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A Note from the Author!

Step-mothers, MILFs, lesbians, doctors and even blood suckers!

Chastity, emasculation, and, of course, feminization!

This is a rock and roll collection of men who needed to change, and the ways they did it.

Some of it is fanciful, some of it is more than you want to know about, but all of it is mankind at its best.

So, go get your favorite sodie pop, put your feet up,  and be prepared to indulge in a lifestyle that is beyond most people!

And…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


His Step-Mother Put Him in Chastity…

and decided to feminize him!

Grace Mansfield


A Note from the Author!

I often wonder how young men manage to live with their gorgeous step-mothers.

Don’t they get big boners?

Don’t they want to…do things to their step-mommies?

That’s the case with Hal. He wants to do lots of things, and his father gives him permission!

But he also has a couple of conditions that are going to make life a little difficult for young Hal!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“Dad! She’s too young for you!”

Raymond Dent grinned as he watched his sexy, young wife sashay across the patio. Tina was five foot six with boobs as big as cantaloups. She was brunette, her hair circling about the nape of her neck, and her blue eyes held a world of humor.

And a world of sex.

“Son, she’s what keeps me young!”

Ray was a trim 50. He worked out religiously and his grey hair was cropped short. His steely eyes gave hint of the ruthless businessman he was.

His son, Hal, was slender, but not so dedicated to hard work. He didn’t have his father’s wiry muscles, and he wore his brown hair long. Longer than Tina’s.

They watched as Tina bent at the waist and picked up a fashion magazine from a lounge chair. Her luscious butt was round and perfect. Twin globes that inspired boners in both men.

She turned, giving them a side view of her tush and her mammaries, and the men drew in their breaths.

“I’m telling you, Dad, you’re not going to be able to keep up with that.”

Ray elbowed his son. “Yeah, but what a way to go, eh?”

At that moment Tina turned and saw them. She smiled and waved and blew them a kiss.

They stared at her red lips as they pursed. Then their gazes lowered to her cleavage.

She was wearing a bikini that was not much more than a pair of bandaids and a cork.

“Fuck,” wheezed the older man. “I think I need a drink.”

Father and son retire to the den where Hal set about mixing a pair of French75s.

Ray watched as Hal mixed an ounce of gin, a half ounce of lemon juice, a half ounce of syrup and 3 ounces of champagne.

He took his drink and sampled it. “Damn,” he grunted as the liquor wooshed through him, where did you learn to make such gems?”

“College, Dad. That’s what all that big tuition bought.”

“Money well spent. Now, about your summer.”

Hal had just completed his second year of college and he was looking forward to some serious down time.

“Well, I was pretty intent on getting a job as a mattress tester.”

Ha!” Ray grinned. “But I’ve got a better one for you.”

“A better job?”

“Absolutely. But it’s going to be a lot rougher than being. mattress tester.”

“It’s not loading bricks or anything like that, is it?”

“Oh, no. It’s fun.”

“Fun, eh? Well, I’m up for that.”

“As you may have noticed, I got married while you were away matriculating.”

Hal gave a twisted smile of acknowledgement. “I may have noted that fact.”

“And you may also have noted, in your crude manner, that I might have a bit of trouble keeping up with her.”

“Heck, I’ve just told you so and I’m telling you so again!”

“Yes, you did, and that leads me to my little problem.”

“Yes?”

“Tina likes to party. She likes to party all night long. She goes to clubs, finds private parties, and drinks and dances all night long.”

“Yikes.”

“And, I’ll be honest, after that last couple of months I find it is impossible for me to keep up with her.”

“You do look a little pale. “

“So what I want you to do is squire my lovely wife around town. Take her dancing, do some drinking, and keep her out of trouble.”

“You mean stop other guys from hitting on her.”

“Right on. She likes you, and I won’t have to worry about you taking advantage of her nubile body.”

“Hold on right there. What makes you think I’m immune to her nubile body? I’m young dumb and full of cum. You have told me so many times.”

They were sitting on the couch watching the patio now. It was a wrap around house, the pool in the middle of the horseshoe, and Tina had just taken off her top to sun bath.

It was like a kick to the gut of young Hal, seeing that sensual perfection of flesh in the raw.

“Because, my son, who I spent a fortune on for his so-called education, I will be insisting that you wear a chastity tube.”

“What?” He was stunned, but he didn’t take his eyes off the twin mounds poking into the sky on the lounge on the patio.

“I have a collection of them, I find them quite stimulating. I have collected them over the years, and even now I enjoy wearing one every once in a while. It is quite exciting, and when you do finally have sex the orgasm will be truly memorable.”

The two men sat, and Ray held up his glass. “How about a Negroni?”

Hal dutifully got up and headed for the bar. He mixed 3/4s of an ounce of Campari, 3/4s  of an ounce of Beefeaters, 3/4s of an ounce of Vermouth, and a dash of bitters.

As he mixed the drink he thought of his father’s proposal. Wear a chastity tube. Take out a beautiful woman. Hmm.

And, it was true, he knew that if he had a chance he would put the make on his father’s wife.

Not that he was that bad a son, but she was that beautiful a woman.

He added ice, then a slice of orange to the lip of the glasses.

He stared at Tina through the big, tinted window in the den, and walked the drinks over to his father.

“So I’m supposed to get horny, while you get your rocks off.”

“Absolutely. You bring her home, all hot and sweaty and ready for some loving, and you head for your bedroom and watch porn and do disgusting things to yourself.” He was grinning as he took his glass and sipped from it.

“Gee, what a deal,” Hal said dryly.

“It could be worse,” commented Ray. “I could have married a 300 pound eye-tal-ee-yun with hairy armpits that giggles during sex.”

“Yikes,” murmured Hal.

He sat, and watched the pool area, and his penis was already hurting.

“So, how about it?”

“I get to drive the Maserati.”

“What? No! That’s my baby!”

“One good turn deserves another. If I’m going to be suffering for you, then I want to suffer in style.”

“Oh, Lord. What an ungrateful son!”

“A son who is willing to sacrifice himself for your continued good health.”

“Then you’ll do it?”

“Maserati?”

“Gawd! You drive a hard bargain!”

“I learned from the best.”

Outside Tina stood up and stretched and began doing a yoga series on the little patch of lawn next to the pool.

The bikini top was gone, and her breasts juddered as she changed poses. Her bottom was tight and she showed an absolutely perfect monkey knuckle.

The two men stared, and Hal made a whining sound.

“Well?”

“Maserati?”

Ray hesitated.

“Or you’ll have to send her out on her own. I’ll bet it wouldn’t be three days before she came home all stretched out.”

“That did it. I’m leaving you out of the will.”

“A week and she’ll be pregnant…with some other fellow’s baby.”

“Argh!” Then a very defeated sounding, “Okay. The Maserati.”

Hal smiled. Yes, he was going to suffer, his dick was already suffering just at being around Tina. She was not just sexy, she was fun, and he fully understood why his father had married her.

To bad she didn’t have a younger sister.

But, the deal was made, and he would live with it.

“Then I’m at your service, old man, just as soon as you find me a worthy codpiece.”

Ray nodded, and they headed upstairs to Ray’s bedroom.

Ray kept his collection of sex toys in a large cupboard in his office. Hal had always thought the cupboard, which was always kept locked, was just a place to stash a bit of cash, maybe a gun or two.

But, sex toys?

And, there were a lot of them.

“Dad!” Hal blurted when Ray opened the cupboard doors. “You fuck!”

Rows of dildos.

Rows of butt plugs.

Rows of butt plugs with tails on them.

Rows of chastity tubes.

Short tubes, long tubes, narrow tubes, fat tubes, red tubes, blue tubes, rainbow tubes, tubes with points inside, tubes made of plastic, of metal, or weird latex stuff, tubes that were full waist enclosing chastity devices, tubes with urethral tubes, and on and on and on.

And there were a lot of other sex toys.

“Dad, you’ve tried all these things?”

“No. I’m a collector. I have a few favorites, they’re comfortable, and when I wear them I get hornier faster, and it inspires me to better please my young wife.”

“Well, for an old horn dog you’re pretty young.”

“Ain’t it the truth. Now, this one here might work for you. It doesn’t have a lot of wiggle room, but the ring is specially designed for comfort. Want to try it on?”

“Uh, can I take it to my room.”

“Oh, sorry,” chuckled Ray. “It is a rather private thing. Try it on and let me know. Take a couple more with you and try them all on. Oh, and I keep the key to this cupboard in the top right hand drawer of my desk. Knock yourself out.”

Hal nodded, held four chastity tubes and headed out for a little fashion show.

It was an interesting little show, and he had to masturbate to get into the devices, which didn’t make him unhappy.

It was an interesting night for Hal, because he tried to sleep in chastity. But as hard as he tried to rest, that was how hard his dick tried to…get hard.

He lay under the sheets, his whole body hot as his penis revolted and protested its entrapment.

He sighed, turned this way and that.

Damn. He had jacked off to get into this thing, and he was already ready to shoot his load again.

This thing was insidious.

He reached down and felt his prison.

His balls felt big and the skin was stretched tight on them.

He couldn’t pull his dick out because there were some points on the inside of the rim of the tube.

His penis kept pressing against the end, squashing itself, and there was nothing he could do.

He thought about going and getting the key, which had been left in the cupboard, but he would have had to pass through his father’s bedroom, and he didn’t want to risk waking him up, or, worse, interrupting him if he was feeling amorous with Tina.

He sighed and rolled over again, felt like crying from frustration, and…his door opened.

A slant of light lanced through the room and illuminated him.

“Hal?” Her voice was soft. Not a whisper, just a husky, sensual call.

“Uh…yeah?”

Tina entered the room. Her face was in shadow, the hall light being behind her, but she was wearing a flimsy peignoir and the light went right through that and totally illuminated her charms.

And, man, what charms they were.

She was only ten feet from him, and her breasts stood out, very perky, her nipples uplifted and stiff. Very big nipples. Very stiff.

He could see between her legs, the slight V of her pussy and no hair.

Her hips were round and and enticing, and Hal gulped.

“I came to see you.”

“Uh, yeah?”

Talk about tongue tied.

Ray said you were wearing a chastity tube. He said you’re going to take me out tomorrow.”

“Uh…okay. I mean, yeah. That’s right.” He was swallowing nervously and his voice sounded strained.

Hell, it was strained.

“Oh, goodie. Let’s see your tube.”

“What? I mean, does Dad know you’re here?”

“He sent me here. I mean, I wanted to come myself, but he wanted me to, too. I wanted to see your tube, and your dick, and your balls. He just wanted you to warm me up.”

“Warm you…”

He was faint as she crossed the room and sat down on the bed next to him.

He was sitting up now, and she reached out and touched his nipple.

“Oh,” he blurted, and a shive went through him.

“Nice. Your body is like your father’s, but younger. Stronger. Your skin is much smoother, and you’ve got a better tan.”

“He sent you…”

She reached for his groin then and grabbed him.

“Hey1”

“Relax. I just want to look at it. Besides, it’s not like you can do anything, right?

“Well, no, but…”

“Then just relax. If you’re going to be turning me on then I want to see how well prepared you are.”

“Turn you on?” A slight bit of confusion.

“I know, your father just said to dance me around, make sure I don’t get too drunk, make sure I don’t go off and screw some young stud, but part of that—and he knows this—is that you’re going to make me very horny, and then we’re going to come home and I’m going to take it out on him.”

“You are?” Hal’s voice went high and cracked.

“Of course I am. Now let me try out your lips.”

With that she held his package and leaned forward and planted her lips on his.

Oh, Lord. She had plump, juicy lips. And she was squeezing his balls, palpating them, making his weenie surge inside the tube.

She backed off. “You’re not bad, but you need a little practice. Let’s do it again, and I want you to go slow. And don’t do any tongue until I signal that I’m ready.”

She kissed him again, and he did his best to follow her advice. It was difficult, though, because she had already made him about as horny as he had ever been in his whole life.

She squeezed balls and used her tongue, and he learned to take his time, to suck gently on her tongue, to twine their tongues int he most sexual manner.

Which, of course, made his dick attempt to get so hard that it hurt.

He groaned and bent at the waist a little.

She giggled. “You learn fast. Now suck my tits.”

She leaned back on the bed and pulled his head and he put his mouth on her rigid nipples.

“Oooh, yes. That’s my boy!” She held the back of his head. “Now put your finger in me. Only one though, I don’t want to cum. Maybe on nights that I won’t be making love to your father…maybe on those nights you can use more fingers and get me off, but right now…just…oooh! Yes! Oh, God!

Now he was kneeling half on top of her. Her legs were spread and he shoved a knee between her thighs, mashed his finger into her hole. He reamed her hole, and licked her breasts and sucked on those nipples.

“Damn!” whined Tina at last. “Maybe I should have married you. Is your dick as big as your father’s? I can’t tell when you’re in the chastity tube like this.”

“I don’t know. But, listen. I can’t fall in love with you. You’re my father’s wife, my step mother.”

“That’s okay, that’s just going to make it even better. I’ll get hotter, and on some nights I’ll drain you. That will make you even more hot. This is going to be fun!”

She reached down and griped him some more, she kissed him some more, and she even tickled his butt hole.

By the time she left the room, properly turned on for her assignation with Ray, Hal was ready to burst.

He wanted to get out of chastity in the worst way.

But, sigh, he had made a deal, and he didn’t have the key right then, and…damn! Tomorrow morning he was going to jack his dick till he shot a fountain of cum!

It took Hal a while to get to sleep. He tossed and turned and tried to relax enough for his dick to relax, and…it didn’t want to relax.

There was just something about being locked up that made him want to get unlocked, and made his weenie want to revolt!

But, finally, he did, and he woke up a few hours later and was still tired.

And his weenie was still trying to erect.

He ran into the bathroom and peed, and that handled the morning wood aspect of his imprisonment.

But he was still walking a little bent over to relieve the pressure of his struggling weenie.

He pulled a robe on and stumped out to breakfast, yawning and stretching and trying to wake up.

“Hey, Hal! How’d you sleep?”

Ray was sitting at the table, grinning at him. Tina was sitting catty corner to him, and she was grinning.

“I…slept. A little.”

“Ha!” Ray stated. “I slept like the proverbial log. I was sound asleep, cutting Zs, as they say.”

“Oh, well. Good. Old people need their sleep.”

But the gibe rolled right off Ray’s back, even made him laugh. “Oh, this poor younger generation. They just don’t have what it takes any more.”

Hal opened the fridge and took out a big bottle of apple juice. He chugged half of it, then put it back.

“Would you like some eggs? Tina is an excellent cook. Tina, honey, why don’t you make some eggs for Hal. He needs a little extra energy today.”

“I’d love to,” Tina stood up, she was wearing the same revealing peignoir as the night before, and it was obvious that she didn’t care who could see her. All of her. “I love to make eggs.” She emphasized the sentence like she’d love to make love. But a little dirtier so it sounded like she’d love to have sex.”

Hal groaned and sat down at the table.

Tina pranced across the kitchen and began cracking eggs into a skillet.

“So how goes it in bonerville?”

“All the little boners went on vacation.”

“That’s what I like to hear. And I’m sure you’ll be glad to hear that things went swimmingly for me last night.”

Swimming, like little spermies swimming up a canal.

Tina giggled and laid a couple of strips of bacon on the side of the skillet.

Hal groaned. “Oh, God. What are you doing to me?”

“Whatever I can. Or maybe I should say whatever she can.” He looked fondly at Tina, who waggled her butt at him.

“Now then, I’ve got to go to the office today, something about a merger. Why don’t you two sit around and get acquainted. But don’t drink too much, you still have to drive tonight. And since it’s my Maserati you’re going to be driving…” he growled this last as a warning.

After that they just sat and chatted. Hal drank some Coke with his bacon and eggs, which, as it happened, were really quite excellent.

Tina was not just a master of the pussy, she knew how to cook.

Then after breakfast, Hal did the dishes and Ray got dressed and ready for a day at the office. He came down in a natty two piece, kissed Tina good bye, and warned her, “Don’t hurt him…too much.” He laughed all the way out to the garage.

Now that Ray was out of the house, Tina went looking for Hal. She found him in his bedroom laying on his bed.

“Hello, Boner Boy.”

“Boner Boy?” He looked up, and already there was a haunted look in his eyes. It was mostly lack of sleep, but there was also a tinge of alarm in his demeanor

“Well, it’s better than Bonerless Boy.”

“Hunh!”

“Come on. I want to go swimming.”

“So go!”

“With you.”

“But I need my sleep!”

“You can sleep when you die. Or when you cum. Whichever comes first.” She laughed a hearty laugh.

She came to his bed and grabbed his package and lifted, and he squeaked and had not choice. He stood up, and she pulled him out of the room.

“Hey! I need to put on my suit!”

“What for?” She led him out through the big sliding doors in the main room and down a few brick steps to the pool. she threw his package into the pool, and for some reason he followed right along.

“OW!” he bubbled when he surfaced. “Easy with the junk.”

“That’s not what your father says. He sort of likes it rough.”

“Well, I don’t.”

“Pity.” She jumped in and created a big splash right next to him. Then she grabbed his jewels again pulled him down. Under water she kissed him, savaged his mouth with hers, and tweaked his nipples.

She came to the surface and took off her peignoir, tossed it to the side of the pool, then she started swimming laps.

“Come on, Tarzan,” she called. “I hate a lazy fat boy.”

Hal was a good swimmer, and he caught up to her and matched her stroke for stroke. He couldn’t keep his eyes off the way her mounds shifted on her chest as she crawled through the water.

She knew it, and she laughed, and swam faster.

The water was almost warm, just brisk enough to wake one up, but not cold or daunting.

And it felt good to have the cool water sluice through his cage and over his junk. His dick finally fell to the physical exercise and went limp.

They did laps for ten minutes, and when they were done they breathing lightly.

Tina moved to the side of the pool and hooked her heels over the edge. Controlling her breathing, she floated on her back.

Hal moved next to her and hooked his feet.

They floated, her chest above the water, his enclosed cage above the water.

The sun shone down on them, and she said, “This is going to be a fun summer, Hal. I love your pop, but he’s at a point in his life where he doesn’t want to party. You’re at the point where you do like to party. And everything about your body reminds me of his. Even your crumpled up peeny.”

Hal’s penis was starting to wiggle again, and he sighed and tried to ignore it.

Talk about the elephant in the room!

“But I do warn you, Hal, I’m a friendly person. I’m going to want to dance with other men, and sometimes I get a little hammered, and my pussy wants to get a little hammered, and the next thing you know some fellow is going to be trying to get a little more friendly than we’d like. That’s when I’m really going to need you, Hal. Even if I say I don’t, you have to protect me not so much from horny, young men, but from my horny, young self. If you do that…well, that’s what you need to do. Want a drink?

He didn’t. But she did. And he was to find out that she was the drinkinist woman he had ever met.

So she headed into the kitchen and he headed for his room. But while she was humming and mixing some weird concoction, and she really was a first class mixologist, he snuck past the kitchen and headed for his father’s den.

In the den he opened the drawer and found the key to the sex cupboard. Grinning, he reached for the key to his chastity tube, and stopped. His hand outstretched, but frozen.

The key to his tube was gone!

But his father had told him it would be right there if he wanted to get out for a quick jerk off!

He felt the inside of the cabinet, thinking maybe it had fallen off the hook.

Nothing.

“What the fuck,” he muttered under his breath, then he heard a sound and spun around.

Tina was standing at the door, leaning against the jamb, and grinning widely.

“You looking for this?” She was holding a thin gold chain with the key on it. She twirled the chain in a circle and the key caught the light on the way around.

“Give me that,” he advanced on her.

She hung it around her neck. “Nope.”

Now he was stuck. Did he grab her and forcibly take the key?

But he wasn’t the kind of guy who could manhandle women. No matter how much they deserved it.

“But I need it!” His voice had a slight whine to it.

“Nope.” She turned and sashayed away, tossing a glance over her shoulder. “I think things will go better if I control the prize.”

He followed her. “But you’ve been teasing me! And denying me! I need that key!”

“You need to be a submissive, little butt boy. That’s what you need to be, and this will help me get you there. Now, I said I felt like a drink, and you’re supposed to leap to your feet and beg to make me one. There is a drink, incidentally, waiting for you. I hate to drink alone. But generally speaking, you will be the bartender and I will be the imbiber extraordinaire.”

“Imbiber extra—“

“Clever, eh? I just made it up.”

She had led him down the stairs and they were standing in front of the kitchen. He could see his drink sitting on the counter.

She closed with him, placed her hands on his chest, and enjoyed the way his eyes were expanding, the way his penis was trying to get hard. “God. i love it when men are this way!”

“You do this to my father?”

“Oh, Lord, no. He’s got me penis whipped, which is much like you right now, pussy whipped.”

She kissed him then, soft and tender and he could taste the cold freshness of her alcohol sucking mouth.

She pressed her body against him and writhed. He could feel her chest pressing on his, two hot beacons of female pulchritude. It felt like lances were trying to shoot through his penis, it was pounding so hard, but there was nothing he could do.

After all, it wasn’t just her teasing him, it was him loving it.

How could he say no to this?

She backed off, smiled, “Now, go get your drink and stop being such a pill.”

Dutifully, he went into the kitchen and picked up his drink.

He wasn’t sure what it was, but it was potent, and it tasted like it had lots of tequila in it.

“Now, come on. Let’s go watch porn on the big screen and we can make out. Doesn’t that sound like fun?”

A minute later they were ensconced on the couch and watching wall sized boobs and dicks. It wasn’t actually a big screen, it was a projector, and Hal was near overwhelmed by the magnitude of the sex organs on the wall.

She arranged him in a corner of the couch and leaned back against him. She sipped, and played with his cock, and watched the up and down of beautiful, well endowed people.

Huge cocks doing the in and out. Women with red lips giving blow jobs to endlessly spewing penises.

Hal drank his drink quickly, and was sent to the kitchen for another one. He returned and offered her hers.

But she merely took the drink and put it to one side.

“Stand in front of me.”

He did, and she gripped his balls and fondled them. Her other hand snaked around and pulled him to her.

Her mouth took his chastity device all the way in, and he could feel her hot tongue slathering along the sides of the device. He could feel her wet taste buds rubbing along the places where his cock bulged out.

His legs started trembling, and she said, “Don’t fall or you’ll ruin it.”

She rubbed one finger against his back hole. She dipped her finger into his drink and placed her digit against his brown star.

She inserted, and he groaned. For a split second as she slid her finger over his prostate, it felt like he was going to cum.

He wanted to cum. Lord how he wanted to squirt!

She wasn’t going to let him.

She kept mouthing his trapped penis, and she began pressing on his prostate.

“What…what…”

She drew back and smiled up at him. “I’m hungry. Have you noticed that I don’t eat much?”

“I…but…” he couldn’t speak intelligibly.

“That’s because I get my nourishment here. Sure, I screw your father, but I also drain him once a day. Like this. I rub his prostate and that makes the semen come out. Like…here it comes…Oh…yes!”

She moved her head forward.

He didn’t cum, but the semen was draining out of him. A long spurt with little chunks. His legs were quivering and he was struggling for balance, but his legs were too weak.

Gulp, gulp.

After a minute he slowed down and she backed off and licked her lips. “Oh, you taste good. Do you know how much protein there is in sperm?”

Dazed, he shook his head.

“Half a dozen eggs, with lots of vitamin C and zinc and all sorts of other stuff. It’s how I keep my girlish figure.”

Girlish figure? he wondered. She had the body of a sex goddess! Was that what a diet of sperm did? Better not let the world know, or people would be going to sperm restaurants instead of gymnasiums!

She sat back and sat him down and cuddled with him again.

“Of course, just because I drink your juice doesn’t mean I get my sexual appetites taken care of. In fact, it just makes me hornier. I’d rather have a squirting penis inside me than outside me, but…you had to go and get yourself locked up.”

“But…but…”

“It’s okay,” she kissed him, hell, she swallowed his soul with her mouth. When she finally backed off she sighed. “You’re going to find that being drained doesn’t relieve your urges. In fact, you’re going to be hornier. Something about the body being empty, but the mind not being convinced. Sex is so mental.”

Then she went back to sipping her drink and watched the bodies humping on the wall.


Part Two

As the day progressed, in spite of the fact that he had been drained, or maybe because of it, Hal grew hornier and hornier.

His cock was bashing away at the short end of the tube. Talk about a long walk off a short pier!

And he had this hot, feeling inside his chest, like lightening bolts rubbing.

His balls felt like they were full and ready to pop.

But he had been drained.

Man, how insidious was that?

Especially insidious because Tina just kept looking at him and laughing.

“The look on your face!” she chortled. “You look like you lost your favorite puppy!”

She wasn’t far wrong, if you considered that his penis was his favorite puppy.

Ray arrived home about three, and he took it all in stride.

He could tell by Hal’s face that Hal had been introduced to Tina’s winsome ways.

That was fine with him. If his boy didn’t want to go jack off that was his affair. He didn’t find out that Tina had the key.

Up the stairs Ray and Tina went, and Hal was left to stew in his juices, to imagine his father sinking his weenie into that gorgeous, beautifeous hunk of female flesh.

Where he’d like to be.

Balls deep and groaning as he spewed.

Not that he could spew right then. As full as he felt, that was how empty he was.

The couple came down the stairs at six and Tina prepared dinner. She didn’t make Hal prepare dinner, she just smiled and tossed steaks int he pan and smothered them with onions and a bit of garlic, poured on the salt and pepper, and…she was as good a cook as she was a mixer of drinks.

And, sitting there, eating steaks and drinking drinks, listening to his father and Tina chatter, Hal wondered what his father’s ulterior motive was.

That his father had some secret agenda he was positive.  Ray was just too devious a fellow. He had to have something else planned.

But…what?

There was no clue, and all Hal had was a feeling.

But his father just smiled a lot and kept his cards close to his chest.

Hmm.

“Well, where are you two love birds heading out to?”

“Thought we’d go to Charley Coyote’s,” answered Tina before Hal could say a word.

“That’s a good place.”
He looked at Hal. “Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.” and he laughed uproariously.

At seven thirty Tina came down the stairs. She was wearing a red dress with a slit up the side, a port hole showing her cleavage, and nothing else.

The dress was too sheer and it was obvious she wasn’t wearing any underwear.

“Holy, fuck,” gulped Hal. “Where’s my father?”

“He’s upstairs. He likes to be left tied down. With a butt plug. And a penis gag.” Tina chuckled.

Hal walked her out to the Maserati and opened the door for her.

Hal watched all that sleek thigh slide into the car and gulped again.

Then they were off. Hal wanted to press the peddle to the floor, but he withheld himself. Besides, it was more fun to glance at the woman sitting next to him.

Lord, she was a beauty. Her cleavage so daring, her lips so red, her eyes sultry and promising all sorts of things that he would get, and a few that he wouldn’t.

They were driving down the freeway, the Doors playing through the sound system, and Tina reached into her little purse. She pulled her dress up and spread her legs.

“What are you…holy shit!”

She slid a pink vibrator into her pussy and grinned at him. “Lets have a good time, okay.”

“All right.”

He gripped the wheel tightly and kept himself from driving off the road.

“And, by the way, I brought a little something for you.”

She brought another pink vibrator out of her purse. “I hooked them together, so when I press the fob they go off together. We can be dancing and suddenly we’ll both be vibrating, and we’ll be grinding our sex together trying to get off, to get relief, but…” she shrugged.

“I can’t put that thing in me!”

“Of course you can. That’s why I drained you earlier. I wanted to make sure you could handle a little butt play, and, of course, I wanted you empty so you wouldn’t leak all over the place tonight.”

“But I’ve never had anything up my butt!”

“Oh, goody! First time for everything, and you’ll love it.”

“No…wait…”

“For what? To get old and decrepit?”

“No!”

“Tell you what. You let me put this in you, just try it out, and I’ll tell you some secrets about your father.”

This was tempting. Hal just knew his father was concealing something. But would Tina really tell him something? Or was this just an excuse to get into his ass?

A short while later they arrived at Charley Coyote’s.

Charley Coyote’s was a wild place. It was a combo cafe during the day and night club at night. It was like a roadhouse moved into modern times. You wanted to do a little cheating on your spouse, this was the place to start.

You wanted to do a little crossdressing, Charley Coyote’s had an open door policy.

You wanted to party and get drunk and dance till dawn…Charley Coyote.

Hal parked in the back, far back, under a tree, and Tina got out and pulled him into the bushes. She fumbled with his pants.

“Hey!”

“You’re going to do this,” she muttered, and there was a fierceness to her as she ripped open his belt and pulled down his pants.

“Bend over.” She turned him and he felt her putting the vibrator to his anus.

“Oh, geez,” he yelped! And it was in.

She straightened him up and laughed at the look in his eyes. “Admit it. It feels good.”

“Uh, I guess.”

“You guess,” she snorted. “There will come a time when you won’t want to be without one.”

“And…does my father wear one of these?”

“All the time. He’s got one inside him right now.”

“I don’t believe you.”

She just grinned. She didn’t care if he believed her or not.

“Come on.”

She took his arm and they sauntered across the parking lot.

They made a good looking couple. She would be fantastic on anybody’s arm, and just the fact that she was on his made people think of him in higher tones.

They passed the line out front, Tina knew the doorman and had Hal slip him a fifty, and they were in.

And it was jumpin’. The place was packed with bodies. Mostly youngish, but there was a sample of middle aged and few oldsters.

“Get me a drink! Make it dirty!”

He left her, a little nervous at that, leaving her alone in this wild den of inequity, and headed for the bar.

A dirty drink, eh? Normally that meant something like taking the murky water from a can of olives and adding it to a martini. That made for a ‘murky’ drink, a ‘dirty’ drink.

But there were other options, too, and he wanted to surprise Tina. She was the kind of girl who liked surprises, the nastier the better.

When his turn came he asked the bartender, “Can you make a Dirty Margarita?”

“Sure.”

“And a bourbon and Coke!”

No way he was going to drink one of those monsters!

He watched as the bartender put tequila into the drink, then added the juice of jalapeños, and chili salt on the rim.

“Thanks,” he slapped a twenty into the bartender’s hand and took the drinks to where Tina was surrounded by men.

Hal had been watching her while waiting in line. It hadn’t taken but thirty seconds for the first male to make his attempt. Within two minutes four guys were surrounding her, flirting, trying to make an impression.

Tina was a master at handling the Lotharios. She played them off against each other, touched a hand here, made a saucy reference there, and there were girls standing around, quite good looking girls, who didn’t stand a chance compared to Tina.

Hal cut smoothly in and handed her the Dirty Margarita.

“Thanks, honey. See you later, fellas,” and they moved into the shadows.

And Tina took a sip.

