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    A Word from the Author! 
 
      
 
    Isn’t it amazing how things have changed? 
 
    Women used to stay home and do the dishes. 
 
    Then they went out and got jobs and started working. 
 
    They took over companies and broke the glass ceiling and…and now men want to stay home and do the dishes! And the laundry. And cook. And clean… 
 
    And wear make up and sexy lingerie. 
 
    And, actually, it’s a return to the norm. 
 
    If you do a little googling you’ll find out that men have worn dresses, and still do, all around the world. Part of their culture. 
 
    And men have worn tights, and codpieces, and perfume, and all sorts of sexy things all through history! 
 
    And the obsession men have to wear chastity tubes is out the darn roof! 
 
    I tell ya, girls, the door is open, and if I were you I’d see about helping these poor guys realize their true nature! 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie 
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    On Amazon type in: 
 
    ‘GRACE MANSFIELD 21 STORIES’ 
 
    for a massive collection of bundles! 
 
    21 steamy five star stories in each bundle! 
 
    All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination, 
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    ‘GRACE MANSFIELD 21 STORIES’

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Feminization for a Practical Joke! 
 
    He thought he was clever, 
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    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    What do you call a lesbian dinosaur? A Lickalotopus. 
 
     
 
    What's the difference between kinky and perverted? Kinky is when you tickle your girlfriend with a feather, perverted is when you use the whole bird. 
 
      
 
    I bet you can't tell me something that will make me both happy and sad at the same time," a husband says to his wife.  
 
    She thinks about it for a moment and then responds, "Your penis is bigger than your brother’s. 
 
      
 
    Why does Santa Claus have such a big sack? He only comes once a year. 
 
      
 
    A family's driving behind a garbage truck when a dildo flies out and thumps against the windshield. Embarrassed, the mother says, “Don't worry, dear. That was just an insect.? 
 
    “Wow," the boy replies. "I'm surprised it could get off the ground with a cock like that!” 
 
      
 
    Hope you enjoy the joke! 
 
    STAY HORNY!  
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    June stirred. The bed was shaking very slightly. Just waking up, sleepy, groggy, she tried to figure out what was happening. 
 
    Was it an earthquake? Something else? What was going on? 
 
    Then she heard the grunting. “Unh…unh…oh, yeah!” 
 
    Her eyes flicked open. She knew that sound! It was Joel, he was…he was…she flipped over, but it was too late. The last drop was wrung out of him and she knew what had happened. 
 
    “You son of bitch!” she yelped. She felt her hair, her long, luxurious, golden, blonde hair, and felt the goo. 
 
    Joel was laughing as he rolled out of the bed. 
 
    “Thanks, babe. I needed that!” He swaggered away from her, across the room to the bathroom. 
 
    She sat up and tried to wipe his sperm out of her tresses. 
 
    Her hair was a mess, he must have unloaded a ton on her. 
 
    She heard him in the shower, singing lustily.  
 
      
 
    “Nothing could be finer 
 
    than to be in her vagina 
 
    in the morn-orning!” 
 
      
 
    He was happy as a clam, a clam that had just cum all over his girlfriend’s hair. 
 
    She got out of bed and went into the bathroom. 
 
    You son of a bitch!” she repeated as she began washing her hair in the sink. 
 
    “Hey, honey! Top of the morning to you!” 
 
    “Why did you do that!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You know what! Why’d you jerk off on my hair?” 
 
    He opened the shower door a crack and looked out, “But, honey, I was so horny I just had to. I mean, after not squirting last night…can you blame me?” 
 
    “You fuck!” 
 
    He laughed, closed the door and continued showering. 
 
    Then she chuckled. That son of a bitch. She had been too tired last night. They had partied hard, and she just wanted to go to bed, so she had begged off sex. But that’s one thing she shouldn’t do with Joel.  
 
    Joel was the consummate practical joker, and it was inevitable that he would get back at her. 
 
    Jacking off in her hair. What a clown. 
 
    At that moment he opened the shower door and stepped out. He started toweling himself off, an innocent look on his handsome face.  
 
    “I’m going to get you back,” June said, looking at him in the mirror, but she couldn't keep the gruff look on her face. She looked down to hide her smile, but he caught it. 
 
    He tickled her, cupped her buns and kissed the back of her neck. 
 
    She laughed and turned and they hugged. “I swear, that wasn't funny.” 
 
    “I know. It was cruel and unusual. They passed a constitutional amendment against men masturbating on women. I should be punished. 
 
    She grabbed his now limp weenie. “I promise you, I’ll get you back.” 
 
    “Oh, please! No! Not that!” 
 
    They were both laughing now, and they commenced to get dressed and headed for breakfast. 
 
      
 
    Joel worked on the internet from home, and he spent his days in the computer room. 
 
    June was a consultant. This day she had an early appointment, then a lunch date with her best friend, Shiela. 
 
    “He what?” blurted Shiela when June told her how she had awoken that morning. 
 
    June shook her head. “He is a practical joker, and that’s the bottom line. And, when you get past the irritation, it was sort of funny.” 
 
    “Funny is one thing. But…that’s disgraceful! That’s disrespectful!” 
 
    “Of course it is. But somehow he manages to pull it off.” 
 
    The girls talked over their chicken salads and wine, and June listed  Joel’s history as a practical joker. 
 
    “He put glue in a hand sanitizer. I squeezed and squeezed and couldn’t figure it out…” 
 
    “He taped a coffee cup to the top of the car when he kissed me good bye. People were honking at me all the way to town and pointing at my roof….” 
 
    “He reset all the clocks in the house! I was frantic, thought I was an hour late, and I ended up being an hour early!” 
 
    With each example of Joel’s genius for jokes Shiela snickered, until she was out right laughing. 
 
    Finally, she said, “You really should get him back.” 
 
    “I’ve tried, but he has a sixth sense about this. He catches me every time, and usually manages to turn it around on me. 
 
    “Hmm,” Shiela got a far away look in her eyes. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “What if you had help? Somebody he didn’t know. He’d never suspect them, and…” she shrugged eloquently. 
 
    “Really?” June was intrigued. “Did you have somebody in mind?” 
 
    “Well, I do. But…I have to warn you, they tend to be over the top.” 
 
    “How over the top?” 
 
    Shiela thought about it for a moment. “More over the top than Joel.” 
 
    “Really?” June wasn’t put off at all. She wanted somebody who was a bigger practical joker than her husband. 
 
    “The guys I’m thinking of…they are truly wild characters.” 
 
    “How wild?” 
 
    “Do you remember that guy who they found buried up to his neck in the cemetery?” 
 
    June’s mouth opened. 
 
    “That was them.” 
 
    “I remember that guy. He went into a bar and woke up in a grave. He was totally freaked.” 
 
    “The back story is that the man’s wife was a sister to one of them, and the guy had been bullying her. So they decided to teach him a lesson. And except for a few women who know the true story, the guy doesn’t suspect his brother-in-law at all!” 
 
    “That’s really pulling it off!” 
 
    “And do you remember Billy Saxton?” 
 
    “Billy…” June frowned. “Wasn’t he the one arrested for murder?” 
 
    “He was, but that’s not the story. Billy was bugging a girl, like stalking her, peeping at her at night. He threatened to show naked photos of her on the internet. Somehow these two fellows found out, and they stole his license plate late at night. They put it on a car that looked exactly like his, then put a body half under the car, hiding just the face. They made it look like the body had been stabbed and sliced, did a wonderful job of make up, then they took a photo and sent it to the police.” 
 
    “And the police arrested him? The guy who was bothering the girl?” 
 
    “They did. They charged him with murder, but there was no body, no evidence, nothing…except a badly shot photo. He was eventually let go…but he got the message and never went near that girl again!” 
 
    “Oh, my God! How do I meet these maniacs? I need them to teach Joel a lesson!” 
 
    “I can hook you up with them, but you have to remember, these guys are serious. To them, Joel would be a lightweight. These guys are the real thing.” 
 
    “As long as there is no permanent damage, that’s fine.” 
 
    “Okay. I’ll introduce you, but that’s it. After that I’m outa there.” 
 
    “Deal.” 
 
    They fist bumped over their salads. 
 
      
 
    Two weeks later June met Shiela at ‘Yesterday’s Bar.’ It was a run down shack with a clientele so scruffy the bikers stayed away from it. 
 
    Shiela led June to the back of the bar and they sat down at a booth. 
 
    “So where are these guys?” 
 
    “They’re checking you out.” 
 
    June looked at her friend.  
 
    “They want to make sure you aren’t under cover, being followed, or that sort of thing.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Really. These guys are the real thing.” 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “These guys are so bad that they can walk through a place like this and nobody will mess with them. Nobody, but nobody wants to be on the receiving end of one of their jokes.” 
 
    “That’s almost scary.” 
 
    “I told you, they’re serious. They consider practical jokes a craft, and they take them seriously. I told you about Billy Saxton. They don’t hesitate to put somebody in prison. They consider themselves the Robin Hoods of practical jokes, and to teach a lesson to an amateur, which is what they consider Joel.” 
 
    “They aren’t going to hurt him, are they?” 
 
    “Nah. They have a code of honor.” 
 
    “Practical jokers with a code of honor. That’s something to think about.” 
 
    “One of the—“ 
 
    Shiela was interrupted by the sliding of two bodies into the booth. They were so smooth both girls gave an eek! 
 
    “Hey, Shiela,” one of them said, then turned to June. “You must be June. I’m Chuck and this is Rick. I hear you have a job for us.” 
 
    Chuck was five eight, about 160 pounds. He had piercing eyes and a mouth that curved up. 
 
    Rick had longer hair, was a couple of inches taller, and rimless glasses. 
 
    “Uh, hi,” June shook hands. 
 
    “So who’s the bozo?” 
 
    Shiela nodded encouragingly and June explained, “It’s my husband, and he’s not a bozo. He—“ 
 
    “Every target is a bozo to us. No insult meant.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “What does he do for a living?” 
 
    June gave the two men data as fast as they asked for it, and that was fast. They collected information including a picture of him, his hours, places he liked to hang, friends, hobbies, the car he normally drove, and on and on. 
 
    Then Rick asked, “What’d he do that you want him done?” 
 
    June turned a little red. “Well, it’s just that he’s always playing jokes. One time he…” she explained a few of the jokes that Joel had played. 
 
    “No, no,” said Chuck. “We want to know what his big joke was.” 
 
    “What’d he do that set you off, pushed you over the edge.” 
 
    They both stared at June in a fixed manner. 
 
    Now she was really red. 
 
    “Better tell them the truth,” suggested Shiela. 
 
    “He…I refused to have sex one night and he…the next morning, he jacked off on my hair while I was. sleeping.” 
 
    The two men watched her for a few seconds, then they looked at each other and grinned. They sat back. 
 
    “That’s good.” 
 
    `”Infantile, but good.” 
 
    “I doubt if he could ever be professional…” 
 
    “But he’d be a fun one to get.” 
 
    “Sounds like he might be a bit of a challenge.” 
 
    “Let’s make it more challenging.” 
 
    The two men stopped talking and faced June. 
 
    “What?” Odd, these guys didn’t feel dangerous at all, but they were…nerve wracking. 
 
    “Okay, we’ll do him. And we’ll do him good. But we have a condition.” 
 
    “You’re not going to hurt him, are you?” 
 
    “Negative. We have a soft spot in our heart for fellow jokers. But this condition…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Tell him.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Tell him that you hired two fellows to prank him. Let him know what’s coming. It’ll work on him, set him up, and when we do spring it on him…it’ll be all the better.” 
 
    “Jokes are always better when they are preceded by anticipation.” 
 
    “You want me to tell my husband that you’re going to play a practical joke on him.” 
 
    “Yup,” nodded Chuck. 
 
    “Don’t tell him about Shiela, and just say you met us here. That you were talking to a girl, you don’t know her name, and she gave us our names. You don’t know our last names, so that doesn’t matter.” 
 
    Chuck took over, “Tell him that you don’t know when. It’s important to be sincere. Make yourself be sincere.” 
 
    They looked at each other, then nodded. 
 
    “When are you going to do this?” asked Shiela. 
 
    They didn’t hesitate. Rick said, “Two weeks. Bring him here and we’ll do it.”  
 
    And it was settled. 
 
      
 
    June went straight home and dropped the bomb on Joel. 
 
    “Honey, I’ve hired a couple of guys to prank you.” 
 
    He was reading a comic and he looked up with a puzzled half smile. “What?” 
 
    “I said, I’ve hired a couple of fellows to play a practical joke on you. Well, not exactly hired. When they found out that you considered yourself a practical joker they offered for free. They don’t take kindly to amateurs, which is what they consider you.” 
 
    Joel put his comic down. It was a Batman comic, and, coincidentally, the major villain in this issue was the Joker. 
 
    “Wait a minute. Somebody’s going to prank me?” His grin showed a certain degree of incredulousness. “Me?” He started to chuckle. “Somebody’s going to play a joke on me?” 
 
    June was doing the dishes. She listened to him with a hidden smile. 
 
    “Do they know who they’re messing with?” 
 
    She turned to him, dish towel in hand. “They said they won’t hurt you physically, but they couldn’t guarantee your mind wouldn’t be totally messed up when they were done.” 
 
    “Me? My mind?” He started to laugh. “You have got to be kidding! In fact, what you just told me…that’s the big joke, right?” 
 
    “You’ve got a couple of weeks, then I’m to bring you to a certain bar where they will work their magic.” 
 
    “What bar? Where?” 
 
    “It’s called Yesterday’s Bar. You can check it out if you like. But I’m supposed to bring you there on Friday night in two weeks.” 
 
    Cal, smirking, his lips bubbling with laughter, got up and went to the liquor cabinet. He mixed himself a Coke High, which is what a mixologist calls a bourbon and Coke. 
 
    Snickering, he sipped, and he said, “Honey, you’ve given me a present. When I’m done with these guys they won’t know what hit them. Who are they? I mean, what are their names. 
 
    “They go by Chuck and Rick, but I don’t know if that’s their real names.” 
 
    “Doesn’t matter,” Cal pronounced. “They’re going down,  and that’s all that matters.” 
 
    June turned to Cal, patted his cheek, kissed him, dipped her hands into his pants and took a hold of his weenie. 
 
    “You know what else they told me?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “They said that anticipation is worse than death itself.” 
 
    Cal laughed. “Now I know they’re going to lose.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “Sure. That’s a line from a Steven Seagal movie.”  
 
    She had stopped rubbing him for a moment, now she renewed her efforts. He groaned with the pleasure. “I’ll give you an hour to stop that.” 
 
    “Turn the hourglass over, honey. Your hour has started.” 
 
      
 
    For the next two weeks Cal didn’t worry. But he kept thinking about it, about him being the victim of a practical joke. And thinking about served the same purpose as worry. It distracted him, made him wonder, and by the time Friday night rolled around he was curious. And he was a bit distracted by that curiosity. 
 
    How did two bozos plan to trick him when they told him what they were doing? When they told him when and where he was to be tricked. 
 
    Obviously, these guys had no clue. They were the real amateurs. 
 
    Thus, in a slightly nervous but over confident state of mind, Cal got dressed and prepared for his night out. 
 
    Bars are pretty casual, so he wore jeans and a bomber jacket, and athletic shoes. He was fresh scrubbed, his teeth were brushed, and he was ready. 
 
    Grinning and ready. 
 
    June was dressed to the nines. 
 
    Women could show up at a bar wearing anything, but women who cared enough to be beautiful were extra appreciated. 
 
    She wore a tight dress with cleavage and a high hem.  
 
    “Don’t you think that’s a little risqué?” 
 
    “I think it’s just what the doctor ordered,” she responded, putting the finishing touches of her make up on. 
 
    Cal sat on the bed and watched, and marveled at how good looking his wife was. 
 
    “So they’re going to get me tonight.” 
 
    “So they say.” She dabbed at her lips, making them red and shiny. “Of course I only met them once, I have no idea how any of this is going to play out.” 
 
    Cal shook his head slowly. And they thought he was the amateur. 
 
    They got into the Mustang and Cal drove. He took his time, the top was down and the night was warm and sultry. 
 
    A half hour later he pulled into the parking lot of Yesterday’s Bar, then into a slot at the back. Almost immediately a van pulled in next to him. 
 
    Cal took June’s hand and they sauntered across the lot and into the bar. 
 
    The bar was about thirty feet wide on the inside, but about fifty feet deep. It had the usual booths with fake, red leather, a few high tables with high stools, and a dozen TVs, all on sports channels. 
 
    It also had a large number of scruffy looking characters. 
 
    It was a rough bar, but this was apparently topless night, so all the thugs were on their best behavior. 
 
    Guys with tats and beards abounded, but were extra polite to the beautiful women who had showed up to try and win the prize for best boobs, biggest boobs, nicest nipples, and so on. 
 
    “You oughta enter the contest,” Cal whispered into June’s ear. “With your boobs you’d win the biggest prize.” 
 
    “Better get me drunk, first.” 
 
    “I can do that!” 
 
    Grinning, he found a table, then waved to a waitress. Shortly they had a wine spritzer and a bourbon and Coke, and they they were sitting back and enjoying the music, and the hundred jostling people moving their bodies in dance. 
 
    “This is quite the place,” Cal yelled over the noise. “You ready to show your titties, yet?” 
 
    “Nobody has asked me politely, yet.” 
 
    Cal chuckled. “Please, honey, would you show the world your boobs? It is a sad world, and only you can perk it up.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “Really?” Cal brightened up. “You’re going to do it?” 
 
    “No joke,” she laughed. “Better give me a couple of shots, get me in the right frame of mind. 
 
    Cal raised his hand for a waitress, gave her an order for two shots and another bourbon and Coke. When the order was placed and the waitress left, he turned to June.  
 
    “Baby, you got the best boobs. You’re going to win, and we’re going home rich!” 
 
    “I hope so,” she murmured. 
 
    “At that moment a couple that was dancing moved off the dance floor. The guy had latched onto the girl’s lips and was kissing her madly. He backed her up and her butt hit Cal and June’s table. And, at that moment, she…farted! 
 
    “PHHHT!” 
 
    Cal’s eyes opened in shock. 
 
    “Hey!” He stood up to fend the two people off before they could fall onto his table.  
 
    At that moment, when he moved the girl, gently, the waitress arrived. 
 
    It was the perfect storm, perfectly coordinated, though Cal had no clue. 
 
    The dancers, the farts, the waitress arriving with their drinks, even June agreeing to dance in the topless contest…it was all careful planned. 
 
    The waitress was pushed off balance and dropped her tray of drinks onto Cal’s lap. 
 
    Cal felt the platter against his chest, and the icy cold sensation of cold booze pouring onto the front of his pants. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he shouted. 
 
    And, the perfect storm continuing, everything kept happening. 
 
    The dancer guy apologized. The dancer girl called him an asshole. The waitress used a towel to blot his crotch, then was terribly embarrassed as she realized that she had touched his groin, and June stared in shock. 
 
    She hadn’t known that everything was going to happen. She had just been told to tell Cal that she would enter the contest. She was as surprised, maybe more surprised, by all that had happened. 
 
    Not that it mattered, Cal was distracted, and that was all that mattered. 
 
    Slowly, the situation righted itself. The guy calmed the girl down, the waitress gave Cal the towel and let him do his own blotting, and Cal sat down and looked around. 
 
    Then he turned to June and grinned. “For a moment I thought that was going to be it. That was the big, practical joke.” 
 
    “Honey, I had no idea that was all going to happen.” 
 
    “I believe you.” 
 
    The waitress returned. Her face was red, and she was continuing to be apologetic. Not too apologetic, but just apologetic enough. She handed Cal more towels, she placed a couple of bourbon and Cokes and four shots of whiskey on the table. 
 
    “I am so sorry. I never spill things! There won’t be any charge for your drinks, and I brought some extra.” 
 
    Then the owner of the bar showed up. He was apologetic, too. And he told them their drinks were free, and…and the band was playing and the music was good and everybody was happy. 
 
    The situation was resolved, Cal had a wet crotch but no ill feelings. Accidents happened, and there was no way that spillage of whiskey down his front could have been planned. 
 
    “Thanks for being so understanding,” the owner, whose name was Butch, smiled and picked up one of the bourbon and Cokes. He held the glass up and toasted Cal. 
 
    Cal picked up a glass, and the two men drank to each other. 
 
    Clunk. The trap slammed shut. The joke was started, and Cal had no idea. He was caught, clean and neat, and never suspected a thing. 
 
    And, a perfectly crafted practical joke, he wouldn’t even know when it was done. 
 
      
 
    The sun peeked around the edges of the blinds. It was a beautiful sun, big and yellow and shedding light giving light over the surface of the earth. Birds sang praises, nocturnal animals shivered and hid, and human woke up and realized they were, once again, alive. 
 
    For a day is a slice of forever. 
 
    Just as a night is a slice of unconsciousness, a reminder of death, a time to forget the follies of life. 
 
    Cal sighed. He felt nice. Sort of golden hazy. He knew he had had too much to drink, but for some reason he wasn’t hung over. 
 
    He was in bed, and on his back. The sheets were pulled up to his neck, and he opened his eyes. The ceiling. Nice ceiling. The headboard posters rose up above his head. 
 
    He had gone to that place, the…uh…Yesterday’s Bar. They were supposed to pull some kind of practical joke on him, but he guessed he had showed him. They hadn’t pulled a joke on him, at least he didn’t remember any joke, and he would have remembered. 
 
    He sighed again. A nice, deep, satisfied sigh. 
 
    “Are you awake, honey?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    June was laying next to him, and she turned to him and put her arm over his chest, and something felt weird. But whatever was weird, he was distracted by her next words. 
 
    “Did you like your practical joke.” 
 
    “Huh? What joke?” He turned his face towards hers. 
 
    “You don’t remember, do you.” 
 
    “What are you talking about? Nobody got me last night. I’m fine.” 
 
    “Glad to hear it, honey,” then she buried her face against his side—which made something feel funny—and snickered. 
 
    “Hey? What the fuck?” 
 
    She raised her head, and it was obvious she was trying not to laugh. And not just trying not to laugh, but trying not to bust into side splitting, knee slapping, gut busting laughter. 
 
    Cal blinked and stared at her. His face was confusion, and he wondered what the hell was going on with her. 
 
    So he asked her. 
 
    “What the hell is going on with you?” 
 
    June lost it. She rolled away and laughed. She laughed loud, long, filled the room with ear splitting shrieks of laughter. 
 
    She laughed so hard she fell off the bed, but even that fall didn’t dissuade her. She kept laughing and laughing. 
 
    “What the fuck?” Cal went up on one elbow to look at her, and then he got it. “AIIIEEE!” he screamed. 
 
    June laughed even harder. 
 
    Cal had a pair of huge breasts. 
 
    But that was only the start of it. 
 
      
 
    They sat at the kitchen table. June was in her silk robe, purple with cranes flying across it. 
 
    Cal was in his dragon robe, red with dragons flying across it. 
 
    A his and hers set they had picked up in Chinatown. 
 
    Cal was also wearing a brassiere. He didn’t know where he had gotten the bra, just that it was on the chair next to the bed, and he needed it. 
 
    The normal boob is ten pounds. The normal ‘big’ boob. 
 
    His boobs weighed twenty pounds apiece. They were monsters. They  hung in the bra and the shoulder straps cut into his shoulders. 
 
    And, on top of that, if boobs weren’t bad enough, he had long, red fingernails. And red toenails. 
 
    “What did you do to me?” he asked, staring at his fingernails. 
 
    “Told you. Rick and Chuck are world class jokers, and now you can say you’ve been gotten by the best. 
 
    He looked down at his massive cleavage. It was like looking into the Grand Canyon. If the Grand Canyon had two Mt. Everest’s one on either side. 
 
    “But…how will I go out in the world? I can’t wear anything that wouldn’t show these things off!” 
 
    “I wouldn’t worry about that.” 
 
    “Maybe you wouldn’t, but I’m definitely worried.” 
 
    “Well, the truth is, the world has already seen you.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I’ll show you when we’re done with breakfast.” 
 
    “Oh.” He was puzzled. He didn’t understand. His mind was totally and entirely blown. 
 
    “So, since you’re the bigger woman…I’ll take a hard boiled egg, a banana and an orange for breakfast.” 
 
    “A…what? And why should I fix you breakfast? You always fix breakfast!” 
 
    “I used to, before I became less of a woman. compared to you, of course.” 
 
    “Honey, my head is starting to hurt, and I really don’t know what you’re talking about.” 
 
    “Oh, you will. But to get there you’re going to have to fix me breakfast. And not just today. And I want you to take a little pride in your appearance.” 
 
    “Pride in my…what the heck is going on?” 
 
    “Honey, you are twice the woman I ever was. And just as you expected me to look my best, I expect the same from you.” 
 
    “I don’t get it.” 
 
    “Then fix breakfast. And I’ll tell you what…one of my last official acts as the woman of this household, I’ll get you a drink.” 
 
    “A drink. For breakfast.” 
 
    “When you see what has happened you’re going to want a couple of drinks.” 
 
    He shook his head, then, nothing for it, his curiosity riding his embarrassment over his magnificent boobs, he got up and fixed breakfast. 
 
    He put water in a pan and boiled an egg. It was awkward with his red nails, but he managed it. 
 
    June handed him a drink, and he quaffed it rather rapidly. Which caused her to just pour him another.  
 
    “Take it easy,” she said. “There will be plenty of time for booze after…” 
 
    “After what?” He clutched the glass in his hand and saw his red fingernails gripping the slick surface. 
 
    “After you find out,” she said mysteriously. 
 
    He sipped his second drink, peeled and orange and arranged the wedges on a plate.  
 
    This was very difficult because of his nails, but he moved slowly and figured it out. And did a little under his breath cursing. 
 
    He peeled the banana and sliced it. Finally, he ran the hard boiled egg under the faucet until it cooled, then peeled it. He was surprised to find that bits of egg shell had gotten onto the slope of his breasts. 
 
    He brushed the bits off, into the sink, and shivered as his hands went over his nipples. 
 
    He placed the breakfast in front of June and sat down opposite her. 
 
    She ate, tidy, little bites, and watched him, and kept bursting into little fits of giggles. 
 
    “What the fuck,” he breathed. Then, in a louder voice, “You’ve got to tell me whatever…whatever…” 
 
    “One more surprise, before I tell you,” she said, sliding a wedge of orange into her sexy mouth. 
 
    “For Heysoos’ sake, what?” 
 
    “Have you looked in a mirror this morning?” 
 
    Instinctively, he touched his face. Everything was there. He had a nose, ears, mouth…then he jumped up and ran from the room. He heard June guffawing as he ran. 
 
    He entered the bathroom and looked at the mirror. 
 
    His lips were bright red. And it wasn’t lipstick. It wasn’t sticky, it was…his lips were…stained. 
 
    He remembered June talking about a new product, lipstain instead of lipstick, and how it would last for weeks. 
 
    And he had been stained. 
 
    He felt his mouth. He rubbed. His lips stayed red. He held his hand over his mouth and staggered back towards the kitchen. He sat down at the table, and June leaned over and pulled his hand down. 
 
    “Get over it,” she said, stifling more laughter. “I’ve already seen you, and so what?” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Have another drink, honey. It looks like you need it.” 
 
    So he poured yet another bourbon and Coke. He was drinking his breakfast this morning. 
 
    He sat down again. June was finished with her breakfast. She sat back and spread her arms. That opened her robe and showed her large breasts. Large, but small compared to his. 
 
    “So, you want to know what happened last night.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Okay, but I’m not going to tell you.” 
 
    “Huh? But you said…” 
 
    “I’m going to show you.” 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    She picked up her cell phone. Tapped her finger on the face, making little clicking sounds as her fingernails touched the glass, and said, “Last night, you might not remember this, but a girl spilled a drink on you.” 
 
    Instantly an image flashed into his mind. He saw the dancers, the waitress tumbling through the air…even…he smelled a fart! 
 
    “I remember!” he blurted. 
 
    “Good. You see, you were given a roofie.” 
 
    “A date rape drug?” 
 
    “That’s right. And when you’re under the influence of a roofie you are quite compliant. You follow instructions. And you even respond to suggestions as to when you can remember what happened. When I show you these images they will trigger your mind and you will remember. 
 
    June smiled, handed him the phone and said, “Happy trails, honey.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    The roofie didn’t take hold for about fifteen minutes. 
 
    For those fifteen minutes Cal sipped his drink, ingesting more of the chemical, and slowly losing track of the world. 
 
    June watched, and didn’t understand what was happening. Cal was just getting slower, and stupider, and complaining. “It’s getting hotter. Don’t you feel how hot it is?” 
 
    Rick slid into the booth, as did three girls. It was getting crowded. 
 
    “Hi, Cal. I’m the guy who pranked you.” 
 
    “Oh…cool…I guess. Can you turn the heat down?” 
 
    Rick smiled, “Oh, I can do better than that. I’m going to cool you down. Girls?” 
 
    The three girls, giggling, stood up and pulled Cal from the table. 
 
    June was instantly worried, and she blurted, “Is he going to be okay?” 
 
    “Absolutely. We just gave him a roofie.” 
 
    “So that’s why he…” 
 
    “Yep. And don’t worry. No after effects, except the kind that you want. Would you like to watch?” 
 
    “Watch what?” 
 
    “Cal’s fall from grace. His entry into a new world. The playing of a joke that he will remember all his life.” 
 
    “I…I guess.” 
 
    “Excellent. Let’s have a drink, then check on him. And, I know we said this before, but thanks for this opportunity.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” 
 
    June was confused, but Rick was charming, and she and he sipped some suds, then he stood up and escorted her to the backroom. 
 
      
 
    The girls had worked fast. They had Cal naked, and they were rubbing Nair all over his body. 
 
    Cal stood there, a rather stupid look on his face. 
 
    One of the girls said, “You’re gonna love this, honey. All those ugly, little hairs gone. Your skin will feel just marvelous.” 
 
    Cal smiled. 
 
    Rick placed a folding chair for June to sit on, and she sat and watched. 
 
    “Can I talk to him?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Hey, Cal?” 
 
    He looked at her. The girls were starting to wipe the Nair off him. Not surprising, considering his naked state and three beautiful girls working on him, he had a king sized boner. 
 
    “Hi, honey.” He looked at her like he was seeing her for the first time. 
 
    “How’s it going?” 
 
    “Pretty good.” 
 
    His eyes were sort of vacant. 
 
    She looked to Rick. “He’s not going to stay this way, is he?” 
 
    “Oh, no. It’s just like any other drug. It’ll last a few hours, then he’ll come down. We should have him back in bed by that time, and he’ll go to sleep and wake up remembering nothing.” 
 
    “How do you know he won’t remember anything?” 
 
    “Because we’ll tell him not to remember until he is reminded. We’ll load your cell phone with pics and videos. He’ll have no trouble remembering when he sees that stuff.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    June turned back and watched the women work. 
 
    The women had him clean now, and he was baby butt bald. Not a hair on his body. 
 
    “How’s that feel, stud?” asked one of the girls. 
 
    “Oooh,” and Cal giggled. 
 
    Which made June giggle. She had never heard him laugh like that, and that was when she realized just how far reaching this practical joke was going to be. 
 
    “Now,” whispered Rick, “there is one thing we’d like to do with him, but we want your permission, first.” 
 
    June looked at the sober man who was pulling such a stupendous practical joke. 
 
    “We would like to give him breasts.” 
 
    “Give him…” 
 
    “I know,” he waved a hand in a gesture, “it sounds drastic, but they’ll be what are called ‘vacation boobs.’ A type of fluid is injected into his chest. The fluid will last a month or two,” he grinned suddenly, “or longer if you wish to have him redone. But for a month he’ll have a large set of ta tas. But…this is going over the top, and while we would do it to somebody we knew without a moment’s hesitation, we do need you to think about it and, hopefully, give your permission.” 
 
    “Why does he need boobs?” asked June, which was a sort of ridiculous question considering. 
 
    “So he can win the contest.” 
 
    June blinked, her mind sort of stuttered to a halt, then she burst out in laughter. “Oh, yes. Go for it. The bigger the better.” 
 
    Rick grinned. “I sort of thought you’d say that, but we have to be sure.” 
 
    “Oh, yes. Be sure.” 
 
    Rick smiled and left the room. 
 
    They were in the back of the bar, on a stage, the stage that would be used for the topless contest. They could hear the partying going on out front, but nobody came back. 
 
    The girls put a wig on Cal, and suddenly he had a long fall of golden, blonde hair. They pierced his ears and gave him danglies. 
 
    Then they began putting fake nails on him, and painting them and  his toes. 
 
    Rick sat in a chair, smiling goofily, and watched his transformation. 
 
    Rick and Chuck came back in the room, and they had a woman with them. June didn’t know the woman was a doctor for a moment, except by the large satchel she carried. 
 
    They had Cal climb onto a table and lie down, and the doctor began injecting a solution in circles around his pectorals. Shot after shot, and June watched in amazement as Cal’s boobs began growing, and growing, and…growing. 
 
    Finally, she was done, and Cal had monstrous pillows on his chest. 
 
    “Make sure he wears a bra,” said the doctor, packing up her needles and medical equipment. 
 
    The girls took care of that. They slid a sturdy half bra under Cal’s back, fastened it, then worked it up over his boobs. He was now the proud wearer of an official ‘over the shoulder boulder holder.’ His boobs swelled up, were lifted, and his nipples, hard as rocks, peeked over the top. 
 
    And he looked good. 
 
    They had him sit up, and he struggled because of the new weight on his chest, but he made it, and he was more than big. 
 
    He had the biggest set of boobs June had ever seen. 
 
    And he smiled stupidly and looked down at his tits and didn't think anything of them. 
 
    While the doctor had given him boobs the girls had managed to finish his make up. His eyes were sparkling, his lips were red, and he was gorgeous. 
 
    But naked. 
 
    Except for the bra. 
 
    “How soon?” asked Rick of Chuck? 
 
    Chuck checked his watch. “Five minutes.” 
 
    “Let’s go, girls. Five minutes!” 
 
    The girls pulled a pair of panties onto Rick. He still had a boner, roofies apparently didn’t shut down the sexual drive, and they tied it to his leg. 
 
    They rolled nylons up his legs and fastened them to a garter belt. 
 
    Then they put a dress onto him. 
 
    It was a sexy dress. Low cut, portholes on the sides, a hem that went down just enough that his tied down dick was hidden. 
 
    Everybody stood back. 
 
    Rick snapped pictures on his cell. Chuck took videos on his. The girls posed with him. 
 
    Cal had no shame or embarrassment in his condition. He stood and posed, and even acted sexy. 
 
    He might be a man, but men always know what to do when they are dressed up. 
 
    He posed like a vamp. 
 
    Then Butch came back through the curtain. “Got to do it, fellows, stand to the side. Curtain goes up soon as I make my speech. 
 
    “Got it, Butch.” 
 
    Butch stopped and looked at Cal. “That’s him?” 
 
    Rick and Chuck grinned.  
 
    “Man. I never wold have known. And what a rack!” 
 
    Butch slipped back through the curtain and addressed the gathering audience, while Rick and Chuck and the girls moved Cal and June to the wings. 
 
      
 
    “Folks! Are you ready for some bra busting action?” 
 
    Cheers. 
 
    “Are you ready for the breast bests in the world?” 
 
    That was his usual shtick, and the crowd laughed and cheered some more. 
 
    “Then, without further ado, Yesterday’s Bar is proud to present…Topless Night!” 
 
    The crowd raised the roof, Butch dodged to the side, and the curtains opened up. 
 
    Next to June the three girls had taken off their clothes to reveal skimpy bottoms, and nothing else. 
 
    “First up,” Butch yelled over the noise, “Is Leslie!” 
 
    One of the girls pranced out on the stage and dancing music started up. She was red headed and had sizable breasts. They were a little pointy, which was okay because her nipples were so stiff, and she played to the crowd. 
 
    “YEAH!” 
 
    “DO IT!” 
 
    The scruffy patron’s of Yesterday’s Bar showed their appreciation with whoops and yells.  
 
    After a minute of Leslie dancing Butch held up his hands and yelled, “Thank you, Leslie! You are the babe!” He turned to the audience. “Are you ready for the next beauty?” 
 
    The audience roared its approval. 
 
    “Sally!” 
 
    A second girl danced out of the wings. Sally had short hair, which wasn’t unattractive, but most guys tend to like long hair. 
 
    But hair aside, it was her breasts which were the center of attention. 
 
    They were bigger than Leslie’s, but not by much. The problem was her nipples were the flat kind. They didn’t stick out. 
 
    Still, you couldn’t tell it from the audience’s reaction. There was screaming and foot stomping and somebody threw a jock strap onto the stage. 
 
    Sally didn’t skip a beat. She picked up the jock strap, ran it between her legs and pulled it back and forth. 
 
    Men and women were pushing up against the stage, their arms reaching and their tongues drooling. 
 
    Sally moved forward and put a hand out. A can of beer was placed in it, and she stood back and struck a pose and poured the beer over her breasts. 
 
    On the stage June could feel the stage shaking as the front row pounded their fists on the wood. 
 
    Then, her minute up, Butch yelled, “Man! That’s the only way to drink beer!” 
 
    The noise from the audience actually threatened to drown him out, and he had the microphone and a big set of speakers. 
 
    “Okay, our third contest! Our own home grown…Missy Sanchez!” 
 
    Missy stepped out from the wings. She had fluffed and teased her hair and it flowed down and around. Her boobs were the biggest yet, and she strutted around that stage like a rooster that had just won the fight. She was pumping her fists, her breasts were bouncing up and down, and she went gymnastic. 
 
    She placed her hands on the floor of the stage and walked over her head. She did the splits. She did simple jumping jacks, and the noise could have been heard in the next county. 
 
    Hell, the next country! 
 
    She was a beautiful woman, and in the light her Latino features could be discerned. And her hot, Mexican blood. 
 
    She shimmied and she shook. She looked lascivious and hot and like she wanted nothing more than the cocks of every man in the place! 
 
    June was sure Missy had won, but the contest wasn’t over yet. 
 
    “Okay, everybody!” Butch yelled. “Are there any contestants from the audience? Come on, girls. get up here and show everybody what you got!” 
 
    There were several women that wanted to get up on stage. A couple were ugly, and one even had skinny boobs. A couple of them were quite beautiful.  
 
    But Butch had stacked the deck with his three contestants. 
 
    Still, it was great, and many in the audience knew many on the stage, and they screamed and yelled and had a great time. 
 
    Then Butch stepped out. 
 
    “Okay, people. I’ve got one last contestant. I’ve been saving her for the last. Are you ready for…” 
 
      
 
    Cal stared at the phone in a daze. He had seen himself being made up. He had seen himself being dressed. 
 
    He had watched himself being turned into a beautiful woman, no resemblance to a man, and he had remembered. 
 
    As he went through the photos his mind opened up and images flooding through him. 
 
    He remembered as if he was dreaming, but there was no doubt that the dream was real. 
 
    Then June reached over and took the phone. She turned on the video and handed the phone back. 
 
      
 
    “…CALLIOPE!” 
 
    Rick undid Cal’s bra and Chuck screamed in his face. “Hold your boobs up! Don’t let them fall!” 
 
    Cal was pushed onto the stage. 
 
    He stood there, mouth open, not understanding, naked from the waist up, holding his big, fat boobs up with his hands. 
 
    The crowd cheered. They screamed. They stomped their feet and pounded each other on the back. 
 
    It was the appreciation that did it. 
 
    Cal moved, a simple step, and the crowd reacted, and Cal figured out that he was supposed to move. Like the girls before him. 
 
    He danced tentatively, then began moving faster. 
 
    He held his boobs up, they overflowed his hands, but he pointed them at the audience and shook them, and the audience went stark, raving crazy. 
 
    Men screamed, and they all wanted to be up there licking and sucking on the biggest, best boobs they had seen that night. 
 
    Women screamed, even as they stared enviously at Cal’s big boobers. 
 
    From the side June stared in awe. 
 
    Cal was getting in the swing of things. He began moving like a stripper, strutting, teasing, exciting. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” She turned to Rick. “Did you tell him to do that?” 
 
    Rick knew what she was referring to, Cal’s sexy dancing. 
 
    “No,” he yelled back. “That’s all him.” 
 
    “Oh, my God!” June repeated. 
 
    “I guess he likes it!” 
 
    Cal danced, and though he was on a roofie, and unconscious, his subconscious came through. When he was done dancing it was obvious that he was the best of the night. 
 
    Butch stepped out on the stage and gripped Cal’s hand and held it up. “Winner!” 
 
    The crowd screamed its approval. 
 
    “Winner of the best boobs of the year!” And Butch handed Cal a small trophy. 
 
    “And now, in keeping with tradition, we open the kissing booth. Remember, the more you put in the cup, the better a kiss you’ll get.” 
 
    The crowd calmed down. Some of the men went back to drinking, but most of the men lined up along the side of the room. 
 
    Butch took Cal’s hand and led him down the steps at the side of the stage. At the bottom of the steps was a small booth, and Butch put Cal in the booth. 
 
    The first man in line held out a five dollar bill. When Cal reached out for it, a normal response, the man grabbed his wrist and pulled him forward. 
 
    Their lips met, and the man bent Cal over and stuck his tongue down into Cal’s throat. 
 
    Cal’s eyes were open, and confused, but he didn’t resist. 
 
    On stage June gripped Rick’s arm. “I didn’t know…” 
 
    “I didn’t either, but it looks like he likes it.” 
 
    Man after man came to the front of the line, they put fives and tens and even twenties into the little cup, and the cup began to overflow with green cash. 
 
    And the big, scruffy patrons of Yesterday’s Bar, and a few hard core women, mashed their lips to Cal’s. They kissed him, and passed him on, and Cal, it became obvious, was kissing back. 
 
    Rick took June down to the floor. He began taking pictures, chuck was still shooting a video, and June heard one man say, “That bitch can kiss! I’m going to go again!” 
 
    And June stared at Cal. 
 
    He was beautiful, and men were grabbing his tits now, and he was getting into the kisses. Man after man, and June began to giggle. 
 
    Oh, Lord! 
 
    But the night wasn’t done. 
 
      
 
    It was late, and the bar was going to close. 
 
    Cal had a small box, which June carried around, that was filled with money. Lots of money. 
 
    The kissing booth was closed and Cal sat at a table and grinned as people passed him, smiled, said sweet things to him. 
 
    June sat next to him, and wondered if the people thought that maybe Cal was a lesbian, sitting so close to her. 
 
    But, no matter. 
 
    Chuck came to the table and sat down. “Pretty good, eh?” 
 
    “The best,” agreed June. 
 
    “Is it the best, Cal?” Chuck asked. 
 
    Cal nodded. He still had that goofy look in his eyes. 
 
    Chuck turned to June. He was holding a bag in one hand and he handed it to her. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “If you want to. No pressure. But it looks like Cal might enjoy it.” 
 
    She looked into the bag and gasped. 
 
    It was a strap on. 
 
    She looked at Chuck. 
 
    “Ask him. If he says no, then it means no. But there’s a bed up on the stage, and Rick and I will be shooting pics and vids. We’ll try to stay out of sight, but…” he shrugged. 
 
    June sat and stared at him. 
 
    A strap on. 
 
    She looked at her husband. 
 
    He had started this. Him and his stupid practical jokes. But this…was this going too far? 
 
    She looked at him. Perfectly made up. Big chest. Wonderful dress. 
 
    But it was his sexy manner that made her blink. 
 
    He danced like a woman, flaunting and teasing and arousing. 
 
    He was comfortable in his dress, in his lingerie. 
 
    He was already used to the extra weigh on his chest, and he walked like a pro in his high heels. 
 
    And he had jacked off in her hair. 
 
    And jumped out and scared her. 
 
    And hooked an airhorn to the toilet so that when she sat down she got the scare of her life. 
 
    And he had played his practical jokes with impunity. Nobody calling him out. Even if the joke was too raw, people didn’t get upset, or got over their upset. 
 
    And this was what decided her. 
 
    Consequences. He should experience the consequences, all the consequences, of a practical joke. 
 
    She turned to Rick. “Okay.” 
 
      
 
    In the kitchen Cal stared at the video. His hands were shaking as he realized that he’d kissed hundreds of men. 
 
    And he didn’t just realize it, he remembered it. He remembered the rough mouths, the plump mouths, the soft mouths. 
 
    He remembered the way they turned him and held him and even felt his boobs. 
 
    His shame was endless, his face redder than a cherry, because…because…he had to admit it…he liked it. 
 
    A sob escaped him, and June reached over and took the phone from him. 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    And she was. But there was no place to go but forward. Whether she had made a miscalculation or not didn’t matter.  
 
    Cal had to know.  
 
    He had to experience the consequences. 
 
    “Do you want to see anymore? I can lose this…you don’t have to—“ 
 
    “No. I did this.” He looked up at her, his eyes wet and shiny. “I did this to lots of people, and I never realized…but…I guess I have to see it now.” 
 
    June handed him back the phone. 
 
      
 
    June led Cal up to the stage. It was quiet now. The bar was closed and the workers were cleaning up, and Butch was counting the cash. 
 
    Nobody would disturb them. 
 
    She didn’t even see Rick or Chuck. 
 
    The bed was in the middle of the stage, illuminated by lights. There were no covers, just a simple sheet tucked in tight. 
 
    June led Cal to the bed, turned him and sat him down. 
 
    He stared up at her. Trusting. Innocent. About to get his just rewards. 
 
    “Honey,” said June, “I’m going to ask you a question, and I need you to answer it honestly. 
 
    He smiled. 
 
    “I’ve got a strap on, and I’d like to fuck you with it. My question is…would you like this to happen?” 
 
    Cal didn’t hesitate. “Oh, yes.” He was positively beaming with delight. 
 
    June had her answer, and she took off her sexy dress. 
 
    She stood, beautiful in lingerie, and she took the strap on out of the bag. She figured out the straps and fastened it around her hips. The penis pointed outwards, a real hard on, and Cal reached for it. 
 
    June blinked. He reached for it. No hesitation. 
 
    She watched him suck on her plastic peter. His eyes kept flickering up, almost as if looking for approval. 
 
    She began to move her hips back and forth.  
 
    Her dingus moved in and out of his mouth. Then she was shocked…he took her fully, deep throated her, and she knew this was natural for him. 
 
    Or maybe he just practiced. 
 
    But on what? She was sure he didn’t go out and screw men, give blow jobs to them. 
 
    Had he been practicing on bananas or something? 
 
    She didn’t know, and suddenly it didn’t matter. 
 
    He sucked, and he reached under the straps and began fingering her. 
 
    Oh, God! 
 
    She moaned, screwed into his face harder, and moaned again. 
 
      
 
    Cal could no longer hold the phone. His hands were shaking too much, and he laid it on the table and watched the end of the video. 
 
    Tears fell from his eyes, big, thick drops that caused a puddle on the table. 
 
    June watched him, and she was a mix of emotions. 
 
    Was the pain too much for him? 
 
    Suddenly, she had misgivings. 
 
    She had been wrong. She should never had entertained the idea of playing a practical joke on her hubby. She should have just left it up to him, let him jack off on her hair, play his pranks. 
 
    That was him. Not her. 
 
    “Thank you,” he said, and she physically jerked in surprise. 
 
    Thank you? 
 
    “I never realized that my jokes could have…other effects. I just saw thought I was being clever.” 
 
    “Then you’re not mad at me?” 
 
    He gave a huff of breath. “Mad? How could I be? You’ve given me an epiphany, a massive one. Along with playing the most incredible practical joke I ever imagined. I mean, I know those two guys did it, but you…you did it and followed through and…oh, my God.” 
 
    June slid around the end of the table and squeezed in next to him. She kissed him. Deeply. Longly.  
 
    When they came up for air she asked, “And you’re not mad about…these?” she hefted one of his large boobs. 
 
    “Well, I should be, but…” he looked down. “They’re sort of cool.” 
 
    “And the lip stain we put on you? And making you dance in front of all those people?” 
 
    Again, he huffed, then said, “That’s the joke, and I’m going to have to live with it.” 
 
    She put her head against him then. Just leaned and enjoyed the feel of him, the magnitude of him. 
 
    “By the way, how much did I win?” 
 
    She looked at him with grin. “Seventeen hundred and change.” 
 
    His jaw dropped. “What? Seventeen hundred? Are you serious?” 
 
    “No practical joke this time, lover.” 
 
    “I just won seventeen hundred bucks for dancing around like a fool and…and…showing my tits?” 
 
    June couldn’t stop smiling. 
 
    Cal looked down at his chest. He was wearing a bra because he had to. But suddenly he didn’t mind. 
 
    He looked up at her. 
 
    “So when is the next topless night?” 
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    Hello, sweet ones! 
 
    This story is about a man who likes to crossdress. That describes half the male population of the world, eh? 
 
    But he’s not honest, and he keeps his secret from his wife! And one should never keep secrets from their wife, right? 
 
    So when Leo is caught he is deathly afraid. Is this the end of his marriage? Will his wife ever get over it? 
 
    Read on, lovers, and find out for yourselves! 
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    Part One 
 
      
 
    “These consultations are getting a bit old,” Tammy said as she folded clothes and placed them in her suitcase. 
 
    “Tell me about it,” Leo said. He was sitting on her vanity chair, watching her pack. “How long are you going to be gone this time?” 
 
    “Four weeks.” 
 
    “Ouch.” 
 
    She sighed, held up a dress, frowned, then tossed it to the hamper. 
 
    “So what do you do on those long, lonely nights?” 
 
    “Same thing you do, probably,” she said. 
 
    Not likely, he thought. 
 
    I watch a lot of TV, look for good books, sometimes I’ll go out for a dinner.” 
 
    “With who?” he grinned. 
 
    She chuckled and gave him a meaningful look. “With big dicked studs who haven’t had any for weeks and weeks.” 
 
    “Thanks,” he said drolly. “I really needed to hear that.” 
 
    Tammy laughed. “I make friends with some of the companies i consult with. Girlfriends, and we go out and have wine and get a little nasty.” 
 
    “Nasty, eh?” 
 
    “And what do you do, Mr. high and Mighty?” 
 
    He was polished at evading such queries. “I watch some football, surf the net. Go to sleep early.” 
 
    “Yeah, right. You probably polish the knob.” 
 
    She was looking at him intently now. 
 
    “That’s funny, you can joke about it. I didn’t even joke, and you’re all over me.” 
 
    “That’s ‘cause I know men.” 
 
    “And all men are sexed up horn dogs.” 
 
    “Nope,” she said. “Just you.” 
 
    She came to him then and sat on his lap on the chair. She touched her lips to his lightly, careful not to mess her make up. “You know,” she wondered aloud, “I really would like to see if you’re as pure as you say you are.” 
 
    I’m not! he thought. 
 
    “I’d like to install cameras, maybe make you wear on of those chastity things, see what kinds of things you’re watching on the internet. 
 
    “I watch the Bachelorette in the evening. During the day I watch The View. And when I’m—ERK!” 
 
    She had reached down between his legs and grabbed his favorite part. She held it tightly, squeezed slowly, and watched his face. 
 
    “Du…du…don’t!”  
 
    His face was red and he was trying to get his hands down so he could pull hers off. 
 
    She hugged him and twisted and whispered into his ear. “You probably masturbate ten times a day.” 
 
    “I…I…don’t. Pu…pu…puhlease! Let go!” 
 
    She did, and pushed away from him. He groaned and held his package.  
 
    “That hurt!” 
 
    “Big strong man,” she laughed at him. 
 
    “Bit, strong man has little, weak nuts.” 
 
    That made her laugh and she continued packing. 
 
      
 
    That had occurred on Sunday afternoon. That evening, while he was looking at the financial news, she headed next door to see her best friend. 
 
    “Come on, in. How about some wine?” 
 
    “You betcha.”  
 
    The girls sauntered into the kitchen where Sally poured Tammy a half a goblet of white wine, then topped it with half a glass of Canada Dry. 
 
    “Oh, that works,” Tammy said, sipping gratefully. 
 
    They adjourned to the patio and enjoyed the sunset. 
 
    Sitting, sipping, trading quips, Sally finally asked, “So what’s horn dog hubby going to be doing while you’re away?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. But I sure wish I did know. I mean, it’s that old thing, what do pets do when their owners are away…what do hubbies do when they are left alone.” 
 
    Sally stuck her tongue in her cheek and made a jacking off motion in front of her mouth. 
 
    Both girls laughed, then Tammy said, “Seriously, haven’t you ever wondered?” 
 
    Not really, but…if you really want to know, why don’t you find out?” 
 
    Tammy snorted. “And how would I do that?” 
 
    “Do you remember when we went to that garage sale and I picked up those cameras?” 
 
    “The ones that hooked up to the computer? Weren’t you going to set them up around your house?” 
 
    “I was, but I didn’t, and I’ve still got the cameras.” Her face was smiling, but her eyes were intent. 
 
    Slowly, Tammy got it. She leaned forward and said, “Are you saying what I think you’re saying?” 
 
    “How long will it take him to drive you to the airport?” 
 
    “An hour.” 
 
    “And an hour back.” 
 
    “The cameras are very small. I can tape the red light on the front that shows they are working. I can use thumbtacks, the ends  overlapping the base of the cameras. Where would you like them?” 
 
    “Oh, my God!” Tammy’s eyes glowed with excitement. “Let’s see, one in the bedroom, one in the computer room…if anything is going to happen those are the places I would set them up in.” 
 
    “You can pick them up on your computer and send me the videos.” 
 
    “Live stream, baby.” 
 
    “And Leo will never know.” 
 
    “And you can find out what he looks at on the computer. You see see if he masturbates. Anything he does…you can see. And if you can’t, if he’s in the wrong room, I can set up other cameras. Give me your spare key—“ 
 
    “It’s under the flower pot on the far right on the porch!” 
 
    “—and we can get to the root of how bad boys can be.” 
 
    “What do you think he does?” 
 
    “Oh, jacks off. Watches porn. Isn’t that what most men do?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Well, you’re going to find out.” 
 
    Both girls giggled and sipped their wine. 
 
      
 
    The next morning Tammy was up early. Self sufficient, she had her bags out to the car before Leo was even up. 
 
    She came back in the house and nudged the bed with her knee. 
 
    “Let’s go, bozo. Time to take me to the airport.” 
 
    “Wha…? Oh.” 
 
    He sat up, a little tired, then realized what was happening. 
 
    “Hey! We never made love last night!” 
 
    “Your loss. Now come on.” 
 
    “But you were talking to Sally all evening, and…come on. You’re going to be gone a month!” 
 
    She tossed him his pants. 
 
    “Too bad, so sad.” 
 
    Inside she was gleeful. He was going to be horny, and whatever the result of his horniness, she would get to observe it. 
 
    What was her husband going to do when she was gone? 
 
    “Aw, honey…” 
 
    But she was out the door.  
 
    Leo pulled on his pants, yawned, brushed his teeth, and finished getting dressed. He wandered out to a plate of scrambled eggs and bacon. Tammy was just finishing her breakfast. 
 
    “Hurry up. Don’t want to be late.” 
 
    Leo sat, and she chuckled when she saw the bump in his pants. 
 
    “Got a boner, eh?” 
 
    “No thanks to you!” 
 
    “Oh, much thanks to me. Now, eat.” 
 
    Ten minutes later they were in the car and zipping down the street. 
 
    Eleven minutes later Sally dashed through the side yard and tried to the garage door. 
 
    It was open. No need for the key. Yet. 
 
    She was carrying a small cardboard box when the she entered the house. 
 
    She smelled the aroma of bacon and eggs and sighed. Well, the sooner she was done the sooner she could have her own breakfast. 
 
    The bedroom was set up perfectly for what she wanted to do. The dresser had a big picture over it, and above the picture was a small shelf. She got a chair, climbed onto the dresser, and put the camera between a little, boy blue statue and an oriental bowl. The bowl was a dark shade and not much light got up here. She put the camera far back, adjusted everything, checked the feed on her laptop, and grinned. 
 
    She had a perfect view of the room. She could see all four posters on the bed, and several feet to the side. She could even see int he dresser drawers! 
 
    The next stop was the computer room, and this was more difficult. She wanted to see what he was watching on the screen, but she also wanted to see his face and front. She finally decided on two cameras.  Again, there was a perfectly situated shelf, and, a bonus, it was filled with stuff. Stuff like old computer wires, old cell phones, an ancient VHS player, even cameras. 
 
    The one facing the computer screen was totally out of sight behind the VHS player. The one facing the chair Leo sat at was the problem. The far corner of the shelf faced Leo’s swivel, and since it looked a thim, he could look at it. 
 
    So how perceptive was Leo? That was the question. 
 
    Sally stepped up on a short filing cabinet. She tried to move everything as little as possible. She set the camera up behind a coil of wires, shifted a small radio that had seen better days, and stood back. 
 
    She could barely see the lens of the camera. Yes. That might do it. If Leo was not perceptive. 
 
    But then what man was? 
 
    She checked the feed on her computer. She now had three views on her screen. One of the bedroom at the lower right. Two of the computer next to each other on the bottom. 
 
    Hmm. She had three more cameras, but she only needed one. She just wanted a fourth view to fill out the screen. 
 
    She finally decided to put one above the refrigerator at the end of the kitchen. This would show the kitchen and the hallway, the length of the house. 
 
    She set the camera in place, checked her feed, and looked at her watch.  
 
    Forty-eight minutes. Not bad. 
 
    She ran home and checked her desktop. Everything was perfect. 
 
    She sat back, checked her watch again, and grinned. Oh, Leo. Poor baby. You have not a clue! 
 
      
 
    “Don’t let the plants die,” Tammy said as they walked her through the terminal. 
 
    “I won’t.” He smiled. He was used to these last minute instructions. 
 
    “And make sure you don’t forget to mow. I don’t want to come back to a shaggy house.” 
 
    “A shaggy house. That’s a good one.” 
 
    She grabbed his arm and pulled him to the side. She put her hands on both sides of his face. “And I don’t want you doing anything disgusting, like play with yourself.” 
 
    “What?” He put on an incredulous look. “I never do that stuff!” 
 
    Actually, she had no reason to think he did, and that was the point of her warning him. She wanted to put the bug in his mind. Play with yourself! Play with yourself! And how better to do that than to simply and directly keep mentioning it. Try not to think of the color purple and it’s too late, you have to think about it to not think about it. 
 
    She kissed him then, right behind the potted plat at the airport, and it was a scorcher of a kiss. And while she was kissing she brushed her hand against the front of his pants. 
 
    “Oh, heysoos!” he whispered, his boner surging. “You don’t screw me before you leave, and now this…” 
 
    “I’ll stop if you want,” she nibbled on his ear and bumped his boner harder. 
 
    “I think you’re going to miss your flight, baby.” 
 
    “Ha!” and she backed off. 
 
    A minute later she turned, right before she stepped into the hallway for the plane, and waved to him. She was grinning and he felt his dick pushing out at his pants. 
 
    Then she was gone. For a month. 
 
    He didn’t bother to wait and watch the plane take off. He headed through the terminal, into the parking lot, and drove for home. 
 
    He smiled, thinking about what he was going to do.  
 
    If Tammy had known Leo’s little secret she never would have bothered trying to excite him. 
 
    He was already peaking. 
 
     
 
    Sally was in the kitchen, doing the dishes, when Leo drove into the driveway. She saw his car through the window and turned off the water and headed for her computer. Shortly she was watching four screens and waiting for whatever was about to happen. 
 
    And it might be nothing. 
 
    He might spend a boring four weeks watching TV and reading, and working on the computer. 
 
    But she didn’t think so. 
 
    She thought that Leo, like every other red-blooded man, had secrets.  
 
    He was too nice, too calm, too polite. Behind that innocent facade there had to be some deep, dark secret. 
 
     
 
    Leo walked through the front door and showed up on Sally’s computer. He walked through the house. Into the living room, and the light momentary dimmed in the camera. He must have closed the blinds. 
 
    She chuckled and rubbed her hands. Here we go! 
 
    He came out of the living room and turned into the kitchen. He walked right towards the camera and for a second Sally thought he must have seen the camera. Then he passed out of sight, the picture was obscured by the back of the door into the garage, and she realized he was going into the garage. 
 
    The garage? For what? He didn’t have laundry or anything, what was he doing? 
 
    Then the door shut and she saw him walking back through the house. He was carrying a big cardboard box. 
 
    Huh? What’s in there? 
 
    He entered the bedroom and she moved her gaze on the screen. 
 
    He placed the cardboard box on the bed, then took off his clothes. 
 
    Sally watched avidly as he took off his pants, then underpants. His cock was BIG! 
 
    Part of it was that it was hard, a world class erection. Part of it was that it was a big cock. Oh, that lucky girl, thought Sally. 
 
    Now he was smiling. He stroked himself a few times, then walked into the bathroom. 
 
    Crap. Out of sight. 
 
    She figured he would pee and come back out. But the minutes dragged on. 
 
    Now she wished she had set up a camera in there, but that was not feasible. There was no place to hide it, and she didn’t think steam from the shower would be good for her little cameras. 
 
    But what was he doing in there? 
 
    The minutes passed. Fifteen minutes, and Sally went to the kitchen for a Coke. She came back and set the Coke on her desk just as Leo came back into view. 
 
    She stared. There was something different about him.  
 
    He toweled himself off, and she wondered if the lighting had changed. Or maybe her camera had developed a glitch. It wasn’t an expensive camera after all. 
 
    Then she blinked. 
 
    Oh, my God! His hair! 
 
    His body was whiter, and that was because his normal crop of hair was gone. Off his chest, out of his groin…he was hairless! 
 
    Nair. He must have used Nair! 
 
    She gave an uncontrollable giggle, and in her heart she knew that a show was just starting. 
 
    Men don’t make a point of locking all the doors just to use Nair in the middle of the day. 
 
    He reached into the box and took out…something. 
 
    Sally frowned and her eyebrows dipped. She bit a lip and leaned closer to the screen, tried to see what he was holding. 
 
    He was standing next to the bed, but with his back to her. He was fiddling with his groin. 
 
    What the heck was he doing? 
 
    Then he turned around and she gasped. 
 
    He was wearing something over his cock. It was a silvery tube of some sort, and…she realized what it was. A chastity tube. 
 
    Leo was wearing a chastity device! He had locked his cock up! He was in penis prison! 
 
    Leo took something else out of the box and walked towards the camera and out of sight. Back into the bathroom again. 
 
    Now what was he doing? 
 
    He came back out and she couldn’t tell anything. He did walk a little funny, but what did that mean? 
 
    He walked to the bed, reached into the box and got out four handcuffs. He put them on the posters of the bed, laid towards the center of the bed. 
 
    He tied something to the top right poster, and it took Sally a long moment to figure out what it was. 
 
    A key! 
 
    She knew, intuitively, that this must be the key to the handcuffs. 
 
    He reached into the box again and pulled out lingerie. 
 
    She watched in amazement as he put on panties and a bra. He had big falsies that he put in the cups, and his body was now looking pretty female. 
 
    He put on a corset. Pushed the falsies up a bit, made his ass flare out. It made his waist look much smaller. 
 
    She watched, and laughed, as he drew the strings as tight as he could. A corset could be difficult to put on, but he did an adequate job. 
 
    Sally wished she was there to pull the strings just a little tighter. 
 
    He put on nylons, and he was dope enough not to realize that putting nylons first would have made the corset easier. 
 
    But maybe he liked the struggle? Maybe there was a piece of him protesting, and this little thing was his way of speaking out against what he was doing to himself? 
 
    Maybe? 
 
    Maybe not. 
 
    Maybe he was just a dope who didn’t know how to get dressed as a woman. 
 
    Of course, he was doing a pretty good job of it, that one idiosyncrasy aside. 
 
    He took a dress out of the box. A tight, blue number. High enough to hide the line of the falsies, tight enough to really make his body feminine. 
 
    He wiggled into the dress, pulled it down, slicked the sides with his hands. 
 
    Sally sat back. “Well, well,” she murmured aloud. “Where do we go from here?” 
 
    Where he went was to the bathroom. Damn it. 
 
    But he was only in there a couple of minutes, and when he walked out she saw that he had brushed his hair, he always wore it long and now she knew why, and given him a bubble coif. 
 
    He once again reached into the box. This time he took out classic high heels. Black, shiny, patent leather. Three inch spikes. He stepped into them and as he turned to appreciate their look Sally realized: he did his toes! His toes were bright red! 
 
    Her mind somewhat blown, she watched as he walked out of the bedroom and she turned her gaze to the kitchen camera and watched him sashay down the hall. 
 
    And sashay it was. He was walking slowly, but she could almost hear the heels clicking on the wood floor. His hips were moving back and forth in a perfect imitation of a woman’s. He placed his feet one in front of the other, and his chest jiggled ever so slightly. 
 
    And she realized that the chastity tube hid the boner, kept it under control. 
 
    In the kitchen he reached up into the liquor cabinet, his hands passing right in front of the camera, the opening of the cabinet door temporarily obscuring her vision. 
 
    Then the door closed and she stared at…Old Grand-Dad 114. 
 
    He left it on top of the fridge and retrieved a glass from the dishwasher. He added ice cubes from the dispenser in the front of the refrigerator, then poured Old Grand-Dad into the glass. Finally, he opened the fridge door and got out a can of Coke. He poured a bit of the liquid into the glass, swirled the glass, and took a big glug. 
 
    He was only three feet from the camera and sally could see his adam’s apple going up and down. 
 
    He lowered the glass, smacked his lips, and he looked so happy. 
 
    He turned and, carrying the glass, headed back to the bedroom. 
 
    Sally watched his ass sway, and was almost turned on by how perfect it was. 
 
    In fact, she suddenly waved a hand in front of her face to cool herself off. 
 
    Whether it was the forbidden act of spying on him, whether it was seeing him naked, or…dressed as a woman, she was turned on. She could feel the heat in her loins, and knew she was getting wet down there. 
 
    He walked into the bedroom and sat down at the vanity table. He wiggled a bit, and she wondered if he had sat on something, because he would occasionally give a strange wiggle of his butt on the chair. 
 
    As he began to work, Sally wished she had a camera on the table for a close up, she wanted to watch this. But the one camera above the mirror did an adequate job. She could still see him applying make up. She just wanted a close up. 
 
    He took his time, cleansing his face and putting on primer. He had obviously done this before, because he knew everything to do, and he was very polished at doing it. No hesitation or thinking about it. 
 
    She watched as he applied foundation, then began adding color to his cheeks. 
 
    Lord, he was good. He put just the perfect amount of blush on his cheeks. And that was something because he had a male’s skin color. He was using female make up on a male face, and making it work. 
 
    He leaned forward and brushed darkness onto his lids. He carefully held his eyes open and drew the eyeliner on. 
 
    He took a moment to pluck his eyebrows, not too much, but enough. He could transition back to being a man and nobody would blink, but as a female he would shine. 
 
    He put clips on his ears and smiled, then he rolled a bright red lipstick onto his lips. 
 
    When he finally stood up and turned fully towards the camera Sally was astonished. 
 
    Gone was the man, presented was the woman. 
 
    He did not look male in any fashion. 
 
    She wondered if he worked out to make his chest thinner, his legs curvier. Did he work out physically to assist in his transformation? 
 
    Probably. 
 
    In fact, she thought definitely. 
 
    He was just too perfect not to have. And the sureness of his movements, his confidence…yes. He spent his life preparing for those times when his wife was out of town. 
 
    While the cat is away the mice…mouse…will play. 
 
    But the best was yet to come. 
 
    Leo, now fully made up, and totally looking like a woman, strutted down the hallway. 
 
    Yes, his heels must be clicking loudly. 
 
    He poured himself another drink, but this time he placed a straw in the glass. He sipped a bit, Sally had a perfect view of his lips puckering around the straw, then headed back for the bedroom. 
 
    He took a few big draws on the straw, then sat on the bed. 
 
    And turned and lay on the bed. 
 
    He bent over and, with much effort and contorting because of his corset, he fastened the handcuffs to his ankles. 
 
    Then he lay back and reached out for his left hand. He clicked the handcuff shut. He had only his right hand free, but he didn’t bother with it for a second. 
 
    He reached down and pulled his dress up. He again contorted and managed to  pull out a…butt plug! 
 
    “Oh, my God!” burst out of Sally’s lips. That was what he had done earlier, in the bathroom. That was why he walked funny at first, and why he had suddenly achieved a lady like sway in his rump! That was why he gave the occasional wiggle while sitting on the vanity chair! 
 
    He was wearing a butt plug! 
 
    She could imagine the tight sensation running through him. Having a butt plug up the heinie was about as close as a man could come to being a woman, and…and it wasn’t, as she blinked and watched what he did next. 
 
    He reached up to his pillow and took out a dildo. 
 
    Sally’s eyes opened extra wide. Her mouth was ludicrously open. 
 
    He slid the dildo where the sun doesn’t shine. 
 
    He finally reached up and worked his wrist against the handcuffs until they snapped over his right hand. 
 
    He was caught now! He was laid out, his body trapped, and he began wiggling against the bed. He wiggled, and the dildo moved around, and he groaned loudly. She didn’t have to hear it, just watching, Sally knew he was groaning. 
 
    Oh, Leo, what fantasies you must be pursuing. 
 
    Dressed as a woman. 
 
    Your dress up and your panties down. 
 
    A penis stuck into you. 
 
    Are you going to get off? 
 
    And that became the question of the day. Was he going to ejaculate from his…workings? 
 
    Was he going to squirt inside his dress and spew his semen all over the place. 
 
    Leo wiggled, and his face became red. He was moaning, definitely loudly. 
 
    He pulled on the handcuffs. He jerked and moved his hips up and down. 
 
    How deep was that dildo? Sally wondered. 
 
    Then she realized something. 
 
    Her hand was in her crotch. 
 
    She was rubbing her mons.  
 
    She was terribly turned on. 
 
    Without taking her eyes off the screen she stood up and began taking off her clothes. 
 
    Leo writhed and twisted and pushed his buttocks down, taking more and more of the forbidden fruit into his bunghole. 
 
    Sally pushed off her panties and pulled off her bra. She sat on the chair again, and she grabbed her mons and squeezed. 
 
    A thrill shot through her. 
 
    She watched Leo squirm, deeply in the throes of lust. All alone and in love with himself. 
 
    She put a finger in herself. Two fingers, and began pulling up, rubbing for the G spot. 
 
    She wondered how much he loved his wife. He did love here, this was obvious. He was a good husband, and he watched her with eyes that revealed a depth of love. 
 
    But he was splitting that love with his own perverted desires. 
 
    Now he was humping up and down, landing on the base of the dildo. It had to be all the way in, and he was wiggled to sour his insides with the thing. 
 
    She put three fingers in, and grabbed and pulled her tits with the other hand. From breast to breast, pulling on the nipples, squeezing her fat glands with a hand. 
 
    Now he wasn’t the only one moaning. 
 
    In the silence of her house, not thirty feet from where Leo lay, she groaned and dug into her pussy. 
 
    On the screen he was frantic! Going up and down like a rabbit! A spastic effort at ejaculation. 
 
    “Go, Leo!” burst from Sally’s lips. Her voice was alone in the house, but she felt a bond with the man on her computer screen. 
 
    He was going to get off! He had to get off! 
 
    And so did she! 
 
    Then Leo arched his back high, held it for an amazing ten seconds, then slammed his hips down, driving the fake penis to its deepest, and white fluid began seeping out of his chastity tube. 
 
    A lot of semen. 
 
    He was getting everything out! 
 
    Seeing this, Sally had her own orgasm. She arched her back, held it, and her eyes rolled back and she saw whiteness. A golden haze enveloped her, held her, and then…she slumped back. 
 
    Fuck! What a bomb! 
 
    On the computer screen, on his bed, Leo slept the peaceful sleep. He was sated, satisfied, and his dick no longer struggled in the chastity tube. 
 
    At her computer Sally, dazed, grappled with her thoughts. 
 
    She looked at her watch. It was still hours until Tammy landed.  
 
    She might be able to get through before then, while Tammy was flying, but…no. Just wait. 
 
    Too much to think about. 
 
    Leo was a kink. 
 
    And it was turning her on. 
 
    Oh, she wasn’t about to steal another woman’s husband. 
 
    Besides, it was the kink that was exciting her, not Leo. 
 
    He was a great guy, but…that wasn’t the magic. 
 
    The magic was seeing him laid out, fucking himself, a woman. 
 
    What would she tell Tammy? 
 
    That was easy. The truth. 
 
    In fact, she didn’t have to tell her anything. She just had to send her the videos. 
 
    And what would she think when she found out that her man had a deep, deep secret. 
 
    What would she think?

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    Tammy stared at the screen. She had arrived, checked in, and checked back with Sally. 
 
    And had received a couple of hours of video. Since she didn’t have to start her consulting until the morrow, she had sat on the bed, in her robe after a shower, and…lost her mind. 
 
    Seriously. 
 
    Her mind was somewhere else. Where, she did not know. 
 
    Her husband was a crossdresser. Or worse. 
 
    Or maybe better, depending on how you looked at it. 
 
    The question was, how was she going to look at it once her mind returned. 
 
    Ding ding! 
 
    Her cell phone rang. Her mouth slack, her eyes shocked, she picked up the phone. Upside down, and answered it. 
 
    Then realized and turned it right side up. 
 
    “Tammy!” 
 
    “Sally!” 
 
    “What do you think?” 
 
    “I…I…I don’t know if I’m capable of thought.” 
 
    “I know, isn’t it incredible? Isn’t that the greatest thing you’ve ever seen? 
 
    And that decided it, that one moment of non-judgmental opinion, delivered from her friend. 
 
    “Great?” mumbled Tammy. 
 
    “I mean, how men will go to that much trouble for an orgasm? And, man, you got to admit…that orgasm must have been out of this world.” 
 
    Tammy slowly came to her senses. Her friend thought it was funny. And what she was saying, about what Leo was willing to do, how far he was willing to go…her mind started to settle down. 
 
    She finally managed, “Amazing.” 
 
    “I’ll say. So how do you want to play this?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” And Tammy looked down. Her robe had come apart a bit and she was looking at her own pussy. The curly hairs of a little landing strip. The wet folds, the way her clitoris was…rigid. 
 
    Rigid? 
 
    And then she realized, looking down past her robe, that her nipples were standing straight out. 
 
    Was she really getting hot over this? 
 
    But she was! 
 
    “Tammy?” 
 
    “Uh…yes.” Tammy pulled her robe shut. 
 
    “What do you want to do?” 
 
    “I’m not sure what to do.” 
 
    Her vagina was moist. In fact, it wasn’t moist, it was fucking wet! 
 
    “Hey, girlfriend, your hubby is doing nasty things to himself. Do you want to guilt him? Trick him? Shame him? You certainly can’t be willing for him to keep doing this kind of stuff!” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Can you?” 
 
    Tammy put a hand on herself, down there, and felt her folds. “Well…” He had made her so hot! Just by dressing like a woman! And…and getting off like that. 
 
    She didn’t know that men actually liked it up the pooper. 
 
    She thought that was reserved for gays, and that somehow it felt hurtful. 
 
    But, she continued thinking, why would gay men do it then, if it was painful. 
 
    Which meant—a little light bulb going off inside her cranium—that it didn’t hurt. 
 
    That it felt good! 
 
    She was rubbing herself now, trying to relieve herself of some of the frenetic heat that was coming out of her gland. 
 
    “Tammy? Are you listening?” 
 
    “Yes…yes…” She tried to stop feeling herself. “Look, don’t do anything. Just record it al. We need to think. We need to come up with some kind of plan.” 
 
    “Okay, but…Tammy?” 
 
    “Yes? Oh please, hang up, I need to finish this! 
 
    “He’s not doing anything bad. He’s just…playing with himself. No crime against that, right?” 
 
    “No…no crime.” She was breathing hard, rubbing harder. She looked down at her nipples. The material of her robe was sliding back and forth across the nipples with her motion. She was going to do this. She had to get off the phone. 
 
    “Listen, don’t do anything, just get all the evidence you can get. I’ll call you tonight and we’ll figure something out. Okay?” 
 
    “Okay. Are you all right?” 
 
    SHUT UP! her mind screamed. 
 
    “Yes…yes. I have to go. There’s a boss on the line.” 
 
    “Okay. I’ll talk to you later.” 
 
    “Yes. Talk. bye bye.” 
 
    Click. 
 
    Tammy rolled back, her robe came open and she spread her legs. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” she wailed, and her hand became a blur. 
 
      
 
    Leo awoke, and he was in the most pleasant place. His frantic desires, desires which he hid from his wife, had been satisfied. 
 
    He was okay. 
 
    His balls were empty. 
 
    He sighed, felt as good as he ever had in his life, and looked up at the handcuff on his right hand. 
 
    He smiled and felt for the key he had tied around the post. It was tied by a thick string, no chance of it falling off. If that happened he’d probably die before the month was up. Die dressed up like a woman with a dildo up his butt. 
 
    There were worse ways, he supposed with a grin. 
 
    He worked his right hand around, managed to get the key, and inserted it and twisted. the cuffs fell free. 
 
    Lord, he had had to practice that move a lot of times. 
 
    He undid his other hand, sat up, and released his feet. 
 
    Free, and no longer obsessed with being a woman. 
 
    He got up, got undressed, put everything away nightly, but left the box next to the bed. 
 
    He used cold cream on his face, then went for a shower. The water sluiced down upon him, rinsing his sex sweaty body clean. 
 
    Then he dried, put on shorts and a tee, and some athletic shoes, and went on with his day. 
 
    He mowed the lawn. Usually he mowed it every seven days, but he did it every ten when Tammy was gone. Three mows. 
 
    And he did similarly with all his jobs. Letting them go until the last minute. Then, when Tammy came home, he would do one big cleaning and pretend he had been working all month. 
 
    Rrrrrr! He ran the mower back and forth. 
 
    “Hi, Leo!” His next door neighbor, Sally, waved. 
 
    Leo smiled. She was looking mighty fine, and he loved the way she went around in a bikini or just a robe. 
 
    Today was just a robe, and he stopped to chat. 
 
    How’s work, how’s life treating ya, yadda yadda, yadda. 
 
    Bullshit small talk while he pretended to look her in the eyes, but he was really sneaking glimpses of her tremendous ta tas and her nifty nipples. 
 
    Her face was pretty good, too. Full lips which she always kept plum, red and moist. Even set eyes that showed intelligence, but not too much. 
 
    Leo hated it when women looked at him and were too smart, seemed to look right through him, seemed to know what he was thinking. 
 
    Of course, no woman had ever seen the real truth of him, the dildo loving, autogynephiliac. 
 
    “I asked when is Tammy due back?” 
 
    “A month,” he made his boob wandering mind come to attention. 
 
    “That’s probably the secret of your marriage.” 
 
    “What?” He wasn’t  tracking. What was she saying? 
 
    “Science has proven that when married couples take small vacations from each other the marriage is stronger.” 
 
    “Well that’s interesting. I never thought about it.” 
 
    She smiled. Right. You never thought about it while you were doing transvestite self bondage and sticking a big old plastic hog up your poop chute. 
 
    “Well, think about it. I’ve got something in the oven, so talk to you later.” 
 
    “Okey dokey.” 
 
    And they parted. Leo to mow his lawn, and Sally to her bedroom where she was about to put something big and plastic with good vibrations into her own oven. 
 
      
 
    The days passed, as they are wont to do.  
 
    Sally kept her eye to the computer screen. she checked it constantly, but Leo seemed to have gotten his fantasies out of his system. 
 
    Which irritated her no end. She wanted to watch. Sure, the videos were good for a squirt or two, but having seen them once…she wanted more. 
 
    She wanted to see what he did next time. 
 
    Even if he did the same thing, it was real, it was really happening, and that would be so much more exciting than just watching the videos. 
 
      
 
    Tammy called every night. And even during the day, taking time out for work. 
 
    “Has he done it yet? 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Damn! What’s wrong with that boy?” 
 
    The girls giggled. What had once worried them as sick and perverted was now become their choice of masturbation. 
 
    They wanted new videos. They wanted to see what else he had in his repertoire. They wanted to see him dressed up and tied down and getting off! 
 
      
 
    Leo puttered around the house. Unaware of the aggravation and anticipation he was causing, he got up and cleaned out the gutters. 
 
    He left dishes in the sink, only cleaning them every two or three days, when the mood struck him. 
 
    He got dressed, like a man, and went to the store. 
 
    He put on his biking outfit regularly and went for daily ten mile jaunts. 
 
    “Damn!” observed Sally. “I would think that that outfit wold be a little kinky, or that he would wear panties underneath them, or something! 
 
    But Leo just watched a little TV, caught a game and sipped at a single drink, and worked a crossword puzzle while the game was on. 
 
    No big excitement there. 
 
    Then, about the fifth day after his sexual adventure, he got out the box, put on the chastity tube, and…that was it. 
 
    “What’s stopping him?” groaned Tammy. 
 
    But he just watched a game on the TV, read a book, and took a shower. 
 
    He often took a shower. Usually once a day, but often after sweaty work. Nothing unusual about that. 
 
    But this day he took a longer shower. And when he came out he was holding his package and looked a little…frantic. 
 
    Just a little. A tightening of the eyes. Thinner lips. 
 
    “He’s going to do it,” pronounced Sally. 
 
    Tammy agreed. It had been seven days. Leo and her usually made love every three or four days. Without her to excite him, however, he was taking longer to get excited. 
 
    But now, his cock caged, a look in his eyes, he was looking like he was getting ready. 
 
    The next day he put on panties and a bra. It was Saturday, and he stayed inside. Cleaned the garage, did the laundry, did the dishes. 
 
    About three in the afternoon he put his falsies in, and he started wearing high heels. Not the big ones, just some low ones. 
 
    And…he glued on some fake nails. And he painted them a bright red. 
 
    Oh, yes. He was getting close. 
 
    But he didn’t do anything. 
 
    At the end of the night, in spite of looking a bit hot and sweaty, sexually speaking, he simply went to bed. 
 
    But the next day, starting about noon, he went for it. 
 
    Again, Sally watched him. As did his wife on her computer. 
 
    They watched him get everything ready.  
 
    They watched him get dressed and made up. 
 
    They stared in astonishment as the amazing transition he went through. 
 
    Man to woman, in just a couple of hours. 
 
    Then he was walking around the house, strutting and sashaying, clicking in his high heels and sipping bourbon and Coke. 
 
    Then, to the bed. the handcuffs. The dildo. The frantic, pounding, lusty ride, and…he was done. 
 
    So were Tammy and Sally. 
 
    His excitement was their excitement, and they had used their own dildos to accomplish what Leo did with his. 
 
    Different holes…same song. 
 
    And it was over, and they knew for how long. 
 
     
 
    The second week passed, and he did it again. It was almost a ritual. He deviated here and there, but he was taking his time, doing the same things, achieving the same results. 
 
    And the girls could hardly stand it. 
 
    They wanted him to put on a show every night! 
 
    They wanted to get themselves off every night! 
 
    But Leo was regular, if nothing else. 
 
    The third week passed, and he got himself off for the fourth time. 
 
    The girls were beside themselves. 
 
    Yes, they were getting off every time he did, but they wanted more! 
 
    They had never thought of themselves as being addicted to sex, but it was obvious, even to them, that they were. 
 
    Then the fourth week began to pass, and they knew they were running out of time. 
 
    After all, Leo would get off, and they would be left high and dry, no squirts for them, until Tammy left on another consultation. 
 
    But consultations that lasted a month were few and far between. It might be a year before she got another one. 
 
    They were going to have to do something; they were going to have to bring matters to a head. 
 
    But…how? 
 
    By the time Friday rolled around they had a plan. And it was a doozy! 
 
      
 
    Friday, and Leo locked the tube on himself. 
 
    God, he loved the feeling of not being able to get erect. It made him hornier and hornier, so horny that with a day or two he couldn’t stand it. 
 
    But he didn’t need to. 
 
    Saturday he wore lingerie and heels and pranced around the house. 
 
    He was getting so damned horny he couldn’t stand it. But he sipped some bourbon, and that relaxed him enough to get to sleep. 
 
    Then Sunday arrived. Super Sunday. 
 
    Leo was to pick up Tammy the following day, six at night. 
 
    He would blast off on Sunday evening, recover, clean the house on Monday, and pick her up. He would be scrubbed squeaky clan, the house would be in fit shape, and…he would be able to stand the wait until the next time she left. 
 
    A little past noonLeo began getting ready. 
 
    He had a drink, put on some lingerie, and watched a game. 
 
    His weenie was surging, trying to get loose, anxious to squirt. 
 
    No squirt for you, bozo. Not yet. 
 
    A little later he put on a dress, nylons, brushed his hair, and began putting on make up. 
 
    Sally watched on her computer. Her heart was pounding. She couldn’t wait! 
 
    He finished his make up, had his butt plug in, and was walking in the back yard. 
 
    Sally ran out to the fence and peered through a knothole. 
 
    Leo was gorgeous. If she didn’t know he was a man she never would have guessed. 
 
