his chest stood out. 
 
    “Be careful,” he whispered. 
 
    “My middle name,” and her mouth was plastered onto his. For a long minute they swam in the depths, not coming up for air. 
 
    His hands weren’t afraid of feeling her breasts, and he felt her, and began pulling her clothes off. 
 
    She stepped back from him, sat on the bed, then leaned back on her elbows and grinned challengingly at him. “Well, stud?” 
 
    He lifted her skirt and pulled off her panties, then he knelt between her thighs, pushed her back onto her back. He moved her legs aside—he had to because of the big bandages on his chest—and showed her what kissing was really all about. 
 
    She laughed, she cried, she pushed his head away, but he wouldn’t leave. Then she made noises that weren’t intelligible words, but certainly meant a lot. Finally, she was just sobbing, and then he moved up and inserted himself. 
 
    That was the moment she decided that she truly loved him. 
 
      
 
    They awoke the next morning at about the same time. 
 
    An odd thing, that, waking up simultaneously. They figured it meant they were really connected, and they were. 
 
    So they laid around and giggled and joked and groped each other. 
 
    They laughed and tickled and kissed, and got up and had breakfast. 
 
    They cooked together, almost letting the food burn for their burning kisses. 
 
    They sat out on the patio and fed each other. And the only bummer was the bandages on Dick’s chest. in the morning light they seemed even bigger, and they were so exactly like tits it was…weird. 
 
    Still, they were in love, and certainly in lust, and the morning past, and it would be a couple of days until they finally found out the news they had missed. The truly bad news. 
 
    Of course, there was no reason they should have seen it. It only occupied a couple of minutes of the morning news, then faded. 
 
    But that’s the world. Today’s bad news is tomorrow’s not so bad news, and three days later it is a comedian’s joke. 
 
    But it was, for them, no matter how much time passed, truly bad news. 
 
      
 
    Three days later they were sitting on the patio, naked, eating Chinese. Tonight they were going to make a festival of Kathleen Crowley movies. They were going to binge on ‘Target Earth,’ and ‘The Silver Whip,’ and, of course, ‘Curse of the Undead.’ They were arguing over what order to watch the classics in when the doorbell sounded. 
 
    Ding dong! 
 
    Lola made a moue. “I shall ignore it,” and she flipped her hair arrogantly. 
 
    Dick laughed. “I’ll get it.” 
 
    “But,” she played it dramatically, “What if it’s Count Dracula?” 
 
    “It won’t be,” he assured her. 
 
    Ding dong! 
 
    “How do you know?” 
 
    “Because I’m Count Dracula, and I vant to suck your blood!” 
 
    She ran, laughing, through the house, him pursuing her and making growling and sucking noises. 
 
    She gripped the doorknob and threatened, “It’s Helsing!” 
 
    “Bah! What do I—“ 
 
    She opened the door. 
 
    Two men in suits. Somber men, and Lola knew, intuitively, that it was worse than Count Dracula. 
 
      
 
    Dick and Lola and the two men sat in chairs at the kitchen table. Documents were laid out on the table and Dick, incredulous, said, “So a complete stranger comes into your hospital and performs an operation on me.” 
 
    The two men looked at each other, and in spite of their lawyerly air there was a sheepishness in the air. 
 
    “He was apparently a medical student, had some problems…” 
 
    “Yes, you told us that. He was committed, and eventually released.” 
 
    “He had everybody fooled,” explained one of the suits. He knew the medical language, he spoke seriously with the nurses, he acted just alike a doctor.” 
 
    “And you found the real doctor knocked out in a broom closet.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “So let’s discuss what he actually did to Dick.” The look in Lola’s eyes was downright dangerous. 
 
    “He implanted Chyna 2000 breast implants. They are breast implants designed for Joannie Laurer, a professional wrestler known as the Ninth Wonder of the World.” 
 
    “So this isn’t just temporary swelling. It’s actually boobs.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Lola and Dick looked at each other. 
 
    “That explains the size and shape of them.,” murmured Lola. 
 
    “And that explains why I’ve got two bulges. I thought it was just bandages, but he really gave me two implants.” 
 
    The lawyers nodded and offered, ‘Uh, um…yeahs,’ to the proceedings. 
 
    “So let’s cut to the chase,” said Dick. “Why are you here? Aside from having to tell me that I’ve been maimed by a maniac under the auspices of your hospital.” 
 
    “Well, we’re here to discuss your return to the hospital, and to negotiate a settlement.” 
 
    “So I go back and let the people who maimed me maim me again, and you buy me off for…what? how much are you prepared to offer me to keep quiet and save the reputation of your wonderful hospital?” 
 
    The lawyers stirred in their chairs, and one of them, the one who had been taking the second position, said, “We’ll be responsible for all your medical bills in this situation, along with a settlement of $25,000. I think you’ll find that that’s quite generous considering that you’ve already signed arbitration agreements and—“ 
 
    “Hold up,” Lola raised her hand. “$25,000. Dr. Frankenstein cuts my boyfriend up, endangers an acting career that has really opened up, and you want to buy him a cheap automobile.” 
 
    “Nobody said anything about a car,” mumbled the lawyer. 
 
    “$25,000 won’t even buy a Ford,” observed Dick. 
 
    “Well, yes, but you signed—“ 
 
    “I signed under the impression that I was going to be administered to by professionals, not some sick kid who’s watched too many Freddy movies.” 
 
    “But you’ve got to understand—“ 
 
    Lola interrupted him this time. 
 
    “Actually, it’s our lawyer who is going to have to understand. And you can forget about Dick coming back to your abattoir. Tomorrow we’ll be looking for reputable doctors who actually have some ethics.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    But Lola was already up and moving. She had the door open and was waiting. 
 
    The lawyers had no choice but to leave, but they were due to suffer one more indignity. As they walked past Lola she grabbed the folder with Dick’s medical files in it out of the lawyer’s hands. 
 
    “Hey!” He reached for it, but she backed up. “Give that back.” 
 
    Dick stepped into the doorway. To get the file back the lawyer would have to push past a recovering patient, then tear the file from the hands of a running, shrieking woman. A woman who already had her cell phone out and was videoing the scene. 
 
    “I don’t think so. Our new doctors and lawyers will be needing this.” 
 
    Frustrated, but helpless, the lawyers backed down. One tugged the others sleeve and they exited through the front gate. 
 
    Dick closed the door and they stared at each other. 
 
    Dick had been maimed, and they had insulted him, and…and… 
 
    “There’s only one thing to do,” said Lola. 
 
    “Watch Kathleen Crowley?” 
 
    “That comes later.” 
 
    And Dick understood. 
 
    As they walked down the hall towards the bedroom Lola said, “You know, I was getting off on thinking how much your tits looked like tits. And now to find out they are tits…well…” 
 
    “I’d laugh,” said Dick, “but it hurts too much.” 
 
    “Don’t worry. I’ll kiss it and make it better.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    At a different hospital the next day…Dick saw his tits. 
 
    Now that he knew what was happening, now that he knew what had been done, he thought he was fine. He was expecting to see tits. What he saw however, shocked him to the core. Still, it was just tits. 
 
    He went to the hospital with Lola, they sat in the waiting room, waited for the hospital to decide to see him. Since he was asking for a ‘second opinion’ the hospital wanted him to sign paperwork prepared by hard working lawyers. 
 
    By ten o’clock, however, they went in to see a lawyer. 
 
    By eleven o’clock, after assuring the hospital they wouldn’t sue, and filling out documents, they saw a doctor. 
 
    “What a fucking circus,” groused Dick to Lola just prior to the doctor entering the exam room. 
 
    Lola replied, “When did the Hippocratic oath command doctors that protecting their own asses was more important than helping people?” 
 
    Then the doctor came in, smiled, and got down to business. 
 
    The doctor had Dick sit on an exam table and he carefully unwrapped his chest. As the bandages dropped away Dick’s mouth opened and he stared in stunned surprise. 
 
    Two boobs. Not just a swollen breast with a nipple infection. 
 
    For a demented maniac, the psychotic wanna be doctor had done an incredible job. 
 
    His boobs were massive, but, courtesy of being hooked to his rib cage, didn’t sag. The nipples were in the center of the boobs, not off center, too low, or anything like that. 
 
    They were perfectly shaped cones, exactly like real tits. 
 
    “Whoa,” said Lola, and Dick was surprised at the excitement that flashed in Lola’s eyes. 
 
    He blurted, “You like these?” 
 
    She was, for the first time since he had met her, speechless. 
 
    The doctor felt his breasts. He hefted them, he measured them, he took pictures. 
 
    “Well, the good news is,” he said, “”the young fellow who did this did an incredible job. This is possibly the best result for breast implants I have ever seen.” 
 
    Lola finally managed to say, “They are impressive.” 
 
    Dick contemplated her through half lidded eyes. 
 
    “The bad news,” the doctor continued, is that we have to wait before we can remove them.” 
 
    “Why?” Both Lola and Dick said at the same time. 
 
    “Well, in spite of such shows as Grey’s Anatomy, we don’t operate on an operation. Yes, there are times, but these are extreme cases. The usual practice is to wait for healing to take effect, then operate, and, there is an additional problem. When your previous doctor put in the implants it appears that he did something unorthodox.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Usually the breast is hooked to the rib cage. He didn’t just hook it, it’s not just a plastic substance that can be cut. He tied, and it looks like he used some kind of metal. We’re going to have to take X-rays to figure this out, but…I’m sorry, Mr. Johnson, but you’re going to be stuck with these breasts for at least a month, maybe longer.” 
 
     
 
    Dick and Lola walked out of the hospital and Dick was hardly capable of thought. 
 
    “Tits for a month,” he muttered. 
 
    “That’s not so bad,” Lola’s eyes were glittering as she held on to his arm. “And at least you don’t have to wear those bandages.” 
 
    Dick studied her profile. That was true. The crazy ‘doctor’ had wrapped his chest up to hide the fact that he had put tits in Dick’s chest. He didn’t need all the bandages. He was, in fact, wearing a bra the doctor had given him. 
 
    It was a stiff, medical suspensory garment of sorts. 
 
    It wasn’t especially comfortable, but it did support him, and he had realized that, unwrapped, his tits were quite heavy. 
 
    “You like this,” he stated, his voice small. 
 
    She looked at him, and realized that she was on soft ground. 
 
    He was hurting. 
 
    He had a great sense of humor, and he was as flakey a person as she was, but this was his body they were talking about. 
 
    More, it was his character and persona and his way of making a living. 
 
    She stopped him just as they reached her car and turned him to face her. 
 
    “We’re actors.” 
 
    “Ye-e-es.” He drew his answer out, not knowing where she was going. 
 
    “Then we act. You have been given a specific role for a month. Oh, you can be a man walking around, all upset because life has dissed him. Or you can be a woman, learning things that will help you be a better actor.” 
 
    If there was anything in the world that she could have said that would have helped him, that was it. 
 
    He was an actor. Acting was his craft. 
 
    Take a bad situation and make it into a learning experience. 
 
    “What about you? Do you want to be seen walking around with a freak?” 
 
    “Since when is being a woman being a freak?” she challenged him. 
 
    He frowned. 
 
    “Besides, I always wanted to see what it was like to be with a lesbian. We can walk around and hold hands, you en femme, and watch how the world reacts to us. We can go to clubs and play the part. We can explore this and find out what lesbians really feel. And you what a woman really feels. You don’t think that won’t make you a better actor?” 
 
    He stood, gave his lips a light lick, and thought about what she was saying. 
 
    “I prefer the Miesner Technique.” 
 
    “Baby,” breathed Lola to his droll ‘confession,’ you can focus on me all you want.” 
 
    Then, starved by having to restrain herself for the long hours of their visit to the hospital, she was in his arms. Or he was in hers. They were never sure when they went hog wild like this. 
 
    At any rate, she was hugged him, their breasts were pressing together, their lips were mashing, and they were literally breathing into each other. 
 
      
 
    They made it home and screwed like sex starved pigs. And now Lola truly enjoyed Dick’s tits. She had never been with a woman, and while he wasn’t a woman, he had a woman’s parts. She licked and sucked, she felt and fondled. She explored his nipples with her tongue. 
 
    Dick lay back and let her be the aggressor. He laughed at one point and said, “It’s nice to let the man do all the work.” 
 
    She called him a lazy slut and told him to move his ass. 
 
    And they ended up feeling pretty good, once his cum was spilled. 
 
    Then they had to figure out how to accouter him as a female. 
 
      
 
    They were both actors. They understood make up. They even understood prosthesis and the need for special garments. 
 
    And, Dick had the wonderful ability to throw himself into a role. 
 
    Dick was an inch taller than Lola, and a few pounds heavier. And now his tits were slightly larger than Lola’s. 
 
    She brought out panties and he tried them on. Panty after panty. 
 
    “Well, they fit, but you’re already getting another boner.” 
 
    “Can’t help it. When the world’s most beautiful woman handles your junk…you get hard.” 
 
    “Aw, what a sweet thing to say,” she patted his cheek. “Now get soft or I’ll spank it.” 
 
    He groaned. “You might have to.” 
 
    And, in the end, she tried spanking it, which didn’t work, and which led them to a second bout of love making that day. 
 
      
 
    “What are we going to do about your dong?” she asked, projecting playful misery. 
 
    He looked down and grinned. “There are more things in your philosophy, Horatio.” 
 
    “I know!” She picked up her cell phone and dialed a number. 
 
    “Marcia! Dahling!” 
 
    Dick went to fix lunch. He knew that women would talk for hours, especially if you were waiting for them. Surprisingly, Lola popped into the kitchen in a minute.  
 
    “It’s called a gaff.” 
 
    “What is?” 
 
    “What female impersonators wear. I was just talking to Marcia, who works in Costumes. She said males really get off on dressing up, and there is a special pair of panties called a gaff, which keeps everything under control.” 
 
    “So now Marcia knows you have a friend who is into female impersonating,” but he wasn’t really upset. 
 
    Lola chuckled. “Yeah. Want a threesome? She’s 800 pounds and hairier than a gorilla.” 
 
    “But is she female?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Got big tits like yours, though.” 
 
    “Great,” his lack of excitement was noted. 
 
    “Okay, she’s going to bring a gaff over, and in the meantime, let’s work on presenting your chest.” 
 
    “Presenting?” 
 
    “Hey, you know that women are judged by how well endowed they are, we’re going to endow you. Try this on.” 
 
    She held out a bra. It was a flimsy thing, a half bra actually, and Dick looked at it like it was a snake.” 
 
    “What’s the matter?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. I think I’m suffering from latent male-ism.” 
 
    “Well, get rid of that and put the bra on.” 
 
    With a little laughter and a few chuckling criticisms, Dick managed to figure the thing out. It helped that he had seen a woman put on a bra before. He pulled it up tight, and said, “Too tight.” 
 
    “Here, let me loosen the straps, there we go, and you need an extender to make the back strap longer. Let me text Marcia. 
 
    While Lola texted her friend, Dick saw himself in the mirror. 
 
    He had seen himself at the hospital, but mostly in reflections off the metal surfaces in the elevator. He had looked shlumpy and drawn then. Now, fresh rested and with a real bra, he looked…more than perky. Quite a bit more. 
 
    His Chyna 2000s were protruding into the next room, and they were standing up and cheering. 
 
    Lola hung up and grinned. “Baby, you’re stacked.” 
 
    “From stuck to stacked. That’s me.” 
 
    “Okay, we really need to give you a tummy shaper, or maybe a corset. Yes, a short corset, that would take care of your huge and gargantuan belly.” 
 
    “I don’t have a big belly!” 
 
    “Okay, if you say so, Baby Huey.” 
 
    She ran for the bedroom and returned with a stiff garment. She pulled it around him and began fastening hooks. “We can get one with a built in bra, that would really push you up. suck in your gut.” 
 
    He sucked, and she began pulling strings on the corset. 
 
    “How am I supposed to breath?” he asked, when she was nearly done. 
 
    “Why do you need to breath? Breathing is for sissies!” 
 
    “Can I breath and be a sissy, too?” 
 
    “Well, okay. But don’t breath much.” 
 
    “Don’t worry. I can’t.” 
 
    The corset worked wonders. His belly, which wasn’t big to start with, shrunk, which made his boobs bigger, and which made his ass rounder. 
 
    “God,” he said, looking at himself in the mirror again. “What women go through.” 
 
    “You ain’t seen the half of it. Wait until we put the Tampon in.” 
 
    He stared at her hard, and she giggled. “Gotcha.” 
 
    He sighed, and tried to relax his constricted belly. 
 
    “Okay, dress…dress…what will you look good in?” she tapped her toe and tapped a tooth with one of her long fingernails. Then, “Come on, let’s head for the back. I don’t want to keep running back and forth.” 
 
    “But what about breakfast.” 
 
    She grinned. “Are you really feeling hungry? With that corset on?” 
 
    Ruefully, he shook his head. 
 
    Ding dong! 
 
    “Hey!” Dick was cut off from the bedroom. He would have to go past the foyer. 
 
    Lola didn’t hesitate. She jumped into the foyer and opened the door. “Come on in, girlfriend!” 
 
    Dick was an actor, used to being on stage, but not in female underthings and with his hard dick poking out. He stood, frozen, and Marcia stepped into the foyer and looked into the kitchen.  
 
    “Oh, hi! You must be Dick.” 
 
    Dick just stood there, and suddenly Lola and Marcia were breaking into laughter. 
 
    “He’s ‘dick!’ 
 
    “Oh, he is. Look at that schlong!” 
 
    “And he looks so embarrassed and sweet all at the same time.” 
 
    “Come on, my little dickling,” soothed Lola. She entered the kitchen and grabbed his arm and pulled. As they passed Marcia she said, “We were just going to pick out some clothes. Come on. You have the gaff?” 
 
    “Right here,” she pulled it out of her purse. Her purse was big, and she had picked out a few things to bring over to make life easier. 
 
    They entered the bedroom and Dick tried to sit on the bed. He tried, but the corset made him a little stiff. It ended up being more comfortable to stand up, even though that made his dick stand out more. 
 
    “Wow. I see the problem,” Marcia stared at his dong. 
 
    “We’ve fucked twice and he’s still in bonerville.” 
 
    “We could try hitting him in the nuts. That always makes men go soft.” 
 
    “You hear that, honey? You want to get hit in the nuts? Or just go limp all on your own.” 
 
    “How about a cold shower?” 
 
    Lola tilted her head. “I suppose that might work. It would be more fun to take turns kicking you in the apples.” 
 
    “But don’t you have to Nair me?” 
 
    “Ah, yes. Get undressed and I’ll get the Nair. You just saved your balls, buddy boy.” 
 
    Dick sighed in relief and removed, with Marcia’s help, his bra and corset. 
 
    “You didn’t have him in there tight enough,” observed Marcia. 
 
    “What?” squeaked Dick. 
 
    “Dion’t worry,” she said, smiling at him as she slapped Nair onto his body. “I’ll help you next time.” 
 
    Dick stood and Marcia rubbed the Nair in his groin. 
 
    His dick was getting harder all the time. Having a woman he had never met before put her hands all over his body was very exciting. 
 
    Still, Marcia was professional, and she finished, only stroked him a couple of times for fun, then waited for the burn to start. 
 
    “He’s got nice hair. You want to do his nails and hair while I work on his make up?” 
 
    “Oh, that would be wonderful.” 
 
    Dick grew more and more conscious of his burgeoning boner. It was getting harder and harder, and even bouncing a bit with the throb. 
 
    Finally, however, the burn started, and he got into the shower.  
 
    He had planned to have a little warmth, a bit of lukewarm temperature, but Lola reached in and slapped his hand off the hot water. “Nothing but ice for you, bozo.” 
 
    “Erk!” yelped Dick as the cold water struck him. 
 
    It worked. Within a minute he was bare of hair, and shivering all over. Lola pulled him out of the shower and Marcia helped him into the gaff. She pushed his junk into the gaff and pulled it up tight. 
 
    “Gah!” he said, then he was…snug. His dick was pushed between his legs towards his ass and the gaff held it firm. She had actually manhandled his balls up into his body. 
 
    His penis struggled a bit, tried to get hard, but the gaff kept everything contained. 
 
    It hurt a little bit, it’s never comfortable to feel your dick get all bent, but it was standable. 
 
    “Beautiful. Okay, bra and the corset.” 
 
    Lola and Marcia moved fast, and before he had stopped shivering they had his bra on and his corset tightened even tighter than before. 
 
    He stood, his back straightened out in the corset, and Marcia helped him balance while Lola rolled stockings up his legs. 
 
    He could seem himself from the side in the mirror, and he was stunned by how slender the corset, now properly fitted to him, made him. 
 
    Oddly, his boobs were so big, and he was actually getting used to them, and he felt a dollop of pride at how his chest was thrust forward. 
 
    “Okay, how about this one?” Lola held up a dress. 
 
    “Nah. We need to showcase his boobs.” 
 
    “Do we have to?” Dick asked. 
 
    “If you’ve got ‘em, flaunt ‘em,’ was the answer. 
 
    Marcia dug through Lola’s large closet and brought out a slinky Chinese cheongsam dress with a porthole over the chest area. 
 
    “More material on the vertical will make him look thinner. No mistaking the boobs with the top, and see how the slit will make it easier for him to walk around?” 
 
    Lola agreed, and they pulled the dress on to him. 
 
    Dick had never worn such a garment in his life. It wasn’t jeans and a tee shirt. With the corset and bra and the dress, he felt the oddity of support and revelation in odd places. 
 
    And it really worked. His body looked longer, his boobs were still large, but now they were no longer freakish. 
 
    They sat him down and began doing his hair and nails and face. 
 
    Dick watched, and learned, as Lola cleaned and prepped his toes. He felt like he was having a surrealistic experience as his toes were painted red. 
 
    Then she did his hands, making his fingers a half inch longer and the same color red. 
 
    “Wow,” he blurted at one point. 
 
    The girls just glanced at him and smiled and kept working. 
 
    Marcia was working wonders on his face. She knew how to shadow his paint so the male angles of his face wee subdued, and he attained a soft roundness to his normal planes and angles. When she did his eyes she made them dewy and scintillating. 
 
    “I’m going to give his eyes a little slant. And slighter darker make up. It’ll give him an Asian look, and nobody will ever guess.” 
 
    This statement made Lola think. ‘Nobody will ever guess his secret.’ She was very thoughtful as she finished working on his nails and began washing his hair. 
 
    “I’m going to be done before you. Want me to pierce his ears.” 
 
    Dick froze. Pierced ears. It was piercing that had put him in this fix in the start. 
 
    Lola watched him, gauged him, and realized that he had a hill to climb. “You’d better.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Shush, little boy. Mama knows best. These are lobes we’re talking about, they aren’t nipples.” 
 
    “Did you want me to pierce his nips?” 
 
    “No!” Both Dick and Lola yelled. 
 
    “All right, already. Sheesh. Don’t have to bite my head off. Besides, I thought you already had one piercing on your boob.”  
 
    They talked then, and explained why they were loath to get him nipple piercings. When they were done Marcia understood. 
 
    “Wow. What a bummer.” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know,” Lola spoke off handedly. “It’s sort of opened new doors. We’re having fun.” 
 
    “So no ears.” 
 
    Silence. Lola came to the front of  Dick and met his eyes. For a long moment they stared at each other. 
 
    “It’s lobes, it’s different. And you’ve got a professional piercer here.” 
 
    “I’ve done thousands of piercings. Never a problem.” 
 
    And, finally, Dick gave a sharp nod of his head. 
 
    The girls smiled, and Marcia got out her piercing kit. 
 
      
 
    Dick was gorgeous. He was in black strappy heels, wore the cheongsam easily, and the ocean pattern wove around him and emphasized his curves. 
 
    His cleavage was deep and wide. 
 
    His face was perfectly made up, and his hair was done up in the French style. 
 
    “Dick, you want to pour some bubbly? I have to make a couple of phone calls.” 
 
    Dick walked to the kitchen. He was awkward, but already figuring it out. His heels made occasional clicks,’ and he only grabbed the wall a couple of time. 
 
    He was going to have to strengthen his ankles, however. 
 
    Of course, he could wear flats, but…he didn’t want to. 
 
    He was enjoying this. 
 
    In the kitchen he brought out a bottle of champagne and three flutes. Then he was stymied by the cork. 
 
    He could pop cork with the best of them, but not with longer, stiletto finger nails! 
 
    Marcia entered the kitchen, laughed when she saw him trying to figure it out, and took over. She showed him how to use his pads and work it back and forth. It took time, but they were rewarded with a loud ‘Pop!’ 
 
    Lola entered the kitchen a few minutes later and picked up her glass. 
 
    “Okay, girls! Time to start the celebration!” 
 
    They sipped, then Lola and Marcia trained Dick on how to walk, how to talk, how to sit, how to do everything with a feminine flair. 
 
    Dick was used to putting on exaggerated mannerisms, and he was  quick study. After a half hour, the champagne bottle empty, he was moving, pirouetting, and making little hand gestures which were pretty good. 
 
    “Fantastic,” said Lola. “Now all we need—“ 
 
    Ding dong! 
 
    Dick panicked, but Marcia grabbed his arm and steadied him. 
 
    Lola went to the front door and opened it, and left it open. 
 
    Maizy Ryan and Celeste Johnson, no relation to Dick, entered and began doing the Hollywood hug to Lola and Marcia. As the girls chatted and joked Dick stood in the background. But you don’t go unnoticed in such stunning company. 
 
    “So who is this ravishing creature?” asked Maizy. Maizy had her own sitcom and was the prettiest comedian in Hollywood. 
 
    “This is ‘Dick.’” she emphasized his name. “Don’t say anything, Dick. Let them guess your secret.” 
 
    Maizy and Celeste walked around Dick and inspected him. 
 
    Celeste was a an actress with several A movies to her credit. She said, “Well, my first guess would be Dick is a man, but that’s too obvious. You don’t make up a man and call him ‘Dick.’ Too obvious.” 
 
    “Besides. with those ta tas? That is no man!” 
 
    Maizy circled closer, and suddenly gripped Dick’s ‘mons.’ 
 
    She frowned. “She’s wearing some kind of stiff underwear. No ‘package,’ male nor female, to speak of. 
 
    Ding dong! 
 
    Two more girls entered the house. One was dressed like a slut, and was in a rock and roll band. Her lips were redder than red and her eyes darker than a cave, and she had a mammoth bosom, almost as big as Dick’s. 
 
    The other one was wearing a suit, but there was no mistaking her femininity. She was a talent agent. 
 
    And more women showed up. 
 
    And most of them brought bottles of booze. 
 
    Soon everybody was drinking wine, or champagne, or bourbon and Coke, and everybody was trying to guess what the mostly silent Dick’s secret was. 
 
    The afternoon waned and turned into dusk, then full night. 
 
    There were probably 25 girls in the house then, no men, and they were loud, and raucous and they kept coming up to Dick and feeling his crotch, and his breasts, and peering into his eyes, and wondering what the big secret was. 
 
    More booze. More celebration. Laughter and chatter and endless joking. 
 
    Dick was drunk. And he was more relaxed than he had ever been in his life. 
 
    Girls usually made him nervous, but he was a girl now, or at least accepted as such. Girls talked to him like he was a girl, and he had figured out how to keep his voice slightly higher pitched, and he was engaging in conversation more and more. 
 
    The girl who was most interested in him, however, was the talent agent. Her name was Cindy Goforth, and she kept coming up to him, admiring his skin and his boobs. She touched his face and put an arm around his waist. She asked endless questions. 
 
    “Are you in the business?” 
 
    Yes. 
 
    “Don’t tell me what or how, let me guess. You’re about twenty-five years old.” 
 
    “Twenty-six.” 
 
    “Hmmm. Do you have any pets? No. You don’t. No hair or fur on your clothes.” 
 
    And on and on, getting answers that revealed nothing. 
 
    Finally, midnight approached, and the girls all found seats, or sat on the floor, or leaned against walls. It was time for Dick’s big secret to be unveiled. 
 
    Dick sat in a chair in the center of the room. He was the guest of honor, and Lola began talking. She explained who he was, and the girls were all surprised they hadn’t recognized him. but the Asian make up had done the trick. 
 
    Then she explained about the nipple piercing, and the infection, and…the crazy wanna be doctor. 
 
    Finally, she summated by describing how they had decided he should explore the role of a woman for a month. 
 
    The women in the room were stunned. Some times they chattered excitedly, sometimes they were struck dumb and silent. 
 
    All were impressed. Not just by the make up and disguising, but by how well Dick was taking his medical disaster. 
 
    Not a few of them remarked how their significant others wouldn’t deal with this situation so well, but how they wished they could do to their men what had been done to Dick. 
 
     
 
    The evening was coming to a close. It was two in the morning and the women were gathering purses and coats and heading out the door. 
 
    Dick stood at the door and hugged and was kissed by the women. 
 
    He was smiling. He had carried it off, he had made friends, and…the last girl gone, a hand turned him. 
 
    It was Cindy Goforth, the talent agent. “We need to talk.” 
 
    Lola was on the other side of the foyer, listening. 
 
    “You, too, Lola. It’s pretty obvious you’re going to be involved in this young man’s…pardon me, this young woman’s life, so can we sit down for a few minutes and let me run something past you?” 
 
    This was how a lot of deals happened in Hollywood, and so the trio sat in the living room and had a final sip of bourbon and Coke. 
 
      
 
    “As you know, I’m a talent agent. I find the right person for the right job. I have a million contacts, and I know how to use them. 
 
    Lola was thinking movie deal. Cindy fooled her though. 
 
    “Dick, you are in a position to make more money than God. If God is a woman.” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    “Do you know how many women would pay huge amounts of money for a night with you?” 
 
    Now Lola blinked, and she sat back and folded her arms. 
 
    “Hold on, Lola…” 
 
    “Are we talking prostitution?” 
 
    Lola and Dick expected Cindy to deny it, but she fooled them. “In a manner of speaking.” 
 
    “I think…” 
 
    “I have a side business. I have over a hundred women who want to sleep with a man who has a dick.” 
 
    “Can’t they just go get a shemale hooker or something?” blurted Dick. 
 
    “They could, but then they would risk disease, and, let’s be honest, there aren’t a lot of good looking shemale hookers. Most of them are adequate, and none of them has your training. You are intelligent, you know how to comport yourself. Think of it like taking a role. You could supply these women with something they are desperate for. 
 
    “They can’t just go hire some bozo. And not just the disease thing. They need some one who is discrete, who will never speak. I watched you all night, you spoke without saying a thing. You’re entertaining, witty, and you know how to speak with women. You know how to play a role.” 
 
    Lola was thinking now. She wasn’t the jealous type. She loved Dick insanely, but not in a bad way. Could she handle him spending nights away from her? 
 
    And she thought: maybe. If he was really making enough money. 
 
    “I don’t know,” Dick was looking at Lola, but Cindy could feel his interest. 
 
    “Look, it’s sex. You might not get the women to be as interested in you as a man, should you decide to be a man later, but I could even get you movie roles as a woman. You can still be an actor.” 
 
    Lola’s eyes were far away. 
 
    Dick sighed and started to say no. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Both Cindy and Dick looked at Lola. 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “It’s money, not love. It’s sex, and we can start our own production company.” 
 
    “But…I don’t…” 
 
    “There is one other thing,” put in Cindy. 
 
    They both looked at her. 
 
    “Many of the women, most of them, they enjoy anal sex.” 
 
    “Well, I suppose—“ 
 
    “With them on top.” 
 
    Silence in the room. 
 
    Then Lola started to say no. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Both women looked at Dick. 
 
    Lola: “But, I didn’t know…” 
 
    Cindy: “Really?” 
 
    “Maybe it’s time you found out.” 
 
    Both women grinned. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy. 
 
    Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman. 
 
    This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people were. 
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    A young man lactates and is feminized! 
 
      
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    Men have muscular boobs. 
 
    Women have fatty boobs 
 
    Everybody looks at fatty boobs before they look at muscular boobs. Fatty boobs are just so much prettier. 
 
    So why shouldn’t everybody have the pretty boobs that everybody looks at? 
 
    Why shouldn’t men get to wear finery to support their femininity? 
 
    Why shouldn’t men get equality? 
 
    Right? 
 
    That’s what this story is about.  
 
    It’s about men being given the equal opportunity to be as beautiful as women. 
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    Jon gulped nervously. He had that damned heartburn again, and his acid reflux was burning his throat, and he cursed softly. 
 
    “Jon? Are you okay?” Liv leaned over to him and placed a hand on the back of his wrist. 
 
    Jon nodded, and said, “I’ve just got a weak stomach.” 
 
    They were at the Cheesecake Factory. They had just had a rich meal, which included juicy steaks and Coke, which were Jon’s weakness. He loved red meat, and to wash it down with sugary, syrupy Coke was heaven. Unfortunately, red meat and Coke inflamed his stomach. 
 
    The other couple at the table, his brother, Tom, and his wife, Marge, made sounds of sympathy. 
 
    “That’s too bad. Didn’t you have that stomach stuff, Tom?” 
 
    “I did. I cured it, too.” 
 
    Jon was belching now, and having trouble swallowing. He was having a complete attack now, and he hated it. 
 
    “What did you do to cure yourself?” Liv asked. 
 
    “There’s a drug called domperidone. It’s supposed to be doctor prescribed, but what the fuck do doctors know, eh?” He grinned. Tom always was a rebel. 
 
    “Domperidone,” repeated Liv, determined to remember this drug that might help her hubby. 
 
    “Yeah. It’s something called a domperidone, or something like that. It’s for nausea, and other stuff, but I took one and a half hour later i was cured. Now, whenever I feel an attack coming on, or if I’m just going to be going out for dinner and drinks or something, I just take a couple and zingo bingo, no heartburn.” 
 
    “Excuse me,” Jon, stood up and rushed for the bathroom. 
 
    The others watched him wend his way between tables with expressions of understanding. 
 
    “Man, that’s tough,” said Tom. “I used to hate it when that happened.” 
 
    “Do you have any of those pills with you?” asked Liv. 
 
    “Oh, man, what a dope! Of course I do. I’ve got a whole bottle in the back of my car, and I can get more any time I want. I’ll be back in a second.” 
 
    The girls watched Tom head in the other direction, towards the exit.  
 
    In the bathroom Jon was trying to puke. Or swallow. Or do something to relieve the pressure in his gullet. It was a strange feeling. He would take a bite of something, meat was the worst, and it would go halfway down his throat and stick. His stomach would hurt, he couldn’t throw it back up, even with a finger, and he just lived in agony until it finally passed down. 
 
    He was in the last stall, leaning over, sticking his finger down his throat, praying to God for relief. 
 
    In the restaurant Tom came back in, looked at the girls, and they motioned that Jon was still in the john. Tom worked his way through the restaurant, down a short hall, and into the men’s room. 
 
    At the end of the stalls Jon was just coming out. His face was  red and covered with sweat, but he had finally managed to swallow, and he was starting to breath easier. 
 
    “Hey, bro.” 
 
    “Sorry, Tom.” 
 
    “Not to worry. Hey, take one of these. No, better take two. They’re that domperidone stuff I was telling you about. 
 
    Jon took the bottle, unscrewed the cap, and shook out two pills. 
 
    “Thanks, man. I hope I can get these down…” he tossed them into his mouth, hard, as if that would make them travel faster and further. 
 
    He was pleasantly surprised when he was able to swallow them. But that’s the way his heartburn worked. When he finally did manage to swallow the condition was often relieved. At least for the night. 
 
    The two brothers walked back to the table and sat down. 
 
    “You okay, hon?” asked Liv. 
 
    “I think so. I feel better already.” 
 
    And so the meal went on. 
 
    It was a celebration of sorts. Jon had started an internet business the year before, and he was finally able to quit his nine to five and work from home. And if that wasn’t cause for celebration…what was? 
 
    So they finished their steaks, chatted, and Jon was feeling better and better. 
 
    “Is it working?” asked his wife. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” and he smiled. “Whatever is in those pills…I feel great!” 
 
     
 
    The dinner over, Jon drove home. Liv was sitting sideways in her seat, facing him. “I can’t believe it. You are feeling no pain.” 
 
    “I know. And Tom gave me a whole bottle. And he can get more for me. Looks like my trouble’s are over.” 
 
    “And that brings us to another subject,” Live started unbuttoning the top of her blouse. 
 
    “Oh, ho! What’s this?” 
 
    Their car had very dark tinted windows, and Liv took off her blouse. 
 
    Jon was having trouble keeping his eyes on the road. Liv was an eyeful. Large breasts, tight waist, her eyebrows were delicate and her lips were full. She licked her lips and lifted her skirt. 
 
    “You know, Jon, I have a problem.” 
 
    “Well, you’re giving me one,” He pushed down on his crotch, His dingus was bloated and he needed more room in his pants. 
 
    “And I think it’s going to be one of those nights when I can’t wait.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She pulled her panties to one side and began stroking herself, rubbing her fingers over her pussy. She was breathing hard and her eyes were half lidded and laughing. 
 
    “No! Honey! Wait until we get home! I want some, too!” 
 
    “Oh, no. You just think you do.” 
 
    One boob was exposed and she hefted it up to her full lips. Eyeing him, she sucked on her own nipple as she rubbed her clitoris. 
 
    “But if you cum you won’t want to when we get home!” 
 
    “Yeah. And I won’t be bothered by you sweating and slobbering all over me. I won’t end up with a cum overload. I won’t have to wash your stink off me.” 
 
    “Hey! That’s not fair! I thought you loved my stink!” 
 
    “Oh, I do, except sometimes,” she was rubbing harder now, and pulling on her big, fat nipple. “And, sorry for you, Jon, but this is one of those times.” 
 
    Jon reached over the console and tried to pull her hand back, to get her to stop pleasuring herself. He was too late. Just as they turned onto their street, him steering with one hand and trying to get her to stop, she came. 
 
    “Oh! Yes…yes…yes…” 
 
    Her hips lurched and suddenly she brought her legs closed and turned sideways in her seat. 
 
    “Oh! You bitch!” he whispered as he parked the car. 
 
    She leaned back, laughed, and sighed. “Sorry, Jon. No nookie for you tonight.” 
 
    “I can’t believe you did that to me.” 
 
    “Hey, when a girl’s got to cum, she’s got to cum. Can I help it if you’re not available?” 
 
    “But I would have been in thirty seconds!” 
 
    “Thirty seconds too late.” She adjusted her panties and skirt, then put her blouse back on. “Of course, if you want me to tease you a bit, that would be fun.” 
 
    “What?” His voice sounded like a mouse farting. 
 
    “Unless you don’t want me to.” 
 
    “No…no! I want you to.” 
 
    “Excellent, because when I have a good cum, like I just had, I always like to play around a little bit. 
 
    “Oh, God!” Jon groaned. 
 
    Liv just laughed, and in a quite evil and satisfied way. 
 
      
 
    Usually, when Liv played the tease and deny game, she played it for a day or two, then let Jon cum. 
 
    Unfortunately for Jon, he received a phone call in the morning. It was from his brother. 
 
    “Jon, I’m sorry, but Aunt Beth passed.” 
 
    “Oh, no!” 
 
    Beth was the brothers’ favorite relative, and they commiserated and remembered her for a minute, then Tom said, “Uncle Jeff wants to know if you can come out and be with him for a couple of weeks.” 
 
    Second favorite relative, Uncle Jeff, and Jon agreed. “Sure. I’ll hop a plane tonight. You gonna come out?” 
 
    “Absolutely. But I can’t get away for a few days. It’s gonna be you and Liv for the first few days.” 
 
    Unfortunately, Liv couldn’t get away. When he broached the subject she said, “Jon, I have a new department opening up at work. I’m the chief training officer.” 
 
    They both sighed. It was a situation. “Well, I guess it’s up to me.” 
 
    He spent the afternoon trying to find a flight, and was unable to. 
 
    “I’ve tried everything,” he complained at dinner that night.  
 
    “I guess you’ll have to drive.” 
 
    “Yeah. I guess. Jeez, what a mess.” He opened up the bottle of pills that Tom had given him and counted two out. 
 
    “Are you taking more pills?” 
 
    “We’re going to have dinner soon, aren’t we?”
“Yes.” 
 
    “And I want a drink or two to go with it.” 
 
    “Well, okay. You’re sure those domperidone pills aren’t addictive?” 
 
    “Not a chance. They do make me feel good, though.” 
 
    “They probably make you a little high.” 
 
    “Probably. Sort of pleasant though.” 
 
    Liv frowned. She didn’t like the idea that her hubbie was taking pills, but she liked it less when he got heartburn. 
 
    While Liv was fixing dinner Jon packed a bag and got ready to go. He was almost finished packing when Liv came in and helped him. She got out his shaving kit and loaded his razor in it, then thought about it and slipped a tube of Nair for Men into his kit instead. He tended to have a bristly beard, and she liked his face a little softer. 
 
    “I packed Nair for you. I want you to use it instead of shaving.” 
 
    “Hunh. Okay.” No big deal. 
 
    She kissed him and tweaked his nipple, “Use it on your whole body.” 
 
    “Wow, I’ll be Mr. Clean.” 
 
    “Not on your head,” she ran her fingers through his thick head of hair. “I love your long hair.” 
 
    “And I love yours.”  
 
    “And I want you to wear this.” She held out her hand. 
 
    He groaned. It was his chastity tube. “Not now!” 
 
    “Especially now. You didn’t cum last night, you won’t have time tonight, and I want you horny when you get back.” 
 
    He cursed inside. He liked to masturbate, and she knew it. But now he wouldn’t be able to. 
 
    Liv grinned. “Poor baby.” 
 
    She gripped his belt and undid him quickly. She pulled his shorts down and put the tube on him before he could get hard. Then she put the circle around his package and pushed the two pieces together. 
 
    Click. 
 
    Jon looked down sadly. “Sorry, pal.” 
 
    “Your pal loves it. Look how he’s struggling.” 
 
    It was true. Jon’s dick was squirming madly, trying to get long and meeting only the cold hard reality of plastic. 
 
    “Heysoos, that’s frustrating.” 
 
    “Yeah, but you love it.” 
 
    “Not for a week or two!” 
 
    It was true. Usually they played with chastity for a couple of days. Now he would be gone for at least a week, and maybe more. 
 
    He looked up at her, “Are you sure we don’t have time for a quickie?” 
 
    “Of course we do,” she quipped. 
 
    He grinned. 
 
    “But where’s the fun in that?” 
 
    He frowned. 
 
      
 
    An hour later, fed and horny, Jon was on the road. He had a night of driving to do, and he headed for the interstate and put the pedal to the metal. 
 
    Live waved good bye, and smiled. She had talked Jon into eating her to a frothy cum, and she was very satisfied. 
 
    Well, maybe a little vibrator action would be good. 
 
    Grinning wider, she went back into the house. 
 
      
 
    Jon drove through the day and into the evening. There was a full moon, there weren’t many cars on the road, and he liked driving. 
 
    But the chastity tube was driving him crazy. 
 
    A week of no sex, and after being totally primed. 
 
    He sighed and turned up the music and drove faster. 
 
    The miles went, and though he normally would have pulled into a rest stop and caught a few winks, the chastity tube kept him awake. 
 
    So he drove and he drove, and he sipped Coke. He liked drinking Coke while on the road. The caffeine helped him stay awake. 
 
    About midnight he felt the start of heartburn, the result of too much Coke, and he popped a couple of the domperidone pills. Within a few minutes he was smiling again, and blessing those little, white capsules. 
 
    Man, Tom had really found the gold with these. 
 
      
 
    Six o’clock, and he only had an hour to go. But he was hungry. A night of caffeine and no sleep and he was feeling like food. So he popped a couple more pills and looked for a McDonalds. 
 
      
 
    Then he arrived, and Uncle Jeff had breakfast waiting for him. Just in case, Jon took a couple more pills. 
 
    And so the week went. Nothing to do but help Uncle Jeff plan for the funeral, and fix food. Relatives and friends kept dropping by, and they brought food, and he made food, and Uncle Jeff made food…and Uncle Jeff made sure there was always a couple of bottles of whiskey open. And Jon kept taking pills with every meal, or every drink or two, and the week passed. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, honey, how’s it going?” 
 
    “Oh, it’s great,” said Jon. “But I think I’m gaining weight.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yeah. All the food, people drinking and toasting and stuff…and in my spare time I’m on the computer so I’m not getting any exercise.” 
 
    “Well, don’t worry about it. When you get home we’ll put you on the treadmill. Make you power the house or something.” 
 
    “Ha.” He said dourly. 
 
    “And how’s the heartburn?” 
 
    “Oh, it’s great. No problem. Think I’ve got it whipped. Are you going to make the funeral?” 
 
    “Sure. But it’s going to be a quick in and out flight. That new store is really taking a lot of my time.” 
 
    “An in and out flight, eh? I know something else that would like a little in and out.” 
 
    Liv chuckled. “And how is my favorite body part?” 
 
    “Strangling.” 
 
    “Good. Are your balls full?” 
 
    “Full and swollen. You better bring the key, because I’m afraid they’re going to explode.” 
 
    “Oh, goodie! Exploding balls! My favorite fruit!” 
 
    “Hardee har har, bitch.” 
 
    “Bastard.” 
 
    They both smiled. 
 
    “Seriously, honey. I’m going to need a little relief.” 
 
    “Well, don’t worry. I’ll put the key in my overnight bag right now.” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    “Right after I diddle myself a bit.” 
 
    “Oh, no,” groaned Jon. 
 
    “That’s right. I’m going to play with my pussy. Do you know how wet and hot I am right now?” 
 
    “No.” He hated it and loved it when she played phone sex with him. 
 
    “I’m so wet, and I’m so hot that the wetness is steaming.” 
 
    “Oh, come on.” 
 
    “Oh…” she exclaimed. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I just touched my pussy and came.” 
 
    “You bitch!” 
 
    “Yeah!” And she grinned. 
 
    Three days later the funeral happened, and Liv just made it. She walked into the back of the funeral parlor and grabbed Jon’s arm and kissed his cheek. 
 
    Jon was red-faced from horniness, but he managed to control himself until after the funeral. Then they went back to the house, intending to find a little time together.  
 
    But everybody was coming over to pay respects and chat, and they didn’t want to be obvious by locking themselves in the bedroom, so they grinned, and groaned, and waited. 
 
    Jon had a couple of pills and drank a few drinks. 
 
    And a couple of friends toasted, and shared more drinks with him. 
 
    Then one of his oldest friends showed up, and four of them headed out for a little private partying, and Liv was left with Uncle Jeff. 
 
    “Hey, Liv, I can’t thank you and Jon enough. He’s been a God send this last week.” 
 
    “Not a problem, Uncle Jeff. You know how Jon feels about you and…and Aunt Beth.” 
 
    “I know. And thanks, and…can I ask another favor? I know it’s an imposition, but…can Jon stay another week?” 
 
    Liv smiled. And it was an evil smile. 
 
    “Sure.” And she thought of how Jon was going to have to suffer, his dick locked up for even longer. More phone sex, more vibrator for her, and… “I’ll talk to him. But rest assured, he’ll be happy to stay on.” 
 
     
 
    Jon came back an hour later, and he was drunk. And horny. And he licked his lips as he came into the bedroom and started unbuckling his belt. 
 
    Liv sat on the edge of the bed and motioned him to her. She grabbed his balls, they were big and shiny red. She fondled them and looked up at him. “You’ve been using the Nair.” 
 
    “All over, baby. We’re going to have a bald fuck tonight.” 
 
    “About that…” 
 
    Jon froze. 
 
    “I started my period.” 
 
    Jon’s mouth opened slightly. His jaw quivered. 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “So I didn’t bring the key.” 
 
    “You didn’t?” 
 
    She had, but now that she was going to be able to play with Jon for another week…he he. 
 
    “No. But we can kiss and make out.” 
 
    “Did you bring your vibrator?” 
 
    “Honey, we’re not going to get you off that way.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Because I want you to save up and really have a great cum. Just think, another week of deprival…you’ll be so horny you’ll squirt a gallon.” 
 
    Jon was ready to cry. He had really wanted to have a cum. Heck, he needed a cum! 
 
    And now to be refused one more time. 
 
    “Honey, I think it might be dangerous for me not to cum this much.” 
 
    She smiled, pulled him onto the bed and sat on his lap. She could feel his plastic device wiggling underneath him as his cock tried to get hard. she kissed him, and whispered into his ear. “If you’d like…I can drain you.” 
 
    “Drain me? What’s that?” 
 
    “Well, I’ve been reading.” 
 
    “Reading what?” 
 
    “I read that it your prostate is stimulated you’ll leak your sperm out. Instant relief.” 
 
    Jon was confused. “But how do you stimulate the prostate? That thing is inside your body, down below the dick.” 
 
    “I know. It’s below your penis, but you can reach it through the anus.” 
 
    “What?” he moved back suddenly. 
 
    “I simply use my finger, or something called a prostate massager, and I tickle your fancy until your cum is drain.” 
 
    “That sounds weird. In fact, it sounds gay.” 
 
    “Gay?” 
 
    “Yeah! You’re talking about me taking something through my asshole. That’s gay.” 
 
    “No, that’s anal, and gays aren’t the only ones who use that method of sex.” 
 
    Jon frowned. “Well, I don’t think so.” 
 
    Liv held his balls and sucked his nipples. She looked up at him. “Are you sure? Maybe just a little try?” 
 
    “I’m sure!” 
 
    But he wasn’t. Liv had tickled his fancy a few times. She had used a single finger, her middle digit, on him, and …he had liked it. 
 
    It was the fact that he liked it more than anything that scared him the most. 
 
    Live went out to the kitchen and poured a couple of drinks. She put a lot of bourbon in his Coke, she put a lot of Coke in her bourbon. She smiled and carried the drinks back to their room. 
 
    The rest of the house was silent. The visitors had gone home, and Uncle Jeff was sleeping soundly in his room. 
 
    Liv handed Jon his drink and sipped from her own. she said, “Now let’s discuss this further. I’ve been reading, and…” 
 
     
 
    Jon woke up bleary-eyed, wrapped in sheets, and with the most painful case of morning wood he had ever had. 
 
    He struggled out of bed, groaning, and realized that Liv had already taken off. 
 
    Damn that woman, he ran across the room and down the hallway to the bathroom, leaving him high and dry! 
 
    He plopped down on the toilet and started tinkling. 
 
    He stared down, taking in the sight of his encased weeny, and realized that his chest was fat. 
 
    Damn. No exercise, and he was putting on weight. 
 
    Weird, though, that it was only in his chest. He touched a finger to one of his nipples and shivered. Damned things felt awfully sensitive. 
 
    The tinkling stopped and he stood up. In the mirror he could see that his pectorals were swollen. 
 
    Hunh! Maybe he should just do exercises for his chest. That would probably help. Build a little muscle, take off some fat. Yeah. 
 
    Then he had a funny feeling. His ass…it felt…squishy. 
 
    And he remembered how Liz had worked him over. 
 
    Damn! That was why he had drunk so much! She had pulled him along, and she had played with his asshole. And he had let her. 
 
    Heck, as he remembered it, he had been begging her at the end. 
 
    “More, baby. More!” And she had given it to him. 
 
    She had him on all fours, on his back, in strange contortions, and she had worked him up to four fingers, one thumb short of a fist, and now his ass felt…sloppy. 
 
    Oh, it was tight enough, but there was a ton of lubricant oozing out of his asshole. 
 
    He turned to the toilet and used up damn near a whole roll of toilet paper wiping the goo off his rectum. 
 
    Still, he smiled. It had felt awfully good. 
 
    Then he frowned. So why was he still hard? She had managed to drain him, empty him of sperm, and…he was still hard. 
 
    In fact, it felt like he could cum! And that made him even more frustrated. 
 
    He didn’t think he had ever been this horny in his life. 
 
    So thinking, his ass clean, his dick wiggling like it could cum, he went back to his room, and took a couple more pills. It was time for breakfast. 
 
    The funeral was over, but Uncle Jeff was feeling poorly. That was why he wanted to Jon to stay a little longer. 
 
    Jon understood. You lose somebody you’ve been living with for fifty years and it takes its toll. 
 
    He drove Uncle Jeff places, played a little cards with him in the evening, cooked meals, and fixed a few drinks. 
 
    They walked and they talked and the week passed. 
 
    Jon was dying in his pants. His cock was struggling more and more. but that’s the way chastity worked. The more you denied something, the more you wanted it. 
 
    Then Uncle Jeff got sick on Friday night, the day before Jon was due to go home, and Jon ended up spending another week. 
 
    But, finally, three weeks in chastity and feeling it, Jon got into his car and headed for home. 
 
    Man, was he horny. He had read about draining on the net, and being drained apparently fooled the mind, but not the body. 
 
    His mind said he had cum, but his body didn’t think so. So it was generating seed harder than ever, and his cock was trying harder than ever to get out and erect. 
 
    Man, he thought he had needed to cum before, but that had been nothing. Now he was hornier than a satyr in a nunnery! 
 
    In this state, his cock crying for mercy, Jon headed down the interstate. The mountains and forests slid past, the clouds in the skies did their hula, and he was making good time. 
 
    He was just past Femville and on his third Coke, when he happened to look down. 
 
    Why he looked down he didn’t know. He just did. 
 
    Two wet blotches on his sweat shirt. 
 
    Right where the little fat mounds had started up on his chest. Right over the nipples. 
 
    What the fuck? 
 
    There was a rest stop up ahead, and he pulled into it. 
 
    He got out and walked to the back of his car. 
 
    Yep, there were two wet spots, about the size of a half dollar each, right over his nipples. And the sweat shirt was pushed out a bit. 
 
    Of course his chest was a bit swollen, but…his nipples were feeling…itchy. 
 
    He opened the trunk and dug through his bag for his other sweat shirt. It was dirty, but that didn’t matter. At least it wasn’t wet. 
 
    He took off his sweat shirt, looked at his chest, and wiped his hand across his nipples. 
 
    He groaned. His nipples felt so very sensitive. And his hand came away wet. 
 
    He thought he was just perspiring or something. 
 
    He pulled on his other sweat shirt and sighed. He gave a wiggle of his muscles to make the sweat shirt settle into place, then went back to the driver’s seat. He opened the door and looked down. 
 
    He had two wet spots on his chest. 
 
    What the fuck?” 
 
    Now he just lifted the shirt and looked at his nipples. 
 
    They were stiff. Rigid. Sensitive. 
 
    He touched them, and felt a sensation run through him. A sexual sensation that was, curiously, located atop his crack, over his butt. 
 
    What the fuck? 
 
    He walked to a little fence that was at the edge of the parking lot and sat down. He lifted his sweat shirt up higher, rolled it up, and bent forward and looked at his nipples. 
 
    As he looked liquid formed on the nipples. Just a little drop, but a couple of those and he would have a wet sweat shirt. So that was what was happening.  
 
    His nipples were leaking. 
 
    At that point his mind was feeling a bit faint, and everything felt surreal. 
 
    Liquid from his chest, his nipples. 
 
    And his nipples were swollen, and his chest was swollen, almost like he had had small, little tits. 
 
    And the liquid…it was coming right from the nipples. It was almost as if he was..he was…lactating. 
 
    As he reached this conclusion he sagged on the fence and almost fell over it. 
 
    He straightened up. He belched. It was a belch fueled by apprehension and nervousness. 
 
    He hadn’t felt nervous since he had started taking the pills, but he did now. 
 
    But it wasn’t the nervousness of having acid reflux and all that heartburn. It was the nervousness of something unbelievable happening to his body. 
 
    He was lactating. 
 
    He was producing milk, just a like a woman with a baby would do. 
 
    Oddly, he thought of how the semen had dribbled from his dick when Liv had drained him. 
 
    In a very strange, very odd, way…this was like that. 
 
    He was just…dribbling. 
 
    He went back to the trunk and opened it. He found a towel and wrapped it around his chest. It wouldn’t stop his nipples from leaking, but it would blot up the liquid. 
 
    Whatever it was. 
 
    Milk? It can’t be milk? 
 
    He pulled his sweatshirt down and got behind the wheel. 
 
    The rest of the trip was a nightmare. 
 
    He felt okay. in fact, he felt wonderful, but…he was giving milk. 
 
    Like a woman with a baby. 
 
    Like a damned cow! 
 
    In this aggravated state of mind he drove the rest of the way home. 
 
      
 
    He arrived home in the early evening. He hadn’t stopped for food, he was too nervous for that. 
 
    He stopped the car, listened to the motor ping, then got out. He got his bags out of the trunk and headed through the kitchen. 
 
    “Honey? Is that you?” 
 
    Liv was in the computer room. 
 
    She got up and came to the doorway. 
 
    “I’ve been researching this prostate draining thing, and I’ve figured out a whole bunch of—what’s wrong?” 
 
    Jon walked past, his face dark and troubled. 
 
    Liv followed him. “Jon?” 
 
    Jon went into the bedroom, biting his lip, and threw his bags on the floor. 
 
    He turned to his wife. 
 
    “Jon? you’re scaring me! What’s wrong?” 
 
    Jon lifted the bottom of his sweat shirt. He pulled it off. 
 
    Liv stared at the towel wrapped around his chest. 
 
    “What?” Her eyebrows dipped in confusion. 
 
    He unwrapped the towel, which was fair soaked by now. He dropped it on the floor, and it landed with the splat that a wet towel would give. 
 
    “Jon?” 
 
    He lifted his hands to his pectorals, his swollen chest, his lactating tissue. He spread his fingers, then squeezed the flesh. 
 
    She stared as white drops formed on the ends of his nipples. 
 
    “Wha…wha…” 
 
    Jon said, “Honey, I’m lactating.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    Liv and Jon sat at the kitchen table and stared at Jon’s chest. 
 
    His pectorals had swollen into perfect, little boobs. 
 
    With big nipples. 
 
    From the tip of each nipple little beads of milk were dripping. 
 
    The milk formed into beads, grew heavy, became drops, and dripped onto the breakfast table. 
 
    “Can I touch them?” 
 
    Jon was panicked and dazed at the same time. He stared down at the little splashes and muttered, “I guess.” 
 
    Liv came around the table and sat next to him. She cupped her hands and placed them under his tits. Milk got on her hands, but she ignored that. 
 
    She supported his boob. She squeezed it, and a squirt of milk came out. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” groaned Jon. 
 
    “Did that hurt?” 
 
    “No. It…it felt good.” 
 
    She squeezed again, watching his face closely. 
 
    He closed his eyes and felt the pleasure. 
 
    “I’m going to touch your nipples.” 
 
    He nodded miserably. 
 
    She used both hands, one on each nipple and gripped the things. She pulled, and both nipples squirted. He almost collapsed with the wonderful sensation of being milked. 
 
    Liv sat back. Milk was all over the table, and she said, “That’s amazing.” 
 
    “What’s wrong with me?” 
 
    She pursed her lips, thought about it, and said, “Why do you think there is something wrong with you?” 
 
    “I’m lactating! Men don’t lactate! This is…this is bizarre!” 
 
    “You could look at it that way, except that you have nipples, and nipples are built for lactating.” 
 
    “But I’m a man?” 
 
    “And it feels good,” countered Liv. 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    “Honey, I’m a woman. I understand nipples. Men have been trying to put their mouths on mine for years. Well, until I married you, but even you…you are always feeling my breasts, thumbing my nipples, sucking on them.” 
 
    “But I’m still a man!” 
 
    “So what?” 
 
    He stared at her. That was the moment he noted the glint in her eyes, the almost downright avaricious set to her face. 
 
    “You like me with tits.” His voice was a whisper and he stared at her in horror. 
 
    She covered up quickly. “Nah. I mean, it’s cool, but…” 
 
    He wasn’t convinced, but he was willing to be distracted from what he was observing. 
 
    “But what am I going to do?” 
 
    She didn’t even hesitate. “Wear a bra.” 
 
    She tried to cover the glee in her eyes. 
 
    She continued. “Look. I’ll go out and get some stuff and we’ll take care of this.” 
 
    “What kind of stuff?” he asked suspiciously. 
 
    “Bra, a special kind of nursing bra so we can put pads over your nipples. And, I don’t know…I’ll just look around and see what they have.” 
 
    “Should we call a doctor?” 
 
    “We could,” Liv nodded, “Of course that might bring attention to you. Once people find out that you’re the amazing, lactating man…” she shrugged. 
 
    “But I can’t go around like this!” 
 
    “You’ll have to. Look, from a woman’s viewpoint it’s natural. We lactate, the boobs eventually dry up, and…” she almost choked as she made her next point, “Boobs even shrink a bit, go back…normal.” 
 
    He stared at his boobs, drip…drip…drip…dripping. 
 
    The towel he had used to blot his milk was to one side, so he mopped up some of the liquid. 
 
    “Now you just stay here and I’ll be back in a while.” 
 
    She picked up her purse and headed out the door. She turned around as she opened the door to the garage and grinned, “Try not to make a mess.” 
 
    It was an attempt at humor, and it was humorous…for her. 
 
    His face contorted and he looked so very unhappy. 
 
      
 
    By the time Liv got back Jon had broken out the bourbon. He had a tall glass with ice and a mix of Coke and bourbon. A Coke High it was sometimes called. 
 
    But he wasn’t drinking for pleasure now. He was drinking to get over his situation. 
 
    Liv pulled him into the bedroom and placed a large shopping bag on the bed. “Okay, off with your clothes.” 
 
    “All of them?” 
 
    “All of them.” 
 
    “But it’s only my…my…tits.” 
 
    “Oh, honey, stop being such a stick in the mud.” She grabbed his buckle and undid it. She unzipped him, actually bullying him a bit, and made him take all his clothes off. 
 
    “Okay, let’s wipe you off, and…here’s a bra.” 
 
    Jon stared at the thing. It was sturdy, and had two thick flaps that could be unbuttoned.  
 
    “Good Lord,” Liv whispered. “It looks like they might actually be getting bigger.” 
 
    “They are?” 
 
    She was fixated on his boobs. Her eyes gleamed and she licked her lips. “No. That’s got to be my imagination.” 
 
    Jon stared at his boobs. They did seem to be getting bigger. 
 
    Liv placed the bra around him, got some of his milk on herself, and fastened the back. 
 
    His boobs were getting bigger. He filled the bra perfectly. 
 
    Liv put the pads in the little pockets, and she had the thought that her squeezing his tits had made them bigger. She had only squeezed a little bit, but she knew that being milked did tend to draw more milk, so…she smiled. 
 
    She reached into the big bag and took out two squeeze bottles with suction cups on them. 
 
    “What are those?” But he sort of knew. 
 
    “We need to drain the milk from you. We drain enough maybe you’ll dry up.” 
 
    Liv knew this wasn’t true. She knew that the more milk you draw the more there is. 
 
    So why did she tell this blatant lie? 
 
    She wanted to. 
 
    There was something utterly fascinating about Jon’s situation. 
 
    Also, Liv thought it was funny. It was like a big joke. It was only milk, after all, and they were only tits. Where was the harm? Later, she would realize that maybe she had ulterior motives. Motives having to do with the excitement of seeing her husband in different lights. More feminine lights. 
 
    Right then, however, she simply pulled a flap down, fit the milking pump to his boob, and started pressing the handle. 
 
    “Here, you press. Let me get the other one started. 
 
    There were no words to describe Jon’s feelings as he pressed the handle of the pump and felt the suction draw his milk out. He milked, and he watched the mechanism move and the milk flow into the little bottle. 
 
    Then Liv was pumping his other tit. 
 
    The next few days were a surreal experience. 
 
    Liv insisted on milking him every two hours. She didn’t save the milk, she just filled a couple of bottles with each boob, then dumped the milk into the sink. 
 
    Jon watched the milk disappear, and poured some more bourbon. 
 
    Liv didn’t mind that he was drinking a little extra, it made him more malleable; it definitely helped him adjust to his increasing breast size. 
 
    It was doing other things, too, though they didn’t immediately realize it; bourbon and soft drinks increase estrogen, and estrogen increases breast size, and so the very thing that Jon was doing to help himself handle the situation was causing even more growth. 
 
    And more and more. 
 
    After a month Jon was double Ds. He was putting out a gallon and a half of milk per breast for day.  
 
    And, he was getting used to it. 
 
    He got up in the morning and milked himself. He worked, and milked himself. He ate dinner and milked himself. 
 
    Slowly, Liv stepped back and just watched. 
 
    And Liv couldn’t believe how happy she was. To see her man sitting at his swivel, bottles of fresh milk lined up on his desk, it made her warm. 
 
    More than warm. Hot. 
 
    Now that she had nothing to do but watch, she was getting hornier and hornier. 
 
    This was good, because Jon was horny. Having his nipples stimulated all the time was increasing his sex drive. And Liv was controlling that, too. 
 
    She would wake up in the morning, look at his abundant chest, and roll over and molest him. 
 
    He liked that, and they would invariably end up doing the old ‘in and out.’ 
 
    Sometimes she would even drink the milk straight from his tits. 
 
    Then, when she was done with him, she would insist that he put his chastity tube back on. 
 
    He would go through the day, turned on, breast stimulated, and his cock would writhe and wiggle and try to get free. And by the evening Liv would start to tease him. 
 
    She loved to tease him and frustrate him. She loved when his cock dripped. Something about this whole scene was turning her on so much that she was actually dripping. 
 
      
 
    “Honey, I bought you something.” 
 
    Liv carried a big shopping bag into the house. 
 
    Jon looked at her. He was feeling wonderfully weird. The pills he was taking, the extra bit of alcohol he was drinking, the constant attention to his dick, he felt good. In spite of the boobs…or because of the boobs. 
 
    “What?” he asked. 
 
    She pulled out panties. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Matching panties. As long as you have to wear a bra you might just as well be stylish.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Yes,” she said firmly. “Besides, your dick isn’t sticking out that much, you don’t need the extra support and stuff from male underwear. 
 
    He protested, but how much can a guy protest when a woman is playing with his dick? 
 
    She pulled his pants and underwear off and helped him step into a pair of light blue panties. 
 
    “Oh, that’s cute,” she smiled. She pulled them up, snugged them, and his balls were actually pushed up a bit. She tucked his chastity cage back between his legs and his balls actually, in spite of the ring part of the chastity device, went up into his body. 
 
    He grunted, but as much for pleasure as anything. 
 
    “You are so beautiful.” 
 
    “I’m a man,” he protested. “Men aren’t beautiful. Men are handsome.” 
 
    “Not men with boobs,” she spoke complacently, but with confidence. 
 
    He looked down to where his breasts jutted out. “I can’t believe this,” he whispered. 
 
    “Oh, believe it. And this is just the start.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” He looked up at her. 
 
    “Honey, you have a female body.” 
 
    “I do not!” 
 
    But his breasts said otherwise. 
 
    “So you are going to have to wear female things.” 
 
    Oh, how he howled, but she finally said, “How long has it been since you went out?” 
 
    “But I can’t! I’ve got these!” He hefted his bosoms. 
 
    “Exactly my point,” she spoke sweetly. “So we’ll simply dress you up as a woman. Then you can go out again.” 
 
    “I’m not going to do this.” 
 
    “Okay, you don’t have to, but I want you to wear a tummy shaper. Your boobs aren’t the only thing getting bigger.” 
 
    That was a true statement that hit the mark. Jon always prided himself on being in shape, but now he was swelling. Just a little bit, his belly, and his ass. But…maybe a tummy shaper would help? 
 
    Liv handed him a tummy shaper and watched as he tugged it up. 
 
    “Well, that certainly hides your boner bump better,” she said approvingly. 
 
    He looked at the mirror and had to agree. “It does make my belly look slimmer, but…” 
 
    “But what?” 
 
    “The way it squeezes my mid section, it squeezes my tits up and my butt down and out. Look! My ass is round!” 
 
    Liv couldn’t keep her hands off her husband’s new and improved shape. 
 
    She grabbed his ass, a cheek in each hand, and lifted. “Fuck, honey, this is hot!” 
 
    He squeaked, and she let go. 
 
    “Well, just try the tummy shaper for a while. We’ll see how it goes and re-evaluate later.” 
 
    He grunted his agreement, and looked in the mirror again. 
 
    Liv seemed to like him this way, and…looking at himself, he started to think. 
 
    It was sort of sexy, and it did make him horny. And he was getting more and more sexy. 
 
    Yeah, he could keep wearing the tummy thing for a while. 
 
      
 
    The days passed, and Jon added exercise to his lifestyle. He had always been athletic, and now that he was having a weight problem he upped his exercising. 
 
    It was hard running with the big bags on his chest, but he enjoyed a bit of weight lifting and bicycling. 
 
    Unfortunately, this just made his breasts bigger. 
 
    He didn’t realize that lifting weights increased bulk, and that biking slimmed down his legs. and his belly, which just made his boobs look even more massive. 
 
    He was also experiencing other changes in his body. 
 
    Fat was redistributing here and there, even in his face, and he started feeling cold weather more. He didn’t understand that female bodies, and his was definitely a feminized body, were more sensitive to lower temperatures. 
 
    The point being that when Liv tossed him a pair of nylons he didn’t even think about it. He wanted to be warmer. 
 
    Not that nylons were big in the warming department, but they did a teensy bit, and…they looked good. 
 
    He had virtually no hair because of the Nair he was using instead of shaving, and his legs looked sleek and sexy. 
 
    They looked more female than male. 
 
    As did his chest. 
 
    As did his hair. 
 
    For the last couple of months he hadn’t had a hair cut, nor a trim, and his hair was longish to start with. 
 
    Jon was starting to look more and more girlish with every passing day. 
 
     
 
    “Honey, you haven’t been getting enough sun.” 
 
    Jon looked at himself in the mirror. 
 
    His face was changed, his hair was long, and…and he sort of liked it. 
 
    In fact, he spent a lot of time looking at himself in the mirror these days. He would comb his hair and imagine a more stylish—the the feminine sense—cut. 
 
    His lips looked a little larger, and his eyes did, too. 
 
    “I’m fine,” he responded. 
 
    “No. You’re definitely pale. Here, come with me. I can fix this.” 
 
    She dragged him into the bedroom. She didn’t have to drag hard. 
 
    “Sit there.” she pushed him towards her vanity table. 
 
    He sat, and wondered what she was going to do. He didn’t have to wait long. 
 
    She picked up a tube of cream and put a little on her fingers. She began rubbing the cream into his skin. 
 
    Amazingly, his face picked up color. The paleness went away and he was now presenting a light bronze color. It had all the shadows and lines that he was supposed to have, but…his skin color was like he had a light sun tan. 
 
    “Oh, my God,” he blurted. 
 
    “Pretty cool, eh?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. I guess.” 
 
    He was conflicted. It made him look better, much better, but…it was girl’s make up she was putting on him. 
 
    “Would you like me to go further?” 
 
    “How much further?” he eyed her suspiciously. 
 
    “I don’t know. As much as you can stand, I suppose.” 
 
    He backed off. He knew what she was doing. She was feminizing him, and while he was enjoying it, he was also having a hard time. 
 
    He was a man, dammit! 
 
    “Okay,” she said, cleaning her fingertips and stepping back to see his face in the mirror. “Pity,” she said. “A little make up goes a long way. But…some other day.” 
 
    He was almost disappointed, and he made up his mind, right then, that if she asked him again he would agree. 
 
    But she didn’t ask him. 
 
      
 
    Days and weeks. Months. Jon became more feminine. 
 
    He would go outside every once in a while. He liked to go biking at night. And he would sun bath in the back yard. 
 
    But he was pretty much stay at home. 
 
    Liv knew that he hadn’t reached a comfortable point, yet, and she bided her time. 
 
    Oh, she wanted to grip his collar and shake him and throw him into the vanity chair and totally make him over. 
 
    But she was smarter than that. She knew, intuitively, that men have to be led along gently. 
 
    So the days passed, and six months had passed when they got a call from Tom and Marge. 
 
    “Hey, bro! We’re in town, want to go out?” 
 
    Jon was panicked.Tom didn’t know what had happened to him. What would he think? What would Marge think? 
 
    Before he could beg off, however, Liv grabbed the phone. She had been listening on the speaker and she spoke into the phone, “How about a barbecue over here, instead?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “And, Tom?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    Liv looked at Jon. “We’ve got a surprise for you.” 
 
    “Yeah? what kind of surprise?” 
 
    “Jon has turned into a woman.” 
 
    Dead silence. Dead silence after a hundred years in a cemetery. in outer space. 
 
    Marge was the first to speak. “What?” 
 
    “Yeah. Jon started growing breasts, and we decided to see how far we could take this. Oh, he’s still a manly man, just in a womanly body.” 
 
    More silence. 
 
    “So we’ll see you on Saturday afternoon?” 
 
    Tom stammered, “Uh, yeah…sure.” 
 
    Then Marge giggled. “We’ll be there with bells on. I can’t wait to see this.” 
 
    After Liv hung up the phone Jon looked at her. “I can’t believe you said that.” 
 
    “So, what? Are you going to lose those mammaries on your chest by Saturday? Best to just make a clean breast of it. Oh, ha! I make a joke. A clean breast. But you just get it off your chest and…oh, ha! I made another joke.” 
 
    Jon was near crying, but he controlled himself. 
 
    It seemed that in giving up a bit of his masculinity he had given up a modicum of control. Liv was starting to push him around. 
 
      
 
    Saturday arrived, and Tom and Marge walked up the front walk and knocked on the door. 
 
    “Come on in,” yelled Liv. She was standing in the archway at the back of the foyer. She actually had Jon in an armlock. 
 
    Jon had been surprised to find out, that in spite of his working out, that Liv was stronger than him. He didn’t understand that the pills he had been taking had robbed him of male musculature. 
 
    Tom and Marge stopped and stared. 
 
    Marge was the first to move. Females didn’t scare her, and neither did female appearing men. She came further into the foyer and walked slowly around Jon. 
 
    “Oh, my God! He is gorgeous.” 
 
    Which statement embarrassed, and pleased, Jon. 
 
    Tom finally moved. “But…how? Did you get implants or something?” 
 
    “No,” Jon muttered. 
 
    Liv: “They just started growing, his boobs, I mean. Right after we went to the Cheesecake Factory.” 
 
    Tom figured it out right away. “The pills.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Have you been taking those domeridone pills?” 
 
    “Yeah. I take them every day. Why?” 
 
    “Oh, God, this is my fault!” 
 
    “What? But…what do you mean?” 
 
      
 
    Five minutes later they were all out on the patio, sipping drinks, and Tom explained. 
 
    Domperidone is a very powerful drug that increases lactation in women. I guess we know it works in men, too. 
 
    “But…how?” 
 
    “It’s a matter of balancing estrogen and testosterone. Those pills I gave you are the strongest domperidone on the market. Put that together with other things, lifestyle, estrogen generating things like booze or Coke, and…you get boobs. But this lactating thing…you seem to have gone extra far on that. Do you still lactate?” 
 
    “Every day. I have to pump my milk several times a day.” 
 
    “Well, if you stop taking the pills, and you stop drinking, and you stop milking your boobs, they should go back down. I think.” 
 
    “Hold on there, Tom,” Marge burst in. “I don’t want him to shrink until we’ve had a chance to explore this.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” asked Jon. 
 
    “I mean we haven’t really checked you out as a woman, yet.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “You look a bit like a woman, a lot, actually, but where’s your make up? And we need to see you in different outfits, and—“ 
 
    “Where’s your dick,” Tom blurted. 
 
    All talk stopped. 
 
    Jon spoke in a low voice. “We’ve got it in a chastity tube so we can pull it out of sight.” 
 
    “Oh, wow,” said Marge. Her eyes were gleaming. It was a gleam that reminded Jon of how Liv had looked when this whole thing had started. 
 
    Tom looked back and forth between the two excited women and the confused Jon. “Well, I think this has to stop.” 
 
    Marge surprised him then. “Tom?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Go home.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Marge licked her lips. “Go home. I’m going to be staying here for a couple of weeks. I want to see this happen. I want to help make it happen. You go home, and I’ll be along when we’re done.” 
 
    Tom was outnumbered. 
 
    And he didn’t want to see this great feminization happen. He stood up. “Too much for me, man.” 
 
    Jon looked back and forth between the two women. He was like a mouse looking between two cats. 
 
    “You want to…” he dribbled off. 
 
    “Are you still here, Tom?” 
 
    Tom turned and left the room. And the house. His car could be heard driving down the street. 
 
    “Okay, kids,” said Marge. “Are you ready for this?” 
 
    Liv said, “Yes,” and licked her lips. 
 
    Jon said, “No.” 
 
    But he was outnumbered. 
 
      
 
    They took Jon into the bedroom and undressed him. Marge marveled at his chastity tube. “We should sew his cock to the perineum,” she suggested. 
 
    Jon said no, and Liv said, “That’s an interesting idea.” 
 
    “Of course he won’t be able to fuck, but we have vibrators, and you can always drain him. 
 
    Tom: “I don’t think so.” 
 
    Marge: “Can you imagine the frustration he would feel? He’d wear a strap on and be fucking us. Fucking us, and his own balls would be generating immense amounts of semen, but he wouldn’t be able to do anything about it. And his only relief would be when we decided, out of the kindness of our hearts, to drain him. 
 
    Liv smiled. “I like that.” 
 
    Tom made whining sounds. 
 
    “Okay. We’ll look into the operation.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    Marge interrupted him. “Jon, you won’t have to wear that stupid chastity tube. You’ll be so much more comfortable. You need to do this.” 
 
    Jon’s mind was spinning, and Liv placed him in the vanity seat. 
 
    “Okay, I’ll do his nails and you do his face. Can you pierce his ears?” 
 
    “Not a prob.” 
 
    The girls began to work on Jon. 
 
    For an hour they chatted and discussed what they were going to do, and Jon wondered what was happening to him. Then they began to work on his body. 
 
    Why wasn’t he objecting more strenuously?  
 
    But he knew—he was liking this. 
 
    Liv painted his toenails red, then selected long fake nails for his hands and shaped and painted. When she was done he had the most delightful set of talons. He stared at them in wonder. This wasn’t his body. But…whose was it? 
 
    Marge worked on his face. She explained about cleansing and pores and things. She prepared it, colored it, and set about the delicate work of doing his eyes. When she was done he had wonderful arched eyebrows, his eyes sparkled in dusky caves, and his lips were plump and red. 
 
    Marge pierced his ears and gave him short, silver strands with little sparkly diamonds on the ends. 
 
    Liv brushed his hair and styled it, made a few clips, and transformed his hair into a totally feminine style. 
 
    All the while, while they transformed him, they kept him supplied with bourbon. by the time they were done he was feeling no pain, and quite amenable. 
 
    He was a woman. Large breasts, wearing a pencil skirt and a blouse, and high heels. 
 
    He couldn’t walk well, but the girls didn’t plan on him entering any marathons. They planned on holding his arms and walking him into a restaurant. 
 
    So they did. 
 
      
 
    Liv drove and Jon sat in the back seat. Marge sat next to him. 
 
    “God, you make me hot. It’s a good thing we can’t fuck, or I’d be untrue to Tom.” 
 
    “Oh,” he was dazed, beautiful and drunk. 
 
    “Tell me more about sewing his dick up?” asked Jon from the front seat. 
 
    “Well, they make a slit under the head of his cock, and a slit in his perineum, then they simply suture the two places together. His penis will point out between his thighs, under his ass. It’ll be so sexy, especially when he wears panties. The panties will rub the head of his cock and he’ll always be turned on.” 
 
    “You sound like you’ve been giving this a lot of thought.” 
 
    “I have. I’ve been trying to get Tom to do it for years, but he’s such a stick in the mud.” 
 
    Jon thought about that. Stick in the mud. For wanting to keep his cock up and functional. 
 
    Yet, he had to admit…there was a certain allure to the idea. 
 
    He was growing to love being chastised, to being horny all the time, and this sounded like it was a few steps further.  
 
    Could he handle it? 
 
    Liv pulled into Charley Coyote’s and parked. 
 
    Charley Coyote’s was roaring. It was the hottest place in town, and steam was coming out the doors and windows. People were lined up, people were dancing inside, and Jon’s knees grew weak. 
 
    Marge and Liv kept him going though, and shortly they were at the side of the dance floor. 
 
    “I’ll get some drinks, you find us a table,” Liv shouted over the crowd. 
 
    Marge walked Jon back to a corner table and they huddled in the darkness. 
 
    “How you doing, Jon?” 
 
    “I’m okay,” Jon lied. 
 
    “Excellent, oh, goodie! Here’s the drinks!” 
 
    Liv put four glasses on the table and they all sat and drank. Two wine spritzers for the ladies, and two bourbon and Cokes for Jon. 
 
    Jon guzzled them down, felt the buzz, and Marge leaned forward and spoke loud enough for both of them to understand. “Let’s dance for a while, then take Jon home and fuck him.” 
 
    Jon looked back and forth between the two girls. 
 
    Liv smiled. “Okay.” 
 
    And so the night began. 
 
    For hours they plied him with liquor, then they took him out on the dance floor and got his blood hot. 
 
    They kissed him, and felt his groin, and cupped his tits. 
 
    Jon lost track of what was happening. He was horny, and drunk, and two beautiful women were using him. 
 
    And he was okay with that. 
 
    Finally, by the end of the night they took him home. They walked him into the back bedroom and laid him on the bed. 
 
    He grinned stupidly. He was going to get to fuck them. 
 
    But he wasn’t. 
 
    Liv didn’t take off his chastity tube, she just put him on all fours and lay down so she could kiss him. 
 
    “What’s going on?” Jon asked, his voice in wonder and confusion. 
 
    “Marge is first. Then me.” 
 
    “What are you…erk!” 
 
    Marge stepped up behind him. She was wearing a strap on and she nudged his bung hole with it. 
 
    Jon spun around and faced his sister-in-law. “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Making you a woman, honey. Now get back on all fours and get ready.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    Liv pulled his head towards her. “Come on, Jon. This is what it’s all about. This is where we’ve been going, and you’ve known it all the time.” 
 
    “I didn’t!” 
 
    Marge pulled him to face her. “It’s going to feel good. And you’ll get drained. Don’t you want a little relief?” 
 
    “But I’m a man!” 
 
    “Are you? Look at you. You’re a woman. You’ve got tits, your face is made up, your whole body is changed. Maybe it’s time you realized that you’re more of a woman than a man.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    Then Margie grabbed his ears and spoke into his face. “Jon. Do you want to give it all up? Do you want to go back to your boring, old male clothes? Do you want to get rid of those wonderful tits? Do you want us to stop sucking on your nipples? Do you want to stop wearing those wonderful, sexy clothes, and go back to being a man?” 
 
    Liv pulled him around. “Wearing jeans and tee shirts. Athletic shoes. Your body all hairy and smelly.” 
 
    Marge pulled him around. “No more make up!” 
 
    Liv pulled him, “No more lingerie. You’ll sleep in boxer shorts!” 
 
    Marge: “You can go back to opening doors for ladies, instead of having them opened for you.” 
 
    Liv: “Chest bump your friends and smoke cigars and talk about how tough you are.” 
 
    “Not really feeling the real softness that you are capable of.” 
 
    Back and forth they talked at him. One thing after another, and, finally, Jon broke. 
 
    “Okay!” 
 
    Everybody was silent. 
 
    Liv asked, “Okay?” 
 
    “Okay. I said okay. Now fuck me.” 
 
    Slow grins on the girl’s faces, and they helped Jon back into the doggy position. 
 
    Liv kissed him, a deep, soulful kiss, and halfway through his eyes opened and he jerked and made a ‘gurking’ sound. 
 
    Liv chuckled. “She’s in you. Isn’t she.” 
 
    He nodded, kept gulping and gulping. He was feeling so good back there, and it was only getting better. 
 
    “Go for it, Marge,” whispered Liv. 
 
    And Marge did. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Kidnapped and feminized, was he… 
 
    The Biggest Sissy in the World! 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    The great philosophical question I pondered this story was: which is better, to be feminized, or to be a sissy? 
 
    This is a difficult question with many sides. Yet, at the heart, is a certain sameness. 
 
    Feminization is to look like a woman. 
 
    Does being a sissy go further? A sissy might be so enamored by being totally feminized, but there is a hidden facet to being a sissy. 
 
    And this is made more difficult by the fact that there can be different types of sissies. 
 
    In the end I decided that being a sissy is better than being feminized. No offense to anybody out there, just my personal opinion.  
 
    And remember, I pondered this as a writer crafting a story, and, specifically, choosing a title that might be grabby. 
 
    So if you feel the other way, have at it. 
 
    The world doesn’t matter, all that matters is you. 
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    “Honey, I’m home!” 
 
    Jack walked through the kitchen. He placed his keys in the bowl, rummaged through the fridge and found a Coke. 
 
    He sipped, smiled, and added a dollop of bourbon. 
 
    He sipped again, and grinned. Now that was the secret formula in Coke. 
 
    Then he realized his wife had never answered him. He held his body still, listened to the house, and called, “Honey? Lisa?” 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    He frowned. She was always home when he got home. They had been married for five years and they were totally in love with each other. They went to the store together. They had lunch together. And when he got home from his occasional work trips she was waiting. 
 
    So…? 
 
    He walked through the foyer and down the hallway. 
 
    No sign of his wife in any of the rooms. 
 
    Puzzled, but not alarmed, he turned around and walked back to the living room. She was probably over at the neighbors. He turned into the living room and stopped. 
 
    The drapes were closed, which was unusual. But shocking was the figure sitting in the corner of the room. 
 
    She was beautiful, Jack could tell that much. He could see her buxom shape in the shadows. He could see her smiling face as she watched him. 
 
    She had her legs spread, and one hand was at her groin, rubbing her sex. 
 
    “Who?” Jack blurted, actually taking a step back. 
 
    “Hello, Jack. My name is Donna, and I will be your tour guide.” 
 
    “What the…what are you doing here? Where’s my wife?” 
 
    “Your wife is safe for the moment, but that all hinges on you doing exactly what I tell you to do.” 
 
    Jack was now silent. He was estimating how fast he could get to and subdue the woman. 
 
    But she hadn’t made any threatening moves. She had just implied about his wife. 
 
    “I’m going to call the cops.” 
 
    “Be my guest. I even know the number, should you wish. It’s nine and one and one.” 
 
    Jack blinked. 
 
    She was laughing at him. 
 
    But she was a threat to his wife…he intuited that…and that meant she was a threat to him, and… “Who are you?” 
 
    “Jack, I’ll tell you everything, but I’m going to have to insist that you mind your manners, first.” 
 
    Her own manner was so cavalier, no nonchalant.  
 
    “What are you doing here. Where’s my wife.” 
 
    “I’d like a drink. What you’re drinking. And don’t tell me there’s no booze in that can.” 
 
    He made up his mind. He took out his cell phone and tapped nine. 
 
    “Of course if you complete that call you’ll never see your wife again. Would you like that, Jack? to never see your wife again?” 
 
    Jack stopped, was frozen, held the phone and stared at the woman. 
 
    “Now, this is sort of crucial. We have to establish that I’m in charge. So I want you to get me a drink. If you don’t, then I’ll stand up and walk out, and you’ll never see your wife again.” 
 
    Jack found that he was trembling. He realized that he must have been trembling the whole time. 
 
    “Wait…” 
 
    “Wait for what? It’s simple. I have a thirst. You are my bitch. Now go get my drink before you make me do something you’ll regret.” 
 
    Jack felt like his legs were made of wood, that his body belonged to somebody else. He turned on his stumpy legs and headed for the kitchen. 
 
    The woman said nothing as he got down a glass and filled it with bourbon and Coke. He could have called on his cell phone. He could have said nothing and let 911 listen. 
 
    But he couldn’t. 
 
    The police arrive after the accident, and whatever accident this strange woman was…the police weren’t the solution. 
 
    He walked back into the living room. He handed the woman her glass. 
 
    She smiled as she leaned into the light. Brunette with wavy hair around her shoulders. Red lips and pale, blue eyes. 
 
    She sipped, smiled at him, then sat back in the shadows. 
 
    “Where is my wife.” 
 
    “Good drink, Jack. Now, as to where your wife is…she’s safe. For the moment. But you have to do everything I tell you to. Everything, with a capital ‘every.’ 
 
    Jack stared, his ind was raging, and going nowhere. 
 
    If this was a courtroom there was no body, no evidence of wrong doing, just this woman with her smug and smirky manner. 
 
    “How do you know my wife?” 
 
    “Not important. What is important is that you follow directions. Please sit down.” 
 
    Jack remained standing. 
 
    “Don’t make me shout.” 
 
    Jack sat on the edge of the couch. 
 
    “Now then, Jack. I will be giving you instructions, and you will be following those instructions. Failure results in penalties. Penalties for you and your wife.” 
 
    “Why?” Jack’s voice was a whisper. He didn’t understand what was going on. 
 
    “Because I can. Would you like to see your wife?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Very well.” She tapped her cell phone a couple of times. A moment elapsed, and his own phone dinged. 
 
    He stared at his phone. 
 
    “Answer it, Jack.” 
 
    Jack looked at his phone. He opened the text messages and stared at the screen. 
 
    His wife laying on a couch. Her hands tied, her feet tied, a ball gag in her mouth. The look in her eyes…it broke Jack’s heart. 
 
    “What…!” he growled and took a step towards Donna. 
 
    She tilted her head and smiled and waited. 
 
    He stepped back, controlled himself. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. “Now take off your clothes.” 
 
    Jack was frozen, except for his mind. His mind felt like it was being battered by a hurricane. 
 
    “I know you heard me. I want you to take off your shirt, your pants, everything. I want you naked, and I want you naked in 30 seconds. 
 
    She pulled up the stop watch on her cell phone and tapped on the screen. 
 
    Jack’s face was bright red, but he started moving. He pulled his shirt off, kicked his shoes off, paused for about a tenth of a second, then took off his socks. He was down to his underwear, breathing hard, wondering, scared, and Donna lifted an eyebrow. 
 
    Jack took off his underpants. His cock, unbelievably, was straight out. It was almost as if it was pointing at Donna. 
 
    “Oh, my,” she said. “Somebody is happy to see me.” 
 
    “No.” It sounded like he was gargling the word. 
 
    “Yes,” she disagreed, smiling as she stood up. “Now follow me.” 
 
    She walked past Jack, and he smelled her. He smelled her flesh, her perfume, the womanliness of her. His skin was all goose bumpy, and his cock surged harder. 
 
    How can I be hard? he wondered, feeling his cock rise and fall. 
 
    She walked down the hall towards his bedroom. Jack hesitated, but he really had no choice. He followed her. 
 
    From the rear she had a beautiful ass. It was round and firm.  
 
    From the side, when she turned into the bedroom, her breasts jutted out. 
 
    Jack stepped into the room. Donna was standing at Lisa’s vanity table. One hand was on the chair, and she was grinning. “Come, sit down.” 
 
    Jack walked slowly across the room. 
 
    “What kind of a person are you?” 
 
    “A most wonderful person. Animals love me, and men open doors for me.” 
 
    “But my wife. how could you kidnap her?” 
 
    “Easily. I just get a couple of fellows to help me. We strip her clothes off and put her in the trunk of my car. I drive away, she comes with me. Being naked has a definite effect on how a person reacts. Your wife reacted just fine. She was scared. She did what she was told. Of course, it helped that I said you would be harmed if she didn’t do exactly what I said.” 
 
    “You…dirty—“ 
 
    “Shut up, Jack. Don’t spoil it all by being unpleasant. Now sit down.” 
 
    Her voice was a little harder, and her eyes burned into him. 
 
    Jack moved around the chair and sat down. 
 
    “Excellent. Now, Jackie boy, we are going to decorate you. All you have to do is follow directions. Do you think you can do that?” 
 
    His voice was soft as he muttered, “Yes.” 
 
    “Okay. First things first, there is a can of Nair on the vanity table. It’s a spray can, and I want you to spray yourself. Take your time, stand up if you have to, but I want every square inch of your body, except for your lovely head, to be sprayed.” 
 
    Jack looked at the can of Nair. He sighed. He sprayed. 
 
    The substance turned into a gel as he smushed it over his body. 
 
    For a second he focused on himself, getting as much as he could. Then he glimpsed Donna in the mirror. 
 
    She was standing next to the bed, taking off her clothes. 
 
    He stopped. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Panic was in his voice. 
 
    “I’m going to help you, and I don’t want to get any of that stuff on my clothes. Now keep going.” 
 
    Jack smoothed the stuff into his pores. He coated himself with the goo. 
 
    Donna moved up behind him. She focused on his armpits and face. Then she moved down and got the middle of his back, and his groin. 
 
    She was naked and he felt her tits brush against his arm, then his back. 
 
    Jack gasped. 
 
    She had both hands around him and she was stroking him. 
 
    “What are…what…” 
 
    “Every square inch, Jack. She felt his cock and worked it. She moved around to his front, didn’t look up at him, and completely was focused. 
 
    When his body was completely slathered she went into the bathroom, found a couple of hand towels, and came out and started rubbing the stuff off him. 
 
    Jack was having a hard time breathing. He was rubbing himself a little, but he was in too much shock to rub himself a lot. 
 
    Finally, he was clean, and sweet smelling, and Donna stood back happily. Hands on her round hips she said, “Excellent.” 
 
    She gazed at him, a quirky smile on her face. “Okay. Sit down again.” 
 
    Jack moved to the vanity desk and sat down in the chair. 
 
    “Now then, just sit still while I clean myself off. It’s been a long day.” 
 
    She walked into the bathroom and turned on the shower. A minute later, the water warm, she stepped into the shower. 
 
    Jack sat, naked, bare of hair, and stared at her figure behind the frosted shower glass. 
 
    She was beautiful. A classic 36 by 24 by 36. He could see her lifting her hair a bit so it wouldn’t get wet. 
 
    His eyes fell on her cell phone. 
 
    He snatched it off the bed and looked in her text messages. 
 
    Lots of messages, but nothing to do with Lisa or him. 
 
    He put the phone back and sat down just in time. 
 
    Donna stepped out of the shower and pulled a towel over her frame. 
 
    Jack watched as she dried under her boobs, dried her legs, dried her pussy. 
 
    It was a nice pussy. The labia were extended and rippling. It was as if her pussy was in heat. 
 
    “Why are you doing this?” His voice was low. 
 
    “I told you. Because I can.” 
 
    She moved across the room, stopped at the vanity table and picked up a bottle of perfume. Smiling, she spritzed herself, and Jack smelled the odor his wife used. It about killed him, and he felt so helpless. 
 
    “Nice, eh?” 
 
    She walked past him, paraded her flesh around his chair, and entered Lisa’s walk in closet. 
 
    A long minute elapsed, then she walked out. She was carrying lingerie. 
 
    She tossed a bra and panties set to Jack. “Put these on.” 
 
    Jack’s mouth opened and closed. 
 
    “Don’t dilly dally, Dally,” Donna chirped brightly. 
 
    “But…why?” 
 
    “Because I command it.” 
 
    “I don’t want to!” 
 
    “Do you ever want to see your wife again?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “Then put your underwear on.” 
 
    His mind protesting, it’s not my underwear! Jack put his feet through the leg holes. He stood up and pulled the panties up. 
 
    He was slightly larger than his wife in the hips, and the panties were snug. 
 
    “Push your dick down,” commanded Donna as she pulled her own—Jack’s wife’s—panties up. 
 
    Jack reached in and pushed his cock down between his legs. 
 
    Donna frowned. “That’s not going to work.” 
 
    His cock was sticking out the front, making a big bump. 
 
    She walked back into the closet and returned with a tummy shaper. 
 
    “Try this.” 
 
    Jack slid the panties off his legs, and pulled the tummy shaper up. 
 
    “Ah, yes. That’s going to work. Come here.” 
 
    Jack walked to her. 
 
    She only had panties on. Her breasts were big, and they brushed against his arms as she pulled the waist band of the tummy shaper out and reached down. She pushed his cock down, giggled as he groaned, and placed it between his legs. 
 
    She then knelt and snapped the bottom of the tummy shaper. 
 
    She stepped back, hands on her waist, her tits thrust out. “Now we’re talking!” 
 
    His cock was painfully bent down. 
 
    “It hurts.” 
 
    It’ll hurt your wife more if you don’t keep it that way. In fact, you’d better make sure your cock doesn’t rise up, or show in any way. You got that?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Okay, before you put that bra on we need to give you some breast forms.” 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    “Fortunately, me thinking ahead, I brought a couple of big uns.” 
 
    She pulled a bag out from the bottom of the bed and reached into it. She extracted a pair of large boobs. 
 
    “Just stand there for a minute,” she said. 
 
    She took the fake boobs to the vanity table and spread glue on the back of one. Then she turned and smeared glue on Jack’s chest. She pressed the boob on to him. “Hold this.” 
 
    Jack held the tit with two hands. 
 
    “Keep the pressure on them. You don’t want these babies free floating when we get you fixed up.” 
 
    “Fixed up?” 
 
    “Fixed up,” she agreed, smearing glue on the back of the other boob, then onto the other side of his chest. 
 
    Jack stood, his boobs in his hands, pressing them against his chest. 
 
    “How long do I have to do this?” 
 
    “Ten minutes.” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    She looked at him. “Push your chest against a wall if you have to. But I want those boobies to stick.” 
 
    Jack turned to the wall next tot he door to the walk in closet. He pushed his chest against the wall and leaned his weight into the boobs. 
 
    Donna put on her bra. Jack watched how she did it. it was the same method as his wife used. She fastened the bra in front of her belly, then slid it around her waist and slid her arms under the straps. 
 
    She went up on her toes and down briefly, jouncing her large boobs into the cups. She smiled at him, and went into Lisa’s walk in closet. She came out with one of Lisa’s dresses. It was a tight one, red, with lots of cleavage. She pulled it over her head and wiggled into it. 
 
    “That belongs to Lisa.” 
 
    “Yep. Fits good, doesn’t it.” 
 
    Jack said nothing. He leaned against the wall and glared at her. 
 
    She went back into the closet and brought out hose. she unrolled them up her legs, then straightened up, adjusted the dress, and said, “Okay. Put this bra on.” 
 
    Jack duplicated her actions of fastening the bra and sliding it around his waist. 
 
    “Good thing you fit into that tummy shaper.” 
 
    Jack stood in bra and panties. His legs sleek and hairless. 
 
    Donna tossed him a package of new hose. “Put them on.” 
 
    “You’re going to make me into a woman?” 
 
    “I’m going to do what I want. And so are you. Put them on.” 
 
    Jack leaned against the bed and rolled the stockings up his legs. 
 
    “You look good,” nodded Donna. “You sure you haven’t done this before?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “No…you’re not sure?” 
 
    “No. I haven’t done this before.” 
 
    “Pity.” Donna walked into the closet and came out with another of Lisa’s dresses. This dress was blue, very tight, and was high cut at the top, and had a higher hem. If people weren’t going to look at his boobs—which they probably were—they could always look at his sleek and shiny legs. 
 
    “Okay, have a seat.” 
 
    Jack sat down at the vanity table. 
 
    Donna pulled a chair up and began cleansing his face. He didn’t like the way she was pulling his skin with a little sponge, but she ignored him and kept cleaning his pores. 
 
    Then she put primer on him and added a bit of color to his cheeks. 
 
    “Why do you want to feminize me.” 
 
    “I like sissy boys.” 
 
    He gulped. His cock was reacting in his tummy shaper, and it hurt. 
 
    She grinned and placed a hand in his lap and felt him. “Oh, ho. Little sissy boy likes it.” 
 
    “Stop that,” he snapped. 
 
    She just laughed. She wasn’t about to stop. 
 
    She went to work on his eyes, shading them delicately, adding liner and mascara. She pulled on his skin to make a taut canvas, and he gulped nervously as the sharp pencil did its work so close to his naked eyeballs. 
 
    She was close to him, almost sitting on his lap, and she didn’t seem to mind body contact. She even laughed when the flesh of her boobs brushed against him. 
 
    “Stop it,” he whispered. 
 
    “Stop it yourself,” she responded, and she applied plumper to his lips. She stopped, waited, and a few seconds passed. 
 
    He said, “That’s burning.” 
 
    “That’s okay,” and she started putting lipstick on his lips, which were now slightly swelling. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” she said, licking her lips, “You are gorgeous, if I do say so.” 
 
    “But why?” Jack was almost begging now. He felt so funny, his body was confined by the beautiful clothes and lingerie. his face felt contained by make up. 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    She began brushing his hair. She twisted and flipped and sprayed, and within a minute he had a beautiful hair do. It was slightly short, but it looked good. Real good. 
 
    Then she pierced his ears. 
 
    He couldn’t believe it! He had holes in his ear lobes, and long, silvery strands hung from them. 
 
    Finally, however, she was done. She lifted his arm and helped him up. 
 
    “Slide into these heels.” 
 
    He slid his feet in to classic black pumps. The heels were a couple of inches, so he could still walk, but he felt like he was sliding down a hill. 
 
    “Come on, gorgeous, let’s have a drink and get ready for the party.” 
 
    “Party?” 
 
    He mumbled, tasting his lipstick, trying to get used to the heavy weights on his chest. “I don’t understand.” 
 
    Tears began to leak from his eyes.  
 
    Quickly, Donna dabbed at his eyes with a handkerchief. “There, there, little girl. Don’t cry. You don’t want your make up to get all messy.” 
 
    Jack was having a hard time, however. 
 
    “Where’s my wife? What have you done to her?” 
 
    Donna just smiled a knowingly smile. “Some day you’ll find out, Jack. But the longer you spend whining and crying the longer it will be.” 
 
    Jack tried to sniffle down. He tried to control himself, but it was hard. 
 
    So Donna walked him into the kitchen and mixed more drinks. They sat at the table, Donna working the handkerchief, and Jack trying to stop crying. 
 
    And, two drinks later, everything was calm.  
 
    Donna had drunk Coke, and Jack had drunk almost straight bourbon, and he was finally under control. In an out of control way. 
 
    “All right, Jack. Are you ready to find out what has happened to your wife.” 
 
    He nodded. His head feeling a little loose on his neck. 
 
    “Then you need to go outside and get in the car.” 
 
    “My car?” 
 
    “My car. And I want you to get in the trunk. I’ve got a couple of blankets all ready for you, so you’ll be nice and comfy.” 
 
    “Nice and comfy,” he muttered. “Yeah.” 
 
    “We’ve got a couple of hours driving ahead of us, so…let’s go.” 
 
    Jack stood up, once again Donna holding his arm and helping him. 
 
    Jack staggered out to the garage.  
 
    Donna slid the garage door open a couple of feet and they walked out onto the driveway. 
 
    “My car is at the end of the driveway.” Donna slid the door shut. 
 
    They walked down the driveway, their heels tapping on the cement. 
 
    Jack looked around. He was dressed like a woman and out where everybody could see him. His face was red and he tried to imagine himself shriveling up and blowing away. 
 
    They rounded the corner at the bottom of the driveway. An 850 BMW sat at the curb. Jack had noticed it when he arrived home, but had figured somebody was visiting one of the neighbors. 
 
    “This is yours?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    The BMW was a sleek, dark red. The windows were tinted, and it looked like lots of money. 
 
    As they approached the vehicle Donna took out a fob and clicked it. The trunk opened up and Jack stared into it. 
 
    A couple of small water bottles. a couple of thick blankets. A slender pillow. 
 
    “Why can’t I ride up front with you?” 
 
    “Attitude, Jack. We need to cultivate the right attitude.” 
 
    He turned to Donna, faced her squarely. “I don’t understand.” 
 
    “What don’t you understand?” She had a smirky grin on her face. 
 
    “I never did anything to you. I never did anything to any woman. Why are you doing this to me? And where is my wife? what have you done to her? I don’t understand!” 
 
    He was a bit drunk and he was almost wailing by the time he finished talking. 
 
    “Hop in the trunk, Jack.” 
 
    “But, why?” 
 
    “Hop in the trunk and you’ll be that much closer to finding out.” 
 
    Jack had no choice. It was awkward with the dress on, but he managed to throw a leg over the lip and climb into the trunk. 
 
    Donna stood, one hand as if holding the trunk up. “Get comfy, Jack.” 
 
    “What if I have to pee?” 
 
    “We’ll be making stops. Just tie a knot until then.” 
 
    Jack nodded, and the trunk came down. 
 
    It was quiet in the trunk. And it was dark. Jack lay on his back, his knees slightly up, and stared into the darkness. 
 
    Where was his wife? Why was he being kidnapped? Where was this strange woman taking him? 
 
    The driver’s door opened and the car settled. Donna was behind the wheel. 
 
    Grrrr. The motor started up.  
 
    It was a low purr, and there was almost no sound in the trunk area. 
 
    The car started up smoothly. Jack didn’t feel any bumps to speak of, and shortly the car was rolling down the street. 
 
    Jack tried to keep track of the twists and turns the car made. It was actually pretty easy. A turn here, a turn there, and a large circle where the car picked up speed. 
 
    They were getting onto the freeway. 
 
    The car powered up and entered traffic. 
 
    The sounds of the cars passing, or being passed, were louder than the sounds of the BMW. 
 
    Jack lay in the darkness. He opened one of the small bottles of water and sipped. He was dry, but he didn’t want to drink too much. He didn’t know when the first piss stop would be. 
 
    He screwed the cap on and tried to estimate their speed. 
 
    If it had been his own car, or even a common car, he might have been able to guess, but in this sleek, purring monster he had no idea. 
 
    Jack had the thought that one judges one’s life by the bumps he endures. 
 
    But the BMW had absorbed all the bumps, so he was left with no way of measuring. 
 
    He sighed, scrunched the pillow a bit, and settled down to the ride. 
 
     
 
    Donna drove for an hour. All freeway. finally, the car started to slow, then the sound of the tires on the pavement changed, and the car went around a slow curve. An exit ramp. 
 
    Jack had been dozing, but he came awake. 
 
    His mouth was dry from having drunk before he had gotten in the car, and since it looked like they were going to stop, he swished his mouth out with water and took a few small swallows. 
 
    Then the rumble of driving over a rough surface, maybe gravel, maybe dirt. 
 
    The car pulled into a parking space and the motor was turned off. 
 
    For a moment Jack heard nothing. Maybe the faint sound of music, then the door opened and the car shifted as Donna got out. 
 
    Jack waited, but heels clicked away and he was left alone. 
 
    Now sober, he was starting to worry. What if she left him in the trunk? 
 
    Then he heard several pairs of pairs of heels clicking, approaching the car. 
 
    A click and whir and the trunk went up. 
 
    Four women, including Donna, were standing behind the car, looking at him. 
 
    “This is Jack, girls. Hop out Jack. There’s a ladies’ room over there,” she motioned with an elegant hand. “Avail yourself. These ladies will assist you.” 
 
    “Assist me?” 
 
    He blinked as the sun lit into his eyes. 
 
    “You’ve been rolling around for an hour, your make up is smeared, you need to get straightened out. So out, Jack, and repair yourself.” 
 
    Jack climbed out of the trunk. He was a little stiff, but not too bad. He staggered in his heels, but one of the woman stepped forward and put an arm around his waist and steadied him. 
 
    They were beautiful. Full figured, well made up, wearing expensive and form showing dresses.  
 
    They walked across the asphalt of a short parking lot and towards the ladies’ room of a rest stop. 
 
    Just a common rest stop. A few big trucks, a few SUVs with families, and miles and miles of desert. Cactus, mesquite, tumbleweed, reddish boulders. 
 
    The restroom was typical tan sandstone on the outside, and tiles and harsh echoes on the inside. 
 
    The women walked Jack to the end of the ladies’ room and opened up the stall door. 
 
    He walked in and the women all took places in front of the stall. 
 
    Jack’s dick was scrumpled up and limp. Being in the tight tummy shaper for an hour had done for him. He pulled his tummy shaper down and sat and tinkled. 
 
    He would have stood, but he chose to sit like a woman. He just wanted to sit and gather his thoughts. 
 
    He flushed the toilet and opened the door. 
 
    The three women straightened up and smiled at him. 
 
    “Can you tell me what is happening?” Jack begged. 
 