Her eyes went wide. She looked at the glass, looked at Hal, who waited with worry, and slammed that sucker down.

She just tilted it and rocked it, then yelped out, “HOOO!”

Whew. Hal mentally wiped his brow.

“Baby! That was what the doctor ordered. “Give me yours. Go get two more, but just bourbon and Coke this time.”

She settled down at a table and he started back to the bar, and almost knocked over a hostess.

“Oh, sorry.”

“No prob,” she raised her voice over the chatter in the place. “Can I get you something?”

“Four bourbon and Cokes at that table there!” He handed her a fifty and she grinned and tucked it into the top of her dress. What went for her dress. what looked like a dress but was really just a showcase for her fabulous boobs.

Hal made it back to the table just in time. The wolves were already flocking.

He slid into his chair and the two Don Juans were disappointed, but moved on.

“Be here in a moment.”

“Good.” She held out the fob and pressed it.

There had been happy memories in Hal’s life. Birthday parties. The night he lost his virginity. Good times with friends. But none of them held a candle to that moment.

His asshole exploded with a wonderful buzzing sensation. It was like an orgasm without the juice.

He gripped the edges of the table and held on. His mouth gaped open. He closed his legs and scrunched, and his eyeballs rolled back.

It stopped.

He almost cried. He didn’t want that wonderful sensation to stop. He wanted it again. And again and again.

And now he believed that Tina really had left his father tied up with a vibrator up his butt.

“Holy fuck,” he whimpered, his muscles feeling like they couldn’t move.

“Nice, eh?”

He looked at her, and there was a glaze and a sparkle in her eyes. He had forgotten, they were hooked together, on the same wavelength, and she had just had her own jollies.

It was like fucking, but not being inside each other, if that made sense.

There drinks arrived.

“You okay, honey?” asked the hostess.”

“Uh, yeah,” mumbled Hal.

“You look a little…dazed. You sure you want these drinks?”

“Oh, yeah,” he nodded.

So the hostess left and he and Tina threw down their drinks.

This was actually Tina’s third, and Hal quickly realized a truth: this frail, slip of a big boobed woman could drink him under the table.

They chatted, raising their voices when the music became loud, lowering them and whispering in each others ears so they wouldn’t be heard.

And she said: “Your father is a horn dog. He loves it up the butt. He’s got an apartment where I take him and tie him to torture furniture, and then I torture him. Sexually, of course. He wears a chastity tube all the time. Won’t leave home without one. He prefers the ones with urethral tubes. He loves to play the beggar, groveling at my feet, and then I strap on a dildo and show him how the other side lives. But his biggest kink is…” She whispered Ray’s biggest kink in Hal’s ear, and Hal actually moved back and stared at her.

“No!”

“Yes. And he wants me to take you there, too.”

“Me? But I never…”

“But now you will. Come on, let’s dance. I need to sex you up a bit more. Especially if we’re going to go to your father’s secret place.”

They stepped out on the dance floor. It was a slow dance, and she moved into his arms, then, curiously, tightened her arms around him.

At first he was puzzled, then she pressed the fob.

He was glad she held him now, for he would have fallen down.

His legs turned to rubber as he experienced the sublime torment of penetration and vibration and sexual excitation.

She held him, and their fronts ground together.

She was right. He wanted relief, and he started grinding his hips into hers.

She laughed, and kept the vibrators going.

Slowly, he gained control of his body, except for the desire to press his sex into hers.

They danced, and worked their pelvis’s together.

On the crowded dance floor nobody noticed, and if they did, they didn’t care. It was that kind of place.

His mind entered a new place. A place where sex ruled and he was the only subject. A place where he was only aware of the sex in his arms, holding him, of the wonderful pain in his groin as his penis tried to stiffen, and the world became a hazy merry-go-round of sexual sensation.

And the night progressed.

They were quite drunk when they left Charley Coyote’s. Him more than her, because as he had observed, she could drink him under the table.

So she drove, and drove politely and avoided tickets, and pulled into a driveway in the hills.

It was dark, with lots of tall shrubs surrounding the house and lining the driveway.

“This is it, eh?”

“This is it,” she smiled and tugged on his hand. She was eager.

He could hardly walk. He had the vibrator up his rear, he was in chastity, and he was drunk.

She entered through a small door set right into the garage door. It was an older style house, not to good looking on the outside, and it wasn’t too good looking on the inside.

Tina led him up to the first floor, grabbed a bottle of bourbon and a bottle of Coke, and they returned to the garage.

In the back of the garage was a small door, and she went to it, got a key from a hook hidden behind a beam, and opened it.

The cement was old underfoot. The walls were cement with the lines from poor fitting planking when it was poured.

It was the size of the house, which made it about a thousand square feet.

And it was filled with sex toys, instruments, furniture.

There were machines with dildos on them, benches to be tied to, a wall board with plugs hanging from them.

There were chains and ball gags and whips.

There were Wartonberg wheels and milking machines for both cock and tit.

There was absolutely everything a sex fiend might desire.

This sure opened Hal’s insights into his father’s personality.

“I have to tell you, I was impressed when your father first brought me here. I’m somewhat of a nymphomaniac and I had thought I had seen it all. Then we came here and a whole new world opened up.

She turned to him. “Are you ready?”

He gulped. One more gulp on a night of gulps. “And this is my father’s latest kink.

“It is,” she led him across the room to the far corner. She flicked a switch and bright lights emanated from the corner. It was vanity table, with a big mirror surrounded by round, bright lights.

“Have a seat, and a drink.” She sucked a bit of Cock out of the Coke bottle, then sucked a bit of bourbon out of that bottle. She swished the mix around in her mouth and gulped.

“Fuck! that’s good!”

She handed him the bottle and he tried to duplicate her. He succeeded, be it in a sloppy way.

She laughed, and they sat, him on the chair and her on the table, and worked their way through half the bottle.

He had been drunk before, now he was really drunk.

She…not so much. A little glaze in the eyes, but it was all tempered by her eagerness.

And she went to work.

She stripped him down and used a razor on him. She scraped his hair off and left him baby bald. Especially in the genitals.

“There we go,” she giggled. “I love doing this.”

“Why?” he asked, as she began cleansing his face.

“Why do we do anything,” she shrugged. Then she paused, and gave a serious answer.

“Because it’s wrong, and wrong is so very, very exciting.”

Hal blinked. He had heard people condemn such things as what they were about to do, all the sexual practices that this house represented, but this was the first time he had ever seen a person cop to it.

It was curiously refreshing.

Hell, he didn’t know which way the wind blew, and he didn’t care to judge people, he just wanted fun, and if this was fun, so be it.

She put on his foundation and began working on the eyes.

“You realize, of course, that I’m going to have to fuck you in the end.”

“Is there some other place to fuck me?” he responded.

It took her a moment, then she giggled. “I get it. Very good.”

She put a light shadow on his lids, mascara and eyeliner, then she was ready for the lips.

“What am I going to wear?”

“A dress. Upstairs.”

He nodded.

“Don’t move.”

“All right. What about boobs?”

“We’ve got some fakes upstairs. They should fit you perfectly.”

“You’ve thought of everything.”

“Nope. Ray did.”

That was the moment that Hal got it. “You didn’t plan this, my father did.”

“Your father is a wise man. He’s also pretty good in the sack. Even when he can’t get it up he makes sure that he blows my mind right out of my skull.”

Hal didn’t say anything.

Tina put a wig on his head, fastened it with tape, and he was a woman. From the neck up.

Plump lips, scintillating eyes, long hair.

“Okay, beautiful, shall we go upstairs and outfit you?”

Hal stared at his face in the mirror. Oh, my God! He was a woman!

Almost.

They went upstairs and headed for a bedroom that was filled with dresses.

“What if I like this,” he suddenly blurted.

“What if you do?” she asked, amused.

“Do I get breast implants? Take hormones? What do I do?”

“Honey, you do whatever you want to do. Your father will support you in anything you do. You want boobs? He’ll get you the best money can buy.”

She chose a blue dress, somewhat similar to her red dress, but not so daring.

She helped him into a bra and panties. She filled the bra with two big falsies. His panties had no trouble keeping his trapped package from bulging.

Nylons. Garter. Earrings.

Piercing didn’t hurt too much, but he realized that his own hair would have been better. It was long, but not quite long enough. He would have to grow it.

Then the dress went over him, and he was ready.

Tina stood back and smiled. “Well, honey, I hate to say it, but you look better than your father. Much better. Isn’t young skin great?”

Hal looked at himself in a mirror hung on the back of a door.

He was thick for a woman, but not too thick. Still, “I think I need a corset.”

“Nah. We’ll put you on a diet.”

He turned to her. “Are you going to do this to me every night?”

“I don’t know. Maybe. Probably.”

She fluffed his hair gently and studied his make up.

Then she stood back and hit the fob.

She hadn’t turned the vibrator on since they were at Charley Coyote’s and the surprise hit Hal like the proverbial ton of bricks. He grabbed for the wall, missed, and actually fell on the bed.

Tina jumped on him, held him down, kissed him, and whispered, “It’s time, honey. It’s time for me to pop your cherry.”

She had told him it was going to happen, and he had known it was going to happen, and now it was happening.

She pulled his feet around and put them on the floor. She bent him over so his butt was up.

“Stay there. just like that.”

Tina ran back downstairs and into the dungeon. She came running back up and had a big strap on fastened around her hips.

Hal lay on the bed, bent over, thinking.

Scared.

Sure, he had had a vibrator in his butt all night, but…this was real sex. This was…and he blurted.

“Will this make me gay?”

“I don’t know. Probably not. After all, you still like women, don’t you?”

He nodded, his face in the pillow, his butt waiting to receive.

She touched his buns, rubbed them gently. She fondled his balls, hanging down so neatly. She took out his vibrator.

“Oh,” he said.

“Don’t worry. We’ll put it back in later.”

She began to ream him with two fingers, slipping lube onto his button, into his button.

He squirmed. It felt so unbelievably good. He had never felt anything so good. It wasn’t as violent and vicious as the vibrator, but it was flesh, and warm, and loving.

Then, everything moving much too fast for Hal, she was inside him.

Inside and filling him up.

Moving up and down and round and round.

She reached around and cupped his fake breasts, and it almost felt like he had real ones.

She whispered in his ear. “Try to cum, but don’t worry if you can’t. I’ll make sure you’re totally empty.”

“Why?” he asked, curious at her intent.

“Because I don’t want you leaking in that pretty dress when we go back out.”

“Oh.”

And he tried to have an orgasm, what they call a prostate orgasm, or anal orgasm, or sissygasm.

He wasn’t able to, but, as she had said, it was okay. When she was done breaking him in she did drain him.

“How’d it go?” asked Ray at breakfast the next morning.

Hal groaned and held his head. “Tina knows how to party.”

“That she does. And now you know why I have you as my stand in.”

“I won’t be able to keep up with her.”

“Do your best. You can sleep all day if you need to. But she told me that she had a great time, and that she wants to go back to Charley Coyote’s tonight.

“Oh.” Hal held his head again.

Tina came down at that moment, and she looked fresh and rested and as beautiful as ever.

“Hello, honey,” she kissed the top of Ray’s head. Then, to Hal: “Hi, sport. Are you still alive?”

Hal just groaned.

Tina chuckled and made him a Bloody Mary. “Hair of the dog, little boy. It’s good for what ails you.”

The Bloody Mary worked, and soon Hal lost most of his headache and was able to speak coherently. Even make sentences that made sense.

He turned to his father. “Dad?”

“Yes?”

“You’ve got something up your sleeve. What is it.”

Ray smiled. “My sleeve? Hunh! Nothing but my arm, as far as I know.”

Yet there was a look on his face.

He definitely had an ulterior motive, but he wasn’t about to reveal it.

Hal shook his head and dug into a big breakfast burrito that Tina had made.

And looked at the bourbon and Coke she had placed before him with a baleful expression.


Epilogue

Ray lasted six months before the cancer got him.

After two months Hal had finally tumbled to his father’s condition, and now he knew what the plan had been. His understanding was reinforced when the attorney handling his father’s estate handed him a letter from his father.

Dear Son, thank you for enriching my life. I honestly can’t imagine it without you.

You once asked me if I had a secret plan.

Yup.

I spent a lifetime denying myself. Denying my desires. Denying who I was.

Then I met Tina. She opened me up.

That was my plan. To have her open you up, to let you experience life in its fullest.

To do the things I wished I had done, but had not. At least, not until it was awfully late in the day.

I have, as you no doubt know, provided for you. And I have provided for Tina. She has stated a desire to stay with you. To have you take my place, as it were.

You certainly have my blessings. Both of you.

And perhaps, if you are good boy, she will let you have the key to your tube.

And perhaps not.

Love

Ray

END
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Part One

She was always uptight in May.

Jack noticed put the pieces together on the third year of their marriage.

Jane would start the month out cheerful enough, but as each day passed she would ratchet it up by a degree.

Or three degrees a day, because by the end of May, after 30 days, she would be irritable, snappy, not want to make love illogical, irrational, and…it was like she took a bitch pill on day 1 and it took 30 days for the full effect to be felt.

90% crazy. Shrieking at the slightest offense, imagined offense, and ready to rip his face off.

This year he was determined that it would not go like that.

On day one he explained it all to her, what he had observed, and how he wanted to fix this thing before she went crazy.

“Look, honey, I don’t know what it is, but you tend to go a little crazy. It’s like a 30 day period and you just get worse and worse and—“

“Shut the fuck up!” she screamed.

He blinked. She had never spoken to him that way before.

Then she was crying, saying she was sorry, saying he was right, but there was nothing she could do about it.

“Do about what?” he asked.

“About whatever it is that makes me cranky.”

“But what is it? Is it the meeting with your old college roomies? You seem fine after that.”

“No! No!” But it was obvious that Jack had hit a nerve.

The next day, the 2nd, she was fine. Even loving.

But the third day she started to snap again.

“Honey! You’re doing it again! You’re getting irritable.”

“Just let me go through it, Jack.”

“Not if I can help you. Now tell me what’s going on.”

She was marginally better on the fourth day, and the fifth, then the sixth day came and she was totally bonkers.

She burned the eggs and the bacon. She backed the car into the back wall of the garage. She stood on the patio for a half hour and mumbled like a crazy lady. She was even pulling out her hair, and her appearance was sliding.

Jane was a beautiful woman, always took care of herself. She combed her long, blonde hair and styled it. She wore immaculate make up. But now she was looking sallow, even old, and there were pinch lines on her face.

She was a nervous wreck.

Jack had finally had enough. He made a pitcher of bourbon and Coke, poured half a damn bottle of bourbon and half a bottle of Coke into a pitcher filled with ice, and dragged her out to the patio.

“Sit down,” he commanded.

She had bitten her nails to the quick. Her hair was straggly. Her eyes darted here and there.

But she sat.

Really, she was too distracted to do anything else.

Jack sat opposite her and poured her a drink, and made her drink it.

She got a little more crazier in her talk, but the alcohol seemed to take some of the violence out of her. She didn’t snap at him, just drank and mumbled.

By the third drink she was sullen.

By the fourth drink she began to cry.

And on the fourth drink she talked.

TEN YEARS PREVIOUSLY…

“Hey, girlfriend, you ready for the party tonight?”

“I guess,” answered Jane, looking at her friend.

Molly was the best looking brunette on campus. Long, dark hair, blue eyes that pierced the soul. A body that made every man on campus bone up.

They were in their dorm room and Molly pulled Jane down to the bed and they sat on the edge and faced each other.

“What’s the deal, girl?”

“Nothing. I’m just nervous. Do you think they’re going to accept me?”

“Word has it they’re going to. Why do you doubt?”

“I’ve just never had a lot of confidence.”

“Well, let me tell you, you should have lots of confidence.”

Jane just sat and twined her hands like she was washing them.

“But there is one thing that will totally convince everybody that you are the one for Tri Pi.

Tri Pi, or Pi Pi Pi was the sorority house Jane was trying to be accepted by.

“What’s that?”

“Do something wild. Let them know you’re the right one for this place.”

“Like what.”

Molly pursed her lips, then got up and closed the door to their room. She sat down again and took Jane’s hands and held them.

“Listen, sweetheart, there is one thing that will work. I’ve been here three years, and I‘ve seen it work every year, and for a lot of different girls.”

“What?” Jane focused on her friend. If there as something she could do…

“Well, I don’t know if you’ve noticed, but a lot of the girls here break down into one of three groups. One third are Lesbian, one third are bi, and the last third is regular, old boring heterosexual. That means that the bis and the Lesbians outnumber the good, old girls, and if you were to somehow convince them that you were one of them…that should do it.”

“But, Molly!” Jane protested. “I’m not Lesbian or bi!”

“You don’t have to be. All you have to do is convince them that you are.”

“But how do I do that?”

Molly lowered her voice, as if there was somebody in the room listening to her. “Just get friendly with the ones that count. Give them a kiss. Do things with them. Believe me, you’ll have all the votes you need in no time at all.”

Now Jane really bit her lip.

“I don’t know if I can do that,” she whispered.

“Why not?”

“Because…because I’m not attracted to girls. I like boys. Kissing a girl, or doing something with one…that…it sort of…”

Molly leaned forward and kissed Jane. Right on the mouth.

Jane jerked back and touched her lips.

“Did that hurt?”

“Nu…no.”

Jane was gulping, feeling her lips, and her mind was shocked.

“See, it’s easy. You don’t have to love anybody, you don’t have to fall in love, all you have to do is have fun. It’s easy. Try it.”

Jane stared, and her thoughts were wild. Could she? Dare she?

Molly leaned forward, twined a finger gently in Jane’s golden hair. She tugged gently, closed her eyes and puckered up.

Jane could hardly breath. Her heart was pounding, making a big thudding sound in her ample chest.

“Come on, honey. It’s just a body. It’s just lips. You’ve kissed people before. What’s the difference between me and a guy?”

“But…”

“Just pretend they’re your favorite boyfriend’s lips.

More tugging of the hair, and slowly Jane leaned in. Time seemed to slow down and everything in the world became crystal clear, sharp and focused.

Jane stared at Molly’s lips, coming closer, so red. So plump. So…wet looking.

She felt a desire whelming in her chest, but she was scared.

But Molly kept tugging, and then, like the Titanic brushing against an iceberg, their lips touched.

Just a split second, then Jane moved back. “Oh, no,” she whimpered.

Molly smiled. “That wasn’t so bad, was it?”

“No,” but Jane looked down at the floor. She felt a deep mortification within herself. What had she done?

“Then let me try it with you. “Close your eyes. Just close and wait, and I’ll touch my lips to yours.

In spite of herself, all her misgivings, Jane closed her eyes. She even pursed her lips.

Molly leaned forward.

Jane could feel her body getting closer. She gave a shiver. Fear? Or anticipation?

Then Molly’s lips landed on hers.

The first time she had only felt a touch. It had ben electric, but there had been no real perception of the deed.

Now she felt the softness of Molly’s lips. She felt the way her girlfriend’s lips pressed on hers, the taste of Molly’s lipstick. And Molly’s hand accidentally brushed her breast.

She thought it was accidental.

She tried to convince herself it was accidental.

The kiss lasted for about four seconds. Four seconds that was a lifetime, and yet, when Molly’s lips moved back Jane felt like it had been too short for her to really understand what had happened.

“Open your eyes.”

Jane did, and Molly smiled at her. “Was that bad?”

Jane shook her head. She was trembling and she didn’t trust her voice to speak.

“Now you kiss me.”

Back and forth they went. Each kiss a little longer, a little harder, and passion began to build.

Then Molly touched Jane’s breasts, and it definitely wasn’t an accident.

Jane drew in her breath.

Then Molly was hugging her. “It’s okay. It’s natural. Just relax.”

Molly drew back. “Do you think you can do it with Shirley? Or Brenda?”

“I don’t…I don’t…”

“Then we just need to practice a little more. Let’s do it again, and this time I’ll be a little more forward. I’ll touch your boobs, and all you have to do is feel good. Can you do that? Can you just feel good?”

Jane nodded.

“Excellent. Here we go.”

Molly kissed her, deeply kissed her, and one hand came up and cupped Jane’s breast. Cupped it, and a thumb rubbed at her nipple.

Jane’s nipples were rock hard, and she felt a shock travel from her breasts to her pussy. She gasped.

Then Molly gently pushed her back on the bed. She crouched over her and kept kissing her and kissing her. Her hands roamed freely, and she started to unbutton Jane’s dress.

Jane had thoughts that she should stop this. That it wasn’t worth it to turn into…into a Lesbian! just to join a sorority.

But she didn’t act on the thoughts.

What she did was feel Molly’s lips, and her own hand came up timidly and touched Molly.

Then Molly’s hand was softly stroking her mons. Touching her between her legs, rubbing her button through her panties.

“That’s it, girlfriend. Just pretend I’m your lover.”

They lay, twined, making out, and Jane’s resistance dwindled down to nothing.

Molly pulled her panties down and touched her there. She undid her bra and sucked on her nipples.

“Just as if I was a man,” Molly breathed into her ear. “You can touch me, too.”

Jane found herself exploring Molly’s body. She had never done that with a girl. Had barely done it with boys, and…it was wonderful.

The soft flesh, the gentle lips, the turgid nipples. It was a world that resembled her own world.

So she felt, so she gave.

And somewhere in there…there was a massive explosion that took her breath away, made her arch her back and rob her of breath and…and it was truly glorious.

TEN YEARS LATER…

“And that’s how it started. I had affairs with half the women in the sorority. More than half, because I was voted in without any problem.”

Jack sat next to her and held her hands and listened. “So why are you so uptight when May comes around?”

“Don’t you understand, Jack?” she wailed. “I’m a lesbian!”

Jack blinked, and was frozen for a minute, then he started chuckling.

Jane stared at him and didn’t know what to think. Why was her husband laughing at her?

“Honey, just because you made love to women doesn’t make you a lesbian.”

“What? Of course it does!”

“What am I?”

“What do you mean?”

“What am I? What sex am I?”

“You’re a man,” she blurted, staring at him with wide, frightened eyes.

“Correct. If you were a lesbian wouldn’t I be a woman?”

“Well, yeah, but—“

“Furthermore, I understand that you made love to women in the past, but do you now?”

She said nothing.

Suddenly Jack was confused. Why wasn’t she answering him. “Jane?”

“That’s just it,” she sobbed. “I have.”

“You…you have? You do now?”

She nodded, unable to see for the tears flooding from her eyes.

“I don’t…what do you mean?”

“In May…May 30th…Molly and the others come to town.  And then…then…”

“Are you telling me that when you go to your class reunions on the 30th of May…that you…”

“Oh, Jack!” She fell into his arms and sobbed uncontrollably.

Jack held her, and his mind was truly messed. But his heart belonged to Jane.

He whispered, “It’s okay. I love you. I still love you, and I’ll always love you.”

It took a while for Jane to calm down, but Jack simply held on and reassured her of his love, and slowly she stopped crying.

Then she said, “But that’s not all…”

SEVEN YEARS PREVIOUSLY…

Graduation was held early that year. It was held on May 30th.

Two weeks previous had been finals week. Then there was a week of do nothing but prepare for graduation.

Girls ordered their gowns. Bought dresses for the parties afterwards, and drank a lot.

Jane had finished with honors, and she had become one of the most popular girls in Tri Pi history.

She helped the other girls with their problems. She smoothed out boyfriends and tutored and…made love.

Some of the girls wondered how she did it: got straight As while tutoring and then sleeping with a different girl every night.

But the answer was simple. One, Jane was smart. Two, tutoring helped cement her own knowledge, it was better than grinding away at the study wheel.

Thus, graduation was held at two in the afternoon. Hundreds of girls marched up to the stage and accepted their diplomas. Then hundreds of girls through their caps into the air and screamed and high fived and even kissed each other.

And the parties started.

Tri Pi was ground zero for partying. They had the raunchiest girls on the campus. They were all sex starved sluts, and they were ready, after a year of grinding the books, to let loose.

And Jane was the raunchiest of them all.

“I’m going to miss you, girlfriend,” Molly brushed her hair and checked her make up for the umpteenth time. They could already hear the guests—mostly well hung boys—arriving downstairs.

“And I’m going to miss you more,” smiled Jane. “You’ve taught me a lot.”

“Yeah, well the student has surpassed the teacher in your case.”

Ready, looking beautiful, they gripped hands and walked down the stairs.

Dozens of girls were sitting, dancing, drinking, chatting up the boys. There were a dozen kegs ready to be tapped in the kitchen, and a couple of cases of hard stuff.

The girls raised a cheer at the sight of Jane and Molly, and Jane smiled.

Molly’s eyes tightened a little. She was listening to her friend’s name being tossed up at them more than her own. And Molly was…envious.

She had been envious a couple of years previous when Jane started to outshine her. Jane’s popularity…her cheerfulness and the way she helped everybody…that was beyond Molly.

And she didn’t like it.

Drinks were thrust into hands, Jane and Molly entered into the festivities, and the night began to swell with revelry.

Jane, popular and happy, drank a lot. She grew more and more tipsy. She wandered through the party, kissing men and women with abandon. This was her last night at college!

Molly followed along, her heart burning at being outshone, and she fed Jane drinks, while relatively abstaining herself.

Finally, the party at a peak, Molly led Jane downstairs to the basement.

The basement was crowded with stuff. Bing signs, scenery and costumes from plays, all manner of things.

There were also three rooms, which rooms were often used for assignations.

“Where are we going?” Jane asked, giggling.

“Jane, honey, we need to have one last night before we leave this place.”

“Yeah! One more night! Whoopee!”

Molly led her into one of the three rooms. She didn’t turn on the lights, just started undressing Jane.

Jane was too drunk to undress Molly. She lay on a bed and the room spun about her and she laughed and enjoyed here drunkenness.

Then Molly mounted her. Except that Jane had a penis.

Well, that was okay, in Jane’s drunken mind. Molly did have a strap on, and…funny, it didn’t feel like a strap on. It felt hot, like flesh, and the way it slithered in her hole…God, it felt good.”

“Oh, Molly,” she moaned.

Male laughter. “She thinks I’m a girl!”

That was when Jane realized that things were not what they seemed , and that she was too drunk.

SEVEN YEARS LATER…

“I spent the night on my back. Molly arranged it all. She kept the boys, and the girls, coming down. All night long. I pulled that train, and…I don’t know how many there were, but…”

“Jane, it’s okay,” Jack kept his arms around her. Her story had been surreal, but it was as if it had happened to someone else, not the beautiful woman he had married.

“No! you don’t understand…”

“I do. You were forced to do what you did, and—“

“I wasn’t forced! I could have got upset! I could have pushed and fought and even left. There were enough girls there they would have helped me, but I didn’t object. I didn’t protest. I…I enjoyed it!”

Now Jack was speechless. It had gone from a story of abuse to a story of lust.

For a while Jane just sobbed and sniffed and held on.

Jack held on, too. And he thought.

He thought about how people all do crazy things when they’re young. He thought about how people judge each other, and how much misery that caused.

Most of all, he thought about how much he loved Jane.

Did the fact that she had had a hundred lovers a lifetime ago really matter?

And, in the end, through a little cogitation, he knew that it didn’t.

He loved Jane. He wanted to live his life with her.

No matter how bad her story was, nothing could change that.

“Jane,” he spoke softly to her, his mouth near her ear. “It’s all over now. You’re safe, and it won’t happen again. I’m here for you.”

“Damn it, Jack! Don’t you understand?”

“What?” Once again confusion assailed him.

“On April 30th is the reunion, and it hasn’t stopped. Once a year, on April 30th my sorority sisters show up. They bring their boyfriends and their husbands, and even casual acquaintances, and they…they…do it all again!”

“But…just don’t go!”

“I can’t! I have to go! Molly…Molly took a video of that night! She shows it every year to the people, and she says that if I don’t show up she’ll release it! Jack! She’ll show it to my parents, my friends! It’ll end up on Youtube!

And this time the tears seemed as if they would never stop.

Jane cried herself into exhaustion and finally passed out.

Jack picked her up and carried her to bed, and he thought about all that she had told him.

He understood how she was conflicted, and it all seemed to be based around this girl, Molly.

It was Molly who had seduced her. Molly who had taken her down to the basement. And Jane had explained that it was Molly who kept the yearly get togethers going.

And if he could loosen Molly’s hold on his wife…that would probably end everything.

The yearly get togethers would stop, and Jane would at last be free from the evil influence of the woman.

The question was…how was he going to accomplish that?

The month passed slowly.

The 10th day came and Jane had nightmares.

The 11th and 12th were mild, with only one outburst when they were at lunch.

Jack had taken her home quickly and watched over her.

Now that he understood the source of her concern he was better able to handle it.

She had two bad days leading up to the 20th, and Jack handled them, but the bad news was that he hadn’t come up with a plan yet.

The 22nd and 23rd passed, and now Jane was truly at her wit’s end. She spent the days deeply depressed, and ending them sobbing uncontrollably.

She might say she liked the yearly get togethers, but it was obvious they were the source of great trauma.

Then the 25th arrived, and Jack finally came up with a plan.

In ways, it was a dumb plan, and it depending on certain factors.

But if it worked…Molly’s influence would be destroyed.

He hoped.

He explained the plan to Jane, who was dead set against it, and for a variety of good reasons.

“What if you get caught before you can…you know?”

“Then I’ll get caught. But if you do your job, then I should be able to do my job.”

“There are going to be men there, and they might not like it!”

“They can cry me a river!”

“Jack! They might hurt you!”

“And I might hurt them! Listen. I’ll set everything up. And when it’s all done her hold over you will be broken. Isn’t that worth a try?”

“But what if the video gets out?”

Jack took her hands and smiled into her frightened eyes.

“Honey, I don’t care. You might lose some friends, but if you do, they weren’t your friends to begin with. Real friends will stand by you.”

“But…but…but…”

But Jack handled each objection with a quiet confidence that finally began to calm his wife down.

The 29th arrived, and Jane was a mix of nerves and a strange kind of energy.

Could Jack do it? Could he rescue her from the video and Molly? He thought so. And Jane prayed so.

Molly called Jane and Jack listened in on the extension.

“Hey, girlfriend, are you ready for another party?” Her voice was low and sultry and even sexy, but it was also arrogant.

Jack knew, from listening to Molly, that she was a bully.

“I’m…I’m ready.”

Jack heard the loss of confidence in his wife’s voice. Damn! She was going to need confidence if they were going to pull this off!

“Excellent. I’ve got a lot of people who want to see you do your thing.”

“Molly…Molly…”

“Yeah?”

“Could I have…that video? Could you give it to me this time?”

“Are you kidding? Girlfriend! That is worth gold to me.”

“But I don’t want to do this anymore!”