    He went back into the house, and she returned to the computer. 
 
    He got onto the bed, removed the plug and replaced it with a big, old snake of a cock. 
 
    He began to hump and writhe. The grand finale was here, and it was time. 
 
      
 
    Leo was going crazy. He was struggling against the cuffs, and the dildo was moving inside him. He knew he was going to squirt. Any minute now, he could feel it coming. He was going to— 
 
    Sally was wearing a totally black outfit. She wore a bulky shirt under a sweat shirt and, a sudden inspiration upon preparing, a thick dildo was strapped to her leg. 
 
    Her hair was tucked up under a ski mask and all that could be seen of her was her eyes. Her eyes, which had no make up on them and which she kept slitted. 
 
    “AIIEEE!” Leo screamed. 
 
    Sally was holding a gun. It wasn’t loaded, but she acted like it was. 
 
    “Got ya!” she yelled in a deep voice. 
 
    Leo reached for the key to the cuffs, but Sally moved forward, snaked a hand out and grabbed them. She broke the string and jumped back. 
 
    Leo was totally caught. 
 
    She moved around the bed, making sure the handcuffs were tight. 
 
    He was fastened to the bed and there was absolutely no way he could get free. 
 
    “What…what…let me…go!” 
 
    Sally couldn’t stop grinning under the ski mask. 
 
    Leo struggled. He thrashed back and forth. He pulled on the cuffs, but the bed was sturdy and he wasn’t going anywhere. 
 
    Sally moved to the bottom of the bed. She reached up and gripped the dildo and slowly slid it out. 
 
    Leo groaned, then gave a grunt as it left his hole. 
 
    Sally backed up to the door, holding the dildo in one hand. 
 
    “You can’t do this! Who are you?” 
 
    Sally left the room. 
 
      
 
    That was the longest night of Leo’s life. 
 
    He lay there, tormented, destroyed, wondering what was going to happen to him. 
 
    He had been caught, but he didn’t know how. 
 
    And whoever had caught him had managed to break into the house without making a sound. 
 
    It was almost like they knew what he was doing. 
 
    He lay and heard a clock ticking from the other room. 
 
    He thought the person who had confined him was still there. He heard dishes being done. He heard the TV. He heard soft footsteps through the house. 
 
    But she didn’t come back, at least, not for a while. 
 
    His dick, in spite of the fright, was trying to get hard. It was still in the cage. 
 
    He wished that whoever it was would take the chastity tube off. He wanted to be done with horny. It was time for him to put on the sedate mantel of quiet respectability. 
 
    He lay, and worried, and was all sexed up. 
 
    About eleven or so, he really didn’t know exactly when, the person who had broken into his room entered again. 
 
    It’s a woman! He thought, taking the time to inspect her. She was trying to disguise her face and figure, but women walk. Certain way. They don’t have nuts to keep their legs apart. So…it was a woman. 
 
    Which realization did him absolutely no good. 
 
    So it was a woman? He couldn’t break free and overpower her, and she didn’t seem to hear him when he tried to speak to her. 
 
    “You have to let me go.” 
 
    She was holding, of all things, a bed pan. 
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
    She slid the bed pan under him. In a gruff voice she said, “Pee.” 
 
    just one word. Not enough for him to identify her. And he might not even know her. Probably didn’t. 
 
    She shook his caged cock, not at all averse to handing him. “Pee!” 
 
    He tried to talk, but she pressed on his belly, and he groaned. 
 
    He was going to have to pee. He needed to, but did this mean she was going to keep him there through the night? 
 
    The sound of tinkling filled the room. 
 
    Leo felt a little relief and sighed. 
 
    When he was done she took the bed pan away and left him with one word. 
 
    “Sleep.” 
 
    He had a hard time sleeping. He was still dressed like a woman, and that meant the confining feeling of the bra and the corset. He also had a bad case of ‘dick won’t stop moving.’ 
 
    It just kept moving and wiggling and trying to get hard. 
 
    About three in the morning he nodded off. 
 
    And woke up an hour later. 
 
    Then he got a couple of hours of sleep, and later, another hour. 
 
    But he wasn’t tired when the day was in bloom. Short on sleep, he was long on sexual excitement. 
 
    The woman in black entered his room with another bed pan. He emptied himself, asked questions to no avail, and…waited. 
 
    Tammy was due home that evening. 
 
    He had a dread feeling that that was why he was being held. 
 
    He would see his wife, or she would seem, and…what would that do to their marriage? 
 
    But he hadn’t done anything really bad! He hadn’t knocked over a bank for killed somebody. He hadn’t even cheated! 
 
    But…there was no telling with women. She might get screwy over the situation and kick him out of the house. 
 
    What would he do? 
 
    The day passed, and the figure in black came in and fed him. She wore latex gloves so he couldn’t even identify her hands. 
 
    He could see red tips in the fingers of the gloves, but not enough. 
 
    Who was she? 
 
    Why was this happening? 
 
    What was going to happen to him? 
 
      
 
    At six that evening Tammy stepped off the plane. Sally was there to meet her, and she was grinning. 
 
    “He’s waiting?” asked Tammy. 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    The girls giggled, couldn’t contain themselves, and they walked through the terminal. An hour later they were pulling into Sally’s driveway. 
 
    “So, are you ready?” Asked Sally. 
 
    “Oh, baby. I was born ready!” 
 
    the two women crossed the lawn and entered Tammy’s house. 
 
    It was quiet in the house, but they could actually feel Leo’s presence downtime hall, emanating from the bedroom. 
 
    “Honey, I’m home!” 
 
    They stood in the foyer and smothered their giggles. 
 
    No answer. But they could feel him, They cold feel his emotion, his panic. 
 
    “Honey? Are you home?” 
 
    The sounds of struggle. Handcuffs against bedposts, and the bedposts were winning. 
 
    Tammy walked down the hallway, taking her time, letting her heels sound on the floor. 
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    Looking into bedrooms. “Not here. Hmmm. I wonder…” 
 
    Last room before the master bedroom. “I wonder, could he be sleeping?” 
 
    Behind her Sally was holding her gut, trying not to laugh. 
 
    Tammy jumped into the room as if to surprise Leo. 
 
    Leo yelled, “NO!” 
 
    He was laying in his dress, his legs spread enough to give a view of the chastity tube. 
 
    She screamed, “AIIIE!” and jumped back in the hallway. 
 
    “No…no…!” Leo sobbed. 
 
    Then Tammy stepped back into the room, laughing and laughing and laughing. 
 
    Sally followed her, holding a cell phone and videoing everything. And she was laughing and laughing. 
 
    Leo was terrified. He was panicked, and scared, and his head was raised. He burbled, “No…please…honey…don’t…please…” 
 
    Then, as the girls continued laughing, he stopped talking. His pale whiteness gave way to redness, and he turned the brightest red in history. 
 
    Tammy laughed and laughed, and she came up next to the bed and looked down. 
 
    Sally was on the other side, and she kept filming. 
 
    “Tammy?” He whispered. 
 
    “So this is what you do when I’m not around!” 
 
    “It’s not…what it…” 
 
    “What? It’s not what it looks like? I find that hard to believe. 
 
    Leo looked at Tammy. “You’re the woman in black.” 
 
    “Guilty.” 
 
    Tammy reached over and felt his boobs. “Lord, you really went all out, didn’t you?” 
 
    “I…but…” 
 
    “I mean, you really look beautiful. Oh, a little worn, and scared and tired and all that, but you’re really beautiful.” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “For what? Being beautiful?” 
 
    Little tears were trickling down his cheeks. 
 
    Tammy dried on and said, “Oh, you silly boy. If you had only told me.” She looked up at Tammy. “Where’s the thing you took out of his butt?” 
 
    “On the table next to you.” 
 
    Tammy turned, picked up the dildo. “My, this is big.” She held it up and waved it in the air, then she looked at her friend again. “And you took this out of his ass?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    Tammy moved down the bed. One hand held the dildo and the other trailed along his body. 
 
    “I can’t wait,” she said. “We can dress him up all the time, and we can even get him a set of implants. Nice, big boobies. Would you like that, honey?” 
 
    Leo was giving light struggles, still crying, his face still red. 
 
    “And you found it right here?” Tammy put the dildo at his anal entrance. 
 
    “That’s the place.” 
 
    She looked at Leo. “And you really like it?” 
 
    “I…I…I…” 
 
    Very slowly Tammy inserted the dildo. 
 
    Leo gasped, then stopped struggling. 
 
    It went in smooth and easy, and Leo groaned loudly. 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “I think, said Tammy, working the tool around, “That this is one of those times that no doesn’t mean no. Am I right, honey?” 
 
    Leo was gasping, and now his struggles weren’t to escape, but to feel more of that wonderful dick substitute. 
 
    For a long minute Tammy played with him, fondling his balls, bringing him closer and closer, then she stopped. 
 
    Leo gulped loudly and looked at her. 
 
    “Ask me,” she whispered. 
 
    He lay, mute, and was scared. 
 
    “Ask me and I’ll keep going.” 
 
    He breathed, “Please.” 
 
    “Please what?” 
 
    “Please…get me off.” 
 
    “Please…fuck you?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    She gave him a jab and he lurched upwards with the pleasure. 
 
    “Fuck you with a dick?” 
 
    “Yes! For God’s sake! Please!” 
 
    She pushed it in and out, she stirred his innards, and right when he was starting to roll his eyeballs, when his toes were curled and he was about to let go of his seed, she pulled It out. 
 
    “What…” he didn’t understand, He had been on the edge of a great cum, and now…now… 
 
    Tammy held the dildo up. 
 
    “Honey, for you to get a cum is going to take some work.” 
 
    “What? What are you…” 
 
    “Our relationship is changing, you see. I think I’ll be wearing the pants in the family from now on. And this,” she waggled the dildo, “Will be in those pants. From now on you’ll be cleaning and cooking, and if you do a good job I’ll lay you down, or bend you over, whichever you prefer, and give you what you want.” 
 
    “But…honey…” 
 
    “And, Sally has some chores for you to do. So you’re going to stay the way you are, all dressed up, and you’re going to earn your release.” 
 
    “You aren’t going to …how can I cook and clean if you don’t untie me?” 
 
    “Oh, we’ll let you out of bed, but that,” she shook his cock cage, “stays on.” And this,” she put the dildo between his legs and tickled his brown spot, “will be your reward.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “So, honey, as soon as you agree, to Sally’s cell phone, which will be considered legally binding, then we can let you up and you can start earning your pleasure. Do you agree?” 
 
    It took a moment, but he was caught, and, face it, this was what his fantasy was all about. 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Say it aloud, please.” 
 
    He gulped, turned to Sally’s cell phone and said, “Yes.” 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    I often get emails from girls asking for advice. Many of them are men  pretending to be girls, and except for returning cheerful comments, I don’t answer most of these queries. 
 
    But an answer should be presented. 
 
    The best advice I can give is don’t go too far too fast. And…most important…be aware of what is really happening, not just in your man, but in yourself. 
 
    This story starts out sweet, but it takes a turn, and then Mickey, the wife, begins going too far. 
 
    So how far should you take a man? 
 
    Read on, and decide for yourself. You’ll see all the stages of feminization, and you can decide for yourself when you think Mickey has gone too far, then apply that knowledge to yourself. 
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    Part One 
 
      
 
    “I feel like crap,” Mick groaned. She sat down on the toilet and groaned. 
 
    “Oh, no! Can I do anything for you?” Her husband, Jack, knelt down next to her. 
 
    “No…no. It’s just my period.” 
 
    He felt her forehead. “You’ve got a fever.” 
 
    “And my insides feel like they're making knots.” 
 
    “No party for you, young lady. It’s bowl of soup time.” 
 
    Mick looked up at Jack. She was a beautiful woman, shapely down below, gorgeous in the face, and smart, to boot. Right then her face was drawn, pale, and her eyes had a bad look in them. 
 
    “Thanks for being understanding.” 
 
    “Come on, let’s get you in bed, and I’ll call the Johnson’s.” 
 
    “You’re not going to tell them I’m having a period, are you?” 
 
    He laughed. “Mrs. Johnson, please excuse Mickey and I tonight, but she’s on the rag. Of course I’m not going to. I’ll make up a better excuse, like I got arrested, or you had a baby. Something they’ll believe.” 
 
    She groaned, but she smiled, and Jack helped her up. He walked her slowly into the bedroom and pulled the covers back for her. She slid under them and he lifted her legs, then tucked her in. 
 
    “Let me make a phone call, then I’ll bring in an ibuprofen and some chicken noodle soup. You okay with chicken noodle?” 
 
    “Uh huh,” she nodded and curled into a ball. 
 
    Jack left, and she shivered a bit as she listened to him. 
 
    “Hey, Cal, I’m sorry, but I’m really feeling under the weather…yeah, it might be the flu…no, it’s not bad, but I certainly didn’t want to bring something over to your house…..oh, sure. We’ll do it next month. Sure, say to Karen. Thanks.” 
 
    Click. 
 
    She smiled. He had even taken the blame for her. Now that was a husband. 
 
    She heard him clanking pans in the kitchen, then she heard the microwave go off. 
 
    She smiled. And shivered. And tried to relax.  
 
    Periods always hit her hard. She would get headaches, flu like symptoms, and, of course, a big gift of blood. 
 
    ‘Part of the price for being a woman,’ Jack would say. Jack always seemed so understanding. 
 
    He walked into the room with a hot bowl of soup and a pill on a tray. “You want to sit up?” 
 
    “No,” she muttered, sitting up. 
 
    He sat next to her and watched her pop the pill, then spoon soup into her mouth. 
 
    “You want some crackers?” 
 
    “No. I just want to eat and go to sleep.” 
 
    “Okey dokey.” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “And you should be,” he chided her, laughed at her. 
 
    “Oh, shut up.” 
 
    “Well, what have you done to be sorry for?” 
 
    “Having this period.” 
 
    “Nothing to be sorry for. That’s nature speaking up.” 
 
    “And…I’m sorry for the other thing, too.” 
 
    He gave a playful growl. “You mean I was going to get lucky tonight?” 
 
    “You were going to get the works.” 
 
    “The works? The whole works? Penetration and everything.” 
 
    “I wouldn't go that far,” she said, smirking. 
 
    I should have known. You’re just playing with me.” 
 
    She was finished with her soup now, and he stood up, picked up the tray. “I’ll be back to see if you need anything.” 
 
    “Okay,” she snuggled into the covers and closed her eyes. The soup had been perfect, and now she was ready to pass out. 
 
    He left the room, and when he returned, after washing the bowl and spoon, she was producing soft sighs of snores. 
 
    He smiled, turned off the light, and closed the door, leaving only six inches for him to hear her through. 
 
    Jack checked the house, made sure the doors were locked, fed the fish, then retired to the computer room. 
 
    He sat down at the computer and was very aware that he had a big boner. 
 
    Of course he did. Seemed like he always did. 
 
    Even when he was growing up, past puberty, he had had a stiff problem. Now he was going to do what he did then to handle it. 
 
    A little porn, a stroke or two, and he would be good. 
 
    He fired up the computer and went searching. 
 
    Lately, he had been getting off on chicks with dicks. 
 
    He wasn’t gay, he still liked women, but to see a woman with a penis, or, more properly, a man with tits, screw…that was exciting. 
 
    But it was likely just a phase. 
 
    Two years ago he had been into muscular woman. He loved seeing these super built weightlifter women grab a boner and act like they were going to twist it off. 
 
    Then, last year he had been into lesbians who fisted. God, that had turned him on, seeing slender women making love to other women, but when it came time for penetration they would use their whole fists. 
 
    Of course they would. They didn’t have weenies, so what else were they going to do? 
 
    Now he was into trans people screwing women. 
 
    He didn’t want to see them screwing men, which sort of proved he wasn’t gay, just screwing women. Preferably big chested women. 
 
    He thought of Mick, sleeping her period off. Now there was a woman with a chest. 
 
    He salivated at the thought of her big double Ds. He his weenie got a little stiffer. Man, he was going to have to get off! 
 
    He went searching. Went through Porzo and found a category that looked ripe. He rubbed his pants as he scrolling through dozens of ins and outs, ups and downs, slobbery kisses and his excitement grew and grew. 
 
    Finally, he was ready. 
 
    He found a cumpilation on the computer and started it up. He freed his cock and began stroking. Oh, Lord, this was going to be good. 
 
    He reached under his shirt and rubbed his nipples. He squirmed, and wished he had thought to put in a butt plug. He— 
 
    The door opened. 
 
    Jack half leaped out of the chair. He let go of his cock and tried to look like he wasn’t doing what he was doing. 
 
    “Jack. I wanted to—are you jacking off?” 
 
    Mick stared at him. She was obviously feeling better, and…she had caught him. 
 
    He had figured she would be out of it for a couple of hours at least, and probably till morning. Now he tried to stuff his cock into his pants. 
 
    She started to grin and pushed her way into the little room. 
 
    “Oh, my gosh! You are!” 
 
    She rounded the corner of his desk and looked down at his weenie. It was so hard he hadn’t been able to get it in his pants. It stuck up, pointed towards the ceiling, and it was throbbing and dripping. 
 
    “Jack Donahue!” She laughed. “I caught you! You bad boy! Playing with your weenie like a high school kid. 
 
    Jack’s face was red, he looked so-o-o guilty. “I’m sorry, I didn’t…” 
 
    He stopped talking. 
 
    She knelt down and looked him in the face. 
 
    He tried to look away. 
 
    She reached up and grabbed his face with one hand and forced him to look at her. “Hey. It’s not like we all don’t do that. And it’s not like you don’t have cause. After all, I was supposed to give you the works tonight, remember?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah,” he mumbled. 
 
    “So instead of getting all embarrassed, just get that big hog out and show me how you’re going to rassle it down to a decent size.” 
 
    He wouldn't have, he was incapable of movement, but she reached into his lap and gripped his dong. She began to stroke it. 
 
    “Is this what you were doing, Jack?” 
 
    “Uh…” It felt so good. Her hand was better than his hand. It was so soft and knowing. 
 
    She stroked him, leaned down and kissed the tip. She used her other hand to cup his balls. 
 
    “Is this what you wanted?” 
 
    He nodded. Still shamed, but pleasure was rapidly pushing guilt to the side. 
 
    “Then show me.” 
 
    She let go of his cock, put her hand on his hand, and moved his hand to his cock. 
 
    “Uh…” he had a panicky look in his eyes. 
 
    “Oh, go ahead,” she whispered. She rose up and kissed his ear. Her boobs touched his shoulder, came close to his face. “Jack off, Jack. Show me how it’s done.” 
 
    He started stroking. His hand moved up and down, but he still couldn’t look at her. 
 
    She encouraged him with sexy whispers and kisses. 
 
    But he couldn’t do it. He couldn’t get off. There was something about her being there, watching, and he just…couldn’t. 
 
    So she took matters in her own hands. 
 
    “It’s okay, Jack. I know you’re embarrassed, so let me help you out. Let me do the work.” 
 
    She moved her hand up and down. She kissed him, her hot lips mashed against his mouth, her tongue pressing forward. 
 
    Jack groaned, and now he felt it; he felt the surge of the urge. He felt the semen boiling down deep, and he knew he was going to cum. 
 
    “That’s it, baby,” she said, and she moved back from him, used her free hand to polish his knob. 
 
    He managed to look at her. His eyes met hers, and that was all it took. 
 
    He felt it shooting up the shaft. The world turned hazy and golden. He spewed semen into the air. Some of it even got on the computer screen. 
 
    Mickey started laughing for joy as she watched his body jerk back and forth. 
 
    “That’s it! Do it!” 
 
    He shot out a good ten streams, then collapsed. 
 
    Mick kept stroking, but softer, letting him come back down easily. 
 
    “Oh, heysoos!” He blurted. 
 
    “Good, eh?” 
 
    “Oh, God! The best!” 
 
    “Was it the best you’ve ever had?” 
 
    “Oh, yes!” 
 
    “Then we’ll have to do it again.” She let his dick flop on his belly and stood up. Laughing, she left the room. 
 
    And Jack was left dazed and confused. 
 
    He couldn’t believe that his wife had just given him a hand job. She always preferred real sex over hand sex. She had even said she thought that hand jobs were a little wasteful, nothing but masturbation, and why should somebody choke the chicken when they could have the real thing? 
 
    But now she had given him a hand job, and it had actually been better than ‘real sex.’ 
 
    Oh, man. And he hoped she would do that to him again. 
 
      
 
    After the big strokathon Mick went to the kitchen. She fixed some toast with butter and honey on it. Something solid to accompany the soup. Then she headed for the bedroom again. 
 
    She looked into the computer room, saw Jack just sitting there, wallowing in the wonderful satisfaction of having just had an extraordinary orgasm. 
 
    “That good, eh?” She chuckled, and continued down the hallway. 
 
    Jack finally got up and went and made himself some toast. Hers had smelled good, and he felt like he needed a bit of sustenance after that massive squirt. 
 
    He made toast, slapped on the butter and poured on the honey, ate, then went to check on Mick. 
 
    She was snoring in a most dedicated manner, and he knew she wouldn't be waking up soon. Probably until morning. 
 
    Still, he didn’t want to risk disturbing her. He got a blanket out of the hall closet and went into the living room. He laid the blanket over the couch, lay on it, and folded the thing over him. 
 
    After his massive cum, and his tummy settling meal, he was ready to sleep. Soon he was snoring lustily, lost in dreams of hands going up and down and his balls emptying. It was the first time he had ever had a wet dream (minus the squirt) after an orgasm. 
 
    But he didn’t complain. 
 
      
 
    Mick’s periods were always on the heavy side. She would get a blast, including the headaches and nausea and stuff, then several days of weak discharge and lesser symptoms. 
 
    Sometimes she got cranky, but she tried to control that. 
 
    Jack always tried to just be there for her. 
 
    It was usually pretty rough, though. 
 
    But she felt pretty good the next morning. 
 
    Her headache had evaporated over night, and her belly felt calm, so she only lay in bed a short while. 
 
    Jack wasn’t there, and she missed him, so she finally got up, performed ablutions, then went searching for him. 
 
    He was in the front room, half wrapped up in a blanket. The other half of him, the lower half, was exposed. 
 
    She giggled and sat down next to the couch. 
 
    He was snoring, but he had a woody.  He said woodies were pee hard ons, but that didn’t mean he didn’t like them. 
 
    Mick moved her hand next to it. She moved her hand up and down and closed the distance between her palm and his flesh. 
 
    She touched it, stroked it softly. 
 
    Jack moaned, but didn’t move. 
 
    She kept her touch soft, and kept stroking. 
 
    He groaned again, and spread his legs a bit, giving her even better access. 
 
    She was smiling, and she wondered if he could actually cum again? And while sleeping! 
 
    Jack mumbled something, and his hips went up and down very slightly. 
 
    Suddenly he shot semen into the air. At the same time his eyes jerked open and he looked around in confusion. 
 
    Good morning, sunshine,” Mick moved forward and kissed his mouth. 
 
    “Huh…what? Oh, God! Did you just…?” 
 
    “I certainly did. How was it?” 
 
    He lay there, staring at the ceiling, but not really looking at anything, more just trying to figure out if he was still there. “It was…good. But…I just came last night!” 
 
    “And you came this morning. There’s obviously more to this handjob thing than you’ve been letting on.” 
 
    “But I never masturbate!” 
 
    “You were last night when I caught you!” 
 
    “But…before that…I never did. I was just extra horny last night, and…” 
 
    “And I guess we didn’t completely drain you. Or perhaps hand jobs are just your very special thing.” 
 
    He struggled to his elbows. “I guess. I don’t think I’ve ever enjoyed sex so much in my life.” 
 
    “Well, good. Now get up and clean up, and I want some breakfast.” 
 
    Having just given him two squirts only hours apart, she was feeling a little bossy. After all, even though there wasn’t much work in making him squirt that way, it was still work, and she needed to be paid. 
 
    Jack rolled out of the blanket, looked at it, then bundled it up and headed for the garage. 
 
    “Don’t drip!” She called after him. 
 
    He looked down and saw he was still leaking semen. 
 
    God! How much had he cum? 
 
    He held the blanket under his cock to absorb the last few drops, put the blanket into he washing machine, and headed back into the kitchen. 
 
    Breakfast, eh? Well, he could do that. He was feeling a little appreciative of what she had done for him—he couldn’t get over having been drained while he was asleep—so he whipped up some eggs and French toast. 
 
    They ate out on the patio, watching the sun rise over the trees, listening to the birdies sing to each other. 
 
    It was very peaceful, especially since he had been so well drained. 
 
    “So, what does the day hold for you?” She asked. 
 
    “I’ll do a little work on the computer, watch the game, be at your beck and call.” 
 
    She laughed. “Work on the computer? Like you did last night?” 
 
    He blushed. “Not exactly.” 
 
    “Oh, hell, Jack. Do it if you want to. I’m having a lot of fun draining you, and since we don’t feel like screwing while I’m on the rag…enjoy yourself.” 
 
    “I’d rather enjoy you.” 
 
    His meaning was clear. He didn’t mean enjoy normal sex, he meant enjoy her hand. Her hand, better than her pussy, or even his own hand. 
 
    “Well, you keep treating me good and I’ll keep treating you good.” 
 
    “Deal,” he said, sipped a bit of OJ. 
 
    “Of course, cleaning the house helps, too.” 
 
    He soughed. “I’ll bet.” 
 
    “Tit for tat, baby.” 
 
    “Tat for tit,” he agreed. 
 
    They finished eating and lay back on recliners and enjoyed the growing heat of the morning. 
 
    “What wonderful life,” he murmured. 
 
    “Jack?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Do you think there’s anything to a name?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “People being on their names. A guy named Carpenter, he might be good working with wood.” 
 
    Jack chuckled. “And a guy named John Crapper…you can rest your case.” 
 
    But she wasn’t done. “I was reading and some scientist said that people with certain names, the same names, can actually look the same. They had lines around their eyes, the shape of their mouths, they’re responding to their names.” 
 
    “I guess that’s possible. Sound reasonable, actually, but…what’s your point?” 
 
    She looked at him. “My point, Jack, is you. Jack.” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    “My…you think that me getting off so easy is…my name is Jack…so I respond to being jacked…off?” 
 
    She turned on her side and faced him. “Exactly.” 
 
    He looked at her for a long moment, gave al little shake of his head. “That’s…” he stopped. 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “That’s crazy.” 
 
    “But…true?” 
 
    He turned on his side and faced her. She reached out and took one of his hands in hers. 
 
    “Your name is Jack.” She said it with significance, as if she was saying the whole phrase: Jack off. 
 
    “I think that’s crazy.” 
 
    “But it’s got you, doesn’t it? It’s making you think, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Well, yeah. I guess it has.” 
 
    They lay for a long moment, looking into each others eyes, pondering what she had brought up. 
 
    Then he said, “Of course, we need proof.” 
 
    “And where are we getting that?” 
 
    “I think you know,” she responded, letting go of his hand and reaching down for his penis. 
 
    She took it in her hand and watched him. 
 
    He began to grow. He couldn’t’ help it. It wasn’t him, his prick had a mind of its own. 
 
    Which is not to say he didn’t enjoy it. 
 
    “What do you say, Jack…is the proof at hand?” 
 
    Jack gulped, and damned if he didn’t feel that old, familiar surge within. Could he cum three times in twelve hours? 
 
    Maybe, maybe. It was sure worth a try. 
 
      
 
    The next couple of days were sexless. Mickey went through the hard part of the period, but was feeling pretty good by the time the weekend rolled around. So good they decided to go out for dinner on Friday night. She was still spotty in her discharge, and she didn’t feel like sex, but she took pity on Jack. 
 
    They were getting ready, and Mick took the usual hour to get ready, and halfway through her preparations Jack came in and lay on the bed and watched her. 
 
    “How’s it going, Jack?” 
 
    “Pretty good.” He had his hands behind his head and was propped up on the pillows. 
 
    She glanced at him while she was putting on lipstick, and stopped. “But?” 
 
    “But nothing,” he grinned. “I’ve got the most beautiful wife in the world. Absolutely nothing wrong. 
 
    She stood up and turned to him, and she literally took his breath away. Her dress accentuated her figure and her face would put a model’s to shame. She swayed over to the bed and looked down on him. 
 
    “Jack, wives see all and know all. There isn’t something you’d like to tell me?” 
 
    “Nope?” 
 
    She reached down and patted his bump. “What about this?” 
 
    “Oh, that,” he gulped. “”I’m not complaining.” 
 
    “No, you aren’t, but it’s been a couple of days, and you’re probably hurting.” 
 
    “Well, uh…I…” 
 
    She unzipped him, unbuckled his belt. She moved her hands slowly because unbuckling his belt with long fingernails is trying. 
 
    “You mean to say you aren’t looking forward to a little action?” 
 
    “Well, uh…it hadn’t crossed my mind.” 
 
    “Bullshit, Jack. Sex crosses your mind. Seven times every minute. I read a report that claimed that. Is it true?” 
 
    “Probably.” 
 
    She had his weenie out now, and it pointed towards the ceiling and throbbed. She gripped it with one hand, reached under and cupped his balls. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whispered. 
 
    “I know,” she said, “You want some, but you don’t want to put your nice, clean cock into my horribly dirty pussy.” 
 
    “I never—“ 
 
    She squeezed his balls and he made a little ‘erking’ sound. 
 
    “Don’t lie,” she said. Her hand was moving up and down, her other hand was rhythmically squeezing. 
 
    “I wouldn’t lie to you.” His hands were now down by his sides, his hands wrapped into he sheets in fists and his knuckles showing white. 
 
    “You’d better not,” Mickey said. 
 
    They were quiet now, except for Jack’s breathing and the even sound of her hand fapping on him. 
 
    “You know, Jack, this is so easy, and you say it’s better. And, let’s face it, I don’t like wiping your mess off me, or sleeping in the wet spot…maybe we should just forget about sex and I just get you off this way all the time.” 
 
    Jack was swallowing rapidly. His eyes were shivering and starting to roll up. 
 
    “What do you think of that?” 
 
    “I…don’t…” 
 
    “Would you like that? Never to be in my pussy again? To only get hand jobs? Could you live with that? Answer me, Jack.” 
 
    He was on the edge now, and his whole body was twitching. 
 
    Jack stumbled over the words. 
 
    “Would you like to get only hand jobs from now on?” 
 
    Jack didn’t know what he was saying, he was so deeply into the motions of her hand, the coming eruption of semen in his testicles. He just wanted her to keep going, to finish him off, and things short circuited in his mind. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    Mickey blinked. She had been playing the game, running a fantasy on him, and she actually didn’t expect him to say yes. 
 
    She thought Jack was addicted to her pussy, but now he had answered that he wouldn’t mind hand jobs for sex. 
 
    She smoked slower, which delayed the coming release, and she thought about his answer. 
 
    It would be nice and neat. No mess. Sometimes a sweaty body laying on her was an irritation. Sad…but true. 
 
    But she liked cock. 
 
    But she also liked her vibrator. 
 
    So what if she did as he asked? What if she did only give him hand jobs from then on? She liked giving hand jobs, he actually seemed to cum harder, or at least he had the last couple of times. 
 
    Maybe she should consider this. It could be a fun game. A little kinky. And she had the stray thought that maybe it would make him hornier, that he would become desperate for her snatch, and start begging. 
 
    That thought warmed her up. She had always liked the idea of men being the pursuers, but marriage tended to end that. But what if by giving him nothing but hand jobs he returned to that mode of pursuit? 
 
    Hmm.  
 
    She smiled thinking about it. 
 
    “Ugh…ugh…” 
 
    Jack was trying to release, and she realized that she had slowed down. She sped up, removed her hand from his balls and started polishing his skull. 
 
    It took about ten seconds after that. Ten seconds and Jack was quaking, crying out, his body lifting up as he shot out ropes of semen. 
 
    She studied him then, watched him relax and bath in the afterglow. She had stopped the mess from shooting all over the room because her hand was on his knob. His semen had dripped back down over his balls and made a mess there. 
 
    His eyes were closed and he looked so happy. 
 
    She smiled. Yes, she was going to have to try this hand job only method. She wiped her hand on his shirt and stood up. “Let’s go, lover. Time to party.” 
 
    He looked down at the sperm smeared all into his groin. 
 
    She laughed and went to finish her make up. 
 
      
 
    Dinner went well that night, and she was impressed by how well Jack treated her. 
 
    He was always nice to her, but now he seemed very relaxed. He was attentive, held up his end of the conversation, and didn’t look at other girls. 
 
    Mickey checked off items in her mind. 
 
    Doesn’t look at other women. That was a big bonus. If she hadn’t emptied him he’d probably be looking around like a man on the hunt. 
 
    Pays attention to me. Of course he does. Because he’s had the desperation of needing a fuck removed from him. And, of course, there’s nobody around to distract him. They were in a crowded room but they were alone. 
 
    He doesn’t have that ‘male edge.’ That was an interesting one. All males were always on the hunt, and they were competitive and demanding, and now he was sweet and innocent and pleasant. 
 
    She mused on these points as she ate her chocolate mousse. 
 
    She watched his interactions with the hostess, and was even surprised when he gave her a nice tip. 
 
    Now Jack was a nice guy, and he did his best to interact with people, but this was different. And it was just because she had taken the time to get him off before their ‘date.’ 
 
    Funny, she had always been under the impression that men should be not be rewarded for their behavior until afterwards. And maybe that was true for some men. But it didn’t seem to be true for Jack. 
 
    Yes. She was going to have to do this again. It was definitely worth looking into. 
 
      
 
    They returned home and, instead of, after a long day, having to lay down and let him get his jollies, he simply got undressed, kissed her, rather passionately, actually, then went to bed. 
 
    After Jack was sleeping Mick rubbed one off. Right there, while he snored. It was actually fun and even exciting. She rubbed her button, inserted a couple of fingers and hooked her G spot, and used one hand to pull her nipples. 
 
    Jack slowed his breathing, as if he was going to wake up, but he didn’t, and she sped up again. 
 
    She was facing him, his back, and she studied his strong physique. It excited her, and she imagined sex, but kept it to herself. 
 
    Jack snored. 
 
    “FU…unh…” Then she managed to quell her vocal eruption. She lay there, heaving, her hips twisting, and she tried to still her motion so that Jack wouldn't wake up. 
 
    It made her orgasm even harder. She gasped silently. Her pussy was turning into lava, her nipples were on fire! 
 
    Then it was over and she was done. 
 
    Her breathing returned to normal and she moved forward, put an arm around Jack. 
 
    He slept. 
 
    And she thought about the past week. 
 
    Usually periods were a time for no sex, irritation, and a vague dissatisfaction with life. 
 
    This last period had been almost…joyful. 
 
    Jack had been happier, much happier, and he even indicated that the sex was better. 
 
    And now she had had a big squirt, NPA. 
 
    NPA…No Poke Attached. 
 
    She had never imagined that sex without the dick could be so great! 
 
    Yet it was. 
 
    And with these thoughts percolating around in her cranium, she slept. 
 
      
 
    The following morning she awoke. Jack was already up and in the shower. She quickly slid out of bed and headed for the bathroom. 
 
    “Nothing could be finer than to be in her vagina in the mor-orning!” 
 
    He sang the song happily, soaping his underarms, and she slipped into the shower and took over the soaping. 
 
    “Well, well, how’s Miss Sleeping Beauty?” 
 
    “Not sleepy,” she answered. She soaped his groin up thoroughly, made a regular bubble bath out of it, then used the soap as lubrication to jerk him. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” he moaned. 
 
    He kissed her and rubbed his body against her. 
 
    “Easy, bozo,” she muttered, stroking him harder. “Who’s in charge here?” 
 
    “You are,” he gave in easily. 
 
    She leaned against him then, slowly stroking, feeling him, letting him feel her breasts. 
 
    But, this time he wasn’t able to cum. 
 
    After a long couple of minutes Mick looked up at him and whispered, “It doesn’t look like you’re going to climb the mountain today, Jack.” 
 
    He was gulping, his hips were writhing, but he agreed. “You’ve emptied me too effectively, girl.” 
 
    “Then you should hold on to it. Maybe this afternoon, or tonight. Is that okay with you?” 
 
    “It has to be.” 
 
    She laughed. “You’re so funny. You’re dying to squirt,. Even when you can’t, you can’t help yourself.” 
 
    He nodded as she let go. “It’s the gift that keeps on giving.” 
 
    She maneuvered him out of the shower and said, “Bye, bye, Jack. Time for a girl to have a little alone time.” 
 
    Jack’s face was open his eyes wide and his mouth open to ask her, Are you going to jack off? 
 
    But she was too fast, closing the door on him, giving him only a glimpse of her big boobs and erect nipples, and her hand closing in on the downstairs. 
 
    Jack stood outside the shower for a moment. Listening, wanting to get back in, then sighed and dried off and went to get dressed. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    The following weeks, what Mickey would eventually refer to as ‘the break in period,’ was fun. 
 
    It was fun because Jack was getting jacked. 
 
    He was getting jacked in the morning, jacked in the evening. He would get jacked in the shower, or even in the kitchen. Give it a day and she would seek him out and jack him. 
 
    And she took care of herself after he was jacked, or when she was alone for a while. 
 
    They loved it. 
 
    Jack was getting softer and softer, personality wise. He was constantly drained and his testosterone never had a chance to build up and become rude. 
 
    Mick, taking control of their sex lives, was feeling her oats. She commanded, and he followed. 
 
    Get in the shower, Jack, I don’t want to spill your seed on the floor. 
 
    Come here, Jack, we need to take that edge off. Thought there was no edge. 
 
    I’ll drive Jack. I want you to play with yourself, and when we get there I’ll take over and we’ll get you off. 
 
    Jack loved it. 
 
    And so did she. 
 
    A couple of weeks after her period they went to a party. The party they missed the first time, and Mickey learned something there. 
 
    First, she got him off good before they left for the party. 
 
    During the party he was relaxed, paid attention, and even downright fun. 
 
    The other guys at the party were a little tense, vie-ing with each other to be the top dog. 
 
    Jack, by not competing, was, amongst the women, the top dog. 
 
    He didn’t override the conversation in a male fashion, just listened politely and found hi opportunity to say what he had to say. 
 
      
 
    “What are you doing differently with Jack?” Lana asked Mick. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “He’s so well behaved!” 
 
    Mick thought about that. Well behaved. She had never considered him in those lights, but he certainly was well behaved. Definitely better behaved than when he was in charge of his own orgasms, 
 
    And, there was no talk back, he did chores quickly, and didn’t blink when she asked him to cover her chores, or just do extra. 
 
    And it was because she had, metaphorically speaking, her hand on the throttle. 
 
    Jack was tamed. The thought burst upon her, and she marveled. 
 
    All it took was her taking control of his sex. 
 
    She enjoyed the party, and noted that several of the ladies seemed to be homing in on Jack. 
 
    Of course they were. Their own husbands were competing, not paying attention. 
 
    They were driven by their dicks, by their surging testosterone, and they weren’t fit partners. 
 
    It was a strong thought. 
 
      
 
    “You did well, Jack,” Mickey said when they arrived home. 
 
    “It was a fun party,” he smiled happily. 
 
    She turned to him and focused on him and really thought. 
 
    In a way, he had become the perfect man. But could she make him more perfect? 
 
    Of course she could. 
 
    “Jack?” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Let’s have a drink. I have a plan I want to talk over with you.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    He mixed a couple of light bourbon and Cokes and they sat outside on the patio. The night was dark and the stars were bright, and they sat silently and sipped. 
 
    “Jack, do you like the way we’ve been having sex?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” He smiled in the darkness. 
 
    “Well, I want to change it.” 
 
    He turned to her. “How so?” He wasn’t frowning, but she could hear the concern in his voice. 
 
    “I know, if it’s not broken, don’t fix it. But you can always make something better, can’t you?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” He was careful. 
 
    “I’ve noticed that there were a couple of times during the last couple of weeks when you couldn’t get off.” 
 
    “You emptied me pretty good.” 
 
    “Jack, when I lay my hands on you I expect you to squirt. Always. Period.” 
 
    “Well, sounds nice in theory,” he was actually worrying. He didn’t know why, except that he was finally getting enough sex, and he didn’t want that to change. 
 
    “Jack, I want you to tell me about when you masturbate. I want you to tell me the little things you do. I want to know what I have to do to make you squirt every time I touch you.” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    He was shutting down. He was embarrassed. He wasn’t like a woman, who could talk about anything and would for hours. He was still acting the male, locked into his own world. 
 
    “Okay, let’s start with something easy. Do you touch your nipples.” 
 
    “Uh, well…” 
 
    “Jack?” She warned him. 
 
    “Well, yeah. Sometimes. I guess I do.” 
 
    “Do you pull them, rub them? What?” 
 
    Jack answered, tentatively, as if he expected to be chastised for an incorrect answer. 
 
    “There aren’t any incorrect answers, Jack.” 
 
    She got him another drink and kept interrogating him, and slowly Jack began loosening up. Finally, he came out with a surprise. 
 
    “I like using a butt plug.” 
 
    Mick almost shrieked for the truth of it. She could feel it. And she had never expected this revelation. 
 
    As a woman she used a dildo, a vibrator, but had never played with a butt plug. But…she had one. 
 
    “Jack. Go to my dresser, bottom drawer, in a box in the back…bring back the silver butt plug with the little, blue diamond.” 
 
    Jack found himself moving through the house as in a dream. 
 
    That was his secret, the butt plug thing. He never expected to reveal that secret, and now, courtesy of whiskey and a woman who just kept working him, he had. 
 
    He found the plug and brought it back. 
 
    “Where’s the lube, Jack.” 
 
    He stood, frozen. “You want me to put it in…now?” 
 
    She didn’t argue or clarify. She commanded. “Go get the lube.” 
 
    Jack returned to the house, found the lube, and returned. He was moving in a daze, not sure what was happening, but feeling an excitement he had never felt before. 
 
    Mickey lubed the little tool. “Turn around Jack, bend over.” 
 
    Jack did, and he could hardly breath for the excitement crowding his mind. 
 
    Gently, she applied lube to his rectum. She worked in a big glob, spread it around, made sure he was lubed all the way in. 
 
    “I want you to relax, Jack.” 
 
    He did. He breathed, deep breathes, and she put the tip of the plug to him. 
 
    It went easy. Much easier than Mickey had expected. 
 
    Jack gasped as he was filled, and the thought went through his mind, as it did every time he used a plug: This is the way women feel! 
 
    She slapped his ass and he stood up and turned to her. 
 
    His cock was straight out, trembling, hard as she had ever seen it. 
 
    The look in his eyes, it was pure love. 
 
    She stroked him, watched his eyes in the darkness. “What do you think, Jack? Is this the way we should be doing it?” 
 
    “Oh…oh, yes.” He gulped frantically, his head nodding up and down quickly. 
 
    “Good, then let’s go to bed.” 
 
    She let go of Jack and went into the house.  
 
    Jack stumbled after her. His knees were weak and his mind was weaker. 
 
    She cold creamed her face, showered, and hopped into the sack. 
 
    Jack was so confused he sat sat and reached for the cold cream, then realized what he was doing. Trembling, his asshole singing hosannas, he got undressed, showered, then came to bed. 
 
    Mick had watched him reach for the cold cream, and she had sudden realization. 
 
    I’m imprinting on him. I’m in charge, and he wants to be like me. 
 
    It was a profound realization, and it would lead to more open doors in the future. Right then, however, she just rolled on her side. 
 
    Jack slid in and moved to her. He cuddled, his arms around her, and she felt his dong press into her crack. 
 
    She turned her head and glared playfully at him. “Now, Jack. If you can’t control your dingus then I’m going to have to control it for you.” 
 
    “What?” He didn’t understand. He always spooned her. And if his dick was hard, which it usually was, then it led to sex. 
 
    This time, however, she rolled all the way over and faced him. 
 
    “Jack, I’ve been too lax with you. You need a spanking.” 
 
    “I…do?” 
 
    “Yes.” She held his weenie in one hand…and slapped it with the other. 
 
    “Oh!” He groaned. She had slapped hard enough to wake him up, but not hard enough to hurt. It was a healthy sting. 
 
    Watching him struggle with his thoughts, watching him accept this new concept, she stifled a giggle. 
 
    She had given him all the sex he wanted, and he had responded, but where do you go from there? You can’t give a guy more when you have given him everything, and the only way to go was…the opposite direction. 
 
    Denial as a tool. 
 
    She slapped his dick again, and again he groaned. 
 
    He tried to hug her, but she pushed him back and slapped him. 
 
    Now he was caught. He loved the slaps, wanted the slaps, but they made him want to grab her, to love her, and she wouldn't let him. 
 
    Which made him want all the harder! 
 
    Slap…slap…slap… 
 
    She took her time, massaging his testicles in-between slaps, giving him time to anticipate. 
 
    Jack was crying, caught in a zone bounded by sex on one side, and pain on the other. 
 
    If he could just get enough of one, or the other, then…things would cancel out and …he had the fantasy of getting a hand job. 
 
    Not a fuck, he was beyond that. 
 
    Just her soft hands stroking, instead of slapping. 
 
    “How’s your plug, Jack?” She asked. 
 
    “Gu…gu…good!” He shivered. 
 
    And he came. 
 
    Right then. 
 
    Oodles of squirt. 
 
    Long ropes. 
 
    Pearl necklaces. 
 
    He shuddered and shook and couldn’t do anything but shudder and shake. 
 
    Then he was empty, wondering what had happened, not even knowing who he was. 
 
    “Night, honey. You sleep in the wet spot tonight.” 
 
    She turned over and was snoring within seconds. 
 
    He lay there, his heart pounding, trying to figure out how to think. 
 
    Finally, he got up, cleaned himself off, and laid a towel over the gist on the sheet. 
 
    Five minutes later, still stunned, he went to sleep. 
 
     
 
    Mickey had made the transition from giving him sex whenever he wanted it to giving him sex when she wanted to. 
 
    Jack was dazed by everything, and he didn’t object. 
 
    He didn’t complain when she refused him for the next week. 
 
    He listened to her masturbating one night, and he didn’t say anything. 
 
    But it made him harder and harder. 
 
    She made him wear a plug often. And usually for long periods of time. 
 
    He loved it. 
 
    Then, one night she plugged him, stroked him, and made him eat her to a cum. 
 
    And she didn’t let him squirt. 
 
    He was shaking when he went to sleep, and during the night he kept moaning and giving little shivers. 
 
    Mick didn’t notice because she was sleeping the sound sleep. Not a care in the world. 
 
      
 
    “We’re going to a party tonight, Jack.” 
 
    She was sipping coffee and reading the newspapers, and he was doing the dishes. 
 
    “Yes, dear.” 
 
    She smiled at his backside. He was wearing a plug and an apron. 
 
    “Jack?” 
 
    “Yes?” He turned to her. He looked cute, naked except for the apron. 
 
    “We’ve got to do something about your boner.” 
 
    “I’m…but…I thought you liked my boner?” 
 
    “Oh, I do! But it’s on display all the time. When we walk into a store you’ve got the big bump, and it can be very embarrassing for a woman when her husband is out of control.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m sorry.” 
 
    “And, Lord knows, I jack you off enough.” 
 
    ‘Uh…” He didn’t know what to say to that, so he just made a sound and hoped it was the right one. 
 
    “I suppose I could spank your peeny more, but that just seems to excite you. That’s certainly not a solution.” 
 
    “No, dear.” 
 
    “How about a chastity tube?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “That’s it. I’ll get you one this afternoon. You can wear it to the party. Won’t that be wonderful?” 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    She turned back to her newspaper, and Jack, somehow relieved by the end of the conversation, continued washing the dishes. 
 
      
 
    Purchasing a chastity tube was easy. Mick simply went down to the local sex supply store and bought one. 
 
    It was plastic, had a ring for the package and a tube for the cock. What else did she need? 
 
     
 
    At four o’clock Mick started getting ready. She picked out her best lingerie, which included a half bra and crotchless panties and nylons. 
 
    She dressed, was aware of Jack staring at her like she was the end of the world, and put on her make up. 
 
    Jack sat on the bed as if in a daze. 
 
    He was plugged, horny, and… 
 
    “I’ve got your chastity tube,” Mickey offered, smiling at him in the mirror. 
 
    “Oh,” he didn’t really understand what she was saying. 
 
    Mick frowned, ever since she had reduced his hand jobs, and had plugged him, he seemed thicker. 
 
    Sometimes it was like he didn’t even understand the English language. 
 
    She reached for a little box sitting on her vanity. She tossed it to him. 
 
    “Get dressed, Jack.” 
 
    She turned back to her make up and watched him in the mirror. 
 
    Jack’s hands were actually shaking as he opened the little box. 
 
    He extracted a velvet pouch, purple, and opened it. 
 
    He shook out a ring, a tube, some numbered, plastic ‘locks,’ and a real lock. 
 
    It wasn’t big, he could probably break it with a pair of pliers, but…he wouldn’t. 
 
    He had no trouble putting the ring around his cock and balls. The tub, however, wouldn't even fit over the head of his penis. 
 
    He sat there, holding the tube to the head of his dick, and Mick finally sighed and stood up. 
 
    “Honestly, Jack. Do I have to do everything?” 
 
    She held him in one hand and slapped him with a ruler. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “OH!” The pain was real, and he had a shocked expression on his face as he looked up at her. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Oh, that hurts…” 
 
    “It’s good for you, Jack. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Smack after smack, and his weenie shrank. 
 
    Just like that. 
 
    She stopped, and Jack quickly put the tube.He fastened the lock, and just in time. His dinger was starting to grow. 
 
    He watched at first in fascination, then in dread, as his penis filled the tube, then struggled to expand further. 
 
    But it wasn’t going anywhere. 
 
    He groaned and bent a little at the waist. 
 
    Mick returned to her vanity table. “Finish getting dressed, Jack.” 
 
    Jack stood up, was bent forward slightly at the waist.  
 
    Mick chuckled. He liked how he looked, stricken and chastened and…and relying on her. 
 
     
 
    The party wasn’t a success. 
 
    At previous parties Jack had been polite and reserved, but attentive and considerate. 
 
    Now he just followed her along. He didn’t speak much, and when he did speak he didn’t always make sense. 
 
    The guys avoided him. There was something about Jack that disturbed them. 
 
    The girls talked to him occasionally, but it was like they were just sticking their toe in the water. They watched him, and some of them even giggled. 
 
    He was no longer the charming Mister Mickey, he was the Down’s Syndrome Miss Jack. 
 
    After the party they were driving home, and Mick let it out. 
 
    “I was disappointed in you tonight, Jack.” 
 
    He turned to her, he was in the passenger seat and she was driving. 
 
    “I’m sorry, what did I do?” 
 
    And she thought, yes, what did he do? 
 
    She was cognizant enough to realize that he was only doing what she had trained him to do. 
 
    She had softened him up. She had over sexed him, then made him beg for sex, and finally used denial to control him. 
 
    But…what else was there to do? 
 
    She wasn’t sharp enough to realize that she had gone too far. 
 
    It was one thing to take a man’s masculinity, it was another to give it back to him. 
 
    The only path she could see was more of what she had been doing. 
 
    “You…you…” She went quiet. 
 
    But she was not willing, or able, to turn back from the direction she was going. 
 
    They arrived home and she strode through the house, her heels clicking loudly and angrily. She entered the bedroom, got out a pair of panties, and when he entered the bedroom she tossed them to him. 
 
    “Put these on.” 
 
    Jack held the panties. He felt the thinness of the material. He ran his hand over the smooth surface. 
 
    So unlike his BVDs. 
 
    He took his clothes off, was revealed in his chastity tube. 
 
    “And use Nair before you do.” 
 
    He looked at her. 
 
    “Are you deaf?” She blurted. “Get the Nair and take off all your hair.” 
 
    “Even on my head?” 
 
    “No! Just your body.” 
 
    Jack stumbled into the bathroom. 
 
    She sat down at her vanity and began cleaning her face. She could see Jack spraying his body with Nair. The spray turned to a gel, and Jack smushed it all over his body. 
 
    “Get your groin well,” she called. 
 
    “Yes, dear.” 
 
    Twenty minutes later, she was in bed, he stepped out of the bathroom. 
 
    He was caged, plugged, and he slipped not he panties. 
 
    She watched, and her heart took a leap. Yes. He was cute. Just a little work on his body and… 
 
    “Very nice, dear. Come to bed and let’s snuggle.” 
 
    Laying in bed, feeling him laying up against her, she sighed. 
 
    It felt good, but there was no more dick poking her in the rump. And he wasn’t holding up his end of conversations any more. It was more like he was just listening, trying to figure out how to please her. 
 
    If I had wanted a moron, she thought, I would have married one. 
 
    The cage bumping against her fanny was..ridiculous. But she wasn’t about to take it off him. 
 
    And she certainly wasn’t about to take the plug out. 
 
    She needed him dripping and ready at all hours. 
 
    So why did she feel this vague unease seeping through her? 
 
    Because if I wanted a moron… 
 
    But she paid no attention to her own thoughts. There was too much left to be done with Jack, and, besides, she liked being in control. 
 
    Funny, she used to like listening to people, getting their ideas, presenting arguments to the contrary, but now…now she was satisfied with people who listened to her, and…compliance. 
 
    She began to feel like she was the only smart person in the world. 
 
      
 
    Days passed, and Jack was more and more under her control. 
 
    He was cleaning the whole house now, doing things that were normally considered ‘woman’s work.’ 
 
    He was also doing all the yard work. 
 
    He did everything that Mickey wanted him to do. He washed the patio because he had dropped a banana on it. He washed windows, replaced shingles, and was very busy all day long. 
 
    And when he wasn’t busy she would call him in to her and stroke him. 
 
    Sometimes she would suck his nipples and wiggle his butt plug. 
 
    Sometimes she would unlock his chastity tube and stroke him until he was hard as a rock, then spank his weenie and lock him up again. 
 
    And the orgasms became more and more infrequent. 
 
    She didn’t deny him completely, but she certainly took him to the edge of his limits. 
 
    But, as the days passed, she had something in her, driving her, and she knew she had to do more. 
 
    If she could do more, if she could prove her control complete…then she would be satisfied. 
 
    She began reading books, looking on the internet, and the essence of her search was for the next step. 
 
    She did, to be honest, not know where she was stepping to, except that it was…’the next step.’ 
 
    And Jack, becoming a gibbering fool, was no help in the matter. 
 
      
 
    “Jack?” 
 
    Jack entered the bedroom and stood waiting. 
 
    “Get on the bed. On all fours.” 
 
    Jack climbed up on the bed and assumed the position. 
 
    Mickey held a weird kind of dildo and Jack was curious. 
 
    “What’s that?” He asked, as she got out the lube and greased it up. 
 
    “It’s a prostate massager.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    She greased him up, running her fingers around and exciting him so that his penis went wild in its cage. 
 
    “It’s for massaging your prostate.” 
 
    She took out his plug and pushed the dildo in. 
 
    He gasped. It was only a little bigger than a plug, but Mickey was moving faster than she normally did. 
 
    “It’s to massage your prostate. That will cause you to cum.” 
 
    “Oh,” he murmured, focusing on the little thing tickling his insides. 
 
    Mickey began moving it up and down, and every time she did Jack felt like he was going to pee. 
 
    “I think I need to go to the bathroom.” 
 
    “Nah. Just go ahead and piss. I’ve got a towel under you.” 
 
    After a minute Jack couldn’t help it. He began to urinate, and he heard a sigh of pleasure from Mickey. How could him peeing cause her pleasure. 
 
    But he also felt pleasure himself. As he pissed he felt a strange, comfort work through him. It felt good. It almost felt like after he had had an orgasm. 
 
    “What’s happening?” He wondered, enjoying the feeling. 
 
    “I’m draining you. You’re not pissing, you’re cumming.” 
 
    “But…but…I don’t feel an orgasm!” 
 
    “Orgasm?” She laughed. It was sort of a brittle laugh. “We don’t need no stinkin’ orgasms!” 
 
    When she was done, which meant when he was empty, she pulled the prostate massager out of him. She put it on the towel that was now soaked with his cum. 
 
    “Clean this mess up,” she stated, and she left the room. 
 
    Jack did so, and for the first time, he had the feeling that something was wrong. 
 
    He had done everything Mickey had told him to. He was wearing chastity and plugs and…and he always felt good, but it almost felt like she had no use for him. 
 
    How could that be? But it seemed the more he was in love with her, the less she was in love with him. 
 
    After cleaning up he went out and asked her. “Mickey? Do you still love me?” 
 
    “Of course I do. Now get to your chores. The laundry is piling up. Start there.” 
 
    Jack went to the laundry. He wasn’t assured by her answer. 
 
    But then neither was she. 
 
    When he walked out of the room she wondered if she really did love him. 
 
    He was nice, polite, considerate, but…he was too nice, too polite, too considerate. 
 
    And as her feelings for him waned, she became increasingly disillusioned with her own masturbation. 
 
    She was missing foreplay. She wanted somebody to suck her nipples because they wanted to, not because she told them too. 
 
    And she had no idea that she had caused this situation. 
 
    She could have slowed down a little, taken stock of how Jack was adapting, and even how she was adapting. 
 
    But she hadn’t, and, truthfully, she had no idea that she had made mistakes. 
 
      
 
    They went to a party, a halloween party, and Mickey went as a vamp. She wore a tight costume with a plunging V for a neckline. Her big boobs were on display, and the men in the party lusted for her. 
 
    And they ignored the guy in the dog costume that scampered at her heels. 
 
    Liquor was poured, and Mickey got a perverse pleasure at feeding her hound too much. By midnight Jack was lurching around, out of control, and she finally took him into a bedroom and told him, “Bad dog!” Then she made him lay down at the foot of the bed and go to sleep. 
 
    She walked out into the hall and was immediately met by a fellow named Tony. 
 
    Tony had been after her all evening. He was a big, aggressive muscular brute, very different from Jack’s mild mannered slenderness. 
 
    He grabbed her around the waist and moved her up against the hall wall. 
 
    “I been looking for you,” he grinned and he groped her breasts and mashed his mouth against hers. 
 
    Mickey started to fight back, then she stopped. 
 
    Sure, she was married, and her husband was sleeping in the next room, but there was something about being forced, being shoved out of control, that excited her. 
 
    It had been so long since she had been taken like a woman should be taken. 
 
    Tony pulled her dress apart and leaned his head in. HE mouthed her nipple. He was too rough, too hard, but…that was okay. 
 
    Mickey was excited by being controlled, forced to the will of this caveman. 
 
    Then, the party going in the next room, music playing and people shrieking, he lifted her dress, unzipped his zipper, and plunged into her. 
 
    She felt his cock. It wasn’t long, but it was thick, really opened her up. 
 
    She was back to the wall, feet off the ground now, and she felt him plunge into her, and she stopped breathing. 
 
    Oh, God! She thought. I need this! 
 
    Jack was out of her mind now. He might as well have been in Alaska. 
 
    Tony slammed her against the wall and her head hit the wall, and…she loved it. 
 
    How long had it been? 
 
    And the party went on. 
 
      
 
    Mickey drove and Jack sat in the passenger seat. 
 
    Jack was looking out the window. He said, “You left me in the bedroom.” 
 
    She was silent. Her pussy was sore, and she was thinking of how hard she had cum. 
 
    “Was that you banging against the wall?” 
 
    She looked at him, and said nothing. 
 
    Did he know? She didn’t know. 
 
    Did he suspect? More than likely. 
 
    Did she care? Not at all. 
 
      
 
    They entered the house and Mickey told him, “Go get on the bed. Get ready for me.” 
 
    He scampered down the hall. 
 
    “And leave the dog costume on!” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    She strode after him, her heels clicking, her mood savage. 
 
    Funny. Good sex usually left her feeling good. But the encounter with Tony had left her unsatisfied. 
 
    How long had it been since Jack did his job? 
 
    Fucking Jack! 
 
    She entered the room and Jack was on the bed on all fours.  
 
    She went to her dresser drawer and took out a strap on. She had bought it months before, but had never used it. Tonight seemed like it was time. 
 
    Jack had a flap at the bottom of his costume, and she unbuttoned it. She grabbed his tail, which was sewn onto the flap, and lifted. 
 
    His pink panties were revealed, and she reached in and pulled them down. 
 
    Jack’s rear orifice was revealed, and she moved forward. She took out his plug and pushed into him. 
 
    Jack squealed, because she hadn’t used any lube. There was a little lube left from the plug, but that wasn’t enough to soften the impact of her big hog sliding into him. 
 
    But, once in, it was okay. 
 
    Back and forth she went, savaging him, enjoying it, and though she was brutal, Jack was enjoying it, too. 
 
    He liked being filled. 
 
    He was weened away from normal sex, and even hand jobs were a thing of the past. 
 
    So he enjoyed the sensations, and didn’t even wonder if he was going to have an orgasm. 
 
    After all, he had been drained before they went to the party, so why should he? 
 
    “Fuck, Jack,” she cried out suddenly. “Fuck!” And she was crying, large tears streaming down her cheeks. Then, “Why didn’t you stop me? Why, Jack? Why?” 
 
    But Jack just moaned and had a good time.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    Within the year Mick had divorced Jack.  
 
    She had a series of affairs, then grew disillusioned with men. She became a lesbian for a while, then gave up sex for the Lord. She grew older, her looks faded, and she became homeless. 
 
    On this day she is likely sitting under an overpass, reading and rereading a slick advertisement for Jehovah’s Witnesses. 
 
      
 
    Jack lived a solitary existence. He worked in a warehouse, and he didn’t date or look for a girlfriend. 
 
    He knew he could never find anybody like Mickey. 
 
      
 
    Such a sad tale, but there is something to be learned. 
 
    When is too much too fast a problem? 
 
    It is a problem when the person doing the feminizing has no self awareness and even loses sight of her partner as a living, loving human being. 
 
    Let this tale, as exciting as it is in some ways, also be thought provoking. 
 
      
 
    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. 
 
      
 
    My Husband’s Funny Breasts

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Womanus Maximus! 
 
    Feminized and castrated! 
 
    A story of medical transformation! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Grace Mansfield

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    Men are becoming an endangered species. 
 
    Men are no longer producing the testosterone to make them real men. 
 
    Men are making choices and changing their sex. 
 
    Are we, as a race, evolving? 
 
    Or is it just a government conspiracy? 
 
    Moo hah hah! 
 
      
 
    In this story Don is a soft person, a pink man, and his wife decides to help him along the way. 
 
    Of course he doesn’t want to become a Womanus Maximus, he’s a man, and he doesn’t really know what’s best for him. 
 
    But we know. 
 
    We certainly do! 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    “I think I’ve got everything.” Kim stared at the open suitcase on her bed and frowned. 
 
    Kim was 30, and 8 by 24 by 36, and 5’ and 4,” and 120 pounds. Twenty of those pounds were her beautiful breasts. And that magnificent body was topped off by shining auburn tresses and a smile that lit up the room. 
 
    “Everything but the kitchen sink,” quipped Don. 
 
    He was the same height as her and 40 pounds heavier. His hair was long, but not as long as hers. Unfortunately his extra poundage was love handles and belly bulge. 
 
    “Oh, that’s what I forgot!” She snapped her fingers. 
 
    Don had to laugh. “Yeah, right.” 
 
    “Except, there is one thing…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    The suitcase was jammed full. He was going to have to jump up and down on the thing to get it closed. 
 
    She turned to him and smiled. 
 
    “Oh, no.” Don backed up. 
 
    “Come here, baby,” she snagged one of his sleeves and pulled at him. 
 
    “I don’t want to!” 
 
    “Sorry. You have to!” 
 
    “That’s two weeks of me in that…that…thing!” 
 
    Kim laughed. “Two weeks of unable to even get erect. Two weeks of thinking about me at the convention. Do you think I’ll have a lesbian connection this time? Or will I settle for the same old, big dicks?” 
 
    “Honey, don’t talk that way. It’s hard enough just being away from you for two weeks without you teasing me that way.” 
 
    She pulled him closer, gripped his belt with two hands, then snaked one hand downwards. “Who says I’m joking?” She whispered, catching his dingus and gripping the head, running her finger under the head, flicking a finger against his balls. 
 
    “Oh, ow! Oooh!” Don fidgeted this way and that as she worked her magic on him. 
 
    “Now, come on, get that thing out and make it small.” 
 
    “Honey? Can we let it go this time? Give me a break?” 
 
    “A break to do what? Watch porn and waste your seed? I want you full and ready when I get home, and this is the only way I can be sure.” 
 
    “But I promise!” he wheedled. “I’ll be good. You can trust me.” 
 
    She had his belt undone now, and she had a full hold of him. “I can trust you. Ha! If there’s one thing I’ve learned it’s that when it comes to matters of the penis no man can be trusted.” 
 
    “How can you say that?” 
 
    She had his zipper down and was pushed his pants down. He was exposed, and quite erect. 
 
    “Do you know how many men tell me that their wives trusted them?” 
 
    He blinked and his mouth opened and she giggled. “You believed me. You schmuck!” 
 
    “Well, it sounded like you meant it.” 
 
    She walked across the room, dragging him by the dick. He scampered along, trying not to trip and fall. 
 
    She bent at the knee, pulled him down so he had to bend at the knee, and opened the bottom drawer. 
 
    “Where is that little thing?” She mused. “Aha!” 
 
    She took out a little velvet bag. She stood up, causing him to stand up, and walked him back to the bed. 
 
    She threw him on the bed by the penis and said, “Get it on.” She held out the bag. 
 
    “This isn’t fair!” he groused, taking the little bag. 
 
    “Fair shmare!” She quipped. “I want that thing on you in the next five minutes, or else.” 
 
    “Or else what?” 
 
    She folded her arms under her breasts and glared at him. 
 
    It wasn’t a mean glare, but it meant business, and here’s where Don’s trouble lay. Kim was stronger than him. 
 
    He mowed the lawn and took out the trash, she did yoga and jujitsu. She could tie him in a knot. Easily. She had only done it a couple of times, but it was particularly humiliating when she did it. 
 
    “Okay, okay.” He sat on the bed and stared at the little sack. Then he looked up at her. “Do I have to?” 
 
    She started to reach for him and he backed up. “Okay! I said okay.” 
 
    “Then get that boner down and put your tube on.” 
 
    “Can’t you help out? I mean…it would be great if you could lay down and let me have some fun?” 
 
    The look in her eyes ended that idea. 
 
    “Well, how about you giving me a hand job?” 
 
    Her eyes started to tighten up. 
 
    Don liked to masturbate. When he was alone, maybe watching some porn. He didn’t like to masturbate with her watching. 
 
    “Okay.” He started to stroke himself. His face turned red and he felt about an inch tall.  
 
    “It’s going to take me longer this way,” he griped. 
 
    She said nothing, just waited. 
 
    “Can I just go do it in the bathroom? By myself?” 
 
    She grabbed his hair and bent his head back. Very calmly, but with a boatload of intention, she said, “No more stalling.” 
 
    And he knew he was going to have to do it. 
 
    He licked his hand and began to stroke in earnest. 
 
    Kim watched him as he moved his hand back and forth. 
 
    She was smiling on the inside. She loved to make him do this. Him turning beet red was cute, and it made her feel good. 
 
    It made her feel powerful and in charge. Which she was. 
 
    He was a technical writer, worked from home. 
 
    She was in charge of a corporate division, and that took some real balls. 
 
    Speed up,” she murmured. 
 
    He closed his eyes and his hand moved faster. He could feel the urge within, but he could also feel the mortification of being forced to jack off by his wife. 
 
    She tapped her foot. 
 
    He stroked. 
 
    She reached down and slapped the bottom of his balls. 
 
    “UNH!” He jumped and slowed down, then saw her watching him and sped up again. 
 
    That was the only help she gave a him. A slap on the balls if he was slow. 
 
    Or maybe a punch of the nipples. 
 
    One time she had pushed him over, slapped his balls hard, and when he curled up she had pushed a finger into him. 
 
    God, that was embarrassing. 
 
    But it was also incredible. He had squirted so hard he nearly passed out. 
 
    But he preferred to cum without his balls being slapped, or his brown star to suffer indignity. 
 
    “Hurry up,” she said. “This is it for two weeks. This is your last chance. If you don’t come in the next minute I’m going to slap your peter until it shrinks, and I won’t even let you out of the chastity device when I get back.” 
 
    He was breathing hard, his hand was moving in a blur. 
 
    “Think about that. Not getting to squirt even when I get home. Month after month of being denied. That delicious baby batter building up in your balls until you can’t even walk for—“ 
 
    “FAAA!” He yelled. It felt like the head of his penis had exploded. Which it had. 
 
    Kim smiled as the seed splattered on his legs and on the floor. “Good boy,” she said. “Put the things on your dingus and show me when you’re done.” 
 
    Defeated, and pleasured, and embarrassed, and vaguely proud that he had managed to get off, Don nodded. 
 
    Kim went into the bathroom to collect some cosmetics and left him to his problem. 
 
    Don stared at his little, white slug. It was drained, empty, and lay there like a limp…dick. 
 
    He sighed and put the ring around his package. Then he slid the tube over his thing and clicked the two pieces together. 
 
    The chastity tube had an inset lock, no way to cut it off, and his sexual apparatus was safe for the next couple of weeks. Or maybe longer, if Kim felt like it. And she frequently did. 
 
    Don lay back on the bed and thought about his marriage. 
 
    Kim had collared him right after graduation. She had encouraged him on the corporate path until it was obvious that wasn’t his thing. But she didn’t complain when he went into he technical writing field. It paid less, but she seemed to revel in being in a more powerful position than he had, and making more money than he did, and that had led to her taking more charge of their sex life. 
 
    She wasn’t a harridan, she didn’t pick on him and brutalize him, except for a little. 
 
    He was allowed inside her every few weeks, and she had given him hand jobs, but it was his duty to make it fast and get it over with, and if he didn’t draw out when he squirted he was in big trouble. 
 
    But that was okay. He lived a quiet life, doing chores was often a welcome break from work, and he didn’t mind being the second banana in their marriage. 
 
    But he hated it when she made him wear the chastity device. 
 
    He wasn’t going to cheat on her!  
 
    But he didn’t understand that it was all power trip for her. 
 
    He sighed and stood up and went to the bathroom. “It’s on.” 
 
    Kim smiled and turned to him. “Shame. I was feeling like a little in and out tonight.”               
 
    “What? And you made me…” 
 
    The laughter bubbled out of her and he realized that she had played him. Again. 
 
    She put a hand behind his head and pulled his face towards hers. She kissed him lightly on the mouth. “It’s okay, dear, you can still eat me. I like that.” 
 
    In his cage the worm struggled. Even though he had just cum there was something about being locked up that made him try to get hard all over again. 
 
      
 
    The alarm was set for four. The plane left at five thirty, which gave them enough time to get up, get breakfast, and for her to drive out to the airport. 
 
    She woke him at three thirty and demanded his attentions down there. 
 
    Now his weenie was in complete revolt. Let me out! It shouted, but all he could do was keep licking and sucking and trying to get her off as soon as he could. 
 
    At four she was ready to rock. He walked her out to the car, put the luggage in the trunk, and received a kiss good bye. 
 
    “Remember, no porn.” She patted his package and chuckled. “Not that it would do you any good.” 
 
    He nodded and grunted. He loved the way she patted his balls. 
 
    “And don’t worry. I won’t fuck more than two guys a night. Unless, of course, they are really big.” 
 
    He took on a pained expression. 
 
    “But I have no limits when it comes to lesbians.” 
 
    She giggled at the look on his face, then she moved in for a real kiss. 
 
    She liked to tease, but when teasing time was over she meant business. She mashed her lips on his, drove her tongue half down his throat, and played with his balls. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” she whispered, pulled back from him. “It’s times like these that I wished you didn’t want to wear that stupid chastity thing all he time!” 
 
    “But…but…” he tried to protest, but she just patted his cheek, got in the car, and drove up the street. 
 
    Don stood on the pavement, waved, and watched. 
 
    And the car stopped. 
 
    She must have forgotten something. He went on a mental checklist trying to figure out what. He had seen here pack her charger, she had plenty of make up, maybe an article of clothing. 
 
    He waited a half a minute, then walked towards the car. 
 
    Ah, a phone call. She was talking animatedly into the phone, her eyes glancing up at him in the rear view mirror as he approached. 
 
    He stood next to the car, waiting, knowing better than to tap on the window or otherwise distract her. 
 
    She talked, glanced at him a few times, laughed, then hung up.  
 
    She looked at him with a quirky smile, then rolled down the window. “Honey, this is your lucky day.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Go lock up the house. You’re going with me.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    A big grin burst out on his face. 
 
    “Really. Now go.” 
 
    “But I need to pack.” 
 
    “No time. I don’t want to be late.” 
 
    “But I have no clothes! Nothing to wear!” 
 
    “I’ll buy you new clothes.” 
 
    He turned and trotted towards the house.  
 
    She backed the car up and into he driveway. She backed right up to a couple of feet from the garage. 
 
    He ran through the house, checking windows and locking doors. His heart felt light in his chest. He was going to get to go on vacation with his wife! 
 
    She would probably be working all day, and he could go out and sit at a swimming pool, maybe even have a drink. They would go out dancing and he would get to hold her fabulous body. 
 
    It was such an exciting thought his cock wiggled in the cage and tried to stand up. 
 
    He locked the front door and trotted to the car, then stopped. 
 
    Kim was outside of the car, standing at the back, holding the trunk open. 
 
    “No,” he whispered. 
 
    “Yes,” she chuckled. “Take off your clothes and get in.” 
 
    “Please, honey. I’ll be good. I won’t talk, I won’t change the radio, I—“ 
 
    “Do you want to go?” 
 
    “Oh, yes!” 
 
    “Then strip and get in.” 
 
    Saddened, still happy that he was going, but…saddened, he took off his shirt, his pants, even his shoes. He placed them in a neat pile on the cement driveway. 
 
    She had made him ride in the trunk before, but not for long distances, and not in a while. 
 
    Naked, except for his little cock cage, he stared at her with a hang dog expression. 
 
    She just laughed and motioned with her head for him to get into the trunk. 
 
    He climbed over the lip of the trunk. She handed him a water bottle. “Drink sparingly, I don’t feel like stopping for you to pee.” 
 
    He opened his mouth to say something, but she just smiled and closed the lid. 
 
    It was dark in the trunk, but he knew where everything was. It had only taken him one ride before he placed a blanket and pillow in the trunk and arranged everything so he wouldn’t be lying on the jack or something else with hard edges. 
 
    As he settled on the blanket and fluffed the pillow he heard Kim’s heels clicking. She moved to feet, probably to pick up his bundle of clothes then walked to the left. 
 
    The left? But the front door was to the right? 
 
    Then he realized. She was going to throw his clothes in the garbage can. 
 
    He sighed. 
 
    Footsteps moving back to the car, the door opening, weight settling, the door closing, and the motor started up. 
 
    She drove out fast, not worrying about the bump as the car went through indentation at the bottom of the driveway. 
 
    She usually did this, picked out a dip, or a pothole, or a speed bump, at the beginning of the drive. He placed his hands up so he wouldn't hit the underside of the trunk. 
 
    Shortly, they were on the freeway, and he closed his eyes and listened to the thrumming of the tires on the road. 
 
    He got to go on vacation! 
 
    He smiled. In spite of being locked in the trunk…he was going on vacation! 
 
      
 
    The trip lasted a couple of hours. Don knew Kim was heading vaguely east, into the Sierra Nevada mountain range. The last hour they were constantly climbing and swooping around corners. 
 
    Don felt a little carsick, but he didn’t bother yelling. Kim didn’t like it when he yelled, and she would likely just go faster. 
 
    Finally, they slowed down and moved to the right, then turned. 
 
    He heard a little chatter when the car stopped, but he couldn’t make out what was said. 
 
    The car started up again, and now he was subject to ruts and potholes. He held on and the car shifted this way and that, dipped down hard, and the road waggled back and forth, sometimes viciously. 
 
    Then they crossed an open space and came to a stop. 
 
    The engine pinged and the driver’s door opened. 
 
    Don sighed. At last. The drive hadn’t been bad, but he was ready for some sunlight. 
 
    Then he realized something: he had no clothes! 
 
    The sound of Kim’s heels moving away. Ten minutes of laying and waiting. The sun was up and it was getting a little stuffy in the trunk. 
 
    Then several sets of heels approached the car, came to the back. 
 
    Several sets? 
 
    “But he had no clothes! 
 
    He started to panic, thinking that surely she wouldn't open the trunk with him naked in it. 
 
    Then she opened the trunk. 
 
    Don blinked and stared up. 
 
    There were four women standing there. Two looked like professional women, dressed in pencil skirts and jackets, almost like they were wearing uniforms. 
 
    Then there was a slightly older woman, very beautiful, with very perceptive eyes.  
 
    And his wife. 
 
    “Here he is. Does he meet the requirements?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    “He’ll do just fine.” 
 
    And the older woman reached in, grabbed his caged cock and merely said, “Hmm.” 
 
    “Okay, honey. Hop out and let the girls take a good look at you.” 
 
    He was so embarrassed his whole body was red with humiliation, but what could he do? 
 
    He climbed out of the trunk and stood in front of the four women. He was aware of his nakedness, and it made his penis try to stand up.  
 
    He was as tall as his wife, but the other three women were all several inches taller than him. They looked down at him, and they moved up and circled around him. 
 
    The older woman was frowning and in deep thought, but that didn’t stop her from doing things like pinching his love handles and lifting up his hair to examine it. 
 
    Finally she nodded. “I think I can work with him.” 
 
    Kim and the other two women sighed in relief. 
 
    “Excellent,” said one of the professional women.  
 
    Kim leaned to him and quickly said, “Take the luggage to room 225.” 
 
    Don was a. Little stiff from the ride, but he tried to move quickly. He was glad to be out from under the eyeball. He went to the side door and took out Kim’s suitcases and her make up kit. He tucked the make up kit under his arm, and gripped the suitcases with his hands, and turned towards…the hotel! 
 
    Except it was more than a hotel! It was a sprawling retreat surrounded by miles and miles of forest. The air was thin and pure, and he studied the lay out of buildings.  
 
    There were hundreds of suites laid out in a criss cross manner, with a large convention halls. 
 
    And everywhere he looked were women, dozens of women, walking through the covered corridors, sitting on benches and talking, going in and out of what looked like a front office. 
 
    And they were all dressed. 
 
    He wasn’t. 
 
    “Go,” Kim slapped his ass and he gave a lurch and started up. 
 
    He walked across a wide drive and towards some stairs. Women glanced at him, grinned, and looked away. Except for a few of them who pointed and snickered. 
 
    He climbed the stairs, his chastity cage shifting between his legs. 
 
    He passed a pair of woman coming down the stairs and they laughed, then glanced back at him. 
 
    He reached the first landing and saw a sign pointing to the left: 201-225. 
 
    He turned to the left and began walking.  
 
    The suitcases were heavy, and awkward, and the corridor was long. It wasn’t long before he wanted to stop and rest, but he could see the four women still talking by Kim’s car, and he didn’t want Kim to see him stopping and resting. 
 
    Finally, he reached the room, and it was locked. 
 
    Oh, crap! 
 
    He turned and looked around. The women were moving away from Kim’s car, and not in his direction. 
 
    He needed a key. 
 
    He considered his options. 
 
    Wait. No. Kim would get mad if he just stood there like a doofus. And he c certainly couldn’t sit on one of her suitcases. 
 
    Or, he had to go get a key. Which meant going to the office. Past dozens and dozens of women, running the gauntlet of their laughing eyes. 
 
    But what choice did he have? 
 
    He placed the suitcases on the floor and turned back the way he had come. 
 
    That was the longest walk of his life. 
 
    On his way to the room he had been walking out of the crowd, now he was walking back into it. 
 
    Past women who sniggered as they looked at his caged cock. Into the front office, where a cluster of women were taking, drinking in the bar adjacent, and…looking at him. 
 
    The conversation died a bit, then he heard some laughs, and the conversation started up again. 
 
    “May I help you?” The woman behind the big counter was suppressing a smile. 
 
    “I need the key to room 208.” 
 
    “I’ll bet you do,” she laughed, then she turned and took a key from a board and handed it to him. 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    “No, thank you.” And Don’s face turned even redder as the women nearby all chuckled at him. 
 
    Back to the room, but this time out of the crowd, and he sighed with relief when he finally approached room 208. 
 
    The door was open. 
 
    He picked up the suitcases and entered the room. 
 
    “Where have you been?” asked Kim. She was sitting in a club chair in a corner. She was sipping what looked like a Mai Tai and looked very cool and complacent. 
 
    “I…the key.” 
 
    “Silly. The room was open. Didn’t you think to turn the knob?” 
 
    He shook his head, achieving new depths of misery. Such a simple thing. He could have had the room open and waiting, Kim’s clothes hung up in the closet. Instead he had had to endure nearly debilitating mortification. And the door had been open all the time! 
 
    “Sorry,” he mumbled. 
 
    “Well, no matter. But be on your best behavior, Leanne is going to be visiting soon. Oh, you’d better call her Miss Smith. She wants to talk to you, so be on your best behavior. She’s a very important person.” 
 
    “Miss Smith, okay. But why me?” 
 
    Kim grinned and sipped. “Mmm, these are good. Because she does. Now, before she gets here, we should probably talk both your behavior.” 
 
    “What’s wrong with my behavior?” 
 
    Small lines appeared in the space between Kim’s eyebrows, but she didn’t chide him. 
 
    “There are a few men here, but you likely won’t see them. You’ll stay in the room for the most part. When you do see women make sure you keep your head lowered, don’t go looking them in the eye, even if they should address you.” 
 
    Don’t mouth opened slightly and he frowned. “I thought this was going to be a vacation?” 
 
    “Where did you get that silly idea? This is a convention. We will be going over things like MTF protocol, the latest procedures for systems transitioning, all that sort of thing. You best stay in the room unless you want to draw unwanted attention to yourself.” 
 
    “Unwanted…” he was now officially flummoxed, and he didn’t even know what this MTF thing was. “I don’t understand? I thought you dealt with software and systems for large corporations?” 
 
    “Of course I do. But it’s all free lance, consultation, and this organization has hired me.” 
 
    “What is this organization?” 
 
    For a moment Kim didn’t say anything. She just sipped her drink and  considered him. Then, as if resigned, she said, “This is a group of women who deal with hierarchy in society. They establish proper relations between men and woman. Their unofficial name is ‘The Mistress Club.’ 
 
    “The Mistress Club.” 
 
    Then she smiled at him. “Don’t worry, honey. You’ll do well here. Just follow directions and…you’ll have a great time. Believe me when I say that the ends of The Mistress Club are right up your alley.” 
 
    Don was unsure what she meant, but she seemed confident, so he went about putting the things in her suitcase away. 
 
    Kim picked up her cell phone and dialed numbers and held various conversations. 
 
    Don finished put her things away, then looked at the little refrigerator. He opened it and found a row of little liquor bottles. He took out a tiny bottle of bourbon, went out to door and looked at Kim, who was leaning on the rail and talking into he cell. He raised up the bottle and raised his eyes. 
 
    She covered the phone. “Wait until after Leanne comes.” 
 
    He went back into the room and sat down on the club chair. 
 
    He couldn’t drink, and he really needed to. And he had no clothes, and he needed them. He couldn’t walk around for two weeks with no clothes! 
 
    Well, when Kim finished talking on the phone he would broach the subject with her, maybe go to the little shop he had noticed to the right side of the check in counter. 
 
    He would—a shadow blotted the sunlight coming in the door. 
 
    He looked up, then stood up. It was the slightly older woman. Behind her Kim was standing, and she had a serious lot on her face. 
 
    “Uh, hello. Come in.” 
 
    It sounded lame, but he didn’t know what else to say. If this woman was so important, however, he had to say something. 
 
    Leanne Smith entered the room and smiled. 
 
    “Please sit down?” He moved away from the club chair and made way for her. 
 
    Leanne moved across the room. She was six inches taller than him, and outweighed him. She had enormous breasts, so enormous that the slight thickening of her waist still gave a wasplike appearance. 
 
    She had no lines to speak of on her face, and her eyes were well made up and fascinating. Inspecting her this closely Don could feel that she was important. Her attitude, her bearing, Kim was right. He had to be respectful. 
 
    “Good morning, Don. How are you?” She sat with one leg folded over, her hands on the arms of the chair, a curiously almost imperial look to her. 
 
    “I’m fine.” 
 
    “Excellent. Have you ever been to one of these shindigs?” She waved a hand to indicate the whole resort. 
 
    “Uh, no. I mean, I’ve been to hotels, but this place…” it wasn’t hard to be awed. 
 
    “Now, I would like to ask you some questions. These might be embarrassing, but I want you to answer me carefully and truthfully, and just forget all the embarrassment crap.” 
 
    He blinked. She was direct, the fact that she had used the word ‘crap’ showed that she had an earthy nature. 
 
    He had thought maybe she was a bigwig executive, but now he was rethinking that. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “Very well. Have you ever crossdressed.” 
 