    They shook their heads. They were not inclined to speak. 
 
    “My wife has been kidnapped. Donna did this…she feminized me. Can you tell me what is happening?” 
 
    “Time to fix your make up, Jack.” 
 
    They took him in front of the scratched up mirror and worked quickly and efficiently. He watched them, gauged them, but…what was there to gauge? They were in on whatever this kidnapping plot was. They were responsible for the kidnapping of his wife, he had no doubt, and they just worked on his make up and prepared him to get back in the trunk of the BMW. 
 
    “Why do I have to be made up to ride in a trunk?” he asked. 
 
    One of the women smiled. “Attitude, Jack. Now pucker your lips.” 
 
    He pursed, and she rolled on the lipstick. He could tell his lips were still swollen from the plumper Donna had used, and when he glanced at the mirror he could see how big and moist his lips looked. 
 
    His face all done, the women checked his dress. They adjusted his bra with a tug or two, smoothed his dress out, and walked out of the ladies’ room and headed back to the car. 
 
    Donna wasn’t at the car, and Jack caught sight of her talking to a small group of women at the far end of the parking lot. 
 
    She glanced at him, was aware of him, but kept talking. 
 
    Then Jack noticed that the parking lot had filled up with expensive and even exotic cars. High end Beemers and Mercedes. Luxury Acura cars.  
 
    There was still a smattering of SUVs and such, but…the parking area was mostly beautiful women. 
 
    Large chested, well dressed, beautiful women. 
 
    “Go ahead and stretch out, Jack,” said one of the women. “It’ll be a couple of minutes, and then a couple of hours before you’ll get out again.” 
 
    “Why can’t you tell me what this is all about?” 
 
    The women glanced at one another. Then one of them smiled. “Now where would be the fun in that?” 
 
    So Jack stood, and waited, and eventually Donna headed back towards the car. 
 
    “Everything okay?” asked one of the women. 
 
    “Everything is fantastic,” grinned Donna. “Truly a day in paradise.” She looked at Jack. “Right, Jack?” 
 
    Jack said nothing, and suddenly all the women were smiling at him. 
 
    “Hop in the trunk, Jack.” 
 
    Disheartened, Jack climbed back into the trunk. 
 
     
 
    The car whizzed down the road. It spent an hour on the freeway, Jack laying quietly and wondering what he was going to do.” 
 
    Then the car turned off the road. It went over what felt like a cattle guard, and up a rutted road. 
 
    Now Jack heard the whine of other motors, so he was going into the wilderness in a caravan. 
 
    The bumps started up, and not even the luxury suspension of the BMW could save him from bouncing around in the back of the car. 
 
    Then the curves started. Now he was not only bouncing up and down, he was being flung side to side. 
 
    He braced himself as best he could and tried to survive. 
 
    Up. He was rolled to the back of the trunk by the slant of the road. 
 
    Bumps and curves and ruts and pot holes and rocks in the road. 
 
    Wherever her was going it was off the beaten track. 
 
    Finally, the road leveled off. It began a large sweeping turn, then wiggled back and forth, backed up, and stopped. 
 
    Jack held his breath, and the trunk opened. 
 
    Jack sat up and stared in wonder.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    Jack had no idea where he was, but wherever it was, he was not in Kansas anymore. 
 
    It was a ranch. That much was plain. But what a ranch! 
 
    The car was parked in a field. The grass had been cut, and hundreds of cars were lined up, nice and neat, in rows. 
 
    The field extended about a hundred yards. Beyond the field was a three story ranch house. It was made of logs, with lots of windows. Four chimneys rose up from the steeply pitched roof, and there were out buildings. Behind and to the side of the ranch house was a monster barn. 
 
    It was taller than a normal barn, but it extended maybe a hundred yards sideways. 
 
    There were three sets of big double doors spaced out across the front, and the three doors were closed. 
 
    In front of the doors, looking like they were waiting for admission were hundreds of women. 
 
    The woman were all decked out. Jack could see the glitter of diamonds at their ears and necks and wrists. He could see tight dresses, so tight that, when he got closer, he would be able to see raised nipples, excited and at attention. 
 
    “Out, Jack.” 
 
    The three women had gathered at the back of the car and they had smiles on their faces, but also a sense of intensity. 
 
    Something important was going on. 
 
    They took a few minutes to fix his make up yet again, then turned him towards the barn. 
 
    The three women walked Jack across the field and towards the crowd of women. They surrounded him like guards, and as they got closer to the barn the women in the crowd turned and examined Jack. 
 
    Jack had never felt like such a piece of meat in his life. He was red-faced because he was dressed like a woman. He was dressed so like a woman that he would have been mistaken for a woman. 
 
    Except that these ladies who watched him walk through their midst towards the big, double doors seemed to know that he was a man. 
 
    It was in their eyes, in their amused glances. They saw right through his sexy dress and knew he had a package hanging between his legs. 
 
    They arrived at the barn door and one of the women pushed it open and they slid through the small space. 
 
    The inside of the barn was massive. It had a few columns to support it, but it was pretty much open space, with just a couple of manufactured offices parked at the wall on the left. 
 
    On the wall on the right were a line of porta potties. 
 
    At the back wall was a stage with curtains in front of it. 
 
    Jack was walked over to the trailer/office. He was directed up the stairs and into the office. 
 
    He stood at the back of four lines of women.  
 
    Then he realized, as he watched the three women accompanying him, that three of the lines were for women like them.  
 
    And the fourth line was for women…like him. 
 
    For men who were dressed as women. 
 
    He stared at the backs of the men who were women in front of him. Now that he knew he could see the differences. 
 
    Slightly wider shoulders, longer hands. Adam’s apples. A different fit to the dress. Hips not quite round enough, tits not quite right on their chests. 
 
    With a shock, he realized that he was one of the better looking men…women…in the place. 
 
    “We just made it,” said one of the women who had accompanied him, and who was now looking out a window into the barn. 
 
    Through the window Jack could see that the barn doors had been opened. Women from the outside were crowding into the barn. There were a lot of women, and Jack knew that they would fill the barn when all were inside. 
 
    At the front of the line women were being taken into one of several small booths. They were only in the booths for maybe three minutes, then they came out. 
 
    About half of the men who were women were downcast, looking out of sorts. Half of them were confused. 
 
    The line moved slowly forward. 
 
    The noise from a thousand women chattering in a barn grew. 
 
    Finally, it was Jack’s turn. He was the last one and he was directed to one of the booths. 
 
    He walked in, his three women staying by him. 
 
    It was a small space, just two chairs and a small table between them. and two women. One sitting across the table, and one standing to the side and holding some sort of belt. 
 
    On the table was a small box. Sort of like a tape recorder, except it had one of those needles like you see on a machine that registers earthquakes. 
 
    Earthquakes? 
 
    “Have a seat, Jack,” the woman behind the small machine smiled. 
 
    Jack sat. 
 
    “Okay, let’s fix him up.” 
 
    The woman holding the belt wrapped it around his chest, secured it. She wrapped a smaller band around his arm, and a put a clamp on his finger. That was when Jack understood what it was. 
 
    “This is a lie detector,” he blurted. 
 
    The woman across from him smiled, but didn’t say anything. 
 
    Jack looked up at the woman putting the clamp on his digit. 
 
    “Be quiet,” she said gently. “We need you calm to get the best reading.” 
 
    When Jack was secure the woman behind the table spoke without looking up. 
 
    “I want you to tell me a deliberate lie. Okay?” 
 
    Jack knew about lie detectors. But he also knew his wife had been kidnapped. As had he. 
 
    “Where’s my wife.” 
 
    She didn’t bother to look at him. “You’ll find out in a couple of hours. Rest assured, she is unharmed and, actually, quite happy.” 
 
    “She is?” 
 
    “Oh, yes,” the woman said, and she smiled in a very sincere way. 
 
    In spite of everything, Jack believed her. 
 
    “Now I’m going to ask you a question and I want you to tell a deliberate lie.” 
 
    The woman lifted a playing card. It was the Jack of Diamonds. 
 
    Jack said nothing. 
 
    The woman put the card down. She didn’t seem upset at Jack’s attitude. 
 
    “The sooner you lie, the sooner you see your wife. Now tell a deliberate lie.” 
 
    She lifted the Jack of Diamonds. 
 
    Jack said, “Ace of Hearts.” 
 
    The woman nodded, made a mark on a sheet of paper that was scrolling out of the machine. The lines on the paper were bunched up and peaked. 
 
    “Good lie. We’ll commence testing now. Please answer yes or no.” 
 
    A pause, the paper spewing slowly out, a needle scratching back and forth on the paper. 
 
    “Is your name Jack?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Do you know where you are?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Did your wife tell you about this place?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Do you know what this place is?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Have you ever heard of the Ladies’ Sissy Society?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She glanced up at him, then repeated the question. 
 
    “Have you ever heard of the Ladies’ Sissy Society?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Are you a man?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    The woman made notations on the paper after every question. She paused here, however, then made a quick note. 
 
    “Are you a woman?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Another pause and small notation. 
 
    “Okay. Test complete.” 
 
    The other woman undid the belt around his chest and the other connections. She lifted his arm to help him out of the chair and directed him towards the door. 
 
    He stepped out of the door and was immediately surrounded by the three women. A man who was a woman walked out of the next booth down. A woman stuck her head out the door and said, “He didn’t pass.” 
 
    The three women accompanying him walked him down the stairs and across the barn towards the big, double doors. He looked pissed off. 
 
    Jack, on the other hand, looked confused. “What the hell is this?” he muttered. 
 
    The three women took him down to the floor of the barn and walked him towards the back of the barn, towards the big stage area. 
 
    The stage was wide, and fairly deep, but it was only a couple of feet up. Jack stepped onto a step and hands grabbed him and helped him up to the stage itself. One of the women stayed with him and walked him back towards the curtains. 
 
    They stepped through the curtains and Jack found himself in a small area, maybe ten by five, with four other men and their…women. The women who were handling them. 
 
    The men all looked at him. They were wearing dresses and the women were fussing over their make up. 
 
    One of the men complained, “What the hell is this? When do I get to see my wife?” 
 
    “Right after this first event.” 
 
    Event? Jack was befuddled beyond confused. What event? 
 
    At that moment music started up. The first song was ‘Sweet Dreams (Are Made of This). It was by Eurythmics, and it set the stage for songs to follow. 
 
    ‘Walk on the Wild Side,’ by Lou Reed. 
 
    ‘The Sweetest Taboo,” by Sade. 
 
    ‘Dude Looks Like a Lady,’ by Arrowsmith. 
 
    A hard mix of tough blues and sexually mixed up lyrics. 
 
    Then the music died and the crowd roared. 
 
    The men in Jack’s little place all looked at each other. 
 
    “Does anybody know what’s happening?” 
 
    Nobody said anything. They just listened to women cheer in front of the stage. 
 
    The noise died down, the women who were doing their make up, who had stopped to listen, went back to work. 
 
    Five minute later there was another huge cheer. 
 
    And five minutes after that. 
 
    The women were mostly done with the make up now, and everybody just stood in place and listened. 
 
    Cheers. 
 
    The ninth cheer, and a woman entered the small room. 
 
    “Okay, ladies. I want you to file through this door when I give the word. Don’t speak, but smiles will go a long way. Being a talky bitch doesn’t. Is everybody ready?” 
 
    Behind the men the women who had done make up each raised their hands. 
 
    The woman who had entered the room listened to a bud in her ear, then she suddenly raised her hand and made frantic motions. 
 
    The men filed out the door she had entered through. Jack was last, and he blinked and tried to understand what was happening. 
 
    He was on the stage. Women with clipboards and earbuds directed the men to stand at the front of the stage on a series of five yellow footprints. 
 
    Jack blinked and looked out at the women. 
 
    A massive cheer had roared up, and it was now dying down. 
 
    In the audience women were whispering and pointing, and a lot of them were pointing at him. 
 
    “What the fuck?” said a man on the other end of the short line. 
 
    Women in the audience frowned. 
 
    In front of the stage were a line of ten women sitting in chairs. They were making marks on clipboards, and they glanced at the man who had spoken out of turn and made marks. 
 
    Jack had the feeling that one man had just been…eliminated. 
 
    Eliminated? 
 
    But from what? 
 
    What had he done that was so awful? 
 
    Jack felt like yelling at the women scrutinizing him, but something cowed him, kept him quiet. 
 
    For some reason he didn’t want to go the way of the man who had spoken. 
 
    After about five minutes the woman who had directed them out on the stage appeared. She moved them back into the little room. 
 
    Jack did some math. Ten sets of cheers five minutes apart. Five men in a group. Fifty men dressed like women? 
 
    “Well done, ladies.” 
 
    “When do we see our wives?” 
 
    “Very shortly now. Hold on…” She listened to her ear bud. Then she smiled and waved her hand again. Back out on stage. 
 
    This time, when Jack stepped out on stage, he realized that the stage was packed. His math had been right. Fifty men were standing on stage. 
 
    They were all in dress and high heels, fully made up. They had long hair and big chests. They all looked confused. 
 
    A couple of the men were smiling, liking the cheers that were coming from the audience of women. 
 
    Then the woman who was directing things stepped to the center front of the stage and held her hands out, palm down. 
 
    The noise died away and the barn became ghostly silent. 
 
    The woman stepped to the front and accepted a clipboard from one of the ten women in chairs. She walked to one side of the stage, stood next to Jack, and was handed a microphone. 
 
    “Ladies and ladies!” Her voice boomed out and the women in the audience all chuckled. 
 
    Ladies and ladies. Hunh? 
 
    “When your name is called out please step back.” 
 
    the men who were ladies all glanced at each other. 
 
    “Charles Lifner.” 
 
    A man dressed like a woman stepped back. 
 
    “Robert Johnson.” 
 
    A man dressed like a woman stepped back. 
 
    Man by womanly man the men stepped back. It was obvious they were going right down the list, and Jack would be number fifty. 
 
    The woman skipped the eighth man in line, and the seventeenth. A lot of men stepped back, and then thirty four was skipped, and forty-one. 
 
    Nine more men dressed like ladies. 
 
    Stepped back. 
 
    Stepped back. 
 
    Stepped back. 
 
    Then the line of men was at forty-nine, the man next to Jack.  
 
    The women had been giving a few handclaps as men stepped back. There were a few whoops, and men who were left standing at the front of the stage received sizable cheers. 
 
    When the man who was forty-nine stepped back, however, the cheers rose up loudly. 
 
    Part of it was the fact that they were at the end. Part of it, Jack intuited, was the fact that the women in the audience liked him. 
 
    “The five ladies who are left, please step to the center of the stage.” 
 
    Jack stepped, and the yells and shouts rose up again. The noise was so loud that Jack missed the next command, to turn around. 
 
    A hand touched him, and a woman motioned that he should turn in place. 
 
    He did, and the cheers were lifting the roof. 
 
    Then Jack and the others were moved across the stage and back into the little rooms. Jack ended up in the same room he had stepped out from, and… “Lisa!” 
 
    He jumped across the space and hugged his wife. 
 
    She hugged him back and they were both crying. 
 
    The woman who had been taking care of Jack’s make up moved in between them. “Hey! Don’t mess the mascara!” 
 
    Jack and Lisa stared at each other, their hands clasping each others forearms. 
 
    “Are you okay?” 
 
    “I’m fantastic, Jack, and so are you.” 
 
    “I am?” 
 
    “Yes. You’ve come so far, and you’re in the finals.” 
 
    “What finals?” 
 
    “Jack, let’s sit down and I’ll explain it.” 
 
    “Explain what?” 
 
    Lisa led him to the back of the room where two folding chairs had been set up. They sat down, and she leaned her face towards his. 
 
    “Jack. I hope you’re not mad, but…you know how we’re always talking about entering the lottery? And how we need to buy more tickets. What we would do with a million dollars?” 
 
    Jack shook his head slightly and blinked. This was making no sense. 
 
    “So I entered you in a contest. A contest with a million dollar prize.” 
 
    “You…did?” 
 
    “This contest is put on by the Ladies’ Sissy Society. Once a year they choose from fifty contestants…the best husband.” 
 
    “The best husband? But why did they put me in a dress? And make up? And…and—“ 
 
    Lisa put her finger on his lips to shush him. 
 
    “Jack. It’s a sissy society. They judge men based on how good a sissy they can be. The proviso is that they can’t be told beforehand. They have to enter the contest as…as virgins.” 
 
    That’s when it clicked for Jack. 
 
    The men who had walked out of the little booths, after the lie detector tests. Their wives had told some of them, and they had been caught, and that’s why they were pissed off. 
 
    And the men like him, who didn’t know what was happening—the virgins—were still confused. 
 
    The trip in the trunk, out of the blue. Nobody telling him anything. He was…he had… 
 
    “Jack. You’ve made it to the finals.” 
 
    “I…did?” 
 
    “You and four others. There’s only four other men between you and a million dollars.” 
 
    Jack translated that as: There’s only four other women between… 
 
    He said. “A million dollars.” 
 
    It made sense. Confusion dropped away and the potential of what he was doing, what had been done to him…it all made sense. 
 
    “What do I have to do? Can you tell me?” 
 
    “I can. I can finally tell you.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “First, whatever they do to you…you must not cum.” 
 
    “Not squirt.” 
 
    “That’s right. You must, no matter what, hold your semen in. Not have an orgasm. No matter what they do to you.” 
 
    “What are they going to do?” 
 
    “Mostly talk to you. But they are allowed to stroke you, and touch you, within reason. And you absolutely must not cum! 
 
    “And that’s all?” 
 
    “Well, there’s something else, but I don’t know what. It’s apparently different every year, but it hinges on you managing not to squirt.” 
 
    “Okay. Okay. I can do that. I can not squirt.” 
 
    “Oh, honey! Thank you! Thank you for understanding and being a good sport and…and everything.” 
 
    “It’s me that should be thanking you. A million dollars!” 
 
    Grinning, they kissed, and then the woman in the room with them touched Jack on the shoulder. “It’s time, Jack.” 
 
    Now Jack was sailing. He had made the transition from deeply depressed, confused and perplexed, to being on top of the world. He had a one in five chance of being a millionaire. 
 
    He walked to the door to the stage and stepped out into the bright lights and cheers, and was suddenly confused again. 
 
    Lining the front of the stage were five small devices. They only rose to four feet, and they were like miniature pillories. 
 
    They had a top plank that lifted up, and a bottom plank to place the package on, and a hole for the package to go through. 
 
    What’s this? he thought. 
 
    Down the stage four other men were staring at the devices. 
 
    They had been apprised of what they were going through, just as Jack had, and they were just as willing as Jack. 
 
    But…what were these things? 
 
    Each of the men were led out to the edge of the stage and stood behind the things. 
 
    “Pull your dress up, Jack.” 
 
    Dumfounded, slowly figuring it out, Jack lifted his dress. 
 
    His tummy shaper was pulled down his legs and his cock unlimbered. It had been forced to be soft, but now it was feeling its freedom and was getting harder. 
 
    “Okay, Jack, place yourself in the pillory.” 
 
    Now Jack felt surreal. His body moved forward and he placed his cock and balls on the little hole in the center of the pillory. 
 
    The pillory was raised an inch, then the plank came down and he was trapped. 
 
    The women in the audience were watching avidly, and cameras were flashing. 
 
    There were metal circlets on the corners of the pillory, and Jack’s wrists were cuffed. 
 
    He stood, gazing out at the audience. Blinking. Gulping. Now scared. 
 
    Then he felt somebody fumbling at his backside. He turned his head and saw a woman. She smiled up at him, and held up a butt plug. 
 
    Oh, fuck! he thought. 
 
    The woman pushed and the plug slid smoothly in. Fortunately, it was well greased. 
 
    Jack stood there, stiff, his cock poking through the face of the stocks. The thing in his butt was stimulating him, and he suddenly knew that he was in trouble. 
 
    He wasn’t worried about the plug. Heck, Lisa had played with his asshole enough, but…he might cum. 
 
    He began to play baseball games in his head. 
 
    When all five men were secured, lines formed in front of the stage. The line in front of Jack was the longest, and a few women at the end were directed to choose other lines. they did so, but grumbled, and eyed Jack hungrily. 
 
    Jack stood and the lines began to move. 
 
    Woman after woman stepped onto the stage. She was allowed to do anything she wanted, outside of jack him off. 
 
    Jack felt hands curl over his shaft, then slide to his balls. 
 
    Lips suckled on his fake tits, until his tits were loose. 
 
    A lot of the women wanted to kiss him. He didn’t mind this, actually preferred it, and the moments of long, tongue sucking kisses became thoroughly enjoyable. 
 
    Each woman had a minute, sixty seconds, to enjoy Jack. 
 
    Jack intuited that this was going to result in votes, so he gave his all. He moaned and groaned, and knew that, though no one was allowed to stroke him, cumming could be a real problem. 
 
    The hands cupping his testicles, the fingers wiggling his butt plug. It wasn’t long before he was dripping. And the dripping built and built, and he was in danger of cumming. 
 
    Baseball, he thought. Seventh game of the World Series, three men on…behind by three runs. 
 
    He mentally dug in his feet, knocked the dirt off his spikes with the end of the bat, eyed the pitcher. 
 
    He was hitting against Sandy Koufax, the best pitcher ever, and everybody discounted him. 
 
    A pitch, a swing, a miss. 
 
    The crowd roars. 
 
    The woman held his ears and lip locked him. If they could get him to cum with a kiss, or a fondle, they would win a special prize. Jack didn’t know what it would be, but he was determined that he would make it through this…this torture. 
 
    People yelled at him from behind the plate. They insulted his mother and called him all sorts of vile names. He ignored them, planted his feet…the wind up…the pitch…a swing and a miss! 
 
    His tits came off, groped too much, pulled on and pushed and…his nipples turned into twin points of fire as they suffered the attacks of luscious lips and flicking fingers. 
 
    Now he was in a haze of sexuality. Dozens of women had gone past him. His asshole was feeling hot and sexy and he was trembling as the women pushed the plug around and tried to stimulate his prostate. 
 
    His groin was trying to trigger. He was using all his stubbornness to not let go, to not cum. 
 
    The crowd screaming as Koufax wound up. The white pellet flew down the chute. it’s sort of like a bead of cum, and he twisted and swung with all his might. 
 
    The crack of the bat, the ball sailing up into the sun, and…and… 
 
    Jack was sobbing, hanging onto the pillory, and his dick started dripping. 
 
    Women screaming, arguing, shouting that he had cum…that he hadn’t cum…that he had cum…that he hadn’t… 
 
    Jack held onto the corners of the pillory and tears rolled down his cheeks. 
 
    He didn’t know what had happened. He had been playing baseball, then he was overloaded and everything was white, but…he hadn’t had an orgasm. 
 
    The judges came up and had a discussion. They asked him questions, and he told them that he hadn’t cum…could he? Could they let him cum? 
 
    There was no way he could lie about this. He was in too much of a sexual fervor. 
 
    The decision was reached. He had drained a little, but he hadn’t orgasmed, so he was still int he contest. 
 
    Half the women were still waiting their turns, and they cheered. 
 
    Women in other lines frowned, but the judges decisions was what it was. 
 
    Again, the line moved up on the stage. women cupped his buns, jostled his balls, gave him a quick stroke or two, and sucked his nipples and kissed him and… 
 
    Jack entered a hazy area where he was aware, but not by much. 
 
    Having had a close call, and then being given a break while the judges argued, had worked in his favor. 
 
    Hours passed, the line grew shorter, and shorter. Then…it was over. 
 
    Jack was unlocked and returned to the room where a bed had been set up. 
 
    He lay down on the bed and closed his eyes. 
 
    His body felt like it was electrified. He wanted sex more than anything. But…he was determined. 
 
    Don’t cum! 
 
    An hour later, Jack had managed to doze a little, he was woken up. 
 
    Three women fixed his make up while he sat in a chair. 
 
    He was breathing hard. 
 
    Then he was summoned out to the stage again. 
 
    There were only three men. Jack and two others. The other two men had been eliminated. 
 
    Jack smiled, tried to smile, he was so exhausted. 
 
    A thousand women smiled at him. Many of them winked and waved. 
 
    He smiled back. 
 
    The announcer stepped up to the three men. “Ladies. This is the last event. You know what you’re going for, but before we begin this last event…you have to agree to it.” 
 
    The sound of things being moved on the stage. Jack and the others turned to look. 
 
    Three padded horses were being rolled across the stage. They had planks on the side, padded, for knees. It was obvious what they were for. 
 
    “Okay, ladies. Let’s start with John. John, would you like to partake in this event?” 
 
    John gulped, but nodded. 
 
    “Excellent. Tom. Would you like to partake in this event?” 
 
    Tom was scared, and he shook his head. “No way!” 
 
    “All right. We’re going to ask Jack now. Jack, if you say no, the contest is over and John will win the million dollars, and the title of ‘Biggest Sissy in the World!” If you say yes then the contest goes on until one of you quits. What do you say, Jack, would you like to partake in this last contest?” 
 
    A thousand women hung on his words. 
 
    Jack looked at Tom. Loser. 
 
    He looked at John. He wanted to win. 
 
    But Jack wanted to win, too. 
 
    Could Jack outdo John? Could Jack outlast and outfuck his competitor? 
 
    Then he looked at the audience. He saw the eager faces, he knew there were a lot of women out there that wanted him to win. 
 
    And he saw his life, Lisa, clasping her hands and encouraging him. 
 
    Jack nodded. “Yes.” 
 
    A mighty cheer rose up, and women began putting strap ons on. 
 
    Jack took his place on the padded horse behind him. His knees lifted his butt a little and presented it for…whoever. 
 
    John took his place, and the two men glanced at each other. 
 
    The set of their jaws, the determination in their eyes, they each wanted to win. 
 
    The question was, who wanted to win more? 
 
    Women lined up and the line began to move. 
 
    The first one pulled out Jack’s butt plug and replaced it with her dildo. 
 
    Jack’s eyes widened. He had been played with back there, had taken a finger or two, but…this was different. 
 
    Of course there was a limit to the size of the dildos being used. 
 
    But that basic size was built around the basic size of a dick. 
 
    Women were given one minute to screw him, and they made the most of their minutes. 
 
    Some women whispered in his ear. 
 
    Some women wanted him to win, some to fail. 
 
    Some women slapped his ass. 
 
    Some women whispered encouragement and left with kisses. 
 
    And the lines moved. 
 
    Jack entered a haze, his second of the day, and moved his hips and began to enjoy what was happening. 
 
    And why shouldn’t he? 
 
    Jack lost track of time. He paid no attention to John. He just kept pushing his butt up and accepting women. 
 
    Woman after woman. 
 
    His clothes disappeared. Torn off by women mounting him. 
 
    His make up became sweaty, his mascara ran, and women kept applying lipstick to him to keep him fresh looking. 
 
    Hours passed. 
 
    The lines would shrink a bit, then lengthen again. 
 
    Jack lost track of everything but the constant nudging in his butt. 
 
    He wasn’t thinking of winning or losing now, he was just thinking of what was happening to him. He was enjoying. 
 
    He was in a sublime place…and he was suddenly aware that they had stopped fucking him. 
 
    He stared about, and he was helped to stand up. 
 
    His legs were so weak he needed help to stand up. 
 
    Then he became aware that people were cheering. 
 
    He looked to the side. John was on a stretcher being carried away. He had passed out. He had lost. 
 
    Jack was gaping, but he was ready to keep going, and the women appreciated this. 
 
    He was half walked half carried to the center stage where the announcer was waiting for him with a big grin and a monster trophy. The trophy looked like a big penis, but instead of a slit on top, there was a pussy. 
 
    “Ladies and ladies! May I present this year’s winner, the Biggest Sissy in the World…Jack!” 
 
    Jack stood and the world erupted. Yells and screams. Grins and cheers, then Lisa was standing by his side, holding him up. 
 
    “You did it, Jack! You did it!” 
 
    Jack smiled. Yes he had. 
 
    And he wanted to do it again. 
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    Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands ~ This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’ 
 
    Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind. 
 
    Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come tot he truth of the world. 
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    Male submission leads to sissification! 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    Is it possible to go too far when you feminize a man? 
 
    Is it possible to go so far that you upset the applecart? Or ‘apples’ cart, in this case? 
 
    Theoretically, yes. 
 
    So this story is about people going too far, and what happens to them. 
 
    But, remember, it is fantastical thinking, and you should never be afraid of going too far! 
 
    Now, off with the panties and let’s have some fun! 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie 
 
      
 
    PS ~ Can you name the movie that made the word ‘prevert’ famous?

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    “Mrs. Thompson, we have a situation, and, uh…” 
 
    “Is Jed all right? It’s not Jed, is it?” 
 
    The two cops at the door acted embarrassed. They looked at the ground and scuffed their feet and one of them said, “No. Uh, it’s…we need you to witness something for us.” 
 
    “Witness? It’s not about Jed? He’s okay?” 
 
    “Uh, we think he’s fine, but…you really need to come with us.” 
 
    Ann’s mind was going a little crazy. Jed spent so much time working, and she worried about him. He was always tired, too tired even for sex, and…why were these police officers calling on her? 
 
    “Let me get my coat.” 
 
    The cops stood at the door, not even talking to each other, and Ann retrieved a coat and her purse and keys. The coat was a navy peacoat and she put her purse and keys into the pockets and followed the cops to their cruiser. 
 
    They had her sit in the front seat, and one of the cops sat in the back seat, and they headed down down. 
 
    “I wish you’d tell me what’s going on,” she asked. 
 
    “It’s, uh…no crime has been broken, as far as we can tell, but your husband is involved, and…” the cops took turns reassuring her, and all the time alarming her. Their efforts to put her at ease were having the opposite effect. 
 
    They arrived outside the Hamilton building and got out of the car at the curb in front of the entrance. 
 
    But they didn’t go into the Hamilton building, they just waved at the doorman, who waved back and grinned, and headed for the next building over. 
 
    It was an apartment building, ten floor high, as tall as the Hamilton building. 
 
    They rode up in the elevator, and now the cops were silent, still avoiding her eyes. It was almost like they were afraid to talk. 
 
    They got off the elevator and walked down the corridor to room 8C. The cops tapped on the door and shortly a scruffy, dumpy looking woman answered the door. 
 
    “Well, it’s about time? There should be a law! Who’s this! He’s still doing it.” 
 
    Her manner was frantic, insistent, persistent. She was a real Karen, and she led the way to the back of her apartment. 
 
    “Mrs. Fenton, we uh, want another witness. This is Ann.” 
 
    Ann looked at the cop. He had used her first name, not her last name, and suddenly she realized that the cops did not want the old woman to know her name or be able to say who she was. 
 
    This was getting curiouser and curiouser. 
 
    They entered the woman’s bedroom. The lights were off and nobody turned them on. 
 
    The woman moved to her window and pointed. “See? He’s still there. I’ve been watching for an hour. He gets on the bed and he does disgusting things with that…that… blow up thing he has.” 
 
    Ann looked out the window to where the woman was pointing. 
 
    Across the way was an apartment. It was in the Hamilton building. A man was standing with his back to her. He was naked and she could see his shoulder moving back and forth. 
 
    She blinked. The cops had called her down here to watch some bozo masturbate? What the… 
 
    “When he’s not doing nasty things with that balloon girlfriend of his he’s on that computer. He’s watching girls put their fists into each other! He watches men with…with breasts. With breasts, and they put their manhood in each other. And he…” 
 
    The woman kept blabbing and blabbing. The problem was…Ann couldn’t see any of this. There was a balcony in front of the man’s apartment window. It was high enough to obscure the man’s lower level, what was happening on the bed, and even the computer screen. In fact, the only thing that Ann could see was the man’s shoulder jerking back and forth as he, presumably, pleasured himself. 
 
    “And he was putting a penis up his butt and sometimes he dresses up like a little girl and prances around and masturbates and—“ 
 
    “Mrs. Fenton?” interrupted Ann. 
 
    The old lady spun and glared at Ann. 
 
    “I hate to say this, but…the balcony blocks the view and I can’t see anything. He might be naked below the waist, and he might be doing those things, but I can’t tell.” 
 
    The two cops were behind the old lady and both of them had their lips clamped and looked like they were suppressing something. 
 
    “Stand on the bed! Stand on the bed!” 
 
    Ann blinked. One of the cops smothered a laugh. The old woman spun and glared at him. 
 
    The cop was back in control. He pretended he had coughed. 
 
    “‘Scuse me, ma’am. Ann, if you’ll get on the bed, and, Mrs. Fenton, if you could give Ann your binoculars. 
 
    Ann got up on the bed, she balanced by holding one bed post and put the binoculars to her eyes. 
 
    Zingo bingo. She could see everything. 
 
    She could see the man was naked, and he was jacking off. She could see the computer in the corner, and it was open to a site where women put men in cages and tied them to crosses and whipped them with a belt. She could see the blow up doll on the bed, spread legged and waiting. 
 
    And, as if cued, the man spun and jumped on the doll. He fucked its mouth for a minute, then pulled its round, red mouth off his peter and stuck himself into the hole between its legs. 
 
    But that wasn’t surprised Ann. 
 
    “Can you see anything, Ann?” asked one of the cops. 
 
    “He’s fucking that blow up thing again! That’s the third time this evening!” snapped Mrs. Fenton. “Why, if my husband was alive I’d have him go over and give that prevert a piece of my mind!” 
 
    The man was sweating up a storm. He was rolling around, contorting, having his way with the plastic doll. 
 
    But that wasn’t what surprised Ann. 
 
    “Ma’am?” 
 
    “I tell ya, this neighborhood is going to the dogs. The preverted dogs!” 
 
    What surprised Ann was that the man jacking off, watching sick porn, driving his cock into the blow up doll…was Jed. 
 
    Her husband. 
 
    She lowered the binoculars slowly. Her eyes filled with moisture, but she made herself not cry. 
 
    Mrs. Fenton carried on, and one of the cops helped her down from the bed. He whispered, “We got his name from the doorman next door, and since there are no laws being broken…” 
 
    “No laws being broken? That prevert is breaking the laws of God and nature! Do you see what he’s doing? Do you see?” 
 
    The old lady grabbed the binoculars and jumped up on the bed. She was surprisingly agile for an old lady. But then she was surprisingly excited. 
 
    “We decided that perhaps if you staged an intervention, maybe that would be better, avoid the courts, avoid the newspapers and Facebutt and all that…” 
 
    Ann turned to the officer. “Thank you. I will handle it. All of it. You won’t see anything after tonight.” 
 
    “What?” screeched the old lady. It was unclear whether she was upset at something Jed was doing, or at the thought of being deprived of her nasty, old nightly show. 
 
      
 
    Ann and the two cops descended, came out on the sidewalk, and walked over to the Hamilton building. 
 
    “Would you like us to come up with you?” 
 
    Ann considered the offer. She didn’t need the cops, but maybe it would be good. It would give any words she had for her asshole husband more weight. 
 
    “Yes, please.” 
 
    The smirking door man opened the door and showed them to the elevator. They rode up to the seventh floor, then walked down the hallway to door 7D. 
 
    They could hear the sound of light music and grunts and groans. The grunts and groans sounded very sexual in nature. 
 
    The officer on her left raised his hand to knock and Ann stopped him. 
 
    “Wait.” 
 
    She took a step back and the cops looked at her curiously. 
 
    Ann had taken karate classes in college, and she easily remembered how to do a front kick. She took a hop and slammed her foot into the door. 
 
    The cops started moving to stop her, but they were way too slow. 
 
    The door slammed back against the wall and Ann finished her kick by hopping into the room. 
 
    Jed looked up from his position inside the plastic pussy on the bed. His eyes were wide and he was suddenly terrified. 
 
    Then he saw who it was, his wife, and he was extra terrified. 
 
    Ann said nothing. She was so furious she was calm. 
 
    The cops looked at each other and said nothing. The door was already broken, and they had lost control of the situation. 
 
    “Ann?” 
 
    “You son of a bitch. You pervert. You won’t fuck me at home and now I know why! You’ve got this secret, little hideaway where you get your sick jollies! Look at you! Fucking a blow up doll! And the computer…is that how you want women to treat you? Spank your ass and shove cucumbers up your ass?” 
 
    Jed was spluttering, trying to get a word in edgewise. 
 
    One of the cops was holding his belly and making little noises as spurts of laughter escaped his lips. 
 
    “How much are paying for this place? How much is this sick habit costing you? Well, now you’re going to have to pay for a door, too. You might just as well pay for the place, it’s a good place for you to live.” 
 
    “But…I…” 
 
    “You do want a divorce, don’t you? Then you can hide in this disgusting place and stick hot dogs up your ass or whatever you do. But I’ll tell you this…the divorce is going to cost you! I get the house, the cars, alimony, everything. You’re going to get shit, you sick pervert. You can keep the ballon bitch you’re fucking there, and all these toys and things, and—“ 
 
    “Ann!” wailed Jed, finally realizing he was going to have to speak up if he was going to get heard. “I love you!” 
 
    “You’ve got a funny way of showing it. Putting your little dick in that thing.” Ann took out her cell phone and started taking pictures. 
 
    “I’ve already got witnesses, and there’s no telling how many laws you’ve broken with your disgusting behavior, and…” 
 
    Ann went on and on, moving around the apartment, shooting a cell video, catching Jed from all angles, looking at sex toys on the dresser and on the floor. Suddenly she picked up a plastic horse’s cock. 
 
    “You really like it this big?” 
 
    Jed finally realized he was naked. He moved to a chair and began putting on his clothes. He was babbling, making excuses the whole time. 
 
    Ann videoed the computer, and began hitting the back button. Her cell caught every site. 
 
    “Heysoos! What is this? Amputee sex? Racist sex? Horror sex? Little school girls with big boobs…” 
 
    She kept filming and clicked back through over twenty sites, each one dirtier than the previous. 
 
    “Ann, I’m sorry. You’ve got to let me explain!” 
 
    “”Explain that you’re a pervert? That you’re a…a…” at a loss for words, she borrowed from Mrs. Fenton. “A prevert?” 
 
    “No! It’s just that…I love you. I know I’ve got a problem, but I really love you. I’m not fucking strange women over here. I’m just…I’m…” 
 
    Jed ran out of words. He was dressed and holding his shoes, and he didn’t know what to say. 
 
    Ann turned to the cops. “Officers, sorry won’t cut it here. But if you can see it in your hearts not to charge this sex idiot with any crimes I…I would be thankful forever.” 
 
    One of the cops, the older one, was better at maintaining control. The other one was almost purple in the face for withholding laughter. 
 
    The older one said, “Well, I guess if you’ll take responsibility for your husband…we could leave off charging him with any crimes.” 
 
    Ann spun on Jed. “Do you hear that?” 
 
    “Oh, please,” blurted Jed, not sure what he was begging for, just knowing that this was the moment in which he had to beg. 
 
    Ann turned back around. 
 
    “What’s the statute of limitations on these crimes my bone headed husband has committed.” 
 
    “I’d have to check,” said the older cop, now he was even having to hold his laughter in. “But I think it’s a long time. Maybe twenty years.” 
 
    “Twenty years? So he’s got to be good for twenty years. Squeaky clean. No jay walking or kicking dogs, and no masturbation.” 
 
    The younger one suddenly blurted. “We’d have to sign him over to your care. He’d have to do everything you say.” 
 
    “And if he doesn’t?” 
 
    “If he doesn’t do everything you say, and in a timely manner, then you could call us and we could come pick him up.” 
 
    Ann turned back to Jed. 
 
    “Do you hear that? Are you willing to do everything I say and stay squeaky clean for twenty years?” 
 
    Jed was normally too sharp to be taken in by this, but he was so panicked that he fell for it. “Oh, yeah. Anything. honey. I’m sorry. I’ll do anything.” 
 
    “Then thank these officers, and thank them for having kind hearts.” 
 
    Jed turned to the officers and blubbered his thanks. “I’m sorry. it’ll never happen again. You’ll never hear of anything like this again. I’ll be good. I promise…” 
 
    The officers kept straight faces as they listened. They just nodded. The younger one did have to put on his sunglasses to hide his expression, however. 
 
    Ann grabbed Jed by the ear and turned him towards the door. “You can come back and clean up this mess and pay for the door tomorrow. Right now we’re going to go home and have along talk. Let’s go!” 
 
    “But somebody will see me!” 
 
    “Try this for a disguise,” she tossed him a short nighty that was hanging on the back of the door.” 
 
    Jed held the thing over his face and crouched down a little and ran down the hallway. 
 
    Ann turned and gave the officers a quick wink. 
 
    Ann and Jeff got on the elevator, and as the door closed they could hear the sound of the cops guffawing loudly.  
 
    “Well, you perverted, sicko, sex maniac, do you have anything to say for yourself?” 
 
    Jed hung his head. He looked like he never wanted to say anything again the rest of his life. 
 
    They rode down to the basement and headed for Jed’s car. 
 
    “Keys,” snapped Ann. 
 
    Jed wanted to drive, this was his Porsche, but he knew better than to argue with Ann when she was like this. He held out the keys and she took them and got into the driver’s seat. 
 
    Ten seconds later she shot out of the garage, turned, and squealed the tires. 
 
    She loved driving his car, and she was going to be driving it a lot from here on out. “You’re going to drive my pink Miata,” she said. 
 
    “What? But—“ 
 
    “Shut up, you sex maniac! You’ll do what I say or I’ll call those cops right now!” 
 
    Jed shut, and looked at the floorboards. 
 
    Ann slid the car around a corner. It was getting late and she loved playing race car. 
 
    She suddenly realized she loved something else, too. 
 
    For months Jed hadn’t been giving her any sex, and now she knew why. But in yelling at him, in bullying him, she realized there was something better than sex. 
 
    She liked pushing him around. She liked the feeling of being in control, of taking charge, of being the powerful one in their marriage. 
 
    Suddenly she felt a small smile coming out, and she clamped down on it. 
 
    She was in charge, and she loved it, and she wasn't going to let Jed understand how their relationship had suddenly changed. 
 
    She had control, and she wasn’t going to give it up. 
 
    Next to her, cringing as she slid around the street corners, Jed was cowed. 
 
    He had been busted. He had been caught. His wife knew his dirty secret. 
 
    Worse, she could even call the cops on him! 
 
    He sank deeper and deeper into his bucket seat, and was afraid to even look at her. 
 
      
 
    It was an instant change of lifestyle for Jed and Ann.               
 
    They got home and Donna commanded him to sleep in the guest room. She threw scratchy, thin blankets on the floor, and a towel for a pillow, and kicked him out of their room. 
 
    “But what about my toothbrush?” He stared at the bathroom. 
 
    “Get it and get out!” 
 
    He went into the bathroom and looked around. The big tub, the dual sinks, the golden fixtures, it was a luxury bathroom and he truly loved it. But now…now… 
 
    “When do I get to sleep in the bedroom again?” 
 
    “When I’m satisfied that you’ve learned your lesson!” 
 
    He slunk down the hall and turned into the guest room. It was pretty good sized for a guest room, and he had plenty of room. Of course the bed and the dresser were white enamel, sort of a sissy look, but he was okay with that. Heck, he could go buy new furniture tomorrow. Deck this place out like a real man cave. Minus the sex stuff, of course. 
 
    He thought about all the toys he had left at the Hamilton building. It had taken him a while to collect all the sex toys and the computer and things. But, he could find another place, make another collection, and..he frowned. How had his wife…and the cops…how had they found him? 
 
    That was the thing, he had to make sure he wasn’t caught again. 
 
    He had to be very careful now that his wife knew his secret. He would have to play the clean and squeaky, even while he did the dirty and nasty all over again. 
 
    So thinking, he brushed his teeth in the tiny bathroom in the guest room. 
 
    Finally, tired but excited, already getting over his humiliation at being caught, he lay down on the bed and settled in to sleep. 
 
    But sleep was long in coming. The blankets were rough and itchy. The towel/pillow didn’t give his neck proper support. And…he had a boner. He had been caught right when he was about to shoot his load in the plastic doll. He had a full load and really wanted to relieve himself. 
 
    Finally, he kicked the covers off and began stroking himself. Moonlight was coming in the window, illuminating him. 
 
    The door burst open. “I knew it!” snarled Ann. “This was a test. If you could have kept your hands off your stupid dick you’d be back in the bedroom, but now I know you’re totally out of control.” 
 
    “But, Ann! I—“ 
 
    “Shut up! And don’t you stroke yourself off! When I get up tomorrow morning I’d better find you with a king-sized boner. You got that?” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    The door slammed. 
 
      
 
    The next morning Jed woke up early. His head all mixed up over being caught. And the fact that he was horny with a king-sized boner didn’t help. 
 
    The door opened and Ann stomped in. She pulled off his covers and nodded in satisfaction. “Now that’s what I’m talking about,” she quipped. “You’d better be hard all the time. The minute you’re not hard I’ll know you’ve been masturbating. Now get up and go get breakfast.” 
 
    “Me?” 
 
    “Yes, you! Now!” 
 
    She slapped his butt, hard. “Bacon and eggs. Over hard. Orange juice. Toast with grape jelly.” 
 
    She turned out of the room and strode back down the hallway. 
 
    Jed got out of bed. He looked around but his clothes were gone. Ann must have taken them, and all she had left was the short nighty he had brought home the previous night. 
 
    He held it in one hand and padded down the hallway towards the master bedroom. 
 
    “What are you doing here?” Ann was opening drawers and pulling things out and putting them in paper sacks. 
 
    “This is all I have to wear,” he held up the nighty. It was pink and semi-see through with lots of little ribbons and things. 
 
    “Then wear it! Now get out of here and get my breakfast ready!” 
 
    Jed retreated. He was feeling a little put out now. After all, he had been caught the night before, and this was the morning after. Didn’t Ann ever forgive and forget? 
 
    He walked down the hall, slipping into the nighty, and enjoying the feeling of his boner swaying back and forth, being tickled by the material of his short gown. 
 
    He couldn’t wait for Ann to forgive him. After all, he no longer had his ‘sex cave,’ and he needed a little sex. As soon as she got over all this stuff he was going to give her a good banging. 
 
      
 
    Jed scrambled the eggs and cooked the bacon. He took his time and did things right. He didn’t want to give Ann any excuse to prolong her anger. He was too horny for that. 
 
    While he cooked Ann made a couple of trips out to the garage. She was carrying those stupid paper sacks and Jed didn’t think anything of that. He was just prancing around the kitchen in his girly nighty, feeling all sexy with his boner swaying back and forth and bouncing up and down. 
 
    God, was he horny! 
 
    Finally, breakfast was ready and he called to Ann. “Breakfast, honey, come and get it!” He put a little sexual innuendo on the ‘come and get it,’ hoping she would get the right idea. 
 
    She entered the kitchen and picked up the plate of bacon and a Coke, and walked to the door to the garage. She was wearing shorts and her peignoir. You couldn’t exactly see through the peignoir, but you almost could. But you could certainly see the shape of her large breasts. 
 
    “Hey!” Jed blurted as she picked up the keys and went into the garage. “Where you going?” 
 
    “Out.” 
 
    She got into the car. 
 
    “But where? And you’ve got all the bacon!” 
 
    “So I do. Guess you’ll have to cook some more.” 
 
    “But there’s no more!” 
 
    “Then suck eggs.” 
 
    She grinned, was talking with a piece of bacon wiggling out of her mouth, and backed out of the garage. 
 
    Jed was left standing there, looking stupid. 
 
    He walked in and ate some egg, and drank some OJ. 
 
    “What the heck is going on with that woman?” he groused, wanting to be out of the dog house. 
 
    He got up and washed the dishes, then he went back to the bedroom to get dressed. He was going to take a shower in his own shower. No way she was going to move him out of his own house! 
 
    But when he got into the bathroom all his stuff was gone. His soap, his shampoo, everything. 
 
    Sighing, he walked to the small bathroom in the guest room and found all his stuff. 
 
    He didn’t want to move it all back, so he squeezed into the tiny shower and soaped himself off. The water wasn’t as warm here, so by the time he was rinsed and cleaned he was shivering. 
 
    Man, when Ann got back he was going to give her a piece of his mind! 
 
    But, now clean, he walked down the hallway and opened up his dresser drawers. And blinked. 
 
    They were empty. His socks were gone, and his underwear. His tee shirts. Everything! He didn’t even have any ties or anything! 
 
    He walked into his walk in closet and found that it was empty, too. 
 
    He remembered Ann walking back and forth with the paper sacks, and now he knew what had been in them. 
 
    That bitch had stolen his clothes! 
 
    Now in a foul mood, he pulled the short night gown back on. He still had a boner, but it wasn’t as much fun. And he was going to give that woman a talking to! 
 
      
 
    Two hours later Ann drove into the garage. Jed came out to the garage and found that his Porsche was filled with boxes and bags. 
 
    “What the hell is all this?” 
 
    “Take it into the guest room,” Ann said. 
 
    “Where’s all my clothes?” 
 
    “You’ve got new clothes. Clothes more fitting to your new life style. 
 
    Not understanding, a bit stunned by all that was happening, Jed moved forward and opened a bag. 
 
    Panties. Brightly colored. Bras. Matching. Nylons…dresses, blouses, and a box of make up products. 
 
    “What the fuck?” 
 
    “You wanted to be a little sissy, now you get your wish.” 
 
    “No! this isn’t what I wanted!” 
 
    “I went through your checking account. Do you know how much you spent on that room? All those toys? All those porn subscriptions?” 
 
    “But that was—“ 
 
    “We need new carpets, the roof needs some work, and you’re playing with your little dick!” 
 
    “I am not!” 
 
    “Come here.” 
 
    She strode past him, and he was forced to follow her if he was going to have any kind of a conversation. 
 
    She walked into the computer room and powered up. In a second he saw the video she had made at his little sex nest. 
 
    “Hey! Delete that!” 
 
    “Not only will I not delete it, I’ve got it in the cloud, encrypted. And it’s ready to go on Facebutt. And a copy will go to those officers you met last night.” 
 
    “Honey,” his voice was sounding a little strangled now. “You can’t do this. I’m your husband.” 
 
    “No. I don’t think so.” 
 
    Suddenly he was back in the middle of it. All his happy thoughts as he tried to fantasize himself out of his situation were gone. He was back to being a pervert, or as she called him, a ‘prevert.’ 
 
    “I had a husband, but now I’ve got a sissy. I’ve got a man who wants to be a woman.” 
 
    “But I don’t really want to be.” 
 
    “Yeah? Well, I’ve got news for you. I bought all this stuff, and you’re going to wear it, and you’re going to wear make up. And I’m even going to get you some vacation boobs! If anything, you’re going to be my wife! you’ll wait on me hand and foot. You’ll do what I tell you to, and if you don’t then I’m calling the cops, divorcing you, taking this house and the cars and a big chunk of alimony! So do you want to keep talking or be my wife?” 
 
    “But..but…for how long?” 
 
    That was something Ann hadn’t thought about. She had just seen all his internet interests, and the kinds of things he did in his little hideaway, and…and…she smiled. 
 
    “Until we’ve gone through all the things that you had on the internet.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I took a video and went back through all the sites you visited on your last little saga on the internet. So we’re going to go back through them, and you have to do everything on every one of those sites. 
 
    “But…I don’t know what I visited!” 
 
    “Don’t you get it? I videoed what you visited. I have it on video.” 
 
    That’s when it struck him. “But…I don’t know what I visited!” He wasn’t trying to get out of it so much now, as just trying to remember what he had done and where he had gone. 
 
    “Not my problem.” 
 
    “But, honey—“ 
 
    “We’re going to teach you how to be a woman, and then we’re gong to go through the internet and do all the naughty, nasty things you looked at. And, if that doesn’t do it…” 
 
    “What?” His eyes were wide and fear was in his soul. 
 
    “If that doesn’t cure you…then maybe we’ll just snip snip you.” 
 
    “You can’t do that!” he whispered. 
 
    “You’d be surprised what I can do, especially if you’re guilty of sex crimes. All I have to do is call those nice police officers and you’ll be in jail. Tell me would you like to be cellmates with Bubba? I’ll bet he’d love a girlfriend.” 
 
    “Honey…” 
 
    “So, what’s it going to be? Are you going to do what I tell you? Or are you going to be spending twenty years in a small cell with a horny, inbred redneck? And then be a registered sex offender? Or are you going to take your one chance to grow up and be a man? 
 
    There was nothing Jed could say. His head lowered and he looked down. Even his cock got soft and looked down. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    And he said the one thing that men have said for millennium, the one thing that indicates they have lost to the female of the species and are submitting. 
 
    “Yes, dear.” 
 
    Ann smiled a cold smile, and felt the heat in her heart. 
 
    And she thought: God, this power thing is sexy!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    Ann was in seventh heaven. And eighth and ninth heavens, too. The only question in her mind was how was she going to reach tenth heaven?And it all started the day after Jed got caught having sexual shenanigans with himself. 
 
    “You want to be a prevert…you can!” she stated, after Jed had submitted to her. “We’ll start with your hair.” 
 
    Jed was Naired within the hour. Afterwards he stood and looked down at his body. It was hair bare. Not a trace of a curly. It wasn’t just like being naked, it was like being naked twice. And, in spite of the fact that he felt like a crushed human being, he felt excitement. He felt air on his body, and his penis grew hard. 
 
    And actually dripped! 
 
    Of course he hadn’t cum the night before, and, here is something that Ann overlooked: there is an excitement in submission. Jed may have been crushed, but he was also hornier than ever.  
 
    It was like he was will had been taken away and replaced with a command to be horny. 
 
    But, horny or crushed, Ann kept working on him. She selected panties and a bra for him, and that led to further complications. 
 
    First, was the dick. 
 
    Jed stood in the middle their bedroom—her bedroom—and looked down. He was wearing pale pink panties with big roses printed on each cheek.  
 
    the panties didn’t bother him, they were sort of cute, and since he had no will anymore he was free to just sit there and be turned on. 
 
    But being turned on meant his cock was up and about, and the panties simply couldn’t contain his ‘excitement.’ 
 
    The panties were stretched out, the head of his cock threatening to rip the material. The head perfectly outlined and a drip of pre-cum moistened the panties, which made it even more noticeable. 
 
    Ann stared at his penis and frowned. How was she going to get him into a nice, tight dress with that obnoxious uprising in his panties? 
 
    And Jed just stood there and stared at it like he was a mildly interested observer. Didn’t he know how obscene he wold look with a big, old boner bump in his dress? 
 
    Jed, to tell the truth, didn’t. He just enjoyed being horny. It was all he had left after submitting to his wife. 
 
    Second, was the bra. 
 
    The bra fit, but the cups were empty. The material just sat there, scrumpled up material with nothing to make it poke out and look good. 
 
    Disgusted, Ann waved Jed off. 
 
    “What do you want me to do?” he asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. Go…go vacuum or something.” 
 
    Jed smiled. Vacuum. Woman’s work. He could do that. Vacuuming would be a lot better than doing man work. It was easy, and he wouldn’t get dirty, or have to solve problems. All he had to do was move around the houses and—and then he thought of something. 
 
    “Can I wear high heels?” 
 
    Ann glanced at him, “Yeah, yeah.” 
 
    So Jed went off and got the vacuum out and cheerfully did his work. 
 
    Ann went into the computer room and closed the door. 
 
    Panties and bra, both of which were problems. She had to get rid of his boner, and she had to get him boobs. 
 
    She sat down at the computer and went searching. How to get rid of boners. Hmmm. Tap tap her finger nails clicked on the keys. 
 
    After a half hour of searching and discarding, she came to the reason for boners. 
 
    ‘Erections are caused by fluctuations in testosterone levels.’ 
 
    She stared at the statement and nodded. 
 
    Yes. 
 
    Testosterone. 
 
    So if she wanted to get rid of his boners she had to get rid of his testosterone. Simple dimple. She smiled. 
 
    Now that she knew what caused them she could cure him of boners, but, before she did that, she wanted to look into breast enhancements for males. The answer, now that she knew about testosterone, was quick and simple and she figured it out within a minute. 
 
    Estrogen. 
 
    He would need estrogen. 
 
    Then she frowned. Estrogen was fine, but it would take months for his chest to swell and expand and for his nipples to grow. 
 
    She needed a quicker solution. 
 
    She began typing again. 
 
      
 
    Jed was sashaying through the living room, pushing and pulling the vacuum. 
 
    He was naked, except for his bra and panties and his heels, and he had never been so happy in his life. 
 
    He had been so afraid when Ann and the cops had burst in on him, but it was working out all right. 
 
    He moved an end table and moved the vacuum into the corners. Then he got down on his hands and knees and fluffed the little dents in the carpet that had been squashed down by the feet of the end table. 
 
    The carpet back in fine shape, he moved the end table back into its spot and continued vacuuming. 
 
    He didn’t think about Ann, or anything. He just gave himself up to the work of a woman. 
 
    Ann came out of the computer room a few hours later to find the house was immaculate. Jed had not only cared for the carpets, he had polished all the wood with Lemon Pledge. 
 
    And he had mowed the lawns. 
 
    And he had done all the dishes and cleaned the kitchen. 
 
    She found him sitting on the patio, taking off his nylons. He looked up at her and whined that  “I got grass all over my nylons! Do you have another pair? I can wash these.” 
 
    “In your drawer,” she said, studying him as he stood up and tried to brush grass ends off his hose. 
 
    He smiled and trotted away, shoes in one hand, dirty nylons in the other. 
 
    Ann went into the kitchen and poured herself a bourbon and Coke. Usually Jed drank bourbon and Coke, but she was feeling powerful, and even a bit manly, so she mixed the manly drink. She was leaning against the counter, sipping her drink, when Jed entered the kitchen. His legs were once again sleek and shiny and he looked so proud. 
 
    And his damned boner was sticking out like the horn of a rhinoceros. 
 
    “What would you like me to do now.” 
 
    She wasn’t prepared for  that question, but she realized that she was going to have to be in charge of the little simpleton all the time now. Damned men. they had no backbone. 
 
    “Go on the internet and learn how to do needlepoint.” 
 
    “Oh, goody!” he clapped his hands together, spun, and headed towards the computer room. 
 
    Ann sat down. He had actually clapped his hands. And he seemed happier than he had ever been. 
 
    Well, good for him. She knew what she had to do, so she picked up her phone and tapped in a number. 
 
      
 
    Jed was wearing his usual panties and bra, nylons and heels, and a summer dress. The dress was light brown with a diagonal white stripe on it. His hair was up in the French style, and he was wearing lipstick. 
 
    He was still figuring out make up on the internet, so the most he risked, at this point, was lipstick. 
 
    “Mr…” the nurse hesitated. The form said he was a male, and he had male characteristics, but he was dressed as a female. “…ah, Thompson. Would you follow me, please?” 
 
    The nurse led Ann and Jed down a hallway and into the doctor’s office. They sat down and the doctor looked up. 
 
    She was mid thirties and quite attractive for a doctor. She had glasses hanging on a loop around her neck, and a stethoscope. She was wearing a white uniform which didn’t hide the size of her breasts. 
 
    “Hello…” slight pause, “Mrs. Johnson and…Mrs. Johnson?” 
 
    Ann nodded. “My husband is transitioning. We would like some Lupron and his breasts augmented. 
 
    “What’s Lupron?” asked Jed. 
 
    “It’s, uh—“ 
 
    Ann cut the doctor off. “It will adjust the testosterone levels in your body.” 
 
    The doctor was about to say more, but a look from Ann, and the fact that Jed seemed to accept her description, and she shrugged it off. 
 
    “How long would you like the Lupron to be effective?” 
 
    “What are my options?” 
 
    “One month, three months, six months, or a year.” 
 
    “We’ll take the year.” 
 
    “Would you like implants? Or vacation boobs?” 
 
    “What are vacation boobs?” asked Jed. 
 
    Both women ignored him. Ann because she was busy talking to the doctor, the doctor because she had realized that Ann was the person making the decisions here, and therefore would be the one paying the bills. 
 
    “Vacation boobs are temporary injections. Last a couple of months.” 
 
    The doctor accepted that simple explanation. She said, “I would suggest vacation boobs. You can experience them, make decisions about how big you want them, and go permanent later.” 
 
    “Excellent. And when can we do this?” 
 
    “Would this afternoon, after lunch, be too soon?” 
 
    “The sooner the better, right honey?” Ann showed her teeth. 
 
    “Very good. I’ll put you on the schedule, and make sure you don’t eat lunch.” 
 
    Ann whipped out Jed’s checkbook and started scribbling. 
 
     
 
    Three hours later Jed and Ann walked out of the doctor’s office. 
 
    Jed kept looking down at his breasts. To him t hey seemed huge. To Ann they were only about half as big as she wanted. 
 
    “This is amazing,” muttered Jed. 
 
    “At least those stupid cups are full.” 
 
    Jed nodded. 
 
    They went to the car and got in, Ann behind the wheel, and Jed asked, “You know…” 
 
    Ann started the car, looked sideways at him, and asked, “What?” 
 
    “I don’t have an erection.” 
 
    “Hmm. Really?” She was laughing inside. 
 
    “I always have an erection. Ever since puberty I’ve had erections. but…now I don’t.” 
 
    “So?” 
 
    “So it feels weird.” 
 
    “Do you miss having a boner?” 
 
    “Well…not really. It’s sort of a relief.” 
 
    “Good.” Ann put the car in gear and headed for home. That Lupron really worked fast! 
 
      
 
    Life was different for Jed, now that he was shed of erections and had a large set of boobs on his chest. His days and nights were devoted to fashion magazines, giggly sit coms, learning needlepoint, and generally being a woman. 
 
    But if it was different for him, it was equally different for Ann. 
 
    Jed no longer went to work, so she volunteered for more hours at her work. She would leave early in the morning, and come home later at night. 
 
    She didn’t mind. She was finding that she. liked work. She liked having her nose to the grindstone, she liked being dedicated to something besides housework. 
 
    Heck, Jed was doing just fine with that stuff. 
 
    However, she found that the long hours resulted in her not having enough time to prepare herself, in a feminine sense. 
 
    She wasn’t about to wake up at five in the morning and slap on some make up. And she found it expedient to just wear pants and a shirt.  
 
    And one morning she got up early, was half asleep and yawning, and she accidentally grabbed a pair of Jed’s old underwear. 
 
    It had gotten lost in the wash and ended up in her drawer, and had not been thrown out with his other stuff. 
 
    Blinking, stumbling through the still dark house, she pulled on the BVDs, then pants. She scratched herself in the crotch, then…blinked. 
 
    She pulled down the hem of her pants and realized her mistake. 
 
    She looked at the clock, and she didn’t want to be late. She just buttoned up and went on about her business. 
 
    All day long she wore his drawers, and…she liked it. 
 
    They weren’t kinky, slinky turn me on. They were rough and utilitarian. Hold the banana and oranges in place, don’t let the dong dangle, scratch an itch underpants. 
 
    Female underwear was always a little horny to wear. They way they rubbed against her pussy, better to not have that excitation, better for her to concentrate without the distraction of being reminded of her sex organs. 
 
    So the days passed, and the weeks. 
 
    Jed grew long fingernails and learned how to care for them. He was constantly worrying that he might break a nail. 
 
    Ann, to stay cool while working, cut her hair short. Real short. 
 
    Jed mastered needlepoint and started learning how to sew. 
 
    Ann wore a tighter and tighter bra. Her chest began to look flatter and flatter, and she started lifting weights to bulk up. She was in a man’s world, and it was better to look like a man. 
 
    And each partook of the others worlds until they looked more natural for those other worlds, and less like they belonged in their born worlds. 
 
    Jed looked like a woman. He tittered and giggled and learned to run in high heels. 
 
    Ann cursed and spit on the sidewalk. 
 
    And all was happy. Until…one day… 
 
      
 
    Ann frowned. She scratched her crotch and spat, and wondered what was wrong. 
 
    She was driving home, traffic was light, and…why did she feel this sense of unease? 
 
    Then she got it. She blinked and rolled to the side of the road. 
 
    She had been in the warehouse with Butch and the boys, laughing over dirty jokes. Butch had started it with “What’s the difference between a G-spot and a golf ball?” 
 
    The half a dozen guys sitting on the dock, taking their break, shook their heads. 
 
    “A guy will actually search for a golf ball.” 
 
    A couple of guys grinned. Kenny guffawed, and the others shook their heads sadly. 
 
    Then Kenny said, “What does the sign on an out-of-business brothel say?” 
 
    Nobody knew. 
 
    “Beat it.” 
 
    Chuckles, a laugh or two. It was just good times. Guys with nothing to do making jokes about sex. 
 
    One of the guys asked, “Why was the guitar teacher arrested?” 
 
    A pause while the guys smiled and looked at each other. 
 
    “For fingering a minor.” 
 
    “That’s a good one,” said Kenny. It didn’t take much to keep Kenny entertained. 
 
    Then Ann remembered one she had read on the wall of a restroom. A male restroom. It was written right under ‘For a good time call…’ 
 
    “What’s the difference between a tire and 365 used condoms?” 
 
    The guys looked at her. They had all accepted her as ‘one of the guys.’ To hear her make a joke, however, that was new. 
 
    “One’s a Goodyear. The other’s a great year.” 
 
    Everybody laughed at that one, and Ann felt a sense of warmth in her crotch. 
 
    Her groin. The thing she negated daily so as to appear more masculine. 
 
    Then Chuck spoke up: “Why does Santa Claus have such a big sack?” 
 
    The punchline was, “He only comes once a year.” 
 
    More jokes, more chuckles and snickers, and then it was back to work. 
 
    But Ann was bothered by something. And it bothered her all day, and only as she drove home did she figure out what was bothering her. 
 
    He only comes once a year. 
 
    But why had that bothered her? She had just told her dirty joke, had been accepted, and…he only comes once a year? 
 
    But was she thinking about Jed? 
 
    Nope. Not no more. She hadn’t thought about Jed’s sex for months. And why should she? He was a girl. He had tits and his dick was just a little limp pinkie that was easily taped back between her legs and out of sight. Why should his lack of sex bother her? 
 
    No. It wasn’t Jed’s lack of sex. It was…hers. 
 
    She was a guy now. Like the ones telling bad jokes on the back of the dock during break. And she hadn’t had sex in…months. 
 
    Six months since she had caught Jed in the apartment. And probably a couple of months before that while he abused himself and ignored her. 
 
    But guys were supposed to be oversexed. They were supposed to beat off daily, and leer at women, and…and she had done none of that. 
 
    She was sexless. 
 
    Oh, she had tits, but they wee bound up tight in her sturdy bra. 
 
    And she had a cunt, but…but what was she…she didn’t have a dick to beat off, and she… 
 
    Ann turned her car into a parking lot. She was at Jon’s Supermart, and she pulled into a space. 
 
    She stepped out of the car and locked it, then walked towards the store. 
 
    She was just one more man in a world of men. Women glanced at her, and moved subtilely aside. Men glanced at her and gave tight lipped nods. 
 
    She walked through the store, not sure exactly what she was looking for.  
 
    She found it in the fruit section. 
 
    In a bin, she found a cucumber. 
 
    Further on she found a pair of lemons. 
 
    She went to the check out counter and paid for them and headed back towards the car. 
 
    But she couldn’t wait.  
 
    She opened the door and stood behind it. Nobody could see through the door and she opened the bag and took out the cucumber. She slid it into her pants, and her underpants. 
 
    It was too long, and she couldn’t make it fit. 
 
    She couldn’t cut it because juices would get squishy down there, and she didn’t ever want to be reminded of her period. 
 
    So she pushed it half way into herself, and gasped. 
 
    Two spaces over a woman was getting into her car, and she turned and stared. 
 
    The way the man was standing, the dip of his shoulder, it looked like he was holding his penis and had just cum. 
 
    “Well!” she stated indignantly. 
 
    Ann turned her face and saw the woman. “What you lookin’ at, bitch?” 
 
    The woman quickly got into her car and took out her cell phone. 
 
    Ann understood, on some level, that she was compromised. The woman would claim she had been playing with herself in public, and, the truth was, she sorta had been. 
 
    Quickly, Ann pushed the two lemons into her shorts, hopped into her car, and drove out of the parking lot. 
 
    To move sent ecstatic shivers through her pussy. The shifting of the cucumber, the rolling of the lemons against her clitoris…she finally knew what it was like for a man to have a dick. 
 
    Every step made the lemons roll against her sex. Every movement made the cucumber wiggle inside her. 
 
    She drove home, drenched in sweat, on the edge of an orgasm. 
 
    And she was happy. 
 
    This is what a man feels like. This is what a man needs. 
 
    In her wild fantasy she imagined herself laying on top of a woman, thrusting her hips forward, the cucumber giving pleasure to both. 
 
    She imagined herself pressing her hands against a pair of boobs. She imagined herself licking those boobs, sucking on the nipples, kissing that woman. 
 
    She wasn’t a lesbian, she was just…a man! 
 
    She almost crashed when she pulled into the driveway. The act of pressing down on the brake stimulated the cucumber to wiggle in her snatch and she almost lost control. Only touched the bumper to the garage door with a little bang. 
 
    Shivering, ready to squirt, Ann got out of the car and walked into the garage, through the garage, and into the kitchen. 
 
    Jed was standing at the sink. He was immaculate in high heels with his high, big boobs. These were real implants, big implants, not the stupid, little vacation boobs. 
 
    Jed turned, and his face was totally feminine. Pills he had taken to adjust his testosterone had let the estrogen run wild, and his face was shifted into a more feminine mode. His lips were red and large, and his eyes were wide and frightened, like a doe’s. 
 
    Ann felt almost drunk, she was so raging horny.  
 
    “Ann?” blurted Jed, backing away from her. 
 
    Ann grabbed the front of her pants, and caught the cucumber in her grip. “Bitch!” she shouted, jacking the cucumber to enhance her already overwhelming sexual excitement, “Come here!” 
 
    Jed turned and ran. He was a woman. He didn’t want to bother with things like sex. Sex was dirty. It was something only nasty, little boys did. 
 
    And, in his mind, he imagined his mother telling him that when he was a little girl. 
 
    Ann ran after him, almost howling with sexual excitement, jacking the cucumber, feeling the lemons roll around her sex. 
 
    God, it felt good to run like a man, not having those big, old, bouncy boobs jumping up and down on her chest. 
 
    Jed ran into the guest room and slammed the door. 
 
    “Woman! Get out here! I need a blow job!” 
 
    “Go away!” screamed Jed. “I’m a virgin!” 
 
    “Not for long you stupid cunt!” 
 
    “For always! You hairy beast.” 
 
    Of course, Ann wasn’t hairy, but…that hurt! So what if she had a hairy chest and liked to scratch her balls? That was part of being a man!” 
 
    Ann managed to turn the knob and the door began swinging back and forth. For a while it looked like Ann was going to win. She had flat bottom shoes, waffle stompers, and she had the traction. 
 
    Then the door swung the other way, almost shut again, as Jed managed to dig in his high heels and put his weight into the struggle. 
 
    Then Ann, then Jed, then Ann… 
 
    Finally, realizing she was caught in a stalemate, Ann whispered, “Honey?” 
 
    “What?” answered Jed. The shot had made his muscles weak and ladylike and he was almost out of steam. 
 
    “I just want a little action.” 
 
    “I’m not in the mood.” 
 
    “Just a little in and out.” 
 
    “I’ve got a headache.” 
 
    “Ok. Just a blow job. I’m hurting, and only you can kiss it and make it better.” 
 
    “It’s my time of month.” 
 
    That made Ann think, but only for a short while. On some level she realized that Jed couldn’t have a ‘time of month.’ 
 
    She didn’t exactly understand why, but…he couldn’t. 
 
    “A hand job?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    But getting Jed talking had gotten him to relax his struggle. 
 
    With a mighty push Ann made the door go back. Jed sprawled on the floor, his legs spread and his dress up. Sitting there, his boobs bouncing from landing, he was delectable, and Ann licked her lips and advanced on him. 
 
    “No! No!” 
 
    “Now I’m going to give it to you, bitch!” 
 
    Then occurred a true circus. 
 
    Ann dropped her pants and drawers, and Jed stared as the cucumber and the lemons dropped on the floor. 
 
    “What? Did you? What?” 
 
    The cucumber dropping out of her, the relief of the lemons no longer rolling on her sex, Ann’s excitement…waned. 
 
    She still wanted, there was no denying that, but…but something was wrong. 
 
    Still, when Jed tried to move back Ann pounced. 
 
    She pushed him back, sat on him, began ripping off his clothes. 
 
    “No! No!” he wailed. 
 
    “Yes, yes,” grinned Ann. 
 
    But, when she got all his clothes off, when his hairless, naked body was ripe for the taking, Ann found that she couldn’t put it in. And she couldn’t put it in for one, simple, little reason. 
 
    She didn’t have it. 
 
    She didn’t have a penis. 
 
    The reality of the cucumber, which had been kicked under the bed, was gone. 
 
    The fantasy of being a sexual male…it was over. 
 
    She lay on top of Jed and reached for a dick that she didn’t have. 
 
    Jed sobbed and cried in terror for the dick that would never be put in him. And, truth, he didn’t have a pussy to put it in. Of course he had a butt, but…but… 
 
    Ann pushed up on her knees, then stood up. She towered over the crying Jed. 
 
    Jed turned on his side and sobbed. 
 
    “You bitch!” said Ann. “You call yourself a wife?” 
 
    “I don’t…I don’t…” 
 
    “You’re just a dried up, old prune.” 
 
    “I’m sorry…I’m sorry.” He didn’t know what he was sorry for, but the way Ann was talking to him Jed knew that he should be sorry. 
 
    “Be sorry elsewhere,” and Ann stomped out of the room. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    The two cops rode up in the elevator in the building next to the Hamilton building. 
 
    “Remember the last time we were here?” 
 
    “Yep. Man, that was a scene. That guy was crazy.” 
 
    “The one across the way? the sex maniac?” 
 
    “Yeah. I sure hope his wife got control of him. He was a nut case.” 
 
    The cops smiled, then the second one said. “I wonder what the old biddy wants this time? We haven’t seen her for half a year or more.” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    The elevator door opened and the two cops strode down the hallway to room 8C. They knocked, and the door swung back quickly. 
 
    The little, old lady was still dumpy and scruffy looking. More dumpy and scruffy, to tell the truth.               
 
    “Where have you been? I called hours ago!” 
 
    “What seems to be the problem, ma’am?” 
 
    “Sex maniacs!” 
 
    The cops glanced at each other. 
 
    “If you could show us?” 
 
    They walked back through the apartment and into the darkened bedroom. The old lady pointed at the same apartment she had pointed at those many months ago. 
 
    “See? See?” 
 
    The officers looked through the window. They saw the same apartment, the same high balcony, but they saw nothing else. 
 
    “What is it you think you see?” asked one of the cops. 
 
    “Sex!” The old woman shouted. “On the bed, jumping up and down, doing those nasty things! And look at the computer! It’s always showing these nasty pictures of huge penises! Black penises! Big penises! Penises with warts on them! Penises with big testicles! Penises that squirt and squirt and squirt! Penises that—“ 
 
    “I’m sorry, ma’am, but I don’t see anything.” 
 
    And, once again, the old lady shouted, “Stand on the bed!” 
 
    So one of the cops got onto the bed, held onto the wall to balance himself, and looked at the apartment across the way. 
 
    Sure enough, now that he was high enough, the cop could see everything. 
 
    He saw a figured naked, except for a very tight bra. And the figure was bouncing up and down on the bed, jamming a sex toy into her snatch. 
 
    Snatch? 
 
    And the cop realized that the figure wasn’t a man, it was a woman. 
 
    He got off the bed and sighed. 
 
    “Well? Well?” the old lady screeched. 
 
    Tiredly, the cop said, “Could you just close your drapes?” 
 
    The old lady straightened up, looked shocked, and said, “Well! I never…” 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Feminized by a Ghost ~ Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an good biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes! 
 
    Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him! man look like a small thing. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Sissy Boy Goes to Jail! 
 
    (part one) 
 
    Crossdresser arrested en femme… 
 
    his ex-wife was the judge! 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
     
 
    Ace made three mistakes that night. 
 
    First, he drove the Porsche. He loved the Porsche. He loved to slide around corners and pretend he was on a racetrack. He loved the feeling of being pressed back in the seat when he put the pedal to the metal. But he should have known better. 
 
    His second mistake wasn’t so much what he did, it was that the Porsche was red. Considering what he was doing, and the fact that cops always loved to pull over fast cars, and red cars were pulled over at a statistically higher rate than any other car…he should have known better. 
 
    His third mistake was driving his red Porsche while wearing what he was wearing. 
 
    He was wearing a slinky, black dress. His breast forms pushed his chest out and accentuated his female form. His lingerie, a corset and nylons, made him look more female than a female. He was wearing a brunette wig, full make up, and…he should have known better. 
 
    But he didn’t know better. It had been too long since he had played dress up, too long since he had partaken of his favorite sport: driving through town en femme. 
 
    The fact that he had been moving a little too fast and had missed a stop light didn’t help. 
 
    He jerked when the red and blue lights lit him up. Sweat poured off him and he reflexively jammed his foot down. 
 
    He couldn’t get caught…he had to get away…what would people think? 
 
    For a minute he held the pedal down, then he came back to his senses and realized what he was doing. 
 
    Even if he got away, the cops would be on the look out for him. And the chances of getting away were quite slim. The cops had radar. 
 
    So he let his foot up, the car wound down, and he looked for a place to pull over. 
 
    The cop was right behind him and as he slowed down the cop was telling him to pull over through his loudspeaker. 
 
    Ace pulled into a parking lot, drove into a corner, away from the lights, and stopped his car. 
 
    He cursed himself under his breath. 
 
    “Get out of the car!” the voice boomed from behind him. 
 
    He stuck his hands out the window. They were red tipped. He had gone all out. His wife had left him, he had felt so lonely, and he had needed this. He needed to dress up and get horny and let his horniness relieve his mind of the loss of his wife. 
 
    It was something he hadn’t done since before he got married. 
 
    “Put your hands on top of your head!” 
 
    He did so, feeling his wig move under his hands. It wouldn’t come off, but it did tend to slide an eighth of an inch. 
 
    “Face away from me and back up!” 
 
    He turned, stumbling a bit in his high heels. He was usually quite coordinated in heels, but it had been a while, and he was so scared. He backed up, careful not to fall. 
 
    “Get down on your knees!” 
 
    That was tough. Wearing the heels made the movement awkward, and he almost put his hands down on the ground, but he caught himself. 
 
    “Cross your legs!” 
 
    He crossed one ankle over the other, again almost falling, then the cop moved up behind him and cuffed one hand, brought his hands down and cuffed them together. 
 
    The cop grabbed his arm and stood him up. Even with his high heels the cop was taller than him, and the cop was not happy. 
 
    “What the hell you mean running from me?” 
 
    “I’m sorry…I did pull over…I was just scared!” 
 
    The cop frowned and squinted at Ace. 
 
    Ace knew what was happening. The cop had realized that Ace’s voice was a little too deep for a woman. He had looked past the make up and tried to discern the male features. 
 
    Still, he wasn’t sure. 
 
    “Sit on the curb.” 
 
    Ace took a step to the curb and sat on it. His pencil skirt was tight and his nylon clad legs shone under the street light. He looked down and wished he could undo the night. 
 
    He had, with a drink in him, called his ex-wife. He wanted to get back together. He still loved her. What could he do to make her love him? 
 
    But Roxie had listened stoically, then dismissed him quickly. “I don’t want to live with you any more. I don’t want to be married.” 
 
    “But…why? What have I done?” 
 
    “It’s not what you’ve done…it’s that there’s a part of you that I don’t see. You’ve got some secret, and it makes a barrier between us.” 
 
    “I’ll get rid of it! I’ll tell you all my secrets!” Except about the crossdressing, he thought. 
 
    “It’s no good, Ace. You’re a nice enough guy, but…I need more than you can give.” 
 
    She had finally hung up, and he had stumbled into the kitchen and made himself a bourbon and Coke, heavy on the bourbon. 
 
    Then, getting drunk, he had given in to his secret desires. He had gone into the garage and gotten his stash of female clothes out. 
 
    He had everything. He had the heels and the lingerie. He had wigs and cosmetics and…and everything. 
 
    Drinking, his mind feeling better and better as he transformed himself, he put on his clothes, his make up, his wigs and breast forms. 
 
    Then he had walked around the house, watching himself in the reflection of windows and mirrors. 
 
    He imagined himself accepted, his wife taking him back, his life finally on an even keel. 
 
    No more secrets. 
 
    But that wasn’t enough. He needed more. 
 
    Too many drinks in his gullet, he had gone out to the garage and sat in his shiny, red Porsche. He felt the leather and saw himself riding around town, a free spirit, envied by everyone. The top down and his hair flowing out behind him. 
 
    Then he had turned on the motor. Just to hear the sound of it. Just to smell the sweet smell of the exhaust. 
 
    Then, the radio singing sweetly, he had backed out and driven down the street. 
 
    He was just going to go around the block. He was just taking a little ride. Just enough to sate his desires and calm him down. 
 
    He needed this.  
 
    He needed to be accepted…by the world and his ex-wife. 
 
    But a trip around the block had turned into a burst or two of speed on the freeway, and then he had gone downtown. There would be enough traffic there that he couldn’t speed, and he could just cruise past where his ex-wife worked. 
 
    He could drive and his heart could break and his wife (in his mind) would come running out, flag him down and take him back. 
 
    But he had watched her place of work too hard, pined too hard, and missed the traffic light. And he should have known better. He was near the courthouse and the cop station was only a street over, and the lights had flashed and the siren had burped at him. And now he was sitting on the curb and wondering what was going to happen to him. 
 
    The cop had rummaged through his car, and found nothing. Ace had forgotten his wallet. 
 
    “Where’s your identification?” 
 
    “I forgot it,” Ace mumbled. 
 
    The cop was confused, peering at Ace, trying to figure things out. 
 
    “Do you know your driver’s license number?” 
 
    Ace rattled it off. 
 
    The cop went back to his cruiser and  called it in. 
 
    Ace sat, and he would have cried, except he was still drunk. And he knew he was going to have to hide his drunkenness from the cop. 
 
    Two minutes passed, and Ace heard the cop laughing. 
 
    The the cop closed his door and stood in front of Ace. 
 
    “Well, Mr. Johnson…”  
 
    He knew! He knew Ace was a man! 
 
    “…I have you running a red light, speeding, fleeing and eluding, and driving without a license.” 
 
    Ace said nothing. He just looked at the ground and wished it was all over. 
 
    “You can stand up, sir.” 
 
    Ace struggled to his feet. He tottered on his heels. 
 
    The cop had a smirky look on his face. He was trying to conceal the smirk, but not succeeding. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I panicked, but I really did pull over. I…I knew it was wrong, that I would get in more trouble, so…I really did pull over.” 
 
    The cop listened, and nodded. When Ace was finished he said, “Well, I was going to run you in, but…it looks like you’ve got enough problems. I’m going to write you a ticket.” 
 
    A big sigh of air escaped Ace. 
 
    The cop got his ticket book and brought it to Ace. He wrote out the offenses, red light, speeding…he didn’t write down about fleeing and eluding.  
 
    “I left off the evasion charge, it did look like you were pulling over, but…sign here.” 
 
    The cop leaned forward and handed Ace the ticket, and then he jerked back, pulled the ticket book back. 
 
    “Sir? Have you been drinking?” 
 
    Ace tried to muddle through. “I had a couple of drinks a couple of hours ago. But I’m sober now.” 
 
    But it was too late. The cop could give him a ticket, Ace would slow down and obey the laws, and he was no longer a danger on the road. 
 
    But the cop couldn’t let a drunk driver go. A drunk driver was a danger to other motorists, and he had to arrest Ace. 
 
    After a quick sobriety test, Ace was introduced to the back seat of the cop’s cruiser. 
 
    “Watch your head, sir.” 
 
    Ace ducked and got in. He sat, uncomfortable with his hands behind his back, and waited. 
 
    He watched as his beloved, red Porsche was towed onto a flat truck and taken away. 
 
    Then he was taken away. 
 
      
 
    Ace was booked in, and it was a nightmare. 
 
    First, all the cops were laughing at him. Not so loud, but they smirked and stared and grinned. He quickly acquired the name ‘sissy boy.’ 
 
    “Do you have some male clothes?” he asked one of the cops. 
 
    “What’s the matter sweetheart? Panties in a bunch?” returned the cop, and the two cops with him cracked up. 
 
    “Please. It’s…I…don’t you have something?” 
 
    “Sorry, sweetheart, but this isn’t a dress shop.” 
 
    Then Ace was put in a cell with other prisoners. 
 
    There were a couple of rough looking bikers, who stared, then grinned. 
 
    There were several black prisoners, and they refused to refer to him or consider him in any way, a man. They made a big show of bowing and and being polite, and one of them tried to dance with him. 
 
    Then there were a couple of Mexicans, a couple of homeless drunks, and a big Chinese guy with a Fu Manchu and an evil disposition. 
 
    Ace found a corner of the cell and sat down. He pulled his knees up and held them. A couple of the prisoners looked at his nylon encased legs and licked their lips, but there was nothing he could do about that. 
 
    The night dragged on. The lights went to dim and everybody was expected to sleep. 
 
    But how could one sleep on the hard tile benches? And there were no blankets or pillows. 
 
    Ace went to the bars and summoned one of the jailers. “Don’t you have blankets or anything?” he asked. 
 
    The jailer chuckled. “Yeah, right.” And walked away. 
 
    Ace went back to his corner and held his knees and slumped his face down and tried to sleep. 
 
    The sounds of the jail waned. Cell doors were no longer clanged shut. The raucous voices of the guards fell away, and the prisoners all leaned against the wall or curled up on the floor. 
 
    Ace was sober now, and had a hangover, and was more miserable than he had ever been in his life. The minutes became hours, and he sat in his crumpled up position and his eyes grew heavy. He didn’t think he would be able to sleep, but the long day, the stress, coming down from alcohol…his eyes slowly, slowly closed. 
 
    The jail grew quiet. Some of the prisoners snored, and quite loudly. 
 
    Ace came up to consciousness. Something had woken him. Then he felt it. A hand was on his leg! 
 
    “HEY!” he screamed. 
 
    Prisoners woke up. 
 
    The Chinese fellow was crouched in front of him, and he snaked his hand between Ace’s legs. Caught, he was determined to cop a feel. 
 
    Ace squeezed his legs together just as the fellow put his hands on his balls. 
 
    “NO!” 
 
    Prisoners were waking up, shouting, guards were running in the corridor outside the cell. 
 
    The Chinese guy grinned and fondled Ace’s testicles. 
 
    Ace drew back a fist and clobbered the Chinese guy, hard. The man fell away, rolled on his side and went to sleep. 
 
    The cell door was thrown back and half a dozen cops ran into the cell. They had batons and they pushed prisoners back, used the batons when they felt like it, and then Ace was cowering in the corner, two big guards standing in front of him. 
 
    “What goes on?” one guard asked. 
 
    The other guard examined the Chinese fellow. “He’s out. We’re going to have to take him to the hospital. He hit his head on the tile bench here.” 
 
    The guards had all the prisoners backed up against one wall now, and they crowded around Ace. It was obvious Ace had been fighting. He had hurt his hand and his knuckles were bloody and his fist was swollen. 
 
    “What’d you do?” the big guard directly in front of him shouted at Ace. 
 
    Ace had thought the cops would rescue him, but now he was being shouted down. He managed to say, “He tried to molest me.” 
 
    “So you near kill him.” 
 
    “But he started it!” 
 
    “And you thought you’d finish it.” 
 
    The interrogation went on for what seemed like hours, but was in reality maybe ten minutes. Then the Chinese guy was rolled out on a gurney and the lights went out again. 
 
    One of the other prisoners whispered in the darkness, “Man, you fucked up, Sissy Boy.” 
 
    “What? I didn’t do anything!” 
 
    “Fighting? That ain’t nothing. You better hope that guy isn’t hurt too bad.” 
 
    “But he was trying to…to…get me.” 
 
    “You shoulda let him. Now they’ll charge you with rioting or something. Man, you just added six months to your sentence.” 
 
    It was too much. Everything that happened…it was too much. In the silence of the early morning Ace sobbed quietly. 
 
    And the last thing he heard was one of the prisoners whispering, “Stupid bitch.” 
 
      
 
    Morning came, and Ace woke up quickly. He was stiff and sore. He was still wearing his dress and his wig and heels, but his make up needed a bit of work. 
 
    Other prisoners were awake, and a couple of them were slapping their arms back and forth in a feeble attempt to exercise. 
 
    There was room on a bench, so Ace got up and sat down. 
 
    He was never more miserable in his life. He was hungry, he had the dry taste of last night’s alcohol in his mouth, and…he was in jail. 
 
    And he knew that his life was changed. 
 
    His arrest wouldn’t bother his work because he worked out of his home. He had an internet business. 
 
    “When’s breakfast?” asked one of the prisoners of another. 
 
    “They don’t give you no breakfast,” was the answer. “The judge will see us today and we’ll either make bail, or get assigned to a section. That’s when you get to eat.” 
 
    Ace was starving. He wanted bacon and eggs and pancakes by the stack. But he would have taken mush if it had been offered. Instead, he sat with his belly feeling empty and pondered his situation. 
 
    He had a two in three chance of getting out of this. He might have to serve some time, but probably not. The newspapers had been full of stories about how criminals were being cycled out of prison as fast as they were arrested. And he wasn’t really a criminal. 
 
    He was just a dope who made a mistake. A big mistake, but…just a mistake. 
 
    Time passed. A couple of the prisoners were playing pitch a penny against a wall. Where they had found the penny who knows, but they played, and a couple of the prisoners watched and made remarks. 
 
    Ace considered them very low brow prisoners, getting excited over the toss of a penny. 
 
    More time passed, and it was ten o’clock before the cell door was opened and the prisoners were lined up in the corridor. 
 
    The cops were gruff and impolite, except for Ace. Even though Ace looked a bit ragged, the cops laughed at him and made remarks like, ‘Right this way, good looking.’ And ‘Have a seat right there, sweetheart.’ 
 
    And he was constantly referred to by the monicker of ‘Sissy Boy.’ 
 
    The line of men, and one woman, was shuffled down the cell block, through a maze of doors, and into a courtroom. 
 
    The courtroom was just like any other courtroom. Paneled walls, high ceilings, and a high bench at the back of the room. Two tables for prosecution and defense. An area for a jury on one side, and a place for prisoners to sit on the other. 
 
    Ace sat down in the middle of the line of men. Almost immediately a cop stood up and yelled, “All come to order! Honorable Judge Roxanne Tilly presiding!” 
 
    Ace groaned. He had a two out of three chance for mercy, but he had to get his ex-wife. Out of the three judges in this courthouse he had to get his ex-wife! 
 
    The prisoner next to him nudged him, “Get up…Sissy Boy.” 
 
    Ace stood up.  
 
    Roxanne…Roxie…the love of his life, entered the courtroom. She entered through a door behind and to the left of the bench. She mounted a couple of steps, and sat down. 
 
    “All be seated!” yelled the cop. 
 
    Ace sat down and stared at his ex-wife. 
 
    She was red-headed, and the most beautiful woman he had ever seen. He could see the thrust of her breasts through the black robe. Her blue eyes stared down at paperwork. Her full lips were painted red, and…his heart hurt for looking at her. 
 
    She turned and held a brief conversation with the bailiff, then the court proceedings began. 
 
    Prisoner after prisoner stood in front of her. 
 
    Since this was an arraignment charges were discussed, and men were sent back to the lock up to await more proceedings, or given bail. 
 
    Ace crossed his fingers. Bail…bail…please, dear God, let it be bail! 
 
    Five men stood up. One was held over, four were given bail, and one guy couldn’t make bail. He was going back to lock up. 
 
    Then it was Ace’s turn. 
 
    He stood up and shuffled to the center of the court. The other prisoners gave little hoots and whistles, and one of them called out, “Down on your knees, Sissy Boy!” 
 
    Roxanne’s mouth dropped open. She looked at the form in front of her. She looked up at Ace. She sat back and listened. 
 
    “Prisoner D1475. Gerald Johnson. Charged with Running a stop sign, speeding, fleeing and eluding, drunk driving, assault…” there were a few other charges, but that was the gist of it. Those were the biggies. 
 
    But he was confused. Assault? Then he remembered the guy he had hit. They must had decided to tack that on him! 
 
    Roxanne motioned to the bailiff and he approached. She whispered in his ear. 
 
    The bailiff turned and said, “Prisoner D1475—“ 
 
    “That’s Sissy Boy!” yelled one of the prisoners. 
 
    “Order!” Roxie slammed the hammer down and glared at the prisoners. She had a rep for being a tough judge, and everybody quickly shut right up. 
 
    A cop touched Ace’s arm and he was guided back to the prisoners’ box. 
 
    “Next case is…” the bailiff droned. 
 
    Ace didn’t know what to think. Why had she refused to see him? Was that good? Was she going to just give him a talking to and get him out of here? Or was it more ominous? 
 
    Ace and her were on good terms, so…maybe she was just going to let him go. Maybe she didn’t want to give him a light sentence in front of the other prisoners? 
 
    Yeah! That was it? 
 
    Ace was still nervous, but he was relaxing. Good, old Roxanne would have his back. He was going to get out of this. 
 
    The rest of the prisoners were seen, only Ace was left, and…the cops moved in and moved the prisoners back through the maze of doors and to their cell. 
 
    “But…wait a minute?” Ace blurted, but Roxanne had already left the courtroom. 
 
    “Move it, Sissy Boy.” 
 
    “But I haven’t been…I haven’t…” 
 
    “Shut up and move it.” 
 
    He moved down the corridor and into the cell. 
 
    What had happened? 
 
    For the next hour prisoners were released. One of them was taken away. He would be in a separate part of the jail. The others disappeared and Ace didn’t really know what happened, except that he thought they all got bail. Even the guy who couldn’t afford bail. 
 
    Then Ace was alone in the cell. 
 
    He was dirty. His dress had stretched a little, it was awfully tight, and…he just sat and felt sorry for himself. 
 
    Noon came, and now he was really hungry. He was actually shaking, he was so hungry. 
 
    He called to the cops, and they just ignored him, except to laugh. And once he heard somebody talk about the ‘Sissy Boy.’ 
 
    More time passed, and at 4:30 in the afternoon a cop came to collect Ace. 
 
    “Let’s go, Sissy Boy.” He smirked and held the cell door open. 
 
    Ace walked down the corridor and through the doors to the courtroom. When he stepped into the courtroom, however, he was shocked. 
 
    It was packed. 
 
    There was nobody in the bench area, except for one lawyer. A trim brunette who watched him with level, grey eyes. She had a Dorothy Hamill haircut, a thin briefcase. She had a flat chest and her lips were thin. 
 
    They didn’t look naturally thin; it looked like she was compressing her lips in disapproval. 
 
    But the area where the audience sat was filled to overflowing. A lot of them were cops, in uniform, doubtless come to see the circus. A lot of them wore plain clothes, but they looked like cops, too. 
 
    And everybody was grinning. There was a spattering of hand claps, some hoots, and lots of grins. 
 
    Once again, Ace wanted to just shrivel up and blow away. 
 
    He sat down next to the lawyer. He opened his mouth to speak, but she cut him off. 
 
    “Be quiet. My name is Debra Smith, and I’m your lawyer, and you’ve got problems.” 
 
    Tell me about it, he thought. 
 
    “Word is the judge is going to throw the book at you. I don’t know what you did to piss her off, but—“ 
 
    “She’s my ex-wife.” 
 
    The lawyer was quiet, stared hard at him, then nodded. “Well, that explains that. The charges are…” she read through the litany of crimes. 
 
    “But I didn’t assault anybody!” protested Ace. He explained about the Chinese guy trying to make advances, or whatever he was trying to do.” 
 
    Debra considered him, gnawed on her lip. Her lips weren’t thin, so that meant she just disapproved of him. Great. 
 
    “Okay. I’ll see what I can do. But I’m really going in blind. Let’s just wait and see.” 
 
    Debra asked him several questions: he hadn’t been arrested before, he could afford bail, he amenable to community service, and so on. 
 
    Meanwhile, if anything, more people had squeezed in to watch. 
 
    Then the bailiff loudly chanted, “All come to order! Honorable Judge Roxanne Tilly presiding!” 
 
    The lawyer leaned towards Ace and asked, “She took her maiden name back?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Damn.” And she frowned again. 
 
    “Prisoner D1475, Gerald Johnson, charged with running a stop sign, speeding, fleeing and eluding, drunk driving, assault, and…”’ the charges went on. 
 
    Ace stared at his ex, and she ignored him, looked down at a form and followed along as Ace was charged. She had a slight curve of lip as she read. Was that a smile? 
 
    Ace wasn’t sure, but when the charges were finished Roxie looked up at him. Her gaze was direct, and there was no nonsense. “Mr. Johnson, I never expected to see you here. Got anything to say for yourself?” 
 
    “No…” he pondered how to address here. He couldn't use her name, so he decided on, “…Your Honor.” 
 
    He couldn’t help but think of the time she had bought a new robe and had modeled if for him at home. In their bedroom. With nothing on beneath it. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” he had nuzzled her and slid his hands under the robe. He had felt her large breasts, and she had shivered. Then he had lifted her into the air and settled her on his penis. It had been wonderful. Sweaty and smelling of sex, and when they were done she had laughed and said, “I better not smell of cum when I’m sitting on the bench!” 
 
    Now he was standing in front of her, and she was wearing the same robe. 
 
    Then his lawyer nudged him. 
 
    He realized he had been day dreaming, and he racked his mind for…oh, yeah. She had asked him, “How do you plead?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    Roxanne sat back and contemplated him. “Mr. Johnson?” 
 
    “Well, uh…I guess…I plead guilty with an explanation.” 
 
    She had a look on her face like a cat that had just caught a mouse. 
 
    “Well,” she drawled. “I can’t wait to hear this. What’s your explanation?” 
 
    Ace began talking, and shortly found himself gasping for breath, befuddled, and in the throes of the most severe case of mortification in the universe. 
 
    He tried to slide past his garb. “I had a few too many drinks and I—“ 
 
    Roxanne was having none of that. “And how do you explain your apparel?” 
 
    “My…this…I…” 
 
    “You’re not going to tell me that a bunch of perverts kidnapped you and made you dress up like a girl?” 
 
    His face was so red…and it was hot…and he stammered, “Nu…nu…no.” 
 
    “So how did you come to be dressed like this?” She waved a hand to indicate his dress and wig and stuff. 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    There were snickers behind him, and somebody whispered loudly, “Sissy Boy!” 
 
    Roxanne sat up. “Sissy Boy? Is that what they call you when you’re dressed like this?” 
 
    “I…no!” 
 
    There was laughter behind him, and one of the cops yelled out. “That’s his alias, Your Honor!” 
 
    “Your alias?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “If the court reporter will make a note of it. Gerald Johnson, alias Ace, alias Sissy Boy.” 
 
    “That’s not—“ 
 
    “Now, I believe you were telling me how you came to be feminized.” 
 
    Debra hissed. “Just tell her the truth!” 
 
    “Well, I…I sometimes dress up like a woman…” 
 
    “A woman? Or a girl? A little sissy girl?” 
 
    “A woman!” Ace was pleading now now. He just wanted this farce to end. 
 
    “And how long have you been dressing up.” 
 
    Snickers and chortles from behind him as the cops all enjoyed his embarrassment. 
 
    “I…uh…” 
 
    “Tell the truth!” from his lawyer. 
 
    “I…uh…since I was…young.” 
 
    “Before high school?” 
 
    He nodded, ashamed. 
 
    “Before junior high?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “And what was the first time you ever…” 
 
    “And did you have girlfriends?” 
 
    “And did you masturbate whenever you got dressed up.” 
 
    Ace’s eyes were filled with tears. He was losing his mind, couldn’t think, mumbled answers helplessly. 
 
    The cops behind him laughed out loud and made remarks. 
 
    And the torment went on and on. 
 
    For a full hour Roxanne grilled him, humiliated him, and then, when Ace was wrung out and ready to collapse, she banged her gavel down. 
 
    “Well, this has been very interesting, and educational. I think we should bind the prisoner over that we might explore this situation more thoroughly.” 
 
    Ace couldn’t help himself. He blurted, his voice a little squeaky and a lot desperate, “Roxanne! Can’t you get me out of here?” 
 
    Now the court was silent. 
 
    Roxanne had been starting to stand up, but she stopped, looked at Ace, and sat back down. 
 
    “Prisoner please approach the bench.” 
 
    Debra moved first. She tugged on Ace’s sleeve and he moved forward. He stopped just in front of the bench and Roxanne leaned forward. She gave him a bright smile. 
 
    “Sissy Boy—” 
 
    “Can’t you call me Ace?” 
 
    “No. I can’t call you Ace. You are Sissy Boy, and that’s what I will call you.” 
 
    Ace’s eyes were pleading, but Roxanne just rolled right over him. 
 
    “Do you know how embarrassing it is for me? You show up in my place of work dressed like that? You make me the laughingstock of the system, and…” she shook her head. 
 
    “But I need to get out! I need to eat! I need to get out of these clothes!” 
 
    “Sissy Boy. You are in the custody of the state now, and I am about to go research the law. I need to know just how far I can go in dealing with you.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Bailiff, take him away. Put him in isolation. I’ll let you know when I want to see Sissy Boy again.” 
 
    “But you can’t!” 
 
    The bailiff grabbed his arm and Ave resisted, tried to pull out of the man’s grip.  
 
    “You can’t do this to me! Please! I love you!” 
 
    Two cops moved forward and helped the bailiff. 
 
    “Roxanne stood up and walked towards the door that led to her chambers.” 
 
    “Roxie! Roxie!” 
 
    Cops in the back of the room were cheering. 
 
    The door closed behind Roxanne, and Ace struggled helplessly. Within seconds he was overpowered and dragged out screaming. 
 
    “No! No!” 
 
    But his day in court was over.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
     
 
    Ace sat in his cell—he had his own cell now—and worried. 
 
    What had happened? Sure, he had embarrassed Roxie, but she had never shown bias in a court case. She was actually proud of the fact that she stuck with the law, instead of throwing the book at people who probably deserved it. 
 
    He had a small window at the top of his cell, and he could tell it was getting dark. 
 
    And he was hungry. He hadn’t eaten for more than 24 hours, and he was hurting. 
 
    But what could he do? 
 
    The cops just ignored him, or laughed at him. 
 
    He was ‘Sissy Boy,’ the girly man of the jail. 
 
    A couple of times cops had even come back and stared at him, smirking. 
 
    Well, what was going to happen, he was going to have to get a real lawyer, and— 
 
    Click, click, click. It was the tap of high heels coming down the cement floored corridor. 
 
    Ace stood up. 
 
    He was a mess now. His dress had stretched out, one of his boobs had come unglued, his make up was smeared and faded. 
 
    “Hello, Sissy Boy.” 
 
    Roxanne stopped in front of the cell. She wasn’t wearing a robe now; she was wearing a tight dress, purple with white trim. Her breasts were big and heavy and the nipples showed through. 
 
    She was going out. 
 
    “Where are you going?” he blurted, jealousy eating him alive. 
 
    “Oh, just out.” She grinned. She knew what was going through his mind. 
 
    He was silent then. He wasn’t going to get into it with her. That wasn’t the way back into her heart. And he did want to rekindle their marriage. 
 
    “So now you’re Sissy Boy.” She pursed her lips and nodded her head slightly. 
 
    “Please. Call me Ace.” 
 
    She sniffed slightly. “So how do you like being a jailbird? Is it all it’s knocked up to be?” 
 
    “It sucks.” 
 
    “Too bad, so sad.” Here smile was open now. She was really enjoying this. “You know, I always wondered what your big secret was, and now I know. You’re a crossdresser.” 
 
    “I just…do it…a little.” He was once again feeling the sharp bite of shame. 
 
    “A little, a lot…who cares. What you were stupid about, if I may insult you a little, is that if you had told me, right up front, I wouldn’t have cared. 
 
    His eyes focused on her. 
 
    “Oh, I would have chuckled a bit, maybe told you to keep it to yourself, but…who knows? Maybe I would have taken advantage of you, made you wear women’s clothes all the time. I would have loved a good maid.” 
 
    “Then there’s hope for us?” 
 
    “Me and a jailbird?” she laughed outright. “I think not. I’m going to have a rough enough time overcoming what you’ve done…and you’re just my ex. Imagine what it would be like if we were married.” 
 
    His mind started to spin with visions of happiness and sugar plums, but she crashed that with her next words. 
 
    “Judge marries pervert. Then I couldn’t even say I divorced you because of…you know? And there would go any hope of being selected for a higher judgeship, or running for public office.” 
 
    Ace’s head slumped and he took a step back. 
 
    “Come here.” 
 
    Ace looked up. She was smiling. He stepped up to the bars and she was right in front of him, close enough to kiss. 
 
    “Where do you hide your penis?” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    “It’s…I wear a gaff. It’s pulled back between my legs.” 
 
    “What’s a gaff?” 
 
    “It’s like really tight underwear. It pulls my dick back between my leg, makes it really hard to get a boner. 
 
    “And it’s called a gaff.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Show me!” 
 
    Ace looked around nervously, as if there was somebody in the cell with him. 
 
    “Come on. There’s nobody here, and we’d hear them coming, anyway.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Come on. It’s just you and me. Lift up that dress and show me.” 
 
    A new shade of red. 
 
    Ace lifted his skirt. He pulled down his gaff. His cock immediately began to swell. 
 
    Roxie stared at it. She licked her lips. 
 
    “Come closer. Let me feel it.” 
 
    He stepped up against the bars, and she reached down and grabbed his cock. 
 
    Her hand was warm. 
 
    His cock was hot. It had been wiggling around for hours, trying to get hard in the gaff, but failing. 
 
    “I had no idea you were such a little kinkster.” 
 
    “Yeah, well,” he was breathing hard under her grip. She couldn’t stroke it, but just the feeling of her hands on him… 
 
    “And your balls, they feel like they’re full! The skin is tight and they weigh so much.” 
 
    Ace wanted to cum, she had always known how to excite him with her hands, and he was ready to squirt. 
 
    She smiled at him, licking her lips again, and both her hands were working him. 
 
    He groaned and his knees shivered. 
 
    “You know,” she whispered, “you’re sort of sexy.” 
 
    “Oh…” 
 
    “It’s sort of like making love to a woman, being a lesbian, but…without the…the…” 
 
    “Guilt,” he blurted. 
 
    “Guilt. Yeah. Maybe shame. But…it’s breaking a taboo. I could screw you, and be making love to a woman, and not break any taboos.” 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whispered. “I need to cum!” 
 
    She held his package, worked it, and laughed. “What? No! And lose this wonderful boner?” 
 
    He shook his head. He was holding on to the bars so he wouldn’t fall now. 
 
    “That’s another turn on. Screwing a man and having total control. I’m a control freak anyway. If I could cum and leave you high and dry…oh, fuck. I’m almost ready to cum right now!” 
 
    Suddenly she looked down. “Are you cumming?” She sounded shocked. 
 
    “No,” he gritted his teeth. “That’s just…I’m leaking. I can’t hold the pre-cum, and the cum, inside, but I don’t get an orgasm.” 
 
    “Oh, God!” She let go of his package with one hand, kept working it with the other. Her free hand went down and under her dress. She began playing with her nub. 
 
    Ace couldn’t believe it. He was having sex with his wife…but not having sex. “Please…” he said. “Please…” 
 
    But he didn’t know what he was asking for. He was just tormented and wanted release. 
 
    She leaned forward, squeezed his testicles, rubbed her clitoris, and whispered, “Kiss me.” 
 
    He was shaking when he moved his head forward. Their lips met, surrounded by bars, and it was an exquisite moment of sex while being denied. 
 
    This was the feel of kissing her while he was in her, but he wasn’t in her, he was in his cage. 
 
    And all the time his semen flowed out. He knew that if enough cum came out he wouldn’t be able to have an orgasm. 
 
