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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “You like to gamble, don’t you” 
 
    Bob looked at Sue and blinked. “What?” 
 
    “You like to gamble.” 
 
    “Not really. I like to hold on to my own money. Where is this coming from?” 
 
    “Oh, I’m asking because I bought you a ticket in a weird sort of contest. 
 
    Bob was laying in bed, reading a book, and he turned and faced her. “What do you mean you bought me a ticket. 
 
    “It’s a raffle, sort of, I think. The ladies I was with, they convinced me to enter.” 
 
    “Wait a minute. How much did you pay, what are you supposed to win? Why don’t you clue me in from the beginning?” 
 
    Sue was quite beautiful. She had a classic body, 36 by 24 by 36, and long auburn hair. She made anybody look twice, but she did have a tendency to look before she leaped, and that always made Bob nervous.  
 
    “Well, I was talking with some of the women around here, and they told me about this contest that all the men are entered in. The native men, I mean. You’re always saying how I’m your lucky charm, so I entered you.” 
 
    Bob scratched his head. They were on a month long vacation on the island of Lesbos. They had arrived just two days before and they were having the time of their life. They swam in the beautiful Mediterranean, they visited ancient monuments, and the food, the food was incredible. 
 
    “How much did you pay?” 
 
    “It was free! Can you believe that? We, the women and I, went to a small shop downtown and talked to some of the older women. They arranged everything, and now you’re officially entered.” 
 
    “I am, eh?” 
 
    “Yes. And you know what you win if you win?” 
 
    He was smiling now, this had to be a joke. “What do I win?” 
 
    “You get to be an honorary Lesbo. Isn’t that wonderful?” 
 
    “Wait a minute, you know what a Lesbo is, don’t you?” 
 
    “Sure. It’s somebody who lives here, on the island of Lesbos. If you win they give you the key to the city, or something.” 
 
    Bob laughed. 
 
    “What’s so funny.” 
 
    “Honey, a Lesbo is a Lesbian.” 
 
    “It…what?” she looked confused. “But the girls said—“ 
 
    “The girls are a bit ditzy. In fact, it seems that all the women on this island are a bit out there. So I get a free ticket, if I win, to be made into a Lesbian. Don’t you see how silly that is?” 
 
    “Well, you don’t have to make fun of me!” 
 
    “I’m not making fun of you. I’m…I don’t think you should put too much credence on this contest of yours. And be careful, they’re going to try to scam you. Somehow, I don’t know how, they’ll try to get money from you.” 
 
    “I thought I was doing a good thing.” 
 
    “You are, honey, and I thank you. You were doing something nice for me, and I guess I shouldn’t have laughed. After all, I might win something, right?” 
 
    “Right!” she grinned. Glad to be off the hook. 
 
    “How many people have entered this contest?” 
 
    “Forty thousand.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “There’s 80 thousand people on the island, and if half of them are men…then they are automatically entered. I had to enter you special because we’re just tourists. 
 
    Bob chuckled, “Forty thousand. Well, you’re the one with the luck, but I don’t think I stand a chance in forty thousand of winning.” 
 
    “But wouldn’t it be great if you did?” 
 
    “Sure, honey. Now come to bed. We want to be plenty rested when I win the contest tomorrow.” 
 
    A happy expression on her face, Sue came to bed. In a short minute they were kissing and fondling each other and making mad passionate love. 
 
    Bob, as Sue sucked on him and fingered his bunghole, couldn’t stop smiling. He stood a one in forty thousand chance of being made into a Lesbian. 
 
    Of course it had to be a big joke; the island was running a promotion of some sort. There was no way to turn a man into a Lesbian. Heck, first they would have to turn a man into a woman, then they would have to make that woman not love men. Ha! 
 
    “Oh, honey, do me!” Sue begged. 
 
    So he did. 
 
      
 
    They awoke to a cacophony of sound; people were being driven down the paving stone street. 
 
    Bob jumped up and looked out the window. 
 
    Actually it was just a few people, and they were carrying large TV cameras. 
 
    Bob got dressed and ran down to the street. He stood in the doorway of the hotel they were staying at and watched. 
 
    There were two TV crews, the crews consisting of two camera men and two announcers. 
 
    “What’s going on?” asked Bob of the owner of the small hotel. 
 
    “We celebrate Sappho’s birth today. No cameras allowed. These TV people tried to hide, but we always find them.” He paused in his explanation to yell something in Greek. it sounded like a curse. 
 
    “So the birthday celebration is really a big thing?” 
 
    The owner was a roundish fellow with a towel over his shoulder and a pencil mustache. Abderus Adamos. He looked at Bob, judged him, asked him, “Did you enter the celebration?” 
 
    Bob smiled. “I think I did. At least my wife told me she went downtown and entered me. Is there going to be parades and everything? 
 
    The hotel owner smiled. “Is good. You have extra luck if your woman enters you. Sappho like women.” 
 
    “What do I win if I win?” 
 
    The owner’s face shut down, became totally bland. “You find out if you win.” 
 
    Bob considered the man for a second, then turned his attention to the crowd shuffling the TV people down the street. “They’re sure not going to win anything.” 
 
    “Bob?” Sue came down the stairs, saw him, and rushed over. “What’s happening?” 
 
    “The media is being kicked out.” 
 
    “They are? Don’t they want to see who wins?” 
 
    Bob glanced at the hotel owner, but there was nothing on that worthy’s face. 
 
      
 
    They ate at a small restaurant on a corner. The fare was lots of vegetables, weird sauces, and a couple of what looked like seahorses. 
 
    “Isn’t this delicious?” asked Sue, digging in. 
 
    “Uh, yeah,” answered Bob, trying to figure out what was what. 
 
    Afterwards they walked along the waterfront, watched the men work on the boats, mending nets and sails. 
 
    Bob tried to ask the citizens of Lesbos about the celebration of Sapphos. He didn’t get much in the way of answers. Mostly just, ‘You’ll have a good time!’ types of statements. 
 
    Finally, however, he overheard a couple of the natives discussing something called Mytilene Castle. 
 
    Mytilene Castle was a huge structure built some 1500 years before. It had immense history, and Bob decided this should be the jaunt of the day. 
 
    It was great history, great architecture, and Bob got the impression that the celebration of Sappho’s birthday was going to be held there. 
 
    So they loaded up on Ouzo, the local liquor, rented a car, and headed for the east side of the island. 
 
    It was a wonderful trip. They saw parts of the island that tourists didn’t normally see. The weather was perfect, and they arrived at Mytilene Castle in the late morning. 
 
    They sauntered through the ramparts, explored the nooks and crannies, and acted like tourists. 
 
    And they drank the Ouzo. 
 
    Ouzo is a weird anise type of drink. Tasted like a bit of licorice. But, weird or not, it had a good kick. 
 
    At the end of the day they headed for the car. Time to head back for hotel and the celebration. Nothing was going on at the castle. 
 
    They climbed into the ancient Subaru and Bob turned the key. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    He wiggled the key, pushed his foot on the gas pedal. He tried everything. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    “Oh, crap.” 
 
    “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “Car won’t start.” 
 
    “Can we push it? Do the jump start thing?” 
 
    “We’re at the bottom of the parking lot. No way I could push this beast up the hill.” 
 
    They stepped out of the car and grimaced at it. 
 
    It didn’t grimace back. It was almost like the durned can didn’t even care if it started. 
 
    “What are we going to do?” 
 
    Bob took out his cellphone and called the hotel. There was no answer. 
 
    “Probably started their celebrating already,” he muttered. 
 
    “So what do we do?” 
 
    “Let’s see if there’s anybody in the castle. Maybe somebody knows a mechanic or something.” 
 
    They wandered through the castle, but it was getting late and there was nobody around. 
 
    Funny, there were a bunch of cars in the parking lot, but no people anywhere. 
 
    Finally, they stood on the wall of the castle and looked over the ocean. 
 
    “I think we’re going to have to spend the night in the car.” 
 
    Sue frowned. 
 
    They went back to the parking lot and got into the car. 
 
    And sat there. 
 
    It wasn’t cold out; it was sort of balmy and they kept the windows open. Sue lay on the backseat, barely fitting with her legs scrunched up. 
 
    Bob sat on the front seat, which was pushed back and reclined as much as possible. 
 
    They chatted a bit, they talked about and laughed at their situation. 
 
    Finally, they drifted off to sleep. 
 
      
 
    There isn’t a person alive who doesn’t wonder what happens while they sleep. Does the world stop existing until the awake? Are dreams real and the reality of being awake the not real? Do people stop existing for the length of their sleep? 
 
    Bob was not immune to such conjecture, and he lay in the car and his thoughts drifted. 
 
    It was like he was a cloud floating, thinking about dreams, then he started thinking about about the stupid birthday celebration for Sapphos. Sapphos, of all people. 
 
    Wikipedia had said she was a poet who wrote about women making move to women, and that started the whole idea of women who loved women being called Lesbians. 
 
    She wrote some nine volumes of poetry, but the church decided such evil should be destroyed, and nearly all her work was burned. 
 
    Bob sighed and tried to get more comfortable. The cloud had become the seat of the Subaru somehow, and he wiggled and closed his eyes and tried to get back to that cloud feeling. 
 
    He was laying there, sort of lost in cloud, not aware of the car, and he heard noises. 
 
    He lifted his head and looked out the side window. 
 
    A large crowd of people, all dressed in black robes, were marching on the path next to the parking lot. 
 
    “Sue?” he whispered, but she didn’t answer. 
 
    “Sue?” 
 
    He looked into the back. seat. Sue was totally zonked. He even reached back and touched her knee, but she didn’t react. 
 
    The people were walking slowly, some of them had lanterns, bright lanterns, but the sight of them was somehow muted. 
 
    Without thinking about what he was doing, Bob opened the door to the car. He moved quietly, stood up outside of the car and. watched the quiet throng. 
 
    They kept a slow pace, not raising their heads, just sliding along. It looked like they were heading down to the end of the castle. 
 
    Bob glanced back at the car. Sue was still sound asleep. Nothing was going to wake her up. He took a few steps to the side of the parking lot. In the back of his mind was the idea that he might ask one of these people to help him get his car running. 
 
    “Come along, a soft voice encouraged him. Arms surrounded him, and he was suddenly part of the throng.  
 
    “Hey…hey…” 
 
    “Shhh!” 
 
    “I’ve got a car…” 
 
    Light chuckles. 
 
    “I need help.” 
 
    “Come along. Come with us…” 
 
    Soft voices, gentle touches, the whisper of feet on stone. 
 
    High above the moon had peeked out from behind a cloud. Golden light illuminated the people, and he studied them. 
 
    They were women. They were of all ages. They kept their hands on his arms, pushed on the small of his back, kept him moving down the path. 
 
    The walls of the castle rose up around him and the moon began blinking through the crenellations. 
 
    Whispers. 
 
    Hands. 
 
    Then darkness. 
 
    “Watch your step.” The few lanterns gave a small glow and he was helped down some steps and through a doorway. 
 
    “My wife…” 
 
    “She’ll be fine.” 
 
    As he entered into the darkness of the castle passageway he felt a sense of well being. The voices bidding him to come along were a soft susurration, and he was moved down the dark passageways like a leaf sliding over the ripples of a river. 
 
    Then it was darkness. True and absolute. 
 
    The hands stopped moving him. 
 
    The air was as if bated breath, still, holding even voices in abeyance. 
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
    His voice was loud, yet muffled in a way. 
 
    Chuckles. “He asks…he wonders…let Sappho speak.” 
 
    Bob blinked. Let Sappho speak? She was dead hundreds of years. 
 
    Suddenly the room began to glow. Not a source of light, no lantern nor  torch, but he could see. 
 
    The people, the women, were all in the room. 
 
    “What is your name?” came the question, and Bob turned to confront an old lady. 
 
    Old, but not overly wrinkled. Still had teeth, and she smiled happily. Her hair was white, but not skanky. 
 
    “Bob,” he said. 
 
    “Well, Bob, you have won Sappho’s prize. Of all the men on the island, only you have found Sappho’s resting place. Only you will experience the love the of Tenth Muse. Only you will understand. 
 
    “My wife is in the parking lot.” 
 
    Chuckles.  
 
    “Your wife will love you, fear not, even after the change.” 
 
    “But I don’t understand!” 
 
    “What man could hope to understand…” 
 
    The entire congregation, for that is what it seemed, breathed out a phrase: “What man could understand….” 
 
    The old lady touched his cheek and whispered, “…the heart of a woman.” 
 
    “…the heart of a woman,” the crowd breathed out as one. 
 
    “What man could understand…” 
 
    “What man could understand…” filled the gloom and the stone of the castle. 
 
    “…the soul of a woman.” 
 
    “…the soul of a woman.” 
 
    “What man could understand…” 
 
    “What man could understand…” 
 
    “…those who give life.” 
 
    “…those who give life.” 
 
    The women touched him then, they closed in, smothered him with their bodies, and hands began to pull off his garments. 
 
    His shirt went easily, the buttons popping loose with no problem. 
 
    Then his buckle was undone and his pants were tugged on, began slithering down his thighs. 
 
    Bob objected, but only with voice. He was not the kind of man who struck women, even while they manhandled him. 
 
    “No! Give me my shirt! Let go! Leave me alone!” 
 
    Yet the woman kept tugging at his clothes, pulling his underpants off, and hands touched his penis. 
 
    It was a strange scene, reminiscent of rough sex, be it with soft hands, and he found himself naked, and the hands touched his manhood, touched his balls, his face, his asshole…he found himself responding. His penis grew hard and fat. 
 
    Then he was on top of their hands, laid out, supported, like he was being handed over a mosh pit! 
 
    Hands on his body, hands feeling him, his body struggling and moving deeper and deeper into the castle. 
 
    Through passageways, up stairs, to the ramparts. 
 
    Carried through the warm night, gasping for the breath to emit a scream. Trying to push hands away from him. Up to the high walkway the crowd carried him, held him aloft like a flag in a breeze, then they were moving faster, towards the edge of the ramparts themselves. He slid over the hands, was tossed, flailing and kicking, through the air. Under the moon, feeling the brushing air on his descent, the darkened depths of Mediterranean rushing up towards him, hearing voices yelling, laughing, celebrating. 
 
    Then he struck the water. He landed and penetrated, sunk under the surface, moved his arms and stroked for the surface, fought bubbles and clinging currents, and burst forth from the water… 
 
      
 
    …into wakefulness. Sitting upright in the Subaru. Gasping like a fish out of water, crying out… 
 
    “Bob? Are you all right?” 
 
    Sue leaned over the backseat and placed her hands on his shoulders. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “What’s…what’s…I don’t…I dreamed…” 
 
    “What did you dream?” She was half over the seat now and hugging him. 
 
    “I dreamed…I dreamed…I won the prize.” 
 
    Then he was fully awake, in the daylight, the morning sun playing gold across the castle. 
 
    And he hugged his wife and wondered what had happened. 
 
      
 
    Bob felt funny. Not sick, just sort of…off. 
 
    Still, it was morning, he was awake, and his phone worked again. He was putting in the number for the hotel when, on whim, he tried the car. 
 
    Vrooom! It started right up. 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck?” he muttered. 
 
    They drove away from the castle, found a little eatery and had breakfast. 
 
    It was a beautiful day, the sun was glowing, people were out and about, laughing and talking and having a good time. 
 
    “I don’t feel well,” Bob said, after they got back in the car. 
 
    “It was a long night. Let’s go back and sleep for an hour. You’ll feel fine then.” 
 
    Bob agreed with that, so he zipped across the island, turned in the car, and they walked into the hotel. 
 
    Abderus, the owner, was bent over the books. He glanced up and down, then slowly looked up and grinned. 
 
    Later, Bob would wonder what he saw, why he grinned so broadly. Right then all Bob thought about was a stop in the shower and a couple of hours of real shut eye. 
 
    “Ah, a long night, yes?” 
 
    Abderus came out from behind the counter and walked them to the stairs. He chattered, offered them coffee, but when he found out they were just going to take a nap he nodded his head. “A grand idea,” he announced. “Call down when you awake and I’ll have kafe and zymi sent up.” 
 
    “Zymi?” asked Sue. 
 
    “Fine pastry. Quite exquisite.” 
 
    Sue nodded.  
 
    Up the stairs and into their room. Sue was feeling pretty chipper. She had slept the whole night, and she put Bob in the shower, dried him off, and said, “You need a haircut.” 
 
    Bob glanced at the mirror. “Hunh. I just got one.”  
 
    But he needed one. His hair was shaggy, starting to curl up at his collar. 
 
    Sue put him to bed, then sat out on the porch and watched the morning turn even more beautiful. 
 
      
 
    Bob slept until four in the afternoon. Six hours. At one point he thrashed a bit and called out for somebody called Sappho, but outside of that, he was a babe. 
 
    Sue frowned, however, because six hours sleep was a bit much. 
 
    She sat down in a chair and watched Bob sleep. He was curled up in the blankets and she couldn’t see much of him. Just the top of his head and the toes of one foot and three fingers. 
 
    At four he awoke, and she could feel him being awake. 
 
    “Hey, sleepyhead.” 
 
    “Unh…wha…” His voice was still sleepy. 
 
    “You’ve been sleeping all day. Time to wake up and start the party.” 
 
    Bob moved the blankets and stuck his arm out, and that was Sue’s first clue that something was wrong. 
 
    Bob was not a big, bulky fellow, but he did have a certain male thickness to his limbs. His arm was not thick, however, it was slender, and the fingers…they didn’t even appear to be his. 
 
    “Wha…Sue?” 
 
    He pushed the blankets back, and Sue stood up and covered her mouth with her hand. Why she didn’t scream she didn’t know. 
 
    Bob wasn’t Bob. He was, but he was a different Bob. His limbs were thin and delicate. His hair tumbled down from his head, an unruly mop that looked to never have felt a comb. His lips were fuller and his eyes actually appeared larger, rounder, more doe-like. 
 
    But it was his body that shocked Sue the most. 
 
    He had breasts. His chest was thinner and that made his breasts look large. Heck, they were large. They were larger than Sue’s. With large areola and nipples that stood straight up. 
 
    His waist was thin and his butt was round. His legs looked long, but he had, in fact, shrunk in height. He had been five foot 9, now he was maybe five foot two. 
 
    And he knew he had changed. He looked at his hands, his arms, one hand went to his mouth in a curiously feminine motion and it looked like he wanted to scream, but he was only gasping. 
 
    “Bob!” Sue was panicked. She had been in the room all day, from when she had put him to sleep to just now. He hadn’t gotten up and left and been replaced by this…this creature. 
 
    This creature was Bob! 
 
    “What…what happened?” he managed to ask. 
 
    Sue was standing up. She was trembling. 
 
    “What happened to me? I’m…my voice is higher! What happened?” 
 
    “You’re a woman!” 
 
    “I’m a…I can’t…I’m a man!” 
 
    For a moment they were both babbling, examining his body, their minds not capable of rational thought. 
 
    Finally, Bob stood up. His breasts, though large, were not saggy. They were big and perky. Still, the weight on his chest made him put his hands under them, and he walked into the bathroom and looked at the mirror. 
 
    His hair was a tangle. His lips were plump and he touched them with his slender fingers. He felt his cheeks, which now had high cheekbones. 
 
    And, of course, his tits. 
 
    He actually had big boobs! 
 
    “What happened?” asked Sue, standing behind him. 
 
    “I don’t know! I just…I don’t know.” 
 
    “Should I call a doctor?” 
 
    “Yes! For God’s sake, yes!” 
 
    Sue picked up her phone, realized she didn’t know any doctors on Lesbos, and called the front desk. Abderus Adamos answered. 
 
    “Ah, Bob. You have slept late. I will—“ 
 
    “We need a doctor.” 
 
    A moment of silence. 
 
    “I will be right up.” 
 
    “But we need a doctor!” 
 
    “And you shall have one. Please, a moment…” 
 
    He was already walking across the lobby. He was holding a landline and the cord stretched out. He placed it on the floor. “Please to hang up,” he said to a passerby. The passerby was startled, but complied, and doubtless thought that Lesbos was a strange place. 
 
      
 
    A tap, then the door opened. Abderus poked his head through the space between the door and the jamb and smiled. 
 
    “Did you call a doctor?” 
 
    Adberus entered the room and closed the door gently. He turned and grinned at Bob, who was naked. 
 
    “There is no need for a doctor, my friends. Bob has won the prize.” 
 
    “What? I want a doctor!” 
 
    “I can get you one. In fact, I will. But please be assured there is nothing wrong with your husband.” He asked for her phone, took it, and tapped in a number. 
 
    Bob, in the meanwhile, had realized he was naked. He took a blanket and wrapped it around himself. Oddly, he looked like he was wearing some kind of ancient robe. His hair draggled down his back and he sat down on the bed. 
 
    “Chloe, send up kafe and zymi. And call Adrian and ask that he come see me.” Pause. “I know he is a doctor,” he winked at Sue, “No, I am not sick. Just follow your instructions you silly girl.” A longer pause. Then Abderus spoke most cryptically. “Yes. Sappho’s Prize.” 
 
    He hung up. 
 
    “The doctor is on the way. Refreshments within the minute. Now, please, tell me where you went last night.” 
 
    Sue was sitting next to Bob now. She had her arm around him, and he was staring at the floor. 
 
    “We went to the castle on the east side of the island. Myklitos or something.” 
 
    “Ah, yes. Mytilene Castle. A wonderful place. And what wonderful things happened there?” 
 
    “Are you sure the doctor is coming?” 
 
    “Absolute. What things happened at the castle?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I slept all night in the back of the car. The car wouldn’t start.” 
 
    “Yes. Modern mechanicals don’t often work on the night of Sappho.” 
 
    She was irritated by his confident explanations, but she continued, “Bob said he didn’t feel well, and I don’t think he slept all night…but I don’t know.” 
 
    “Ah, yes. We never know where Sappho will appear,” 
 
    Sue opened her mouth to say something more, but there was a tap at the door, then it opened. 
 
    A shy, young girl pushed a cart into the room. 
 
    “Ah, Chloe.” 
 
    The girl was short and full featured, and she was trying to control a grin. She pushed the cart next to the bed and offered Bob a cup of kafe. She seemed in awe, and she couldn’t take her eyes off Bob. 
 
    “Please to take the kafe, Bob.” 
 
    Bob reached a hand forth and took the cup and saucer. His hands trembled, and the cups clinked, but he managed to take a sip, and as if that was the doctor’s instant medicine he sighed and the shiver went out of his shoulders. 
 
    “When will the doctor get here?” asked Sue. 
 
    Abderus turned to Chloe, “I trust you made him feel the urgency of the situation.” 
 
    “I…called him. He said he would be right over.” 
 
    She was staring at Bob, and her eyes were bright with adoration. “Is she…is she…” 
 
    “It appears so, my dear, now go do your duties.” 
 
    Chloe actually dipped a courtesy and ran out of the room. 
 
    Abderus chuckled. “Poor girl.” He turned to Sue. “Now, let me try to calm your mind. Bob has won Sappho’s Prize.” 
 
    “I don’t…” 
 
    “For one month he will be a woman. He will be honored as the embodiment of Sappho. And you, my dear, must allow the women of the island to so honor him.” 
 
    “Are you crazy?” 
 
    “Only in that I believe in the ancient ways. I believe in the mystique and people being touched by the Gods.” 
 
    Sue stared at him. “We’re leaving here today. We’re flying out. I’m not going to let Bob be tended to by an island quack.” 
 
    A serious expression came over Abderus’ face. “Ah, my dear, that will not be allowed. Besides, you would have a hard time explaining why Bob is a girl and his passport says he is a man. Customs will deal with you harshly for such a trick.” 
 
    “You’re holding us against our will?” 
 
    “Merely telling you how the world works, and, by the way, you will not be charged for your stay here.” He turned away from the surprised Sue and asked Bob, “Now then, tell me what happened to you last night.” 
 
    Bob sipped kafe and sampled a zymi. He was starting to recover. “Nothing.” 
 
    Abderus smiled. “Your wife was mentioning Myklitos Castle. Sappho usually manifests at historical sites. This is a first for Myklitos, however, so what did you see?” 
 
    Bob was silent for a moment, then began his tale. 
 
    “I followed a bunch of women in black robes, then I was in their midst. There was chanting, and an old woman spoke to me. 
 
    “About 60 years old? White hair and good teeth.” 
 
    Bob looked surprised. “Why,  yes.” 
 
    “That would be Sappho herself. What did she say to you?” 
 
    Bob told Abderus of the chant, and ended up describing how they had thrown him off the castle, how he had landed in water, was drowning and sputtering, and suddenly woke up in his own car.” 
 
    Abderus smiled wider. “Classic,” he murmured. “You are truly blessed, my friend.” 
 
    A tap at the door, then the door opened. A medium sized man with bushy mustaches entered. “Abderus! My friend! What is it that you call me so early?” 
 
    “These are my friends, Bob and Sue. Bob turned into a woman.” 
 
    Sue expected surprise, maybe even shock, at worse, a laugh. But the doctor, whose name was Adrian, merely nodded. He had no doctor’s bag, but he moved a chair in front of Bob, sat down and started examining him. 
 
    “Well, my dear,” he said to Bob, “To all appearances you are in fine shape.” He said this as he tapped on Bob’s back, looked into his eyes and ears, and carefully thumped on Bob’s chest. 
 
    “If you would like to come to my office I can do a complete examination, but, how do you feel?” 
 
    Bob blinked, “Why…I feel good. I just…I have breasts!” 
 
    “And do you have any signs of manhood?” 
 
    Bob physically jerked. He had been so occupied by having breasts that he hadn’t looked at his groin, and Sue had not had a good look at him under the blanket. 
 
    Then there was the simple problem of looking over his ample breasts to see his crotch. 
 
    He now looked, and gasped, and near fainted. Sue leaped forward and supported his back. 
 
    “My dick…it’s gone!” 
 
    And it was gone. No trace of penis or testicles. But what was in its place was a slit, puffy with labia, a rather large clitoris at the top. 
 
    Doctor Adrian merely nodded. Abderus gave a wan smile. Sue was on her feet. 
 
    “My friend,” said the good doctor. “You have been blessed by Sappho.” 
 
    He stood up, shook hands with Abderus and mumbled a few phrases in Greek. Then he looked at Bob. “There will be no charge for this visit. Please enjoy the island.” 
 
    And he sashayed across the room, out the door, and was gone. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Bob needed clothes. He needed his hair styled. He had a female body and none of his male clothes worked. 
 
    Well, he could have worn his male clothes, but they would have been bulky and over-sized and not appropriate. 
 
    He could have worn male clothes that were fitted to him, but Sue wouldn’t let him. 
 
    “But I’m a man!” 
 
    “Not in that body you’re not.” 
 
    “My friends,” Abderus butted in, “The solution is simple. Come.” 
 
    He took their arms and walked them out of the room. Sue resisted a bit, but Bob just wrapped the blanket around his torso, tried to cover up his breasts, and followed along. 
 
    Abderus took them to the ground floor, to the back kitchen, then across a cobblestone alley. They were in a clothing shop, and Sue and Bob looked around in surprise. 
 
    “Evangeline! Sweetheart! Come meet Sappho’s Prize.” 
 
    Bob and Sue looked at each other nervously, but a willowy woman came through the rows and racks of dresses and apparel and focused on Bob. 
 
    “Oh, sweet Sappho. You bless us again.” She hugged Bob, then kissed him soundly and squarely on the lips. 
 
    Bob’s eyes opened, but it wasn’t a lecherous kiss, it was a welcome home kiss. 
 
    “I brought Bob here as he has no clothes. I thought—“ 
 
    “Thank you so much, Abderus. You are a sweet man. Bob was your name? It is Sappho now. Come with me.” 
 
    Abderus cleared his throat and Avangeline turned back to him. 
 
    “This is Bob’s wife, Sue.” 
 
    Evangeline immediately hugged Sue. “Welcome my dear, and excuse me for not seeing you. It’s just that…well, you will find out. Everyone will be awed by Bob and not pay you your rightful attention.” She turned to Abderus. “Is there anything else, you old coot?” 
 
    He laughed. “No, and bless you.” Abderus turned and went out the back door. Bob and Sue were left with Evangeline. 
 
    Cheerfully, she linked arms with them. “Now then, let’s see about proper apparel. And I will call my friend, Iris. She will help you with your hair and make up.” 
 
    “Wait,” blurted Sue. 
 
    “For what? The sun is laughing and we must—“ 
 
    “We’re here on a budget. We can’t go buying expensive outfits.” 
 
    Evangeline laughed, showing white teeth. “She is Sapphos. She needs no money, and if you make yourself known that will include you.” 
 
    The next hour was spent choosing dresses, skirts, blouses, shoes, nylons, everything. Bob found himself wearing his first bra, and feeling decidedly uncomfortable. 
 
    At the end of the hour Iris appeared. She was a cheerful woman wearing culottes and a sweater and sandals. She immediately sat Sue and Bob down and began working on them.  
 
    She brushed Bob’s hair out, thick and luxurious, and curled it and put pink ribbons in it. 
 
    She snipped at Sue’s hair, and was efficient and attentive, but it was obvious that she was drawn by Bob. 
 
    Sue was starting to feel a bit jealous when Evangeline pulled her to the back. “Do not be jealous, my friend. Sappho is a blessing to us all, and for one to be overly obsessive, even if rightly so, is wicked. 
 
    Not a crime, but wicked, and Sue felt as if she was returning to a time when morality was measured by church and not civil law. 
 
    Finally, they were done, and Sue stared at Bob as if she had never seen him. 
 
    He was her size, but more statuesque. His hair was long and curly and decorated by pink ribbons. His eyes were lightly made up and his lips were plump and red and moist looking. 
 
    He was wearing a wrap around dress, somewhere between a dress and an ancient robe. The material of the dress was silk and his nipples were erect through the material. He wore no bra. Evangeline had put a few bras in a shopping bag, but he was so pert and thrusting he didn’t really need one. 
 
    Then the ladies asked if they could take them to brunch and introduce them to their friends. 
 
    Somewhat dazed by all that had happened, Bob and Sue walked down the street to a corner kafeneio. And there the most amazing thing happened…people. 
 
    They sat in a corner by a window and people started showing up. 
 
    Evangeline held on to Bob’s arm and introduced him as Sappho, or Sappho’s friend. 
 
    First were the friends of Evangeline and Iris. Then Abderus showed up and chatted briefly. He left after just a short while, however, for it was obvious that this meeting was for women. 
 
    Women and Bob. 
 
    But all the women referred to Bob as ‘she’ or ‘here,’ or ‘Sappho,’ or ‘friend of Sappho.’ 
 
    Sue sat opposite Bob, or Sappho, and was pretty much ignored. Not in an impolite way, it was just that everybody wanted to talk to Sappho. 
 
    Oddly, Bob was adapting to being a female. He crossed his legs in the feminine fashion. She shook hands in a more limp manner, but somehow more caring. 
 
    She smiled and greeted strangers as if she had known them all her life, even standing to hug the occasional woman. Bob had never been much of a one for hugging, but the times, they seemed to have changed. 
 
    More people showed up. Friends of friends. Passersby struck by Sappho’s beauty. 
 
    And Bob found himself sitting closer with his feminine admirers. He draped his arms over their shoulders, kissed their cheeks and lips, and seemed almost to have forgotten Sue. 
 
    Sue felt like crying. But she also was experiencing a profound happiness. There was an ambience exuded by this new Bob, this ‘Sappho.’ And she was so very beautiful. 
 
    Eventually the party moved out of the kafeneio and wandered down the street. 
 
    Who paid for their stop at the little cafe Sue never knew, but it didn’t matter. One free meal to Sappho resulted in a hundred cups of kafe, enough pastries to run out, and even whole meals. 
 
    All wanted to be under the umbrella of Sappho. All wanted to experience her atmosphere of her goodness. 
 
    Down the street, into and out of shops, talking with hundreds of strangers. 
 
    Sometimes the conversations were mere scribbles, other times they were as deep and involved as a Shakespeare play. 
 
    Sue marveled, as Bob had never met these people, and suddenly he was inquiring after their children, asking how they had fared during the war (which war?) and discussing names for newborns. 
 
    Always Sue was on the outskirts, listening from afar. A glance from Bob, or Sappho, was reassuring, but, also…neglectful. 
 
    She was like the moon that watched the earth, but could never touch it. 
 
    Through the quaint village the procession became parade-like. Mostly women, but occasionally a man who would make his way through the crowd, would ask leave to kiss Sappho’s hand, then depart. Sometimes a man with a gaggle of children, mostly female children, would approach, hat in hand, embarrassed, and wait while Sappho hugged the children and kissed them and blessed them. 
 
    Into the night the affair proceeded. Now a thousand strong, tourists mostly shoved out of the way by the inhabitants of Lesbos. 
 
    Police came, hovered for a moment, then departed. The attitude of ’stop what you’re doing and come to jail’ completely superseded by a profound love that washed over all, invaded heart and soul, and made of the night a blessing. 
 
    Sue became tired. She had not slept all day, she reasoned, and she yawned and drank kafe to stay awake. 
 
    Then, out of the crowd, as if the crowd had parted, came Sappho.  
 
    Sue looked up at her husband. She experienced blessing and deep loss at the same time. 
 
    Sappho kissed her on the lips, and while there was the feel of Bob, there was not the same psyche. 
 
    Sappho said, “You must wait for me. Go to the hotel, enjoy the island, and we will meet to leave. I will need you then.” 
 
    Two women, in black robes, took Sue’s arms and led her away. 
 
    Sue looked back after Sappho, but she was disappearing into the crowd. 
 
    The two women walked her quietly through the streets. They spoke occasionally, but always in a foreign language. 
 
    They entered the hotel and Abderus was waiting. He led the way up the stairs, opened the door, and smiled as the women closed the door. 
 
    The women stripped Sue’s clothes off her, then took her into the shower. They washed her with scented soap and brushed her hair, and she was feeling drowsy as they lay her down. 
 
    Sue yawned, and the women lay down on each side of her. 
 
    A hand cupped her mons, and Sue found herself powerless to resist. The hand cupped her, shook her, and she felt like she had just swallowed a bottle of lightening. Suddenly she was awake, and the other woman bent her head to her breasts and suckled her nipple. 
 
    Sue groaned and arched her back. 
 
    A finger was inserted into her, and she tried to push away, but her pushes became pulls and her body was subdued by hugs, washed by kisses. 
 
    One of the women kissed her on the lips. It was an ethereal sensation that made her nipples hot. The other woman slid down her body and kissed her mons, her labia, her clitoris. 
 
    Sue raised her hips and pushed back, then her mouth was covered and she found herself stretched between the two women. 
 
    She hugged back, felt the full breasts, and wondered where Bob was. 
 
    But, wherever he was, the women seemed determined to take her mind off him. The more she tried to think of him, the more ardent they became, until Sue’s very body seemed to ignite in a series of orgasms. She cried out, and faded, and…slept. 
 
      
 
    Bob was Bob. And he wasn’t. He had all his memories, but the patterns of behavior that made up Bob were transmogrified. 
 
    Now he was moving softly, and it was as if somebody was moving him for him. 
 
    He didn’t have to think to move in a feminine way, for his body was femininity embodied, and it moved intuitively. 
 
    He knew when to touch a woman, when to kiss her, when to touch her head to the others and cry. 
 
    He remembered Sue, but he wasn’t alarmed by the fact of having sent her back to the hotel. 
 
    He knew she would have a crucial place in his…her…desire to give up the flesh for the ethereal, to return to being that ancient but dead spirit that had changed the world. 
 
    Through the town he was guided. He hugged and kissed and inquired after lives. He felt the children, the women, and only occasionally did he have to pay attention to a man. 
 
    And the men were polite enough to keep their penises to themselves. Should a man be erect he would keep distance, and perhaps a woman would take him in hand, or even down a dark alley to be blessed. Or perhaps not, and he would be left to enjoy his deprivation and wonderful frustration. 
 
    Down towards the docks, and now there were more women in black robes. Not all, for he was not possessed by only the fades of the afterlife, but he was a muse, the Tenth Muse, and he had duties. 
 
    And in the darkness of an ancient church he began handing out orgasms. A touch of his hands, a caress of a pussy. A kiss of nipples, and women would moan and fade away, only to be replaced by another. 
 
    Midnight came, bells tolled, and he fond himself in a room built of blackness, and black robes were put aside. The women of a mystique engulfed him, bore him down. Fingers penetrated his pussy, mouths sucked his nipples. Hands cupped his asshole and tongues licked him everywhere. 
 
    Her everywhere. 
 
    He didn’t know if he was male or female, only that he was, and was a receptacle, and a blessing. 
 
    They made him cum, and cum again, until he was dazed and entering the false unconsciousness of sleep. 
 
    And they came. 
 
    And the night transformed into a wallow of ecstasy, and he was now the receptacle, and the more he received the more was given. 
 
    And so the night passed. 
 
      
 
    Sue woke up, and so did her ‘bodyguards.’ 
 
    She didn’t know what else to call them. They had guarded her, and held her in love. They seemed dedicated to her, and yet…she noticed that sometimes they would change, be replaced by other women in black robes. 
 
    At any rate, she arose, was treated to another communal shower, and taken to an obscure restaurant.  
 
    At the restuarant they ordered for her, and they chatted around her, and laughed when she tried to speak to them. 
 
    She was free to go where she wished, and the two women simply followed along. The only exception was when she saw Robert, Sappho, from a distance. Then she tried to move closer, to reach him, to break through the crowd of hundreds who accompanied him. With closed expressions the two women moved in, herded her, got in her way, and somehow she never made it to Bob. 
 
    The crowd would dwindle and disappear, and she would be left on a street corner, her two robed women by her side, watching her. At those times the women seemed most caring and compassionate. They touched her softly, and seemed to understand that she was sad, that she was deprived of her husband. 
 
    Then they would steer her towards a shop, or an eatery, and the attitude would once again turn friendly and happy. 
 
    She knew Bob was screwing women. She was Sappho. She had to be. 
 
    But was it really screwing? He had no dick, so he wasn’t putting his penis into another woman. So he wasn’t being untrue to her. 
 
    But in that intuitive way that women have, she knew that the women who touched Bob, accompanied him through the city, were taking him to bed at night. 
 
    But they, too, had no penises. 
 
    So the lovemaking was with fingers and mouths, and she couldn’t complain because the two women were taking her to bed. 
 
    Indeed, she looked forward to the end of day when they would lay her down and cover her with kisses and caresses. 
 
    It was a form of love she had never experienced, yet the purity of it rapidly converted her. 
 
    Women who felt as she did, moved as she did, understood the requirements of the bed as only women can. 
 
    So the days were spent alone, but not lonely. 
 
    As were the nights. 
 
    And though she missed Bob, she knew he wasn’t Bob. He was possessed by an ancient muse, he was Sappho, and giving out the blessings of that ancient spirit. 
 
    And while it hurt her…it was good. It was necessary. For the people of the island needed it. Required it. 
 
      
 
    Bob…Sappho, awoke, and knew her duty. To travel amongst her people. To let them know there was not hate and ignorance, but rather compassion and understanding. 
 
    She walked everywhere, for the dream of her alive would not admit to technology. 
 
    She walked through towns, over hills, through valleys. She slept in old farmhouses, cuddled with the women of the stead. She slept in ancient castles and churches, and nuns and strange women would sleep with her, and ask for blessings. 
 
    She traveled the island on foot, surrounded by a dozen, black robed women, and a hundred native inhabitants, and a dozen or so tourists. 
 
    All swept up in the spiritual attitude of the ancient ghost. All seeking an understanding of love that was more pure than the love commonly expressed by people with bodies. 
 
    The days passed. Clouds sailed overhead, appearing from the oceans and disappearing over the land. Breezes stirred, turned to gale, then squandered themselves on the bodies of those who braved the elements for a blessing. 
 
     
 
    Sue lost track of Bob. Or Sappho, as she was called. Her bodyguards said nothing, or said it in ancient greek, which wasn’t commonly understood by modern Greek, let alone her. 
 
    Tourists sometimes gave hint. Not if questioned, but by being overheard. 
 
    There was a worker of miracles on the far side of the island. Slept in a church on the shores of a cove. Walked through meadows and through small villages. 
 
    But when Sue thought of pursuing these rumors, of finding Bob, once again she was herded, guided, taken to bed until she forgot. 
 
    Until, one day a month later there was a growing gathering in the town. 
 
    ‘She comes,’ said the whisper. 
 
    ‘Sappho is coming,’ were divined of the rumors. 
 
    ‘The miracle is due.’ 
 
    Even the bodyguard’s acted differently. They giggled and shared secrets, and they even tried to share secrets with Sue. But Sue spoke not their language and was left in mystery. 
 
    Mystery, but knowing a miracle was coming. 
 
    Then, on the morning of the thirty-first day she awoke, and her bodyguards were gone. 
 
    The black robed ones had risen in the night and absconded. 
 
    Sue walked down to the front desk and Abderus greeted her from behind the desk. He called for zymi and she sat at a small round table with him and they nibbled at the pastries. 
 
    “It is almost over, my friend.” 
 
    She nodded, and didn’t know what to think. 
 
    She had been robbed of her husband, yet given gifts of the spirit. She understood loneliness. She had an appreciation for pure love. Yet…yet what? What question did she yet have left in her soul? 
 
    “I don’t know,” Abderus said, automatically knowing what she was going through, adjusting his statement to fit any possibility. 
 
    She started to cry, and yet she was not unhappy. She just needed to cry. 
 
    At six that evening there was a celebration in the village square. At the core of the celebration were the women. Sappho sat on a chair and spoke with women, offered kisses and hugs and blessings. Immediately around her, and stretching out onto the lawn, were women. Thousands of women. Women who had even come from the mainland. Beyond the women were a scattering of men. 
 
    Men who had avoided Sappho, men whose wives had followed Sappho for a month. Men who looked towards the celebration hungrily. After tonight there would be a return to normality. 
 
    Sue, accompanied by Abderus, came out of a side street above the park. She stood, his arm linked in hers. She could see Sappho, once Bob, sitting on the center structure. She watched the women swirling around her, touching her, loving her. 
 
    Abderus was quiet. Waiting. At last he said, “Look.” 
 
    He pointed, and Sue followed his finger. Sappho was looking at her. From a hundred feet away her gaze was strong enough to be a physical touch. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” whispered Sue. 
 
    “Go to her. She calls. Go.” 
 
    Sue began walking into the crowd. 
 
    It was a mad house, a torrent of emotion unleashed, and she walked slowly, crying, unable to take her eyes off Sappho. 
 
    Sappho smiled, and there was a glisten of a tear in her eyes. 
 
    This had been Bob once. This had been her love. 
 
    People resisted at first, but the closer she came, the more they stepped aside, made room for her passage. 
 
    Then she was among a clutch of black robed worshippers, and she was sped along, a hand touching her, a gesture guiding her. 
 
    She came to the grandstand and mounted the steps. 
 
    She could feel the joy in the crowd, and it was as if it was for her. And Sappho. 
 
    As she covered the last few feet Sappho arose. She spread her arms and Sue entered into her grasp. 
 
    It was not Bob, but Bob was there. He was encouraging and loving, and ready to come home. home to her. 
 
    Sappho waved to the people, a glorious motion that caused the swooning, and then…it all sort of dissipated. 
 
    The essence of Sappho waned, the ambience of the moment grew less, and Sappho and Sue walked down the stairs. They crossed the lawn, and the further away from the grandstand they got the less were the emotions of the celebration. 
 
    Women stopped hugging women uncontrollably, their eyes sought out mates. Children went to playing with their friends, or yawned and wondered when dinner was. 
 
    People began leaving the square. Ones and twos, remembering that there was a life beyond the miracle, there was a time beyond the mystical, that there was a life to be lived. 
 
    Sappho and Sue entered the streets and climbed the slight hills towards their hotel. 
 
    Abderus was waiting for them. He ushered them up the stairs and into their room. Chloe was waiting with a feast. 
 
    Then Abderus and Chloe left the room and the door was shut with a click. 
 
    Sappho and Sue sat opposite each other, and there was a deep, tired silence to them. 
 
    “Is it over?” asked Sue. 
 
    “Almost,” answered Sappho. “Just one last thing. You must reclaim your husband and send me on my way.” 
 
    “Will we ever see you again?” 
 
    Sappho smiled. “Not likely. And if you did, what of it? You have already claimed my love. No, it is better that you don’t seek me, better that you don’t frustrate yourself. It is better than instead of trying to relive what has happened, that you seek new life, new experience. Take what I’ve taught you and give to the world as you can.” 
 
    They ate then, and they talked, and they enjoyed this last moment of possession. 
 
    Sue asked many questions, for although Bob understood Sappho, Sue did not. Bob had been Sappho, even if it was Sappho that had been Bob. But Sue lacked this intimate knowledge. So she asked questions, and, in a way, learned more about Sappho, be it from a different viewpoint, than Bob. 
 
    At last, the night came to a close. Dinner was done, the clock was near to twelve, they could feel a hunger for each other. A hunger not of Sappho, but of their natural desire for each other. 
 
    “How do we do this,” asked Sue.  
 
    “You must reacquaint me with what it is to be a man.” 
 
    “How do I do that?” 
 
    “You must use your penis. Show me what a penis is, so I can reclaim my own.” 
 
    “I don’t have one.” 
 
    But she did. It was laying on the bed, a complimentary gift from Abderus, his last duty as a man subservient to the Tenth Muse. 
 
    Sue picked up the strap on and put it on. she buckled the harness and held the large cock. 
 
    “To make you a man I have to complete you as a woman.” 
 
    “For a month I have had nothing but women, but there is more, and the man within hungers for it. Remind me. Show me what it is to be a man. Complete me, and I will be returned.” 
 
    They stood next to the bed, and Sue smiled, “What if I didn’t? What if I kept you as a woman?” 
 
    “You could do that. Do you want me as a woman?” 
 
    There commenced a long silence. Sue sat on the bed with Sappho. They kissed, and Sue compared the soft warmth of Sappho’s lips to Bob’s urgent pressing lips. 
 
    Both were good. Both fed her. 
 
    Should she keep Bob as a woman? Should she return him to being a man? 
 
    Bob seemed content either way. He waited for the answer that only she could bring. 
 
    Her choice. 
 
    Sappho’s choice. To be a man or a woman. 
 
    They were facing each other on the bed now, legs crossed Indian style. 
 
    They leaned forward and kissed, and their hands fondled their breasts. 
 
    Then Sappho reached for Sue’s groin. She placed her hand under the mons and cupped it, and her thumb diddled Sue’s hole. 
 
    “What would you have, Sue? Make your choice.” 
 
    Sue wanted a woman. But…she reached forward and grabbed Sappho’s pussy. She pushed forward, lip locked the other woman, and pushed her back on the bed. 
 
    Sappho spread her legs, embraced Sue, and welcomed her. 
 
    Sue sunk her penis into Sappho’s hole. Sappho groaned, and held on, and Sue began to fuck her. 
 
    Long, slow strokes, loving strokes deep into Sappho’s slit. 
 
    Sappho raised her hips and humped up. “Fuck me,” she whispered. “Make of me what you want.” 
 
    Sue pushed deep, twisted as she pulled out, twisted the other way as she entered again. 
 
    And again and again. Humping and pumping 
 
    This was what Bob hadn’t experienced. He had experienced endless orgasms, but only with the female organ. Now his hole was filled. Now he was complete.  
 
    He began to groan as he felt the effects of a penis, now he began to understand the necessity that at least some men must have a way of continuing the race. 
 
    He would have chosen to be a woman if he could have, but he and Sue still have life to live. As man and woman they could have child, and it was necessary. 
 
    Not all women could be Lesbian; not all men could be gay. 
 
    Only a few, to sustain the pure love that mankind is capable of. 
 
    Only a few, and he was not one of them. 
 
    The orgasm lifted him up and he soared through golden skies, then floated down from the heavens. Down…down…into the waters…into… 
 
      
 
    He awoke, but not with a gasp or jerk. He simply opened his eyes and knew it was over. 
 
    He felt between his legs and smiled. He had a penis. He felt his chest. No sign of womanhood. 
 
    Next to him Sue snuggled. Happy, satisfied, ready to live. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Hands up!” 
 
    Jimmy froze. And cursed. He was a slender fellow, and he had managed to slither through a partially open back window. Now he was behind the counter, ready to open a register. 
 
    “Hands up, or I shoot!” 
 
    Slowly, his hands went up. 
 
    He heard motion behind him. He had visions of whirling around and chopping a wrist, taking the gun and…and this wasn’t the movies. Fact of the matter was he was almost ready to pee in his panties. 
 
    Yep. Panties.  
 
    “Lay over the counter. Put your hands behind your back.” 
 
    He bent at the waist. He had only meant to get a bit of money for food; his real interest was in the clothes in the shop. 
 
    “Look, I’m sorry. I’m just hungry.” 
 
    “Shut up. Feel this?” He felt the barrel of a gun press against his butt. Now he really froze, and broke out in a sweat. 
 
    “What are you…what are you…” 
 
    “I said shut up. Don’t move.” 
 
    He didn’t move, then he felt something go around his wrists, then a loud clack! 
 
    “OW! What the fuck!” 
 
    “Shut up.” 
 
    A hand grabbed his collar and pulled him upright. He felt the gun in his crotch now. His wrists were on fire. They felt like they had been cut off. 
 
    “Sit down.” 
 
    He sat. Tears were coming down his face. His wrists were in terrible pain. 
 
    “Okay, bozo, let’s see who you are.” 
 
    Footsteps to the door behind the counter, a click, and light flooded the room. 
 
    Jimmy closed his eyes, then blinked and tried to see in the glare. 
 
    She was five foot six, 120 pounds. But twenty of those pounds were boobs. Her face was a soft triangle and her eyes were like green agates. Her hair framed her face perfectly and lay upon her shoulders. She was wearing skin tight leather pants. So tight he could see a monkey knuckle. 
 
    She stared at him with no expression. And she had no gun. She had a piece of PVC! 
 
    “I’m sorry, please. What’d you do to my wrists! It feels like they’re being sliced off. 
 
    She twisted her mouth in slight amusement. “Strapping bands. Who are you?” 
 
    “I’m Jimmy. I just needed a few bucks for food.” 
 
    “Get a job.” 
 
    “Had one…till covid.” His voice was bitter. 
 
    “Are you wearing panties?” 
 
    He looked down. “No!” 
 
    She walked to the side of him, squatted and pulled his waist band out. “Yep. Pretty ones. You hoping to score a few more?” 
 
    “Please! It’s not what you think. Can you loosen my hands a little?” 
 
    “Nope. Bands don’t come off until I’ve got some other way of securing you.” 
 
    “You’ll never see me again! Please! Let me go!” 
 
    “I’ll bet you have a bra on, too.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    But she felt his chest, laughed, and stood up. 
 
    Tears were in full flow now. His hands hurt that much. 
 
    “Okay, let’s see.” She stood and looked around the vintage dress shop. 
 
    Racks and shelves. A couple of counters. But nothing to secure him to…then she looked up. 
 
    Three beams went across the ceiling. Two more beams went up from those. The roof was flat, but those beams…hmmm. 
 
    She went to the counter and picked up the strapping tool. There was strapping band already fed through it, and she tossed the tool over the central beam. The strapping tool fell into her hands. She smiled at him. 
 
    “What are you going to do?” 
 
    “Get up and come over here.” 
 
    He didn’t have much choice. He was secured by a black, metal band. Even if he ran at the front door, he didn’t have hands to unlock it and turn the knob. And even if he did managed to run through the window, where would he go? He had no way of getting his wrists free. And they were turning numb! 
 
    He struggled to his feet and walked to her. She ran a band around one wrist. Clack! 
 
    She wiggled the tool loose, fed the other end of the band through it and, clack! 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    She went to the register and took out a pair of clothes shears. They weren’t build for strapping bands, but they’d do. 
 
    She wiggled the end of the shears between his skin and the band and began cutting. It took a few minutes, and Jimmy cried a lot, but suddenly he was free, or at least handcuffed by a looser band. 
 
    The woman had stepped back. She held the band that had been around his wrist and she was smiling. “Don’t even think about it.” 
 
    Jimmy didn’t. He now had a range of motion and he rubbed his wrists against his shirt. 
 
    “Heysoos, you are bleeding, aren’t you?” 
 
    “It hurts. You really cut me.” 
 
    “Don’t rub it against your shirt. I’ve got some peroxide and bandages.” 
 
    She went into the back room and came back out a minute later with a little first aid kit.  
 
    “You try anything and you can bleed, and get infected, and die.” 
 
    “I won’t.” 
 
    The woman came close to him. She dabbed a cotton ball with peroxide on his wrists. 
 
    “Oh, God!” Jimmy wailed. 
 
    “Don’t be such a baby.” 
 
    “It hurts!” 
 
    “If you’re not willing to do the time…” The woman said. She placed a couple of cotton pads on his wrist, then taped them on. Then she did his other wrist. 
 
    She was standing close to him and he could smell her hair. He could smell her body. He swayed slightly. 
 
    She looked up at him with calculating eyes. 
 
    “How long have you been wearing panties?” 
 
    “I just wear them when I burgle a place. The material is thinner, it’s easier to squeeze through tight places. 
 
    She laughed. “And the bra helps you in those tight spots, too. Right.” 
 
    He was already blushing, but when she spoke like that his face turned bright red. 
 
    “Oh, he’s embarrassed.” 
 
    “What are you going to do with me?” 
 
    “Not sure.” 
 
    She turned and went to the cash register counter. “You know, I wouldn’t have caught you if I hadn’t come back for my cell.” She held up an iphone in a pink case with a dick and balls painted on the back. 
 
    “You’re not going to call the police! Please don’t call the police!” 
 
    She tapped a single digit. “Hey, Mars, guess what I caught?” 
 
    Pause. 
 
    “That’s right. A little mouse. What should I do with him.” 
 
    Pause. 
 
    “Okay, I’ll see you in a few.” 
 
    She tapped her phone and turned to Jimmy. “Mars wants to meet you. You don’t mind sticking around for a while?” 
 
    It was a rhetorical question and she laughed. 
 
    Suddenly she tapped her phone again. “Mars, Subway?” Then she turned to Jimmy,” “What do you want?” 
 
    “At Subway?” he goggled. 
 
    The woman laughed, “Hold on a second Mars. He’s a little stupid.” Back to Jimmy. “Club sandwich? Turkey? Tuna? What?” 
 
    “Could I have a Philly Cheese Steak?” 
 
    She smiled and repeated his order to Mars. 
 
    Then she tapped the phone again, hung up, and placed it on the counter. 
 
    “So, Crossdressing Jimmy, what brought you to our happy, little establishment.” 
 
    “I was hungry.” 
 
    “And you needed more panties and bras and stuff.” 
 
    He said nothing, but his face flamed on. 
 
    “So why us? You like the vintage stuff? You like the old lady look? What?” 
 
    “I…just…wear panties.” 
 
    “And a bra.” 
 
    He nodded. Red-faced, miserable, but at least his wrists were no longer numb. 
 
    “Here, have a seat. She slid a stool over to him. He sat. His hands had to be extended over his head, but that was better than being forced to stand up. 
 
    “So why us?” 
 
    “I saw your back window when I was walking down the alley. It looked like I could get in.” He shrugged. 
 
    “So we’re a target of opportunity. And what, you clean out the register, take a few panties…get the heck out?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    She pulled up a stool for herself. She was sitting about six feet from him. She was wearing a black sweater that showed lots of cleavage and he gulped. 
 
    “Aha! All horny from the girly underwear, and then you get a glimpse of my ta tas.” 
 
    She pushed her arms together and teased him with her breasts. 
 
    “Look. I know I shouldn’t have broken in, but you caught me, I didn’t hurt anything, can’t you let me go?” 
 
    “Nah.” 
 
    “But why not?” 
 
    “Well, first off, you have to wait for your Subway.” 
 
    “And then?” 
 
    She grinned, showed bright, white teeth. “Second, seems like I’ve got a plan I’ve been sort of thinking about.” 
 
    “What kind of a plan?” 
 
    “You’ll…Hey! Mars!” 
 
    “Hey, Venus.” A tall girl with a spectacular body came through the door behind the register. She was wearing culottes and a halter top with sequins. She was made up—both women were made up—and she came to the girl who had captured Jimmy and kissed her splat on the lips. 
 
    But it wasn’t a love kiss, a Lesbian kiss, it was a greeting kiss. 
 
    Still, Jimmy stared. 
 
    The tall girl was holding a cardboard carrier with three soft drinks in it and holding a bag with three subs and three bags of chips.  
 
    “So this is the scamp, eh?” She handed the cardboard carrier to the other girl and inspected Jimmy. She had real dark hair and real blue eyes. Her skin was pale and her features were beautiful. 
 
    “Mars, meet Jimmy. Jimmy, meet Mars.” She was unwrapping a sub as she spoke.  “And I’m Venus if you didn’t guess.” 
 
    He looked a little confused, and Mars laughed. “He is slow.” To Jimmy, “Don’t you know the name of the place you’re trying to break into?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “‘Old Clothes for Old Souls.’ That’s the name of our shop.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    Mars handed him a sandwich. He stood up and she put a Coke on the stool. She stripped a straw and popped it into the top of the container and left it for Jimmy to figure out how to drink. 
 
    The two women ate, sitting on stools. They were fastidious and comfortable. Jimmy wondered if they were, the kiss aside, Lesbians. 
 
    He stopped looking at them and concentrated on his sandwich. He hadn’t been lying, he was hungry, and they laughed as he gobbled. 
 
    “So what are you going to do with Prince Charming?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I could turn him into the police, but that might be mean. When those big guys in jail find out that he wears panties and bras…” she shivered her head. 
 
    “Jimmy! Are you a panty boy?” 
 
    He managed to not stop eating but looked embarrassed at the same time. 
 
    “Oh, my gosh! You really caught a prize. Weren’t you just saying the other day that you’d like to catch a man and…” she stopped talking and stared at Jimmy. She stared in a way that made him nervous. 
 
    “What? What’s she talking about?” 
 
    “Well, Jimmy boy, I guess I should educate you.” 
 
    “Ours is a small affair, we work long hours, we need help, but, more than that, we need a gimmick.” 
 
    “A gimmick. Yeah. And you could be our gimmick. Wouldn’t that be fun?” 
 
    Jimmy suspicious. “What does a ‘gimmick’ do?” 
 
    “Before I tell you all that, I think we should discuss his situation.” She said the last to Mars. 
 
    Mars: “It’s your game, how you gonna play it?” 
 
    The two women put their heads together then. They spoke in a whisper that Jimmy could not hear. He complained that he couldn’t hear, but they just waved him down. 
 
    Finally, “I think that’s a good plan, and I’ll help, but I don’t want to touch his junk.” 
 
    “But that’s half the fun,” Venus turned to Jimmy. “Wouldn’t you like to have your junk handled?” 
 
    “Uh…” he was confused. 
 
    “So, do you have one of those thing-a-ma-jigs?” 
 
    Venus smiled, “I have a doo hicky.” 
 
    “Just as long as it’s not a bumfuzzle.” 
 
    “What are you guys talking about?” Jimmy had lifted one hand and lowered the other so he could pick up his Coke. He sipped noisily. 
 
    Venus and Mars looked at him. Venus said, “Don’t be a ninnyhammer.” 
 
    “Or a cattywampus.” 
 
    “Are you guys speaking a foreign language?” 
 
    Venus and Mars chuckled, and Venus reached over to the counter and picked up a small dictionary. “It’s always been my opinion that criminals are caused by ignorance. So educate yourself. I’ll be right back.” She tossed the dictionary to Jimmy, who managed to catch it without dropping his Coke. “What the fuck?” 
 
    Mars sat on her stool and munched chips. “People who swear are too ignorant to think of the right words.” 
 
    She then proceeded to tell Jimmy the words they had used and he looked them up. 
 
    “Hey! I’m not confused!” 
 
    “A boy wearing girl’s underwear? You don’t think there’ a bit of confusion there?” 
 
    “No! Uh…” 
 
    Jimmy had almost finished looking up the words when Venus came out of the back room. She was holding a small, black box, maybe six inches cubed. “I forgot where I put it.” 
 
    She put the box down, picked up a roll of duc tape  and stretched out a long piece. Then she darted down and wrapped it around Jimmy’s ankles. 
 
    “Hey!” He struggled, but she was too quick for him. “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Securing the merchandise, honey.” 
 
    She stood up, pulled out another stretch of duc tape, and wrapped it around one of his wrists, then, when his flailing wrist was near the other wrist, she included that in the wrapping. 
 
    Jimmy’s mouth was open and he was yelling, but in the quiet of the vintage clothes store the noise he made was inconsequential. 
 
    Venus stood back and grinned. “Now we’re talking.” 
 
    “Let me go!” 
 
    “Sure. Right after I call the police.” 
 
    “No…” 
 
    She reached forward and grabbed his waist band and pulled his pants down. Jimmy stood there, skinny legs revealed, and raged. “You have to let me go.” 
 
    “Maybe the police will like his pretty, green panties and not arrest him.” 
 
    Venus leaned against Jimmy with one elbow, looked him in the face, and said, “You think the cops won’t arrest you because you’re wearing panties and a bra?” 
 
    “This is against the law!” Which statement caused the girls to crack up. 
 
    Venus went to the counter and retrieved a box cutter. Jimmy stared at the sharp instrument, and now he was silent and very worried. 
 
    “Would you like me to cut those panties off you? Or can I just pull them down?” 
 
    “He’s got a boner.” 
 
    Venus looked down. “Oh, how cute! It looks pretty good sized, too. How about it, Jimmy? Cut or pull.” 
 
    He was afraid to breath, his voice was a mere whisper. “Pull.” 
 
    Venus put the box cutter aside, reached forward and pulled his panties down. 
 
    His cock sprang up and he twisted and tried to hide. 
 
    Venus was too quick. She grabbed his weenie and lifted. “Don’t be shy, Jimmy Boy.” 
 
    Now Jimmy was crying again. He was being bullied, manhandled, and he had no choice. He was now officially sorry he had ever chosen this shop for his midnight adventures. 
 
    “What are you going to do about his boner?” Mars was laughing. 
 
    “Oh, man. This is the dirty part of the job. Are you sure you don’t want to help?” 
 
    “Oh, God! No! this is your game!” 
 
    Venus sighed, shrugged, and began to stroke him. 
 
    Jimmy was in a state of shock. He was terrified, and horny, scared and horny, and  in spite of being horny he wished he was someplace else. 
 
    Venus, for all her bluster, was a really beautiful woman. And she had her soft hands on his Willie. 
 
    “He’s going to pop quick.” 
 
    “Probably hasn’t had any in months.” 
 
    “Years.” 
 
    The girls verbally jousted and Jimmy tried to control his excitement. 
 
    “I give him two minutes.” 
 
    “I can get him done in one.” 
 
    “Starting now.” 
 
    “Time it.” 
 
    Mars picked up her cell phone and clicked the timer. 
 
    Venus stroked, and nibbled at his neck. 
 
    “Hey! No fair!” Mars blurted. 
 
    “No rules against it.” 
 
    Jimmy tried to wiggle away, but the stroking continued, intensified, and then she was playing with his balls, giving them little slaps. 
 
    “Forty-five seconds.” 
 
    Jimmy groaned. He could feel his juices wanting to erupt. 
 
    “Thirty seconds.” 
 
    “Stop it. Stop it. Stop it.” Jimmy chanted in a low moan. 
 
    “Fifteen—“ 
 
    “AHHH!” 
 
    Venus stood back and Jimmy’s weenie spurted white seed all over the floor. 
 
    “I’m not going to clean that up!” 
 
    “Me neither,” laughed Venus, holding Jimmy’s dick and letting the final few squirts spit out. 
 
    Jimmy hated to admit it, but it felt good. Her hand, the golden haze, the feeling as his balls sent the semen up his shaft… 
 
    Then he sagged. The band strapping held him up, and he dangled, and his cock began to shrink. 
 
    Venus shook his penis, grabbed a rag from the counter and wiped it. “Good boy, Jimmy. You’ve just passed the first part of the job interview.” 
 
    “What? What?” he spoke slowly, not understanding. 
 
    Venus opened the black box. She took out a metal ring and put it around his cock and balls. 
 
    “Hey! What are you doing?” 
 
    “Human resources,” grunted Venus, and she slipped a metal tube over his penis. 
 
    He tried to wiggle, but she had a firm grip on his package. She lifted and hissed, “Don’ move or I’ll get the box cutter.” 
 
    Jimmy went back into terror. He didn’t even know this woman, and she had jacked him off and threatened to maim him. To…to castrate him! 
 
    “Don’t take it so hard, Jimbo. You’ll grow to like it.” 
 
    “They all do,” agreed Venus, and she slipped a key into a lock and…CLICK! 
 
    Venus stepped back, picked up her Coke and sat on her stool. She sipped, inspected Jimmy thoughtfully, then picked up a clipboard and started writing. 
 
    “What are you doing? Get this thing off me!” 
 
    “She’s writing your acceptance speech, Jimmy. Now be quiet and let her concentrate.” 
 
    Jimmy tried to raise one hand and lower the other, but he couldn’t quite reach his cock. Not that it would do any good if he could. He was solidly imprisoned. 
 
    “What is this thing?” 
 
    “It’s a full metal chastity tube. “It’s got little points on the inside so you can’t pull out. The lock is built in so you can’t cut it.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Of course you could cut it off. Just grab yourself a Dremel saw and cut away. Or you could go to the police and…nah. You can’t go to the police. 
 
    Venus was thinking and scribbling, thinking and scribbling. 
 
    Mars stood up and collected the Subway paper and put it in the trash can at the end of the cash register counter. 
 
    She stopped in front of Jimmy and shook her head. “Men. They don’t even know how to dress themselves.” She grabbed Jimmy’s green panties and pulled them up. Then she pulled his pants up. 
 
    A couple of minutes later Venus looked up. “Got it. Are you ready, Jimmy?” 
 
    “Ready for what?” 
 
    “For your contract.” 
 
    “What contract.” 
 
    “What’s your full name?” 
 
    He mumbled, “Jimmy Thomas.” 
 
    She read: 
 
      
 
    I, Jimmy Thomas, 
 
    have contracted with Mars and Venus, 
 
    the owners of a vintage clothing store with the logo, 
 
    ‘Old Clothes for Old Souls.’ 
 
    I will act the part of a slave,  
 
    complaining and bitching 
 
    and telling people how I have been made a slave. 
 
    I will not leave the store without permission, 
 
    I will clean the store, 
 
    I will be locked up in chastity 
 
    so as to give the impression of slavery, 
 
    but it is all voluntary, 
 
    and I really enjoy acting the part of a slave. 
 
    All people who think I am being abused should reconsider. 
 
    I’m really having fun, 
 
    and I’m making lots of money. 
 
    Please don’t ask how much, 
 
    it’s a secret I prefer to keep. 
 
    Signed, Jimmy Thomas 
 
      
 
      
 
    It was dated and Venus held out a pen for Jimmy to sign with. “Just sign at the bottom of the blank page and we’ll run this through the computer. 
 
    “I’m not going to sign that!” 
 
    “Of course you are. Or we can just call the police. They can admire your panties and bra, and maybe they’ll even want to handle your junk and get that chastity device off you.” 
 
    “You can’t do this!” he sobbed. “Take this thing off me!” 
 
    “But, Jimmy, you like this! You applied for the job and…” 
 
    “You can’t do this to me!” he yelled over her explanation. 
 
    Venus shook her head. “Jimmy, Jimmy. You made a choice to do this when you made a choice to climb in the alley window. You chose this when you pulled your panties on this morning. 
 
    Jimmy was sitting on the stool now, his arms stretched up but his head hanging down. 
 
    “If it makes it any easier, we’ll feed you a couple of times a day. No more than twice, though, because we need to keep you looking a bit skeletal. 
 
    “You can’t do this! This is America!” His voice had lost a lot of bluster, however. 
 
    “Honey, this is what America is all about. Now sign this paper. We still have lots to do.” 
 
    Jimmy didn’t want to. Jimmy wanted to be a million miles away. Jimmy, however, was stuck. Eventually, broken and crying, he signed the contract. 
 
    Venus smiled triumphantly at Mars, then took the contract into the back room. She returned and picked up her cell phone. 
 
    “Now, Jimmy, it’s important that you act excited and happy. You’ve just scored a good paying job.” She turned the phone towards herself. “Venus here, job interview with Jimmy Thomas.” 
 
    She spoke the date and turned the camera to Jimmy. “Now, Jimmy, you understand that you will have to wear a chastity device, and whatever clothes the customers want you to model?” 
 
    “What? What model?” 
 
    Venus stopped the cell, “You are being hired as a model, among other things.” 
 
    “I’m no model!” 
 
    “You’re perfect for what we want. Now, act happy. Rejoice. You just scored your dream job.” She spoke into the cell. “Venus here, job interview with Jimmy Thomas.” 
 
    She turned to Jimmy again, “Isn’t it exciting, Jimmy? You get to wear a chastity device and model clothes.  Is this a dream job or what?” 
 
    He put on a sickly smile and muttered. “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    Venus stopped the recording. “Got to be happy, Jimmy. Grin, try not to look like your fingernails are being pulled out.” 
 
    “Venus here, job interview with Jimmy Thomas.” She turned the phone to Jimmy. “You get to wear a chastity device, and customers will be asking for you to model clothes for them. Is that a job you feel you can handle?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. I guess so.” Then he belatedly smiled. 
 
    Venus shut down the phone. “Happier, Jimmy. Think Christmas and your stocking is so full you need two stockings.” 
 
    Mars piped in with, “Maybe you should make him wear nylons for the interview?” 
 
    Venus thought about it, then replied, “I think when we get close I’ll have him in his own bra and panties. I can even ask him how long he has been a crossdresser, things like that.” 
 
    Mars chuckled. “You’re the Cecil B….” 
 
    They both laughed, and the filming went on. 
 
    It took the rest of the night. Jimmy was totally exhausted by the time he hit the proper degree of joy. He wanted to put his regular clothes back on. He wanted these crazy women to stop badgering him with their stupid commands to ‘smile,’ ‘turn your head this way,’ ‘cross your legs, but let people see the chastity bulge in your panties.’ 
 
    Finally, the light of dawn creeping through the front door window, Venus handed her cell phone to Mars. “You want to upload? Make copies? All that stuff?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Can I leave now.” 
 
    Venus was getting tired, too, but she pulled up a stool and faced him. “Jimmy, your life is now changing. I know it’s long hours, and we’ll get some better accommodations for you, but right now you’re going to have to grab a couple hours sleep.” 
 
    “Standing up?” 
 
    “You can move the stool against the wall there and lean a bit.” 
 
    “But I can’t sleep that way!” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    He blinked and stared at her. 
 
    “Jimmy, you’re tired now, and you have the most delightful bags under your eyes. You look like you’ve been abused and mistreated; you look like a slave. I want you to keep that look, and we will help you.” 
 
    “But you can’t! This is cruel! This is unfair! This is…it’s…it’s slavery!” 
 
    Venus broke into a large smile. “Exactly.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “Wakey wakey1 Eggs and Bakey!” 
 
    “Unh…” Jimmy groaned and straightened up. He had been unconscious, but he wouldn’t exactly call it sleep. 
 
    He pushed away from the wall, his back hurt, his side hurt, his shoulders hurt. 
 
    Venus laughed and went to the center room. She wrapped a chain around the center post that supported the beams, then brought the end of the chain to Jimmy. 
 
    “What’s this?” He asked, yawning and wiping a forearm across his eyes. 
 
    “While you’ve been sleeping the sleep of the innocent…” 
 
    He groaned. 
 
    “…I’ve been working. Put your leg over here.” 
 
    He put his leg out, then half drew it back. “Wait a minute! What am Igetting into?” 
 
    “I’m going to chain you to the center post. Come on, gimme the leg.” 
 
    “I don’t want to!” 
 
    “No, no. That’s breach of contract. You can’t do your duties if you don’t allow yourself to be properly positioned.” 
 
    “That’s not proper positioning! That’s chaining me up against my will!” 
 
    “Oh, poor boy. Now give me your leg…” 
 
    He didn’t. 
 
    “No breakie for you.” She went to the counter and opened up a sack. The smell of McDonald’s began wafting through the room. 
 
    “Oh, God!” 
 
    “Want to be able to walk around?” 
 
    She held up a potato patty towards him. 
 
    “Okay!” He had to eat, didn’t he? 
 
    Venus put her sandwich down and put the chain around his ankle. It was a manacle, a steel ring, and there was no way he was getting out of that. 
 
    When she was done she handed him the shears and said, “Come get your breakfast.” 
 
    He snipped the bank and stood up and was free. Relatively. He walked to the counter. There was nothing he could use to get free. No key or bolt cutter. So he picked up a McGriddle and started eating. 
 
    They ate in silence. Venus watched him, and there was a snicker on her face. 
 
    He looked down, and when he was finished he asked, “So what now?” 
 
    “You’ll find that the chain reaches most of the store. You can even go to the bathroom. And, speaking of the bathroom, you should clean it. Get done with that and I’ll give you another chore.” 
 
    “And when do I get free.” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. It’s sort of an open ended contract, if you get what I mean.” 
 
    “But you can’t keep me here forever!” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Hey, you’re being paid. You get to crossdress. You’re sexually stimulated. What else is there to want?” 
 
    “I…I…I want to go to the movies.” 
 
    He had no idea why he said that. He hadn’t been to the movies in half a dozen years. But…he had to want something! 
 
    “We’ll get you a TV for those long, lonely nights.” 
 
    “With porn!” 
 
    Venus laughed. “All the porn you want.” 
 
    “Well, I’m not going to clean the damn bathroom!” 
 
    And he didn’t. 
 
    Venus didn’t care. She went behind the counter for a while, then she checked the racks, brought a few new dresses out from the back. 
 
    Jimmy just sat on the stool and sulked. He wasn’t going to be a slave. No way they were going to do this to him. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Jimmy looked up. A well dressed woman sauntered up the aisle. She was watched Jimmy closely as she approached him. 
 
    “Hey, Margo!” Chirped Venus. 
 
    “Hey, V. Is this the slave?” 
 
    Jimmy sat up. 
 
    “In the flesh. Isn’t he wonderful.” 
 
    Margot walked in a semi circle around Jimmy. She touched the point of her chin with one hand and tilted her head. 
 
    “I’ve always wondered what it would be like to own a slave.” 
 
    “It’s wonderful. Gives one a real feeling of importance. Unfortunately, this one hasn’t learned his place yet.” 
 
    “Recalcitrant, eh?” 
 
    “And rude. Talks right up like he has rights.” 
 
    “Are you talking about me? Are you talking about me?” 
 
    The women laughed. 
 
    “He sounds like Robert DeNiro.” 
 
    “He does. Jimmy, open your mouth and show Margot your teeth.” 
 
    “Fuck you.” 
 
    “He is a mouthy bitch.” 
 
    “Yes, but time will take care of that. Would you like to whip him a bit?” 
 
    Jimmy’s mouth opened in stunned surprise. 
 
    “I would love to.” 
 
    Venus went behind the counter and brought out a whip and a stun gun. “I’ll be behind you with the stun gun if her tries anything.” 
 
    Margot took the whip and smiled. 
 
    Jimmy: “You can’t.” 
 
    “He keeps saying that. Isn’t it cute?” 
 
    Margot snapped the whip in the air, then she snapped it on him. 
 
    SNAP! 
 
    Jimmy howled, and then realized that the whip didn’t hurt that much It had been made with light material, it still cut, but only like a big pinch. 
 
    “Oh, this is fun!” 
 
    SNAP! 
 
    Jimmy screamed and picked up the stool and tried to keep it in front of him. 
 
    Margot snapped his legs, and he lowered the stool. 
 
    SNAP! Margot whipped his shoulders. 
 
    “Try not to hit his eyes, but his groin is open season.” 
 
    “I can whip his penis?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    Jimmy: “NO!” 
 
    SNAP! 
 
    He turned and took it on the rump 
 
    SNAP! 
 
    SNAP! 
 
    SNAP! 
 
    He tried to circle behind a rack, but the chain to his ankle made maneuvering difficult. Margot followed him, Venus right behind her, and kept aiming for his groin. Then she stopped. “Oh, my God! You’ve got him in chastity.” 
 
    She had caught sight of the bulge of his chastity tube under his clothes. 
 
    “Not only that, he’s a crossdresser!” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Jimmy, take your pants down. Show Margot your underwear.” 
 
    “No!” He cried, tears dribbling down his cheeks. 
 
    “Show her, or else.” 
 
    Jimmy was trying to huddle inside a rack of clothes. 
 
    Venus came to him, aimed the taser right at his groin, and whispered, “That whip she’s using, I’ve got one with hard leather and a little more weight.” 
 
    “You didn’t say you were going to whip me!” 
 
    “It’s in the contract.” 
 
    Jimmy’s mouth opened. He remembered that he had signed a blank piece of paper, that Venus would fill in the contract later. And she had, but with a few additions that he wouldn’t have agreed to. 
 
    “Now pull your panties down, and get ready to lift your shirt.” 
 
    He stared at her, hate in his eyes, but…she had him. He nodded, stood up and took his pants down. 
 
    Margot stared. 
 
    “Oh, my God. If that isn’t the most adorable thing. You wouldn’t consider selling him, would you?” 
 
    “Not right now. Later, maybe.” 
 
    “Put me on the list. I have always wanted to own a slave.” 
 
    “He’s more of a sissy slave. Is that okay.” 
 
    “Put me on the list twice. I’ll outbid anybody. I simply must have that slave.” 
 
    Without looking at him, Venus said, “Take off your shirt.” 
 
    Jimmy, face redder than a burning building, lifted his shirt, took it off. 
 
    “Oh…my…God! Are you trying to give me an orgasm?” 
 
    “Absolutely. You can use the bathroom, if you wish. But it’s a little bit dirty right now. Jimmy has refused to clean the bathroom.” 
 
    Margot stared at Jimmy, and her eyes narrowed. “He refused to clean the bathroom?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “He won’t do his chores? 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    Margot snapped the whip. “Then maybe we should encourage him.” 
 
    She whipped him until he scampered across the room, sobbing and saying he was sorry. She chased him into the bathroom and yelled to him, “it better be clean enough to eat off of.” 
 
    Why anybody would want to eat in the bathroom Jimmy had no idea, but he knew he better do a good job. He grabbed the Comet and a scrub brush and went to town. 
 
    As he huddled over the toilet, now clad only in panties and a bra, he heard the woman laughing, and he was totally humiliated. 
 
    And his cock was trying to get hard in the worst way. 
 
      
 
    A dozen women came in during the morning. A few knew that Venus and Mars had a slave, but most were surprised, and intrigued. 
 
    “A real slave?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” Mars answered. Venus had gone to lunch and Mars was in charge. “Would you like to whip him?” 
 
    Most of the women didn’t. But several wanted to. “Oh, could I?” 
 
    “What’s a slave for if not to whip?” 
 
    She handed the woman the whip, and Jimmy learned a hard lesson: while most women didn’t want to whip, if they did, they were unusually brutal. 
 
    He was whipped on the butt, on the groin, on the back, all over. 
 
    If he tried to cover up he was whipped worse. If he tried to run they tracked him through the store, and immediately after the whipping he would have to right any racks that had been knocked over. 
 
    And the other women, whether they wanted to whip or not, gazed with excited eyes. 
 
    Indeed, it was almost a sexual feeling in the room after a whipping. The women all gasped, and when one woman demanded that he take off his panties, and made him, he could almost feel the ladies in the shop swooning. 
 
    Dinner time, and now came the shocker. He had been allowed to eat Subway, and McDonalds. And he ate them out of the bag, nice and neat. 
 
    Mars brought in a shiny dog dish and put it on the floor. She brought in a container fro Panda Express and poured the thing into the dog dish. then she shoved the thing across the floor to where Jimmy was sitting on the stool. 
 
    There were four women in the shop, and they watched him with mean, little eyes. 
 
    A dog dish! He cringed inside. But he was hungry. 
 
    He started to pick the bowl up, but Mars snapped the whip. She shook her head. 
 
    He had no choice. He hadn’t eaten since breakfast. He got down on all fours and started scooping food into his mouth. 
 
    It was like the wind had gone out of the sail. Just a big woosh, and all the women were waiting for that. 
 
    He looked up, and they were smiling, chatting, watching. 
 
    He went back to eating. 
 
    After this his nightly feeding became a big deal. 
 
    He ate by himself, with one or both of the girls present, in the morning. He ate eggs and bacon, breakfast burritos or sandwiches, and they even asked him at night what he would like. 
 
    But the evening meal women started coming to watch. It was downright orgasmic for them. To watch a man beaten to his knees, to act like a dog, and feed like an animal. 
 
    What was it with women? 
 
    Then the evening sales rush would start, and the women were so hot from watching him feed they would buy everything in the store. 
 
    Some women would whip him. And that night, about seven o’clock, a woman came in, inspected him, then said, “Has he got any other underwear?” 
 
    “Sure. He’ll try on anything in the store for you.” 
 
    “Put him in the black corset.” 
 
    He didn’t want to. He had been on display for nine hours. And he had been in chain longer than that. He had been chased and whipped and laughed at, and his penis kept trying to get hard. 
 
    But he had no choice. 
 
    He was forced to slip into the corset, then the woman had him lie down on a bench and she tightened the laces in the back. 
 
    It was difficult standing up, and he grunted and had to use his hands. 
 
    She stood, one elbow in one hand, one hand to her face, frowning. And she said, “He needs tits.” 
 
    Nobody said anything, but Jimmy could feel the electricity in the ship. He needs tits! 
 
    He needed tits? What? 
 
    But everybody was staring at him. 
 
    “I’ll take it.” 
 
    Jimmy got out of the corset and it was wrapped up and placed in a bag and a mean-faced—but happy—woman strode out of the shop. And she became a repeat customer, buying much merchandise, and always having Jimmy try it on. 
 
    At nine o’clock the front door was locked and Mars and Venus sat down to count their money. 
 
    Jimmy watched from his stool. 
 
    Hundred dollar bills. Fifties, twenties, tens and so on. Credit card totals. 
 
    “Not bad,” said Venus with a smile. 
 
    “We’re up. Think it’s him?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. It’s definitely him.” 
 
    They had made over five thousand dollars, and Jimmy shook his head in disbelief. 
 
    Five thousand times thirty…$150,000 a month. 
 
    “And you said you couldn’t find help?” 
 
    Mars responded, “We could, but then we’d have to pay them. This way…” she smiled and shrugged, and her meaning was clear. They didn’t have to pay him. 
 
      
 
    The next day was rougher. Not because of the whipping, for the whip wasn’t hard. Not because he had to clean. Not because he had to try on clothes for women. 
 
    It was rough because his penis had woken up. 
 
    He had been jacked off, and it took a day to recover, but now his peeny was up and at ‘em. Now it was fighting the cock cage. It wiggled and pushed and hurt. He kept having to adjust his balls because the folds of flesh would pinch. 
 
    And most of the women knew exactly what he was going through. They chuckled when he rearranged his package. They snickered when a sudden move brought tears to his eyes. 
 
    One of the women, a gal named Ruby, said, “You need a little cream down there.” 
 
    He stood, dumb, like a steer that had been hit by a two by four while the woman wearing the high fashion, the lame dress and the gold high heels, with the perky tits that almost poked Jimmy’s eyes out and the fancy coiffure, slipped a hand down to his chastity tube and ran a finger full of cream into the nooks and crannies. 
 
    He near swooned. 
 
    And she laughed. “Men. He’s just like my husband.” Many of the women nodded and smiled at that. 
 
    Mars had opened the shop that day, and found him sleeping on dresses. She ordered a thin mattress for him and told him to stay off the dresses. 
 
    “Unless he saw one he really liked,” and she snickered. 
 
    But the day went. And more days came and went. 
 
    Jimmy ate twice a day, and gained a little weight, but not much. The quality of the food, you know, and the girls discussed putting him on a diet. No more junk food. And sometimes they even backed that up and brought him real food. 
 
    He slept on a thin mattress that, though it looked like a pallet, was surprisingly comfortable. 
 
    He was naked, or in panties and bra, or other underwear, or dresses. He never wore male clothes, and he was even becoming more comfortable in women’s clothes than men’s. 
 
    Then, one night, Venus sat him down. 
 
    “How’s it going, Jimbo?” 
 
    They called him Jimmy, or Jimbo, or Jim Boy, or Boy, or anything they wanted. 
 
    Jim was no longer sullen. He had become used to his station in life. He just wanted to leave. 
 
    “I want to leave.” 
 
    Venus nodded. She didn’t seem put out by anything he said. He had tried calling her a number of names, even in front of customers, but she took it all with equanimity.  
 
    He called her a cunt, a bitch, a fuck. She smiled wanly.  
 
    He got inventive and told her her pussy smelled like an outhouse. He said he wouldn’t fuck her ass if it was filled with whiskey. 
 
    She didn’t care. 
 
    The women in the shop did care, however. They were sometimes outraged by his behavior. Sometimes it seemed like they looked forward to it. And they whipped him around the building.               
 
    But the whippings didn’t hurt that much. He was learning how to go with it, how to get closer and smother the strike. 
 
    “But how are you doing?” 
 
    Now he was confused. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “What I mean is that you are no longer creating a stir. It’s like you’re accepting your station, and the customers are disappointed. 
 
    He blinked. “You mean if I did everything you wanted then you’d let me go because I didn’t…excite the bitches?” 
 
    “No. I mean that you’ve got to learn when to be resistive, when to speak back, and how to shock the ladies.” 
 
    “But many of them are repeat customers! They’re getting over the shock and awe!” 
 
    “Then you’d better learn to act.” 
 
    Jimmy lay on his pallet that night and was deep in thought. If he acted all uppity then they would beat him with the soft whip and…and they would all be happy. 
 
    And he would be kept in chains. 
 
    But…if he just did his job, then…he smiled. 
 
    But the world doesn’t always work the way a person thinks it works. 
 
    Jimmy went silent the next day. He mumbled politely, even threw in a few ‘yassuh ma’ams. 
 
    The customers frowned, and when the store was empty Venus strode out from behind the counter. There was an intensity to her that frightened Jimmy, and he stood up and backed away. 
 
    CRACK! 
 
    This was no ‘snap.’ This was a whip! Jimmy leaped into the air and scrambled through racks and turned the place into a shambles. 
 
    She chased him across the shop, then walked back to the counter. “Act like that and we’ll keep you.” She placed the whip under the counter and smiled at him. 
 
    Jimmy rubbed his ass, and got blood on his fingers. She had actually cut the skin! 
 
    He went to the bathroom, sobbing uncontrollably. When he came out there were customers in the shop, and now he had the haunted look in his eyes. Now he walked around them as if on eggshells. Now he had the look of a slave. 
 
    And the women appreciated that. 
 
    They whipped him, with the soft whip, and he howled as if it was the real whip. They spanked him, they twisted his package, they twisted his nipples. 
 
    Jimmy cried and begged, and this was exactly what the women wanted. 
 
      
 
    Nine o’clock and the front door was locked. 
 
    Venus and Mars counted the receipts. In a week they had gone up, up, up. They were at nine thousand dollars for the day. Or $270,000 for the month. 
 
    That brought a smile to their faces. 
 
    Jimmy just lay on his pallet and faced the wall. 
 
    He was beaten, exhausted, and his cock was bouncing around like crazy. It pushed and squirmed and wanted to elongate. 
 
    “You want to take in a movie?” asked Mars. 
 
    Jimmy lay and thought about movies. What it would be like to sit in a real chair and watch a big screen. 
 
    “Nah.” 
 
    There was a moment when something important happened, but Jimmy had no idea what it was. He turned over and looked at the girls. 
 
    They were looking at him. 
 
    Mars nodded. “Yeah, it’s probably that time. Have fun.” She got up and walked out of the shop. 
 
    Venus worked at the register for a minute, locked things up in the safe, then walked into the back room. 
 
    Jimmy was facing the wall, but he was alert. He could feel something going on. 
 
    “Hey, Jimmy.” 
 
    He turned over. Venus was standing just inside the room. She was wearing a thin nightgown, naked underneath. Except for the strap on. 
 
    Jimmy sat up. “What…what…” 
 
    “You’ve been here a while. Your poor cock must be going crazy. I thought it was time for a little fun.” 
 
    He pushed back against the wall. “What are you doing?” 
 
    “If you’d like, we could fuck. Of course, I’ll be doing most of the fucking.” 
 
    “With that?” 
 
    “Somebody’s got to have the dick, right?” 
 
    She moved towards him. Not fast, more like a big animal sneaking up on a little animal. 
 
    “You do have a nice penis, Jimmy. And have you noticed how wet the women get when they see you?” 
 
    “Uh…no.” 
 
    “Oh, yes. They use that little cotton whip on you and they get all excited and they want to jump your bone…or jump you with theirs.” 
 
    “This is crazy. I’ve done everything you want. You can’t do this.” 
 
    “You keep saying I can’t do things, and I keep proving you wrong.” 
 
    She sat down on the pallet across from him. She sat on Indian style legs and her big penis jutted out from her groin. 
 
    He stared at it. He stared at her. 
 
    “You can’t…” his voice was a hoarse whisper, like the belly of a snake with a sandpaper corset. 
 
    “I can if you want. You see I’m not going to force you, Jimmy. I’m just going to do what I do, and see where it takes us, and…” 
 
    She scooted closer to him. “Put your legs like mine. Indian style.” 
 
    She reached forward and adjusted his legs. He was terrified, and horny, and he allowed himself to be positioned. 
 
    She reached to his groin and cupped his chastity tube and his nuts. “It’s been a rough month, I know, and I know that you need a little relief.” 
 
    “No…I’m fine.” 
 
    “Here’s the interesting thing about dildos and strap ons and such. It’s possible to cum through anal sex. Most people don’t know that, but when you stimulate the prostate enough it causes the semen to squirt, and you cum.” 
 
    “I don’t want to cum.” 
 
    She laughed, brushed his nipples with her hands, which caused him to shiver. 
 
    “Everybody wants to cum, Jimmy Boy. Everybody. 
 
    She was now close to him, holding and massaging his imprisoned cock. She leaned further and her red lips touched his. 
 
    Jimmy was so starved for human affection he gave up. He lurched into her with a sob. Their lips were as if glued together and they tasted each other’s mouths. 
 
    She spent a long time kissing him, fondling him, getting him ready. 
 
    “Now, Jimmy, I want you on your hands and knees. 
 
    Part of him, the manly part, wanted to object. 
 
    Then there was the part of him that had been subdued, was submissive. That part didn’t object. 
 
    She arranged him, and he was shivering and trembling. 
 
    She moved slowly, lovingly, and placed the tip of her cock to his rectum.  
 
    She lubricated him. 
 
    She entered him. 
 
    Jimmy flattened out and had never been so glad in his life. 
 
    After the month of being enslaved, of being bullied and whipped and treated like a dog…he was ready for her soft touch. 
 
    He sobbed as she penetrated him and filled him up.’              He cried as she held his hips and sawed in and out. 
 
    And he felt the wonderful feeling of being possessed. 
 
    He suddenly felt warm, and complete, because somebody loved him enough to show him love. 
 
    For long minutes she humped his rump, going up and down, in and out, then he started to pee. 
 
    “I’m peeing.” 
 
    “No, love. That’s cum.” 
 
    “But I’m not having an orgasm!” 
 
    “No, but you’re cumming. Someday you might get an orgasm. But, right now, this seems to be all you’re going to get.” 
 
    He lay there and felt the sticky mess grow under him. 
 
    When it stopped she pulled out of him. She walked into the restroom and cleaned her cock, then came out and put it in her purse. 
 
    “You’ll never know when I’m going to fuck you, Jimmy, and that will make you anticipate all the more.” 
 
    She got dressed, picked up her bag, and walked out. 
 
    Jimmy lay on the pallet. He was drained, and he put a rag over the wet spot on the pallet. 
 
    Then he just lay quietly. He was at peace. He hadn’t had an orgasm, but he felt that warm, loosy goosy feeling that one gets after an orgasm. And he drifted off to a pleasant sleep. 
 
      
 
    Days passed, and Jimmy was now in a strange place. If he had just been enslaved, beaten and whipped and abused, he could have resisted, or died, or done something equally terminal. 
 
    But now, with the softness of Venus to catch him, he felt feelings. 
 
    He hated being a slave. 
 
    He loved her touch. 
 
    He wanted to run out screaming. 
 
    He watched her with a puppy dog faithfulness. 
 
    So the days passed, and one day Venus stayed late. She sat on the stool and smiled at him. Mars was gone, it hadn’t been that long since he had been fucked, so what did she want. 
 
    “Some of the customers have been asking when we’ll castrate you.” 
 
    His eyes went wide. 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry. We have no intention of cutting off our method of controlling you, but there is another possibility, one that many of the customers are excited about. 
 
    Jimmy waited. 
 
    “They want you to have boobs.” 
 
    “What? No!” 
 
    She rode right over him. 
 
    “So there’s a couple of choices. First, we can give you hormones. I’m sure the ladies would love to see you growing, a day at a time. We could even hold a contest. Whoever guesses your final measurement wins a $100 gift certificate.” 
 
    “A hundred dollars,” he said dully. 
 
    “Or, we could just buy you some implants. No contest, but this is a society that values instant gratification. Did you have any thoughts on the matter?” 
 
    Tears came out of his eyes. No sobs, just the system breaking down. 
 
    “Oh, honey, I’m sorry. I should have broken this to you in a softer manner. Just forget about it and we’ll talk about it later. Okay?” 
 
    She gave him a hug and sat with him for a while, then left. 
 
    He was a man. 
 
    Or was he? 
 
    He liked anal sex better than regular sex. 
 
    So what was he? 
 
    He wore women’s clothes. 
 
    Was he a woman?” 
 
    He cried himself to sleep that night. 
 
    After Venus took pity on him and screwed him. 
 
      
 
    The days passed. He knew they were going to give him boobs. He looked at every meal and wondered if they were already giving him hormones. 
 
    The days passed and he was whipped, beaten, wore what the women wanted to see modeled, ate meals out of a dog dish. 
 
    The days passed, and one day a woman walked into the shop. 
 
    She had been there before, and while she was amused by Jimmy’s antics, she didn’t have the gleam in her eyes that some of the women did. 
 
    And, she was a lawyer. 
 
    She was in the back rack looking through the dresses when Jimmy managed to corner her. 
 
    He had been rehearsing what to say, should he ever have the chance to beg for his freedom. 
 
    “The chain on my foot is real I’m kept locked up all the time. They made me sign a contract. I need to be free.” 
 
    The woman looked at him. 
 
    He saw a beautiful woman who wore nice clothes and was well made up. 
 
    She saw…a paycheck. 
 
    Well, hey, that’s lawyers. 
 
    But in this case she was what he needed. 
 
    “Come with me.” 
 
    They walked up to the front counter and she called for Venus. 
 
    Both Venus and Mars came to stand behind the counter. 
 
    “My name is Shiela Coggins, I’m a lawyer and this man is now my client. You will unchain him immediately.” 
 
    Venus sighed, looked at Jimmy. Mars said, “Come with me and I’ll show you the contract.” 
 
    Shiela patted Jimmy’s hand and followed Marsha into the backroom. 
 
    Venus smiled at Jimmy. “Got yourself a lawyer, eh?” 
 
    He was embarrassed. He didn’t know what to say. 
 
    “I’ve got something to show you.” 
 
    Venus turned to the safe, opened it, and took out a small book. 
 
    She handed it to Jimmy. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “We’ve been paying you a wage. $20 an hour for 12 hours a day, $12 dollars an hour for the time you eat and sleep. That’s $360 a day  minus taxes and benefits. It comes to about $280 a day. Shiela will tell you to sue us, but we’ve got a contract and a video and months of customer witnesses. You might win, in a few years, after we’ve closed up shop and moved to Costa Rico. Look in the book.” 
 
    Jimmy looked. A long row of deposits in the bank. Every week, the same amount, and the total was over $25,000. 
 
    Jimmy’s eyes opened. 
 
    “We never told you this because we were afraid it would affect your performance.” 
 
    Jimmy stared at her. 
 
    “Sorry about the real whip, but I’d use it again if it made you real. And, about the love making. I won’t be charging you for stud service.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “You can sue us if you want, or you can keep working here. We’ll work out times for you to be out on your own. We’ll even adjust wages. When Shiela comes back you can either say ‘Lets go to court…or you can say you’ve changed your mind. Whatever you choose, thank you. Our business has thrived because of your efforts.” 
 
    Jimmy was quiet then. Minutes passed, then he heard Mars and Shiela coming back. 
 
    Shiela held a copy of the contract. 
 
    “Come along, Jimmy.” 
 
    That was the moment. 
 
    A life as a crossdresser, being groped by wicked women, getting porked. 
 
    “I’ve changed my mind.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    The days passed.  
 
    Women entered the vintage clothes shop with the logo on the front, ‘Old Clothes for Old Souls.’ 
 
    They loved the slave who lived in the store. They loved to spank him and even whip him. They made him wear dainty underthings and dresses. Sometimes they even put make up on him and goosed his balls. 
 
    The slave cried, and he was skinny and his eyes had dark circles under them. 
 
    And during the night he was fucked by one of the owners of the shop. 
 
    But sometimes the slave would go to a movie, disguised, of course. Or to a restaurant, again, wearing male clothes, and sunglasses and hats. 
 
    And under his clothes he grew breasts, breasts that were fondled daily by the wicked women who spent their dollars at ‘Old Clothes for Old Souls.’ 
 
    And after a number of years the slave accompanied his two owners to the exotic land of Costa Rico. 
 
    Unfortunately, his chastity tube stayed on. Or…fortunately. 
 
    But before he went to Costa Rico, during those days of slavery…he laughed all the way to the bank. 
 
     
 
  
 
   
 
   
    END

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
 
    [image: Stepforth cov use.jpg] 
 
    Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination! 
 
      
 
    The Stepforth Husband

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I Made Him Choose Chastity! 
 
    I chastised him, feminized him, 
 
    and bent him over! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Grace Mansfield

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
      
 
    “I have never heard anything so stupid in my life!” Amy glared at her husband, Tom. 
 
    Amy was blonde, blue-eyed, oval face and a killer body. Except…in Tom’s opinion, she needed bigger boobs. 
 
    Sam and Erica glanced at each other. Sam was Tom’s work out partner. Erica was Amy’s giggly partner. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said that.” Tom was abashed. He was a nice guy, but even the nicest of guys, when the demon rum strikes them, say stupid things. 
 
    “Maybe we should go,” Sam started to stand up. They were in Tom and Amy’s kitchen, sipping a little wine, in the girl’s case, and bourbon and Coke in the boy’s. 
 
    “Sit down,” Amy snarled. She turned to him. “So, no bullshit,  you heard what Tom said, what do you think?” 
 
    “I think with my brain. Can I get you another wine spritzer? 
 
    “ARGH!” She glared at Sam, then turned to Erica. “And your opinion?” 
 
    “Aside from stating the obvious, that Tom may have misspoke, I do believe that tits are over valued in today’s society.” 
 
    “Aha!” Amy turned her attention back to Tom. 
 
    Tom was a nice guy, as has been hinted, and he should have known better. But for Amy to get their friends to gang up on him, that was unfair. Though he was about to apologize. He was about to grovel, and he would have been fine with that, but Amy blurted, “So take it back.” 
 
    The glint in her eye, the way she was snapping at him, maybe it wasn’t his finest moment, but…he matched her glare and said, “I’m going to stand by my statement. 
 
    Sam: “I think I hear my mother calling.” But Erica snagged his sleeve. “You aren’t sneaking out of here, buster.” 
 
    “Why not? I didn’t say anything.” 
 
    “Nope, but you sure thought it.” 
 
    “My thoughts are my own. What are you, the Thought Police?” 
 
    Amy growled, “We’re going to need some police if you guys are going to have such disgusting opinions.” 
 
    “Yeah,” agreed Erica. “You can’t go around saying things like that.” 
 
    At that point, if Tom and Sam were wise, they wold have turned the conversation into something about being politically correct, and just died a slow death. 
 
    But Tom said: “All I said was that Angelina Jolie is now…lacking in femininity.” 
 
    “No! You said her getting a mastectomy made her less of a woman.” 
 
    “Well, I meant that if she’s flat-chested then she doesn’t look like a woman.” 
 
    “So a woman is a woman if she has sex organs, and if she doesn’t then she isn’t a woman.” 
 
    “To a certain degree.” 
 
    “I don’t feel well. Can I go home?” 
 
    Tom, Amy and Erica all snapped, “NO!” 
 
    “Oh, Lord,” Sam mumbled, and his head sank a bit. 
 
    “So if Angelina gets breast reconstruction she’ll be a woman again?” 
 
    “Yes,” said Bob. 
 
    “And what if we cut off your nuts. Would that make you not a man?” 
 
    Not understanding that he was crossing the Rubicon, Tom held to a principle. “Yes.” 
 
    “Oh, brother,” Sam muttered. 
 
    “What if I got a hysterectomy?” 
 
    “Then you’d look like a woman, but you wouldn’t be one.” 
 
    Amy smiled in a mean way. “And what if I have a vagina but don’t use it?” 
 
    “Then you’d be a less than useful woman.” 
 
    That was really the moment. From that silly statement there was no backing up. But they were all drunk, and this conversation was already half way around the track. 
 
    “And if you had a dick and balls,” she spat, “And I didn’t fuck you, then you’d be a less than useful man.” 
 
    Donk. Tom finally felt it. He had gone too far. He had said too much. The trap had just sprung and he was going to have to eat his own limb off. 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    Amy sat back, a twisted but triumphant smile on her face. “Well?” 
 
    Tom looked a bit sickly. “Maybe I did go a little too far in my opinion.” 
 
    Erica tilted her head slightly. Suddenly she was liking this. Women are the more vicious of the species, after all. And sometimes they are given short shrift, and who doesn’t want to turn down the wand of power when it is suddenly passed into their hands. She turned to Sam. “Yeah, Sam. If you’re not allowed to fuck, are you still a man?” 
 
    “Hey! I’m not involved here!” 
 
    Amy looked at Tom fiercely, her jaw clenched and her good sense in abeyance. “Honey. I’m going to buy you a chastity tube.” 
 
    “Ooh,” snickered Erica. 
 
    “No, you’re not.” 
 
    “Oh, yes. I’ve had enough of your machismo, male, I’ve got a dick so I’m in charge attitude.” 
 
    Sam put his hand on Erica’s wrist. “You’re in charge, honey.” 
 
    “It’s too late for that,” she crowed. 
 
    “I’ll do the dishes for a week. I’ll even wear that sissy, pink apron you’ve got.” 
 
    “Hmm.” Erica smiled and considered it. And she considered how much more she could weasel out of him on the drive home. 
 
    “Sam!” Tom blurted. 
 
    “Not my war,” Sam said. 
 
    Amy sat up straight. “You have to wear a chastity device for a month straight. And I won’t fuck you until you’ve done so.” 
 
    Sam shook his head. “Look, Tom didn’t mean anything, and—“ 
 
    “Be careful,” murmured Erica. 
 
    Sam glanced at his wife. “—until he said that. Then he meant it.” Sam gave a weak grin to Erica, who snorted in a most pleased manner. 
 
    “Well, I’m not going to wear some stupid chastity device just because I have an opinion that is different than yours.” 
 
    “Then you will have a loveless marriage and your balls will shrivel up from lack of use. Unless, of course, you prefer a life with the hand.” 
 
    And there ended the argument. The line had been drawn, the Rubicon crossed, and now Tom had to deal with it. 
 
    Sam, on the other hand, went home and was rewarded for being a ‘right thinking’ male. Erica even brought him a bowl of ice cream when they were done. 
 
    But back at Tom’s house things were sort of frosty in the bedroom. 
 
    Tom slipped out of his shorts and brushed his teeth. 
 
    Amy slipped out of her skirt and brushed her teeth.  
 
    And there they stood, ignoring each other, brushing their pearly whites, and Tom said, “Sorry if I was a little rough.” 
 
    “That’s okay.” But it was obvious that it wasn’t. 
 
    “So a simple apology doesn’t count?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    Tom ran his toothbrush under the faucet and put it away. he turned and walked back into the bedroom, and he wasn’t feeling to chipper. 
 
    Damn. They always had fun with Sam and Erica. And maybe he had said something stupid, but…no forgiveness? 
 
    He climbed into bed, turned on his side to face the wall, fluffed his pillow, and waited for Amy to turn the lights out. 
 
    In the bathroom Amy was thinking. 
 
    Yes, Tom was an idiot. 
 
    Yes, she did intend to make him suffer. He needed a month off from orgasms. He needed to rethink his chauvinistic ways. 
 
    BUT…you catch more flies with honey. If she turned into a bitch about this then Tom would get mad, and he would dig in his feet, and they would be looking at months of anger and irritation. That would put a marriage on the rocks faster than anything. 
 
    So she was going to have to do this thing with the chastity tube in a way that drove him crazy, but…in a way that he liked. 
 
    No nagging, no bitching, just an intelligent woman rules the roost. Okay. She could do that. 
 
    She smiled at herself in the mirror, then put her toothbrush away. 
 
    She took a moment to pinch her cheeks to get the color in them, then she pinched her nipples so they would. stand up, then, feeling very horny, she padded into the bedroom. 
 
    She turned off the light and slid under the covers. 
 
    Tom lay like a slug. An irritated slug. 
 
    But males, whether irritated slugs or not, were easy fodder for female slugs. And she was no slug. 
 
    She placed her hand on his hip. 
 
    She could feel the electricity starting up. From pissed off anger to boner city in one easy move. 
 
    She let her hand slid down his flesh and cupped his bun. 
 
    He sighed. 
 
    “You mad?” she asked. 
 
    “Well, no. I really am sorry. I shouldn’t have said what I said.” 
 
    “No harm.” 
 
    She reached around and took his penis in hand. 
 
    He gulped. 
 
    It was big and strong, and he packed a pair of solid balls. He was hard and ready for action. 
 
    “There’s only one problem.” 
 
    “What?” A little trace of suspicion. 
 
    “I feel the period headache coming on.” 
 
    He turned and faced her in the dark. He could see her face, but he couldn’t see how she was hiding her feelings. 
 
    Mustering as much sincerity as she could, she said, “My turn to be sorry. I was really looking forward to make up sex.” 
 
    She moved her hand back and forth gently. Enough to excite, not enough to make him roar. 
 
    “Oh, crap.” 
 
    “Yeah, I know. And it must seem awfully suspicious, me pulling this when we have just had an argument.” 
 
    “No, no. It’s okay. I understand.” 
 
    She snuggled up against him, let him feel her rock hard nipples brush against his back. 
 
    “Well, thank you. Is it okay if I make you a little horny?” 
 
    “Oh, I like horny.” 
 
    “Of course you can’t cum…” 
 
    “What?” His voice rose a squeak. 
 
    “If I can’t cum then you can’t cum. After all, it would be unfair if you had more orgasms than I did.” 
 
    “No it wouldn’t!” he protested. 
 
    She knew she had him. She grabbed his nuts and squeezed lightly, just enough to make him jerk, and she ran her other hand down and trailed it over his rectum. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    She giggled into his neck. “I’m not being a mean, old bitch, but I do love it when you’re horny for me.” 
 
    “Are you sure you’re not mad at me?” 
 
    “I’m fine with you. But since I can’t cum, that would make that stupid headache so bad I couldn’t sleep, and then I really do enjoy making you horny. Make you as horny as I am, and let you sleep on that.” 
 
    He turned, gave her better access to his front, and found her lips in the dark. He could feel the delicious texture of her lips, the curves under his tongue, her moist breath that was so sweet. 
 
    She responded by stroking him some more and brushing her finger pads over his nipples. 
 
    “Oh…” he groaned. His hips thrust forward and he tried to fuck her hand. 
 
    “Let me do the work, lover.” 
 
    He moaned and kissed her more, and she really did go to work. For long minutes she manipulated him, got him right up to the edge, then she backed off. 
 
    “You’re getting too close, lover.” 
 
    He sighed fitfully. He had reached the point where he really wanted to cum, and he was in danger of becoming irritated. 
 
    She backed off, held him, kissed him, kissed his nipples, then she pushed and pulled and got him to turn over. She spooned with him. 
 
    A minute passed. He was now too wired to sleep. And she was too conniving too sleep. 
 
    “You know, I know you’re going to think I’m manipulating you, but…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    He was a horny man, he couldn’t help but respond. And the thought that he might yet get lucky made him extra polite and not about to offend her.  
 
    “I think it would be really sexy…no. Never mind. Just go to sleep.” 
 
    His eyes were wide open and his cock was throbbing. 
 
    “No, go ahead. Tell me.” 
 
    “Just that chastity thing.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    On one hand he didn’t want to think about chastity. 
 
    On the other hand his dick wanted to talk about anything having to do with sex. 
 
    “I mean, could you go a whole month wearing one of those things?” 
 
    “Oh, sure.” 
 
    Foolish pride. 
 
    “Really? No sex, horny all the time, me teasing you.” 
 
    “But I wouldn’t want to.” He said. 
 
    He was like a fish with the hook coming out of his cheek. All she had to do was reel him onto shore. 
 
    “No, no. And I wouldn’t want you to do something that you didn’t want to.” 
 
    Silence for a minute. 
 
    “But, God, that would be sexy.” 
 
    “Hunh,” he tried to fake like he was on the edge of sleep. But she had proof poking against her butt that he was nowhere near sleep. He was like a grenade with the pin pulled. He was ready to blow up. 
 
    “You would be ten times horny every day. I would take it out and wash it to make sure it was clean, and how would you get it back into the tube then?” 
 
    “I wouldn’t.” 
 
    His protest sounded strong, but his mind was in a state of flux. 
 
    It was like somebody had told him not to think of the color purple. But you had to think of the color purple before you could stop thinking of the color purple. 
 
    Except it was his dick that was demanding the thought, and his dick, while it had turned a bit purple, was much more demanding than the color purple. 
 
    She reached over and stroked him again. Kept him on the edge. 
 
    “What do you think a cum would be like after a month of denial?” 
 
    He was silent. 
 
    “Do you think you could cum so hard it might actually hurt you?” 
 
    He laughed. “No. I don’t think so.” 
 
    “But just think how ferocious it would be! If your normal cum could be registered on the Richter scale, it’s probably…what? A five? Average?” 
 
    She was actually needling him, but his horniness didn’t take it that way. 
 
    “I suppose.” 
 
    “What if you could double it. The Richter scale is for earthquakes, and each number means the quake has double in intensity. 
 
    From five to six doubles, six to seven doubles. Do you think you could reach eight on the Richter scale?” 
 
    He chuckled. “Don’t you mean the Dickter scale?” 
 
    “Yes, the Dickter scale. Could you reach an eight? Or a nine? What’s the math. You’re good at math, If five is a ten pound explosion, would would an eight or nine be?” 
 
    This was actually the acid test. If he could add, or subtract, or do some kind of simple math problem, then he wasn’t horny enough. She loved to get him so horny he couldn’t figure out what 19 minus 7 was. Or 4 times 3 1/2. 
 
    “Uh…double five. No ten… double again…oh, crap! I can’t think when you’re doing that to me!” 
 
    She giggled. “If you can’t even figure out simple math…” 
 
    She tickled under the head of his cock and he about went out of his mind. 
 
    “Come on, honey, solve the problem.” 
 
    “I…uh…” he gulped and his hips were twitching. She knew she had to back off for a moment. When she did he managed to gasp out. 
 
    Double 5 to 6 is ten, no twenty. Double to eight, no, 7, and it’s forty. Eight would be…eight would be 80 pounds.” 
 
    He pumped his hips towards her hand, trying to get off. 
 
    “I solved it! Let me cum!” 
 
    “An 80 pound explosion? Really? And you don’t want to have one of those?” She let go. 
 
    He made a keening sound of disappointment. 
 
    She turned away from him, and she said, “Man, I would really like to see an 80 pound explosion coming out of your cock. I bet you’d be able to write your name on the ceiling.” 
 
    He was making a whining sound, reaching for her. 
 
    She jumped out of bed. “I have to pee.” 
 
    As she crossed the room she heard him moan, “Oh, God!” She broke into a mighty grin. 
 
      
 
    The next day was more of the same. 
 
    She woke him up with a blow job, noting that his dick was quite the woody. 
 
    He had to get out of bed, crawling over her, his face scrunched up. “I have to pee.” 
 
    He did, then came back to bed with a grin. 
 
    “I’m not going to blow you when you’ve got pee in your dick!” 
 
    “I just peed! It’s out of my dick!” 
 
    “I can still taste it.” 
 
    He climbed in, she climbed out and started getting dressed. 
 
    “Oh, God! That did it! I’m going to jack off!” 
 
    She had her bra and panties on, and she reached back under the covers, found his dick, and dragged him out of bed. 
 
    “None of that, bozo. You save that semen for me. Even if you have to wait a week.” 
 
    “Did your period start?” 
 
    “It’s coming. I can feel it.” 
 
    “Oh, crap. Come on. Give me a hand job.” 
 
    “You don’t need a hand job. You’re a monk. Now get dressed.” 
 
    He did, and he managed to stuff his hard cock into his shorts. 
 
    They dressed, her keeping a snicker hidden, and went into the kitchen for breakfast. 
 
    She cooked the eggs and he did the bacon. She made the orange juice and he made the toast. Lots of butter and jelly. Mmmm. 
 
    They sat at the table and ate, and she looked through the glass top and noted how his dick was poking up in his pants. 
 
    “Your dick really doesn’t quit. does it?” 
 
    He grinned. “The gift that keeps on giving, honey.” 
 
    “So how would you get it into a chastity tube? I mean, not that you’re going to, but how would you?” 
 
    He frowned. “I suppose I would have to…I don’t know…put it in ice water.” 
 
    “What if I spanked it. Would that make it go down?” 
 
    “I suppose. I don’t…no.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m just talking. I mean, an 80 pound explosion.” 
 
    He smiled at the thought. 
 
    “And what would it be if you reached a nine on the Dickter scale?” 
 
    He was fresh, he was rested. His mind actually worked. “One hundred and sixty pounds. And a 10 on the Dickter scale would be 320 pounds.” He grinned as if he had done something really hard. Considering how hard he was it had been hard. 
 
    “Wow. 300 pounds of explosion. How much semen would that be? How far do you think you could shoot?” 
 
    “I have no idea.” But he was thinking about it. Not the mathematics of it, but the action of his balls roiling and his shaft pulsing and…blast off! 
 
    “Do you think you could shoot ten feet? 
 
    “I…I mean…I don’t know. Maybe.” 
 
    “Twenty feet?” 
 
    I don’t think so.” 
 
    “But it’s possible.” 
 
    “How far can you spit?” 
 
    “Honey…” 
 
    “I want to know. I’ll bet you could squirt as far as you could spit. So I want to see how far you can spit.” 
 
    “A better comparison would be how far I can pee. Those are the muscles I’d be using, after all.” 
 
    “Okay. I’ll buy that. Drink a lot of water. I want to see how far you can pee when you’ve really got a bladder full of water.” 
 
    “This is silly.” 
 
    “In fact, I’m going to invite Sam and Erica over this afternoon. We’ll feed you guys beer until you’re ready to pop, and then we’ll see.” 
 
    “I’m not going to get in a pissing contest with my friend.” 
 
    “Why not? It’s all in fun. No harm.” 
 
    “Yeah, but—“ 
 
    “Unless you don’t think you can out pee him.” 
 
    Silly man, he responded exactly as she thought he would. 
 
    “I can pee further than him.” 
 
    “Further? And more? Which of you is really the big stud? After all, the amount of pee you hold, the distance you can pee, it all relates to how much cum you can produce, and how far you can ejaculate.” 
 
    “It does not…” 
 
    “You’re afraid you’ll come out short.” 
 
    He blinked. He was unaware of how easily he was falling for it, he just knew his honor had been questioned. 
 
    “Not afraid.” 
 
    “Are.” 
 
    “Not.” 
 
    “Prove it.” 
 
    Silence. Then: “Okay.” 
 
    “I’ll set up the contest. What kind of beer you want?” 
 
    “All kinds of beer. You’re buying…so a lot of beer.” 
 
    “Okay. 
 
      
 
    After breakfast Amy called up Erica. 
 
    “Girlfriend, I have a favor to ask of you.” 
 
    “Sure. Anything.” 
 
    “I’ve arranged a pissing contest between our husbands.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Amy explained about how she was manipulating Tom, and she finished up with a bizarre request. 
 
    “So I’m going to try to get him to pee, maybe start him late or something, and I really need you to make Sam hold it in.” 
 
    Erica giggled. “Is this for real? You want my husband to beat your husband in a pissing contest?” 
 
    “Absolutely. I’ve got a plan, you see. And if Sam wins then…” she went on to explain what her plan was. 
 
    Erica started laughing, then she agreed. “That boy of mine is not going to pee a drop until you say. I’ll tie his cock in a knot if I have to.” 
 
    Laughing, the girls hung up. 
 
      
 
    Sam and Erica showed up at two o’clock for a little barbecue and a lot of beer. 
 
    The girls cooked dogs and burgers, and the boys got to work on expanding their bladders. 
 
    “So whataya think?” asked Tom. 
 
    “Crazy,” muttered Sam. “We’re actually going to have a pissing contest?” 
 
    “Crazy.” 
 
    Tom was drinking American. Bud, Coors, Sam Adams 
 
    Sam was taking advantage of the situation to go exploring. Corona. Newcastle. Foster’s. 
 
    One of the first beers Amy gave Tom was ‘Golden Monkey.’ She slicked it in on him, swore it was American, and smiled. 
 
    Golden Monkey had a slightly higher content of alcohol, and the plot was that he would lose count of the beer, but think he was drinking more because he was drunker. 
 
    The plan worked. A couple of beers later Amy would pop a beer, surreptitiously pour out about a quarter, and hand it to Tom. He was so ‘monkey-ized’ he never realized he was drinking less suds, and therefore storing up less bladder juice. 
 
    Further, Erica was keeping Sam supplied faster. 
 
    The result was that Sam was getting a more expanded bladder, and poor Tom, though he thought he was pulling ahead, was only half sized. 
 
    They were sitting on top of the patio on the garage, sipping away, when the girls came and sat down next to them. 
 
    “Howsh my girlsh?” asked Tom. 
 
    Amy and Erica chuckled. They each made a Bud Light last an hour. 
 
    “So are you going to win, Tom?” 
 
    “Am I? Of coursh I am. Din chew know? The massh of the assh plush the heat of the meat, all over the angle of the dangle, equalsh the shum of the cum.” 
 
    “Can I pissh yet?” mumbled Sam. His bladder was full and a half. He was afraid he was going to pop his cork and fill his shoes any second. 
 
    “Oh, I suppose so,” said Erica. 
 
    “Before we have this contest?” 
 
    They all looked at Amy. 
 
    “I want to add a bet.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Tom and Sam looked at her owlishly. 
 
    “What kind of a bet,” asked Erica, who knew perfectly well what kind of a bet.” 
 
    “I think Tom is going to win, and if he does Sam has to wear a chastity tube for a month.” 
 
    Tom wiggled his head a little bit. “The chashtitities thing again, eh?” 
 
    “And if Sam wins Tom has to wear one for a month. Unless you don’t think you can beat Sam,” she added. 
 
    Sam: “I don’t wanna.” 
 
    Erica: “Yes, you do.” 
 
    Sam looked at his wife and nodded. “Okay.” 
 
    Amy threw it in Tom’s face. “Sam’s not chicken. Are you afraid, Tom?” 
 
    “I ain’t a fraid of nothin’.” 
 
    Amy took out her cell phone and began recording. “So if Sam pees further and longer and more than you…then you’ll wear a chastity tube for a month.” 
 
    Tom blinked, tried to figure it out, then nodded. “I can pee bigger than Sam.” 
 
    “So you’ll wear a chastity thing?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    Erica had the bet on video, and she knew contest was about to happen whether they wanted or not, so she jumped up. “Pissers take your mark.” 
 
    The boys stood up, wavered, and made their way to the balcony. 
 
    “Ready!” 
 
    Amy said, “That means un zip.” 
 
    The boys were staggering, holding to the rail, but they managed to unzip their pants. 
 
    “Set!” 
 
    “That means get your dicks out.” 
 
    Sam and Tom pulled out their weenies. 
 
    Both men were hard. They had early morning woodies in the late afternoon. 
 
    “PEE!” 
 
    They started together, but it was obvious, right from the get go, that Sam had the edge. His stream was just a little straighter, it went a little longer, and it was harder. 
 
    Tom’s piss stream angled out into the grass, reached a point about fifteen feet away, then held. 
 
    Sam’s pee went straight, as if from a firehose, and made a full twenty feet. 
 
    Amy yelled, “Sam has the longest stream!” 
 
    Tom, befuddled, still rose to the challenge. “Wait a minute!” He tightened up his muscles and peed as hard as he could, but it did not do any good. 
 
    If anything, his stream came back and foot, and Sam’s went out another foot. 
 
    “Wha the fuck?” Tom looked at Sam, which caused his stream to waggle back and forth and he pissed on Sam’s leg.” 
 
    “What the fuck!” yelled Sam, looking at his leg. “You pisshed on me!” He turned and pissed on Tom. His stream was larger, stronger, and he hit Tom right in the face. 
 
    “What the…” Tom spluttered and wiped his face with one hand, which means he let go of his cock and his piss went all over the place. 
 
    The girls moved in and got the boys straightened out. 
 
    “Sam’s still pissing hard,” yelled Erica. 
 
    “Come on, Tom, Sam is winning!” 
 
    But Tom was waning. His stream was running out of steam. They had been pissing for a minute, and he leaned against the rail and stared disbelievingly as he slowly ran out of piss. 
 
    “No…no…” he muttered. 
 
    Tom still urinated for a while, but by the two minute mark he was barely dripping. He had pissed a lot, but…not enough. 
 
    Sam was pissing less, but he was steady. The seconds ticked by, and Sam started to run out at the 2:45 mark. By three minutes the contest was called, and Sam was the big winner. 
 
    The girls crowded around him, slapped him on the butt, and he grinned happily. 
 
    Erica kissed him hard. 
 
    Amy grabbed his dick and said, “If I may putest thou great blade away, Sir Pissalot.” 
 
    Sam and the girls laughed, and Tom looked down at his weenie sadly. It had never let him down before, but…but… 
 
    Amy turned to her husband. “Well, at least you tried.” 
 
    But the attitude behind her words was cutting. He had failed her. He should be ashamed. 
 
    “I don’t undershtand,” he blurted. 
 
    “Happens to all of ush shometime, good buddy.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…but…I should have won! I drank more than you!” 
 
    The girls moved in quickly before the boys could start comparing notes, or counting empties. 
 
    “You did okay, Tom. But you did lose.” 
 
    Tom stood on the roof and shook his head. His fly was still down, and he had the feeling that something as wrong. 
 
    Erica: “I guess you’ll have to wear that chastity tube after all.” 
 
    Tom looked up. “What?” 
 
    “That was the bet.” 
 
    “It was?” 
 
    “It was,” agreed Amy. “I’ve got it on my cell phone. You want to hear it again?” 
 
    He did, and he was amazed, and he stood, cock still dangling, as Amy went into the house. In a moment she was back out. She was holding a small box, maybe six inches cubed. She opened the box, pulled out a little velvet bag, then emptied the contents of the bag on the small glass table. 
 
    Erica said, “You put my hubbie’s weenie back in its scabbard. Let me put your hubbie’s dick away. 
 
    The girls were actually getting excited by getting to handle foreign weenies. “Sure,” Amy said. 
 
    Erica picked up a ring and turned to Tom. 
 
    Tom’s dick had shrunk and gone back into his pants. 
 
    “Where is it?” 
 
    “Tom! Get your weenie out!” 
 
    “What?” Not sure what was happening. 
 
    “Take your pants down! Show us your weenie!” 
 
    “Oh, uh…I…what?” 
 
    Amy moved forward, unbuckled him and pulled his pants down. 
 
    All pissed out, Tom’s weenie had shrunk considerable. 
 
    Erica leaned forward and put the ring around his package. 
 
    Tom: “What are you doing?” 
 
    Amy fit the tube over Tom’s dick, pushed the ring and the tube together, and turned the key. 
 
    CLICK! 
 
    It actually didn’t sound that loud…except to Tom. To Tom it was like the clanging of cells doors in a high security prison. 
 
    He looked down at his caged cock and blurted, “What’d you do?” 
 
    But nobody was answering. 
 
    The girls were chatting about their husband’s cocks and trading notes. 
 
    Sam was sitting down, totally relieved. He had no idea how he had won, but…whew! 
 
    Tom stood there, blathering, his pants down, his cock, now little, hanging between his legs. 
 
    “Tom,” Amy said, “Pull your pants up.” 
 
    Dazed, Tom did, then he finally realized what had happened. He turned to Amy and said, “You did this! You planned this! You got me all horny and then tricked me into this contest, and all because I said Angelina Jolie wasn’t a woman if she had her tits cut off. 
 
    Everybody looked at Tom. 
 
    Sam: “Geez, you didn’t know that was what they were doing?” 
 
    Erica: “Boy, did you fall for it. A ton of bricks, brother.” 
 
    Amy: “One month, and then you’d better ask forgiveness. I could easily leave that thing on your dick for two or three months.” 
 
    “Leave it on a year,” quipped Erica. 
 
    “I don’t care,” added Sam. He felt so good now that his bladder was empty. 
 
    Tom, realizing that he had been hoodwinked, felt his penis start to struggle. All peed out, he was still horny.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
      
 
    “It hurts,” whined Tom. 
 
    Sam and Erica had just left, and Tom was sobering up. 
 
    “Don’t be silly,” snapped Amy, grinning meanly. 
 
    “No! It does! It’s trying to get hard and the skin is getting pinched!” 
 
    “Let me see.” 
 
    Tom pulled his pants down. Sure enough, his cock was trying to get hard. 
 
    Amy took his cock cage and shook it. The skin inside the cage readjusted. 
 
    “Oh, thanks.” 
 
    “You’re welcome.” 
 
    They were sitting on the garage patio, now sipping soft drinks. 
 
    “I don’t believe you did this to me.” 
 
    She smiled. For a moment there, when he was really drunk, she had shown a bit of spite. Now, sobering up, she realized that was a bad idea. You catch more flies with honey. This was how she had gotten him into the chastity, and this was how she was going to keep him in chastity. 
 
    After all, he could just cut it off. 
 
    “I still don’t know how Sam won.” He shook his head miserably. 
 
    “We fed him less beer. We got you drunk so you wouldn’t notice it.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “That’s right. You still lost, but…that’s why.” 
 
    “You need to take this off me. Right now!” 
 
    Amy stood up, turned to him and sat on his lap. She planted her lips on his and really went to town. A minute later Tom was gasping for breath. 
 
    She lay against him and whispered, “Honey. We cheated, but it’s done. We’ve even got you on video. But that’s not what’s important.” 
 
    “Oh?” his dick was going crazy in the cage. It was trying to wiggle out the portholes, it was stretching his balls out from his body. 
 
    “No. What’s important is that though this started in an argument, and we tricked you, the fact is that this is making my pussy so wet I could fill a glass.” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    “Honey, even though you were jiggered, you pissed a long way. And I want to feel your cum spurt into me after a month of hot denial.” 
 
    “But…I need to cum.” 
 
    “Sure you do. And after a month,” or two, she added in her head, or three, “do you realize how intense your orgasm is going to be?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    In spite of having been drunk, he did remember the intense relief he had felt when he had pissed off the roof. 
 
    “I want that for me. And, let’s face it, I want it for you. You will cum a bucket. You will squirt so hard my eyes will turn white.” 
 
    He couldn’t help himself, he barked a laugh. 
 
    “Honey, you’re going to cum so hard your balls will pop.” 
 
    He sat quietly, and the promise of such a violent cum was having its effect on him. “You think I’ll cum that hard?” 
 
    “Baby, I’ll tease yo every day. I’ll get you so excited, and when you cum you’ll think the world has ended!” 
 
    He gave a muffled sort of a snort. 
 
    She knew she had him then. 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    “In fact, I will do everything in my power to make you horny. Every day will be so intense your mind will turn to mush. You won’t be able to think.” 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    He saw the intense gleam in her eyes. 
 
    She was serious. 
 
    “Well, I guess—“ 
 
    “In fact, I will make you so horny, and do you want revenge on Sam for out pissing you?” 
 
    “Yes.” He didn’t hesitate on that one. that was his manhood, after all. 
 
    “Then here’s what I’ll do.” And she laid out her plan. 
 
      
 
    Tom went to bed that night and tossed and turned for hours. It had been more than a week since his last orgasm, and he really wanted to squirt. His cock was semi hard and feeling the squeeze of the cage. It was like a little hand had him in its grip at all times, reminding him that he couldn’t cum. 
 
    Next to him, riding a wave of golden pleasure because of the efforts of his mouth, Amy slid into a deep and happy sleep. 
 
    Tom tossed and turned, and finally drifted off about three in the morning. 
 
    And awoke an hour later with serious wood. 
 
    He struggled out of bed, ran to the bathroom hunched over, and realized that he was going to have to sit down to pee. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he moaned, sitting down on the porcelain throne. 
 
    When he went back to bed Amy hadn’t even stirred. She lay there, lightly snoring, having her sweet dreams. An hour later Tom managed to drop off again. 
 
    The next day Tom was a wreck. Amy was chipper, and she kept her side of the bargain. Her side being that she make him as horny as possible. 
 
    She fed him, and when his fork slowed down she climbed on his lap and chewed on his mouth. She wiggled her pussy over his cage, and the feel of the plastic rubbing against her pussy gave an intense sensation. She began rubbing harder. 
 
    “Are you going to get off again?” Tom asked, his eyes dark and baggy. 
 
    “I…I think…UNHHHH!” 
 
    Tom held on as she whimpered and shook on him. 
 
    Yes, he wanted to rip that cage off, but seeing his wife cum so hard…that was really cool. 
 
    After breakfast they sat around and read the papers. it was Sunday and this was their usual routine. 
 
    Except that Amy was really feeling the heat. Halfway through the funnies she put them aside and crawled over to the couch. Tom was laying on his back, his cage wiggling with the efforts of his dick. She leaned forward, watched his eyes, and put her mouth over his cage. 
 
    She couldn’t deep throat him when he was hard, but with him imprisoned she was able to. She held the cage, and his cock, inside her mouth. She gulped and used her tongue, and Tom began to wiggle his hips. 
 
    He was out of control. Her mouth felt so good. 
 
    He humped her mouth, even though his cock was soft. 
 
    She watched him, getting more and more turned on, and began rolling his balls in her hands. 
 
    Tom groaned and wiggled his hips. 
 
    Amy took her mouth off him, “This is fun.” 
 
    “Oh…oh…” he swallowed and nodded. 
 
      
 
    Sunday passed, with lots of gobbling and stroking and another cum for Amy. 
 
    When they went to bed that night she was as happy as she had ever been. She had had two cums, and he was horny enough to give her more. 
 
    That was the point at which she started thinking that this wasn’t just punishment for incorrect thought on Tom’s part, this was rewarding her for being a good woman. 
 
    For years he had cum whenever he wanted to. He had squirted inside her, and often she just laid back and let it happen, willing to sacrifice her own pleasure for his. 
 
    But now she was getting a look at a different world order. A world order in which he sacrificed his pleasure for hers. 
 
    What if she kept him this way? What if she demanded that he stay locked up, and used his mouth and fingers, and maybe even her vibrator. 
 
    And the thought crossed her mind: What can I do to make him buy into this new way of making love? 
 
    The next day he got up for work, and she felt a strange desperation. She didn’t want him to go to work. She wanted him there to please her. 
 
    “Do you still have the option of working from home?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “I want you to take advantage of that.” 
 
    “You do?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “But you always wanted me to go to work before. You wanted our ‘daily separation.’ 
 
    “That was then. Now I’ve fallen in love all over again. I want you close to me. I want to do things to you.” 
 
    “You do, huh?” 
 
    He liked the idea. The fact that he was horny was changing the way he was thinking.  
 
    “I’ll ask the boss.” 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    And that day she went on the net. She typed in ‘How do you make men horny.’ 
 
    The ideas popped up, and her imagination started to fire up. 
 
    Every hour she texted him. 
 
    ‘I want you.’ 
 
    ‘I’ve got nothing on.’ 
 
    ‘Pick up some condoms on the way home.’ 
 
    ‘This vibrator isn’t as good as you.’ 
 
    And so on. 
 
    Simple sentences with explicit innuendo. A phrase to kick start the libido. An invitation and nothing else. 
 
    In between sending salacious invitations she explored sexuality on the net. 
 
    She was surprised that there was some porn that appealed to her. She had always thought that porn was the providence of the man. But seeing the huge dicks plummeting into the tight pussies, seeing the sweat, the wet mouths, hearing the grunts and groans…she found that porn was indiscriminate. 
 
    And she wound up looking at how to control men, which led to…domination. Dominatrices. BDSM. Chastity, of course. And she began to appreciate the fact that men didn’t have to control sex. 
 