    That stopped him. But she had said to be honest, and Kim already knew everything he had ever done. When they were first married, before they were married, she had interrogated him to within an inch of his life. 
 
    “When I was young.” 
 
    “How young?” 
 
    He told her, and she didn’t blink an eye, just kept asking questions. She asked rapid-fire, but didn’t seem to care when he took his time in answering. 
 
    “How often did you masturbate? 
 
    “How do you like the chastity tube? 
 
    “Do you think married women should have boyfriends?” 
 
    Then she started in with the weird things. 
 
    “Do you think men would look good if they had breasts? 
 
    “Do you think your cock is big enough? 
 
    “Can you imagine walking without your testicles keeping your legs apart?” 
 
    Weird questions, never ending questions, but the effect of answering them, of being truthful with a complete stranger, was that Don started to like Leanne. A lot. 
 
    His cock wiggling in its cage confirmed that. 
 
    Finally, she said, “Would you like a drink?” 
 
    He nodded. He was dying of thirst. He needed a shot of courage. 
 
    She actually stood up and went to the refrigerator. Kim was sitting apart from them, and she gave a light gasp. 
 
    “I assume you’re a bourbon and Coke man?” She asked, but she put a weird emphasis not he word ‘man.’ Almost like she was questioning the word itself. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    She made the drink, made one for herself, ignored Kim, and brought him the drink. 
 
    They drank companionably, and she asked, “Do you think you have fulfilled your potential?” 
 
    He thought about that for a while. “I guess the honest answer is that I haven’t, but I don’t feel any desire to…I’m happy in what I do.” 
 
    “Do you get enough sex?” 
 
    Now he equivocated. “I guess.” 
 
    “Do you like eating your wife’s pussy?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” But there were times when he didn’t. 
 
    He thought that Leanne had to see beyond his answers, but she accepted them easily. 
 
    “Have you ever considered how good a woman’s life is?” 
 
    “Not really.” 
 
    “We get to play dress up, men are trained to wait on us, they support us and all they ask is a simple hand job or a bit of  in and out.” 
 
    She went on and on, now not asking questions so much as telling him things. 
 
    She made him another drink, a strong ones and she encouraged him to drink up. 
 
    Now she wasn’t the important person, she was the drinking buddy, the person you could confide to, the person you could talk honestly to and never worry about being betrayed. 
 
    Don leaned forward, just drunk enough to be brave, and he asked, “Say, Kim tells me you’re a very important person.” 
 
    To the side Kim took in her breath, but Don didn’t notice. 
 
    Leanne laughed a gentle laugh, “That was sweet of her.” 
 
    “So what makes you important? I don’t mean to be rude, but I never heard of you.” 
 
    She leaned forward, almost conspiratorially. 
 
    “To tell you the truth, I like to keep a low profile, which is sometimes difficult considering what I do.” 
 
    “What do you do?” 
 
    “I write books. Have you never heard of ‘The Man in Woman?’ 
 
    He shook his head. “Sorry.” 
 
    “Oh, don’t be. I’ll send you over a copy. End of the week. I have to send to my publisher for copies, and I’m not about to buy my own book in the gift shop.” 
 
    She laughed, and he laughed, and everybody laughed, and then she added, “But before then…have you ever read Grace Mansfield?” 
 
    “I guess I’m not a well read person.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about that. I’ll send a couple of her books over. I’ve finished them, and they should give you an idea of what I’m all about.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
      
 
    When Leanne left Kim let out her breath. “Well, I don’t know how, but you pulled that off.” 
 
    “Pulled what off?” 
 
    “You’re a little drunk, aren’t you?” 
 
    He grinned, and enjoyed how foolish he felt. 
 
    “Well, normally I wouldn’t be so tolerant, but you did so well…heck, have another drink.” 
 
    Grinning now, feeling happier than a happy drunk, he made himself a drink. 
 
    “So what was that all about?” he asked. 
 
    She just smiled, and went to make herself a drink.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    The following day was Sunday. People were still coming into the resort, and Kim actually spent some time with Don. He was used to her living her own life and tapping on him only when she wanted something, but today she had breakfast delivered, went on a long walk, and laughed when he complained that he wanted clothes. 
 
    “Why would you want to follow the trend? Live a little. Do you know how much the ladies are enjoying seeing you out and about?” 
 
    “Yeah, but—“ 
 
    “Besides, they’ve seen you now. Get over your embarrassment and live a little.” 
 
    Live a little, that seemed to be the catchphrase for the day. 
 
    She also let him have a few drinks, and she sat with him and talked to him. 
 
    They didn’t talk about anything important, just this and that, a little bit on fashion and what he thought of women’s fashions, and why didn’t men get to enjoy looking good. 
 
    That evening Leanne dropped by again, and this time she had a briefcase and a bit of paperwork. 
 
    They sat at the table in the suite, Leanne on one side, and Don and Kim on the other. 
 
    “What is all this?” 
 
    “I’d like you to help me with a demonstration.” 
 
    “Oh, okay. What is it that you’ll be demonstrating.” 
 
    “Yes, we should discuss that. Let me get you a drink first.” 
 
    Don smiled. He was really starting to like this woman. 
 
    Sipping his bourbon and Coke, Don listened. 
 
    “You may not know it, but before I was a world famous writer,” she smiled ruefully, “I was a doctor. In fact it was being a doctor that led me into my present field. You see, I became aware of how small, and how great, the differences were between men and women. Do you see the differences?” 
 
    He leered at her, “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    She laughed, and if anything, she appreciated his attention. 
 
    Kim sat quietly next to him, and her mouth quirked at the edges with humor. 
 
    “The main thing that I’m concerned with, however, is what we call ‘systems transitioning.’ 
 
    “Oh, okay.” He had no idea what she was talking about. 
 
    “Let me freshen that drink for you. In fact, would you like something a bit stronger?” 
 
    Being a man, out to impress, he blurted, “Sure.” 
 
    Leanne made a quick call, and two minutes later a woman showed up at the door with some Bacardi 151.  
 
    “Hard to get this anymore, the company discontinued it, presumably because they were always getting sued.” She held up the bottle and swirled it. It had been sampled, but there was plenty left. 
 
    She mixed it with Coke, which was the normal drink for mixing good rum, and handed it to him. 
 
    Don sipped, and his eyes opened up. He coughed. “Strong,” he murmured, his voice altered by the heat in his throat. 
 
    Leanne went to wine, and Kim sipped pure Coke. 
 
    For a half hour Leanne described the benefits of system transitioning. She used technical language, and Don kept nodding like he understood what she was talking about. 
 
    Finally, she pushed the paperwork towards him. “So that’s what it’s all about, Don. I would love it if you could help me in this project. You wouldn't have to do much, just experience some of the benefits, and…I think you’ll have fun.” 
 
    Don smiled. He would have jumped off a building for this babe. He noticed that the room was hot, and that she had loosened the top buttons on her blouse. She had pretty fine ta tas for an older woman. Her bulging breasts were round and sleek and sweaty. 
 
    He couldn’t help but look at them as he took the pen from her manicured hand. 
 
    She brushed her hand against his, and pursed her red lips in a smile. 
 
    Don was just drunk enough that he didn’t care that Kim was watching. He just signed his name. 
 
    Another drink, then Leanne had to go, and Don was left with Kim. 
 
    “That went well,” Kim said, taking the empty glasses to the sink. 
 
    “She’s nice,” blurted Don. 
 
    “Yes, she is,” agreed Kim, facing the sink, her back to Don. 
 
    Don swigged the last of the Bacardi, and he felt truly golden. Part of it was the rum, part of it was finally being appreciated. He was going to help a beautiful woman with her transitional systems things. 
 
    Kim came back to him. She took the glass from his hand and sat on his lap. His dick had been banging in the cage all night, and now it felt the closeness of pussy and it throbbed and thrashed all the harder. 
 
    “Wow,” mumbled Don. 
 
    She kissed him then. A deep kiss, no tease, just…interest passion. 
 
    He came up for breath and stared at her. 
 
    She leaned into him, hugged him. She mumbled into his neck. “Take off my clothes and get me off.” 
 
    He didn’t need to be asked twice. He undid her buttons, his drunk fingers fumbling, but still efficient. 
 
    She stood up and slithered out of her skirt. 
 
    She walked to the big king-sized bed and lay down. She looked at the ceiling, her legs spread, and waited for him. 
 
    He came to her, he knelt and began to make love to her. 
 
    She stopped him and pulled him up to her. She whispered, “Am I doing the right thing?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” he said, thinking of the sex he was giving. 
 
    She looked him deeply in the eye and just…watched him. Gauged him, plumbed his depths, wondered at him. 
 
    Then she kissed him, and it was the juiciest, most tender and wonderful kiss in his life. 
 
    It was all of her, gobbling up all of him. 
 
    Then she said, “Show me.” She pushed his head down and he went to work. 
 
      
 
    The following day was Monday, the start of the convention. No more fiddling around and chatting, it was time to get to work. 
 
    The day started early for Don. Three young ladies, very bosomy and well made up, came for him. They ignored his inquiry about breakfast, and took him to a back room in the big convention hall. 
 
    There, they smeared Nair all over him. 
 
    “I have to lose all my hair?” 
 
    One of the girls chuckled. “You don’t have all that much.” 
 
    “Oh, well…” there wasn’t much he could say to that. 
 
    They wiped the Nair, and his hair, off, then used soft towels to wash his body.  
 
    He stood and enjoyed the feeling of warm soapy water, then cooler rinsing water.  
 
    They spent a lot of time focusing on his genitals, and he enjoyed that. 
 
    Heck, he was even starting to get over his red-faced embarrassment. 
 
    After he had been completely, except for the hair on his head, depilated, they took him to a small area just behind the stage in the big convention hall.  
 
    The hall was almost totally filled with women, and they were talking in a constant buzz. 
 
    Suddenly, Leanne appeared next to him. 
 
    “Hello, Don, are you ready?” 
 
    “Sure?”  
 
    “Excellent. The girls will help you get ready. Girls, take him to the curtained area.” 
 
    Don moved off, accompanied by the three good looking women, and Leanne stepped out onto the stage. 
 
    Don heard the roar of the crowd, but not much more. He was taken down a hallway, a curtain on one side, then through a slit in the curtain. 
 
    A narrow sort of bed was in the middle of the area. It was sort of like a gurney, but padded. 
 
    The girls helped him up and he lay on his back. It was quite comfortable, and they fastened straps over his arms and legs and over his midsection. 
 
    “You need to do this?” 
 
    “Leanne does very delicate work,” answered one of the girls, pulling a strap tight. “We want to make sure you don’t move and hurt yourself.” 
 
    He understood, but his understanding raised more questions. What was she going to be doing to him that he might move around? He had thought they were going to be going over this systems transition thing, but here he was, trussed up and unable to move. 
 
    “All right, open wide.” 
 
    The woman held a small leather mouthpiece over his face. 
 
    “What’s that for?” He didn’t open his mouth wide. He was starting to feel a bit nervous. 
 
    “We’re just testing it,” the girl reassured him. 
 
    “Oh.” Still nervous, he opened his mouth and she fit the mouthpiece into his mouth. 
 
    He couldn’t talk, and she fastened a strap around his head. 
 
    He could hear the mumble of Leanne talking over a speaker, but her words were indistinguishable. Still, the women in the audience chuckled and clapped. 
 
    But Don was feeling more and more nervous. 
 
    Then the curtain went up, the three girls stood in a row behind Don, and Leanne strode across the stage towards him. 
 
    At the back of the stage was a huge screen, and Don could see himself laying on the gurney thing. His eyes were wide as the picture went to close up. 
 
    “Hello, Don,” Leanne smiled to him. 
 
    “Ugh,” he said, unable to make any other sound. 
 
    She turned and faced the audience. 
 
    “Before we begin, I want to caution you to make sure you have all the paperwork.” 
 
    She lifted a sheaf of papers, the very papers that Don had signed the night before. “This will forestall any legal action in the event that your initial diagnosis, that the man was ready to be turned into a woman, was incorrect in any way.” 
 
    Don blinked. Man into a woman? What the fuck? Suddenly he knew what ‘systems transition’ was. The system of a man changed into the system of a woman! 
 
    He tried to make noises, but the mouthpiece kept his words in check. 
 
    He struggled, but he was fastened securely. 
 
    Leanne handed the paperwork to a woman, and the woman scurried away. 
 
    “Send the original paperwork to the corporate offices where they will be on file and ready for our lawyers.” 
 
    She turned to Don and smiled. 
 
    “Now then, Don. I will be speaking to you, but the microphone will relay my voice to the big screen. This way I can explain to the assembled Mistresses what I am doing and why.” 
 
    She turned to the audience again. “And you do have a rather thick booklet under your chairs so you can follow along. If you have a question write it on the 3 by 5 cards also under your chairs and pass it to one of the ladies in the aisle. Are you ready?” 
 
    A mighty wave of a cheer went up, and Leanne turned to Don. 
 
    Don’s eyes were wide open, showing a tremendous amount of white. His skin was sweaty, and his cock was actually not trying to break free. 
 
    “Okay,” said Leanne, picking up a scalpel, “When doing liposuction one must make the smallest cut possible. Skin is very stretchable, and the slit should just be large enough for the vacuum tube to…” 
 
    She slit, and she inserted, and Don watched the big screen. He didn’t feel the cut, but he felt the vacuum tube entering his flesh. He felt the weird vibration as she began sucking fat out of his belly, and his love handles, and any other place on his body that she chose. 
 
    He watched as the fatty material went up a see through, plastic tube and into a container. 
 
    He watched as his body with chubby parts became nothing but slender. 
 
    He watched as his body lost years of hamburgers and sloth. 
 
    Then, when she was done sucking all the fat out of him, she said, “Now we reverse the process. We’re going to insert his fat back into his body, but in the places we choose. 
 
    He watched in horror as she made little slits in his chest and began injecting the fat into the area around his chest. His chest swelled, and boobs appeared, and they grew bigger and bigger. Leanne continued her lecturing as she did this. 
 
    “The advantages of injecting fat, over, say, something like silicone, is that fat is a natural, organic material. The body will not reject it, or absorb it. These boobs are here to stay.” 
 
    After he had quite sizable boobs she worked on his hips. 
 
    “This will round out his hips. We will be administering hormone therapy afterwards, this will aid the transition.” 
 
    A member of the audience asked if the fat replacement procedure plus hormones wold make the hips or chest too big. 
 
    “Not at all,” smiled Leanne, moving the tube around Don’s hips. “In fact, one of the benefits of HRT is that it redistributes fat. This will just give the therapy something more to work with. 
 
    Done with the liposuction and fat replacement, Leanne stepped back and an assistant shut the machine down and took the vacuum tube from her. 
 
    Leanne strode to the center of the stage and sat on a stool chair. “I’m going to take a short break here to answer questions. While I do this the girls will help Don with his nails. Any questions?” 
 
    Hands rose in the audience. 
 
    While Leanne answered questions Don stared up at the screen. His body was totally different. His love handles were gone and his waist was waspish. His chest was large with tit. His bottom was well rounded. Leanne had maneuvered the fat replacement tube into his buttocks and he knew that his ass must be perfectly rounded. 
 
    Then he realized what the girls were doing. 
 
    Nails. 
 
    They were painting his toes, and putting fakes on his fingers and painting them. 
 
    He tried to talk, but now his throat was dry, and he couldn’t say a thing.  
 
    He tried to wiggle his fingers, but the girls held them firmly and did their work. 
 
    Then it was lunch time. 
 
      
 
    Don lay on the table, the big hall empty, and Kim approached him. 
 
    “How you doing, honey?” 
 
    He grunted at her. 
 
    “I’m sorry, I can’t take the mouthpiece out. They want it left in throughout the whole operation. 
 
    He glared at her. 
 
    She ignored his glare and reached down and touched his caged cock. 
 
    She sighed. “I really wish I could have fucked you one last time, but it just didn’t work out that way. Besides, you never were much of a man.” 
 
    He tried to talk, and she knew he was protesting. 
 
    “You really weren’t. You were just a horn-dog, always wanting to hump my legs. Don’t get me wrong, you were a good husband, but there’s more to being husband than a small cock and a big sex drive.” 
 
    She fondled his cage, and his cock started trying to wiggle out. 
 
    She smiled. “It is a lot of fun, your dick, but from here on out I will be availing myself of men with larger penises. And, don’t worry, when they get to your final conditioning you won’t mind. In fact, you might even want to partake of some of those big dicks yourself.” 
 
    Little tears ran down Don’s cheeks. 
 
    “Well, I see that women are returning from lunch, so I’d better get to my seat. I’ll see you afterwards. Okay, honey?”
He grunted, and she leaned down and kissed his cheek. 
 
    And darned if it didn’t look like there was a bit of moisture in her eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Ladies and..more ladies!” Leanne shouted to the audience, and the audience cheered. 
 
    “We are mid-transition with Don, and the next part of our procedure will be quite interesting.” 
 
    She walked over to where Ron lay. She gripped his cock cage and lifted it. 
 
    He groaned. 
 
    “This…this is the culprit, and this is what we must handle if we are to be successful in our transition of society. 
 
    “Take away a man’s penis and you change his psyche. He no longer invades, rapes, or otherwise abuses. 
 
    “BUT…if you take it away his sex drive is lowered precipitously. He loses the drive that makes him an asset to society.  
 
    “So…what is the solution? 
 
    “Societally, men must be transitioned, leaving only the alpha males, well endowed and sex drive intact. An Apha’s sex drive is so enormous we won’t have to suffer too many of them. One Alpha can satisfy hundreds of women, if he is managed correctly. 
 
    “So we are not concerned with the societal implications. We just want to consider how to remove the penis, and not reduce the drive, on Joe Normal.” 
 
    Leanne produced a syringe. “When following Hormone Replacement Therapy it is very important to choose the right ingredients. For instance, we can give the man a shot that will feminize him, but leave his cock big and hard. Many of you will want that for your husbands. You will have the soft, responsible female you always wanted, and yet he, or she, will be able to service you in the manner in which you wish.” 
 
    She produced another syringe. “Or, there is this other product, which will feminize him, and cause his penis to lose all potency. He will be limp. The glory of this method is that you can choose a time. You can make him limp—and this is called ‘chemical castration’—for three months, six months, nine months, or a year.” 
 
    The crowd buzzed and appreciated the information. 
 
    “In talking to Don’s wife she decided she would like him limp. She chose this option because his penis was a little small anyway, and she wanted to take advantage of the Alpha Male program.” 
 
    Leanne turned to Don and stuck the needle into his arm. She pressed the plunger, and Don felt a coolness invade his biceps. 
 
    Leanne took the needle out and turned once again to the crowd. “Don will be limp within fifteen minutes. Kim, would you come up and unlock him?” 
 
    Kim was in a front row seat, and she stepped up to the stage and crossed to where eLeann was operating. She took a key off here necklace and put it in the tiny lock in his chastity device. A quick turn and she removed the pieces of the device. 
 
    Leanne took the pieces of the chastity device, thanks Leanne, who returned to her seat, and turned to the audience. “Behold! No more use for such silly devices! The future is here!” 
 
    An assistant hurried across the stage and held out a trash receptacle. Leanne dropped the pieces of Don’s chastity belt into a trash receptacle, and the girl scurried away. 
 
    The audience buzzed, then broke out into cheers and an extended length of applause. 
 
    Don’s cock had bonered up as soon as the device was removed. It stood up from the center of his body, throbbing desperately. 
 
    Leanne took hold of it and stroked it gently. She accepted questions from the audience, but never stopped stroking. 
 
    At first Don thought he might be able to squirt. He wanted to squirt, but Leanne stroked him just slowly enough that he couldn’t get a head of steam up. 
 
    He tried to move his now fat hips up, but couldn’t. He tried to wiggle, but he couldn’t. 
 
    Leanne kept moving her hand up and down, and after a while she used the other hand to polish his knob. 
 
    Don was going crazy! He was horny to begin with, but now he was insane with the desire to squirt. 
 
    Then, slowly, his cock started weakening. It faded, started to bend, and at almost exactly fifteen minutes it was more than half limp. The end was a minute away. 
 
    The audience oohed an ahhed, and he went limp. 
 
    “There you go, ladies!” 
 
    The cheers rose to the roof. 
 
    Leanne smiled and gave half bow, then turned back to Don. 
 
    “We are, however, not done.” 
 
    The audience grew silent. 
 
    “First we are going to put his testicles back where they came from. This is a very simple procedure, only takes a few minutes. 
 
    She pushed his limp penis up towards his belly and raised the table slightly at the feet end so it wold stay pointed towards his face. 
 
    She then pushed his balls, one at a time, into his inguinal canal in the pubic area. She pulled the skin of his sacs tightly and stapled them. The balls now had no place to fall into. 
 
    Leanne deftly sliced the excess skin off and sutured the now tight skin together. 
 
    The audience was buzzing and giving little cheers.  
 
    Leanne held Don’s limp penis up. “Now comes the fun part.” 
 
    She simply pushed the head of the penis down into the penis. Because the tool was limp it went easily. His penis had only been three inches long in the limp stage. She collapsed it until it was an inch long, then began stitching, closing the shaft off so that it was only one inch long, and the penis head was still visible. 
 
    “There are drawbacks to this procedure,” Leanne explained. “In a year, unless we give him another shot, his penis will start acting up. That can cause all sorts of problems. However, we are working on this problem and anticipate a solution in the near future. 
 
    She stepped back and the big screen showed a close up of Don’s groin. 
 
    There was no maleness there. It was just a smooth area with a rather oversized clit. 
 
    “All right, I’m going to take questions now, while my wonderful assistants put the finishing touches on Don.” 
 
    Leanne moved to the stool in the center of the stage and her assistant’s clustered around Don. 
 
    They put make up on him. One of the girls took the gag out of his mouth and gave him a sip of water. 
 
    Don was overwhelmed, he didn’t try to protest, he was finally getting free. 
 
    They put on his foundation, worked on his eyes, and finally painted his lips. 
 
    His lips, which had become larger than they were from a series of botox shots. 
 
    Leanne finished talking with the audience, and the girls helped Don to his feet. 
 
    He was now female. His body was no longer male. He had no penis, he had boobs, his features had softened and become beautiful. 
 
    He stood and faced the audience, held up by the assistants, and Leanne yelled into the microphone: “BEHOLD! WOMANUS MAXIMUS!” 
 
    The audience, probably a thousand women, came to their feet and began cheering and clapping and stomping their high heels. 
 
    Don felt the rush of warmth from their appreciation and admiration. He felt it in his dickless groin, his once male heart, and in his abused psyche. 
 
    But then he realized that as a male he had never received such heartfelt appreciation. 
 
    A warm feeling began to glow from his heart, and he began to cry. 
 
    Maybe this wasn’t all that bad.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    “You realize this is only the first stage, don’t you?” 
 
    Don and Kim were sitting on their bed, her holding him. What was left of him. Soothing him and reassuring him. 
 
    “After this you’re going to have to take courses in how to behave as a woman, you’re going to have to learn how to deal with men—you are an attractive young woman, you know—and you will have to learn how to multitask, apply your own make up, walk properly in high heels, and…oh, there’s thousands of things you have to learn. 
 
    Don was comfortable in her arms, he snuggled against her breasts, and she had one hand cupping one of his. 
 
    “And if you’re good, if you do well, then someday you might get your very own vagina.” 
 
    He looked up at her. “Really?” 
 
    “Of course, really. You saw what Leanne did to you, and that’s only the start. The operations will become simpler, the transition will be easier, and I will bet that within a couple of years they will be creating the first vaginas for Womanus Maximus. Not the simple rolls of fat plastic surgeons are doing now, but functional pussies, with G spots, and, who knows, maybe someday, in the future, the ability to have child. 
 
    Don sighed. He was already getting used to his new body, and he hadn’t even had it for twelve hours. And he didn’t miss that nagging boner that was always distracting him. 
 
    “One thing,” he asked. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “Can I get some clothes?” 
 
    She pushed him back and smiled at him. “You want to go shopping?” 
 
    He nodded, a little embarrassed, but that was okay. 
 
    She laughed. “Shopping. See? We’ve made a woman out of you already!” 
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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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    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    We live in strange times.  
 
    Every day I read about abusive relationships. I hear about women who have a bunch of children and then kick the man out and sue for child support and alimony. 
 
    And men that get violent with women. 
 
    There’s shows on TV about cheaters and philanderers. 
 
    Seems like every movie has violence between men and women, and…it’s got to stop! 
 
    Like Rodney said, “Can’t we all get along?” 
 
    This story is about people who get along, and when you’re done reading just ask yourself, isn’t it better to do what they did? As opposed to what you read in the news and see in the movies? 
 
    Isn’t it? 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    “You simply won’t believe it!” Sarah was staring at her friend over a chicken salad. Her dangled her fork over the salad, but didn’t move it. The bits of chicken in the bowl weren’t even bothering to run away from the fork. 
 
    “Yeah? What won’t I believe?” Liz had placed her fork in the Northwest corner of a BLT. Her knife was poised to lop off a corner of the browned bread. The bread really didn’t care. 
 
    Sarah and Liz were both brunettes. Sarah was a little more tanned, and her boobs weren’t as big, but Liz’s boobs were so big that didn’t mean much. 
 
    Sarah’s eyes were brown, and Liz’s eyes were blue, the kind of blue that was pale and made any person she was talking to feel like lights were shining on them. 
 
    At the moment Sarah’s head was slightly tilted and her eyes were on her friend and her plump lips were curved in a smile. 
 
    “Fisting.” 
 
    Liz blinked. Her head untitled and her mouth reset without the curve. She left the fork protruding from the BLT and placed the knife next to the  plate. She put her hands in her lap and looked directly at her friend. 
 
    “Please tell me you didn’t just say ‘fisting.’” 
 
    The two women stared at each other and didn’t notice the buzz and bustle of the Charlie Coyote’s night club and eatery. 
 
    They were on the patio, and they could hear a truck driver yelling in the parking lot on the other side of the iron fence/wall. They couldn’t see the truck driver for the flowers embedded in the wall. They sure could har his cursing. 
 
    “I did say fisting.” 
 
    “Not fisting like…with a fist.” 
 
    “The whole fist. Four knuckles and a thumb, and a sensation that makes heaven jealous.” 
 
    “Up your…?” 
 
    “All the way.” 
 
    Another moment of staring, then Liz raised her hand and summoned Jose, the waiter. 
 
    “Jose, how about a couple of Margaritas?” 
 
    “Si, señorita beautiful.” 
 
    Jose thought all women were beautiful, or gorgeous, or just good looking. He was insincere in the most sincere way and the ladies loved it. 
 
    The men didn’t understand how successful Jose was at garnering tips. 
 
    The two women said nothing while they waited for Jose. 
 
    Liz was stunned, but Sarah was hiding a smirk. 
 
    Jose placed two large Margaritas in front of the ladies, assessed their attitude, and backed off. 
 
    Liz sipped a big glug, licked some of the salt off the cold lip of the glass, and said, “Whoo!” 
 
    Sarah laughed, showed her even, white teeth, and sipped from her own glass. 
 
    “Okay. So you were walking along the street and you saw this sign. “Fisting, ten bucks a finger. Enter here.” 
 
    Sarah laughed. “Nah. I was working out at the gym. Afterwards I picked up a smoothie at the fruit bar, and I struck up a conversation with Jennie Baldwin.” 
 
    “Jennie? The one with the boob job and the botox lips?” 
 
    Sarah laughed. “She swears she’s all natural.” 
 
    “And the Pope swears he didn’t have sex with a bear in the woods.” 
 
    They both chuckled at that one, the Sarah leaned forward. 
 
    “No, I got to talking with Jennie, and she told me that she was into some kinky things. Did you know she’s got locking rings on her pussy?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “I swear! She showed me!” 
 
    “With a padlock?” 
 
    “The smallest padlock you ever saw, but we were talking about fisting.” 
 
    “Oh, yes, silly me. Fisting.” 
 
    “So she was working with her yoga instructor, and the woman was trying to convince Jenny that she needed to do exercises for her snatch.” 
 
    “Of course she did, and we all do. We all need big, muscular snatches.” 
 
    “Oh, shut up. She was talking about things like kegels, but then they started talking about piercings, I think because Jenny has those rings in her snatch…” 
 
    “Yes?” Liz was getting interested. Sarah was entirely too serious to be just joking. 
 
    “Jenny is into not just locking up her rings, and therefore her pussy, but she uses those rings to lift weights.” 
 
    “Weights?” 
 
    “Just little ones. But she hooks them onto the rings and stretches her labia out.” 
 
    “What’s the point?” Liz was a little confused. “Is she trying to have a big pussy?” 
 
    “No! Well, yes. She says that men really love to see a big, juicy, moist extended vagina. And it doesn’t make her pussy loose or anything. She’s as tight as ever, and—“ 
 
    “Wait. You’re saying tight in one sentence, and then fisting in the next. Doesn’t fisting make your pussy get all big?” 
 
    “You would think, but…no.” 
 
    “You’re going to have to prove that.” Then Liz realize what she had said. “Scratch that. No proof needed.” 
 
    Sarah snickered. “Listen to you. Freudian slips all over the place.” 
 
    “Go on, ignore that and tell me about this fisting thing.” 
 
    “Okay. Well…one thing led to another and Jenny invited me over to her place.” 
 
    “Wait a minute! Is she a lesbian?” 
 
    “Not really. I mean, she’s a bi, but…it isn’t all romantic with her. It’s just slap and tickle and laugh and joke and have a good time.” 
 
    “Have a good time, with her fist up inside you.” 
 
    Sarah watched Liz for a second, and Liz waited. 
 
    “Listen. I was like you right now. I laughed, I made fun of it, I called her a sicko lezbo.” 
 
    “You did.” Flat and even. 
 
    “Oh, yes. Then, somehow, we were liplocked, and she was rolling me over on the bed. Lord, that lady can kiss. Much better than a man. Men just mash their mouths down and suck the soul out of you. Jennie takes her time, teases you, and finally you want it worse than anything, and then—“ 
 
    “Not about the kissing. Tell me about the fisting.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Sorry, but this is all so new to me. And the experience…whew!” She waved a hand at her face as if to cool herself off. 
 
    “Go on.” 
 
    “Yes, well, you have to be slow and gentle. You need plenty of lube. You have to have patience. At first she was just holding my legs up and using a finger, then two. She was hooking right into my G spot, and it was driving me crazy. I was getting wetter and wetter. Then three fingers. And sometimes she would just stop, keep her fingers in me, and we’d talk. She was cool as a refrigerated cucumber, but just sitting there, her fingers lodged inside me, it was making me hotter and hotter. I tell ya, no motion can be more sexual than pumping motion. But you have to do it right.” 
 
    “And she did it right.” 
 
    “She certainly did. She pressed her knuckles into me. Four knuckles, her thumb extended to the side. Like she was offering to shake hands, but inside me. 
 
    Then she pulled that thumb in and moved her hand around, and suddenly she was snaking her hand into me. Lord, it filled me up, it stopped my mind, and then she began to move.” 
 
    Now Liz was fixated. It was obvious that Sarah had gone through an intense experience, and it was electrifying to hear about it. 
 
    “How far did she put her hand into you?” 
 
    “An inch or two above the bone on the side of your wrist.” 
 
    “Does she have a big fist?” 
 
    “It’s big enough, but I see what you’re asking. No. It’s a female fist. Small and dainty. Make a fist.” 
 
    “Right here?” 
 
    Sarah giggled. “I’m not asking you to fist yourself, not at this table and in front of God and everybody, just make a fist and look at it. 
 
    Liz made a fist and looked at it. It was about the side of a baseball. It wasn’t hard like a baseball, and it had a combination of curves and corners, but…she suddenly got the idea of something that big sliding into her. 
 
    She gasped. She looked up. 
 
    “You felt it!” Laughed Sarah. Tell me you didn’t just feel that.” 
 
    Liz placed her hand on Sarah’s wrist. “I did. I swear…I did.” 
 
    “Now you know what I experienced, and all that is left is for you to experience it.” 
 
    Liz stared at her friend, and her mind was spinning. 
 
      
 
    Liz and Sarah pushed aside their lunches and concentrated on drinking. They spoke of various things, and sex, and stuff, and sex, and…sex. Finally, a couple of hours later they headed out. They hugged in the parking lot, air kissed, and went their separate way. 
 
    Liz got behind the wheel of her Acura and started the car up. She backed up carefully, and drove down the street carefully. She had had too much to drink, and she didn’t want to pull in a ticket. 
 
    It was a couple of minutes after three before she pulled into the driveway. She parked the car, looked at her hair in the rear view mirror, and got out of the car. She sauntered up the drive, one foot in front of the other, and listened to the powerful click, click of her heels. 
 
    She opened the door and yelled out, “Honey! I’m home!” 
 
    No answer. 
 
    She giggled and headed down the hallway. All the way home she had been thinking about what Sarah had told her. Thought about the feel of being penetrated by somebody’s hand. And was horny. 
 
    Hell, she was so wet she was afraid the car seat would be soaked when she got out. 
 
    And she intended to do something about it. 
 
    She entered the bedroom, a little loopy, and bent at the knees and opened her bottom dresser drawer. 
 
    There it was. A sleek six inches of tube. A jar of lube. Heaven in a vibrator. 
 
    She pulled her skirt up, then her panties down. 
 
    She stroked herself a couple of times, imagined something as big as a fist battering at her slit. 
 
    It made her shiver in ecstasy. 
 
    She grabbed the dildo, jabbed it into the lube, then smoothed the lobe over the surface, and then over her surface. 
 
    She jumped, twisted, and landed on the bed on her back. She wielded the dildo like a samurai wields a sword. She twisted and writhed and dug deep. She scoured her insides and groaned loudly, and it wasn’t long until the heat inside her had erupted…and subsided. 
 
    She lay back on the bed and sighed. 
 
    God, that had been good! 
 
    And she wondered about something bigger. The black dildo had been wonderful for years, but now she was thinking of something bigger. 
 
    Something that would open her up and send her to heaven. 
 
    She smiled, closed her eyes, and…slept. 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck?” Bob was standing next to the bed and laughing. 
 
    Liz raised her head and blinked . Her eyesight was bleary and she couldn’t figure out why her husband was laughing. 
 
    Then she got it. 
 
    She was sprawled on her back, her legs spread and a dildo laying between them. Her pussy was open and glistening. 
 
    “I come home expected to get dinner, and instead I get a word class view of the Grand Canyon.” 
 
    Blushing, Liz jerked upright, then groaned and held her head and laid back. She did, however, have the presence of mind to close her legs. 
 
    “What’s the matter, babe? A little too much liquid in your lunch?” 
 
    He stepped up to the bed and picked up the dildo. He jabbed it in the air like he was poking somebody with a knife. 
 
    Liz managed to sit up. Her head was pounding. “Lunch with Sarah.” 
 
    “Sarah. Ha! I might have known it. That girl is a bad influence on you.” But he was insincere and laughing. 
 
    “She was telling me about fisting.” 
 
    Suddenly Bob was silent. Then: “Fisting?” 
 
    Liz stood up, wavered, then made her staggering way to the bathroom. Bob followed her. 
 
    “And that got you so hot and bothered you just had to exercise yourself?” 
 
    “It did,” she nodded. Then she stepped into the shower. She was still wearing a bra so she unhooked it and tossed it over the shower door and into the sink. 
 
    Bob looked at the bra, wrung it out and hung it up on a towel bar. He waited, then suddenly blurted. “Fisting? Really?” 
 
    “Oh, God!” Liz groaned. She stood under the shower and let the cold water beat on her head. Slowly, slowly her headache waned. 
 
    Finally, she got out of the shower and toweled herself off. 
 
    Bob was thinking about fisting and penetration and the relative size of dicks and body parts, but he grinned when he took in her naked body. 
 
    She pushed past him, walking naked towards the kitchen. 
 
    He followed her. 
 
    She opened the door to the fridge and took out a cold Pepsi. She rolled the metal can across her forehead, then popped the top and sucked it down. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” she murmured, then she leaned her butt back against the counter and looked at Bob. 
 
    “Exciting, eh?” 
 
    “What? You being sick or fisting?” 
 
    “Hush!” She snorted. 
 
    “I do have to admit that it makes my boner bone up.” 
 
    “That’s something I always wondered,” she said, pulling on his shirt and guiding him to her. “Do boners really have bones in them?” 
 
    “Only the really big ones,” he answer, then his lips were pasted against hers and his hands were feeling her breasts. 
 
    She enjoyed it, immensely, for a few seconds, then she pushed him away. “I’m done for the day. Go find yourself somebody who feels like it.” 
 
    He laughed, and followed her as she headed back to the bedroom. He watched her ass sway, and that boner built up bigger and bigger in his pants. 
 
    She headed for her dresser and pulled out a fresh bra and panties. She put them on, then slipped into some shorts and a boy beater. 
 
    Bob’s dick was surging now. She might have had her jollies, but he wanted to get some of his own jollies. 
 
    He moved up behind her and nuzzled her. 
 
    “Un uh,” she whispered, smiling. She liked his attention, and she truly loved him, but she was done for the day. 
 
    He sat on the bed and watched her clean her dildo and put it away, pick up her dirty clothes, and just look gorgeous. 
 
    “What if I offered to fist you?” 
 
    She turned with a smile, a light in her eyes, then she turned away. “Nah. Not for me. I don’t want my hole so big your little dick would fall out of it.” 
 
    “It’s big dick, and I don’t think you have to worry about me driving down the street without touching either curb.” 
 
    She blinked, did the math in her head and compared the analogy, then grinned. “Ha. I know what you meant.” 
 
    He said, “Well, honey, you ay think you’re smarter than me, but I’m not the one denying something that I want so badly.” 
 
    She stared at him. 
 
    He was a lech, he liked to be dirty and tease, and there was a laugh in his voice. But what he said had touched her. 
 
    “I don’t want to be fisted so badly.” 
 
    On some intuitive level he had her. “Maybe,” he shrugged. 
 
    “You think I want to be fisted?” 
 
    “Oh I don’t know. Who can tell what a woman wants.” 
 
    “You’re just being mean because I don’t want to fuck.” 
 
    “Oh, I understand why you don’t want to fuck.” 
 
    “Oh? And why is that?” She challenged. 
 
    “Because you have become convinced that big is better, and even though I have always satisfied you with the length and girth of my big Willy, you’re comparing it in your mind to this.” 
 
    He held up a fist and his grin was about as wry as wry could be. 
 
    She stared at him, tried to undo what was happening in her mind. Finally, she said, “What wold you like for dinner?” 
 
      
 
    They ate hamburgers and fries. 
 
    She rolled the hamburger in a ball, mashing in salt and pepper, bits of onion and garlic. Then she flattened the meat and cut out circles with the open end of a glass. 
 
    He cut a potato in longwise strips. Then he kept the strips in a stack and turned them on the side and sliced them again. When he was done he had perfect fries, better than a restaurant’s, and perfectly seasoned. 
 
    She fried the hamburgers in butter, adding a couple of squares of cheese, then a criss cross of oven cooked bacon. 
 
    He cooked the fries in butter, turning them to get them perfectly brown on all sides. 
 
    A couple of Cokes, a couple of tins of store bought salad, and they were feasting. 
 
    And she couldn’t stop thinking about what Sarah had said at Charley Coyote’s, and what Bob had said before dinner. 
 
    She tried to put it out of here mind. She tried to forget it. 
 
    She didn’t want to be fisted. She didn’t want something that big opening her up, stretching her out. She didn’t want to have a big, loose pussy. 
 
    Bob could tell what she was thinking about, and he just kept his smile on the inside and enjoyed his dinner. 
 
    He knew, correctly, that she was her own worst enemy in this internal argument. 
 
    And, he was actually surprised at himself for encouraging the situation. 
 
    After all, there was this idea of his wife getting so stretched out that she was loose and sloppy. Did he want to rattle around in a big old vagina? 
 
    But there was also the intoxicating idea of watching his wife take a fist. Lord, she moaned and groaned when they made love. She held on and shuddered and shook, and her orgasms were big, wet ones. 
 
    How would she be if the ‘cock’ was twice as big? 
 
    The head of his peeny was like a ping ping ball. A fist would be like a baseball. 
 
    Could she take it? 
 
    Lord, just thinking about it his cock was hard and stiff. He could feel himself throbbing down there, and he actually found himself licking his lips. 
 
    And he thought: Okay. I’m a pervert. So what? 
 
      
 
    After dinner and an evening of TV and joking and having fun it was time to go to bed. 
 
    Liz normally slept in jammies.  
 
    Bob slept in the nude. 
 
    When Liz didn’t sleep in jammies it signified that she wanted some. 
 
    Bob always wanted some. 
 
    And though Liz had gotten herself off that very day, just over eight hours earlier, she went to bed naked. 
 
    Bob, of course, took note. He smiled on the inside. He knew all he talk of sex had stimulated her. 
 
    They had, when they were younger, meaning having just met, they had done it more than once a day. But that was a half a dozen years previous. They hadn’t had one of those love sessions in years. 
 
    But as soon as Bob slid under the covers and spooned up against his wife he knew those days were back. 
 
    Not from the way she pushed her butt back, nor from the way he rubbed his weenie in her crack. 
 
    It was the feeling in the air. It was the electric sensation on their bodies, the hair on their flesh standing up. 
 
    “Well, well,” he murmured, nuzzling her neck. Her hair was on his face and he loved that. 
 
    She kept pushing her buttocks back and moving to that his dingus slid up and down between her buns. 
 
    He reached around and cupped her breasts. 
 
    “Oh,” he exclaimed in mock protest, “These are too big! How will they ever fit into my mouth?” 
 
    She twisted around, faced him. “Grow a bigger mouth?” 
 
    He took her breast, as much as he could, into his mouth. He tickled her nipple with his tongue, then said, “This from the woman who told me I should shut up.” 
 
    “I also told you you have a big mouth,. Now I’m telling you to use it.” 
 
    He did, and shortly she was gasping and writhing and moaning. 
 
    Bob grinned and moved a hand down to her mound. 
 
    She started humping his hand, and he pressed his fist against her pussy. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I don’t want that?” 
 
    “You’re dying for it, and you know it.” 
 
    She was hot, but not that hot. She pushed him away. “No means no.” 
 
    “I know,” he laughed. 
 
    They lay there, facing each other, breathing in each others breath. 
 
    He said, “I want to try it.” 
 
    “No way.” 
 
    “Why not? Who better than me? Who else is going to listen to you and knows you and…who else?” 
 
    She was in a quandary. She did want it. But she was scared of it. 
 
    “And what if I turn into ‘loose lip Sally?’ She challenged. 
 
    “I doubt if that could happen.”  
 
    She made a pshaw sound of dismissal. 
 
    “If it could so many people wouldn’t do it.” 
 
    “And how do you know so many people do it?” 
 
    “I’ve seen a porn video or two in my time.” 
 
    She knew he watched porn. Heck, what man doesn’t? But…then she had an idea. “Show me.” 
 
    He paused, then said, “Okay.” 
 
    She slid out from under the covers and he followed her. Naked, they padded through the house and into the computer room. He pulled up the swivel and she sat next to him in a folding chair. 
 
    “Okay, I’ve never done a search, so…” He typed ‘fisting’ into the google search window, then laughed and pointed at a line at the top left of the page. 
 
      
 
    About 737,000,000 results (0.43 seconds) 
 
      
 
    Liz blurted, “Holy cow patty!” 
 
    “But that’s a BS result. That’s actually probably Google advertising, they want to impress you with how fast they are.” 
 
    He pulled up Amazon and typed into the search window. 
 
    “Better make that cow patty a double,” he quipped as he pointed to a line on the top left of the window 
 
      
 
    1-48 of 536 results 
 
      
 
    Suddenly Liz wasn’t breathing. “Scroll down.” 
 
    Bob scrolled and she inspected the results. 
 
      
 
    lubricant for… 
 
    books about… 
 
    Lessons for… 
 
    Black latex gloves that went all the way to the armpit… 
 
      
 
    But mostly books. Gay books, tranny books, lesbian books. 
 
    And straight arrow, middle of the road Joe Normal types of people. 
 
    And the variety, and yet sameness, was incredible. 
 
      
 
    ‘Elbow Deep’ 
 
    ‘Both Hands In’ 
 
      
 
    A series of books: ‘Fisted by the Farm Hand,’ ‘Fistedby His Fiancee,’ ‘Fisted Sister,’ and so on. 
 
    A pair of tee shirts saying: 
 
      
 
    Will Fist on the First Date! 
 
      
 
    And the real crusher: 
 
      
 
    Nothing says I Love You Quite Like Fisting! 
 
      
 
    Now Liz was silent. Her eyes flickered over the books, the ads, the…testimonials. 
 
    “Now I’ll admit,” said Bob, “These are people making money, but there have been over 5,000 reviews on this stuff called ‘J Lube.’ That’s a lot of reviews, especially considering that probably only three out of a hundred people bother leaving a review.” 
 
    He moved the cursor up to the corner to shut the computer off, but Liz blurted, “Show me a video.” 
 
    “You really want to see porn?” 
 
    “I want to see somebody getting fisted. If it happens to be porn…” she left the sentence unfinished. 
 
    He shrugged. “It wouldn’t be anything other than porn, and he typed ‘porn search’ into the google box. The screen showed: 
 
      
 
    About 2,600,000,000 results (0.27 seconds) 
 
      
 
    He laughed, and selected ‘PornMD.’ 
 
    “A doctor for what ails you,” he joked. 
 
    A google type screen popped up, only one box in the center of the page. 
 
    He typed in fisting and…bingo. 
 
      
 
    Fisting Videos - 56,501 Results 
 
      
 
    They scrolled down the page, and it was eureka time. 
 
    Fingers, fists, feet. 
 
    Lesbian, gay…and there had to be a couple of ‘normals’ in there. 
 
    Women squirting, screaming in ecstasy, all colors and shapes. 
 
    And now Liz’s mouth opened and stayed open. 
 
    Bob clicked on a video. 
 
    Two women laughing. Buttering up each others junctions. Then, down to work. 
 
    Liz stared in shock as the women went crazy with the action of having somebody’s fist, forearm, right down to the elbow, entering them. 
 
    It was like somebody was punching into he sex organ of another, and the result was frantic sexual activity. 
 
    “Oh. My. God!” Liz whispered. 
 
    She reached past Bob and took over the mouse. 
 
    Bob, smiling, stood up, and Liz took over the pilot’s chair. 
 
    She watched dozens of videos, and as she watched she got wetter and wetter. 
 
    “There’s going to be a wet spot here when I’m done,” she said, at one point. 
 
    She looked around. Bob was gone. 
 
    She didn’t care. She turned back to the screen. 
 
    A moment later Bob was back, but she only knew it because he put a cold can of Coke on the desk for her. 
 
    She moused out of the porn pages and began searching the net itself. 
 
    The very first entry in Wiki said:  
 
      
 
    Fisting, handballing, fist-fucking, brachiovaginal, or brachioproctic insertion[1] is a sexual activity that involves inserting a hand into the vagina or rectum.[2] Once insertion is complete, the fingers are either clenched into a fist or kept straight. Fisting may be performed without a partner, but it is most often a partnered activity. 
 
     
 
    She looked up at Bob and mouthed, ‘Rectum?’ 
 
    He lifted his shoulders. 
 
    She turned back to the screen. She across such datum as: 
 
      
 
    Attributed to gays 
 
    Dates back thousands of years 
 
    A club called ‘The Catacombs’ operated in Frisco in the 70s and 80s. 
 
    If the hand was held with the fingers pointing together it was called ‘the silent duck.’ 
 
    Or there was just the straight ‘punch.’ 
 
    And while fisting is not illegal, one can be charged with obscenity. An odd way of saying something is legal but illegal. 
 
    But, whatever, a lot of people were doing it. 
 
      
 
    They went to bed at four in the morning. 
 
    Went to bed and made slow, gentle love. 
 
    Now Bob didn’t poke at her pussy with his knuckles. He knew she was thinking about it, and wanted to think some more. He wisely held back, loved her with his lips and fingers, then finally his penis. 
 
    Liz had never felt so hot. All those pictures of women—and men, men liked it up the anus!—and she was voracious. 
 
    She felt his penis inside her, and imagined it as something big and brutal. 
 
    Not that she wanted brutal, quite the contrary, but there was just a roughness associated with the idea of a fist that…she imagined it. 
 
      
 
    Afterwards, he slept. He hadn’t even squirted. He had left that up to her; this was her night of nights. 
 
    She had squirted, and the orgasm had been monumental! Her eyes had rolled and her toes had curled and the world had felt like it was coming to an end. 
 
    Her whole body locked up, every muscle tight and straining. She should have been tired from that alone. 
 
    But, muscular exertion notwithstanding, in spite of the late hour and the long day, she lay awake. Her eyes open and staring at the ceiling. 
 
    Fisting. Another way of making love. As the tee shirt said: ‘Nothing says I love you…’ 
 
    She had just had the orgasm of her life, but her gut was clenched, knotted, and this with desire. 
 
    She looked at Bob, slumbering peacefully, and she, for the first time, understood a male’s horniness. 
 
    She had a driving force pushing her. 
 
    She turned to Bob and shook him awake. 
 
    “Wha…wha…is everything…what the…” 
 
    “Bob,” she whispered into his ear. 
 
    He didn’t talk. Now he was totally awake. He remembered the night before. Heck, his dick was still stiff from having not cum. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’ll do it, but I don’t want to do it with you?” 
 
    “Oh?” Inherent in that one word was the thought, Why not? 
 
      
 
    “I’ll do it, but with that woman, or maybe Sarah. They have smaller hands. Then I’ll let you know if I want to do it with you.” 
 
    Bob was caught. Hoist on his own petard, whatever that was. He had encouraged this, even made it happen, and now it would happen, but not with him. 
 
    And, in addition, his wife was going to be sharing her pussy with somebody else. Outside of the marriage bed. 
 
    Was that cheating? 
 
    Not if he knew it. Not if he gave permission. Then it was just called ‘hotwife-ing,’ or something. 
 
    He knew Sarah. He didn’t know this other woman. But did that matter? 
 
    He really was conflicted, and for a minute he said nothing. Then, like a dog struggling to squeeze through a hole in a fence, he grudgingly gave in. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Liz kissed him, dropped his dong, and giggled. “And I’m not going to let you know when. It will be up to you to figure it, and you’ll figure it out just from fucking me, from feeling whether my hole has suddenly grown bigger. 
 
    Bob stared at her in the darkness. The dawn wasn’t far away and there was a hint of light in the sky, but not in their bedroom. 
 
    “All right, honey. Go back to sleep.” 
 
    She rolled over and slept. 
 
    Bob turned back to his side and stared at the wall. 
 
    His wife was going to fuck somebody else. Not in the traditional manner, but…still. 
 
    And he had pushed her into it. 
 
    Now she slept, her eyes closed happily, and he lay awake.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    Three days later, nervous days with much apprehension and wondering, Liz was sitting with Sarah at Charley Coyote’s. Same lunches, BLT and a chicken salad, but this time the conversation was more direct, less joking.  
 
    “Tell me about fisting.” 
 
    Sarah studied her friend, then tentatively said, “Sounds like you already know what you want to know…sounds like you want to find out.” 
 
    Liz gulped. 
 
    Sarah grinned, it just burst out of her. “You’re going to really love this.” 
 
    “How do I do it.” 
 
    “So, first question…why not Bob?” 
 
    “I’m not sure, a dozen reasons come to mind, but I think it’s a weird thing where I’m afraid Bob might not like me once we do this. Add to that the idea that he hasn’t done anything like this, I would rather have somebody who is experienced for my first time.” 
 
    Sarah nodded, and waved for drinks. “I understand. So let’s have a drink and talk about it.” 
 
    Jose brought the drinks over, flirted shamelessly, and left. 
 
    The girls sipped and Sarah asked, “So who did you have in mind, if not Bob?” 
 
    “The only two people I know who know anything about this is this Jenny person and you.” 
 
    Liz tried to make her words even and without emphasis, but she failed. 
 
    Sarah sat back and pursed her lips and thought. 
 
    She picked up on the emphasis on her own name. 
 
    “You know we’ve been friends for ages.” 
 
    “Long time. Since college. You were my first drinking buddy.” 
 
    “You don’t want to ruin your relationship with Bob, but what about our relationship.” 
 
    “I thought about that, and it has been in my mind. But the alternative is Jenny, and I don’t even know her.” 
 
    Sarah nodded, sipped, and folded her arms under her chest. In that moment Liz felt a shot of lust shoot through her loins. 
 
    “I could do it, and I actually want to do it. But if we start kissing and making out, if we actually fuck each other, like a man would fuck us with a dick, but with a fist instead of a dick…that could easily change things between us.” 
 
    “I don’t want to be a lesbian,” blurted Liz. 
 
    “Nor I, but am I? I’ve already made love to a woman. Am I a lesbian now?” 
 
    They were both silent at that question. 
 
    Suddenly Sarah picked up her cell and poked a number. She waited while it rang, the cell next to her ear. 
 
    “Hello?” The voice came to Liz as a faint and tinny thing. She couldn’t hear it most of the time, but she picked up enough to follow the conversation. 
 
    Sarah explained about Liz’s situation and asked for advice. 
 
    Jenny didn’t hesitate. “Look, I’m willing. I love virgins. There is just something so pure about blowing somebody’s mind and changing their life. But the fact of the matter is that this is an activity that requires absolute and total trust. If your girl has doubts, before she’s even met me, she should probably go with you.” 
 
    “What about ruining our relationship?” blurted Liz. 
 
    Jenny heard the remark and she chuckled. “Hi, Liz. Good to meet you. And in answer to your question, how can you ruin something with love?” 
 
    That brought around a silence and realization. 
 
    “But, let me know. I’m willing to meet you in the flesh whatever your decision.” 
 
    A moment later Sarah hung up and put her phone in her purse. 
 
    The two friends stared at each other. 
 
    “We should probably just think about this and—“ 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Sarah arched her eyebrows in question. 
 
    “I’m brave now. I might not be later.” 
 
    “So when do you want to do this?” 
 
    “Right now.” 
 
    Again, a. Long moment of silence. Then Sarah waved to Jose. “Check.” 
 
      
 
    Sarah lived in an apartment in Brentwood. OJ town. She parked her car under the eves and the two women walked into her apartment. 
 
    It was a cozy place. Not being married she had spent her money on nice furniture, good drapes, and expensive booze. 
 
    “You ever had Colonel E.H. Taylor Single Barrel Kentucky Straight Bourbon?” 
 
    “Say who?” 
 
    Sarah laughed and took a bottle down from atop the fridge. It was an impressive bottle with the signature of E. H. Taylor sideways on the label. 
 
    She poured a couple of drops into a couple of shot glasses. 
 
    “Try it. If you like it we’ll have some. If not then I don’t want to waste it on your uneducated tongue. 
 
    Liz sipped the little bit of bourbon. The instant taste was sweet and sort of buttery, then she perceived what tasted like orange, then the liquid hit her throat and she gasped. “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    “‘Nuff said,” giggled Sarah. She filled the little shot glass. “This should get a very pleasant buzz going. 
 
    The girls sipped delicately, and by the time Liz had finished her glass she was licking the insides with her tongue. 
 
    “Oh. My. God!” 
 
    Sarah smiled. She poured another couple of shots, then snagged Liz’s arms and walked her back to the bedroom. 
 
    Like the rest of the house, the bedroom was tastefully furnished and quite pleasant. 
 
    “Sit on the bed, I’ll get out the toys and we can talk about this.” 
 
    Liz sat, and Sarah laid out a selection of dildos. Big ones, small ones, twisty ones, crooked ones. Ones with vibrators in the tips, big balls to squeeze, and one looked like an actual horse’s dong. But it was bigger. 
 
    “What is that one?” Liz pointed at the giant. 
 
    “It’s called the ‘Bigfoot.’ I wouldn't suggest trying it out first time.” 
 
    “I’ve had a vibrator before.” 
 
    Sarah grunted. “There’s a difference between eating a slice of watermelon, and eating the whole thing. Why don’t you strip down and let’s get comfortable.” 
 
    Sarah led the way, taking off her skirt and blouse. She looked stunning in her nylons and skimpy undies and bra. Her nipples were quite rigid. 
 
    Liz began to follow suit. 
 
    Sarah left the room and came back with two glasses. “This is about the same amount of bourbon, but it’s cheap, and it’s mixed with Coke. You’re high now, right?” 
 
    Liz nodded. She suddenly realized that she was blushing. 
 
    “This will keep you going. If we drank more of the Taylor stuff we’d get bombed, and that’s not what that whiskey is for. It’s sipping whiskey. This cheap shit is for guzzling.” 
 
    “But we’re not going to guzzle.” 
 
    “Lord, no. We want to be happy, joyful, and able to enjoy the next couple of hours. 
 
    Liz was down to her underwear now. She had been wearing shorts without nylons, but her legs, even without nylons, were every bit as sexy as Sarah’s. 
 
    Sarah climbed onto he bed, tossed a couple of pillows around, and sat cross legged at the top of the bed. 
 
    “Climb aboard, matey,” she giggled. 
 
    Liz sat on the end of the bed. They were both sitting cross legged, their boobs protruding. 
 
    “Get closer,” Sarah edged down the bed, and Liz slid upward.  
 
    Soon they were about a foot apart, very crazy, on the edge of intimacy, and that intimacy would grow with whispers and bourbon. 
 
    “So, you’re about to have my fist up your little tinkle, and I’m going to wear a baseball glove.” 
 
    They laughed, and Liz said, “No, you’re not.” 
 
    “No, I am. I used to use latex, but now I need to protect my delicate hands from your big, rough, tough pussy.” 
 
    Laughing, sipping, they joked, and somewhere in the joking Sarah leaned forward. 
 
    Liz stared at her friend. Push had come to shove. It was time to put up or shut up. 
 
    Liz leaned forward and their lips brushed in the most delicate manner. 
 
    Then they both leaned back. 
 
    “Whoo,” whispered Liz, “that’s…intense.” 
 
    “Men mash, women hold back, draw you in, force you to commit.” 
 
    “You sound like you’ve been kissing a lot of women. Is there something I should know?” 
 
    “Only Jenny. Three times.” 
 
    “You’ve been with her three times?” 
 
    “Yep. But we’re not lovers, even though we love. We’re more like booty call buddies. It could end tomorrow and I could say good by without hurt feelings. 
 
    Liz found herself leaning forward. 
 
    Sarah leaned forward.  
 
    Now their lips were two inches apart. They were breathing into each other. It was intense, and Liz was feeling horny.  
 
    Sarah smiled. “Be careful, you might like it.” 
 
    Liz put her hand behind Sarah’s head and slowly pulled her closer. 
 
    And closer. 
 
    Again, their lips met. Liz could taste lipstick, and it was a surprise. It was sexy, and she knew she should always wear lipstick for Bob. 
 
    Bob. 
 
    She was kissing a woman and Bob was still in her thoughts. 
 
    In a way, she was glad. He was here anchor, her ballast. He would keep her from falling overboard. 
 
    Then she felt Sarah cupping her breasts, her thumbs rubbing her nipples, and the groan that erupted in the room was from her. 
 
    She felt Sarah’s breasts. She was dazed with lust now, and kissing harder. 
 
    Sarah leaned back. “Take off your panties.” 
 
    Sarah wiggled around, took off her panties, and resumed her cross legged position. 
 
    Liz took off her panties, then went back to her crossed legs. 
 
    They kissed again, taking their time, exploring the moment, exploring each other, then Liz felt Sarah’s hand slithering along her thigh. 
 
    For a moment she wanted to slam her thighs shut, but that moment was easily passed, and she felt a finger penetrate her. 
 
    A finger other than Bob’s. 
 
    For a minute They were connect by lips to lips, hand to boob, fingers to hole, then Sarah leaned back. 
 
    “I’m going to use a toy on you first. I’m going to warm you up. Are you ready?” 
 
    Liz couldn’t breath. She was almost swooning, but she managed to nod. 
 
    And Sarah moved in. 
 
      
 
    At three o’clock that afternoon Liz called an Uber. 
 
    Sarah was sleeping in the bed. She was exhausted. And a little drunk. And satisfied. 
 
    And Liz was…almost satisfied. 
 
    She had never felt anything like what she had just experienced. She had been right to go with her friend for her initial attempt at fisting. Sarah didn’t have big hands, and they were comfortable together, and they weren’t going to ruin their friendship. 
 
    But…almost satisfied. She had cum, harder than she had ever cum in her life. But she missed Bob. She couldn’t stop thinking about him. This was something she wanted to share with him.  
 
    She wished for more. 
 
    She stepped out of the Uber at three fifteen and walked up to the front door and in to the house. 
 
    And she smiled. 
 
    She wasn’t going to tell Bob. She had told him she wasn’t, and that he would have to figure out for himself whether she had gone ahead with her sexual adventuring. 
 
    She headed for the bathroom, stripped and hopped into the shower. She washed the smell of incredible, wild sex off her body, and she paid attention to her vagina. 
 
    She felt her mons, holding the entrance to her pleasure in her hand. It felt the same. 
 
    She fingered herself briefly. 
 
    It felt sort of the same. 
 
    But how much was her imagination? And how much was real? 
 
    She had been opened up, taken something much bigger than a cock inside her, did she just think she was bigger down there? 
 
    Or was she? 
 
    But, as she felt herself and attempts to analyze her anatomy, she thought she wasn’t bigger so much as just different. 
 
    It was like her skin had been stretched, on the inside, as it were. And it was more sensitive now. 
 
    And she was horny. Lord, she wanted more! 
 
    But she was determined not to act horny around Bob. She wanted to give her pussy a couple of days to ‘heal,’ then fuck him. 
 
    So she had to act normal, and not horny, even though everything wasn’t normal, and she was horny. 
 
    She grunted, dried herself off, dried her hair, and tried to make herself look…normal. 
 
      
 
    Bob arrived home at six o’clock. Liz was cooking dinner. She smiled, kissed him, and gave subtle signs that she didn’t want sex. Even though she did. 
 
    The night passed, and she was bursting with the desire to tell him, to share her incredible, mind blowing experience. 
 
    Somehow, God knows how, she managed to control herself. 
 
      
 
    The next day passed, and she was even hornier! Her pussy was literally burning with the desire to throw him down and ride him to a fare thee well.  
 
    And, somehow…she again controlled herself. 
 
    But she felt so hot she was afraid her pussy was steaming! 
 
      
 
    And, the day of reckoning.  
 
    “Hey, honey, what’s happening?” 
 
    She was wearing a blouse and no bra. 
 
    He was tired from a long day at work, but one look at her bare breasts under thin material and he was raring to go. 
 
    She took him by the hand and walked him down the hallway. 
 
    “Do you think you can satisfy me? Little man?” 
 
    He laughed. “Little? Ha! You’re making me big enough to satisfy a moose!” 
 
    “Oh, I could just see you, your dick where it shouldn’t be, holding on to a moose’s antlers and humping and pumping…” 
 
    They entered the bedroom and she turned around and ripped his shirt off. Buttons popped out across the room. 
 
    “Hey! That was my shirt!” 
 
    She grabbed for his pants, but he grabbed first. “I don’t want you breaking this zipper!” 
 
    “Then you better hurry up.” 
 
    He slipped out of his pants quickly, and she was on her knees. 
 
    Then she was up and pushing him back. Thirty seconds of sucking dick for foreplay, then just hopping on him. It wasn’t much for foreplay, but it was enough for a man. 
 
    She sat on him and he stared up at her amazing breasts. 
 
    She ground down on him, and he held her hips and groaned with pleasure. 
 
    Then she went wild. 
 
      
 
    Afterwards, they lay on the bed. 
 
    “How was it?” She asked. 
 
    “Lady,” he muttered, “what the hell got into you?” 
 
    “I just saw a sexy man and decided to rape him.” 
 
    “Well, you did good.” 
 
    “Was I tight and juicy?” She asked, playing with his balls. 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” He grinned. “You were…” he looked last her and stunned expression crossed his face. 
 
    “You didn’t!” 
 
    “I did. You could you feel a difference?” 
 
    He was honest. “Yes.” 
 
    She sat up and turned to him. “What? No! You acted normal! I was normal! You can’t say I was bigger!” 
 
    “I wasn’t going to say bigger. For one, you were so moist I couldn’t believe it. I slipped right in. But, two…you were, how do I say it, more ‘agile’ in there.” 
 
    “Agile?” 
 
    “Like your pussy was better at moving. Does that make sense?” 
 
    “Well, sorta, but not really.” 
 
    “When I put my dick in you there is a certain path that is well defined. Now the path was moving, shifting, curving. It was adapting better to me.” 
 
    “That is…interesting.” 
 
    He was on his elbow now, looking down at her. He cupped her breasts and twiddled her nipples. 
 
    “Oh, God. I’ll give you an hour to stop that.” 
 
    “Still horny?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    “Are you going to do it again?” 
 
    Liz stared at him. 
 
    She thought. 
 
    He was silent and waiting. 
 
    “Do you think I should?” 
 
    He didn’t hesitate. “Maybe.” 
 
    Maybe meant yes. She knew it. 
 
    She turned to him, was on her elbow, and they faced each other, their faces inches apart. “Does it make you horny?” 
 
    He countered with, “How horny were you with…which woman was it?” 
 
    “Does it matter?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I guess not.” 
 
    “Sarah.” 
 
    “Are you horny now?” 
 
    She was.  
 
    And he was, too. His rigid tool proved it. 
 
    Yet she held back. 
 
    “I feel like if I do it again I’ll be a lesbian.” 
 
    “You don’t look like a lesbian.” 
 
    “Maybe I’m bi.” 
 
    “Maybe.” He was playing with her nipples. 
 
    She said, “What if I want to to it with other girls?” 
 
    “So do it,” he lowered his head and sucked her nipple. It was big, turgid, filled with blood and desire. 
 
    “Maybe I will.” 
 
    “Are you going to get fisted if you do it with another girl?” 
 
    “Yes,” she answered. No hesitation. 
 
    “Are you going to keep loving me?” 
 
    “Oh, honey!” She threw her arms around him and hugged him so hard he couldn’t have pried her loose if he wanted to. 
 
    She kissed him and kissed him. She reached down and felt him. She pulled him on top of her. 
 
    “Do me.” Her eyes were frantic with desire. 
 
    “I probably won’t be able to cum.” 
 
    She laughed. Who cares. Heck, I like you horny. The more horny you are the more women I can fuck.” 
 
    “Get to fist you.” 
 
    “Fuck, yeah!” 
 
    And they fell to their desires. 
 
      
 
    They were done for the second time in an hour. He had actually managed to squirt a measly bit of semen. Not much, just a drizzle, but he had experienced orgasm, and he was effectively drained. 
 
    They lay on their backs, breathing hard, and she whispered, “I wish you could feel it.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She looked at him. “Fisting.” 
 
    He smiled. “I’d be scared.” 
 
    Then she attacked him again. She was still horny, and he couldn’t get it up, so she had him use his fist. 
 
      
 
    The days passed, a week passed. 
 
    Liz went out. She met with Sarah and they did each other. 
 
    They felt close, but not too close. 
 
    They were still friends; they hadn’t hurt their relationship. 
 
      
 
    Another week passed, and on Tuesday Liz and Sarah had lunch, and got together. 
 
    Then, on Thursday, Sarah brought Jenny to Charley Coyote’s. 
 
    And Jenny went home with Liz. 
 
    This was the first time that Liz had fucked a woman in her marriage bed. 
 
    It didn’t bother her. 
 
    Bob and she were talking about her liaisons every day they happened. He asked questions. He loved her, sometimes twice. They were happy as they had ever been. 
 
    The next week, on Friday, Liz invited the girls over for dinner. 
 
    Bob was a bit overwhelmed. It was like he was being feted by his wife’s lovers. 
 
    They sipped bourbon and Coke, they ate small steaks and salads, and Bob tried to keep up with the rapid fire chatter between the girls. 
 
    He was not put off; he wanted to meet them. But he was a bit nervous. 
 
    Bourbon, however, cures nervousness, and Bob found himself coming out of the slight wheel he had built around himself. 
 
    “So, Bob,” Jenny turned to him. “I understand you know all about your wife’s lesbian tendencies.” 
 
    “Tendencies?” 
 
    Jenny tilted her head and waited. 
 
    Bob couldn’t hide from it. His wife was acting like a lesbian. And it was almost like she was flowering. 
 
    “As long as our relationship is secure, and I feel it is.” He shrugged. 
 
    Jenny moved closer to him. She placed her hand on his thigh and danced her fingers around. “Have you ever made love to a lesbian?” 
 
    “Uh…doesn’t that fall outside the lesbian book of rules? Making love to a man?” 
 
    “Nah. Women can love who they want. Women are built for love.” 
 
    “Well, then, if Liz is a lesbian then I guess I can say I have.” 
 
    This actually made Liz blink a bit. She hadn’t considered herself a lez, but…maybe she was. 
 
    But as long as she had her relationship intact with her husband’s what did it matter? 
 
    But Jenny, a little drunk, as were all of them, kept going. “Have you ever had a lesbian make love to you?” 
 
    “Well, my wife…” 
 
    “No, no. I mean…lesbians don’t have dicks. So have you ever experienced love the way we do it?” 
 
    “I fisted Liz,” he admitted. 
 
    Jenny laughed. “No, no. I mean…have you ever been fisted?” 
 
    “What?” His voice squeaked. “Been…had a woman put her…no!” 
 
    He seemed a bit peeved by the question, but Jenny had her sights on him now, and she was seeing right through him. 
 
    “You should.” 
 
    “I can’t. I don’t have a pussy.” 
 
    “You’ve got a man pussy,” she suggested, a combination of wry and innocent. 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    Sarah piped up. “There’s lot of guys who like it up the chute.” 
 
    “I’m not gay.” 
 
    “Who said you are? We’re talking about anal sex, not a change of lifestyle.” 
 
    “This is ridiculous,” he blurted. “I’m not going to—“ he stopped in surprise. Jenny had grabbed his penis. 
 
    “Let go.” 
 
    Jenny asked Liz. “I’m holding the better part of your hubby. Should I let go?” 
 
    “Are you kidding? Hold on for all you can.” 
 
    “What kind of a lesbian are you?” He asked, trying to assume a bit of outrage. 
 
    “The kind that loves men and women. And right now I’d like to make love to you.” 
 
    “I’m sorry. I’m married.” 
 
    He wiggled, was going to try and get here hand off him, then Sarah moved up the other side of him. She reached into his shirt and began rubbing his nipples. 
 
    “I bet you say that to all the girls,” Jenny chuckled. 
 
    “He does,” agreed Sarah, leaning forward and placing her mouth on his nipple. 
 
    Bob jerked, but he was caught. Jenny was squeezing him tightly, no way to loosen her grip. And Sarah was sucking his nipple hard. He couldn’t’ get his hands in to push her away. 
 
    “Hey, honey?” Liz was watching him, a twisted grin on her lips. “We’ve been talking about this all week. I go out a couple of times a week and I get my rocks off. You sit at home and want to get off on my experiences. Maybe it’s time you had your own experiences. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    Jenny and Sarah were climbing on him, molesting him. Jenny managed to kiss him a good one before he could loosen his lips from hers. 
 
    “Now, Bob,” she said, stroking him. “We know you know all about fisting. And we know that you know that a man can be fisted. Heck, they are the original fisters. And now we want you to join the club.” 
 
    “What if I don’t want to?” 
 
    There hands were all over him. He tried to stand up, but they held him down and kept kissing him, grabbing him, teasing him. 
 
    “You can’t say no, Bobby.” 
 
    Liz stood up and walked around behind his chair. 
 
    He struggled, then she pulled the back of his chair and the chair tilted over. 
 
    The girls went with him, lowered him tot he ground, and now he had three beauties to contend with. 
 
    “Hey…” he said, gulping for air but going down for the third time. 
 
    “Kisses, groping hands, and his clothes were starting to disappear. 
 
    Finally he was naked, and his wife was kneeling above his head, kissing him passionately. She stopped and said, “It’s time, Bob. It’s time for you to join the club.” 
 
    He stared other, he withheld moans as the other two women worked his body over. 
 
    She said, “I want you to do this. I want you to try this.” 
 
    “But why?” 
 
    “For me.” 
 
    By now he had stopped struggling, and the girls helped him up. They walked him through the house and into the bedroom. 
 
    “Who do you want?” whispered Liz. 
 
    “You.” 
 
    “Can’t have me. Which of my friends do you want?” 
 
    It was a tough choice, but Jenny managed to snag the invite. 
 
    She lay on the bed and Bob crawled over her. 
 
    Actually, his balls were gripped and he was pulled over her. 
 
    He was pulled downwards and guided, and then he was in. 
 
    “God! I—HEY!”. 
 
    He felt a finger in his pucker. He turned his head to look over his shoulder, but Jenny grabbed his face and kissed him. 
 
    He was caught. 
 
    His wife grabbed his buns and lifted and lowered, Jenny was spread beneath him, and Sarah was fingering him. 
 
    “Wha…wha…” 
 
    But Bob was captured, and he was giving in. It felt too good not to. 
 
    He squirmed, bringing squeals of delight from Jenny, when his bunghole was lubricated. The fingers going round and round inside him, he thought he might not make it. 
 
    “I’m going to cum!” 
 
    “No you don’t!” Jenny grabbed him and squeezed. 
 
    More fingers. 
 
    More kisses.  
 
    More lube. 
 
    And it now felt too good to protest. 
 
    He felt his wife’s vibrator being used. 
 
    He felt his rear expand to take it, then he felt more than fingers. 
 
    More…more…and… 
 
    “OH! FUCK!” 
 
    He was reamed and spewing all at the same time. 
 
      
 
    An hour later the four people were laying on the bed, arms and legs entwined. Penis being stroked. Holes being fingered. 
 
    “What do you think, Bob?” asked Liz. “Are you a lesbian now?” 
 
    He smiled, gave a groan as a couple of digits played with him. 
 
    “If I’m not…I should be.” 
 
    And they all laughed. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy. 
 
    Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman. 
 
    This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people were. 
 
      
 
    Too Tough to Feminize

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Feminized by a Dominatrix! 
 
    Spanking and feminization, 
 
    and he thought he could take it! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Grace Mansfield

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    I like feminization. That’s my bag. 
 
    But…feminization in the hands of a dominatrix becomes just one more tool to use. 
 
    Along with spanking, chastity, and all sorts of other things. 
 
    But, here’s the thing, why pay money for something any woman can deliver? 
 
    It just takes a little attention to detail, figuring out the methods and procedures and applying them correctly. 
 
    It’s simple. 
 
    I really don’t understand why more women aren’t into such things as feminization, spanking, and so on. 
 
    Those things, and you can believe me on this, keep a man under control. 
 
    Without those things a man will wander. 
 
    Make him wear panties and a bra and he’ll never get undressed around another woman. 
 
    Give him a little spanking every couple of weeks and he will be totally devoted to you. 
 
    So…why not? 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
      
 
    It was the party to end all parties. 
 
    Oddly, it didn’t start out as a party. 
 
    It started as two couples meeting for beers at the Crow’s Nest. 
 
    The Crow’s Nest was a local sports bar. Twenty TVs running golf, football, soccer, anything and everything having to do with sports. 
 
    But it wasn’t just a watering hole for sports fanatics. It served the thickest, juiciest hamburgers around, French Fries and onion rings, steak sandwiches, and other tasty viands. 
 
    There was also a couple of pool tables, a card game in the back, and hotties with hooters bigger than the hooters at Hooters. 
 
    Friendly girls with big eyes and bigger body parts. 
 
    Smiling girls that were well protected by the regulars at the bar. 
 
    Add to that a rocking list of tunes, a little square in the middle of the floor for maybe a dozen dancers, and…you get the idea. 
 
    So on a Friday afternoon, work over, Bob and Janice and Tim and Laura sauntered in. They plopped down at a corner table, ordered a couple of pitchers, and the party was begun. 
 
    Sandy, the waitress, handled the table and they kept a small shot glass there for her to sip from when management wasn’t looking. Not that Rob the Knob would have carried. If he had seen he would have come over and stolen her bit of elicit beer. 
 
    The tune playing over the TV was ‘Hit me with your Best Shot.’ Pat the Benatar wailing away, challenging in the most sexual way. 
 
      
 
    Well you're the real tough cookie with a long history 
 
    Of breaking little hearts like the one in me… 
 
     
 
    Bob and Janice got up to dance a bit, and Tim and Laura watched their friends. 
 
    Somebody yelled that Connor McGregor was a pussy. 
 
    Tim whispered to Laura. “Man you ever noticed how stacked Janice is?” 
 
    Laura gave a mock sigh. “You horn dog.” 
 
    “I’m just sayin’…” 
 
    Tim was a slender fellow. Quite strong and flexible and wore his hair long. Laura was just as slender, but with her boobs she might have outweighed him by a few ounces. 
 
    “The trouble is you look at every girl in that same way.” 
 
    “What way?” 
 
    “Googly eyes. Wanna fuck eyes.” 
 
    “Baby, I’m true to you!” 
 
    “Only because you know I’d twist your weenie off if you stepped out on me.” 
 
    She giggled and slipped a hand onto his crotch. 
 
    He ‘yipped,’ and took a big glug of beer. 
 
    On the floor the music shifted into a slow ballad and Bob took Janice in his arms. 
 
    Bob was bigger than Tim. He was muscular, had a bristly, little mustache, and a smile that curved up at the slightest provocation. 
 
    Janice, like Laura, had large breasts, but she was larger in other ways, too. Her bottom was round and inviting. Her eyes were baby blue under blonde bangs. Her lips were plump and shaped in the classic M shape. 
 
    “What do you think Tim and Laura are talking about?” 
 
    “Oh, Tim is talking sex and Laura is teasing him.” 
 
    Bob laughed. “You know them well.” 
 
    “It’s their game.” 
 
    “And not a bad game, missy.” 
 
    She looked up at him, ground her hips into his groin, and grinned. “Not bad at all.” 
 
    At that moment a striking woman in black coat entered the bar. She was wearing the highest heels, had the curviest calves under the hem of her coat, and her legs went all he way up. Her rotund bottom was visible through the shape of the coat and her thin waist led up to boobs that would were easily the best breasts in the place.  
 
    In a lot of places. 
 
    In a lot of places in a lot of towns. 
 
    Every eye in the place took note, and it even sounded like the announcers on the TV faded just a wee bit. 
 
    She walked to the bar, her long black, shiny hair tied in a pony tail that reach to the small of her black. 
 
    “Beer,” she said, slapping a ten on the bar. 
 
    Bob the Knob stopped counting pennies and came out of the back room and gazed at her. Gazed like taking a picture and immortalizing it in the bank vault of his cranium. 
 
    Benny Johnson, notorious drunk and womanizer started moving down the bar towards her. 
 
    She picked up on him before her mug arrived, and she turned and pointed a long, red tipped fingernail at him and shook her head. 
 
    Benny Johnson, the man who never backed down, slunk back to his stool. 
 
    Her beer arrived and she sipped from it with the reddest lips this side of a sun burned cherry. 
 
    She turned and gazed over the bar. 
 
    She took in the peanut barrel. She looked at the high table with high stools in the corner near the door. She estimated the twenty or so guys and gals with a glance, taking them apart and putting them back together with a glance so knowing it saw their IQs. 
 
    And she noted the table in the corner. 
 
    She smiled a thin smile, picked up her beer and sashayed over to the table. 
 
    Bob and Janice were just sitting down, Bob first, Janice on the end. 
 
    The woman arrived and asked, “May I please sit down?” 
 
    Both girls blinked, but before they could voice any object Bob and Tim were smiling and saying, “Sure?” 
 
    The woman slid onto the padded bench, took a sip, and placed her beer in front of her. 
 
    “Thanks,” she said to the girls, though they both looked a little discomfited. “I need a place where the guys aren’t going to hit on me, and you guys looked solid. Is it okay if I stay for a beer or two?” 
 
    The girls looked at each other, then seemed to come to one of those weird female conclusions. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    The woman sighed, smiled a small smile, and said, “I’m Roxanne. People call me Roxie. And you are?” 
 
    Each person said their name around the table, and Roxanne repeated the names. “I’ll try not to call you by the wrong names, but I make no guarantee.” 
 
    Bob and Tim were trying to act nonchalant, but were failing miserably. It was in their eyes. They were looking on their girlfriends and grinning stupidly, and their real attention was on the gleam of bulging breast, the shadow of nipple through the dark dress, the pale blue of Roxanne’s almond-shaped eyes. 
 
    “So what do you do, Roxie?” asked Janice. 
 
    “Oh, a bit of dancing. Just enough to make a living. She smiled, sipped, and raised a hand for Sandy to bring another pitcher. She had a twenty on the end of the table before the pitcher arrived and said, “I’ll buy. I’ve got too much money.” She grunted a small smile, and the smile was sincere. 
 
    “What do you guys do?” 
 
    Laura did the rounds. “Bob manages a warehouse, Tim’s a salesman, Janice and I run a beauty salon downtown.” 
 
    “Pass me a card. I’ll send business your way.” 
 
    A card was passed, and Roxanne tucked it into a little pouch attached to the shiny, black belt surround her thin waist. 
 
    The boys were speechless during this. They wanted to talk, but neither of them knew what to say to break the ice, especially with their girlfriends present. 
 
    Laura was chuckling, looking at how the boys were trying to hide their intense fascination, to not stare at the newcomer’s large breasts, to figure out something to say. She had been nervous when Roxie showed up, her being such a raving beauty, but now she liked it. She liked seeing the boys cowed. 
 
    “Where do you dance?” asked Janice. 
 
    “Oh, a couple of places. Not around here.” 
 
    Laura put forth a direct question: “Are you an exotic dancer?” 
 
    For a long moment Roxie stared into her beer. She thought about leaving, but she had a good feel for these couples. Besides, she was out to have a little fun, and what did it matter if they knew? 
 
    “Well, in the interests of truth, I used to dance. I’m a consultant these days.” 
 
    The girls were sensing something, and they kept focused, but it was Tim who blurted, “What kind of consulting do you do?” 
 
    He thought he was being clever, had managed to say something that wouldn’t embarrass him. He should have known that it was too late, that anything he said would lead to embarrassment. 
 
    Roxanne took a deep breath. She poured beer around, topping off all glasses. “I’m a dominatrix.” 
 
    The two couples stopped breathing. In fact, it was like everybody in the place stopped breathing. 
 
    The TVs were blaring, people were talking over the music, but…there was just this feel emanating from the table. 
 
    “Really?” said Bob brightly. Just that one word made him look like a fool. 
 
    “Bob?” Laura’s voice was sweet and kind, “I think you have to visit the men’s room.” 
 
    He looked at her in confusion. 
 
    “Tim. Go with him. Don’t let him fall in.” 
 
    The two men opened their mouths to protest, they didn’t have to pee, they wanted to stay, but somehow the girls shot icy daggers with their eyes and the two men, not knowing what had hit them, got up and headed for the back.  
 
    The men gone, Laura and Janice relaxed, sipped beer, and the conversation started. 
 
      
 
    Bob and Tim stood at adjacent urinals. They held their weenies and splashed in the bowls hanging from the wall. 
 
    “Man, that is one smoking’ babe!” 
 
    “I’d leave home for that one!” 
 
    “Not before me.” 
 
    “She doesn’t want you. Your dick’s too short.” 
 
    “And yours is too long…you’re always stepping on it. 
 
    Back and forth they jibed each other. In their minds they were studs and Roxanne had come to the table just to talk to them. 
 
    Of course, that was just between them. The truth was they were both shy in the presence of the woman. 
 
    Especially one who was that…BEAUTIFUL! 
 
      
 
    At the table the girls were quizzing Roxanne mercilessly. 
 
    Fortunately, Roxanne needed quizzing.  
 
    “You know, I was nervous coming out here. It always looks like such a friendly place, but I deal with men all week and I just wanted a quiet sit down.” 
 
    Janice laughed, “You probably should have dressed down.” 
 
    Roxie nodded ruefully. “I know. I just wasn’t thinking. I wanted a break, and…I wasn’t thinking.” 
 
    “Well, not to worry,” said Laura. “We’ll chase the wolves away.” 
 
    At that moment the two biggest wolves in the place returned to the table. Tim and Bob slid into their seats. Now they had regrouped, and they had bragged to each other, and they were feeling a bit more confident. 
 
    “Isn’t it time for you two girls to pee?” Bob gave them a laughing look. 
 
    But before anybody could answer Johnny and Tricia showed up. 
 
    “Hey, guys, how’s it going and..who is this gorgeous dish?” 
 
    Tricia elbowed her boyfriend, and Janice, Laura and Roxie exchanged a humorous look. 
 
    “This is Roxanne. She’s a brain surgeon, since you don’t have a brain  you need not apply.” 
 
    More beer showed up. 
 
    More laughter showed up. 
 
    More couples showed up, and one of the girls, nobody was ever sure who, looked around and said, “Hey! Let’s get some real booze and head over to Marcia’s place.” 
 