    “Fuck!” she spoke against his mouth, like she was ejaculating the word. The orgasm rolled over her, swept her away, and she held onto his package to stop from falling. The whole world became hazy and unreal and the golden feeling whelmed over her. 
 
    Ace groaned, and held onto the bars, and wished he could cum. They used to be able to cum together. But enough semen had drained out of him that he could no longer have an orgasm. In fact, he probably wouldn’t be able to cum for a few days. 
 
    Then she opened her eyes, giggled, and stepped back from him. 
 
    He thrust his hips against the bars, but she drew away. 
 
    “Thanks, jailbird.” 
 
    “Roxie…” 
 
    “We’ll have to do this again sometime,” she chuckled. “We’ll certainly have the opportunity. After all, you stay here and I come down and get off whenever the mood grips me. And I can drain you so…” She giggled and left the thought unfinished. 
 
    “Roxie! No!” 
 
    “Why not? You’re in the system now. I have your life in my hands.” She looked at his cock, it was now limp. Then she looked up at him, “And a lot of other things. So why not keep you here for a while? If you ever want to get out of here…” she stopped talking and started thinking. 
 
    “Roxie, you can’t be serious. That would be against the law.” 
 
    “But I am the law, Sissy Boy.” 
 
    He cringed at the cavalier manner in which she spoke his alias. 
 
    “Drunk driving, running stop signs, speeding, fleeing and eluding…and we mustn’t forget that assault charge.” 
 
    “But he was trying to molest me!” 
 
    “Do you know how long I could keep you for?” She began doing the math in her head, adding up the years for each offense. 
 
    Drunk driving is five years, fleeing and eluding is fifteen years, speeding is five years…that’s twenty-five years—we can forget about assault, that’s only 60 days and five hundred—and we haven’t even tacked on the fines. That’s probably twenty thousand.” 
 
    “But…you can’t!” 
 
    “Of course I can. I’m the judge. And those things you did, they are all felonies.” 
 
    “Felonies?” 
 
    “Absolutely. A higher court won’t even blink when I lower the boom. No hope on appeal.” 
 
    Now Ace was desperate. “But, honey, I love you with all my heart! Surely you can’t do that to somebody who’s only real crime is loving you too much? That’s the only reason I was out there…why I got caught like this.” He looked down at his dress, then back up at Roxanne. “That’s why I drove past the courthouse. I just want you back!” 
 
    Roxanne put a sober look on her face and nodded. “I suppose I could be a little lenient.” 
 
    “Oh, yes! Please!” 
 
    “I could knock off the speeding charge. Then you’d only be in jail for twenty years.” 
 
    “Roxanne!” Ace wailed. 
 
    But Roxane was done. She turned and walked away, her heels tapping loudly, the curve of her calves and the sway of her round ass so incredible beautiful. 
 
    “Roxanne! Please! Have mercy!” 
 
    She turned at the end of the corridor and smiled back at him. 
 
    “By, hon,” then she added, “Sissy Boy.” 
 
    “ROXIE!” 
 
    But the door clanged shut. 
 
      
 
    An hour later a guard came back with a bag for Ace. 
 
    He almost fainted when he saw the arches on the side of the bag and smelled the delicious aroma. 
 
    He normally wasn’t a McDonald’s fan, but he was so hungry now that he couldn’t help it. He took out a Quarter pounder and devoured it. He slurped the fries down and licked his fingers. He drank the Coke like it was booze, and burped. 
 
    The jailor was waiting for the empty bag, and he remarked. “Damn, Sissy Boy, you need to work on your manners.” 
 
    Ace didn’t care. He handed the bag over, went and lay down on the tile bench. Now if he could only get a fresh change of clothes. He was starting to smell. 
 
    And as cool as female clothes were, he wanted male clothes. 
 
    The night went by peacefully. Only a few yells from inmates having nightmares. When Ace woke up the next day he was given another bag of McDonald’s, this one with a McGriddle and a patty and a Coke, and again he licked his fingers and was thankful. 
 
    Then the long day began. 
 
    He was not taken out of his cell for the morning arraignment. He was not given any lunch at noon. He just sat in his cell and watched a patch of blue sky through the one high window. 
 
    Four thirty came, and two officers came for him. 
 
    Ace was looking downright ragged now. His nylons were saggy and had runs. His dress looked like it had been designed for a bag lady, and his breast forms were slipping out of his bra. 
 
    He had finally scrubbed what was left of his make up off. 
 
    He was not cute looking, but the cops still called him Sissy Boy. 
 
    “Let’s go, Sissy Boy. The judge wants your opinion on something.” 
 
    They chuckled as they walked him through a series of doors. 
 
    “Probably wants fashion advice,” said the other cop. 
 
    “Is that it?” asked the first cop. “Are you going to give the judge advice on what to wear when she sends you to the Big House?” 
 
    Ace said nothing. He was still feeling the effects of hunger, and he wanted to turn and snap at the cops. But he didn’t dare. 
 
    Into the court room, and once again it was packed. The cops were apparently really getting off on Ace’s situation. 
 
    “All come to order! Honorable Judge Roxanne Tilly presiding!” 
 
    And Roxanne, looking fresh and beautiful stepped into the courtroom. 
 
    “Prisoner D1475, Gerald Johnson,” the bailiff started, but he was interrupted when Roxanne cleared her throat. 
 
    The bailiff glanced up at her, nodded, and rephrased his sentence. “Prisoner D1475, Sissy Boy, charged with running a stop sign, speeding, fleeing and eluding, drunk driving, assault, and…” 
 
    Ace stared at Roxanne. She had commanded the bailiff to refer to him as Sissy Boy! 
 
    “Okay,” said Roxanne, looking at Ace. “You had an arraignment yesterday, so it’s time to get around to the sentencing.” 
 
    Ace as whispering to his attorney, and he suddenly stood up. “Your Honor?” 
 
    Roxanne tilted her head slightly. “You had your chance to defend yourself yesterday.” 
 
    “Please. I just want to say one thing.” 
 
    Roxanne didn’t want to, but gazing around the courtroom she could see that all the cops in the audience were eagerly listening. 
 
    “Very well.” 
 
    “Well, Your Honor, I would like a change of venue.” 
 
    The audience buzzed. They hadn’t expected any legal shenanigans. 
 
    Roxanne sat back and looked at the ceiling. She actually wasn’t thinking, she already knew what she was going to say, but she wanted to give her statement the appearance of judicial consideration. 
 
    She leaned forward and said, “Denied.” 
 
    The audience laughed. 
 
    Ace said, “Your Honor!” 
 
    But Roxanne wasn’t having any more of that. 
 
    “Counsel for the defense will approach the bench.” 
 
    Debra stood up and rounded the table. Ace stood up, too. He intended on going to the bench, but Roxanne merely smiled and said, “Just the counsel for the defense. 
 
    Ace sat and stewed. And watched. The conference was short, and Debra returned and sat next to him. She leaned over and said, “Sis—Ace, the judge is about to throw the book at you. She’s going to give you a full twenty year sentence, with fines.” 
 
    “But she can’t—“ 
 
    “Or, she’ll accept a plea deal.” 
 
    Ace stared at his lawyer suspiciously. “What kind of plea deal.” 
 
    “A year, here, at county. All charges reduced from felonies. No fines.” 
 
    “A year?” 
 
    He glanced at the waiting Roxanne. He looked at his lawyer. 
 
    “What’s the catch?” 
 
    “As far as I can tell, there is no catch. I mean, she was your wife. Maybe she was just bluffing, and now she’s decided to be lenient.” 
 
    Ace didn’t think so. 
 
    He looked at the table he was sitting behind. His eyes took on a glaze as he thought about it. 
 
    Twenty years, hard time in the Big House, plus fines. He knew he would never survive. 
 
    Versus one year in jail, the county lock up, his record cleaned up, no fines. 
 
    But he just knew Roxanne had something up her sleeve. 
 
    “Take it,” hissed his lawyer. “Don’t be a dope!” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    Debra stood up. “Your Honor, my client is in agreement with a plea deal.” 
 
    Roxanne wrote on a form. 
 
    The court reporter typed, then waited. 
 
    “Very well. Gerald Johnson, it is the order of this court that you be confined to the county jail for a period of one year.” She slammed the gavel down and that was it. 
 
    But, of course, that was not it. 
 
    A dissatisfied rumble arose from the audience. The cops wanted blood. 
 
    Roxanne just smiled at the audience. She said, “Sissy Boy will be assigned to the women’s correctional facility.” 
 
    Ace was already standing, but he almost jumped on the defense table. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Roxanne sat back and waited, her lips slightly pursed, the humor evident in her eyes. 
 
    “You can’t put me in the women’s side!” 
 
    “I can’t? Aren’t you dressed as a woman?” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “And it is the practice of this court to assign men who identify as women to the women’s section of the county jail.” 
 
    “But I’m a man!” 
 
    The audience was getting louder, and they were appreciating Roxanne’s subterfuge. Cops were talking loudly to be heard, laughter was rising up. 
 
    Roxanne struck the gavel down once, and the audience calmed down. 
 
    “Yes, about that. Since the court is aware that abuses have happened in the past, it is the order of this court that, to protect the women of this facility, Sissy Boy wears a chastity tube.” 
 
    “WHAT? I’m not wearing a—“ 
 
    “Or the plea deal is off and you will be transferred to the state prison to serve your sentences, consecutively.” 
 
    “But…”  
 
    His lawyer was tugging on his arm. 
 
    “You can’t…” 
 
    The cops were laughing. 
 
    “Roxanne?” 
 
    But Roxanne had a slight smile on her face and was waiting. 
 
    “Would you like to go for door two?” she asked pleasantly. 
 
    Ace, under the tugging of his lawyer and the laughter of the cops, finally calmed down. 
 
    “No, ma’am.” 
 
    “Very well. To make sure this sentence is carried out in the appropriate manner, I have purchased this little gem…” she held up a chastity tube, “and the prisoner will disrobe and place it on his person.” 
 
    Now, in spite of any pounding of the gavel, the cops in the courtroom rose up in cheer. They yelled nice things at the judge, and made cutting quips to Ace. 
 
    Not that Ace heard anything. He was dazed and confused. He just stood there. 
 
    Debra went to the bench and accepted the chastity tube. She returned to the defense table and placed the device on the table. 
 
    Ace stared at the thing. It was small, his dick was going to have trouble fitting into it even limp. 
 
    He picked it up and examined it. It was pretty simple, a ring and a tube, no way out. 
 
    He looked at the bench and Roxanne was smiling at him. Smiling in a wicked way. 
 
    He looked back at the audience. The cops were hanging over the fence, chuckling and suppressing guffaws. 
 
    “Well?” Roxanne asked. 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    His lawyer finally helped. She picked up the tube and said, “Lift your dress.” 
 
    Ace moved slowly. He lifted his dress. He had left the gaff back in the cell and his prick hung limply. 
 
    Debra ran her tongue over her lips and bent in front of him. It looked like she was going to give him head, but nothing could be further from the truth. 
 
    She pushed the tube over his cock, used her finger to get it all the way in, then placed the ring around his package. 
 
    Ace was feeling faint. He grabbed the back of a chair to keep himself on his feet. 
 
    Click. 
 
    His cock was stuffed into the little tube. His balls were hanging out of the ring, big and round and shiny as the skin stretched. 
 
    Debra stood up, and there was an expression on her face. Intense concentration as she looked at the device hanging on her client. 
 
    Happiness concealed. 
 
    And she sighed. It was almost like sex with her. 
 
    All the officers in the audience area raised the biggest cheer of the day. They howled and hooted and pointed, and Ace was led away. 
 
    “All rise!” 
 
    Everybody stood up, and Roxanne descended from the bench and entered her chambers. 
 
    One of the guards approached Ace. “Let’s go, Sissy Boy.” 
 
    Debra leaned to him and said a few words, probably something about appeals, but Ace didn’t hear her. 
 
    His mind was a grey blank. 
 
    A year in jail. 
 
    A year in chastity. 
 
    How would he survive? 
 
    He followed the guard out of the courtroom. He thought he was going to go back to his cell, or perhaps over to the women’s section of jail, but the guard turned the wrong way and led him through a door at the end of the hall. 
 
    He went through a couple of more doors, was completely confused, and then found himself in a short corridor with three doors. 
 
    The door at the end had a red exit sign over it. He doubted he was going through that door. 
 
    They walked passed the first door, and the guard tapped at the second door. 
 
    A muffled “come in” could be heard. 
 
    The guard stepped back and warned Ace. “I’ll be right here waiting. You try any funny stuff and you’ll be sorry. You got that?” 
 
    Ace nodded. 
 
    The guard opened the door and Ace walked in. 
 
    It was a large, comfortable office. There was a big desk in front of a big window. There were shelves of law books. There was a table for conferences and such. 
 
    And he knew where he was. 
 
    “How you doing, Sissy Boy?” 
 
    At the corner of the room was a potted plant. Behind the potted plant was a bathroom, and Roxanne came out of the bathroom. 
 
    “Oh, heysoos,” Ace breathed. 
 
    She was wiping her hands, and she went behind her desk and sat down. She was still wearing her robe. 
 
    “Roxanne…” and for a moment he thought it was all a joke. She was going to get him out of this. 
 
    “One year. Pretty good, eh?” 
 
    Then he realized she wasn’t going to let him out of it. 
 
    “You’re going to make me serve the whole year?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    “No time off for good behavior.” 
 
    “Heck, if you’re that good, then you’ll get more time.” 
 
    That statement confused him. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Ace, for a while there I thought you were the one. I thought we would live long lives and live together until we were old and feeble.” 
 
    “But we can!” 
 
    “Then you had your secrets, which you wouldn’t share, and which I’m still pissed off about.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    She held up a hand. “And, on top of that, you end up being a pervert.” 
 
    Then Ace said a howler of a statement. “But I’m only a little pervert.” 
 
    Roxie snorted. 
 
    “So…so if you’re going to make me serve my sentence…why did you want to see me?” 
 
    “Well, you have a choice.” 
 
    Uh oh. 
 
    “You can serve it in the laundry, or scrubbing floors, or some other nice thing. You always liked housework, right?” 
 
    Ace said nothing. 
 
    “Or, you can be elevated to trustee status.” 
 
    “Trustee status?” 
 
    “Yep. You’ll be assigned only cushy jobs, you’ll get the run of the jail, you might even be assigned work furlough programs. That’s not for a while, though. Just because I go to bat for you doesn’t mean you won’t have to earn some trust from some of the other people here.” 
 
    Ace thought about it. Cushy jobs, maybe even a chance to get out. In a while, of course. 
 
    “What’s the catch?” 
 
    “Nothing. You just have to be polite and proper, do what you’re told, that sort of thing.” 
 
    “If that’s all, then…yeah.” 
 
    “Excellent. Shall we have a trial run?” 
 
    “Trial run?” His brow furrowed as he tried to figure out what she meant. 
 
    Roxie stood up and took off her robe. 
 
    She was naked underneath. 
 
    Ace caught his breath. She had remarked to him, during their marriage, that she often went naked under her robe, but he hadn’t believed her. 
 
    She was a straight arrow! She didn’t do such things! 
 
    But here she was, massive boobs outthrust, tight waist, round hips and that patch of red hair sprouting from her junction. 
 
    She sat down and swiveled to the side. 
 
    “Come, Sissy Boy. Do me good.” 
 
    As in a dream, Ace rounded the desk. 
 
    She was leaning back, her legs up, one on the desk and the other on the window sill. Her pussy was open and waiting. 
 
    Ace was hardly aware of moving, but he found himself on his knees, staring at a moist, pink pussy. 
 
    He licked his lips and moaned. 
 
    “Come on, honey, earn your keep.” 
 
    He leaned forward, fell forward, actually, and his lips touched down. 
 
    She was every bit as delicious as he remembered. 
 
    Warm and moist, the labia spread for him. 
 
    His tongue delved, and his face went up and down. 
 
    His hands were on her thighs and his head bobbed up and down. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” she breathed. 
 
    For long minutes she laved her pussy with his mouth. Then she groaned and tightened her legs on his face. 
 
    “Oh, fuck! Fuck!” she hissed. 
 
    Then, done, he sat back on his heels. 
 
    She smiled at him, and picked up her phone. She tapped a number. 
 
    “Hi, Joanne, please.” 
 
    Ace stared, once again in confusion. 
 
    “Hi, Joanne. Why not come up to my office. Yes, he’s here, and he’s good. As good as I remember. Sure. And bring Liz with you. She can’t? Well, don’t worry. He’s going to be available for a year. Sure. Okay, see you in a few.” 
 
    She hung up the phone and turned to Ace. 
 
    “Are you up for this, Sissy Boy?” 
 
    Ace just sat there, staring, and considering. 
 
    He was in prison, for a year, and he knew that the women’s section had a large staff. 
 
    He looked down at his cock. It was trying to get hard. And it would be trying to get hard for a year. 
 
    A year of being used by women, of never being able to cum. 
 
    It was something many men would dream of, but now that he was experiencing the reality…Sissy Boy sobbed. 
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    The Horny Wizard of Oz ~ (47,000 words) Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever! 
 
    Munchers: tall enough to eat pussy. 
 
    The Scarecrow: a pole up his ass. 
 
    Tin Man: a walking, talking dildo if ever there was one. 
 
    The Wizard, stealing all the dicks in Oz. 
 
    What? What the heck does the Wizard need all those dicks for? 
 
    A big titted, strutting sexpot from Kansas is determined to find out, and Oz will never be the same!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Sissy Boy in Woman’s Jail! 
 
    (part two) 
 
    A crossdresser is changed 
 
    from a man into a woman! 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    Start a man with a little cross dressing. 
 
    Make him wear your panties, your hose, and, finally your bra. 
 
    He will love it. He will have a secret that turns him on, all day long,  
 
    and he will want more! 
 
    It’s up to you to give it to him! 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    “Hello, Sissy Boy.” 
 
    The jail matron was a large woman, and it looked like her size was the result of extensive weight lifting. 
 
    Ace just stood there and stared at the woman. 
 
    He had just received his sentence and was being turned over to the matrons from the female division of the county jail. 
 
    While the fellows from the male side of the jail turned over the paperwork Ace thought about what had happened to him. 
 
    He was caught speeding, running a red light, fleeing and eluding, drunk driving. Those were the major charges, and he was sentenced to a year in jail by the judge, who happened to be his ex-wife.  
 
    “So you were married to Judge Rocket.” 
 
    That was the first time Ace had ever heard of his wife’s nickname. He had heard her referred to as ‘The Rock,’ but never as the Rocket. 
 
    “What the hell were you thinking of?” 
 
    Ace was forced to speak to the jail matron. He opted for a polite nothing. “I wasn’t thinking.” 
 
    “Man, you weren’t. Let’s see the chastity device.” 
 
    Ace’s face turned red. Since he had been caught as a cross dresser, he had been sentenced to the women’s jail. He would serve time with the women, dressed as a woman, but with the safeguard of a chastity device. 
 
    “Did you hear me?” 
 
    “I…can’t we…later…” 
 
    “Aw, he’s embarrassed, said the matron, whose name tag said, ‘Julie.’ 
 
    One of the male guards spoke up, “Go ahead, Sissy Boy. Nobody here but us.” 
 
    Ace really didn’t want to, but he understood how this worked. If he didn’t do what the guard and matrons said they would single him out, pick on him, and his year in jail would be a study in misery. 
 
    His face bright red, he lifted his dress and pulled down his panties. 
 
    “Look at that!” exclaimed the matron. She stepped forward and grabbed the chastity tube. She had muscles, and she lifted. 
 
    “Aie!” Ace yelped as he went up on his feet. 
 
    The guards and the other matron turned and watched the show. They were all chuckling. 
 
    The matron with his manhood in her hand stepped closer. Ace was on his tip toes, and trying to get higher, and she moved her face to within an inch of his. 
 
    “What’s the matter, Sissy Boy?” 
 
    “Gah…please…aack!” 
 
    She lowered him and grabbed his face, her fingers squeezing his cheeks. “I’m going to be in charge of your cell block, and I really don’t like men who prance around as women.” 
 
    “I…I…I’m sorry!” 
 
    He didn’t know what he was sorry about, but it seemed the logical thing to say. 
 
    Julie stepped back and grinned. “We’re going to have fun, you and me.” 
 
    Ace gasped for breath. He pushed his chastity tube back into his panties and pulled down his dress. 
 
    The guards chuckled and went back to transferring him. 
 
    A minute later Ace was walking down cement corridors with the tiled floors. The two matrons were in front of him. He was carrying bed stuff. 
 
    “Turn left, Sissy Boy,” Julie called out. 
 
    Ace entered a large, common room. There were several tables bolted to the floor, a TV high on a far wall, a room for the matrons with a bullet proof window. Along the walls were doors to individual cells. They were open now, and would be closed at night. 
 
    Ace stood in front of the matron’s office and waited for them, and the women in the big room stared at him. 
 
    They were a tough lot. Some of them looked like men, a lot of them were muscular, all of them had mean eyes. 
 
    Ace turned and watched the matrons in the office. 
 
    They laughed and nodded towards him. One of them made a curvy motion with her hands, as if describing his body. 
 
    Ace had not been able to get rid of his boobs, and they were causing him misery. The glue had worn off and they sagged in his bra. Add to that the shapelessness of his prison dress, and…he really wanted real clothes. 
 
    Julie came out of the office. “Come on, Sissy Boy.” 
 
    She crossed the big room, ignoring the hard looks cast at Ace, and opened a cell door. She stood back and Ace walked into the small space. 
 
    It was six by eight. There was a toilet with no lid. A sink dripped  rusty water.  There was a single window high on the wall. The bunk was made out of cement and tiles. There was a bookshelf under the high window. 
 
    Ace put his bed stuff down on the ‘bunk’ and turned to face Julie. 
 
    Julie was leaning against the side of the door. 
 
    “There’s nobody else in this room, it’ll give you a little privacy.” The look on her face said she wasn’t telling the truth. 
 
    “Now listen to me, Sissy Boy, the only way you’re going to survive in here is to do exactly what we tell you. You got that?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Some of these other girls might have ideas, but we’ll sort them out. Come here.” 
 
    Ace stepped over to the matron. Her large body blocked the view of anybody outside the cell. She reached up and slowly unbuttoned her uniform. She undid several buttons, then pulled the uniform apart. 
 
    Ace gasped. She was wearing a bra, thick and serviceable, the swell of a very large boob was revealed. 
 
    “Take my boob out.” 
 
    “Please, I don’t—“ 
 
    “Now.”  
 
    It was a test. Ace knew that. And it wouldn’t be the first. 
 
    His wife, when they were still married, had told him of how mean and snippy the women could be. Now he was face to face with that meanness. 
 
    Ace stepped closer. He gulped. 
 
    “Reach up and pull it out of my bra.” 
 
    His hands shaking, Ace did as she commanded. He pulled the material of the dress further back, put his hands on her boob, and worked it out of the bra. 
 
    “Be gentle, you klutz!” 
 
    He was spluttering something, didn’t know what, and he tried to be soft and gentle. He pulled her boob out of her bra and held it. 
 
    He started to open his fingers and pull back, but she caught his wrists and held him. She had a happy sneer on her face, and she said, “Suck my nipple.” 
 
    “Please…please…” he begged. 
 
    “Now.” 
 
    Ace moved his face closer to her boob. When his lips were but an inch from the stiff nipple she reached around and grabbed the back of his head. She pulled him hard, and he opened his mouth just in time for the nipple to slide between his lips. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” Julie moaned. “Suck, you bitch!” 
 
    Ace licked his tongue over the rigid nipple, he sucked, and Julie sighed. “Oh, yeah. We’re going to have fun, you and I.” 
 
    Helpless, afraid to resist, Ace kept his mouth on her tit and sucked. 
 
    He was terrified, but even terrified, he couldn’t escape the sexuality of the situation. His cock started trying to rise up in his chastity tube. 
 
    Finally, Julie pushed him back. She stuffed her big boob back into her bra and buttoned up. She was grinning the whole time. Done, she said, “Better rest up, Sissy Boy. We’re going to use you tonight.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” he gulped. 
 
    “You’ll find out. Right now, rest, and I’ll come get you for dinner.” 
 
    She pushed Ace back into the cell, closed the door and locked it. 
 
    Ace stood for a moment. Then he stepped up to the door. There was a little grill at eye level, and he watched Julie stride back towards the matron’s office. 
 
    Even though she scared him, Ace was impressed by her curvy calves, her rotund but swinging butt, the confidence she exuded and the disdain she held for the prisoners. 
 
    She entered the office and plopped down in a swivel chair. The other matrons, there were three others right then, all turned to her, and shortly they were in a heavy, but relaxed, kind of conversation. 
 
    Ace wondered what they were talking about. 
 
    He turned and walked the four feet to his bunk. He sat down on the edge.  It was hard. 
 
    He stood up and spread out his blankets. He sat down again, and it was still hard. 
 
    He lay back and folded his arms under his head. 
 
    He lay there for a minute, then sat up and unbuttoned his dress. He took out the breast forms and put them on the floor, then he lay back down. 
 
    That felt better. That felt— 
 
    “Psst!” 
 
    Ace blinked. He sate up. A woman was looking in through the door grill. 
 
    “Yeah,” Ace answered. 
 
    “What’s your name?” 
 
    “I’m Ace.” 
 
    “Ace, huh? I heard Julie call you Sissy Boy.” 
 
    “My name is Ace.” 
 
    “Don’t get your panties in a twist. “I’m Annie. What are you in for?” 
 
    Ace swung his feet to the floor, but remained sitting on the bed. “Speeding, drunk driving.” He didn’t say any more. 
 
    “And they put you over here?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    Annie was silent for a few seconds, then she blurted, “I heard they was going to put a man over here. Are you a man?” 
 
    Now Ace was stuck. If he lied, and Annie found out the truth, he would probably be bullied. And some of these gals looked like they could do some bullying. 
 
    But if he told the truth…did he really have anything to lose? 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Silence. 
 
    Then: “That explains why you’re all locked up.” 
 
    “It does?” 
 
    “Yeah. They want to protect you from us.” 
 
    “Why would anybody want to hurt me?” 
 
    “You’re a guy, you have a dick, you know how many women want a little dick in this place?” 
 
    “But they made me wear a chastity tube! I can’t even touch my dick, let alone fuck with it!” 
 
    “That’s even worse. Some bitch gets in here and gets frustrated they’ll tear you apart.” 
 
    Ace thought about that. He was a slender fellow, some of these women were real porkers, and he could easily see them sitting on him until he passed out. Or worse. 
 
    And if they couldn’t get to his penis…what would they do? Cut it off? 
 
    He wouldn’t put it past them. 
 
    “So are they going to keep me in here forever?” 
 
    “Nah. A couple of days, if that. Just long enough to let everybody know that you are the guards’ property, then you’ll be out and about. You’ll probably have a cushy job.” 
 
    “They talked about making me a trustee.” 
 
    “That figures. Yeah, you’ll be Queen of the May around here. You should—uh oh, Brenda’s coming.” 
 
    “Who’s Brenda?” 
 
    “She’s in charge. Don’t piss her off, or even with the guards’ protection you’ll be dead meat.” 
 
    A harsh voice, deeper than most women’s, sounded. “Move aside!”  
 
    A half a second, then a new voice came through the grill. 
 
    “New bitch. What’s your name?” 
 
    “Ace.” 
 
    “That’s not what they tell me. You’re Sissy Boy, married to the judge.” 
 
    “Actually, she’s my ex.” 
 
    “Get back in good with her. You can get my sentence transmuted.” 
 
    It was ludicrous, illogical, and even tinged with cruelty. Ace answered, “I’ve tried to get back with her. If she thinks I’m going to bat for you she’ll probably treat you worse.” 
 
    “You fucking fuck!” snapped Brenda. She spoke to somebody else. “Sissy Boy won’t even go to bat for me with Judge Rocks!” 
 
    Ace tried then. “No! I’ll speak for you, but she won’t like you because of that!” 
 
    But Brenda was having none of that. 
 
    And the rest of the day went like that. 
 
      
 
    Ace spent the rest of the afternoon in his cell. Women came and went. They asked him questions, they asked him to intercede with the judge for them, they asked if he was a man and they were profoundly upset when they found out that he was locked up in chastity. 
 
    Some of them, frustrated, cursed him. Some of them understood and even commiserated. Some of them just laughed and told him he would have to use his tongue on them. 
 
    Finally, it was time for dinner. Julie came and let him out of his cell and walked him to the line of girls waiting to go to the mess hall. 
 
    “So, did you meet your roommates?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Julie was standing next to him in line, and everybody could hear them talking. It was an odd situation, and he sort of wished she would go away. But then he realized that some of the girls would probably come after him, so he was glad she stayed around. 
 
    Somewhat loudly, Julie said, “Do they all know that you’re my property?” 
 
    He looked at her. 
 
    She laughed at the expression on his face. “Oh, yeah, sweet cakes. You’re all mine.” Her voice grew perceptibly louder, “And if anybody messes with you I’ll use their pussy for a change purse.” 
 
    “Then, to emphasize and make sure everybody knew, the turned to the girl behind Ace, who happened to be Brenda. “You hear that, Brenda? This bitch is mine, and I don’t want her messed with.” 
 
    Brenda, her face calm and agreeable, nodded. “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    But behind the calm facade she was raging. One didn’t have to see behind her face, one could feel it, the rage, the directed anger. 
 
    Julie looked around at the other inmates, who kept bland expressions on their faces. “Just so everybody knows.” 
 
    The line filed into the mess hall and Ace was handed a plastic container with cellophane over it—box lunches for this dinner—and a spork. 
 
    Ace looked around the dining room and a thin girl with large boobs and straight, yellow hair waved to him. She had a cheerful look on her face, so he decided to go to her. 
 
    He made his way through the tables and sat down. 
 
    “Hey Sissy Boy, I’m Annie. We talked today!” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Hi.” 
 
    Two other girls were at the table, Sally and Wendy, and they greeted Ace, and all went to eating. 
 
    The meal was basic gruel. Sort of like a porridge with chunks of lunch meats embedded in it. There was also rice and bread. 
 
    Ace lifted a spork and let the gruel drip off. 
 
    “Delicious, eh?” chuckled Wendy. 
 
    “Appetizing,” agreed Ace. 
 
    “Want your desert?” 
 
    His desert was a pudding cup that looked like somebody had stepped on it. 
 
    He shoved the cup over to Wendy. 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    “You ain’t gonna keep your girlish figure eating that shit,” commented Sally. 
 
    “I know,” responded Wendy, sporking the pudding down her gullet. 
 
    Annie turned to Ace, “That’s her plan for rehabilitation. Get so fat she can’t go back to prostituting.” 
 
    “You think a little fat will bother a John? Most men like a little more meat on the bone.” 
 
    “A little yes, but a lot?” 
 
    Wendy grinned, “They’d rather feel the flesh than the bone, little Miss Skinny.” 
 
    Annie gave a mock huff. “The only fat men like is these mother humpers,” she indicated her breasts. 
 
    “Don’t mind them, Sissy Boy,” remarked Sally. “They’re always talkin’ trash.” 
 
    While the banter rose and the food went down Ace inspected the dining hall. It was accessible by four different blocks, and had an exit to a large yard. There were a couple of pieces of exercise equipment outside, and a baseball field. Beyond the field were other buildings.  
 
    “What’s in those buildings out there?” 
 
    The answers were ‘laundry, men, machine shop, men, administration, men, and…men. 
 
    “So you really wearing a chastity device?” 
 
    Ace nodded. 
 
    The girls looked at each other, and it was plain there was disappointment. 
 
    “Man, what I wouldn’t give for a little in and out.” 
 
    “You and me both, sister.” 
 
    Then Annie said, “Keep watch.” 
 
    The other two girls rose up a couple of inches and watched the guards. 
 
    The guards were in a corner, talking, and one was on her cellphone. 
 
    “You’re good.” 
 
    Annie went down under the table. 
 
    Ace jerked as she pushed his legs apart and grabbed him. 
 
    “Take it easy, Sissy,” hissed Annie. 
 
    She turned his tube this way and that. It was obvious she was examining the padlock. 
 
    And his cock, which hadn’t ever really stopped struggling, struggled all anew. It pushed against the plastic of the cage and tried to get free. 
 
    Ace couldn’t help it. He gave a small moan. 
 
    Annie came up from under the table and returned to her sitting position. None of the guards had noticed her. 
 
    “Well?” asked Wendy. 
 
    “He’s locked up all right. It’s a good lock, too. It’s inset and there’s no way to snap it or pick it.” 
 
    The cheerful attitude at the table briefly waned. 
 
    “Damn! I thought I might actually get a little!” 
 
    Annie whispered, “It’s worse than that. He ain’t little.” 
 
    “Oh, Fuck!” whined Wendy. 
 
    But the setback didn’t last, and shortly the girls were insulting each other and suppressing a lot of laughter. 
 
    As for Ace, he was surprised at how good he felt. These girls were accepting him for what he was, and it felt good to be included. 
 
     
 
    The dinner over, the girls wandered back to their cell block. They were herded by the matrons so the next cell block could get in and eat. 
 
    Ace walked with Annie, Sally and Wendy, and he was unaware of Brenda frowning at him. 
 
    Then somebody kicked his foot back behind his other foot, and he tripped. 
 
    “Fuck!” he wheezed, as he hit the floor. 
 
    Brenda was immediately next to him, picked him up by the arm. 
 
    “Don’t go falling in love with anybody,” she hissed with a smile. 
 
    “What the fuck?” Julie shoved her way into the small group of girls and Ace. “Didn’t you get the word, bitch?” 
 
    The two women faced off. Brenda with a sneering grin, Julie just sneering. 
 
    Ace saw it then: these two women hated each other. 
 
    And, worse, they were already facing off over him. 
 
    “Come on,” Annie grabbed his arm and pulled him out from between the two women. 
 
    For a long second the two women glared at each other. 
 
    “One of these days, Brenda. You and I are going to have a little talk.” 
 
    The word ‘talk’ sounded awfully violent coming out of the matron’s mouth. 
 
    “I love to talk,” smiled Brenda. “I can talk all day long.” 
 
    “We’ll see if you can talk with my baton up your ass.” 
 
    Brenda just smiled and slowly backed away. It as obvious she wasn’t running, just strategically retreating. She would fight another day. 
 
    Julie turned and looked at Ace. “There she is, my sweetheart.” She looked at Annie. “Take care of my little girlfriend, Annie.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    She stepped to Ace, “Where’s your tits, Sissy Boy?” 
 
    Afraid, he mumbled, “In my cell. The glue came loose.” 
 
    “Well, wear them anyway.” 
 
    Then Julie turned to the inmates who had stopped to watch. “Let’s go, girls. Back to your block. 
 
    The girls quickly moved, and only Julie was left in the hallway. 
 
      
 
    The evening went smoothly. Brenda stayed on one side of the big hall, playing cards with some of her girls and smoking cigarettes. 
 
    Annie, Wendy and Sally invited Ace to join them in a game of Sorry,’ and they kept up the cheerful trash talk and added the occasional ‘Sorry!’ 
 
    The evening actually went quite pleasantly, in spite of the way Brenda kept staring at Ace. 
 
    “Just be careful,” advised Annie. “Be polite, don’t complain to Julie, and…it’s all about respect in here. You hold your own and eventually everybody will respect you.” 
 
    The other girls offered advice. 
 
    “Don’t talk to the guards too much.” 
 
    “Always shower with us.” 
 
    And they apprised Ace of who the other girls were in the unit, and what they were in for. 
 
    “That’s Shiela, she cut up her boyfriend’s face.” 
 
    “The blonde is Nancy. Don’t trade with her, and always watch your back.” 
 
    “Those two over there…they only love each other.” 
 
    And so on. 
 
    The evening progressed, and at eight o’clock it was back to their cells. 
 
    Ace lay on his bunk and stared up at the little window. The window didn’t open, so he was dependent on whatever AC or heating the jail had. 
 
    Generally speaking, the temperature was kept at about 75 degrees. He would need a blanket, but it wouldn’t have mattered if he didn’t have one. Really, it came down to a choice of laying on top of one of his blankets, or pulling it over him. 
 
    The lights in the common area dimmed and the noises of the day diminished into the silence of the night. 
 
    Ace thought about his situation. A year in this hell hole. If he could avoid people like Julie and Brenda it would be easy. But with those two, and especially with them facing off over him, it was not going to be easy. 
 
    Still, he should be able to do it. 
 
    Then he heard a key in the lock of his cell. He sat up as the door swung open. 
 
    “Hello, Sissy Boy.” 
 
    It was one of the matrons. One of the big, hefty ones. Older, severe make up, huge bosoms, and a hard look. 
 
    “What do you want?” 
 
    She said nothing, just entered the cell. She took off her dress. Rolls of fat bulged around her bra and panties. 
 
    “I want you, sweet lips. I want you to get me off.” She took off her panties and bra, and the flesh rolled outward. 
 
    “But…” 
 
    She climbed onto the hard bed. She put her hands on his wrists and leaned her weight forward. He was effectively pinned, and she started knee walking up his torso. 
 
    “What…what…” 
 
    She just chuckled, and her pussy moved up over his face and descended. 
 
    There are men who claim that all cats are black in the dark, and that all pussy is the same. That would not be true. 
 
    Maybe all cats were black, but a pussy is always different. 
 
    The guard had fat, floppy labia. She wiggled back and forth until the flaps opened and her moist pinkness was settled over his mouth. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” she grunted. “Start licking, Sissy Boy. I need it bad.” 
 
    Ace had no choice. He couldn’t resist her superior weight. He was choking under the spread of her lips, and he struggled and began moving his face, searching for air. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” the matron crooned. “More tongue, honey.” 
 
    Desperate, not just to breath, but to please and end this torment, Ace followed her directions. 
 
    She rode his face, tilted her hips forward and back, and Ace gasped for bits of breath and did his best to get her off. The smell was bad. Apparently she hadn’t douched, or even cleaned herself, for a month, and he would have gagged, but his nose being compromised, he was able to avoid much of the smell. 
 
    He struggled and strained and his jaw hurt, but, finally, he was successful. 
 
    She groaned, moved her hips back and collapsed on him. Now he was trying to breath through her massive mountains. 
 
    He could feel her sighing, relaxing, as the final convulsions rocketed through her pussy. 
 
    She pushed up, “That was good.” She got up and got dressed. “I’ll be back.” 
 
    She leaned down and kissed him, then walked out of the cell. She didn’t bother to lock it. 
 
    Ace got up and went to the rusty water sink. He scooped up water and washed his face and tried to get rid of the smell. 
 
    Gah!  
 
    “Hello, Sissy Boy.” 
 
    Ace spun, another matron had just entered his cell. She was taking off her clothes. 
 
    Ace held in a groan. He didn’t mind eating pussy, but he sure wished they would have better hygiene. 
 
    Ace ate three women to their orgasms that night. By the end his jaw was hurting and he was really tired. The women all insisted on being on top, and they all sat on his face like they were hatching eggs. 
 
    Still, they were pleased with him. They complimented him when they dressed, and they left with smiles on their faces. 
 
    And he kept trying to get to the sink to wash their stink off. 
 
    After the third one he managed to get enough time to scrub his face. He had just finished and sat down on his bunk when Julie entered his cell. 
 
    Oh fuck! he thought. 
 
    “How’s it going, Sissy Boy?” 
 
    Ace said nothing. 
 
    Julie sat down next to him, she placed her baton on the bed and turned to him. 
 
    “Did you like getting all the sex you wanted?” 
 
    “I don’t want sex,” he mumbled. 
 
    But, as if if to call him a liar, his cock pushed against the plastic. The fact was that the sex had made him hornier. 
 
    Julie put her hand on his cage. “God, I love it when men are like this.” 
 
    “You…you know a lot of men who have to wear this thing?” 
 
    “Oh, honey. I’ve got a side gig as a dominatrix. When I get my twenty in I’ll do it full time. I make men wear their little pecker prisons and I mess with the bodies and minds, and…Hey! When you get out of here you can be one of my clients.” 
 
    Ace said nothing. He knew she would take offense if he said no, but he wasn’t about to say yes. 
 
    “Anyway, the reason I’m here isn’t for sex, not right now, but to talk to you.” 
 
    She giggled, and it was strange to hear a girlish giggle erupt from her throat. “Just so you know, I was just making that Brenda bitch eat me out. She hates it, she wants to be the bull on the deck, but that’s how I keep on top. I just put my pussy on their face until they submit. Tried and true, Sissy. I guarantee it.” 
 
    Ace wasn't sure about that. He had seen the look on Brenda’s face. That woman was a volcano ready to explode! 
 
    “Anyway, the reason I’m here…how are you feeling about the night’s activities?” 
 
    “I…I don’t…” 
 
    She put a finger on his lips and grinned. “Don’t tell me that you didn’t like it. Oh, I know, you’d like it better if you could get your little cock out and put it to work, but that would defeat the purpose of this  little enterprise. If you squirted you wouldn’t be horny, and if you’re not horny you won’t be so desperate to give pleasure. Right?” 
 
    “I’d rather it be sex with somebody I loved.” 
 
    “Oh, I know. It’s terrible. I’d rather sit on Brad Pitt’s face, but…” she shrugged. 
 
    “Anyway, I thought you’d like to know the program.” 
 
    “What program?” 
 
    “The program where I get paid for your sexual attentions.” 
 
    You’re going to pimp me out! he thought, a new kind of panic rising up within him. 
 
    The first couple of days you’re giving freebies to the other matrons. That’ll set up word of mouth. Also, it’ll give you a chance to practice. I’ll ask the girls what you could do better, and…we’ll make you into a first class pussy licker.” 
 
    Ace would have said something, but Julie was talking away like there was no tomorrow. She was obviously excited by this plan of hers. 
 
    Then we’ll start renting you out. I figure about a month of eating pussy and you’ll be ready for the guys.” 
 
    Ace’s mouth opened in shock. 
 
    “Lots of these girls fuck the male guards, and the word will get out. We can make a lot of money off you, especially when the men start paying their wages for a chance at you. “Oh, get that look off your face. We’ll start you off slow, just a few blow jobs, but I’ll work with you on the anal, and we’ll have you up and running in no time. I figure max would be two month, and you’ll be my best girl.” 
 
    “You have…others?” 
 
    “Honey, I control this prison. I’ve got girls in every block. I even sell services to people on the outside. That’s the kick, because the outsiders insist on bringing gifts for the girls. I’ve told them not to, but when somebody gets their rocks off int he best manner possible…they often insist on gifting. 
 
    “But, I…” 
 
    So that’s the plan. Now, I sat on Brenda’s face, but I didn’t get off. I was saving that for you. Lay back.” 
 
    But she didn’t give Ace a chance to lay back, she grabbed him, hugged him, kissed him. Her large lips slobbered over his face, and she grabbed his package and started shaking it. 
 
    Ace was helpless in her grip. He couldn’t resist. He had to go with it.  
 
    He kissed her back. 
 
    Then she was pushing him down, and she felt his boobs. She frowned. “They are loose. That’s no good.” Then she smiled. “Don’t worry, I’ll take care of that.” She was on top of him then, and following the path three other women had taken that night. She knee walked up to his face and settled down. 
 
    Ace couldn’t breath. He tried to hit her with his fists, but she just held his wrists and laughed. She rose up momentarily and said, “Eat for your life, bitch.” Then she settled back down. 
 
    Ace gasped and pressed his face up. He had to…he had to breath…and he gave it his all.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    “How’s it going?” asked Annie, the next day. 
 
    “My face hurts,” responded Ace. 
 
    The girls laughed, and started telling their own tales. 
 
    “I blew this guy whose cock was so big that…” 
 
    “Then he insisted on anal and I had never…” 
 
    “This one guy kept farting when he came, and I…” 
 
    Ace listened, and he even smiled, after a fashion. 
 
    His face did hurt. Mostly, his tongue hurt. He had pushed it out and stretched it and used it like a whisk so much that every part of his tongue was in agony. It was even hard to eat the mush that was breakfast for the day. 
 
    Still, he managed. He had to. He had to keep his strength up. 
 
    “So who else works for Brenda?” he asked, when the conversation had lulled. 
 
    There was silence at the table. “We don’t usually talk about that.” 
 
    “It’s just us,” said Ace. 
 
    Still, the girls kept glancing at each other. 
 
    “Okay, forget it.” 
 
    “We don’t talk about it because we’d get in trouble. If we talk to the wrong person, or even are overheard, Julie will pay us a visit, and the baton does not feel good.” 
 
    Later, when they were back in the big room, Annie mentioned some names, discussed those she knew and those she guessed about, but even then she was nervous. 
 
    Ace didn’t look like a snitch, but you never could tell. There was always the possibility that Julie had sent him in to find out who was too talkative. 
 
    Ace was shocked. Fully half of the block was involved, in some manner, with Julie’s Whore House, as Annie referred to the operation. 
 
    Half of the prisoners were being used. Mostly against their will, entering into the activity because they were promised favors. In this place a prisoner would sell her mother if it meant a softer job, or real food, or any of the other things the matrons put in place to convince the population to work with them. 
 
    Ace thought about the consequences of revealing Julie’s Whore House. He couldn’t just snitch, because there was no one to snitch to. All of the matrons were in on it, or at least giving their silent blessings. 
 
    It was a control point, a way to manipulate the prisoners with the least effort. 
 
    So there was nobody to reveal this information to. He doubted if he would ever see his ex-wife again, and he had no access to newspapers. The cells were inspected for contraband, and that would doubtless include written material. 
 
    And use of the phones was strictly watched. 
 
    So it looked like the knowledge of how the jail had been subverted for person gain by the matrons was useless to him. 
 
    Besides, he had other things to think about. 
 
      
 
    That night he serviced two matrons. One was ugly as a pig’s ass. The other was pretty fair looking. 
 
    Not that Ace cared. The only thing he was seeing was pussy, and he was starting to think, in spite of the differences, that all cats were black in the night. 
 
    The next day he was called to the Matron’s office. 
 
    “Let’s go, Sissy boy,” Julie came out of the office with a big grin on her face. 
 
    “Where are we going?” he risked as he followed her out of the cell block.” 
 
    “Wherever I want,” she tossed back at him. 
 
    They left the complex of four cell blocks and headed for a large building on the west side of the property. As they got closer Ace saw a sign, ‘Medical Services.’ 
 
    “Am I going to work here?” 
 
    “Nah.” 
 
    Julie walked up the stairs and led him through a reception area and down a long hallway. 
 
    Up some stairs, and into an exam room. 
 
    Except it didn’t look like an exam room. 
 
    The table had been rolled in, the place didn’t stink of disinfectant, and it looked like everything had just been assembled. 
 
    “Take your clothes off and get your ass up on the table.” 
 
    Ace disrobed and sat on the table. Julie sat on a chair and stared at her cell phone. 
 
    Suddenly the door opened and a doctor walked in. She had no name plate, but she was dressed in white, and that included a face mask. 
 
    Later, Ace would realize that that would keep him from identifying her. 
 
    “This the Sissy Boy, eh?” 
 
    “This be the one.” 
 
    “How big do you want them?” 
 
    “Big as you can make ‘em.” 
 
    “Big what?” 
 
    Julie stepped over to the table. The doctor was getting out syringes and a couple of gallon bottles of something. 
 
    “You are about to get tits. You don’t move. You take it like a woman. You don’t ever complain or talk about this. You got it?” 
 
    Now Ace was scared, but what were his options? 
 
    “You want me to put him under?” 
 
    Julie considered Ace. Ace was perspiring and looking panicky. “Yeah.” 
 
    The doctor turned to Ace and put a syringe into his biceps. 
 
    “What’s that stuff?” asked Julie. 
 
    The doctor pushed the plunger and Ace felt the pressure in his arm for a moment. “It’s Midazolam, also known as Versed.” 
 
    Julie tapped her cell phone, then summarized what she was reading: “…used before surgery, causes…drowsiness and decrease anxiety,…Hey, look at this… decreases memory of the procedure! That’s great Sissy Boy won’t know what hit him!” 
 
    A slight motion in the doctor’s face mask made Ace think that she was smiling. “Not bad, eh? We can do what we want and they’ll never remember a thing.” 
 
    “Not bad.” 
 
    Ace started to struggle, even though it was too late. He had already been injected. 
 
    “Settle down, sweet cheeks. It won’t hurt at all, and if it does, you won’t remember it.” 
 
    The last thing Ace remembered was the doctor and Julie laughing. 
 
      
 
    He awoke in his cell. The door was open and Annie was sitting beside him. 
 
    “What…what happened?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Why do you keep asking that?” 
 
    “Asking what?” 
 
    “What happened.” 
 
    Ace was silent. He remembered going somewhere with Julie, but that was all.  
 
    So he had been unconscious. But why? 
 
    He sat up, and discovered why. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he grabbed his two new tits. 
 
    They were big. His hands couldn’t cover them. And the nipples were standing up. Whatever had been done to him, it included erect nipples. 
 
    “What have they done to me?” 
 
    Annie shushed him, soothed him, and said, “I think that gave you tits.” 
 
    “But why?” 
 
    But it was obvious why. People would pay more for a girl with big tits. 
 
    “Oh, sweet heysoos,” Ace muttered, sitting up. “I have to get out of here.” 
 
    “It’s okay, honey. It’s just boobs. All girls have them.” 
 
    “But I’m not a girl!” 
 
    “Could have fooled me,” and she snickered. Then she sobered, “Sorry, shouldn’t have said that.” 
 
    Ace looked down at the floor. “It’s okay. I suppose I should learn to laugh.” 
 
    “There’s the spirit. Now come on, everybody has heard, and they all want a look at you. 
 
    Ace started to stand up, but he almost fell. He was out of balance, and it was because of the weight of his tits. 
 
    “Uh oh, we better put a bra on you.” 
 
    The bras issued in jail were dour things, but Annie produced a lacy thing that was quite sexy. “Julie brought it for you. She brought some other things, too.” 
 
    There was a small bag next to the bed and Annie held it out. Ace looked inside. A couple of bras, some panties. 
 
    Then an envious look crossed Annie’s face. “She brought you this, too.” 
 
    She held out a tube of lipstick. 
 
    “But…nobody wears make up here.” 
 
    “Yeah. So don’t worry about it being stolen or something. If you get caught with it it’s no big deal, but I’ll bet it’s for the night time. You’ll probably end up with all sorts of stuff.” 
 
    Ace stared at Annie. She was friendly and funny and had helped him out. 
 
    “How long are you in for?” 
 
    “Three more years,” she sighed. “I refused to be pimped out so I’m going to have to serve my whole sentence.” 
 
    “What are you in for?” 
 
    “I took a baseball bat to my boyfriend’s car.” 
 
    “That’s all?” 
 
    “And my boyfriend.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “He was a cheater, and he had connections downtown. I understand he even knew your wife.” 
 
    “He did?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” Annie gave him a funny look, then whispered, “I understand a lot of people know your wife.” 
 
    Ace blinked. He always thought of his wife as a straight arrow, adhering to the law, never doing a bad thing. 
 
    This was the first hint he had had that she wasn’t that way. 
 
    It was just jailhouse talk, but he had already come to trust Annie, so he started to wonder. 
 
    What was his wife like? Really like? When she wasn’t around him? 
 
    Was she a different person? He had been made to eat her out when he got sentenced, and that was…strange. Her throwing her robe back and demanding he eat her to a cum, but then she had called a half a dozen of her girlfriends in the courthouse, and he had been forced to eat them all. 
 
    And now he was in jail, under the control of a matron who was doing the same things. 
 
    That was the moment that he truly began to wonder about his wife. 
 
      
 
    The day passed slowly, as did all days in prison. Julie ignored him, and so did Brenda. 
 
    Lots of looks, lots of looks from Brenda, and Ace had the feeling she was just biding her time. 
 
    There might be a power struggle between Julie and Brenda, but Brenda was stupid enough to bring it out in the open. 
 
    No, her revenge, or spite, or whatever, would come unexpected. 
 
    Julie might be the hard ass, but at least she was out in the open. 
 
    Brenda would be the knife in the back, delivered in a dark room with no witnesses. 
 
    That night seven matrons came through his cell, and they did more than just sit on his face. 
 
    Two of them just sat on his face, but the other five made out with him, fondled him, gloried in the struggles of his poor cock in chastity. Then they brought out the dildo, the strap on, and made Ace put it on. 
 
    Now he was forced to fuck. Didn’t matter if he couldn’t get hard, he had a plastic hard. 
 
    It was a Bizarro world. He was fucking without fucking. He had his dick inside a woman, but it wasn’t his dick. A woman writhed beneath him, and he felt nothing. 
 
    But he had to act like he felt something. He had to act like his dick really was getting stimulated. He had to act like this all meant something. 
 
    So he did. 
 
    He grunted and kissed and felt their bodies—his penis going crazy inside the cage—and mumbled things like: ‘You’re the best,’ ‘Oh, I can really feel it!’ ‘You’ve got the best feeling pussy I have ever felt!’ 
 
    On one hand Ace didn’t want to do these things, say these things. On the other hand, he had to. His survival was at stake. If he didn’t please these women then Julie was going to mess him up. 
 
    And, on the third hand, his cock was getting totally excited. It was taking control of him. He couldn’t move without feeling himself trying to get hard.  
 
    But he couldn't get hard, he just got hornier and hornier, and the fact that he couldn’t cum was making him want to cum all the more. 
 
    By the end of the night he slept a dazed sleep. Exhausted in spirit, drained in sexuality, yet alive with an electricity zipping through his body. 
 
    He woke up, and felt like somebody had run a steam roller over him. 
 
    Annie entered his cell when it was unlocked and sat with him. “You’re going to need some make up to cover the bags under your eyes,” she advised. 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    She helped him walk to the dining hall, and putting down some disgusting shit on a shingle made him feel a little better. 
 
    Julie came by and looked at him. She frowned when he looked up at her, then nodded. 
 
    That afternoon she brought in some make up. No way she was going to have her big money maker look too tired to properly service her clients. 
 
    Finally, late in the afternoon, Ace was allowed to enter his cell and sleep. He woke up refreshed, and had to face another night of sex. 
 
    The days passed, and Ace was caught in a vicious cycle. 
 
    Fuck till exhaustion, eat, sleep, and do it all again. 
 
    He was so tired and worn that even Brenda chuckled when she saw him. 
 
    “How long has it been?” asked Ace of Annie. 
 
    “Oh, Ace. It’s been two weeks. I don’t see how you can make it through a whole year!” 
 
    “Me neither,” he muttered. 
 
    Then came a night with no sex. Ace went to sleep, expecting to be woken up, but he slept right through the night and woke up feeling, if not refreshed, at least good. 
 
    He got up and moved to his cell door. He had gone to bed early, and he had woken up early. 
 
    He went back to bed and slept some more. He didn’t wonder about his good luck, he just enjoyed it. 
 
      
 
    “You look marvelous!” gushed Annie. Wendy and Sally nodded their agreement. 
 
    They were eating some fake eggs and bacon that looked like it had been cut out of a cardboard box. There was even some concentrated orange juice on the table. 
 
    “Man, what a feast,” said Wendy, and she meant it.  
 
    “It must be Christmas,” quipped Sally. 
 
    But it wasn’t a Christmas feast, it was just one more in the series of plots concerning Sissy Boy. 
 
    While the rest of the women went to work, Ace was given a day off. He went to the library and got a couple of books. He was allowed unlimited time in the recreation yard. And all the time he wondered what was going on. 
 
    He thought about going and asking Julie directly, but he knew that the less he had to do with her the better. 
 
    So he took advantage of the day, rest, read, and walked…and worried. 
 
    The worry came to an end at four o’clock. 
 
    At four o’clock Julie came for him, she had nylons, high heels, and a full kit of make up. She said, “Get yourself ready.” 
 
    “For what?” Ace rolled on the nylons.  
 
    “You’re going to see the judge.” 
 
    Ace’s heart leaped. He would have a chance to tell Roxie about Julie’s Whore House. He could tell her everything! Maybe he could get into her good graces, maybe his sentence would be reduced! 
 
    He sat on the bed and repaired his nails. Some of them had to come off and be replaced, but everything was in the make up kit. 
 
    Then he used a compact to do his make up. His long fingernails quite capable of the delicate work. 
 
    “You make that look easy. And you’re better looking than most women.” 
 
    Not much Ace could say to that. 
 
    “You sure you don’t want to go to work for me when you get out?” 
 
    He stared at her while he put on powder. 
 
    “I understand your internet business is drying up, and you might not be able to start it up again. 
 
    Now how did she know that? 
 
    “You would be surprised at how much people would pay for a good looking man that is a woman.” 
 
    “I’ll think about it,” he murmured, rolling lipstick onto his lips. 
 
    He stood up, slipped his feet into the high heels, and Julie stared at him. 
 
    “Man, I wish you had a pussy. Get rid of that dick and I’ll show you some real sex.” 
 
    “I like my dick,” responded Ace. 
 
    “Yeah, well…” Julie licked her lips, “I could teach you to like not having a dick. Just a quick snip and zingo bingo, you’re a woman.” 
 
    The thought was frightening to Ace. 
 
    Julie soughed, then turned and led the way out of the cell block. 
 
    Ace walked, and he looked like a real woman. He had real tits, his cock cage was pulled back between his legs, and he was immaculately made up. 
 
    Even though his wig had given up, Annie had helped him coif his hair, and it was long enough that he retained the female persona. 
 
    As he walked through the jail inmates and matrons, and then the male guards, stared at him. 
 
    Prisoners weren’t allowed make up, they weren’t allowed good brassieres, but Ace was the exception. He left a trail of sighs and jealousy behind him. 
 
    They reached the front of the jail and entered the courthouse. 
 
    Julie knew her way, and she led him through the maze of offices and corridors, and they stopped in a small corridor with four doors. The one they entered, one to exit to the world, one to enter the courtroom, and one to enter the judge’s chambers. 
 
    Julie tapped on the door to the judge’s chambers and waited. 
 
    “Come in.” 
 
    “Remember, I’m right here. No way out.” 
 
    He nodded, and she opened the door and ushered him in. 
 
    The room was as Ace remembered it. A desk back by a big window, a table for conferences, bookshelves laden with heavy tomes, and the usual bric a brac of potted plants and pictures. 
 
    Judge Roxanne Tilly, his ex-wife, sat behind the desk. She was a stunningly beautiful woman. Red hair falling around the shoulders of her black judge’s robe, plump, red lips, blue eyes that inspected him minutely. 
 
    “Well, it looks like jail agrees with you. Stand in front of me.” 
 
    Ace went to a place in front of her desk. 
 
    Roxie nodded. “Man, I think I like you better as a woman.” 
 
    “I’ll stay a woman if you take me back.” 
 
    “Now that’s an interesting offer,” Roxie smiled, then she turned her chair to the side and leaned back. Her robe was already undone, and she pulled it apart and raised her legs, one to her desk and the other to the window sill. 
 
    Ace knew what to do. He rounded the desk and knelt. He stared at the light, red tufts of hair. She had stopped shaving down there. 
 
    He leaned forward and kissed her. 
 
    Roxie sighed. “Oh, yes. Do me right, Sissy Boy.” 
 
    Ace tried. He tried as hard as he ever had in his life. He licked and slurped and buried his face in her womanliness. He chewed on her clit and laved her labia. He used his fingers and she gasped. Desperate, he took her to the heights, and pushed her over. 
 
    Roxie almost fell over, she was humping reflexively and couldn’t control herself, then she was done. 
 
    “Oh, my God! That was good! Yes, jail definitely—“ 
 
    “Roxie?” 
 
    She frowned at his interruption, but let him speak. 
 
    “One of the matrons is using your jail as her private whore house.” 
 
    Roxie sat up, the glow of her orgasm rapidly leaving. “What do you mean?” 
 
    Ace explained everything. He named names, described the procedure, and gave damning evidence. 
 
    Roxie listened with a still face. She said nothing, just listened. 
 
    When Ace was done she said, “I had heard rumors. Let me do an investigation. In the meantime, I have to keep things going, let me make a few calls. 
 
    The calls weren’t to people to investigate, they were to her friends, who once again wanted to use Ace. 
 
    Two hours later Ace was exhausted, and used. A half a dozen women had been called in, and he had had to get them all off. He had performed cunnilingus until his tongue felt like it was going to fall off. As soon as he was done with one woman another would take her place. Roxie sat and watched, and he could tell she was thinking about what he had told her. 
 
    Good. Something would happen now. He would be protected, and Julie and her friends would be the ones spending time in jail, and as prisoners, not cock of the walk jailers. 
 
    When Ace had serviced all the woman, and the women had left, Roxie walked him to the door. 
 
    “Thank you for telling me all that, Sissy…Ace. I’ll take care of everything.” 
 
    He nodded, and was glad. Maybe he would be able to get out of here. 
 
    Roxie opened the door and Julie stepped forward. Roxie handed her a piece of paper, then touched Ace on the butt and smiled, and closed the door. 
 
    Julie looked at the paper, smiled, and folded it back up. 
 
    “Okay, Sissy Boy. Time to go home.” 
 
    They walked through the jail, and this time Ace wasn’t the center of attention. He still had heels, and his feet still clicked, but the afternoon’s sexual exertions had put runs in his stockings. His bra was sagging a bit, and his make up was worn. Even his hair looked frowzy. 
 
    Back in the cell block Ace was returned to his cell. He had had no dinner, but the glow of victory, having been able to speak to his wife and reveal everything about ‘Julie’s Whore House,’ had made him feel like a million dollars.  
 
    He was going to get out of this place! 
 
      
 
    He was locked in his cell for a couple of hours, until lights off, and shortly after that Julie came for him. 
 
    “Get made up, honey.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, my stockings are a mess.” 
 
    “That’s okay. Do the best you can.” 
 
    Ace tried to pull the stockings so they were not so obvious in their ruination. He fixed his make up and brushed his hair, and he followed Julie out of the cell block. 
 
    They entered the big dining room. It was quiet now. No pots and pans rattling. No inmates conversing. Several matrons were standing next to a table. 
 
    “Bend over the table, Sissy Boy.” 
 
    “What’s happening?” he asked. 
 
    He wasn’t suspicious, but he should have been. Once he was bent over the matrons moved in and held him in place. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    Julie sat down on one of the chairs and faced him. She smiled. 
 
    “If we don’t milk you periodically you might face health issues. We need to drain you.” 
 
    “What do you mean…drain me?” 
 
    “We have to massage your prostate. That will cause the built up semen to flow out of you.” 
 
    “You’re going to put your fingers up my ass?” 
 
    “Oh, no. I mean, we could, but we have a device called a prostate massager, and it is much more efficient than fingers.” 
 
    Ace jerked as one of the matrons massaged his bunghole. Her fingers were strong, and she smushed lubricant onto his rectum. 
 
    “Hey! I don’t—“ 
 
    Julie shushed him with a finger. “It’s for your health. You’re going to like it.” 
 
    “But…I don’t…you shouldn’t…” 
 
    “It’s necessary, especially if you want to keep working for me. You do want to work for me, don’t you?” 
 
    Ace was caught. He wanted to scream ‘no,’ but he had to survive. It might be a while before Roxie could get him out of here. 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    Julie smiled. “I told you. You’ll make a wonderful addition to our girls.” 
 
    Ace thought: until Roxie busts you, until I get out of here and meet you on the street! 
 
    “Okay, are you ready for your draining?” 
 
    “Yeah. Sure.” 
 
    The draining was done gently. One of the matrons, Ace was never sure which one, inserted a thing that looked a bit like a dildo, but was narrow at the base and with a curved head. 
 
    Ace felt it touch his prostate immediately, and he suddenly felt like pissing. 
 
    “I’ve got to go,” he blurted. 
 
    “So go,” Julie said. 
 
    He pissed, and the matrons all smiled. 
 
    “Got a lot stored up, doesn’t he?” said one. 
 
    “A lot of what?” 
 
    Ace was suddenly feeling a bit loosy goosy. It was like the feeling he got after an orgasm. Of course he hadn’t had an orgasm. 
 
    “That’s your semen coming out, Sissy Boy. All that nasty cum.” 
 
    “No!” he marveled. 
 
    “Oh, yes, and while you’re draining, would you like to see the note the judge gave me?” 
 
    Ace frowned. The semen kept pouring out of him, and in spite of a far away alarm bell, he was feeling really good. 
 
    Julie opened the piece of paper Roxie had handed her and opened it. She turned it and held it up for Ace to see. 
 
      
 
    He knows! 
 
    Drain him. 
 
    Two weeks, same time. 
 
     
 
    Ace’s head jerked up and he stared at Julie. He was in a curious mix of panic and post orgasmic bliss. 
 
    The last of his semen came out of him. 
 
    “He’s done.” 
 
    The prostate massager was taken out of him. 
 
    “Wait…” Ace tried to speak. 
 
    “What? You want a little more action back there? 
 
    “No…no!” 
 
    Julie folded the letter and put it back in her pocket. 
 
    A simple piece of paper, and the end of hope. 
 
    “Now then, Sissy Boy. Head back to your cell. You’re done for today, but tomorrow you’ll be back on schedule. 
 
    “But…wait! No! You can’t…! 
 
    But Julie could, and she did, and Ace was now committed to being Sissy Boy. No hope of getting out. 
 
    The only thing he didn’t understand was why his cock was trying to stand up inside his chastity device. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    The Lusty Land of Oz ~ (38,500 words) Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest sequel to the  raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever! 
 
    The Lusty Land of Oz picks up where The Horny Wizard of Oz left off, but with the introduction of Tip, a well endowed young man forced into the 'service' of Mombi, the meanest Witch in Oz. 
 
    Off Tip goes, on a mad romp through a perverted land, picking up strangers with stranger appendages, a step ahead of Mombi, and always trying to figure out why he just...can't...uh...you know?
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    (part three) 
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    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    Here we go, the third installment in this little saga, and it’s got everything. 
 
    Prison whores, human traffickers, corrupt judges, and our hero…Sissy Boy. 
 
    Will Sissy Boy make good his escape? 
 
    Or will he just fall into the hands of a very evil trafficker? 
 
    The answer is in these pages, dear reader, so read on! 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    Ace lay in his bunk and stared at the high ceiling. His cell was six by eight, and most of that was taken up by the lidless toilet, his bunk, and a rusty water sink. 
 
    He was surprised. His butthole didn’t hurt. Actually it felt good. He was afraid that he was going to like getting drained. 
 
    And he thought about what led him to getting his prostate massaged. 
 
    He had been arrested for drunk driving, running a stop light, speeding, and a few other things. Bad, but not as bad as being caught en femme. 
 
    Oh, there were no charges for dressing like a woman, but when he went before the judge, who happened to be his ex-wife, he was put in the women’s section of jail. One year. With a chastity tube locked onto his cock. 
 
    Then came the situation with learning that the prison was nothing more than a functioning whore house, and the head matron, Julie, wanted Ace to be her number one bitch. 
 
    And now, because he had tried to snitch, he had been drained, and was returned to the ranks of the whores. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    He turned on his side, faced away from the wall, and tears slid down his cheeks. 
 
    In his chastity tube his cock throbbed. Getting drained had felt good, but it had left him hornier than ever. His body had been drained of semen, but his mind didn’t believe it, it still thought he could cum, and wanted to worse than ever. 
 
    The matron, Julie, was out to get him. His ex-wife was in on it. Even the psycho, gangster girl in charge of the female unit was pissed at him. 
 
    What was he going to do? 
 
    What? 
 
    Slowly, the cell lightened up, and he realized it was morning. 
 
    Fat lot of good that did him. 
 
    One more day of being called Sissy Boy. One more night in the whorehouse. And he had eleven and a half months to go. 
 
    He’d never make it. 
 
    A key turned in the lock on his door and his door was pulled open. 
 
    “Let’s go, ladies. Rise and shine!” 
 
    Ace sat up and looked at himself. He was a slender man, and the prison matron had gotten him breasts. Big breasts. His cage dangled between his legs, constantly trying to get hard, and constantly failing. 
 
    He put his bra and panties on, then pulled on his prison dress. He bent over to tie his tennies and his boobs almost fell out. 
 
    “Hey, girlfriend,” came his best friend in prison’s voice. “Let’s go!” 
 
    Annie stood at the door, smiling. She had no idea of the calamity that had befallen Ace. 
 
    Ace sighed and exited his cell. 
 
    “What’s with the frown, clown?” 
 
    Ace explained the situation to Annie. When he was done Annie shook her head. “Oh, baby. You got problems. But I wouldn’t worry about it.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Because you still make money. Julie will probably screw you over somehow, but she loves money more than revenge.” 
 
    Ace thought about that while they collected their breakfast trays. He was just starting across the dining hall when one foot was kicked behind the other. He tripped and sprawled, and his lunch skidded across the cement floor. 
 
    Ace turned, and stared up at Brenda. 
 
    He looked across the room. Julie was watching, and grinning. 
 
    Brenda was a big girl. Bigger than Ace, and she spent her time lifting weights. 
 
    Annie was cut off from him, not that Annie could do much, and Ace got to his feet and brushed a big of egg off his dress. 
 
    “How you like that, bitch?” asked Brenda. “Now that you ain’t got no protection?” 
 
    Ace knew he had to fight. Julie wasn’t going to protect him, that much was plain. 
 
    If he didn’t fight everybody in the cell block would figure him for a weakling and bully him. 
 
    Unfortunately, he had always been told not to hit girls. 
 
    But he had to. He simply had to. 
 
    He summoned up a picture of Brenda in his mind. A picture of her as a man. No tits. Big balls. A dick. 
 
    Brenda stepped up to her. “Well, bitch?” 
 
    Ace swung a fist and hit her. Hitting her actually surprised him. He had never been much of a fighter. Unfortunately, it didn’t do him much good. It was like hitting a wall; it actually hurt his fist. 
 
    But it surprised Brenda, and when she stepped back Ace tackled her. 
 
    They went down, whistles sounded, girls cheered, and Ace tried to survive until the guards got to them. 
 
    Brenda started elbowing him on the back. Each blow was like a sledge hammer. 
 
    She rolled him over and got her hands around his neck. 
 
    Ace threw up his fists, but his punches were weak. Still, he fought frantically, determined to convince her not to mess with him again. 
 
    Then the guards were pulling them apart. Three guards manhandled Brenda, pushed her back against a table and held her there until she stopped struggling. 
 
    One other matron and Julie, the head of the guards, pulled Ace back. They didn’t have to pull hard. 
 
    Still, Ace put on a good show, snarling and punching as if he really was trying to get at Brenda. 
 
    Finally, Julie slapped him on the head with her baton. “Knock it off, bitch.” 
 
    All the women were sent to their cells, and Ace and Brenda were sat down in the Matrons’ office. 
 
    Julie faced them and the other matrons stood by. 
 
    Julie didn’t say anything for a moment. Her eyes were half lidded and she just appeared to be thinking. 
 
    Ace knew she was just planning how to get the most out of this fight. 
 
    “Okay, ladies, who started it.” 
 
    Brenda went surly, hung her head and was determined to say nothing, to just take whatever punishment was handed out. 
 
    “I did.” 
 
    Brenda turned and stared at Ace. 
 
    Julie considered Ace. 
 
    Ace said, “I accidentally bumped into her and I blew it. I figured it was her fault and I attacked her. I’m sorry.” 
 
    Julie frowned, made a moue, and asked, “Is that how it was?” 
 
    Brenda was going through a mind change. A person she hated had just gone to bat for her. The result was massive confusion in her mind, and she just shrugged. “I don’t know.” 
 
    But she was staring at Ace as if she was just seeing him for the first time. 
 
    “All right,” Julie sighed. “A week in the hole for both of you.” 
 
    Both Ace and Brenda stood up and were marched out of the matrons’ area. Three matrons walked them to another building and they were put in small, empty rooms, Ace in the first one, and Brenda in the second one. The doors clanged shut and Ace looked around. 
 
    His regular cell was a palace compared to this. 
 
    It was six by eight. There was a light in a cage in the ceiling, but the light was a 25 watt bug light. 
 
    There was no toilet, just a hole in the floor. Above the hole in the floor a pipe extended from the wall. The pipe dripped constantly. 
 
    If he had to take a dump he would have to try to do it as clean as possible, then use his hands and the drip of water to clean himself off. 
 
    There was no bed, nor any bedding. 
 
    Ace sat on the floor and became aware that the only comfort he was going to have would be his prison dress. 
 
    He sat, and listened to the drip of water, and time passed. 
 
      
 
    Time, in solitary is like the drip of water from a rusty pipe. Instead of tick…tick…tick, you get drip…drip…drip. 
 
    That was the only way to mark time. 
 
    Ace tried counting drips like they were seconds. He kept losing track, his mind wandering, then he realized he had missed the count and returned to counting. 
 
    Again and again. 
 
    No sign that it was night, no sign that it was day. Just drip…drip…drip. 
 
    He knew that this was the road to insanity. Spend enough time in solitary and you could lose your mind. You’d just lose your grip on reality, and you’d start hallucinating. The world would become a vapor that you couldn’t quite put your hand on. Everything would— 
 
    “Psst!” 
 
    Ace sat up. That was real. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    The voice seemed to come from the door, but who could it be? 
 
    He was sitting close to the door already, so he just leaned over and whispered, “Who’s that?” 
 
    “It’s me! Brenda. Open your food slot!” 
 
    At the bottom of the door was a little doggie door for the guards to pass in meals. Ace pushed it up. It was spring loaded, and he had to hold his hand under it. 
 
    “Brenda?” 
 
    “Hey! How you doing?” 
 
    She was whispering, and Ace realized that he was going to have to whisper, too. If the guards heard any noise they’d come lock the little doors. 
 
    “I’m okay. how are you?” 
 
    “I’m fine. Good punch.” 
 
    “Yeah, sorry about that.” 
 
    “That’s okay. It didn’t hurt much, but you sure surprised me. I didn’t think you’d fight back.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    A moment of silence, the sound of Brenda adjusting her grip on the little, spring loaded door. 
 
    “How come you took the blame?” 
 
    Ace had an epiphany. Brenda wasn’t pissed at him any longer, and it was because he said the fight was his fault. 
 
    “Julie wasn’t going to hurt me, I’m worth money to her. But she’d fuck with you if she could.” 
 
    “I’ll say. That bitch is one vindictive cunt.” 
 
    Ace chuckled. “She is a cunt. That’s for sure.” 
 
    They chuckled then, agreeing, and glad for that. 
 
    “Well, we get back, you don’t worry about her too much. I’ll take care of her.” 
 
    “Don’t get in trouble.” 
 
    A long moment of silence, then: “Actually, I’m going to break out, and you’re going with me.” 
 
    Ace didn’t want to break out. But he didn’t want to spend another night servicing Julie’s clients, either. 
 
    “How you going to do that?” 
 
    “I made a key. I’ll get my door open, over power the guards, and come get you.” 
 
    “I don’t think I want to go.” 
 
    “Why not? You like getting used?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “I don’t want my sentence extended.” 
 
    “Hell, if you make them money they’re going to extend your sentence anyway. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Sure. There’s girls here that been here twice as long as they should.  Three times as long. They work for Julie, they get close to the end of their sentence and somebody starts a fight with them, or Brenda just reports them for some infraction, contraband in their cell, whatever. Then they go before the Rock, and they get their sentence doubled.” 
 
    Ace cursed lightly. The Rock was Judge Roxanne Tilly, his ex-wife, and she had sentenced him to this hell, then betrayed him when he tried to bust Julie for making the prison into her personal whore house. 
 
    “So you want to break out with me?” 
 
    Ace didn’t. but…he was going to have to. He simply had no other hope, no other choice.  
 
    He didn’t intend to spend the rest of his life being whored out. 
 
    “Okay,” he said. 
 
    “Great. Now we’re talking. Now, let’s talk about how we’re going to do this.” 
 
    They talked about escape, then they talked some more. Brenda, though she put on the tough girl persona, was actually fairly intelligent. And in the cool silence and loneliness of solitary she let down her guard. She talked about her father abusing her, and how her mother just laughed. She talked about the kick she got out of being in control. 
 
    “Hell, I’ve actually got it good in here,” she said at one point. “I’m in charge, girls do what I want, make me think that I might end up being an institutional type.” 
 
    Ace talked about being in live with his ex-wife, even now, after she had betrayed him. He lamented, until Brenda chuckled. That one chuckle, maybe a bit inappropriate, made him realize he was being a little foolish. 
 
    They heard the sound of the dinner cart. 
 
    “Ooh,” muttered Brenda, “Breakfast in bed,” and they both closed their little doggie doors and moved back in their cells. Julie sat against the wall, Brenda lay down. 
 
    A guard looked through the grill to make sure they weren’t near the door, then shoved trays through the doors. 
 
    The dinner was some kind of reconstituted meat load. Sort of like spam, but made out of a cow that was sick. There were also some peas that were hard and crusty, potatoes that were runny, and some kind of fruit juice. It tasted like a blend of coconut, pineapple and cow piss from the sick cow that gave them their meatloaf. It was weak, and went down hard, but both Brenda and Ace ate everything, and even licked their plates. Brenda would later say that they had to keep their strength up. 
 
    Ace was of the opinion of ‘why not, it would save the cockroaches. 
 
    Later, the trays were picked up, and Ace and Brenda went back to conversing. 
 
    Talking made the time pass. It kept their spirits up. It made the ordeal endurable. 
 
    Ace would realize that if he hadn’t had Brenda to talk to he would have gone insane. Solitary, with nothing to break up the monotony, stretches into an infinite of boredom. 
 
    Enough boredom and people would be willing to commit suicide. Not that there were any tools that could be used for suicide in the dark cells, but still… 
 
    Then, one night, Ace woke up to find his cell door open. 
 
    He stood up and walked to the doorway. He peeked out. 
 
    It was the short corridor he had entered through, and that was all. No guard outside. 
 
    He whispered, “Brenda?” 
 
    A moment passed and Brenda appeared at her cell door. She leaned out and looked to the sides. “What the fuck?” she whispered. She was as confused as he was. 
 
    Then he got it. 
 
    “If we come out of our cells it’s a trap. They’ll catch us and accuse us of a jailbreak.” 
 
    Brenda nodded. “Mother fucks.” 
 
    Still, they stood at their doors, then sat down with their backs against the jambs, looking at each other. 
 
    Oddly, it was one of the most difficult things he had ever done to not get up and run to Brenda. 
 
    They had grown a friendship, and…his cock throbbing in its own, little prison, Ace wanted to touch her. 
 
    She wasn’t a beautiful woman, but she was a woman, and he was a man, and in an odd way they had come to depend on each other. 
 
    Brenda had more discipline, being the longer term convict, and she just looked longingly. 
 
    After a couple of hours they heard a sound, like a snicker, and they moved back into the darkness of their cells and lay quietly, like they were sleeping. 
 
    The corridor door was opened silently and quickly and three guards, complete with batons, rush to the cells. They were disappointed to find Ace and Brenda sleeping peacefully. 
 
    Brenda rolled up and muttered, “Are we done, yet?” 
 
    The cell doors were slammed and the guards left. 
 
    Ace and Brenda opened the little doors at the bottom of the cell doors and peeked out. The corridor was empty. 
 
    “Jeez,” said Brenda. “I’ll bet we just dodged the bullet.” 
 
    Ace, almost crying: “I wanted to come….touch you. I wanted to feel you.” 
 
    Silence, then, “Yeah. I know.” 
 
    And that was all that was said. 
 
      
 
    They endured the monotony of solitary and their sentence eventually ended. They were brought back to their cell block and left alone. 
 
    But they both knew they were on the ‘list.’ It was only a matter of time until they were trapped and faced elongated sentences, or maybe worse. 
 
    Julie greeted Ace like he was an old friend. She entered his cell and sat next to him. She brushed his hair with her hand and hugged him, and he felt her large bosoms pressed against him.. 
 
    “I missed you so much. You’ve got to promise not to get in trouble again.” 
 
    Ace put his arms around her. He was getting the touch of another human, and it broke him down. Tears started coming from his eyes. He said he’d be a good boy, which Julie corrected him to say ‘good girl.’ 
 
    Julie kissed him then. A deep, hungry kiss. And she felt his chastity cage and told him to be brave, they would drain him in a couple of days, but that he had to be a good girl and deserve it. 
 
    Ace cried, and he was emotional, and he loved the feel of another human being, but he didn’t allow himself to be fooled. HE knew she was just priming him. 
 
    An hour after that he was taken to the shower and allowed to clean himself thoroughly. He was given a tube of some feminine, sweet smelling body soap, and he returned to his cell and one of the matrons came in and helped him fix his nails and put on his make up. 
 
    When he was done, complete with a nicer prison dress and a new bra, Julie came back and inspected him. 
 
    She fingered the dress. It was cut lower and showed his artificial boobs, what he had found out were ‘vacation boobs,’ that Julie had had him given. 
 
    “Good material. I’ll see if I can get you a real dress for your nights. Now put on your heels and let’s take a walk.” 
 
    Ace was surprised to find out he had new heels. They had replaced his two inch spikes with three inch spikes, and he was a bit wobbly. Julie put her arm around him and balanced him, however, and she walked him around the cell block, through the dining hall to the other blocks, around them, and Ace finally blurted, “Where are we going?” 
 
    She just smiled, but Ace suddenly realized: she was showing him off, letting the world know who was in charge. 
 
    He was safe again, but he was also alone. Not that he hadn’t been alone before, but being her property made him extra alone. 
 
    It even took him a couple of days for Annie and Wendy and Sally, his friends from before solitary, to fully accept him again. 
 
      
 
    Time in prison marches slowly. It is like a slow motion avalanche that rolls over and crushes the inmate. Slowly. Stifling their breath and their intellect until the inmate is nothing but a squashed banana. 
 
    Ace wasn’t crushed by the time, he had a slightly different experience. 
 
    He would sleep during the day, spend the evenings with Annie and her friends, then his real work began. 
 
    Women showed up at his cell. They entered, and he was expected to service them. Sometimes he didn’t even know them, but he was expected to go into their arms, and take them in his, and have sex. 
 
    Now that he had been broken in Julie stepped up the number of visitors. Ten women a night, on the average. Sometimes five or six, sometimes fifteen or sixteen. One night he serviced twenty-one women. 
 
    His mouth grew strong, and his tongue stopped aching. Odd to think of, but his tongue had muscles, and he built them up. 
 
    He felt boobs by the score. He kissed lips. Fat lips, thin lips, hungry lips. He tasted lipsticks, a great variety of colors and tastes. 
 
    He spent hours between legs, lapping, licking, sucking. And his hands discovered what parts of the pussy to rub to cause the most excitement. 
 
    In the day, when he saw himself in a mirror, he was different. His lips were thicker, fuller. And his face was changing shape. Even his hips were growing rounder. 
 
    And his muscle mass, he was getting more slender. He had always been a bit thin, but now he was losing muscle. 
 
    He figured it was the food. So many calories. Not enough exercise. Sure, that was it. 
 
    Until the day Annie said, “What are they giving you?” 
 
    Ace blinked, and he figured it out. 
 
    Every night Brenda came and gave him pills. She claimed they were vitamins, and he was so beaten down he just shrugged and took them. 
 
    No. They weren’t vitamins. 
 
    “She must be giving me estrogen, and testosterone blockers.” 
 
    He stared straight ahead, and his mind was moving. 
 
    Annie leaned across the dining table and patted his arm. “Julie.” 
 
    He turned his head slowly, met her eyes, “Yes. I didn’t know, but…” 
 
    “It makes sense. What are you going to do?” 
 
    Wendy was eating a piece of bread, pushing it through some sort of goo that was supposed to be gravy, but was a little too gelatinous for that. She looked up. “Keep taking them.” 
 
    Ace turned to her. “Why?” 
 
    “One, why not. You’re a better looking woman than a man. Two, if you refuse she’ll just hold you down and give you injections. Those work even faster. I heard she did that to a guy in the men’s unit.” 
 
    “But how did she get in the men’s unit?” 
 
    “She can go where she wants. Hey, you’ve seen her body. She hands it out to other guards, she fucks male inmates if they get her interest. Story goes one of the gang leaders asked her to make his bitch more feminine. Of course I don’t know for sure, it’s all rumor, but…” she shrugged. 
 
    Then Sally chimed in, “I like you better as a girl.” 
 
    And that settled it. There was nothing he could do, anyway, so he just kept taking the pills Julie kept giving him, and took note of how he was changing. 
 
    Whether he liked it or not…he was changing into a woman. 
 
    One thing that didn’t change was Brenda. Ace had made a friend, and that friendship was stronger than just about any friendship Ace had ever had. 
 
    Brenda smiled at him. She stopped to talk to him. She even ignored Julie and touched him suggestively. She even sat down, on occasion, at the table where Ace and his friends sat. She laughed, and joked, and insulted, but was not mean, as she once had been. 
 
    And she plotted. 
 
    Every day she dropped a word or a hint to Ace. She was figuring out which guards were going to be on duty at what time during the night. She plotted routes to the outside. She talked to people from other blocks, never giving hint of her plans, but getting data on where to climb the fence and when. 
 
    Though Ace had been reluctant to be involved at first, now he was starting to get anxious. 
 
    He was sitting in his cell, reading a fashion magazine when Julie leaned against the door frame. 
 
    “How’s it going, sweet lips?” 
 
    “Pretty good,” Ace answered carefully. 
 
    “Are you ready for the next stage?” 
 
    “What next stage?” 
 
    “You’ve been with nothing but women for the last month or so, and it’s time to get you ready for the men.” 
 
    “Men,” Ace shivered on the inside. He might look like a woman, but he was a man. He had an aversion to being sexual with men. 
 
    He wasn’t a big homophobe, he didn’t care about other people’s sexual practices, but he had his own druthers, and men weren’t part of them. 
 
    “Don’t worry, we’ll start you off easy. I’ve got a lot of ladies that are willing to use a strap on. You can practice sucking cock, and they’ll break you in on anal sex.” 
 
    Actually, Ace was already getting used to anal sex. He had been drained twice since getting out of solitary, and, he hated to admit it, he liked it. 
 
    He loved feeling all loosey goosey when he was empty. He loved it when the matrons fondled him and collected his jizz. They kept threatening to have him eat it, but they hadn’t, yet.  
 
    They would, though. They were just building him up, one step at a time. 
 
    “So when some girl walks in with a plastic boner, don’t you go getting upset. It’s all part of the plan.” 
 
    She entered the cell and sat next to Ace. She touched his cheek with one palm. “Honey, you’re doing great. You just go with the flow and before you know it you’ll be my highest paid girl.” 
 
    “Highest paid? Do I get money?” 
 
    “You get favors. You get special consideration. You get protection. All that is as good as money, would cost money if you were on the outside. And, heck, maybe when you get out you’ll get a little gift, help you fit in with the outside world.” 
 
    Julie leaned forward, held Ace’s face with her hand, fingers on each cheek. She inspected him minutely, as if she was reading his mind. She sighed. “You really are quite beautiful.” Then she kissed him, softly, so as not to mess up his lipstick.” Then she smiled, stood up and left the cell. 
 
    Ace sat in thought for a minute. 
 
    His special considerations were that Julie didn’t beat the shit out of him. And as far as a little ‘gift’ when he left, that was pure garbage. 
 
    Ace had talked to other girls in the unit, and in other cell blocks, and what Brenda had told him was true. 
 
    People didn’t leave once they were Julie’s property. They had their sentences doubled and tripled. They were used, and never let go. 
 
    Ace knew he was going to have to get out of this place, and Brenda now seemed to be his only chance. 
 
    Which wasn’t bad, because…he was starting to like Brenda. 
 
    That night the first of the women with strap ons visited him.  
 
    It was like normal lovemaking. He fed on their breasts and kissed them and did his best to please them. 
 
    But he had to suck on their dildos, and they were adamant in their instruction. 
 
    “Use your lips!” 
 
    “Take it deeper!” 
 
    “Slide the tongue under the head…” 
 
    He took the instruction, did his best, and encountered a whole new world of sore jaw and tongue. 
 
    When he had done enough to please him they bent him over and diddled his rectum with the head of their cocks. That first night they didn’t penetrate him, they just played with him, excited him, got him used to the position of being on all fours like a dog. 
 
    But the next night one of them did penetrate him. She used her fingers and warmed him up, she spread great gobs of lubricant on him, and she gently entered him. 
 
    Ace was frozen. He felt it, and there was pain, but there was also pleasure. 
 
    Only for about thirty seconds, then he was loved, and told how wonderful he was, and what a great woman he made. 
 
    When he was finally done for the night he lay on his bunk and had no feelings. 
 
    He liked it, yes, but he had a lifetime of male-ism to overcome. So he was caught between a rock and a hard place, a dick and a pussy, and…he didn’t know what to think. 
 
    But the next morning he sought out Brenda. 
 
    “Are you almost ready.” 
 
    “Almost. Why?” 
 
    “Julie is training me to take dick.” 
 
    Brenda studied him. “And that is bad why?” 
 
    “Because I’m still a man inside.” 
 
    Brenda looked around, licked her lips, and reached out and pinched Ace’s nipples. “Get over it.” 
 
    Ace was about ready to cry. He was getting female emotions with all the estrogen he had been taking. 
 
    “Hey, it’s okay. Just another couple of days or a week.. You just get ready to run for it.” 
 
    Get ready. Get ready how? He had nothing but girl clothes. Julie had come through with a couple of dresses, and he had two pairs of heels, but—well, he guessed he could bring those. He and Brenda would need real clothes once they were on the outside. 
 
    The next night was more women with dildos. And now that he was broken in he spent as much time on all fours as he did making love. 
 
    By the end of the night he was gaping, and tired, and totally confused. 
 
    He was a man, but he wasn’t. 
 
    He slept through most of the day, and was surprised when Julie woke him up at about four. 
 
    “Get dressed. Time to see Her Honor.” 
 
    Ace got dressed and followed Julie through the complex. He was wearing high heels, good lingerie, and his best dress. He was made up, and guards and inmates stared and licked their lips. 
 
    People knew how he was, and he now had a reputation. Sissy Boy…Judge Rock’s bitch. 
 
    He didn’t care. His mind wasn’t working, he was in the middle of turmoil, and all he could think about was escaping. 
 
    “Remember, behave yourself. I’m right here.” Julie spoke, then knocked on the judge’s door. 
 
    Ace entered the room, and all was as he remembered. The desk in front of the window, the conference table, big screen TV on the wall, potted plants, a  big law library. 
 
    And Judge Roxanne Tilly, his ex-wife, sitting behind her desk. 
 
    “Oh, honey, step into the light. Let me see you.” 
 
    Ace stepped forward. Roxie made a twirling motion with her finger and he turned around, let her see him on all sides. 
 
    Roxie whistled. “Oh, Lordie. You are beautiful. You are absolutely ravishing.” 
 
    “Roxie…” Ace began, but ended up blubbering. 
 
    “Oh, honey, come here!” 
 
    He rounded the table and knelt in front of Roxie. He put his face between her large breasts and cried. 
 
    “Hush, hush. It’s all right.” 
 
    She soothed him, brushed his hair, held his face and kissed his lips. 
 
    She felt different, and he knew it was because his lips were changed. They were plumper and red with lipstick. 
 
    Roxie smiled, and undid her robe. Underneath, as usual, she was naked. Her massive boobs engulfed his face and she held him and rocked him, then she pushed his face down. 
 
    Ace performed cunnilingus. He was accomplished now, and he did his best. Tears sometimes streamed down his face, but that just made Roxie smile. 
 
    She held his face in place and he administered with his tongue and lips and fingers. 
 
    Soon he was four fingers into her, and she was moaning and pulling on his hair. 
 
    Then she was done. Breathing hard and slumped back in her chair. She eyed him happily. “Honey, you make me proud. You’ve come so far.” 
 
    He knelt, his head nestled between her thighs. 
 
    “And I’ve heard that you’re ready for this…” She opened a drawer and took out a strap on. She stood up and he backed up, and she fastened the straps. He looked at the large penis sprouting from her junction. 
 
    “Come on, now. Bend over the table.” 
 
    He took a deep breath, got to his feet and leaned across her table. 
 
    She was gentle when she took him, and he would always remember her gentle groans as she moved into him, and the judicial paperwork on her desk and under his nose. 
 
    Ice was requesting information on one Jesus Garcia. He was suspected of running drugs across the border. There was even an address for him. 
 
    For long minutes she took him, then she slowed down and just stood there, her dick impaling him, and said, “I love you like this, Ace. You weren’t much of a husband, but you make a fine wife.” 
 
    Ace listened, and made his own judgements as to her as a wife. It was obvious that her position in the judiciary had changed her, emboldened her, made her power mad. And somehow she had transfigured that in her own mind to being masculine, to being male, to having a dick. 
 
    Then she said something frightening.  
 
    “You know, I could order your castration. Wouldn’t that be wonderful? You’d be my bitch forever, and I could keep your cock in a jar on my shelf. I could tell everybody it was the cock of a raccoon, or something. It’s small enough, you know. 
 
    Fear lanced through Ace’s heart. She could, and now Ace believed she would. He was going to have to get out of this place! 
 
    Two hours later, after having sucked and fucked—and having been fucked—by the usual horde of women, Julie led him back to his cell. 
 
    “You’re doing good, Sissy Boy. Pretty soon you’ll be cock of the walk around here.” 
 
    Ace turned her words over in his mind. Cock of the walk. More like pussy on the walk. 
 
    Back in the cellblock Ace managed to get back in time for dinner. “Brenda, when?” 
 
    They were in the dinner line and speaking in sentences so short they were code. 
 
    They got their dinner trays and sat at a far table. 
 
    “One week.” 
 
    “I can’t take it. Can’t you move it up?” 
 
    “Sure. I’m just waiting for you to have a night off.” 
 
    “They took me to Judge Roxie today. That means I’ll have tonight off.” 
 
    Brenda smiled. “That’s a blessing. Well, rough for you, I know, but…okay. You got your dresses and shoes and stuff ready to go?” 
 
    “Yes. I put everything in a laundry bag. It’s ready.” 
 
    “Okay. Lights out, and we’ll do it about twelve. They change shifts at ten, and by twelve they’re all bored and nodding off. 
 
    Ace smiled. He was going to get out of hell. Which gave him a funny feeling. He was getting used to all the loving. In fact, he knew that if he started liking sodomy too much he wasn’t going to leave. 
 
    And he was starting to like it.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    The cell block was silent. The community room was gloomy, the lights turned down. The only light came from the matron’s office, and even those were turned down. 
 
    There were two matrons on duty. One of them slept on a cot, the other one read a book. 
 
    A shadow moved around the far wall, zipped past a door that was open, and slunk under the window at the matron’s office. 
 
    The guard was leaning back, facing away from the door. She was turning pages in a book. The book was one of those sleazy sex books by Grace Mansfield, very popular in prison. 
 
    Clunk! Brenda struck the guard on the head with a jar full of flowers. The jar shattered, making a loud noise as pieces fell to the floor, but it had done its job. The guard ’s head flopped back and she dropped the book. 
 
    “Wha—“ The sleeping matron started to sit up. 
 
    Brenda moved across the room, she pounced and landed on the guard. The cot collapsed, and the guard tried to fight back. She didn’t stand a chance. Brenda was not only big and strong, she had the desperation of a convict making a break impelling her. 
 
    Amidst the ruins of the cot Brenda got her hands around the guard’s throat, and she throttled her effectively. 
 
    Both women unconscious, and maybe dead, Brenda grabbed the master keys off the desk. She ran across the community room and thrust a key into the lock of Ace’s door. 
 
    Ace was waiting. He had heard the sound of the flower jug breaking, and he was looking through the grill with the laundry bag over his shoulder. 
 
    “Come on!” hissed Brenda. 
 
    They ran across the room, barefoot to make no noise, and went through the open door. 
 
    Nobody had heard them, nobody awoke. 
 
    “Stay in the shadows. The guards in the towers are probably sleeping, but you can’t be sure. 
 
    They came to a door to the yard and Brenda used another key. 
 
    They went from shadow to shadow, breathing hard, trying to stay out of the line of sight of the tower guards. 
 
    They reached a fence, and Brenda produced a pair of wire cutters. They were small, too small for the job, but Brenda kept working and working, and they crawled through a slit at the bottom of the fence. 
 
    Across another yard, against staying to the shadows. Then down a fence to a corner. They were right under a tower, and over the fence were buildings that were occupied by day, and abandoned by night. 
 
    Again, Brenda cut a small slit, and they crawled. 
 
    “My dress is a mess,” breathed Ace, as they darted between two buildings. 
 
    “Shut up.” 
 
    They came to the last fence, and here there were no shadows. Get through this and they were home free. And here, luck was on their side. 
 
    One of the dresses Ace had was colored earth.  
 
    “Give me the brown dress.” Brenda ripped off her prison garb and stood in her bra and panties. If they were out on the path leading around the prison she would have been seen in an instant. 
 
    Ace handed her the dress, and she quickly pulled it on. She smeared her legs and arms with dirt mixed with the drippings of a nearby faucet.  
 
    “I’ll throw the dress back. Get your mud on.” 
 
    Then she was slowly crawling across the dirt path. 
 
    Ace held his breath, but there was no outcry, no alarm. 
 
    Brenda cut her way through the fence, then continued to the shadow of a nearby tree. 
 
    That was a long moment for Ace. He couldn’t see Brenda, she could just leave him, and…and a brown bundle sailed over the fence and actually struck him. It had a couple of rocks in it, and the rocks hurt, but not as much as ten more years in the pen for jailbreak would have. 
 
    Ace slipped into the dress, checked his arms and legs for white spots, and began crawling. 
 
    He made it to the fence. He took deep breaths as he crawled through the slit, and pulled the laundry bag after him. 
 
    Then he crawled across the bare ground outside the fence, and Brenda was suddenly lifting him to his feet, hugging him, kissing him. 
 
    “We made it! We made it! She exulted in a fierce whisper. 
 
    They began running through the fields outside the prison. They wanted to be far away by the time everybody woke up, or the guards Brenda had socked were discovered. 
 
      
 
    The women’s jail was in Riverside. It was a fifty mile walk through pleasant suburbia to Palm Springs. It was perfect for breaking into homes and hiding out during the day. 
 
    Ace had another idea. “Let’s go to Los Angeles.” 
 
    “You’re crazy.” 
 
    “We would be faceless in a million people. Nobody really looks at the homeless population. We can break into houses just the same, and not be caught in open country if they chased us. 
 
    Brenda thought about it. Then said, “Really.” A stark statement that said she thought the plan was a good one. 
 
    Still, “I was thinking about Palm Springs, then getting a car and heading for the border.” 
 
    “Calexico?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “We can figure out crossing the border in Los Angeles, and I know somebody who might help.” 
 
    “Who do you know?” 
 
    “I don’t know him personally, but there’s a trafficker name of Jesus Garcia.” 
 
    “And why would somebody you don’t know help us?” 
 
    “Because I saw a file on him. They’re getting ready to bust him, and if we let him know, maybe he’ll take us when he runs for it.” 
 
    “And you figure he’ll run for Mexico.” 
 
    Ace smiled. 
 
    “Sissy Boy, you are The Girl!” 
 
    Ace smiled, and for the first time since this whole thing started, he didn’t mind being called Sissy Boy. 
 
    They went right through Riverside. Walking plain as day. They had cleaned up at a creek outside Riverside, and they put on the clothes and shoes Ace had brought, and put on make up, and they walked like they belonged, chatting and having a good time. 
 
    “Where do you think they’ll look for us?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. Maybe Palm Springs.” 
 
    They chuckled and sauntered down a main street. 
 
    They found a small house in a large yard that first day, and they ate, and slept, and awoke to hear sirens heading down the road. 
 
    They cleaned up as best they could, and headed west. They walked the next day, and made it to Home Gardens. There they found a large mansion. They took a dip in the pool, played tag in the big house, and discovered a Jeep in the three car garage. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” Brenda breathed. “Four wheel drive. Do we have to stick to the roads?” 
 
    “Not at all,” and Ace pulled her to him. 
 
    They were free, on the run but free, and now Ace could let himself loose. 
 
    He kissed Brenda thoroughly, nibbled on her boobs, went down on her, and said, “Let’s cut this chastity tube off.” 
 
    Brenda moved back. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I don’t want you to.” 
 
    “You don’t want me to get my dick free?” He stared at her, and was somewhat aghast. He had figured, this whole time in jail, that the girls would love to have his dick at their mercy.” 
 
    “Don’t take this the wrong way, but I like you as a woman.” 
 
    “You do?” 
 
    “I’m a bit of a dyke, and…I like women. I don’t know how I’d like you as a man, but…I don’t want to find out.” 
 
    “But…you want me to keep my dick locked up for…what? Forever?” 
 
    Brenda actually smiled. 
 
    “Oh, my God,” Ace sat down on the step in the garage. “I’ve been dreaming of…and now…to find out…” he shook his head. 
 
    Brenda placed a hand on his biceps and lifted. “Come on, Sissy Boy. This is what I want, and…let’s be honest. I think you like it, too.” 
 
    “Well…but…” 
 
    “Come on, admit it. I’ve seen you after a night with all those matrons and other visitors. You glow. You look so happy.” 
 
    “Well, but…” 
 
    And Ace had himself a serious sit down and think moment. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    Ace stared at the concrete floor in the garage. He said, “Could you find some booze and make me a drink?” 
 
    Brenda was used to being in charge, but she realized that Ace was going through something. 
 
    The booze was on a sidebar in the dining room. She selected a bottle of what looked like expensive bourbon—it was, it was Blanton’s Gold Edition, 250 smackers per bottle—and poured a snifter. She brought it out to him. 
 
    Ace was thinking about laying awake at night, getting plugged by big women with lusty appetites. He was thinking about how much fun it was to dress up, to put make up on. 
 
    He was thinking that life before prison had been sort of drab. Even sex was drab. A guy stuck his dick in, moved it around, and grunted and spat. 
 
    A woman moaned and groaned and took it, and translated it into airy fits of orgasm. Wonderful toe curling squirts that cleansed the soul. 
 
    Brenda handed him the glass. He drank it, then saw the bottle in her hand. He held out his hand and she put the bottle in it. 
 
    He tilted it, sucked a big swallow, and sighed. 
 
    He said, “If I leave it on, you’re going to have to do me. And you’re going to make sure I get drained regularly.” 
 
    “Hell, I can do that.” 
 
    “And if I decide I don’t want to be female anymore…you have to accept that.” 
 
    “I will,” lied Brenda. 
 
    He looked up at her, a small smile coming out. “Then we better find a dildo or two, and if you want me to get you off right now…there’s big beds upstairs.” 
 
    Brenda took his hand and led him upstairs. 
 
    The bed was big, and they bounced and played and Ace…Sissy Boy…took Brenda to the moon. He loved her and licked her and used all his fingers. 
 
    Brenda, though she was used to being the dyke, loved it when he took control in this fashion. 
 
    She loved it more when it was her turn to take control. 
 
    Now it was her turn to use his boobs, to give attention to his ass, and to drain him with her fingers. 
 
    An hour later they slept. 
 
    They awoke just past noon. Refreshed, happy, and loving each other. 
 
    “We better get going. We want to be a hundred miles away when they find their car missing. 
 
    They made the bed, and Ace said, “I wonder how long before they find my puddle?” 
 
    Brenda pulled the covers over his drainage and chuckled. “Guess they’ll be sleeping in the wet spot tonight. 
 
    They went through the house, cleaning it, making it look like nobody had been in it. Then they packed the car. 
 
    They put bedding in it, a cooler filled with food. A couple of bottles of that good bourbon, and whatever odds and ends they thought they would need. 
 
    And they found a lot of lingerie and dresses and shoes that would come in handy. Not just spikes, but good shoes for walking. 
 
    And, an extra bonus, they found a couple hundred dollars in a bedroom drawer. 
 
    “This is their hooker money,” quipped Brenda. 
 
    “They been hooked,” returned Ace, and they both laughed. 
 
    At three in the afternoon they drove the car down the long drive, the gate opened automatically from the inside, and out into the world. 
 
    They made it to Anaheim, and Brenda wanted to go to Disneyland. Ace prevailed, however, and they spent the night sleeping in the car on a side street in a poor section of town. 
 
    They slept, entwined, kissing and talking. They felt each other and they giggled. For the moment they were safe, and they were happy. And tomorrow they would be in Los Angeles, and they could look up Jesus Garcia. 
 
      
 
    “You’re sure this is the address?” Brenda asked again. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    They drove past a pale, brown house. Stucco, with the wire showing in many places. The yard was a mess, nothing but scabby grass and a broken and badly rusted swing set. 
 
    “This doesn’t impress me,” said Brenda. 
 
    She pulled over to the curb catty corner to the house and turned to watch it. 
 
    The windows were boarded and the only solid piece of the house was the front door. That looked like it was made of metal, and made to last. 
 
    A Mexican sat on the front step. He was skinny, had tattoos on his face, wore expensive athletic shoes. His hair was long and he smoked a cigarette and defined boredom. 
 
    Ace and Brenda got out of the Jeep and walked across the street. 
 
    The man on the steps might look shabby, but his eyes glittering, and he saw them immediately. 
 
    He watched them, gazing intently, but not insolently. 
 
    They turned into the yard and approached him. 
 
    “We want to see Jesus Garcia.” 
 
    The man didn’t move, except to rub out his cigarette, then he asked, “Who are you.” 
 
    “Doesn’t matter. We’re not the cops, and we have information for Jesus.” 
 
    “You white girls.”  
 
    “No shit, Cisco?” Brenda spat. 
 
    The man smiled lazily. He moved his shirt back to reveal a knife in a scabbard. “Fuck off.” 
 
    Ace put his hand out to stop Brenda. “Listen, my friend. The cops are on to you. We know it, and we can tell Jesus about it. If he finds out that you turned us away and got busted, he’ll probably slice off your dick and use it for a piñata. 
 
    “A small piñata,” chimed in Brenda. 
 
    Ace quickly cut in. “Nah, he’s got a big piñata. Look at his feet. He’s got big feet, so he’s got a big pene.” She turned to the man, “Come on, do you think Jesus doesn’t want to see a couple of good looking women?” 
 
    Sighing, the Mexican on the step reached into his pocket and took out a cell phone. A cell phone to call inside the house three feet behind him.  
 
    He spoke in Spanish too rapid to be understood, and a moment later the door opened. A face looked out, inspected Brenda and Ace up and down, then opened further. 
 
    “Thanks,” Ace said to the Mexican. He said nothing. Brenda sneered at him. 
 
    “Be polite, Brenda,” cautioned Ace. 
 
    Brenda just frowned. 
 
    They walked through the house, led by a chubby Mexican wearing cargo pants, not shorts, and a Hawaiian shirt. And an expensive brand of athletic shoes. 
 
    The hallway went a ways, the house was longer than it had appeared from the street. 
 
    They entered the last bedroom, then walked into the closet. 
 
    “Fuck,” smiled Brenda, now appreciating the security. 
 
    The closet had stairs, and they walked down the stairs and into a long tunnel.  
 
    The tunnel stretched into the darkness, and the man leading them turned on a flashlight.  
 
    It was supported by beams and wasn’t about to cave in. There was no leakage of water, no rats scurrying. 
 
    They walked for long minutes, maybe a couple of hundred yards, then came to a ladder. They climbed the ladder and exited a closet. 
 
    They were in a bedroom, but it had been outfitted with electronics. Two men stared at screens. There were half a dozen cell phones on the tables. 
 
    Ace recognized the Jeep they had been driving. A man was getting into it. He drove away. 
 
    “This way,” said the man who had been guiding them. 
 
    They exited the bedroom and found themselves in a nice house. None of this ‘dirty Mexican’ stuff. Clean floors, snazzy pictures on the walls—a lot of bullfight scenes and Mexican architecture. 
 
    Down a long hallway, and through a window they passed Ace could see the squat piece of shit building they had entered. 
 
    A blind. A place for low lifes to squat. The entrance to the real operation. 
 