    Men could be the victims. In fact, often times men liked being the victims. 
 
    Well, it only stood to sense. Men go out and combat the world every day. They have to act all alpha and do their thing, and the idea of coming home and being forced to eat pussy, to serve their wives and girlfriends…some men loved this. 
 
    She knew, intuitively, that Tom needed this. 
 
    He was a high producing person in his company. He ran things, made things happen, and to have to come home and keep up the grind…it wasn’t really what he wanted. 
 
    He wanted to stop telling people what to do, and he needed to get told what to do himself. 
 
    How interesting, and she began to come up with ideas as to how to keep him in this frame of mind. 
 
    How to keep him horny. 
 
    How to keep him servicing her. 
 
      
 
    He came home, and he was like a different person. 
 
    He had a fierce energy, but it was under control. 
 
    She had him drop his drawers when he walked in and she played with his cock and balls. His mind was going crazy, but he stood docilely while she made him sweat. 
 
    She ran a finger between his legs and rubbed his butt hole—one of the great ideas from the net, men love having their butthole stimulated—and let him shiver and quake and whine. 
 
    That night she again had him get her off. Twice. She was determined that he get her off at least twice a day to make up for all the days she hadn’t gotten off. 
 
    He seemed happy enough with that plan. 
 
    That night he went to sleep more easily, but it was still a restless sleep. He was going to have to get used to this.  
 
    In the morning she pushed his head down to her crotch and he got her off once again. 
 
    Laying on the bed afterwards, gasping for breath, she knew that she had finally discovered the lifestyle that she liked. 
 
    She wanted to be in charge. She wanted sex on demand. She wanted to cum when she wanted to. 
 
    Tom got out of the shower and dried off. While he was using a hair drier on his cock cage she came into the bathroom and handed him her panties. 
 
    “What?” he asked. 
 
    “Wear them today. I’m going to get you some of your own. It’s time you broke away from the bland, male lifestyle and learned what women already know.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “That it’s fun to look sexy.” 
 
    She slithered in his arms, kissed him, and said, “Sometimes it’s more fun to look sexy than it is to get sex.” 
 
    He shivered and she ran her palms over his erect nipples. 
 
    “Now stand by with a towel. I want you to dry me off when I get out.” 
 
    She took a hot shower, sighed, washed her pussy extra, then stepped out of the shower. He was waiting with a white, fluffy towel, and he began toweling her off. 
 
    She stifled a giggle as he ignored her eyes and focused on her flesh. He touched her softly, rubbed her nipples, put the towel to her mons and rubbed. 
 
    “Fuck,” she wheezed. She finally had to push him away. She was about to cum. Then she pulled him back and made him make her cum. 
 
    Dazed, exhausted, and yet energized by what was happening, he sat on her vanity chair. He was wearing the panties she had given him. 
 
    “You want some make up?” she asked. 
 
    He shook his head, but he was slow in getting up. Of course, maybe he was just slow because he was tired. After all, he wasn’t sleeping that well. 
 
    She sent him more texts that day, including one wonderful jpeg of a close up of her tits. 
 
    When he got home he was totally out of it. 
 
    “I’m making you sex stupid, aren’t I?” 
 
    He nodded as he tried to close with her. 
 
    She was tired herself because, right before he got home, she had diddled herself to a world class orgasm. 
 
    So she pushed him away. “Go cut the lawn. I’m going to take a nap.” 
 
    She listened to the lawn mower droning as she lay on the couch, and knew she couldn’t get sleep. Sure, there was a degree of tiredness, but there was a bigger degree of horniness. 
 
    She went into the kitchen and poured a couple of bourbon and Cokes. 
 
    An hour later he came in, hot and sweaty, and the physical exertion had only revived him. He still wanted to close with her. 
 
    She told him to sit down and drink. 
 
    He didn’t even notice that the ice cubes had near melted. He just guzzled the drink and gazed lovingly at her. 
 
    “How’s it going, honey?” 
 
    “Good.” He couldn’t take his eyes off her. 
 
    “Are you going to be ready for the cumtest at the end of the month?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “If you lose you’re going to have to wear that chastity tube for a year.” 
 
    “I won’t lose. I’m so stoked now…I don’t see how I could lose.” 
 
    “Excellent. I left a bra on the bed for you. Go put it on. Better shower first.” 
 
    “A…a bra?” 
 
    She nodded and watched his mind come to grips with his situation. She knew that he knew that she was making him hornier, 
 
    He nodded, tossed off the rest of his drink, and padded out of the room. 
 
    Amy poured herself another drink. And she thought: How can I make him lose? How can I keep him like this? 
 
    She thought about just asking him. 
 
    She thought about how it had only been a few days, and could she really base a life decision on such a short period of time? 
 
    Yes, she knew. She could. 
 
    But he might not go along with it. How could she get him to go along with it? 
 
    He entered the kitchen, and she caught her breath. 
 
    His panties were tight on him, and she loved the smooth look. Sure, she liked his dick, but the vibrator worked just as well. Maybe even better. Seeing him there with a smooth front just made her so damned wet! 
 
    And the way the bra hugged his chest, it made him look feminine, it crossed up all her mental images of him, and…she felt a throbbing in her pussy. 
 
    Oh, fuck…fuck! She was going to cum! 
 
    “How do I look?” 
 
    “Get yourself a drink,” she answered, trying to keep her voice normal. 
 
    He walked past her, had his back to her as he poured himself a drink. She put her hand to her pussy and very slowly ground her knuckles into her mons. 
 
    “UNH!” 
 
    “What was that?” He turned and looked at her. 
 
    He was so sex stupid he didn’t realize that she had just cum. 
 
    She felt the throbbing intensity, it had been a good one, and she said, “I just cleared my throat.” 
 
    “Oh.” He finished his drink and came back to her. 
 
    Amazingly, though she had just had an orgasm, she felt like she could have another one. Seeing him feminized was doing this to her. 
 
    He sat across from her, his cock wriggling in the cage, his nipples erect under her sheer bra, his eyes focusing on her body with such an incredible and magnitudious degree of lust…she loved it. 
 
    “I’m going to get you more sexy things to wear. Do you like it?” 
 
    “It’s…it makes me horny. When am I going to get to cum?” 
 
    “Soon. Soon.” she said. Then: “I arranged a squirting contest at the end of the month with Sam and Erica. Are you going to rise to the occasion?” 
 
    He nodded, gulped, “Yes. I won’t fail you.” 
 
    “Good, because if you do…” 
 
    “I know. A year in chastity.” 
 
    God! Make him fail! she thought as she smiled at him. 
 
      
 
    The next day packages began arriving for him. As a her. 
 
    Panties that were more for sissies, with the sexy material but a little pouch, or maybe a c ring. Bras more designed for men. 
 
    Nylons. 
 
    A corset. 
 
    Even a wig! 
 
    And she made him wear everything. 
 
    Under his clothes he wore nylons and garter, panties and bra, and, of course, his chastity tube. 
 
    When he came home she made him wear a dress. 
 
    God, he was horny. 
 
    But he was also learning to live with it. 
 
    He was getting more sleep, and he was learning different ways of motion. And he liked it. 
 
    He loved the way the material rubbed him, excited him, made him even more excited. 
 
    A week later he was reduced to tears. 
 
      
 
    He came home and she pulled him into the bedroom. 
 
    He grinned stupidly, and went down on her. 
 
    She moaned and clutched her head to her groin. 
 
    He gobbled and used his fingers. He reamed her pussy and jammed it with three fingers. 
 
    And she had the sudden realization that if they kept doing it this way he was going to end up fisting her.  
 
    But would that be bad? 
 
    She thought not, but she knew she better mentally prepare herself for when it did happen. 
 
    Finally, she squirted, pulling his hair and giving a small scream, it felt like her pussy had exploded and gone to heaven. 
 
    When she came back to earth she was astounded to discover that he still had his head in her lap, and he was sobbing. 
 
    “Honey? What is it?” 
 
    “I can’t take it! I need to cum! I know I’m supposed to wait a month.” 
 
    She helped him up and walked him into the kitchen where she poured a couple of drinks. 
 
    He was huddled over his bourbon and Coke, crying in his whiskey, as it were, and she watched him. 
 
    “Is this so rough on you?” she asked gently. 
 
    He shook his head, then nodded, then shook his head. 
 
    “How long until we have the cumtest?” 
 
    “Two weeks,” he sniffed. 
 
    She nodded. “Okay, what if I can give you some relief? Do you think you can build it up again in two weeks?” 
 
    “Oh, God! Yes!” 
 
    Inside, she exulted. She knew he might be able to, but it was definitely a possibility that he would not be able to. And that meant he might be locked in chastity for a year. 
 
    “Okay, if you let me do what I want to you tonight…I can try to give you some relief.” 
 
    He looked up at her, tears wet on his cheeks, a sad puppy look on his face. “Okay.” 
 
    She patted his hand and nodded. 
 
      
 
    That night she dressed him in dainty underwear. She painted his toes, and he looked on in fascination. She gave him long fingernails, painted red, and he held his hands up and marveled at them. 
 
    “I can’t wear these to work.” 
 
    “I’ll take them off later, but when you start working at home you’ll have to wear them all the time.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Really,” she said. “You might even consider telling your company you’re going to transition.” 
 
    He gulped and stared at her. 
 
    She worked on his face, cleansed it, primed it, and laid the foundation for color. 
 
    His cock was trying to break the tube. It had been near three weeks since he had cum, and he was desperate. His balls felt like they were extra sensitive, so sensitive he was almost afraid to touch them. 
 
    She colored his eyes and put lipstick on him, and she had never felt so horny in her life. Her slit was literally dripping with juices. If she had to take a walk they’d have to follow her with a mop. 
 
    She put the wig on him, then clipped on some earrings. 
 
    “What do you think?” she asked, pointing at the mirror. 
 
    He was stunned. He had always been a many man, but now…now he was a woman. 
 
    He sniffed, and she snapped, “Don’t cry. It’ll ruin your make up.” 
 
    He nodded and tried his hardest to control his tumbling emotions. 
 
    She put him in a skirt and blouse. She wanted to put him in a dress, but to do that she would have had to put him in the corset. 
 
    But skirt and blouse were enough for what she had in mind. 
 
    “Go out and make us drinks.” 
 
    He nodded and walked out to the kitchen and made them Coke and bourbon. He stared at his hands, figured out how to use his hands with the long, red tips on them. 
 
    She entered the kitchen and he turned, and froze. 
 
    She was wearing shorts and a tee shirt. She was wearing a sports bra that tended to flatten and conceal her boobs. 
 
    “What?” he asked with a frown. 
 
    For answer she unzipped her pants and pulled out a big dick. 
 
    His mouth open. 
 
    “Honey, if you want relief you’re going to have to do what I say. Can you do it?” 
 
    Normally, he wouldn’t have been able to, but now he was so bloated with sexual desire that he couldn’t say no. 
 
    But he was silent for a long time. 
 
    She stepped up to him. “Feel it.” 
 
    He put his hand around her dick. 
 
    “I’m going to put this into you.” 
 
    He was mesmerized. He felt the ridge like veins on her plastic peter. 
 
    “This is a strap on?” 
 
    “This is how women take their men. Yes. it is a strap on.” 
 
    He was gulping frantically, and his eyes were flickering a bit in the sockets. 
 
    “Get on your knees and suck it. Get used to it.” 
 
    Trembling, he knelt, and he opened his mouth. 
 
    He was a hard charger at work, but she was the hard charger at home. She grabbed his head and pulled it forward. He opened his mouth and the cock slid between his red lips. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” she whispered. She was so sincere he could actually believe she was feeling his mouth suck on her. 
 
    After a minute she said, “We can do this anywhere. And I want to do it right here. I want to bend you over the table and just fuck you.” 
 
    She turned him, and he was so weakened that he went with it. 
 
    She pushed his back and he bent over the table. He gripped the sides of the table as she lifted his skirt, then pulled down his panties. 
 
    His pucker was beautiful, a little star ready for plucking. 
 
    She had brought a jar of lube with her, and she began swirling her fingers in him.  
 
    He groaned, he had never felt anything so good in his life. 
 
    Two fingers, then three, and she thought about how if she was willing to be fisted, then so should he be. 
 
    She made it to four fingers, then realized he would need more work before he cold take her whole fist. But that was okay. She took her hand out and pressed her cock in. 
 
    He grunted as the sudden length of cock entered him. He started to straighten up, but she placed a hand on his back and held him down. Then she put both hands on his hips and began to fuck him. 
 
    Tom felt like God had come to earth and taken up residence in his butt. He moaned and pushed back, and he felt the long thing slither through his anal passage, waking up the nerves, exciting him. 
 
    Amy slid into him happily. The back end of the dildo was rubbing against her clitoris, and she knew she was going to cum. 
 
    “Oh, please…please,” sobbed Tom. “Fuck me!” 
 
    “No problem, honey.” And she thrust her hips forward, pulled back, again and again. 
 
    Tom couldn’t think. He was being fucked stupid, and he loved it. He just held onto the table as Amy opened him up. 
 
    Suddenly he felt himself pissing. 
 
    “Oh, God! I’ve lost control of my bowels!” 
 
    She laughed. “That’s semen coming out. I’m pressing on your prostate and your semen is pouring out of you.” 
 
    Tom held on and the tears came, but they were tears of happiness. 
 
      
 
    Days passed, and so did two weeks. 
 
    On a Saturday afternoon Sam and Erica came over. 
 
    Erica had refused Sam for two weeks, and she had sexed him up enough, and she hoped that was enough. But it would really depend on what Amy had done to Tom. 
 
    On top of the garage, facing the woods across the backyard, they warmed up the barbecue and toasted a few dogs and burgers. Then the contest started in earnest. 
 
    Tom knew what was coming, and he drank his beer eagerly enough. 
 
    Sam didn’t know, but the last time he had been drunk he had won that contest, so whatever this one was he should just drink up. 
 
    They sat, they sipped, and Tom worried. Last time had been about pissing. But pissing was different than cumming. 
 
    Suddenly, he stood up and announced he had to ‘drain the lizard.’ He went into the second floor bathroom, and emerged a while later. 
 
    “That was a long pee,” observed Erica. 
 
    “It was a lot of beer,” answered Tom with a smile. 
 
    They were drunk, not as drunk as the previous contest, but they were drunk enough. 
 
    “Okay, boys, it’s time to see who can cum hard, cum the furthest, and cum the most.” 
 
    “I’m ready,” said Sam, his eyes rolling a bit, but his cock stiff and firm. 
 
    “Sure. Let’s squirt,” laughed Tom. 
 
    The two men sat in chairs next to each other and began stroking. 
 
    Tom was overjoyed to be out of his chastity. It had been a whole month, and now he was supposed to show how much semen he had stored up. 
 
    Sam was just drunk and horny and wanted to jack off. He wasn’t going to have to wear a chastity device if he lost. 
 
    For a long minute the boys jacked. 
 
    Erica moved a chair next to Tom and reached down and began slapping his balls. 
 
    Amy sat next to Sam and slapped his balls. 
 
    They were abusing each others husbands, but that was exciting. 
 
    The slapping had its effect, and Sam suddenly grunted, turned red, and his hips started jerking. 
 
    “Oh…oh…fuck…YES!” 
 
    He squirted a mighty shot. It went ten full feet and dropped over the edge of the roof. 
 
    Tom had his tongue out the corner of his mouth. He saw how far Sam had gone, and he looked determined to match it, if not better it.” 
 
    “Come on, Tom!” Amy yelled. And inside she was hoping he would lose. 
 
    Tom jacked and jacked. Erica got serious and played with him fiercely, but…he couldn’t cum. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he finally let go of his limp dick. “I lost.” 
 
    Sam laughed. “I guess I’m the biggest stud in the tub.” 
 
    And he crowed, and the women congratulated him, and Amy even kissed the end of his mighty dick and put it away. The look she gave Tom as she did this was most inscrutable. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
      
 
    Sam and Erica had gone home and Tom was cleaning up the patio area. When he was done he came into the kitchen, and Amy was waiting for him. 
 
    “So you lost.” 
 
    He looked down at the floor. 
 
    She motioned for him to sit, and he sat. A drink was waiting for him. She was half way through hers. 
 
    “I did. I guess I’m not much of a man.” 
 
    “I guess not,” yet she had a funny look on her face.  
 
    “I guess I’m going to have to wear the chastity thing for a year.” 
 
    She had it, and she pushed it across the table at him. 
 
    He fit the ring around his package, put his limp member into his tube, and locked it. 
 
    He sighed, put his hands on the table and looked at Amy. 
 
    “You went to the bathroom halfway through the barbecue.” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. I head to go. It was just pee, so…I figured…” he shrugged his shoulders. 
 
    “I found my dildo under the bathroom sink. What was it doing there?” 
 
    “Uh…I don’t know.” 
 
    “You fucked yourself, didn’t you.” 
 
    Tom said nothing. 
 
    “You stuck my prick up your ass and came, and that’s why you lost.” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “So being feminized and chastised isn’t punishment, is it?” 
 
    Tom stared at her. 
 
    “In fact, I’m going to have to figure out something else to punish you.” 
 
    He waited. 
 
    “I think I’ll try breast implants. And maybe a few hormones. Will that teach you?” 
 
    “It might,” he said carefully. 
 
    “One last question.” 
 
    He looked askance at her. 
 
    “Do you still think Angelina Jolie is less than sexy?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    She smiled and patted his hand. “Excellent. Now let’s go to bed and I’ll show you how to really use that dildo. 
 
    He grinned and took her hand and followed her out of the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    END 
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     Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “I want you to wear this.” Becky held up a pair of white panties. She was wearing her white gown. It was supposed to be bad luck for him to see her like this on the day they were to be married. But her eyes were sparkling blue and her hair flowed down over her shoulders, her body was taut and her bosoms protruded nicely. 
 
    He smiled and took the panties. “You’re kidding.” Brad  was handsome in his tux. He hadn’t put on his trousers yet, but he wasn’t embarrassed. This was the woman he was going to marry. 
 
    “It’s a family tradition. The man must wear something of the woman he is going to marry. I figured this would be the least embarrassing.” 
 
    His lips pursed and his mouth quirked in a partial smile. 
 
    “I’m the guy. I’m supposed to wear guy things. Pants, shirts, socks, things like that. You’re the woman. You should be wearing the panties and bra, the nylons, all that stuff. 
 
    “I realize that, honey, but our marriage is unique. We’re going to do things different.” 
 
    He held the panties up on a finger and examined them. “This is a little bit too different. I mean, I won’t fit in them.” 
 
    “I bought a special pair of panties for you. They’re a little stretchy in the crotch. They’ll shape to your package, and…please, honey. This means so much to me.” 
 
    He sighed. “Well, I guess it can’t hurt. I mean, nobody will really know. Right?” 
 
    She smiled, but didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Don’t look now.” He bent a little bit, reached under the hem of his shirt and grabbed his underpants. 
 
    She looked, of course, and caught glimpses of his package. His balls looked very big, and they were red. His penis was sort of purple and very long and thick. 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    He stepped into the leg holes of the panties and pulled them up. 
 
    Sure enough, the fabric was stretchy and it wrapped around his balls. It was a firm fit and his cock could be seen easily. 
 
    He grinned. “Sort of kinky. 
 
    She looked up at his face. “I’ll bet you can’t wait.” 
 
    “Honey, I love you with all my heart.” 
 
    In truth, he couldn’t believe this gorgeous woman had agreed to marry him. 
 
    “Okay, I guess I better go get ready.” 
 
    She moved forward kissed him a peck on the lips, ‘accidentally’ brushed her hand against him—she did that a lot—then left the room. 
 
    Brad put a hand down to his groin and felt his crotch. It felt good. A little tight, but…snug was good. Made him a little horny to feel a bit of confinement. 
 
    He reached for his pants, and the door opened. 
 
    He turned quickly, holding his pants in front of himself. 
 
    “Hello, Bradley.” 
 
    It was Becky’s mother, Mrs. Samps. 
 
    She was what Becky would look like in twenty years, and it wasn’t bad. 
 
    The lips were fuller, her breasts were bigger, and she had deep, blue, penetrating eyes. She was wearing a white pants suit, a white floppy hat, high heeled sandals and she was quite beautiful. 
 
    “Hi, Mrs Samps,” he spoke respectfully. 
 
    Mrs. Tyrus Samps was an important woman, a rich woman, and she brooked no nonsense. She didn’t believe in pre-marital intercourse, and she had impressed that upon her daughter. 
 
    She leaned against the door for a moment, examining Brad intently. 
 
    “Can I do something for you?” 
 
    She frowned, her eyes narrowed, and she said, “Yes.” 
 
    She walked towards him, and she had a sexy walk. She stopped and held out her hand. “I want you to wear this.” 
 
    She was holding a small velvet bag. 
 
    “It’s a tradition in our family.” 
 
    “What is it.” 
 
    She had caught sight of his panties. “I see Becky has already talked to you, but she didn’t explain the situation well enough.” 
 
    “I don’t understand.” 
 
    “Put out your hands.” 
 
    He did, and she upended the little bag and poured the contents into his hands. 
 
    There was a ring, and a small tube. 
 
    “What is this?” He was quite puzzled. 
 
    “It goes on your penis.” 
 
    He blinked and his head actually moved back a little. “It goes where?” 
 
    “To marry into my family you must follow the rules, and the rules are that you get married while wearing a chastity tube.” 
 
    “But why?” He sat down on the bed and looked at the thing in his hand. He was unaware that Mrs. Samps had a full view of his panties, and the big imprint of his cock in his panties. 
 
    She sat down next to him and patted his thigh. “It’s a. matter of purity, of proving that your intentions are of the highest nature.” 
 
    He looked at her. “My feelings for your daughter are quite honorable.” 
 
    He wanted to explain how they had not had sex yet, in spite of the way she sometimes fondled him and teased him. 
 
    The truth was he hadn’t had sex in months, not since he got engaged, and he was feeling it. 
 
    “I understand, and that’s why I know you will honor our traditions.” 
 
    “Well, uh, of course, except that I have a little problem right now.” 
 
    She smiled slightly. “And what would that be?” 
 
    “Well, uh, Becky had me put these panties on, and, well, I’m feeling very excited.” 
 
    “You’re erect.” Mrs. Sampson frowned, then bit her lip. “Well, we’re going to have to do something about that.” 
 
    “Uh…what?” As far as Brad was concerned once he had a boner there was only one thing to do, and that meant sex. 
 
    And he certainly didn’t intend to have sex with Mrs. Samps. No matter that she was a widower; no matter how sexy she was. 
 
    She stood up and went to the table next to the window. Next to the table was a little bucket on a stand. The bucket was filled with ice, and a half empty bottle of champagne. 
 
    She brought the bucket back and stood in front of Brad. “Please take your panties off.” 
 
    “Mrs. Samps!” 
 
    “I am quite serious. And I hope you are, too.” 
 
    “But you’re Becky’s mother!” 
 
    “And I have seen a penis before. This won’t shock me, and it is strictly for that matter of tradition.” 
 
    Brad licked his lips nervously, then he pulled his panties off. He hoped that the hem of his shirt could keep him hidden from her intent gaze. 
 
    She didn’t hesitate, wasn’t put off by the awkwardness of the moment. she pushed the half empty bottle of champagne towards him.  “Have a drink,” she said abruptly. 
 
    She lifted his shirt and grabbed his penis. He stared down in shock at her delicately manicured nails. He watched and his heart flopped and he gulped as she pushed the ice bucket forward and pushed his dick into the freezing water. 
 
    “AIEEE!” 
 
    But she didn’t let go. She looked up at him and waited. 
 
    His dick felt the cold penetrate. The bottom of his balls were in the water and his legs started to shiver. 
 
    “It’s cold!” he whined. 
 
    “It’s tradition,” she stated firmly. 
 
    He would have jumped away, but she had an iron grip on his dick. 
 
    “Hold still,” she chided. 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    She tilted her head and eyed him warningly. 
 
    His dick gave it up pretty quick. It went limp in her grip and she pulled it out of the bucket. She slipped the ring over his package. He could feel his dick starting up again, after all, it was being manhandled by a beautiful woman, and she slid the tube over it. 
 
    He stared at the way his penis pressed against the plastic. It was starting to perk up and she quickly slid a little key into the lock. The lock was part of the ring, and there was no way he could cut it off.  
 
    And though the thing was made of plastic, it seemed tight and very sturdy. It would take a major pair of snips to cut it off, and there would always be the risk of snips sliding off the plastic and doing him real damage. 
 
    She held the key in one hand and turned the chastity device over with her other hand. 
 
    “Oh, fu…fudge.” 
 
    She looked at him, but said nothing. She wasn’t fond of swear words. 
 
    “Very nice, Bradley. You have a very nice cock, and your balls seem very full. This will please the family greatly.” 
 
    Brad gave a weak smile, he cared about pleasing Becky, not her family. 
 
    Mrs. Samps fondled his balls gently, which caused his penis to try and erect even harder. 
 
    He gasped. 
 
    She smiled. Then she slapped his balls with one hand. 
 
    “UNH!” 
 
    It wasn’t a hard slap, but it was a no nonsense slap. It was the kind of slap that let somebody know who was in charge. 
 
    Holding his balls, she moved closer to him. “Bradley. Will your kisses please my daughter?” 
 
    “I…we…we’ve kissed.” 
 
    “Of course you have, but I wish to know how good a kisser you are.” 
 
    “I…I, uh…” 
 
    She pressed her lips to his. She now had one hand behind his head so he couldn’t move away, and her other hand was holding his balls. 
 
    Her lips were soft and warm. He could feel the plump curve of them. What was more important, he could taste her. 
 
    She tasted similar to Becky, but, of course, every woman is different. 
 
    She pressed herself against him. She forced him back on the bed and threw her leg over him hips. 
 
    He tried to speak, but all he succeeded in was spluttering. 
 
    She didn’t care about him trying to talk, she was voracious. She assaulted his lips, chewed on them. She ate his mouth, then she backed off. 
 
    “You’ll do.” 
 
    His dick was trying desperately to boner up now. His heart was pounding. 
 
    He had tried to avoid her kiss, but once started he had found himself, in spite of himself, sampling her lips with a fever. 
 
    She got off him, straightened out her hair, then went into the bathroom. She touched up her face, then came back into the room. 
 
    Brad was sitting, dazed, and wondering what the hell had just happened. 
 
    She went to the door, turned the knob and pivoted towards him. “You’ll do, Bradley. Just remember…tradition.” 
 
    She opened the door, stepped out, and Brad was left alone. 
 
    This was crazy. His prospective mother-in-law, his wife-to be’s mother, had just sexually attacked him. 
 
    He was going to have to tell Becky. 
 
    And what was he going to do about this thing on his cock? 
 
    Mrs. Samps must have taken the key, because he didn’t see it. 
 
    But why? 
 
    And what was this ‘tradition’ thing? 
 
    Finally, totally befuddled, he looked at his hand. He was still holding the bottle of champagne. He took a swig, then put it in the bucket, which was sitting on the floor. 
 
    He stood up and pulled his panties up. 
 
    His cock was going so crazy it hurt. It writhed and wiggled and pressed. It had a grip on him that made him horny even as it hurt. 
 
    He looked around for his pants and— 
 
    The door opened. 
 
    Tyrus Jr and Bucky staggered into the room. They were holding bottles of champagne, and those bottles were near empty. 
 
    “Hey! Look who it is?” Tyrus grinned. He was a big fellow, six inches taller than Brad, and 50 pounds heavier. And it was all muscle. 
 
    And Bucky was even bigger and stronger. 
 
    “It’s our new brudder!” Bucky took a big swig. 
 
    “Yeah!” 
 
    “Uh, hi, guys. I’ve got to get ready, so—“ 
 
    “Yeah, we came to help ya.” 
 
    The brothers snickered, swigged, laughed, and slapped each others backs. 
 
    “I have to put on my pants and shoes and…” 
 
    “That’s what we cam to talk to you about.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Well,” Tyrus snickered at Bucky, who snickered back. “We got a tradition.” 
 
    “I already know about your traditions.” 
 
    They looked at his groin and giggled.  
 
    “Yep. He knows.” 
 
    “But that ain’t all,” said Bucky. “There’s more to our traditions.” 
 
    Brad wasn’t particularly fond of his brothers-in-law to be. They spent a lot of time drinking and sniggering, and sometimes their remarks seemed a bit cruel. 
 
    “Yeah,” said Tyrus, “We got this other tradition that you need to know.” 
 
    “Listen, guys. I’ve got to finish up here, so…” 
 
    The brothers almost fell on each other, they laughed so hard. 
 
    Then Tyrus reached into his pocket and pulled out a weird thing. It was shaped like a little pear with a bulb on its end. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “Well, ‘brother dear,’ they laughed as they closed in on him. 
 
    He tried to back up and the brothers pushed him and he fell back on the bed. 
 
    “Get him!” 
 
    Tyrus yelled, and Buck grabbed his ankles and lifted. He was strong, and Brad was slender, and Buck bent his legs right over his shoulders and pushed down. 
 
    Brad was totally immobilized. He couldn’t move, and suddenly he felt Tyrus poking a finger at his asshole. 
 
    “Hey! What the fuck!” 
 
    “Hold still now, brother. I’m just greasing you up so our little pig poker will go in easy. You don’t want it to hurt now, do ya?” 
 
    “I want you to let me go!” 
 
    Then he felt the thing Tyrus had been holding touch his rectum. 
 
    He squeaked and thrashed, but Buck had him tight. 
 
    Pop! It went through the ring. It hurt, but not much. 
 
    “Thar she goes!” yelled Buck. 
 
    “Yeah. That was easy! Was this your first time, brother?” 
 
    “Get the fuck off me! Get that out of me!” 
 
    Tyrus did something, and Brad’s eyes bulged. The thing in his ass seemed to get bigger. It certainly wasn’t going to come out now! 
 
    “Okay, let ‘im go.” 
 
    Tyrus and Buck jumped back. Brad’s legs came down and he tried to kick, but the thing in his ass was creating a whole new range of sensations. He felt awkward, and weak, and his legs just sort of wiggled. 
 
    “Haw! Lookit that!” 
 
    The brothers leaned on each other and roared with laughter. 
 
    “Get this thing out of me!” sobbed Brad. He propped himself on his feet against the bed and reached between his legs. He managed to grab the lip of the thing, and he pulled.  
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “Goes in easy, comes out hard, less’n you got the key.” 
 
    Tyrus held up the key and laughed. 
 
    “Gimme that!” 
 
    “Aw, that ain’t the tradition,” chortled Buck. 
 
    Brad couldn’t think. What was supposed to be the happiest day of his life had turned into a tragedy. First his wife says he has to wear panties, then his prospective mother-in-law puts him in chastity, then his brothers to be put this thing up his ass! 
 
    “Come on now, brother, let’s get you. dressed.” 
 
    Brad struggled a bit, but the thing in his ass was so debilitating that the brothers handled him easily. They pulled his panties up over his chastity tube, then they pulled his pants on. 
 
    Tyrus pushed Brad back on the bed and he and Buck each grabbed a shoe and started putting them on. 
 
    “Now, you got to stop crying,” observed Buck. “It ain’t manly for the groom to cry at a wedding.” 
 
    But Brad couldn’t stop crying. 
 
    His cock was struggling even harder. The thing in his ass was pushing on his prostate and he felt like he had to pee. 
 
    They hoisted him to his feet, and—the door opened. 
 
    “Buck? Tyrus? Ain’t you done yet?” 
 
    It was Becky’s sister, Wanda. 
 
    “We’re all done, just waiting for you.” 
 
    “Well get the heck out of the way.” 
 
    She stepped in front of Brad. 
 
    “Brad, honey, we have a tradition in our family.” 
 
    Brad snuffled and tried to stop crying. 
 
    Wanda pulled his pants down. 
 
    Brad would have tried to stop her, but the boys suddenly had his arms. Besides, he was too weak to do much struggling. 
 
    “You have to wear this…” she held up a panty liner. 
 
    “Wha…wha…” 
 
    She pulled his panties out and fit the thing into his panties so it would absorb any discharge from his cock. 
 
    “What…please…where’s Becky?” 
 
    “Aw, he wants his little wifey,” snorted Bucky. 
 
    Wanda turned to Tyrus. Does he know about the fob?” 
 
    Tyrus shook his head, smothering a grin. 
 
    “You were just going to spring it on him in the middle of ceremony?” 
 
    Tyrus tried to keep it in, but a laugh burst through his compressed lips. 
 
    “Tyrus Samps Junior! You are the meanest…” Wanda stamped her foot in disgust and turned back to Brad. “Tyrus has a fob that when pressed will cause a vibration in your butt plug.” 
 
    Brad’s eyes widened. 
 
    “That’ll vibrate on your prostate and you’ll start to drip a bit.” 
 
    “Drip?” 
 
    “Yep. Right out the end of your dick.” She got a far away look in her eyes. “I remember my marriage. Little Dickie was so startled by his big dick spurting that he almost fainted. Buck and Tyrus had to hold him up so he could finish his vows. 
 
    Then it hit Brad. “Does Becky know about this?” 
 
    “Of course, silly.” 
 
    It unfolded in his mind. Walking up the aisle, saying his vows, and the sudden spurt of jizm. He wouldn’t be able to say no…all he would be able to do was groan and hold on to his wife to be. 
 
    What a terribly cruel trap! 
 
    “I know what you’re thinking. Dickie thought it, too, but it’ll be all right. You’re learn to love all the fun thing Becky does to you. I know Dickie learned to love all the things I do to him.” She turned to her brothers. “You fellows. want to help Bradley along?” 
 
    Tyrus and Buck each grabbed him by the upper arm and hoisted him. They walked him towards the door. Wanda opened the door and they all managed to squeeze through. 
 
    “Please…don’t…I don’t…” 
 
    “Give him a zap,” said Wanda as they walked down the hall. 
 
    ZZZZZ! 
 
    It was like somebody stuck a pole up his ass and swirled it around. He felt an electrical vibration hit his prostate, and his cock started to leak. 
 
    He didn’t like it. It was a little painful, but, the real problem, it was a lot of pleasure. 
 
    “Doan…” he burbled, trying to remember who he was. 
 
    “Told ya. Feels good, don’t it. But don’t you think about misbehavin’ just to get an extra jolt. 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    They reached the end of the hall and turned to the big double doors that lead to the church proper. 
 
    They stepped through and to one side. 
 
    Everybody present, the music was started up. 
 
      
 
    Holly came from Miami, F.L.A.  
 
    Hitch-hiked her way across the U.S.A.  
 
      
 
    Brad’s legs were shaking, his mind was scattered, but he recognized Lou Reed’s famous Ballad, ‘Take a Walk on the Wild Side.’ 
 
    “Hold on, brother. Here we go.” 
 
    Brad was pushed out into the aisle. 
 
    It was simple, all he had to do was walk up the aisle to where the preacher waited. 
 
    But the way his cock was confined, and especially the way the butt plug kept ZZZing every few seconds, it made the walk one of the longest walks Brad had ever taken. 
 
    To the sides people watched him. He managed to keep a fairly steady path, he was going to make it, then Tyrus buzzed his butt a long one and he staggered and wig wagged to the side. 
 
    He caught himself with one hand on the back of the pew. 
 
    People were watching him, judging him, thinking him drunk, thinking it was cute that he was crying at his own wedding. 
 
    He took another step, another, and Tyrus hit him again. 
 
    ZZZZ, and it seemed to go all the way up his spine. He realized then that there were various settings, and that Tyrus was upping the juice as he walked. 
 
    Then he wanted to hurry to the preacher. He wanted to get this over with. 
 
    Tyrus, however, was determined to make it last.  
 
    ZZZ! 
 
    ZZZZZZZ! 
 
    ZZZ! 
 
    Brad reached from the back of one pew to the next and staggered up the aisle. 
 
    A few people were muttering. 
 
    His legs were buckling, and, finally, reaching the preacher, Tyruss gave him a super ZZZZZZ! 
 
    Brad fell to his hands and knees. When he managed to push back so he was only on his knees, the music shifted to a more traditional strain. The wedding march, and Becky took one stop, another step, another step. 
 
    Brad heard people muttered about ho beautiful she was, how self assured. 
 
    And he felt terrible. He was like a shivering bug waiting for her. 
 
    Dum dum du dum. 
 
    It felt like the death march more than a wedding march. 
 
    Still, he waited, tears streaming down his face. 
 
    Becky arrived, and she turned to him and smiled down at him. 
 
    She was standing tall in her sexy high heels. He was on his knees, crying. 
 
    The preacher stepped forward. “Friends, we are gathered here today to…” 
 
    Brad could hardly hear the ceremony. Tears obstructed his vision, and when Becky took his hand he audibly sobbed. 
 
    “Do you take this man…” She did. 
 
    “And, Bradley, do you take this woman to be…” 
 
    Brad opened his mouth. He was going to protest. He was going to complain. 
 
    ZZZZ! 
 
    His butt felt like it was exploding, and he would have fallen if Becky hadn’t been holding his hand. 
 
    Brad looked past Becky. Tyrus had moved up to the side of the church and he held up his hand. The fob was in it. He moved his mouth, making obvious words but no sound. 
 
    ‘Tell her you love her forever.’ 
 
    Brad couldn’t help it. He was so confused and dazed, “I love you forever,” he sobbed. 
 
    He thought that would bring him relief, but Tyrus wasn’t about to let him off that easy. 
 
    ZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZ!” 
 
    Brad fell forward, grabbed Becky’s legs, and his cock started to let loose. 
 
    It spurted, dripping through the chastity tub. 
 
    Buck helped him to his feet, and the whole congregation gasped. His pants were turned dark where the semen was spurting. 
 
    Still, Becky grabbed his face with both hands and held it. She kissed him on the lips. It was a long, exciting kiss, and with ZZZZing going on Brad came even harder. His hips lurched, and then he collapsed. 
 
    There was a. moment of dead silence in the church, then everybody began to cheer. 
 
      
 
    Brad came to during the reception. He had actually been functioning for a while, walking around, talking to people, though he didn’t know who he was or what he was saying. 
 
    He just suddenly found himself shaking hands with somebody, mumbling something, he knew not what, and a stupid grin on his face. 
 
    “Way to go, Bro.” It was Buck to one side of him, keeping him on his feet. 
 
    Then Buck waved to somebody and music started up. Walk on the Wild Side again, and Buck guided him into Becky’s arms. 
 
    Brad shuffled, and looked around at the crowd. Old women smiling. Old men with looks pf perplexation. 
 
    “You were wonderful, Bradley.” 
 
    He looked at his beaming wife. It was the first time she had ever called him Bradley. 
 
    “I loved it when you cried, and then started cumming, I think every girl in the world is jealous.” 
 
    “Becky?” he asked. 
 
    “How’s your poor butthole, my love?” 
 
    It was at a low zzzz. Just enough to keep his dick wiggling, not enough to incapacitate. 
 
    “It…you knew they were going to…” 
 
    “Oh, honey! It’s tradition! Of course I knew. And I knew you would love it.” 
 
    “It would have been nice to have a head’s up.” 
 
    “What? And spoil the surprise?” 
 
    He said nothing for a moment. 
 
    “Close your mouth, honey, you’re drooling.” 
 
    He wiped his mouth and was surprised to find out she was right. He had been dancing with her with a slack mouth. 
 
    “Let’s go take these things off me.” 
 
    “Oh, we will. But we can’t for a while.” 
 
    “We can’t?” 
 
    “Oh, no. We still have the honeymoon to see to. Won’t that be fun?” 
 
    Brad blinked. Fun? How could fucking his new wife be fun if his pecker was locked up? How could he have fun if his prostate was getting vibrated so much he couldn’t stop cumming? 
 
    “Honey, I’m sorry, but I’m not used to this. It’s hard to even walk!” 
 
    “You’re dancing just fine,” she murmured, ignoring the fact that it was mostly her holding him up. 
 
    “Yeah, but my legs are buckling, I can’t walk on a straight line. It’s hard to even crawl!” 
 
    “You’ll just have to get used to it, Bradley. I won’t have you ruining my wedding day just because—oh, look! Mother wants a dance with you!” 
 
    Bradly looked around, tried to keep his head from waggling on his neck, and saw Mrs Samps standing next to the refreshments table and motioning to them. 
 
    Becky guided them over to her mother and turned Brad over to her mother. 
 
    “Careful, Mother,” she giggled. “He’s a little weak.” 
 
    Mrs. Samps took him in her arms, held him up, and moved him back out on the dance floor. 
 
    “You did well, Bradley.” 
 
    He was aware of here sizable breasts mashed against his chest. 
 
    “Try not to drip down there. I’d hate to make a mess on my dress.” 
 
    “I…okay…” 
 
    “So how are you doing…son?” 
 
    “I…you know what Tyrus and Buck did to me?” 
 
    “Of course. Wasn’t it nice of Wanda to give you the panty liner? It certainly helped defray the mess when you were exchanging vows. 
 
    “Exchanging vows? I was like a lamb led to the slaughter! I couldn’t stand up straight! I couldn’t even control my—“ 
 
    He had been about to say ‘cock,’ and loudly, but Mrs. Samps kissed him. 
 
    In front of hundreds of people. Right on the dance floor. 
 
    Brad’s eyes went wide as she chewed on his mouth, inserted her tongue, and even reached down and grabbed his dripping and packaged cock. 
 
    There was laughter across the floor as people noticed. 
 
    For a long minute she kept him prisoner, and he became very aware that she was stronger than him. 
 
    Then, suddenly, she let him go. 
 
    He would have fallen, but she held him up again. 
 
    “Muscle up, Bradley, dear. You’re going to have to learn how to go with the wind if you’re going to survive in this family.” 
 
    “Survive?” he sputtered, wiping his mouth. “What the hell is—“ 
 
    She kissed him again. 
 
    And, to make matters worse: ZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZ! 
 
    It was the mother of all buzzes, along with the mother of all kisses to the mother of all mothers. 
 
    He grew weak, his semen sprayed out through his cage and soaked his panty liner. His knees gave way and Mrs. Samps held him up, danced him across the floor like he was a rag doll. She handed him to Becky. 
 
    “Oh, mother,” laughed Becky, taking Brad in hand again. “You are so wicked!” 
 
    Everybody around them was laughing. 
 
    Brad tried to keep his feet under him. He blubbered, “I don’t understand!” 
 
    “It’s simple, Bradley. You’re a member of the family now, and you will have certain duties. You must keep me happy, and mother happy, and Wanda. You need to keep her happy, too. Even though she isn’t directly involved.” 
 
    “What about your brothers?” 
 
    “They’ll help you. They’ll guide you and help you along. Isn’t that sweet of them?” 
 
    A strange thought hit Brad. “Are they married?” 
 
    “Of course they are. Tyrus has got the most wonderful wives. Buck doesn’t have as many, but, Lord, does he love the big breasted beauties. 
 
    Brad held on. “Did they have to…did they go through this?” 
 
    “Of course not, silly. Their wives did though. They had the most wonderful weddings, and I was called on to help. It was wonderful. 
 
    Brad was standing on his own two feet now, but he felt as strong as a noodle without the flour. 
 
    “Honey, I don’t think I can live like this.” 
 
    She stopped dancing, held him at arm’s length and blurted, “What?” 
 
    “I can’t live with a chastity thing on my dick and some kind of gizmo up my butt. I can’t live a life where somebody makes me cum whenever they want to and I have no choice. I’m a man! I need to be in charge.” 
 
    Big tears started dripping from Becky’s eyes. 
 
    “Hey! Wait a minute. Please don’t—“ 
 
    “I can’t believe you said that, Bradley. I’ve given myself to you…” 
 
    He thought about his cock was confined and how contrariwise her statement was. 
 
    “…I’m your bride! And you just made your vows, complete with tears and orgasms…” 
 
    Orgasms? Uncontrollable spurtings of his dick? 
 
    “…and now you …you…Oh, Bradley!” 
 
    She had been holding a small bouquet of flowers in her hand and she threw it on the floor. then she turned and fluttered away, sobbing, head down, everybody staring. 
 
    “Hey! Wait a minute! I didn’t—“ 
 
    ZZZZZZZZZ! 
 
    It hit him, and it was the strongest buzz yet. His cock let loose, and he even felt his bowels trying to let loose. The thing in his butt stopped that, however. At least, stopped most of it. Some of the poop managed to squirt out around the thing in his ass. 
 
    Brad fell to his knees, then his hands, then he just lay out and gave a mighty groan and forgot about being aware.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Brad didn’t know when, exactly, he became aware. He just knew he was sitting and bouncing. And his cheek was against something flat and hard. A window. He stared at the countryside passing by. 
 
    Meadows, patches of wood. A farmer on a tractor pushing up a stump or something. 
 
    He was drooling on the glass. 
 
    “Unh,” he said. 
 
    “Looks like old Brado is coming back to life.” 
 
    Brad knew that was Tyrus. The rough, mean voice. The blubbery lips. The piggish eyes. 
 
    “Wha…” he muttered. He tried to push up but his arms were weird, and he realized that he couldn’t move his arms. They were somehow attached…oh, at the wrist. He was in handcuffs! 
 
    He sat up and the world spun a bit, and he listened to the brothers snickering. 
 
    “Hey, old Brado, take a swig.” 
 
    Buck held a brown bottle to his lips. The bourbon was good stuff. It wasn’t the cheap stuff that made you cough then burned all the way down. It was smooth, and there was a hint of burn, but mostly it just lit up his throat, then plopped into his belly and made him feel good. His head almost immediately stopped reeling. 
 
    “Where…where are we?” 
 
    “We’re going home, brother dear,” it was Wanda, but she didn’t sound too happy. 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    “What happened?” She sniffed, then let loose. “What happened is that you totally insulted our dear sister. She ran out crying. Mother took her ahead and is talking to her, but you’ve got a lot to answer for.” 
 
    “Yeah, bro. How come you did that?” 
 
    Tyrus’s forehead squinched down a bit. 
 
    “What the fuck.” he moved his head back and forth and tried to gather his thoughts. “What the fuck?” 
 
    “Using dirty words ain’t gonna get you nowhere,” Buck admonished. 
 
    “I get some weird thing locked on my cock,” he was suddenly aware that it was still there, and he was still dripping. His pants were soaked around the groin. “Then I get some weird thing shoved up my ass…” Yep, that was still there. It wasn’t being buzzed, but it was definitely rubbing on his prostate. “And then you start making that thing vibrate until I squirt all over the place…I can’t believe I couldn’t stop cumming…and you ask me what’s wrong?” 
 
    Tyrus put his big, thick arm over Brad’s shoulder. “You got to understand. We got traditions, and we got to take care of our little sister.” 
 
    Wanda looked at her brothers. “He really doesn’t get it. 
 
    “Maybe Becky shoulda told him a bit before…he really doesn’t understand?” 
 
    The family members were staring at him. 
 
    Brad took the whiskey from Tyrus. He lifted it and took a big gulp. He felt the burn, and he needed it. He handed the bottle back. 
 
    “I want to go home.” 
 
    “You’re going home,” said Buck. 
 
    “No! I mean the home where I lived before I got married and was totally embarrassed by that stupid ceremony.” 
 
    Tyrus cleared his throat. “You might nota understood everything, but that ain’t no call to insult us and our traditions.” He turned to Wanda. “Should we tell him now?” 
 
    Wanda sniffed and turned her head to look out the window. “Isn’t our affair. There’s some things a wife has to tell her husband all on her own.” 
 
    Brad was coming around more and more. He was in the back of a limousine with the children of Mrs. Tyrus Samps, excluding his new wife. The country they were passing through was rich farmland. There weren’t many cars on the road, but there were quite a few head of cows in the fields. 
 
    “So turn this thing around and take me home.” 
 
    Nobody said anything. 
 
    “Then just stop! I’ll find my own way home.” 
 
    “You don’t understand, bro,” Buck murmured. “You’re married now. You’re part of the family. Ain’t no way we can let a member of our family go off on his own. Heck, there ain’t no tellin’ what kind of trouble you’d get in. 
 
    “This is kidnapping.” 
 
    “Taking you home is kidnapping?” Tyrus actually seemed a bit confused. 
 
    “Isn’t kidnapping,” said Wanda.  
 
    “You’ve got me hand cuffed and you’re keeping me prisoner. I’d say that’s kidnapping. 
 
    “Oh, that’s just till we get you there. Then you’ll be all right. We’ll get the handcuffs off you and help you get acquainted and everything. 
 
    There wasn’t much more to say after that, so Brad just sat and turned his face to the window and looked out. 
 
    The brothers and sister looked at each other and shrugged. 
 
    When they offered Brad the bottle he did take it, however, and at one point he muttered. “I’m calling the police. The FBI. I’m pissed now.” 
 
    Pissed or not, the big limo shot down the country road. 
 
      
 
    One hour later, far beyond the last farm, probably a hundred miles from civilization, the limo turned off the road. It traveled between a pair of posts and up a poorly graveled road. Little dings started bouncing off the undercarriage of the car. 
 
    “Don’t mind that, bro,” said Buck. “They forgot to chip seal our driveway this year.” 
 
    “For two years, mumbled Tyrus. “We gonna have to get our own oiler if we’re going to have a proper driveway. 
 
    They drove through a forest of tall trees, then curved around the side of a mountain. In the distance Brad could see a tall silo, a couple of huge barns, and a large three story house. 
 
    As they came closer Brad could see that the house must be a hundred years old, but it was in good repair. There were gables and chimneys, outbuildings and lots of fences. The largest of the barns the doors were open and he could see a long row of cow asses. Apparently it was milking time on the Samps ranch. He could see rows of men and women putting on and taking off the suction tubes on the big udders. 
 
    In spite of his anger, he was impressed by the size of the operation. 
 
    “How many milk cows you have?” 
 
    The brothers and sister glanced at each other. This was his first conversation in fifty miles. 
 
    “We got almost a thousand head.” 
 
    Brad looked at the Samps offspring. It suddenly hit him. “Did Becky marry me because I got my degree in agriculture?” 
 
    “Wal, you have the pedigree, I guess,” Buck murmured. 
 
    Tyrus leaned forward. “Let’s get them handcuffs off you.” 
 
    He produced a key and quickly removed the cuffs. Brad rubbed his wrists, he stare levelly at the family, but his gaze was captured by the farm. 
 
    It was a massive operation. A thousand cows, they would need a couple of dozen employees. Milkers, people to see to the feed, people to tend the gardens. 
 
    No wonder Mrs. Samps was rich. And each of the children was afforded a good future. 
 
    And he was supposed to buy into this. 
 
    Not likely, with a thing up his butt and his penis caged. 
 
    The car pulled to a stop in front of the house. 
 
    Brad stepped out, but he moved gingerly. The thing wasn’t buzzing in his butt anymore, but he felt so darned awkward. 
 
    Walking, or moving, with that thing up his butt was like trying to walk while you were taking a shit. 
 
    Still, he was able to walk, be it like an old man, and the brothers and sister moved him up steps and into the house. 
 
    The house was as well kept up on the inside as the outside. There were couches and tables and chairs, and everything was clean.  
 
    “Hey, Sis!” 
 
    The reason it was clean came out of the hallway to the kitchen. She was four and a half feet tall and obviously had Downs. Her eyes were far apart and she was carrying a rag and some Lemon Pledge and she had a big smile on her face. 
 
    “Sissy, this is your new brother, Bradley.” 
 
    Sissy attacked him with a hug. He could feel her strength as she wrapped her arms around him. 
 
    “Oh, goodie! Hi, Bradley.” 
 
    Then she let go and stood back. “I get to clean the house!” She ran off with her rag and can of Pledge. 
 
    “Bradley! how nice of you to come.” 
 
    He looked up at the balcony. Mrs. Tyrus Samps was just starting to descend the stairs. She was wearing a robe that was barely fastened in the front and her large boobs were shifting about with every step. 
 
    She reached the bottom of the steps and hugged him. And grabbed his hand and raised it to her boob. 
 
    She stepped back and smiled. “Becky is upstairs, and you needed be afraid your terrible behavior has hurt her. I explained everything to her. You can go up there right now, if you wish.” 
 
    Brad wanted to ask when he could get a ride off the farm, but he figured he needed to find out some things before he made a break for it. Besides, he needed to get the prostate thing out of his butt, and the chastity tube off his cock. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “Upstairs, end of the hall on the right. 
 
    He started up the steps, and the family watched him. He had to move each foot slowly and mount each step gingerly.  
 
    When he looked back they all smiled and waved their hands to move him on. 
 
    Brad walked down the hallway. There were little tables with flowers in vases. There were a few pictures on the walls. There was a long runner. 
 
    He reached the end of the hall and looked into the room on the right. 
 
    Becky, looking stunningly beautiful in her wedding gown, was sitting in a rocking chair and looking out the window. 
 
    Brad cleared his throat. 
 
    Becky turned, jumped up, and ran to him. She put her arms around him and kissed him and began to cry. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Bradley, I should have told you about our ranch, and how you would be expected to take your place on the farm.” 
 
    Then she kissed him some more. 
 
    Finally, he managed to disentangle her, and he moved her to the rocking chair. He sat her down in it and he sat on the bed it was facing. 
 
    “Honey, I love you, but I don’t think I can live here.” 
 
    “But Bradley…” 
 
    He raised a hand and shook his head. “We talked about our plans before we were married, and you know what I wanted to do, but you never mentioned working on your family farm.” 
 
    “But you were excited to know Mother. You knew she was an important person in the agriculture community.” 
 
    “Being excited about a person is different than wanting to work for them.” 
 
    “But I just figured you would love it!” 
 
    “But you figured wrong. So I need a couple of things. I need this thing out of my butt…” 
 
    Becky smiled, but said nothing. 
 
    “And I need to get rid of the chastity thing so we can properly consummate our marriage.” 
 
    Now she frowned. 
 
    “And we need a ride back to the big city. I wanted to work at the University, maybe do a little consulting. Those were my plans and by not communicating about your ideas we’re sort of locked into that.” 
 
    She sighed. “Bradley. I want to take you on a tour of the ranch. I need to show you how big it is, and how valuable your work here would be.” 
 
    “And that’s fine. I’m more than willing to take a tour. But let’s get these things off me first.” 
 
    She bit her lip. 
 
    “I don’t have the keys. Let me take you on a tour, and then, if you still feel this way…” 
 
    His turn to sigh. He really wanted to be free. Still, best to just get a program started and get through it. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Becky brightened up. She had been sitting in her wedding dress, and she went to the closet for some work duds. 
 
    Brad gulped as she took her clothes and stood revealed before him. 
 
    She was so incredibly beautiful with her soft skin. Her eyes were so trusting and innocent. But seeing her magnificent bosom was what really did him in. He was sitting on the bed and his knees shook. 
 
    She must have heard him whine, or squeak, or something, because she stopped and turned to him. 
 
    “Oh, Bradley,” she came to him and hugged him. She kissed him, and she pushed him back and sat on him. 
 
    She could feel his cock cage and she grinned. “Don’t you just think that little cage is heavenly?” 
 
    “I wouldn’t say that,” he mumbled between her juicy kisses. 
 
    “But I can feel how hard the cage is.” She rubbed herself on him, ground her pussy on the cage. 
 
    He reached up and touched her breasts, and she let him. No shyness or avoidance now, she leaned into him and let him feel her. Her nipples were hard and she groaned and ground her vagina on his chastity cage again. 
 
    And again and again. 
 
    She  was humping the plastic tube that encased him, and he couldn’t feel anything, but she sure could. 
 
    “OH!” Her eyes opened wide. Then a series of shocks ripped through her body. 
 
    Brad stared at her. 
 
    She collapsed on him, then sighed, and he could feel her smile against his skin. 
 
    “Did you just…?” 
 
    “I came. Oh, honey. Thank you. It was glorious.” 
 
    She straightened up, then pushed off him, contentment on her face. “Let’s give you the tour now, all right?” 
 
    They walked downstairs, Becky holding his hand and smiling so happily. 
 
    “Buck! Tyrus! I’m going to show Bradley the farm!” 
 
    “Great!” said Buck. 
 
    “We’ll come along,” blurted Tyrus. 
 
    Great, thought Brad. He didn’t feel like having a couple of baby sitters along. 
 
    “Say, uh, do you think…” he pointed at his groin. 
 
    “Think what?” asked Buck. 
 
    “I can get these things off me? Out of me?” 
 
    Mrs. Samps was sitting in a chair and she said, “I’ll find the key while you’re gone.” 
 
    Find the key? He thought. How could you lose a key within a couple of hours? 
 
    Still, there was nothing he could do. 
 
    The small group, Brad and Becky and the two brothers, walked out on the front porch. 
 
    It was a gorgeous day, the sky was clear blue and the meadows and pastures stretched into the horizon. There were a few stands of trees, and in the far distance he could see the tops of trees. 
 
    They walked across to the barns, stopping at a fence to watch the big cows meandering in the distance. 
 
    “We’ve got the fattest cows. We’ve developed our own hormones, and they give the sweetest milk.” 
 
    They did look awfully big, and their udders hung low. 
 
    They entered the barn and it was a state of the art milking facility. Rows of stalls with milking machines. Tubes leading to a main pipe. 
 
    Brad watched as the men and women cleaned the udders with iodine, and attached the suction tubes. Gallons of hot, fresh milk ran through the tubes, and he could hear the unique chunka chunka of the machines, a small roar in the barn. 
 
    “We’ve thought about robotizing the process, but that’s a big expense and Mother wants to wait a while, let the process bugs be worked out, let costs come down.” 
 
    Brad was quite impressed. He studied the lay out, the conveyor belts, the efficient way the cows were handled. 
 
    It was a truism, happy cows give the sweetest milk. 
 
    After they were done with the barn they walked through the various buildings. There was small barn for horses, a tack room, even a forge for the small amount of blacksmithing the farm needed. 
 
    When they were done they were standing to the side of the barn, in the middle of a cluster of buildings. Brad had seen everything, but there was one building to the rear of the barn. It had a milk pipe coming out the side, and it was a large one. 
 
    “What’s that building?” 
 
    “Oh, nothing. It’s getting close to dinner time and…” 
 
    “I’d like to see it.” 
 
    The brothers and sister exchanged glances. 
 
    “It’s getting late, bro,” Buck put his arm around Brad’s shoulders and walked him towards the big house. 
 
    Brad had no choice. He couldn’t fight back with the thing moving back and forth in his butthole with every stride. Still, he looked about to protest, so Becky blurted, “Maybe Mother’s found the keys?” 
 
    That convinced Brad, but he still was curious about the one, lone building. 
 
    The group crossed the yard and entered the house. 
 
    “Sit down, children!” 
 
    They were all ushered into the big dining room and they sat at the big table and it was loaded with food. Steaks, potatoes, greens, fresh juice, homemade butter and gravy and just about everything a hungry soul could want. 
 
    Brad ate, and they all talked and joked and it was quite the happy scene. 
 
    Towards the end, when the cook brought out apple pie and ice cream, Brad asked about the keys. 
 
    “Good Lord! I can’t find them! I must have left them in town. I could swear they were with my jewelry, but..I’ll send somebody to town tomorrow to find them.” 
 
    Brad was pretty well crushed. Just sitting was rubbing on his prostate, and his cock, especially since Becky had gotten off on his tube, was trying to stand up. 
 
    It was a wonderful example of the hell of pleasure.  
 
    Or the pleasure of hell. 
 
    After dinner the family went their separate ways. The boys went into the billiards room to drink beer and play pool. 
 
    Wanda and Mrs. Samps sat in the parlor and read magazines and held small conversation. 
 
    Becky took Brad up to their bedroom. 
 
    Mrs. Samps smiled as she watched Becky lead him by the hand up the stairs. 
 
    In the bedroom Becky pushed Brad onto the bed and began making love to him. 
 
    Brad loved it, but hated it. His cock was trying to get harder and harder, and it was starting to hurt. 
 
    Becky took her top off and treated him to her own udders, and they were big and she demanded that he suckle them. 
 
    Then she moved his hands down to her groin and demanded that he finger her. She groaned and humped his fist, and he was astounded by the  aggressive way she demanded orgasm after orgasm. 
 
    “This is killing me,” Brad muttered. 
 
    “But what a sweet way to die. Eh, honey?” 
 
    She pulled his head down to her breasts yet again and began moaning. Then she pushed his head down further. “Can you eat me out, honey?” 
 
    Brad almost had no choice, she was so strong and so insistent. He found himself face deep in pussy, and she humped his lips and moaned and even pulled on her own tits. 
 
    “OH…OH…OH…” It was her biggest orgasm yet. 
 
    When she was rested she said, “I knew, when I first saw your lips, that you would be wonderful.” 
 
    What a strange thing to say. 
 
    “And then when Mother told me what a good kisser you were…Oh, honey, we’re going to be so happy!” 
 
    Brad just smiled, and then she pulled his hand down and made him finger her off. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Later, when Becky was asleep, Brad was wide awake. He was too horny to sleep. He felt like he had a live wire running up the middle of his chest. His cock was still trying to get hard, and the sensation in his butt was actually causing him to move his hips. He was starting to like the constant rubbing in his anal passage. It made him feel like he might be able to cum, even though he knew he couldn’t. 
 
    He stood by the window and looked out at the farm. He could see the cows in the distance, little dots in the moonlight. The big barn was dark and silent. The bunkhouse had no lights showing. 
 
    The farm was asleep. 
 
    Brad wondered about the little barn behind the big one. 
 
    He slipped into his clothes and tip toed silently out of the room. 
 
    He walked down the hall, listening carefully. 
 
    The brothers were snoring lustily. 
 
    In the big bedroom Mother was making moaning sounds in her sleep. Or…maybe not in her sleep. It sounded like there was some fapping going on. 
 
    Brad walked down the stairs, across the big room, and out to the porch. 
 
    The night was quiet, peaceful. The moon was a big ball in the sky, reflecting sunlight all across the farm. 
 
    Making up his mind Brad headed for the barn. He went around the corner of the barn and headed for the smaller building. 
 
    It was dark, silent, and almost ominous. 
 
    But how could a lone building be ominous? 
 
    He took hold of the latch, lifted, and opened the door. He stepped inside. 
 
    He could hear the sound of cows breathing in their sleep. 
 
    What was the point of isolating these cows? Were they newly designed? Were there inventions in here the family wanted to protect?  
 
    Brad reached for the side of the door and felt a light switch. He flicked it. 
 
    For a moment he took in the sleekly designed stalls, the milking machines, then he saw the cows, and his mouth opened. 
 
    He stared at the ‘cows,’ except they weren’t cows. 
 
    They were Hucows. 
 
    He had heard of such things, but nothing had ever been proven. Now it was. 
 
    The human cows lay on benches, their huge udders hanging through big holes in the benches. Their knees were on little platforms, as were their elbows. 
 
    Their bodies were thick, fat at the hips. Their faces were changed, altered. They were still human, but they were leathery, and their skin was blotchy white and black. Their hands and feet were encased in special shoes that looked like hooves. 
 
    Their eyes looked to be migrating to the sides of their placid faces. 
 
    One by one the strange creatures woke up. 
 
    “What’s happening?” 
 
    “It’s still night time!” 
 
    “My milk is going to be off. Somebody turn out the light.” 
 
    Several of the Hucows could see Brad. 
 
    “You’re new,” said one Hucow. 
 
    “Will you milk us?” 
 
    “I need a fucking.” 
 
    ZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZ! 
 
    The lights went out for Brad. 
 
     
 
    He heard a groan, and knew it was him. That was how he first knew he was awake. 
 
    He opened his eyes, and knew he was in a severely restricted position. 
 
    He swallowed, and his throat hurt. In front of him Mrs. Samps and Becky were in discussion. 
 
    “But we never do this!” 
 
    “We have to, child. We can’t let him leave with what he knows about us now 
 
    “But, Mother…” 
 
    “Hush, child, he’s awake.” 
 
    Becky turned towards him, saw his open eyes. It looked like she had been crying. “Oh, Bradley. Why did you have to go poking around where you shouldn’t. 
 
    “Where… ,” then he realized where he was. 
 
    He was in the little barn. And the severe restrictions he felt were a padded bench under him, his arms and legs chained to the legs. 
 
    “Good morning, Bradley,” Mrs Samps said. She came into the stall and sat on a milking stool next to his face. He could look at her by turning his head. 
 
    “Get me out of here,” he moved against the chains, heard the rattling sound, but he was secured. 
 
    “That’s the problem, Bradley, I’m afraid we can’t let you go.” 
 
    “What is this place.” 
 
    Mrs. Samps smiled ruefully. “This is our greatest invention. You have heard the stories of Hucows, and they are true, but rarely does anybody see a Hucow. That’s because when they are found they are transported to us.” 
 
    “But…but…how? Why?” 
 
    “How is easy. Arrest a Hucow, ship him, or her, up to me. Why…that’s sort of a sticky wicket. The elites in government have seen the profit potential in milking Hucows. The milk of a Hucow is incredibly rich. It is put in regular milk, in various foods, developed for medicines.” 
 
    “But these are people?” 
 
    “Maybe. But it’s moot, as long as they have monetary value.” 
 
    “So you…what? Just milk these poor souls?” 
 
    “We milk them, see to their needs. You certainly didn’t think I got as rich as I did by a simple dairy farm, did you?” 
 
    “I figured you had developed. certain methods.” 
 
    “I did, but only after the fact. I developed uses for milk and semen. I’ve developed medicines. I even figured out how to change a male into a female Hucow. There’s not much need for male Hucows. 
 
    “Oh, they’re good for a roll in the hay, they have such wonderfully big penises, but…they aren’t usually too smart.” 
 
    “I won’t tell anybody.” 
 
    “Not good enough. There’s always a risk. There’s too much at stake.” 
 
    Brad stared at her. Becky was sniffling next to her. 
 
    “One of the dangers of being an elite is cross breeding. One ends up with unfortunate children with a tendency to autism, Down’s, and so on. My family, and most elites, avoid this by breeding with less than elite people. Such as yourself.” 
 
    Brad looked a tBecky. “You married me for breeding purposes? Yet you don’t really want to fuck me?” 
 
    “Oh, Lord,” Mrs. Samps sniffed in disgust. “What elite member of society would want to breed with someone like you?” 
 
    Becky made a slight sobbing sound. 
 
    “No. We use you. We can use your semen for children. You make good workers. All the workers you see on the farm are like you. Supposedly intelligent people from select colleges, colleges which we have repurposed for a Hucow oriented society. Unfortunately, you discovered our secret, and that means we can’t use you. You haven't been properly indoctrinated. So, we will have to use you in another manner.” 
 
    “What manner?” he asked suspiciously. 
 
    At that moment Buck entered the barn. He was carrying a small case and he came right to Mrs. Samps. “Thank you, Buck.” She turned to Becky. “Would you like to do the honors?” 
 
    “Oh, Mother!” 
 
    “It will be easier if you do.” 
 
    Becky reached into the case and took out a syringe. It was already loaded, and she looked at Brad. 
 
    “Sorry, Bradley. I really loved you.” 
 
    She stuck the needle into his buttocks. 
 
    It hurt.  
 
    He howled. 
 
    “What did you do?” 
 
    “We are converting you, Bradley, into something a bit more useful.” 
 
    “But I’m smart! I have an education!” 
 
    Mrs. Samps chuckled. “All the Hucows here are educated. You’ll be able to have the most educated conversations. 
 
    Mrs. Samps rose then, and Buck and Becky accompanied her out of the barn. Becky kept looking back and sniffling. 
 
    The last thing Brad heard was Buck speaking to Becky as he patted her on the arm. 
 
    “There, there, sis. I’ll give you a poke, if you want. That always takes your mind off your miseries.” 
 
    Then the light was switched off and the barn was quiet. 
 
    Brad was silent, gulping, terrified. 
 
    “You are Bradley?” 
 
    Brad jerked at the husky voice. “Who’s that?” 
 
    “I’m Dicky. I’m married to Wanda.” 
 
    Brad stared into the darkness. “You…” 
 
    “It’s okay. I guess you’re my brother. Brother-in-law. Do you know any higher mathematics?” 
 
    “Math, snorted a gruff voice out of the darkness. Math seeks infinity. The real solution is in the study of languages. Only when one is able to conjugate a verb and translate nouns will one be capable of true understanding.” 
 
    “I’ve been wondering whether Einstein was right when he claimed that light is a photon.” 
 
    Brad opened his mouth to speak, but the Hucows all had vast intelligence. They were all well cultivated, and they kept talking and talking. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Brad waited patiently for the worker to attach his suction tubes. It was a new worker, and he was a bit fumble fingered. When the tubes were affixed, however, the suction felt so wonderful. 
 
    His neck had stiffed a bit, but he could feel his great udders hanging beneath him. 
 
    His hearing was quite acute, and he could hear the liquid sloshing in the tubes that led away from his stall. His big titties felt so wonderful being sucked on. 
 
    He heard the door open and Buck came in. 
 
    “Hello, Buck.” 
 
    “Hi Bro. You ready for a little fun?” 
 
    “I would love for my vagina to be scratched. I’ve got a terrible itch.” 
 
    Buck entered the stall and walked behind Brad. He dropped his drawers and moved up to Brad’s big, red asshole.  
 
    Buck was somewhat of a mental midget, but he was a penile giant. 
 
    Buck slapped some lube onto Brad’s asshole and began to fist him. 
 
    “Oh, that feels so good!” Brad lowed. 
 
    “How about this?” Buck pushed his hips forward and his big penis slid smoothly into Brad’s heinie.  
 
    During his transition from man to Hucow Brad had thought of his back passage in many ways. 
 
    Asshole, man pussy, and now just pussy. 
 
    “Oh, yes. You are the man, Buck.” 
 
    Buck rocked back and forth, happily plumbing Brad’s back end. 
 
    “Say, how’s you and Becky doing?” 
 
    “She’s very mad at me.” 
 
    “How come?” 
 
    “We got into a discussion as to what would happen if bit coins had to be backed up by a gold standard and she got pissed off.” 
 
    “Women,” snorted Buck. He gave a jerk and began spewing his seed into Brad’s butt. 
 
    “Say,” Buck asked when he was done and wiping off his cock. “You been jacked lately?” 
 
    “They’ve been sadly lax, bro. Could you take the time?” 
 
    “‘Course I can.” Buck sat on a stool, put a bucket under Brad’s rather large penis He put his hands around it and started masturbating Brad. 
 
    Brad grunted. 
 
    “There are certain benefits to the male anatomy,” muttered Brad. 
 
    “You can say that again, bro.” 
 
    “So tell me, Buck, do you think Nixon should have taken us off the gold standard in 1971?” 
 
    Buck grunted. “You keep talking like that and you’ll never cum.” 
 
    “Oh, sorry. Let me focus.” 
 
    A moment later the first big splatters of Hucow semen hit the bottom of the bucket. 
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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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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Hey, honey,” Johnny said, entering the kitchen from the garage. “How was your day.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    He looked at her. Her attitude was a bit weary. 
 
    “Okay, so what’s happening.” 
 
    “Oh, nothing.” 
 
    “Come on, tell me what’s cooking. Don’t make me read about it in the newspapers.” 
 
    She gave a half snort half giggle, then turned to him. “Let’s talk about us.” 
 
    “I’m outa here,” Johnny turned and headed for the door. 
 
    “Johnny!” 
 
    He turned back with a grin. “Just kidding. Have I not been boffing you enough?” 
 
    “Well, it’s not that.” 
 
    “Oh, I’ve been too horny. You’re tired of my amazing dick.” 
 
    “Well, not exactly.” 
 
    “Exactly? Are we homing in on the problem at least?” 
 
    “No, I mean, it does have to do with sex, just, not exactly what you mentioned.” 
 
    Johnny tilted his head slightly, his eyes closed a little, and he contemplated for a second before he said, “Okay, this is obviously going to be some serious shit, so let’s down the bottle.” 
 
    Actions accompanying words, he went to the liquor cabinet and got down some Yellowstone bourbon. 
 
    “You think they made this before the TV series? 
 
    “Have no idea. Hand me the Cock? Uh, Coke? 
 
    She laughed and handed him two cans. 
 
    Johnny filled the glasses with ice, then added the bourbon. Lastly he poured the Coke in, and swirled the glasses with his hands. 
 
    “It ain’t perfect, but…here goes.” 
 
    He handed her one of the glasses and said,  
 
      
 
    “Under the palate 
 
    over the gums. 
 
    Look out stomach 
 
    here it comes! 
 
     
 
    They each took a big sip. 
 
    Johnny liked strong drinks, and Tammi opened her eyes and wiggled the fingers of one hand. 
 
    “Woo!” 
 
    “That’ll put hair on your chest,” Johnny quipped. 
 
    They stood in the kitchen, looking at each other, blinking from the chemical reaction of the bourbon on their brains. 
 
    “Hell,” said Johnny. “Let’s make a day of it.” 
 
    He grabbed the tray of ice from the fridge, the remaining cans from the six pack, and said, “Bring the bottle, honey. And bring your lips, too.” 
 
    Tammi picked up the bottle by the neck and followed Johnny out to the patio. 
 
    They had worked long and hard to get this house, and one of the features they loved most was the swimming pool. 
 
    It was rectangular, but with a pile of rocks at the deep end. A little waterfall refreshed the pool always, and the shading of trees kept everything cool. 
 
    At the shallow end of the pool, under the eaves, Johnny slid a couple of lounge chairs into place and plopped down. Tammi plopped next to him. They were, of course, naked by now. 
 
    He smiled, observing the way her bosoms jiggled. 
 
    “Have I ever told you that you have the best boobs in the world? 
 
    “They should be, we paid enough for them.” 
 
    “And worth every penny.” 
 
    They sat and watched the cool water, and Johnny made the first statement. “Okay, is this going to be one of those things where I don’t cum until I give in?” 
 
    “Now that’s an idea. But let’s see how it goes first.” 
 
    “All right. Is it animal, mineral or vegetable?” 
 
    “Animal.” 
 
    “Okay, you’ve decided to join a gang. You’re going to have ‘His Mama’ tattooed on your ass, you’re going to pull the train every night, and you want me to hold your purse while you do this.” 
 
    Tammi put a finger to hr lips. “Hmmm. We might have two problems.” 
 
    “Fuck. Me and my big mouth.” 
 
    “Honey, eat me out while I figure out how to break the news to you.” 
 
    He didn’t hesitate. He jumped out of his lounge chair, knelt at the bottom of hers, and moved his head up between her thighs. 
 
    “Mmmm.” Tammi loved it when his talented tongue did nasty things to her. 
 
    He pulled her labia apart and slopped his tongue into the crevice. The flesh was very slick there, and his tongue went skating. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” she whined. “That feels too good!” 
 
    He pushed his head forward and sucked, then stuck his tongue into her. 
 
    “Oh!” Her hips lurched. 
 
    He moved up her body, put his fingers to her pussy and his tongue to her tits. He sucked on her nipples, hard, and she groaned. Then he moved his fingers into her and started stirring her insides. 
 
    “Oh, God!” 
 
    Then he moved up further. It was awkward on these lounge chairs, but he inserted his penis into her snatch. 
 
    Her eyes widened and she gasped. For a long minute she groaned and moved her hips. 
 
    He stopped. “Should I squirt or get out?” 
 
    “Oh, God!” She looked up at him. She wanted him to squirt in the worst way, but she knew she had to have him horny if she was going to sell her plan to him. “Out! Get out.” 
 
    It was obviously hard for him to pull back, even painful, but he did it, and he gave his own loud groan. 
 
    “This better be good,” he gulped as he sat back on his lounge chair. 
 
    “Let’s dip.” 
 
    She stood up and led the way to the pool. Her ass swayed in a perfect rhythm, and he sighed. His cock was straight out and desperate. 
 
    They dove into the pool. She felt the water sloop over her breasts as she crawled across the water. 
 
    He felt his dick being pulled, as if by a gentle watery hand, as he followed her. 
 
    They frolicked. They splashed each other. She swam over him and pulled herself over his penis. She held on and said, “Fuck me but don’t cum. Get close. Real close.” 
 
    He was all too happy to follow her instructions. He grunted and held her up and kept pushing into her. 
 
    Her eyes rolled back a bit as he savaged her, then he backed off, pulled out, and was almost crying as he back stroked away. 
 
    “Crap. This is as hard on me as it is on you.” 
 
    They swam in circles. He moved up and nestled his cock between her ass cheeks. 
 
    “You want it up the chute?” he nuzzled her neck and whispered in her ear. 
 
    “Mmm, not yet.” 
 
    He pushed his cock against her butt, wished he had permission to fuck her ass, but, no permission, no fuck. 
 
    She stepped up the stairs at the shallow end, went to the chairs and made two more drinks, then sat down. 
 
    A minute later he stepped out and took his place, and his drink. 
 
    “How long are you going to torment me before you tell me what’s going on?” 
 
    “Right now,” she said. 
 
    “And then can we fuck?” 
 
    “Maybe.” 
 
    He made a whimpering sound, then drank a big glug. 
 
    She sat on the chair, a stunning woman, so happy in all her ways, but one more thing would be the icing on the cake. She turned to Johnny. 
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “You know how you love to wear my underwear?” 
 
    He smiled. “I certainly do. I wish men’s underwear was that nifty.” 
 
    “Nifty,” she snorted at his choice of words. 
 
    “And you know how, around the house, I’m usually in charge?” 
 
    “I’m in charge at the office, you’re in charge at home. It’s traditional.” She stated. 
 
    “So you want to be in charge at the office? Let me hang out and watch soap operas and eat chocolates? Is that what this is about?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Oh, my God! It is! I guessed it!” 
 
    “Well, it is, but not exactly.” 
 
    “Now you’ve got me totally puzzled. Tell me what’s going on, woman.” 
 
    She sat up and pivoted towards him. He made the last pair of drinks, and she pulled her lounge closer to his. 
 
    She reached down and grabbed his cock with both hands. She began stroking and fondling. 
 
    He moaned. “Not too much or I’m going to squirt.” 
 
    She lightened up, a feather stroke on his cock head, and massaged his balls, treating them like they were ben wah balls. 
 
    “Heysoos,” he breathed. 
 
    “Okay, Johnny, this is what’s happening. Do you remember Shiela Yount?” 
 
    “Oh, sure. She’s that hot, little number. I was lusting after her, but she seemed to prefer you. She wore a black dress and you could see her nipples. Her body was 36 by 24 by 36, long, dark hair that looked like it smelled so good. And—AIEE!” 
 
    Tammi grinned, then let go of his cock. “Easy, tiger.” 
 
    “Okay. She was a drab witch with a dumpy face. No body at all.” 
 
    Tammi chuckled. “That’s my man.” Then she sobered up. 
 
    “Shiela Yount was a man.” 
 
    Johnny blinked, ignored her heavenly hand and sat up. “What?” 
 
    “Yep. Shiela Yount used to be Jeremy Yount.” 
 
    Johnny was stunned. He just sat there and examined his feelings. Shiela Yount was, despite the hand threatening to strangle his penis, one of the most beautiful women in the world. All the men lusted after her. He had even flirted, in a harmless manner, with her. 
 
    Which meant that he had flirted with a man. 
 
    What the fuck was the world coming to? 
 
    “What are you thinking.” 
 
    “I am thinking,” he faced his wife, “that I had a tremendous boner for her. And what does that make me?” 
 
    “A man. She looks like a woman. She acts like a woman. No way to tell she isn’t a woman. Unless you get that close.” 
 
    Johnny shook his head. “My God. Wait until I tell the guys. Jim will—“ 
 
    “No.” 
 
    He looked at her. 
 
    “This was given to me under confidence. Not a word to anybody.” 
 
    “But you’re sure?” 
 
    “One hundred per cent.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “My source knows the doctor that does all her work.” 
 
    “My, God!” Then he came to himself. He focused on her, knowing that something more than skittles was up. “What does this have to do with me?” 
 
    “You’re a beautiful man. You wear your hair long, your bone structure is perfect, you’re slender without being skinny. 
 
    He was shaking his head now, figuring out where she was going. 
 
    “You’re not…you don’t want me to…” 
 
    “I would like you to consider becoming a more beautiful person.” 
 
    Johnny was frozen, though his mind was churning a million miles an hour. 
 
    Tammi changed paths a little bit. “Johnny, we have sex, and it’s good. But it’s the same old, same old. You put your dick in me and squirt—“ 
 
    “Or don’t,” he murmured. 
 
    “Or don’t,” she agreed. “But that just proves it. There was a time when you couldn’t control yourself, when you couldn’t pull back. I would like to up our lives, get back to that primal lust that drove us in the beginning.” 
 
    “So….I become a woman.” 
 
    “Not all the way.” 
 
    “How do I become a woman but not all the way?” 
 
    There are two hormones. One is testosterone and the other is estrogen. If we increase your estrogen you’ll start changing. But if we monitor your testosterone your dick won’t shrink. Just think, you’ll have a sexy body, and yet under the dress you’ll have that big, mighty, stiff penis.” 
 
    Johnny got a far away look in his eyes. 
 
    A female body. A dick. A shemale, in essence, but…he didn’t think he could soften his personality. 
 
    “Physically, I suppose it’s possible, but my personality…I don’t think I could adapt.” 
 
    “I’ll help you.” 
 
    “You’ll help me.” 
 
    “I’ll take charge. You’ll still go to work, it’s your company and nobody is going to care if you transition.” 
 
    “Hell,” he snorted. “They’ll just go from calling me that old bastard to calling me a bitch.” 
 
    Tammi was talking less now. She had made her pitch, and it was time to let the possibilities sink in. 
 
    “So I would have tits.” 
 
    “Big ones. Hormones will help you grow, but I don’t want to wait. I want to give you vacation boobs, stretch out your skin until you can accommodate large breasts. 
 
    “How large?” 
 
    “You’ve got a male chest, slightly wider, you’ll need very large bosoms to look natural. Heck, Consider Shiela Yount.” 
 
    Johnny did. That was one of Shiela’s selling points, large breasts. He looked into his mind’s eye and realized that Shiela must have had gynormous implants. 
 
    Tammi got up and got some more ice, some more Coke. The conversation had suddenly sobered them up, and she knew Johnny would appreciate a bit of lubrication. 
 
    She got back, they sipped, and he said, “What if I want to get my peeny cut off?” 
 
    She grunted noncommittally. 
 
    He wasn’t really serious, he was just talking while his mind went riot. 
 
    “This is a lot, you know?” 
 
    “I know, so I wanted to propose a half measure.” 
 
    “A half measure?” 
 
    “Yep. I’m going to give you a couple of things to do, then we’ll see how you feel about it.” 
 
    “A couple of things like…?” 
 
    “For starters, you’re going to start wearing female underwear.” 
 
    “I can do that.” 
 
    “All the time.” 
 
    He sighed, accepting what she was saying. 
 
    “I want to start using female products on you, get you used to pampering yourself. We’ll shave your body, work on your hair a little, and it’ll pretty much all be under the radar. Or under your clothes, so to speak.” 
 
    They drank, they talked. Johnny jumped into the pool and swam around for a while, then got out and sat down again. 
 
    “And when did you want to start this?” 
 
    “This afternoon.” 
 
    “And I can change my mind if it gets too much for me.” 
 
    “Yep. With a provision.” 
 
    “What provision?” 
 
    “If you dig your heels in you have to wait three days before you are released from our bargain.” 
 
    He nodded slowly. A grace period. A chance for Tammi to work on him, get him through his reservations. 
 
    They drank some more. 
 
    “And what about sex?” 
 
    “Once you’ve reached a certain point I’m going to want sex, probably a lot more than you can deliver. But until you reach that point I don’t want you to cum.” 
 
    He stared at her. “This afternoon was to set me up. You know how much I love the denial game.” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “You figure if I’m kept horny then I won’t be so willing to end the game.” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    He heaved a deep breath, took a big sip, and his eyes went into a far distance. 
 
    Become a woman, but with a male appendage. 
 
    The sex would be incredible. 
 
    “I’d be walking around trying to make myself beautiful all the time.” 
 
    He was just whispering, thinking out loud, and she didn’t say anything. 
 
    “I’d have to go shopping.” 
 
    “You’ll forward to going shopping…once you have your body.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Estrogen, no testosterone blockers. It could work.” 
 
    “Honey, you know it will work.” 
 
    “Okay. I’ll try it.” 
 
    Just like that. 
 
    Tammi controlled her smile. 
 
      
 
    The fun started just a few minutes later. Tammi led Johnny into the house and handed him a bottle of Nair. 
 
    “Apply, wait until it burns, rinse your hair off.” 
 
    Johnny looked down at his chest. He didn’t have a lot of hair, but…but he was about to be bald on his whole body. 
 
    He followed her instructions, made sure he slathered the goop over his groin and his asshole, and 20 minutes later he stepped out of the shower. His skin felt weird. Oddly, like his hairs were standing on end. But he had no hairs to stand. 
 
    Tammi was waiting. She rubbed body cream on to his flesh. “We’re going to make your skin so soft,” she murmured. 
 
    Johnny liked getting his whole body rubbed. He especially liked it when she stroked him close to the edge. 
 
    He had a feeling that with a few days of being edged he was going to be climbing the walls. But, what the heck. He was always up for a challenge. 
 
    “Now then,” Tammi said. “Lie on your belly.” 
 
    “I, uh…my boner won’t let me.” 
 
    “Use a pillow.” 
 
    He scrunched up a pillow and lay on it. His dick was still bent a bit, but it wasn’t bad. His butt was up in the air. 
 
    “Okay, honey, I’m going to put a butt plug in you.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’re worn one before, so just relax.” 
 
    She wormed a finger into him, then two, and slowly reamed him. 
 
    Johnny groaned. It felt too good. He wanted to cum. Funny, his butt takes it but his dick wants to squirt. 
 
    Tammi rubbed his cheeks for a moment, then pulled them sideways and placed the plug at his star. 
 
    Gently, taking her time, she wormed it into place. 
 
    Johnny loved it. He was so relaxed there wasn’t any pain, and he felt the thing rubbing on his prostate. 
 
    This was going to be hard. He was already horny, and now his prostate gland was going to be massaged. 
 
    “Okay, this is a small one, but it shouldn’t cum out. If it does, wash it off with soap and water and re-insert.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “If you have to poop, take it out, and when you’re done wash it off and re-insert.” 
 
    “And what’s this going to do?” 
 
    “It’s going to loosen your hips.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “Now, as for your cock. I’ll be ordering a chastity tube for it, so you won’t have any accidents.” 
 
    Now Johnny was mentally groaning. Locking up his dick? That was serious shit! 
 
    Watching Johnny closely, making sure the procedure didn’t overwhelm him, she handed him panties, nylons, garter, and bra. 
 
    He inspected each item closely, and his expression was most inscrutable. 
 
    His cock was as stiff as it had ever been. 
 
    He looked down. “I’ll look pretty obvious in a dress.” 
 
    “Chastity will handle that.” 
 
    “Does Shiela Yount have a chastity thing? 
 
    “Shiela went the whole route. Not to getting her dick cut off, but she takes a chemical that renders her limp.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Johnny stared at her. “Did you think about that for me?” 
 
    “I considered it, of course, but that’s an individual decision.” 
 
    “Would you miss my dick?” 
 
    “Yes and no.” 
 
    He looked askance at her. 
 
    “Yes, because I love your dick. But no, dildos and strap ons are quite popular now.” 
 
    Johnny got dressed. The panties were uncomfortable, but Tammi said she would get some other panties, sissy panties, with a little stretch in the front for his pouch. 
 
    The bra was tight, but not obvious. He could wear a jacket and nobody would see the straps. 
 
    The nylons were cool. They were sexy. He loved them. 
 
    The garters were cool, too. 
 
    And, the butt plug was doing its job. No matter what he did, take a step, sit down, it felt like he was getting gently fucked. They had played anal before, but only with fingers. Now he was permanently stopped up, and it was kinky. The pressure on his prostate was a constant, and his horniness grew geometrically. 
 
    “Okay, honey. You’re good for today. I’ll expect you to wear these things under your regular guy clothes through the week. By next weekend we’ll be ready for phase two.” 
 
    “Okay,” he said, getting up and turning to the mirror. He was stunned by how feminine he looked. 
 
    He turned, smiled at her, then started out of the room. 
 
    “Where do you think you’re going?” 
 
    He was confused. “I thought we were done?” 
 
    “You’re done, but I’m not. Do you know how horny this makes me? I am positively dripping down there.” 
 
    “Honey! I can’t fuck you with my dick! I even get close to your pussy and I’m going to squirt my brains out.” 
 
    She smiled. “You’ll have to use your beautiful lips.” 
 
    He stared at he. He was so stiff he was hurting. He wanted to fuck so badly…and yet all he was going to get was cunnilingus. 
 
    Tammi sat on the bed, spread her legs, and scooted back. 
 
    Helpless, moving in spite of himself, Johnny knelt on the bed. He moved his face down to her junction and began pleasuring her. 
 
    “Oh, yeah…” 
 
    Johnny lapped, and she held his head in place and lightly fucked his tongue. 
 
    “Do you know what this is like? Fucking a woman?” 
 
    He did, but his mouth was too busy to comment. 
 
    “This is heaven. You’re so beautiful. I can’t wait to see you in boobs, wearing dresses. I’m going to fuck you every which way but loose.” 
 
    He redoubled his efforts, her talking making him even more excited. 
 
    “FU-U-U-U!” 
 
    Her hips rose up and mashed his face. She clawed at his hair and pushed him down into her crotch. 
 
    For a second Johnny thought he was going to suffocate, or drown, or something, then she relaxed and he was freed. 
 
    “Oh, honey, that was beautiful. I can’t wait to fuck you!” 
 
    Johnny was gasping, and his dick…God, his dick! 
 
      
 
    Johnny went to work wearing panties and bra, nylons and garters. And a butt plug. He could feel his legs rubbing inside his trousers, and  the plug against his prostate. It felt so incredibly good. 
 
    He kept his jacket on all day and nobody noticed. 
 
    He did get a few looks, though. 
 
    Not for the physical, for nobody could see that. But there was just something softer in his attitude. He didn’t snap out commands. He didn’t act unreasonable. 
 
    The people seemed to like it better. 
 
    And, as the week progressed, they liked it better and better. A few of the girls actually started talking to him. 
 
    By Friday the company had a different attitude. People were more relaxed, and production was actually going up. 
 
    Johnny marveled at that. Why would his stopping cracking the whip result in better job performance? 
 
    He arrived home, and Tammi was ready for phase two. 
 
      
 
    Tammi had been sexing him up all week long. He came home she sucked on him. At bed time he got between her legs. In the morning she awoke him by straddling his face and stroking his penis. 
 
    And always she grabbed the base of his plug and wiggled it. 
 
    The result was that all Johnny wanted to do was see her. He wanted to be with her, to hang with her, most of all, to feel her. 
 
    He was growing to enjoy this constant mouth sex they were having. And so what if she got to cum and he didn’t? 
 
    On Friday, when he arrived home, she handed him a small box and said, “You’ve got to get soft.” 
 
    “You’ve got to be kidding.” He looked down at his dick. It was a proud flagpole if ever there was one. 
 
    “Not kidding. Now, there are several methods we could use.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “We can try the old bag of frozen peas trick. Slap a bag of frozen peas on your Willy and he’ll be chilly.” 
 
    He chuckled. 
 
    “Or, second method, I could spank your peeny.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She giggled. “Okay, I researched it, how do get rid of an erection. You can exercise, or take a cold shower, take paracetamol or Ibuprofen, meditate, and so on. But let’s face it,” she took his cock and shook it, “They way I’ve been working this bad boy you might need a bag of peas or a good peeny spanking. You can try the other methods, but are you man enough to withstand a penis spanking?” 
 
    He stared at her “You’re serious.” 
 
    “Absolutely. But we only need to spank it once. Then it will be safe and sound, and there won’t be any possibility of accidents. 
 
    “You’re serious.” 
 
    She laughed. “Or we can have a doctor operate and give you something called a ‘shunt,’ or we can give you castration chemicals, or…” she shrugged. Her eyes were filled with laughter. 
 
    He opted for a run, followed by a cold shower. The run brought it down enough, however, and Tammi slipped the ring and the tube on and locked them together. 
 
    “Oh, I like this,” she giggled, shaking his caged cock. 
 
    He groaned. His weeny was trying to get hard, pressing against the sides and end of the chastity tube. It hurt, but not too much. 
 
    She pulled him by the caged cock towards the bedroom. “Okay, baby, let’s see if your cock can bust out of prison. 
 
    She lay down on the bed and beckoned him. 
 
    He went down on her. He ate her, and his penis demanded attention. He licked her and sucked her. He pulled on her tits, and she got off. 
 
    He just got hornier. 
 
    “Whew,” she said. “That was good. Are you ready for round two?” 
 
    “Oh, baby, I’m ready!” 
 
    She laughed, and opened her bottom dresser drawer. She took out a strap on and a big penis. 
 
    “What? Are you serious?” 
 
    “You keep asking that,” she said, as she helped him step into the strap on. 
 
    He looked down to see the big, black dick jutting forth. It was bigger than his dick, and that didn’t make him feel all that good. 
 
    “Okay, honey. Do me.” 
 
    She lay on the bed again. 
 
    Johnny climbed on to the bed, and it felt like he was in a dream. He had a dick…but he couldn’t feel it. And his real dick was scrunched up and crying. 
 
    Actually crying, like tears of pre-cum. 
 
    He knelt over her, and he had never seen her look so excited. They had never played with strap on—why bother when they had his dick to play with?—but she was looking at that big, black dick like it was the second coming of Heysoos. Or maybe that should be the second ‘cumming’ of Heysoos. 
 
    He touched the head of the dick to her pussy and she took in breath. She watched him, totally excited. She had never looked that excited over taking his real dick. 
 
    He slid into her. It was a tighter fit because the dick was bigger. She asked him to stop. He held a push up over her while she used her fingers to pull the lips of her hole out so she could accommodate the giant. 
 
    Slowly, bit by bit, inch by inch, he penetrated her. 
 
    Her eyes got a far away look in them. She was only aware of the big penis, she didn’t care about him. 
 
    And he was apart from it all. He was fucking the most beautiful woman, the woman that he loved, and he couldn’t feel a thing. All he could do was watch her react to the intrusion of the monster in her hole. 
 
    “Oh, fuck, honey. We should have done this long ago.” 
 
    Not able to feel anything, he became fascinated by what she must be feeling. He watched the way her lips trembled, and he dared to kiss them. To somehow share in her pleasure. 
 
    She became aware of him, and she held on to him. Little tears appeared at the corner of her eyes. “Fuck me, honey. Use that big dick and ream me out. Fuck me so my hole is twice as big.” 
 
    His head exploding with such talk, he began to drive the big weenie into her. 
 
    She gasped with every plunge, she held on when he pulled out. She grasped him with the strength of a madman in between. 
 
    Johnny began to use his male strength. He fucked her, and became brutal, and the more brutal he became, the more she seemed to like it. 
 
    “Oh, God!” she kept saying. 
 
    He pressed his hips down against hers, and the thing was deeply embedded. 
 
    She could feel it so very deep inside her. 
 
    “More!” she whispered. “Harder.” 
 
    Then he wondered where she was going to get this kind of fucking if he turned into a woman. 
 
    He slowed down, stopped, and she looked at him with a frantic look in her eyes 
 
    “What’s wrong? Come on!” 
 
    “Who’s going to fuck you like this when I’m a woman?” 
 
    “Heysoos Xristo!” she shrieked. “Who cares! Just fuck me now! Gimme the dick! Now!” 
 
    So he did. Putting aside his own considerations. After all, it was bull shit, right? She would always love him. Right?” 
 
    And he drove that dick deeper and deeper, until she was pounding on his back, out of her mind, cumming again and again and again.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    He was surprised to find that he was getting off on Tammi loving the big dick. Yes, he wanted to cum, and he was walking around in a fever heat, but her wanting the big, black dick was actually exciting. 
 
    How could that be? he wondered. 
 
    But, truth, other things were happening to him that were taking his mind off his wife’s preferences. 
 
    On Friday, of the first week of wearing the chastity tube, he had an appointment with the doctor. The same doctor that had worked on Shiela Yount. 
 
    The doctor was a woman, and she didn’t care why Johnny wanted boobs. She just gave him a professional smile, and had him lay down on a table. 
 
    Of course, part of the reason she didn’t care was that the boobs weren’t permanent. They were ‘vacation boobs.’ A substance injected into his chest that would, within a month or two, be absorbed by the body. 
 
    But when his new boobs were going to be absorbed Tammi had made anther appointment for him. And she would make more appointments as. needed. 
 
    So he lay on the table and the doctor made marks around his pectoral, then started injecting fluid into his body A lot of fluid. 
 
    Johnny walked out and was glad he had been wearing a bigger cupped bra than normal. His chest was huge! 
 
    Of course it wasn’t totally huge, it’s all a matter of perspective, but never having boobs before they were huge to Johnny. 
 
    And there was no way he was going to be hiding these puppies from the people in his company. 
 
    Tammi was waiting in the waiting room, and she grinned when she saw his chest. 
 
    “Now we’re talking.” She said. She linked arms with him and walked him out to the car. 
 
    “I’ll drive,” she said, walking around to the driver’s side. 
 
    “I can drive,” Johnny protested.  
 
    “Sure, you can, but you just had an operation. Time for you to lay down and take it easy.” 
 
    Johnny sat in the passenger seat and tried to hide. 
 
    “You look all shrunken, straighten up,” Tammi laughed. 
 
    “You’ve had a lifetime to get used to your boobs. This is killing me.” 
 
    She smiled. “Say, do you mind? I have to pick up some files from the office.” 
 
    “You do? What for?” 
 
    “I’m going to be helping you work, got to take on more responsibility. I’d like to look at the department reports, a few of the graphs.” 
 
    Johnny didn’t want to go to the office, but he wasn’t driving. A few minutes later Tammi wheeled his convertible Jaguar into the boss’s parking space. She smiled, got out, and headed into the office. 
 
    Johnny sat there, and wished the top was up. And he wished harder a minute later when Suzie and Emily, two of the receptionists came out for a smoke break. 
 
    “Hi, Johnny.” They walked over to him. 
 
    They were both lookers, and his cock started crawling around inside his cage. 
 
    “How are you…what’s wrong with your chest?” 
 
    “Oh, uh…nothing…I…” 
 
    If they were inside he could have ordered them to work. Outside, on break, he had no authority over them. 
 
    “No…it looks like…you do! You have breasts!” 
 
    Johnny began glowing with red. 
 
    “Hey, boss, are you transitioning?” 
 
    “Like Caitlyn Jenner?” 
 
    “Uh…” nothing else to do for it, “Sort of.” 
 
    “Oh, my gosh! I think that is so sweet!” 
 
    “You’re much better looking than Caitlyn!” 
 
    Then the two girls stood and talked, discussed boobs, gossiped about people with boobs, and Johnny just turned redder and redder. 
 
    “What does Tammi think?” asked Suzie. 
 
    “It was her idea,” Johnny blurted. 
 
    “Oh, my gosh!” 
 
    “Wow! That is so cool.” 
 
    Finally, Tammi came out of the building, but with her was Jim Jennings from sales. They were discussing a report, and they sauntered over to the car. it took but a moment for Jim to clue in on the conversation. “You’re…you’re changing?” 
 
    “Looks like,” Johnny whispered. 
 
    “Hey, don’t be embarrassed, boss I was just talking to James, up in HR. We need to balance our government requirements. If you can declare as LGBTQ it will go a long way. We’ll get tax breaks, special considerations, all sorts of things. 
 
    Suzie chose that moment to pipe up., “Why don’t you get a sex change, Jim?” 
 
    “My wife would kill me if I tried something like that. She wants a manly man, and…oh, sorry. I hope I didn’t say something wrong.” 
 
    Tammi jumped in. “No, no. Johnny’s got to get used to being a minority now,” and they all laughed. 
 
      
 
    “You sent those girls out,” Johnny accused. 
 
    “Well, you have to get over your shyness somehow.” 
 
    “How about my own time?” 
 
    She smiled. “Your own time would be a hundred years from now. Besides, I made a decision, and that’s the kind of thing I’m supposed to be doing.” 
 
    Johnny said nothing. 
 
    “Honey, look at me.” 
 
    He did. 
 
    “You’re going to be softer, and that means I have to be harder. Get used to it. There’s going to be times when I tell you what to do and you’re just going to have to knuckle under and do it.” 
 
    That was a rough moment for Johnny. H sulked all the way home, but, in the end, he realized that he had agreed to this. 
 
      
 
    At home Tammi wasted no time. 
 
    “Okay, a couple of things. I told everybody you’re going to take a few days off. Everybody will know what is happening by the end of the day, so no big deal. I’ll head in for a few hours later in the week and make sure there are no problems. 
 
    “What am I going to be doing?” 
 
    “Practicing.” 
 
    “Practicing what?” 
 
    “Being a woman.” 
 
    He was silent at that, and Tammi judged it time to get him a drink or four. 
 
    They sat down in the computer room and Tammi began lecturing him on how to present himself as a woman. 
 
    Some of the stuff was easy. How to cross the legs, how to walk in high heels…and some of the stuff was hard. 
 
    How to respond when a women made a cutting remark. How to respond to compliments from men. 
 
    Compliments from men? 
 
    At the end of their little talk Tammi discussed dresses and make up. 
 
    “I’ve got quite a few dresses picked out for you, and you will be expected to wear make up from here on out.” 
 
    Johnny looked around like he was trapped. 
 
    “Now, we’ll start with lipstick, and over the next week I’ll teach you how to clean your face, do your eyes, foundation, all that sort of thing. 
 
    She took out a tube of red lipstick and rolled it onto his lips. 
 
    Johnny physically jerked, then made himself hold still. He tasted the lipstick, and he licked it. 
 
    “Try not to lick too much, it’s not candy,” she laughed as she put the tube away. 
 
    She handed him a dress. It was a yellow summer dress with a carousel of white lines on the bottom. He was surprised, when he put it on, to see how it accentuated his breasts. 
 
    “Beautiful,” said Tammi, brushing the material smooth on him. 
 
    “Good Lord,” wheezed Johnny. 
 
    “Okay,” Tammi said, sitting back. “All done.” 
 
    “All done?” 
 
    “Yep. You’re free to go.” 
 
    “But…but it’s the middle of the afternoon!” 
 
    “So, what do women do in the middle of the afternoon?” 
 
    “Uh…” he had no clue. 
 
    “Would you rather go shopping? Or clean the house?” 
 
    He was blank at that decision, so Tammi repeated his choices. 
 
    “I guess I should, uh, clean the house?” 
 
    “Excellent. Now, remember, keep your high heels on at all times. And…would you like me to do your nails?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” He thought. Housework. What a drag. At least getting his nails done would let him not do housework for a while. “I guess.” 
 
    “Okay. Let’s go sit at the vanity table…” 
 
    She took him into their bedroom and had him take off his nylons. 
 
    “We’re going to do my toes?” 
 
    “Of course, silly. Now watch and listen because you’re going to have to do this.” 
 
    She showed him how to prepare his nails, then she stroked the bright, red paint on his toenails. 
 
    He stared as if in shock. 
 
    “And this is called lacquer. It’ll give you a hard shell finish.” 
 
    Then she did his hands, and now he was really in shock. She put on long ovals and made his hands look an inch longer. 
 
    “Oh, these are pretty.” 
 
    She looked at him, then leaned forward and reapplied his lipstick. “Don’t chew your lips, honey.” 
 
    He nodded, and looked in the mirror. And held his hands up next to his face. 
 
      
 
    Johnny’s life was in change now. Every day he got up and cleaned his face and put on make up. Every day he walked around in dresses, and he learned how to make his heels click. 
 
    He brushed his hair and learned to style it. He used mascara and eyeliner and read the fashion magazines that Tammi brought him. 
 
    Toward the end of the week Tammi headed for the office, and came back at five in the evening. 
 
    “Where were you?” He was almost crying. He felt so helpless these days. 
 
    “There was a problem at work and I had to fix it.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “Did you fix dinner?” 
 
    “I didn’t know…you always helped me…” 
 
    “Well, come on. I’ll have a drink and tell you what to do.” 
 
    So she sat at the table and told him about fixing meatloaf, and he started to calm down. 
 
    Finally, sitting down to dinner, he said, “I don’t understand what’s going on. Emotionally, I’m a wreck. Sometimes I feel like crying. I get confused by the simplest things.” 
 
    “It’s the hormones,” Tammi stated. 
 
    He stared at her. “What hormones?” 
 
    “The hormones the doctor gave you.” 
 
    “When I got my boobs?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “But…I didn’t…” 
 
    She put her hand on his. “Honey, we discussed this. I just figured that sooner was better than later. So when she was putting your boobs in she gave you an extra shot.” 
 
    “Estrogen?” 
 
    “Strongest estrogen there is. What would have taken you months, and even years, will now happen in weeks. And your dick will be as strong as ever!” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    It explained everything, but…it was a big thing. 
 
    “Don’t you think you should have asked me?” 
 
    “Nope. Why dawdle? Get it done. You needed it, so you got it. Now, you want to do the dishes while I check my email?” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “And freshen your lipstick.” She handed him the tube of lipstick. 
 
    Johnny wrapped a pink apron about his hips and began washing the dishes. It was difficult washing dishes with long fingernails, but he was careful and managed to do it without breaking any nails. 
 
    Finally done, he went to the computer room. “All done,” he said. 
 
    She took one look at him and stood up and wrapped her arms around him. 
 
    “It’s tough being a woman, isn’t it.” 
 
    He nodded, and his tears were flowing. 
 
    “Well, come on, let me help you understand.” 
 
    She put her arm around him and walked him into the bedroom. 
 
    “What are we doing?” he asked. 
 
    “It’s time you got some of the good stuff. It’s time you discovered what the joy of being a woman is.” 
 
    “Oh. Okay.” 
 
    “Now stop your blubbering. Let’s get you all pretty, and then I’ll show you what it’s all about.” 
 
    She sat him down and made him up, and he started to feel better. 
 
    “You see? It’s all about looking good.” 
 
    She smiled and brushed his hair. “Now, I want you to slip into a chemise. Just take your dress off and leave your underwear on. Just sit on the bed and I’ll be right back.” 
 
    He nodded and took off his dress. He put on the chemise and waited on the edge of the bed. 
 
    A minute later she showed up with a couple of drinks. She sat next to him and talked in a soft voice and calmed him down. 
 
    Finally, he was calm, and she said, “Okay, honey. I want you stand like this, facing the bed, now bend over. 
 
    He did. His breasts were on the bed, his butt was exposed, and she lifted his chemise and pulled his underpants down. 
 
    “When you’re a woman,” she explained, as she did something at the dresser, sometimes you need a man to calm you down. You need to understand that there is a certain degree of submission to being a woman.” 
 
    “There is?” He was on his elbows and his hair was over his face, falling towards the mattress. 
 
    “Yes, honey. And it’s time you learned about submitting.” 
 
    “It is?” 
 
    He started to turn around but she was back behind him and she pushed his back down. 
 
    “Now just relax.” 
 
    He was puzzled, then it felt good. Tammi was rubbing a finger against his rectum. 
 
    “Oh, that feels good.” 
 
    “Of course it does, honey, and it’s going to feel better.” 
 
    She reamed him, used three fingers and lubed him up. 
 
    He was laying there, on his breasts, enjoying the feeling of her fingers, and suddenly she pushed into him. 
 
    His head went up and his eyes opened. 
 
    She had been so gentle that it didn’t hurt, but it sure surprised him. 
 
    “What are you…UNH!” 
 
    She pushed until her plastic balls were against his chastity cage. He heard the click click of her balls against his cage, and he could feel his own balls swaying underneath. 
 
    “You’re…what are you…you’re…” 
 
    “I’m making love to you, honey. Doesn’t it feel good?” 
 
    And she went in and out, gently but firmly, he felt like a rag doll being shaken. His asshole began to burn with pleasure and he could feel his balls bouncing, bouncing, and then he felt a heat deep down in his groin. Inside, where the asshole nudged up against the prostate. 
 
    “What are you…what are you…” He was gripping the sheet in his fists. He was on a ride for which he had no control. He just held on and felt himself going with it. 
 
    “You can cum this way,” she whispered into his ear. “It takes a little work, but you just need to relax and let it happen. Don’t try to make it happen, like you would if you were using your dick, just let it happen. Give yourself up to it.” 
 
    She kept talking, soothing, as she rammed him again and again. 
 
    He felt the desire to pee, but underneath that, stronger, was something else. 
 
    He tried to go towards it, but it went away. He stopped struggling, and it came closer. 
 
    What Tammi was saying suddenly made sense. Don’t make it happen, let it happen. 
 
    He tried to relax his hips, he crawled up on the bed a little and took the pressure off his legs. 
 
    “That’s it, honey. Give it up for me. Come on now. Just let it happen.” 
 
    Suddenly it felt like there was a huge pressure inside him, in his anus, and the sensation got stronger and stronger. His hips started to jerk and an incredible sense of happiness and pleasure overwhelmed him. Then it was like he was floating in the warmest ocean in the world. Floating. Bobbing in the waves, and his muscles tightened and tightened, and he heard himself yelling something, from far away, and he realized he was having an orgasm.  
 
    It wasn’t a male orgasm, hard and fast, it was a female orgasm, and it buoyed him up, made him realize there was a God, and that there could be heaven on earth. 
 
    Then, slowly, slowly, he began to come down. 
 
    Finally, he lay there. Tammi withdrew, leaving a gaping sensation in his asshole, and he did so want it to be filled. 
 
    She washed the dildo off, looking very masculine and no nonsense as she jacked it with soap and water. She put the dildo and the strap on harness into the dresser, then she tip toed out of the room. 
 
    Johnny lay there, wasted, elevated, exalted. 
 
    He knew that something had happened, that he wasn’t a man anymore. But what was he?” 
 
    He was a woman in certain aspects. He had breasts, and his body was changing. His emotions were temporarily down, but he knew they would rise up again, and that he would have to fucked again. 
 
    But he also had a cock.  
 
    What was he going to do about his cock? 
 
    Technically, he didn’t need it any more. But Tammi did. Or said she did. But did she? They were going to have to talk about that. 
 
      
 
    Johnny got his second set of injections. Now his breasts were really looking big. He needed DD cups on his bra, and yet, when he looked at himself, he realized that he was going to be getting even bigger. Even though his hips were getting rounder, his chest still had a certain size to it, and he was going to have to have breasts that were big enough for his chest. 
 
    Along with his bigger boobs he had gotten an estrogen super booster. He was changing now, and he was going to start changing faster. 
 
    And he was going to have clothes. 
 
      
 
    “Time to go shopping,” Tammi suggested one Saturday morning. 
 
    “Shopping?” 
 
    “Your clothes don’t fit you, and they won’t fit you more and more. You need new bras, you have totally outgrown my hand me downs. So, yes, we’re going shopping.” 
 
    He didn’t want to. He wanted to stay home and…and vacuum, or something. Anything but go out in public. 
 
    But Tammi was the more forceful of them, and she grabbed Johnny by the ear, literally, and marched him out to the car. 
 
    As usual, she drove, and she snickered at how Johnny was wearing a floppy hat and sunglasses. 
 
    “Nobody will recognize you, you know.” 
 
    “I’ll recognize me,” he answered dourly. 
 
    Yet when they got to the mall it wasn’t bad. People pretty much ignored him. He kept close to Tammi and they went from shop to shop, and he discovered the fun of shopping. 
 
    Colors and fabrics. Materials and shapes. Dresses and underwear, and he got his ears pierced. 
 
    He was actually proud as a puppy, and started to strut a little, at the feeling of the little strands hanging from his lobes. 
 
    “Look at you,” whispered Tammi, and he got all embarrassed again. 
 
    They lunched in a little shop across the street from the mall, and Tammi schooled him on how to speak, how to ask for things, how to quibble when it came to an order. 
 
    “Whatever you do, don’t just blurt out, ‘Gimme a number one.’ Take your time, the waitress expects it, and get what you really want.” 
 
    “But what if I want a number one?” 
 
    “Argh!” But she was joking. “Then ask for a hamburger, just pink inside, and make sure the lettuce isn’t wilted. And make sure the fries are salted, and…” 
 
    She went on and on, making him laugh at how ridiculous she sounded, yet he knew that this was his new mode. He would be expected to master the art of drawing out orders and making the simple complex. 
 
    When she was done he said, “What about my penis?” 
 
    “What about your penis?” 
 
    “It’s a bother to wear a chastity tube all the time, but I can’t just let it pop out.” 
 
    Tammi had a very bland expression. “What are you asking me, Johnny?” 
 
    He took a breath. “I’m asking if you really need my penis.” 
 
    “And your options?” 
 
    “I haven’t figured it out that far.” 
 
    She waited. 
 
    “I still don’t like the idea of cutting it off. And what would I do with balls and no penis? The testosterone might keep pumping, but that would just make me horny.” 
 
    “Are you thinking of chemical castration?” 
 
    He met her gaze. “I was.” When she didn’t say anything he continued. “Chemical castration is reversible. I can get a shot that lasts a month. Get my boner back, then make a decision. 
 
    Tammi nodded. 
 
    “I’d like you to give me a good fucking before you consider this. I want you to see what it is you’d be missing.” 
 
    His turn to nod. “I certainly have no back off on fucking you. It’s just…how am I going to fuck you? Where is this future leading us.” 
 
    “And if I find that I want your dick? That I don’t like the chemical castration?” 
 
    He was silent for a long minute, thinking about that. 
 
    “Well, I have to say that our original agreement was that you would be in charge. So if you really want me to have a stiffy…then I’ll have to bite the bullet and live with it.” 
 
    “It sounds like you’ve thought this all out.” 
 
    “Somewhat, but it’s all such new territory.” 
 
    Both of them thinking now, they finished their lunch. 
 
    Back home Johnny tried on his new outfits. Now he had a bra that really fit, and his clothes started to hang on him properly. He was looking more and more feminine, and Tammi was quite happy.  
 
    She liked him looking beautiful. He was much more beautiful as a woman than as a man. 
 
      
 
    Time passed, and it was time for his permanent boobs. He was actually a little nervous when he went to the doctor’s. When he arrived, however, he had a surprise. Shiela Yount was sitting in the waiting room. 
 
    Johnny introduced himself, and she said, “I remember you. You’re the big flirt with the nasty sense of humor. 
 
    Johnny smiled. 
 
    “Well, you’ve certainly come a long way.” 
 
    “I have, and you’re partly responsible.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “Yes. My wife was so impressed by you that she wanted me to be beautiful. So…I guess I should be thanking you.” 
 
    Shiela grinned. “That is such a nice compliment.” 
 
    “But there is a question I wanted to ask you.” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “It deals with chemical castration. Should I shut up and go away?” 
 
    “No, no. I was chemically castrated. I tried having a dick for a while, but then I ended up getting myself castrated again. I just liked not having that constant reminder rising up at awkward moments.” 
 
    They talked then, and fortunately, the doctor was behind on here schedule. By the time Johnny was called he had all his questions answered, and had a lot of data to consider. 
 
    He was laying on the table and the doctor was measuring his flesh. She made little marks and planned on how best to insert the rather sizable bags she called ‘Chyna 2000s.’ 
 
    Johnny lay quietly. He was breathing, thinking, and he suddenly asked, “What do you use for chemical castration?” 
 
    “There’s a lot of different drugs. I prefer Lupron. Are you thinking about it?” 
 
    “I am.” 
 
    “Well, let me do this first, then we can discuss it.” 
 
      
 
    Johnny walked into the house, click, click, click. 
 
    “Out here, honey!” 
 
    Johnny poured a couple of drinks and headed for the pool. 
 
    “Wow! Let me see those! Those are big!” 
 
    Johnny handed her a drink. He held up a little bottle with a pill in it. 
 
    “What are those?” 
 
    “Those are a single pill. Good for one month of chemical castration.” 
 
    Tammi’s eyes widened. “No boners for a month?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “Are you going to do it? Of course you’re going to do it. You wouldn’t bring a pill like that home unless you planned to do it.” 
 
    “Actually, it all depends on you. I want to fuck you one last time, and you’ve indicated that you’d like to fuck me…then, would you like me to take the pill?” 
 
    “Hold on, bozo. That’s your decision.” 
 
    “No. It’s not. You made it plain from the get go and over the months that you’re making the decision. We’ve talked enough, we know how each other feel, but…do you want me to take that pill?” 
 
    Tammi pursed her lips and sized him up. 
 
    He said nothing. 
 
    She stood up, “Come with me.” 
 
    She led him to the bedroom. She undressed him, slowly, lovingly, and she got out a little key. She inserted it into his lock. 
 
    Click. 
 
    A moment later his cock was free and growing. 
 
    They sat on the edge of the bed and watched it grow. 
 
    “It’s not as big as I remember,” Tammi said. 
 
    “Oh, hurt my feelings,” Johnny laughed. 
 
    “Sorry. I guess I’m used to the big black dildo.” 
 
    She looked at him. “This might be your last chance to act like a man, Johnny. I want you to fuck me. Fuck me hard. Convince me that your dick is better hard than soft.” 
 
    He stared at her, then he stood up and moved in front of her. “Suck.” 
 
    Just one word, and she bent to his weenie. She put her lips over it and fondled his testicles. 
 
    Oh, the heaven. It had been several months since his cock had been put to use, and it felt better than he remembered. 
 
    She sucked it and stroked it, and looked up at him. 
 
    He thought about submitting. He thought about how he was going to make her submit. He thought about how, if he did this, he would have to submit all over again when she fucked him. 
 
    That was what convinced him. He liked submitting. 
 
    He pushed her shoulders back, spread her legs, and jammed his cock into her. 
 
    Tammi loved it. She knew about submitting. She preferred to make him submit, but that didn’t mean she was going to give up submitting. 
 
    Johnny took long strokes. He was rough, and Tammi held on and groaned. 
 
    He grabbed her legs and pushed them up Her pussy was perfectly presented, and he dove into it again and again. 
 
    Tammi started to cum. She hadn’t had real flesh in her in months, and she loved it. 
 
    Still, was it better than her big, black strap on? 
 
    Finally, with her rag dolled under him, Johnny began to cum. He had to remember how to make it happen, and he did, and his balls tensed and the fluid shot up his shaft. 
 
    “Oh, fuck…fuck…” 
 
    Tammy held on and he filled her with semen. His hips jerked and he spewed, and, finally, it was over. 
 
    He let go of her legs and they fell down. He lay on her for a moment, then rolled off her. 
 
    They lay, gasping, looking at the ceiling. 
 
    She asked, “How was it.” 
 
    “It was good. How was if for you?” 
 
    “It was good.” 
 
    “Was it better than Big Blackie?” 
 
    She leaned up on one elbow and looked at him. “No.” 
 
    He smiled. 
 
    She had the pill in her hand. She smiled and said, “Open.” 
 
    He opened his mouth and she tossed the pill in. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy. 
 
    Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “You have to go?” 
 
    “It’s my job. Once every month we have to check on affiliates. This month is my turn.” 
 
    Johnny sighed. He was a handsome fellow, 140 pounds of sinew, dark hair, dark brown eyes. “It’s just I have to take my vacation time now. The company will take it away if I don’t.” 
 
    Jane patted his cheek, “We’ll just have to have lots of phone sex.” 
 
    Jane was the original knock out. Long, blond hair, green eyes, and a killer body. 
 
    “Not the same,” he groused. 
 
    Jane just chuckled and folded clothes and put them in her suitcase. “You’re too spoiled,” she joked. “I roll over whenever you ask. Maybe it’s time you built a little discipline.” 
 
    “I’ve got discipline!” 
 
    “Sure, you do, but does your cock?” She stopped packing and said, “Pull your pants down and don’t get a boner for one minute.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “If you can get keep from getting a boner I’ll fuck you. If you do bone up then I won’t fuck you till I get back.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    She eyed him. 
 
    “That’s not fair! We haven’t done it for a week and I’m horny!” 
 
    “Should have screwed me last night. Now, off!” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    She leaped towards him, caught his belt and pulled him to her. 
 
    “Okay!” he yelled as she began unbuckling him. 
 
    She stepped back. 
 
    Sighing, he undid his buckle and dropped his pants. 
 
    “Underwear too, buster.” 
 
    “All right!” he dropped his underpants and tried to think of something, anything, to get his mind off his exposed cock. 
 
    Jane grinned and watched, and mentally counted. 
 
    Johnny tried not to look at her. He looked this way and that, but his traitor penis was starting to rise up. 
 
    “What’s that I see?” 
 
    “Stop it!” he pleaded. 
 
    “Is that Mr. Cockatoo? 
 
    And, inevitably, thirty seconds in…SPROING! 
 
    “Ha!” Jane laughed. She stepped forward and grabbed his weenie. 
 
    “That wasn’t fair!” 
 
    “All’s fair in love and war, honey.” 
 
    She kissed him then, and it wasn’t the kind of peck on the cheek that mother’s greet their sons with. It was a soul scouring lip blaster of mammoth proportions. 
 
    And, to make matters worse, or better, she stroked his cock with one hand, and fiddled with his balls with the other. 
 
    Johnny moaned into her mouth. He felt the semen in his balls boiling. He felt the surge of urge emerge, and…she let go. 
 
    “Sorry, Sunshine. You’ll get some when I get back…in a month.” 
 
    “No!” he howled. 
 
    “Furthermore, no jacking off.” 
 
    “Honey…?” 
 
    “I mean it. I want your word, right now…no masturbation!” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Johnny?” she spoke warningly. 
 
    In his mind he had it figured out. He wouldn’t jack off off, but neither would she, and when they had phone sex she would give up and he would get permission. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “No jacking for Johnny.” 
 
    “No jacking for Johnny,” he muttered sadly. 
 
    She smiled and closed her suitcase. She smoothed out the skirt of her traveling outfit, and asked, “How do I look?” 
 
    His cock was sticking out and his face was red. “Honey, you can’t do this to me!” 
 
    “Oh, sure I can. Bring my suitcase, will you?” 
 
    She walked past him with a chuckle and headed for the car. 
 
    Johnny pulled his pants up, bent over and groaned when he stuffed his cock in his underwear, then buckled his belt. He grabbed the suitcase and followed his sexy wife. 
 
    Jane picked up her purse and briefcase and carried them out to the car. Her heels tapped on the cement driveway, and when she bent over to put the purse and briefcase in the passenger seat Johnny, who was right behind her, groaned. What a perfect ass. 
 
    Jane straightened up. “Did you say something?” Her eyebrows were arched and she was obviously striving not to laugh. 
 
    “I said you should knock this off and come back into the house for five minutes.” 
 
    “Five minutes? Whatever could we do in five minutes.” 
 
    “You know,” he muttered. 
 
    They were standing next to the car and Jane leaned forward, let her hand bump his groin, “Honey, when I fuck it’s going to take an hour. I’m going to want you to lavish my pussy with kisses. I’ll want you to suck my breasts as if they’re your last meal. I’m going to want every inch of that big dick you’re toting around in your drawers. 
 
    She kissed him again, and his legs trembled and shivered. 
 
    Then she laughed. “Now put the suitcase in the trunk.” 
 
    He wobbled to the rear of the car and placed the trunk in the boot. She got in and started the car up. 
 
    “Honey…” he said, begging in his voice. 
 
    She leaned towards him and whispered, “You know what’s really bad?” 
 
    He said nothing. He knew she was about to say something that would totally do him in. 
 
    “What’s bad is that you do not have permission to jack off…and I packed my favorite dildo.” 
 
    “You didn’t!” 
 
    “Check the drawer…and don’t jack off!” 
 
    She laughed, backed the car out of the driveway, and sped down the street. 
 
    Johnny stood for a long moment, his hand raised to wave. Then he just let his hand drop and turned back to the house. A month of no sex. And she had tricked him.               
 
    And he had given his word. 
 
    He walked slowly up the walk and into the house. 
 
    He walked into the kitchen and got out the Chestnut Farms Bottled in Bond bourbon. $120 a bottle. He poured a straight shot and socked it down. He shivered as it lit up his throat, then went “Ahhhh,” as it exploded in his belly. 
 
    Then he got out the Old Granddad and filled a glass with ice, filled half the glass with Granddad and the other half with Coke. 
 
    He wasn’t about to ruin the good stuff by cutting it, and he wasn’t about to waste a bottle of good stuff on a night of drunken revelry. 
 
    Taking the glass into the computer room he sat down and began perusing porn. 
 
    Hell, if he wasn’t going to get any sex, that didn’t mean he wasn’t going to get any sex! 
 
    He leaned back in the swivel and went to Porzo. He scrolled down the categories, checking out the snapshots of lusting flesh, and stopped on BDSM. 
 
    He smiled. It had been a while since he had taken a walk on the wild side, and he started watching women getting spanked, poked, pinched, shocked, and whatever else the talented slave masters of Kink could think of. 
 
    After a while he got up and went to get another drink. On the way back, his cock totally bonered, he went into the bedroom and took off his clothes. 
 
    He was about to return to the computer room when he spied his wife’s underwear on the hamper. 
 
    He was slender, it was dirty, he could wash it and she would never know…so he stepped into her panties. 
 
    He was half drunk, so he giggled and pulled the panties snug. They were stretchy and his cock poked out ludicrously. 
 
    He put on her bra and looked at himself in the mirror. He wasn’t a big man, just an inch taller than Jane, and the bra fit. Except he didn’t have the boobs to fill the cups. 
 
    He went through the hamper and found her used nylons. He crumpled a few pairs up and filled his cups, then he looked in the mirror again. 
 
    He grinned. He was a man, but this was forbidden, and it was making him super hard. Not let him squirt for a month, eh? He’d teach her! 
 
    He walked back into the computer room and sat down to watch more porn. He sat and sipped and his boner got bigger and bigger.  
 
    Before he knew it it was time for another drink. 
 
      
 
    Jane sat down in first class. She ordered a drink, opened up her laptop, and called up the home security system. She wanted to check on the house before the wheels were off the ground. Smiling, she considered sending Johnny a little message, tell him to keep his hands off himself. 
 
    Poor boy, she giggled. He was so horny. She wondered if he really could make it a month without masturbating. 
 
    The four screens came up on her laptop. There were three cameras in the house, and four outside the house, and she could even tap into the camera on their home computer.  
 
    Johnny was nowhere in the house, and she frowned. He usually watched TV, and…maybe he was in the computer room. She tapped a key to bring up the camera on the home computer…and froze. 
 
    Johnny was sitting at the computer in a bra and panties. 
 
    A bra? Her bra? Her panties? 
 
    As she took in the scene he hoisted a glass to his lips. It looked like Coke and bourbon. 
 
    “When the cat’s away, eh?” 
 
    The voice came from next to her and Jane slapped the lid down on the laptop. 
 
    The woman who had sat down next to her was about her age, and extraordinarily gorgeous. She had red hair, red lips, and a body that the cows would come home for. Or the bulls. 
 
    “Hey!” she raised her hands, “Sorry. Just…I’ve seen this kind of thing before, and…” 
 
    “What kind of thing?” Jane mumbled, still shocked at being caught…at her husband dressing in her underwear. 
 
    “Oh, you know. Good little boys dressing up in Mummy’s underwear. Does he do it regularly? Or is this the first time?” 
 
    Jane stared at her. The woman wasn’t laughing, or making her feel bad. She seemed actually knowledgable and compassionate. 
 
    “I…I don’t know?” 
 
    “Well, open it up. I might be able to tell.” 
 
    Jane hesitated, then, her own curiosity killing her, she opened the lid of the laptop. 
 
    Johnny was taking a big sip of a drink, and he reached into her bra and rubbed his nipple and sighed. 
 
    “My name is Shiela, incidentally, and it doesn’t look like he does this much.” 
 
    “How can you tell?” Jane’s face was red, but the desire to learn was overwhelming. 
 
    “That’s your underwear, right?” 
 
    “I think so.” 
 
    “Of he was a regular he’d have his own stash. And he hasn’t even played with make up, not even lipstick. No, this looks like…what’s his name?” 
 
    “Johnny.” 
 
    “It looks like it’s Johnny’s first time. Could be wrong, but…not likely.” 
 
    “How do you know so much?” 
 
    “I work in the sex industry.” 
 
    “Really? Doing what?” 
 
    “I started out stripping, became an escort, and somehow along the way I got a degree in sexology. I council people just like Johnny.” She paused. “And you.” 
 
    “People like me?” 
 
    “Some women get all upset when they discover that men have weird fantasies. But it’s just weird to them. It’s so common you wouldn’t believe it.” 
 
    “So lots of men want to dress up like women and dance around and…and…” 
 
    “Oh, sure.” 
 
    “So…what should I do?” 
 
    The waitress brought Jane her champagne. Jane took it and said, “Could we get another one for Shiela?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” and the waitress went back to the bar. 
 
    Jane turned to Shiela, “This is the first time I…I never…” 
 
    “Hey, it’s okay. It happens, there’s nothing wrong with you.” 
 
    Shiela’s champagne arrived, the waitress went to buckle in, and the wheels went up. 
 
      
 
    Johnny watched porn for hours. He scrolled through a million images of men and women doing the dirty. And doing the dirty in a vast number of dirty ways. 
 
    Fuck, suck, peg, crossdress, BDSM, S&M, grandmother sex, big boob sex, African sex, amputee sex, horror sex, machine sex, orgies and gang bangs and bukake until he could almost taste it himself. 
 
    Teenagers, Arab hardcore, Asian pissing, big clit, Brazilian amateur, double fucking, Lesbian fisting, peehole, speculum, yoga, and on and on and on. 
 
    Being denied had, in a way, set him off. It was like he was determined to see how horny he could get. His wife had taken the vibrator and was, no doubt, shaking her titties off even as he degraded himself. 
 
    So why not really degrade himself? 
 
    He would go crazy with sex, and when she got back he would be a full fledged sex maniac. Let her deal with that! 
 
    Of course he was really just being stupid drunk. 
 
    Finally, at four in the morning, the world turning dizzily, his cock finally overdosed and officially limp, he got up and headed for the bedroom. 
 
    He flopped onto the bed, closed his eyes, and…SNORE! 
 
      
 
    A minute passed. Two minutes. It was quiet in the house. So quiet one could have heard a mouse fart, if said mouse ate beans and happened to be able to get through the security system in the house. 
 
    Yes, Johnny had a state of the art security system. Too bad it wasn’t turned on. 
 
    But even if it had been turned on it wouldn’t have mattered. Anybody with access to the computer could turn the system off. 
 
    Tick…tick…tick went the clock. 
 
    Click. 
 
    The front door knob was turned. The door was opened quietly, except for the giggles of two women. 
 
    They were dressed in black, like ninja, and they moved through the house like shadows on wings. 
 
    They passed the computer room where the computer was still on and a cumpilation of men getting pegged was running. 
 
    One of the women stopped for a moment, then entered the room and turned the sounds of grunts and groans and hallelujahs down. 
 
    “Come on!” came the whisper. 
 
    Grinning, they moved down the hallway. 
 
    They stepped into the bedroom. 
 
    ZZZZZ! 
 
    Johnny was passed out. He was a gone goose. He had drunk a half a bottle of Old Granddad, and he wasn’t even dreaming. 
 
    Then he was. He dreamed of hands moving him around, turning him over, lifting his flaccid cock and examining it.  
 
    He dreamed he heard giggles. 
 
    His panties and bra were taken off. 
 
    Then the hands lifted his package and one of the women put a ring around it. 
 
    The other woman slid a tube over his cock. 
 
    CLICK. A key was turned, then extracted. 
 
    The chastity tube was metal, the lock was set in to the apparatus, and Johnny’s cock slept the good sleep. It had been subjected to massive sexual overload, and it wouldn’t get hard until it was rested, or became full of pee, as in a morning woodie. 
 
    The girls walked out of the bedroom. They weren’t worried about noise now, for they had accomplished their mission. 
 
    “Want to get some breakfast?” 
 
    “Sure. Sleeping Beauty won’t wake up for a few hours.” 
 
    They walked out the front door, leaving it unlocked, and headed for their car. Fifteen minutes later they were working on bacon and eggs and a big platter of syrup drenched pancakes. 
 
    Heck, they needed nourishment! They were working girls, after all. 
 
      
 
    Johnny slept and the world turned. The stars in the sky wheeled through the bowl of heavens. The moon came up. It was bright, but would wane in the daylight. 
 
    People began waking up. They got up and some of them took a moment for a morning quickie. Some of them went for the shower, dried off and got dressed. 
 
    Ties were tied, make up was put on, breakfasts were made and eaten. Kisses were given and people went to work. 
 
    Johnny slumbered. 
 
    No dreams. 
 
    Just a drunken sot laid out across the bed. 
 
    The sun rose in the sky. 
 
    Birds made a racket and kids went to school 
 
    Mail men began driving through the streets. 
 
    Businesses went into high gear. 
 
    Johnny slumbered. 
 
    But Johnny’s cock did not slumber. 
 
    Like a great snake awakening, his cock tried to stretch, frowned, and tried again. 
 
    How weird. It was like there was no room to stretch. It was like his cock was in prison. 
 
    His cock was not happy. And it filled with pee. And it began to hurt. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” Johnny yelped dully, coming awake. His dick felt like it was going to explode. 
 
    Morning woodie, he thought. 
 
    Then he sat up, swiveled his legs, and there was this feeling in his groin, this unfamiliar sensation, and he looked down. 
 