“Too bad, so sad,” Molly laughed. “Be at the Sheraton tomorrow at seven. Everybody will arrive at nine, and we’ll party till dawn, girlfriend, and you’ll have a grand, old time.”

Click.

Jack took the phone from his wife’s hand and hung it up.

Jane bent her head and fell against him. “I can’t do this!” she cried. “I can’t!”

“It’s okay, honey. Quiet now. I’ll take care of everything.”

It took a long time for Jane to get to sleep that night, but she did. As she slept fitfully Jack went over his plans. His eyes had a determined look, and it took him a while to get to sleep, too.

The 30th of May. A beautiful, glorious, wonderful day, which contained dire trauma for Jane.

Jack woke up early. He hadn’t had much sleep, but he wasn’t sleepy.

He headed over for the Sheraton and had breakfast, and scoped the place out.

Like most hotels it had security, but at this early in the morning it was one chubby guy who yawned a lot, and who was more interested in talking to the girls at the front desk than making rounds.

He made a simple call to check on which room he would be in. He gave his name as ‘Mr. Molly Walden.’

“Room 432, sir.”

“And it will be ready when?”

“Three o’clock.”

“Any chance of checking in early?”

“Sorry, sir, but we need the 12 to 3 slot for our maids to prepare the room.”

“Okay, no prob. I’ll take in a movie.”

And that was it.

He went out to his van and put his tools in a carry on bag, then entered the hotel. He was dressed casual, but he looked like a person heading up to his room.

He walked right past security, smiled at the girl at the front desk, and stepped onto the elevator.

He walked down the hallway and was going to knock on the door to 432, but he didn’t have to. As he approached a family of five herded into the hallway. The father and mother were busy with the children, and Jack graciously held the door open for them. And managed to crumple up a business card and stuff it into the bolt hole.

The family smiled and left to check out, and Jack had complete access to the room.

It was a big room, and had a dining area, a living area, and two bedrooms. One of the bedrooms was very large.

Jack opened up his carry on bag and took out his tools.

First, he set up microphones in the overhead lights. Though the apartment was big, he managed to set up six mikes which would pick up sound everywhere.

Every apartment has pictures. These are usually screwed to the walls so people wouldn’t walk off with them. He quickly unscrewed four pictures in the rooms and installed cameras.

Then he overturned a couch and put a holder for a computer on the bottom. He righted the couch, checked that the computer would slide in easily, latched it so it wouldn't accidentally fall out, then brought it out and checked all his connections.

He had four pictures and complete sound.

He smiled.

He set the computer to start recording at seven o’clock, cleaned up evidence of his visit, and left.

Downstairs in his van he checked that the computer upstairs was linked to another computer, and he was in business.

Interestingly enough, this was the easy part of the set up. He was a guy, he understood computers, and he was handy with tools, and the materials he had used he either had, or they were available from his local Best Buy.

The hard part was what he was going to do that afternoon. A frown on his face, but determined to get his wife out from under the thumb of Molly, he headed for home.

“Okay, honey. Make me a woman.”

Jane stared at him. “What?”

“I’m going to need to get into that apartment. From what you’ve told me it’s going to be mostly women. Women with dildos, and a handful of men. The men will be known factors. A few horny hubbies, and that’s about it. So to get in I’m going to have to go as a woman.”

“But…I can’t make you into a woman?”

“Why not? You understand make up, and clothes, and you can give me some pointers on how to walk and talk and sit and all that. Besides, you said she keeps the place dimly lit, provides the ambience, or atmosphere, or whatever. So I don’t have to be perfect, and I’m slender, and we’ve got those fake boobs your Aunt had before she passed…why not?”

“Well, uh, I never thought of you as…as girly!”

“First time for everything. It’s one o’clock right now, so that gives us an afternoon to make me into a dish. Chop chop. Let’s get started.”

Jane got started.

“First, you’re going to have to wash all that hair off.”

“Wash? Don’t you mean shave?”

“No. You can just use some Nair. Fifteen minutes, and it’ll get all the hard to reach places.”

Sure enough, fifteen minutes later Jack was baby butt bald. Not a hair on his body, except for his head.

“Are you sure about this?” asked Jane, sitting him down at her vanity table.”

“You betchum.”

Jane’s hands were shaking a little when she started, but she was familiar with applying make up, and that settled her down. Soon she had him cleansed and primed and she was applying foundation.

“This is sort of fun,” she murmured, taking a moment to pluck his eyebrows.

“Well, uh…”

She giggled. “Mr. Happy thinks it’s fun, too.” She pointed at his lap where his dingus was boned up and vibrating.

Jack grinned and blushed. “Okay. It is sort of fun. I get to feel your hands all over me, it’s intimate…now I know why women like to put on make up.”

That little exchange really broke the ice, and Jane started pulling out the stops. She gave him fine arches over his eyes, false eyelashes, plumped his lips up and painted them.

And she stopped every once in a while and just touched her lips to his.

“God, you are so delicious,” muttered Jane. “I’d love to take you to bed and just ravage you.”

“Later, baby,” said Jack, pushing his boner down.

She pierced his ears and hung dangling strands from his lobes.

She put a wig on him. “Honey, if your hair was a little longer we could just give you a trim and style you.”

“Some other time,” he said.

Watching himself in the mirror his heart was pounding. Truth was…he was really turned on. Really turned on.

He hadn’t been this horny…ever!

And if he was horny it was worse for Jane.

“Oh, Lord,” she whispered. “Can’t we just forget about tonight and just fuck?”

“If only,” he sighed.

But they had to do this.

She put glue on his chest and on the back of her aunt’s falsies, then pressed them to his chest. Ten minutes later he was wearing a bra, and he needed to. He had big, old knockers that, truth, turned him on.

And turned her on.

She felt the pull, and wanted to bury her head in his cleavage and…she helped him into his lingerie.

He wore a corset, very tight, and nylons.

He wiggled into a dark blue dress. Dark. He didn't want to stand out, he wanted to blend in. He didn’t want people inspecting him minutely.

And, finally, he was ready.

He had an hourglass body, his face was totally feminine, and…he looked like a woman.

“Honey, you are perfect.”

“I really look like a woman?”

She drew him into the foyer and they stood in front of the wall mirror.

They weren’t a man and his wife, a man a woman…they were two women.

Sexy, beautiful, and ready for action!

Jane then said the most interesting thing: “Honey. I like you like this. For the first time in a long time…I don’t feel nervous. At all.”

Jack stared at her in the mirror, and he started to wonder.


Part Two

Jack spent that afternoon listening to his wife, and copying her, and trying to move like a woman.

There was a lot to learn.

There were simple things, like walking in heels, which about broke his ankles, but which he got pretty good at in the short time he had.

There was sitting with the knees cross and not the ankles.

There was how you move the hands and arms, how to carry a purse, dozens of little things.

The fine print in how to be a woman.

Then there were the difficult things, how to make his voice sound higher than it was, keeping his chin low to help conceal his Adam’s apple.

There was nothing he could do about the length of his fingers.

But, by seven o’clock he was as ready as he would ever be.

“Okay, honey, drive me over to the hotel.”

She did, and he got out of the van and turned to her. “You don’t have to touch anything, just watch.”

“But what if something does go wrong?”

He grinned, his teeth white behind his red lips. “Then I’m a gone gosling.”

She worried, and it showed.

“Look, honey, there’s not much that could happen. What’s she going to do? Call security? Admit to blackmailing you and holding an orgy?”

“Well, yeah, but…” she nibbled on her lip and wrung her hands.

But Jack had to go. He sashayed across the patio like entrance to the hotel and entered. And thought: Abandon all hope, ye who enter here.

But he was pretty sure Dante had never dressed up as a woman.

Past a couple of security guards who glanced at him—he was good looking, but didn’t look like a whore—and onto the elevator.

Upsy dupsy, and his stomach was in knots. He had reassured Jane, but that didn’t reassure him.

He really had no clue how this was going to go. Things looked good on paper, but as Mike Tyson had pointed out, a plan works fine until you get hit in the face.

He stepped off the elevator and walked down the hall and knocked on the door to room 432.

A moment, and the door opened.

Molly. She was good looking. Better looking than Jane had said, but then Jane didn’t like her too much.

“Yes?”

Jack cleared his throat and said in a higher tone, in a whispery, sultry manner, “I’m here for Jane.”

Molly cocked her head, and frowned, and for a moment Jack thought it wasn’t going to work. She was going to give him the heave ho before he even made it in.

And he didn’t have a plan B.

“What do you mean?”

“Jane couldn’t make it. I’m here to take her place.

Slowly, suspicion was replaced by contemplation.

Jack kept his head lowered and endured Molly’s assessment.

Suddenly Molly opened the door and stood back.

Jack walked into the lion’s den. He looked around as he entered the room he had already been in. “Nice,” he whispered.

Molly spun him around and kissed him.

He didn’t expect that, but maybe he should have. Molly wanted to sample the goods.

She felt his tits, and he moaned as if he really felt them.

She reached down and grabbed his mons.

This was the tricky part. He had tied his cock back. A simple loop that would come loose with a pull, and his cock would spring up. But right now it was pulled tight and all she felt was a mushy mons, no dick. And there was too much dress and panty and corset in the way for here to feel that there was no slit.

Jack enjoyed the kiss for a while. Molly might have the morals of a mid east dictator, but she knew how to liplock a…woman.

He had to be careful. He tried not to kiss like a man, but to be softer, more yielding. To give way,

Then he suddenly pushed her away.

“What?” asked Molly. She was flushed. Turned on.

Jack maneuvered until he knew the cameras were covering them both. He was right under a light fixture and the sound would be clear.

He had thought a lot about what he should say. He couldn’t just come out and accuse Molly, he had to play this sneaky.

“I want to know how much I’m going to be paid.”

Molly blinked. “You don’t get paid!”

“You’re saying you don’t pay Jane?”

“Of course not!”

“Then how do you get her to put on an orgy?”

Molly smiled. “Want a drink?”

She was moving, and Jack tried to figure out the footwork so he could get her in front of another camera.

“Sure.”

Molly mixed a couple of bourbon and Cokes and brought them to him.

She was careful, but not that careful. Jack saw her hand move, and when she handed him his drink he could see the sprinkle of white flecks on the surface of the drink.

Roofie. Rohypnol. Molly was a cagey one.

Molly led him to the couch, holding her drink, not sipping.

He didn’t sip, either, and he was waiting his chance.

They sat, and she put her drink on the coffee table.

So did he.

She frowned.

He kissed her again. It was the only thing he could think of. And while his lips were locked to hers he simply moved the glasses around.

And, God of Gods…she didn’t feel his shoulder moving, his hand moving, or tumble to the fact that their glasses were switched.

Jack prayed to the Gods, because what he had just tried only worked in the movies.

She pushed him away. Business before pleasure now.

He picked up his glass and made a show of taking a big glug.

“Damn!” he whispered. “You are hot.”

“So are you. What’s your name.”

Name! Fuck! He hadn’t picked out a name! “Shirley,” he said, and where he got that name from he would never know. It just popped into his mind, then his mouth, and he was Shirley forever more.

“Now what do you mean Jane doesn’t get paid? Why not?”

Molly might be a dirty slime, but she was arrogant. She smirked. “I’ve got something on her.”

Jack expected Molly to be less forthcoming, but she was like a criminal that has gotten away with something for so long she felt the need to brag.

“I’ve got a video from college. I tricked her, got her drunk, and she made love to all the girls, and even their boyfriends. Now I just threaten to show the video, and she buckles.”

Jack snickered, “What a sap,” and wanted to choke the life out of Molly.

He kept his face pleasant, however, and said, “So what are you going to do? Are you going to show the world her video? Now that I showed up instead of her?”

“Probably not. Oh, I would, but I can use it next year.”

“Which brings us back to this year. I thought I was going to get paid for this gig.”

“Sure, I can pay you. What’s your pussy worth for a night?” She was lying through her teeth, waiting for the roofie to take hold.

“How many people did you have lined up to fuck Jane?”

“A couple of hundred. There’s the girls from the sorority, and their friends, and then there’s husbands and boyfriends.”

“I want a couple of thousand if I’m going to screw that many people.”

Molly blinked, and her eyes seemed a little hazy.

“It’s hot in here.”

“I’ll turn down the AC in a moment. Is a couple of thousand all right?”

“Sure.” But she wasn’t sure. She was a little dizzy.

Jack kept her talking, explaining about the blackmail, talking about how she lined people up and got them to pay good money for a fuck with Jane.

“She’s a sexy bitch,” Molly admitted. “I love screwing her myself. But then I’m a lesbian.”

“You are, eh? Do you have many schemes like this?”

Molly wiped her forehead, which was beading up with perspiration.

“Oh, yeah. I don’t know why I’m telling you this…” she looked confused.

“But you are. So tell me about these other schemes.”

“I have a dozen women that I have compromised, some of them very important women. I’ve got a mayor, the wives of corporate bosses, I’ve even got a pro golfer. I seduce them, as a woman, then I feed them roofies and get a bunch of men to screw them. I’ve got it all on video, and I blackmail the women. Believe me, these women will do anything to avoid being discovered.” Molly laughed loudly. Then frowned. “Why am I telling…”

“So how much money have you collected from these women?”

“Oh, over the years, millions. I blackmail them, and I charge the people who want to screw them, and…” Molly went on and on.

Jack asked her for details, and got the bonus.

“Oh, it’s all here, on my computer.”

“Everything? The videos and the lists of people and how much they paid?”

“Oh, yes. I keep it with me all the time. No way I’m going to let my livelihood out of my sight.”

“It’s on the computer over there? the computer on the kitchen table.”

“”Yep,” she chortled.

“And there’s no other copy?”

“Nope!”

Jack smiled and looked at the camera, winked, then turned back to Molly. “Jane’s going to come up here and you’re going to give her the computer. Then you’re going to forget about it. Forget about me being here. Forget about Jane getting the computer.”

“Oh,” her brow furrowed.

“And you’re going to be happy about it.”

“Oh,” and she smiled.

A few minutes later Jane showed up. Molly handed her the computer and grinned and closed the door. She came back to the couch and sat down.

Jack continued grilling Jane for another hour. He got everything, including her family history, the fact that she liked chocolates, and that she hated people, especially men.

She hated them so much that she wouldnt’ screw them. That was why she liked women only, so she could put on her big dildo and screw them.

She wasn’t making love for love’s sake; she had a soul worse than a Grinch’s.

Jack decided to handle that.

It was almost nine o’clock, people were due to arrive at any second, and Jack held her hands and smiled into her face and gave his best, and most loving command.

“Tonight is different, Molly. Tonight you love everybody. All your bad memories are gone, and they are replaced by the good memories. They are replaced by the people who show up here and who will love you.”

She didn’t even frown now. She was totally under the Rohypnol.

“You’re going to fuck everybody, men and women alike, and each one is going to be better than the last. You will have a night filled with orgasms. And you’re going to want to do this every month on the 30th. The 28th in February.”

“I’m going to screw men?” Slight frown.

“It’s different now, Molly. Men love you, and you love them. This is the night of your life. This is the night you realize the truth of yourself. This is the night you love everybody.”

He kept talking and talking, reinforcing his commands, until he heard a tap on the door.

“Answer the door, take them into the bedroom, fuck them.”

Jack stepped into the second bedroom, out of the light, and watched.

Molly went to the door, hugged and kissed a couple, then led them directly into the bedroom. All the while her eyes glowed with a fever, a lust, and a desire.

Jack heard the sounds of clothes being removed, the sounds of bed springs, the sounds of people making mad, sloppy love.

He smiled.

Tap, tap.

Jack kept his face down and he answered the door for a half hour.

Dozens of people, scores of people, entered, and were directed back tot he bedroom.

When he wasn’t answering the door he was pouring drinks, making sure everybody was getting blotto.

And he kept his head down the whole while, even borrowing a hat, a cowboy hat of all things, from one of the visitors, and trying to keep his face out of the view of the cameras.

Not that he couldn’t erase himself later, he just wanted to make things easy.

Then, after an hour, he unclipped the computer under the couch and simply walked out. He left the door ajar, packing a piece of paper into the bolt hole so it wouldn't lock.

Passersby could see, if they bent their head slightly and peeked through the crack, over fifty people, many of them in stages of undress, flashing boobs, sucking cock, and having a great time.

He walked down the hall, not bothering to shut the computer off. He left it running, and it recorded everything all the way down to the ground floor.

He had intended on making a complaint about the noise in room 432, but he didn’t have to. A half a dozen cops burst through the front door and rushed through the lobby and onto the elevator.

Security personnel were rushing up stairs.

The whole darned city was going to be in on this bust.

Jack hesitated for a moment, then shrugged. The computer was still recording, so he stepped behind a pillar, out of sight of any security or the girls at the front desk.

He watched on the computer as the cops burst into the room.

People screaming, trying to get dressed.

Small fights which were quickly ended with a billy club.

And Molly in the bedroom. Oh, that was the sweetest.

She was taking a cock in her pussy and a cock in her back hole. A woman was having her suck on her strap on. Two women were perched on her hands and she was fingering them off.

A crowd of naked people stood around the bed, stroking themselves,  fingering themselves, making out, and waiting for their turn.

Jack watched as the dazed Molly tried to entice the cops to screw her, then smiled and closed the computer.

He walked out of the Sheraton, got into the van, and Jane drove him home.

The scandal was massive.

Nearly a hundred people were gathered up in what police called the ‘bust of the century.’

Many of the people were very important. There were politicians, corporate leaders, influencers…anybody who was somebody was busted.  The jail house was filled that night, and every crooked lawyer in town, which was all of them, showed up to get their clients out of jail.

The media, of course, went crazy. For two days names and faces were paraded across the flat screens of America. Then, some kind of a miracle, the news died away.

One day it was everywhere, the next day..nowhere.

The people who had gotten busted had connections, and the connections were made, and the news reported none of the real news. Instead, they started covering puff stories, labeling victims of the ‘bust of the century’ as honorable people who donated their time and energy to orphanages and hurricane victims and…and on and on.

If there was any winner to this thing it wold have been the poor people who had suffered actual tragedy.

But people remembered, and there was a grumbling undertone about the rich who could buy the media, but…it was going away.

It was going away faster than Jeffrey Epstein’s black book.

Except…

Jack thought long and hard about what he had.

He didn’t want to blackmail anybody, he just wanted the truth to come out. He wanted the guilty to reap the consequences.

Molly had blackmailed and pimped. Customers had paid money and taken advantage. They had to be held accountable.

Thus, about a week later several internet independent news groups received computer storage devices in the mail.

On the storage devices were the list of clients Molly had made, but with a few names removed.

On the storage devices were videos of orgies, with certain faces blurred out, including Jack’s.

Jack did his best to figure out who was guilty and who was a victim, and he did pretty good.

The internet newsies blasted the videos, uncensored, across the net, and the uproar started all over again.

And the proof was so conclusive, so damning, that the authorities had to arrest many of the people all over again. New charges had to be filed. Judges who had let people off were suddenly in the limelight, and…this time Jack had the effect that he wished.

Molly was out of business and in hiding. People were threatening her life, and she would be literally on the run for the rest of her life.

Important people who had victimized the blackmail victims were suddenly brought down, and even incarcerated.

And nobody knew who had sent the storage devices to the newsies.

Later that year, when Jack filled out his taxes, he had a few extra write offs. He never went back for his cameras and mikes. He had computer storage devices to write off, and he was a happy man.

Jane, of course, was thrilled beyond belief.

She was, at last, out from under the thumb of a truly wicked person.

But she still had problems.

June passed, and August, and Jane had not made love to Jack.

Jack was puzzled, but he was also patient. He knew that Jane had been through a traumatic experience, and he was willing to give her time. No matter how horny it made him.

September. October.

“Honey, we need to talk.”

They sat down with a couple of drinks and Jack brought up his concerns. “Honey, we haven't made love for months now.”

“I know,” Jane looked at the floor miserably.

“Can we talk about it?”

She nodded, but didn't talk.

“So what can I do to get us started again?”

“I don’t know,” she admitted. “It’s just that, it’s not you, I love you, but…any form of physical contact makes me shudder.”

Jack listened patiently. When she was done describing how she felt he asked, “Well, when was the last time you felt like making love to me?”

“Oh, gosh. Not since…since that day. The day you…” she looked up at him, surprise in her eyes.

He blinked, and the surprise was shared.

“Oh, fuck,” she whispered. “Is that it?”

“One way to find out.”

He showered with Nair, as he had done before. It felt good to get rid of the little growth of hair he had accumulated over the months.

He sat down in the vanity chair and his penis once again went wild as she touched his face, creamed it and powdered it.

His lips loved the sting of the plumper on them. And when she painted them red he actually swooned.

She made up his eyes, and put on his chest.

Slowly he was transformed, once again, into a woman.

Now she wasn’t shivering and terrified, now she was confident, learning what she really wanted.

Lingerie, including a corset, and a dress.

He hadn’t had a haircut, and it was now long enough for her to style. She teased it and trimmed it and gave him a long bob.

She didn’t bother with the thought that he might want to be a man tomorrow, for she wanted him to be a woman. Period.

His penis got so hard, and bobbed so ferociously, that it started dripping precum.

Finally, he was done. Transformed. His dick tied down. And they sat at the kitchen table and had a long talk.

“I need to fuck you,” she whispered. “Like a man fucks a woman.”

He nodded, and now his heart was in his throat. He couldn’t breath. He had only dressed up that one time, but now, having dressed up and knowing what it was like, he didn’t want to do anything but dress up ever again.

“Am I going to get to fuck you?” he asked, unaware that in the asking he was submitting, asking for permission for once he had taken freely.

“We’ll figure that out as we go along.”

“Are you going to want me to take hormones?”

“Only if they leave your dick big. Do you want to get breast implants?”

“I don’t know. I don’t know how big I want them. But…yes, I want tits.”

“Then tits you shall have.”

For an hour they discussed the future, and sipped bourbon and Coke, and she finally took his hand and led him to the bedroom.

She undressed him slowly, hanging his dress up and standing back and just looking at him.

He made a wonderful woman.

She kissed him, and reached around behind him and inserted her finger.

He made an ‘urk’ sound, but he stayed there. He didn’t complain. He had never taken anything up the butt before, but it felt so good. It felt so natural.

She said, “There’s a part of me that’s twisted. Molly twisted it, but…I went along with it. There’s a part of me that’s all woman, and craves a cock, and there’s a part of me that wants to give the cock.”

“You can do both with me,” and there was a begging quality to his voice.

“I know,” she said.

She pushed him back to the bed.

He lay back and she raised his legs and spread them. She gripped his cock and lifted.

He was exposed, and dripping, and he needed it.

She went to her dresser and got out a strap on. She put on the harness and snapped in the dildo.

He stared at it.

It was eight inches and hefty. It had raised veins and two big balls at the base.

She took her time, and he groaned and his eyes grew wide, then he found himself shuddering, shivering, and his whole world changed.

Jane had had to overcome being submissive to Molly, and the truth of that tale was that she had to become dominant to completely undo the the effects Molly had had on her/.

Fortunately, there was a part of Jack that wanted to be dominated. He was a strong man, but he needed to submit to find the truth of himself.

He lay on the bed, his legs spread and her inside him, her holding his penis and stroking it, and the pleasure went on and on!

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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He was Kidnapped,

Feminized and Castrated!

But things aren’t as bad as they seem!

Grace Mansfield


A Note from the Author!

Got a wild one here.

It’s about nudists, perverts, anal fun, kidnapping, and that’s just the first half!

Let me ask you a serious question here, do you think men are as much fun when they lose their, uh…apples?

Or will they lose the sparkle in their eye, the desire that can be irritating, but…would you do without it?

Read on, fans, and figure it out for yourself!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“What the hell are you talking about?” Rod blurted. His eyes were narrowed, his face was twisted in confusion, and he couldn’t believe what he had just heard.

Sandy smiled, be it a bit nervously. “It’s a party. It’ll raise a lot of money, there’ll be a lot of important people there, and…”

“No, no. The other part!”

Sandy kept her smile in place, though it was a bit fixed. She had thought the idea funny and clever when she had heard it, but now she wasn’t sure.

“We’ll you’ll have to wear the bare minimum, and there’s a contest that—“

“Yeah, yeah. I know, a cum contest, to see who can shoot the most juice. No, I mean the other part.”

“There will be games and some of the guys will be on a leash, and…and…”

“Come on. You know what I mean!”

“You mean the, uh…the tail part.”

“Yes. Tell me about the tail part.”

Rod and Sandy were sitting in the Crow’s Nest. It was Friday, work was done for the day, and they usually spent their Friday afternoons sipping beer, then ordering a pizza, talking to friends, and…discussing things.

Things like parties.

“Well, it’s Mathilda’s idea. She’s the leader of—“

“The leader of the garden party, yeah, the nudist colony that we’re members of. Who cares. Tell me about the tail. The one I’m supposed to wear!”

“All the men will be wearing them. There’s a ring around your, uh, thingie, you know, and it connects to a tail that, uh…you know?”

“So I’m supposed to put a butt plug up my ass, one with a tail on it. And because everybody else is doing it I’m supposed to just go along with it.”

“Honey…”

“And this was Mathilda’s idea?”

“Actually, it was her husband’s.”

“Gerald?” Rod scoffed. “I don’t believe that. He’s more uptight than her!”

“He is not! You just…” she stopped talking.

“I just what?” he growled.

“Mathilda and several of us girls were talking about an event they’re putting on down on the beach.”

“An event? Oh, this is getting better.” As members of the nudist beach, being naked was no big deal, but wearing a butt plug in public was.

“And they were talking about contests being held between men and women, and Mathilda said it was a bad idea because men are stronger and faster than women, and Gerald said, “Have the men wear butt plugs. And it sort of evolved from there.”

“Evolved into the men wearing tails. Can you see me? What kind of a tail would you like me to wear? A fox tail? A pig’s tail?”

“Rod—“

“Well, I’m getting to the bottom of this right now.” He grabbed her phone.”

“Hey! What are you doing?”

“I’m going to call Gerald and give him a piece of my mind.”

“No! That’s my committee you’re talking about!”

“And it’s my ass!”

Rod opened up her contacts, found Mathilda’s name and tapped the green phone button.

“Rod! You can’t do this! Give me back my phone!”

Rod moved back from her grasping hand and listened to the ringing sound.

“Yo, Jerry here.”

Rod know Gerald, but barely. He certainly didn’t know him well enough to call him by his nickname, which was Jerry. And it sort of subdued his anger.

“Uh, Hi, Gerald. This is Rod Navers. I wanted to talk to you about this picnic thing your wife is throwing.”

“Rod! Yes, I remember you, you’re the guy who spoke up at the PTA meeting. Lots of guts, Rod. I was proud of you. You spoke up and said the things that everybody else was thinking, but were too chicken to say.”

Rod opened his mouth to speak, but Jerry kept talking.

“Listen, I’m glad you called, because I got myself in a jam over this event my wife is holding down on the beach. I put my foot in my mouth and suggested that every man wear animal tails. I’ve heard a little grumbling about that, and I need somebody on my side. Somebody with guts. Listen, this event is going to pay for a wing on the hospital. I’ve got donations lined up that will knock your socks off. There’s going to be a lot of sick kids that are going to be helped. Kids with diseases, kids who have been in accidents. Kids whose parents can’t afford the proper medical care. So what do you think if…”

Jerry kept talking. He was a big, bluff voice on the phone, and he had a cheer and a persuasiveness, but the real killer was to hear him talking about helping disadvantaged kids out.

Rod had been a disadvantaged kid. He had been born with an ugly hairlip, and his parents had been too poor, and an event just like the one Jerry was proposing, or Mathilda was proposing, was what had gotten him an operation, and a halfway decent childhood.

“So you see, if I can just a couple of guys to agree to wear the stupid tails, the women won’t cry foul when we clean up at the contests, and the proceeds, Rod, we have a chance to help thousands of kids. Literally thousands of kids. And that help will last long after we’re gone.”

Rod felt himself speechless. He had been so angry, and now to find it was all for a good cause…he looked across the table to where Sandy was watching him with worried eyes.

“…and there won’t be any middle man, the proceeds go directly to the hospital. We could start building the wing by this fall. That’s unheard of, and—“

“Okay,” Rod said.

Across the table Sandy blinked.

“Really? Rod! That’s fantastic. Listen, I’ll set up a photo shoot and we can do a little advertising, make a small party out of it, and…thanks, Rod.”

“No problem.”

Sandy clapped her hands together in glee.

“I’ll have Mathilda get together with your wife to arrange details, and, again, thanks Rod. You’re gonna do a lot of good for a lot of poor kids.”

And that was it.

Rod hung up the phone and slid it back across the table.

He wasn’t happy. He had been cornered, but…but it was a good thing. Even if he did have to figure out this stupid wear a tail thing!

“Oh, Rod!” Sandy rounded the table and gave him the biggest kiss in the world. “Thank you! Thank you!”

“Yeah, well, you’ll owe me!”

“Honey, on the day you wear that tail I’ll bend over for you.”

He turned his head slightly and stared at her. “Are you talking anal sex?”

“The analist, baby. You’re my super hero, and I will do anything for you.”

Rod smiled. Maybe this tail thing wasn’t going to be too bad after all.

The small party was arranged for the next weekend, and Rod was actually looking forward to it.

Jerry was a big man in town, and he was known for his big, lavish parties. Parties that tended to get a little out of control.

Out of control was fine with Rod.

So he and Sandy hoped in the car on a Saturday afternoon and headed out to the The Smithson’s beach house.

The nude beach, where the event was going to be held, was down the beach a mile. There was a big outcropping of rock to stop lookie loos from invading the nudist beach, and there was security a plenty.

But this side of the rock was a long stretch of pristine beach. Beach that held a half a dozen luxury mansions, and the luxuriest was the Smithson digs.

It was four stories and had a Widow’s Walk on the west wing. There was a scrub grass lawn and a wood stairway down to the beach.

Rod parked the car next to a line of a half a dozen other cars and he and Sandy got out and looked down at the beach.

There was a smattering of people laying on the sand, dancing in the waves, and they could hear a boom box blaring all the way up where they stood.

Sandy was looking good. She had dressed up with a new summer dress and her boobs were quite prominent. Prominent because she had a wasp waist. She had long hair that rustled in the ocean breeze, and her eyes were sea green and happy.

Rod had worn shorts and a polo shirt. That was classy enough for him, and he didn’t care who Jerry was.

They walked up a path, up a stairway, and knocked on the front door.

Jerry appeared in the big oval glass in the front door. He was slightly chubby, had lots of chest hair, short hair on his head, and…a tail.

That was it. No clothes.

Rod and Sandy stared with dropped jaws, and Jerry was laughing when he opened the door. “Come on in, kids. I thought if I’m going to be selling everybody on the idea of tails, maybe I should show everybody what they look like. What do you think?”