    Ace had no doubt that the tunnel could be blow up with a moment’s notice. 
 
    They entered a large room and looked around. 
 
    Large, with expensive furniture. A wet bar in one corner, a dining room on the other end, a double door that lead to a patio. Through the windows Ace could see that they wee just outside the ghetto. 
 
    “Ah, ladies! how nice to see you! Come, have a seat. Renaldo, fix my guests a drink. Would you like Margaritas? Most Norteamericanos do.” 
 
    “That would be fine,” said Ace. 
 
    Brenda looked about suspiciously. 
 
    “Come, plant your buns, take a load off.” 
 
    He patted the seat of the couch he was sitting on. 
 
    Brenda and Ace sat, in chairs across from him, and they studied him. 
 
    Jesus Garcia was built. He had wide shoulders and a taut torso. He was wearing just a white shirt, open, and slacks. His feet were in bedroom slippers, and he looked totally relaxed. 
 
    “You obviously know me, but who do I have the honor of addressing?” 
 
    He spoke with just the slightest hint of an accent, and he was smiling. His smile had a slight edge to it. It wasn’t a sincere smile. 
 
    “I’m Ace…you can call me Sissy Boy, and this is Brenda.” 
 
    “Ace and Brenda. Pardon me…Sissy Boy.” He grinned a Latin grin, so suave and reassuring, while not being reassuring. “I have heard of you. Yesterday there was much talk of the ladies who made the jailbreak. Today…not so much.” 
 
    That was curious. Ace expected to be wanted for quite some time. 
 
    “So, what is this information you have for me.” 
 
    Ace took a breath and leaned forward. “My wife…ex-wife, is a judge. Roxanne Tilly.” 
 
    Jesus waited, his head nodded slowly. 
 
    “I was in her office, her judge’s chambers, and I saw a file on you. Apparently they plan to raid you. Human trafficking and drugs.” 
 
    “Ah,” Jesus murmured. 
 
    “There was the name of an informant.” 
 
    “And what is the name of this informant?” Jesus had looked a little bored, but now Ace had his interest. 
 
    Ace sat back. “We would like to go to Mexico.” 
 
    Jesus nodded, smiled slightly. “Possible. Tell me, and if your information is good…” 
 
    “Jose Martinez.” 
 
    Drinks were placed in Ace’s and Brenda’s hands. They sipped, and it was good. Margaritas should always be made by Mexicans.  
 
    So they sat, and Jesus asked more questions. 
 
    “So how did you come to be in Judge’s chambers and see this file?” 
 
    Ace was silent. 
 
    “Judge is a woman. She is lesbian? She likes women for wife?” 
 
    There it was. Ace had to say something, and there was no way of lying around it. “I’m a man.” 
 
    Jesus tilted his head. “Really.” Not a question. Just affirmation. “Show me.” 
 
    Ace was scared now. He had known this might happen, but…he had had hoped. 
 
    He stood up and lifted his dress. He pulled down his panties. His chastity tube hung down and Jesus stared at it. 
 
    For a long time. 
 
    Then he looked up and grinned. “Aye, Chihuahua!” He broke into Spanish, fast Spanish. 
 
    There were two men behind Ace and Brenda. Bodyguards, but possibly executioners. 
 
    Though it was an entirely good sign, the men started to chuckle. 
 
    Then they laughed. 
 
    Brenda started to say something, but Ace put a hand on her knee. “Drink. Pray.” 
 
    Jesus was grinning quite openly. He stood up. “Come with me, Senor Sissy Boy.” 
 
    He walked across the room and Ace and Brenda followed him. Through a door, downstairs to a basement, and Ace stopped in horror. 
 
    What was left of a man was strewn about the basement floor. 
 
    Jesus put his arm over Ace’s shoulder and looked at the gore. “This is what remains of Jose Martinez. You see, your information is good, he was the traitor, but you are also late. Do you know why you are late?” 
 
    Ace was having trouble not vomiting. Brenda had turned away. Ace couldn’t turn away, Jesus’s arm was around his shoulders. 
 
    “No…no,” said Ace. As much an answer to Jesus’s question as a denial of what he was seeing. 
 
    “The report you saw, do you know where it came from?” 
 
    Ace turned and looked at Jesus, their faces were just six inches apart. 
 
    “I gave that report to Judge Roxanne. I told her to handle it.” 
 
    Ace’s mouth opened. His ex-wife was not just a madam in a penal whore house, but had dealings with drug traffickers…or, more likely, human sex traffickers. 
 
    And he had stepped into the den of this trafficker and offered…betrayal. 
 
    He was faint, he started to fall. Jesus caught him, motioned to his bodyguards. 
 
    “Take her upstairs. One of the bedrooms. Guard her.” 
 
    Her. Jesus was referring to him as her. He had known all along who and what Ace was. 
 
    The body guards took Ace and Brenda upstairs. They put them in separate bedrooms, but didn’t close the doors. 
 
    Ace and Brenda looked at each other across the hallway. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” said Ace, miserable. 
 
    “Hey, it was a good idea. It just…” Brenda’s voice faded. 
 
      
 
    The bedroom was eight by twelve, a standard size. There was a dresser with a mirror against the wall. A couple of potted plants in the corners, between which was a large picture window. There were bars on the outside of the windows. 
 
    Ace lay on the bed and watched the ceiling. 
 
    He had messed up. They had been free, and he had put them right back into the lion’s den. This lion, however, was a lot more dangerous than Roxanne and the California penal system. 
 
    He wasn’t going to get drained as a punishment. He was going to end up in a ditch in Mexico. If he was lucky. 
 
    “Hello, Sissy Boy.” 
 
    Ace looked up, Jesus was at the door. 
 
    Ace went up on his elbows. suddenly he was veery aware of his breasts, and he was sorry he was wearing a sexy dress. 
 
    “What are you going to do to us?” 
 
    Jesus smiled. “I don’t know. It depends.” 
 
    “On what?” 
 
    “You came here with the best of intentions. Then there is the fact that Judge Roxanne is not looking too hard for you. Oh, I’m sure she would like to get her hands on you, but there is the embarrassment, and the difficulties, of reinserting you into the system after a jailbreak.” 
 
    He trailed off, and closed the door. 
 
    “So, should I return you, or keep you for myself. I could sell you, a lot of people would love to make love to a man who is more of a woman. Or I can just take you down to the jungles in the south of Mexico and turn you over to the people who smuggle the drugs in from Guatemala. You could keep a lot of my friends quite happy. A man who is almost a woman…” he grinned and unbuckled his belt. 
 
    “You could also let us go. We would continue to be an embarrassment for Roxie, and…and maybe we could work for you.” 
 
    “How would you work for me?” He dropped his pants and he wasn’t wearing any underwear. 
 
    He was big, Mexican big, and he had large balls. 
 
    “I…we…” Ace was stuttering. “We can smuggle drugs for you.” 
 
    Jesus had his hands on the bed, preparatory for climbing on and between Ace’s legs, and he stopped and tilted his head. “You have an idea?” 
 
    “I do?” 
 
    He shrugged, “Well, if it is a good idea, and if you please me…” he grinned, “then maybe we could consider this. Before you explain your idea, however, we must see if you are worth it.” 
 
    “But…but…” Ace was pushing himself back on the bed, “I’ve never been with a man?” 
 
    “Then I shall be gentle, and afterwards we will talk. Yes?” 
 
    Jesus grabbed Ace’s legs and pulled and twisted them. “Now, up into the doggy position. We need to assess your worth. Yes?” 
 
    There was nothing more Sissy Boy could say, so he said, “Yes.” 
 
    And Jesus moved forward. 
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    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    This is the conclusion of the Sissy Boy series. It will be available as a book in the near future. I suggest getting it in paperback. Books don’t crash. 
 
    In this installment Sissy Boy makes a deal with a drug dealer. It is, of course, a deal with the devil. 
 
    We also revisit Sissy Boy’s wife.  
 
    But I’m not going to tell you much more. 
 
    If you’ve read the earlier stories then you know how wild and wacky things can get. 
 
    Enjoy, and… 
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    “Your name is officially Sissy Boy Garcia.” 
 
    Jesus Garcia handed Ace a passport, a driver’s license, and other documents. 
 
    Ace looked at the paper and blinked. Then he looked at Jesus. “Really?” 
 
    Jesus smiled.  
 
    “But…you gave me the name Sissy Boy.” 
 
    “That’s your name, right?” 
 
    Ace, now officially Sissy Boy, and Jesus sat in the living room of Jesus’s headquarters in Los Angeles. Brenda was sitting next to them, and she took the papers and examined them. Two body guard gangsters stood next to the entrance to the hallway. They held AR 15 style rifles and had pistols and knives in their belts. 
 
    “Yeah, I mean…no! My name is Ace!” 
 
    “We call you Ace and you show up on the law enforcement computers. They don’t got no Sissy Boy.” 
 
    “The prison system does, as an alias.” 
 
    “Already had a hacker take care of that.” 
 
    Sissy Boy nodded. He wasn't happy about his name, but…it was growing on him. “My wife wants to get me back. She wants me in prison.” He didn’t go further and explain that she had actually talked about castrating him. 
 
    “Guarantee, she wants my drugs more than she wants you. Besides, the people she gives me, she doesn’t want anybody to know about them.” 
 
    “What people?” 
 
    “Girls she’s done with.” 
 
    Ace…or Sissy Boy…said nothing. Everything clicked in his mind. 
 
    He had been arrested for drunk driving, speeding, and other things. When arrested he had been crossdressing, and he gone before the judge. The judge was his ex-wife. He figured she’d get him out of it, but she had sentenced him to a female prison, made him wear a chastity tube, and once imprisoned he found out that people like him were doomed. They were made into prison whores and sold for sex. And they never got out. When their sentences were close to over they would face a trumped up charge and their sentences would be doubled, or even tripled. 
 
    And now he knew what happened when women grew too old, or too sick. They were given to Jesus Garcia, flesh trafficker, and taken down to Mexico and…dealt with. 
 
    Made to work at one of the many drug factories, or given to the smugglers for playthings. 
 
    And that was what was going to happen to him. Him and Brenda, who he had escaped jail with. 
 
    “These are good,” Brenda marveled at the documents. She looked up at Jesus. “These say Sissy Boy is a woman.” 
 
    “Had to. Sissy Boy as a man might have shown up on the law enforcement computers.” 
 
    He shrugged, and lifted a glass of tequila and sipped. 
 
    Sissy Boy was still thinking about what happened to women when his ex, and the drug cartel, were done with them. 
 
    “So what is this plan for smuggling drugs?” Jesus interrupted his thoughts. 
 
    Ace came back to earth. 
 
    Brenda looked at Ace. “What plan? What drugs?” 
 
    Ace looked at Brenda, tried to talk through his eyes, to warn her to be cautious. 
 
    “Your girlfriend say she know great way to smuggle drugs. That’s something I’m always interested in.” 
 
    Both Brenda and the drug smuggler stared at Ace. 
 
    “Well,” Ace thought fast. He had a few ideas, and he had to present them quickly and in such a manner that Jesus wouldn't just take them out and kill them. He had to make himself and Brenda valuable to the trafficker. “There are several ways, one, and the most important, is that as United States citizens we can cross the border at any time. Nobody is going to ask two women what they were doing south of the border.” 
 
    Jesus raised a hand dismissively. “I have lots white girls to bring drugs across the border.  They get caught after a trip or two.” 
 
    “But we won’t get caught…” In his mind Ace was asking himself How? How? How? 
 
    “So how you not get caught?” 
 
    “Well,” searching, thinking, trying to figure his way out of this mess and…click. He remembered something. He remembered a short story by Alyce Thorndyke, ‘When Being Bad is Good.’ 
 
    “Well, your girls get caught because they carry drugs on their body. In their shoes, under their wigs, in their bras.” 
 
    Jesus cocked his head slightly.  
 
    “I’ll carry them inside my body.” 
 
    Jesus blinked. 
 
    “I can’t do that many trips, but figure two gallons for each trip, I figure I can do a half a dozen trips…that’s a lot of drugs, a lot of profit. 
 
    “What do you mean ‘inside you?” 
 
    “In my breasts. I’ve got fake boobs.” 
 
    Jesus got a dreamy look in his eyes and tilted his head back and looked at the ceiling. It looked like he was doing the math in his head. Two tits, each tit a gallon, that’s two gallons, six trips…that’s twelvegallons of uncut heroin. Each gallon was a little over 8 pounds. That would be…100 pounds of pure profit. Street value would be…fourteen million dollars. 
 
    Jesus smiled. 
 
    Brenda: “Wait a minute!” 
 
    “Of course, when my run is done you should pay me a little something.” 
 
    “Why should I pay you? You are wanted.” 
 
    “According to you I am no longer wanted, but the point is that without incentive what’s to keep me from just going to the nearest ICE agent and turning myself in. But if you put some money in the bank for me, for when I’m done…besides, opening up my chest is dicey business. I’m probably only going to be good for six runs before my boobs give out, scar tissue builds up, my boobs get too weak to hold the drugs. 
 
    Jesus nodded. “I like it.” 
 
    “Good. How would you like me to do it for free?” 
 
    Jesus was laughing now. “Sissy Boy! You are amazing. How do I get you to be a mule for me for free.” 
 
    “Let me smuggle something on my own. Same time. No chance of being caught. I take all the profits for that.” 
 
    Now Jesus had a quirky look on his face. He had no idea what could be more profitable than heroin. 
 
    “And after my run is done…you can keep doing it. More profit for you.” 
 
    “What about me?” Brenda chimed in. 
 
    “You do nothing. This is going to be rough on the body. I never had tits, so I’m okay with it if I lose them.” 
 
    “But what if I want to do this?” 
 
    “You’re risking your body.” 
 
    “It’s my body.” And there was the challenge. 
 
    “Hey,” Jesus jumped in. “It’s up to the senorita if she wishes to make money.” 
 
    Ace leaned towards Brenda and ignored Jesus. Jesus didn’t seem to mind, he was entertained by all this, and Ace said, “Your boobs will never be the same.” 
 
    “What do I care? Think of the money.” 
 
    “So you’d give up your boobs for a few million.” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    Ace sat back. He was in deep thought, but outmaneuvered. Brenda would do whatever Brenda wanted. 
 
    “What is it you wish to smuggle?” asked Jesus, changing the conversation. 
 
    Sissy Boy smiled “Zolgensma.” 
 
    Brenda asked, “What the heck is Zolgensma?” 
 
    Before she answered, Sissy Boy turned to Jesus. “You belong to a cartel, or do business with a cartel, right?” 
 
    “Si.” His eyes looked careful. 
 
    “And that cartel, if I’ve seen my documentaries right, and read the newspapers right, help the people of their area. They see to sick kids, they help with schools, they support the community and use all the evil drug money to make sure that the communities are loyal.” 
 
    Jesus looked at her with lidded eyes. It was almost like he didn’t want to admit to a kind act. 
 
    “Zolgensma will help us help children here, in the United States. Badly sick children.” 
 
    “Go on.” 
 
    “Zolgensma is a gene therapy drug, it is a one shot deal for children with serious spinal issues. It costs over two million dollars a dose.” 
 
    Brenda almost spat out her tequila. Even Jesus was impressed. 
 
    “That means it is made for a million dollars. Everything is marked up 100%. So we score the drug outside the US, maybe even directly from the factories for one million, sell it for…two million dollars.” 
 
    Jesus remarked, “So you get rich off the backs of sick children.” 
 
    Ace shook his head. “No. The government pays for that stuff. Nobody can afford it, except for a few millionaires. So we deliver, we get paid, the children get well, and the government pays.” 
 
    Jesus made up his mind on the spot. “You figure this out, get me facts and figures. I’ll back you.” 
 
    Sissy Boy smiled. 
 
    Brenda said, “Woo.” 
 
    And Jesus said, “You know, I almost killed you.” 
 
    Brenda chose that inappropriate moment to say, “I’ll drink to that.” 
 
    Jesus looked startled, then he laughed, and laughed and laughed. 
 
    And they all clinked glasses and drank. 
 
      
 
    It took a couple of days to arrange everything, and those two days were pretty much a party. 
 
    Every day Jesus met with dealers, distributors, even manufacturers. And every day he poured libation after libation, and kept his troops and acquaintances pretty well oiled. 
 
    The bodyguard, a dozen muscled men with assault rifles and tattoos on their faces—a lot of inked tears falling from depthless eyes—didn’t drink.  
 
    As these soirees went on into the night Ace and Brenda were in attendance. 
 
    And the flies flocked around the honey. 
 
    Ace made it clear, as quickly as he could, that he was a man. 
 
    This didn’t seem to bother the men, or the women, that came to call. If anything, it made them more interested. 
 
    Ace was constantly groped, sometimes his boobs were grabbed right in the middle of a conversation, a group, a meeting. These men didn’t seem to care about manners. 
 
    So Ace made sure he made it obvious that he belonged to Brenda. 
 
    Brenda knew how to handle the men, and she was as hard as them. She laughed in their language, and if the talk turned to torture or death she just shrugged and went with it. 
 
    Ace had trouble with that. And he realized that he was a sheep running with the wolves. Or, to be exact, he was a regular guy running with homicidal maniacs. Serial killers. Mass murderers. 
 
    The second night they were there, in the wee hours after much partying and drinking, Brenda and Ace retired to Brenda’s bedroom. She closed the door on a mass murderer, who shrugged his shoulders and came back to one of the more amenable girls in attendance. 
 
    Ace hugged Brenda, and Brenda soothed him and brushed his hair. 
 
    “Thank you. Those guys are so scary.” 
 
    Brenda just smiled and took Ace to bed. She lay down and pulled his head between her thighs. They kissed and felt each other, and Ace brought Brenda to a thunderous conclusion. 
 
    Then, laying there, Brenda asked, “Did Jesus fuck you?” 
 
    Ace was laying in her arms, his head against her boobs. He nodded. 
 
    It was tough, because he was essentially admitting that he had been untrue, but what could he do? 
 
    Brenda was silent for a while, then she sighed and kissed him. She said, “Probably won’t be the first time.” Then she paused and stared at him, “Did you like it?” 
 
    Still honest: “Yes and no. I want who I love to be my choice.” 
 
    “Well, if I’m your choice, then I’ll take care of you.” 
 
     
 
    Two days later everything was set up. 
 
    Ace and Brenda were driven across the border in a big SUV. It was black and shiny and they felt like celebrities being chauffeured. The celebration ended in a little town right outside Tijuana. 
 
    They were driven into a shabby looking warehouse. The warehouse was guarded by Federales, the Mexican police, all decked out with riot gear and staring at a hostile world through dark glasses. 
 
    Inside the warehouse was a tent made out of see through plastic. Inside the tent was the operating room. 
 
    The doctors were quick and efficient. Neither of them spoke during the operations, they just made small incisions beneath the breasts and inserted large bags of white powder. They sewed Ace and Brenda up, washed their hands, and left. 
 
    Jesus wasn’t there, but his number one man, a fellow known simply as Arturo, was. He watched as Ace and Brenda washed up and got dressed. They each wore special brassieres, very supportive, to make sure their breasts didn’t…come apart. 
 
    Ace felt sick. The whole thing was too much for him. To have his body taken apart like that made him sick to his stomach. 
 
    Arturo watched him, and even spoke to Jesus on the phone. 
 
    Brenda moved in, however, and kept Ace going. She talked with him, wiped his face with a wet rag, massaged him, and settled him down. 
 
    In the end, though he didn’t feel well, he kept going. 
 
    He had to. 
 
    They got into the big SUV and headed back towards the border. 
 
    The border crossing was a very busy one. Hundreds of cars were lined up and waiting their turn. 
 
    In the limo Arturo handed Brenda and Ace two tubes. 
 
    “Okay, senoritas, do your thing.” 
 
    Inside the tubes was the Zolgensma. Million dollar pills inside tubes the size of small cigars. The tubes were flared, like a butt plug. Brenda pushed her tube into her pussy without a blink. 
 
    Ace needed her help to insert the tube into his anus. He knelt on the seat of the SUV and turned around. Brenda massaged his rectum, spoke soft words and smiled, and inserted the flared tube. 
 
    Arturo watched with interest. When Ace turned around and sat down he asked, “Would you like to be my friend?” 
 
    His friend. Which meant…his fuck. 
 
    Brenda sidled to Ace’s side and put her arm around him and glared. 
 
    Arturo merely nodded. “Hokay,” he said. 
 
    A short while later Ace and Brenda got out of the car. They walked towards the border crossing. They were laughing and swinging their purses. Just two girls coming back from a day jaunt. 
 
    They were inspected, their purses looked into, and the dogs sniffed at them, then they crossed into the United States. 
 
    They were picked up almost immediately by another SUV, and driven back to Los Angeles.  
 
    “Whew,” said Ace, taking the tube out of his ass. Brenda grinned and jacked herself with her tube for a minute, then popped it out. “It feels good to help children.” 
 
    Ace laughed. “And they paid you a million dollars to help those children.” 
 
    They sat next to each other and watched the land pass. 
 
    They arrived at Jesus place of business, the swank, little mansion just outside the ghetto that night. They handed over the tubes with the pills of Zolgensma in them. 
 
    The operation was quickly performed and the drugs were removed from their boobs. They were sewed up and went to sleep in the same bed. 
 
    It took a week for their boobs to recover from the operation enough to do it again. And another week and again, and so on. 
 
    Six trips and every trip went smooth as silk. 
 
    Six trips and they were done. 
 
      
 
    Ace awoke and stretched, gently. His boobs had been repaired, and quite well. In fact, they looked a little better—and bigger—than they had before he had started smuggling drugs. 
 
    Truth, he really liked having breasts. He liked the way people stared at him. Sure, it was just lust, but admiration always feels good. Sure, it was mostly males, but…admiration feels good. 
 
    And as long as he stayed near Brenda he was fine. 
 
    Brenda. What an interesting development. He was close to her. Was it love?  
 
    He didn’t think so, but she was a rock for him. She took care of him, and she was fun to be around. 
 
    He frowned. 
 
    The fact was that he still loved Roxanne. In spite of all the sex with other people, in spite of the fact that Roxanne had betrayed him, sold him, threatened to have him castrated…he had such intense feelings for her. 
 
    “Hey, Sissy Boy.” Brenda rolled over and hugged him.  
 
    He giggled and wormed into her grasp. 
 
    “We’re done,” he said. 
 
    “Yes, we are, and we’ve each got a few millions in the bank.” 
 
    They grinned and Ace slid down Brenda’s body and positioned his face between her thighs. 
 
    “Oh, yes. Millions of dollars, and this, too.” 
 
    Ace went to work. All the sex he had been forced to perform in jail and his tongue and jaw were strong and capable. 
 
    Soon Brenda was gasping and holding his long hair and pulling him into her crotch. 
 
    “Come on, you fuck,” she whispered lovingly. “Get me off!” 
 
    He pushed a thumb up her heinie and she jerked and he fisted her. 
 
    “Oh…oh!” she cried out, and she arched her back and erupted. 
 
    Ace smiled, waited for her to come down, then moved up her body to kiss her and hug her. 
 
    “Okay, Sissy Boy. Let’s see how you like it.” 
 
    Brenda was stronger than him, and she rolled him over and grabbed his chastity tube. She lifted and he made an ‘urk’ sound, then managed to get his knees under him. 
 
    Brenda liked to finger fuck him, but she liked to fist him more. She drove her fist deep, and Ace couldn’t think for the pleasure exploding in his anus. 
 
    Shortly he was squirming and arching and wiggling, a puppet on the end of her fist. 
 
    He was now able to have an orgasm on her fist. It had taken a few weeks, but they had explored and practiced, and suddenly he orgasmed. Hard. 
 
    Brenda waited, her fist in him as his muscles contracted, then slowly relaxed. 
 
    And for this moment in time, things for Brenda and Ace were just fine. 
 
    Rich, sexually compatible, and free. 
 
    But something was bothering Ace. 
 
      
 
    They entered the living room holding hands. Jesus was reading a Mexican newspaper. He put it aside when they entered and smiled at them. 
 
    “You poor Norteamericanos.” He shook his head. 
 
    “I feel pretty rich, thank you,” quipped Brenda. 
 
    “I am not talking about that. I am thinking that only a fool would read United States newspapers. Everything is lies.” He waved for the cook to prepare a couple more breakfasts. “If you want the news then you have to read foreign newspapers. Foreign newspapers,” he tapped the newspaper he had just folded and put down, “are critical. They tell the truth. Not the whole truth, but enough truth that you can figure out what is happening in the world.” 
 
    “I’m not going to argue,” agreed Ace. 
 
    “So what’s happening in the world?” asked Brenda. 
 
    He sighed. “Corruption. It’s hard for an honest businessman to do a good business with so much corruption in the world.” 
 
    “Is Mexico really more corrupt than the United States?” 
 
    He shrugged. “It’s a toss up. Take your ex-wife, Roxanne. She is bought, but she always wants more. She believes she should get all the money, and that we are all her peasants.” 
 
    Ace chuckled. “As I said, I’m not going to argue.” 
 
    Breakfast arrived and the conversation continued over a breakfast casserole. The aroma of the rich food was incredible, and Ace spooned into the casserole. 
 
    “My, God!” Brenda dug into her plate. “You eat well.” 
 
    Jesus gave a short lecture. “Eggs, sausage, salsa and cheese, a few herbs and spices, how you say…you can’t go wrong.” 
 
    They ate, and continued discussing the state of the world, and specifically one Roxanne Tilly. 
 
    “So how long has my wife been in…” he paused. “You know, I don’t really know what Roxanne does, outside of being connected with the prison whorehouse and…and you.” 
 
    “Oh, your wife is quite the entrepreneur.” Jesus took a big slug of orange juice. 
 
    She oversees, without being overly involved, the prison. She also sells drugs in the prison, again, through other persons. She sells me people when she is done with them, and she has set up a massive drug operation in Southern California, using the Riverside prison as the main point. She is now trying to go national.” 
 
    “How long has she been doing this?” 
 
    “Longer than me. Apparently she was, at one time, an inmate in the prison system.” 
 
    Ace stared at Jesus, who chuckled. “What?” 
 
    “How did she go from being a prisoner to being in charge?” 
 
    “Now see, that is the problem with you Norteamericanos. You don’t understand how corruption works. Everybody is corrupt. Everything is for sale. The police, your Federales, could shut the drug business down in a handful of days.” 
 
    Ace was starting to think now, but he was about to have his mind exploded. 
 
    “Did you think you were her first husband.” 
 
    Ace blinked and focused on the drug dealer. “What?” 
 
    Jesus’s smile widened. “She got her start by having sex with a guard in records. She managed, through sex and money, to get her record expunged. Then she bought her position at the prison. Nobody knows how to work the system like a convict. Every person arrested is considered for a position in her organization, willing or non-willing. She has constant  access to criminals, and that is her labor pool. If somebody is not amenable they have two paths.” 
 
    “What?” asked Brenda. 
 
    “Well, three, actually.” 
 
    “What?” Ace asked. 
 
    Jesus grinned. He loved sharing secrets. “First, if they know nothing, they get let go. Second, they are sold to me.” 
 
    “And third?” asked Ace. 
 
    “She disposes of them.” 
 
    Ace was flabbergasted. “You mean she kills them?” 
 
    Kill, dispose, what do these words mean?” Jesus shrugged. 
 
    They continued eating, but Ace’s mind was now in the stratosphere. He had been thinking, but Jesus’s words had started a massive revolution in his mind. 
 
    His wife was not just a bad person, she was a serial killer, a drug dealer, a human trafficker. 
 
    And if Jesus could be believed, and Ace thought he could, she had screwed and married herself into this position. 
 
    And he wondered: Did she marry me just to use me? Did she ever love me? Is she even capable of love? 
 
    And he started thinking. 
 
      
 
    Brenda and Ace left the hospitality of Jesus Garcia with an invitation to return any time they wanted. They had made him something like thirty million dollars, and opened up a whole new area of smuggling. Jesus had already recruited a dozen girls to run drugs with their boobs. 
 
    They went to a dealership and bought a Range Rover and began traveling across the country. 
 
    Ace was always amazed that he could do anything he wanted as Sissy Boy Garcia, and that he would have been arrested if he was revealed as Ace Johnson. 
 
    He marveled that he was accumulating crimes faster than a dog gathers fleas. He had started out with running a stoplight, speeding, drunken driving, fleeing and eluding, and the minor charge of fighting in jail. 
 
    But, since he had been incarcerated he had added escaping from jail, smuggling drugs and…he wondered if there was a charge for traveling under false identification. There had to be. A passport and license in the name of Sissy Boy Garcia? Had to be. 
 
    But, so what. As long as he was free as Sissy Boy he was free from arrest. He could travel where he wanted, do what he wanted. 
 
    Interestingly, he was not concerned with that. He was growing a specific plan, and that plan had to do with Roxanne Tilly, his ex-wife. 
 
    Sissy and Brenda drove along highway 10, meandering through Arizona, then New Mexico. They stopped whenever they wanted to see the sights. They stopped at old military forts, museums, even amusement parks. 
 
    They slept in the Range Rover. It had a tent that folded right out of the back, and they camped for free in parks and worked a little gas grill and ate well. 
 
    They entered Texas, and they thought it would never end. Mile after mile of dust and tumbleweed, plains and sky. 
 
    They angled up to Marfa and Alpine and saw the sights, including a roadside fancy shoe place called Marfa Prada that was actually an art project. No shoes for sale there. 
 
    And left Texas, almost exhausted with the size of the state. 
 
    Into Louisiana, a short stint in Mississippi, then Albama. 
 
    Finally, they turned left at Jacksonville, Florida, and 700 miles later they arrived at their destination: Washington, DC. 
 
    They were sated with history, and ready for a rest. They checked into a hotel outside the capital and became tourists. 
 
    For days they wandered through the capital. They spent several days examining the Smithsonian, and took every sightseeing trip they could. 
 
    And, finally, Brenda had had enough. “What are we doing?” 
 
    Ace smiled, “We are about to enter the business of corruption. 
 
      
 
    Washington, DC is the most corrupt country in the world. And for those who don’t know, it is its own country. It became such in 1871 through an act of congress. Terribly illegal, definitely against the constitution, but…hey, that’s corruption. 
 
    In a country where even the dog catcher can be bought off, the highest officials are even easier. 
 
    After all, they don’t have to worry about being arrested. 
 
    Ace and Brenda visited a couple of politicians and a bunch of bureaucrats. They spread money like it was free, and they made their deals. 
 
    They recorded everything on cell phones. 
 
    The politicians and the bureaucrats, when they did notice that they were being filmed, didn’t care. After all, nobody would arrest them, and the media would protect them. 
 
    They just took the money and promised they would deliver what Brenda and Ace wanted. 
 
    Of course, all this political corruption came with a price, and that price was sex. 
 
      
 
    Ace and Brenda were sitting with congressman Presser in a five star hotel, specifically the bar, and they were concluding their deal. 
 
    The congressman was drunk, but he wouldn’t be forgetting the deal. It was on video in case he needed to be reminded. 
 
    He said, “Well, that about does it.” He smiled, and it was obvious that there was something more. 
 
    Brenda cut to the chase. “Was there anything else?” 
 
    “Well, Rarely have I ever seen two such beautiful women.” 
 
    Ace snorted inside. He had gone through this with nearly every man he met. He pulled out the trans card. “Sorry, Senator, but I’m actually a guy. Not only that, but my dick is in chastity.” 
 
    The Senator wasn’t put off. “Really? I’ve always wanted to make love to a tranny.” 
 
    He was mildly insulting in manner, being somewhat of an elitist. 
 
    Brenda bristled, but Ace knew this was going to have to happen. 
 
    “Brenda?” 
 
    She frowned. 
 
    “I’ve got to do this. We’re close, and…” 
 
    In Ace’s eyes was the question. 
 
    Brenda didn’t like it. To be honest, she didn’t like Washington, and it was because she didn’t like the people there. Give her prison any day, with its good, old honest crooks.  
 
    Not these shyster, conniving, dishonest, lawyer crooks. 
 
    But she knew Ace wanted this. 
 
    And she knew that he was going to be leaving her. 
 
    Ace had his own agenda, and he would burn countrysides to accomplish it. 
 
    And he would fuck anybody. 
 
    She thought, what does a fuck matter, anyway? It’s just flesh. And they weren’t married, and even if they were, Sissy Boy had his plan. 
 
    “Okay,” she murmured, not wanting to, but knowing that this was necessary. It was necessary if she was going to keep Ace even for a while. He would fuck the congressman anyway, so…nothing else she could do. 
 
    That night Ace went to the Congressman’s hotel room alone. Brenda stayed behind and drank. 
 
    “Welcome, my dear.” The Senator threw the door back. 
 
    He wasn’t ugly, but he wasn’t handsome. A little grey in years, a little pouchy in the belly, showing the effects of liquor and hard living. 
 
    Sissy Boy walked in, and he was truly ravishing. He was wearing a skin tight dress that showed everything. His boobs were large, and the Senator could hardly contain himself.  
 
    The Senator offered Ace a drink, then went on the attack. 
 
    Ace was sad as he lay across the bed. 
 
    He had become a whore. He had actually become one while in prison, when he was sold by the head matron of his cell block. 
 
    But it was more than that. Heck, anybody can live with being a whore. It was the feeling of being used by a venal, corrupt demon. And that was the only way to describe the Senator. 
 
    The Senator slobbered on his tits, kissed him, and threw up his dress. 
 
    He handled Ace’s chastity tube roughly, marveling at it, and showing a mean side of himself. 
 
    “Doesn’t make you much of a man, does it.” It wasn’t what he said, it was how he said it. 
 
    But Ace had to make the deal. He got up on the bed on all fours. 
 
    The Senator had a short dick, but he managed to insert it. 
 
    It was miserable. 
 
    The Senator thought he was big and irresistible. He was neither. 
 
    He thought he was a good lover. He wasn’t. 
 
    He thought he was clever and tender and considerate. He was stupid and rough and brutal and downright vile. 
 
    In fact, the only good thing about the Senator was the fact that he was fast. He lasted all of thirty seconds. 
 
    Thirty seconds of in and out, rough and tearing, slapping Ace’s ass and laughing jovially, and unaware that tears were trickling down Ace’s cheeks. 
 
    Then it was over. 
 
    Ace kept his face hidden, turned out the lights so the slender could sleep, and collected his cell phone, which he had set to record everything, and left. 
 
      
 
    “How was it,” asked Brenda. She was drunk, too. But she wasn’t mean drunk. She was lovesick drunk. 
 
    Sissy Boy ran to her and grabbed her and hugged her. 
 
    Brenda slowly smiled, and hugged back, and started taking Ace’s clothes off. 
 
    Funny, the Senator had a skinny, little dick, which was thoroughly despicable. Brenda had no dick, and she used her fist, and she was ten times more preferable than the old goat. 
 
    But, that’s Washington. 
 
      
 
    Brenda and Ace left Washington and took the northern route back to Los Angeles.  
 
    Now that they had deals in the making they weren’t on vacation any longer. They still drove somewhat slowly, and they visited Mt. Rushmore, and then the Little Bighorn. 
 
    They stood at the monument to George Armstrong Custer and swore they could feel the ghosts of the men slaughtered there. 
 
    And Ace said he could feel the ghosts of the Indians, too. 
 
    They traveled through Montana and Idaho to Seattle, then turned left on Highway five. Towards the equator they drove, finally stopping in Los Angeles. And it was time to put their plan in action.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    Judge Roxanne Tilly lived in a mansion in a gated community. She couldn’t afford it on her salary as a judge. But she had married millionaires, and knocked them off, and had plenty of money. 
 
    She had enough money to afford hiding her money. Add to that the fact that she paid off IRS workers on a regular basis—damned government workers didn’t want to stay bought, she wished she had them in prison—and she was able to afford her big, modern mansion easily. 
 
    That night she arrived home in her Ariel Atom. It was an import from England, and very fast. It looked like a cage on wheels, weighed nothing at all, and was powered by a souped up Honda engine. 
 
    She drove it whenever she wanted, and didn’t worry about tickets. Heck, she owned most of the cops in Los Angeles, and if she didn’t, she certainly owned their bosses. 
 
    She went through the gate, ignoring the guard on duty there. She ignored all minimum wage workers, and just waited until they showed up in her court. 
 
    She drove into the garage and stopped. She got out and walked into the kitchen. She was naked under her judicial robes, but she wore good looking pencil skirt suits on the street. It emphasized her body and exhibited her sexual power. 
 
    Inside the kitchen she opened the bottom drawer of her commercial refrigerator. She took out a carton of Rocky Road ice cream and began eating it. In between spoonfuls she threw a carton of pulled pork into the microwave and pressed some buttons. Then she poured herself a drink, put the ice cream away, and got down to serious imbibing. 
 
    Roxane was an interesting woman. She presented an outwardly pious personality. The contradiction was her interest and dealings in all things criminal. 
 
    She had been a criminal once, but she realized there was more money, and crime, in politics. 
 
    She couldn’t get elected, however, with a criminal record. She could, however, buy herself into a bureaucratic position. Thus, she was appointed a judge. It took some money, and a lot of fucking, but now she was in charge of the prison system in Southern California. 
 
    And she controlled all the drugs in prison, and was expanding. 
 
    And she was in control of sex in prison, and even human trafficking. 
 
    Not bad for a country girl. 
 
    She finished dinner, poured more booze, and wandered through the house. It had been a long day and she intended to watch a little TV in bed, then go to sleep. 
 
    Every day was a long day, with all her activities, but it made her happy. 
 
    She climbed the stairs, circling to a balcony, then went down the hallway and entered her bedroom. 
 
    She sighed, put the bottle of bourbon down, and disrobed. 
 
    She was a good looking woman. Those good looks had paid off, big time, and she smiled. Then she went in and drew a bath. 
 
    The tub was big, and she hummed and held her hand under the faucet and waited. 
 
    She slid into the water, sighed as the warmth took her pussy, then her breasts. Maybe this was a good night to diddle herself. She really hadn’t had a good diddling since that asshole Ace had escaped. 
 
    What a fuck up that had been. She had had to scramble to change records and work the system in her favor. Eventually she had put the blame on the guard, Julie something, and she had gotten off scot free. 
 
    As she always did. 
 
    She closed her eyes and put her head back.  
 
    Where was Ace…Sissy Boy…now. 
 
    God, she wanted him back. Not for love, she didn’t believe in that, but for the total control she managed to exert over him. She— 
 
    “Hello, Roxie.” 
 
    Roxie splashed water as she sat upright. 
 
    Ace was sitting on the toilet, watching her. He was wearing shabby clothes, bad make up, and he looked worse for wear. 
 
    “How did you get in here?” 
 
    “I know the codes. You never changed them. I know where the key to the back door is hidden.” 
 
    For a long moment they stared at each other. 
 
    Ace’s heart hurt. He loved this woman, and she was breathtakingly beautiful. 
 
    Roxie wondered how she was going to get Ace back in prison. 
 
    “What are you doing here?” she asked. 
 
    “I’m tired of running.” 
 
    She withheld a snort. He wasn’t even good at running. How could he fuck that up? 
 
    “I want to make a deal.” 
 
    “What kind of a deal?” 
 
    “I want you to take me back. I want to be given a job in prison. A good one. I wanted to be guaranteed a release date. If I’m in there I can help you. I know you’re making a lot of money. You can make more. I know the structure, I know how it’s done. I can make you money.” 
 
    He saw her eyes change. From caution and even fright to avarice and greed. 
 
    She loved money more than she loved him, and that was for sure. Now the trick was to play his cards slowly, carefully, and reel her in. 
 
    Roxie sat in the warm water, and her mind was sharp. She had him. She could reassure him, fool him, and capture him. 
 
    Heck, she could even take him to bed tonight, get rid of that stupid chastity device, then betray him tomorrow. 
 
    God, she couldn’t wait! 
 
    Still, she had to appear suspicious, which was easy enough, and reel him in. 
 
    “So how would you make me money.” 
 
    Gotcha! he thought. 
 
      
 
    They talked for an hour, and discussed everything. Prison sex, drugs, human trafficking, how to corrupt the system and expand their interests. 
 
    Then Roxie invited him into the water with her. 
 
    Ace took off his shabby dress and his lingerie. 
 
    “You’ve still got that on,” Roxie said, looking at his chastity device. 
 
    Ace mumbled, “I grew to like it.” 
 
    Roxanne exulted. He really was an institutional type. 
 
    “The key is in my desk in my office.” 
 
    Ace went downstairs to her office, opened the drawer and took out a small, gold key. He brought it up to her. 
 
    She held the key, a smirk on her face. “I thought you would have ripped this thing off as soon as you got the key.” 
 
    “I want you to release me.” 
 
    “Symbolic.” 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    Roxie watched his face as she inserted and turned the key. 
 
    Ace was surprised by how intensely he felt. The tube came off and his cock sprang out. It looked a little smaller, but it felt great. It was tender, though. His skin needed to get used to stretching again. 
 
    “Can you fuck me?” asked Roxie intently. 
 
    “I’ll manage,” he said. “But we have to take it slow.” 
 
    He stepped into the tub and then sank down. He crossed the spacious tub and sat next to Roxanne. 
 
    Roxanne couldn’t wait. Here was her bitch boy. Her Sissy Boy. She had used him and abused him, and it made her feel so powerful. Out of all the men she had fucked…he was the best. 
 
    She threw a leg over him and sat on him, his cock pressed against her flesh. She kissed him, and she loved the womanly feel of his plump lips. 
 
    “God, we have to make you up,” she gushed. “And these tits!” 
 
    She fondled his breasts, then lifted them and kissed the tips. 
 
    And Ace loved her, and he despised her, and he kissed her passionately. 
 
    Oddly, it was his asshole that throbbed. 
 
    He had a boner, but it felt small and inadequate. His asshole felt more than adequate. 
 
    Roxanne rose a bit, then settled down on him. His weenie entered her and slid through the heaven of her pussy. 
 
    Ace gasped. He hadn’t had his dick in anything for months. Then the big thrill waned. 
 
    Yes, he was fucking, and it was good, but he wanted anal. The result was that he couldn’t cum. 
 
    That didn’t stop Roxie. She rode him like he was a prize bull, rocking back and forth, twisting and tilting, making circular motions. 
 
    Ace loved the sensations, but…he was converted. The months of anal and no penis…he had changed. 
 
    Roxie suddenly dropped down, pressed against him, and began cumming. Her muscles locked up and her eyeballs rolled back, and she shivered. 
 
    Ace waited. 
 
    She opened her eyes. “You didn’t cum.” 
 
    He shook his head. “It’s been too long. I have to figure it out.” 
 
    Roxie laughed. She loved the fact that he was unable to squirt. She had made him this way! What power she had!  
 
    That feeling of power, which she thought was love, waxed, and she kept riding him, glorying in the fact that he was impotent, that he couldn’t cum. 
 
    Ace closed his eyes and let it happen. He didn’t care about cumming. He needed an ass fuck. 
 
    He opened his eyes after her second cum. 
 
    “Could you…do you think…” 
 
    “What?” She was in a daze of happiness. To get her favorite slave back. It was so great. 
 
    “Do you have that dildo?” 
 
    She blinked, and was, for a moment confused. “The dildo? Yes, but…what—“ She got it. 
 
    She grabbed his hand and pulled him out of the tub. “Come on, Sissy Boy. Let’s do you.” 
 
    He lay on her bed, dripping wet, and she retrieved the dildo from her dresser. Licking her lips, she greased Sissy Boy up, then pushed it into him. 
 
    “Oh…yeah!” he grunted, suddenly feeling the pleasure. 
 
    Roxie grinned and began working the dildo. She felt like this was a huge victory for her. She had her favorite ex under her, and she was reaming him out. She was fucking him, and she almost came just from the power she had. 
 
    Ace relaxed, and the sex act finally turned to his benefit. He couldn’t enjoy dicking his ex, but the feeling of the dildo in him was more than satisfying. He began to move his hips, to try and get more and more dildo action in his rump. 
 
    For long minutes Roxanne fucked Ace, but he still couldn’t cum. 
 
    Still, he managed to be drained, and he needed that. 
 
    He needed some kind of relief. He needed to be emptied, and he needed some sort of conclusion with her. 
 
    He had to experience this for closure. 
 
    Letting her fuck him didn’t just drain him of semen, it drained his emotions of love for her. 
 
    Oh, he would always love her, but now he could fight back. He could do what he had to do. 
 
      
 
    They slept through the night. They had fucked, but their bodies lay separate. 
 
    Roxie didn’t know what love was. Ace knew, and rejected her. 
 
    Still, it didn’t hurt to sleep, and he awoke refreshed and, curiously, freed. 
 
    They had breakfast, and in a way it was just like old times. Except it wasn’t. Underneath the surface they were both plotting. 
 
    Roxie plotted victoriously. Just wait until she got Ace in her courtroom. 
 
    Ace plotted sadly. He would be vindicated, but…to see the demise of a human being, one who he had once loved…it was bad. 
 
    “Got a new car,” confirmed Ace, looking at the Ariel Atom. 
 
    “I did. Hop in. I’ll give you a ride down to the courthouse.” 
 
    “And all I have to do is walk in and say I want to speak to you?” 
 
    “That’s it. We’ll bypass the police, we don’t have to get into everything. I can just send you back to the cell block.” 
 
    “And then you’ll get me put in charge and we can get down to business.” 
 
    Roxie nodded. 
 
    She started the car up and drove, quite recklessly, downtown. 
 
    She ran stop lights and waved to cops, who sat on their motorcycles and shook their heads. 
 
    She was speeding, which prompted Ace to observe, “This is what I was sent to jail for.” 
 
    She laughed. “You just didn’t know the right people.” 
 
    “I knew you.” 
 
    She glanced at him, her hair whipping back in the wind. “I’m sorry about that. I didn’t know you would be on my side, and, honestly, I was a little pissed. You were endangering my career, everything I had set up.” 
 
    Ace could have pressed the matter. He could have jumped all over her, but that was not the plan. He had to appear weak, a loser, able to easily be guided back into jail. 
 
    He could see the prison behind the courthouse as they drove down the hill into town. 
 
    She drove into the garage and parked in her space. 
 
    He got out, and waited. 
 
    She took him to the check in point and said to the several cops there, “She’s a criminal. Arrest her.” 
 
    Ace stood while they handcuffed him, and he looked at Roxie. 
 
    Roxie watched, a smile on her face, and said, “You’re an idiot. You’ve always been an idiot, and you’ll always be an idiot.” 
 
    He said, “I loved you…but I think that’s over now.” 
 
    The cops hustled him into the jail, and he walked along willingly. 
 
    Roxanne walked through the building and entered her chambers. She took off all her clothes and put her judicial robes on. She touched up her make up, brushed her hair, and grinned. 
 
    She had him. Nothing he could do. He was back in her custody. 
 
    And she fantasized. She thought she really should castrate him. That would change his personality a bit, make him more malleable, and that would be a kick for the people who bought him in prison. To fuck a man who had been castrated…what a thrill. 
 
    She waited for the bailiff to press the call button, and when the red light in her chambers lit up she walked through the little corridor to the court room. 
 
    She walked up to the bench and sat down and looked around. 
 
    Prisoners on the right, defense table on the left and prosecution on the right. The audience was large, larger than usual, but that was okay. People should have the right to see justice dispensed. 
 
    “All right, bailiff, what do we have today?” 
 
    The bailiff opened his mouth to speak, but words didn’t come out. 
 
    The doors to the court banged back and a dozen federal agents entered the room. They wore tactical gear, complete with assault style rifles. 
 
    Roxie’s mouth hung open for a second, but when they pushed past the gate she banged her gavel. “Order!” 
 
    But her orders had no effect. These feds had their own orders. 
 
    A lawyer type in a suit swaggered down the center aisle. “Roxanne Tilly! I have a warrant for your arrest!” 
 
    Cops mounted the bench and surrounded her. Rifles were pointed at her and one cop slapped cuffs on one of her wrists. 
 
    “You can’t do this! I’m a judge!” 
 
    The lawyer stepped up on the bench and read the charges. “Human trafficking. Drugs. Murder….” 
 
    Roxie saw Ace entering the room. She focused on him. His attitude, she couldn’t help but focus on him. 
 
    “You!” 
 
    “Hi, Roxanne.” 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Taking over.” 
 
    The lawyer type finished his reading of the charges. He said, “This is Sissy Boy Garcia. The Honorable Sissy Boy Garcia. He has been appointed as special judge to take your place.” 
 
    “You can’t do that!” Roxie yelled. “His real name is Gerald Johnson! He goes by the name Ace. I was married to him. 
 
    The lawyer looked confused. “Him? He looked at Ace, who shrugged.  
 
    “Him! He’s a man! Look in his pants! Check his fingerprints! He was in jail here! I sentenced him myself!” 
 
    Ace murmured, “Delusional.” 
 
    “Okay, guys, take her away.” 
 
    Roxanne was dragged out of the courtroom. Literally. She refused to stand up and she kept screaming about men being women and how Ace was really a prisoner. 
 
    The lawyer from Washington turned to Ace. “That was weird.” 
 
    “Well, criminals, by virtue of being criminals, are insane.” 
 
    “You can say that again.” 
 
    “Nah.” 
 
    The lawyer grinned. “Go ahead and take the bench.” 
 
    Sissy Boy Garcia, once known as Gerald Johnson, alias ‘Ace,’ sat down in the judge’s chair. It was pretty comfortable. Of course, he needed robes, but…he pounded the gavel. “Court will come to order.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    Roxie stepped into the judge’s chambers. Sissy Boy was sitting at her old desk. He was wearing robes, and probably nothing underneath. 
 
    Brenda was sitting at the conference table, as was Jesus. 
 
    Roxie was a changed woman. She was hesitant to speak, and cautious in what she said. 
 
    Julie, the head matron for her cell block, had instilled some manners in her. 
 
    “Hi, Roxie, how’s it going. Would you like a drink?” 
 
    Roxie froze. This was too much. 
 
    “Brenda, make her a drink. Have a seat at the conference table.” 
 
    Roxie managed to cross the room and sit in a chair. Jesus and Brenda looked at her. Jesus was smiling, but Brenda looked a little angry. 
 
    Sissy Boy crossed the room and sat next to her. 
 
    “What’s going on?” Roxie stuttered. 
 
    “It’s simple. If we just beat you all the time…you’ll eventually talk to the feds. We can’t have that…you know too much.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Let me explain it all, then you can object, or question, or whatever.” 
 
    Roxie closed her mouth. 
 
    Brenda had everybody’s drink filled now, and she pushed glasses around the table. 
 
    “Of course, you knowing too much, I could just turn you over to Jesus and he would give you a guided tour of a deep hole in the Mexican desert. 
 
    Jesus smiled and raised his glass. 
 
    “But I am opposed to unnecessary killed. Very wasteful.” 
 
    Brenda nodded. 
 
    “So, business as usual, except that women who don’t want to be in your little whorehouse will be excused. No penalty. And no woman will have her sentence extended. Further, we will set aside a fund for the women who work for us for when they are released. Jesus says he can also give them good jobs. Brenda will be available to help you.” 
 
    “Selling sex.” 
 
    “Of course. Now, we need more women in prison because of these changes, and that will be your job. You will be in charge of procuring women who wish to fuck. There will be a shortage in the near future, so you’re going to be a very busy woman. But when they realize they can make money for doing on the inside what they did on the outside, the shortages should disappear.” 
 
    Roxanne was staring, occasionally blinking, and her mind was stuttered to a stop. 
 
    “You had a lot of good ideas about expanding the business, and we will be coming to you for advice.” 
 
    “Will I get out?” 
 
    “Not in the immediate future. You have to get this thing going, and we have to be sure that you won’t be plotting against us. You’re too valuable a commodity to waste. Is there anything anybody would like to add?” 
 
    Brenda shook her head. 
 
    Jesus said, “Judge Roxie has always been difficult and, shall we say, greedy. I would like a show of faith that she will never be that greedy again.” 
 
    “What did you have in mind?” 
 
    Jesus stood up and lowered his zipper. 
 
    Sissy Boy looked at his ex-wife. “Up to you, Roxie. I won’t make you, but if you don’t join our little group and work hard…it can get very difficult in the cell block.” 
 
    Roxie considered all things. 
 
    A prisoner, but with hope, and maybe even a little money. The world had changed. Could she change with it? 
 
    And, what was one more dick? 
 
    She sighed and stood up and walked around the table to where Jesus was waiting. 
 
    Ace smiled at Brenda. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    END
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    The Broken Man ~ (50,000 words)Kyle Talon loves his wife, and he’ll do anything for her, including getting into the trunk of a car driven by a beautiful woman. What Kyle doesn’t know is that the beautiful woman is taking him to a ranch where men are subjected to unbelievable perversion…and they all love it. All except Kyle. Kyle still loves his wife. Silly man. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The Milf and the Dungeon! 
 
    Feminization and domination! 
 
      
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    Mmm. Milfs. I’d like to be one. 
 
    Have a bunch of young men running around, throwing themselves at my feet. 
 
    And they would last all night! 
 
    MILFs are cool! They’ve been there and done that, and…they like sex. 
 
    Of course, when you combine a MILF with a dungeon, things can get dicey. 
 
    Don’t believe me? 
 
    Read on! 
 
    And… 
 
     
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    Linda was ten years older than Ted, but that just made him want her all the more. 
 
    She was thirty-eight, and her boobs were fantastic. They were big and round and her nipples were easily seen through her blouses. It helped that she wore half bras. 
 
    Her waist was almost thin. She had grown thicker over the years, but just barely.  
 
    Her ass was totally plump, a round heaven that beckoned to all when she slung it down the walk. 
 
    Her face was kind, pleasant, laughed a lot, and her eyes were blue, blue, blue. 
 
    “Ted, I need your help,” she said, placing her hand on his forearm. 
 
    Her touch electrified him, gave him an instant boner. 
 
    They were neighbors, and they were standing in the front yard at the time. 
 
    Ted had moved in the month before, and he had been stunned at how affected he had been by Linda. 
 
    He was freshly divorced, didn’t want to have anything to do with women, and then he saw her. 
 
    “What kind of help?” He was kneeling, weeding the side yard, and the looked down on him from her yard. The sun was right beside her head and he had to cover his eyes. 
 
    “Well, I hesitate to tell you.” 
 
    He stood up, brushed the dirt from his knees, and said, “I’m not sure I can help you if you don’t tell me what you need.” 
 
    She looked to the right, into the distance, and thought about it. Truth was, it had taken a lot of courage for her to come out and ask Ted for his help. 
 
    “Well, I need to build something, but I’m not handy with tools. It’s sort of a big project, and…oh, never mind.” 
 
    She turned away and he jumped the fence and was beside her in an instant. 
 
    “I’ll help you. But what is it?” 
 
    She stopped, sighed, then turned to him. She was standing close to him, and her breasts nearly touched him. 
 
    Ted was not a big guy. He was agile, and athletic, but he was not one of these guys that are muscular. 
 
    And he wasn’t suave. He wasn’t good at talking to girls. But this woman, this Linda… “Come on. It can’t be that bad.” 
 
    She stared at him, studied him, and worry was in her eyes. She bit her sexy lower lip with her white teeth and he caught a glimpse of her pink tongue. 
 
    “Okay. Come inside.” 
 
    Linda walked to the front door, and Ted followed her. 
 
    Her house was roomy and comfortable. The living room dropped down two steps, and the kitchen was on the left. She walked into the kitchen and he followed her, and was quite puzzled. 
 
    What the heck was she wanting help for? 
 
    But she didn’t tell him. 
 
    She opened the cupboard, stretched to reach the top shelf—which stretched her blouse and gave him a view of her award winning tits. She brought down a bottle of bourbon. Wild Turkey 101. 
 
    “There’s a six pack of Coke in the fridge. Two.” 
 
    She got down glasses and he took out two Cokes. She filled the glasses with ice from the ice dispenser on the fridge, and she was standing close to him. He smelled her light aroma and his pants bulged. 
 
    She turned to him, was embarrassed, maybe at being so close that her boobs nearly brushed him, then she slid past him, placed the glasses on the counter and filled them halfway with bourbon. 
 
    He popped a Coke and filled a glass the rest of the way. Then the other Coke and the other glass. 
 
    She picked up a glass, and he did the same. 
 
    “Come with me.” 
 
    She led him out to the patio and her swimming pool. She sat on a lounge chair and indicated he should sit in the one next to him. 
 
    He sat, sipped, smiled as the fire water warmed him up, and asked, “Okay. How can I help you?” 
 
    She sipped, her curvy lips kissing the lip of her glass, and he wished it was his lips she was kissing. “Not yet. I have to get a little drunk first.” 
 
    Hunh! he grunted on the inside. “Well, okay.” 
 
    They sat then, and drank, and she asked him how he liked his house. He said fine and asked how life was for her. He knew she had a small company downtown, but he didn’t know anything about it. 
 
    “Do you make a lot of money on the int…sorry, I shouldn’t ask about money. Not this early in our relationship.” 
 
    Relationship. He liked the sound of that. 
 
    “It’s okay. I’m just lucky my wife didn’t ask for anything.” 
 
    “How come she didn’t?” 
 
    “Probably because I had proof that she was sleeping around. That and the fact that she had a sugar daddy willing to take her in.” 
 
    “Was she beautiful?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” He looked into the distance. His wife had been a beauty contest winner, and he had loved her. Now he just hurt for her. 
 
    “What are you thinking about?” 
 
    Half a glass of bourbon down, he answered honestly, “It just hurts.” 
 
    Linda shook her head. “I can’t imagine anyone hurting you.” 
 
    He smiled ruefully. “There’s pain, and then there’s pain. I’m sort of getting over it.” 
 
    He looked at here and was surprised at the expression on her face. It was inscrutable. Something had happened in her psyche when he had made that remark. “What?” 
 
    “Nothing. Let me get a couple more drinks.” 
 
    She picked up his glass and headed for the kitchen. 
 
    Ted sat and inspected her yard. The patio was red brick and the pool was kidney shaped. There was a smooth rock for jumping off of at the far end of the pool. Beyond was a short bit of lawn, then a dirt section that ran up to the fence. Three fruit trees were planted in the dirt section. Oranges, lemons and he had no idea what the other tree was. 
 
    Linda came back and handed him his glass. 
 
    No, it was her glass. She had given him her glass, and her red lip print was on the rim. 
 
    Oh, fuck. He looked at her and smiled and raised his glass.  
 
    She raised hers, and watched him. 
 
    He drank from her glass, touching his lips to her imprint. In his mind he was kissing her, and his cock was about as hard as it had ever been. 
 
    She smiled. Did she know? Had she presented her glass to him so that he would see her lips? Was she kissing him in her own mind? 
 
    But neither made remark about this. 
 
    “Where’d you grow up?” she asked. “Tell me about yourself.” 
 
    Ted wasn’t usually gregarious. He was an introvert, but put a glass of whiskey in him and he could schmooze with the best of them. 
 
    He spoke of his hometown, of high school, of how he had started an internet business. 
 
    She listened, and was a good listener. She asked questions at the right time, laughed when it was appropriate, and asked him just enough questions to keep him going. 
 
    A third glass of bourbon and Coke, and Ted was feeling it. 
 
    And so was she. 
 
    “You might be wondering why I’m plying you with liquor,” she said, her glittering eyes seeming to shift slightly. 
 
    “To get me drunk. Hopefully to take advantage of me.” 
 
    She laughed, her voice pleasant in the gloom of coming night. “Thank you for that. It’s been a long time since I’ve had a compliment like that. But…I’m really just trying to get drunk enough to tell the truth. 
 
    She leaned forward, and her breasts leaned further. The light coming from the house shone directly on her breasts and he gulped. 
 
    “I need something built. I’m not a carpenter. And it’s a pretty big job. I have enough for materials, I’ve already bought the materials, but I wouldn’t be able to pay you for a few months.” 
 
    “You’d be surprised at how cheap I work.” He slurred a couple of words and was hoping to make brownie points with her. 
 
    “Well, this is a big job.” 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    In his mind he was envisioning an addition to the house, or maybe a second floor for her garage. 
 
    “Come with me.” 
 
    They stood up, wavered, laughed, and headed into the house. 
 
    She led him to the kitchen, through the kitchen, and turned left right before the entrance to the garage. 
 
    They went downstairs and Ted found himself in a basement. 
 
    At the end of the basement was a double doors, storm doors, that opened up at the end of the house furthest from Ted’s house. There was a small stack of long boxes, and next to it a pile of boxes and bags. There was also a saw horse and a few tools. The tools looked brand new. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    Standing next to him, her arms folded under her breasts, looking like an Amazon about to conquer a new land, Linda said, “My dungeon.” 
 
    Ted blinked and turned to her. 
 
    She turned to him. Her face was red, but she was able to speak with confidence. And a bit of slurring. 
 
    “I’m in a bind. I haven’t been here much longer than you, and I thought I would be able to afford this house. But…my company is being swamped by competition, and I’m going to lose it. The bank is already talking about penalties, and I figured I have about three months left, and then they’re going to repossess.” 
 
    “They can’t do that!” Ted blurted. He was frightened by the idea of Linda leaving. She was so incredibly beautiful. 
 
    “I know. But they’re going to. So I need to start a second business, one that has high profit and won’t go up and down with the season, the market, or competition.” 
 
    Then Ted remembered what she had said, but a few seconds before. “A dungeon?” 
 
    She managed a weak smile. “I’ve still got my looks, and I want to be a dominatrix.” 
 
    Ted blinked again. “A dom…” 
 
    “Yes. Sex sells. But I need to build a dungeon, and fast. I can advertise through the internet, and…and I need a dungeon.” 
 
    She had a hand on his forearm again, and she was close to him. It didn’t feel like she was trying to use sex on him. Oh, sex would work, but…it seemed like she was merely, brutally honest. She needed help. 
 
    Ted took a deep breath. “I’m handy with tools, but I haven’t done anything like this. What if I mess it up?” 
 
    “Oh, Ted. I’ve watched you. I’ve seen you trim shrubs, work on little projects in your garage, and…you take your time and measure things and…I think you can do it.” 
 
    “Tell me what you want?” 
 
    They walked down the length of the basement. There were small rooms on the side. “I need doors for these, heavy doors.” 
 
    “You’re making cells.” 
 
    “Two cells and a storage room,” she said, not looking at him. 
 
    “I need to paint everything black, I can do that. Mostly, I need things like a St. Andrews Cross. Bolted to the floor. And chains. They have to be drilled into the cement walls and floors.” 
 
    They reached the small stack of long boxes and Ted examined the labels and small pictures. 
 
    A St. Andrew’s Cross. Some sort of a sex bench. Other things. The small stack of boxes and bags were filled with hardware. On the far end of the boxes was a coil of chain. 
 
    “I also need better electrical wiring, and it would be nice if I had a source of water. For a wet bar.” 
 
    Ted walked around the pile of boxes. He looked up at the top of the wall. He examined how the wiring was set up. There was a pipe in one corner that he could probably use for water. Of course, he had never worked with cement before, but he knew it was just a matter of special bits for mortar, or something like that. 
 
    He went into the small rooms.  Perfect for cells. 
 
    He went to the pile of boxes and laid them out on the floor. He visualized the finished products and thought about the things he would need to do. 
 
    At this point Linda was silent, biting her lip, and hoping. 
 
    He stood up. “It’s possible.” 
 
    “Really.” 
 
    He smiled. He didn’t know what he was going to get out of this, but…he was okay with it. Heck, it was a problem, an intriguing problem, and he was intrigued. 
 
    And she hugged him. Suddenly, trapping his arms. “Oh, thank you! Thank you!” 
 
    He was caught by pleasant surprise, and he really enjoyed the feel of her body pressing against his. 
 
    Then she let go, and was embarrassed. This was odd, because a woman who was going to abuse men for a living shouldn’t have been embarrassed. 
 
    “So you’re a dominatrix.” 
 
    She answered the question in his mind. “I am now.” 
 
    So she hadn’t been, but…he admired her guts. 
 
    “Well, I’ll get started tomorrow. I’ll have a spotty schedule at times, I can’t ignore my own business, but if I can get it done in a month, will that do it?” 
 
    “Oh, God! Yes!” 
 
    And so it was settled. 
 
      
 
    The next day Ted began the construction. He measured the walls and made plans for eyebolts. He laid out the boxes with the ‘furniture’ in it, and eyeballed where the bolts to fix everything in place. 
 
    Linda had started painting the walls black before he got there, and she was making good time. She was wearing a coverall and old tennis shoes. She was shapeless and spattered with paint, but that didn’t stop Ted from side glancing at her form. 
 
    Not even the coverall could hide the wonderful shape of her breasts, and he was shortly with a hard on. His pants bulged, and he made a note to wear tighter underwear or something.  
 
    He had a feeling the Linda noticed his condition because he caught her glancing at him and smothering a grin. 
 
    He didn’t work long, just wrote down measurements and made a quick ‘blueprint’ for what he was doing. 
 
    An hour after arriving he was done for the day. 
 
    “Well, I’ve got to. I’ll see you tomorrow.“ He noticed that she looked scared. “Hey, Don’t worry. I’ve just got to do some research on the internet, make sure I’m doing everything right, figure out how to drill through the concrete the best way. That sort of thing.” 
 
    “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to…it’s just that I’m so desperate. I’ve really got to make this happen.” 
 
    “Not to worry,” he said. 
 
    She said, “Drinks at five. Dinner at six.” 
 
    He smiled. 
 
    “It’s the least I can do.” 
 
    “Best offer I’ve had in years,” he quipped. 
 
      
 
    He showed up at five. He wore cargo pants and a jock strap to keep his bulge down. He had on a tee shirt that read ‘I’m a virgin.’ 
 
    Linda almost dropped the drink she was offering him when she saw the shirt. She didn’t say anything, just giggled as she lead him to the patio. 
 
    They sipped their drinks and talked about the dungeon. 
 
    “I’ll be getting some tools tomorrow, so I’ll be a little late.” 
 
    “Is drilling into cement hard?” 
 
    “It can be, but if you have a special drill bit and keep applying water to cool things down it’s pretty easy.” 
 
    They discussed his shirt. “It’s hard to believe that you’re a virgin,” she murmured, reaching out and placing her hand on his chest. 
 
    “Yes,” he said loftily. “I refused to have sexual relations with my wife. I wanted to be pure for her.” 
 
    His statement was ludicrous, and meant to be. 
 
    She moved her hand to the side, brushing it over his nipple. 
 
    Sproing. And he gulped. 
 
    She pretended she didn’t notice, but she did. His rapid breathing, the throb in his pants…how could she not notice? 
 
    She looked down at his feet. “I’ve got a rather strange request to make.” 
 
    “As if building a dungeon isn’t strange enough,” he laughed. 
 
    “Well, this might be a little stranger.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “After dinner…can I paint your toenails?” 
 
    His eyes fluttered briefly. “Paint…why?” 
 
    “Well, I’m going to be doing all sorts of things to men, and I’ve never done a lot of them. I need to practice. I promise…we can take them off right after. I paint my own nails…but it’s different painting somebody else’s nails. I need to figure things out.” 
 
    Ted looked at his drink. He sipped it. His cock was jumping like a Mexican jumping bean on steroids. “I guess so.” 
 
    They had another drink, and Linda offered a swim in her pool. Ted wasn’t ready for that, not with his boner, and he said ‘some other time.’ 
 
    Then they had dinner. An excellent dish of steaks and potatoes with asparagus in cream and…more drinks. 
 
    “I think you’re trying to get me drunk,” he said, at one point. 
 
    “I’m trying to get myself drunk. This is all so new to me.” 
 
    Ted took the dishes into the kitchen and put them in the sink to soak. When he returned to the living room Linda had her make up kit out. She lifted out a bright red colored bottle and smiled. “This should do it.” 
 
    Ted sat down opposite and put his feet on her chair, right between her thighs. He couldn’t stop looking at her crotch. He was, though it was only his foot, inches from paradise. 
 
    She prepared his feet, washed them with soap, sanded callouses, trimmed his toenails. Then she began painting his toenails. 
 
    Ted stared in fascination, his dick going hog wild in his pants. 
 
    She stroked down from the cuticle, just a couple of strokes, and his toenails were suddenly red and wet looking 
 
    “Oh, these are sexy.” Her tongue protruded slightly from between her lips as she concentrated. The she looked up at him. “Is that a gun in your pocket or are you glad to see me?” 
 
    Ted turned a bit red. He was already red, so he turned a bit redder. “I cannot tell a lie.” 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. She put one foot down and he raised the other one to her chair. “I hate liars.” 
 
    A long moment of silence while she prepared the other foot. Then she went back to the first one and applied enamel. 
 
    “This will coat your polish, make it last longer.” 
 
    “I thought we were going to take it off.” 
 
    “We can…if you want.” She looked up at him, and there was an intentness to her expression that actually made him stop breathing for a second. “Or we can leave them on. And let your cock enjoy itself.” 
 
    It was the first time she had used a dirty word, and it was a turn on, as if he wasn’t turned on enough. 
 
    “So I’m supposed to just walk around and let everybody see my toes.” 
 
    “You can wear shoes. You’d have a secret. Nobody would know, and that would make you horny every time you thought about it. You’ll walk around with a hard cock all day.” 
 
    He said nothing. 
 
    “Or I can take it off. Your choice.” 
 
    She finished, got up and freshened their drinks. 
 
    They sat, him barefoot, red toes, bonered up. 
 
    She took off her shoes and began doing her own nails. She stripped them, and redid them, and Ted was almost shivering for the sexual excitement he was feeling. 
 
    She murmured, not looking up at him, “I need to practice things. All sorts of things. And, I like you. You’re helping me, you’re handsome and sexy, and…I’ll respect your tee shirt, if you want me to.” 
 
    His voice sounded a little strangled. “You’re not going to fuck me?” 
 
    She looked up at him and grinned. “Never say never. But it’s the fact of anticipation, of not knowing, that’s going to kill you.” 
 
    “It’s already killing me.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    She placed her feet on the floor. They were toe to toe and they looked down at their feet. 
 
    “Damn, your feet are a lot sexier than mine.” 
 
    “Yeah,” she spoke almost dreamily. “Well, you can go home and try to sleep…or I can take the polish off. It’s up to you.” 
 
    He stood up, and he was having a hard time thinking. 
 
    She pressed her hand against his crotch, pushed on his boner, and he groaned. “Nice. This is going to be fun. I’ll see you tomorrow.” 
 
    He staggered out of the house and back home. It was just hard walking. 
 
    When he got home he ripped his clothes off, grabbed his cock and— 
 
    Ring! Ring! 
 
    He looked down at his meat in his hand. He wanted to do this. He was desperate to do this. 
 
    But he answered the phone. 
 
    “Don’t masturbate.” Click. 
 
    “Oh, heysoos!” he muttered. He took his hand off his dong and stared at it. 
 
    It was throbbing, bouncing, and a little drop of pre-cum formed on the tip. 
 
    He took a deep breath, and went for a shower. 
 
      
 
    The next day he showed up, and his face was red, and Linda smiled and patted his groin. “You’re going to be working with power tools?” 
 
    “Uh, a little bit.” 
 
    “Well, be careful. I know you’re probably a bit distracted, and I wouldn’t want you cutting anything off.” 
 
    “I won’t.” He stared at her breasts, she was wearing a tee shirt that stretched over her boobs. Her nipples poked through the material. 
 
    She put her hand up in a slapping motion, but drew it gently over his cheek. “Careful, tiger.” Then she laughed and turned to her painting job. 
 
    Ted had spent a sleepless night, his mind kept thinking about his toes, but he was careful when working. Besides, the power tool was only a drill, and he wasn’t really in danger of ‘chopping’ anything off. 
 
    Linda had finished the wall and he measured and began drilling holes for eyebolts. He used his body weight carefully, and dipped the tip of his drill into a glass of water regularly, and an hour later he had a length of chain hanging from the wall.  
 
    He put the drill down and stepped back. “Okay. One item down.” 
 
    Linda stood next to him and admired his work. “Can it take a good pull?” 
 
    He grabbed a couple of links and pulled, hard. The chains held. 
 
    The silver against the black wall was sexy. 
 
    “You might want to touch up around the eyebolts,” he suggested. 
 
    “But what if a really big man is pulling on the chains?” 
 
    “How do you mean?” he was curious. He had already demonstrated that the chains could support weight. 
 
    She looked at him, “Can we try something out?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    She went to the bags and returned with hand cuffs. Turn around. Back to the wall.” 
 
    Ted could hardly breath. He stepped back against the wall and she fastened a handcuff to his wrist, and to the chain. 
 
    “Put your arm up,” she spoke breathily. 
 
    Ted was gasping now. He raised his arm and watched her. 
 
    She didn’t look at him when she fastened his arm to the wall. 
 
    She stepped back and met his gaze. “Pull.” 
 
    He jerked his arm out. It made a delightful rattle of chains against the wall, but the chain held. 
 
    He knew it would. 
 
    He was trapped. 
 
    And his cock was so hard it was painful. 
 
    Linda stepped close to him, she examined one of the cuffs, then slid along his front, brushing her breasts against his chest. Smiling at him as her face came within inches of his. 
 
    He was in love. Her lips were red and shiny. Her nipples touched him. 
 
    “Are you going to let me go,” he whispered, unable to speak in a louder voice. 
 
    “Oh, yes, but I need to practice a little. You don’t mind if I practice on you, do you?” 
 
    “Oh, no. Please. Practice. A lot.” 
 
    She grabbed his hair with both hands. He had long hair, and she had complete control of his head, and she held him still. She moved her face closer, but she didn’t kiss him. She breathed on him. He felt the graze of her lips over his, but….she didn’t kiss him, just let him feel her. 
 
    “Oh…” wheezed out of him. 
 
    She snaked down his body, grabbed his groin and unzipped his pants. 
 
    His cock came out rock hard and ready to go. She wasn’t about to let it go, however. 
 
    She held his cock up and licked the bottom of the head. 
 
    He shivered and his legs grew weak. 
 
    She held his balls and licked them. 
 
    But she didn’t stroke him. 
 
    She didn’t have to, he was dripping. 
 
    She stood up, smiling. “Well, I guess I can turn you loose. The chains will hold you.” 
 
    “Oh, lady,” he whispered, desperate for more of her. 
 
    She pushed his cock back into his pants, and he pooched his butt back, folded at the groin slightly. It was painful to push his rock hard into a confined space. 
 
    She zipped him up. 
 
    “Thanks,” she whispered. She kissed him lightly, just a quick peck, and undid his cuffs. 
 
    Ted almost fell down. He was sexually wasted, or over sexed, or something. 
 
    “I’ll get us a couple of drinks,” she smiled, “while you recover.” 
 
    He nodded and gulped. 
 
    They drank, and had dinner, and she chatted merrily. He was having a hard time talking. 
 
    The truth was, he was besotted. He had never experienced anything like what she had done to him, and had never felt so sexed up in his life. 
 
    She was aware of how he was feeling, and she enjoyed how he stared at here like a puppy dog. 
 
    “How was it having red toenails?” 
 
    “You’re right,” he admitted. “I was horny all day. I couldn’t stop thinking about it.” 
 
    “We could go one step further.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “We could paint your fingernails.” 
 
    He said nothing, but his eyes were saying tons. 
 
    “After all,” she tossed out, “I need the practice.” 
 
    “But we can take them off.” 
 
    “Absolutely. In a heartbeat. I don’t want you weirded out or anything.” 
 
    Which was exactly what she wanted. She was exploring domination, and liking it. 
 
    “Well, if you really need the practice.” 
 
    “Oh, I do.” 
 
    He took dishes off the table, made more drinks, and she brought her nail kit to the dining room table. 
 
    Watching his toes being painted had been heady, but it was nothing compared to this. 
 
    She trimmed and sanded and prepared him. Then she brought out long fake nails. She looked at him. “Would you like me to use the press on nails? Or can I glue them down hard?” 
 
    Ted  tried to breath. He looked at the little things in her kit. “You can try the hard glue.” 
 
    She trimmed nails to fit, put glue on the back of them, and pressed them down on the ends of his fingers. 
 
    They waited a minute while the glue hardened. He couldn't take his eyes off her. She looked up at him, smiled, and glued another nail onto his hands. 
 
    Twenty minutes later he had long nails. They extended about a quarter inch beyond his real nails, and she began painting them shiny red. 
 
    “Oh, my God,” he said at one point. 
 
    “How’s your cock?” she asked. 
 
    “It’s…there.” 
 
    She giggled. “Want to try something?” 
 
    “Sure.” He wanted to try everything. 
 
    “Come on, let’s go into the basement.” 
 
    They walked down the steps and into the basement. She took him to the chain and cuffed him up to it. He stood with his arms out. 
 
    She again teased him. She brushed her lips against his, not allowing full contact. 
 
    She reached down and cupped him, and he felt like he was going to faint. 
 
    Then she moved over to one of his hands. She pulled her shirt off and he could see her breasts. 
 
    Clothed, they were perfect. Uncovered, they were more than perfect. 
 
    She stepped up to his hand and said, “Feel me.” 
 
    He closed his hands over her boob and she sighed. “God, does that feel good.” 
 
    He used his new nails to stroke her nipple. 
 
    “Oh, yes! You keep doing that and I’ll cum.” 
 
    He kept doing that. 
 
    She reached down, into her shorts, and began rubbing her pussy. 
 
    Ted couldn’t stop. He kept pulling on her nipple with his long, red fingernails. 
 
    She groaned, and kept rubbing. 
 
    “I haven’t cum for a long time,” her voice was low and she was having trouble breathing. 
 
    “I haven’t either,” said Ted. He wanted her to let him loose, he wanted to fuck her, but his statement just excited her more, and suddenly she was pressing against him, moaning in orgasm, her hips lurching against his groin. 
 
    His cock felt her pussy. He imagined he could feel it writhing, and even squirting, then she was done. 
 
    Then she stepped back. “Is it safe to release you?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “I know how horny you must be, but I’m in charge here, and I don’t want you throwing me down and raping me.” 
 
    “No…no…” 
 
    She turned the key and released him. 
 
    He wanted to jump her in the worst way. He was shivering, his eyes were moist, and the front of his pants showed how he was dripping pre-cum. 
 
    She led him up the stairs, turning and smiling at him. 
 
    Then she sent him home.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    Ted found life interesting. He took to wearing gloves when working on the dungeon, going to the store, or being anywhere in public. 
 
    When he was at home, working on the computer, he watched his hands and his cock bobbed endlessly. 
 
    His thrill of the day was having drinks at the end of the day with Linda, holding a glass with his fingernails. 
 
    It was a thrill for Linda, too. He was younger than her, but he was wrapped round her finger. When she spoke he dropped everything and started at her. She frequently found him staring at her. 
 
    When caught staring he would become flustered, and she would pat his cheek, and the work went on. 
 
    The next project was the doors for the cells, and here Ted came up with something that was perfect for Linda’s new career. 
 
    He hung thick doors, but in the center of the doors he drilled a hole just big enough for a cock. He rounded and sanded the edges, and presented the door to Linda. 
 
    “What in the…” 
 
    He dropped his drawers and closed the door. Linda’s jaw dropped with he put his peeny through the little hole. What made it even funnier was that his red tipped toes stuck out under the bottom of the door. 
 
    Linda laughed and grabbed his cock. 
 
    “You can put a hand cuff at the base and I’ll be locked in place.” 
 
    She pulled his balls through the hole, they barely fit, then locked the cuff around his package. Sure enough, he was fixed in place. He could take little half inch steps and open or close the door. When the door was closed she shot the bolt and he was stuck in place, his cock projecting through the door. 
 
    He stood in the darkness of the cell and she began licking his member. 
 
    He shivered and groaned, but there was nothing he could do. 
 
    “Do you think you could spend a night like this?” 
 
    “Probably, his teeth were chattering as she fondled his testicles. “But if I pass out I’d probably hurt myself.” 
 
    “Would you pass out if you came?” 
 
    He was silent for a moment, then: “I might. The way I feel now…” 
 
    “Oh, goody. Let’s pass you out.” She began fellating him big time. She held his balls and stroked and sucked, and in no time he was on the edge. 
 
    She backed off. 
 
    “Just kidding.” She unlocked the handcuff and he pulled back. She opened the door and he was sitting on the ground, gasping, staring at his cock. 
 
    “Oh, honey,” Linda said. “You’ve just made me a million dollars.” 
 
    He struggled to his feet, smiled, and his eyes were glittering and locked on to her. 
 
    She knew she had addicted her first man. 
 
      
 
    After the cells were finished Ted began working on the furniture. He set up the St. Andrew’s cross, bolted it to the floor and against a wall. Again, she used him for a bit of practice. She turned him towards the wall and scratched his ass with her fingernails, then she tried out a series of whips, belts and canes. 
 
    Ted was crying when she finished, but he loved it. The pain just made him hornier and hornier. 
 
    Then he set up the sex bench. Again, he bolted it to the floor, and they stared at the contraption avidly. It was just a saw horse with a wide beam in the center and smaller beams on the sides for his elbows and knees. When he was positioned on the thing the length of his arms and legs made his butt stick up into the air. 
 
    “Oh, this is wonderful.” Linda walked around him and felt his ass, pulled on his nipples, and stroked him. 
 
    “Oh, man,” gasped Ted. 
 
    “Want to get off?” 
 
    “Oh, Lord! Yes!” 
 
    “Sorry. Too bad, so sad.” She giggled and gripped his package and pulled on it. 
 
    Ted was close to squirting, but she was expert on not letting him. Still, he was so close…she knew she had to do something. 
 
    “Wait right here,” and she scampered out of the casement. 
 
    As if he could get up and walk away. As if he would… 
 
    She returned a minute later and she sprayed his penis with a cool mist. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “It’s a numbing agent.” 
 
    He went numb, and, a minute later, his dick started to shrink. No sensation, and even though he was horny, he couldn’t maintain a hard on. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” she said, as she fiddled with his penis, “it won’t last long.” 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Protecting you.” 
 
    He heard a click. 
 
    Puzzled, he looked around at her. 
 
    She unlocked him and helped him from the bench. 
 
    He stood up and looked down and…his jaw dropped. 
 
    He was wearing a chastity tube. His cock was shrunken and inside a small tube, and his package was encircled by a ring. The whole thing was locked together with a padlock. 
 
    “Oh, my…what…what…” he sputtered. 
 
    “Wait until the numbness wears off.” 
 
    He could already feel a little bit of sensation, and they went upstairs and sat down and watched as it started trying to grow harder. It wiggled, it jerked, it pressed, but there was no way he was going to get hard. 
 
    He stared at her, aghast, but not really upset. 
 
    “You’re going to leave me like this?” 
 
    “Honey, you’re too close to coming.” 
 
    “But…oh, my God!” 
 
    “How’s it feel?” 
 
    “It’s…I need to get out. It hurts. I need to get out and…” 
 
    “And squirt?” 
 
    He nodded, actually feeling a bit of guilt. 
 
    “Sorry, babe. No squirting for you.” 
 
    He stood, like an ox trying to figure out a math problem, and she realized something. 
 
    “You’ve passed a point of no return. If I let you go you’re going to get out of that thing and jack off.” 
 
    “No…no…” 
 
    But he meant yes…yes. 
 
    “Okay. You’re staying with me tonight.” 
 
    “I am?” 
 
    “We can sleep together. How would you like to sample my body, feel my flesh. Give me a long back rub and…I’ll even let you wear a strap on and get me off.” 
 
    “I…you can’t…” 
 
    “Shush up and finish your drink. I’m getting sleepy.” 
 
    He gulped the rest of his bourbon down, hiccuped, and followed her to her bedroom. 
 
    She undressed, and since he was helpless and not a threat, she just laughed at the expression on his face. 
 
    “Are you ever going to fuck me?” 
 
    “Oh, maybe. If you beg hard enough.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m begging.” 
 
    “Then I should wear the strap on tonight and fuck you.” 
 
    His mouth closed. 
 
    He was going to get fucked? 
 
    That was too much. 
 
    She laughed and said, “Well, maybe some other time.” 
 
    She undressed him. “Lord, you’re shaking. Is it that bad?” 
 
    “It’s…it’s that good.” 
 
    “Good answer. 
 
    She took her clothes off. 
 
    He stared and swallowed hard. Her body was magnificent. It was full and beautiful and… “You shave down there.” 
 
    “I do. Nothing like a bald pussy, eh? I mean, you can see everything, can’t you?” 
 
    He stared at the slit, the slightly puffy labia. 
 
    “I love you.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “But I’m ten years too young.” 
 
    “That’s okay. Ten years will pass in no time, and then we’ll be the same age.” 
 
    He laughed, while gulping, and his laugh came out weird, but she loved it. 
 
    They took a quick shower, and he touched her. Everywhere. He soaped her breasts, and when they were clean he bent his head under the water and sucked on her nipples. 
 
    She washed his caged cock, and when they left the shower she used a hair drier to make sure he was dry. 
 
    Then they climbed into bed. 
 
    He was in heaven. They were curled up together. He had free access to her, except for his cock. 
 
    But he used his fingers and his mouth and devoured her, kneaded her, stroked her. 
 
    She guided him, told him what she liked, and she came. Hard. 
 
    Then they lay there, entwined, and she yawned. 
 
    “Remember,” she said. “Don’t go sneaking off and getting out of that thing. Just stay here and sleep with me.” 
 
    A short time later she slid into rhythmic breathing. 
 
    He lay there for an hour, glorying in the feelings he was experiencing. 
 
    The next day they awoke. She smiled and kissed him, then pushed him out of bed. It was time to work. 
 
      
 
    He finished the furniture and began rewiring the basement. HE installed a sound system, set up the lighting, and his every moment was taken up by love for her. 
 
    She just smiled at him. 
 
    Did she love him?  
 
    He didn’t know. She was inscrutable, and made sure she stayed that way. 
 
    She accepted his exclamations of love, and kissed him and played with him…but she didn’t tell him she loved him. 
 
    She just…used him. 
 
    And he realized, wasn’t that the way it was supposed to be? 
 
    He was a slave to her, in a sense. And that’s what dominatrixes did, they made slaves. Love slaves. Love slaves that loved to be enslaved. 
 
    And he began sleeping every night with her.  
 
    He couldn’t sleep, so he woke up early and fixed her breakfast. 
 
    He attended to her at night, giving her long rubs and orgasms. 
 
    And, on a day a week later she took him down to the basement. She brought the key to his chastity tube and unlocked him. 
 
    He sprang out and his heart almost stopped for the pure feeling of pleasure that his erect dick gave him. 
 
    “I’ve got a surprise for you.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s a surprise, silly. “Put your dick through the door.” 
 
    He slipped his penis through the hole in the cell door. He had put a couple of grips for him to hold onto, and he could even be cuffed to the grips. that way he wouldn’t faint and rip his dingus off. 
 
    When he was fastened, hands and penis cuffed, she said, “In a way, I do love you. But you know what I am, and you know what I’m doing.” 
 
    He gulped. She had said ‘in a way,’ and he knew the reservation in that, and yet…it was commitment enough for him. 
 
    “So just hang out for a while. I’ll be back.” 
 
    She turned on the sound system, a bit of Sade, ‘The Sweetest Taboo,’ and went up the stairs. She turned off the lights as she went, and the gloom engulfed Ted. It was comfortable. 
 
    Minutes passed, and might have been hours. 
 
    Ted was perspiring. He was holding on to the grips. He felt a little faint, but he was in no danger of passing out. He was just that excited. 
 
    A time later, Ted would always wonder how much time, he heard noises. 
 
    Light, happy noises. Vocal noises. 
 
    He jerked and listened. The cell door was open and he turned his head and tried to hear. 
 
    Then the kitchen door opened and he heard footsteps. the lights went on and Linda descended the stairs. She was followed by two women. 
 
    They were laughing, joking, but Ted was so befuddled he didn’t discern the specifics of what they were talking about. 
 
    All three women were wearing very sexy clothes. High heels and nylons. Linda was wearing a dominatrix outfit. One was wearing a coat, and she took it off and revealed a strippers outfit. The third woman wore a tank top and short shorts. 
 
    “This is Ted.” Linda cupped his butt. “Ted, say hi to Donna and Becky.” 
 
    “Uh…hi.” 
 
    “Ted is building this establishment for me. Ted, these are two of my workers. They’ll be working the dungeon with me. They wanted to see it, and I wanted them to meet the genius in charge of construction.” 
 
    “He’s cute,” said Donna. She was in the stripper outfit and wore a bubble haircut. Her breasts bulged over the top of a flimsy bra. She reached down and felt his cock. “Wow! He’s fucking the door!” 
 
    “Step back a little, Ted. Let the girls see your manhood.” 
 
    Ted took tiny steps and the door swung slowly back. 
 
    The girls giggled at his red toes. Then they examined his penis. 
 
    “Nice. how long since he’s cum?” 
 
    “How long has it been, Ted?” 
 
    “I don’t know. A couple of months.” 
 
    “He’s certainly dripping now. Are you going to let him squirt?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I was actually thinking of draining him.” 
 
    Both girls snickered, and Donna said, “I’d like to help with that.” 
 
    The door had a little grate in the upper half, and Linda opened it. Ted looked out.  
 
    “What do you think, Ted. Would you like to be drained?” 
 
    “What is  draining?” 
 
    “That’s where we tickle your prostate until your semen cums out. It feels really good, and it will relieve your sexual urges.” 
 
    “Oh…” Ted tried to think about it, but he was so sexually stupefied he could hardly think. 
 
    The girls giggled at how far Linda had taken him. 
 
    Becky grabbed his penis and held it. 
 
    Ted started to surge, and she gripped it tightly and prevented him. 
 
    “Unh…unh…” he groaned. 
 
    “He really is close. We better drain him.” 
 
    “Okay. Hold on. Or spank his weenie or something. Did you bring a prostate massager, Donna?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    The girl ran up the stairs, pattered through the house, slammed the front door, then the door opened again and she made the return trip. 
 
    Ted grunted and groaned and wanted to squirt. 
 
    Becky held him tightly and spoke through the grate. “You’re cute.” 
 
    “Thank…thank you.” He was shivering and his eyes were rolling back a bit. 
 
    “Can you kiss me?” 
 
    They kissed through the grate. It was heaven and hell, and Ted wondered if he was going to start liking hell as much as he loved heaven. 
 
    “Here we go,” Donna ran across the basement. Her heels making loud and rapid clicks. 
 
    Ted took little steps and opened the door. He was standing exposed, the cell behind him, and Donna massaged his ass. “Honey, this is going to feel good.” 
 
    Ted was shaking, and she began reaming his rectum with lubricant. 
 
    “Oh, God!” he murmured. 
 
    But Donna couldn’t get the prostate massager in. At least not so she had the right angle for draining him. 
 
    “We’re going to have to put him on the bench.” 
 
    The girls undid his cuffs, got his penis out of the door, and walked him over to the bench. 
 
    Ted was walking like he was palsied, and they bent him over the bench and helped him get his knees and elbows on the side beams. 
 
    Ted wasn’t struggling, he was actually trying to help. He didn’t know what was going on, but he was pretty well gone in the mind. 
 
    Donna slid the prostate massager into him, and he raised his head and looked straight ahead. 
 
    The girls giggled and Donna began working the little tool. She angled it so it would hit his prostate, then began rubbing. 
 
    Ted groaned, and then he felt it. She was hitting something with the bulbous tip of the tool, and he suddenly felt like he was peeing. Then he was peeing. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he whispered, feeling an immense relief as he peed. 
 
    The girls just chuckled and Donna kept massaging his prostate. 
 
    Linda leaned down to his face, kissed his cheek. “That’s not pee, honey. That’s semen. You’re getting drained. 
 
    Ted understood, but there was nothing he could say. It was like he was having an orgasm…but without the orgasm. He just turned all mushy inside and felt like he was glowing. 
 
    After a couple of minutes Donna said, “He’s all done. Want me to leave it in?” 
 
    “Nah. Let’s use a regular butt plug. We don’t want him walking around and suddenly draining all on his own. 
 
    Donna extracted the thing and Ted whispered. “That felt good.” 
 
    Becky chuckled. “Wait a while. You’re going to feel even hornier. It’s going to be the most delightful torture.” 
 
    Interestingly, Ted found that he could think once again. He wasn’t distracted by his own full nuts. He understood what the girls were saying, and he sighed. 
 
    He stood up and Linda put his chastity tube back on. “It’ll be limp for a while, so let’s strike while the iron is hot.” 
 
      
 
    Ted and the three women sat around the pool and drank bourbon and Coke. Ted was still naked. They didn’t want him dressed while they were all there. And he never knew when one of them would kiss him, tweak his nipples, or lift his butt plug. 
 
    “The dungeon looks good. Is it going to be done in time?” 
 
    “Yes,” answered Linda. “Right, Ted?” 
 
    “Shouldn’t be a problem.” 
 
    Linda turned to the other two girls. “How’s the business going?” 
 
    “We’re holding our own, but you can feel the marketplace. More people competing, it’s only a matter of time.” 
 
    “What kind of business do you do?” asked Ted. 
 
    “We’re sort of in the computer business, too. We have a big site that advertises models.” 
 
    “Real models?” 
 
    “No, fake models. Of course, real models. What do you think we used to do?” All three girls smiled at him. 
 
    That was when he realized that Donna and Becky were older than him. 
 
    All three girls were beautiful, but they were past their prime as models. 
 
    “When jobs start drying up we decided to enter another business, and we had always had trouble getting enough direct exposure, so…” Donna shrugged. 
 
    Becky tilted her head slightly. “You know, we’re going to need more people.” 
 
    “I know. I was going to go through the models that were older and see if any of them wanted to work in this kind of field.” 
 
    “That’s a touchy one,” explained Linda. “Dominatrixing isn’t a normal career choice.” 
 
    “I know. You’ve got to have the interest.” 
 
    Becky: “Why don’t you hire Ted.” 
 
    All three girls looked at Ted. Their eyes were thoughtful. 
 
    “We need a guy around, any heavy lifting, and he understands computers…” 
 
    “But a guy might scare off some of our customers.” 
 
    “So we make him not a guy.” 
 
    Ted blinked, and now the girls were really inspecting him. They were considering his eyes, his hair, the line of his jaw. 
 
    “His nails are perfect, and it gives hint of how ‘changeable’ he might be.” 
 
    “Wait a minute. You’re talking about changing me into a girl?” 
 
    “Why not. You’re slender enough. We could tie your weenie back, give you a pair of implants…I think it would work.” 
 
    “I don’t think so,” said Ted. 
 
    Linda snickered. “You don’t now, but when you start getting horny enough…you’ll be willing.” 
 
    “Then I’m not going to get horny. Give me the key to this thing,” he indicated his chastity cage. 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “Then I’ll cut it off myself.” 
 
    He stood up, and Linda dove at him. Ted fell back into the pool. 
 
    The other girls jumped in and dogpiled him. They didn’t drown him, but three girls are stronger than one guy, and especially in a swimming pool where you can’t get a stand on the bottom. And especially when you have a butt plug in your heinie. 
 
    Ted yelped and tried to pry hands off him. 
 
    Hands were pried, but came back. 
 
    The girls were laughing as they overwhelmed him. They kissed him, and groped him under water. 
 
    For fifteen minutes they wrestled in the water, and finally, Ted gave up. He floated, was held up, and the girls laughed. 
 
    “You give in? Ready to be a girl?” 
 
    “I…I’m afraid.” 
 
    “Of what? You’ll be taken care of by three beautiful women. You’ll be like our little boy that wants to be a girl. We might even let you cum!” 
 
    Then, all three blurted, “Nah!” And laughed. 
 
    Ted had to chuckle. He was scared, but they had him. And, the truth…he liked what Linda had done to him. He slept with her every night, and now he would be sleeping with other women. He enjoyed making the dungeon more than he enjoyed working on the computer. He loved his red nails, and when he combed his hair in the morning he frequently gave it a quick style, made it look feminine, then combed it out. 
 
    He realized that, in spite of everything, he wanted this. 
 
    “I am going to want to cum every once in a while. A real dick cum.” 
 
    “Three times a year,” said Linda. 
 
    “I was figuring once a month.” 
 
    “Three girls, and if we’re going to have to put up with your puny pecker spitting in our pussies…it’s once a year.” 
 
    They argued, got out of the pool and drank some more, and it was finally agreed. Ted got to cum four times a year, and a bonus program would be set up that might give him a couple of extra squirts. 
 
    For all their talk, the girls didn’t look too upset about having him screw them. 
 
    As long as he was dressed like a woman when he did it. 
 
    Which led them to the next step. 
 
    “Come on, let’s make him up right now!” 
 
    The three girls pulled him into the house. They giggled and grabbed his now limp weenie. They kissed his nipples. They smeared Nair on him and took off his hair. 
 
    Ted sat on a dining room chair and the girls worked him over. Donna styled his hair and Becky went out and brought back some lingerie and a couple of outfits. Linda, in between him moving around for his hair styling and getting dressed, did his make up. 
 
    Two hours later he stood before them, dressed as a woman. He wore a bra, and it had been stuffed with nylons and panties to give him some shape. 
 
    He wore a dress, and he looked…voluptuous. 
 
    “Are you really going to want me to get implants? Like…real boobs?” He felt his bra, the way the ‘stuffing’ material moved around. 
 
    His face was beautiful, and most female looking. 
 
    He looked like a woman, pure and simple. 
 
    “Honey, you’ll love them,” Donna murmured. She was moving around, taking pictures with her cell phone. They were going to put them on a wall and make decisions as to his look, his apparel, and other things female. 
 
    “How about his dick?” 
 
    “What?” he asked suspiciously. 
 
    “Some of these outfits are going to be a little too revealing.” 
 
    “I’ll just pull the chastity tube back.” 
 
    “No. I think…we’ve got a couple of choices.” 
 
    “What choices?” Ted was worrying. 
 
    “Well, we could chemically castrate him. He’d be unable to bonerize.” 
 
    “You can’t do that!” protested Ted. 
 
    “I’m in favor of sewing it back between his legs. I’ve read about that. It’s supposed to be excruciating. He’d be horny all the time.” 
 
    “No way! The deal was four cums a year, with a couple extra…if I can earn them.” 
 
    Linda thought about it. “You know, it’s a good idea. We could make him limp for three months. Then we all fuck the shit out of him, and give him another shot.” 
 
    “No way!” Ted stated, and it was obvious that he was serious. 
 
    Linda, however, had a handle for that. “Ted, would you like to invest in the company?” 
 
    Ted was silent. 
 
    “We’re equal partners. We could handle another equal partner, but they wouldn’t be able to have a dick, if you get what I mean.” 
 
    Ted opened his mouth. Closed his mouth. Opened his mouth. 
 
    He liked the sound of money. But…his dick? 
 
    Could he stand being limp for three months? 
 
    “Will I still be horny for those three months?” 
 
    “Of course you will. We’ll make sure of that.” 
 
    “I’ll think about it.” 
 
    But they all knew he had made up his mind. 
 
    He was going to go for it.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    SIX MONTHS LATER… 
 
    Ted hung up the phone. “Got another appointment for Friday. Is Lana coming in?” Lana was a new girl. 
 
    Linda was in the kitchen. She came to the door and leaned against the jamb. “No.” 
 
    “Oh, fuck. You want me to cancel?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Ted was sitting at his computer. He turned and pushed a swivel chair towards Linda. “What do you want me to do?” 
 
    Linda sat, steepled her fingers and thought. “Well, We’ve got Donna, Becky and Me in the big room. You’re upstairs answering the phones and making appointments…how much do you answer the phone on Fridays?” 
 
    “Never. People are out on Friday. You girls are busy, and…nobody calls on Friday. Or Saturday night, for that matter.” 
 
    “What about during the week?” 
 
    “Sometimes.” 
 
    Linda studied him closely. 
 
    Ted’s hair was long and curled over his shoulders. His lips were plump and his eyes were changing. They looked bigger and they had that inscrutable female stare to them. 
 
    The hormones were really working on him. 
 
    His breasts were big. He had had implants, then the hormones had kicked in. 
 
    His whole body, which was slender to start with, was gaining roundness. 
 
    And he spoke in a very natural sounding higher pitch. 
 
    “What’s going on?” he asked. “I don’t like that look in your eyes.” 
 
    Linda smiled. “Ted, the girls and I have been talking.” 
 
    “That can’t be good,” he muttered. 
 
    “Oh, I think it’s good.” 
 
    “So what have you been talking about?” 
 
    “Two things.” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “First, we want to expand. That means hiring more girls, and we need more space.” 
 
    Ted waited for the shoe to drop. 
 
    “Would you like to donate your basement to the cause?” 
 
    “Huh!” 
 
    “More money for everybody. More girls. More fun for you.” 
 
    And Ted had been having fun. He didn’t get to screw, but they handled his organ mercilessly, and they made him horny, and…he was so damned horny he couldn’t believe it, and he liked it. 
 
    “What’s the other thing? 
 
    “Why don’t you fill in for Lana?” 
 
    “Me? but I’m a guy!” 
 
    “Are you?” 
 
    He was silent. 
 
    “You look more like a woman than me. You walk in high heels, you type and answer the phone with long, red nails. You get drained, which is, pardon the crudity, taking it up the butt. Are you really a man?” 
 
    “Well, I thought I was.” 
 
    “If you take Lana’s place we’ll make sure you don’t get customers who want to screw. You can play with them, their dicks, their buttholes, and they will never know the different.” 
 
    “Seems sort of dishonest.” 
 
    “Okay, I’ll tell you what. Forget about this Friday, and we’ll advertise you as the tranny dominatrix. You don’t think there aren’t a few people who don’t want that?” 
 
    Ted’s mind suddenly ignited. The tranny dominatrix. He knew enough about the business now that he knew that there would be men…and women…that would flock to something like that. 
 
    Linda knew she had him then, and she broke into a broad grin. 
 
    He looked at her. 
 
    “What if they want me to fuck them?” 
 
    “You can use a dildo, unless you’re at one of your three month intervals.” 
 
    “More money, eh?” 
 
    Linda chuckled. “Come on, sport. Let’s go talk to the other girls about this.” 
 
    And she led him out of the computer room and headed for the pool. 
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    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    Strippers and lesbians. how can you go wrong, eh? 
 
    But I’m also fascinated by how a dick can break. I mean, there’s no bones in those things! But you bend them too sharply, or just pull out too far and ram it into something more solid…ouch! 
 
    But the real story here is how a man can change. 
 
    I meet men all the time. They are proud and cocky, think they are impervious and immune, and the next thing you know I’ve got them wearing lipstick, toenail polish, and loving it. 
 
    Men. You gotta love ‘em. 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    It happened when he was dancing at a party. 
 
    He was wearing a thong that went up his fanny, around his waist, down his front, and circled his package. 
 
    Yes, he was exposed. His schlong was a mighty twelve inches and he was in big demand. He danced around the living room, flopping his big peeny up and down, slapping women in the face with it, letting them hold it, suck it, stroke it. 
 
    The women, of course, loved it. 
 
    The women grabbed it, held his balls and sucked, and shrieked. 
 
    They all wanted to be the one who made him cum. 
 
    Ha! He was quite expert at resisting the women’s blandishments. 
 
    He danced, and shook his weenie, and the women all had a great time. 
 
    A lot of them weren’t married. They were up for a sexual adventure, and letting their friends watch them fellate a dancer was right up their alley. 
 
    But even if they were married, they wanted to engage with him.  
 
    Every single party almost all wanted to suck, and half of them were willing to fuck, and…he drew it out. 
 
    He danced and cavorted and showed his fabulous tool. And when the clock got close to his time ending, he would pick a miss and splatter his semen in their face.  
 
    Or, if the woman was willing, up their pussy. 
 
    Then he would go home and watch some sports, read a book, and be perfectly content. 
 
    Until that one party. 
 
    He had danced for an hour, and his time was almost up. The women were shrieking and yelling for more, and he selected his target. 
 
    She was a wild and wanton blonde, full bosomed, red lips, and she had seemed unduly turned on him throughout the night. 
 
    So he danced on over to her, grinned, received a grin back, and she stood up and turned around. 
 
    Doggy style, his favorite. 
 
    He inserted and rammed and she pushed back at him. 
 
    Everybody could feel it coming. Everybody knew he was about to squirt, and they wanted to see it. Even if he unloaded deep inside the gorgeous blonde, they wanted to see the look on his face, the mix of pain and pleasure that an orgasm was. 
 
    “Come on, big boy!” yelled the blonde. 
 
    Several women took off their tops and danced with him. 
 
    He could feel the trigger pull, and the semen started up his shaft. 
 
    Oh, yeah, this was going to be a good one. He could feel it. He could feel— 
 
    TOK! The actual sound of something breaking. 
 
    The pain exploded in his shaft and he pushed away from the woman. It was excruciating, and the women all sobered up. Something was wrong, then he fell back. The pain was too much. He fell back on the floor and…darkness. 
 
      
 
    Johnny woke up in the hospital. He was bleary, dazed, and knew that they must have given him something. 
 
    They must have, because his dick didn’t hurt anymore. 
 
    Nothing hurt. 
 
    Then he realized that nothing hurt because he was totally numb down there. 
 
    He looked around, took in the white walls, the shiny tile floors, the sound proof ceiling. 
 
    Machines, beeping sounds, a drip next to his bed. Drip, drip, drip. Going into him. 
 
    He raised his head slightly and looked around. 
 
    There was nobody in the bed next to him. Nurses were walking down the hall outside the door. 
 
    He reached for a little switch with a red button in it. He pressed it. 
 
    It took a while, but a nurse finally entered the room. “Good afternoon, Mr. Johnson. How are we feeling?” 
 
    “I don’t know. What happened?” 
 
    “You were brought in unconscious. Caused quite a ruckus, all those women, and they were all drunk, and a couple of them weren’t even wearing tops.” 
 
    He remembered the party, and cursed. He hadn’t been paid yet. 
 
    “I know, but…what happened to me?” 
 
    “I don’t have any idea.” 
 
    He knew she was lying. 
 
    “But we’ve called the doctor and he’ll be here soon.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “Would you like some ice chips?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    The drugs had made him thirsty and the nurse gave him a little cup with ice chips in it. He chewed on a small amount and sighed. 
 
    “I’ll go check on the doctor now, and you can always press on the button if you need anything.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    The nurse left. 
 
    Johnny lay back and tried to remember what had happened. 
 
    Everything had been going swell. Women were grabbing him, and he fucked a few, and lot of them gave him head, and then…the blonde. Oh, yeah. He had screwed her, and something had happened. He remembered the bad sound and the suddenly feeling. It had felt like somebody had ripped his cock off. 
 
    She had been tight, amazingly tight, and she was agile. He remembered enjoying the tight feel as she tilted her hips and slid her vagina over his shaft. 
 
    But what had happened? 
 
    “Good afternoon, Mr. Johnson. “I’m Doctor Mason.” He was thin, wore glasses, and had a haircut that was swept up. He wore a stethoscope, black shoes, and a white coat.” 
 
    “What’s wrong with me, doc?” Johnny blurted. 
 
    “Before we get into that, let me ask you a few questions, then I’ll answer yours, okay?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    There followed the usual battery of questions. Ever experienced this before. History in the family. Taking any drugs. Yak yak yak. 
 
    Then, the answers having been presented, it was the doctor’s turn to talk. 
 
    “You have what we call a penile fracture.” 
 
    “A what? But I have no bones in my, uh, boner!” 
 
    “It’s true, there are no bones, but you can have a penile fracture. This is when the protective covering of your penis, it is called the tunica albuginea, is torn open. This happens when the penis is bent too much.” 
 
    “What do I do about it?” 
 
    “I’m afraid that the only recourse you have, if you want your penis to return to any kind of normality, is surgery. We have to go in and repair the protective sheath.” 
 
    “But I’ll be normal again?” 
 
    “There’s a seventy-five per cent chance that you will recover 100 per cent, and with no adverse effects.” 
 
    “What happens if I’m in the twenty-five per cent?” 
 