      
 
    Marcia’s place was a warehouse behind a house. Some fellow had had a steel warehouse built so he could work on cars, then his business failed, and Marcia moved in. 
 
    The house was run down, the warehouse was great, so she lived in the warehouse until the house was renovated, then virtually abandoned the warehouse. 
 
    Except friends knew about it and often asked to use it for gatherings. 
 
    Like tonight. 
 
    Marcia came out, kegs of beer were brought in, and more people showed up. A music system was already in place and the joint was, as they say, ‘jumpin’.’ 
 
    And, the good thing about the warehouse, it was past the city limits. No cops, and the sheriff was fifty miles away. Unless there was a murder, nobody cared. 
 
    So the party grew and everything was going hunky. 
 
    Except for Tim. 
 
    Tim was getting drunk. 
 
    Tim was a great guy, not violent or anything, but his mouth was his worst enemy. 
 
    At one point he found himself dancing with Roxie. “So what’s it like spanking bad boys?” 
 
    She laughed, and said, “It’s like spanking bad boys.” 
 
    Then, a little later, he was mouthing off to the girls. 
 
    “No bitch can take me down! I’ve got a high pain tolerance!” 
 
    Then, to his wife, “Baby, why don’t you spank me some time? 
 
    Then, while dancing with Roxanne, “You can dominate me any time, baby.” 
 
    And he tried to get a kiss. 
 
    Roxanne slapped him. 
 
    She wasn’t mad, in fact she seemed sort of bemused. After all, she handled men for a living. 
 
    But the party came to a stop. 
 
    Roxie looked around. She had been having such a good time, and the men, except for Tim, had been nice to her, but it looked like she had overstayed her welcome. 
 
    She walked away from Tim who was rubbing his cheek. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she said to Janic, but Janice placed her hand on Roxie’s forearm. “You’re not leaving. Bob was just—“ 
 
    “You bitch!” 
 
    A couple of guys moved forward, they knew that Tim couldn’t hold his liquor. 
 
    But Laura stepped forward. 
 
    “Hold up.” She stopped the two guys with a raised palm. The whole place was watching as she turned to Tim. 
 
    “Tim, I was watching and you were rude.” 
 
    It was slowly getting through to Tim that he had crossed a line. He wasn’t sure what he had done, but…Laura was mad at him. 
 
    Oh, fuck. He really liked Laura. Sure, he had a few flaws, but…man, what had he done? 
 
    “What’d I do?” 
 
    “You insulted Roxanne. You tried to kiss her, and you behaved like a boor.” 
 
    “Well, I’m sorry, but she comes in flaunting her boobs and—“ 
 
    “There’s something wrong with her boobs?” Laura was speaking in a low tone of voice that was cutting and could be heard by everybody. 
 
    “No, they’re great, I mean…wait a minute!” 
 
    Now he was confused. 
 
    Laura turned back to Roxanne. “Roxie, how much do you charge for a night of your services?” 
 
    “I, uh…” 
 
    “Everybody! Roxie has been having fun with everybody, but we all know she’s a dominatrix, and we also know that Tim has been an idiot. I’d like to hire her for a night to administer a little discipline to Tim…if he can take it!” 
 
    Tim bristled. Drunks are usually arrogant, and to be slapped, then have his girlfriend treat him in such manner… “I can take anything! Especially from some bitch like her!” He spit the last words out. 
 
    A big ‘Oooh!’ Rose up in the warehouse. 
 
    Roxie moved up and whispered to Laura, “I don’t know if you want to do this.” 
 
    But Laura was pissed now. Her boyfriend had been a complete lout, and if he didn’t shape up he wasn’t going to be her boyfriend. 
 
    “I do want to do this. And I do apologize if I’ve put you on the spot. But…he needs to straighten up.” 
 
    “I need to straighten up? Who do you think you’re talking to?” 
 
    “An idiot. An idiot who’s mouth works faster than his brain. An idiot who insulted one of my friends and now is not man enough to take what’s coming to him!” 
 
    It’s difficult to know exactly what was going through Tim’s cranium at that particular moment. He loved Laura, but he was drunk. He had been a fool, but he wasn’t man enough to take responsibility. He was bragging and arrogant in front of all the people in the warehouse, which was not usually like him. 
 
    He said, and these words would be remembered and repeated by all for years to come: “No woman can tell me what to do! Women should know their places! I’m a man, damn it!” 
 
    The warehouse was so silent you could hear a mouse fart. 
 
    Mouths were open, giggles were stifled, shock was on faces. 
 
    Tim had gone far beyond the far beyond when it came to behavior. 
 
    And Roxanne had had enough. 
 
    She stepped into the center of the warehouse, into the small space that had surrounded Tim and Laura, and now she wasn’t just a girl looking for a fun time, now she was feeling a bit peevish. 
 
    “So you’re a man, are you?” 
 
    All eyes went to Roxanne. She was exuding a fierce pride, a strutting sexiness, that impacted on everybody in the warehouse. 
 
    This wasn’t a woman who took it, this was a woman who fought back! 
 
    “Yeah!” Tim blurted. 
 
    Roxanne turned to Laura. “If you’re serious, I’ll train him for you.” 
 
    Laura looked at her drunk boyfriend. She nodded, her lips set in anger. “I’m serious.” 
 
    “When I return him to you he’ll be a different man. He’ll be kind and considerate, and he’ll obey you.” 
 
    “Fine with me. He should obey somebody, the big lug!” 
 
    Roxanne turned to Tim who, though slow, was figuring things out. 
 
    Bob had come up and was trying to talk him down in whispers, but Tim had gone to far. 
 
    “Well, little man,” the way she said ‘little’ directly referred to his cock, “it seems that you and I will be friends.” 
 
    He muttered something, torn between listening to Bob try to control him, and listening to Roxie. 
 
    “So are you man enough to put your manliness to a test?” 
 
    “What kind of a test?” 
 
    “A test of your manliness. Or do you have any.” She looked down at his cock and sneered. “I don’t see much of a bulge down there.” 
 
    Maybe Tim could have extricated himself, maybe Bob could even have talked him out of the warehouse, but to have his sex insulted? No man takes that! 
 
    “I can do any test you got!” He stepped forward. They were two feet apart now. She was actually taller than him in her heels, and her breasts pointed right at him. He was wavering a little on his feet, and he poked a finger right onto her boob. 
 
    Everybody in the warehouse gasped, but Roxanne smiled. 
 
    “You want a little of this?” She asked? She hefted a boob at him.  
 
    Then she stepped forward and grabbed his groin. “Or how about this.” 
 
    They were inches apart, her eyes fiery, his eyes pleading as his sex was excited beyond anything he had ever expected. 
 
    And she kept digging into him. “It doesn’t feel too big. Are you sure you want to play? Little man?” 
 
    “Oh…fuck.” 
 
    Roxanne let go and stepped back, an amused expression on her face, her red lips curved in humor. “Well, it’s up to you.” 
 
    And there the challenge sat. 
 
    The crowd began to talk then.  
 
    “Come on, Tim!” 
 
    “Do it, Tim!” 
 
    “Grow a pair, brother!” 
 
    It was that last remark that did it. 
 
    Tim stuck out his chest and growled, “You’re on!” 
 
    Roxie smiled a thin smile and her eyes half closed. She turned to Laura. “Okay, Laura. If you bring him by tomorrow when he sobers up…I’ll handle him for you.” 
 
    In a low tone Laura said, “How much is this going to cost?” 
 
    Roxanne was tempted to do it for free, but she had to make a living, and this was what she did for a living. 
 
    “I charge two hundred an hour.” 
 
    Laura sighed. She wanted this to happen. Tim needed a lesson, but she couldn’t afford this. 
 
    Across the room Tim was being moved out of the ring of people and talked to by Bob. 
 
    Roxie glanced at Bob. She really wanted to do this, but the look on Laura’s face…the girl didn’t have the money. 
 
    Then Janice, who had been standing nearby, asked, “Can you live stream this?” 
 
    “I can.” 
 
    Janice turned to the people around her. “Hey, guys. We need to come up with a thousand bucks if we want to watch Tim get his comeuppance. Who’s got some bucks?” 
 
    Laura blinked. Tim would be filmed? 
 
    Roxie grinned, but she saw the problem. She said, “We can watch it live, but any future copies I can blur his face out. Would that be good?” 
 
    It would, and the hat was passed. 
 
      
 
    The following day Tim slept until noon. When he woke up he was on the couch, he stank of beer, and he his head felt like somebody had been using it for a piñata. 
 
    “Oh, man…” he groaned, and sat up. 
 
    Laura was in the kitchen. She had tomato juice and a couple of aspirins at the ready, and she poured everything down his throat. 
 
    “Gah!” He said, blearily. 
 
    She gave him a small glass, half and half with bourbon and Coke. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” he muttered, downing it quickly. “Hair of the dog.” 
 
    Then he looked at his girlfriend. “What’d I do last night? Was I bad?” 
 
    “You were an insufferable asshole who offended everybody, including all the girls, and especially Roxanne.” 
 
    “Oh, crap,” he muttered. He was remembering bits and pieces of the night. “I didn’t.” 
 
    “You did. And you’ve got an appointment with Roxanne…when you think you can make it.” 
 
    He stared at her. “Oh, shit! She…you…I didn’t…” 
 
    “Yep to all of that. You’ve got an appointment with a dominatrix.” 
 
    “Honey, I can’t—“ 
 
    “And if you don’t make it we’re through.” 
 
    He stared at her in horror. “No! I was drunk! Whatever I did or said…I was drunk!” 
 
    “Then you better learn to hold your liquor. Now, you go clean up, get ready. I’ll make some breakfast so you’ll be fortified.” 
 
    “But, honey…” 
 
    “Shut…and go. Or else!” 
 
    He shut and went to get himself ready for the battle. 
 
      
 
    They drove out to a two story house in the country. It was in good condition, everything painted and in good shape, and the lawn and bushes properly cared for. 
 
    “Are you sure thee’s nothing I can do to make up for what happened last night?” 
 
    Laura didn’t even hesitate. “Nope.” 
 
    They got out of Laura’s car and walked up the walk and up the stairs to the porch. 
 
    Roxanne was waiting for them. 
 
    She had been dressed too sexy the night before, but now she was in full dominatrix garb. 
 
    She had on mesh stockings, a tight corset that caused her boobs to bulge. Her ass was flared into a rotund delectability, and her face was stern. She had dark eyes and red lips, and a whip was coiled over her shoulder. 
 
    Tim gulped. 
 
    “Hey, I’m sorry for whatever I said last night. Is there any chance we could call this thing off?” 
 
    “Mealy mouthed to the end,” murmured Roxanne sweetly. 
 
    “Hey, I’m trying to get past this. I made a mistake and—“ 
 
    Roxane stepped up to him. Inches away, her sex appeal washing over him, she said, “You’ll have to pay back all the people who donated for your session.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Laura chimed in, “You don’t remember that? Everybody thought you deserved it, so they pitched in to afford Roxanne.” 
 
    “And I don’t give refunds. So you’ll have to pay them back.” 
 
    “But we haven't done anything! Surely you can return—“ 
 
    “Haven’t you heard the old joke?” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    “Whip me, beat me, make me write bad checks. Nope, you’re on the hook buster. You can quit now, but it’ll cost you a couple of thousand dollars.” 
 
    Tim stared at her, aghast. 
 
    “I don’t have…” 
 
    “Maybe they’ll take payments. Or maybe you could just be a man and live up to your word.” 
 
    “But…you…I don’t…” and he faded out. He stood there, a bit slump shouldered. 
 
    “Now that that bit of unpleasantness is handled, why don’t you come in to my parlor?” 
 
    Laura patted his cheek. “Be good, honey. Do what Miss Roxanne asks, and I’ll be picking you up before you know it.” 
 
    Laura turned and walked down the stairs. She paused at the car, the door open and one foot in it, to smile and wave, then she drove away. 
 
    Just like that. Drove away and left Tim to the mercies of this…this… 
 
    “Come on in, honey,” said Roxanne. She turned and opened the door. 
 
    Tim moved reluctantly, but he moved. 
 
    It was quiet in the house. Nice and peaceful. Tim had thought there would be people screaming in the dungeons, but it wasn’t like that at all. 
 
    She led him through the house and he stared around and took it all in. 
 
    She had decorated it with a touch of age, a bit of Victorian here, older floor lamps, even a record player and speakers, a fifties sound system, against one wall. 
 
    “I’ve been told that you’ve never been with a dominatrix,” Roxie said, leading him into the kitchen. 
 
    “Uh, no.” 
 
    “Excellent.” 
 
    She took a bottle of bourbon down from a refrigerator. “Bourbon and Coke all right?” She asked. 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    She put ice in a glass, added some bourbon and Coke, then swirled it with her index finger. 
 
    She took her finger out, licked it, then handed the drink to him. 
 
    He wasn’t put off by her finger in his glass, it was actually sort of exciting. He sipped, and it went down well. 
 
    “Have a seat,” Roxie said, indicating a wooden kitchen table. 
 
    He did, and she sat down next to him. She stretched, which showed off here magnificent breasts, and he tried not to be obvious in staring at them. 
 
    But she knew she had him. She knew a horn dog when she saw one. 
 
    She leaned forward, and all he could see was the bulge of her breasts on the table. 
 
    She placed a hand on his, very intimate, and she said, “When people think of dominatrixes they think of whips and chains,” she smiled. 
 
    “Uh huh,” he took a gulp of whiskey reflexively. 
 
    “While we do use whips, not so much the chains, we actually use a much softer approach.” 
 
    She was tapping not he back of his hand with one fingernail, and it was exciting him. He could feel the pulse of his blood, and his cock straightened up under the table. 
 
    “You see, if we could make a better man by just beating him, then we could take a belt to somebody and they would become a Mozart, or a Chopin. But people, while they get excited from the spankings and such, do not become smarter. They, however, become better behaved.” 
 
    “You’re going to spank me?” 
 
    “Eventually, but not until you ask for it.” 
 
    “I’m not going to ask to be spanked!” 
 
    “Nor whipped nor beaten,” she whispered, smoothing her finger on his forearm as if brushing his forearm hairs down, “except that you will.” 
 
    “I won’t! Why would I do that?” 
 
    “Because of the promise it holds. Because it will make you a man. Because of how exciting it will be to earn the feel of my touch upon your penis, my lips upon yours.” 
 
    “I’ve got a girlfriend!” He was nervous, gulping and even giving a bit of a shiver now and then. 
 
    “Oh, I don’t want to be your girlfriend, I just want to play with you. Would you like it if I played with you?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “You can speak honestly. There’s nobody here but you and me.” 
 
    “I don’t think…” 
 
    “Besides, we all know that men are dirty, nasty, horny little creatures.” 
 
    She was touching his chest now, and her palm ran over his nipple. He could feel his nipple standing up through the tee shirt. More important, he could feel the excitement coursing through his body. 
 
    “You’re here, with me. Your girlfriend arranged this, she knows what’s going to happen, she expects you to say you can take it, that you want the feel of my hand on your penis.” 
 
    She reached down below the table and Tim gasped. 
 
    “What we’re going to do today, she understands that you are powerless. You are in the grip of your desires. By you saying yes it will be like you are saying yes for all men, for all women…it is like the survival of the species. We must fuck, you know?”               
 
    Tim was having trouble breathing. He was feeling light headed. 
 
    “So, I want you to say yes to me. I want you to agree to come down to my dungeon, to experience my love. I want you to agree because everybody, all those people at the party want it. And your girlfriend wants it. And, let’s face it,” she was whispering in a terrible sexy voice, “you want it.” 
 
    “I, uh…” 
 
    “You do want it, don’t you?” 
 
    She had leaned forward and her breasts were pressed against his arm. Her lips were lightly touching his ear. 
 
    “Don’t you want what I can give you? Tim?” 
 
    In truth, Tim didn’t stand a chance. He was hooked the night before, and she had just been reeling him in. 
 
    “Do you want me? Tim?” 
 
    Gulping, sweaty, shaking, he nodded. 
 
    “Say it.” 
 
    “Yes.” His voice sounded like a frog gargling shit. 
 
    “Then come with me. Finish your drink and let’s go down and see what you’re made of.” 
 
    She stood up, her breasts were large and it was like they were towering over him. 
 
    He plugged his glass as he stood, took her hand, and she slapped his hand away and grabbed his groin. 
 
    He jerked upright and his eyes bulged. 
 
    “Let’s go, lover. I have a lot to show you.” 
 
    She led him across the kitchen and into a small hallway. On the side was a door, and it led down into a pitch darkness. 
 
    Tim, like a lamb to slaughter, her hand pulling his manhood along, went with her. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
      
 
    Tim descended the stairs, led by Roxie’s hand gripping his manhood. It was dark and he couldn’t see, but he managed to keep up, and she snapped a light switch. 
 
    Tim stared with open eyes. 
 
    The light was not bright, just a yellow glow that made the place seem a bit gloomy and spooky. The basement was maybe thirty feet long and fifteen feet wide. The walls were cement painted black, and there were hooks and chains hanging from the hooks. 
 
    At the end of the basement was a St. Andrew’s cross. On the floor were a couple of machines and benches. 
 
    And there was an odor to the place. Not mildew, not something gross, just a sweaty feel of sex. 
 
    To one side were several cages. They were made of iron rods and they were either too small and would crumple a person up inside them, or weird shaped, causing a person to twist and contort. 
 
    They walked slowly down the length of the basement. 
 
    “What do you think, little man? Do you like my place of business?” 
 
    “Uh…” he was too stunned to offer an opinion. He had imagined such things, even fantasized about them, but to actually be in a place like this, where a woman wielded whips and men cried out for mercy…it was unreal. 
 
    “What would you like to do first?” Get stretched on the rack? Burned at the stake?” 
 
    He looked at her and giggled. There was no rack in the dungeon, and there certainly wasn’t a bonfire. 
 
    “You are so easy. Your mind is your worst enemy.” 
 
    “Hunh,” he gazed at the whips hanging from the walls, the box filled with dildos. 
 
    “Okay, let me choose. How about a little session on the cross?” 
 
    “Getting whipped?” 
 
    “Not really. I save that for when you beg for it. Just a little introductory course as to how to behave in a dungeon.” 
 
    He chuckled. “How to behave in a dungeon. I haven’t heard that one.” 
 
    She led him to the St. Andrew’s cross and had him place his arms alongside the thick beams. 
 
    He felt the wood. It was shiny, smooth, worn down. 
 
    “I’m going to put straps on your wrists, just so you can get used to them. I’ll let you loose if you get scared.” 
 
    Get scared. The way she said it scared him. The way she said it there was no inflection, and that left his mind open to interpretation, and, as she had said, his mind was his worst enemy. 
 
    She fastened leather straps, buckling them tight, but not too tight. 
 
    “How’s that?” She asked, leaning against him and speaking over his shoulder. He could feel her breasts touching his back. 
 
    “It’s good.” Yet he felt this extreme nervousness inside. 
 
    “Excellent. 
 
    She lay against his back, reached around and undid his fly. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Not to worry. We’re just going to play a bit.” 
 
    “My girlfriend…” 
 
    “Laura gave me cart blanche. She knows what I’m going to do. In fact, do you see that phone in the corner? 
 
    He looked to the right and saw a landline phone standing on the top of a counter. 
 
    “That’s the hotline. If Laura doesn’t want me to do something she can call me. Do you hear that phone ringing? 
 
    He shook his head. “She can see me?” 
 
    Roxie pointed to a light red dot in the corner above the phone. 
 
    This, more than anything, adjusted Tim’s mind. His girlfriend could see everything that happened. She had to be all right with it, or she would have called. 
 
    But…she was watching. It made him determined, in an odd way, to pass whatever ‘test’ Roxie was going to give him. 
 
    Unfortunately, Tim just assumed that only his girlfriend could watch. He didn’t consider the fact that all the people who had paid for his session would be watching. 
 
    Roxie moved in his silence and gripped his cock. She stroked him slowly, fondled his testicles, and kissed his neck. 
 
    He groaned, then managed to say, “I thought you were going to torture me.” 
 
    “This isn’t torture?” 
 
    “Well, I guess. It is, but…” 
 
    She slapped his ass, hard. “Would you rather have that?” 
 
    “No!” yelped Tim. She had a hard hand. 
 
    “Then I’ll give you this…” 
 
    She stroked him and pushed her hips against his backside in a fucking manner. 
 
    They had clothes on, and she didn’t have a penis, and…it was okay. It was just suggestive of something that couldn’t happen. 
 
    Then Roxie paused, with Tim right on the edge. She let go and said, “You have too many clothes on.” 
 
    “What? Wait?” 
 
    She walked to the counter and opened a drawer. She took out a pair of scissors. She faced him and held them up. 
 
    “This next part is tough. There is something so dangerous about a woman with scissors, but there is no danger, except whatever’s in your mind.” 
 
    She walked back towards him and he was fixated on the glint of light on the scissor’s edge. 
 
    She stood in front of him, her face inches from him. She cut his tee shirt up the center, reached his neck ring and paused. She leaned forward and did three things. She grabbed his super hard penis, she kissed him softly, and she snipped the neck ring. 
 
    She was right, it was threatening, dangerous and scary. And it made his dingus so hard he couldn’t believe it. 
 
    Scissors snipping. 
 
    Fuck! 
 
    She ended the kiss, pulled her soft lips from his, and lowered the scissors. 
 
    This is the scary part,” she whispered. 
 
    She trailed the point down his chest. 
 
    “Can you be brave? Can you trust me? You don’t know me at all, but can you trust me?” 
 
    He gulped…and nodded. 
 
    She touched his cock with the scissors and he almost fainted. He felt the hard touch of steel being dragged across his most sensitive part. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whimpered. 
 
    She took the scissors away, retreated to the counter and replaced them. She turned to him and smiled. “Maybe you are a brave boy. Want to go on?” 
 
    His cock was throbbing, and he heard a splat. A tiny, little sound of a drop hitting the floor. He was pre-cumming. And shaking uncontrollably. 
 
    “Very well. I’m going to use a whip on you. Just a little one. My intent is not to bruise you, or cut you, it is to warm you up. Tell me if it becomes too much.” 
 
    She went to a wall and selected a short whip with many soft, leather strands. She circled it in the air and walked behind him. 
 
    She caressed his fanny. 
 
    He jerked. 
 
    She began whipping him. 
 
    The whip went in a small circle, again and again, and it struck his fanny. 
 
    “See? This dosn’t hurt. It’s just a soft, little get together. We get together. You learn that you can trust me, and I prove that you can trust me. Of course, you still have pants on, but…we can handle that later.” 
 
    He was listening to her words, and constantly being distracted by the wisss…wisss…wisss of the leather cutting through the air. 
 
    Yet she was gentle, and his fanny started to warm up. 
 
    It was the edge of pain, yet she never went too far. It caused his ass to feel like it was getting a sunburn. 
 
    He whimpered, but not from the pain, from the pleasure. 
 
    She stopped. She had been warming him up for a long time, and now she moved to him, leaned against him and let him feel her breasts. She humped his hot ass, and he whined. 
 
    He was surprised by the odd sounds coming out of his mouth.  
 
    “Honey, I love this, and you love this, but time’s wasting. Would you like me to go further?” 
 
    He nodded, his throat gulping convulsively. 
 
    “I’m going to have to cut the rest of your clothes off. Can you handle that?” 
 
    He nodded again. 
 
    She smiled, walked over to get the scissors and returned. 
 
    She sliced up his pant legs, and he groaned. The danger was threatening to overwhelm him. 
 
    She sliced down his pant legs. She cut through the material and removed it from his shaking torso. 
 
    He stood, naked, and he looked at the red light in the upper corner.  
 
    Laura was watching him. 
 
    He looked at the phone.  
 
    It didn’t ring. 
 
    Fuck. She was okay with this! She was okay with his clothes being cut off and his ass being whipped! 
 
    And, God help him, he wanted more. Girlfriend or not, no matter where it led, he wanted more. 
 
    Roxie came to his front. She had access to his nipples and she sucked them, then she twisted them as she kissed him. 
 
    She twisted harder, and he wanted to cry out, but he didn’t want her mouth to leave his. 
 
    He kissed harder, half sobbing, struggling to free his hands so he could grab her, hold her, make love to her. 
 
    But it was not to be. 
 
    She reached down and gripped him with one hand. She gently used her nails to rake his most tender flesh, to circle the knob, to drive him crazy. 
 
    Then, breathing into his mouth, him shaking and ready to cry, she whispered, “I can go further, but I don’t want to hurt you.” 
 
    Now he was beyond caring about his personal pain. He wanted her touch, her scratches, her bites. 
 
    “It’s okay. I don’t mind.” His voice sounded wheezy and he was choking as he said them. 
 
    She kissed him again. She placed her hands on his torso and dug her fingers in. 
 
    “UNH!” The sound coming out of his mouth was like nothing he had ever heard before. It was a cry for pain. Not against pain, but for pain. 
 
    More. 
 
    She walked around behind him. She hugged him again. “I was wrong. You’re so brave. Can you take it? Can you handle more?” 
 
    He nodded, and little tears seeped out of his eyes. 
 
    “I’ll tell you what. I’ll only give you ten strokes, but they will be hard ones. They won’t be soft sand gentle and loving, they will be hard and savage. They will cut into you. Oh, not blood, but your soul will be exposed. Can you take ten strokes?” 
 
    She was humping his butt as she asked him this. 
 
    Again, he was confused by the idea of her screwing her hips against his butt. There was something so wrong about it…but it felt so right! 
 
    “Ten strokes? Without crying for mercy? Without giving up? Can you do it?” 
 
    He nodded, misery was on his face, but joy was in his heart. 
 
    “Ask me then. Beg for ten strokes, and promise me you won’t beg for me to stop.” 
 
    “Please,” he said, “Whip me, and I’ll never ask you to stop.” 
 
    This was even better than what she wanted out of him, and she smiled as she stepped back and uncoiled the whip she kept on her shoulder. 
 
    He heard the WISSS, and he wasn’t scared, then the pain hit and he leaped out of his mind. 
 
    “AIIeee….” 
 
    Tears came from him, and he had yelled like a little. Girl, but…he could do this. 
 
    WISSS…SNAP! 
 
    His body jerked and he twisted. It hurt, but his mind went back to when he was a child and his father took off the belt. He had stood that…so he could stand this. 
 
    WISSS…SNAP! 
 
    “Oh, God!” He murmured. His fists were clenched and the knuckles were white. He tried to relax.  
 
    WISSS…SNAP! 
 
    He tried to unclench his butt cheeks, but it was impossible, his whole body was shaking and struggling, but there was nowhere to go. 
 
    WISSS…SNAP! 
 
    Again and again, and somewhere along the line she stopped. 
 
    He hung, drenched in sweat, feeling like his buttocks had been cut to pieces. 
 
    She undid the leather straps and he sagged into her arms. 
 
    “Oh, God…oh, God…” he whimpered. 
 
    “I can’t believe you did it. You are incredible!” 
 
    She helped him to a bench and he started to sit, then. Realized he would never be able to sit. Maybe not again. 
 
    But it was over! He had done it! And his cock…he suddenly paid attention to the way his cock was pulsing. It was bouncing up and down and even flicking off bits of pre-cum. 
 
    “Here, lay on your belly.” 
 
    He lay, and slowly began to realize the shape of the bench he was laying on. 
 
    It was curved, convex, and his belly sagged into it and his butt lifted up. There was a little circle at the front, much like a toilet ring, but padded, and his face settled perfectly into this. His butt was raised slightly, and Roxie gently smoothed an ointment into his cheeks. 
 
    It felt soothing, cool, and he sighed and slowly stopped trembling. 
 
    “You’re a brave man,” Roxie said. She spoke gently and her voice was as soothing as the ointment on his butt. “Not many men can do what you just did. I’m going to reward you.” 
 
    He sniffed, and was glad. 
 
    She finished massaging his ass, it already felt better, and she walked over to the counter and opened a drawer. She took something out and came back to him. She sat in front of him, cross legged, and kissed him. 
 
    It was a long, soothing kiss, and his eyes were closed. He felt like he was in paradise. 
 
    Then she moved her face back. He lay, his eyes closed, recovering, and he felt her pushing something on his lips. 
 
    He opened his eyes. 
 
    She had a gold tube, the base was a bright red, and he realized: she’s putting lipstick on me! 
 
    He started to speak, to protest, but he was weakened by the whipping, and she placed her finger on his half painted lips and said, “Shh.” 
 
    He watched her, his eyes wide, falling in love, and she continued painting his mouth. 
 
    “Do you know why women paint their lips red?” 
 
    “No,” his voice was soft and even cowed. 
 
    “To make them more desirable. Now, I can’t spend all afternoon kissing you, but this makes me want to. This makes your lips desirable. I want your lips this way. Okay?” 
 
    It wasn’t. There was something wrong here, but there was no way he could say no. Not to somebody who had taken him so far and brought him back. Not to somebody who whipped his mouth with her lips and kissed his ass with her whip. 
 
    She finished, and screwed the base of the tube. The pillar of red disappeared and she put the tube aside. 
 
    For later? He wondered. 
 
    “There is much more to do, are you ready? Can your ass take it?” 
 
    He nodded. It was like he didn’t want to, but his head moved up and down regardless. 
 
    “Excellent. You’re going to like this next part.” 
 
    He hoped so. 
 
    She went to the counter and the drawer and reached in. She took out something small and silver. She came back to him, and he couldn’t stop staring at how amazing she was, how composed, how her body moved so rhythmically. 
 
    She walked behind him and massaged his ass again. She took her time, more ointment, and it began to feel like paradise. From pain to the ultimate pleasure in such a short time. 
 
    Then she was touching his brown spot, and all his senses perked up. 
 
    “Hey?” But he was only whispering. 
 
    He trusted her. 
 
    She could have hurt him, but she hadn’t. She had just shown him a more intense pleasure. 
 
    He could taste the lipstick on his lips. 
 
    She was running her finger in and out of him, and he could feel it get easier, nicer, downright intoxicating. 
 
    “I’m lubing you up for this.” She popped the little sliver thing into him, and he realized: butt plug! 
 
    He grunted, and he was panicked, and scared, and things were flip flopping in his mind. 
 
    Only gays took it up the butt. 
 
    But this wasn’t taking it up the butt, this was just a little butt plug, and it felt good. Really good. 
 
    She came around and sat in front of him. She pressed her lips to his, and it was weird kissing with lipstick on.  
 
    “I’m going to whip you again. Softly. Right now you might have a little fear, but I need to warm you up, make you soft enough to receive what I’m going to do to you.” 
 
    “Can I have a drink?” 
 
    “Of course you can. Would you like water? Something stronger?” 
 
    “Bourbon and Coke,” he whispered. 
 
    She had the makings at a wet bar under the stairs, and he could hear her mixing the drink, then she returned to him, held the glass and put the straw between his lips. 
 
    He sucked, and it was ambrosia. It exploded his head and made everything sort of tilt in his mind. 
 
    He was doing this. He had forgotten all his protests and resistances and he just wanted to do this. 
 
    She let him drink half the drink, then he nodded and she took the glass away. 
 
    “Okay, honey. We can do this right here. Are you ready?” 
 
    He nodded, and she began to whip him. 
 
    Again, the circling, caressing feel of leather. This time it was more intense, because his ass had been effectively tenderized by the ten strokes. The warm, good feeling came sooner, and it teetered on the edge of pain, but she was careful to keep him wanting. 
 
    Time passed and the only sound was the soft smack of the leather strips and Tim’s little mewling cries. 
 
    Then she was done. 
 
    He was hanging on the bench exhausted, and she sat in front of him and lifted his head. 
 
    Again, she kissed him.  
 
    At first his lips were slack, he was too dazed to understand what was happening, then he began to realize: She’s kissing me! 
 
    He responded. 
 
    Interestingly, whether being kissed, fondled, whipped or whatever, his dingus was big and dripping. 
 
    And he wanted to squirt. Badly. She had him on a constant edge, and he needed to relieve himself. 
 
    And…he wanted to relieve himself in her. He wanted to fuck her, to put his dick inside her, to love her until the end of time. 
 
    He wanted to place his seed in her and impregnate her. 
 
    There was no other woman in the world except Roxie. 
 
    Not even Laura. 
 
    But Roxie was prepared for that. She had a special surprise for Tim.               
 
    She stood up and massaged his body. She rubbed ointment on him and stroked him down under. She kissed him and made him feel like the most special man in the universe. 
 
    She also tied straps to his wrists and ankles and even over his back so he couldn’t move. 
 
    Tim was in heaven. His life was changed forever. He didn’t struggle. He trusted, he loved, he wanted her. 
 
    Roxie turned on a boombox that was sitting on the counter. She had the sound turned low, but Tim heard a noise behind him. He tried to look over his shoulder, but Roxie had tied him effectively and he couldn’t see a thing. 
 
    “Now then, handsome,” Roxie sat down in front of him. “It’s time to whip you hard again. This is going to be a tough one, because even if you beg, the whipping won’t stop.” 
 
    “It won’t?” He looked up with little tear tracks down his cheeks. 
 
    She rubbed the tracks off his cheeks. “You’ve been a bad boy. The way you treat women…” 
 
    “I don’t treat women badly!” 
 
    “Oh, yes. You were rude to me last night, and today, this afternoon, have you even given a thought to your girlfriend?” 
 
    “But…but…” and suddenly he realized: Oh, fuck! 
 
    “Now your girlfriend has been sitting upstairs, watching the video. She knows how you have given yourself to me, how you have forgotten her in your pursuit of me and your own selfish pleasure.” 
 
    “But…I didn’t…I’m sorry!” 
 
    Roxanne shocker head. “Sorry doesn’t cut it. Now you have to pay the price. You have to make up for being an insincere, you shallow man. And Laura is going to help you. Laura?” 
 
    Click…click…click…heels sounded in the basement. Not the heels of Roxie, who was just standing and waiting, but the heels of Laurie. 
 
    She walked around him, stood in front of him, and his eyes widened. 
 
    She was wearing a dominatrix outfit. Her breasts were bulging, her legs were sleek with nylon, her waist was pinched by corset. Her face was made up, severe, and she didn’t look very happy. 
 
    “Laura! Wait! I didn’t mean anything!” 
 
    “You meant it all, sweetheart,” she spoke dryly, accusingly. 
 
    Roxanne said, “I’ve softened you up, made you mine. It is easy to own a man if you whip him regularly and rarely give him sex. But I don’t want you. I’ve got lots of men, too many men, and I can’t seem to get rid of them. I train somebody on how to be a proper man and how to treat women, and they won’t leave, and more show up. It’s almost like men have a sixth sense about this, and they want to be owned.” 
 
    “But, honey…” 
 
    “So Laura is going to take over. I’ll watch, and advise, but this punishment is from Laura as she takes you back.” 
 
    She turned to Laura. “Are you sure you want him?” 
 
    Laura looked a bit disgusted, but she said, “I suppose so. I still have some feelings for him. God knows why.” 
 
    “Very well, proceed.” 
 
    Laura stepped back, Roxie to the side, and Laura uncoiled her own whip. 
 
    There are significant events in a man’s life. His first birthday, his first real orgasm, winning events, being the winning quarterback in the Super Bowl, but none of these can compare to the feeling of giving up, of submitting, of giving yourself totally to a woman. 
 
    Tim tried to resist, but in the face of a real whipping he was helpless. 
 
    He realized that his earlier whippings, the way Roxanne had complimented him, were just to set him up for this. She could have dominated him, broken him, any time she wanted, but now she had turned it over to the woman who would own him. 
 
    Laura whipped, the basement an endless echo of cracks and snaps, and Tim began to break down. 
 
    It wouldn’t stop, and, he realized, he deserved it. 
 
    He had been untrue, in his mind, in his requests for Roxanne to keep whipping him. He had been unfaithful, and he deserved this, and, in a way, he understood. 
 
    This whipping would make him faithful again. 
 
    But having deserved such a whipping once, he would forever deserve them. 
 
    He had proven himself weak. Now he had to be made strong. 
 
    Laura’s arm grew tired, and Roxanne showed her how to use her body instead of her arm. 
 
    Hours passed. 
 
    Tim didn’t know what was happening, but suddenly he felt the leather straps being loosened. 
 
    He couldn’t move. He couldn’t get off the bench. 
 
    Laura lifted his head and he gazed up at her appreciatively. 
 
    She had a slight smile on her face, and…a strap on around her waist. 
 
    He looked at it. It was big and black and…it was right in front of him. 
 
    “It’s time to prove you love me, honey.” 
 
    She had no cruelty in her voice, just a matter of factness that could not be denied. 
 
    She moved her hips forward and he opened his mouth. 
 
    He could do this. He could do this for the woman who had shown him his weakness and corrected him. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he whispered. 
 
    “It’s okay,” she said, and she brushed his hair with one hand as he sucked her. 
 
    Roxanne came out of the darkness by the stairs. She was holding a little box. She reached in and took out a bra and panties and nylons. 
 
    “You’ll have to help him get dressed.” 
 
    Laura did so. She moved the panties up his legs and over his ass. They were string panties, just a thong, and he erected downwards, the patch in the front shoved aside, the string easily moved so his ass hole could be accessed. 
 
    She wrapped the bra around him and fastened it behind his back. 
 
    “What are you doing?” He asked, barely able to speak. 
 
    Roxanne sat down in front of him. She redid his lipstick, then started working on his eyes. She made him up quickly and efficiently, and she said, “In this society the man is in charge, but there is a simple way to change that. Just soften him up and treat him like a woman. Let him do the submitting, and let the woman in him take charge. We have accoutered you with female garments, enough to remind you of what we are doing, of how you are being transformed. In the future your wife will do more. She’ll have you wear lingerie under your male clothes, and sometimes she’ll have you completely transformed. Especially on the days when she does what she’s about to do to you right now.” 
 
    “I don’t understand!” 
 
    “You will when you submit.” 
 
    “But I give up! You’ve whipped me!” 
 
    “That’s just your body. We need to transform your mind, too.” 
 
    “But…please…” 
 
    “You need this, Tim. You’ve been a weak man, and now you have to learn your lesson.” 
 
    Roxanne nodded, and Laura moved up behind him. 
 
    She took out the plug, which had just softened up his bunghole. She began to move forward. 
 
    Tim’s heinie opened up, and he felt what it was like to give way, to submit, to hand the reins of control over. 
 
    For a man who had had the reins, who had been in control, and then failed…it was a blessing. 
 
    He spread his legs further apart and began to sob with gratitude. 
 
    If he couldn’t be in control, at least somebody could. 
 
    Behind him Laura smiled and felt the power pour into her. 
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    Part One 
 
      
 
    “Oh…yeah….come on, baby!” 
 
    “Wait…wait a minute!” 
 
    “No! I can’t! I’m almost…I’m almost…” 
 
    “No! I’m not there yet! Don’t! 
 
    “But…but…oh…FUCK!” 
 
    Rob’s squirt wasn’t a big one, he wasn’t a big cummer, but one would have thought it was the end of the world the way he carried on. 
 
    Linda lay under him, her arms flopped out to the side, releasing her hold on him, and she sighed. 
 
    Rob lay there, his weenie dribbling, going limp as fast as hit leaves a balloon. He was a handsome fellow, a bit slender, brown eyes and a soft smile and light blue eyes. “Heysoos, baby, that was good!” 
 
    Linda say under him, felt his weight relaxing on her. She could feel him starting to drain out of him. “You didn’t wait.” 
 
    “I couldn’t! You’re just too good! You have no idea how good you feel.” 
 
    “I might have an idea of how good I could feel if you could last a little longer.” 
 
    “Aw, don’t start that again.” He rolled off her and lay on his back. He breathed deeply and closed his eyes. 
 
    She rolled on to her side and reached for his weenie. “Rob,” she said, holding his slack worm in her hand, “You charge in with a log, but you whimper out with a…a…” 
 
    He smiled, his eyes still closed. “Yeah, but it is so good.” 
 
    “You’re right. I wouldn't know. You can’t get me off!” 
 
    He frowned, opened his eyes and slid out of bed. “Sorry, but I refuse to listen to your sour grapes just because you have a problem.” 
 
    “Rob!” She was sort of pissed. It wasn’t entirely her fault. She was doing what she had to do, and it felt good, but he didn’t last long enough! 
 
    “I’m going to work. Try and get over it, eh? I don’t want a bitch for a wife.” 
 
    He strode into the bathroom before she could answer, leaving her mouth open and feeling like shit. 
 
    She  flopped back down and lay there, her arms folded under her ample chest.  
 
    What was wrong with her? She had a great body and she worked to keep it in shape! 
 
    She had a good face, long blonde hair and really blue eyes. Her nose was pert, not a big honker. Her lips were a plump M. 
 
    And she thought: maybe I’m too good looking. Maybe that’s why he squirts so fast. 
 
    But even if that was true, that was no excuse for him to screw and then insult her and walk off! 
 
    She thought about making herself ugly so he wouldn’t be able to cum so fast. Maybe make a few scars on her face, break her nose so it pointed sideways, lose a tooth, right in the front. Then she’d be so ugly that he couldn’t’ cum fast, and then…she sighed. No, if she was ugly he just wouldn't fuck her. He’d just start making love to his hand, and maybe go out and find a few girlfriends. 
 
    Linda wasn’t being unreasonable, she was being realistic. That was the way guys were. She remembered boyfriends from high school and college, and she put out and loved it, but they all came too fast. 
 
    Premature ejaculators. That’s what they were. 
 
    She heard the sound of the shower. She sighed. What was she going to do? She couldn’t have a married life of sexual frustration. That was no kind of life at all. 
 
    Laying there, her mind thinking dire thoughts, hearing the shower, her hand crept down between her legs. 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    The shower was running. 
 
    Her hand was moving up and down. Her finger was rubbing her spot. 
 
    Oh, God! Why couldn’t Rob do this? Why couldn’t he stay hard? 
 
    She felt the warmth seeping outward from her pussy. Her body began to get that golden feeling. She was going to…she was going to… 
 
    “Oh, my God! You’re jacking off!” 
 
    Her head jerked to the side. She had been so into her own pleasure she hadn’t heard the shower turn off, the showers door open and close. 
 
    Rob stood there, half wet and half dry, a fluffy towel stopped in mud rub. 
 
    “I don’t believe it! You horny, little bitch!” 
 
    Linda turned away and bit back tears. 
 
    Rob kept chuckling as he got dressed. 
 
    Finally, he leaned over the bed and whispered, “Have fun, you horny, little rabbit.” 
 
    Then he was out the door, whistling down the hallway. 
 
    Linda lay there for a moment, totally out of the mood. Rob had not only left her high and dry, he had ruined her efforts to please herself. 
 
    She got out of bed and shuffled wearily towards the shower. It was going to be a long day. 
 
      
 
    “What’s wrong, girlfriend?” Rhonda nibbled at her Caesar’s Salad and stared at her girlfriend. 
 
    “Oh, nothing.” Linda muttered, picking at her chicken salad. Her eyes were downcast and she was not even looking at her friend. 
 
    They were having a brunch at Charley Coyote’s out on Santa Monica Boulevard. It was a slow morning for the restaurant/nightclub, and they were alone in the patio. A bird had found its way into the enclosed patio, and it was flying back and forth, smashing into the trellis with the roses decorating it. 
 
    Rhonda leaned forward and pulled Linda’s salad away from her. 
 
    “Hey!” Linda raised her blue eyes and blinked. 
 
    “Girlfriend! You haven't heard a word I’ve said. You are moping like a world class moper, and I asked you what the problem is. Now…talk!” 
 
    She shoved the salad back in front of Linda, folded her arms and sat back and waited. 
 
    Linda sighed, her lips in a little twisty frown. “Sorry.  I guess I have been preoccupied.” 
 
    “Well, un-preoccupy yourself. Now.” 
 
    Normally, Linda wouldn’t talk about such things. At least not without a drink or two. But now she was so sexually frustrated, and irritated with Rob, that she blurted. “Rob can’t get me off.” 
 
    It was Rhonda’s turn to blink. She smiled. “That’s all?” 
 
    “Isn’t that enough?” 
 
    “Linda, you silly goose, you simply don’t understand.” 
 
    “What? What don’t I understand? I make him delicious dinners, I work out and keep myself fit for him, and he squirts and rolls over and I’m left laying there like a piece of laundry that missed the hamper!” 
 
    Rhonda grinned. “Missed the hamper. That’s a good one.” 
 
    “And I don’t see what I can do!” 
 
    “Don’t fuck him.” 
 
    Blink. 
 
    Seconds ticked by. 
 
    Linda stared. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Look he’s an inconsiderate doofus, but what man isn’t? And all men, I say ALL-L-L men…squirt too fast. They don’t take the time to get to know you, to get to know your body. Heck, they never even ask what your body is like. Then they get all excited and their little weenies squirt and…” 
 
    “But how can not screwing solve that? If I don’t screw him then he doesn’t cum, but then I’ll really not cum! Earth to Rhonda, I need dick.” 
 
    “We all need dick, honey, but men don’t need pussy.” 
 
    “Hunh?” 
 
    “Look, you’ve been raised up to believe that a woman should be sweet and complacent, that there is only one way to fuck. You lay down and spread, he does all the work, and you get bupkis.” 
 
    Linda stared at her friend. She really didn’t understand. 
 
    “Have you ever tried sex on your head?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’ve been a yoga nut for years, and I’ve tried sex in every posture there is.” 
 
    “What good does that do me?” 
 
    “If you don’t let him cum he will always be horny, and that means he will always have a hard dick for you. Then you have the time—and the inclination, I might add—to do sex in a wheelbarrow, behind the woodshed, in the men’s room at the theater, while taking a swim in a creek. You can have sex in every position you want! Cowboy, reverse cowboy, the amazon position, upside down, inside out, every which way but loose. 
 
    Slowly, every so slowly, possibilities burst on Linda. Of course she was mostly intrigued by the idea of Rhonda practicing some of her yoga positions while stuffed with a peter, but…but… “How do you stop him from cumming?” 
 
    “Oh, there’s lots of ways. You can put extra rubbers on him. Make it like he’s wearing a few raincoats on his Willy. You can spray him with numbing sprays. You can put a cock ring on him—but don’t forget to take it off when you’re done. You don’t want your favorite part falling off and getting lost.” 
 
    Linda giggled.  
 
    “Sometimes you can just pay attention yourself. Edge him, back off, edge him, back off. After a while his weenie sort of gives up and you’ve got all he time in the world to sate your desires.” 
 
    “I never…” 
 
    “And then there’s my favorite.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “Draining him. Tickling his prostate till the semen drains out of him. He’s still hard, but he can’t cum. He’s empty. And he’ll be hard as a rock and desperate to cum, but he’s already been there.” 
 
    Linda waved a hand to the waiter, Jose. She made a motion for two Margaritas. 
 
    “So, have I given you any ideas?” 
 
    “A lot of ideas. And I’ll have to try them all out.” 
 
    “Excellent. But if I could suggest?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Get on the net. Do a little research. There’s a zillion ideas out there, and the more you know the better off you’ll be.” 
 
    Jose arrived and placed the two drinks on the table. 
 
    The girls smiled, toasted one another, and downed their drinks. 
 
      
 
    Linda hit the computer when she arrived home. It was surprisingly helpful. She typed in ‘How do you cure premature ejaculation?’ 
 
    First there were the ads, usually for drugs. She put them for later and continued down the page. The first real advice came in a simple list. 
 
      
 
    Dietary changes. In addition to zinc, magnesium also plays a role in your sexual health and may play a role in premature ejaculation, according to research. ... 
 
    Pause-squeeze technique. ... 
 
    Stop-start technique. ... 
 
    Pelvic floor exercises. ... 
 
    Masturbation. ... 
 
    Avoid intercourse for a period of time. 
 
      
 
    She smiled and started making plans. 
 
     
 
    That night, at dinner, Rob blurted, “What’s this?” 
 
    He was looking at a large bowl with spinach, avocado, bananas and walnuts. 
 
    “I’ve decided we need to go on a diet,” Linda answered pleasantly. “Would you like some soy sauce on that?” 
 
    Rob ate, but was grumbling the whole time. 
 
    “Why can’t we have steak? A big, old juicy steak with tons of red meat and…”
“This is for your health, honey. You do want to be healthy, don’t you.” 
 
    Grumble, grumble. 
 
    It would be a while before Linda figured out that she had chosen foods that would aid in the production of estrogen. 
 
      
 
    Later, as they got ready for bed, Linda dropped the next bombshell. 
 
    “Honey? We’re going to try a numbing spray tonight when we have sex.” 
 
    Rob frowned. “Numbing spray? What’s that?” 
 
    “We spray it on your dick and you last longer.” 
 
    “Wait a minute, hold up, you’re telling me you want to numb my dick? Like make it feel less sensation?” 
 
    She smiled. “I suppose it does that.” 
 
    “The answer is no. I’m not going to mess with my anatomy just because you can’t get off.” 
 
    Linda’s eyes narrowed. “Yes, you are.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    Linda figured she could get him excited and it wouldn’t be a problem. She could talk him into anything when he was horny, but when they were intwined and she tried to bring up the subject again he just laughed and kept pumping. 
 
    Now Linda was pissed. Such a small thing to ask, and she was frustrated, and the anger boiled out of her. 
 
    “Oh…yes…yes…UGH!” 
 
    Just as he was starting to spurt she punched him in the belly. 
 
    It was a good punch, sunk right into his slack belly, and he couldn’t breath for a moment. 
 
    That, of course, ruined his orgasm. He lay there and held his belly and tried to breath and his semen just drained out. 
 
    “What the fuck!” He groused when he was recovered. “That was going to be a great orgasm, and you—“ 
 
    “That’s the way I always feel. I’m about to have a great orgasm, then you ruin it.” With that Linda turned on her side, put her back to Rob, and went to sleep. And she was still pissed. 
 
    Rob lay on his back and sighed. Women. Hunh! You couldn’t live with them, and you couldn’t kill them. And he guessed he was going to have to try that numbing stuff on his pecker. Hopefully it wouldn’t be too bad. 
 
      
 
    At Charley Coyote’s a few days later Linda and Rhonda were sipping a wine cooler and eating their salads. Rhonda kept chuckling as she thought about what he refrained had done. 
 
    “You really hit him in the belly?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. And if our positions had been different I would have hit him in the balls. I have totally had it with his selfishness. 
 
    “I wish I could have been there.” Then, realizing what she had said, Rhonda hurriedly added, “As an observer, of course.” 
 
    Linda smiled. “I understand.” 
 
    “So have you had a chance to use the numbing spray?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. The very next night.” 
 
    “Well, tell me! What happened?” 
 
    Linda breathed out and said, “Nothing. Same old same old. He was numb, I even flicked his pecker to make sure. He was numb all right, but he still squirted almost as soon as he was in me. It was a great orgasm for him, but it was nothing for me.” 
 
    “Heysoos,” said Rhonda. “I thought for sure a simple spray would work. Rob must really be excited by you.” 
 
    “I’d like to think so, but the sad fact of the matter is that Rob is the most easily excitable man I have ever known. He sees a fifty year old fat woman and he gets a boner.” 
 
    Rhonda giggled. “That’s bad.” 
 
    “Well, tonight we try another method. I’ll let you know how it goes.” 
 
    “What method?” 
 
    Linda smiled. 
 
      
 
    Rob was horny. They hadn’t screwed but one time since Linda had socked him in the belly, and he was still a little nervous about that. After all, a woman who punches him in the middle of an orgasm…she had to be off her rocker. 
 
    Still, as Linda had told Rhonda, he was a horn dog, and when bed time came around he was jutting out and ready to rock. 
 
    As usual, he tried to get away with a minimum of foreplay, but Linda stopped him. 
 
    “Put this on.” She held out a condom. 
 
    “A rubber?” He held the tinfoil package up and groaned. “What is this for?” 
 
    “For me. So you don’t get me pregnant.” 
 
    “But…is it your time of month?” 
 
    “I might be ovulating.” 
 
    Sighing, he hated wearing rain coats, Rob tore the package and donned the little balloon thing. 
 
    It made his dick look curiously pale and fake. It looked like a dildo. 
 
    Linda handed him another rubber. 
 
    “What? Two! No! Why would you want me to wear two of these things?” 
 
    “I want to be doubly sure I won’t get pregnant.” 
 
    “Hold on. This is more of that premature ejaculation stuff.” 
 
    She said nothing and he nodded. 
 
    “I knew it. Well, I’m not going to wear these. 
 
    Linda frowned, but accepted it and crawled into bed. 
 
    Once again Rob was excited. He pumped for a scant minute, then, as he started to arch and spew, Linda punched him in the nuts. She had angled for this, and she got him a good one, really rang his bells. 
 
    Rob turned white and the orgasm dwindled, but his semen poured out. 
 
    “Oh, no,” he moaned, holding himself. 
 
    “Next time,” Linda suggested pleasantly, “I hope you’ll follow directions.” 
 
    “Yeah…yeah…” he wheezed. 
 
    Rob managed to crawl out of bed. He almost feel to his knees, and he walked around and tried to recover. By the time he did Linda was sound asleep. 
 
      
 
    A few days later Linda again met Rhonda at Charley Coyote’s. They had BLT sandwiches this time, and Margaritas. Sipping and licking the salt on the rim of the glasses, they chatted about Rob and his stubbornness. 
 
    “I would think he would learn his lesson,” murmured Rhonda. 
 
    “I think he has, but it’s not doing any good.” 
 
    “He’s still squirting too soon?” 
 
    “I put him in three rubbers a couple of nights later. His poor peeny was strangled. You couldn’t even see the veins on the thing, but he still let loose his load in about thirty seconds.” 
 
    “Thirty seconds! Man, that is fast.” 
 
    “Tell me about it. He’s faster than a chihuahua humping an ankle.” 
 
    They giggled. 
 
    “So what’s next?” 
 
    “Actually, there’s something else I’ve had to do.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “Well, he doesn’t like it when I hit him in the marbles, and he’s getting a little gun shy about going to bed.” 
 
    “Oh, lord, lady. He’s got problems.” 
 
    “His problems are my problems.” 
 
    “So how are you going to get him to screw you?” 
 
    “Make him hornier.” 
 
    “Really? You’re going to make a horn dog hornier? This I gotta hear!” 
 
    Linda smiled. 
 
      
 
    The next morning Linda rolled over and kissed Rob. 
 
    Rob, of course, flinched. He put his hands over his testicles. A frightened look came into his eyes. “You’re not going to hit me, are you?” 
 
    “Oh, lord, no. I just want a little nice sex.” 
 
    He smiled. 
 
    She grabbed him and held him tight and said, “There is one little thing I would like you to promise to do.” 
 
    He tried to move back a little, “What’s that?” 
 
    “I’ve got some panties I want you to wear.” 
 
    “I’m not going to wear panties!” 
 
    “Oh, well, okay.” She turned away from him. 
 
    He lay there, his horn dog brain working over time. He needed sex. Nice sex, without the punch in the balls. But…panties? 
 
    He couldn’t make himself do it. 
 
    That day at work he was out of his mind with sexual thoughts. He always looked at the secretaries, or customers, and thought about their bosoms, or studied the way their asses walked, but this day it was ten times worse. 
 
    And he knew why. 
 
    Linda had grabbed him, stroked him, got him primed, then refused him. 
 
    How could she do that to him? 
 
    But she had, and when he got home he went straight to her. “Gimme those panties and let’s fuck.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m not in the mood now,” she said airily. 
 
    “But I need to!” 
 
    “I’m more of a morning person these days.” 
 
    “But we screwed just the other night at night!” 
 
    “I know, and it was so-o-o inadequate. I think mornings will be better.” 
 
    “But I could screw you , sleep in the panties, and go to work like a regular guy! Not wearing panties!” 
 
    “But I want you to go to work wearing panties.” 
 
    “But why!” He was almost crying he was so frustrated. 
 
    She looked at him, moved into him, slipped her hands down the front of his pants and jacked him. “Because it turns me on. Imagining you in pink panties, your big cock pushing at that stretchy material, your balls constantly falling out of the center panel…it makes me Horny.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “And you do want me horny, don’t you? You do want me sexed up and begging for it, don’t you?” 
 
    “Well, I…uh…” 
 
    “So…see you in the morning. If you’re up for it.” 
 
    She snickered and walked away. 
 
    He stood there, his penis pressing his pants out, and felt hornier than a rabbit on Viagra. 
 
      
 
    The next morning Rob was awake early. He lay on his back, his dick sprouting, and stared at the ceiling. His eyes were wide and his mind was trying to figure things out. 
 
    Linda rolled over and yawned and stretched. Her boobs thrust up against her peignoir and she smiled at him. “Well, honey? Will you wear panties for me today?” 
 
    Gulping, he nodded. 
 
    “Then let’s let you get your squirt over with.” 
 
    She rolled on top of him. She pulled her peignoir to the side and squatted over him. 
 
    Lord, she was horny. She had been so intent on getting him to slow down that she hadn’t taken care of herself for a couple of weeks. 
 
    She sank down and sighed, and he squirted. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” she whined, miserable to the core. 
 
    Rob smiled. “Oh, man, was it good for you?” 
 
    “Yes, honey,” she lied. She was so frustrated she wanted to kick him in the balls. Instead, she knee walked up him and squatted over his face. 
 
    “Hey!” No! Don’t!” 
 
    But it was too late. Big drops slipped out of her pussy and landed on his face. He spluttered and gagged, then managed to get out from underneath her. 
 
    Linda, smiling at last, got out of bed and tossed him some panties. 
 
    He tossed them back. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “I don’t need them anymore.” He was grinning. He’d had his jollies and his desire no longer pushed him. 
 
    “Better put them on,” she warned. 
 
    But he just got dressed—wore his bad, old tighty whiteys—and went to work. 
 
      
 
    “He what?” 
 
    He used me like a rag and tossed me aside. 
 
    Linda was livid. Rhonda had never seen such red rage coming out of her friend. 
 
    Rhonda waved for Jose and ordered the good stuff. It was ten in the morning, and she ordered bourbon and Coke, hold the Coke. 
 
    Well, she didn’t say hold the Coke, but she wanted to.  
 
    But even that slight bit of humor would have been inappropriate for Linda’s mood. 
 
    “So what are you going to do?” 
 
    Linda heaved a long, slow sigh. Her usually sexy, plump lips were drawn in a. Tight line. Her eyes were squinched worse than Dirty Harry’s. 
 
    “No sex. I’m cutting him off until he wears panties. And he has to wear them before, not after, we fuck.” 
 
    “I guess that would do it, but that’s a dangerous course you’re on.” 
 
    “I know! It’s okay to tease and deny a little, but to cut him off completely? That’s the thing divorce are made of. But what can I do? I can’t live a life as a victim to premature ejaculation!” 
 
    She was right, and they both knew it, but…that was the way it was going to have to work. 
 
     
 
    The days passed, and a chill developed between Linda and Rob. It was not a good chill. 
 
    She still made him dinners, and the dinners were not to his liking. 
 
    He still saw her marvelous, naked form getting dressed and undressed, and he still slept next to her, but his frustration felt like it was causing his eyeballs to turn to steam. 
 
    Linda was fine. She waited until he went to work and got out the old vibrator. But she wasn’t really happy. 
 
    But she wasn’t going to give up. 
 
    And, after six weeks, six weeks of unhappiness and misery, Rob gave in. 
 
    One day, staring at her with flat eyes, he asked for the pink panties. 
 
    She handed them to him, and he went to work. 
 
    All day long she felt vindicated, happy, and horny. She was finally going to get some real, live dick! 
 
    When Rob got home she was waiting at the door in her peignoir. Her breasts were thrust out and her nipples were stiff and sensitive. 
 
    He picked her up, so desperate that he didn’t think of the six weeks of denial that had brought him to this sad state, and walked back to the bedroom. 
 
    Now he was smiling. Now he couldn’t hold a grudge.  
 
    And even though she made him put on a cock ring—he squirted in a few seconds. 
 
    Linda was disappointed, but she had expected it. Six weeks of denial? Poor Rob had a gallon stuffed into his little balls, and he shot it out like he was wielding a firehose. 
 
    He lay back and stared at the ceiling. It had been a great orgasm, a superior cum, and he was drained. 
 
    But he was also thinking. 
 
    He wore panties now. The numb spray and the wearing of condoms  was officially considered as weird. 
 
    But what could he do? 
 
    “”Was it good for you, honey?” 
 
    “Uh huh,” he said. And it had been. But…something had changed. 
 
    The six weeks of denial had broken something in him. He had realized just who was in control, and it was a humbling experience. 
 
    In essence, he had submitted. 
 
    Oh, it was on a low level, but it would lead to more and more submission. 
 
    He was still the man in their relationship, but…only by her permission. 
 
    He had had to beg, to…to wear pink panties. 
 
    Was he really man after that? 
 
    He wasn’t sure. 
 
    She said, “I want you to wear a bra.” 
 
    “What?” Yet his protest didn’t hold the vim and vigor and fire of his old protests. He had been beaten down, and he knew he would end up giving in. After all, he didn’t want to go through another six weeks of denial, just to give in and do whatever it was that she wanted him to do. 
 
    “I want you to wear a bra. I got you one that doesn’t have cups, but it’s cute, and it matches your panties. You can wear it under your jacket.” 
 
    And he mumbled, “I guess is better not get in an accident.” 
 
    “Oh, no,” she agreed blithely. “Don’t get in an accident!” 
 
    He got up and she handed him the bra. 
 
      
 
    It was a different experience for Rob, wearing a bra. He felt the straps on his shoulders all day. Fortunately, he didn’t have boobs to put weight not he straps, but…it was weird. 
 
    His balls kept slipping out the side of his panty ‘pouch,’ which was actually more of a panty bouche-less. 
 
    He was reminded of his chest, all feminized. 
 
    He began to speak in a softer tone, more befitting with his inner embarrassment from dressing like a woman. 
 
    But the weirdest thing was that when he put on the bra he felt like he had a little extra fat on his pectorals. 
 
    He looked down, and it looked like pecs were bigger. And not just bigger, but differently shaped. Normally his pectorals were more flattish, but now they were a bit roundish. 
 
    He felt them with his hand, and they felt rounder. More like the start of tiny, weenie boobs. 
 
    He snorted, and a thought coursed through his cranium: maybe I need to wear bras. 
 
    But, whatever, he went to work. 
 
     
 
    “How’s Rob doing with the bra and panties?” asked Rhonda. 
 
    “He’s doing fine.”  
 
    Jose brought them their bourbon and Cokes and retreated. 
 
    The funny thing is…I’ve been feeding him certain foods, and I think they’re making his boobs bigger.” 
 
    “Boobs? Rob doesn’t have boobs.” 
 
    Linda said wryly, “He does now.” 
 
    Rhonda started laughing. It was a deep, rich laugh, and it made Linda chuckle. 
 
    “You gave your husband boobs?” 
 
    “I think I did. Apparently the food I’ve been giving him has been rich in estrogen, or it makes the body produce more estrogen, or something.” 
 
    “Are they big?” 
 
    “Barely noticeable, at least to me. But it’s driving Rob crazy. He’s always feeling his chest, rubbing his nipples. If I didn’t know better I would think that he likes have boobs.” 
 
    “Some men do.” 
 
    “I know.” The ladies sat quietly, sipped their drinks, and thought of what had happened. 
 
    “Maybe if you turned him into a woman he wouldn't cum so fast. 
 
    It was an electric moment. The thought burst through Linda’s mind and she started. 
 
    Make her husband into a woman. Change his body. If she could do it and leave his penis big…the idea appealed to her. 
 
    In her mind’s eye should could imagine him with big boobs, wearing a real bra, not a training bra. 
 
    She could see him with an hourglass figure, wearing a svelte dress that really showed him off. 
 
    Rhonda saw it happen in Linda’s mind. 
 
    “No. You’re not.” 
 
    Linda stared at her friend. 
 
    “But I was just joking! I didn’t mean for you to really…” 
 
    Rhonda was sitting with wide eyes as she realized what she had started. 
 
    Well, it had already been started, but she had given it a boot in the ass that would cause some real motion. 
 
    “I could get some hormones. I wouldn’t get any testosterone blocker so he could still get boners.” 
 
    “Linda…” 
 
    He’d look like a little girl. All cute and sweet. He’d have boobs. Would that interfere with his work? No. If anything, boobs make women money. So why shouldn't they make him money? 
 
    She was rattling on, and Rhonda picked up her glass and drained it. 
 
    Make Rob into a girl. Transform him. 
 
    There was a part of her that thought it was wrong, but there was a bigger part of her that was fascinated by the idea. 
 
    Make him into a man, teach him how to wear dresses and put make up on. 
 
    She could see him strutting down the street. 
 
    Slowly, ever so slowly, Linda began to smile. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    There’s hormones, and then there’s hormones. If you look at porn videos on the internet you can easily see the difference. 
 
    When some men transition they get tiny, weenie little weenies. No bigger than a thumb, and stiff and rigid is more like soft and pliable. 
 
    When other men transition they end up with monster cocks that spew tones of semen. 
 
    The difference is in the testosterone blockers. 
 
    Estrogen reduces weight, redistributes fat, enhances feminine features. 
 
    Testosterone builds the erections, and if you don’t give a transitioning man a testosterone blocker then, even though his body gets slender and sexy, his dick keeps boning up, and it looks even bigger on the smaller frame. 
 
    This was the aim of Linda. She didn’t want to do without dick. This whole thing started because she wanted dick! 
 
    But in changing Rob’s mind and attitude, in making him submit, she had realized the joys of a more feminine man. 
 
    Instead of presenting an imposing, thicker bulk comparatively, a man would become slender, rounder in the hips and bosom, and that appearance would enhance the female presence. 
 
    Men would rather stare at two sexy women instead of one, especially if they didn’t know that one of the women was a man. 
 
    In researching the various hormone therapies Linda chad chosen a couple of drugs that only increased estrogen and, if anything, Rob’s testosterone levels also rose. 
 
    A month after starting him on a regimen of special smoothies Rob could see the difference in his body. His chest was actually shrinking as he lost a little muscle mass, but it was expanding in the very important area of fat in the pectoral area. 
 
    Day after day he would look at himself in the mirror, and day after day he would observe that the flat material of his ‘training bra’ was being pushed out. 
 
    One morning he was getting dressed, looking at himself in the mirror, and Linda came up behind him one night, hugged him, reached around and placed her hands on his boobs. 
 
    “Mmm. Nice.” 
 
    “Nice?” He was pleased by her compliment, but confused. How could it be nice for a man to have some form of gynecomastia? 
 
    “Sure. You have such a wonderful shape. And I love it when you hold me and I feel your chest against mine. 
 
    She turned him and hugged him, and it was nice. It was nice because he was feeling so sexual and he wanted to hug his wife so much. 
 
    Let alone bone her. 
 
    “But you know,” she stepped back and pondered, “There’s something missing.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    He looked down at his body. It seemed softer, less muscular. 
 
    “I think…you know…we could control your appearance if we…” she suddenly darted to a dresser, dug into a drawer, and pulled out a corset! 
 
    “Wait!” 
 
    He eyed the thing. It had strings and fasteners, and when he felt it it felt stiff and unyielding. 
 
    “Wait for what?” responded Linda, arching her eyebrows. “You’ve got the body for it, we can make it so you don’t look fat…this is just what the doctor ordered.” 
 
    Rob tried to object, but she pushed him over to the bed and wrapped the corset around him. She began fastening the snaps in the front and he stood helplessly. 
 
    One thing he had realized, as he had lost weight, was that Linda was now stronger than him. He had lost muscle mass, and she was always working out at the gym, and now she could push him around. 
 
    Oh, he still had enough male muscle to punch her in the nose and dissuade her, but what kind of a man punches a woman? 
 
    So she fastened the hooks, then turned him around, pushed him face down on the bed, and started pulling the ties and tying them. 
 
    She placed a knee on his back and pulled with all her might, and Rob gasped as his ability to breath was reduced. 
 
    “Hu…hu…hey!” 
 
    “What, honey?” 
 
    “I cu…cu…can’t…brea…eath!” 
 
    “Oh, nonsense. Just take small breaths, high in your chest. It’ll help your boobs,” she chuckled. 
 
    He found he could breath that way, but, like she had said, the effort made his lungs expand at the top, and his boobs which barely looked like boobs, now looked more like boobs than anything else. 
 
    And, in addition to his boobs suddenly expanding, the corset caused his growing hips to flare and round out. 
 
    He looked in the mirror and he certainly didn’t look fat, but he didn’t look manly either. In fact, he looked…womanly. He had a wasp waist, big tits, and…he looked feminine. 
 
    “I can’t look like this!” he protested. 
 
    “Why not? I love the way you look. You’re pretty.” 
 
    “Take it off!” 
 
    Linda smiled and walked around him. “No, I don’t think I will. In fact, walk down the hall and back.” 
 
    In spite of his anger, maybe thinking if he appeased her she would get him out of the corset, he walked down the hall. 
 
    Linda stared at his rotund bottom, the way it almost swayed. 
 
    Why didn’t it sway? 
 
    What was wrong with him? 
 
    Then she had it. 
 
    “Come here.” 
 
    He came and stood. 
 
    She maneuvered him so he was facing the bed and she said, “Wait a minute.” 
 
    He stood, trying to breath, and she rummaged in her dresser drawer. She got out a big jar of lube and a silver butt plug. She stepped up behind him and pushed him. 
 
    Rob lay across the bed on his front. He could feel his now oversized chest under him, giving him even more problems in breathing. 
 
    Linda placed a hand on his back and held him down. 
 
    He struggled, but she had her weight on him, and he was awkward and constricted in the corset and couldn’t move. 
 
    She used one hand and applied lube between his cheeks. She slathered it in there, making sure he was quite slick. 
 
    “What are you doing?” He cried, feeling her hand open up his brown button and press goop into him. 
 
    “Just be patient, honey. You’re going to love this.” 
 
    She popped the plug into him easily. He wasn’t prepared for it, wasn’t tight, and she was so fast…it popped right in. 
 
    He made a squeaking sound and his eyes opened up. 
 
    Something was in him, and it felt…good. 
 
    “What’s that?” He cried. 
 
    She pulled on him, helped him get upright. 
 
    He stood and turned and tried to see what was in him, but the corset was so tight he couldn’t see a thing. 
 
    “It’s a butt plug, honey.” 
 
    “Well, take it out!” 
 
    “Not until you walk down the hall and back.” 
 
    He was gasping from the corset, a little light headed, and he couldn’t fight back. He walked down the hallway and Linda watched him. 
 
    That was it. Now his ass swayed like a woman’s. 
 
    “Oh, honey! This is perfect!” 
 
    “Take it out!” 
 
    “Not yet…not for a while. I need you to get used to it.” 
 
    “Used…why?” 
 
    “Because you have to look your best when we go out. And this helps you look your best.” 
 
    “I’m not going out like this!” 
 
    “Oh, give it a chance.” 
 
    “I won’t! I’m a man! I—“ 
 
    She pushed him, and he fell back on the bed. 
 
    He was stiff, like a board, leaning at a forty-five degree angle. 
 
    She grabbed his legs and lifted and threw the bottom of him across the bed. 
 
    He was in shock, the feel of the plug in him, being jammed in him by his body laying the way it was, all his weight on his ass, and he lay there and tried to breath and figure out what was happening and how to undo it. 
 
    While he figured, however, Linda was moving. 
 
    She ripped her clothes off, literally ripping her panties in her hurry. She climbed up on the bed and squatted over him. 
 
    Then she looked at him…and stopped. 
 
    She jumped off the bed and ran into the bathroom, then came running out. 
 
    “What…what…are you…” 
 
    She had an Ace bandage and she wrapped it around his tool. She worked slowly, shoving him back on the bed whenever he tried to wiggle off. 
 
    She tucked the bandage in and his weenie was a big, fat sausage. 
 
    She unrolled a condom on it. 
 
    He could raise his head and he stared at what she was doing. 
 
    “What are…doing? St…st…stop! 
 
    She put another condom on him, then a third. 
 
    His penis was totally deadened. 
 
    Not a nerve was excited, couldn’t feel a thing, was just a big meat and bandage and rubber dildo. 
 
    Linda jumped back up on the bed and squatted over him. 
 
    She lowered herself. It was difficult, because he was so much fatter down there. 
 
    She sighed and smiled lovingly at him. 
 
    He was fat in the dinger, but slender with big boobs pushing out over the top of the corset. 
 
    She reached down and massaged his chest. 
 
    “Oh, no!” he whispered. He couldn’t feel a thing between his legs, but his chest was stimulated and his nipples were rock hard and…and Linda began to rise and fall. 
 
    She moaned and her eyes were closed. She reached up and grabbed her own breasts. She pulled and sucked and slapped her nipples. 
 
    She groaned, making a sound Rob had never heard. It was the sound of satisfaction at last. 
 
    She was filled. 
 
    She was complete. 
 
    She was a woman. 
 
    And Rob became fascinated. 
 
    He watched her, studied the way she was so happy, so pleased. 
 
    He couldn’t feel anything, but he was getting off on her. 
 
    Rob, at heart, like all men, was a horn dog. 
 
    A horn dog is a strange critter. You can slap him, kick him, stick needles in him, and as long as he was sexually stimulated he was okay. 
 
    Manly, he objected to the stuffing of anything up his butt, even though it felt good. 
 
    But…here’s the thing…he did like it. Even though he felt nothing in his dick, the sex centers in his brain were going crazy. 
 
    He watched as Linda turned crazy. As she humped and pumped and lowered her rump, as she plopped down with all her body weight, making the huge construct that had once been a little weenie slide around inside her. 
 
    Then, he couldn’t believe it, she began to cum. 
 
    Her hips jerked back and forth frantically, pulling on his weenie and bending it. 
 
    Her eyes were rolled all the way back, nothing but whites. 
 
    Her boobs were blushing a furious red color and her nipples were hard enough to poke an eye out. 
 
    Her back was arched like she was doing a high dive, and the sensations rolled through her. 
 
    For a long minute she crested, gave little wailing sounds, jerked and twitched like she was on a roller coaster while an earthquake hit. 
 
    Then she sort of slumped forward, turning into jello and bending down and laying on his chest. 
 
    Now he couldn’t really breath. His face turned white and he gasped, and probably would have expired, except that Linda saw what was happening. 
 
    She smiled and rolled off him. 
 
    He lay there, as if in shock, and she went to sleep. 
 
      
 
    “I thought the world ended!” Linda exclaimed. “I thought I had died and gone to heaven! I thought the baby Jesus had finally opened his arms and taken me home. 
 
    Rhonda stared at her friend, and she felt such envy. 
 
    She had never had much trouble cumming. But she had never cum like this, like Linda was describing. 
 
    “And his penis was wrapped and rubbered and he was in a corset.” 
 
    Linda giggled. “He was like a mummy, all wrapped up for the sarcophagus. He could move a little, but not enough to get me off him.” 
 
    “And his dick is all right?” 
 
    “Oh, Lord, yes. You couldn’t hurt his dick with a chisel.” 
 
    “Did he get off?” 
 
    Linda smiled again, quite happy, and shook her head. 
 
    “Wow! No wet spot afterwards. No dripping goo. The ideal man!” 
 
    Linda nodded, quite proud of her achievement. 
 
    “I wish I could try him out. I’ve always dreamed of something like this.” 
 
    “Why don’t you?” 
 
    “What? Me? Fuck your husband?” 
 
    “But it wouldn’t be like fucking. Your vagina would never touch his flesh, and his dick would never really touch your vagina, so…it’s not really fucking. 
 
    Rhonda sat for a long moment. The idea of having a cum like Linda had just described…but…even though it wasn’t fucking… 
 
    Linda knew what was going through her friend’s mind. She smiled and waved a hand to Jose. 
 
    “Jose! We would like a half a dozen Coke Highs. And an Uber.” 
 
    Jose smiled, these crazy Norteamericanos. He went to get the drinks. 
 
      
 
    Rob was working at home. He had that option and since Linda had started making him dress up like a woman he had opted for that. 
 
    It was a little awkward, with the corset on, but he had tilted his swivel chair and was managing to bend just a little, and it was working out. 
 
    Of course he was distracted, but that was okay. He was, after all, a horn dog. He was used to being distracted by sex. 
 
    BANG! The door slammed. 
 
    “Honey! I’m home!” 
 
    He smiled. Ever since Linda had gone overboard he had stopped protesting having to wear women’s clothes. After all, the sight of his wife having her sexual mind blown was totally worth it. It was better even than one of his own cums. 
 
    His cums were strong, but nothing like Linda’s blockbusters! 
 
    “Back here!” he yelled. He tapped on the keys for a second, then realized: she’s not alone! 
 
    He could hear two sets of heels on the wood floor of the hallway! 
 
    Two sets of CKICK…CLICK…CLICK! 
 
    Two sets of high heels. 
 
    He jerked around, tried to get up, but it was too late. 
 
    “Hi, Rob.” 
 
    “Uh…” his face blushing brighter than a stop sign, “Hi. Rhonda.” 
 
    “I told Rhonda about the new way we’ve been making love and she thought she would like to try it.” 
 
    “I…but…oh!” 
 
    He was frozen, laying half back in the chair and stiff like a board. 
 
    “So come on!” 
 
    Linda and Rhonda each took a side and lifted him to his feet. 
 
    “Wow. He’s grown skinner.” 
 
    “He’s gotten more feminine,” agreed Linda. 
 
    “And his boobs! Those are nice! They’re almost as big as mine!” 
 
    “When we’ve finished he’ll be bigger than you.” 
 
    “I think I’m going to be jealous!” 
 
    They walked him down the hallway, and if Rob couldn’t fight back against Linda, he doubly couldn’t fight back against both of the women. 
 
    “Just stand there, honey, while I get out the Ace bandage and the rubbers.” 
 
    Rob stood, trying to figure a way out of the mess, and realizing that he didn’t want to. A horn dog will always appreciate two women over one. 
 
    “Wait,” blurted Rhonda. 
 
    “What?” Linda had the makings of his artificial boner in her hands and she faced her friend. 
 
    “Why not go all the way?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Let’s put some make up on him, dress him up.” 
 
    Linda grinned. “Now that’s what I call foreplay!” 
 
    So the girls laid Rob on the bed and began working on him. They cleansed his face and primed it. They put on foundation and blush and worked on his eyes. They painted his lips and put on eyeliner, and Rhonda, who had once worked aa a hair salon, brushed his hair and trimmed it in a feminine fashion. 
 
    They sat him up, lifted him up, and he stood, a woman. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” Linda breathed. 
 
    “He’s beautiful, whispered Rhonda. 
 
    “She’s beautiful,” agreed Linda. 
 
    Ron asked, “are we going to fuck?” 
 
    “Heysoos,” pointed out Rhonda, “that would be like messing up a masterpiece.” 
 
    “But we have to do it.” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    They laid him on the bed again, and Rhonda eyed his massive tool. “It looks so big all bandaged and rubberized.” 
 
    “I know. If you’re afraid I can do it.” 
 
    “Not on your life. You offered, and I need this!” 
 
    So she climbed up and squatted over Rob and…and… 
 
    “FU…CK! Oh…oh…God!” 
 
    Rob was just too horny, and he began to squirt. 
 
    In spite of the Ace bandage wrapped around him, regardless of the three condoms rolled over him, he was a horn dog, and horn dogs can’t stop themselves. Just the idea of fucking somebody other than his wife…and inside the condoms the bandage became soggy, and his dick collapsed, and the big tool sort of bent over. 
 
    Rhonda tried to get down in time to get some of the fuck, but now the big tool was too soft, and it squashed down and she couldn’t get her pussy over it. 
 
    “Yes…yes…” whimpered Rob. “Oh, thank God!” 
 
    The girls stared at him in shock. 
 
    “He came!” 
 
    “What a son of a bitch!” 
 
    “Rob!” 
 
    Rob looked up at his wife and he had the goofiest, most pleased, dazed expression on his face. 
 
    “I came.” 
 
    Simultaneously, the two women blurted, “Fuck!” 
 
      
 
    Rhonda and Linda sat at Charley Coyote’s three days later. They had asked for a bottle and it sat on their table. They took turns sipping directly from the bottle. 
 
    “I can’t believe he came,” mumbled Rhonda. “I really thought I was going to get…” she shook her head. 
 
    “I didn’t think he could.” 
 
    “Not your fault, girlfriend.” 
 
    “No, it’s my stupid husband’s fault.” 
 
    They sat and drank their lunch and pondered their sad state of affairs. 
 
    “We could try it again. He’s all ready. He dresses like a woman, complete with make up, and…we could go do it.” 
 
    “Oh, you know these horn dogs,” pointed out Rhonda. “Once they cum it gets easier and easier.” 
 
    “Well, there is one thing we haven’t tried yet.” 
 
    “What’s that?” asked Rhonda, looking up. 
 
    And Linda smiled. 
 
      
 
    Rob was a happy camper. He had just had the most incredible orgasm he had ever had in his whole, entire, life. It had been monumental. A blast equal to the creation of a new sun. A realigning of his universe that made the idea of being a horn dog the only reasonable alternative in the galaxy. 
 
    He was laying back on his swivel, all corseted up and waiting for his wife to get home. Maybe he could have another session like the last one. Maybe— 
 
    BANG! 
 
    “Honey! I’m home!” 
 
    He grinned. “Back here!” 
 
    Then, the answer to his dreams, he heard the sound of two pairs of high heels. 
 
    Click..click…click over imposed with click…click…click. 
 
    He smiled and swiveled to face the door. 
 
    Yep. It was Linda and Rhonda. They looked a little grin, a little intent, but that was okay. They were probably just intent on getting him off again. 
 
    “Okay, honey, we’ve got some things to do.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “They each took a side and helped him up. 
 
    He stood in his high heels and wavered. He wasn’t completely used to them, but he was doing all right. And they made him feel so sexy. And he knew that with the plug in him he was extra sexy. His walk was the bomb! His ass swayed and… “Hey! Aren’t we going to bed room?” 
 
    “Not yet, honey,” cooed Linda. 
 
    They walked him into the living room and helped him onto the coffee table. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    Linda loosened the bottom strings on his corset so he could be on all fours. 
 
    “Honey, your days of cumming too fast, of leaving us womenfolk high and dry, are over.” 
 
    “But I can’t help that!” 
 
    “We can.” 
 
    He looked at each of the woman standing over him. Suddenly he got a very nervous feeling. 
 
    “What are you going to do?” 
 
    Linda smiled, and Rhonda reached into her purse. She pulled out something that looked sort of like a plug, but was bent over. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “This is a prostate massager. We’re going to massage your prostate until you’re drained of all your squirt. 
 
    “You are?” He was looking back and forth, worrying. 
 
    Linda gently extracted his plug. 
 
    “Oh…!”Rob grunted and felt empty back there, but he didn’t feel empty for long. 
 
    Rhonda applied some grease, then put the prostate massager into his rectum. 
 
    Rob felt it, and it felt even better. It touched things inside him, and…and then Rhonda began to move it around. 
 
    She moved it so it rubbed on his prostate, and he felt her push on the little walnut thing that controlled his penis. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whimpered. “You’re going to make me pee!” 
 
    “That’s okay, honey,” said Linda, putting a cup under his weenie. 
 
    A minute later he couldn’t help it, pee started to pour out of him. It was strange pee, though. It felt thicker, and it sort of came out in clumps. 
 
    But it made him feel really good. It made him feel golden, like after he had cum. 
 
    Of course he wasn’t cumming, so…what was this all about? 
 
    After a couple of minutes Rhonda pulled the massager out of him, and he almost collapsed with his warm, wonderful feeling. 
 
    “Come on, honey,” said Linda. 
 
    The girls each took a side and walked him back towards the bedroom. 
 
    He felt downright goody. “Where are we going?” 
 
    “We’re going to have some fun now.” 
 
    “Are we?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    “And do I get to cum?” 
 
    “Honey, you can cum all you want.” 
 
    Rob grinned and went with them. 
 
    He was already made up, so they just helped him up on the bed and he laid back and waited. 
 
    He was so happy. 
 
    Rhonda went first. After the previous fiasco Linda felt that she deserved first fuck, so she got up and squatted, and lowered. 
 
    Her face opened up in delight as she was filled up, and she began to move and jerk and squeeze her breasts. 
 
    Rob came awake watching the strange woman ride him. He couldn’t feel much, but he expected to squirt anyway. 
 
    After all, he was a horn dog. He was a premature ejaculator. He never had any trouble squirting. 
 
    And, grinning, willing to help him, Linda had her hands between his legs and was fondling his testicles. 
 
    He felt it. He felt the excitement building. He knew it wouldn’t be long now. 
 
    But after a few minutes he wasn’t any closer. 
 
    “YES!” screamed Rhonda! 
 
    It turned him on even more, watching her orgasm on him. Surely he could squirt now! 
 
    He watched Rhonda arch her back, thrust her breasts way out, then she collapsed on him and he received a big boob right in the mouth. 
 
    He sucked happily, and his balls felt like they were going to explode. 
 