He turned around, showed a slightly flabby ass, and faced them.

The tail was a big, fluffy thing that hung to his knees. It was attached to a butt plug, of course, and a strip of cloth went between his legs and circled his package. There was nothing else holding it in place.

“Oh, my God!” blurted Sandy.

“I’m supposed to wear something like that?”

“You bet. I even bought a bunch like this. Come on and try one on.”

They passed through a large room with maybe two dozen people in it. About 15 of them were naked and wearing the ‘Smithson tail.’

“This is Rod! He’s one of us!”

“Hey, Rod!”

“Glad to meet ya!”

It was a cheery bunch, and they all seemed quite happy. Of course maybe they were happy because they were all holding drinks, and the drinks weren’t full.

They passed through a kitchen and Gerald grabbed a drink from a dozen that were sitting on the counter. A servant was making more.

“Grab a libation! Come on!”

They grabbed, and sipped, and followed Gerald as he wound through the house. He had taken the long way just so they could all get drinks, and he finally led them up the stairs to a den.

It was a big den, with a big desk and lots of book shelves. On a round table in the corner were a dozen tails of the sort that Gerald was wearing.

There were red ones, green ones, multi colored ones, and natural ones.

Gerald held the tails up next to Rod. “Hmm. This might work…no, too green. How about…” he finally settled on a skunks tail. At least, it was black with a white stripe on the top.

Sandy was laughing and thoroughly enjoying the ‘fitting.’

“Drop your drawers, Rod, and join the party!”

“Right, uh…here?”

“Embarrassed? I’ll turn my back.” He turned, but looked over his shoulder with a dirty, old man’s leer.

“Come on, Rod! I want to see this!” Sandy started pulling at his shirt.

Rod was hesitant, this whole thing was a first for him, but Gerald and his guests had set the standard, and Sandy kept encouraging him.

He shimmied out of his shorts and stood in his underpants.

“Don’t stop now, Rod!” Jerry start clapping his hands and humming a strippers tune.

Sandy pulled his underpants off, and he stood revealed.

“Well, you’ve got nothing to be ashamed of. Here you go!” Gerald tossed Rod the skunk tail.

Rod looked at the plug. It wasn’t too big, and there as no chance of it falling all the way into his asshole.

He started to bring it back to his ass.

“Better lick it first, Rod. Get it juicy, or it’ll feel like a round peg in a square hole.” He looked at Sandy. “Or is that a square peg in a round hole?”

Sandy, grinning widely, took the plug and sucked on the working end. Then she turned Rod around. “Bend over, honey, let me christen the ship.”

“Christen the ship! Ha! That’s good!” crowed Jerry.

It went in smooth, and it wasn’t too big, and…it didn’t hurt at all.

Jerry stood up, and his eyes showed his surprise. “Hey!”

“Feels good, but watch out, it’s making your flag wave!”

Rod looked down, and sure enough, his dingus was starting up.

Sandy quickly helped him get the circle around his package and it pulled his cock down. He was still hard, but pointed down and not so obvious.

And there he stood. A butt plug, a tail, and cock ring.

His cock still throbbed, but…it was okay. As long as he didn’t do too many jumping jacks.

Sandy linked an arm through his and seemed inordinately proud. “Honey! You look marvelous!”

“That’s the spirit. Now let’s finish our drinks and head back to the kitchen for some more!

It was a wonderful little gathering, and it built a lot of spirit for the event to come.

Rod was one of twenty men who had been talked into wearing the tails, and it turned out to be fun. the longer he wore it, the more fun it became.

And, it kept him horny. The feel of that soft hair brushing against the back of his legs, the way the plug shifted inside his rectum when he walked, it was horny and fun.

And if he wasn’t careful his dick would rise up.

But the other guys in the house were in the same boat, so when a dick flopped up everybody laughed and hooted and drank some more.

A photographer showed up and was properly aghast. “Mr. Smithson, I can’t show you guys like this in the newspaper!”

“It’s a good cause, Ronnie.”

“But the boss will kill me if I bring back these…these nudie shots!

So they took a couple of conservative shots, the men in towels, holding the ends of their tails up.

Then Gerald had everybody turn and bend over. A row of big, white asses, with the brown spots thoroughly concealed by furry tails.

“Well, I took it, but the boss is going to have a cow when he sees it!”

“Well, don’t worry,” laughed Jerry. “If he fires you I’ll buy the paper and hire you back. At a reduced salary, of course!”

“A reduced salary?”

“Of course reduced, taking such perverted pictures!”

Everybody was fair drunk by now, and there was much laughter.

The afternoon passed, and Rod and Sandy managed to walk on the beach, and Sandy was totally thrilled by Rod’s tail.

“Honey, this is the new you. The better you.”

“You like the tail, eh?”

“Oh, yes.” And she grabbed the tail right where it went into the plug. She lifted slightly and Rod squeaked.

“Hey!”

But she had him up on his toes, and she turned him around and kissed him, and snuck a hand down to his dick.

His boner liked that and let him know. It rose up saucily.

Then she just held him there, prancing and unable to do anything about it. “I want to keep you this way always. When this event is over, we’re going to keep you in tails.”

“Urk!” he said.

“That’s my boy,” and she kissed him, then she walked him, on his toes, back up the stairs to the big house.

The following week was quite a bit of fun.

First, Sandy was abnormally excited about Rod’s tail. Every time he turned around she was kissing him, hugging him, and trying to sneak the plug into his ass.

It’s pretty hard to sneak something like that into a rectum, so she was always caught, and then she had to work a little harder to get it into him.

Harder, like down on her knees harder, sucking and slurping, her free hand trying to push the adornment into his jolly spot.

“Geez!” he complained on Wednesday. “Every day?”

She had just managed to insert the thing, and he half twisted and held it with one hand.

“Of course. This is a charity event, and you are going to be in various races and contests. You need to be used to it.”

“Yeah, but you’re making it a lifestyle. If I’m not at work you’re pushing it up my ass!”

“But it feels good, right?”

“Well…”

“Ha!”

“So why don’t you wear it?”

They were standing in their bedroom at that moment, and she flipped her top down and exposed her luscious breasts. “Because, honey. I’ve got these as a badge of my sex. Nobody can see your ding dong, so…you need something so I can tell that your a male.”

“A tail doesn’t make a male! In fact, males are known for chasing tails!”

“Tit tut,” she dismissed his objection and gripped his penis. “The fact of the matter is that I find this very exciting. In fact, I bought you another one.”

“What?”

The plug with the tail was only a couple of inches long, and it was small enough that he had to push it back in every once in awhile. She produced a large one. Four inches long, much more bulbous.

“I can’t put that in me!”

“Don’t worry, I’ll get it in.”

She had to talk to him a full day before she convinced him to try it.

On Thursday he lay on the bed and she gave him a big back rub, and a dick rub, not to completion, of course, and massaged his inner child. With several fingers.

She spent a long time just rub a dub dubbing, pushing lube into him, getting him to relax and open up a bit.

And, finally, it was in.

It was different than the little tail. Much different.

First, it wasn’t coming out. It was in to stay.

Second, he had trouble walking, or being coordinated in any fashion.

The constant pressure in his butt discombobulated him, and he was put upon to even run.

Oddly, he could sit down easily enough, and that felt good, but motion changed the whole dynamic.

But the worst thing was that she snapped a picture while he wasn’t looking, and sent it to Jerry. A couple of minutes later she showed Rod the text exchange.

Look, Jerry! A bigger plug! Shouldn’t he get better sponsorship?

OMG! That is wonderful! Tell him I can get double the donations!

Okay. He promises to wear it for the event!

Excellent and well done!

“Wait a minute,” blurted Rod. “I can’t wear this for the event!”

“Why not?”

“First, it’s too big! Second, I can hardly walk!”

“First,” she responded “Does it feel good?”

“But that’s not the point?”

“If it feels good it’s not too big! Second, that’s the point! You having a difficult time in the physical events will even the playing field.”

“No!”

But the text messages were forever, and he was committed, whether he wanted to be or not.

And Sandy kept after him, and not in a bad way.

Sandy didn’t nag, she persuaded with sex.

For the next two days she kept him stiff and ready, and when Saturday rolled around Rod was so horny he would have agreed to a tree trunk up his butt!

Fortunately for him, a tree trunk was not required. All that was needed was for Sandy to take the skunk tail off the little plug and put it on the bigger plug.

On Saturday morning they got up early and Sandy put his plug in. It was getting easier, now that he was used to it, and he sat on it while they ate breakfast.

Then they jumped in the car, they had loaded it the night before, and headed to the nudist beach.

The entrance to Bare Beach was located a couple of miles beyond the Smithson’s house. One simply turned right and passed a guard house, which was rigorous in requiring credentials, then headed down a long, twisting drive.

It was a mile to the beach from the guard house, but three miles once you stretched out the twists and turns in the road.

Finally, one came out on a wide bay. There was a parking lot set back, and several paths through groves of trees. Just beyond the trees were changing rooms, or ‘divesting’ rooms, as some of the customers called them.

People divested themselves of clothes, then hauled little wagons with their umbrellas, beach towels, ice chests, and so on, down a gentle slope, over a dune, and there it was.

The sand was feather light and the texture and color of white sugar.

Beyond that was the clear, pristine, blue water of the gulf.

There were already cars in the lot, but that didn’t bother Rod. He drove his four wheel drive Nissan truck over the curb and out to where the big tents had been set up.

People were already staking out spots, and most knew Rod, and they waved to him.

He honked back and Sandy waved, and they backed up to the big tent.

Florida is The Sunshine State, and it is named that for a reason. It has sunshine. Lots of it.

It is the second closest state to the equator, being beaten out only by Hawaii, and then by less than a hundred miles.

The result is hot sun, warm rain, and massive sales of sunscreen.

Jerry had rented out spaces in the tent to vendors, and on the open side, the side facing the ocean, were bleachers.

It was the perfect set up for a men v women event.

And a men v women event is one of the biggest draws in the world.

Sure, men have the advantage, but there is no quit in women, and with the advertised disadvantages that the men possessed it promised to be a fun contest.

And there were other  things happening, too.

Jerry had hired a circus troop to put on exhibitions. There were acrobats working in the center of the tent, clowns walked around tickling the ears of people from behind with long feathers, people carrying snakes on their shoulders, lifting big weights, and so on.

“Unfortunately, the circus performers were wearing clothes. Unfortunately because some of these good looking people had some very good looking bodies.

Sandy had to help at a booth for a couple of hours, so Rod wandered around, broke ‘training’ by having a beer, and greeted friends.

He was wearing his tail and quite a few of the contestants knew that he had an extra bigger plug.

They pulled on his tail every once in a while, and he pulled on theirs, and it was all pretty good fun.

He passed the photographer who was moaning, “How am I supposed to take a picture that can’t go in the newspaper!?”

He went to the judge’s booth and talked to Jerry, and everything was looking up.

Except he saw some people wearing full mechanic’s coveralls.

That was strange. They had their own van, a towering four wheel drive, and they drove up to the back of the tent. But they didn’t go in and do any work, they just stayed around their truck and talked to each other in a small group.

Odd. To wear coveralls in this heat. They had to be sweating up a storm.

And they all had beards, thick beards, and sunglasses, and ball caps.

And they just had this odd ‘feeling’ to them.

For a moment Rod thought about going over and confronting them. Sure, they were probably just workmen, here to check the big AC unit for the tent, or maybe the refrigeration unit for the hamburgers and hot dogs, but—

“All contestants report to the staging area,” the loud speaker blasted.

Frowning, Rod turned away from the workmen and headed for the front of the tent.

The staging area was to the left of the bleachers, and about twenty contestants were gathered.

Ten women with large breasts. That was their disadvantage. They had to compete with those big, bouncing globes on their fronts.

Ten men, including Rod, with fluffy tails sticking out of their butts.

They were all in pretty good shape. Being nudists they tended to be physical cultists. They hiked and biked, they roller skated and spent time at the gym.

“Here comes Mr. Big Butt!” jibed one of the gals as Rod stepped into the area.

“The bigger the hammer the bigger the nail!” returned Rod.

Everybody laughed, and joked, and a couple of minutes later the first contest was announced. A simple footrace, down to the water and back. Maybe a hundred yards.

The crowd gathering to the sides, Rod and the other contestants lined up and got ready.

BANG! The starter’s pistol sounded and the twenty men and women pounded down the sands.

It was a great start. The women were trying to run with their arms up to keep their breasts from bouncing, and the guys were just trying to run.

The men’s dicks flopped up and down, their balls bounced, and their tails fluttering in the wind of their passing.

The crowd cheered. Hundreds of nudists jumping up and down and screaming for their favorites.

Rod was having a difficult time. He knew he would, with the size of his plug, but he hadn’t known how tough it would be.

And, what was worse, the plug was massaging his prostate rather violently and his dick started to rise.

“Oh, crap!” he muttered. He was about 15th place, and barely able to hold on. His hard on was causing the crowd to shriek and laugh and point at him.

He touched the waters edge, fortunately a wave was coming in and this saved him a couple of steps, and now he was right in the middle of the pack.

A hundred yards of racing through soft sand tends to drag one a bit. Everybody’s arms were pumping, the breasts and balls and dicks bouncing, and now Rod had actually managed to make it to the top five.

But he couldn’t go any faster, that damned boner was really holding him back!

Then, the last ten yards, he felt a tug on his asshole. He managed to glance over his shoulder and saw that a girl named Leslie was lifting and pulling on his tail!

He had to slow down, then he stumbled, tripped and fell, and everybody passed him!

“Hey!” he yelled. “Foul!”

Everybody in the crowd was shrieking now.

Rod got up and brushed sand off.

“Foul!” he yelled.

The judges heard him and called him over. A large bunch of people got closer to listen.

“Leslie grabbed my tail! That’s why I fell.”

There were three judges. Jerry and Mathilda, and…Sandy!

“I saw it!” pronounced Jerry officiously, a big grin on his face.

“Sandy? What are you doing up there?”

“I’m judging.”

He grinned. Jerry was on his side, and Mathilda was against him, but his own wife…he was going to win this one!

Mathilda, as he expected, yelled, “I didn’t see any foul.”

Jerry turned to his wife. “Well, honey?”

Jerry and Mathilda watched with good natured grins. The crowd quieted and everybody listened with both of their ears.

“I didn’t see anything.”

“What!”

But Rod’s protest was drowned out by the cheers.

The score was added up and it turned out that more women had crossed the finish line before the men. By one. The one being Rod.

“Women one! Men zero!” Jerry shouted through the loudspeaker.

But Rod wasn’t upset. It was for charity. He called out, “Honey! You’re my wife! How can you vote against me?”

“Cause you’re a man!” she shouted back, and the crowd all cheered some more.

The events continued. Egg tosses, sack races, sharing water balloons held in the hollow of the neck. That one caused much merriment, as the guys had to get close to each other, and there were a lot of boners, with the resulting gibes.

Then there was a long distance race, to be followed by a baseball game.

The men were losing, but only by one point. The point that Rod had lost in the first race.

But this just increased the fervor, and more and more people were coming forward and putting money in the jar.

Interestingly, there was a lot of money. A few checks, even a few notes about credit cards, but…there were a few thousand dollars.

The long distance race was in both water and on sand. Contestants had to run down to the big cliff which separated the beaches, swim out to a boat and get a ribbon, swim back ot the beach, and race back on the sand.

The contestants lined up and once again the starting gun was fired.

Rod paced himself. He knew he would have an advantage swimming, and he wanted to be ready to put out on the race back on the sand.

He was middle of the pack when they reached the water. In the water he quickly took a lead, and when he arrived back on the sand, ribbon around his neck, he was ready to give it his all.

He dug in his feet and sprinted.

He had a fifty yard  lead when the other contestants reached the sand, but there were some runners amongst the women, and they were hot on his trail.

Rod pumped his arms, gasped for air, and felt the Florida sunshine draining him of energy.

Then he heard the women pounding up behind him.

He had to make up for his earlier loss, he wouldn't let anybody grab his tail, he would—

Behind the tent he saw the group of men in coveralls. They disappeared behind the tent, and…damn! What the heck were they doing?

“All right, Rod!” One of the ladies blurted, just a hand slap behind him.

But Rod ignored her and veered off. He didn’t know why he did it, but he knew something was up, and it was not good.

He angled off towards the rear of the tent.

Men and women still in the race called to him, but he disappeared behind the tent and ran towards the big four wheel drive van.

He ran to the back of it, stopped, gasped for breath, and pulled the back doors open. It was dark, and he peered for a moment, his eyes adjusting to the gloom.

Was that…guns?

He scrambled into the back and reached for…yes…there were guns!

ZZZZZZ! Something struck him in the back and he was suddenly shivering and shaking. Electricity poured through his body, and he collapsed on the floor of the van.

“You stupid son of…”

More voices intruding on what was left of his consciousness. “What the hell is he doing here?”

“I caught him inside…”

“Well, climb over him. We’ll dump him up the road.”

Then bodies clambered over him. He grunted as a couple of feet stepped on him, then the back doors of the van slammed shut.

The motor was running, and suddenly the van was backing up, stopping, turning and racing towards the guard gate.


Part Two

Rod was out of it for several minutes. Maybe if somebody had patted his back or given him water, maybe he would have recovered faster.

But three men in coveralls just sat on benches on either side of him and discussed the robbery.

“How much you think we got?”

“At least ten thou. And all in untraceable bills.”

“We’re going to have to get rid of this bozo.”

“Shoot him and toss him out the back.”

That made Rod come come around faster.

“Nah. You know my rule on shooting people.”

“Only if you really feel like it.”

“Well, I don’t. Killing people intensifies everything. They’ll start really coming after us. As long as we stick to just robbery we’re fine.”

Rod stared at the darkness under the bench on the side of the van. It was homemade, and he could see a pair of boots.

But there was something about the voices of these men. Something weird. It was hard to tell, the road noise and the roar of the motor made it difficult to hear, but…

“Look at this shit,” a hand grabbed his tail and lifted.

“Unh!” he grunted and rose up to relieve the pressure on his butt plug.

“Ha! He’s a sly one. Been awake all this time.”

“So what. Grab his hands, let’s get him up.”

Two strong hands grabbed his wrists and lifted. Another pair of hands snapped cuffs over first one wrist, then the other. Suddenly he was being pulled upwards.”

They were in a tall van and he was standing up, dangling from a pole, then he managed to get his feet under him.

“Look at that pecker. Wonder why he wants it up the ass?”

“He ain’t a real man. None of these nudey types are real men.”

“Aw, hell, he’s a real man, watch.”

A hand started playing with him.

He struggled, tried to twist, but the hand closed down, clamped on him, and pulled him. “None of that, bozo. You be a good boy and you might live.”

He stopped struggled and endured the strokings of the hand. His penis, in spite of his situation, or maybe because of it, stood out.

“Watch this.”

A mouth engulfed his cock, and Rod gasped. He was getting sucked off by a man, by a…and he got it. He figured out the thing about the voices, things about the coveralls and how they hung on the men’s frames.

They weren’t men. They were women. Disguised as men.

And the mouth moved back and forth while the other three women laughed and jeered.

“Don’t let him squirt, Sally!”

Sally. He had a name. But what good did that do him?

The woman named Sally rolled his testicles in one hand while she sucked, and her fake beard tickled him.

“Stop…stop…” he muttered.

“Why? Ain’t you a real man?”

And the suckling went on, until, just before he was going to squirt, it withdrew.

Rod pumped his pecker into the air a couple of times and groaned, and the women all laughed.

Then they started taking their coveralls off.

He watched as work uniforms disappeared and women in shorts and short shorts appeared.

Two were brunette, one was blonde. All had large breasts. All were good looking.

The two brunettes looked like sisters. The blonde looked like she might be a cousin, or something.

“Let me go,” he whispered. “I won’t tell anybody.”

“We never let people go,” stated the blonde.

One of the brunettes snickered. “If you’re good maybe we’ll let you feed out pet gator.”

“Or maybe if you’re bad,” said another one, and the three girls all laughed.

The van drove for quite some time. These apparently weren’t local girls, and Rod had time to recover, and to wonder what was going to happen to him.

At one point the girls counted their ill gotten goods.

“$20, 496.17!” exclaimed one of the girls.

“I’ll take the extra penny.”

“You’ll take bozo here. You zapped him, you bought him.”

“Hey, bozo, how do you like wearing a big, old butt plug? That give you a thrill?”

Rod said nothing.

“He’s gay.”

“Am not!” He blurted.

“Who cares.”

“I do. I got an itch.”

The atmosphere in the van changed. Suddenly all three girls were regarding Rod with curiosity.

“What’s your name, sweet cheeks?”

“Rod.”

Two girls exchanged amused looks, and the third said, “That’s a good name.”

“Well, try him out.”

“Hell, this’ll be tough.”

“Just put your feet on the bench and sit on him.”

“What if he cums?”

“Shit. We don’t want that.”

“I’ll take care of that.” The blonde was wearing a leather wrist band. She took it off and wrapped around the base of Rod’s cock. It had several size snaps, and she put it at the tightest.

“Oh, fuck!” wheezed Rod. “Take it off!”

“Not yet, lover.” The brunette who had started the whole thing slipped out of here shot shorts and panties and grabbed the pole which Rod’s handcuffs had been attached to. She placed her feet on the bench and rose up.

His cock was hard, and she lowered herself.

She missed a couple of time, but one of the brunettes took him and aimed him into her.

His cock was swelling up and the feel of her pussy was breath taking!

She began to ride him. She was above him, and her breasts were smashed into his face. She had great cleavage, and he was shortly trying to move his head back and breath.

Suddenly she stopped. “You’re big enough, ‘Dick,’ but you need to move. The longer you don’t move the longer I’ll be on you. Unless, of course, you want me to stay on you.”

Rod had no choice. When she resumed her humping he began moving.

The other girls started cheering and making ribald comments.

And Rod couldn’t squirt. The leather strap stopped him. No matter how good it was, no matter how delicious her chest was, he was primed and couldn’t pump.

Then another one of the brunettes tried him out, then the blonde and finally the last brunette.

Rod was exhausted and sore from standing up and supported extra weight and the motions of fucking. He sagged, and begged. “Take it off!”

“Ha!”

“Take it off or you’ll castrate me!”

“He’s got a point. Want to vote? I mean, it would be sort of fun to watch his thing shrivel up and fall off.”

The girls chatted for a moment, but finally one of them took the strap off him. She held it to his face and snarled. “You do anything to piss us off and this goes back on. Permanently.”

He nodded.

The van traveled on.

The nudist beach had been on the gulf side of Florida just off Marcos Island. The van had turned several times, and there was a lot of back roads bouncing, so Rod had no idea where they were, and especially where they were going.

Assuming they were traveling north, which was fair considering that other directions would have put them into the swamps or ocean, they were above Tampa. There was a lot of rough country up that way. Florida might be pretty cosmopolitan, but there were plenty of country areas, and the remark about alligators worried Rod.

Finally, after a bit of bouncing, and what felt like dips through water in the road, the van slowed down, traveled a couple of hundred yards on a line, then entered a structure.

Rod listened. the sound of the motor, the feel of a real cement surface…yes. They were in a structure.

The engine died and the girls sighed.

“All right,” they gathered up their clothes and one of them pushed the back door open.

“What about bozo?”

“Leave him here for a while. We can decide what to do with him later.”

They all left the van, and closed the door, and Rod stood there and listened to the ping of the cooling motor.

It was hot and muggy. Typical Florida weather.

His asshole was tired of the plug, and he really, really wanted to just sit down.

Hours passed. hours in which he had nothing to do but think. To worry about what they were going to do to him, to wonder what Sandy was going to be thinking.

Heck, they might even think he was in on it. He had left in the van, after all, and nobody had seen him get zapped.

The back doors opened.

He looked, but couldn’t see anything. It was dark out. Night time, and being inside some sort of garage added to the darkness.

“Hey, bozo. Let’s get it on.”

Rod didn’t know who it was, but it was a fourth girl. Probably the driver, come to get her ‘wages.’ “Can you take my tail out?”

In the darkness he could feel her considering him. “Aw, hell. It’s cute.”

But she reached behind him and wiggled it.

“Oh, fuck! Gently!”

She laughed, but was gentle enough. He felt it pop, then felt a great sense of relief.

“Can you let me sit down or something?”

“Hey! We’re here for me! Not you!”

With that she put the leather thing on his cock and rode him again. He groaned. He hadn’t cum, and they had all taken their turns. His weenie was feeling a little desperate.

Desperate, he humped extra hard, and the woman grunted with the slamming he was giving her.

“Not bad,” she said, when they were done. “Maybe we should keep you around.”

She started to leave.

“This thing?”

She chuckled. “I’m tempted to leave it on you. Castrated men make such wonderful pets.”

But she took it off, and she even gave him a big kiss, then she left.

The hours passed. A whole night of hours. Finally, he saw the dimness of dawn light, and realized that the woman had left the van open. He stared, and the texture of an old, wooden barn door was shortly discernible.

The day passed, and they came to the van infrequently and rode him.

And he was getting hornier and hornier.

He learned their names. The three brunettes were Sally, Sandy (like his wife) and Alyce. The blonde was Shauna.

The brunettes were sisters. The blonde was a cousin, but they talked like she was a sister.

They were, in the light of day, sexy as all get out. They dressed like Daisy Duke, and they loved to tease him. And they seemed determined not to let him squirt.

And they didn’t feed him. They gave him water, but no food.

By the third day, desperate for sustenance, they unlocked him.

Shuana explained the place to him. “It’s twenty miles to our place from the highway, and we got gators around here. You can run if you want. If our dogs don’t get you, the gators will. Now you think about that, and come on in for dinner.”

She walked across the clearing to the house.

This was the first time Rod had a chance to see anything of his surroundings.

The middle of the swamp, and Florida had so much swamp it could be fairly asked ‘which’ swamp.

A ramshackle house, big, two stories, weatherbeaten but functioning.

A huge barn. To one side it looked like there was a field, but it had turned swampy.

Three floppy-jawed hounds with slappy tongues and lots of slobber. They sniffed hell out of him as he took his little steps towards the house, and he knew they wouldn’t mind chasing him down and chewing on him for a bit.

A couple of those grand, old Florida oaks, all festooned with Spanish moss.

He went up the stairs and pulled open the door. The dogs stayed outside, and he entered a rather comfortable living room.

Everything was in good repair in here, with deep couches, a couple of recliners, big screen TV, and all the comforts.

“Come on in here, Rod.”

He turned to the right and entered a big dining room. With a big table filled with lots of food.

“We don’t have many big meals here. Grits in the morning, then a big feast at end of day, if we feel like it. Kitchen’s in there if you get hungry. You get too hungry and we’ll feed you to the gators.”

They all laughed.

Rod sat down and stared at the food.

A big chicken, fresh cooked, stuffed, smelling like Christmas. Potatoes. Heaps and gobs, all decorated with pats of butter. A side dish of gravy. Fresh greens. Bread with jam. A whole fucking apple pie!

Tears falling from his eyes, he sat down and helped himself.

“Aw, look. The baby boy is crying.”

The girls chuckled, but they allowed him his tears. They were too busy eating.

It was some of the best food Rod had ever tasted, and he gobbled for a while, then just nibbled and listened to the girls talk.

“We got enough now. We should just leave.”

“I second it.”

“We got enough, but do we have enough to be more than comfortable.”

“How’s the banking going on?”

“No problem. I got it all diversified, so even if a country goes belly up we should be safe.”

They talked for a while, and Rod felt full and comfortable. He sat back and sighed.

And they all looked at him.

“Rod, we been thinking about you.”

He was suddenly leaning forward. “Are you going to let me go?”

“Not a chance. You seen too much. You know too much. Now Sally here, she thinks we oughta kill ya and dump your body out where the gators’ll hide the evidence.”

“No offense,” smiled Sally.

“Me, I think we could just tie you to a tree and let nature taker its course.”

Rod looked around with wide eyes.

“But Alyce and Shuana say we should make good use of you. You could do chores, keep the trucks washed, feed the dogs, and whatever else we need. There is one problem, however.”

He stared at the four girls, eyeing each one.

“To do that we think we need to take some of the vim and vigor out of ya.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means we cut off your testicles. Neuter ya.”

“Spay him,” giggled Sandy.

“Hey…I don’t…that’s….”

“Now just hold up your whining for a second. We cut off your balls you still get to screw us. You won’t be so hard, and it’ll take you a while to squirt, and then you’ll be shooting blanks. But you’ll be so amenable. I think I might be able to persuade my sisters that they don’t need to kill ya.”

Rod was silent.

“Well, you think about it. In the meantime, remember about the dogs and gators if you feel like sashaying around the countryside.

They watched TV after dinner, they liked a wide range of subjects, from out and out chick flicks to heist movies.

Heist movies, of course.

Rod just sat on the couch, his hands in his lap, and watched, without seeing a thing.

They were planning to castrate him? To remove his manhood? That was the only way to stay alive?

That was frightening.

Yet, it seemed like they were giving him choice in this.

Die, or lose his manhood.

Not the dick. That would still be workable, but…what would life be like if he couldn't cum? Would he still be horny? Probably horny as ever.

A virtual slave to four beautiful women, fucked without the hope of ever having real relief.

“You can sleep in the little room behind the kitchen. We get up early, so you hear us roustin’ around you come out and see what you can do.”

“Ain’t gonna put up with a lazy hound.”

Rod nodded and headed for the kitchen.

“And do the dishes.”

He stopped and looked at the table. The food was crusted and would take some work. If they had had him clean up right after dinner it would have been easier.

But, sigh, it was what it was.

He cleared the table, did the dishes, and the house was silent when he was done.

Everybody had gone to bed.

He could walk out and leave. Twenty miles to the highway, naked. Dogs. Gators.

He went to his little room and lay on the bed and went to sleep.

And awoke. It was barely light outside, but he heard the clatter of pans. He hurried out and found all four girls working over the stove. They fixed eggs and bacon, and grits.

He did what he was told, basically set the table and stay out of the way, then they all settled in for a breakfast.

It wasn’t as sumptuous as dinner, but it was big enough.

After breakfast they sat back and discussed the day.

“Time to load the boat.”

“I’ll go clear the accounts.”

“I’ll babysit junior here.”

“Can I have some clothes?”

They all looked at him. Then they started giggling.

“He does need some duds.”

“We ain’t got no man clothes.”

What are we going to do?”

“He can wear my blue dress.”

“Hell, he’ll never fill out the top. We don’t want a saggy bitch around here.”

“I take it back,” said Alyce. “I got an idea. Have him help you with the boat or something. And I’ll clear out the accounts.”