    “EEEEEEEEEEE!” 
 
    He held the cage. He stared at it. But he still had to pee. 
 
    Holding the strange contraption that had miraculously grown on his package, he ran for the bathroom. 
 
    He almost fell, he was so intent on staring at this thing containing him. He bumped into the wall, and his cock was starting to dribble, to spray, and then he figured out he was going to have to sit. 
 
    He sat, and he had to point the cage down so the water would go down. 
 
    He listened to the weird half tinkle half spraying sounds of pee on porcelain and water. 
 
    His head was bent over and he stared at the chastity cage. 
 
    It was metal. The lock couldn’t be cut off. It looked sturdy enough that he didn’t want to risk a Dremel. 
 
    But who had done this to him? And why? 
 
    He had watched porn the night before, he had gotten hazy drunk, and…how had this happened. 
 
    He finished peeing and stood up. He needed to wash his groin area. He stepped into the shower, but only sprayed his lower body. He leaned back and washed the terrible thing on his dick, then turned the water off and got out. 
 
    He dried off, still looking at the weird doodad on his dick, and realized that he couldn’t get a towel inside the cage. 
 
    He walked out of the bathroom, his groin forward and leaning back and looking down. 
 
    He needed a hair dryer, but Jane had taken hers. He remembered her putting it into her small suitcase. 
 
    Then he remembered that she had an older one. It was in the closet somewhere. 
 
    He dug through the closet and located the dryer. He was still walking and looking down, he was in shock, and he dried his dick and cage off. 
 
    He turned the hair dryer off and sighed, and in the absence of sound he heard…sound. 
 
    Like a TV on low. 
 
    His TV? Was somebody in the house? 
 
    He went to the doorway and listened. Yes. Somebody was…no, wait. That was the computer…no…it wasn’t. 
 
    He picked a golf club out of his golf bag and started creeping down the hallway. 
 
    “I told her she needed to get rid of that guy. He was such a creep.” 
 
    “She has terrible taste in men. You know, I…” 
 
    Johnny listened from the edge of the hallway. Two female voices. He gripped the club and jumped out. 
 
    The women were sitting on the couch, and they were naked.  
 
    They were both brunette, but one had blue eyes and the other brown. They had large breasts, red lips, and they looked at him. 
 
    “Good morning, Johnny.” 
 
    Johnny stood, holding the golf club up, and realized how ridiculous he must look. Naked. Except for whatever that thing was dangling from his groin. 
 
    “Who are you?” Johnny held the club tightly. 
 
    “We’re your fairy godmothers.” 
 
    “Emphasis on godmothers, not fairies.” The women giggled, and one of them picked up the remote and turned the TV down. 
 
    Johnny stood as if frozen, wondering what to do. 
 
    “Put the club down, Johnny.” 
 
    He lowered it slowly, and blurted, “Did you do this to me?” 
 
    “Of course we did. And we’re not really your godmothers, we’re the Morality Police.” 
 
    “Morality?” 
 
    “Yep,” stated the one with the blue eyes. “We’ve been monitoring you, Johnny. We’ve been keeping track of your activities. You’ve been a bad boy.” 
 
    “What…you…” 
 
    “That’s right,” said Brown Eyes. “You watch entirely too much porn, and now you’ve taken to wearing your wife’s underwear.” 
 
    Johnny realized that he had been, and now he wasn’t, and he didn’t know what had happened because he didn’t remember taking it off, but… “I have not!” 
 
    “Have so, Johnny Boy.” Blue Eyes lifted a finger. On it hung the bra and panties he had been wearing. 
 
    Johnny didn’t breath. Then: “Take this thing off me.” 
 
    The girls laughed. 
 
    “Johnny. Get real. You have been tried and convicted, and your sentence has been passed.” 
 
    “What trial? What are you talking about?” 
 
    “We had a trial. You were invited, but you decided to be drunk instead. Anyway, we decided that you are a Moral Criminal, and we sentenced you to jail.” 
 
    “That’s right, Johnny. You’ve been sentenced, and you’re in prison.” 
 
    “You can’t do this!” He was near tears. 
 
    The girls looked at each other. 
 
    “Don’t you love it when they say we can’t do something that’s already been done?” 
 
    “I do. They sound so stupid.” 
 
    They both looked at him and smiled. 
 
    “Okay. That’s enough of this. Where’s the key. This is against the law.” 
 
    “It’s against the law? Really?” 
 
    “I don’t remember a law against chastity.” 
 
    “It’s certainly not in the constitution.” 
 
    “It’s not even in the ten commandments.” 
 
    “Stop it!” yelled Johnny. “Get me out of this thing!” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    Stand off. Johnny could sputter and bluster all he wanted, but he was in prison and that was it. 
 
    Finally, his brain started to work a little. “Why not?” 
 
    “We told you, Johnny. You’ve been convicted of immorality, and you have to serve your sentence before you get out of prison. 
 
    “How long a sentence?” 
 
    “Depends on you. If you follow all orders, do everything we tell you, then maybe you could be free before your wife gets home.” 
 
    “Before…” he stopped talking and his head started calculating. She had just left. Thirty days. Thirty days and he could get this thing off him. Thirty days and…” 
 
    “Want to call the police, Johnny? File a complaint?” 
 
    “Yeah. Maybe they can cut your thingie off. I mean your cage. But when cages get cut thingies usually get cut, too.” 
 
    “Can I have a minute to think about this?” 
 
    That broke the girls up. They actually rolled on the couch, slapped their knees, and Blue Eyes wound up on the floor. 
 
    “Sure. Think all you want,” said Blue Eyes. 
 
    “Yeah. Think. But don’t take too long. A month isn’t that long.” 
 
    Johnny’s face, already red, turned redder, and he started to get mad, but then he controlled himself. Getting mad wouldn’t get him out of the thing. 
 
    He looked down at his cock. It was trying to get hard now. The initial shock of waking up, the conversation with the girls, all that was waning and his cock’s desire to get hard was reasserting. It wanted to bone up, and in the worst way. 
 
    “Oooh, look. Johnny’s getting excited.” 
 
    “Do you like having your ding dong all excited, Johnny Boy?” 
 
    Johnny put down the golf club and said, “I’m going to get dressed.” 
 
    “No, you’re not.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “We want you naked.” 
 
    “Actually, I want him dressed,” said Blue Eyes. She tossed Johnny the panties and bra. “You can wear these for now, but we’ve ordered you some underwear of your own.” 
 
    “That’s right. We don’t think your wife is going to appreciate you stretching out her fine things.” 
 
    “Bad Johnny.” 
 
    They laughed. 
 
    “I’m not going to wear those things!” 
 
    “Why not? You sure liked to wear them last night.” 
 
    Johnny’s face turned a notch more red, but there was nothing he could say. 
 
    “And, you know, Johnny, we have pictures.” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    Brown eyes handed him a cell phone and he stared in shock. 
 
    Him, in front of the computer, looking drunker than Hunter Biden in women’s underwear. Sipping bourbon. Leering at the screen. And, what was worse, in the corner of the picture was an actual screen shot. It was hard to see on the tiny screen of the cell phone, but Johnny knew it would be quite visible on a big screen. 
 
    The screen shot was of Lesbians fisting each other. 
 
    FLASH! 
 
    Johnny looked up. Blue Eyes held another phone. “Did you know it automatically uploads to the cloud?” 
 
    “That’s right, Johnny. And once it is uploaded we can put it on Facebutt, or Twatter, or Dick Tock.” 
 
    “We can put these photos for the whole world to see.” 
 
    “Do you think your friends would like to see you with nothing on?” 
 
    “Oh, no. They would prefer clothes, even if those clothes were your wife’s undies. 
 
    Johnny had instinctively caught the panties and bra when she tossed them to him, and now he looked at them and gulped. 
 
    “Put them on, Johnny. That’s job number one. When you’re properly dressed we can talk more.” 
 
    “Talk about your sentence, and how soon you can get out of your little playmate.” 
 
    Johnny suddenly found that he was helpless. He was boxed in, and he felt tears welling up. 
 
    He was a man, dammit! This shouldn’t happening to him! 
 
    But it was, and he stepped into a leg hole, then another one, and pulled his panties up. 
 
    “Nice, Johnny. You’re looking good. Now the bra.” 
 
    Johnny put the bra on. 
 
    “Oh, you’re flat. We need to do something about that.” 
 
    “Yes, we do, and we will, in a couple of hours. In the meantime, this place is a mess.” 
 
    “Better let him eat, first.” 
 
    “I suppose.” 
 
    “I mean, look at his eyes. He’s got the red squiggles.” 
 
    “You’re right. His whites looked like somebody stabbed them with a red marker. 
 
    Johnny sniffed. 
 
    “Now don’t go getting all cry baby on us, Johnny. The sooner you accept what is happening the sooner your month will be up.” 
 
    “But if you insist on being a. crybaby it might take longer.” 
 
    “That’s right, Johnny, we expect prompt action out of you.” 
 
    “Now go fix breakfast, and make extra bacon for us.” Blue Eyes turned to Brown Eyes, “You do want bacon, don’t you?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    Blue Eyes back to Johnny. “You heard it. Breakfast. Extra bacon. Chop chop!” She clapped her hands suddenly and Johnny jumped. 
 
    The girls laughed, and Johnny scurried off to the kitchen. 
 
    The girls took their time following him in, and Johnny had plenty of time to think. 
 
    What the hell had happened? Morality Police? 
 
    He cracked the eggs and stirred them. He laid out strips of bacon. Lots of bacon. He put toast in the toaster. 
 
    He had played with himself all night, enjoyed rebelling against the rule of no masturbation. 
 
    But now he couldn’t masturbate if he wanted to. He looked down at his cock while the bacon started sizzling. 
 
    His cock was sizzling, but was never going to get to cook. It was locked up tight, and it struggled and writhed and wormed and did everything it could, but all it succeeded in doing was pressing its nose against the glass, looking out without ever the hope of getting out. 
 
    Brown Eyes and Blue Eyes sauntered into the kitchen. He stared at them, and his cock surged harder. Their bodies were classic 36 by 24 by 36, with big cups up top. 
 
    “How’s it going, Johnny Boy?” 
 
    “Yeah, Johnny Boy. How’s that bacon doing?” 
 
    He mumbled, “Ready in a second.” 
 
    “Oh, goody,” said Blue Eyes. The two women sat down at the table. Their breasts were heavy and touched the table top. 
 
    “I’d like a Coke, lots of ice.” 
 
    Johnny opened his mouth, then closed it when he saw the laughter waiting to bubble up on the girl’s faces. 
 
    He flipped the eggs, turned the bacon, got the toast out of the toaster, and poured two glasses of Coke. Then a third for himself. 
 
    “He’s good. See how he wields that spatula?” 
 
    “He’s a girl at heart. He should be good.” 
 
    “I am not a girl at heart!” 
 
    “How do you explain your pretty panties?” 
 
    “And your beautiful bra?” 
 
    “You’re making me wear that stuff!” 
 
    “Oh, so it’s our fault your little weenie is going crazy down there?” 
 
    They all looked at Johnny’s groin. His cock was pushing on the chastity tube, stretching his balls. It was pulsing with hot blood. 
 
    Johnny looked back up, and they grinned at him. 
 
    “Face it, Johnny Boy. You’ve got a problem.” 
 
    “Yeah. And you need to give me the key so I can solve it.” 
 
    Plates were on the table now, and Johnny sat down to eat. The girls nibbled at the bacon, drank Coke, and watched him. 
 
    Johnny was in a funk, but it was a highly charged funk. He was caught. He was on camera. His coc was in prison. And there seemed to be nothing he could do about it. 
 
    “Okay,” he finally sighed. “What is going to happen?” 
 
    “There you go.” 
 
    “That’s more like it.” 
 
    Blue Eyes patted his forearm, and her mere touch was exciting. 
 
    Brown Eyes said, “Okay, so, this place is a mess. That means the house…and that means you.” 
 
    “Me?” 
 
    “Look at you! You’re all hairy!” 
 
    “And your hair is a mess.” 
 
    “And you have no boobs!” 
 
    “How will we ever make a proper woman out of you?” 
 
    Johnny ate slowly, and listened. He was holding on to the idea that there might be something he could do to get out of this situation. 
 
    And the women began to explain what they needed from him. As they talked, Johnny’s face turned from red to white, and grew whiter and whiter.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “Okay, Johnny Boy, here’s how it’s going to go.” 
 
    Johnny was sitting at the table, the dishes were in the sink. 
 
    “First, we need to make you presentable. We can’t have you looking like a schlumpf. Right?” 
 
    Johnny said nothing. 
 
    “Right?” Brown Eyes asked again, her words delivered with a pointed emphasis. 
 
    “Uh, right.” 
 
    Blue Eyes chimed in, “Always respond in a positive manner. Don’t be a Debby Downer.” 
 
    Johnny nodded. 
 
    He was fair recovered from his night of drinking, but he wasn’t sure he would ever recover from the thing locked onto his Willie. 
 
    The girls looked at each other and sighed. “We had to get a dumb one.” 
 
    “I’m not dumb!” 
 
    “Yeah, but you’re not very smart, either. You’re acting like this has got to be painful. Lessons form the Morality Police should always be joyful.” 
 
    “Unlock my cock and I’ll get joyful.” 
 
    His dick, surging away down below, seemed to agree with that. 
 
    Blue eyes leaned forward until she was just inches in front of his face. “Oh, Johnny, we can’t do that. If we let your big, bad ding a ling out it might rape us.” 
 
    Brown Eyes leaned forward, put her face next to the friends. “And it might even make us happy. Would you like your dick to make us happy, Johnny?” 
 
    Johnny started backing up, and the girls giggled. 
 
    “You’re easy.” 
 
    Blue Eyes stood up and held out a hand. “Come on, Jackin’ Johnny. Let’s go get you ready for work. 
 
    Blue Eyes led him down the hallway and into the bedroom. Brown Eyes followed along. She was holding a big bag. 
 
    Brown Eyes handed him a bottle of Nair. “Follow the directions, but don’t get any on your lovely hair. It’s hard to comb bald.” 
 
    They laughed. 
 
    Johnny looked at the bottle, read the instructions, and walked into the bathroom. 
 
    He spread the goop onto his body, tried to reach his back, but couldn’t. Blue Eyes entered the bathroom and started smushing the goop into his skin. 
 
    Johnny’s eyes went wide. 
 
    “You can’t…” 
 
    “Touch you? Come on, Johnny Boy, it’s not like I haven’t touched a male body before.” 
 
    So Johnny stood and she reached his back, then spent a while massaging the Nair into his groin, and even into his ass crack. 
 
    “We don’t want any ugly anal hairs now, do we?” 
 
    She laughed at his silence. “You’re going to have to learn, sunshine. Cheer up. Live a little. Did you know there are men who would pay a pretty penny to have my talented hands on them?” 
 
    “Why don’t you go bother them?” 
 
    She slapped his cage. 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “Don’t you be rude, Johnny. Just because we try to be kind and compassionate doesn’t mean we won’t show you our claws.” 
 
    Johnny stared at her with hurt eyes. 
 
    “Come on, Johnny. Get with the game.”  
 
    But it was hard for Johnny to play. His cock kept reminding him that he had no control over his own life. 
 
    After a few minutes he began to feel the burn, so he hopped into the shower. 
 
    Surprisingly, Blue Eyes got in after him. 
 
    He had not been with a naked woman since college, before his wife, and he realized that he was afraid. She was totally unself-conscious, spraying the water over him, wiping off the Nair. 
 
    “There we go. Pretty soon your skin will be as nice as mine.” 
 
    He watched his little curlies drizzle down the drain. His skin felt very odd. It was like he had more sensation, more life. 
 
    “Pretty cool, eh?” 
 
    He just stared at her. 
 
    When the rinse was done she grabbed his cage and pulled him out of the shower. She fluffed him with a towel, and he felt her large breasts touching his arms and his back. 
 
    She stood face to face with him, her face tilted up towards his, grinning, as she toweled off his groin. 
 
    “Nice, Johnny. I don’t see why you have to be a jacker.” 
 
    “I wasn’t jacking.” 
 
    “That’s right, you were crossdressing.” 
 
    He open his mouth to complain. 
 
    She put a finger to his lips, it was curiously sensual, and said, “It’s a good thing we Morality Police were around to catch you. There is no telling how much danger you could have been in. Jacking your cock till it spits, wasting your semen. Honestly, Johnny, have you no self control?” 
 
    He opened his mouth to complain, but she grabbed his cage again and pulled him into the bedroom. 
 
    Brown Eyes had a suitcase open on the bed, and Blue Eyes picked up the hair dryer and began drying off his cock cage. 
 
    Johnny sighed. It did feel good. 
 
    “Okay, honey, lay on the bed.” Brown Eyes moved her suitcase off the bed and made room for him. 
 
    Johnny got onto the bed, looked up at Blue Eyes and Brown Eyes. “What are you going to do?” 
 
    “Help you grow a pair, Johnny.” 
 
    Blue Eyes slapped a nose mask on his face, the kind they use for operations. It was connected to a little cylinder. Johnny didn’t stand a chance. He drew in his breath and raised his hand, but the world faded and he went limp. 
 
      
 
    Johnny came to slowly. He was lying down, looking up at the ceiling, and realized that he had been sleeping. “What happ…wha…” 
 
    His voice was stupid. 
 
    Blue Eyes leaned over him. 
 
    “Johnny Boy. I want you to relax, but you’ve got tits now.” 
 
    Johnny blinked. “Wha?” 
 
    “We gave you something called Vacation Boobs. They’re temporary boobs, last about a month, then your body absorbs the solution and you’re back to normal. Hopefully your body will absorb your breasts before your wife gets home.” 
 
    “I got boobs?” He spoke wonderingly. He was still a little under the influence of whatever gas they had used on him. 
 
    “Yep, and they are beauts. You’re near as big as we are. Isn’t that wonderful?” 
 
    “I got boobs.” He listened to his voice and wondered if he was telling the truth. 
 
    “You do. Here, move your hand up and…feel them?” 
 
    She moved his hand up and he touched his chest. Around his pectorals. But he didn’t have pectorals. Now he had big mounds. Boobs. Breasts. Mammary glands. 
 
    She left him for a minute then, talked to Brown Eyes about something. He didn’t know what she was talking about because he was busy feeling his tits. 
 
    They were big, and well shaped. His nipples were erect, but then he always got excited when he felt boobs. He was always excited when he felt his wife’s boobs, so now he was excited at his own boobs. And the gas slowly left him. 
 
    “I’m stacked,” he said, and his voice was firmer. 
 
    The girls came back over to the bed and watched him. 
 
    “You’ve got a wonderful pair, Johnny. I hope you enjoy them.” 
 
    “I’m sure…I…oh, my God?” 
 
    He struggled to his elbows and looked down at his chest. 
 
    Boobs. 
 
    “Let’s put a bra on you, Johnny Boy. You’re going to need a bra with these mountains on you.” 
 
    The suitcase Brown Eyes had been looking into had a collection of lingerie in it. She had taken out a sturdy bra and she handed it to Blue Eyes, who started putting it on Johnny. 
 
    Jonny stared, was mind boggled, and then it was done.  
 
    Blue Eyes helped him to his feet and walked him to the mirror. He stared at himself. 
 
    He had a slender body, and the addition of boobs totally feminized him. It made him looked extremely girlish. 
 
    “Oh, that’s beautiful,” said Blue Eyes. “You’re a lucky girl, Johnny. You’ve got such nice big boobs, and we’re going to work on your skin and do your hair…when we’re done you won’t look like a man at all.” 
 
    “But…I don’t want to…” 
 
    “Dickie says you do.” 
 
    His cock had come awake again, and it pushed against the metal, making his whole cock cage wiggle. He stared down, over his boobs, and there was no denying that his dick was happy. 
 
    “Okay, have a seat, Johnny. We’re going to give you the works.’ 
 
    He sat down, in a state of shock, and said, “Haven’t you done enough?” 
 
    The girls just chuckled. “Not nearly enough, Johnny Boy. We’re about to make your dreams come true.” 
 
    “Dreams?” He looked at Blue Eyes. 
 
    “Listen, Johnny Boy, it’s a well known fact that once a man has put on women’s clothes they are on the pink path.” 
 
    “Pink Path?” He looked at Brown Eyes. 
 
    “From simple panties to panties and bra. From panties and Bra to butt plug. From butt plug to—Oh, my God!” 
 
    “What?” Johny exclaimed. 
 
    “We forgot to put in your butt plug!” 
 
    “What? I don’t want…” 
 
    “Oh, yes, you do. A man doesn’t really transform until he has a plug in his butt.” 
 
    “A nice big one.” 
 
    “That seems to make a man think that that’s what girls feel like. They start walking funny, they prance, they suddenly transform into little girls.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to be a little girl!” 
 
    “Of course you do, Johnny. You’re on the Pink Path now.” 
 
    “I’m not.” 
 
    “Lovely bra you’ve got Johnny.” 
 
    Johnny was ready to cry. He had no hair. He had boobs. And these women were doing things to him… 
 
    “Okay, stand up, Johnny, and lean over the bed.” 
 
    Johnny blubbered, he objected, but the girls were adamant, and they had pictures of him. Johnny, in spite of his objections, found himself bent at the waist, his big boobs on the bed. 
 
    “We’re going to give you a little one to start.” 
 
    “Big plugs come later.” 
 
    “This is actually more of a prostate massager. It’s going to rub on your prostate, and that’s going to feel so good.” 
 
    “You might even start discharging.” 
 
    “Discharging?” 
 
    “Yes, semen will drip from your little cock, and it will feel so good. “ 
 
    “You’ll start to feel like you’re cumming, but only a drop at a time. It’ll last so long and you’ll find it to be the best experience you’ve ever had.” 
 
    “Now just lie still.” 
 
    Blue Eyes began swirling a finger in his ass. She spread lubricant into his hole, made sure he was slick and slippery all the way around. 
 
    Brown Eyes moved up and pushed a bent sort of a butt plug into him. He felt it settle against his prostate, and he had the sudden urge to pee, then the need to pee waned and he was left with a slightly full feeling in his butthole. 
 
    Johnny groaned, and the girls took his arms and pulled him upright. 
 
    He felt funny. He felt awkward. It was like he was being fucked, like a woman, but…he wasn’t a woman! 
 
    At least, he didn’t think he was. 
 
    He took a step and almost fell. The girls laughed and held him up. 
 
    “Feels good, doesn’t it?” 
 
    He almost nodded, but didn’t want to give them that. 
 
    “Okay, have a seat,” Brown Eyes moved him to the vanity table and he gingerly lowered himself. 
 
    It felt odd, and it was an extra charge when the butt plug was pressed deeper into his rectum. 
 
    “Oh,” Johnny said. His mouth was open in surprise as he endured this new realm of sexual experiences. 
 
    “Why don’t you rub cream into his skin while I work on his nails.” 
 
    Brown Eyes began smearing body cream onto his hairless skin and smoothing it in. It had a wonderful, light smell, and he blinked in surprise. He had smelled such a smell on his wife when she used body cream, but to have that sweet smell on him…it was a surprise. 
 
    Blue Eyes knelt at his feet and began working on his toenails. She clipped, sanded, and prepared them. Suddenly he smelled the pungent aroma of nail polish. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “I’m doing your nails, silly, now hold still.” 
 
    He held still. Brown Eyes finished with the cream and began rubbing his face with little sponges. The sponges rapidly turned black and Brown Eyes said, “You’re such a filthy, little boy. But we’re going to teach you.” 
 
    Johnny said nothing. He felt the weight of his tits. He felt the bulb in his bowels, he felt like he was in another world. 
 
    Blue Eyes finished with his feet and began working on his fingers. Again, she clipped, and pushed cuticles and prepared his rather ugly male nails. Then she fitted long ovals on his nails, applied glue, and pressed. 
 
    “I’m using real glue, Johnny. None of that press on stuff. These nails are going to be here to stay. You’ll have to be careful, these won’t lift off, and if you bang them around they could pull your whole nail loose.” 
 
    He stared at his growing fingernails and was afraid. 
 
    What were they doing to him? 
 
    Blue Eyes painted his finger nails. Long strokes from cuticle to tip, and he saw the red color she was using and he almost fainted. 
 
    How could he be seen with such long, red fingernails?” 
 
    Brown Eyes had primed him, and was putting on the foundation. He could see himself in the mirror, and the colorless surface was scary. Then she started putting blush on, and painting his eyes. 
 
    “Nothing fancy, Johnny. That’s the mistake a lot of people make. They want to use lots of glitz and glitter and they end up looking like Main Street hookers. You don’t want to look like a hooker now, do you?” 
 
    “Nu…no.” 
 
    “Good boy. Uh, maybe I should say ‘good girl.’” 
 
    Staring at himself in the mirror Johnny realized that ‘good girl’ might be more appropriate. There was very little of the masculine left on him. And in him. 
 
    He felt more feminine. He felt like he had to be careful with his nails. He knew he had to be careful not to jiggle his chest. 
 
    Sitting in front of the mirror, in a state that was half wonder and half shock, he watched as Brown Eyes applied lipstick to his lips. Except that the lipstick had very little color. 
 
    “This is a plumper, so your lips will be nice and plump and curvy.” 
 
    Blue Eyes took over and painted his lips red. But it was a bright red like his fingernails. It was a more dullish red. 
 
    “This isn’t lipstick, this is something called lipstain. It will last a week.” 
 
    A week? He felt dizzy. So much was happening. Too much was happening. He was being overwhelmed. 
 
    Brown Eyes used another applicator, and this made his red lips shiny. “This is gloss. Anytime your lips need a little shine you just use a little of this. It’s much easier in the long run to do this than to just use lipstick.” 
 
    “Oh,” he sounded like a bull that had been hit on the head with a two by four. 
 
    “Okay. Hair. And…he needs earrings.” 
 
    Blue Eyes began brushing his hair. He kept it long, and she curled it, flipped it, and his medium long male hair began looking like medium length female hair. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    “Sorry, Johnny. But that what a girls got to go through.” Brown Eyes shook her head, a smirk on her lips, and she inserted poles through his lobes. She hung medium sized hoops on his ears. 
 
    Johnny stared at himself in the mirror. 
 
    He was now 90 percent female, and the 10 percent left over wasn’t much. 
 
    His face was painted, his hair was coiffed, his nails were done. He actually looked like a million dollars. A million female dollars. 
 
    “Okay, time to dress this bad boy.” 
 
    “Bad girl.” Giggles. 
 
    They pulled a garter up to his waist, then unrolled stockings up his legs and snapped them to the garters. 
 
    “Real girls don’t bother with panty hose and things like that.” 
 
    “Real girls wear garters, and no panties.” 
 
    They both laughed. 
 
    “But we’ll let you wear panties.” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    They laughed, and pulled a gaff up his legs. 
 
    “This is modified for a chastity tube. It’ll make sure you have a nice, tight front.” 
 
    “No bulge.” 
 
    “No bulge,” he repeated dully. 
 
    “That’s right. No unsightly dick bump in your dress.” 
 
    They pulled a tight, black dress over his head, being very careful of his hair and earrings. 
 
    It was form fitting, but Johnny now had the form. The big boobs had made his waist look slender, and in the dress he was now 100 percent female. 
 
    In fact, the only thing not female about him was his dick, and that was tucked away and incapable of being heard. Or seen. Or used. 
 
    “Okay, let’s try on the high heels.” 
 
    The girls slipped a pair of black patent leather spikes on his feet. Suddenly he was taller, and he felt like he was on stilts, and he was struggling for balance. His ankles wobbled, he grabbed on to things so he wouldn’t fall. 
 
    The girls followed him around the room, cheerfully joking about him. 
 
    “Clumsiest girl I ever saw.” 
 
    “I’ll say. He can’t even walk.” 
 
    “Try putting your heels one in front of the other. It’ll make your ass sway and…that’s it. Like you’re walking on a straight line.” 
 
    They took Johnny out to the patio and schooled him.  
 
    “Make those heels click, Johnny Boy.” 
 
    “Cross your legs at the thighs.” 
 
    “Relax! If a thirteen year old girl can do this, then so can you.” 
 
    The afternoon slid slowly past. Johnny was now tired. He had been drunk the night before, he hadn’t had lunch (a girl’s got to watch her figure) and they had been at him all day. 
 
    “All right,” Blue Eyes finally said. “Time for a nap. We’re going to a party tonight, and you need your beauty rest.” 
 
    “There’s only so much we can do about those bags beneath your eyes.” 
 
    They took Johnny into his bedroom and had him lie down. He was extremely aware of the mounds on his chest. 
 
    Normally we’d take your make up off, but you’re only going to nap for an hour, then it’s time to go.” 
 
    “Where are we going?” Johnny felt like he had taken stupid pills. He was really beaten down. 
 
    “You’ll find out, honey. Now go to sleep.” 
 
    Johnny thought he would never be able to sleep, but he had never been so wrong. Within a minute he was snoring lightly. The girls tiptoed out of the room. They took their own naps, one on the couch in the front room and the other on the bed in the guest room. 
 
      
 
    Johnny awoke. The house was silent. He was in a dress, form fitting, and his cock was surging under his gaff style panties. 
 
    And he had the unfamiliar sensation of boobs on his chest. 
 
    It was getting dark out, and he lay for just a minute, wondering at what had happened to him. 
 
    Then, courtesy of a morning woodie in the evening, he got up and staggered to the bathroom. He still had the high heels on. In fact, the girls had locked them on with little padlocks. 
 
    He pulled down his panties and sat on the throne, and his legs felt unduly high because of the heels. 
 
    He peed, listened to the tinkle, and wondered what he was going to do. 
 
    He didn’t want to go to some party. Even if he didn’t know anybody, even if nobody recognized him, he didn’t want to. 
 
    The truth was, now, in this moment of silence, he was feeling incredibly horny. And horny was reserved for quiet bedrooms. Or for the back seat of cars if you were young enough. 
 
    He finished, made sure he was dry, and pulled the gaff up again. He didn’t try to get undressed. 
 
    Truth, he was a little scared of the girls. They had done this to him, and they could do a lot more. 
 
    He walked, very carefully, down the hall. 
 
    Brown Eyes was sleeping in the guest room. 
 
    He reached the living room and Blue Eyes sat up and yawned. “Hi, Johnny Boy. Hey! Brenda! Time to go!” 
 
    Brenda, Brown Eyes, came out of the hall. “Okay, let’s get dressed. Johnny, you just stand by. We’ll freshen you up in a minute.” 
 
    “Why don’t you go make some drinks, Johnny Boy.” 
 
    The girls retired the boudoir where they made quick work of getting dressed and made up. Johnny brought them drinks and sat on the bed and watched. 
 
    His face was expressionless as he had no emotions left. He was shell shocked. 
 
    “How you feeling, Johnny?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Speak up.” 
 
    “I’m okay.” 
 
    “Just okay? We make you into one of the most beautiful women in the world and you just feel ‘okay?’” 
 
    They were chuckling though. 
 
    A half hour later they walked out of the house, the girls chattered about this and that, Johnny between them, their arms linked with his. 
 
    Brown Eyes drove a convertible Mustang, and she put the top down and headed out into the traffic. Johnny was in the back seat and the music was turned up. 
 
    He wondered if any of his neighbors saw him. 
 
    But even if they did, would they recognize him? 
 
    He thought not. 
 
    They drove downtown, right to the Bonaventure hotel. The glass towers gleamed high above them, and a valet parked the car. 
 
    Now Johnny was coming awake. He stared around in wonder, and realized that he was seeing life from a different vantage point. 
 
    Men were looking at him. 
 
    His heels were clicking on the tiles. 
 
    People were staring at his large bust. 
 
    He wanted to die, to shrink, to go away…but there was a little piece of him that reveled in the attention. 
 
    They passed stores and fountains and entered an elevator. 
 
    Johnny stared out the window as they rose up to the clouds. 
 
    The lights of civilization were spread out before him. 
 
    They stopped at the penthouse. 
 
    “Come on, Johnny.” Brown Eyes and Blue Eyes walked him out of the elevator. 
 
    Now his heels didn’t click. They were on carpet, and he missed the staccato sounds. 
 
    They walked down a short hallway, only a couple of doors, then through some double doors into a huge suite. 
 
    There was a party going on. 
 
    Beautiful people in satin dresses and and handsome suits. Bosoms were presented by porthole and dipping hems. 
 
    Men stood with bulges in their pants, completely unconcerned by their obviousness. 
 
    Laughter. And as Johnny walked further into the room people stopped talking and started watching him. 
 
    If he had known how much attention he was going to get he never would have been able to enter the room. But now he was here, and…he was the center of attention. 
 
    In the middle of the room, the place deathly silent, a beautiful woman with red hair and red lips, and a body that would have made Anna Nicole Smith envious. She held out her hand. She was so kind and imperious that Johnny felt compelled to offer his own hand. 
 
    “Johnny Boy, we have been watching your adventures with bated breath.” 
 
    She kissed his cheek, then wiped a smudge of her red lipstick off his cheek. She led him across the room, and the crowd followed, gathered around. 
 
    “A drink?” 
 
    A waiter presented a tray and she took two drinks, handed one to Johnny. 
 
    She sipped, urged him, and he sipped. 
 
    “Now, you are undoubtedly in much mystery here, would you like to find out what has been happening?” 
 
    Johnny nodded. The drink was the most expensive bourbon he had ever tasted, and he sipped greedily. 
 
    “Very well, lights off, please…and your attention on the screen.” 
 
    The lights dimmed until only the high heavens outside the windows illuminated the aerie. A big screen TV on the wall flickered and Johnny stared at himself. Drunk. In panties and bra. And now he could see the Lesbians fisting in the lower corner. 
 
    “You may wonder how we came across these wonderful, little images…” 
 
    Johnny felt like he was going to die. His knees buckled and the lady in red—Shiela, people called her—held him up. Blue Eyes moved up and helped on the other side. Brown Eyes caught his drink. 
 
    The crowd broke into cheers. 
 
    Johnny’s head lolled and he looked around. 
 
    Shiela continued. “I met your wife on an airplane, and we tapped into your home security system and we found this image.” 
 
    On the screen Johnny rubbed the head of his dick as he watched the girls fisting. He sighed and licked his lips. 
 
    “So we sent the Morality Police after you,” the room erupted in laughter, “and we followed your progression from curious crossdresser into a full blown, feminized man. Or woman.” 
 
    Shiela was silent now, and the big screen TV showed Johnny waking up, screaming at his chastity, and getting made into a female. The girls had planted little cameras throughout the house and the audience in the penthouse could follow every single moment of Johnny’s transition. 
 
    Johnny was able to stand up now, but tears were rolling down his made up cheeks. 
 
    “Now, Johnny, you no doubt wonder why we did all this. After all, you’re just some schmuck from suburbia with a fascination for women’s underwear. So did we do this?” 
 
    “Why?” He managed to mumble. 
 
    People were drawing closer. They had their own cell phones out and were filming the scene. 
 
    “Well, Johnny. We’re just a bunch of jaded assholes. Sort of like suburban assholes, but much richer. And what you’ve done is provided a show. Real live entertainment.” 
 
    He looked around at the grinning faces, some of which nodded happily. 
 
    “But the show isn’t done.” 
 
    “It’s…it’s not?” 
 
    “Oh, no. You see, it costs a pretty penny to put on something like this. $30,000 rent for the month, meals at the swankiest restaurants, free tickets to everything in town. Any sports event, the music hall, Disneyland…everything you want for a month. Box seats, front row, everything. The total can easily exceed $100,000.” 
 
    “But…but I didn’t…I don’t…” 
 
    “I know. You didn’t ask for all of this. But your wife did.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Yes. Your wife wants to give you the best present in the world, and this is it. But…the price…” 
 
    “I can’t afford this!” 
 
    “Of course you can. If you finish the show, if you deliver what the viewing audience demands…it’s all yours. Free. All you have to do is finish the show.” 
 
    “I don’t understand.” He was helpless, befuddled, confused. 
 
    “Do you think you might be willing to play out the play? For all of this?” 
 
    He stared at the surroundings, the view, the people watching him avidly. 
 
    “I’ve got to tell you, you’ll become an instant celebrity. Many of these people will seek your friendship, and whatever else you can offer.” 
 
    That was oblique. 
 
    “All you have to do is finish the show.” 
 
    Johnny stared at her. 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    “What is the end of the show?” 
 
    Shiela smiled and stepped back. 
 
    The people all stepped back. 
 
    At the end of the room was a bed. 
 
    In front of the bed was Jane. She looked nervous, but…excited. 
 
    She was naked…except for the big dildo jutting from her groin. 
 
    “Honey?” Johnny started to cry. He had eyes only for her and didn’t even notice the dildo. 
 
    She held her arms out, and Johnny staggered towards her. Staggered because of his heels, and because he was so overwhelmed. 
 
    A man slid through the crowd next to Johnny. He was holding a microphone on a boom. A man next to him had a professional movie camera on his shoulder. 
 
    Johnny reached her and fell into her arms. 
 
    “I’m sorry…I’m sorry. Big tears rolled down his cheeks and the whole room went from hushed to “awww.” 
 
    Jane held Johnny, He was taller than her in his heels, but he bent to her, gave himself up to her, and his head was on her bosom. 
 
    People in the audience moved their cells around for the best vantage point. 
 
    “I didn’t mean too…” 
 
    “It’s all right, Johnny. I talked to Shiela. She’s a professional, and she helped me plan this whole thing. Those girls work for her. They had everything ready, they were just looking for a willing person.” 
 
    “And I was willing,” he choked out. 
 
    “Honey, it’s all right. I understand about men and their fantasies now.” 
 
    He looked at her. “But what will we do about…about…” 
 
    “The price of this thing? That’s up to you. You can either let me make love to you, or we can go on a payment plan. It will take years to pay it off, or you can just say yes and…and let me do you.” 
 
    Johnny nodded, and now he looked down at the big dick protruding from her crotch. 
 
    In a way he was a broken man, but he was a rejuvenated human being. All that happened had remade him. 
 
    Before Brown Eyes and Blue Eyes had worked their magic on him he never would have imagined that he could go through with this. But now…dressed like a woman, the prostate massager rubbing his prostate, he knew he could. 
 
    And he knew he could because there was nothing more important to him in the world than his wife. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    He barely heard the cheers of the crowd. 
 
    On the bed was a weird folding mattress. It bent over in triangles and he lay on it. His butt went into the air and Jane knelt behind him. 
 
    She pulled down his panties and took out his butt plug.  
 
    Shiela took the plug. “What am I bid for the original butt plug worn by Johnny Boy!” 
 
    Numbers filled the air. Big numbers, but Johnny wasn’t listening. 
 
    His asshole was open, made ready by the plug. He spread his legs, and Jane pushed his legs further apart, then she moved forward. She touched the head of her dildo to his asshole and pushed gently in. 
 
    The audience cheered and yelled encouragement. 
 
    Still, Johnny was only aware of his wife fucking him. 
 
    He felt the huge dildo sliding through his membranes, and he grunted with the fantastic pleasure of it. 
 
    Jane began gently pumping him, and it was only a minute until his overstimulated prostate gave way and the semen started flowing. 
 
    Johnny cried, and the crowd grew respectful. Blue Eyes held a glass under his penis and collected the white jizz. 
 
    For a long minute Johnny leaked into the small glass, and he produced an amazing amount of semen. 
 
    Finally, when he was about done, Jane started to cum. The base of the dildo had been rubbing against her pussy and the shocks started rushing through her. Her hips jerked, and she now slammed into him, forcing out the last of his semen. 
 
    Her legs started shivering, her eyes rolled back and she collapsed on Johnny. 
 
    The cheers rose in the penthouse, and the show was officially climaxed. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    For a month Johnny and Jane lived at the penthouse. They went to the latest shows. They watched sports events. They entertained people who had been in the audience, and who now wanted to be friends. 
 
    Some people offered them opportunities to get rich. And they did get rich. 
 
    Some people just wanted to fuck Johnny, and under Shiela’s advice they came to understand his true value. 
 
    For a great stock tip he would give up his ass. 
 
    For large amounts of cash he pent over and let the people fuck him. 
 
    Oddly, nobody wanted to fuck Jane. 
 
    She was just the money man. 
 
    And they didn’t care that he was always in chastity. 
 
    They just wanted Johnny. 
 
    Johnny was the woman they wanted. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    George Kingswell stepped into the bar at 5:15 in the afternoon. 
 
    It was a sunny day, and the sun had a couple of more hours to shine. 
 
    It was after work, and George had just met his deadline. He was a writer for ABC, putting out lies which were regularly consumed by the public. No big deal, everybody knew the newspapers/news media lied. 
 
    The bar was in Silverlake, right across the five on the east side of Los Feliz. It had an old fashioned red padded door with bolt heads in diamond patterns. 
 
    Inside the bar it was cool. There was a parquet walkway along the bar, and on the right side of the building was thin carpet in swirly patterns and a dozen tables and booths. 
 
    Twenty years previous it was a biker bar. 
 
    Then it became a gay bar. 
 
    Now it was sort of who ever cares bar. 
 
    George stepped up to the bar. “Whiskey and chaser.” 
 
    The barkeep was a slender man with a pencil thin mustache. The mustache was like Salvadore Dali’s. The head was like Kojak’s, and he wore a buttoned up, red jacket. Below the bar he was wearing shorts. 
 
    Hey, it’s LA, baby. 
 
    The barkeep, whose name was Henry, brought the drinks and George tossed the bourbon down like he knew what it was for, then took the beer to a side table. 
 
    Henry polished glasses. 
 
    George thought about getting a writing gig for a magazine, maybe make it to editor. It didn’t pay as much, but he didn’t like writing what he was told to by ABC. 
 
    The president might talk baby talk, goo goo ga ga, to the United Nations, but he had to ignore that. But if the Senator from Arizona shook hands with a girl from Phoenix he had to make a scandal out of it. 
 
    What kind of a life is that? 
 
    Paid liar, that’s what he was. 
 
    He noticed the two men and the women who enter the bar. 
 
    One of the men was built like a whip, had a mean face and dagger eyes. 
 
    The other man was the muscle. He was six two, built like the gym, and had a low forehead. 
 
    The girl…George smiled. 
 
    She was Latin. Long, dark hair with  a kink of curls. Dark eyes that looked like it was midnight all the time, and bosoms that entered the room first. 
 
    Man, what a knock out. 
 
    George tried not to stare, but it was hard. He could see the swell of her bronzed bust. Her legs went all the way to her high heels and up again. 
 
    And she smiled like she was getting into bed. 
 
    George smiled to himself, then turned back to his own business. If he sent a couple of letters out, made a few connections…he had that friend that was working for Home and Garden. Maybe he should call and… 
 
    “Okay if I sit here?” 
 
    He looked up to the girl and, man, he was in love. She was so fine, but… “What about your friends?” 
 
    She turned to the guys who were at the bar talking to Henry. “I’ll be over here, Richard.” 
 
    The slender fellow, he had the body motions of a bull fighter, waved a hand without turning around. 
 
    George felt a little nervous. He wasn’t ugly, but beautiful women didn’t normally single him out. 
 
    “I think…” 
 
    She sat, and smiled. 
 
    He looked at the two at the bar. 
 
    “Don’t worry about them. They’re just my friends. What do you do for a living?” 
 
    “Uh…oh. I’m a writer.” 
 
    “Really? What do you write?” 
 
    “I write for television. Well, actually the news.” 
 
    “Not like for ‘Children Ruin Everything?’ Or ‘The Sex Life of College Girls?’” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    He smiled, looked at his beer, then up. “What do you do?” 
 
    “I do this…I do that.” She shrugged, then laughed. “Mostly I have fun.” 
 
    “How’s the pay?” 
 
    And she laughed. 
 
    For fifteen they talked, and George was having a good time. He gave her his name, and she told him her name was Shirley. 
 
    After fifteen George thought about leaving, he had this little trickle of weirdness way back in the north forty of his mind. 
 
    He started to get up, but Shirley placed a hand on his forearm. 
 
    “I’ll get the beers this time.” She stood up and sauntered over to the bar. 
 
    George thought about telling her he was going to leave, but another beer did sound good, he had the time, and…and she was so fucking good looking. 
 
    Shirley asked for Henry for two beers. She said something to Richard, and he laughed, turned and looked at George. There wasn’t a trace of malice on his mean, little face, and he waved in a most friendly manner. 
 
    George waved back. 
 
    Shirley sauntered back to the table with two, big frosties in her red tipped hands. 
 
    “Here ya go, handsome!” 
 
    They clinked mugs, and George took a gulp. 
 
    Man, that was good. He was thinking, Cold beer, hot girl. 
 
    He took another sip, and resumed his conversation with the girl. 
 
    And they talked, and the bar felt rosy, and the afternoon disappeared into night, and somewhere in there George stopped being aware of who he was. 
 
    For a while he talked of this and that, but it was all on automatic. He was drunk, then past drunk, then he put his head down and slept. 
 
      
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    George wondered where he was. Then he remembered his name, and who he was. But where was he? His back was curve and he was slumped with his head lolling. 
 
    A bathtub. He was in a bathtub. It was a cheap thing, the kind you find in an old apartment house. Built in the thirties, a little sliding door in the kitchen for the ice man. He thought about Laurel and Hardy. 
 
    He hurt. His head hurt, and his belly hurt, and his nuts…they really hurt. He felt like he had been kicked in the testicles, and then hung up by the testicles, and then… 
 
    “Unh…” he groaned again, and this time there was a little bit of George behind it. A little bit of the hurt pushing the sound out of him. 
 
    His arms were hanging over the sides. He raised his head and put his arms on the sides. 
 
    He had to get out of the tub. 
 
    He tried to push, but nothing happened. His arms were just too noodly. 
 
    He lay for a second, then he realized his eyes were closed.  
 
    He opened his eyes, and wished he hadn’t. 
 
    He was looking down the bathtub, and saw his body reclining, and the red blood all over his groin. 
 
    What? 
 
    Blood? 
 
    Why? 
 
    The alarm bells started going off in George’s head. 
 
    Blood. He had been hurt. He felt pain. What the heck had happened to him. 
 
    He had been talking to some girl in a bar…over in Glendale…and…then he was here. What had happened. 
 
    He leaned forward, his head protesting greatly, and lifted his shirt. 
 
    He wasn’t wearing pants. His penis was there, limp, tired.  
 
    He was scared, but he reached down and felt his dick.  
 
    Nothing was wrong. But…something was wrong. 
 
    “Help!” He yelled. It was a feeble yell. Barely qualified as a yelp. 
 
    “Help!” He was louder, but nobody would hear it outside the apartment. 
 
    He looked at the old fashioned sink and toilet. He listened to the sounds of traffic. 
 
    “HELP!” 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    He tried to imagine other apartments, people in them, people who heard him. 
 
    He waited. 
 
    “HELP! 
 
    “On about the twentieth ‘help’ somebody knocked on a door in the front room. 
 
      
 
    George lay in the hospital bed. He was on drugs, and that was the only thing that saved him. 
 
    He wanted to jump up and run out the window and fall a few stories to his death. 
 
    Nurses waited on him, and he imagined that they were all smirking, laughing at him. 
 
    Doctors kept their tongues in their cheeks. 
 
    Knock knock. “You feel up for a talk?” 
 
    It was Detective Benson, a lady cop from the LAPD. 
 
    A woman. One more person to snicker and tell jokes about the guy in the hospital…the guy who had his nuts stolen. 
 
    But, nothing else for it, George nodded. 
 
    Detective Benson entered the room, sat down on a chair next to the bed. 
 
    “How you doing?” 
 
    George wanted to scream. He was reading sexual innuendos into everything. How are your nuts doing. Nuts to you. 
 
    “I’m okay.” As long as I’m drugged to the gills. I’m no longer a man and you’re asking these stupid questions! 
 
    “We think we know who the girl is.” 
 
    George looked at the detective. She was good looking, short skirt, tailored jacket, keeping the professional look even while a cop. 
 
    The kind of girl that he once would have gotten a boner over. 
 
    “The bartender actually knew her, that was why he wasn’t alarmed when they took you out for the Uber.” 
 
    “Was there an Uber?” 
 
    “Nope. They just took you out to their car, drove you to the apartment house over in Chavez Ravine and…operated.” 
 
    “Stole my testicles,” George whispered. 
 
    Benson didn’t respond to his whispered comment. 
 
    “Unfortunately, she didn’t know who they guys were. They paid her forty bucks, dropped her off in Los Feliz, and took off with you. She thought they were just going to take you home. 
 
    “Forty bucks,” he whispered. Twenty a testicle. 
 
    “You know, we’ve had a few cases like this, and we will eventually catch them. 
 
    “For whatever good it does me.” 
 
    Again, she didn’t engage that line of comment. 
 
    “Anyway, we’re working on it, and you’ve got my number. You can call any time. Have you thought about counseling?” 
 
    “I’ve thought.” 
 
    She nodded, bit her lip and frowned. “You know, it’s not the end of the world.” 
 
    “In a way, it is. I can’t have kids. My sex life is going to be curtailed.” 
 
    “I asked the doctor and he said you could have a sex life.” 
 
    “Sure. I can get erections, and I might even be able to have orgasms, but there won’t be any sperm. No little wigglies to crawl up and tap on an egg or two.” 
 
    She said nothing. She just made a moue and stared at him. 
 
    “What if you do find them?” 
 
    “They’ll be charged with mayhem, kidnapping, other charges.” 
 
    “And what are the chances of finding my nuts?” 
 
    She blinked. 
 
    “I mean, my two pearls are out dancing in some other guy’s nutsack.” 
 
    “I don’t follow.” 
 
    “If you find my nuts, do I get ‘em back.” 
 
    Now she was confused. This was a weird concept, it was not in the usual considerations that knock on wood cops had. 
 
    “Well, I don’t know. I suppose you could sue, and—“ 
 
    “So a couple of but thieves go to jail for a few years, and some bozo who paid top dollar for my nuts says he bought ‘em in good faith and he wants to keep them.” 
 
    “George, I don’t think…” 
 
    “Never mind. I’m just being maudlin.” 
 
    He dismissed her by picking up the controller and pressing it. It was supposed to shoot more morphine into his system, but he knew it was probably a fake. Something to calm his mind without doing anything. 
 
    Detective Benson stood up, had her last word. “I’ll drop by again, and I’ll let you know if anything develops. 
 
    He didn’t say anything as she left the room. 
 
      
 
    Losing a testicle is traumatic. Losing both testicles is doubly traumatic. Still, life must go on. 
 
    Two days later George was given clothes—his own were shredded and blood stained and useless—and a wheelchair ride to the street. He had a wallet that was empty, not even a credit card, and nothing else. 
 
    He Ubered home and asked the landlord to let him into his apartment. He got out his own clothes, through away the hospital stuff, and had a drink. 
 
    A drink had gotten him in this mess, it was only right that a drink start getting him out. 
 
    He was nutless, and the first thing he noticed was that he felt a space between his legs. When he walked he didn’t have the familiar feel of little round golf balls between his legs. He walked with a space, and that was weird. 
 
    The second thing he noticed was that his underpants didn’t work. Yes, his penis laid in the material like a banana, but he didn’t have a package to be supported. 
 
    He could have worn panties and they probably would have felt better. 
 
    He went to work, and nobody noticed that he was walking funny, didn’t get boners, and sat differently. 
 
    He could cross his legs at the thighs and be quite comfortable. 
 
    And he thought about the people who had done this to him. 
 
    He might not have nuts, but he was seething inside. 
 
    Those were his nuts. He wanted them back. At the very least, he didn’t want somebody else enjoying them. 
 
    The doctor had said that if he found a donor he could get an operation that would make him a man again. 
 
    Oddly, there was a pill of bitterness in him that derided that. 
 
    And, he began to think about ways to find his balls. 
 
    He worked for a week, and he was very uninspired. He contributed what he could to the team, but his heart wasn’t in it. He wanted to be on the hunt. 
 
    He asked for his vacation time. He was owed a month, and ABC was so big they wouldn’t miss him. So a couple of weeks after his ‘accident’ he walked out of the studios with a month of freedom. 
 
    He bought a gun. 
 
    It didn’t take much research to learn that a Glock was a good bet. Ammo was plentiful, and he could get a large capacity magazine. 
 
    Of course, it was frowned upon by California, so he went to Vegas. A day trip, and he came back with a gun, cleaning kit, holster, and a tee shirt that said, ‘I’ve got your 2nd amendment right here!’ 
 
    He would have been instantly fired if he wore that to work. 
 
    He spent a couple of days learning how to care for the gun. Cleaning was surprising simple, shooting was fun, and he became used to the feel of the weapon under his arm. 
 
    He wore a loose jacket and the gun was well disguised. Nobody would know it was there until he used it. 
 
    He spent the evenings walking around his apartment in shorts and a tee, practicing his draw. 
 
    And he wished he was a member of the gun culture. 
 
    Well, he was now. At least for awhile. 
 
      
 
    Shirley lived in an apartment in Hollywood. It was five stories on a cul de sac. The back of the apartment faced the 101 freeway. 
 
    She had a job during the day, worked as a para legal, but after dark she was a wild soul. 
 
    She liked to drink, she liked to fuck, she liked to drink and fuck. 
 
    She was 25 years old and looked like 30. She was in her prime. She wouldn’t be there long, given her lifestyle, but she was making hay while the sun shined. 
 
    She was unaware that she was being followed. She was unaware that George knew her name and was smart enough to track her down. But he did research for ABC news as a writer, and Bendson had told him the bartender knew her, so it was child’s play to find her. 
 
    He couldn’t find Richard and the bully boy, but he could find her. 
 
    George followed her for two days, then entered her apartment while she was at work. He just waited until somebody went out and he went in. The lock was easy. It was an old apartment and he turned the knob until it snapped. He sat in a corner behind the door and waited. 
 
    Shirley sauntered down the hallway. She  wanted to change from her work suit into an evening dress. She grabbed the knob of her door and twisted, and the knob turned with the right pressure. She was unaware that the mechanism was totally stripped and that George was holding the knob so it would turn with a bit of resistance. 
 
    She opened the door and walked in. Closed the door, and would have lurched for the knob and run out because suddenly George was standing in front of her. 
 
    “You!” 
 
    “Sit.” 
 
    It wasn’t much, compared to their conversation of a couple of weeks previous, but it was laden with significance. 
 
    He didn’t draw his pistol, he just stared at her, and the dead eyes in his skull did the work of a couple of Glocks. 
 
    She sat on the couch. “What happened to you. I heard…” 
 
    She faded, and he took over. 
 
    “You heard I lost my nuts.” 
 
    “Oh, my God! I’m sorry. I heard, but…I’m sorry.” 
 
    “You’re going to help me find Richard and…?” 
 
    “Butch. The big guy was Butch.” 
 
    “Yes. Butch. Where did you meet them?” 
 
    She was quiet, and George knew that she knew. She might have told the cops she didn’t know them, but she was lying. Probably to protect herself, but lying. 
 
    “You’re going to have to tell me.” 
 
    “I can’t. You don’t know those guys.” 
 
    He snorted. The idea of being scared of somebody was silly. He had lost his fear of people when he lost his marbles. 
 
    She saw it in his eyes. She wasn’t in danger, but Richard and Butch were. Still. If Richard and Butch got him, then they would come for her. 
 
    He went into the kitchenette. He had tossed the apartment when he had first entered, and he knew where the bourbon was. He got down a bottle, opened the fridge and found the Pepsi. He poured liquids over rocks in a glass and brought her a glass. 
 
    She was frightened.  
 
    Oddly, not from the threat of violence, just from the violent ambience he was emitting. 
 
    Whiskey helped. 
 
    “So where are you from?” 
 
    “Alabama. Don’t you remember?” 
 
    He was blank. 
 
    “We talked about this at the…” she trailed off. 
 
    He wasn’t upset at being reminded. He lived with his condition, and his rage.  
 
    “Must have been after the drugs took effect.” 
 
    “I didn’t see them put anything in your drink.” 
 
    He smiled. “Shouldn’t lie.” 
 
    “I’m not!” But she was, and he knew it, and she knew that he knew, but what’s a girl going to do when the atmosphere, and her immediate future, seemed to be getting darker. 
 
    “You have a pair of panties?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I want to try on a pair of panties. Drink your drink.” 
 
    Now she was terrified. Panties? The look in his eyes? Why did he want to get her drunk? 
 
    She took a sip, then went into her bedroom and came back with a pair of green panties. 
 
    He stood up and unbuckled. Dropped his slacks and toed out of them.  
 
    He wasn’t wearing tighty whiteys because they no longer felt comfortable. He often wondered if it was all psychological, but when he pulled on her panties he knew it wasn’t. His nutless sack fit into the panties and for the first time since he had been divested of his manhood he was comfortable. 
 
    He sighed and sat down. 
 
    She stared at his green panties. 
 
    “What’s it like?” 
 
    “Losing my nuts? Bad. It doesn’t hurt much, but there’s a knowledge inside me that keeps biting.” 
 
    “What are you going to do?” 
 
    “Find Richard and Butch. Find out where my nuts are.” 
 
    “What for?” 
 
    He looked blank. 
 
    “They’re going to kill you.” 
 
    “Yeah, probably, but then I won’t have this feeling inside me.” 
 
    She didn’t ask what feeling. It was in his eyes. 
 
    “I’m going to come back and see you,” he said. 
 
    “What? Why?” 
 
    “I like you. I don’t see many women. You’re the last one to see me as a man.” 
 
    “They’re going to kill you.” 
 
    “Then you don’t have to worry about them coming for you.” 
 
    And they drank. 
 
    An hour later she was loopy. Giggly. Talked freely about how scary he was acting. 
 
    He was sober. Dead, cold sober. But he laughed at the right times, and his laughter was even sincere. 
 
    If she hadn’t been drunk she would have been terrified. 
 
    “They hang out at Charley Coyote’s.” 
 
    “The bar sort of restaurant place on Santa Monica.” 
 
    She nodded, and licked her lips. “Can I feel you?” 
 
    “Sure,” he said, not caring, but perversely curious. 
 
    She stood up, looked down at him. 
 
    “You’ll have to stand up.” 
 
    He did. His jacket momentarily billowed and his Glock was visible for a second. 
 
    She gasped. 
 
    “It’s for them,” he said. “I need it.” 
 
    They were standing two feet apart. He was wearing the green panties. 
 
    “Go ahead,” he said. He wonder what it would feel like for a woman to feel his testicles. Where would be that old thrill? 
 
    She moved slightly forward, bent at the knees, and placed her hand over his crotch. 
 
    She could feel his dick. It felt like a chub, half sized. 
 
    “You can take my panties off,” he murmured, watching her eyes glinting with some weird kind of excitement. 
 
    She hooked her thumbs into the panties and pulled them down. 
 
    His penis hung loose, and she took it in one hand. With the other hand she felt his sack. 
 
    It was empty, just a bag of skin, and sort of shrunken. 
 
    “You can feel the cut they made, the hospital just left it as is, on the back of the skin. 
 
    She felt it, rubbed the ridge of healed flesh between thumb and forefinger. 
 
    She looked at him. “You don’t feel anything?” 
 
    “I’m going to live longer. Maybe 15 or 20 years. I think about how much hate a fellow can feel in that length of time. But I don’t hate.” 
 
    She could feel his rage, so carefully tamped down and packaged into his bitter soul. So well held in check that unless you knew what to look for you’d never see it. 
 
    It was exciting. She realized that he wasn’t dangerous to her. He was just dangerous. 
 
    Oh, she could make the wrong move, try to get his gun, but unless she did something stupid like that, he meant her no harm. 
 
    “Can you get hard?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    He watched her like a snake watches a particularly stupid mouse, but without any judgement. 
 
    “Can I make you hard?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Can you?” 
 
    She began rubbing his cock, and he felt it. He responded. His shaft didn’t spring up, but it slowly grew. 
 
    “It’s nice.” 
 
    “It used to be nicer.” 
 
    “Did you use it a lot?” 
 
    “Every chance I got.” 
 
    She jacked him, was breathing hard. 
 
    He added, “Which wasn’t a lot.” 
 
    Now she was sexually excited. Now she felt that pulsing wetness between her legs. 
 
    She went out and fucked a bit, but this was different. 
 
    It was almost like she went out and fucked because she had to. 
 
    Now she wanted to. 
 
    “Do I want you because I can’t have you?” she asked. 
 
    “You can have me.” 
 
    She was not scared now, but the high, tight feeling in her chest should have scared her. She had never felt this level of excitement in her life. 
 
    “Will you fuck me?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    She held his dick in one hand and slowly backed up. He followed, gazing into her eyes, wondering what was happening. 
 
    She backed into her bedroom, turned him around, pushed him, and he sat. She pushed his chest and he lay back on her bed. His panties were around his knees. His jacket had flopped open so his gun was visible. 
 
    He had no balls, and he was the most dangerous man she had ever met. And it excited her like no man had ever excited her. 
 
    She lifted her skirt and pulled her panties off. Their eyes were locked in the gloom of the room. 
 
    She knelt on each side of his legs and knee walked forward. She lowered herself on him and sighed, and didn’t take her eyes off him. 
 
    “Fuck,” she whispered, hardly able to breath. 
 
    “That feels good,” he said. “It’s not like I remember.” 
 
    “What do you remember? She began to rise and fall, her hands on his chest, feeling his pectorals. She closed her hands on his pecs and he pushed up into her.  
 
    He said nothing. 
 
    She said, “I wish you had tits.” 
 
    He gave a weird grunt. 
 
    She ground her hips on him and groaned, and sat up straight and felt her own tits. 
 
    He flipped her over, was on top, and she gasped. He was stronger than she thought. 
 
    He began to move in and out of her. 
 
    His dick wasn’t super hard, it was sort of squishy, but it did the job. It rammed into her, and she liked the way it felt. It was like fucking a sponge in the shape of a dick. 
 
    “Don’t you wish you had balls?” 
 
    He said nothing. He was watching her, and he loved her. 
 
    He had spent a lifetime having occasional fucks, this was unique. 
 
    He had no hope of getting her pregnant. He didn’t have to wear a rubber. He could just fuck and fuck and fuck. 
 
    Many minutes later she was getting a head of steam. The softness of him was making her hornier and hornier. It was like the hint of something great, and if she could just…but she couldn’t and he couldn’t, and she became wetter down there. 
 
    It was the most excruciating fuck she had ever had in her life. 
 
    She came. A grasping, flapping, flailing of limbs. She squeezed her legs and groaned, but he stayed in her. Ninety percent hard and with no signs of slackening. 
 
    He didn’t enjoy himself…he enjoyed her. He enjoyed the. look on her face. He wondered if he had ever had a look like that on his face. Orgasms were a memory now, so he didn’t know. 
 
    She came again. 
 
    He picked her up, turned her, and took her doggy style. 
 
    “I read,” as he humped her, “that eunuchs were desired lovers. They lasted longer.” 
 
    “Guh…guh…” she responded, her eyes rolling back in her skull. 
 
    “If you had known it would be like this…would you have cut off my nuts?” 
 
    She began to sob uncontrollably. 
 
      
 
    They sat at the table and ate bacon and eggs. He didn’t care about food much, he had lost a bit of appetite when he had lost his manhood, but with a plate of food before him he did it justice. 
 
    She ate, and was exhausted, and exalted, and watched him with her glittering eyes. 
 
    “I’ve never fucked like that. Heysoos.” 
 
    “Neither have I,” and they both knew the truth of that. 
 
    “Are you sore?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Do you want more?” 
 
    “Later, I do. Right now…I’m fucked out.” 
 
    He soughed. “Fucked out. Right.” 
 
    “Are you going to kill them?” 
 
    He shrugged. “I just want my nuts back.” 
 
    “How come?” 
 
    He looked at her with an obtuse look on his face. 
 
    “You can’t reattach them.” 
 
    “The doctor said I could.” 
 
    “He just wants a fancy operation.” 
 
    “I don’t have much money, and he said he would do it anyway, if I could find a donor.” 
 
    “He just wants to be in the medical journals, the man who tried to reattach testicles. He’ll get fame from that, go on the lecture tour, be a traveling consultant. Lots of bucks.” 
 
    “How do you know?” 
 
    “I’m a paralegal. We’ve handled many a malpractice suit. Doctors are like vultures.” 
 
    He grunted. 
 
    “I want you to wear a bra.” 
 
    He tilted his head. 
 
    “For me. Like a knight would wear his lady’s scarf when jousting.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Let me get one.” 
 
    He sat and waited. He studied the traffic shooting by far under the back window of the apartment. Too bad she didn’t have a balcony. He could see himself doing a swan dive onto the freeway. What would kill him? The fall…or the cars smacking into him, running over him, turning his body into a gelatinous mush? 
 
    Then he chuckled. He thought of an old joke. It’s not the long fall that hurts, it’s that sudden stop. 
 
    “What are you smiling about?” Shirley came back into the kitchenette and placed a bra on the table. 
 
    He picked it up and looked at it. 
 
    “Nothing.” The smile was gone from his face as if it had never been. 
 
    The bra was a sports bra, designed to compress boobs. It would be flat on his chest. 
 
    “Oh. Well, you’ve got a nice smile.” 
 
    He smiled, but it wasn’t the same. 
 
    After eating, while she did the dishes, he took off his jacket and tee and holster. He put on the bra. It was tight, but it felt good. It gave him some weird kind of discipline. As if binding his body bound his mind. 
 
    He liked it. 
 
    He liked it better than thinking about doing a swan dive onto the 101. 
 
    Heput on his shirt, then his holster, and finally his jacket. 
 
    Shirley came back into the living room and watched him. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she said. 
 
    “For what?” Though he knew. 
 
    “I’m sorry for what Richard and Butch did to you.” 
 
    He shrugged. No matter. 
 
    “I live here.” Which was a stupid statement, of course she lived there, but the intent was plain. 
 
    “I’ll come see you some time.” 
 
    “I’d like that.” 
 
    He finished getting dressed and walked out of the apartment.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Richard and Butch were not easy to get to. 
 
    They hung out in a fancy nightclub, and they lived somewhere. 
 
    George didn’t want to shoot them down in the night club; he wanted information. 
 
    And he was afraid if he hung out around them too much they’d see him. 
 
    So he sat in his car and waited for them to leave. 
 
    At the end of the night they would saunter out into the LA smog. Mutt and Jeff. George and Lennie. Laverne and Shirley.  
 
    They would stand and smoke for a minute, watch the good looking women come and go, and act tough. 
 
    They would get in their car and drive away. 
 
    Tailing somebody looks easy in the movies. You stay three cars back and the hoods never catch on. Unless it’s part of the plot, of course. 
 
    George followed them for two blocks, then get caught by a traffic light. When the light changed he spurted after them, but couldn't find them. 
 
    He drove around for a couple of hours, wishing he knew where they were, then returned to his apartment. He slept. 
 
      
 
    He awoke in the afternoon. He wasn’t sharp, but he was focused, and sharpness came the longer he was awake. 
 
    He sat in his apartment, cleaned his gun, and his mind was blank. 
 
    What was he doing? 
 
    He wanted to watch Shirley have another orgasm. 
 
    He went out to his car and drove to Shirley’s house. 
 
    It was almost as if she had been waiting for him. She simply opened the door and he entered. 
 
    “I’ll fix dinner.” 
 
    “Later,” and he kissed her. 
 
    Again, he got almost hard enough, was hard enough to enter her, not hard enough to get off himself, and, again, she was put on the path of slow, tantalizing, excruciating orgasms. 
 
    That was the night she realized that she was in love. Any man who could do what he was doing to her…it had to be love. 
 
    Afterwards they had breakfast. Breakfast in the evening. It was somehow appropriate. 
 
    “Did you find them?” 
 
    He nodded. “Charley Coyote’s, but I can’t get to them.” 
 
    “They sit at that back table and they’ll see you coming.” 
 
    “I might be able to track them home, but it’ll take some time.” 
 
    “You’re going to need to alter your appearance.” 
 
    He nodded. He hadn’t thought about that, but it was true. “I’ll grow a mustache.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    He looked at her. 
 
    A mustache won’t do it. Not even a beard will do it. You’re just not a mustache man.” 
 
    He waited. 
 
    “We’re going to feminize you.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Why feminize? Because when I get done with you you can walk right up to them and blast away. They’ll never see you coming. They’ll be looking at tits and won’t even see your pistol.” 
 
    The thought made him happy, though he didn’t intend to walk up and blast. He needed information. 
 
    Shirley started working on him that afternoon. She Naired him, manicured his nails. 
 
    “I’m sticking with a Metro look for now. Later, when you’re more comfortable, we can go whole hog. 
 
    It felt weird to have his nails done. There were men at ABC studios who were into the Metro look, a lot of them. 
 
    Metro was more of a half man, half woman look. It was soft, a minimum of make up, hair coiffed sexually. 
 
    At one o’clock he headed out. He parked across the street from where he had lost the two men and waited. 
 
    Time passed slowly. He watched cops cruise past in their patrol cars. He watched bums pushing shopping carts. Some kids sauntered past, trying to look tough with cigarettes in their mouths. 
 
    The radio played Radar Love: 
 
      
 
    The road has got me hypnotized 
 
    And I'm speedin' into a nude sunrise 
 
      
 
    He knew the truth of that. 
 
    At two thirty they came through the intersection. Just boppin’. Heads forward, smoking, eyes looking forward. 
 
    They had no idea he was coming for them. 
 
    He followed them to La Cienega, headed for the airport. 
 
    Lost them at Martin Luther King when they turned. 
 
    He drove home. 
 
      
 
    The next night he came for Shirley. Met her at the door when she got off. Kissed her madly, not feeling the passion, but feeling an intensity of sensation that drew him on. 
 
    How can a eunuch make love? 
 
    Here’s how. I don’t need to cum…I just need the soft, warm pussy to tell me it’s going to be all right. 
 
    He pushed her through the doorway and backed her into her bedroom. Her arms were around his neck, she was making hungry, mewling sounds, then he was ripping off her clothes, pawing her breasts, and emotionlessly putting his cock into her. 
 
    Mind fuck. No testosterone flooding him, his mind was making it happen. 
 
    Did he think, on some level, that he was going to get off? 
 
    Maybe, and maybe he would get off. The doctor had said it was possible. 
 
    She lay under him, held her hands to his metro biceps, looked into his eye lined eyes. In the midst of the grunting fever she realized that she needed to work on his eyes. 
 
    Then she wasn’t thinking anything, because her orgasm was massive. It lifted her up, made her forget who she was, and it felt. like molten lava was exploding from her pussy. 
 
    They ate. A ritual. She worked on his make up. She gave him a skirt and blouse. She wanted to give him a dress, but the holster worked best under a jacket, and she didn’t have a jacket for a dress. 
 
    He felt curiously fulfilled, looking at himself in a mirror. 
 
    As a young man in college he had looked into all sorts of sexual aberrations. He had read studies of men who cross dressed. He wondered what the studies would say about a man who actually changed sexes. 
 
    He walked down to the car, lipstick on his mouth, colorful eyes, and looked up at her apartment. 
 
    She was looking out the window at the end of the hall. She blew him a kiss. 
 
    He smiled, a flat thing of no lust, and got into his car. 
 
    He followed Richard and Butch into South LA. He drove slowly behind them, and the traffic waned. But he wasn’t worried about them seeing him. They were pretty much on a straight line. 
 
    They turned right and headed down one of the sub streets. 
 
    They turned into the driveway of a small house, and he drove past. 
 
    And drove home. 
 
    Tomorrow. 
 
    The next night he drove to Shirley’s, and they fucked like demented rabbits, their lust on display and unquenchable. Although she was finally quenched, he would never be quenched. He was tightly wound. He couldn’t stop thinking about Richard and Butch. 
 
    After fucking they sat and ate, and she knew. “You found out where they lived.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “You’re going to go see them.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Are you going to kill them?” 
 
    He pushed his chair back a bit, made a small screech on the vinyl, and looked up. 
 
    And thought. 
 
    “Probably not,” he finally answered. 
 
    It felt like he had been thinking about whether to kill them for a year. In reality it had only been about ten seconds. His mind was moving that fast. 
 
    He left Shirley’s early. He was wearing a dress, because she had found a Navy peacoat in a closet, and high heels. 
 
    Well, low heels. 
 
    He liked it. He liked the panties and sports bra. He liked the dress and the heels. And he liked the way the Glock set in the holster under the peacoat. 
 
    He waved to her again, and got into his car. He looked at himself in the rear view mirror, and was surprised at how much he liked what he saw. 
 
    She had really worked on his hair, given it highlights, and his cheeks had light blush. 
 
    He looked sexy. He looked like a woman. He felt the constriction of the bra and wondered what it would feel like to have tits. 
 
    Weird, probably. 
 
    Shirley wanted him to have tits. She had said so. “If you survive tonight I’m going to get you boobs. Real boobs.” 
 
    He hadn’t said anything, but he had felt a splitting open of warm deep in his chest. 
 
    He must like the idea. 
 
    He was early, and he parked around the corner from their house. 
 
    Big bonus, there was a back alley. 
 
    He avoided street lights, walked calmly down the alley, then turned into their yard. Across a bare patch of ground, up some worn steps, and into the house.  
 
    They were so tough they didn’t even lock their doors. 
 
    It was a two bedroom house. He made sure the drapes were drawn tight, he arranged furniture so two comfortable chairs were on one side of the room, and the uncomfortable straight back was on the other. 
 
    Facing each other. 
 
    Then he sat down in the straight back chair and waited. 
 
    Waited. The inevitable clock ticking. Something brushed his leg and he almost shot his foot off. 
 
    Cat. 
 
    Who would figure two tough guys like Richard and Butch would have a cat? 
 
    He stroked the back of the cat and its tail rose up and brushed against his wrist. 
 
    He waited, listened to the silence, thought about what had happened to him, thought about what he was going to do. 
 
    He wanted his nuts back. That was the bottom line. 
 
    But what was he going to do to Richard and Butch? 
 
    He was going to do something, but…what?” 
 
    Cars driving past. 
 
    He thought about the dangers of gunshots. Neighbors might hear. 
 
    Might not. In spite of being in a poor area, these houses had been built in an era which promoted solid construction. They had thick walls, lathing, probably the number of wallpapers piled on would stop a lot of the noise. 
 
    He waited for two hours, but it felt like ten hours. His mind was moving that fast. 
 
    But he was content. 
 
    He was going to get his nuts back. 
 
    A car slowed. Lights in the driveway. They were home. George got up and went into the kitchen. 
 
    The sound of doors opening and closing. Footsteps on the porch. Murmurs and snatches of conversation, then the front door opened. 
 
    Richard entered first, felt for the light switch, but it wasn’t working. 
 
    “Fuck,” he said. “Lights burnt out.” He started across the room and Butch entered. Closed the door. 
 
    Click. Light flooded the front room. 
 
    For smart, tough guys they were a bit slow. They turned towards George, blinked, mouths open, and saw the Glock held in a steady hand. 
 
    “Sit in the chairs.” 
 
    Richard had six feet to go to get to the back room, he knew he would never make it. 
 
    Butch was just stupid, and had nowhere to go. 
 
    But it was the coldness in George’s voice that convinced them. Colder than an Alaskan fart. Colder than a polar bear’s turd. 
 
    Cold enough to die. 
 
    They didn’t even look at each other. It was one gun, and they were two, but George’s two eyes were like shotgun bores. 
 
    Richard sat in the chair on the right. 
 
    Butch sat in the chair on the left. 
 
    George walked in a large circle, the Glock fixed on them, and sat in the straight back chair. 
 
    To them he was a girl. A woman. A bitch. A pussy. 
 
    But with a gun. 
 
    “What is this?” whispered Richard, his eyes narrowed. 
 
    George knew they didn’t recognize him. Heck, they hadn’t spoken back in Glendale. They had carried him into the apartment house to cut off his nuts. They never really looked at him. 
 
    “Last time you saw me was in a bar in Glendale.” 
 
    They were blank. 
 
    “Then you stole my testicles.” 
 
    It hit them. A sucker punch that went in at the belly and came out at the spine. Eyes widened. Mouths dropped. 
 
    “What the fuck?” muttered Butch. 
 
    “Where are they?” 
 
    “What…what do you mean?” 
 
    “You stole them, sold them. Who’d you sell them to?” 
 
    They blathered for a moment. 
 
    George raised the gun and pointed it at them. 
 
    “I’m going to shoot you. How badly I shoot you depends on your answers. Who did you sell my nuts to?” 
 
    Nothing. Did they not believe him? Or was it just so surreal they were incapable of logical thought? 
 
    They were in comfy chairs, the kind that you have to lean forward and leverage yourself out of. 
 
    He aimed at Butch’s foot. 
 
    BANG! 
 
    The sound wasn’t too bad. Butch’s scream was worse. He didn’t leap forward, he picked up his foot and stared at it. Blood seeped out of the top of the Oxford. 
 
    Richard started to move forward, but the gun shifted to him. “Who did you sell my nuts to?” 
 
    “You son of a bitch! You—“ 
 
    BANG! 
 
    “AIEEE!” Richard looked down at his foot and contorted in the chair. 
 
    Butch was crying. 
 
    “Who did you sell my nuts to?” 
 
    “We sold them to a doctor!” 
 
    “What’s his name?” 
 
    “I don’t know his n—“ 
 
    BANG!  
 
    “FUCK! STOP THAT!” 
 
    “What’s his name?” 
 
    Both Butch and Richard babbled.  
 
    “Dr. Richard Crenwell. 416 Daisy Dr in Beverly Hills. His phone number is—“ 
 
    George waved the gun and they both flinched and shut up. 
 
    “Don’t need that.” 
 
    Richard: “What are you going to do?” 
 
    “Get my nuts back.” 
 
    George stood up. Three shots, he had nearly a full clip left. That was a lot of feet. 
 
    BANG! 
 
    Screams. Terror. Blood. Now both men had bullet holes in both feet. The floor was welling with the red stuff, and they were pleading and crying. 
 
    They weren’t so tough, after all. 
 
    “Now, Richard, Butch, if you tell the police who shot you you’ll have to admit to kidnapping and stealing my testicles and all that sort of stuff. So what are you going to tell the people at the hospital, the cops, when they come a’callin’?” 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    George mused. “If you get shot and won’t tell who shot you…do they charge you with anything?” 
 
    Richard and Butch both stared at him. Blubbering, crying, but stopped by the insanity of the question. But it was also a legitimate question. 
 
    Can you be arrested for being a victim? 
 
    “Well, I guess you’ll find out.” George said.  
 
    He walked out of the house, ass swaying, looking sexy, and wondering if he had enough money for breast implants. He did have some money saved up. He wondered if Shirley would help out. 
 
      
 
    416 Daisy Dr was easy to find. George simply tapped the address into his cell phone and followed the directions. 
 
    The house was on a dark street on the outskirts of Beverly Hills. It was a well kept thing of sandstone and stucco. Probably five or six rooms. There was a Lexus in the front and a Harley Davidson. An expensive hog with all the bells and whistles. Not a biker’s bike, but a biker wanna be’s bike. 
 
    It was just past three in the morning now, and George parked his car and walked up the curvy path to the front door. 
 
    No lights in the house, but it had the feeling of somebody home. 
 
    George rang the doorbell. 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    And waited. 
 
    And rang 
 
    And waited 
 
    And rang. 
 
    Then…footsteps. 
 
    The lights went on, somebody looked through a curtain at the side of the door. 
 
    George looked like a woman, no alarm there, so the door swung back. 
 
    George stepped in and aimed his Glock right at the nose of a fifty year old, white haired man with glasses on. “Anybody home?” 
 
    So nonchalant, and yet so cold. 
 
    Dr. Crenwell—Richard—shook his head as he backed up. He was trying to figure out his chances of running into the kitchen, but the eyes in the gloom stopped him. 
 
    “Why? No family?” 
 
    Richard was not stupid. He was a doctor, and he had written books and case histories and all sorts of things. 
 
    And he had committed illegal operations on unwilling people. 
 
    People like George. 
 
    “Divorced.” 
 
    “Into the living room, Dick.” George allowed himself the luxury of emphasizing ‘dick.’ 
 
    Crenwell turned into the living room. The drapes were all drawn, and George motioned him to a chair. 
 
    “What is this about?” 
 
    “A few weeks you operated on a young man in a bathtub. You harvested his testicles and, presumably, sold them. I want them back.” 
 
    Crenwell blinked. He figured it out quickly. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “They’re mine.” 
 
    “But they’re doing well, and—“ 
 
    “Heysoos pissed on a rock but I want to shoot you in the groin.” 
 
    “I’ll have to check my records.” 
 
    “So check.” 
 
    Crenwell moved through the house. George followed him. 
 
    “Should I change my name to Georgia? Or Georgette?” 
 
    Crenwell said nothing. In his professional opinion George was certifiable. 
 
    They entered the doctor’s study, and Crenwell went to a safe and started fiddling with the dial. 
 
    “Better not be a gun in there.” 
 
    Crenwell stopped. He had been planning, but those plans were now worthless. 
 
    “There is.” 
 
    “Turn till it’s unlocked, open it, take the gun out using the tips of your left fingers.” 
 
    Crenwell did as directed, and shortly George had a six shooter in his possession. 
 
    “That’s an antique,” said the doctor. “Be careful.” 
 
    “I will. Who?” 
 
    Crenwell opened a folder, flipped through contents, then handed the paper to George. 
 
    George took it, motioned Crenwell to a chair across the room and waited until the doctor was seated. 
 
    “John Wellington.” George read. “Why’d he need my testicles?” 
 
    “He lost his in a boating accident.” 
 
    Now George was curious. The doctors at his hospital had talked about reattaching his nuts, but if Shirley was right, they were just scamming him. 
 
    “Do they work?” 
 
    “So far.” 
 
    “What do you mean ‘so far?’” 
 
    “No adverse effects, Johnny says he is able to orgasm easily. And it’s only been a short while. We have yet to assess his ability to impregnate.” 
 
    “How much did he pay?” 
 
    “It was mostly arranged by a third party who—“ 
 
    “How much?” 
 
    “$100,000.” 
 
    George smiled. That was more like it. He hated the idea of his nuts only being worth twenty a piece. 
 
    “Can you take them out and put them back in me?” 
 
    Crenwell shook his head. 
 
    George sighed. 
 
    In a way, it was the end of the road. Something in him had been hoping. But… 
 
    “What are you going to do?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    A long moment of thought, then George said, “You realize that if you tell anybody about me you’ll be admitting to black market operations?” 
 
    “I’m aware.” 
 
    George shot him in the foot and walked out. The doctor’s screams were music to his ears as he shut the front door. 
 
    Johnathon Wellington didn’t live that far away. Just a hop, skip and jump, across the freeway in Brentwood. 
 
    OJ land. Where rich people allegedly slaughter beautiful young women and get away with it. 
 
    Brentwood. How thick are your sins? 
 
    It was getting light in the sky now, a false dawn, and George drove up a long and winding road. There was a monastery up here, or some kind of girl’s school, and it was very difficult to find the right address. Not only did the road wind about, but the driveway did. 
 
    It was 5:30 when he parked his car on the street outside a large hedge. 
 
    John Wellington. Rich enough to buy testicles at $50K each. Well connected enough to arrange a black market operation with people who, presumably, were so rich they didn’t need the money. 
 
    He rounded the hedge and walked along the curve of a driveway. He came to a gate, but it was just a gate. He stepped up a hillside, nearly slipping in his low heels, and jumped back to the driveway. 
 
    It felt weird. Normally nuts bounce, and you feel things. 
 
    He felt nothing. 
 
    He continued walking, the sun was touching the tips of the trees and the world was lighting up. 
 
    He came to a large parking area. The garage door was open and a man was putting golf clubs in the back of the car. 
 
    He heard the click, click of George’s low heels. It wasn’t a loud click, but the man turned, and George could see his frown in the growing light. 
 
    “Can I help you, young lady?” 
 
    George pulled out his Glock and aimed it. 
 
    The man turned ashen. “What is it? Money? My car? What do you want?” 
 
    George said the thing that had been percolating in his mind these last weeks. “I’d like my nuts back.” 
 
    John Wellington trembled, and everything flashed through his mind. He had thought about the nuts he had had transplanted into him, and he had wondered from whom they had come. Now he was face to face. with his worries. His knees gave way. “I’m sorry…I’m sorry!” 
 
    “Be sorry if you want, but I want my nuts back.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    And it was that simple. 
 
    And it wasn’t. 
 
    George lowered the gun. “Let’s talk.” 
 
    Wellington had a wife and three kids, he didn’t want to talk in the house, so they went to a brick bench under a tree and sat down. 
 
    George holstered his gun. 
 
    “You’ve got children. Why did you need my nuts?” 
 
    “It wasn’t that…I need…I need to feel like a man.” 
 
    “Didn’t do much for my manhood.” 
 
    “I didn’t know where the testicles came from. I…in my mind…I thought they were donated. Or…at least…maybe from some fellow who died in a motorcycle accident.” 
 
    “Hunh.” 
 
    “I never dreamed…I know I was delusional, but I was desperate to be a man again. The look in my wife’s eyes, the pity from people who knew, you can’t—“ he stopped. 
 
    “I can’t know what it’s like,” finished George. 
 
    But Wellington had the apology on his lips. 
 
    “No. It’s okay. You’re right. People can’t understand.” 
 
    “What can I do to make up for it? Whatever my delusions, what I did is wrong.” 
 
    George held up his hand to forestall more speech. He was sticking on what John had said, ‘What I did was wrong.’ 
 
    And what he was doing was wrong. 
 
    Oh, he was probably justified in shooting all those people in the feet, but his nuts were gone, nothing to do about it. 
 
    Well, he could shoot Wellington in the foot, and the cops would probably let him off with a warning. 
 
    And he could get his nuts back. Have them put in their rightful pouches. In spite of all the juggling around they might even work again. 
 
    But what was that going to do to Wellington? 
 
    Could he continue this cycle of violence he had embarked upon? 
 
    He sighed. 
 
    “What can I do?” repeated Wellington. 
 
    George said, “Well, I could shoot you in the feet, steal your—my—testicles, press charges…” 
 
    “Oh, God. I really fucked up.” 
 
    “But maybe there’s another thing we could do.” 
 
    John looked up hopefully, and George began to talk. 
 
      
 
    John came home to Shirley’s apartment. She was just getting ready for work, and he kissed her, hugged her, and went in and crawled into her bed. 
 
    She stared at him, dressed like a woman and snoring. 
 
    She wondered what had happened. 
 
    Had he killed anybody? What had he done? 
 
    But, whatever he had done, he was asleep now. And she picked up on the significance of him coming to her apartment. 
 
    He wanted to be here. More than any place else. 
 
    And, truth, she wanted him here. 
 
    She closed the door gently on the way out.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    “This is certainly new to me,” he said, walking in the door. 
 
    “How do they feel?” 
 
    “Big. My sense of balance is off. And this bra…wow.” 
 
    Shirley grinned at George. “They sure are beautiful.” 
 
    He grinned, “And free.” 
 
    Shirley shook her head. “I can’t believe Wellington paid for your new Chyna 2000s.” 
 
    “It was that, or give me back my nuts.” He grinned. 
 
    “What are you smiling for?” 
 
    “If he manages to get his wife pregnant they have to name the baby after me.” 
 
    Shirley shook her head, but was grinning. 
 
    “And ABC studios is okay with you?” 
 
    “Haven’t you heard? They love trans people.” 
 
    He poured a couple of drinks and they moved to the little balcony patio in his apartment. She had moved in with him, his apartment was so much nicer than hers. 
 
    They sat next to each other, and she took advantage of the moment to feel his new boobs. “Wow, these are state of the art nice.” 
 
    “You can say that again.” 
 
    “Wow, these are—“ 
 
    “Okay!” He raised a palm and they laughed. 
 
    Then she was sitting on him. Kissing him. And in between they sipped bourbon and Coke. 
 
    “I’ve got the strap on ready.” 
 
    He looked at his watch mockingly. “Is it that time already?” 
 
    “It is if you want to be a real woman.” 
 
    “I guess it is that time.” 
 
    Their drinks done they adjourned to the bedroom. 
 
    “How do you want me?” he asked. 
 
    “Just lay on your back on the bed. Dress up, and lose the panties.” 
 
    He followed her directions and lay on the bed, watching her, waiting for her. 
 
    She smiled as she lifted her dress, took off her panties, and pulled the strap on into place. Now she had a big dick, the back of which was nestled against her pussy. 
 
    “Do you really think you can get me off?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” she nodded and chuckled. “I’m going to pop you like a balloon.” 
 
    He smiled, his arms behind his head. 
 
    She came to him, a jar of lube in one hand. She pushed his legs up and said, “Hold them up.” 
 
    He grabbed his legs, and she swiftly inserted a goop of lube right into his hole. 
 
    “Oh!” he gasped. 
 
    “Cold?” 
 
    “Feels good.” 
 
    “It’s going to feel better, big boy.” 
 
    She swirled her finger, spread the lube through his anus, then moved forward and pushed his legs up over her shoulders. She smiled down at him, held his dick up, and penetrated his asshole. 
 
    He yelped, and his eyes got a far away look in them. 
 
    “How is it, lover?” 
 
    “Oh, God!” he blurted. “This is heaven.” 
 
    “You betcha.” She pushed in and pulled back and established a rhythm. 
 
    He grunted with the pleasure. 
 
    “Now take your time, relax and let it happen.” 
 
    He nodded. It was getting hard for him to speak. 
 
    In and out, smiling down on him. Side to side, watching him gulp. 
 
    He felt it coming within five minutes, and his eyes opened and focused on her. 
 
    “That’s right. Let it happen.” 
 
    She stroked his penis, rubbed his nipples, and the sensation built bigger and bigger. 
 
    “Oh, my God! I’m going to cum.” 
 
    “Told you so.” 
 
    Then the first waves hit him. 
 
    It was different than a male orgasm. It was a prostate orgasm, and it came from a deeper place, took its time, and he found himself lifting his hips, trying to get his legs down. 
 
    Shirley had the position though, and she kept him in his. She scoured his innards with her dick, and he started to jerk. His eyeballs rolled back and he forgot all about who he was. He was just lost in the most wonderful sensation of golden heat. 
 
    She watched him, and thin gruel erupted from his penis. Not a big, hard shot, but a serious drizzle. He expended his fluid for a while, then his hips slowed down, the orgasm waned, and he came back to her. 
 
    “Wow,” he said. 
 
    “You can say that again.” 
 
    So he did. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    He was in love from the moment he saw her. 
 
    Her silken hair, shiny with the sun, combed straight down her back. Her eyes so pale they were translucent, backed up only by shade of blue. Her breasts full, as if they had milk ready to flow. 
 
    But it was her touch that did him. 
 
    “You did this?” she said, leaning towards him. 
 
    “Guilty, he said. 
 
    And she touched him. 
 
    He felt the surge of urge in his burgeoning cock. He stared down in shock as his pants darkened. 
 
    She laughed at the expression on his face. “I like your painting.” 
 
    “But…but…” he looked up at her, was smitten, down at his crotch, was overwhelmed by the orgasm bursting through his groin. 
 
    She turned and walked away. 
 
    Now trembling, not understanding what she had done to him, though the physical proof was leaking through the material of his pants, he went to the bathroom. 
 
    He took off his pants, washed the cum out of crotch, and left a bigger stain of dark. 
 
    But this stain was only water, and he stood by the hand dryer and kept pressing the button. 
 
    People walked in, saw him but didn’t say anything. Old men with fat wallets, too scared to live any more. They had their money and could buy his muse, but hey had none of their own. 
 
    They were the products of lives wasted by the pursuit of money. 
 
    Eventually, of course, someone reported the weirdo drying his pants in the bathroom. 
 
    “Roy? What are you doing?” 
 
    “Hi, Gene. I spilled some wine and needed to dry my pants.” 
 
    “Oh, heck. I heard there was somebody exposing himself in here.” 
 
    Roy Fielding stood in his underpants and chuckled. “You wanna see?” 
 
    “God, no! You pervert. I’ll stay here with you till you’re done, though. 
 
    Roy was a slender artist, long curly hair. Liquid, brown eyes. Spite. 
 
    Gene was the gallery owner. He had put on this soiree and was quite pleased with the results. 
 
    “I’ve sold three of your paintings, man. You’re getting rich.” 
 
    Roy didn’t care about money. He cared about painting. He cared about the feeling that came over him when he was wielding his brush, as if the hand of God was caressing his forearm muscles and giving him a gift. 
 
    Of course it would be good to be rich. 
 
    “Who was the babe in the blue pant suit?” 
 
    “The blonde with the cleavage down to her belly button?” 
 
    Roy smiled, thinking of the spurt that had conquered him. How had she done that? 
 
    “Yeah. That’s the one.” 
 
    “Gloria Frizzell.” 
 
    “Frizzell? Like in Lefty Frizzell?” 
 
    “I don’t think they’re related.” 
 
    “Hunh. You see her around much?” 
 
    Gene grinned. “Be careful with that one. She’s supposed to be kinky.” 
 
    “Kinky. That’s good.” 
 
    So kinky she touched me and I came. 
 
    “So how do I get in touch with her?” 
 
    “Roy, I’m telling ya, she’s the kind of girl that’s going to smoke you and throw away the roach.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    Gene sighed. “Well, I shouldn’t tell you, but…she teaches a yoga class in a park.” 
 
    Roy nodded. “I been needing some pretzelizing. This might be just what I need.” 
 
    Gene shook his head. “Put your pants on and let’s go make some money.” 
 
    Roy nodded, and they went back into the gallery. 
 
      
 
    It didn’t take him long to find out which park. He just called the park services and asked about yoga classes. There were only three, and only one of those was taught by a young lady named Frizzell. 
 
    He scoped the park out, found the rec center which had a room the right size, and picked up a flier. 
 
      
 
    FIND THE REAL YOU! 
 
    Gloria Frizzell 
 
    Yoga Instructor 
 
    727-361-2121 
 
    (Leave message) 
 
      
 
    The park was a small park on the left side of town. From one side of the park one could see the ocean. The other side of the park led to a jungle and a path into the Santa Monica mountains. 
 
    A couple of miles down the road was the Self Realization Fellowship. 
 
    Roy went to the park on Tuesday at 5 in the afternoon. The classes were at 5 on Tuesday and Thursday, and 10 on Saturday. 
 
    He sat on a bench that leaned, but wouldn’t break, and watched the ocean. 
 
    He looked at his clock. He turned around and watched the yoga class. 
 
    About 30 sexy women. Dedicated in their stares, seeking the Buddha in their belly, exploring the world from a few square feet of rubber mat. 
 
    They wore unitards for the most part, and a few of them wore sweats. 
 
    He liked watching the women in sweats most, for they were a mystery. Underneath the stretch of fabric he could see hints of groin and breast. Girls in ‘tards…there was nothing to the imagination. He could see the little scars under their breasts through the thin, stretchy, colorful material. 
 
    The sun was filtered through the trees, glinted on the grass, and speckled the dust motes in the air. 
 
    The air was a thin membrane in which he lived, felt the molecules, experienced the briskness of an ocean breeze. 
 
    Inside the little room, through the large plates of glass, Roy watched as the women sat in the Lotus, contemplated their navel, built their serenity into a life encompassing thing. 
 
    Gloria put a hand out, the palm to the ground, and thirty hands duplicated her. 
 
    A leg gently thrust into the air, a roll of the hips, 30 heads of hair flipped and 30 faces stared upward, as if they could see the sun through the roof. 
 
    There was a joy emanating from their features. 
 
    Apparently Gloria could do more than make a dick spit. 
 
    Hips raised and bodies turned sideways, a long stretch up the straight line of the body. The Warrior’s Pose. Virabhadrasana. 
 
    Roy wondered why Indian people never named their offspring ‘Bob,’ or ‘Sue,’ or something simple. There were maybe six parts to that word, couldn’t they shorten it? 
 
    Through the window he watched the ladies contort and contort, a sheen upon their faces, Upward Dog, Downward Dog, Cow Lips, Child’s Pose, and, eventually…the Corpse Pose. 
 
    Roy had tried yoga when he was younger. He had tried it because he wanted a steadier hand, and yoga steadied the entire body. If he could hold his body still, then a few fingers would be easy. 
 
    And he liked it. 
 
    But not this much. 
 
    The endless hours, while fun, interfered with the seeking of his own muse, following his own discipline…the brush. 
 
    Inside the center the women lay on their backs. Rested, felt the moment of inspiration. 
 
    Roy knew about that. He loved that moment.  
 
    The class ended. 
 
    Roy turned and watched the far ocean. 
 
    He could barely see the swoop of a few seagulls. Johnathon Livingston Seagulls. Hovering against the wind, then sliding down the current, and he could imagine their tiny seagull souls screaming like children on a roller coaster. 
 
    A wind gust bent the palm trees, and he smelled woodsmoke.  
 
    He smiled. A simple memory, bit it held the keys to smores and chocolate and surfboards and— 
 
    She sat down next to him. 
 
    He was frozen. Busted for stalking. Yet he wasn’t scared. 
 
    “You should have come in.” 
 
    “I didn’t want to interrupt.” 
 
    “If you’re going to come see me…come see me. Don’t skulk about like a burglar in a panty hose factory.” 
 
    He looked at her for that one. 
 
    “Didn’t anybody warn you about me? Didn’t they tell you to keep your distance?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “So are you brave or stupid?” 
 
    “Neither.” 
 
    “Well, come on.” 
 
    She stood up and walked towards the parking lot. He followed her, watched her hips sway, felt the rhythm of her body, in tune with the cosmos, controlling the very tides. 
 
    She drove a VW microbus. One of the old ones that takes 75 seconds to reach 60. She feathered the clutch, wiggled through the traffic, and made it look like she was speeding. 
 
    “How did you do that to me.” 
 
    She turned to him, afforded him a glance, warmed him with a smile. “I follow Silithia.” 
 
    “You can do that at will? Make me cum?” 
 
    “Pretty much. But it helps if you’re in touch with your inner self. You know who you are.” 
 
    “But why did you do it?”  
 
    “Because you spoke through your paintings. I could feel your suffering, your bliss. You have. traveled so far, and you needed to know there is light at the end of the tunnel. 
 
    “A woman who can cause an orgasm merely by touching,” he mused. 
 
    She pulled up to a bakery. One of the workers came running out and handed her a loaf of hot bread. “Hey, Gloria!” 
 
    “Namaste, Dorothy. Give her three dollars, Roy.” 
 
    Roy struggled to get his wallet out while they chatted. He paid three bucks, and the bus moved into traffic again. 
 
    They drove up to Mullholland, taking a back way that Roy had never seen before. Then they drove along the crest of that drive. 
 
    “Don’t let the butt get cold.” 
 
    Roy covered up the end of the loaf of bread. 
 
    She pulled onto a dirt road, which wound through an orchard and came out near a rather shabby looking house. 
 
    She turned off the engine, and Roy asked, “Who’s Silithia?” 
 
    She just smiled most enigmatically.  
 
    The house was an old ranch style, probably built around 1960, and allowed to weather. There were a couple of trees, lots of low bushes and vines, and a general attitude of disrepair. 
 
    The inside of the house was in better shape. It was comfortable, repaired, had fresh paint, the chimney obviously worked, and it felt…pristine. 
 
    Gloria put her bag down and went into the kitchen. 
 
    At this point Roy had no idea what was happening. As a celebrity he had been taken home to fuck enough times, but he didn’t get that vibe. 
 
    And, he had to ask himself what he wanted. 
 
    The answer was simple, and yet complex. She had made him cum with a touch. He wanted to know more. 
 
    Did he want to cum again? 
 
    Of course. He didn’t deny his own male-ism. 
 
    But…he wanted to know how she did it. 
 
    That was a knowledge that his muse was driving him to find out more about. 
 
    In the kitchen she made an herbal tea. It wasn’t particularly sweet smelling, and he wasn’t much of a tea man. He accepted a cup, however, and took small sips. 
 
    They sat at the kitchen table and she sliced pieces off the loaf, smeared warm butter on the slices, smeared honey on the slices, and they ate. 
 
    It was positively delicious. The bread was fresh, the butt wasn’t cold, and they ate the whole thing. 
 
    She wiped off her hands, gave him a damp towel for his, and led him out to the back yard. There was a small porch, about ten foot square, in the center was small rug. She sat down, assumed the Lotus position, closed her eyes and asked him, “What is it you want.” 
 
    “How did you do that the other night.” 
 
    “I can’t tell you, I can only show you.” 
 
    “Will you show me?” 
 
    A slight smile across her lips, a slight shrug of the head as she unkinked some minute kink of the muscles. 
 
    “It’s dangerous. It will change you physically. Only one in a million men are capable of understanding, let alone proceeding through.” 
 
    Proceeding through. What a strange phrase. 
 
    He frowned. “Yet you’re talking to me.” 
 
    “You’re one in a million. But I have to tell you, I wish to dissuade you.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “It’s dangerous. It will change you physically. Only one in a million men are capable of understanding, let alone proceeding through.” 
 
    He gave a half chuckle. “You’re not much of a salesman. Saleswoman.” 
 
    Her eyes were slits and she did a subtle stretching backwards, then reassumed her posture perfect Lotus position. 
 
    “I’m a good salesperson if I persuade you to forget about it, to leave, to not come back.” 
 
    He watched her for long minutes, just watched, and considered her. 
 
    “Why is it dangerous?” 
 
    “You could get stuck halfway.” 
 
    That didn’t make much sense. Not that Gloria was making all that much sense anyway. 
 
    “How will it change me physically?” 
 
    She opened her eyes, turned and slipped into the zen position, feet folded under. She spoke directly into his soul. 
 
    “You will change into a woman.” 
 
    He opened his mouth. Closed it. Though he was now motionless he had a thousand thoughts, and he could express none of them. Things were just happening too fast inside his head. 
 
    “Go away, Roy. Go back to your painting. Become famous, live the good life. Fuck beautiful women, have a family, enjoy life. Get drunk, be happy, and don’t bug me with your stupid, little dreams.” 
 
    Man, if there was ever a shut down that was it. 
 
    He paused maybe ten seconds, then gave a nod of his head, stood up, and walked back through the house. He walked up to the road, called an Uber, and returned to the park to pick up his car. 
 
    Fucking girl was crazy. 
 
      
 
    But why couldn’t he get her off his mind? 
 
    That was the week he painted the naked girl caressing the trunk of an elephant. The elephant was a shadow standing in a clump of bamboo. Near invisible. The girl was shy, her skin accentuated by the grey of the elephant’s trunk. 
 
    And there was love in that painting. 
 
    Onlookers could see it, could feel it, and were astounded when he claimed to have painted it in one night. While drunk. On bourbon. 
 
    It sold for a half a million. 
 
    He didn’t paint for a few days after that. Usually he would get on a jag and paint for a month before being ejected by The Muse and told to go play, recharge, get a life. 
 
    He went down to the beach. He was dismal as a surfer, and he preferred a boogey board and flippers, so he sat in the waves and caught a few, but mostly wondered. 
 
    The ocean a gently rolling plain behind him he thought about what Gloria had said. 
 
    It wasn’t the dangerous part that bugged him. A guy living off The Muse was constantly in danger. Once he entered that zone where The Muse moved his hands and detailed his visions everybody and his aunt’s cat wanted to talk to him. Take him to lunch. Discuss with him the significance of a painting. 
 
    There was no significance to what he was painting. He painted, treated the job like a good craftsman, and let it happen. He didn’t know what left turns his mind was making and didn’t care. 
 
    There was nothing so dangerous to a man in The Muse as an looker trying to decipher his work. 
 
    He would sooner shoot himself in the head than listen to some art critic discussing his ‘influences.’ 
 
    She had said he would turn into a woman. 
 
    That was concrete, and ambiguous at the same time. 
 
    How could he turn into a woman? Did she mean he would cultivate a softer viewpoint of life? Under The Muse he had no viewpoint, he wasn’t male, nor female…nor animal, mineral nor vegetable. 
 
    He was just a conduit for a happy feeling that happened to make nifty paintings. 
 
    That’s how he thought of them. Nifty. 
 
    So what did she mean? 
 
    He came back from surfing restless, which was sure not the norm. Usually he was refreshed. 
 
    Still, he painted ‘Children in the Moonscape,’ which brought in $750,000. 
 
    Of course he had to pay taxes and agents and all that stuff, but, still he walked away with about $300,000. Not bad for a country boy. 
 
    How could he turn into a woman? Was Gloria talking about transvestism? She couldn’t be talking about him growing a vagina, losing his dick. That was impossible. Never in the history of man. 
 
    He was still restless, so he turned the ringer off his phone and left the one word for people who actually happened to know his phone number. 
 
    ‘Working.’ 
 
    Go away. I’ll call you when I come up for air. 
 
    He painted ‘A Family of Miscreants.’ A horror of children borning out of armpits and assholes. A worthless schism of visions meant to offend. He was that restless. 
 
    He made his first million dollar sale. Within 24 hours of release. And was compared to Salvadore Dali. 
 
    Fuck! 
 
    Then came the crazy month. Painting after painting. Some were collidoscopes of insanity. Some were gentle pastorals with soothing colors. 
 
    Animals, machines, space ships, microbes, everything in his head seemed to have jumbled and was shooting out like a volcano erupting. 
 
    And he was either drunk, or crying, or sitting in a funk with no thoughts. 
 
    What did she mean? 
 
      
 
    On a Saturday morning he was waiting for her when she returned from teaching. 
 
    The yard was in much better shape, and it was obvious she was going to plant a lawn. The roof had been reroofed, the windows were clean, there was a cat on the front porch. 
 
    She tooled up in her VW bus, turned the car off and got out. She was holding a fresh loaf, the butt not cold, and she smiled at him. 
 
    “You lasted a long time.” 
 
    He knew she was referring to how long it had taken him to return to her. 
 
    “You must be in a lot of pain.” 
 
    Yeah. He was. And he didn’t understand it at all. 
 
    They went through the house, it was cleaner, the rug was new, and made a stop in the kitchen. The loaf. Warm. Soft. Smothered in butter and honey. 
 
    He knew that she knew he was coming, else why would she buy a big loaf? 
 
    She spoke: “When we finish there is a book on the end table. I would like you to read it.” 
 
    “What do you mean I’ll turn into a woman?” 
 
    “Read the book.” A knowing smile. Not quite condescending, but…almost. 
 
    She wiped her hands clean, and he suddenly realized that she had not gotten any of the butter and honey on her hands. 
 
    He needed a wet rag. Later he would realize that that was the first aware thought he had in a new existence. 
 
    how did she do that? 
 
    He went into the living room and found the book. 
 
    ‘Silithia: The Hope of All Women...the Bane of All Men.’ 
 
    He looked at the cover. 
 
      
 
    [image: Image] 
 
     
 
    Huh. Dewy-eyed. Hope? Fear? Big lips. 
 
    A rather enigmatic picture, Roy judged. 
 
    He sat down and started reading. 
 
    “Go home. Don’t come back. Don’t worry about returning the book.” 
 
    Without saying a word Roy stood up and left. 
 
      
 
    He read the book in a day, and once again entered that terror zone of painting in which The Muse beat him up, put him in a washing machine, and squeezed odd trivia out of his mind. 
 
    He thought about the book, tried to forget about the book, and out of his digits poured a charcoal of a zombie eating a sheep. Alive. And the sheep loving it. 
 
    Disgusting. 1.2 mill. 
 
    The tender embrace of a mother for a child, in the middle of a battlefield, the baby looking up and cooing. Critics said they could hear the baby, and they cried for the mother. 
 
    A landscape of dreams, jumbled and jangly and filled with monsters. 
 
    A woman lying on a bed, a cross of shadows super imposed on her, the bedding tangled with her limbs. 
 
    Then there was the TV show. 
 
    His agent needed publicity, thought everybody needed publicity, and didn’t understand that a painter needed solitude, needed protection from the people who had opinions. 
 
    He got drunk, made a fool of himself, and was applauded for his artistic integrity in all the newspapers and across the web. 
 
    Fools. 
 
    A month later he went back to Gloria’s house. 
 
      
 
    “You don’t give up,” she observed as she led the way to the kitchen. 
 
    The kitchen had been redone. The lawn was in. The woods were being pushed back. 
 
    “What did you think of the book? 
 
    “It’s stupid. It’s a fantasy. Couldn’t happen. And the writer…” 
 
    “What about the writer?” asked Gloria, sipping at her insipid tea. 
 
    “Look, I know artists, give me that, and this one is fucking nuts.” 
 
    Gloria nodded, sipped a sip, and, “I’m sure she would agree with you. What do you want?” 
 
    “I want to know how you made me squirt by touching me.” He phrased it crudely as possible, but she didn’t care. 
 
    “Every person has a wavelength. By creating that wavelength and touching you with it. That’s how I did it.” 
 
    He was silent. Then…desperate… “Prove it.” 
 
    She reached forward, hesitated as she studied his eyes, then she touched the back of his hand. 
 
      
 
    Roy existed in nothing, yet he had a body, and that body arched. A current ran through him, pushed sexual feelings through him, made him shiver, and he erupted. A fierce groan, and his semen poured out of him. 
 
      
 
    He came to on the couch. They had been in the kitchen, and he had no idea how he had come to be on the couch. 
 
    He moved his head and opened his eyes. The world slowly came into focus. His pants were wet. 
 
    Gloria sat on the floor next to him in the zen posture. Her head was lowered and her eyes were closed. She smiled and opened her eyes and looked at him. 
 
    He was desperate. He was starved. He needed what she had, and didn’t even know what she had. 
 
    “Please,” he said. 
 
    “Please what?” 
 
    Yet he felt that she was actually joking with him. 
 
    “Please teach me how to do that.” 
 
    “Why? Why should I do that when you’re not even willing to be a woman?” 
 
    “I’ll be a woman. I’ll be anything you want. Just…I need to know.” 
 
    She sighed, she turned full to him. “Why, Roy. Why do you need to know?” 
 
    It came out of him. He never would have been able to verbalize it on his own, but The Muse was moving him now. 
 
    “When I paint it is as if The Muse is shaking things out of me. Sometimes good, sometimes bad, but The Muse is trying to make sense out of me. She is trying to bring order out of the chaos that is me. It’s not that I want. If it was left up to me I would just go get drunk. But I have given myself up to The Muse, and she wants to know. She knows the last things that keep me from the truth of myself are there. If I could just…if I could…” He closed his eyes because tears were coming. He had never begged in his life, until now. 
 
    Gloria patted his hand. “You know The Muse is a woman. And now you know why you must become a woman. It is the next step for an enlightened man.” 
 
    He sniffed. 
 
    “Only by being a woman can you understand The Muse, and only by understanding The Muse can you understand yourself. Do you want to become a woman, Roy?” 
 
    Roy didn’t want to. He was a man, born and bred. But…he couldn’t stop The Muse from reworking him, making him into her image. 
 
    “Okay,” he said, giving up and acceding at the same time. 
 
      
 
    Gloria arose, a smooth unfolding of the limbs, graceful as she lifted his hand. 
 
    He felt himself rising, and he felt himself, the little eye of awareness that was him way back in his skull, receding, watching from further and further away. 
 
    She walked into the bedroom, holding his hand, and he followed docilely. 
 
    Her bedroom was a cube. In the center of the room, not against a wall, was her bed. Her bed was square. There were no covers. 
 
    “Sit,” she said. 
 
    He sat, and she began taking off her clothes. 
 
    She pulled the cut off sweat shirt over her head, and he stared at her breasts. He couldn’t help himself. 
 
    She smiled, and it was okay with her that he watched her bare her flesh. 
 
    She stripped the leggings off, and she was naked. She was not a woman who liked clothes. 
 
    She stood in front of him, hands on hips, gorgeous bosom outthrust.  “I’m going to tell you some unpleasant things,” she said. Then she pushed him back on the bed. 
 
    She sat on his body, and he felt her cunt against his cock, but she didn’t allow entry. 
 
    “When you squirt your brains out, as men are wont to do, you waste yourself. Women don’t waste themselves. 
 
    “So I’m supposed to try and fuck like a woman?” 
 
    “Don’t use your mouth. Use your ears. Listen and learn. Shut up. But you’re right. You must give up cuming like a man. When you can give way and let your orgasm happen, then you will be fucking like a woman, and that is what you must learn.” 
 
    He nodded. He was determined not to open his mouth again until she bid him to. 
 
    “The difficulty comes when you must not let yourself cum. You must deny, learn to rechannel energies. 
 
    “So the exercise now is for you to be in me and not expend your seed.” 
 
    He blinked. “But…” 
 
    She slapped his face. Not too hard, but hard enough. Then she grabbed his face, knee walked up his body, and sat on his face. 
 
    He could hardly breath, and what breaths he did manage were tainted by the smell of her pussy. 
 
    “Use your ears, not your mouth. Your mouth is you babbling about things you don’t know, and no question you can ever form is anything but a distraction for what you must do.” 
 
    He was choking, but she didn’t care. If anything, she pressed harder onto him. 
 
    “So, eat, learn what your mouth is really for, and stop making those ridiculous sounds.” 
 
    He managed to get a little air in, mostly from desperate sucking. 
 
    She laughed. “Stop trying to breath and start eating.” 
 
    From somewhere deep inside there was a recognition of what she was saying. 
 
    He moved his tongue, tried to move his lips. 
 
    “That’s right. Eat. Eat of woman, and become of woman. Become like woman. Teach yourself about vagina by partaking of it.” 
 
    He moved his mouth, his mashed lips slid over her labia, and she made a small moaning sound. 
 
    “This is the part I like best,” she said. “When you give up. Now…give up.” 
 
    He struggled, and at one point he beat at her thighs with his fists, but now she was kneeling over him, dropping her full weight on him. 
 
    He couldn’t breath but barely, but he kept moving his mouth and lips, and then, suddenly, his tongue went out and lapped. 
 
    “There you go. Get the honey.” 
 
    He licked again, and a sweet nectar came into his mouth, energized his soul. 
 
    And he realized that struggling used up oxygen. If he stopped struggling…somehow air seeped into his mouth, into his lungs, and…she moved quickly, he got one gasp of air, a big one, then she was sitting on his face again, but now she was facing the other way and able to stroke his cock. 
 
    He jerked as she gripped him. She could make him cum with a touch, but this wasn’t about that. This was about getting him close as she could to the edge. To bring him to the lip of nirvana, and no more. 
 
    He licked, and realized that his nose was up her asshole. 
 
    Yet, she did not smell. There was no taint. If anything…she was sweet down there. 
 
    A dull thought wafting across his consciousness: it must be the bread and honey and butter. 
 
    She moved her hand up and down slowly. Within a minute he was on the edge, and it was excruciating. He wanted to cum, but she wouldn’t let him. She stroked him, stroked him, and backed off when he started to surge. 
 
    “Do not cum like a man,” she whispered, and somehow he heard, even though her thighs were against his ears. 
 
    She cupped his balls and shook them. 
 
    He groaned and tried to spurt. 
 
    She squeezed his dick and said, “No. Not like that. Don’t take it, let it be given. Be a woman.” 
 
    He choked a bit, then managed to find a thread of logic in his waning consciousness. 
 
    “Fight it. Fight the cum. Fight the male in you, and let the female arise.” 
 
    His hips were jerking, twitching, trying to throw her off that he might blow his wad. 
 
    But she was adept at bronc riding. She was smiling, enjoying the ride. 
 
    She leaned forward and took his head in her mouth. She chewed on him, and the feeling came again, and again. 
 
    She backed of each time, squeezed the base of his cock, wouldn’t let him cum. 
 
    “Stop trying. Control yourself. Don’t be the victim of your base urges. Control your urges, and ride them to heaven. 
 
    He was gasping, crying, trying to throw her off, but he was also tiring. No matter how bad he wanted to cum, he couldn’t…he… 
 
    As if from afar it came to him. The ability to say no. To refuse himself. 
 
    He lay still, and his cock surged, but she held it, and helped him learn to hold it back. 
 
    “That’s it. Don’t squirt. Don’t waste yourself. Save it. You must never squirt as a man again.” 
 
    He lay as if dead.  
 
    “This is the Corpse Posture. The Corpse Asana. From this little death flow your first awareness. Lay down. Take it. Don’t let it go. Use it. Do you understand?” 
 
    He did, and she slowly stopped stroking him. She got off him, knelt beside him for a long moment and watched him. 
 
    “You must give up to get, Roy. Other things we do will be more difficult, but this first step, this first stage, learning to deny yourself that you might progress, this is the hardest.” 
 
    He lay on the bed, breathing deeply, trying to get his bearings. 
 
    “Sleep, if you can, then come out to the living room.” 
 
    She turned and left the room. 
 
    Roy lay there, deprived, his cock bright purple, straining, thrusting, wanting to squirt. 
 
    Yet the feeling wasn’t bad. It was good. It was the most delicious feeling in the world. 
 
    He slept.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    She told him to practice sitting in the Lotus for a month. He was not to have sex of any kind. He must save himself for her. She told him this with a completely no nonsense attitude. 
 
    “Do you want me to come to your yoga class?” 
 
    She snorted. “Why? That’s for people who are already women. You have a ways to go before you can join them.” 
 
    “But what are they doing?” 
 
    “What Silithia wants. Empowering themselves, becoming purer, hoping to be accepted by Silithia.” 
 
    “You speak as if this Silithia person is real.” 
 
    “I’ve met her. She trained me.” 
 
    He stared. It was just a damned book. “If the book is real why is it listed as fiction? 
 
    “To protect Silithia. The last thing she wants is a bunch of idiots who aren’t ready beating a path to her door.” 
 
    Actually, that made sense. Roy had had enough of idiots, so he understood. But, still…non-fiction? 
 
     
 
    He went home and practiced Yoga. If he wasn’t painting he was sitting in the Lotus, or practicing a few other postures that he knew. 
 
    Still, it was the lotus that Gloria wanted him to work on, so he concentrated on that. 
 
    He painted the Tyrannosaurus Rex on the moon, and was labeled a political genius. Both the Democrats and the Republicans claimed they were the essence of the painting.  
 
    To undo the silliness he painted two paintings. He held one grip that led to two brushes so he could paint on two canvases exactly the same. It was a study of Frankenstein’s Monster plucking the limbs off a little girl before throwing her into the lake. He named one ‘Republicans and Democrats,’ and the other ‘Democrats and Republicans.’ Let them figure that out. 
 
    Which, of course, both Repubs and Dems said that did.  
 
    Roy threw up his hands in disgust and painted a pig’s asshole in Van Gogh style and titled it ‘Politicians.’ 
 
    Both Dems and Repubs loved that one, too. 
 
    And the critics loved it, praised his conspicuity, whatever that was, and it went for two million dollars. 
 
    He got drunk and drove to Gloria’s house. 
 
    He walked in and she touched him, but he didn’t cum. He sobered up. 
 
    “Stop this silliness,” she said, then she kissed him and tossed him out. 
 
    He did a series of miniatures: a ball pitched…a ball in flight…a ball in flight…a ball in flight…and so on, until…a ball smashed. 
 
    Stupid. But a fist fight erupted in the gallery where it was first shown. 
 
    More and more money. He wasn’t just rich, he was filthy, fucking rich. He could have anything. He could tour the world and be the king of everywhere. 
 
    He cried because the Lotus position was so frustrating. 
 
    Still, he kept practicing, and one day the door to his studio opened and Gloria walked in. 
 
    Odd, he had never imagined she would come see him. She came to him, looked down at him with twisted lips. “You’re wearing clothes? No wonder it’s taking you so long!” 
 
    She turned in what he thought was disgust and walked out. 
 
    A month later, after practicing the Lotus naked until his cock no longer got hard, he showed up at her house. 
 
    She shared her loaf of bread and butter and honey. “One meal a day like this,” she said, and handed him a handful of recipes. The rest of your meals can be like these.” 
 
    Then she took his hand and walked him into the bedroom. 
 
    “Center of the bed. Lotus.” 
 
    He took his clothes off and assumed the posture. 
 
    She sat behind him, she was a tall woman, and she wrapped her legs around him and reached around him and started stroking him. With her other hand she was reading a book. Volume Eight of ‘The Wheel of Time.’ 
 
    “This is stupid,” she said. “All he talks about is women’s clothing. But I’m committed to reading the whole thing, whether I like it or not.” 
 
    Roy’s cock grew stiff. He hadn’t cum since she had touched him, now months, and his cock started dripping. 
 
    She didn’t mind that he dripped, just kept taking her hand off, or squeezing, when he came close. 
 
    “I liked ‘The Lensmen Series’ much better. Now that was storytelling.” 
 
    He grunted, and tried not to cum. And failed, but she stopped him from squirting. 
 
    For three hours she read, and he tried to read. He focused on words, then his self control distracted him, and she squeezed, and he groaned, and they went back to reading. 
 
    “Come back tomorrow,” she said a few hours later. “You’re doing well.” 
 
    He was a mess. He was a sweaty glob of frustration. He understood, but couldn’t figure it out. 
 
      
 
    The next day he returned, and she resumed reading and stroking him. Page after page, day after day, through book after book. 
 
    It took months, but he finally managed to control himself. 
 
    Heck, she wasn’t going to let him cum anyway, so why should he try? 
 
    Then, one day, she was reading, and she stopped, and just hugged him. He could feel her perfect breasts pressed against his back. 
 
    She turned his head gently and kissed him. Her lips were soft and sweet and hungry. 
 
    He turned and faced her. She pushed him back and he went on his haunches, and almost fell off the bed. She caught him by the ankle, laughed, and dragged him back to her. 
 
    “You did well.” She bent to his groin, took his cock in her mouth, watched him with amusement as she sucked him. 
 
    He had the feeling this was the test. She wanted to see if he could really hold himself back. 
 
    She sucked, and massaged his balls, and he groaned and tried, with all of his might, to hold onto his semen. 
 
    She slowed, tapped his perineum with a finger, then resumed normal sucking. 
 
    He felt it on the edge, he tried to back it off. 
 
    “Stop,” he begged, but she wouldn’t. 
 
    He felt a weird feeling deep inside, near his prostate, a wave form, and he knew she was taking him all the way, deliberately. But now he knew, so he didn’t push it. He gave it up. He relaxed and let it take him. 
 
    His semen came out in a flood and she kept her mouth on him and took it all. 
 
    He stopped. 
 
    She held his now softening cock in her mouth. 
 
    “I love you,” he said. 
 
    “I know,” she said, letting his cock fall out of her mouth. 
 
    She gave him four postures, Cat (Marjaryasana), Cow (Bitilasana), Melting Heart (Anahatasana), and Child’s Pose (Balasana). 
 
    “These are warm ups. I want you to wear this,” she handed him a thong with a c ring for his cock. “Keep your little weenie in place,” she grinned. “It’s going to get smaller.” 
 
    With that dire warning she sent him off, told him to come back some year. 
 
     
 
    Roy painted, bad stuff that he finally slashed with a knife, and got drunk. Something was happening to him. His cock tingled all the time. 
 
    Then he went surfing, and that seemed to help. The Muse, which had temporarily gone on vacation, came back. He started painting the good stuff again. 
 
    And now, The Muse back, it seemed to be back even harder. He painted ‘The Conch,’ and unwound it into infinity. 
 
    ‘Bored.’ a single grain of sand on the beach, until only the grain of sand was seen. 
 
    ‘Digging Myself Out.’ A vision of himself at the bottom of a pit of sand, opening his awareness in all directions so he could see behind his head. 
 
    One day he was at the beach and a child and his mother were sitting on a bench. The waves were breaking hard, but he felt something from the little boy. He was coloring with crayons. 
 
    He sat down, exchanged greetings with the mother, who didn’t know him from Adam, and asked to look at the child’s work. 
 
    “It was good stuff. Certainly better than his crap, and ten times better than the shit that hung in museums. 
 
    “Hold the crayon like this, that’s it, now a sideways stroke, like this, and…see how the shadow pops out?” 
 
    The child was seven years old, and he saw it. 
 
    “Are you an artist?” asked the mother. 
 
    “I scribble a bit,” he said. “Can I use your son’s crayons and a piece of paper?” 
 
    Curious, she gave him permission. 
 
    He crayoned, ‘The Purpling of Red Cows.’ It was just supposed to be a lesson to help the child along. Certainly the child was the only one who would understand it. 
 
    Then he made a mistake. He signed his name. 
 
    It sold for four million dollars. 
 
    Which pissed him off for a moment. The kid needed the lesson more than the money. Then he laughed. Money or talent, it was up to the individual how to waste it. 
 
      
 
    “I saw your crayon drawing in the newspaper.” 
 
    “Oh,” he said, not caring. He had practiced his poses until he was blue in the face. He kept his painting hours up, but his sleeping hours suffered. 
 
    “You need more sleep.” 
 
    “Only so many hours in the day.” 
 
    They finished the loaf of bread and she took him into the bedroom. 
 
    Cat, Dog, Melting Heart, Child’s Pose. Again and again. But the difference was that she held her hand under him and he scooped his dick through her grip. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whispered. 
 
    “Control,” she answered. 
 
    A lifetime of verbiage in two words. 
 
    He held back, surged, controlled himself, seemed about to master it, then his cock…he couldn’t control his cock. Fucking cock! 
 
    But she was moving her hand up and down, and not always in rhythm, and he had to do the poses deeper, which gave him more strength, more flexibility. 
 
    She seemed happy with his progress. So happy that she gave him two more poses. Upward Facing Dog (Urdhva mukha svanasana) and Downward Facing Dog (adho mukha svanasana). 
 
    And told him to come back in one week. 
 
    One fucking week!  
 
    It was almost worth not cumming! 
 
      
 
    He painted an ocean scene of an octopus in glittering sparkles, a diver caught behind the one, big, shiny eye. ‘A body in motion.’  
 
    He painted a man in strangled pose, limbs curving in different and impossible directions, and he had never felt so calm as when he did that. 
 
    He tried to sleep, but he was bubbling with energy. A pure, golden energy that lifted him up. He lay awake staring at the high ceiling, imagining spider wars. 
 
    When he painted that vision it brought in five million. 
 
    His agent wanted him to buy a mansion. He did, but he kept his studio apartment. The mansion, with two swimming pools, twenty rooms and a combo basketball/tennis court, sat empty. 
 
    He painted a canvas black and called it ‘A Black Bear in a Coal Mine at Midnight.’ 
 
    It sold, and an older woman was assaulted when she called it garbage. 
 
    So he painted a canvas white and called it ‘A Polar Bear in a Snowstorm at Noon.’ 
 
    And gave it to the old lady. 
 
    She may have thought it garbage, but she got rich off it. 
 
    Well, richer. 
 
      
 
    A week later Gloria gave him a series of Warrior Poses. 
 
    The week after that she gave him a bunch of variations. Planks,  Twisted Warriors, Side Plank, and Goddess. 
 
    And she didn’t touch his cock. 
 
    She made him do his work outs in the thong, his cock strangled and pulled up against his groin. 
 
    It got hard, and she rubbed him through the clothe, but…it was officially off limits. 
 
    On the fourth week, as a reward, she touched him and made him cum. The semen seeped through his thong and she scooped it up and made him eat it. 
 
    He didn’t mind. He was more concerned with getting his postures perfect. 
 
      
 
    The months passed. 
 
    He painted: ‘Screw This,’ making the threads of screws lead into alternate worlds. 
 
    He painted: A Movie Star’s Dreams,’ which was of an audience in various stages of sleep. 
 
    He painted: A child’s Dreams,’ which was of a puppy dog morphing into a zombie dog.  
 
    Weird. But it sure bought in the bucks. 
 
      
 
    More variations of poses. Garland, Head to Knee (with the emphasis of making him able to reach his head into his own crotch, Crow, and a series of twists that unlimbered his spine and let energy come up the energy points of his spine.  The Chakras. God, that felt good. 
 
    And he felt a vibration coming into his life. A subtle undercurrent beneath everything. 
 
     
 
    She took off his thong and he stared at his cock. It was smaller. He had been eight inches. Now he was four. 
 
    And his skin was softer. 
 
    His hair, already long, was now extra long, and she wove it into a braid, attached a steel hook to his braid and put it inside his asshole. He had to do Chair that way, his back bent slightly back. 
 
    His legs trembled and sweat broke out, and he felt the golden glow in his anus. It made the underlying vibration of everything grow more conspicuous. To him. 
 
      
 
    A year passed. 
 
    He had done hundreds of paintings, learned dozens of yoga poses, and tied those poses to sex. 
 
    He assumed the one-legged pigeon and she stroked him, and he held his discipline and didn’t cum. 
 
    He did the Plow, his own dick in his mouth, but he didn’t cum. 
 
    He was happy. The Muse was happy with him. He was pouring out paintings the acre. Then everything changed. 
 
      
 
    “Assume the Lotus.” 
 
    He did. He was strong, flexible, able to defeat his carnal urges. 
 
    She adjusted him slightly, sat in his lap, and let her pussy slide down over his little cock. 
 
    It was only three inches long now. It barely went into her vagina, but she acted like it was four feet long. 
 
    She groaned, and held him, and moved her hips. 
 
    The tip of his dick rubbed between her labia, and he wanted to cum. 
 
    But she was doing something. She was emitting a vibration, not with him, but against him, not letting him cum. 
 
    He groaned, and tears began to seep out of his eyes. 
 
    She bent her head and sucked on his nipples. She sucked scientifically, one nipple then the other, and it felt like his nipples were actually growing, being sucked into larger existence. 
 
    Hour after hour. On the edge of cumming, but…no joy. 
 
    She slipped off him, and he collapsed, lay on his back and sobbed. 
 
    “Told you it would be hard.” 
 
    She ran a comb through her hair and watched him. She seemed quite satisfied. 
 
    The next day she did the same. And the next, and the next. 
 
    And she fucked him in different poses, contorting her body in impossible positions, yet holding them, holding her pussy to his groin. 
 
    His cock felt like it was getting smaller. His chest started growing. 
 
    “How is this happening?” he asked, at one point. 
 
    “It happens because you want it.” 
 
    “I do?” He was confused. He didn’t know what he wanted, but she seemed to. 
 
    Entwined in ‘Half Lord of the Fishes,’ he sucked her breasts and she sucked his, a wild commingling of the yin yang. 
 
    Upward and Downward Dog matched, one on the top and one underneath, rising and falling, and he tried harder and harder to insert his now minuscule penis into her. 
 
    She smiled, and he wondered if she was going to cum some day. He asked her. 
 
    “A woman cums all the time. A real woman exists in a state of orgasm. You’ll find out.” 
 
    And he was finding out. The golden vibration emanating from his core was getting more and more insistent. 
 
    His penis shrunk to nothing, and his pee hole started to widen and elongate. The head of his penis became a clitoris.  
 
    His breasts grew. Larger. And his nipples grew. Larger. 
 
    In the middle of change, he often had trouble finding The Muse. 
 
    Gloria explained it by saying, “She doesn’t know who you are right now. Don’t worry. Once she finds you again she’ll live in you forever. 
 
    Forever. A short word with a long meaning. 
 
    Still, though the big outpouring of paintings was done, or at least at a temporary pause, he managed to turn out a couple of paintings. 
 
    He didn’t think they were very good, and for the simple reason that The Muse wasn’t moving his hand. 
 
    But that was okay. He had accomplished more than most painters do in their entire lives. 
 
    Besides, the vibration was becoming an undercurrent in his life. A delicious swimming pool that he took with him wherever he went and within which he was constantly afloat. 
 
      
 
    “I’m turning into a woman,” he said to himself, reading a small periodical. The periodical was an unpopular critic’s mag, which he liked because it actually told the truth. He read the article. 
 
      
 
    ‘The greatest artist of modern times appears to be transitioning.’ 
 
      
 
    That was the headline, and the picture beneath showed him. 
 
    Himself, with burgeoning chest, slender legs that ended in sandals, long hair braided down his back. 
 
    He read the article, puked out the usual garbage about how great he was, and sat back and thought. 
 
    Gloria had said he would turn into a woman. He had not believed. But he was doing it. 
 
    She was doing it to him. 
 
    Though she would say he was doing it to himself. 
 
    He was so excited with what he was experiencing, with the things he was learning, he didn’t care who was doing what. 
 
    His dick was gone. Did it matter? 
 
    He had tits, and they were growing larger by the day. Did it matter? 
 
    The only thing that mattered was that he was no longer possessed by The Muse. That was the only thing he missed. 
 
    He could still paint, and people thought his work was even better. but…was it? 
 
    He laid out his last paintings. Then he put some of his earlier paintings between the later ones, and judged for himself. 
 
    He hated critics, but he was his own worst critic. He was honest,  and that was all that mattered. 
 
    His later stuff was better. The stuff he was painting without The Muse was better than the obsessive compulsive paintings he had done under The Muse. 
 
    He didn’t understand. 
 
     
 
    He reached the end of half of his sexual yoga training. 
 
    He could do all the poses Gloria gave him, and without cumming. 
 
    The second half of his training, however, had him feeding her, presumably not letting her cum while he fucked her. 
 
    If she had contorted her body to fuck him in Upward Bow, now she assumed Upward Bow and he had to contort his body to feed her. 
 
    Now there was no penis to excite the situation, however, so she had him put on a strap on and feed her. 
 
    Pose after pose, hour after hour, screwing without cumming. 
 