    Then Rhonda was pulled off him and Linda was on him. 
 
    He had never screwed two woman in a row! He didn’t think he was capable. After all, once he squirted, he was done. 
 
    But now he wasn’t squirting, and he became frantic. 
 
    “Come on! Come on!” he yelled. 
 
    He tried to arch his back and drive up, and he felt more in his peeny, but he still couldn’t orgasm. The semen stayed in his balls, roiling and boiling and trying to get out. 
 
    He became desperate. He tried harder. He yelled his frustration. 
 
    “Shush, darling,” his wife said softly from her position atop him. “You’ve been drained. You won’t be able to squirt for some time now. 
 
    She turned to her friend. “Rhonda, you want to do him again?” 
 
    Rhonda grinned, “Does the Pope shit in the woods?”               
 
    “Okay, I’m almost done.” 
 
    Grunting, slapping her pussy, pulling her tits, Linda finally, for the first time in her life, experienced total, sexual satisfaction. 
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    Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands ~ This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’ 
 
    Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind. 
 
    Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come tot he truth of the world. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The Feminization Bomb! 
 
    War waged by changing men into women! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Grace Mansfield

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    Isn’t that a great idea? A bomb that could transgender a person! 
 
    We could have small bombs, guns, if you will. F guns for individual transitions. 
 
    We could have F grenades, and F howitzers for changing larger groups of warlike creatures into soft and feminine women! 
 
    It would be the end of war as we know it on this planet! 
 
    Down with the killing and up with sex changes! 
 
    Personally, I think it’s about time we developed the F bomb. 
 
    Write your congress person now! 
 
    We want an F Bomb! We want an F bomb! 
 
    I’m sure the government will be glad to oblige. 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    “Coming on line!” Johnny Bench, lead technician spoke into the microphone, and his statement was relayed to all the scientists in the building. 
 
    Sam was in the basement, watching the lights light up in a row. The linear accelerator was coming on line. Atomic particles were about to speed up, and Sam had his hand on the switch. While what he did could be described only in complex words, the fact was simple: if the red light blinks on…pull the switch! 
 
    Stop the machine, stop the flow of particles. 
 
    Or in other words, shut it down before the building blows up. 
 
    Such are the consequences of nuclear physics. 
 
    Sam fixed his eye on the board, watched his red light and prepared. If the light went on all the relays had failed and the only hope was for his human reaction. 
 
    Farley Higgins walked up behind him. 
 
    Farley was a buck toothed graduate of MIT, and you know what those guys are like! 
 
    “Hey, Sam! Are ya all ready? Heh heh! I ain’t never seen this thing go, what’s it going to be like?” 
 
    Sam blinked and was instantly irritated. Farley’s irritating manner was like chalk on the blackboard of his mind. 
 
    SCREEE! 
 
    And in Sam’s mind he was saying, shut up, go away, don’t talk, you idiot! 
 
    Farley, not being able to read minds, or even see the look of irritation that crossed over Sam’s face, kept going. 
 
    “Man, can you imagine what’s going on in there?” 
 
    He slapped the side of the accelerator, his flat hand making a thing smacking sound on the cement. 
 
    Shut up, shut up, go away, shut up! 
 
    Those damn particles are going to be traveling a zillion miles an hour. Man, I’d like to build a linear accelerator that was 186,000 miles long. We’d get some accurate readings then, eh?” 
 
    Upstairs Johnny saw that the critical points had been reached. He pulled two switches. 
 
    The first one turned all lights green. If anybody saw a red light they were to abort the whole operation. 
 
    The first switch shot the particles through the accelerator, and if any red lights went on then, well, it was up to people like Sam to save their asses. 
 
    Downstairs, distracted by Farley, Sam turned to tell him to shut up, and he missed all the lights turning green. 
 
    Then he missed the one red light. 
 
    He should have pulled the switch. 
 
    He should have, and Farley pointed at the light, his mouth open and confusing crossing his face. 
 
    A dull thud went through Sam as he realized he hadn’t been paying attention and he spun around. 
 
    He saw the lone red light and he jumped for the switch he had taken his hand off of. 
 
    “Hey!” said Farley. 
 
    “No!” screamed Sam. 
 
    Click. 
 
    Of course, nobody heard the click, it was a relay embedded in tons of concrete. The relay overloaded, particles that should have been under control suddenly weren’t, and…for a split nano second…the world went backwards. 
 
    Go would have been spelled og, if anybody could have written the word down in that split nano second. 
 
    Stop would have been pots. 
 
    Or, the human brain translating everything into human terms, go might have been stop. 
 
    But that nano second was so fast that all polarities switched, then didn’t have the time to switch back. 
 
    Not stop or go now, but right became left, up became down, negative became positive, and…Y became X. 
 
    The world correcting itself for the most part, and in less than a millionth of a blink, far too fast for anybody to take notice, there was one thing that didn’t correct. 
 
    Y became X, and God knows why, or perhaps some scientist in the year 2525, X didn’t change back to Y. 
 
    Inside the DNA of every human being in the building the male Y changed to a female X, and all the Xs stayed the same. 
 
    At first, nobody noticed. 
 
    The reset of the linear accelerator had happened so fast that the cells changed, and it would take a small bit of time for the bodies to catch up, to manifest that change. 
 
    Thus, everybody was fooled into thinking that everything was normal. 
 
    Seconds ticked past slowly while everybody waited. Would the world explode? Would the sun turn into a worm hole? Or would nothing happen. 
 
    Sally and Brenda were on the top floor eating croissants and talking about babies. 
 
    Bob, Jeffrey and Alice stared at the control board and waited, and slowly let out their breaths. 
 
    Johnny Bench, staring incredulously at the board, flicked on the microphone. 
 
    “Okay, I’ve got a red light in—“ he stopped talking. He blinked. He opened and closed his mouth. 
 
    He was a tenor that now sounded like a soprano. 
 
    He grabbed a glass of water and glared at Bob, who had snickered at the high pitched tone of his voice. 
 
    He sipped, and tried again. “Hello…” his eyes went wide. He turned to Alice and asked, “What’s…what’s…” 
 
    His voice was high pitched, very girlish, and he looked around frantically. 
 
    “Johnny?” Jeffrey asked, stunned as his own voice rose in pitch. 
 
    Johnny grabbed the console and kept trying to talk, and only emitted a series of high pitched vowels and consonants. 
 
    Downstairs, Farley had found the same problem. He had been asking Sam what had happened, then simply grabbed his throat and started gulping. 
 
    Sam, sudden over his irritation, now going into panic, looked at Farley. “What—!” and he stopped talking and felt his own throat. 
 
    He didn’t understand what was happening. he didn’t know that his Y had been changed into an X. But he felt his hair getting longer. 
 
    Well, not so much as felt it, as observed it. Hair growing longer in front of his eyes. going down like a sheet was being pulled over his head. 
 
    He swiped a hand and brushed his hair back, and his face felt funny. He looked at the shiny window over the accelerator and saw his face changing. His cheeks were getting higher, his chin was getting narrower. 
 
    He turned to Farley, but Farley had his hands on his chest and was cupping his growing boobs. 
 
    He looked up at Sam and fainted. Just crumpled up like a sack that had been suddenly emptied and lay down on the floor. 
 
    All through the building men were changing. They screamed and yelled in high pitched voices. They felt their penises, and they grabbed them as if that would stop them from shrinking. 
 
    Alex Herschberger on the third floor ripped his clothes off. His new boobs grew bigger and bigger, he ran down the corridor pulling on his weenie as if that would make it bigger. 
 
    But, heck, he had been doing that for years and it hadn’t grown any bigger then. 
 
    Women screamed and backed away from the transforming men. 
 
    Scientists threw away lab coats and yelled at each other, “I’ve got tits!” 
 
    “Where’d these come from?” 
 
    “What the fuck is happening?” 
 
    In the basement Farley was laying on the floor, his chest growing bigger and bigger, his fanny becoming rounder and more feminine. He had always been a bit chunky, but now his waist was shrinking. 
 
    Sam’s hair was down to his shoulders and his breasts were gigantic. He had to hold them with his hands. And his dick…he felt a space in his pants. Or, to be more exact, he didn’t feel the sway and rub of his penis in his pants. 
 
    He ran for the stairs, fuck the elevator, he was in a hurry, and took he steps two at a time. Halfway up to the top the fact of changing sex hit him. He managed to make it to the top of the steps, stepped into the corridor that led to the big front room, and went sex crazy. 
 
    He pulled off his clothes, and so did the other half dozen men in the big room at the end of the corridor, as did the over 100 men in the building. 
 
    They ripped their pants off, destroyed buttons and zippers in their zeal, clutched at their shirts and tore at the material. 
 
    Breasts appeared, and they looked down at their crotches. Their dickless crotches. Their groins without balls or penises. 
 
    They didn’t do it all together, but they changed in so close a fashion that it might as well have been at the same time. 
 
    Hands felt boobs, rubbed empty groins, and they yelled and screamed. 
 
    Then the change hit their heads. 
 
    The male brain is 3 pounds. The female brain is ten percent smaller, or 2.7 pounds. which means that the male brain is slightly larger than the female brain. 
 
    None of this makes a difference to humans. Regardless of size and weight…the brains function about the same. 
 
    But when a body shrinks, and the brain doesn’t shrink fast enough to keep up…there is a problem. 
 
    Sam was getting shorter, more slender, and he had a headache. His male brain was trying to fit in a skull built for a woman, a smaller skull. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he whispered as the mother of all migraines hit him. 
 
    Then his brain stopped functioning. It had to to survive. It mostly shut down, and there was only the hope that the shrinking of the male brain would catch up to the shrinking of the skull. 
 
    And the only thing left functioning in Sam’s brain was a little section of the frontal lobe. That little section had to do with…sex. 
 
    Sam sat, naked, and beat his meat. 
 
    As did every other man in the building. 
 
    Memories were gone, as were functions such as embarrassment or shame, and what was left was the libidinous impulse to masturbate. 
 
    Hands flashing up and down. 
 
    Around them women gawked as the men went to this sole activity. 
 
    In front of the linear accelerator, one of the peak inventions of mankind, Johnny Bend used two hands to beat. 
 
    As did Farley in the basement, who had awoken. 
 
    As did the men in the labs and the lunchroom and maintenance room. 
 
    But, as if this terrible transformation wasn’t enough, there was one other nasty little thing. 
 
    The men’s penises were shrinking, and they went from a hand, to four fingers, to three, to two. 
 
    Then, the penis becoming a clitoris, the men began to rub the button. 
 
    And, as a cleft appeared in their groin, they began to finger themselves. 
 
    All through the building stunned women backed away from the men and hid. Then, a few minutes passing, the men proved to be more interested in with playing with themselves rather than going after the women; in fact being women and no longer having the tool to go after woman, the real and original women began walking around the men, studying them, and wondering what in the hell had happened. 
 
    But they couldn’t ask the men, for the men were so occupied, and their minds were so busy trying to squeeze into the smaller skull, they had virtually forgotten what words even meant. 
 
    There was only the male drive, now expressing itself through new vaginas. 
 
     
 
      
 
    Leslie parked her car in the visitor’s lot and walked towards the front entrance. Her high heels clicked on the asphalt and she was aware that she was an attractive woman. And she enjoyed it when men turned their heads and stared at her. 
 
    Oddly, as she approached the lobby there were no men. 
 
    That was strange. There were always a few men passing through, going to or from or whatever. But now…there were only a few women. And the women seemed to be running back and forth, or gabbing in small groups, gesticulating wildly and looking around. 
 
    Hunh. 
 
    Leslie was there to meet Sam for lunch. She worked a mile down the road at a software company, and she frequently drove up the road and met Sam for lunch. She was a known factor and had permission to go right to the lunch room. 
 
    She stepped into the lobby and froze. 
 
    The women were yelling, babbling, everybody talking and nobody listening. They were in small groups, clustered around…Leslie moved to get a better view…around the men! 
 
    And the men were sitting, naked, playing with…wait a minute! They…what had happened!  
 
    The men had small breasts forming on their chests, and they were rubbing their groins! They spouted nonsense, their eyes glittered, and they drooled incessantly. 
 
    “What is happening?” she asked, moving to one of the clusters of women. 
 
    “We don’t know! They just started…changing! And their sex organs are changing! And they…it’s like their minds are gone!” 
 
    Leslie stared at the man sitting on the floor. He was curled up, sucking on his thumb and mumbling, and his hand was buried in his crotch. His crotch which had a bit of hair, but no penis, no balls. 
 
    As his hand moved she could catch glimpses of what looked like…like…a pussy! 
 
    “Oh, my God!” she blurted. 
 
    She looked at the women gathered around the men. They babbled like idiots, for the most part, and the whole thing was insane! 
 
    Sam! she thought. 
 
    Nobody manning the reception station, the male security guards playing with their female organs, Leslie walked through the chaos. 
 
    She knew that Sam might be anywhere, and she was determined to find him. 
 
    Surely what had happen to the men hadn’t happened to Sam! 
 
    But she was ignoring the reality of the situation and just hoping. 
 
    She walked down the corridor and found him almost immediately. 
 
    He was across from an open door, leaning against a wall, stroking his…pussy. 
 
    “Sam!” Leslie crouched down. 
 
    He looked up, babbled, and that was all. 
 
    Leslie was stunned by the changes happening in Sam. She could still recognize him, but just barely. His face was smaller, more slender, his body was shorter, thinner, and boobs were getting big on his chest. The most amazing thing, however, was the absence of his dick! It was just a clitoris now, and he was rubbing it frantically. 
 
    Yet, he recognized her. The confusion in his eyes, he latched on to somebody who he knew, as if she could explain this terrible thing that had happened to him. 
 
    “Oh, Sam!” Leslie leaned forward and hugged him. 
 
    “Leslie?” 
 
    She jerked back at the weak sound of his voice. 
 
    Intelligence was in his eyes, but it faded almost immediately. 
 
    “Oh, God!” she wailed. She leaned forward again, and held him. 
 
    “Leslie?” 
 
    Again, she jerked back. Awareness was in his eyes, but, again, it faded. 
 
    Leslie blinked and realized something, when she put her head next to his he sounded like himself, be it in a high pitched voice. 
 
    She moved her head slowly towards him, and slowly, she saw his awareness come back into his eyes. 
 
    “Leslie,” he whispered. “What’s happening to me?” 
 
    She was an inch away from him. 
 
    She moved away from him and idiocy reflected in his eyes and he grabbed for her. “Don’t…don’t…” 
 
    She moved closer and he sighed.  
 
    They held each other, check to cheek, and he said, “Stay with me. When you leave I get stupid all over. It hurts to be so stupid.” 
 
    “Sam, what happened?” 
 
    “We were operating the accelerator and…and everything happened.” 
 
    “But that never happened before! Did it?” 
 
    “No,” he whimpered. 
 
    Women were running past them. Back in the lobby men were still sitting and rubbing themselves. 
 
    “Why are you okay…why are you smart when I’m near you.” 
 
    “I don’t know,” a sob escaped him. “But don’t leave me.” 
 
    “Okay, but…we have to do something.” 
 
    “Okay. Yes…just don’t make me stupid again.” 
 
    “Okay, let’s stand up.” 
 
    She held him, it was awkward, and helped him get to his feet. 
 
    “Oh, my God. I’m naked.” 
 
    “It’s okay, honey. Let’s walk to the lobby.” 
 
    She walked behind him, holding him, keeping her head close to his. They were moving like one body, and they were slow, but they stepped into the lobby. 
 
    There were a lot of women in the lobby now. Maybe fifty, and half a dozen men. The men gibbering like a bunch of naked apes, playing with themselves. 
 
    The women were gathered around the men, watching, talking, and one group was experimenting with their man. 
 
    He had been a six foot, skinny geek named Chuck, now he was five foot six, long hair, naked with dropping breasts and the wide eyes of a frightened girl. 
 
    They slapped his hand away from his groin, but it kept going back. It was as if the only thing he knew in the world was his sex organ. Which had been replaced by a plumpish looking vagina. 
 
    “Ga da boo fu wah wah,” he muttered, confused. 
 
    “Jeez, what the fuck happened to his brain?” asked one of the women. 
 
    “He was always a horn dog,” another women chirped. “Looks like karma to me.” 
 
    “Or God,” stated yet another woman. God did this to him for unauthorized erections.” The woman was Rhonda Fitzgerald, and she was big and fat and a Karen. 
 
    Several of the woman looked confused by this, and several of the women nodded. 
 
    “Well, I guess we better call the police.” 
 
    Then an argument erupted as to whether they should call the police or a hospital. Finally, Rhonda, who had made the remark about it being God’s will that made all men into idiots, took out her cell phone. 
 
    “Who are you calling?” asked someone. 
 
    “I’m calling the military. This is God working through foreign heathens. We’ve been invaded.” 
 
    The contradictions in her statement were numerous, but she had a presence that was putting her in charge, and she was the first to act. 
 
    Leslie heard the word military and knew she had to get Sam out of there. 
 
    Leslie had a brother in the military, and he was…weird. 
 
    He walked around all rigid, saluted anything that resembled a uniform, and liked to shoot guns. No way she was going to turn her lover over to somebody like that. 
 
    “Come on,” she murmured in Sam’s ear. 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    “We have to get out of here.” 
 
    Sam didn’t question, his mind was too busy trying to figure things out, he just walked along with her towards the front entrance. 
 
    Pushing through the door proved difficult as Sam had to open the door and hold it, and pass the holding of the door to Leslie, but they made it. 
 
    They stepped into the sunshine. They were as if glued together, her loins pressed against his buttocks, and she suddenly realized how sexual this was. 
 
    If it was the other way around he would be grinding his dick into her crack. But she didn’t have a dick, and now neither did he. 
 
    They walked down the shallow steps to the parking area. A fellow walking up, who had no idea that anything had happened in the building behind them, stared.  
 
    A clothed women walking like a Siamese twin behind a naked woman. And it wasn’t even Halloween! 
 
    They moved between the rows of cars and arrived at Leslie’s Camry. She clicked her fob and a beep sounded and the car unlocked. 
 
    “How we going to do this?” asked Sam. 
 
    “I’m going to have to part from you for a second.  
 
    “No! No!” 
 
    Sam kept his head back against hers and turned in her arms and grabbed her. “I don’t want to be stupid! It hurts too much!” 
 
    “But we have to, Sam.” 
 
    “No, no!” He was turning, twisting to look at her car. He was frightened, but he had some smarts and he studied her car. 
 
    “Look, I’ll sit in the passenger seat. I can crawl over the console and…” 
 
    “Better get in the backseat. You can lean over the seat then.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    A decision reached, they began the task of entering the car. 
 
    First he tried to back into the driver’s seat, then back over the front seat, but between the steering wheel and his hanging boobs he couldn’t do it. 
 
    “Okay, let’s try getting into the back seat, then I’ll go feet first into he front. 
 
    “All right.” 
 
    And it worked. It was awkward, but she managed to snake down into the seat, and he managed to keep his head next to hers. 
 
    She started the car, backed out of the space and headed for the exit. 
 
    Sam leaned over the seat, held to her shoulders and kept his head pressed against her. 
 
    They drove out the exit, and just beat the arriving forces. Cops, ambulances, and…troops. 
 
    And the cops and the troops were carrying serious firepower. They were holding assault rifles as they closed off the road that led to the parking area and the accelerator building. 
 
    “Holly, crap!” muttered Sam, angling to watch through the rear view mirror. “We got out just in time.” 
 
    “You’re not kidding,” and Leslie pressed on the foot accelerator. 
 
     
 
    Leslie lived in a house up on Skyline. It was on the backside, facing the ocean, and it was old and shabby. Still, it was house, and now it was a refuge. 
 
    She sped up a rather long drive over cracked and sunken slabs of concrete and stopped into front of the house. 
 
    “Okay, help me back. 
 
    Sam pulled, she pushed, honking the horn once, and they managed to back out of the back door in the car. Then, again walking like a twins, they headed up the path to her house. 
 
    They stepped through the door, and that was when she realized how bad the situation was. It was like Sam was a growth on her, and she couldn’t get rid of him. 
 
    How was she going to do the simple things? How could she cook in a small kitchen? Hell, how could she sit on a toilet with him pressing his head against hers. 
 
    “Let’s sit down,” she said, indicating a couch. 
 
    They sat, and even that simple act required thought and planning and a certain degree of coordination. 
 
    “Sam, we’re going to have to figure something out.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “We can’t be connected at the head like this. I have to do things, and…” she was about to say ‘so do you,’ but if he turned into an idiot when she wasn’t connected to him then what did he really have to do? 
 
    Sam was near panic. “You don’t understand. When you move your head away, even just shift it or turn it a little, I feel it. I feel pain in my head, and my thoughts turn all fuzzy, then…I’m …I don’t know!” 
 
    She knew what he would do. If she moved away he would sit there and play with his new female apparatus. 
 
    “Okay, but we have to do something.” 
 
    “Well,” and it popped out of him, “can you give me your earrings.” 
 
    She turned towards him, angled her head so their foreheads were pressed together and they could look at each others eyes. “What? why earrings?” 
 
    “Because when I’m closer to your earrings I’m smarter, sharper. When I’m—“ 
 
    She interrupted him by moving her head across his, pressing her earrings against his cranium. 
 
    “Oh, yes! That’s better! There’s almost no pain, and I can think better.” 
 
    She moved back to the forehead to forehead position and gazed at him. 
 
    He mumbled, “Ow.” 
 
    What if it’s not me? she thought. What if it’s my earrings? 
 
    By feel, she undid one of her earrings and held it to his ear. She took off the other one— 
 
    “What are you doing?” Panic rising in his voice. 
 
    “Shhh. It’s an experiment.” 
 
    She pressed the other earring to his other ear, then she slowly backed away from him. 
 
    Sam’s eyes grew wide, then he realized he wasn’t getting dumb. 
 
    “It’s okay!” He clapped his hands to his ears and took over holding the earrings in place. 
 
    Leslie stood up and looked down at him. 
 
    He looked up at her. He was still scared, but…he was still able to think! 
 
    “Well, that’s something,” said Leslie, pondering over the situation. 
 
    Sam sat and watched her, and his eyes were filled with puppy dog love. 
 
    He loved her, but now she was his savior. She had helped him out of the accelerator building, and now she had even afforded him the ability to think on his own. 
 
    What a woman! 
 
    “I’m going to get us something to eat. Why don’t you turn on the TV and see if there’s anything on the news. 
 
    While Leslie put together a couple of sandwiches Sam stared at the boob tube. Out of some sense of propriety he was holding cushions against himself, covering his body. 
 
    “What’s happening?” 
 
    “Nothing. There was a report of a fire at the accelerator, but there’s no pictures and they just passed by the story. 
 
    “They’re probably covering it up. Don’t want the world to know what’s happening.” 
 
    “Why would they do that?” 
 
    “Because they’re the government, and the government exists by making people stupid enough to keep them in power.” 
 
    Sam thought about that. He and Leslie had discussed conspiracy theories before, but now it looked like they were part of one. 
 
    “But where’s the harm in telling people what’s happening? It might save somebody!” 
 
    “Do you think he government cares about people?” 
 
    She started reeling off anecdotes. The CIA using LSD on colleges. Kennedy’s assassination. The weaponization of the DOJ for the Trump years. 
 
    And the list, Sam had to admit, was long. 
 
    And while he had never believed in this stuff before, he now couldn’t afford not to believe in it now. 
 
    When Leslie was finished talking about conspiracies and why the government wouldn't want anybody to know they could make men into women now, he asked, “What can we do?” 
 
    He wasn’t talking about fighting conspiracies…he was just asking about his own present condition. 
 
    “Well, I know one thing.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “We have to pierce your ears.” 
 
      
 
    It took five minutes to pierce his ears, but fifteen minutes to go through her earrings collection and find the ones that worked the best on his waning intelligence. 
 
    “Ow! That hurts!” Gold didn’t work. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” Diamonds made him sharper than a needle. 
 
    “Ga da fu fu…” he burbled when she tried some sort of composite aluminum thing. She quickly put back the diamond earrings. 
 
    “Okay, now we know,” she said. 
 
    He was so relieved that he began pulling on his nipples and rubbing his clitoris. 
 
    “But why?” he mumbled, looking at the hand that had been rubbing his groin, and snaking it back. 
 
    Leslie watched him, realized he was touching himself, not frantically, but…just touching. Feeling. 
 
    “Are you horny?” she asked. 
 
    “Oh, God, yes.” 
 
    “Well,” she took his hand out of his lap. “I know that the sexual centers are in the frontal lobe, so whatever is happening to you is stimulating that area of the brain. 
 
    His hand snaked back down. She realized it was unconscious, just an impulse that could not be ignored. 
 
    “Here, hold this,” she handed him her purse. 
 
    “What for?” 
 
    “To keep your hands busy.” 
 
    It worked. 
 
    She smiled and continued, “So the sexual centers in your brain are being stimulated, but the presence of diamonds at your ears reduces the stimulation. At least a bit.” 
 
    Sam looked at his hand holding the purse. “Yeah. I mean, even though I’m holding the purse, I want to put my hands down there and…and…” 
 
    “Jack off.” 
 
    He nodded. Caught between misery and lust. He held on tighter to the purse, knowing that thinking was more important than sex. 
 
    “Maybe it’s something like you need external poles to reduce a frequency, or something.” 
 
    “Something.” He was sweating. If he let go of the purse… 
 
    “We’re going to need to set up some experiments. We need to ascertain—“ 
 
    Sam lurched forward and kissed Leslie. 
 
    Leslie was surprised, she opened her eyes wide, but she didn’t move. She let Sam have his way, and she watched him. 
 
    It wasn’t like they hadn’t had sex before, and the more she knew about this phenomena the better she could deal with it. 
 
    He held her, and their breasts were pressed together, the pillow Sam had been holding between them. 
 
    He whispered. “Please…can we?” 
 
    “Of course,” she kissed him back and Sam let go of the purse. 
 
    They hugged, were entwined, and Sam’s hands started taking off Leslie’s clothes. 
 
    Leslie became caught up in the moment. The truth was, she had never touched a woman like this. But Sam was a man! Wasn’t he? Even though he had a female body? 
 
    The wild thought crossed her mind, I don’t want to be a lesbian! 
 
    But that thought sort of flitted away, and she lost herself in Sam’s now plump lips. She felt his large tits with her hands and brushed her fingers over his nipples. 
 
    Sam groaned and white hot fever rushed from his groin to all parts of his body. 
 
    Then Leslie was naked, and Sam was pushing her back on the couch. 
 
    Sam was used to being in control, and it was residual maleness that made him try to take charge. 
 
    But Leslie didn’t want him to be in charge. She was curious about his female body, and she wanted to be on top, looking down. 
 
    She pushed back, and Sam gave way and laid down on his back. 
 
    Leslie broke the kiss and used her hands in his groin area. She rubbed his slit and pinched his clitoris. 
 
    Sam groaned, and then…giggled. 
 
    She had never heard him giggle before. Giggling was a particularly female way of laughing. 
 
    She realized that the changes Sam was going through were affecting him on very deep levels. He wasn’t just looking like a woman, he was becoming, DNA deep, a woman. 
 
    Which didn’t stop her lust. She was fired up now, her pussy was dripping and her breasts were flushed with heat. 
 
    She sucked on his nips and grabbed his mons and started squeezing, pushing, and then she inserted a finger into him. 
 
    “FU-U-U-“ 
 
    Sam came harder than she had ever cum. 
 
    It’s his latent maleness, he’s still got the male drive, but it’s pushing a female orgasm! she thought. 
 
    She held on as he jerked and twitched, marveling at the violence of a male orgasm made female. She wasn’t getting off herself, but this was so incredible she didn’t care. 
 
    Besides, she could always make him get her off later. 
 
    Right now, it was probably important to let Sam know some of the benefits of having female sex organs. 
 
    And Sam kept cumming and cumming.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    Then commenced one of the more fun episodes in Leslie’s life. She got to dress Sam as a woman. 
 
    Of course, his body was a woman’s. 
 
    “We’ve got to get some clothes on you,” she said. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “To get something to go with this earrings,” she said wryly. 
 
    She led Sam into her room. “We’re about the same size, but we’re going to have to get you your own clothes, too. Jump in the shower and scrape that hair off.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She realized that though Sam was smarter, and not in pain, he wasn’t as smart as he had once been. 
 
    “Get rid of your hair.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because women don’t go around with jungles in their armpits.” 
 
    “But how come I have to—“ 
 
    “Look,” she interrupted, getting ahead of the game. “I don’t have hair. Except for my plucked eyebrows and my luscious locks. You, too. You’ve got to make your body sexy.” 
 
    He was having a rough time with the word ‘sexy.’ Studly he understood, but…sexy? 
 
    Sam looked down at his body. His skin was whiter, softer, and it had light fluff here and there, and armpit hair, and a good-sized garden on his groin. 
 
    Yah, he guessed he could understand the ‘sexy’ reference, but he knew so little about what women did to make themselves beautiful. 
 
    Finally, Leslie grabbed him and walked him into the bathroom. She spritzed him with Nair, which turned into a gel, and she rubbed him down. She spent a lot of time smushing her hand into his groin and he liked that and started going with it. 
 
    “Easy, tiger. You’ve just had a world class orgasm. You don’t want to hurt yourself.” 
 
    “You can hurt yourself by cumming?” 
 
    Leslie shook her head sadly. She didn’t know how little men really knew. Of course, he was a little stupider, too. 
 
    Still, he was her boyfriend, and a great guy, so she just grinned and kept rubbing him. 
 
    After fifteen minutes the gel started to burn and Leslie pushed him into the shower and rinsed him off. 
 
    Sam was amazed at how different he felt without hair. It was like he could really feel his skin! 
 
    “Stop preening and put this on,” Leslie chuckled. 
 
    Sam left the mirror, took he bra she handed him, and stared at it. “Really?” 
 
    “Unless you want saggy bags that drag.” 
 
    “Oh, uh…okay.” 
 
    She helped him figure it out, and he was amazed to find that he was quite a bit more flexible than he had been. 
 
    “You don’t have all those nasty muscles binding you up,” and she tossed him panties. 
 
    Again, the stare, then a shrug, and he pulled them on. fortunately, he wasn’t so stupid he couldn’t figure it out. 
 
    Leslie stood back and nodded. “Okay, you’re not used to dresses, and you’d probably end up showing all the boys you’re pussy. So let’s put you in a culotte.” 
 
    “What’s a culotte?” 
 
    “This.” She handed him a dress that was sort of like shorts. At least, it looked like a dress, but he was going to have to take it down to—and he realized that he was going to have to sit down to pee from here on! 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’m going to have to sit down like…like…” 
 
    “Like a girl?” she grinned. “You are a girl. I usually think of you as male, but, really, that’s a thing of the past.” 
 
    He stood in his culotte and bra and was sad. 
 
    “Hey, was the orgasm worth it?” 
 
    He smiled. The pros outweighed the cons. 
 
    As a matter of fact, as time went on he would realize that there really weren’t any bad points. It was just a matter of emphasizing the good. 
 
    “Here go,” she tossed him a sweat shirt that was way too short. It was cut off just below the boobs, and much too revealing. 
 
    And he was just stupid enough to get embarrassed. 
 
    “I can’t look like this!” 
 
    “Too late. Besides, you liked it when I looked like that.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…that’s you!” 
 
    “And now it’s you. Let’s do your nails.” 
 
    “Nails? Fingernails?” 
 
    “And toenails. And make up. And maybe even put a tampon in you.” 
 
    “What!” His voice, already high pitched, cracked even higher. It was almost a squeal. 
 
    Leslie laughed and put him in her vanity chair, then she began painting his toenails. 
 
    Sam stared as his tootsies became sexy, little things. 
 
    Then she fitted long fake nails to his fingers and started painting them. 
 
    When she was done he lifted his hands and inspected them. He was freaked, but it wasn’t allied. 
 
    “Just make sure you don’t pick your nose. You might perforate whatever’s left of your frontal lobe.” 
 
    “Hardee har har.” 
 
    “Oh, and be careful wiping. Here, put these on.” 
 
    She handed him nylons. 
 
    “But I’ve already got this culotte thing on!” 
 
    “Your pant legs are wide enough, you can roll the nylons right up to the of your thighs. They’ll be tight and they’ll stay there.” 
 
    Sam was dubious, but when he finally had the nylons on he realized she was right. 
 
    She stood him up and they looked in a mirror. They were very similar in appearance. 
 
    “Damn! I think your boobs may be bigger than mine!” 
 
    “You think so?” He felt a momentary surge of pride and stuck his chest out. 
 
    “Bitch,” Leslie shouted, then she pushed Sam down onto the vanity chair and began to make him up. 
 
    “Do I have to wear this stuff?” 
 
    “Absolutely. If you look the slightest bit like a male…I’ll bet you’ll get arrested.” 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    “Those were military boys taking over your linear accelerator. You think they’re just there for show?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “If every male in that building has turned into a female you can bet the government is going to be interested.” 
 
    “I don’t want to talk about conspiracies again.” 
 
    “No problem, as long as you realize that you may become a wanted man.” 
 
    “Even here?” 
 
    “How many people know I’m your girlfriend?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “When they count heads and come up short, and when they start looking into you, they’ll show up here.” 
 
    “Should I try to get out of the country or something?” 
 
    “Negative. You run and they chase. We’ll get you some fake ID and when they knock on the door all they’ll see is a couple of air headed bimbos with obvious IDs.” 
 
    She had finished putting on his foundation, and she began working on the blush, then his eyes. She painted his eyelids a light grey which made his eyes look very alluring. 
 
    Finally, she began painting his lips. 
 
    It felt odd. Beyond odd. He smacked his lips in the mirror and…almost fainted. 
 
    “Hey! Hey! Buck up, bucko!” 
 
    He nodded, swayed a little in her grasp, and fought off the feeling. 
 
     
 
    That night, all dressed up and nowhere to go, they finally heard some news on the TV. A hair head came on the screen and announced: 
 
    “There has been an accident in a linear accelerator, and several men have received non lethal doses of radioactivity. They are being watched over and there is no danger to the pubic.” 
 
    That was it. Twelve seconds of non-information. No mention of men being changed into women. No real numbers. No mention of the military…nothing. 
 
    Both Leslie and Sam knew that about a hundred men, who were now women, were now guests of the US government. Whether at the accelerator or some barracks somewhere, they were being held against their will. 
 
    If they had will. If they hadn’t discovered the earring trick they were probably all babbling and fucking themselves. 
 
    “Wow,” said Sam. 
 
    Leslie just sighed and nibbled on a fingernail. 
 
    “What do you think we should do?” she asked. 
 
    “I’d like to get back in the lab and see what happened. Maybe if I can find out what happened I can reverse it.” 
 
    Leslie turned to him. She sat cross legged and judged him. 
 
    He was a handsome enough man, but as a woman he was a knock out. And his breasts were bigger than hers. 
 
    And she wondered whether she actually wanted him to turn back into a man. 
 
    But, she sighed, of course she did. 
 
    Still, he was so beautiful he was turning her on. 
 
    I’m not a lesbian! she thought. But there was doubt in her mind. 
 
      
 
    “Morning ma’am, we’re looking for Sam Jensen. Has he been here?” 
 
    “I haven’t seen him. Wasn’t there an accident at that power plant thing where he works?” 
 
    The two military men, handsome and powerful in their uniforms, ignored her question. 
 
    “Is there anybody else here?” 
 
    “Just my friend,” Leslie turned and yelled, “Roxanne?” 
 
    Sam entered the room. He had been hiding in the bedroom, but he knew he was going to have to make an appearance? 
 
    “Hey, Leslie—oh, visitors!” 
 
    Leslie had drilled Sam in how to act, and he pulled it off without a hitch. 
 
    It helped that his DNA was almost totally nothing but Xs. 
 
    “Miss, we’re looking for Sam Jensen, have you seen him?” 
 
    “Oh, no.” Sam stood next to Leslie. “We’re going to the zoo. Want to come?” 
 
    “Uh, no ma’am.” 
 
    The men couldn’t keep their eyes off Sam’s chest. 
 
    A minute later the men were gone, and the girls—it would be inaccurate to refer to them as male and female now, they were both girls—turned their back to the door and sagged. 
 
    “That was close.” 
 
    “You really did the trick with that zoo thing.” 
 
    “I was lucky.” 
 
    “Think they’ll be back?” 
 
    “Probably. We’ll get you some fake ID this morning, and let’s look the internet and see about the accelerator.” 
 
    The two girls went to the kitchen and turned on Leslie’s lap top. 
 
    Sam worked on breakfast, figuring out how to do things with little knives on the tips of his fingers, and Leslie, being in computer software, searched the net. 
 
    “Nothing,” she murmured as Sam put together scrambled eggs. “The fire department doesn’t have anything in their online log, and there is nothing in the police reports.” 
 
    “Can you get into the military computers?” 
 
    “I don’t dare. They have so many alarms and things we’d get caught in an instant. Heck, I’ll bet NSA is looking over our shoulder right now.” 
 
    “Really?” Sam cooked the bacon, placing a pan over the strips so they wouldn’t curl. 
 
    “Really. Wait, okay…we have something.” 
 
    Sam left the cooking for a second and looked over her shoulder. 
 
    A drone picture appeared, the viewpoint climbed over the accelerator, showed all he military vehicles lined up by the building. 
 
    Leslie read, “Some guy was playing with his drone and…we’ve got military involvement.” 
 
    “Can we get in touch with the guy?” 
 
    “Don’t dare. The military is going to be all over him. They don’t like it when people see what they are doing.” 
 
    “More conspiracy theory.” But Sam wasn’t complaining, just stating. He was coming around to Leslie’s point of view. 
 
    “If you doubt, mumbled Leslie, viewing the video of the accelerator over and over again, Just ask Cliven Bundy. 
 
    They watched the video several more times, did more searching, then stopped for the day. They ate, did the dishes, then headed out to find illegal IDs. 
 
     
 
    Three days of hiding in plain sight, and it was wearing on Sam. He had fake ID, that wasn’t hard, but the idea of driving and being pulled over was…wearing. 
 
    The army people came by twice more. But they weren’t unduly suspicious, ore like they were covering bases. 
 
    “So what do you want to do?” asked Leslie. They were sitting on the couch, looking at the laptop for news, of which there wasn’t any. 
 
    “I want to go back to the lab.” 
 
    “The military is going to be there.” 
 
    “A couple of guards. They won’t be expecting me to come calling, if they expect anything at all. We can avoid them pretty easy. But I’m afraid if we wait too long they’ll do something to the accelerator, wipe out the software or something.” 
 
    Leslie sat back and pondered. She finally turned to Sam. “And you have to do this?” 
 
    “What are the options?” 
 
    “Stay a girl. Build a new life.” 
 
    “Living under the gun, always afraid they’ll catch me.” 
 
    “We don’t even know for sure that they want you. The few visits from the army have been pretty low key.”  
 
    He sighed. “Look, as long as I’m at risk…I need to find out what happened. Then I can make a decision as to whether I would change back.” 
 
    Leslie smiled. There was something in Sam’s voice that told her he was thinking about his options. 
 
    She closed the laptop and moved around to face him. they were now sitting on the couch, cross legged, facing each other. 
 
    Sam’s breath caught a little. He could feel the change in Leslie’s attitude. 
 
    They had made love several times over the last few days, and he was liking it more and more. Female orgasms were just the bomb. They were much more powerful than male orgasms. Males just squirted, grunted, big big bop, and they were done. 
 
    Females went into the stratosphere. It was like they were volcanoes erupting, earth quakes quaking. 
 
    The idea of staying a woman was tempting, but he didn’t know what he would do, even if he had the choice. 
 
    To help him choose, however, Leslie was becoming more aggressive. 
 
    She leaned forward, put a hand behind Sam’s neck and pulled him to her. Her perfect lips nibbled on his, and he was suddenly breathless. 
 
    “I bought a dildo,” whispered Leslie. 
 
    Sam jerked back, wide-eyed. “Really?” 
 
    “Yep. And it’s dying for a test run. You want to lie down for me? Or get on all fours? Or assume a position you never even dreamed of as a male?” 
 
    Sam was grinning now, and he nodded. 
 
    Leslie went into the bedroom and returned wearing a strap on. 
 
    Sam stared at the big thing as she stood in front of him. The dick was pointing right at his mouth. 
 
    “That’s big.” 
 
    “It’ll fit.” 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    “Mouth, pussy, anus…what do you care?” She was grinning, then she moved closer. 
 
    There was still male attitude in Sam, but not much. 
 
    He conquered his fears easily, after all, this wasn’t going to make him gay, not when he was a girl. He opened his mouth and Leslie slowly face fucked him. 
 
    “Don’t you wish it could really squirt?” 
 
    “Unh huh!” He nodded, then Leslie grabbed his head and held him in place, at the same time her penis started squirting in Sam’s mouth. 
 
    “Wha…wha…” but she laughed and held him, and then he tasted it. The ‘semen’ was nothing more than sugar syrup. 
 
    He looked up at her as she went in and out. 
 
    “That’s right, honey, there’s a little squeeze bulb, and you’ve just given your first blow job.” 
 
    It wasn’t long before Sam enjoyed it. And then he enjoyed something else. 
 
    That first touch of penis, that moment o stretch and entry, it blew his mind. He blew her cock and she blew his mind, fair trade. 
 
    And their love making continued. 
 
      
 
    The following day, at dusk, Sam and Leslie hiked over shallow hills. They came to a barbed wire fence with the sign saying, 
 
      
 
    ‘Government Property! 
 
    Do Not Enter!’ 
 
      
 
    They entered. 
 
    “You sure they don’t have warning systems or something?” 
 
    “Nah. I know the security guy, and he was always grousing about the fact that they didn’t have cameras out here.” 
 
    They walked over another shallow hill and crept up to the rise just behind the accelerator building. 
 
    They lay on the grass and studied the place through binoculars. 
 
    “Looks quiet,” murmured Sam. 
 
    “There’s a back door over there, do you want to try it?” 
 
    “Yep. Or…wait, there’s an open window on the right. 
 
    Leslie followed his finger and saw the long sideways window that was tilted open. she smiled. 
 
    They were both wearing black, and they slithered down the slope and approached the building.  
 
    The window opened up on a classroom, and they had no trouble creeping through the window. 
 
    They stood in the classroom and looked around. At the door was a coatrack, and several lab coats hung from the thing. 
 
    “Here we go,” Sam handed one to Leslie and they looked out the door. There was nobody in the corridor. 
 
    “Do you know where we are?” 
 
    “Yep. There’s am entrance to the basement right down the hall. Ready?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    They sauntered out the door to the classroom. They kept their heads down, Sam holding a clipboard and looking like he was explaining something to his fellow geek. 
 
    They came to the door with no problem and headed down some stairs. 
 
    A couple of minutes later they were in Sam’s cubicle. The row of lights, the switches, everything was as he had left it. 
 
    Even the computer was still on, and he quickly began searching through it. 
 
    “Okay, I know when the event occurred, I just need some readings, and we’ll be out of here.” 
 
    “You can’t…undo whatever happened?” 
 
    “I don’t know. But if I study the readings I might get a clue. Then we can come back and look into actually starting this thing up.” 
 
    Leslie frowned. She had been hoping he could find his answers right on the spot, and…decide to stay female. 
 
    He worked the computer for long minutes, moving the cursor around, making a file to hold what he had found, then he pulled a thumb drive out of his pocket and slipped it into the computer. 
 
    Two minutes later he extracted the thumb drive, put it in his pocket, and they headed out of his work space. 
 
    Up the stairs, and they looked down the corridor. 
 
    Leslie was ecstatic. they were going to make it! 
 
    They headed down the corridor again, using the same clipboard trick. “Oh, God,” Leslie whispered. They were ten feet from the door, and the classroom and the window and…freedom! 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    A figure turned into the hallway in front of them.  
 
    “Oh, fuck,” Sam whispered. 
 
    It was Rhonda Fitzgerald. She was the obese Karen who thought she ran the world. and who had yelled about the changing of male sex as revenge from God. 
 
    “What are you two doing here?” 
 
    Sam put a smile on his face and said, “Got lost.” 
 
    “Where are your badges?” 
 
    “Right in here. We came back for them.” 
 
    Rhonda took out her cell and thumbed it. “Got a couple of intruders in wing B.” 
 
    Fuck!” yelped Sam. He ran for the door to the classroom. 
 
    He was faster than fat Rhonda, but Leslie wasn’t. 
 
    “Gotcha!” 
 
    Sam couldn’t leave Leslie behind. He picked up a book on a counter and went back out into the corridor. Rhonda was using her weight to push Leslie up against the wall. 
 
    “Sam!” 
 
    Rhonda started to turn, and Sam swung the book. 
 
    Books aren’t heavy, they don’t weigh too much, and Sam didn’t even have male bulk to help him deliver the blow. He did, however, have surprise. 
 
    He smacked Rhonda in the face and the big woman went down with a frightened yelp. 
 
    So much for might being right. 
 
    Sam grabbed Leslie and they charged through the classroom and dropped down from the window. 
 
    “Hurry!” Sam yelled. 
 
    They shed their white coats and ran up the hill. Dusk had fallen and they were hidden in the night. 
 
    They heard yells and shouts behind them, then they crested the hill. 
 
    “We’re going to make it!” gasped Sam. Even as a man he wasn’t used to running like this, and as a women he was totally out of condition. 
 
    They came to the fence, crawled under it, and…a brilliant light lit them up. 
 
    A roar came overhead. 
 
    A low flying helicopter shone a search light on them. 
 
    “HALT!” came the command. 
 
    They didn’t halt, but they also didn’t have a chance. They ran a hundred yards, then two squads of men cornered them. Their car was just through some woods, but another squad had already surrounded it. 
 
    They fell to their knees and hugged each other as armed soldiers surrounded them. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t believe you people,” army Colonel Jefferson Hanks shook his head. 
 
    Sam and Leslie were back in the accelerator building, heads hanging, sitting in metal folding chairs and bemoaning their fate. 
 
    Leslie looked up at the Colonel. “You don’t have the right to hold us!” 
 
    He smiled. 
 
    “We’re United States citizens!” 
 
    He laughed. 
 
    A sergeant came in and made a report about the perimeter being secured. Salutes were exchanged and the sergeant left the room. 
 
    Now it was only Sam, Leslie, and the military man. 
 
    “What are you going to do to us?” asked Sam. 
 
    The Colonel sat back, his face wreathed in a happy smile. “What should we do with you?” 
 
    “Let us go!” snapped Leslie. 
 
    “And what would you do if we did?” 
 
    “We would live a quiet life, not go to the newspapers.” 
 
    “So let me ask you, why makes you think the newspapers would care about your story? And, while I’m at it…what is your story?” 
 
    Sam and Leslie exchanged glances. 
 
    “I know what your story is. You’re going to claim you were changed,” he looked at Sam, “into a woman. Correct?” 
 
    Sam started to open his mouth, then closed it. 
 
    The Colonel continued. “Do you know how many men are changed into women every year?” 
 
    Sam and Leslie were blank. 
 
    “The actual figures, from the latest poll—and it is an actual poll, not from CNN or FOX or any of those idiots—is 38 to 1,647 per 100,000 people. Take 1,000 as an average. That’s one out of every hundred men are choosing to be women.” 
 
    “I don’t understand,” Sam frowned. 
 
    “What I’m saying is that you changing into a woman is old news. So you found a new method, a method which is an accident and hasn’t been replicated yet, so what? Do you think a mighty mass of citizens will rise up in revolt and outlaw transgender surgery?” 
 
    Sam and Leslie looked at each other. They were now totally confused. 
 
    “I don’t understand…” Sam whispered. 
 
    “Well, understand this. You were arrested for trespassing on government property. Although, to be honest, only one of you was trespassing. You, Sam, if that’s what you go by now—should we call you Samantha?—already work here. A little unauthorized overtime? Eh?” 
 
    He turned to Leslie. “And while we could charge you, put you in jail, and even for a number of years, what would that do? We’d have to support you, feed you, pay you and…for what? You are no threat, and as I have already stated, if you claim Sam was turned into a woman…so what? Not even Tucker Carlson would pick up that story.” 
 
    The room went silent. The Colonel sat back and watched them, and seemed to be waiting. 
 
    Sam and Leslie stared at him. 
 
    “What the fuck,” Sam barely breathed the expletive. 
 
    “Fuck the what,” responded Leslie. 
 
    “So what are you going to do to us?” 
 
    “Aside from drawing and quartering? Or a session on the rack?” He was laughing, making fun of their fears. “Let me explain what our real concern is.” 
 
    They waited. 
 
    “This installation is being taken over by the military. We wish to discover what you did, how this happened. Furthermore, we want to look into why Sam isn’t a blithering idiot like the other men.” 
 
    Leslie’s jumped ahead.. “You want to weaponize this…this event!” 
 
    The Colonel didn’t admit to it. But his smile, his attitude, that was exactly what the government wanted to do. 
 
    He leaned back, put his hands behind his head. “Aside from the commercial uses, no more risky surgery, it looks like complete switch, and we might even be able to switch people back. but think about it. Russia wants to bomb us, we throw an F bomb at them—“ 
 
    “F bomb? You’re going to swear at them?” 
 
    The Colonel chuckled. “No, a Feminization bomb. We make all the men into women. Women are far less aggressive, less liable to wage war,  and some of those men who get changed into women will be wanting to change back, and they will become very amenable. End of war.” 
 
    They stared at him with open eyes. 
 
    Then they looked at each other. 
 
    Then the Colonel stood up. “You’re free to leave. If you want to work for us—we could really use you, Sam. You were there, ground zero, when the first F bomb went off, and we really do want to know why you are still sane. And you, Leslie, we’ve checked your records, except for a slight fascination with conspiracy theories, you are very well regarded int he software field. If you want to come with Sam…we can use you. Anyway, I’ve got dinner waiting, so think it over, and if you want, just drop by tomorrow and we’ll put you to work. See ya.” 
 
    Colonel Jefferson Hanks smiled, nodded, and walked out of the room. 
 
      
 
    They lay in bed that night. Exhausted from he long day, but still having enough energy for sex. 
 
    Afterwards, they stared at the ceiling and discussed the Colonel’s offer. 
 
    “Are you going to do it?” asked Leslie. 
 
    “Probably,” said Sam. “It’s a chance to keep doing the work that I love. but…what do you want to do?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t want you to work for them.” 
 
    “Why? The conspiracy thing? Working for the bad guys?” 
 
    She nibbled her lip and thought, and said, “Well, I’ve actually come around on that. After all, if you do succeed in perfecting the F Bomb then you could be saving millions of lives. And there would be no more risky surgeries…I could live with that. And we could definitely help the men already turned into morons.” 
 
    “Then what? Why don’t you want me working for them?” 
 
    Leslie rolled over and kissed Sam’s nipples, bringing a big groan out of him. 
 
    “I don’t want you working for them because…I don’t want you changing back into a man.” 
 
    Sam sighed, and he thought. 
 
    He had been a man, and now he was a woman. And he liked being a woman. He liked being able to wear sexy clothes, he liked the feeling of lingerie under the sexy clothes. He liked how extra sensitive his nipples were, and being penetrated by the big dildo had really rocked his world. 
 
    He looked at Leslie. “Okay. I’ll stay a woman.” 
 
    Leslie climbed on him, kissed him. Then she had a thought: “What if you change accidentally, an event, like the first time?” 
 
    He smiled, “Then I’ll demand they change me back.” 
 
    “Oh, goody!” She yelped, and she kissed him and hugged him and loved him and…got out the dildo. 
 
     
 
    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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    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    Those poor guys! All they do is think about their dicks. Isn’t there something we can do for them? 
 
    Well, maybe, but it involves choices. 
 
    If you’re a guy and you’re too horny…what’s your choice? 
 
    Would you like to be chastised? Unable to use your weenie, but just getting hornier and hornier? 
 
    Or would you prefer feminization, learning how the other side lives. Would that float your boat? 
 
    Or how about chemical castration? You could take a drug and be limp for a year! That would sure do it! 
 
    Or is there a fourth method? One that you haven’t thought of yet? 
 
    So here’s the story of John Lawson, a horny man who is brought to a final choice, and the fourth solution to this nasty problem of being too horny. 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
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    Part One 
 
      
 
    “Johnny Lawson! How the hell are you!” 
 
    Johnny was a smart fellow, and handsome, and he did as his name commanded. He was a lawyer, a ‘son of the law.’ He looked across the bar and saw Benny Jetson. 
 
    “Benny!” 
 
    Johnny, or John, as he liked to be called these days, made his way across the bar. He hugged Benny and they pounded each other on the back. 
 
    “Jeez! I haven’t seen you since college! What you doing these days?” 
 
    They found a table and Benny grinned, “Gettin’ in trouble and likin’ it. What are you doing?” 
 
    “Oh, I got married, last year. Want to see?” 
 
    John got out his cell phone and showed him a picture of his wife, Lia. 
 
    “Hey, that’s some babe!” 
 
    “How about you? Married?” 
 
    “Was, not no longer.” 
 
    “Oh, sorry.” 
 
    “Not to be sorry. I wasn’t good enough for her. There’s some things I needed to learn.” 
 
    “You? Need to learn? Now that’s a new song. You always were the most arrogant SOB on the planet.” 
 
    “I know, but…” he shrugged. “Sometimes you have to grow up.” 
 
    “So what are you doing in the big city?” 
 
    “Meeting someone.” 
 
    “A new girl already, eh?” 
 
    “I wish. But, no. Just somebody to help me work on my game.” 
 
    A waitress appeared and they ordered Coke Highs. Or, as it is better known, bourbon and Cokes. 
 
    They continued small talk, working their way back to their college days. They discussed sports, work, cheerleaders, their fun times playing baseball on the college team. 
 
    “Man, we weren’t very good,” Benny admitted. 
 
    “No, we weren’t. I don’t think I ever hit it out of the infield, and if I did it was an easy catch.” 
 
    “You were good as a fielder, though.” 
 
    “Lucky as a fielder you mean.” 
 
    They chuckled, sipped, and John suddenly felt a presence behind him 
 
    “Hey! Shiela!” Benny blurted. 
 
    John turned and there she was, his worst nightmare. 
 
    “Benny, honey,” the woman brushed past John and hugged Benny, then she turned to John. 
 
    “Honey, this is Johnny Lawson.” 
 
    She was his height, five foot eight, her body was a perfect hourglass, if you liked your hourglasses heavy on the top. Her hair was a blonde set of curls laying on the shoulders. Her blue eyes pierced him through and through, and laughed the whole while. 
 
    For a second he didn’t know what to say. Of all the gin joints in all the world… 
 
    But she set the tone. She offered her delicate, red tipped hand and said, “Please to meet you, Johnny.” 
 
    Her eyes sparkled, and she pretended she didn’t know him. 
 
    He shook her hand, feeling the familiar shiver in his body. His dick stood up in his lap, the way she had trained it to. 
 
    “Johnny is an old school buddy. We played baseball on the same team. Man, those were the days. Young and dumb, eh?” 
 
    John tried to make his chuckle look natural, but he froze when Shiela added, “And full of cum, no doubt.” 
 
    Benny laughed, and John studied his friend. 
 
    He was happy, no doubt. But he was also super excited. Sexually excited, and he wondered what hoops Shiela had him jumping through? He wondered if Benny’s backside was striped, or maybe his cock locked up. 
 
    Or maybe Shiela had learned new tricks since he had known her. 
 
    She would certainly have learned new tricks. 
 
    His conjecturing was cut short when Shiela half whispered to Benny. “I’ll take a…whatever you’re drinking.” 
 
    Benny jumped up, a well trained puppy dog. “I’ll get John and I a refill, too.” And he made his way through the crowd. 
 
    John was left staring at Shiela.  
 
    Who laughed. 
 
    “Well, well. I come to the big city and guess who I run into.” 
 
    “Hi, Shiela.” 
 
    “Hi” he says. “As if he hasn’t been on his knees before me, begging for a stroke or two.” 
 
    “Whips or my dick. I never knew which.” 
 
    “So what are you doing now, Johnny.” 
 
    “I’m married.” He half blurted it, he wanted to set the lines up before Shiela even thought what he knew she would think. 
 
    She thought about it, pursed her lips, then reached into her purse. She brought out a fist with a splash of blue in it. She held her hand out to Johnny. “When Benny comes back…go to the bathroom. You know what to do.” 
 
    He couldn’t help it. He was too well conditioned. It had been years, nearly ten years, and he was still knee jerk reaction to her blue eyes, her phenomenal body, her commanding ways. 
 
    He opened his hand and accepted the pair of silken panties. He looked. He gave a shiver, then jammed the panties into his pocket. 
 
    “I’m married,” he said. “I can’t play those games any more.” 
 
    “Oh, Johnny. Baby. How soon we forget.” 
 
    Her lips were red and his mouth was dry. 
 
    She studied him and he shuddered. 
 
    “Oh, I’ve got you, Johnny boy, and you’ll do what I say.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Or I’ll call your wife and tell her about you. Do you think your darling wife would like to know how you loved to grovel and kiss my ass? Do you think she’d like to learn what really turns you on? What really makes your dick stand up straight? Johnny Boy?” 
 
    “Please,” he muttered. “Call me John. 
 
    Across the room Benny was coming back. He had three glasses in his hands and he was being careful not to bump into anybody. 
 
    “Is this what you’re doing to Benny?” 
 
    “Benny doesn’t matter, Johnny Boy. It’s what I do to you.” 
 
    “Oh, God,” he whispered, and it was a very real prayer. 
 
    Benny arrived, put the glasses on the table, then slid in next to Shiela. “You guys gettin’ acquainted? I tell ya, John, Shiela’s the best thing that ever happened to me. Aren’t you honey.” 
 
    Shiela gave him a smoky laugh, and John could see how smitten Benny was. 
 
    And he knew that he, himself, was smitten. Still smitten, after all these years. He didn’t want to go to the bathroom, he didn’t want to put on the panties, but his cock was making him, and Shiela was making his cock. 
 
    He loved his wife, but Shiela…she did things to him. 
 
    Shiela watched him, sipped her drink, her eyes half lidded and waiting. 
 
    He broke. He started up to his feet, then slowed down. “I have to hit the head.” 
 
    “Hit it, John.” Benny laughed. Shiela grinned and followed him with her sultry eyes. 
 
    John headed for the bathroom. 
 
    John went to the corridor leading to the bathrooms, the storage room, the manager’s office, and the bathrooms. 
 
    He entered the bathroom and looked to the right. A chalkboard was mounted on the wall and across the top the manager had written,  
 
      
 
    ‘Do your graffiti here!’ 
 
      
 
    Some fellow was filling the board up with a lengthy mathematical equation, the kind where you prove that pi is a finite number. 
 
    John pushed past and entered the last stall on the right. It was a handicap stall, and that was good. 
 
    He stripped his pants off quickly, took off his underwear and pulled  up the panties Shiela had given him. 
 
    Fuck! He looked ridiculous! 
 
    But his cock was pressing out against the panties, and there was a drop of wetness already on the peak he was creating. 
 
    He pulled his pants on, started out, then remembered he had come to piss. And he actually did have to piss. 
 
    He re-entered the stall, unzipped, lowered, pulled it out, peed, tucked it back in (which was hard because it was so hard) and zipped back up. 
 
    The mathematician had almost filled the board, and John wondered if he would slop over and write on the wall. 
 
    Maybe. 
 
    He returned to the table where Shiela and Benny sat, his underwear a ball in his hand. He slid in and picked up his drink. 
 
    “I was just telling Shiela about the time we pulled second base out of the ground and played keep away from the runner.” 
 
    He turned to Shiela, “That runner chased us around, the ump was blowing his whistle, and I got kicked out of the game.’ 
 
    “Serves you right,” grinned John. 
 
    “You were the one who stole it! I just got caught with it!” 
 
    “And we still won the game.” 
 
    They chuckled, and mid chuckle Johnny slipped his underwear out of his pants pocket and put it on his foot. He extended a foot under the table and nudged Shiela. She took the underwear off his foot and smiled at him. “You sound like a real joker, Johnny.” 
 
    “Oh, he is that,” laughed Benny. 
 
    Under the table Shiela put her foot against John’s crotch and pushed. 
 
      
 
    Three hours later, tipsy, and horny, John stepped out of the Uber and walked up the walk to his house. 
 
    He entered the front door and called out, “Honey, I’m home.” 
 
    Lia was in the kitchen shredding carrots and making a carrot and raisin salad. She came out, holding the shredding board, gave him a quick kiss, then retreated to finish her preparations. 
 
    “Hey, you smell like booze!” 
 
    “Yeah, I met an old college buddy of mine. We spent a couple of hours rehashing our misspent youths.” 
 
    “Oh, you bad boy.” But she was grinning. She trusted her husband. But that was about to end. 
 
    He sat down at the table and asked her how her day had been. 
 
    “Oh, it was great. Talk is the nurses are going to get a raise, and me being head nurse…I might get a head raise!” 
 
    “Hey, that’s great!” 
 
    Lia turned around to place the bowl of carrot and raisin salad on the table, and…stopped. And stared down. 
 
    “What?” John met her gaze, watched how her face fell and fell and fell, then looked down to see what the bad news was. 
 
    It was him. On his last trip to the head, the mathematical formula completed and the mathematician gone, he had forgotten to zip up his pants. 
 
    The shiny, blue panties were visible through his open zipper. 
 
    “Oh,” Lia said, her voice cracking, tears coming to her eyes. 
 
    “Honey! I can explain!” But, of course he couldn’t. 
 
    Then Lia ran crying from the room. 
 
      
 
    Four hours later, long hours, John was still outside the bedroom door. The door was locked and he could hear the occasional sobs from the other side of the door. 
 
    “But, honey, I told you. It was a joke we played in college! Guys were dared to put on somebody else’s underwear! We got drunk and I did it tonight! It was just a stupid college thing!” 
 
    “And all your friends wore blue panties?” Her voice was the ultimate in reproach. 
 
    “No! I told you. Benny brought a girlfriend and she wanted to play! So—“ 
 
    “So you come home wearing some girls underwear and I’m supposed to think it was just a big joke.” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “No!” she yelled at the door. 
 
      
 
    The next morning John awoke on the couch. The couch wasn’t comfortable and he was sore. His hips hurt, his neck hurt, and he cursed himself as he lay there dealing with the pain. 
 
    He heard the bedroom door slam and, in spite of his soreness, he jumped up. 
 
    Too late. Lia marched past him, out the door, and headed for her car. 
 
    “Honey!” he begged, but she ignored him. 
 
    That was the moment he knew he had to do something he didn’t want to. 
 
      
 
    Benny had told John he was staying at the Hilton, room 2334. Though they had all been drunk, John remembered that. An hour later he went to the Hilton, headed up to room 2334 and tapped on the door. 
 
    “Hey!” John!” Benny answered the door. He was in a bathrobe and holding a bloody Mary. “Come on in and have a bit of the hair of the dog. 
 
    John was glad to get the drink, and he sat down at a table that looked out over the city. 
 
    Benny sat down opposite him. 
 
    “So what gives, buddy? I figured I wouldn’t see you for another ten years,” he chuckled. 
 
    “Well, I’m actually not here to see you. I need to see Shiela. 
 
    Benny blinked. “My girlfriend? What for?” 
 
    “Uh, well…” 
 
    At that moment Shiela strode into the room. She was wearing a bra and panties and had a grim look on her face. 
 
    “Yes, what do you want with me?” 
 
    Benny’s mouth opened in surprise. “Honey, what are you…why aren’t you dressed.” 
 
    “John will talk first. It might save me some time.” 
 
    “Well, uh, it’s about those panties you gave me.” 
 
    John was terribly embarrassed to say such things in front of Benny, but his marriage was at stake.  
 
    “Panties? Hey! What’s going on here?” 
 
    “Look, I know this is awkward, and I sort of suspect what your relationship is, so I better just blurt it out.” 
 
    Shiela grunted. She poured herself a ginger ale and sat down. She was wonderfully on display and John was gulping. He had been hoping to talk to Shiela alone, but he knew there was little chance of that. Benny was smitten and he would be joined at the hip with her. 
 
    “Yeah, start blurtin’,” Benny said, staring at his friend. 
 
    John looked at Shiela. “Yeah, start blurting.” Yet there was a subtle warning in her voice. 
 
    Yet what could John do? 
 
    He looked at Benny. “I used to go out with Shiela. It was right after college.” 
 
    Benny’s eyes opened wide. 
 
    “Last night we played a game we used to play. She gave me a pair of panties and demanded that I wear them. So I did. Unfortunately, before I could take them off my wife saw them. I am now in a difficult position in my marriage, and I wanted Shiela to call Lia, my wife, and straighten things out.” 
 
    “And that’s it?” Shiela’s voice was quiet, yet icy. 
 
    “Well, I actually told her it was a game between Benny and I, but that you wanted to be in on it. I…uh…that’s it.” 
 
    Benny stood up and turned to Shiela. “So you went out with my best friend and didn’t tell me. Instead you play a sex game with him. A game that I thought was our special game.” 
 
    Shiela’s eyes were tight. She sipped her ginger ale and said, “Benny, I understand if you’re hurt. Yes, I used to be wild and kinky. I’m not like that any more. I didn’t think you would respond well to my previous lifestyle. 
 
    Benny was hurt. “Previous lifestyle. You could have just told me. Hey, I went out with your friend, we had some wild times. I could have lived with that. I could probably live with your ‘lifestyle,’ whatever that means. But…you didn’t trust me.” 
 
    Shiela merely looked at him levelly and said, “I’m sorry. Are we going to get past this?” 
 
    “Probably.” Benny turned to John. “See ya, old friend,” he spit out the words bitterly. He turned to Shiela. “I’m going to take a shower, please give me a little space. We can talk about this after John leaves.” 
 
    Benny walked to the bedroom. A moment later they heard something being thrown against a wall. Shortly after that they heard the sound of the shower. 
 
    Shiela glared at John. “Thanks, asshole. You can’t handle your marriage so you want to fuck up my relationship.” 
 
    “That’s not fair,” John spoke in a low voice. “I…what we did…I just need things smoothed over with my wife.” 
 
    Shiela stared at him for a long minute. 
 
    John was feeling very unnerved. This wasn’t going the way he had thought. He blurted, “I was hoping you’d answer the door and we could talk, make arrangements to talk. It’s my marriage here. I’m sorry, I didn’t intend…” he faded. 
 
    Shiela sighed, then, “I’ll talk to her. Tell me the story again.” 
 
    Relieved, John did, and he thought his troubles were over. 
 
    They were just starting. 
 
      
 
    What Shiela and Benny talked about has no place in this story, but whatever they said to each other, the result wasn’t good. Two hours after John left Benny left. Alone. Suitcase in hand. Sobbing. 
 
    Shiela had a couple of days left, they had rented the room for the week, so she sat in the living room, gazed over the city, and stewed. 
 
    Fucking John. Stupid John. He had just ruined her relationship. If he had caught her alone she would have been glad to have helped him out. She had, at that point, nothing but fond memories of their times playing slap and tickle. 
 
    Now, however, all those good memories were blotted out by the pain of losing Benny. 
 
    Fucking John. 
 
    Finally, she picked up her cell phone and tapped in the number that John had given her. 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    “Hi, Lia. You don’t know me, but I’m the girl that made John wear the blue panties. We should talk.” 
 
    Lia, sitting at the nurse’s station turned away from her friends and co-workers and spoke into the phone. “What would we have to talk about?” 
 
    “I know you’re upset with John, and you probably don’t have very good feelings for me, but before you make any hasty decisions you should let me explain everything that happened between John and I.” 
 
    Lia was caught. One part of her wanted nothing to do with this sultry voice on the phone. 
 
    The other part of her, however, was married. And she loved John. And, maybe…maybe she should listen to this woman. At least get another side to the story. 
 
    After a moment, she said, “So, talk.” 
 
    “Not on the phone. We need to meet face to face. I could come to you, or I have a room at the Hilton. Your choice.” 
 
    No way Lia wanted to meet Shiela at home, so she said, “The Hilton. What room?” 
 
    “2334.” 
 
    “When?” 
 
    “Whenever is convenient for you.” 
 
    “I’ll get off an hour early. three o’clock this afternoon.” 
 
    “I’ll see you then.” 
 
    Click. 
 
    Both women, miles apart, stared at their phones, and each of them said a bad word. 
 
      
 
    It was already late morning when Shiela had called her, so Lia only had a couple of hours to work. She made arrangements to take off early during lunch, then at 2:45, she walked out the door of the hospital. She was a sexy woman with a sexy walk, but as she strode across the parking lot her hips were tight and her lips grim. 
 
    Fucking John. 
 
      
 
    Shiela owned the door and the two women stared at each other. 
 
    Lia was still wearing scrubs. 
 
    Shiela was wearing a navy blue pencil skirt and a white blouse. 
 
    Both women were extraordinarily beautiful. 
 
    Each woman studied the other, noted the beauty of the other, and there was already a jealousy factor. 
 
    Shiela was determined to have an honest communication, and she held the door open and invited Lia in. 
 
    Lia walked in and looked around. 
 
    Typical hotel room. Nice furniture, pictures on the walls, lots of room. 
 
    “Would you like a drink?” Shiela asked. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Okay. But this is dumb and awkward so I’m going to have one.” She walked to the kitchenette and opened the fridge. 
 
    “Okay, I’ll have one,” Lia gave in. She felt like she needed one. 
 
    Her marriage was at stake. Damn it! 
 
    Shiela took out two tall stemmed glasses. “You want wine or something? Something stronger.” 
 
    “Stronger is good,” murmured Shiela. She took out a bottle of Bacardi and Coke. She mixed it half and half and offered a glass to Lia. 
 
    Lia took it, sipped, then gulped, and had to control herself. She wanted to drown her sorrows. 
 
    They sat at the table in front of the balcony window and watched each other warily. 
 
    “So, you wanted to tell me something,” Lia said. 
 
    Shiela nodded. “I’ll talk straight through. I know you’re going to have questions, but let me finish first, then you can ask away.” 
 
    Lia waited. 
 
      
 
    “Johnny and I met after he graduated. I was two years behind him, but…after he graduated our affair was…amazing. I truly thought I had found the love of my life. Johnny…not so much. Johnny was a horn dog, and all he wanted was sex. 
 
    “Oh, he was honest about it. But we weren’t on the same page. I wanted a house and picket fence, he…” Shiela mumbled something to herself, it sounded like a curse, then continued, “He wanted to be tied up in the basement of that house with the picket fence. He wanted me to whip him and beat him.” 
 
    Lia’s eyes opened and her jaw dropped. John? John wanted kinky sex? 
 
    “For a year we played. The internet was really opening up then, and we scoured it for kinky games. We did everything. The BDSM, the mé·nage à trois, wearing kinky clothes—he loved women’s underwear with a passion that I still, to this day, don’t understand. 
 
    He actually built a small dungeon in the backyard of his house. 
 
    “A what?” Lia couldn’t help herself. 
 
    “A dungeon. It looked like playground equipment, but with the addition of handcuffs, a few whips, and…I would leave him dangling. Slap his ass, put a plug into him.” 
 
    Lia’s face showed total stunned surprise now. 
 
    “We played dominatrix and slave every night. He had me dress up and tease him, he begged at my feet for more, and…finally, I couldn’t go on. 
 
    “I don’t know why. I’m not a goody two shoes, but…something changed in me. I couldn’t do it anymore.” 
 
    “Until last night,” snapped Lia. 
 
    “I don’t know why I did last night. Maybe some residual game playing in my head, maybe I wanted to hurt him, I don’t know. I just know that when I saw John last night I had to make him do one last thing. You may not believe me, but I am so sorry. I wish I had controlled that impulse, that it had never happened.” 
 
    Shiela’s glass was empty and she was looking down at the table. She was honestly distraught. 
 
    Lia’s glass was also empty, so she took both glasses into the kitchen and refilled them. She returned, placed the glasses on the table, and said, “So last night wasn’t a game between John and Benny.” 
 
    “No,” Shiela admitted. “Benny didn’t know about us, and he certainly didn’t know what John and I used to do. At least, he didn’t.” 
 
    “Is he around?” 
 
    “He left me.” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    Shiela cracked a quirky, rueful smile. “Everybody’s sorry.” 
 
    “So what happened last night? Exactly?” 
 
    Shiela sighed. “I saw John, I had an impulse and acted on it. I had a pair of panties in my purse, a spare because sometimes I have heavy periods and need a spare. When Benny went to get drinks I told John to put them on. I was surprised when he did, but I shouldn’t have been.” 
 
    “Once a kinkster always a kinkster,” Lia nodded. 
 
    “Exactly. And that’s the whole story. John wanted me to tell you it was between him and Benny, an old college game, but I’m done with it. I don’t know if Benny will come back to me, but…I need to conduct my life with honesty.” 
 
      
 
    An hour later Lia left the hotel room and headed for home. Her mind was a beehive of activity, thoughts zipping this way and that, trying to figure things out. 
 
    John had lied to her. More than once. And how many times more than once she didn’t know. 
 
    So what was she going to do about it? 
 
    The fact was, even after finding out about his lies and life…she still loved him. 
 
    Maybe if she had found out all this stuff before they were married, perhaps then she could have walked away from him. 
 
    But now, married, having lived together, she was committed to him. 
 
    Unfortunately, she was now in doubt as to whether he was committed to her. 
 
    After all, the drop of a hat and he had put on a woman’s underwear. 
 
    Suddenly, risking a wreck, she u-turned and headed for the hospital. She wanted to go home, but…not yet. First, she had somebody to talk to. 
 
      
 
    Ronald Haskins was the chief psychologist at the hospital. He had a patient at five, they talked until six, and he was ready to go home. But when he opened the door to show the patient out…Lia Lawson was sitting in the waiting room.  
 
    He arched his eyebrows and tilted his head slightly. “Lia?” 
 
    “Can I borrow you for a few minutes?” 
 
    He stood back and ushered her into his sanctum. 
 
    Lia sat across from Ron and he studied her. Lia was a head nurse, very smart, and very, very beautiful. “So what’s the haps?” he smiled to make it easier for her to talk. 
 
    But Lia had talked to him before, she had poured her heart out to him after a patient tried to stab her and then ran out a window. 
 
    Lia poured her heart again. She explained about the panties, about kicking John out of the bedroom, about meeting Shiela and all the things that woman had told her. 
 
    Ronald sat quietly, didn’t interrupt, and just listened. 
 
    “So now I know about John. He’s got a kinky side, one I’ve never seen, and…I just want an honest relationship. But he’s…is he a pervert? Can a pervert ever become honest? Can he ever get over his kinky stuff?” 
 
    Dr. Haskins leaned back in his swivel and steepled his fingers over his belly. 
 
    “There are two answers to a question like this.” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “First, there are very few instances of a person being cured of such a condition. I’m not say never, but…very, very rare. After all, we’re talking about the mind, and it is a rare mind that can change a neurosis this deep seated. And I say deep seated because if he has been doing for ten years, thence has probably been doing this, at least in some deep rooted fantasy, for much longer than ten years. Further, the fact that he fell to temptation in such a quick manner, that doesn’t give me much hope for him.” 
 
    “But there’s got to be something!” 
 
    “As I said, two answers. But the second answer is more complicated. Excuse me.” 
 
    He turned, took a thick book from atop the credenza behind his desk. He leafed through it, read a few pages, then closed the book and put it aside.  
 
    Lia was surprised that it was a reference book for psychiatric drugs. 
 
    “There are some studies that have had limited success. These are a bit extreme, but they have to do with the treatment of sexual offenders.” 
 
    Lia blinked at that. Sexual offenders? 
 
    “You think he could be a sexual offender?” 
 
    “There is alway potential, and since he was so quick on the trigger, I suspect there is potential in John.” 
 
    “So what do we do? What is this treatment?” 
 
    “There are several drugs that can be used on people who are paraphiliacs. A paraphiliacs is a person who is obsessed with sex. The specific drugs are called anaphrodisiacs, and the specific drug I have in mind is depot medroxyprogesterone acetate, or DMPA. 
 
    As a nurse Lia understood drugs. She knew immediately what DMPA was. “That’s what they use to chemically castrate sexual offenders.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And how would that help John?” 
 
    “First, we have to assess how serious he is in his sexual interests. You need to find out how far he is willing to go. You need to find his specific triggers, and you need to take them as far as you can. Then we can administer DMPA and begin serious treatment.” 
 
    “Treatment consisting of?” 
 
    “Depends on the depth of his fantasies. If he is responsive, and we can ascertain that his fantasies are very low level, we might not even need drugs. I can just meet with him, talk with him, and we can treat this. Success depends on how he responds. 
 
    “If he is deeply into his fantasies, then we need to curtail his ability to respond to them.” 
 
    “So we take away his ability to have sex.” 
 
    “Yes. But remember, he will still have sexual desires. They may even be more intense because he won’t be able to find relief from them. So it may be…’distractive’…but we will keep a watch on him, and…” 
 
    “What about his body’s feminine characteristics?” she cut in. 
 
    “Yes. The increased estrogen in the chemicals will probably cause some breast growth, flaring of the hips. It may even soften his face, cause his lips to get plumper, but…what are the consequences if we don’t do this?” 
 
    “He gets worse, maybe even becomes a danger to other people.” 
 
    Lia bit her lip, and suddenly blurted, “There’s got to be another solution!” 
 
      
 
    Lia left Doctor Haskins’ office with a lot to think about. 
 
    The program was simple. Encourage his fantasies, herself acting as a dominatrix, and if they prove potentially out of control she would have to put him on a course of DMPAs. 
 
    She would have to chemically castrate her husband to see if she could cure him. 
 
    Or come up with something else. 
 
    She pulled into the driveway and stopped the car. She sat and listened to the engine ping and thought about her choices.  
 
    Really, there were any choices. 
 
    She couldn’t risk letting a sex pervert run loose on the streets. Next time it might not be panties. Next time there might be danger to individuals. 
 
    She had to nip his behavior in the bud. 
 
    She got out of the car and walked into the house. 
 
    John was waiting for her. 
 
    “Honey…” 
 
    She put a finger on his lips and stopped him from talking. 
 
    “Honey,” she said, “Your dreams are about to come true.” 
 
    John blinked, and didn’t know what she meant. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    Lia took John’s clothes off. She unbuttoned his buttons, unzipped his zips, unbuckled his buckles, and he stood there, naked and trembling. 
 
    “I don’t understand. You were…what I did…” 
 
    “Shhh,” she whispered, placing a finger on his lips. “I talked to Shiela and she told me everything.” 
 
    “Everything?” 
 
    “Yep. She told me what you need, and I, as a good wife, intend to deliver what you need.” 
 
    “You do?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    She said nothing about her meeting with Dr. Haskins. She told John nothing about all the things the good doctor had told her. 
 
    And a psychiatrist know a LOT about kinky sex. 
 
    “Well, uh…okay.” 
 
    She pushed him back to the bed and onto it. She took out four of his neckties and tied him down. 
 
    Alarm bells should have been going off in John’s mind. There was danger in being tied down by an angry wife. 
 
    But he was too besotted with what was happening to pay attention to any silly alarm bells. 
 
    But he really had nothing to worry about, anyway. Lia was just taking him out for a test run. She wanted to get him started, find out what directions she could go in. 
 
    Not surprisingly, she could go in almost any direction with John. 
 
    John, for all his restraint since his relationship with Shiela, was about as kinky as they get. 
 
    Tied down, bowered up, eyes wide, John watched as Lia took off her clothes. She stripped off her scrubs, smiled, and went into the bathroom and left him hanging. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    Then he heard the sound of the shower. 
 
    He waited, pretending he was patient, but was ravingly impatient on the inside. 
 
    But that was one of the hallmarks for perverts such as him. He was a horn dog. He wanted it now, and now was every waking moment. 
 
    He waited, occasionally strained, and wiggled to make his dick sway and bounce. 
 
    Lia came out drying herself off. She smiled, rubbed her hair, then took a hair dryer to it. 
 
    John was ready to scream as he watched her, so close and yet untouchable, as she sat at her vanity and brushed her hair. 
 
    Then she put on make up. 
 
    She only put make up on when she was going out. But now she cleansed and primed, foundation and blushed, rubbed a dark shadow on her eyelids.  
 
    She heard John make a whining sound, and in the mirror she saw him gulping. She smiled and rolled her lipstick on. 
 
    John stared as she walked towards him. 
 
    “What do you think, John, are we getting there?” 
 
    He nodded and made a gulping sound. 
 
    She climbed on to the bed, and straddled his thighs. 
 
    She took hold of his weenie and began stroking it. 
 
    “You realize, John, that you’ve been a bad boy.” 
 
    He nodded. His throat was working but he couldn’t control his gulping. 
 
    “You lied to me. You withheld information from me…information that would have had me doing this to you years ago.” 
 
    “You…you would?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. I love this kind of stuff. But I figured you were just a stick in the mud. Imagine my surprise when Shiela told me about all those things you like to do. Lingerie, butt plugs, things like that.” 
 
    He was ready to squirt and she let go of him. He whined, but she leaned forward, bending his dick uncomfortably with her belly. She placed her elbows on the sides of his torso and her face in her hands and looked directly at him. 
 
    “Oh, Johnny Boy. My little kinkster.” 
 
    “I was giving it up. I gave it up. I haven’t done anything since Shiela and I broke up.” 
 
    “But you wanted to, don’t you see? You’ve been dying to get back in the saddle, and that’s why you put those panties on.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “And you’re going to be wearing a lot of panties from now on. And bras. Nylons. Corsets. Johnny, inside you are a kinky, little bitch, and I’m going to help that part of you come out.” 
 
    “Yu…you are?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. And it starts with this.” 
 
    She leaned back, squatted on her heels, and moved over his dingus. 
 
    Johnny stared at her wide eyed. Her lips were so plump and perfect. Her tits were so big. And now…now… 
 
    She brushed the tip of his penis with her vulva. 
 
    He groaned and shivered and waited for her to descend. 
 
    But she didn’t descend. She just kept moving back and forth, rubbing the head of his teeny with her slit. Her slit swallowed the head and he waited for the plunge, but…it never happened. 
 
    Instead, after five minutes of this nerve wracking action, him begging at the end, she got off the bed. She took the vibrator out of the bottom drawer of the dresser and turned the vanity chair around so Johnny could see it. And her. 
 
    She spread her legs and went to work. 
 
    “Oh…yes…AHHHH!” It didn’t take long for her to pop, and Johnny stared like a stupid person. His mouth was open and his eyes were begging. 
 
    “Come on, honey, do me.” 
 
    Lia smiled and looked at him. 
 
    “Do what to you?” 
 
    “Get me off! Fuck me!” 
 
    Lia walked over to the bed and placed the vibrator on his brown button. She turned it on. 
 
    “Oh…fuck! Oh…God! Ohhhh!” 
 
    Yet, he didn’t squirt. Not even close. 
 
    But his stimulation was done. 
 
    Lia put the vibrator away and got dressed. She put on short shorts with sleek nylons. She put on a cut off sweat shirt that showed the bottoms of her boobs. She freshened her make up, then undid one of the neck ties around his wrist and left. 
 
    John was writhing and twisting, he had turned frantic and didn’t know what was happening. 
 
    Then he realized he was free, if he could just…he used his free hand to pick at the necktie securing his left wrist, then he undid his ankles. 
 
    He stood up, naked, dick protruding and shivering, and looked around. 
 
    He could jack off, but…that wasn’t it. He wasn’t supposed to. This was a game, and he had to go see what the next step in the game was. He walked out to the living room. 
 
    Lia was sitting on the sofa reading a fashion magazine. She glanced up at him. “Hi, honey. How are you doing?” 
 
    “What was that all about?” He was trying to bluff, to get some sort of dominate position, but he was failing miserably. 
 
    “That was about me taking charge. From this point on you will do what I say. If you do properly, without hesitation, then maybe, some day, you’ll get relief. And, it goes without saying, that if I catch you masturbating, and that will be obvious if one day you aren’t sufficiently hard, then I will take a baseball bat and apply it to your ass. The long way.” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    Lia watched him and smiled. 
 
    “But…” 
 
    And she liked this game. When she had talked to Dr. Haskins she had been put off, but that was because she was upset. Now she wasn’t upset. Now she had had a glorious orgasm, and John hadn’t, and in punishing him she was feeling a delightful sense of power. 
 
    “But what?” 
 
    “But you left me and I need to finish what we started.” 
 
    “Oh, did you want me to tie you up and do it all over again?”
Oh, heysoos, did John’s boner bounce. The idea of being tied and teased, and maybe spanked and whipped…he gulped yet again. 
 
    “Oh, I know you do, but John, you have to earn things in this life. the days of me laying down and spreading my legs are over.”               
 
    She closed the magazine and put it aside. She patted the couch. “Sit down.” 
 
    Helpless, he sat. And she noted how easy he was. And it brought a shiver of pleasure to her pussy. which shocked her. She had just cum, and now…now she was feeling sexual thrills all over again? 
 