There was much talk then, the others wanted to know what Alyce planned, but she just smirked and held her silence on the matter.

Then Sally said, “Bozo. I’m telling you now. If you get funny I won’t wait for the vote. I’ll tie a cord to your danglies and give them a rip. Now, if you haven’t figured it out, we’re leaving now. And we ain’t got time to nurse you to health, so if I rip ‘em off then you’re more’n likely to bleed to death. So I suggest you play along and do as you’re told. You got it?”

Rod nodded quickly.

Alyce gave him a blue dress to wear, and she was right, the material sagged on his chest.

But she went to town, the others got busy, and he was tasked with taking supplies down a path that led about a quarter mile to the ocean. The Gulf side. The sun had told him that.

All morning he put things on a handcart and wrestled them down the bumpy, soggy path.

He walked a thin trail down to the gulf, loaded the supplies on a boat, and went back for another trip.

The boat as a big one. It was a yacht with sails and a motor. It was near fifty feet long and had two levels, the top one being a pilot house.

It was older, but it shone with the work that been put into it.

There was a big kitchen, a living room with a wrap around sofa, two state rooms, and lots of room for storage.

And the girls were determined to store a lot.

Rod put boxes of canned goods, personal properties like dresses and stuff, books, lots of books, and spare cans of gas.

By the time he was done the boat was definitely sitting lower in the water.

Trip after trip.

No lunch, the girls didn’t believe in lunch.

And all afternoon he worked on the property.

“I don’t understand,” he complained at one point. “If you’re leaving, why does it have to be so clean and tidy?”

“Don’t be a bozo! People should always take care of their property! You think we want people who come along to think we were a bunch of slobs?”

So he worked.

About six o’clock Alyce came down the driveway. She was greeted by her sisters, and they all gave a sly look at Rod.

And Rod was worried. What was that look for? What were they planning?

But the girls said nothing, and Rod went about his duties, and an hour later was summoned for dinner.

It was a dinner with undertones. Muted conversations, from which Rod was largely excluded.

Then, halfway through the meal, he passed out. Simply bent forward and put his face right in the middle of his mashed potatoes.

The girls all giggled and began moving. They pulled Rod out of the potatoes and carried him into his bedroom, then Alyce took out a small kit with several large bottles.

Laughing, chortling, highly pleased with themselves, they operated.

Rod groaned, and awoke, and felt muzzy. What the heck had happened? He remembered being called for dinner, and he thought he remembered sitting down, and then…then he woke up. Here.

He groaned again and started to sit up, and gave a yelp!

For a second he thought it was one of the dogs had come in and slept on his chest. Or maybe an alligator, the girls had frightened him with their stories.

He looked down and saw…mountains.

Boobs. Breasts.

He had…tits!

“What the fuck?” he muttered, his mind feeling like it was fragmenting, his muzziness disappearing like frost on a summer day.

He sat all the way up and looked down. He had tits! He had boobs. Big ones!

And his groin…his groin felt funny!

He reached down and felt himself, and…his sacks were empty!

His mind went into overload! They had done it! They had cut his nuts out! And his penis…they had left that, and it was big and hard, but no nuts!

He stood up, his mind screaming, and staggered out into the kitchen.

Nobody was there.

He went into the dining room.

Nobody!

But there was a dress and lingerie on the table. And a note.

“Hurry up, Bozo. If you hurry we might give you back your nuts.”

He knew where he was supposed to go. The boat.

But could they give him back his nuts? Could they be reinstalled in his sacks? Would they work again?

Tears were dripping from his eyes and he put on the lingerie.

Panties, which barely fit over his big cock. They weren’t exactly panties, they were something called a gaff, and they kept his cock pointed down and back between his legs.

A bra, which he desperately needed. His boobs were so big.

The blue dress they had given him.

And, oh fuck, high heels.

And a tube of red lipstick!

He stepped into the shoes, felt like he was going to break his ankles.

He found a mirror and put on the red lipstick. With his longish hair he actually looked a little feminine.

His heart was pounding as he hurried out the back door and down the path to the boat.

The dogs were gone.

He tripped and stumbled, fell a couple of times, but in his mind, Can they give me back my nuts? They’re gone! how can they give me back my nuts? But I’ve got to find out!

He came to the cliff and saw the boat. The motor had started, and the girls were working on the sails. They were going to leave! But they had his balls! Oh, fuck!

He ran down the trail as fast as he could, tripping and falling and sliding, and the girls saw him.

“Come on, Bozo!”

“Hurry, Rod!”

And, “We’ve got your testicles right here!”

He scrambled across the sand, sobbing, crying, feeling his awkwardness. Having no nuts was ten times worse than having a tail attached to your asshole.

Then he was running down the short pier.

The motor was running, the girls were casting off.

He leaped for the boat and sprawled on the deck.

The girls were near hysterical with laughter. they helped him up, and the boat started to move.

“My nuts..my nuts!”

“Come on, honey,” said Alyce, “If you’re going to be a girl you have to look the part.”

Sally: “You really messed yourself up.”

“But…my testicles? I need them!”

Which caused the girls to laugh hysterically.

“Don’t worry, baby,” soothed Shuana. “We’ll reattach them when we get where we’re going.

Three of the girls took him downstairs to transform him,

The fourth sister manned the helm and they sailed into the Gulf.


Epilogue

Rod drove carefully down the mountain road. The house, a veritable mansion, was behind him. The town of Santa Fe was below him.

He drove carefully because he was not totally used to high heels, and the girls made him wear high heels everywhere.

And full lingerie and dresses and…and whatever else they felt he should wear.

They had crossed the Gulf, been stopped by patrols, and passed as all girls.

Rod, in full make up and garb had never said a thing. The girls had promised him he could have his nuts back if he helped them retire to Costa Rico.

He didn’t understand it, but he slowly realized that he was on drugs. They kept him stupid and unable to think, and they screwed him near to death nearly every night. They took turns, sucked on him, fucked him, and told him he wasn’t a real man.

And every once in a while they made him wear his tail.

Ahead was the town, and he had to pick up supplies. Food, a few oddities, and lots of booze.

He wasn’t on drugs anymore, and he understood what they had done to him.

They had given him tits, that was obvious, by shooting a substance into his pectorals. They had pushed his balls up into his body, into the canal from which they had dropped when he had been young. They had given him a couple of stitches to keep them there, and he was left with empty sacks and the illusion that he had no balls.

Eventually they had stopped giving him drugs, and they had promised that one day they would cut the stitches and let his balls descend, but until then…he was a woman.

A woman with a rather useful dick.

In town he picked up the supplies and headed back up the mountain. He came in sight of the mansion and saw the girls on the top balcony, sunbathing with no tops.

He smiled, and he wondered about home.

What Jerry be able to build a wing to the hospital? Probably. He was rich enough.

Then he wondered about his wife. What his wife was doing?

Would she understand what had happened to him?

Would she understand why he had chosen to remain here? The sex slave of four beautiful women?

Would she understand that he now had a couple of children on the way, and a couple more in the near future?

Most of all, would she understand why he enjoyed living like a woman, and why he lived for the times when one of his four mistresses would put on the strap on and show him how he wasn’t really all that manly?

Then he remembered how happy she had been to play with his tail, and he thought that maybe she would understand.

END
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Part One

“Damn it, Jerry!”

Jerry rolled off his wife and muttered, “Sorry.”

Ava sat up and swung her legs over the side of the bed. She stood up and marched into the bathroom.She was a shapely woman, to say the least. Firm breasts, that curved in to a tight waist. A round bottom that made Jerry bone up on a moment’s notice.

The only problem was that when he boned up on a moment’s notice, he came on a moment’s notice. And that was not okay with Ava.

Jerry got out of bed and walked over and stood in the bathroom doorway.

Ava was sitting on the toilet, wiping the goo out of her pussy.

“I said I was sorry.”

“I don’t want you sorry. I want you to last. I’d like to get a little joy, and not just a squirt and and a handshake.” She didn’t look up as she spoke. She was really pissed.

“I mean, Jerry, this is the story lately. You are a premature ejaculator. Insert and squirt. Poke and soak. Charge and discharge.”

She flushed the toilet and stood up.

“I can’t help it. I try to last. I play baseball in my head, but…it’s…you’re just too exciting!”

“Yeah. I’m really exciting.” She walked past him and back to bed.

She slid under the covers and faced away from him.

“Oh, come on, honey!” He lay next to her, spooned her, but she shrugged him off.

“You know I love you.”

“If you loved me you’d last longer,” she pouted.

“But I do love you, and it’s not my fault that you’re so sexy. “Look, I’ve got a hard on again. Let’s try it again!”

“Forget it.”

But he kept rubbing her back. He reached around and slid a palm over her nipples, he kissed the back of her neck.

He could feel the shift in her attitude. After all, she hadn’t cum, and she wanted to cum, and he was trying…

She finally turned over and held his face in her hands. She studied him, observed the faith and trust he exhibited, and she kissed him.

He kissed back, and he did have another boner.

She reached down and stroked, and he smiled and cupped her breasts.

In a minute they were entwined and he was humping her hand and rubbing her pussy.

“Oh, God,” she whispered. “That feels so good! That feels—“

“Unh! Unh!”

She froze. She felt the warm goo filling her hand.

His hips jerked back and forth and he spewed his seed over her palm, her fingers, and her side of the bed.

“Oh…you are fucking kidding me!” She pushed him off.

“Oh, God,” he whimpered, emptying his balls.

“You just came!”

“I couldn’t help it!”

“You son of a…”

She got up and went to the bathroom for a towel. She laid it over his puddle of semen and wiped her hand on the cover, then she slid into bed and ignored him.

Jerry was sexually satisfied, but he felt bad, too. Once again he had left his wife high and dry, and he really didn’t mean to.

He lay in bed and looked at the ceiling.

“I really am sorry,” he whispered.

Ava said nothing.

The next day at breakfast Ava laid down her ultimatum. “You’re going to go to the doctor.”

“But there’s nothing wrong with me!”

“Premature ejaculation is wrong with you, and I’ve had it. I’m not going to live a life of frustration just because you’re a horny, little bitch!”

“But, honey…”

They argued through breakfast and into the morning, but Ava held her ground. Just before lunch she called the doctor to make an appointment for Jerry.

“I don’t want to go!” he complained.

“If you don’t show up then you can sleep on the couch. Forever.”

“Honey!”

But Ava meant business.

A minute later she said, “Okay. She’ll see you tomorrow morning.”

“But, honey!”

Ava ignored him and headed for the TV room.

Jerry slunk into the computer room.

Sitting at his computer, checking his mail, he suddenly stopped and looked down at his lap.

His weenie was hard again.

That was the problem. It was always hard. Even when he squirted, it became hard again in just a few minutes.

And, so thinking, he finally admitted that he might have a wee problem. Maybe he better go see that doctor after all.

That evening was a tense evening between Jerry and Ava. Jerry wanted to talk, but Ava was just super pissed. When bedtime came it was as a cool as a frozen pork chop.

But by the morning it had warmed up a bit. Ava smiled a little, was happy when Jerry said he would go see the doctor, and…things were looking up.

Jerry and Ava walked into the doctor’s office at eleven in the morning. They sat down, and Jerry filled out ten pages of drugs he had taken, accidents he had had, operations he had suffered, and what his parents had died of.

He handed the forms in and sat down to wait.

And wait.

“Why don’t they schedule me for an hour later?” complained Jerry. “If they’re going to be an hour late…”

“Not too long now,” murmured Ava, checking her email on her cell.

And, finally, ten minutes before twelve, they were shown into an exam room.

It was a sterile, little place with a table for the patients to sit on, a couple of chairs, cupboards, and a rolling swivel stool.

On the wall were pictures of bodies.

“Hey, look, porn!” snickered Jerry, seeing a drawing of a reproductive system.

Ava just rolled her eyes.

Then the door opened and the doctor walked in. She was looking at her clipboard. “Hell, Mr. James, I…Ava?”

“Susan?”

Then the two girls were hugging.

“You got married!”

“I did! And you became a doctor!”

“What has it been, ten years?”

“Just about. What have you heard from the girls?”

And the conversation went on and on, and Jerry was ignored.

Ava and Susan were from the same sorority. Tri Pi. or Pi Pi Pi, from college. For five minutes they traded memories, and finally Susan remembered, “Oh, my gosh. You must be Jerry. I’m sorry, but I was so excited…”

“It’s okay,” Jerry smiled wanly. Truth, he wished they had gone on talking and he just snuck out. He wasn’t looking forward to the coming conversation.

“So, Susan, have a seat, and let me sit…” she sat on the swivel, “So…what brings you here today.”

“I’ve, eh…I suffer from…premature ejaculation.”

His voice fell to a whisper and Susan had to lean forward to hear it.

“PE, eh? Okay, let’s do an exam. Off with your clothes.”

Jerry turned a bit red, and Ava snickered. Jerry peeled off his pants.

“Underpants, too.”

He sighed and lowered his drawers.

Susan now took a very professional attitude. She held his penis in his hand and examined it closely.

Jerry could feel her breath on his member, and suddenly his dick started to grow.

“Oh, fuck,” he breathed.

“It’s okay,” said the doctor, winking at Ava. “I’ve seen a penis before.”

Within a few seconds he was hard in her hand.

She stroked it lightly, palpated it, turned it this way and that, and Jerry started to feel on the edge.

Then she lifted his cock and inspected his balls. “No pain?”

“Uh, no.”

“Not for him,” Ava spoke wryly.

Susan had a smile on her face, though she was trying to keep it under wraps.

“How does this feel?” The doctor pressed on a point under his ball sack.

“Uh, it’s okay.”

“And this?”

All the time Jerry was getting closer and closer. He was breathing harder, but the girls were looking at his swollen penis, watching it throb and the veins stand out.

“And—oh!”

Jerry squirted. Right in the doctor’s hand. It shot out and got all over her nylons, and rolled down to her shoes.

“Oh, crap,” said Jerry, feeling the heavenly warmth that went along with an orgasm.

“Ha!” said Ava dryly.

Susan looked up at her, then they were both laughing.

“He certainly does ejaculate quickly. I was hardly touching him.”

“He comes twice as fast under normal circumstances.”

“Oh, you poor girl.”

Jerry was about dying of embarrassment. His penis was still oozing, and drops were splattering on the floor every couple of seconds.

Susan grabbed some tissues and wiped her hands off. She turned to Ava as if Jerry, who had just cum in her hand, wasn’t even there.

“I’m going to assume you want him to last a little longer in bed.”

“Absolutely.”

“We can give him some tests, but it’s pretty obvious what his problem, is.”

“Oh?”

“Yes, he’s got too much testosterone. He’s simply producing too much sperm and the slightest shake and he overflows.”

“Can I put my pants back on?” asked Jerry.

“Oh, sure. We’re all done. Now, Ava, the cure is two prong, and it will take a little patience on your side.”

“If I can get a good…you know what…I’ll be as patient as needed.”

Jerry listened to the way they talked. They were out of the doctor patient mode into the chatty Cathy mode. He might as well not have been there.

Well, that was okay. He didn't really feel like talking about his dick, anyway.

“Okay. First, no sex for at least a month. We want him to remain calm and unexcited.” She turned to Jerry. “That means no jerking off.”

Then back to Ava before Jerry could respond. “The other thing is we’re going to need to adjust his hormone levels. Lower the testosterone, elevate the estrogen, find a happy balance. I can meet with him weekly and take readings, but I’ll need your input for an accurate diagnosis. I’ll give you a form to fill out so you can keep track of his moods, his attempts to masturbate, that sort of thing.”

“No sex, and keep a record of his behavior. I can do that.”

Jerry frowned. It sounded stupid to him.

“Well, that was certainly pleasant,” smiled Ava on the way home. “I never thought it would be Susan.”

“Uh, yeah.”

“And her diagnosis sounds spot on.”

“Too much testosterone? I don’t know. I didn’t think guys could have too much testosterone. Besides, if I was overly testosterone wouldn’t I have extra hair? A thick beard? That sort of thing?

“I can’t believe you. The doctor tells you exactly what is wrong and you want to argue about it.”

“It’s not that, it’s just…”

“What?”

“I don’t know. I just don’t want to mess with my system. I’m pretty happy the way I am, and to just start shooting estrogen into me, or taking away testosterone, or whatever this program is…I don’t know.”

“That’s right. You don’t know. And that’s why God gave men women.”

“What?” he gave her a puzzled a frown.

“So we could make sure you do the right thing.”

He shook his head.

Ava just smiled.

And she thought about the doctor: Imagine, Susan, after all these years. I wonder if she still likes women?

That night, right after eating, Ava put two pills in Jerry’s hand. One was pink, for more estrogen, and the other was blue, to reduce his testosterone.

Jerry sighed, and didn’t want to take them, but Ava mixed a drink and cajoled him, and he ended up gulping them down.

Later, he thought about the pills.

His body was 140 pounds. He was a bit slender, but the pills were probably only a thousandth of his mass. How could such small things really affect him?

So thinking, he relaxed a little.

After all, what could happen?

Jerry took his pills for a week, then returned to the doctors so she could see how he was doing.

“I feel pretty good,” he murmured, as she felt his weenie.

Oddly, Ava was looking on almost approvingly.

Normally, if a woman handled his dong, it would have meant a divorce, or at least a rolling pin across the forehead. But there seemed to be such a connection between her and the doctor…and she didn’t seem to mind at all.

“Well, it looks like there’s an improvement,” said the doctor. “You don’t feel as erect as you did last week. And last week we had that unfortunate accident where you spilled your seed all—oh, oops.”

Jerry’s dingus had stiffened and suddenly squirted. And it squirted a lot. Of course, he usually did squirt a lot, but one would think, after taking the pills for a week, that he wouldn’t.

Ava frowned and sighed in disapproval.

“I’m sorry,” muttered Jerry, his face redder than a tomato.

“Oh, don’t worry about it. in fact, it’s a good thing.”

“It is?”

“Oh, yes. It means we’ve been giving you too light a dose. We need to double your prescription.

Ava smiled, was a bit resigned by his continued premature ejaculations, but glad that they were making progress.

So Susan wrote out a double dose prescription and handed it to Ava.

“Thank, you, Susan, say, would you like to come to dinner some time this week?”

“Of course I would! It would be so good to catch up on old times.”

Jerry groaned on the inside. It seemed all the girls did was catch up on old times. Every time they got together they discussed classmates, events in college, and even boys they had known.

And the way they spoke of these old dates…Jerry didn’t like it. They just seemed so…so…excited when they talked of men they had known.

And it was a downright sexual excitement.

But, nothing to do about it.

That week Ava doubled the dose, and he took two pinks and two blues.

The first couple of days he didn’t feel anything, but on the third day he was sitting at dinner, eating meat loaf and peas, and he felt a heat start up in his body.

“Oh, crap,” he muttered.

“What’s wrong, dear?”

“I’m…it’s hot…”

“Like a heat flash?”

“A…what?”

“Women get them when they go through menopause.”

“I’m not going through menopause,” he blurted, and he took off his shirt. But even wearing a tee shirt was too hot. And his penis, it was so hard it hurt.

He stood up.

“Where are you going?”

“I’m going to take a cold shower. I can’t take this!”

He headed for the bathroom, stripping his clothes off as he went. He was actually staggering a bit when he reached the bathroom, the heat flash was so intense.

He stepped into the shower and turned the cold water on. A drizzle started sluicing his body, and he still felt hot. He felt that steam should be rising from him.

Ava came and watched him through the pebble glass door. “Are you okay?”

“I guess so,” he said weakly.

“Maybe this will help,” she handed him his pills and a glass of water.

“Oh, fuck,” he whined, but he took the pills.

The odd thing was that about half an hour later he felt better.

Susan came for dinner two nights later, on a Friday night.

She showed up wearing a tight dress, very un-doctor like, and Jerry could see she had a very nice body. He hadn’t noticed it so much when she walked around the clinic in her lab coat, but now he could see that she had a large bust, and without the stethoscope hanging around her neck he noticed she had a bright and vivacious smile. She had warm, sparkling eyes and long, auburn hair. Usually her hair was up in a bun in the office, but now it flowed and was quite sexy.

Ava kicked him, of course, when his eyes became a little too bold.

“Sorry,” he muttered.

They had dinner on the patio. Jerry was in charge of steaks, and Ava kept everybody in bourbon. They sipped, and they talked, and…well, mostly it was Susan and Ava that talked.

“Do you remember that boy who got caught in the sorority house and tried to sneak out the window?”

“Oh, do I! He fell off the roof. I was getting lucky on the swing on the front porch and you can imagine—“

“Getting lucky?” asked Jerry suddenly.

“Making out. Kissing. Stuff like that.”

Both girls stared at him, their eyes glittering, a little too honest.

But what could they be concealing?

Ava had made no secret of the fact that she was experienced in sexual matters.

But together the girls seemed to take on a different attitude, or persona.

“And do you remember the time we rubbed ginger root all over Shirley’s vibrator?”

“Oh, that was hysterical! She was dancing all over the place, screaming something about ants in her pants or something.”

“Well, she was drunk.”

“Drugged is more like it. Whatever happened to her?”

“Married a politician.”

“Hunh. So she gave up sex…” both girls giggled.

Jerry listened to the conversation for a while. They eating finished, and he took over the liquor concession.

He was handing Susan a drink when she asked, “How’s the peeny, Jerry?”

It was a little embarrassing the way she said it, and he mumbled. “It’s okay.”

“And have you had any sex?”

Jerry’s shoulders sagged. “No.”

“Poor, Jerry,” murmured Ava, but it didn’t sound like she was commiserating. There was a sparkle in her eye that made Jerry glance at her.

“Well, let’s see it.”

“See my penis? Here?”

“Sure. Now drop those drawers, sailor.”

The girls were getting a little high, but Ava told him to go ahead, so he shrugged and unbuckled.

His penis, of course, immediately grew.

“You know,” said Susan with a frown, “he shouldn’t be erecting this fast. I wonder…”

“What’s that?”

“I wonder what would happen if we put him in chastity.”

“Chastity,” blurted Jerry. “You mean…like…” his voice dried up.

“Like one of those devices that encases your penis, locks on. They’re supposed to be quite effective at stifling erections.”

Ava’s lips were making little wiggle movements when Susan said this, as if she was trying not to laugh.

“This isn’t funny,” pointed out Jerry.

Ava bit her lip, then managed to say in the most sober manner, “No, I’m sure it isn’t.”

Susan gave a cough. “I suppose I could order you one.”

“I don’t want one.”

Susan looked up from where she was examining his dick. It was throbbing in her hand. “Jerry, I need the absolute truth now, for your medical health. Have you masturbated?”

“Well, uh…no. I would…wouldn’t—“

“Ha. You have!”

“Not really.”

“And how many times is ‘not really?’”

He looked down, avoided the girls’ eyes. “Just a couple of times.”

“Jerry!” his wife admonished him.

“Well, I couldn’t help it! You know how I get, and to be totally deprived…like…cold turkey…”

Susan stroked him slowly, looked up at him. Her lips were red and she licked them in a very un-doctor like manner. “Now, Jerry, this is for your wellness. You simply can’t be having sex until we have your situation sorted out.”

“Why not?” he whined. “I’ve been having sex for years and it hasn’t hurt me!”

“No, but down the road, there are all manner of things that could go wrong. Your penis could stop getting erect completely. Think about that! No sex at all, for the rest of your life.

Her lips trembling slightly, Ava put her glass to her mouth, took a sip, then said, “Didn’t you tell me something about having to castrate men who reached that stage?

“What?” Jerry’s brows dipped.

Susan looked at Ava, then back to Jerry. “I did mention it. I don’t like to bring the subject up when a person is at this fragile a stage of the disease, but…”

“Disease?” Jerry was starting to worry now. This was the first time the doctor had referred to his problem as a ‘disease.’

“Yes. When the penis becomes totally non-functional many men choose to have it excised.”

“Excised?”

“Yes. Removed. After all, it is just a useless appendage that flops around, and the balls are still producing massive amounts of semen. Removing the cock and the balls removes the chance for later cancers, and most men find it a relief.”

“Jerry? Could you go get us a couple more drinks?”

Jerry didn’t want to. He wanted to stay there and ask questions. And it did feel awfully good to have the doctor examine his cock.

But he put his penis away and went into the kitchen. He placed the glasses on the counter and put ice cubes in them.

He stood for a long moment and thought about what the doctor had said.

Cancer? In his package? Having everything removed? Good Lord! That sounded so positively dire!

He blinked a bit, shook himself, and poured bourbon into the glasses. And thought some more.

But would a chastity device help him? He had heard of the devices, but had never seen one, and had certainly never thought of wearing one.

Inside his pants his cock throbbed, and he could feel a bit of pre-cum coming out of the tip.

Again, he forced himself to move and topped off the glasses with Coke.

And thought.

Losing his package? Gawd! In his mind there could be nothing worse! To never have sex again? That would be terrible!

He walked back out to the patio.

Susan and Ava were sitting up and leaning towards each other. Apparently they had been in a deep conversation, because they moved apart quickly. They glanced around a little, almost like they had done something wrong, but then just sat back and took their drinks.

Ava’s lipstick was a little smudged. Jerry pointed to his mouth significantly, and she jumped up and went inside.

“So what are you thinking about, Jerry?” asked the doc.

“Is there really a danger of my…you know…not working?”

“Oh, absolutely. There are 30 million men in the US that have that disease. And more than half of the men in the US experience it at some time during their lives.”

“Wow.”

“And the tragedy is that it can almost always be prevented. A little discipline with the rate of love making, maybe even wearing a chastity device, and men, I mean the disease, are completely controllable.”

Jerry took a big slug and thought about his penis. “Damn!” he finally said. “But it’s so…so alive right now! I just don’t understand how something like that could happen to me.”

“Think about it like this, Jerry. You are born and you have a certain amount of emissions available to you. Cum too much and that reduces the overall amount of ejaculate you can produce. It really makes sense to look into this. By limiting your ejaculations we can not only preserve the life of your penis, but your life in general. You’ll be much healthier. I mean, what happens when you have an orgasm?”

“Well, uh…”

“You feel like sleeping. That is your body wearing out. You wear it out enough, and…” she shrugged and sat back and sipped. And watched him over the rim of her glass.

At that moment Ava returned. Her lipstick repaired. Her face was a little flushed, however.

“You feeling all right, honey?” asked Jerry.

“Oh…oh, yes.” Yet she seemed flustered. She looked at Susan and suddenly seemed a bit embarrassed, or shy, or something.

“I was just telling Jerry of the benefits of being in chastity.”

“Oh?”

“Yes. Being in chastity means you don’t waste your precious bodily fluids. You have more energy and you can get more done. No more of the ups and downs as your body is forced to produce more and more semen. Being in chastity is a win win situation.”

“But how would I make love?” blurted Jerry.

“Oh, that’s easy. We just give a key to Ava and she lets you out when the time is right.”

Jerry looked back and forth between the two girls. They seemed awfully excited, in a subdued sort of way.

“Of course, Ava would be following a strict schedule. Considering your condition, she might need to keep you locked up for a while. Your situation is precarious, you know.”

“After all,” chimed in Ava, “You don’t want to lose your cock, do you?”

Her eyes flashed as she said this.

Jerry realized that it must be very upsetting for her to think of him losing his penis. Of being…castrated.

“I’ll tell you what,” said Susan, “I’ll order a chastity device and you can try it. We can even have a little party for us, a celebration of your good health. How does that sound?”

“Well…”

“You should do it, Jerry. It’s for your health!”

“I can even look into stronger hormones for you. We can get your levels fully adjust in no time!”

“Well—“

“Okay. Good.”

The two women smiled, glanced happily at each other, and seemed very excited when they looked at Jerry.

It took a week for the chastity device to arrive, and in that time Jerry noticed a couple of changes.

First, he didn’t need to shave as much. He wasn’t a hairy fellow, anyway, but it seemed like his whiskers were finer, very light, and didn’t grow half as fast as usual.

Second, and this was weird, he felt…pudgy.

Maybe that wasn’t the right word for it, but he just felt like his muscles were a little bit slack.

At first he thought he was simply coming down with something. He had that weak, unbalanced feeling that the flu gives a guy.

Third, his penis was getting really, really hard. Harder than it had ever been before.

Man, he really wanted to make love then. Or at least stroke it to a squirt. He just felt so damned horny!

Of course, it had been a few weeks since the program had started, and he hadn’t jacked off since Susan had upbraided him. So he must really have a load stored up.

But he managed to withhold himself.

Sometimes, like when he was peeing, or taking a shower, it was all he could do not to grab that snake and stroke it.

But he held himself back, no matter how it hurt.

He was doing this for his health, after all, and he didn’t want to disappoint Ava, who checked with him every day.

It didn’t help that she stroked him when she asked, but…at least she cared.

Then, the next Friday arrived, and Susan showed up with the chastity device.

Actually, she showed up with a large purse, and a box in the purse, and the device in the box.

Ava served a light dinner, they had a few drinks, and then it was time.

“You haven’t jacked off, have you?” asked Susan.

“No, ma’am,” Jerry answered sincerely.

“Excellent. Now this is the device.” She reached into her purse and brought out the box. The box was only six inches cubed, and made of a red velvet type of material.

She opened the box and took out a little sack. The sack was made of velvet, black, and had a golden drawstring.

She opened the mouth of the sack and took out the contents.

There was a tube in the shape of a cock, be it a little short and narrow. There was a ring to fit around the whole package. There was a ring with points on it that went inside the tube.

“Okay, Jerry, time to fit you.”

Jerry stared at the thing on the table. It was made of clear plastic with a couple of portholes, presumably so his cock could breath.

“Come on, Jerry.” Ava nudged him, and he stood up.

He undid his belt and slid his pants, then his underpants, down.

His cock stuck straight out.

“Oh, my. Maybe we should have had him masturbate.”

“It does seem a little extra swollen,” murmured Ava.

Jerry looked down at his red rocket. It certainly was bulging. The veins were standing out, and there was no way he was going to get his dick in that tube.

He picked up the tube and pushed it at his dick. His head went in, but even that was just barely.

“I guess not,” and he couldn’t keep the grin from appearing on his face.

“Well, we could always spank it,” said Ava.

“What?”

But it was too late, Ava had a hold of his penis and she smacked her hand down on it.

SMACK!

“OW!”

“Don’t be such a baby.”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

For a full minute she spanked his dingus, but it didn’t do any good. If anything, it was getting redder, and harder.

Ava looked at Susan, “Any ideas?”

“Well, I don’t want to give him a shot, not yet, but…maybe we should let him have an orgasm.”

Jerry grinned.

“Just a small one.”

His grin went to a smile.

“A drop or two.”

His smile became a mere upturn of the corners of his mouth.