    Actually, she didn’t look like she wanted to cum. But she was getting a golden energy multiplying inside. He could feel her vibrating within. A cum without cumming, and he began to understand where she lived. She lived in orgasm, and the fact of an actual, physical orgasm was…silly. 
 
    Why try to get what she already had? 
 
     
 
    Days, weeks, months. 
 
    A year. 
 
    He was no longer a he. His insides had changed, and he suffered hormones. He had ovaries instead of balls. He had a vagina in place of his cock. 
 
    He began dressing like a woman. 
 
    Gloria helped him, and they sometimes went shopping together. 
 
    He grew long nails and learned how to paint them red. 
 
    He used make up and stared at his red lips in mirrors and passing windows. 
 
    He had his hair trimmed, highlighted, and he learned how to really take care of it. 
 
    He lived at her house as much as he lived in the studio. 
 
    He asked her, “What happened to The Muse?” 
 
    She just smiled. 
 
    And he knew. 
 
      
 
    The Muse is the person struggling to come out of his shell. Through sexual yoga they had destroyed the shell, and he was out. He was The Muse, and had never known it. 
 
    He had been trying to overcome the distractions of being human and actually become himself. 
 
    Himself without limits or restrictions. Him without the confines of language and culture. 
 
    Himself. 
 
    He was woman. 
 
      
 
    He engaged in her regular yoga classes, and he could feel when the women were free, and when they were struggling. He could feel the vibrations of them, an ocean undoing hormones and other silliness. 
 
      
 
    He painted. 
 
    Not obsessively, but freely. Letting his visions loose without effort or inner turmoil. 
 
    No limits. 
 
    He painted: ‘A Lion in the Bedroom.’ Much acclaim. 
 
    He painted: ‘Soft visions in hard shells.’  
 
    He painted: ‘The Truth of my Soul,’ and people actually cried upon inspecting it. 
 
    Still, there was something left. 
 
      
 
    “What’s missing?” she asked Gloria. 
 
    “What do you want to be missing?” returned her mentor. 
 
    “Don’t go Socratic on me, bitch. Just answer the question.” 
 
    Gloria laughed. “Come for bread on Saturday, and if I’m in the mood…” 
 
     
 
    Saturday morning. Roy put on a half bra and panties and nylons. When she wasn’t naked she liked to look good. 
 
    She wore no make up because sessions with Gloria would sweat the make up off a moose. 
 
    She hopped into her Tesla and drove out to the ocean. She drove up the coast, turned right, and headed for Malibu. 
 
    Arriving at Gloria’s house she sat on the porch. The cat came up to her, slid against her ankles, then hopped up onto her lap. 
 
    “A pussy for the pussy,” murmured Roy. 
 
    Gloria came home a while later. She parked her bus and carried the bread into the house. 
 
    They sat in the kitchen, the cat mewling until Gloria gave her a saucer of milk. 
 
    “Bitch,” she said to the cat, and sat down to finish the buttered loaf dripping with honey. 
 
    “A bitch is a female dog.” 
 
    “All cats are female, so I’m right enough.” 
 
    “That makes no sense.” 
 
    “Very little does. Are you ready for the final step?” 
 
    “The final step?” 
 
    “Graduation? Today you are a woman?” 
 
    Roy nodded. 
 
    “Head for the bed, I’ll be in in a second.” 
 
    Roy walked out of the kitchen. She didn’t need to wipe her hands because she was a fastidious eater. 
 
    She entered the bedroom and took off her clothes. She wondered what posture they were going to explore. If this was the last lesson then what asana would they use? And what effect would it have on her? 
 
    She sat on the bed and assumed the Lotus asana. 
 
    The door opened and Gloria walked in. Roy’s eyes opened wide. 
 
    Gloria was naked, her impeccable body on display, a natural beauty, with…a dildo jutting out from her junction. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “What did you think it would be?” 
 
    She knelt over Roy, her boobs pushing towards him. 
 
    “I didn’t know. But this…” 
 
    “I know. You traveled a long journey to become a woman, and then realize there is one thing you forgot. A woman may not need a cock, but cocks sure are fun.” 
 
    Gloria pushed Roy back and knelt to lick her thighs up to her pussy. 
 
    Roy groaned as Gloria’s perfect lips manipulated her labia. 
 
    Gloria was smiling wide. After a year of pussy footing around, making yogic love to a man without a penis, she was ready for the turn about.  
 
    She knelt between Roy’s knees and used her fingers on him. 
 
    “No poses?” Roy gasped. 
 
    “There’s a time for education and enlightenment, and there is a time for pure fun.” 
 
    “Fuck,” wheezed Roy, as Gloria pushed two fingers into her and reamed her. 
 
    Gloria edge up further, until the big dildo was touching Roy’s pussy. She reached down and pulled his labia apart. she fit her dick into Roy’s slit. 
 
    Roy wasn’t scared, but she was apprehensive. She had never taken a cock. She had given plenty, but to be penetrated…even by a woman she loved…it was a lot. 
 
    Gloria didn’t give her much time to be worried, she ran her cock into Roy, and watched with pleasure as Roy arched and tilted her hips. 
 
    Roy couldn’t talk for the pleasure emanating from her pussy. For months, for years, she had dedicated himself to this change, and now to get the icing on the cake…he reached up and grabbed Gloria, pulled her down. 
 
    Gloria began to pump in and out. 
 
    Roy started mewling, couldn’t stop making these little sounds, and the orgasm built, and built and… 
 
    “Hold it back, honey. Don’t let it happen yet. The longer you wait the bigger it gets.” 
 
    Now Roy was forced to deny herself from the other side of the sexual divide. She held back, held back, and the pressure in the volcano built more and more. 
 
    Gloria knew it was going to be big. Roy hadn’t had an orgasm for months. Yet she was surprised when Roy finally let go. 
 
    It was like Roy’s bones turned into rubber and bent. The golden fluid in her veins built up in pressure, and finally, she popped. 
 
    A vast blow off, and Roy was expelled from his body. He was blown right out of his skin, a massive nova of pure light and goodness. 
 
    She knew she was squirting, and she knew there was a world somewhere, but…it didn’t matter. 
 
    All that mattered was her existence in a new world, a cosmos of love, a vessel of space surrounded by shimmying lightening. 
 
    For long minutes Roy held on, clutched desperately, as if Gloria was her only connection to reality. 
 
    And, perhaps she was. 
 
    Then she began to perceive the world. She felt the bed under her, the woman over her. 
 
    Then she was on her side, turned by Gloria, and she felt Gloria kissing her, again and again. 
 
    And Gloria whispered. “Do you think you can do me?” 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Feminized by a Ghost ~ Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an good biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes! 
 
    Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him! man look like a small thing. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Oh, fuck. I’m horny.” 
 
    Jack turned and stared at his wife. 
 
    “Honey?” her voice wheedled. 
 
    “Heysoos!” Jack muttered. “Not again.” 
 
    They were in a museum, talking in hushed voices. Old Masters watched them from the walls. 
 
    Sarah was trembling with excitement. 
 
    “Honey, you promised me you wouldn’t do this to me again.” 
 
    “Yeah, but this is so perfect!” 
 
    “There’s people here. That closet is in use. There’s tons of security here!” 
 
    Sarah didn’t care. Her lip was shivering with desire. “I’m going to get you off.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    She moved close to him. She was a slender girl with big boobs and lips like Angelina Jolie. Her eyes were green and hungry under her arched eyebrows.  
 
    “I’m going to suck you right here.” 
 
    “Stop it!” He grabbed her wrist and tried to get her hand out of his pants, but she had a hold of his weenie. And his weenie, traitor that it was, was getting harder and harder. 
 
    “We can’t do this!” 
 
    “But it’s so exciting!” 
 
    “Not if we get caught.” 
 
    “And what are they going to do? Arrest you for cumming in the first degree?” 
 
    “Lewd and lascivious. Public indecency.” 
 
    “Squirting in an unauthorized manner?” 
 
    They were behind a large statue of an Indian facing a bear. The Indian had a knife in his teeth. The bear had teeth like knives. 
 
    Her hand started moving, stroking, her thumb on his head. “Feel that, bitch,” she whispered. 
 
    “Sarah,” he whimpered. “I don’t want to do this.” 
 
    “I’m not letting go until you squirt,” she warned. 
 
    His cock was throbbing. She hadn’t made love with him for a week, and now he knew why. She had been thinking about this the whole while. 
 
    “I’m not squirting!” he hissed. 
 
    “Then they’ll catch us. Me with my hand in your pants.” She giggled and managed to get both hands into the front of his pants. He tried to move away, but she really had him now. 
 
    He looked around desperately. They were surrounded by statues, watched by paintings, and visitors to the museum were in the room next to them. They could hear them moving around, and it would be only a minute until they were in the room with Jack and Sarah. 
 
    “Please!” he begged. 
 
    She pulled one hand out of his pants, acting all disappointed, then she managed to pull his zipper down. 
 
    He ‘eeked,’ and she helped his cock pop into view. 
 
    “Sarah! They can see!” 
 
    She was on her knees, chuckling. “Nobody’s here yet.” Then she had her mouth on his dong. 
 
    Sarah had those sweet, sweet lips, and she bobbed her head and he felt the heavenly slither of her mouth over his dick. 
 
    “Oh…oh…fuck!” 
 
    “Mommy! What’s in this room? 
 
    Footsteps on the marble floor. 
 
    People were entering the room from the other side of the statue. It was only a matter of seconds, and Jack knew there was no other way out. 
 
    “UNH!” he tried. 
 
    “What’s that?” from the other side of the statue. 
 
    Jack sighed and squirted his load into Sarah’s hot mouth. Pulse after pulse. 
 
    “Mommy?” 
 
    A  six year old boy in jeans and a hoodie peered around the statue. 
 
    Jack showed his back to the boy as Sarah stood up. 
 
    “Hey! What are you doing?” 
 
    Sarah pulled his zipper up with one hand, smiled at Jack, and Jack knew what was coming. No place to lose his jizz, she plastered her mouth on his. He could taste the cum. This was one of those things he hated, but loved. The hot taste of semen, a bit slimy, and he started swallowing as she spit it into his mouth. 
 
    “Tommy, what—oh!” 
 
    Tommy’s mother caught up to him and stared at Jack and Sarah. The air was thick with the smell of sex, and they looked happily guilty. 
 
    “Hi,” said Sarah insouciantly, then she led Jack around the statue and out of the room. 
 
    Jack was humiliated, she was giggling. 
 
    “We almost got caught!” he complained. 
 
    “But we didn’t. Where do you want to do it next?” 
 
    They walked through the museum to the front entrance, then out the door. 
 
    “At home. In bed. Late at night.” Jack did not sound happy. 
 
    “God! I give the best head in the world, and you complain!” 
 
    “I love your BJs, but you always want to do them in public places! 
 
    “It makes it more exciting.” 
 
    “Fine for you! But I’m the one that’s going to be going to jail.” 
 
    Sarah put on a little sulk and moved away from him. “Gosh. You’d think that I did something wrong!” 
 
    “Not wrong, just the wrong place and time.” 
 
    Sarah made a huffing sound. Jack caught up to her and grabbed her hand. “Look, honey. I love it, you’re the best, but…we need to figure another way of having sex.” 
 
    “Okay,” she said. “You find another way, and I’ll try it.” 
 
    “All right.” 
 
    “But if it doesn’t work then it’s going to come back on you.” 
 
    He sighed. 
 
    They reached their car and Jack headed out for Malibu. There was a restaurant there that they liked. And since he had already squirted he didn’t have to worry about Sarah doing him under the table or anything. 
 
    The Malibu Inn had wood floors and wooden booths. It had a beach decor and smelled of generations of surfers. They sat down and ordered breakfast for lunch. The waitress brought their orders, and they sat and ate and sipped on Cokes. 
 
    “When did you first discover public sex?” 
 
    Sarah poured syrup on her pancakes. “All the boys wanted sex, but I didn’t want to. So I started giving them hand jobs. I discovered that they went crazy when I jacked them off in a semi public place. From there it was all downhill.” 
 
    “So you’re a prick tease.” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    “But I’m your husband! Can’t we just do normal?” 
 
    She placed her hand on his. “Honey, it’s a feeling of power. I control you. When you become terrified and your face scrunches up in fear, I know you’re about to have the best squirt of your life. Is that really so bad?” 
 
    “You’d know if the shoe was on the other—“ he stopped talking and got a far away look in his eyes.” 
 
    “Other foot? I don’t think so. In case you haven’t noticed, Mr. Man, I ain’t got no dick. No squirtee from me, thankee no.” 
 
    But now Jack was thinking. “What if there was a way?” 
 
    “For you to jack my non-existent dick off?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    She blinked, then: “Was that last cum a little too hard? Did you blow out a few brain cells?” 
 
    “No…no. But I think…give me a day, babe, and I’ll show you what I have in mind.” 
 
    She frowned at him.  
 
    He smiled. 
 
      
 
    That night Jack spent some time on the internet. The odd thing was that he wasn’t sure exactly what he was looking for, he just had a vague idea. 
 
    He went through porn sites, came across a couple of instances of remote control orgasms, and that led him to look through various sex toy sites, and he finally found it. The ad read: 
 
      
 
    The Wuzzer Buzzer! 
 
    App enabled 
 
     
 
    Looking for that extra, little thrill? Want to give your lady love a little boost? Try the Wuzzer Buzzer. From anywhere in the world you can tickle her fancy! Male and female models. 
 
      
 
    Jack received the package on a Friday afternoon, just in time for the week end. He took the package into his computer room and opened it up. 
 
    There were two Wuzzer Buzzers! 
 
    What the fuck? He took out the instructions and read them, and realized what had happened. He had ordered the ‘hers’ model,’ and some minimum wage worker too lazy to read had sent him the ‘his and hers’ package. 
 
    Well, that was okay. He would just put the ‘his’ Wuzzer Buzzer in a drawer and— 
 
    “What do you have there?” 
 
    Jack jumped and spun. “Heysoos, lady! You have to stop sneaking up on me!” 
 
    Sarah just smiled and reached for one of the Wuzzer Buzzers. “Ooh, look at this! Somebody wants to play!” 
 
    He grinned. “Yeah, I got you a remote controlled toy. I’ll be able to make you orgasm whenever I want to.” 
 
    “So this is the revenge you were plotting for last week.” 
 
    “Guilty. So, how about it? Want to go out tonight?” 
 
    She smiled, held the Wuzzer Buzzer up, examined it. “It’s a little small.” 
 
    “It’s designed to hit your G spot.” 
 
    “And what about this one?” 
 
    “Oh, that’s just a spare.” 
 
    But Sarah was too quick. “Tis not. That’s for a male. It’s shaped different, and it’s blue, this one is pink. His and hers.” 
 
    “I have to return it. They made a mistake.” 
 
    “Oh, hardee har, as if. If I get to wear this one, then you get to wear that one.” 
 
    “Honey, you know I’m not a big fan of anal.” 
 
    “It’s small, curved to fit. You’re going to love it.” 
 
    “I bought this for you!” 
 
    “And you got a little extra. If you want me to play, then you have to play.” 
 
    She was reading the instructions as she spoke. “Wow, these synch to phones. Let’s get syncing.” 
 
    Jack protested, but it was useless, Sarah had seen the enemy and she had conquered. She was astute with electronics, and she synched her phone in a handful of seconds, then she reached for his phone. 
 
    “Synch it to your Wuzzer Buzzer.” 
 
    “I will.” 
 
    She handed him his phone and said, “Okay, handsome, let’s try these devil devices out.” 
 
    He grinned. “I sort of wanted to go out and try them out.” 
 
    “Without knowing what we’re getting into?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    Her eyes glistened with excitement. “Now that’s the bad boy I married.” 
 
      
 
    An hour later they got ready to go out for a few drinks. And some other fun. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” he whispered to himself, “I’m going to get you so good.” 
 
    He was unaware that she was thinking the same thing. 
 
    He wore shorts and a polo shirt and expensive athletic shoes. He was ready in five minutes. 
 
    She wore a tight black dress that showed her nipples, and nylons and heels and all the other accouterments necessary to a female on the night. It took her an hour to get ready. 
 
    “Okay, baby, are you ready?” 
 
    “Ready, Freddy. Where are the Wuzzer Buzzers?” 
 
    Jack laid the two gizmos on the bed and they looked down at them. 
 
    “Remember, wait until we get there.” 
 
    “Oh, honey, you do love me.” 
 
    “Let me see how you put it in,” he said. 
 
    She lifted her hem and pulled her thong down. She dabbed a bit of lube on the bulbous thing, then slid it quickly into her pussy. “Oh, that’s perfect,” she purred. “Now you.” 
 
    Jack wasn’t used to putting things up his butt. He dropped his shorts and C ring underwear and lubed up. And couldn’t get it in. 
 
    Sarah laughed as he fumbled around. “Oh, you’re bad. You don’t even know where your asshole is.” 
 
    He smiled ruefully. “I’m just…I don’t do this much.” 
 
    “Here, give me that.” 
 
    He handed her the male Wuzzer Buzzer. She regreased it and slid it quickly up his poop chute. 
 
    “Oh!” He blurted, and he straightened up. “I can feel that!” 
 
    “It’s not just your P spot,” she observed. “It’s rubbing against your prostate. You’re going to feel it worse than I do.” 
 
    He stood there, and his face was actually a little red. 
 
    She laughed. “Come on, honey, let’s go sit down and have a thrill.” 
 
    She took his hand and lead him out to the car, and sitting down did afford him a thrill. He felt the thing rubbing against his prostate, and that made it feel like he was going to pee. 
 
    “I don’t know if I can do this,” he gulped. 
 
    “Want me to drive?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    She pursed her lips in humor. He really was having a rough time with this thing. 
 
    She drove and he sat on the passenger seat and absorbed every bump on the road. It felt like a finger was rubbing his inner nut every time she hit a pothole. And when she hit a speed bump he groaned. 
 
    “Good Lord! You really are enjoying this!” 
 
    His eyes were half shut. “I’m afraid I’m going to cum in my pants.” 
 
    “I’ve got to see this,” she quipped. 
 
    They parked in the lot behind Charlie Coyote’s and she actually had to help him out of the car. 
 
    “”Fuck,” he wheezed, trying to walk. 
 
    She link her arm with his and kept him steady as they crossed the parking area. 
 
    “Why aren’t you having any trouble?” 
 
    “I am. I’m just not a big baby.” 
 
    Charley Coyote’s is the swankest nightclub in LA. During the day it is a swinging restaurant. During the night the studs and babes take over.  
 
    Fortunately, Jack knew people, and they walked past the long line of people waiting to get in. 
 
    “Hey, Jack! Right this way?” The bouncer unhooked the velvet rope and they stepped into the nightclub. 
 
    The front room was big, and there was a parquet area for people to dance. As they entered they observed a half a dozen professional dancers doing a complex group shuffle on the parquet. Lots of celebs hung at Charly Coyote’s, and these dancers were definitely professional. 
 
    Sarah took pity on Jack and deposited him at a small table on the side of the room. He watched the dancers cut shapes, moonwalk and do all the simple but difficult dance steps. 
 
    He was breathing hard. The Wuzzer Buzzer hadn’t even been used and he was feeling like his dick was going to pop. It was hard in his pants and he groaned as he waited for Sarah. 
 
    “Here you go, handsome.” She placed a bourbon and Coke in front of him. She was sipping from something fruity with a straw and an umbrella in it. 
 
    He gulped quickly, trying to take his mind off the fireworks threatening in his asshole. 
 
    They sat for a minute, Watching the dancers, glancing at each other. He moaned and held on, she giggled at the expression on his face. 
 
    “Well, lover, who wants to go first?” 
 
    “Go ahead,” he waved a hand. He actually meant for her to go ahead and let him work the app, but he was so befuddled by the sensations he was experiencing it came out totally backwards. 
 
    Her cell phone was on the table and she grinned, swiped and tapped, and he sat bolt upright, was momentarily blind, and felt the surge of energy shooting up his spine. 
 
    His mouth opened, his cock nearly spurt, and he began to shake. 
 
    Sarah was laughing. “Oh, my God! Look at you!” 
 
    The jolt was momentary, the lowest setting on the Wuzzer Buzzer, but it was massive, and he slowly came back to himself. 
 
    “What? Who?” 
 
    Sarah was holding a hand over her mouth now, guffawing into her palm. “The look on your face! I can’t believe it.” 
 
    He looked at his hands, his whole body was sweaty. He could hardly talk. “Was that…was that…” 
 
    Sarah struck the table with a fist, then put a palm over his wrist. “Honey, I have never seen anything like that in my life!” 
 
    “Oh,” he mumbled. He lifted his glass, it was empty, he put it down. “Can I have another drink?” 
 
    Sarah, still laughing, waved to a waiter, then turned back to Jack. “I think we’ve just found our new thrill.” 
 
    “I think I want to take it out,” he was dazed, not sure he could stand up. He held to the table and the room spun a bit. 
 
    ZZZZZ! 
 
    She tapped him again, and his head jerked back, his eyes rolled and, again, his penis felt like it was about to discharge.  
 
    It took a moment for him to figure out who he was, where he was. 
 
    “Please…please…no more.” 
 
    But Sarah was a child with a new toy. She sat, laughing, giggling, and waited until he was nearly himself again. 
 
    “Are you ready?” she asked, holding her cell phone. 
 
    He raised a hand and drank his drink, the whole thing, in a few gulps. 
 
    He put the empty glass on the table, hunched over it. “I don’t think we should— 
 
    ZZZZZZ! 
 
    He twitched, his eyes rolled. He was holding to the table, but he started drooling . 
 
    Sarah was beside herself. She held her hand over her mouth and couldn’t stop laughing. 
 
    She gave him a break then. When he recovered enough she got him to dance with her. But he was so wasted he could barely hold on to her, and for her it was like she was holding a man made of rubber. He shuffled his feet and felt like he was about to melt into a puddle right on the parquet. 
 
    Jack stared at people. On one hand, he was sheathed in a golden glow of orgasm. And it was good. 
 
    On the other hand, he had never felt so out of control in his life. His legs were now officially noodles, and he was having a rough time just thinking. 
 
    They went back to the table, had another drink. 
 
    “I think we should leave,” said Jack. 
 
    “Not a chance, lover boy. I’ve never had such fun in my life.” 
 
    Jack was dazed, but he suddenly had a thought. He reached into pocket and felt his cell phone. He took it out. 
 
    Sarah, to be honest, had a bit of the bully in her. She liked dishing it out, but she couldn’t take it. 
 
    “Hey, not yet. I’m not read—“ 
 
    ZZZZZZZ! 
 
    Her arms flopped out and her head twisted a bit and her eyes went blank. 
 
    She was a woman who liked to be in charge. Even of her husband, though in a kind and gentle way. But now, victim to his Wuzzer Buzzer, she shook and trembled and a bit of spittle appeared at the corner of her mouth. 
 
    Jack just sat there, hand on cell phone, and stared at her. She got off on this, but he didn’t. Still, he was so overloaded with her buzzing him that he didn’t wait. As soon as she was halfway back to normal he buzzed her again. 
 
    ZZZZZZZ! 
 
    “Nu….nu…nu…” she stuttered. She felt like her pussy had just exploded. Her tits felt warm, and her nipples twinkled in some weird twilight of the mind. 
 
    “Don’t…” she said. “Don—“ 
 
    ZZZZZZZ!
She was like a rag doll, shaking in her seat, barely able to sit up. 
 
    Jack said, “How do you like that?” 
 
    She orgasmed, hard, and started to fall. A passing waiter provided a butt to fall against, and she managed to stay seated. 
 
    He waited, and that was his mistake. He should have run for cover. Woman are, after all, the more vicious of the species. 
 
    ZZZZZZ! 
 
    Second setting, and Jack actually fell out of the chair and sprawled on the floor. 
 
    A passing couple helped him up, laughed at the slack look on his face. “Looks like you’ve had enough, buddy.” 
 
    Meanwhile, Sarah had managed to stand up. She stood, swaying at the edge of the parquet floor. Her pussy felt like it was in tatters. 
 
    Jack pressed his phone. 
 
    ZZZZZZ! 
 
    She staggered sideways, and only the fact of the dance floor being packed kept her from falling down. 
 
    ZZZZZZ! 
 
    She zapped Jack back as he walked towards her, and suddenly he was staggering, rubber legged, trying to figure out which way was up. His cock was leaking and the front of his pants was showing a wet spot. 
 
    ZZZZZZ! 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” she whimpered. She felt like her pelvis had just erupted.  She wasn’t normally a woman who squirted, but she felt like she was about to spray pussy juice down her legs. 
 
    ZZZZZZ! 
 
    Jack looked like the proverbial drunken sailor, walking slanted through a wind of orgasmic nature. His hips were moving back and forth and the spot on his pants grew larger. 
 
    Now people were noticing them. Dancers moved back and watched as they performed their own dance. 
 
    ZZZZZZ! 
 
    ZZZZZZ! 
 
    Back and forth, they waged a battle of the most terrible lust and control. 
 
    They were headed for the entrance, and the bouncers hovered, but they were just doing a weird shaking dance. 
 
    He officially squirted, and people howled and pointed at his crotch as semen seeped through. 
 
    She squirted, and the discharge was so ferocious it went right through her dress. 
 
    Then they were squeezing through the front door. In close proximity, they grabbed hold of each other and stumbled past the bouncers. 
 
    The bouncers grinned. They had seen a few people leave Charley Coyote’s like this. 
 
    A light rain was starting to fall. 
 
    They wobbled past the line of people who were holding purses over their heads, lifting jackets up to cover themselves. They turned into the parking lot. They had just had their first real fight, and the Wuzzer Buzzer had turned out to be a sexual hand grenade of immense proportions. 
 
    Yet they loved each other. And they spoke not as they tottered through the parking area. 
 
    They were forty feet from their car, and Jack whispered, “I’m sorry.” 
 
    She was crying, the rain was falling harder, her hair was getting wet, but she didn’t care. 
 
    “Me, too,” she said. 
 
    They were thirty feet away from their car, in the middle of the parking lot, and here is where the measurements of the cosmos happened. 
 
    If they had been ten seconds faster, or ten seconds slower. If they had been ten feet further along, or ten feet from the middle of the parking lot…but they weren’t. 
 
      
 
    ZZZZZZZZZZ! 
 
      
 
    Apple can tout their phones as being safe. 
 
    People can lecture on the dangers of G5. 
 
    Perhaps the Wuzzer Buzzers in their private parts had something to do with it. 
 
    Lightening lanced down through the sky and coursed through them. Did the phones have anything to do with it? Or did some God somewhere just chortle and point his finger? 
 
    No matter. They were thrust apart, flung through the air, and crumpled on the wet tar. 
 
    Yet, they were somehow aware, each of them watching, as from afar, as the smell of ozone dissipated, as the people screamed, as people came to help them. 
 
    They had open eyes and they turned their heads as one and looked for each other. 
 
    Neither was crying, for they were far beyond tears. 
 
    “Call an ambulance!” 
 
    Jack jerked first, moved a leg, tried to sit up. 
 
    “Just lay there, fella, there’s help on the way. 
 
    Jack brushed away the hand that was trying to keep him down and sat up. 
 
    Ten feet away Sarah was twitching. Her arms flailed, and she pushed people away. “I’m all right.” She was white-eyed, hair sprung, and her tits felt like they had road rash, but she sat up. 
 
    “Jack?” 
 
    “Right here?” 
 
    In spite of the people gathered around, they stood up, teetered towards each other, and fell into each other’s arms. 
 
    They stood for a long moment, just holding each other up. Around them people buzzed. 
 
    “I never seen anything like that!” 
 
    “They actually got struck by lightening!” 
 
    “Did you see that?” 
 
    Then Jack and Sarah stumbled towards their car. The crowd held for a moment, then began to disperse. 
 
    Ever the gentleman, Jack helped Sarah into their car. 
 
    Sarah sat in shock as Jack moved around the car, one hand on the car the whole way, and crawled into the driver’s seat. 
 
    They sat, the rain drumming on the roof of the car, then looked at each other. “Fuck,” said Sarah. 
 
    “Double fuck,” responded Jack. 
 
    The lightening strike had boiled the booze out of them, and the Wuzzer Buzzers, as they would learn when they got home, were toast. They sat for fifteen minutes, then Jack started the car and drove slowly home. 
 
    “We got hit,” mumbled Sarah. She had a slight lisp, but that would go away by morning. 
 
    “Shit,” observed Jack sagely. 
 
    He parked the car in the driveway and they entered the house, again holding each other up. 
 
    Inside the house they teetered towards the bedroom. They sat on the bed. 
 
    “I’ve got to get this thing out of me,” Jack commented. 
 
    Sarah said nothing. She wiped her mouth, a smear of lipstick, then picked her nose. 
 
    Jack turned over and tried to work the Wuzzer Buzzer out of his rectum. “A little help?” he suggested. 
 
    Sarah leaned on his ass, gripped the bit of plastic, and pulled. It came out, and it was a melted mess.  
 
    In what would turn out to be just one more anomaly in a sequence of anomalies, the thing had melted without scorching his ass. 
 
    “Me,” she said, dropping the Wuzzer Buzzer on the floor. 
 
    She leaned back and spread her legs. 
 
    Jack put a forearm on her thigh, leaned over and gripped the base of her Wuzzer Buzzer. She sighed when he pulled it out, then she sat up and looked at what Jack was holding. 
 
    It was still pink, but that was about all. It was melted, disfigured, didn’t look like a dildo or a plug at all. 
 
    “Why didn’t that burn me?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “Want to go to sleep?” he asked. 
 
    “I suppose. 
 
    They both leaned back, their backs on the bed, their legs off the side of the bed, and were instantly asleep. 
 
      
 
    Jack dreamed of bunny rabbits laughing at him. “Thou shalt not give, but receive,” they chanted. They were pink, and he asked the largest one of the laughing Bugs Bunnys, “Are you supposed to be an elephant?” 
 
    “How big a dick would I have then?” The big, pink rabbit, turned him around and kicked him in the ass. His big, floppy, thumper foot felt like a sledge hammer, and Jack groaned in his dream and in his sleep. 
 
      
 
    Sarah dreamed of women. They were wearing robes and sitting around her in a circle. They were like Goddesses, on Olympus in the clouds. 
 
    “Now you’ve done it, sister. We’re going to have to ask you to leave.” 
 
    “But…what? Why?” 
 
    “Because you’ve abused your pussy for the last time.” 
 
    “But I haven’t done anything!” 
 
    One of the women, much larger than her, stood up and walked towards her. 
 
    “Please! I don’t understand!” 
 
    “You will,” said the Goddess, turning her by the shoulders so she faced her squarely.  
 
    Then the Goddess took a step forward, launched a foot, and kicked Sarah right in the pussy! 
 
    Sarah folded up, flew away, hurtled by the pain in her pussy through the Olympian clouds. 
 
    “No!” she screamed. “NOO-ooo-ooo!” She fell through the clouds, a missile bound for earth. 
 
      
 
    Jack awoke first. He remembered everything, and groaned. He was sore all over, but especially in the asshole.  
 
    His dick didn’t feel too good, either. 
 
    In fact, it felt like his dick had been used for a lightening rod. Which, of course, it had. 
 
    He struggled to his elbows, realized that Sarah was lying next to him, and stood up. 
 
    He shuffled across the room to the bathroom. He stood in front of the mirror and stared at himself. 
 
    He didn’t need a shave, and that was odd. He had a thick beard and he always needed a shave. 
 
    He rubbed his cheek, and felt the need to pee. He moved towards the toilet. 
 
    On the bed, Sarah came to. She heard Jack in the bathroom and knew she had to stand up. She had to move. 
 
    But she hurt so much. In fact her pussy felt like somebody had used it for a football and kicked the longest field goal in history. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” she mumbled as she sat up. 
 
    Jack was in the bathroom. She had to go. but…something was wrong. Her chest…something…and the pain down there. 
 
    She raised a hand to feel what was wrong with her chest, and her eyes opened in shock. 
 
    She looked down. Her big, beautiful boobs were no more! And, looking past, through the space her large tits had once occupied, she saw her groin. 
 
    She saw her penis. Her slit was no more, and her clitoris had grown, and…and…she… 
 
      
 
    Jack turned and sat on the throne. He was so messed up, and he felt like something was wrong. He looked down, and his chest was puffy. 
 
    No. Not puffy. It was his eyesight that was puffy, and he focused, and saw…tits. Big tits, larger than his. wife’s. And he looked over his new breasts and saw, in his groin…no cock. His cock had shrunk into a clitoris,, and beneath the clit was a wet looking slit. Labia. A pussy. And he…he… 
 
      
 
    …SCREAMED! 
 
    At about the same time, their voices mingling in a horror of despair and terror and shock and surprise.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Their bodies, overall, changed only a little. This was because they were both slender and about the same height. But he now had female genitalia, including breasts, and she had a dick. 
 
    “What happened?” she asked, staring in horror at him when he came to the door of the bathroom. 
 
    “I don’t know,” he held his breasts up and looked at them. They were large, and the nipples had grown proportionately. 
 
    “You’ve got a pussy,” she stated, very shocked. 
 
    “And you’ve got a dick.” 
 
    “But how can that be?” 
 
    She held her cock in her hand. Her hand was still small, and the cock was large, so it looked even larger. 
 
    He sat on the bed and pulled his labia apart and stared at the pink color. He touched his clitoris and a shiver of excitement went through him. He was stunned by how sexual it felt. 
 
    But, what else would it feel like? 
 
    “Somehow…you’ve lost yours and gotten mine, and vice versa.” 
 
    “But we didn’t trade, we just lost our own and grew our own.” 
 
    After a half hour of fruitless and frustrated talk they decided to go to the hospital. 
 
    They thought about 911, but, though it seemed an emergency to them, what would it sound like to the 911 operator? 
 
    ‘Please, sir, send a squad car, I’ve got a vagina.’ 
 
    Or, ‘I’ve got a dick emergency!’ 
 
    So they went to the front desk of the local hospital, and when the nurse asked them what was wrong, they hemmed and hawed and Jack finally muttered, “My dick fell off and I’ve got a vagina.” 
 
    The nurse stared at them, then leaned forward and picked up a phone and hit a button. “I need security at the front desk.” 
 
    Sarah opened her mouth to scream at the woman for being obtuse, but Jack pulled her away. They walked out of the hospital and back to their car. They sat in the car for a long minute, then Sarah said, “I can make an appointment with our doctor.” 
 
    And they agreed to do that. But, for right now, that was all they could do. 
 
    At home they poured a couple of drinks and went into the living room and sat down. 
 
    “You’ve got a dick,” he said. “And I’ve got a pussy.” 
 
    “And I’ve got balls, and it looks hairy down there. I shaved yesterday before we went out, but it looks all bristly now.” 
 
    “I should need a shave, but my skin feels different, and I don’t even have fuzz on my cheeks.” 
 
    “You’ve got a little on your pussy.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…it’s different.” 
 
    “Tell me about it.” 
 
    They sat and drank their drink, and within minutes they were ready for another. 
 
    Jack got the drinks, and looked at himself in the foyer mirror. 
 
    He handed Sarah a drink and said, “My whole body is very slightly off.” 
 
    “I know. Mine, too.” 
 
    “I feel like I’m still changing.” 
 
    Sarah said nothing. 
 
    Jack continued. “It’s hormones. I’ve probably got ovaries, my balls turned into ovaries, and they’re pumping out the estrogen.” 
 
    “And my balls are filling me with testosterone.” 
 
    “How could this happen?” 
 
    “The lightening strike.” then Jack said something sort of stupid, but in a weird way, made sense. “In Frankenstein the doctor uses electricity.” 
 
    It was dumb, idiotic, to compare their situation to an old movie. 
 
    But what had that lightening bolt done to them? They had little electrical devices in their bodies, nestled into their sex organs. The lightening must have gone through the Wuzzer Buzzer, affected their own body electricity, their very chemistry, and changed them. 
 
    But it was impossible! 
 
    “What are we going to do?” 
 
    Sarah got up and made the doctor’s appointment. When it came time to tell the nurse what for she just said, “General check up.” That put their appointment a month out, but what else was she going to say? 
 
    They weren’t hungry, but they knew they needed to eat. 
 
    Sarah fixed a couple of hot dogs and potato salad. Jack sat and watched her. 
 
    She mumbled, “You’re the woman now. You should be fixing the dinner. 
 
    Jack said nothing. He heard her, it registered, but everything was still so alien that he paid it no mind. 
 
    They sat and ate, and they felt better. 
 
    And they had another drink. 
 
    And another. 
 
    Somewhere in there the alcohol took effect, and the dismal darkness of their despair lightened. They were so stunned they couldn’t get completely drunk, but at least they relaxed. 
 
    “So how does it feel to have a pussy?” Sarah asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. I don’t even know how to pee with this thing.” 
 
    She laughed. “Don’t worry. If you can’t figure it out then you’ll eventually spring a leak, and then you’ll know.” 
 
    He smiled ruefully. “Spring a leak. That reminds me of all the old saws. Men, ‘Tie a knot.’ Women, ‘Put a cork in it.’” 
 
    “I think put a cork in it refers to the mouth and telling someone to shut up.” 
 
    “Put a cork in it,” he said to her. 
 
    “Doesn’t work. I’m the man now.” 
 
    “You like being the man?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I don’t even know how to pee with this thing.” 
 
    They chuckled. It was a sad chuckle, but it was something. 
 
    They had another drink.  
 
    “Show me how to pee,” he said. 
 
    “Come on,” she grabbed his hand, and it felt weird, and she led him to the bathroom. 
 
    “Sit down and relax your pussy.” 
 
    He sat, then said, “I’m not sure how to relax my…my pussy,” he snickered. “Pussy,” he repeated, then he sniffled. 
 
    “Don’t you go crying on me with all your hormones, you big pussy,” she commanded him. 
 
    “But how do I pee?” 
 
    She knelt next to him, looked at him, then put her hand under his breasts and pressed on his belly. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    She pressed lower. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    She touched his mons, and they were instantly electrified. 
 
    She had touched his penis many times in their life together, but this was different. Very different. 
 
    They stared at each other, and she put a finger to his hole. Riding the edge of drunkenness, she said, “I’m going to put my finger in you.” 
 
    He said nothing, which was a ‘yes,’ then nodded. 
 
    She stuck her finger in his pussy. 
 
    He grunted, and he felt like his tits were suddenly warm. His nipples became instantly erect. 
 
    “What’s that feel like?” 
 
    “Good,” he took in his breath. 
 
    She stood up. “Feel my cock.” 
 
    Her cock was right in front of his face. He had all of the normal homophobia that a man might have, but…this was his wife. His wife’s cock. It was…okay. 
 
    He reached up and wrapped his hand around Sarah’’s penis. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” she whispered. “That feels funny.” 
 
    He laughed…and the pee came out of him. “Oh! His eyebrows arched up in surprise. 
 
    Sarah laughed at the sound of his tinkling. 
 
    “You peed!” 
 
    Then they were both laughing. She leaning forward, her cock touching his cheek. He looking at the big monster. 
 
    Then stopped laughing, separated, and he said, “That’s so fucking big.” 
 
    “Why weren’t you this big?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” He touched it again, held it, and jacked it. He looked up. “When you pee you tighten your muscles and just push.” 
 
    She tried it, and a jet of pee struck him in the face. 
 
    He spluttered, and she laughed and kept pissing. 
 
    For about twenty seconds she peed, and he kept pushing with his hands, then just stopped and let her wet him. 
 
    She stopped, and was laughing. He started laughing. Then he stopped. 
 
    “This is so fucking weird,” he muttered. 
 
    They stepped into the shower and washed themselves off. 
 
    “Your hair is getting longer,” she said. 
 
    “You need a haircut,” he replied. 
 
    They got out of the shower and she got some scissors and he gave her a haircut. It wasn’t a very good haircut, but the loss of a lot of her hair emphasized the basic maleness taking over her face. 
 
    Then she looked at him, took a hairbrush and started brushing out his hair. 
 
    “You don’t have enough hair.” 
 
    “It’ll keep growing.” 
 
    “And I’ll probably get bald.” 
 
    “And fat.” 
 
    “But never stupid.” Slapped the top of his head lightly. 
 
    She put the hair brush down and looked at him, and suddenly they were crying. 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    “I liked being a man!” 
 
    Then they went and had another drink. 
 
    The day passed in a weird mix of fast and slow, surreal interspersed with logic. 
 
    They were wearing their normal clothes, him male and her female, and eventually they had dinner. 
 
    Again, she made the remark, “You’re the bitch, you should be making the dish.” 
 
    He mumbled, “Yeah,” and it sort of sunk in a little. Then he made more drinks. 
 
    And they both knew that if it wasn’t for the alcohol they would be shrieking. 
 
    The world had, for them, gone insane. 
 
    Outside their house the world was the same. Men were men and women were women. But here, in their sanctum, men were women and women were men. 
 
    And the one thing they knew, without knowing how they knew, but was still utterly shocking, was that they were changing in their perspectives of themselves. They lived in a society in which women behaved one way and men another, and they were starting to accommodate their personalities to their changing bodies. 
 
    He was starting to think he should be acting more female, because was the kind of body he had. 
 
    And she was thinking she should be more male, because that was the kind of body she had. 
 
    They went to sleep. Sleeping in their same places. Him on the right side of the bed and her on the left. He was a step closer to the door in case he had to get up in the middle of the night and defend their home. She was on the left because it was closer to the bathroom and women usually had to tinkle more than their husbands. 
 
    But during the night he had to tinkle, and he got irritated when he found that she had left the lid up. He actually fell into the bowl, got his ass wet, and gave a light curse. He didn’t say anything, though, because as he had done when their situations were reversed, she would probably just laugh. 
 
    But when he came back to bed he looked long at the other side of the bed. 
 
     
 
    In the morning they awoke about the same time. That often happens with husbands and wives. His hair was a little bit longer, his skin softer, his boobs bigger. He sat up, and felt weird. His chest was sagging. 
 
    “How are you?” she asked, stirring, uncomfortable with the big nuts between her thighs. She had always slept with her legs closed, but the  why of the male way of sleeping was impinging on her. 
 
    “My chest is hanging. it’s heavy.” 
 
    “You need a bra.” 
 
    That startled him. A bra? He was a man! But…no. He wasn’t. 
 
    “Do you have any that will fit me?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    She got up and walked around the bed, male in appearance, her swinging dick suddenly hard. 
 
    “You better pee, first.” 
 
    She blinked. “So this is a morning woody. It hurts.” 
 
    She headed for the bathroom and relieved herself, then came back and rifled through her underwear drawer. She tossed him a flimsy half bra. 
 
    “This?” he asked. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “But it’s…thin.” 
 
    “It’s all I’ve got. As it is you’re going to be bulging. None of my other bras will come close.” 
 
    She showed him how to put it around his middle, fasten it, then turn it around and pull it up. 
 
    He stared down at the expanse of flesh bulging over the bra. 
 
    “This is indecent,” he muttered. 
 
    “Yeah,” she grinned. And…she had a hard on. 
 
    He stared at her dick. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she said, though she wasn’t. “I didn’t know this would happen. It really feels good, though. 
 
    “What am I…what are you…going to do with that?” 
 
    “What do you usually do with yours.” 
 
    He eyed the monster, and there was a bit of fear in him. “I don’t feel comfortable…I’m a virgin…I’m…scared.” 
 
    “Yeah. Me, too.” But she wasn’t. She was experiencing the high degree of lust that males feel when their cocks are erect. 
 
    “Can you…jack it off?” 
 
    She could, but something in her was pushing her to fuck. She compromised in her mind. “Can you jack it off?” 
 
    “It’s your dick.” 
 
    “We’re married.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Come on. Let’s…let’s do something.” 
 
    He reached out tentatively and stroked her penis. 
 
    She gasped. “Holy fuck! No wonder you like to do it so much! This is incredible!” 
 
    But he shrunk back, pulled his hand back. “I can’t.” 
 
    “What am I supposed to do?” 
 
    “Take a cold shower. Think of baseball.” 
 
    “I don’t even like baseball!” 
 
    But she couldn’t talk him into it. 
 
    Finally, he gave her a jockstrap to wear. “This will help keep it down a little.” 
 
    She pulled the stretchy material up and frowned. “This is fucking obscene! This is torture.” 
 
    “I’m sorry. You’re just going to have to give me more time.” 
 
    She paused, then whispered, “I apologize for all those times I told you I had a head ache. 
 
    “That’s okay.” 
 
    They were silent for a moment, then he asked her, “Can we get me dressed?” 
 
    “Sure. Sorry. I’ll try to control my dick.” But there was a bit of resentment in her voice. 
 
    She did have panties and nylons that fit him, and she helped him into those articles of clothing. 
 
    Her penis was pulsing in her jockstrap, and she felt the irritation that a horny male feels when he has been shot down. 
 
    She gave him a summer dress to wear, then got dressed herself. 
 
    Jack looked at himself in the mirror. The dress was blue with little white birds flying around the hem. It hugged his waist and too big boobs tightly, but the bottom flared out when he spun around. 
 
    Sarah stared at him dourly. She liked to spin. it should have been her that was turning around and admiring herself in the mirror. 
 
    She brushed his hair again, styled it, then sat him down. 
 
    “What now?” he asked. 
 
    “Now we have to make you up. See to your nails. 
 
    He blinked. “No!” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Shut.” 
 
    And she did have the more assertive personality, so he closed his mouth. 
 
    She prepared his hands, then glued long nails on his own nails. She made them sharp, stilettos, and was aware that he was going to have a rough time in them, but…since she wasn’t going to be wearing nails, and those were the kind of nails she would have worn…she put them on, then painted them a bright red. 
 
    “My, God! Those are garish!” 
 
    “You liked it when I wore bright red. And you insisted that I paint my lips red. You called them blow job lips. And, as I recall, you insisted on a few blow jobs.” 
 
    “But that was before we went out, so I wouldn’t be bulging in my pants when we went out.” 
 
    “My,” she muttered, “how the worm has turned.” 
 
    He stared at the long fake nails, and she began scrubbing his face, cleansing it with little sponges. 
 
    He wanted to run, it felt so alien, but…this whole thing was alien, and he had to appear normal. For a girl. 
 
    She primed him, gave him pointers, and plucked his eyebrows. 
 
    “This is crazy,” he opined, staring at himself in the mirror. 
 
    “Yep, she answered, a tightness in her voice. 
 
    “What’s the matter?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” she admitted. “I’m just…pissed off. It’s like me about to have a period, but…really different.” 
 
    “You’re horny,” explained Jack. 
 
    “I am?” 
 
    “Of course. That’s what it feels like when women use you and refuse you.” 
 
    She stared at him. “Oh, God. I apologize for all those times I did that to you. I’d even like to go apologize to the men I knew before you.” 
 
    Properly aghast at the terribly whimsical nature of men to women, of women to men, she continued with his make up. 
 
    The hormones flooding his system were really working. His skin was almost completely transformed. The fat in his face had redistributed. His hair was even longer. It was female long now. 
 
    She curled his lashes and used eyeliner. She put shadow on his eyes, and painted his lips. 
 
    Now he couldn’t take his eyes off himself. 
 
    On one hand he was actually revolted, weird, put off. 
 
    On the other hand…he was in love. 
 
    He loved the beauty of himself. 
 
    “Now I understand,” he whispered. “Now I know why women do this.” 
 
    She felt like crying. She wasn’t going to get to do this again. 
 
    She pierced his ears, put some danglies through his lobes, and rebrushed his hair. 
 
    He was beautiful. 
 
    But the hard part was just ahead. 
 
    “Here,” she said, and she handed him a pair of heels. 
 
    His feet seemed to have shrunk a bit, for the heels went on easily. When he stood up, however, the world came undone. 
 
    “Oh! Ow!” He staggered and his ankles wobbled. 
 
    “Ha!” she laughed. “It’s not all fun and games, is it?” 
 
    He looked at her, his face a study in dismality. 
 
    “And wait until you have to wear a corset for a while.” 
 
    His turn to apologize. “I’m sorry I insisted you wear all this stuff.” 
 
    She was sage about it. She sighed. “In a way, I liked it. I’ll miss it.” 
 
    “Well, you can dress up like a girl any time you feel like it.” 
 
    “Easy for you to say, with your sexy, curvy body.” 
 
    It was her turn to dress, and suddenly she was on the happy side. She picked out some pink shorts that she had given him and which he would never wear, but which she still had a female appreciation for. She put on pink socks, a lavender tee shirt, and when she showed him a look of horror crossed his face. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You look…gay.” 
 
    “Nothing wrong with that,” she said in a hurt voice. 
 
    “Not if you’re gay. But you’re not. Are you?” 
 
    She thought about that. She was a woman inside, but that ‘womanliness’ was fading.  
 
    So she was a man. 
 
    Would she still be attracted to men? Like a woman should be? 
 
    She stared at her husband. And would he be attracted to women? 
 
    “No,” he said, reading her mind. “I love you. My attitudes are changing, maybe to match my body, I don’t know, but I love you. Whatever form you’re in.” 
 
    She went to him then, like a woman coming to a man, and they hugged. 
 
    Then she gently pushed his head back, though he was taller than her in heels, and touched her lips to his. 
 
    It was a wonderful kiss. It was the first real kiss they had tried since changing. It was warm and most, and Sarah tasted lipstick from the male viewpoint, and it was delicious. 
 
    She wanted to lick his lips until they were bare, they reapply lipstick and do it again. 
 
    But she knew he would not appreciate her messing up his lipstick. 
 
    They parted, held hands for a moment, gazed into each others eyes, and he said, “You’re going to need to shave.” 
 
    She started to giggle, then realized she couldn’t. 
 
    Males and females are both capable of giggling, but the female more so, and now…now she was feeling a reticence to manifesting that expression of humor. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Nothing.” though there was a loss inside her. 
 
    “What do we do now?” he asked. “We’re all dressed up.” 
 
    “I guess we go out.” 
 
    This was actually a big step. They were comfortable, sort of, with each other as the opposite sex that they were, but the rest of the world…to show the rest of the world what they had become…that was weird. 
 
    Offsetting. 
 
    “We have to,” she said. “We can’t live life in a barrel.” 
 
    They went out to the car, and Jack circled to the passenger side. 
 
    “You want me to hold the door open for you?” 
 
    “Tomorrow,” he said. “By tomorrow we’re going to be more changed.” 
 
    “If that’s possible,” she whispered as she stepped into the car. 
 
    Yet there was something comforting about being male and behind the wheel. It felt right to drive, a beautiful woman beside him. 
 
    They drove through town, nervous, yet searching for the right place to get out and be seen. 
 
    They talked about eating lunch somewhere, but neither wanted to walk that gauntlet yet. 
 
    They talked about a movie, and decided that that was the thing. 
 
    Be seen, but hide in the darkness. Mingle with the crowd. 
 
    But to get there they would have to navigate the mall, and neither was ready for that. So they drove into the parking lot, then out of it. 
 
    “What now?” asked Jack, feeling rather helpless. As a woman he had little control. He was subject to wherever Sarah drove the car. 
 
    Sarah was equally disturbed, and she finally drove to a convenience store. “Let’s get a Coke.” 
 
    “And some potato chips.” 
 
    They stepped out of the car. Jack stumbled a bit, and Sarah came around and escorted him. She held him up and helped him navigate his heels. 
 
    “We should have put you in flats.” 
 
    “No matter,” Jack gritted his teeth. “I need to get used to this sometime. Might just as well be now.” 
 
    They entered the Seven Eleven, made their way to the glass windows, and picked out two Cokes. As Jack reached forward he felt something brush against his ass. 
 
    “Mamacita!” came the whisper. 
 
    “Hey!” Sarah shouted. 
 
    The Mexican swaggered on, disrespectful of the man whose wife he had just groped. 
 
    Jack grabbed Sarah’s bicep, noted that it was thicker, meatier, and said, “No. You don’t know how to fight.” 
 
    They picked out a bag of potato chips, Sarah glaring at the Mexican, who just grinned and whispered something demeaning to his friend. 
 
    They paid, and walked out of the store. 
 
    “I should have—“ 
 
    “Shush now,” Jack admonished, and suddenly he realized why Sarah was often the more aggressive of them. 
 
    She didn’t know what it was like to get in a fight. She hadn’t been hit, and didn’t know how dangerous and scary it could be. Add to that the way certain people insisted on women being the second class citizens, and her aggression was a logical way to fight back, to take control of her world. 
 
    And now Jack had had to control the situation, as a woman. 
 
    Weird. 
 
    And yet, necessary. As a woman he couldn’t let a man go around and fight for him. 
 
    But Sarah was going to have to take Karate lessons or something. The aggressive nature she had created in herself as a woman would get her into a heap of trouble as a man. 
 
    They drove to the beach , parked their car on a high cliff overlooking the waves, and sat and drank their Cokes and ate chips. 
 
    Jack looked at the lipstick on his can blankly. Then realized that if Sarah had to learn to fight, he was going to have to learn how to put on lipstick. 
 
    “A penny for your thoughts,” said Sarah. 
 
    Jack turned to her. He realized his big mistake of the day. “I’m sorry I didn’t fuck you this morning.” He reached out and felt Sarah’s crotch. Big boner. She was still wearing the jockstrap. “And I’m sorry I made you wear a jockstrap.” 
 
    “What do you want to do about it?” Sarah’s eyes glistened, and Jack could feel the lust coming out of her. 
 
    “I want you to fuck me.” 
 
    “Right here?” she breathed. “But it’s a public beach!” 
 
    “There’s no cars around. You can throw me over the back seat and spread my legs and put your dick in me. You can fuck me until you cum, and I’ll have to go home with your mess between my legs. 
 
    Sarah looked around nervously. “But it’s broad daylight!” 
 
    “It’s daylight and I’m a broad. Now treat me like a woman and make mad, passionate love to me.” 
 
    Still, she was hesitant. So Jack reached over and pulled her zipper down. 
 
    Sarah laughed, and he reached inside and pulled her jockstrap down. Her cock poked out ruthlessly. 
 
    He went down on her. Sucked her dick, and was in a daze of pleasure. It felt so good to give such pleasure. Her balls were so big and full. Her dick so hard. 
 
    “I’m going to…I’m going to…” 
 
    Jack let her go. “Not the first time, you’re not.” 
 
    He scrambled up and lifted his dress. He pulled off his panties and lay over the back of the seat. 
 
    Sarah wiggled out from under the wheel and perched over him.  
 
    He could feel her overly large penis poking at his buns. 
 
    Could he take this? 
 
    But, he had to. He was a woman, and he had to learn how to fuck. 
 
    Sarah pushed her penis into him. It opened him up and he gasped. 
 
    Sarah reached around and grabbed his tits. She fondled them, played with the nipples. 
 
    Jack was in heaven. He could feel her dick deep inside of him, scouring him, making him understand what a woman was. 
 
    “Oh, fuck…oh, fuck…” Sarah moaned. “I didn’t know!” 
 
    Jack pushed up with his rump, and she pushed down. He could feel the veins on her mighty cock slithering through his vaginal channel. He could feel her balls slapping into his flesh as she pounded into him. 
 
    “Yes…yes!” he chanted, accepting, submitting, becoming a woman in deed as well as flesh. 
 
    Sarah began to cum.  
 
    Jack could feel her shaft, hot and terrible, as it pulsed into him. 
 
    Then he felt his own orgasm coming. It was like an ocean into which he was falling, and all he had to do was let go. 
 
    Let go… 
 
    Let go… 
 
    And as the immense feeling of a female orgasm began sweeping him up into the sky he saw the dark shadow behind them. Sarah was above him, couldn’t see through the back window. But he was squashed down, and he couldn't see, but the dark shadow, the impact, the screeching of tires and the jangling chaos and crunch of metal…then being dumped over the back seat, head crumpled up on the seat, and the white light that obliterated everything…everything…and then there was nothing.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Jack and Sarah awoke almost at the same time. That is often the way it happens for husbands and wives. 
 
    “What?” he said, his eyes absorbing all the whiteness. 
 
    “Jack?” 
 
    He turned his face and saw his wife. She was in the hospital bed next to him, and she was wrapped in bandages. 
 
    And he was wrapped in bandages. 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    At that moment two doctors walked in to the room. One, the woman, went to Sarah. She began asking questions, listening with a stethoscope, and taking readings off the machine that zipped green, wiggly lines on a monitor. 
 
    The male doctor did the same with Jack. 
 
    “How are you feeling?” 
 
    Jack answered the questions, and when all the poking and prodding was done, he asked, “What happened?” 
 
    “You were struck by lightening.” 
 
    The other doctor. “You were brought in unconscious. You had been at a nightclub, Charley Coyote’s, and it was raining.” 
 
    The doctors talked for awhile, explained various things about lightening strikes, then the male doctor said, “We, uh…we removed sexual toys from you.” 
 
    Jack and Sarah looked at each other, too astonished to feel any embarrassment. 
 
    “They were pretty mangled, and the lightening seems to have focused in them.” 
 
    The female doctor took over. “One of the things, these toys focused a tremendous charge of electricity in your bodies. They destroyed your sexual organs.” 
 
    “What?” blurted Jack. 
 
    “They…did?” said Sarah. 
 
    “Yes. I’m sorry to say, we can talk options later, but both of you have lost the use of your sexual organs.” 
 
    “We can’t have sex anymore?” 
 
    “Not in your present state. But there are options, and we can discuss some of these over the coming weeks.” 
 
    Jack and Sarah pretty much went silent after that, and shortly the doctors left. 
 
    Jack and Sarah lay in their beds without looking at each other. then Jack asked, “Did you have a dream?” 
 
    Sarah nodded. “Yes.” 
 
    “Then maybe we do have options.” 
 
    And they both began to cry. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    END
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    The Horny Wizard of Oz ~ (47,000 words) Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever! 
 
    Munchers: tall enough to eat pussy. 
 
    The Scarecrow: a pole up his ass. 
 
    Tin Man: a walking, talking dildo if ever there was one. 
 
    The Wizard, stealing all the dicks in Oz. 
 
    What? What the heck does the Wizard need all those dicks for? 
 
    A big titted, strutting sexpot from Kansas is determined to find out, and Oz will never be the same!
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    Caught, Feminized and Pegged! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Grace Mansfield

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “What do girls do on their night out?” 
 
    Johnny wasn’t exactly pissed, but he was irritated. 
 
    Jennie ignored him. Dried herself off and glanced at herself in the mirror. She smiled. 
 
    She was five foot six, 130 pounds, and heavy in the bosom.  Her waist was tight, her legs shapely, and she had a really nice face. High cheek bones, arching eyebrows, liquid blue eyes, shaggy blonde hair that made her look like Marilyn Monroe. 
 
    Yes, she was a blonde bombshell, and that was reason enough for Johnny to wonder, and worry, and be jealous. 
 
    “Are you just going to ignore me?” 
 
    “Yep,” she said, working a little cream into her hands. She smiled. the poor boy did suffer so much. And that sort of made her happy! 
 
    Well what woman doesn’t enjoy being appreciated? 
 
    Of course, sometimes he was irritating, being a little too appreciating. 
 
    She turned to him. “Johnny. You know I’m true blue to you. And you know that I do this with the girls every few months. We’re old college friends, we like to get a little high and laugh and tell jokes, and…you need to get over this obsessive compulsive disorder thing, or whatever it is.” 
 
    “Aw, honey. I know I’m a little much, but…but you come home and you’re different for a few days. You don’t want to have sex, you just smile a lot…are you a Lesbian.” 
 
    She blinked, her eyes widened, and she laughed. “Baby, I told you I am true blue. That means I don’t go out with other people.” 
 
    “Yeah, but this isn’t going out. This is…I don’t know what it is! But as long as I don’t know what it is I’m going to wonder.” 
 
    Jennie put on a bra. It was a half bra and her large boobs hung over the edge and her nipples stood out. 
 
    Johnny stared at her hungrily. 
 
    She pulled on panties and hose. 
 
    Johnny was silent now, but the air was filled with tension. 
 
    Jennie sat down at the vanity and began putting on her face. As she cleaned and primed and made her face into a canvas she said, “Well, honey, you’re just going to have to live in mystery. The girls and I have a pact. No men allowed. We’re going to get together and have fun, and you’re not invited. So that is that.” 
 
    And that was the point at which Johnny started to get the inkling of a plan. She wasn’t going to invite him, eh? And she wasn’t going to tell him a thing. Hmmm. 
 
    Jennie was quick with her make up, and in short order her face was accentuated and gorgeous. She smacked her lips and glanced at him in the mirror. 
 
    Johnny was frowning. She turned to him. 
 
    “You get boys’ nights out. You get together with your friends and you watch football games and get drunk…I never complain about that.” 
 
    “That’s different.” 
 
    “How is it different?” 
 
    “We watch football. What do you do, watch girl’s basketball.” 
 
    That remark, for some reason, irritated her. “What does it matter what we do? I’m true, and you’re being an idiot!” 
 
    He backed off quickly. The plan growing in his head didn’t include pissing his wife off. 
 
    But he had already pissed her off. “We fuck a lot. I rarely pull the headache thing, I enjoy sex, we even get a little kinky every once in a while. So where do you get off giving me a rough time just because I have friends and want a little girl time? A little time when I don’t have to put up with your male bullshit?” 
 
    Johnny took a step back. “Male bullshit?” 
 
    Now it was Jennie who knew she’d gone a little far. She tried to calm herself down. She took a big breath and said, “Honey, take some time for yourself tonight. Get yourself a six pack, find a pay per view and watch some sports. Hell, watch some porn for all I care. I’ll come home and maybe you’ll get your dick sucked.” 
 
    “If I haven’t jacked off,” he murmured. 
 
    Her turn to blink. 
 
    “You…what did you say?” 
 
    Johnny groaned. This thing was turning into a mess. He determined that he was going to shut up and…and maybe he’d do his little plan. Maybe he’d find out what was really going on with these women and their stupid, little parties. 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    She glared at him. 
 
    “I’m going to go drink a six pack.” 
 
    He turned and walked out, and felt her eyes poking daggers into his back the whole way. 
 
    Sarah picked out a black dress. It was stretchy and clingy and showed off her bosom. Her nipples, erect because she had gotten angry, were jutting behind the material. 
 
    She pulled the dress over her head, and was careful not to mess her make up. Usually she put the dress on first, but Johnny and his silliness had actually upset her. 
 
    She stepped into her high heels and took a last gander at the mirror. 
 
    She was a number, all right. She had the body that made the boys drool, and she smiled. 
 
    She turned on her heel and headed down the hallway. Her heels clicked on the hard surface, and it was a very powerful feeling. 
 
    Johnny was in the kitchen, a dour look on his face. He had poured a bourbon and Coke and was contemplating it. He looked up, and she could see the effect she had on him. She could see the lust in his eyes, the excitement, and she could almost hear the ‘sproing’ in his pants. 
 
    “Okay, baby, don’t wait up for me.” 
 
    He grunted. 
 
    She leaned over him and touched her lips carefully to his forehead. “Get drunk, have fun. And relax!” 
 
    “While you’re out fucking some guy.” 
 
    She froze. 
 
    He knew, right away, that he had made a big mistake. It had just popped out of him. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Yes, you are,” she blurted. She spun and headed for the front door. 
 
    He jumped up and followed her. 
 
    “I shouldn’t have said that.” 
 
    “No, you shouldn’t have.” 
 
    She turned the front door knob and opened the door. 
 
    “But you can’t blame me.” 
 
    She stopped on the porch, heaved a breath, and turned back to him. “Johnny, it would serve you right if I went out and fucked a man. A black man. With a dick bigger than yours! Maybe that’s what I’ll do tonight!” 
 
    Then she walked down the three steps to the walkway and headed for the driveway and the car. 
 
    “Hey!” he yelped. 
 
    She ignored him. She was actually pissed now. And she wasn’t saying smart things, but…dammit! 
 
    She sat in the car, swung her legs in, and turned the key.  
 
    Johnny was on the porch, looking all hurt. 
 
    She backed the car out and headed down the street. 
 
    “That idiot!” she breathed. 
 
    Johnny watched the tail lights grow smaller. 
 
    And he started to get pissed off. 
 
    Damn! How could she say such a thing to him? But she had, and maybe that justified what he was planning to do now. 
 
    He ran back into the house, grabbed his motorcycle keys and his helmet, and entered the garage. He pressed the fob that opened the garage door and started his bike. By the time the door was open he was ready to go. He hit the gas, did a wheely out of the garage, and headed down the street. Even if she drove fast there was no way she could get away from him. He leaned forward and pulled the trigger. 
 
      
 
    Jennie drove slowly down the street. She sighed. First, she didn’t like to get mad. Second, she was trying to calm herself down. Third…there was no third.  
 
    She took deep breaths and sighed and watched the traffic. She didn’t notice the lone headlight that took position three cars back. 
 
    Why did Johnny have to be such a knucklehead? Most husbands were understanding. Then she thought about it. 
 
    Were most husbands understanding? Or was Johnny the rule? 
 
    Frowning, she pondered, and decided that while men were a little crazy, maybe Johnny was just a little too crazy. 
 
    Yes. Johnny had normal reactions, but he went overboard. 
 
    Nothing wrong with a little jealousy, men were looking out for their women, and maybe a bit possessive, but Johnny was a lot jealousy. But what could she do about it? 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    She slapped the wheel. Damn. If she could only make Johnny behave. 
 
    Then she sighed again, and tried to calm down. 
 
      
 
    Johnny had no trouble at all catching her. She had a Mustang, but he had a Hayabusa. She followed the traffic, obeying all the laws. He watched for cops and jetted around cars like they were standing still. He took up a position three cars behind her and tooled along. 
 
    Why did she have to be so bitchy? What was it with women? Were all women that crazy? Inside his helmet he frowned. Yeah. They were. Every guy he talked to remarked on that at one time or another. 
 
    All she had to do was talk to him, tell him what was really going on. He was a reasonable guy, he’d understand. But, no, she has to make that remark about fucking somebody else. A big, black somebody else with a big, black dong. 
 
    Hell, he wasn’t prejudiced, but…that was over the line.  
 
    Hell, he wished his dick was that big. She needed a good poking. A hard poking, with a giant dick. 
 
    He suddenly grinned. Thinking such a thing had given him a big boner. 
 
    I got your black man right here, bitch! 
 
    And he reached down and squeezed his groin. 
 
    Up ahead Jennie took an off ramp and headed for the center of town. 
 
    Johnny slowed down. Crap, there were no cars between him and her. He pulled onto the ramp and slowed way down. She reached the bottom of the ramp and waited for a light to turn. He pulled over to the side of the ramp behind a big bush. 
 
    The light turned and she went. He popped the clutch and made the light, then dropped back. 
 
      
 
    Jennie frowned. She should have GPSed. But this was a major hotel they had chosen for their soiree, so…she cruised down the streets, past businesses, and looked for her designation. 
 
    There it was! It was a five story hotel with a bar downstairs and a rented room for a few hours. 
 
    She pulled into the parking lot and found a place. She didn’t notice the motorcycle passing in the street. 
 
      
 
    Johnny snickered. This was easy. He should have had a career as an FBI agent. Or maybe a ninja. Silly woman didn’t even know she was being followed. He went around the corner, found another parking lot and pulled his bike into the bike section and parked it. 
 
    He walked around the corner of the building, moved back a bit so he wouldn’t be obvious, and looked through the front window of the bar. 
 
      
 
    “Hey! Girlfriend!” Marsha hugged her friend. Other girls gave hugs as Jennie made her way through the bar. She high fived, air kissed, and ended up with a drink in her hand. 
 
    “Good Lord,” she said, sipping a bit of Vodka with splashes of mixer in it. “I needed this.” 
 
    “Rough day?” asked Marsha, linking arms and walking her through the bar to a back table. 
 
    “My husband…I don’t want to say he’s a complete bonehead, but…” she took another sip. 
 
    “Your husband?” chirped Shelly from a couch. “My husband is certifiable. What’d yours do?” 
 
    “He’s jealous.” 
 
    A couple of the girls hooted. 
 
    “Not only that, he’s jealous of our get together.” 
 
    Apparently she had hit a sore spot, because every woman there nodded. 
 
    “My husband thinks we’re all a bunch of Lesbians.” 
 
    “Mine wants to know why we can’t just go to PTA meetings like ‘regular’” she held up two hooked fingers on each hand, “women.” 
 
    That brought laughter. 
 
    “We’re not married and we have no kids, and he wants us to go to the PTA.” 
 
    The girls began to unwind. They drank slowly and chatted. They exchange stories of unreasonable men, and they giggled and all was right with the world. 
 
    Except for the shadow in the bushes across the parking lot. 
 
      
 
    Johnny hunkered down behind a large Korean Spice Verburnum. It was a green bush with white flowers with pink things in them. There wasn’t any traffic, no flashing headlights, so he was safe in the bush. He stared across the parking lot. 
 
    The windows were slightly tinted, but he could still make out who was who. He recognized several of the girls, and he snickered at how clever he was. 
 
    He watched as they hugged and did that stupid air kissing thing. Then they moved to a back table—a couple of tables, actually, there were about 15 women—and started drinking. 
 
    He wished he could hear what they were saying. They were very animated, waving their arms and making faces. 
 
    And what were they laughing at? 
 
    For 15 minutes johnny watched. He thought about taking cell pictures, but that seemed a little much. If Jennie ever found out that he had been there, let alone taking pictures…woo! 
 
    He was half a mind to leave when suddenly all the women stood up and started moving through the bar. 
 
    “What now?” he whispered to himself.  
 
    He began moving through the planter area, trying to keep in the shadows, but determined to keep them in sight. 
 
      
 
    “Well, girls, time to head upstairs and get this party started!” 
 
    Light cheers greeted Marsha’s announcement, and the women all picked up their drinks and began moving through the bar. 
 
    They moved into a hallway and walked down to the elevator. Fifteen beautiful women, wearing heels and tight dresses. Their hair and make up done to perfection. 
 
    A man and his wife stepped out of the elevator and the man smiled. As they walked past the women the wife elbowed him and said, “Bad dog!” 
 
    The girls, of course, laughed hysterically. 
 
    They crowded onto an elevator, one half of them, and headed for the third floor. 
 
     
 
    Johnny was frustrated. “Fuck,” he blurted. He could see through the door and down a hallway. The women were all getting on an elevator. “Damn!” 
 
    How was he going to do this? 
 
    He watched, and the elevator returned and the rest of the women piled into the box. As the door closed Johnny made up his mind. He trotted across the parking lot, through the front door, and watched the arrow above the elevator door. Third floor. Okay. 
 
    Johnny was familiar with this building, and he knew there was a stair way behind the first door on the right side of the hallway. He sprinted to it, yanked the door open and ran up the stairs. 
 
    On the third floor he stopped. He didn’t want to jump out and be seen. He opened the door a crack, and was just in time. Down the hall, room 303, the last of the women were crowding into a suite. He watched, heard the far away laughter, then the hallway was empty. 
 
    Johnny stepped out into the hallway and walked towards the room. As he approached he could hear laughter. They were really whooping it up in there. 
 
    Freshly irritated, he was shut out again, he put his head to the door and listened. 
 
    Laughter. Voices, and he could make out bits and pieces of speech. 
 
    “My husband needs a bigger dick!” 
 
    Hilarity as the ladies shouted in laughter. 
 
    “That’s nothing, my hubby is developing a taste for anal sex.” 
 
    “You take it up the butt?” 
 
    “Not me…him!” Screams of laughter. 
 
    Sometimes Johnny thought he heard his wife’s voice, and he wondered what she was saying. That it was about him he had no doubt. 
 
    He heard a noise and ducked down and pretended to be tying a shoelace. 
 
    A couple passed him, stared at him. He smiled and nodded, then stood up and walked back down the hallway. 
 
     
 
    The suite was large, with a wet bar. Several of the girls had brought liquor, and mixer, and bags of ice. Drinks were being poured into plastic glasses and the girls were tilting the glasses and pouring the drinks down their throats. 
 
    There was a sound system and it was set to an eighties channel. Madonna, Whitney, the Bangles…Girls Just Want to Have Fun! 
 
    It only took ten minutes for the room to devolve into a drunken haze. Women danced with each other. Women rolled on the couches in laughter. Women kissed each other. It was just a good, old party. 
 
      
 
    Johnny looked at the room the couple had come out of. It was an adjoining suite. There would be a connecting door where he could listen better. The man and the woman that had come out of there were obviously heading out on the town. He was in a tux and she was in a slinky dress. They wouldn’t be back for hours. 
 
    He smiled and gripped the doorknob, and the door moved back. 
 
    Johnny’s eyes opened. They had let it swing shut, but it hadn’t closed all the way! Fucking luck of the ninja, this was way too easy! 
 
    He grinned and entered the apartment. 
 
    The sound proofing in the building wasn’t too bad. The only real noise came from the connecting door. 
 
    Johnny walked over and listened. 
 
    “His dick was so short I thought I wouldn’t be able to get it in!” 
 
    “I want to get a boob job. Hey! Doc! How much to make my tits bigger?” 
 
    “For you, half price!” 
 
    “I don’t want no deals! I want BOOBS!” 
 
    Cheers. Laughter. Women carousing like a bunch of drunken sailors. 
 
    Johnny grinned. He pulled up a chair and listened. 
 
    “My husband has a great cock, the problem is he only wants anal!” 
 
    “That’s nothing. My husband can blow himself!” 
 
    Screams and guffaws. 
 
    “He lays upside down against the head board and has me jack him until… 
 
    The women were laughing so hard Johnny couldn’t make it all out. 
 
    Crap. He needed better hearing. He wished he had a microphone he could slide under the door, or maybe a miniature camera. 
 
    “My husband got his dick stuck in a glory hole when he was in college. Everybody was trying to pull him out. It turned out some whore had tied his dick to a stick and he couldn’t….” Again, the story was drowned out by laughter. 
 
    Johnny stood up and looked around. He tried putting his ear to the door, but somebody leaned, or was pushed, against the door and that didn’t make listening easy. 
 
    He wandered through the suite, looking for a glass. He found one and put it to the door. 
 
    Damn! There was so much noise going on now that it actually hurt his ear. 
 
    Fuck, fuck, what could he do? 
 
    He looked at the balcony. 
 
    And grinned. 
 
    He opened the sliding door and stepped out. 
 
    Unfortunately, his suite had a balcony, and the balcony for the other suite was ten feet away. 
 
    The window was right there. He could look in there, maybe even take some cell video. But…there was nowhere to stand. 
 
    He thought about leaning, maybe getting some kind of rope, but…nah, that wouldn’t work. 
 
    He frowned, so close and so far, but…then he looked up. 
 
    Window cleaners had left a platform on the fourth floor. It was just hanging there, waiting. And it looked like a window opened up on it. 
 
    Chuckling, Johnny ran out of the apartment and down the hallway. Up the stairs and back down a hallway, and the room that gave access to the window cleaning platform was open. 
 
    “Oh, Lord…this couldn’t get much easier.” 
 
    Without thinking, without knowing what to look for, what to inspect, he stepped onto the platform. He was wearing his motorcycle helmet now, figuring to be disguised if anybody saw him. 
 
    Johnny had intended to just lower the platform a few feet, just enough to look through the thin strip at the top of the third floor window. Instead, the knot on the rope gave way and the platform plummeted down. 
 
    Johnny flailed, looked around for something to hold. He couldn’t see too well through the visor, and there was nothing to grab.. 
 
    CRASH! 
 
    The platform reached the end of the rope, which made it jerk in towards the building and the window on the third floor. 
 
    The glass broke and Johnny was thrown through the window into the third floor suite filled with drunken women! 
 
    He belly flopped, which knocked the breath out of him. Thoroughly dazed, his senses scattered, he lay on the floor for a long moment. 
 
    What the fuck had happened? 
 
      
 
    CRASH! And fifteen pairs of eyes turned towards the window. Fortunately, the glass didn’t spread through the room, but several women screamed. 
 
    Johnny lay there, motionless, bits of shards on his back. 
 
    “Who…?” 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    “It’s a man!” 
 
    Johnny groaned and tried to breath. 
 
    “Johnny?” 
 
    Johnny raised his head. The woman were all blurs, and he raised his visor. “Jennie?” 
 
    Jennie blew it. She was already irritated by the way he had talked to her earlier, and now to find that he had been following her…it was the absolute top of distrust. 
 
    “Is that Johnny?” 
 
    The women moved forward. 
 
    Johnny groaned and pushed up with his arms and— 
 
    “Get him!” 
 
    The women had talked the talk. They had, during their weekly meetings, spoken of stalkers and home invaders and rapists and all manner of miscreant men and behavior. And now to have one of those cavemen actually burst through the glass and into their fun meeting…it was too much, and they responded with a surge of anger. 
 
    Johnny was pushed back, nearly fell out of the window, but was grabbed and pulled back in. 
 
    “Where do you think you’re going?” 
 
    “Hey!” He cried out weakly still not sure exactly what was going on. 
 
    “Lila, give me your scarf. Who else has a scarf?” 
 
    Several of the women did, and before Johnny knew what was happening his wrists were bound and two women were sitting on him. 
 
    “Hey!” He called out, struggling to breath. 
 
    “Shut up, Mr. Man.” 
 
    The women crowded around. 
 
    “That’s Johnny!” 
 
    Jennie yelled, “Johnny! How could you!” 
 
    “I’m sorry!” he wheezed, but he wasn’t heard in the hub bub. And even if he had been, he would have been ignored. 
 
    The women were drunk, and angry, and having a pervert tied up and at their mercy…it was a powerful feeling. And the meeting of girls just out to have fun was suddenly a mob of feminists, determined to teach Mr. Man a lesson. 
 
    Jenny was the angriest of all, and she didn’t do anything as the women crowded around and pushed at Johnny. 
 
    “Jenny?” he cried, tears coming to his eyes, but she couldn’t hear him. 
 
    “Aw, big Mr. Man is crying!” 
 
    “Let me go!” he whispered desperately. 
 
    “How does it feel to have the shoe on the other foot? Huh? Mr. Man?” 
 
    Johnny sobbed. He was at their mercy, and he knew it. And angry women aren’t known for their merciful qualities. 
 
    “Girls! Girls!” It was Marsha that brought a little reason to the gathering. Still, reason wasn’t much in the face of these emotional women. 
 
    Johnny represented, to their drunken senses, all the stupid things that men were guilty of. 
 
    Marsha pushed and pulled and slowly the women backed off. But only an inch. They glared down at Johnny. 
 
    Marsha was drunk, too, but she wasn’t so drunk she couldn’t see that the women were about to tear poor Johnny apart. 
 
    “Okay, ladies, we’ve caught a pervert. A stinky, stalking pervert. What do you want to do with him?” 
 
    Johnny was now gagged, ad he couldn’t even say anything. 
 
    “Throw him back out the window!” 
 
    “Cut off his balls!” 
 
    “Shove a meat grinder up his ass.” 
 
    Everybody froze. 
 
    They all looked at Lila, who had made the remark about shoving a meat grinder up Johnny’s patootie. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Then they were all laughing. 
 
    But they were still on the edge of anger. 
 
    “Mppphuuu!” Johnny tried to speak. 
 
    “Shut up, Mr. Man!” A lady named Joan, known for her genteel manners, slapped him on the back of the head. 
 
    Suddenly Jennie spoke up. “I have an idea.” 
 
    Since Johnny belonged to her, in a manner of speaking, all the ladies turned to her. 
 
    Jennie walked up in front of Johnny, she glared down at him angrily.  
 
    “I told you, Johnny. I told you to stay home and have a drink or four. I told you to watch sports, or porn, or whatever. But what do you do? You come here and…and break in through a window, and…and you totally embarrass me in front of my friends. Johnny, whatever happens to you now is on you, not me!” 
 
    He looked up at her with sad eyes, he wanted her to rescue him, but she was drunk, and she was angry, and she was not about to be trifled with. 
 
    She turned to the ladies, folded her arms across her chest, and said, “Girls, I’m going home now. Do whatever you want with Johnny. I don’t care what you do, as long as you make it a lesson he’ll never forget.” 
 
    The ladies were silent. They gauged her words and nodded. It was only right. She had been abused, and whatever punishment they deemed correct she was fine with. 
 
    Jenny walked to the door, picked up her purse, and said to Johnny. “I’ll see you at home whenever, Johnny. And I hope you finally figure it all out.” 
 
    She walked out the door. The door closed with a click, and Johnny was alone with 14 angry, drunk women. 
 
      
 
    Johnny stared at the circle of women. They were beautiful. They were dressed to the nines, and normally he would have had a king sized boner. But now, the way they were looking at him, he wondered if he was going to survive the night. 
 
    “Well, well, well,” Marsha stood in front of him. “We have an official Mr. Man in our midst. A peeping tom, a stalker, a rapist.” 
 
    Johnny shook his head frantically. He wasn’t a rapist! 
 
    “The question now is…what will we do with him? Jennie had given us carte blanche do do as we wish. So what do we wish?” 
 
    The suggests ranged from the cute to the insane. 
 
    “Make him wear flowers in his hair.” 
 
    “Pack quick dry cement up his ass.” 
 
    All suggestions, whether mean or cute, were duly considered. 
 
    Johnny was crying, big tears flowing down over his cheeks. 
 
    “Mpphhh!” 
 
    He tried to apologize, but his gag muffled all his attempts. 
 
    For ten minutes arguments raged, and Johnny listened in growing terror as he heard suggestions that favored castration. 
 
    Finally, Marsha raised her hands and called for order. When the room was quiet, she said, “Okay, ladies, there are a lot of calls for castration. I’m not sure if Jennie would like us to go that far. Perhaps we should look at what it is we’re going to be cutting off. 
 
    Cheers, and the ladies moved in on Johnny. His hands were tied, which made it difficult to get his shirt off. Fortunately one of the ladies had a pair of scissors, and his shirt was snipped off. 
 
    “Good musculature,” observed Lila. 
 
    “A little bit on the skinny side,” commented Shiela. 
 
    “Takes his pants off!” 
 
    Johnny tried to struggle, but one terrified man is not the match of 14 angry women, no matter how drunk they were. In short order his shoes were off and his pants were being pulled over his feet, then his tighty whiteys came off. 
 
    The women stared down at him, then one started snickering. 
 
    “He’s not that big.” 
 
    “Wouldn’t do much good to cut it off.” 
 
    Johnny was sure they were kidding. Weren’t they? His face was a brilliant red and his eyes stared around. 
 
    “Good big balls. We could cut those off.” 
 
    “We could raffle his balls off.” 
 
    “Make them into earrings.” 
 
    Marsha jumped in again: “Okay…okay…let’s consider this from Johnny’s viewpoint.” 
 
    “Make the punishment fit the crime,” chirped somebody. 
 
    “Yeah!” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Johnny is here because he wanted to see what his wife does on a night out. He wanted to see what a woman does when she is out on her own. So why don’t we show him?” 
 
    The other ladies were thinking: Get him drunk and have a good time? 
 
    That didn’t seem like much of a punishment. 
 
    “Ladies.” Marsha shook her head, grinning. “Let’s show Johnny what it is to be a woman.” 
 
    A moment of stunned silence, then the cheers started.  
 
    And the liquor flowed. 
 
    And Johnny wondered what the hell he had gotten himself into.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Johnny sat on the floor, naked, the shreds of his clothes around him. His helmet was next to the door. He stared at it, wished for it, wished to be anyplace else but here. 
 
    The women were drinking, laughing, and making plans. 
 
    And the plans were scary. 
 
    “Okay, ladies,” Marsha clapped her hands. “We have our assignments, time to put this show on the road.” 
 
    Johnny watched as ten of the girls headed out the door. The other four moved furniture and got ready for the real party. 
 
    “I guess you’re sorry you’re not a well behaved hubby. Eh, Johnny?” 
 
    Johnny didn’t try to talk. His mouth was dry and he wanted water. 
 
    “Not too talkative, eh? Hey, Leslie? Get Johnny a drink, will you?” 
 
    Leslie poured a drink and brought it over. 
 
    “Okay, Johnny Boy. I’m going to loosen the gag. If you do anything besides drink the gag goes back on. Okay?” 
 
    Johnny nodded. 
 
    A moment later he was drinking. He drank as much as he could. He was thirsty, but he was also scared, and he wanted to be drunk for whatever was going to happen. Fortunately for him, the girls wanted him drunk, too. 
 
    Across the room two of the girls were moving a big dining room table to the center of the room. 
 
    They arranged it while one of the other girls picked up pieces of the window and put them in a small trash can. 
 
    They gave Johnny another drink, and when he was done he shook his head, feeling the liquor a bit, and said, “You can’t do this.” 
 
    All the women sniggered. 
 
    Marsha commented. “Mr. Man is telling a woman what she can and can’t do. Don’t you realize that this attitude is what got you in trouble in the first place?” 
 
    “Another drink, and Johnny was amenable and ready to sing. The room spun a bit, and women started returning with various items of clothing, wigs, and so on. 
 
    Finally: “Okay, Johnny. Up on your feet.” 
 
    Two of the women helped him to the table, and several more lent a hand and helped him up onto it. 
 
    Then the women fastened thin ropes around his ankles and to the legs of the table. 
 
    “Okay, girls, let’s do the hands.” 
 
    Ropes were tied around his wrists and three girls on one side, and three on the other, they pulled his arms out. The scarves were untied, and for a brief moment Johnny had a chance. But the weight of three girls was too much for him, and his arms were pulled down and fastened to the legs of the table. 
 
    He lay there, naked, and the girls started playing with his dick. 
 
    “Lookie, lookie! He thinks he’s big.” 
 
    Lila leaned on an elbow next to his face. “Poor Johnny. How does your wife stand it, fucking that little tiny weenie?” 
 
    “It’s not small?” He wasn’t too drunk to be embarrassed and a little irritated.” 
 
    “Girls? Is Johnny’s dong a little ding-a-ling?” 
 
    The ladies in the room all cheered. 
 
    Shelly moved her head down and started sucking on him. 
 
    Johnny jerked, but couldn’t get loose. He didn’t want this, but he couldn’t deny how good it felt. 
 
    Shelly played with his balls and got him right on the edge of cumming, then drew back. 
 
    Meanwhile, four women manned his hands and feet. They began preparing his nails. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    Marsha leaned over him with a needle in her hand. She put the needle right up to his eye and said, ?Be careful, Johnny. Don’t fight it.” 
 
    Still, he tried to move his hand away from the girl preparing it, and she jabbed him with a needle. 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “Don’t move.” 
 
    It only took a couple of jabs before Johnny gave up the idea of fighting it. 
 
    Taking their time, the four women sanded, shaped, and put fakes on his fingers. The girls at his feet were already painting his toenails a bright red. 
 
    “Pretty, eh, Johnny?” 
 
    Several girls had arranged a row of chairs to one side and the were sitting with their feet on the seat and their buns on the backs. They watched and made comments as Johnny was decorated. 
 
    “Give him stilettos,” one girl suggested. 
 
    “Nah. He might scratch somebody.” 
 
    “He might hurt himself when he wipes his butt.” 
 
    Everybody chortled. 
 
    “I’m going to give him long ovals.” And she did. 
 
    They gave Johnny another drink. They were going to keep him sipping all night while they controlled him and did their thing. 
 
    “Okay, time for the titties.” 
 
    Johnny had thought they were going to make him wear breast forms. He wasn’t even close. 
 
    One of the ladies was a doctor, and she placed a large container and a small case filled with long needles next to Johnny. She was a little high, and she muttered. “Don’t resist, Johnny. These are not your daddy’s needles. 
 
    The girls laughed, and a couple of them took off their blouses and sat in skirts and bras as they sipped whiskey. 
 
    The doctor began injecting liquid into Johnny’s chest. She focused on the pectoral areas and seemed to be very precise. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Shush up, now, Johnny Boy. 
 
    But he could see what she was doing. The flesh around his pectorals started to rise up into little mounds.  
 
    “You can’t give me tits! I’m a man!” 
 
    That caused a fierce, little spat of guffaws. 
 
    The doctor continued injecting, and the little mounds became big mounds. Johnny now had an official set of tits. 
 
    What was weird was how his pecker throbbed and throbbed. 
 
    Gina said, “I think he likes it. Look! He’s leaking!” 
 
    Sure enough, little white drops were exuding from the head of his cock. 
 
    Johnny groaned and writhed, but it did no good. 
 
    And it didn’t help that they kept bringing him to the edge, sucking and stroking his cock, then backing away. He was starting to want to cum more than he cared about what they were doing to him. 
 
    One of the girls kissed him, and the others cheered, then the others started kissing him. 
 
    More girls lost their tops, and a couple of bras were flung through the air. One of the women lost her skirt and was only in panties. She insisted on dragging her tits over Johnny’s face. 
 
    His boobs now big, the women slid a bra under him. They undid the shoulder straps, put them over his shoulders, then reconnected them. 
 
    The bra was a half bra, and his tits were forced up. They looked huge, and his eyes were wide. 
 
    They gave him another drink. 
 
    They loosened one leg, slid on a corset, then tied it and loosened the other leg. In short order they were pulling the corset up over his hips. 
 
    “Pull it tight as you can, and we can make it really tight later.” 
 
    Tighter later? Fuck! Johnny gasped as the air went out of him. It made his tits look bigger, and it made his waist flare out until it looked like he had a bubble butt. 
 
    Using the same procedure of one leg at a time, they pulled a pair of tight panties on him. They left the lip of the panties under his balls so they could keep playing with his dick. He was dripping freely now, almost streaming, and his hips kept rising up in frustrated attempts to fuck something, anything. 
 
    “Okay, ladies, let’s do his hair.” 
 
    Two of the women pulled chairs up to the head of the table. They began attaching extensions, weaving them into his own hair. 
 
    Johnny lay on the table and the room spun. A tit was pushed into his mouth and he sucked. Hands stroked him, and he humped, but he was too drunk to hump in a dedicated fashion. 
 
    “How you doing, Johnny Boy?” asked Marsha. 
 
    He just stared at her, slack jawed. At this point they didn’t need restraints, but they kept them on him anyway. 
 
    His head lolled, and they held it in place and cleaned his pores, primed his face, and prepared him for make up. 
 
    Now they were careful, and they applied blush, shaded his eyes, and lengthened his eye lashes. 
 
    Johnny gazed around, giggled, and was out of it. 
 
    They applied plumped to his lips. Then they painted his lips with lip stain. 
 
    They did something with his feet, and then his feet were bent downwards. He managed to raise his head enough to see a pair of high heels padlocked to his feet. 
 
    “What the fuck?” 
 
    “Okay, Johnny, only a couple of things left to do.” 
 
    “Wha?” 
 
    “Have you ever noticed that women walk with a sway?” 
 
    “Yeah, like they got a stick up their asses.” 
 
    A few girls nodded and glanced at each other. 
 
    Marsha just grinned. “We’re going to help you achieve that look. Roll him over, girls.” 
 
    Ten girls surrounded him and rolled him onto his belly. He didn’t resist much, just asked, “What are you doin’?” 
 
    They pulled his legs apart and he jerked as somebody started doing something to his asshole. Something was rubbed around his sphincter, then pushed in. 
 
    “What?” he squeaked. 
 
    Marsha pushed the butt plug into his anus. It was metal with a blue jewel in the base. 
 
    “Oh!” Johnny burped, and tried to feel his asshole. He couldn’t reach it, however, and the girls rolled him back over on his back. 
 
    The doctor approached. She was again holding a needle. “Johnny, can I ask you a question?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Do chicks have dicks.” 
 
    Several of the women covered their mouths to stifle their laughter. 
 
    “Sure, no, I don’t know.” 
 
    “They don’t. And neither do you.” 
 
    “I do so!” 
 
    “Nope. Not anymore.” 
 
    She pushed the needle into his thigh, pressed the plunger, and watched him. 
 
    “Wha’d you do?” 
 
    “I gave you a shot of leuprolide acetate. It’s an anaphrodisiac drug. You’re not going to have boners for several months.” 
 
    That struck him silent. In spite of being drunk, he understood that he had just been, be it temporarily, chemically castrated. 
 
    “Jennie isn’t going to. like that.” 
 
    The women laughed harder. 
 
    Marsha was grinning. “Oh, I think she will. At least she will once we show her a couple of alternative ways of having sex. 
 
    ”Alternshi…alter issh…” 
 
    They released his restraints and helped him stand up. He staggered, and he looked down at his weenie. It was hard, but…had they really…? 
 
    They pushed him into the entryway, pulled their clothes on and grabbed their purses. 
 
    Johnny tried to not wobble in his heels, and he stared at himself in the mirror in the entryway. He was a woman. He recognized himself, but only after lengthy inspection. 
 
    “What’d you do ta me?” 
 
    “Made you pretty, Johnny. We want you to know what we women do at this wild parties. What do you think we do?” 
 
    This was a pregnant moment. Upon this answer would depend the rest of Johnny’s night. If he answered sedately, like ‘play cards and watch TV, then they would play cards and watch TV the rest of the night. 
 
    But if he said, ‘Make love to each other and fuck strange men,’ then that’s what would happen. 
 
    Poor Johnny. 
 
    “I know what you guys do,” he muttered. 
 
    “What, Johnny?” 
 
    “You eat each other’s pussies, then you go out and fuck guys.” 
 
    There it was. Sentenced by himself. 
 
    The girls all grinned. 
 
    “Okay, Johnny, we’re going to make love to you, and then we’re going to find you a man.” 
 
    “Oh,” he mumbled, staring around and trying to figure out why all the women were laughing. 
 
    They walked out of the apartment and headed down to the bar. 
 
    Amazingly, it was only midnight. 
 
    They walked into the bar, fifteen woman, with one of the women being held up and helped to walk. 
 
    Physical activity helped Johnny cycle through some of the alcohol in his system, and he was starting to come around. 
 
    He looked down and realized that he was in public, semi naked. His legs were exposed, he was wearing panties and a corset and a bra that barely covered his nipples. 
 
    “What the fuck?” he mumbled. 
 
    Patrons in the bar stared, and laughed, and shook their heads. It would have looked like a college initiation, except that the women were all around 30. 
 
    Johnny sat at the bar and grasped for the bourbon and Coke the bartender had brought him. The girls surrounded him, running interference, as it were, but really looking for likely candidates for Johnny’s charms. 
 
    One of the girls was fondling his right boob, and he looked at her hand in wonderment. 
 
    “I just wanted to see what Jennie was doing.” 
 
    “And now you know. 
 
    “Yeah, but…but…” 
 
    “What? Don’t you like being a girl?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    Marsha: “Aw, poor Johnny.” She turned to one of the other women and whispered for a moment, then nodded. Back to Johnny, “Just hold on, Johnny. We’ve got something that will cheer you up.” 
 
    Johnny sniffled, and managed not to cry. 
 
    A couple of minutes later Marsha took his hand and pulled him off the bar stool. “Got a surprise for you, Johnny.” 
 
    “You do?” 
 
    “Sure. Let’s go to the bathroom.” 
 
    Johnny followed docilely along. 
 
    Inside the bathroom the women quickly pushed him over a counter and pulled his panties down. He felt them remove his butt plug, then they put something else up him. 
 
    “What’re you doing?” 
 
    They straightened him up, and they were all grinning. 
 
    “What’d you do?” 
 
    He felt something funny downstairs, and he wiggled, and he felt something moving in his asshole. His eyes went wide. “What’d you do?” 
 
    “The butt plug wasn’t doing it, Johnny, so we went to phase two.” 
 
    “What’s phase two?” 
 
    She leaned forward and whispered in his ear, “Ben Wah.” 
 
    Johnny knew what Ben Wah balls were. They were two balls that moved around as you walked. 
 
    “Go on back to your barstool, Johnny.” 
 
    Johnny took a couple of steps, and each step he could feel the balls rolling around inside him. He could feel them brushing on his prostate, and he realized something else. He stopped and turned back to the girls. 
 
    “I’m not hard anymore.” 
 
    The girls leaned on each other and laughed and laughed. They followed Johnny back into the bar, still laughing. 
 
    Every step was a sexual ripple in his bunghole. Every step was like somebody was stirring things in his anus. 
 
    Suddenly, he began to wake up, to sober up. He couldn’t get a hard on, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t feel sexual stimulation, and they had played with him, and edged him, and teased him, and…and he was horny! 
 
    But he had no way to relieve that sexual tension! He couldn’t stiffen up and squirt if he wanted to, and, man, did he want to! 
 
    And it was about to get worse. 
 
    To the side of the bar was a small room for private parties. They led Johnny into the room, moved to the side, out of sight of the barkeep, and one of the women laid down on the table. 
 
    “Eat her, Johnny.” 
 
    Johnny stared down.  
 
    Her dress was up and her panties were down and she had a big grin on her face. 
 
    The women moved him, manipulated him, and suddenly he found himself face deep in pussy. 
 
    Some of the women chanted, a couple moved to make sure nobody came into the room, and Johnny was forced to eat pussy. 
 
    He moved his mouth and the odor of vagina wafted up around him.  
 
    Johnny couldn’t help himself. He was so horny, and he couldn’t do anything about it, but…he began to gobble pussy. 
 
    The woman on the table moaned and grabbed for his ears. 
 
    Johnny really went to town. The long night, being teased, he sucked on her clitoris and even poked a finger up her butt. 
 
    “AHHHH!” she moaned. Then, “Unh….unh…fuck!” 
 
    But before Johnny could do anything he was lifted up and another woman lay on the table. Again, his face was pushed down into the depths. 
 
    Again he found himself eating pussy. He voraciously wallowed in the slit, licked and sucked on the labia, and it wasn’t long before the woman began pumping her hips and cumming. 
 
    Woman after woman lay down on the table and let Johnny work his mouth magic on them.  
 
    In the end, he didn’t eat them all, but he ate most of them, probably eleven or twelve out of the fourteen. 
 
    And all the time the balls in his butt kept going around. All the time he kept humping, and with no ding dong erecting, but an immense feeling of horniness. 
 
    The women recorded all this on their cell phones. They had been keeping a record the whole night of Johnny’s transformation, and this was really the icing on the cake. 
 
    The group cunnilingus stopped, however, when two men were ushered into the room. 
 
    They looked around in confusion. 
 
    Fifteen beautiful women hugging them, welcoming them to the party, then they saw Johnny. 
 
    To them Johnny was a woman. 
 
    And he was smiling in the weirdest, almost goofy way. 
 
    “This is Janey,” said Marsha. “She wants to fuck, but only anal. Can you guys handle that?” 
 
    The two men nodded quickly. 
 
    The women pulled Johnny across the table and lifted his dress and pulled his panties down a little. They took out the ben wah balls and one of the girls reached into his underpants from the front and pulled his soft cock and balls up towards his belly button. He was now bent over and looked like a woman with an asshole showing, and none of her other private parts. 
 
    The first man’s name was Butch. He was a big fellow, probably six foot two, and he had an eight inch cock. With the help of the women he put it into Johnny’s heinie. 
 
    Johnny gasped and wiggled, trying to get away, but to the excited Butch it felt like he was just wiggling his ass for more. 
 
    In and out Butch went. Pumping and pumping. Johnny’s ass was loosened by the plug and the ben wah balls, and it received the big cock easily. 
 
    While Butch pumped and pumped Marsha leaned down to Johnny and whispered, “Is this what you wanted to know? Is this the sucking and fucking you thought it would be?” 
 
    Johnny’s eyes were rolled back, but he gurgled something. 
 
    Butch let loose with a huge stream of cum. It poured into Johnny’s ass and he groaned with the pleasure of it. Then he stepped back, wiped his dick off and turned to his friend. 
 
    Ben was bigger, maybe six foot four, and he was black. His dick was even bigger.  
 
    The girls were all awed by the size of his dong, and they almost fought for the privilege of helping stick the thing into Johnny. 
 
    Ben showed his big, white grin and his balls slapped against Johnny’s thighs. 
 
    “Come on, bitch,” he said in a deep voice. 
 
    Johnny groaned. It felt like he had ben wah balls the size of baseballs in his butt. 
 
    The women patted Johnny on the back and kissed him. Ben had long enough arms to reach around and feel Johnny’s tits. 
 
    Finally, he began to jet his baby batter into Johnny’s behind. For a long minute he jerked and slammed and filled Johnny, then he pulled back. 
 
    “Thanks, fellas. See you later,” Marsha moved them towards the door. 
 
    The guys wanted to stay and play some more, but the women were done with them. They took them out to the bar, bought them drinks, and left them to discuss their good luck. 
 
    Johnny lay on the table. His butt was up and his dick and balls now hung slack and useless. 
 
    One of the girls wiped the white stuff off his butt and pushed the ben wah balls back into him. Then they pulled his panties up and sat him down. They sat next to him, across from him, and watched him. They were all grinning. 
 
    “Well, Johnny, how was it? Do you like being a woman?” 
 
    Johnny was sober now. Amazingly, his butt felt good. A little sore, but good. 
 
    “Did you like eating the pussy? Did you like fucking?” 
 
    He managed to ask, “When…will my dick get hard again?” 
 
    “Of course it will. Maybe a month. Doc just gave you a little shot. We didn’t want to hurt you, just show you what you’ve been missing by being a man. Your dick should start getting hard again by the time your vacation boobs are absorbed by your body.” 
 
    Johnny nodded slowly. 
 
    A drink appeared in front of him, but he pushed it away. “‘Nuff,” he said. 
 
    A few of the girls chuckled. 
 
    “So, Johnny. Are you going to stalk any more women again?” 
 
    Johnny shook his head. 
 
    By now it was getting close to two, and the bartender shouted, “Last call!” 
 
    “Well, I guess that’s it.” Marsha stood up and the girls all stirred. “It’s been swell, but we’re all done.” 
 
    “Wait…wait…” 
 
    “What, Johnny?” 
 
    “How am I…I need clothes!” 
 
    “You’re covered up.” 
 
    “But…no…male clothes.” 
 
    “Sorry, Johnny, but I don’t have any tighty whiteys on me. 
 
    The girls all were snickering. 
 
    “Besides. You look quite beautiful. Ready to go home to Jenny?” 
 
    He nodded and snuffled. 
 
    The girls checked his make up, then patted his ass and sent him out the door. 
 
     
 
    Johnny walked down the street alone. He was corseted and pantied and bra-ed, but his privates were all covered up.  
 
    It was late, and there was nobody on the streets, and he walked to his bike. 
 
    And had no key. 
 
    His key was…somewhere. In pants that had been shredded and were now likely lost in the trash. 
 
    He thought about going back up to the room, but it was no doubt locked. 
 
    He thought about going through the trash, but that part of the hotel was behind a locked gate. 
 
    He looked at his bike and sighed. It would be okay here, but…he was going to have to walk home. 
 
    Fortunately, he only lived a few miles away.  
 
    Unfortunately, he was wearing heels that were padlocked onto him. 
 
    He headed through town, trying to stay in the shadows, taking the alleys and the less traveled side streets. 
 
    He didn’t see any cops, and shortly was walking through suburbia. 
 
    It was quiet, and he heard his heels grating on the pavement. He tried to move his feet so he could click instead of grate, and he was somewhat successful. 
 
    But his feet and legs were getting tired. 
 
    Tired or not, he had no choice. He kept walking and walking, and about five in the morning he turned up his street. 
 
    Johnny was completely sober now, and tired, and…excited. The girls had never taken the ben wah balls out of him, and his prostate had been getting rubbed for miles now. 
 
    The lights were on when he arrived at his house. He tiredly walked up to the front door, and it was locked. 
 
    He knocked, and Jenny appeared in just a couple of seconds. She was wearing a robe and it was tied tightly. 
 
    She opened the door and compressed her lips and withheld laughter. 
 
    “Hello, honey,” she said. “Did you have a good night?” 
 
    Johnny walked into the kitchen and sat down at the table. “Could I have some water?” 
 
    “Of course you can.” 
 
    She poured him a tumbler and put it in front of him. 
 
    Johnny was parched from the walk and the booze, and he drank the whole thing. 
 
    Jennie sat down across from him, her lips wiggling like dancing worms as she stifled the humor. 
 
    “I’ve been watching something on my iPad. Marsha sent me a couple of hours of video. It was most entertaining.” 
 
    Johnny’s head was lowered. He wanted to go to sleep. But he was almost too tired to get up and go to the bedroom. 
 
    “Just think. You ate that much pussy, and then you got to fuck a couple of men. Was it fun?” 
 
    Johnny forced himself to his feet and staggered back through the house. 
 
    Jennie followed him, now letting a chuckle or two loose. 
 
    Johnny lay on the bed, and she finally seemed to take pity on him. 
 
    “They dropped the key to your shoes off,” she said, unlocking the padlock and pulling his shoes off. 
 
    “My, this corset is really tight.” She loosened the ties and took the thing off him. 
 
    “Oh, my. Look at those big boobs.” She undid his bra and pulled it off him. “We’ll have to get you some more bras. I don’t think mine are big enough for you.” 
 
    She pulled off his panties, then his nylons. 
 
    Johnny was breathing hard, his body finally relaxing from the cruel restraints it had been forced into. 
 
    “Now then, Johnny, there is one other thing.” 
 
    He was laying on his front, his boobs smashed under him, and he turned his head to her. 
 
    “I’m going to want to use my dildo on you. I bought a strap on harness, and I’m about the only one who hasn’t fucked you tonight. Did you save any for your wife.” 
 
    Johnny struggled, managed to turn on his back. His boobs thrust up into the air. 
 
    “Oh, God! Those are nice!” She kissed his nipple and tweaked the other one. 
 
    Johnny groaned. 
 
    “So, tell me? Are you ready for me?” 
 
    He whispered. “Can you take the ben wah balls out of my ass?” 
 
    She gave a light laugh. “Of course I can, honey.” 
 
    She helped him lift his legs and she grabbed the little loop coming out of his ass. The ben wah balls popped out and he sighed. 
 
    “I bet that feels good.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “And will it feel good when I put my dick in your ass?” 
 
    He took his arm off his face and turned over. And as she parted her robe and pointed her big dick at him he whispered, “Jennie?” 
 
    “Yes?” she answered, kneeling between his legs and pointing the tip of her cock into him. 
 
    “Next time you have one of these meetings?” 
 
    “Yes,” she pushed slowly into him. 
 
    “I‘m going with you.” 
 
    “Okay, honey, if that’s what you want.” And she began to hump his rump. 
 
    He sighed, and she whispered, “Mr. Woman.” 
 
      
 
    END 
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    The Lusty Land of Oz ~ (38,500 words) Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest sequel to the  raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever! 
 
    The Lusty Land of Oz picks up where The Horny Wizard of Oz left off, but with the introduction of Tip, a well endowed young man forced into the 'service' of Mombi, the meanest Witch in Oz. 
 
    Off Tip goes, on a mad romp through a perverted land, picking up strangers with stranger appendages, a step ahead of Mombi, and always trying to figure out why he just...can't...uh...you know?
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Come on, Johnny, you know you want to!” 
 
    Johnny resisted the pull of her hand. Behind them the party was in full swing. Couples were dancing and drinking, The music was loud, and Mick was yelling, ‘I can’t get no…satisfaction…’ 
 
    “Jenny, I’m married!” 
 
    “So what. Your wife will never know.” 
 
    “But I’ll know!” 
 
    Jenny was a lush dish with never quit boobs and lips built for oral sex. She was also notorious for stealing husbands. Well, borrowing them and returning them in sullied condition. 
 
    Jenny moved back to him. One hand went unerringly to his crotch and she squeezed his package. “Ooh, somebody’s glad to see me!” 
 
    Johnny groaned. She had been kissing him in a hidden spot next to the patio for the last half hour. And feeling his dick, and grabbing his buns, and…she was so fucking hot. 
 
    “Wait…” 
 
    She slid her hand into his pants and grabbed his dick. 
 
    Johnny was drunk, and he was horny. His wife, Amy, hadn’t given him any sex in a week. She just hadn’t felt like it, but he was hurting. His cock was a stiff rod and Jenny was taking advantage of it. 
 
    For a long moment they swayed behind the bush at the rear of the property. Johnny knew it was wrong, but he was so damned horny! 
 
    Jenny transferred her grip to his balls and backed up and pulled. 
 
    Johnny had to go with her.  
 
    In the darkness, behind a hedge, Jenny backed up against a fence. She jumped up and wrapped her legs around him. “Monkey love, you little bastard,” she giggled. “Now give it to me!” 
 
    She held on while Johnny undid his pants. His cock poked out and suddenly her pussy was resting on it. 
 
    He cupped her buns and adjusted his hold, and he felt his cock start to slid into her moist, hot pussy. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he wheezed. He gave yet another groan, and for a split second he blamed Amy. She hadn’t been giving him any. Then he was balls deep in Jenny. 
 
    Jenny laughed and buried her head against his neck. “I knew you had a big one!” she chortled. 
 
    Johnny wasn’t listening, he was banging. His hips drew back, then slammed forward. She was impaled, and her butt hit the fence. 
 
    “Fuck!” she whimpered. 
 
    “Yeah,” he muttered. Slamming again and again. 
 
    Now Jenny couldn’t hold on, and her arms were barely around his neck, but Johnny had her firmly in hand. In and out, he slid his hard cock into her wet pussy. 
 
    “Fuck…fuck…fuck…” she grunted in time with his thrusts. 
 
    He went into full fuck ‘em mode. He slammed her ass against the fence. He held one bun and cupped her tit with the other. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” she wailed. They weren’t worried about being loud because the music behind them was blasting. 
 
    He felt his semen boiling. He felt the little trigger click down deep behind his penis. He fucked harder, and he felt the semen start to come up his shaft. 
 
    “I’m going to squirt!” he yelled. 
 
    “Squirt you bastard!” Her hips started jerking and twitching. She was already cumming. 
 
    For a long minute he poured semen into her pussy, and she held on fiercely and had her own orgasm. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whispered, finally. He was leaning against her, and she was held up by the fence. 
 
    “Heysoos wept!” Jenny murmured. “That was fucking good.” 
 
    Slowly, he lowered her, put her feet on the ground. 
 
    They stood for a long moment. She pushed her dress down. She hadn’t been wearing panties, and she didn’t care that his seed was running down her leg. 
 
    Heck, in this mad party nobody would ever notice such a thing. 
 
    He backed away from her, put his glistening cock back into his pants. 
 
    “Oh, God,” he said, realizing what he had done. “I fucked you.” 
 
    She touched his cheek tenderly, patted it, then kissed him on the lips. “Honey, don’t even worry about it. I’ve already forgotten, and so should you.” 
 
    “But I’m married!” 
 
    “And you’ll be married tomorrow. What the little missus doesn’t know won’t hurt her.” 
 
    With a final kiss Jenny sauntered off, one more man…one more notch. The truth was that she prided herself on how many men she had fucked. 
 
    Johnny stood in the deep shadows for a long moment, head down, and thought about it. Then, nothing else to do, he stepped out of the shadows and headed back to the party. 
 
    He didn’t see his wife standing beside the tool shed, hidden by those shadows. 
 
    Amy was a tall blonde. Johnny’s height, and her blue eyes were looking a bit fierce now. Yet, for the tinge of anger bubbling around in her svelte torso, she was more curious about herself. 
 
    She had seen Johnny being pulled out into the bushes by Jenny. Johnny was almost the victim here. How could a man refuse such a come on?  
 
    But the point in her mind was that she could have stopped it. She could have stepped out, given Jenny a piece of her mind, dragged her man away, maybe beat him with a switch when they got home, but…she had just watched. 
 
    She had even walked down the side fence until she could see their shadows banging against the fence. 
 
    Why didn’t she stop them? 
 
    Why didn’t she go do a little kickin’ and slappin’? 
 
    Because it was exciting. 
 
    If she had had a dick it would have been hard. Seeing two people fucking, refusing to be bound by convention. 
 
    Yes, Johnny was bad, but…was she badder? 
 
    Letting him get taken? 
 
    And what would it do to their marriage? 
 
    His infidelity would change it, that was for sure. He would be racked by guilt, he would always have this niggling, little black spot in his mind. 
 
    Jenny wouldn’t care. She was a slut, and a quite happy slut, by all appearances. 
 
    And that made Amy wonder. Maybe there was something to be said for cheating? 
 
    What if she cheated? Now that she had Johnny in a state…if she fucked somebody would it bother her? 
 
    She was justified, and she had the feeling that she could go fuck the neighborhood and be fine, always knowing that Johnny was conflicted would, in a weird way, make her not conflicted. 
 
    Hmm. 
 
    She was going to have to look into this. Yes, she was. But right now, it was probably time to gather Johnny in. She wanted to get him alone and start digging, without letting him know that she knew. That could be fun. Make him turn red and then looking away and letting him suffer.  
 
    She grinned, and went into the party. 
 
      
 
    The party was at its peak. Couples were slow dancing, hands groping, kissing passionately, even though the music was ‘Light My Fire.’ 
 
    Lots of fires already flaming here. 
 
    Amy wandered through the house. She saw Jenny dancing with Fred Simpson in a corner, and she knew that Jenny had picked out her next target. Poor Fred. And poor Sandy, who was Fred’s wife. 
 
    Or, maybe not poor. 
 
    Amy headed for the kitchen, poured herself a drink, and went back out to the living room. 
 
    She saw Johnny. He was sitting on a chair on the patio, all alone, nursing a drink. 
 
    She grinned. He was already feeling the guilt. 
 
    She headed for the patio, stepped out and said, “Hey, babe, how’s it going?” 
 
    Johnny looked up, instantly happy, squashing all traces of guilt. Heck, if Amy hadn’t known she never would have guessed. 
 
    “It’s going good.” 
 
    Amy was wearing culottes, and she threw a leg over Johnny and straddled him. She ground her pussy down on him subtly, and kissed him. 
 
    She could taste traces of Jenny’s lipstick. 
 
    Johnny had had a brief half second of doubt, then he attacked her lips in a mad manner. He held her tightly and mashed his lips on hers. 
 
    Amy was surprised, but it only made sense. 
 
    “Oh, honey,” he said. 
 
    She could feel him. He was on the edge of confessing. 
 
    “I need another drink,” blurted Amy. No way she was going to let her husband confess so easily, get out of his misery so easily. She was going to enjoy this! 
 
    She stood up, and his mouth was open and his eyes were gleaming with the glint of tears about to be shed. 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “I’ll be back in a second. Hold that thought.” 
 
    She trotted off, gloating, knowing that the poor boy was suffering. 
 
    Amy sauntered through the house, in no hurry to get back out to Johnny. 
 
    The music of the moment was Easy Street, and people were, by whim or by drink, acting like zombies. 
 
    They staggered in each others arms, Rod Parsons had passed out and was sleeping, with loud snores, in an easy chair. His wife was nowhere to be seen. 
 
    Janie Winfield was in the bedroom fucking assorted studs. Some of the studs had actually been brought in to boff Janie by their wives. 
 
    Hmm. 
 
    Amy finished her drink and went to the kitchen, and should she meet but Jenny. 
 
    “Hey, Jenny, wild party, eh?” 
 
    Jenny was mixing a drink and she turned to Amy with a smile. “Man, this is one to remember. “ 
 
    “How many husbands have you stolen?” 
 
    Jenny showed no embarrassment, and didn’t even gloat that Johnny was among her conquests. “Five, tonight.” 
 
    “And what does that bring your lifetime total to?” 
 
    “Oh, God! Who knows!” She laughed merrily, handed Amy the drink she had made and started another one. When she was finished she and Amy wandered out to the living room. 
 
    “So how do you justify fucking all these men?” 
 
    “Well, at first I didn’t. I went through some confusing times. Then I realized that this was what men did, and if they could do it, then so could I. 
 
    Amy chuckled. “I don’t think men get as much nooky as you do.” 
 
    Jenny giggled. “I know. Ain’t I bad?” 
 
    At that moment Amy saw Johnny enter the room and look around. she kept him peripheral vision and kept talking to Jenny. Johnny wandered up and was finally noticed. 
 
    “Hey, baby. I’ve been talking to Jenny. She’s been giving me some great idea.” 
 
    Johnny was stricken, but Jenny didn’t notice. She just sidled up to Johnny and put her arm around his waist. “You better be careful, or one of these days I’ll have a little fun with Johnny.” 
 
    “Johnny? Good luck! Johnny is my true blue baby. He’d never cheat on me, would you, babe?” 
 
    Johnny’s face was a study in conflict. It actually seemed to roll through a mottle of colors. Ashen white, embarrassed red, sickly yellow, “Ah…no.” 
 
    “That’s my boy. Come on, honey. Let’s dance a little.” 
 
    Amy took Johnny’s hand and led him out of Jenny’s arms. Jenny grinned, and showed not a whit of emotion. Johnny grinned in a sickly manner and took Amy in his arms. 
 
    “I’m so glad I have you, honey. Look at all these poor slobs. Nothing but a bunch of cheaters. Did you know that Janie Winfield is in the bedroom pulling a train?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Good Lord, how could a man want to put his dick in a hole that’s been fucked by a half a dozen men before. Putting their dicks in that mix of semen. Yuck.” 
 
    Johnny was silent. 
 
    They danced, and then Amy asked him to go get her another drink. 
 
    He walked away with a strangled look on his face, but she was pretty sure he wasn’t going to come clean now. Not after she had complimented him on being true blue. 
 
    She looked around at the party, which was now winding down a bit. Miss Tony Fisher was carrying on about ‘The Big Hurt,’ and Janie Winfield came staggering out of the bedroom. Her husband had found her, apparently, and put a stop to her shenanigans. He had one arm around her waist protectively and guided her to the front door. 
 
    Wouldn’t they be having some interesting conversations? 
 
    “You know, don’t you?” 
 
    Amy looked to her side, Jenny was there, her head tilted and a thoughtful look on her face. 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “What are you going to do?” 
 
    Take Johnny for a ride, not let him know, enjoy his guilt.” 
 
    Jenny nodded. “That sounds like fun.” 
 
    “So let me ask you a question…” 
 
    Jenny looked a bit nervous at that, but she nodded. 
 
    “What’s the hottest man you’ve ever fucked?” 
 
    Jenny blinked, a smile seemed to come to her. “My, my…” 
 
    Amy waited. 
 
    “I was at a party in San Francisco. It was wild, even to my standards. Drink and drugs, people of various sexual persuasion, and I ended up making it with a guy in women’s clothes. 
 
    “What? Really?” 
 
    Now the women were facing each other, speaking low, intent. 
 
    “And here’s the really wild thing. He was on the sexual predator’s list.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Yep. He had the ankle bracelet at the time. We started off talking about that, and he told me how he had been castrated.” 
 
    “His dick was—“ 
 
    “No. He had his dick, and his balls. When they castrate somebody these days they give them a shot of something. It enhances the estrogen in them, and they can’t get boners. But he still had the desire, just no way to act on them. His dick was as limp as a worm three sheets to the wind.” 
 
    “So how did you make love?” 
 
    “At first we just made out. I thought it was funny, I was making him hornier, and punishing him for his sexual predations. But, oh, Lord, he was inspired. He was so horny he had to be inspired. He satisfied me on every level, mostly with his mouth, but it was also the first time I had ever been fisted. Then, when I thought it was all over, he asked me to fuck him.” 
 
    “Fuck him?” Amy was puzzled. 
 
    “With a dildo. A really big one. He apparently liked being fisted too, and the dildo was one of those big, old horse dildos. Lord, I put that thing on and fucked him until dawn. And you know what?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “He came!” 
 
    He came? But I thought…” 
 
    I know, that’s what I thought. But men have a P-spot, a place in their anus, and when you massage that—and my horse dick really massaged that—he had the biggest fucking cum I have ever seen. His dick didn’t get hard through out, but he drizzled a year’s worth of jizz on the bed. Most incredible thing I have ever seen.” 
 
    Amy was standing, staring, with an open mouth, when Johnny came up behind her with a drink. 
 
    She turned with a smile and said, “Thanks, babe.” 
 
    Johnny stood by, trying to look natural. Jenny bid them good bye and wandered away. Doubtless to find number six. 
 
    Amy turned to Johnny.  
 
    “What’d you guys talk about?” 
 
    “Oh, girl stuff. You know. Nothing that would interest you.” 
 
    Johnny smiled, and tried to put his heart in it, but only half his heart would fit. 
 
      
 
    They drove home an hour later. Johnny was careful with the driving, avoided cops and tickets, and they were silent. 
 
    Amy was totally thinking. 
 
    Make love to a man dressed as a woman. 
 
    Yet, that wasn’t all of it. Her imagination was working, and she was thinking about making love to a man who was a woman. Breasts and limp dick and all. 
 
    How would Johnny take to having his dick limp for a while? 
 
    To being fucked? 
 
    She glanced at him as the street lights passed. His face was rippled by the passing lights, and she thought he might like it. 
 
    But, even if he didn’t, she obviously would. 
 
    And he had cheated on her. That should give her a a bit of power. She could probably make him. 
 
    Make her man turn into a woman. 
 
    Fuck, the thought made her pussy wet. She wiggled in the car seat. 
 
    “You okay?” asked Johnny. 
 
    “Never better.” 
 
      
 
    They arrived at home and headed for the bedroom. In a handful of seconds they were naked. 
 
    She looked at his cock. There seemed to be a bit of caked white on it. Was that the remnants of his sperm? Of her juices? 
 
    “You feel like making love?” she asked. 
 
    “Oh, gosh,” he said, not looking at her. “I’m really tired. And I think I’m too drunk to get it up.” 
 
    Well, that was a challenge she couldn’t pass up. 
 
    She stepped over to him, spun him around, and planted a kiss on him. 
 
    Johnny was startled, but tried. He kissed back, but he lacked the inner drive to make it happen. 
 
    Amy went down on him. She took his limp cock in her mouth and sucked. 
 
    Yes, it tasted of another woman’s pussy. Jenny’s vagina. It tasted good. 
 
    She rolled his balls in her hands as she sucked, and he got a little chub, but that was all. 
 
    She stood up, holding his package, and looked into his eyes. “Well, you’re less than manly tonight.” 
 
    “Uh…but…” he looked stricken. 
 
    “Honestly, Johnny, I’ve seen bigger dicks on women.” 
 
    Oh, the look on his face. Before he could say anything, not that he had anything to say, Amy let go of him and prepared for bed. She sat at the vanity table and took off her make up. 
 
    “I’m just tired, honey. Tomorrow morning I’ll feel like it.” 
 
    “Sure,” she said, carefully cultivating an ‘I don’t care’ attitude. 
 
    He stepped into the shower, dried off, kept glancing at Amy, looking like he wanted to say something. 
 
    Amy patted his chest on the way by, and she had her own shower. 
 
    They went to bed, and she fondled his package for a while, gloating, then kissed him good night and said, “Don’t be such a woman next time.” 
 
    Then she was on her side, her back to him, grinning. 
 
    He muttered a few half words, but couldn’t think of the right thing to say. So he just spooned up against her and sighed. 
 
    He went to sleep, and didn’t have happy dreams. 
 
    She, on the other hand, had the happiest of dreams. 
 
    She had dreams of Johnny in a dress, putting on make up, and, finally, bent over. His back to her, and she was…she was… 
 
      
 
    Morning. Yawns and stretches. 
 
    “Hey, honey,” she smacked on his lips, then leaped out of bed. She put on panties and a half bra and a chemise and headed out for the kitchen. 
 
    Johnny followed her, yawning, a moment later. He put on PJ bottoms and sat at the table. 
 
    “What a party, eh?” She popped four waffles into the toaster and got the syrup from the pantry. 
 
    “I’m still drunk,” he muttered. 
 
    She glanced at his pants. His penis hadn’t raised. She wondered if he could cum. She straightened up and faced him. “Johnny, if I bent over right now, could you fuck me?” 
 
    His face was neutral, which meant that he was hiding consternation. After all, if he could he would be jumping for joy. 
 
    “I don’t know. We went to sleep late, all that alcohol…” 
 
    “Try it,” she said. She walked out of the room. 
 
    “Wait! Where are you going?” 
 
    She returned a moment later wearing a pair of high heels. She grinned at him and bent over the kitchen table. “Come on, stud. Show me what a man is.” 
 
    Johnny got up, he couldn’t help himself, and stood behind her. 
 
    Her heels raised her butt to the perfect height for a little back door action. He raised her chemise and pulled her panties to the side, and tried to get his dick into her. 
 
    “Come on, honey,” she wiggled her ass. “Be a man!” 
 
    He tried, but his dick had still not recovered. It bent this way and that, and it was like trying to get a rubber band into a keyhole. 
 
    “Honey? You’re making me horny! Get that dick into me!” 
 
    He kept trying, and he got a little hard, then he managed to slip his half limp dick into her. 
 
    The dick lay in her, doing nothing, and he was afraid to try pumping. If he moved at all his dick would just flop out. 
 
    “Honey, that feels good, but you need to get big! And stiff! Come on, give me the zinger dinger special. Rape my butt. Fuck me!” 
 
    He tried. He moved a little, but mostly just back and forth, afraid to risk falling out. 
 
    Amy was having fun, but it was also frustrating. Having him so close, and so far, her heart was pounding and she had never wanted to have a dick in her so badly. 
 
    “Come on!” she reached back between her legs and grabbed his balls. She pulled and he went forward, and there was just a squishy feeling as the limp dick in her smushed up. 
 
    Then he pulled back an inch…and fell out. 
 
    “What the fuck?” Amy straightened her panties and turned around. The toast was up and she stared at the stricken Johnny. “Have you lost your manhood, Johnny? I mean…you fuck like a girl!” 
 
    “I’m sorry. I’m just not recovered from the party last night.” 
 
    “Recover? What recover? You were drinking, not fucking. What’s to recover?” 
 
    She made sure she was not looking at him as she dinged him. 
 
    She took the waffles out of the toaster, buttered and syruped them, then handed the plate to him. 
 
    Johnny took them, and he didn’t look too happy. 
 
    “Well, I tell you this, Johnny B Goode, if you don’t rise to the occasion then I might just consider making you into a woman. After all, maybe it’s time for me to be on top. 
 
    Johnny ate slowly, sadly, and without much joy. 
 
      
 
    Amy was enjoying this. She was enjoying being the alpha, dinging him with remarks, making him suffer.  
 
    At first, she knew it was because of his cheating on her. A girl deserved a little bit of fun after what he had done. But there came a change point. 
 
    There came a point when making him suffer wasn’t the point. Making him change was the point. 
 
    If she could feel so good doing a little emasculation, treating him like a bad girl, what would it feel like if she did what Jenny had done? 
 
    What if she actually changed him into a woman? 
 
    What would it be like fucking a man who was transformed? 
 
    With all the different sexes these days, bi, trans, cis, gay, lesbo, whatever…shouldn’t she experiment? 
 
    And if she could return him to being a man whenever she wished…didn’t that make the experiment almost compulsory? 
 
    All that day she fantasized. Johnny as a woman. How would he look with long hair? With make up? In a bra and panties and a dress. 
 
    He had the body for it. He was her height, and he was slender. It would be very easy to transform him into a woman. 
 
    But…then there was the deeper stuff.  
 
    Would he let himself be injected with a chemical castration drug? After all, in spite of her digs, he was a man. Could he take that drug? Could he give up being a man for her for a while? 
 
    And, if he was chemically castrated…could he handle a pair of boobs on his chest? She had read of vacation boobs, and she was fascinated. At first she had thought about them for herself, but she didn’t really need enhancement. She was already well endowed. 
 
    But, Johnny…how would he look with a pair of tits? Could he handle it? 
 
    All afternoon she pondered, fantasized, and snuck side glances at him. 
 
    Johnny with boobs. Hmmm. 
 
    Johnny with long hair and make up. Hmmm. 
 
    In the end, she decided she was going to have to do this. But she was going to need help. She needed to gang up on Johnny. She needed somebody else to help her put the pressure on him. 
 
    And she knew just who to call. 
 
      
 
    Ding Dong! 
 
    “Who is that?” asked Johnny. 
 
    “I’m busy, why don’t you find out?” 
 
    Johnny went to the front door and opened it. 
 
    Jenny was standing there. Her face was carefully sad. “Hello, Johnny.” 
 
    Johnny started to step out on the porch, but she pushed past him and entered the house. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “I need to talk to Amy.” 
 
    He kept his voice low and grabbed her arm.”What is this?” 
 
    “Ow!” she cried. “Let go of me!” 
 
    He let go, but he was totally flamboozled. 
 
    Amy stepped into the room. “Johnny, who’s…oh, hi, Jenny.” 
 
    Jenny started crying. 
 
    “Jenny! What’s wrong?” Any went to Jenny and held her. 
 
    “I’m sorry…” she sniffed. “But I can’t keep it in any longer.” 
 
    “Keep what in?” 
 
    Johnny: “Wait a minute!” 
 
    “Johnny forced himself on me.” 
 
    Amy’s face turned to stone and she stared at Johnny. 
 
    “No! Wait! I didn’t!” 
 
    “At the party. I was outside and he grabbed me and made me go to the hedge in the back. He…he fucked me against the fence!” 
 
    “Wait! That’s not what happened!” 
 
    “Do you deny you put your penis in me?” 
 
    “Wait! No! I…yes…I” 
 
    Amy snapped, “You put your dick in Jenny’s pussy?” 
 
    “No…I mean…yes! I did it, but I didn’t—“ 
 
    “You fucked another woman?” Amy snarled. 
 
    “Honey! Wait, that’s not how it happened!” 
 
    “No wonder you didn’t want to screw when you got home! You cheated on me! No wonder you fucked like a girl!” 
 
    “No! Jenny pulled me out there! I tried to resist!” 
 
    “Oh, you tried. And then what? You accidentally fell on her and got your penis in her pussy?” 
 
    “We were standing up!” 
 
    “You cheater!” 
 
    Jenny was sobbing in Amy’s arms. 
 
    “I’m taking Jenny in the back room. You get out of here!” 
 
    Amy walked Jenny down the hallway, and Johnny was left to sputter and deny. The bedroom door was slammed and the click of the lock could be heard. 
 
    In the bedroom Jenny grinned. “How’d I do?” 
 
    “Academy award winning performance!” 
 
    “So what now?” 
 
    “Let’s let him stew. Let him worry. “ 
 
    “Have you looked into how you want to do this?” 
 
    “I’ve got a doctor, Melissa Schmitt, she said she’d give him boobs and inject him with a castration drug.” 
 
    The girls were sitting on the bed, stifling giggles. 
 
    Amy said, “I wish I’d known about this before. This is so exciting.” 
 
    “Would you like me to get you off?” Jenny’s eyes were sharp, and Amy suddenly remembered that Jenny was a sexual predator.  
 
    But…she thought about it. 
 
    Jenny touched her boob, cupped it. “It’s a rocket ride. While Johnny’s out there crying in his soup I’ll be in here, and you’ll be sailing to the moon.” 
 
    “I’ve never tried being a lesbian.” 
 
    “First time for everything.” Jenny licked her lips. 
 
    And Amy realized that she was licking her lips, too. “Okay.” 
 
    Their eyes were open as Jenny closed in on Amy. Then their lips met, and their eyes closed. 
 
    Amy realized that there was a huge difference between kissing men and kissing women. Men were demanding, insistent. Women were tender, receptive, aware. 
 
    Jenny’s tongue dashed lightly into Amy’s mouth and Amy gasped. 
 
    Jenny brushed her hand over Jenny’s boobs. Amy’s nipples stood straight up and she was electrified. Suddenly her pussy was dripping and she felt heat surging through her body. 
 
    Gently, Jenny pushed Amy back onto the bed. She lifted Amy’s dress and cupped her mons. 
 
    Amy gasped. This was so fucking intense! 
 
    Then Jenny pulled Amy’s panties down and put her mouth to her vagina. 
 
    Jenny spread the labia and licked up Amy’s slit. She focused on the labia and began sucking. 
 
    “Oh, God!” Amy moaned. Her hole was on fire. She began to move her hips, and Jenny stuck a finger into her. 
 
    “OH!” she almost leaped up, but Jenny had a hand on her and held her down. 
 
    Jenny reamed her hole, then slipped two fingers into her. All the while she was rubbing Amy’s breast and licking her slit. 
 
    Then Amy felt it. She froze, felt the deep core of her burning. Felt the rising orgasm. 
 
    “Let it happen,” Jenny advised in a low voice. 
 
    Amy tried to relax, and the more she did, the more the orgasm built. Then it burst, like a supernova, and she was born aloft, not sure who she was, where she was. All she knew was that heaven had grabbed her by the pussy and was shaking her. 
 
    Slowly, she came down, and then, like a miracle, there was nothing. 
 
    She raised her head and looked down, and Jenny was grinning at her. Jenny’s face was moist with her juices and her lipstick was smeared. 
 
    “Oh, my God.” 
 
    “I told you,” Jenny crowed, then, “And when you finally fuck Johnny it’s going to be even better than that.” 
 
    Amy lay back and sighed. “I can’t wait.” 
 
    Then both women were laughing, trying to keep the sound of their laughter down so Johnny wouldn’t hear it. 
 
    They laughed and they laughed and they laughed.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Johnny sat on the couch and looked at the floor. 
 
    Amy and Jenny stood in front of him. 
 
    “I can’t believe you cheated on me.” 
 
    “I was drunk and you took advantage of me.” 
 
    “What kind of a man are you?” 
 
    “He’s not a man. He’s a little bitch.” 
 