    “There are a number of possibilities. One, you could have a severely bent penis. It could be discolored and misshapen, perhaps bulging in some way. There’s also the possibility of either erectile dysfunction or priapism. There’s also the possibility of blood in the urine, or semen.” 
 
    “Oh, God.” 
 
    “We have you scheduled for an hour from now. Getting you into surgery as fast as possible is very important.” 
 
    “Wait a minute…wait.” 
 
    “Is there a problem?” 
 
    “Well, uh, how do I pay for this?” 
 
    Johnny was the same as many young men when it came to money. He spent it as fast as he made it. He didn’t have any savings. 
 
    The doctor surprised him, however. He said, “Your wife has taken care of all the financial arrangements.” 
 
    “My wife?” 
 
    “The good looking blonde? She is your wife, isn’t she? She said she was…” 
 
    “Oh, uh…is she still here?” 
 
    “I believe she left.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “Now, the nurse is going to come in shortly, and we’re going to be putting you under, so…” 
 
    The doctor babbled on. 
 
    Johnny thought about the blonde. 
 
    He didn’t know any blonde. 
 
    Well, except he had been fucking a blonde when he broke his dick. But she wouldn’t come pay for his surgery. So who was it? 
 
    They rolled him down the hallway forty-five minutes later. He was rolled into an operating theater and he looked at all the machines, and the knives on the little table, and he listened to the casual conversation. 
 
    Then the doctor came in, smiled through his white face mask, and told the anesthesiologist to administer the gas. 
 
    “Count backwards from 100 please.” 
 
    Johnny did so, and he made it to 94 before he forgot everything. 
 
      
 
    THREE MONTHS LATER 
 
    Johnny was recovered. He was behind in his rent, but the landlord seemed to understand. His car was in danger of being repossessed, but he had scored a night watchman job that paid the bills, and he was working during the day as an Uber driver. 
 
    It wasn’t the big money he had been making as an erotic dancer, but it was something. 
 
    He didn’t want to dance again. 
 
    He didn’t know for sure why, but he assumed it was because he was afraid of the trauma. He never wanted to hurt his dick again. 
 
    So he lived, and worked, and…something bothered him. 
 
    The blonde woman had paid for his surgery, then disappeared.  
 
    Who was she? Why did she pay? 
 
    After a couple of months he was obsessing on this question, so he headed for the hospital. 
 
    “I need to know who paid my bill.” 
 
    The girl behind the window tapped on her keyboard, made a ‘hmm’ sound, and looked up at Johnny. “Sorry, sir. We can’t reveal that.” 
 
    “Wait a minute! This is about me! I was injured, those are my records…that’s my financial records, right?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “So I’m asking for information from my own records.” 
 
    “I understand that, but we can’t reveal that sort of information.” 
 
    “So if I pay a bill, and want to know if I paid the right amount, you won’t tell me.” 
 
    “In that case we would print off a bill.” 
 
    “I’d like to see my bill.” 
 
    “Since there are no discrepancies I’m afraid I can’t do that.” 
 
    Johnny argued, a lot, had the supervisor called, and…nothing. 
 
    His next step was to go to the house where he had danced. The woman who had hired him was Nancy Fairgate, and she recognized him right away. 
 
    “I always wondered what happened. You were in such pain.” 
 
    Turning a little red, Johnny explained about his broken dick. He ended up by asking about the blonde woman who had been at the party. 
 
    Nancy frowned. “I remember the woman, but I don’t remember who brought her to the party. A lot of people drop by, and…” 
 
    “Could you find out? Make some calls?” 
 
    “Well, I suppose. But if she doesn’t want to talk to you then there’s nothing I can do.” 
 
    “I understand, but here’s my number, and…thank you. I really want to thank this woman. I’m not out to stalk or sue or anything.” 
 
    Nancy grinned. “A man suing a woman because she broke his dick.” 
 
    Johnny was embarrassed for a moment, then he chuckled. “I guess it is pretty bizarre.” 
 
    “Don’t worry. I’ll try to contact her, and one way or another I’ll let you know.” 
 
    “Thank you,” said Johnny. As he turned around to leave she spoke again. 
 
    “Do you still dance?” 
 
    “Uh, no.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    Again with the embarrassment. “Well, the truth is, I can get erect, but I can’t squirt.” 
 
    “At all?” 
 
    He shook his head. “The doctors don’t know why, but until I can, well, I’m just not of a mind to dance.” 
 
    “I understand. But…do you want to try?” 
 
    Johnny tilted his head. 
 
    “Come in,” she pulled on his arm and he entered her house. 
 
    Before he knew what was happening she was unzipping him, unbuckling him, pulling his pants down. 
 
    “But…I don’t…” 
 
    “Come on, honey. Let me give it a try.” 
 
    His penis was still big, a full twelve inches. It was round and thick and his balls were the size of baseballs. 
 
    Johnny didn’t want to…except that he did. A couple of girls he had known had tried to get him to cum, but they had failed, and he had sort of given up on the whole thing. 
 
    He was afraid that he was permanently dysfunctional down there. 
 
    Nancy pulled in into the living room, pushed him back on a couch. She spent a long time working him over with her mouth. She could hardly fit his dick into her mouth, but she stroked his shaft and fondled his balls, and she was able to put his head into here mouth. 
 
    She sucked and licked and loved him like he had never been loved, but he couldn’t squirt. He couldn’t click the trigger down in his groin. He couldn’t start the semen flowing. 
 
    Then she sat on him. She gasped as his immenseness opened her up. Then it wasn’t just her trying to get him off as it was her trying to get off. 
 
    Johnny groaned, it felt good. Real good. But he just…couldn’t make it! 
 
    Nancy did. Several times. And each time was better. Finally, however, she collapsed on him. “Oh, honey,” she gasped, “I’m sorry. I did my best.” 
 
    Johnny got dressed. He hadn’t cum, but he had been more horny. He gave her a kiss and sad, “Please, if you can just get ahold of this woman.” Then he left. 
 
    The weeks passed. 
 
    Nancy eventually called and told him she had had no luck. Nobody knew who the blonde was. 
 
    “I know it sounds weird, somebody coming in off the street to watch and orgy, and to be in it…” 
 
    He thanked her and hung up. 
 
    He was stuck.  
 
    There was no way to find the mystery woman. 
 
    So he continued working. He was paying his bills, even getting a head a little, but he wanted to know who had paid his medical bills. 
 
    He didn’t know why he was obsessing, so much, he just was. 
 
    Summer turned into fall, fall into winter.  
 
    He slept on his night watchman job. He was in a warm building, nobody ever came, and if they did they would have to ring the bell, and if he didn’t answer he could always say he was off on rounds.  
 
    Fully rested, he would head out for Uber, making airport runs, getting off early, and then he would have the rest of the. day to do whatever he wanted to. 
 
    He wanted to make his dick work. 
 
    He saw doctors. He read abut his condition. He went to massage therapists. He tried everything. And the only thing he got was hornier. 
 
    He hadn’t cum for a year, and he was so fully loaded, his balls were so big and hard…but…nothing. 
 
    Then he was driving down La Cienega, past the Beverly Center, and he saw her! 
 
    EEEEE! Hit those brakes so hard he thought his foot might go through the floorboards and hit the pavement. He controlled the skid, moved his Prius over to the curb and jumped out. 
 
    She was wearing a see through rain coat, slacks, and a sweater. She was carrying a small red purse, and that blonde hair, so rich and full….it was her. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    A few people glanced at him. 
 
    “HEY!” 
 
    Everybody looked at him, and she turned and stared. 
 
    She had a panicked look on her face, the result of his yell, and she started to back up. 
 
    He put his hands up, palms out, and in an almost begging tone. “Please…lady…I’ve been looking for you.” 
 
    He managed to balance the desperation of his look with concern that she might run away, and a look of curiosity crossed her face. 
 
    “You were at a party last year, it was a…” he was stuck. He didn’t want to chase her away by referring to something she might not want referred to in public. He opted for, “I got hurt and you paid my bill.” 
 
    She blinked, then a look of joy crossed her face. Other people were watching, one guy looked like he might step in, but she blurted. “Dick boy! I broke your dick!” 
 
    A feeling of relief swept through Johnny. She remembered. 
 
    At her lack of alarm people continued on with their business. 
 
    “I’m sorry…I’ve been looking. I…” 
 
    He didn’t know what to say. 
 
    Fortunately, she did. 
 
    “How’s your penis?” 
 
    His turn to look a bit abashed. But he had searched for her so long, and been so frustrated, he blurted out the truth. 
 
    “Terrible.” 
 
    “But the doctor said it was just a ruptured tunica albuginea.” 
 
    He blinked. It was a medical term, and it just rolled off her tongue. He had trouble saying tunica albuginea and it had happened to him. 
 
    “I know, and it looks fine. It gets….erect.” His voice was dwindling. Even though he had partied with her, even though he had had his dick in her, he wasn’t sure how much he could say without offending her. 
 
    She, however, was not embarrassed in the least. “So the doctors say everything is fine, and you even get boners, but…what? No squirt? 
 
    “Uh,” he glanced around. “No. It just…it won’t…” 
 
    “Oh, say it. You can’t get off.” 
 
    He nodded. “I can’t.” 
 
    “Wow. That must be frustrating.” 
 
    “You have no idea.” 
 
    “Oh, I might,” she spoke almost mysteriously. “So why did you want to see me?” 
 
    “I just wanted to thank you. You paid my bill. That was a huge help.” 
 
    “Oh, that,” she waved a hand. “That was nothing. I have a great insurance plan, and I know people. It didn’t cost me near as much as it would have cost you. Besides, I felt a bit guilty.” 
 
    She looked around, then stepped up to him and spoke in a low tone, “After all, it was my pussy that broke your dick.” 
 
    She laughed at the look on his face. 
 
    “So, was there anything else?” 
 
    And he realized, he had thought about her so long, obsessed on her, but… “No. I guess not. I just wanted to thank you.” 
 
    He stared at her, and realized there was everything else. 
 
    She was beautiful. He remembered being inside her, the feel of her. So tight, so moist and wonderful. 
 
    She was fuck beyond all other fucks, and she was the most beautiful woman he has ever seen. 
 
    “Well, then I guess it was nice seeing you, I was always curious about—“ 
 
    “Can we have coffee or something?” he blurted. 
 
    She blinked, and considered him as if in new lights. 
 
    Then she said, “Wow.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’ve got it bad.” 
 
    He didn’t know how to respond to that. She reached into her purse and asked, “Are you busy Saturday at ten o’clock?” 
 
    “No.” And if he was he would get unbusy for her. 
 
    She wrote on the back of a business card and handed it to him. 
 
    Saturday ~ ten AM 
 
    He looked at it, absorbed it, and couldn’t stop from grinning. He looked up at her. “But what’s your name?” 
 
    “It’s on the front of the card, silly.” 
 
    He turned the card over. 
 
      
 
    Cathy Long 
 
    Sex Therapist 
 
      
 
    And the address and phone number. 
 
    He stared at her, and she was laughing. 
 
    “You’re a…” 
 
    “I am. Now relax a little and I’ll see you on Saturday. Maybe we can even handle your problem.” 
 
    It was a promise couched in gold, and he felt like his heart had just exploded. 
 
    He watched as she walked away. Just before she turned into the Beverly Center she waved at him. 
 
    He turned and went back to his car. 
 
    He had found her. 
 
    And she was…she would take care of…he was dizzy, almost in a rapture. 
 
      
 
    Almost a year had passed since he had seen her, and yet the five days until Saturday went slower than that whole year. 
 
    He went to his night watchman job and couldn’t sleep. 
 
    He made wrong turns in his Uber gig. 
 
    He couldn’t stop thinking about her. 
 
    He relived that fateful fuck, where his dick had broken, a thousand times a day. Hearing the ‘crack’ as his tunica albuginea ruptured. 
 
    Yet, the days slowly passed, and the nights, and Saturday, in spite of all expectations, arrived. 
 
    He wore cargo pants and a sweat shirt and entered her suite. 
 
    For a suite it wasn’t much. There was a waiting room, then an office. It was in a building just across the Golden State freeway, the old Earthlink building, and the big window in her office looked over a three par golf course. 
 
    The door to her office was open and she called out, “Back here!” 
 
    He went back to her office and she said, “Close the door, please.” 
 
    It closed with a thunk, self locking. Sturdy.  
 
    She was wearing a pencil skirt, mauve, and a blouse and matching jacket that looked like a toreador’s jacket. Her hair was down, her lips were red, and she had that glorious smile on her face. 
 
    “Good morning, Johnny Boy. Have a seat and let’s talk.” 
 
    He sat. Looked out the window, looked around the office, and at her. 
 
    She was observing him, her lips slightly stretched in a small smile. 
 
    “You know,” she said, opening up the conversation, “I don’t usually go to those kinds of dance parties,” she was referring to that first party.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “But I feel I owe it to myself. How can I call myself a sex therapist if I don’t partake?” 
 
    “Did you enjoy it?” 
 
    “Oh, I did. There is a certain sense of freedom. I was curious when I first blew you, but that just liberated me. The next thing you know I was bent over and you partaking of me.” 
 
    She was so calm and relaxed, and he was feeling a bit of embarrassment. 
 
    “So tell me about your condition. Be as thorough and descriptive as you can. Don’t mind the dirty words.” 
 
    So he talked. He told her how he had fallen into dirty dancing because of the size of his penis. He explained how enjoyable it was. 
 
    And he discussed the feeling of being so deeply inside her, then she ground her hips, and he started to pull back, and that awful feeling of pain that assaulted him. 
 
    I couldn’t even stand up,” he said. “All I could do was lie there and hurt.” 
 
    She nodded. “I know. I saw it.” 
 
    “Then the doctor, and…here we are.” 
 
    She sighed. She pursed her lips and studied him. Then: “Can I see it?” 
 
    “My dick?” 
 
    “Yes,” and she almost laughed at his perplexity. 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    She waited, then, “Well?” 
 
    “Oh. Okay. He stood up and unbuckled and unzipped and pulled his cargo shorts down.” 
 
    “Come around here so i can really look at it.” 
 
    He started to walk, tripped, then, his face a bit red, he toed his shoes off and his pants. He rounded the desk and stood in front of her. 
 
    She took out a ruler and measured it. 
 
    “This is a sizable hunk of meat,” she murmured. “Even though I’ve had it in me, it is the Moby Dock of penises.” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    She glanced up at him, her mouth twisted in humor. She looked back at his dingus and reached forward. 
 
    It took both of her hands to encircle his beast. 
 
    It took both of her hands to hold his balls. 
 
    Johnny groaned. 
 
    She smiled. “Hurts, eh?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    She lifted his penis, turned it this way and that. She ran her hand down it, pressing her fingers into the meat. “Here’s where it broke,” she said. You can feel the scar. That’s probably where he stitched it.” 
 
    “You can feel his stitches?” 
 
    “I can feel the scar of the break, and…maybe. I feel little dots, a couple of them, where the stitches would have gone. He really did good work.” 
 
    “Thanks to you.” 
 
    “You’re welcome,” she said, and she ran her hand between his legs and felt his asshole. 
 
    He jerked, but she was serious, professional, and she inserted a finger and felt his innards. 
 
    She was close to his groin and his dick went over her shoulder. It was now hard, of course, and it throbbed. 
 
    But he knew, from past experience, that he wasn’t going to cum. 
 
    “Feels good, yes?” 
 
    “Yes,” he muttered, as she explored him. 
 
    She withdrew her finger, reached into a drawer and wiped her digit off with a baby wipe. 
 
    “I’m wondering how much is psychological.” 
 
    “Like, in my mind?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “You did have severe trauma, and you might just be scared of experiencing that pain again.” 
 
    “So what do I do?” 
 
    “Well, there’s a couple of things. If we can get you to cum…that might do it. Break the hold of the trauma, let you feel pleasure instead of pain. 
 
    “Well, so much for that,” he muttered miserably. 
 
    “Not so much,” she sat back and eyed him. 
 
    Her pale blue eyes scoured him, searched him, contemplated him. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “It means I broke it, so maybe I can fix it.” 
 
    “Huh?” But he understood. It was just too much to hope for. 
 
    She stood up and wiggled out of her pencil skirt. She was wearing pink panties and he could see her monkey paw. 
 
    “They say that if you repeat an experience, a painful experience, sometimes it loses its hold on you.” 
 
    She took off her jacket and her blouse. In just her bra and panties Johnny could see how well endowed she was. Her boobs bulged over the top of a flimsy bra. He could see her stiff nipples through the material. 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “Take off your clothes and fold out the couch.” 
 
    She took off her panties and came around the desk. 
 
    Johnny was trying to get his clothes off, and was confused.  
 
    She brought out the folding bed. “I paid a lot of money for this. You’ll find it’s more comfortable than the normal folding bed. 
 
    Johnny was naked now, and his penis was jutting out. Jutting out but unable to squirt. 
 
    “Okay, how did we do this. As I recall I was bent over like this.” She bent over the bed and her large boobs hung down. “Put your hands on my hips. I remember that.” 
 
    Johnny, in a daze, grabbed her hips. 
 
    “God, yes. That feels so damned sexy. Now, you slapped your weenie across my buttocks a few times, and then, I was pretty juicy, you rammed it in. 
 
    Johnny, moving as if in a dream, slapped his dong across her cheeks. He sort of remembered it, and then he slid his dick into her. 
 
    Cathy gasped. A loud sound in the silence of the office. “Oh, yeah…that’s how it was. Now, go around and around. Scour me with that thing you call a dick.” 
 
    He moved his hips around and around. His penis filled her, but he could feel the tip rubbing against her insides. 
 
    “Oh, fuck! I feel all excited again! It’s just like it was!” 
 
    “Oh, God,” he groaned. He was in heaven. He kept moving, tilting and swirling and going in and out. 
 
    And he realized, as the moments built, that he hadn’t lasted this long the first time they had screwed. 
 
    He had screwed her for a short while, then, when he came, when he…the break… 
 
    She began to wiggle and thrash and he held her in place. 
 
    “Fuck! Fuck! Oh, God!” she yelped. 
 
    She came, hard, and he just held her, and tears began to flow. 
 
    She had had a wonderful orgasm, but he had had…nothing. 
 
    She fell forward and he let her go.  
 
    She sprawled on the bed and gasped for breath. 
 
    “Heysoos! I’ve never…” 
 
    At last, she turned over. 
 
    He was sitting half on her desk, looking down, his face wreathed in misery. 
 
    “But you didn’t…” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “Well, fuck,” she muttered. 
 
    She went back to her desk. She didn’t bother putting her clothes on. 
 
    “It’s nice not having you dribbling out of me, but we want you to dribble.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    He turned and sat on the edge of the folding bed. 
 
    “Well, not to worry, there’s other things we can try.” 
 
    “There are?” he looked up at her, a bit of hope in his eyes. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. We can try machines. We can try other women. We can try role playing and all sorts of things.” 
 
    “I only want you.” 
 
    She almost didn’t hear him, but she did, and a look of consternation, and of even sadness, crossed her face. 
 
    “Oh, Johnny Boy, I know you do.” 
 
    He said nothing, just filled his eyes with her and loved her. 
 
    She had conquered him, broken his penis, and now she was his all. In his penis breaking he had submitted to her, and he would never get over that. 
 
    Dance for a thousand girls, but the one who breaks your dick, she’s the one. 
 
    “But it won’t work between us.” 
 
    “I know. You’re a professional. This is just a patient/doctor relationship. 
 
    “Oh, hell. No.” 
 
    He looked up at her. 
 
    “Sure, I’ve got to be a professional, but I’ll tell you honestly…when you broke your dick in me it did something. It made me feel powerful, and my orgasm was…it was more than a normal orgasm. I could feel my soul shuddering, giving in. 
 
    “But then…what?” 
 
    She smiled ruefully, shook her head slowly. “Johnny Boy, the reason it wouldn’t work between us is something else entirely.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’m a lesbian.” 
 
    Johnny’s jaw dropped.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    “Wait…hold on…what?” 
 
    Johnny stared at Cathy. 
 
    She gave a rueful smile. “It’s true. I prefer women over men. I can like either equally, but when it comes down to it, my vagina heats up over women. 
 
    “But, you screw! You fucked me! You used my dick to get off! Not just a year ago, but just now! 
 
    “I know,” she was sad, but not for herself. She was sad for Johnny. “I don’t mind sex with a man. I can do either. I can enjoy either. Heck, I wouldn't even mind fucking you again. But when you talk about going beyond like, as you so obviously are, then I prefer the softness of a woman. Women are more accommodating. They reason from the heart, not cold, hard logic.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “Johnny, I like you a lot, you are a gentle soul, but it’s not all about the dick.” She glanced down at his groin and smiled, “even a dick as nice as yours.” 
 
    Johnny sat and stewed in his frustrations. Now he was not only frustrated sexually, he was frustrated in the emotional sense of having met somebody who he really liked, perhaps loved, but couldn’t have. 
 
    Cathy was content to let him think his way through the mess. 
 
    He finally blurted, “Can we go out sometime?” 
 
    “That might be nice. We might even have sex again, that dick of yours…” she shook her head slowly in appreciation. “And, we haven’t really solved your problem.” 
 
    “No,” he said. Almost relieved to get back to his plumbing problem. 
 
    “As I indicated, there are several possible solutions we might try, the first one would be draining you.” 
 
    “Draining?” He hadn’t heard that term, except in the crudest of ways. 
 
    “Draining, also called male milking, is when we stimulate your prostate until your semen comes out.” 
 
    He blinked. “How do you drain the prostate? Isn’t that inside my body?” 
 
    “It’s located at the base of your penis inside your body. We reach it through the back door.” 
 
    “The back…I don’t understand.” 
 
    She smiled. “We access the prostate through the anal passage.” 
 
    He heard the words, but he wasn’t sure…except that he was, and just couldn’t handle it. 
 
    Cathy opened a drawer and took out a schematic of the male sexual apparatus. “Trace the line of the penis into the body, see here, and you’ll find that the prostate…here…butts up—sorry, bad pun—presses up against the anal passage.” 
 
    She turned her hand sideways and moved her hand as if she was sticking her finger up the heinie in the picture. “So we enter through here, and right about here there’s a little bump. We press gently on that and that will cause the semen from here to exit the body through the penis.” 
 
    “Doesn’t that hurt?” 
 
    “Not at all. It feels good.” 
 
    “But you’re talking about putting something up my…wouldn’t that make me gay?” 
 
    She gave a low laugh. Gay is more a state of mind than an anatomical fact. Oh, I suppose there might be some kind of physiological adaptation, but scientists have not found a ‘gay’ gene, or a part of the body that is unique to homosexuals.” 
 
    Johnny sat on the end of the couch and was lost in his own world. She was asking him to do something gay. He was having a hard time getting over that. 
 
    He suddenly stood up and folded the bed back up, then sat down again. 
 
    “Of course we don’t have to do any of this, but it’s my opinion that we might be able to get in touch with your problem.” 
 
    It popped out of him. “You’re not trying to make me gay.” 
 
    She actually laughed. “Are you really hung up on that.” 
 
    He gave a belated smile, “I guess I am.” 
 
    “Honey, it’s just like any anal exam. We make sure your plumbing is in working order, and it has the added benefit of cleaning you out.” She grinned, “And you do want to be cleaned out, I presume.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Then you should let me do this.” 
 
    “Right now?” 
 
    “Sure. I would use my fingers, I’d have to do that anyway, but if it doesn’t work then I can order a prostate massager and use that.” 
 
    “A prostate massager.” 
 
    “A little tool, shaped to reach the prostate, very efficient.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    He was still reticent, and she realized she was going to have to take the bull by the horns. 
 
    “So would you like to try it?” 
 
    “Uh, I guess so.” 
 
    “Okay. Let me get some gloves. You’re already naked, so just bend over and put your hands on my desk.” 
 
    Cathy opened a file cabinet and took out latex gloves and a jar of lubricant. 
 
    Johnny bent at the waist and waited while she came around behind him. 
 
    She snapped on the gloves and scooped her finger into the lubricant. 
 
    She placed a hand on his back, right about the left kidney, and began running her finger over his anus. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he shivered.  
 
    “Nope,” she said cheerfully, pushing lubricant into his hole. 
 
    She massaged his hole gently, running her finger into and out of , reaming him, and warming him up. 
 
    To Johnny it quickly became the most incredible experience of his life. It felt like little lightenings waking up his nerves. It was sensual, and it made his legs shake so hard he thought he was going to fall. 
 
    “Easy, tiger. If you want to lay your chest down on my desk you may.” 
 
    “I’m…I’m okay,” he spoke through chattering teeth. 
 
    For a long minute she greased him up, then she knelt and pushed her index finger deep into him. 
 
    He gasped, then he felt her touching something inside. 
 
    “There it is. We just have to…” 
 
    He felt her moving her finger back and forth, and he felt like he had to pee. 
 
    “I’m going to pee!” 
 
    “That’s okay. That’s the sperm trying to get out.” 
 
    But it didn’t come. It felt like it was going to, it felt better than anything Johnny had ever felt, but…nothing happened. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he whimpered.  
 
    Cathy frowned. He should be leaking like a faucet turned on, but he was just standing there. His dick was hard, and it pointed down. She took her hand off his back and gripped his penis. She began stroking it. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” Johnny gasped. 
 
    But though his penis was red and hard, nothing issued. 
 
    Cathy took her fingers out of him and cleaned them with baby wipes. 
 
    Johnny stood up, his whole body trembling. His cock was throbbing, and his nipples were stiff as if they were made of bones. But he hadn’t drained. 
 
    She pushed the wipes to him. “Clean your ass off. Wastebasket is right there,” she pointed to a spot behind a small potted palm. 
 
    He was embarrassed now, wiping his ass in front of a woman, but…he endured and cleaned himself off. 
 
    “I didn’t do it, did I?” 
 
    “No.” She was frowning. 
 
    “And we don’t know what’s wrong with me.” 
 
    She smiled, “But we have taken a step, and I’ve got a couple of other things up my sleeves. 
 
    “Oh.” But Johnny was discouraged. 
 
      
 
    Discouraged or not, Johnny made an appointment for the next Saturday. He had to. He wanted to be with Cathy. Yes, it was a patient/doctor relationship, but it was more than that. 
 
    Johnny just liked being with her. 
 
    The week passed slowly, made more slow by the increased horniness that Johnny was experiencing. 
 
    On Thursday Cathy called him and told him the ‘tools’ she had ordered for him had arrived, and would he be there on Saturday. 
 
    “You know I will.” 
 
    “Well, that’s good.” 
 
    “I’m sorry I’m being so much trouble.” 
 
    “Johnny! It’s no trouble. If you’ll forgive me being too clinical, it’s a fascinating problem. And what I learn from you will help me with other patients.” 
 
    “Patients,” he repeated, a little disappointed. 
 
    She laughed, “Okay, that sounded too professional. Let’s just say that what we learn with you will help me with other people.” 
 
    That actually made him smile, as if he was making progress. 
 
    And he wanted to make progress. He wanted to be more than a patient. 
 
    Then, though she had other things to do, they found themselves talking for an hour. They talked all manner of things. Cars they liked, family members that were a pain, favorite pets. 
 
    And it wasn’t clinical. It was human, and when Cathy hung up the phone she pursed her lips and stared into space for a long time. 
 
    She was a lesbian, yes, but why was she finding Johnny so…intriguing? 
 
      
 
    The next Saturday finally arrived, and Johnny entered her reception room, then walked through the open door. 
 
    She was wearing glasses to read, her blonde hair had a few stray wisps curling around her ears, and Johnny knew she was the most beautiful woman in the world. 
 
    But…he controlled himself. 
 
    “Hi.” 
 
    “Hello, Mr. Johnny Boy.” She folded a file and slipped it to the side of her desk. 
 
    She swiveled around and picked up a couple of boxes that were on the shelf behind her. 
 
    Johnny sat down in a side chair and watched as she unfolded the cardboard flaps. 
 
    She took out a long, shiny, hollow tube. 
 
    “This is a catheter. It is designed to go into the penis.” 
 
    “You’re going to put that inside me?” 
 
    She smiled. “Don’t look so scared. Lots of lubrication, a gentle touch, and I’ll be able to feel inside your penis. This will enable to find any blockages or other problems.” 
 
    Johnny stared at the tube like it was a hand grenade. “I think I need a drink.”
“Maybe afterwards. Now take off your clothes.” 
 
    Johnny stripped, and his penis jutted out like a small baseball bat. 
 
    “Lordy,” whispered Cathy as she lubricated the catheter. “You always amaze me.” 
 
    He said nothing, just shivered as she sprayed something on the end of his dick. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “It’s numbing spray. The penis being sensitive, this will help you not feel anything.” 
 
    Still, he swore he could feel everything. She sat on the couch, her head perfectly situated for a blow job. But she wasn’t blowing, she was inserting. 
 
    She moved the catheter in a small circle, inserting it into his urethral tube. He stared down at the top of her head, totally reminded of how like a blow job this was. 
 
    Very gently she threaded the tube into his penis. 
 
    The numbing spray did help, but a quarter inch in he felt it. It was the weirdest thing he had had ever felt in his life. He could feel his flesh being opened. He could feel the slide of metal against the sides of his urethral, and he muttered, “Is this what it feels like when a dick enters a woman?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” said Cathy, focusing on her grip, the insertion, trying to feel if there were any obstructions or abnormalities in his penis. “Probably, but I have no penis to judge by.” 
 
    “Oh, holy…” he whimpered. His dick was long, and she had ordered an extra long catheter, and he watched as his penis absorbed the long tube. 
 
    “You’re doing well,” she spoke softly.  
 
    Inch after inch disappeared into the slit int he head of his dick. He stared, and fascination mingled with a sense of horror. Would it never end? 
 
    “Okay, almost there. I think you’re going to pee now.” 
 
    A moment later urine started dribbling out of the end of the catheter. Cathy was ready, she had put a mat and a bowl on the floor, and while there was some sprinkling, the bowl caught most of it. 
 
    Cathy ignored the pee and worked the catheter back and forth, searching for anything wrong. 
 
    Finally, him done dribbling, her done searching, she began extracting the catheter. 
 
    “This is making me even hornier,” he whispered. 
 
    She looked up at him, “Good. Maybe you’ll get horny enough to shoot your load.” 
 
    “I certainly wish.” 
 
    The catheter exited his slit and she wiped it off and placed it to the side. She stood up, and was looking down at his penis, which she was still holding in her hand. She took some wipes and cleaned the excess lubricant from around his hole. 
 
    She looked at him, was so close to him, and said, “I don’t feel anything wrong.” 
 
    They were so close, he was so horny, she had his penis in her hand, and he leaned forward slowly. 
 
    She could have stepped back. She could have stopped him, but except for a brief hesitation, she leaned into him. 
 
    Their lips met, and the kiss was intense. They lost themselves in each other, in their lips…in their souls. 
 
    She broke the kiss and leaned against him. “I’m sorry,” she said. 
 
    “No.” he responded. “Not sorry.” 
 
    She backed away from him, let go of his penis, which she had been holding the whole time. “No, I guess I’m not. Only…” 
 
    “I know, he filled in when she stopped. “I’m not a woman.” 
 
    She frowned, then she walked around him and went to her swivel chair. She contemplated him deeply. 
 
    “Well, what now?” he tried to move the subject along. 
 
    “Let’s make an appointment for next week. I’ve got a prostate massager, but I want to make sure we don’t experiment with too many procedures too closely together. 
 
    “All right. Then it’s okay if I get dressed.” 
 
    Then occurred a long, long moment. The look on her face was inscrutable. Her eyes were like a thousand yard stare. Yet she was motionless, like a jaguar preparing to pounce. 
 
    He finally broke the silence. “What?”
She didn’t hesitate. “Open the bed up.” 
 
    He knew what she wanted, and he unfolded the bed. 
 
    She rounded the desk, ripping off her clothes as she came. 
 
    She launched herself into his arms, drove him back onto the fold out bed. 
 
    He gave way happily, giddily. This was what he wanted. 
 
    She sat on his thighs and stroked him, stared at him. Then she leaned forward, her large breasts falling on his chest, and kissed him. 
 
    After a long minute of tongue wars she pushed back, sat up straight, and knee walked over his cock. 
 
    She settled down slowly, taking him into her. 
 
    His eyes were open, and his desire for her was palpable. 
 
    “Oh, crap,” she muttered, as she felt her breasts and pulled on her nipples. “This is so unprofessional.” 
 
    “Stop thinking,” he admonished her. 
 
    So she did. 
 
      
 
    They met on Wednesday. Presumably to remind Johnny of his appointment on Saturday, but that  could have been handled with a phone call. 
 
    They met in a coffee shop and she had coffee and a croissant. He had a Coke and a donut. 
 
    “I’m breaking all my dietary rules,” she commented, leaving a red li print on a cup. 
 
    “I’m keeping up with mine,” he joked. 
 
    “I wish I could eat like a man,” she gazed at his donut enviously. 
 
    “So you want to be a man.” 
 
    “Ha! And give up the joys of the pussy?” 
 
    He was silent at that. He had been butt fingered, and he had enjoyed the idea of a pussy. 
 
    “What? What’s that look on your face?” 
 
    He smiled. “You want to be a man, and you want me to be a woman.” 
 
    She blinked, then she grinned. “It would solve a lot of problems.” 
 
    They laughed, and they chatted, and felt ever deeper for each other. When they left she reminded him, “Don’t forget Saturday.” 
 
    “Bells on my toes,” he reassured her. 
 
      
 
    On Saturday he showed up an hour early. Just sat in the garage of her building and felt his heart beating. He knew he was out of control. He could never truly have her because she wanted a woman. 
 
    And what was he supposed to do? 
 
    After an hour of wishing, he entered her suite, went through the reception area, and smiled at her. 
 
    “Hello, handsome.” She grinned. She knew she was being unprofessional, but…what was she supposed to do? Strange things were happening inside her heart, and she was confused. She preferred women. But why was her heart fluttering whenever Johnny walked through her door? 
 
    “So are you ready to…do me?” 
 
    She chuckled. He had spoken with an unexpected sexual innuendo. She didn’t let it bother her, she went with it. 
 
    “Baby, I’m going to plug you up. When I’m done with you…” 
 
    They were both laughing now, and they were both excited. 
 
    Johnny was no longer embarrassed. He was hungry. He kicked off his shoes and slipped out of his clothes. 
 
    Cathy studied his body. He was slender, a smallish man, except for that incredible penis. 
 
    He bent over the desk and looked at her with a lopsided grin. “Well?” 
 
    She stood up, grabbed the prostate massager and some lubricant, and her heart felt like it was bursting. 
 
    She came around the desk and began massaging his butthole. She filled it with lubricant, reamed him lovingly. She had three fingers in him, and he was groaning loudly. 
 
    “Are you ready?” she asked. 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    She pressed the massager against his brown button. 
 
    A prostate massager is like a dildo, but narrow at the base and slightly bent. This gives the working end of the tool a bulbous shape. 
 
    Johnny’s legs trembled as she slid the large end through his sphincter. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” she said, feeling amazingly wet between the legs. If she was any wetter she’d be dripping. She had never thought a simple expansion on what was basically an anal exam would affect her this way. 
 
    Johnny’s knees broke, and his chest hit her desk. He lay there, his legs spread out, half bent, supporting nothing, and twitching. 
 
    Cathy grabbed his dong and began the dual action of stroking him as she rubbed the prostate massager over his prostate. 
 
    Johnny felt like peeing. His skull felt like it was exploding. His whole body was writhing and twitching so hard Cathy had to lean on him, use her weight to settle him down. 
 
    “Oh…oh…oh…” 
 
    But nothing came out. 
 
    After fifteen minutes Cathy sighed and pulled the little tool out of his rectum. 
 
    Johnny lay there, soaked in sweat, his eyes glazed. 
 
    “I didn’t…I didn’t…” 
 
    “No,” said Cathy, sitting back against the couch. 
 
    After a minute Johnny managed to stand up and face her. He had the odd expression of sexual happiness, and sadness. 
 
    He was happy for what she had done. He was sad because it hadn’t worked. 
 
    He cleaned himself off with wipes, then sat down next to her. 
 
    “What am I going to do? We’ve tried everything, and…fuck.” 
 
    Cathy leaned against him. “Don’t worry. We’ll figure it out.” 
 
    He put an arm around her and she cuddled against him. Definitely not a doctor/patient relationship. 
 
    They sat for along minutes, then she turned, threw a leg over his lap. His dick was rock hard, and it was obvious what she wanted. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she murmured. “But I’ve got to have this.” 
 
    He smiled. Frustrated, but happy to be of service. 
 
    And, once again, she slid down his long shaft and began to move. 
 
    In and out, up and down, round and around, and she squirted. And in the squirting she had a thought. Not fully formed, but…she thought she had a solution. 
 
    Then, resting against him, still impaled, she whispered against his neck. “Next week. I have an idea.” 
 
    He nodded. He would have shown up no matter what. He was firmly hooked by her. 
 
      
 
    Another week, and they met twice, once on Tuesday and once on Thursday. Tuesday for coffee and a chat, Thursday a lunch. 
 
    Now they made no excuses about reminding Johnny about the coming appointment. Now they were in it for each other. 
 
    He couldn’t cum. 
 
    She loved women. 
 
    But they wanted to be together. 
 
    Something had to give. 
 
      
 
    On Saturday Johnny entered her office and greeted her. 
 
    She jumped to her feet. She was bubbling with energy, so excited that she made him excited, as if he wasn’t already excited just to be with her. 
 
    “Come on.” 
 
    She led him out of the building. She got into her car and he got into the passenger seat. 
 
    She turned up the radio and the top was down and they enjoyed the sensation of being in motion, of the wind and the freedom of the drive. 
 
    She lived on a little house on stilts in the hills. 
 
    “Heysoos,” he said, as she parked on planks under which there was nothing but a skinny set of metal poles. “Aren’t you afraid of earthquakes?” 
 
    “It’s all rock under the house. Not going to slide for a thousand years.” 
 
    “Says she in the year 999.” 
 
    She laughed, and they exited the car and entered the house. 
 
    It was nice in the house. A calm place to let the mind relax. 
 
    She went into the kitchen and poured a couple of drinks. “I hope you like bourbon and Coke?” 
 
    “I used to, but now I only like bourbon and Coke.” 
 
    She laughed, and handed him a glass. 
 
    They went out on the balcony and stared at the rich foliage of the hillside. Hundreds of houses under trees, all waiting to toboggan down the slope. 
 
    He said, “The slithering snake slipped and slid on the slippery slope.” 
 
    “Where’d you hear that?” 
 
    “Made it up.” 
 
    “You didn’t.” 
 
    “Why not?”  
 
    “No reason.” 
 
    They watched car on the other side of the canyon rounding a turn with the squeal of tires. 
 
    “On his way to the hospital, no doubt,” Johnny murmured, then he turned to Cathy. “So I thought we were going to try something else?” 
 
    “Oh, we are,” she smiled. “Drink your drink, and I’ll go make you another one.” 
 
    He tilted his glass, emptied it, and handed it to her. “So bad I have to get drunk for it, eh?” 
 
    “Something like that.” 
 
    She walked through the house and into the kitchen, and he watched her round fanny sway rhythmically. 
 
    He was in love, and he knew it. No doubt. But…sigh. 
 
    She returned, told him to drink quick so they could get started. 
 
    Within a minute he was finished. He hiccuped and felt the bolstering effects of alcohol in his system. He was happy and high and excited. 
 
    “Okay, let’s go for it.” She took his hand and walked him back to her bed room. 
 
    “Take off your clothes,” she commanded. 
 
    “What are we doing?” he asked, taking off his pants and shirt. His cock stuck out ludicrously. 
 
    She looked down at her favorite toy, gripped it and stroked it, kissed him, then stepped back.  
 
    She picked up a bottle of Nair and held it out to him. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Lose all your hair. Spread this stuff all over you, everywhere but eyebrows and scalp. When it starts to burn hop into the shower. 
 
    “I have to be hair naked?” 
 
    “Who’s to know?” she quipped. 
 
    So he spread Nair all over his body. He covered his groin, she helped him with his back, and…he waited. 
 
    “Ouch,” he finally said, and he got into her shower. 
 
    The curlies slid off his body with the water, and he stepped out of the shower bald everywhere. 
 
    Cathy toweled him off, then led him back into the bedroom. She picked up a can of spray and spritzed his cock. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “It’s numbing spray. You won’t feel anything down there for a while.” 
 
    “Why wouldn’t I want to feel things?” he protested. 
 
    “Because it will enable you to be limp. Now, let’s leave it alone.” 
 
    She gave him another drink. “Too much alcohol will also help you be limp, so enjoy.” 
 
    “Why do we want me limp? I thought we were trying to get me hard enough to cum.” 
 
    “But that’s not working, so we’re going a different route. Put this on.” She handed him panties. 
 
    His mouth opened and he stared at the wisp of cloth. 
 
    “These?” 
 
    “Listen, we’ve tried everything. We’ve tried me bending you over and duplicating the original incident. So now we’re going to try the opposite. We’re going to reverse roles.” 
 
    “You mean…” 
 
    “I mean put those panties on.” 
 
    He gulped, and pulled the dainty underwear up his legs. 
 
    She helped him with a bra, and stuffed it with two water filled condoms. 
 
    “I hope these are big enough,” she said. 
 
    “I hope they don’t pop.” 
 
    She just smiled. “If they do we’ll get you implants.” 
 
    His dick, which had softened, now grew harder. 
 
    “Damn,” she said. I was hoping we could keep you limp. I wanted to avoid a boner bump in your dress. 
 
    “My dress.” His voice sounded so very strange. 
 
    “Your dress, now sit down over there. I want to do your nails.” 
 
    He sat at her vanity table, and she sat at his feet and painted his toenails. As his toes turned bright red she glanced up at him and smiled. “I like you like this.” 
 
    “If I become a woman, will you fall in love with me?” 
 
    She said: “I’m already in love with you.” 
 
    He caught his breath. 
 
    “But let’s not get ahead of ourselves. I need to see how I feel.” 
 
    “To thine own self be true,” he whispered. 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    His toes done, she moved to his hands. She fixed long nails to him, trimmed and prepped, and glued them down. “I’m not using the normal press on cheapies. These are good nails, and good glue, they should last you a while.” 
 
    “But I don’t…” 
 
    “Get in the mood,” is all she said. 
 
    He had another drink, and he was feeling pretty loopy now. 
 
    She rolled stockings up his legs and fastened them to a garter belt. 
 
    He wanted to see himself, to look in a mirror, but she wouldn’t let him. “Wait,” she said. “Wait until I’m done.” 
 
    She gave him a dress, it was tight around the chest, but flared easily at the hips. 
 
    “We need to get you a corset,” she said, and she sat him down at her vanity table. She put little white. clothes around his neck and began applying make up. As she did she explained what she was doing. 
 
    “This is cleanser…this is primer…this is foundation…I’m doing your eyes now.” 
 
    She worked quickly, and he enjoyed the feel of her hands on his face. It was more intimate than sex, and he loved it. 
 
    When his face was done, his eyes gleaming through dusky shadow, his lips red and plump, she fitted a wig to his head. It was long and auburn, and he was startled when the long tresses brushed over his shoulders. 
 
    And, finally, she was done. 
 
    Now he looked in a mirror, and now he was stunned. 
 
    He was a woman. He had enough curves on the body, enough softness in his face, and…he was a woman. 
 
    That excited Cathy. She felt electricity shooting through her body. Her pussy was wet and her nipples were rigid. 
 
    They stood and faced each other. 
 
    “Would you like another drink,” she asked, breathless. 
 
    “You’re my drink,” he answered. 
 
    “And you’re mine. Bend over the bed.” 
 
    He did, and he looked back over his shoulder at her. 
 
    Cathy went to her dresser and took out a tangle of straps and a dildo. It was a strap on and she stepped into it. Her dick wasn’t as big as his, but it was stiff and rigid. 
 
    His was stiff and rigid and hung down, pressed against the side of the bed. 
 
    She lubricated him, used lots of lube. This was different than a prostate massager. 
 
    “I love you,” he murmured into the bed spread. His hands gripped the spread and his knuckles were white. 
 
    “I love you, too,” and she pressed into him. 
 
    It was different. There was a little pain, but not much, then she was sawing back and forth, opening him up. 
 
    He cried out, then gulped and began to move against her. 
 
    They screwed, and for him it was sweeter than any of the thousand women he had screwed as a dancer. Except for her, of course. 
 
     
 
    For her it was a revelation. She kissed the back of his neck, and her fantasies were fulfilled. She was screwing a woman. 
 
    He suddenly felt like peeing. 
 
    “Oh, God!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’m going to pee!” 
 
    “Pee!” 
 
    He did, and the semen, at long last, began to pour out of him. But it didn’t pour long. 
 
    She pulled out of him with a pop, pulled him up, turned him, and pushed him back. Now his dick, spitting out semen, was ready for her. 
 
    She sat on him, and enjoyed the drizzle. She could feel the immense amount of ejaculate he was giving her. 
 
    Then he started to shiver, and twitch, and he grabbed her arms. His eyes were wide, almost panicked. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’m cumming!” 
 
    The orgasm wasn’t big, but it was long lasting. More female than male, but the best of both worlds. 
 
    Cathy rode him, and grinned, and laughed, and, finally, he started laughing. 
 
    “I did it.” 
 
    “Yes, you did.” 
 
    Then he sobered. “But I want to do it again, with you.” 
 
    “Honey, as long as you’re a woman…that won’t be a problem.” 
 
    They laughed and held each other. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Breaking Jack ~ Jack Windsor is a nice fellow who loves his wife. Unfortunately, in a drunken moment he cheated on her. Now April is out for revenge. Using Facebook she cultivates friends, organizes them, and begins the breaking of Jack. Now, no matter what is done to him, Jack must hold on to his love for April.
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    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    The Marines need a few good women! That’s the message this story, and it’s a good one. 
 
    What do we do with those lazy men who sit around and drink beer and watch football and thump their chests? 
 
    We worked all week, so we get to sit around! 
 
    Nope. 
 
    Women work all week, and they never sit around. 
 
    So sit back and enjoy the story of Jack, a lazy fellow, at least until his wife, a Marine captain decides he needs to shape up! 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    “Oh…yes…yes…yes…!” 
 
    Tina grunted and her back arched. Her toes curled and her eyeballs rolled back so Jack could only see the whites. 
 
    He grinned. He had just given her a tremendous orgasm, and it was time for his. 
 
    He began to move his hips, scooping into her, drilling his penis deeply into her vagina. 
 
    “No…wait!” she cried out, grabbing his hips and holding them still. 
 
    He waited. He was fine with her eking out the last of her orgasm. 
 
    Slowly, her muscles relaxed, and he prepared to have his fun. Then, just as he started to sink into her…she pushed him off.  
 
    “Thanks, honey. That was a good one.” 
 
    “Hey!” He protested, reaching for her. 
 
     She snaked out of his grasp, got off the bed and onto her feet, and turned and smiled. “Come on now, honey. You don’t really need an orgasm.” 
 
    “Of course I do!” Desperation seeped into his voice. 
 
    “No…no, you don’t. That would leave a mess in me, and that would be rude and impolite.” 
 
    “But leaving me with a dickful of jizz is rude and impolite!” 
 
    “No. That’s just good sense.” 
 
    She grabbed her panties and bra and ran into the bathroom. She locked the door and shortly he heard the sound of the shower running. 
 
    He sat, naked on the bed, and stared a this boner. 
 
    He was horny. He needed some. He hadn’t had any for a couple of weeks, he had been away, and he was feeling pretty desperate. His testicles felt like they filled to the bursting point. 
 
    He happened to look over on the night stand and saw a stack of books. He turned his head sideways to read the titles, and he blinked in surprise. 
 
    ‘A Female Led Marriage.’ 
 
    ‘I Made Him Love Our Female Led Marriage.’ 
 
    ‘Female Led and Feminized.’ 
 
    What the heck…female led what? 
 
    He picked up the top book, ‘A Female Led Marriage,’ and turned the pages. 
 
    The author was some woman named Grace Mansfield, and the things she was saying! 
 
    Women should be in charge. 
 
    Men should do as they are told. 
 
    Women should dress their men in female apparel. 
 
    Men should just shut up and submit. 
 
    Jack shook his head. What the heck had his wife been getting into? 
 
    He heard the shower turn off and the shower door open and close. His wife would be rubbing her fantastic body with a towel. 
 
    He groaned. His cock was throbbing ferociously. He could imagine those firm, perky, tits. He had just been sucking on them, feeling them. 
 
    And her vagina, after two weeks of him not being around it, had been so moist and velvety. 
 
    The door opened and Tina stepped into the bedroom. She saw the book in his hand and grinned. “Now you know.” 
 
    She went into her closet and picked out clothes. 
 
    He went to the door of her closet and stared at her. “This is ridiculous.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “What do you know?” He was confused. Her answer hadn’t been quite right for his statement. Something was off. 
 
    She turned to him, slipping into a sweatshirt that said ‘Marines’ on it. She had been a Marine, and she was proud of it. She was still in the reserves. 
 
    “I know that you are like all the guys I served with. You want to throw me down, ejaculate your mess in me, then move on. No love, no tenderness, you’re just a guy.” 
 
    “That’s not true!” 
 
    “But that’s all changing.” 
 
    “Look, honey, I’ve been gone for two weeks. I haven’t had any sex that whole time. I’m a true blue hubbie that loves you and respects you.” 
 
    “You do now,” she interjected. 
 
    That stopped him. He couldn’t figure this out, he wasn’t on the same page with his wife. 
 
    She stepped into a pair of running shorts and faced him. “From now on sex is a reward you earn, not something you take and forget about. From now on you treat me like your commanding officer. Nothing but respect. You do that and I’ll consider letting you have an orgasm.” 
 
    He shook his head. “I’ll just jack off.” 
 
    “Then I’ll get you a chastity tube.” 
 
    “I won’t put it on.” 
 
    “I can make you.” 
 
    And that was the truth. 
 
    She had studied martial arts in high school and college. She trained in MMA. She did cross fit. If she decided she was going to make him do something…then she could. 
 
    The sad fact was that though Jack was a healthy, intelligent male, she could kick his ass. 
 
    “Now, you have two choices here…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You can head for the gym with me, tighten up your gluts and act like a man. Or you can sit here and whine like a bitch.” 
 
    Jack was feeling a bit peevish now. His frustration was working in him, and he snapped. “I’ll be the bitch.” 
 
    She smiled as she tied her athletic shoes. “Fine with me. But I will be less likely to make demands of a real man. I will be more likely to treat you like a bitch if you act like one.” 
 
    She walked out of the closet, moving him aside, and headed for the front door. 
 
    Jack followed along. “Don’t you think we should talk about this like rational adults? You know it’s not fair to just lay down the law, to treat me like some second class citizen.” 
 
    She turned to him, spun on him, and gripped his cock. “Now you listen to me. I am not a weak woman, and you knew that when we married. For the last two years I have watched you suck beer and eat potato chips and lay on your fat ass and watch games on TV. If you want to do that…fine. I can’t make you be a man. But if you change your mind and decide you want to grow up…I’ll help you. If you don’t change, however, all the things I read in those books are going to happen to you.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    She was squeezing his cock and lifting it, causing him to be up on his tip toes. She spoke right into his face. “There’s only room for one man in this marriage, honey. And if you aren’t going to be it…then it’s going to be me. You understand that?” 
 
    His face was turning a little red now. It wasn’t the lifting, it was the squeezing. 
 
    She reached under his cock and grabbed his balls and squeezed them. She hissed fiercely, “Do you understand that?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    She let him go, turned and left the house. 
 
    He could see her through the front door window, marching down the path in a military manner. 
 
    He leaned against a wall, held himself up, and listened. She wasn’t taking the car. It was only a couple of miles to the gym, and she would warm up with a short run through the streets. 
 
    He turned and staggered back to the bedroom. 
 
    For a moment, a brief moment, he thought about hoping into the car and following her. But that thought faded. He was just back from a road trip and he was looking forward to a little relaxation. 
 
    A little sex, too, but that wasn’t going to happen. 
 
    He entered the bathroom and took a shower. A cold one. It didn’t seem to help, his cock was just as hard as ever. 
 
    In fact, it seemed harder. 
 
    The sad truth, he liked it when she bullied him. That made him hornier than ever. 
 
    But…he wasn’t going to jump up and sweat his brains out just because she got some stupid ideas out of a book. 
 
    He turned the water hot. Fuck this cold shower bit. He was a man. No matter what silliness she said, he was the man here, and he needed to get off. 
 
    He began stroking himself. He leaned back against the tiled wall and let the water sluice over him, strike his penis, and his hand began to blur. 
 
    Oh, yeah. Fuck that bitch. She wasn’t going to do this to him. He had needs. 
 
    He lifted a hand and rubbed a nipple. 
 
    Oh, yeah. That felt so good. 
 
    Then he reached behind himself and rubbed his brown spot. 
 
    Oh, yeah. That was what he needed, and his white sperm joined the drizzle of cleansing water as it circled the drain and disappeared. 
 
      
 
    Tina jogged down the street. She loved exercising. What good was a body unless you made it healthy and strong? 
 
    As she ran she thought about Jack. 
 
    She didn’t mind pushing him around, he was a bit lazy. 
 
    Oh, he made good money. He had his own internet business, and he had lots of free time. 
 
    So why shouldn’t he exercise? Why shouldn’t he be healthy? Like her? 
 
    But instead he wanted to drink beer and watch TV. What a waste. 
 
    She turned into the parking lot and headed for the lit up gym. She could see men and women riding on stationary bikes, walking on treadmills. Behind them were the shapes of the weightlifters. 
 
    She smiled. Tonight was building strength. Tomorrow was MMA. Then strength again. She alternated her favorites through the week, then rested on Sunday. 
 
    Suddenly she stopped. Just stopped and blinked and wondered…wondered…and she got it. Her intuition, she was quite connected to her husband…he had jacked off. 
 
    After she had told him specifically not to. 
 
    Well, she was going to have to deal with this. If he was squirting his seed around indiscriminately she would have to stop him. And that meant she would have to get him a chastity device, and make him wear it. 
 
    Then she smiled, and realized that she liked the idea. All the discipline she had built up through martial arts, Marine corp training,  and her healthy lifestyle, it made her like the idea of taking control, of caging his desires and making him behave. 
 
    She greeted the people behind the desk and headed for the weights. 
 
    People smiled at her, gave her a fist bump, and she reached the machines. 
 
    Most weightlifters liked free weights, but she liked the machines. It was just efficient to move a peg on a machine rather than adjust slabs of iron. 
 
    “Hey, Tina!” Big Roscoe Tanner stood up. He was a brawny, black men with muscles on his muscles. He moved to the back of the machine. “How much you want.” 
 
    “Hundred pounds, and thanks.” 
 
    “Nada.” He moved the peg on the stack of weights. He lifted 140 on this machine, good for a guy, but 100 was great for a girl. He waved to her, and headed over to the free weights. 
 
    Tina lay down and started pushing iron. A hundred pounds wasn’t much. But it was enough to enable her to move a man around. A man like her husband. 
 
    Frowning, focusing, she made her muscles work and considered what she was going to have to do with Jack. 
 
      
 
    Tina returned home three hours later. Every muscle had been worked and she had that great feeling that endorphins give. 
 
    She trotted up the street, then walked the last block to her home. All the lights were on and she frowned. 
 
    She walked in and heard the TV blaring. 
 
    Of course. When Jack hadn’t shown up at the gym she figured he would be watching some game on TV. It was worse than that. 
 
    He had drunk a six pack and gone to sleep in front of the big screen. 
 
    He lay askew, snored like an elephant farting, and the house was a mess. 
 
    He was supposed to do the dishes, but they weren’t done. 
 
    He was supposed to do a little clean up, not done. 
 
    He was supposed to put his laundry in the garage. Not even do it, just put it there, but he hadn’t. 
 
    Tina made a growly sigh, turned off the TV, did a light pick up, and went to do the dishes. 
 
    It was his job, but she wasn’t going to let them sit in the sink all night. 
 
    She was just finishing when he came into the kitchen. 
 
    “Hey, I was going to do those.” 
 
    “Well, they’re done.” 
 
    He hugged her from the rear. She could feel his hard dick pressing between her buns. She put up with it. Heck, she loved him. Slob or not, no discipline or not, she had married him. 
 
    But she was going to have to do something about him. 
 
    “Well,” he yawned, letting go of her, “Time for bed.” 
 
    “Go ahead,” she said. “I’ll be along in a while. I’ve got some work on the computer.” 
 
    He nodded and shuffled off to bed. 
 
    She finished putting a couple of dishes away, then started the washing machine. She knew Jack had masturbated. He didn’t beg at all. Sure, he had a boner, but men always had boners. 
 
    The machine on, she walked to the computer room and started looking up chastity devices. 
 
    There were a lot of devices out there, but many of them were a joke. If a guy could get limp he could get out. Then he could jack off, and he even stood a chance of reinserting. 
 
    She found the piercings were pretty good, but she didn’t like the idea of putting holes in a perfectly good body. One infection and Jack might lose his dick. 
 
    She explored various metal devices, and some were quite good, but nothing made her happy, until she saw the ‘Prisoner of Lust 3D Printed Cock Cage with ball stretcher cock ring.’ 
 
    Most devices you could pull the dick up and out the top, but this one had an extension that pressed against the public area just enough…she thought it would do. It was good for a try, anyway. 
 
    She ordered the device, but kept looking. Now that she was looking at sex toys she was getting a lot of ideas. 
 
    After all, he would be locked up, and she didn’t want to have to unlock him every time she wanted to play with him. So she looked at butt plugs, vibrators, and she came across remote control devices. And this made her mouth water. 
 
    She could call him on the cell phone, inspect his dingus, and pleasure him, or punish him, from anywhere there was cell service. 
 
    She almost ordered a device, but she already had one. She figured that if he managed to circumvent the device, she could look at one of the app controlled devices. 
 
    She smiled. Give him enough rope… 
 
    Finally, yawning, she shut the computer down and headed for bed. 
 
    She frowned when she entered the bedroom. For a guy who was supposed to be horny he was snoring pretty loudly. 
 
    Oh, well. Chastity was on the way. 
 
      
 
    The next few days had an edge to them. 
 
    Jack had gotten off, but that had given him a secret. 
 
    And, Tina was feeling a little pissy. 
 
    On Thursday the device arrived, and Tina examined it closely. It looked secure. She thought it would work. so now how was she going to get it on him? 
 
    But she had a plan for that. 
 
    On Friday she made Jack’s favorite dinner. Rib eye and potatoes smothered in butter and grease. 
 
    He grinned and dug in, and Tina poured him a drink. 
 
    He are with gusto, and after a couple of drinks he smiled and said, “I sure am glad you’ve given up that female led crap.” 
 
    “Oh, I haven’t.” 
 
    He looked at her and grinned. She hadn’t done anything, he was starting to get horny again, and he was hoping to get a little. 
 
    Mmm,” he said, drinking another drink. 
 
    And another. 
 
    Now Jack was drunk. And drunk, as anybody who has over imbibed knows, is another word for stupid. 
 
    “Hey, Jack,” Tina had finished the dishes and entered the TV room. Jack was already sitting and working the remote. He glanced at her, “Yeah?” 
 
    “Let’s talk about this chastity device thing.” 
 
    “Nah.” 
 
    “You know,” she persisted, “There’s a good reason for a man to wear a chastity device.” 
 
    “Oh?” He was looking at the guide. Which game did he want to watch? 
 
    “Yes. It’s protection.” 
 
    “Yeah,” he said drunkenly. “Like rubbers.” 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    She took the remote out of his hand and reached for his groin. 
 
    He grinned and shifted so he was more accessible. 
 
    She unzipped his pants and his weenie appeared, stiff and rigid. 
 
    She grabbed just the head and smiled. “You see, you’re so handsome I need to protect your penis from other women.” 
 
    He grinned proudly. 
 
    As she rubbed the underside, which totally drove him wild and was his favorite of all her ministrations, she said, “Yes, I worry all the time that you might be untrue.” 
 
    “I would never,” he blurted, sliding a little to make it easier for her to rub him. 
 
    “Oh, honey. You’re a man! You’re telling me that if some beautiful woman came up and offered herself to you that you would say no?” 
 
    She arched her eyebrows in question.  “Honey, your pants would magically evaporate and you’d be deep down inside her. So, you see, you need your dick protected.” 
 
    He was curious. Gasping, but curious. “How would wearing a chastity device protect me? It would just stop me.” 
 
    “That’s right. It would stop you from being sued for divorce, from losing this house and the cars to me, from having to pay me alimony until i remarried, which, I assure you, if I was getting rich I would not do.” 
 
    He blinked. He was on the edge. She drew her hand back and stood up. “So you see, protection.” 
 
    She smiled and walked away. 
 
    Jack was twitching away, ready to squirt, trying to squirt, but…it was over. 
 
    He stood up, was dazed, and staggered towards the bedroom. 
 
    “Don’t jack off, honey,” Tina was waiting for him. “Don’t waste your seed like a little high school boy. Don’t disappoint me.” 
 
    “But…get me…off.” 
 
    “Oh, no! Not until you promise to wear this chastity tube,” she held up the little prison.  
 
    “I promise.” 
 
    He was so obviously insincere that she just laughed. 
 
    “No! I mean it!” 
 
    He sounded like he meant it. 
 
    She linked her arm in his and pulled him away from the bathroom. “Come along, let’s have a beer and discuss it.” 
 
    She lugged him to the kitchen, opened a beer for him and dragged him out to the patio. She pushed him down on a lounge and began taking off her clothes. 
 
    Jack perked up, sucked at his beer like a two year old sucking on a bottle of formula. 
 
    Tina removed her blouse and pants. In bra and panties she was even more gorgeous. Not being able to see all of her charms was killing him. 
 
    “Come on, honey.” 
 
    She had her own beer, and she sipped a sip and smiled. 
 
    She hefted one of her large boobs and said, “If I drink too much will these get bigger?” 
 
    Jack was gulping. His boner, he had never zipped up, was sticking out of his pants. He gulped his beer. 
 
    “I think they would,” she squeezed one of her tits, pointing it at Jack. “ Can you imagine how gross it would look if my titties were too big?” 
 
    She was speaking in a low, sensuous tone. 
 
    Jack finished his beer. 
 
    “Honey, you have to stop this.” 
 
    “Oh, let me get you another beer, then we’ll discuss this further.” 
 
    She took his empty bottle and headed in for the kitchen. 
 
    Jack sat back and groaned. Hell, hadn’t he just jerked off the day before? But her words, comparing him to a high school kid, had shamed him. He stared at his pulsing peter and managed not to grab it and stroke it until it spit. 
 
    In the kitchen Tina opened another beer. She poured half of it into the empty bottle, then pressed the cap back on the new, but only half full, bottle. She put it in the refrigerator. Then she reached into the liquor cabinet and brought down the bourbon. She started easy, only a quarter of the beer bottle. It would be strong enough, and it would get him started. 
 
    She sauntered back out to the patio and handed him his beer.  
 
    He looked askance at her, there was a quarter of the beer missing. 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    He sipped, and grinned. “Oh, baby. What are you doing to me?” 
 
    “I just thought we should take care of your penis.” 
 
    “You’re going to get me off?” 
 
    “Oh, no. But drinking makes it harder for your penis to squirt. I’m just trying to make sure you stay true to me. You do realize it’s cheating if you masturbate, if you waste your seed. That would be like screwing another woman. Without the woman, of course.” 
 
    “Oh, honey!” He took a big gulp. “You know I’d never cheat on you!” 
 
    “No, but that big peeny of yours might. But if you were wearing a little protection I wouldn’t have to worry. And just think how that would effect me. I would see that big penis all locked up and I would want to unlock it and have my way with it. Forbidden fruit. The stolen cookie always tastes better. And just think how good a cum would feel under those circumstances!”
He was thinking, and he was drinking, and she was carefully guiding him to a horny decision to lock up his cock. Sounds ludicrous, but…it was working. 
 
    A short while later she took his empty beer bottle in and brought out the other one, now a third full of bourbon. 
 
    He was getting drunk. He actually didn’t drink much, stuck to beer when he did, because he was an easy drunk. 
 
    “I don’t understand this protection thing,” he slurred. 
 
    “It’s simple,” she cooed. “We protect your big dick from any slut that grabs it and wants to suck it…like this.” She grabbed him and sucked, and now she was able to suck harder, longer. The booze was in his system, and the fact of that matter was that booze inhibited sexual drive. 
 
    Oh, he was still getting horny. Hornier. But it was all in his drunken mind. He thought he could whip it out and stroke it off with a few strokes. In fact, Tina licked and sucked, and squeezed his balls, and it all felt good, but…he was further away from cumming than closer. 
 
    But he thought he was closer, more studly, ready to squirt. That’s the effects of booze on a man. 
 
    “And just think, a month in your little cage and you’ll be ready to cum like King Kong. And your dick will probably be that big!” 
 
    “Big and hairy,” he muttered happily. 
 
    “Big and hair and black.” 
 
    Jack blinked. “Black?” 
 
    “Well, you don’t think I could wait for this big dong of yours, do you?” 
 
    “But you could just unlock me?” 
 
    “Sure, I could, but we have to protect you.” 
 
    “From all those cum hungry sluts,” he grinned. 
 
    “Exactly. But we don’t have to protect me, and I would have to beg strangers on the street for an orgasm.” 
 
    He laughed, spurting a bit of his half and half boilermaker down his front. 
 
    “Just think, me being so horny I would go up to strangers on the streets, ‘Please, sir…could you give me the tip of your cock? I really need to cum!” 
 
    It was stupid, but it was funny, especially the way she was saying it. And, interestingly, it was making him hornier. 
 
    Why would the idea of his wife spreading her legs for a stranger turn him on? 
 
    He didn’t know, and didn’t ask. He just enjoyed. 
 
    She didn’t know, but she grabbed his cock and stroked it harder. She was getting wet down there, and she realized that in addition to keeping Jack from masturbating, she was going to have to do her own masturbating. 
 
    What a waste. A big dick like his for the asking, and she had to take matters into her own hands. 
 
    She got him another drink, another half and half, and went back to stroking him, and now she pulled out the stops. 
 
    “Just think of all the dick I could screw. I could screw Mexicans and blacks, Eskimos and Chinese. And I would be doing it all to protect you.” 
 
    How she got to that idea, of protecting him by screwing the races of the world, she didn’t know, and he was too drunk to know. But it worked. 
 
    His penis was drooling pre-cum steadily. 
 
    Yet he was now further away from cumming than ever. 
 
    “Oh, honey, fuck me!” he begged. 
 
    She just continued with her fantasizing. 
 
    I could invite men over and screw them in our bed. 
 
    “No!” Yet the surge of his cock said ‘yes.’ 
 
    And I could tie you up and hide you in the closet and make you watch.” 
 
    “What?” His eyes were red, blood shot, and he shook his head, but…his dick was saying yes. 
 
    “I know, just like in those Grace Mansfield novels. I could dress you up like a woman. I could make you wear female clothes, and I could get you vacation tits!” 
 
    “What are vacation tits?” 
 
    “Temporary tits. A doctor gives you injections and you have big boobers for a couple of months. And I could give you tits and dress you up and put lipstick on you, and I could make you eat me out when I get ready to go out. Then I could tie you up in the closet. I’d leave the door open an inch, or maybe just adjust the slats, and you could watch some big, huge buck undress me, suck on my tits.” 
 
    She was, in addition to rubbing his cock, rubbing her own mons. Pressing on it, feeling her clitoris through her panties. 
 
    “What?” he was slurring his words badly, but his mind was filled with these images she was describing. 
 
    “A big…hard…cock. Bigger even than yours. And it would squirt a gallon of semen.  Big, black, hair cock…with oodles of cum, all squirting in me, dripping from my snatch. Dripping, and I push that big buck away and I have him stand at the foot of the bed. I untie you and you rush across the room, throw me on the bed, and…and…eat me out!” 
 
    A moment. A frozen moment. And the orgasm shook her. He wasn’t in her, she was just rubbing herself, but the fantasy was too strong. 
 
    The orgasm made her eyes roll up momentarily. Her toes curled in the rug. Her breasts were heaving. She couldn’t think, and her body jerked and twitched. It was truly the best cum of her life. 
 
    Jack sat there, watched this massive orgasm roll through her, and didn’t understand. He was too drunk to understand that his wife had just had a truly stupendous orgasm. 
 
    He said, “Then what?” 
 
    She shook, her mind started working again, and there was a new power in her voice, a confidence and certainty. 
 
    She put her hands on his knees, holding herself up as she regained her strength, and enabling her to lean into his face. “Jack.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Stay here.” 
 
    She stood up, weak and wavering. She went into the house and got their good video camera out. She set it up on the tripod, and he watched as she focused it and started it. 
 
    She came back and sat in front of him, the camera now rolling.  
 
    “Okay, Jack. I want you to beg me to put you in chastity.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Enough of the bullshit. You want it…I want it…and you better start begging me.” 
 
    Her attitude had shifted. She wasn’t asking, she was demanding, and his personality was now booze soaked, which meant that he had very little ability to resist. 
 
    “Beg me, Jack. Beg me or else.” 
 
    He sat there for a long, bleary, booze soaked moment, then: “Please, Tina. Please put me in chastity. I’ll do anything you want.” 
 
    And she worked him, repeated fantasies, stroked him, and…and it was perfect. In the end she had a half hour of him begging to be chastised, and it sounded like it was his own idea. 
 
    And she still didn’t let him cum.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    “You’ve got to get me off!” Jack begged. 
 
    Tina stood in front of the mirror and inspected herself. She was Marine perfect, her long hair tucked up under her hat, her buttons polished and her shoes spit shined. The row of medals over her left breast was impressive. 
 
    “Oh, honey, it’s only two weeks.” 
 
    “Yeah, but it’s been three months since you locked me up. Three months of no cumming. I can’t even get a boner!” 
 
    Tina turned around and smiled. Jack was sitting on the bed, naked, looking down at his caged cock. 
 
    “But, honey, I can’t go to a training cycle with cum dripping out of me!” She was laughing on the inside, commiserating on the outside. 
 
    “Yeah, but…but…” 
 
    She came and stood in front of him. His cock, as usual was struggling, trying to grow erect, and failing miserably. 
 
    He looked up at her. 
 
    She lifted her military skirt and said, “Pull down my panties. Eat me. If you get me off within five minutes I’ll let you out.” 
 
    “Really?” His hands were darting for her panties. 
 
    The next five minutes were a study in frustration for poor Jack. First, he couldn’t get his head into the proper angle. Then, when she finally took mercy and pushed him back on the bed and knee walked to sit on his face, it was too late. 
 
    “That’s five minutes, honey. Now, hurry up.” 
 
    He groaned. He had failed, and that meant she was going to get off on his mouth and leave him high and dry. 
 
    A moment later she grunted and squeezed her thighs over his face. She fell forward and caught herself on here hands. She held that position for a long moment, her breath heaving, her ample chest right over his mouth. 
 
    All covered up with uniform and medals and no access. 
 
    He moaned, and his cock tried to do something…anything. 
 
    Chuckling, Tina backed off him, straightened her panties and skirt, then said, “Carry my luggage, private.” 
 
    Her luggage consisted of a duffel bag. Even though she would only be gone two weeks, this reserve program demanded full uniform and kit. 
 
    Quickly, he didn’t want her to get upset, she had been pretty brutal this last couple of months, Jack got dressed and picked up her duffel. He followed her out to the car and put the bag into the truck. 
 
    She turned to him, smiling, enjoying his sexual misery. Misery which it looked like he might actually be liking. 
 
    “Now, honey, I expect you to keep the kitchen clean, do the lawn regularly and…” she stopped. 
 
    He was staring at her with his usual puppy dog eyes. 
 
    “I know!” she snapped her fingers. “I’ll expect you to send me cell pics every day.” 
 
    “But, honey!” he protested. 
 
    “Don’t ‘but’ me! But I’ll tell you what. You prove to me that the house is being properly kept up and I’ll send you orders.” 
 
    “Orders?” 
 
    “I’m a Marine. I send orders. I don’t beg or grovel. And I expect my orders to be carried out.” 
 
    There wasn’t much he could say to that, but he tried. “Honey, ever since you locked me up you’ve been changing.” 
 
    “Changing?” 
 
    “Yes. You’re more demanding. You act like I’m just a soldier you can push around.” 
 
    She moved closer to him, drove him crazy with her innocent appearing blues, let him smell her hair. “Honey, I hate to say it, but when the Marines called for a few good men…you missed the boat.” 
 
    “Well, you don’t have to act so manly! I mean…a guy’s got to squirt!” 
 
    Her hand was bumping the front of his pants. The neighbors couldn’t see, but it was making him weak at the knees. 
 
    She started to say something, something clever, a comeback, then she stopped. Little things were popping in her mind. She was putting pieces together and coming up with the big picture. 
 
    “What?” he asked. 
 
    “Just something I’m thinking…never mind.” She smiled and kissed him, gently so as not to mess up her regulation make up. “Just remember to follow my instructions when I text them. You do that and I guarantee I’ll make you happy.” 
 
    He nodded, looked sad, but his cock was wiggling away. She got into the car, waved, and drove away. 
 
    Jack walked back into the house. His balls were aching and his dick was dripping in its cage. He sighed, and wanted to break the stupid chastity device off, but, instead, he went into the kitchen and began cleaning the dishes. 
 
      
 
    Tina had a couple of hours of driving, and that meant a couple of hours to think, and, baby, did she think. 
 
    Her thoughts were running like a chain of dominos, falling, click…click…click. 
 
    It had started with her remark…’when the Marines called for a few good men…you missed the boat.’ 
 
    She had joined the Marines…she, a woman, had joined with a few good men. 
 
    And, she acted like it. 
 
    Oh, she was woman through and through, but she was also in charge of her marriage. Especially since she had put Jack in chastity. 
 
    When she had put Jack in chastity he had changed. He was always soft, a bit undisciplined, but now he was more than soft. He watched her with begging eyes, and he was so happy to do anything she asked. 
 
    He was more like a housewife than a man. 
 
    And she knew that she had changed, too. Being in charge of his sex had given her more power than she had entered the marriage with. She liked being in charge. She was more disciplined than him, she saw more things than him—especially now—and…she liked being the officer to his simpering recruit. 
 
    All the way to the training camp she thought about this. 
 
    She thought about when she had first put him in chastity, how she had given him a fantasy, poured it all over him, and how he had reacted. She had never seen him so horny, and when she wanted a little bit more out of him she would threaten to go fuck a few men, to make him watch, to make him clean her up afterwards. 
 
    He had hopped to with a vengeance. 
 
    He said he didn’t like it, but the way he followed her commands, the way he looked at her… Heck, the way his dick dripped told her that she was uncovering his secret fantasies. 
 
    He was not an alpha dog. She was. Heck, she was more than an alpha dog, she was an alpha bitch, and the females are always the more vicious of the species. 
 
    She smiled, and showed her identity card to the gate guard. She was saluted and passed through, and she drove to the barracks reserved for reserve training. 
 
    Two weeks a year, and monthly get togethers at the local vets hall. And if she wanted rank she could ask for more duty. 
 
    Maybe a couple of weeks every three months. 
 
    Hanging with her Marines and having a good time. 
 
    And he would be at home, cleaning and cooking and acting like the dutiful housewife. 
 
    Dutiful. That was the word. If he wasn’t one of the few good men, this was one way she could help him appreciate duty, and what it meant to be committed. 
 
    She parked her car, took out her duffel, and smiled. 
 
    Jack had struggled to carry her bag, she tossed it over her shoulder like it was yesterday’s panties. 
 
    “Hey! Captain! Good to see you!” 
 
    Greetings came quickly and the men and women were happy to see her. She was highly considered in her company. 
 
    She returned greetings, gave a few fist bumps and high fives, and went to her room. As an officer she shared a room with another officer. She picked a bed, threw her duffel on the bed and headed for company headquarters. 
 
      
 
    At home Jack was working. He was so horny, and now he didn’t even have anybody to talk to. All he had was silence, or he could work. 
 
    And since work tended to distract him from his horniness, he worked. 
 
    He cleaned the kitchen, all the cupboards, the wine glasses they never used, took apart the toaster and cleaned it out. He washed the towels and scrubbed the area above the cupboards. He couldn't get his hand in there, but he used a stick and did the best he could. 
 
    And all the time his cock was working, trying to get hard, reminding him of how horny he was. 
 
    He waited for a text. He wanted a text. He wanted his wife to send him a message, even if it was to tease him and make fun of his frustrations. 
 
    But, no text, and he continued working. 
 
      
 
    Setting up the training cycle required a lot of work, and Tina was threw herself into the activity. Rolls were made, training exercises were discussed and trainers were assigned. Sergeants were liaised with and orders were issued, and the thing was coming together wonderfully. 
 
    Tina found herself paired with a tall Captain of the male persuasion. they both wore green, so this was not a problem. She was aware, however, of the tall Captain Randolph being one of the hunkiest men she had ever had the pleasure to set eyes upon. 
 
    And she often felt his eyes doing an inspection of her own trim form, with especial appreciation for her military grade boobs. 
 
    It made her smile. 
 
      
 
    Jack finished cleaning. Everything. 
 
    He was exhausted, and even hornier. And, being weak and undisciplined, he broke. He collected a beer from the fridge and went into the computer room. 
 
    He and Tina had discussed this. Porn wasn’t a manly activity. It was for weak perverts who had no self control. 
 
    He sat down, knowing that he was weak and had no self control. 
 
    Once, he had thought he had self control, but that illusion had ended when she had locked him up. Now he knew he was lacking. 
 
    And he needed a beer and a little porn. 
 
    A lot of porn. 
 
    He sat in the swivel, typed in ‘best porn in the world!’ 
 
    And the world opened up for him. 
 
      
 
    Tina finished the day late. It was nearly eleven when she returned to her room. She wasn’t tired, she was energized. If anything, she wanted to work more. 
 
    “Captain Tina!” yelped Captain Charlotte Lancing. 
 
    Charlotte was a packed and stacked bundle of efficiency and high ratings.  
 
    The two women hugged, and sat to chat. They hadn’t seen each other for months, and they talked about the Marines, the men, and how their ives were going. 
 
    Soon they were in ‘jamas and sipping cold beers. 
 
    For an hour they laughed and made fun of the world, then Charlotte asked, “And how’s the hubby?” 
 
    Tina sighed. “He’s no Marine, that’s for sure.” 
 
    “No man is. I’ll tell you, there is a huge difference between a Marine and those milk toasts that think they are—oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to make an insult out of…I didn’t mean your husband.” 
 
    Tina waved a hand. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it.” 
 
    Tina looked around, as if to make sure nobody was listening, then leaned forward. “I’ve got my husband in chastity.” 
 
    Charlotte’s eyes went wide. “Really?” 
 
    “Really and truly. He just had no discipline, and…I decided to give him some.” 
 
    Charlotte giggled. “Isn’t it funny how chastity can make a man out of a boy?” 
 
    “Don’t tell the general,” giggled Tina. then she sobered, “but there’s a problem.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “Chastity hasn’t made him more disciplined. It’s made him more amenable to my control, what he calls ‘orders,’ and, in fact, he has some kinky fantasies. 
 
    “Like what?” Charlotte was fascinated. 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know.” 
 
    “Come on, girlfriend, out with it. Is he turning gay or something?” 
 
    Tina was silent. 
 
    “He is!” Charlotte gushed. 
 
    “No…no. But, okay, just between us.” 
 
    “Absolutely,” Charlotte leaned forward. “Say it in code.” 
 
    Tina smiled. “Well, and this isn’t always him, sometimes it’s me, but…he gets really excited when I say certain things.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Like, I told him that when the Marines asked for a few good men he missed the boat.” 
 
    Charlotte was blank. 
 
    “Don’t you get it?” 
 
    She shook her head. 
 
    “I joined the Marines, I’m one of the few, good men. And what does that make him.” 
 
    Dawn in Charlotte’s eyes. “A woman.” 
 
    “And when I mention this, or just hint at it, he gets super excited. His cock drips and he shivers. 
 
    “So he’s not an alpha dog.” 
 
    “No. And I think he might be a beta bitch. Do you think my hubby wants to be a woman?” 
 
    Charlotte sat back and mused. 
 
    Then Tina snapped her fingers. “I’ve got to find out.” 
 
    “How you going to do that?” 
 
    For answer Tina picked up her phone and began tapping. 
 
    “I told him I want him to clean the house. He’s supposed to send me pictures.” 
 
     
 
    Jack was staring at ‘Lady boys’ on Findtubes. He was looking at flat chests, or at least small titties, and large cocks. He was holding his chastity cage and perspiring. His cock was trying to grow so hard it hurt. 
 
    DING! 
 
    He looked around, tried to throw off his drunkenness, and found found his phone. 
 
    ‘Send pics!’ 
 
    He muttered. An order from on high. He had forgotten about that. 
 
    He ran into the kitchen and snapped a pic, then out to the living room, then the bedroom. He clicked pics and sent them as fast as he could. 
 
      
 
    In the barracks Tina and Charlotte stared at the immaculate cleaning job Jack had done. Everything sparkled,               everything was in its place. And when Jack sent them a picture of the clean toaster’s inside, they stared at each other and began guffawing. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” blurted Charlotte. “He’s pussy whipped!” 
 
    “Chastity whipped,” smirked Tina. 
 
    Then Charlotte asked the question that would change Tina’s life forever. “So how are you going to reward him for being a good boy.” 
 
    Tina’s mind clicked. She was the man. He was the housewife. She was disciplined, out there and making the world safe for freedom. He was sitting in a house and focusing on his cock. 
 
    His poor, trapped, dripping cock. 
 
    He wasn’t a man. That was the moment that Tina stopped thinking of him as such. 
 
    “What?” asked Charlotte, intuiting that Tina was undergoing some heavy mental adjustments. 
 
    Tina stared at her friend, the phone held loosely in her hand. She said, “He’s a woman.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “So I’m going to make him one.” 
 
    Charlotte’s mouth opened slightly. “You’re what?” 
 
    “Watch.” Tina tapped on the cell. She sent a message, then turned the phone to her friend. 
 
     
 
    Good girl. 
 
    Go put on my panties and bra. 
 
    You must wear them 24 hours. 
 
    Send pic. 
 
      
 
    Charlotte’s really opened now. She couldn’t believe it. 
 
    Yet…it made sense. From what Tina had told her…this was a solution. 
 
    The girls were silent then, just looking at each other, and waiting. 
 
      
 
    Jack stared at the message. Put on panties and a bra. She had called him a girl.  
 
    His mind was stupefied. 
 
    He was suddenly aware of his body. Sweating. The hair on the beck of his neck, his ‘hackles,’ rising. 
 
    Did she really mean it?” 
 
    But there it was. Black and white digital print. 
 
    And she wanted a picture. 
 
    He stood up and went to the bedroom. He staggered a little, he had had that much beer, but he didn’t fall. 
 
    He went to her dresser and opened the top drawer. There were panties on one side, her bras on the other. They were rolled tight, like they would be in a military locker. He had once chuckled at her mania for neatness, but he wasn’t chuckling now. 
 
    His phone dinged and he looked at it. 
 
     
 
    Acknowledge. 
 
      
 
    He typed in, 
 
      
 
    Okay. 
 
      
 
    He picked out a pair of panties. Plain, white, and he stepped into them. 
 
    They slid up his legs and encased his chastity tube. Oddly, the panties fit better with his package all packaged. No dangly parts slipping out the sides. 
 
    It took him a moment to get the bra on. It was…strange. But he managed it. He went to the full length mirror on the back of the bathroom door and took a picture. 
 
    He actually looked a bit feminine. He wore his hair long, he was slender. the whiteness of the bra and panties against his skin…he definitely looked feminine. 
 
    He sent the pic. 
 
      
 
    At the camp Tina and Charlotte stared at the picture. 
 
    Even though Tina knew he would comply, she was stunned. 
 
    “He looks like a girl.” 
 
    Tina nodded. “I have to admit it.” 
 
    “Just have him brush out his hair, do his nails…he’d make a perfect girl.” 
 
    “I know.” Tina was nibbling on a red nail and thinking. 
 
    Her husband made abetter woman than a man. 
 
    And she made a better man than a woman. 
 
    “What am I doing?” she asked. 
 
    “Whatever you want,” returned Charlotte, staring at the picture. 
 
    That was true. But what did she want? Did she want her husband to turn into a woman? Or, to be specific, did she want to turn him into a woman? 
 
    And, being honest, she liked it. She liked the way he stood, his body seemed to adapt to a more feminine posture. 
 
    “Make him do something else.” 
 
    “Not tonight,” answered Tina. I have to think about this.” 
 
    “Think…stink. You’ve got a live one here. Don’t wait for the target to leave before you shoot.” 
 
    Tina turned to her friend. 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry. I’m going to carry through. But I have to make a plan. I have to develop a strategy.” 
 
    The two women were breathing heavily, excited, and Charlotte nodded. 
 
    “Okay. But I’m in on this. I tell ya, I have never been this hot in my life!” 
 
    Then the girls started laughing, giggling, and it was obvious that both of them were feeling hot. 
 
    Especially when Charlotte leaned forward and planted a kiss right on Tina’s lips. 
 
    Tina lurched back, shocked, and licked her lips reflexively. 
 
    “Sorry,” said Charlotte. 
 
    But Tina leaned forward, “Make me more sorry.” 
 
    The two women embraced, their hands slid up over breasts, and they leaned back on the bunk. 
 
    For a long minute they explored each other’s mouths and bodies, then their clothes were gone and they grew more intense. They ended up sixty-nining, their fingers deeply immersed in each others pussies, and they had to bite down on their orgasms. they didn’t want everybody in the barracks to hear them cumming. 
 
      
 
    The next day Jack woke early. He was tired, still high from all the beer he had consumed, and he had slept in his bra and panties. 
 
    It was weird, a weird sensation. His chest was in harness. The bra was a bit tight. And he wanted boobs.  
 
    He wanted something to fill up the slack cups. 
 
    Seeing himself in the mirror, last night drunk and this morning relatively sober, had turned him on. 
 
    He looked down at his cock, then ran for the bathroom. 
 
    There are boners, and there is morning wood. 
 
    A good, long pee, all that recycled beer, and he was okay. 
 
    He walked back into the bedroom and considered himself. 
 
    He was wearing women’s underwear, and he had to figure that out. 
 
    He was a man, dammit! 
 
    But he was dressed like a woman. 
 
    He pulled on shorts and a tee shirt. 
 
    His bra was visible, and he stared at the strap lines on his shoulders and the way the cups were emphasized by the tightness of his tee shirt. 
 
    He had to hide his bra. 
 
    He took off the tee shirt and put on a sweat shirt. 
 
    That pretty well did it. If he stretched a certain way his bra was visible, but just standing in position…he was fine. Nothing showed. 
 
    He went out to the kitchen. It didn’t need cleaning, but he had a feeling he was going to be cleaning it anyway. His cock was so active down there, and he had to try and distract himself. 
 
    He made himself breakfast, groaning and pressing down on his cage. It just made it worse. 
 
    So he cleaned the kitchen, and kept cleaning. 
 
    And cleaning and cleaning. 
 
    And, once again, he broke. 
 
    He was cleaning the computer room, reaching behind the tower and cleaning the wires off, when he turned on the computer. 
 
    And sat. And pulled up porn. 
 
    then he jumped up and ran for the kitchen. He needed beer. 
 
    And he realized that he was going to go have to buy some more. 
 
    But first he had to drink what he had. 
 
    So he typed in ‘best porn in the galaxy.’ 
 
    Pretty much the same as best porn in the world. A few different sites, but…he began to surf. 
 
      
 
    Tina worked all day. Marines were showing up and they had to be settled in and put to work. With only two weeks to train in everything had to be quick and fast and efficient. 
 
    The barracks were scrubbed, and in the afternoon a short field drill was conducted. Then, while the men were eating dinner, the officers went over the drill, evaluating where the drill worked and where it didn’t and what would build the men up. 
 
    Tina headed for a quick bite. She and Charlotte were sitting, ready to discuss the plans they had considered during the day. Then Captain Randolph asked if he could sit. 
 
    They smiled and he took a seat, and the conversation changed. Captain Randolph was not just handsome, he was a quick wit. He had the girls laughing as he told salty jokes, and the dinner ended up taking longer than they had planned. 
 
    As they walked back to the barracks, Charlotte said, “I’ve got to fuck that man.” 
 
    Tina smiled. It burst out of her. “Not if I fuck him first.” 
 
    There was an aftermath to that statement. Tina wondered if she was serious. Where had that statement come from? Had she just responded to her friend’s quip? 
 
    Charlotte didn’t help. “Hey! You’re married! You get it regular.” 
 
    “Are you kidding? I haven’t had it since I locked Jack up.” 
 
    Charlotte almost said something, something like ‘Well, that’s your fault,’ but she didn’t. She didn’t want to jinx their little play with Jack. 
 
    “Which brings us to Jack,” she muttered instead. 
 
    “Ah, yes. Mr. Jack.” 
 
    “Or…Miss Jack.” 
 
    Tina smiled ruefully. “Yes, Miss Jack. What kind of plans did you come up with?” 
 
    “Well, first we have to handle his body.” 
 
    “Yes. Now I figure…” 
 
    They entered the barracks and headed for their room. 
 
      
 
    After a long day of watching porn and drinking beer Jack was sitting at the computer, leaning back, snoring lustily. 
 
    DING! 
 
    He stirred, looked around, yawned, then realized that he should check his cell phone. He opened it and read… 
 
      
 
    Use the Nair in the medicine cabinet.  
 
    Get rid of all your hair below the neck. 
 
      
 
    Jack shook his head, not understanding, then understanding slowly seeped in. 
 
    He typed back, 
 
      
 
    Why? 
 
      
 
    And the return message, 
 
      
 
    If you don’t then you’ll never cum again. 
 
      
 
    Jack stood up. He walked unsteadily through the house. He was confused, but he knew he better follow the instructions. Besides, what did it matter? So he had no hair? No crime in that! 
 
    He found the bottle and undressed and covered his flesh. He was standing, immersed in the solution, reading the instructions again, and his skin turned hot. 
 
    “What the fuck?” 
 
    Then he realized he had fallen asleep on his feet. He jumped into the shower and took it as cold as he could. 
 
    Fortunately, he wasn’t harmed, he had caught it in time, but he was bald as a baby’s ass. 
 
    He stared at himself in the mirror. He was fascinated by how red his eyes were. 
 
    He walked back to the computer room, got his cell phone and returned to the bathroom and took a selfie. 
 
      
 
    In the barracks Tina and Charlotte were laughing hysterically. He looked like a woman, in a way, but he also looked stupid. Dumfounded. 
 
    “He’s been drinking,” commented Tina. “He can’t hold his liquor.” 
 
    Suddenly the door to their room opened. It was Leslie Van Houghton. She was a lieutenant from Tina’s town. “What’s going on? I heard you laughing down the hallway.” 
 
    “Look at this!” Charlotte handed Leslie the phone, and Tina grabbed for it. 
 
    “Oh, sorry, maybe I shouldn’t be showing him?” 
 
    Tina shrugged. “Oh, heck. Why not?” 
 
    “Is this your husband?” Leslie’s mouth was slightly open in surprise. 
 
    “Yep. My girly man hubby.” 
 
    There followed a short conversation while they brought the lieutenant up to date. 
 
    “So you’re going to make him into a woman?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Wow. Well, I’m in on it. What can I do to help?” 
 
    “Not much. Hand me the phone and I’ll give him another order.” 
 
    The phone was handed back and Tina typed, 
 
      
 
    Paint your toenails with the red polish on my vanity. 
 
      
 
    The girls laughed. 
 
      
 
    At home Jack searched for the toe nail polish. His sight was blurry, but he found it. He sat down and began painting his nails. His hand wasn’t very steady, and he did a terrible job. 
 
    He looked down at the mess. He had polish on his skin, it had dripped on the little rug under the vanity, but Tina had bought that specifically for such accidents. 
 
      
 
    The girls stared at the close up of Jack’s toenails. 
 
    “Oh, Lord,” whispered Charlotte. 
 
    Leslie said, “He’s still a man.” 
 
    “What are we going to do with that?” 
 
    Leslie said, “I’ll call my sister. She can go over there tomorrow and repair him. 
 
    The other two officers looked at her. 
 
    “Of course, he might not be amenable to somebody coming and doing his toes.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about that,” said Tina. “I’ve got a plain.” 
 
    “For right now,” murmured Charlotte, “Let’s just give him some falsies, paint his lips, and have him wear a peignoir.” 
 
    So it was agreed. 
 
      
 
    Jack stared at the text. 
 
      
 
    Make a couple of condom water balloons. 
 
    Put them in your bra. 
 
    Paint your lips with my red lipstick. 
 
    Wear the peignoir in my closet. 
 
      
 
    He stared at the message. He was drunk. He didn’t know what he was doing. But he did know that the texts were having a drastic effect on his peeny. 
 
    His cock was pushing on the tube, stretching his balls, and…he wanted to cum. 
 
    But, and here was the strange thing, he was suddenly enjoying the situation his penis was in. 
 
    For weeks he had been fighting it, but now, drunk, out of his mind, he was enjoying it. 
 
    It hurt, but the hurt was turning good. It hurt in a good way. 
 
    He went to his dresser and got out a couple of condoms. He went to the garage because the faucet was good for making water balloons. He filled the condoms until they were super large, then tied them off and put them in his bra. 
 
    The bra wasn’t big enough for his condoms, they bulged over the edge and threatened to fall out. 
 
    Curiously, Jack didn’t think his boobs were too big, he thought the bra was too small. 
 
    He liked having big boobs. 
 
    Boobs in,  found the lipstick and rolled it onto his lips. The red color made his lips puff out a bit, and he didn’t realize that they had a built in plumper. 
 
    That was fine. 
 
    He liked it. 
 
    He was drunk, but there was a faint hint of sobriety. It was like he was outside his body, calm, watching himself do all this. 
 
    He went to the closet and found the peignoir. He put it on, and in the. mirror the fakeness of the condoms was hidden and it looked like he had real tits under the fine cloth. 
 
    He sent a text. 
 
     
 
    The three women howled, and Leslie blurted, “Have him put on heels! Can he fit in your heels?” 
 
    “Sure. Unfortunately, he’s got small feet.” 
 
    More hysterical laughter, and commiserations to the giggling Tina. 
 
    She sent the text, and they settled in and waited for the response. 
 
    Two minutes later the text came. 
 
    Jack had not only put on heels, he had brushed his hair out, curled it under and made a bouffant. 
 
    Now the women were silent. 
 
    Jack looked like a woman. 
 
    He was even pretty. 
 
    With a little work he could be beautiful! 
 
    “Oh, Lord,” whispered Charlotte.  
 
    “What have we done,” agreed Leslie. 
 
    “We’ve just gotten started, said Tina. 
 
    And it was true. 
 
    Each of the women was imagining Jack. They were seeing make up, and underthings, and dresses. They were thinking of his hair professionally done, his toes properly painted, long, red fingernails on his delicate hands. 
 
    They could see him walking down the street, butt swaying, big knockers knocking. 
 
    Tina could imagine walking into a restaurant, wearing her uniform, Jack on her arm, a vision of loveliness. 
 
    Leslie said, “That did it. I’m calling my sister now. If we’re going to do this then we have to do it right.” 
 
    Charlotte: “I know a doctor who’ll give him vacation boobs.” 
 
    And Tina pondered. She thought of his weenie, normally good-sized, but now locked up and tiny. 
 
    She thought of how lazy he was, and undisciplined. 
 
    She thought of how he looked now, and how happy it made her. 
 
    The truth was…she was wet down there. Her pussy was fucking dripping! 
 
    To have a man under her control, to sissify him, it was the most incredible, heady feeling in the universe. 
 
    Then she realized the other girls were looking at her. They had been talking, making plans, but it took her to give the go ahead. 
 
    She looked each girl in the eye, searched them for undue emotions, the desire to be mean or cruel. 
 
    Nope. They were Marines. 
 
    And if Jack couldn’t be one of the few good men…then he could one of the few good women. 
 
    “Okay, girls. Let’s write out a battle plan and get started. And let’s call this…’Operation Jack.’ 
 
    Leslie and Charlotte cheered, and a piece of paper was produced. 
 
    The three girls worked into the night on the plan to feminize Jack. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    END
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    The second in the series, this story breaks new ground. 
 
    Tina is at reserve training camp. She is sleeping with the deluctable Captain Charlotte, and the manly Captain Tom Randolph is being dangled before her. Can she resist the lure of his over-sized weenie? 
 
    Jack is at home, being transformed into a girl. He likes it, but being a weak man, he is having a hard time dealing with the changes to his life. 
 
    Filled with love and sex and good times…this is a heart pounding story of Marine love, and what it really means to be a man. 
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    Part One 
 
      
 
    Jack woke up. He was groggy, tired. He had been drinking too much beer, and…and the things his wife was making him do! 
 
    He sat up in bed. He was wearing a peignoir and bra and panties. Two big water filled condoms enhanced his chest, and his toes were painted.  
 
    His toes! 
 
    Tina was away at a Marine reserve training camp, and she had left him locked up in chastity. After teasing him for months! 
 
    He looked down at his poor cock. It was locked up and weeping little drools of pre-cum. 
 
    Man, if he ever got out of this thing…but his wife had him on video, begging to be put in it, and she had threatened to show it to her friends, and his friends, and the whole damned Marine Corps! 
 
    He stood up, swayed a bit, then headed for the kitchen. 
 
    He ate a stack of pancakes, and that sure helped. 
 
    He went back to the bedroom. He was going to take off this silly stuff and get back to normal. And then he was going to see what he could do about getting out of chastity. 
 
    He took off the peignoir, tossed it aside, then…DING DONG!               
 
    What the…! Who would ring his doorbell at ten in the morning!? 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    He pulled the peignoir back on. Now he was irritated. It was bad enough that some fool had come to call, but to have that fool lean on the door bell like that! 
 
    Then he realized how silly he looked in the peignoir. 
 
    Last night, drunk, he had thought he looked sexy. But in the dawn he no longer felt that way. 
 
    He reached into his closet and grabbed his old, tattered robe. He pulled it on as he walked down the hallway. 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    Son of a…! 
 
    He grabbed the door handle, swung the door back to yell, and froze. 
 
    A woman, quite good looking, stepped into the house. 
 
    “Hey!” he tried. “Get out of here.” 
 
    “No thanks,” she chirped happily. “Your wife sent me. Nice lips, by the way. Your toes, however, yeck!” 
 
    Jack covered his mouth. He had forgotten that Tina had told him to put on lipstick. He was standing there, in front of this woman, whoever she was, wearing sexy lingerie and lipstick, and suddenly his face turned bright red. 
 
    “Get out!” he commanded from behind his cupped hand. 
 
    “Nonsense,” said the woman as she walked into the dining room. “I guess we can set up here.” 
 
    Jack closed the door. He was going to have to throw the woman out with force! 
 
    Well, he didn’t want to call the police, not the way he was, all dressed up and wearing lipstick. 
 
    “You have to leave!” 
 
    “No. I don’t. As I told you, your wife sent me. If you want to call her you may, but a text might be better right now. I understand she’s at some Marine reserve training camp or something. Anyway, my name is Terry, and I’m here to fix your nails, maybe improve some other things. And, believe me, you need some improvement.” 
 
    She had placed a bag on the dining table and now she stood with her hands on her hips and regarded him sadly. 
 
    “I don’t care what my wife said, you—“ 
 
    “Can I see it?” 
 
    “What?” His voice squeaked. He knew, automatically, what she was talking about. 
 
    “Your chastity device. I’ve heard so much about them, but I’ve never seen one. Your wife said you would show me.” 
 
    “I’m not going to show you…anything!” 
 
    He didn’t want to admit his cock was caught in a chastity tube. Even if it was! 
 
    “Well, okay. Maybe when we get you dressed. I brought some stuff in the car. You want to go get it for me?” 
 
    His mouth was open and he was shaking his head. 
 
    “Oh, I guess not. After all, to let somebody see you with such sloppy nails.  
 
    “Please!” he begged. “Please leave!” 
 
    “Nope. Sit down over here.” 
 
    Before Jack had been put in chastity he had considered himself a manly man. Now he didn’t know. His wife pushed him around, this girl was pushing him around, and he felt…emasculated. 
 
    “If you don’t sit down I’m going to have to call your wife.” 
 
    “Call her!” 
 
    Terry sighed, reached into her bag and extracted her cell phone. She tapped a message. 
 
    “Okay. Give her a sec. I hate bothering her at work, and she’s probably quite busy.” 
 
    A minute passed. Terry stood there, smiling, humming. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Jack’s phone was in the kitchen. He ran in and picked it up. 
 
      
 
    Do exactly what Terry says or else! 
 
      
 
    He was panicked, but he wasn’t going to give in to this…this blackmail! 
 
    He typed, 
 
      
 
    No! 
 
     
 
    He walked back into the dining room and smirked at Terry. “See? Now you’d better get out. I mean now!” 
 
    “Let’s just wait and see what your wife has to say about your bad attitude.” 
 
    “What bad attitude! You home invade me and I kick you out! That’s not a bad attitude!” 
 
    Terry smiled and waited. 
 
    DING! 
 
      
 
    Look at Facebutt. 
 
      
 
    Jack blinked and shook his head. Facebutt? Why? What the heck… 
 
    He ran into the computer room. Terry followed him, and he suddenly realized that his computer was sleeping. She was standing behind him when he tapped a key and woke it up. 
 
    A screen full of porn. Women sucking dick. 
 
    “Nice,” said Terry. “So this is how you spend your time?” 
 
    Jack sailed into the swivel chair and tried to close the window, but when he did the window behind it showed. 
 
    Lesbians fisting lesbians. 
 
    “Oh, Lord, you’ve got it bad. You’re a pervert. A downright sicky pervert. 
 
    Frantic, Jack closed that window, and another one was right behind. 
 
    Lesbians fisting. 
 
    Window after window he closed, and Terry laughed as his previous night’s interests came up. 
 
    Trans people doing trans things to each other. 
 
    Amputee sex. 
 
    Horror Sex. 
 
    “Wow!” 
 
    And, finally, the last window closed. 
 
    His face redder than a spanked tomato, he called up Facebutt. 
 
    There, on the first page of his scroll, was a picture. Jack knew what picture it was. He had taken it the night before and sent it to Tina. 
 
    It was him, bra and panties and red lipstick. The peignoir hiding the fakes of his fakery and making it look like he had real boobs. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he whispered. 
 
    His face was blotted out, but…Tina could post the picture with his face not blotted. 
 
    “On, no.” 
 
    “Well, looks like we know who has the upper hand. Now let’s return the dining room. I have a lot to do, and you need to learn a lot of stuff. 
 
    Defeated, Jack stood up and followed Terry into the dining room. 
 
      
 
    Tina was trying to play it sly. She was head bent slightly, taking notes, and head raised slightly, listening to the lecture. 
 
    But she knew all about gallons of gas required for a tank to make it 500 miles. She knew the logistics for moving a squad, a company, a whole darned regiment. 
 
    What she didn’t know was what was in Captain Randolph’s pants. 
 
    He was wearing standard issue camo utilities. He was half turned and pointing at a white board. The military liking simplicity, he had drawn a picture of the various vehicles next to cans of gas. 
 
    “The real challenge is going to be the more unusual repair and maintenance vehicles,” he said. “Those will require…” 
 
    Blah…blah…blah. 
 
    The only thing that Tina noticed was the size of his shoes. They were big. 
 
    Across from Tina, Charlotte was also making notes. And she, too, was more concerned with the size of Captain Randolph’s shoes.  
 
    Tina drew a picture of a shoe on her notepad, then a series of round objects. She turned it slightly and Charlotte snickered. 
 
    How many balls to a dick. 
 
    The girls then took turns drawing bigger shoes and more balls. 
 
    As experts in logistics they were more interested in the relationship of sperm in the balls and the size of the cock. 
 
    “Any questions, please let me know.” Randolph looked at Major Cummings. “Thank you, Major, people.” And Captain Randolph sat down. 
 
    It was time for a break and Tina and Charlotte sat on a bench against the side of the headquarters building. 
 
    The day was beautiful. Perfect for Marines to go bumbling around in the woods. Tina leaned back against the building. 
 
    “Damn, did you see his package?” 
 
    “Those were size thirteen shoes if anything.” 
 
    Tina said, “I’d like to see how a size thirteen shoe fits.” 
 
    Charlotte returned with, “It probably wouldn’t fit, unless maybe the tongue did its job.” 
 
    The girls giggled, and Captain Randolph sauntered by. He gave them a smile and a salute and continued. 
 
    The girls saluted, and Charlotte sighed. “I heard he’s not married.” 
 
    “Not that marriage matters.” 
 
    “It wouldn’t matter with feet that big.” 
 
    The girls watched Randolph leave the company area. They watched his buns and imagined the strength of his glutes. 
 
      
 
    Jack sat in a dining room chair and watched as Terry colored his toe nails. She had cleaned his messy job up, and was showing him how to make nice, even strokes. 
 
    And she was glancing surreptitiously between his legs. 
 
    Jack’s robe had come apart and she could see his chastity tube.  
 
    The sight of his cock writhing and trying to push up was mesmerizing. She wondered how big his cock was out of the tube. 
 
    She knew her sister, Charlotte, who was a Marine, liked big cocks. And Jack was married to Charlotte’s friend and fellow Marine, Tina. So did Tina like big dongs? 
 
    If she did, why had she locked Jack up? 
 
    Maybe Jack was small?  
 
    Maybe he had to be locked up because he was too big. 
 
    But he had small feet, so Terry thought that maybe he was too small, and Tina just didn’t want to be bothered by his little dick. 
 
    She finished painting his toe nails and sat back. She was cross legged, Indian style, and she faced Jack. 
 
    Jack stared at his toes, his expression inscrutable. 
 
    What was he thinking? After all, what kind of a man would sit still for having his toes painted? 
 
    Jack shifted in the chair, and the robe opened up enough to give her a clear view of his chastity. 
 
    She sighed, and looked at it. 
 
    For a moment Jack didn’t notice. He was too concerned with his red toenails. Then he did notice, and he pulled his robe closed. His face was super red. 
 
    “Open your robe,” Terry said, a bit tired of his embarrassment. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “I’ll call your wife again.” 
 
    “You think she’s gonna care if I don’t let you look at me?” 
 
    “She won’t care for one reason.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You can’t do anything. There’s no harm in looking. So show me…now!” 
 
    Interestingly, Terry had picked up on how timid he was becoming. For that reason she had barked at him, and the extra oomf in her voice moved him. 
 
    Looking very unhappy, he let go of the lapels of his robe. They fell apart and she had an unfettered view of his caged cock. 
 
    She stared a for a second. 
 
    “You’re dripping.” 
 
    “It drips all the time,” he said, his voice a low mutter. 
 
    “And your balls…they look a little swollen.” 
 
    He managed to squeeze out the explanation. “I haven’t cum for months. 
 
    Terry shook her head, then she reached out a hand for his cage. 
 
    “Hey!” Jack shifted back, away from her. 
 
    She looked at him warningly. 
 
    He was caught, and he knew it. 
 
    And, he would never admit it…it was exciting. A strange woman reaching for his dingus? 
 
    She circled her hand around the tube. She held him, and she could feel his cock going crazy inside. “You really want to get hard, don’t you?” 
 
    “You have no idea,” he looked away. 
 
    She caressed his tube. He could feel the motion of her hand through the material, but he couldn’t feel her hand. 
 
    She smiled. “Spread your legs.” 
 
    Puzzled, he did, and she moved her face forward. 
 
    He watched in fascination as she opened her mouth and took his whole cage into her maw. 
 
    She closed her lips around the base of his cock, the back of the chastity device. 
 