“Should I…”

“I’ll do it. It is a medical procedure, after all.”

“But I don’t want to cum just one drop!”

“Jerry, it’s a medical emergency.”

“But why can’t I just shoot my whole load?”

“That might be dangerous, in your condition.”

Jerry sulked.

“Or…”

“Or what?”

“It’s a rather common procedure, but we could milk him.”

“What’s that?” asked Jerry.

“I simply give you a prostate examine. A little pressure on your prostate and your semen will drain right out. Quick and easy. No fuss, no muss, no bother.”

Jerry looked between the two women.

Dr. Susan was smiling professionally.

Ava had an eager expression and was nodding her head.

“Well, I don’t—“

“Do’t worry, Jerry. I do this all the time. Men love it. In fact, they love it so much they beg for it.”

“Beg?”

But Susan wasn’t going to mince words. “Why don’t you remove all your clothes and get on all fours on the couch. Ava, do you have a towel, maybe a bowl to catch his issue?”

“Sure.”

Susan ran to the hall closet and got out a towel. She ran back in as Susan convinced Jerry to remove the rest of his clothes.

It was, after all, a medical emergency.

Jerry got up on the couch, his dick poking down stiffly, and Susan reached into her bag and got out a pair of latex gloves.

“Do you have lube?”

“We do.”

Susan was back, and in the meantime Susan was rubbing Jerry’s butt and feeling his penis.

“This should be pretty easy,” she said as she rubbed a big glop of lube into Jerry’s ass.

“Hey!” Jerry complained weakly.

“Grow up, honey. Be a man.”

“Yes, take it like a man,” and Susan suppressed a giggle.

Without further ado Susan pushed her finger into Jerry.

Jerry gasped, he had never felt anything so…so delicious! It felt like her finger was six inches long and…big!

Jerry groaned and waited and felt her finger going in and out of him.

“Come around here and watch how I do this,” Susan told Ava.

Ava moved around to Jerry’s backside. “Wow.”

“See how it goes in? Moving it this way will be quite pleasurable for Jerry.”

“I’ll say,” sighed Jerry, moving his hips up and back a little.

“What’s that called?”

“It’s called a prostate massager. It’s shaped—“

“What’s a prostate massager?” Jerry asked, looking over his shoulder.

“This,” Susan pulled her finger out of his butt and held it up, and it wasn’t a finger!

It was shaped like a bulbous dick with a curve in it.

“What?”

But before he could protest further she pushed it back inside him. The good feeling whelmed him and he forgot about complaining.

That thing felt good!

“It’s shaped like a tulip, but bent so it will touch the prostate easier. If you angle it like this…”

Jerry gasped, and it felt like he was going to pee.

“And press rhythmically, like this…”

Jerry started to pee.

“Quick, catch it!”

Susan moved to his side and placed the bowl under him.

Jerry heard the sound of pissing, but it was different. Like the piss wasn’t shooting, but just falling, dribbling.

He sighed and a lazy feeling came over him.

God, that felt good!

For a long minute Susan bumped the thing into his prostate, and he felt better and better. It was like an orgasm without the bang, and he felt warm and hazy and sort of golden.

The weird thing was that he heard smacking sounds coming from his butt. but they weren’t coming from his butt. It was almost a kissing sound, but it didn’t match the in and out rhythm that Susan had established.

He started to look over his shoulder, and she suddenly pulled the device out of him.

“Oh, fuck!” he whimpered. That last pull had really felt good!

“There we go.”

“That’s it?” asked Jerry in a relaxed voice.

“That’s it.”

Ava held the bowl up. It was half full of semen, more than he usually got out of a cum.

Of course, he had been all stored up.

Then he noticed that Ava had again messed up her lipstick.

He pointed to his mouth, and she felt her mouth and nodded. She quickly left the room to straighten up.

“Do you want me to throw this out?” he asked Susan of the bowl of semen.

“Oh, no. I need to do tests, make sure everything is all right.”

“Oh, okay.”

“Why don’t you wipe your butt and get dressed, and I’ll go check on Ava.”

Jerry got dressed, and by the time he was done he heard the girls coming back down the hallway.

Ava’s lipstick was fixed, and she had a big cheshire smile on her face.

Susan walked into the kitchen and rinsed the bowl.

“I thought you needed that for a sample?” asked Jerry.

“Oh, I stumbled, spilled it. Next time.”

“Oh.” And Jerry was thinking of a next time. He smiled. He liked this draining business.

“Okay, you’re limp, but it might not last for long, so let’s get the tube on you.”


Part Two

Jerry stared at the tube on his cock. It was small, not much wiggle room in there, and he had the ridiculous thought, How am I supposed to get hard?

But that was the point, wasn’t it? To not get hard?

The girls sat back and watched him.

“This is weird.”

“How does it feel?”

Like I’m a hot dog still in the package.

Ava actually spit a bit of her drink out, and Susan grinned. “That sounds about right.”

Jerry pulled his pants up and sighed. And took a big glug of whiskey.

“Walk around. See if it’s comfortable.”

He walked, shrugged. “It’s okay. I mean, I feel it, but it’s not rubbing or anything. But my underpants don’t like it. There’s some rubbing going on there.

“Well, if it persists, just wear a pair of Ava’s panties.”

“What?” his head jerked around to her.

Ava sniffed and gulped and her whole face twitched. Then she looked at Susan.

“Hey, why not. Nobodies going to see them. You’ll probably find that you like them. Softer material, get a stretchy pair and it hugs you, feels real good.”

“I can’t believe we’re talking about this.”

“Believe, Jerry. This is about you getting over your condition, and it’s going to help if you are comfortable.

“Oh.”

And that was it.

Jerry went into the computer room and checked his email, then he rocked back and read a book.

But it was hard to concentrate, his dingus was trying to erect already, and it didn’t have anywhere to go. It just pressed against the sides and the end of the tube, and his balls got stretched out a little.

He heard Susan leave, then Ava headed for the bedroom.

“Good night, Jerry.”

“Uh…”

“Yes?”

“Did you want to…”

“Jerry! You were just drained! You’re probably empty!”

“But that draining thing, it made me even hornier! I really need to screw!”

“Well, you’ll have to wait.”

“But I can’t!” he whined.

For answer, Ava grabbed her cell and called Susan.

“Susan? Jerry wants to be let out already. I thought maybe if he heard it from you he would realize that…what? Really…okay.”

She hung up and smiled at Jerry. “It’s your lucky night, big guy. Come on.”

Jerry jumped up and followed Ava down the hall.

“But I have to tell you, if you can’t cum you’re still going to have to get your dick back in the tube. I don’t care if we have to put it in ice, you’re going back in. Got it?”

“Yes,” he could hardly speak he was so excited.

Apparently Ava was looking forward to it, too. For she was undressed and spread on the bed in a moment. She handed Jerry the key and watched as he divested himself of clothes and the plastic prison.

His peeny was sticking straight out like it had never been drained.

He crawled on top of Ava and began making love.

Ava was hot that night. Hotter than she had been in a long time. She gave him the ride of his life, sucking, fucking, even sticking her finger up as if to drain him.

But there was nothing left. For an hour Jerry tried. He humped and he pumped, he thrusted to bust, he squirmed and he wormed, but he was definitely empty. That draining thing really worked!

In the end, though Ava had several orgasms, he had none, and he was finally pushed off. His dick was a little sore, and her pussy was raw and puffy, but she was really happy.

“God, that was good! We’re going to have to do this every time you get drained. At last, no more premature ejaculation!

The downside was that Jerry had to go into the kitchen and get out a bag of peas and lay it on his dick.

Talk about yikes!

He suffered for long minutes, but finally his thing went down and he was able to get it back in the tube.

The next morning Jerry woke up to Ava tossing a pair of her panties in his face.

He sighed, and pulled them on. He snugged them up, and they actually felt pretty good. Better than the rough, old BVDs he usually wore.

“All you need is a bra,” snickered Ava, but Jerry just ignored her. After all, he had a condition!

Time passed, and Jerry felt his body changing.

The funny thing was he had lots of energy, he should be burning the fat off, but he wasn’t. Instead, he was getting downright pudgy. What was worse was the fact that his wife’s suggestion that he wear a bra was coming to haunt him.

In addition to the rounding of his hips, his chest was…puffy. It was like his pectorals were turning into little tennis balls.

But when he complained to Susan on his weekly visits, she just said temporary things might happen on the way to better health. But, to help him, she started giving him injections. They were stronger than the pills and should help him get through this difficult period.

And his hair was pretty much gone on his body, and his head hair had grown faster.

“Honey, I need to get a haircut. Get out the scissors.

But when he sat down she just did a few snips and left the major growth.

“If I don’t chop off these locks I’m going to look downright girlish!”

She just chuckled and told him he was being silly.

And suggested that he consider the bra idea.

“What?”

“Well, you do seem to be a bit heavy up front, and you don’t want your skin stretching. Besides, it would hide your nipples.”

He looked down at his front.

He was wearing a tee shirt, and his nipples were swollen, and they were definitely stiff.

They seemed to be stiff a lot recently, and they were very sensitive.

“I’ll tell you what, honey. I’ll get you a training bra. They’re flatter, should hide your, uh…boobs.”

“Hey!”

“Just talking about your chest area.”

He wasn’t mollified, but Ava rode right over him.

“I’ll get you a training bra, and you can try it on while I milk you.”

“Milk me?” he frowned.

“That’s another term for draining you. It’s been a month since Susan drained you, but she told me how to do it, and I saw her do it. Are you willing to take a chance?”

She was standing close to him now, and holding his package through his pants.

“Well, uh…”

“Lord, honey, feel your balls! You feel full! You need to be drained! And Susan said it’s good for you!”

“Well, I guess.”

“Okay. I’ll go to the store and get you a training bra and when i get back we get ring a ding ding!” She held her finger up and circled it in the air and giggled.

Man, this draining stuff really seemed to excite her.

“You’re not going to use your finger, are you?”

“I’ll stop by the Sex Shop store and pick up a prostate massager or two,” she winked. “Would that be okay?”

“Uh, yeah. I guess.”

“Good. I’ll head out now, why don’t you go watch some porn or something and get all excited.”

“Really?” She normally didn’t approve of him watching porn.

“Hey, I feel for you, what you’re going through. A little porn isn’t going to hurt, especially if I’m going to give you a little relief.”

Her eyes were bright and she gave a little giggle. She was breathing hard and really focused on him.

“Honey,” she said, placing a hand on his chest, rubbing her palm over his nipple. “I’m proud of you. The way you’re handling this whole thing.”

“Well, thanks.”

“Okay. You go watch and I’ll be back in an hour or so.” Giggling openly, and so very happy, she grabbed her keys and headed out the door.

Jerry headed into the computer room and called up the porn channels. He sighed and his weenie wiggled. Even his nipples stood up. He watched Brandi and Lisa and Julia. He surfed on over iXXX and went searching for the perverted stuff. BDSM, fisting, and women who really enjoyed what they were doing.

It was fun, and he had been given permission, and he spent four hours getting super excited. by the time Ava came home he was hurting down there, and more ready to squirt than he had ever been.

“Sorry I’m late, honey, but I stopped to chat with Susan, get a few pointers, you know.”

“Oh, that’s okay.”

They were both excited now, and Jerry was trembling as he got undressed and knelt on the bed.

Ava put a towel and a bowl under him and greased him up.

Jerry was breathing hard, could hardly think for his excitement. Then he felt her insert.

“Wow! It didn’t feel that big before?”

Susan gave me a different one. Said it will work even better. How’s it feel?”

“It’s…good. But it just feels so big!”

“That’s okay. As long as it does the job, and as long as you’re happy. Are you happy, Jerry?”

He nodded, and gasped as she began to work the new device.

It didn’t feel so bulbous, like the other one. And she just rammed it in and out for a while, then angled it down and began working his prostate.

Jerry was flattened out now. The pleasure was too much and he lost control of his arms and legs.

Susan left the device in him and put a couple of pillows under him.

She began working hard, ramming sand slamming, and Jerry couldn’t think, couldn’t breath, and, suddenly…

“FU-U-U!”

It was like an orgasm, but bigger and more intense. He had never felt anything like that!

Finally, gulping air, trying to stop the dizziness, he just laid there and she extracted thing from his butt.

She put it on the side table and said, “Turn over, honey, time for me to get my jollies.”

He turned, and got a glimpse of the tool she had used on him.

“That looks like a…a dick!”

“Nonsense, honey. It’s just a prostate massager.”

But he knew what a dick liked, and he was confused.

Then she had him unlocked and was riding him.

He stared upwards at her as she pulled on her nipples and howled with delight.

In his mind: he had had a dick up his butt!

But: it felt good!

So he ignored it watched as Ava came again and again.

“It went well,” said Ava. She was on the phone with Susan. “Yes, he liked the bigger tool…I just told him it was a prostate massager and he believed me…I know. Yes…I love you, too.”

Ava was whispering into her phone on the patio, she had thought that Jerry wouldn't hear anything.

But he was laying awake inside the bedroom, and the window was open,  and he heard everything.

So she had used a penis on him. A fake penis, but…it was still a male member.

That sort of confused him, except that, as she had said, he had enjoyed it.

And he didn’t feel gay. He still wanted women. Well, he wanted Ava, so he wasn’t gay. Was he?

The thing that did bother him a little was the way Ava had said, ‘I love you, too.’ That seemed a little friendly for a doctor patient relationship, especially since Ava wasn’t even the patient.

Well, he would have to bring it up sometime. But right then, he felt so loosy goosy good. He slipped into a light slumber and dreamed of fuzzy ducks.

“Say it, honey. Say Fuzzy ducks ten times in a row real fast!”

He tried. Fuzzy ducks, fuzzy ducks, fuzzy…and somewhere along the line it turned into ‘Does he fuck.’

And they would laugh and laugh and…

Jerry awoke, and sighed. He felt his…tit. If anything, it felt bigger. Him getting drained was like turning a switch.

He sat up, and his chest sagged.

Fuck, he really was getting bigger.

He looked at the chair next to the bed. Ava had left a bra on it. It was new, and for a training bra it seemed to have cups. Not huge, but…big enough.

Dreading it, yet curious, he slipped his arms under the straps and fastened it in the front.

Yep. It had cups, and they were even a little pointed.

He stood up and stared at himself in the vanity mirror.

The good thing about this program he was on was that he had lost a little weight around the waist. That made his chest look bigger than it was, and…it made his butt look rounder.

Crap, if this kept up he was going to look like a real woman!

He sat down in Ava’s vanity chair and studied his face.

His hair was longer, finer, and his skin was smoother, less porous.

He picked up Ava’s hair brush and pulled it through his hair.

And pulled and pulled.

And twisted it a bit.

He had seen how Ava used simple water and curled her locks under.

He tried it, and his hair actually formed into a rather long bob.

“Look at you!”

He dropped the brush like it was a hot iron.

“No, no. It’s okay! I love to see you taking care of your appearance. Here, let me help.”

He sat, a curious mix of calm with electric butterflies floating through his abdomen, and she took over the brushing of his hair.

“You’ve got such wonderful skin now. This program has really helped you out.”

“Oh,” he mumbled. He felt like he was on edge, yet…it was like he was magnetized to his seat.

“Honey, you look gorgeous. Here, let me clean up your eyebrows.”

She plucked a few outliers, inspected him, then actually took an eyebrow pencil and colored his eyebrows.

“Just making your eyebrows stand out a little. They are so beautiful. You are so beautiful.”

“Yeah, but this is…gay.”

“Oh, you feel like screwing men now?”

She was laughing, but she had really hit his homophobe button.

“No!”

“It’s okay, honey. I know you’re not gay. Not the way you fuck me.”

That gave him a hesitant smile.

“You know,” she murmured, “I could do a lot if you let me.”

“What do you mean.”

“Well, you’ve got that tiny, little scar over your eye. If I used a little make up I could make that go away. And your skin is rough right here,” she slid her hand along the corner of his jaw.”

Jerry’s peeny was knocking around in its cage.

“Talk about making me gay,” he said.

“Oh, honey, lots of men use make up. Men who want to look good for their wives, who have a small imperfection to cover up. You’ve used sunscreen before, haven’t you?”

“Well, yeah.”

“That feels just like make up.”

“But people will see!”

“Who? Oh, you mean the dozen people waiting in the corners of our living room to jump out and surprise you?”

“Well…”

“Come on, now. Mama knows best, and, besides, there’s always this.”

She was rubbing his nipples now, and the sexual electricity was running through his body.

She kissed him lightly, then took a finger and rubbed his lips, sensually. “Got a little lipstick on you.”

He stared at her, and he felt very surreal, like he was on another planet.

“You don’t mind a little lipstick, do you?”

“Well, uh…”

She moved around, threw a leg over him and sat on his lap.

She kissed him, felt his breasts, then reached behind her for a tube of lipstick.

“Just a little bit,” she whispered.

She placed her hand on his forehead and moved his head back slightly. She rolled the tube on his lips.

It was the most sexual thing Jerry had ever done in his life. The feel of the substance coating his lips, the taste of it, the way Ava held his head, her face close to his, breathing on him.

“It’s got a built in plumper,” she whispered. “It’s going to sting for a minute, but even that feels good.”

He didn’t move his mouth, just sat and felt it.

She reached around behind her and felt through her make up stuff.

“This will cleanse your pores,” she whispered.

She ground her hips down as she cleaned his skin. “God, that tube feels good. Grab my tits and do a little feeling.”

He complied, easily and eagerly, and she put primer on his face.

For an hour they sat like that, stopping occasionally for her to brush her lips against his, to feel his nipples, to grind her pussy down on his trapped manhood.

She colored his eyes a shiny sort of kohl, and lengthened his lashes.

“Oh, honey, you are the most exciting woman I have ever seen.”

He blurted, out of nowhere, from the little stewpot in the back of his mind, “Do you kiss Susan?”

Though she didn’t jerk or twitch, he could feel the thought coursing through her.

“And what if I have.”

“I don’t know,” he answered honestly. “I mean, we are married.”

“And are you happy with the way we are married? With your cock locked up and me doing this to you?”

He was silent, and she took it, rightly, for assent.

“Then maybe we should rethink how our relationship is going to play out. I still fuck you, don’t I?”

“Yes.”

“And I love fucking you. Susan, with her strap on, can’t compete with a real, flesh dick. I’ve never had so many orgasms, such intense orgasms, since…and it’s all because of the program she’s got you on.”

He was silent. In the mirror it was like a different person was silent. A female version of himself. Turned on, but scared, and not knowing what to think.

“I’ll tell you what. Why don’t you talk to Susan. If you’ve got questions, she’ll give you answers. She’s coming over tonight, and I think she’d like to see you like this.”

“Like…like this?” his throat worked hard.

“Yes, like this. The way you’re changing, the big breasts you’re developing, it’s all part of the program. The program she’s got you on. Ask her about it. I think you’re ready.”

She stood him up and he stared at the mirror.

He was feminized. His face, his hair, the lingerie he was wearing.

“Stay like this,” Ava suggested. “No, let’s get you into nylons and high heels, but that’s all. I need Susan to see you like this, and she wants to see you like this.”

“But…”

“Come on. Let’s get a drink in us, then we’ll finish you. Get the nylons and heels, and—oh, Lord! We have to give you some. good nails! And then, maybe…would you like me to pierce your ears?”

He didn’t nod, but he didn’t say no, and she led him down the hallway to the kitchen.


Epilogue

“Oh, my God!” Susan whispered.

Ava closed the door behind her.

Susan began to walk around Jerry. She put a hand out and touched his thigh, his back, his arms, then his breasts.

Jerry trembled. His heart was pounding, but so was his caged cock.

If there was ever a time when his penis was beating hard enough to break the plastic, this was it.

But it didn’t break the plastic. It just pounded, and his balls felt like they were going to explode.

“Girlfriend, this is magnificent.”

Jerry didn’t know if Susan was talking to him or to Ava. Heat was surging through his chest.

“I need to…can I milk him and…and…”

“Honey, everything is ready in the bedroom. You knock yourself out.”

Without further word, Susan took Jerry’s hand and led him back to the bedroom.

His hands felt weird, the long, red fingernails in hers. His face felt weird, like it had been composed and he was afraid the composition would shatter.

In the bedroom the draining apparatus was waiting. Along with a strap on.

“Jerry,” she whispered as she kissed his ear, “We’re going to have so much fun!”

He nodded, was afraid to speak, was afraid he might break this spell he was under.

“I knew, when I first met you, that you would make a perfect woman.”

Then he managed to ask the question that was bubbling under the surface, “Is that why…the procedure, it’s supposed to…”

She chuckled. “Jerry, you’ve got more estrogen in you than any woman alive. Furthermore, we managed to do it and keep your dick in good working order. Real good. You don’t mind being in chastity, do you?”

He shook his head.

She pushed him so he bent over the bed, then she buckled the strap on on and snapped a big dick in it.

“That’s not a prostate massager, is it.”

“Well, it’s not an official one, but it does do a lot of massaging, doesn’t it?

“Uh, yeah.”

“Good. Now you just stay there and I’ll grease you up, and we’ll get this little party started.

Jerry lay bent over the bed, his mind whirling.

He felt so sexy, and he was shivering with anticipation.

“You know, Jerry, you might have an orgasm, so relax and enjoy it.”

“What about Ava?”

“Ava doesn’t mind, or she wouldn’t have sent me back here with you, would she?”

“Nu…no.” he gulped and felt her poking around down there, finding his man pussy.

“And you don’t mind, do you, Jerry?”

“No,” he said.

“Good,” smiled Susan, and she thrust forward.

END
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PART ONE

We were in an inn. The biggest inn in Femsgaden, and there was nobody around us. And yet he looked like he thought somebody was going to jump out of the woodwork and snatch him.

He leaned forward and whispered. “People aren’t just disappearing…they are changed.”

Changed, huh. This was one weird job.

“Changed how?”

He was a rotund fellow with thick mustaches. He was wearing alpine clothing, and he looked stared at me as if asking if he could trust me. He was also the mayor of this little hamlet.

“They are changed…sexually.”

I blinked. I had traveled a couple of hundred miles just to meet with a kook.

I sat back and smiled.

“No, please. I cannot go to the police. And we need help.

“And why can’t you go to the police?” I was treating this like a joke, yet his look was frightened.

“Die Polizei are not…strong in this small district.”

Femsgaden was small, and I could understand that. Femsgaden was considered the ‘northern Berchtesgaden,’ it was cold and icy, not much for tourists. There was probably one cop, and he was lazy.

“And the Bundespolizei?” The Bundespolizei were the federal police.

“The Bundespolizei…let us say they are…compromised.”

I blinked.

“You’re saying the federal police know who is kidnapping your people and…don’t care? Won’t do anything about it.

He looked down and nodded, and. I suddenly realized he was not just frightened, he was embarrassed. Embarrassed to be reporting kidnap victims? WTF?

I decided to string him along a bit and see where this joke went. I took the smile off my face and asked, “So tell me about this…how people are changed sexually.”

He nodded, and gulped. He was doing a marvelous job of acting. I almost believed him, but…sexually changed? Come on.

He placed a folder on the table and opened it. “See?”

I stared at a picture of a man. Handsome fellow, curly brown hair, laughing eyes, skis over his shoulder. He looked like a player, in a Germanic sort of way.

On the opposite page was another picture. A woman. It was obvious that it was his sister.

“This…” I motioned towards the picture, “is…” I stopped and took note of the writing.

Same name, but feminized. Same birthdate. Same…everything. I looked at the faces more closely. I looked up at the mayor. “So you have twins.”

He turned the page.

A blonde man, one raised eyebrow. Happy, looked like he might have been snapped while drinking. German beer was pretty strong stuff.

But on the opposite page was another picture. Another woman who looked….the same as him. Same features, same hair, but longer. Same birthdate. Another twin.

I was getting confused. “I don’t see…”

He turned the page.

Another man and woman. Duplicates in every way, except one was male and one was female.

And another page, and another.

The folder had over twenty twins.

“So you have a lot of twins.” I suddenly wondered if this was an elaborate practical joke. Except I didn’t know anybody who would go this elaborate.

“Same people. He…” the mayor pointed at one of the men, “disappeared on a Friday.” He pointed at the woman opposite. “She appeared on a Monday. Same for him and her,” he flipped a page. “And him and her.” He flipped a page. “Him and her,” he flipped through the pages saying ‘him and her’ over and over.

“Wait a minute,” I muttered, staring at the photographs. “You’re telling me that these people disappear on Friday, get a sex change, and reappear on Monday?”

He nodded. His eyes were big and round.

Frightened.

“Have you tried talking to these people? Finding out what happened? I mean, people don’t change sex over a weekend. It takes months and months, years, for a person to transition.”

“I have tried, but…I am not like you. I am not an investigative reporter. I don’t know what questions to ask, how to…follow up on their answers.

I sat back. This was just weird enough that I was actually interested. I couldn’t believe it. “So what do you want me to do?”

“Find out what is happening. The young men of Femsgaden are disappearing. Who is changing them. How. Why.”

I pondered while I held his gaze.

A secret sex change laboratory high in the mountains. Men changed into women against their will. Damned if it didn’t sound like something I could sell. Even if only to the National Enquirer. that’s right, the Germans have their own edition of that fabulous tabloid, and they paid well.

Of course it wouldn’t be like real journalism. But ‘real’ journalism had taken it on the chin when Donald Trump had come into office. The whole American media had become a world laughing stock, so…the National Enquirer. Hmmm.

“So you want me to get the goods on these disappearing…these ‘changing’…people. And, what? I write an expose? Tell the world about a bunch of perverts in your village?

He blinked. I had shocked him, but I had to. He had to understand where I was going with this. After all, I was going to get paid by him, he was actually hiring me to do a story which I would then sell to others. I didn’t want there to be any misunderstanding.

He finally nodded.

I nodded. “Okay. I’ll look into it.”

“When?”

“Give me that folder. I’ll study it, and I’ll start investigating tonight.

Femsgaden, as I stated earlier was considered the northern Berchtesgaden. This was not necessarily a good thing, but it did pull in tourists.

Berchtesgaden, in the south of Germany was where Hitler vacationed. He had his famous ‘Eagle’s Nest’ there, and his German Shepherd, Blondi, and his screening room where he watched his enemies be hung with piano wire.

But Berchtesgaden was now a sunny tourist resort. There was even a restaurant at the Eagle’s Nest, the Berg-Restaurant Kehlsteinhaus.

Femsgaden, the northern Berchtesgaden was not so sunny. It was located almost in the Baltic Sea. It was fantastic for skiing, if you could get past the gloom.

And the lesser known fact, oddly downplayed by the German tourist industry, was that Hitler had spent much time there during the war. MUCH time. And he was’t known for his skiing.

So why did Hitler spend so much time in this northern clime? And why didn’t he bring his mistress, Eva Braun, with him? Or his dog?

He brought his cronies, Himmler and Goering, and a host of lesser known stars of the third reich. People like Eichmann, and Gosdek and Wahler, and…why?

I took the folder back to my hostel and studied it. I committed the names and faces of the women to memory. Wouldn’t do much good to remember the men, they were…transformed.

The women were quite beautiful. Very beautiful.

As men they had been handsome fellows, but as women they were striking. A few shots showed me their bodies, and they were, to a woman, stacked and sexy.

And I’m not a guy who swings that way, if they really were guys, if you get my drift, but I couldn’t deny their sex appeal.

That evening I went out on the town. I wasn’t looking to make any contact, I just wanted to do a little recon on the landscape.

Femsgaden was an Alpine village that wasn’t in the Alpines. The Alpines are a mountain range that runs through Europe, and the southern part of Germany. But this was a small northern mountain range, right off the Baltic. Still, the white washed buildings with criss crossed woodwork were there. The chimneys were tall and working overtime. The chill in these high parts was quite biting.

The town was accessible by a long winding drive through the ascending mountains, and it consisted of only a few streets, sandwiched in between the peaks.

The businesses in town were typical. Small shops that looked like they had been there for hundreds of years. A couple of modern ski shops. A handful of ‘bierhalles.’ Germans love their beerhalls.

So I walked up and down the main drag, and finally, to get a little warmth back in my bones, sauntered into a beerhall. I chose a seat near the large fireplace, ordered a liter of ‘Bier,’ and put my feet up.

It was nice in here, if a bit gloomy. The woodwork was old, but polished. The two waitresses were dressed in the traditional serving maid garb, puffy blouses and suspender dresses. And they were pretty well endowed, which made me smile.

I sate there and considered the elements of my story. Young men lured, or conked on the head, and…what? Taken to a laboratory and…experimented on? Given super chemicals that would instantly transform them from testosterone beasts to estrogen lassies?

Sitting there, feet up and sipping a beer, feeling the warmth and the bier seep into my bloodstream, it seemed laughable. Yet I knew the National Enquirer would buy it. It was just loony enough that—

The woman sat down two chairs from me. Her face was that unlined perfection, an ice queen. Her eyes were blue diamonds. Her red lips…they quirked. There was a joke somewhere in her buxom soul.

And I do mean buxom. She had curves on top of curves. She was a mountain range to herself.

She slipped off her ski jacket and gave me a better look. And thank God I have insurance in the event that my eyeballs fall out of my head. I mean, she was that good looking.

And she was one of the women in my folder.

Hiedi Braun. Once Heinrick Braun. From six foot to five foot six. From 180 pounds to 130 pounds. From short, crew cut to shoulder length waves. From a flat but muscular chest to…zowie.

She glanced at me, and I noted her eyes were scintillating blue. But her smile, it was…not happy.

I lifted my mug, “Buy you a drink?”

“Absolut,” she murmured. Her voice was deep for a woman, but higher than a man’s.

I waved a hand and her drink was delivered. She sipped, smiled wanly at me, “Danke schön.”

I raised a hand in acknowledgement.

We were a couple of chairs apart, but we were alone, and in the warmth of the bierhalle there was an instant intimacy.

We sipped slowly, enjoyed the fire, and she asked, “Tourist?” She spoke English with a slight accent.

“Journalist,” I answered. “But I’m on vacation. But I’m thinking about doing a piece on Femsgaden.”

She nodded. Didn’t say much, then suddenly stood up and came to the chair next to me.

“Journalist. Sounds fascinating. Do you travel the world?”

A little, not much.”

“What do you write about? All the big news stories of the day?”

“More like all the small stories. Every once in awhile, if I’m in the right place, I get picked up, assigned, but that’s not the glamour one would think. There’s actually more glamour to sitting in a bierhalle with a lovely maiden.” I raised my glass to her.

She smiled, actually seemed to overcome her melancholy for a moment, and raised her own mug.

“So you do not go into war zones. Or meet presidents.”

I laughed. “No war zones, thank you. But every once in a while I’ll meet a president. They’re boring fellows.”