    They went on and on, taking turns, blasting away, emasculating poor Johnny 
 
    Johnny looked up a couple of times, and looked like he wanted to say something, but they glared at him so fiercely there wasn’t anything he could do. 
 
    “I’ll tell you this, Johnny, there is going to be a reckoning.” 
 
    “There’s going to be a punishment. Something that will teach you to respect women.” 
 
    “Something that will make you be a better man.” 
 
    “If only you could understand what a woman feels, then…maybe…” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Don’t even try to defend yourself. And you can forget about having sex.” 
 
    “But, honey…” 
 
    “He’ll just have sex with himself. He’s that kind of man.” 
 
    “Are you really that kind of man, Johnny?” 
 
    “I’m not!” he wailed. 
 
    “Then prove it!” 
 
    “How can I prove it?” 
 
    “You can go without sex for a few months.” 
 
    “A few months?” 
 
    Jenny snapped, “He’ll just jack off.” 
 
    Silence. 
 
    Johnny totally miserable. 
 
    Jenny pinched Amy’s sleeve and pulled. She led her into the far corner of the room. “Do you think he’s ready?” 
 
    “I think so. If we wait he might get numb and become less than responsive.” 
 
    “True. Okay. Let’s give it a shot.” 
 
    They returned to where Johnny was feeling lower than a snakes belly. 
 
    “Okay, Johnny. We’ve decided on your punishment.” 
 
    He looked up, the picture of hopelessness. Yet…punishment might mean the end to this terrible upbraiding they were giving him. 
 
    Jenny: “You said you would do anything, well, get ready.” 
 
    “I will. I’ll do anything to make it up to you.” He was speaking to Amy, but his words had to include Jenny. 
 
    “Then you have to become a girl.” 
 
    His eyes opened wide. “What?” 
 
    “You’re going to spend a few months without a boner. You’re going to get temporary boob implants. You’re going to dress, walk, talk, do everything like a woman. 
 
    “But…I…” 
 
    “Or I’m going to leave you.” 
 
    Now Johnny was panicked. “Leave me?” His voice cracked and tears came to his eyes. 
 
    “You agree to this program, or…I’m leaving.” 
 
    Tell the truth, Johnny didn’t stand a chance. He was a good man, charged in and got the work done, but any alpha tendencies gave way to the thought of losing his wife. 
 
    Slowly, almost sobbing, he said. “Okay.” 
 
    The women were standing side by side, and Jenny patted Amy’s ass in victory. 
 
    “Very well. We’ll start this week. I’ll set up an appointment with a doctor and we’ll start the transition.” 
 
    “Transition,” repeated Johnny. 
 
    The girls, grim-lipped, stared at him. 
 
      
 
    It was easy to get an appointment with Dr. Schmitt. Amy called her in the morning, and they arrived at her offices at four that afternoon. 
 
    Johnny was nervous. He had agreed, and it was obvious that Amy meant what she said. He walked into the office, Amy at his side, and the doctor gave him an examination. 
 
    He coughed, kicked his leg, and even bent over. When he was done the good doctor remarked, “Excellent health. I see no problem with estrogen treatments and a nice set of vacation breasts.” 
 
    Johnny nodded. He didn’t understand the significance of an ‘estrogen treatment,’ and, to be honest, he had totally missed the part about ‘spending a few months without a boner,’ which Jenny and Amy had slid in on him. 
 
    “So when is this going to happen?” he asked. 
 
    “No time like the present. Let’s just get the paperwork out of the way and get going.” 
 
    Johnny signed a few releases, stated that he was of sound mind, even though he didn’t feel too sound, and was instructed to take his shirt off. 
 
    He took off his shirt and lay on the exam table. 
 
    The doctor actually hummed as she made little marks on his chest, two circles around his pectorals. 
 
    He watched and was fascinated as the doctor began injecting some substance into his pectorals. Small globes began to arise, and…he got a boner. A big one. 
 
    Wasn’t that interesting? Who would think that getting a pair of boobs would sexually excite him? 
 
    But it did. 
 
    And as the boobs grew larger and larger his boner got harder and harder. 
 
    The doctor noticed, but didn’t say anything. She had done this before, and men getting excited over boobs was pretty normal. 
 
    Amy noticed, and she placed a hand on Johnny’s shin and stared at him. 
 
    Johnny grew embarrassed and focused on his big boobs. 
 
    “There we go,” said the doctor. She put her hypodermics away and rinsed her hands in the sink. 
 
    Johnny stared at his tits. They were big. Huge. And the skin was tight. Also, his nipples were very slightly larger and quite stiff. 
 
    While the doctor washed her hands Amy brushed a palm over Johnny’s nipples. He stifled a groan. 
 
    “Only one thing left to do,” said Dr. Schmitt. She picked up another syringe and filled it with a clear fluid. 
 
    “What does that do?” asked Johnny, as she slipped the needle into his arm. 
 
    “This is the one that will stop your erections, give you a better complexion.” 
 
    That was the moment Johnny got it. No erections. No boners. Limp. No boner bump in a dress. 
 
    He turned his head to Amy, who kept a carefully neutral expression. He looked at the doc, who was back washing her hands. 
 
    “You can get up.” 
 
    He got up, and was aware that his erection hadn’t subsided. Thank goodness. The injection didn’t seem to work. That thought was blasted by the doctor’s next words. 
 
    “You’re going to go through a week of extreme sexual excitement, then your erections will lessen, and within two weeks they will be a memory.” 
 
    “For how long?” Johnny squeaked. 
 
    “Six months, give or take a week. “ Then the doctor frowned. “Is there something wrong with that?” 
 
    “I…uh…” 
 
    “Nope,” smiled Amy. “Just right.” 
 
    “I was under the impression that you understood all this.” 
 
    “I…uh…” 
 
    “He did. There’s no problem.” 
 
    Still, the doctor frowned. “I can’t undo this shot.” 
 
    “You don’t have to.” 
 
    In spite of the doctor’s sudden scruples, Amy hauled Johnny out of the office. They went to the car and Johnny started for the driver’s side. 
 
    Amy stopped him and held her hand out. “As a woman you won’t be driving.” 
 
    He was so messed up by realizing what had happened that he didn’t object. He just went to the passenger side and sat down. As they drove through town he finally spoke. 
 
    “I didn’t know that…I won’t be able to have…erections?” 
 
    Lord, what a low moment. 
 
    “We told you that, Johnny. We explained the whole thing.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…” he withered away and said nothing the rest of the way home. 
 
      
 
    Jenny arrived ten minutes after they arrived home. “How’d it go?” 
 
    “Johnny is now officially a Janie, though we still have a bit of work to do.” 
 
    Jenny smiled, and she felt an excitement in her groin. 
 
    “Are you going to dress him this afternoon? 
 
    Amy smiled. “Would you like to help?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. This is so terribly exciting.” 
 
    Johnny headed for the kitchen and got out the bourbon. He poured himself a stiff shot of Long Branch, downed it, then mixed a half and half bourbon and Coke. 
 
    When he was summoned he walked back to the bedroom. 
 
    “Okay, Johnny. It’s time to complete your conversion.” 
 
    He glugged his drink, then held up a hand. “Let me get another drink.” 
 
    He returned a moment later with a fresh drink. “Okay.” 
 
    “The first thing, announced Amy, is that girls aren’t hairy beasts.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “Take off your clothes.” 
 
    Johnny stripped, glancing at the avidly watching Jenny. She had fucked him, but she had never actually seen his body. 
 
    “Yes. Definitely a hairball.” 
 
    “Why does he still have a boner?” asked Jenny. 
 
    “Apparently he’ll have one for a week, a normal reaction, then it’ll start to disappear.” 
 
    “Gosh. If I’d known that I would have brought a chastity tube over.” 
 
    “Not a big deal,” responded Amy. “After all, he’s a woman, or perhaps I should say ‘she’s’ a woman. As a woman she won’t be allowed to use her dick, she won’t be allowed to have a male orgasm.” 
 
    “That’s good.” 
 
    “How do you feel about that, Johnny?” 
 
    He muttered, “I’d like to cum.” 
 
    The girls chuckled. 
 
    Then Jenny blurted, “So we can play with it as long as she doesn’t cum.” 
 
    Amy blinked. “I guess you’re right.” 
 
    Jenny wasted no time. She grabbed Johnny’s cock and started stroking it. 
 
    Johnny was stunned. Amy just watched, was interested, but that was all, as another woman stroked him. 
 
    “Are you close, Janie?” 
 
    “No,” he lied, hoping to sneak in a squirt before his dick died. 
 
    “Don’t believe him,” said Amy. “He looks like he’s close.” 
 
    Johnny tried not to show it, but as he clenched his muscles and tried to cum it was obvious what he was trying to do. 
 
    “No, no,” Jenny let go and slapped his dick. “Bad Johnny.” 
 
    Johnny twitched at the feel of her hand smacking his pecker. “I thought I was a Janie?” 
 
    “You’re on your way, Johnny or Janie,” Amy smiled and held out a bottle. “Now go get rid of that ugly hair.” 
 
    Defeated, his hard cock leading the way, he headed for the bathroom. He read the directions on the Nair, slathered the stuff on his body, and waited. After fifteen minutes his skin started to burn, and he stepped into the shower. 
 
    And realized that he had a golden opportunity to masturbate. 
 
    Grinning, he reached down and grabbed his dick. He started stroking, and suddenly the shower door open. 
 
    “Aha!” The girls grinned at him. 
 
    “Oh, come on!” Johnny cried. 
 
    “One of us are going to have to be with him at all times until that boner goes away for good.” 
 
    “Go ahead. Take the first shift.” 
 
    Jenny began taking off her clothes. 
 
    Johnny stared, he had fucked her but had never seen her body. 
 
    She had a thin waist and very large boobs. Her skin was so white it was flawless. No beauty marks, no freckles, just pure white flesh. 
 
    She stepped into the shower and started rinsing Johnny off. She took her time, rubbing his nipples with her hands, stroking him, and cupping his buns and running a finger along his asshole. 
 
    “Oh, God!” he gasped. 
 
    “Johnny?” Amy lowed warningly at him. 
 
    He looked at his wife and immediately felt the mortification. 
 
    Jenny stepped right up to him, massaged his balls and let her tits press against his chest. 
 
    “Kiss me, Johnny.” 
 
    “No!” he said, turning his face away. 
 
    “Johnny?” 
 
    He looked at Amy. 
 
    “She’s being so good to you. Show some appreciation.” 
 
    Caught and sunk, Johnny turned his face back. 
 
    Jenny stroked him, rubbed his nipples, and kissed his mouth. 
 
    Johnny sighed. It all felt so good. It all—Jenny stepped back. 
 
    The girls laughed, then pulled him out of the shower. They took fluffy towels and began drying him off. And they particularly enjoyed drying off his throbbing weenie. 
 
    All Johnny could do was groan and wish they would stroke him a little too much. 
 
    They brought Johnny out of the bathroom and handed him a bra. It was a sexy half bra, very frilly, and when he put it on his nipples wee exposed, and very erect. 
 
    “It’s corset time for you, Johnny,” and Jenny handed him a corset. 
 
    It was short on top, just for the waist, but covered his whole bottom like panties. They put him on the bed and connected the clasps, then they started pulling the ties in the back. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” Johnny whimpered. “I can’t breath.” 
 
    “Part of the joy of being a woman, Johnny. You get to wear things for men that are totally ridiculous.” 
 
    Jenny pushed his weenie down and bent it between his legs, then snapped the bottom. 
 
    Johnny leaned forward slightly to relieve the pressure on his dick. 
 
    The girls, meanwhile, were smothering smiles. 
 
    “What shall we put him in?” asked Jenny. 
 
    Something to show off his shape. 
 
    “Got just the thing.” 
 
    It was a wrap around dress with fishes swimming in blue. They put it on him, wrapped it around, and pulled the ties tight. 
 
    Johnny was looking very female in the body, and with his large boobs there was no mistaking his femininity. 
 
    “How about some nylons?” 
 
    “Not till we paint his nails.” 
 
    “Oh, goody. Nails!” 
 
    They sat him down, which was difficult in the corset. He kept getting straighter and trying to slide off the chair while they painted his toenails. When he complained they just laughed. 
 
    They painted the toenails bright red, and Johnny started blushing right from the get go.  
 
    They applied long, pointed nails to his fingers. “Be careful when you pick your nose, Johnny.” 
 
    “Or wipe your butt.” 
 
    He just stared, aghast, as he grew long, talons. 
 
    “Okay, now for the nylons. 
 
    They pulled tight hose up his legs, so tight it stayed in place when they were done. 
 
    “Is there anything that’s not tight?” he asked. 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    Jenny slipped a pair of high heels on him, but told him to stay seated. 
 
    They went to work on his face then, cleaning and priming, and, again, Johnny was surprised. His dick, totally bent in two under him, was really trying to get hard. 
 
    “Why are you squirming, Johnny?” asked Jenny. 
 
    “My dick is trying to get hard.” 
 
    “Oh, poor boy. But don’t worry. By next week it won’t bother you.” 
 
    But it sure bothered him right then. 
 
    Johnny watched in the mirror as they gave him eye shadow, then curled his eye lashes. Lucky male, he already had long lashes. 
 
    Finally, they rolled something on his lips. There was no color, however, and Johnny pointed that out. 
 
    “This is lip plumper, Johnny. Really good stuff, too. You’ll have lips like Angelina Jolie by the time we’re done with you.” 
 
    “It burns,” he complains.  
 
    “That’s the chemicals working. The more it burns the fatter your lips will be. 
 
    They waited a while, chatting amiably, then put another coat of plumper on Johnny’s lips. Again, it burned, but he was able to see the difference in the mirror. His lips were totally swollen. 
 
    And, finally, they painted his lips a bright red, to match his fingernails. 
 
    “Okay, Johnny, time for a treat.” 
 
    “What?” he asked in a dour manner. 
 
    “Stand up and let’s go.” 
 
    He stood up, and suffered the imbalance of heels. His ankles wobbled and his whole body struggled for balance for a long moment. 
 
    The girls each took an arm and walked him down the hallway. 
 
    “Hey, wait!” 
 
    But they didn’t wait. And he couldn’t fight without falling on his face. 
 
    They walked him out to the car and put him in the backseat. Jenny sat with him and they child locked the doors so he couldn’t get out. 
 
    “What are you girls doing?” 
 
    “We’re taking you on a trip.” 
 
    “I don’t want to go anywhere looking like this!” 
 
    Amy held in a snicker and backed the car out, then headed down the street. 
 
    “Where are you taking me?” 
 
    But neither girl answered. 
 
    Amy pulled up in front of a business with the sign:  
 
      
 
    Cyndi’s Hairport 
 
      
 
    “Hey, wait! What is this?” 
 
    Amy turned around and said, “We’re going to get your hair done. Now, you can do this the easy way or the hard way. Either you get out and walk in, quickly, so nobody sees you, or I get a couple of girls out of the shop and drag you, kicking and screaming, for the whole world to see. 
 
    Johnny saw he wasn’t going to win this one. It was obvious that Amy would do exactly as she said if he didn’t comply. 
 
    Amy got out and opened his door, and Johnny climbed out of the car. The two girls again linked arms with him and marched him, ankles wobbling and all, into the beauty salon. 
 
    Cyndi’s Hairport had four stations in the front, and two small rooms in the back. 
 
    Women looked up, and a few snickered, and Jenny and Amy walked Johnny into the back.  
 
    Inside one of the small rooms was a major station. It had more bottles, scissors, cupboards and everything. 
 
    “Have a seat, honey,” said Amy. 
 
    At that moment Cyndi walked in. She was a short girl, a trifle plump, but you didn’t notice it because the plumpness was all in her breasts. She greeted the girls with hugs, then turned to Johnny. “And who is this ravishing beauty?” 
 
    “This is Johnny.” 
 
    “Janie.” 
 
    Cyndi laughed. “Hello, Johnny/Janie. Looks like you need a trim?” 
 
    “I need a new head.” 
 
    Cyndi patted his hand and said, “And we’ll give you one.” She turned to Amy. “Extensions? Match the hair. Maybe a little extra work on his make up?” 
 
    Amy nodded, and another girl entered the room. Her name was Leslie, she was thin, no boobs, heavily made up and had a ring through her nose. Her arms and legs were festooned with tattoos. “Whacha got?” 
 
    “This is Johnny/Janie. He needs some hair, uh…shoulder length,” Cyndi glanced at Amy who nodded, “and I’ll get Joanie back here to do a little work on his face.” 
 
    Leslie nodded and went to work. She left the room, came back with samples, and matched hair. Then she pulled up a chair and began weaving in Johnny’s long hair. 
 
    Amy and Jenny sat in a couple of chairs at the side of the room and whispered to each other. Leslie started chatting. 
 
    “Hey, sport. You doing a full transition?” 
 
    “I don’t know. What’s a full transition?” 
 
    “Cut off your weenie and balls. Take hormones. Maybe get a little surgery so you can have a pussy.” 
 
    “I don’t think so,” Johnny muttered. 
 
    “So whacha gonna do about the dick?” 
 
    Johnny didn’t have much choice, he was forced to engage in conversation. “I…uh…I got a shot.” 
 
    “So you can’t have boners?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Wow. That’s sexy. A couple of months from now you’re going to feel so sexy you’ll go crazy.” 
 
    “I will?” 
 
    “Sure. Your estrogen will be working, but you’ll still have testosterone, and there’s no release, so you just keep getting hornier and hornier.” 
 
    “Why would anybody want to do that?” 
 
    She looked at him. “You tell me?” 
 
    “I’m doing this for my wife. But why would anybody else do it?” 
 
    Leslie shrugged. “I dunno. Maybe just to feel the horniness. Some guys love it. Some guys never want to do anything to relieve the horniness. They take more hormones, get their dick limped, if you know what I mean, and live a thoroughly exciting life.” 
 
    That was something to think about. Johnny hated being horny without being able to relieve himself. He didn’t see how anybody would ever want to be this way forever. 
 
    A hour later Leslie was done. She actually reached down and squeezed Johnny’s groin, then headed out for another customer. A girl named Joan came in and lectured him on make up, how to apply it, how to take it off, and she did little things to his face. Johnny was surprised when he finally looked in a mirror. With long hair he totally looked like a woman, and his make up was professional. He stood up and Amy and Jenny came and stood next to him. 
 
    “You make a lovely woman, Johnny.” 
 
    And, actually, Johnny thought so, too. 
 
    He had been a man all his life. Wore flip flops and shorts. Ragged tees were okay. Sometimes he wore socks and sometimes he didn’t. And that was okay. As a man he could get away with that. 
 
    But a woman couldn’t, and for the first time in his life he began to appreciate how much work his wife took to look beautiful. 
 
    “What do you think, Johnny/Janie?” asked Cyndi. 
 
    Johnny took a long time answering, but he finally said one word. “Impressive.” 
 
    The girls laughed, and they headed out of the shop. 
 
    Johnny still required one helping hand, Jenny’s in this case, to walk. But he was getting better. He could see that with a couple of days practice he would be able to balance on the high heels. 
 
    He walked through the front room of the salon and was aware that women were studying him. It was almost like he could feel their eyes judging him. 
 
    He crossed the sidewalk and stood next to the car. 
 
    People on the sidewalks checked him out. Young men let their eyes wander in his direction, and one fellow grinned and said, “Hi, beautiful.” 
 
    That one remark terrified Johnny. He didn’t want men hitting on him. 
 
    Jenny, however, just laughed. “Hey, Johnny, don’t worry. His dick is in his pants.” 
 
    That remark reminded Johnny of how his own dick was throbbing. He was a little bent at the waist to relieve pressure, and that pushed his butt out a fraction, and…God, he wanted to get out of this stuff. 
 
    Except…he felt so warm inside. And he thought of what Leslie had said about men liking to be excited. 
 
    He pushed the thought out of his mind and slid into the car. 
 
    They drove through town and headed home. Johnny was quite subdued in the backseat. He didn’t need to be child locked in now, and he just sat and watched the passing scenery and listened to Jenny and Amy talk. 
 
    They were talking about things that had never interested him before, things like fashion and dresses. 
 
    Now, in spite of himself, he was interested. 
 
    What was happening to him? 
 
      
 
    They arrived at home and Johnny managed to get out and walk up to the front door himself. He was awkward, and Jenny and Amy giggled at him, but he made it. 
 
    He even made his heels go ‘click’ a couple of times. 
 
    “I think he likes it,” whispered Jenny. 
 
    “Who would have thought,” added Amy. 
 
    Into the kitchen, and he got out the bourbon and Coke and poured himself a stiff one. He was about to slug it down when Amy took the glass away and said, “Real women don’t guzzle like snorting pigs.” 
 
    “Gimme the drink,” muttered Johnny. 
 
    Amy opened a drawer and got out a straw. “Real women sip,” and she handed the drink back. 
 
    Johnny looked at the straw, sighed, and sucked. His lips puckered up and he caught sight of them in the reflection in the window. 
 
    Kissy lips. All red. He used to think of such a pucker as a cat’s ass. Now he didn’t. Now he was fascinated by the way his lips circled the straw. Now it was like he was kissing his drink. 
 
    The girls each had a wine spritzer, then they all adjourned to the patio. 
 
    For a couple of hours they sat and sipped and drank. Johnny was silent for the most part, but he did keep getting more booze. 
 
    The girls were content to let him, and it was as if they were waiting for something. 
 
    Johnny got tipsier and tipsier. His head was spinning slightly, and his dick was throbbing, and he kept feeling his breasts to make sure they really were there. 
 
    “How you doing, Johnny?” 
 
    “I’m fine,” he looked up at the girls. They were standing in front of him with a look on their faces. “What do you want?” 
 
    “We want you, Johnny.” 
 
    “Oh. Well. Here I am.” 
 
    They leaned down and helped him up. “Come on, Johnny, it’s time to christen you.” 
 
    “Christmas me?” 
 
    They laughed and guided him into the bedroom. 
 
    “What’s this? Are you girls going to fuck the dick that can’t be fucked?” 
 
    “In a manner of speaking.” 
 
    The girls helped him onto the bed. They piled up a few pillows and arranged him so his butt was poking up in the air. 
 
    “What?” he mumbled. 
 
    Jenny pulled his dress up, then unsnapped the bottom of the corset. She pulled his weenie out, and it pointed down. 
 
    “Oh, God! That feels good!” 
 
    Amy, meanwhile, was stepping into a strap on. She pulled it up tight against her crotch, and it had a very large dick sticking out of it. 
 
    Jenny lay down next to Johnny, on her side, and spoke to him. “There’s one big thing that you need to know if you’re going to be a woman,” she said. 
 
    “What’s that?” He looked at her, and didn’t look back at his wife. 
 
    Jenny leaned forward and kissed him. Her lips were soft and warm, and Johnny went with them. Then he jerked. “What’s that?” 
 
    Amy had put a finger to his anus and was rubbing lube into his hole. 
 
    “Come here, Johnny. Kiss me.” 
 
    She grabbed his head and forced her lips on his. He sort of struggled, but between being drunk, and horny, and held down and in a face down position, he couldn’t really move too much. 
 
    Johnny kissed, and he wanted to know what was going on in his nethers, but the moist lips were chewing on his mouth. 
 
    “Johnny,” whispered Jenny. “I love your red lips.” 
 
    “And I love yours,” he tried to look back, but she wouldn’t let him. 
 
    Amy placed the tip of her cock at his back hole. 
 
    “HEY!” He tried to get up, but Jenny snuggled closer, wrapped her arms around his neck and wouldn’t let him loose. 
 
    Amy slid her penis into him. It was big, but it went easy. 
 
    Johnny felt her dick filling him, and he yelped…but it didn’t hurt. 
 
    In fact, it felt good. He groaned. “What did you do to me?” 
 
    “Jenny pulled his head back down. She was almost under him now, half on her back, and hugging him head with all her might. Her weight kept him down. 
 
    Amy began to move back and forth. On the back of her dildo, the end that wasn’t sunk into Johnny’s ass, was a little half dick. It poked right into her pussy and stimulated the incredibly sensitive area just inside her hole. She groaned loudly and pushed into Johnny again. And again. And again. 
 
    Johnny’s eyes were open, and he realized that he was being butt fucked. On one hand, the man in him protested. On the other hand, he wasn’t much of a man any more. He was a woman, and he was being fucked. 
 
    With that mental transposition between his masculinity and his femininity happening he didn’t stand a chance. 
 
    It was a situation where the only complaint he could make was that ‘it felt too good.’ That wasn’t much of an argument for getting the dick out of his hole. 
 
    Jenny kept kissing him, and as he struggled less she began feeling his tits. 
 
    Amy kept pushing in and pulling out. She reached down and fondled his full nuts. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” wheezed Johnny, giving up to the pleasure. 
 
    “It’s okay, Johnny,” Jenny kept reassuring him as she worked on his body. 
 
    Amy was getting close. She could feel the half dick rubbing and swirling in her pussy. She had never felt anything so perfect. She had never…she…she came. A big, glorious, gangbusters of an orgasm. Her whole body locking up. She collapsed onto Johnny’s back, driving the dildo all the way into him. 
 
    Johnny’s eyes opened wide, and he felt like he was no longer held down on a bed, but rather floating on a golden cloud. It was like that moment in the male orgasm when a guy is blasted open, except that it went on and on, like a surf ride that just wouldn’t end. 
 
    His body was jerking, his lips were slack as Jenny chewed on them. Unknown to him, semen was trickling out of his cock. A lot of semen. 
 
    Finally, it was over. 
 
    Johnny lay, dazed, wondering what had happened. 
 
    Amy pulled out of him, wiped her cock off on his ass. 
 
    Jenny struggled up from the bottom and grinned. 
 
    “Did I tell you?” 
 
    “You did,” agreed Amy. She took off the strap on and handed it to Jenny. 
 
    Jenny began putting the thing on, and Johnny asked, “What happened?” 
 
    Amy took her place at his head and whispered. “You came, darling. You came like a woman.” 
 
    “I did?” 
 
    And Jenny pushed the dildo into him again. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “What he asks for…that’s what he wants.” 
 
    Jan pursed her lips in thought. It sounded bizarre, but…why was it so appealing. 
 
    Next to her, her friend, Cat, was mesmerized.  
 
    On the stage stood Morton Sheffield. He was a handsome hunk with a knowing grin and he specialized in inspirational talks. 
 
    “Some of this is simple,” Morton said. “He asks for kinky sex…he wants kinky sex. But when you dig down a layer…aha! That’s when you find the truth.” 
 
    Cat was breathing harder. Her chest was rising and falling, and Jan suspected that Cat had the hots for Morton. That she had never met him didn’t matter. She had followed him on the internet, and she was acting like she was in heat. 
 
    “If he asks you to be a more beautiful woman, to take care of yourself, then he probably wants you to take care of him. He wants you to make him more beautiful. He wants to experience you on a profound and subtle level.” 
 
    Cat’s fists were clenched in her lap. 
 
    They were at a two hour motivational seminar, and Jan was thinking. Ben had wanted her to take this seminar. He wanted her to get motivated, but…motivated to do what? 
 
    “How about some real life experiences, ladies and gentlemen. Tell me of your life and I’ll help you interpret it.” 
 
    A few hands snuck up. 
 
    “Yes, the beautiful lady in the red dress.” 
 
    The lady was an old blonde with obviously fake breasts. She stood up, seemed a little breathy, and asked, “So if my husband wants to spank me…then he wants to be spanked.” 
 
    Morton nodded. “There is a very good chance that that is exactly what he wants.” 
 
    There were a few titters, and Jan suddenly had the thought that the lady was a plant. 
 
    “Anybody else?” 
 
    Jan found her own hand had risen. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” He pointed right at her. 
 
    She stood up, cleared her throat and said, “So it sounds like this is an alpha/beta thing.” 
 
    “An astute point,” he smiled at her, then looked out at the audience in general. “One person spends their day being in charge, ordering people about. Maybe he’s a cop directing traffic, in charge of thousands of tons of metal everyday. Or perhaps he is a CEO, making corporate decisions that can affect the lives of thousands. When he gets home he wants a break. He wants to give it up. He wants somebody to take charge of him. Or her. But he is so used to ‘directing traffic,’” a few chuckles in the audience, “That he doesn’t know how to give it up. So he tries to make it happen by ordering it, and the result is a sad bedroom for you both.” 
 
    A lady in the next row raised her hand, then stood up. “But what if a person is a…a homeless person.” 
 
    “Then he has no power, and he wants power, and given power he would likely act the bully. Studies have shown that homeless people have fantasies of control. CEOs have fantasies of being controlled. 
 
    Suddenly Kat raised her hand and was called on. She stood up, and to Jan there was a shiver of excitement to her friend. “What are your fantasies?” 
 
    A wave of laughter swept the crowd, and Morton smiled grandly. “Would you like to see the whip my wife uses on me?” 
 
    More laughter. 
 
    Then Jan raised her hand again. “What if your theories were enacted throughout a large company?” 
 
    “How do you mean?” 
 
    “What if a worker’s reward was a chance to whip the boss. Would that improve production?” 
 
    There were a few titters over that, but Jan didn’t care.  
 
    Morton focused on her. “Once again we have an astute question. The interesting fact that has been proven over industry is that to a certain extent, and in certain situations, people like to be bullied. Soldiers like the structure of the military. Men and women like to have something to complain about. But they don’t want to revolt, that is the province of marriage.” 
 
    Nervous laughter and mumbles rose up. 
 
    “The captain of the ship must be a martinet, but it is the province of only one person to provide the reversal of roles for him. Or for her. Though you work with a thousand, there must be only one to provide that which he, or she, is putting out and therefore asking for.” 
 
    The talk went on for a while longer, and Jan considered what she was learning very carefully. 
 
    Ben wanted a clean house, was he asking to clean it himself? Ben wanted her to dress a certain way. So did he want her to make him dress a certain way? Should she be more assertive?  
 
    He was the Lord and Master at work. Should she be the Lord and Master at home? 
 
    Morton Sheffield seemed to think so. 
 
    After the meeting Cat and Jan dropped by a cafe for some coffee. 
 
    “He certainly is a dream hunk,” observed Cat. 
 
    Jan smiled. “The way you’re carrying on it looks like you want to make him do the dishes.” 
 
    “Mmm. Dishes. In a bright pink apron.” 
 
    The both giggled at the idea. 
 
    “He does have some interesting things to say about the balance of power, and men actually wanting to be controlled.” 
 
    “Sounds a bit sissy to me.” 
 
    “I wonder. Ben has a hundred people under him, and he injects himself into their lives. He micro manages them.” 
 
    “What? You think he wants to be micromanaged?” 
 
    “I wouldn’t be surprised,” mused Jan. “And what about the fact that a man might say one thing, and never pursue it. He brought it up, then it disappears, but maybe it hasn’t really disappeared. 
 
    “Maybe he’s still hiding it in his mind?” 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    “So what was Ben’s big secret? What was the one thing he said that he never spoke of again?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know.” 
 
    But she did know. She just wasn’t willing to speak of it. 
 
    The same way that Ben might not be willing to speak of it. 
 
    Hmmm. 
 
    And it all fit together. The thing he wants, the hidden desire he spoke of once but never again…what if…” And Jan smiled dreamily. 
 
      
 
    That night, after dinner, she sat with Ben. He was immersed in spreadsheets. She was thinking. 
 
    “Ben?” 
 
    “Mmm?” 
 
    “What’s your secret, hidden desire?” 
 
    “To finish these spreadsheets.” 
 
    Ignoring her. That was not good. Yes, he had a lot of work to do, but this was her time. According to Morton Sheffield, that is. 
 
    She went into the bedroom and took off her clothes. She inspected her body. Yep. She still had it. Thin waist, full breasts. And her face was oval, with a pert nose and nice, arched eyebrows. 
 
    She brushed her hair, gave it a bit of gloss, then she put on some make up. Donning a translucent chemise she went back out to the living room. 
 
    Ben didn’t look up. 
 
    She went into the kitchen and poured a couple of drinks. She took them back into the living room, placed one on a spread sheet, sat on his lap, and kissed him. 
 
    Ben was surprised. He kissed her back, then looked at her. 
 
    Looked at her. 
 
    This was supposed to be the moment he went medieval on her, ripped her chemise off and savaged her tits, stuck his dick in her. 
 
    He looked at her.  
 
    “I love you, babe, but…I’ve got to get this done.” 
 
    She stood up, looked down at him, then walked off. 
 
    “Hey, this weekend. Let’s go to a party or something.” 
 
    But she ignored him. 
 
    He ignored her, so she ignored him, and she thought about all the things that Morton Sheffield had spoken of that afternoon. 
 
    He was putting out what he wanted. 
 
    He wanted somebody to take charge of him, relieve him from his compulsive alpha-ism. 
 
    Hmmm. 
 
    And, so thinking, she got out her vibrator and lay in bed. 
 
    Fantasizing. 
 
    Ben Cooper under her thumb. Ben Cooper licking her pussy. Ben Cooper laying on a bench and…and that was the key. That was the one thing he had spoken of way back when they first got married, and had never spoken of again. 
 
    She knew what he wanted. 
 
    And, if Morton Sheffield was right, she was the one to give it to him. 
 
      
 
    Jan spent a few days researching what she was going to do. She went online and read from chat rooms, Reddit, Quora, whatever. Some of the stuff she read was crazy. Some of it made total sense. Out of the countless facts she slowly began to form a plan. 
 
    On Friday she went shopping. She bought hand cuffs, chains, and…a paddle. 
 
    It was an oversized ping pong paddle, and she drilled a few holes in it. It was heavy, and she knew she was going to have to have it lighter to swing. Also, the holes would create less resistance, and she would be able to swing it faster. 
 
    Ben stayed out late. He called and said he had a customer he had to wine and dine. Don’t wait up for him. 
 
    Jan boiled. After her preparations she was anxious to get the show on the road. 
 
    And, a kernel of suspicion started up in her head. 
 
    Why didn’t he let her know earlier? 
 
    Which led to, was he really going out with a client? 
 
    Now irritated to the point of anger, Jan got in her car and parked down the street from her husband’s company. Five o’clock came and went. Traffic increased for a while, then dwindled. Still no Ben. 
 
    At seven o’clock his car exited the parking lot. He drove a Lexus with tinted windows so she couldn’t see inside. Still, it looked like there was somebody sitting next to him. Who, she couldn’t tell. 
 
    Jan pulled into the traffic and stayed a car behind him. She knew nothing about tailing somebody, but it seemed simple enough. Stay close enough to see, but far enough behind to not be seen. 
 
    She trailed the car through the streets. When the car between them turned right she dropped back. 
 
    She, too, drove a Lexus, and the truth was that if she couldn’t see inside his car, he couldn’t see inside hers. 
 
    He turned towards the Marriot, pulled into the parking area, and a valet whisked his car away. 
 
    He walked into the big hotel, and a blonde was clinging to his arm. 
 
    Jan suddenly felt sick. 
 
    Of course. If he would choose spread sheets over her…this was the reason. 
 
    Trembling, she pulled into the parking area and a valet took her car. She walked into the entrance and looked at the elevator. Ben and the woman were just getting on. They were laughing, engrossed in each other. Jan could have been standing ten feet away and he wouldn’t have noticed. 
 
    The elevator started up, and Jan headed for the stairs. She kicked off her high heels and began running. People looked after her, and security might get notified, but she was on a mission now. 
 
    Her husband was cheating. Her life was destroyed. She had to find out. 
 
    To the second floor, a glance out of the landing door and she saw the elevator was already to the third floor. Ben and whoever hadn’t gotten off here. 
 
    She resumed her sprint up the stairs. 
 
    Third floor glimpse down the hallway, the elevator was almost to the fifth. 
 
    So it hadn’t stopped on the third or fourth, and she was falling behind. 
 
    She ran to the fifth, glanced out, and saw Ben opening the door for the woman. 
 
    The woman was attractive. Full bosomed. Red lipped. Just the way Ben liked them. 
 
    Jan walked slowly down the hallway to the room. Room 503. She tried the knob. It was locked. Of course. 
 
    Jan stood, stymied, discouraged, wondering what to do, and the answer came in the form of a maid.  
 
    The maid came out of the stairway at this end of the hall. She was holding an armful of towels. 
 
    Putting on her best face, Jan called to her. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am?” 
 
    “I’ve got to get my medicine. My husband has got the key. He’s waiting downstairs…please…” 
 
    Whatever the rules of the hotel, the maid din’t blink. Of course, maybe it was Jan’s performance, so trusting and desperate. She swiped her card and the lock clicked. 
 
    Jan grabbed the knob, pushed the door an inch and said, “That you so much. You’re a life saver.” 
 
    The maid continued on with her mission, and Jan opened the door and stepped through. 
 
    She was in a short hallway, a kitchenette on the right. The lights were on, so the opening of the door hadn’t caused a flash of light through the room. The click of the key and the opening of the door were not heard because other noise was coming from the room just ahead. 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    “Oh! God! Please! 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    “Oh, yes…” 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    Again and again, rhythmical. 
 
    For a moment Jan couldn’t figure out what it was, then…she thought. Is she spanking him? 
 
    She stepped into the kitchen. It was dark, and there was a shutter between it and the big room. The shutter was raised about an inch. Jan crept to the counter and looked under the shutter. 
 
    The woman was naked, and she was built. Her blonde hair was tousled and she was sweating with her efforts. She was holding a short whip, just a couple of feet long, but with a dozen little leather strips. 
 
    She lifted her arm and brought it down. 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    The whip struck Ben’s bare ass. He was naked, and he grunted and arched his back, pressing his weenie into the mattress. 
 
    His weenie, pointing down from his groin, was huge, red, and pulsing. Jan could see the big veins on it, and he cried and pressed it harder into the mattress. 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    Again and again. 
 
    Her wielding that whip like a pro, and Jan wondered if she was a pro. 
 
    Him, crying and sobbing, his butt turning red. 
 
    Yet the woman was in careful control. He would walk out with a red butt, but it wouldn’t last long enough for Jan to see the proof. 
 
    Yes. She was a pro. A professional dominatrix. 
 
    Jan took out her cell phone and set it to record a video. She aimed it under the shutter, and it was perfect. Just enough room so see and record everything, not sound or bright light. 
 
    For a half hour Jan stood in the kitchenette, recording everything. 
 
    She whipped him, she spanked him. She grabbed his weenie and choked it. She spanked his balls. 
 
    She never kissed him, and she never put her pussy on his dick. 
 
    Jan was stunned to realize there wasn’t going to be any sexual intercourse. In her mind, somehow, that was what it was all about. But in the world of the pro dom it wasn’t. It was business. It was: whip me, beat me, make me write bad checks. 
 
    Finally, the session came to a conclusion. The dom made him sit cross legged on the bed. She stood on the bed with one foot in front of his balls, and he jacked off. 
 
    Now he was desperate. Now he was dying to squirt. 
 
    Jan had never seen him look so desperate, so out of control. 
 
    “Unh!…Fuck!…YES!…” 
 
    Jan recorded every stream, every pearl necklace. She got close with the cell video. Then he was done. 
 
    The woman started getting dressed. She pulled on her slinky underwear, poured herself into her skintight dress. She sat and put on her high heels, then she checked herself in the mirror. 
 
    Ben struggled to move. He was totally whipped. Yet he made himself go to his pants and he took out his wallet. He counted out 10 one hundred dollar bills and handed it to the woman. 
 
    “Thank’s love. I’ll see you next week.” 
 
    “Same time, same place,” he muttered happily. 
 
    Jan suddenly realized that she was exposed. If the dom walked past the kitchenette she would see her.  
 
    she looked around and saw a pantry door. She scooted over to it, stepped in—it was a tight fit—and pulled the door as closed as she could. There was still a small crack, but she was hidden. 
 
    She listened as the woman walked down the hallway, her heels clicking loudly. The door opened and closed. 
 
    Ben sighed. The sound of the bed compressing. Nothing. 
 
    Nothing? Wasn’t Ben going to leave?” 
 
    Jan waited, and after a minute she heard the sound of a snore. 
 
    Jan opened the door and crept out. She peeked under the shutter. Ben was face down, spread eagled, naked, and snoring. 
 
    Jan couldn’t believe it. 
 
    She set her cell phone to take pictures then walked out of the kitchenette and into the bedroom. 
 
    Ben snored, picking up steam, louder and louder. 
 
    Jan stepped up to the. back of the bed. She took a picture which included his butt and his face. Then she took a close up of his butt, and finally a close up of his face. 
 
    His face was calm and peaceful. His butt was bright red, it had obviously been spanked. But it was also going to disappear in a few hours. Come the morning there wouldn’t be a mark on Ben’s poor, tortured butt. 
 
    Smiling grimly, Jan walked to the door, opened it, and left. 
 
      
 
    Jan thought about it all the way home. She had actually been prepared to do to Ben what the pro dom was doing. She had read up on it, she had a whip, and handcuffs and chains, and…and the dom had beaten her to it. 
 
    When she and Ben had been dating way back in the beginning, fresh out of college, Ben had made a remark. 
 
    “Sometimes I wonder what it would be like to get spanked.” 
 
    But Jan had said nothing, and time had passed, and Ben had never brought it up again. 
 
    And now they were here. He was cheating…fucking or not he was having sex, of a sort, with another woman. 
 
    Should she divorce him? She had the evidence. Heck, if she threatened to expose the video he would give up and give her anything she wanted. 
 
    But did she want a divorce? 
 
    To start over again. Go through the dating ritual with men who were marginal, certainly not as successful as Ben. 
 
    And she did love him. In spite of all…she loved him. 
 
    Maybe she should just let him keep going to the dom. She could take on a lover or four. He wouldn’t care. 
 
    But then she had images of them growing old and bitter. Love waning, them trapped by their own lack of passion. 
 
    She could confront him…and that did have to happen sometime…but, what was the end game? 
 
    What was she supposed to do about a husband who lied and cheated, but whom she still loved? 
 
    She arrived home, went into the kitchen and poured herself a drink. 
 
    She sucked down the bourbon and Coke and was mired in thought. 
 
    Suddenly, she picked up her cell phone and hit a number. 
 
    “Yo!” 
 
    “Cat.” 
 
    “Jan? What’s the haps, babe?” 
 
    “I’ve got a situation and I’d like to talk it over with you.” 
 
    “My place or yours?” 
 
    “I’ll come to you.” 
 
    “I’m mixing the drinks as we speak, so stop speaking.” 
 
    Jan hung up, and felt better. Friends, for a sticky situation. She grabbed her keys and headed out the door. 
 
      
 
    Ben slept until midnight, then his cell phone went off. He forced himself awake, touched his butt and winced, and got up. 
 
    He stepped into the shower. Cold at first, to wake himself up, then warm. He lathered and rinsed and grinned. Man, what a session. She had really whaled on him. And that cum was gangbusters. In fact, it was so hot that he was hard again. 
 
    That often happened. Getting a little ‘discipline’ seemed to make his cock extra big. And that was good. He could go home and boff Jan. 
 
    Thinking of Jan, he frowned. He knew he wasn’t being honest with her. Of course he wasn’t cheating on her, jacking off wasn’t cheating. Was it? 
 
    He stroked his dick as he thought about it, then shrugged. Whatever. When he got home and screwed Jan everything would be all right. It was like screwing her after being whipped was like getting married all over again. 
 
    Guilt at what he was, nervous that he would be found out, relief when she came without tumbling to the fact that he usually didn’t. 
 
    He couldn’t after these dominatrix sessions. 
 
    He arrived home and was surprised when her car wasn’t there. She must be out with her girlfriends. Well, that was okay, though he was feeling pretty damned horny. 
 
    He parked the car and went in and got ready for bed. 
 
      
 
    Cat and Jan talked for hours. They laid out plan after plan and considered every possibility. Finally, sometime after midnight, they went to Jan’s house. It was time to confront Ben over what he had been doing. 
 
    Jan parked in the driveway and they entered the house. Ben was home, but he must be sleeping, so they went to the bedroom and Jan turned on the light. 
 
    Ben was sound asleep. The light didn’t wake him. Jan opened her mouth to start yelling, but Cat pulled her arm and motioned her out of the bedroom. 
 
    In the kitchen she whispered to Jan, “A new plan.” She explained, and Jan started to giggle. 
 
    Silently, they walked into the bedroom. They didn’t turn on the light, but worked from a dim crack of light filtering down the hall from the living room. 
 
    They each put a handcuff around the head posts of the bed, then, synchronizing their movements carefully, they snapped the cuffs over Ben’s wrists. 
 
    Stunned at him not waking up, they realized this was too good an opportunity to waste. They tied scarves around the post at the foot of the bed, then tied them around his ankles. 
 
    Ben had room to wiggle, but there was no way he was going to get loose. 
 
    They left the bedroom and headed for the kitchen. Jan poured a couple of drinks and they discussed their next move in low voices. An hour later they set their plan into motion. 
 
      
 
    The lights went on and Cat stood at the bottom of the bed. She was wearing a black corset and nylons. Her breasts bulged over the top of the corset, and her nipples were visible. She was wearing a black Zorro mask, and she cracked a whip. 
 
    At the head of the bed Jan moved gently. She had a ski cap, and she suddenly pulled it down over Ben’s face. 
 
    Now he couldn’t see. What was even more surprising was that he still hadn’t woken up. 
 
    The girls looked at each other. They were prepared for Jan to hide in the event the ski cap came loose. Ben had never met Cat. But they didn’t have to worry about anything. Ben was still snoring. 
 
    “Well,” said Cat in her normal voice. “What the fuck?” 
 
    Jan pulled her out of the room. “Let him sleep.” We’ll start tomorrow morning. 
 
    So they headed for the spare bedroom and took off their clothes and climbed into bed. 
 
    They lay there, occasionally giggling, and waited to go to sleep. 
 
    Sleep, however, was slow in coming. 
 
    “Do you remember when we were in college?” 
 
    “Such fun times,” Jan replied. 
 
    “Do you remember how we used to laugh at Marsha and Teddy?” 
 
    “The Lesbians? You bet.” 
 
    Cat sighed. “We were dumb.” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    Silence for a long minute. 
 
    “Want to get off?” 
 
    Jan was quiet. Thinking. “Do you mean you’re going to get me off?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    More thinking. 
 
    “It is an intriguing thought.” 
 
    “And, it is sort of justified. Get back at Ben for fucking on you.” 
 
    “I don’t have any proof that he was fucking around.” 
 
    “I don’t think you need any more proof. Whether he put his pecker in a strange pussy or not…he’s guilty.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Yes. I’d like to get off. In fact, at this point…it’s almost compulsory. I have been sexually starved by that man. I have been lied to and cheated. I’m so fucking horny I can’t believe it, and I have no way to relieve myself except by myself. It’s just not fair. 
 
    They were lying under a sheet, naked, and Cat reached her hand down and cupped Jan’s mons. “You don’t have to get yourself off when I’m around.” 
 
    Jan jerked with sudden excitement. Cat was her best friend. She always trusted Cat. And now Cat was opening and closing her hand, teasing her pussy. 
 
    Cat pulled back the sheets and lowered her head. She took Jan’s breast in her mouth and sucked on the nipple. Jan arched her back and groaned. 
 
    It was as if Cat was unleashed. She went wild on Jan’s body. She twisted and writhed and stuck a finger in Jan’s hole. 
 
    Ripples of sensation went through Jan. Her nipples felt like twin points of fire. Her pussy turned to steam. 
 
    They kissed, and it was delicious. It was different than a man’s kiss. This was soft and respectful and hungry in a different way. 
 
    Cat slithered down Jan’s body, held on to her tits as she buried her face in Jan’s groin. 
 
    Jan had never felt anything so hot in her life. This was taboo. This was forbidden, and like cookies, there never was a more delicious cookie than a stolen one. 
 
    Jan reached down pulled her friend up. She turned her over and used her own fingers on Cat. Lots of fingers. 
 
    Cat was hot and wet, and Jan rammed her fingers in and out. 
 
    “You can fist me,” Cat said. “But get some lube.” 
 
    Jan jumped up and ran for the bathroom. She returned with a large tube of lube. She squirted it allover Cat’s pussy. She smoothed it into the other woman’s hole, then she put lube all over her own fingers. 
 
    Cat was laying sideways on the bed now, her legs up and over Jan’s shoulders. Jan pushed four fingers slowly into Cat’s pussy. 
 
    Cat groaned, and nodded. Her eyes were half shut with the intense pleasure of the moment. “Okay, honey. You’re going to have to push, but I can do this. I’ve done it before.” 
 
    Jan pushed, held her thumb in tight, and her knuckles were against the rim of Cat’s vagina. Cat grunted, Jan pushed harder, and…”AHHHH!” Cat moaned and her eyes rolled back. 
 
    Jan was up to her wrist. She could feel all of Cat’s insides, and she began to move her fist in and out. in and out. 
 
    Cat was now a rag doll. She didn’t move, she just made small squealing sounds, like the sounds a hungry kitten might make. 
 
    In and out, in and out. Cat’s legs up over her shoulders. Jan reached up and began tweaking Cat’s nipples. Back and forth she went, right to left. Right to left. 
 
    Cat began to make gurgling sounds. Her neck was bent against the wall, and suddenly her hips started trying to straighten out. 
 
    Jan held on, and realized that Cat was starting to cum. 
 
    The orgasm hit, and Cat started shaking and twisting. 
 
    Jan moved her hand around and around. 
 
    Then Cat’s orgasm became too strong, and she managed to push her legs down, and Jan was forced back. 
 
    Jan lay under the thrashing legs and kept fist fucking her friend, and after a minute of the most incredible orgasm Jan had ever seen, and likely that Cat had ever felt, it was done. 
 
    Cat lay dazed, unable to move, and Jan pulled her hand out of her. 
 
    “Oh, fuck…oh, fuck,” Cat wheezed. 
 
    The irony here was that Cat had said she would get Jan off, but Jan had gotten her off. 
 
    Jan wondered what that orgasm must have felt like, but she knew she was going to have to find out later. Cat just gave a few shivers and fell asleep. 
 
    Jan got out of bed and stood, looking down at her friend. She smiled. Then she went down the hallway to where Ben was sleeping. She frowned. 
 
    He was now officially a son of a bitch. But he was also her husband. 
 
    She knew she wasn’t going to divorce him. Divorce was messy and people ended up hurt. 
 
    Not that she wasn’t already hurt. 
 
    But if she really wanted revenge, the best way to get it would be to keep Ben. Keep her position in the community. And to administer her own brand of revenge. 
 
    Ben liked being spanked and abused? 
 
    She could do that. And probably a lot better than the woman who charged him a thousand bucks an hour. 
 
    So thinking, she went back to the spare bedroom, pushed Cat onto her own side, and crawled in and went to sleep. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Ben slept deeply. It was a dreamless sleep. A sleep of satisfaction. It was marred, in the end, by only one thing. His arms wouldn’t move. As he came out of the depths he tried to adjust his position. He tried to move his arms so he could roll onto his side, or his back, but…all he got was a frown on his face. 
 
    He was sleeping very lightly now, and sweat beaded his face. Why couldn’t he move? What was stopping his arms…and…he finally had a dream. Two alligators had his hands in their mouths. They tugged and pulled, tried to pull him apart, but…his eyes opened. 
 
    It was still dark, and he felt a weird sort of panic in him. How had he gone blind while sleeping? How…wait…that’s…there’s something over my eyes. 
 
    And his arms were held out. Something hard was holding his wrists, both wrists, and…               
 
    “AIIIIEEEE!” He screamed. 
 
    In the spare room the girls awoke. They were lying in each other’s arms now, and they looked at each other and smiled. 
 
    “Sounds like sleeping beauty is awake.” 
 
    “Yep,” then Cat frowned. “I didn’t get you off.” 
 
    “Getting you off got me off.” Jan kissed Cat lightly on the lips, then rolled out of bed. 
 
    Naked the two women padded down the hallway to the master bedroom. 
 
    Ben was struggling, shaking the whole bed, trying to get his hands loose. 
 
    The girls giggled. 
 
    He froze. “Who’s that? Who’s there?” 
 
    Jan nudged Cat, and Cat managed to stop giggling. “I thought I’d make a little house call. 
 
    “Mistress Domina?” 
 
    The girls glanced at each other. Now they had a name. 
 
    “Our session last night was too short. I decided you really needed to get your money’s worth.” 
 
    “Wait a minute! That’s not you…not Mistress Domina! Who is it.” 
 
    “It is I.” Cat picked up the whip and stood to the side of the bed. 
 
    “It is not!” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    Cat apparently struck harder than Mistress Domina. That was provable by the red mark across Ben’s buns. 
 
    “You’re not supposed to hit me that hard! And who are you?” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “I am one of the many Mistress Domina’s in our organization.” 
 
    Ben’s mind was totally flamboozled. An organization of Dominatrices? 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “OW! Please…please, stop. I can’t take it!” 
 
    “Nope. 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    Jan snickered with her hand over her mouth. 
 
    Cat was going a little lighter, and the red marks were only pink. Still, it hurt, and Ben was struggling desperately. “This wasn’t part of our agreement!” 
 
    “Our agreement has been changed.” 
 
    “What? No! You can’t do this!” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “I don’t like the sound of that. What do you mean I can’t do something? I am the mistress, and I can do anything.” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “Oh, fuck! But…no! Wait.” 
 
    “You see, you measly, mortal worm, once we have you in our clutches we will never let go.” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “I can call the police!” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “You certainly can. Would you like me to dial the number for you?” 
 
    “What? YES! Call the police!” 
 
    Jan held her hand up to her ear and ran for the kitchen. She heard Cat saying, “911,” as if she was tapping numbers into a cell. What she was really doing was tapping Jan’s number. 
 
    Jan picked up her cell, spoke in a lower register to disguise her voice. “Emergency services. What’s your emergency?” 
 
    In the bedroom Cat lay down next to Ben and held the phone to his ear. 
 
    “My name is Ben Cooper! A crazy lady has tied me up in my bedroom and is beating me.” 
 
    “Please stay on the line.” 
 
    In the kitchen Jan crinkled up a piece of paper, then spoke in a slightly different voice. “Yes?” 
 
    Cat held the phone so Ben could hear it and said, “This is Mistress Domina 432.” 
 
    Jan said, “Acknowledged. Is there a problem 432?” 
 
    Ben shouted, “I’m Ben Cooper! This crazy bitch has tied me down and is beating me!” 
 
    Jan said, “Mistress Domina 432, is there a problem?” 
 
    “Didn’t you hear me?” 
 
    “No problem. Just an idiot man who doesn’t know when to believe.” 
 
    “Acknowledged. Continue with your mission, Mistress Domina 432.” 
 
    Jan hung up. 
 
    Cat hung up. 
 
    “Well, Bozo Ben? Would you like to make another call?” 
 
    “I don’t…that’s…” 
 
    “We have made regular bribes to the police. In addition, our Mistresses have the police chief under control. He is regularly administered to.” 
 
    Jan returned to the bedroom, stifling laughter with one hand. 
 
    Cat, grinning, got off the bed. 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “Now then, let’s talk about my real reason for being here.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “The Society of Dominatrices requires fees.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?”
WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “Be polite. Speak in a civil manner or I’ll put a dick up your ass.” 
 
    Jan almost lost it at that point. 
 
    Cat grinned. She was speaking off the top, but that gave her an idea. She raised her eyes in question, and Jan got it. 
 
    “You can’t do this!” sobbed Ben. 
 
    “We will require a payment of $10,000 per month.” 
 
    Jan very carefully slid the bottom drawer of the dresser open. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “OW! 
 
    Jan took out her vibrator. It was a big one, and it was shaped like a dick. 
 
    “You will write a check now.” 
 
    “I won’t!” 
 
    Jan grabbed the check book off the dresser and put it under Ben’s right hand. 
 
    “Who’s that? Is there somebody else here?” 
 
    “That is Domina 528. She will put a pen in your hand and you will sign the check.” 
 
    “I won’t!” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “I won’t!” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “I won’t!” 
 
    Five minutes later Ben was sobbing. “Okay! I will.” 
 
    Jan put the pen in his fingers and guided his hand to the right position. 
 
    Ben scribbled. 
 
    Jan looked at it and shook her head. She mouthed, ‘Doesn’t match.’ 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “OW! what was that for?” 
 
    “Signatures must match. Try again.” 
 
    Ben signed another check, and this time Jan nodded. 
 
    “Very well, Bozo Ben.” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “OW! 
 
    “That’s just to remind you.” 
 
    “Remind me of what?” 
 
    “Of what I like to do. I’m going to take a break now. Don’t go away.” 
 
    The girls stumbled out of the room, holding hands over their mouths, half doubled over from laughter. 
 
    “Hey! Hey!” 
 
    They ignored him and headed for the kitchen. 
 
    After a moment Ben was silent, doubtless worming and wiggling and trying to get loose. 
 
    Jan put together some bacon and eggs and Cat poured a couple of Pepsis. They sat down to go over their plan and figure out what was next. 
 
    “Well, what do you think?” 
 
    “We’re going to have to let him go eventually.” 
 
    “Yes, but we need him under our control when we do. Right now he’s still pretty resistive.” 
 
    “We need to whip him some more.” 
 
    “That’s true.” 
 
    “And I’ve got the video of him getting whipped last night.” 
 
    They ate, chatted, and realized one interesting fact. They had everything they needed. 
 
    “What about the check?” 
 
    “Yes,” agreed Jan. “The check. I’ll open an account, make it for. The Mistress Society, and deposit it.” 
 
    “Can he cover ten thousand dollars.” 
 
    “Easily.” 
 
    Cat nodded. 
 
    “So what now? We just let him go?” 
 
    “I think so. Well, maybe after a few hours of whippings. And we haven’t used the dildo yet.” 
 
    Cat snickered. “Man, is he going to be surprised.” 
 
    Jan grinned, “Think he’ll like it?” 
 
    “Men always like taking it up the butt. Oh, there’s a few that say they don’t, but after a few pokes he’ll be begging for it. That will certainly end any ‘resistiveness.’” 
 
    Jan nodded. “Yes. I suppose it will.” 
 
    “There’s something about taking it up the butt. When a man fucks a woman he tends to think he owns her. But when a man is taken up the butt…he is owned. If you do this it will change him completely and irrevocably. Are you ready for that?”  
 
    “What? He’s going to become a sissy?” 
 
    “Absolutely. He’ll become imprinted. He’ll be afraid to do anything except what you tell him.” 
 
    “What if you did him?” 
 
    “Then he’d become imprinted to me.” 
 
    “What if we both do him?” 
 
    Cat shook her head. “It’s like Morton said. It’s not a whole company fucking the boss, it’s the one he has given himself to. He’s your husband, he’s committed to you, and when you fuck him that is going to be ten times more intense.” 
 
    “Wow,” observed Jan. “That’s why you were so excited listening to Morton.”  
 
    “That’s why. He was saying everything I believed in.” 
 
    Jan shook her head. “That’s so much power. Taking control of men like that.” 
 
    “Men do it to women all the time. Why shouldn’t women do it to men?”  
 
    Jan thought about that. It made sense. Still: “That’s going to upset the natural order of things.” 
 
    “Yes. The real question is…can you handle it?” 
 
    “Can I handle being the boss of my man?” 
 
    Cat nodded. 
 
    “I think so.” 
 
    “Okay. I brought a strap on with a big dildo. It’s in my car. I didn’t know if we would go that far, but I’ll go get it. Then we’re going to go back in there and you are going to fuck him. You’re going to let him know who you are…and take complete control of him. Can you do that?” 
 
    Jan nodded. she was thinking about how her husband had cheated on her. Somebody was going to have to take control of Ben. And if not her…who?” 
 
    “Okay. Let’s get this show on the road.” 
 
      
 
    Jan washed the dishes and Cat went out for the strap on. She returned and showed Jan how to put it on. When she was done Jan stood in the kitchen, a big dick jutting from between her thighs. 
 
    They talked for a long while then, and Cat gave Jan complete instructions on how to take a man so he loved it. Then, because Jan was a little nervous, they went to the spare room. Cat got onto the bed and lay down. 
 
    “He’s going to push his hips forward, like this. You’re going to want to play with his cock—don’t let him cum—and get him to relax. You’re going to have to convince him that it’s all nice and natural. And, who knows, maybe it is. Maybe this is the way man was originally programmed. 
 
    Jan lay on top of her friend and put the dick in her. Cat groaned with pleasure and gripped the sheet with both hands. 
 
    They practiced for an hour, until Jan was confident and ready to go. 
 
    They smiled at each other, Jan a bit nervously, then they headed back to the bedroom. 
 
    Ben was waiting for them. He had almost managed to get his ski cap off, and the bed was messed from his struggles. The only progress he had made was to rub his wrists raw. 
 
    Cat put her outfit on, the corset and heels and Zorro mask. She held the whip at the ready. 
 
    “Who ’s that?” 
 
    “Shut up, Ben.” 
 
    Ben jerked. He recognized her voice. 
 
    Jan pulled his ski cap off and he stared at her. “What…what?” 
 
    Jan placed her cell phone in front of him. She turned it on. 
 
    For a half hour Ben watched as he was whipped. He listened to the Dominatrix belittle him. He heard himself begging. He saw himself jacking off. 
 
    Then he saw the stills of him, his striped ass, sleeping. 
 
    He licked his lips. “Honey, I…it’s not what you think.” 
 
    “You hire a dominatrix for a thousand bucks an hour and I see what she does to you with my own eyes and it’s not what I think? Better get a little more real, Ben.” 
 
    Ben crooked his head and looked back to where Cat was standing with folded arms, her tits exposed and the whip in one hand. 
 
    “Who’s she?” 
 
    “That’s Dominatrix 432.” 
 
    “What? No!” 
 
    “What? You don’t believe there can be a society of Dominatrices?” 
 
    Ben stared at her, and his whole world was coming undone. 
 
    “Ben. I joined the society. I was approached last month. They told me that you are one of their customers, and they offered me a chance to join. I am Dominatrix 528.” 
 
    “You…are?” 
 
    “I’m still in training. 432 here came out to teach me. She helped me record your activities.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “How do you think I found you in a big hotel in a town of a million people? Why do you think the kitchen shutter in your love nest was ajar just enough for me to take these pictures? This video?” 
 
    Ben was silent, absorbing, and things were clicking in his mind. They were made up things, but that didn’t lessen the impact and reality. 
 
    “There really is a secret society of dominatrices?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    “So what happens now?” 
 
    Ben was calm now. In truth, his mind was blown. But he was calm. 
 
    “Now I make love to you.” 
 
    “You do?” 
 
    “But not the normal way. You don’t put your penis in me…I put my penis in you.” 
 
    His eyes widened. 
 
    Jan sat up and Ben looked down at her groin. 
 
    A big penis was sticking out. 
 
    “Hey! Wait a minute!” 
 
    “Honey, you’re going to love it. I’ve received special instruction on how to make a man fall in love with getting boned. In a short while you won’t want to make love in any other way.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to!” he whined. 
 
    “Honey, the day you received your first whipping you decided. Your path was set at that point, and you have finally reached the end of that path.” 
 
    Ben struggled a little, but Jan simply lay next to him and played with his weenie. 
 
    “Oh, God!” he groaned. “I don’t want this!” 
 
    “Of course you do. Look at you, you’re horny, your dick is hard. You want to learn how to take it like a woman.” 
 
    After about fifteen minutes Jan had her hand at his back door. She stroked his asshole until he admitted he liked it. 
 
    “But that doesn’t mean I want a dick up my butt!” 
 
    “But that’s exactly what you mean!” 
 
    Jan put a finger into him and he clenched. 
 
    “Don’t!” 
 
    “Do.” 
 
    She stroked his butthole gently. She reamed him, and put lube into his asshole. 
 
    “No…no…” 
 
    “Don’t you remember when you explained that no doesn’t always mean no? That some women say no but really want it?” 
 
    “I was wrong!” 
 
    “Honey, you weren’t wrong. And you’re finding that out right now.” 
 
    She had two fingers in him now, and she was going deeper and deeper. 
 
    And Ben, in spite of all his protests, was getting looser. His anal muscles were relaxing, and every once in a while a wiggle in protest actually went with her motions. 
 
    “Please, honey. You can’t do this to me.” 
 
    “Hey, you fucked me, now I’m returning the favor.” 
 
    “I’m sorry! I’ll never fuck you again!” 
 
    Jan laughed. She was becoming more and more confident. “No, you probably won’t. You see, I’ve fallen in love with one of the other Dominatrices.” 
 
    She glanced at Cat, who smiled broadly. 
 
    “Only a woman knows how to make love to another woman, and, let’s face it, only a woman knows how to fuck a man.” 
 
    “Please!” 
 
    “Only a woman knows how to be gentle. Only a woman.” 
 
    “But…oh!” 
 
    Jan had three fingers in him now, he was stretching and perfectly capable of handling a dick. 
 
    Jan climbed on top of him. She looked down at his buttocks, so round and pure, then she glanced at Cat, who gave a nod and a thumbs up. 
 
    “Okay, honey. Remember to relax. It only hurts if you tense up.” 
 
    “But…Jan…I…” 
 
    She slid the head of her dildo into him. 
 
    Ben gasped. He couldn’t believe it. An ounce of pain, a pound of pleasure. 
 
    “I love you, honey, and this is the way it’s supposed to be.” 
 
    Ben made sounds like a fish, his body writhed, but in pleasure. 
 
    Jan pushed an inch into him. 
 
    Now Ben wasn’t thinking. Now he was responding. His ass tried to come up, to rise to meet her, but he wasn’t fully stretched out and accommodating. 
 
    Jan slid another inch into him. 
 
    He grunted, his face was up and she grabbed his hair and pulled his head back. He went with it, and she pushed another inch into him. 
 
    “Fu-u-u!” He groaned. 
 
    Then Jan pushed the whole dildo into him. It was a big one, and he could feel the veins on the sides. He could feel the plastic balls slapping into him. 
 
    “UNH…UNH…” 
 
    She began to slide in and out. For a long minute Ben just lay there, taking it, then he began to move. His hips went up and down, just like a woman’s hips, but now he was on the receiving end. 
 
    He felt her breasts pressing against his back. His dick was pointed down and her balls pressed on his balls. 
 
    Then he felt another pair of hands. Cat had stepped up and was stroking his weenie. 
 
    “Oh…fuck…oh…fuck!” He whimpered in time to the dick plunging into him. 
 
    He was about to cum, but the hands on his penis backed off. 
 
    “No!” he sobbed, wanting that cum. 
 
    The hands started again. 
 
    Jan kept poking into him. The hands stroking him. His world became a jumble of sex and desperation. 
 
    He had to cum. He had to… 
 
    And, finally, he did. But not like a man. 
 
    Oh, his dick seeped out semen, but the orgasm itself, that wonderful explosion that stops all reality, it was different. It was like he was in a big, warm bathtub, and the bathtub was being lifted and shifted and he was sloshing back and forth, and the water got warmer and warmer, and then he just sort of disappeared in a white hot explosion that lifted him up and threw him away. 
 
    Afterwards, him laying in a stupefied daze, Jan withdrew her cock. She wiped it on his ass and smiled at the amount of semen that had leaked out of his cock. 
 
    Cat went around and loosened the handcuffs and the scarves. 
 
    Jan handed the strap on to Cat, who tossed it on the floor and took Jan’s hand. She led her down the hall to the spare room. Cat laid her down gently and took a position next to her. “See?” 
 
    “I do.” Jan yawned. 
 
    Cat grinned. “Not yet. I still owe you something.” 
 
    “What?” Jan was actually tired. 
 
    Cat grabbed her mons and squeezed and Jan came awake and grinned. 
 
    “Now?” 
 
    “Never a better time,” Cat responded. 
 
    Jan lay there and let Cat do all the work. 
 
    Cat ate her pussy, stuck a finger in it, and moved up to suck Jan’s tits. 
 
    Jan luxuriated in the feeling of sex. 
 
    The weekend had started and she was horny. Then she saw Ben and the dominatrix, and that made her more horny. Then they had tied Ben up, and she had fisted Cat, and that had certainly added to the horniness. And now she had fucked her man. Actually fucked him to a grand and glorious orgasm. 
 
    Jan was tired, but she was definitely more horny than tired. 
 
    Cat used lube and reamed Jan’s hole, opening it, stretching it, entering it. 
 
    Cat had three fingers into Jan when they felt a presence. They looked up and Ben was standing at the door. He was naked, and sore, and drawn out…but he was also energized. He stared at his wife with three of Cat’s fingers inside her. 
 
    Cat snapped. “Lick her tits, stupid. Help her.” 
 
    Ben dove to his knees. He managed to get his head under Jan’s chest and he began to suck on her tits. 
 
    Normally, a man sucks on his tits to get something…pussy. 
 
    But Ben had been transformed. He was no longer interested in fucking his wife, he was interested in serving her. He took his time and suckled gently, bring her closer and closer. 
 
    Cat clamped her thumb down and began pushing her hand into Jan’s pussy. “Remember, relax.” 
 
    Jan was at the center, she relaxed, and the hand went into her. Not even any pain. Just…fullness. 
 
    Jan lowered herself a bit, half smothering Ben, but he didn’t care. He was a dedicated man now, and he kept sucking on her nipples. 
 
    “Oh, heysoos. Sweet heysoos,” blubbered Jan, then she burst into a magnificent orgasm. Her body tensed, her legs tried to close, her back arched, and she sailed away on the orgasm express. She flew into the misty clouds of pure pleasure. And she cried for joy. 
 
      
 
    Jan and Cat sat on the patio, naked but for chemises, and sipped wine spritzers. Jan was totally satisfied. In her mind she thought she wouldn’t need sex again. Ever. 
 
    But she knew she would. A day or two and the eternal itch would make itself felt. 
 
    Inside the kitchen Ben was wearing a pink apron and washing dishes. He seemed quite happy to be doing this simple, menial labor. 
 
    “So, 528, are you ready for your next assignment? 
 
    “Assignment?” Jan asked. 
 
    “There’s a world of men out there, and they need a lot of converting.” 
 
    “Hunh,” she grunted, then, “Almost makes a girl wish she had a dick.” 
 
    And both women laughed. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Oh, come on. Try it.” 
 
    “I’m not going to do it.” 
 
    “Chicken?” 
 
    Jack sighed. “I’m not a chicken. I just don’t want fat lips.” 
 
    “Why not? You like my fat lips.” 
 
    He smiled. He did love Shiela’s lips. She had plump, curvy lips, like Angelina Jolie. When she painted them sexy red he had an instant boinger. Every time he looked at her he thought of those super soft lips slurping away on his dong. 
 
    “See? You like the idea for me…why not for you?” 
 
    “Because.” 
 
    “Because why?” 
 
    Again, Jack sighed. “Look, I just don’t want to look like a sissy.” 
 
    Large lips make you a sissy?” 
 
    Jack said nothing. The truth was…he loved her lips, and…he would love to try on her plumper. Heck, he had tried on her clothes at various times. Never when she was around, but…it was exciting.  
 
    He loved the feel of her soft silk slithering on his flesh and making his cock hard. He loved the size of his boner when he was wearing her clothes. But if he was discovered, if she found out, he didn’t think he could live with the humiliation of her knowing his dirty, little secret. 
 
    And lips being plumped was even worse. To have people stare at him, to know that they knew that he was a bit on the soft side…he couldn’t handle that. No, his secret was going to have to stay his secret. 
 
    Shiela leaned towards him and put her hand on his crotch. “You’re getting a boner.” 
 
    “You give me a boner.” 
 
    “I think plump, red lips give you a boner.” 
 
    “No,” he lied. 
 
    Shiela moved back in her seat, folded her arms under her ample chest and made a ‘hmmph!’ sound. Then she turned back to him. “We’re on vacation. We’re going to be in the mountains. Nobody will know who you are, and nobody will ever see you again. It certainly wouldn’t hurt you to play along with me.” 
 
    “I’ll know.” 
 
    Shiela sat back in her seat and frowned. She was going to have to force the issue. And the issue was that she knew her handsome hubbie liked to crossdress. 
 
    Well, she suspected it. Invariably, when she took her panties out of the hamper to drop into the washing machine, they were stretched out of shape. Not much, because they were similar in size, but the pouch was always stretched. 
 
    Jack was getting boners in her underwear. 
 
    And when she took her bras out of the hamper she noticed that the shoulder straps were a little off. Not much. It looked like they had been returned to the same length, but she could sometimes see a crease in the straps. 
 
    Then there was the time she found her dress stretched out of shape. 
 
    Who else was wearing her clothes if not for Jack? 
 
    Jack sat next to her, watching the road, his eyes moving here and there as they rounded the curves. 
 
    She was determined that she was going to learn the truth about him this vacation. She had even brought extra clothes and make up…and a wig. 
 
    Frowning as she was, there was a line of excitement in her belly. She was dying to see him as a woman. She wanted to dress him up. 
 
    Her secret was that the idea of him as a woman made her so excited that she could cum. 
 
    And she had. A couple of times she had used her vibrator and gotten off solely because she imagined him dressed up and pretty. 
 
    But it looked like he was a humpty dumpty. She was going to have to push him off the fence and crack him open if she was going to get to the truth. 
 
      
 
    They pulled into Femville at two in the afternoon and Jack drove slowly through the town. 
 
    It was a wild west town. It had warped boardwalks, a saloon that looked like Billy the Kid had drunk beer there, hitching posts, and windows filled with western paraphernalia. 
 
    “Oh, Jack, this is wonderful!” 
 
    Jack was grinning. He loved the old western movies. His heroes were people like Randolph Scott, Audie Murphy and John Wayne. 
 
    “Man, this is the place.” 
 
    On the side streets the houses were behind picket fences. The buildings were all wood faced. In a field they could see a couple of school kids riding horses. Beyond the town were tall trees, and signs pointed the way to various mines. 
 
    “Can you see it?” he asked. “Shoot outs on Main Street. Stagecoaches. Dance halls with scantily clad dance hall girls.” 
 
    “That’s what you want,” she laughed. “You want to get your hands on a dance hall girl.” 
 
    He grinned. “Why, shore, missy. Ah wouldn’t mind a shot of rot gut and a dance or two.” But he was thinking of wearing the dance hall girls’ clothes. 
 
    They stopped at a supermarket, got directions to the cabin they had rented, a few groceries, and headed out of town. 
 
    Instantly they were in the wild. He wiggled his way through tight curves, and ten minutes later they pulled up in front of their cabin. It was a weathered two story log cabin. In the back was a barn, and behind that was a small corral. 
 
    Jack stopped the car and took their bags up to the cabin. 
 
    Inside the cabin it was cozy. There was a wall heater, and a refrigerator and a stove, but there was also a cast iron stove. They had all the amenities, but could ‘rough it’ if they felt like it. 
 
    Jack went out and stood on the porch and admired the endless vista. He could see hundreds of miles of treetops. Off to the side a bit of smoke trickled up from the town. On the other side was a big meadow which lead down to a stream, then hundreds of miles of forest. 
 
    “Better not get lost out here,” murmured Jack. 
 
    Shiela plucked at his sleeve. “Here you go, cowboy.” She handed him a glass. 
 
    He sipped and smiled. “For all the whiskey the west had, they didn’t have Coke and bourbon.” 
 
    He and Shiela sat on the porch, rocked in chairs, and just relaxed. This was their first vacation in four years, and they had rented the cabin for four weeks. 
 
    It was just what the doctor ordered. 
 
    After a while Shiela went in and prepared more drinks, then she started dinner. 
 
    Jack came in and sat at the wood table and watched his wife. 
 
    She was a wild west babe. He could imagine her in western garb, a cowboy hat over her raven locks, her beautiful face alight with joy. 
 
    She went into the other room for a moment, then came back out. She had painted her lips red, and once again his cock stood up. 
 
    “Hey, honey.” She sat on his lap and pressed her lips to his.  
 
    He pressed back, tasting her fresh breath, reveling in the intimate feel of her mouth on his. 
 
    Then she did something weird. She held his face in place and turned her face right to left a few times. It was almost like she was wiping her mouth on his. But that was ridiculous. 
 
    Jack smiled at her. 
 
    “I’ll get you another drink,” she said. 
 
    She handed him another Coke and bourbon, but this one had a straw in it. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “I heard that you can get drunker if you drink your bourbon through a straw.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s supposed to have to do with sucking. You suck in whiskey instead of air, and it makes you light headed, and you get drunker, or drunk faster. I’m not sure.” 
 
    “That sounds silly.” 
 
    “Well, try it. We’ll do a scientific test right now.” 
 
    He sucked, and she rewarded him with another kiss, and again she finished the kiss with a subtle move that wiped her lips against his. 
 
    “What’s with the head movement at the end?” he asked. 
 
    “I just read about it. It’s supposed to be sexy. Is it?” 
 
    “Well, I guess.” 
 
    “Oh, goodie. “Let’s try it some more.” 
 
    He kept sucking on the straw, and every time he took a sip she would give him that strange kiss. 
 
    He didn’t mind it, quite the contrary. He loved it. But by the end of that quick drink he was feeling light headed. 
 
    So she gave him another drink, and kept kissing him. And she giggled. 
 
    “I guess we better take it easy,” he said. “My lips must be getting raw. They’re itching. Or burning. Or something.” 
 
    “They do look a little chapped. Here,” she took out a tube of what looked like chapstick and applied it to his lips. 
 
    Chapstick. That was about as close as he could get. It was too much like lipstick and while his boner stood up and throbbed, he felt his face turning red. 
 
    “There you go. “Ready for dinner?” 
 
    They ate, and chatted, and she kept filled his drink. By the end of dinner he was getting a little drunk. 
 
    “I’m going to pass out if I keep drinking like this,” he said as the room whirled a bit. 
 
    “So pass out. You’ve worked hard, drink as much as you like. This is your vacation.” 
 
    She was so understanding, and he did keep drinking. And, as he had predicted, he passed out. Right on the couch. And as he snored Shiela went to work. 
 
      
 
    Jack realized he was awake. He had a hangover, and his throat was drier than a camel’s backside. He groaned and shifted his position slightly, and smacked his mouth. His mouth felt funny. It wasn’t just dry, it was puffy. 
 
    He groaned and swung his legs out, and that’s when he felt the thing on his dick. 
 
    He looked down and ripped open his pants. His eyes opened and suddenly he was all-l-l the way awake. 
 
    He had a ring around his package, and a tube was locked onto his penis. 
 
    “What the fuck?” 
 
    He grabbed the plastic ‘prison’ and stared at it. He realized it was a chastity tube. But who…Shiela had put it on him. She was the only one here. But…why? 
 
    He stood there, holding his caged cock, his lips felt puffy, and he rubbed his chest. 
 
    He didn’t know why he rubbed his chest, except that it felt puffy. As he rubbed it he felt a very slight soreness. And it was swollen. how had he hurt his chest? 
 
    He opened his mouth to yell for Shiela, then didn’t. He needed to find out what she had done to him, and he definitely needed to pee. 
 
    He staggered into the bathroom and took a position over the toilet. He started to pee, and the stream of water sprayed everywhere. 
 
    He would have squeezed his cock to stop the flow, but he couldn’t with the chastity tube on. He spun and sat and watched his cock spray urine into the bowl. 
 
    The cage had a little slit in the end for peeing, but it would take some careful lining up before one could pee without making a mess. 
 
    What the fuck had Shiela done to him? 
 
    The trickle of pee ended and Jack took paper and wiped himself carefully, trying to get all the spray off him. The tube had pee in it, and he didn’t know what to do about that. He stood up and decided to rinse the thing on his dick off. He would still have water on it, but at least it wouldn’t be ‘waste’ water. 
 
    He turned to the sink, struggled to pull his dick into the basin far enough to be washed. He turned on the water and managed to rinse his cage and pecker off. 
 
    He sighed at the cold water. He was starting to think now, but his thoughts were fully confused. He didn’t understand what had happened. 
 
    The bathroom was dark, lit only by the morning light shining into the living room. He reached for the cord that hung down above the mirror and pulled it. 
 
    He blinked, his eyes overwhelmed by light, and for a moment he couldn’t see, then his eyes opened and he forced himself to see. 
 
    His lips were big and puffy and red! 
 
    They were like Angelina Jolie’s lips. His legs trembled and he almost fell down. He put his hand to his lips and wiped, and the redness didn’t leave. His lips weren’t just painted, they were stained! 
 
    “I thought I heard you stirring.” 
 
    He spun and stared at Shiela. 
 
    Shiela was leaning a shoulder against a door jamb. She was wearing a thin robe. It was barely closed and her large boobs were plain to see. 
 
    “What…what…” 
 
    Shiela chuckled. Come on into the living room and let me take a look at you.” She reached forward and took his hand in hers. He stumbled as she pulled him into the morning light. 
 
    She led him to the couch and told him to sit down. 
 
    He sat and stared up at her. He was in total shock. 
 
    “Well, honey, I guess the cat is out of the bag.” 
 
    “What are you…what…” 
 
    “Please be quiet for a moment and let me talk. I’ll explain everything.” 
 
    Jack’s puffy mouth was slightly open and he nodded his head. The world seemed totally surreal to him. 
 
    Shiela sat on the coffee table in front of the couch. She let her legs open and the robe draped over her legs and her pussy was totally exposed. 
 
    In spite of his shock, Jack couldn’t help it. He stared down at her exposed pussy. 
 
    It was a pink slit with puffy labia. The clitoris was poking out at the top of her slit. Her sex looked moist and swollen. 
 
    She observed where he was looking and grinned. 
 
    “Maybe it was my moaning that woke you up. I was having a little fun time with my vibrator. Got off a couple of good ones before I heard you down here.” 
 
    He whispered in a hoarse voice, “What have you done to me?” 
 
    “All your dreams, honey.” 
 
    “But you…but this…” he held his cage and shook it slightly. “My mouth…you painted my lips, and you made them all big and…and puffy!” 
 
    “I know. Isn’t it wonderful? And that’s only the start. Wait until you take off your shirt.” 
 
    Jack moved as if in a dream. He unbuttoned his shirt and looked down. 
 
    He had tits. Nice sized ones. They had just felt puffy through the shirt, perceived by his addled senses, but now he could see…he had tits! 
 
    “What did you do?” He felt like crying. 
 
    He was embarrassed, humiliated, downright mortified. He touched one of his breasts with a finger and shivered. 
 
    In a way, he was disfigured. Except that he wasn’t. He was…’re-figured.’ What had been a male body was now not. It was…it was a female body! 
 
    “First, let me administer a little hair of the dog. Then I’ll explain everything. You just sit there and get used to your new body.” 
 
    Jack sat and looked at his tits. He got up the nerve and held one boob. He couldn’t believe it. He had a breast. Breasts. And his lips…he touched his lips with his other hand. 
 
    Shiela was in the kitchen. She made a cheap man’s Bloody Mary. V-8 juice and vodka. 
 
    Jack felt his limbs trembling, and he looked up at her. 
 
    In the morning, in the thin bathrobe, she was gorgeous. And…he was horny. They hadn’t done it for two weeks. Shiela had kept putting him off, telling him to save it for their vacation. So he had…and now he was locked up. 
 
    Why had she been teasing him for the last two weeks? Getting him all pumped up and then…this? 
 
    She sauntered back into the room. A big grin on her face. Her boobs swaying under the robe, rubbing her nipples against the material and making them stand up. He stared at the way they poked the material out. 
 
    She laughed. “Jack, you look like a sad, little boy that’s just lost his favorite toy.” 
 
    She handed him the Bloody Mary and he took a quick gulp, then made a face. 
 
    “I know. Vodka. You’d prefer bourbon, but one doesn’t make a Bloody Mary with bourbon. 
 
    He had his voice now, and he gasped, “What did you do to me.” 
 
    She sat on the coffee table again, again letting him see her pussy, and it was obvious she was doing this on purpose. She chuckled as he couldn’t make up his mind to look at her face or her vagina. 
 
    “You can let go of your cock, Jack.” 
 
    He was holding it, desperately, but he realized she was right. He let go and his dick, with the contraption on it, hung down between his legs. His penis was squirming and worming and trying to get larger. 
 
    “Now then, what have I done to you. What I have done is taken note of certain facts in our relationship. Item one: when you wear my panties you leave a big stretched out pouch in the front of them. It washes out, but over time my panties are a bit loose in the front.” 
 
    “I don’t wear your panties!” Jack protested, his face flushing as blood poured into it. 
 
    She held up a finger to silence him. “I have also noticed that the straps on my bra, though you try to return them to the proper length, are sometimes off.” 
 
    Jack had his mouth open, but she held her palm out to shush him. 
 
    “I didn’t…” he managed to squeeze out. 
 
    “I have also noted little spots on my shoes, particular on the high heels. Some drops of something that look suspiciously like sperm are showing up every once in a while.” 
 
    Jack looked like he was having a heart attack. He held his hands to his chest, unconsciously cupping and holding his tits. “I would never—“ 
 
    “Shut up, Jack,” Shiela said pleasantly. 
 
    His mouth was trembling, and the problem was that she was right. 
 
    But Jack was having a hard time admitting it. His natural secretiveness concerning his ‘hobby’ was stopping him. He was so embarrassed, and to admit something like what she was accusing him of…it was too much. 
 
    But Shiela wasn’t about to let him hide anymore. 
 
    “And, if all that isn’t enough, I looked at your computer history.” 
 
    Now Jack was silent. He wanted to talk, to protest, to dispute, but how can you deny the truth? 
 
    He began to gasp for air. 
 
    “I have seen the sites you frequent. I see the sites dedicated to Lesbians, shemales, and sissies.” 
 
    Jack couldn’t breath. He tried, but his chest had stopped. 
 
    “I don’t know how far you want to take this thing, Jack, but we’re going to find out.” 
 
    The world was becoming darker. He needed air, he needed… 
 
    “It’s a wife’s duty to stand by her man, to help him achieve his dreams. It’s up to me to…” 
 
    Her voice faded and Jack fell over. 
 
      
 
    “Easy, Jack. Drink this. And breath.” 
 
    Jack was laying partially on his side. Shiela was holding his head up and held a glass to his fat lips. He sipped, and coughed. Bourbon. 
 
    “That’s it, honey. Breath.” 
 
    Jack remembered waking up and what had been done to him. 
 
    Now he was’t panicked. Now he wasn’t even himself. This was all a dream. 
 
    “Sit up, honey. That’s a boy.” She helped him sit, and he leaned back against the back of the couch. 
 
    “What did you do?” he whispered. 
 
    “For starters, I put plenty of plumper on your lips. I put on my lipstick, then a thick coat of plumper. Every time I kissed you I got more plumper on your lips. And this is the good stuff. Your lips are beautiful.” 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    “Then I put lipstain on you. And, again, this is the good stuff. It’s going to last a month. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    She was sitting on his lap now, speaking softly and lovingly to him. 
 
    “Carly is in town. I asked her to give you a set of vacation boobs.” 
 
    Jack took deep breathes. Carly. She was a doctor, and she didn’t like him. She must have been pleased as punch to give him big tits. That would certainly put him in his place. 
 
    “Finally, I put the chastity tube on you.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “I told you why, Jack. As your wife it’s my duty to help you achieve your dreams. Fortunately for you, I like the idea of you being a woman. It actually turns me on, gets me all wet. You in lingerie with big boobs. You in a dress with long hair. God, it makes me shiver.” 
 
    She gave a shiver of her shoulders, which caused her ample breasts to jiggle, and Jack tried not to look down. And failed. 
 
    Shiela laughed. “See? You are horny, and you are going to be very easy to transform over the next month.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to be a woman!” 
 
    “On the surface you probably believe that, but under the surface, watching the type of porn you watch and wearing women’s clothes…that’s where you do want to be a woman. Or, at least look like a woman. That’s the problem here, Jack. How far do you want to go?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Are simply a crossdresser? Or do you want to go a little further, have boobs, live a more open life? Or perhaps you want to be neutered.” 
 
    His face showed shock. “Like…you mean…cut it off?” 
 
    Continuing her remarks matter of factly, Shiela watched him closely. “We could give you an injection that would make you limp. Or we could give you a penectomy, just your dick, or perhaps just remove your testicles.” 
 
    Jack felt faint. 
 
    Shiela reached forward and lifted the bottom of his glass. It tilted up to his large lips and he took a sip. 
 
    “If we remove your penis your testicles will keep churning out the testosterone, and you will get hornier and hornier. The downside is that you won’t have any way to relieve that load of pure sexiness. Of course, some people say that life in the excitation phase of erections is like heaven itself. 
 
    If we remove your nuts you will appear more and more feminine. And, here’s the blessing of that situation, you can still get erections, and even have orgasms. Of course your dick might be a little softer, and it might be more difficult, and the orgasms might be less intense, but that’s just another level of horniness, right?” 
 
    Jack gulped, then gulped more booze. He couldn’t believe this. 
 
    “Then we could remove everything. You could live as a eunuch, or perhaps you would like to go full hog hormone, make a full transition. That would be fun, I’d love to see that, and I had Carly give you an initial injection of hormones. Just so you could experience a bit of that procedure.” 
 
    “You had her…” 
 
    Shiela nodded. “It’s very potent, a week from now your boobs will be even bigger, and your skin and hair will be softer, and your muscles will lose a little bit, but, like your boobs and your lips, it will only last a month. Then we’ll have to make a decision.” 
 
    “To…to be a woman?” 
 
    “Isn’t that what I just said?” she smiled, understanding how befuddled he was. “Now, let’s have some breakfast, and you need to get over your shock. After all, we have a lot to discuss.” 
 
      
 
    They sat at the counter between the living room and the kitchen. Shiela had prepared sausages and pancakes. Shiela was eating like it was her last meal. 
 
    Jack was eating like he hadn’t figured out what food was. He kept looking down at his chest, at his groin. He hadn’t really said anything for a half hour. 
 
    Shiela just smiled. 
 
    Knock knock! 
 
    Jack looked up in panic. 
 
    “Not to worry, honey. It’s only Carly. You want to go let her in?” 
 
    Jack was frozen. He would have run, but there was no place to run to. 
 
    “It’s open!” Shiela yelled, seeing that Jack was incapacitated. 
 
    The door open and Doctor Carly Smithson entered the room. 
 
    Jack didn’t turn, didn’t look. 
 
    “Hi, girls. I brought some chocolate muffins. 
 
    She came to the counter and placed a pink box on it.  
 
    She was a beautiful woman. Tits as big as Shiela’s, and a thin waist and a face that was almost sweet. Almost, because she had a couple of hard lines to her jaw and a piercing look in her eyes. 
 
    Shiela hugged her friend, but Carly didn’t let go. She looked at Jack, then at Shiela, then she planted a massive kiss on Shiela’s lips. 
 
    Jack’s eyes grew larger. 
 
    The woman turned to Jack, and Carly kept her arm around Shiela’s waist in a protective manner. 
 
    “I see you haven’t told him about us.” 
 
    “We just woke up a while ago. He’s barely able to keep up with his transition.” 
 
    Carly nodded. “Well, Jack, I love Shiela. Shiela, unfortunately, likes me, but doesn’t love me. Maybe we can change that during your vacation.” 
 
    “Get out,” Jack whispered. 
 
    The girls just laughed at him, and Shiela served up a plate of pancakes and sausages. Carly poured syrup over them and started forking, and Shiela explained the facts of life to Jack. 
 
    “Jack, until you have come to some sort of conclusion concerning your new life, things are going to be different. Tonight Carly will be sleeping with me, upstairs, in the big bed. You’ll be down here on the couch.” 
 
    “What?” It seemed like he was uttering that word more and more. 
 
    “Jack, you’ve got one month to embrace the new you.  We’ll help you. We’ll teach you as much as we can. You’ll wear lingerie and make up and all the fun things, and we’ll go to town and take hikes, and…you’ll figure out how you want to be perceived the rest of your life.” 
 
    “And if I don’t? If I just stay inside the cabin and don’t do anything?” 
 
    “Then our life together is over. You understand, Jack, that I can’t live with a man who is practicing self deception?” 
 
    “I’m not practicing self-deception!” 
 
    Carly snickered. 
 
    “Do you deny that you have worn my underwear? My dresses and shoes?” 
 
    Jack said nothing. With what had happened he saw no more use in denying her words. 
 
    “And do you deny that underneath that action you don’t have fantasies?” 
 
    “I don’t have fantasies!” Which was a ridiculous thing to say, and he realized it even as he said it. 
 
    The women smiled.  
 
    “Jack. You have fantasies, and this whole month we’re going to explore them and see how far they go. Unless you know right now. Do you want to live as a woman? Would you like to remove your sexual apparatus? To some extent or wholly?” 
 
    Jack, once again, said nothing. He was shocked, he was stunned, and he was emasculated. But, underneath it all, there was a thread of truth in what Shiela was saying. 
 
    For years, ever since puberty, he had indulged in sexual escapism by donning women’s apparel. He had pranced, watched himself in mirrors, and even taken short walks in the dark of night. 
 
    But…but those were just…and he admitted it…fantasies. No way to hide it any more. 
 
    No way to hide when he had tits, and his body was going to transform. No way to hide when his lips were large and red and sexy. 
 
    And especially no way to hide from the fact of the chastity tube attached to him…and from the pulsings and throbbings of a dick that kept trying to get stiff. 
 
    “Jack,” said Carly, actually kindly, “You’re stuck. So stop fighting and go with it. Take a chance. Take a walk on the wild side. I know we haven’t always seen eye to eye, but I’m here for you. Well, I’m actually here for Shiela, but…that means Im here for you, too.” 
 
    Jack pivoted his head back and forth between the women. It felt like things were breaking in his head. He felt like he was shattering. Suddenly he began to cry. The tears just burst out of him. 
 
    Quickly, the girls rounded the counter and hugged him. One on each side they put their arms around him and tried to calm him down. 
 
    “It’s okay, Jack.” 
 
    “You’re experiencing a touch of the hormones I injected you with.” 
 
    “There, there, Jack.” 
 
    And Jack kept sobbing.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    One moment he was a man. A swinging dick with a swagger and a boner that wouldn’t quit. 
 
    The next moment, almost literally, he was a woman. With breasts, and a male sexual apparatus that couldn’t be used. And big, sexy, red lips. 
 
    At first he couldn’t look in the mirror, then he couldn’t not look in the mirror. 
 
    And, at first he was almost afraid to touch his breasts, then he began fondling them, feeling them, experiencing new sensations. 
 
    And, at first he was in shock by his chastity tube. But now he was coming to accept it. 
 
    How could he not accept what had been done to him? There was no way to avoid the feeling of plastic, of puffy lips, and tits that, the more he looked at them the bigger they felt. 
 
    After breakfast, which he barely nibbled on, the girls opened up one of the suitcases. It was filled with clothes, and a make up kit was tucked into the garments. 
 
    Carly took the make up kit out and placed it on the table and the girls pulled out clothes and discussed which ones Jack should wear. 
 
    “Can he handle a half bra?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    The girls looked at Jack and giggled. 
 
    “How about a corset?” 
 
    “We better go with a tummy shaper. Let him get used to it.” 
 
    “Ooh, nylons!” 
 
    “You got the right size heels.” 
 
    Jack was in a stupor. He was being bullied, but the spine seemed to have gone right out of him. 
 
    “Okay, here we go, Jack.” 
 
    They pulled a tummy shaper onto his legs. They pulled the garment up. It snugged up tight and they tugged, and it went up over his hips. It had a snap at the bottom, presumably for peeing, and Carly unsnapped it and pushed his chastity tube back between his legs. She then resnapped the snap and tugged on the garment. 
 
    Jack oofed as the thick material snugged up against his balls and held his package back between his legs. when he stood up he had to bend over very slightly, his balls were pushed that far back. 
 
    “I can’t wait for your boobs to get big,” Carly sighed as she adjusted the bra on him. He looked down and saw his flesh bulging over the edge of the bra, his nipples plain to see. 
 
    And his nipples were rock hard. 
 
    “No boner bump for you, lover,” giggled Shiela. 
 
    “We’re going to have to do his toenails before we put on his nylons.” 
 
    “I don’t want my toenails done.” 
 
    “Shush, Jack. No real woman would ever be caught without her nails properly done. 
 
    They did his toenails first, and when he bent over to see them he was shocked when his boobs fell out of his bra and hung down. He quickly sat up and held them in place, as if afraid they would fall off his chest. 
 
    “Better tuck them in, Jack, or the boys will think you’re easy.” 
 
    Boys? the thought of boys, of having boys look at him, as a woman, was terrifying. 
 
    He quickly pressed his boobs back into the half bra and sat very silently. 
 
    On his fingers they put long stiletto nails. They painted them bright red, blood red, and they giggled at the look on his face when he saw them. 
 
    His nails now bloody claws, they put a dress on him. It was tight, but not too tight. Jack had to lose a few pounds before they put him in the real tight stuff. Then nylons and high heels, and Jack almost fell on his face the first time he took a step. 
 
    It was now noon, and Jack was dazed. He hadn’t had a drink since this morning, and he badly needed one. 
 
    “Sure, Jack. We’ll fix you a salad for lunch, then you can drink. That should take all the chub off you.” 
 
    Jack wanted to object, to point out that he wasn’t that fat. But the problem was that he was male slender, but not female slender. He was going to have to lose a few inches to be a real woman. 
 
    They ate, and Jack got used to eating with his big, fat lips. The girls chatted, and suddenly Carly asked, “How’s the dick, Jack?” 
 
    He was actually a bit afraid to talk. He had been so badly emasculated he didn’t want to say a word. 
 
    And the weird thing was that his cock was going absolutely crazy down there. It actually hurt from pressing and getting nowhere. 
 
    The girls watched him for a second, shrugged, and went on with their meal. 
 
    Jack ate a few leaves of lettuce, then gave up. He touched his mouth with a napkin, was embarrassed by that, then pushed back. 
 
    “Don’t forget your drink, Jack.” 
 
    He picked up his Coke and bourbon. He didn’t want to forget that, he needed that to forget. He went out to the porch and sat on a couch and stared out at the world. 
 
    He was being made into a woman. They talked about choice, but he didn’t feel like he had any. He felt like he had been kidnapped into an alternate reality. 
 
    After a few minutes Shiela came out and sat next to him. For a long moment she didn’t say anything, just leaned her head against him. He sat, frozen, a lump of man afraid to move. 
 
    Shiela reached into his groin and held his chastity cage. “You have no idea how hot this makes me. It’s a truth that men have too much power, and women not enough. Well, now it looks like I have an option.” 
 
    “Yeah. Changing me into a woman,” said Jack bitterly. 
 
    “No. You don’t have to. You can go through this month, the boobs will be absorbed by the body, chastity comes off, you can go back to being a man. But is that what you really want?” 
 
    Jack thought about it. It was a hard thought, and he could come to no conclusion. He was too close to the problem. He was going to need to relax before he could adjust. 
 
    Shiela climbed onto him, pushed him back, perched over him, her face six inches from his. 
 
    “I love your lips, Jack,” she said. Then she bent her head and kissed him gently, slowly, and hungrily. 
 
    Jack was near to crying again, and the only way he could stop himself was to give in to her kiss. He pressed back, feeling the different sensations, the expanded feeling, in his empowered lips. 
 
    Shiela pulled up, “I can’t tell you how hungry that makes me.” 
 
    “You could take off the chastity,” whispered Jack. He was so darned horny. 
 
    Of course, how could he not be horny? His dick held in a plastic grip, Shiela’s hands feeling his tits. Her delicious mouth chewing on his. 
 
    Shiela smiled. “Not for a month. You’ve got to feel what it’s like not having a dick.” 
 
    “Not having a dick while my dick goes wild.” 
 
    “We thought about just giving you a shot, chemically castrating you for a month, but I thought the tube was a better idea. What about it, Jack? Would you like to be horny but have no function in your dick? 
 
    Jack didn’t think he would. But it didn’t seem like he had much in the way of druthers. 
 
    “Come on, kids, let’s finish Jack up.” Carly stuck her head out the door. 
 
    “In a minute. Jack’s got me all hot and bothered.” 
 
    Carly came out and watched as Shiela went to work on Jack. She observed as Shiela sucked on his tits and squeezed his package with both hands. 
 
    “How are his lips?” 
 
    “They are a fucking dream. You should kiss him.” 
 
    Jack’s eyes opened. 
 
    Carly knelt by the side of the couch and looked down at Jack.  
 
    Jack’s eyes were wide with lust. He was sexed up. He couldn't say no. 
 
    Carly licked her lips and bent her head down to within an inch. She watched Jack’s wide eyes. Shiela moved back a little, but kept rubbing his nipples. 
 
    Carly kissed him, and Jack found it incredible. His dick hurt so much he groaned, and Carly smiled in the kiss. She spoke with her mouth mashed to his. “I like it.” It was like she was speaking right into his flesh, into his body. 
 
    Then she stood up, took a big breath. “I’m going to try that again. But right now we have to get going.” 
 
    They took Jack in and went to work on his face, and his hair. 
 
    His face was pretty straight forward. Put on the make up, the eye shadow, a bit of gloss to make his lips pop. 
 
    His hair was another story. Shiela wove strands of hair into his, extensions, and slowly Jack gained hair down to his shoulders. 
 
    “I hope you appreciate this, Jack. This is good hair. Really matches yours. 
 
    Jack managed to say, “Oh.” 
 
    For a couple of hours Shiela wove the extensions onto him. Carly finished with his make up and pierced his ears. She put in earrings with three strands and little diamonds on the bottom. 
 
    “I thought about putting a bone in your nose, Jack.” 
 
    Both girls snickered. 
 
    Finally, he was done. 
 
    He stood up and walked, helped by one of the girls or the other, and looked at himself in the reflections in the glass windows. 
 
    There was no mistaking him for a man. Not a chance. 
 
    The make up had shadowed his face, effectively redistributing a bit of fat by illusion. His waist was thick for a woman, but that was offset by the way the bra pushed his tits up and out. 
 
    His hair was totally feminine, long and curly and looking natural. 
 
    And inside his chastity tube his dick was making itself felt. It was trying to get hard, and Jack felt extra horny. But there was no way to escape that plastic grip. 
 
    Jack was hungry, he had only nibbled at breakfast, and nibbled at a salad for lunch. His meal, however, when he told the girls, was a drink. 
 
    “Get used to it, Jack,” advised Carly. “You’ve got to watch your girlish figure.” 
 
    “At least for a month,” added Shiela, and it was plain what she was thinking. It was in her eyes, if not in her nuances. What are you going to do , Jack? Are you going to be a man or a woman? 
 
    The girls walked out to the car, then turned and looked back at Jack. “Come on, Jack. Let’s go.” 
 
    Jack shook his head. He didn’t know where they were going, but he wanted to stay home. 
 
    Shiela and Carly looked at each other and shrugged. “Well, I guess it’s the hard way,” said Carly. 
 
    Jack frowned. His dick throbbed. The hard way? 
 
    The girls came up on the porch and linked arms with him. They walked him back into the house. 
 
    “If that’s the way it’s got to be, Jack,” Shiela said. 
 
    They walked into the kitchen, and suddenly they pushed him over the counter. Carly put her weight on him and Shiela snapped something on his wrist. 
 
    “Hey! Wait!” 
 
    The girls wrestled his other arm up behind him, and suddenly he was in handcuffs. 
 
    “What is this?” 
 
    Shiela laughed. “You’re cute when you try to get mad. It looks so silly when you’re a girl.” 
 
    Jack struggled for a moment, but he was caught. The girls took him back out to the porch. 
 
    “I don’t want to go to town!” He tried to struggle but being in hand cuffs and high heels he was off balance and unable to resist. 
 
    “We’re not going to town, Jack,” said Carly, as they walked him down the steps. 
 
    Jack had to go along. Every step felt like he was going to fall on his face. They were walking him towards the barn. 
 
    “We had the barn outfitted before we came up here.” 
 
    “What do you mean ‘outfitted?’” 
 
    “One thing recalcitrant boys need, Jack, is a spanking.” 
 
    “What?” He arched his plucked eyebrows in surprise. 
 
    “That’s right. There are actually two things that are going to happen this afternoon. First, you are going to get a spanking for being a stubborn boy. Second…well, you’ll find out.” 
 
    Carly opened the big front door and they marched into the barn. 
 
    It was large inside, and one whole wall of the barn was stacked with bales of hay. When the snow flew and the wolves howled the cows were going to have to be watched and fed. 
 
    On the other side of the barn, however, were stalls, for the horses. At the end of the row of stalls the top plank was missing, and the middle plank had been turned sideways. It was flat, and the girls pushed Jack onto it. He fell forward and his ass stuck up. Carly held his legs down so he wouldn't fall over and Shiela tied leather straps to his feet, then fastened the other end of the straps to two rings screwed into two posts. His legs were now held apart. 
 
    He tried to push up from the front, but the girls pushed him back, and Carly tied a leather strip from the chain between his hand cuffs to an eyebolt in the far wall. Jack was effectively spreadeagled, his ass in the air, and his tits hanging down. 
 
    “Okay, Jack. Like I said, stubborn boys have to be punished. Carly and I are going to take turns and whale on your hide.” 
 
    “You can’t do this!” he screamed. 
 
    There wasn’t anybody but the girls within haling distance, however. 
 
    The Carly reached over and pulled his dress up. It rode over his butt and hung down to the back of his neck. His tummy shaper was fastened and the girls frowned. 
 
    “How do you spank through a tummy shaper?” asked Shiela. 
 
    “I guess we’ll just have to hit harder.” 
 
    Jack was pleading, begging, demanding, shifting through various emotions as he tried to talk Shiela and Carly out of their proposed punishment. 
 
    “Don’t want to hurt him.” 
 
    “No, but I think this will work in our favor. We can spank him harder, and the tummy shaper will protect him.” 
 
    “I think you’re right. You want to go first?” 
 
    “I’m dying to.” 
 
    “No! No!” Jack begged. “This isn’t right! This is cruel and unusual punishment.” 
 
    “But, Jack, it’s not punishment. It’s a correction. It’s for your own good. How will you ever be a good girl if you don’t first become a good boy?” 
 
    “But I don’t want—“ 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    Carly had selected a length of plow line. It had just the right amount of weight, and she could adjust her grip as needed. 
 
    “OW!” Jack yelled. 
 
    But they knew it hadn’t hurt that much. 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    “No…no…no…!” Jack begged. 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    Carly took her time. She wasn’t mean and vicious, she was just determined to give Jack the exact kind of whipping that he needed. 
 
    Shiela sat down in the stall and watched Jack. She watched as he arched from the impact. She watched as he looked at her and cried. She did not, however, tell Carly to stop. 
 
    “Please, honey, please…” 
 
    “You’ve been bad, Jack. It’s high time you learned your lesson.” 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    Finally, Carly eased up. She handed the leather strap to Shiela and unbuttoned his tummy shaper. 
 
    “Perfect!” 
 
    Shiela came over and examined his butt. There were no distinct stripes, only a healthy red glow. He wouldn’t be able to sit comfortably for a few days, but he wasn’t damaged, not at all. 
 
    “Wow,” said Carly. “It looks like it’s hot.” 
 
    She felt his butt and Jack twitched.  
 
    She grinned and said, “Jack, you’ve been making much ado about nothing.” 
 
    Shiela felt his ass. He yelped and shivered, and she said, “God, I almost envy him. This is so incredibly sexy.” 
 
    “You can always change places,” offered Carly. 
 
    Shiela grinned. “Maybe some day.” 
 
    They both laughed. 
 
    “Can you let me up?” Jack sobbed. 
 
    “Oh, Lord, no!” Shiela blurted. “I haven’t had my turn. 
 
    Carly pushed his package back into place and buttoned the snap at the bottom of the tummy shaper. “Are you going to use the leather strap?” 
 
    “Naw. I want this to be special, so it’s not a matter of how much, it’s a matter of how.” 
 
    Carly tilted her head slightly in puzzlement. 
 
    Shiela went to a stall and picked up a pair of leather gloves. 
 
    Carly smiled. 
 
    “Okay, Jack, let’s get personal.” 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    But it was a different ‘wisss.’ Instead of a thin belt it was a flat hand, and the sound it made was slightly muffled. More of a WISSS…PLAT! 
 
    WISSS…PLAT! 
 
    But whether smack or plat Jack’s ass was already sore. 
 
    “OW! OW! STOP!” 
 
    But Shiela just chuckled happily. She was suddenly imbued with a sense of authority, of power, and she felt strong and in charge. 
 
    WISSS…PLAT! 
 
    WISSS…PLAT! 
 
    Jack sobbed, but he was also aware of something else. His dick, which had been struggling all along, suddenly woke up and really struggled. He could feel it pushing out against his cage, and Carly blurted. “Good Lord! Look at his cock!” 
 
    His cock was pushing the cage out. His skin was stretching and his dick had actually managed to get hard! 
 
    Carly felt his balls. The skin was tight and the balls were hot to the touch. 
 
    “Wow! He really likes this!” 
 
    WISSS…PLAT! 
 
    “He sure does.” 
 
    Jack was caught now. On one hand, he hated it. On the other hand, he couldn’t deny that this whole scene was making him ten times hornier than he had ever been in his life. 
 
    WISSS…PLAT! 
 
    Jack began struggle in a different way. With each slap of the glove he  humped the board. He pushed his cage stretching cock under the board. He began groaning and moaning. 
 
    Carly touched Shiela’s arm and they stared at him while she spanked him. 
 
    WISSS…PLAT! 
 
    WISSS…PLAT! 
 
    “Oh, fuck…oh, fuck…” 
 
    WISSS…PLAT! 
 
    Jack’s cock began to leak semen. It collected in the cage then dripped through the slit. 
 
    Shiela stopped spanking him, and watched. 
 
    The dripping stopped immediately. He still had a load in his balls, but he had actually cum from being spanked. 
 
    Jack had a lot more kink in him than they had suspected! 
 
    “All this, and he cums from being punished,” Carly whispered. she was in awe. 
 
    “I was going to peg him,” said Shiela. 
 
    “Go ahead.” 
 
    “But he already came.” 
 
    “There’s plenty more in there. And it’s pretty obvious that this is what Jack needs.” 
 
    Shiela nodded. Yes, it was true. 
 
    “Okay. Let me get my strap on.” 
 
    Shiela ran back to the house and rummaged through a suitcase. 
 
    Carly sat down next to Jack and brushed his hair gently. 
 
    Jack was breathing in gulps, heaving like a winded horse. 
 
    “Jack,” whispered Carly. “You amaze me.” 
 
    She leaned forward and kissed the side of his face. 
 
    He turned his face towards her, and she took his lips. 
 
    He was breathing hard, not kissing back, but that didn’t matter to Carly. She just held to his face and made out with him. 
 
    Shiela came back, saw what they were doing and grinned. “Are you falling in love, girlfriend?” she asked. 
 
    “Oh, God, Yes. This is the hottest thing since…since I don’t know.” 
 
    “Well, if you think that is hot…” she had a big dildo jutting out from her groin. She stuck her finger in a jar of lube and took it out. She pushed the lube into Jack’s asshole. 
 
    Jack truly didn’t know what was happening. He just knew that something felt golden, and he wanted more of it. He pushed his ass back towards Shiela and she began to rim him. She slowly crooked her finger and massaged the lube into his crevice. 
 
    Jack was gone. The spanking had sent him into a subspace from which there was no return. Pain had become pleasure, his ass felt like it was being kissed by the Gods. His tits were twin sparklers of lust. His cock…did he have a cock? Or was he nothing but a huge penis? 
 
    Shiela pushed more fingers into him, and he greedily humped. His hips were going back and forth and his mind was in happy land. 
 
    Carly and Shiela kept looking at each other. They were amazed. Spanking was supposed to bring bad boys into line. But Jack had gone further. With the fingers up his ass he was actually submitting. He was becoming something else. 
 
    He wasn’t just a crossdresser, or even a sissy. He was a sissy slut! What had looked like a difficult job of transitioning was suddenly becoming an easy conversion job. They had started it, but he was taking over. He was giving up, giving in, submitting…he wanted to be fucked like a woman! 
 
    Shiela moved up behind him and pushed the head of her dick into his ass. 
 
    Jack made a groaning noise and arched and pushed his butt up. 
 
    Shiela pushed in further. 
 
    Jack was grunting, groaning, and it sounded like he was speaking in tongues. Just garbled syllables of guttural nonsense. 
 
    She began to ride him, and he was humping back so hard she actually had to grab his hips and hold on. 
 
    Carly stopped kissing him and backed away. She stared in astonishment as Jack went crazy. 
 
    She touched Shiela’s arm and whispered. “I’m going to get my dildo.” 
 
    Shiela nodded. She was almost scared at how violent Jack was in his fucking. 
 
    Carly ran out of the barn and headed for her car. She had her suitcase in the trunk, and she ripped it open and pulled out a strap on with an even bigger dick on it. She strapped it on and ran back across the yard. The dick waggled and actually threw her off balance. 
 
    She got back into the barn just in time. Shiela looked at her and started backing out. 
 
    Carly took her place. She slapped some lube on the dildo and began inserting. 
 
    Jack came alive again. He had calmed down when Shiela had backed out of him, but now he started to buck and fuck even harder. 
 
    Carly held on, and she pushed her dildo to the base. She had her plastic balls hard against Jack, and she kept worming and wiggling, and to Jack it felt like somebody was scouring his butthole out. He could feel her big dick going this way and that, and it felt like she was writing something in him. 
 
    For long minutes Carly screwed him, and Jack was an unstoppable machine. 
 
    He had. lived a life of fantasy, and had never known how far this fantasy went. Now he knew. It went all the way. 
 
    He wanted his cock, it felt good for it to leak out his semen. He loved the way his tits felt on his chest. He loved the way the nipples felt, especially when the women fucked him. 
 
    His hips went up and down. He squeezed his buns and tried to hold the cock inside his lubed up asshole. It just made the shaft spurt out…and come back in easier when he relaxed. 
 
    His dick started leaking the rest of his semen. A long string of silver fluid. Little chunks along the string. And he felt so warm and glowing inside. It was ten times better than a male orgasm. And probably better than a female orgasm. It was a total orgasm. It felt like his whole body was nothing but a slowly exploding sun. 
 
    He came and came, until there was nothing left. And he would have kept fucking, except that now Carly had had enough. 
 
    Slowly, tired, she pulled out of him. 
 
    Empty, feeling a space that he wanted filled, Jack sagged down on the plank. 
 
    Shiela undid the leather. straps on his ankles, then the leather strap to his handcuffs. Then she put the key to the cuffs in his hand. “Come up to the house when you’re ready, Jack.” 
 
    The two girls left him hanging on the board, tired and happy and spent, and totally changed in his viewpoint of life and himself. 
 
      
 
    Jack lay on the board in the barn for almost two hours. He lay, and sometimes he didn’t think at all. And sometimes whole sections of his life clunked and shifted. 
 
    What was he? 
 
    A crossdresser, and that was for sure. 
 
    And he was submissive. He never would have guessed that before he went through the spanking. But when Shiela picked up the glove and whaled on his already sore fanny…he knew. 
 
    And, he wasn’t a sissy. A sissy usually wears clothes and has effeminate mannerisms. He didn’t have effeminate mannerisms. 
 
    Was he a shemale? 
 
    Maybe. That would have to wait a while. When his breasts went away he would find out. He would either want breasts again, or he wouldn’t, and that would define his ‘shemale-ism.’ 
 
    Was he a trans? Probably, but, again, there was a certain amount of ‘wait and see.’ 
 
    Was he a heterosexual male? Well, he was, he loved women. He didn’t want to be fucked by a man. There was a little niggle of doubt in the back of his mind over this, but he was pretty sure all he wanted was women. 
 
    And he didn’t want to fuck them. Truthfully, he didn’t even care if he had a dick now. All he wanted was that moment of penetration. He wanted to be forced to give in. Let them fuck him. Whatever he did with his dick, he wanted to be fucked. 
 
    Now came the important question: did he want his wife? 
 
    He did…but he was conflicted. He wanted Carly, too. Yes, his wife had opened him up, but Carly…she was like an unanswered question. 
 
    Well, let that one wait for the future. 
 
    Two hours later he pulled himself off the board, fell on the floor of the barn, and groaned. 
 
    His ass was sore. Both the broad flesh of the fanny, and the tight ring of the anus. Not that sore, though, and he stood up. 
 
    He was still wearing lingerie and dress and high heels. 
 
    His make up needed a bit of repair, however. When he had cried the mascara had run a bit.  
 
    He pushed open the barn door and stumbled across the yard. He mounted the steps and stopped on the porch. He heard the girls talking inside, and he pushed open the door and entered. 
 
    The girls went silent as he walked across the room. They were at the counter and he sat down next to them. He didn’t look at them, just sat and stared at the floor. 
 
    The girls waited, and when they thought he was never going to talk again he suddenly looked up at them. 
 
    “Wow,” he said. “Wow.” 
 
    And the girls started to giggle. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    Jeff was helped out of the car by the matrons. He was wearing prison orange and his hands were cuffed. He stood for a moment, swaying ever so slightly, and looking around. 
 
    He was in the country. Through the gate he could see a long drive winding through a grove of oak trees. The wall to the sides of the gate stretched into the distance. 
 
    The two women, both beefy and strong and big breasted, took his arms and walked him to the gate. One of them pressed a button and a voice came out of a speaker.  
 
    “Who is it?” 
 
    “We’re delivering Jeff Brunson, ma’am.” 
 
    A second later a buzzer sounded and the iron gate swung back.  
 
    “Who am I?” asked Jeff. He had figured out that his name was Jeff because the guards had named him. But…who was he? Who was Jeff Brunson? 
 
    “Let’s go,” said the guard on the right. 
 
    Jeff went with them. He had to. He was a slender man. He had a narrow face with a round chin and dark, brown eyes. His hair was lank and long. 
 
    “But who am I?” 
 
    “You’re Jeff Brunson,” responded the woman on the left.  
 
    They followed the drive around the trees. 
 
    Jeff looked behind him. Through the gate the prison car sat in the road. 
 
    “Why don’t we take the car?” 
 
    The guard on the right snickered. “Can you believe this guy? After what he did he wants a free ride.” 
 
    The guard on the left merely said, “Lady Ishtar doesn’t like vehicles on her property.” 
 
    The drive circled back and forth, It wended through grounds that were more like a fancy meadow than a property. In the distance they could see fountains and hedges, and one place looked like a massive maze. 
 
    “But I don’t understand! Why am I here? Who am I? I don’t remember being here before…I don’t remember being anywhere before.” 
 
    “Sorry, Jeff,” said the guard on the left. “It’s a need to know basis, and you don’t need to know.” 
 
    “I don’t understand why you coddle these guys.” 
 
    “I don’t understand why you want to bully them. I mean, what’s the point? He doesn’t know why you’re treating him this way.” 
 
    “Then why whip him?” 
 
    “Wouldn’t make much sense to whip him before, he’d just forget it. This way he’ll remember.” 
 
    The guard on the right snorted in disdain. “He’ll remember eventually, anyway.” 
 
    “Maybe.” 
 
    Jeff wondered what he was supposed to remember. 
 
    They left the trees and a hundred yards ahead was a large mansion. It had three stories, columns, gables, and was in primo condition. 
 
    Jeff stumbled over a stone and was jerked erect by the guard on the right, and kept from falling by the guard on the left. 
 
    “Come on,” grunted the mean guard. 
 
    Jeff stared at the house as they approached it. It had large bushes in front of it. The windows were sparkly clean. The grounds were immaculately raked. 
 
    They crossed a circle driveway and ascended to the porch. There was a small table and chairs to the right. To the left was a pillory. The pillory looked more like decoration. 
 
    The good guard raised her hand to knock and the door opened. 
 
    The lady was about forty and quite beautiful. She had long reddish-auburn hair. Her mouth was a perfect M shape and sexy red. Her eyes were brown, but sad. Her body was a spectacular set of curves. She was wearing a burgundy, satin robe with a cami. High heels made her five foot ten, which put her an inch above Jeff. 
 
    Jeff felt something in his groin, but…but…what was he supposed to feel? He didn’t get a boner, but he got a sensation that should have translated into a boner. What was wrong with him? 
 
    “Bring him through to the back yard.” 
 
    The guards led him through the large double doors and across a large front room. The furniture was sumptuous and the artwork on the walls could have been painted by old masters. 
 
    Jeff almost tripped on the thick carpet, but kept going. 
 
    Into a smaller back room, a more private room with a couple of couches at one end and a billiard table at the other end. The back wall was several sets of windows, and he could see a vast lawn, then a thick forest. 
 
    “Out here,” the woman said. 
 
    They led Jeff down some steps and to the left. Behind a garage was a bare patch of earth. Here was another pillory. This one looked worn. The paint was rubbed off around the hand holes and neck hole. The lock was large and very businesslike.  
 
    “Okay, Jeff, put your hands through the holes.” 
 
    “Wait!” he said, suddenly becoming alarmed at the sight of the stocks.  
 
    The guards didn’t play around. They were stronger than him, and they slapped his hands and neck down and lowered the top bar. 
 
    Click. The padlock was closed. 
 
    “What is this? What are you doing?” Jeff’s voice was shrill. 
 
    “You want to do it?” asked the mean guard. 
 
    “I’d better. I don’t want you getting carried away.” 
 
    “I’ll be in the house,” the beautiful woman said, and she turned back and went to the rear stairs. 
 
    Jeff was restive. He struggled, knew he would never get out, and started complaining. 
 
    “What is going on? You won’t tell me who I am/, and now you’ve put me in this thing, and …what are you doing?” 
 
    The good guard unbuttoned her blue tunic and handed it to the mean guard. She was wearing a Sam Browne Bra, and she uncoiled a whip. 
 
    “Wait! Wait! Why are you doing this?” 
 
    “Jeffrey Brunson, in accordance with your sentencing of October 10th I am administering the punishment in the manner in which it was prescribed.” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    Sam screamed. The whip cut through his orange jumpsuit and his back streaked with red. 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    The whip sliced through the air and skin. The sound of the whipping reached the far trees and echoed slightly. 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    Sam screamed and cried and struggled. 
 
    The good guard did not take it easy on him. This was no slap and tickle whipping such as a dominatrix might give, this was the real thing. It was designed to cow the most rebellious slave.               
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    On and on it went. Blood caked the back of the jump suit. It splattered over the stocks and into Jeff’s hair. He was sobbing and struggling, and, finally, he passed out. 
 
    “Okay. He’s out.” 
 
    The good guard coiled the whip, using a bit of Jeff’s tattered jumpsuit to wipe off the blood and bits of skin. “I hate doing that.” 
 
    “It’s a good work out though, yes?” 
 
    The good guard sighed and nodded. 
 
    “Okay. One thing left to do, then we can leave.” 
 
    They quickly and efficiently rubbed salt onto Jeff’s back. When he came to the pain would be magnified. 
 
    Cruel? 
 
    Not if one knew what Jeff had done. 
 
    The lady of the house appeared as the good cop buttoned up her tunic. 
 
    “All done?” She looked at Jeff hanging limp in the stocks. 
 
    “All done. Here’s his remote.” The bad guard handed the lady a remote with a red button on it. “If he starts to remember just give him a shock. Then call and we’ll recalibrate his medicine.” 
 
    “Very well.” 
 
    The two guards walked back through the house and back up the front drive. 
 
    The lady sat on a bench to one side of the pillory and watched Jeff. She sighed heavily. It would be some time before he came to. 
 
    She stood up and walked to him. 
 
    He was out, hanging limp in the wooden pillory. 
 
    The woman stood for a long moment, then walked behind him. His legs were bent, but slightly spread. She took a step back and faced him. His back was bleeding. His butt was striped and the red had caked. 
 
    She took a step forward and swung her foot up between his legs. 
 
    She hit him precisely in the balls with the instep of her foot. She felt the testicles smushing under the impact, but he didn’t feel it. She wondered if he would feel it when he woke up. 
 
    She thought about kicking him some more, but decided not to. She had thought it would feel good to abuse him. And there was a piece of her that liked it. 
 
    But there was a piece of her that didn’t like it. 
 
    He had been punished. Enough was enough. It was time to start rebuilding him into something that would benefit society. 
 
      
 
    Jeff became aware that he was hanging limply, supported by…oh, yes. Stocks. He was in a pillory. And he had been whipped, and his back…oh, God! His back! 
 
    He began to scream as he felt the salt that had been rubbed into his wounds.  He regained his footing and gave up screaming. It was beyond screaming. He just stood there and felt the pain multiply. 
 
    There was nothing he could do but suffer. 
 
    To the side Lady Ishtar watched. Her lips were pursed in thought, her eyes were contemplative. Yes, it was enjoyable, but…but there wasn’t a point to it. Pain for pain’s sake, and he didn’t even know why. 
 
    Should she tell him? 
 
    The authorities had said not to, that his punishment would be that much more effective if he didn’t know why he was being punished. 
 
    The sounds of his pain and despair waned slowly. An hour later he was just standing, feeling pain, but the major effects were done. 
 
    Lady Ishtar stood up and came around to the front of the stocks. She lifted his head by the hair and stared into his face. 
 
    “Please…please…let me go. Stop this.” 
 
    Lady Ishtar moved her head up and down. She could see it now. She could the value and effectiveness of this method. And if this worked, then phase two should work. 
 
    She inserted the key into the lock and opened it. She lifted the board and Jeff pushed up and out and collapsed on the ground. 
 
    He was sobbing at her feet, his every motion a new spike of pain. 
 
    Lady Ishtar walked to the bench she had been sitting on and picked up a small tube. She returned to Jeff, squirted a glop of the tube onto her hand and rubbed her hands together. 
 
    She knelt next to him and began rubbing her hands over his tortured flesh. 
 
    He screamed and flattened out on the ground, then the pain of her touch became a gentle caress as the medicine in the tube did its work. 
 
    He lay there, groaning, putting up with jolts of pain and then relief. 
 
    She smoothed the substance over his back, over his butt, then stood up. 
 
    He lay crying, but now crying in relief. 
 
    She looked at her hands in disgust. They were covered with a mix of  the slimy substance and his blood. She went to a garden hose and washed her hands. She was careful not to get anything on her clothes. 
 
    Jeff turned his head and watched her. The tears thick on his face, he asked, “Please, who am I? Why is this being done to me?” 
 
    Lady Ishtar regarded him cooly. “Come into the house. And take off those rags.” She walked to the rear entrance of the house and climbed the short steps. 
 
    Jeff looked down at his clothes. He didn’t even remember putting them on. He had awoken in the car on the way here with them on. Now they were cut to rags. 
 
    He moved slowly and managed to extricate himself from the shreds of threads. He wasn’t wearing underwear and he didn’t know what to do about that. Stumbling, he made his way to the back of the house and climbed the steps. Each step was a year of torment, but he reached the top of the stairs and entered the house. 
 
    Lady Ishtar was waiting for him. She said, “Clothes won’t do you any good until you heal. Follow me.” 
 
    She walked into the big room and he hurried to keep up with her. She moved quickly, briskly, and he had to force his body to move.  
 
    There were stairs at each side of the back of the room. They curved around the contours of the room and ended in a landing at the top of the stairs. In the middle of the landing was a large door which lead down a long hallway. 
 
    Jeff followed Lady Ishtar, and as he walked his strength return a bit. 
 
    At the end of the hall, at the very back of the house, she turned into a room. 
 
    “This is your room,” she said. 
 
    It was wonderful. A soft mattress on a poster bed. There was a walk in closet which was empty except for a couple of chemises on hangers. At the back of the closet was a dresser and she opened it. “Your underwear is in here. You uniform will consist of these items.” 
 
    She pointed at a poster above the dresser. There were pictures with labels: panties, bra, nylons, chemise, heels. 
 
    Five items. Girl items. No male pants or underwear.  
 
    “You needn’t worry about clothing for three days. By that time your backside will be healed up and you will be expected to be properly dressed at all times. You will be whipped if you are not properly clothed.” 
 
    His eyes widened. Whipped? Again? He shuddered. 
 
    She pointed to a small side table next to the bed. On it was a small red book. ‘The Ladies' Book of Etiquette: A Manual of Politeness from a Gentler Time,’ by Florence Hartley. “You will be expected to read a chapter every night. You will be tested, and if your performance is lacking you will be whipped.” 
 
    She watched him as he absorbed these instructions. Then, “Do you have any questions?” 
 
    His face was a study in misery. He started to shake his head, then stopped. He did have questions. 
 
    “Please…why are you doing this to me?” 
 
    “You did it to yourself. Anything else?” 
 
    Again, a slight pause as he made his mind work, then, “Who am I?” 
 
    Lady Ishtar sniffed, then turned to leave the room. 
 
    “Please tell me,” he begged. 
 
    She turned back to him. “You may rest until dinner. When the bell rings you are summoned.” And she was gone. 
 
    He stood in the middle of the room, not knowing what was happening, wondering what he had done to deserve this. 
 
    There was a double window at the end of the room, and he looked out the window. The forest was out there, over the manicured lawn. He sniffed, wiped his eyes, and wondered if he should risk running away into the forest. 
 
    The front lawn had been massive, and the back lawn was equally as massive, and the tree tops seemed to have no end. 
 
    Where would he run to? 
 
    These people, this lady, she knew who he was. He knew that. He knew that if he was to have answers then he better do what she said. 
 
    He walked to the bed and touched the mattress. It was soft. 
 
    He lay down, face down, knowing that his ripped flesh could not endure even the touch of a sheet. He closed his eyes and wondered: who am I? What is happening to me? Who am I? 
 
    He went to sleep. 
 
      
 
    He awoke with the memory of a soft bell dinging in his mind. How odd. It was like he hadn’t heard it with his ears, but directly with his mind. 
 
    She must have called him. 
 
    He slid off the bed, careful not to let his backside touch anything. The medicine she had put on him was working well. He had only a remembrance of pain, and that only if he touched his wounds. 
 
    He looked down at himself. He was filthy. But the strangest thing was his cock. It just hung there.               
 
    He didn’t remember who he was, but he did know that he always woke up with what was called a ‘woody.’ 
 
    But now he had no woody. What was wrong with him? 
 
    He walked out to the hallway and saw a bathroom opposite his room. He walked in and used the toilet. He stared at himself in a mirror. 
 
    His face was streaked with dirt and tears. His hair was wild.  
 
    He didn’t know how much time he had, but he took a moment to wipe unwhipped parts of his body and his face. 
 
    He washed his testicles and penis, again wondering why he was so soft, and he wondered why his balls hurt so much. It felt like he had been kicked in the balls. But he didn’t remember the guards kicking him in the balls. 
 
    He walked out of the bathroom and down the long hallway, now moving more briskly. He reached the stairs, went down, and looked into the room behind the big room. 
 
    “In here,” Lady Ishtar called from a room to the side. 
 
    Jeff walked into a large kitchen. 
 
    Lady Ishtar was sitting at a table and sipping tea. She was wearing the same style robe, but a different color, a plum color, or mauve, or whatever. 
 
    She didn’t look up from the newspaper she was reading. 
 
    “Make yourself dinner.” 
 
    He stared at her, and she ignored him. 
 
    He examined the kitchen. It was large with modern appliances. The surfaces were clean. The lighting was good and there was a big window that looked out on the back lawn. If he stood on tiptoes he could look down on the pillory. 
 
    The pillory. He shivered. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    He turned to find her inspecting him. “Well what?” he asked. 
 
    “Do you not know how to feed yourself?” 
 
    He moved to the refrigerator and opened it. The refrigerator was filled with food. 
 
    But he wasn’t much of a cook. He didn’t know who he was, but he knew that whoever he was he didn’t know how to cook. 
 
    Lady Ishtar watched Jeff and realized he was clueless. But, then, what did she expect? 
 
    She sighed and stood up. She walked to the refrigerator and pointed at eggs and bacon. “We’ll start with breakfast. Two eggs, three slices of bacon, use the pans already on the stove. 
 
    Jeff actually felt a surge of gratitude. Now he knew what to do. 
 
    He cracked two eggs into one pan, and laid three strips of bacon in the other pan. 
 
    “Medium heat. Once you know how the bacon and eggs respond you can adjust the heat. Get two pieces of bread and put them in the toaster.” 
 
    Jeff did as directed. Shortly he was eating runny eggs and scorched bacon. the toast was spongy and the butter didn’t melt. 
 
    “Terrible,” she said with no expression. “Clean the dishes, then try again. You may cook my breakfast.” 
 
    He ate, cleaned, and proceeded to prepare another breakfast. This one turned out a slightly better, but she threw it in the garbage without comment. 
 
    “What was wrong?” he asked. 
 
    She didn’t answer, merely beckoned that he should follow her. 
 
    They walked outside and into the garage. 
 
    “It is your duty to keep the premises clean. Today is lawn day, and laundry day. I already did the laundry, I can’t wait for you. The lawn mower is over in the corner. Use the grass catcher and dump it in the pile to the side of the garage. All lawns must be done tonight.” 
 
    She walked out. 
 
    Jeff stared at the corner and his eyes found the lawn mower. It was a push mower, and he pulled it out of the corner. He hooked the grass catcher to it and began going around the house. 
 
    The sun was setting and he had a few hours of pushing before the lawn would be completed. 
 
    Oddly, this he didn’t question. He wondered who he was; he wondered who the lady was, but he followed her directions without equivocation. 
 
    The sun touched the horizon, the shadows grew long, and he pushed and pushed and pushed.  
 
    He emptied the catcher. 
 
    He pushed. 
 
    His back hurt, his feet had poor grip as the lawn became slick with dew, still, he continued without thought. 
 