    This was the first indication, though she refused to acknowledge it, that maybe she was a bit of a kinkster herself. 
 
    She leaned forward and gripped his penis and stroked. Softly, using the thumb under the head, slapping his balls every once in a while to make him jerk. 
 
    “Johnny, you need to be punished, and I’m going to do that. But you also need to know who’s in charge. Now, I’m going to be doing things to you every night, but I need a couple of things in return.” 
 
    He nodded. He was sweating and his penis was dripping. 
 
    “One of the things is that you will wear lingerie at all times. Except in the house.” 
 
    “Why no—“ he started to query why not in the house but she put her fingers over his mouth. 
 
    “In the house you will be naked. Always. Got it?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Furthermore, I understand that you used to have a sort of a backyard dungeon when you were with Shiela.” 
 
    He gasped. 
 
    “I think we need one. In fact, we need two. I’m going to want one dungeon for those lazy summer nights. Chains and whips, and maybe you better fix the fence, unless you want the neighbors peeking in at you. 
 
    “And then you can build another one downstairs.” 
 
    “In the spare room off the garage?” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “And, again, it goes without saying, no jacking off. If I find you jacked off you will be abused in my dungeons without hope of sexual relief. If you behave yourself, if you can keep your hands off yourself, then you might get sexual relief.” 
 
    “Oh…okay.” 
 
    “Now then, Johnny Boy. I’m going to fix dinner, and I want you to make some plans for my dungeons. We can discuss them over dinner. Are you still here?” 
 
    Johnny quickly stood up, looked confused for a second, then trotted, not walked, to his office for pencils and paper. 
 
    Lia went to the kitchen, started dinner, poured herself a drink, and marveled at how easy it had been. 
 
    And she also marveled at the sense of power that was infusing her. She felt strong, and hot, and she wanted to cum again. 
 
    But she still wouldn't admit to a certain perverse nature of her own. 
 
      
 
    The next few weeks brought progress, lots of it. 
 
    Lia met with Dr. Haskins a few times. They discussed what she was doing, deviations she might consider, and ways to keep John triggered. 
 
    She even called Shiela a couple of time and they had long conversations. Lia was a great source of information as to how to manipulate John. 
 
    John made plans for the dungeons. 
 
    The backyard dungeon looked like a garden. 
 
    He planted four by fours for columns and attached trellis works. The thing was in the back of the yard and he made sure nobody could watch through the fences. Not that any neighbor would be out in their backyard peeking at…the backyard. 
 
    No. If there were peepers, they would be peeping at the front, through windows. 
 
    Inside the construct of four by four columns and trellises he planted a couple of poles deep in the earth and cemented them. He fastened bolts to the poles so he could be spread eagled between them. 
 
    He also made a bench to sit on. And, when the bench was rotated slightly, to be bent over. 
 
    Then he covered the structure with thin slats and planted vines. The vines, even though they hadn’t grown to any kind of maturity, would hide what was going on inside the ‘building. 
 
    Lia was thrilled with his outside dungeon. She promptly fastened him between the two poles and striped him with a belt. 
 
    She had never whipped anybody before, but it turned out to be fun. She especially liked the way John wiggled and tried to avoid the whistling leather. 
 
    Ha! Fat chance. 
 
    She moved from side to side and decorated his thighs and but and back. When he was sobbing and begging for release, she went to the front of him and dropped to her knees. 
 
    Now the begging for release took on a new tone. He wanted release of a different kind. 
 
    And Lia gave him release. One drop. Then she squeezed the base of his cock until the urges went away. 
 
    She leaned against him. He was sore and exhausted and still horny. Hornier. She pressed her boobs against him and teased his penis by rubbing it with her crotch. 
 
    “Do you love me, honey?” 
 
    He nodded, and the tears started up again.  
 
    He loved her more than life itself. 
 
      
 
    The inside dungeon was a different matter. Now it wasn’t important to hide the thing in a garden structure. Now he could make it look like a dungeon, and put dungeon things in it. 
 
    The room was fairly large, originally designed as a game room, with room for both a ping pong table and a pool table. It had become a collection of boxes, pieces of furniture in storage, and so on. 
 
    Naked, John took everything out of the room. He stacked the boxes just inside the garage, then he went and put on lingerie and jeans and a shirt. The bra straps showed through, so he put on a flannel shirt. It was the beginning of summer, and it was hot, but what choice did he have? 
 
    He called the Goodwill and they came and picked up the stack of stuff. 
 
    He went back into the house, took off his clothes, and started painting the walls. He painted them a dingy grey and draped length of chains around the walls. He drilled into a couple of studs and put in eyebolts for the chains. Now Lia had a place to keep him. 
 
    She tried it out the first night. After a striping session in the garden dungeon she brought him into the inside dungeon and chained him to the wall and left him. 
 
    Every fifteen minutes she checked on him, stroked him, made sure he was doing okay, and finally placing a butt plug in him. 
 
    John groaned as he felt his rectum expand. He used to love plugs, but he hadn’t played with them since Shiela. It was like a new adventure all over again. 
 
    She laughed, kissed his groaning mouth, and stroked him for a while. That night she let him expend two drops. 
 
    And the building of the dungeon went on. 
 
      
 
    John was going crazy. He was lawyer, and he was wearing lingerie under his suit. He would be arguing a case, and be totally distracted by the feel of material encasing him under his clothes. 
 
    He walked, and nylons rubbed inside his slacks.  
 
    He bent over and felt the pinch of a tummy shaper, or even a short corset. 
 
    In a way, it made him sharper as a lawyer. It forced him to use his mind, to hold to a discipline. 
 
    If he didn’t, then he would make a mistake, cost people money, look like a fool. 
 
    So even as he became hornier and hornier he became mentally acute. 
 
    And even while he was going crazy, he loved it. 
 
    He was a horn dog. This was what he was built for. Inside he was quaking, shivering, trembling, always on the verge of an earthquake-sized explosion. 
 
    Yet…it was what he lived for. 
 
    When Lia whipped him it brought him to the edge of an orgasm. 
 
    When she spanked him, beloved the feel of her hands on his bare butt. 
 
    When she stroked him to a drop or two…he thought he was in heaven. 
 
    And he became a good husband, attentive, appreciative, and very, very loving. 
 
     
 
    “How’s it going?” Shiela asked. 
 
    She and Lia were meeting at Charley Coyote’s down on Santa Monica Blvd. 
 
    “Amazing,” said Lia. 
 
    Shiela had to agree, if only by the look of the other woman. 
 
    Lia looked fresh, her complexion was beautiful. Her eyes were sparkling. She looked like a woman who had just won a world title. 
 
    But a world title in what? 
 
    Husband beating? 
 
    Marital BDSM? 
 
    But, no matter, Shiela liked the look. 
 
    “Did you ever get back together with Benny?” 
 
    Shiela raised a hand and waggled it. “Yes and no.” 
 
    “Well, if you ever want to use my dungeons…” 
 
    “Thanks, I might take you up on that. And speaking of which, how is Johnny Boy responding to the new Lia?” 
 
    Lia sighed and got a far away look in her eyes. 
 
    “You know, it’s a curious thing?” 
 
    “What is?” 
 
    “It’s like he’s getting drunk on the pain and the pleasure.” 
 
    “Isn’t that what you wanted?” 
 
    “Well, it is, although I’m really supposed to be testing him, gauging, him trying to figure out how far he’ll go.” 
 
    “So what’s the problem?” 
 
    “It’s like I’m drunk on the power.” 
 
    Shiela tilted her head slightly and observed Lia closely. 
 
    So that was it. She was feeling the power, and it made her beautiful. This was better than beauty cream. 
 
    They talked for a while, had lunch, had a couple of drinks, then parted. 
 
    They were, in spite of all that had gone on between them, becoming friends. 
 
      
 
    Life had two sides for John. 
 
    There was the lawyer side of him, sharp and calculating, making legal arguments with the best of them. 
 
    While wearing lingerie underneath, with his cock strapped to his leg so it wouldn’t bulge while he was arguing a case. 
 
    In the courtroom he was becoming supreme. Other lawyers respected him. Judges appreciated how he cut through the crap and presented cases. 
 
    And nobody knew about his red painted toes, his nylons, his tied down boner. 
 
    Then there was the home side of John. The side that hung from two poles in the garden, moaning as he was decorated with pink stripes. Lia had become quite the pro at administering punishment, and she rarely cut the skin. But she sure did make it sing. 
 
    Or, he was in the dungeon off the garage. Sometimes bent over a bench, sometimes hanging from a wall, sometimes just left to stand on a platform a dildo up his heinie and his pecker standing straight out. 
 
    Two sides, and while many people believe this would lead to schizophrenia, two personalities, for John it just enhanced each of him. 
 
    But, of course, all good things must come to an end. 
 
      
 
    On a Friday night John was hanging in the dungeon when he heard the sound of the doorbell. 
 
    He didn’t wonder. He had heard a doorbell before. It was probably Uber Eats or something. 
 
    Then he heard the sound of voices. And high heels cross the cement of the garage floor. 
 
    He looked up, and the door opened. 
 
    John hung, and his face turned red. 
 
    Lia entered the room. She was looking more and more beautiful every day. 
 
    Then Shiela entered, and he gasped and struggled as if he could escape. But he couldn’t. 
 
    Then Benny entered the room. 
 
    Benny stopped, stared, then started laughing. He pointed at John and shouted, “Serves you right, motherfucker!” 
 
    “What are they doing here?” John asked in a faint voice. 
 
    “Benny came to help loosen the bolts on the spanking bench.” 
 
    John looked at the bench. There was nothing wrong with it, the bolts were tight, but what was going on? 
 
    “Right here, Benny. See the eyebolts?” 
 
    Benny looked at the bolts that fastened the spanking bench to the floor, even as they provided rings for hand cuffs. 
 
    John had had a hell of a time getting the bench in place. It was against the wall, and the only way to get to the bolts was to lean over the bench and place a bar through the eyebolts, then turn the bar. 
 
    Benny was still laughing at John. “I’ll come talk to you later, fuck face,” 
 
    Then he turned and bent over the bench. 
 
    He had a grip on the bar and was starting to turn. Lia was on one side and Shiela on the other, and they suddenly picked up the loose end of the handcuffs and snapped them over Benny’s wrists. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    But the girls just shifted back and snapped cuffs around his ankles. 
 
    “What the fuck! Let me out! What are you doing?” 
 
    Lia and Shiela shook hands, grinned, and walked out. 
 
    “What the fuck is this? Shiela brings me over here, and I didn’t even know this was your houses and now…this…” 
 
    He struggled, pulled, but there was no way he was getting loose. 
 
    “Might as well relax,” suggested John. 
 
    “Relax? Fuck!” 
 
    “Benny. I know you don’t like me, but…we’re in this together now.” 
 
    “In what?” 
 
    “In for a beating. A spanking. Sexual torture.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to be sexually tortured!” 
 
    “You’d be surprised at how addicting it can be,” was all John said. 
 
    A minute later the girls walked back in. Lia was holding a tray with four drinks on it. 
 
    She held one for John and she sipped her own. Shiela went to Benny and scooted down and fed him his. 
 
    Benny sipped, but he also complained. “What there’ll is this! I demand you let me go!” 
 
    “Benny, shut up,” advised John. “They’ve got the upper hand.” 
 
    “They can fuck my upper hand! I’m through with you, Shiela! We’re done.” 
 
    “Okay,” she said. She stood up, grabbed a knife, and cut off his clothes. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    She cut them off, threw them aside, and picked up a belt. 
 
    “Benny, you’ve been mean to me. Cruel. You may say you’re done with me, but you’re not done until I say so.” 
 
    She began to spank him. 
 
    She used little strokes at first, but she got tougher and spread the strikes out over his body. 
 
    Benny began wailing, then crying, and finally he was begging. 
 
    Lia was standing next to John. They sipped their drinks, and John commented. “Do you see how controlled she is?” 
 
    “She really knows how to do it,” agreed Lia. 
 
    Interestingly, there was no more jealousy, no anger, no bad feelings of any kind. 
 
    Lia had exhausted her anger months ago on John. Now she loved him, and they were just two lovers discussing technique. 
 
    After an hour Shiela finished her whipping. She put the belt aside, then knelt and spoke to Benny. 
 
    “Honey, that’s just a taste of what’s to come. Now, I’m going to release you, and if you want to leave, I give you permission. If you decide you want to stay with me and find out what you’re really made of…just sit down next to me.” 
 
    She undid his cuffs and Benny managed to get up. He was sore all over. His whole body was red, but he didn’t run out. 
 
    Shiela watched him. “Sit down,” she pointed at the ground. 
 
    Benny sat. 
 
    Shiela turned to Lia. “Over to you, girlfriend.” 
 
    John had a sinking feeling. He had thought he was just going to watch a show, but he was going to be part of the show. 
 
      
 
    Lia picked up her cell phone and dialed a number. “We’re ready.” 
 
    Then she hung up. 
 
    She began to work on John. 
 
    She used a whip on his chest. She turned and spanked his butt with her hand. In between she stroked him mercilessly, bringing him to the edge again and again. 
 
    John moaned and groaned, and rapidly forgot about Shiela and Benny watching him. 
 
    Lia kissed him, told him how much she loved him, and…KNOCK KNOCK! 
 
    John heard the knock and was curious. One thing was sure, it wasn’t Uber Eats.  
 
    Lia smiled and left the room. He heard her heels tapping across the cement floor, then, a few seconds later, tapping back. 
 
    She entered the garage, and behind her as a middle aged, portly, grey-haired man with a graybeard. 
 
    “Hey, John. This is Doctor Haskins. I’ve been consulting with him on your case. 
 
    “My…case?” 
 
    “Hello, John,” Haskins reached up and shook John’s manacled hand. 
 
    “What case?” 
 
    Haskins put a small briefcase down and rummaged around in it.“John, in common words you are a horn dog. Out of control. In medical terms you are hyper sexual, you have compulsive sexual behavior, you are obsessed. You are, in short, a satyromaniac. 
 
    John giggled. He had been pushed to the edge and part of his mind thought it was all a joke. “A satyro-what? 
 
    Lia stepped forward. “A satyromaniac, John. And you are in danger of becoming a danger to other people.” 
 
    “What? I am not! I’m member of the bar!” 
 
    Haskins turned to Lia. “Can we put him on a table?” 
 
    “Table?” 
 
    Shiela and Lia went into the garage and came back with a folding table. They set it up and lifted John and pushed the table under him. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Well, John,” Haskins explained, “We considered many options in our desire to cure you. We thought about castration. Then we considered removing just the nuts, maybe, or just the penis, but each of those methods has drawbacks. So we don’t want to cut anything off you that can’t be replaced.  
 
    “And we thought about drugs, but we need you to have full sensation, and drugs do have a few drawbacks.” 
 
    “What…what are you going to do to me?” 
 
    “Then we thought about chastity.” 
 
    “Lock me up? You mean like a chastity tube?” 
 
    “But who wants to mess with a lock, and you trying to pull your weenie out—most devices can be escaped from. So, no, not a device, but a form of chastity never the less.” 
 
    John was looking around, he appealed to Benny, and then Shiela, but he had messed up their relationship and neither was willing to go to bat for him. 
 
    He looked at Lia, but she looked very happy about what was going on. 
 
    “You can’t do this…” his voice sounded hoarse. 
 
    “Hold his legs apart.” 
 
    Lia had fastened his legs with a single strap under the table. When she pulled on the strap his legs went further apart on the top of the table. 
 
    Shiela came forward and put a strap over his midsection. John was now chained to the wall, strapped to the table, and unable to move. 
 
    Haskins came forward and picked up John’s penis. He lifted it and and used a scalpel to make a little incision on his perineum. Then he made another incision on the bottom of his cock.  
 
    “What are you doing!?” 
 
    Haskins sutured the bottom of the head of John’s cock to his perineum. There was very little blood, and the threads were tight. 
 
    “There you go, John.” 
 
    “Wait a minute! You can’t leave me like this!” 
 
    “You will have to stay on the wall for a few days for the procedure to set. When you are able to move around you will still get excited, but there will be limits to what your penis can do. You won’t be able to have sex, and you will have to sit down when you pee, but you will be unimpaired and very excited.” 
 
    “But what good is that?” 
 
    “John, now we can give you some estrogen, let you see what it’s like auto be a woman.When you see what women go through you’ll be more likely to give up your satyromania. Just think, you’ll be able to live a normal live, you’ll be a normal person with normal desires.” 
 
    “Normal desires?” John turned his glare on Lia. “And you’re okay with this?” 
 
    Lia smiled. “John, we both know that you’re out of control, and the glory of this cure is that I’ll be able to achieve some of my goals.” 
 
    “What goals?” 
 
    “You will require a constant diet of abuse…until you grow out of your condition. And that will enable me to break stereotypes of what a woman is in this society.” 
 
    “What a…” 
 
    “I like that,” said Shiela. “I think I might need some of that. Would you like some help in abusing John?” 
 
    “Oh, absolutely. There’s plenty of John to go around. 
 
    The two girls laughed and high fived. 
 
      
 
    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!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Feminization Boot Camp! 
 
    Female domination drill instructors 
 
    prepare men for marriage! 
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    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    Man, I started writing this story and I suddenly wished I was a boy going to feminization boot camp! 
 
    All the things to learn about being a woman, all the changes one has to go through to truly appreciate the finer sex. 
 
    I wanted it. 
 
    Well, since I am already a woman I can’t have it, but I certainly wish it for you. 
 
    Let yourself go. Become a new man, a man who knows the truth, and who can truly be a benefit to society. 
 
    Remember, we won’t achieve a perfect society until every man has walked in her shoes. 
 
    Uh, pardon me…high heels. 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
      
 
    “What is boot camp going to be like, father?” 
 
    Max sat across the table from his father.  
 
    Max’s mother sat at the head of the table, and his sister sat at the other end. 
 
    “You’ll find out,” Jefferson Thomas muttered as he poured milk in a glass. 
 
    Max looked up at his mother. “I’m leaving tomorrow, and all I have is rumors.” 
 
    His mother, who was Marion, smiled and cut the roast. 
 
    “You’ll find out,” Jessica, his sister mocked their father and smirked. 
 
    “Jeez, I feel like I’ve been learning about sex in the boy’s bathroom.”               
 
    His mother stopped her cutting and gave him the gimlet eye. “And have you been hanging out in the bathroom?” 
 
    “Of course not!” Max blurted hurriedly, though he had. “I just…I wish I could get a straight answer.” 
 
    “You’ll get your straight answers tomorrow, dear.” 
 
    She passed down a slice of beef and Max held out his plate for her to place it on. 
 
    “You’ll find out, boner head,” his sister snickered. 
 
    “Now, Jessica, be polite.” 
 
    “Of course, mother dear,” yet she was mocking in tone. 
 
    The roast passed out, and the potatoes and the peas, everybody set to eating. In a short while Marion turned to Max. 
 
    “Max, you will have a wonderful experience. Isn’t that right, dear?” 
 
    Jefferson nodded. “Yes, dear.” 
 
    “You’ll learn new ways, you’ll learn the proper way to act, you’ll become stronger and much more powerful. You’ll become a real man. Isn’t that right, Jefferson?” 
 
    “Of course, dear.” 
 
    “But to become a man is a unique thing. It requires all your intelligence, all your strength. But it will be the single most important thing you do in this life.” 
 
    “She’s right,” Jefferson spoke ahead of Marion, who smiled at her husband. 
 
    She continued: “You’ve spent the early years of your life studying to be smart enough, disciplining yourself to be strong enough. You’ve been afforded every possible opportunity to make a better you, and now it all comes to a final test. If you make it though Boot Camp you’ll be a real man. If you don’t…well,  we’ll all be very disappointed in you. Isn’t that right, Jefferson.” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    Max kept looking back and forth between his mother and father. Their comments and responses were almost scripted, yet he knew they weren’t. He had heard these things many times during his life, but never so succinctly, never with such serous intent. 
 
    “But what is going to happen? Is it more classes? Are there going to be athletic contestants? What are the people going to be like? What will I be learning?” 
 
    Marion saw how nervous her son was, and she reached out and placed a hand on the back of his hand. “Maxwell…” 
 
    He thought she was going to tell him something then, but once again she said: “You’ll find out on the morrow.” 
 
    Max sighed and looked down at his plate. 
 
    “Now, eat up. You’ll need your strength.” 
 
    So, being a good boy, he did. 
 
      
 
    Later that night, while he was laying in bed and worrying about the next day, there came a light tap at his door, then his mother looked in. 
 
    “Max?” 
 
    “Yes, mother?” 
 
    She entered his room and cross to his bed. She sat and placed her hand on his head. She brushed his hair for a moment, then said, “You’re a good boy, Max, and I know you will do well tomorrow. But you must keep in mind the most important thing.” 
 
    “What’s that, mother?” 
 
    “You know that you are strong and healthy, you have always done well in school and sports.” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Why have we encouraged you to be the best you can be?” 
 
    He thought about it. “I don’t know. I suppose every parent wants their son or. daughter to grow up smart and strong.” 
 
    “Of course they do, but there is more. You see, society used to be a crazy place. People went out and robbed other people. People fought in the streets, even using guns and knives. We voted for our leaders, and always seemed to choose the worst, most irresponsible criminals.” 
 
    Max listened quietly. He loved it when his mother showed him affection; he loved it when she brushed his hair, and he especially loved it when she hugged him. 
 
    “Finally, however, society grew up. They put an end to crime, started choosing leaders on merit, and life became a peaceful and worthwhile process. Now we raise our children to be strong and healthy. We work with them so they will never become criminals. Have you ever noticed that all our leaders are ladies.” 
 
    Max blinked. He was following her story, then she threw that last sentence, the question, in there. 
 
    “Uh, well, I have. But…” 
 
    “It used to be that all leaders were males, and the result was rampant crime, wars across the planet, intolerance everywhere. Then we learned the truth. We figured out who was causing all the problems, and why. The result was that we began electing women leaders, and men, when they turn eighteen, must go to a special school.” 
 
    “Boot camp.” 
 
    “Yes. Boot Camp used to be a school where men learned to shoot rifles and go to war and kill people.” 
 
    Max felt a surge of something in his heart. It was strong, ferocious, but he quickly tamped it down. 
 
    He had been raised to suppress all violent tendencies. 
 
    “Now it’s a place where men learn the truth about society, and men and women, and what men really are. It’s a hard lesson, and not every man can make it.” 
 
    “But what happens if a man doesn’t make it through boot camp?” 
 
    “Then they are removed from society. They are given work in remote areas. They don’t live long lives, they live dangerous lives, but the work they do is necessary.” 
 
    “What kind of work?” 
 
    “They work in mines digging up the precious metals we need to run society. They work in factories making our cars and furniture and the other things we need to live decent lives. They work in fields harvesting crops that we might eat. 
 
    “The work is hard, and often dangerous, and they are worked out by the time they are forty, at which time they are put out to pasture. They are allowed to live in homes and are taken care of. Many of them need a lot of care, they are so badly used.” 
 
    “That could happen to me?” 
 
    “Oh, honey! No! We’ve raised you right. You’ve already passed tests in high school and have been accepted for boot camp.” 
 
    “But…it could.” 
 
    “Well, if you showed a bit of insanity, or weren’t able to learn your lessons, or perhaps just couldn’t handle the truths you are about to learn. But, honey, you’ll make us proud.” 
 
    Max lay in the darkness, feeling the comfort of his mother’s soft hand, thinking about how terrible the training must be. 
 
    And he was determined to pass it. 
 
    He simply had to. His family was depending on it. 
 
    Marion leaned down and hissed his forehead. “Good night, dear.” 
 
      
 
    Max slept uneasily, but was awake at six in the morning when his mother came to tell him breakfast would be in ten minutes. 
 
    He dressed quickly. 
 
    He had received a pamphlet to prepare him for boot camp. Per the pamphlet he dressed casually, with clothes that he wouldn’t mind losing. He wore old sneakers, he shaved (though he wasn’t much in the whiskers department, yet), and made sure he was clean as possible. 
 
    He went down to breakfast and found is father and sister waiting for him. 
 
    His father glanced at him, gave a wan grin, and waited for Marion to dish out the scrambled eggs. 
 
    His sister, oddly enough, was polite. No snickers, no snide comments, just politeness. Not that she said much to him, but at least she was on her best behavior. 
 
    Max figured his mother had dropped the bomb on her. His mother seemed to be very intent that he get off to a good start. 
 
    And his mother had a tear in her eye. Just a small thing, a glint, but it was obvious that she was holding back. 
 
    Breakfast over, Marion asked him if he was ready, then they went out to the car. Jefferson and Jessica sat in the back seat, and Max was given shotgun, the seat of honor. He didn’t think he had ever ridden shotgun before That was his father’s seat, but he sat quietly and watched his familiar town pass by. 
 
    Things were different now.  
 
    He had graduated a couple of months before, been given a short summer, and now was leaving. 
 
    He had the weird thought that everything was going to be different when he returned. 
 
    If he returned. If he didn’t pass boot camp he would not be in civilization anymore. 
 
    He would be in the fields, or the factories, laboring at dangerous, difficult jobs, or otherwise employed. 
 
    He would not return home. 
 
    They arrived at the transportation center for the town and his family walked him to the depot. It was seven o’clock and he saw other young men arriving. Men like himself. Graduated and technically no longer boys, but…he felt like a boy. A sad boy, about to embark on a great adventure, but…a boy. 
 
    His father shook his hand, “Do well, son,” he murmured. He appeared a bit nervous, and almost evasive, like he wanted to say something but was afraid to. 
 
    His sister punched his arm and said, “Good luck, pissant.” As she was affectionate Marion said nothing, just gave a light smile. 
 
    Then his mother hugged him. She wrapped her arms around him and held him and brushed his hair and whispered in his ear, “When it all seems impossible…just…go with it.” 
 
    Go with it? 
 
    What a weird word of advice. 
 
    “Recruits assemble at station eight,” the loudspeaker yelled. 
 
    With a last look at his family, Max headed down the platform to station eight. 
 
      
 
    Max joined a cluster of young men in front of the transport vehicle. 
 
    The vehicle was actually an old bus. So old the paint was peeling. He had seen the bus before, the previous year when the then turned eighteen year olds had been driven through town. 
 
    He knew a lot of the young men waiting for transport, either from school, or just having seen them around town. He moved to a group he knew fairly well and stood with them. 
 
    “Hey, Max,” murmured Josh Hartwell, moving over to him. 
 
    Josh and he had played on the baseball team together. Josh was big, broad shoulders, and played first base. He could stretch out and catch the ball because of his height, and he was strong enough to take a hit from an overzealous runner when he was protecting a base. 
 
    Max, on the other hand was six inches shorter at five foot six. Max was slender, but deceptively strong. He was quick, which made him a good short stop, and a fantastic base runner. 
 
    They had trained in those positions for years, and had developed a great rapport. 
 
    “You ready?” 
 
    “I guess so. My mother was bawling all night.” 
 
    “Yeah, mine wasn’t crying, but she sure acted different.” 
 
    “So what do you think will happen?” 
 
    “Don’t know. But hopefully they’ll have a good baseball team.” 
 
    “Yeah. But—“ 
 
    “Recruits line up at the bus!” 
 
    The woman coming down the platform was as tall as Josh, She was wearing dark blue, bloused pants and a blue tee shirt. It was the tee shirt that caught Max’s attention, and the attention of every other boy on the platform. 
 
    She was muscular, but her chest thrust forward. She was wearing a bra, but the nipples could be seen thrusting through the material. Her boobs were minor mountains that drew the attention of all. 
 
    “Move it, cupcake,” she yelled at one boy who had brought a bag and was stumbling across the platform in front of her. 
 
    “Heysoos,” whispered Josh. “Look at those titties!” 
 
    Several other boys were whispering similar remarks, or just gulping. 
 
    Belatedly, Max realized that she had shiny, blonde hair done up in a French style, under a Smokey hat. Her blue eyes didn’t seem to blink, and she had a strong jaw with full lips. Her lips were painted bright red. 
 
    “Come on, cupcake,” she had a smile on her face as she watched the boy with the bags who had fallen to one knee in her path. 
 
    He moved. 
 
    Behind this first drill sergeant were four more women. They weren’t as stupendous, especially in the chest, but they were impressive. They were neat to a T, they had incredible bodies, and their hair was tucked under their wide brimmed hats. The hats were tilted forward and their eyes glared out from under the brims. They all looked pissed off. 
 
    Max had never seen such outright anger in his life. His mother never got mad. His father never got irritated. Jessica just laughed at him. 
 
    But these women were showing uncharacteristic emotion, and it frightened Max. 
 
    “Fuck,” said Josh. He didn’t appear frightened, but he was apprehensive. 
 
    One of the women had a clipboard and she strode to the head of the line. “Name!” 
 
    “John Charles.” 
 
    “Another woman was on the other side of the line and she spoke harshly into John Charles’ ear, “Why aren’t you getting not eh bus get on the bus when asked for your name!” 
 
    John Charles tripped and stumbled and made it onto the bus. 
 
    “Name!” 
 
    “Henry Walker.” 
 
    “Get on the bus cupcake!” 
 
    The young men, reduced to frightened boys by the intensity of her voice, scrambled onto the bus, now frightened of the woman with the big tits and the hard voice. 
 
    Max was about two thirds of the way down the line and he scrambled with the rest of them. 
 
    On the bus he made his way down the center. Boys were in their seats, trying to look through the tinted glass windows. 
 
    Josh was right in front of Max, and he pushed and shoved and nobody minded because they were all pushing and shoving, and they ended up all the way at the bak, sitting on a wide seat, the emergency door to the side giving them a bit of extra foot room. 
 
    “Wow,” breathed Max. 
 
    “Fucking bitches,” snorted a recruit who sat in the seat in front of them. Josh and Max didn’t say anything, just looked at each and shrugged. 
 
    “ALL RIGHT, CUPCAKES! SIT AT ATTENTION! NO TALKING!” 
 
    One of the drill sergeants sat down next to the driver, who was an old man, and faced backwards, towards the recruits.  
 
    The old man didn’t seem to care about anything, and the DI spoke to him briefly, probably told him to move out…cupcake. 
 
      
 
    The boys had been herded onto the bus at exactly 7:15, and the bus backed out of its slot at 7:16. 
 
    The windows, except for where the tinting had been scratched, couldn’t be seen through.  
 
    Slowly, as the bus left town and began the long journey, some of the boys leaned forward and tried to look out the windows. 
 
    The DI didn’t say anything. She sat and watched and rocked with the motion of the bus. 
 
    A few of the boys whispered to each other, and still she said nothing. 
 
    Max and Josh remained sitting upright, mainly because they were jammed in and there was no way to slouch or lean. Also, they were behind the heads of the boys in front of them, so the DI couldn’t see if they were speaking. 
 
    The miles mounted. The minutes became hours. The boys became restive, talking openly, and even scratching at the imperfections on the tinted windows in an attempt to see the countryside they were passing through. 
 
    Then the buss turned down a long, dirt road. 
 
    Somebody whispered, “We’re on the base!” 
 
    And the bus drove on. 
 
    But ten minutes later it wiggled through a series of streets, which seemed to be made of asphalt, and stopped. 
 
    The DI at the head of the bus stood up and yelled, “GET THE FUCK OFF MY BUS!” 
 
    This was a new voice, the voice of an enraged maniac, and the boys almost fell over each other in their attempt to comply with the pissed off drill sergeant. 
 
    Off the bus the other female DIs were waiting for them. 
 
    “LINE UP!” 
 
    “STAND ON THE YELLOW FOOTPRINTS!” 
 
    “MOVE IT!” 
 
    And, the inevitable “CUPCAKE!” 
 
    As if their yelling wasn’t bad enough, they were now holding swagger sticks. Two foot, stiff, flexible whips. And they used them. 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    Again and again. 
 
    Max was quick, agile, and he made it to the yellow footprints under a long, metal roof. He stood on yellow footprints and was terrified. 
 
    Josh stood next to him. Being big he wasn’t as sick, and he had received two stripes on his buttocks. 
 
    “Fuckin’ fuck!” he whimpered. “That fuckin’ hurts!” 
 
    “SHUT UP, CUPCAKE!” An instructor moving behind the line screamed in Josh’s ear.  
 
    She pushed through the line and stood nose to nose with Josh. “If you think a little whipping is bad wait until I shove this thing so far up your…” She droned on and Josh felt his heart thudding. 
 
    He hated it, of course, but it was too early in the training to do anything. But he was determined to stand up for himself. 
 
    Fuckin’ bitches. 
 
    When all the boys were lined up the first Drill Instructor stood in front of them and spoke in a loud voice. She didn’t yell, she was above that, but she sure had presence, and everybody heard her. 
 
    “My name is Drill Instructor Margaret. You will address me as Ma’am. You are my cupcakes. I own you. Whether you live or die depends on me…and my assistant drill instructors. Is that clear?” 
 
    There were mumbles, and the assistant DIs went to work. 
 
    “LOUDER!” 
 
    “MA’AM, YES, MA’AM!” 
 
    “STAND WITH YOUR CHEST OUT LIKE YOU HAVE A PAIR!” 
 
    And the abuse went on. DI Margaret stood and watched with lazy, waiting eyes. 
 
    When the recruits had screamed “MA’AM, YES, MA’AM!” loud enough, the DIs moved to the rear of the line and waited for the recruits next fuck up. 
 
    DI Margaret smiled and said, “Over the next few months myself and my assistants will be responsible for your learning your general orders, and learning what it takes to graduate from this boot camp. How you conduct yourself is of paramount performance. When…IF…you graduate, you will be assigned a secondary school.” She stepped forward and lowered her voice. Now every boy on the yellow footprints was leaning forward, listening with all their might. 
 
    “Everything depends on how well you follow instructions. There will be times when you don’t want to, but this boot camp has been designed to make real men out of you, so do what you’re told when you are told. Is that clear?” 
 
    There were some mumbles, then a few of the boys tried yelling “Ma’am, yes, ma’am!” 
 
    And that set off the drill instructors. 
 
    “LOUDER!” 
 
    “MA’AM, YES, MA’AM!” 
 
    “STAND WITH YOUR CHEST OUT LIKE YOU HAVE A PAIR!” 
 
    When the boys had finally yelled “MA’AM, YES, MA’AM” to the DIs satisfaction, Margaret  turned to her second in command. “Take them, Sergeant. 
 
    “YES, MA’AM!” 
 
    Drill Instructor Margaret moved back and the second in charge turned to the boys and screamed, “TAKE OFF YOUR CLOTHES!” 
 
    This was a make and break point for many of the boys. Many of them had only been seen naked in a locker room, and now they were being told to strip naked in front of sexy women with whips. 
 
    Many of the boys started crying, but it didn’t matter. The DIs went through them, smacking asses with their sticks, screaming at the top of their lungs. 
 
    Some of the boys, red in the face, simply took their clothes off. They stood, here and there, their cocks hanging limply some times, but more often than not standing straight up. 
 
    “GET THOSE PANTS OFF!” 
 
    “I’VE SEEN A DICK BEFORE! GET YOUR DAMN TIGHTY WHITEY’S OFF!” 
 
    DAMN! THIS ONE IS SMALL!” 
 
    After a while there were more naked boys than not, and the DIs focused on the laggards. They screamed and used their swagger sticks  freely and the sounds of SMACKS filled the area. 
 
    Then there were only a couple of boys not disrobed. One of the boys just seemed confused, and he finally managed to get everything off. 
 
    Then there was one boy, and he held to his clothes, his hands pulling up on the waist band of his jeans, and one arm around his chest as if to protect his shirt. 
 
    And he wouldn’t get undressed. 
 
    Four DIs standing around him, screaming, the sound of SMACKS rising up like the rat a tat of a snare drum. 
 
    Then Margaret blew a whistle. 
 
    The four DIs steppe back and stood at attention around the boy. 
 
    He was crying, sobbing, and wouldn’t move. 
 
    Margaret spoke to her second, and she trotted, boobs bouncing, to the   where the four DIs surrounded the boy. She whispered something and three of the DIs moved back to behind the line of naked boys. 
 
    Max heard one of the DIs mutter, “Only one. That’s pretty good.” 
 
    Then the remaining drill instructor placed her arm around the crying boy’s shoulders and walked him away. 
 
    That was it. They would never see that boy again. But, later, they would find out that he was their casualty. He had failed boot camp and been removed. Nobody knew for sure, but the rumor was that he was sent to an agricultural farm. 
 
    Right then, however, the DIs lined up next to the boys and the second in command, whose name turned out to be Betsy, yelled, “TURN TO THE LEFT!” 
 
    The boys turned, a bit out of synch, and received a few SMACKS from the DIS. 
 
    “March with the left foot first. HUP! HUP! HUP!” 
 
    The boys, naked as the day they were born, marched across a large field. In the distance they could see figures moving between barracks, but in the field they were alone, and naked, and surrounded by maniac bitches with big tits. 
 
      
 
    They arrived in a barracks and were assigned bunks. But the bunks weren’t much. Just inch thin mattresses, very worn in spots, with wires for slats. 
 
    They were commanded to stand in front of their bunks and one of the DIs strode to a central position and addressed them. Max could hear another Drill Sergeant addressing recruits on the floor above. 
 
    “Okay, cupcakes,” she spoke in a strident voice, demanding attention without yelling. But there were a couple of other DIs waiting for boys to move out of turn, and they were holding their whips viciously, and though they didn’t grin, they were clearly enjoying their work. 
 
    “My name is Drill Instructor Charlotte, and you cupcakes have to learn two things. First you have to learn your general quarters. Second, you have to learn to conduct yourselves like ladies.” 
 
    She yelled in a slightly louder voice, “Assistant Drill Instructor Jane! Front and Center! 
 
    A drill instructor did a sort of march trot, which was double time, to the center of the barracks and faced Drill Instructor Charlotte. 
 
    “Recite your General Orders!” 
 
    Jane screamed, just like a recruit, her boobs bouncing with the force of her recitation. 
 
    “MY TWELVE GENERAL ORDERS ARE: 
 
    “FIRST GENERAL ORDER, I MUST GIVE THE APPROPRIATE BOW AND SALUTATION! 
 
    “SECOND GENERAL ORDER, I WILL ALWAYS SAY THANK YOU AND GIVE COMPLIMENTS! 
 
    “THIRD GENERAL ORDER, I WILL OFFER HELP TO ANY AND ALL WHO REQUIRE IT! 
 
    “FOURTH GENERAL ORDER, I WILL ALWAYS HOLD A DOOR OPEN AND OFFER A CHAIR WHEN REQUIRED. 
 
    “FIFTH GENERAL ORDER, I WILL ALWAYS WALK BEHIND AND SLIGHTLY TO THE SIDE. 
 
    “SIXTH GENERAL ORDER, I WILL ALWAYS WALK NEAREST THE STREET! 
 
    “SEVENTH GENERAL ORDER, I WILL ALWAYS BE PUNCTUAL. 
 
    “EIGHT GENERAL ORDER, I  WILL ALWAYS DO AS I AM TOLD WITHOUT QUESTION! 
 
    “NINTH GENERAL ORDER, I I WILL BE QUIET UNLESS SPOKEN TO! 
 
    “TENTH GENERAL ORDER, I WILL ALWAYS ACT AND DO MY BEST! 
 
    “ELEVENTH GENERAL ORDER, I WILL NOT CRITICIZE NOR COMPLAIN! 
 
    “TWELVE GENERAL ORDER, I WILL ALWAYS PROCEED WITH KINDNESS AND CAUTION! 
 
    “THESE ARE MY TWELVE GENERAL ORDERS, MA’AM!” 
 
    The assistant DI then trotted back to the commanding position she had been in. 
 
    Every boy in the place was stunned. Such a simple thing, done with such authority, showing not only that it could be done, but the right way to do it. 
 
    The next half hour was spent memorizing the first general order, and by the end of that half hour the boys could do it.  
 
    Margaret listened as the boys recited it, one after another. At the end she spoke to Jane, and Jane turned and yelled. “RECRUIT MAXWELL THOMAS FRONT AND CENTER!”               
 
    Max immediately panicked and didn’t want to move, but a smack across the ass and a DI walking next to him, controlling him with a strong arm on his biceps put him in motion. He stood before Margaret and shivered. 
 
    Margaret paid no attention to his trembling. “Recruit Maxwell Thomas,” she spoke in a loud but not screaming voice. “You have complied with orders in a fitting manner. As your reward you will wear the yellow high heels!” 
 
    Max started to look around, but the DIs kept their hands on him. One of them knelt in front of him and lifted one of his feet. She placed a high heel on his foot and padlocked the buckle. 
 
    He stared down at the top of her head, and realized that he had an erection. 
 
    She ignored the erection, and her hair brushed it and he throbbed, and she put the other shoe on him. Then she stood up and stepped back. 
 
    “WELL DONE! RECRUIT MAXWELL THOMAS!” screamed Charlotte. 
 
    Then Margaret stepped forward, put her hands on his cheeks and held him still as she kissed him. 
 
    Her lips were soft. His eyes were open, a thrill shot through him and he felt her body bump against his penis. 
 
    She stepped back. 
 
    “Return to your squad, Maxwell Thomas.” 
 
    Dazed, his cock throbbing like so hard he could feel the blood leaving his head, he was guided back to his place.  
 
    He had trouble walking in the shoes. His ankles were weak and needed strengthening, but the DIs kept him upright until he was standing in the ranks again. 
 
    He stood, and the guys around him were staring at him. 
 
    And what were they thinking? Were they laughing at him? Wearing high heels? Were they pissed off that they hadn’t won the high heels? Did they think he was a sissy! 
 
    Max didn’t know. He just knew he was beet red and his cock wouldn't stop surging. 
 
    “Crap, Max.” whispered Josh, who immediately received a WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    “All right, cupcakes. If you ever want to get out of her then you’d better do as well as recruit Thomas. Learn your orders. Take them to heart. Some day you, too, may be allowed the privilege of wearing high heels!” 
 
    “OUTSIDE FOR PHYSICAL TRAINING!”and the barracks emptied. 
 
      
 
    Physical training, or PT, was standard. It is the same push ups and sit ups and jumping jacks and other exercises as it has been throughout history. 
 
    The only difference was that the boys had to do the exercises naked. 
 
    And Max had to do them in high heels. 
 
    Surprising, the heels were comfortable, and he realized that they must have pre-selected him for the award. The shoes fit perfectly, and if he was focused and careful he didn’t twist his ankle or fall down. 
 
    Still, he was always behind the others, and the Drill Sergeants took no mercy on him. 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    He yelped, and received another stripe for making a sound. 
 
    GET WITH IT, CUPCAKE!” 
 
    He tried, he tried as hard as he could. 
 
    When he did push ups his penis dragged on the grass. 
 
    When he did jumping jacks his cock bounced up and down. 
 
    When he did burpees his cock bounced and dragged and scraped and…was erect. 
 
    Almost all the boys were erect now. Their cocks were responding to the exercise, and they were so embarrassed that they began to get over it. 
 
    Heck, everybody had a boner, so nobody laughed. 
 
    Except the Drill Instructors. They took this opportunity of general erections to insult all and equally. 
 
    They didn’t yell, but they spoke loudly. 
 
    “Look at the size of that dinger. I’ve seen bigger cocks on kitty cats!” 
 
    “Look! A bender! He’s going to corkscrew fuck somebody’s ass tonight!” 
 
    “Private Jones! You’ve got the ugliest cock I’ve ever seen! Your official recruit name is now Ugly Dick!” 
 
    And the insults went on and on. 
 
    Finally, the hour was over and the boys were marched back to the barracks. They were now tired, and they were cold because the temperature had dropped a bit, and they were feeling kind of pissy. 
 
    Private Jones did not like his new nickname. And he snapped to one of the DIs, “Don’t call me that!” 
 
    He was promptly surrounded and striped by three DIs. He actually lurched towards one of them, and was tripped and fell on the ground. The DIs went with him, their arms moving up and down, and it was a miracle the whips didn’t cut him. 
 
    But, as the recruits were to learn through harsh experience, DIs were expert with the whip, any whip, and they only left long, purple marks on Private Jones’ flesh. 
 
    Finally, he was allowed up and he returned, crying, to the ranks. 
 
    Another recruit, a big one, taller than Josh, had had enough. 
 
    “I’ve had it. You try to whip me and I’ll kick your asses!” 
 
    Jane stepped forward, a smile on her face. She was small, almost dainty, but she looked up at the recruit and said, “Shut up, get in line, or I’ll kick your ass.” 
 
    It was proof of how worn down the recruits were that he swung on her. 
 
    Jane ducked, pushed, tripped, and went to the ground with him. 
 
    Stunned, the other recruits could only stare as she joint locked him. The other DIs moved forward and began the whipping. 
 
    The DIs had been mean before, but now they were absolutely, ruthlessly vicious. 
 
    They didn’t stop when the boy was sobbing and begging; they stopped when he curled into a fetal position and didn’t move. 
 
    Then one of the DIs helped him up, held his head lovingly, and rejoined him to the ranks. 
 
    And so it went. 
 
    They had lunch, then more PT, and more classes on the General orders. 
 
    The recruits were now under control.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
      
 
    After lunch the recruits had their first class. 
 
    It was instruction on how to iron clothes. What was worse, they had to learn to iron dresses and blouses. There was much instruction on how to not burn material, what kind of material took what setting, how to hang up or fold the finished product, and so on. 
 
    To sit and watch a DI perform the ironing was actually relaxing. Nobody was yelling at them as long as they faced front and kept their eyes open. 
 
    When they had to do the ironing themselves, however, it was frustrating.  
 
    The clothes they had to iron were badly wrinkled, even soiled, and obviously kept around expressly for the purpose of training recruits. 
 
    During the actual ironing procedure the DIs ranged, using their whips and screaming, but only screaming when a mistake was made. If actual instruction was required they spoke quickly and positively, and they even offered an occasional compliment. 
 
    Learning to iron, Max realized that his father always did the ironing. He had never thought much about it, but his mother never ironed. 
 
    He wondered if she even knew how. 
 
    When the class was over two more boys were presented with yellow heels. 
 
    And were kissed. Not by Margaret, but by two DIs. They looked as stunned as Max had felt when he had received his kiss. 
 
    Now the boys cocks were limp. they had gotten used to their situation, and only a couple of hogs were more than limp, and those not overly excited. 
 
    So they had PT, and that woke up their weenies again. 
 
    Jumping, bending, twisting, cocks waved in the wind and the boys suffered the indignity of public erections. 
 
    And the DIs responded. 
 
    “LOOK AT THAT TINY WEENIE! THE KEY TO MY FRONT DOOR IS BIGGER!” 
 
    “UGLY DICK HAS UGLY BALLS!” 
 
    “YOU CALL THAT A HARD ON? I’VE SEEN HARDER NOODLES!” 
 
    The boys took it, and they were beginning to change. Just the first day, and they were adapting. 
 
    Sure, some of them became tight faced at the insults, but most of them, too tired to fight, just accepted the insults. 
 
    They were being broken down. 
 
      
 
    That night Max lay in his bunk and wished he were dead. 
 
    Well, not really dead, just pretended that he wished he were dead. 
 
    The fact was that his boner was keeping him up. Left to himself, his work for the day done, his body slack and relaxed, the energy that had moved him all day gathered in his dick and made that dick hard. 
 
    He glanced around at the other boys. Many of them had erections. They walked about the barracks, lay in their bunks, and their dicks were hard. 
 
    Which amazed Max. He was a cupcake, on the way to becoming a sissy, and he had a boner. 
 
    Yet he was so tired. 
 
    He slept. 
 
    And woke up in the middle of the night. 
 
    In the bunk next to him were two bodies. 
 
    It was ugly Dick and a recruit who had been christened ‘Asshole.’ 
 
    They weren’t speaking, and the blanket on the bunk was going up and down at the top and the bottom, and he realized: 69. 
 
    He turned away and began to cry silently. What madhouse had he found himself in? 
 
      
 
    “WAKEY WAKEY, CUPPYCAKEY! 
 
    Max tumbled out of bed. He had had eight hours, and he was as tired as when he had lain down. 
 
    “Get out of bed there, Ugly Dick. Whose that…oh, good morning, Asshole.” 
 
    The DIs didn't seem to mind if the boys shared their bunks. Whether they were having sexual activity, or just hugging and crying, it made no difference. 
 
    “LET’S GO! OUTSIDE FOR PT!” 
 
    “HARRISON! IF YOU DON’T GET A MOVE ON YOU’LL NEVER BE A SISSY!” 
 
    “IF YOU DON’T MOVE FASTER I’M GOING TO RELIEVE YOU OF YOUR TESTICLES!” 
 
    Again with the jumping jacks and push ups and other exercises. 
 
    Max, awkward in his high heels—he had had to sleep in them—tried, but received several stripes for his efforts. Or, as the DIs said, his lack of efforts. 
 
    Then, more tired, they had their first class of the day. 
 
    How to do laundry. Hang, dry and fold. 
 
    After the class three recruits were given high heels and kissed. 
 
    Then a class on General Orders.  
 
    They learned how to bow the right way, moving a foot back, putting a dainty leg forward, spreading the hands to the side and dipping. 
 
    A curtsy. And it was made awkward because when you did it right the balls always got in the way. It seemed there was always a groan or two when the balls got pressed between the thighs. But that was okay, nothing that a few stripes wouldn't cure. 
 
    Then they discussed the general orders. In a civilized manner, because, as the DI said, you’ll never do something right if you don’t understand it. 
 
    The discussions, interestingly enough, did help. 
 
    Max would always remember the reasoning behind the simple actions of the general orders. 
 
    Several of the orders encouraged politeness, which the DIs correctly informed them would lead to kindness. 
 
    Some of the orders were bizarre.  
 
    To walk on the side of the sidewalk closest to the street was because when people were using horses and carriages the man would have his body between the woman and any mud splashing. 
 
    To walk slightly behind was more a Chinese thing adapted to Americans. It was a sign of respect and submission. 
 
    Then there were orders that meant business. Do what you’re told. And, be quiet unless you’re spoken to. Those two, especially, were enforced ruthlessly. 
 
    But the real problems came when they did drills to enforce the orders. 
 
    One boy would don a simple dress and act the part of a woman. That recruit was expected to do things that would force the other recruit to perform his General Orders. 
 
    Max was often called on to be the woman. He would slip a loose dress over his head and walk, and his partner, often Josh, would try to stay slightly behind him, or on the street side. Or he would hold a chair for him or open a door. 
 
    As the drills became more complicated Max was instructed on how to act more woman like to give the drill more reality. 
 
    He walked, one foot in front of the other, to make his ass sway, but not too much. 
 
    He was supposed to be a woman, not a caricature of a woman. 
 
    He was given a purse to carry, and at times Josh would be told to carry it for him. 
 
    Max would sit and was served. 
 
    Then, as the weeks passed, he was instructed on things to say to Josh. 
 
    To insult Josh, and Josh could say nothing but thank you, or give compliments. If Josh didn’t give compliments fast enough, or appropriate enough, he was whipped. 
 
    And Max was whipped if he didn’t act the perfect woman. 
 
    Once he was striped particularly viciously when he was too tough on Josh. 
 
    It was a fine line the boys were walking. 
 
    And though they had regular partners, they were often switch off. They were given unfamiliar partners and instructed and had to achieve a uniform manner of treating people in the correct manner. 
 
      
 
    One night Max woke up suddenly. 
 
    The barracks was quiet, but he had a feeling. 
 
    He slipped out of bed and padded to the head. 
 
    There were three boys in there, taking turns blowing each other. 
 
    Max watched, was fascinated, repulsed, and curious. 
 
    One of the boys turned and saw him, grinned and motioned for him to join them. 
 
    But Max wasn’t ready for that. 
 
    If he did well in a class he might receive a kiss. 
 
    But sex with other boys was a bit unnerving. 
 
    And after two weeks the DIs started groping the boys. 
 
    Sometimes it would be a pat on the ass, sometimes it would be a full on groin grab. 
 
    This especially happened if a recruit wasn’t ‘boning up,’ as the DIs liked to call it. They wanted the recruits hard at all times. 
 
    The Drill Instructor would simply grab the recruits coke and balls, massage until the cock was hard, then stroke him a while. 
 
    The recruits would turn red faced and want to cum, but the Drill Sergeants, who didn’t mind that the recruits blow each other or slept together, didn’t want the boys to cum by their hands. 
 
    Then came the fourth week. 
 
      
 
    Only a couple of boys weren’t in high heels. All the boys had jacked off, and many of them had slept with other boys, or had sex in the bathroom after lights out. 
 
    Jane walked in right after dinner. This was alone time. When the boys shined their yellow heels, or washed their sheets, or memorized their general orders.  
 
    Every boy immediately stood in front of their bunk. 
 
    “Let’s talk about sex,” she said with a grin. 
 
    Then commenced a bunch of rules that seemed no less stringent than the general orders. 
 
    One must have proper foreplay. 
 
    One must make the woman cum first. 
 
    One must sleep in the wet spot. 
 
    And on and on and on. 
 
    Every thing necessary to be a slave in bed. 
 
    Most of the boys were virgins, or had been relieved by persons, usually a neighbor, as a favor to their mothers. But there were a few who weren’t. 
 
    But all were shocked when Jane blew a whistle and Charlotte walked into the room. 
 
    She was wearing a strap with a small dildo sticking out. 
 
    “We are now going to have practical drills on the things we have been telling you. Maxwell Thomas, front and center. 
 
    Max trotted to the center of the floor in the prescribed manner. 
 
    “Kneel and suck my cock!” 
 
    Max was caught. He had to follow all orders, he had to give compliments, he had to live the general orders. 
 
    But the sight of the weenie bouncing slightly at the junction of the Drill Sergeant was almost too much. 
 
    “I SAID…SUCK!” 
 
    He couldn’t help it. He had been conditioned. He knew his general orders. He bent slightly at the knee, then lowered himself to the knees. 
 
    Charlotte moved forward and he was suddenly an inch away from a plastic hog. 
 
    Oh, it wasn’t big, except in his mind, except in the fact that he was going to have to do something that went against his grain. 
 
    Charlotte helped him out by grabbing his head and pulling it towards her. 
 
    His mouth opened up and her cock went sliding in. 
 
    Thank goodness it wasn’t big. If it had been big he would have thrown up. 
 
    Jane stood to the side and offered instruction. 
 
    “Grab her balls, fondle, squeeze. That’s it. Now stroke. Imagine that white fluid squirting out the tip.” 
 
    Max almost gagged. 
 
    “It tastes delicious! Ask for more!” 
 
    Max dutifully followed directions. “Please, ma’am, may I have some more?” 
 
    Charlotte chuckled, slapped him on the face and pushed him back. He fell on his rump and stared at her. 
 
    But Jane moved up and helped him to his feet. “Well done, Maxwell. Put this on.” 
 
    She handed him a strap on. 
 
    Max buckled the thing in place, and by the time he was done the next recruit in line, Josh, was commanded to his knees…in front of Max. 
 
    “But…” Max tried to object. 
 
    “DON’T YOU WANT A BLOW JOB! MAXWELL?” 
 
    Max was shaking, afraid, and he watched as Josh, ashamed, mortified, but caught by his training and general orders, went to his knees. 
 
    Max watched as the bigger man sucked on his dick. 
 
    Not his real dick, though many of the boys would have preferred that, but his fake peeny. 
 
    Then, when Josh had passed, he stood up and was given the strap on. 
 
    Boy by boy they went down the line, each learning to suck like a woman. 
 
    That night was a revelation. Everybody was changed by it. The sight of a boy kneeling in front of them, even though it wasn’t their real dick…it did something to them. 
 
    There was a lot of politeness and pondering from that night on. 
 
    A line had been crossed. 
 
      
 
    The classes, after that night, changed. 
 
    They had been learning how to iron, how to sew, how to vacuum and sweep and do the things necessary to keep house. 
 
    Now they learned things more pertinent to being female. 
 
    Classes in fashion, in make up, in how to style their hair. 
 
    All the boys had been commanded to attend boot camp with long hair, and now they spent long classes washing, and dying, and curling, and giving themselves the most feminine fashion possible. 
 
    And…make up. 
 
    They were instructed on all the techniques of make up. How to apply, how to take off, the advantages and disadvantages of the various products. 
 
    Now they walked around with painted faces. 
 
    And…they received their first underwear. 
 
    Bra and panties, very plain, but it was the first clothing, the first covering, they had had in two months. 
 
    And they were proud. 
 
    Their embarrassment quotient went down and their pride went up. 
 
    In a sense, they had reached the bottom (or so they thought0, and they were on the build. 
 
      
 
    Boys were washed out of training, too. At least one or two a week.  
 
    Sometimes they went with a whimper, led out crying by Drill Sergeants who actually seemed to understand. 
 
    Sometimes they had to be dragged out, kicking and fighting, screaming about how they were men and they didn’t have to take this! 
 
    By the time three months had passed nearly 10% of the class had been washed. 
 
    Max had mixed feelings about this. 
 
    He was friends with the boys who left. He felt for them. And he imagined them suffering in factories and fields, doing other dangerous work. 
 
    He knew what was wrong with them, of course. It was no secret. 
 
    They were protesting the femininity of their classes, the way they were called ‘cupcake,’ or now that they had started the sexual training, ‘sissies.’ 
 
    Heck, he sometimes didn’t like it, either. But he was determined to do well. He was determined to make his family proud. 
 
    And he didn’t want to do manual labor in a field, sweating and exhausted from the sheer physicality of it. 
 
    So he endured. 
 
    And he didn’t sleep with any of the other boys, or go to the head at night. 
 
    Instead, he took inordinate pride in his appearance. He applied his make up with care, and when he was given a new dress, he was. beside himself. 
 
    He was so pretty. 
 
    Then, one night, it all changed. 
 
      
 
    Jane strode into the barracks. She was holding a clipboard. She read from it. 
 
    “Recruit Anderson, outside. 
 
    “Recruit Aswell, outside. 
 
    “Recruit Bradenton, outside.” 
 
    She spoke in a normal tone of voice, and the boys, looking confused and concerned, stood up one by one and left the barracks. 
 
    When Jane was done with her list fully half the boys were gone. The barracks now felt empty. 
 
    Max looked out a window and saw the recruits who had been called marching across the field. 
 
    “Ma’am?” 
 
    Jane looked to the recruit who had spoken. Instead of yelling because he hadn’t yelled, or chastising him in some way for whatever, she smiled and said, “Yes?” 
 
    “Where are they going.” 
 
    Jane sighed, her large breasts heaving up and down. “Ladies, sit down on the floor in front of me. Make a circle.” 
 
    The boys looked at each other. It was the first time they had been called ladies. It felt weird, and yet…good. 
 
    They sat in a circle, and Sergeant Jane sat down on the end of a bunk and faced them. 
 
    Her face was even, no emotion, and she began to speak. 
 
    “The boys who left have not met with our standards. Does anybody see the common denominator?” 
 
    None did. 
 
    “Think. What happened in the shower?” 
 
    Boys looked down, boys were startled. None of the DIs had ever addressed the issue. 
 
    “The boys who have left, many of them, took advantage of the shower.” 
 
    “But, I—“ 
 
    And Ugly Dick stopped. He had revealed himself. 
 
    Jane didn’t care. 
 
    “Yes, you were there, but you didn’t do the same things as the boys who just left.” 
 
    All the boys were staring, trying to figure it out, and Jane said, “Those who left were on the top.” 
 
    Silence. 
 
    A few looks at Ugly Dick. Ugly Dick, who had gone to the bathroom to get poked, not to poke. 
 
    But there were no judgmental looks. 
 
    Jane nodded, and not unkindly. 
 
    I think you understand now, and I hope you understand what is going to be required of you to graduate from boot camp. 
 
    More silence. The boys understood. 
 
    “For you to be worthwhile members of society, for you to deserve a world at peace, you must understand what it is like to be the victims of the abusers. You will learn this. And if you don’t, you will fail. Now do you understand what this boot camp is all about?” 
 
    There were nods. Not all happy, considering what they were going to be asked to do, but…happy enough. 
 
    Sad, as long as you do what you are told, is happy enough. 
 
    Max thought back through his lifetime. He considered the tasks his father did, and his mother. He thought about the way each of them treated him. 
 
    He understood what Jane was saying. 
 
    Ugly Dick whispered, “So the ones who left, they couldn’t give up…give up…” 
 
    “Being the abusers. They used their dicks as weapons. They subdued people. They strove to be on top, at the cost of the person on the bottom. this is not a society that can stand that.” 
 
    Every boy in the barracks was in deep consideration now. 
 
    They were in make up and dresses. They wore heels and knew how to do the things that men in a polite and peaceful society did. 
 
    They knew how to iron and wash and make dinner and…and make love to a woman when she wanted it. 
 
    It was a society of love, and they would contribute to that. 
 
    “Okay, I—“ 
 
    “Ma’am?” 
 
    Behind Max, Josh was standing up. 
 
    “Yes, Josh?” 
 
    “Can I…I don’t…” then was crying, sobbing, really, his whole body shaking as his soul fell apart. 
 
    Jane went to him, placed a hand on his shoulder. “I know, Josh. We would have called you, not because you fucked somebody, but because we can see what you’re going through. What you can’t go through.” 
 
    “I’m sorry…I don’t…I can’t…” 
 
    “It’s okay, Josh. Go now, and be at peace. We love you.” 
 
    Grateful, Josh ran from the barracks, he ran after the others who had washed out. 
 
    Jane watched him running in his high heels over the parade ground. She sighed, then turned to the others. “We had to give him a chance, but some just can’t do it. If there are any others who think they aren’t deserving, come talk to me. Decisions are to be made, and they aren’t all ours. It is up to you recruits to choose your station in life.” 
 
    Then Jane left the room. 
 
      
 
    Max lay in bed and was crushed. 
 
    His best friend since early childhood was gone. 
 
    Sure, he had other friends, but to lie Josh was…hurtful. 
 
    Moisture leaked from his eyes, and he kept a hanky at hand. He didn’t want to look a mess in the morning. 
 
    Josh, gone. 
 
    Almost more than he could stand. 
 
      
 
    A month more passed, and more boys left. And less were left. 
 
    Only a dozen bunks were slept in in the barracks. 
 
    They still had classes, and the classes were conducted with vigor, but…only six boys left. 
 
    How the DIs knew Max didn’t know. Maybe they had cameras, maybe spies, maybe something else, but they always knew when a boy made that last step. When they snuck into the bathroom, or just went up to the empty second story, and bent over. 
 
    Strap ons were kept in a box in the bathroom, and they were cleaned regularly. 
 
    There were large bottles of lube waiting for whoever wished to avail themselves. 
 
    But Max had not availed himself. 
 
    One night Jane walked into the barracks. She sat down across the Max. 
 
    The days of screaming and yelling were done. The boys left no longer needed rough encouragement or even instruction. They wore dresses and knew their duties. 
 
    “How are you doing, Max?” 
 
    “Fine, Ma’am.” 
 
    She smiled. “Tonight you are not going to call me ‘Ma’am.” 
 
    “I’m not? Ma’am?” 
 
    “No. You call me ma’am again and I’ll knock you to the ground and step on your dick.” 
 
    “Yes, uh…yes.” 
 
    She smiled wider. Then grew serious. “Max, why haven't you bent over for somebody.” 
 
    “I’ve tried, m—Jane.” I’ve even asked others to…do me. But then…I get frightened.” 
 
    “Would you be frightened of me?” 
 
    “No.” Pause. “Jane.” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “We do have boys like you every once in a while. Boys who are sissies at heart, but who can’t make it over the final hurdle. Now, we can wash you out, which would be a shame. There aren’t enough men like you in the world. So we have one final chance for you. Come with me upstairs. I will do you.” 
 
    Max took in his breath. 
 
    “But, to be sure, after me you have to be fucked by all the DIs.” 
 
    “You…” 
 
    He stopped talking. He stared at her. 
 
    He had hated her in the beginning, then he had respected her, then he had loved her, and gotten over that puppy love. 
 
    Yet there was, in his heart, a deep feeling for her. 
 
    This wouldn’t be a disrespectful dalliance. This would be a serious act. 
 
    He nodded. “I’ll try.” 
 
    “Very good. why don’t you put on a peignoir, make yourself up, and we’ll meet you upstairs.” 
 
    Max nodded, and began to prepare himself. 
 
    He wore his sexiest lingerie, his best dress and had some of the other boys help him with his make up. 
 
    Finally, he walked up the stairs. 
 
    He was alone for a half hour, then the Drill Instructors came upstairs. Six of them. They were in drill instructor garb, loose pants, tight tee shirts, and Smokey hats. 
 
    They were also wearing dildos under their clothes. 
 
    “Hello, Max.” Margaret smiled at him. “Are you ready?” 
 
    “Yes…should I call you Ma’am or Margaret?” 
 
    “Tonight you must address us by our names. This is not a night for rigid rules, it is for acceptance, submission, to do as you’re told…to go with it.” 
 
    It clicked in Max’s mind. To go with it. That was what his mother had told him many months ago. 
 
    “Where would you like me?” 
 
    “Why don’t you just get on all fours.” 
 
    Max took off his panties and assumed the position. One of th eDIs lifted his dress and began smushing lube into him. 
 
    Margaret was first. She was slow and gentle. She made sure he was comfortable and well lubed, then she used her tool. 
 
    Max gasped and his eyes rolled back. He had been resisting this…this final act of submission, of transition. But why? It felt so incredible! 
 
    After five minutes of loving, her cupping his chest, kissing the back of his neck, making him feel like he was the most important person in the world, she pulled out and Jane took her place. 
 
    Max groaned as she used him, and was glad that he now understood the difference between use and abuse. 
 
    He groaned and arched his back, and for a moment he thought he might squirt, but Jane stopped moving, gripped him, and said, “Not yet. We’ll get you off when the time is right.” 
 
    Charlotte was followed by Betsy, then the last two DIs. 
 
    They all pleasured him, gave up on their own pleasure just so he could understand. 
 
    As Drill Instructors they were going far beyond the call of duty. 
 
    And, finally, they worked him all together. One at his mouth, another at his rear, all of them touching him, sucking his nipples, playing with his balls, and…he couldn’t resist. 
 
    With a mighty groan he arched his back and squirted long ropes. After months of abstinence, except for the occasional masturbatory adventure, he was ready. 
 
    His mind glowed and he couldn’t move. All he could do was wait for the universe to settle down.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
      
 
    Max stepped off the bus. He was wearing regular boy clothes, but in his heart he was a girl. 
 
    His twelve general orders would be with him for life, and they would make him a decent citizen. 
 
    He would be able to marry, to get a good job, and he would be kind. 
 
    “Maxwell!” 
 
    His mother was the first to hug him.  
 
    He held on and gloried in her touch. He just wanted to be in her arms forever. 
 
    But, forever ends early sometimes, and his father shook his hand, and regarded him closely. He must have liked what he saw, because he smiled, probably for the first time in his life, at Max. 
 
    Then his sister hugged him, and she said the one thing that truly made his day. 
 
    “Welcome home, sis.” 
 
      
 
    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?

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Feminized through Yoga! 
 
    Weight lifter has an accident and 
 
    is transformed from male to female! 
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    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    If you’re like me, you’ve tried all sorts of physical exercise. Weightlifting, yoga, iceskating on your head…everything. 
 
    I prefer yoga. Doesn’t mean the other stuff is bad, just…I prefer yoga. 
 
    If you want a really hefty book on how sex and yoga can work together, and for the most sublime experience, check out ‘Silithia.’ 
 
    It’s fiction, but you’re certainly going to agree with the sexual possibilities here. 
 
    That said, you’re going to have fun with this story. There’s absolutely nothing like taking a knucklehead and making him see the light. And what better way to see the light than through feminization! 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    “Come on, babe, one more.just one more…” 
 
    Kelsy grunted and groaned. She was soaked with sweat, she knew she was done. 
 
    Jimmy, however, knew she wasn’t. 
 
    He started to do his usual thing, raising his voice and shouting. “Come on! Don’t be a quitter! Don’t be a lousy quitter! Do it! Do it now!” 
 
    Other people in the gym looked over. The women all frowned, and even a couple of guys got a distasteful look on their faces. 
 
    Jimmy had been watching too much TV. Or maybe he had just a bit too much testosterone flowing in his veins, because his yelling rose up and he was yelling in her face, actually spitting on her as he encouraged her to one more lift. 
 
    “DO IT! DON’T WIMP OUT! DON’T BE A BITCH!” Then, her face straining, starting to cry, he pulled out the big gun, the one insult that he knew would get her. He whispered, “Don’t be a cunt.” 
 
    That did it for Kelsey. She lowered the bar. 
 
    Jimmy didn’t want to take it. He was the spotter, he was supposed to help her, to catch the bar for her safety, but he didn’t want to. He put a hand under the bar and just held the bar there. 
 
    “Don’t quit, dumbie,” he snarled. 
 
    Kelsey started crying. She wanted out from under the bar of lead. She was done with this. “Take it!” she whimpered. “Take it!” 
 
    “Not until you—“ 
 
    Samantha moved in and placed her hands under the bar and lifted. The bar went up and onto the supports, Kelsey lay there and sobbed, and Samantha turned on Jimmy.  “Are you fucking blind?” 
 
    “She was fine,” Jimmy responded, putting his emotion on the woman. 
 
    “Samantha turned away from him with a look of disgust. 
 
    “If I don’t do this she’ll be fat all her life!” Jimmy snapped. 
 
    Samantha turned, an incredulous look on her face, then, because she knew that Jimmy was clueless and hopeless, turned back to Kelsey. “Come on, honey. Let’s take care of you.” 
 
    She helped Kelsey up and walked her towards the juice bar. The juice bar was just off the gym and Samantha sat Kelsey at one of the tables. She got her a bottle of water and the two women sat quietly. 
 
    Slowly, Kelsey calmed down. She stopped crying, wiped her cheeks and said, “Thank you.” 
 
    “Nada, girlfriend.” 
 
    Kelsey sighed. “Normally, outside of the gym, he’s not an asshole.” 
 
    Samantha said nothing. 
 
    “He just gets wound up, and he’s obsessed with me losing weight.” 
 
    Samantha snorted. “What are you, ten pounds overweight?” 
 
    “I know, it’s not much, but I do want to be healthy and look my best.” 
 
    “Well, you can start by holding off on the weightlifting.” 
 
    “What? But Jimmy says weights will help me lose weight!” 
 
    “Sure, it can, but not the way he’s having you do it.” 
 
    A puzzled look crossed Kelsey’s face. 
 
    “Look, different bodies. The way he’s having you lift weights, low reps and lots of weight, will bulk you up. Muscle weight four times as much as fat, you muscle up and you’re going to gain weight.” 
 
    Kelsey’s eyes opened in surprise. “But…he’s having me do it wrong?” 
 
    Samantha nodded. 
 
    “But how am I supposed to do it?” 
 
    “Low weights and lots of reps.” 
 
    Kelsey was quiet then, her mind turning over her situation. She had hated weight lifting, and she really hated the way Jimmy turned into a bully when he was training her. 
 
    “And that might slim you down some, but you’re still going to have muscle…therefore weight. Of course it depends on what look you want.” 
 
    “I want…” she hesitated, “…your look.” 
 
    Samantha had a perfect hourglass shape. Maybe a tad heavy on the top. She wasn’t big, but she was sexy, could wear any clothes, and, put together with her face, she was a babe. 
 
    Samantha gave a half smile. “Well, you’ve been doing the wrong thing to get there, and…thanks for the compliment. 
 
    “No, you have the perfect body. It’s healthy—I see you working out—and it’s strong, and…you’re beautiful.” Then it burst out of her, “What do you do? I mean, I see you doing lots of things, but…what kind of training regimen do you follow?” 
 
    Samantha smiled. “Actually, I don’t work out so much as dabble. I see a body part that needs work I choose from a variety of things, focus on that, then move to another body part.” She shrugged. 
 
    “Well, help me learn your dabbling method.” 
 
    “Won’t Jimmy get pissed?” 
 
    “Let him. Besides, down here he’s already pissed.” 
 
    The two women chuckled at that. 
 
    “Well, okay. But here’s the thing, he’s going to give you a rough time. He’s a man, he’s got a one track mind. He is certainly not going to understand.” 
 
    “I can handle that. Besides, like I told you, when he’s not in the gym he is a different man.” 
 
    “Well, I hope so.” 
 
    The two women smiled at each other. It was the start of a great friendship. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry,” Jimmy said when they drove home. “I guess I got a little rough there.” 
 
    “It’s okay.” 
 
    “Well, it’s not. And I am sorry.” 
 
    “That’s okay, no sex for you for a month.” 
 
    “Ouch!” 
 
    Yet the quip, delivered like a punchline, made his weenie stand up. Even after his exhausting work outs his cock rose up. 
 
    Kelsey laughed. “There it is, the way to man’s heart. Deprive him.” 
 
    “Don’t you dare,” he chuckled. He adjusted his pants to relieve the pressure of the bump under the folds. 
 
    But Kelsey thought about it. 
 
    “You know, you’re worthless after a work out.” 
 
    He twisted his head around and looked at her. The street lights passed over his face. “What?” Now he was serious. 
 
    “We never have sex after you work out. All that weight lifting saps you, makes you less than a man.” 
 
    Now Jimmy was quiet. He turned back to the street and gripped the wheel. 
 
    Kelsey grinned on the inside. How do you like it when you’re on the other end of the insults? 
 
    Jimmy didn’t, but that, and the deal she had made with Samantha, made Kelsey like it. 
 
    “I’m going to be training with Samantha.” 
 
    “What?” he squeaked. 
 
    “She knows more about training women than you do. You’re good at training men, but your methods aren’t always good for a woman.” 
 
    “Is this because I yelled at you?” 
 
    “Maybe a little bit, but the real reason is that Samantha and I had a talk about what women need versus what men need, and I think she’s right. 
 
    Jimmy was now officially in a huff, but he let it go. He’d let that stupid cow train Kelsey, and then Kelsey would see. She’d end looking like a cow and…and Jimmy was so incensed that he was thinking of Samantha in unkindly terms, and passing over the fact that she was the best built babe in the gym. 
 
    “Well, okay,” he finally muttered. 
 
    Their conversation ended as Jimmy pulled into their driveway. He parked, and they got out of the car and went into the house. 
 
    He dropped his gym bag on the floor of their bedroom and started taking off his clothes. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “We’re about to make love, baby,” he grinned. “I’m going to make you eat your words.” 
 
    “But I don’t feel like making love!” 
 
    “Yeah, but now you have to!” 
 
    “No, I don’t think I have to. And. I resent you taking me for granted.” 
 
    He stopped undressing and stared at her. Then he pulled his gym shorts off and said, “That’s just that bitch talking.” 
 
    She turned and left the room. 
 
    “Hey!” Jimmy followed her out to the living room. He put his hand on her arm and turned her around. 
 
    Kelsey went with it, and grabbed him by the shorts. 
 
    “OH!” he gasped. 
 
    She smiled, suddenly liking this turnabout. “No means no. Have you ever heard of that?” 
 
    He was trying to push down, peel her hands off his tighty whiteys, but she really had him by the pouch. 
 
    “Let…go!” 
 
    “Why, sure, honey. Just as soon as you promise to get down and eat my pussy…and then we’re still not going to have sex!” 
 
    “But…don’t…wait…” 
 
    She squeezed harder. “Promise. Give me your word.” 
 
    He actually might not have, he was just a stubborn man, after all. But she added, “Besides, you owe me for yelling at me tonight.” 
 
    “Okay! Okay!” 
 
    She let go, fell back on the couch with a giggle. She slipped her shorts and panties off and spread her legs. “And remember, NPA.” 
 
    “NPA? What’s that?” 
 
    “No Poke Attached.” 
 
    Jimmy didn’t want to, he wasn’t a big fan of cunnilingus, but he had promised. Besides, there was always the idea that if he didn’t do what she said she might grab him again. 
 
    He went to his knees and started gobbling. Though his package hurt he was excited. To be treated so roughly, then to be denied, he wanted it worse than ever. But he had promised. 
 
    “Go, bitch,” breathed Kelsey. “One more lick. You can do it, you…cunt.” 
 
    And when she arched her back and her eyes rolled back Jimmy had the hardest hard he had ever had. 
 
      
 
    Kelsey and Samantha agreed to meet at the gym Monday, Wednesday and Friday. With the option for taking off Friday if they had something really serious to attend to. Like a party. 
 
    And they had fun. Lord, they had fun. 
 
    Samantha loved yoga, and they often would spend their whole time together going through routines. 
 
    For such a sissy ‘sport’ it was actually an iron discipline. It took strength and mental focus. 
 
    Kelsey would groan and hold a position, her muscles working in some parts of the body, and forcing herself to relax in other parts of the body. It was a curious ‘whole body’ work out. 
 
    She would be struggling, holding, straining, working harder than she did for Jimmy and his weights, and then Samantha would crack her up. “Let’s go, cunt,” she would whisper, and Kelsey would bust out in laughter and collapse. 
 
    And Samantha was fine with that. Work outs should be more fun than work was her attitude. 
 
    After  Yoga they might swim laps in the pool, which Samantha swore would give them a layer of fat but who cared. 
 
    Then they might shoot baskets, working up a real sweat. 
 
    Sometimes, if the gymnastics class was in session, they would sit on the edge of the mat and try to follow the younger girls. 
 
    “Man,” wheezed Kelsey, “I used to be able to do this.” 
 
    “When you were young, dumb and not full of cum.” 
 
    Again, Kelsey would break down in laughter and lose her focus. It irritated the gym teacher, but only a little. Her focus was on the young girls training. 
 
    And, they would lift weights. High reps, low weight, and concentrating on a specific body part, and there seemed to be no end to body parts. 
 
    But the whole thing was fun, and over the months Kelsey lost the ten pounds she had had. And, even more fun, her bust began to stand up and out. Muscles were tightening up and her once saggy breasts became objects to be proud of. 
 
    Jimmy certainly noticed. 
 
    But it didn’t do him much good. 
 
    Kelsey had decided she liked denying him. It was more fun to tease, and make him go hard. She grew to love frustrating him, stroking him endlessly, then rolling over and going to sleep. 
 
    Jimmy complained, but he loved it. He was one of those guys who liked being denied. 
 
    “Come on, baby, one more time. I really need it!” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know. Samantha said sex should be indulged in infrequently. It’s a waste of energy.” Just saying that, knowing she was about to deny her lover, made Kelsey hot. She was liking this shift of power. 
 
    “That bitch,” Jimmy snapped. 
 
    Kelsey turned and looked at him. 
 
    “Ever since you met her things have been different.” 
 
    Kelsey sniffed. “Yeah, in a good way.” 
 
    “Are you sure she’s not a lesbian?” 
 
    Jimmy had said this often, it was the king of thing men said when their women refused to put out. At first this had disturbed Kelsey, and she had protested and tried to explain that Samantha was just picky in her choice of men. Over time, however, she had come up with a better way to handle Jimmy’s sniping. 
 
    “Oh, she is. And we spend all our time kissing and making out. She licks my pussy and I lick hers. We even had an orgy last week. Five girls, ten boobs, five snatches, moist and humping, and we all had dildos and one of the girls liked it up the backside, one of the girls loved giving head, one of the girls… 
 
    “STOP IT!” Jimmy covered his ears with his hands. 
 
    Kelsey just chuckled. 
 
    And the work outs continued. 
 
    Until the day of bad news… 
 
      
 
    Jimmy was not feeling well. He didn't feel well at work. He didn’t feel well driving home, and he didn’t feel like going to the gym. 
 
    Jimmy not going to the gym? That was serious! He always felt like going to the gym! 
 
    He arrived home, ate a quick snack, and picked up his gym bag. 
 
    “Honey? Are you feeling well?” 
 
    “Nothing that a few push ups won’t cure.” But he was bedraggled, pale, and didn’t look good. 
 
    “Ae you sure? There’s nothing wrong with taking a night off every once in a while.” 
 
    “Nah, I’ll be fine. You coming?” 
 
    “I’ll be in later. I’ve got to meet with Samantha.” 
 
    The snort was in his eyes, but he didn’t let it out.  
 
    He had mixed feelings about Samantha. She was good looking, and fun. But she had weird ideas about working out. He had tried to talk to her a few times, but she just looked at him, nodded, and did what she wanted. 
 
    “Okay,” he said. “See ya.” 
 
    And he went out the door. 
 
    Kelsey worried, but only for a moment. Jimmy was a big boy, after all. 
 
      
 
    Jimmy could see he was pale in the locker room mirror, but he knew that a little sweat and he’d be fine. After all, he’d taken his vitamins, his protein powder, and his special extra testosterone pills. 
 
    Man, that stuff was really working. He had really bulked up the last month. He flexed his biceps for the mirror and grinned when they flexed back at him. Man, what cannonballs! 
 
    He sauntered into the free weight area and waited for his turn. A few minutes later a big weight lifter nodded to him, wiped off his bench, and went to a different station. 
 
    Jimmy put on the max weights he could lift. He tightened the plates, lay under the bar, and prepared. 
 
    “UNH!” He pushed the bar up, held it for a second and squeezed his hands for that extra inch, then lowered the weight. 
 
    Again and again, sweat breaking out on his face, then he suddenly felt dizzy. 
 
    But he only had a few more reps to do! 
 
    He pushed on through, finished his set, and lay there and got ready for the next set. He dangled his arms and shook them, then got set. He pushed, and that was all he remembered. 
 
      
 
    Kelsey was just coming into the parking lot with Samantha. They pulled to the side and let an ambulance with lights scoot past them. 
 
    “Hope somebody’s all right,” Kelsey murmured. 
 
    When the ambulance stopped in front of the gym Samantha muttered, “One rep too many.” 
 
    The girls chuckled, unaware of the terrible irony. 
 
    The parking lot was crowded and they circled it, then found a place at the far end. As Kelsey locked her car she looked over the top at the gym. The EMTs were just loading some poor sap into the back. 
 
    She shook her head, then she and Samantha walked across the lot. They were just crossing the drive to the curb when the ambulance left. 
 
    They were chatting, laughing, and enjoying life when the owner of the gym, Ron Buck, who was standing with a group of weight lifters in front of the door, saw them. 
 
    “Oh, my God,” he stepped in front of the girls. 
 
    Kelsey blinked. 
 
    “I didn’t know you were here…” 
 
    What? 
 
    “There’s been an accident.” 
 
    Who? 
 
    “He collapsed on the bench…” 
 
    Her face was starting to come apart as she realized… 
 
    “They just took Jimmy away.” 
 
    Kelsey’s knees buckled, and it was only the quick hands of Samantha that saved her from banging them on the concrete. 
 
    “He’s at the Memorial hospital…” 
 
    Then Samantha was walking her back to the car. 
 
    “Come on, girl friend. I’ll take you…” 
 
      
 
    Jimmy was sitting up in a hospital bed when Kelsey and Samantha found him. He was pale and the nurses were connecting lines to him. 
 
    “Hey, babe,” he muttered. 
 
    She waited until the nurses were done, then almost fell on him to hug him. 
 
    “Hey, it’s okay. I must of got a flu bug or something.” 
 
    Samantha stood back and smiled that smirky smile of hers. 
 
    Jimmy was too under the weather to get aggravated at her smugness. 
 
    “So what happened?” 
 
    Jimmy told them that he had passed out lifting weights, doing the bench press. “Man, I was doing it, a little more, just one more, but…” he shrugged. “I woke up here.” 
 
    For the next half hour they discussed this situation, and Samantha was, except for an occasional question, quiet. 
 
    Jimmy finally looked at her, “Well? You got anything to say?” 
 
    “Jimmy!” 
 
    “It’s okay, Kel. This has been coming for a while.” 
 
    “What?” Kelsey asked, looking between the two. 
 
    “Jimmy knows, don’t you.” 
 
    “You’re talking.” 
 
    Samantha smiled. “Jimmy thinks I’m a lesbian and that I’m going to take you away from him.” 
 
    “You won’t taking anybody away from me.” 
 
    “You’re right, but not for the reason you think.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “I’m not a lesbian, I’m more bi. I like both men and women. But the reason I would never hit on Kelsey is because I value her friendship, she is a special person. Would me destroying her marriage make that friendship stronger?” 
 
    Jimmy said nothing, but he was frowning. 
 
    “So it’s hands off. If you ever get a divorce, maybe…maybe, but I’m not going to contribute to that divorce. No, Jimmy, your wife is safe with me. I would never destroy our friendship.” 
 
    Jimmy hadn’t expected that much honesty. At first he tensed, but as the moments passed, he relaxed. 
 
    Samantha, when he looked like he was over the bad part, stuck out her hand. “Deal?” 
 
    Jimmy hesitated, then put out his own hand. “Deal.” 
 
    Kelsey dryly said, “If you idiots are done arranging my life…” 
 
    They all laughed, and it was an easy laugh. 
 
      
 
    The doctor’s name was Philip Conway. He was a specialist in some word that was way too difficult to pronounce, but had vaguely to do with hormones, endocrines, and like systems within the body. 
 