And we chatted, light, trading snippets about our lives.

“I am editor for children’s books. I was.”

“Was?” I asked.

“Still am, but…” she shrugged, and there was an infinity of sadness in that little motion.

“Time to pick up and move on, eh?”

“Something like that.”

A couple entered the bierhalle. Laughing, joking, ordered some bier and headed for a booth in a corner.

We watched them, and she smiled. “He is cheating on his wife.”

“Hunh.” I examined their dress, their manner. “How do you know they aren’t man and wife? Or betrothed.”

Hiedi chuckled. A manly chuckle in a female body. “He moves like he doesn’t want to be seen. She is too happy. They are cheaters.”

Another person entered the hall, but I took no notice of him.

Hiedi said, “I know because I—.” she stopped, redirected her obvious sentence. “I would do that if I were a man.”

“You’d cheat, eh? You know what I have to ask now?”

She turned back to me with a lift of the eyebrows. “Yes?”

“Are you a loose woman?”

She laughed, then sobered. Then she cried. Right in the middle of the damn bierhalle.

A man slid into the seat next to her. The fellow who had entered and who I had ignored.

But I notice everybody. It is my job. See who is who, describe who is who. Why hadn’t I noticed him?

He wore black, and a black cloak. It was light garb for a cold clime, but…

“Heidi, my dear,” he soothed. “You must not scare the young man.”

“I’m sorry,” instantly the tears stopped. Stopped as if he had slapped her in the face and shocked her to stop.

He placed a hand on her shoulder and smiled. A small smile. Just enough of a smile to reveal bright, white teeth, and I began to really study him.

He was slender, about my height, which is five eight. His complexion was pale, as if he never saw the sun. His hair was full and rich and slicked back. Shiny.

But it was his eyes that were the most striking.

Almost no whites to them. Almost all pupil. And no blinking. Eventually the no blinking would unnerve me. I mean, who doesn’t blink? You have to blink to water the eyes! But he didn’t blink. He just stared and those big pupils dissected, devoured, examined.

“Now clean yourself up and come back.”

“Yes, Count Dacian.” She sprang from the chair like a frightened animal and headed for the restroom.

Count Dacian watched her for a moment, his eyes lidded and his smile a simple line revealing little. He turned to me.

“You must forgive Hiedi.”

“Nothing to forgive.”

I was fascinated by this slender wisp. He was languid, yet he emitted sparks. He was lazy, yet I could feel energy manifesting, coming out of him in waves. His was a vitality that underwhelmed, and ate out your supports, but…in spite of that energy there was that about him that would go unnoticed. Like when he had entered the bierhalle and slid right past my trained eye.

I wondered at this quality. This hidden shade of personality dwelling within. At how he had moved in and controlled Hiedi.

He raised an arm and the waitress placed a bier in front of me almost instantly.

“You are a tourist?”

I smiled.

“Yes? What is funny?”

His accent was funny. It was thick and overblown, like he wasn’t used to talking to people.

“We were just talking about that,” I waved my mug in the direction of the gone Hiedi.

“Ah,” he smiled.

“And you live around here?”

“I don’t look like a tourist?” That wan smile again. A bit of Mona Lisa in the man.

“You look…comfortable.”

He raised his eyebrows and nodded most pleasantly. “I live in the castle on the hill.”

“Oh?” I tilted my head.

“You didn’t know there was a castle?”

“I didn’t.”

“I…inherited it. It is a quite wonderful place. I am dedicated to returning it to its original form.”

“Is that difficult?” I was actually curious. “I mean, do you rebuild structures using original tools form the era? That sort of thing?”

“A bit, but not much actual physical adjustment is needed. It is mostly a process of introducing…” he thought, then smiled, “Ambient. What you would call ambience.”

Hiedi returned at that moment, and even though she was the point of my story, I was sorry. There was just something very magnetic about Count Dacian. He wasn’t likable, exactly, but he…compelled. No, not compelled, I don’t know the exact word, but he drew one in, made you want to learn more about him.

“I’m sorry, Count Dacian,” she murmured. Her lipstick was fresh, her mascara repaired. She was subdued.

“My dear, not to worry. I know how difficult it is. You just go on and have a good time.”

He had stood up and she was looking up at him, gazing into those black pools. Searching his eyes as if looking for stars on a cloudy night.

And worried.

But what did she have to worry about?

Count Dacian turned to me. “I must go.”

“Before you go,” I hesitated, “Do you…would it be possible to see your castle some day?”

Hiedi drew in her breath.

Dacian smiled. “Anything is possible.”

Then he was gone, and he was gone like a swoosh, like a turn of his cape and he…disappeared.

I sat and meditated over this mysterious man. Owned a castle. A personality that seemed like a fading. Dressed in black…like the bad guy in a bad movie.

“I am sorry I cried.” Hiedi sat down next to me and placed a hand on my arm.

I turned my attention to the lovely and smiled. “I’m sorry I made you cry.”

She blinked. “But you didn’t…” Then she figured it out. She smiled. Not much of a smile, but something. “You joke with me.”

“Some people say my jokes make people cry.”

“You are a nice man.” It was sudden. A blurt. And we stared at each other.

Then I cracked a grin, “About that I am sure you are wrong.”

“No, no.”

She reached for her mug and looked at it, then she looked at me. “Will you get drunk with me to night?”

I lifted an eyebrow.

“I am sorry. I am too forward. But I am sad. I need to…I need happiness.”

I can’t guarantee you happiness, but I can do a little drinking.”

She smiled, and there was actual joy, or perhaps relief, in her beautiful mouth. She put her arms around my biceps, leaned close to me. “Let us find a booth, we can drink and get drunk. You can tell me of all the women you have been with. And I will envy you.”

“Me being with women?” I laughed, assuming that she had just made a lingual faux pas.

“Oh, I mean,” she was flustered, and she was embarrassed. The odd thing, and I would think on this later, is that she didn’t blush. Or perhaps I didn’t see her blush through her make up. Or, perhaps she was incapable of blushing. But she still had that look of somebody who was embarrassed.

We sat in a booth and ordered bier after bier. And it was German bier, strong enough to knock an elephant on its ass. And I was no elephant.

We talked, and reminisced, and she sat so close to me. Almost clung to me.

And it was wonderful.

And I had all these weird, snarky, odd, kinky, scared thoughts going through my head.

Had she really been a man? Had she changed from man to woman in three days? Friday a man and Monday a girl?

The thought of being with a man frightened me. I’m not a homophobe…well, maybe I am, a little. I mean, when it came time to kiss and cuddle.

But what were we doing, Hiedi and I, if not kissing and cuddling? Without the kissing, but with the promise of it.

We drank our bier, and her breath was cool, a freshness on my face. Her hands were small and touched mine, touched my face.

Sometimes we were leaning towards each other, as if to kiss, but I held myself back. Inches from those beautiful lips Was she a man? Sometimes she squeezed my hand, soft motions to emphasize what we were talking about, and it felt like she was making sure I was a red-blooded boy.

We talked of her childhood, and she presented it as female, or at least didn’t present it as male.

I told her a couple of college stories, those wild and uninhibited times, and she laughed at the pranks I had played, or had played on me.

The night grew long. People came and left. Couples, groups. Drinking pitchers, then sliding out the door, leaving my consciousness as if drifting into a fog, never to be seen again.

There was only her…was she a man?…and she was so beautiful. At one point she whispered in my ear and I shivered. Her cool breath, those red lips touching my flash.

Was she a man?

Then the night was upon us full.

Customers left and the population in that bierhalle dwindled.

I was drunk, but there was something in her personality that kept me sober.

The fear that she was a man.

Yet, when it came time to leave, I stood up with her, and we walked down the street together. Arms around each other, protecting each other against the cold and the vicious northern wind sweeping in off the Baltic.

We walked, and I realized we were walking towards my hostel.

“Where do you live?” I asked, my drunken eyes searching the landscape as if for her home.

“In the castle, but I would not go home just yet.”

“The castle? Count Dacian’s castle?”

“Yes. He is my…benefactor. He helps me. He takes care of me.”

Her statement told me a lot, without telling me anything. He had come in to the bierhalle and rescued her from her excessive emotion, as if he had known she was going to cry. Then he had departed, as if he was puffed away by a breath, and left her to me. Left a defenseless woman with a horn dog.

Okay, maybe I’m not a horn dog.

Well, maybe I am.

Heck, what guy isn’t a horn dog?

And he had just left her with me.

A stranger, somebody he didn’t know.

Not that I looked like a serial killer or a rapist or anything, but…but what?

Why was I pondering such silliness and the motivations of some guy who wasn’t even there when I had a beautiful woman in my grasp?

But was she a woman?

“I can take you to the castle?”

“No…no. I cannot go home. Not yet.” she grinned, drunkenly, and said, “I turn into a pumpkin at dawn.”

I laughed. “I think it’s supposed to be midnight.”

She sobered. “No. It is dawn.”

She turned to me then, clutched me, hugged me, as if she was in fear of her very life.

Then she moved back slightly and tilted her head, looked up at me.

Those blue eyes, fire and ice.

Was she a man?

I moved my face closer to hers. Her red lips, her cool breath, I felt like I was in a spell.

Was she a man?

Like a dream our lips touched, meshed, and it was like a bomb went off in my head. I felt blasted, nervous, out of breath, and I wanted more.

She pushed me back. We were both breathing hard.

“Take me to your room.”

I did. Without hesitation. And I didn’t even wonder if she was a man. The way she kissed, the way she devoured my soul with her lips…there was no doubt that she was a woman.

We entered my lodgings, climbed the narrow stairs, stopped to kiss on the landing, then entered my room.

Standing with the curtains open, the moonlight blasting us, washing us in purity.

Laying on the bed, fully clothed, feeling each other. Kissing.

I took her blouse off and marveled with my lips. Her breasts were big, full, and heavy. The nipples were particularly delicious.

She stripped my pants off and went down on me. She made me moan and groan, and rubbed my knob until I was on the very edge.

Then we were completely naked, she was on her back, and I was between her legs, my cock brushing against her portal.

I tickled her labia and made her giggle. I bit her clitoris and made her twitch and hold on.

She held my balls and threatened to pop them with a squeeze.

“I could, you know. I am very strong. They would crumple like ping pong balls, then actually burst. Blood would come through my fingers and I would lick it.

She was serious, sober for all our drunkenness, and threatening me.

“Go ahead,” I laughed, and I smothered her with kisses again.

She pulled me into her depths. My eyes widened. She was ice and fire on the inside. It was like she was rubbing my cock with ice cubes, but so fast that I burst into flames.

She held to me, smiled up at me, was happy for me.

“It is good, no?”

“Oh, yes. It is good,” I gasped.

Then I began to squirt. It was like a massive hand just squeezed my whole body and my pecker was the relief valve. I squirted semen and  again, and my whole body was shaking and shivering. I had never had a cum like this in m life.

I finished, and lay upon her.

She let me. Seemed to enjoy my weight upon her.

I rolled off. “You didn’t cum,” I stated. “Let me get you off.”

She shook her head. “No. No. I don’t cum much. Besides. It makes me happy to make you cum. Let me have that.”

I watched her watching me. She was serious, and who was I to argue?

We kissed again. Not for lust, but just for the enjoyment of a kiss without the need. Then we talked, in whispers, as if we might wake somebody up.

And, somewhere in there, we slept.

At least I did.

I woke up when the sun came through the window and struck me in the eyes. I smiled. I had had such a wonderful time. And the idea that Hiedi was a man…sheer silliness, and I would tell the mayor that there was no story here. That he—I opened my eyes.

I had left the folder sticking out of a brief case. And a picture had been visible. Hiedi must have seen the picture, gotten curious, and opened the folder.

And looked at the picture.

Maybe she even recognized the girl in the photo.

But in looking through the photos she would certainly recognize herself.

And now the folder was open on top of my dresser. And it was open to…her picture.

Fuck.

I got up and looked at the folder. There was a note on top of her picture.

I read the note. It didn’t upbraid me, or chastise me, or berate me in any manner.

Alexander, thank you, but you must go. I have to tell Count Dacian, but he will already know. He sees through my eyes. But I am writing this note without looking. You must go, and before the night. Tonight will be too late. but if you leave now…he won’t follow.

That was it. No signature. And the lines and the writing was a bit sloppy, as if she had been writing with her eyes closed, forming her phrases and sentences by feel and knowingness.

I must leave today. Before Count Dacian came for me.

But why would Count Dacian wait for the night?

And so what if he came for me?

I was a reporter, I had done nothing wrong. Possessing the photos, and the short write ups on missing people, that was not a crime.

So what if he came for me?

And, as a matter of fact, I wanted him to come for me. I wanted to know what he had to do with Hiedi, who was supposed to have been a man until…she wasn’t.

I blinked, remembering the night. No, Hiedi was a woman. Through and through. There was no doubt about that.

But Count Dacian was mixed up in this somehow, and I needed to have a little talk with the good Count.

I needed to have a big talk.

And I was sure that there was a story here.

Maybe it wasn’t men being turned into women, but it was something.

Count Dacian had a secret. I didn’t know if he was a simple Svengali, but he was…something.

And as long as I remained in public view there was nothing he could do to me. What was he going to do? Kidnap me right in the middle of town? Maybe in a bierhalle crowded with people?

I thought not.

And I looked forward to my meeting with the mysterious Count Dacian.


PART TWO

The day moved slowly. I had breakfast in a small cafe with a big view. I watched people trundle along mountain paths on the way to ski areas. I watched businesses open.

A cold wind came up and scoured the village.

I spent some time in my hostel in a small reading room. I examined the days news, and it was boring. I didn’t care if there was a war and people were getting killed…I had my own war right here in Femsgaden.

I went for a long walk.

I sat in a shop and sipped hot chocolate. Heiße Schokolade they called it. It was more bitter than American hot chocolate, but, in a way, better. Germans don’t allow GMO in their foods, and I guess this went all the way down to a simple cup of heiße schokolade.

I went to the library and researched the area.

Yes, Hitler and his friends, but there was a history even before that. There was violence here, but it was subdued. But the oddest thing was that while there was war in the world, and even in this area, it never really touched Femsgaden. Soldiers would come, get drunk, and depart.

I wondered what happened to the soldiers when they had too much to drink, got in fights. But there wasn’t much on that, just a subtle peace with a sheen of violence that..disappeared.

Femsgaden. Hmmm. What is your secret?

The afternoon waned and, finally, night arrived.

I knew where the castle was, and I could have walked up a lonely mountain road, taken a turn through some gates that, in the newspaper photo I saw, were hanging loose at the hinges, and walked up aa twisty, curvy road that, again the newspapers, was supposedly built for horse and carriages.

And the carriages that were pictured were of the funeral variety.

Except that would have been twenty miles or more of walking.

And there were no Ubers or taxis in Femsgaden. The hamlet just wasn’t that big.

So, I waited.

Hiedi had said Count Dacian would come for me. So all I had to do was wait.

I had more hot chocolate. No bier tonight. Tonight I would be working. Possibly confronting the lion in his den.

The sun went down at exactly five fourteen. By the almanac. Just slid into a mountain notch and…poof. Gone.

Exactly one minute later Count Dacian walked into the bierhelle.

He wore the same black suit, no protection against the cold. And the same black clock, a line of red trim on the inside, a swirl that was not much protection against the elements.

Yet there was that about him that was…elemental. He needed no protection against the elements because he was an element.

He didn’t look around to find me, he knew where I was, and he walked on a straight line towards me. He was smiling, amused, like he was the Mona Lisa and had just stuck a match in somebody’s sole.

The night previous he had slithered past people, unnoticed.

Tonight they saw him coming, were startled, and stepped aside.

He sat down next to me, flung his cloak out a bit to sit, and settled in like he had been carved there.

“Ah, herr reporter. Mister journalist.” His smile was an unwavering, fixed point of insanity. His eyes glittered, like a flashlight way at the bottom of a mine.

“Alexander will do. Or Alex, if you prefer.”

“Would you like a beer? Or other beverage?”

A moment of whimsy, I nodded.

He raised a hand and the waitress scuttled up. Last night she had not even seen Count Dacian. Tonight she seemed to be in fear of him.

“Coke High for my friend,” Count Dacian.

I blinked. Bourbon and Coke. My drink of choice. How had he known?

“I have a talent for reading minds, my friend.”

“Do tell?” I was diffident, unconcerned. Though I felt my heart fluttering somewhere in side my chest.

“For instance, you would like to know if I am just a Svengali.”

I tilted my head slightly. He was good. But he had probably conversed with people like me before. There was a certain amount of predictability to me. What he said next shattered that notion.

“And you have a fascination for Herr Hitler.”

Now that was reaching deep.

I stared at him, he smirked, and my drink arrived.

I sipped, and found that the sip turned into a gulp. Yeah. I was getting nervous. As a reporter my questions usually put people on the ropes, made them nervous. But I felt like the shoe was on the other foot now.

“Hiedi loves you, you know.”

At my lack of response he continued, “But then she is new to her role. She thinks she is supposed to fall in love with a man she has fucked. It is a common failing of the young.

“What did you do to her?”

“Hiedi? I made her dreams come true. Of course dreams, as you might suspect, are not usually what you expect.”

“So what now?”

“That is up to you. You can go off and write your silly story. Stories have been written before, but the newspapers have a curious habit of not printing them.”

“You’ve bought off the newspapers?”

“I know. It seems unlikely. Small town Svengali buys off international news media. But you should know…it’s all fake news, anyway.”

Fuck. this guy hit it on the head. But, still…

“Or you can come for a visit.”

“To the castle? Your castle?”

“Absolut. My home. You may see the construction, or should I say ‘re-construction.’ You may experience the ambient. You may, if you are lucky, even see what it is I do to the people you are so concerned about.”

Man, this was too much. Talk about dreams come true. To visit a serial killer, or whatever, and observe his methods first hand. But…did I risk a serial killer? Or whatever he was?

He smiled, and did that mind reading thing again. He raised a hand and summoned the owner of the bierhalle.

Helmut Noether was short and chubby, sort of like the mayor, and he twisted his hands in his apron nervously.

“A pen and paper, Herr Noether.”

A pen and paper were brought to us. Quickly. Count Dacian began scribbling. He handed me a sheet of paper.

For scribbling, his penmanship was majestic and flowing, and his words were easy to read.

I, Count Dacian, am taking the journalist Alexander Sutwell, to visit my castle. He is in good health, and if he is not in good health come Monday morning, it is my responsibility.

Count Dacian

It was dated.

He took the paper from my hand and handed it to Herr Noether. “Mr. Sutwell will be by on Monday to pick this up. Please hold it until then. If Mr. Sutwell doesn’t show up you will take this to the police on Tuesday morning. Am I clear?

“Precisely,” and Noether clicked his heels like he was a Nazi clicking jackboots together.

“And you will take this, too.” He turned to me, “Your cell phone, please?”

I didn’t like being separated from my cell phone.

He raise a finger and said, “Ah…of course.” He reached into his own pocket and pulled out a cell phone. He handed it to Noether and smiled.

Noether actually didn’t want to take the phone. He was visibly sweating. But he did take it, he snapped a picture of myself and Count Dacian sitting together, like old friends, though my face was a bit shiny with perspiration and my mouth was curved in worry.

He handed the phone to Noether. “And this will go to the police also,” he smiled at me. “Unless Alex picks it up on Monday.”

And it was done. There was no reason for me not to visit the Count in his castle.

On one hand, I was scared. I don’t know why. Except that if the good Count did do something to me then the evidence of my passing would do me no good, no matter how many police looked at it.

And, on the other hand, I wanted to go. I needed to get to the heart of this story. I needed to find out what had happened to the men who…who changed.

Count Dacian stood up, his cloak settled about him. “Herr Noether, as always, you please me with you wonderful hospitality.”

Noether nodded, muttered some nicety, and backed away. Holding the sheet of paper and the cell phone.

“Shall we go?” said Count Dacian to me.

We exited the bierhalle and a coach was waiting.

I don’t mean a coach, like as in a bus, but as in a horses drawn carriage.

Black with black trim. An exercise in night. Even the horses were black. A dim figure was huddled atop the carriage, ready to drive, but not showing me his visage.

Yet he held a whip, and that one thing…it poured a dram of fear into my chest. Something about being taken somewhere by a nondescript person…it shivered me.

But Count Dacian opened the door and I stepped up and into the coach.

On the street nobody was looking, nobody was staring. As if, like the Count on that first night, the coach was a slippery thing that avoided perceptions.

I sat back in a comfortable leather seat. Yet it didn’t smell like leather. It smelled…old. Well used. Polished.

The Count closed the door and sank into the seat across from me. The carriage immediately jolted into motion.

We rode through the town, and the drapes were drawn. Count Dacian, with the ever present smile, inspected me.

Finally, we had left the bounce of the cobblestones, he said, “You have questions?”

Oh, baby, did I have questions. I started off with an easy one. “Do you change men into women?”

His eyes arched and there was a delighted feel to him. “I do. And sometimes I change women into men, but not very often. It is mostly men who are the…more curious.”

I had the feeling he was going to say ‘perverts,’ but I accepted his word without comment.

“May I record our conversation?”

“Absolut.”

I took out my recorder and held it on my lap. “For the record then, do you change men into women?”

He repeated his answer happily.

“And why do you do this?”

“Well, technically, while I am the instrument of change, the desire must come from them. They must want to be changed.”

Huh. That was a whole line of inquiry in itself. I kept myself to the point. “And how do you do this?”

I release the soul, and the soul makes the decision. Of course it takes a lot of guidance, there is much fear, and a bit of pain.” He smiled. “Actually, a lot of pain, but people will go through what they go through to realize their dreams.”

The carriage was lurching a bit, and we were shifted to one side, then the other. We had turned off the road already, gone through the gates, and were heading up a narrow road. I was glad the curtains were drawn, for the edge of the road dropped off to a sheer drop along the way.

“Did you know of the castle’s history when you bought it?”

“History? Oh, of course, you are talking about Herr Hitler.” He spoke as if Adolf was still alive.

“Herr Hitler wished to change, but, alas, he was one of my few failures. You are aware that he was born with one testicle. Something was left out of the dear boy, and for that reason I couldn’t help him.” He shook his head sadly. Then he brightened up.

“I was, however, able to help him, to give him advice, in other matters. Him and his merry band of men.”

“You mean Himmler and Goering and…” I cast about in my head for other names and came up with, “…and Eichmann and Mengele.”

Count Dacian sat back and sighed. “Ah, yes. Eichmann. And Josef. My dear friends.” He leaned forward. “You realize they were, in their own pitiful ways, trying to emulate what I do?”

I waited. He sat back again.

“Herr Eichmann could only transform partially. Again, something was left out of him, rendering my methods less than successful.” He shook his head slowly and made a tsking sound. “But Mengele, now he was changeable, and he was a genius. In his own way, of course.”

There was something about the Count that was actually making me dizzy, as if I was being taken through his memories, but without knowing what I was seeing, or perhaps experiencing things that…that…

“Josef, with his torments and tortures. He played with transforming people. All his methods were aimed towards that eventuality. He had seen what I could do, he had experienced what I could do, and he thought he could duplicate what I do with his injections and experiments. He would cause great pain, play with twins, try to assess reactions, all to the point of doing what I could already easily do.”

Oh, man. I hoped my recorder was getting all this. No crime here, but a delusion of grandeur that was, even to a jaded reporter as myself, incredible.

I asked him questions then, and he was quick and easy in his answers. Seemed proud of his sadism. Of his perverse character.

Finally, the carriage drew to a halt.

“We are here.” The Count announced happily. He opened the door and we dismounted from the coach.

It was dark and my eyes slowly adjusted.

It was dark because we were in a valley, and the valley was of sheer cliffs. The moon, a small, pale orb, offered no warmth, but a little light.

I squinted, tried to relax and let my eyes do their work.

The castle was set into the back of the valley. It was medium size on the outside, six stories with two turrets that reached up another four stories.

It was made of carved, black stone. A marvelous jigsaw puzzle, inset with windows, crowned with battlements. There were chimneys, but it was obvious there were no fires in the hearths below.

I could easily see an army bashing its head against these stout and fiercesome walls. Spears and large stones would rain down, buckets of burning oil poured over helmeted heads. It was as if I could actually hear the screams, feel the pain as—

“Please don’t step back.” Count Dacian’s hand gripped my biceps. His hand was slender, but his grip was like an armwrestler’s.

I looked behind me, I had been backing up, a response to the screams in my imagination, and I was on the edge of a precipice. One more step and I would have tumbled over, fallen a thousand feet to  impale myself on shards of stone.

I stepped forward, and he let go. In the darkness I stared at him.

I had the feeling he would have enjoyed watching me tumble from the heights, the way my skin would have been flayed by sliding down the sharp edges, the way my bones would have broken. How I would have lain, a bag of broken bones not easily retrieved.

“Thank you.”

He just smiled.

Because he had worse things in store for me than a tumble over a cliff?

He led me across the courtyard. The paving stones were well fit, smooth from traffic over the centuries.

The door was a huge arch, two doors, and they swung back without help from human hand. Big, monstrous doors of oak, kept together by bands of iron. A keyhole for a monster key, but I had a feeling these doors, as they had opened without human hand, would lock without human help.

The inside of the castle open up to a huge great room. The ceilings were forty feet high, crisscrossed with tree trunks stripped of bark. Above the beams, the ceiling proper, was stone, and it was the most marvelous masonry I had ever seen. I could tell the shape of the blocks by the different grain, but they were fitted together without gap. They created a dome which supported itself, a thousand tons of carved boulder.

The walls were built of rough blocks of stone. Again, there were no gaps in the seams, but it was easier to see the way they had been piled upon each other.

Ensconced in walls were iron torch holders, no electric lights here. The torches gave off a flickering glow that was bright enough to read, as long as the print was large.

High chandeliers hung about the room, further adding to the illumination. There were hangings on the walls, battle scenes, wolf hounds and hunts. Nothing remotely Christian in attitude.

And a lone picture at the end of the room, above the largest fireplace I had ever seen. There was no fire lit, however. The picture was of Count Dacian.

He followed the path of my eyes and noted the picture. “I am arrogant, I know. But all truly great men are, must have arrogance underpinning their character. You don’t need to believe me, if you wish.”

Oh, Lord. There were so many things I didn’t want to believe here. This whole place smelled of…of…

“I know, words fail you.”

“Where is the construction you spoke of?”

“There are places, mostly on the outer walls, where daylight fights the night, where we have scaffolding and the laborers come from the village. But they are not visible during the night, unless you wish to walk along the edge of cliffs.”

He grinned.

“I’ll take your word for it. Is…is Hiedi here?”

“Most assuredly. We will come upon her shortly. But first, let me give you a tour.”

We walked through the downstairs, he showed me the kitchens, the servants quarters—though there were no servants, to speak of—small rooms dedicated to weaving, to storage, to other purposes known only to people of a thousand years previous.

I was allowed full use of my cell phone and I snapped hundreds of pictures.

Up a wind of stairs and through the higher floors. Sometimes bed chambers, sometimes sitting rooms.

Up into one of the turrets. It was a round room and he opened a double door and we stepped onto a high balcony. I could see the lights of Femsgaden twinkling through wisps of clouds. Though the moon was unchanged in size, it felt like we were closer. But certainly no warmer.

Then down the stairs, through quarters, and to the ground floor.

“Most impressive, Count,” I murmured. “But I have seen no staff.” Nor hint of Hiedi…or of any of the others you have kidnapped.

“Ah, yes. The best for last. Come.”

He led me back to the kitchen, then down a circle of stairs, far down the steps. The air, surprisingly, was not cold. It was more like the absence of cold. But the absence of heat, also.

Down, down.

We came to the dungeons. Arches of crumbling stone, iron bars. And…instruments. I saw a rack. Fortunately, it was dusty.

Other equipment, however, was not.

There was a Judas Cradle, which was just a pyramid upon which helpless victims were lowered, the point to enter their lower cavity, their own weight to impale themselves slowly.

A couple of iron maidens, with sharpened spikes that glinted…except for the points, which looked to be rusted. I touched a spike and a gritty substance came off on my finger. Dried blood.

A Spanish donkey, which was a length of wood with an edge for people to sit on, and be split.

And there were chairs with spikes on the seats, collars with spikes in them,  pears of anguish, to be opened inside body cavities, and so much more.

And while there were spiderwebs abounding, on some of the instruments there was no spider web, yet small hints of dried blood.

We came to the end of the room, and a final door.

“What’s behind here?” I asked.

“Your dreams,” he said without expression, merely watching me.

I waited. When it was obvious he wasn’t going to say anything, I was forced to ask, “How do you know my dreams.”

“The same way I can read your mind.”

I waited. And, finally, “Can I go in?”

“If you wish.”

I held his gaze for a moment, watched those dark pools watch me. I reached for the door latch. He said nothing. I opened it.

Down the stairs, he followed me. silently. I made foot noises, he didn’t. He glided, a cloud across the ground.

Down and down, much deeper than the trip to the dungeons. I had a feeling we were angling right into the heart of the mountains.

The walls began dripping.

There were seams, it was one rock, one giant stone, that we were walking through.

And I heard voices. I glanced at Count Dacian, but he said nothing. His lips were slightly pursed, he merely regarded me. No emotion. Just…watching.

We came out in another dungeon. The individual cells were not fronted by iron bars, but by an ancient criss cross of flat iron. Like a latticework.

We walked past the cells, and I could hear moans, some sexual, some tortured, but when I looked into the cells there was nobody there.

The end of the dungeon was not lit. It was dark, a shadow, and from out of the shadow came Hiedi.

“Alex?” she squealed happily and ran towards me. She was wearing a peignoir, open in front, her breasts, so large, bounced. Her arms were out, and she embraced me.

“Oh, Alex! I am so sorry!” She smothered my face with kisses.

“For what?”

“I shouldn’t have scared you with that stupid note. That was bad of me, and I’m so sorry.”

“Don’t be. It brought me here, didn’t it?”

I smiled her. She had her hands on my face and she pulled me to her, touched my lips with hers. I could feel her, so cool, yet her touch was so hot.

“Come, I want you to meet my friends.”

I looked behind me as she led me towards the darkness, but the Count was no longer there.

Yet I had the feeling he was watching.

Once in it, the darkness was not so dark. It was gloomy, but it was like I could see everything even better. As if blue was a brilliant light, and I could see in blue.

“This is Gunter,” a slender fellow floated out of the darkness. He smiled and embraced me. There was no threat, he was just welcoming me.

“He used to be Grendel. And this is Ursula, she used to be Jurgen. And this is…”

People crowded around me, embraced me, gave me their love. I found I was almost floating with the crowd, they had surrounded me so closely.