    “Why am I doing this?” he wondered, but without rebellion. He just wondered. 
 
    The sun disappeared below the tree line. The clouds were deadly orange and grey, he had half a lawn to go. 
 
    Full dark, a sliver of moon starting to come up. He pushed, he emptied, he pushed. 
 
    There was catharsis in his motions. Everything felt right when he pushed the old mower. 
 
    When he stopped for more than a minute, when he rested too long, he didn’t feel right. 
 
    It was close to midnight when he finally stopped. 
 
    He put the mower away and went to the front door. It was locked. He rounded the house to the back door and stopped when he saw a sign on the door. 
 
      
 
    Wash thoroughly with the garden hose. 
 
      
 
    He gave a sigh and walked down to the lawn. He found the hose and turned it on. The water was cold, took his breath away, yet, again, he didn’t question. He simply followed instructions. 
 
    He rinsed, and rubbed his flesh with his hands.  
 
    He let the water run over his back, but did not touch. The touch of the cold water on his back he could stand, but he knew he wouldn’t be able to rub a towel or anything on his back until it was more healed. 
 
    Three days, he thought. 
 
      
 
    He awoke at the sound of the bell. His lawn mowing muscles were sore, but his backside felt better. He looked at the closet and wished for clothes, even the clothes the lady had indicated, but he knew he had to wait two more days. 
 
    He padded over to the bathroom and cleaned himself as best he could, then he ran down the hallway, the steps, and into the kitchen. 
 
    Lady Ishtar was sitting at the table, sipping her tea. She didn’t look up. 
 
    Jeff opened the refrigerator door and took out the bacon and eggs. 
 
    “Waffles and sausage today,” said Lady Ishtar without looking up. 
 
    Jeff put the bacon and eggs back and found the sausages and waffles. He put butter in the pan and started the sausages. He popped the waffles into the toaster, and got out the butter and syrup. 
 
    A few minutes later the meal was done and he sat down at the table with a plate in front of him. 
 
    Lady Ishtar reached over and slid the plate to herself. She watched him as she began eating. 
 
    Jeff was confused. He thought the meal was supposed to be for him. Obviously, it wasn’t, and he figured out that he was going to have to make another meal. And after this he should figure on cooking for two. 
 
    Realizing this, he stood up and set about preparing the second meal. 
 
    Lady Ishtar’s eyes followed him, and she seemed pleased. But she still had a dissatisfied look on her face. 
 
    After he had cleaned up she took him to the hallway and opened a door. 
 
    “You will vacuum every rug. You will polish all wood. You will dust every surface.” She pointed at the cleaning supplies in the closet. 
 
    Jeff nodded. Oddly, he had the thought that he didn’t want to do this, but the thought couldn’t completely manifest, and he began his duties. 
 
    He vacuumed every rug, and there were a lot of them in the three story house. Smaller rugs he had to take out and beat. 
 
    He polished all the wood, the furniture, the jambs, even the floors showing at the edge of the rugs. 
 
    He dusted, paying close attention to the high chandeliers, getting dust and cobwebs. 
 
    When he was done, Lady Ishtar met with him in the kitchen. “After this, do the dusting first, the wood second, and the vacuuming last. Top to bottom. 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Every day you will clean the bathrooms,” she said. “Usually you will do them first, but today you may do them after dinner.” 
 
    She stood over him and instructed him on how to fix dinner. She watched as he peeled potatoes, made salads, and did all the little things necessary to a proper meal. 
 
    They ate, and he cleaned, then he did the bathrooms. There were ten of them in the house, and though most of them weren’t being used, he had to clean all of them as if they were. 
 
    And he still didn’t object. 
 
    He went to his room tired. His back was healing nicely, but he still had to sleep on his belly. 
 
    What bothered him the most was the fact that his penis was always slack. It had been two days and it hadn’t risen up once. 
 
    Yet, though he had no memories, he knew it was normally awake all the time. He remembered that he walked through life with a bulge in his pants. 
 
    Yet now there was no bulge. 
 
    But he was feeling horny. Being naked all the time, feeling his dick dangle as he cleaned, he felt a subtle excitement, an excitement that should have flared into a full hard on. 
 
    But the excitement was contained without benefit of an erection. 
 
      
 
    The next day he awoke when the bell rang. 
 
    He was still tired, but he was almost recovered from the terrible beating he had suffered.  
 
    He quickly performed his ablutions and ran to the kitchen. Lady Ishtar was waiting for him. 
 
    “Today you will learn how to make an omelette.” She showed him how to cook, preparing the eggs, dicing the bits of veggies and such that went into a good omelette, and washing as he performed the same actions on the other side of the stove. She made hers and he made his. Her was delicious and his was…adequate. 
 
    They sat and ate, and she said, “Today you will clean the outside of the house. That includes all windows, ledges, the porch and…” she continued with a long list of items.” 
 
    He nodded, and when she was done he asked, “Why do I do this.” 
 
    She stopped and stared at him. Was this rebellion? Was he revolting so soon?” 
 
    But looking at his face she realized that he was merely extrapolating his thoughts concerning who he was. 
 
    Who was he? Why was he doing this? And, if his handlers had prepared him properly, his next question would be as to who she was. 
 
    She waited. 
 
    He was frozen. He knew he was supposed to wash the dishes now. But…but there was something he needed to know… 
 
    He knew she wouldn’t tell him who he was, or why he was doing all these things for her, but…maybe… 
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
    She watched him, satisfied, and yet perturbed. 
 
    She had asked for this, she had requested him, yet things were happening to her. 
 
    She knew she could say anything she wanted. He was implanted. He had to do what she said. She had completed and total power over him. 
 
    A two edged sword if ever there was one. 
 
    She cleared her throat. 
 
    He watched, a puppy dog expression in his eyes, hoping to be answered. 
 
    But did he deserve an answer? After what he had done? 
 
    She thought not. 
 
    She moved her chair into the center of the kitchen. She lifted her silk slip and let her cami lapels open to the sides. 
 
    Her breasts were large and succulent. The nipples were risen, stiff, and her breasts were flushed. 
 
    Her pussy was open, the labia large flaps, the clitoris erect at the top of here slit. 
 
    That she would let him do this…it was degrading, yet she knew she had to do this. She had to let him know, even if he didn’t know. She had to excite him, knowing that it would cause him great horniness…and absolutely no relief. 
 
    An uncommon torture designed to remind him of what he was, a man, and what he was no longer…a man. 
 
    She spread her legs and said one word. “Eat.” 
 
    He was compelled. He knew this was something that he loved, but being made to do it and it lost allure. 
 
    He was on his knees, staring at her face, wanting to refuse, yet…he couldn’t. This was his job. This was what he was here for. 
 
    He didn’t know who he was, he didn’t know why he was so compelled, but he scooted his head between her creamy thighs and attacked her vagina. 
 
    It was delicious, having his face ensconced in the perfect aroma of her womanhood. 
 
    And it was the ultimate torment, for his dick wouldn’t rise up. He became more and more excited, he wanted something, but had not the tool to accomplish it. 
 
    Lady Ishtar sighed and leaned her head back. She held his head in place and made him grind his face into her fount. 
 
    She felt his lips slithering up the edges of her labia. She gasped when he sucked on her clitoris. 
 
    For long minutes he ate, and she finally raised his head, stared into his eyes, then pulled him to her breasts. 
 
    He suckled, and the joy he felt was absolutely indescribable. 
 
    He knew that this was what he was supposed to do. 
 
    He didn’t know why, and that bothered him, but his joy overwhelmed any slight question. 
 
    She pushed him down to her groin again. “Get me off.” 
 
    Eagerly, in spite of having no male impetus, he sucked and licked and finally used his fingers. 
 
    She groaned. It had been so long…she needed this. This would end all questions and put him in his place. 
 
    The orgasm came slowly. She was out of practice. But it came. It was like a rising wave, or maybe a rising tide, and it lifted her up, made her arch her back, and she fucked his face. 
 
    He held nothing back, save his useless dick, and he felt when the explosion took her and carried her away. He kept eating, waiting for it to end. 
 
    Lady Ishtar sighed heavily and came back to planet earth, and then she made a terrible mistake. 
 
    “I am Lady Ishtar. You may call me Ishy.” 
 
    She was not supposed to give him her name, not for a year. And then proper decorum must be observed. He should called her ‘Lady Ishtar.’ 
 
    But she had broken the rules. 
 
    Not that it mattered to the rule givers. Jeff was out of their hands and into hers. 
 
    But it would matter to her. Barriers carefully implanted should not be frivolously broken. 
 
    But she had broken it. 
 
    Whim to the bits and shards of one of the hardest orgasms she had ever experienced, she had broken the rules.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Jeff fell into a regular rhythm. He awoke and put his clothes on. 
 
    He pulled on his panties. They were tight, more like a gaff, and his cock and balls were pulled back between his legs. 
 
    He put on his bra and adjusted the straps carefully. 
 
    He put on nylons and slipped into high heels. 
 
    Finally, he slipped into his chemise. 
 
    That was his uniform, and he liked it, once he got used to it. 
 
    He like being taller in the heels, and it was exciting to walk and listen to the tapping sound his heels made. 
 
    The chemise rubbed his flesh, and that gave him warm thoughts. 
 
    There were several things that bothered him, however. 
 
    First, he didn’t know who he was, or why he was here. Yet there was a comfort in his mind as he followed his instructions and went through day to day chores. 
 
    Second, his body was changing. It was getting ‘plump.’ His ass was turning round and his chest was swelling. In fact, his bra, originally A cups, had filled out and been replaced with B cups. 
 
    Third, his balls and his dick were getting smaller. 
 
    When he woke up, before he pulled on the gaff, he studied his reducing manhood. Why were they shrinking? Why was his dick never erect? 
 
    It used to be. He didn’t remember this, but he somehow knew it. His dick used to be a stiff bar, eight inches long and never quenched, no matter how many pussies he put it in. 
 
    So what happened? 
 
    And why, with his dick limp, was he so horny, so frustrated? 
 
    But, there being no answers, and only solace in performing his duties and waiting on Ishy, he would hurry down to the kitchen. 
 
    In the kitchen he would fix breakfast. After breakfast he would be grilled on the book he read religiously every night. 
 
    “When should a lady ask a question? When should a lady object to company? How should a lady conduct herself in mixed company?” 
 
    Each chapter seemed to result in a thousand questions, and Jeff was often late in getting started with his duties. 
 
    Ishy was rarely satisfied in asking him questions. She insisted on grilling him until he made a mistake, at which point she would scoot her chair out to the center of the kitchen and demand he get her off. This, he didn’t mind. 
 
    There seemed to be something in him that was ultimately satisfied when he was on his knees and servicing her. As if his purpose for being was satisfied by her orgasms. 
 
    It was three months before he brought up the fact of his shrinking testicles. 
 
    “Ishy? May I ask a question?” 
 
    “Of course, Jeff.” She leveled a look at him that revealed a certain cold heartedness that he didn’t understand. 
 
    “My manhood is getting smaller. My balls used to be big and hard, like golf balls. Now they are the size of prunes, and they feel soft. And my penis, it never gets hard, and I think it is getting smaller, too. 
 
    Ishy nodded thoughtfully. Should she tell him? 
 
    Technically, no. But there was that within her that rejoiced in watching how her words impacted on him. 
 
    “You have a time release capsule of estrogen in your body.” 
 
    He blinked and didn’t understand. 
 
    “Men need testosterone. You don’t.” 
 
    “I don’t? Why?” 
 
    “Because you’re no longer going to be a man.” 
 
    This puzzled him greatly, but she said nothing more. 
 
    But the next day she began teaching him about make up. 
 
    He listened intently as she described methods of cleansing his flesh, how to apply primer, blush, foundation, and all the other potions designed to bring out a woman’s natural beauty. From that day on he was commanded to always be in make up. 
 
    He pushed the lawn mower in heels and bright lipstick. 
 
    He watched his face in the reflection of windows he cleaned. 
 
    He was amazed, but somehow glad, when his B cups were replaced by C cups. 
 
     
 
    Ishy never took him out to the pillory. She threatened to, but didn’t. The thought of physical punishment was…unsettling. 
 
    She did find fault with him. Constantly. The windows, though perfect, were imagined with a streak. The lines in the lawn were thought to be crooked. His eyes needed more make up, or less. 
 
    Jeff took it and never thought to complain. 
 
    Except it was driving him crazy that he didn’t know who he was and why he was here. 
 
    He figured out that he was being punished. It was a gentle thought, unavoidable as time passed and he worked ceaselessly. 
 
    But why? What had he done? 
 
    On occasion he asked, but Ishy would just purse her lips in study, frown at him, then walk away. 
 
    At six months he had the thought that he was a slave, and that’s when the dreams began. The dreams were always the same. He was running. 
 
    Just a running dream. Common. But he wondered what he was running from? Or running to? 
 
    But whatever his destination, or origination, he was wearing his uniform, and his breasts were huge.  
 
    Sometimes he woke up tired. On those days he struggled through his chores.  
 
    Ishy noticed and asked him, “Why are you tired, Jeff?” 
 
    “Dreams, Ishy.” 
 
    “Dreams of what?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I don’t know my name, I don’t know why I’m here, and now I don’t know what my dreams are.” 
 
    Ishy smiled a bitter smile. “Perhaps some day you’ll know.” 
 
     
 
    At nine months his balls were the size of raisins. His penis was an inch long, if that. His boobs were sizable.  
 
    He no longer had a male body; he was female. His hips were soft and round and his chest was a D cup, and soon to be double D. The fat in his face had redistributed and he no longer looked male in that area. 
 
    He no longer had facial hair, and what hair he did have was very thin and light. 
 
    He was commanded to keep his body shaved. 
 
    Once a week he was given time to shave. He would sit in the bathroom and use a razor, and it took time. 
 
    Yet, he was changing.  
 
    Duties he had once objected to (though never in reality) now became pleasurable. He actually enjoyed sitting and scraping the light hair off his flesh. He began to take a deep pride in his make up, and he often pirouetted in front of the mirror and studied his femininity. 
 
    These changes were reflected by Ishy. 
 
    Her frowns became less, the unhappiness was gone from her eyes, and she was puzzled. 
 
    What was happening to her? 
 
    She had gone from punishing Jeff by making him eat her, to enjoying his ministrations. 
 
    And she liked watching him from a distance. He was walking more and more female every day. He even talked like a girl, and his motions were adapting to his new body. 
 
    He didn’t remember, but there was something in him, a cultural remembrance, perhaps, that told him to cross his legs at the thighs, that bid him how to toss his hair with a flip of his head. 
 
    Even his voice was rising, become more tenor and less bass. 
 
    Once, he giggled. 
 
    Not guffawed, or chuckled or chortled. 
 
    What made this even more unreal was the fact that he had nothing to laugh at. But being female was changing his psyche. 
 
     
 
    “Here!” 
 
    He was in his dream. He ran in high heels, his chemise flowing a bit behind him, his feet making hurried clicking noises. 
 
    I don’t want to sweat, that would be bad for my make up! 
 
    But he couldn’t stop running. And that voice, he had never heard that voice before. 
 
    “Up here! Catch me!” 
 
    He ran harder, gasping for breath, now agile on his high heels. 
 
    He imagined himself a panther, a female panther, sprinting through the jungle, trying to catch prey. 
 
    But what was the prey? Who was the prey? 
 
    “Come on! I’m just ahead…” 
 
    He awoke in a sweat. 
 
    The sweat of running in a dream translated to a waking sweat. 
 
    He was gasping for breath, his heart was pounding. He put a hand on his heart, his chest, and felt his breasts. 
 
    It was dark in his room, a couple of hours before dawn. He needed to rest. 
 
    But he couldn’t rest. 
 
    He got up and went to the door to his room. 
 
    He never awoke in the night. He slept through, seeking the absolution of doing his chores. 
 
    He understood, looking down that dark hall, that he was seeking absolution…but for what? 
 
    What had he done? 
 
    He wondered if the answer was in his dreams. 
 
    Now he didn’t just not know who he was, he didn’t know who was ahead of him in the dream. 
 
    Were they running from him? 
 
    From him? A gentle soul who would never hurt anybody. 
 
    He walked down the hall and stared out at the big room. 
 
    Pictures on the walls. Little photos on the tables. Photos he had dusted and cleaned the glass on. 
 
    He walked down the stairs. 
 
    He walked around the room and stared at the paintings. 
 
    Old masters. 
 
    He walked to a small table at the end of a couch. 
 
    He rarely came into this room, except to clean. 
 
    On the table was a photo in a leaning frame. 
 
    A beautiful girl. The joy of light in her eyes. The sun kissing her blonde hair. She was on a swing, and he knew where the swing was. It was in the front yard, hanging from an oak. 
 
    He walked to the front door and stepped out on the porch. 
 
    The night was cool and his flesh goose bumped. Light clouds wreathed the moon and he perceived shadows. 
 
    The shadow of the house, of the endless array of oaks. The pillory that was never used was a dark stain upon the house. 
 
    He walked down the steps and out to the tree. The swing was hanging, the ropes frayed. It hadn’t been used for a long time, yet the ropes were still usable. 
 
    The plank the ropes were knotted through was motionless. 
 
    He turned and sat, and felt the scars of his whipping. 
 
    Tears slowly came to his eyes. 
 
    He didn’t know who he was, what he had done, or even why he was crying. 
 
    He didn’t know why he was dreaming, but the world was coming undone for him. 
 
    “Why are you out here.” 
 
    Ishy’s voice was like a whip, and Jeff felt a sudden surge of fear. 
 
    She stood in the shadows, wearing her usual ensemble of slip and short robe. The colors were grey, which made them dark and ominous in the gloom of the night. 
 
    “I…dreamed. I…I’m sorry.” He stood up, abashed, fearful to the point of being terrified. 
 
    Ishy moved closer to him. “Go to the backyard. Take a position in the stocks and wait for me.” 
 
    Jeff hurried around the house. He placed his wrists and neck on the lower plank and carefully lowered the top plank.  
 
    Ishy came out of the darkness. She had followed him, but at a slow pace. 
 
    She wondered at herself, at what she was going to do. He was going to remember things soon, and she wanted a last chance to discipline him, to punish him, to make him pay. 
 
    She clicked the lock on the stocks and picked up the whip coiled on a peg on the side of the stocks. 
 
    She stepped back, and Jeff shivered. 
 
    He could have run. He could have refused. But he couldn’t. He knew now that he obeyed because he was implanted. He must obey. His mind might shriek and terror might be in his heart, but he had to follow directions. That was his sentence. 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    Jeff screamed in the night. 
 
    He was alone, no idea who he was, nobody to help him. 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    Terror was his middle name. But it was the terror of never recalling who he was. Even if he had to face what he had done, the idea of never knowing who he was…that was worse. 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    Yet that last stroke, it had taken it’s time. Five seconds between the first and second stroke. Thirty seconds before the third stroke. 
 
    His skin hadn’t even been cut. 
 
    Yet the damage to his heart was worse. 
 
    He heard Ishy moving behind him, then the lock clicked open. The board was opened and he retracted his limbs and head. 
 
    “Ishy?” he asked of the night, trembling. 
 
    She touched him. Turned him around. Her hands wiped away his tears, and then she was holding him. Hugging him. 
 
    “No more,” she said. “No more.” 
 
    For five minutes she held him. She held him like a bear trap, but the trap was made out of velvet. 
 
    She stepped back. She whispered, “Go to bed.” 
 
    He stumbled away from her. He made it to the back door, turned and looked at her. 
 
    She stood in shade of the tree, her head bowed, and it looked like her shoulders were shaking. 
 
    Jeff was too scared to go back and find out. He entered the house and ran for his room. 
 
      
 
    Dreams. A hint of a shadow world that holds the truth of a man. Or a woman. 
 
    Are you bad? The dreams will be bad. 
 
    Are you good? The dreams will reflect that. 
 
    Male or female, the dreams regurgitate the whimsies of your life. 
 
    Young or old, feeble or emboldened, your dreams reflect this. 
 
    Victim or…victim. For who is not a victim? Who does not fight the faces in his life, or love them? 
 
      
 
    In the eleventh month of his sentence Jeff dreamed regularly. He was a woman running. 
 
    Away from a monster? 
 
    Towards a great reward? 
 
    He didn’t know. 
 
    He experienced great terror, and shimmying delight, and didn’t know. 
 
    He was a woman now. His skin was soft and his features reflected a loving heart. 
 
    He didn’t know how or why, for it was more than hormones. It was as if some inner being had been released, or reshaped, or something. 
 
    Every day he did his chores. He floated through the house, a personification of femininity. He whispered demure answers to Ishy. 
 
    He wondered who he was. 
 
    One day he was in the big room. He polished wood. Spraying substance on grain and polishing with a rag. He loved the smell, and he loved how the wood gleamed when he was done. 
 
    He came to the small table with the photograph of the young girl. 
 
    He picked up the picture, his delicate, red tipped fingernails holding the wood. He stared through long lashed eyes at the happiness of the young girl. 
 
    The light catching her life, revealing her sacredness. For what child is not sacred? Innocent before the dirty world gets its grubby mitts on her? 
 
    He sat down, and his eyes took in every feature of her. The summer dress, the way her mouth was open in delight. Most of all, the light in her eyes. 
 
    Who was she? Why was she here? Sitting on a small table in a large house? 
 
    And who was he, that she would reach through the photo and touch him? 
 
    A tear splattered on the glass, landing on her forehead. 
 
    Another tear, another. Then he was in full flood. Desperately he wiped his tears off the photo, but there always seemed to be more. 
 
    “Jeff?” 
 
    Ishy was at the bottom of the stairs. 
 
    Jeff stood up, sobbing, and walked to Ishy. He put his arms around her, and she instinctively held him. He held the picture in one hand, and he cried. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry.” 
 
    She brushed his face back and whispered. “Why, Jeff? Why are you sorry?” 
 
    “I don’t know! And it makes me even sorrier. If I could only remember…if I only understood, but…” and he bawled, awash in misery and not knowing why. 
 
    Finally, Ishy told him to go upstairs and clean up, to read the book the rest of the day. 
 
    He nodded and broke away from her. He was still sobbing and his shoulders shook and his breasts quivered. 
 
    Ishy watched him mount the stairs and disappear into the long hallway. 
 
    She went into her office and picked up her cell phone and tapped a number. 
 
    “Administration services, may I help you?” 
 
    “This is Ishtar. He’s remembering.” 
 
    “Please hold.” 
 
    Lady Ishtar held, and shortly a voice was on the line. 
 
    “Good day, Lady Ishtar. Jeff is remembering?” 
 
    “He’s having dreams, his emotions are full.” 
 
    “Very good. Right on schedule. Have you had to use the remote?” 
 
    “No. Jeff has behaved perfectly.” 
 
    “And he has read the book?” 
 
    “Read it and committed the lessons to memory.” 
 
    “Very well, with your agreement we will end implant at midnight tonight. Please advise if all things don’t go well.” 
 
    “I will. And…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
      
 
    Jeff went to bed after dinner. He was restless and didn’t understand. Sleep was slow in coming. At eleven o’clock he finally dropped off. 
 
    He was instantly in the dream. He was running. 
 
    “Right here! Catch me!” 
 
    Jeff felt different. He felt freer. He ran faster, and he saw a shape running away from him in the grey. 
 
    “Wait!” he yelled. He was gasping for breath, his legs burned, but he was catching her. “Wait!” 
 
    “Wait for what?” the woman threw over her shoulder. 
 
    “Wait! I just wanted to talk to you!” 
 
    He was catching up to her. He could see her…running…her dress flowing behind her. 
 
    “That’s what you said last time.” 
 
    Jeff stopped. “Last time?” Wrinkles creased his forehead. “What last time?” 
 
    The girl stopped, walked back to him. “Last time. Don’t you remember?” 
 
    “I don’t! I don’t remember.” 
 
    She was close now, and he realized who she was. She was the girl in the photo. The girl from whose eyes light sparkled. The girl upon whose face was writ joy. 
 
    “Then you should. You did a bad thing.” 
 
    Now Jeff was frozen. He had done something bad? But what? 
 
    “Don’t you remember?” 
 
    “I don’t…” but things were happening in his mind. “I…you’re the girl in the picture.” 
 
    “And now I’m the girl in your memory. You don’t remember catching me while I was jogging?” 
 
    “I don’t!” 
 
    But he did. Images were coursing through his mind. A road with no cars. A night like this one, a moon that shown down and illuminated his depredations. 
 
    “Of course you do. Look now. Remember.” 
 
    And he did. He remembered dragging her into the brush and hitting her and…and doing things…and he began to sob. “I did that to you?” 
 
    The girl watched him, yet she didn’t judge him. Ghosts don’t judge real people, and perhaps that is a tragedy. 
 
    “I did all those things!” He fell to his knees, his hands went to his face and he sobbed with all his might. 
 
    “Why! Why did I do that?” 
 
    Yet the girl was silent. And her silence gave vent to further recriminations on his part. 
 
    He was Jeff Brunson, and on a dark night of a year he had savaged a woman. And he had been caught, and this was the terrible truth of him. 
 
    He was a rapist. A murderer. And the memory of himself was probably the worst punishment he could ever experience. It was worse than any amount of whippings.  
 
    And now he understood why he was deprived of his manhood, and why he had been made into a woman. 
 
    Only as a woman could he understand the terrible things he had done. 
 
    Only as a woman. 
 
    In his dream he cried, and he cried the rest of the night into day. 
 
      
 
    He dressed, and wished to be dead. Yet he couldn’t die, he had chores to do. 
 
    He went to the kitchen, sniffling and trying not to cry. 
 
    Ishy knew that he had remembered. The haunted look in his eyes. The way he implored, “I’m sorry! I’m sorry.” 
 
    The tears that would never end. 
 
    She stood and held him, and he cried all over her cami, his water leaking down his face and dripping onto her chest, between her ample boobs. 
 
    She held him, then she moved him out to the small room, and down to the back yard. 
 
    “Into the pillory,” she said in low tones. 
 
    He could refuse now. The implant was no longer functioning. He could walk away…but he couldn’t. 
 
    He went to the pillory and positioned himself in it. He lowered the top bar and was trapped. 
 
    Not by wood, but by his own guilt. 
 
    Click, went the lock. 
 
    Ishy went around and stood in front of him. 
 
    He stared at her through water soaked eyes. 
 
    “Oh, Jeff,” she shook her head. “Dear Jeff. It’s worse now that you’ve remembered, isn’t it.” 
 
    He nodded, gulping, the tears streaming. 
 
    “And yet you must stay and take your punishment.” 
 
    “I must,” he agreed. He could never make up to Ishy’s daughter what he had done to her, but at least Ishy would get some relief. 
 
    Ishy leaned down and kissed him gently on the lips. She smiled, and brushed a fleck of lipstick off the corner of his mouth. 
 
    “Then I will punish you. I will spend a lifetime punishing you. And you will grow to love your punishment. 
 
    She opened her robe and lifted her cami. She was wearing a strap on and it lifted up like a real dick. 
 
    “You will spend your life replacing my daughter, and I will give you what my daughter can no longer experience. I will treat you like the woman she might have become.  
 
    He nodded, his tears splattering on the ground. 
 
    Ishy moved behind him. She applied lube to him, and he groaned.  
 
    The final step in him not being a man. The transition to completeness as a woman. 
 
    Ishy moved forward and slid her plastic penis into him. 
 
    “There you go, honey, an end to your guilt, if you can take it.” 
 
    “I can…I can…” he sobbed. “I must.” 
 
    “Today I fuck you, and tomorrow and tomorrow, and someday I will wear your testicles as earrings. And perhaps, next lifetime, you won’t be as you were this lifetime.” 
 
    And Lady Ishtar used her penis on him. 
 
    Some day he would get over his feeling of guilt. 
 
    Some day she would get over the loss of her daughter. 
 
    But until then, they needed this commingling. They needed to come together. 
 
    They needed each other. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    Zoe didn’t like Jan. They were sisters, alike in so many ways. They had similar bodies with large breasts and thin waists. Their faces were similar, oval with per noses, sexy, green eyes, and long, auburn hair. They even spoke alike. 
 
    But they grated on each others nerves. They wouldn’t be together more than a minute before they got into a little oneupmanship, before the subtle insults flew, and they ended up glaring angrily at each other. 
 
    In school Zoe went out for cheerleading, and Jan would sprinkle a few grains of itching powder in her panties every chance she got. She would exult as Zoe went through her acrobatics in front of thousands of people, and her hand would twitch and reach for her pussy, then back off. 
 
    Jan, on the other hand, was drawn to the theater. Zoe would sneak bits of ex-lax into Jan box of chocolates, and held in the laughter as Jan turned cross-eyed and tried to make it through a performance without shitting her panties. One time she hadn’t made it, and Zoe had laughed hysterically about that for months. 
 
    This was a personal war. Mean, little tricks. Nasty stratagems. And went on through high school, into college, and would have gone on longer, except that Jan got married and had a child. Then got a divorce. 
 
    But in that little action she moved away, across the country to Hollywood. There she raised her son, had a career under the lights, and was happy not being anywhere near Zoe. 
 
    Oh, they stayed in communication, not a lot, and it was more like they were checking to make sure that each other stayed on their own side of the country. 
 
    Then Jan hit the big time. She pulled in a movie that was to be filmed on location in Africa. Man eating lions, people stomping elephants, poisonous snakes and crocodiles and rhinoceroses and gorillas and…and Jan was even afraid, in this day and age, that there were cannibals! 
 
    She was protected, of course. She had two bodyguards. Big, hunky men that scared off not only the wild beasts, but the paparazzi! 
 
    But the studio refused to offer protection for her son. 
 
    ‘He’s grown,’ they stated. He’s 18, and he can carry a gun if he wants. 
 
    That was too much for Jan. She was a Hollywood liberal and she didn’t believe in guns. With no other recourse, desperate, she did the one thing that she vowed she would never do. 
 
      
 
    Toot toot ta toot! 
 
    Zoe was working out at the gym. She was a work out nut, and she was running the treadmill. she glanced down at her phone. 
 
    Jan? 
 
    She frowned. What did that bitch want now? she let the cell ring a couple of extra times then answered. “Yes?” She made herself sound peeved. 
 
    “Hello, sister dear.” 
 
    Usually Jan’s voice was laden with sarcasm. Now it was sickeningly ingratiating. 
 
    Zoe looked at the phone and her eyebrows dipped down. What the fuck? 
 
    “What can I do for you?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    Jan blurted, “I’m going on location and I have to do something with Ryan.” 
 
    A couple of nasty rejoinders flew through Zoe’s head, but she stifled herself. 
 
    “I know we haven’t been close, but this is my golden chance. Is there any way you can watch over him for the summer? He’s going to college in September, high school is out in a couple of weeks.” 
 
    Zoe opened her mouth to refuse, and Jan said the magic words: “I’ll pay you well.” 
 
    Zoe closed her mouth and smiled. 
 
    She had never seen Ryan, except in photos, and what can you tell about a person from a photo? 
 
    She was sure he would be of the same irritating stripe as Jan, but for money…she could let him stay in the basement. 
 
    Several scenarios passed through Zoe mind. Chaining the boy to the wall in the basement for the summer. Making him wait on her hand and foot. And if he was as bad as her sister she could just spank him. 
 
    “How much?” she asked. 
 
    Jan named a ridiculous figure. A figure that made Zoe blink. On the east coast it was way too much. In Hollywood it was barely enough. 
 
    Zoe smiled. “Of course.” 
 
    And that was that. 
 
      
 
    “I’ve arranged for you to stay with your sister in Vermont.” 
 
    Ryan looked up from his plate of spaghetti. “What? Why can’t I stay here?” 
 
    “By yourself? I think not.” 
 
    “That started an argument that went on for hours, which argument Jan won by the simple artifice of threatening to send Ryan to his father for the summer. 
 
    Later that night Ryan lay in bed, his face creased in a frown. Stay with an aunt he had never met. Huh! 
 
    The fact was that he wanted to stay home and watch porn and masturbate. No way he would be able to get a little kinky at his aunt’s house. She’d probably watch him like a hawk. 
 
    He sighed and turned over on his belly and pulled his pillow over his head. 
 
    Damn! 
 
    He was so frustrated that he finally sat up and opened up his lap top. He cruised through an hour of porn, jacked off, and fell asleep. 
 
      
 
    Across the country Zoe was standing in the basement. It was a large basement, and quite cluttered. She had bought if from a woman whose husband had died, and it was filled with things the woman had left behind. A lot of the stuff was junk, and Jan figured it was all junk. Still, she had never really looked at it all. 
 
    She started to lift a box, and stopped. 
 
    Why should she do this? The boy could sleep on the couch until he had the basement cleaned out and made habitable. 
 
    She smiled and went back upstairs. 
 
      
 
    For Ryan the end of high school came. He graduated, partied, and even got drunk. Fact of the matter, his mother even poured a tall drink for him. He had graduated with honors, and she was inordinately proud of her son. 
 
    Then, on the day following graduation, she took him to the airport and put him on a plane. 
 
    Ryan flew across this great land in a funk. He was certain he would be miserable all summer long. 
 
    The plane landed and he walked through the terminal to the baggage claim. He hadn’t seen his aunt yet, but from pictures he had seen he was pretty sure he would recognize her. 
 
    He collected his bag and went out to the pickup area and…stopped. 
 
    Zoe was standing next to a sleek, red Miata, and she was a knock out. 
 
    Ryan knew his mother was good looking, a rare beauty, even. But she was his mother and he never thought of her that way. 
 
    His aunt, however, was equally as beautiful, and he could think of her that way. 
 
    SPROING! And Ryan shifted his bag in front of himself to cover his instant boner. 
 
    Zoe smiled. She had seen her effect on Ryan, and it complimented her. She was twenty years older than him, and she was glad to see that she still had sex appeal. 
 
    Of course, he was her nephew, so she wouldn’t try anything. 
 
    Still, he was pretty good looking. He was slender with a triangular face. He wore his dark hair California long, and he had a good complexion. 
 
    “Hello, Ryan.” 
 
    Hi, Aunt Zoe.” 
 
    There was a moment of awkwardness. Ryan tried to keep his eyes on her face, but Zoe noticed how they dipped towards her breasts and she smiled. 
 
    “Put your bag behind the seat and let’s go.” 
 
    Ryan put the bag in the car. He had to stretch a bit, and Zoe took advantage of the moment to ascertain that he did, indeed, have a nice, fat cock. 
 
    God, it had been years since she had had a good fuck. 
 
    She shook herself, put down that thought, and stepped into the car. 
 
    As they wend their way through the airport traffic Ryan took advantage of her concentration on the road to check out her boobs. 
 
    Zoe shifted gears and merged with traffic. She could see Ryan looking at her boobs in the rear view mirror, and she grinned. 
 
    Maybe this wasn’t going to be such a sad summer after all. 
 
      
 
    Zoe lived in a two story house that was over a 100 years old. It had been cared for over the years, and was in primo condition. The roof didn’t leak, the wiring had been replaced, the kitchen had been modernized. There were only two places in the house that had been neglected. One was the attic, but how can an attic break? So that was no big deal. The other was the basement. 
 
    The basement ran the length of the house. It was concrete, and the pipes were old and the wiring down there hadn’t been replaced. 
 
    Still, it wasn’t in bad shape. 
 
    It was, however, packed with the detritus of the last owner of the house. 
 
    One entered the basement from an outside door, and the door had six inches of space at the top , and eight inches of space at the bottom. If any critter needed a place to stay, the basement was grand central for varmint hotels. 
 
    There was a space about six feet square when one entered. There were three ‘hallways.’ One in the center, one down the right side and one down the left side. There was a rear ‘hallway’ at the back of the basement connecting these corridors. 
 
    “You can sleep on the couch upstairs until you get this place cleaned out. Put anything that looks of value in the garage, and make a pile of junk on the driveway. You can call the city for extra trash pick ups.” 
 
    Just because Zoe thought her nephew was cute was no reason to abandon her plan to make use of him this summer. 
 
    “On the couch? I don’t have a room?” 
 
    They were standing in the basement, a couple of yellow lights illuminating the gloom. “Of course you do. You get this whole basement.” 
 
    Ryan stared at the mess. At a glance he noted: chests, old couches, boxes, broken crates, roofing material from some dilapidated house, standing lamps, a kitchen set with broken chairs, parts of a car including two sets of tires, stacks of magazines, several broken bicycles, piles of clothes that looked like they had been gnawed on by rodents making their homes, stands of doors (several of which could have replaced the joke of a door that secured the basement, boxes of lightbulbs (that didn’t work) and books and records and kitchen utensils, gardening equipment, a wheel barrow with no front wheel, a stack of ancient computers, coils of wire, and so on and so on and so on. 
 
    “You’ve got to be kidding.” 
 
    Zoe grinned. In her mind she was getting back at Jan. “Dinners at six. See you then.” 
 
    Zoe out the door, Ryan just stood and shook his head. He had never seen such a mess in his life. And Zoe had made it plain that he wouldn’t have much access to the house until he had cleaned up the mess. 
 
    Sighing, realizing that the first step of a thousand miles must begin, Ryan grabbed a box and took it up the short flight of stairs to the sunlight. 
 
    Water logged TV guides from the fifties. Might be worth something except they were water logged. 
 
    He started the pile on the driveway. 
 
    All afternoon he worked. The work actually went faster than he would have though possible. Most of the junk was easily discerned as valueless or value. By five thirty the stack of debris on the driveway was large, and there was a cleared out space in the basement. 
 
    The stack in the garage, the ‘possibly worth something’ items, was small, but there were a few nuggets in there. 
 
    A record collection which included what might be original Elvis Presley 45s. Of course he had no way of knowing whether they could play, he hadn’t found a record player yet, but…? 
 
    A box of leather bound books about some guy named Natty Bumppo which didn’t look to be in bad shape, a box of silverware with the pieces wrapped in individual pieces of paper,. 
 
    And a few other things. 
 
    Tired, a bit discouraged, knowing he was going to be miserable this summer, Ryan came out from under the house. He washed up in a small backroom and appeared in the kitchen for dinner. 
 
    “Oh, Lord!” exclaimed Zoe. “I forgot about you!” 
 
    She had made herself a pot pie, and didn’t volunteer one for Ryan. Instead, she made him a peanut butter and jelly sandwich.  
 
    She chuckled as she made it, thinking what Jan would think when he told here. 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Yes?” she asked sweetly. 
 
    “I’m a growing boy.” 
 
    “Oh, did you want two sandwiches?” 
 
    He shook his head and ate his sandwich. 
 
    After dinner he went out to the front room and laid down on the couch. He was almost asleep when Zoe pushed his legs and said, “Make room, sofa hog.” 
 
    He pulled his feet up and gazed blearily at her. 
 
    “This is the only room with a TV,” she explained as she clicked a remote. 
 
    For the next three hours Ryan sat in a chair, which Zoe could have sat in, and tried to sleep. He held a pillow over his face and tried to ignore the vapid romantic comedies that Zoe preferred. 
 
    When she finally went to bed he collapsed on the couch and slept the sleep of the dead. 
 
      
 
    The days went slowly, as well they should. After all, when somebody is doing something they don’t like time seems to drag on interminably. 
 
    Still, Ryan made progress in the ‘down under,’ as he called it. 
 
    Zoe had called the city for extra pick ups a couple of times, and the mound of possible ‘treasures’ in the garage grew slowly. 
 
    He had reached the half way point. He was always tired, always hungry, but he was looking forward to making the basement into a proper hang out. 
 
    Then he reached ‘the room.’ 
 
    On the left side of the basement, midway down the length of the room, was a small alley. The alley led to a solid looking door, and there was a padlock on the door. 
 
    Ryan would have seen it sooner, except that somebody had blocked off the alley. 
 
    But he did find it, and he looked at the padlock. It wasn’t that old, maybe 10 years, and it wasn’t rusty. 
 
    But there was no key. 
 
    Ryan considered the situation. He could spend time hunting for a key, which might or might not be anywhere, or he could grab a hammer and bust hell out of the padlock. 
 
    He smiled. This was the first ray of sunshine in this gloomy place. A mystery. What was behind door number one? 
 
    He went to a box of tools he had found and selected a small sledge hammer. He went to the lock, brought his arm back, and…looked up. 
 
    There was a ledge over the door. He reached up and touched the key. 
 
    Ha! There was a God after all! 
 
    He put the sledge aside, inserted the key into the padlock, and it clicked like it had been freshly oiled. 
 
    The room was dark. He was going to need a flashlight. He was…he felt along the side of the door and felt a light switch. 
 
    Click. 
 
    The light was bright and he covered his eyes for a moment. As his eyes became used to the light his mouth opened. 
 
    The room was a side room that went the length of the basement. A whole second basement. And it was not packed with junk, but rather a few select items. 
 
    Pieces of furniture, but not just regular furniture. It was furniture with a sexual intent. 
 
    There was a chair with a dildo on it. There were clamps on the arms of the chair, and it was obvious that if somebody sat down on the chair they were going to be trapped with a dildo up their ass. 
 
    There was a chair with short legs and a hole in the seat. This was a ‘queening stool,’ where a woman (presumably) would sit on the face of a person laying under the chair. 
 
    There was a spanking horse. One would be buckled onto the horse, and the pegboard full of whips and butt plugs and dildos next to the horse attested to the purpose of the horse. 
 
    There were chains on the walls. The chains were perfect for securing somebody. There were odd things, like the iron face mask with a tube for holding a person’s mouth open. There were specialized butt plugs that could be expanded once inserted. There were frames, like triangles and squares, which could hold people prisoner in awkward positions. 
 
    There was a table with a hole for the penis. Lay on the table, the penis goes through the hole, and under the hole was a handcuff for the genitals. 
 
    Ryan stared in amazement at the display of sexual instruments and furniture. He had seen some of these things on the internet, but to be in their presence, he could feel a burgeoning hard on. People had been tied, cuffs, strapped, whipped, paddled, but fucked, fucked, and…OMG! 
 
    He reached the end of the room and found another door. This one was unlocked and he opened it. 
 
    A bathroom, including a shower. He could clean himself up in style now! 
 
    And, just outside the bathroom was an armoire. 
 
    He backed out of the bathroom and opened the armoire. 
 
    There were two sides. One was packed with male clothes. the other was packed with female clothes. 
 
    Double OMG! 
 
    Ryan walked back down the length of the room and to the other side. It was dark back here, and Ryan figured out why. There was a full TV set up. 
 
    The TV was large, but it was an actual TV, with a tube, not just a big screen. 
 
    There were two chairs facing the TV, and between them was a box filled with old VHS tapes. The titles included such things as ‘Behind the Green Door,’ ‘Debbie Does Dallas,’ Lesbian Nuns Discover Men,’ ‘Anal ain’t Banal,’ and hundreds of other intriguing titles. 
 
    Somebody had been enjoying porn. They enjoyed it so much they set up a library, along with a room for duplicating the depravities they enjoyed on the screen. 
 
    “Holy fuck,” whispered Ryan. He liked porn, and to discover this treasure trove…the contents of this room weren’t going out to the driveway or the garage. 
 
    No way. 
 
      
 
    Ryan had been making good progress. He would have been done with the basement in a couple of weeks. That was no longer going to happen. 
 
    Ryan didn’t worry about sleep or food. He got up early, ate a bowl of cereal and headed downstairs. 
 
    When Zoe got up she would see a little progress. A few items left on the stacks of garbage or treasures. Then there would be nothing for a long while. 
 
    During those periods Ryan would be in the sex room. All the lights in  the basement were off and he left a door across the little alley. Zoe never came down here, but if she did he didn’t want her to find him. 
 
    He closed the door, there was no way to lock it from the inside, and started up the TV. 
 
    He took off his clothes in the bathroom, then put on some fresh clothes from the armoire. Sometimes he wore slightly out of fashion suits. Sometimes he wore kinky underwear. He particularly liked wearing a chastity tube. He loved to watch the movies and feel his cock struggling to erect. He would play with his balls and his nipples and watch the old VHS scenes unfold. 
 
    Men with huge cocks. Women with breasts the size of mountains. 
 
    Men on women, women on men, women on women and men on men. Trios and orgies. Men spitting women, and men being ‘spitted’ on the lengths of strap on dildos. 
 
    Black, white, yellow, purple; color didn’t seem to matter if the  sex organs were of a size. 
 
    Women screaming with orgasms. Men jetting out gallons of squirt. Lust by sweaty pound of lust. 
 
    He worked for a couple of hours, then took a break to watch the videos. Came. Cleaned himself off and got back into his work duds, and presented himself for lunch. 
 
    The afternoon went about the same way. 
 
    Being young, Ryan found it easy to cum twice a day, and the summer started to pick up speed. 
 
    Zoe didn’t have a clue as to what Ryan was doing. She fixed him sandwiches for lunch and dinner. Peanut butter and jelly, bologna and cheese, and it was cheap pay for getting her basement straightened up. 
 
    And it was getting cleaned. The slowly growing piles of junk and good stuff attested to that. 
 
    So the days passed. Two weeks passed, and Ryan was putting on a dour face for Zoe, but laughing on the inside. 
 
    After two weeks, however, Ryan made a discovery. He had worn most of the male clothes on the left side of the armoire, and he happened to glance at the right side. 
 
    Oh, my. Sexy dresses. Dresses with deep cleavage. Thong panties. Corsets. All sorts of sexy items. 
 
    Ryan stopped moving and stared at the clothes. 
 
    Female clothes. 
 
    As if in a dream he reached out and fingered one of the items. 
 
    Dare he? 
 
    Of course he did. Instead of male clothes he selected panties and a bra and a dress. He pulled the clothes on noticed the high heels. 
 
    He slipped his feet into the high heels. 
 
    He sauntered down the length of the second basement. He was a little wobbly, but he managed to make his heels make a few clicking sounds. 
 
    He sat down and turned on the TV and let himself be entertained. His orgasm on that day was the biggest one he had ever had. When he stopped trembling he knew he was officially converted to female clothes. 
 
    And so another week of debauchery began. 
 
     
 
    It had been one month since Ryan had arrived at Zoe’s house. Because of his diet he was losing weight. He had been slender to begin with, but now he was skinny. 
 
    Zoe didn’t notice. All Zoe wanted to do was watch her romantic comedies and read her romance novels. 
 
    One day Ryan went down into the basement. He did an obligatory hour of work, and realized he was going to have to work slower if he was going to make this last until college. 
 
    He blocked off the alley and entered his private screening room. He went to the armoire and selected a slutty outfit. It was like a corset with a skirt. The top was a compression top, and it pressed on his upper body in a way that made his pectorals bulge out the front. It was almost like he had tits. 
 
    His pecker was throbbing inside his chastity tube, desperate to get out and squirt. 
 
    Not yet, dear peckaroonie. Not yet. 
 
    He went into the bathroom to wash his hands and realized that he had never looked into the medicine cabinet. 
 
    He grabbed the edge of the mirror and pulled it out. 
 
    Make up. 
 
    He was almost giddy. He didn’t know much about make up, but he knew it was sexy. His hands trembling, he reached forward and picked up a tube of lipstick. He examined the bottom and realized the tubes were color coded. 
 
    His hands still shaking, he selected the brightest red and twisted the bottom. A pillar of bright red slid out of the gold tube. 
 
    He watched himself paint his lips. It took a lot of self control because he was so nervous. This was much more significant than pulling on a pair of panties or a dress. This was like a line in the sand, and he was crossing it. 
 
    Lips aflame, his heart pounding, Ryan walked down the length of the basement, and stopped. 
 
    It was the chair with the dildo sticking up on the seat. 
 
    It was a sturdy chair with armrests, and the armrests had little clamps that flipped over and locked the arms into place. 
 
    There was no way that Ryan wanted to be locked in place, but…he was intrigued by the dildo on the seat. 
 
    He had watched men be analized. He had watched men groaning as women fucked them, and even fisted them. 
 
    And their orgasms were the most intense he had ever seen. 
 
    What would it feel like? 
 
    He had played with his butt, it was such a glorious feeling, but he had never put anything up his ass. 
 
    What would it feel like? 
 
    Would his orgasm be as intense as those he had seen? 
 
    He went back to the bathroom and picked up a tube of lube. He moved the dildo chair down to the movie screen and moved one of the regular chairs aside. He shoved the dildo chair into place. 
 
    He selected a long compilation of women taking it up the butt and started it. 
 
    He stood in front of the dildo chair and slathered lube all over the dildo. Then he opened the bottom flap of his outfit and rubbed a heaping helping into his asshole. He wanted to experience it, not suffer pain. 
 
    The lube was difficult to apply. His garment was stiff and it was hard to bend over, and he heard a few glops of lube splatter on the cement floor. No biggie. He could clean that up later. 
 
    He figured he could impale himself, watch a movie, then lift himself up by pressing down on the armrests to get himself off. 
 
    He put the lube aside and put his hands on the armrests. He made sure the clamps were open, he didn’t want to get locked into the thing, and he lowered himself. 
 
    The best laid plans of mice and men. 
 
    His heels slipped in the lube he had spilled on the floor. He fell, and his arms hit the armrests. They struck with his whole body weight, a violent slam that caused the clamps to bounce up and over his arms.  
 
    He groaned at a small amount of pain, it’s hard to take a dildo up the butt that fast. But the worst thing was that he couldn’t move his arms. The clamps had clicked closed and they wouldn’t open. 
 
    Ryan was caught. He tried to move his arms, but the dildo up his butt made him weak. Try lifting weights with a butt plug in the heinie. 
 
    And this wasn’t a nice, polite, little butt plug. This was a six inch, fat dildo. It was even flared a little bit, to help it keep the person in place. 
 
    Now Ryan was caught. The pleasure emanating from his butt weakened him, made him breath heavily, and his struggles weren’t near enough to break the clamps holding his arms in place. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he groaned. He tried to move, and that just caused the dildo to shift in his butt, and to bring him even more pleasure. 
 
    On the TV a woman was using a strap on on a man fastened to a type of horse. His butt was in the air and she was pounding away. In and out. Push and pull. The man taking it was crying out with pleasure. 
 
    Ryan was crying out with the pleasure, and yet his mind was totally panicked. 
 
    He couldn’t stand up. He couldn’t get his arms loose. The chair was heavy enough, and sturdy enough, that he couldn’t even rock it over. 
 
    “Oh, God!” yelled the man on the screen. “Give it to me!” 
 
    “Here you go, baby!” yelled the women, slapping his ass gleefully and shoving the big dong into his crevice. 
 
    Ryan wiggled and tried to lift his butt up and off the dildo. He got half way up, might even have been able to get off it, but his heels slipped in the lube on the floor and he slammed down again. 
 
    He saw stars and looked down. A thin thread of semen was coming out of his caged penis. He knew that this was pre-cum, or maybe even cum. He knew he was sexually excited. Being in the chastity tube, leaking his semen, trapped on the big dick on the seat of the chair… 
 
    How was he going to get off? 
 
    How was he going to get his butt off the impaler? 
 
    He kept wiggling and writhing, as did the man on the screen, and suddenly he felt the heat. All the movement had stirred him up. Now it didn’t just feel good, it felt like he was going to cum! 
 
    He was terrified now, and he began to scream, “HELP! HELP!” 
 
    But the basement was deep and the floor above thick. 
 
    Trapped, his penis emitting a silver stream of sperm, he kept screaming. 
 
    But nobody heard him. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Zoe fixed herself dinner. She hadn’t heard zip from Ryan all day, and that was fine with her.  Yeah, he was cute. And, yeah, she was always horny these days, reading about hunky men saving sexy women. 
 
    But she wasn’t about to cross that line and get sexual with her nephew. 
 
    She sat down and ate her pie, and grinned. It was a nice thought. She hadn’t had a good poke in years. 
 
    She ate, no Ryan. It was a good excuse to pour herself a drink. Like men, she hadn’t had one in years. 
 
    Yet she had a bottle of good bourbon in the cupboard. 
 
    She left her pie with a fork in it and filled a glass with ice, then she trickled a healthy dose of brown liquor over the cubes. Lastly, she topped it off with Coke. 
 
    “Mmmm.” 
 
    She sipped, and went back to her dinner. 
 
    After dinner there was still no Ryan. So, another drink. And she felt sorry for herself. No sex for years, she had never found a man she liked, and there was a perfectly good man downstairs, even though he was her sister’s child. 
 
    Ryan still hadn’t shown up, so she poured yet another drink. 
 
    Now she was a bit out of it. She was not used to alcohol, and she was pretty high. 
 
    She stood up and found herself walking out the back steps and down to the basement. 
 
    Where was Ryan? She giggled. She opened the little door and walked into the darkness. 
 
    Huh! He wasn’t here! Where was he? 
 
    Maybe he walked back to California. She giggled again. 
 
    She was about to turn around and leave when she saw a thin line of light about halfway down the left side of the basement. Puzzled, she peered. 
 
    She felt for the light switch and found it. But turning on the lights made the thin line of light disappear. 
 
    She turned the light off and saw it again. She fixed the location of the light in her mind and turned the lights on again. 
 
    She walked to the left and turned down the corridor. Ryan had done a good job. Half the stuff in the basement was gone and she had room to move around. 
 
    She reached a point halfway through the basement. Where she had seen the light was a door. It was propped up, and she wiggled it and looked around. There was a short walkway to the wall, and in the wall was a door. There was padlock on the door, but it was just hanging there. She reached out and opened the door. 
 
    “Help! Help!” It was Ryan’s voice, and it was weak. Had he fallen? Was he under something? Quickly she felt for a light switch and turned it on. 
 
    Bright light filled the second basement and Zoe’s mouth dropped. Though she had not had much sex in ten years, she knew what she was looking at. Spanking chairs. Dildos. Queening chairs, whips and paddles and dildos on a pegboard. Metal frames which people could be tied to. 
 
    It was a fucking sex emporium! 
 
    To the right she caught a glimpse of a bathroom and an open armoire. To the left…that was where Ryan’s voice had come from. 
 
    She walked carefully past the sex furniture, her mouth open in shock. She had never known this existed! 
 
    She found Ryan at the end of the room. He was in front of a TV, one of the old TVs with big tubes, and the screen was static. 
 
    Ryan’s back was to her, but he was wearing funny clothes. She walked around him and stared at him. 
 
    Ryan was wearing a dress. His cock was locked with one of those chastity tube things. He had on red lipstick and high heels. 
 
    His arms were clamped to the armrests of a sturdy chair. 
 
    “Aunt Zoe,” he begged in a whisper. “Help me!” 
 
    Aunt Zoe was too shocked to move for a moment, then she said, “It looked like you don’t need much help.” 
 
    “But I can’t get up!” 
 
    “You got down, get yourself up,” she examined the contraption and was now fascinated. She reached down, stopped, then continued. She took his penis and cage in one hand. “Is this what you do when you’re supposed to be working?” 
 
    “Please…I’m stuck.” 
 
    Zoe hadn’t held a man’s penis for years. This one was performing gyrations in the cage. She could feel it through the plastic. She licked her lips. 
 
    She reached down and put her hands around his balls. She whispered. “It looks like you’re having fun.” 
 
    “I…there’s a dildo on the chair.” 
 
    Zoe blinked. It made no sense, and then it did. That’s how he was stuck. He was sitting on a dick! 
 
    Zoe giggled, then she finally responded to the situation. She unclamped his arms. 
 
    He lifted his arms and tried to push up. After hours of sitting on the dildo he was terribly weakened. 
 
    Zoe put her arms under his and helped him rise up. 
 
    Ryan felt the cock slide out of his ass. After hours of pleasure he was ready to be released, but it did leave a feeling of emptiness in his butt. 
 
    Zoe helped him walk around the chair and down to the end of the room. He could barely walk in the heels, but Zoe was too drunk to think logically and take them off. 
 
    She walked him through the basement and up into the house. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” Ryan kept mumbling. 
 
    She looked at his red lips, she felt his dress under her helping arm. She wasn’t sorry. 
 
    She didn’t know exactly what she was, but she wasn’t sorry. 
 
    She took him through the living room and up the stairs. 
 
    “What are you doing?” he asked in a whisper. 
 
    “You need a good night’s sleep,” she said. 
 
    She helped him out of his clothes, then put him in her bed. 
 
    She stared at him. His cock looked to be a good, healthy size, though it was currently out of action. 
 
    She looked down at the dress he had been wearing. 
 
    When he started to snore she went down to examine the second basement more closely. 
 
     
 
    Ryan awoke. He knew where he was. He knew he had been caught wearing a dress and watching porn. His face turned red at the memory of how his aunt had had to help him off a big dildo. 
 
    “Are you awake?” 
 
    He was under the covers. He was electric, his face inflamed with red, his whole body blushing. “Yes.” 
 
    Zoe was on the other side of the bed. 
 
    “I guess we should talk.” 
 
    He said nothing. 
 
    She pulled on his shoulder and turned him over. 
 
    He opened his eyes wide at the sight of her. She was wearing a chemise and nothing else. He could see her large breasts, the nipples jutting out through the thin material. She had no panties on and he cold see her light bush. 
 
    Then he looked at her face and was doubly embarrassed. 
 
    “I’m going to assume you found that room, that you didn’t build it in the last couple of weeks.” 
 
    He bit his lip and nodded. He wanted to look away, but she had a hand on his cheek and was holding him to look at her. 
 
    “So…talk.” 
 
    Ryan mumbled and explained how he had found the second basement. 
 
    “So you’ve been…what? Cleaning a little and masturbating a lot?” 
 
    He nodded, totally shamed. 
 
    Zoe nodded thoughtfully. “Well, fortunately for you, I found the key to your chastity tube downstairs, in the little bathroom. So there won’t be any more unauthorized jacking off.” 
 
    His eyes opened. 
 
    “I’ll probably have to figure out how to give you a little relief, don’t want you blowing up your balls or something, but it’s time you finished my basement.” 
 
    “Okay,” he whispered. 
 
    “Now, it’s morning. I suggest you put your dress on and get back to work.” 
 
    “Put the…” 
 
    “The dress. You seem to prefer dresses over male clothes, so I locked the left side of the armoire, and you will spend the rest of your time here wearing clothes from the female side.” 
 
    “I…will?” 
 
    “Yep. And I expect you to use the make up in the bathroom. I’ll help you if you need to figure it out.” 
 
    Ryan’s face was crimson, and he could feel the blood pounding in his chest, in his face. 
 
    “Don’t you want to…to get rid of me?” 
 
    “For what? You got a little side tracked, and now we’ve got you back on track. No, you’re here for the summer, and I want that basement finished. Who knows. If you’re a good boy maybe I’ll take you into that second basement for a treat.” 
 
    She had been talking off the top, and was surprised to hear herself say that. Yet…it was an intriguing concept. 
 
    Take Ryan into the ‘dungeon,’ teach him something about real sex?Wouldn’t that just fry Jan’s chitlins? 
 
    Watching Ryan’s stunned face, she got up, pulled the covers down and looked at his imprisoned manhood. 
 
    “Too bad,” she teased him. “There’s plenty of other things you could use that dick for. 
 
    She reached down and fondled his balls. She looked up at him. “Wouldn’t you rather use that dick on a pretty woman? Do a little ‘in and out?’ Instead of watching it lay there all shriveled and useless?” 
 
    Ryan was flabbergasted. She was near naked and holding his balls. His cock was pressing against the inside of the cage. She was teasing him and denying him at the same time. He gave a small sob as she pulled him out of bed. 
 
    “Sit down at my vanity.” 
 
    He sat down, and realized that he still had lipstick on. It was a whole new level of mortification. 
 
    Yet, she did nothing with his face and make up. She took a brush and brushed out his hair. She teased it and curled it, and when she was done he was femininely coiffed. 
 
    “Now put your dress on and get to work.” 
 
     
 
    Ryan worked through the day. He had had no dinner the night before, and he had had no breakfast. When he came up for lunch she handed him a bowl of vegetable soup. 
 
    “Very nourishing,” she explained. 
 
    While he sucked soup she went out and looked at the basement. She came back in and treated him to a frown. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Not enough. Were you in the room?” 
 
    “No!” he protested. 
 
    Then she confused him. “Well that’s probably the problem.” 
 
    When he finished she went down to the basement with him. She opened the second room and ushered him in. 
 
    He looked at the furniture and felt a sense of foreboding. 
 
    “Take your dress off and climb on that horse.” 
 
    The horse was a big one, and he mounted it from the side. She cuffed his ankles to the legs on one side, then cuffed his wrists to the legs on the other side. He was laying on the horse and his butt was thrust up into the air. 
 
    “We’re going to change your attitude, Ryan.” 
 
    He looked back over his shoulder at her. He was feeling a little fear now, and he wondered what she was going to do. 
 
    She took a paddle off the wall and swished it through the air. 
 
    “You aren’t going to…” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    He yelped, but it wasn’t all that painful. It was just a gentle reminder, and as he relaxed after it he realized that it actually felt good. 
 
    She touched his balls, caressed them, ran her red tipped fingers over them. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    But it didn’t hurt so much as turn him on. 
 
    “Please…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Can you undo my cock?” 
 
    She laughed. “Oh, Ryan, honey, what would be the fun of that?” 
 
    She went to the pegboard and took down a vibrator. “I had to replace batteries, but that’s okay.” She held the vibrator to his balls and turned it on. 
 
    “Oh! Oh! OOOOO!” 
 
    She pulled it away before he could cum. 
 
    She patted his back. “Would you like more?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    ZZZZZZ! 
 
    “Oh…oh….” 
 
    “More?” 
 
    He couldn’t talk, but he gulped and nodded. 
 
    She touched the vibrator to his nipples and rubbed her thumb over his bunghole. 
 
    It was electrifying. His whole body jerked with the shocking pleasure of it. 
 
    “You see, Ryan dear, if you work hard, you get this. If you don’t…” She walked over to the pegboard and took down a heavy whip. But she didn’t hit him. She just uncoiled it and let the heavy twined leather fall to the floor. 
 
    She laughed at the look of fear on his face. “Oh, Ryan. You dear, sweet boy.” 
 
    She leaned down and kissed his cheek. Then she stopped, and a look flitted across her face. 
 
    She kissed him on the lips. It was a juicy kiss, one that thrilled him to his balls and made the pre-cum drip from his cock. 
 
    She licked her lips, appeared to think some more, then kissed him, again and again. 
 
    Ryan was in lip heaven. Her mouth was warm and moist. She gave him a little tongue action, then she reached under the horse and grabbed his balls. 
 
    She kissed his lips and squeezed his balls. He moaned into her mouth, and she really liked that. 
 
    She move away and watched him. 
 
    His eyes were desperate. She could feel his cock wiggling in the tube. 
 
    She nodded. “I think you’ll work now.” 
 
    He stared, so totally turned on, and so totally unable to do anything about it. 
 
    “Do a good job this afternoon. Maybe I’ll have a treat for you tonight.” She undid the cuffs and let him up. “Get dressed. Put on the purple dress, and the nylons with the stripe up the back of the leg.” 
 
    That afternoon he worked especially hard. 
 
      
 
    Zoe returned home in time for dinner. She had bought Chinese, and she ate it while Ryan worked on a box of noodles. A small box. And she didn’t even give him a fortune cookie. 
 
    All through dinner he stared at her, his eyes a mix of confusion and horniness. 
 
    She knew he was in love with her. 
 
    Heck, she loved him. But he was also the offspring of the enemy. 
 
    What a delightful quandary, she thought. I get to do something I love, and he loves, and won’t Jan be surprised.  
 
    After dinner she handed him some pills. “These are the strongest vitamins I could find. Within a month you’ll see big changes.” 
 
    Trusting, he took the vitamins and popped them down his throat. 
 
    He no longer slept on the couch. Now he slept in her room. With her. 
 
    She wore the flimsiest of outfits, her form easy to see, and she cuddled up to him through the night. 
 
    He could feel her breasts, big pillows pressed against his back. Sometimes she turned him over and made him suck on her nipples. 
 
    She scissored her legs over his, and he could feel her slit pressed against his flesh. 
 
    He gulped, and had a hard time going to sleep. 
 
    She kissed him. Even waking him up to kiss him. 
 
    His dick was hurting now, caught in the plastic vise and desperate to get out. 
 
    When he complained she just held it and kissed him some more. 
 
    The second night after he started sleeping with her she pushed his head down to her groin. She gave him explicit instructions on what she expected. 
 
    “That’s it. use your tongue. Up the crevice…now suck on my clitoris. It’s just like sucking on a dick, but it’s a female dick. 
 
    He couldn’t help himself. He couldn’t stop. 
 
    “Now, put a finger in me. Crook it up and…oh, yes. Now, finger me, rub that spot.” 
 
    He did, and noted how she jerked and twitched and held on to him. 
 
    “Oh…yes!” She came with a violence he had not suspected women could have. 
 
    The next morning she was humming when she made him cereal and handed him his vitamins. 
 
    She tousled his feminine hair and took him down to the basement. 
 
    “All right, I’ve restocked your make up, and it’s time to get serious.” 
 
    She showed him how to cleanse his pores, how to apply primer and all the other potions and paints. 
 
    It felt weird to have her touching his face with her fingers. It felt intimate, and his cock struggled all the harder.  
 
    He really liked it when she put make up on him. It was like the high point of the day, and often during the day he would look at his face and just think about the way she gently molded him. 
 
    The basement progressed, but not as fast as she demanded. And it didn’t because she would make him work for an hour, then take him into the second basement. 
 
    One morning she tied him to a St. Andrew’s Cross and whipped him. 
 
    Gently whipped him. An ounce of pain, which resulted in a pound of pleasure. 
 
    Whipped him until he was moaning with pleasure. He had always though being whipped would be painful, and it was, but not in the way he thought. It was painful to be that horny and not be able to find relief. He was used to jacking off twice a day, now he was refused, and the semen was building up in his balls. 
 
    Then, when the whipping was done, she inserted a butt plug into his fanny. 
 
    He gasped. He had recovered form the night in the dildo chair, and he often thought of how wonderful it felt to be penetrated in that fashion.               
 
    Two weeks later he realized that his body was changing. He had been growing skinnier, but now he had a bit of padding on his fanny and on his chest. Just a little. And he figured it was because his diet consisted of things like sandwiches and soups and the occasional salad. 
 
    The funny thing was that he felt a bit of relief. Now the bras she was making him wear had a little something to fill the cups with. 
 
    Not much. 
 
    But at least it was something. 
 
    And the panties felt better. 
 
    And the dresses. 
 
     
 
    Two months, and the basement was almost done. There were a few small clumps of things scattered about, but the major work was done. Zoe came down to the basement and inspected his progress, and she was pleased. 
 
    “Somebody’s going to get an extra special treat tonight,” she remarked. Then she smiled and kissed him on the lips.” 
 
    It made him so happy. 
 
    Then she placed a hand on his chest, and he felt a thrill shoot through him. It was his nipple, and he moaned. 
 
    She smiled and told him to lift his dress over his head. When he had the dress up she kissed his nipples, and the sensation was like nothing he had ever felt before. It was electric, and it shot to his groin. 
 
    “Oh, God!” The dress was still up over his head, his arms trapped inside. 
 
    She held his balls with one hand, tickled a nipple with the other hand, and sucked with her mouth. 
 
    Ryan almost collapsed, the feelings were so strong. 
 
    When he managed to get the dress back down she was gone. 
 
    He worked hard to finish the basement, and he did. He took the last bit of junk out and swept the basement, then he ran upstairs to tell Zoe that he was done. 
 
    He realized, as he ran up the stairs, that he was a changed person. He didn’t run the same way. He didn’t move the same way. Part of it was that his package was contained in a non masculine way. Part of it was the way he was gaining weight in his hips and chest. Part of it was…he just felt like being more feminine. 
 
    “Wonderful,” praised Zoe, as she put his salad before him. For a treat she sprinkled a half a dozen raisins on his salad. 
 
    “So do I get a reward tonight?” 
 
    “You certainly do. You get to make love to me.” 
 
    Ryan was in shock. He was in love, and to be told that he would get to put his penis in his lady love…it was all he could dream of. And it was going to happen. 
 
    It didn’t happen exactly the way he anticipated, however. 
 
    After dinner, and a couple of hours of snuggling on the sofa and watching romantic comedies—funny how Ryan was starting to enjoy those romantic comedies—she took his hand and led him up to bed. 
 
    She hummed as she let down her hair. She watched him in the mirror with a Mona Lisa smile. Her breasts were tingling with anticipation. Her pussy was downright wet. 
 
    She went to a dresser and took out a strap on. “I brought this up from the basement today.” 
 
    Ryan stared at the leather and dildo set up. On one hand, his heart sank. He wanted to make love to Zoe with his own dick. On the other hand, he couldn’t stop staring at her lush body. 
 
    “Oh, honey, you didn’t think you were going to be able to use your own penis, did you?” 
 
    She helped him step into the harness. 
 
    “I…uh…yeah.” 
 
    “But we’re related. That would be too close to incest.” 
 
    She snapped the dildo into the socket and stepped back. 
 
    His caged cock and balls were hidden by the harness. It was like he was a she with a dick. 
 
    Zoe smiled happily. “You’re so beautiful.” 
 
    She stepped forward and fondled Ryan’s tits. 
 
    And they were tits. Not big, but certainly a handful. 
 
    She kissed him, then led him to the bed. 
 
    She lay back on the bed, spread her legs, and said, “Kiss me down there, honey. Get me ready.” 
 
    Ryan felt conflicted. He wanted his own dick free, and that made his dick struggle as hard as it cold in the chastity tube. Yet he couldn’t stop himself from making love to his aunt. 
 
    He lay in the junction of her legs and kissed her and kissed her. He licked her labia, letting her feel the delicate graze of his tongue. He put his mouth over her clitoris and she felt his soft, plump lips. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” she sighed. “Now come up and put it in me.” 
 
    Ryan held himself over her. He wasn’t as strong as he once was, his muscles were turning a bit soft and slender, but he could hold himself up long enough for her to grab his plastic weenie and fit it to her pussy. 
 
    She groaned as she pulled him into her. She kissed, grinding on his mouth as he ground into her hips. 
 
    Ryan was now feeling differently. He was feeling like he was exalted, elevated above humanity. He was not able to sate his own urges, he was good only to sate hers. He came to realize that he had only one duty to perform, to give pleasure to his aunt. 
 
    She arched her hips and he drove down, the remnants of his male strength enabling him to please her. 
 
    She held his face to her nipples and he suckled happily. 
 
    Her pleasure became his pleasure. 
 
    Her excitement excited him. 
 
    And when she came it was like he had achieved nirvana. 
 
    No, he didn’t get to cum. But her happiness was better than an orgasm. Afterwards, her laying, sated, contented, pleased with him, all he could do was kiss her and wish he could do it again. 
 
      
 
    A week before he was due to go home Zoe took him to bed. She didn’t unlock him. She kissed him and crawled over his body. 
 
    He was now female in form. Every dress fit perfectly, and he had large boobs that filled his double D cups. His make up was perfect and his hair was a wonderfully feminine style. 
 
    There was no trace of the boy that had arrived earlier that summer. 
 
    “You’re beautiful,” she said, suddenly getting out of bed. 
 
    “Thank you, Aunt Zoe.” Then: “What are you doing?” 
 
    She was putting the strap on on. She smiled at him and buckled the harness. She snapped the big penis into the socket. 
 
    “You’re going to be going home in a few days, and I thought I should give you a little something to remember me by. 
 
    They had played with his butt, and he had worn butt plugs often, but to have her fuck him? 
 
    Of course, it would probably be similar to sitting in the dildo chair. 
 
    She arranged him sideways on the bed and lifted his legs over her shoulders. She applied a heavy dose of lubricant to his asshole. 
 
    He stared at her, entranced. She’s really going to do this, he thought. 
 
    She gave him a final kiss, leaning forward so their breasts brushed. Then she began feeding the cock into him. 
 
    Ryan arched his back and couldn’t believe the pleasure. The feeling of the cock up his heinie, he had missed this. He needed this. He relished every inch of shaft that slid through his anal ring and plummeted into the depths. 
 
    “That’s it, honey.” She took the little key off the chain around her neck and unlocked his chastity cage. 
 
    He moaned and raised his head to watch his cock rise up. 
 
    It rose up spectacularly. It was stiff and rigid, and his balls felt so damned full! 
 
    She moved in and out of him, letting him feel the veins on the side of the plastic cock. 
 
    Ryan groaned and held to her arms. 
 
    With her hands she began stroking his cock. But she didn’t stroke him hard enough to get him off. She stroked him to get him harder, and harder, but she wanted the orgasm to come from his butt. She wanted him to have an anal orgasm. 
 
    Ryan grunted, and lost himself in the feeling of being impaled. There was nothing in the world except the wonderful feeling of the cock in his ass. 
 
    Slowly, the feeling came to him. A warm feeling, much larger than an orgasm by penis. It lifted him up and swirled him around, the world spun, and he felt like he was in the heart of a volcano. 
 
    “AHHHHHHHH!” 
 
    And Zoe smiled as a vast torrent of semen exploded from his cock. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Jan stood at the baggage claims, waiting for Ryan. She had missed him this summer. The movie had turned out well, it was going to be a smash, but she really missed Ryan. 
 
    She stood, waiting, and watched his bags come out of the chute and circle around the platform. He would be here any minute. 
 
    She noticed a tall woman coming across the claims area. She was a babe. She had a figure to die for, with very large breasts. Her face was immaculately made up, and for a moment Jan wondered if she knew her. She looked like an actress, but…she looked past her, waiting for Ryan. 
 
    Click, click, click. The woman strode across the area and everybody was sneaking looks. So gorgeous. 
 
    Then she stopped right in front of Jan. “Hello, mother!” 
 
    Jan turned her face towards the woman. Shock crossed her face. Those features, no wonder she thought recognized…it was Ryan! 
 
    Ryan hugged her and she felt faint. 
 
    When he let go she whispered, “What…what did she do to you?” 
 
    “Oh, nothing. I did it all. I like the new me. Do you?” 
 
    “Ryan…Ryan…I…” 
 
    “Aunt Zoe said to give you this.” He held out a letter. His fingers were long and slender and the tips were painted red. Red to match his lipstick. 
 
    Trembling, faint, Jan opened the letter and read: 
 
      
 
    ‘Remember when you put itching powder in my panties?’ 
 
      
 
    Jan looked back at her son. 
 
    “Aunt Zoe says I can go to college in her town. If you’ll let me, that is. Can I, Mother? Can I go live with Aunt Zoe while I do college?” 
 
    Jan’s legs gave way at that point, and she crumpled to the ground. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Oh, baby! I can’t wait!” She pulled Carter out of the car and up the steps. 
 
    Carter grinned, and the bulge in his pants was sizable. He hadn’t had sex for days, and his wife was ready. He let himself be pulled, and prepared himself mentally. 
 
    June’s hands were fumbling as she turned the key and opened the door. 
 
    They were at a cabin in the woods, and would be for a month. It was vacation time, and she was so hot she was dripping. 
 
    The interior of the cabin was rough hewn. Log construction, planks for doors, a heavy, cast iron stove, yet all to modern codes. They had the mood of the old west without the inconveniences. 
 
    He was barely through the door before she attacked him. 
 
    Her hands were literally shaking as she tried to get his belt undone. Her lips were plastered against his and her tongue was searching his mouth. 
 
    June was five six and curvier than a dancing snake. A snake with giant boobs. A snake with sexy, plump lips. Her face could have been in the movies, she was that beautiful. 
 
    Carter was handsome. He was slender, but his face was triangular with full lips and expressive eyes. He chuckled as June managed to pull his belt out of the loops. She pulled his pants down and acted like a rabid dog. She held his thick hog and began to suck. 
 
    Carter instantly moaned, and he knew it was going to take all his will power to make this happen. 
 
    June glanced at him, stroked his shaft, slapped his balls, and did everything that she could to make Carter cum. 
 
    Carter started with baseball, but when she squeezed his nuts hard enough he knew he was in trouble. He quickly began trying to figure out how to say the alphabet backwards. 
 
    “Come on, honey, fuck me. Make me a woman!” She was on her feet and pulling him along. 
 
    Carter sighed. He had made it, and he allowed himself to be pulled upstairs to the big, soft bed. Looking at that thick bed of feathers and fucks he knew it was going to take all his willpower. 
 
    She pushed him back onto the bed and began pulling at his shirt. 
 
    Shortly he was nude, and now she really went to town. More sucking, her tongue sliding under the soft underpart of the head. She knew this would drive him crazy, and she gave it her all. 
 
    Carter groaned loader, and started saying the Pledge of Allegiance backwards in his mind. 
 
    June climbed onto him and sat down on his flagpole. 
 
    “Fuck,” wheezed Carter. 
 
    “Come on, you bitch,” she whispered, tilting her hips down, then up. 
 
    Carter knew this was going to be his toughest trial ever. He meditated on the sounds of the night, willing his awareness, his senses, his mind, to be outside the cabin. 
 
    “Please, honey,” begged June. “Do me!” 
 
    Carter was close, so he went into action. He managed to raise his hips and flip her over. Now she was on the bottom and he drove his penis into here. 
 
    Fuck, he was close. He willed himself not to squirt. He steeled his mind even as he drove into her and swiveled his penis inside her hole. 
 
    June cried out and bit him on the shoulder. 
 
    That helped. A little pain took his mind off the incredible sensation of his penis sliding across her soft inner flesh. 
 
    She held his head down, kissed him. She grabbed his hips and controlled him, made him fuck her harder. 
 
    He was desperate now. He was too close. She was going to get him this time! So he pulled out the last stop: he imagined his kindergarten teacher. Mrs. Paine. A chunky woman who used to grab his ear and pull him off the playground. 
 
    Why are you such a bad boy! she would screech into his ear. Why won’t you behave! 
 
    She was a giant compared to him, large hips and a fat bosom with no definition. Her jaw was wide and she had a few hairs sprouting. Her nose was bulbous and her ears stuck out. She had two warts on her forehead, and her hair was thin and scraggly. 
 
    In short, she was a skag. A harridan. She was a shrew, a termagant, a hag. And to a boy in kindergarten she was the ogress that lived under the bridge. 
 
    That did it. He was almost ready to squirt. His shaft was actually starting to pump, but the image of the old battle ax of a crone did it. His semen stopped boiling and he was able to drive his cock into June a few more times. 
 
    “OHHH!” June arched her back and thrust her hips up. Her eyes rolled back and her toes curled. 
 
    Carter smiled. He had given her a good one. She would remember this one all vacation, and even be trying to outdo it. 
 
    A moment later he slid his still hard cock out of her. 
 
    She gazed at him, dazed by her orgasm, and said, “I’ll be…” and she was asleep. 
 
    Carter felt a surge of energy in his soul. He had managed to withhold his juices, and they were feeding back to him. He felt energized, filled with power and excitement. 
 
    He headed down stairs, padding lightly. He had just driven eight hours, but he was now feeling like a sixteen year old, filled with life. 
 
    He went out to the car and got out the luggage. He brought it in and upstairs, tiptoeing quickly and stealthily around the dozing June on the bed. 
 
    He went downstairs and put the groceries away. He turned on the flames beneath a pan loaded with bacon. 
 
    Finally, he poured himself a tall glass of Coke and bourbon. He felt like he deserved a little extra bonus for managing not to burn up when his wife lit the flames under him. 
 
    While the bacon cooked he sat down and read books on his cell phone. He was midway through ‘Silithia,’ and it was a gangbuster’s novel. A woman who wouldn’t die, who only grew larger, sexier, and learned to control the entire world. Fuck! Every man’s dream. 
 
    Well, every man who was a submissive. 
 
    He sat back after one chapter and looked up at the ceiling. He sipped. He thought about it. 
 
    Was he a submissive? It was hard to tell. Heck, at work he was the boss. He made people jump through hoops. While wearing women’s underwear. 
 
    Yet when his wife gave him orders he jumped to please her. 
 
    He looked down at his pants. His cock was still hard from pleasing June. 
 
    He thought about June. What a wonderful woman. It was a pity that he had that one flaw, that one secret, that he couldn’t tell her about. 
 
    He wondered what she would think if he told her the truth. Well, he wasn’t about to go there. Let her live in mystery. 
 
    Huh! 
 
    He sipped some more bourbon. Finished off the glass and got up and made another one. 
 
    He was still glowing on the inside, his body filled to bursting with pent up sexual desire. 
 
    He hadn’t cum in months, and he was feeling it. And he loved it. 
 
    “Hey, honey,” June came down the stairs. She was wearing a burgundy robe, very short, held together loosely, her large boobs, still flushed with excitement,  swayed behind the lapels. Her nipples were still large and stiff. 
 
    “Hey, babe. Have a good nap?” 
 
    He felt his soul gravitating towards her. It was like his flesh was planted on the kitchen chair, but everything inside his flesh was striving to move towards her. His penis throbbed again, wanting to dive into her velvet pussy. His balls felt hot. Even his nipples pulsed. 
 
    He had fucked her and not cum, and that cum was still wanting to happen. 
 
    She sat down next to him, and he leaned over and kissed her. Fuck, his lips felt like they wanted to swell up and devour her beautiful face. 
 
    He got up and made her a drink, and made himself another one. His penis was pushing at his pants like a spike being driven. His whole body was flushed with desire. 
 
    He sat down and handed her her drink and sipped his own. 
 
    She sipped, she smiled, and she said, “Okay. We drove hundreds of miles. You fucked me into the next heaven, and…we need to talk. 
 
    Immediately his high was doused. 
 
    ‘We need to talk’ was the kiss of death. It was what they said on TV when they wanted to ruin a perfectly good show. It was the sign of women who wanted to turn their lives into a soap opera where the man is forced to do things he didn’t want to. 
 
    “Well, I’d like to, but I need a bit of a rest. I drove…I’m tired.” 
 
    She put her hand on his and stopped him from rising. “No, Carter. Right now. You’re not going to wiggle out from this. We’re going to talk, and I mean now.” 
 
    Carter was caught. He knew it. And he could tell she was as serious as a heart attack. 
 
    He took a healthy glug of his bourbon and faced her. “All right.” 
 
    “You don’t ever cum when we make love.” 
 
    Fuck. There it was. She hit the secret square on the head. 
 
    “Honey, do I keep you satisfied?” 
 
    “Yep. But it’s obvious that I don’t satisfy you.” 
 
    “Of course you do!” 
 
    “Then how come I don’t go to sleep dripping of sperm, all filled up with your hot seed? Why don’t I ever sleep in a wet spot? Why don’t I wake up with a sticky mess between my legs? 
 
    He tried to laugh it off. He grinned, “There’s probably a million women out there who wish they didn’t have to sleep in a wet spot. 
 
    She remained laser focused on him. “A billion. But a wet spot in those cases at least meant the man loved her enough to cum in her.” 
 
    “Just because I don’t cum doesn’t mean I don’t love you,” but his voice was getting weaker. Damn it. He didn’t want to have this conversation. 
 
    “Are you physically well? Are you capable?” 
 
    “Of course I am! I’m healthy as a horse! Want to feel my biceps?” He flexed an arm and gave a grin. 
 
    “You’re not gay or anything,” she mused. Then: “Are you?” 
 
    “Lord, lady. How can you even ask that?” 
 
    “So what is it?” 
 
    “I…uh…I just…” he dwindled off. 
 
    June leaned forward until their faces were inches apart. “Mister, I want to know why I don’t excite you to the point of blowing your load.” 
 
    There’s, uh…no reason. You do excite me.” And he let a little of it slip, “I do want to squirt so badly, and…” he shut, and the little gleam of victory was in here eyes. “Go on.” 
 
    “No. I mean there’s nothing.” 
 
    “You were saying something.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    But he said nothing, and she frowned. “Okay. We’ll do this the easy way.” 
 
    Now he frowned, but she got up and poured him another drink. She placed it in front of him. She sat down opposite him. She sipped her drink, which was now nothing but Coke. 
 
    He sipped his. 
 
    “So is it that you can’t cum…or won’t cum?” 
 
    He shook his head, his lips tight. 
 
    She sipped, and he fell to that age old ploy…he sipped. 
 
    Drinking is like yawning. One person drinks and the other person drinks also. It’s like they can’t stop. 
 
    “Do you find me an ugly wench and don’t want to spend your seed on me?” 
 
    He laughed. 
 
    She sipped. 
 
    He sipped. 
 
    “Okay, then…is it somebody else? Have you been fucking somebody else so much that you’re empty when you get to me.” 
 
    “Ha!” 
 
    She sipped. 
 
    He sipped. 
 
    “Fine. Something in my pussy hurts you. I wash it, I douche, I even jack off on occasion.” 
 
    “You masturbate?” He was surprised. 
 
    “Absolutely. It’s healthy and fun.” 
 
    “But I thought I was satisfying you?” 
 
    “You are, but that doesn’t mean I can’t satisfy myself.” 
 
    She sipped. 
 
    He sipped. 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Look, you have your secrets, and I have mine. Mine is that I like sex. But that’s not much of a secret, is it?” 
 
    “Uh…no.” 
 
    She sipped. 
 
    He sipped. 
 
    “So what is your secret?” 
 
    “I don’t have one.” 
 
    “You don’t squirt. I fuck like an animal, but you never shoot the juice. Why?” 
 
    “I, uh…” 
 
    She sipped. 
 
    He sipped. 
 
    It took half a bottle of bourbon, him drinking most of it. He had driven all day and was physically a little tired. That helped. 
 
    Finally, the only thing keeping him going was that charge of energy he received from not releasing his cum. 
 
    Dazed from drink, his cock horny—and she kept stroking it to help her argument—he broke. 
 
    He almost sobbed out the answer. “Because I like not cumming.” 
 
    At that moment she had his balls in one hand and was circling his head with the palm of her other hand.  
 
    It was so intense he just couldn’t help it. If he didn’t tell her he was going to cum. 
 
    She stopped moving and stared at him. Which was good because it allowed him to concentrate and keep his sperm in his balls. 
 
    “But why?” 
 
    And he told her. 
 
    “There is Taoist theory. Every time a man gives up his sperm he is giving up some of his life energy. I want a longer life with you, so I don’t…I don’t…” he trickled off. 
 
    “But how do you stand it? How can you do this?” 
 
    “I just focus. Sometimes I think of baseball, or spelling words backwards, or I bite my lip on the inside until it hurts. Sometimes I can do a sort of meditation, and that does it.” 
 
    He was almost babbling now. His secret was in the open and he actually felt a little lost without it. 
 
    June shook her head and was silent for a moment. She had imagined some deep, dark secret. This was…this was…she didn’t want to say laughable, but…it sort of was. 
 
    But it was also sweet. He didn’t want to shorten his life so he could have a longer one with her. 
 
    And the mental control he was exhibiting, that had to be awesome. 
 
    Now that the secret was out, he continued. There was a relief to letting go of secrets. “When I can not cum I feel a surge of energy. Makes me feel powerful, even Godlike.” 
 
    “So that’s why you have so much energy.” 
 
    He nodded. “Want your house rebuilt? Don’t let me squirt. Keep all that energy in me, make it work for you.” 
 
    June shook her head. “Well, Carter,” she let go of his dick and stood up. “You’ve given me a lot to think about. I think I’m going to want to sleep on it.” 
 
    She turned and walked up the stairs. 
 
    Carter stared after her with an open mouth. That was not the reaction that he expected. Though, in truth, he didn’t have any expectations as to what her response might be should she find out his secret. 
 
    “But…” he started. 
 
    She just raised a hand in a wave and continued up the stairs. 
 
    Carter sat in the kitchen for another half hour, wondering what had just happened. His secret was out, was she angry? Disappointed? Did she still love him? 
 
    He finished his drink. He knew he was drunk, and he looked at her drink, thought about it, then took a sip from it. 
 
    It was pure Coke and he opened his eyes. “Bitch!” 
 
      
 
    June woke up the next day feeling spry and happy. She had solved a problem, discovered a secret, and it was a doozy. 
 
    Her husband didn’t want to cum in her because he loved her. Oh, and he got a lot of extra life energy by not squirting. 
 
    She could have that. 
 
    In fact, she liked that. 
 
    She smiled and rolled over in bed. Carter wasn’t there. 
 
    She frowned, then she relaxed. He would be passed out downstairs. On the couch. Probably worried that she was angry. 
 
    Foolish man. 
 
    She loved him all the more. 
 
    After all, it was a sacrifice, what he was doing, though he would never think of it that way. 
 
    She rolled out of bed and treated herself to a hot shower. She soaped her large boobs and her crotch that was pure and unsullied, of semen that is. She brushed out her hair and put on make up. She walked downstairs in a chemise, her boobs jutting and her nipples through the thin material.               
 
    Carter was on the couch, snoring away. 
 
    She fixed a Bloody Mary. Not supposed to mix vodka with his bourbon of the night before, but…rules were meant to be broken. 
 
    She started to sit down, then grinned. She threw a leg over his head sat on his face. 
 
    It didn’t take but a few seconds for him to realize and start struggling. 
 
    She giggled as he opened his eyes and gasped. She moved back and he sat up, and he still looked drunk. She handed him the Bloody Mary and watched him drink. 
 
    “Oh, lord. What happened.” 
 
    June was merciless. She took the humor off her face and said, “You told me that you didn’t want to cum in me because you hate me.” 
 
    “What? No!” 
 
    She walked into the kitchen, her back to him and holding in a smirk. 
 
    He jumped to his feet, almost fell because he was still drunk, and followed her. 
 
    “June! That’s not right! I didn’t say that! Please, honey, you’ve got to understand—“ 
 
    She whirled on him and growled. “I’m making breakfast. Would you like some?” 
 
    If he hadn’t been so drunk he would have realized she was pulling his leg, as it was, he was panicked. “No…wait…yes…I—“ 
 
    “Go back to sleep and I’ll sit on your face again when breakfast is ready.” 
 
    “Please, honey…” 
 
    She pushed him around and back towards the couch. 
 
    “Of course I’m going to scorch your toast, and mix milk in the eggs”—he hated that—“and maybe I’ll get you a big glass of toilet water to drink.” 
 
    He was almost crying now. “Please! I’m sorry!” 
 
    She snapped, “Are you sorry enough to cum in me?” 
 
    “Yes! Of course!” 
 
    “So you don’t want to live a long life with me.” 
 
    His confusion mounted. “No! I mean…yes! I want to. But—“ 
 
    “Well you’re going to have a long, long life with me, buster.” She grabbed him and planted her lips on his. She grabbed his weenie and stroked, and his eyes went wide. 
 
    She backed off with a grin, “Because now I don’t want you to cum in me.” 
 
    “What? You’re joking with me?” 
 
    “Of course I am. I think it’s sweet that you’re willing to sacrifice your orgasms for more time with me. Heck, if I had known that I would have refused you way back when we first started.” 
 
    “But, honey…” 
 
    “But don’t worry, I’m going to make up for lost time.” She was stroking his cock, and his weenie was large and dripping. “I’m going to help you be horny, and I’m going to try harder to make you cum, but I’m not going to let you. Now sit down and wait for breakfast.” 
 
    She gave him a push and he fell back on the couch. He stared at her in stunned wonder. 
 
      
 
    They ate bacon and eggs with pancakes. The bacon was crisp on the edges and juicy in the center. The eggs were over hard and laced with salt and pepper. The waffles had thick pats of butter and were drowned with syrup. Aunt Jemima syrup, the politically incorrect syrup. 
 
    I twas delicious. 
 
    Under the table Carter’s penis was bouncing up and down. He was sobering up and the wonderful feel of being horny was overwhelming him. 
 
    At that moment, with alcohol still in his system, he probably wouldn’t have been able to hold his semen in. 
 
    On the other side of the table June was watching him watch her. 
 
    “So what do we call you? Is there a name for people who want to be horny all the time but never squirt?” 
 
    “Anti-lovers?” he suggested. “ Reverse onanism?” 
 
    “Abstinence?” she countered. 
 
    “But I don’t abstain. Abstinence is refusing all genital contact. I like genital contact.” 
 
    “Sounds like you’ve been reading up on this.” 
 
    “Well, sort of.” 
 
    “Of course you have. You’d want to understand it.” 
 
    He said nothing, forked a bit of pancake into his mouth and savored it. 
 
    His cock, interesting enough, wanted to come worse than ever. It was like now that his secret was out he didn’t have the will to stop himself. He explained that to June. 
 
    “So you want to cum now,” she mused. 
 
    “No…I just…this is even hornier than normal for me.” 
 
    “So you’re going to walk around all day with a big old boner, a boner that is dedicated to my love temple.” 
 
    He nodded, and he actually looked sad. 
 
    June laughed. “You started this, and now you expect to stop it? I don’t think so.” 
 
    “So you’re really not going to let me cum.” 
 
    “Nope. You want to do the Taoist thing, conserve your life energy by cheating me of sperm…then so be it.” 
 
    That statement made him happy, even as it made him sad. What a mix! 
 
    “Well, it’s probably time to take a hike, get out and enjoy some of that wonderful nature.” 
 
    He nodded, not sure what she was saying. 
 
    “Besides, you have to walk off some of that booze you so foolishly ingested last night.” 
 
    “Hey! It was you that kept feeding me!” 
 
    June just laughed. “Okay, I’m going to do the dishes. Why don’t you go upstairs and take a long shower. Or…wait a minute!” 
 
    She stood up, an evil grin on her face. “Come with me.” 
 
    He followed her, and she went outside. 
 
    Their cabin was isolated, nobody around, and she walked down the stairs, her chest out and her chemise flowing. 
 
    Surprised, a little nervous, he trailed along. Suddenly she stopped and picked up a hose. She turned on the water and said, “We’re going full Taoist on you. Meditate. See if you can handle this. 
 
    She sprayed him, and the cold water, very cold, was a shock to his system. Suddenly he wasn’t drunk.  
 
    Still, he didn’t break and run. He stood and suffered the freezing spray. 
 
    June walked side to side and squirted water on his face, his crotch, all over his body. 
 
    “Oh, fuck! Fuck!” he whimpered. 
 
    June turned off the hose. “Now you don’t need a hot, luxurious shower.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’re clean the good, old fashioned way. Look, your dick even went down!” 
 
    He looked, and his mighty oak was now a shriveled up peanut. 
 
    Yet, looking at it resurrected it. It began to grow, and June laughed. “Quick! Get dressed! Hide that nugget!” 
 
    Carter ran into the house and up the stairs. And into the hot, luxurious shower. 
 
    June followed, laughing all the way. She liked the way his round butt jounced when he climbed the stairs. She started getting dressed for a hike, then stopped. Then she grinned. 
 
     
 
    Carter stepped out of the shower. His cock was once again stiff and pointing, and he went to his suitcase and opened it. 
 
    He frowned. He had a pair of underpants here, several pairs. Where— 
 
    “Looking for these?” June held up the shreds of his underwear. She had sliced his tighty whiteys into strips. She tossed the rags over the balcony where they fluttered to the floor. 
 
    “Hey! I needed those?” 
 
    “No. You needed these.” She held up a pair of her panties. 
 
    His mouth opened. 
 
    “I’ve read that men get off on wearing women’s underwear. And since you aren’t cumming like a man anymore…” she tossed him a pair of pink panties. 
 
    “I can’t wear these!” he held them up. 
 
    “Is that why youre cock is bouncing up and down so hard?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Furthermore, I want you to wear this.” She held up a bra. 
 
    “Honey!” he protested. 
 
    She walked over to him and held the panties for him to step into. Carter didn’t want to…but under that…he wanted to. He pulled the panties up and saw how his dick was pointed up and scrunched. He felt his nuts in the too tight space. Fuck! It made him extra horny. 
 
    Then, before he could object, she put the bra around his waist, and fastened it. She adjusted the straps and the bra actually fit him. Of course the material in the cups was loose, but…his dick surged and a drop of pre-cum turned the front of the panties darker. 
 
    June had a solution for that. She went into her suitcase and pulled out a panty liner. “We can’t have you dripping all over the place.” She put it in his panties and stood back in satisfaction. 
 
    “I can’t wear this stuff.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Well…it’s yours! It’s girl stuff!” 
 
    “A man that doesn’t cum is like a girl.” 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “I’m serious. And since you aren’t cumming, you are going to be dressing the way I tell you.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    She put a finger to his lips to shush him. “Now, I want you to go downstairs and put on your socks and and hiking boots.” 
 
    “Like this?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “No pants? Or shirt?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    He wanted to go to his suitcase, but she blocked him off and pushed him towards the stairs. 
 
    Carter went down and put on his socks and shoes, and sat on the couch in panties and underwear and wondered what the heck was happening. 
 
    Upstairs, June pulled on shorts, a half bra that let her nipples breath, and a thin blouse. You couldn’t quite see through the blouse, but you could certainly see the nipples poking through the material. 
 
    She came downstairs and was delighted to see Carter stand up and watch her. He was definitely excited. His cock was throbbing like she had never seen it. 
 
    They walked out the front door, down the stairs, then, hand in hand, they took a trail through the woods. 
 
    Carter walked with a red face. He felt silly, but he also felt so damned horny. 
 
    June kept glancing at him and giggling. 
 
    “I like you like this,” she said. 
 
    “Oh,” was all he could manage. It was like his mind had stopped. 
 
    “Yep. It makes me wet. Knowing that you are so horny and can’t cum…why didn’t you tell me you were a freak?” 
 
    “I’m not a freak!” 
 
    But she just laughed and lead him deeper into the woods. 
 
    They reached a meadow. Deer were grazing at the far end, and they raised their heads to watch the two humans. 
 
    “See? They don’t care what you’re wearing.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    She turned and knelt, pulled down his panties, and started to suck. Every once in a while she would pause and ask him a question. 
 
    “Do blow jobs get you close?” 
 
    He nodded, and gulped, and it seemed that it was even harder for him to not squirt, for him to keep his mind on his meditation or distractions. 
 
    She mouthed the head, her lips a red circle around the lip of the skull, her tongue swirling over the sensitive flesh. 
 
    “How long has it been since you last came?” 
 
    He gritted his teeth and whispered, “Over six months.” 
 
    She took his balls in her mouth, one after the other, and sucked on them. Her soft hand stroked his shaft. 
 
    “Wow. Six months. You must be filled to the brim.” 
 
    “Unh,” he said. 
 
    She backed off. “Were you close?” 
 
    He could barely speak, He nodded. 
 
    She stood up and pulled his panties up. “Can’t have that.” 
 
    He was gulping, and his penis was dripping. His nipples teased by the folds of loose cloth, felt like they were being roasted. 
 
    She took his hand and they walked across the meadow. She chuckled when she realized he was actually having trouble walking. 
 
    The deer leaped into the forest, and they came to a stream. 
 
    He had had time to relax a little, so she went to work again. She kissed him, running her mouth over his, giving him a taste of her lipstick, holding his head so he couldn’t move. 
 
    “Sit down,” she said, pushing him back towards a log. 
 
    He sat, and she sat on him and began to grind as she kissed him more. 
 
    Carter groaned into her mouth, and it was the sexiest thing in the world, feeling his guttural nature erupt right into her mouth. She held his head, cradled it, and kissed him, and pushed his face down towards her breasts. 
 
    She pulled the blouse apart and he suckled on her stiff nipples. It was like he was in another world, and she marveled at the intensity of desire coming from him. She could actually feel his horniness. 
 
    “Get me off, baby,” she said. 
 
    He couldn’t wait. He jumped up and laid her down on the log. He stripped her clothes off. 
 
    “No poke attached.” 
 
    “What?” he asked, ripping off her panties. 
 
    “You said you get excited when I cum and you don’t. Does that hold true when you get me off without penetration?” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “Shush, get to work. We’ll find out.” 
 
    He slid down to her pussy and began eating. She had just cum the night before, but that didn’t matter. She was so excited by this whole thing that she was ready to pop. 
 
    He French kissed her pussy. He trailed his tongue along her slit, digging into the crevices of her labia. 
 
    June was moaning from the first lick, and when he stuck his long tongue into her she went. 
 
    “GAHHH!…FUCK!…FUCK!” 
 
    Her voice was swallowed by the foliage of the forest. The deer that had run away were probably wondering who was being killed. 
 
    Her hips rose up and her thighs clamped around his face until he couldn’t breath. 
 
    For a long thirty seconds she was frozen, unaware, eyes rolled, toes curled, then she came down. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” she gasped after a minute. 
 
    He was grinning. 
 
    She sat up and pulled her blouse closed, pulled her panties and shorts up. She looked at him. “Did that make you excited?” 
 
    “Oh, God,” he said. 
 
    “Better or worse than when you fuck me and don’t cum.” 
 
    “Better,” he admitted. 
 
    She smiled. “Oh, baby. We’re going to have fun with this. Let’s go home. There’s a few things I have to do.” 
 
    Happy, her satisfied and his chest busting with energy, they sauntered, hand in hand, back through the woods.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    When they returned from their hike June decided to go to town. She told Carter to wait downstairs while she got ready. 
 
    He had been about to go upstairs and put on some clothes, and he asked why he couldn’t go up while she was changing. 
 
    “Because, Carter dear, you no longer get to see my luscious flesh.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “That’s right.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because, believe it or not, seeing me naked would not make you as horny as seeing me fully clothed.” 
 
    “That doesn’t make sense!” 
 
    “Stay here and wait. You’ll find out.” 
 
    He sat on the couch and pondered what was happening to him. He was so horny he couldn’t believe it. He was far hornier than when he had his secret. Her knowing, and doing something about it, was compounding his sexual desire. 
 
    After ten minutes June sauntered down the stairs. She had a big, plastic bag over her shoulder. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “I’m throwing some of my old clothes away. Be a dear and take these out to the car.”Carter took the bag, and knew that she was right. Not seeing her flesh, he wanted to see her flesh, his imagination was running riot, and, if possible, his cock was even harder. 
 
    She smiled at the look on his face. “Told you so.” 
 
    Carter took the bag out and put it in the trunk of the car. It was large and soft and he gave it no mind. 
 
    He was coming up the steps when June came out the front door.  
 
    “Hold on, let me get dressed,” he said. 
 
    “No need,” she smiled and patted his cheek. Then she reached down and patted his panties with his engorged cock in them.  
 
    Carter groaned, and reached for her. 
 
    “No, no,” she laughed, scooting past him. 
 
    He watched her drive away, and his lust had never been stronger. His heart was pounding and he actually wanted to run down the road after her. He felt like a dog forbidden to chase after cars. He wanted to run, catch her, throw her down and fuck her madly. 
 
    And he wanted to cum. He was that far gone. 
 
    Sighing, he entered the house and went upstairs. 
 
    He opened his suitcase to get out some pants and froze. The suitcase was empty. 
 
    What the…? 
 
    He looked around the room. He looked under the bed. He looked in the bathroom. He looked everywhere. His clothes, everything from ties to socks, were gone. 
 
    The plastic bag! His clothes had been in that, and he had toted them down to the car himself! 
 
    He didn’t have to wonder what June was doing. She was getting rid of his clothes. But…why? He couldn’t wear panties and a bra the whole month! 
 
    He went downstairs and sat down. Then he got up and went outside. 
 
    Alone in the woods, with no clothes. WTF! 
 
    He went back in. 
 
    For the next few hours Carter was in a blind funk. He couldn’t go to town and get new clothes. He couldn’t do anything until June returned. Now he depended on her, and he was helpless. 
 
    He tried reading a book, but his mind was totally discombobulated. 
 
    He listened to the radio, and that was a bit distracting, but not enough. 
 
    Finally, he went out on the porch and lay down on a lounge chair. He closed his eyes and just lay there. The rising sun cooked him, and he felt his cock struggling. 
 
    He actually thought about jacking off. But…that would defeat all of his Taoist plans. 
 
    Finally, four hours after she left, June came driving up the trail. 
 
    Carter leaped to his feet and stood at the top of the stairs. He wasn’t exactly glaring, but he sure was confused. 
 
    “Hey, honey,” June called as she stepped out of the car. “I’ve got some bags in the back.” 
 
    Grinning, she mounted the stairs. 
 
    Carter waited for her. He wanted to shout, to jump up and down, and ask here why she had taken his clothes. He controlled himself. 
 
    She patted his groin again, and again he groaned. Fuck! He couldn’t stand this! 
 
    She entered the house, and he trotted down the steps. Interestingly, if he thought depriving himself was giving him energy before, it was nothing compared to now. The feeling of energy inside his chest was near doubled, more than he could stand, and every once in a while he would give a shiver. 
 
    Opening the trunk, he glanced into the bags June had brought home. Crap. She had gone shopping for herself. There were no jeans or flannel shirts. Certainly no tighty whiteys. 
 
    He stood for a second, his mind aflame. Was he going to have to spend the whole vacation in panties and bra? Unable to go to town? 
 
    Sighing, he picked up the bags and went into the house. 
 
    June was moving furniture. There was a cot in one of the downstairs closets and she had set it up under the stairs. She hung a brown blanket, looked like an old war surplus thing, to hide the cot. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “This is your new bedroom, dear.” 
 
    “What? But I’m sleeping upstairs!” 
 
    “Nope. Upstairs is reserved for onanists. Downstairs is reserved for abstinence.” 
 
    “No! I’m putting my foot down.” 
 
    June just smiled and said, “Carter. Please sit on the couch.” 
 
    Puzzled, Carter sat down on the center of the couch. 
 
    June sat on the coffee table and faced him. She reached forward and took his hands. She gazed into his eyes, “Carter, when you told me your deep, dark secret I went through a variety of emotions. I thought of things like you didn’t love me, I wondered if you were going to leave me…in the space of seconds I went through more emotions than a woman goes through in a month. But the foremost emotion, the most significant thought, was manifest in a surge of power. I felt like somebody had just ignited a blockbuster in my soul. I felt empowered. I felt like the king of the world. In short, I felt like I was in charge. That you would do this for me…it was incredibly liberating. And I decided I had to help you. If not for you, then for me. I wanted more power. I wanted to feel that energy exploding within me all the time. I suppose it is like the energy you say you feel. So I decided to do this. Funny, I had read about things like this. I even read some of those Grace Mansfield books you like to read so much. But this is reality. So, Carter dear, for the next month you will do what I say. You will wear what I tell you to wear. Which isn’t much, by the way. At the end of this month we can decide what we want to do. But for now…you will wear the clothes of my choice. You will do what I say. And you will sleep under the stairs, a Harry Potter of a different stripe. Do you understand?” 
 
    Carter’s mouth was dry. He found that he was breathing through it. He closed his mouth and swallowed. The swallow made a large gulping sound, which made June chuckle. 
 
    June reached forward and pinched his nipples through the. loose material of the bra. 
 
    Carter groaned. 
 
    “Is that clear? Say ‘yes, dear.’” 
 
    Carter nodded, and his voice was hoarse when he muttered, “Yes…yes, dear.” 
 
    “Okay, let’s get started.” 
 
    The bags were all placed next to the couch and she began rummaging through them. 
 
    “I bought you some underwear that will fit you.” She handed him brand new bra and panties. “Put them on.” 
 
    Carter felt like he was out of his body as he took off her panties and bra and held up his own. 
 
    The bra fit perfectly around his chest, but the cup material was expansive and quite saggy. The panties were tight, but they had a bit of a pouch for his package. 
 
    Still, his cock was so hard it just stretched the material in a poor fit. 
 
    He stood and looked down and June giggled. 
 
    “Seems you have a little problem.” 
 
    “A big problem,” he agreed. 
 
    “Okay, take everything off.” 
 
    He did. 
 
    She took out a small box, opened it, and took out a black, velvet sack. She upended the sack and the contents fell onto the coffee table. There was a ring and a tube, and he recognized it as a chastity device. A ‘tube.’ 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    She ignored his question. “You can see how it goes together. Take it, go outside, and you won’t be allowed into the house until you have it on.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    She took his arm and guided him to the door. She pushed him out and watched him. 
 
    “How am I supposed to do this?” 
 
    “Get it soft. Take a run up to the meadow. Take a shower with the hose. Do whatever you have to. When you have that chastity tube on I’ll let you back in.” 
 
    She closed the door and locked it. 
 
    Carter stared at his cock. Stiff and straight and not ready to go into a little tube. 
 
    He looked at the tube. It was never going to go over his cock. 
 
    Sighing, he descended the stairs. 
 
    Carter tried turning the hose on just his genitals. The water wasn’t as cold as in the early morning, however, and his cock withstood the onslaught of water without shrinking. 
 
    He looked up the trail and gave another sigh. Nothing for it, he started trotting.  
 
    Running up the walking trail towards the meadow he thought about what was happening, about what June was doing. It was exciting. Probably too exciting 
 
    Still, he ran, and was surprised when he was finally distracted enough by nature for his cock to go down. 
 
    Quickly, he slipped the ring and the tube on and connected them. Then he inserted the little padlock. 
 
    CLICK! 
 
    There he was, a million miles from civilization, and yet he felt trapped. 
 
    It was the most heady experience he had ever had, and his cock was suddenly raging in the cage. It pushed out, and his nuts started to hurt from the stretch. He groaned and bent over, and started walking down the trail. 
 
    It hurt, and he was a little bent over, and there was no distracting himself from errant thoughts now. Baseball couldn’t keep his mind off his dick. Not counting backwards or sticking a pin in his arm. Nothing. The chastity tube was an insidious device that demanded that you be aware of it. 
 
    The most he could hope for was a slight slackening, enough that he didn’t have to walk bent over. 
 
    He arrived back at the cabin and mounted the steps and knocked on the door. 
 
    June opened it, looked down and grinned. She reached forward and grabbed his caged package and fondled. 
 
    “Now that’s what I call a cock. How’s the excitement?” 
 
    “I can hardly breath,” he admitted with a slight gasp. 
 
    She nodded happily. “And you’re going to spend the month like that.” 
 
    He nodded, and saw that she had poured him a Coke and bourbon. He quickly went to the table and snatched the drink and downed it. 
 
    June just laughed. 
 
    “Okay,” he said. “What now?” 
 
    “Now we have a little fashion show.” 
 
    She had him stand in front of the couch and she began taking things out of the shopping bags. 
 
    Carter knew that women had lots of weird clothes, but he had never imagined that he would be forced to try them on. 
 
    First he tried on a variety of underwear. He had half a dozen panties of various styles. He had thongs and tummy shapers and even a corset. 
 
    Then he tried on a variety of bras. He had shelf bras, flimsy bras, full cups. At one point he said, a bit ruefully, “You should have got me something to fill these bras.” 
 
    “Why, Carter, I did!” 
 
    He stared at her while she laughed. She took out a pair of breast forms and told him. “Off with the clothes.” 
 
    He took his female underwear off and stood in confusion. With the increased excitement in his body came a reduced ability to think.  
 
    She handed him Nair and told him to apply it, then she pushed him out the front door. 
 
    Carter heaved a sigh, then slathered on the goop. He stood in the sun for fifteen minutes, then knocked on the door. “I need to take a shower!” 
 
    “HA!” came from within. 
 
    The Nair was burning now, so he ran down and hosed himself off. The water wasn’t super cold, but it still had a briskness to it. Carter stared at the ground where his little hairs were laying. 
 
    He went up and knocked on the door again. “Can I get a towel?” 
 
    “Ha!” 
 
    So he stood in the sun till he was dry. Finally, the door opened and June smiled as she inspected his now hairless body. 
 
    “Now you’re starting to look like a human being. Stand over by the kitchen counter.” 
 
    He did, and she spread some goop on his chest, then on the back of his breast forms. “It’s glue,” she explained. “It’ll feel more natural.” She pressed the forms onto him and held them for five minutes. When she backed off he stared down at his instant tits. 
 
    “You’re going to need a bra now, or your skin will start to stretch. 
 
    The boobs did feel heavy, and Carter put on a bra. 
 
    It was a perfect fit, and he looked at the mirror in the bathroom in wonder. He was slender to start with, but his slenderness had taken on a purely feministic appearance. 
 
    June moved up behind him and started brushing his hair. He wore his hair long, and she curled it and flipped it and styled it. He watched in amazement as his hair became feminine. 
 
    And the more feminine he appeared the more his cock struggled in its cage. 
 
    “Somebody wants to get out and play,” she said, cupping his cage. 
 
    “I’ve decided I don’t want to be a Taoist. Let’s take this stuff off and I’ll fuck you and cum my brains out.” 
 
    “Ha!” 
 
    She turned him around and put lipstick on him. 
 
    Carter was dazed. It was too much, too soon. The energy was exploding inside him, but it was more than he could stand. He began to cry. 
 
    “There, there, little Carter, “ June soothed. “That’s just all your little girly hormones.” 
 
    She giggled at the look on his stricken face. 
 
    “Honey, please,” he sobbed. 
 
    She ignored his pleading and brought him out of the bathroom. 
 
    All afternoon she had him try on clothes. Every once in a while she would freshen his lipstick and pat his imprisoned cock. 
 
    Finally, she put his dresses away and started on dinner. He stood in panties and bra, nothing to do. “What am I supposed to do?” he asked helplessly. It was obvious that his mind was giving way. He couldn’t effectively think anymore. 
 
    “Would you like to learn how to cook?” 
 
    “I…uh…” 
 
    “Then go sit down. There are some fashion magazines on the end table.” 
 
    Carter went and sat down. He watched his fully clothed wife moving about in the kitchen, and that made his cock try to get hard. 
 
    He looked to the side to try and take his mind off his bursting urges, and noticed the fashion magazines. 
 
    As a man he would normally look at such fare, snort, maybe flip through a few pages, and put the magazine aside. 
 
    Now, he was being transformed, and the changes in his appearance were affecting the way he was thinking. 
 
    He sat, his mind half blank, a whirl of confusion, and the magazine was open on his lap. 
 
    And…he started reading. 
 
    He read about ways to quick set your hair. He read make up tips. And, scariest of all, he read an article on ’21 Ways to Excite Your Man.’ 
 
    What was happening to him? He had so much sexual energy in him that he couldn’t think straight. Yet he was reading a fashion magazine. 
 
    “Supper, baby.” 
 
    He put the magazine aside and went to the table. It was a salad. A salad for dinner. He looked up. “No protein?” 
 
    She gripped his chin, fingers to his cheeks, making him pucker. “You are too cute for words.” 
 
    They ate, and his belly felt as empty when he ended as when he started. 
 
    “That was delicious,” she said. “How was yours.” 
 
    “Oh, it was good,” but he was speaking vacuously. 
 
    “Wonderful. Let’s take care of your nails. Do the dishes while I get out my nail kit.” 
 
    Nails? Fingernails? She was going to do his fingernails? 
 
    He did the dishes slowly, realizing that his happy, stubby fingers were about to be no more. 
 
    June sat him down at the kitchen table and lectured him on nails. 
 
    “One must properly prepare their nails,” she said, trimming and sanding them. She picked out long nails, very long nails, and sized them to his fingers. 
 
    “Those are too long!” he objected. 
 
    “Too long for what?” she asked as she coated his nails with glue and pressed. 
 
    “I won’t be able to do anything!” 
 
    “Oh, were you going to build a house or fix a car up here?” 
 
    “No, but…” 
 
    “Then relax and enjoy.” 
 
    He stared as she began painting his nails. She took long strokes with a little brush from his cuticles to his tips. His nails became bloody red. 
 
    “Little claws, eh?” she spoke happily, concentrating on the task. 
 
    “How long do I have to wear these?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. Maybe the rest of your life.” 
 
    He looked up at her. She focused on applying enamel and said, “I mean, I really like the new you. You’re so…vulnerable. You do what you’re told. You’re a perfect, little girl.” 
 
    “How can you say that?” The objection bubbled out of him. “You don’t always do what you’re told!” 
 
    “But I’m a real girl. You’re just a fake girl.” She stopped what she was doing suddenly and looked at him. Her eyes were curiously fixed, penetrating. “Would you like to be a real girl?” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    She looked back down at his fingers. They were now long and slender and quite feminine. “Never mind. I’ve already made up my mind.” 
 
    But what she had made up her mind about she wouldn’t say. 
 
    Finally, she was done, and she watched the look of consternation on Carter’s face with a mild joy. She could tell that he was trapped. What had started out as a desire to get more horny had become a journey to feminization. And, man, did that make him horny. His cock was constantly trying to get hard, and it was starting to leak. 
 
    She got up and found a panty liner and brought it back to him. Then she considered him, pursed her lips and pondered him. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You need something else.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Come here.” 
 
    She picked up a small bag and led him into the bathroom. 
 
    “What are we doing?” 
 
    She didn’t bother answering him. She just opened the bag and took out a small butt plug. 
 
    “What? I’m not!” 
 
    She grabbed his cage and twisted. Hard. “You’ll do what I say.” 
 
    He would have fallen but he grabbed the edge of the sink. She pushed him over and he watch in the mirror as she put a thick coating of lubricant on the plug. Then she scooped out a glob of lubricant and put it on his asshole. 
 
    “I don’t want to do this!” he whimpered. But he had lost too much power. 
 
    She reamed him, and that brought a pleasant surprise. It felt good. Like he was electrified with sex. 
 
    She grinned. “Didn’t you know?” she asked. “Holes are built for things to be put in them.” 
 
    She slid the plug into him and stood back. 
 
    He slowly straightened up, and his face was a marvel to see. It was confusion and horniness at the same time. 
 
    He stood there, felt his butt, and…it felt good. Really good. 
 
    “Come on,” she said. “Put on some clothes and let’s go.” 
 
    “Go where?” his mind started to panic. He was naked with a plug up his butt. 
 
    “Town.” 
 
    “I don’t want to go to town.” 
 
    She grabbed his cage and pulled it, hard.  
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    “You’ll do what you’re told. Got that!” She used the other hand to push on his butt plug. He was caught between her hands now, and everything felt so good. 
 
    “Yu…yu…yes.” 
 
    He chose dark culottes, for they were close to shorts. They were still unmistakably a dress, but the split skirt felt comfortable and reminded him that he had once been a man. He put on a pink sweater because June told him to. “It matches,” she said. 
 
    He looked at the mirror. He could see how the colors complimented, and he could see how his figure was accentuated. 
 
    He put on nylons and heels, and there the trouble started. The heels tilted his ass, and that made the plug rub against something deep inside him.  
 
    “I can’t walk!” he protested, wobbling across the living room. 
 
    June laughed. “Every 16 year old girl knows how to walk in heels.”  
 
    “But it’s not just the heels!” 
 
    She snickered and helped him out of the house and down the stairs. She guided him to the passenger seat of their Mustang. 
 
    “Hey! I want to drive!” 
 
    “In heels? Get real, honey. Now just sit down and…and freshen your lipstick.” 
 
    They drove down the trail, and he tried to make sure his lipstick was evenly applied. Every bump, every sway of the car, seemed to move the huge (to his mind) plug in his heinie. 
 
    They drove into town. It was late in the evening now. It was still hot, but shadows were stretching across the street. 
 
    June pulled into Dairy Kurl. It was an old building, looked like it had been there since the forties, and it had an ice cream cone on the roof. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “Ice cream, ever hear of it? Get out.” 
 
    Carter couldn’t move. There were four teenagers, two boys and a girl, and an old couple. 
 
    “This thing in my butt. It’s touching something. Every step feels like I’m going to cum!” 
 
    That brought a smile to June’s lips. “Better not, Mister Taoist. I’d hate to spank you.” 
 
    That made him think. Would she really spank him for cumming? 
 
    June went around and opened his door. “You can do this the hard way or the easy way. The hard way being I will ask those kids over there to help me drag you out of the car.” 
 
    He balked. 
 
    She opened her mouth and turned her head to call to the kids, and he gave in. 
 
    “Okay…okay,” he muttered. 
 
    He got out, very gingerly because of the plug, and stood on his high heels and was terrified. June could see his terror in his eyes. Carter had done many things in his life, but nothing as scary as this. 
 
    “Come on,” June linked her arm through his and guided him towards the window. 
 
    In the harsh light at the front of the shack she could see that he needed eyeliner and such. But he would do for now.  
 
    The girl in the window asked what they wanted. 
 
    “I’d like a root beer float. What would you like, Candy?” 
 
    Now Carter was stuck. The girl was looking at him. He was dressed like a woman. June had named him a woman. June was grinning. 
 
    Carter made his voice a little high and said, “Same.” 
 
    The girl went to make their floats and June chuckled. “I thought you were going to blow it there.” 
 
    “Oh, please, honey. Take me home.” 
 
    “Not until we’ve picked up a couple of boys and fucked them.” 
 
    Carter turned pale. Even under the hard, white light he was pale. 
 
    June started giggling and couldn’t stop. 
 
    “Oh, your face. I can’t believe it!” 
 
    She laughed and laughed, and when they were returning to their car with their root beer floats she was still laughing. 
 
    They drove through town then. It was not a big town, and June drove slowly. “I got your bras in that shop,” she pointed to a wood building with dresses in the window. “There’s a sex shop on the edge of town where I got your chastity tube and the breast forms.” 
 
    Carter listened, and let her talk. It appeared that she wasn’t going to make him go on a date now, and he began to relax. 
 
    In fact, he began to accept himself. 
 
    He was horny, he would have cum if given the choice, and he knew that her locking him up and dressing him up was the key factor here. 
 
    He had began the Taoist sexual practice on a whim, but now it had gone too far.  
 
    And…not far enough. 
 
    They drove back to the cabin through the darkened woods. The lights of the car illuminated the forest on sweeps around sharp curves. Once they saw a shape moving, which was probably a deer. 
 
    They arrived back at the cabin, and June was thoughtful as they walked in. 
 
    She turned to Carter. “Honey. I’ve thought about it. It didn’t take much thought, but I’m going to turn you into a real woman.” 
 
    “I…you can’t. I’m a man.” 
 
    She moved to him, pulled his culottes and panties down to his knees. They fell then, and she made him step out of them. 
 
    “You fuck like a man, but that’s about to change.” 
 
    “What do you mean? he asked suspiciously. 
 
    For answer June went to the shopping bags and pulled out a tangles of leather straps. Then she pulled out a cock. It was about eight inches long, and a bit thicker than Carter’s own cock. 
 
    His eyes opened. “What are you going to do with that?” 
 
    She stepped into the harness and tightened it. She looked at him, a very oblique and determined look, and snapped the cock into place. She stood in front of him and said, “Lay over the end of the couch.” 
 
    Carter couldn’t breath. “I can’t. I’ve got that butt plug in there.” 
 
    “I’ll take it out. Lay down.” 
 
    Carter was trembling as he lay down. He was horny, having not squirted in more than six months. He was sexually driven, being excited by his clothes, by his tits, by the plug in his butt. 
 
    But, he couldn’t stop himself. In just one day his mind had shorted out and he had become something else. Something that he wanted. And the essence of what he wanted was summed up by the penis jutting from June’s groin. 
 
    Jane looked at his round butt poking into the air. It was cute. The chastity cage hanging down was sexy, and she felt it briefly, twisted it lightly, and made him groan. 
 
    She knelt on the couch between his legs. 
 
    “Wider,” she said, and she smacked his ass with one palm. 
 
    He grunted and spread his legs. 
 
    She pulled out the butt plug, and he felt a sudden emptiness. 
 
    She moved the tip of her cock to his brown button and began pushing into him. 
 
    If he hadn’t been positioned on the end of the couch, and virtually trapped, he might have revolted. As it was, he gave a quick jerk of the hips, then opened his eyes. 
 
    The cock slid into him, filled him, and it the butt plug was happiness, the dildo was heaven. 
 
    June grabbed his hair and began sawing in and out. 
 
    Carter moaned as the plastic slithered against his tender, inner flesh. He thought he had been full before, but it was nothing like this. Within seconds he was pushing upwards, trying to fuck the dildo that was pinioning him. 
 
    June smiled, and worked her own hips. The back end of the dildo was pressing through the strap on right onto her pussy. It was that spot right above the slit that caused a girl to cum. And she was determined to cum. 
 
    Carter was gasping loudly, yelping uncontrollably. The dick was moving around inside him, and he suddenly felt like he was peeing. He was too excited, however, to object. 
 
    Then June came. “Fu…uuu…uuu…ck!” Her hips locked up in a curiously masculine thrust. The orgasm was hard and sharp, not at all like a woman’s orgasm. But that was okay. In fact, it was perfect. June thoroughly enjoyed the different kind of explosion within. 
 
    Carter lay there, exhausted, and she pulled back. 
 
    “Oh, you bad boy!” June exclaimed. 
 
    “What?” Carter looked back over his shoulder. 
 
    “You came!” 
 
    Carter managed to push up and move back , and he stared at the big glob of semen on the end of the couch. 
“But…I didn’t feel anything! I felt like i was taking a leak…I…” 
 
    “My dick must have pushed on your prostate so hard the semen came out. Do you know what this means?” 
 
    “No. What?” He couldn’t take his eyes off the white mess on the couch. 
 
    “It means you won’t be able to cum for a couple of days. I’ll be able to fuck you and get all my orgasms, and you can keep being all Taoist.” 
 
    He looked up at her in dismay. 
 
    “Honey, I think I’ve changed my mind about all that.” 
 
    “Ha!”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    For the rest of the month Carter slept on a cot under the stairs. Late at night he wold hear the sound of June’s vibrator upstairs, and he bit his knuckles to keep from crying out with the frustration of it all. 
 
    Most of the time he wore a bra and panties, and his chastity tube, of course. The only exception was when June took him to town. Then he would wear a dress, heels and full make up. 
 
    She made him wear a butt plug the whole time, and it only came out when she felt like having sex with him. Her on top. And she did spank him for unauthorized cumming. 
 
    He wore a chastity tube, and when they returned home she made him keep wearing it. And she never let him see her naked body. 
 
    Over the year he began taking hormones and received some breast implants. 
 
    And they couldn’t wait to get back to the cabin. 
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    Womanland: Whatever you do…don’t unlock the Warlock 
 
    Sam and Shiela have a vacation in a resort named ‘Womanland.’ It is supposed to be a little ‘slap and tickle’ resort, but it’s more. It is a place where Witches thrive and men don’t survive. Sam, however, has a little secret, and Womanland is going to be fighting for its life!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Feminized By Accident! 
 
    Though he was accidentally castrated, 
 
    he finds happiness in feminization! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Grace Mansfield

  

  
   
 
   
    A Note from Grace! 
 
      
 
    Hi kids! 
 
    I always wonder what it would be like to be a man and to lose your best friends in life. 
 
    How does somebody survive that? 
 
    How does one keep going, and what kind of thoughts do they have? 
 
    And how can they have sex?  
 
    Surprisingly, they can have sex, and I’ve included that in this story. 
 
    So here we go… 
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
      
 
    Tom didn’t know what to do. Sales were down and the market was crashing. He could meet payroll this Friday, but that was it. If he didn’t raise a hundred thousand dollars by a week Friday…he was done for. His  workers weren’t going to work for free, the bank was going to be screaming about loans, and the company would be bankrupt. 
 
    Add to that that he had borrowed on the house, and that loan was due…he was about to be homeless. 
 
    What would Vickie say? 
 
    He had been telling her everything was all right for months, and now…now he going to be proven a liar. She would toss him out of the house, except that the bank was going to be tossing them both out of the house! 
 
    She would never forgive him. She would file for divorce…what could he do? 
 
    All afternoon he paced in his office. 
 
    He called other banks, was refused, then paced some more. 
 
    He called loan companies, and paced. 
 
    He called friends….and paced. 
 
    And when Vickie called he put on the happy face and lied to her. 
 
    But the lies were going to have to stop. The lies were going to be revealed anyway, so…he was going to have to tell her. 
 
    By the time five o’clock rolled around he was at his wit’s end, and that was when he got the phone call. 
 
      
 
    Vickie was pissed, and scared. 
 
    First of all, the man from the bank called. He wanted his money, and he had heard from other bankers that Tom’s company was going under and…he wanted his money. 
 
    Vickie had sat and listened, and then she had started digging. It wasn’t long before she got the full story on Tom. 
 
    Oh, he had tried, she knew that, but he had also lied. 
 
    Doubtless he had thought he could eventually get out of the jam he was in. 
 
    But he couldn’t. Vickie was good with money, and she knew the fix he was in. 
 
    Then she started calling other banks, nosing around, and while bankers are notoriously tight-lipped, they would deign to talk to her. Especially if they thought she might be able to help them get their money. 
 
    Tom was done for. He was broke and bankrupt and the house was going to be gone and…fuck! 
 
    She sat on the couch in the living room biting her nails. 
 
    What could she do? 
 
    And that was when the man called. 
 
      
 
    Tom’s secretary put through the call and Tom thought it was going to be a banker coming through. 
 
    He sat down behind his desk and put on a serious face. “Yes?” 
 
    “Mr. Ross, you don’t know me, but I may be able to solve your money problems.” 
 
    Tom frowned. This sounded a wee bit suspicious. 
 
    “And what institution do you represent?” 
 
    “The Newfound Corporation. We’re listed. We specialize in cutting edge procedures. Sometimes there is a medical procedure that is deemed a bit too risky, or perhaps the market is suppressing it so they can make money on the old procedure, that sort of thing.” 
 
    “I don’t think I’m in the market for a new medical procedure.” 
 
    The man chuckled. “You might be…we’re willing to pay $100,000.” 
 
    Tom grew instantly interested. “What did you say your name was?” 
 
    “I’m Dr. Stanley Worth. You’ll find all my bona fides are up to date. Feel free to check on them, but for right now, I’ve got a client who is in need of certain body parts.” 
 
    Tom’s mind flashed through old newspaper stories. ‘Man wakes up in bathtub missing a kidney!’ ‘Organs being sold for millions on the black market!’ 
 
    “You came to our attention because of your financial needs. We then began exploring your physical state, and thought that perhaps you would be interested in making some money. 
 
    “Keep talking.” 
 
      
 
    Just as Tom thought it was a banker calling him back, Vickie thought it was somebody calling her back. “Hello?” 
 
    “Mrs. Ross, my name is Herman Gothing. I represent a group of gentlemen who might be able to come to your financial aid.” 
 
    Vickie sat frozen for a moment. She figured out that one of her bankers must have put this man on to her. Finances were usually Tom’s department, but considering the circumstances, it wouldn’t hurt her to listen. 
 
    “Go on.” 
 
    “Mrs. Ross, I’m actually a doctor, our group is made up of doctors, and we specialize in cutting edge technology. We employ procedures which are beneficial, but have been suppressed by the current marketplace.” 
 
    “I don’t think I understand.” 
 
    “Let’s say you need a kidney. The operation costs $50,000, but there is a more efficient one that can be done for $40,000. The government, and the medical powers that be, are not going to let that new procedure be done. It would cut into their profit, you see. 
 
    Vickie nodded. She knew that most diseases could be cured, but the government was in cahoots with the AMA and…and what Gothing was saying made sense. 
 
    “That’s well and good, Dr. Gothing, but I don’t need any operations right now.” 
 
    “I understand that, but my group is willing to pay up to $100,000 for certain body parts.” 
 
    Now Vickie grew a little frosty. “I don’t have any body parts for sale, Dr. Gothing, and—“ 
 
    “Your husband might.” 
 
    Vickie blinked. “What?” 
 
      
 
    Tom arrived home with a smile. “Hey, baby, how’s my lovely wife?” 
 
    Vickie, after ending the call with Dr. Gothing, had cleaned herself up, put on sexy underwear, popped on a gown that showed her abundant charms, and begun dinner. 
 
    Lamb chops and mashed potatoes. Tom’s favorite. 
 
    She kissed him, taking a moment to really savor his lips. She pressed her body against his and felt that familiar bump of a cock. 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    “Your lovely wife is fine, handsome. Are you  ready for a drink?” 
 
    “Oh, just what the doctor ordered,” he chortled. 
 
    Vickie chuckled inside. Doctor, eh? She knew a doctor or two. 
 
    She went to the cabinet and got out Blanton’s Black Edition Special bourbon. $219 a bottle. She put ice in a tumbler, half filled it with Blanton bourbon, then ruined it with ‘real sugar’ Coke. 
 
    Tom held up the glass and appreciated the fine, brown color. “Brown liquor and beautiful blondes. That’s my weakness.” 
 
    Vickie smiled and opened a Coke for herself. She poured a bit of the Coke in the sink, then added some Blanton bourbon to the can. It was cheap, but she liked it that way. 
 
    “Well, baby. I’m going to be going on a business trip tomorrow, be gone a couple of days. When I get back, woo! I’ve got a special deal coming through.” 
 
    “Oh, honey! That’s great. I love it when you make money. Why, just the talk of money makes my pussy itch. You feel like doing a little scratching? 
 
    He took her in his arms and about chewed her mouth off.  
 
    She returned as good as she got, and they were suddenly breathing hard, groping each others sex organs, and losing clothes. 
 
    Tom was a handsome fellow who kept himself in shape. He had an oval face, and he practiced looking stern to make his business deals and keep his people in line. 
 
    He had thick, brown hair which he wore a little long. His eyes were shiny chocolate, and his lips were well formed. 
 
    Kissing him, Vickie remembered why she had married him. Between his handsome features and his chiseled body, and a nice, hefty dong, he was a catch. 
 
    Tom felt his penis pushing against Vickie’s midsection. God, his wife was sexy. Sometimes she seemed a bit remote, but she had wonderful, big, juicy tits with hard nipples. Her face was classic, a slightly rounded jaw, high cheek bones, and green eyes that held the mysteries of the ages. Topped off with shiny, blonde hair, and he was in love. 
 
    They staggered towards the back bedroom, kissing, hugging, him feeling her breasts and her with her hands cupping his nuts. 
 