    “A close call, Jimmy.” He was looking at a chart. 
 
    Kelsey and Samantha were standing to the sides of the bed and listening avidly. 
 
    “So what’d I do? Is it a sprain? Did I pull a muscle.” 
 
    “Yeah, you sprained your brain,” whispered Samantha. 
 
    Jimmy chuckled. He was the only one, but that was okay. the last few hours he had come to appreciate Samantha’s wicked sense of humor. 
 
    “Have you been taking supplements for your weight lifting?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    The doctor cracked a grin, “I’ve been in sports medicine. Now, out with it, I want the whole laundry list, no matter how long it is.” 
 
    So Jimmy started.” 
 
    Vitamins A, B, C, D…and so on through the alphabet. 
 
    Protein powders, a special blend of eight different types. 
 
    The doctor didn’t bat an eye, just writing his notes. 
 
    Steroids, glucocorticoids, mineralocorticoids, androgens. 
 
    And on and on and on. 
 
    As Jimmy continued his listing Kelsey and Samantha’s jaws dropped. 
 
    When Jimmy was done Kelsey blurted, “You were taking all those pills and things?” 
 
    Jimmy nodded, but didn’t exhibit guilt. “Hey, you have to go the extra mile if you want to get somewhere.” 
 
    “Sounds like you were going a hundred miles,” quipped Samantha. 
 
    “All right,” Jimmy groused. 
 
    “Well, Jimmy, I’ve got good news and bad news.” 
 
    “Oh, crap. Don’t make me choose, doc.” 
 
    The doctor just smiled. “The bad news is that you have totally compromised your body systems. You’ve been taking supplements that were totally opposed. Also, your testosterone is so high that…well, it’s high.” 
 
    Jimmy pursed his lips in a frown. “Better hit me with the good news.” 
 
    “The good news is, except for a couple of things, we can rebalance your body and effect a cure.” 
 
    Kelsey grinned. “Isn’t that great?” 
 
    “I detect another shoe about to drop,” Jimmy murmured. 
 
    The girls looked at the doctor’s face. Sure enough, he was about to add something. 
 
    “To do that we’re going to have to put you on a regimen of estrogen. This includes progesterone and…” the doctor mentioned a half a dozen medicines that Jimmy didn’t understand. 
 
    Of course, he hadn’t understood most of the drugs he had taken, so what were a few more… 
 
    “So I take these things. That’s okay. I’m used to pills.” 
 
    At this point the doctor’s lip quivered. He was hiding something. 
 
    “Well, Jimmy, as I said, I think we can cure you, but, eh…” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “You’re going to be suffering a few side effects.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “You will gain in chest mass. And you may be suffering some shrinking.” 
 
    “Gaining? Shrinking? What is it.” 
 
    “Well, the official term is gynecomastia for the chest, and you’re going to, uh…get smaller. 
 
    “So I get more bulk in the chest but lose a bit of muscle mass.” 
 
    “Not exactly,” said Samantha, who had been listening and who did understand drugs. 
 
    “Hunh?” 
 
    The doctor clamped his lips, looked at his clipboard, and Samantha blurted it out. 
 
    “Gynomastectomia is when you get tits. And the shrinkage is going to be in your package.” 
 
    Jimmy blinked, his mouth half open and frozen, his brain totally frozen. Then, “What?” 
 
    “You’re going to get big tits and have a small dick.” 
 
    Jimmy looked up at the doctor. “Doc?” 
 
    “As crudely as she put it, that is the prognosis.” 
 
    Jimmy’s lips began to tremble. 
 
    “It’s okay, honey,” Kelsey grabbed his hand and held it. 
 
    “I’m going to…get…” 
 
    “Once you have cycled through this condition you should regain size in your penis. As to your chest, we can always do a mastectomy.” 
 
    “A mastectomy?” 
 
    “They cut your tits off. Poor Jimmy, he finally grows a pair, only to lose them.” Samantha wasn’t laughing, but she sure appreciated the situation. 
 
    Kelsey, to her credit, did give her friend a nasty look. Samantha shrugged and tried to look humbled. 
 
    “But it’s okay, honey, everything will grow back to normal.” 
 
    Unconsciously, Jimmy reached up and felt his pectoral muscle. 
 
    Tits? 
 
      
 
    They kept Jimmy over night for observation, but at noon the next day he was released. 
 
    Kelsey and Samantha walked on each side of him, they both linked arms with him. 
 
    “Man, am I glad to get out of that place.” 
 
    “It was pretty brutal, eh?” Samantha quipped. 
 
    “Don’t be a cunt,” snapped Jimmy. 
 
    “Sorry, it’s in my DNA. 
 
    “Samantha?” warned Kelsey. 
 
    “All right. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t be so mean. And I really am on your side, Jimmy.” 
 
    He gave her a look. 
 
    “Even if you turn into a girl.” 
 
    Then she laughed, and she was so infectious that both Jimmy and Kelsey had to smile. 
 
    At home Kelsey tried to get him into bed, but he insisted on sitting in the living room. The big screen was in there, after all. 
 
    So Jimmy put on a robe and flaked out, and the girls threw away all his drugs and protein powders and things. 
 
    “Man, he was taking a shit load of stuff.” 
 
    “Tell me about it,” Kelsey answered. 
 
    Samantha held up a big tin of powder and poured it into the sink. The running water swirled it down the drain. 
 
    “Well, he’s got enough new vitamins to replace them.” Samantha looked at the bag on the counter. It was packed with estrogen pills and other feminizing potions. 
 
    Kelsey giggled.  
 
    “Serves him right,” and both girls laughed. 
 
    Kelsey was pretty darned relieved that everything was going to work out all right. 
 
    Samantha was glad, too. Jimmy wasn’t a bad guy, underneath the macho swagger. 
 
    They popped the top on a couple of Cokes, a rare treat in their workout regimen, and headed into the living room. 
 
    Jimmy had fallen asleep on the couch. He still had the remote in his hand and the TV was talking softly. One leg had fallen off the couch, and the robe was half open. 
 
    “Hey, he’s pretty good sized,” commented Samantha. 
 
    Kelsey nodded, then was sad. He was going to lose all that happiness in the next few months. 
 
    Samantha walked over to the couch and lifted the robe so she could have a full view. 
 
    “Damn, that’s enough to make a girl give up being a lesbian.” Then she grinned at Kelsey. “Almost.” 
 
    Both girls chuckled and Kelsey came up and looked down on Jimmy’s dick. 
 
    “You know, I probably shouldn’t tell you this…” 
 
    “What? Now you gotta tell me!” 
 
    “Well, since I met you…Jimmy and I had a big argument and…we don’t do it anymore.” 
 
    Samantha stared at her friend. “It’s not my fault…” 
 
    “No. No. It’s just that, we had an argument, he didn’t want me to train with you, and I finally told him I wasn’t going to put out for him any more. At first it was a joke, but it made him really hard. And the more I teased him, the harder he got.” 
 
    “I get your idea. So he’s one of those guys.” Samantha had a very concentrated look on her face. 
 
    “What do you mean, ‘one of those guys?’” 
 
    “Well, there are certain guys who get off more on not getting off, than on getting off.” 
 
    “Hunh?” 
 
    “It’s simple, they like being denied. They like to live in the excitation phase of sex. They like to walk around all bonered up. It makes them feel alive, and they are so proud of how hard they are all the time. Believe me, they would rather be horny than get off.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Scout’s honor. I bullshit a lot, but this isn’t one of those things. Try it with him. Talk with him about it. The more you make him suffer, sexually speaking, and the more he’s going to like it.” 
 
    “But how does he…doesn’t he need relief?” 
 
    “Sure. And maybe he’ll give in and jack off every once in a while, but if he’s really one of these guys, then you’re going to need to drain him.” 
 
    “But what about my own desires?” 
 
    “Hey, it gets even better for you. He’s excited. He wants to do it all day long. So do it. But don’t let him cum. Whenever he gets close just push him away and wait for him to relax a little. Guaranteed, you’ll have yourself a workin’, jerkin’ sex machine. He will live for your pleasure, and you’ll never sleep in a wet spot again.” 
 
    Kelsey giggled. No woman likes to sleep in the wet spot. 
 
    Then they looked down at his penis. 
 
    It was half hard and laid down across his leg. His balls were big and red. Even sleeping, he looked horny. 
 
    And, according to Samantha, that was the way he liked it.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    Changing his lifestyle was difficult for Jimmy. 
 
    He was used to imbibing potent pills and powders and steroids of all manners and the result was that he was always jacked up. 
 
    Now he wanted to sleep a lot, and the weak ingredients of estrogenic drugs didn’t pump up his energy. 
 
    “Man, I’m always tired,” he groused, laying on the couch and watching The View. 
 
    He positively hated The View with all his heart and soul, but Kelsey liked to watch it, so he was stuck. And he wasn’t about to kick her out because of the TV. 
 
    Kelsey was his rock, and there was no doubt about that. 
 
    “Shut up and learn something,” Kelsey grinned. 
 
    “Argh!” 
 
    Then the front door slammed. “Honey! I’m home!” 
 
    “Oh, no,” grunted Jimmy, but he wasn’t serious. The fact of the matter was that, with all her snide, snarky, smirky smug attitudes and comments, Samantha was his other rock. 
 
    When he had an upset stomach she fixed him soup and put a cold compress on his forehead. She insisted on taking his temperature regularly, and she gave the most ludicrous advice about how to turn into a girl. 
 
    “But I’m not turning into a girl! Or transitioning! Or whatever else you want to call it.” 
 
    She would just smiled and say, “No, but your body is.” 
 
    Now she walked into the living room. She was holding a bucket of KFC and she put it down on the table so all could partake and said, “Doctor’s orders!” 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” whimpered Jimmy. 
 
    He loved that crappy stuff. It was terrible for his weight lifting regimen, and he normally would never touch the stuff. But now, nothing to do but stay in the house, not able to work out, he fell to temptation. He selected a piece with a big crust of extra crispy and began to chew. 
 
    “Damned, greasy poison,” he muttered. 
 
    The girls just laughed and picked at wings. 
 
    They munched happily for a few minutes, and Samantha turned The View to FOX news. 
 
    Kelsey groaned and Jimmy grinned. “At last!” 
 
    “Say, Jimmy?” 
 
    Jimmy glanced at Samantha. “Yes?” 
 
    “You aren’t working out now, but that doesn’t mean you totally can’t.” 
 
    “Hunh?” 
 
    “Well, the doctor said to take it easy, but when you go to the gym you can’t do that. It’s all or nothing for you.” 
 
    “What’s your point?” 
 
    “Why don’t you do Yoga with Kelsey and I?” 
 
    “Yoga? That’s for women!” 
 
    “The bull shat and you ate it,” Samantha observed. “You look in the history books, or just read book, knucklehead. There are many great male Yogis. The point is that you are wasting away, and your skin is looking a bit saggy—“ 
 
    “Is not!” 
 
    “Badly saggy.” 
 
    He stared at her angrily. 
 
    “She’s right,” interjected Kelsey, and Jimmy looked hurt. 
 
    “Yoga can help pull that skin into place.” 
 
    “Yeah, but then I’ll have to stretch it out once again when I start lifting again.” 
 
    “Jimmy.” 
 
    Jimmy looked at his wife. 
 
    “The doctor said you aren’t to take any more of the steroids, so you’re not going to get that big again.” 
 
    This saddened him, but there was nothing he could say. The doctor had made that point. 
 
    “You would be surprised,” continued Samantha, “But yoga requires muscles to hold postures, and muscles to change postures. No, it won’t be like weight lifting, but it will help your body transition…” Jimmy glared at her so she blurted, “..and back again.” 
 
    Jimmy sat back, not very mollified. 
 
    “But you have to do something.” 
 
    Jimmy didn’t say anything. In his stubborn, male mind he was saying nasty things. 
 
    Samantha added, “Especially since your pectorals are getting saggy.” 
 
    That was an uncomfortable truth. 
 
    He looked down. 
 
    He had little breasts. They were like little golf balls on his chest. They were symmetrical, but…they were boobs. 
 
    Jimmy sighed. 
 
    “Just try it for week. If you don’t like it then nothing gained and nothing lost.” 
 
    Again he sighed, then he nodded. “Okay.” 
 
      
 
    Jimmy was surprised to find that he liked yoga. Some of the poses were irritating, and obviously easier for women than men, but he liked to stretch and hold and just feel his body. 
 
    And he really loved it when he started sweating. 
 
    When it was time for a work out Samantha would turn up the heater and the house would be alike a sauna, and Jimmy was in heaven. 
 
    The girls gloated over his back as he struggled to master the sometimes difficult poses. 
 
    And having a discipline to follow, Jimmy became easier to live with. He was a fellow who needed to work, and to work hard. 
 
    Of course, the first few weeks were the toughest, he was still bulked up, but he was starting to shrink faster and faster, and not just down there. In fact he was shrinking like a flower wilts under the hot sun. 
 
    And, his chest was developing. 
 
    It was only a couple of weeks, him doing yoga in gym shorts and the girls doing their yoga in leotards, before Samantha walked in and tossed him a leotard. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “It’s a yoga uniform,” Samantha misrepresented. “It will always help if you’re wearing the proper uniform. 
 
    “But…it’s for girls!” 
 
    “Oh, God!” Both girls groaned. Kelsey had known Samantha was going to bring in the article of apparel, and she was agreeable. In fact, she wanted more. 
 
    “And, Jimmy?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s going to wear on you easier if you get rid of some of that hair.” 
 
    Jimmy stared at his wife. 
 
    “Just saying, and I have some Nair in the bathroom next time you’re in the mood.” 
 
    Jimmy grunted and tossed the leotard aside. He’d look at it later. 
 
    “Okay, I’ve got a great DVD here, Advanced Yoga by…” 
 
    Samantha popped the DVD into the player and shortly they were warming up. 
 
      
 
    That evening, before bed, Jimmy spent a longer time in the bathroom than usual. 
 
    Kelsey noticed, and was about to go in and make sure he was all right, when the door opened. 
 
    “What do you think?” 
 
    Kelsey stared at his naked body. 
 
    It was half as big as it had been, he had lost a LOT of weight. And he had a lot of wrinkles, but the yoga seemed to be pulling his skin back together. the most amazing thing was his boobs.  
 
    Yes. He had tits. They looked like tennis balls. Perfectly shaped, but…tennis balls. And they were starting to sag. 
 
    “What do I think of what?” 
 
    “I got rid of my hair!” 
 
    “Oh, my God! Come here!” 
 
    Jimmy strutted across the bedroom and stopped by the side of the bed. 
 
    Kelsey swiveled around, but she didn’t look at his body. She looked at his dick. It was half the size it had once been. It was hard, it was always hard, and the doctor had warned them that he would be suffering from a sort of priapism. Always hard. 
 
    Then she looked up and felt his skin. “Oh, babe! That is sexy1” She ran her hands over his flesh and he shivered. 
 
    “Why am I so horny?” he wondered, then he realized and bushed. 
 
    “Because we don’t fuck any more.” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    She looked up at him. “Would you like to? Maybe have a last blast before your weenie gets too small?” 
 
    His smile told her his answer. 
 
    She pushed back, pulled her peignoir open and spread her legs. “Eat me first, but don’t get me off. You get me off and I’ll be done.” 
 
    “Okay,” he murmured as he knelt and burrowed in on her. 
 
    Jimmy was getting better and better at cunnilingus, and shortly he had her on the edge. He was totally into it, he was slapping her clit with his tongue, running up and down inside the flaps of the labia. She was almost ready to squirt, and he would have gone ahead pushed her over, but she knew it, and she wanted this for him. She pushed his back and gasped for breath. 
 
    “God! I was so close…” 
 
    He knelt between her knees, his eyes soft and appealing. He was like a puppy dog begging for treats. 
 
    “Come on, lover, do me the way you used to.” 
 
    Jimmy moved forward, held himself up with his arms and pushed his stiff, little weenie forward. 
 
    He could get in, but not by much. It was like he could be in there, but not move back and forth or he would fall out. 
 
    This was turning on Kelsey extra. To feel the most sensitive part of her pussy being touched by the tip of that little weenie, to feel his frustration, to feel her own desire…she wanted it so badly! She hadn’t been penetrated in months and…she kept trying to raise her hips up and engulf him. But there just wasn’t enough to engulf! 
 
    Then, his arms getting tired of supporting his weight, he shifted, and lowered a bit, and his breasts touched hers. 
 
    She gasped, looked down to where there nipples brushed, and the look on his face… 
 
    “UNH! OH!” 
 
    Two squirts, measly, little ones, and he was done. 
 
    The orgasm was over almost before it was done. 
 
    The look on Jimmy’s face was terrible. 
 
    Yes, he liked to be horny, but to be this close, and then to feel the big O fritter away like butter on a skillet…just evaporate. It was terrible. 
 
    Yet the look on his face, Kelsey started laughing. She grabbed him, wouldn't let him go. “Oh, you poor boy!” And she laughed and laughed. 
 
      
 
    Samantha could tell something had happened when she came over the next morning. The smile on Kelsey’s face, the sadness on Jimmy’s…it was obvious that something had happened. 
 
    Jimmy went to the bedroom to change into his leotard. 
 
    “Okay, girlfriend, what happened?” 
 
    Kelsey almost broke down in laughter again, but she managed to keep it in. 
 
    “We tried to fuck last night. He’s too small, and when he did manage to get off…it was…small.” 
 
    Samantha was confused, “And that’s funny?” 
 
    “You would have had to see his face. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t take such joy, but…the look on his face.” 
 
    Samantha smiled. “Well, I do understand, especially considering the situation.” 
 
    At that moment Jimmy returned to the living room. He was wearing the leotard Samantha had given him, and it was…precious. 
 
    The leotard hid his loose skin, and his boobs showed through the material. 
 
    It was all the girls could do not to fall into hysterics. 
 
    He was…cute. 
 
      
 
    Someone, once, asked the frog what it felt like when he was boiled to death. 
 
    “Oh, it was great. I was sitting in this cold water, then it got warm and comfy, and finally, it got so hot that I just went to sleep.” 
 
    That’s what the next few months were like for Jimmy. 
 
    He wore the leotard, and after a week he realized his boobs were sagging, stretching the material. 
 
    “What do I do about this?” he asked, hefting his boobs. 
 
    “Wear a bra,” Kelsey answered, not even looking at him. 
 
    He blinked, and in his mind he was sure he would never do that. But when Samantha brought over a training bra the next day, he tried it on and…didn’t like it. 
 
    “It doesn’t work,” he told her on the next day. 
 
    “What do you mean? It doesn’t do anything. It just sits there.” 
 
    “Yeah, but I’m not sure how to say this, but…” 
 
    “He needs cups. He’s past the training stage.” 
 
    “We should have given him a bra a month ago.” 
 
    “That would have been easier.” 
 
    Jimmy looked back and forth between the two women. 
 
    “I’ll get him one with cups. Is that the right size otherwise?” 
 
    He was wearing it under his leotard to show her how it didn’t fit, and she placed a hand on his boob. 
 
    “Hey!” He pushed her hand away. 
 
    And she pushed his away. “Easy, slick. This is a fitting, not an orgy. Let me feel the fit.” 
 
    So she adjusted the s traps, felt the lack of support in the cup area, and frowned and figured out what he would need. Then she took her hands off him and they did yoga. 
 
    Except that he was terribly excited all the rest of that day. 
 
    Excited, over Samantha touching him. That sure screwed his bolt the wrong way. 
 
    He was liking her as a friend, but to get excited because she had touched him? 
 
    No…no. 
 
    The next day she showed up with a couple of bras. When he came into the living room wearing one both girls smiled. 
 
    “That’s what I’m talking about.” 
 
    He was supported. He was out there. He had mammary glands as big as soft balls, and they were standing up to be counted. 
 
    “This is weird,” he said. 
 
    “Nah. It’s sorry of sexy in a way, but you’ll need a bit more work to really pull it off.” 
 
    “Pull what off?” 
 
    Samantha looked at Kelsey.  
 
    “Go ahead. He’s your game.” 
 
    “I’m…say, what’s going on here?” 
 
    But Samantha just reached into her purse and took out a brush and some hair spray. 
 
    “Sit down and shut up.” 
 
    “Sit…? What?” 
 
    Kelsey chuckled and pushed him onto the ottoman. He sat and Samantha began brushing his hair. 
 
    Jimmy had always preferred long hair. Now, with his ‘accident,’ and with staying mostly in the house or work, he had not bothered to get a trim. The result was that his hair was extra long. Longer than he preferred, but just the right length for what Samantha was doing. 
 
    She brushed, twisted, flipped, and asked Kelsey, “You have some water?” 
 
    Kelsey brought in a spray bottle and Samantha got his hair slightly damp and kept curling and brushing. 
 
    “You hold the curl and I’ll spray the hair spray.” 
 
    Jimmy’s brows were dipped as he tried to figure out what was going on. Were they making his hair more…feminine? 
 
    Kelsey sprayed, and said, “We really need to pluck his eyebrows.” 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Some day,” Kelsey finished. 
 
    Samantha laughed. 
 
    Then they stood back and pushed him into the foyer. 
 
    He stood there, stunned, and realized what he looked like. 
 
    His body was thin. Maybe a little chunky, but the estrogen treatment had given him more flare on the hips, and on the bust. And he did have a bust. A real bust. 
 
    His tits were protruding proudly. 
 
    And his hair was curled under and…he looked like a woman. 
 
    “What the fuck?” 
 
    The girls stood on either side of him. 
 
    “He’s quite beautiful.” 
 
    “Yes, he is.” 
 
    “I need to trim some of that hair. A little trim and I can really do him up right.” 
 
    “Don’t you mean her?” 
 
    “Do her up right.” 
 
    “And we need to do her fingernails.” 
 
    Jimmy was now shaking. He was distraught. The changes were too much and he felt like crying. Of course, that was probably the hormone treatment he was undergoing. 
 
    “Hey, honey, take it easy.” 
 
    “Yeah. If you were ugly we could understand it. But you aren’t ugly.” 
 
    “No, he isn’t.” 
 
    “I need to…I need to…” 
 
    “You need to do some yoga. Give us that. We’ve prettied you up, now let us enjoy you for a while.” 
 
    They walked him back into the living room. He was stuttering and shaking, but they assumed the first posture, helped him follow along, and…they did yoga. 
 
    That experience was a world shaker for Jimmy. To be feminized, to have breasts and wear women’s apparel, it was almost more than he could stand.  
 
    In fact, he probably wouldn’t have done anything more, except that after the work out he sat on the sofa between Samantha and Kelsey and they sipped Cokes. 
 
    And Kelsey gripped his groin. 
 
    “See? You’re excited!” 
 
    He was terribly excited. To sit between two women, like a woman, with his hair done up and wearing a bra under a pink leotard…his little cock was going crazy. 
 
    “Can I touch it?” asked Samantha. 
 
    Jimmy and Kelsey both looked at her. 
 
    “Hey, I won’t rip it off, but…you have to admit. It’s cute.” 
 
    Cute is what no man wants to hear about his penis, but…he was fresh from a world shattering experience, and this was one of the women who had instigated it, and… “I guess.” 
 
    Kelsey removed her hand and Samantha put hers in place. 
 
    She felt the little boner under the leotard. She moved her fingers and felt it wiggle, and she grinned. “Oh, man. That is super. You’re not wearing panties, are you?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “Okay. I’ll get you some. Take your leotard off so I can size you right.” 
 
    Jimmy’s mouth opened. The truth was panties don’t need much in the way of sizing, but he didn’t know that. Women’s clothes were always weird. 
 
    Kelsey compressed her lips, exchanged looks with Samantha, and said, “Yeah. She’s got to make sure she gets the right size. Take off your leotard.” 
 
    “Well, but…” 
 
    “Come on. Don’t be a stick in the mud.” 
 
    “Hell, I’ve seen a dick before.” 
 
    “Not one that big,” and Kelsey made a fanning motion in front of her face which, considering the diminutive size of Jimmy’s weenie, was ludicrous. 
 
    They began helping him, pulled at the leotard, and Jimmy began undressing. 
 
    His body got a little larger with out the restriction of the garment, but it was still getting thin. And she gasped when she saw how big his boobs were without the leotard on. They were bigger than softballs. 
 
    Then she knelt and examined his butt. And groin, and hips, and everything. 
 
    “I think a size ten might do it,” she said. Panties usually came in small, medium and large, but Jimmy wouldn't know that. 
 
    “I don’t know. Might be small.” 
 
    “He’ll grow into it.” 
 
    All the while Samantha was placing her hands on him, lifting up his penis, then his balls, reached a hand between his legs and cupping his ass. 
 
    “Or shrink into it. You’re right.” 
 
    Jimmy stood there and was consumed by feelings. 
 
    Samantha was just a friend. Or, maybe, she was more than a friend. Whatever she was, he was enjoying being fondled and massaged. 
 
    “What are we going to do with this little fellow?” 
 
    She held up his penis. 
 
    “We could push his balls up into that canal they came from, then use that stretchy surgical tape.” 
 
    “That’s a good idea. A long range solution might be to suture his penis to his perineum.” 
 
    “Oh, I like that. Honey? Would you mind if we sewed your cock between your legs? Just until things get back to normal?” 
 
    “Well, I…isn’t that sort of drastic?” 
 
    “You want to have a shapely figure, don’t you?” 
 
    “Well, uh…I guess.” 
 
    “Then we have to remove the boner bump this little fellow will make.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t think…an operation…that’s…” 
 
    The girls let him sputter for a while, then agreed to discuss it later. 
 
    The odd thing was that all the while his cock was thrusting and throbbing. Discussion of sewing his cock up was exciting more than anything he had ever done in his life. 
 
    Then, his cock pounding, his heart beating fiercely, they did their yoga. 
 
      
 
    The die was cast. The path had been set. Jimmy was enjoying what was happening to him. 
 
    It was inevitable, considering the reshaping of his body. Considering that he was now wearing panties and bra and a pink leotard. Considering that he was brushing his hair in a style every morning, and that Kelsey and Samantha had trimmed his locks, then, while they had him sitting so complacently, they plucked his eyebrows. 
 
    Not a deeply feminine pluck, if you will, but a gentle reshaping, a more unisex plucking. 
 
    He sat in front of a mirror that afternoon, studying his new look, and feeling his dancing cock. 
 
    The truth was…he liked it. 
 
    He liked the new, gentle look. He liked looking this face, the fat redistributed by his hormones, rounder, pretty. 
 
    And he actually thought about what make up might do to him. For him. 
 
    His lips were plumper, would they look good with lipstick? 
 
    His eyes had changed slightly, they looked bigger in his face, and they sparkled. 
 
    That was one thing he worried about. Or wondered about. The doctor had told him his eyes would change, and that of all the things about his body that changed, his eyes might not change back. 
 
    How would he look as a male with female eyes? 
 
    “What you doing, honey?” 
 
    “Imagining myself,” he answered honestly. 
 
    She picked up on it. 
 
    With his growing femininity she could feel him. Feminine intuition at work. 
 
    “With make up?” 
 
    He looked embarrassed. 
 
    “Want to try it?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    But she knew he was on the edge, ready to go. And she liked it. 
 
    But she stayed her hand and just nodded.  
 
    The next few days she walked around the house with full make up on. Smiled at him with red lips. Looked out from dusky eyes that sparkled. And waited. 
 
    The next morning it came to a head, but not in the way Kelsey expected. 
 
    They were doing Yoga, the three of them, and Jimmy blurted, “How do you work with those long fingernails?” 
 
    A short argument, Samantha goading him, challenging him, and… “You won’t know unless you try it.” 
 
    He looked back and forth. He knew, instinctively, that Kelsey wanted to do his nails. Nails were part of the make up thing, and they had talked about that. 
 
    “Come on, stud. Sit down. We’ll work out when your nails are all pretty.” 
 
    He sat patiently at the kitchen table, one girl on either side of him, and watched as they painted first his toenails, then gave him long stilettos and painted them. 
 
    That session of yoga was amazing. 
 
    He felt amazing, and he stretched further, and he held  his posture longer, and he was fascinated by his new claws. 
 
    And that was the point at which he tipped over. When Kelsey asked him that night if he wanted a complete make over he didn’t hesitate. “Sure.” 
 
    “Okay. Samantha and I will give you one.” 
 
      
 
    Jimmy sat at the vanity table and watched himself in the mirror. He was wearing panties and bra and  
 
    “This is cleanser,” Kelsey explained as she scrubbed his face with little sponges. “It will clean your pores.” 
 
    He watched as the sponges turned dark. 
 
    Then Samantha applied primer. 
 
    “What we’re doing is making your face into a canvas. We need the perfect texture and shade for this to work. 
 
    They alternated, going through the various steps, and Jimmy found that he was fascinated. 
 
    Finally, his eyes done, his ears pierced, his face looking as timeless as the Mona Lisa, Samantha put lipstick on him. 
 
    He stared at himself, and was recognizable only as a woman. He looked exactly like a woman. 
 
    That afternoon they sat around and talked. They discussed female things, and Jimmy had never felt so good in his life. 
 
    Women were kind and patient, and it almost made him ashamed when he thought back to some of the ways he had acted as a man. 
 
    They went out to dinner. They chose a restaurant with a small room in the back, and Jimmy let the girls do all the ordering and interactions with the waitress. 
 
    Finally, the night waning and time to go home, Samantha leaned over to Jimmy and looked him in the eye.” 
 
    “What?” he said, trying to ape the higher voice of women, and succeeding pretty well. 
 
    “Do you know how women make love?” 
 
    “Uh…they lay down and a man—“ 
 
    “No, no. Let me rephrase that. Do you know how to make love as a woman?” 
 
    “Well,” his mind was starting to tilt a bit. “They…” he stopped and rephrased… “They have to have a weenie and…” he stopped. 
 
    “And you call yourself a woman!” Samantha laughed and sipped her drink. 
 
    “Well, what are you really talking about?” 
 
    Kelsey took over. “Honey, if I wanted you to fuck me, how would you do it?” 
 
    “Well, I’d put my…if I had a weenie…in your…” he was getting more and more confused. 
 
    “Do you know what a strap on is?” 
 
    “Of course I…oh.” He turned to Kelsey. “Would you like me to wear a strap on? Is my eating you out not enough?” 
 
    Both women laughed, clinked glasses and sipped. 
 
    “Well…what?” 
 
    “Honey. We want to use the strap on on you.” 
 
    Jimmy did the big blink. 
 
    “Could we have another bourbon and Coke over here?” Samantha pointed in front of Jimmy. 
 
    Jimmy sat as if in a stupor. They wanted to…” 
 
    The drink arrived and Jimmy picked it up quickly and drank the whole thing. 
 
    “You’ve got to admit, honey, you’ve gone so far…you might just as well go the rest of the way.” 
 
    Jimmy said nothing. 
 
    “Have you ever thought about it?” asked Samantha? “Taking it up the rear?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Come on. Be honest. Be a woman. Have you ever thought of a little anal sex?” 
 
    He nodded, and it was like his world was coming undone. 
 
    Kelsey laughed delightedly, and Samantha said, “I knew it.” 
 
    Jimmy looked down at himself. His breasts, his waist, his groin where his balls and cock had been shoved back and taped, then his high heels. 
 
    He was a woman. 
 
    He looked at Kelsey. “Did you want to…” then he looked at Samantha? “Did you both want to…do me?” 
 
    They both nodded, and eyed him with excitement. 
 
      
 
    At home Jimmy freshened his lipstick and waited. 
 
    The girls made up the bed, which consisted of making sure there were enough pillows and that they were placed properly. 
 
    “You should go first, being the wife,” suggested Samantha. 
 
    “Yeah, but you’ve done it before. Maybe I need some pointers before I do him.” 
 
    “It’s all natural. Just strap it on, have little foreplay, then show him where the sun doesn’t shine.” 
 
    “Yeah, but what about…” 
 
    They argued about who should go first for a while, then Jimmy cleared his throat. 
 
    They both grinned. 
 
    “Okay, me first,” said Kelsey. “But if I screw it up…” 
 
    “How can you screw up screwing?” 
 
    They both chuckled, then escorted Jimmy to the bed. 
 
    “Why don’t you do him on all fours, then I’ll turn him over and we’ll see which way he likes best.” 
 
    Jimmy got on the bed on all fours and the ladies moved up behind him.  
 
    “Back on the floor. Just stand on the floor and lean over.” 
 
    Jimmy followed directions. 
 
    “Okay, I’ll dab a little of this on…” 
 
    Jimmy grunted as Samantha smeared lubricant onto and into him. 
 
    “Man, look how he likes this.” 
 
    “His little weenie dripping.” 
 
    It was true, his cock, so small, was dripping tiny drops onto the bed. 
 
    Kelsey quickly put a towel under him, then moved up behind him. 
 
    The entry was quick and painless, and it was obvious that Jimmy was ready for this. 
 
    Kelsey held on to Jimmy’s hair and sawed into him. 
 
    Jimmy groaned. It felt good to be pulled a bit roughly, and he grew more and more excited. 
 
    For long minutes Kelsey enjoyed the sex. She liked being in charge. She liked the way Jimmy moaned and groaned. 
 
    Finally, she backed up, undid the strap on and handed to Samantha. 
 
    “Okay, girlfriend. Let me show you how it’s done.” 
 
    Samantha was rougher than Kelsey. She gripped Jimmy’s hair and pulled him back. She turned him and pushed him back on the bed. “Get up there, slick, if you know what’s good for you.” 
 
    Jimmy backed up and lay on the bed. Samantha was eyeing him like the one-eyed cat in the fish store. 
 
    She crawled up on him, and gave him head. 
 
    Jimmy looked down, then looked at his wife. 
 
    “Hey, honey. I’m just here to observe.” 
 
    “But…you don’t…” 
 
    “I don’t mind.” 
 
    That said, Samantha unmouthed his little pee pee and clambered up his body. She kissed him now, fully, as she felt his breasts. 
 
    Jimmy felt the surge of excitement. He was making love to a strange woman, except he wasn’t. She was making love to him, and he finally understood how short sighted men were. 
 
    He had been softly sexed up by his wife, but Samantha was showing him a whole new world. 
 
    Samantha spoke harshly. “Put me in him.” 
 
    She lay on him, squeezing his tits and watching him closely. 
 
    He felt Kelsey moving around under his groin, then he felt the strap on being pointed into him. Then Samantha shoved and he gasped. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” muttered Samantha. “Let’s have some fun.” 
 
    She began to screw him hard, relishing the expressions on his face, kissing him on the lips every once in a while. 
 
    “He’s squirting!” blurted Kelsey. 
 
    “Nah,” said Samantha. “It’s his prostrate. He’s just leaking.” 
 
    It was true. He wasn’t having an orgasm, he was being drained. And while he didn’t get the orgasm, the relief of being drained was enough in itself.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    They lay on the bed, all three of them, entangled about each other. 
 
    They were resting, eyes open, and wondering. 
 
    They had both screwed him, then Kelsey and Jimmy had screwed Samantha, then Samantha and Jimmy had screwed Kelsy. 
 
    It had been wonderful. Eye-opening. Earth shattering. 
 
    “Did you like that, honey?” asked Kelsey. 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    “Good, because from here on out, whether you stay a woman or go back to being a man, that’s all you’re going to get.” 
 
    Jimmy thought about that. Yeah. He could live with that. But…  
 
    “One thing.” 
 
    “Yes dear?” 
 
    “Are you really going to make me have my cock sewed back between my legs?” 
 
    There was silence for a moment, then Samantha answered in a. lazy voice. “Absolutely” 
 
      
 
    END 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
 
    [image: Image] 
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    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    The main concept behind this story is that men are inordinately obsessed with the size of their tool. 
 
    But that’s a like a carpenter saying ‘I’ve got the biggest hammer, so I’m better.’ 
 
    And that sad fellow ignores that different hammers can be used for different things. 
 
    And not all holes are the same. just like cocks, you have different sizes and shapes, and while any hole can accommodate any hammer, the fellow with the hammer should be careful how he ‘pounds in the nail.’ 
 
    But, you’ll see all this in the following story. 
 
    Enjoy! 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    “Wow! What a blast!” John had to speak loudly to be heard, and at that Chris was barely able to hear him. 
 
    They looked out at the chaos of a party that had truly gotten out of hand. 
 
    John was a handsome fellow, a bit slender, about five eight and soft brown eyes. Chris was surfer blonde with a tight waist and plenty on top. Her face was a pert nose over full lips, and light blue eyes that looked like crystal. 
 
    The party they were looking at was in full swing, maybe a hundred people, all drunk, or drugged, or both, and screaming and yelling and stomping in tune to the music. Or not in tune. Who cared…they stomped. 
 
    In the living room Carly Jones had taken her top off and was waggling her over-sized chest and shaking her head madly. Her boyfriend was on his knees, simulating cunnilingus as the onlookers cheered. 
 
    Randy Fellows, drunker than a skunk on Wild Turkey, reached out and cupped one of her boobs. She just screamed louder and launched herself at him, walking right over her boyfriend, who just laid back and passed out. A moment later the new couple was heading up the circular stairs to the bedrooms. 
 
    Outside, in the pool, several girls were topless, throwing a big beach ball back and forth. 
 
    Tony Young was standing on the dicing board, his tool out and pissing in the pool. 
 
    The people around the pool laughed and pointed, and Tony waggled his big dong and laughed. 
 
    “Oh, heysoos.” Chris breathed. “Honey? Do you mind if I get some of that?” 
 
    “You want to fuck him?” 
 
    “Oh, I do. Look at that piece of meat he’s waving around. It must be ten inches long!” 
 
    John wasn’t bothered by Chris wanting another man’s dingus. It was just sex, after all. 
 
    Of course, Tony’s tool was super big…”You’re not going to get stretched out, are you?” 
 
    “I hope so!” She laughed shrilly and tilted her glass. Bacardi and Coke drained down her throat and she tossed the glass into some bushes. 
 
    “What about me?” 
 
    At that moment Tony lost his balance and toppled into the pool. He was still peeing a thick stream, and he hit the water sideways, clothes and all. 
 
    Chris cheered, then turned to John. “Honey, you can fuck any two bitches you want, but I need to screw that dick!” 
 
    John was grinning. “Yeah, but…” 
 
    Suddenly Chris reached out and snagged Linda Hortense. Linda was the most beautiful bitch there. Would have been more beautiful than Chris, except she didn’t have the tits. 
 
    “Yo,” Linda quick stepped so as not to fall, at that she spilled half her drink down the front of Chris’s dress. 
 
    Well, down the cleavage of Chris’s dress. Her ample mounds got a taste and Linda tried to wipe the booze off, getting a big handful of Chris’s tit. 
 
    “Hey, bitch!” 
 
    “Yeah, bitch?” 
 
    “I want to go fuck Tony.” Chris pointed at the pool. “Can you keep John away from me for a while?” 
 
    Linda had always wanted to screw John, she grabbed his crotch and lifted. 
 
    John went up on his toes, and he liked it. 
 
    “Come on, bad ass! I want to show you my pussy.” 
 
    Chris slapped his ass and pushed him, then turned and headed out for the pool.               
 
    People laughed as Linda led John up the stairs. She stopped at the first landing, pulled him around and treated him to her lips. 
 
    Her lips were soft as cat’s fur, but without the allergies. Her tongue went right down his throat like she was digging for oil. Her hands were unzipping his pants, were inside his pants, were pulling his cock out where everybody could see it. 
 
    A few people on the floor, looking up and seeing this randy exhibition, pointed and cheered and yelled encouragement. 
 
    John was five inches. Five inches was the exact average length for American cocks. 
 
    He had never thought about it; he just enjoyed the pleasure it gave him. 
 
    Linda dropped to her knees and deep throated him, and a fellow coming down the stairs, who John had never seen before, looked down at the act of fellatio and chuckled. “So small she takes it all.” 
 
    John blinked. Tried to forget. Tried to just get on with it. But it was there, in the back of his mind. 
 
    So small she takes it all. 
 
    That was the first time John had ever actually considered his cock, that it might not be the giant that it was in his mind. 
 
      
 
    Tony swam to the shallow end, was dunked by two of the beach ball playing girls, then managed to make it to the stairs. He started up, and Chris reached out and took his hand. 
 
    “Hey!” he yelled, stepping out of the pool. 
 
    He was wet, about five foot two, 180 pounds, with that big cock. 
 
    He wasn’t handsome, but he wasn’t ugly. 
 
    But he sure was happy when Chris grabbed his penis and pulled him away from the pool. 
 
    She led him across a patch of lawn. There was a line of small bushes surrounding the back lawn, and she took him behind a bush, turned and assaulted him with her lips. 
 
    She mashed on his mouth hard, meaning business. It took Tony’s breath away, and he tried to give as good as he got. 
 
    They turned and she pushed him up against the fence. She stopped kissing him long enough to wiggle out of her bottoms, then she jumped onto him. 
 
    It was mad, it was crazy, it was monkey love. 
 
    He cupped her buns and held her and settled her onto his big weenie. 
 
    She groaned, cried out, and hit bottom. 
 
    Now he was in control, and he turned her and pressed her up against the fence. Using his weight, he began to plumb her depths. 
 
    Chris was reduced to just hanging on and moaning, and she sure hoped her hole wasn’t going to be too big after this. 
 
      
 
    Upstairs Linda had found a bedroom and pushed John on it. He was on his back on perhaps a hundred thousand dollars of mink coats. 
 
    They heard a banging coming from a door. It was the bathroom and somebody was being slammed against the panels ruthlessly. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” whispered Linda, climbing aboard and sitting down. “Oh…I want it all!” 
 
    John enjoyed, but there was that slight distraction, that niggle of worry. Again he heard that voice saying, So small she takes it all.               
 
    But the voice was far away because, small or not, he had a violent fuck on his lap. 
 
    Linda rode him, reached under and grabbed his balls, ran her lips over his and leeched on and tried to suck the life out of him. 
 
    And she was doing a pretty good job. 
 
    Suddenly the bathroom door opened and two half clad people burst out and padded across the room. 
 
    “Sorry,” said a girl. 
 
    John and Linda just laughed and kept going. 
 
      
 
    Fifteen minutes John was pulling his zipper up and staggering down the stairs. 
 
    He had just been deprived of a lot of semen, and he had liked it. 
 
    At that moment, halfway down the stairs he saw Chris. She was kissing Tony in a doorway. Then she looked up and saw John. Laughing, she whispered something to Tony, who saw John, then slapped him on the ass and sent him away. 
 
    “Was it big?” asked John. 
 
    “It was fucking huge!” 
 
    John heard it again. So small she takes it all. 
 
    “How was Linda?” She asked over the sound of the revelry. 
 
    “Wonderful!” 
 
    “As good as me?” 
 
    “Never!” 
 
    “Good answer. Let’s get some more booze!” 
 
     
 
    The party went on for hours, but the immediate sexual frenzy that John and Chris had experienced was over. They talked with friends, they danced, they made out with people…but the big sex was over. At least for the moment. 
 
    Finally, the hour late and people starting to disappear, they sauntered down the street towards their car. John had his arm around Chris and she was a little drunker than him, so he kept her on an even keel and got her into the car. 
 
    He started up the car and moved slowly—he didn’t want to get picked up for drunk driving—down the street. As they began winding out of the hills Chris fiddled with the sound system, found Toni Braxton unbreaking hearts, and sat back. 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “You said it.” 
 
    Silence. 
 
    Then John asked, “Now that you’ve had a big one…are you disappointed in me?” 
 
    “Oh, honey! How can you even ask! Sure, big was fun, but I’ll take your little weenie any day of the week.” 
 
    She had been kind and considerate, but she had made the mistake of using the word that all men dread. Little. 
 
    So small she takes it all. 
 
    John didn’t say anything for a moment, but it was working on him on the inside. At last, he asked, “So I’m not too small?” 
 
    “Lord, no. You satisfy me all the time.” 
 
    But he was just chewing things around on the inside. What that guy had said. Then he had been more aware of whether Linda had been judging his dick rather than just getting satisfied. And…he wondered whether Chris was really telling the truth about his dick and satisfaction and…and he couldn’t stop thinking about it all. 
 
    “What’s the matter, honey?” 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    “Come on, always the truth. That’s our secret. Now tell mama what’s bothering you.” 
 
    “I’m just wondering whether my dick is big enough.” 
 
    She sat back and studied him. “I just told you that it was.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…” 
 
    “But what?” 
 
    “I just…I don’t know.” 
 
    “Well…know. Know this. Your cock is the perfect size. It’s my favorite toy. And even if somebody has a bigger cock than you…I’ll still want yours.” 
 
    She was sincere, but John couldn’t help it. Even if somebody has a bigger cock…and he read all sorts of things into her words. 
 
      
 
    They arrived at home, and they didn’t make love that night. They were already sapped out. Instead, they just went to bed, cuddled, and slept. 
 
    The next morning John woke up, and the first thing he thought of was whether his penis was big enough. 
 
    He got up and went into the bathroom and looked at himself. 
 
    He held his weenie and stretched it out. Him handling it it started to grow, and he walked through the house, naked, dick protruding, and found a measuring tape. He held it against the base of his cock and stretched it to the tip. 
 
    Five inches. That was it. Never going to get bigger. Might shrink a bit as he got older, or if he got fat, but…that was it. 
 
    He went into the computer room and researched dicks. He came across a chart listing the size of penises by country. 
 
    The smallest penis was 3.8 inches, in North Korean. That made sense, because North Koreans were starved and communists, neither condition being good for a healthy penis. 
 
    The largest penis size was in the Congo, 7.1 inches. Figured. black people. huh! 
 
    He was five inches, bigger than a North Korean, and a lot of other people in that part of the world. 
 
    He looked at other websites and articles, and the first chart notwithstanding, he was small. 
 
    He looks at his penis. It was standing up, and while he had always thought it was big, now he didn’t. Now he knew the truth. He wasn’t big enough to really satisfy a woman. 
 
    Chris had probably just been kind. She had to know that he was too small. 
 
    And he wondered when she would get tired of his tiny weenie and leave him. 
 
    He googled ‘What is the biggest penis?’ 
 
    John Falcon had 13.5 inches. 
 
    Holy…crap! 
 
    John held his forearm up and measured. It was 12 inches. This Jonah guy was bigger than his forearm! Fucking him would be like getting fisted! 
 
    John sat back and just wondered for a minute. Even his own perceived inadequacy dwindled into the background as he thought about a dick that big. You couldn’t wear rubbers, you would have to have baggy pants and hope you never got a hard on…or maybe just tie it down. And the head would be the size of a tennis ball! And what about his balls! Would they— 
 
    “What are you looking at?” 
 
    He jerked in surprise. He had been thinking so hard he hadn’t heard Chris come up behind him. 
 
    “Dicks, eh? I thought you were more into pussy.” She read what he was looking at. 
 
    “I am…I mean…yeah.” 
 
    “Thirteen and a half inches? Holy fuck! How could any woman take that?” 
 
    John was silent. He was starting to make the inevitable comparisons between his own dingus and the monster porker of Jonah Falcon. It was not a happy comparison. 
 
    “Heysoos!” Chris chuckled. “And I thought Tony was big! God, to have that baseball bat swinging for the fences in me would—“ she stopped and looked at John. “Oh, crap. You’re pulling that ‘I’m too small’ shit. Aren’t you.” 
 
    “No, no,” he lied. 
 
    “Oh, yes. You are.” 
 
    She tugged his swivel away from the desk and sat on his lap. She began kissing and hugging and fondling and massaging and doing everything in her power to make John get over it. 
 
    John, however, couldn’t. 
 
      
 
    The days turned into weeks, and John was a changed person. Whereas before he had been ebullient and outgoing, now he was shy and withdrawn. 
 
    All he could do was wonder how Chris could love him when he had such a short pecker. 
 
    He went to parties, but almost grudgingly, and he tended to be almost reclusive. Even pouring sizable amounts of liquor into him didn’t work. 
 
    And Chris was getting worried. 
 
    She had married a sweet guy with lots of confidence. He was still sweet, but he was driving himself into a tizzy. 
 
    Chris knew she was going to have to do something about it. 
 
    And the weeks turned into months. 
 
    And, finally… 
 
      
 
    “Honey!” I’m home!” 
 
    John called out from the computer room. “Back here.” 
 
    His voice was soft, not the cheerful moose bellow he had once given. 
 
    “John! You won’t believe this…” she had thrown her purse on the couch and was almost running down the hallway, “…but I found a solution!” 
 
    He looked up from the computer when she entered the room. He was jelquing his cock when she entered the room. 
 
    Jelquing was a procedure where you wrap a towel around your cock and ‘exercise it.’  
 
    He had also tried pumps, lotions and options, and just about other thing in the world. 
 
    And nothing had worked. 
 
    “A solution?” he smiled wanly, trying to look excited. 
 
    “Yes! I’ve found a way to make your cock bigger.” 
 
    A spark of interest back in his eyes. 
 
    “A doctor in Sweden has come up with an injectable solution that will grow your cock to any size you want.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Yes! You won’t hear about it because the FDA won’t allow medical procedures that haven't been approved.” 
 
    Now John was perking up. “Fucking FDA,” he said. “They’re all in cahoots with the big pharmacies!” 
 
    Chris didn’t know about that, she wasn’t a political person, so she just said, “And I think I’ve found a doctor who will administer it.” 
 
    “Really?” Now John was sitting up, his eyes lighting up.. 
 
    “Really. They inject this stuff into you, and you can watch and actually choose how big your weenie will be.” 
 
    “So I could grow to six or seven inches.” 
 
    “Heck, baby. You could grow it to ten or twelve!” 
 
    A far away look came into his eyes and he sounded dazed as he considered the possibilities. “Twelve inches. Oh, Lord.There is a Santa Claus.” He fixed his eyes on her. “So how do we do this?” 
 
    “I’ll make a couple of calls and we’ll find out.” 
 
    They danced a circle around each other, then Chris stopped, held John by the forearms and said, “You realize that size doesn’t matter to me? I’ve had ‘em all, and the most important thing in screwing is that you love your partner.” 
 
    “Yeah, but—“ 
 
    “I don’t need a bigger weener.” 
 
    He frowned, clamped his lips tight, then blurted, “I do!” 
 
    She nodded. “Okay. Just so you know my position on the matter.” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “So when will you find out?” 
 
      
 
    On a Thursday John and Chris went to Doctor Licknsplit’s office. It was in a poor part of town, right behind a strip joint, and the building was sort of shabby, but John was ecstatic. He walked into the waiting room and marched up to the receptionist. “John Johnson. I’m here to see Dr. Liknspit.” 
 
    “Have a seat, Mr. Johnson, and fill out these forms. 
 
    John and Chris sat down and John tried to remember every shot he had ever had, every operation, and what his parents had died of. 
 
    An hour later, having seen people who came in after them disappear into the back, they were finally called. 
 
    They were shown to an exam room in the back of the building. There was a little dust on the window sills, and a build up of wax, or something, in the corners of the room, but that was okay. John was finally going to get his big dick. 
 
    Dr. Liknspit entered the room, and to their surprise the doctor wasn’t a man, she was a woman. And she was a good looking woman. She actually looked a little bit like one of the women advertised in the strip club that backed up to the doctor’s office. She had full make up and long, red fingernails. Her plump lips were the same color as her fingernails. 
 
    She examined John thoroughly, tapped his chest, hammered his knee, looked into his orifices, and finally got around to the matter at hand, John’s penis. 
 
    Dr. Liknspit held his penis in her hand and turned it this way and that. She pulled it, palpated his balls, and leaned down and stroked it slowly. 
 
    “What are you doing?” asked Chris. 
 
    “Feeling for bumps, scars, any abnormalities.” 
 
    Chris frowned. It looked like she was jacking John. 
 
    “And, I need him erect if we decide to do this.” 
 
    “Why wouldn’t you? Do this, I mean?” 
 
    “No reason. Your cock is healthy and happy. Shall we get down to it?” 
 
    “Sure,” John answered eagerly. 
 
    The doctor turned to a cabinet and took out a large needle and a couple of bottles of solution. 
 
    “Okay, we can do an injection a week. This will allow the skin to grow and accommodate the new length and girth of your penis.” 
 
    John grinned so wide the corners of his mouth his threatened to reach his ears. 
 
    “Each injection will result in about an inch of length with the appropriate expansion in girth.” 
 
    “Cool.” 
 
    Chris sat in the corner and the look on her face wasn’t particularly happy. 
 
    The doctor took his cock in hand. She held it and positioned the syringe, then began to push the syringe into his pecker. 
 
    It hurt. Getting a needle in the penis will always hurt. 
 
    “Do you have any anesthetic?” asked Chris, noting the look of shock and pain on John’s face. 
 
    “No need. Almost done.” 
 
    The doctor pressed the plunger and injected the solution into John. 
 
    John watched, and pain turned to delight. His penis extended an inch. It was like watching a balloon get blown up. 
 
    It became wider and wider, then the doctor extracted the syringe and John sighed. 
 
    His five inches was now six, and it was heftier. He couldn’t stop grinning. 
 
    “How soon before we can, uh…use it?” 
 
    “Twenty-four hours, then you can do the horizontal bop all you want.” 
 
    John and Chris left the room, Chris smiling tentatively, John grinning like he’d just won the lottery. Which, in a sense, he had. 
 
      
 
    The twenty-four hours passed slowly. John had a hard on the whole time, and he was panting with desire all night long. 
 
    “Oh, God! You’re turning into a horn dog!” but Chris was now curious. After all, big dicks were…big, and maybe it would result in more pleasure, and…John was so damned happy she couldn’t believe it. 
 
    The next day John woke up and wanted to screw, but it hadn’t been twenty-four hours. Chris grinned and said, “You were injected at 2:30, so we wait until 3:30.” 
 
    “What? But that’s a whole extra hour!” 
 
    They had a long discussion about how the mark of the hour was only twenty-three hours, and they needed to wait through the whole hour. 
 
    John wasn’t happy, he wanted to get the show on the road, but Chris was adamant, and enjoying his situation. 
 
    Three-thirty came, and John was out of his clothes and running around the house, chasing after Chris like a Chihuahua chases a burglar’s leg. 
 
    “Come on,” she laughed. “It’s only sex.” 
 
    “Yeah, but it’s sex with a new dick!” 
 
    “All right…go into the bedroom and wait. Take off all your clothes and don’t touch anything.” 
 
    “Don’t touch anything? Not even my dick?” 
 
    “Especially not your dick. You’re so excited you might blow up.” 
 
    John went into the bedroom and lay down. He was nervous, rubbing his thumbs and forefingers together frantically. 
 
    “Where are you?” 
 
    “I’ll be a minute!” 
 
    Ten second later: “It’s been a minute!” 
 
    “Shut up and feel the heat…horn dog.” 
 
    “Oh, God! Oh, God!” John moaned. He stared at his penis standing up and pointing towards the far stars. 
 
    Just like a rocket, he thought. It’s going to blast off. 
 
    Finally, he heard the sound of Chris’s heels in the hallway. 
 
    “Oh, yeah…oh, yeah…” 
 
    She entered the room and it was obvious she was withholding laughter. 
 
    “What? Isn’t it big enough?” 
 
    “Oh, honey. It’s more than big enough. It was big enough before you got your extra inch. It’s just that you’re so frantic. Just relax and let it happen.” 
 
    “Okay. I’m relaxed.” He was gulping and actually shivering. In his mind this was going to be the best sex in the history of the universe. 
 
    Chris slipped off her shoes. 
 
    “Can you move a little faster?” 
 
    She wiggled out of her dress. “Why? Are you going to go limp?” 
 
    “I might.” 
 
    She unhooked her bra and her large breasts unfurled. 
 
    “Honey, if there’s one thing I know…you are not going to lose that hard on.” 
 
    “I might…I might.” 
 
    She slipped her panties off and stood naked before him. 
 
    He was frantic, desperate, panting like an overheated dog. 
 
    “Lay back, honey, I’ll do the work.” 
 
    She climbed on the bed and squatted over him. 
 
    He reached up for her breasts and she slapped his hands away. “You’re too eager. Breath a bit, relax.” 
 
    He tried, but it was so hard, and, finally, he couldn’t take it any more. 
 
    He grabbed Chris and flipped her over. She was on him, sliding down, and suddenly she was on her back with his whole body weight pushing his ding dong into her. 
 
    “Hunh!” she grunted, then she held on. 
 
    John began to ram like a ram. He was like a small hammer with a big nail              , and that nail wasn’t going to go in unless he pounded it like a maniac. 
 
    Chris loved it. She didn’t mind rough sex, and his weenie did feel good.  
 
    She could tell that it was a little larger, and it felt good to get that little extra bit of stretch. 
 
    After a few minutes she orgasmed, but he was still working like a madman. 
 
    Finally, he squirted. “Oh! Fuck! Yeah!” 
 
    But, truth be told, it wasn’t better for John. It was a fuck, and an orgasm, and it wasn’t that much different than other fucks and cums. Sure, it was good, but…but that was okay. Chris looked happy, and that was the real point of it all, right? 
 
    It wasn’t important for him to cum…it was important that his dick be big enough that he could, finally and irrevocably, please his wife. 
 
    “How was it?” 
 
    “Oh, it was great!” she said. And it was, but…it wasn’t that big a deal. An extra inch? No big deal. 
 
    “Well, just wait until next week,” he gloated. 
 
    That made Chris chew on her lip. Another inch? Oh, Lord, when will it end? 
 
      
 
    The next week they made the trek to Dr. Liknspit’s office and John got enhanced again. Another inch, another bit of girth. 
 
    When the doctor was done John was so happy he almost couldn’t pull up his pants. He just wanted to stared at his dick. 
 
    And, the next day, after the full twenty-four hours, John again savaged his wife. He humped and bumped and rammed and jammed and…and it seemed to take him a bit longer this time, but…he came. 
 
    And Chris told him how good it was, and that he didn’t really need to get his dick any bigger, it was definitely doing the job. 
 
    But John, just like a man, couldn’t stop obsessing about his penis. 
 
    Got to be bigger. Bigger is better. Can’t wait to be bigger. 
 
    The phrases were in his mind like a mantra. 
 
      
 
    And the next week.  
 
    And the next week. 
 
    John was now nine inches long. His schlong hung down his thigh like a big sausage. When it stood up, which was most of the time, it was like a club. 
 
    Chris was getting a little tired of it, tell the truth. His dick was actually making her uncomfortable. Once with Tony was a treat, a never to be repeated instance. But this constant battering at her delicate pussy with his cudgel was proving a bit much. 
 
    And she told him.  
 
    “John, You don’t need any more. It’s actually getting too big for me.” 
 
    But John, a typical man, didn’t hear her. He was just obsessed with being bigger, longer, thicker. His delusions were more important than her reality. 
 
    “Well, I don’t want you to go, and I might end up closing my legs on you!” 
 
    “Don’t be that way, honey, once you get used to it you will love it!” 
 
    In his mind, he truly believed that. 
 
    “I’m not going with you, and I probably won’t even want to fuck you!” 
 
    One would think such words would impact on John, but they didn’t. 
 
    On a Thursday John hopped in the car and took off for Dr. Liknspit’s office. 
 
    At the doctor’s office he sat in the exam room and Dr. Liknspit entered the room, smiled at him, and took out the syringe. 
 
    Now he was used to it, and when she held up that needle and squirted a teensy bit to get rid of any air, he smiled. 
 
    Even though, because he was bigger, she needed to use a bigger needle. 
 
    And she slid that needle into his flesh and he bit his knuckle and the tears dribbled from his eyes. 
 
    She pressed the plunger and his dick grew another inch. Ten inches, and it fattened up appropriately. 
 
    John stared down at his monster hog and he grinned wider than a waxing moon. 
 
    Suddenly a nurse tapped on and opened the door. “Doctor? Mrs. Smith is having a heart attack.” 
 
    “Oh, my gosh! Excuse me, Mr. Johnson. Please get dressed and I’ll see you next week. 
 
    The doctor rushed out of the room and nurses could be heard gabbling at the far end of the hall. 
 
    John stood up and started to pull his pants up, then realized he was going to have to wait a minute. His hard ten inches need to go down a bit before he put it away. 
 
    He sat down on a chair and sat. His cock was up and throbbing. Ten fucking inches! Now he could compete with people like Tony. Now he could…he could…the doctor had left the syringe and a bottle of fluid on the counter. 
 
    He stared at the instrument and the solution. Chris was getting pretty antsy, this might be the last time he could get a shot, and…he really wanted to be just a little bit bigger.  
 
    At least bigger than Tony. 
 
    He wanted to fuck his wife and have her have the same dazed expression on her face that she had shown after screwing Tony. He wanted her to be satisfied.  
 
    And there was the solution. Right there. 
 
    He had a few minutes. The nurses would be busy down the hall, and he could…he found himself reaching for the syringe. 
 
    He had watched the doctor do it to him. Several times. It was easy. It would hurt, but…he put the needle into the bottle and pulled the plunger up. 
 
    Fluid filled the barrel of the syringe. 
 
    Maybe just one more inch. 
 
    He held the hypodermic up and squirted a bit out. 
 
    He held it to his penis and began to insert. 
 
    He could feel the needle pushing into his tissues. It hurt. Oh, God, it hurt! But he was determined. 
 
    This was it. No more shots, ever. He would be bigger and better. 
 
    His cock grew longer, longer, and fatter. 
 
    He wasn’t sure how much of the stuff he had injected, but there was still half a tube of the liquid in the syringe. He kept pushing. 
 
    Now he could feel everything expanding, getting tight. Almost done, almost out of the fluid, he kept pushing, getting that last, little— 
 
    POP! 
 
    The end of his dick shredded. The head of his dick looked like it had turned into streamers. And the pain…the pain… 
 
    John remembered the floor coming up to kiss him, and then…no more.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    John was happy. He felt like he was floating on a cloud. Everything was warm and fuzzy and soft and feeling good. 
 
    He was, of course, high as a kite with a very long string. 
 
    “John?” 
 
    He frowned. A voice? Up here in heaven? Why? Who would want to disturb this ultimate tranquility? 
 
    “John?” 
 
    “Go ‘way,” he mumbled,  
 
    “Mr. Johnson?” 
 
    “John?” 
 
    “Mr. Johnson?” 
 
    He turned his head slightly, as if to ward off a fly. These voices. Couldn’t they let a man sleep?” 
 
    “Wake up, John!” 
 
    “He’s coming out of it.” 
 
    John finally realized that the cloud he was on was a bed. And he wasn’t warm, he was in a body, his own body. 
 
    “What?” he asked in a low voice, squinching his eyes so he wouldn't have to see. 
 
    “Hello, Mr. Johnson.” 
 
    “John?” 
 
    And he opened his eyes. 
 
    Fuzzy shapes became machines and chairs…and his wife and two nurses. 
 
    He heard a machine beeping. 
 
    His hand…his hand was being squeezed. 
 
    Oh, Chris. 
 
    “What happened?” he murmured. 
 
    “Oh, thank God.” 
 
    “I’ll send for the doctor.” 
 
    One of the nurses hurried out of the room. 
 
    John stared, and his senses slowly came back. 
 
    He was in a hospital room. He must have had an accident. 
 
    No, not an accident. Well, sort of an accident. He had had a dream where his dick had been getting bigger and bigger, then, like a cartoon, it exploded. 
 
    His eyes fluttered as he remembered looking down and seeing the shredded mess that had once been a penis. 
 
    And the pain. He twitched, but only a little. The hazy cloud of narcotics was stronger than the feeling of having his dick explode. 
 
    “John? Are you all right?” 
 
    “Peachy,” he mumbled. Then he tried to go back to sleep. 
 
    But they wouldn’t let him. They touched him, talked to him, and finally fed him some stupid ice chips. 
 
    Finally, regardless of his drug induced wishes, he was awake. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry, Mr. Johnson, but there is no way to increase the size of your penis short of surgery. Risky surgery that doesn’t always work.” 
 
    “But…the doctor said—“ 
 
    “I know what she said, but she wasn’t a real doctor.” 
 
    “She wasn’t?” 
 
    “Oh, John, I’m so sorry!” Chris was crying now. “I thought…and I arranged it all…and now your penis is all mangled and broken…I’m sorry.” 
 
    John’s mouth was agape. He was trying to grok the fact that Doctor Liknspit wasn’t a real doctor. “What was she?” 
 
    She was a medical student, working her way through school by stripping.” 
 
    “Stripping?” 
 
    “I understand she worked in the club right behind the so called clinic. She would apparently strip all night, then, when she wasn’t in classes, she would practice medicine.” 
 
    “But she said…” 
 
    “She’s been removed from medical school, of course, and the police are charging her with practicing medicine without a license, and other things. You could probably sue for a tidy sum, if she had a tidy sum. My understanding is that she was just a poor student. 
 
    And finally John got down to confronting what his real problem was. “What about my penis?” 
 
    He looked down to where a huge bulk of bandages were encasing his dingus. 
 
    “I’m sorry to say,  Mr. Johnson, but you shredded your penis. The injection pushed too much fluid into it, the head exploded. Not in a violent way, of course, it just came apart. You still have the stub of your penis, it’s pretty big, too, with all of the solution she, and you, put in it. But the head is gone.” 
 
    “The head of my…” his voice faded into despair. 
 
    “Yes, Mr. Johnson. We can remove the whole appendage, should you wish. Right now it is, well…here.” The doctor held out a cell phone and showed John pictures of his penis. 
 
    It was a log with no head. It was big and thick, about ten inches long, but…no head. No ‘glans.’ Just a stump with a few stitches and a pee hole in it. 
 
    “Oh…” John’s manly pride whistled away. He deflated. He couldn’t believe it. 
 
    “But…how…what will…what is…” 
 
    “Your testicles, of course are still present and in good working order. Unfortunately that will result in a problem. It is a small problem, but something to consider. 
 
    “What?” His voice was dull, his eyes were lifeless. 
 
    “With working testicles and no glans, you will find it very difficult to have an orgasm. The result will be that you will be stuck in the excitation phase of sex, that period before orgasm, but since you likely won’t be able to orgasm, you will just remain in that excitation phase and it will just get more intense.” 
 
    John understood. “I’ll get hornier and hornier, but I won’t be able to squirt. No relief.” 
 
    “Precisely. Now, we can give you some estrogen shots to offset the effect of the backed up testosterone. I’ll start that today. But the real question is should we remove the remaining portion of your penis. That should reduce some of the sensations and some of the excitation. But that will be a choice up to you. 
 
    “Oh, God!” John buried his head in his hands and sobbed.  
 
    The doctor patted his knee. “I’ll come see you tomorrow and we can discuss your options further.” And he left. 
 
    Chris moved in and climbed onto the bed and hugged John. 
 
      
 
    John went home on a Friday. He rode a wheelchair out, got into the car, and sat quietly. 
 
    Chris drove and turned up the radio and tried to lighten the mood. 
 
    “Let’s have a drink when we get home. We can talk, and I have a lot to tell you about…” 
 
    She blathered on and John sat as if in a stupor. 
 
    She was trying to engage him, get him going, but he had no dick. 
 
    Well, he still had the stump, but that was up in the air. 
 
    And he was already feeling the frustration 
 
    “Should I have the stump removed?” he finally asked out of nowhere. 
 
    “I don’t know. I mean, you still get sensation on the shaft, and you might be able to cum.” 
 
    “If I get horny enough,” he grunted. 
 
    “Let’s just see how it goes. Okay?” 
 
    They pulled into the driveway and John got out. He felt like an old man, stiff and sore, and exited occasional sobs. 
 
    They had taken the bandages off his groin area, except for one that fit over the end of his shaft. That served to aid in the healing process, and to protect the sensitive tissues from being chafed and the wound opening up again. 
 
    John sat down in front of the TV and turned it on. 
 
    Chris brought him a drink and asked if he wanted to eat. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    And there he sat. Sad. Defeated. Stuck with the choices of his life. 
 
    If only he hadn’t thought that a man was a man by the size of his penis. 
 
      
 
    Days passed. John did a little work on the internet, but mostly moped. 
 
    He would watch TV, he would go outside on the patio and drink a Bud Light. 
 
    And laugh because, everybody knew, Bud Light made girls out of men. 
 
    His laugh revealed a depth of bitterness. 
 
    And the days passed. 
 
      
 
    Weeks passed, and John was not experiencing any change in his attitude. His cock had healed, he could use it, but didn’t want to. 
 
    What was the use? 
 
    And he was getting uncomfortably horny. 
 
    His testicles felt full, and when he hefted them he could feel how full they were. 
 
    But he tried not to feel his nuts. He tried not to do anything sexual, he didn’t want to suffer horniness. 
 
    Finally, Chris had had enough. 
 
    They were getting ready for bed and She put on a peignoir, very sexy, then spritzed herself with perfume. Put on a little make up, and turned to John. “Tonight’s the night, honey.” 
 
    “I don’t feel like it,” he grumped. 
 
    She walked to the bed, sat down, pulled his shoulder to turn him over, and kissed him. 
 
    Hard. 
 
    And she reached down and grabbed his testicles. She broke the kiss, breathless, and said, “Just because you’re deprived doesn’t mean you can deprive me.” 
 
    He had a sour look on his face and tried to turn away. 
 
    She held him, pulled on his big, full balls, and he squeaked. 
 
    Damned if he didn’t want to do it. 
 
    “Don’t make me go find somebody else. I want you. Not Tony or anybody else.” 
 
    He looked at her and sighed. 
 
    “Fuck, I don’t have a head on my cock!” 
 
    “So what? There’s no head on a lot of vibrators, and this is really about me, not you.” 
 
    “Yeah, but—“ 
 
    “Shut up,” she said, putting a hand on his mouth. “I haven't complained about what you did, how I told you not to, but if you don’t satisfy me, or at least try, then I will. So help me, John. If you don’t fuck me with that stump I’m going to nag you so hard that you…you’ll…I don’t know what. But it won’t be pleasant.” 
 
    He wasn’t happy. Definitely not happy, but he nodded. 
 
    Once he started it took almost nothing to get him in the mood. Of course it didn’t. He was filled with testosterone, hadn’t squirted in a month, and all those juices started roiling in his balls. 
 
    He took over, showing his desperation, throwing her on her back.. Then he very carefully inserted his stump into her. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” Chris grunted.  
 
    “Are you okay?” 
 
    “I think I like it better without the head.” 
 
    That made him give a grim smile, and he pushed into her harder and harder. 
 
    The truth of the matter is that every woman wonders what strange dick would be like. 
 
    Is a black man really bigger? Longer lasting? 
 
    Is it possible to fuck three inches and get off? 
 
    In their life together they had experimented, but she had never had an amputated cock. 
 
    She had heard of amputee sex, but that was usually a guy missing legs or arms. This…John was missing part of his cock, and it was unique. 
 
    The head didn’t rub inside, and John’s cock, the shaft of it, was still bigger. He was ten inches without the knob. 
 
    This was a whole new world. 
 
    It made her hungry. She began twisting and moaning and writhing, and now the extra blessing came home. 
 
    John, without a glans to be excited, lasted longer. A lot longer. 
 
    And he was more frustrated, which translated into harder and harder fucking. 
 
    By the end he was literally picking her up and smashing her down, burying that big stump in her, and she came with a bang she had never imagined. Her whole body arched up and froze. Her eyeballs rolled up until she could see the back of her head. She screamed, actually screamed, with the sheer, exquisite pleasure of the best cum she had ever had. 
 
    And the best part? When she was done John lay back and felt happy. 
 
    Oh, his stump was still ten inches tall, and he even had pre-cum coming out of the little slit, but…he had satisfied his wife. 
 
    And he finally realized that if he had focused on that, instead of obsessing on the size of his penis, none of this would have happened. 
 
    He frowned. Of course, if it hadn’t happened then he never would have brought his wife to such a magnificent orgasm. 
 
    But…he had. And, even without a cum, he was more satisfied than he had ever been. 
 
    And horny. 
 
    But…so what. 
 
    It was his wife that was important. 
 
    He lay on his back with his erect monster and stared at the ceiling. 
 
      
 
    Weeks passed, and he pleasured Chris almost every day. After all, he was never empty, and he was always hard, so…why not? 
 
    Heck, her satisfaction made him feel good. 
 
    And his being horny, he was getting used to that, and that was also making him feel good. 
 
    Then, one day, he was measuring his penis and he noticed…it was bigger. 
 
    But how could that be? He hadn’t had any of those shots since he lost his glans. 
 
    How could he be increasing in size? 
 
    The answer, though he had to go to a doctor to get it, was surprising. 
 
    “The extra estrogen you’ve been taking is redistributing your fat, and the fat that cushioned your pubic area is gone. That means the extra length of your penis, usually hidden by fat, is now exposed. Have you noticed your weight changing?” 
 
    He had. He had noticed that his ass was rounder and his chest was a bit flabby. “I figured that was because I wasn’t getting enough exercise.” 
 
    The doctor smiled, “So, get some exercise. If you don’t you might end up with gynecomastia.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “Male boobs.” 
 
    John blinked. Male boobs? Like…tits? 
 
    Really? 
 
    He walked out of the doctor’s office in a daze. He was still somewhat dazed when he reached home. 
 
    “So what’d the doctor say?” asked Chris. 
 
    “He said I’m going to grow tits.” 
 
    Chris had been in the kitchen, and suddenly she was in the foyer, standing front of him. “What?” 
 
    “It’s called gynecomastia. It can happen when a guy takes estrogen. But I had to take the estrogen.” 
 
    “So what’s he going to do?” 
 
    John shook his head, he really was gobsmacked. “He said he can cut them off.” 
 
    “Like…a mastectomy?” 
 
    “Is that when a woman gets her breasts removed?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Then…yeah. But he says I’ve got to wait.” 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    “For them to reach full size. Otherwise, if he cuts them off he might just have to cut them off again. He said to wait, just get one operation.” 
 
    Midway through their conversation Chris had stopped looking at him and started looking at his chest. 
 
    He did have a bit of flab on his pectorals, but he hadn’t been working out, and… “Can I touch them?” 
 
    He looked down at his flab. “I guess.” 
 
    Slowly, almost afraid, Chris reached up and cupped his boobs. They were small, but they were definitely boobs, and they fit perfectly into her hands. 
 
    “Wow. How’s that feel.” 
 
    “Weird.” 
 
    “Yeah, I’ll bet, but other than that…dos it hurt? Or feel good?” 
 
    “It feels sort of good.” 
 
    She had been feeling him through his shirt, not she reached under his shirt, lifted his shirt, and examined his bare flesh. 
 
    Boobs. And the nipples were standing up. And… “You should wear a bra.” 
 
    The look John gave Chris was shock, and confusion, and he didn’t understand. He was guy! 
 
    “Look. If you don’t wear a bra then all that flab is going to hang on your chest. It’s bad enough that you have boobs,” she was holding a smirk in when she said that, “but to have saggy tits? That’s really bad. Really, really bad. It’s so bad that—“ 
 
    “Okay! Enough! It’s bad. Let me think about it.” 
 
    “You think, but I’m going to get you a couple of bras that might fit you. You wear them when you get tired of that flab hanging off you and looking so saggy. 
 
    It took two weeks, but John finally realized that his form was too feminine not to wear a bra. 
 
    That, of course, was the beginning of the end. 
 
      
 
    Time passed, and John, now the proud possessor of B cups, and going C, was starting to cheer up. 
 
    He was satisfying his wife, and it felt good to have a couple of perky mounds on his chest. 
 
    Oh, at first he had been upset, but once he got used to the pride poking out, and the fun of having his nipples rubbed by the material, he got into the mood. 
 
    “We’re going to a party this Friday.” 
 
    John looked at his wife, “I don’t want to.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because…I’m endowed. And my body is changing.” 
 
    “We can bind your chest, and you can wear a corset that will contain your fat ass.” 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “And we can…” she stopped talking and got a look in her eye. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “What if it was a costume party?” 
 
    “What if it was? That’s not going to change the fact that I have tits.” 
 
    “But what if your costume called for tits?” 
 
    He was silent. He was thinking. 
 
    “The party is still in the planning, but I think everybody’s ready for that, and I can push it…if I can get this party changed to a costume party will you go?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” his mind turning over and over, “I guess.” 
 
    “Okay. Done deal. Go away, I have some phone calls to make.” 
 
    John walked into the computer room and sat down. He was of mixed emotions. To go to a party after all these months. And to not worry about his appearance. 
 
    Happy, and not realizing it, John began surfing porn. 
 
      
 
    John wouldn’t have been so happy if he had realized what Chris was planning. While he lusted over Ava and Brandi and Casca and Richelle, she was conspiring with her friends. 
 
    “Yes, you heard about John’s accident. I know…but…” 
 
    “Hi, Marsha, can you do me a favor? You heard about John’s misfortune? Uh huh. And I want to make him…” 
 
    “Hello Sally, I need a favor, can you…” 
 
    And John, blissfully unaware, sat and watched porn. 
 
      
 
    The week counted down and the party approached. Supplies of alcohol were built up, men stroked themselves and women diddled, all in anticipation of a wild, knock down, drag ‘em out party. 
 
    When Friday arrived Chris started working on John as soon as they woke up. 
 
    “Listen, the costume I ordered is going to be scratchy…” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “So maybe you better shave your…no, better yet, why don’t you use Nair. Get rid of all your hair. Even your stinky crotch.” 
 
    “My crotch isn’t stinky!” 
 
    “It will be if you’re all hairy and sweaty. Come on, let’s get you fixed up. 
 
    She dragged him back to the bedroom and lathered him up with Nair, then they waited 15 minutes. The substance starting to burn, he hopped into the shower and watched all his curls drizzle down the drain. 
 
    “Wow,” he said, stepping out of the shower. “This feels weird!” 
 
    And it sort of looked weird. 
 
    He had been a hairy man with a big dick. Now he was bare as a baby’s bottom, and his dick was more like a vibrator, headless, than a real penis. 
 
    Chris smiled, and she stroked him, and tried to take his mind off of things. 
 
    She wanted him as horny as he had ever been. 
 
    At two in the afternoon the doorbell rang. John ran for the bedroom to get dressed, Chris opened the door and welcomed two of her friends in. 
 
    “Sally, Marcia! Come on. John’s in the back room.” 
 
    She led her friends down the hallway and into the bedroom. 
 
    “Eeek!” John tried to hide in the closet. 
 
    “It’s okay, John. Marcia and Sally are here to help you get ready for the party.” 
 
    He was peaking out from behind the door. “But…but…” 
 
    “And don’t worry. They’ve both heard about your accident.” 
 
    “They have?” He was now trembling and embarrassed. 
 
    “Oh, yeah, and so has everybody that’s going to be at the party.” 
 
    John didn’t know whether to be upset or upset, but there was nothing he could do about it. 
 
    But, no matter his state of mind, the girls dragged him out of the closet, marveled over his truncated penis, and put him into the chair in front of the vanity table. 
 
    “But what are you doing? he asked. 
 
    “Your costume,” announced Chris, “is to be a woman.” 
 
    John was incredulous, and he was close to bolting, except that Chris got him a big bourbon and Coke and a straw and made him sip it. 
 
    “How come I have to use a straw?” he asked at one point. 
 
    “So you won’t smear your lipstick.” 
 
    John sat and sucked, and got high, and the ladies did their work. 
 
    First they did his nails, both toes and fingers, giving him long fakes for his hands. They painted his nails a red that would match his lipstick. 
 
    They cleansed his pores and primed him. They put on foundation and blush and worked on his eyes. Finally, they rolled lipstick on his lips. 
 
    Now John was looking extremely feminine, but they didn’t stop there. They pierced his ears, styled his hair, and stood him in front of the mirror. 
 
    He was totally feminine, an hourglass figure, but with a ten inch shaft and no head and huge balls. 
 
    But the girls knew what they were doing and took it in stride. 
 
    They put him in a corset and tightened it up. Then they dressed him in nylons, gave him a good half bra, which made his nipples peek over and stand up, and pulled his cock down and taped it to the side of his leg. 
 
    Finally, they put him in a pair of culottes and a blouse, and a pair of classic, patent leather spikes. 
 
    His cock couldn’t be seen, and his nipples could. In fact, the blouse rubbed his nipples mercilessly. 
 
    He could walk, but it was awkward. 
 
    “Okay, honey, are you ready to part-ay!” 
 
    He wasn’t, but he had no choice.  
 
    He actually tried to stay behind, to dig in his heels, but three girls were more than enough, and they physically forced him out of the house and into the car. 
 
    All the way over John was silent, scared and worried. 
 
    Chris just held his hand and reassured him. 
 
    When they arrived at the party he again tried to walk away, but three girls, him in high heels, he didn’t stand a chance. They walked him up the front walk and into the house. 
 
    The house was filled with people. They were drinking, carousing, getting naked, and having a good time. 
 
    John stood in shock. “I thought it was a costume party!” 
 
    Chris smiled and said, “I lied.” 
 
    “Then…then…” 
 
    “I also lied about telling everybody about your accident. Sally and Marcia know, but that’s because they had to help with your make up. Other than that, nobody knows, and if you can pull it off, everybody will think you are a woman.” 
 
    John stood, stunned, his brain on overload. 
 
    Marcia had gone to the kitchen and came back with a drink. “Come on, girlfriend. Let’s mingle.” 
 
    “John had no choice. He moved through the party, looking for an exit, but the girls had those covered. 
 
    “Hey! Who’s the new dish?” 
 
    “Hi, Rodney, meet Jane. Jane, say hi to Rodney.” 
 
    Rodney didn’t waste time. He moved in and hugged Jane, and John had never felt so awkward in his life. 
 
    He was being hugged by a man! Kissed on the cheek by a man! 
 
    Around the party he went, surrounded by Marcia and Sally, and they kept introducing him, and he met people he had known for years, but who didn’t recognize the real him. 
 
    “Hey, Jane! We’re going to have to go out some time,” and he was goosed. He jumped and turned, but it was too late. 
 
    And hugged. 
 
    Shook hands with cool women who inspected him to see if he was going to be competition. 
 
    Then he was asked to dance. 
 
    The house was packed. He wanted to turn and run, but the crowd hemmed him in. He found himself moving up and down, his boobs jiggling, in the middle of a pack of people who were quickly losing track of who was dancing with whom. 
 
    And…it became fun. 
 
    Not quickly, but after an hour. 
 
    An hour of not being recognized. An hour of being hugged and eyed and kissed on the cheek. 
 
    And the party was getting wilder, people were getting drunker, and—it was inevitable—Tony groped him and kissed him on the lips! 
 
    John was stunned. 
 
    Nobody noticed anything. 
 
    Tony tried to pull him outside, but it was safer to stay in the house, in the middle of the crowd. 
 
    But that was no protection from wandering hands and kisses. 
 
    At first he was panicked, but, as it had begun to be fun, so getting kissed became fun. He even enjoyed the hands that slid along his rump, snuck a fondle of his breasts. 
 
    Chris found him in the middle of the dance floor. She pulled him out of the mess and into the kitchen. 
 
    “How you doing?” she shouted over the noise. 
 
    “I’m…doing okay. But the guys…they want to kiss me!” 
 
    “Oh, those bastards,” Chris laughed. “You going to fuck any of them?” 
 
    “Me? What? Fuck?” And the look on his face was so startled that Chris laughed. 
 
    “Hey, bend over and take it up the rear.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “That’s right. Butt. Take it up the butt. Hey! Tony! Want to screw?” 
 
    Tony was passing through. He was half wasted, but his eyes gleamed when Chris called to him. He well remembered the fuck from the previous party. 
 
    “Where you want it, babe?” 
 
    John stood in shock. 
 
    “I want it in my girlfriend. Can you handle two of us?” 
 
    “Twice the dick and twice the fun, when I’m done your stockings will run.” 
 
    Which made no sense, but was funny, and Chris grabbed Tony’s hand and pulled him, and John, towards the stairs. 
 
    John, now Jane, was terrified. 
 
    He wanted to get away, but now Tony had his arm around his waist and was moving him quickly through the crowd. 
 
    Up the stairs, John about to cry, and into a bedroom. 
 
    “Leave the lights out, honey. We can pretend to be romantic, can’t we?” 
 
    “I’m all about romance,” Tony boasted. 
 
    In the gloom John was caught at the side of the bed. He watched as Chris pulled Tony’s pants down and pushed him back on the bed. He was terrified when Chris, still holding his hand, climbed on the bed and sat on Tony’s gigantic dong. 
 
    “Oh, fuck! Yes!” And Chris pulled John to her, put her hand around his neck, and kissed him. 
 
    John felt the heat rising as she screwed herself down on Tony’s big tool and mashed her lips against him, and his horniness took over. 
 
    He hadn’t had an orgasm in months. His balls were so full they felt like they were going to explode. 
 
    He began kissing her back, becoming an active participant and not a scared, little boy. 
 
    Chris felt the change in him and she smiled into the kiss. After a good minute of twisting and writhing on Tony’s giant dong she held her position and reached forward to John. She pulled his panties down. In the darkness Tony couldn’t see the cock taped to his leg. 
 
    Chris stood up. Tony groaned and reached for her, but Chris moved John onto the bed, helped him squat over Tony, and then she made him sit down. 
 