Finally, far back in the blue darkness, I managed to ask, “Hiedi, you introduce me, then you say the men were women, and the women were men.”

“Of course, silly, because they were.”

And I knew she spoke the truth, for I had seen several of the men turned to women in my pictures.

“But how is that possible?”

Hiedi smiled. “We can show you, but we can’t tell you.”

“Make me into a woman?”

“Of course.”

“I don’t think I—“

“Not forever, you silly. Just for the weekend. You can change back whenever you want. Wouldn’t you like to be a woman?”

In my mind: I had never wanted to. I loved women, but…to be one?

Yet: to walk in a different body. To wear different clothes. And…make up.

And I: wondered, and tossed about the idea that I was an investigative reporter. This was what I had come to find out.

I cogitated: Besides, it can’t be done. They’ll give me some drug and I’ll think I’ve changed. It’s all mass hallucination. None of this is really real.

Thinking: I can feel Count Dacian. He’s here somewhere, watching, laughing. And I can prove him wrong.

My heart light, not admitting to the ambience, the feel, the pervasive spirit that haunted this cursed castle, I said. “Okay.”

I was in a party. Everybody jumping and clapping their hands, celebrating my decision.

“Come along, then.”

They escorted me, those beautiful and bountiful people. They walked me further into the gloom, and we came to the room at the end of the gloom.

And I walked as if in a dream, rejoicing in their cheer and sincere welcome.

We walked further into the room at the end of the gloom. Deeper into the dream. The world, the real world, became a memory, and we floated through a fog of wonderful, good humor.

Came to a bed.

And stopped.

Hiedi said to me, “I found you, I should be allowed to sleep with you through the change.”

There were nods.

“Okay,” I said.

“Then take off your clothes and lay down. We will welcome you properly.”

I did so, and lay on the bed. Naked. My penis hard. I had cum the night before, but I was surrounded by luscious bodies, eager bodies. And I felt my lust abounding.

“Here then, take the potion.”

I was handed a bottle. I looked at it, I smelled it, then I shrugged and quaffed the thing.

Hiedi took the bottle and handed it to somebody else.

“First is Gretchen.”

Gretchenwas a luscious peach with red hair and a large rack. She came out of the crowd, was handed up to the bed by a few men, and she strode across the mattress to me. She straddled me, and she sank down.

I was impaled, quickly and easily. Or, rather, I impaled her.

She groaned and grabbed her tits and clawed them.

She ground her hips down and corkscrewed upon me. I felt my cock swelling, getting ready to spit, but I couldn’t, and Gretchen began to cum.

She wailed, slapped her pussy, and exhausted herself on me.

They lifted her off me.

“This is Ingrid.” Another woman, this one blonde with heavy hips and a smile that wouldn’t quit, was handed up, and squatted over me.

She surrounded my cock, began to palpate my shaft with her pussy. She was cool, like ice, but she made me hot, like lava.

She came, a caterwauling scream of desperation, then collapsed on me.

She was lifted off and another woman was put upon me. “This is Monica.”

“This is Gisela.”

“This is Suzanne.”

They came and they came, but, woman after woman, I couldn’t.

“I can’t cum!” I screamed at one point, my dick wrung out and my balls aching.

“Why would you want to?” Hiedi whispered in my ear. “You cum and it’s over. You stay hard and we get to welcome you.

“Petra.”

“Suzanne.”

I was hurting, yelling, but then even my yells subsided. There was nothing I could do but suffer.

Time is different down there, below the earth, where demons and devils live. Friday night should have turned to Saturday, to Sunday, but it didn’t. It just stayed Friday, and women took me, used me, discarded me.

“Let me go!” I cried.

“”Not once it has started,” whispered Hiedi. “Afterwards, you may undergo this again and change back.”

My body began to transform. The continual fucking, I grew breasts. Large breasts. I could feel them, and then I could feel my dick shrinking.

Women took longer to cum on me, and they complained.

There came a time when my dick was no longer a dick. It was a slit, and the men lined up.

Now I screamed at a pitch I had never dreamed of.

I’m not a homophobe, except when I was.

The men embraced me, kissed me, and I reached new levels of insanity.

They penetrated me, and I felt what a woman feels.

And I knew that the changes were still happening inside.

Balls were turning to ovaries. My nervous system was being transformed. My bones were being shaped, my fat was being redistributed.

I felt different.

And still they fucked me.

“This is Hans.”

“This is Walter.”

“This is…”

Until consciousness dwindled. Until insanity could no longer sustain me. Until there was nothing left but to give up.

I awoke. I was in a bed. It was daytime.

I was a woman.

I got out of bed. It was cold out, I had no clothes, but I didn’t feel the cold. I felt like I would never feel cold again, nor even heat, as long as I lived.

There was a peignoir hanging on the back of the door. That was all, and I put it on. Not to warm, for I didn’t need that. Not for modesty, but for convention.

And it was sort of sexy.

I left the room, walked down the hall bare footed. The cold stones didn’t hurt me.

Down the stairs.

Hiedi was in the great room, sitting in a large chair. She stood up when I came to her.

She hugged me. She was cool, and I didn’t feel her heart beating.

But it had to be beating. How could she live without a heart? I phrased my thought.

“How can you live without a heart?”

She smiled and held my hands, two women facing each other in sexy peignoirs.

“I don’t need a heart to love. I just need a body to caress.” She caressed me.

And I had to respond. I caressed her.

“How do you feel?” she asked.

“Horny,” I answered honestly.

“Yes. Isn’t it wonderful? And terrible all at the same time?”

“But I need to cum!”

“Of course you do. And you will. Just as soon as you bring someone to us.”

“Some one to—“

“Yes, that is how we grow. Find somebody who has the inner dream, a man wanting to be a woman, a woman wanting to be a man. Find them, bring them, and then…then you will be allowed to orgasm. As were all our friends last night.

All our friends. They had been fucked by me, until I had been fucked by them, and the transition had been made. Now I was woman.

“But I want to change back?”

“And you can. Just tell Count Dacian. He will send you to the far dungeon and you may experience all that pain again. And you will change back.”

At that moment I heard a sound. I turned, and Count Dacian was descending the stairs. Black suit in black cloak. Shiny, slicked back hair. A glimmer deep in his whiteless eyes. He knew, and there was a great, sly humor inside him.

“Good morning, Alexandria.”

“I want to change back.”

“Of course you do. And you may. Tonight if you wish.”

He agreed too quickly, and then I saw what he hadn’t said. All the pain. I would have to go through that again. I would have to be fucked by everybody, and then I would have to fuck them.

I didn’t want that pain. There was no way I could experience that pain again.

And there was no way I could experience all that frustration.

Hiedi smiled and hugged my arm. “I know. There is no way you can go back through that…that…”

No. I couldn’t. I couldn’t face the pain. I would have to stay a woman.

“Look at the good side,” said Count Dacian. “You will never be hungry again. You will not feel heat nor cold. And you may go to town as often as you wish and prey upon the people. Besides, you became a woman. That was your choice, and it couldn’t have been a choice unless there was something in you that wanted to be a woman.”

“Fuck men,” I shivered. Inside, way back in my cranium, I was a man. I didn’t want to fuck men. But I was a woman, and my body wanted men. But the fear in me, the homophobia…

Count Dacian read my mind. “You will get used to it. You will come to love it. And I will help you.”

Of course he would, like he had helped Hiedi that first night.

“And you will come to love the delightful frustration that rules you, that drives you forward.”

Oh, God. The frustration. I must have fucked a thousand people last night, but without cumming. I was unbelievably horny, and I knew it would only get worse. What terrible trick was this?”

“No trick. Just a different life. A different species, if you will.”

I stared in horror at the wicked Count.

“Now, please enjoy yourself, and come Monday morning you should go to the inn and retrieve my note and cell phone.”

I put my hands to my face, covered my eyes, and began to sob.

I was caught. Trapped. A woman forever. Or at least a very, very long time. I had a feeling I wouldn’t be allowed to die until I had experienced the utmost in frustration and was capable of no more.

“Oh, Alexandria, it’s okay!” Hiedi soothed me.

Count Dacian reached for my wrists. He was strong. Stronger than any human. He moved my arms down and stepped closely. He flicked out a snaky tongue and licked my tears. He drank my tears, and he murmured, “So delicious. So good.”

END
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My name is Alex Trenton, and I didn’t mean for it to happen. In fact, even though I took the first step, I am not responsible. I am the victim here.

I was sitting at my computer, it was a Tuesday night. I had a bourbon and Coke I was sipping, and enjoying very greatly, and I was surfing porn.

I know, me bad, but Tanya, my wife, was at a convention for the week. I was all alone, and…and I was sitting there in my bathrobe, stroking my hog, getting all excited over the babes I was looking at.

Big breasts heaving, while some big-dicked stud plowed them.

Some cock tunneling between big breasts and shooting cream all over the delightful flesh.

Or, my favorite, big breasted woman on all fours, jerking back and forth, facing the camera so I could see those enormous hooters and those red, red lips.

Money shot after money shot, squirting over buttocks, boobs, gorgeous faces, and I was ready to shoot my own load.

DING! The box flashed up on my screen. I had a message.

I started to delete it and stopped. It was from…Mistress Mandy?

Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that?

I didn’t recognize the name, but there was this little round picture of, get this, red lips, on the message.

I love red lips. And I know I shouldn’t have done it, you’re not supposed to open anything you don’t know on the web, I opened it.

The message read:

I saw you the other day and knew.

You are the perfect man.

I’ve been stalking you.

I want you to do something for me.

I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?

I went over all the women I had met over the past few weeks.

There were women at work. There were women on the street and in stores. But who, what woman, would pick a guy out at random and stalk him?

DING!

Please do something for me.

You have to.

I’ll die if you don’t.

She’d die? What the heck?

Merely a figure of speech. No intention.

But it was powerful, made me notice, made me not delete and block.

I typed:

Who is this?

I sat back, sipped a bit of bourbon, and wondered.

Was it Marsha? That secretary at the office? I had flirted with her, but she knew I was married.

Or maybe some clerk at the grocery store. Maybe some young thing bagged for me, and now wanted to…’bag’ me.

My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by…

DING!

It doesn’t matter.

I just know that you like porn,

and that we have the same tastes.

She knew my tastes? Maybe it was just a random porn advertisement, searching for a sucker.

No. There had been no request for money. The internet always wants your money.

I typed:

What do you know about me?

I sure hoped some Russian hairball wasn’t sitting over in Moscow, drinking vodka and chuckling and thinking, ‘I got a bite!’

DING!

I know you like big titted girls getting it doggy style.

I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts.

I know you look at all the sites

where men are dominated by woman.

I know you’ve had a deep interest

in meeting a mistress

who will take you where you want to go.

It was off the internet. Only somebody on the internet would know what I liked to surf.

DING!

Watch this!

A simple link. Did I dare click on it? What could it hurt? I wouldn’t get a virus unless I clicked on something on the site, just looking at something wasn’t going to hurt.

I clicked on the link.

A window opened, a title page, and I just about dropped my jaw all the way to the floor.

Mommy Compilation part four!

Casca and Ryan and…and all the other big titted mothers I had seen again and again. It was one of my favorites, but how had this ‘mystery messenger’, this ‘Mistress Mandy,’ known?

And I knew she, I hoped it was a she, was into my computer history.

And she wouldn’t even have to crack my computer. All she had to do was hack into my Google history, or some other source.

I was actually sweating at this point.

DING!

I need you to do something for me.

You’ll like it.

I’d like it? I’d like what?

And I was scared, but I was also so mind fucked that I didn’t know what to do.

I was being stalked.

But it was sex.

And I was drunk and horny.

I hadn’t gotten any for a week. My wife was away.

I stared as some cock exploded the white stuff all over Casca’s titties on the screen. Possibly the most perfect tits in the history of the world.

I looked down at my lap. I was stroking myself. I had stopped when the messages started, but somewhere along the road I had started stroking again. Probably when the Mommy Compilation opened up.

And I knew, it was the idea of the secret stalker. It was somebody, who I didn’t know at all, sending me sexy messages.

I typed:

What do you want me to do?

DING!

Put on your wife’s clothes.

What!?

I typed:

You’re kidding.

DING!

She’ll have a bra. Put it on.

Do you have condoms?

I didn’t want to answer, but I was compelled. This was getting too weird.

But it was a fantasy I had always had. Putting on a woman’s clothes. I had read every entry on Literotica about cross dressers.

Just the thought was making my boner even more erect.

I looked down at my lap. There was a drop of pre-cum sliding out of the head of my cock.

I typed:

I have condoms.

DING!

Do it.

Now.

Please.

I couldn’t bring myself to move.

I typed:

This is too weird.

DING!

I’m not asking you to cheat.

I just want you to enjoy yourself.

To do what you want to do.

Where’s the harm?

I typed:

Who are you?

DING!

You’ll never know if you don’t

put on that bra.

Put water in the condoms.

Place the condoms in the bra.

I sat there. I sipped. My dick was getting harder. I was close to cumming, but I didn’t want to cum. If I came I would lose my sexual urgency, and I wanted to keep it high.

I wanted to put that damned bra on.

I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake.

DING!

Please.

I typed:

What do you get out of it?

DING!

When I know that you are wearing that bra I will jill off.

that is my reward for helping you.

It was a woman. She had said ‘Jill off’ instead of ‘Jack off.’

But her reward was for helping me?

I typed:

Helping me?

DING!

Helping you find the truth of yourself.

Helping you give in to your secret urges.

Helping you realize that it’s okay…

to be a woman.

I stared at the words on the screen. I felt like I was apart from my body, and there was a faint scream way back in the basement of my skull.

I had never thought about being a woman.

But seeing these words on the computer, putting that together with the things I watched on the internet, the porn I read…did I want to try it?

Did this ‘phantom messenger’ know something about me that I didn’t know? That I needed to know?

I typed:

I’ll do it.

Before I was out of the swivel chair my screen dinged:

HURRY!

Fuck! I thought. What was I doing? What would Tanya think? I knew this was definitely beyond the limits of our relationship.

But it wasn’t like I was cheating. I was just…a little horny.

I’d do this, wack off, and see if I liked it.

I didn’t think about what would happen if I did like it.

I walked down the hall to my bedroom. I opened my wife’s drawer, then closed it. She would notice if I used something all folded and neat.

I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper.

Bingo. A pink bra, and it looked like it was well worn, a little stretched.

I tried to put it on and couldn’t. Damned thing was weird. And I couldn’t reach up behind myself and fasten the clasps like I had seen Tanya do so easily.

Then I remembered. I had seen her method. I pulled it around my stomach and fastened it and then pulled it so the cups were in front and…cripes! The thing was inside out or something.

Of course. I mentally figured out the proper procedure, put the cups the right way, fastened it, pulled it around, and bingo. I was wearing her bra.

It was a little tight. She was more narrow than I. But not that tight.

And the boobs, thank God, were big. I’m one of those lucky guys that had a wife with big boobs.

I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror.

A guy with a bra. Not sexy. But then why was my peter bouncing like a puppet on strings?

I returned to the bedroom and got out two condoms. The nozzle in the bathroom wouldn’t work, so I had to walk through the house. The curtains were closed, but it felt so weird, and kinky, and my dick was really enjoying this. I actually dripped some pre-cum on the hallway floor.

The kitchen sink wouldn’t work.

I went into the garage, and the laundry sink worked. I put the condoms over the nozzle and watched while they grew bigger.

How big is a boob? Especially when it is fake and about to be put into a bra like the one I was wearing?

I liked big boobs, so I let the water build up, and the condom grew bigger and hung down, and I stopped and tied it off.

I filled the other condom, trying to make sure they were the same size.

I put them in my bra.

‘My’ bra. Not Tanya’s. In some weird way I had fashioned ownership over her lingerie.

I walked back through the house, now bouncing and jiggling.

God, it felt good, and I left more pre-cum splatters on the floor. I was really leaking now.

I looked into the mirror.

A man with boobs. Fuck!

I went back to the computer.

I typed:

I did it.

DING!

What’s it like?

I typed:

Weird. Sexy.

DING!

Are you hard?

I didn’t even think about how bizarre this was. I was now officially too horny to think straight.

I typed.

I’m really fucking hard.

DING!

Good.

Don’t jack off, yet.

I typed.

Why not?

DING!

I want you to do something else.

I typed:

What?

Now I realized that I was into the game. Heysoos! What was happening to me? But I was too horny to stop.

DING!

Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something

that will really show your boobs off.

I typed:

I‘ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I got up and went back to the bedroom. I went through my wife’s closet. Blouses were so thin my bra would be too visible, the fakery would be too easily seen.

Sweaters were too tight. I was afraid I would stretch them out.

A jacket? I had visions of myself, stacked, showing cleavage through the open front. But, no.

Then I saw the dress.

Fuck! A dress? The Mystery Messenger had said a shirt, but I didn’t think she would complain if I put on a dress.

It was purple. Just a little loose at the neck. Stretchy. It wouldn’t get all pulled out of shape.

I took it off the hanger and held it up.

Right size.

I put it on.

Oh, God! I thought I was going to cum right there! Then I realized something. I was dripping so much I was going to leave stains.

Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around.

Damn! What would a woman do it she had a cock that was dripping…then I laughed. A hard bark. I was imagining really strange things.

Then I realized the solution.

Still holding my dress up I went to the hamper and pulled out undies. Panties. A match for the bra I had on.

I put the panties on, then opened a drawer under the sink and pulled out a Kotex.

I put it in the panties where my dick would drip, and pulled the panties up. I let my dress down.

‘My’ dress.

And realized I had gone too far. The Mystery Messenger, Mistress Mandy, ‘MM’ I would think of her from here on out, had only said a shirt. But now I had on a dress and panties. And…a Kotex.

Which thought made my dick surge so hard I was afraid I was going to cum in my panties.

Could the panty liner catch a load of sperm? I didn’t think so.

I quickly fumbled up the dress, reached into my panties and squeezed my cock. Hard. I waited, and slowly the urge to squirt faded.

Sighing, I went to the kitchen, poured another drink, then went back to the computer.

I typed:

Couldn’t find a blouse.

No response.

I typed:

I put on a dress.

Is that okay?

DING!

Wow!

Perfect.

How do you feel?

Truthfully, I typed:

I almost came in my panties.

DING!

You’re wearing panties?

I typed:

I had to.

I was dripping.

I needed a panty liner.

Nothing for a while. I started the Mommy Compilation video over again.

I watched those big breasts bounce and sway as men ground into women, and I felt…proud? Happy?

I had my own set of tits!

Whoever this MM was…she had called me rightly. There was something so horny and intoxicating about wearing woman’s clothes.

DING!

Lipstick.

My mind just sort of popped. The only thing that kept me from passing out was the fact that I was sedated by whiskey.

I typed:

What?

DING!

You know you want to.

I typed:

No.

I don’t.

I can’t do that.

DING!

I can see you in my mind’s eye.

Sitting there so sexy.

Your big boobs overflowing.

I can see you with long hair,

all curled and wavy.

I can see your face,

perfectly made up.

But,

most of all,

I can see your lips.

Your red, red lips.

Does your wife have red lipstick?

Really red lipstick?

I didn’t sip now, I gulped. I needed the liquid courage.

Putting on lipstick? That would be like the final line to cross!

That was so far out there I didn’t think I could do it!

I gulped again.

DING!

For me?

Please?

I need to see you in my mind’s eye.

I need to know your lips are sexy red.

Blow job red.

Red enough for me to kiss and kiss.

Can you imagine me kissing your red lips?

Can you?

I could. Oh, my God, I could. I could see my lips, round and red and waiting to be kissed.

The drinks hitting me harder, I typed:

I’ll do it.

DING!

HURRY!

I ran, actually ran, to the bedroom, to the back bathroom. I opened the medicine cabinet. Nothing there.

Then I realized I was drunk and not thinking. My wife wouldn’t leave her lipstick in the medicine cabinet, especially when she had a make up table.

I went to her table, and there, sitting to the side, all by itself, almost like it wanted to be noticed, was a thin, gold tube.

I sat down and opened the tube. It wasn’t the roll on stuff, but a little applicator.

I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting.

One coat made them red. Two coats filled in the cracks. Three coats. I wanted this to be perfect.

They were. Beautiful, luscious red. A light metallic sheen to them. And they looked plumper. I looked at the tube.

BUXOM

Lip stain and plumper

Lip stain? A dull thought shot through me. What was the difference between lip stain and lipstick?

Still, nothing connected.

I stared in the mirror for a long time. My lips were larger, so that was what the plumper was. And I was so-o-o sexy.

Big boobs. Red lips.

I stood up.

I wasn’t big boned, but I could use a corset or something. Still, though I was a bit angular, I was so fucking turned on I couldn’t believe it.

I picked up my glass and took a sip. There was only the lightest trace of lipstick on the glass. It must have dried fast.

I went back to the computer room. I sashayed through the house. I sauntered through the rooms.

My chest swayed, and I tried to put some sway into my ass. And I got an idea. Heels.

I had often admired how my wife’s ass swayed when she wore heels.

I returned to the bedroom and searched my wife’s closet.

In the back, a pair of three inch stiletto heels. She never wore them anymore. They had open toes and a sling on the heel.

I put them on, and barely fit. My toes stretched the front strap, and the heel strap, but I managed to stand in them.

I was shaky, had to work to keep my balance, especially with all the liquor I had been drinking.

I stood for a long moment, just practicing standing, and I saw it. On the top shelf, in the back of the closet, was a box. My wife’s wig. She hadn’t worn it for ages. Had only bought it for one occasion, a bad hair cut.

I took the box down and opened it. A blonde wig. Long and curly.

I tried to remember how she had put it on, and fitted it to my head. It took a while, but I managed.

I walked out of the closet. Red lips, big tits, long hair, and my ass swaying like it was a hammock.

Fuck!

And my dick was pushing my panties out and spoiling the look of the dress.

I returned to the computer room.

MM had left another message.

Where are you?

I sat down and typed:

I couldn’t help it.

I couldn’t stop myself.

DING!

What did you do?

I typed:

I put on the lipstick, then I put on high heels.

I even put on my wife’s wig.

DING!

Oh, God!

My pussy is throbbing!

I want to see you!

Even drunk, I thought, no way!

I typed:

No way!

DING!

Well,

take a picture for yourself.

Take a few pictures.

You’re going to want to remember this always.

I typed:

I will.

DING!

I need to cum now.

I thought about this. In my addled state I wondered. Is jacking off at the same time cheating? Did I dare?

Of course I dare. I was drunk and horny and I needed to squirt in the worst possible way.

I typed:

Me, too.

DING!

We need to cum at the same time.

I typed:

How do we work this?

DING!

Stroke yourself,

at the end of one minute cum.

I will do the same.

The idea of cuming together, separately, was erotic, and I lifted my dress out of the way and grabbed my cock.

DING!

Look at your computer.

Computers have the same time.

Get your message ready,

just say ‘now!’

send it when your minute changes.

When the minute changes again we cum.

I took a quick sip, prepared my message, and watched the digital clock on my computer.

The numbers changed. I sent the message, and began stroking.

Oh, God! It felt good, within ten seconds I was holding myself back.

I could imagine her, whoever she was, diddling her pussy. Maybe using a dildo, definitely a vibrator.

She would be playing with her tits, maybe even sucking a nipple.

I wanted to suck my own nipples.

I fondled my balls.

I stroked.

Time passed, I was on the edge…on the edge…

The number changed.

“OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!”

Semen spurted across the room. A long rope of sticky, white fluid. My hips locked up and I couldn’t move, white heat filled my mind and everything got dim. I had never experienced such an explosive cum in my life!

Then it was done.

I sat for a minute, drained and not wanting to move, but I had to send a message.

I typed:

Was it good?

DING!

God!

Massive!

I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside.

I typed:

Thank you.

DING!

Talk to you later.

Don’t forget to take pictures.

I blinked It was like a lifeline had been cut. My whole world had been invested in that messaging. And now it was…over?

I typed:

Wait!

When will we talk again?

No response, and the message window disappeared. She had officially cut the line.

Stunned, satisfied, mystified, I knew I had to take pictures.

I reached into a drawer and took out my good camera. No stupid cell phone for this babe.

I put it on a tripod and set it up in the living room. I used the timer and took a series of pictures. I posed. I kissed at the lens. I flaunted my tits. I never felt so sexy.

And the nice thing, my bump was gone. My boner down, the dress was smooth and not showing any hint of my package.

And then, finally, it was over.

It was time to get undressed and be a man again.

Truth, after I had cum I was ready to change back. I guess that was a good thing. It meant that I just wanted the sex, I didn’t want to remain a woman. which shows how people can delude themselves.

Still, I stalled just a bit longer.

I uploaded the pictures to my computer and put them in a file, and I hid the file.

I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies.

Then I washed my glass out, odd, the lipstick stain, as light as it was, was very stubborn. Didn’t want to come off.

Then I washed a bunch of glasses. They were just sort of dusty, and I imagined myself a woman, just sitting around and doing housework.

Then I washed the cupboards off, cleaned a few more things, and realized the time.

It was two in the morning! And I had been prancing around like a woman for hours! Hunh! Maybe there was a part of me that did want to be a woman.

Then I talked myself out of it.

It was just a one time thing.

I went to the bedroom, thought about sleeping as a woman, then decided against it. I wasn’t that horny anymore, though I did have an inner buzz of excitement running through me.

I took off the wig and put it away. I took off the dress and hung it up. I took the water condoms out of the bra and put them in the sink. I didn’t pop them, I wanted to wear them again. I probably wouldn’t, but…I just left them in the sink.

I took off my panties, and the liner was soaked from the pre cum I had emitted earlier. I smiled at the thought of how much juice I had shot. God, what a night!

Finally, I looked in the mirror at my lipstick. Lip stain. My lips were still plump. This stuff really worked.

I decided to just hop into the shower and wash the stuff off.

I turned the water on hot, hopped in and soaped up.

I rubbed my lips, soaped them good, rubbed them some more, and grinned. I would be clean now.

I got out of the shower, dried myself off, and looked in the mirror.

Oh, no! The lipstick was still there.

I grabbed a washcloth and soaped it up and scrubbed my lips some more.

They stayed red. In fact, because of all the rubbing they were a little redder.

A little worried, I went back to the computer and powered up. I researched lip stain.

Long lasting than lipstick. It doesn’t just apply a color over the lips, it stains the skin.

My jaw dropped and I stared at the screen. The site I was on had dozens of red lips on it. Lips on women. Red lips where they should be. Not on a man.

What had I done?

I researched some more. Most stains came off within a day. I looked up the particular brand I had used. Three days. One day to lose most of the color, but three days to lose all the color.

Three days.

It was Wednesday night. That meant Thursday, Friday, and Tanya was due home on Saturday. Saturday afternoon.

Yes. It would work, though there might be a little redness left. but i could talk fast and cross my fingers…it was workable.

But, first, I was going to have to call in sick. I couldn’t be seen at work with lips like these.

So I set my alarm and went to sleep.

And woke up late. And my head hurt.

I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell.

There was a message on it, from Tanya.

Tried to reach you last night.

Where were you?

I was dressing up in your clothes, my love. Why do you ask? I giggled.

I called up work and put on my best fake cough. It was pretty easy, and they bought it. Heck, in this day of COVID the slightest wheeze was an excuse to lock down and quarantine.

I called Tanya then.

“Hey, babe! How you doing?” she greeted me.

“I’m good, but I miss you!” At least I missed you until last night, and then I was a bad boy.

“Oh, I miss you, too. I can’t wait to feel your big dick in me.”

“Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.”

“I couldn’t help myself,” she giggled. I masturbated last night.”

What!? She never did such things. She was the original Miss Goody Two Shoes.

“I can’t believe it.”

“Believe.”

“Well, how was it?”

This talk was turning me on. And I was already turned on by having dressed up the night before, and by looking at my red, red lips this morning.

“Oh, I had a big bang. The kind that just sort of take your breath away and leave you dazed and confused.”

“Geez, hearing you talk like that has given me a boner. I’m going to have to jack off.”

“Don’t you dare! You save it for me! When I get home I’m going to jump your bone seven ways from go.”

“Oh, so you can beat off, but I can’t?”

“No. You’re a man.”

“And I have a man’s needs.”

“You’ve had your needs filled too often, and you’re going to get your needs really filled when I get home. So no jacking off!”

DING!

I stared at the computer screen. MM had sent me a message? Right while I was talking to my wife!

I clicked on the message box.

“Honey? Are you there?”

“Uh, yeah!” My mind was caught between two conversations, I was fumbling the ball.

On the screen:

Hi, lover.

You ready for tonight?

Oh, no!

“Yeah I can’t wait to fuck you,” I said.

“You sound kind of funny. Is everything all right?”

“Oh, yeah…”

I typed:

Yes.

I said: “I’m just looking forward to making love to you.”

DING!

We’re really going to go crazy tonight.

Are you ready?

“I’m ready,” I said.

“What?”

“What?” I was getting confused.

DING!

We’re going to paint your nails

and dress you all the way up.

“You just said you were looking forward to making love, and then you asked ‘what.’ What’s going on?”

DING!

Then you’re going to walk around.

Outside.

You’re going to be so brave.

I tried to separate the conversations in my head. I pushed the MM aside in my mind, turned my swivel away from the screen, and said.

“Sorry honey, I just cut my finger. Paper cut.”

“Are you all right?”

“Oh, yeah. No big deal. And I can’t wait to see you.”

DING!

I ignored the bell. “I’m going to go crazy on you.”

She giggled. “That sounds like fun. But can you handle a real woman?”

As opposed to a computer message woman? “Oh, yeah. I feel like real woman right now.” I blinked. Was there something revealing about what I had said?

DING!

“Like the Shania Twain song,” she said.

I searched my mind. I didn’t want to read messages. Oh, yeah. I remembered the song. I hummed a bit of it.

Tanya sang: “Man, I feel like a woman.”

DING!

But now I was successfully in the groove. I put aside the thoughts of the constant messages and focused on my wife.

For a long minute we talked, and even talked dirty, to each other. then it was time to hang up.

DING! DING! DING!

Her last words were, “Well, take care of yourself. You do sound a little strange.”

“I’m fine. And I look forward to this weekend so much.”

“Me, too. Bye, lover.”

I hung up, and I was aware that MM had opened up by calling me ‘lover,’ and that my wife had hung up calling me ‘lover.’

What a tangled web I was in.

I turned to the computer and looked at the messages.

I want you to tell me what you want.

I want to Jill off with you again.

Would you like to put on eye shadow?

In my mind I am kissing you right now.

I’m playing with my pussy, it’s hot and wet for you.

I’ll talk to you tonight.

This has been the first part of

The Sissy Ride!
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Read it on kindle or paperback
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