    His nuts, which were big and healthy and worth a lot of money. 
 
    They lost pants and skirt in the hallway, blouse and shirt in the bedroom. At the side of their bed he kicked off his shoes, threw her on the bed, and dove after her. 
 
    He pushed his face between her thighs and began sucking at her tender moistness. 
 
    She groaned and fucked his face, and when he slithered up her body she brought his head and mouth to her nipples. 
 
    They were rigid with excitement, they thrust into the air and he clamped his lips on them and began to lick and suck. 
 
    She groaned as he mauled her nips. She moaned as he first grabbed her tits and squeezed, then moved one hand down to her mons. 
 
    Tom closed his hand over her pussy. He inserted a single finger and began hand humping her. 
 
    Now Vickie forgot about things. Now she was immersed in the hot pulsing of her pussy. She could feel the orgasm coming, and she was determined to make it a good one. 
 
    Oh, Tom would still be able to fuck her with one nut, but the idea that two nuts were better than one was in her head. She wondered if she would be able to tell the difference, whether the speed of ejaculate, or the stiffness of his erection, would be lessened when he had one less testicle. 
 
    She doubted it. Dr. Gothing had reassured her, ahd even read her testimonies from men who had lost a testicle. Who had allowed one testicle to be harvested for rich men who needed a testicle. 
 
    When he had finished his story she had actually sorry for these poor people. Imagine being rich, and then getting in a car accident, or suffering a disease, and losing their testicles! 
 
    Tragic. 
 
    On top of her now, Tom slid his penis into her vagina. God, she was wet. She really was hot. And as he burrowed into her, worked his dong in and out, he wondered if his selling one nut would affect his love making abilities. 
 
    Would he shoot less semen? Would his remaining ball feel…’overworked?’ 
 
    And would Vickie be able to tell the difference? 
 
    He didn’t know, and he thought that maybe he should just tell her. Maybe he should admit the company was on hard times but selling one nut to some poor schmuck who had lost his balls in some kind of industrial accident or something…maybe he should…nah. 
 
    Heck, he’d tell her that he had sold one of of his testicles later. Maybe after they had had their first child. 
 
    The good doctor had reassured him that he would still be potent, that he could easily make his wife pregnant with one nut as well as two. 
 
    Smiling, he felt the urge intensify in his balls, and the semen was starting to rise up. 
 
    Under him, holding on tight as Tom drove his shaft into her, Vickie was smiling. She had her face pressed against him and was pushing her hips up frantically. 
 
    Would Tom be angry when he found out that she had sold one of his testicles? 
 
    Probably. But he would get over it. Heck, he’d be proud of her when she handed him the money that would save their business and home. 
 
    And, so thinking, the orgasm swelled up and captured her. Her mind whited out and her eyeballs rolled back. Here pussy felt like an explosion in a gold mine, and it took all of her with it. 
 
    On top of her Tom squirted his seed deep into her. “Unh! Unh! Unh!” he grunted, and he delivered two balls worth of semen into her pleasure palace. 
 
      
 
    The following day Tom packed a bag and headed for a private airport. He boarded a Honda HA-420 HondaJet and was greeted by a very nice, well endowed stewardess. She smiled, laughed at his jokes, and bent over and brushed his shoulder with her boobs when she checked his seat belt. She then made sure he had a glass of champagne and sat down opposite him, sipping her own champagne. 
 
    The jet took off quick and climbed only to a thousand feet. Tom wasn’t sure about the legality of flying so low, but the plane hopped over the border and searched for a small airport just down the coast. Tom didn’t recognize any villages, and he sipped champagne and made small talk with the stewardess.  
 
    The plane landed on a dirt runway. An older Jeep driven by a Mexican with stainless steel teeth picked him up and drove him along a country road to a small village. Past the village, the Jeep turned up a long drive and deposited him at a hacienda. 
 
    It was beautiful. It was quiet and, in a way, reassuring. He was being treated like a human being. 
 
    Doctor Worth met him at the front door and escorted him through the building. Out back was another building, and he was shown to a room and told to disrobe. 
 
    Tom marveled at the professionalism of the staff, the cleanliness of the operating theater. 
 
    Dr. Worth smiled and told him to relax. His assistant, Tom assumed the man was an assistant, was introduced as Dr. German Gothing. 
 
    Dr. Gothing placed a breathing cup over his face and told him to count backwards from a hundred. Like all people Tom tried to stay conscious. And he managed to, until he reached 95. 
 
    The operation was quick and efficient. Dr. Worth cleaned the area with an antiseptic solution, then very carefully felt the area, and the testicle to be excised. A sharp scalpel, a quick flick of the wrist to enter the sack, then the testicle was extracted, and snipped. 
 
    “Your patient, Dr. Gothing.” 
 
    “Thank you, Dr. Worth.” 
 
    Gothing moved in and repeated the performance on the other testicle. 
 
      
 
    Tom came out of it a few hours later. He felt fine, sort of, then he realized he was on drugs. And he was minus a testicle. 
 
    But he felt fine. Woozy, a little sick to his stomach, but no pain. 
 
    He didn’t see Dr. Worth again, but was, when he could standup, taken out to the Jeep and run to the airport. 
 
    He was dressed, it was evening, and he wanted to see what they had done to his testicles. Correction, testicle. But what was there to see? A space where once there had been a ball. 
 
    He sat on the plane and there was no sign of the stewardess. She wasn’t one for long hours, he assumed. 
 
    The plane landed and he made his way to the entrance. The pilot stayed in his cabin, and Tom opened the door himself. It was easy. He descended a ramp, and as soon as he set foot on the ground the plane was in motion. It moved around, sending a wash over him, as the stairs were retracted. 
 
    Tom walked into the hanger, through to a parking area. A taxi had picked him up at the house, but there was no taxi now. He used his cell phone to call an Uber. 
 
    An hour later he arrived home, and he was starting to feel sick. The drugs were wearing off and his stomach was roiling and he felt like he had been kicked in the nuts, except there was only one nut. Right? If this was the pain from losing one nut he certainly didn’t want to feel the pain of losing two nuts. 
 
    Vickie met him at the door and was alarmed at the look on his face. 
 
    “Are you all right?” 
 
    “Hi, honey. I just want to sleep.” 
 
    She helped him down the hall to the bedroom and into bed. She undressed him and pulled the covers over him. 
 
    Tom groaned and moaned and…went to sleep. Just like that. 
 
    Vickie was alarmed. Did he have Covid or something? She didn’t know that he had gone to get his nut removed. That was something Gothing would arrange later, but she had signed the papers so they could get started. 
 
    Then, she had the idea. She would never know why she thought of it, but she pulled the blankets off him very gently so as not to awake him.  
 
    He was lying on his back, snoring like a bear in a cave. 
 
    She pulled down his shorts and examined his area. 
 
    Penis okay. Slack, but…okay. 
 
    She lifted his dick and looked at his ball sack. It just hung there, no bulge, and she stopped breathing. 
 
    No bulge at all. 
 
    Her hand trembling, she lifted his sack, felt it. There were two lines, one on each side. She felt the thin skin. Nothing. She felt further, even getting a little rough. 
 
    Tom was out, he felt nothing. 
 
    She found nothing. 
 
    A desperate sense of surrealism overcame her. She let go of his empty skin and moved away. 
 
    What the fuck? What had happened?  
 
    They had stolen his nuts! 
 
    Yes, she had sold one testicle, but it was supposed to happen in a week or two, after she had had the time to talk Tom into it. But they had already done it, and they had taken both testicles! 
 
    She ran into the kitchen, and now she felt ill. What had she done? What had happened to her husband. 
 
    Suddenly the idea of a failing company, of being poor, didn’t mean much. 
 
    She poured a glass of bourbon and quaffed it, and didn’t feel much effected. She drank another, and began to cry. 
 
      
 
    Tom awoke, and Vickie was sitting in the chair in the corner of the room watching him. Her eyes were dark and it looked like she had been crying. 
 
    He didn’t feel as poorly as before, but he felt…weak. And his mouth was curiously dry. He realized it was dry from the medicine he had ingested. “Honey?” His voice was soft and low. Why did he feel so weak? 
 
    “Oh, Tom! I’m sorry!” 
 
    “What? Why? What’s going on?” 
 
    “Your…your testicles!” 
 
    He turned ashen. She knew. How did she know? “I’m sorry,” he said.  “The situation at the company…I’ve been keeping it from you.” 
 
    “I know about the money problems…but I—“ 
 
    “That’s why I sold one of my testicles.” 
 
    Vickie stopped talking. He had sold one of his testicles? 
 
    “They wrote me a check yesterday. That’s where I was. They flew me out of the country and took one of my testicles. But it’s okay. We’re going to be fine financially, and I can still get you pregnant with one testicle. Everything’s going to be all right!” He was almost blubbering, so desperate for her to understand what he had done and why. Then he noticed the look on her face. 
 
    Her face was frozen, horror struck, her eyes staring at him. 
 
    Oh, shit, he thought. She doesn’t understand. 
 
    “Tom,” her voice was a burble of a whisper. “I sold one of your balls, too.” 
 
    That was the moment where the wind whistled on a dead desert and ghosts flew into the clouds. That was the moment when you wake up from the accident and realize you’ve been in an accident. 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Oh, Tom!” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “I’m sorry!” 
 
    “FUCK!” 
 
    Where do you go when your mind has just been blown into smithereens. 
 
    Tom went nowhere, physically, but his mind…his mind went on vacation, came back, went away, the room swirled, and he lay back on the bed, stared at the ceiling. 
 
    “You…you…you…” 
 
    Vickie came to him then. She crawled onto the bed and held him. 
 
    His arm went around her, and he found tears streaming from his eyes. 
 
    His testicles. Gone. Both of them. 
 
    They had talked about children, and they had reached a point where they were still healthy and ready and…and now this! 
 
    Tom sobbed helplessly, and Vickie sobbed right along with him. 
 
      
 
    Tom took a couple of days off. He was the boss, he could do that, and he needed to. 
 
    He needed to come to grips with his situation. 
 
    On one hand, he was the same person. He was a male 30 years old in good condition. 
 
    And he wasn’t. Just like that. 
 
    Vickie moped about while he dealt with the results of his folly. 
 
    He examined the little slits and stitchings on the back of his ball sac. Nobody would know, nobody would see…but he knew. 
 
    He drank a little extra, but he didn’t turn into a raving drunk. He just dulled himself and wondered what he was going to do. 
 
    But…what was there to do? 
 
    The telephone numbers for Dr. Worth, and for Dr. Gothing, didn’t work. 
 
    And the checks, one to him and one to her, bounced. The bank called the day after he got back to let him know. 
 
    So he had been the victim of a mighty scam. And paid two nuts for it. 
 
      
 
    He returned to work, and here, miracle of miracles, the financial situation righted itself. They pulled in three…THREE…clients, and they were out of danger.  
 
    Tom quickly restructured everything so the problem would never happen again. 
 
    But he had been robbed of his manhood for nothing! 
 
    And time went on. 
 
      
 
    Six months later, just before his 31st birthday, Tom came home to find a pack of women’s panties on his bed. 
 
    “Vick? What’s this?” 
 
    Vickie entered the bedroom. She was a changed woman. She had betrayed her man, and he hadn’t divorced her, and she was a kinder, gentler person. 
 
    “You were complaining about how your underwear didn’t fit, so…I bought you some that might fit. You don’t have to wear them, I can take them back. I just want you to…feel happy. 
 
    He gave her a hug. 
 
    He was a changed man. Losing his testicles had given him a new appreciation for mortality, and he was dedicated to enjoying life, not frittering it away like he had his nuts. 
 
    He bent his head and kissed her. 
 
    She took his lips hungrily, desperate for passion and and companionship. 
 
    “Do you think we could try to make love?” 
 
    That had been one of the problems of the last half year. He could get boners, not real stiff ons, but stiff enough to put in her, and he hadn’t wanted to. 
 
    But he was a changed man, and changing more. At last, he nodded and said, “We can try.” 
 
    She kissed him again, and began unbuttoning his shirt. She stripped it off his chest and tossed it aside. 
 
    Interestingly, he was losing a bit of muscle mass. He had never been a thick man, but now he felt so slender. 
 
    He felt her breasts and began unbuttoning her blouse. She had such wonderful boobs, and shortly he was bending his head down to them, taking her nipple in his mouth and sucking. 
 
    Interestingly, he didn’t feel the passion he once had. He felt horny, sometimes incredibly horny, but his emotions were lighter, almost fleeting. 
 
    She unbuckled and unzipped him and went to her knees. 
 
    It was the same old big cock, but it was slightly soft. His old cock, pre ball loss, was so hard you couldn’t press a dent in it. This one, post ball loss, she could press her finger into and leave a dent. 
 
    Still, it was hard enough for the job it was intended. 
 
    They climbed onto the bed and continued making out. They was softer, more gentle, but in the same sense, more desperate. 
 
    She wanted to make their marriage work. He wanted to remember what it was like to have a fully functioning sexual apparatus. 
 
    She sat on him. He wasn’t being as alpha as he had once been, and he lay there and let her be on top. 
 
    She moaned, feeling the slug enter her. It felt good, and, in fact…it felt better. 
 
    Her eyes opened in surprise. How could that be? 
 
    “What?” he asked, seeing her eyes suddenly flash. 
 
    “Honey…this…your cock is better!” 
 
    “Better than when I had nuts?” 
 
    She was careful here. He hadn’t shown in bitterness lately, but emotions could be quite close to the surface. 
 
    Being softer you aren’t just, I don’t know, ramming into me. It’s like you’re filling me better, like your dick is able to find all the nooks and crannies in there. 
 
    “A nook in the nookie,” he mumbled. It was a sad attempt at humor, but Vickie appreciated it. She began to rock back and forth. She was full, but the slug in her lent itself to bending. She was suddenly moving harder, feeling the inside of her pussy like she never had before. 
 
    Tom watched her, he loved her, he missed this, and he lay back and felt her work on his cock. 
 
    The doctor had told them, when they had finally gone to see a real doctor, that his body still produced testosterone, just not as much. He could still get erections, and even have sex. He might even be able to have orgasms. There would just be not resulting pregnancy. The balls created the sperm for that, and without balls, no sperm. 
 
    But, he could still fuck. 
 
    And, in fact, Tom and Vickie had read that men who had been castrated over history had ended up being the most desired lovers. 
 
    If a noble woman felt like cheating she could, with a dick that lasted longer, gave more pleasure, and wouldn't get her pregnant. 
 
    All of which was a sop, but now, with his penis in her vagina, Tom suddenly appreciated. 
 
    He wasn’t driven, and it made her drive more. 
 
    He didn’t feel the compulsion to squirt that he once had, the insane desire for a man to further the human race. 
 
    But it was like she was unleashed. She couldn’t get pregnant, but there was a desperation for sensation that she suddenly had. 
 
    Tom’s eyes opened as she went crazy on him, writhing and twisting, humping and pumping, being downright masculine in her approach to him. 
 
    She was on top, she was driven to fuck, more than he was. 
 
    “Oh, God!” she moaned as she forced her groin down and took as much of him as she could. 
 
    She bottomed out on his dick, and wanted more. For the first time in her life she was completed, satisfied, by the length of cock in her. 
 
    “Oh, fuck me! Fuck me! 
 
    She felt the orgasm coming uncorked deep inside. It used to be she would let him fuck here, and she might cum, and she might not. Now she was driven to cum. She grabbed his shoulders in an attempt to get more leverage. She pushed down and the eruption started. It was like a cauldron boiling over. She felt it simmering, the bubbles rising, then it suddenly overflowed. The cum became a white hot shiver of ecstasy that exploded from her pussy. Her tits felt like the points were twinkling. Her whole body felt like it had exploded. 
 
    “FUCK!” she screamed, and a series of earthquakes jolted through her.  
 
    Tom was stunned by the violence of her orgasm, and he put his hands on her hips and steadied her. 
 
    “Fuck,” she whispered, “fuck.” Then she collapsed on him. 
 
    Tom lay under her amazed at her explosion. He felt her hot tits compressed on his chest, and he breathed the scent of her hair. 
 
    His dick was still in that soft/hard condition inside her. 
 
    He started to push her off, and she held to him and mumbled frantically, “No! No! Let me be.” 
 
    They lay there, her weighing him down, but unwilling to move. 
 
    Him enjoying their flesh contact, even though he hadn’t cum. 
 
    “Is that it was like what I cam and you didn’t?” he asked in a whisper. 
 
    She nodded, kissed his neck. 
 
    A long minute passed, he wondered if she would ever want to get off him. 
 
    Then, miracle of miracles, she began to twitch down there. She began to tilt her hips and…and to fuck him again! 
 
    “Oh…” he said. 
 
    “Honey,” she said, then she began to grind on him. 
 
    She wasn’t one of these multiple cummers. Or, at least she hadn’t been. But now…now… 
 
    And laying underneath her, feeling her clutch at his skin, feeling her tilt and grind and push down ever harder…Tom felt an emotion he never expected. He felt…jealousy. 
 
    She could cum. And cum harder. And…cum again and again. 
 
    He had never felt such jealousy. And for a woman. 
 
    That, of course, was the start of his metamorphoses. That was his chrysalis. It was his healing begun. 
 
    He had panties under their sweaty bodies. He had seen the purity and magnitude of a real orgasm. He wanted that, and he would soon began transmogrifying, reshaping himself to achieve that.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
      
 
    The panties felt wonderful. With nothing dangling between his legs, Tom’s empty sack had shrunk and the panties contained him perfectly. The only thing was his penis, which was fine. After all, it didn’t get hard as much, and if he pulled the panties tight his cock was pulled up and everything was comfortable, like everything actually fit. 
 
    It actually felt better than his tighty whiteys had when he had testicles. 
 
    And, as time went on, he started buying his own panties. Mostly off Amazon, but every once in a while he would just go into the women’s section of a store and pick out panties that intrigued him. 
 
    He explored high rise, decorative, stretch, thongs…everything. 
 
    Every day, it seemed he had new panties to wear under his clothes to work. 
 
    And he noticed that his body was changing in other ways. 
 
    Pulling on the panties he saw over a short time how he was developing a little spread in his ass. 
 
    “It’s the loss of testosterone,” Vickie ventured. “You have very little testosterone, and your estrogen is making itself felt.” 
 
    This sounded a little ludicrous at first, but as he lost muscle mass and his ass spread, it began to make sense. 
 
    Mind you, he hadn’t lost a lot of mass, just a little, and he hadn’t spread that much, but it was enough. 
 
    Still, what was he going to do about it? He talked to the doctor and that worthy suggested more work outs. But he didn’t have the testosterone fueled drive to do more work outs. He had the drive to do more reps, but less weight, which, he was told, was more of a woman’s work out. 
 
    ‘Women are trying to lose weight, men are trying to bulk up.’ But he was changing, and his attitudes were different. Now he was more apt to say ‘so what’ to advice and do what he wanted. 
 
    He started focusing on women’s work outs, and…he started thinking about taking extra estrogen. 
 
    He could have taken testosterone, but there were risks with that approach. Men taking extra testosterone were more at risk of heart attacks. 
 
    He had seen his mortality and he didn’t want to go there. 
 
    So what if he just took estrogen and stopped resisting what was happening to him and just…went for it. 
 
    What would happen? 
 
    His ass would get a little fatter, a little more round, and…he started looking at Vivki’s clothes more closely. 
 
    He studied her ass and liked how round it was. 
 
    Heck, he was off the lean, slab look, so…why not? 
 
    “Are you looking at my ass?” asked Vickie, one day. 
 
    “Yep,” he said. 
 
    “Well, thank you.” She appreciated the compliment, but she was startled by what Tom said next. 
 
    “I was thinking about taking estrogen treatments.” 
 
    They were in a department store and she stopped and stared at him. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Look, my days as a man are done. My muscle mass is disappearing, my ass is getting bigger. I’m getting tired of fighting it.” 
 
    “So, what? You want to change into a girl?” 
 
    “No. But Im tired of hanging on to a masculinity which isn’t there.” 
 
    “You’re plenty man enough for me. You made me cum five times last week. And they were multiple cums.” 
 
    “If I have tits and an ass that shouldn’t stop you.” 
 
    She frowned and considered him. He had changed since his misfortune. And he was still changing. 
 
    “And what if I don’t like making love to a Lesbian?” 
 
    “Then I can stop taking the pills. I’ll even try the testosterone then. If you want.” 
 
    “Let me think about it.” 
 
    And, baby, did she think about it. 
 
    While Tom was checking out her ass, she started checking out his ass. 
 
    Yes, it was wider. She could see a point where it was round and plump, and…would that be bad? As long as he had that soft spike dangling between his nutless legs? 
 
    Hmm. 
 
    And what if he developed breasts, which would be likely if he started a hormone treatment? Would that be bad? He certainly liked sucking on hers, would she like to play with tits? His tits? 
 
    Hmmm. 
 
    Then she had a thought: what else does he have? I did this to him. Well, we did this to him, but I contributed. If I hadn’t…so what if he did look more like a woman than a man? Would that be bad?  
 
    And she would have to teach him about make up. And he would wear clothes that she could probably wear, too. 
 
    Would it be bad if he was feminized? 
 
    Still, it was a hard decision. It wasn’t like he was a pink man from the get go. He had been raised to play football and be a hard charger. He hadn’t grown up wearing his mother’s underwear. 
 
    But he had changed, been changed, and shouldn’t she just give in and go with it? 
 
    After what she had done? 
 
    “Tom,” she said when they got up one Saturday morning. 
 
    He looked at her. “I want you to put on my corset.” 
 
    He tilted his head, then did it. 
 
    She stared at his waist, so thin. And his hips did flare out. But he had no tits. He needed breasts. 
 
    She handed him a skirt and a blouse. 
 
    He put on the skirt, then the blouse. 
 
    “You button on the wrong side,” he remarked wryly. 
 
    “Funny, that’s what we women say about you guys.” 
 
    He stood, a stick with a slightly wide ass, and she could see it. 
 
    “Take off that blouse and put this on.” 
 
    She handed him a bra. 
 
    He did, silently, with no objection. 
 
    She handed him a different blouse, a near transparent one. 
 
    “I like the material,” he said as he buttoned up. 
 
    “Leave the top two buttons undone.” 
 
    He did, and she was stunned. He did look feminine. Very feminine. 
 
    No, he didn’t fill cups, but just wearing the bra made him sexy.  
 
    And she wondered how sexy he would be if he did have boobs under the cups. 
 
    She picked up a brush and brushed out his hair. It was long enough to look like a Marilyn Monroe shag. Now her hands were shaking, and she picked up a tube of lipstick. 
 
    He stood, mute, watching her, as she filled in his lips. 
 
    She turned him towards the mirror and they stood there and watched him. 
 
    He was a woman. Not all the way, but enough. Heck, he could have walked out on the street, gotten a few looks, but passed for a woman. 
 
    “Well?” he asked. 
 
    “Yes,” she said. 
 
      
 
    He started taking hormones, and he was disappointed that he didn’t observe any changes. 
 
    Vickie laughed. “It’s only been a week. It’s supposed to take months. 
 
    Tom didn’t want to wait. He asked the doctor for more hormones, and was apprised that he was taking the strongest possible. 
 
    So he kept taking the hormones, and he waited. 
 
     
 
    “My ass is bigger!” he chortled, coming into the house. 
 
    He had a home gym in the garage and he worked out religiously. He had taken a tape measure to his butt and found that he had expanded down there. 
 
    “You’re so funny,” chuckled Vickie. “Most women want a smaller ass.” 
 
    “I ain’t most women, baby,” he laughed. 
 
    It was the happiest she had seen him in month. 
 
    And his breasts started to grow. 
 
    After a month they were ping pong balls. Two months and they were golf balls. Three months they were baseballs. Then softballs, then grapefruits, and they kept growing. 
 
    “You don’t have any testosterone to stop them, to counterbalance. You want to lessen the hormones?” 
 
    “No,” replied Tom, hiding his giddiness. 
 
    He had been so happy to be a man, and then he wasn’t, and he experienced a downswing to match his upswing. 
 
    Now he was a woman, and he was experiencing the upswing again. And he wanted that happiness. He wanted that pride. He wanted to feel like he had identity! 
 
     
 
    At first Vickie worked with him a little. She showed him how to put on make up, and talked him through mistakes, and showed him how to fix things. 
 
    Things like crying because he was experiencing intense emotions. 
 
    But, after three months, his boobs coming in nicely, he started to take off. 
 
    As a man if he wanted to fix a sink, or a car, or learn anything, he would get books, go on the internet, throw himself into his projects like a Kamikaze. He had a man’s drive, and he knew how to apply himself. Now he was putting that same drive and diligence into being a woman. 
 
    He studied fashion magazines, even making liner notes. He watched girly shows, chick flicks, and pondered how and why women acted the way they did. 
 
    He experimented with make up, developing a new look every week. 
 
    In a way, he left Vickie in the dust. 
 
    But that was okay. She liked the new Tom. She loved his exuberance. This was the excitement he had shown when they had first met and dated. 
 
    She even called him Thomasina on occasion. Which he didn’t mind. 
 
    So things were looking up for Tom and Vickie. 
 
      
 
    “We have to go to an art show.” 
 
    Tom frowned. He wasn’t’ much for going out. Everybody in the company knew he was transitioning, and he paid their salaries, so they weren’t critical.  
 
    And were, in fact, encouraging.  
 
    He had had quite a few conversations with secretaries concerning what to wear, make up, and how to act. 
 
    And he had been to a couple of very quiet, dark restaurants. Restaurants where nobody could see close enough to search out any remaining masculine characteristics. 
 
    But he didn’t go out in the bright daylight. He kept to himself. 
 
    “This is a perfect step up, Tom. There won’t be a lot of people, attention will be on the artwork, you’ll be fine.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know…” 
 
    “You can’t hide forever. Besides, what is anybody going to do? If they see that you were once a man…what can they do?” 
 
    “Well, it could be uncomfortable.” 
 
    “Only in your mind. And if somebody else has an uncomfortable mind then that is their problem.” 
 
    Finally, she convinced him, and he started to think about what he should wear to an art show. 
 
     
 
    On a Friday evening Tom got ready for his outing. Well, his attendance. By now he had a nice, round ass and a pair of large boobs. He studied himself in the mirror, and decided to wear a tummy shaper and a shelf bra. He wouldn’t wear a see through blouse, and he did love the way the material excited his expanding nipples. 
 
    Vickie got dressed next to him and watched him with a smile. 
 
    Tom had really adapted. He was ready for this. 
 
    He put on a light blue skirt and white blouse. He put on a short, western style jacket that was open just enough. His nipples, stiff and rigid, wouldn’t be visible except to the most searching look. 
 
    Vickie had helped him do his nails that afternoon, and now she had to help him put on his earrings. 
 
    A choker to complete the look, and he was as feminine as could be. 
 
    Vickie smiled as she inspected him. His hair had come out and was coiffed in a long bob. His make up was perfection, and his lips, which he had started treating with a plumping agent, were curvy and red. 
 
    “You’re gorgeous, honey. Everybody’s going to be looking at you and I’ll be considered the schlub.” 
 
    I doubt that,” he said, pleased in his heart with the compliment. 
 
    They walked out to the car, both wearing high heels that clicked merrily away. She opened the door for him and he got in on the passenger side. Interestingly, he preferred be a passenger. He liked having the door opened for him. He appreciated the little politenesses that beautiful women garnered. 
 
    Vickie took the heel and headed down town. The night was beautiful, and the traffic was light. They played a little music on the radio and chatted lightly, and they arrived. 
 
    The art show was in a brick building between two modern facades. The brick was old and the window was rippled with age, but that was sort of artsy. At least, it was inexpensive without looking cheap. 
 
    Arm in arm, they entered the art show. 
 
    The building was narrow and deep. Paintings hung from the walls every couple of feet, and it was not crowded. Couples and individuals wandered from painting to painting. Small discussions were started up, and opinions were handed out like candy on Halloween. 
 
    “Vicki! how wonderful to see you!” The girl’s name was Barbara, and she hugged and air kissed Vicki. 
 
    “Hi, Barb. This is my husband, Thomasina.” 
 
    Barb didn’t blink. She simply turned, offered her hand, then said, “Oh, shucks,” and hugged and air kissed Tom. 
 
    Tom felt her breasts touch his, and he was embarrassed, but also feeling pretty good. He was carrying it off, he was being treated like a woman. 
 
    “Would you like some champagne?” 
 
    Vickie said they did, and Barbara waved to a girl with a tray. They stood and sipped bubbly and Tom wandered off to look at the artwork. 
 
    Artwork is always interesting stuff.  
 
    Some art can be dog food disgusting, other artwork can be sublime. This was a good show, and most of the stuff Tom really appreciated. He worked his way down one wall, examining brushstrokes and technique. 
 
    There was an ape, painted in the shadows of a banana grove. He blended in with the shadows and Tom certainly didn’t want to walk through that little park. 
 
    Then there was a spaceship built out of tits. Interesting, but a bit much. Even for a boob man like Tom. 
 
    A series of small paintings across the wall showing a bird in various stages in flight. Quite intricate, and fascinating. 
 
    He worked his way down the wall. Vickie was still chatting, and it seemed like she came to these art shows to talk as much as he came to look. 
 
    “What do you think?” 
 
    Tom turned. The girl was short, minuscule, and wearing a very short skirt and a halter top. For a small girl the top had a lot to cover. 
 
    She had very dark hair and pixie eyes. She was almost goth, except for the red lipstick adorning her quite sensual lips. 
 
    “This?” 
 
    They were standing in front of a woman laying on a bed. The shadow of the window cross was across her writhing body. A black man could be seen through the window, looking back over his shoulder. 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    Tom turned his head slightly. “I like the twist. It’s a straight forward picture, but the bed is slightly turned, the window is slightly askew, and…the look in the girl’s eyes. 
 
    “Ha! Most people miss the eyes. They see the twists and turns, and don’t understand why the eyes are slanted.” 
 
    “Well, that’s understandable. The artist has presented hidden lust. The way the eyes are half closed, and if you think about it, it’s like her eyes are pointed towards the window. Of course she can’t see…” 
 
    “But does she need to?” 
 
    Tom got it then. “You’re the artist.” 
 
    “Guilty. And thank you for being perceptive. But what don’t you like about it?” 
 
    Tom moved his head back slightly. She was watching him, and licked her lips. It was a small move, could be subconscious, but…she was looking at him and licking her lips. 
 
    “I never talk about what I don’t like, except with my wife.” He nodded towards the front of the art gallery. 
 
    The woman paid no mind to his hint. She moved closer, she placed a hand on his wrist. 
 
    He had lost weight, and muscles, and his wrist looked very feminine. And her touch was very sexual. 
 
    “So you are Lesbian?” 
 
    Tom grew flustered for a moment, then tamped it down. This was actually the exact kind of thing that Vickie had in mind. Getting out and meeting people, overcoming his own mind. 
 
    “Actually, I’m more trans. I think I am. I haven’t got all the lingo down yet.” 
 
    She moved an inch closer. Their faces were now a foot apart. She was a face talker, very intimate, almost scarily intimate. 
 
    “So you’re a man masquerading as a woman. What makes you think you can be a woman?” 
 
    Yet she wasn’t putting him off, attacking him, she was an artist with a perceptive mind. 
 
    Tom decided to tell the truth. Sort of. 
 
    “I, uh…had an accident. I was castrated.” 
 
    She blinked. A slow shuttering of the eyes, a wave of her long eyelashes. A glimmer way down deep inside her dark eyes. Eyes so deep that a man could lose himself in them. If he was a man. 
 
    But the direction of the conversation, if it had a direction, was suddenly truncated. 
 
    “Hi, I’m Vickie.” 
 
    Vickie took his arm and extended her hand. 
 
    The women shook, politely, like two barracudas kissing. 
 
    “I’m Nancy.” 
 
    “She painted this piece,” put in Tom. “Oh, and it looks like a few others.” 
 
    Tom, to be honest, wanted to escape. He had been roped in by the diminutive artist, but he didn’t want to see any fireworks. And one never knew when two women started discussing the same man. 
 
    Tom wandered to the next painting, and the next. They were marvelous pieces, some better than the woman on the cross-eyed bed, and some not. But they were all worth looking at. 
 
    Tom forgot about his wife and the artist and began truly inspecting this outpouring of sheer talent. 
 
     
 
    “So Tom had an accident.” 
 
    Vickie blinked. In an odd way, she was relieved. Even as she was alarmed. 
 
    Tom had told her, but why? 
 
    And what did this woman have that could get to talk about that which he was normally trying to avoid. At least in company. 
 
    “Accident, I suppose you could call it that.” 
 
    Nancy raised a hand for some champagne and shortly the girls’ hands were holding flutes with rising bubbles. 
 
    “And what would you call it?” 
 
    Vickie was conflicted. The woman had an intense manner about her. She was passionate and inquisitive without being rough or rude. 
 
    How much should she say? She had already revealed something, and…fuck it. “I sold his balls.” 
 
    There. That was blunt, but it was all she was capable of. She spent months avoiding the topic herself. It felt good to just drop the bomb. She raised her glass and drained it. “Well…” preparatory to leaving, but Nancy was truly focused now. She raised a hand for more champagne and moved to block off Nancy’s path. 
 
    “There’s a story here,” she said. “And an artist needs a story. It is essential to her being. Tell me your story. Inspire me. Make me run to my canvas and splatter paint. 
 
    Vickie stood, caught, and, yet…she began to talk. 
 
    “Actually, Tom’s company was in trouble, and he was contacted by…” 
 
    Nancy listened avidly. 
 
    Tom was at the back of the gallery now. He had been cornered by another artist and they were discussing unartful things. Like politics. And it was disgusting and fascinating at the same time. Artists are empathetic, Tom was a conservative, and never the twain shall meet. Still it was a fascinating conversation and he lost himself in it. 
 
    At the painting of the girl with the cross-eyed window Nancy and Vickie had moved away from any passersby and were deep into it. 
 
    “So it was my fault. That I could do such a thing was betrayal of the worst sort.” 
 
    “But Tom forgives you.” 
 
    “He doesn’t blame me at all.” 
 
    “But that makes you feel guilt.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “So what are you doing to help him as he makes this unasked for transition?” 
 
    Vickie explained about clothes and make up and such. She talked about how they had had deep discussions on everything, discussions that they had never had before. When she was done Nancy nodded her head. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You are doing everything right, and nothing right.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
    Nancy said, “I’ve been Lesbian. Now I’m bi. I’ve got friends from all sexual persuasions, but as a painter I know this: You can’t make a painting unless you drop a bomb in the well.” 
 
    “Hunh?” 
 
    “I know sounds artsy fartsy, obscurative Bullshit. But the simple truth in life is that to get something you travel into it until you become it.” 
 
    “I’m still a little hazy.” 
 
    “I tried for years to become an artist. Finally I quit my job, told my family to go fuck, and began living my life. I didn’t paint for a few years, and then I reached the edge. I reached the limit. I reached a point from which there was no going back. At that point I became an artist again. And this time a real artist.” 
 
    Vickie understood, but it was difficult to relate. “So…what? I make Tom quit his job?” 
 
    “We’re not talking about silly real world fantasies like career and insurance and all that. We’re talking about being a woman.” 
 
    “Being a woman,” Vickie mused while staring at Nancy. 
 
    “If you want him to figure it out, to be complete, to be a woman, you’re going to have to take him all the way.” 
 
    “All the way to where?” 
 
    “All the way to what his heart desires.” 
 
    “And how do I do that?” 
 
    Nancy began to talk, and Vickie’s mouth opened, then shut, and, finally, she began to nod.  
 
    Maybe there was a way to make up for the damage she had done. 
 
      
 
    Tom was about done with the moron. At first he thought the fellow was clever, but then he realized he was stupid. He would make the weirdest arguments, and hold to them like they were scripture. Logic was not involved in any way. 
 
    Well, he was an artist, he dealt in fantasies and make believe, so Tom understood. 
 
    Suddenly he felt a hand on his shoulder and turned. 
 
    “Hello, honey, found anything interesting?” 
 
    Tom excused himself from the political loony tunes and they wandered away from the fellow, who was now preaching to a pair of old ladies with big purses. 
 
    “Thank you. I need rescuing.” 
 
    “Are you about ready to go?” 
 
    “Sure. Any time you are.” 
 
    “Did you have fun?” 
 
    “I did. You’re right, I do need to get out and away from my own thoughts.” 
 
    “I’m glad to hear you say that,” and she smiled mysteriously. “Well, come on. I promised a ride to that artist you were talking to. Nancy.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” Tom smiled. He was done, but a ride home wasn’t out of the question. “Gather her up and we’ll head home.” 
 
    They walked over to where Nancy was holding court to a skinny fellow with red hair and a tattoo of a tiger on his skinny forearm. 
 
    “We’re ready. Tom? Why don’t you walk Nancy to the front and I’ll bring the car around.” 
 
    Tom agreed, and shortly Nancy was hanging on his arm. They walked to the entrance and Nancy looked down at a half empty case of champagne. She put a twenty in the case and took a bottle. 
 
    Tom laughed, and they went outside and stood on the curb. 
 
    They talked art then, and other things, but Nancy seemed to have lost any fascination for his ‘accident.’ 
 
    The car arrived and Tom got into the backseat. He expected Nancy to get in the front seat, but she surprised him by climbing in after him, sitting next to him, and hugging his arm. 
 
    Vickie didn’t seem to notice, or perhaps to care. She just smiled in the mirror and the car left the curb. 
 
    Nancy immediately climbed onto Tom’s lap and kissed him. 
 
    “Hey!” he tried to push her away. He wasn’t quite strong enough, however. 
 
    “What’s the matter?” 
 
    “I’m married!” 
 
    Vickie interrupted him. “Tom?” 
 
    “What?” he was looking for a way to climb into the front seat, or to get Nancy into the front seat, or to do something to relieve the situation. 
 
    “Kiss her.” 
 
    Tom blinked, and stared into the mirror. 
 
    “As your wife I’m telling you. Kiss Nancy. And do it good.” 
 
    Still, Tom wouldn’t have, but Nancy moved into the breech. She hugged him and kissed him. She put her hands on his tits, and he almost freaked. He was a conservative! He was true to his wife! He…she kissed him. 
 
    It wasn’t a long ride to Nancy’s apartment, and when they got there Vickie parked the car and got out. 
 
    “Come on, slick,” said Nancy, pulling on Tom’s arm. 
 
    Tom followed the two giggling girls up the stairs and into a two bedroom apartment. One of the bedrooms was a bedroom. The other was a studio, littered with brushes and canvases and half done paintings. 
 
    “What is going on?” asked Tom, as Nancy went to pour champagne. 
 
    POP! The cork sailed through the air. 
 
    Vickie whispered into Tom’s ear. “You are to do whatever Nancy wants. Whatever she says. Do you understand?” 
 
    Tom was about ready to cry. “But we’re married!” 
 
    “Yep. And I’m in charge, and I’m telling you to do whatever Nancy says.” 
 
    Nancy handed them flutes of bubbly and sipped from her own. 
 
    For the next half hour the two girls talked, and they kept Tom’s glass filled. They didn’t drink much, but they made sure he drank a lot. 
 
    Finally, the bottle was empty, and Tom was feeling quite jolly. 
 
    “Okay, Tom, here’s how it’s going to go.” 
 
    Both women stood up and began taking off their clothes. 
 
    Tom gaped, but was too drunk to complain. In a moment Tom was the only one left wearing clothes. 
 
    “What the hell is going on?” he demanded. 
 
    “Tom, I did a bad thing to you. I sold you nuts…” 
 
    “I sold one of them,” he muttered. 
 
    “…but now I’m going to make it up to you. You want to be a woman, and I’m going to take you all the way. With a little help, of course.” She looked at Nancy and chuckled. 
 
    “Oh. Are you going to give me my nuts back?” 
 
    Just the barest, barest trace of bitterness. 
 
    “Nope,” said Nancy, pulling on his arm and lifting him from the couch. 
 
    The two girls led him into the bedroom. They pushed him down and began kissing him. He was the meat in a sandwich, and they were devouring him. No help for it, Tom couldn’t help but respond. He might not have nuts, but he had passion. He had desires. 
 
    They rolled him over, kissing every part of his body, and arranged him face down on a couple of pillows. His ass was now in the air. 
 
    Vickie kissed him some more, grabbed his penis and stroked it, and next to the bed Nancy opened a drawer and took out a strap on with a big dildo. 
 
    “Spread your legs like a good, little slut, Tom.” 
 
    “What the fuck?” he answered. He was a bit giddy, and he did as she asked. 
 
    Nancy climbed between his legs and handed Vickie a jar of lube. Vickie began to slather it on his hole. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    The girls were pushing down on his buns and back, making sure he couldn’t stand up or roll over. 
 
    “We’re going all the way, Thomasina.” 
 
    Nancy giggled. 
 
    Vickie fingered his butt hole. She pushed lube into him and reamed him. The lube was making his asshole very accessible. 
 
    Nancy moved forward and pushed her dildo into him. 
 
    Tom gasped, and froze, and didn’t know what to do. He didn’t actually understand that he had a prick in his butt. He just knew there was something that gave him a little pain, but a lot of pleasure. 
 
    Nancy began to move. She kissed Tom’s ear and whispered for him to stay calm. 
 
    Vickie moved up next to Tom and kissed his mouth. 
 
    Tom was blown out in every sense of the words. His asshole was singing. His dick was erect, softly erect, but still erect. 
 
    Nancy started going in and out. 
 
    Tom grunted, and went with it. He was starting to understand that he was getting fucked. And it made sense. This was what they were talking about. They were talking about making him a woman. And what made a woman like getting fucked? 
 
    “That’s a boy, Thomasina,” whispered Vickie. 
 
    “Hump back, little girl,” commanded Nancy. 
 
    For a long minute she fucked him, and slowly he figured out how to push when she pulled, pull when she pushed. 
 
    Vickie reached under him and began stroking his cock. 
 
    Nancy plowed in, pulled out, filled him up, wiggled and twisted and it felt like she was stirring his insides with her penis. 
 
    Then Tom felt it. He felt the weird sensation of his asshole becoming warm…warmer…hot…hotter. 
 
    He pushed back with his rump, accepting as much dick as he could. 
 
    Nancy exulted, and shoved her penis directly into his brown hole. 
 
    Minutes passed. Vickie kissed him, felt his nipples, and enjoyed the look of happiness on Tom’s face. 
 
    “Come on, Tom. You can do it. 
 
    He felt the coming of the tsunami. Creeping from his ass, but more from the center of his body. 
 
    Then the tremors started. His body jerked, waved, and the orgasm started. 
 
    It was like nothing he had ever felt in his life. It was massive, and it swallowed him whole. It felt like he was riding the biggest wave in the world…scratch that…it felt like he was the biggest wave in the world. 
 
    Nancy felt him locking up. She felt his legs twitching and trying to close. She drove into him viciously, trying to make sure he got absolutely everything he could out of the orgasm. 
 
    Tom slid along the cosmos, enlightened, fulfilled, and happy. And in the middle of this vast, cosmic cumming he had a thought, a very enlightened thought. 
 
      
 
    Man does not live by nuts alone. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Oh, no!” Rob cried out. His balls were jangling and semen was shooting up the shaft. 
 
    “You didn’t!” Shiela cried out. “Not again!” 
 
    “I’m sorry!” he cried. 
 
    She sighed, and felt his seed splashing into her. 
 
    Rob was sorry, but his hips kept pumping, and his sperm kept filling her. 
 
    She sighed again. “This is too much,” she said. “I get real close, I’m almost there, and then you squirt and you’re limp and there’s nothing left for me.” 
 
    “Try, honey. I’m not limp, yet!” 
 
    “I can feel you softening. It’s no good.” 
 
    She pushed him and he pulled out. His once hard dick was now nothing but a wet slug. 
 
    Shiela lay there and experienced frustration. She liked a good cum. She wanted a good cum. But Rob was just a little too eager. He always let loose just before she could cum. 
 
    Rob rolled over to the side and put his forearm over his eyes. He felt good, he had just had a good cum, but he knew that he hadn’t really done his duty. 
 
    It wasn’t enough just to cum, he had to get her to cum. 
 
    “Look, honey,” he tried. “It’s just that you’re too hot. Once we start fucking I can’t hold myself back.” 
 
    “Okay,” she sounded disappointed. 
 
    He turned on his side, propped himself on an elbow and asked, “Can I get you off? Use my fingers?” 
 
    She looked at him and snapped, “How about your mouth?” 
 
    “Uh…” That was one thing he didn’t want to do, eat her out after cumming in her. Some people could do that, but the thought made him nauseous. 
 
    “I thought not,” she whispered. 
 
    “Come on, honey. It’s not like I’m not trying!” 
 
    Shiela said nothing. She just got up and went to the bathroom. She removed his squirtem with a wash cloth, then brought a towel back to the bed. 
 
    “Some day I hope you get to sleep in the wet spot,” she grunted as she laid the towel over his puddle of sperm. 
 
    “Aw, come on. It’s not my fault!” 
 
    She stopped what she was doing and glared at him. 
 
    He heaved a sigh and turned over. Within a minute he was fast asleep, snoring lightly, his balls empty. 
 
    Shiela couldn’t sleep now. She was too wired. She had expected a world class orgasm. He had done this to her three times this week, and she figured this was it. He had to be empty after three times, but he wasn’t. 
 
    She poured herself a Coke in the kitchen then padded into the computer room. She sipped the cold drink, relaxed a little, and googled, ‘How do you make a man not cum?’ 
 
    She was surprised when she received a couple of quick suggestions. 
 
    Longer foreplay. Hunh! That wasn’t going to work. He just got hornier. 
 
    Wear a climax control condom. Hmm. That one deserved thought. 
 
    Apply a topical anesthetic to the penis. That might work. 
 
    Masturbate before intercourse. She grinned. 
 
    There were other suggestions: squeeze the head of the cock. Or the base. Slap his balls sharply. Yeah, that would do it. She giggled at the idea of Rob jumping to the ceiling. Poor boy was very protective of his precious, little balls. 
 
    And there were weird things like finding a better sexual position, taking medication, and so on. 
 
    Huh. What kind of medication do you give a man to make him hold his squirt? 
 
    Shiela sat back and stared at the screen and thought about the possible solutions. 
 
    Rob got too excited and couldn’t stop himself. While she appreciated his remark that she was too hot, he was going to have to do better. 
 
    Idly, she rubbed one nipple. It felt good, and she thought about condoms, or numbing sprays. That appealed to her. Make it so he couldn’t feel anything. Let him not cum. She grinned, and tickled her pussy with two fingers. 
 
    She was breathing harder now, and she could feel that urge building inside her. It had really built up when he was fucking her, and now it was building again. 
 
    Masturbation a few hours before hand. That was a good one, but it also had risks. After Rob came he usually didn’t want to do it again for a day. 
 
    The one that intrigued her the most was the idea of giving him some kind of medication. What kind of medication? Would it be hard to get? Would he take it? Or would she have to put it in a milkshake or something? 
 
    She was thinking hard, but also breathing hard. One hand was working on her nipple, rubbing the stiff, little thing with the pad of a finger. Now she had two fingers of her other hand deep inside her pussy. She was rubbing hard, searching for that spot that brought the most pleasure…the G spot. It was hard to find…but…almost… 
 
    “What are—oh, fuck!” 
 
    Shiela jumped up and turned around. Rob was red-faced, having caught her masturbating, but she was super red-faced. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I thought…I’m sorry.” 
 
    “”Never mind,” she blurted, brushing past him. She headed for the bedroom. That was twice this evening that she had been robbed of an orgasm. Fuck! 
 
      
 
    They slept. Him quickly and her eventually, and awakened in the morning. 
 
    He was still apologizing, telling her it was alright, that masturbation was cool. 
 
    She tried to ignore him and not let her face get so red. She was practicing deep breathing and wondering if deep breathing would help him not ejaculate prematurely. 
 
    They had a quick breakfast, then he headed for work. He was a purchasing agent for a chain of beauty salons. The work wasn’t hard, and it had to be done between 9 and 4. Those were pretty good hours, and the pay was excellent. 
 
    Shiela worked from home. She watched movies for Netflix, and she loved it. She would watch a movie, fill out a description of the movie, answer a bunch of questions, and categorize the movie. 
 
    She got paid for sitting on a couch and doing what she loved to do. And the good thing was that she could watch movies for a few hours, then any movies that she and Rob watched she could get paid for. 
 
    Mind, it wasn’t the best pay, but it wasn’t bad, either. 
 
    On this day she started early. She watched a terrible movie with cartoon dinosaurs. Very shoddy CGI. She wrote a description, trying to sound positive, then she categorized it. That took some time because she had to make sure it was in lots of categories, and what do you do with cartoon dinosaurs? 
 
    Then she watched Squid Two. A bizarre Korean movie about a gameshow where contestants are actually killed. That one she loved. It was tense, she liked the characters, and it was so bizarre that it was original, and yet close enough to real life that people would identify with it. 
 
    Who doesn’t think that corporations kill people? 
 
    Then it was time for exercise. It’s always hard to push yourself into action after being a couch potato, but she managed it. She pulled on tight running shorts, a bra that paid lip service to supporting her large boobs, and pulled her hair into a pony tale and fed the pony tale through the back hole of a baseball cap. 
 
    She ran, and she thought. 
 
    In fact, she had been thinking all morning. Squeeze his dick. Put a super rubber on it. Spank his balls. 
 
    There had to be a way to get him to stop cumming too fast. 
 
    She headed out to a nearby park, then followed a trail around a large lake. Her breathing lengthened, became deeper, and her boobs jiggled. 
 
    God, she loved it when her boobs bounced. It turned her on. And, her not having cum, she welcomed the turn on. 
 
    She thought about going home and jilling off, but…she wanted to experiment with ways to stop Rob from cumming. And that meant she had to be horny when he came home. 
 
    She rounded the lake, and now she realized she had been thinking about sex too much. Her hole was moist and her thighs felt…squishy. 
 
    Heysoos! That didn’t happen much! 
 
    Well, nothing to do but enjoy it. 
 
    She exited the park and turned for home. A horn honked at her and some teenager yelled, “Suck me, mama!” 
 
    She grinned. Now there was a kid who was going to have lots of girlfriends. Not. 
 
    Finally, she turned up the driveway and entered her house. She poured a big glass of apple juice, sat down by the computer to cool off. 
 
    The computer. And she was once again looking for ways to control her man. Or to get him to control himself. 
 
    And there it was. Estrogen. 
 
    Give a man estrogen and he would become very sexually excited…for a while. Then he would find it hard to squirt. 
 
    There were problems with this. She would have to give him the right amount of the right chemical or he would get too soft. He might even grow breasts. 
 
    She giggled. 
 
    Rob with tits. Now that was a thought. 
 
    She was getting cooler now, and she took off her sports bra and sat and thought about what she could do. 
 
    Truth, she wanted to try the estrogen right now. The thought of him grunting and groaning and driving into her and not being able to cum…that was a shoe for the other foot. 
 
    But estrogen was a more serious solution. She had to try the lesser solutions first. And it was likely that one of the other solutions would work. 
 
    She sighed. She was getting worked up thinking about Rob. His dick just hard enough to get her off, but unable to cum. 
 
    And then she visualized the effect of the estrogen on him. He was slender, he could use an inch around the hips. But his chest, that was the real thing. She closed her eyes and began rubbing her pussy. Rob with tits. Rob wearing a bra. Rob, and her sucking on his nipples. 
 
    She gasped, and stopped what she was doing. She didn’t want to cum this way. She wanted to experiment on Rob, find out what made him a better lover. 
 
    She stood up and went to the shower. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, babe! I’m home!” Rob walked in the door at 4:30. If he was up on his work nobody cared if he left a little early. 
 
    “Back here!” came the answer. 
 
    He traipsed down the hall to the back bedroom, and was pleasantly surprised to find Shiela making herself beautiful. 
 
    She sat at her vanity and applied magic to her face. She was wearing skimpy underwear, very ‘turn on’ underthings, and she smiled at him as she applied her lipstick. 
 
    “Hey, incredibly gorgeous and too delectable for words, what’s the occasion?” 
 
    “No occasion. I’m just sorry you caught me in a compromising position last night. Thought I’d spend a night waiting on you hand and foot. Maybe we could even do something later on, if you’re not exhausted from last night. 
 
    He nuzzled her hair and kissed the back of her neck. “I’d love that. And I’ll do my best to get you off first.” 
 
    She stood up and hugged him. His hands went to her breasts and she sighed. “That’s what I like to hear.” 
 
    They headed out for a restaurant, and Shiela teased him mercilessly. Her hand kept brushing against his groin, and she kept giving him looks and hugging him. 
 
    Rob loved it. What man wouldn’t? He held her chair for her, kept his end of the conversation up—which included lots of double entendres—and generally acted the gentlemen. 
 
    Later they took a slow drive around the lake she had run around that day. They parked at an overlook and made out for a while, and when she figured he was close to popping, she suggested they head for home and bed. 
 
    At home she slipped out of her underwear and onto the bed. She lay on top of the spread and spread her legs. “Gonna get me in the mood, slick?” 
 
    “Oh, baby!” he dove in. 
 
    She held his head and arched her back and pushed her hips into his face. For long minutes they chewed on each other’s sex organs, and when she was finally ready to go, as horny as she could get, she gasped and rolled over. 
 
    “What?” Rob asked as she fiddled with something on the side table. 
 
    “Wear this.” She held out a condom. 
 
    It was extra thick and had benzocaine on the inside. 
 
    “What’s it going to do?” 
 
    “Hopefully, it’ll help you last longer.” 
 
    Rob smiled. “Okay, baby. I’m going to be the sixty minute man.” 
 
    He lay back and she ripped the top of the package up. She could feel the slick, numbness substance on the inside of the condom and she placed it on his tip and pushed down. It unrolled easily. 
 
    “Can you feel anything?” she asked. 
 
    “I can, but…not as much. I think I’m getting numb.” 
 
    “Better numb than dumb,” she joked. “Now, you just lay back and I’ll do all the work.” 
 
    He lay back and folded his arms behind his head. His penis was rock hard, but…it was feeling less sensation. 
 
    It was weird, but also cool. 
 
    Shiela squatted over him, her heavy breasts hanging down, and he reached up to fondle them. 
 
    The rubber was not as slick as skin, and she had to bite her lip and struggle a bit, but her natural juiciness came to her aid and she slid down the length of him. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” Rob grunted. 
 
    Shiela hit bottom, and she started wiggling, giving little jumps, and getting as much as she could out of Rob’s dick. 
 
    Rob grunted, gave a push, then didn’t. He lay motionless, and it looked like he was visualizing baseball games in his head. 
 
    That was okay with Shiela. She kept humping and pumping. His cock felt so fucking good, and it was lasting longer. The rubber skin felt a little weird, but that was okay. Just a little longer and she would…she would… 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” she grunted. 
 
    “I know,” he said miserably. “I couldn’t help it.” 
 
    “You came.” 
 
    “I tried not to show it, to just stay stiff for you, but…” 
 
    “But your cock just had to give up and go limp.” 
 
    “I’m sorry!” 
 
    “I know. I know.” She lay on his chest and listened to his heart. She was disappointed, but at least she had a plan. Actually she had several plans. More rubbers. Squeezing his cock. Slapping his balls. And in the end…medication. Estrogen. 
 
    They lay silently, him disappointed in himself, no matter how satisfied, and her determined. 
 
    She was going to make this happen. She was. 
 
      
 
    The next night she met him at the front door. Naked. 
 
    “You just came last night, and the night before, so let’s see if we can do this before your juices build up again. 
 
    Rob smiled. “You got it, babe.” 
 
    They sauntered back to the bedroom, arms around each other, and headed for the bed. 
 
    This time Shiela sprayed a numbing agent on his cock, then she rolled two rubbers on him. 
 
    “Baby, I can’t feel a thing! 
 
    “That’s what I like to hear,” she chortled, squatting over him. 
 
    Again, she slithered down, and it was heaven. He was stiff, hard, and she fucked herself on his dick. 
 
    Up and down. In and out. Back and forth. She rode him like a cheap mule, and he grabbed her tits and squeezed. He pulled on her nipples. He even inserted a hand between their groins and began rubbing her pussy. 
 
    “Oh, baby!” she exclaimed happily. “This is going to do it! This is what I needed! This is—“ 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” Rob covered his eyes with his hands. 
 
    “You came?” 
 
    “I did.” 
 
    “But how?” She was leaning on him, glaring at him intently. 
 
    “I don’t know. I thought I could do it, but suddenly, it just happened.” 
 
    “But you couldn’t feel anything!” 
 
    “It’s…I could feel it in my mind. It was too exciting. You were going crazy and I…you can make my cock numb, but you can’t make my mind numb. 
 
    Shiela lay down on his chest. Her hair spread out and he couldn’t see her eyes. He knew, however, that she was crying. “No. No.” she whispered against his skin. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he said softly. 
 
    She pushed up and rolled off him without a word. He could see the sadness in her eyes. 
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    “Don’t worry,” she mumbled. “We’ll try it again.” 
 
      
 
    They tried it again. And again, and again, and again. 
 
    More condoms. More numbing spray. 
 
    She tried squeezing his cock, and slapping his balls. She tried edging. She tried everything she could think of, everything she had read on the net. 
 
    Nothing worked. 
 
    Their sex life was frantic, but losing. Night after night he came too soon. 
 
    If he recovered from one cum he simply came again. There was simply no period of time when he was ‘empty’ enough to just stay hard and satisfy her. 
 
    And, finally, Sheila decided they were going to have to try estrogen. 
 
      
 
    “It’s called estrogen,” she explained to Rob. 
 
    “Isn’t that a female drug? A hormone, or something? 
 
    Shiela nodded.  
 
    They were sitting at the kitchen table. She had not met him at the door that night, all dressed up and nowhere to go. 
 
    She had greeted him wearing comfortable and non-sexual clothes. 
 
    That, more than anything, told him that matters had come to a head. 
 
    “I don’t know if I’m comfortable taking a women’s drug. I mean, aren’t there side effects and stuff?” 
 
    “I’ve researched this in depth. Yes, there are effects. You might have a slight redistribution of fat, but your skin will be better and your hair will be thicker, fuller.” 
 
    “But won’t a woman’s drug make my dick go soft?”
“That’s the good news,” Shiela said, carefully choosing here words. “For the first couple of weeks you’re going to be super horny. And I will lay down for you any time and any where.” 
 
    He grinned. 
 
    “Then your penis will lose a bit of oomph.” 
 
    He frowned. 
 
    “You’ll still get hard ons, but they will be a bit softer. It’ll be harder to cum at this point.” 
 
    He nodded. “I get it.” 
 
    “Would you like a drink?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    She placed the pills on the table and went to the liquor cabinet. She got down the Whistlepig and a glass. She rattled a few cubes into the glass, added the Whistlepig, then sweetened it with a bit of Coke. 
 
    Rob sat at the table and was in deep thought. Shiela watched him, gauged him, and brought the glass back to him. 
 
    “So, what’s going to happen to my masculinity.” 
 
    “My understanding is that as long as we don’t block your testosterone everything should be fine.” 
 
    “Your understanding.” 
 
    “In the event that anything happens that you don’t like you can simply stop taking the pills. We can also take other pills, pills designed to keep your penis functioning in spite of changing hormone levels.” 
 
    “Changing hormone levels,” he mused. 
 
    “Look, honey,” she placed her hands on his. “Do you think I would do anything to interfere with the functioning of my favorite body part of yours? I’ve researched this a lot. I’ve talked to people in chat rooms. There is actually a large number of people that do this sort of thing. I think you’re perfectly safe doing this.” 
 
    He nodded yet again. He picked up the pill and looked at it. It was small and pink, like a baby aspirin. 
 
    Yet it held the secrets of hormonal changes. 
 
    He felt like Victor Frankenstein: ‘The Secrets of Life and Death.’ 
 
    He said, “I’ll do anything for you,” and popped the pill into his mouth. He took a big slug of liquor and washed it down. 
 
    Shiela felt a warmth suffuse her body. And, she felt a curious twitch of exultation. Like a victory of some kind. And, at first she didn’t understand it, then she had a picture in her mind of Rob. More feminine. Longer hair. His face softer and rounder. 
 
    And she thought, Oh, my God! I did it! I really did it! 
 
    Rob took another big glug, placed the glass down with a thud, and smiled. “Okay, baby. It’s dick time!” 
 
      
 
    There was a sense of expectation that was like a boulder rolling down a hill. When was it going to hit? What was going to happen? 
 
    Expectation, however, is usually different than reality. 
 
    Reality is that they got up in the morning, went through the day doing their usual, and went to bed at night. 
 
    Of course, every time they made love they were thinking of the pills that Rob was taking. 
 
    The first sign that something was different happened one morning. Rob got up and yawned and went into the bathroom. He splashed water on his face, pulled his eyelids down and looked at his eyes and…blinked. 
 
    “Fuck!” he muttered. 
 
    Shiela was just sliding out of bed and she heard him and came running. “What is it?” 
 
    She was excited. Was something happening? 
 
    “I’ve got a pimple.” 
 
    They looked at his forehead. A small, pink pimple was raising the skin almost in the exact center of his forehead. 
 
    She chuckled, be it ruefully. 
 
    “Stand back,” he said, placed his fingers on each side of the offending little hill and pressing. 
 
    “Ew!” 
 
    Rob grinned, and washed the area with soap and water. 
 
    That was at the end of week one after starting the estrogen regimen. 
 
      
 
    At two weeks he felt an itching in his nipples. Nipples are sensitive creatures so he couldn’t just scratch. He pressed, and rubbed and didn’t even mention it to Shiela. 
 
      
 
    At three weeks nothing. But he felt funny. It was like feeling ‘off,’ but knowing there’s nothing wrong with you. Like feeling a cold coming on, but it never arrives. 
 
      
 
    Week four: “Oh, baby! I’ve got to have sex!” 
 
    Rob had just come in the door and he was rubbing his crotch. 
 
    Shiela grinned. “I’ve got a headache.” 
 
    Then she laughed and took his hand and ran him down the hall. 
 
    “I might cum fast,” he said. 
 
    “That’s okay, baby. This is the start. You’re being affected. You can have as much sex as you want.” 
 
    She ripped her clothes off and laid on her back. 
 
    Rob almost didn’t make it. His dick was throbbing and he got between here legs and suddenly squirted. 
 
    “Fuck!” she laughed. “You’re not even a sixty second man!” 
 
    He didn’t take offense because they both knew what was going on. 
 
    He lay on his back next to her, his heart pounding, amazed at how fast he had cum. 
 
    “You know,” Shiela said, “You cum every day. You’re one of these guys that just recovers quickly. I think that means you’ve got a high sex drive anyway.” 
 
    “And then these pills, I felt horny all day. I might want to cum tomorrow morning.” 
 
    “At your pleasure, milord.” 
 
    They chuckled, rolled together and had a little after sex make out session. It was sweet, it was wonderful, and it was just the beginning. 
 
    The next morning, sure enough, he awoke with a raging hard on. Of course part of it was woody, but after he had relieved himself he was ready for action. 
 
    Shiela lay back and spread for him again. She wasn’t cumming, but it was fun and exciting. She had a satyr working her pussy over and it was making her hornier and hornier. 
 
    “Are you sure you’re okay with this?” 
 
    “With being desired by a beautiful man with a big dick?” she laughed. “I can handle it.” 
 
    And she did. That night when he got home. And then again right before bed. 
 
    And twice the next morning. 
 
    For a solid week Rob was out of control. He even admitted to jacking off at work one day. The urge was that strong, and he was getting so desperate. 
 
    Then, a week later, he had another pimple, and he came home limp. 
 
    Shiela expected him to be ready to rock, and she was actually a little stunned when he just shook his head. 
 
    She undid his pants and pulled out Mr. Limpit. 
 
    She looked up at him with concern. “Are you upset? Is everything okay with you?” 
 
    “I would be, but I know what it is. Besides, after this last week…wooo!” 
 
    So Shiela fixed dinner, they spent the evening together, not much discussion, just looking at each other and wondering, and when it came time for bed he was able to rise to the occasion. 
 
    He climbed into bed a little soft, just a half a chub, and she attacked him voraciously. 
 
    She hadn’t expected to feel so desperate, but him not being hard for her created a response of desperation. She wanted that hard cock. 
 
    She slithered down and munched on his dong. She slapped his balls. She came up and kissed him on the mouth. 
 
    At first he wasn’t responding, just a big slug laying there. Then it started to throb. 
 
    “Here we go,” she exulted, grabbed his shaft and stroking it. She mouthed the head, licking the under head, and he started to pulse. 
 
    Still, it wasn't super hard like usual. It was just medium hard. 
 
    But it was hard enough. She climbed aboard, made like she was pulling a chain and yelled, “Toot toot!” 
 
    Rob felt funny. He felt a little apart from his body. But he was hard, and he knew how much Shiela wanted this. 
 
    Halfway through he got aggressive enough to flip her over. 
 
    Now Shiela was getting what she wanted. She had his dick in her and it was driving into her, and…and it wasn’t as nice as when he was rock hard, but at least he wasn’t cumming too fast. 
 
    “Oh, yeah, baby!” She licked her lips and grabbed his buns and pulled him into her. 
 
    Rob gave it his all. He pummeled her pussy with his penis. He ground it into her.  
 
    She reached under and grabbed his balls and squeezed. That made him yelp a bit, and he fucked her harder. 
 
    Now, though he was on top, she could feel the incoming orgasm, and she became more the aggressor. 
 
    He was a limp hot dog, and if she could just stuff enough of him into her it would be all right. 
 
    She pulled on his testicles. She pulled on his buns. She raped his mouth with hers. She was a wild woman. 
 
    Rob was startled, and even felt a tad touch of fear. 
 
    “I’m going to do it,” she muttered. “It’s going to happen!” 
 
    Then she reached around and touched his bunghole. 
 
    Rob jerked, his eyes went wide, and his cock got stiffer. 
 
    “Yeah, baby!” Shiela didn’t perceive what his reaction was, except to note that he drove harder into her. She began poking her finger onto his butthole. 
 
    Rob was almost panicked. Her finger felt so good. He had never felt anything so good in his life. He started to fuck her harder and harder. Now his tool was stiff, now he had something to work with, and he drove it into her hard. 
 
    Shiela’s eyes opened wide, and she suddenly realized what was doing it. She rubbed his brown star harder, and her finger suddenly penetrated. 
 
    Not much. Just a half inch. But…he lurched forward and his eyes tightened up and he gritted his teeth. He was desperate to cum now. Feeling her fucking him so hard, compounded by the finger wiggling in his back hole…he drove into her harder and faster than he ever had. 
 
    “AHHHHHH!” Shiela yelled loud enough to wake the neighbors. The orgasm swallowed her up. She forgot who she was and just rode the wave of white hot sensation. This was what it was all about. This was why he had taken the pills. This was what she needed. 
 
    Rob kept fucking and fucking, and Shiela kept cumming and cumming. 
 
      
 
    Afterwards, Shiela lay with open eyes, staring at the ceiling. “Crap,” she whispered. 
 
    “Good?” 
 
    Rob lay on his side and looked at her. He hadn’t cum, and he was about half out of his mind. 
 
    “The best. I don’t think I’ve ever had an orgasm like that. I felt like every organ in my body was dancing.” 
 
    He smiled. Was sad. “I didn’t get off.” 
 
    She turned to him, kissed him gently. “Don’t worry, honey. You’ll probably go through a dry spell now, but you’ll get off.” 
 
    He was silent. His cock was a half chub again, but inside…inside his groin he felt a pressure, an intensity that he had never felt before. He wanted to squirt so bad he couldn’t believe it. He had never wanted to squirt this bad in his life. 
 
    But the train had left the station. 
 
    “One thing,” he said. 
 
    “What?” she kissed him and sighed. 
 
    “That thing with the butt?” 
 
    She focused on him. “Yeah?” 
 
    “I liked that.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “Yeah. We’re going to have to do more of that. I really liked it.” 
 
    She nodded. “Not a problem. Anything for my baby.” 
 
    He smiled, thought about how fevered he had become when she had fingered him.  
 
    She smiled, and she felt a curious mix of emotions. 
 
    Satisfaction. At last. 
 
    Victory. She had succeeded. 
 
    And…she had really liked being in control. 
 
    She didn’t know why she had fingered him, but it was a stroke of genius. She had really liked doing that, and causing him to fuck harder. 
 
    And she really liked being in control. 
 
    And he seemed to like it when she was in control. 
 
    And if he didn’t, she would do her best to convert him.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Another week, and his nipples were now very irritated. And when he rubbed them it brought a heat to his body, his groin, his chest, his face…he was hot, but he couldn’t cum. 
 
    And the more he couldn’t cum the hotter he got. 
 
    Unfortunately for him, Shiela liked it. She didn’t mind that he wasn’t super stiff, as long as she could push him in and ride him like mushy donkey. 
 
    Fortunately for him, her finger gave him some relief. 
 
    “Baby,” he said. “Put it in further.” 
 
    She was up the second knuckle. She was wearing surgical gloves and had cut her nails. She didn’t like cutting her nails, she liked having long nails, but she couldn’t risk harming Rob. 
 
    She pushed harder and her fist knuckles touched his rim. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” he yelped happily. “God! That feels so good!” 
 
    So she reamed him, put in two fingers, and made him even happier. 
 
    She came like the world was ending. Every cum was massive, and they seemed to be easier to get to. Just insert a couple of fingers, finger fuck Rob, and he did all the work. 
 
    She chuckled on the inside and wondered if she was turning into a lazy slut; let the man do all the work. 
 
    She put her mouth on his nipple and he yelped. “Ow! No biting!” 
 
    “Honey, I didn’t bite.” 
 
    He looked up at her. “It sure felt like it.” 
 
    “Hold still. Let me touch your nipples again.” 
 
    She touched them, and he gave a groan. 
 
    “No pinching, either.” 
 
    “Rob. I’m not biting and I’m not pinching. Your nipples are just getting more sensitive. 
 
    Rob chewed on his lip. “I don’t want them that sensitive.” 
 
    “Oh, come on. Give yourself a chance. Sensitive nipples are wonderful. When I was a teen and went through puberty my nipples often hurt. But when it goes away they are a wonderful erogenous zone.” 
 
    “Well, don’t touch them for a while, okay?” 
 
    “No problem. Not when I’ve got this…” she shoved her fingers into his rear end and he lurched.  
 
    “Oh, God! Yes.” 
 
    She rode him, and reamed him, and grinned. 
 
    But that was the start of puberty for Rob. Within a couple of days he could feel his chest being a little fleshy. 
 
    Shiela examined his pectorals and nodded. “A little swelling. Not much. Try doing some chest work outs and see if you can slow it down, stop it, whatever. 
 
    Which was probably the worst advice she could have given him. The swelling was on the fat above the muscle. Bu having him work on the muscle the muscle got bigger, and his pecs got bigger, and within two weeks he had tiny, but  unmistakable, boobs. 
 
    He looked in the mirror and worried. 
 
    “How am I going to go to work?” 
 
    “You wear a jacket.” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but the jacket is heavy and tends to irritate my nipples more.” 
 
    “I’ll tell you what, let’s do a runner’s trick.” 
 
    He cocked his head. and listened. 
 
    “Runner’s get chapped nipples all the time. They do two things. In the beginning they put vaseline on their nipples. In the end, if vaseline no longer works, they put a strip of tape, like a band aid, on their nipples.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Absolutely. You never saw me put a piece of tape on my nipples?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Hunh. Well, I do. And it works.” 
 
    They went into the bathroom and Shiela cut a little strip of stretch tape off a spool and placed it over his nipple. 
 
    “Are my nipples getting bigger?” 
 
    She looked at them. “I don’t think so, why?” 
 
    “Because the pink area around my nipple is larger than the tape.” 
 
    “Well, maybe. But, heck, that’s nothing. Besides, what’s a little growth between friends?” She squeezed his groin as she said this and he grinned. 
 
    “Now that’s an invitation if ever I heard one.” 
 
    They stepped into the bedroom and disrobed. Shiela looked the same as ever. She had a tight body and large tits. She had a thin waist and…she was in good shape. 
 
    But, for the first time, Shiela noticed that Rob wasn’t in good shape. 
 
    Well, he was, but it was different shape. 
 
    His butt did look rounder. Maybe it was an illusion, her own mind desiring his changes, but…no. It was definitely rounder. And when she placed his hand on the sides of ass during lovemaking she could feel the softer flesh. 
 
    And, she could see his breasts. He couldn’t, he was a male, he was in denial. But he definitely had swelling. It was small, like somebody had put a marble in there then pumped the tissue around it until he had a mound. 
 
    And she loved it.  
 
    Carefully, so as not to irritate his nipples—even with tape over them they could be irritated—she placed her palms over his breasts. 
 
    She felt a surge of horniness welling up inside. 
 
    He had tits, and she liked it. 
 
    It made her feel like she was the alpha, and he was the beta. 
 
    She kissed him, and he was so wrought up in his worry that he just kissed back submissively. 
 
    Not aggressively, like the pre-estrogen Rob had, but passively. 
 
    And she liked it. 
 
    She pushed him back on the bed and crawled over him. His eyes went wide at this manhandling, and he looked up at her. 
 
    She was acting like an Amazon. 
 
    And he might have objected, but he was looking forward to his daily finger fucking. 
 
    “Hey, baby,” she strangled his cock affectionately, trapping the blood in it, making it harder. 
 
    “Easy, girl.” 
 
    “But she couldn’t take it easy. She wanted cock badly. She had realized the joy of wanting sex, and taking it when you wanted it. His dick was now her plaything, and she couldn’t stop playing. 
 
    She jumped up on the bed, stood over him with a pirate’s grin. A pirate about to ravage and plunder. She fell to her knees, her snatch just above his hard but soft cock. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” she murmured, and she reached under, spread her lips and plumped down over his meat. 
 
    Rob liked it. He was a little afraid of the possible pain. His nipples weren’t just a little irritated, they were a lot irritated. And the violence with which his wife descended on his torpedo made him afraid that she would bend it, or something. 
 
    Still, when she bottomed out he felt the juicy pleasure of her pussy walls grabbing his peeny. He grunted, and held his hands over his nipples. 
 
    Shiela ground her hips down with a big grin. “Oh, baby,” she said. “Is this what a man feels?” 
 
    It was almost inappropriate, considering Rob’s fragile state of mind, but his thoughts were on protecting himself, not on what a man feels. 
 
    And, truth, he was getting more pleasure from her finger banging than his penis. 
 
    His penis was having trouble cumming. Every time she assaulted his butthole he felt an excitement, and he almost felt like he could cum that way. 
 
    “Take your hands away,” Shiela commanded as she bucked back and forth on him. 
 
    He did. “Be careful.” 
 
    She placed her hands on his pectorals. She was careful not to rub, even through the tape his nipples might be sensitive, but she did squeeze. 
 
    God, yes! They were exactly like tits. She wanted to suck them, to enjoy them, but she knew she had to wait until he settled down. 
 
    She rocked back and forth. His dick was a little bendable, but that was okay. She could still feel it. 
 
    Besides, the real sensitive areas were near the outside of her hole. 
 
    She twisted and writhed and held his tits, and she came. Once again, it was like a blockbuster. She suddenly felt like her pussy was exploding, a wonderful tsunami of heat and lust. 
 
    Her back rippled time after time, and then she simply lay down on him, exhausted, grateful, her hands still on his taped boobs. 
 
    “You didn’t finger me,” he complained. 
 
    “Sorry,” she said. Then she rolled over and pushed him until he rolled over. Now he was face down. “I’ll fix that right now.” 
 
    She pulled on her surgical gloves, dipped three fingers into the jar of lube, and began preparing his asshole. 
 
    Rob groaned as she felt the circle of his anus. Then his eyes opened wide. She was using three fingers, and he could feel everything. 
 
    “Hey,” he said. 
 
    “What?” she asked, pushed her fingers into him and pulling them out. 
 
    He thought about it. Should he complain? But why should he? Three fingers felt better than two. 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    She smiled, had one hand on his now rounder rump, and the other hand jacking into his hole. 
 
    Rob lay there, felt the wonderful feeling. She had him pressed down and he couldn’t move if he wanted to, but he didn’t want to. He just wanted more. 
 
    He wanted four fingers, but he was afraid to ask. Before the estrogen started he had never played with his butt. Now he was, and it felt wonderful, but there was residual fear. 
 
    Would this type of thing hurt his butt? Would he turn into a homosexual? 
 
    So he lay there and took her pumping hand. 
 
    Above him, working hard, Shiela had never felt so happy. 
 
    Her man was totally under her control. 
 
    She was the fuckor, and not the fuckee. 
 
    She was in charge, and she pumped his asshole again and again, and kept pumping it even when her forearm ached. 
 
      
 
    Rob was getting worried. “My…uh…my chest is getting bigger.” 
 
    Shiela nodded. “Just a little. Not bad though.” 
 
    To Rob they were bad. The nipples weren’t hurting as much now, but his boobs were mounds the size of tennis balls. 
 
    “I’m supposed to play in a company baseball game this weekend. But I can’t with these…uh…tits.” 
 
    There. He had said it. 
 
    “Why not?” Shiela mused. “Women have tits and they play games all the time.” 
 
    She laughed at the stricken look on his face. “Don’t worry. I’ve got a sports bra. Or we can use compression bandages.” 
 
    “It’s not just that,” Rob admitted. Even through my jacket you can tell something is happening with my chest.” 
 
    “Tell them you’ve been weight lifting. You have, right?” 
 
    “I have, and I told them, but people are glancing at me, and I can tell they’re thinking.” 
 
    Shiela poured a couple of glasses of bourbon and Coke and they sat down on the patio. It was a beautiful day. No clouds, warm. And the pool was waiting. 
 
    They drank for a minute, and Shiela studied Rob’s frown. He really was working himself up to a froth, and that wasn’t good. 
 
    “Take off your clothes,” she commanded. 
 
    Rob looked at her, then complied. He was getting good at complying lately. It seemed like the more she finger fucked him the less he stood against her. 
 
    She smiled slightly as he stood up and stripped. She turned and pointed him at the reflection in the picture window. “What do you see?” 
 
    “Uh, a guy with boobs.” 
 
    “Maybe. What do you want to see?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Do you want to see a man with boobs? Or something else?” 
 
    “What else?” He was truly puzzled. 
 
    She reached over and held his weenie as they looked at his reflection. “Rob, is there something wrong with your body?” 
 
    “It’s getting a little, uhk, flabby. Especially in the chest. But I think my hips are getting wider, too.” 
 
    “So why is that bad?” 
 
    He frowned. 
 
    “We talked about this. We knew there would be a little give and take.” 
 
    “But not this much!” 
 
    “So what’s wrong with this much? Your dick is getting regular work outs. You’re experiencing lots of new sensations…what’s wrong with that?” 
 
    He blurted, “I don’t want to turn into a girl!” 
 
    She threw it right back to him, “Why not?” 
 
    “I’m a man! Dammit!” 
 
    “You were a man. Now you’re something in between, and you’ve got choices very few other men have. You could go back to being a man, cumming too soon and not satisfying me. And there would be no more pokes up the butt.” 
 
    “What?” That word escaped him unexpectedly. He looked a little embarrassed. 
 
    “Women get fucked. Men do the fucking. Right now I’m doing the fucking, and I don’t mind it. I’m willing to sacrifice that part of being a woman to make you happy.” 
 
    He stared at himself, no expression, but she knew things were going around in his head. 
 
    “The plain and simple fact is that if you want to go back to being the stick it in and pull it out man, I’ll lay quietly and suffer your premature ejaculations. But if you want to relax, stick to this path a little longer and see where it takes us…I’ll continue playing with your rectum.” 
 
    Now Rob was totally silent. 
 
    He was scared of being a woman. He didn’t want to wear a dress and make up. But he didn’t want to give up his anal pleasure, either. 
 
    Between a rock and a hard place. 
 
    “Honey, you can get past the baseball game. I’ll help you. And then let’s talk about it again.” 
 
    Shiela was clever in this argument. She knew he would have a rough time making a decision to become a girl. He needed time for the idea to gestate. He had to get used to it. 
 
    “Okay?” 
 
    It took a while, but he finally nodded. 
 
    “Good, let’s go inside and play.” 
 
    They finished their drinks and entered the house. She was calm, sure of herself. Rob was unsure. He was actually having a miniature panic attack. His breathing was coming fast and shallow and he had a streak of energy bubbling up through his chest. 
 
    She didn’t push him on the bed, she said, “Just stand there. Let me show you something.” 
 
    Rob stood, rather dumbstruck, and watched as Shiela retrieved a sports bra. 
 
    This was an old bra, one she had used for a while before realized that it was too tight. She handed it to Rob. “Put it on.” 
 
    He was actually trembling a bit. But he was also hard. 
 
    Shiela looked down at his dick and suppressed a grin. 
 
    Rob stood, and he barely had bumps on his chest. 
 
    Shiela straightened the shoulder straps and said, “Perfect. Flat chest. You’re a man.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…” 
 
    She put a finger to his lips. “Honey, just do what I say.” 
 
    He gulped, he was totally excited. He could even feel the blood pulsing in his asshole. 
 
    She took out a tube of lipstick and rolled it over his mouth. His eyes were wide as he realized what she was doing. 
 
    She went into her closet and brought back a wig. She put it over his head and arranged it. 
 
    “You’re wearing a bra. You’ve got make up on and your hair is female long. Do you like it?” 
 
    His eyes glimmered with the trace of tears. It took him a moment, but he nodded. 
 
    “Then let me show you what women get.” 
 
    She pushed him towards the bed. “Bend over.” 
 
    He stood on the floor and bent over the bed. 
 
    Shiela put her gloves on and lubed up, then she smoothed the lube into his asshole. 
 
    Rob was going crazy in his mind. He was dressed like a woman. This was wrong. This went against everything he had ever believed. Then he felt her fingers entering him. 
 
    He flattened out and his sense focused on the fingers in his ass. 
 
    “Honey. I’ve been using more and more fingers in you. Would you like to experience more?” 
 
    Giving a light sob, he nodded. 
 
    She moved four fingers in him. She went back and forth, and he could feel her thumb riding up his crack. 
 
    Then he couldn’t feel her thumb. Her fingers were gathered and poking into him, and he felt the knuckles of her hand pressing on his rim. 
 
    It was too much. He couldn’t take it. He— 
 
    Her knuckles slipped in and she began to move in and out. 
 
    He was dazed, stunned, and caught by the pleasure of it all. 
 
    “Honey. Let me do this to you every day. I’ll do it till next week, after the baseball game, and then we’ll talk again. Okay?” 
 
    He said something into the pillow, but he wasn’t sure what. 
 
    “Can’t hear you, honey. Do you want this every day?” 
 
    He nodded, and this time his voice was easy to understand. “Yes.” 
 
    “Good boy.”  
 
    As she rammed him gently she wondered if she should have said ‘good girl,’ then she decided not. She had already pushed him to the limit. He was going to need a couple of days to come to grips with this physical act, this mental earthquake. 
 
      
 
    As promised, Shiela finger fucked…fist fucked…each day until the week end.She also made him wear a bra, not always the sports bra, and she watched as he slowly came to grips with his new appearance. 
 
    He had boobs. That was undoubted. And now he was learning to accept it. 
 
    And, joy of joys, she was still getting the benefit of his nearly hard cock. She would fuck him with her fingers, ride his dick, then, if she was still in the mood, fuck him some more. 
 
    And, for the first time in his life, Rob was happy. 
 
    Oh, he had been happy before, but only a little happy. 
 
    As a man he had drive, he did things, he fucked and moved on. Now he was overwhelmed by the sensations in his ass. He was stuck in the excitation phase of sex, and…he was calmer. 
 
    His drive was being reduced, turned to something else. 
 
    He still did his work, and he worked around the house, but that hard, no nonsense drive that possesses males was waning. 
 
    He liked getting fucked, then laying around, just wallowing in the excitement. 
 
    And she had a feeling that if she asked him if he wanted to cum he would have said no. 
 
    He was changing. 
 
      
 
    Saturday arrived, along with the company baseball game. 
 
    Usually Rob had drive, wanted to hit, wanted to be in on all the action. 
 
    Now he was calmer, even sedate. 
 
    He didn’t hit the ball further, quite the contrary, but he didn’t seem to care. 
 
    And his teammates were confused. 
 
    The guys wondered what was going on. The girls appreciated his new manners. 
 
    Then, in the third inning, he hit a short fly over second base. He stuck on first base and the team was cheering for him. 
 
    Shiela, watching from the seats behind first base, noticed that he had a rip in his shirt. 
 
    She frowned. It wasn’t serious, but… 
 
    The next hitter blasted a shot to right field. 
 
    Rob took off like a rabbit with a stick up his butt. He rounded third. The long fly came sailing in. He and the ball were going to arrive at third base at the same time! 
 
    Rob slid, face first, and tagged the bag. Then the ball tagged him. He was safe! 
 
    And his shirt had ripped all the way. 
 
    He didn’t notice. He stood up and brushed the dirt away, and then looked up. Everybody was staring at him. 
 
    Shiela climbed out of the seats and went around the short fence that protected the infield. She walked across the field towards him, and she was carrying a thin jacket. 
 
    Rob looked around, confused, then a voice explained it to him. A whining, laugh of a voice from the other team. “We’re playing a bunch of sissies!” 
 
    That’s when Rob looked at himself, saw the burst seam, and realized that it was obvious that he was wearing a bra. 
 
    He looked up, looked at the other team, looked at the people in the stands. 
 
    Shiela reached him, and she had never seen such a stricken look in her life. He was totally shattered. 
 
    Shiela put the jacket on him, and he started for the dug out. 
 
    She stopped him, pulled him back. “You’re on third.” 
 
    Still, the people int he field were just watching. 
 
    Shiela turned to the other team and said in a very pointed voice. “Rob is transitioning. Would any of you like to visit HR on Monday morning?” 
 
    She turned back to Rob. Tears were coming from his eyes. No sound, but things were falling and breaking inside him. “Now then, honey. You made it to third. Can you make it all the way home?” 
 
    A very long second passed, then Rob nodded. 
 
    The crisis wasn’t past, but it had been temporarily diverted. 
 
    Shiela walked across the field, over the pitcher’s mound, and the pitcher just stepped back and made for her. She reached the end of the short fence and turned around. 
 
    Everybody in the stadium was watching her, if they weren’t watching Rob. 
 
    “Well? Play ball!” 
 
    Nobody knows who started it, it was probably one of the ladies in the stands, but there was the sound of clapping hands. Then two sets of clapping hands. Then more and more. 
 
    Rob stood on third base and cried as the people went from clapping to cheering. 
 
      
 
    They rode home silently, Shiela driving. 
 
    Rob stared out the window and watched the world go by. 
 
    Shiela pulled into the driveway, turned the car and turned to him. “Feel like a drink?” 
 
    Rob nodded. 
 
    She got out, went around the car and opened the door for him. 
 
    He stared at her, then walked past her to the house. 
 
    In the kitchen he got down the Whistlepig and poured the drinks. 
 
    “That was pretty gutsy, what you did,” he said when they were on the patio. 
 
    “You’re my man. Any woman would do that for her man.” 
 
    “Am I a man?” 
 
    She said nothing. 
 
    “And am I transitioning? You got me out of one hole, but am I in another? How’s my company going to respond to a man transitioning?” 
 
    “They’ll be just fine. If they aren’t we’ll sue them.” 
 
    Rob nodded. It was true. 
 
    “I want you to have bigger boobs.” 
 
    He was just lifting his glass to his lips and he stopped. He eyed her over the rim, then he gulped. 
 
    “I don’t want you to take testosterone. I love your dick. But I want to change the way we live.” 
 
    He blinked, and it looked like he was having trouble breathing. 
 
    “I want to have a female led marriage. Me in charge. I want to fuck you every day, I even bought a strap on so we could make that happen.” 
 
    He whispered a very soft, “Wow.” 
 
    “I want you to have big boobs, to wear a dress and make up. I want you to learn a few things, like how to cook, how to clean. And I should learn a few things, like mowing the lawn, how to change the oil.” 
 
    He finished his drink, picked up her glass, which was empty, and went into make a couple more drinks. Alt he time his mind was going round and round. 
 
    She wanted him to be more feminine. To be a woman. All the time? Maybe, maybe not. She certainly wouldn’t mind if he occasionally wore male clothes. 
 
    But…make up? A dress? Yes, he could now wear those things to work. 
 
    How big did she want his breasts? 
 
    How was she going to dress if he did that? 
 
    And it was interesting that he was thinking as if he was already wearing a dress. 
 
    He brought the drinks back and now they sipped and didn’t say anything. 
 
    They finished their second drinks, and had a third, her going to mix them. 
 
    When she returned and handed him his bourbon and Coke he asked, “You bought a strap on?” 
 
    “My fingers are getting tired.” She grinned suddenly. then sobered. “I think you’d like to know what a real dick feels like. Well, not a real, real dick, but a plastic, real dick.” 
 
    “And when we’re you going to fuck me?” 
 
    “Honey, I’m dying to put my peeny in your poopy. You say the word and I’ll do you right now.” 
 
    For a long time he said nothing. He was a little high now, and a little relaxed. And he finally turned to her and said, “Word.” 
 
     
 
    Shiela took Rob into the bedroom. Pulled him by the hand and told him to take off his clothes. 
 
    Rob did, and she did, then she dressed him. She gave him panties and a real bra. He looked down and saw his nipples popping over the edge. The bra felt good, and his nipples, quite honestly, were on fire. 
 
    She pulled a dress over his head, then put the wig on him. 
 
    She painted his lips, then added some mascara to his eyes, and a bit of color to his lids. 
 
    He stood, frozen, transforming, and it was truly out of body. 
 
    She gave him nylons, then high heels. 
 
    He put everything on, tried to stand, and wobbled. 
 
    She laughed and steadied him. 
 
    “Don’t worry, it’s easy once you get the hang of it. Get up on the bed on all fours.” 
 
    He did, and she put on the strap on. 
 
    Rob watched over his shoulder, and he felt a nervous energy swallowing him. 
 
    “Okay, honey, now you’re going to find out why women like being women.” 
 
    She lifted his dress and pulled down his panties. She scooped up a bit of lube and slathered into his asshole. 
 
    Robe felt his heart pounding, and his skin felt like it was electrified. 
 
    She put the tip of her penis to his hole and pushed in. 
 
    Rob was ready. She had broken him in over the week, and the penis slid in smooth as greased silk. 
 
    Rob tilted his ass and lowered his belly. He wasn’t sure what he was supposed to do, but the sensations of being fucked told him. 
 
    Shiela grabbed his wig. It was hooked over his head tightly and it didn’t give way. She pulled back slightly and pushed forward again. 
 
    Rob groaned and pushed back. He moved his hips up and down and felt the big pecker open him up. 
 
    It wasn’t as a big as a fist, but it was big enough. 
 
    “There you go, honey,” Shiela worked in and out, handing out the pleasure. “This is what it feels like, and this is what you’ve been wanting.” 
 
    Under her, gasping, unable to think of anything but the pleasure assailing him, Rob grunted. 
 
    Again and again she pushed her peeny into him, and Rob started to feel something. 
 
    He had been horny for months, hadn’t cum for months, and now…now it felt like he could, but there was something different about it. 
 
    He tried to make it happen. And if it had been a male orgasm he could have. 
 
    But it wasn’t a male orgasm, and he dully realized this. 
 
    So how do you make a female orgasm happen? 
 
    You submit. This burst through his mind, a logical conclusion after his months of frustration and trying to make it happen. 
 
    He had to just give up and let it happen. 
 
    Shiela felt the tremors start within him. She had known it was possible, that he could have a prostate orgasm, or an anal orgasm. She had read about it, and she had had the sneaking suspicion that giving him the dick might make it happen. The fingers weren’t enough. He had to experience the reality, then…then… 
 
    He suffered a series of shivers and was breathing heavily. It was like his body couldn’t figure out how to work. 
 
    “Go for it, baby,” Shiela whispered as she sunk her penis into him again and again. “Go for it!” 
 
    He barely heard her. He was totally focused on figuring out how to relax, how to let it happen. 
 
    Submit, he thought. Submit! 
 
    Suddenly it whelmed up, grabbed him and shook him. 
 
    Rob squealed in surprise as his body began to quake and shake. 
 
    Shiel held on and grinned. This was a big one. She was so glad. She wanted his first real, female orgasm to be a big one. She wanted to explode his world and convince him. And if this didn’t do it…nothing would. 
 
    “AHHH!” Rob yelled, and his ass muscles clamped, his legs tried to close. It was just like a woman’s orgasm, and his eyes rolled back and his toes curled. For a long minute it went on, and when it was over he lay, gasping, not sure what had happened, but convinced that he wanted it to happen again. 
 
    “See, honey? See?” 
 
    Shiela lay on top of him and kissed his neck. She knew this was just the start, and she wanted to keep going.  
 
    Under her, Rob just cried for happiness. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Women simply don’t have the size and weight and musculature.” 
 
    Everybody at the table stared at him. 
 
    “Look, I’m not trying to start a fight, I’m not dissing women, it’s just a fact.” 
 
    The guys at the table, there were four of them plus Rod, nodded, and kept their mouths shut. They knew he was right, but they also knew that if they were to go along with Rod their wives would start getting pissy. 
 
    One of the ladies, she was wearing a jacket but looked strong, snorted. “Nonsense.” 
 
    The girls at the table all smiled. This was Roxanne Childers, and she had a rep as a man hater. 
 
    “Not nonsense. This is proven in labs. This is why women don’t become Navy SEALs. Look, I’m not trying to offend, it’s just a scientific fact.” 
 
    “Better take it easy, Rod,” Chuck Givens whispered. 
 
    Rod looked at Chuck. “You guys all feel the same, but you’re married.” 
 
    Now some of the guys frowned and gave him the evil eye. 
 
    Roxanne: “You wouldn’t want to put that to the test, would you?” 
 
    “Are you talking a physical test?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “There’s no need. We’re talking science.” 
 
    One of the guys, Rod was never sure who, make a ‘cluck, cluck’ sound. 
 
    Rod spun around and a few of the girls laughed. 
 
    They were all friends, many worked at the same places, and they were gathered for a Friday beer night. Listen to a little music, dance a little, drink lots of beer. 
 
    Rod had drunk a bit of beer, but that wasn’t it. He was just sincere in his beliefs. 
 
    “Rod,” said Roxanne. “We’re about the same size. I’m tall for a girl and you’re short for a guy…” 
 
    Rod bristled. 
 
    “…so why don’t we set up a contest.” 
 
    Now the guys were egging him on, and the girls were saying things like ‘Shut up or put up.’ 
 
    Rod sighed. “Okay, what kind of contest do you have in mind?” 
 
    “Mixed Martial Arts.” 
 
    Rod blinked. He was pretty good at Karate. He didn’t know much about Roxanne, she was new to town, but she obviously didn’t know about him. 
 
    “I don’t think so.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Well, I’m not only a guy, with a different muscular set up than you, but I’ve also got some karate experience.” 
 
    “All the better,” she said. “I’ve got a little experience, too. So let’s train for six months. When July Fourth rolls around, that’s about six months away, we have a fight.” 
 
    Now the girls were hooting, and some of the guys were grinning, too. 
 
    Rod studied Roxanne. She was his height, but it looked like she might actually outweigh him. He was slender, good musculature, but she looked like she might have done some weightlifting or something. 
 
    “Come on, Rod!” the girls hooted. 
 
    The guys were laughing, and Rod’s face turned red when he heard a couple of them say he was going to lose. 
 
    “Nah. I don’t think so.” 
 
    Roxanne had a very complacent look on her face when she said, “Then I win the argument.” 
 
    He shook his head.” 
 
    “Okay, you think you have an advantage, right?” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “Then let’s give you a handicap.” 
 
    “What kind of handicap?” he asked suspiciously. 
 
    “I take a lot of pills, and some of those are hormones to adjust my weight and—“ 
 
    “You take steroids?” 
 
    “A few,” she admitted. Then, “And you can take some estrogen.” 
 
    Rod had no idea what estrogen was. “What’s that?” 
 
    “It’s just something that will level the playing ground.” 
 
    Rod noticed that a few of the women were snickering now. And Roxanne had a grin on her face. 
 
    And, Rod was just about fed up. He was besmirched, made fun of, challenged, and… “You’re on.” 
 
    “Rod, are you sure you want to do this?” Chuck asked. 
 
    “Of course I am,” Rod was irritated. “No chick is going to treat me like that!” 
 
    “But Rod—“ 
 
    “It’s a done deal, Chuck. All you can do now is help me train.” 
 
    Chuck shook his head slowly. “Man, you don’t know what you’re doing.” 
 
    “I’m standing up for men everywhere. I’ve had enough of this BS about women’s rights and equality of the sexes and all that crap.” 
 
    “Yeah, but stand up tomorrow. You’ve had a lot to drink and—“ 
 
    “Tomorrow it will be the same thing.” 
 
    Roxanne was whispering to a couple of the girls, and she suddenly held up a hand.  
 
    “Okay. July Fourth, the big grudge match. Rod v Roxanne, and to juice up the stakes, Leslie here has said she’ll put a piece in the newspaper. We’ll fight for men against women, and proceeds will go to the Children’s Hospital.” 
 
    Rod was fine with that.  
 
    At that point, though it wouldn’t be settled for six months, the argument was over. But that didn’t mean conjecture was done. 
 
    The women crowded around Roxanne and whispered. 
 
    The men surrounded Rod and slapped his back and laughed. 
 
    For the men it was all a hoot. 
 
    Suddenly Roxanne raised her hand again. “One other thing…” 
 
    “What?” asked Rod. Somebody had just shoved a cold beer in his hand and he was about to take a hefty sip. 
 
    “If I’m going to have a match with you, you have to dress like a woman. You have to wear the same kind of trunks, a bra, and you need to grow your hair long so we can braid it.” 
 
    Now the guys were really laughing. This was getting unserious! 
 
    Rod laughed. “I’m so confident that I’m going to kick your butt that I’ll do it. But if I win…?” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “You’ll be my bitch for a month.” 
 
    Rod was drunk. He had overstepped. Everybody went quiet. 
 
    Roxanne stared at him. “And if I win you’ll be mine.” 
 
    Rod grinned a lop sided grin. 
 
    Roxanne swaggered through the small group of friends and stood in front of him. Up close she was a knock out. Blonde hair blue eyes, and under the bomber’s jacket she was wearing she had a physique. She had large breasts, but she also had thick limbs and a solid midsection. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    She offered her hand. 
 
    Rod gripped it, and was surprised at the amount of strength her hand had. “You’re on.” 
 
    Awkwardness averted, everybody cheered. 
 
    More beer was poured, Rod and Roxanne actually grinned at each other, and people started trash talking. 
 
    Nobody noticed that Chuck and his wife, Susan, were in a corner in serious conversation. 
 
      
 
    Later that evening Rod and Roxanne had a chance to talk just between themselves. 
 
    “You know, I’m pretty good at MMA. I trained for a couple of years and I was approached to go pro, but I didn’t want to.” 
 
    Rod was not impressed. “I’ve been studying Karate for a while, can you take a good punch.” 
 
    “I can.” 
 
    They discussed gloves and footwear and what would be allowed. It was pretty straight forward and they came to agreement pretty fast. 
 
    Then Roxanne dropped a small bomb. “I take steroids, and I take testosterone pills. I know that will give me an advantage, but I don’t want to stop just because I have a fight with you.” 
 
    Rod raised a couple of fingers for two more beers. When they arrived he said, “That’s okay. What does testosterone do, anyway?” 
 
    “Well, it’s like estrogen for a girl. Makes you stronger, quicker.” 
 
    “Well, maybe I should take some of that  estrogen stuff.” 
 
    Roxanne got a funny look in her eyes, then nodded. “That might help.” 
 
    They finished their beers, shook hands, and then Roxanne surprised him. She gave him a hug and said, “I’ll enjoy having you for my bitch.” 
 
    Rod was awkward for a split second, then he got over it and hugged her back. “Me too, you.” 
 
    They laughed and separated. 
 
    Rod wandered through the bar. The band was an Eagles knock off, and it was pretty good. They played ‘Heartache Tonight.” 
 
      
 
    Somebody’s going to hurt somebody… 
 
      
 
    Rod listened appreciatively to the throbbing beat, and felt Chuck come up next to him. 
 
    “Okay, buddy. You’ve gone and done it.” 
 
    “I have?” Rod grinned. 
 
    “But fortunately, I can help.” 
 
    “You can?” 
 
    “Absolutely. You know Roxanne takes steroids and stuff.” 
 
    “Yeah, and testosterone.” 
 
    “Yeah. Well, I can get you the male equivalent of what she’s taking.” 
 
    “Steroids?” 
 
    “Nah. I’m talking the good stuff. I can get you the most potent estrogen around.” 
 
    “Yeah…what is this estrogen stuff?” 
 
    Chuck didn’t give a clue as to his underlying motivations. He just kept his voice level and said, “It give girls the edge on being girls. So if you take some then you’ll be equaling any advantage that testosterone gives her.” 
 
    Behind Chuck Susan smiled. She moved up and said, “Rod, you take the estrogen and we’re going to bet the farm. You’re going to have that big an advantage.” 
 
    Rod frowned, “It’s not cheating, is it?” 
 
    “Nah. You taking the estrogen stuff is the same as her taking the testosterone stuff. Even Steven.” 
 
    Rod nodded. That was a relief. He wasn’t a cheater, and he didn’t want to take unfair advantage. He had no idea what Chuck and Susan had just done to him. 
 
      
 
    It was January 14th when Rod and Roxanne made the bet. So it was just a hair over six months until they would have their fight. When Rod woke up the next day he thought about training. Unfortunately, he hadn’t trained for a while, so he was sort of lackadaisical. 
 
    He got up, ran a half mile, and was out of breath. 
 
    He did a few push ups and got bored, then he set up a punching station on a tree and  did a few blocks and punches. 
 
    And that was it. 
 
    He had no idea that Roxanne, on the other side of town, had already shifted her training for the big fight. She woke up early, ate a half a dozen eggs, drank a pitcher of orange juice, took all sorts of vitamins, and did a five mile run. Then she slapped the heavy bag around a little, she was going to be hitting a man, after all, and started her groundwork. 
 
    She had a heavy dummy that she threw around, punched, and practiced arm bars on. 
 
    Then, about the time Rod went in to have a beer, a couple of friends showed up to help her work out. 
 
    While Roxanne was practicing take downs with her friends, both of whom were big, strong males, Chuck showed up with a vial of little, pink pills. 
 
    “Here you go, buddy. This will do the trick.” 
 
    Rod thanked him and looked at the little pills. “Better living through chemistry, right?” 
 
    “You got that right.” 
 
    Rod tossed a pill down the gullet, washed it down, and decided to call it a day. He was still feeling a bit of the beer from the night previous, and he wanted to let the booze cycle out of his system before he started serious training. 
 
      
 
    The days passed, and before Rod knew it, it was the end of March. He only had three and a half months before the big fight, and he was still training pretty lackadaisically. 
 
    He jogged a couple of miles, worked out on the speed bag for fifteen minutes, did some push ups and sit ups, and worked on his karate forms. Every once in a while he had a friend show up and he would work on techniques. One of the friends was Chuck, who was nominating himself as Rod’s trainer. 
 
    “Hey, buddy! you’re doing great!” he encouraged, but he tended to get Rod to quit his work out sooner, and he didn’t demand any heavy work. He kept Rod off the heavy bag, and he kept the freestyle training light. 
 
    In spite of that, Rod was actually feeling pretty good. He wasn’t drinking, he was eating good, and while he was losing muscle mass he didn’t really see that. He moved fast enough, and he didn’t realize that if he started working out on the heavy bag he would suck. 
 
    And he was taking a pink pill every day. 
 
    “When do these pills work?” he asked. 
 
    Chuck replied, “We’ll give you a booster shot a month before the fight. Until then, just keep training.” 
 
    “I will, but I’ll tell ya, Chuck, I don’t feel like I’m improving much.” 
 
    “How so?” 
 
    “Well, I should be beefing up a little bit, getting a set of guns,” he flexed his biceps which were, admittedly, a little skinny. “Instead, I feel sort of flabby. Even my ass feels flabby.” 
 
    “That’s okay, man. You’ll feel flabby at first, then the fat turns to muscle. You’ll feel like you’re going through puberty, maybe even feel a bit emotional, but when the stuff hits you…Katie bar the door. You are going to be a fucking animal!” 
 
    Rod grinned. Chuck’s continual encouragement, despite the lack of gains, was giving him a false confidence. 
 
    April passed, then May.  
 
    Roxanne was tossing her male training partners around like they were straw men. She sprinted her five miles daily, lifted weights, and beat the ground dummy like it was a $2 mule. 
 
    Rod tried to up his training schedule, but he was feeling pretty weak. He was running three miles a day, but it was leaving him a little winded. He was able to do a lot of sit ups, and the number of push ups was rising. His karate was getting faster, sharper, but he still wasn’t using full power on the heavy bag. 
 
    But, heck, he wasn’t going to need a lot of power to knock Roxanne down. 
 
    Besides, he was taking two pink pills a day now. Man, that had to count for something. Chuck kept telling him that any day the pills would kick in. He could hardly wait. 
 
    June, and the weather turned hot, and the fight was around the corner. One month away. And Chuck showed up with a syringe. 
 
    “This’ll do it, buddy. Now, remember, it takes a month, but we’ve calibrated this stuff so come the day of the fight you’re going to be roaring. Unstoppable. You’ll knock that bitch down like she’s made out of feathers.” 
 
    Rod watched as Chuck squirted the slightly pink liquid into his arm. He flexed. Man, this was going to be great! 
 
    All that month he trained as hard as he could. It wasn’t as hard as he had trained the previous year, when he was going for his black belt, but it was hard enough. He thought. 
 
    The problem was that his chest started to swell. He called up Chuck. 
 
    “Hey, Chuck! My chest is swelling. Like really fast.” 
 
    “What part of your chest?” 
 
    “The pectorals.” 
 
    “No problem, Rod. That’s the stuff working. Your chest is going to swell. It might even look like you have a pair of boobs, but by the time the fight rolls around your muscles will get hard and…man! You’re going to kill her!” 
 
    Rod smiled. “I don’t want to kill her, just beat her a little bit.” 
 
    “So only kill her a little. Fine with me.” 
 
    Laughing, the friends hung up. 
 
    But the last week before the fight his chest didn’t suddenly turn to muscle. In fact, just the opposite. His chest turned to fat, and it actually looked like he had a pair of tits. 
 
    He was embarrassed. He worked out in private, and did tons of push ups and other exercises for his chest.  
 
    But it wasn’t just his chest. Now his ass was starting to swell. It got bigger and rounder. And it was like it was happening all at once! 
 
    Sure, he hadn’t been beefing up like he should, and he had a little bit of flab, but it was almost like that shot had robbed him of just about all of his male musculature! 
 
    And, it looked like his skin was actually changing! It was becoming finer, softer, and on the night before the fight he looked at his face and actually started to worry. 
 
    It was oval, like the fat had redistributed or something. And his hair was thick and full. He hadn’t cut it so they could braid it, but…it was a lot of hair! 
 
    And he didn’t need to shave as often! 
 
    Weird. 
 
      
 
    On the day of the fight Chuck and Susan showed up to take him to the fairgrounds. 
 
    Tickets had been selling like hotcakes, and there promised to be a huge crowd there.  
 
    Rod walked through a back entrance and was directed to the changing rooms. He saw Roxanne from a distance and nodded. 
 
    Roxanne looked surprised, but she gave a wave. 
 
    Susan handed him the uniform he was supposed to wear, and he looked at it in distaste. It was tight shorts, and a halter top with thick cups. It was blue, but it looked a little girly. 
 
    Still, he had agreed, so he stepped into the shorts and they slid up his legs. And he discovered something. 
 
    His peeny looked a little puny. In the beginning he had had lots of boners. But lately, not so much. But his attention had been on training, and he had been sort of ignoring what his body looked like. But now, he looked down at his cock and it seemed smaller.  
 
    Fuck. Well, nothing to do about it. 
 
    Susan spent some time pulling his hair back and twining it into a thick braid. It hung down his back and he put on the lightweight gloves that MMA fighters used. 
 
    Then he did a few jumping jacks and made sure he was warm. 
 
    But while he was doing the jumping jacks and noticed himself in the mirror.              His halter top was full, and his chest—hell, his boobs—bounced. 
 
    What the fuck? 
 
    He turned to Chuck. “Where’s this sudden blast of meat and muscle I’ve been hearing about.” 
 
    Chuck just gave him a sickly grin and muttered. “Don’t worry, buddy, you’re going to do fine.” 
 
    For a second Rod glared at his friend. He was suddenly coming to the conclusion that he had been the victim of poor training methods. He should never have let his friend train him. He should have stuck to his usual training methods. 
 
    But it was too late. 
 
    “Time!” somebody yelled from the door. 
 
    Rod pulled on his robe, turned away and headed for the walkway. As he went out the door Susan came running in. The last thing he heard was Chuck asking Susan if she had gotten the bets down. 
 
    “Yeah, baby. We’re going to be rich!” 
 
    That relaxed Rod a little bit. If they were betting on him then he still had a chance. Maybe being more slender was better. He was fighting a woman, and he had to be quick. He didn’t want to get in some slappy, powder puff, cat fight. 
 
      
 
    The crowd was huge! The fairgrounds were totally filled with men and women screaming at the top of their lungs. 
 
    It had been billed as the ultimate man v woman fight. The battle of the sexes for real. 
 
    Interestingly, men were clumped on one side of the stadium, and women on the other. Some enterprising entrepreneur had figured out that gimmick. 
 
    Also, Rod entered from one side of the stadium, the male side. 
 
    Roxanne entered from the other side, the female side. 
 
    They entered about the same time and the decibels went through the roof. 
 
    Cops were on duty to keep the surging crowd back. 
 
    And it was almost like each and every individual wanted to be the one fighting. People strained at the barricades and a couple of objects were thrown over the ring, arching over and into the crowd of the opposite sex. 
 
    Rod walked slowly, his robe covered his braided hair and the robe concealed his breasts. 
 
    He looked across the ring and saw Roxanne. She was bouncing, punching in cross directions. And she was large. Her body had beefed up. Even under her robe he could tell that she had muscles on her muscles. 
 
    Fuck. She had been training like he had wanted to. 
 
    Rod stepped up to the apron and slid through the ropes. 
 
    Roxanne, on her side, pushed down on the top rope and vaulted  over. 
 
    The women screamed a cheer out. 
 
    The fighters stood in their corners for a moment while the ring announcer roared out their bona fides. 
 
    “Fighting from the pink corner, weighing in at 150 pounds of mighty muscle, is Rocksssss-ANNNNE!” 
 
    Roxanne threw back her robe and bounced across the ring, jabbing and punching and looking very bad ass. 
 
    Now Rod could see her defined musculature. It was downright male. It was slabs of rippling beef that could knock down a moose. Her hair was pulled back like his and her face was hard planes of serious fighting ability. 
 
    The girl side of the ring burst into yells and screams. As an audience they looked ferocious themselves, ready to jump into the ring and bitch slap an elephant to its knees. 
 
    “Fighting from the blue corner, weighing in at 141 pounds of fighting ferocity, is RO-O-O-d-d-d!” 
 
    Rod threw off his robe and stepped out and gave a few punches. 
 
    Silence. 
 
    Deathly silence. 
 
    The kind of silence that happens when something has gone deathly wrong. 
 
    Then the girls started laughing, and pointing, and Rod turned 83 shades of scarlet red. 
 
    He was slender, not muscular, and he had boobs, and a long braid down his back. 
 
    His ass was fat and there was no bulge of a weenie in his tights. 
 
    The men didn’t even mutter; they just stared. 
 
    Roxane stared, and her mouth opened a bit before she shut it. 
 
    “Fighters to the center of the ring!” 
 
    The referee was a large black fellow, larger than both Roxanne and Rod put together. He glanced at Rod and seemed about to smirk, or even laugh outright. 
 
    Roxanne took advantage of the moment to whisper harshly, “Geez, Rod, what’d you do? I thought this was going to be a fight!” 
 
    Rod growled, and his voice cracked a bit. “You’ll get your fight!” 
 
    The ref, Big Jack, gave instructions, and tried not to look at Rod. He was having trouble not laughing. “Let's have a clean fight, obey my instructions and protect yourself at all times. Touch gloves if you want to, and go back to your corners.” 
 
    Roxanne offered her gloves and Rod bumped them, then he turned back to his corner. 
 
    Chuck was waiting. “Okay, dude, make it look good. Take it easy on her for a few rounds, then knock her block off.” 
 
    Rod was feeling pretty sour about his trainer right about then, but he nodded and turned. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Rod advanced slowly, he was quicker, and he shifted to the side. 
 
    Roxanne cut him off and jabbed. 
 
    It felt like a meat wagon had run into his nose and Rod’s fair skin started to bleed. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” whispered Roxanne through her mouth piece. “Come on, Rod, make this look good.” 
 
    Rod circled, tried a kick, she chopped down on his shin with a vicious slap that unbalanced him. 
 
    The punch came straight in and knocked his head back, and suddenly Rod was looking up at the lights. 
 
    Still, he wasn’t out of it. He stood up, the ref touched his gloves to his shirt, then signaled for the fight to continue. 
 
    Rod circled, and was wary. He didn’t want any more of those slobber knockers bouncing off his skull. 
 
    Roxanne circled too, and she put out jabs that seemed to just miss. 
 
    Rod got a little more confidence. He shuffled forward and jabbed her face. She moved back very slightly and there wasn’t much impact, but Rod followed up with a gut buster punch. 
 
    Roxanne just danced away, and Rod was confused. That should have knocked the wind out of her. That should have put the fight in his pocket. 
 
    She shuffled and poked his face. 
 
    Rod was dizzy. Man, she must have a horseshoe in her gloves! 
 
    Around and around they went, and after a minute the realization finally burst on Rod. Roxanne was carrying him. She was punching lightly, letting him hit her, and trying to make it look like a fight. 
 
    And the boos started. First the women. Being the more vicious of the species they wanted to see a knock out, and quick! 
 
    Then the men started booing. Rod had let them down. 
 
    Rod punched and danced, and during a clinch he saw Chuck and Susan hugging each other behind his corner. They must be winning a lot of money, and…and he realized…THEY HAD BET AGAINST HIM! 
 
    Oh fuck! Months of training, and it was all a ruse. It was betrayal. They had given him pills that did nothing (he still wasn’t aware of what estrogen did to the male body) and then throw him into the ring with this monster! 
 
    That gave Rod a bit of a surge. He jumped in and bopped Roxanne on the nose. She actually blinked. Then she had a lazy smile and looped one into his gut. 
 
    Rod found himself on his knees. He gasped for breath, grabbed a ring rope and got back to his feet. 
 
    The crowd was screaming for blood, booing his poor performance. 
 
    Roxanne waited, and when they came together she forced a clinch and whispered to him, “Sorry, Rod, but I’ve got to start fighting for real.” 
 
    His eyes opened, and as they broke he managed, just barely, to avoid a whistling punch. It grazed his chin and he was knocked back against the ropes. 
 
    Roxanne followed in and the crowd began to yell in appreciation. And it wasn’t just the women that were yelling, it was the men. They wanted to see Rod get a thrashing. He had disappointed them. He had let down the honor of men everywhere. They wanted to see him take a beating. 
 
    Roxanne obliged. She threw rights and left, and Rod protected his head with his light gloves. 
 
    Bam! Bam! She socked him, and he was backing up and being moved back and forth by the violence of her blows. 
 
    Rod huddled into himself and tried to withstand the onslaught. 
 
    She kicked him, a front thrust kick right to the midsection, and he oofed and flew back against the ropes. He would have gone through the ropes, but the crowd actually surged forward and, laughing, they pushed him back in. 
 
    Roxanne didn’t look happy. She had expected a fight, but this…this was slaughter. She didn’t like being thrust into the role of a bully. 
 
    Rod, gasping for breath, moved forward and pawed at her. 
 
    But Roxanne had had enough. She snapped his head back with a jab, then shifted her weight and came in with a box car of a punch to his right ear. 
 
    Good night, Rod. 
 
      
 
    Rod came to in his dressing room. A doctor was bending over him, his gloves were off, and the few people who had helped him train for the fight were gone. 
 
    “Oh, God!” Rod sobbed. 
 
    He was beaten, he was bruised, he was contused, he was confused. 
 
    “How many fingers am I holding up?” 
 
    “Two,” Rod whispered. 
 
    “Okay. You’ve been unconscious for a while. Not good. But your vision is stable. I suggest a stop in at the local hospital.” 
 
    “Thanks, Doc.” 
 
    The doctor nodded and put his medical supplies into his little bag. 
 
    “I was pretty bad out there.” 
 
    The doc smiled ruefully. “Pretty bad.” 
 
    “Doc?” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “What does estrogen do to a guy?” 
 
    The doctor explained about estrogen and turning into a girl, and Rod’s jaw dropped. Man he hadn’t just been betrayed, he had been, in imitation of the ring announcer, Be-e-e-TRA-A-A-A-yed. 
 
    Fucking Chuck. And he had done it for money. Filthy, rotten cash. 
 
    The doc left and Rod sat on his bench and looked at the bottle of pink pills he had shown the doctor. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    “You okay?” 
 
    Rod looked up to see Roxanne in the doorway. 
 
    He tried a grin. It was weak. He said, “I’m okay. Good punch, by the way.” 
 
    Roxanne sauntered into the room. She was dressed now, and she was an impressive woman. She was feminine, and big. Filled up the room. 
 
    Rod realized that he wouldn’t have filled up a telephone booth. 
 
    “So what happened out there?” 
 
    He sighed, then explained about Chuck, the bet, the pills. “And the doc says I have to keep taking them for another couple of months. You can’t just stop a procedure in the middle, the body might have a bad reaction.” 
 
    “Man, you got fucked. I thought you would figure out the estrogen joke, but…I guess you didn’t.” 
 
    “No. I didn’t. I look like a woman, my body is totally feminine. I’ve even got tits!” he looked down at his chest, then back up to her. “I don’t even get boners any more. And it’ll be months before I can reverse what was done to me, and then the reversal will take time.” 
 
    “Well, you live and learn.” 
 
    She sat down on the bench and they looked at each other. 
 
    “And, I hate to say it, I don’t like to kick people when they’re down, but we had a bet. Unless you want me to call it off.” 
 
    Rod grimaced. “That’s okay. You beat me fair and square. You proved that women aren’t to be trifled with, that they can give as good as they get. I’ll…” his voice lowered, “…be your bitch.” 
 
    “You know, you’re quite the guy, Rod. I would hate to take one of your man punches, when you were a man. And you’ve got heart. You managed to keep fighting after I put the Roxanne Haymaker on you.” 
 
    Rod’s face twisted in sarcasm, “That little thing?” 
 
    Roxanne laughed and offered him her hand. “Come on, stud. It’s time you learned what it’s like being my bitch.” 
 
    She towed him out of the locker room, slapped his fat ass, and made jokes. By the time they reached her car Rod was actually having a small smile. 
 
    Not a big smile, everybody in town laughed at him and hated him, but a small smile.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Roxanne lived outside of town in a ranch style house. It had been built some years previous, but it was in good condition with modern plumbing. 
 
    “Nice,” said Rod. He was carrying his work out bag. Roxanne had said he wouldn’t need anything else. 
 
    “It’s not bad. I own it, and I love the hills and the trees behind the house. This will be your room.” 
 
    It was a small room, pink, with white furniture. 
 
    “I set it up for my niece, but she’s on the other side of the country now. Want a drink?” 
 
    “I wouldn’t mind.” 
 
    Rod set his bag down and followed Roxanne into the kitchen. She got down a bottle of Widow Jane, mixed it with Coke in a glass of ice, and handed him his glass. 
 
    “Thanks,” he said and sipped. God, it was like ambrosia. 
 
    “I always treat myself to a few days of drunken debauchery after a fight. Six months of training, and this stupid bottle is my prize.” 
 
    “I like your style.” 
 
    They went out to the back yard. There was a garden to one side, and across the lawn was a barn. 
 
    “You do real ranching here?” 
 
    “Oh, God, no. That’s my gym. Come on.” 
 
    They sashayed across the lawn and she opened the big front door. 
 
    It was state of the art. There was a mat with a ring. Good for boxing or jujitsu. There were a couple of heavy bags hanging from the ceiling next to the far wall. There was a rack that held weights. She had a box full of gloves, and they looked pretty darn worn. 
 
    Rod walked around, Roxanne at his side. He pushed the bag and nodded. Nice and heavy. “So you’re not married.” 
 
    She snorted. “Not any more. He was a rich dude, treated me nice in the divorce so I was able to get the house and the barn and all this stuff.” 
 
    “Can I ask why?” 
 
    Roxanne pursed her lips, then gave a mental shrug. “I used to be a girly girl, all the make up and stuff. Then I got interested in MMA. The more I trained, the stronger I got, the less he liked it.” She shrugged. 
 
    “He didn’t like a strong woman.” 
 
    “No. He did not. His current wife is a frail, little thing. 90 pounds and ‘yes, sir,’ ‘no, sir.’ 
 
    Rod chuckled. “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Ha!” 
 
    “So what are my duties, as your bitch.” He looked at her. 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. Haven’t given it much thought. Maybe have you clean the house, lick my pussy, but we’ll have to dress you up first.” 
 
    He blinked at the pussy remark. 
 
    “You ever wear a chastity tube?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “You’ll like it. You’ll get so horny you can’t believe it, and then you’ll start to like it.” 
 
    Rod went totally silence. In just a few words she had overwhelmed him. 
 
    “You see, I should have told you something…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “My husband, I told you, the stronger I got the less he liked it. But me, the weaker men are the more I like it.” 
 
    Rod didn’t know what to think about that remark. 
 
    “Okay. Let’s drink up and enjoy the night. Tomorrow comes early, and I want you spiffy and all dressed up before I start training.” 
 
    With that she led him back to the house and poured more drinks. 
 
      
 
    Rod woke up and was surprised not to feel a hangover. 
 
    “Come on, handsome. Let’s make you beautiful.” Roxanne hit the light switch and Rod blinked. 
 
    He crawled out of bed and was aware that he was naked. 
 
    “I don’t remember going to sleep,” he said. 
 
    “I put you to bed. Do you remember what I did to your dick?” 
 
    “No.” He looked at her with alarm on his face. 
 
    She laughed. “Nothing. But, man, you were thinking.” 
 
    He gave a groan of a chuckle. 
 
    “Okay, since you’re already pretty girly looking these should fit you.” She went through the dresser in the room and pulled out underwear and tossed it to him. 
 
    Panties. A bra. A dress. He had his gym shoes under the bed. They were grody, but they’d do. 
 
    “Get dressed and come out to the kitchen. And don’t dilly dally, Sally.” 
 
    She disappeared down the hall and he looked at his underwear. 
 
    Damn. Well, he had lost, and this was the bet. 
 
    He pulled on the panties and snugged them up tight. His cock gave a lurch and it felt good. 
 
    He figured out the bra and cinched it up. It, too, felt good. And he needed the support. He was no longer denying his boobs. They were what they were and he had to deal with them. 
 
    The dress was pink, short and very tight. 
 
    He put on his shoes and walked into the kitchen. 
 
    Roxanne had the bacon and eggs crackling. “OJ in the fridge. Make some toast. And we have to do something about those shoes.” 
 
    Rod got out the juice and started the toast. “What’s wrong with these shoes?” 
 
    “They’re ugly, dirty, and a real WOAT.” 
 
    “WOAT?” 
 
    “Worst Of All Time.” 
 
    He chuckled. He was awake now. 
 
    They ate a meal. A belly filling meal. Then Roxanne said, “From here on out you’re going to be eating half rations.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Got to keep your girlish figure.” 
 
    “Hunh! I think I’d rather beef back up.” 
 
    “Look, I’m not gay, or anything like that, but since I’m the ox in this relationship I would like you to be the swan. Heck. You’re halfway there already.” 
 
    There wasn’t much Rod could say to that, so he ate and kept his mouth shut. 
 
    “Okay, honey,” he blinked at her endearment, “I’m going for my run. Pick a pair of heels, got to be at least three inches, out of my closet. I want you to clean the gym.” 
 
    “Clean the gym.” 
 
    “Yep. Find the locker with the cleaning supplies and make that place shine. Better do the dishes, first.” 
 
    Roxanne headed out. In the semi-darkness of the morning he saw she was already at a near sprint by the time she disappeared from the driveway. 
 
    Rod finished the dishes, then went back to Roxanne’s bedroom. It was large, spacious, and she had lots of clothes. He was surprised to find that she had, in addition to work out clothes, a healthy collection of sexy duds.  
 
    Being turned loose in a woman’s bedroom he would have liked to explore. He wanted to sniff the panties and fondle the bras, but he was supposed to find a pair of heels. 
 
    He did. He selected a pair of black heels that were three inches with a wide platform. He knew he was going to have trouble walking in heels, and he wide ‘spike’ would help. 
 
    He tossed his shoes into his room, put the heels on, and began the awkward dance of one who has never worn heels before. 
 
    The only thing that saved him was that he was a natural athlete. He teetered and tottered and made his way out to the barn. He found the cleaning closet and began sterilizing the place. he had worked in gyms enough to know there had to be a dedication to getting rid of germs. He used disinfectant and scrubbed the saddles of a couple of machines. Then he mixed up some mop water and cleaned the whole place. He was almost done when Roxanne strode through the door. She looked around, nodded in appreciation, then said, “What do you wear when you do Karate?” 
 
    “It’s called a gi.” 
 
    “I have one for jujitsu. Will that work?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    She headed for the house and returned five minutes later with her gi on. It was shorter, and the material was thicker, than karate gis. But, what the heck. 
 
    “Okay. Show me your work out.” 
 
    Rod put aside his mop. “I’m a little too weak to really work you, but there are things we can do.” 
 
    Rod showed her how to do forms, and when he was unusually clumsy she told him to take his heels off. That was better and he worked her through basic exercises. Then they discussed the heavy bag. 
 
    “I noticed you didn’t punch like you ever worked on a heavy bag.” 
 
    “Oh, I like the heavy bag, but Chuck kept me off that. I guess he didn’t want me to know how weak I was getting.” 
 
    They went over how he used the bag, and she showed how she used the bag, and they were surprised to find they had totally different ways to move the same amount of weight. 
 
    She circled the body, came up from the feet, around the hips and shoulders, and put her body weight into it. 
 
    He showed her how to plant her weight and launch it, more or less on a straight line, and use her whole body weight. 
 
    Break time, and they sucked gatorade and chatted. 
 
    “Is it bad being my bitch?” 
 
    “Not so far,” he said carefully. 
 
    “Well, give it time,” she laughed. 
 
    At that point two fellows walked through the big door. 
 
    “Hey, Rox, you did well. This the guy you beat up?” 
 
    “It is. Rod, meet Jimmy and Tony. They’re my work out partners.” 
 
    Rod shook hands, and was dwarfed by the two men. Roxanne didn’t go looking for midgets to pump up her work outs. She wanted the real thing. 
 
    The men were polite, and Jimmy said, “I know you got hammered, but you actually had some good moves.” 
 
    “Not good enough,”Rod said ruefully. 
 
    “Well, you weren’t able to get enough weight behind your punches. You slipped a few of Roxie’s, though.” 
 
    Roxanne didn’t mention that she was taking it easy on Rod. 
 
    “Okay, shall we get started?” Tony put forth. 
 
    Rod was surprised to be included in the work out. He felt funny wearing women’s clothes, especially the underwear, but the men said nothing, so he just followed along. 
 
    First they did about a thousand kicks. Front kicks, side kicks, round kicks, spin kicks. Rod actually had a better regimen for kicking, so this was easy for him. He managed to make it through almost the whole kicking routine. 
 
    Then they spent an hour alternating between shadow boxing and bag work. Five minutes of shadow work, change. Five minutes of hitting bags. And so on. 
 
    By the end of the work out Rod was done for. He was hitting like he was throwing feathers, and he had to put up with the grins of the others as they watched him. 
 
    Then they sparred. 
 
    Not five minutes in and Rod knew that he was better than Jimmy or Tony, and could have been better than Roxanne. 
 
    He simply knew more, and if he had done his normal work out he probably would have won the fight. 
 
    But, no use crying over split milk. 
 
    After the work out they had a small barbecue, to celebrate her victory. 
 
    “He’s my bitch, boys, so order him to get whatever you want.” 
 
    They laughed, Rod shrugged and smiled, and he got his first real taste of what it was like being a maid. Or a waitress. 
 
    Go get our drinks. Go get the wood. Start the fire. Let it smolder. Go get the steaks. Get our drinks. Turn the steaks over. Go get our drinks. Let them smoke for a while. Get our drinks. Where’s the potatoes! Where’s our drinks?” 
 
    Yet Rod didn’t mind it. They were being boyishly obnoxious, he was the bitch, and that was the game. 
 
    Of course it was awkward working in high heels, but even that was okay. 
 
    When the meal was ready Rod was commanded to sit down and eat with them.  
 
    The quartet chewed the juicy steaks with gusto. By the time the meal was done they were all stuffed and feeling good. 
 
    “So what’s going to happen with you, Rod? After you finish being the bitch?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. I’d like to get my body back. You guys are an inspiration for training.” He shrugged. 
 
    “What about that Chuck guy?” 
 
    “You know, it would be nice to punch him one, but he’s a weakling, and I don’t want to be a bully. Besides, I was the one stupid enough to do what he said.” 
 
    They all agreed with that. 
 
    And the small party went on. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, handsome, it’s time to make you beautiful.” 
 
    Roxanne took his hand and lead him back to her bedroom. “Did you know that at one time I considered being a beautician?” 
 
    “Hunh! That’s a shift.” 
 
    “Yeah. It’s much more fun changing somebody’s face by punching them.” They both laughed at that. 
 
    “Sit here, and pay attention. I’m going to want you to do this every day after work outs, before you clean the house.” 
 
    She showed him how to cleanse his face. She discussed primer, and foundation, and showed him how to use brushes and sponges and such. 
 
    Rod was surprised by how intricate the procedures were. He had always thought women just slapped their face with shit and went out. He found that it was an actual science, and that he knew nothing. 
 
    As Roxanne explained things she used Rod’s face for a canvas. Shortly he was adorned with blush and eyeliner, lipstick and eyeshadow, and countless other potions and creams. 
 
    He looked at himself in the mirror, then he looked down at his lap. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    “No, you were looking at your cock.” 
 
    He heaved a breath, then admitted, “I felt my cock twitch. 
 
    Roxanne smiled. “So Rod likes being all girly.” 
 
    “I didn’t say that.” 
 
    She reached into his lap and felt his penis. She frowned. “How big was it before Chuck got you hooked on estrogen?” 
 
    Maybe eight inches. It was big enough for me to have fun.” 
 
    She shook her head. “Now I want to give Chuck a punch in the face.” 
 
    “Nah,” he said. “He’s a joke.” 
 
    “Well, okay. But you’ve still got a while, and this house is a mess.” 
 
    It wasn’t that much of a mess, and Rod got out the vacuum, dusted, and felt weird. He was doing housewife things, and whenever he had to stretch up he became super aware of his heels, his dress riding up, the feel of his bra. 
 
    Roxanne worked on the computer while he cleaned the house. He noticed, in passing, that she was watching other women, and men, fight. And she was making notes on a pad about their fighting quirks. 
 
    Brings back hand back when she jabs. 
 
    Stutter step before she charges. 
 
    Bobs head slightly before a jab. 
 
    That was interesting, and Rod liked it. He should have been doing things like this. 
 
      
 
    The following day was the same routine in the morning. Work out. And he was allowed. 
 
    In the afternoon Roxanne told him to get in the car.  
 
    They drove downtown to Annie’s Hair Shack. 
 
    Roxanne led the way into the building. “Hey, bitches,” she crowed. “My friends needs a do over and some nails. Maybe a pedicure, too.” 
 
    The beauticians all booed her, but it was obvious it was all in fun. 
 
    A girl name of Shelly came over to Rod, then stopped. “Aren’t you the one…” 
 
    “He’s the one. He dented my gloves with his face.” 
 
    For a moment Shelly just stood there. Roxanne grinned and waited. Rod watched the woman. 
 
    Then Shelly sighed. “All right. But it was a lousy fight.” She began to work on Rod. 
 
    At one point Shelly made a cutting remark, and Rod was surprised when Roxanne went to bat for him. 
 
    “He was fucked over by his trainer.” 
 
    The girls down the row, and their clients, were listening. 
 
    Roxanne explained about the estrogen, and how Chuck and Susan had bet against him. When she was done the attitude in the beauty saloon had changed. The girls were sympathetic to Rod. They were also grumbling about Chuck. 
 
    “I know his wife, Susan. I never knew they were those kind of people.” 
 
    “Hey, it was Rod’s fault, he was the dummy.” 
 
    And that was correct, but now he was no longer the hated dummy. 
 