    “Mmmm,” she moaned, feeling his balls, hefting them as if assessing the weight and fullness of them. 
 
    “Oh, God!” his blurted. 
 
    It was a blow job, a deep throat, but he hardly felt any of it through the chastity device. 
 
    He stared down and it was like her mouth was pressed against his pubis, and he had no balls or dick. 
 
    She moved back and grinned. “God, that’s fun!” 
 
    Jack felt like crying. 
 
      
 
    Lunchtime, and Charlotte had managed to corner Captain Randolph at a corner table. 
 
    Tina filled a tray with food and sat down and watched them out of the corner of her eye. 
 
    They were smiled, chuckling, and Tina knew that Charlotte’s thigh was placed against Captain Randolph’s. The woman was so close to him she was almost on the other side. 
 
    And Captain Randolph liked it. His square jaw was grinning. His eyes were alight, and it looked like he was sneaking glances at Charlotte’s chest. 
 
    Now Tina was in a quandary. 
 
    She wanted to fuck Captain Randolph. She wanted to find out how big his shoes were. But Charlotte looked to be gaining the inside track. 
 
    And Tina thought about her husband. 
 
    Jack was a soft man, and she knew that Charlotte’s sister was giving him a make over at that very moment. 
 
    Was it wrong of her to cheat on him? 
 
    Was it wrong of her to want Captain Randolph? To want Captain Randolph to jam his size thirteen peter so far up her hole she squealed like a school girl and came? 
 
    And she knew it was wrong. 
 
    But she wanted it. 
 
    She especially wanted it now that her husband’s feminization was making her pussy so damned wet! 
 
    Would he care? And, if he did, would he do anything about it? 
 
    After all, when she talked about fucking men with big dicks he seemed to enjoy it, to get turned on by it. She talked about lining up well endowed men and he started shivering and leaking his pre-cum. 
 
    So…he was turned on by the idea of her fucking somebody else. 
 
    But could he handle the reality? 
 
    What would he do if she came home and sat him down and said, Honey, I’ve just been fucked by a cock that is bigger than yours? 
 
    What would he do? 
 
    As she wondered this fantasy she saw Captain Randolph stand up. He picked up Charlotte’s tray and took them both over to the garbage can. then he returned and they left the mess hall. 
 
    As Charlotte walked out the door she turned and smiled at Tina victoriously. 
 
    All Tina could do was grunt and wish her friend well. 
 
    What would her husband do? 
 
      
 
    Terry placed Jack’s hand on the table and sat facing it. She trimmed his nails, filed them down, pressed the cuticles. 
 
    Jack sat still, watched the painting. 
 
    Terry leaned over and pulled his robe apart. “I want to see it,” she said. 
 
    He had no choice. He sat there, robe open, and she fitted fingernails to his fingers and prepared them. 
 
    Then she took out a bottle of glue and coated his fingers. This is good glue, honey. Your nails should stay in place no matter how tough the housework gets.” 
 
    He stared at her, and she suddenly giggled. “And you have a lot of housework to do, I’ll bet. 
 
    Another shade of red upon his face. 
 
    She pressed the fingernails onto his fingers one at a time. His fingers grew in length, looked more slender; looked more girlish. 
 
    Jack sighed, and his heart felt a fierce glow within. And he wondered, How can I feel this good? 
 
      
 
    After work, getting ready for the evening meal, Tina stared at the text she had just received.  
 
    Jack’s hands. Long and sensuous. Red, like bloody claws. Sexy. 
 
    She could imagine his fingers clawing her back, digging deep and driving her towards a bigger and bigger orgasm. 
 
    “Is that Jack?” 
 
    Charlotte leaned over her shoulder and admired Jack’s digits. “Wow. That boy has come a long way. Pardon me. That girl.” 
 
    The girls grinned, then Charlotte said, “Guess where I was?” 
 
    Tina opted for crudity. “Taking a shit?” 
 
    Charlotte laughed. “Oh, you jealous bitch! I was out at the pit.” 
 
    The pit was where recruits practiced their unarmed combat. Originally it was just soft dirt, but when the recruits came in knowing more MMA than the instructors the pit had gained some wrestling mats. It reduced injuries and made it easier for the sergeants to act as referees. 
 
    Tina looked at her friend, and she knew what Charlotte had been up to. “And how big are Captain Randolph’s shoes?” 
 
    “Oh, Lord,” Charlotte fanned her face with one hand. “That man has a HUGE cock! And he know how to use it! I swear, I thought he was ripping me in two! The only reason I survived is because it felt so good.” 
 
    Tina grinned. “Yeah. Right. You jacked off.” 
 
    “That’s jilled off, and I didn’t. I didn’t need to. The good Captain Randolph is experienced. That man…” Charlotte looked around as if to make sure nobody was listening, “…that man knows everything there is to know about fucking. He got me off with his mouth. He used his fingers, and finally, after I thought I was all fucked out, he put that big hog in me and we celebrated Christmas!” 
 
    “Oh, God,” whispered Tina. “You make me so jealous.” 
 
    “Don’t be jealous. Get the Captain to take you out to the pit. Don’t believe me, find out for yourself. Guaranteed, he’ll make your pussy sing.” 
 
      
 
    Jack sat on the dining rom chair. His hair was wet and pulled tight. Terry had put him in a row of small curlers. 
 
    Jack had brushed his hair and sort of played with styling it, but this was the real thing. He was going to have a serious curl, one that couldn’t be hidden by just brushing his hair out. 
 
    As if he could hide the red talons on his fingers. 
 
    “You’ve got great hair, Jack. You’ve really been missing the boat by not styling it.” 
 
    Jack listened to her, and was aware that she was that close to him. He could feel her boobs pressing against his back and shoulders as she worked on his hair. 
 
    She was feminizing him. He understood this, but the odd thing was that his initial panic had been replaced by a bout of unbearable horniness. 
 
    This was worse than just being horny from being chastised. This was sexual torment of the most pleasing kind. 
 
    And he thought: She said he had missed the boat. That was what his wife had said when she had chastised him. She had, in essence, called him a girly man, impugned his manhood, and reduced him. So why did he feel so good? Why did he feel like his whole body was a shade of orgasm? 
 
    “Look at this thing wiggle?” Terry grabbed his caged cock and shook it. 
 
    He groaned, and an extra bit of pre-cum blobbed out of the end of his cock, seeped out of the tube. 
 
      
 
    Tina lay on her bunk. She was sleeping nude for the simple reason she liked sleeping nude. 
 
    And she was horny. 
 
    Sure, she had used her vibrator while at home with Jack, but she had neglected to bring her vibrator to camp. Heck, if she had every other Marine there would have laughed. And the female Marines would have told her to go out and get a few good men. 
 
    So she lay there under the sheets, her nipples hot, her pussy hot, her whole body in a fever. 
 
    “You awake?” Charlotte asked from her bunk. 
 
    “Booyah.” 
 
    Silence for a minute. 
 
    “Why? Aren’t you tired?” 
 
    “Oh, I’m tired. Why are you awake?” 
 
    “I can’t stop thinking about Captain Marvel.” 
 
    Tina snorted. “Captain Randolph.” 
 
    “Yeah. Him. Captain Big Dick. So why are you awake?” 
 
    Tina sighed, then let it out. “I’m horny.” 
 
    “So jack off. I won’t tell.” 
 
    Tina laughed. “Right.” Then, a moment later she said, “It’s funny. I don’t mind getting myself off at home. Heck, I love doing it and making Jack watch. It drives him crazy, but when I think about jacking off here, I think ‘Jack.’” 
 
    “Ha! Jack. Jacking off. I get it.” 
 
    “So pretend I’m Jack. Tease me.” 
 
    “Well…”  
 
    “You know you want to. Lord, I never seen a girl so desperate. Do it, girl.” 
 
    Tina just sighed. 
 
    She heard Charlotte’s bed springs squeak, then Charlotte padded the few steps across the room. She lifted the blankets over Tina and slid in next to her. 
 
    Tina didn’t complain. She just felt the sudden heat. “You’re skin is so hot.” 
 
    “I’m hot all over, baby. Now lay back and let Momma do her job.” 
 
    Tina relaxed and then tightened as Charlotte slipped a hand between her legs. 
 
    It is a truth that women know more about eating pussy for the simple fact that they have a pussy. They know what pleases the woman, and Charlotte really know how to please a woman. 
 
    She started by cupping Tina’s mons, holding it, shaking it, all while her plump lips mashed against Tina’s. Then she slid down her body and began working on Tina’s tits. She pulled on the nipples with her mouth, palpated the mounds themselves, then slipped a couple of fingers into Tina. 
 
    Tina gasped, and Charlotte relaxed, didn’t do anything but wiggle her fingers. 
 
    “God,” she said. “Don’t ever let yourself get this hot, girlfriend. You’re burning up. You need relief before you catch on fire.” 
 
    Tina was making a series of sounds. “Unh…unh…unh…” 
 
    Charlotte smiled, leaned over and nibbled on a breast and let Tina jerk her hips and arch her back. 
 
    “I’m going to fist you. You ever been fisted?” 
 
    “Nu…nu…no.” 
 
    “Charlotte slid down under the covers, pushed them back and knelt on all fours. She lifted and spread Tina’s legs and began to gentle rim Tina’s hole. 
 
    “The trick is to relax,” whispered Charlotte. She kissed and licked Tina’s clitoris as she slid three fingers into her. 
 
    Tina could hardly breath. She was shivering and quivering. 
 
    Four fingers. In and out, round and round, a hand on one nipple, then the other, pulling, twisting, Charlotte’s mouth pulled back and it felt like she was getting out of the bed, but she was only shifting her position for what was about to happen, what would give her the great amount of ease. 
 
    She tucked her thumb in and pressed gently inward. 
 
    Tina felt Charlotte’s knuckles slide through the rim of her pussy. 
 
    It was the most exquisite feeling she had ever had. 
 
    She felt herself open up and accept, and she submitted, and because it was a woman doing her, it was okay to submit. 
 
    Submit to a man this way and it was all over, the man would think he owned you. But submit to a woman this way and it was wonderful, no attempt at ownership. 
 
    Charlotte understood this, and she smiled at the look of revelation on Tina’s face as she raised her head in the gloom and stared in wonder. 
 
    “Now…see?” murmured Charlotte, her wrist swallowed by Tina’s vagina. “See?” 
 
    Tina suddenly bent back, her eyes rolled back in the sockets, and she came. She had never cum so hard in her life. 
 
      
 
    Terry was sleeping in the guest bedroom.  
 
    She had thought about sleeping with Jack, but she was feeling her way through this situation, and she didn’t want to do something Tina might not like. 
 
    Though, to be honest, Tina had seemed like she was fine with anything Terry might try. 
 
    But she had decided to sleep in the guest quarters and talk to Tina on the morrow. Better to be safe than sorry. 
 
    She wanted to sleep with Jack. He was so cute and helpless, and he really looked like a woman. She had done an incredible job of transforming him. The planes of his face were softened, his eyebrows were plucked, his cock, of course was not in the equation. He looked…beautiful. 
 
    But…tomorrow. 
 
      
 
    Jack lay awake. He stared towards ceiling, unable to see it in the darkness, staring as if through the ceiling and into the never ending darkness of the night sky. 
 
    What was happening to him? 
 
    He was laying in bed, with orders to face upwards, not to mess his make up. 
 
    He knew he wasn’t supposed to sleep with make up on. He was supposed to cold cream his face or something. But Terry had spent so much time working on him that she had told him to sleep on his back. 
 
    He thought she planned to do something with him tomorrow. 
 
    He turned his face slightly, and looked out the window, and he realized: I forgot to do the lawn! 
 
    He was supposed to cut the lawn today. It was the normal day for cutting the lawn, trimming the bushes, taking care of the outsides. 
 
    But he hadn’t. He had been too busy…sitting and letting himself get feminized. 
 
    What was happening to him. 
 
    He kept thinking about the lawn. How he needed to do that, how Tina always accused him of being too lazy, of having to be browbeaten into the simplest of chores. 
 
    Well, maybe, but…but right then he felt a massive surge of energy. He was as if electrified, and needed to do something. 
 
    He threw the covers off and swung his legs out of the bed. He touched them to the floor and sat there.  
 
    He contemplated his eternally wiggling but never achieved penis. He felt the hard cover of the chastity tube. He groaned. 
 
    He needed to do something. He couldn’t sleep. He had to move. His body was like a mass of snakes being poked by a stick. 
 
    He had to do the lawn. 
 
    Jack stood up and began getting dressed. 
 
    Getting dressed like he had never dressed before. 
 
    Terry had told him he wasn’t allowed out of bed without his ‘feminine parts.’ 
 
    His boobs. 
 
    He put on his bra, then put the water filled condoms in it. His chest jiggled, just like a real girl. 
 
    He pulled on a tummy shaper, pulled his cage back so it wouldn’t dangle, and tugged the shaper tight. Terry had made him wear a tummy shaper instead of panties so his cock could be pressed back between his legs. 
 
    He now had no penis bump, and he could wear anything a woman might wear. 
 
    He felt oddly, but harmlessly, psychotic. Or maybe schizophrenic. It was like he had two minds. One was free and giggling, and the other watched and marveled. 
 
    Which mind was actually his he didn’t know. 
 
    He pulled on a dress, cinched the waist belt a little, which emphasized his too big boobs, and slid his feet into the high heels Terry had brought. They were just his size, and they felt so weird. It was like he was walking on a hill when there was no hill. 
 
    Always in danger of falling down the hill. 
 
    And Jack thought of an old nursery rhyme. One that kids had chanted around him when he was younger just because her was named Jack. 
 
      
 
    Jack and Jill went up the hill 
 
    with a dollar and a quarter 
 
    Jill came back with two fifty 
 
    they didn’t go up for water 
 
      
 
    He smiled, but it was a pained smile. He had never liked being teased with that rhyme. 
 
    He walked down the hallway on tip toes, careful not to make a clicking sound. 
 
    He stopped by the guest room and listened to Terry breathing. 
 
    She was breathing slowly, evenly, and was obviously asleep. 
 
    Jack walked into the garage. He moved slowly, so as not to make any noise. He got out the lawn mower. Not the power mower, but the push mower. He was going to take care of the lawn, but he didn’t want to wake up the neighbors with the power mower. 
 
    He didn’t want them coming out and seeing him, all made up, his long, naked legs beneath the hem high dress. Almost high enough for them to see his underwear. 
 
    He carried the lawnmower out the side door and around to the front. 
 
    Jack lived at the end of a cul de sac, and the closet street lights were fifty feet away. It was gloomy on his lawn, and nobody could see him. 
 
    He set the lawnmower down, attached the grass catcher, and began to push. 
 
    The lawn mower whirred, and the sound was low. He pushed slowly, applying pressure evenly, and went back and forth, back and forth. He pushed the lawnmower along the edge, trimming nicely. 
 
    Grass was thrown back into the catcher, and his heels dug into the soft lawn. 
 
    It felt good. Leaning forward, pressing with his heels, it felt like he wasn’t sliding down a hill. He didn’t think about the little holes he was leaving with every step. 
 
      
 
    Inside the house Terry woke up. She wasn’t sure what woke her up, just that…there it was, a slight, low whirring sound. Like…like grass being…she jumped out of bed and looked through the window. 
 
    She could see the shadow of Jack moving across the lawn. He was slanted forward, digging in his heels to get enough weight to push the lawnmower. 
 
    She grinned, then she frowned. 
 
      
 
    Jack was muttering to himself. He didn’t know what, but…he was muttering. 
 
    As he passed under the window through which Terry looked she heard him say, “Got to cut…got to cut…now…the neighbors won’t see…nobody can see me…nobody can see me.” 
 
    Terry leaned back into the darkness, didn’t allow Jack even the chance to see her. 
 
    Why he was cutting the lawn at midnight was obvious, and especially with what he was muttering. He had to cut at night so nobody would see him. 
 
    But why was it so important to cut the lawn at all? It had been in good shape, so…why was Jack cutting the lawn at all? 
 
    Outside, Jack kept pushing the old mower. It was rusty and hard to push and he was drenched in sweat. 
 
    “Got to cut…got to cut…nobody can see me.” 
 
    Inside her room, Terry wondered if there was something wrong, if maybe they had gone too far? 
 
    But Jack, in spite of his nervousness, seemed to actually like it. His cock had been wiggling in the chastity tube all day. And if you can’t believe a wiggling cock, what can you believe? 
 
    But…was something wrong with Jack?

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    Jack’s eyes were wide. His make up had been ruined by the night’s perspiration. Even his underwear was dirty. He had put it on fresh the day before, but now…it stunk. 
 
    Terry frowned, and took her time in repairing Jack. As she fixed his make up and cleaned him up and put on new clothes, she lectured him. 
 
    “Now, Jack, I don't want you mowing the lawn in the middle of the night. What would the neighbors think? 
 
    Jack looked up at her, his eyes were innocent, and he said, “The neighbors can’t see me. Nobody can see me. I’m okay.” 
 
    He wasn’t okay, he was mixed up, confused, and he was hiding it all. Everything was simmering below the surface. 
 
    Terry  bit her lip and worked on him. 
 
    Jack was docile, and when she told him to just sit there and let his make up set, he believed it, and he sat. 
 
    Terry went outside with her cell phone and called her sister. 
 
     
 
    Technically, Charlotte was not supposed to take personal calls, and it was even frowned upon to have a cell phone. 
 
    Still, everybody was out on drills, she was manning the company phones, and since nobody was calling, why not take a call? 
 
    She put the phone on speaker, eyed the doorway, and held a finger over the face. If anybody came in she could tap the phone closed quickly. 
 
    “Sis?” 
 
    “Hey! I think we’ve got a problem!” 
 
    Charlotte was as efficient as any Marine officer. She said, “Speak.” 
 
    “I’ve Jack all fixed up. He’s looking good. Complete make up, everything.” 
 
    “What’s the problem?” 
 
    “He mowed the lawn.” 
 
    “That’s a problem?” 
 
    “At midnight.” 
 
    Charlotte frowned. “At midnight?”  
 
    “Yes. I told him to stay in bed, but he got up, got dressed, en femme, and went out and mowed the lawn.” 
 
    Charlotte didn’t see the problem. Men were supposed to mow lawns. And if they did it at midnight…so what? 
 
    “Did he trim the edges?” 
 
    Terry blinked. What? 
 
    “Did he trim the edges?” Charlotte asked again. 
 
    “Uh, yes. He did.” 
 
    “Good. Compliment him on a good job, give him some ice cream or something.” 
 
    Terry’s mouth opened. It was plain her sister didn’t get it. She prepared to explain everything, but suddenly Charlotte saw an officer coming up the steps outside the office. 
 
    “Hey! I’ve got to go. Things are getting tight. Do what you have to.” 
 
    She tapped the phone, cutting the connection, and turned to smile at Major Cummings. “Good morning, Major.” 
 
    “And to you, Captain. Do you know where Major Randolph is?” 
 
    “Twenty mile hike, sir. Should be at hill 43 as we speak.” 
 
    The major frowned.  
 
    “Sir?” 
 
    “Send a jeep out for him. He’s got a trooper who had a death in the family. I’d like him to process the paperwork so we can send this boy home.” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” 
 
    “Send…ah, who do we have?” 
 
    Charlotte leaped, “Captain Steading is free this morning.” 
 
    “Excellent. Good head on that one. Go find her, I’ll watch the phones for a few minutes.” 
 
    Charlotte jumped up and hurried out the door. She dog trotted across the field and into her barracks. 
 
    She entered her room and there was Charlotte. Laying on her bed and reading a Grace Mansfield novel. She looked up at Charlotte. 
 
    “What’s the haps, general?” 
 
    “On your feet, bitch. Major Cummings wants you to find Captain Randolph. He’s on a twenty mile hike this morning.” 
 
    The hike. Twenty miles of slogging through mud and over boulders. 
 
    Tina stood up and grabbed her gear. 
 
    Charlotte watched her with a grin. 
 
    Tina turned, saw the grin, and asked, “What?” 
 
    “Captain Randolph, bitch. Make sure you turn the jeep over, and with you on top.” 
 
    “Ha!” But Tina grinned. 
 
    Charlotte returned to headquarters. She saw Tina roar off, driving one of the decrepit, old Jeeps they kept around. The real machinery, the Humvees and troop carriers were all out today. 
 
    Major Cummings looked up with arched eyebrows. 
 
    “Done, sir.” 
 
    “Very good, Captain. Say, have a seat here…I want a second pair of eyes to read these instructions…” 
 
    Charlotte sat, and shortly the two were involved in a discussion concerning the logistics of moving large numbers of men. 
 
      
 
    Sometimes the tasks performed in the Marines are silly, even counterproductive. These were the tasks that men and women hated. It was all wasted effort. 
 
    But driving a Jeep was a joy for Tina. ‘Specially the old ones. 
 
    She careened down a trail, through a small stream, and over a hump in the road. 
 
    So Charlotte had figured out how to set her up with Captain ‘Big Dick’ Randolph, eh? 
 
    That was good news, and bad. 
 
    Lord, she wanted to fuck him. 
 
    But she was still embroiled in the question of whether she should cheat on her husband. 
 
    She wanted to, she needed to, but…she was married. 
 
    But what was marriage but a contract. And had Jack really kept up his end of the contract? 
 
    He was weak, effeminate, and she had had to lock him in chastity to get him to do anything. And even that was a mixed bag of rewards. 
 
    She slowed the jeep and navigated around a trio of saplings that had fallen in the road. Probably knocked over by a tank. Stupid tanks. 
 
    She sped up and wiggled her way through the woods. 
 
    Back to Jack. 
 
    She giggled when she thought of the pictures Charlotte’s sister had sent her. 
 
    Jack did make a beautiful woman. She was prouder of him as a woman than as a man. 
 
    And she thought of Captain Randolph again. Square-jawed, a set of even, white chompers. Full lips, but not too full, a proud nose, but without being too big. 
 
    Charlotte had said that he had burrowed into her slit with that nose, laughing as he made her cum. 
 
    She sighed, and her pussy twitched. She had been eaten out, and she had been made to squirt with fingers, but never had she had a ‘nose job.’ 
 
    She giggled, her pussy growing a bit moist. 
 
    She shifted on the seat, unconsciously tried to rub her pussy on the lumpy seat. 
 
    Fuck. He made her hot. 
 
      
 
    Jack was proving difficult. He kept hitting his chastity tube. “Nobody can see it!” He kept saying. “Nobody can see it!” 
 
    Which confused Terry. Was he talking about his dick? Or his chastity? Was he trying to hurt himself? Or get off? 
 
    She didn’t know, and Jack was proving fractious. 
 
    Finally, she had had enough. It was one thing to feminize a man, it was another to put up with his silliness. 
 
    “Come with me,” she commanded. 
 
    He followed her out on the patio, his heels clicking. 
 
    “Lay down on the lounger.” 
 
    Jack frowned, but he laid down. 
 
    “Stay there.” 
 
    She went back into the house, back to the bedroom. she gathered up a half dozen silk ties and returned to the patio. 
 
    Jack had not followed directions. He was sitting on the edge of the lounger, looking down at his dripping peeny. 
 
    “Nobody can see you!” he muttered. 
 
    “I told you to lay down, Jack!” 
 
    Jack frowned, but he turned and laid on his belly. 
 
    Terry tied one arm to the leg of the lounger. Then the other. She tied his ankles to the frame, then sat down and wondered what to do. 
 
    Jack looked up at her. “What am I doing?” 
 
    “Being a good girl.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    He lay there, his red lips pouting, his beautiful eyes half closed in thought. Then he raised is head. “Is it good that they can’t see me?” 
 
    “Oh, shut up, Jack.” 
 
    Terry was tired of this shit. She worked her finger to the bone to make him pretty, but her sister didn’t care, and Jack was being unruly, and— 
 
    “How do women make love?” 
 
    Terry looked up at him. Spite made her snap, “Well, first they find a dick.” 
 
    Jack blinked. His face looked perplexed. “I don’t have a dick. Can you untie me?” 
 
    “You aren’t following directions.” 
 
    “If you untie me I’ll follow directions.” 
 
    Terry shook her head. She got up and went into the kitchen. She made a bourbon and Coke, then, an afterthought, she made Jack a drink. In a big glass. With a long straw. 
 
    She giggled. She thought of an old W. C Fields movie. An asshole is talking down to W. C., and he calls him a drunk. 
 
    W. C. responds with, “I’m drunk, but you’re crazy. I’ll be sober tomorrow, where will you be?” 
 
    She thought of Jack, laying there in his finery. He was crazy. But maybe he just needed to get drunk. 
 
    She walked out to the patio and placed her glass on a round table. 
 
    Jack stared at her. 
 
    She placed his glass on the patio underneath his mouth. He could sip whiskey all he wanted. 
 
    Then she threw a leg over the top of the lounge chair and sat down in front of him. 
 
    Or he could eat her pussy. 
 
    Jack took a sip, raised his head and stared at Terry’s most delicious pussy. 
 
    Drunk or crazy, that was something no man could forgo.  
 
    Charlotte moved forward and Jack started eating. 
 
    A sip or two, a few breaths, and eat. 
 
    A sip or two, a few breaths, and eat. 
 
    Terry smiled. Now this was the way life was supposed to be. 
 
      
 
    Tina arrived at Hill 43 an hour later. An hour to meander through that maze of woods. Sure, the trails were marked, but the sloshy conditions, the way the road had been run down, but…an hour? 
 
    The Marines were just beginning the final hundred yards to the top of the hill. Tina wound her way through a couple of stragglers, honked her horn, and slid to a stop at the top of the hill. 
 
    “Captain Randolph!” 
 
    Captain Tom Randolph had been watching the crazy jeep driver come up the hill, and he grinned when he saw it was the good looking Captain who bunked with that delicious captain who had near fucked him to death the other day in the pit. 
 
    Man, that woman was insatiable! 
 
    “Yes, Captain!” 
 
    “Major Cummings wants you back at headquarters. I’m to give you a lift.” 
 
    Randolph turned and yelled across the top of the hill. “Lieutenant! Take over!” 
 
    The lieutenant yelled her acknowledgement. 
 
    Tina scrutinized the young Lieutenant She was the girl who was in on Jack’s feminization. Leslie Harrison. She was good looking, real good looking, and Tina wondered if Captain Randolph had been with her. 
 
    Hmm. 
 
    Captain Randolph hopped into the Jeep and Tina forgot about the lieutenant and pushed the gear shift lever and slalomed down the slope. 
 
    The jeep wended its way through the woods. Tina slowed down enough for safe driving, and so she could conduct a conversation with the handsome officer next to her. 
 
    “How you doing, Captain?” 
 
    “Pretty good. Any idea why they want me?” 
 
    “Nada.” Just that my girlfriend wants me to take you to bed. 
 
    “Well, whatever. I enjoy hiking, but I don’t mind losing out on the return ten miles.” 
 
    “Double that.” 
 
    They bumped over the ruts and wiggled through grooves left by tank treads.  
 
    Captain Randolph was an easy conversationalist. They discussed things having to do with the corps, with civilian life, and traded ludicrous yarns. 
 
    They were half way back to headquarters when a tree fell on them. 
 
    Just like that. So ridiculous to even think about, it was probably bigger odds than lightening striking the pope in the middle of taking a dump. 
 
    But it happened. 
 
    It wasn’t a big tree, just a little six incher. 
 
    Tina saw it give way, saw they were going to intersect the path of the falling tree and hauled on the wheel and jammed on the breaks. 
 
    Three took out the windshield—one of those old, fold-down windshields—then slapped Randolph in the forehead and jammed his body against Tina’s. 
 
      
 
    Jack got loose and wiggled forward. The silk ties just slithered apart—Terry never was very good at knots—and then Jack had his arms under  Terry’s buns and he was lifting her. 
 
    He gobbled like a man who had a dick, even though he didn’t. Not really. Not tied up the way it was. 
 
    He stood, and Terry’s back went up on the back of the lounge chair. 
 
    She shrieked. 
 
    Jack was crazy! 
 
    He was drunk, and he had been alternating between sipping the last of his whiskey, and performing cunnilingus. Now he was loose, and all his horniness came to the fore. 
 
    “Jack!” Terry beat on his shoulders. 
 
    In a feat of strength, insane strength, Jack carried her into the house, gobbling, sucking, making a frothy mess of her pussy. 
 
    “Stop it!” She grabbed his hair and pulled. 
 
    Jack plopped her down on the couch, and went with her. 
 
    “Don’t do this!” 
 
    But Jack was drunk, and crazy, and he moved up her body. He positioned his penis at her hole and moved forward, and stopped. 
 
    His tube went into her, and it was short, but there was no real sensation. 
 
    Oh, he could feel her, but…the material of his tube was what got all the action. 
 
    He lay above her, supported on his arms, and experimentally tried to push his tube into her. 
 
    Terry’s mouth was open, she was blinking, and she suddenly understood how helpless Jack was. 
 
    imagine, being so stupid you try to screw with a caged cock! 
 
    She giggled. 
 
    Jack looked confused. 
 
    “Go on, Jack. Fuck me.” 
 
    Jack tried. His hips lurched, moved forward, but only three inches of tube went into Terry’s wet pussy. 
 
    Terry started to laugh. Short, smooth surfaced…it was still penetration. It was just like a half long enough dildo. 
 
    And it felt good! 
 
    It was moving against the outer part of her pussy, stimulating the most sensitive of her nerves. 
 
    Heck, women didn’t have nerves deep inside their pussies. They had them on the edges, and the value of the big cock was mostly in their mind. 
 
    What was better was a cock that was big in diameter. 
 
    Jack kept trying, pushing, lurching, tilting, trying to get in. 
 
    He banged against her pubic, stimulated her most sensitive nerves, and Terry grabbed on and closed her eyes. 
 
    Jack, without a workable dick, was about to give her the wildest fuck of her life. 
 
    “Oh, yeah…YES!” 
 
    And Jack cried out in frustration and kept pumping. 
 
      
 
    Tina opened her eyes. Surprisingly, she felt good. She felt…loosy goosy. Then she realized where she was. 
 
    Oh, fuck! 
 
    Captain Randolph was leaning against her, trapping her. The Jeep had been pushed off the trail and was tilted against a big pine. 
 
    It was getting dark. 
 
    Fuck! how long had it been? 
 
    “Captain Randolph,” she muttered, trying to move his bulk and gain a bit of room. 
 
    He mumbled something, then opened his eyes. 
 
    His face was right next to hers, turned sideways, but if they had been facing each other their lips wold have been resting on one another. 
 
    “Wake up, Captain.” 
 
    His eyes opened. He was groggy, dizzy, but he had a fast mind. 
 
    “Tree fell,” he murmured. “Why can’t I win the lottery?” 
 
    “Can you move? I might be able to slip out.” 
 
    But she didn’t have to. Captain Randolph pushed on the tree that had fallen into their Jeep and she crawled across his lap. 
 
    His lap.  
 
    Her chest brushing across his belly, putting her hand right on his cock—it was fucking huge!—and sliding out of the Jeep. 
 
    Once outside she was able to help him. She pushed on the tree, braced her shoulder under it, and he slithered out. Moving past her in tight quarters, brushing against her too large boobs. 
 
    Was that a smile on his roguish face? 
 
    They were free, and they stood in the middle of the road and looked at the poor Jeep. 
 
    “Survives World War Two, Korea, maybe even Viet Nam, and is taken out by an enemy tree.” 
 
    Tina chuckled at his humor. She took a step and stumbled. He caught with an arm.  
 
    “You okay?” 
 
    “Ankle hurts. It’s not broken. No big deal.” 
 
    He picked her up. She could feel his muscles working under his uniform. 
 
    He walked across the road and placed her on the barrel of a fallen tree. A big one. 
 
    “I’ll check the Jeep. Unless you have a phone?” 
 
    “No can do, Captain.” 
 
    He smiled ruefully. “It was worth a try.” 
 
    He walked across the road and rummaged through the Jeep. There wasn’t much, but he did find one blanket. He brought it back and wrapped it around her shoulders. 
 
    Tina was rubbing her ankle. He sat down next to her and took over. 
 
    “Oh, thank you,” Tina muttered.  
 
    His hands were strong, but gentle. He was leaning forward slightly, and she could smell his masculine aroma. 
 
    Not a bath soap odor, like she imagined Jack must smell like, but a rugged, outdoorsy odor. 
 
    She put an arm over his back to help keep her balance, and he felt her boobs pressing against his side. 
 
    He smiled and worked the pain out of Tina’s ankle. 
 
    And, man, that was one shapely ankle! 
 
    Finally, however, he had to stop. 
 
    “We need to see to shelter. It might be a while before they find us.” 
 
    He looked around and, in the last fading light of day, he spied a comfortable looking indentation under a log. 
 
    “We can lay down there.” 
 
    “Sounds fine to me.” 
 
    She got up on one foot and hopped back. He held her arm to help her, and once again his strength was appreciated. 
 
    He lay the blanket down, helped here down, then joined her. 
 
    “Too wet to start a fire,” he mentioned. 
 
    “We’ll have to put our bodies together.” Was that a glint in her eye? 
 
    He smiled. “I can handle that.” 
 
    They snuggled up against one another. At first there was a little hesitation, but the situation was what it was, and she finally put her arms around his neck and held him. “Fuck it,” she said. 
 
    He grinned against her neck. 
 
    They lay there, were entangled, feeling the warmth, and she felt his dong start to stand up. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” he said. 
 
    “Din’t worry about it,” she said. “I’ve felt a weenie before.” 
 
    “It is a survival thing,” he murmured. 
 
    There were a couple of ways she could have taken that, but she didn’t say anything. She just scrunched up against him and sighed. 
 
    He was so big and strong. And big down there. 
 
    Suddenly she grinned. Jack was far away, in body and in mind. She was so horny. She felt a certain sense of freedom, and being so close to Captain Randolph, she blurted. “My hands are cold.” 
 
    He froze. 
 
    She reached down into his pants and gripped his dong. 
 
    He jerked, but didn’t say anything. 
 
    She felt the size of him. She felt the hot blood coursing through the veins. 
 
    “Your hands don’t feel that cold,” he said drily, but he wasn’t admonishing her. 
 
    Heck, how could you speak down to a sexy woman who had your cock in her hands? 
 
    “Maybe it was my imagination,” she said, and she began to gently stroke him. 
 
    Randolph gave a light moan, adjusted his body position. 
 
    “You fucked my friend.” 
 
    He didn’t back off. “Captain Harrison. Yes. She’s great. I mean as a person not just as…” 
 
    Tina saved him. “Yes. I think she’s super.” 
 
    She felt his large balls, and was amazed. He had just cum the day before, but he felt all full and ready to pop. 
 
    “Are you a lusty man? Captain?” 
 
    “No contest,” he was breathing hard. 
 
    “Are you going to let me do all the work?” 
 
    He wiggled, and began unbuttoning his shirt. He paused and they kissed, and she almost swooned at how masculine he was. 
 
    “Is your leg okay?” 
 
    “Fuck my leg, she breathed, wiggling out of her camos. 
 
    He undid his pants, and they giggled as the blanket grew too small and tried to escape. 
 
    They shifted, adjusted, disrobed, and then they were ready. 
 
    He was a large man, muscles on his muscles, and she felt small and even submissive under him. But that was okay.  
 
    Submitting to her husband wasn’t, because he wasn’t a big, alpha kind of guy. But submitting to this hunk was what she wanted. 
 
    She moved down his body, risked her feet going out under the flap of the blanket, and took him in her mouth. 
 
    She couldn’t take him all the way, she could only gobble the head, but her hands went up and down and it was okay. 
 
    Randolph moaned and fucked her face. He was slow and considerate, and he loved it when she used one hand to gently slap his balls. 
 
    “I’m gong to cum,” he warned. 
 
    There was still a little bit of reservation in Tina. She figured that a blow job wasn’t cheating. 
 
    She felt his explosion at the start, a sudden warmth and a freezing of motion, then he surged, tilting his hips and fucking her throat. 
 
    The sperm was rich and thick. It dribbled out of her mouth. And it felt wonderful. 
 
    And she hadn’t fucked him. 
 
      
 
    Jack lay on his back on the floor. He stared up at the ceiling. 
 
    Terry groaned and held her legs together. 
 
    “I’ve never cum like that in my life!” 
 
    Jack hadn’t cum. It felt like his balls were going to explode. His whole body was hot and fevered, but there was nothing he could do. 
 
    She had fucked him…and cum…and he hadn’t really even felt his penis. 
 
    It had been in her, but it had been soft, and trapped by the material of the tube. He hadn’t fucked her, and he had, and he had felt nothing but a surreal frustration that was overwhelming. 
 
    Finally, Terry got up. She staggered across the room. 
 
    “I think you bruised me.” 
 
    “Sorry,” said Jack, not understanding what the word sorry meant, just knowing that it was appropriate to the moment. 
 
    Terry walked down the hall, into his bedroom. He could hear the sound of the shower. 
 
    He sighed. 
 
    He was dizzy with liquor, crazed with sexual desire, and…a woman. 
 
    But why shouldn’t he be a woman? 
 
    He sat up, then stood up. He adjusted his underthings, he looked at himself in the mirror in the foyer. 
 
    He remembered the old saying: If it looks like a duck, walks like a duck and quacks like a duck, then it just may be a duck. 
 
    He looked like a woman. He walked like a woman. Was he talking like a woman? Yet? 
 
    He felt softer. He knew he was moving differently, but when would he be a woman? 
 
    And—this was important—it didn’t bother him. 
 
    He knew he had been acting crazy, but the drink seemed to calm him down. It made it okay for him to be a woman. 
 
    He stood up, retrieved his high heels, and click, click, clicked into the kitchen. 
 
    The bottle of bourbon was on the counter, and he poured himself a drink. 
 
    He had been drinking straight, and that was crazy, but two crazies made a sane, so he had the presence of mind to mix in some Coke. 
 
    He sipped, instead of guzzled, and now he felt the smooth flow of alcohol working through his system. 
 
    He wasn’t crazy now, but he was a little drunk, and…that was okay. He could handle everything. He thought. 
 
    “Hey! Fuck head!” 
 
    He turned and walked towards the sound of Terry’s voice. He entered the bedroom, then the bathroom. 
 
    Terry was standing, the shower door half opened, and she grinned at him. “Come on. Let’s get you cleaned up.” 
 
    She pulled him into the shower and began scrubbing him. She washed his make up off, tossed his sodden rags into a corner for later pick up, and soaped the holy hell out of him. 
 
    It felt good to feel a woman’s hands on him. It felt good the way she massaged him, worked him, cleaned his caged cock. 
 
    She kissed him. “Baby. You gave me the best orgasm!” 
 
    He smiled and moaned. Her hands felt so good on him. 
 
    She reached behind him. She kissed his mouth. She cupped his cheeks, then she wormed a finger into him. 
 
    “Oh, God!” he blurted. “That feels so good!” 
 
    She smiled into his kiss. 
 
    He wasn’t a tall person, and her hand was perfectly situated. she pushed two fingers into him and reamed him. 
 
    “Honey,” she said, “You asked me how a woman makes love…” 
 
    He gulped, and held her. He pressed his face into her neck. 
 
    She laughed. “What do you think? Are you brave enough to find out how a woman makes love?” 
 
    Drunk, crazy, overwhelmed with lust…Jack wanted…but he was scared. 
 
      
 
    Captains Steading and Randolph held each other under the blanket. They were well wrapped, and they were warm as toast. 
 
    “I’m hungry,” Randolph murmured against her flesh. 
 
    “I’m not,” she quipped. And they both laughed. Nothing like a semen sandwich, hold the bread, to fill a belly. 
 
    “So we’re just going to wait here for daylight?” 
 
    “Unless they mount a night mission.” 
 
    “Hunh. Leslie won’t.” 
 
    Randolph smiled. “You two are in on this.” 
 
    “Guilty, sir. We targeted you on the first day.” 
 
    “And you’re just going to toss me back and forth, use me and abuse me, then toss me aside.” 
 
    Tina grinned. That was a good idea. 
 
    Then she felt something. It had only been a half hour, but she felt him…stirring. down there. 
 
    She remembered Leslie talking about Randolph’s recuperative powers. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” Her small hand tried to circle his massive dingus. 
 
    “Is there something wrong?” She cold feel him grinning into her hair. 
 
    “Not a thing, Captain, but tell me, is that a howitzer in your pocket? Or are you glad to see me?” 
 
    “Speaking of field exercises…” 
 
    “I got your field exercises right here!” 
 
    She began to encourage him, to stroke him to larger and larger dimensions. 
 
    Randolph breathed out, and began to screw her hand. 
 
    Tina moved her hand, grabbed his balls with the other one, and squeezed. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he whined. 
 
    “Big, strong man,” she teased. 
 
    Then he was on top of her. Parts of the blanket fell back and exposed them. He entered her, and she was wet and juicy, and hotter than a firecracker on the Fourth of July. In the dark night his white buttocks pumped up and down. He drilled her, and his head bent to her breasts. 
 
    “Oh…god! Yes!” 
 
    He took her breath away and she tried to hang on. 
 
    Leslie had been right about him. He was big, and powerful, and he liked to make love. A lot. 
 
    As he pummeled her she realized that her sucking him off had  barely turned his engine over. That was just the warm up. Now she was in for the World Series of Fucks. 
 
    Suddenly, bright lights lit them up. 
 
    Randolph didn’t remove himself from her, he was a feral male in heat now, and he wasn’t willing to give up his prey. 
 
    He looked over his shoulder and his teeth were bared. 
 
    “Well, well, well.” It was Leslie’s voice. 
 
    Tina lay under Randolph and gripped his torso. “Come on you bastard!” 
 
    “You heard the Captain, Captain. Do your duty. I don’t mind waiting.” 
 
    Leslie sat back in the Humvee and watched Captain Randolph go to work. She well knew the feel of his giant weenie, and she envied Tina this moment. 
 
    But she was friend enough to let her friend enjoy the moment. 
 
    Lord it had to be better than what her wimp husband gave her. 
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    Womanland: Whatever you do…don’t unlock the Warlock 
 
    Sam and Shiela have a vacation in a resort named ‘Womanland.’ It is supposed to be a little ‘slap and tickle’ resort, but it’s more. It is a place where Witches thrive and men don’t survive. Sam, however, has a little secret, and Womanland is going to be fighting for its life!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    En Femme in the Marines! 
 
    (part three) 
 
    Feminized, chemical castrated, 
 
    is he one of a few, good women? 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    Here we go! Another installment on the Feminized for the Marine series. 
 
    Jack is having a rough time being a woman. He’s trying hard, but…he’s a man. And you know how goofy those guys can be! 
 
    His wife is determined, however, and she arranges to insert him into an actual Marine boot camp training cycle. 
 
    Oh, the tangled webs we weave! 
 
    So, should lesbians be allowed in the marines? 
 
    Should trans persons be allowed? 
 
    Maybe. Read on and find out what happens to Jack and his wife and their friends. 
 
    Booyah! 
 
    And… 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    Tina sat in the back seat, leaning up against Captain Randolph. His arm was around her shoulders and he occasionally kissed her. 
 
    It wasn’t customary for Marines to travel in such manner, but Tina and Randolph were both Captains, and the Marine driving was Tina’s best friend, and she was also screwing Randolph, so she wasn’t going to tell. 
 
    “A fucking tree fell on you. That’s the worst excuse I’ve ever heard.” Charlotte chuckled as she broke out of the forest and ran the Humvee towards the headquarters building. 
 
     A couple of officers were standing in front of the building, and they turned and stared, then smiled as they realized the rescue effort had born fruit. 
 
    “Uh oh. Straighten up, you two. And wipe that cum off your face.” 
 
    “Oh crap, do I really have cum on me?” 
 
    Charlotte laughed. “Nah. Made ya look.” 
 
    Both of the Marines in the back seat straightened their uniforms. 
 
    Charlotte pulled up and stopped and they exited the vehicle. Randolph and Tina climbed out and came to attention. 
 
    “All right!” Major Cummings came out of the building. “Glad to see you two are all right. Either of you need to head for the hospital?” 
 
    “Thank you, sir. No. We’re fine.” 
 
    “Well what the hell happened out there?” 
 
    “A tree fell on us, sir.” 
 
    Major Cumming move his head back slightly and tilted it. “A tree?” 
 
    “Yes, sir. I was driving. It fell on us, took out the windshield and I drove into a tree.” 
 
    Cummings turned to the assembled officers. “A damned tree! Ha! That’s a good one.” 
 
    It was obvious that Cummings didn’t totally believe it. But that was okay. Proof was in the woods, and the Jeep would be picked up on the morrow. That would be all the proof he needed. 
 
    “Well, head over to the mess hall. I gave orders for the cook to stand by. Then head for your barracks. It’s okay if you sleep in tomorrow.” 
 
    Randolph and Tina thanked the major, then saluted. 
 
    As the major walked away he could be heard laughing. “A damn tree. That’s the best excuse I’ve ever heard.” 
 
    Charlotte, Tina and Captain Randolph headed for the mess hall. They were all tired, but Charlotte wasn’t done. 
 
    They were served bacon and eggs and sat at a table and devoured the food, and Charlotte pulled out her cell phone. “We have some problems.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “My sister sent us a few texts, Your hubby is acting up.” 
 
    Randolph was almost done with his plate and Tina saw the accompanying photos.  
 
    Jack was mowing the lawn. It was late at night, and he was dressed in dress and had full make up on. There were other photos, him tied to a lounge chair and sucking bourbon through a straw. Him standing in front of the mirror and inspecting himself. 
 
    As Tina read the texts Randolph glanced over and saw the images. 
 
    “Who’s the good looking babe?” he asked. 
 
    When Tina looked up, startled by the fact that he had seen the photos, he reached over and plucked her cell phone out of her hand. It was so casual Tina didn’t have time to react. 
 
    Randolph looked at the pictures and smiled, and Tina and Charlotte looked at each other worriedly. 
 
    “Hey! She’s pretty good looking. Your sister?” 
 
    Tina had a choice her. She could say Jack was a sister, and he would buy it, but…she had just been fucked by this big Marine, and Marines don’t lie to each other, and…she blurted, “That’s my husband.” 
 
    Randolph’s eyes went wide and his jaw dropped. 
 
    “What?” He still held the phone, but it looked like he didn’t want to. “Your…your…” 
 
    Tina reached out and took the phone out of his hand. 
 
    “My husband. He’s sort of going through a mid life crisis.” 
 
    “Holy…uh, yeah.” 
 
    He was staring at Tina. But he wasn’t angry or put off or acting the way some people act towards men on the pink path. He suddenly nodded, and a look of understanding crossed his face. 
 
    “So that’s why…you and I…I hope I didn’t take advantage of a bad situation.” 
 
    Charlotte chimed in. “Not at all. But this is what we’ve been working on for the last few days.” 
 
    “My husband lacks discipline. We’re doing this to him in an effort to help him. Maybe if he sees himself as a woman…” 
 
    “But it’s not working too well.” 
 
    “But we’ve only been doing it for a couple of days. “We’ve got him in chastity, and we’re working him over, and…” 
 
    The girls were talking over each other, each trying to make Captain Randolph understand. 
 
    “Ladies, it’s okay. I’m not a judgmental man. If you think this will help your husband gain a little discipline, I’m not going to care. I’d advise you to keep this on the down low, though. Now, tell me all about it.” 
 
    So Tina and Charlotte told of how Jack was a lazy fellow, and how he needed the discipline of a female. He needed to learn how to take care of himself, and how better than being responsible for putting on make up every day? What better than having to do all the cleaning and cooking. When they were done Randolph nodded. 
 
    “Well, that’s one way. It’s just too bad that we can’t get ahold of him here, make a man out of him.” 
 
    The three sat there and thought about it for a while. Make a man out of a…a woman. It was an interesting problem. But the Marines made men out of men, so…they nibbled around the idea and agreed that they needed to get together and brainstorm and come up with a plan. 
 
    By that time it was getting late, so they headed for their barracks. 
 
    Later, laying in bed, entwined and naked, Tina and Charlotte talked about the day. 
 
    “So, was I right? Does he have the biggest cock you ever saw?” 
 
    “Girlfriend, he’s a king-sized bat man.” 
 
    They chuckled, and Charlotte kissed Tina on the lips. “Still, she said, laying back, there’s something about being with you that is…better.” 
 
    “I know. Men are men, but women are women.” 
 
    They cuddled, and Charlotte’s hand went between Tina’s thighs. 
 
    “Oh, Lord, you haven’t had any today, have you?” 
 
    “Negative. Do you have anything left in the hopper?” 
 
    “I do. But what are we going to do with Jack? I think Leslie’s going to get tired of his behavior. And what if he goes bonkers and runs down the street screaming?” 
 
    “You know, I think we’re going to have to bring him up here.” 
 
    “Here? To a Marine training program?” 
 
    “Sure. We could slide him into the rotation. Leslie’s in the women’s platoon. I understand there’s a couple of lesbian sergeants over there. They’d love to get a hold of somebody like Jack.” 
 
    “But there’a paperwork! And we’d have to get him totally outfitted!” 
 
    “Captain Randolph is in charge of supplies. I’m sure he’d be willing to help us out.” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Just think about it. He’d know he couldn’t reveal himself, and he would have to be disciplined to make sure he kept looking and acting like a woman. But the real thing would be that he would be getting Marine training.” 
 
    “Oh, my Lord. That would really help him out. All the discipline he needs.” 
 
    Tina turned to her friend, “Come here, you. Just for that I’m going to give you the best orgasm you’ve ever had in your life.” 
 
    “Hey! I’ve fucked Captain Randolph? Can you do better than that?” 
 
    Tina just grinned in the darkness and grabbed her friend by the crotch. 
 
    “Oh!” Charlotte felt the sexual charge go through her.  
 
    “”Watch me, bitch.” 
 
    And Tina went to work. 
 
    
“Why do I have to learn this?” Jack sat at the dining room table and grumped. 
 
    Terry sighed and held the mirror for him. “Because, as a woman your face must be immaculate. What would you think of a woman if her lipstick was all over her chin? Or if she had an earring hanging off her nose? Or her fake fingernails were glued to her dick?” 
 
    “Ha! That’s what I mean! A woman doesn’t have a dick.” 
 
    Terry smiled sweetly. “And do you have a dick?” 
 
    “Well, yeah.” 
 
    But Jack was now embarrassed. 
 
    “Oh? Show it to me.” 
 
    “I…I can’t. Not now.” 
 
    “Come now. You pretend to be a man, you protest make up, and you don’t even want to wear water filled condoms in your bra. What kind of a woman will you make?” 
 
    Jack looked down at the table top and bit his lip. 
 
    “That’s it,” he mumbled in a low voice. “I don’t know.” 
 
    Terry was tired of Jack’s constant whining. 
 
    “Jack!” she stomped her foot. “You and I know you’re not much of a man. Your only hope is to become a woman. Believe me, you would make a much better woman than a man.” 
 
    “Then why was I born with a dick?” 
 
    “That’s a question, isn’t?” 
 
    Jack sighed. 
 
    Terry moved onto his lap. She lifted his head up with her hands, her own red fingernails gentle on his cheeks. “Jack. Stop resisting. Just go with it. Learn a discipline.” 
 
    Jack stared at her dismally. “That’s what Tina always says. She tells me that I need discipline.” 
 
    “Of course she does. Discipline makes a good Marine, but it makes a good woman, too. Now, tell me how primer works and why it is necessary.” 
 
    Jack mumbled, “It cleans pores, lets the skin breath. When you apply make up the skin must be…” he continued. 
 
      
 
    Tina and Charlotte marched into the steel building. It was the latest incarnation of the basic quonset hut, and this one was designed for the storage of military supplies. It held uniforms, boots, spare parts, furniture…just about everything an army needs, except for food and ammunition. 
 
    “Sirs, may I help you!” A sergeant came to attention and saluted from behind a counter. 
 
    “Captain Randolph?” 
 
    “His office is through that stack of crates, turn right.” 
 
    “Thank you.” The two women marched on. 
 
    They stepped through the corridor between crates, turned right, and found his office. They entered and found the usual activity. Sergeants and corporals filling out forms, talking on phones, seeing to the business of supplies. 
 
    They walked through the small office and knocked on a pebble glass door. 
 
    “Come!” 
 
    They entered. 
 
    “I understand the next recruits will be here this Monday. I’ll have all the paperwork in order.” Pause. “Certainly, General.” 
 
    Charlotte grinned and saluted the telephone in Randolph’s hand. 
 
    Randolph grinned and raised a middle finger from his grip around the handset. 
 
    “Yes, sir. I’ll keep two extra slots.” Pause. “Thanks you, sir.” 
 
    He hung up the phone, heaved a sigh, and saluted the phone himself. He turned to the girls. “Welcome ladies, to my humble kingdom.” 
 
    “Hob nobbing with the general, eh?” 
 
    “Lord, don’t get me started,” he grinned. “I’d curse him, but darned if I wouldn’t like to be a general.” 
 
    “Have all those men at your command?” 
 
    He peered suspiciously at Charlotte. 
 
    “And women?” 
 
    He smiled. “Ah, you vixen. What do you want? Or are you here to mess with me?” 
 
    “We’d like to mess with you, but we’ve got a problem, too.” 
 
    “Shoot.” 
 
    “Have you got somewhere where we can be alone? This is rather a delicate problem and we don’t want to be interrupted or…” Charlotte looked around, “interrupted.” 
 
    “Ah, ha!” He stood up. “Sure.” 
 
    He led the way out of the office. out of the building, across a narrow road, and into an empty barracks. 
 
    “This is where we put troops in transit. Nobody is transiting right now, so we won’t be interrupted.” 
 
    The girls looked around, then grabbed his arm and walked him into a small room at the end of the barracks. 
 
    “What’s this?” but he was grinning, not resisting. 
 
    “The room had two bunks, and the girls each took a bunk. They pulled the mattress off and turned the beds up against the walls. They pulled Randolph onto the mattress and started undressing him.” 
 
    Randolph was startled at first, but what man is going to resist two women taking off his clothes. 
 
    Charlotte took off his tie. “We’ve got a problem with Tina’s husband.” 
 
    “You mean the soft one? The one with no discipline?” 
 
    “That’s the one,” agreed Tina, undoing his buckle and unzipping him.” 
 
    “So what’s the problem?” 
 
    “We want him included in the next training cycle.” 
 
    “But he hasn’t…he isn’t…” Randolph was confused. 
 
    “He hasn’t signed his recruitment papers,” said Charlotte, unbuttoning his shirt and taking it off. His muscles were revealed under his green tee shirt. “That doesn’t matter. You put people in training cycles all the time. Soldiers from other countries who are being trained to be military leaders in their own countries.” 
 
    “But they have records. They have inoculations, medical exams, education histories, recommendations, and even FBI records.” 
 
    Tina pulled his pants down. His extra large cock was sticking straight out. It was so big it was downright scary, and both women remembered the first time he had used it on them, and how wonderful it had been. Tina licked her lips, but untied his shoes. 
 
    Charlotte murmured. “And you have all the blank forms. Forms that will be sufficient should anybody on the base want to look at them, at yet will never leave your file cabinets.” 
 
    “Until you decide to dispose of them.” Tina grabbed his cock with her mouth. He drew in his breath as he felt her tongue lick under the head of his penis. 
 
    Charlotte grabbed him, twined a leg behind him and tripped him. He fell back on his ass, but he was thinking too hard to fight back. 
 
    And he didn’t really want to fight back. 
 
    “So you want me to slide your husband, Jack, into the training cycle with the other men and—“ 
 
    “No!” blurted Charlotte. 
 
    Randolph waited. 
 
    “We want you to put him in the female training cycle.” 
 
    Randolph blinked. His mind was working. “And how do you think we can fool the female Drill Instructors? I’m pretty sure they’d notice it if one of the women had a cock.” 
 
    “That’s just the thing, he won’t have a cock.” 
 
    “What? you’re going to castrate him first?” 
 
    “You don’t worry about that,” Charlotte pushed him back and sat on him. “You just get all his paperwork in order, and we’ll take care of the rest.” 
 
    “No!” Randolph flipped Charlotte over and drove into her. His size took her breath away and she couldn’t talk. Tina sat down in front of him, her legs spread, and his face bobbed down and onto her snatch. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” wheezed Charlotte. 
 
    For a minute nobody was talking. Randolph’s dick was doing its job, and his tongue was as impressive as his penis. 
 
    “I could get in trouble,” grunted Randolph, driving it deep, then lowering his head again. 
 
    Tina pushed his head up and said, “Not only will Jack be able to pass the physical, and the physical inspection of any instructor, but he identifies with being a woman.” 
 
    “He…what…oh…yeah.” 
 
    He was having trouble because of the way Charlotte was writhing and twisting under him. His big dingus was really getting the treatment. 
 
    “So all you have to do is the paperwork, we’ve got everything else handled.” 
 
    “Oh…” Randolph was getting close. 
 
    “Oh…oh…” Charlotte was starting to cum. 
 
    “Oh, baby!” Tina put her hand on top of Randolph’s head and pushed him down into her pussy. 
 
      
 
    Terry was working hard, and it was hard work. 
 
    Jack didn’t want to do the work, he just wanted to prance around. 
 
    He liked looking good, but he wasn’t willing to do the work that it took to become beautiful. 
 
    “Jack! You need two boobs!” 
 
    Jack frowned at Terry. “But only one is leaking?” 
 
    They were in the garage and Jack was filling a condom with water. 
 
    “But if one leaks, the other is probably close behind. Besides, the water is probably different temperature, and you don’t want to risk different temperatures, and possibly different sizes. Do you?” 
 
    His shoulders slumped and he stared at the condom he was filling. He muttered, “Why can’t I have real boobs?” 
 
    “Because you’re a…” Terry stopped talking. Jack was thinking again, trying to resolve his mental problems, his personality schisms. Sometimes he thought he was a woman, and sometimes he didn’t. 
 
    Something had to happen, or he was going to go over the deep end. 
 
    “All right,” she said. “Hurry up and finish two…I said ‘two’…boobs. Then we’ll go play.” 
 
    Jack grinned. 
 
    “Allright!” 
 
    Terry sat on the washing machine and watched Jack tie off the condoms. She had the feeling that Jack was manipulating her again. He was constantly saying and doing things to get a response, and she had just given him his favorite response. 
 
    Well, that was okay. Irritating, but okay. This manipulation thing worked both ways. 
 
    Jack?” 
 
    Her voice was softer, more enticing, and he looked at her. 
 
    “If you do this without complaints, if you apply yourself, then this afternoon will be a very special afternoon.” 
 
    “You mean?” His eyes widened, his attitude perked up, talk about manipulation. 
 
    “That’s right, honey, I’ll take care of you.” 
 
    Jack was instantly breathing hard. He began focusing on what he was doing, and Terry gave a sigh. 
 
    The rest of that morning went easy. Jack learned his make up lessons, and when he was done he definitely did not look the man. 
 
    He was svelte, big (fake) boobed, his face was sweet, and he looked like a wide-eyed, innocent virgin. 
 
    “Heysoos,” muttered Terry. “How can you do that?” 
 
    “What?” he asked. He stood at the table and turned slowly for Terry. She was snapping pictures, then took a video. 
 
    “Look better than me.” 
 
    Jack was going up and down. Sometimes he hated what was happening, sometimes he couldn’t imagine anything but being a woman. Right then, Terry’s compliment hanging in the air, he was happy. 
 
    “Are you going to…?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. But you have to promise me that if I do this you’ll not be a pill later.” 
 
    “I’ll be good,” he promised. 
 
    “Okay. I’m holding you to your word. So come on.” She took his hand and lead him down the hallway. She loved the sound of his heels clicking. He was a natural woman. Clicking his heels on the hard floor so intuitively, hardly any practice. 
 
    “Okay, honey, before we do this, you have to do me.” 
 
    Jack nodded. He wanted to get to himself, but he knew she had needs, and this wasn’t new. She always insisted on getting off first. 
 
    Oddly, he thought, Just like a man! 
 
    Not that she was manly in any way, but Jack remembered being in a horny hurry when he used to screw his wife. He would squirt, and, like as not, leave her high and dry. 
 
    Terry opened a dresser drawer and took out a strap on. She buckled it on Jack’s hips. 
 
    “You want me to fuck you with this?” 
 
    She smiled. “I want more than oral sex this afternoon.” She patted his cheek. “Besides, you don’t want to mess up your make up, do you?” 
 
    He didn’t. 
 
    She lifted her dress, pulled down her panties and bent forward over the bed. 
 
    Jack stared at her wonderful pussy. It was a jewel box of pleasure, yet he wasn't going to get to stick his penis in her. His cock was locked, it wasn’t going to go anywhere. 
 
    This actually made him even hornier. To be teased and denied. To be so horny…and to be deprived. 
 
    It was driving him crazy, but in the most delightful way. 
 
    He made up his mind that he was going to have to be nice, not get grumpy. 
 
    “Come on, Jack. Do me.” 
 
    Jack moved forward. He trailed his fingers up and down her slit and she shivered in anticipation. 
 
    “Don’t tease me, honey. Just do it.” 
 
    So he did. A quick lunge and she was impaled on his plastic peter. 
 
    It was the most surreal experience Jack had ever had, more surreal than being a woman. 
 
    He was cock deep in her…and felt nothing. 
 
    She moaned and writhed and fucked him, yet he was merely an onlooker. 
 
    One more extra, giant dollop of horniness. 
 
    Terry wiggled her ass and Jack began to move around. He ground the fake weenie into her, and she arched her back and begged for more. 
 
    He gave her more. 
 
    Terry was in heaven. Most men gave a few pumps and then shot their load. She was a good looking woman and they just couldn’t help it. 
 
    But now, with Jack unable to be exhausted, certainly unable to shoot his sperm into her, she was in no danger of him squirting and leaving her high and dry. 
 
    “Yes…yes…” 
 
    She began to orgasm. 
 
    She collapsed, went limp, and Jack just kept going. He pummeled her, his couldn’t feel anything, hadn’t really connected with the idea that she had cum, and he just kept going and going, and Terry came a second time. 
 
    And a third. 
 
    They had been going for an hour now, and finally Terry, gasping for breath, waved her arms and muttered, “Enough! No more!” 
 
    Jack dutifully pulled his fake weenie out of her. 
 
    She rolled over on the bed and just stared at the ceiling. “My, God!” she kept repeating. 
 
    Jack went to the bathroom and washed the weenie. Then he placed the strap on back in the dresser. 
 
    He was squatting, putting the thing amongst other sex toys, and he suddenly had a thought. 
 
    What would this feel like in him? 
 
    For a long moment he stared at it. It was a thought he had had before, but never so strongly. 
 
    That was a moment when he felt that irritation starting to rise up. 
 
    But he had told Terry he would be good, so he forced it down. 
 
    Be cool, Jack, he thought. Be nice. 
 
    “Bring the prostate massager over.” 
 
    Jack grabbed the little tool. It was shaped like a butt plug, but bent a little at the bulbous end. 
 
    He stood up and turned to the bed. 
 
    Terry was on her feet now, and smiling. 
 
    “Let’s go, Jack, up on the bed.” 
 
    Jack grinned, all thoughts went on vacation, and he trotted to the bed and climbed up. He assumed the all fours position and waited. 
 
    Terry lifted his dress and pulled his panties down. She rubbed his ass gently and said, “You do love this, don’t you?” 
 
    He nodded. He made a sound of acceptance. 
 
    Terry used her fingers and applied a glob of lubricant. 
 
    Jack moaned and wiggled his ass. 
 
    Terry inserted the tool and began to work it. 
 
    Inside the passage about an inch or two was a small bump. That was the prostate, and she began pushing very gently on the bump with the prostate massager. 
 
    Jack felt it, and it was good, and a moment later he felt the urge to pee. 
 
    “I’m going to leak,” he whispered, marveling at how good and warm it felt. Under the water filled condoms his nipples had turned hard. 
 
    “All right, Jack. I’ve got a towel under you…let it go.” 
 
    Jack was just starting to feel the semen surge up the shaft, the deep innards of his sexual system letting go, that wonderful feeling. 
 
    Not an orgasm, but like the aftermath of an orgasm. Warm. Loosy goosy. Wonderful. 
 
    “Hello!?” Tina’s voice came from the front door. 
 
    Jack tried to move, to lurch, to get off the bed, but the warm feeling had loosened his muscles so much he was too weak. 
 
    “Back here!” yelled Terry. 
 
    “I…I…I…” stuttered Jack. 
 
    “It’s okay, Jack, just keep doing what you’re doing. It’s only your wife.” 
 
    “But…but…but…” 
 
    “You don’t mind if your wife sees how I drain you, do you?” 
 
    “I…please…but…” 
 
    But he was too weak, he was in the middle of draining, and she grabbed his package and lifted and he was forced to stay in the all fours position. 
 
    They heard not just Tina’s feet coming down the hallway, but several pairs of feet. 
 
    Jack was panicking, but he couldn’t do anything. The semen was starting to pour from his cock, into the chastity tube, from the chastity tube to the bed. 
 
    “Hey! Oh, wow! Are you milking him?” 
 
    “You betcha.” 
 
    Tina was inside the room, she was followed by Charlotte, Captain Randolph and an older man with a grey mustache and a satchel. 
 
    “So this is milking,” observed Captain Randolph, standing to the side and watching with interest. 
 
    Jack muttered, “Uh…uh…uh…” 
 
    “Hi, Jack. I’m Tom Randolph. How you doing?” 
 
    Jack was twitching, his cock in its cage surging, and he nodded his head. 
 
    He would have been embarrassed, except all he could do was feel the leaking of his sperm and that wonderful feeling of joy. 
 
    “Hey, Sis,” Charlotte gave Terry a hug, then, “Can I take over?” 
 
    “Be my guest.” Terry moved aside and relinquished the prostate massager handle to her sister. 
 
    Charlotte was more certain and forceful than her sister, and she began to dig deeper, harder. Still gentle, careful not to rupture anything, but determined to get every ounce of sperm out of Jack. 
 
    Jack started to quake. His butt was shivering uncontrollably. 
 
    “Wow! Look at him go,” blurted Tina. 
 
    Under Charlotte’s firm hand he was gushing now. A long, thick stream of shiny cum stretched from the tip of his chastity tube to the blanket on the bed. 
 
    “This is the recruit?” asked the older man, setting his valise down on the chair at the vanity table. 
 
    “He’s the one, sir. What do you think?” 
 
    “I’ll do an examination, but, honestly, he looks good.” 
 
    Tina came around the bed and knelt down, putting her elbows on the bed and watching Jack’s face as it gasped and writhed in pleasure. 
 
    “How you doing, Jack?” 
 
    “Goo…goo…good.” 
 
    “Excellent. I’ve come to take you back to the base with me.” 
 
    “M…m…me?” 
 
    “Who else. She leaned forward and touched his lips with hers. It was a gentle kiss. “You look so adorable.” 
 
    “Th…th…thanks.” 
 
    The string of semen was starting to wane now. The was still working in Jack’s butt, however, so he didn’t stop grunting and wheezing and quaking with pleasure. 
 
    Finally, however, he was empty. Drained. Milked. And there was nothing left in his system. 
 
    Charlotte pulled the prostate massager out of his butt with a small ‘pop.’ and Jack collapsed. 
 
    Though he hadn’t fucked, had, instead, been fucked, in a manner of speaking, he was exhausted. He couldn’t move, and he lay on the bed, butt in the air, water condoms flat under his chest. 
 
    He felt golden. Like he just won a prize. 
 
    “Well, done, Jack!” stated Captain Randolph. He turned to Terry. “That looks fascinating. Would you consider doing that to me sometime?” 
 
    Terry looked up at the tall, muscular Marine captain. He was devilishly handsome and had a wonderful smile. “We could arrange that.” 
 
    Charlotte, on her way to wash the massager, butted in. “If anybody’s going to fuck our beloved Captain’s ass…it’ll be me.” 
 
    Tina cleared her throat. 
 
    Charlotte spun and glared at her. “I’m already sharing him!” 
 
    Captain Randolph coughed delicately. “I’m sure we cold all do it together, or maybe draw straws, or something.” 
 
    The girls giggled and nodded. 
 
    Meanwhile, the older man was listening to Jack’s back with a stethoscope. “Cough.” 
 
    Jacked hacked and the doctor moved his stethoscope around and listened to air wheezing through passages. 
 
    “Turn over, Jack,” commanded the doctor. “unbutton your dress so I can take a listen.” 
 
    Jack did.” 
 
    “You’ll have to remove those boobs.” 
 
    Jack frowned, he had just put new condoms in and they hadn’t even warmed up all the way. but he took them out. The doctor worked around his bra and listened some more. Then he had Jack sit up and he tested his reflexes, look into his ears and eyes and made the usual doctor sounds. 
 
    “Um…hum…yes…umm.” 
 
    Charlotte quipped. “Is he going to live, doc?” 
 
    The doctor folded up his stethoscope and put it into his valise. 
 
    “To a ripe, old age, I’m pretty sure. 
 
    “So…what do you think?” blurted Tina. 
 
    “He’s a fine candidate. And I’m sure I can give him a set he’ll be proud of.” 
 
    “What about the weenie?” 
 
    The medical man turned and pushed Jack back on the bed. He bent and lifted Jack’s dingus.  
 
    “This is really quite ingenious,” he said, admiring the cage. 
 
    Then he palpated Jack’s balls, felt all around in the region, and let go and stood back. 
 
    “I’m a little nervous about just sewing up his doo dad.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Young men get horny, they get erect. I’m afraid Jack might rip his stitches. I might not be available for any medical emergency, and if you get some other doctor to see him…it might be awkward.” 
 
    Tina and Charlotte sighed and looked at each other. 
 
    “There is another solution, however.” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “I happen to have brought along a dose of leuoprolide.” 
 
    “What’s leuoprolide?” asked Captain Randolph. 
 
    “It’s used to chemically castrate males, specifically sexual criminals, perverts, that sort of thing. You can get it in 3, 6, 9, or 12 month doses. I have a three month dose, perfect for the length of time he’ll spend in training. By the end of that time you can decide whether to give him more. Oh, and the stitches will have set for his penis. He won’t be in danger of ripping them. You can make a decision about all this at the end of three months.” 
 
    The other Marines, and Terry, looked at each other and nodded. 
 
    “Sounds great, Doc.” 
 
    On the bed Jack gave a snore. 
 
    Tina smiled. “Looks like as good a time as any.” 
 
    The doc nodded. “Captain Randolph, help me arrange Jack.” 
 
    The big Captain complied, and shortly Tina, Charlotte, Terry and Captain Randolph were watching as the older surgeon did his magic.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    Jack sort of woke up when he was moved on the bed, but it was a smile and a snore kind of wake up. Being drained is a very nice feeling. 
 
    Then the doctor injected Jack with a sedative to keep him unconscious. 
 
    The others watched, fascinated, as the older man measured and drew little marks on Jack’s chest. Then he started injecting a solution into Jack’s pecs, which were to become his boobs. 
 
    “I rarely get the chance to do these kinds of things,” remarked the doctor. “And it’s a pity. I do so love it.” 
 
    Slowly Jack’s boobs grew larger and larger. The doctor was a craftsman, and the work was smooth, with no flaws or imperfections.  
 
    “How big do you want them?” he asked, at one point.”               
 
    “Better make them big,” said Charlotte. 
 
    Tina shrugged. “Sure.” 
 
    “Big it is. Do you have a bra ready for him?” 
 
    They didn’t, so Terry went out and bought an assortment of bras.  
 
    Jack slumbered, a smile on his face. 
 
    When the doctor was done Jack’s chest was enormous. He even injected solution under the nipples, and Jack’s nipples, even while he was asleep, looked big and stiff. 
 
    “Oh, Lord,” breathed Charlotte. “This is making me hot.” 
 
    Captain Randolph took her arm and walked her out of the room. Shortly Doc and Tina could hear a bed banging against a wall as Captain Randolph did his duty. 
 
    “Ah, to be young again. This is the leuoprolide. Mind you, no erections for three months. But looking at that chastity tube it looks like it’s been a while since he’s had one, anyway. 
 
    “Go ahead, Doc. Let me get rid of this thing.”  
 
    Tina unlocked the chastity tube while the doctor gave Jack an injection. 
 
    “Okay,” said the doctor. Now comes the fun stuff.” 
 
    He shaved Jack’s groin area, Jack’s dick slept. 
 
    He made a small incision under the head of Jack’s cock. It was about the size of a nickel. Then he made a small incisions in Jack’s perineum. He pulled Jack’s cock back between his legs and began stitching the head of the cock to the perineum. 
 
    “You realize, of course, how nefarious this is?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” asked Tina. 
 
    “When Jack does start getting erections his cock will stimulate the perineum area. Lots of nerves there. It’s going to make him super horny.” 
 
    “Hmm. I guess that is nefarious.” 
 
    The doctor looked up, and smiled when he saw the grin on Tina’s face. 
 
    Finally, he was done. Jack’s cock was pulled down and between his legs. His front looked totally flat, no boner bump, and the doctor had done it all with only a couple of drops of blood. 
 
    “Okay, Captain.” He wiped his hands on a towel. “I believe our deal is a bottle of booze and a blow job every month.” 
 
    He turned to Tina. 
 
    Tina let out some breath. “Well, since we’re the only ones here, I guess I’ll do the honors. We’ll pick you up a bottle on the way back to base.” 
 
    “Excellent.” 
 
    Tina began to wiggle out of her uniform and the doctor undid his buckle and zipper and lowered his pants. 
 
    “Oh, crap! You didn’t tell me it was that big! I’ll never get that into my mouth!” 
 
    “I know,” the doctor was not abashed. “I have to do things like this to get a little action. I’ll accept a fuck, if you wish to save your mouth some stretching.” 
 
    Tina nodded. “That’s a deal.” 
 
    They pushed Jack to the side of the bed and Tina lay down and spread her legs. 
 
    As the doctor fed his government issue monster into Tina she groaned loudly. 
 
    Jack slumbered. 
 
    The doctor was old, but not feeble. He rammed and jammed with the best of them. 
 
    Tina bounced, rolled her head back, and came.  
 
    And Jack rolled off the bed and fell on the floor. 
 
    The doctor and Tina chuckled, and the doctor said, “Just a little longer. I’m almost there.” 
 
    “Take your time, Doc. I could grow to like this.” 
 
    So the doctor did. 
 
    By that evening, all operations and tasks accomplished, The doctor, Tina and Charlotte and Captain Randolph helped Jack into the humvee. 
 
    Jack was a little dizzy, he had been drained and unconscious for a while, but he climbed in, was confused, and sat quietly. 
 
    Captain Randolph, who was driving, honked at Terry, and she waved good by from the curb, her job done. 
 
    It took a couple of hours, plus a stop at a liquor store for the Doc’s preferred bottle of booze, before they were back at the camp. 
 
    Jack slowly came to the realization that he was being taken the Marine base, and that they were going to insert him into a training schedule. 
 
    “But…why?” he asked. 
 
    “Because the Marine Corps needs a few good men.” 
 
    “But…I’m…” 
 
    “And a few good women.” 
 
    That confused Jack even more. Then he realized that he had tits. He lapse into silence as he felt them and wondered what had happened. 
 
    He felt his nipples, and they were so stiff and sensitive that he groaned. 
 
    “Easy, Jack. Don’t play with yourself.” 
 
    Jack nodded, but…he couldn’t stop feeling the big boobs hanging on his chest. 
 
    The big confusion for Jack, however, was when, an hour and a half into their ride, they pulled over for a quick pit stop. 
 
    Randolph and Doc stepped into the bushes, unfurled their snakes, and pissed enough to put out a forest fire. 
 
    Tina stepped up to a tree, dropped panties and pants and squatted. She was careful not to piss on herself. 
 
    Charlotte stepped up next to the me, unzipped, and whizzed. 
 
    “What the fuck!” blurted Captain Randolph. The Doc just stared. 
 
    “How can you pee standing up?” 
 
    “I use a pee funnel.” 
 
    When she was done she handed the device to Captain Randolph. 
 
    It was a funnel, with the big end shaped to accommodate the female anatomy. The spout was long enough to enable Charlotte to compete with the men. 
 
    “Well, I never…” Randolph laughed.  
 
    Jack had to pee. 
 
    He stepped into the brush, lifted his dress, and grabbed…nothing. 
 
    He bent his head forward and looked down at his crotch. 
 
    His dick was gone! 
 
    “Hey!” He started to panic. “What happened to my dick!” 
 
    Charlotte stepped over to him. “We’ve changed your plumbing, Jack.” 
 
    She reached behind him and reached between his legs. Sticking out beneath his buns he could feel the head of his cock. 
 
    “What the fuck?” 
 
    He turned around, trying to see behind himself, which caused everybody to laugh. 
 
    Tina stopped him from turning and said, “Jack. Your cock is sewed between your legs. Anybody who sees you will assume it’s just a pussy. And when you squat to pee they’ll all understand.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Try it. Squat down.” 
 
    Jack squatted. He felt wisps of sensation as weeds tickled his underparts. 
 
    He peed, and the pee shot out his weenie several feet behind him. 
 
    When they all got back in the humvee Jack was quiet. Now that he understood what had been done he wasn’t overly upset. After all, it helped him look like a woman. But he was feeling strange. 
 
    “You didn’t tell me you were going to do this.” 
 
    “Well, we sort of did. We talked about your boobs and your dick and the leuoprolide. You had just been drained, so I guess you weren’t paying attention. 
 
    Jack was frowning, and thinking, and trying to figure things out, and he blurted, “What’s leuoprolide?” 
 
    The Humvee was silent. 
 
    “What? What aren’t you telling me?” 
 
    “Well, Jack, leuoprolide will help your penis stay quiescent for a few months. That way your penis won’t suddenly get hard and rip your stitches. 
 
    “Really?” He was in a mild state of shock, his mind not really functioning. But, then, it hadn’t bee functioning for a while, anyway. 
 
    “Yes,” the doctor continued. “It will reduce your testosterone. There might be some effects from increased estrogen, but you’re a Marine. You’ll handle that.” 
 
    Captain Randolph murmured, “Improvise, adapt and overcome. Remember that, Jack, when the going gets tough. Everybody loosen up. Guardhouse up ahead.” 
 
    They stopped, their IDs were checked, and the Marine MPS looked at Jack. 
 
    They saw a beautiful woman who seemed a bit embarrassed. 
 
    “It’s all right,” said Randolph. “She’s with us.” 
 
    They issued Jack a visitor’s pass and saluted. 
 
      
 
    Finally, after the long day, they entered the barracks. Captain Randolph and the doctor headed off, and Jack was taken into Tina and Charlotte’s room. 
 
    “We’ll get you sorted on Monday, when the new recruits arrive. Until then, you stay in here. You can sleep in Charlotte’s bed and we’ll sleep in mine.” 
 
    Jack nodded and looked around the small room. 
 
    They gave Jack a robe and a toothbrush and showed him where the head was, then they all settled in for the night. 
 
    Jack lay on the military issue mattress and wondered. He had boobs. His cock had been rendered not quite useful. He was wearing a peignoir that wasn’t government issue, and…what the heck was happening? 
 
    They had brought him, told him he was going to enter some kind of training cycle, but…he didn’t really understand it all. 
 
    Across the room he listened to Tina and Charlotte sleep. Except it didn’t sound like they were sleeping. It sounded like they were moving all around, and there were some curious wet, smacking sounds that could have been…kisses. 
 
    That was the moment he realized that his marriage, his life, had changed. 
 
    The way Tina looked at Captain Randolph and the Doc…it was…intimate. 
 
    And now those sounds from her bed. 
 
    But what could he do about it? 
 
    Tina had always been stronger than him. If he tried to go over and object to whatever was going on in her bed she’d probably just spank him. 
 
    In the darkness he felt between his legs. Hunching over into the fetal position he could feel how his cock was bent under his body. And there was no trace of hardness. 
 
    He had been drained, and Terry had told him that he would be hornier afterwards, and on previous drainings he had been. And his cock had gone crazy in the chastity tube. 
 
    But now he wasn’t wearing the chastity tube, but he still couldn’t get hard. 
 
    But he was still feeling horny. And, if prior experiences in being drained held true, he was going to be going stark raving horny mad over the next couple of days. Then he would settle down to just normally over horny. 
 
    He felt his breasts, and he liked them. They were so big. Of course he was going to have to wear a sturdy bra from now on, but…he liked the way his chest protruded. 
 
    “Oh…fuck…fuck!” came from Tina’s bed. 
 
    “Use your fist!” 
 
    Use your fist? What were they doing? Punching each other? 
 
    But finally the nose reduced, the night went quiet, and Jack heard the girls snoring. 
 
    So he closed his eyes and tried to do a little bit of snoring on his own. 
 
      
 
    “Get on the yellow feet!” 
 
    Jack was pushed through the darkness. He heard the drill instructors screaming about yellow feet, but he didn’t understand. Who had yellow feet?” 
 
    “Right here, Jack. Go stand on those yellow footprints.” 
 
    Tina pushed him between some bleachers and he was alone. 
 
    Forty women were moving in confusion, trying to follow orders, which, though simple, they didn’t seem to understand. 
 
    “Stand there, you stupid cow!” 
 
    “Did I say you could look at me?” 
 
    “Did I give you permission to pee in your panties?” 
 
    Jack took his position, and almost immediately came to the drill instructor’s attention. 
 
    “What the fuck! Shoulders back! Tits out!” 
 
    Jack had the tits, and he thrust them forward. 
 
    Tina and Charlotte had been preparing him for this all weekend. They had practiced screaming at him, explaining what was happening, screaming again. 
 
    Jack stood and tried to follow directions. Since he wasn’t standing out, and because there were other women who were, they left him alone. 
 
    Alone, and terrified, and wondering what was going to happen to him. 
 
    He was actually shivering. The day wasn’t cold, but…he was scared. 
 
    “Okay, maggots! Try to move your feet in time…Left! Right! Left!” 
 
    The drill instructor marched them across the base, and towards the same barracks that Tina and Charlotte were in. Then he realized that those had been officer’s quarters. He was going to be inside enlisted women’s barracks. 
 
    But he was going to be close to his wife and…and her friends. 
 
    That was good for something, wasn’t it? 
 
     
 
    “Okay. He’s on his way,” remarked Tina. 
 
    “On her way,” corrected Charlotte. “And thank goodness. I was tired of trying to fuck you without making any noise.” 
 
    “You and me both, sister.” 
 
    They watched the recruits file into the barracks and they positioned themselves in the next barracks over so they could listen. 
 
    Listening was no problem. The Drill Instructors were quite loud. 
 
    “You are maggots pretending to be Marines, but you’ll never make it. You are too fucking ugly to be Marines!” 
 
    Tina smiled. “I remember them yelling that at us.” 
 
    “Music to my ears.” 
 
    “You will learn your general orders!” 
 
    “Say ‘Sir, yes, sir!” 
 
    “I’m not an officer! I work for a living! 
 
      
 
    Jack was trying to keep up with the screams and orders. He was shivering, trying to understand, trying to figure out why he was here. Surely he didn’t deserve to go to Hell! 
 
    “You! Jacqueline!” 
 
    Jack tried to pull his shoulders back further, to push his tits out further! 
 
    The Drill instructor started insulting him for having such big tits. 
 
    Jack was mortified. He had just got them, he loved them, he was proud of them, and here the drill instructor was telling him he was a fat cow who didn’t deserve boobs. 
 
    Jack started to cry, and that made it worse. 
 
    He realized, then, that he must have made a terrible mistake to end up here. 
 
      
 
    The days passed.  
 
    Jack did push ups until he thought his boobs were going to bruise on the ground. He ran obstacle courses and he sat silently while he was instructed as to everything from military etiquette to how much make up he could wear. 
 
    It was sad. 
 
    He was sad. 
 
    And he wanted to run away. 
 
    But something began to grow inside him. Something that forbade him to quit. 
 
    He felt this something at odd moments. When sitting in the head and peeing, when waiting in line for the mess hall, when he saw his wife, or Charlotte watching him across the parade ground. 
 
    He began to hold his shoulders back without having to be yelled at. He picked up his feet and kept in step when marching. 
 
    He began to change. 
 
      
 
    On the seventh day of his ‘remaking’ he was assigned fire watch in the officer’s quarters. He received a whistle to blow in case there was a fire. He held a length of pipe that simulated a baton, in case he had to clonk an intruder, presumably the arsonist that dared try to burn up the officer’s quarters. He was told to walked silently through the barracks and keep his eyes open. 
 
    Then he was left alone. 
 
    He walked through the gloom and listened to the sound of the officers snoring. 
 
    There was a large clock on one wall, and he listened to it tick as he walked around and around. He didn’t have to walk long, however, until a door opened and Charlotte came out. 
 
    “Jack, go in there. I’ll take over for you.” 
 
    She took his helmet and pipe and whistle and pushed him towards the door to his wife’s room. 
 
    He entered the room and Tina grabbed him and pulled him around. She didn’t kiss him, or hug him, just inspected him. Then she nodded, and actually seemed pleased. 
 
    “Okay, Jack. On the bed.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “No time for chit chat. This is an official order. Get on my bunk and put your butt in the air.” 
 
    Jack complied. He wanted to hold his wife, to kiss her and love her. For the first time in a long time he realized that he had been failing in his marriage. He wanted to make up for it, but Tina wasn’t having any of that. 
 
    “Jack, a prostate massager is not allowed on base. Restricted contraband. So I’m going to have to use a dildo.” 
 
    “A…but…” 
 
    She put a hand on one of his buns and began massaging it. With her other hand she reamed his back hole, spreading plenty of lubricant onto it. 
 
    “How you doing, Jack?” 
 
    “I’m trying,” he answered. 
 
    “Making any friends?” 
 
    “Some,” he admitted. As all the people in his barracks were women he was careful in his answer. But Tina had to know this, so he had to be somewhat honest. 
 
    “It’s okay if you score a little Lesbian action while you’re there,” she said. Running a pair of fingers around and around. She wasn’t worried about him using his dick. 
 
    Jack groaned. It felt so good. 
 
    She reached between his legs and touched his little penis head. 
 
    He jerked. 
 
    “You can feel that?” 
 
    “Of course!” 
 
    “Does it ever try to get hard.” 
 
    “No.” then he whined, “But it rubs against my underwear and it makes me horny.” 
 
    Tina nodded. “Good.” 
 
    “But I need to cum!” 
 
    “Sorry, Jack, but you weren’t issued a penis when you joined the corps.” She inserted three fingers and reamed him some more. 
 
    “Am I going to cum if you use a penis on me?” 
 
    “Don’t be scared, Jack, and yes. I think I can make you cum. We’ve got a couple of hours to try, anyway.” 
 
    Four fingers, and Jack was moaning louder. 
 
    “Quiet down now, Jack. You don’t want anybody to wake up and come in on us, do you?” 
 
    “Nu…nu…no.” 
 
    She put the dildo into him. It was actually smaller than her four fingers, and Jack relaxed in relief. 
 
    Tina smiled as she thrust into him. God, she liked being on top. Was it just being a Marine? Or was there some psychological quirk to her? 
 
    She didn’t know, and as she plunged into Jack she stopped thinking about it. 
 
    Out in the barracks Charlotte listened, and grinned. She needed to get some of that. She could hear the slap of Tina’s loins against Jack’s rump. She could hear the squish of his lubricated rectum. 
 
    Oh, yeah. That was what—“ 
 
    “TEN HUT!” 
 
    Oh, fuck! 
 
    Charlotte snapped to attention. 
 
    She turned towards the sound of the voice and her heart sank and turned into a cold, lifeless ball of crap. 
 
    It was Major Cummings. 
 
    Fortunately, he was drunk. 
 
    Unfortunately, he wasn’t drunk enough. 
 
    “Captain. Why are you on fire watch duty.” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    The Captain looked around the barracks. He hadn’t turned on the lights because he wanted to sneak up on her. He hadn’t been so loud in his command for her to come to attention that Tina had heard him. 
 
    Besides, Tina was busy plummeting into her husband’s ass. Too busy, and too focused to hear anything. 
 
    “What’s that sound?” 
 
    “Nothing, sir. It’s just—“ 
 
    “Quiet!” he snapped.  
 
    There was nothing Charlotte could do. She listened along with him and heard: Squish…squish…squish… 
 
    Cummings turned slowly, located the door from which behind came the squishing sound. 
 
    “Who’s in that room, Captain?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Speak up.” 
 
    “It’s my room, sir.” 
 
    “And who’s in there?” 
 
    “Captain Steading.” 
 
    “Captain Steading, eh?” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” 
 
    “The one who’s here on temporary duty? Helping with the training cycle.” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” 
 
    “Who’s she fucking?” 
 
    “Fucking, sir?” 
 
    “I know the sound of fucking, Captain. Who’s in there with her?” 
 
    “Her husband?” 
 
    It felt weird referring to Jack as a man, and Charlotte’s voice wavered. 
 
    “Her husband, eh?” He gave her the gimlet eye for a moment, then strode towards the door. 
 
    The squishing sound became louder as he approached the door, and he gripped the doorknob and pulled the door open. 
 
    The only light came through the window, and in that dim light he saw Tina standing behind a raised asshole. She was wearing a strap on and she was screwing the hell out of whoever was on the bed. 
 
    Major Cummings frowned. The woman Captain Steading was fucking was a woman. He could see the dress raised up. In the gloom he couldn’t make out the little head poking out beneath the buns, or the fact that Tina was screwing an asshole and not a pussy. 
 
    Tina thought it was Charlotte, coming for her turn. 
 
    “Not, yet. Give me another minute.” 
 
    Major Cummings stared as the two women fucked on the bed. He had never seen such a juicy and rotund ass. And to be fucked by a small, plastic peter…that was as good as heresy. Pussy deserved cock! 
 
    At that moment he decided to teach the woman on the bottom a lesson. She was content with a mini-weenie, and she should be showed the error of her ways. 
 
    Major Cummings unzipped and fished out his gigantic member. He brushed Tina aside and jammed his humungous cock into the woman on the bed. 
 
    Jack jerked forward and felt a truly large member slide into him. 
 
    Thank God he had enough lube, for that cock was big enough to split him in two! 
 
    But he did have lots of lube, and all that happened was that his eyes rolled up, his back arched, his toes curled, and gism started drooling out of his cock. 
 
    In fact, it wasn’t just gism. It was an orgasm! 
 
    Jack was having an anal orgasm, sometimes called a sissygasm, and it was amazing. 
 
    Suddenly he felt like his head was floating in the clouds. His asshole felt so amazing. And he knew he was emptying out. 
 
    For a long minute Major Cummings screwed Jack, then he squirted, and like a man with big balls will do, he squirted a lot. 
 
    Jack felt the goo sliding out and around the massive weenie inside him. 
 
    It just added to the lubrication, and Jack’s orgasm mounted reached the stars, then waned. 
 
    At the same time that Jack gave it up, Major Cummings was done. He expended the last of his prodigious amount of semen and pulled his slackening cock out of Jack. 
 
    Wow! he thought. “That wasn’t bad,” he said. 
 
    He slapped Jack’s ass with his cock and wiped the goo off it. 
 
    Jack lay down and groaned and stuff leaked out of his bunghole. 
 
    Cummings turned to the door. “Lights!” 
 
    Tina, having realized what was happening, hit the light switch, and she and Charlotte stood at attention. 
 
    “Well, ladies. Let this be a lesson. I…” 
 
    He stopped talking. The looks on Tina’s and Charlotte’s faces was…strained. 
 
    He blinked. Was something wrong? Had he done something wrong? 
 
    Of course he had fucked Marines before. Just as male Marines had the biggest cocks, female Marines had the juiciest pussies. 
 
    Then he blinked again. He had just fucked a pussy…but…it hadn’t felt quite right. 
 
    He turned and looked down at Jack. 
 
    With the lights on he could now see what he had fucked. 
 
    It looked like a woman, and walked and talked like a woman, but…it wasn’t really a woman. 
 
    But…what was it? 
 
    He reached down, in spite of himself, and touched Jack’s dripping, little cock head. 
 
    “What the fuck?” he mumbled. 
 
    Then he bent down and looked for a pussy. 
 
    There wasn’t one. 
 
    Jack had no pussy. 
 
    And it he didn’t have a pussy, then…maybe…could he not be…was he… 
 
    Jack moaned. 
 
    His voice wasn’t quite feminine. It was almost feminine. It was high for a male, but low for a female. 
 
    Cummings bent over further, examined Jack’s asshole, and, at the exact instant, Jack farted. 
 
    As far as farts go, it wasn’t the best fart in the world. But, considering that fact that Jack’s ass was oozing sperm, it was wet, and it sprayed Cumming’s face. 
 
    Major Cummings straightened up. Fart fueled gizz was all over his face. He wiped the goo, messing it more than cleaning, and spat out a bit of the stuff that had managed to get inside his mouth. 
 
    “What the…what the fuck!” 
 
    Jack, realizing that something strange was happening, and that he wasn’t in a room with only females, jumped up. 
 
    He would have run out of the barracks, but Major Cummings moved back and was blocking the door. 
 
    Cummings wiped his face clean enough to see, and he stared at Jack. 
 
    “Major Cummings,” said Tina. “I’d like to introduce my husband.” 
 
    Cummings jaw dropped. 
 
    “But that’s…” 
 
    His heart sank as he went through a series of revelations. 
 
    This hadn’t been one of his officers he had just screwed, it had been a recruit! And while screwing fellow officers was frowned on, it wasn’t near as bad as screwing a recruit! 
 
    This could mean the end of his career! A court martial! He was done for! 
 
    Then he realized the second big thing: he had thought he was screwing a woman! but this wasn’t…it was…under the uniform and the little weenie poking out the back…Jack was a man! 
 
    He had just screwed a man! 
 
    He grew faint. 
 
    Did this make him a homosexual? 
 
    Oh, God! 
 
    He turned and staggered out the door, and Tina and Charlotte were left to wonder what the fuck? 
 
    Jack stood up and took back his pipe and helmet and whistle. 
 
    “I guess I better get back on duty.” 
 
    The girls let him, and wondered what they were going to do to get out of this mess. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    THE NEXT MORNING… 
 
    Jack woke up at reveille. Five in the morning. He rolled out of his bunk and wondered what was going to happen. He had been caught in dereliction of duty the night previous. The Major had found him in bed with Tina, and he had actually put his penis up Jack’s ass. 
 
    Jack pulled on his clothes, and rubbed his ass a little. 
 
    It wasn’t sore, as he might have expected, just a little…tired. 
 
    But that’s what he might have expected, considering what had happened to him. 
 
      
 
    Tina and Charlotte got up and got dressed. They were worried. They had pulled Jack off fire watch, then screwed him, and been caught by the major. 
 
    He could court martial them! 
 
    Except…he had then done the unforgivable. He had put his weenie into Jack. He had fucked a recruit. 
 
    “What do you think?” asked Tina, as she pulled on her boots and tied them. They were going to be in the field today, unless they ended up in the stockade. 
 
    “I think…I don’t want to think. What were we thinking?” 
 
    “We were thinking of giving Jack a little reward for his hard work.” 
 
    “You know that, and I know that, and even Jack knows that. But I think it’s going to be hard to convince the major.” 
 
    The girls left the barracks, and wondered what was going to happen to them. 
 
      
 
    Captain Randolph sprang out of bed. His cock was hard and he wanted to put it in someone. Either Captain steading or her friend. Man, they were lush chicks, and he wondered whether he was falling in love. 
 
    He stepped out of the male barracks, headed for headquarters, and he had no clue as to the storm he was about to walk into. 
 
      
 
    Major Cummings was sitting at his desk, where he had sat all night long. 
 
    He had fucked a recruit. Worse than that…the recruit wasn’t even female! She was…he was…a male! 
 
    Did that make him a homosexual? 
 
    He might be able to survive fucking a recruit, if that recruit was female.  
 
    Of course he would be busted down to a private, and he would lose his pension, and…people would whisper and point. But he wouldn’t survive if it came out that he was a homosexual! 
 
    He drummed his fingers on the desk and pondered his actions. 
 
    He saw Captain Randolph crossing the parade ground, then he heard Randolph come in, greet the secretaries, and sit down at his own desk. 
 
    “Captain Randolph!” Major Cummings suddenly bellowed. 
 
    Instantly, Captain Randolph appeared at the door. “Yes, sir!” 
 
    “I want all the records for a recruit. Medical, history, everything!” 
 
    Captain Randolph felt it in his gut. It was like a huge boulder splashing down into his belly juices. He knew which recruit the major was asking about. 
 
    “Which recruit, sir?” Hoping. Hoping. Hoping. 
 
    “Goes by the name Jacqueline, though I have heard some of the Drill Instructors call her Jack.” 
 
    Oh, shit on a shish ka bob! 
 
    But all Randolph could do was salute and say, “Yes, sir.” 
 
      
 
    An hour later Cummings put the recruit’s file down. He looked out the window. 
 
    A man that was a woman. 
 
    How had that happened in his corps? 
 
    He knew that a lot of people were going crazy on this ‘identify with being a woman’ stuff, and there was talk of…of ‘shemales’ being eligible to serve. 
 
    But…but…what was he going to do. 
 
    At the moment, only two women, and the recruit himself…herself…whatever…knew what he had done. 
 
    The recruit, Jack, was halfway between being a man and a woman. 
 
    He snorted. Did that mean he was only going to lose half his career? 
 
    “Captain Randolph!” 
 
    Randolph appeared at the door. He appeared a little pale, and his lip was quivering. “Sir?” 
 
    “I want to see Captains Steading and Johanson.” 
 
    “Now, sir?” 
 
    “Yes.” The major glared at Randolph. 
 
    “They’re out in the field.” 
 
    “Get them,” he snapped. 
 
    “Sir!” Dying inside, Captain Randolph headed for the motor pool. 
 
      
 
    An hour later the Humvee skidded to a stop in front of company headquarters. Tina and Charlotte got out and headed up the stairs. 
 
    Captain Randolph sat in the Humvee, his head on the steering wheel. 
 
    “Sir! Reporting as ordered. 
 
    Charlotte and Tina stood at attention. 
 
    “Close the door, Captain, and both of you sit down in front of me.” 
 
    The girls closed the door and sat down. Their eyes were staring and they were resigned. 
 
    “Okay, ladies,” Major Cummings heaved a sigh. “Tell me why in the hell a recruit who is a man happens to appear on our company rolls as a woman? How the hell did he, or she, or whatever the hell it is, get into my corps?” 
 
    For a moment neither of them said anything. Then they both opened their mouths and started talking. 
 
    And looked at each and stopped, and Tina said, “Let me.” And she started explaining about Jack, his lack of discipline, and how they were just trying to get him to be a stronger person. 
 
    She finished by saying, “So you see, sir…we know that if we could put Marine values into Jack…” and she trailed off. 
 
    Major Cummings stared at the two officers. Never in his life… 
 
    He shook his head, swiveled and stared out the window. The recruits were just coming back from the field exercises. They marched across the parade ground, and it was easy to pick out Jack. 
 
    He was the good looking woman with the big chest. 
 
    Major Cummings felt his cock harden. Oh, crap, he thought. Am I gay? 
 
    Then he made up his mind and turned back to the girls. 
 
    “Steadings, Johanson, I have never…I am tempted to lock you up in Leavenworth and throw away the key and then bomb the place to make sure you never get out.              “ 
 
    Charlotte and Tina gulped. 
 
    “However, this is an embarrassing situation. What you have done…” he shook his head. 
 
    And, inside, he was thinking that he was embarrassed. If anybody found out that he was gay… 
 
    “But I am inclined to be merciful, if only to save the corps any humiliation.” 
 
    The girls perked up. 
 
    “So this is what is going to happen…” 
 
    The girls leaned forward. 
 
    “Recruit Jacqueline is going to continue her training. It is up to you to see that she finishes her training. If she doesn’t…” 
 
    He glared at the girls and they shuddered. 
 
    “But if she…when she graduates from her class, I will issue an honorable discharge. Do you understand?” 
 
    The girls nodded frantically. 
 
    “Then you better take that recruit in hand and make sure she finishes boot camp, and with honors! Do you understand me?” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” they both chimed. 
 
    “Then what are you still doing here?”  
 
    Tina and Charlotte leaped to their feet, saluted, and got the hell out of Dodge. 
 
    Major Cummings turned to look out the window. He watched the two Captains running across the parade ground. 
 
    He had cold sweats running down his back. Every hair on his body was standing up. He wondered if he was going to survive. 
 
    Then he swiveled back to his desk and yelled: “Captain Randolph!” 
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    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    Here it is, the final installment of the feminized Marines!  
 
    And here is a little something I came across during research for this story. 
 
      
 
    We’re a brotherhood. It doesn’t matter what color you are, gay or straight, what’s between your legs, or what name you call God. In a Marine Corps infantry battalion, the only thing that matters is that you carry your own weight, fire straight, and take care of the person to your left and your right. 
 
      
 
    Pretty much says it all, eh? 
 
    Now, have a great read, and… 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    “Okay, maggots! We’ve got twenty miles to go…let’s go!” 
 
    The double line of women began to trudge across the parade ground. They were carrying packs and rifles and they moved quickly, following the directions of the drill instructors to space themselves appropriately. 
 
    Jack was in the last ten women. He slung his rifle and set foot on the twenty mile hike. 
 
    Two by two the women marched to the end of the parade ground and turned onto a fire trail. 
 
    The women had to do everything that male marines do. 
 
    In the marines there are no blacks and whites, everybody is considered ‘green.’ 
 
    Likewise, there are no male and females, everybody is a Marine. Or, in the case of those still in boot camp, everybody is a maggot. 
 
    But, though Jack was born a male, and though he was supposedly stronger than the women, he was having a rough time. 
 
    He was having a rough time because he had been given a dose of leuoprolide. That was suppressing his testosterone and increasing his estrogen, and sometimes, because of his chemical balances trying to figure things out, he was simply weak. 
 
    And it didn’t help that his cock, now limp, had been sewn between his legs. That made the tip of his cock, the very sensitive head, stick out just under his buns, and the underwear was rubbing him mercilessly. 
 
    Every step he felt the cloth rasp over his cock head. Every step his penis was stimulated. Every step he felt a sexual thrill course through him. 
 
    The other ladies on the march were not bothered by such things. They marched, they endured, and strived. 
 
    But while they were achieving, Jack was hanging on by his fingernails. His delicately trimmed and feminine nails. 
 
    “Let’s go, Jack off!” A drill instructor yelled at him. His name was Jacqueline on the roster, and the drill instructors called him that, or ‘Jack off.’ The other recruits called him Jackie. 
 
    Jack groaned and his legs were weak. Though they had only been marching for an hour, only a few miles, he felt like he was about to cum. The rubbing of his panties on his dick head was that intense. 
 
    “You okay, Jackie?” Stella was marching next to him.  
 
    “I…I think…so,” he gulped. 
 
    “You don’t look so good. Your face is pale.” 
 
    Stella was a good looking brunette. Her hair was cropped short, not over the eyebrows nor past the collar, and she had plump lips and a saucy attitude. Now, however, she was worried. 
 
    “I’m okay. I’m…oh…fuck!” 
 
    Jack stumbled. He had been given leuoprolide and he couldn’t get boners, but even a soft dick, if rubbed enough, will discharge semen. Now his dick was giving little spurts. The tiny streams jetted into his panties, and into the seat of his cammie pants. 
 
    Each step made a little more gizz shoot out, and each step was another step into heaven. 
 
    Suddenly he wasn’t tired. He was golden, and the relief at finally getting his rocks off was amazing. 
 
    He wasn’t allowed to fuck, couldn’t fuck, or masturbate, but he was usually drained regularly by his wife rubbing his prostate until he was empty. But he hadn’t been drained for two weeks and he was full up. He needed this. 
 
    But the golden feeling of shooting his sperm made his legs wobble with every step. 
 
    Stella moved over and grabbed his arm. “Stay upright, Jackie. We’re going to get a break soon.” 
 
    Jack nodded, smiling, and feeling energy come into his step. Nothing like an orgasm to make a Marine, he thought. 
 
    Fortunately, none of the drill instructors noticed Stella helping Jack. Or, if they did, they didn’t say anything because Marines were supposed to help each other. 
 
    After a minute Jack was back to normal. He still felt weak, and his dick head was still rubbing, but he wasn’t feeling it as bad. 
 
    Stella moved back into her own line and kept an eye on Jack. 
 
    “Okay! Take ten.” 
 
    All the women moved to the side of the trail and sat down. 
 
    Jack sat down, then lay back and looked at the tree tops waving over head. 
 
    “Shit, Jackie! You started your period!” Stella looked down at him. He had lain in such a way, spread his legs slightly, and the wet spot where the semen had seeped through was visible. 
 
    “What?” Jack sat up and looked around. 
 
    “Come on.” Stella pulled his arm, got him up and pulled him towards a drill instructor. 
 
    The drill instructors were discussing time spent marching and how far they had to go. One of them noticed the two women and stepped out to meet them. 
 
    “What do you need?” 
 
    “Instead of yelling, as she was supposed to, Stella calmly stated. “Recruit Steadings needs a pad.” 
 
    The drill instructor didn’t bat an eye. She simply said, “Pads in the Humvee over there. Get one, get it changed, and get back in line.” 
 
    “Sir, yes, sir!” Again, Stella spoke calmly.  
 
    Normally she was supposed to yell, or even scream, questions and answers to the drill instructors, but the purpose of the Marines was not to embarrass because of biological situations that couldn’t be helped.  
 
    Stella pulled Jack along, got the pad from the back of the Humvee, and moved into the woods. 
 
    “Let’s go, Jackie. Get it done.” 
 
    Jack looked at the feminine pad in his hand. He looked up, helplessness written on his face. 
 
    “I’ve never…I don’t know…” 
 
    “For heysoos’ sake! Undo your pants.” 
 
    At first Stella was disgusted with Jack, but when his pants and panties were pulled down she froze. 
 
    “Jack? Where is your pussy?” 
 
    Jack turned around and bent over. 
 
    Stella stared at the little cock head sticking out just between and below his buns. 
 
    “What the…” then she got it. “You’re…a man?” 
 
    Jack stayed bent over and nodded. He was still feeling pretty good from the orgasm, and he wasn’t worried. His wife, Captain Tina, and her friends, Captain Charlotte and Captain Randolph, had all looked out for him. They checked on him constantly and made sure he was progressing nicely. 
 
    They had to. Ever since Major Cummings had discovered that Jack was a man, that his tits had been implanted and his cock sewn to his perineum so he could pass as a woman, they had worked to make sure they were not court martialed. 
 
    Stella was no dope. She wiped the semen off Jack’s panties and where it had dripped down his legs. She jammed a pad into his panties and pulled them up. 
 
    Jack sighed in relief. The pad was pressed up against his cock head, and it stopped the constant rubbing that he had been suffering. 
 
    She helped Jack buckle up, then they stepped out from behind the trees. 
 
    The lines of women was starting up again, and they just made it back into place. 
 
    They marched, and as the line straggled along Stella moved a little closer to Jack and whispered, “How come you’re here? Why aren’t you in the men’s barracks? And…what happened to your cock? 
 
    Jack, his relief obvious, was feeling better. His dick wasn’t constantly being stimulated, and he began to explain to Stella that while he was a man, his wife was a Marine officer, and she insisted that he get more discipline. 
 
    “I’ll probably never be really alpha, but…I think I’m getting better. At least, I’m stronger, and I’m waking up on time.” 
 
    Stella nodded. “And you’ve kept your secret for the past two weeks.” 
 
    “I have to. My wife and her friends are depending on me. If I don’t make it they lose their commissions, they get drummed out of the service.” 
 
    “Hunh. Well, don’t worry, Jackie. We’ll help you. We’ll get you to graduation.” 
 
    Jack smiled. “Thank you.” 
 
    An hour later they reached the first training station. Marine recruits didn’t just march, they trained, and in all the things the men did. 
 
    They did such things as rappelling from a tower, training in the McMap empty hands fighting method, got gassed in the gas chamber,  fired rifles, and so on. 
 