    And if the attitude in the beauty salon was changed, that wasn’t the only thing. Rod’s toenails turned bright red. His fingernails turned red. 
 
    “Don’t make those nails too long,” Roxanne warned. “He’s my bitch for the week, and I want him to be able to work.” 
 
    Rod was experiencing strange emotions. Now the girls were treating him like he was one of them. They whispered little asides to him, they touched him in passing, and it was actually endearing. 
 
    In fact, Rod liked it. 
 
    He was a loner. He had never been married. And now…they were treating him almost like he was family. 
 
    An hour later he walked out of Annie’s Hair Shack a changed man. He was softer, more thoughtful, and he liked the way Roxanne was holding his hand. 
 
    She grinned at him, saw him altering, and they drove back to the house. 
 
    The next day was a work out, and it was a tough one. Rod was getting accustomed to being the weak sister, but he was also rising to the challenge. These were the kind of work outs he liked, the kind he would have driven himself to if not for Chuck. He might still have to take the rest of the pink pills, and then follow the doctor’s instructions, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t give it his all. 
 
    At the end of the work out he was sweating copiously, and the guys were starting to appreciate his talents a bit more. 
 
    It wasn’t just muscle, it was the do or die attitude he cultivated. Without Chuck to dampen him he started moving faster, getting punches in, and sometimes he managed to get his weight behind it. 
 
    After the work out he cleaned the house. Today was an outside day, and he cut the lawn, trimmed the bushes, and cleaned the outside of the windows. 
 
    He was aware, as he did these things, that Roxanne was checking him out. She was staring at him with a thoughtful look on her face. 
 
    Finally, dinner, and he headed for his bedroom to change. He stripped and hopped into the shower. When he got out, lathered and rinsed and smelling clean, Roxanne was waiting. She was sitting on his bed, feet up on the edge, just waiting. 
 
    Rod was naked, just a towel. 
 
    “Come here, Rod.” 
 
    Rod knew something was up, and he stepped to the side of the bed and stood in front of her. 
 
    Roxanne put her feet down and scooted over towards him. She pulled the towel and dropped it on the floor. She studied his minuscule meat. 
 
    “Damn,” she said. “Eight inches?” 
 
    “Thereabouts.” 
 
    She was breathing a little heavily, and she reached forward and took his dong in her hand. 
 
    It might be small, but it was very sensitive. Maybe more sensitive. He groaned, and was turned on. He knew how strong she was. He had been thrown to the mat by her, punched by her, and he knew she was strong enough to rip his dick off. 
 
    Instead, she was soft, gentle, and she stroked it as if her hand was made of feathers. 
 
    Rod stiffened. Well, his body stiffened. 
 
    His cock stiffened a little. 
 
    Roxane moved her head forward and took it in her mouth. She could easily deep throat it, and Rod’s knees grew weak as she pressed her mouth around it. 
 
    She drew her head back, but held on to his nuts. 
 
    “I’d kill that fucking Chuck.” 
 
    Then she stood up and left the room. 
 
    Rod almost collapsed from the throbbing in his groin. That was the sexiest thing that had ever happened to him in his life. Her mouth was so soft. She had been wearing pink lipstick and he imagined he could still feel it sliding over his dong. 
 
    Now shivering, he got dressed. And the clothes he wore turned him on even more. His panties excited his near hairless legs, and he stopped and shaved his legs. His bra held his boobs, and he felt the nipples and groaned. He slipped on a dress, then nylons. He freshened his make up and went out to dinner. 
 
    It was a changed mood. It was, in a sense, awkward. But it was a good awkward. 
 
    Roxanne seemed not embarrassed at all, and they discussed this and that, mostly training, then Rod blurted, “My dick wasn’t supposed to shrink.” 
 
    “It wasn’t?” 
 
    “No. Chuck said it wouldn’t shrink unless I took testosterone blockers.” 
 
    “Then there must be some blockers in your pills. Why don’t you take them down and have the doctor analyze them? Maybe he can give you better pills?” 
 
    Rod nodded. Then he said, “For a girl who beat the crap out of me…you’re pretty nice.” 
 
    She reached across the table and chucked his chin. “I love a weak man.” 
 
    Then they both laughed. 
 
    Amazingly, though he had been used and abused, Rod didn’t feel like a weak man around Roxanne. 
 
    He felt like a strong woman. 
 
      
 
    Rod got a change of pills, and it helped. Work out after work out, he felt himself getting stronger. And his dick started to recover. Not fast, but it was recovering. He started getting hard ons. Not big ones, but…hard ons. 
 
    Roxanne, of course, noticed. 
 
    “So, Rod has got his dickie back.” 
 
    She had gotten in the habit of coming into Rod’s room and playing with his penis after he showered. 
 
    Rod groaned. 
 
    She put her mouth on it, sucked, and Rod reached his hands up and cupped his breasts. Then he stopped. 
 
    Roxanne took her mouth off him and said, “Do that. Feel yourself. I want to watch you.” 
 
    Slightly embarrassed, but also horny as hell, Rod did what she asked. He cupped his breasts and rubbed his palm over his nipples. He groaned, and she smiled and began to suck on him again. 
 
    At dinner, a little later, she confessed, “I used to love to suck on my husband’s dick. I never wanted him to cum, I just enjoyed the look of anguish on his face.” 
 
    “Anguish?” 
 
    “When he realized I wasn’t sucking on him to get him to cum.” 
 
    “You keep sucking on me and I’m going to cum.” 
 
    Roxanne frowned. Then: “I’m going to get you a chastity tube.” 
 
    Rod said, “You know, if my dick grows back, then my body will grow back, and I’ll be able to kick your ass.” 
 
    Roxanne stared at him, then sighed. “We should talk about that.” 
 
    “About what?” 
 
    “You’ve been here a couple of months.” 
 
    “Uh…yeah.” 
 
    “You were supposed to be my bitch for a month.” 
 
    “I know,” he looked guilty. 
 
    “So why didn’t you up and leave before this?” 
 
    “Well, I was having a good time.” 
 
    “You enjoy being a girl.” 
 
    “No. No!” He looked panicked. “I just enjoy the work outs, and you’re fun to be around.” 
 
    She leaned forward and gazed intently at him. “You enjoy being a girl.” 
 
    He said nothing, but his face was red as red could be. 
 
    “You enjoy the make up, the way the girls treat you at Annie’s. You like wearing a bra and having breasts.” 
 
    He sounded like he was choking. I like karate…I’m a fighter and…and…” 
 
    “You’re a fighter all right. And now you’re fighting to stay a woman.” 
 
    He went silent. 
 
    “You can keep staying here. You can work out, and be a woman. But we’re going to have to get something straight between us.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Come on.” She took his hand and lead him down the hall to her bedroom. “Get on the bed.” 
 
    She bent to her dresser and took out a strap on. 
 
    He stared, his eyes wide. 
 
    “I don’t think…” 
 
    “Shush. You’re my girly man, and this is the price you’re going to pay.” 
 
    He said nothing and watched as she buckled the harness and clicked a dildo onto it. 
 
    She faced him. Walked towards the bed. She stopped and they stared at each other. 
 
    “This is going to feel good. And I’m going to want you to keep taking the pills. I want you to be a woman, but I also want you to have a dick. But right now, you don’t have a dick, and I do.” 
 
    “I’m afraid,” he blurted. 
 
    “I know you are. But I also know you’re brave. You speak up when you feel it’s right. You’re kind enough not to go beat the living shit out of that scum bucket Chuck. You’re a good work out partner. Heck, I’m looking forward to when you get strong enough…I know you’re going to be a tough partner, and you’ll make sure I get the best work out possible. Now lay back and spread your legs. 
 
    Rod lay back and moved his legs apart.  
 
    Roxanne moved in and pushed his dress back up over his mid section. She pulled his panties down, then she simply ripped them apart. It was a good show of strength. She tossed the pieces aside and grinned at him. 
 
    “I’ll be a lot more gentle with you.” 
 
    Rod could hardly breath. He was faint. He felt her strong hands pushing his legs further apart. 
 
    “Please,” he said. “Please.” He didn’t know what he was asking for. 
 
    Roxanne reached for the side of the bed and found a jar of lube. She unscrewed the wide cap and dipped her fingers in. 
 
    Rod gasped. Her fingers were so damned strong, yet she applied the goop so gently. He felt like her fingers were little tire irons, and his flesh had never felt so vulnerable. 
 
    “That’s it, honey. I promise, you’re going to like this. Every man does, but few are man enough to give into it.” 
 
    Rod was shivering. Partly from the fingers in his butt, partly from his fear. 
 
    Yet, she was right. There was something here that he desperately wanted. 
 
    She pushed a finger into him and he jerked. She wiggled it around and grinned. 
 
    It felt like somebody had just poured lightening pleasure into his butt hole. He moaned and his head tilted back. 
 
    She took her time, using two fingers, then three. 
 
    He could tell when she increased the number of fingers in him, and it was okay. In fact, the more fingers the greater the pleasure. 
 
    His legs wee spread wide now, and she was holding his little cock and stroking it. 
 
    “Okay,” he whimpered. “Okay!” 
 
    She pushed her plastic peter into him and he arched his back and exhaled a mighty “Ahhhh!” 
 
    “Told you,” she said in a low voice, and she began to push in and pull out. 
 
    He felt the hard plastic opening him up, forcing his passage to expand. It hurt, but in a good way. 
 
    Rod started to make gurgling sounds. He couldn’t think for the expansion of his channel. All he could feel was his hole stretching, and expanding, and accommodating. 
 
    “Oh, yes! Yes!” he finally admitted. 
 
    Roxanne pulled on his dick, palpated his balls, then leaned forward and sucked on his nipples. 
 
    Rod arched his back and held her head. 
 
    She moved further forward, driving her penis all the way in, and she asked, “Is this what you want?” 
 
    “Yes!” he sobbed. “Yes.” 
 
    She smiled and continued fucking him.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Chuck parked his truck in front of the grocery store. He sauntered in to pick up some beer and ciggies. He was standing in line, when suddenly the person in front of him, a good looking girl, turned around and faced him. 
 
    “Hello, Chuck.” Cool tones. “I see you’re driving a new truck.” 
 
    For a second Chuck was blank, then he realized who he was talking to. 
 
    “Rod? Is that…” Holy fuck! you turned into a sissy!” 
 
    Chuck was quite surprised when the girl next to Chuck spun around and punched him in the mouth. 
 
    Of course he didn’t realize how surprised he was until he woke up some time later. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Hey! Look at this!” Chuck came out of the bathroom with a towel around his waist. 
 
    Josie looked up from here iPad and blinked. 
 
    Chuck was pudgy. Not fat, just a little chunky, and he was hairy. Real hairy. 
 
    And he had shaved his pectoral muscles. 
 
    Josie shook her head and said, What the fuck?” 
 
    “See? I shaved my tits! Now I’ve got boobs like you!” 
 
    Josie was a medium thick, and she had nice, big boobs. Now Chuck’s, with a bit of fat on his pectorals, looked like hers. 
 
    “What did you do?” 
 
    “I shaved my pecs, made ‘em look like boobs, just like yours.” 
 
    Josie started laughing, behind the laughter was a gleam of eagerness. “Come here, let me feel those puppies.” 
 
    Chuck sashayed over, letting his hips sway, and his pectoral boobs actually jiggled a little bit. 
 
    “Oh, my God! I love it!” Josie felt a surge of sexuality explode from her groin. She brought her hands up and felt his now smooth tits. 
 
    “God! If these were only real!” She plastered her mouth onto his nipples. They weren’t big, but they were exciting.” 
 
    “I thought you’d like them,” Chuck laughed. He looked down as she suckled on him. 
 
    Sucking on his tips, Josie pulled the towel off and grabbed his nuts. His cock was already at half mast, and it quickly spurted  up. 
 
    Chuck groaned as she squeezed him. He wanted her to suck him, but she looked up at him, “Honey, you need to do this to your whole body.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’m serious. I’ve never seen anything so hot in my life. You’re burning my pussy up. Go use my Nair. Get rid of all your hair!” 
 
    She didn’t want to let go of his boobs, but she had to. She pushed him away, towards the bathroom, and the look in her eyes was like that of a hungry wolf. 
 
    Chuck didn’t expect such an exciting reaction to his little joke. He backed off, and now he was excited. Josie was fairly complacent as a lover, and he had become a bit lackadaisical as a result. But now, the fever she was displaying, he was getting hornier. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Fucking really. Stop. I’m coming with you. I want to watch this.” 
 
    They went into the bathroom and Josie got out a bottle of Nair. She didn’t wait for him, she slathered it over his skin, smushing it into his hair. She rubbed it in circles and it turned into a sort of foam. 
 
    “My cock, too?” He moaned, loving the slick feeling of being. rubbed. 
 
    “Of course,” she muttered. She coated his balls, stroked a layer onto his cock, and rubbed it alongside his asshole. 
 
    Chuck stood for a long minute, looking at his body, looking at his body in the mirror. then he looked at Josie. 
 
    “I always thought you like my hairy-ness?” 
 
    “Not really.” 
 
    “Well, I’m about to be baby butt bald.” 
 
    Josie gulped nervously. “I can’t believe how hot this has got me. I feel like my pussy is going to cum just anticipating. 
 
    Chuck grinned. He was nervous, this was kinky, but…what man isn’t kinky? 
 
    After fifteen minutes Chuck said, “It’s getting a little warm.” 
 
    “When it’s hot we’ll rinse you off.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    They didn’t have long to wait. Only a minute passed and Chuck said, “It’s like a bad sunburn now.” 
 
    Into the shower he went. Josie followed him, too excited to wait. The warm water rained down and they rinsed him off. Her hands swiped him and his hair slid down his flesh and onto the tiles. It only took a minute for his body to be a gleaming, pudgy sheen of slick flesh. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” Josie moaned. “Get out. I want to see you.” 
 
    Chuck stepped out and started toweling himself off. Josie grabbed the towel and told him, “Don’t move.” 
 
    He was bare. He was bald. There wasn’t a trace of a hair on his body, and in their exuberance they had gotten rid of his head hair. He still had a bit of eyebrows, but his scalp was hairless. 
 
    “Oh, no!” Chuck yelped, catching sight of himself in a mirror. “I’m bald!” 
 
    Josie had a hand over her mons and was squeezing. Her knees were slightly bent and toughing. She was having a hard time breathing. “No…it’s okay,” she gasped out. Just sit on my vanity!” 
 
    Chuck, now a bit alarmed, sat down at her vanity. He stared at himself in the mirror. 
 
    Josie, still breathing hard, her hands trembling, picked up an eyebrow pencil. She took several breaths and tried to steady herself, then she braced her hand on his cheek and drew in his eyebrows. 
 
    It worked. The dark color, aided by the thin line of remaining eyebrows, made it look like he had eyebrows. Of course they were thinner, and she had to make them arch a little, but it was good. 
 
    Chuck’s mouth opened and he stared at himself. 
 
    He had had thick eyebrows. Now he had thin eyebrows. He moved his forehead and they waggled. It was sort of neat, but he still wondered how long it would take for his real eyebrows to grow back in. 
 
    “What about my head?” he blurted. 
 
    “Don’t worry…” Josie went into her closet. She rummaged through things and couldn’t believe how her chest was pounding. Her nipples felt like flashpoints. Her chest was blushing. 
 
    She came out with a wig. 
 
    She put a strip of tape on the front lip, placed it carefully over his head, and pressed down. 
 
    Chuck was suddenly aware that he had a boner. A big boner. It was throbbing and he put a hand down and held it. Fuck,” he whispered. 
 
    Josie came around and turned his head towards her. She inspected his face closely, then nodded. 
 
    “What do you think.” 
 
    “Your eyes need more work,” she answered. 
 
    It had started as an accident, but now there was a sense of the serious about it. 
 
    Josie picked up an eyeliner pencil and very carefully, now her hand was steady, traced his lower lids, then his upper lids. 
 
    She smiled. She smudged the liner a bit, then realized it was all or nothing. She put more eyeliner on him and smudged it to create a shadowy look around his eyes. 
 
    Chuck stared at the pencil so close to his eyes and gulped. “What are you doing?” Though he had an inkling. 
 
    “Shush,” she said. 
 
    Then, smiling, she raised up, took his hand off his penis and sat down. His thick member slid right into her and she sighed. 
 
    “Nothing could be finer than a penis in vagina in the morning.” 
 
    Chuck laughed. He was excited, and the rhyme of the old song excited him more. It should have been ‘nothing could be finer than to be Carolina in the morning.’ 
 
    He shuddered as she wiggled on his dick. 
 
    “Hold still,” she snapped. 
 
    She used mascara and lengthened his eyelashes. Lucky male, he already had thick eyelashes, now they were thicker and longer. 
 
    Chuck was having a hard time holding still. His dick was high up in her and the head was responding to the rubbing of her inner flesh on the under head. 
 
    “Oh, geez,” he whispered. 
 
    Josie smiled and reached behind her. She picked up a tube of lipstick and twisted the bottom. Nice, bright red. 
 
    She rolled it onto his lips. 
 
    “That burns.” 
 
    “That’s a built in plumper. Your lips are getting bigger.” 
 
    Chuck could feel it. It was like coating his lips with special hot sauce, that kind that makes you cry. He could feel his lips and he licked them to cool them down. 
 
    “Stop that!”  
 
    “Stop what?” 
 
    “Don’t lick your lipstick off. Let it sink in.” 
 
    He nodded, and the beginnings of nervousness welled up inside him. 
 
    He sat while she gave him long, red fingernails, and he sipped more booze. He needed to. 
 
    Chuck, in spite of having his penis her slit, was really feeling nervous now. He had shaved his chest for a joke, but he suddenly realized that the joke had gone too far. They had played with make up and role reversal a little, but now they were going far beyond a little playtime. 
 
    “I don’t think I want to look like a girl.” 
 
    “Do you want me to suck you off?” 
 
    He smiled. He was a sucker for a blow job. 
 
    “If you let me do this I’ll not only suck your dick…I’ll get out the strap on.” 
 
    Chuck was hooked. He loved the strap on, but she rarely poked him. She wasn’t repulsed by poking him, she was just sort of ‘what’s in it for me?’ 
 
    “Now then. I’m going to get you into a corset, and you’re going to take it. Do you understand?” 
 
    Visions of blow jobs dancing in his head, dreams of pegging swirling about his cranium, he nodded. 
 
    Josie smiled and went back into the closet. 
 
    The corset was the real thing, low scoops for the tits, boned, ties in the back. 
 
    “Lay on the bed.” 
 
    He did. 
 
    She fastened the hooks, then had him roll over. She began pulling the ties. 
 
    “Oh, I can’t…breath.” 
 
    “Take small breaths, high in the chest.” 
 
    He tried, and it worked. He was still a little faint, but he could function. 
 
    The weird thing was that the corset pushed his chest up, and now his ‘boobs’ looked even more real. Certainly bigger. 
 
    “You have to pee?” 
 
    He did, so he did, and returned to the bedroom. 
 
    “Okay, on with the chastity tube.” 
 
    He groaned, but peeing had let him go down a bit and he slipped the thing on. 
 
    Josie grinned. “I love that thing.” 
 
    “It does make me horny,” admitted Chuck. 
 
    She clicked the lock and laughed at the look on his face. 
 
    “Every time I do that you look like you’re going to choke.” 
 
    He said nothing, just stared at his groin as it started to fight the nefarious device attached to his peeny. 
 
    Josie brought out a wrap around dress and put it on him. The lapels crisscrossed, and he had cleavage showing. It was shimmery blue and though he was pudgy, he now looked curvy. Real curvy. 
 
    “What am I doing?” he asked himself. 
 
    “You’re getting fucked the way you like it.” 
 
    His mouth was twisted in a slight frown. But the cock struggling in his cage reassured him. There was nothing like being horny and contained. 
 
    “Okay, let’s get your gaff out.” 
 
    Sighing, he went to his drawer, had trouble bending over because of the corset, and found his gaff. 
 
    He sat on the edge of the bed and she knelt and put the gaff over his feet and pulled it up. When it was high enough he helped, and they snugged it tight. 
 
    Now he couldn’t get a hard on, and his whole package was stretched back between his legs. He had a totally smooth front. 
 
    “Here’s some nylons.” 
 
    She helped him roll the nylons up. His legs were now fine stems, curvy and sexy and very feminine. 
 
    “Don’t make me wear the high heels.” 
 
    She took mercy on him and gave him one inch flats. Then, mercy forgotten, she got out small padlocks and put them through the loops. His shoes were now locked on. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whispered, but she just laughed. 
 
    He was almost done. She added a bit more make up, hung some earrings from his lobes, then told him to go make a couple of drinks. 
 
    Chuck walked down the hallway. He could make some clicking sounds with his heels. Not the super hard clicking, but it was enough that he wouldn’t be mistaken for a man. 
 
    Chuck went into the kitchen and got out the Wild Turkey Long Branch. He half filled two glasses with ice, poured in the Long Branch, then added Coke to take the burn off. 
 
    Some people liked the burn, said that was what made it real sipping whiskey. Chuck didn’t, and neither did Josie. 
 
    He sat down at the table and sipped his drink and waited for Josie. Three minutes later he heard the click of her heels in the hallway. 
 
    He smiled. He loved it when she got dressed up. She had a killer body and he loved to see it all packaged and sexy. 
 
    She entered the room and his jaw dropped. 
 
    She was wearing a pair of jeans. They were too long and only her tall heels—which made her taller than him—enabled her to keep the leg hems from dragging on the floor. 
 
    Her blouse was a sturdy blue chambray, nothing fancy. Oddly, she had no chest. 
 
    Then he realized: she had bound her boobs! Just like his cock was in prison, her big, glorious, beautiful boobs were in prison! 
 
    And her hair was tied back, pulled tight in a pony tail. And the pony tail was down the back of her shirt. 
 
    No make up. but her beautiful skin didn’t need any. 
 
    Not even any lipstick. Her beautiful, naturally curvy M of a mouth was naturally pink and soft. 
 
    She didn’t look like a man, but it was obvious that she was dressing like one. 
 
    Then he noticed the pièce de résistance. 
 
    Her pants were slightly loose at the crotch, but Chuck could see the big roll hanging down. She was wearing her strap on! 
 
    “What the fuck?” blurted Chuck. 
 
    Josie just smiled and picked up her drink. “I’m the designated driver tonight, so you can drink as much as you want to.” 
 
    Chuck quaffed his drink and, his hands shaking, made himself another one. He couldn’t stop looking at her crotch. 
 
    Josie topped her drink off with pure Coke. She smiled. “Okay, lover, this is the night we make all your dreams come true.” 
 
    He took a big gulp of his second drink. He wasn’t much of a drinker, and he was going to be drunk pretty fast. 
 
    While he took big sips, Josie picked up her phone and started texting. 
 
    “Who you texting?” asked Chuck. 
 
    “Just some friends. Letting them know I’ll be busy.” 
 
    Chuck nodded, and sipped. He looked at the rim of his glass and saw lipstick. When he blinked the world shuttered a bit because of his lengthened lashes. 
 
    “Well, okay.” 
 
    Josie smiled. 
 
      
 
    Josie drove. The man was in charge, right? 
 
    They headed down Main Street and took a road leading out of town. They went through the agricultural district, and just before the road up the mountains she pulled into a roadhouse. 
 
    ‘Benny’s Bowl!’ read the sign. It was just inside the big, front window and it had blinking Christmas tree lights on the edges of the letters. There was a rough painting of a bowl of chili with a tendril of smoke rising from it. Somebody had managed to pull the sign out, written ‘Balls’ over the bowl, and put the sign back in place. Over the years the owner had just left it. 
 
    Chili wasn’t the main draw of this place, anyway. 
 
    “You’re bringing me to a biker bar?” 
 
    “It’s not totally a biker bar. It’s been upgraded.” 
 
    Chuck stared at the building, and he felt a touch of fear in his heart. He was dressed like a girl, bikers liked girls, but he didn’t think they liked fake girls. What would actually happen to him if he went in there? 
 
    “Come on, honey. I’ll protect you.” 
 
    Josie chuckled and got out of the car. With a remark like that Chuck decided not to get out. 
 
    Josie opened the door for him and he just sat there and shook his head. 
 
    Josie told him to get out a couple more times, but he refused, then a pair of Harley’s drove up next to the car. 
 
    Chuck was white-faced now, feeling a bit of terror. 
 
    “Hey, guys. My girlfriend won’t get out of the car. You want to help her?” 
 
    The bikers were big, chunky fellows, both over six feet, and both with a hard layer of muscles under the fat. 
 
    They looked at each other and grinned. 
 
    They put their kickstands down and stepped off their bikes. They sauntered the few feet to the car, then stopped, a puzzled expression on their faces. 
 
    “You ain’t…” 
 
    “Are you…” 
 
    Josie reached down and squeezed her big, plastic meat. “Honey, I’m all man. 
 
    The two bikers started snickering, then laughed. It was so obvious that Josie was a woman. Then they looked into the car. 
 
    Chuck’s eyes were big and round. He had cleavage and was made up, he was more difficult to assign manliness to. 
 
    The bikers realized he was the male, and snickered. They reached in and grabbed Chuck and just ripped him out of the car. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    “Oh, that don’t hurt, mama. Now come on in and have a beer or eight.” 
 
    Chuck was squeezed between them, and the biker on the left put his arm around Josie’s waist and they headed for the bar. 
 
    The inside of the bar was just starting to come alive. There was a band doing a pretty good Doors imitation, the lead singer knew how to growl and wail. The drummer was a large woman, almost round, and she knew how to beat the skins. 
 
    Bikers were sitting at the bar and they turned around and, seeing who it was, yelled greetings.  
 
    The barman, a skinny dude with a fu manchu, was pouring beer and mixing drinks non stop. 
 
    “Hey, guys, we brought a couple of girl friends with us.” 
 
    Josie grabbed her big weenie and squeezed it. “I’m a guy, and don’t you forget it, unless you want me to pork your fat asses!” 
 
    The bikers howled, slammed their mugs on the counter and slapped each others backs. 
 
    Then two biker mamas strode out of the restroom. They took one look at Chuck and Josie and approached them. 
 
    One of them, a hard-faced woman with scraggly hair and missing a tooth put her arm around Josie. “How about it, honey, wanna fuck?” 
 
    Again, the bikers all laughed, then they calmed down and watched to see what would happen. 
 
    The other woman, who had a skinny face with a ton of lines on it and absolutely no tits put her arm over Chuck’s shoulders. “While Sandy fucks your man, you wanna fuck?” 
 
    Chuck had had enough. He squeaked, “I’m really a guy.” 
 
    This caused the loudest laugh yet. 
 
    “You had me fooled,” yelled the woman. “Barney! Give us some beers.” 
 
    Josie yelled out, “Chuckalina wants bourbon in her beer. 
 
    Chuckalina. Chuck was mortified, terror stricken, and wanted to run out of the bar faster than the roadrunner escaped Wiley Coyote. He wasn’t given a chance, however. Two large bikers came up next to him and propelled him towards a booth. Chuck was pushed into the booth and bikers slid in after him. There were three bikers and the thin faced girl. 
 
    Jose was back at the bar talking to a couple of the bikers. 
 
    “Hey, mama. You’re a pretty good looking bitch.” 
 
    Chuck held up his finger with his wedding ring on it. “I’m married.” 
 
    One of the bikers opined, “I like married women most of all. They know how to do it best. 
 
    Another biker said, “Nah. They get married and they turn into nags.” 
 
    A mug of beer, half filled with bourbon, made its appearance and Chuck, desperate, began sucking the super potent suds through a straw. 
 
    The band was playing Moonlight Drive, and more bikers charged through the front door. 
 
    The argument at the table was getting louder, and suddenly one said to the other. “If women turn into nags when they get married, where does that put your wife?” 
 
    Everybody stared at the biker who had the question put to him. He half stood up and yelled across the bar. “Betty! Are you a nagging bitch!” 
 
    The woman in question, she was short and powerful looking turned and said, “You want some you fucking cunt?” 
 
    The whole bar, even the band members, laughed. 
 
    The guy in the booth put up his hands, grinned, and yelled back, “No, dear.” 
 
    Within minutes Chuck finished his boilermaker. Well, technically it wasn’t a boiler maker, it didn’t have a shot glass in it, but it had all the ingredients. 
 
    The bikers were now talking about the value of chain drives vs belt drives. 
 
    The booze had caught up to Chuck and he belched, very unladylike, and said, “I gotta go.” 
 
    His eyes, under the make up, were a bit bleary. His lips had really responded to the plumper and they were big and fat and red. 
 
    “Aw, honey, the party has just started.” 
 
    “No. I gotta go go. I gotta,” he thought about how women would say it. “I gotta tinkle.” 
 
    Laughing, the bikers let him up and two of them helped him across the dance floor to the restrooms. 
 
    As they passed the bar, Chuck saw Josie talking to a huge biker. She was saying, “Heck, you been fucking the bitches your whole life. Isn’t it time to find out how the bitches can fuck you? When the shoe is on the other foot?” 
 
    Chuck frowned. He felt punchy, and he didn’t totally understand what Josie was saying. 
 
    They went down a short hallway and came to the rear door. Just before the rear door were two doors, one on each side of the hall. The one on the right had a sign that said, ‘bitches.’ It was burnt into the wood with a wood burning tool. The door on the left had ‘bastards’ on it. 
 
    “Which one you want, honey?” 
 
    Chuck had no idea what the difference between bitches and bastards was, so he just pushed through the door on the right. 
 
    A mama was just coming out, and she stopped and stared at Chuck. 
 
    “Outa the way, Shelly. Our new mama needs to tinkle.” 
 
    Chuck headed for a stall. He was followed by the two bikers. He lifted his dress, pulled down his gaff, and sat on the toilet. 
 
    The bikers, grinned widely, leaned against the sides of the stall door and watched. 
 
    Chuck normally never would have been able to pee in front of men like these. He was a private person, anyway, but all the beer had run right through him and he started peeing. 
 
    “What’s that thing he’s wearing?” 
 
    “You mean ‘she’s wearing?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “It’s a chastity tube.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “So he can’t…’she’ can’t get a boner?” 
 
    “Hell, look at her, if she wasn’t sitting down she’d be spraying all over the place. 
 
    Chuck ’s head was down and he watched the yellow stream spray out of the tube. He belched. And a long minute later he was done. He wiped as best he could, which caused the bikers to chuckle, then he pulled up his gaff and let down his dress. 
 
    He started out of the stall, but the bikers stopped him. “Hey, Mama, time for you to put out a little.” 
 
    “I’m not…you can’t…” 
 
    One of the bikers pulled him out of the stall. He pushed Chuck over the sink counter and unzipped his pants. He pulled out a hog that was appropriate for a man of his size. It was fat and thick and long and his balls were large and hairy. 
 
    A woman walked in. “Geez, Harry,” she said as she washed her hands and looked in the mirror. “Couldn’t you do that in the other bathroom?” 
 
    “Nah.” Harry lifted Chuck’s dress and gripped the waist band of the tight gaff. He was about to pull it down when a huge roar erupted from the front room. 
 
    The bikers looked to the door as if they could see what was happening.  
 
    The woman looked out the door, grinned and turned back to Harry and his friend. “You guys won’t believe this.” 
 
    They left Chuck bent over the corner and went to the door. Big smiles lit up their faces, and they didn’t even look back at Chuck. They just charged back into the front room. 
 
    Chuck straightened up. He pulled his dress down and looked at himself in the mirror. 
 
    God, he looked feminine. His tits were really pressed up and they made him look skinnier than he was. His wig was holding up, and his make up was fine. 
 
    He brushed a hand through his hair a couple of times, then staggered out of the bathroom. 
 
    The front room was a madhouse. 
 
    Half a dozen women, really sexy women with big tits and tight dresses, had entered Benny’s Bowl. They were immaculately made up. They were grinning, and the bikers were all gathered around them. At the end of the bar several of the regular biker’s mamas were clustered and looking pretty sour. Women missing teeth couldn't compete against these babes. 
 
    Chuck stood at the other end of the bar, just outside the short hallway to the restrooms, and looked around. Getting rid of that load of used beer had done him good, but he was still pretty dazed. 
 
    Josie came up next to him. “How’s it going, honey?” 
 
    “I dunno,” he swayed. 
 
    Josie snickered and called out for another boilermaker. Ten seconds later she was putting it in Chuck’s red tipped paw. “Relax, honey. I called the girls up, and they came down to help protect you.” 
 
    “They almost fucked me in the bathroom,” blurted Chuck.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” Josie licked her lips and smiled. 
 
    Chuck tried to figure it out. Did she want him to be fucked? Was she really here to ‘protect’ him? Or did she have some nefarious, ulterior motive? 
 
    But there was no answer. He sucked the super suds and then she took him back into the bathroom.  
 
    “Let’s fix you up, honey.” She powdered his face and checked his eyes and repainted his lips. When she was done she peered at him, patted his cheek, and pulled him back out to the bar. 
 
    In the bar Josie’s friends were having a blast. All these big, dirty men gathered around, leering at them, appreciating them, it was fun. 
 
    Chuck and Josie watched as one of the biker women, the one who had admitted to being a nagging bitch, stomped across the floor, grabbed her husband and pulled to get him to leave. He shrugged her off. She came to the bar and asked for a beer. Beer in hand she turned to Chuck and Josie. “Things are going to get out of hand if you and your friends don’t leave.” 
 
    Josie just laughed and gave her plastic peeny a squeeze. “Men don’t fuck men.” 
 
    “Yeah? Well when the boys get done with Chuckalina he might not be a man anymore. 
 
    Chuck turned to Josie. “What’s she mean?” 
 
    “Nothing, baby. Just drink your drink. Barkeep! We need another one!” 
 
    The band on the small stage was screaming ‘Light my Fire.’ It wasn’t as good as the original Doors, but it was appropriate to the scene. 
 
    The biker mama went back to her girl friends, and they started to leave. Not all at once, a couple of a time, but shortly the bar was filled with a couple of dozen, big, smelly bikers, a half dozen beautiful women, and Chuck and Josie. 
 
    And the band, of course. 
 
    “Come on, honey, let’s dance.” 
 
    Josie was wearing heels, and that put her an inch taller than Chuck in his one inch flats. He was wasted, so she put her arms around him and took control. 
 
    The dance floor was just a little square of parquet missing pieces. Still, it was usable, and Josie held Chuck and spun him slowly around the floor. 
 
    She didn’t move fast, in spite of the song, because he would have fallen down. 
 
    He put his head on her shoulder and held on. 
 
    Josie was having a ball. Sure, things might get out of hand, but the bikers seemed to leave her alone for Chuck. They preferred the female illusion over the male illusion. Still, she had made sure they were both protected by calling her friends. 
 
    “You want me to fuck you, honey?” 
 
    Chuck nodded his head against her flesh. “Umm.” 
 
    “Do you like being a woman?” 
 
    “Uh huh,” he reached up and took one of her hands and placed it on his tit, just inside the dress.” 
 
    “Oh, my,” she said. “Your nipple is erect. You’re horny.” 
 
    “Uh huh.” 
 
    At that point one of the bikers moved in. “Mind if I cut in?” 
 
    Josie smiled and handed Chuck over to the biker. 
 
    Chuck was out of it. He didn’t care. He just latched onto the new body and let himself be handled around the floor. 
 
    “You’re pretty sexy, Mama.” 
 
    He spoke through a big, bushy beard. His eyes were small like a pig’s. Chuck held on and felt the muscle sliding underneath the fat. This was a guy who could take the motor out of a Harley and cross the street with it in his bare hands. Chuck was a pipsqueak compared to him. 
 
    The biker reached under his dress and felt his boob. 
 
    “Hey!” Chuck protested weakly. 
 
    “I heard you got your prick all trapped.” 
 
    The biker reached under his dress, there was no pretense at dancing now, and felt Chuck’s crotch. 
 
    “Shit! Feel that! What’s it like?” 
 
    “It makes you horny,” Chuck burbled the explanation. 
 
    “So you’re like horny right now.” 
 
    Chuck nodded. He didn’t understand why they weren’t moving around. 
 
    “So you’d like to fuck right now.” 
 
    Chuck nodded. He was thinking of his wife, not this monster brute who was manhandling him. 
 
    “Well, come on. Let’s go out back and I’ll show you how a real man does it.” 
 
    The biker put his arm around Chuck’s waist and near lifted him up. He headed for the short hallway that led out back. 
 
    Chuck looked to the side and saw Josie. 
 
    Josie looked at him and smiled.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    The biker pushed open the back door and strode onto a gravel parking lot. His engineer boots scrunched loudly and he head for a car in the corner. 
 
    Chuck struggled, beating feebly at the biker’s arms. 
 
    “Come on, missy,” his voice was gruff when he spoke. “Let’s have some fun.” 
 
    The biker reached the car, it was an old Chevy with spots of rust on it. He pushed Chuck over the hood and lifted his dress. 
 
    Chuck tried to kick, but the biker just pushed the small of his back with one hand and unzipped his pants. 
 
    His cock was huge. It was like one of those big, over-sized cucumbers one sees in a store. He held it in one, pulled Chuck’s gaff down and— 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    The biker turned. The women were all there. 
 
    “What?” The biker asked, a bit confused. 
 
    “Off limits.” 
 
    The biker stood and scratched his head. “What? How come? She’s good looking!” As if being good looking was perfect justification for a bit of forcible love making. 
 
    “Sorry, dude, she’s ours.” 
 
    The women’s heels made sharp sounds on the gravel as they moved in. They shoved the biker aside and one of the women pulled Chuck’s gaff up and straightened out his dress. 
 
    Chuck staggered as they helped him back across the parking lot. He was still drunk, but the incident had depleted some of his drunkenness. 
 
    “Well, hey! Wait a minute!” 
 
    Two of the girls stopped and turned around. They looked at each other and grinned. One of the girls said, “I think that’s a dick between his legs.” 
 
    The other one nodded. “Toss you for it.” 
 
    “You think he can’t take on two of us?” 
 
    Now the biker was grinning. His prick was poking out from under his large belly. 
 
    “I can handle two bitches.” 
 
    The two women moved forward and one squatted down and took his big penis in her mouth. It was almost too much for her and she gagged. The other one reached into his pants and fondled his balls. 
 
    “Now we’re talking,” the big guy sighed. 
 
    The last thing Chuck saw, as he was pushed through the back door, was the big biker lifting one of the beautiful women up and sliding her down over his cock. 
 
    When Josie saw Chuck go out the door she had raised two fingers to her red lips and given a shrill whistle. 
 
    The bikers were a bit surprised when all the women jumped up and headed for the back door. A few of them followed the women and watched the play. More of them just headed for the bar and more beer.               
 
    The bikers cheered when the women came back in. They made room at the bar and Chuck was soon sucking down another boilermaker. 
 
    He found himself at a booth and Josie was sitting next to him. 
 
    “I thought…I thought you were going to let him…” 
 
    “Oh, honey. If that’s your bent, go to it. But you should have some choice in the matter, right?” 
 
    Chuck nodded. He was close to tears. Being taken outside against his will, being reminded of how weak a man he was next to some of these behemoths, it shook him. 
 
    He sipped again, and Josie brushed his hair back and studied him. “You really are a beautiful woman, you know.” 
 
    “I am?” he sniffed. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. We’re going to have to do this again. I love dressing you up and taking charge. Makes my pussy all wet.” 
 
    Chuck stared at her. 
 
    “There is, however, something you should know.” 
 
    He sipped more suds and waited. 
 
    “These girls all came here to rescue you. You owe them.” 
 
    Chuck looked confused. “I do?” 
 
    “Of course you do. And at the end of the night they’re going to want to collect.” 
 
    Chuck had no idea what Josie was talking about. 
 
    “Right now, however, they’re going to have to fuck all these guys. If we don’t fuck them they’ll get surly, and then we won’t be able to stop them from doing what they want.” 
 
    “Me,” Chuck admitted. 
 
    “You. If they get mean they’re going to want to take you outside and have their fun, and there won’t be anything I or the girls can do to stop it. Have you seen how big these guys are?” 
 
    He looked around the room and nodded. They weren’t all monsters, but most of them were. They wore their jean jackets with the club logo on the back. A lot of them had fat, over flowing bellies, but they were strong under that, and a few of them looked absolutely mean. 
 
    Chuck turned to Josie and asked, “What are they going to…” 
 
    “We’re going to fuck them. All of them. I believe it’s called ‘pulling the train.’” 
 
    “You are?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “But…even you?” 
 
    “Especially me. Heck, I’m responsible for getting these girls here. If I didn’t do it…” she shrugged. 
 
    “But can’t we just leave?” 
 
    “Take a look at the front door.” 
 
    Chuck turned and saw two bikers locking a chain around the door knobs. They looked at each other and grinned. 
 
    “Seems like it’s already started. Take a look at the far corner.” 
 
    At the far corner one of the women, her name was Shiela, was standing in front of a table. She unbuttoned her jacket top and her boobs were exposed. Then she lay back on the table and spread her legs. 
 
    She was a stunningly beautiful woman. Her body was yoga-ed and pilatied. Her breasts were big and thrusting. Her ass was round and her waist thin. She had on expensive high heels and her clothes were high class. 
 
    One of the bikers placed his huge paws on her knees and he moved in between her legs. Chuck could just see the frightening size of his hog, and then it was shoved into Shiela. 
 
    “Yee haw!” yelled the biker, and he began moving his hips back and forth. Shiela’s legs jerked and twitched as she opened up to make room for his massive girth. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” blurted Chuck. 
 
    “It’s okay, she wants to do this. And she knows it’s for a good cause.” 
 
    “She does? It is?” 
 
    “There’s something you should know,” Josie said, putting an arm around Chuck’s shoulders.” 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    “Women like to fuck. Us girls here, we all went to the same schools. We would go out on the weekends and see how many men we could fuck.” 
 
    “You would?” breathed Chuck, his eyes big. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Yes. When I was in college I averaged a half a dozen a men on the weekend. I would have back to back dates, and they would all end up in a bed somewhere. Or in the backseat of a car, or a park bench. Hell, once I fucked a black man in the back of a bus. When he came another moved in, and I must have fucked a dozen guys before the bus reached the end of the line. Big guys. Sausages like tree trunks. I had so much sperm in me…I left a snail trail for two days.” 
 
    Chuck’s mind was blown. He couldn’t believe it. Josie fucked him every once in a while, but not a lot. She complained of headaches, and she gave him a few handjobs, and once she had blown him, but…not his Josie! 
 
    “But, you…we don’t do it that much!” 
 
    “I hate to tell you this, my love—and I do love you—but your cock isn’t the biggest in the drawer. Actually, it’s on the small size. It gets me horny, but it doesn’t satisfy. And, to tell you more truth, I really got off on dressing you up. I got so hot, hotter than I got in college. When I realized how hot it was I called my girlfriends. I didn’t plan on this particularly, I just sort of moved with the whim. I figured we’d all have a little party, and…so I remembered this bar and its reputation, but then I saw all the bikes parked out front. And the little party became a big party.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Now then, the girls are doing what they can to make sure you don’t get reamed out so big a car could drive up your butt. And I have to help.” 
 
    “But…honey…” 
 
    “Your asshole, you see, is damageable. It only has so much stretch in it. Our pussies, they can expand, and they aren’t in danger.” 
 
    “But, you can’t—“ 
 
    “Oh, yes. I can. And I must. I have talked to some of the bikers, and they have agreed to this. So, my love….” Josie stood up and unbuttoned her shirt. 
 
    Chuck wanted to stop it. He reached out, but a big biker moved in and sat next to him. “Easy, dude. Or dudette. Whichever you prefer. 
 
    Chuck watched in horror as Josie threw her shirt up in the air. It got caught on a ceiling fan and started going around and around. 
 
    She undid her pants and used her heels to hold the cuffs to the floor as she pulled her legs out of them.  
 
    She was a built girl, and when she took the binding off her boobs it was easy to see how built. 
 
    She was a perfect 36 by 24 by 38, with triple F cups. Her tits flopped out and several of the bikers who had gathered let out a cheer. One biker, scraggly chin whiskers and a large belly, moved out and grabbed Josie. 
 
    Josie gave a shriek of delight when he slung her over his shoulder like a sack of flour. Chuck could see her perfect, round ass, and when the biker turned and headed for a table he saw how her big tits drooped. But, droopy or not, her nipples were as hard as he had ever seen them. 
 
    If the girl on the table in the far corner was the hors d’oeuvre, Josie started the main course. 
 
    Across the room girls stood up and began disrobing. 
 
    The bartender poured himself a drink and came around to sit on the front of the bar. He sat cross legged and watched the festivities as he drank a beer. 
 
    If bikers wanted drinks they simply walked behind the bar and made what they wanted. 
 
    Chuck was trapped at the table and he watched in shock. 
 
    Woman after woman showed her sexy legs, her bountiful bosoms. 
 
    Woman after woman went down on big, beefy bikers. 
 
    Woman after woman was picked up and carried to a table, or a booth. 
 
    This can’t be! he thought. 
 
    Yet it was. 
 
    He watched as panties and bras were thrown into the air. At one point every woman was lying on a table, legs spread, as the hulking monsters screwed them into insensibility. 
 
    Chuck tried to get up at one point, and the bikers just laughed at him and shoved him down. 
 
    There were more than two dozen of the brutes, and that meant there were four bikers to every woman. And the bikers would screw, spew, and move to another table. 
 
    Women sat up every once in a while and wiped evidence of bukake off their faces. Then they lay back down. 
 
    Women ended up on their hands and knees, dicks in their mouths and pussies. Or assholes. 
 
    The band was still playing! It was almost as if Jim Morrison himself was crooning out his filthy lyrics. 
 
      
 
    ‘I’m a back door man!’ 
 
    ‘Mother, I want to…’ 
 
    ‘Now you show me your thing!’ 
 
      
 
    On and on it went. Dirty, fat beasts poking their huge members into the tight holes of beautiful women. 
 
    The men loved it. They took breaks to drink up, then went back to the endless shuffling between tables. Surprisingly, they were gentle with the women. 
 
    The women loved it. They loved the big, fat bodies descending on them, being trapped by bulk as the men pushed their monster penises into them. 
 
    It had been a long time since college. Most of them were married and, truth, a little tired of the polite, marital poke on a Saturday night. 
 
    These were women. Real women. They wanted real sex. This was a night long in coming, and truly appreciated. 
 
    Chuck sat at the table and absorbed the debauchery. Women that he had come in contact with through his wife. Beautiful women, throwing themselves on the fire of lust and perversion. 
 
    But, hey, what’s a little perversion between friends? 
 
    The bikers took turns baby sitting Chuck, and they kept him supplied with bourbon and Coke. Chuck drank and he drank, but he couldn’t get rid of the sight of beautiful women being defaced, degraded. 
 
    And, the most terrible thing in this night of nights? His cock kept wiggling in his chastity tube. It kept trying to get hard, as if it wanted to be free and turned loose on these wanton women. 
 
     
 
    For hours it went on. 
 
    He watched his wife take man after man. She even waved to him at one point, her face a mess of cum and happiness. 
 
    But, like all good things, it had to come to an end. 
 
    It was six in the morning before the bikers finally had had enough. Yawning, happy, they unlocked the chain and opened the doors. 
 
    They hugged the ladies good by and sauntered out into the early morning sunshine. Moments later the sound of roaring engines disappeared down the long road. 
 
    Chuck walked over to where Josie sat a table. The girls were starting to gather, and they heated up some coffee and sipped, naked, and wiped the semen off their bodies. 
 
    Chuck sat down next to Josie and she smiled at him, placed a hand on his hand, and ignored him. 
 
    “He was so fucking big I thought he was going to split me,” offered one girl. 
 
    “Did you experience those two short guys? They got both of their dicks into my hole at the same time!” 
 
    The girls chatted happily and exchanged stories. Big dicks and exhausted holes. 
 
    Finally, one of them said, “Well, there’s only one thing left to do.” 
 
    All the girls looked at Chuck and grinned. 
 
    Chuck backed up a little. “Wait a minute,” he said. 
 
    “Why?” asked Josie. 
 
    “Well, uh…I…uh…” 
 
    “Oh, hell. Can we do this later? I’m tired, and if this is really his first time then he should probably get some rest.” 
 
    Most of the girls nodded, but a few looked disappointed. “Strike while the iron is hot,” muttered one. 
 
    Josie was fine with it though. She was yawning when she said, “Party at my house tonight. Bring your friends.” 
 
    The girls nodded, shrugged, and it was agreed. 
 
    Josie led Chuck out of the bar and out to their car. She opened the door for him, and closed it politely. 
 
    Inside the car Chuck said, “I can’t do this.” 
 
    “Nonsense. Do you know what those girls did for you? They saved your lily white ass from being made as a big as a barrel. your asshole, that is.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…they liked it! They wanted it.” 
 
    “Not all of them. Some of them came just because they knew you were in trouble.” 
 
    “That doesn’t make sense.” 
 
    “Unlike men, who enjoy a little gangbang, women think it should be a matter of choice.” 
 
    “Then I have a little choice here.” 
 
    Josie frowned. “Sure. But…you would be hurting a lot of feelings. they put out for you. They risked themselves for you. They’re all going to have to check themselves for STDs, and some husbands aren’t going to be so understanding. 
 
    “But I don’t want to!” 
 
    “No. You probably want to. You’re a man, after all, but you’re afraid.” 
 
    “I am not.” 
 
    But the conversation was at an end. 
 
    Josie drove back through town, an unhappy look on her face. They reached their house and she got out and walked into the house. She ignored him. 
 
    Chuck was done for. He was tired. All the alcohol he had ingested. 
 
    He walked through the house and was stunned when he found the bedroom door locked. 
 
    He knocked. “Josie?” 
 
    No answer. 
 
    “I’m sorry, but…you’ve got to understand.” 
 
    Her voice, low and hurt, came through the door. “I understand that it’s okay for people to risk their lives for you, and you won’t do anything for them.” 
 
    “That’s not it!” 
 
    But Josie wasn’t speaking any more. 
 
    Chuck tried a few sentences, but when he heard the bedsprings creak he gave up. 
 
    He walked to the spare bedroom and lay on the bed. 
 
    He was still wearing a dress, and he took it off, then he managed to get his corset off. He didn’t know what to do about the make up, and he didn’t want to go out and get pliers to cut the padlocks off his heels. 
 
    He lay down and stared at the ceiling. 
 
    Was Josie right? Should he just bend over and submit himself to their…their…and suddenly he realized that he didn’t really know what they were going to do to him. 
 
    It was going to be sexual, he knew that. But…what were they planning? 
 
    But he did sort of know.  
 
    Josie had a strap on. She used the dildo on herself occasionally, and she had used it on him on occasion, but…would she really let all those women fuck him? 
 
    She would. And his cock struggled inside his chastity cage. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    What was he supposed to do? 
 
    He wasn’t sure when he drifted off to sleep, but it wasn’t a happy sleep. 
 
      
 
    Chuck woke up about three in the afternoon. Seven to three, that’s eight hours, and he felt okay. 
 
    In fact, he felt a little wired. He felt like a charge of energy was running through him. 
 
    He got up, looked at his body, and sighed. 
 
    He wasn’t the most manly of men. He was a little pudgy, especially without the corset. His dick wasn’t that big. And now he was painfully aware that Josie knew it, too. 
 
    Moment of truth. How could women not know that a guy wasn’t endowed? It was downright empirical. You didn’t even need a measuring stick. Just grab it in one hand and hold it. 
 
    He grabbed his chastity tube and held it. The tube was all the size, what was in it was not. 
 
    He sighed again. 
 
    He had had a night to sleep on it. All those women protecting him from those bikers. Those bikers would have torn him apart. 
 
    And when he was asked to pay back a little…he balked. 
 
    He did owe them. 
 
    He went out to the kitchen. 
 
    Josie was sitting at the table drinking coffee. She looked at him balefully, disappointed. 
 
    “Yes.” he said, and the sun came out. Her eyes lit up. Her whole persona changed. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    He nodded. “You’re going to have to fix me up again, I’m a little worn.” 
 
    Suddenly she was on her feet, holding him, kissing him. “Honey, we’ll fix you up gorgeous!” 
 
    When she finally let go of him Chuck was happy, but he was also scared. 
 
      
 
    They ate a light meal, Josie glancing happily at him every once in a while, and Chuck hid his apprehensions. Finally, about five o’clcok, she began to get him ready. 
 
    First, make sure his hair was all gone. It was. Second, redraw his eyebrows. Yep. Third, she put him in underwear, tightening that corset extra hard, making sure it looked like he had boobs. 
 
    While she worked on his make up she gushed, “I’m going to do this to you a lot from here on out. You work from home so I can really go to town. Do you want to try hormones? One of the girls said she can get some super duper pills that will slim you down even as they pump up your boobs. Of course we could just get you implants, that would be fun, but then if we got you implants and had you take hormones, too, you might get too big. Ha! Isn’t that silly of me? How could you get too big? You’ve got a slightly wider than female chest, you can probably get twice as big boobs as a girl your size. And we’re going to have to grow your hair out. This wig is fun, but I want to be able to style your hair. Of course hormones will cause it to grow fast, but that’s okay. the faster the better, right?” 
 
    While she babbled on he sat and just thought about it. 
 
    He was going to be totally feminized if she had her way. And the way she occasionally rubbed a hand across her tits, she must be totally turned on. How would he satisfy her if he took hormones? Hormones were supposed to shrink your dick, and his was already a little small. Of course he could always use a strap on on her. A big strap on. He remembered how she moaned so loudly in the bar, taking those monster, biker dicks. How had he never tumbled to his own inadequacies? Why hadn’t he ever tumbled to the fact that he was too small. Yes. He was going to have use a strap on. They could use big dicks, even funny sizes and shapes. He had an image of Josie on all fours in front of him. Him hanging on to her hair and plugging her with a giant horse’s dong. They made horse’s dongs. And pig dongs and dog dongs and…and, as he recalled, they even had monster dongs. Weird curlycue shapes. He wondered if she would like that? would that please her? Or was she still going to have to go out to biker bars and get reamed till she screamed? 
 
    As he meandered through his thoughts, trying to subdue the rising excitement within—he was scared but the closer he got to his own reaming the more excited he got—Josie finished up his make up and pulled a real tight, reddish dress over his head. She was careful not to mess the make up, and she spent some time brushing out his wig and reattaching it. 
 
    While she was working on the wig he stared at himself in the mirror and wondered what was to become of him. 
 
    He had read all about transgenders, shemales, that sort of thing, but he had never imagined himself as one of them. 
 
    But…it was looking likely now. 
 
    For one, Josie liked him this way. For another…he liked it. 
 
    He liked looking at his fingernails, his lips in the mirror. He could imagine himself thinner, with big boobs. And she was right. His body could handle very large breasts. 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    He jumped and looked at the clock. It was six o’clock. He was done and Josie was getting ready. Tonight she wasn’t going to go male, but she was going to have a sizable prick under her dress. This she had promised him. 
 
    Chuck answered the front door and two women breezed in. It was Shiela and a girl named Sandy. 
 
    “Look at you!” Shiela gushed as she hugged him. “You are so beautiful.” 
 
    Then it was awkward moment. Until Chuck took the bit in his mouth and mumbled, “Thank you for what you did last night.” 
 
    Then the awkwardness was gone. He walked them into the living room, excused himself to pour them some drinks, and when he returned they were comparing notes over the fucking they had taken. 
 
    “That one named Roger. He had the biggest. He must have been ten inches.” 
 
    “I know. He wanted to take me from the rear, but I begged off. He was so nice about it.” 
 
    Chuck handed them their drinks, then: DING DONG! 
 
    Two more girls. Two more drinks. And before he was done, DING DONG! 
 
    Now there were six, seven counting Josie, and Chuck was kept busy making drinks. As he brought the drinks in he noticed that half the girls already had strap ons on. They had shown up wearing them, and they fondled their cocks through the thin material of their dresses and kept glancing at him. 
 
    For an hour everybody chatted and pinched Chuck’s bottom. A couple of them insisted on feeling his breasts, and he gave a light moan as they cupped his boobs and squeezed them. 
 
    Then it was time. 
 
    A slow moment in the conversation, a few glances at one another, and Josie said, “Well, the reason I called you all together…” and they all laughed. 
 
    Chuck was now red-faced, but determined to go through with it. “Where did you, uh, want me?” 
 
    There was some argument there. A couple of them wanted to take him back in the bedroom, but Josie insisted, “Right here. Just like we served the men last night, I want him bent over the end of the couch and howling for mercy.” 
 
    The girl’s laughed, and then two of them got up and led Chuck to the end of the couch. As he knelt on the cushions and bent over the end of the couch he saw that three of the woman had stood up, and lifted their skirts, and were fondling their pricks. They moved their hands back and forth, as if jacking off. 
 
    A jar of lube made its appearance and the girls slathered up and stood in a group behind him. 
 
    Shiela came up in front of him and commanded, “Suck it, bitch boy.” 
 
    Everybody laughed, and Chuck took her penis in his mouth. 
 
    Shiela gave moaning sounds and fucked his face gently. He gagged a little, then found he was able to take quite a bit of the dick in his mouth. 
 
    Then he felt the first woman kneel on the couch behind him. She placed her hands on his back to balance herself, then very gently slid here cock into him. 
 
    Chuck’s eyes opened wide. There was a little bit of pain, but it was mostly pleasure. In a handful of seconds it was all pleasure. 
 
    He felt her slide in and out, and the friction of her cock rubbing against his anal passage made him swoon. 
 
    Shiela bent down and kissed him and whispered, “Don’t pass out now. I don’t want you sleeping when I put it in you.” 
 
    Chuck nodded, and the girl behind him reamed him, opened him, stirred his insides with the tip of her dick. 
 
    He marveled. This was what a pussy felt like. This incredible, warm, full feeling. 
 
    Why didn’t more men do this? 
 
    After about ten minutes another women replaced the first. 
 
    He wasn’t sure who was fucking him when. His senses were addled by pleasure and he just started pushing back with his butt, corkscrewing and trying to get as much pleasure as he could. 
 
    He knew when Shiela left his front and went to the rear, but she was the only one. And then he realized something. There were more than seven women in the room. 
 
    When Josie came to check on him he whispered, “How many?” 
 
    Josie smiled and said, “I don’t know, honey. All of them.” 
 
    Now the room was filled with laughing, chatting women. They all had cocks hanging from harnesses buckled around their hips, and they all patted his butt and complimented him and told him how beautiful he was. 
 
    Finally, there were no more women inside him. He felt empty for a second, then they were doing something to his butt. They were putting something sludgy into him. 
 
    Shiela came around and kissed him and explained. “You’ve never had the joy of semen dripping from your behind, so we made up a little dish of extra thick cream for you.” She giggled. “You’ll be dripping for days!” 
 
    Then the women helped him to his feet. They hugged him and kissed him and welcomed him to their midst. 
 
    Chuck had never felt so happy. He had gone from being a pushy man into being an accepting, submissive woman. 
 
    Not that these women were submissive, but he was. 
 
    He counted over twenty women standing in the living room, and when they chanted, “Speech…speech…speech,” he stood at the front of the living room and face them. 
 
    “Come on, honey, say something nice.” 
 
    Chuck looked out at the women standing there. They were beautiful, with large breasts, immaculately made up, wearing dresses under which various types of dildos hung. 
 
    For a moment he was speechless. What do you say to women who have made you into a different kind of man, a better man? 
 
    But he figured it out. 
 
    “When can we do this again?” 
 
    And the women cheered. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “I do.” 
 
    Brad said the words and it was like a big sigh went through the church. 
 
    Mia smiled at him, and Brad felt a warmth suffuse his body. 
 
    He was married. He had taken on a wife. They would have a family, and he wold be responsible for everything. 
 
    “You may kiss the bride,” said the preacher. He was a gaunt fellow all in black. He had a weird smile, sort of rueful. But that was okay, Brad was not marrying him. 
 
    Brad leaned forward. Mia was so beautiful. She had a wonderful body, her chest gave him lewd thoughts. Her face was the face of an angel, full lips that smiled knowingly. 
 
    He was an inch away from her now, his own lips about to touch, when she suddenly gripped the back of his collar and pulled hard. He was twisted around and bent over. Now she was the one in charge, and she touched her lips to his, quickly, and let him go. 
 
    He fell on his ass, and laughter was smothered by hands over mouths in the big church. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    He got up and looked around. The women in the community were laughing at him. The men were looking away, but they had smirks on their faces. 
 
    Mia ignored him. She was being hugged by a cluster of women who had rushed the little platform. 
 
    Suddenly Brad felt a hand tugging on his sleeve. “Come along, Bradley.” 
 
    It was Mia’s mother. She was very short, very slender, but had her daughter’s massive boobs. 
 
    She was very attractive, but, like Mia, she had that knowing, smirky sort of smile. 
 
    “But…I need to be with Mia!” 
 
    “And you will. But first I need to acquaint you with the rules of our community. You need to learn how to act while in our midst.” 
 
    “I do?” 
 
    “Of course you do. You haven’t just married my daughter, you have married all of us, and you must follow the rules and be a good husband. 
 
    Put like that, Brad didn’t have much choice. 
 
    He looked back at Mia as Emmy led him through a door to one side of pulpit. She was such a vision of beauty his heart felt warm again. But she didn’t look at him, and he went out the door. 
 
    Huh! Some wedding! He was looking forward to a small party, then a honeymoon. The community had set up a small cabin behind her house for their pleasure, and he couldn’t wait. But now he had to go get a lecture. 
 
    He sighed and followed the diminutive woman across the parking lot to a small side building. 
 
      
 
    Emmy led Brad through the door. The room was only 12 by ten. It had one yellow bulb in the ceiling. There was no furniture except for a half a dozen hard back chairs folded in a corner. 
 
    “Get out two chairs, Bradley.” 
 
    Brad got out the two chairs and set them up. 
 
    “Sit now.” 
 
    Brad did, and found himself facing the older woman. 
 
    “First, I would like to welcome you to our community,” Emmy said. “Not many men are considered, and I hope you make it through your indoctrination.” 
 
    Indoctrination? 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    Now, the way this works is that in our religion the woman is in charge. The man is responsible for making a living, and you will be free to do that once you have accepted our ways.” 
 
    That sounded right to Brad. He’d take care of Mia, and he would provide for her. He was a little unsure about the woman being in charge thing, but he figured it was lip service and he could handle it. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Emmy was wearing a dark dress and she reached into a sleeve and pulled out a little package. “The first thing you must do, to prove your love, is to put this on.” 
 
    In the gloom of the room Brad stared at what was in her hand. 
 
    He squinted and made out a silver ring, a tube made out of metal arranged in a sort of a spiral, and a little padlock. At first he had no idea what it was, but…no. That would be ridiculous. This was a spiritual community. They certainly wouldn’t be involved in anything as kinky as a chastity tube! 
 
    “This is a chastity tube.” 
 
    Brad drew in his breath in a sudden gasp. 
 
    “This will insure that you do not have impure thoughts. Your wife will have the key and let you out when it is time.” 
 
    “Wait…” 
 
    “Yes?” She arched her thin eyebrows. 
 
    “That goes on my…my…package?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “And I can’t…we won’t…how will we consummate our marriage?” 
 
    “When you have proven yourself Mia will provide for your sexual needs.” 
 
    Brad was shaking his head. “Wait a minute! How come nobody ever said anything about this?” 
 
    “We need you to prove your love. Accepting this ring will insure your fidelity.” 
 
    “But I’m not going to cheat on Mia! I love her!” 
 
    “Prove it,” Emmy held out the chastity tube insistently. 
 
    “I can prove it without the need of that thing.” 
 
    “This is the way of our community.” 
 
    “I think I better talk to Mia about this.” 
 
    “Mia will not see you until you are committed to her.” 
 
    It was obvious how that commitment would be proven. 
 
    “You’re saying I can’t see my wife?” 
 
    “She has no interest in seeing a man who refuses to commit to her.” 
 
    “This is crazy!” 
 
    “The will of a man is weak, especially in the presence of profound sexual desires. This chastity tube will insure that you stay strong.” 
 
    “What if I leave?” 
 
    “You are free to leave. We will start the procedure to insure your alimony payments right away.” 
 
    “Alimony?” 
 
    “You are married. You have an obligation. Yes. You will pay alimony.” 
 
    Now Brad’s mind was going crazy. “What if I leave and then decide to come back.” 
 
    “You will not be allowed in the community once you have abandoned it.” 
 
    For an hour Brad tried to make sense out of this situation, but, in the end, he took the chastity device. He stood up and said, “Where’s a bathroom?” 
 
    “I must watch you put it on.” 
 
    Brad took deep breaths. He controlled himself. “So I’m supposed to get naked in front of you.” 
 
    “Enough so that I may see that you are properly chastised. I must ascertain this by feeling the device with my hands once it is in place.” 
 
    “You’re going to…” He growled, actually growled, and began unbuckling his belt. Turning red in the face he pulled his pants down, then his underpants. He fit the ring around his package, then slipped the tube over his penis. It took a little work as his penis immediately tried to get hard, but he finally did it, then he slipped the padlock through the loop and clicked it shut. 
 
    Emmy watched him the whole time. Her eyes gleamed when she saw his penis, but she made no comment. 
 
    “There. Are you satisfied?” 
 
    She reached forward with her hands and felt him. Man, that made his cock squirm. 
 
    She tugged on his tube, tried to get a finger between the ring and the flesh. She even tried to pull his dick out of the thing, but there were little points inside that stopped that. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    She let go of his caged cock and smiled at him. 
 
    “Welcome to the family, my son. I’ll deliver the key to Mia. Now get dressed and I’ll take you to see your bride. 
 
    Brad pulled up his pants and was very aware of the new article of clothing under his underpants. 
 
    It weighed down his cock. The round and round spiral of metal allowed his cock to feel, but that was all. The material of his underpants rubbed his cock through the spaces between the metal. His balls felt very vulnerable hanging under the thing. 
 
    What was weird was that he didn’t know how he was going to pee. There was a hole in the tip of the tube, but that would require perfect alignment. 
 
    He sighed as he realized that he was going to have to sit down, like a girl, to pee. 
 
    Brad followed Emmy back to the church. There were a half a dozen of the ‘brothers’ standing outside the church, and they focused their attention on him. 
 
    Then Emmy nodded to them and said, “Brother Brad has been consecrated. 
 
    Brad realized that if she hadn’t said that the men likely wouldn’t have let him in the church. Or perhaps they would have stopped him long enough that Mia could be removed. 
 
    And he wondered about Mia. Did she know about this? It seemed unlikely that she wouldn’t, but if she knew about this and let it happen… 
 
    Ahead of him Emmy stepped into the church and Brad followed. 
 
    There were still a lot of people in the church. They were in small clusters, and they all turned and looked at him. 
 
    Emmy led the way to her daughter and Brad ran the gauntlet of stares. 
 
    “Welcome your husband, daughter.” 
 
    Mia hugged Brad and whispered, “I knew you loved me!” 
 
    Then she had known! And she had let it happen, and she had never given hint as to what he would have to do. 
 
    Man, wait until he got her alone. they were going to have a long talk about who was in charge and what her duties as a wife would be. And the first thing she was going to do would be to give him the damned key! 
 
    The ice broken, more people came up and patted Brad on the shoulders and shook his hand. 
 
    “Knew you had it in you,” smiled one fellow. 
 
    Brad smiled back, and noted that everybody seemed to have a smug look in their eyes. 
 
    Did everybody know what he was now wearing? 
 
    And it was obvious they did, for the women, in passing close to him invariably tapped his groin with the backs of their hands. 
 
    It didn’t make any sound, but he felt the tap run through the chastity tube. His balls felt it and he felt a shiver starting to take hold of him. 
 
    Yet he put up with it, even smiled. 
 
    After a short while the whole congregation headed for the community building. They left the church proper, crossed the expanse of grass and entered a small building. Inside the building, at the back, was a big kitchen. Women were mixing things in big pots, working over the huge, hot stove, and preparing the celebratory meal. 
 
    In spite of what was happening with his pecker, Brad was impressed. 
 
    He had grown up a heathen, never going to church. To see this large ‘coming together’ of people was inspiring. 
 
    And he did like the way everybody kept congratulating him. 
 
    But they kept touching his crotch. At first they were subtle about it, but now they were more open. One women in particular, a wide lass wearing a bonnet, actually and openly grabbed his crotch. Then she kissed him, right on the mouth, and laughed. 
 
    Brad looked at Mia. He thought she would be upset, but she was just laughing at him. 
 
    “You should see the look on your face!” she giggled. 
 
    Then the dancing started, and the groping got even worse. Every woman wanted to dance with him, and they kept pressing their loins against his, as if trying to feel his crotch with their pussies. 
 
    His dick, of course, was revolting. ‘Let me out!’ it screamed.  
 
    He was torn between wanting more groping, and wanting to get away from everybody. 
 
    Unfortunately for him, his dick was louder. Not that it got out, but it sure screamed a lot. 
 
    After an hour of being constantly felt up, some of the men pulled him away and took him outside. There, a bottle was passed around. Drinking wasn’t exactly prohibited, it just wasn’t encouraged. Brad understood why. Being made so horny and not having a way to relieve himself would make any man want to drink. 
 
    He stood on the back porch of the building with the men and was afforded a few gulps. And, the men grinning at him, a few more. 
 
    “So how does it feel to be ‘consecrated,’ Brad?” 
 
    Brad tilted his head and took a big gulp. “It’s enough to drive a man to drink.” 
 
    There were chuckles, and Brad asked, “Do all of you…are you all…’consecrated?’ 
 
    The laughter stopped. There were a few rueful smiles, more grimaces than smiles, and one of the men said, “We’ve all been put in our place.” 
 
    “But why don’t you revolt? Why don’t you get rid of these things and…and—“ 
 
    “Woman folk got the keys,” murmured one young fellow. 
 
    Brad blurted, “Are you consecrated, too? You’re not even married!” 
 
    “Soon as a man comes of age he is locked up. The Lord’s wishes concerning chastity and abstinence are followed to the letter.” 
 
    “The Lord? I don’t remember reading about having your junk locked up in the bible.” 
 
    “It’s there,” offered a fellow as he took the bottle. “You just got to read it right.” 
 
    “Yep. Once we’re locked up we’re pure. Our impure natures are controlled.” 
 
    Brad turned to the young man he had addressed before, the one that wasn’t married. “You mean you’ve never…you haven’t even…masturbated?” 
 
    The young man shook his head. 
 
    “This is crazy.” Brad shook his head. 
 
    “You’ll find,” opined an old fellow with a long, grey beard, “that after a while you grow to like it.” 
 
    Another oldster said, “Well, you’ll still want to abuse yourself, but it gets exciting to be pure, and you stop wanting to abuse your wife.” 
 
    “It gets…” Brad reached for the bottle and it was passed back to him. He too a large glug, wiped his mouth and said, “Well, maybe for you guys, But I’m going to have a long talk with my wife.” 
 
    “Won’t do you no good,” somebody muttered, and there were  nodding heads around the group 
 
      
 
    The celebration went on for hours, and it got wild. The women were all grinning fit to kill a cat, and any man with a groin was ripe for groping. Didn’t matter if they were married, or married to others, they got their junk grabbed and shaken. 
 
    Some men were pulled into corners and trapped. The women kissed them, reached into their pants, and seemed totally in control. 
 
    The men went with it without comment. 
 
    Of course they did. To be felt up and kissed, it was something any man would like. 
 
    But to not be able to do anything about it? To suffer the feeling of the penis pushing and trying to squeeze out between the spaces between the loops in the cock tube? How could anybody stand that? 
 
    Brad was holding on to Mia while this was going on. He tried to ignore the goings on, but he couldn’t help but see. Finally Mia nudged him. 
 
    “Honey? Don’t you want to have some fun?” 
 
    “Well, but…we’re married!” 
 
    “Of course we are. But this will help you get all hot and bothered. You’re going to be so much fun tonight. Now go on and…Sally? Could you take poor Bradley here and warm him up a bit?” 
 
    Sally was a married woman with very large bosoms. She also had a beautiful face. The cap the women wore was off her head and her long, blonde hair flowed down her back. 
 
    She took Brad’s hand and pulled him away. Brad looked back, beseeched Mia with his eyes, but Sally just kept pulling him.  
 
    “Wait,” he blurted. 
 
    Sally pulled him into a closet in the kitchen. It was dark in there, and she grabbed his groin with one hand, and used her other hand to bring his hand up to her ample chest. 
 
    He could feel the softness, the warmth, and then she pulled his head down to her other boob. 
 
    “Come on, you stick in the mood,” she chortled. “Get me hot!” 
 
    Brad had no choice. And, even if he did, he was incapable of resisting. Having his cock trapped for hours, seeing the lasciviousness going on in the community building, his cock was crying tears of pre-cum. 
 
    “Wait, wait,” he mumbled. She had pulled her dress open and he was sucking on her fine nipples now. 
 
    “Wait,” she sighed. “What for?” 
 
    She had his caged cock firmly in hand now, and he groaned as she manipulated it. 
 
    “Bradly, I knew you were a horn dog from the first moment I saw you. Mia is going to have so much fun.” 
 
    “But…mubbble mubble…” he couldn’t speak with her boob in his mouth. finally he pushed away. “I’m a married man!” he gasped. 
 
    “I know. Isn’t it fun?” 
 
    “But…isn’t it against your religion? The ten commandments? Thou shalt not lust after some other dude’s wife?” 
 
    “Oh, honey. I’m not lusting for you, and any lust you feel is being transformed into excitement.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    She held his face, pushed him back down to her tit and spoke over his sucking. “There’s nothing wrong with getting excited. We should be excited all the time. But there’s no way any woman here is going to let you put your little penis in them. Even if you could get it out of your cage. That is simply not allowed. No woman will allow it, and you would be ex-communicated if you actually slept with a woman other than Mia.” 
 
    “You mean fucked a woman?” 
 
    “Oooh, dirty words! That’s so excited. Here, put your hand down here.” 
 
    She pulled his hand under her dress and he suddenly felt moist, hot pussy. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he whispered. He was getting too excited to stop himself. Still, he tried to object. “But isn’t it bad for me to do this?” 
 
    She was holding his wrist down there and humping his hand. “It’s okay to use your fingers,” she advised. 
 
    His cock was wiggling and hurting so badly, and his finger sprang up like it was a dick. Shortly he was two finger in, all the way to the knuckles. 
 
    “Oh, yes! Yes! Do me!” 
 
    Brad was caught. He couldn’t stop, but he didn’t understand. 
 
    “How is this not having sex.” 
 
    In between gulps and sighs, accompanied by the thrusting of her hips, Sally said, “This isn’t fucking. Penis in vagina is fucking. This is just playing. Please, another finger.” 
 
    Now he had three fingers in her. She was moving her hips violently, her hips were rattling cans on shelves. She plastered her mouth against his and grunted. 
 
    Then she came. It was like seeing the sun come out after a storm. She arched her back and her eyes rolled up. “Oh, fuck!” she hoarsely whispered. “Fuck! Fuck!” 
 
    Brad kept shoving his fingers into her, and she slowly came down. She hung onto him and he leaned back against the door. 
 
    The door couldn’t hold their combined weight, and it sprang open. They fell onto the kitchen floor with a loud ‘plump!’ 
 
    Brad looked up, and a ring of faces looked down on him. 
 
    They had been standing outside the closet, listening to him and Sally. 
 
    “How was he?” asked a girl named Sandy. 
 
    “He’s good. Needs a little discipline, and he needs to keep his mouth closed, except when he’s busy.” Sally giggled and stood up. She pushed her big, fat boob back into the dress and put her hands on her hips and smiled broadly. “But he’s good.” 
 
    “That’s all I wanted to know,” blurted Sandy. She helped Brad up, and before he had his balance she had pushed him back into the closet. 
 
    Brad reached around her for the doorknob but she pressed him further back. Like Sally, she was pulling her dress open, grabbing his groin, missing him madly. 
 
    “Oh, honey,” she said, “Mia is going to have so much fun with you.” 
 
      
 
    The night went on and on. The music was loud, more booze made its appearance, and Brad was in pain for the pleasure in his groin. His cock tried to hard to get hard, and was squashed for tis efforts. 
 
    Woman after woman pulled Brad into the closet. They were waiting outside and no sooner was he done with one woman than another would push him back into the confines of the little space. 
 
    At one point, after having given a big, heft woman a thunderous orgasm, he stepped out of the closet and saw Mia laughing at him. She was quite overjoyed with the way the women were treating him. 
 
    And, fuck, was he horny. 
 
    Surprisingly, considering his usual ‘wham, bam, thank you, ma’am, he had never screwed Mia. 
 
    Well, heck he loved her. He was into her, not sex. Which was not to say he was’t lusting after her worse than any other woman he had ever lusted after. 
 
    It was just that this was marriage, and he wanted to be on his best behavior. 
 
    Which didn’t mean that she didn’t tease him. She was quite free in exploring his cock. She loved to look at it, to feel it, even to stroke it. She would play with him for hours, asking him continuously how close he was, then drawing back so they didn’t have any accidents. 
 
    Then, after all that pre-marital foreplay, his cock was locked up and all the women start molesting him. Like, big time. 
 
    A couple of them got down on their knees and put his whole cage inside their mouths. That about killed him. 
 
    And a half dozen of them wanted to play with his asshole. 
 
    That was tough. He wasn’t much for anal sex, but he was so horny now almost any place on his body was an erogenous zone. 
 
    Anyway, some hours after it started, the ‘almost’ orgy came to an end. Men and women started leaving. A few of the singles stayed, hoping to be played with some more. 
 
    Brad figured the ones who left were actually going to complete the act. They would take off the chastity tubes and screw until their juices flowed.  
 
    When Mia took his hand and gave him a bold look he thought she was going  to do that to him. 
 
    It was their honeymoon, and that’s what people did on honeymoons. They pressed their bodies together, they rubbed those bodies together, and finally it was time to insert and squirt. 
 
    Mia held his hand and led him across the quad that was the center of the little, religious community. They were heading for the little ‘honeymoon’ house. 
 
    They walked across the lawn and Brad was gulping continuously. His penis had been wiggling in the cage all night, and it was dripping pre-cum like a faucet. 
 
    “Did you have a good time?” asked Mia, holding onto his arm. She was keeping her face straight, but obviously was finding humor in his situation. 
 
    “Uh, yeah. But…I have never been so horny in my life.” 
 
    She pulled his face down and kissed his cheek. “Wonderful, honey. That’s the way we like our men.” 
 
    “Does this happen often? Am I going to be molested by other women all the time?” 
 
    “Absolutely. Every wife considers it her duty to make sure every husband is excited at all times.” 
 
    “So, in the middle of the day, if some woman pulls me aside and tells me to…to eat her pussy—“ 
 
    “Then you do it. That’s your job as a man, to make sure every woman is satisfied at all times.” 
 
    “But if the women get satisfied then they won’t be so eager to have sex that night!” 
 
    “That’s okay. We don’t mind.” 
 
    Brad shook his head. “But that’s not fair!” 
 
    Mia stopped, and he stopped and faced her. They were only ten feet from the front door. 
 
    “Bradley, are we about to have a disagreement?” 
 
    “Well,” he looked longingly at the honeymoon cottage, “I just thought…if women get off all the time then men should get off all the time, and—“ 
 
    “Bradley! You can stop with that insulting conversation right now!” 
 
    She was upset. 
 
    “But, honey, I didn’t mean anything…and we’re just talking. Can’t we have a difference of opinion?” 
 
    “Husbands and wives must be of the same mind.” She folded her arms under her chest and glared at him. 
 
    “Well, of course. But can’t there be a little difference of opinion? If it doesn’t matter?” 
 
    “If it doesn’t matter then why bring it up?” 
 
    He was stymied by that one. 
 
    “Now come along. I don’t want you ruining my honeymoon night.”  
 
    She led the way onto the porch and faced him again. 
 
    “What? Oh…yeah. Let me carry you.” 
 
    She waited and he positioned himself for the lift. He tried to scoop under her knees and lift her up, but he was off balance and he fell—it felt like she pushed him—on his butt. 
 
    Mia giggled. “I guess you’re not all that strong. Can’t even pick up little, old me.” 
 
    Brad stood up and brushed himself off. He had a rueful look on his face. “Sorry. Let me try that again.” 
 
    “No need,” she walked into the house. 
 
    Brad scampered after her. “Hey! I’m sorry. Can’t you hold on for a second?” 
 
    “It’s okay, Brad. I know you’re not as strong as other men.” 
 
    “I am, too!” 
 
    “Well, maybe.” But even that statement had a bit of doubt in it. 
 
    The cottage was cute as a cute button. There was a little sitting room with a small couch in it. There was a book shelf with religious tracts on it. There was a standing lamp at the far end of the couch. 
 
    To the left, through a small door, was a small kitchenette. 
 
    Brad walked through a door at the back of the room and found himself in the bedroom. He smiled. The bed was small, but that was okay. He was thinking of using it for other purposes. 
 
    “Move along, honey.” 
 
    Mia pushed him into the room. 
 
    “That door is kind of small. in fact, everything is a little small in this place.” 
 
    “Please, honey. Don’t ruin everything with a negative attitude.” 
 
    Mia took off her gown and laid it across the bed. She was gorgeous in her corset, nylons and her skimpy half bra. 
 
    Brad glowed as he studied her form. She was 36 by 24…but the boobs were extra big. She was more than perfect. 
 
    Her hair was flowing down her back—the women here seemed to not want to cut their hair—and her skin was flawless. 
 
    “Can you undo me, honey?” She turned her back to him, revealing the ties of her corset. Also revealed was the lush whiteness of her soft shoulders. 
 
    Grinning now, Brad moved up behind her. The room was small and he barely had the room, but he pulled on her ties and the corset began to give way. 
 
    He placed the corset on the floor and she said, “Oh, there’s no closet. Can you put that on the couch in the front room?” 
 
    Brad could. He moved into the living room and draped the corset on the back of the couch. He went back into the bedroom, and stopped. 
 
    Mia was already in bed. She was smiling over the covers, and she was beautiful. 
 
    Brad sort of wanted to see her body, touch her breasts, appreciate her in all her nakedness. 
 
    “Get in, honey.” 
 
    Brad took his clothes off. Mia stared at his cage and smiled and licked her lips. “Better hang your clothes in the other room.” 
 
    Sighing, gulping with anxiousness, Brad followed her instructions. He came back into the bed room and she was laying on her side. Her back to him. 
 
    That was okay. He liked a little spooning. He went to the side of the bed and lifted the covers and crawled in. 
 
    She turned to him then and began kissing him. Her hands were down below, playing with his caged cock. 
 
    Brad was shivering, he was so turned on. He brought his hands to her breasts and felt them. They were massive mounds of pure sex. He was so horny he thought there was a danger that he might cum. 
 
    For a long minute they made out, and then Brad said, “I think we’re going to need the key.” 
 
    “They key?” She looked at him with big eyes. 
 
    “Yes, to unlock me.” 
 
    She lay back and considered him. “Brad, honey, that’s not the way we do honeymoons around here.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “To make sure that we get off to a proper start you need to stay locked up.” 
 
    “What?” Now his voice was squeaking. “Why?” 
 
    “Brad. I’ve kept myself pure for my whole life, just for this moment. You don’t want me to ruin it now, do you?” 
 
    “Well, uh, but…this is what men and woman are supposed to do!” 
 
    “Oh, Brad, you haven’t been reading your bible, have you?” 
 
    “Well, uh…not lately.” 
 
    “Thessalonians 4:3. It is the will of God that we abstain from fornication.” 
 
    “But not between married people!” His voice was a touch pitchy. 
 
    “Hebrews 13: 4. Let the marriage bed be undefiled.” 
 
    “But…but…if we don’t have sex then how does the human race go on?” 
 
    “Brad. Chastity fosters respect and ensures that people do not treat each other as objects. Chastity helps people understand the meaning of human sexuality and the gift of procreation. It enables husband and wife to love each other with respect, joy and reverence since it assists in sexual self-control.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “But don’t worry, dear, in a week I will take care of you.” 
 
    A week! His eyes opened wide. “A week?” His voice squeaked. 
A whole week?” 
 
    She giggled. “Surely you’re man enough to wait seven days?” 
 
    Arguments ran through his head, but nothing he said made any difference. If Mia even had the key she wasn’t going to bring it out.  
 
    He was trapped in chastity for a solid week! 
 
    Mia grinned at the look on his face, and she kept kissing him, playing with cage and fondling his balls. 
 
    For hours she kept this up, never tiring of the piqued look in his eyes, the hurt expression on his face. 
 
    “But, honey…” he tried over and over. His heart was thudding heavily inside. His eyes were becoming glazed. His cock hurt so much he bent at the waist. 
 
    Still, she would give in. 
 
    Finally, she decided to go to sleep. 
 
    “Honey, we can do this tomorrow, and the day after and the day after…we can do this for the rest of our lives. But I really need to get some sleep. 
 
    Brad actually started to sob, he was so horny and frustrated. 
 
    “Now, now,” Mia said. “Give me some room here so I can go to sleep. 
 
    But the bed was small, and she kept moving her butt towards him, and suddenly…he fell on the floor. 
 
    BUMP! 
 
    He looked up her in surprise. 
 
    Mia giggled. “I guess you’re going to have to sleep on the couch.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    But that was it. He was thoroughly outmaneuvered. He went into the front room and realized that not only was the couch too small, it had her dress and his clothes on it. 
 
    “Don’t wrinkle the clothes,” she called out to him. 
 
    Sighing, nothing but a couple of small towels to cover himself with, he lay on the floor and closed his eyes.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    The next day dawned, and Brad wondered if he had even slept. He was wide awake, a nervous energy running through his body. When he moved he moved jerkily, and he kept gulping. 
 
    “God morning, honey. How did you sleep?” Mia walked into the room. She was naked and her large breasts jiggled as she walked. 
 
    Brad stared, opened his mouth, then closed it. 
 
    She chuckled at his predicament, then kissed him good morning. Very soundly. And she reached under his caged cock and grabbed his balls with her hands. She had one ball in one hand and one ball in the other, and she pulled them gently outward. 
 
    It sort of hurt, but in the most tremendously sensual way. 
 
    “Please!” he yelped. 
 
    “Oh, Bradley.” She sighed, kissed his mouth again, and said, “We’re going to have so much fun. Come on, let’s shower and then go have some breakfast.” 
 
    The shower was  through a back door in the kitchen and out to a back yard. She led the way down some steps and under a shower head. 
 
    Brad was nervous being outside naked, but he followed her. “What’s this? We’re showering out—HEY!” 
 
    She had turned the shower head on him. She wasn’t under it, he was. He tried to get out from under the freezing water, but she pushed him back under. 
 
    He stood, shivering, and one of the women who had taken him into the closet the night before came around the corner. She was pulling a man by the balls. He was in a chastity tube. She was naked and quite voluptuous. 
 
    “I know it’s your honeymoon, but our water’s out.” 
 
    “Come on in. Bradley is just getting the water warm for me.” 
 
    The woman, her name was Sandy, pushed her man under the water. He didn’t complain, just went to freezing. “Morning,” he said to Brad. 
 
    Brad said ‘good morning,’ then stared at the two women. They were standing a couple of feet away and they were giggling and looking at him. 
 
    “How was your night, brother?” asked the man, who’s name was Stan, though the womenfolk all called him ‘Stanley.’ 
 
    “I…it was great.” Brad wasn’t about to admit that he had slept on the couch. 
 
    “I know,” the man nodded. “That first week is terrible. I admire your fortitude, and just so you know, when it’s over and your wife finally takes you to bed it will be all worth it.” 
 
    “It w—“ Brad stopped himself from saying more. He didn’t want to sound bitter, or negative, or get off to a bad start in the community. 
 
    The water was starting to warm up now, and Stan cleared his throat. 
 
    Whatever the women were talking about they stopped and stepped under the water. Suddenly Brad and Stan were pushed aside. They stood in the brisk air, no longer warmed by the water, and shivered. 
 
    Brad looked at Stan, figured he might say something, but he didn’t. Stan just looked at the women and waited. 
 
    The women showered long and leisurely. They soaped each other’s breasts and pussies and continued chatting. Under the water, speaking in low voices, Brad couldn’t understand them, but they way they kept looking at him he figured they were gossiping about his performance on the honeymoon night. Except there hadn’t been any performance! 
 
    Finally, the women stepped out. There was a small cupboard door built into the side of the building and Stan opened it, took out two towels, and handed one to Brad. “Here go, brother.” 
 
    The ladies stood and waited, and when Stan started drying his woman off Brad figured that he was supposed to dry Mia off. He stepped forward and placed his hands on her sacred flesh. Well, the towel on her sacred flesh, but it was close enough. He trembled as he rubbed the towel gently over her skin. 
 
    Mia smiled at him, made him pay close attention to her pussy, and moaned to signify when she was properly dry. 
 
    Stan hung the towel on a rack, so Brad did to. 
 
    “Well, see you at breakfast, Brother Brad.” 
 
    The couple left and Mia led the way back into the honeymoon house. 
 
    “You did well, Bradley. You make me proud.” 
 
    She went into the bedroom and put on her wedding dress. He stayed in the living room and put on his tux. 
 
    She stepped out of the bedroom and he was smitten all over again. She was just so incredibly gorgeous in her wedding dress. He stared at the way her breasts bulged to create massive cleavage. 
 
    He could feel his cock dripping and he looked down. Sure enough, he was getting a damp spot on his pants. 
 
    “Come along, Bradley.” 
 
    She led him out of the house. 
 
    He didn’t know what to do about the wet spot, but he went along. He figured the morning air might dry it enough so it wouldn’t be noticed. 
 
    They crossed the lawn to the community building they had danced in the night before. Brad was stunned when he entered. It had been a mess, and now it was totally cleaned. There were tables set up and people were getting chairs and putting them under the tables, then heading for the kitchen. 
 
    In the kitchen a long line of men were ladling out bacon and eggs, pancakes and orange juice. The smell of fresh food was near overwhelming. 
 
    “When did they clean it up?” whispered Brad to Mia. 
 
    “Last night. After the men were done they came back and cleaned and prepared for breakfast.” 
 
    Brad was impressed. The men had been drunk, and teased and denied, and then had gone home to finally get a little, and then, instead of falling asleep, they had forced themselves to come back and prepare the morning breakfast! 
 
    He wouldn’t have been able to work after all that had happened to him! And he didn’t even get to fuck like these guys had! 
 
    Brad stood in line with Mia. Mia chatted with the women around her, and occasionally spoke to a man, but mostly to say, “More eggs, Phillip.” Or, “Could I have apple juice instead of orange juice?” 
 
    The man so addressed happily complied. 
 
    “How was the night, brother Brad?” The man scooped a large spoonful of eggs on to his plate. 
 
    Brad had the feeling that everybody was suddenly listening to him. 
 
    “It was…good. It was great.” 
 
    Though he seemed a bit befuddled, his answer pleased the men serving the food. They all nodded and grinned at him. 
 
    “That’s good, brother Brad. And don’t worry, when your week is up it will be worth it.” 
 
    The other men nodded solemnly. 
 
    They made Brad feel like he was part of a big secret, even if he didn’t know what that secret was. 
 
    Brad sat down at the table next to Mia. As the honeymooning couple they were the guests of honor, and they were sitting at the table at the head of the room. 
 
    As they ate, Brad asked, “So I have to wait a week to consummate our wedding.” 
 
    Mia just giggled. 
 
      
 
    After breakfast they returned to the honeymoon cottage. Brad was fit to bust. His cock had totally woken up and his balls felt like they were on fire. 
 
    “Are you sure you can’t unlock me a little early?” It sounded to him like he was whining. 
 
    “I’m sure, honey.” She turned to him. “It’s very important that you follow the rules and become completely indoctrinated.” 
 
    “I don’t know if I like the sound of that. Indoctrinated. It sounds like I’m being trained like a dog.” 
 
    Mia smiled. “In a way, it is sort of like that. But you’ll understand more after the week is up.” 
 
    “But I haven’t crapped on the floor and I still get my nose pushed into my mess and swatted on the butt with a newspaper.” 
 
    Mia broke into a huge grin. “Oh, Bradley, that is so perfect. I want to do that.” 
 
    “Rub my nose in a mess and swat me with a newspaper?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “Honey, don’t you think this is getting a little out of hand?” 
 
    Immediately she started to tear up. “Oh, Bradley! How can you say such a thing! I’m doing everything in my power to make you feel good. I play with your penis and I kiss you and love you, and then you won’t even play a little game. A game which you suggested.” 
 
    “I wasn’t suggesting a game! I was—“ 
 
    “Doesn’t matter! You won’t do it! Are you trying to be a bad husband?” 
 
    “No! I—“ 
 
    “Then you should let me do this to you!” 
 
    “But, Mia, proper wives don’t spank their husbands!” 
 
    “Maybe you haven’t noticed, but this community runs by different rules!” She huffed. 
 
    “Honey! I’m sorry! I didn’t—“ 
 
    “Well, Mr. Bradley. I thought this week was going to be fun! I thought you were going to be a good husband. I thought…” 
 
    She continued on and on, and finally Brad buckled. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She stopped her carrying on instantly and smiled. “Will you? Really? Oh, Bradley. That is wonderful. You do love me!” 
 
    She grabbed his groin, slid a hand into his pants and rubbed his manhood and pressed her hot mouth to his. 
 
    Bradley was confused. Everything was going topsy turvy in his mind. The way he was being manipulated, his growing sexual fervor, and now this…this idea that he should have his nose rubbed into his mess and be spanked…it was crazy! 
 
    But he was too horny to think straight. His cock was crawling around, pressing painfully out, and his mind seemed to have been short circuited. 
 
    He had one dismal thought: what is going on!? 
 
    “Lay on the bed here, Bradley.” 
 
    Flabbergasted in a most subtle manner, Brad crawled up on the marriage bed.  
 
    “Oh, look! This bed came with little, leather cuffs!” 
 
    Brad looked at the corner of the bed. Mia was holding up a leather strap that seemed to be part of the bed. It came up over the corner of the bed. 
 
    “Put your hand right here…that’s it…see?” 
 
    The leather strap had a velcro fastening. It was quick and easy to put on, but it wasn’t going to be quick and easy to take off. In fact, when she had all four straps fastened, and Brad was lying face down, he knew she would have to release him. There was no way he was getting out of this on his own. 
 
    Then he realized: what does this have to do with having my nose rubbed into something? And what was the something he was supposed to have his nose rubbed into? 
 
    “Now, Bradley, we seem to have a problem.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You went to bed with your clothes on. Didn’t you know you’re supposed to be undressed?” 
 
    “Oh, well, maybe you should let me up and I can get undressed.” 
 
    “Too late for that,” Mia murmured. 
 
    She reached under his waist, he pooched up a bit, and unfastened his belt and zipper. Then she moved back and started pulling his pants down. 
 
    Now Brad found himself grinning. Sure, he was face down, but this was a very sexual position. Maybe something… 
 
    “Here you go, honey,” she pushed her panties into his mouth. 
 
    “Mphhumph!” 
 
    “What’s that?” she giggled. “I can’t hear you?” 
 
    “Mpuumph!” 
 
    “Well, Bradley, maybe I should punish you for not speaking clearly.” 
 
    “Mphooophum!” 
 
    “No. I think I’ll stick to your original sin. Or crime, if you wish.” 
 
    “Mooophumb!” 
 
    “You haven’t been eating me out! Oh, you do a good enough job with your fingers. But not once…and we’ve been married a whole day…have you used your mouth to get me off.” 
 
    “Ummphooob!” 
 
    “Don’t you know how to please a woman?” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Brad arched his back and Mia giggled.  
 
    “Isn’t this fun?” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    She was using his belt on him, and she was stronger than he had thought. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “MOOOPHOOOM!”  
 
    He tried to spit her panties out. They were blotting up all the moisture in his mouth. She had worn them all day yesterday and they were…pungent. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Brad howled through the panty gag. He cried. And then she stopped. 
 
    He lay, gasping, and she sat next to him. She reached under his body and felt his balls. “Oh, Bradley. We’re going to have so much fun. I know it doesn’t always make sense, but this is what a woman needs. And you are proving yourself a real man by submitting to it.” 
 
    Brad lay there, his ass burning, but then her fingers slithering over his testicles made him feel good.  
 
    She got off the bed, moved around, then sat down behind him, next to his burning butt. 
 
    “Now, you might not like this, but, guaranteed, once it’s in you’re going to love it.” 
 
    Her fingers entered his rectum and he jerked up, pressed his hips down. There was no way he could resist because her fingers were coated with extremely efficient lubricant. 
 
    “Doesn’t this feel wonderful? Bradley, dear?” She reamed him slowly and gently, smoothing lubricant into him. 
 
    After a moment, he relaxed. It did feel good. In fact, it felt great! 
 
    He was reminded of those women who had teased him the night before A half a dozen of them had wanted to play with his butthole. 
 
    And it was good. 
 
    He wiggled his butt a bit. 
 
    “That’s a good boy.” She used more fingers, and now she wasn’t just circling the rim, she was pushing in and out. 
 
    Brad groaned. Man, this felt good! 
 
    She pulled her fingers out, spread his ass cheeks, and pushed a butt plug into him. 
 
    He grunted. There was a moment of pain, then he was feeling really good. He felt full. And all the sensitive nerve endings were singing happily. 
 
    “Now, Bradley, I’m going to let you up. It’s time for you to go work with the men. But I expect you to lay down like this whenever I ask you. Do you understand?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “And you promise?” 
 
    Again, he nodded, and she loosened the straps. 
 
    Brad pulled on and spat out the underwear, twisted up and sat on the side of the bed. He wiped tears from his eyes, then stood up. It hurt to stay seated. 
 
    Mia handed him his belt. “You need to get together with the men now.” 
 
    He nodded, didn’t look at her, and got dressed. 
 
    He was in a confused state of mind. 
 
    He had been spanked. Made to cry. He could still taste her stinky underwear. 
 
    Yet…he was totally turned on. He looked down at his crotch. His pecker was pressing so hard against the chastity tube that he was pulling his balls out. 
 
    Even his nipples were erect. 
 
    Worst of all was the butt plug up his heinie. It felt good. It felt like he was fucking, except that, in a way, it was him that was getting fucked. 
 
    And it felt good. He felt full and it was rubbing against his prostate. It was making him drip even harder. 
 
    Finally, he walked towards the door. 
 
    “Aren’t you forgetting something?” 
 
    He turned to her, then went to her. When he kissed her it was like nothing he had ever experienced before. He had never been so aware of her hot mouth as he was right then, and he began to cry all over again. 
 
    She held him, patted his back gently. “It’s okay, honey. It’s okay.” 
 
    He nodded, and eventually she pushed him away, guided him towards the door, and he went out. 
 
    The men were already working, and none of them seemed to begrudge him his tardiness. 
 
    The preacher, the fellow who had married him and Mia, called to him. “I know you’re probably tired after last night,” he grinned. “So we’ll give you light duty. 
 
    Brad nodded and fell into step with a husky farmer type, right down to his worn coveralls and the straw in his mouth. 
 
    “Hey, young fellow, I see you survived the night.” 
 
    Brad nodded. 
 
    “You’ll be glad to know we just do a little sweep and mop today.” 
 
    A little sweep and mop ended up being a lot of work. It wasn’t hard work, but it went on and on. 
 
    They gathered towels from showers and washed them and replaced them in the building cupboards. 
 
    They changed sheets, more washing and drying. 
 
    They swept and mopped just about every floor in the community. 
 
    They picked up hampers, usually full of dainty underthings, and washed them. 
 
    Brad was handling hundreds of bras and panties. They were frilly, sexy things, and sometimes, being so horny, he wished he could take the time to sniff them. 
 
    And the day went on. 
 
    They skipped lunch, and Brad was starving by the time he was sent home to get ready for dinner. 
 
    At home Mia was waiting, and she was excited. “They brought you some clothes!” she gushed. He went through a large bundle and found tees, flannels, jeans, and a pair of stodgy work boots. 
 
    Yippee. 
 
    While he looked at the clothes Mia couldn’t keep her hands off him. She wanted him to try things on, and every change of clothes brought more fondling, more kissing. 
 
    Oh, his aching dick. It squirmed like a worm on steroids, and it felt like the head of a goat who had been butting all day. 
 
    The only good news was that Mia took out his butt plug. 
 
    He had been told to keep it in all day, and after the long day he really wanted it out. After the first few hours of being excited it became wearing. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” the old farmer type he had been working with said. “You’ll get used to it. First few days are the worst. By the end of seven days, though, you’ll be able to take anything you want up the butt.” 
 
    It was a crude way to put it, and made Brad feel awkward. But it was just an old bull giving advice to a young bull. 
 
     
 
    They sauntered over to the hall, Mia clinging to his arm and going on about her day. 
 
    First she had attended a sewing circle, and she had great plans for making a patchwork rug. 
 
    Then she had done yoga with the preacher’s wife. 
 
    Then she had…done other things. 
 
    While Brad had been washing and drying, she had been learning to knit and dance. 
 
    Somehow, to Brad’s cock caged mind, it didn’t seem all that fair. 
 
     
 
    After dinner they went to a church meeting, and the preacher made veiled jokes about the happiness of recently married couple. 
 
    All the people around them were winking and nudging. 
 
      
 
    Then it was time to go home. 
 
    To sleep. To engage in personal, sexual activity. 
 
    Except, once again, Brad was limited to hugged and kissing. 
 
    Mia played with him mercilessly, bringing him to the point of tears, and he was so horny. All night and into the wee morning. 
 
    Brad had been in the army, he had suffered through basic training, and this, what he was currently going through, was actually worse. 
 
    In the army he got three square meals a day. He had some down time, not much, but a little. And he got eight hours sleep a night. 
 
    Now he was getting two meals a day, the work, while not hard, was continual, and he certainly wasn’t getting eight hours sleep a night. 
 
    And this went on, day after day, night after night. 
 
    And if that wasn’t bad enough, women in the community sought him out at odd times. They played with him, and made him play with them. By the time seven days had passed Brad was dazed and dizzy. He was certainly looking forward to a night of no chastity tube, a night of unrestrained squirting, and then being able to sleep for fourteen or sixteen hours straight. 
 
    Then the seventh day came. 
 
     
 
    Brad was yawning at supper. 
 
    “Brad, close your mouth,” Mia giggled and teased him. “People are going to think you’re not looking forward to tonight.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m looking…” he yawned mightily, “…forward. And then I’m going to sleep 24 hours straight.” 
 
    The ladies around him chuckled and exchanged looks with Mia, who just smiled knowingly. 
 
    After dinner there was a short, prayer meeting, then the men disappeared and all the women walked Brad and Mia out to the barn. 
 
    The barn. Brad had never been in there. He heard mooing. He knew the cows were getting milked, but…why were they taking him there? Shouldn’t they be dropping him and Mia off at their own, little love nest? 
 
    They entered the barn, and it was a long building with rows of stalls, the pipes and tubes and machines of automatic milkers, and bales of hay. 
 
    Brad was now almost out on his feet. The lack of sleep, the continued horniness, he was breaking down. 
 
    The ladies supported him, however. They kept him moving. 
 
    At the end of the barn was a door, and the ladies opened it and hustled Brad in. 
 
    It was a series of large stalls, but the stalls had benches in them. The benches were sloping down in the center, and Brad was helped onto one of them. That was the moment he realized that he had been, not only sleep deprived and hornicized, but drugged. 
 
    “Hey?” 
 
    “It’s okay, honey. You just been given a mild sedative. We don’t want you sleeping through your wedding night.” 
 
    “But…I…” his words were slurred and his mind was cock eyed. 
 
    The women moved around the bench and fastened his limbs down. His belly filled the curve of the bench, and this pooched his butt up. 
 
    One of the women moved behind him, placed one hand on his butt and gripped his butt plug with the other. It was a big plug, Mia had been putting bigger and bigger plugs into him, and she pulled. 
 
    It popped out with the sound of a champagne bottle popping its cork. 
 
    Brad groaned. Even that felt good to his addled senses. 
 
    “What’s going on?” he asked. 
 
    One of the older ladies sat down next to him. He heard the women moving around behind him, whispering and giggling. 
 
    “Well, Bradley,” said the older woman, “you have no doubt come to understand how serious we are about keeping the body pure and sacred.” 
 
    It was the preacher’s wife. She was a good looking woman, with the usual large breasts of the women of the community. She leaned down and whispered in his ear. “No man, nor woman, should be sullied by impure thoughts. We pity the people of old. Men were insistent, and there was no way, no technology, to control them. Fortunately, we have advanced, and now there is a way to help men control themselves.” 
 
    Suddenly, Brad felt a penetration in his butt. 
 
    He groaned, and arched his back. The penetration was larger than a butt plug, and it was curved. 
 
    “What you are feeling is our special, patent pending prostate massager. It is designed to press on the prostate, and that will release your seed. 
 
    Whoever was behind him, he thought it might be Mia, was moving forward and backward, pushing into him and pulling out, and he could feel the delicious pressure of the tip of the thing pressing on his prostate. 
 
    “From this point on you will be milked three times a week. Your semen will be used for artificial insemination. Just think, some of the ladies of the community might end up carrying your baby, and you will never know. 
 
    Any remaining seed will be mixed into food products, which food products will make you, and us, extremely healthy. You have no doubt noticed our large breasts, our fine skin, our lush locks of long hair. You may have noticed how healthy and strong our men are. This is the result of male semen. 
 
    “Also, you may find yourself close to orgasm at times. At that point we will back off and give you a brief rest. We don’t want you to suffer any undue agitation. We want to keep you in the best possible position so that you will be fertile at all times and ready for milking. 
 
    Brad lay on the bench. His eyes were half rolled back at the pleasure he was receiving. What she had said was true, he felt close to orgasm, but whenever it looked like he might be able to lurch a few times and give himself an orgasm, they stopped and waited. 
 
    Again and again and again. 
 
    The first woman finished. Apparently the ‘prostate massager’ they were using had a little nub on the back end that tickled their G spot. He heard woman after woman groan, only to be replaced by another. 
 
    So this was where the women spent their days and nights. He had noticed that there didn’t seem to be many women in sight during the day, or the night, so this is where they were. 
 
    And this was why the men smiled, yet seemed so docile. 
 
    “You’re starting to produce now, Bradley. Can you feel it?” 
 
    It felt like he was pissing. One of the women was holding a large, silver can under his caged cock, and the semen was drizzling into the container. He could hear the occasion splat and tinkle as he emptied out. 
 
    Another woman took him. 
 
    Mia sat down next to him. “Gosh, Bradley, you were good. I’m so proud of you.” 
 
    He turned his face towards her. He was no longer tired. Now he was wired. Now he was, even as he was being emptied, filled with a kind of energy. 
 
    “I’m never going to get to fuck you, am I?” 
 
    “Oh, Bradly, you silly. Of course not. But why would you want to? Why would you want to assert some sort of ownership over me? Isn’t it more pleasurable to be excited, and then drained?” 
 
    The problem with her argument was that she was right. 
 
    He had been raised a male, by males. Now he was being reconditioned, raised, as it were, by females. 
 
    Now he was learning his new place in the world. 
 
    He would be excited by endless women so free in their charms, and drained of his excitement regularly. 
 
    He wouldn’t be stubborn or truculent. He would be well mannered and loving, and his seed wouldn’t be wasted. 
 
    Another woman moved up behind him. He felt the sinking in of her dong. He felt shivers as she touched his prostate and manipulated it. 
 
    And Brad had a vision, a little cartoon in his head. And the vision was of him working like a dog during the day, happy and stupid, and then being drained of his energy at night. And he would give up dreams for this utopia. He wouldn’t cheat on his wife, or go off to war. He wouldn’t commit crimes or…or break any of the ten commandments. 
 
    And he could see all mankind being converted to this existence. All mankind led to their stalls. Free to be loved, and then drained.  
 
    As a tear trickled down his cheek, a tear for a lost civilization, Mia kissed him and whispered, “Oh, Bradley, we’re going to have so much fun!” 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    The lady who moved in next door was a fox. I mean, she had large jugs. Gallon jugs. And the nipples were always erect. First time I met her I was carrying in the groceries for my mom and she got to talking with Mrs. Amanda. Nancy Amanda, that was her name. 
 
    I sidled up, I had seen her from a distance and wanted to get closer and check out the babe factor. 
 
    So I trucked the groceries in, then walked over to where Mrs. Amanda and my mother were talking.  
 
    Crap! Talk about a babe factor! Her nipples were poking right through her sweater! Big boobs, and she was excited. I mean, it wasn’t just the cold, right? Because she was wearing a sweater! 
 
    “This is Johnny. Johnny, this is our neighbor Mrs. Amanda.” 
 
    I clicked my eyes up real quick, but I could see a twinkle in Nancy’s eye that told me she had caught me checking her out. 
 
    “Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.” 
 
    “Hi, Johnny. Good to meet you. But please call me Nancy.” She offered a hand and I took it. It was warm, and her eyes were scintillating. Green. Wise. Her lips were red, and moist. And I had to be careful because this close, feeling her flesh, I was in boner city. 
 
    I mean, I’m healthy. 19 years old. Home from college for the summer, and no girl friend. 
 
    And no girl friend meant I was horny. 
 
    She let go of my hand, having conquered my heart, and continued her conversation with my mother. And I slunk back into the house. 
 
    Man. What a babe. What a knock out. I was in love. 
 
    Okay, I wasn’t in love, but I sure was in lust. 
 
    But, being just 19, I knew I didn’t have a chance with such a choice chick. She was about 30, a MILF if ever there was one, and…you read about MILFs going wild, but that’s just stories. Doesn’t happen in real life. 
 
    So I mowed the lawn, then spent the afternoon swimming. 
 
    I heard music coming from Nancy’s house, then I heard water splashing. She had a pool, too, and I smiled. 
 
    I went to the hedge separating our houses and peeked through. 
 
    Oh, man. She was naked. Like, not a stitch. And she was swimming back and forth. Climbing out and diving in, then swimming back and forth. A couple of times she went off the board, her boobs just flew  up and down. Then she stopped, and I figured that it was because big boobs like hers probably hurt when they bounced like that. 
 
    I watched for a while, and I stroked myself, and I kept getting right to the edge, then backing off. 
 
    I like sex, but I like good sex. 
 
    If you jack off all the time it just turns into a spurt.  
 
    But if you edge yourself for a few hours, man, the sex turns so fucking hot you are about die! 
 
    So I watched her, and I dreamed. I studied her hairless snatch, and I dreamed of putting my penis in it. I watched her bounce, and I wanted to catch those big boobs in my hands and suck them. I stared at how firm and round her buns were, and my cock was so hard it was aching. But I just kept jacking and jacking, backing off, then jacking and jacking, and backing off. 
 
    Finally, Mom was due home, so I took a final dip, then went into the house. 
 
    Upstairs, and I began stroking. The final countdown. My hand slithered up and down, I was close. I squeezed my balls, I played with my nipples, and just before I was about to cum— 
 
    “Johnny? Could you come help me?” 
 
    Oh, fuck! “Yes, Mom.” but, in a way I liked it. To be so close and then denied, and not just from my own discipline, but by my mother…it raised the experience to even higher levels. 
 
    She had some boxes for me to bring in, so I did, and then I had a Pepsi and we talked for a while, and I was in heaven. My cock was just roasting. I wanted to cum so badly. 
 
    But I was also down from the high point I had been at. The break I had just taken had made me not so desperate, and I decided to just enjoy the peak and start all over again tomorrow. I could watch Nancy in her pool, stroke myself higher than I had ever been, and the cum…man, the cum was going to be a supernova! 
 
    So I slept, my big boner pressed up against my belly, or straight up in the air, or every which way it wanted, and I woke up in the morning feeling hornier than I had ever felt in my life. 
 
    The day began wonderfully. Big breakfast, a quick run around the block, and my blood was pumping. Fuck, yeah! 
 
    Then I hopped in the pool, swam a few laps and just floated for a while, and then I heard the sound of somebody splashing over the hedge. I tip toed to the spot I used and peered through the bushes. 
 
    Naked. Lush. Breasts like white mounds, creamy skin. Nipples stiff and proud. Man, I was mesmerized. 
 
    I took out my penis and began stroking. Right to the edge, and stopped. Right to the edge and stopped. Man, when I came it was going to be truly stupendous! 
 
    On the other side of the hedge Nancy swam a few laps, did some yoga, and then lay down on her lounge. And picked up her phone. 
 
    Oh, darn. She was probably going to call some guy. Geez. I’d give my left nut to be that guy. 
 
    I watched, my heart sinking, and suddenly…Doot da Doot Doot! Doot da Doot Doot! 
 
    It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket! 
 
    Nancy looked across the pool, right at me! 
 
    I scrambled back. She couldn’t have seen me. No way! 
 
    I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone. 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    “Hi, Johnny. This is your neighbor, Nancy.” 
 
    “Hi, Nancy!” I was still stroking my dick. Through all of that I hadn’t let go, and I was almost ready to spurt. I squeezed my cock, hard, to stop the orgasm. Just in time. My legs were shivering and my head was light, but I stopped it. 
 
    “Are you okay? You sound a little out of breath.” 
 
    “No. I mean, I’m okay. I was just running.” 
 
    “I know. I heard your phone.” 
 
    Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! 
 
    “But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.” Sigh of relief. 
 
    “Your mother gave me your number and said you might be willing to do a little donkeywork. It’s easy, and I pay well.” 
 
    “Well, uh, yeah. Sure. I let go of my cock and a single bead of sperm dribbled out. 
 
    “Okay, then. After lunch?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “I’ll see you then.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She hung up and I almost fell over. I had almost been caught jacking off. Well, she knew I had been running, but…maybe she didn’t know what I was doing. 
 
    Anyway, I was going to be hanging with her this afternoon, and that was sweet.  
 
    I thought about going up and finishing myself off, but, again, I wanted to wait just a little bit longer. I wanted to be just a little bit hornier. It’s sort of a game with me, seeing how horny I can get, and right now I was getting as close to as horny as I had ever been. So I managed to hold myself off. 
 
      
 
    After lunch I sauntered over to her house and knocked on the door. I was carrying a spare change of clothes she had told me to bring. The load in my testicles was heavy and my cock was ultra sensitive. 
 
    If anything, she was more sexy. She was wearing a thin sweatshirt cut off at the waist. Emblazoned in an arching script over her sizable boobs was the phrase ‘Pink Power!’  
 
    Oh, God! Sproing. Damn it! I had just gotten it under control. I should have finished whacking off before I came over. 
 
    “Hi, Johnny,” she opened the door and I tried desperately not to stare at her tits. But…her lips were plump and curved and full and…I gulped. “Hey, Nancy.” 
 
    She led me through the house, and with her not looking at me I stared right at her sexy ass. Round. A bubble of sex, and a thin waist. 
 
    She turned her head and I gulped again and got my eyes up in time. I think. “I can’t thank you enough for helping me. But I warn you, it might get a little dirty.” 
 
    “Hey, dirt is my middle name.” Oh, God, that was a stupid thing to say. 
 
    But she laughed and told me to put my spare clothes on a kitchen chair and opened the door to the basement. She led me downstairs and I looked at ‘The Mess.’ That’s what I called it, and deservedly. 
 
    It was a long room filled with a 100 years of debris. 
 
    “I bought this place as is, but I really didn’t expect to find a century worth of storage in it.” 
 
    “Wow.” I stared at the tons of boxes and old furniture and stuff. 
 
    “There might be something of value down here. An antique or four, and what we’ve got to do is go through it all. We sort, carry it upstairs—and you can see that there are some heavy things that I won’t be able to carry—and clean this place out.” 
 
    “You know there’s more than a day’s work here. It’s gonna take a week, maybe more.” 
 
    She stepped closer to me, placed her palm on my forearm, and I almost swooned. Those green eyes staring right up into mine. 
“I know. Your mother said you were off for the summer. Is this too much?” 
 
    “No, no.” I quickly said. “It’s just…I wanted you to be aware.” 
 
    She grinned ruefully, her palm was making my whole body sweat. “I’m aware.” 
 
    I hope she was aware of what she was doing to my sexual apparatus. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She took her hand off me then, and I immediately missed it. “Okay, then. Shall we start?” 
 
    We started, and that was the messiest basement I have ever seen in my life. 
 
    First, there were the cobwebs. 
 
    “I set off some bug bombs, but now we have to get rid of the spider domiciles.” 
 
    Domicile. That was the word for it. Giant cathedrals of delicate web. 
 
    We took brooms and went crazy. We started at the end and moved back towards the stairs. By the time we reached the stairs we were both dusty and dirty and sweating. But the basement had had its first sweeping, and there wasn't a glimpse of a ‘spider domicile’ in the place. Of course, there would be lots of bugs and stuff inside the mess of stuff, but we had taken a major chunk out and couldn’t move around more freely. 
 
    “Okay,” she said, “Come with me.” 
 
    We went up the stairs, me staring at her ass, of course, and jumped in the pool. And that about killed me. 
 
    She took off her clothes and jumped in. 
 
    I stared, my mouth open. 
 
    “Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.” 
 
    “But I’ve got…I’ve…” 
 
    “A boner. I know. And I don’t care. I’ve seen a boner or two in my lifetime, and they don’t scare me. And I know my nakedness doesn’t scare you because you were watching me yesterday.” She laughed and did a backstroke. 
 
    Oh, crap. She had seen me. But between her laughter and the truth, I did it. I stripped and jumped in, and it was weird jumping into the water with a big erection. Oh, I’ve done that before, but it was an erection that she was grinning at. 
 
    We swam in a circle or two, then she climbed out. 
 
    I followed her, and was red-faced, and we dried off with a couple of fluffy towels. Then I got into my spare clothes, and she got into hers. And she was even sexier. A short skirt and a flannel shirt. A flannel shirt which, I might add, she kept unbuttoned. Yep, I had a perfect view of her big, bra encased boobs. 
 
    We descended the stairs and she said, “I hope you don’t mind my Bohemian ways. I’ve never been embarrassed by my body.” 
 
    I risked, “Hey, I’m getting a thrill.” 
 
    She laughed, patted my cheek, and we turned back to ‘The Mess.’ 
 
    Sans dirt and spiderwebs it was still a mess. “Guess we should start at this end this time,” she sighed. 
 
    ‘This end’ was mostly boxes, and we opened up one and started going through it. It was books, and some of them might have been worth something, but they had been ruined by water. 
 
    “Good stuff goes in the garage. Bad stuff on the driveway.” 
 
    “This is bad stuff,” I said, hoisting the box, and I headed for the stairs. 
 
    And that was the way it went for an hour. Box after box. Sometimes I had a break while she sorted and selected various books, sometimes I was humping up and down the stairs.  
 
    After an hour we took another swim break, and this time I didn’t hesitate to strip and jump in. 
 
    Nancy giggled. “Don’t you have a girlfriend or something?” I turned red and she laughed. “Now I’ve gone and embarrassed you.” 
 
    We swam in circles, then hopped out and got into our original clothes, which we had left in the sun and were now dry. 
 
    We had a Pepsi, sitting by the pool, and I looked over to where I had been peeping. 
 
    “It’s all right if you look at me through the hedge.” 
 
    Man. The red-faced thing again. 
 
    But she said, “I consider it a compliment that a healthy, young stud like you finds me worth looking at. 
 
    “Oh, you’re worth looking at,” I blurted. 
 
    She laughed, placed a hand on my arm said, “You’re sweet.” 
 
    On one hand, I was proud and preening, she liked me, her hand was like electricity on my flesh. On the other hand, I sure would like to be more than ‘sweet.’ And, if there was a third hand, it would have been in my pants stroking like mad. 
 
    Heck. I hadn’t cum for a few of days, and I had been edged to a fare thee well for the last two days. 
 
    “Well, shall we proceed,” She smiled at me. 
 
    Now, I should say this right out front, she was a woman who liked to tease. And this first day was the introduction. She would catch me staring at her boobs and she would wink. In the pool she would see the lust in my eyes and she would stretch, arch her back and present her boobs, then chuckle at the dumfounded look on my face. 
 
    But that was about as far as it would have gone, except for the nail. 
 
    On the third day, a third of the way through the basement, I was moving a table out from a wall, I bent and pushed, and…ri-i-ip! 
 
    A nail took out my pants. I mean, really took them out. The material was separate across one thigh and half my shorts were just sort of hanging there. 
 
    “Oh, crap,” I said. 
 
    Nancy, looked, then gasped. “You’re bleeding!” 
 
    I was. It wasn’t deep, but it was nasty looking. 
 
    “Come with me.” 
 
    “It’s nothing.” 
 
    “It’s something. Now get your ass in gear.” 
 
    She led the way up the stairs, through the house and up to the second floor. 
 
    In her bathroom she took out some peroxide and cotton and a bandage. 
 
    “Lose the shorts. Sit on the edge of the counter.” 
 
    I kicked off the shorts and sat on the sink, and…I had a boner. 
 
    Well, she knew that. 
 
    But there is a difference between swimming in a pool and being a dozen feet away, and being…inches apart. 
 
    She turned and looked down, and stopped. “Fuck,” she whispered. Then she put her hands on my flesh, made me turn slightly to the right. My cock was right there, inches from her hands as she dabbed at the cut with peroxide. 
 
    “Sorry,” I said. 
 
    She glanced up at me. “You’re sorry?” She sounded sad. 
 
    My cock was shivering, and I could feel her breath on it, as she dressed the wound. 
 
    She straightened up, and we were a foot apart, her breasts almost touching my chest. “I’m the one that’s sorry, Johnny.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “When my husband died I thought it was the end of the world, and I vowed never to touch another cock. Isn’t that stupid? But then I move in here and I see you. And you’re so young and healthy and full of life. You remind me of all the good things, and I made a promise to myself.” 
 
    There wasn’t much I could say, so I listened. 
 
    “But I’m going to ask you for something.” She took a breath, actually gulped a little, then: “Don’t masturbate.” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    “I know, you’re going to say you don’t masturbate. but every boy, every man…” she placed a red tipped hand on my chest. “every man jacks off. So don’t tell me you don’t.” 
 
    I could have just said yea or nay, but I had to explain. “I try not to. I try to hold it in, but…every once in a while.” I shrugged. 
 
    She stared at me. “How long has it been since you masturbated.” 
 
    “Only five days.” 
 
    “How long between masturbations?”  
 
    “Usually a couple of weeks. A couple of times I held out for three weeks, but…you know…it’s hard.” 
 
    She smiled, inches from me, and she reached down and placed her hand on my cock. She was kissing distance away, and we felt the heat, but her hand on my chest kept me from moving in. 
 
    “Let’s see how long we can go. Don’t jack off. And I’ll try to help you. Let’s see if you can last a summer.” 
 
    “What…what about you?” 
 
    “Me, too. In a weird way, this will help me. Every day will be a trial, but if you can hold out, then so can I.” 
 
    Then she said the clincher. “We’ll be good for each other, Johnny.” 
 
    I nodded, was afraid to say something. Afraid she would take her hand off my cock. 
 
    She leaned forward then, yet kept her hand on my chest. She hesitated, then she touched her lips to mine. Soft, warm, but it was just a peck. A peck between friends. 
 
    Then she backed off and said, “Let’s get you into some clothes and get back to work.” 
 
    “I’ve got my spare clothes out back.” 
 
    “But they’re still wet. Just wait a moment, I have something I think you’ll like.” 
 
    She darted into her closet and rummaged, and I stood in the bathroom door and looked around her bedroom. She wasn’t a messy lady, but she had a couple of bras hanging over the end of her bed. I had seen nylons hanging from the shower rod. In addition she had a hamper with panties in it, and her table full of make up. I could smell the sweet scent of her make up. 
 
    She looked out of the closet and said, “Close your eyes, Johnny. I’m going to dress you. It will be a surprise.” 
 
    I closed my eyes and she giggled as she crossed the room.  
 
    “Put your hand here for balance and lift your right foot.” 
 
    I followed her directions and I felt her slip an article of clothing up my leg, then the other leg. I thought it was shorts or something, but she kept pulling, and I felt the material pull on my crotch and go right up my body, then she was pulling material, like a shirt, over my shoulders. 
 
    “Okay. Open eyes.” 
 
    I did, and I gasped. I was in a one piece garment, and it was pink. A combination shorts and shirt, and I think they call it a ‘onesy.’ but…pink? 
 
    And to make matters worse, my cock was sticking out the bottom, down one leg. It was pink, and sexy, and obscene. 
 
    She laughed and pulled me to a mirror. “Look, isn’t it cute?” 
 
    My cock was straining, and the garment was just barely too small. It was too big for her, and not quite big enough for me, and I stretched it. but it was a stretchy material so there wasn’t much danger of me breaking it. 
 
    She placed her hand on my cock and we stood and stared at the mirror. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” I whimpered. 
 
    “Sorry,” she said, and removed her hand. But I wasn’t sorry, and I was sure she wasn’t. 
 
    “I…I can’t wear—“ 
 
    “Of course you can. It was my husband’s, and it just sits there.” 
 
    Her husband wore pink? I had images of them doing things with him in a pink onesy, and I swear, I almost came on the spot. If she had touched me I think I would have. 
 
    “Now, come on. Let’s get back to work.” She grabbed my hand and led me back downstairs. 
 
    More boxes. then some furniture, and I could feel my cock straining with every step, every bend, every twist. 
 
    She kept looking at me and giggling, and a couple of times she ‘accidentally’ turned and bumped my crotch with her hand. 
 
    After an hour we took another break. We undressed and jumped in the pool and just swam around. The dressing on my cut was okay, and my cock felt the water passing over it, then we were standing in the shallow end, facing each other, breathing hard. 
 
    She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her. 
 
    I made a sound back in my throat, a beggary type of sound, then she was kissing me. No simple peck this time. Now a full lipped, grinding of our mouths. 
 
    She pulled back, then buried her head against my shoulder. “Are you close, Johnny?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    She stopped stroking me. “Can I just hold it?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    She let go and I made a whining sound. 
 
    Suddenly she reached up and put her hands around my neck and pulled me down. “Suck me, Johnny. Feel my tits.” 
 
    My mouth found a nipple and I squeezed her breasts, one boob in each hand. 
 
    “Oh, God!” She groaned. After a minute she pushed me away. Turned and used her arms and walked as quickly as she could out of the pool. Her shoulders were shaking. 
 
    I followed her, caught her just inside the sliding window of her house. “Are you okay?” 
 
    She was crying, and she turned and pressed against me. My cock poked against her juncture, and her breasts were hot and heavy against my chest. I held her and her shoulders shook. 
 
    “Go home, Johnny. We’re done for the day.” 
 
    She turned and ran upstairs. 
 
    I went out to the pool area and put on my clothes. When I went through her house I paused, I wanted to say something, but…I didn’t think she wanted me to say anything. 
 
    I went to the front door and walked home. 
 
      
 
    That night was a trial. On one hand I have never been so hard and horny. I was actually leaking, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and it was all I could do not to take it in hand and do the deed. 
 
    On the other hand, I was confused. Why was Nancy crying? Why did she run off like that? 
 
    “You’re silent tonight,” my mother observed over a plate of spaghetti. 
 
    I forced a smile. “Just moving some heavy stuff today.” 
 
    “Well, it’s nice of you to help Nancy.” 
 
    I think she was prying, but didn’t want to appear nosy. 
 
    I grinned. “We’re just cleaning out the basement, lots of dirt and dust, but…it’s actually sort of fun.” 
 
    “Fun?” 
 
    “Boxes full of last century.” 
 
    “Ah, yes,” she smiled. “Old fart stuff.” 
 
    “Yes,” I said with a straight face. “Almost as old as you.” 
 
    Mom’s face opened up and she laughed. “you brat!” 
 
    “Well, maybe not that old.” 
 
    “No ice cream for you!” 
 
    But she did give me ice cream, and everything was fine. 
 
    Until I went upstairs to go to bed. 
 
    I stood at the window and stared at Nancy’s house. She was a beautiful woman, and I was besotted. But it was for a summer. And nothing was going to happen except teasing. 
 
    That was the worst moment. I had been wanting to grab old faithful and spank him to a frothy squirt, but…but I had promised. 
 
    Well, I hadn’t promised, but my silent acceptance of her terms…it was a promise. 
 
    Finally, the moon shining down on the waters of her swimming pool and creating another moon, I stripped and went to bed. 
 
      
 
    I showed up bright and early, and she was ready for me. No sign of the tears, only happiness, and she opened the door and I walked in. 
 
    “Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?” 
 
    Blink. I had brought over a spare pair of clothes, but apparently I wouldn’t need them. “Sure.” 
 
    “I’ve got some other stuff you might consider wearing, too.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” 
 
    But she didn’t say anything, just smiled, and handed me the pink onesy. 
 
    I stripped and put it on, and she watched my cock with appreciation. “When you’re young it never ends,” she whispered. 
 
    We went downstairs and went to work. There was a table, in pieces, that I had to lug up the stairs. It was heavy oak, and it took me a while. 
 
    Then there were three old TVs. And a bunch of paintings. 
 
    “Did you know the old lady who lived here?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Mrs. Grandie. She baked cookies when I was a kid. A lot of cookies.” 
 
    I had the feeling that Nancy wanted to say more, but we just kept working. 
 
    But I could feel her thinking. 
 
    She was crying, then happy, then thinking. She was a woman with depth, and that was good. I had had girlfriends, and I appreciated a MILF. I liked intelligent conversation and sexual nuances with no drawbacks. 
 
    I spent an hour taking lamps and broken boards up to the garage, and we were at the halfway mark. It was about ten thirty, and time for another swim break.  
 
    We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool. 
 
    “Man, that basement is hot. I thought under houses was supposed to be cool.” 
 
    “Normally it is, but we’re working…” 
 
    We swam in circles, and I could tell she was still thinking. 
 
    “I know I’m a little young, but if you want to talk about anything…” 
 
    She stopped, and stared at me. “You are so not young. You are as mature as any man I have ever known.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything, and she studied me, then she said, “Come with me.” 
 
    She got out of the pool and pointed at a lounge. “Sit down here.” 
 
    I sat, my cock pointing towards the sky, and she went into the house. She was out a minute later, carrying two frosty drinks. 
 
    “I know you drink beer. Will your mother mind a little bourbon?” 
 
    “She’s cool. She knows I don’t drink to excess.” 
 
    Nancy nodded, handed me a glass and sat down on the lounge…with me. 
 
    It was a wide lounge, but our bodies were pressed together, and she snuggled around until she was cuddled in my arms. She sipped, and I sipped. 
 
    “It’s called a Coke High.”  
 
    “Bourbon and Coke. And it’s good bourbon.” 
 
    I could feel her grin, then she sobered up, sipped a bit, and began talking. 
 
    “Once upon a time there was a wide-eyed girl. Very innocent, and she fell in love with a man a couple of years older than her. Eventually, they married, but on the night before their wedding he made a confession. ‘My dear, there is something you should know about me before we go through with this.’ 
 
    “‘What’s that?’ I asked. 
 
    “‘I wear women’s underwear.’ 
 
    “Now, this woman was not upset, maybe a little weirded out, but not upset, and she said, ‘Prove it.’ 
 
    “So the man did. 
 
    “And they got married, and she entered into a fairytale existence. She loved the man with all her heart, and she looked forward to dressing him up every day. He would wear bras and nylons. He would put on make up. He was a handsome man with a kind face, a gentle face, and he looked just like a woman when he was all fixed up. 
 
    “Outside of the house he was a man. A take charge kind of guy, he owned a couple of companies and ran them like Captain Bligh ran ‘The Bounty.’ But once home, once in the arms of his loving wife, he explored his gentle side. 
 
    “And the man and the woman lived together for a few years, and life was about as good as it could get.” 
 
    She paused. She had been drinking while talking, and she put her empty glass down. I sucked my drink down and placed my glass to the side. 
 
    She said, “Then he died. Just…died.” her voice broke. “And the woman was ejected from the fairytale, and no matter what she did…life was just not the same.” 
 
    She began sobbing. She turned into me, cried against my chest, and I held her. I could feel her tears running down my chest and sliding to the side on my abdomen. She cried and cried and there was nothing I could do but hold her. 
 
    Finally, a long while later, she stopped crying. She just lay against me, breathing, her face against my chest. Then she turned the rest of the way and sat on me. My cock was hard and stiff and ran up her backside. Right between her buns, but no entry. 
 
    She wiped her eyes, and she looked…different. She laughed, and sniffed, and she leaned her elbows on my chest. Her green eyes were inches form mine, her breath was fresh on my mouth. 
 
    “Johnny. Can I ask you…to do something? It’s okay if you don’t want to. But…but I need this. Can I ask you?” 
 
    I felt like I was saying the words of ancient play, written long ago and just now come to mind. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Can I dress you up? Like I used to dress my husband up? It’s okay if you say no. We’ll just keep cleaning the basement.” 
 
    Dress me up. The onesy. Pink. Everything coming together in my mind. 
 
    Sure, we could keep cleaning the basement, but it wouldn’t be the same. Our relationship would be altered, and I would be moving junk instead of playing with a beautiful, vivacious woman. So there really wasn't much choice. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    And she kissed me. And kissed me. And kissed me. 
 
    And my cock got harder. And harder. And harder. 
 
     
 
      
 
    This has been the first part of 
 
      
 
    The Long, Hot Feminization! 
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