    The station they were at today dealt with instruction on running an obstacle course. While the women were crawling and jumping and swinging from ropes Stella moved about. She cornered friends and began whispering about Jack’s situation. 
 
    While she was gathering friends to help Jack, Jack had to run the obstacle course. 
 
    Jack wasn’t strong because of the leuoprolide. And the big tits on his chest unbalanced him. He had been having a rough time of his training because of this, and he struggled through the course. 
 
    “Let’s go, maggot!” one of the drill instructors paced him, shouting insults, calling him a fat cow, and generally berating him. 
 
    Jack didn’t take offense. Tina, his wife, and her friends had been drilling him on how to handle the constant insults. Though he was weak and uncoordinated, he made it through the course. Barely, but…he made it. 
 
    And though the drill instructor chewed him out, he felt a certain pride. He had completed the course. He was getting stronger. 
 
    He moved to the side and took his place in the line, which was almost ready to move out again, and the most surprising thing happened. 
 
    He knew many of the girls. He didn’t have any real friends, after all, he had the secret of being a man, and this held him apart. But suddenly Wanda Ethelridge moved up and stood next to him. 
 
    “Nice go, Jackie. Get your knees under you when you crawl, and keep your top buttons tight. It’ll keep sand from getting in your bra.” 
 
    Jack stared, the smiled, and was grateful. 
 
    His wife and her friends were more abrasive, commanding him. It felt nice to have a girl just whisper to him, and in a friendly fashion. 
 
    “Thanks,” he said. 
 
    “No prob, girlfriend,” Wanda moved up the line to her rightful place. 
 
    Jack stared after her. 
 
    “Hey, Jackie,” Stella stepped up and marched next to him. 
 
    “Did you see that?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Wanda…she just…she helped me.” 
 
    Stella smiled. “We’re all going to help you, Jackie. You’re going to ace this training. Got that?” 
 
    Jack looked at Stella gratefully. 
 
    And they marched. 
 
      
 
    Back at headquarters Jack’s wife, Tina, was in the quartermaster’s hut. She was sitting in a chair across the desk from Captain Tom Randolph. They were discussing the paperwork they needed to generate to make sure Jack stayed in the training program. 
 
    “One person isn’t going to show up on the food requisitioning, but I’ve got to account for a complete uniform.” 
 
    “Okay,” Tina said. Charlotte and I will accidentally total the component parts. I’ll rip a pair of pants beyond repair, she’ll do the same for a shirt. Is underwear going to be a problem?” 
 
    “Negative. Now, I’ve got the doc on board with the medical records, but we’re going to need to hide Jack from the Pentagon. Those pencil pushers are going to want to account for every last…” 
 
    They continued with their discussion, then they heard the sound of doors slamming.  
 
    “Lunch,” stated Randolph. He started to get up, but Tina motioned him down. 
 
    “Not yet,” she said. “We’re going to be late. 
 
    Randolph smiled. He was a big, hunky man with a big, hunky dick, and he knew what was expected of him. 
 
    Tina locked the door and began pulling her clothes off. 
 
    “Let’s make this quick,” she said, eying him hungrily. 
 
    Randolph had his pants down by now, and his big dong stuck out like Babe Ruth’s bat. He picked Tina up and lowered her onto his cock. 
 
    Tina gasped, and then her back was being pressed against the wall. 
 
    They began pumping, Tina’s back pounding on the wall, Randolph’s penis opening her up and making her hang on for dear life. 
 
    Bang! Bang! Bang! 
 
    They froze, then Tina giggled. “We’re closed! Come back later!” 
 
    “Open up or I’ll get a fork lift and ram this door!” 
 
    “She would, too,” murmured Randolph, leaning his weight into Tina, pushing his pubic area hard against Tina’s mons. 
 
    Captain Randolph leaned over and unlocked the door. 
 
    “It’s about time! Captain Charlotte Johanson pushed into the room and glared at her friends. 
 
    “Lock the door, bitch,” muttered Tina. “And wait your turn.” 
 
    “I’ll wait, but you better hurry up! I’m hungry!” 
 
    Captain Randolph was feeling it then, and he began really pounding into Tina. 
 
    Tina groaned and it felt like her insides were being mauls. Then she began to squirt. 
 
    “Oh…yes! Yeah…yeah!” 
 
    When Captain Randolph put her down, she collapsed in a wooden chair. “God!” she murmured, her eyes looking a bit unfocused. 
 
    “Oh, goody!” yelped Charlotte, and she leaped into Captain Randolph’s arms. 
 
    Randolph took her to the wall, too, and slammed. 
 
    Tina slowly recovered, got dressed, and laughed. “He didn’t cum in me.” 
 
    “Oh…unh…oh…” Charlotte grunted, then Randolph gave a grunt and began unloading his sperm in her. 
 
    “Oh, yes!” Charlotte yelled, then she began to jerk and twitch and hold on for dear life. 
 
      
 
    Five minutes later, not looking disheveled at all, the three captains crossed the parade ground and headed for the mess hall. 
 
    “So Jack is hiking twenty miles today.” Charlotte was leaking Captain Randolph’s massive load of sperm and she was trying not to squish and splash. 
 
    Tina nodded. “I wanted to go with him, but I’ve got duties back here.” 
 
    “You should have told me. I would have gone.” 
 
    Tina sighed. “I know. But Jack is functioning, and if he has any little emergencies he’s just going to have to figure it out.” 
 
    Captain Randolph nodded. “He’s going to have to if he’s going to be a Marine.” 
 
    Charlotte: “Did you ever think he‘d make it this far?” 
 
    “No. But…that’s what boot camp is all about. Taking the weak and making them strong.” 
 
    They entered the mess hall and Charlotte headed for the head. She had to score a pad, or somehow get her ass cleaned of dripping goo. 
 
    As they stood in line, Captain Randolph said, “So no one is looking out for him.” 
 
    Tina shook her head. “No.” 
 
    “Well, he’s just going to have to make it.” 
 
    Glumly, the two filled their trays with food. 
 
      
 
    Ten miles away, Jack was marching, and, for the first time in his life, he was doing better. 
 
    No, he wasn’t strong, and he did have hormones struggling for ascendancy in him, but the other recruits, the other ‘maggots,’ were helping him. 
 
    Tina, being an officer and very alpha, always told him what to do. She led in their relationship, and he, because he was a beta personality, did what he was told, and even became discouraged from standing up for himself, from doing things for himself. 
 
    Now he was out from under her thumb. Now he was being forced to do things for himself. More important, the women had begun to help him, and they weren’t doing it out of a desire to control or dominate. They were doing it simply to help. 
 
    Jack responded better to a helping hand than a ruling hand. 
 
    Now, though the testosterone was waning, and the estrogen was building, he felt a surge of confidence.  He felt…stronger. 
 
    Not necessarily physically stronger, but emotionally stronger, more confident. He picked up his pace, he was grateful when the other recruits offered a kind word, or showed him a better way of doing things. 
 
    For the first time in his life Jack was on the receiving end of a women’s community. He was experiencing how women could come together and help one another. 
 
    And he was loving it. 
 
      
 
    “Something’s going on,” drill instructor Shiela Carson spoke to one of the other drill instructors. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Recruit Jacqueline.” 
 
    The other drill instructor glanced to where Jack was marching. 
 
    “Looks okay to me.” 
 
    “The other girls are picking up the slack with her.” 
 
    “Aren’t we supposed to be making a team?” 
 
    “Yeah, but there’s something up with that woman.” 
 
    The other drill instructor soughed. 
 
    “I tell ya, I can’t put my finger on it, but that woman is…there’s something going on with her.” 
 
    The other drill instructor took a longer look at Jack. “As long as they’re doing their job, who cares.” 
 
    But the words didn’t mollify drill instructor Shiela.  
 
    People are generally kind. And then there are the one or two out of a hundred who make things miserable for the rest of us. That was Shiela’s problem. And it was going to remain a problem until she got to the bottom of recruit Jacqueline, and that was that! 
 
      
 
    The days passed, and Jack became more and more confident. He marched and became adept at close order drill. He began hitting the bull’s eye on the firing range.  
 
    He worked with the other girls in learning general orders, and he began to cultivate a calm and pleasant social manner. 
 
    The other women in his unit, learning that his penis had been sewn up and was not a threat, treated him like one of them.  Many of them envied his large boobs. 
 
    And he learned. 
 
    He had learned a little when he had been left at home with Terry, who was Charlotte’s sister. Now he was learning a lot. The girls enjoyed telling him how to act more feminine.  
 
    And it helped that the leuoprolide was changing him.  
 
    Yes, he was losing a certain amount of muscle, muscle which he didn’t have much of anyway, but the fat on his body was being redistributed. His jawline became softer, his cheeks looked like a woman’s, his eyes sparkled and his bust looked more natural, his hips rounded out, and…he looked like a woman. 
 
    All of which didn’t reassure drill instructor Shiela Carson. 
 
    She took time to work on Jack. She screamed at him so much that even the other drill instructors were looking at her. 
 
    Jack, however, not just mentored by his wife and the other officers, but being supported by the girls in his platoon, was finding an actual comfort in taking her abuse. 
 
    “Yes, drill instructor!” he would yell, and he would drop for more and more push ups. 
 
    “No, drill instructor!” more push ups. 
 
    He would clean toilets, scrub floors, and be thoroughly exhausted by the end of the day from this extra personal attention. 
 
    But it didn’t matter. Jack was finally, after a life of slovenliness and laziness, gaining discipline. 
 
    Which didn’t make Shiela happy. 
 
      
 
    Jack was sitting on the head. A long day of marches and instruction had tired him out. He yawned and tinkled in the bowl. He took a bit of toilet paper, reached behind himself and dabbed at the head of his cock. 
 
    It felt good. He didn’t have much of a mess, he had grown quite handy at keeping himself clean, in spite of his unique plumbing situation. 
 
    He put the tissue in the bowl and started to stand up when a shadow filled his world. A hand pushed on his face and he sat back in surprise. 
 
    “Okay, recruit Jack Off. We’re going to get to the bottom of this.” 
 
    Jack stared at Shiela. Shiela’s face was in a snarl. She gripped Jack’s shirt and half lifted. Jack was in an awkward position. He wasn’t quite sitting, wasn’t quite standing, and he didn’t know what to do. 
 
    “What’s special about you, Jackie? What’s your big secret?” 
 
    “Sir! Recrui—“ 
 
    Shiela slapped Jackie in the face. It was a hard slap and Jack’s head was ringing. 
 
    “Speak in a normal voice.” 
 
    It was obvious Shiela didn’t want to be caught abusing Jack. She especially didn’t want to be caught placing hands on a recruit. She could be court martialed for that! 
 
    “Sir, recruit Jacqueline has no secret. Sir.” 
 
    Shiela was a big woman. Jack was just over five seven, Shiela was near six feet. And Shiela was a bundle of hard, military muscle. She pulled Jack out out of the stall and swung him around. 
 
    Jack’s hat flew off his head, he was tripping on his lowered pants. He was in better shape, but he was still a bit uncoordinated, and he struggled to stay upright. 
 
    Shiela swung him around again and his back hit the wall. 
 
    Shiela leaned into him. The brim of her cover pushed into Jack’s forehead and her face was close enough to kiss. She was not in a kissing mood, however. 
 
    “Listen, you dried up excuse for a….” Shiela had mastered drill instructor language, and she unloaded on Jack. she called him every disgusting thing she could, and she shook him in time to her insults. 
 
    Even with his new found discipline, Jack was having a rough time. 
 
    Shiela turned and threw him, and he fell to the floor. 
 
    Jack was crying now, but he was determined to take the abuse. He figured this was all part of what he had to go through. 
 
    Shiela looked down on him. 
 
    He was struggling to his hands and knees, fighting his confusion and the twisting of his clothes around his body. His butt rose up in the air, and Shiela gasped. 
 
    She stepped forward and knelt on one knee.  
 
    Jacqueline had a penis! 
 
    Her mind tried to sort this out, and she thought, for a brief half second, that maybe it was an especially long clitoris. 
 
    But, no. Jacqueline had a tiny peeny head sticking out from between his buns and just below his crack. 
 
    “What the fuck?” Shiela pushed Jack’s ass and he fell forward. 
 
    Shiela thrust her hand down and felt it. 
 
    Yep. 
 
    She turned him over and spread his legs. 
 
    His cock had been pulled down and…it was actually sewn to his perineum! 
 
    Shiela stood up, and now she was grinning. 
 
    Jack sat up, pulled his panties up, and his pants. Tears streamed down his face and he buttoned his shirt. 
 
    “So now we know. Jacqueline is a Jack. You’re a guy! What kind of a pervert are you? Getting your dick sewn up and acting like a woman! What’s wrong with you?” Then her tone changed and she snarled, “And what are you doing trying to be a woman in my corps?” 
 
    Jack sniffed and smoothed out his clothes. 
 
    “Well, I’ll tell you this, Jack Off, or Jacqueline, or whoever or whatever you are. The game ends now!” 
 
    And Jack’s career in the military, or at least in boot camp, might have come to an end right then, except that at that precise moment Captain Tina Steading stepped into the head. 
 
    “What the fuck is going on in here?” snapped Tina. 
 
    Behind her several recruits were standing. 
 
    Shiela, in spite of trying to keep the noise down, had awakened the recruits, and one of the recruits had run for the female officers’ quarters, and the first person she had run into was Tina. Jack’s wife. 
 
    Shiela snapped to attention. Jack, a bit mussed and crying, stood at attention. “Sir! Recruit Steading tripped and fell. The drill instructor was just helping her.” 
 
    Tina stepped forward. She put on a stern face, but she was worried. She was also confused as to what was really happening. She didn’t like drill instructor Carson, but she did her job…what the heck had happened. 
 
    For a long moment Tina said nothing. Then: “Recruit Steading, is this the truth?” 
 
    Now Jack was caught. A Marine is supposed to be honest, never lie, but a Marine always protects his/her mates. Shiela Carson, though a bitch in green clothing, was still his mate. 
 
    Jack didn’t know what to do, what to say. 
 
    In the end, he just gulped and muttered, “I fell down.” 
 
    He had fallen, and while Shiela wasn’t really helping him up, was, in fact, helping him down, it was enough of the truth that Jack wasn’t lying. 
 
    Tina glared, said a few choice words, then, no crime having been committed, she turned and left. 
 
    Jack sniffed and went back to straightening up his uniform. 
 
    Shiela turned and stomped out. She had managed to not get caught getting physical with Jacqueline, but she hadn’t been able to tell Captain Steading that Jacqueline was a man. If she had spoken more, it would have come out that she had gotten physical, and she would have been in the brig. 
 
    Then she realized something. 
 
    Jacqueline Steading. Captain Tina Steading. They had the same last name! 
 
    And she got it. Jacqueline was Tina’s husband. That bitch! 
 
    And that was why Jacqueline was so well protected. Heck, it looked like some of the recruits were even in on it! 
 
    Shiela went to her room and prepared for bed. She hung up her clothes, made sure she had a fresh pressed uniform for the morrow, and all the time she was seething. 
 
    Jacqueline was a disgrace! He was a pervert! He was…what was he? He had boobs, huge boobs, but what did that make him? 
 
    A shemale? A transvestite? Something else? And she thought of. these terms in the most disgusting manner. 
 
    Shiela was not a forgiving person. 
 
    In the head Jack had managed to stop crying. Several of the girls crowded around him. They soothed him, cleaned him up, and walked him back to his bunk. 
 
    The put Jack between the covers and returned to their own bunks. Except for Stella. 
 
    Stella didn’t like drill instructor Carson. Not many people did. 
 
    And she did like Jacqueline. She loved that he was trying so hard to be a woman.  A proud woman Marine. 
 
    She stood over Jack’s bunk for a minute. She listened to Jack sigh, and gulp, and she knew he was frightened. 
 
    She lifted the covers and slid into the bunk with him. She cuddled up to him, and he caught his breath. 
 
    “It’s okay, Jackie. Let it out.” 
 
    Jack began to sob. He was trying so hard, and now he had been discovered. He was afraid that Carson was going to get Tina and the others in trouble. He was so afraid. 
 
    Stella held him, and his head was against her chest, and…he stopped crying and became aware of her chest. 
 
    Her tits. 
 
    He sighed, and his breath warmed her breasts, and she became aware of him…in a sexual manner. 
 
    “Jackie,” she whispered. “Jackie.” 
 
    He moved his head. His lips were soft, plump, and they nibbled at Stella’s nipples. 
 
    He reached down between her legs and cupped her mons. He began squeezing his hand and rubbing. and Stella began breathing harder. 
 
    She hadn’t planned on this, but…but he was warm, and she liked him, and it wasn’t like they could fuck or anything. 
 
    But she could feel his breasts, and his breathing, and he was working her over so well. 
 
    Over the past weeks Jack had become adept at cunnilingus. He had given joy to his wife, to Charlotte and others. He had even touched Captain Randolph’s massive penis. 
 
    Now he used those lessons to pleasure Stella. He licked and sucked and used his fingers. 
 
    Stella’s hips started jerking and twitching. Jackie was good, so good, and she suddenly realized that she was going to cum. 
 
    “Wait,” she said. “Wait.” 
 
    Jack paused, but only for a second. Stella was saying no, but her body was saying yes. 
 
    Jack pushed her over the edge. White hot pleasure flooded through Stella, and she clamped her legs over Jack’s head and held on as her body spasmed. 
 
    Jack waited, and finally Stella relaxed, and he was freed. 
 
    He slithered up her body and they held each other again. Stella was breathing deeply, coming back to planet earth. 
 
    “Where on earth…that was incredible!” 
 
    “I’ve been practicing,” whispered Jack. 
 
    “Well, you can practice on me any time.” 
 
    “Any time you want,” he said, and he meant it. These girls had helped him so much…it was the least he could do. 
 
    After a moment, Stella asked, “So how do you get off? I mean, with your weenie all shrunken and tucked up in there…how do you get your jollies?” 
 
    “Usually my wife drains me.” 
 
    “Drains you?” 
 
    Jack explained about the prostate, and how a prostate massager, or even a small dildo, could be used to drain him of semen. 
 
    “One of the girls has a little dildo. I can get it…would you like me to use it on you?” 
 
    Jack smiled and the warm feeling grew in his chest. “Oh, please. Since I’ve been in boot camp I haven’t had much opportunity to…you know?” 
 
    “Oh, you poor dear.” 
 
    The truth was that Jack was getting drained every week. 
 
    But he wanted more. He loved being drained, and he wanted to be drained every single night! 
 
    “Okay. I’ll get the dildo, but, for right now, do I just put my finger up there?” 
 
    She reached around him and rubbed his rectum. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” whimpered Jack. “Please…do me.” 
 
    Jack turned over and presented his bum to Stella.Stella licked her finger, then inserted it. 
 
    Jack pushed back, and Stella went in easily. 
 
    Jack lay there and Stella began to move her digit around, rimming him, reaming him, going in and out. 
 
    Jack wiggled his butt, asked for more fingers, and Stella complied. Suddenly, the covers were pulled up. 
 
    “What the fuck are you two doing?” asked Becky Johnson, sliding in. “Whatever it is…I want some.” 
 
    Jack was surprised, but when Stella giggled and kissed the newcomer, he relaxed.  
 
    Then he felt Stella use three fingers, and Becky was playing with the head of his cock. Then somebody was kissing him, and Jack felt warmer and more appreciated than he ever had in his life.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    Tina knew trouble was brewing. She knew women, and she knew women like Shiela Carson. She might be okay as a drill instructor, but there was a meanness to her. A meanness that was aimed at her husband. 
 
    Jack, of course, had no clue. He was getting better, he was gaining discipline, and even a measure of self awareness, but he didn’t know women. 
 
    He was enthralled by them, especially now that he was one of them, but…he couldn’t recognize a bad women. 
 
    Are all men that way? Tina wondered. Are they blind to a woman who will use them, abuse them, and almost literally cut their balls off? 
 
    But that was a question for another time. Right now she had to worry about Jack and the trouble he was getting in. 
 
    Tina began watching over Jack’s barracks. She got Charlotte, and even Randolph, who wasn’t allowed in the women’s barracks except under special circumstances, lent a hand. 
 
    Add to that the fact that Jack was actually becoming popular in the barracks, and maybe they could last out the remaining months until graduation. 
 
      
 
    For the next month drill instructor Shiela was on her best behavior. She even helped Jack, but under the collar she was steaming. She couldn’t stop plotting and planning as to how to reveal Jack, how to bring him down and get him kicked out. 
 
    After the month she figured it was too long since she had manhandled Jack, they wouldn’t bring charges against her. 
 
    But…how could she get him. 
 
    The answer came at the start of the last month of training. 
 
     
 
    General George Rankin was in charge of the camp. He was a busy man with much to do. On a morning he was sitting at his desk, checking over requisitions his Master Sergeant had brought to his attention, when the sergeant tapped on his door. 
 
    “General, Colonel Booth to see you.” 
 
    The general sat back and sighed. He was tired of looking at requisition forms, the Colonel would be a good break.  
 
    But the break was not to be good. 
 
    “Sir!” Colonel Both saluted. 
 
    “Sit down, Henry, what brings you to my sorrowful presence this fine day?” 
 
    “I’ve got a problem that I can’t handle.” 
 
    “Nonsense,” grinned the General. “Improvise, adapt, overcome.” 
 
    When Colonel Booth said nothing the General knew something was up. “Okay, lay it on me.” 
 
    Booth unfolded a piece of paper. It was regular, white typewriter paper with scribbling on one side. He put it in front of the general. 
 
    “I received this. Anonymously.” 
 
     
 
    A man is pretending to be a woman 
 
    in training unit 453. 
 
      
 
    That was all. It was unsigned. 
 
    General Rankin sat up, pushed his glasses down on his nose and eyed the colonel. 
 
    “Before I do anything I would like your advice. My apologies for—“ 
 
    Rankin waved a hand. “No. This is what I’m here for. How were you planning on handling this?” 
 
    “Hand it over to the drill instructors. Let them do a physical inspection.” 
 
    Rankin sat back in his swivel. “That would do it.” 
 
    “But if we do find this…this problem…what do we do?” 
 
    The two men sat and chewed on their thoughts. There was nothing about a situation like this in the Uniform Code of Military Justice. 
 
    “I mean, how could this happen? Paperwork would have to be altered, there are going to be officers in on this…” 
 
    “Why in hell would anyone…” Rankin trailed off. It didn’t matter why someone would do this. What mattered was that they handle it quickly and expeditiously. 
 
    “All right. You start the wheels turning. I’m going to call Washington and ask around. There’s got to be some way to handle this so we come out smelling like roses, and not getting our asses scratched by the thorns.” 
 
    The Colonel stood and saluted and headed out for a most unpleasant duty. 
 
      
 
    Stuff rolls downhill, and Captain Randolph was in the quartermaster hut. He had just finished screwing the hell out of Tina, and, man, she was amazing. That woman knew more about a penis than… 
 
    The roar of two Humvees coming into the training area interrupted him. Several MPs, including two female MPs, climbed out of the buggies and charged into headquarters. 
 
    Captain Tom Randolph was a seasoned Marine. He knew there was only one thing that bring the hammer down on his company. Without thinking, he grabbed his cover and ran through the building. At the back door his Humvee was waiting. He jumped into it and headed out. He knew where the women were training this morning, and that meant he knew where Jack was. 
 
      
 
    Major Cummings leaped to his feet. Normally he would remain sitting, offer Colonel Booth a seat, and they would chat about this and that. Orders would be conveyed in easy fashion, and they might even take a nip of the bottle of bourbon kept in the lower right hand drawer. 
 
    But when MPs opened the door and Booth strode in like an angel of death, Cummings knew the jig was up. 
 
    “Major Cummings. It has come to my attention that you have a female recruit that is not a female.” 
 
    “Sir?” Hoping to play dumb might gain him something. 
 
    Booth leaned forward, put both hands on the edge of the desk and stared into Cummings’ eyes. “John. No fooling now. This took help from officers. If you are involved…” he left the statement open. 
 
    Cummings said nothing. He remained at attention. Admitting his complicity would do nothing, and they would still throw the book at him. But, if he held his silence, maybe, just maybe, something would happen that would rescue his sorry ass. 
 
    “Very well. Where are the recruits.” 
 
    Cummings told him. 
 
      
 
    Captain Randolph broke speed records. He knew he would have a little time, but that still wasn’t going to leave him much time. 
 
    He slid around muddy corners, went over roots, angled down ruts, and arrived at the shooting range. 
 
    He slowed down as he drove to the parking area. He parked and sauntered, praying he had enough time, over to where Charlotte was standing. 
 
    Charlotte glanced up at him. Tina had just arrived, walking bow legged, and Charlotte didn’t expect that the Captain would be ready for another bout so quickly. 
 
    Looking at his eyes, however, she realized something was wrong. 
 
    “MPs are coming. I think it’s Jack.” 
 
    Charlotte nodded, turned and inspected the line. 
 
    Jack was part of a group of ladies listening to a sergeant lecture about firing range courtesy. 
 
    “Steadings!” she called out. 
 
    Jack turned, saw who was calling, and came on the run. As he crossed to the Captains his boobs bounced. 
 
    He came to attention and started to yell out the ‘Sir, Recruit Steadings reports! Sir!’ 
 
    Charlotte interrupted him. “Get in the Humvee. Special assignment for the rest of the day. Move it.” 
 
    Jack ran around to the side of the Jeep and climbed in. 
 
    “Randolph opened his door, saluted Charlotte, and the Humvee roared off. 
 
    They were half way back to the company area when the MPs passed them at a roar. 
 
    “Jack,” Randolph said. 
 
    “Sir?” 
 
    “You’re going to be moving supplies this afternoon. I want you to be as quiet as a mouse. Do not be seen. I’m going to let you use my ipod. Do you understand?” 
 
    Jack didn’t. But he was actually turning into a fellow who could follow orders. “Yes, sir.” 
 
    Randolph pulled the Humvee up to the back of his building. He and Jack got out and he started Jack on moving a stack of clothes from one side of a room to the other. Randolph gave him the ipod and the earplugs, and Jack was now out of sight, out of hearing, and, hopefully, out of mind. 
 
      
 
    At the firing range the MPs arrived. They quickly commandeered a small hut and lined up all the female Marines. 
 
    Without a word of explanation, they began taking one woman at a time into the hut. Scarcely a minute would pass before the woman would come out, looking confused, on the other side of the hut. 
 
    Inside the building the female MPs commanded the Marines to drop their drawers…and spread their legs. 
 
    Women were upset, but…sometimes the military doesn’t make much sense. 
 
    Woman after woman was inspected. Recruit after recruit, after they came out of the hut, was lined up in front of some bleachers. 
 
    They were curious, but there wasn’t much talk;. The drill instructors were lurking. 
 
    And, out of the four platoons in the company, one platoon, when they came out of the inspection, weren’t curious. They knew what was happening. 
 
    Somebody had outed Jackie. 
 
    They looked around, but Jackie wasn’t there, and they smiled in relief. 
 
    Standing with the other drill instructors, Shiela was pissed.  She had seen Captain Randolph arrive…and leave with Jacqueline. They had rescued that bitch! 
 
    But she had to do something. This could not happen! 
 
    The last of the Marines was inspected, and all were found to be organic females. They all had pussies. 
 
    Colonel Booth told the drill instructors to gather the recruits. 
 
    Shortly, they were all on the bleachers. 
 
    Colonel Booth stepped forward and eyed the 150 recruits. Fine women, all of them. they would make good Marines. If they survived this little scandal.  
 
    And he knew, just knew, that some of these women had to know who the man was. 
 
    “Ladies!” He spoke in a loud voice. He didn’t call them maggots because he wanted them to see him as approachable. “It has come to our attention that there is a man in this training cycle.” 
 
    120 of the women looked at each other, and they were stunned. The remaining ladies faked looking stunned. 
 
    Colonel Booth, being a man and not knowing much about women didn’t see the different. 
 
    “We are going to interview each and every one of you, and you will tell us what you know.” 
 
    The interviews were started. 
 
      
 
    Jack walked back and forth and listened to music. Captain Randolph had a good playlist, and he listened to Norah Jones, Katie Melua and Lucy Thomas. 
 
    It was a wonderful break after the weeks of training, and Jack was thoroughly enjoying himself. He liked the simple work, no thought required. He liked being trusted to do a task with no real supervision. He was starting to feel like a real Marine. 
 
    Captain Randolph headed for headquarters. He arrived, was ushered into Major Cummings’ presence, and he stared at a man with a broken look about him. 
 
    “Sir. Would you like me to take care of certain records?” 
 
    “No, Tom. Sit down.” 
 
    Tom sat. 
 
    Cummings reached into his bottom drawer and took out the bottle of whiskey. He took a slug and said, “I’ve been derelict in my duties. As have you and Steadings and Johanson.” 
 
    “It’s not too late, sir. The recruit in question is out of sight, and if the records are not here…” 
 
    Cummings handed the captain the bottle, who took a swig. 
 
    “No. I’ve already called the Pentagon. They have been apprised of the situation, and I’m told the Joint Chiefs are meeting right now.” 
 
    “You weren’t involved, sir. I’ll testify to that.” He passed the bottle back. 
 
    “Oh, I was involved. At the very least, it happened on my watch. Now it’s just a matter of wait and see what happens.” 
 
    The bottle was passed again. 
 
      
 
    “Recruit, I get the feeling you know more than you’re saying. I suggest you avoid a very messy court martial. You could be discharged, and not honorably.” 
 
    Stella sat at attention. “I know nothing, sir.” 
 
    After a few more minutes, Stella was dismissed. Before another recruit was brought in, however, Booth turned to the sergeant of the MPS. “What the fuck is it with these women? I know somebody knows something!” 
 
    The MP sergeant, a tight look on her face, “May I offer something, sir?” 
 
    “Please do!” 
 
    “What you are seeing is esprit de corps. These women are being taught to be honest.” 
 
    “But they are lying!” 
 
    “To protect a fellow recruit. That’s exactly what we train them to do, watch out for each other, and…they are doing just that.” 
 
    Colonel Booth sighed. The sergeant was right, but he had no option except to keep going. 
 
      
 
    Charlotte and Tina stood to one side and watched the women enter and leave the interrogation hut. Each woman was a chance to be revealed. Why one of them hadn’t confessed about Jack, they didn’t know. 
 
    “Where do you think Jack is right now?” 
 
    “Randolph has him squirreled away somewhere, I suppose.” 
 
    Heysoos. I really messed up when I brought Jack here.” 
 
    Charlotte turned and narrowed her gaze. 
 
    “You did the best thing you could do. You saw what a mess Jack was. Lazy, no discipline, and look at him now. He’s starting to take pride. He’s learning, growing, and finally figuring things out.” 
 
    “Yeah, at the cost of several officers and a scandal.” 
 
    “Fuck that!” growled Charlotte. “And fuck you if you don’t think Jack is worth going to bat for!” 
 
    Tina blinked. 
 
    “That’s right. Every one of these ladies is worth fighting for. They’ll give their lives for this country, and Jack would, too.” 
 
    “Jack would?” 
 
    Charlotte just glared at her. 
 
    And Tina realized that her friend was right. Jack had changed. He had become a good citizen. He was willing to do things because they were right, and not just because he was a self serving fuck. 
 
    The two women turned back to watch the recruits, and Tina murmured. “Thank you.” 
 
    “Por nada.” 
 
      
 
    Inspection was finished, and no man had been found hiding in the female Marine recruits. 
 
    Colonel Booth was still in the hut, and all the recruits were back to sitting in the bleachers.  
 
    Booth exited the hut and walked over to the MPs. The drill instructors gathered around, too. 
 
    “Well,” said Booth. “I don’t know what is happening, and I apologize for interrupting your training cycle, but—“ 
 
    “Where’s Jacqueline?” 
 
    Booth stopped talking and looked at drill instructor Carson. 
 
    Carson had a wide-eyed look of innocence, as if she had just realized something that didn’t make sense. 
 
    Tina and Charlotte stared at the drill instructor. They knew that Shiela Carson was the one who had started this thing. She had figured out that Jack was a man, and she was responsible for revealing him. they didn’t know how, but…it was obvious. 
 
    And they were now dedicated to ruining Carson’s career. Marines don’t like being betrayed, and Carson had done it. She had revealed Jack, and she had bypassed them, probably because she knew their relationship to Jack, and…from that moment she was dead meat in the corps. 
 
    If you can’t rely on the Marine next to you, who can you rely on? 
 
    Booth said, “Who’s Jacqueline?” 
 
    “One of the recruits. I thought she was here, but I don’t see her.” 
 
    Tina smiled a tight smile. “And you are assigned to platoon B?” 
 
    She wasn’t, but the ice in Tina’s voice warned her. 
 
    “No, sir.” 
 
    But Booth had picked up on it. 
 
    “What is this recruits full name?” 
 
    “Jacqueline Steading,” somebody offered. 
 
    If the Colonel knew that both Jacqueline and Tina had the same last name he didn’t show it. 
 
    “And where is she?” 
 
    Nobody said anything. 
 
    Booth glared at each officer, each sergeant, each MP. “Where?” he growled. 
 
    No answer, and he turned to drill instructor Carson. “Where?” 
 
    That was the moment Shiela knew she was in trouble. Nobody was coming to rescue her. Everybody just stared at her with hostile expressions. 
 
    “I don’t know, sir.” 
 
    Booth glared at the drill instructor. “Maybe you’d better find out.” 
 
    “Sir!” And Shiela felt a little faint. She didn’t like being without the camaraderie of the corps. 
 
    “Okay, people, continue with your training.” 
 
     
 
    Jack was in hiding. Captain Randolph had put him on Fire Watch in the supplies building, with instructions to get as much sleep as he could. 
 
    Jack had made a bed out of clothes and gone to sleep. 
 
    He didn’t understand what was going on, just that everybody was looking for him, and he was supposed to stay out of sight. 
 
    Jack, it must be noted, didn’t understand that he was ‘illegal.’ 
 
    He had been brought to the base, inserted into the training cycle, and he thought it was all on the up and up. 
 
    Tina had brought him here, and surely she wouldn’t break any rules, would she? 
 
    But, whatever was going on, Jack lay down on his improvised bed and closed his eyes. 
 
    He was horny, but it didn’t look like anybody was going to relieve him tonight. 
 
    And he missed all the other recruits, he loved how they visited him in his bunk and kissed him and loved him and made him feel like one of them. 
 
    Most of all, he missed the discipline. He missed marching and saluting and being told what to do. 
 
    He wanted to be told what to do. 
 
    Maybe, just maybe, if he was told what to do enough times, then maybe he could tell somebody else what to do. 
 
      
 
    Colonel Booth spent the night in Major Cummings office. He went over the records for Jacqueline Steading, and wondered where the hell she was. 
 
    AWOL? 
 
    But by all accounts she was turning into a fine Marine. 
 
    Could she be a he? 
 
    Could she be the male in the woodpile? 
 
    Booth didn’t know, but he knew he was going to find out. He had to. It was his duty, and General Rankin was relying on him. 
 
      
 
    Tina awoke early. She knew where Jack was, and she was determined to visit him, to explain to him what was going on. 
 
    Poor Jack. He had been trying so hard, and now this had happened. 
 
    Curse that bitch drill instructor who had spilled the beans. 
 
    She obviously, in spite of her rank and position, didn’t understand that Marines stood together. You shot at one and you shoot at them all. 
 
    She got dressed in darkness, listened to Charlotte snore, and tip toed out of her room. She went to the back entrance and put on her boots. She peered through the gloom of almost dawn, then trotted across the training field to the quartermaster building. She didn’t see Drill Instructor Carson watching her from the shadows. 
 
      
 
    Shiela had been going crazy. Nobody was talking to her, it was almost like they didn’t like her! 
 
    Well, that would change when she found Jack and turned him in. 
 
    Seeing Tina sprint across the field she grinned, waited, then followed her. 
 
      
 
    It was quiet in the supply building. Tina entered and tip toed into a back room. 
 
    “Jack?” 
 
    “Right here,” came the response. 
 
    Tina crossed the room, and as she grew closer the shadow of Jack took shape. 
 
    Tina hugged him. “Oh, honey. I’m sorry.” 
 
    “For what?” Jack was happy as she held him and kissed him. He was hoping Tina would drain him. All the girls had been draining him every night, but Tina was the best at it. 
 
    “Are you here to drain me?” 
 
    “Honey, I’m here to get you out of here.” 
 
    “But…why?” Panic set in. Jack didn’t want to leave. He enjoyed being a hard core, disciplined Marine. 
 
    So Tina explained how they had falsified records to get him into the training cycle. 
 
    Jack was silent. He wasn’t vindictive. He was glad for having been in the Marines, and…he didn’t want to leave. 
 
    “But, honey! You have to!” 
 
    They argued briefly, then Jack, realizing that he was going to have to leave, asked, “Can you at least drain me one last time? So I can say I took it like a Marine?” 
 
    “Of course, honey.” 
 
    Jack was sleeping in panties and bra, and he bent over a stack of clothes and relaxed as Tina pushed her fingers into him. 
 
    “Oh, yes!” he moaned. “This is just what I—“ 
 
    The lights went on. 
 
      
 
    Jack stood at attention. As did Tina, Charlotte, and Captain Randolph. 
 
    Colonel Booth was behind Major Cummings desk, and Cummings was sitting in a chair to one side. 
 
    Drill instructor Carson was standing at the rear of the room, next to four MPs, she was looking pretty arrogant. 
 
    Outside the window the dawn was breaking. It was a gorgeous dawn. Gold lined clouds, rain in the future, but today was going to be a special day. 
 
    Booth stared at Jack. He had never seen such a good looking woman in his life. And those breasts! They were so big and magnificent! 
 
    It was a pity what he was going to have to do. 
 
    “Are we going to prison? Colonel?” asked Randolph. 
 
    “Don’t know,” answered Booth, not taking his eyes off Jack. “I’m waiting for the General right now. He’ll make the final judgement.” 
 
    He looked down at the pictures on his desk. Drill instructor Carson had snapped it, and Jack and Tina were looking at the camera like deers in the headlights. Her fingers firmly up his ass. It was sodomy. Maybe not with a penis…but it was unnatural and… 
 
    “Captain Steading. Why?” He turned the pictures so she could see them. 
 
    “It’s a medical procedure to make sure his prostate is functioning.” 
 
    Booth grunted. Maybe. But it gave him no clue as to how handle this. After all, it wasn’t a penis, and they were husband and wife, and…he sure hoped the General would arrive soon. 
 
    He turned the pictures back and moved them to the side of the desk.  Then, he pushed them a little further and they fell into the wastebasket. 
 
    Tina saw this, and Booth saw that she saw, but neither of them said anything. 
 
    At that moment General Rankin arrived. They heard his Humvee, heard him mounting the steps outside, then he was striding into the room. 
 
    “Good morning, everybody.” 
 
    It was a cheerful greeting, and Booth blinked. WTF? 
 
    “Can I sit there, Colonel Booth?” 
 
    Booth immediately made way and the General sat down. 
 
    “Okay,” said Rankin. “I am aware of these captains. Who is this ravishing creature. 
 
    He spoke of Jack, and now everybody was staring around in wonder. What the hell was happening? 
 
    Jack stepped forward. “Recruit Steading, sir. I’m sorry for all this. My wife had nothing to do with this, nor did any of these other people.” 
 
    Rankin tilted his head slightly and inspected Jack minutely. 
 
    “Nothing, eh? So you’re willing to take responsibility for everything.” 
 
    “Sir!” Tina and Charlotte stepped forward, Captain Randolph was opening his mouth to protest. 
 
    “As you were!” The General had some bite and the three officers stepped back. 
 
    Then Rankin smiled. “Have a seat, recruit Steading.” 
 
    Now confused, Jack sat down. 
 
    Nobody said anything for a few seconds, then General Rankin began, “I’ve been on the horn with Washington. Been a busy morning. Chatted with the joint chiefs. All that sort of thing. 
 
    Tina, Charlotte and Randolph were holding their breath. 
 
    Drill Instructor Carson was smiling. 
 
    “It turns out that the military has been looking into opening the ranks to men who identify as women. Considering Jack’s condition—yes, I read the medical records about his breasts and the, uh, leuoprolide that has been given him—he makes a perfect person for evaluation.” 
 
    Eyes opened, except for Carson’s, whose eyes slitted in suspicion. She had the feeling that something very bad was about to happen. 
 
    “Jack, would you be willing to sign an agreement, the standard agreement for service in the Marines?” 
 
    “Yes, sir!” Jack was dazed, but he was figuring out that things weren’t going as bad as expected. 
 
    “Captains Steading, Johanson and Randolph. You were a bit precipitate in your actions, and you will be fined one month’s pay.” 
 
    This was nothing! One month’s pay meant nothing! The three officers did poorly at concealing their grins. 
 
    “Is there a drill instructor Shiela Carsons here?” 
 
    “Yes, sir!” 
 
    Shiela stepped forward. She didn’t look so arrogant or confidant now. 
 
    “I’ve got orders for you. You are to be assigned to Eielson Air Force Base in North Pole Alaska. You have 15 minutes to get your gear together and report to the front gate.” 
 
    “But…sir…I found Jacqueline! I wrote the letter! I revealed him and…” 
 
    Her voice dwindled as Rankin glared at her. 
 
    “It seems, sergeant, or should I say ‘private,’ that you bypassed the chain of command. It is also apparent that you have lost the confidence of those under you and over you. Don’t bother to send me a post card. Now get your fat ass out of here before I have the MPs drag you out of here.” 
 
    Shiela, broken, shattered, no hope for a career, left the office.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    Jack stood proudly in his uniform. Tina was pinning the Eagle, Globe and Anchor emblem on his uniform. 
 
    He had graduated top of his class. 
 
    “Honey, I’m proud of you.” 
 
    “Thank you, Captain Steading,” he loved calling her that, “I couldn’t have done it without you.” 
 
    “So what’s your first assignment?” 
 
    “I’ll be in Germany.” 
 
    “Hunh. Maybe embassy duty. Maybe something else. You’ll have a lot of fun.” 
 
    “What will you do while I’m gone?” 
 
    They were looking at years of separation. 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know.” 
 
    “I bought you a vibrator, so hopefully you won’t miss me too much.” 
 
    “Oh, honey, with all the men in the corps? I’ve got plenty to keep me occupied.” 
 
    Jack nodded. “I know what you mean.” 
 
    “Which brings up an interesting point. I know you’ll be getting drained regularly, but…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “I’d like you to keep taking the leuoprolide.” 
 
    Jack considered that. He sort of knew what was in Tina’s mind. 
 
    “You won’t be getting boners, so we won’t have to unsew your penis. This will keep you true to me, and…I really love the idea of you being in a rather permanent chastity.” 
 
    Jack nodded. “Well, I can do that. I sort of like being horny, and as long as you don’t mind somebody screwing me…I do need the relief, you know. A lot of it.” 
 
    With that the couple turned and headed for home. Jack had a month of leave before he had to head for Europe, and they intended to make the most of it. 
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    Salesmen, hunh! They fib and sweet talk and do anything they can to get your money. 
 
    Wouldn’t you love to fib and sweet talk them into feminization? 
 
    Can’t you just see that handsome fellow with the sweet, kissable mouth? Giving way to your spiel, understanding that the only way to be himself is to be herself. 
 
    This is for all the fellows who have sold me a car! 
 
    Enjoy, and…STAY HORNY! 
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    Part One 
 
      
 
    “Okay, the bets are in the hat!” 
 
    Sally grinned, held the hat up, and shook it. She was a slender girl with a heavy chest and some of the nicest lips that ever kissed a man. 
 
    “Oh, man! Oh, man!” Liam licked his lips and worried. He was Sally’s hubby. He was slender, thinner than her, actually, but without the chest. He had long, brown hair and a soft face that showed his concern. 
 
    Betty laughed. “You won’t believe what I put in there.” Betty was a large boned woman. BIG boobs, which made up for her extra weight. 
 
    “I would,” said John. “Last time we played cards you made Liam wear a butt plug for a week!” Liam was Betty’s husband. He was tall and muscular, a towhead, and a lopsided grin. 
 
    This was their monthly card game and, as usual, the bets were getting out of control. 
 
    “Listen,” said Liam, trying to crawfish, “I don’t think I want to bet this time.” 
 
    “Bawk, bawk, bawk, bawk!” Betty made a sharp chicken sound and Sally laughed.  
 
    “What’s the matter, honey? Afraid you’ll lose?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “But you don’t even know what I put in the hat!” 
 
    “Doesn’t matter. I know you. And I know what you’ve put in the hat before.” 
 
    Betty chortled, “And here I thought you were a man!” 
 
    “I’m with Liam,” John ventured. 
 
    Betty turned to him, flipped her hair back, sniffed, and snapped, “No sex for a month?” 
 
    “Okay…okay,” John quickly caved in. He knew that he wouldn't just lose his sexual privileges, she would tease him mercilessly. By the end of the month he would be a gibbering idiot. 
 
    “Okay,” stated Sally, shuffling the cards, “So John is in. What’s it going to be Liam? No sex? Or be a man?” 
 
    Liam sat back and frowned. “That’s not fair.” 
 
    “What’s not fair about a little game of chance?” 
 
    “What’s not fair is that if you lose you give me head. If I lose…there’s no telling what you’ll have me do.” 
 
    Sally whispered, in a loud voice, to Betty. “He’s still pissed off because that one time he had to kiss a man’s cock.” 
 
    “Did he do it?” 
 
    “No. Can you believe it? He’d rather lose sex for a month than kiss a man’s cock. 
 
    The girls laughed. 
 
    “Really, Liam. I don’t see what the big deal is. We girls kiss cock all the time.” 
 
    “But you’re girls!” 
 
    Sally and Betty snickered. 
 
    “Okay, so are you in?” asked Sally. 
 
    “Are you in, chicken heart?” queried Betty. 
 
    Liam sighed and looked at John. 
 
    “Don’t look at me, buddy. I’m willing to pay the price.” 
 
    Liam tried to get something out of the deal. “But none of the kissing a cock stuff.” 
 
    “Of course not, honey,” purred Sally. 
 
    Liam grumbled to himself, the others watched him, and finally he nodded. 
 
    “Okay. I’m in. God help me, deal the cards.” 
 
    “You betcha, but first, let’s have another drink.” 
 
    Betty concurred, John wasn’t opposed, so Liam got up and went to the kitchen. He was muttering under his breath all the way. 
 
    “I’ll go help him,” said John, following his friend into the kitchen. 
 
     
 
    In the kitchen Liam put ice in glasses and poured in bourbon. John added Coke, and Liam turned to him. 
 
    “Why don’t we opt out?” 
 
    “No. I don’t want to piss Betty off.” 
 
    “Yeah, but you might end up with a dildo up your butt!” 
 
    John sighed, took a sip and smiled ruefully. “Yeah, but…I hate to tell you this, buddy, but you always seem to be the one that loses.” 
 
    Liam heaved a breath. His friend was right. 
 
    “Do you think they fix the cards?” 
 
    “No. I just think you’re unlucky.” 
 
    Liam said, “So that’s why you’re staying in the bet. You figure my luck is so bad you won’t lose.” 
 
    “Something like that,” John grinned. 
 
    “Well, fuck,” Liam looking dourly at his drink. 
 
      
 
    As soon as the boys headed for the kitchen Sally ran for her purse. It was on the end of the couch and she sat down and dug through it. Her action was so abrupt and intent, that Sally asked, “What’s going on?” 
 
    “I’m going to play a joke.” 
 
    Betty grinned. “Oh, goody. I love jokes!” 
 
    Sally held up a deck of cards. “Hide those other cards. It’s your deal.” 
 
    Betty’s eyes lit up. “You fixed the deck?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    “So we’re going to win. Where’s the joke?” 
 
    “The joke, my fine, feathered friend, is in the hat.” 
 
    “And what is in the hat.” 
 
    “While nobody was looking, when I put the hat over on the mantle, I replaced all the pieces of paper with ones that I had written, and they’re all the same.” 
 
    “So no matter what, Liam loses, and Liam gets the prize.” 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    “Okay. But you have to tell me what you put in the hat.” 
 
    Sally leaned forward. The boys were still in the kitchen, and she started whispering. When she was done she sat back, and so did Betty. “Really? You’re going to do that?” 
 
    Then both the women started laughing. 
 
      
 
    Liam and John came back into the room. 
 
    “What’s so funny?” asked John, handing Betty her drink. 
 
    “I just told Betty a joke.” 
 
    “Oh, really?” Liam handed his wife her drink. “Have I heard it.” 
 
    “I don’t think so.” 
 
    “Well…tell?” 
 
    Sally sipped, then asked, “How do you know a blonde has just lost her virginity?” 
 
    Both of the men looked blank. 
 
    “I give up, how?” 
 
    “Her crayons are still sticky.” 
 
    John almost sputtered his bourbon out his nose. 
 
    Liam went into hysterics. 
 
    “Oh, my God! And you call me bad!” 
 
    “You are bad.” 
 
    The girls were laughing, not just at the joke, but at how the men were laughing. 
 
    “That is pretty raw,” agreed John. 
 
    When the laughter faded Betty began to deal. She was careful not to cut the deck, and she slid the cards across the table quickly and professionally. 
 
    Each player picked up the cards as they were dealt and studied their hands. 
 
    The girls each got three of a kind, they asked for two cards.  
 
    John got a pair, and he always asked for three. He ended up with a full house. 
 
    Liam got three deuces. He asked for two cards, and got nothing. 
 
    Still, three of a kind wasn't bad. It was just good enough that if the girls played it smart, did some good acting, he’d hold on. 
 
    Not that he had much choice at this point. This was the big hand of the night and they were stuck with whatever they got. 
 
    “Okay,” sighed John. “Start showing them.” 
 
    Betty had to show first, and she had three kings. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” breathed Liam. Still, there were two more players to go. 
 
    John had a full house, and Liam placed his hand on his forehead. “Oh, no.” 
 
    One person to go, but he was starting to get a bad feeling. 
 
    “Okay, Sal, lay ‘em down,” blurted Betty, feeling the excitement. 
 
    Sally laid her cards down one at a time. A three, a seven, a four, a three, and…a three. 
 
    Liam felt his heart sink in his chest. It felt like it felt into his stomach and made a splash. 
 
    “Oh, shit.” 
 
    The other three looked. 
 
    “I don’t want to play.” 
 
    “Too late, babe. You agreed. What’s in your hand.” 
 
    He laid ‘em out. Three twos. 
 
    “Oh, dear,” muttered Betsy, trying to act nonchalant. 
 
    “Ha!” exclaimed Sally. “Guess you lost.” 
 
    Liam shook his head. “Why did I know this was going to happen.” 
 
    “Cause you knew it was going to happen. The power of positive thinking, my friend.” John smiled. He had dodged the bullet and was glad. Sorry for Liam, but better Liam than him.” 
 
    “Okay,” Liam reached for his glass and drained it. He had half a glass left, but he had given up all hope. He looked like a Captain about to go down with his ship. 
 
    “It’s okay, honey,” Sally patted the back of his hand. “It’ll be over before you know it.” 
 
    Liam just sighed deeply. 
 
    Betsy got up and went to the mantle. She returned with the hat and held it out. 
 
    There were four slips of paper in the hat. One from each player.  
 
    John and Liam always put in things like ‘get naked and please me!’ Or ‘Bark like a dog while I do ya!’ 
 
    They always laughed hysterically when they won. 
 
    The girls put in things like ‘Clean the house?’ Or, ‘A night out and a personalized bubble bath.’ 
 
    Then, the month before Sally had put in, ‘wear a butt plug,’ and her husband had gotten it. 
 
    That week had been tough for Liam. 
 
    She had greased him, reamed him, and he still claimed it was like somebody was pushing a watermelon up his ass. 
 
    Sally had just laughed. The plug she had bought was tiny weeny, and Liam was just a whiner. 
 
    Still, he had moped around and acted the victim the whole week. 
 
    Funny thing was…she thought he liked it. 
 
    Sure, he complained, but she just had this little niggle of woman’s intuition that his butthole enjoyed being stretched out. 
 
    Liam reached into the hat. He didn’t want to. He just wanted to go home. His heart felt like the proverbial lead balloon, and he closed his fingers on a slip of paper and took it out. 
 
    He opened it, read it, and his eyes narrowed. “I don’t…what is this?” He held the slip of paper for everybody to see. 
 
     
 
    Take MPA 
 
      
 
    Betsy couldn’t help a snicker. Sally, however, kept a straight face. She read the paper out loud. “Take MPA.” 
 
    “But what is it?” 
 
    “The full name is depot medroxyprogesterone acetate.” 
 
    “But what is it?” 
 
    “Birth control,” Sally said, speaking very smoothly. 
 
    John blurted. “Birth control?” 
 
    “Birth control? What do I need birth control for? I can’t have any babies!” He turned to John, “I can’t have a baby?” Back to Sally. “Why do you want me to take this?” 
 
    “Honey, it’s not just for stopping babies, it’s for helping with mood swings, hot flashes, that sort of thing.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “And you’ve been very excitable lately.” 
 
    “I have not!” 
 
    “Remember how angry you got when the tire place refused to fix your tire?” 
 
    “But that’s different! I had plenty of tread left. They just wanted to charge me money for new tires!” Just the thought was making him mad. 
 
    “And how about when we were driving here and that guy cut you off?” She turned to Betsy. “Oh, the language I heard? I thought I was going to have to wash his mouth out with soap.” 
 
    “Yeah! But he cut right in front of me!” 
 
    John was now grinning. Heck, he had dodged the bullet, and this thing of his friend taking birth control sounded funny. He was already thinking of things he could say to rib Liam. “Better just go with it, buddy. After all, it’s not as bad as that butt plug thing.” 
 
    Betty chuckled. “Heck, I’ve been on birth control for years, and it’s certainly worked for me. It’s almost like getting a nice, pleasant high that keeps you happy and smiling. 
 
    Liam pursed his lips and thought. Like getting high? 
 
    “Come on, babe. You lost, this is the deal. This is the reward you pulled out of the hat…” 
 
    “Some reward. I lose hot flashes, which I’ve never had.” 
 
    “No, but you’ll be happier, and you won’t be so angry.” 
 
    “I think Liam needs another drink,” commented Betty. 
 
    John jumped up, “I’ll get it for you, buddy.” 
 
    Liam complained some more. He said, “I’ll never play cards again,.” 
 
    Sally said, “Sure, but you lost this time, so…” 
 
    He said “If this thing backfires and I grow two heads or something…” 
 
    “Then you’ll be twice as smart,” Sally quipped. 
 
    He was weakening. After all, he did lose, and he was the kind of guy who liked to pay his debts. 
 
    But why did this bet seem so…weird? 
 
    “Here go,” John placed Liam’s glass on the card table. 
 
    Liam took a few glugs. He was suspicious and…even sort of scared. 
 
    He wasn’t a pill taking kind of guy. 
 
    Sally went to her purse. 
 
    “I just happen to have a shot of depot medroxyprogesterone acetate right here.” 
 
    “I might have known,” muttered Liam. “She’s a nurse. We have more medicine than Carter has pills.” 
 
    “Latest version. Good for one month.” 
 
    She held up the shot of depot medroxyprogesterone acetate. It was a syringe in a plastic wrapped piece of cardboard. It had a purple band on the corner, but the corner had been ripped off. Still, they cold see the big ‘ONE’ that was left. 
 
    Liam glugged some more. 
 
    Betty looked at John and nodded towards the kitchen. John headed out to make another drink. 
 
    Liam groused some more. And, finally, Sally had had enough. 
 
    “I don’t wanna! Whine, whine, whine! When did you turn into a four flusher?” 
 
    Liam blinked. He wasn’t a four flusher. He paid his debts. It hurt his feelings to be called one. 
 
    John returned with another drink. 
 
    His feelings hurt, feeling the alcohol, realizing that he best just get it over with, Liam snapped. “Okay. Shoot me full of that stuff.” 
 
    Everybody smiled. 
 
    “Come over here and drop your drawers.” 
 
    Liam stood up and loosened his belt. “You guys want to turn around or something?” 
 
    “Nah. I want to watch.” 
 
    Liam grunted his displeasure. He turned his back to his wife, lowered his pants just enough to expose one cheek, and she shot him. 
 
    “Oh!” he rubbed the spot which was a lot less than a bee sting. 
 
    “What a baby,” remarked Sally. 
 
    “You’re not pregnant,” said John, acting real surprised. 
 
    Liam pulled his pants up and buckled. He looked at his friend in puzzlement. “Of course I’m not.” 
 
    John chuckled. “That stuff works pretty good then.” 
 
    Everybody laughed. 
 
    Except Liam. 
 
    Liam didn’t think he’d ever laugh again. 
 
      
 
    The drive home was pleasant, if restrained. 
 
    Sally was humming along with the radio. Liam was deep in his thoughts. 
 
    He didn’t like getting shots. Even though his wife was a nurse and gave shots regularly, he didn’t like them. He didn’t take flu shots, he was an anti-vaxxer, and…why did he feel so bad about this one? 
 
    Because he didn’t have a condition that required one. 
 
    But, it was over and done with. So the heck with it. 
 
    He pulled into the garage and he tugged the door shut and followed Sally into the house. 
 
    “You should get that door fixed.” 
 
    “It’s not big deal,” he said. “I’m strong enough, and I don’t want to get up there and straighten out the track.” 
 
    She poured them a couple of Cokes. “Too much caffeine,” she remarked, taking a sip. “I’ll be up all night.” 
 
    He grinned. “Aw, poor baby.” 
 
    “But if you think I’m feeling frisky, forget it.” 
 
    “Honey,” he took a drink of his own Coke. Yea for caffeine. “You’re always complaining that I’m too oversexed. Why don’t you just go with it. Enjoy my weenie and stop complaining.” 
 
    She moved up against him. Kissed him lightly on the lips. “Honey, I love sex, but, let’s face it. You want it when we go to bed, you want it when we wake up. You want it when you come home for lunch. Don’t you understand? Sometimes a girl needs a break!” And she thought Like for about a month. 
 
    He kissed her back, and ran a thumb over a rapidly stiffening nipple. “I’ll give you a break later.” 
 
    They walked back into the bedroom and Liam felt his weenie starting to engorge.  
 
    She began sliding out of her dress. He stared hungrily at her large boobs, then moved his gaze down to her monkey knuckle. “Oh, baby,” he muttered. 
 
    Sally just smiled and kicked off her panties and unfastened her bra. 
 
    Liam, horn dog as always, was on her like a dog on a cat. 
 
    He half lifted her and propelled her towards the bed. 
 
    She hit the bed and sprawled. She smiled. She did like sex. Sure, sometimes she had to be talked into it, but…she grabbed his tool. “You’re going to fuck me with this?” 
 
    “Yeah!” 
 
    “So when’s it going to get hard?” 
 
    Liam looked down at his shaft. 
 
    It was chubby, lots of blood in there, but…it wasn’t a big, old stiffie. It wasn’t a boner he could be proud of. It was only half way there. 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Oh, here. Let me help!” 
 
    Sally used her mouth. She was good with her mouth, and she slobbered and stroked and worked him over. 
 
    But his weenie was having none of it. In fact, it seemed to get a little softer. 
 
    “What the heck?” Liam stared down at himself. 
 
    “Can you get it in?” 
 
    “I don’t know!” But he was willing to try. He was one of these guys who, if he failed, he worked harder. And when it came to sex… 
 
    He moved up between her legs and tried to insert himself. 
 
    Sally moaned. She was getting turned on. Maybe she should have given him the shot after he had satisfied her. 
 
    He pushed, he guided, he did everything he could, and finally it slipped in. Sort of. 
 
    It was like one of those big air tubes guys they had at car dealerships. A motor pushes air up a big tube and the tube, with outstretched arms and goofy grins, wiggles and waggles and just when it looks like it’s going to blow all the way up…it bends and slumps and falls. 
 
    “Heysoos,” grunted Sally, getting irritated. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he said. “Too much liquor.” 
 
    “Not enough caffeine,” she corrected. 
 
    But she knew it was neither. It was too much depot medroxyprogesterone acetate. 
 
    Liam’s month had started, and it started with a bang. Or, rather…a bangless. 
 
      
 
    The next morning Liam awoke. He stared at the ceiling. He had the dry taste of whiskey in his mouth, and he thought about his failure of the night before. 
 
    He never failed to get hard. If there were three things you could count on it was he’d forget their anniversary, he’d never win the lottery, and his dick would never fail to get hard. 
 
    But now he had. Failed, that is.  
 
    His balls felt full to the touch, but his cock…it just wasn't…he got up and went to the bathroom. 
 
    He stood in front of the porcelain throne and held his penis and peed. 
 
    His dick was a little hard from the morning woodie, but as soon as he drained his urine this peeny went soft. 
 
    Real soft. Shrinky soft like it did when he went swimming too long. 
 
    Normally he was a good seven inches. When he was swimming pool shrinky he was about as big as a thumb. 
 
    He stared at his dong dismally. 
 
    The funny thing was that he still felt horny. 
 
    Just…his dingus wouldn’t go along with it. 
 
    “Well that’s sure a disappointment,” Sally entered the bathroom and chuckled at the sight of his mini dick. 
 
    “Yeah, well….forget it.” 
 
    He returned to the bedroom and dressed. 
 
    “Hey, sorry,” she called from the bathroom. “It’s just that you’ve never failed me before. Oh, crap. I didn’t mean it to sound that harsh.” 
 
    “That’s okay,” he said in an even tone. “I like being emasculated. Feels real good.” 
 
    She finished her ablutions and walked across the bedroom towards him. She reached into his pants and held his little thing. “Sorry, honey. But just think about how hard and true this little piece of meat has been. Just ‘cause a guy can’t get it up once doesn’t mean I should insult you. 
 
    She squeezed it, tugged it, went for his balls. 
 
    His penis, of course, didn’t react, but all his nerves did. 
 
    “God, that feels good!” he moaned. 
 
    Sally smiled, kissed him. She could tell he was getting horny. And he would get hornier and hornier, but…Mr. Happy wasn't going to be getting happy. 
 
    She finally let him go, sat down on the bed and watched him finish dressing. 
 
    He was not a muscular man. He had a great weenie, when it worked, but…his body was slender. 
 
    She smiled. If he had tits his body would almost be feminine. 
 
    “I’ll pick up a donut on the way,” he said, and kissed her good by. A moment later she heard the sound of his car backing out of the garage, then zipping down the street. 
 
    Sally smiled and laid back on the bed. She was naked. She felt good.  
 
    She was pretty sure that Liam would experience a bit of anger when he found out the joke she had played on him, but he would get over it.  
 
    And she thought about his body again. Slender, lacking muscles, long, brown hair…she blinked. 
 
    Her vagina was wet. What the heck? Then she realized that his condition had excited her. 
 
    Of course it had. They had made out, twice including the night previous, and he had gotten her all roiled up…and left her high and dry. 
 
    She frowned. That was going to have to change. He was going to have to get her off from now on. Especially since he couldn't get it up. 
 
    No reason she should suffer just because he did. 
 
    That thought, so twisted, brought a smile to her face. She leaned down to the dresser and opened it up. She selected a big dildo with a vibrating head. She lay back and started teasing herself, rubbing her nipples with her fingers, sliding the big vibrator up her slit and onto her clit. 
 
    Oh, yes! 
 
    “Unnnh!” She groaned. And “Unnnh….unnnnh….unnnh!” 
 
    Then she came, hard, and collapsed. 
 
    Yes, this was going to work out just fine. 
 
     
 
    Liam worked as a car salesman. He actually didn’t own a car because he could always drive one from the dealership. Saved him a lot of money. 
 
    And he made a lot of money. 
 
    Most people think that new cars are the pot of gold when it comes to money and profit and such. 
 
    Actually, the used cars—pardon, the ‘pre-owned’ cars—were where the money was. 
 
    So he drove onto the lot, parked his car in the front and put a big sign on it: Driven by a little, old lady! 
 
    He snickered as he headed for the showroom. Yeah, if that little old lady had a lead foot and could outrun the cops. 
 
    He entered the showroom, high fived a couple of the fellows, and headed for his office. 
 
    In his office he checked out the list of cars sold. He didn’t want to try to sella. car that had already moved off the lot. 
 
    Then he called up the car trader on the internet and perused. He looked for prices mostly, just to stay ahead of the game. He liked to have as much info at his fingertips as he could. 
 
    He—felt a strange feeling in his chest. 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    It was like a golden feeling, a rod electrified, not by electricity, but by just a happy, warm feeling. 
 
    Good. He looked to feel good. 
 
    But his balls felt…stimulated. They felt full, buzzing, ready to go. 
 
    It was the height of horniness, but his cock didn’t move. 
 
    It just lay in his underpants, a slug. Sensitive to the Nth, more sensitive than it should have been, but it didn’t stir. 
 
    He gave a little moan at one point. He thought about going into the bathroom and stroking one out, but…it wasn't getting hard. 
 
    It was just…laying there. 
 
    And the feeling in his chest was intensifying. He felt like somebody was hitting him with a happy stick, and his heart was pounding and his chest was throbbing and…he felt so good. 
 
    That was the moment the idea of depot medroxyprogesterone acetate flitted across his mind. 
 
    He never felt like this, except after a six pack, or half a bottle of whiskey. 
 
    He sat back. He couldn’t fight, even if he wanted to, so he just sat back and enjoyed it. 
 
    His face was flushed, his nipples were hard! 
 
    But…no boner. 
 
    “Hey! Liam! Customers!” One of the other salesmen called to him from the next cubicle over. 
 
    He pushed himself to his feet and headed out to the lot. 
 
    He was smiling, feeling that incredible rush, wondering if this was the effect of that shot, and…”Hey folks!” 
 
    His manner was so relaxed, so happy and full of charm, that the couple smiled. 
 
    They were looking for a car and…he sold them one. Just like that. 
 
    Sure, it was the right one for them, he was that rarity, an honest salesman, but…usually people hemmed and hawed, wanted to calla. friend who knew about these models, and then they wanted to play hardball, leave the lot, yadda yadda yadda. 
 
    But he was so honest and forthcoming, and so obviously happy, they bought the car. Just like that. 
 
    He turned them over to the finance manager for the paperwork, and headed back to his office. 
 
    “Liam to the lot, please.” 
 
    Hunh. Going to be a busy day. 
 
    And it was. 
 
    And he made sale after sale, laughing and joking and feeling that wonderful lightening like lance of pleasure shooting through his chest. 
 
    Say, maybe that shot was good for something after all. 
 
      
 
    Sally was horny. 
 
    She had gotten herself off that morning, and that had not calmed down the fire within. 
 
    She wasn’t normally this horny, but she knew what was causing it. 
 
    Denial. 
 
    In giving Liam that shot she had caused herself to be denied. And if there was one truth to the human condition it was this: tell somebody they can’t have something and they want it. 
 
      
 
    And she wanted it. Really wanted it. All day long she was so wet she squooshed when she walked. 
 
    She went shopping and wondered if she was leaving a snail trail of pussy juice. 
 
    She met with a few of the girls for lunch and fidgeted on her chair. 
 
    Was she really trying to rub one off on a cafe seat? 
 
    She was. She just wanted to cum again. There was no reason to be denied, even if her husband was. 
 
    She was a woman, dammit! And women have rights! 
 
    She drove, and found herself staring at men on the street. 
 
    She was a true blue wife, but every woman, and that included true blue wives, wondered what kind of a package a man had. 
 
    Normally she wondered by the way. Now she was staring and licking her lips. 
 
    But she had cum hard that morning! 
 
    She headed for the clinic where she worked a couple of hours in the afternoon. She didn’t have to work, but she liked to work. Besides, if her marriage ever went bad she wanted to have up to the minute skills so she could hit the ground running. 
 
    Not that she ever wanted a divorce. 
 
    Liam was a catch. He was a good salesman, he was kind and tender, and he actually made an effort to remember their anniversary. He failed, of course, but at least he tried. 
 
    How many woman could say that of their husbands? 
 
    Walking into the clinic, however, was like an exercise in deep breathing and sweats, and for the first time she understood why men tried to play baseball in their head to slow down their desire to have an orgasm. 
 
    She passed young male nurses in their prime. Hunky, young men. And doctors. Some of the younger ones were ripe, and she wanted them. 
 
    Damn! This wasn't right! She was married! She couldn’t live like this. She could go on lusting after every man she saw just because she wasn’t getting laid. 
 
    And, it burst open her: this was only the first day! 
 
      
 
    Sally arrived home first, and she beelined for the bedroom. She got out the trusty, old vibrator again, and she wore out the batteries. 
 
    Well, it didn’t have batteries. It had a cord. But if it had batteries she would have worn it out! 
 
    As it is, she probably caused an energy shortage in town. 
 
    After getting herself off she staggered out to the kitchen and started on dinner. Efficient, she had it done by the time Liam got home. 
 
    “Honey1” he burst out as he burst in through the door. “I don’t know what was in that shot you gave me, but I made more sales today than I ever had! This one day will make me top salesman of the month!” 
 
    Sally turned, one hand braced on the counter as heat surged through her groin. “Oh?” That was all she managed to say. 
 
    “I mean, it really does make me happy. I feel like I’ve got goodness and light shafting up my chest.” 
 
    Shafting? Did he say shafting? Sally nearly swooned. 
 
    “It made me so happy, and the customers just laid down for me and spread their wallets.” 
 
    Laid down…spread their… Sally felt weak. She wished he’d stop using such sexually suggestive words. Her groin was damp and she wanted to get off. 
 
    “And I owe it all to that little shot you gave me.” 
 
    Sally raised a fist to her mouth and bit her knuckles. 
 
    “Honey? Are you all right? You’ve got a funny look on your face.” 
 
    “Are you…do you…have a boner?” 
 
    He blinked and his eyes slitted a little. 
 
    “No. I mean, I’m horny enough to, but…why?” 
 
    And Sally broke. She lowered her head, slumped her shoulders, and said, “Liam, I have a confession to make.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    “I’m not going to get a boner for a month?” Liam cried out, stunned, shocked, and almost falling over. 
 
    “I’m sorry, honey! I thought it would be a good joke! You’re such a cocksman, and…I thought it would be funny!” Sally sat at the table, crying, beseeching, begging for understanding. 
 
    “You attack me right in the manhood and think it’s funny?” 
 
    “I did, but now I see it wasn’t funny.” 
 
    Liam undid his pants and pulled them down. He held his limp cock in his hand. “Sorry, buddy. This is what happens when you put women in charge.” 
 
    “But it’s not that bad!” 
 
    “It’s not? Pardon me, but did your hole suddenly get sewn up and useless?” 
 
    “But you’re making sales! You’re getting rich! And it’s the depot medroxyprogesterone acetate!” 
 
    “Maybe. Or maybe I just had a good day.” 
 
    “And you’ll have a good day tomorrow! Just wait, you’ll make tons of money and you can thank me.” 
 
    He went to the cabinet, got down the liquor, made a drink, drank the whole thing, and turned to her. “We were doing well before, and if I had a choice in the matter…I’d like to have my dick back.” 
 
    “It will come back! A month will pass and your penis will be up and roaring once again! And I’ll never refuse you sex ever, never, not if I live to be a thousand.” 
 
    Liam hiccuped. He poured himself another drink. His penis was still hanging out of his pants. Except, it wasn’t really hanging.  
 
    He looked down sadly. “It’s shrinking. Even if it does come back, how do I know it will be the full seven inches again? What if it stays like this? Gee, just think. I’ll have a one inch boner. Can you get off on that?” 
 
    “But I’ve told you I’m sorry, and…” 
 
    And the talk went on. 
 
      
 
    The next day Liam went to work, and he was pleasantly surprised to find that he had that same golden glow shooting up the center of his chest. 
 
    It was like he was high, but with all his senses intact. 
 
    He went into his cubicle, opened the computer, and thought about the fight he had had the night before. 
 
    It had been a doozy. It had gone on for hours, Sally begging for forgiveness, and him just getting more and more riled up. 
 
    Well, what did she expect? 
 
    “Liam to the lot,” the loudspeaker blared. 
 
    He jumped up, headed through the dealership, and as soon as he stopped thinking about Sally and her stupid joke…he was fine. 
 
    That golden glow enveloped him, he was happy, he was charming, and…he made a sale. 
 
    And another one. 
 
    By three o’clock that afternoon he was up to yesterday’s total, and it was obvious he had the magic touch. 
 
    He was almost giddy with success. 
 
    All he had to do was stop thinking about his limp dick. 
 
    Just let the shot have its effect, and go on about his business. 
 
    Then he wasn’t so mad at Sally. Sure, she had goofed, but he was feeling so mellow and charged up with goodness, and, like she said, he was making money. Lots of it. 
 
    He usually made a thousand a week. Now he was making a week’s salary in a day, and that meant if he worked seven days he’d make almost  $50,000! 
 
    And he’d even get bonuses! 
 
    Then he realized that they’d have to bring in more cars for him to sell. 
 
    At the end of his shift he went in and spoke to Jim Perkins, who was in charge of getting used cars.  
 
    “Hey, Jim. Are we going to have trouble stocking used cars?” 
 
    Jim grinned. “Yep, lots of it, but if you keep selling then I’ll handle it. That’s my job, after all.” 
 
    As he left Jim’s office Tuck Fowling tracked him down. He was one of the big bosses, and he congratulated Liam on his sales. 
 
    “How you doing it?” 
 
    “I just have a good feeling these days.” 
 
    “Well, keep it up. You get rich we all get rich.” 
 
    Man, with the mark up on cars, that was the truth! 
 
      
 
    Sally had spent the day crying. When she wasn’t on her back on the bed and plunging the vibrator into her pussy. 
 
    What a mess she’d made of things! Why had she ever thought robbing her husband of his manhood was funny? 
 
    It wasn’t funny to him, and it certainly wasn’t funny to her! 
 
    Of course, if he could get over his anger with her then it might not be bad. 
 
    She did enjoy her big, old plastic Peter. 
 
    The fact was that she enjoyed the dildo more than she did regular sex. 
 
    There was no white mess to clean up. She didn’t have to sleep in a wet spot. The dildo never missed the right place in her vagina, it knew exactly what she needed and when. 
 
    She sighed, and fixed dinner, and groaned when she heard the car in the garage. But when Liam entered he was in a good mood. 
 
    “Hello, honey!” He grabbed her, whirled around, and planted a big old smoocheroonie on her lips. 
 
    She felt instant relief. “You’re not still mad?” 
 
    “Of course I am. I’m furious. But it’s hard to stay mad when you feel good and you’re making money. 
 
    “Oh, thank goodness!” And she made him a drink, then, in between fixing dinner she sat on his lap and kissed him and kissed him and kissed him. 
 
      
 
    And all would have been well, except that, as the month passed, Liam noticed that he was getting out of shape. 
 
    Nothing big, at first. Just a little flab on his waist and his chest, and he didn’t feel quite so strong.  
 
    He was having to really grunt to push that stupid garage door shut. 
 
    But he didn’t think much of it until one morning, when he was getting dressed. 
 
    His underwear was on the right, Sally’s was on the left. 
 
    His were BVDs, ill shaped, especially now that his dick was minuscule, and…uncomfortable. 
 
    His weenie was so little it poked out and was rubbed by the material. 
 
    He looked at her underwear. 
 
    Silky, satiny, stretchy. 
 
    His was built to contain. 
 
    Hers was built according to the curve of the body. Nothing to contain. And now he had nothing, so to speak, to contain. 
 
    He picked up a pair of white panties. A little patch of absorbing material on the bottom. Wouldn’t be in the right spot, but…so what? If he leaked, or didn’t shake his weenie off enough after peeing, he could just fold up a little square of toilet paper. 
 
    He chuckled. A home made diaper. No, a sort of panty liner. For a man. Hunh! 
 
    “Go ahead.” 
 
    He turned and found Sally watching him. 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know.” He started to put them back. 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    He stopped. 
 
    “They’ve got to be more comfortable than your tighty whiteys.” 
 
    He thought: Maybe I should. 
 
    “I won’t mind. It’ll be an excuse for me to buy some more.” 
 
    So he did. 
 
    He stepped into the leg holes and snugged the panties up. 
 
    They felt good. Real good. It felt like his bottom was in the hand of. a form fitting glove. 
 
    “Hunh!” she grunted. “They actually look good on you.” 
 
    “They do?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Look in the mirror.” 
 
    He stepped in front of the full length mirror and examined himself. 
 
    He had a slender body, and the panties wouldn’t have fit that well, except that he had gained a little fat in his but and around his sides. 
 
    Oddly, he didn’t have love handles, just the swelling in his. waist. 
 
    And in his chest. 
 
    For the first time he really examined his chest. 
 
    It was growing. But only in two places. His pectorals were getting a little larger. just like boobs, but that was ridiculous. 
 
    Men don’t get boobs. 
 
    He was going to have to watch what he ate. Cut down the carbs, maybe do a little exercising. 
 
    On the bed Sally was stifling a blink. Oh, my God! He’s got boobs! But she wisely said nothing. She just got up and went to him and put her arms around him. She hugged him, but didn’t grope him. She just pressed against his boobs with her forearms and felt him. 
 
    Yes. Those were boobs. They weren’t just fat from rich foods and too little exercising. Those were the real things. 
 
    Even the nipples were getting larger. 
 
    She couldn’t help it. 
 
    She turned him and pressed a hand against his groin. She pressed his flatness into his body, and she put her mouth on his nipple. 
 
    “Oh!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I just felt something.” He rubbed his chest. The chest who’s nipple she had sucked. 
 
    “What did it feel like?” 
 
    “It was like that warm feeling in my chest, but it was sharper, almost painful, and it went from my nipple through my body to my cock.” 
 
    She stood back. “Maybe your dick is coming back?” She was surprised when the thought didn’t please her. 
 
    “You think so?” 
 
    His face held a grin, but it was a nervous grin. A not entirely happy grin. 
 
    “Maybe. Probably.” 
 
    “Oh.” His voice a mix of excited and disappointed. 
 
    “What? Don’t you want to stick that big hog into me?” 
 
    He grinned at that, a real grin. But it was immediately shadowed by a lessening of happiness. 
 
    And Sally was struck by the thought: He doesn’t want his dick back! 
 
    “Just in time,” she teased carefully. “I thought I was going to have to give you one of my bras.” 
 
    He laughed. A nervous laugh. “I don’t think so.” 
 
    But now the idea was there. 
 
    As the weeks passed Liam would open the underwear drawer and get out panties, and he would look at her bras with a strange mix of dread, apprehension, and eagerness. 
 
     
 
    Time passed, and so did the seasons. Summer turned to fall, and Liam’s chest continued to grow. 
 
    And his cock didn’t stand up. 
 
    He was happy, and he was making money, but now he was going to have to confront the fact that his body was changing. 
 
    He was looking at Sally’s brassieres more and more, and realizing that he was going to either get his boner back, or put on a bra. 
 
    Put on a bra. The thought disturbed him, and it excited him. It made the golden glow in his chest brighter, more filling. 
 
    He was starting to understand the connection in a way, but it would take a trip to the doctor’s to bring it all to light. 
 
      
 
    “Well, Liam,” the doctor was a stodgy, old man who actually cared about his patients. “What have you been taking?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” His heart was sinking. 
 
    “Your estrogen levels are sky high. Your testosterone is low. That’s causing your body to feminize. Are you transitioning?” 
 
    Liam forced himself to come clean. “My wife played a joke on me. She gave me depot medroxyprogesterone acetate.” 
 
    The doc blinked. “That’s a pretty harsh joke.” 
 
    “Tell me about it.” 
 
    “And since you took that substance you’ve been changing.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Feel more energy? Happier?” 
 
    Liam tilted his head. “Why, yes.” 
 
    “That’s because your sexual drive is being rerouted. You can’t expend your semen, and all that energy is being used by your body.” 
 
    “To make me happier? To work longer hours? That sort of thing?” 
 
    “It puts you permanently in the excitation phase of sex.” 
 
    “So how do I get everything back to normal.” 
 
    The doc sat down on a swivel stool and considered Liam. “Liam, do you recall what the package your shot came in looked like?” 
 
    “Sure. It was a plastic on cardboard package. There was a purple band in one corner with the word ‘one’ on it.” 
 
    “One.” 
 
    “Yeah. One month.” 
 
    The doctor nodded. “I hate to tell you this, Liam, but I have bad news, and I have bad news.” 
 
    Liam stared at the doctor. 
 
    “The bad news is that the purple band one stood for one year.” 
 
    “One…year?” He felt dizzy. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And what’s the other bad news?” 
 
    The doctor sighed. “That product was recalled. Apparently the one year was not always an accurate assessment. Sometimes it lasts…longer.” 
 
    “It…does.” 
 
    The doc nodded. 
 
    The funny thing was that when the doctor told Liam this the golden glow inside his chest seemed to glow even harder. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, honey,” he entered the house and kissed Sally. then he walked on back to the bedroom. 
 
    Sally, feeling his mood, followed him. 
 
    “What did the doctor say?” 
 
    “The ‘one’ on the package of the shot you gave me…it stood for one year.” 
 
    Sally’s mouth dropped open. “So you’re going to be…” 
 
    “I’m going to be feminized for a year.” He spoke in a tone of wonder. “But that’s not the kicker.” 
 
    She waited. 
 
    He looked at her. “That product was recalled. Apparently it was too strong, and the effects…they last longer.” 
 
    “Longer than a year. Oh, my God!” Sally blubbered. She went into his arms and cried. “What have I done?” 
 
    Liam let her cry for awhile, then he moved her back. He said, in a weak but determined voice, “I’ll try that bra on now.” 
 
    Sobbing, but drying her eyes, Sally went to the dresser drawer. She took out a pair of panties and a bra. Brand new and still in the package. 
 
    “I bought these with you in mind. I don’t know why, but…maybe I just sensed it.” 
 
    He reached his hand out. 
 
    “Better take a shower first, and get rid of all that hair.” 
 
    Liam stood up and went into the bathroom. “Can I use your Nair?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    He picked up the pink and white bottle and read the directions. Apply, leave on for fifteen, rinse. Sounded easy. 
 
    He followed the directions, and Sally came in and helped him apply the Nair to hard to reach places. 
 
    He stood in the bathroom and felt so weird. 
 
    He looked down at his cock. It was so small now, it looked almost like a clitoris. He rubbed it. He felt it. His balls were shrunken, too. 
 
    Oddly, they felt full. He wasn’t producing much testosterone, but what little he was producing was staying in his body, in his balls. 
 
    The Nair started to burn so he stepped into the shower and began rinsing it off. 
 
    He stared at the tile floor as little strands of hair washed off his body and circled the drain. 
 
    Circled the drain. His masculinity was circling the drain. 
 
    How much did he care? 
 
    He was feeling golden, and he was getting rich. 
 
    He stepped out of the shower and dried off. 
 
    Sally helped him, and she dried his tiny weeny off. “It really is small,” she observed, and she couldn’t keep the sadness out of her voice. 
 
    Was she doomed to a life of vibrators? Even though she liked dildos better, there was nothing like the feeling of a hot cock in her. 
 
    Liam walked into the bedroom and picked up the new bra and panty package. He let his breath out, and ripped the cellophane. 
 
    He stepped into the new panties, and they felt like new panties should, soft and clingy and nice. 
 
    Then he put on the bra. 
 
    It was a perfect fit, and he realized how much his boobs had grown. 
 
    They were serious C cups. Maybe D cups. His chest, while not muscular, was wider than a woman’s. His boobs were positioned on the width, and…he needed bigger boobs if he was going to look more natural. 
 
    More like a woman. 
 
    He remembered what the doctor had asked. Are you transitioning? 
 
    Was he? 
 
    It looked like he might be. 
 
    He was just going to have to come to grips with it. 
 
    He wasn’t scared, but that was because he hadn’t grown up with hidden desires to be female. Hadn’t had his desires suppressed and squashed. 
 
    Nervous, sure. 
 
    But…he could handle people. 
 
    “Your body really is female,” whispered Sally. 
 
    “How about my face?” 
 
    She nodded. “Yes, it’s getting there. That shot must be changing everything in you. But I can help, too.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “Have a seat.” She indicated her vanity table. 
 
    For a long moment Liam was unsure, even undecided. while things in reality were moving slowly, in his mind they were a rocket ride. 
 
    He moved to the chair, started to sit, and his legs gave way. 
 
    She stood behind him, one hand on his shoulder, then she stooped a bit and curled a hand around one of his boobs.  
 
    “I’ll fix this,” she said softly. “I’ll take you the rest of the way.” 
 
    She started by brushing his hair. He kept it clean with shampoo and conditioner, and it was in good shape. It reacted well when she brushed it, teased it, and curled it under. She gave him a bob, and whispered, “It’s going to be beautiful when it grows out.” 
 
    He was holding his breath, and the golden glow in his chest was brighter than ever. 
 
    She cleansed his face using little sponges. She removed the dirt from his pores and his skin never felt cleaner. It felt like it had been stretched, and it was alive. 
 
    She applied the make up in steps, explaining everything. In just a short couple of hours he received a lifetime of training in shadows and eyes, lipstick and foundation.  
 
    And all the time he felt so full of energy that he was afraid he might explode. 
 
    When Sally was done she asked him to select a dress. 
 
    He went into her closet and gazed at all the dresses. He studied the materials, the cuts, the feel of the materials under his hands. 
 
    She spoke of how to coordinate colors, how to select an outfit that would match his make up. how to choose shoes that would go with his dress. 
 
    When they were done he was wearing a dark dress, a greyish color that had a sheen to it, and a broad, white stripe that circled once around his body. 
 
    She handed him shoes. 
 
    High heels. Spikes. Black, patent leather. His toes were exposed, and Sally said, “We need to paint your toes and fingers, and you need to wear nylons. But that’s good enough for now. At least you can see what you look like. 
 
    He stared in a mirror and his heart was thudding. 
 
    He was a woman. And not an ugly one. 
 
    Seeing his red lips he wanted to purse them, put them on display. 
 
    Seeing the way his boobs thrust forward, he wanted bigger ones. 
 
    Then he had a thought. “Take a picture.” 
 
    Sally retrieved her camera and began snapping pictures. Picture after picture, posing, presenting himself in different ways.’ Then they went to the computer and downloaded the shots. 
 
    He selected a picture, then chose another picture, of himself as a man. He printed them both out, looked at them, then turned to Sally. “Take me to work.” 
 
    “But it’s late. They’re closed.” 
 
    “I have keys, and I don’t want to drive, at least not yet. Not in these heels.” 
 
    But what are you going to do?” 
 
    He smiled. 
 
      
 
    He had keys, and he let them in a side door. He touched the keypad and dis-armed the alarm system. 
 
    Sally followed him as he walked across the floor. “I still don’t understand.” 
 
    He led her up stairs to the break room. He picked up a couple of tacks from a secretaries desk on the way, and he tacked both pictures next to each other on the bulletin board. He put a blank sheet of paper under them, and wrote at the top of that paper: 
 
      
 
    Vote on which one you would like to see. 
 
     
 
    Liam led his wife out of the dealership. “I’m not going to work tomorrow, and I’ll come see what the vote is tomorrow night when everybody is gone.” 
 
      
 
    The next day they lazed around, Liam getting used to being female in appearance.  
 
    The phone rang a few times, but Liam knew it would be people from work, and he didn’t answer it. 
 
    He did call his boss that afternoon, and they had a long conversation about dress codes and…government statistics. 
 
    Apparently the government wanted businesses to hire trans people. 
 
    That was a relief to Liam, as he wasn’t sure how management would react to his survey, let alone the idea of him transitioning. 
 
    They sat around the pool, Liam wearing a bikini for the first time, and sipped whiskey. 
 
    At one point Sally excused herself and went into the computer room. She locked the door and told Liam to go away when he knocked. 
 
    Puzzled, Liam went away, and when he asked her what she was doing later, she just smiled and refused to enlighten him. 
 
      
 
    That night they went to the dealership again, and Liam used his key and they went to look at the survey. 
 
    Liam took the photos and the blank sheet of paper down. It wasn’t blank anymore. It was heavy with writing. 
 
    Somebody had drawn a line down the center and labeled each half of the paper with ‘male’ and ‘female.’ 
 
    At first they thought the ‘election’ had gone fifty fifty, pro and con, for and against. But when they looked closer they realized the female votes were ten to one, in favor of him being female. 
 
    All the secretaries signed up for female. Most of the guys did, and a few of them left remarks. 
 
    ‘As long as you keep sales up!’ that was from Jim, the general manager. 
 
    Some wag had written, ‘Just don’t try to get in my pants.’ 
 
    And, of course, some fool had drawn a picture of a penis squirting. 
 
      
 
    They returned home, and they were happy. 
 
    Almost. 
 
    “So it looks like you’re going to be going to work as a woman tomorrow.” 
 
    “Looks like,” he agreed. 
 
    They entered the house. 
 
    “Liam, we need to talk.” 
 
    He turned to her. “Uh oh.” 
 
    “No, it’s not one of those talks. This is serious stuff.” 
 
    “And me not doing the dishes to your satisfaction isn’t?” 
 
    “Let’s go into the bedroom and had a sit down.” 
 
    That was sort of code for ‘Let’s go fuck.’ 
 
    But he didn’t have a tool for fucking anymore. 
 
    They sat down on the bed and she cupped his breast and kissed him. It was a passionate kiss. It was soul searching and lit up the lights. 
 
    Except that he didn’t have any lights to be lit. 
 
    He drew back, breathless. “I appreciate that, but what am I supposed to do about that.” 
 
    “Fuck me,” she said, looking him straight in the eye. 
 
    “With what?” 
 
    She reached under the bed and pulled out a bag. In the bag was a strap on with a penis in it. She stood him up and buckled it around his hips. 
 
    “I was reading on the internet, and this is how you’re going to get sex.” 
 
    “Wow,” he said, staring at the way his plastic penis jutted out. He couldn’t even see his old, shrunken one. 
 
    She lay back on the bed and beckoned to him. “I need you, honey. I’m sorry for what I did to you.” 
 
    “I’m not.” 
 
    “You know what I mean. I love you being female, but the loss of your weenie…I’m sorry.” 
 
    He smiled, “I’m not.” 
 
    She studied him closely, then held his face, kissed him and said, “Do me. Do me like you used to.” 
 
    The next half hour was bliss. 
 
    He had forgotten what it was like to be in control. The odd thing was that even though he was in control, he was the fuckor and not the fuckee, he didn’t feel like he was really in control.  
 
    He was apart from it, he was staring down at her, fucking her, but totally removed from the action. 
 
    And, oh, Lord, did it make him horny. 
 
    To do it and not feel it was the ultimate tease. 
 
    Tease and deny. 
 
    And, has been stated, tell somebody they can’t have something and they want it all the more. 
 
    Finally, he pulled out, and she lay, gasping, her eyes dazed from all the rolling up she had done. 
 
    “How was it?” he asked, laying to one side. 
 
    “Amazing,” she managed. “And now you’re going to find out.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She turned to him. “Take off the strap on and give it to me.” 
 
    Moving slowly, feeling things change within, understanding that he was entering a new real, he took off the thing and handed it to her. 
 
    “You want it on all fours?” she grinned, “Like a doggie bitch?” 
 
    She buckled the straps and stroked her weenie. 
 
    “I don’t know,” he answered. “I don’t know what to think.” 
 
    And it was obvious that he didn’t. His eyes were glazed and his moves were halting. 
 
    “All fours it is.” 
 
    She slapped his ass and he crawled onto the bed. 
 
    She helped him get in the right position, then she moved forward and lubed him up. 
 
    Liam groaned as she showed him what it felt like to have his ass touched. Within a few minutes she had extra fingers in him, and she was pushing the lube into him. 
 
    “Heysoos,” he muttered, and he began to grind his ass back, trying to get more sensation into his rectum. 
 
    “Okay, honey, if you relax there will be very little pain. If you fight it it’s going to hurt.” 
 
    She spent a lot of time rubbing him, massaging him, talking sweetly and softly. 
 
    By the time she put it into him he was ready, and he collapsed and she stayed with him, drove into him, and for the first time in a half a year he felt true sexual impulses. 
 
    Not the shadow of throbbing, potent though they were, but the real thing.  
 
    He felt the commanding entry, his resulting submission. 
 
    He felt how she took control and made him obey. 
 
    And, suddenly, he felt the explosion. 
 
    It was more intense than a normal orgasm, and longer. 
 
    He felt himself crying out, and he felt his semen leave him, drain onto the bed. 
 
    And she murmured into his ear, “I guess you get the wet spot tonight.” 
 
    And he said the only thing he could. “Yes, dear.” 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    END
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    Part One 
 
      
 
    “You won’t believe this place!” Art gripped the wheel excitedly and guided the car through a series of twisty turns. 
 
    He was driving an Ariel Atom, not much more than a cage on wheels, but with a big motor that took him right up the hills. 
 
    Julie gripped the edge of her seat and held on. 
 
    She was a beautiful woman. Proud in the bust, long in the hair, a pert face with plump, red lips. She brushed her hair out of her face and said, “You want to slow down a bit?” 
 
    He grinned at her, and did slow down. About one mile an hour. 
 
    “Sorry, babe, but this is my kind of driveway. 
 
    Julie looked up the hill, and through the trees she could see a large structure. 
 
    “We’re certainly out there. You sure you want to be this far from town? 
 
    “Absolutely. I work off the internet, we’ll have all the privacy we want, and…baby,” he leered at her, “I want some serious privacy.” 
 
    Julie soughed. Yeah privacy. What he meant was that he wanted sex. 
 
    They rounded a corner that had a big boulder overhanging, dipped into a small valley, then shot up and around the final few curves. 
 
    “You know,” she said, her knuckles white as the car slithered through the bends, “I might not want to be all alone up here.” 
 
    “So bring up your sexy friends,” more leering, “And you can always go visit your mother.” 
 
    She turned a bit in her seat and studied him. 
 
    “Honey, I know you’re a sex hound. I know you want to spend all your time playing with yourself, or having me play with you, but if you’re planning all that up here…think again.” 
 
    “Aw, come on!” But he was grinning. 
 
    “Honey, you live in a fantasy world, but you’re all alone in there. I want you to think about that before you buy this house.” 
 
    “I will,” he said, seriously. But inside he was all glee and hand springs. 
 
      
 
    The house was ensconced in a grove on the side of the hill. They could see it as they rounded the last corner, but even then, it was mostly through the treetops. Then they turned into the drive and the house burst into view. 
 
    It was old, sort of a witch house, really, but it looked like it was in good shape. The shingles were all on the roof, the sides were solid and the fireplace was recently repaired. 
 
    Even the grounds were in good shape. There was a big front lawn around which the driveway coursed. There was a big parking space to the side of the house, and a three car garage. 
 
    “It is beautiful,” Julie breathed. She was looking at the view from the front of the house. 
 
    Hundreds of miles of plains and forests and rivers. 
 
    “Does it snow up here?” 
 
    “I bought a couple of four wheel drives.” 
 
    She looked at him as he stopped the car in front of the house. “So you’re going to get me snowed in in the hopes that I’ll turn into a sex maniac, too.” 
 
    He gave her a sly grin, “Aw, shucks. And I wanted it to be a surprise.” 
 
    Julie huffed and got out of the car. She turned and looked at the view again. Lord, it was stunning. It was like living on a cloud looking out over heaven. 
 
    Art came around the car, grabbed her arm and pulled her away from the view. 
 
    “You gotta see this, babe.” 
 
    He hauled her up to the porch and pointed out the good condition of the porch. 
 
    The realtor told me this place was built by a ship’s captain a long time ago. He was a believer in craftsmanship. See how the planks are fitted? A hundred years and they are still as tight as the day they were laid.” 
 
    “It is nice.” Julie ran a hand down a column. It was smooth, not repainted a hundred times, but sanded and painted properly whenever it was painted. 
 
    “Come on,” he led the way into the house, and it was even better on the inside than the outside. 
 
    The beams were old wood, no glulams for this place. The ceiling was solid, no warping. 
 
    The walls were old, but the craftsmanship again shone through. 
 
    There wasn’t much furniture, just a sofa, a couple of rocking chairs, and a table and chairs in the dining area. 
 
    And it was large. One could stand on the second floor landing and toss paper airplanes all day. 
 
    Art led her through the house, showed her the kitchen, modern for 1960, but still shiny and functional. The back door opened on a small area, then thick woods. Across the lawn she could see a wood shed, and beside the woodshed and walking trail. 
 
    Lord, it would be soothing to live in this quiet. 
 
    “Let’s go look at the upstairs.” 
 
    She followed him, chuckled at his joy and impatience, and climbed the stairs. 
 
    There was a balcony on the front of the house, a big one, and somebody had put a big telescope, the kind one could see stars with, on one corner of the veranda. It was screwed in with a thick bolt, and it could be angled so that one could see down the mountain. From this position she could see the edge of the town. It looked like little doll houses. 
 
    She looked through the telescope for a minute, and was amazed at the detail she could discern in the far town. She could almost read the license plates on the little cars. 
 
    Next to the telescope was a door to the master bedroom, and she could see a large bed, all made up and ready to go. 
 
    “They left the bed,” she said, drily. 
 
    Art grinned. “Want to take it for a test run? A little spin around the world?” 
 
    He grabbed her and smooched, and she kissed him back for a moment, then pushed him back. 
 
    “Easy, tiger. Aren’t we supposed to meet the realtor up here?” 
 
    “Heck, we’ll see her coming.” He had one hand on her boob and was snaking the other hand up under her dress.” 
 
    She sighed, she did love sex, but he was much more in love with it than her. She liked a roll in the morning, a boff in the evening, but Art would never leave the bed if he had his druthers. 
 
    She grabbed his groin, hard, and whispered, do you really want to make me do this?” she whispered in his ear. 
 
    “Oh, fuck. Yes,” he wheezed. 
 
    She bit his ear a good one then, and he yelped, but he loved it. And they heard— 
 
    BEEP! BEEP! 
 
    She looked over the railing and saw the realtor. 
 
    Art still in her hand, groaning and turning a bit red, went with her. 
 
    She grinned, let go of him and waved. 
 
    The woman who got out of the car was a world class babe. She waved again. “I’ll be right up!” 
 
    She disappeared under the eaves and they heard the door open and close. 
 
    Julie turned to Art and gave him a level look. “Oh, ho.” 
 
    “No, no…it’s the house I’m interested in!” 
 
    “You, sir, are a bullshitter.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    They were interrupted by the sound of high heels coming up the steps, then the realtor stepped onto the balcony. 
 
    “Hi! I’m Rhonda.” 
 
    World class didn’t begin to describe her. 
 
    She was perfectly made up, perfectly coiffed, and she had a body that would have put a porn star to shame. 
 
    Her breasts jutted out, her lips smiled a kissable smile, her blue eyes were penetrative and knowing. She knew what it took to sell a house. 
 
    Julie, however, was not put off by this. She offered her hand. “Julie, and you’ve met my Lothario.” 
 
    “I have,” Rhonda laughed gaily, shook with a firm grip, and moved into business. “So what do you think? Does this make the perfect love nest?” 
 
    Julie had to laugh. She had a feeling that Rhonda was an honest person, one she could trust. “Too perfect,” she responded. 
 
    They discussed the view, of course, and Rhonda showed her the rest of the second floor. 
 
    “I know it may seem lonely up here, but once you get used to it you’ll like it better than civilization.” 
 
    “You’ve hit my button there,” said Art. “How’s the internet access?” 
 
    They talked about that, and Art followed them around. He felt drapes and ran his hand on fixtures in the bathrooms, and kept glancing at the two women. 
 
    He loved his wife, but being in love didn’t mean not appreciating  other equally good looking women. 
 
    Julie was aware, she caught him staring in mirrors and reflections in windows, and she knew that Rhonda had to be feeling his scorching eyeballs. 
 
    They went downstairs, Art following them, his eyes tracking their movements, but trying to act nonchalant. Wisely, he didn’t do much talking. If he had he probably would have blathered a bit and revealed how smitten he was. 
 
    Or how perverted. 
 
    They entered the kitchen and discussed upgrades and tile vs wood, and Julie noticed a door in the hallway leading to the backyard. “Is that a pantry?” 
 
    Rhonda glanced at a corner of the kitchen. “It could be, but there’s a pantry right over there. 
 
    She walked to the door and opened it. 
 
    There was a short hallway, then another door. 
 
    “Well, isn’t this curious.” 
 
    “You don’t know where this leads?” 
 
    “I’ve only been up here a couple of times and never noticed it. Feel like exploring?” 
 
    “Lead on, McDuff.” 
 
    Giggling, but curious, the girls opened the second door and stared down a stairway that led down into darkness. 
 
    Rhonda felt for a light switch, found one, and flicked it. 
 
    Gloomy, yellow light illuminated the stairs, and the girls began descending. 
 
    The stairs had a wooden rail and they held to it, Art following them, and they turned through a short corridor into a large basement. 
 
    But it was more than a basement. 
 
    It was built of dark stone, very solid, and the ceiling was about eight feet up. 
 
    It was about thirty by forty, and had three separate rooms on one side. The rooms were also built of black stone, and it looked like one was a coal room, at least it had a boarded up chute in it. The other two rooms were empty. 
 
    But the most amazing thing was the bench in the center of the room. 
 
    It was wide and padded, and had little platforms on the legs. 
 
    They walked around it, and stopped. 
 
    Actually, froze. 
 
    At the far end of the bench was a small motor, a rod, and on the end of the rod was a penis. 
 
    “Oh, my,” Rhonda turned a burning shade of red. 
 
    Julie’s mouth opened in stunned surprise. 
 
    Art came around them, saw what it was, and started to laugh. 
 
    “How did you know!” he chortled. He walked to the machine and studied it. A cord was plugged into a socket that had been placed under the bench. 
 
    “I’m sorry!” Rhonda blurted. 
 
    Julie touched her arm. “Don’t be. You couldn’t have known.” 
 
    Ron was almost dancing a jig. He felt the padded bench and chuckled. He pushed the rod, turning the motor by hand, and smirked. 
 
    “I’ll have it taken out…” 
 
    “No, you won’t,” stated Art. “I’ve always wanted my own personal dungeon.” 
 
    “Art…” Julie started. 
 
    But Art was in his own fantasy land now. He looked up at the girls, a feverish look in his eyes. “Any volunteers?” 
 
      
 
    Art bought the house that day. After finding the dildo machine in the basement he couldn’t be dissuaded. And when Rhonda promised to have the machine removed, he blurted, “Not on your life!” 
 
    Oh, he was suave. He treated it like a joke, but both women knew that it was more than a joke. 
 
    Art just couldn’t hide the gleam in his eyes. 
 
    But it became a bone of contention between Art and Julie. 
 
    “When are you going to get rid of that thing?” Julie would ask. 
 
    “I’m not.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “It’s a gag. It’s like a museum piece. Anybody comes up here it’ll blow their minds.” 
 
    Julie just shook her head and walked away. 
 
    And Art followed. 
 
    “When are you going to try it out?” 
 
    She turned on him, “When are you?” 
 
    “Uh, sorry, but that thing is built for women.” 
 
    “But a man could use it.” She gave him the gimlet eye until he frowned. 
 
    But other than that one disagreement, life was good at the house on the hill. 
 
    Art was working less and making more, and Julie was puttering around the house, fixing little things, touching up the paint, and taking long walks in the woods behind the house. 
 
    And, she became fast friends with Rhonda. The two women shared interests, and every couple of days Julie would head down to the town for coffee and a chat, or Rhonda would up the hill and they would sit on the upper porch and giggle and drink wine, or take long hikes in the woods. 
 
    “What do you girls talk about?” asked Art, at one point. 
 
    “Oh, just this and that.” 
 
    “No, really. What?” 
 
    She looked around and spoke to him in a most mysterious manner, “All we talk about is how big her husband’s dick is.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Julie kept a straight face.  
 
    “She’s not even married.” 
 
    Julie’s mouth quirked in a sort of a grin. “Oh?” 
 
    When he went away, all grumpy-faced and with a boner, she smirked. 
 
    The only thing that bugged Art, aside from Julie’s little joke, was that he was not getting enough sex. 
 
    But, as has been said, he was a horn dog, and sex nearly every day wasn’t enough for him. And he started thinking about the machine. 
 
    He finished work early, then headed down to the basement. He liked to look at the thing. The motor still worked. t was a little old and cranky,  moved slowly and jerkily, but it was a simple matter to replace it. Then it ran at a nice pace and very smoothly. 
 
    Art wanted to see it work. 
 
    He kept talking to Julie, and one day when Rhonda showed up and Julie was still on a walk, he wondered if she would try it out. 
 
    But he was afraid to say anything. 
 
    Then came the awful day Julie picked up a yeast infection. 
 
    “Honey, I’m sorry. It’s a bad one.” She was laying in their big, poster bed, a book on her lap and a glass of wine on the side table. 
 
    “How bad?” he asked, morosely. 
 
    “The doctor said it will be a month, maybe longer.” 
 
    He sighed. 
 
    And his dick was hard. 
 
    It was the fact of being denied. Tell a man he can’t have something and he’ll want it all the more. 
 
      
 
    No sex? How was he going to live? 
 
    “Do you mind doing the shopping in town tomorrow?” 
 
    “Oh, no. Of course.” 
 
    She smiled and patted his hand. “Thank you, dear.” 
 
    So the next morning he got dressed, pulled his underpants over his hard dingus, and prepared to head down the mountain. 
 
    “Are you going to stop and have a beer?” she asked. 
 
    “Well, I hadn’t…” 
 
    “I think you should. You’ve been so great. Go ahead and have a beer, play a little pool, and give me a call when you’re on your way back.” 
 
    He smiled. He did like to play pool and drink beer, and if she was giving him permission…why not? 
 
    He kissed her, then headed down to the garage. 
 
    It was a beautiful day, no need for one of the four wheel drive trucks, so he hopped into the Atom and took off. 
 
    And almost hit Rhonda before he even got to the end of the drive. 
 
    “Whoa!” he exclaimed, skidding to a stop, angling to the right. She pulled up next to him. 
 
    He eyed her. God, she was a beautiful woman. And she always had that sparkle in her eye. 
 
    “Hey, Art.” 
 
    “Hi, Rhonda. Didn’t know you were coming up today.” 
 
    “Julie said you were going shopping and I thought I’d come up and sit with her. How’s she feeling?” 
 
    “Oh, she’s okay.” 
 
    In his mind he was wondering what Rhonda would be like in bed. He even nibbled around the idea of making a pass at her. 
 
    After all, he wasn’t getting any sex, he needed sex, if Rhonda was willing to sit by Julie in her time of need, perhaps… 
 
    “What are you grinning for?” 
 
    “Oh, nothing. Just thinking about the trip down.” 
 
    She looked at his cage on wheels. “You can have it. I like the soft ride and the sound system.” 
 
    “Too bad. Well, ta ta!” 
 
    He headed down the hill and she headed for the house. 
 
    As he rounded the corners and feathered the gas and the brake he thought more about her. 
 
    He imagined himself climbing into bed with her, what her pussy would feel like. 
 
    Halfway down the mountain he was stroking himself. He had his dick out and his hand was moving up and down, and it had been a whole day since he had squirted. 
 
    The sun was shining down, the air was crisp and cool, and he unloaded. right in the car. Almost drove off the road, but when he got to town he had a big smile. 
 
    And he had to clean up, of course, but…it had felt so good. 
 
    And he realized that for the first time in his marriage he had jacked off thinking of another woman than his wife. 
 
    That stopped him. 
 
    Oh, he had jacked off, and even to porn. 
 
    But this was to a woman he knew, who he saw in the flesh every few days. 
 
    For a second he felt guilty, but only for a second. Men are men, after all. 
 
    He headed into the diner and had breakfast. The diner was attached to the pool hall, but was usually closed in the morning. He asked if he could play a couple of games, and he did, and a couple of the townies came in, and he ended up playing till noon. then he did some shopping and headed for home. 
 
    Ice cram might melt, he though, as he goosed the Atom and burned up the asphalt. 
 
    He arrived at the house, took the groceries into the kitchen and put them away, then headed upstairs. 
 
    He walked into the bedroom and felt it right away. 
 
    Rhonda was still there. 
 
    Sex. 
 
    The air was heavy with it. 
 
    Julie smiled and greeted him, and he came to the bed and leaned down and kissed her, and…her lipstick was fresh, like she’d just put it on. And there was an aroma over the bed. 
 
    Sex. 
 
    He looked at Rhonda and smiled. 
 
    Rhonda was sitting on the settee, looking very relaxed, One arm was draped over the side, and he noticed that one button was undone. 
 
    Not a button at the top, which might be part of how she wore the dress, but a button over the belt, revealing just a little square of skin. 
 
    He looked at his wife. She was flushed. 
 
    Embarrassment? 
 
    Or…excitement? 
 
    That was the moment Art knew his wife had been unfaithful to him. 
 
    People talk about women’s intuition, and it is a real thing, but they often don’t think that men can have the same intuition. But they can, and he had it. 
 
    He felt a sinking feeling in his chest. His heart was doing a nose dive into his belly. 
 
    He covered it up wonderfully. “How’d it go this morning?” 
 
    “Oh, we’ve just been having the greatest hen chat.” 
 
    “Hen chat. I like it.” 
 
    “Did you play pool?” 
 
    “I did. And two beers.” 
 
    “Wonderful.” 
 
    She had always hated the idea of him drinking during the day. Even though she liked her wine, she didn’t think a man should drink beer in the day. 
 
    “Well, I should go,” said Rhonda, rising from her position.  
 
    Her hair was slightly mussed. Her lipstick was fresh. She looked gorgeous and…sated. She looked like a woman who had been fucked. 
 
    Art wondered then. 
 
    Even though he was hurt inside, he wondered how they did it. Did they use their mouths? Did they trib? Did they frottage themselves to a hair raising cum? Were they both naked and rolling around. 
 
    Or, maybe…his dick, so recently released, bonered up…they fisted each other. 
 
    “I’ll walk you out,” Art said. 
 
    Rhonda gave Julie a light hug and headed for the door, Art was already there, and he walked next to her down the stairs. 
 
    Walked together, her healthy breasts jiggling slightly, his cock rubbing against the material of his pants. 
 
    A man, especially a man like Art, will do anything for sex. That is just their nature. 
 
    They reached the bottom of the stairs and he put a hand on her wrist and pulled her around. 
 
    He was the same height as her. He wasn’t tall, and he wasn’t muscular, and he looked her in the eye. “You just had sex with my wife.” 
 
    She was stricken. Her eyes opened and all her cool evaporated. 
 
    She thought about denying it. She thought about slapping him. She thought about a lot of things, but, in the end, she just stood there and watched him. 
 
    Art, a man, a horny man, leaned forward about as fast as a snail travels. 
 
    She saw it coming, but she was caught. 
 
    She had been with his wife, and now…he was going to get paid. 
 
    His lips touched hers, and she held for a moment, his lips hot, hers wondering what to do. 
 
    Then, she couldn’t help herself, she kissed him back. 
 
    They parted, were breathing hard. 
 
    “I won’t fuck you,” said Rhonda. “I’m more for girls.” 
 
    “Stroke me then. Get me off.” 
 
    She hadn’t been with a man since high school, and then it hadn’t been the most wonderful experience. 
 
    Men were pushy, demanding, and she preferred the softness of girls. 
 
    But he had managed to occupy that space of just standing there, not pushing, and yet desperately demanding. 
 
    Hesitantly, now curious, she reached into his pants. 
 
    He gave a sigh, ended with a gulp, and she felt a man’s penis for the first time in a dozen years. 
 
    It was thick and hard. It was throbbing, and she became very interested. 
 
    She held a man in the palm of her hand. 
 
    He was nervous and twitching and…she had never seen a man so desperate in her life. 
 
    Back and forth went her hand, a bit confined in his pants, but he didn’t mind. 
 
    He fucked her hand, his eyes half closed. 
 
    She stopped. 
 
    He whined and opened his eyes. 
 
    She started, and he closed his eyes again. 
 
    She stopped, and she giggled. 
 
    “Oh, please!” he whispered. 
 
    She had him right where she wanted him. Right on the edge. About to erupt, but unable to. Not unless she gave him the go ahead. 
 
    She stroked him. Stopped. Stroked him. 
 
    He was leaking pre-cum like a champ now, and he was gulping convulsively. 
 
    He was a helpless, little boy in her hand, and she thoroughly enjoyed the power she held over him. 
 
    “Then she stopped, took her hand out of his pants, and watched him. 
 
    He started to lift his arms. He wanted to grab her, to kiss her, to…screw her. 
 
    but there was something big and fierce and scared in him. 
 
    Was it because he was afraid he would be untrue to his wife? 
 
    Was it because he was afraid of the woman who held him, literally, in the palm of her hand? 
 
    Was it something else? Something deep and dark in his psyche? 
 
    She leaned towards him, whispered in his ear. “I’m going to visit Julie on Friday. Stay in town longer, and maybe I’ll get you off when you get back. Maybe. If you’re a good, little ass kissing boy.” 
 
    She gripped his face, fingers on his cheeks, and kissed him then. A long, slow, soft, lingering kiss. The kind that men die for. 
 
    It was a lesbian kiss.  
 
    She moved back from him, let go of his face. 
 
    He was trembling, his eyes soft and begging. 
 
    “By the way,” she said, picking up her purse from the table in the foyer. “She doesn’t have a yeast infection.” 
 
    “What?” It came out like a soft puff of air. 
 
    “She just wants me, not you.” 
 
    “But…” but there was nothing he could say. He was caught. In her web, in his own web. 
 
    Laughing, she patted his face and headed out the door. 
 
    Art was shattered, but not necessarily in a bad way. 
 
    His mind was in little pieces that couldn’t come together. 
 
    His cock was harder than it had ever been in his life. 
 
    God! What just happened? he thought. 
 
    He stumped into the kitchen, listened to the start of her car, the receding of the motor as she headed down the drive. 
 
    He reached for the bourbon, put ice in a glass, then bourbon and a splash of Coke. He drank, a big gulp, then placed the glass on the counter along with his other hand. He stood, braced, and found that he was shivering. 
 
    What did I just do? 
 
    But he knew. 
 
    He had been untrue to his wife. 
 
    Sure, it was after she had been untrue to him, but, still… 
 
    He drank again, and looked out the window over the sink. 
 
    A pair of deer were at the edge of the woods. They were grazing, and one looked up and looked directly at him. 
 
    Holy fuck! 
 
    Then he started thinking about the complications. 
 
    Was his wife a lesbian? 
 
    Were they going to get a divorce? 
 
    Was she going to keep Rhonda as a booty call? 
 
    Or—and this really tuned him up—would she keep him as the booty call? 
 
    But, he realized, he might not be anybody’s booty call. After all, if she was going to be a lesbian, that didn’t mean she was going to be wanting to fuck him. As much…or maybe not at all. 
 
    He took another glug. The glass was almost empty, and even though it wasn’t much alcohol, it was enough fast enough that he felt a surge of dizziness. 
 
    And he thought of a life where he wasn’t allowed to cum. Where he was kept as a plaything for two women who loved each other, and him as a slave. 
 
    “Oh, fuck. Oh fuck,” he whispered to himself. 
 
    He took a last glug, drained the glass, and turned and walked out of the kitchen, across the big room, and up the stairs. 
 
    He didn’t have a plan, he wasn’t planning to ‘have it out’ with Julie. He was just…walking. 
 
    But in his mind there must have been something, because he walked up to the bedroom, then he stopped. Right outside the door. He didn’t go in. He just stood there. He could hear a sigh, and a rustle of bed sheets. 
 
    He turned around and walked down the stairs, back to the kitchen, and into the pantry. 
 
    The pantry, with the second door. Through the second door and down the steps, clicking the light on on the way. 
 
    He walked across the basement and sat down on the bench. He was sideways, and the rubbery penis was pointed at his thigh. 
 
    He looked at it. 
 
    How often had it been used? 
 
    The old motor looked used. 
 
    Had it been the main thing in a love affair between…a man and a woman? Two women? 
 
    Or, this made him shiver, had a woman just made a man lay down and turned it on. 
 
    He could see it, the man groaning, his legs spread and lubricant dripping. 
 
    The woman controlling the speed, milking him. 
 
    Did they fuck beyond the machine? Or was this the man’s sole source of sex? 
 
    He sighed, slowly calming down. 
 
    Here, in the basement, he was coming back to himself. He was recovering from his knowledge of his wife and her affair, and from the feel of Rhonda’s hand teasing him mercilessly. 
 
    What should he do?” 
 
    Should he charge upstairs and accuse his wife? 
 
    Should he move out and divorce her? 
 
    But, now, because of his dalliance, no matter that he didn’t penetrate and didn’t even cum, he was as guilty of her. 
 
    He was, in his heart, a cheater. 
 
    He had been willing. He would have laid down with Rhonda in a second. 
 
    A half a second. 
 
    In his mind he had already laid down with her. 
 
    And she was coming back on Friday. 
 
    Coming back to fuck his wife and…what was she going to do to him? 
 
    That she would do something he knew. It was in her eyes, in her personality. It was in her grin as she contemplated him…a horny, little boy, unable to control himself. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whimpered, his life suddenly careening and out of control. 
 
     
 
    Upstairs, Julie went out to the porch. She stood in her peignoir, feeling the light breeze sooth her fevered body. 
 
    She hadn’t intended to make love to Rhonda, but…maybe she had. 
 
    At least, when the opportunity presented itself she had gone with it. 
 
    And, why had she lied about having a yeast infection? 
 
    She didn’t hate Art. In fact, she loved him, but she had other inclinations. 
 
    From the first moment when she had seen Rhonda she had felt sexual excitement. 
 
    The crude term, Rhonda made her wet. 
 
    And the way that woman had made love! 
 
    They had kissed and kissed each other down there. They had tribbed, and finally finger fucked. 
 
    And it had been great! 
 
    It had been the most intense orgasm of her life, and when it was done she didn’t want to let go of Rhonda. She just wanted to hold her in her arms, forever, and never leave her bed. 
 
    She suddenly understood why Art was a horn dog. 
 
    Standing on the balcony she stared over the land, and down at the town. 
 
    If she had looked through the telescope she could have seen Rhonda’s car enter town. 
 
    She wondered how Rhonda felt about everything. 
 
    And, she wondered what she was going to do with Art. 
 
    She loved him, but…then there was sex with Rhonda. 
 
    What would she do? 
 
    What was she going to do? 
 
    One thing was sure, she was going to have to come clean with Art. 
 
    She couldn’t live a life with her emotions so conflicted. 
 
    And she wondered if he could adapt to a life living with her, but never having her. 
 
    That almost made her cry, because she knew what a horn dog he was. 
 
    Standing, feeling the breeze cut through her peignoir, ripple it against her body, her nipples sticking out in lust, she lowered her head and a tear dropped on the railing. 
 
    What would she do?

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    It took a couple of days before Art and Julie finally got together and talked. For that two days they avoided each other, spoke in monosyllables, and moped. 
 
    It was, after all, the end of their marriage. 
 
    At least, the end of their marriage as they knew it. 
 
    When they did talk it was mostly because Rhonda was coming up the following day. 
 
    “What do you want to do,” asked Art. She was sitting on the balcony and he came out and stood next to her. 
 
    She knew what he meant. 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Do you love her?” 
 
    “Heysoos,” she muttered. “We had sex one time. That doesn’t a relationship make.” 
 
    “Do you want a divorce?” he asked, as if he hadn’t heard her. 
 
    She looked up at him. “Do you?” she noticed that he had a bulge in his pants. 
 
    Good, old, horny hubby. 
 
    “I hadn’t thought about it.” 
 
    Silence. 
 
    Then: “Do you want me to go to town tomorrow?” 
 
    She nodded. She had a tear creeping into her eye, but she nodded. 
 
    “Okay.” He turned and walked back into the bedroom. 
 
     
 
    That night they slept in the same bedroom, and it was like sleeping one at the north pole and one at the south pole. There was just this frigid atmosphere between them. 
 
    The next morning he got up early, dressed and headed out. He didn’t say good bye, he just zoomed down the road, lost in misery and despair and wondering what had happened to his life. 
 
      
 
    Rhonda showed up an hour later. She found Julie crying in her bedroom. 
 
    “Well, looks like we have a small crisis on our hands.” She spoke drily. She sat down on the settee. She made no move to undress. 
 
    Julie sniffed, dried her eyes, and asked, “Wine?” 
 
    “You betcha.” 
 
    They took their wine into the sunroom in the back of the house. They studied the forest and calmly discussed the situation. 
 
    “Art asked if I loved you.” 
 
    “Do you?” 
 
    “I love being with you. Past that…it’s too soon.” 
 
    “And yet…” 
 
    “Julie nodded. “And yet we are so happy when we’re with each other.” 
 
    “So, do you love Art?” 
 
    “I do. Even after what I’ve done to him, he—“ 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    Julie stopped talking and looked at her friend. 
 
    “You haven’t ‘done’ to him. At least not in a guilty, shameful, evil way.” 
 
    Julie chewed on that for a second. 
 
    “So you love him, circumstances have changed, what do you want to do?” 
 
    “Well, some of it depends on Art.” 
 
    “He does have a voice in this,” conceded Rhonda easily. 
 
    “But if I stay with him, and a part of me wants to, I don’t know if I can make love to him.” 
 
    Rhonda sighed. “Yes. Sex rears its ugly head. Do you want me to fuck him for you?” 
 
    Julie blinked and her mouth opened. 
 
    “I mean, he’s not a bad guy. I don’t mind getting poked, as long as I reserve the right to yawn.” 
 
    Julie thought about that, staring at the forest. 
 
    There was a jealous streak in her, she knew, but could she stifle that and let her friend screw her husband? 
 
    She probably could, but then why didn’t she yawn and think of other things while poor Art slobbered his dick in her? 
 
    She whispered, “If only he looked like you.” 
 
    That made Rhonda blink, and she got an idea. 
 
    And it was a doozy! 
 
      
 
    Art had breakfast at the diner, then played pool. At first he played by himself, losing himself in the calculations for shooting. Then a couple of good, old boys showed up, beer was poured, and Art was determined to stay in the diner/pool hall all day long. 
 
    Which he did. 
 
      
 
    Art drove up the long and winding road slowly. He loved to drive fast, but his thoughts were so bleak he didn’t feel the usual vim and vigor. 
 
    He drove slowly, and he thought of his wife. And Rhonda. 
 
    They had screwed, however lesbians did it, and Rhonda was probably long gone. 
 
    So did his wife care that he was out all day long, shooting pool and drinking beer? 
 
    He tried to think she did, but he thought he was fooling himself. 
 
    She had a lover. She was a different person than when they had moved into the house. 
 
    He turned onto his drive and headed up the driveway, and was surprised to see Rhonda’s car. 
 
    She hadn’t gone home? 
 
    He was actually a little afraid of seeing her. 
 
    This situation…what was he going to do? 
 
    He pulled into the garage, stopped the car, and got out and went into the house. 
 
    Rhonda and Julie were waiting for him. Further, they had prepared a big steak dinner. For him. 
 
    They had already eaten, and he entered the kitchen, smelling the delicious aroma, and looked at them. 
 
    They were smiling, Julie a little nervously, Rhonda radiantly. 
 
    “Fixed you dinner, stud,” said Rhonda.  
 
    Julie stood up. “I’ll get you a drink.” 
 
    She went to the cabinet and got down the bourbon. She poured bourbon, Coke and ice into a glass, and handed it to him. 
 
    Art stood and stared. They had obviously been plotting. But…what? 
 
    “Come on, Art. Sit down.” 
 
    He sat, and a plate full of steak and potatoes was placed in front of him. 
 
    Julie sat down next to Rhonda and they watched him. 
 
    “I don’t understand,” he spoke slowly and softly. 
 
    “Eat, and we’ll explain.” 
 
    Art took a knife and fork and sliced a corner off his steak. It was perfectly done, mouth watering, and he chewed it slowly. 
 
    Rhonda started: “It’s obvious what has happened. Neither Julie nor I planned it, but…we love each other.” 
 
    Art stopped, his fork halfway to his mouth. 
 
    “Keep eating, bozo. Julie still loves you, too.” 
 
    “But, how…can a person love two people at the same time?” 
 
    “Not a problem. And, when you think about it, Julie is blessed. How many people find two soulmates in their lifetimes, let alone one?” 
 
    Art sipped his Coke High, and the big heavy place in his chest was still there. 
 
    “So we’ve decided not to go all crazy, play the divorce game, have bad vibes and scream at each other.” 
 
    “You have?” 
 
    “We have. And that goes for you, too.” 
 
    There was a challenge in the words. 
 
    “So what do we do?” 
 
    “Art, how would you like to be a lesbian?” 
 
    Art blinked. Then he took a big slug of bourbon. 
 
    “Keep eating. You’re going to want to be well fed for what we plan to do to you.” 
 
    “And what, exactly, do you plan on doing to me?” 
 
    “It’s simple. You like sex. More than the normal horn dog, is my understanding.” 
 
    Art said nothing, but he didn’t protest. It was the truth, after all. 
 
    “Now, I don’t mind an occasional poke, but certainly not as much as you would like. Julie, fresh under the influence of having transitioned into a lesbian, doesn’t feel like having female to male sex. I hope you can understand this isn’t personal, even though it feels like it and looks like it. It is simply one human being coming to grips with herself.” 
 
    Art took another bite of steak, he chewed slowly, thoughtfully, though he wasn’t feeling particularly thoughtful. 
 
    “So…?” he mumbled through the masticated meat. 
 
    “So, for you to get sex we’re going to transform you. We’ll make you into a woman, which will make sex with me, and possibly with Julie, if she ever gets over your disgusting maleness, possible, and even enjoyable. Being a woman, making love to women, will make you a lesbian. Sort of. Mind you, we won’t want sex a lot, but if you need it, then we’ll use the machine downstairs on you, and maybe once a month I’ll let you pork me. And maybe Julie. As long as I—we—reserve the right to scream and carry on about how you’re such a filthy beast. Now eat your dinner and think about it. We’ll be on the back porch, waiting for your answer.” 
 
    They stood up, grabbed a bottle of wine and a couple of stemmed glasses and headed for the porch. 
 
    Art sat in shock. 
 
    He finished his drink. Got up and got another one. 
 
    Looked at his steak, nibbled, and…thought. 
 
    Made into a woman.  
 
    Turned into la femme. 
 
    And…lesbian. 
 
    Not allowed to fuck, just to service, but…no, they would get him off. Maybe not as much as he would like, but…they would. And, if they wouldn’t, there was always the machine downstairs. 
 
    He thought about being strapped down and taking it up the back alley. 
 
    He had thought about that a lot, but now it was becoming a reality. 
 
    Could he handle that?  
 
    Did he want to handle that? 
 
    He probably wouldn’t, he realized, except, maybe, as a woman…he could. 
 
    And he would get to fuck Rhonda. 
 
    Hell, maybe they’d even have a ménage à trois, or a threesome or a throuple…or whatever it was called. 
 
    He was eating faster now, ignoring the booze, getting excited. 
 
    Under the table his cock was struggling against his pants, wanting to be free. 
 
    His dick seemed to like the idea of becoming a lesbian. 
 
    But would he really be a lesbian? Probably not, not strictly, but for their purposes…yes. He would be a woman, and a lesbian, except when they allowed him to squirt. 
 
    Would he be able to handle sex on such a reduced basis? 
 
    But would it be reduced considering the machine in the basement? 
 
    Hmmm. 
 
      
 
    On the back porch Julie and Rhonda sipped wine. The sound system was on and Lucy Thomas was spreading her magic. 
 
    “Do you think he’s going to go for it?” 
 
    Rhonda pondered, then nodded. “I think he’s too horny not to.” 
 
    “Are you going to mind fucking him?” 
 
    “No. Especially not when he’s a woman.” 
 
    “He’ll make a good woman,” observed Julie. 
 
    “I know. His body is slender enough, we can give him falsies, or even implants if he enjoys it, and he does wear his hair long…” 
 
    “My Aunt had a mastectomy. I’ve got her falsies in a trunk upstairs.” 
 
    The girls talked in low voices, enjoying the night and the night animal sounds. The hooting of an owl in the forest was musical. 
 
    After a half hour Art appeared. He had a drink in his hand, and his face was rather inscrutable. 
 
    inscrutable as in wasted from thinking too much. 
 
    But, it looked like he had made a decision. 
 
    He sat on a rocker, faced the two women on the sofa, and said, “Okay.” 
 
      
 
    To make a man into a woman takes some work. At least in the beginning. 
 
    Men just don’t understand the care and consideration that goes in to making their bodies, their faces, their everything, into works of art. 
 
    The first thing to be done was to remove all Art’s hair. 
 
    They went upstairs and removed his clothes, then began spreading Nair all over his body. They smushed into his groin, of course, and under his arms, and all over his torso and limbs. Then they waited.  
 
    “A dick is an interesting thing,” observed Rhonda. “He’s got a nice straight one. I knew a fellow who jacked off so much his dick was bent. Curved down and to the side. Made for a weird screw. I mean, the shape of it, it really looked like a screw.” 
 
    “How did it feel?” asked Julie. 
 
    “Oh, it was great. A dick is a dick, after all. The important thing is knowing how to use it. Does Art know how to use his?” 
 
    “Not as well as I like.” 
 
    “What?” Art screeched. 
 
    The girls just laughed. “You’re just too intent on your own pleasure. You have to learn what a woman wants.” 
 
    “But I ask you all the time what you like.” 
 
    “Sure, and you’re good for awhile, then you lose control and I become nothing but a punch buggy.” 
 
    “A Volkswagen?” 
 
    She shrugged. “I’d like to be a Mercedes.” 
 
    “Hey, this is getting hot. Should I wash it off?” 
 
    He should, and they pushed him in the shower and jumped in after him and scrubbed. 
 
    Art had never been in a shower with two women, and it was fun, and disconcerting, and extra horny. They took turns jacking him, but never let him squirt. 
 
    “Just hold on, lover,” said Rhonda. “You’ve got a long way to go.” 
 
    Art held, and hated it, and loved it. There was something so absolutely wonderful nerve wracking about being super horny and unable to unload. 
 
    After he was done in the shower they dried him off and began dressing him. 
 
    They put him in panties and a bra, and Julie stuffed her aunt’s boobs into the cups. 
 
    “Whoa!” blurted Art. 
 
    “Whoa?” 
 
    “These are too big!” 
 
    Both women laughed. 
 
    “Those are average. But, don’t worry, we’ll get you a pair of biggies if you want.” 
 
    They then launched into a talk about how big boobs were burdensome, heavy, and hurt the back. 
 
    “If they’re so bad, why do you want me to have them?” Art asked. 
 
    “You’ve got a male body, slightly wider at the chest. You need big boobs to balance out.” 
 
    He thought about that, and they pushed him to a sitting position on the bed and rolled stockings up his legs, then they pulled them off and had him sit at the vanity table. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “We need to do your toes.” 
 
    “What were we thinking,” Rhonda gently slapped her forehead in jest. 
 
    They each took a foot and decorated his tootsies. 
 
    “We should give him long toenails,” giggled Rhonda. 
 
    “He’d click on the hardwood floor,” said Julie. 
 
    “Here boy…click, click, click.” 
 
    “Better than high heels.” 
 
    Rhonda reached up and pushed the center of the panties to side and let his dick out. It popped out like a Jack in the Box. “We might just as well forget about this until we get him a chastity device.” 
 
    “Chastity?” 
 
    “You don’t think we want this big, old hog flopping around and getting in trouble, do you?” 
 
    “Well, I had sort of hoped…” 
 
    “Nah.” 
 
    His dick poking out and throbbing, the girls put long nails on his fingers. They painted them bright red, and he was stunned by how long his fingers looked. 
 
    He was going to have to learn how to do everything over again. From working to cars, which was probably out, to typing, to simply opening cans. 
 
    Yet the sight of his fingers was making his penis even harder. 
 
    “You’re dripping,” said Julie, standing back and inspecting his nails and catching sight of his dong. 
 
    “Plenty more where that came from,” laughed Rhonda. 
 
    They chose a dress, which took some arguing, finally settling on a red cheongsam. 
 
    A cheongsam is a silk Chinese dress. It was tight at the collar, which made his breasts appear real. It was short enough so that his legs could be seen and appreciated. 
 
    And they were appreciated. He had very nice, curvy legs. 
 
    They didn’t button the top of the dress, but put some small towels around the neck and began working on his make up. 
 
    “”We need to soften your skin,” said Rhonda, cleansing his pores with little sponges. 
 
    “Am I going to look like a sissy?” blurted Art. 
 
    The girls smiled indulgently. “Honey, when we’re through with you you’re going to look like a woman.” 
 
    “Except for that boner bump,” Julie added. She reached down and stroked the bump, which made Art groan and Rhonda laugh. 
 
    “He’s easy.” 
 
    “He is. And he gets so darned horny.” 
 
    “Is he like a little puppy dog? Following you around and tripping on his dick and whining and begging?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. He begs like a little boy, and when he follows me around he leaves a trail of pre-cum.” 
 
    Art turned a little red at that, and they chuckled. 
 
    But it was true, he realized. He was the original horn dog, and he just couldn’t help himself. 
 
    They put on foundation and blush and gave him better cheekbones, high cheek bones.  
 
    He stared at himself in the mirror. He was becoming so feminine he was scaring himself. 
 
    It was when they did his eyes, however, that something happened in him. Seeing how his eyes became dusky caves, and his eyes sparkled even more…it was magic. 
 
    “Okay, Art. Julie is going to do your lips, and I’m going to pierce your ears.” 
 
    “Pierce my ears?” he protested. 
 
    “Sure. And don’t worry. When you go out as a man you can wear studs. Men wear earrings these days, if you haven’t noticed. 
 
    He had, but he never considered himself in conjunction with earrings. 
 
    He was distracted by the way Julie rolled lipstick onto his mouth, and surprised when he felt a little bee sting first in one earlobe, then the other. 
 
    Rhonda put a two inch diamond dangle with a silver triangle on the bottom. 
 
    Looking in the mirror Art was astonished. 
 
    He had been transformed. Of course his hair was untidy. He wore it long anyway, and it was a masculine bush. 
 
    Then they started working on it. 
 
    They turned his chair away from the mirror and brushed it out, then folded it different ways, and he wasn’t sure what they were doing. Then he realized, his hair was held up by chopsticks. They had decided to go oriental with his look because of the dress. 
 
    Then Julie worked on the corners of his eyes with a pencil. When he looked at the mirror again he realized that she had made his eyes more narrow, almondish, more oriental. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” he breathed. 
 
    “Okay, honey, let’s take some pictures and get ready for sex.” 
 
    He smiled. He wanted sex in the worst way. 
 
    They took pictures, and even a video of him turning, and he asked, “So who gets me first?” 
 
    The girls looked at each other. they looked at him. Rhonda said, “I get you first.” 
 
    He was thrilled. He was going to get alien pussy, not his wife, and it was okay. 
 
    “But I think you misunderstand.” 
 
    “Misunderstand what?” 
 
    “How do you think lesbians make love?” 
 
    He frowned. “Well, they do the scissors thing, rubbing pussies together. And they use their fingers and mouths and…and you’re not?” 
 
    “Oh, we do all of that, but this is your first night as a lesbian, and we want to make it memorable.” 
 
    “Pardon me,” he looked a little abashed, “But me making love to somebody other than my wife will be memorable.” 
 
    “Yes, that would be true.” 
 
    He looked back and forth between them. 
 
    Rhonda was watching him, gauging him. Julie was smiling, almost smirking. 
 
    “Okay, so what gives?” 
 
    “We’ve got to get you ready for the machine anyway, so we thought I’d use a strap on on you for your first experience as a lesbian.” 
 
    “A what?” 
 
    “Would you like a drink or two before we do you?” 
 
    Art had trouble speaking. He was mumbling and stuttering, and Julie said, “I’ll go mix him a drink.” 
 
    “Better mix him a couple, or three,” Rhonda suggested wryly. 
 
    They stood up then, all of them, and began the trek to the kitchen and the booze. 
 
    Art went between them, and they held onto his arms. 
 
    He was having a rough time. 
 
    Sure, he had thought about anal, but always as him on the delivery side, never on the accepting side. 
 
    They reached the kitchen and Julie mixed a stiff one, handed it to him, and placed a straw in it. 
 
    “What’s the straw for?” He felt a little faint. He was going to take it up the choo choo poo poo? 
 
    “It’s easier on the lipstick.” 
 
    He sipped, and Julie snapped another picture. When she showed it to him he could see how his lips puckered in the most feminine way. Yes, that would keep his lipstick in…in…kissable shape. 
 
    They journeyed back upstairs, and Rhonda dipped into her purse and pulled out a strap on. 
 
    “I figured I’d be using it on your wife,” she smiled. “But you’ll do.” 
 
    He’d do? He was shaking in his boots. Except that he didn’t have boots. He was wearing high heels. 
 
    “All right, honey, it’s easier the first time if you take it like a little puppy dog. Hop up on the bed on all fours. 
 
    “I don’t…are you sure…shouldn’t I—“ 
 
    “Come on, honey. Don’t give out now.” Julie helped him up on the bed. She lifted his dress and pulled down his panties. 
 
    His dingus stuck straight down, engorged and dripping with pre-cum. 
 
    “Someone sure wants it,” Rhonda said, putting a pair of fingers into a jar and scooping out a gob of lubricant. 
 
    The next few minutes were like a dream. Art felt hands stroking him, inserting, reaming, pushing lube into him. 
 
    Then she was in him, and his mind was officially blown. 
 
    He felt the goodness, the expansion, the stretch of nerves that sang with pleasure. 
 
    “Oh, God!” he blurted, moving in time with here plunges. 
 
    Julie went to the other side of the bed and knelt down and stared at him. 
 
    He was in heaven, and she smiled, then leaned forward and started kissing him. Gently. Being careful of his lipstick. 
 
    Art was now, officially, in the eyes of Julie and Rhonda, a lesbian. 
 
    When she pulled out he collapsed and just laid there, feeling his falsies under his chest. 
 
    “Okay, honey,” said Julie. “Are you ready for the real thing?” 
 
    “What real?” he mumbled. He felt like he was made of a soft, mushy golden, pliable material. 
 
    They took him off the bed and walked him down the stairs. 
 
    He was having trouble walking now, and it wasn’t just the heels. Now it was the accommodation of his asshole. He had been stretched, learned new muscles, and along with a new way of screwing he had to learn a new way of walking. 
 
    They went through the kitchen and down into the basement. The steps were steeper there, and they had to hold him up. His heels were that awkward. 
 
    The bench sat in the middle of the basement, waiting. 
 
    The girls took him to the piece of ‘furniture’ and gazed down at it. 
 
    “I want to try it,” whispered Rhonda. 
 
    “Talk about a horn dog. You’re a horn bitch.” 
 
    Rhonda laughed. “Takes one to know one.” 
 
    “This is supposed to be Art’s night, though.” 
 
    “It’s true. But when he’s done, I get to do it.” 
 
    Art was looking back and forth between the girls. 
 
    He was about to lay down and experience mechanical sex. Good Lard in heaven. 
 
    The girls took off his cheongsam and had him lay down on the bench. He could feel his fake boobs pushing up into his chest. 
 
    They moved him so his dong went over the end of the bench, then adjusted the machine so the tip of the dildo was positioned just right. 
 
    He lay there, a little high from the booze, and his mind soared. 
 
    He was in a basement. He was about to get screwed. What was happening to him? 
 
    But he had already been screwed, by Rhonda, so he was ready for it. 
 
    It was just going to be more of the same, but with something a little bigger, more driving, more…more. 
 
    “Okay, honey, are you ready for the thrill of your life?” 
 
    “I guess.” He didn’t recognize his voice. 
 
    Julie sat down and stroked him, pulling her hand down again and again, feeling his balls. 
 
    Rhonda guided the dildo and put it right behind his rectum. “Okay, honey, now relax.” 
 
    He tried, lord, he tried. 
 
    She turned on the machine and he felt it, and he felt it enter, then he felt himself entering…heaven. 
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    Author’s Note 
 
     
 
    If you want to see a ‘Karen’ in action, google it. 
 
    But to cut to the chase, a Karen is a woman who is shrill, bullying, illogical, nasty, thinks she knows best, thinks she owns you, screeches like a harpie, and…you get the idea? 
 
    So this story is dedicated to Karens everywhere. 
 
    And, that said, a friendly warning. This story is a little over the top. So be prepared for some really weird shit. 
 
    Just sayin’. 
 
      
 
    And, I love animals, especially big, furry labbies. 
 
    So NO animals were harmed in the writing of this story. 
 
    In fact, I took the time, during the writing of this story, to give my labbie a treat, to scratch behind his ears, and to tell him that ‘be glad you’re not human!’ 
 
      
 
    Okay, guys and gals, and especially to Karens… 
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie 
 
     
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    “I want you to have a smaller cock.” 
 
    Jerry stared at his wife. “A…what?” 
 
    Karen was a babe. Good, curvy body. A nice face with long, blonde hair and innocent, blue eyes. 
 
    Jerry was an inch shorter than her, and weighed the same, which,  though without boobs, made him similar in shape. 
 
    “I said your cock is too big. It hurts, and I want you to get a smaller one.” 
 
    They had been married for two years, and they were very compatible. This was the first Jerry had heard of this complaint, however. 
 
    “I don’t know if you know it, but cocks aren’t interchangeable. I can’t just unscrew it, trade it in, screw on another.” 
 
    “Of course you can. There’s all sorts of new medical procedures that—” 
 
    “Wait a minute. What do you mean it hurts?” 
 
    “It does! You put it in and it makes me itchy and all hot down there.” 
 
    “That’s what it’s supposed to do! That’s called making you horny and hot and bothered and…I don’t think you realize what you’re asking.” 
 
    “I do. I’ve done some research, and I know exactly what I’m asking.” 
 
    Jerry shook his head in disbelief, and she kept going. 
 
    “I’ve done research on the perfect size for a cock. The average size of a cock for a man…” 
 
    “Not a woman,” he quipped, a bit nastily. 
 
    The ignored him. “The average size is five inches when hard. Since the average height for a male is 5 foot 9, if you do the math the perfect sized cock, for a man of your size, is 4.3 inches. 
 
    Honey!” he was aghast, “You’re talking about me losing an inch of my peter!” 
 
    “But it’s for the best, don’t you understand?” 
 
    “I understand you’re proposing body modifications for…haven’t you ever heard? If it’s not broke, don’t fix it.” 
 
    “But it is ‘broke!’” she protested. “Every time you put it in me it hurts, and if that isn’t broken I don’t know what is!” 
 
    Jerry fumed, and sulked. “I’m sorry. I just don’t see the need to…to chop off an inch of my happy ding dong!” 
 
    “Well, you should. What kind of a man doesn’t look out for his wife, in times of sickness and health.” 
 
    “You’re not sick!” 
 
    “I feel pain when you put it in me, and pain is the result of being sick. So—“ 
 
    “Whoa! Wait a minute! Feeling pain is not being sick!” 
 
    “Is so.” 
 
    “Isn’t!” 
 
    “Listen here, Mr. Jerry Springer! If you think I’m going to put up with a lifetime of you abusing me—“ 
 
    “I’m not abusing you!” he shouted. 
 
    “Right there! You’re raising your voice, and if that isn’t abuse then I don’t know what is! Besides, before you interrupted me, the point I was making is that if you are causing me pain, and doing so willingly and regularly, that IS abuse!” She shouted the last at him. The argument was getting out of control. 
 
    He turned and left the room. 
 
    Karen opened her mouth in surprise. He never walked out on her when she was laying down the law. He must really be upset about his over long penis. 
 
    Well, he wasn’t going to treat her this way! She stood up and followed him. 
 
    He was in the kitchen. He didn’t drink much, but he had gotten down a bottle of bourbon from the cupboard. He poured ice and bourbon into a tall glass, added Coke, and began drinking. 
 
    He wasn't much of a drinker and he started coughing right away. 
 
    Karen walked up to him and grabbed his shirt front. “You listen to me, Mr. I said your dick is too big, and we’re going to do something about it! Do you hear me?” 
 
    He ignored her grip on him and lifted the glass to his mouth again, and she shook him. 
 
    She was a little stronger than him and the shake made his drink spill down his shirt front. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “I asked if you heard me.” 
 
    “I heard you!” he managed to get some booze into his mouth. 
 
    “So what do you have to say about that?” 
 
    He stared at her, his eyes dark and unforgiving. 
 
    “I say bull puckey. 
 
    “Bull whatey?” She was in shock that he would speak back to her.  
 
    The reason she had married him in the first place was that she wanted somebody who would do what he was told. The idea that he wouldn’t…it was inconceivable! 
 
    “I said, I’m not going to chop off my weenie…I’m not going to castrate myself just because you get hotter than you’d like. And if you were any kind of a woman you’d listen to what you’re saying, and realize that you’re being foolish.” 
 
    “I…I…” She was nonplussed, and she slapped him. 
 
    Jerry held his cheek and stared at her. For a second she thought he was going to cry, but he just rubbed his face, then took a big glug. 
 
    She pulled on his shirt, hauled him across the kitchen and almost literally threw him into a seat at the kitchen table. She sat down opposite him. 
 
    For a long second he waited. Then he blurted, “What?” 
 
    She spoke in a low tone, a soft tone. It was very unlike her, but she hadn’t expected him to resist her idea. 
 
    She said, in a sweet voice that he had never heard before. “Honey, when men want their woman to get larger breasts, they do it.” 
 
    He blinked and frowned. He hadn’t expected this. 
 
    “And when the woman’s ass gets a little on the large size…she goes to a gym and works out. And it’s all for the man.” 
 
    “It’s healthier not to have a fat ass. And it looks better for the woman to have big boobs. You can’t lay this stuff on men.” 
 
    “Would you like me to have bigger boobs?” 
 
    He gulped. He did. She knew it. But he wasn’t going to fall into that trap. “No.” 
 
    She slapped the table suddenly, her anger spiking. “You do so! You’ve told me so! Don’t you start lying now just because you want to hold on to that over sized King Kong ding dong of yours!” 
 
    “Wanting to remain at least average is not unreasonable,” he countered. 
 
    “It is if you’re hurting me!” 
 
    “Getting hot and itchy isn’t pain!” 
 
    “You can’t tell me what pain is!” 
 
    “And you can’t tell me to get my cock chopped off just because you don’t like it when you get hot and bothered!” 
 
    They were standing now, glaring at each other. 
 
    And now it wasn’t Jerry that turned and stomped out, but Karen. 
 
    Jerry had talked back to her! And in a mean voice! If that wasn’t spousal abuse she didn’t know what was! 
 
    She went into the bedroom and slammed the door. Then she had herself a good cry. She lay face down on the bed and kicked her legs up and down. She sobbed and bemoaned what a cruel husband she had. 
 
    Her father had never spoken back to her mother, and up to now Jerry had never spoken back to her. 
 
    And over such a small thing as making sure she wasn’t harmed by his penis. 
 
    Finally, she stopped crying, and she considered the situation. 
 
    He was a brute, and if she didn’t nip that in the bud then things would only get worse. She had to do something to bring him back under control. 
 
    And that meant she had to do something about his over sized weenie. 
 
    Whether he liked it or not! 
 
    So she thought. And thought. And thought…and came up with a plan. 
 
    She got up, dried her eyes, looked at herself in the mirror, and put on a happy face. 
 
    She walked out of the bedroom. 
 
    Jerry was sitting in a recliner, drinking that stupid drink and watching a stupid football game. He looked up at her, and he looked a little wary. 
 
    For a moment she was tempted to slap him again, but…no, she had a plan and she should stick to it. 
 
    “All right, Jerry,” she said, facing him. 
 
    “All right?” Her acquiescence seemed to startle him. 
 
    “All right. I won’t ask you to shorten your penis for me.” Even though you should! she thought.  
 
    Jerry nodded, but he was still wary. 
 
    “Did you want to apologize for raising your voice to me?” 
 
    That seemed to relieve him. Perhaps he thought he was going to get off easy? 
 
    “I’m sorry I raised my voice, honey,” he said. 
 
    Yes, he did think he was going to get off easy. 
 
    “Very well, we’ll just forget about this little incident.” 
 
    “Oh…good.” Then he blurted, “Thank you.” 
 
    “No problem, dear. You go ahead and have your drink and watch your game. I’m going to go fix dinner.” 
 
    “Thank you, dear.” 
 
    Karen turned and left the room. She was satisfied she had defused the situation, but if Jerry thought it was really and truly over…he was badly mistaken. 
 
      
 
    Jerry did think it was over. He was a man, after all, and didn’t really understand the nefarious depths to which angry women would go. He didn’t understand that rage, once kindled in a woman’s heart, no matter that he couldn’t see it, would grow like a wild fire. 
 
    But he also didn’t see it because she kept it hidden. and she kept it hidden because she had an outlet for her anger, and that outlet was realized by her enacting her plan. 
 
    Karen served him a big, juicy steak and a smoothy. 
 
    He looked at it and his eyebrows dipped slightly. “A smoothy for dinner?” 
 
    “I just thought it would be easier for you to take your fruits and veggies,” she answered. 
 
    “Oh, well, sure. thanks.” 
 
    The smoothy wasn’t too bad. It had a banana in it, an apple, an orange, some sort of green veggie, he thought maybe kale, and a few other things. 
 
    “And I put some protein powder in it for extra energy.” 
 
    “Protein powder.” 
 
    “Good for you, keep up your strength and all that.” 
 
    He sipped the smoothie, found it palatable, and sucked it down. 
 
    Karen smiled happily. 
 
    And so the days went, fine meals and a smoothy for breakfast, lunch and dinner. 
 
    What was even better, Karen didn’t carry through on any threat to deprive him of sex. In fact, she matched his needs, and then some. 
 
    In fact, she was amorous every morning, soon as he woke up, and sometimes she woke him up. 
 
    She would play with him, stroke him, give him head, and…measure him. 
 
    He should have realized something was up, but he was just so happy to have sex, and one doesn’t jinx a fuck by asking dumb questions like, ‘What’s that ruler for?’ 
 
    So he relaxed, got his jollies, and life went on. 
 
    He went to work, he watched football on the big screen. He did his chores, sucked his smoothies, and life was turning into peaches and cream. Until the day something bad happened. 
 
     
 
    Karen woke him up at dawn. the sun was peeking through the window, birds were chirping and pulling worms out of the earth, and Karen rolled over and elbowed him. 
 
    “Come on, stud, do me good.” 
 
    Jerry yawned, came fully awake, and had a woody. The good, old morning woody. Nice and stiff, but filled with urine. 
 
    “Okay, babe,” he said, jumping out of bed and running for the bathroom. “Just let me drain the lizard real quick.” 
 
    Karen lay in bed. She was in a peignoir because flimsy clothes excited a man. She listened to the stream in the toilet. She wandered a hand down to her pussy and stroked herself. 
 
    Damn if she wasn’t getting used to this early morning rollover. 
 
    Jerry sauntered back in. He swaggered like a man with a swinging dick. Except, that’s all it was doing. 
 
    It was swinging. Limp. Not stiff. 
 
    When he had taken his pee he had drained all the stiffness out of his dingus. 
 
    He didn't realize it, unfortunately, and just climbed on the bed and knelt between Karen’s legs. 
 
    Karen smiled and spread. She was feeling hot and juicy. The itching was there, but it somehow it had stopped bothering her as much as it had. 
 
    Jerry pushed his weenie as if to enter her, but it was like teaching a worm to stand on its head. It just folded and crumpled, turned to rubber and refused to enter. 
 
    “What the fuck?” grunted Jerry. 
 
    “Yeah! What the fuck! Are you going to do me, Jerry?” 
 
    “I’m trying!” he said, but Mr. Happy ain’t so happy!” 
 
    “Well, get happy!” 
 
    She reached down and began stroking him, but there wasn’t much to stroke. It was limp, like a rubber band. It had no real heft, no rigidity, and as much as she tried, it wasn’t working. 
 
    “Finally, frustrated and upset, Jerry pulled back. He knelt on his knees and looked down. 
 
    His dick just hung there, limp and worthless. 
 
    Karen sat up and stared at it. 
 
    “What’s wrong with that thing?” 
 
    “I don’t know. It’s never done this before!” 
 
    “Well, get it hard!” 
 
    “It doesn’t want to get hard?” 
 
    Karen reached forward and took it in one hand. It laid across her palm, and she slapped her other hand down. 
 
    “OW! What the…why’d you do that?” 
 
    “I just thought it might work,” she said, not bothered at all by the pain in her husband’s voice. He was a guy, he could take it. 
 
    She grabbed his balls then and squeezed. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    He tried to get away, but she had a grip on him, and she was applying the pressure. 
 
    And…his penis started to get hard. 
 
    “Quick!” she yelled. “Stick it in!” 
 
    But when she let go and laid back for him, he jumped out of bed and ran into the bathroom. 
 
    “What the hell’s wrong with you?” she cried, coming after him. 
 
    “It hurt!” 
 
    “It always hurts! I told you so. You always wanted to fuck when it hurt me, so now you got to fuck when it hurts you!” 
 
    But Karen had underestimated her husband’s reaction to pain. Besides, his dick was already going down again. 
 
    He stood and rubbed his balls and didn’t care. Pain had reduced the sex drive right out of him. 
 
    “I ain’t fuckin’ no more,” he blurted. He dried the tears on his face and went back into the bedroom to get dressed. 
 
     
 
    From that morning on Jerry was mostly limp. 
 
    Sometimes he would get a little hard, but it wouldn’t last long. By the time he got his pants off his dingus would be soft again. 
 
    Of course, there was always his morning woody. 
 
    Once Karen realized that he would be hard in the morning until he peed, she insisted that he drink a couple of glasses of water before bed. Then, when he tried to get up and relieve himself during the night she wouldn’t let him. 
 
    “Hey! I gotta go!” 
 
    But she would grab his dong when he tried to climb over her and hold it with one hand and start ripping clothes off with the other. 
 
    “Not till you do me!” she cried. 
 
    She pulled him down to her spread legs and force him into her. 
 
    He hated it. He had to pee! And it was painful! And though she came—she wouldn’t let him up until she had—he never did! 
 
    So the days passed, and she got a bit of pleasure, but not much because who wants to screw some lout who’s complaining how it hurts so much when you’re trying to get off. 
 
    And the sex act, for him, became an act of torture! 
 
    So he went to the doctor. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t see why you have to waste our money on a doctor,” she groused as they entered the doctor’s office. 
 
    “Aren’t you curious as to why I can’t get it up in the morning?” 
 
    “You get it up just fine,” she mumbled. 
 
    “Fine for you. But one of these days I’m gonna piss in you and then you aren’t going to think it’s so funny.” 
 
    She didn’t say much to that, just say down and started looking at her cell phone. 
 
    Jerry filled out paperwork for a couple of hours, proved he had lots of insurance, then was shown to an exam room. 
 
    The nurse asked a bunch of questions, measured his vitals, and, finally, the doctor entered. 
 
    Her name was Lisa Prentice, and she was pretty good looking for a doctor. Heck, she would have given Jerry a big, old boner, if he had been able to get boners. 
 
    “Hell, Jerry, “I’m Dr. Prentice. What can we do for you today?” 
 
    Now came the embarrassing part. “Well, uh…I’m having trouble, uh…with…you see…I didn’t—“ 
 
    “He can’t get it up, Doc,” blurted Karen. “Damn thing just lays there like a dead fish. I stroke, slap it beat it, and it just lays there. Hell, I even tried putting my mouth on the thing. Nothing works except making him wait to pee.” 
 
    Doctor Prentice gave a blink. Not too many women were this forthright. 
 
    “So he wants to know what you can give him to make him stiff again. I mean, he’s pretty worthless the way he is.” 
 
    On the inside, Karen was gloating. She was sure that being limp for a while would make him smaller. And smaller was what she was shooting for when she started giving him the smoothies. 
 
    “Well, Jerry,” she turned her attention back to her patient. “Before I prescribe anything we have to make sure there isn’t something wrong.” 
 
    “Of course there’s something wrong,” remarked Karen. “He can’t get it up. If that ain’t wrong I don’t know what is.” 
 
    “Nevertheless,” the Doc said, “We have to follow medical procedure.” 
 
    So, Karen watching in disgust, the doctor thumped on his chest, pounded on his knee with a rubber mallet, listened to his heart and lungs and kidneys and what not, looked into his orifices, the ones on his head, and finally got down to business. 
 
    “Please take your clothes off,” she asked. 
 
    Turning bright red, Jerry slowly disrobed. He took his pants off and stood in his underpants. 
 
    “Those, too, please.” 
 
    Jerry wanted to die he was so mortified. He slid his underpants down his skinny legs and there it was, the hanging dick. Mr. Stiffless. 
 
    Doctor Prentice sat down on a rolling swivel and took his manhood in her hands. 
 
    Yes, he was certainly limp, and he didn’t respond to any palpitations. 
 
    “Told ya so,” snapped Karen. 
 
    “Okay, Jerry, turn around and bend over the table and we’ll check your prostate.” 
 
    Jerry turned and bent, and Doctor Prentice smeared a glob of lube into his asshole. 
 
    Karen’s mouth opened. His asshole? What the fuck? 
 
    The Doc felt around inside him, wiggling her finger this way and that. “I don’t feel anything abnormal,” she said. 
 
    “What are you feeling?” asked Karen, suddenly curious. She liked the way Jerry just stood there, all docile, the doctor’s finger up his ass. 
 
    “If you point your finger down and crook it slightly, you can feel a little bump, sort of like a walnut. That’s his prostate. Jerry is a bit swollen down there, but nothing to be alarmed about. Very inconsequential. But he does feel like…oh, my.” 
 
    “Oh, no!” moaned Jerry. “I’m peeing.” 
 
    Karen’s mouth opened up as big as the Grand Canyon. A big, healthy stream of semen was gushing from his penis. 
 
    “Sorry, Jerry,” said the doc. “You’re not peeing. Rubbing the prostate loosens the muscles, then the semen stored up can come out. And it looks like you’ve got a lot of semen stored up down there. 
 
    Jerry’s legs were trembling, his face was red and he put his head down to hide his face. 
 
    “Please, don’t be embarrassed, Jerry. This is all very natural.” 
 
    “Heysoos,” marveled Karen. “How much does he have in there?” 
 
    “Quite a bit. How long has it been since you ejaculated, Jerry.” 
 
    “Months,” mumbled Jerry 
 
    “Well, you’ll feel better now. That’s a lot of pressure that is being relieved.” 
 
    “Will he be able to screw me after this?” 
 
    “Well, we haven’t gotten to the bottom of his problem, yet. Normally, he would be able to have sex, and he would even be much more excited, but being drained like this he would be able to stay erect, but he wouldn’t be able to have an orgasm.” 
 
    “Good Heysoos in a whore house. I never even thought of that.” 
 
    There was an eagerness in Karen’s eyes as she stared at the final dribbles of Jerry’s sperm dripping onto the floor. 
 
    The mess done with, the doctor wiped her hands off, handed Jerry some wipes, and said, “Everything seems pretty normal. We’ll do a blood work up, however, and totally make sure.” 
 
    “But you don’t have any idea why he’s so darned limp.” 
 
    “Not until we’ve checked his blood. It is rather curious. Lack of functionality with no obvious reasons. Well, we’ll see. Good seeing you today.” 
 
      
 
    A week went by, and Karen was in a pondering mood. 
 
    To see Jerry all bent over and leaking. He lost all his baby batter without even getting orgasm. What a thrill! 
 
    She began looking on the internet and researching all about ‘male milking’ and ‘draining the prostate,’ and that led into a profound and far reaching research into anal orgasms, and…she would sit back and wonder, eyes in the distance, at taking care of Jerry like this all the time. 
 
    Just think: no more mess, mo more wet spot on the bed. And if he did ever get hard again…he would last forever, or at least until she was done with him. 
 
    Hmmm. 
 
    Jerry, during that time, just worried. He wanted to know what was wrong with him. He had never heard of anybody in his family being unable to squirt, so why had this happened to him? 
 
    Well, whatever. A week later and they were back in the doctor’s office. 
 
    They weren’t in an exam room this time, and Doctor Prentice sat behind her desk and studied a file. “Well, Jerry. We know what has happened to you.” She was frowning and puzzled and curious all at the same time. 
 
    “What?” he leaned forward in his seat anxiously. 
 
    Even Karen was curious, though she shouldn’t have been. After all. At heart, she knew what Jerry’s problem was. 
 
    “Yes. Are you transitioning?” 
 
    “What?” his voice rose up into a squeak. 
 
    “Transitioning. Changing your gender? Are you changing into a female?” 
 
    “What? No! Why would I do that? Are you crazy?” 
 
    His harsh words didn’t bother her. She just turned a form around so he could read it and pointed at a line. 
 
    “Your blood has a large amount of methyl enedioxy methamphetamine, also called MDMA. This is the chemical used to transition people. It is not natural and must be put into your body. So are you taking pills? Injections? What?” 
 
    “Doc! I swear! I’m not taking—“  
 
    It hit him like a ton of gold plated bricks falling a thousand miles to earth and landing right on top of his curly headed cranium. 
 
    Smoothies. 
 
    He looked at Karen. 
 
    Karen, at first, tried to bluff it out. “What?” She made the word sound stupid and unrelated. A perfect example of ‘I don’t know what you’re talking about don’t look at me’ in a single word. 
 
    “The smoothies,” Jerry said. 
 
    “What smoothies?” But she knew the jig was up. 
 
    “You said you’re putting protein powder in the smoothies. What else are you putting in them?” 
 
    “But I never…I wouldn’t…” 
 
    Doctor Prentice had sat back and was following the back and forth of their conversation. 
 
    “You put something in my smoothy to make my dick smaller.” 
 
    “Smaller?” Doctor Prentice frowned. She had talked to many men who wanted their dick to be bigger. But…smaller? 
 
    Karen, desperate but not cowed, turned to Prentice. “His dick was too big, Doc. It made me all hot and itchy down there. A woman can’t be all hot and itchy down there, can she?” 
 
    Doctor Prentice said nothing. She just watched, and, truth be told, her mind was sort of blown. 
 
    “You put that stuff, that MDMDMD crap, into my smoothies! You’re deliberately making me limp!” 
 
    Karen broke. She snapped, “I didn’t think it would make you limp! I thought it would make you small!” 
 
    “But I didn’t want to be small!” 
 
    “But I want you to be small!” 
 
    “Hot and itchy down there is normal! It’s called being turned on!” 
 
    Karen turned to the Doc. “Doc, can you talk some sense into this lunkhead? Can you tell him that a hot and itchy pussy is wrong?” 
 
    There was a moment of silence, and both Karen and Jerry waited for the Doc to say something. 
 
    “Well, uh, as much as I hate to be part of this little disagreement, Jerry’s right. Hot and itchy is normal for a woman who is excited. It is par for the course when it comes to getting…” she paused and searched for words, then gave up and blurted, “horny.” 
 
    Karen’s mouth opened in stunned surprise. “What? What are you saying?” 
 
    “That hot and itchy is normal, and sex is the solution,” said Jerry. 
 
    But Karen was staring at the doctor. She wanted the answer from her. 
 
    “I’m afraid he’s right. When a woman gets aroused her vagina becomes moist, she experiences an itchy feeling, and…she’s hot. Mind you, not all women are the same, but you should be experiencing some of that in whatever proportion when you…get aroused.” 
 
    There was a dead silence in the doctor’s office then. Deader than a fish in a pond that has just been dynamited. 
 
    “No,” she whispered. 
 
    Then, horror of horrors, the idea that if she had been wrong in this, then maybe she was wrong in other things. 
 
    But, being a Karen, she pushed things aside and tried to resume her bullying. 
 
    “But Jerry was too big!” 
 
    “How big was he?” 
 
    “A little over five inches,” said Jerry, sadly. 
 
    “Very little,” said Karen. 
 
    “That’s normal. Now if he was eight inches and you complained of hurting, I might understand, but if he’s only five inches…it shouldn’t hurt at all. In fact, you might even be wanting him to be a little bigger. 
 
    Jerry muttered, “I think, with this limpness, that I might be smaller than five inches. But I can’t get hard enough to measure.” 
 
    “But when he puts his pee hard on in me…it…it…” 
 
    “What?” asked the Doc. 
 
    But now Karen was speechless. She realized that in the past couple of months, having given Jerry the MDMA, he had stopped hurting her. 
 
    But it wasn’t because he was smaller, it was because she was getting used to it. Her hole was getting large enough to accommodate his penis. 
 
    “Think about it, Karen. Babies come out of your hole. You can easily accommodate large, uh…objects. Penises.” 
 
    Her voice shrunk to a whisper. “Could he be…did I make him…too small?” 
 
    “We won’t know until he gets off the MDMA, and he shouldn’t get off it for another four months.” 
 
    “But why? Why can’t we take him off it right now?” 
 
    “Because you can’t start a medical procedure and stop it halfway. You have to take it to completion, then do another procedure, uh…should you wish to make him larger.” 
 
    “Can he be made larger?” 
 
    “We won’t know until the MDMA has run its course. 
 
    “Then I won’t be able to have sex for four more months?” 
 
    “Maybe not then. It depends on the second procedure, when we try to reverse what has been done to you. We don’t even know if your penis can be made to be large again, or even to squirt.” 
 
    “Oh, my God!” Jerry started to cry. 
 
    Karen sat in shock. Yet, in the depths, she was thinking. Yes, she had screwed up, but… 
 
    “Doc?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “So when we make him bigger again, how big can we make him?” 
 
    “Well, that depends. We have the chemical route, in which we can, hopefully, make him as large as he was.” 
 
    A sour looked crossed Karen’s face. Now that she was getting used to cock, and realized that big might be better, she wanted him to be bigger. 
 
    “Of course there are other routes.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Two come to mind. One is an implant, in case he doesn’t get erections. In that case we insert a tube in his penis, take out one of his balls and replace it with a squeeze bulb. In that case you can squeeze him to an erection, and we can put in the size of tube you wish. We could also put in a titanium rod. It would just hang there, but you could lift him up by hand, ride him, and…that would work. 
 
    “The second option is a transplant. We can take a penis from another source and graft it on.” 
 
    “No!” Jerry’s voice broke. Tears were still coming down his cheeks, but he was trying to stifle them so he could hear the options. 
 
    “What other source are we talking about.” 
 
    “Human cadavers, for one.” 
 
    “A dead man’s penis?” Jerry was horrified. 
 
    “If you didn’t want that, we could look into crossing species.” 
 
    “Crossing species?” Karen was blank. 
 
    “Sure. Select the animal you want and take his penis. There are some pretty big and gnarly tools out there. Of course it’s not a real animal penis, it is a human penis that has been surgically altered before the person died. 
 
    “No!” whispered Jerry. 
 
    Karen just smiled.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    “I’ve got boobs,” wailed Jerry. 
 
    It was a couple of weeks after they had gone to the doctor, and Jerry was standing in the bathroom and looking in the mirror. 
 
    Karen entered the bathroom and nodded. “Yep. Looks like they’re going to be pretty big ones, too.” 
 
    “But what am I going to do?” 
 
    “Wear a bra?” Karen shrugged. She studied his form. She liked the way his body was reshaping. If she had known the MDMA was going to do this she would have given him the drug years before. 
 
    She liked cute men. 
 
    “But I’m a man!” 
 
    “Are you?” she moved around him. “Your ass is a little more rounder. You never had much muscle, but you’re getting a little more fat on your body. It looks like your face is getting softer, too. Or maybe the fat in your face is redistributing. Anyway, I like it.” 
 
    Karen might have liked it, but Jerry was pretty shaken up. He could see that his body was changing from a straight arrow into a curvy hourglass. Oh, it might be a while, maybe a couple of months, but he was on his way to being (choke) feminine. 
 
    “I’ll pick up a bra for you. Maybe a matching bra and panty set. After all, that little weenie of your doesn’t need a pouch to contain it. 
 
    Jerry turned and walked out of the bathroom. Moisture was building in his eyes when Karen grabbed his arm and turned him. Don’t walk out while I’m speaking to you.” 
 
    “I wasn’t…I just wanted to get dressed. 
 
    Her grip was tight on his forearm, and Jerry was a little surprised at how strong she was. 
 
    But she had always been as big as him, and now that the MDMA was working its magic he was losing muscle mass. That meant she was going to be stronger than him! 
 
    Still, he tried to remove her hand from his biceps. “Let go.” 
 
    “Don’t be rude!” she gave him a shake, then pushed him away. 
 
    “I’m not—“ then he stopped complaining. He was just digging himself in deeper. 
 
    But it was too late. Karen followed him, then went to her dresser and pulled out a bra. “Put this on.” 
 
    “I don’t want to!” 
 
    “I said…put this bra on!” 
 
    “You can’t tell me what to do!” 
 
    That was the wrong thing to say because she obviously could. 
 
    She grabbed his package, it fit quite easily into her hand, and lifted. 
 
    “EEE!” he squeaked, going up his toes. 
 
    “Now let’s get something straight, bozo,” she snapped into his face. “I’m in charge, and you will do what I say!” 
 
    “But…let me…go!” 
 
    “No! Not until you agree to put that bra on.” 
 
    “Okay! Okay! Just…let go!” 
 
    But she didn’t. Her face was so close to his, and he was so desperate that she…leaned forward and kissed him. 
 
    She lowered him a little, grabbed the back of his head, and raped his mouth. 
 
    The transition from pain to pleasure was greatly appreciated by Jerry, and he found himself kissing her back. 
 
    “Heysoos,” she whispered, maneuvering him towards the bed. “You make me so hot. You’re so…helpless!” 
 
    And he was helpless. She was not only stronger, she had his most precious and sensitive part in her grip. 
 
    She spun him around, fell back on the bed and pulled his head down. “Get me off, bitch!” 
 
    She had never sounded happier, and she moaned and groaned loudly as she forced his face onto her pussy. 
 
    For a long minute Jerry did as he was told, “Lick that, suck my clit, stick your tongue in…” 
 
    She suddenly heaved and shuddered and had a world class orgasm. 
 
    “Holy sweet heysoos on a bicycle with no pedals!” she gasped. 
 
    Jerry thought he might be able to get away from her, but she recovered quickly. She sat up and said, “Now put that brassiere on! 
 
    She did, and she placed the bra and panty in his hand. She sat down on the edge of the bed to watch him get dressed. 
 
    Slowly, Jerry slipped into the bra. He fastened it, slipped it around so the cups were in the front and pulled the straps over his shoulders. 
 
    “Excellent,” nodded Karen. 
 
    “But it’s a bad fit! I’ve got too much material in the front!” 
 
    “You’ll grow into it.” 
 
    She was right. Within a week he was filling the cups, and her predictions that he would be big were right on.  
 
    What she hadn’t anticipated was that he would like female underwear. 
 
    Once he was used to it, which coincided with him filling the cups, he found that he enjoyed being ‘in harness.’ He liked the subtle restraint, the way it made him feel. He even liked looking down and seeing the growing mounds on his chest. 
 
    And the way his body was becoming more shapely. 
 
    As a man he had been rather like a stick. Straight, no curves or real angles. 
 
    Now he was soft and shapely and he could wear bright fabrics that showed off his new shape. 
 
    He began to dress himself, to choose his own garments, and Karen found she had advice to give less and less. Which didn’t make her happy. 
 
    She was a Karen! She was supposed to be in charge! 
 
    But what could she do now that Jerry was embracing his new condition? 
 
    At that point they might have gone through a crisis. Her yelling, maybe even physically bullying, but she found something that was softening her ‘Karen-ism.’ Sex. 
 
    No, he didn’t have a working peeny, but that tongue of his, and seeing him kneel in front of her and service her…it was such a heady feeling. There was nothing better…except…giving him sex. 
 
    She found that she liked doing what the doctor had done. She absolutely loved getting him up on the bed on all fours and doing him. 
 
    At first he complained, but only a little. 
 
    After all, it was pleasurable for him, too. And now that he was no longer a functioning man…. 
 
    But that led to other things. 
 
      
 
    It was perhaps three months after the doctor when she came home with a shopping bag. 
 
    Nothing unusual in that, but what she took out of the shopping bag was rather unusual. 
 
    “What’d you buy” asked Jerry. 
 
    “We need some penetration, honey.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Jerry, it’s a penis,” she held up a tangle of straps and a dildo. 
 
    “What…what’s that for?” 
 
    “I need something to replace your worthless penis. I figured this might do it. 
 
    At first she had Jerry buckled the straps around his hips. The big dildo jutted out over his teeny weenie, and for a while he acted like a real man. 
 
    He experienced a groaning, moaning woman writhing and twisting under him. 
 
    But only for a while. 
 
    One day he screwed her, and it was so odd, being on top, being in the ‘in charge’ position, for a change. 
 
    And it was frustrating. He hadn’t been milked for a week, and he was horny. 
 
    Not that being milked didn’t leave him horny, anyway, but he was, courtesy of watching her get off under him, extra horny. 
 
    He rolled off her, and his fake penis was sticking straight up. Just like his real penis used to. 
 
    He looked down, then grabbed it and stroked it, pretending, wishing, and… 
 
    “Stop that.” Karen snapped, slapping his hand away. 
 
    “I can’t help it,” he whined. 
 
    Spur of the moment inspiration, she unbuckled the strap on. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    She stood up and buckled the thing on her own hips. 
 
    Now he was alarmed. “What are you…you aren’t going to…I don’t…” 
 
    “Shush, little boy,” she murmured, and she turned him over. 
 
    Jerry didn’t resist. He was broken in by the weekly milkings. 
 
    She made love to him. She used lots of lube, and she rammed and jammed and slammed and crammed and… 
 
    “Oh…oh!” 
 
    “What?” she asked, reaching under him to hold his little dingus and small balls. 
 
    “I’m…I’m…OH!…OH, FUCK!” 
 
    She felt him shuddering, quaking, and her eyes opened. 
 
    She quickly pulled out, but it was too late. 
 
    He kept rocketing a little stream of semen from his limp peeny. 
 
    “You didn’t!” she exclaimed. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” he collapsed on the bed. “I did.” 
 
    That didn’t make Karen happy, she liked him frustrated and horny. Him being always horny made him awfully compliant. 
 
    Still, there wasn’t much she could do about it, so…she came to grips with the situation and realized that he would, every once in a while, especially when she was screwing him, have an anal orgasm. 
 
    Oh, well. 
 
    Then it was time for the six month doctor’s appointment. 
 
      
 
    Doctor Prentice was amazed at the changes six months had wrought in Jerry. 
 
    He was not a man. He was a shapely wench with big boob, make up and high heels. His legs were smooth and shiny with nylons. His lips were red and pouty. 
 
    No, he wasn’t a man anymore. 
 
    “Do you experience any erections at all?” she asked, making notes in his file. 
 
    “No,” he answered. 
 
    Karen smiled next to him. 
 
    Karen, if anything, was looking a little harder, more manly. She had gained a bit of weight, not much, but enough to take the thrust out of her boobs. She was cutting her hair shorter, and she wore jeans and flat shoes. Male, athletic shoes. 
 
    “Well, then, it’s time to discuss options. Do you want to continue the way you are, Jerry?” 
 
    “Well, I—“ 
 
    “He needs a penis.” 
 
    This seemed bizarre…why would a woman need a penis? 
 
    But Doctor Prentice was not there to judge or question, she was there to medicate and slice open human beings. 
 
    “So what kind of penis can you give him?” 
 
    “There are several options open to us. If you’ll look at this catalogue…” 
 
    The Doc placed a thick book on her desk and turned it so they could read it.  
 
    Karen and Jerry leaned forward and began flipping pages. 
 
    It was the ‘’Penis R Us’ of catalogues. Big dongs, little dongs, colored dongs, misshapen dongs. Asian dongs, Russian Dongs, black dongs (this section needed fold outs), Eskimo dongs…and so on. 
 
    The first half of the book was human dicks, and as they flipped into the second section Doctor Prentice said, “Those are all from recent cadavers. This next section are animal simulations, also from cadavers. Let me reassure you, no animals were harming in the making of those dicks.” 
 
    “None?” 
 
    “Oh, no. To be truthful, those penises you’re looking at came from people who had had themselves surgically modified. Animal DNA doesn’t go too well with human DNA. Of course we have injected some animal DNA to get the full effect, but only minuscule amounts.” 
 
    Jerry blinked. After the human dicks he had just seen he had not expected that a human could do much more. But what he was looking at…wow! 
 
    There were penises that looked like they had come off of horses, elephants, alligators, gazelles, kangaroos, polar bears, gorillas, sheep, varieties of dogs…and more. 
 
    “The nice thing about these dicks,” pointed out the good doctor, “is that you not only get a dick from a cadaver, human and in perfect working order, but you get the benefits of surgeries that make humans into animals, but without having to suffer under the knife yourself.” 
 
    “That’s amazing,” blurted Karen. Her eyes were gleaming as she slowly turned the pages. Every once in a while she would stop and consider one dick or another. 
 
    Jerry was aghast. Fascinated, but aghast. 
 
    He was going to have his own minuscule weenie removed and one of these monsters grafted on to him. 
 
    “What’s that going to do to my figure?” he asked. “Won’t a big dick show through my dress?” 
 
    The doctor frowned. 
 
    Karen just said, “Don’t worry about that. We’ll tie it down or something.” 
 
    And they continued searching for just the right penis for Jerry. 
 
      
 
    There was the echidna penis. It was based on a small, spiked animal, much like a porcupine. Karen liked the fact that it had four penis heads, and it alternated which heads it used. Jerry would be able to screw her with two heads, then immediately recover and screw her with the other two heads. 
 
    A close up, however, revealed that the penis, like the body of the animal, had little spikes on it. That ended the fascination for Karen. 
 
      
 
    The dolphin penis was another option. It was more like a hand, and could grope, fondle, grab, and all sorts of things. The problem with this one was that it didn’t last long. It could squirt multiple times an hour, but sex was actually only about ten seconds long. 
 
      
 
    Jerry liked the idea of the flatworm penis. It was built like a sword, and it was designed to actually pierce the flesh of the female. 
 
    Karen put the nix on that one. 
 
      
 
    Neither of them liked the whale model. It was nicely shaped, but it grew up to ten feet and it spewed gallons of squirtem. 
 
      
 
    The eyeless cave insect gave them much food for thought. The male had a vagina that held the sperm, and the female had an appendage that could vacuum up the semen. 
 
    Considering that Jerry looked female and Karen was actually more male appearing, that was an appealing choice. 
 
      
 
    All considerations, however, ended when they came across the chromodoris reticulata, a type of sea slug. 
 
    The ‘chromo,’ as they referred to it, or him, or whatever sex a slug was, had a removable penis. 
 
    That is to say it screwed, then the penis broke off and the slug grew another one. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” breathed Karen in awe. “Can you see that? We wouldn’t have to tie it to your leg or make you wear a chastity tube or anything. We just screw until I break it off. You’re flat in the mons then. No unsightly boner bump. Then, when I’m horny again we get you all hot and bothered and you grow out again, and I can break your penis off all over again!” 
 
    Oddly, Jerry liked the idea. 
 
    As a female he liked the idea of not having a penis. And most of the time, until she got him excited, he wouldn't have one. Then, a little slap and tickle, and he would boner up and out, and when he was done…zingo bingo, no more peeny! 
 
    “Can we have special modifications?” asked Karen. 
 
    “I don’t see why not,” responded Doctor Prentice. 
 
    So they spent an hour specifying size and shape and color and all the other things that go into picking out the perfect penis. 
 
      
 
    The next couple of weeks were exciting and excruciating. 
 
    Exciting because, darn it, Jerry was going to get a penis! A brand new (off a cadaver) tool that would give pleasure wherever it went into! 
 
    Excruciating because they could hardly wait. Each second took a minute, and each minute took an hour, they waited and grinned eagerly at each other and their horniness built. 
 
    Finally, the big day arrived, and Karen took Jerry to the hospital for the operation. 
 
    Jerry couldn’t stop grinning. He was a woman in shape, but he so looked forward to having a big, old boner again. 
 
    Karen kept grinning because, quite honestly, Jerry was a little easier to push around when he had a boner. 
 
    And the dick of a sea slug was supposed to be big and horny and…and…she couldn’t wait. 
 
    It was a lengthy operation. After all, the doctors had to excise his useless appendage, put the new one in place, reattach all sorts of blood vessels, and, of course, the tubes that he peed and squirted his semen through. 
 
    But the doctors worked as quickly as they could, and several hours later Jerry was rolled out of the operating room. 
 
    He was woozy, but smiling. “They did it, didn’t they.” 
 
    “They certainly did, lover,” Karen cooed. 
 
    But while the time waiting for the operation was excruciating, the time waiting for his new weenie to heal was even more excruciating. 
 
    After all, he had a penis again! A big one that worked! And Karen couldn’t wait to sample it. 
 
    By this time she had forgotten all about hot being hot and itchy had bothered her. She wanted hot and itchy. She wanted Jerry’s new peeny! 
 
      
 
    The days passed slowly. Fortunately, Jerry didn’t have to worry about hard ons, yet. He still had enough MDMA in his system that he wasn’t going to get an erection.  
 
    So he didn’t break his stitches, and Karen tapped her foot impatiently, and…it was time. 
 
    One month after the operation the doctors told Jerry he was good to go. 
 
    Doctor Prentice gave him a big, blue pill. 
 
    “What’s this?” asked Jerry. 
 
    “It’s super viagra. Now that the MDMA is out of your system this little baby will kickstart you.” 
 
    Jerry took the pill and looked at it. He looked up at the doctor. “Should I take it now?” 
 
    “Sure. It’ll take about a half hour to be absorbed, and then you’ll have your very first sea slug boner. 
 
    Jerry popped the pill, grinned, and he and Karen headed out for the car. 
 
    Karen drove. She liked to drive because she was dominant and knew much more than Jerry. This day, however, she didn’t want Jerry to get a sudden boner and get distracted and get in an accident. 
 
    Jerry was content to sit in the passenger seat and stare at his crotch. 
 
    “Oh, boy. Oh, gosh. I can’t wait.” 
 
    He felt his groin. 
 
    “Feel anything yet?” 
 
    “I think I do, I must, oh, hurry! Let’s get home quick!” 
 
    Karen drove too fast, but managed to avoid cops, and soon they were pulling into the driveway. 
 
    They hopped out of the car and ran into the house and back to the bedroom. 
 
    “Take off your clothes,” commanded Karen. 
 
    Jerry did so. He ripped off his dress, tugged off his nylons, slipped out of his panties and…there he stood. 
 
    He was wearing a bra because he had to. He was too big not to. But the rest of him was naked, and the sea slug penis hung down between his thighs. 
 
    Being human under all the modification, they had had to search for a large size penis, and they had found one. Some poor, old man had had a ten inch boner, and that was the one they had bought. But, except for size, it was not human in appearance. 
 
    It was a motley yellow, and it looked like jello. They could actually see through it. The see through ‘color’ merged into his fleshy balls. They could see his penis slowly throbbing. 
 
    It was the blood pumping through it. There was so much blood in the dick, so much blood pulsing through the veins, they could watch it throb. It was like a beating heart. 
 
    Karen grabbed it and started stroking. They watched how the big sacs inside the tool changed shape with her stroking. They could see the urethra, big and ready to deliver its mighty load. 
 
    “Do you feel anything?” she whispered. 
 
    “I do,” whispered Jerry back. 
 
    Slowly, the blue pill, the super viagra, took effect. More blood pumped in, the spongy caverns filled up, and the motley penis began to swell. 
 
    “Oh, God! Oh, God!” Jerry chanted. 
 
    “Oh, yeah, baby, come on!” Karen spoke to the weenie as if it was a child. 
 
    Inch by inch the thing grew. It changed colors as blood was tinted by the yellowish skin. Now it looked like a big, fat see through sausage, six inches long, and it was still growing. 
 
    Karen put her mouth to it and suck on the tip. 
 
    There really wasn’t much of a tip, however. It was all so smooth. 
 
    But she wanted this thing to get big, so she sucked and sucked and— 
 
    “FUCK!” Sperm shot up the inside tube and erupted into Karen’s mouth. 
 
    “GAH!” she spit out the offending brew and looked at his dick in disgust.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” said Jerry, laying back and turning into jelly himself. “It just happened.” 
 
    Karen was furious, she wiped his goo off her face and spat it out. For such a quick squirt there had been an amazing amount of cum. 
 
    “Well, crap,” said Karen. 
 
    Jerry was almost asleep. 
 
    She had wanted that thing inside her. But he must have been so horny that…well, no big deal. The sea slug was supposed to recover quickly. 
 
    She grabbed his weenie again, gave one stroke, and…the thing fell off in her hand! 
 
    “EEEE!”  
 
    Jerry’s eyes popped open. He looked down, saw his detached penis, and screamed. 
 
    “NOOOO!” 
 
    Karen threw the penis across the room. It hit the wall and, because it was covered in semen, and possibly some sort of ooze given off by the sea slug bit of DNA in it, it stuck to the wall, then slowly started to slide down. 
 
    “What did you do?” 
 
    “I didn’t do anything!” 
 
    “But your penis fell off!” 
 
    “I can’t help that! I didn’t know that was going to happen!” 
 
    For a long minute the two babbled and yelped and carried on, then Jerry felt it. 
 
    “Look!” he said, and he pointed at his groin. 
 
    His penis, or at least the base where his penis had been broken off, was starting to grow out of his body. 
 
    “It’s getting hard again!” 
 
    “Oh, God!” 
 
    Fascination overtaking terror, they watched as the yellow penis of a slug extended further and further. And this time it was hard from the get go! No waiting to recover from MDMA, just hallelujah here’s a dong! 
 
    “I’m going to fuck it this time,” snapped Karen. 
 
    “Be my guest,” Jerry grinned. 
 
    Karen pushed him back on the bed. She didn’t dare touch the thing with her mouth this time. She began fondling Jerry’s boobs, she squatted over him, she began lowering herself. 
 
    Like it had a mind of its own, the dick elongated and shot up her pussy. 
 
    “Oh!” blurted Karen. She wasn’t even half way down, but the penis wiggled in her, then began to squirt. “What the fuck?” 
 
    It squirted furiously for a few seconds, and she tried to drop down and take advantage of the moment, but then it was done. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    And it broke off in her. 
 
    Karen got the strangest look on her face. She straightened her legs, stood on the bed, and felt the yellow penis moving around inside her.  
 
    Jerry sat up and looked at her dripping pussy, and she tilted her hips forward so she could see her vagina, and the dick shot out of her hole and hit Jerry right in the mouth. 
 
    “Ack! Poo! Gah!” He wiped his mouth, spit out bits of sea slug gruel, and generally gagged. 
 
    “What the fuck happened?” bellow Karen. 
 
    Jerry crawled out of bed, staggered to the bedroom and washed his mouth out. 
 
    Karen picked up the second, broken off penis and followed him. She threw the thing into the toilet and flushed. 
 
    “What the hell did you do?” 
 
    Jerry looked up from where he had his head under the faucet. “I didn’t do anything! It just…happened!” 
 
    “But that’s twice your dick has broken off! And I’ve gotten a mouthful of sperm, a pussy full of sperm, and…I still haven't been fucked! 
 
    “I’m sorry! It’s not my fault!” then Jerry felt something. He looked down. 
 
    “Oh, no!” 
 
    His penis was growing again, for the third time. And it was a beaut. If they ever saved the best for last, this was it. His dick was big and yellow and not quite so see through, and it was stiff and hard and pulsing, and…Jerry wanted to fuck again. He had been blown and fucked, and he had had tremendous orgasms that, truth, were too short. 
 
    He wanted a big one! He wanted a volcano to blow the top of his head off! 
 
    He looked at Karen. 
 
    “Oh, no!” she said, backing away. “I’ve had enough of this!” 
 
    “But, honey,” Jerry cooed, advancing on her. 
 
    “Don’t honey me!” 
 
    She turned to run, but she was up against the bed. 
 
    Jerry jumped forward, his big penis thrusting forward. 
 
    She climbed onto the bed, and for a split second her rump was in the air. 
 
    Jerry leaped, and his third dick, slimy from two previous fucks, slimy from being a sea slug dick, went right into her…asshole! 
 
    “NO!” she screamed. 
 
    But it was too late. The big, yellow dick went all the way into her, wiggled around, squirted a gallon, and…broke off. 
 
    Jerry howled like a madman, then quieted down because the orgasm had ended so quickly. 
 
    Karen sobbed.  
 
    Her mouth was tainted, her pussy was full, and now her asshole…her asshole had been…pleasured! 
 
    She hadn’t known it, but she was one of these rare and wonderful women who liked getting it up the poop chute! And to inflame matters, the third sea slug penis was stuck up there! 
 
    She climbed gingerly off the bed. The dick rubbed around inside her. 
 
    She waddled across the floor. It moved back and forth inside her. 
 
    She put her panties on, and every move caused that dick to surge against her sensitive innards. 
 
    She thought she was going to cum a dozen times, but an unattached penis just doesn’t have the drive that an attached penis does, and she was left high and dry, right on the edge, time and time again. 
 
    “Oh, no!” she cried, shuffling, trying to move so she wasn’t stimulated, out of the house. 
 
    She managed to get into the car, and she drove across town to the hospital. 
 
    All the way, every bounce, every speed bump, she groaned and tried to cum. 
 
    She was pulled over by a cop for running a stop sign, and while he lectured her on the law she squirmed in the seat and tried to get more traction for the dick inside her. 
 
    The cop finally let her go, and she managed to get to the hospital. 
 
    And when they removed the penis from her rear she gave those doctors a piece of her mind! 
 
      
 
    “I thought you knew,” said Dr. Prentice, “the sea slug has a penis that comes out of its body. It is disposable, but it only gets three orgasms, then it’s done.” 
 
    “But…we never would have done this if we had known!” said Karen. Jerry sat next to her. He looked very satisfied. That last orgasm was going to last him for the rest of his life. 
 
    “Didn’t you read the fine print?” 
 
    “We just looked at the pictures! We didn’t even know there was fine print!” 
 
    “I’m sorry, but you signed the release forms, and the fine print was also in those.” 
 
    “But we didn’t even read all that stuff!” 
 
    “I’m sorry, but if you didn’t read the fine print then the hospital can’t be held liable.” 
 
    Karen sat quietly for a long time. That was unusual. Not sitting, but being quiet. 
 
    “How are you doing, Jerry?” 
 
    “Oh, gosh, I’m fine.” He gave Dr. Prentice a sappy look. 
 
    “And do you still feel like you’re in the middle of an orgasm?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. All of life is just a big O. It’s like heaven. I’m going to be happy for the rest of my life.’ 
 
    Dr. Prentice smiled. “I’m glad to hear that, because there is no—“ 
 
    “Wait a minute!” Karen broke her silence. 
 
    Prentice looked at her. 
 
    “We want another operation. We want an elephant’s dick, or a camel’s, or something that will last.” 
 
    “Sorry, but Jerry’s system has already suffered the trauma of one operation. He couldn’t possible go through another one.” 
 
    “Okay, then we want an implant! I want a tube implanted, and I want squeeze bulbs made out of his testicles!” 
 
    “Well, I suppose we could—“ 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Both women looked at Jerry. 
 
    “Did you say something?” asked Karen, narrowing her eyes ominously. 
 
    “I said no.” 
 
    Karen glared at him, started to open her mouth to tear him a new one, but he spoke first. 
 
    “I’m done. You’ve had your way with me, and now it’s done. I’m happy now, and I want to stay that way.” 
 
    “Don’t you dare talk to me that way. You’ll do what I say when I say it, and—“ 
 
    “Shut up.” 
 
    Karen’s face frozen in shock. 
 
    Jerry stood up. 
 
    “You’ve maimed me and disfigured me. You gave me drugs and altered my body. The good news is that I like my new body, and the double good news is, for me, I’m finally not horny. I’m cumming. Right now. My whole body is charged with energy and I am in the middle of an orgasm, and it will likely last the length of my life.” 
 
    “But…Jerry?” 
 
    For the first time in her life Karen had lost control, and, like all bullies, she reverted to begging.  
 
    “I’m sorry! I’ll make it up to you!” 
 
    But Jerry turned and smiled at the doctor, shook her hand, and walked out. 
 
    He would live a long, life, free from horniness, but more than satisfied forever. 
 
    He was an orgasm. 
 
    As for Karen, she had lost her whipping boy, she was frantic with horniness, and now her husband wouldn’t even fuck her! 
 
    Karen bowed her head and sobbed. 
 
    And she never realized that all this had happened for the simple reason that, at heart, she was a Karen. 
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    CHAPTER ONE 
 
      
 
    It started with a simple game. Baseball. Rockwell City Park. Boys against girls. A break from our normal mixed league games. 
 
    The guys were terrific. They slow pitched, gave us extra strikes, and even gave us pointers on how to play baseball. And we liked how they looked in their jerseys. 
 
    And we girls were appreciative. We know the guys are stronger, they play a lot of sports, do weight lifting and like to wrestle around. We didn’t expect to win the game. 
 
    But there we were, score tied at 12 each, and the guys had just struck out. 
 
    Oh, we laughed and giggled, and teased them, but gently. They had put aside their usual drive for us wives, and everybody was drinking beer, and a couple of couples were in the dug out making out. 
 
    Bottom, of the 9th. Georgina was up, a tall red head who needed to choke up on the bat. 
 
    Swing and a miss.  
 
    Swing and a miss. 
 
    Swing and…CRACK! She hit a good one. Her first hit of the game, and she took off like a rabbit. Good at first. 
 
    The guys tossed the ball around, made teasing remarks, but were kind. 
 
    To tell the truth, we all knew each other, and the guys didn’t care about competing, they were quite happy to go along and get along. There was no point in ramping up their testosterone and squashing us. 
 
    Leslie was up. 
 
    Swing and…CRACK! 
 
    Foul ball. But she was a good athlete, her hubby was pitching and he gave her a good next pitch and…CRACK! The ball sailed into right field. 
 
    Georgina made it to third, and Leslie was perched on first, a big grin on her sexy face. 
 
    And little old I strode out to the plate. 
 
    Oh, the guys gave me catcalls, and I blew them kisses and told them I was going to hit it out of the park. We all laughed, and I tapped the far side of the plate with the end of my bat and got ready. 
 
    I watched the first pitch sail over the plate. I thought it was high, but they called a strike, so I got ready again and… 
 
    “Lois can’t hit anything!” 
 
    Strike. 
 
    I stepped out of the batter’s box and stared at my husband. 
 
    Jim is a nice guy, I love him, but the tone of his voice was not right. 
 
    Even the other guys on his team looked at him. Bob, over on first base, lightly yelled, “Easy, Jim. It’s just a game.” 
 
    Wrong thing to say to Jim. To him everything is do or die. He did sports in school, almost went pro, played on the company team, and his testosteroney drive pushed him to be vice president of his company. 
 
    “Ah, fuck you guys,” he said in disgust. 
 
    I realized then that Jim had had a few too many beers. He was not normally like this. He just had too much to drink. 
 
    A couple of the guys looked down, a little embarrassed by his words. 
 
    “Come on,” he yelled. “Strike her out. Next pitch.” 
 
    Now, I’m a pretty good player, but Jim had me rattled. He’s my husband. He’s supposed to have my back. He’s not supposed to insult me in a mean fashion…and I don’t care how much he’s had to drink. 
 
    That said, I struck out. My bat whistled, I turned half around, and I was out. 
 
    But the game was basically over. 
 
    “Let’s call it a tie,” Bob called out as he walked in. “I’ve got to get to work early tomorrow.” 
 
    Jim didn’t like that, nor that a few of the guys agreed with Bob. “Come on. We’ve got this game in the bag.” 
 
    But everybody gathered up their stuff, chatted a bit, and started drifting out to the cars. 
 
    “Damn,” muttered Jim, and then he did the unthinkable. “You caused this.” 
 
    I stared at him, about to start talking the talk, but Bob stepped in. “Come on, Jim. Take it easy.” 
 
    “Easy for you to say.” 
 
    “The girls did good, we did bad, time to let it go.” 
 
    Well, Jim grumbled, turned around to pick up a spare ball, and I blurted: “You’re a bush leaguer.” 
 
    I meant his temper, but it came out wrong, and he felt personally challenged. 
 
    A couple of the girls came up and tried to calm me down, but I had had it. Jim’s a great guy, but he had gotten my goat, and my goat was feeling a bit peevish. 
 
    He straightened up and stared at me. “What?” 
 
    A rude ‘what?’ An insolent ‘what?’ 
 
    I said, “Let’s have a real contest.” 
 
    Suddenly I had everybody’s interest. Hey, the guys like to compete. And the girls were naturally curious…so what did I have in mind?” 
 
    “What kind of a contest,” he asked suspiciously. 
 
    “Three games. You choose one, we choose one, and we coin toss for the third one. Chooser chooses the rules.” 
 
    The guys looked at each other, and I could hear their testosterone click to the ‘on’ position. There is nothing a guy likes better than a real game. And I was giving them a serious challenge. 
 
    “So if we choose wrestling, you’ll wrestle us.” 
 
    “Yep. We choose our girl and you choose your guy. And If I say you have to play baseball in high heels, then that’s what you have to do.” 
 
    The guys started mealy mouthing at that. They didn’t want to play in girly clothes. 
 
    But the girls liked the idea. And I knew they would. I had already given us one big advantage, and the guys didn’t know what it was. Here was another one, and it was bigger than the guys thought. 
 
    So after a few minutes of them protesting about having to wear heels, I made it happen. 
 
    “You guys are embarrassed, but I can fix that.” 
 
    “You can make it so we won’t be embarrassed by wearing girl shoes?” That was Bob. Even sweet tempered Bob was feeling the heat. 
 
    “You bet. “Charlene will put an ad in the paper. Guys against girls, all in heels, gate proceeds to charity. We can even play winner’s choice of charity.” 
 
    Now the guys looked thoughtful. They rubbed their chins, they scratched their balls. 
 
    Only Jim was suspicious. My guy knew me a little too well, and he knew I had an ace up my sleeve. But he was the only one. 
 
    Bob: “Hey guys, that’s not bad. Everybody laughs, we can sell a little beer at the game, maybe even drink a little, and…and yeah. I’m in.” 
 
    Tom said, “So are you choosing baseball, in heels?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “And are you really willing to go with wrestling?” 
 
    “Yes,” I said. 
 
    The other gals on my team, all except Janice, who had a quirky smile on her face, all chorused “No!” 
 
    I quickly called a huddle. I whispered a couple of sentences, saw some grins, and then they all began looking at Janice, and then nodding their heads. 
 
    We stood up and faced the men. 
 
    “Yes,” I said confidently. 
 
    Hubby, dear Jim, couldn’t believe it. He must have thought we had lost our senses, for he stood there and shook his grinning head. 
 
    Bob: “So we’re going to do baseball and wrestling. You sure you girls don’t want to pick a girl’s sport? Ballet or something?” 
 
    We girls were smiling, and I asked. “Are you giving us the third choice?” 
 
    The guys looked at one another. Jim, bless him, helped my case. “Hell, give it to them. We’ve got them beat ten ways from go already.” 
 
    So the guys shrugged it off, and kissed their chances of winning away. 
 
    “So what is your choice for the third competition?” 
 
    Now, truth, I hadn’t thought that far ahead. I didn’t show the guys that, though, I simply turned to the girls and called for a huddle. 
 
    We went and sat in one of the dug outs and started throwing ideas around. I knew we were going to win the wrestling, and I knew we had a better than even chance with the baseball game. My skulduggery was paying off, but I wanted a third win. I didn’t want to take any chances. 
 
    Ping pong was offered, basketball in heels, and finally, we agreed on a simple foot race. At first we were going to insist on heels, but having heels twice seemed a little unfair. Then Georgina had a good idea: “Make ‘em wear pencil skirts.” 
 
    We all giggled, and our choice was decided. 
 
    I was afraid the guys wouldn’t go for pencil skirts, but when we presented the idea to them they just shrugged. I guess now that they had accepted baseball in heels, a simply foot race in skirts wasn’t much. Of course, they didn’t really know what pencil skirts were. 
 
    Then Bob, his turn to be blessed, asked, “So what are we really playing for? I mean besides charity?” 
 
    I spoke up quickly. “If you guys win, two out of three, then we gals will buy you beer, cook your ribs, and wait on you hand and foot for five football games.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” Their eyes lit up, and a couple of them even patted Jim on the back. 
 
    “But… if we girls win…you guys have to take us to five girly movies. Five chick flicks, complete with nice dinners and wine.” 
 
    They raised their eyebrows, it seemed too reasonable, and they were about to say yes when I added, “And I get Jim for a week.” 
 
    Everybody looked a bit curious then. 
 
    I said, “For one week I am going to dress him up, make him into a woman, and even have my way with him.” 
 
    “Whoo!” 
 
    “Wow!” 
 
    Catcalls and quick quips. 
 
    Then the guys went after Jim. 
 
    “Come on, Jim. You started this.” 
 
    “Hey, we aren’t going to lose, what are you worried about.” 
 
    And when Jim still hemmed and hawed, one lone voice said the magic word. “Chicken.” 
 
    Man, Jim turned red, his fists got tight. He looked around and couldn’t help himself. 
 
    “Okay!” The cheers started up, and that helped him relax, but I tell ya, my hubby was one pissed puppy for a second. Deep down, he knew I was a conniver. He knew I had something planned. He didn’t know what, and maybe if he did he wouldn’t have allowed himself to respond so easily. But he didn’t, and I did, and zingo bingo, there went my good old hubby’s manly life. Heh heh.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TWO 
 
      
 
    “Lois, I can’t believe you did that!” 
 
    “What?” I asked sweetly. 
 
    “Embarrassed me like that.” 
 
    We were at home, getting ready for bed, and I had decided to be nice and pleasant, but he was pushing my buttons. “You started it with that ‘she can’t hit,’ crack!” 
 
    “Yeah, but that’s just baseball. That’s the kind of thing we say in baseball.” 
 
    “Yeah, but you said it meanly.” 
 
    He grumped at that, but he didn’t complain too hard. He’s a hard charger, but when the truth hits him in the face he usually goes with it. 
 
    So we calmed down, he popped into bed and laid back, folded his arms behind his bed and thought. 
 
    I was plucking my eyebrows and getting ready to take off my make up. 
 
    “You really think you can beat us?” 
 
    “I wouldn’t have made the bet if I didn’t.” 
 
    He smiled. “You don’t stand a chance.” 
 
    “Okay,” I acknowledged. 
 
    He frowned. He didn’t like the way he won that little mini-argument. “You’re going to outwrestle me?” 
 
    “We’ll find somebody on our team. You find somebody on yours.” 
 
    “Heck, Bob was a wrestler in high school.” 
 
    “High school is long ago.” 
 
    He smiled. “Okay.” Turned my own strategy back on me. 
 
    Then: “And you think you can beat us at baseball? We’ve all played our whole lives. You gals are a recent addition, you just started playing a year ago, when the mixed league started up. 
 
    “Well,” I said, figuring out how much to give him. “I guess you do have an advantage. But it’s for charity, and we’ll do our best.” 
 
    There. That did it. He was happy now. And, suddenly, I had a thought. That thought was mean and devious, and so filled with love it was impossible for the average male to comprehend. 
 
    Guys, let’s face it, think with their lower heads, they aren’t good at sneaky, conniving strategies. 
 
    So I suddenly stopped taking my make up off. I scrubbed my face, then put a little make up back on. I hadn’t done my eyes yet, so I added fresh lipstick, pinched my cheeks for blush, then stood up, stripped off my night gown and turned around. 
 
    “You make me so fucking hot.” 
 
    He blinked and stared at me. 
 
    I grabbed my breasts, a handful, I am well endowed, and squeezed them in his direction. “I need a real man. Are you …’up’… for the task?” 
 
    Oh, men are easy. 
 
    The bed spread at his groin began to lump. He began to breath harder and became flushed. 
 
    “Well, are you going to ravage me? Take me like I need to be taken? I’m so damned wet I really need it.” 
 
    “Well, uh…yeah. I think I can, uh, help you out.” 
 
    So I advanced on him, and he threw the covers back. 
 
    “Whoa! Big guy! I don’t know if I can handle that monster!” 
 
    Jim always was a horny bastard, and he grinned as I grabbed his meat and started rubbing. 
 
    “Baby,” he said lustfully. 
 
    I gobbled his knob. I swallowed his shaft. I played with his balls. 
 
    “Oh…fuck!” he grunted. “You better hurry up if you want any.” 
 
    But I had better ideas than temporarily sating my carnal hungers. “MmmmMMMmmm,” I moaned, working him harder. 
 
    He realized then that I was giving him the works. I wasn’t worried about my own satisfaction. He laid back and thrust his hips up a little. 
 
    Up and down his shaft I worked my lips. I slobbered on him as I deep throated him. And I started giving his red balls little slaps. Slap, slap, and he jerked upward, and that caused him to get even hornier. 
 
    “Baby…I’m…gonna…AHHH!” 
 
    White semen spurted up, like a little volcano. I swallowed, and let some of the sperm seep out of my red mouth. It dripped all over his cock and I kept pumping and sucking. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” he groaned. “You’re so fucking good!” 
 
    I stopped, licked up the overflow, then smiled up at him. “You’re right. I shouldn’t have gotten so upset. So I’ll make it up to you. I’ll do this to you every night until game day.” 
 
    “Wow!” 
 
    “But remember our second bet. Beyond the charity stuff.” 
 
    He grinned, a satisfied, happy camper. “Not to worry, my word is my bond.” 
 
    But I knew what he was thinking. ‘No way those bitches are going to outdo us guys!’ 
 
    I kept my grin on the inside, and went back to removing my make up. 
 
    Boy, was I going to get my revenge. 
 
      
 
    The next day I met with some of the girls and we discussed our plans. We were in, of all places, a high school malt shop. We were ruining our figures with milkshakes and loving it. 
 
    “Can we do it in one week?” I asked, sipping some of my strawberry shake. 
 
    “Why so soon?” asked Georgina. 
 
    “I don’t want the guys to have a chance to practice in high heels.” 
 
    Leslie snickered. “Tim laughed when I asked him to try on heels. He really thinks there’s nothing to it, that he can put on a pair of spikes and run a race.” 
 
    We all smiled cheerfully. 
 
    “What about Janice? Can she really beat…who’s she gonna wrestle?” 
 
    Jim said Bob used to wrestle in high school, so probably Bob, unless they have a sleeper.” 
 
    “Like us,” chortled Georgina. Then she grew serious, “And you’re sure Janice can do the job?” 
 
    “Nobody knows this, she’s been away for a while, and she doesn’t usually like to talk about it, especially to guys, but she trained for MMA. Even had a couple of bouts. She used to—get this—train with guys all the time. And she won as much as she lost, and this is against professionally trained MMA fighters. 
 
    There were grins when I finished. Nothing like a little confidence to help us along. 
 
    “What about the foot race?” 
 
    “Who are our fastest runners?” 
 
    So we went over our roster. Georgina got the nod, and then Leslie, she was always a quick, little thing, and then we threw around ideas for the third girl. They ended up choosing me. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I objected. “Jim might get pissy, and if his blood gets up, and this goes for most of the guys, they try harder. 
 
    “Well, then we just have to keep them calm, cool and collected until race day,” suggested Leslie, and that fit perfectly into what I was about to say. 
 
    “Did you know that boxers are not allowed to have sex for a week before a match?” 
 
    The girls looked at me blankly. 
 
    “It saps their energy. It’s like after sex, they just roll over and feel lazy. Could you imagine what a week of hot, wild, energy sapping sex would do to our guys?” 
 
    Man, the grins hit me then. 
 
    “Well, then,” crowed Leslie, “I started sapping Tin last night.” 
 
    We all giggled. 
 
    “This is going to fun,” interjected Georgina, “and you know what?” 
 
    We all looked at her. 
 
    “We might even win.” 
 
    We all traded looks of delight. Yes, we had a chance. 
 
    “Girl power!” I said, putting my hand in the center of us. Quickly, the others stacked their hands on mine and chirped, “Girl power!” 
 
    Then, plans all made, we all giggled and finished our shakes. 
 
      
 
    That night Jim wanted to put on some high heels. So I got out a two inch heel, a real comfy one, and let him slide his foot in it. 
 
    He grinned. “This ain’t nothing.” 
 
    And, here’s the odd thing, even though it was only a two inch heel, it was girly, and it made me horny. 
 
    Sure, I hadn’t cum the night before, but…there was something about seeing my guy in a low heel that turned me on. And thinking about a real high heel, I started to get real turned on. 
 
    “So when are we going to get me some heels so I can practice running?” 
 
    Oh, Lordy, did I hold the mirth in. He thought he was going to hop into a pair of heels and start running. He didn’t understand that there is a curve, a big curve, to wearing a real pair of spikes. That’s something that women know, but men have no clue about. 
 
    “Oh, we can pick something up this week end,” I returned nonchalantly. 
 
    Then I told him how big he was, and how I needed a little loving, was he up for the task? 
 
    He had just cum the night before, and he was usually a three times a week man, which meant a day of rest, but I wasn't going to give him any rest. 
 
    “Well, I don’t know,” he said, “After all, we just did it last night.” 
 
    “Yeah, but it was you that did it. I didn’t even get my feet wet.” 
 
    “Yeah, but—“ 
 
    We were in the kitchen, me standing at the sink finishing a dish, he was next to me, leaning his butt against the counter. I reached over and grabbed his cock. 
 
    “Uh!” he grunted.
I gripped that puppy right through his shorts, then I knelt down and reached up one of the legs. I snagged his pole and began to work it. 
 
    “Hey…uh…” 
 
    I undid his zipper, and pulled his cock out. He stopped protesting and started sighing. 
 
    I munched on that ding dong like it was a ding dong, with a white, creamy filling. 
 
    In truth, I thought I was going to have to lay back and spread, which I wouldn’t have minded, but I wanted to get him off with my hands and mouth, save my pussy for the heavy lifting later in the week. 
 
    As I bobbed on his dick I felt his legs give a quiver, always a good sign. I held his balls and gave them little squeezes. I reached up, snuck my hand under his tee, and played with his nipples. 
 
    Jim always like having his nipples played with. But, as I said, he’s always been a horny bastard, and he liked anything I could have done. Heck, I could have told him a toe was an erogenous zone and he would have started getting horny in his toes. 
 
    So I played, and sucked, and gobbled, and squeezed his balls rhythmically. He grabbed my head and fucked my face, which I usually didn’t like, but I was fine with it now that I was enacting my plan. 
 
    And he started to lurch a bit, to buck his hips. 
 
    I pulled back. He was in the mood now, so I pulled back and let his desire build. 
 
    I kept working him as I chewed on his lips. 
 
    He was moaning now, and I knew he was close. The heck with this day of rest thing. 
 
    “Can you cum right now? Big guy?” 
 
    He thrust his hips, drove his man meat into the circle of my fingers. 
 
    “Uh…uh….maybe…maybe…” 
 
    I redoubled my efforts. I dropped to my knees again and mouthed him. I pulled up his shaft with my lips. I even reached around and rimmed his asshole with my finger. And that was what did it. 
 
    Sometimes I wonder if Jim wants a little anal. Wants to feel like a woman, take it like a woman, because when I touch his asshole he shoots like a rocket, which he did right then and there. 
 
    “AH…AHHHH…AH!” 
 
    Rope after rope shot down my throat, and I happily guzzled it. I don’t always like swallowing, but these were special times. 
 
    My special times would come when he lost the games and I had him for a week. 
 
      
 
    Tuesday, and Charlene managed to get our game announcement into the local paper. 
 
      
 
    WAR OF THE SEXES 
 
    The guys and gals of the town’s mixed baseball league have finally tossed down the gauntlet. Playing as equals was apparently not good enough for our knuckleballers and bat swingers. On Saturday, 10:00 in the AM, the guys  will take on the girls, but there is a catch. 
 
    To offset any physical advantage our glorious guys have grudgingly agreed to play the game in…get this…HIGH HEELS! 
 
    In addition, there will be a special pencil skirt foot race, and a wrestling match. 
 
    That’s right, sports fans, one girl will take on one guy in a special grudge wrestling match, and the girls are appearing pretty darned confident. 
 
    So, will the guys dominate? Or will the gals pull the ultimate upset? Get your tickets now…proceeds will go to the Wounded Warrior Project. 
 
      
 
    I read the press release with satisfaction, and the phone rang. It was Charlene. 
 
    “Lois, guess what?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “The papers only been out for two hours, and the phones are off the hook with ticket orders.” 
 
    “Oh my gosh!” I blurted, and that’s when it hit me…this was going to be big. 
 
    It wasn’t going to be a 20 or 30 fans sitting in the stands and ignoring us while they drank beer…it was going to be a sold out, whomper stomper of a sports event. 
 
    Sure, it was just a couple of hours, and a few phone calls, but…I knew it! Bobby Riggs and Billie Jean…people are hungry for this sort of thing. There has always been a little bit of competition between the races. 
 
    On the surface it was just a friendly give and take between the loving two sides of the species. 
 
    Under the surface, and this was some place people don’t usually go, it was do or die, get tough and grit the teeth, give no quarter, our side can beat your side you dirty…mofos! 
 
    Probably best that this depth was usually not reached. After all, we are the same race, be it with dicks or tits, but somehow this game, and I felt it when Charlene called me and told me of the ticket sales, had reached the depths. 
 
    After we finished talking I sat at my desk, I work for a small finance company downtown, and thought about it. 
 
    Oddly, my first thoughts were about how maybe I had started something I shouldn’t have. 
 
    Then Georgina called, all excited because Charlene had called her. 
 
    Then Leslie called, and I got it. 
 
    It was game on. 
 
    It was root hog or die. 
 
    And it was going to be fun. 
 
    Heck, if enough people showed up we were going to buy a house for a Wounded Warrior. And I knew it was going to fill up. 
 
    Then my boss walked in. Annette is a grey haired matron with a great body and smiling lips. And the meanest, wickedest sense of humor I have ever seen. 
 
    “What’s the grin for, Lois?” 
 
    So I told her about game and the ticket sales, and she said, “You know, I bet I could get a couple of corporate sponsors. 
 
    My jaw dropped. “Are you serious?”  
 
    “Good cause. Let me make a few phone calls, but…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Do you mind if I put a couple of signs on the field? A little advertising for us?” 
 
    “No problemo, Santa!” 
 
    She laughed, then she grew serious, “But there’s more to this than a simple game, isn’t there.” 
 
    We talked for a while then, about the differences between men and women, and how sometimes those differences are glorious, and sometimes they are a pain in the ass, and, I swear, I didn’t say anything…but she guessed it. 
 
    “You’ve got a side bet with your husband, don’t you?” 
 
    My stone face told her she was right and her face lit up. 
 
    “Come on, girl friend, tell me the good news.” 
 
    “Okay,” I begrudged, actually a little happy to tell the tale. “If the gals win I get to dress Jim for a week.” 
 
    “Oh, Lordy,” she breathed, her eyes getting all excited. “And he works for a realty, doesn’t he?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Okay, here’s how it’s going to go down…” and she sat down and helped me flesh out plans for Jim’s comeuppance, and a nefarious sub plot that rocked my mind. 
 
    When we were done, all happy and giggly, she said, “Now it’s just up to you to win.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Then, girlfriend, you’d better win.” 
 
    And she was serious. And I felt a deep degree of seriosity come over me. And I knew she was right. And my competitive nature, in that moment, really rose up. 
 
      
 
      
 
    This has been the first two chapters from 
 
      
 
    The Feminization Games! 
 
    [image: Image] 
 
      
 
    Read it on kindle or paperback 
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