    Tony was dripping form Chris’s wet vagina, and that helped John slide down the big shaft. 
 
    He gasped, and it felt like his heart was going to explode. 
 
    Then he was firmly embedded. Chris was kissing him and helping him learn how to move. 
 
    Tony, drunk and laying back and enjoying it all, didn’t know a thing. 
 
    “Up and down, baby,” whispered Chris, squeezing John’s tits and licking his mouth. 
 
    “Around and around.” 
 
    Tony grabbed his hips and started banging away, and John felt something. Something he hadn’t felt for months. 
 
    Tony’s big dick was rubbing against his prostate, pushing it, compressing it, and the semen started to roil inside John’s balls. 
 
    Then he exploded.  
 
    And, at the same time, Tony let loose. 
 
    It was arguable who had the biggest load, but Tony thought it was all his. 
 
    He felt his goo sliding out of what he thought was a pussy, and when it was joined by John’s sperm, he thought Damn! I guess I needed this! 
 
    And kissing John, Chris sighed and felt that everything was going to be all right.              

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    Tony was gone back downstairs and Chris and John were in a bathroom, washing the stupendous amount of semen off John’s legs, then getting him freshly made up and dressed. 
 
    “So how’d you like it?” Chris asked. 
 
    “Fuck. Being a girl is…is…” 
 
    “I know,” she said. 
 
    “What would you think if I had my stump removed and went to being a girl full time?” 
 
    She smiled, put his lipstick on him, and said, “I’d like it fine, sweetheart, but…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “I think we’re going to have to get a strap on.” 
 
    John, now Jane, smiled, and he said, “And it better be a big one. No matter what you say, bigger is better.” 
 
    “You’ve convinced me.” 
 
    And the two girls went out to party some more. 
 
     
 
    END 
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    The Broken Man ~ (50,000 words)Kyle Talon loves his wife, and he’ll do anything for her, including getting into the trunk of a car driven by a beautiful woman. What Kyle doesn’t know is that the beautiful woman is taking him to a ranch where men are subjected to unbelievable perversion…and they all love it. All except Kyle. Kyle still loves his wife. Silly man. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The Girl with the Gun in Her Hand! 
 
    Burglary becomes feminization… 
 
    becomes a pure love. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Grace Mansfield

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    I’m a big fan of old Hollywood, especially the scandals and strange love affairs. 
 
    The women who loved and laughed and used men like spades in the dirty earth. 
 
    The men, drinking and dicing and getting in fights and having endless affairs. 
 
    And everybody was on the set the next day, nursing a hangover, but delivering a performance. 
 
    Nowadays Hollywood is just a shadow of what it once was. Lots of glitz and glamour, but no heart. 
 
    Sigh. 
 
    Well, you’ll find that this story has lots of heart. 
 
    Lots and lots. 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    I’m like my name, he thought. I hunt. 
 
    His name, of course, was Hunter, and what he liked to hunt was bling. 
 
    He was a good hunter, too. He wasn’t like one of these bozos who break into dark houses and find the owner is sleeping. Or one of these guys who fence jewels to some sleaze bag named Elijah who promptly turns them over to the police. 
 
    No. He did it right. 
 
    That night he started by going on the internet and looking for what celebrity was out of town. Gone to shoot a movie somewhere, out of country to an awards show in Bangkok, on vacation in the Caribbean. 
 
    Then he went on the internet to find out where the celebrity lived. He examined the area for access, for neighbors, for location. He liked to think that location was everything. 
 
    Only then did he scout the prospective target. He had a van with an Amazon symbol on the side. Right color, stupid arrow smile, and driven by a fellow with the right uniform. Himself. 
 
    The van, of course, had license plates issued to a van exactly like that, but not that specific van. 
 
    He wore glasses and a long billed cap and a long haired wig and sun glasses and buck teeth specially designed to push his cheeks out. No facial recognition for him. 
 
    He dropped a box at the start of the driveway, picked it up while slowly aiming his cell phone around. He took note of security cameras, sign of any dogs, or anything else that might be of concern to an accomplished burglar. 
 
    He made it to the gate, or the front door, still aiming his cell phone here and there, and rang the buzzer. 
 
    Nobody home. No maid. No dog. Nothing but…stuff. 
 
    He acted like he needed a signature, shrugging at a clipboard, then turned back to the truck and headed out. 
 
    Back at his house he loaded the cell phone to the big computer and examined his videos. He scrutinized the cameras, any electrical lines, looking still for signs of dogs, maids, butlers, or anything that might interfere with his planning and execution. 
 
    Everything looking good, he made sure his military grade night vision goggles were charged and ready to go. He didn’t carry weapons, except for box cutters for slicing through a paint welded window, and lock picks. No violent crimes for him. He didn’t mind a burglary rap, but he didn’t want to go down for a murder charge or even simple assault. 
 
    Then, his plans made, his tools at the ready, he ate a big meal and went to bed at three in the afternoon. 
 
    These preparations, and his all black suit and knit cap, his black sneakers and latex gloves, had enabled him to do burglaries for over six years. He was almost ready to get out of the business. He stashed cash, sold clothes and bags and stuff on Ebay, and had a jeweler who liked to make an indecent profit cutting the gems he stole. 
 
    Just a few more jobs and he would retire. He had invested wisely, he had an excellent portfolio, and he was going to leave the US. Move to one of those poor islands in the Bahamas where he could live like a king. 
 
    Then he picked the wrong house. 
 
      
 
    Lucas Hunter parked his other car, a Porsche, two streets above the house he had targeted.  In this neighborhood a Porsche was no big deal, and wouldn’t even be noticed by the police. And if it was, no big deal. 
 
    One, the license plates were fake. 
 
    Two, if they towed his car he could just write it off and go home. Throw the goods into some bushes and walk to a bus stop. 
 
    He walked along the road through the Hollywood Hills, stepped into shadows whenever a car’s headlights threatened to illuminate him. 
 
    Between the third and fourth houses there were some cement steps that led down. Old Hollywood steps, there since the time of Laurel and Hardy. 
 
    He descended the long flight of stairs two streets, then stepped to the side, out of any moonlight. 
 
    He had a fanny pack and he took out his night vision goggles and put them on. 
 
    A few steps and he was to the fence that divided the property of the houses. He taped the back fence a couple of times. No dogs came barking, so he slithered over the fence. 
 
    He was good at slithering because he worked out religiously. He lifted a few weights, but mostly did Yoga and Pilates. He was flexible and strong. 
 
    He crouched out of any houselights and crouch walked along the fence line. 
 
    Over another fence and more low walking. 
 
    And he reached the target. It was the third house in on the downhill side of the fence line. 
 
    He tapped the fence, waited, then slipped over and dropped into a garden. 
 
    He took a step and was under a trellis style roof loaded with plants. 
 
    He waited. 
 
    The house was dark. His night vision watched the windows. Nothing moved. 
 
    After ten minutes he crept to the French doors that opened on the patio. Normally he would use a thin piece of plastic to jimmy the lock, but this night he didn’t even need that. He simply turned the door lever, opened the door and slipped inside. 
 
    It was, of course, quiet. The woman who owned the house, a big time star, had even bought clocks that didn’t click.  
 
    Lucas stepped to the side and waited in the darkness next to the French doors. He listened. He sniffed. He looked. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    The place was as quiet as the proverbial tomb. 
 
    After ten minutes he went to work. He walked through the first floor, just looking. There usually wasn’t much to steal on the first floor. People kept their jewelry and cash in locked boxes and safes. 
 
    Boxes were easy to pick up and walk away with. Safes were often left unlocked. But even if the safe was locked there would be jewelry left out, things like handbags and shoes that were more than gold. 
 
    The first look see done, he climbed the stairs to the second floor. Now he was moving faster, wasn’t so concerned with making noise, and he turned into a bedroom. 
 
    It was a guest bedroom and there were no guests. And no jewelry. Some extra clothes in a closet, but…nothing. 
 
    That was fine. That was often the way it was. He just had to go through the rooms in a house until he found the room the woman lived in. That was where he would find the jewelry, the locked boxes and a safe. 
 
    He traveled through a connecting bathroom into another room. This one was used as an art studio, and he took a moment to admire the painting. 
 
    There were no old masters or anything, but there was an incredible painting of the woman who owned the house. 
 
    Stella Magellan. A star from the last decade, now on the decline, but still in demand. 
 
    The painting he looked at showed her in a three quarter pose, a thin peignoir not hiding, but rather emphasizing, a quality breast. The boob was perfect, sloping to a pert and perky nipple. The nipple was large, and it pressed out against the filmy material of the peignoir. 
 
    Her face was an oval with perfect M lips, arching eyebrows, and the incredible blue eyes that had mesmerizing audiences for two decades. 
 
    She could wield a sword or throw a vase, read a book or cry a river, and the audience would be watching those big, blue, expressive eyes. 
 
    Damn. Too bad he wasn’t into artwork. He would love to take that painting. But it was too much trouble to take the painting out of the frame, roll it up, and carry it without hurting it. 
 
    He stepped out of the artwork room and back into the hall. He was in another bathroom. He checked it out, but it didn’t even have a toothpaste tube in it. 
 
    He continued down the hallway and found the master bedroom. Just looking in from the door he could see how large it was. And he could see the dresser with the jewelry boxes on it. And he would bet a testicle there was a safe behind the picture of the man with the steely grey hair. 
 
    He moved to the door and looked into the room. 
 
    The poster bed was more than king sized. To the right were double doors that led to a balcony. 
 
    He stepped into the room and headed for the dresser. 
 
    “Hello.” 
 
    He was caught totally by surprise. Later, he would realize that the woman had been sitting in the corner in the darkness, the darkness enhanced by the slight light coming through the French windows. It was for that reason, and the fact that he had gotten too eager to get to the real goods, that she surprised him. 
 
    But, surprised or not, he moved.  
 
    Agile and quick, he leaped to the side. 
 
    BANG! 
 
    He fell over, dazed. He was stunned. The sound of the gun in that closed area, the feeling of something taking off his ear. 
 
    He lay on the floor, struggling to comprehend. 
 
    Then he lifted a hand and felt his ear. 
 
    It was still there! She had missed! 
 
    But she had come so close the passage of the bullet, the sound and the airwave, had knocked him over. 
 
    Lights flooded the room and he yelled and ripped his night vision goggles off. The sudden light was like looking into the sun through his light amplifying goggles. He was blind. He held his eyes, gulped, and tried to wish his sight back. 
 
    “Lay on your belly.” 
 
    He couldn’t see, but he could hear out of one ear. But he had no intention of laying down. 
 
    BANG! 
 
    He cringed. 
 
    “The next one goes into your skull.” 
 
    He decided to follow directions. 
 
    He lay on his belly and the woman stood over him, just out of reach. 
 
    “Put your hands behind your back.” 
 
    He did, and he heard the dresser drawer open and close, then she snapped cuffs on him. Very professionally, too. 
 
    He lay on his belly and she moved around him. He heard the sound of her sinking into a chair. 
 
    “Sit up. Cross legged. If I can miss your ear by a hair I can hit your eyeball square.” Her voice was so soft and cultured it almost sounded like she was reciting poetry. 
 
    Lucas struggled, sat, and folded his legs. 
 
    Seconds ticked past, though there was no clock to indicate their passing. 
 
    His hearing in the one ear returned. The bright haze of his vision began returning to normal, and he looked around the room. 
 
    It was large, so large even the extra large bed seemed a bit small in proportion. 
 
    The dresser, shiny rosewood, with three jewelry boxes on top of it. 
 
    The French windows leading to the outside balcony. 
 
    The thick rug was a pale green. The room was a Mediterranean version of flesh. There was a light in the center of the ceiling, and track lights along the edges of the room. 
 
    Against one wall, like the guest of honor, was a vanity table. It had a large mirror and was limned by bright, round bulbs. 
 
    Then there was the woman. Stella Magellan herself. As timeless as the painting in the next room. As beautiful and sexy as the painting. Wearing the same peignoir she had been painted wearing, with the same nipple peaking out so enticingly. 
 
    The nipple was even rigid, like the nipple in the painting had been. 
 
    And her face was made up the same way, the beautiful lips, painted a shiny red, her slender hand tipped with the same color long nails. 
 
    Which nails matched her toes, peeking out from the open end of her stylish, see through, plastic heels. 
 
    She watched him, the gun in her hand held negligently. Her blue eyes measuring him, her red lips slightly pursed as she thought. 
 
    A slight trail of smoke rose from the barrel of the steely weapon, and it dangled by the trigger guard from her right index finger. 
 
    Lucas waited.  
 
    He was new to the idea of being caught, but he was smart in the ways of the law. Don’t talk. Anything you say… Wait. Get information, then ask for a lawyer. 
 
    But he noticed that her eyes looked so disinterested. 
 
    And her face, except for her pursed lips, was sober, almost sad. 
 
    “Should I shoot you?” she asked. 
 
    “I’d rather you didn’t.” Got to respond to that one. 
 
    “It’s funny, I’ve shot so many people in the movies that sitting here, thinking about shooting you, I’m sort of…disassociated. Like I could shoot you and I wouldn’t care because, hell, it’s a movie. Right?” 
 
    Lucas found that his breathing was picking up. Something was wrong here. Shooting him wasn’t real? Fuck! It was real enough for him! 
 
    “The only thing that stops me is that I’m a liberal. Well, I’m liberal influenced. Most liberals don’t know shit about guns. They’d probably shoot you out of panic, then cry all the way to their therapist. Are you a liberal or a conservative?” 
 
    “I…don’t know.” 
 
    She grunted, and her beauty made even that sound of disgust at worst a non-commitalness, at best a sweetness. 
 
    “I love your movies.” 
 
    She was moving her head slightly, like she was rocking in her own thoughts. “You a stalker?” 
 
    “I’m a burglar.” 
 
    “How’s business?” 
 
    It was surreal. Like she was in a movie and was sucking him into it. 
 
    “Pretty good, so far.” 
 
    His meaning was not lost on her and she smiled. “Like the man who fell off a building. Every story he passed people heard him yell, ‘So far so good!’” 
 
    He tried a smile, to show appreciation for her joke. It felt like he had assumed a rictus and that his face was going to break into pieces. 
 
    “Scared, eh?” 
 
    “Terrified.” 
 
    The slight motion of her head turned into a big nod. “Yeah.” 
 
    Then she was silent. Studying him. Contemplating. Letting the time pass. 
 
    After five minutes he broke. “What are you going to do with me?” 
 
    She sighed, the gun swaying from her trigger finger, his eyes so incredible sad. 
 
    “If I shoot you there’s one less person on the planet. That might be a good thing. Are you a bad person?” 
 
    “I do bad things, but I don’t think I’m bad.” He was very careful in his answer, afraid that she might be looking for an excuse to puncturate him. 
 
    “Huh. Are you equivocating?” 
 
    “What’s equivocating?” 
 
    “Hiding behind words. Misleading me by being less than forthcoming.” 
 
    “Lady, I’m too scared to be lying.” 
 
    She scratched behind one ear with a red nail. 
 
    “If I let you go will you promise never to burgle again?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “You answered too fast. You don’t mean it.” 
 
    The way she spoke, the sadness in her eyes, the way she dangled the pistol off her finger…Lucas had the thought that something was wrong with her. 
 
    She looked at the window and gave a big sigh. 
 
    He asked, “Why were you sitting in a dark corner with a gun? Were you waiting for me? Did you hear me?” 
 
    “I heard you come up the stairs, walking down the hall, but I already had the gun. 
 
    A fixed gleam came into her eyes and she focused on him. She was waiting for him to figure something out. 
 
    “You had the gun, were sitting in a dark corner…and…why?” 
 
    “Figure it out, smart boy.” 
 
    He did. And it wasn’t hard. 
 
    “You were going to shoot yourself.” 
 
    Her lack of answer was all the answer he needed. The look in her eyes confirmed his guess. 
 
    “But why?” he blurted. “You’re famous! You’re rich! You’re…you can do anything!” 
 
    She grunted, and it was a grunt of refutation. No. She wasn’t as free as he intimated. 
 
    Now he was interested. Now he wasn’t as scared of the gun dangling from her finger. “Why would one of the most beautiful women in the world kill herself.” 
 
    She prevaricated. “I was going to kill myself, then you came in and I wondered if I should just kill you.” 
 
    He caught his breath. Back to being scared. 
 
    “I could. I could point and pull the trigger, just like in a movie. But no blanks. And I wondered what it would be like to kill. To kill another. To end a life. Would it feel as bad as I did?” 
 
    She was talking to talk, and he knew if he was going to get out of this mess he was going to have to move it along. 
 
    “There are only a few reasons why people would kill themselves. Guilt from deeds that were heinous. but you don’t look like you have done anything that was that bad. 
 
    “Killing yourself because of unrequited love. Somebody didn’t love you so you decide to end it all.” 
 
    She watched him fixedly, hanging on his words, wondering if he was going to figure it out. 
 
    “Then there’s drug use, alcoholism, that sort of…” he stopped talking. She looked disappointed and he backed up. 
 
    “Unrequited love. You love somebody but they don’t love you.” 
 
    She stared at him, and the fact that she said nothing, just stared at him, told him that he had guessed correctly. 
 
    He said, “It’s not that bad.” 
 
    She snorted. 
 
    “I guessed correctly. I know I did. Now it’s your turn. Tell me who you love and why they won’t love you back. 
 
    She considered Lucas for a while. Then: “Get up.” 
 
    Lucas was nimble, and he corkscrewed up from the cross legged position. 
 
    “Nice,” she said, observing him. “Go to the hallway. I’ll shoot you in the ass if you try anything.” 
 
    Lucas wasn’t about to. Even if he managed to run away, how could he climb fences and drive his car with his hands cuffed behind him? 
 
    “Down the stairs,” she directed when they were in the hallway. 
 
    He walked slowly and carefully. She followed him without getting too close. 
 
    Down the stairs, and he asked, “Where are we going?” 
 
    “The kitchen. To the right into the foyer then left into the kitchen.” 
 
    Lucas followed directions and stepped into an older kitchen with modern conveniences. To the right side was an older breakfast nook. A wooden table with slide in bench seats. 
 
    “Slide in on the right side. Push back as far as you can.” 
 
    He slid. 
 
    “Put your feet up on the bench.” 
 
    He swung his feet up.  
 
    She moved carefully, with much awareness. She untied his shoelaces, then tied the laces of his shoes together. He wouldn’t be able to take but six inch steps, and he couldn’t undo the laces with his hands behind his back. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whispered. 
 
    She stood up, inspected him, and asked, “Want some breakfast?” 
 
    It was the last thing he expected, and it was surreal. Breakfast? For a burglar?” 
 
    “Before you call the cops?” he asked. 
 
    “I’m not big on breakfast. I only make sausages and waffles. Do you want some.” 
 
    She was content while his mouth worked and his mind tried to figure it out, but he finally nodded. “Okay.” 
 
    First she reached into a cupboard and took down a couple of round glasses with gold strips around the lips. 
 
    She put four large ice cubes into each glass, then went to a cupboard and took out a large bottle of bourbon. It was half empty, but there were two full bottles behind it. 
 
    She poured half a glass for Lucas and an eighth of a glass for herself, topped the glasses off with Coke. She put a straw in Lucas’s drink and placed it in front of him. 
 
    He was aware that when she leaned across the table her breast, that fabulous mammary gland which had excited millions in movies, was hanging free and swayed past the lapel of the peignoir. 
 
    She was aware that he was aware. 
 
    She straightened up and pulled the peignoir closed, then ignored it, and the label opened a bit again. 
 
    “Mud in your eye,” she said. 
 
    She watched him. 
 
    He watched her. 
 
    “Don’t tell me you’re a teetotaler.” 
 
    “No. I…” Then, moving deliberately, he leaned forward and sipped at the straw. 
 
    The bourbon was good bourbon. It didn’t burn so much as warm. He sat back. 
 
    “All right,” she nodded. 
 
    As she had said, breakfast was waffles and sausage. The sausage was maple flavored, and she poured a dab of syrup on the sausages, then smothered the waffles. 
 
    “I’ve got a sweet tooth.” 
 
    He said, “That probably means you need more protein.” 
 
    She tilted her head, thought about it, and said, “I’ve never heard that before.” 
 
    She placed the plates in front of them, slid in opposite him, and dug in. For both of them. 
 
    She would fork a bit of sausage into those ruby red lips. She would chew, and he was struck how sexy the simple act of eating was. 
 
    This women was incredible, which was why she had become a movie star. 
 
    Then she would slice a bit of sausage, or waffle, and feed him. 
 
    He had never been fed by a woman before. It was weird. 
 
    Forkful after forkful, back and forth, until the plates were empty. 
 
    She sat back and sighed, her large breasts totally on display.  
 
    She watched his eyes and he realized that she was enjoying his attention, his appreciation of her form. 
 
    “What are you going to do with me? Are you going to call the police.” 
 
    She had placed the key to the handcuffs in a small pocket on the side of the peignoir. She placed it on the table. The gun was already on the table. 
 
    “You’ve seen my movies.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Past the movies I have a private life. Have you ever heard of Russell Hardy?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “Russell Hardy was a stuntman ten years before my time. Sometimes he would get small parts, but nobody remembers him. The simple fact, and he acknowledged this to me, was that he lacked talent. He was handsome, he was excellent in a scene that required action, but when it came to acting he was a cardboard box.” 
 
    She waved her hand, “Oh, I’m not being mean.” 
 
    Then she sat there and watched Lucas. 
 
    “Want some more booze?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “Anyway, on my third film I was supposed to be thrown onto a couch. A simple thing. The director, Josh Simpson, asked Russ to throw me. I was a commodity. It was actually a difficult shot with the angle of the cameras, the way he had to turn and place me, violently, without disturbing my great beauty,” she snorted, “he wanted Russ.” 
 
    “From the moment Russ grabbed me to throw me…I was smitten. I could feel the heat of the man. I was ten years younger, innocent, and this rough man handled my body like it was a delicate flower. He threw me, and I had never experienced such a thing. I flew threw the air and landed exactly, precisely, on the couch. And I was in love.” 
 
    Ten years older than me, knowing he wasn’t going to make it, he was easy meat for me, on the cusp of fame, sexier than shit. 
 
    But the studio didn’t want me to get married. Bad for ratings. Fucking audience.” She displayed a touch of bitterness. 
 
    “So we lived together. God, he was the most awesome man I had ever met. He could just jump and do a somersault in the air and land on his feet. He could do push ups on his fingertips. His body was slight, slender, but he was…strong. 
 
    “One of the things the studio used to do was, when a woman had a rough trick and they needed a stunt person, they would dress him up like a woman. He would do the stunt, and…it caused a furor. The Stuntwomen’s Association of Motion Pictures complained, but he was the pro. They were lucky Russ did what he did. They would have gotten injured, but not Russ. He was too good. Can you do push ups on two fingers.” 
 
    She was segueing and Lucas was trying to keep up. What was this story about Was she daffy? 
 
    “I’ve still got some of his costumes upstairs, if you didn’t steal them.” She laughed, a bitter laugh, and her eyes were gleaming in the corner. 
 
    Tears, he thought. What the fuck? 
 
    Then her soul opened up and she sobbed. “He died! Two years ago. And I can’t handle it.” 
 
    Doors clicked open in his mind, and he whispered. “You were going to shoot yourself over him.” 
 
    She nodded, big tears dropping on the table top, her breasts pressed up against the edge. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he said. 
 
    She looked up at him. “You want my money?” 
 
    He said nothing. Of course he wanted her money. But he wasn’t prepared for this. Given a choice of enduring her raw emotion or losing the money, he would have lost the money. 
 
    But he wasn’t unfeeling. 
 
    This woman, this international star, was too hurt. The empathy she created on the screen, it was real, and he felt it for her. 
 
    Large teardrops falling on the table, she shoved the key to the handcuffs across the table. 
 
    “Take what you want. Rape me. Kill me. I don’t care. I just…I can’t handle it anymore.” 
 
    For a moment Lucas didn’t move, then, her helpless in her sorrow, he stood up knelt on the bench and leaned backwards. He picked up the keys and managed to undo his cuffs. It was awkward, but not difficult. 
 
    He put the cuffs on the table, then bent over and undid his shoe laces, retied them. 
 
    She was still crying. 
 
    He picked up the gun and she didn’t even move.  
 
    He put it on top of the refrigerator. 
 
    He was ready to go. He could walk out the back door, or the front, for that matter. He could jump over fences, or just walk down the street and over to his car. 
 
    He could make his getaway. 
 
    In fact, he could still ransack the house. 
 
    She was so totally beyond caring. 
 
    But she was crying so piteously, so distraught. 
 
    She was a broken woman, and she was hurting about as bad as any person he had ever seen. 
 
    He reached in front of her and picked up her glass, and his glass. He made two more drinks, duplicating the proportions she had poured. 
 
    He went to the nook and sat down next to her. He placed her glass in front of her. “I’m sorry. I’m…sorry.” 
 
    It would have seemed pathetic, except that he meant it, and suddenly she was against him, grasping at him, and her body was wracked with big spasms. Her eyes poured forth a river, and she held to him like he was a lifeline. 
 
    And maybe he was. 
 
    She wailed. Simply wailed, and her pain impacted on him. 
 
    He was stunned, caught, feeling her breasts pressed against him. His arms were slightly to the sides and up, and he tentatively closed them around her.  
 
    Her hair was in his face, and it smelled so good. 
 
    He was holding her, and she was gasping and sobbing and her whole body was shaking like an earthquake. 
 
    He didn’t move. He just held her. 
 
    For about ten minutes she was like that, all the pain of her life on display, then she stopped crying. But she still held him. And out of her pain came awareness. 
 
    There was sex in the awareness, he was a man and she was a woman, after all, but it wasn’t about sex. 
 
    She mumbled against him. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    He had come to rob her, and now she was apologizing to him. 
 
    “It’s okay. I’m just sorry…sorry that you hurt.” 
 
    She released her grip on him, but still lay in his arms. 
 
    “Please. Just hold me for a moment. Just…hold me.” 
 
    He was aware of his penis becoming hard in his pants. 
 
    “You must think I’m a big baby.” 
 
    “It’s okay,” he whispered into her hair. 
 
    “But I’ve got something to ask you. Something terrible, and I know you’ll refuse. And it’s okay if you do.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She sighed, and he could tell she was actually enjoying the feel of him. She hadn’t been held for years, two years, at least, and now she was getting held enough to make up for it. 
 
    “It’s bad. You won’t want to, but I’ll give you all my money if you’ll do it.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    He had no clue what he was saying ‘okay’ to, but this woman…she needed help. 
 
    On the big screens of the world, twenty feet tall, she had overwhelmed audiences with her emotions, her vulnerability, her spirit. In his arms, just over five feet tall, him feeling her flesh, she overwhelmed him by ten times. 
 
    She said. “Be Russell for me. Just for a while. A day. A couple of hours. Let me make you look like him. Let me experience Russell one more time, then…then I’ll be all right.” 
 
    It was an odd request. Talk about surreal, but what could be the harm? He dresses up in a guy’s clothes for a few hours, drinks a little bourbon, then goes on his merry way. 
 
    Oddly, he wasn’t thinking of the money. He was thinking of complying with Stella Magellans request because she was Stella, and she was hurt, and she needed this. 
 
    She had that effect on people. 
 
    So he said, “Okay.”
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    She disentangled herself from him…almost shyly, and slid out from the breakfast nook. “Would you like another drink?” she asked again. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Yes,” she whispered. “This is going to be difficult for you.” 
 
    Difficult? What would be difficult about putting on another man’s clothes? 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She smiled and made him another drink.  
 
    She did the dishes, she was a neat freak and a perfectionist, and while she worked he looked out the window. 
 
    It was still night time, maybe two or three in the morning. It was very dark, and he could barely make out the shadows of eves and roofs.  
 
    She finished, gave him another tentative smile, then pulled him out of the nook and led him upstairs by the hand. 
 
    As they climbed the stairs, her glancing back at him as if to make sure he was really there, he was aware that his dick was hard as iron. 
 
    Of course it was. He was being taken into a fantasy land by the most beautiful woman he had ever seen, a virtual goddess to the masses, and she was one peignoir short of naked. 
 
    They reached the second story and she led him to the bedroom next to the painting room, the one with clothes still in the closet. 
 
    He was confused then. He remembered all the dresses and shoes and things in the closet. He didn’t remember any male clothes. 
 
    She led him right into the closet and started rummaging through the closet. She tossed bras and panties into the air, held up dresses, and finally selected red dress, up to the neck but also up to the thigh. 
 
    “What do you think?” 
 
    “It’s pretty,” he said, “But…I don’t understand.” 
 
    Now she looked at him, confusion in her eyes. “What don’t you understand?” 
 
    “These are all girl things.” 
 
    She shook her head slightly, still confused. 
 
    “I thought I was going to dress like…like Russell.” 
 
    “You…” and she got it. She started to laugh, then got real nervous. “I thought you understood.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “He did stuntwork for women.” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “So he dressed like a woman.” 
 
    Slowly the truth filtered into Lucas syrupy mind. “But…you mean?” 
 
    “And at home he always dressed like a woman.” 
 
    “He was a…crossdresser?” 
 
    “Or a transvestite, or whatever you wish. I thought you understood that.” 
 
    He blinked and shook his head slightly. 
 
    She stepped closer to him, they were inches away from each other in the closet of a crossdresser. “Is that going to be a problem?” 
 
    He stared into her eyes and felt her concern. 
 
    He remembered how she lay in his arms and sobbed. 
 
    He thought about all the pain, enough pain to kill herself, this beautiful woman had suffered. 
 
    “I…guess not.” 
 
    She sagged with relief. “You had me worried. Have you ever dressed up as a woman before?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “Oh, it will be easy. I’ll guide you through everything. Do you mind getting rid of your hair?” 
 
    His mouth was open slightly as he played catch up with all the things she was throwing at him. 
 
    “Nu…no.” 
 
    “Not your head, of course. You’ve got such long, beautiful hair. It’s the color of Russell’s, up to the last couple of years, of course.” 
 
    “Of course.”  
 
    Lucas was dizzy, trying to understand. Yet all he had to do was follow along, do as she said. It was easy, if he could just…relax. But…dressing up as a woman? 
 
    She dropped the dress and led him out of the room and into a bathroom. “Take off your clothes.” 
 
    The most beautiful woman in the world asking him to take off his clothes. Lucas was never a lady’s man, and here he was being asked to get nude. 
 
    He did, with shaking hands and a shivering body. All the hair on his body stood up, goose bumps, and Stella laughed. “Look at you, all nervous. You remind me of Russell the first time he showed his hobby.  
 
    Lucas had been facing away from her, embarrassed and not wanting to exhibit his cock, but she turned him around and smiled. “Oh, look at you.” 
 
    She put her hand on his cock and he almost swooned.  
 
    “That is the most precious thing I’ve ever seen. I think you might be bigger than Russell.” 
 
    “Uh…oh.” 
 
    “Come on, relax. It’s just like being on stage. A little stage fright, then you’re over it.” 
 
    Still, he was trembling. 
 
    She stroked his cock gently. She moved against him, just in a peignoir, her large breasts pressing against his chest. She tilted her head and looked at him and waited. 
 
    Shivering, Lucas bent his head down. 
 
    Her lips ignited something in him. His chest suddenly felt deprived of air, even as his heart pounded harder. 
 
    Her lips were amazing, red pillows into which he sank. They were softer than silk, slithering along the curve of his mouth.  
 
    He couldn’t breath…he was gasping, and she calmed him down. 
 
    “Honey, what is it?” 
 
    “I…I…don’t know.” 
 
    She smiled. “Do you react this way whenever a beautiful woman kisses you?” 
 
    For answer he pressed his lips onto hers again. He entered a world available only to them. His hand came up and touched her breast. 
 
    When they broke it was she who gasped. “Lord. I’ve awakened a sleeping volcano.” 
 
    Then he was relaxed. At least relaxed enough to let her smear Nair all over him. She put a thick layer under his arms, she smushed it into his crotch, she even coated his asshole with the stuff, making him jump when she gigglingly smeared it around his brown button. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” she kissed him again, “You’ll get used to that.” 
 
    Get used to it? He was to be there for a couple of hours, but he had trouble conflating a mission of mercy with only a couple of hours. 
 
    They stood there then, face to face, gazing in each others eyes as she held his cock with one hand and stroked it with the other. 
 
    He was lost in her, mesmerized, adrift in a sargasso sea of erotica. 
 
    Then his flesh started to burn. He didn’t notice it at first because his heart was on fire and his whole body was feeling the heat. Then he yelped and looked at his skin. 
 
    “Come on, into the shower.” 
 
    She had smeared some of the Nair on herself, so she jumped in with him, ignoring the fact that she was wearing her peignoir. 
 
    The water washed down over them, rinsing the Nair off them, and his hair. 
 
    He looked down at his body, and it felt weird, but he didn’t realize how weird until she was drying him off. Then his flesh was electric, felt like all hairs were standing up, when there were no hairs. 
 
    She tossed the wet peignoir into a hamper and put on a maroon robe. 
 
    “Your hair is wet. Let me style it quickly.” 
 
    She put him in the vanity chair in the bedroom. She produced a pair of scissors, a brush, a comb, and set about shaping his hair. Her robe hung open and he was treated to the sight of her voluptuous flesh. 
 
    She was good. She only snipped a bit here and there, not enough to rob him of his masculinity when he was back to being a man, but when she brushed and spritzed him with hair spray his hair took on an entirely different appearance.  
 
    It was a delicate combination of curls and stray wisps. She spent time on it, and when she was done he was astounded. He had started out with a flop of male hair, unruly, down to his shoulders. 
 
    Now it was a beautiful waterfall of shimmering shades of brunette. 
 
    “Beautiful hair,” she murmured at one point. 
 
    Then he was done, and she giggled at how erect his cock was. 
 
    “I think he likes it, she said, sitting on his lap, but managing to avoid his cock, and kissing him. 
 
    Then she sprang off his lap, full of excitement, terribly different from the girl who had ambushed him with thoughts of suicide. She pulled his hands onto the vanity table and sat on his lap, pushed his cock upwards so it ran up the crack of her ass. She was doing something to his fingers, and would every once in a while wiggle her ass back against his rigid, pounding pud. 
 
    “What are you doing,” he was finding it difficult to talk. 
 
    “Your nails.” 
 
    His nails? He felt faint. His nails? 
 
    “I’m putting long stilettos on your fingers. I’m painting them bright red. You’re going to love it.” 
 
    He was silent. He was naked, with the world’s most beautiful woman sitting on his lap. He was going to object if she wanted to paint his nails? 
 
    She finished one hand, and he was able to look at it when she did the other hand. It was red tipped, like bloody claws, and yet…he felt a lust of another kind rising up in him. 
 
    His penis was pushing against her backside, rising up through her cracks and pressing against the small of her back. Again and again and again. 
 
    She moved the robe so they were flesh on flesh, but without penetration. 
 
    She liked it and kept wiggling back on him. 
 
    He was so close to paradise, but she was just teasing him. 
 
    In spite of their closeness, their nakedness, what she was doing to his body, he knew she wasn’t going to fuck him. Things like that just didn’t happen. 
 
    She finished his hands and knelt at his feet. He stared at his wits, his cock now free to bob in the air. 
 
    She painted his toenails, glancing up at his cock every once in a while and smiling. 
 
    A little drop of pre-cum kept forming on the tip of his penis, then it would slide down the side of his shaft. 
 
    She blew on his cock at one point, and caused it to throb and sway. 
 
    “God, you’re beautiful,” she said, standing up. “Let’s go make you more beautiful.” 
 
    She took him back to the room with the closet full of clothes. Now he realized the clothes were too big for her, but not for him. 
 
    She picked up the red dress she had discarded earlier, held it to him, and smiled. 
 
    “Boobs.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She reached into a drawer and took out a bra. “This should fit you.” 
 
    He held it up, turned it, untwisted it, and put it on. 
 
    She giggled and helped him, then she reached up to a. box on a top shelf. She brought it down and held out a pair of breast forms. 
 
    “We talked about him getting real boobs, some implants, but we were too public at the time. We thought maybe when we were sort of retired, but…” she stopped talking and wasn’t happy. 
 
    “Hey. Knock that off.” 
 
    She stared up at him, and her eyes made a magical change. They went from gloomy memory to cheer, just like that. 
 
    “You’re good for me.” 
 
    She slipped one of the forms into the cup of his bra. It was an expensive form, and it fit him perfectly. 
 
    He looked down. The bra had been selected for its natural look. It was full enough to hide much of the difference between form and flesh. 
 
    “Beautiful,” she said. She handed him the tightest pair of panties he had ever seen. 
 
    He tried to put them on, but they were so incredibly tight. 
 
    “Do this,” she said, and she just pushed down on his boner until it slipped between his legs and pointed at his ass. 
 
    He grunted and bent over a little. 
 
    She pulled on the panties, hard, and suddenly they were snug, tight, and his cock was definitely going to stay bent back. 
 
    “It’s called a gaff. Female impersonators use them to hide the penile bulge.” 
 
    She rubbed the front of his groin, and she was right. There was no sign that he had a cock. 
 
    She handed him a garter, and they went over to the bed in the room and she helped him get into it. He learned how to breath high in his chest as she tightened the ties, but it made his waist incredibly small. 
 
    “Let’s do you right,” she whispered, and she handed him a garter belt and started unwrapping new stockings. 
 
    The garter belt went up easy, as did the stockings. But the stockings made his newly naked flesh alive. His boner throbbed, almost painfully, in the gaff. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whispered, pressing down. 
 
    She took his hand away. “Relax. Learn how to be excited without a boner.” 
 
    Now that was a new concept. How the hell was he supposed to do that? 
 
    She helped him into the dress, and it slid over his chest easily. Suddenly any sign of his manliness was gone. 
 
    Oh, he needed make up, but his body was ‘cured’ of things male. 
 
    His legs were shaved and slender and tipped with red toenails. His waist was small and his hips flared under the corset. His chest, with the corset pushing it up, was enormous. 
 
    Sexy. 
 
    Female. 
 
    “Beautiful,” she murmured again. 
 
    She helped him into heels, and he stared down at the red tips poking out through he open toed classic, black spikes. 
 
    He had trouble balancing, but only for a moment. 
 
    Then she sat him down at the vanity again. 
 
    Lucas stared, and in this moment he wanted to call it off. 
 
    But he couldn’t. He had come so far, and the changes in her were incredible. She was vibrant, alive, vivacious…sexy. 
 
    Her whole persona was transformed into that wonderful creature that audiences the world over loved. couldn’t do without. 
 
    She used small sponges and cleansed his face. Cleaned out his pores. Prepared him for what was to come. 
 
    Primer, setting the stage, blush, foundation, his face began to take on new highlights. Male angles were transformed into female curves. His cheekbones looked higher. His chin not so prominent. 
 
    His mouth was open in shock as she changed him, and at one point she laughed and told him to close his mouth. 
 
    He did, and watched as she brushed his eyes, made them into alluring caves with sparkles of light within. 
 
    Her robe fell open and he stared at her breasts, so big and exciting. He gulped uncontrollably and she laughed. 
 
    She plucked his eyebrows, just enough to make it so he could be male or female. 
 
    She put liner on him and curled his lashes and lengthened them. 
 
    Then the lipstick. First plumper, which burned, but made his lips bigger. Then the color. Beautiful, bright red. To match his fingernails. Then a coating of gloss. 
 
    In the mirror he was beautiful. No trace of the man now. Just a sexy, alluring woman with good fashion sense and fine make up. 
 
    She surprised him by piercing his ears. He jerked and said, “Ow!” 
 
    “Don’t be a baby,” she laughed as she pierced his other ear. 
 
    “I find’t expect that.” 
 
    She selected small strings with diamond circles on the ends. He could feel them touching his neck, and it was a very suggestive feeling. They were probably worth ten thousand dollars. 
 
    Finally, he was done. 
 
    Grinning, unable to keep looking at him, Stella took Lucas down stairs. 
 
    She made them drinks, with straws, and sat him down on the couch. 
 
    He sat, and realized the dress was so tight he couldn’t cross his legs. 
 
    “Cross at the knees. Keep your legs together. Don’t be a slut.” 
 
    She giggled, and he almost laughed. 
 
    Almost. 
 
    He had agreed to this transition, he had gone along with it, but there was a big part of him that was in protest. 
 
    He was a man, dammit! He wasn’t a girl! 
 
    But he looked like a girl. 
 
    And with a little instruction by Stella he walked like a girl. 
 
    And she schooled him so that he talked in a higher pitch, and emphasized parts of sentences in a breathy manner. 
 
    So if he looked like, and talked like, then…was he a girl? 
 
    Stella didn’t give him much time to think about that. 
 
    They sat on the couch and she looked at him, and was inordinately happy. 
 
    There was no trace of the girl with the gun in her hand. 
 
    She stood up suddenly, bouncing to her feet, and went to the record player. 
 
    An old house, an old record player, a man ten years her senior. 
 
    Lucas had a huge clue to this girl’s personality. 
 
    She went through the stack of albums and selected one. She put the record on the spindle, lowered the needle, and… 
 
      
 
    Tall and tan and young and lovely
The girl from Ipanema goes walking… 
 
      
 
    She took his hand and pulled him to his feet. They danced, bodies pressed together, or apart, boobs bouncing, or not, sometimes kissing, sometimes not. 
 
    Inside his gaff Lucas was learning a hard truth. Or a soft truth. 
 
    His penis got tired of struggling against the confinement and lay there, semi hard. It didn’t hurt much, but it made him tilt slightly forward at the waist, pooching his butt out in the most delightful manner. 
 
    After The Girl from Ipanema she put on another record. 
 
      
 
    You ask how much I need you, must I explain? 
 
    I need you, oh my darling, like roses need rain. 
 
      
 
    Until the Twelfth of Never, by Johnny Mathis. 
 
    “You used to play these songs all the time. Not quite rock and roll, you said. More musical, but not classic. 
 
    He didn’t miss out on the fact that she was talking to him as if he was Russell. 
 
    And he didn’t care. 
 
    He assumed she was playing a part, and he was smitten, so he entered into her play. 
 
    “What else did I like?” 
 
    She had her head against him, they were entwined, she looked up quickly, inspected the depth of his involvement, and liked what she saw. 
 
    “I’ll show you.” 
 
    They danced. 
 
    How High the Moon by Les Paul and Mary Ford. 
 
    That’s Amore by Dino. 
 
    Walking after Midnight by Patsy. 
 
    Hit after hit. Forgotten by people seventy years later, and the people didn’t know what they were missing. 
 
    Soft, beautiful music. Real music with real instrumentation, crooning, washing over them and taking them to another time. A time more appropriate to the personas. 
 
    Outside the sky lightened. It was dawn, and the sun poured light across the world. 
 
    Still, they danced, and snuggled and cuddled and hugged and kissed. 
 
    In a way it was a pure, sweet, innocent love. 
 
    But it was also more. 
 
    She took the needle off the record and turned off the record player. She stood for a moment looking down at the ancient machine. Then she turned to Lucas. 
 
    “Now comes the dangerous part.” 
 
    “Dangerous?” 
 
    “I thought about using the gun to compel you, but considering how far we’ve come, that would be a sin.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “Do you remember how we used to make love?” 
 
    Lucas shook his head, completely mystified as she tapped into memories beyond him. 
 
    “I was frightened at first, and you had to talk me into it. But once I did it, once I saw how deeply I’d reached into you, I never wanted to make love any other way.” 
 
    She was standing in the middle of the living room, looking down at him, who was sitting on the couch. 
 
    “You’re going to have to explain.” 
 
    “It’s simple,” she said, advancing on him and holding out her hand. “Do you know how lesbians make love?” 
 
    “I…thought I did.” 
 
    “You did,” she affirmed. “They trib, pushing their groins together, vigorously, until they orgasm. They use their hands and mouths, inserting, pummeling, fisting…and they cum.” 
 
    He was starting to have an inkling of where she was going, but he didn’t want to admit to it. It was too far beyond him. 
 
    “You wanted me to be pure, so you never put your penis in me. Instead…” 
 
    He listened as she rolled back his mind. 
 
    “Instead you wanted me to put my penis in you.” 
 
    He was stunned, once again, and he said nothing. 
 
    “Our whole time together, you never fucked me. I did the work. I would wear a strap on and use it on you, or a vibrator, or just my fist. You would do the same to me. 
 
    “Never did we penetrate flesh with flesh. 
 
    “That is why our love was so pure. In a way…that is why we endured. Sex didn’t mess up our relationship, our friendship, our love for each other.” 
 
    She was sitting on the couch with him then, turned towards him, facing him, speaking earnestly. 
 
    “That is what I need. Can you be Russell a little longer?” 
 
    Lucas was silent. 
 
    He was in love. Completely. She had conquered him. 
 
    He wanted to do what she asked, but could he? 
 
    He had never had anybody do him in that way, but…could he? 
 
    He sat and stared at her. Her face was inches from his, yet she made no move to close with him. 
 
    She wanted to do him. Her in charge. Him under her. 
 
    For all the purity she spoke of, there was one thing she didn’t speak of. 
 
    He who does the fucking is in charge. He is the dominant. 
 
    She who is fucked is not in charge. She is the submissive. 
 
    That is the way it has been for millennia. That is the relationship of men to women. 
 
    Yes, it can be reversed, many did, and they preferred it reversed. 
 
    Gays. Lesbians. Trans. They all made choices about what their sexuality was. 
 
    But he was straight, and she was asking him to submit to her. 
 
    She was asking him to lay down and spread, and to let her be the man. 
 
    Because he was already a woman. 
 
    In form. 
 
    Not in mind. 
 
    But, what would it hurt if he bent over this one time? What would it hurt for him to submit? They would never see each other again, and…could he do it? 
 
    “Will it hurt?” 
 
    “I’m very good. I will be as gentle as possible, but it always hurts a little to lose your virginity.” 
 
    Lose his virginity. Another concept he had to deal with, yet not a significant one. 
 
    He had lost his virginity as a male long ago. 
 
    So…could he? 
 
    He was gulping as he considered, realizing that he was going down a road that, once traveled, could never be backed out of. 
 
    “I can try.” 
 
    “No,” she said, leaning even closer to him, breathing on his lips, his mouth. “You can do. If you don’t go into it with that determination then you’ll fail.” 
 
    “You really want this.” 
 
    “So do you, Russell.” 
 
    Russell. Lucas. For a split moment he wondered what the partitions in her mind were. 
 
    But he knew. 
 
    Under the glitz and the glamor and the incredible beauty, she was a woman who got her way. 
 
    She had gotten her way with him. So far. 
 
    He abruptly made up his mind. 
 
    “I can do this.” 
 
    She smiled, then leaned the last inch and tenderly slid her lips across his. 
 
    His penis in his gaff wiggled, and he was horny, but…it didn’t hurt. His penis was learning how to be excited without a boner. 
 
    She took his hand then, the sunlight pouring through the glass over her front door, the room becoming well lit, and led him up the stairs. 
 
    They entered her bedroom and she shed her robe. 
 
    “Lean against the bed. Bend over and lean across it. 
 
    He did. 
 
    First she took a strap on out of a drawer and put it on. Then she took out a jar of lube and began smoothing it into him. 
 
    God, it felt good! Her fingers ran over his sensitive rectum, smushed lube into it, and he found himself wanting more.               
 
    She hadn’t even penetrated him and he wanted more! 
 
    Then she entered him, smoothed the lube in, and rimmed him slowly, relentlessly, inexorably. 
 
    He grunted. there was a little pain, his ass hadn’t been stretched this way, but if a turd can go out, then…something else can go in. 
 
    She spent a long time working him. She whispered in his ear, kissed his neck, and kept inserting, moving around, using more fingers, and it was the most enjoyable experience he had ever had. 
 
    Truth, it was better than any sex he had ever had. 
 
    Then she moved up behind him, greased herself up, and had her way with him. 
 
    She took her time, broke him in properly, and he did cum. And it was a good cum. 
 
    “You just have to know how to press on the prostate the right way,” she whispered to him, leaning on him, her large breasts smushed on his back. 
 
    He just sighed, and was about as relaxed as he had ever been. 
 
    And he wanted to do it again. 
 
    But she laughed, and told him it was his turn to wear the strap on. 
 
    So he did.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    Lucas moved in the following week. 
 
    He was considered her chauffeur by Hollywood, but everybody knew he was doing more than just driving her around. 
 
    A couple of years later they moved to an island in the Caribbean. It was a small island with a small mansion on it. There was a small town  on the other side of the island where the natives had their little businesses. 
 
    Tourism, a small plantation, fishing in the open sea. It was a paradise. 
 
    And now Lucas could dress like a woman all the time, and late at night the natives would hear him moaning and crying out. 
 
    They never saw Lucas as a woman, and they thought the American actress must have been very good in bed. 
 
    They had no idea. 
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    Part One 
 
      
 
    “I’m going to do it.” 
 
    “I think you’re crazy.” 
 
    “Crazy or not, I can’t take it any more, so I’m going to take sleeping pills.” 
 
    Mason glared at Lee. Lee just folded her arms and held her ground. 
 
    Mason was five foot eight. He had been a tennis player in college, and he was lanky, wiry, with a soft face and brown eyes. 
 
    Lee was the perfect 36 by 24 by 36. Well, maybe the chest measurement was a little larger, but she was a brunette beauty. Eyebrows that arched, a straight nose, and plump lips. 
 
    Mason: “I think it might be dangerous. And what if something goes wrong? What if you have a seizure or something?” 
 
    “I’ve taken sleeping pills before. The only difference is that I’ll be having sex while I’m sleeping.” 
 
    “But, honey?” he begged, “Can’t we just try again? I know sex is distasteful! I know that you don’t like it! But isn’t it better to work our way through this instead of…instead of…” 
 
    She cut in: “No. No more laying there, rigid, waiting for you to get done. No more of feeling like my body is a big fingernail on a giant chalkboard. I love you, totally, but I’m not willing to go through that traumatic experience again.” 
 
    “But I’ll be gentle! We’ll talk, communicate, find out what bothers you! I’ll do everything I can to make sex work.” 
 
    “We’ve tried that. A lot. And it doesn’t work. I’m fine, then you get in me and it feels like…like gargling shards of glass…in my gut.” 
 
    “Therapy! We can get more therapy! Surely a therapist can help us get to the bottom of—“ 
 
    “Mason!” 
 
    He shut at the distraught tone of her voice. 
 
    “Mason, honey. You’re the best man in the world, and I appreciate everything you’ve done. I can’t believe how much you’ve sacrificed for me. But therapy doesn’t work, communication doesn’t work. I am not going to cheat you out of the marriage bed, so I am going to take sleeping pills and go to sleep, and you can have sex with me.” 
 
    “But…”  
 
    The argument went on and on. They were sitting in their living room, it was a Friday afternoon, after work, and Lee had made up her mind. 
 
    “How about alcohol? We like to drink…we can get you drunk, real drunk, and we can try to do it, and get past this…this whatever it is we’re going through.” 
 
    Lee looked down at her knees. Her face was determined, though sad. 
 
    “One more time. Liquor. But if it doesn’t work,” she looked back up at him, her face set, “then we try the sleeping pills.” 
 
    “One more time,” he agreed happily, feeling the relief. 
 
    “Go get some drinks. We can try more communication, but I’m telling you right now…if it doesn’t work then you have to agree with me. We try sleeping pills.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    She reached out and gripped his arm fiercely. “Agree. If I still have the problem with sex…you’re okay with me taking sleeping pills and you ravaging my body. Agree!” 
 
    He knew this was it. No way around it. He didn’t want to, but he nodded. “Okay.” 
 
    “All right,” she let go of him and sat back. So…go get me drunk and take advantage of me.” 
 
    She spoke as if in jest, but there was an underlying seriousness to her command that was unsettling. 
 
    Mason nodded, stood up, and headed for the kitchen. 
 
    In the kitchen he got down the W.L. Weller | Full Proof bourbon. $400 a bottle, a gift from his boss, and reserved for super special occasions. 
 
    He took the bottle and two glasses back into the living room. 
 
    “Uh oh, the good stuff. Is somebody trying to get lucky?” Lee laughed, and though her laugh was a bit nervous, it did break the ice. They were going to make the transition from talking about sex to having sex. 
 
    Mason smiled, set the glasses down and twisted the cork gently until it popped out. He laid the neck of the bottle against the rim of the first glass and poured an inch into the glass, then did the second glass. 
 
    He sat down, neglecting to stopped the bottle, and they both swirled the bourbon and smiled at each other. 
 
    She sipped,  coughed. “I’ll never get used to the straight stuff.” 
 
    He sipped. “I taste oak and vanilla and…something else.” 
 
    “Caramel?” 
 
    “More chocolate, but that would be the effect of char in the barrel.” 
 
    They both sipped again, then Lee said, “Can you ruin it for me?” 
 
    Mason chuckled, “Of course.” 
 
    He went into the kitchen and came out with a can of cold Coke. He held the can high and poured long. It destroyed the carbonation, but made the drink sweeter. 
 
    “You should go to Pepsi. It’s even sweeter, then you can keep the carbonation.” 
 
    “Next time,” she murmured, sipping. She felt the warmth descend down the pipes, splash in the stomach, and the endorphins in her head howled. 
 
    He poured the rest of his can into his own bourbon. 
 
    “You? You’re going to ruin this expensive swill?” 
 
    “No. I’m going to make it last longer. This is what we in the trough call ‘Good shit!’” 
 
    They both laughed, and sipped, and eyed each other. 
 
    Mason loved sex. He especially loved sex with sexy women. There was just something about sexy women that turned him on. Duh. 
 
    And there was something about the ultra sexy Lee that super turned him on. 
 
    Lee, for her part, also loved sex. To a point. 
 
    She loved to kiss and snuggle. She loved to stroke her husband, and she didn’t even mind giving head. 
 
    But as soon as his penis went into her she froze up. She felt like somebody was using a block of wood covered with sand paper. 
 
    Every nerve tensed, it became painful and her whole body screamed for him to get out. 
 
    She wouldn't tell him to get out. She would put up with it, her whole body feeling like it was being peeled by a razor, but when he was done she couldn’t hide how she felt. Often she would just sob. 
 
    Mason would try to console her, couldn’t figure out what he had done, but…she was hurting from the sexual act. 
 
    They had tried therapy and communication and getting drunk, but nothing worked. 
 
    This, Mason knew, really was their last chance. 
 
    And he didn’t want his wife taking sleeping pills and going to sleep just so he could poke his dick in her. 
 
    Because that’s what it would be! 
 
    She wouldn't be a living, loving participant, she would be a sleeping log, a hole without feeling, something for him to squirt in without the human passion and love. 
 
    He didn’t want that. 
 
    But she couldn’t figure out what else to do. 
 
    They sipped their bourbon and Coke. 
 
    Mason got out a cheaper bottle. Why waste the good stuff when you were just trying to get blotto? And they drank and sat next to each other. 
 
    They somehow lost their clothes. A sock here, a bra there, a belt unbuckled.  
 
    Naked, they made out. Kissing, feeling each other, ‘getting lucky,’ as they put it. 
 
    Lee was getting hot. She was moist as her natural juices were unleashed by the potent alcohol. 
 
    She felt him put a finger in her, and it was wonderful.  
 
    He wiggled it, and she groaned and her hips writhed. She loved the feeling of a finger or two reaming her hole. She loved how she produced more juices, and her pussy became more sensitive. 
 
    Mason loved it, too. He lay next to her, slightly on top, kissing her breasts, sucking on her taut nipple as he diddled her vagina. 
 
    She began to moan. She closed her eyes and screwed his fingers with her hips. 
 
    Mason took his time, brought her along carefully, and she became hotter and hotter. 
 
    Finally she looked up at him, her eyes smoky with desire, her voice gruff with lust. “Try it.” 
 
    She spread her legs and he got between them. He lowered himself, careful to be gentle, and rubbed his cock up and down between her labia. He tickled her clit with his glans, and, finally, he inserted. 
 
    She felt the change instantly. She tensed, and did everything she could do relax. 
 
    Inch by inch he entered her, and inch by inch she could feel the panic rising. 
 
    The feeling of harshness replaced her lust. Something began working in her head, scraping her mind. 
 
    Sex, the act of penetration, felt like somebody flicking her eyeball with a rubber band, but it didn’t stop, the rubber band didn’t fly away, and the sensation of pain, though there was no reason for it, kept building and building. 
 
    Her muscles were locking up, she clutched to Mason, and he stopped and looked down at her. 
 
    “No?” he whispered. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I’m trying, but…” 
 
    He pulled back, extracted his shaft and head, and lay next to her. 
 
    They held each other, in communion, but also apart, trying to deal with the tragedy of lack of compatibility. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she whispered again, her mouth against his flesh. 
 
    “It’s okay.” 
 
    He was thinking that she was going to take sleeping pills next time, and he didn’t want that.  
 
    He loved his woman. He wanted her soft, warm flesh, her moist pussy, her searching and soft lips. But he wanted them with awareness. He didn’t want to just stick his dick in an unfeeling body and squirt, and know that he had used her like she was. masturbatory machine. 
 
    “It’s okay,” he whispered again. “It’s okay.” 
 
    Finally, they got up and went to bed. 
 
      
 
    The next morning, not feeling much of a hang over because they had started their debauchery with mostly good bourbon, she rolled over and held him. And stroked him. And finally slid down the sheets and took him in her mouth. 
 
    She was good, and there was passion there, a lot of passion, but it wasn’t the same as feeling the insides of her pussy. 
 
    A man cannot live by blow jobs alone.  
 
    Sometime he must have the real thing. 
 
    When he was done, and she had swallowed, she got up and went to the bathroom. She performed her morning ablutions, brushed her teeth, and when he entered the bathroom she said, “I’m going to take sleeping pills next time. Would next Friday be all right?” 
 
    He sighed, looked at her, and knew she was going to do this no matter what. 
 
    “Friday would be fine,” he said,  starting to brush his own teeth. 
 
    They brushed together, and suddenly she was brushing with one hand and had her other hand around his waist. 
 
    “It’ll work,” she said as the toothpaste dribbled around her lips. “You’ll see.” 
 
    He smiled a tight smile, and said, “I know.” 
 
    But neither of them really believed. 
 
      
 
    The week passed slowly and, for Mason, sadly. 
 
    He wasn’t looking forward to a sleeping pill fuck. He didn’t want to put his dick in a ‘sex doll.’ 
 
    He had never tried a sex doll, those rubberized things they sell on the internet, but he didn’t think it would be very good anyway. A fuck or two that was exciting, then the lifelessness of it all setting in. 
 
    He didn’t want that same sort of experience from his wife. 
 
    Also, when she was unconscious he didn’t think it was particularly moral. 
 
    Yes, she made the choice to do it that way, but when unconscious she had no real choice, so wasn’t that sort of…immoral? For him? 
 
    Still, this was what Lee wanted, and she even seemed a little relieved by her choice. All during the week she was excited, actually excited. She seemed relieved that she was going to finally deliver sexually, and she was giggling like a bride. 
 
    This manifested in her hugging him at various times during the days, slipping to her knees and sucking him, fondling his balls, and kissing him till he thought his lips were going to fall off. 
 
    During the night, when they went to bed, she played with him. Teased him. Made him harder and harder. 
 
    “It’s going to be great, honey,” she would say. “You’re going to have fun. You’re going to love it.” 
 
    He would smile and nod, but inside, carefully concealed, he was quite dubious. 
 
    But, for her, he would try. 
 
    Finally, the week of excitement (for her) and dread (for him) passed, and it was time for their great night of (unconscious) sex. 
 
    After dinner she went to the bedroom and got ready. She wore a sexy panty and bra, her nipples peeking over the top of the bra. Then she put on a. peignoir, applied her make up, and headed out to the front room. 
 
    Mason handed her a drink, the good bourbon, and she smiled and sipped. 
 
    “One drink,” he said. 
 
    “And two pills,” she responded. “That should put me under enough so that I don’t wake up.” 
 
    He shook his head, but she just laughed, put her delicate, manicured hand on his knee and said, “And I don’t want to wake up in some strange place.” 
 
    He chortled, weakly. “Yeah, and a line of men paying two bucks for a shot at the princess.” 
 
    It was sick, but it was just funny enough to take the edge off, and they began to lighten up and enjoy the moment. 
 
    She sat on his lap, and kissed him, her arms around his neck. 
 
    He put on some music and she did a quite effective strip tease. By the time she was done his weenie was standing at attention. 
 
    “Take your clothes off,” she commanded, chuckling, her excitement rising. 
 
    He unbuckled, unzipped and shucked his duds. 
 
    He stood naked, his manhood protruding, and she sat in front of him, fondling his nuts and stroking his shaft, her mouth around his glans. 
 
    He sighed. He was certainly excited enough. Even the thought of her being unconscious wasn’t going to make him go limp. 
 
    She popped a couple of sleeping pills. RexMD. Guaranteed for seven hours of slumber. 
 
    “Walk me back to the boudoir, stud.” 
 
    He put his arm around her waist and they sauntered down the hallway. 
 
    The bedroom was adrift with incense, and she had lit four candles. It was quite romantic, and he smiled. His boner felt like it was about to pop. 
 
    They sat on the bed, one leg off and one leg on, and smiled at each other. 
 
    “This is going to be wonderful,” she said. “I anticipate waking up feeling refreshed, satisfied, the way I always thought sex would be.” 
 
    “I’ll certainly do my best,” he replied. 
 
    “I know you will,” she placed a hand on his cheek and kissed him gently. 
 
    He felt the soft pleasure of her lips, he tasted her lipstick, and he was worried. 
 
    She yawned. “Well, looks like I’m about to go nighty night.” 
 
    “Okay, honey.” 
 
    “Now, remember, use my vagina, but don’t poke my butt, and it would be mean if I woke up with semen all in my hair or something. Fuck me, honey and fuck me good.” 
 
    “I will.” 
 
    She slid under the covers, yawning again. He tucked her in and she stared up at him. “Use me, honey. Do what you want, and I’ll see you in the morning.” 
 
    “Okay, honey. Sweet dreams.” 
 
    She smiled, closed her eyes, and he watched her. 
 
    Minutes passed and her breathing deepened. 
 
    He wasn’t sure when she made the transition from wakefulness to sleep, but at a certain point he was sure she was asleep. Her breathing was deep, there was no flutter of eyelids, her chest rose and fell and she was relaxed. 
 
    He lifted one of her arms and let it drop an inch. Flop. No resistance. Totally asleep. 
 
    Feeling weird, Mason went to the kitchen and made another drink. 
 
    He was naked, bobbing, and he tried not to think about what he was going to do. 
 
    He should be excited. This was her wishes, her permission, and she wanted him to do this. 
 
    She wanted him to fuck her while she was asleep. 
 
    So why did he feel like he was about to violate her? 
 
    He sighed, sipped his drink and went back to the bedroom. 
 
    In the bedroom he pulled the covers back and revealed her spectacular body. She took a lot of pride in herself, she worked out, ate the right foods, and she was slim, trim, with fat only in the right places. Her hips flared out and helped the waist look skinny. Her breasts were full and enticing, the nipples excited even in her sleep. 
 
    She always did have nipples that stayed hard. 
 
    And he liked sucking them to help them stay hard. 
 
    He knelt at the side of the bed, leaning over her, and he lowered his mouth to one nipple. 
 
    He kissed it, put the ring of his lips over the tip of her tits and gently sucked. 
 
    He thought he heard a moan, and he looked up at her. 
 
    Sleeping. 
 
    He continued. 
 
    He cupped her boob with a hand, gently compressed, sucked the nipple harder. 
 
    She sighed, he heard it this time, but when he looked it appeared that she had just made a normal sleep sigh. 
 
    He waited. He moved up and kissed her on the lips. 
 
    They were soft, but unresponsive. 
 
    And he felt a sudden surge of excitement. 
 
    He had a naked body ready for him, and he could do anything he wanted to it. 
 
    He could screw it, make love to it, fondle it. 
 
    Heck, he could drag her out of bed and do it in the living room. With the drapes open so all the neighbors could see. 
 
    A subtle giggle escaped his throat. 
 
    Mason was a good guy. A really good guy. But even the best of people, when put in certain situations, could do…bad things. 
 
    Of course, he wasn’t about to do bad things. He wasn’t going to drag her around the house, or put her in the car and go screw her over the back seat at lover’s lane while he looked over the city. 
 
    But the thought was there. The power over another human being.  
 
    He wasn’t a Nazi, but the niggle of what went for justification for a Nazi went through his mind. 
 
    He was in charge. He could do what he wanted. He could bend her this way and that, screw her as he wished, and there was nothing that she could do about it. 
 
    It was a heady feeling, a powerful feeling, but it brought immense amounts of potential guilt with it. 
 
    She had no choice now, and even though she had made the choice to have no choice…she had no choice. 
 
    She was pure victim, and he was totally in charge. 
 
    He spread her legs, wide, and began licking her pussy. He inserted his tongue. He swirled his fingers inside her like he was stirring batter. 
 
    She slept peacefully. No smile on her face, but no…’not smile.’ 
 
    He slid over her body and prepared to put his cock in her. 
 
    She slept, and he didn’t notice the slight downturn of the corners of her mouth when he slid the tip of his penis up and down her labia. 
 
    He was excited now. If she had awoken suddenly he wouldn't have cared, he would have had his way. 
 
    No, he wasn’t bad, but he was so excited by the power he had over her…he slid his penis into her. 
 
    She grunted, and he stopped, his eyes open and crazed looking. But it was only a reaction to his body weight. 
 
    He began to go in and out. 
 
    Then he stopped, withdrew. He knelt over her chest and bunched her tits together, made a tunnel for his cock. 
 
    He screwed her boobs, and he was already getting close. He could feel the little explosion waiting to happen way down in his groin. 
 
    He didn’t want to squirt too soon. He wanted to make it last. 
 
    Seven hours of sleep? That should be good for six hours of plundering her naked form. 
 
    He studied her face. He licked her cheek. He smiled. 
 
    He was now weird. He was perverse, but he couldn’t help it. 
 
    He was a nice guy, and would normally never be this creepy, but…he was in charge. Her body was totally under his control. 
 
      
 
    Mason played with her body for an hour before it became too exciting. At that point he was in a frenzy. His heart was pounding and he was gasping for breath, moving her around, rubbing her all over, squeezing her breasts, lightly slapping her ass. 
 
    She didn’t complain. No Please honey, could you take it easy?’ 
 
    So he sated himself of not just his desires, but those secret desires that hide in wicked men. 
 
    And he wasn’t wicked. 
 
    At least, not normally. 
 
    But now…now he couldn’t help himself. 
 
    He squirted in her. Deep in her. It blew his mind, her lying so calm and peaceful, and the more he noted how peaceful she was, the more excited he became. 
 
    I’m not like this, he thought at one point. But he couldn’t stop himself. 
 
    But, unleashed, he was. 
 
    He came so hard he passed out on her. 
 
    But came to a few minutes later, her struggling to breath under him, and rolled off her. 
 
    He felt guilty. He felt like he was evil, that he had done a bad thing. 
 
    Truth, though he was overly excited, and a tad rough, he hadn’t done anything that people hadn’t done for thousands of years. Just…asleep. 
 
    She had been asleep for a couple of hours, and he got off the bed and looked down upon her. 
 
    He loved her. He was ashamed. He wondered if he would even be able to face her. 
 
    He turned and went into the bathroom. 
 
    He stepped into the shower, and there…he wept. 
 
    He leaned his head against the tiles and the spray washed over his scalp and he felt worse than he had ever felt in his life. 
 
    This was supposed to be a solution! 
 
    So why did he feel so cruddy? 
 
    And he knew, in his heart of hearts, his actions weren’t love, they were lust, without consequences, without thought for the human being under him. 
 
    Well, he would never do that again. And if she demanded that he do it again, he wouldn’t. He would say he would, but then he would just jack off and go to sleep. Let her think he had cum. 
 
    He simply couldn’t endure this amount of guilt ever again. 
 
      
 
    Lee opened her eyes…and tears came to them.  
 
    She felt so low, so abused, so…dirty. 
 
    Mason wasn’t there. She didn’t know where he was, but she was glad he wasn’t. 
 
    What had she done? What had been done to her? 
 
    She felt filthy. 
 
    She reached down and felt her vagina. 
 
    Goo. She brought a hand up and smelled it. 
 
    Man batter. 
 
    So he had done it. 
 
    Just as she had asked.  
 
    He had screwed her while she was unconscious, and…why did she feel so bad? 
 
    She had asked for this! She had demanded it! 
 
    But she had not known she would feel like this. 
 
    This was like…like…rape! 
 
    And she had asked for it! 
 
    Tears began to stream from her eyes and she slipped out from under the covers. 
 
    She was off balance as she walked to the bathroom, but she made it. 
 
    Into the shower, and there the tears really flowed. She stood, her head against the tiles, as the water sluiced through her scalp. 
 
    Why had she made him to this? 
 
    What had possessed her? 
 
    She loved him, with all her heart, so why…why… 
 
    Tears indistinguishable from the shower water, she cried uncontrollably. 
 
    How could she ever face him again? 
 
      
 
    The best intentions sometimes don’t survive. 
 
    She had a robe on and walked out to the living room. 
 
    Mason was asleep on the couch. 
 
    She sat down across from him and watched him sleep. 
 
    She loved him, and she loathed herself. 
 
    How could he ever love her, now that she was defiled, filthy, no better than a slut? 
 
    He stirred, opened his eyes. 
 
    He smiled, his face a rictus. 
 
    “Hello, honey.” 
 
    Her heart was breaking as she responded, “Hi, dear.” 
 
    “I did it.” 
 
    “Oh, good…I mean, I know. I was all spermy. Down there.” 
 
    She was forcing her face to look happy, but the edges of her self-disgust could not be hidden. 
 
    “Are you…okay?” he asked, swinging his feet to the floor and sitting up. 
 
    “Oh, yes. It was…incredible.” 
 
    They were both lying, and they both knew it, and it was impossible for such misery to be contained. 
 
    “I’m sorry!” He broke first, but only by a microsecond. Then they were holding each other, both crying, both emitting their apologies, their protestations of love, how sorry they were, how they would never do that again. 
 
    For an hour they sat in each others arms. The tears stopped after about fifteen minutes and they simply sat and held each other. 
 
    Sighs that went all the way through their bodies. 
 
    Afraid to look at each other. 
 
    Yet, they had to. 
 
    After an hour they moved apart. Mason didn’t want to look up, but Lee said, “We have to get over this.” 
 
    So he looked at her. 
 
    They held eye contact and started crying again. 
 
    But, in the end, because they loved each other, and because they were both willing to take responsibility for what they had done…they managed to stay together. 
 
    No talk of divorce. No recriminations, just the determination never to do something that stupid again as long as they lived. 
 
    And they had breakfast. 
 
      
 
    Two weeks later Leslie Harmon came to visit. 
 
    Leslie was Lee’s mother, and she had detected something wrong in her daughter’s marriage. 
 
    Mothers are like that. They have intuition. They’ve walked the same path, they know the signs. 
 
    So she flew in unannounced on a Tuesday night. 
 
    “Hello, dear,” she hugged her daughter, then she hugged Lee. 
 
    Yep. Something was wrong. 
 
    There was just a nervousness to the couple, an unhappiness that simmered under the surface. 
 
    “What a surprise!” Lee blurted, walking her mother into the living room. 
 
    Mason took her luggage to the spare bedroom, then went to make drinks. 
 
    Leslie and Lee made small talk while sitting on the sofa, and when Mason entered the room with their drinks she observed him. 
 
    Yep. Something wrong. But there didn’t seem to be one or the other at fault. 
 
    If one of them had cheated the dynamics would have been different. In this situation they both looked equally miserable. 
 
    And hiding that misery and failing. 
 
    So they talked into the night, and the mood brightened. 
 
    Leslie determined that she needed to get her daughter alone and put the screws to her. 
 
    Oh, she could have browbeat them both and gotten to the heart of the matter, but she didn’t want to be the bully. She didn’t want to browbeat her daughter’s husband. 
 
    No, best if she got Lee alone. Then she would see what she would see. 
 
      
 
    Lee and Leslie went to lunch the very next day. They went to Charley Coyote’s a nightclub/restaurant on Santa Monica Blvd., and ordered salads and Margaritas. 
 
    Sitting in the relaxed atmosphere, roses twining through the iron trellis work, soft music seeping out to the patio, kissing the salt off the lip of the Margaritas. 
 
    One drink down, the salads done, Leslie went to work. “So what’s the trouble between you and Mason?” 
 
    “Mother! There’s no trouble!” 
 
    “I think the bull shat. Better not step in it,” Leslie spoke dryly. 
 
    A few more queries, a direct look in the eyes, and Lee broke. 
 
    “I can’t stand sex. Lee loves it, but…it makes me grit my teeth. It feels like somebody is shaving my eyeballs.” 
 
    Leslie listened and made no comment. 
 
    “So we tried sleep sex.I guess it’s called sexsomnia, but it’s different.” 
 
    “How so?” 
 
    “In sexsomnia somebody is so deprived they start having sex while asleep. What we did, I took some sleeping pills and…and he made love to me while I was asleep.” 
 
    Not a flicker of expression on Leslie’s face. Just a slight nod. 
 
    “Since then we’ve both felt so guilty. And I made him do it! He didn’t want to! But…” 
 
    She continued explaining, even shedding a few light tears, but in the end she felt better. 
 
    It always feels good to pour your heart out. 
 
    And Leslie said, “I can see what’s happened.” 
 
    Lee said, “But we’re getting over it. It’s in the past and we’ll never do that again.” 
 
    “The problem is that you broke one of the prime rules of womanhood.” 
 
    Lee looked blank. 
 
    “You let the man take charge. Now neither of you can figure out who is in charge, and that’s why your marriage feels like a ship out of control and about to capsize.” 
 
    Lee’s mouth opened slightly, then she shut it. 
 
    “Mother, I don’t understand.” 
 
    Leslie smiled. “I know you don’t, but you will. You see, I had this same problem in my marriage.” 
 
    “You and daddy?” 
 
    “Me and daddy. Fortunately, we figured it out. Or, rather, I figured it out. When you lose control you have to take control back. The man is incapable of understanding this, and he must be led to it. I was hoping you would never have to go through this, but…” 
 
    “So what do I do?” 
 
    “Listen carefully, daughter. I’ll explain it all, and we can write up a battle plan for you. But you’re going to have to take control, be in charge. Your marriage will never be the same again, you’ve destroyed that, but if you do exactly as I say then it will become better.” 
 
    Lee nodded, and Leslie began to explain.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    “Honey? We’ve been going about this all wrong.” 
 
    Mason was working on the car. He straightened up, wiped off his hands and looked at Lee. 
 
    She was different. 
 
    They had both been looking a little hang dog, but now she was smiling as of yore. It seemed like all the guilt had been evaporated from her. 
 
    He smiled. He wanted some of that. He wanted their relationship to return to the fun games it had once been. 
 
    “Oh? Enlighten me, oh great one.” 
 
    That was a good start. 
 
    She moved up next to him, pushed his greasy hands away and said, “Don’t touch me.” 
 
    “Oh, sorry.” 
 
    “I’ll do all the touching.” 
 
    They were in the garage and she leaned into him, plastered her breasts against him and kissed him full on the mouth. Her lips were like hot dice, rolling nothing but sevens. 
 
    Her hands, however, were digging in the basement. She slipped both bits past his belt and grabbed him. One hand on the glans, one hand on the testicles. 
 
    He groaned and his knees grew weak. 
 
    She smiled into his kiss, used her tongue, then withdrew. All the way. Stepped back and said, “Everything is your fault, and I must punish you until you admit it.”               
 
    That was confusing. She was the one who made him fuck her while she was asleep. 
 
    But she was so happy, and his groin was so happy, he accepted what she said. 
 
    Why argue in the middle of a handjob, right? 
 
    “Well, see ya.” 
 
    “Hey! Wait a minute!” 
 
    And in that one action all the misery of the past weeks was gone. 
 
    Simply, he had been reduced to chasing his wife, instead of feeling the misery because of something that was done and gone. 
 
    She sauntered back into the house, got down the good stuff, and poured herself a shot. 
 
    Mason charged in after her. 
 
    “Oh, so that’s the way it is,” he said, not understanding at all. 
 
    She handed him the bottle of cheap stuff. “From here on out I drink the good stuff, and you suck this piss down.” 
 
    He tried to grab her, to smooch her, but she just pushed him off. 
 
    “The tide has turned, sweet hubby. I’m in charge and you have to do what I say.” 
 
    “What?” he was confused. 
 
    “You go earn the money, keep me in the style to which I have become accustomed, and maybe I’ll let you squirt.” 
 
    “Wait a minute…” 
 
    She patted his cheek with one hand. “Wait not, want not, I never said.” 
 
    That confused him even more. Before he could figure the phrase out, however, she said, “Would you like to cum?” 
 
    “Well…yeah!” 
 
    “Good. That’s a good start.” 
 
    Then he asked, his brows slightly dipped, “In your pussy?” 
 
    She reached her hands into his pants again and began playing pocket pool. She whispered into his ear. “Honey, pussies are yesterday’s thing. There’s lots more orifices than just a pussy. I’ve got ears…nostrils…all sorts of orifices.” 
 
    “You’re not making sense!” 
 
    “That’s okay. You’ll figure it out some day.” She let go of him and sipped from her drink again. 
 
    “So we’re going to have sex, but without the pussy, because you’ve got other holes.” 
 
    “Precisely!” she said brightly. 
 
    “I don’t get it.” 
 
    She put her glass down, kissed him, and reached around and cupped his buns. 
 
    “Baby. We’re gonna fuck till he cows come home. You just do what I say.” 
 
    Do what she said? 
 
    She reached down the back of his pants and rubbed his brown star. 
 
    “Aiiee!” He wiggled, but she was unrelenting.  
 
    “Hey, it’s a hole, right?” 
 
    “Well, yeah. But it’s my hole!” 
 
    “And you’ve been wanting to get into my hole. Time to let you see how it feels. 
 
    Then she was gone. Walking out the back door to the shed. 
 
    He followed her. “Hey!” 
 
    She entered the shed and pushed out her bicycle. “Sorry, hon. Can’t wait. When you’re done with the car can you do me a favor?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “I need you to stroke yourself for ten minutes….but not cum.” 
 
    “What?” His voice was getting a little squeaky. 
 
    “You heard me. Open the side gate, will you?” 
 
    She was getting on her bike, so he ran down the side yard and opened the gate. She went whizzing past him, shifting gears, slapping his face lovingly, and then she was gone. Her fine ass swaying back and forth, her shapely legs going in circles. Her large breasts shifting with each cycle of the pedals. 
 
    And he was left standing stupid. 
 
      
 
    She came back an hour later, covered with perspiration, her heart pounding, ready for phase two. Or three or four, or eighty or ninety. There were as many phases to her plans for Mason as he could drag his heels to. 
 
    But the end result was guaranteed. 
 
    Her in charge, him submissive and downright pussy whipped. 
 
    She put her bike away and walked into the house. It was as if Mason was waiting. 
 
    He was sitting in the kitchen sucking a Coke, but he leaped to his feet. 
 
    “I did it.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Stroked myself for ten minutes.” 
 
    “Good. Your reward is you get to dry my body.” 
 
    He stared after her thin but voluptuous frame as she strode down the hallway. Then he ran after her. 
 
    She peeled off her shorts and stepped into the shower. He was stripping his clothes off, but when he went to get into the shower she put a hand on his chest and pushed him back. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Wait your turn.” 
 
    He stood, as if dumb, and watched as she soaped up her breasts, ran her hands over her buns, scrubbed her body thoroughly. 
 
    She stepped out and said, “Towel.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Towel. I need to get dry. Towel.” 
 
    She waited, and now he was reluctant. Things weren’t going the way he wanted. He wanted to throw her down and screw her to the floor. But she was demanding things from him and he just didn’t understand. 
 
    He took a towel out of a cabinet and began drying her. 
 
    She stood, arms out, and he rubbed all of his favorite parts of her. 
 
    He dried her breasts, and his cock stood out and brushed her thigh. 
 
    She gave it a slap and said, “Keep that thing away from me until I ask for it.” 
 
    At that point he had to. He was in heat. He was uncontrollable, and he didn’t understand. 
 
    “Get the dryer and do my hair.” 
 
    He held the hair dryer and she turned, then stopped. “Move around, there we go. Back and forth. Hand me that brush. 
 
    Not sure what was handing, he handed her the brush, and she styled her hair, giving him directions on where and how to hold the dryer. 
 
    “Pay attention now,” she said. “I don’t want to have to give you instructions every time.” 
 
    “Every time? I’m not—“ 
 
    She pressed a long nailed finger against his lips and smiled. “You’ll do what I want, when I want, how I want. Period.” 
 
    “Why are you doing this?” He was almost whining. 
 
    “To teach you.” 
 
    “Teach me what?” 
 
    “Teach you so that you’ll be able to do this without instruction. Teach you so that you can do it for yourself.” 
 
    “But, honey…” He didn’t really understand the significance of what she was saying. 
 
    “Shhh.” 
 
    When she was done with her hair she turned and patted his cheek. “You may take your own shower now.” 
 
    “What? But…why couldn’t I take one with you?” 
 
    “Because you’re a stinky, hairy man, and it’s not fitting for your dirty water to touch my fair and delicate skin.” 
 
    She left him in the bathroom, got dressed, and listened to the sound of the shower starting up. 
 
    Everything was going wonderfully. Exactly as her mother had told her it would. 
 
    Of course Mason was confused, but he was supposed to be. Confused men are easier to shape than unconfused men. 
 
      
 
    That evening Lee was kind and loving. 
 
    But she didn’t answer any questions, nor even leave much opportunity for him to ask any. 
 
    She fixed dinner, and told him that he was going to have to learn to cook. 
 
    She also mentioned that he should be contributing more with the housework. 
 
    And she finished each suggestion with kisses and a grope or two. 
 
    Mason wondered what the heck was going on. 
 
    He was getting lots of attention, but that usually resulted in some kind of sex. 
 
    Vaginal if she could handle it, which she usually couldn’t. 
 
    A blow job, or at least a hand job. 
 
    But now Lee was just teasing him. And she was so confident about it. 
 
     
 
    On Thursday Mason opened his dresser drawer and found no underwear. 
 
    “Lee? I don’t have any underwear!” 
 
    “Did you do the laundry?” 
 
    “You usually do that!” 
 
    “Oh, well, times change. Here, wear these until your laundry is done.” 
 
    She handed him a pair of pink panties. High cut with little white bows around the waist. 
 
    He stared at them disbelievingly. “I can’t wear these?” 
 
    “Okay.” She left the room and he was left holding panties. 
 
    He looked down at his groin. His penis was standing out. He had to wear something. If he didn’t wear some kind of underwear his boner would cause a bulge. That’s all he needed, to be reported to HR for having a cock. 
 
    Sighing, unsure of himself, he stepped into the panties and pulled them up. 
 
    They actually fit well. The pouch was made of some stretchy material so he fit in it and didn’t fall out. He had no idea that Lee had gone out and bought him sissy panties. 
 
    So he went to work, his package all tight and tidy, and…they felt good. 
 
    They felt good all day long. In fact, they caused him to have more boners that day than his regular underwear did. But he wasn’t going to complain. 
 
    Boners are good. He liked feeling horny and sexy and alive and alert down there. 
 
    He came home smiling, and Lee quizzed him on his panty ‘adventures.’ 
 
    “So, how’d it go with your panties?” 
 
    “It was okay.”  
 
    “Did anybody notice?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “So you could wear these everyday and it would be okay.” 
 
    He stopped and thought about that. Not wear man underwear? Hmm. Being a man, that caused some concern. 
 
    “Well, I guess I could, but I’d rather wear my tighty whiteys.” 
 
    She nodded, patted his cheek, and went on about her business. 
 
    The next day he woke up, opened his drawer and said, “Uh oh. I forgot to do the laundry. Do you have some more panties I can wear?” 
 
    She did. And she said, “If you do the laundry tonight when you get home I’ll let you wear these all the time.” 
 
    That caused some consternation. But he liked wearing the panties, so he decided to do the laundry that night. 
 
    At that point Lee stepped back. She didn’t push for anything else. But she did start making him smoothies. 
 
    She lumped in some kale, a banana, some vitamins, and some special powder. The powder was heavy with estrogen, and it didn’t disturb the taste of the smoothie, so she started giving him a smoothie for morning and evening. 
 
    She encouraged him to skip lunch, which he sometimes did, and to start exercising. 
 
    Both of them liked to ride bikes, so that was the major form of exercise. After dinner they would hit the trails for an hour, pedal frantically, and this was an excellent way to lose weight. Which he did. 
 
    “I’m down to 150,” he said, gazing at himself in the mirror. 
 
    She smiled and gave him a hug from the rear, placing her paws right over his pectorals. 
 
    “You feel wonderful. I can even feel the muscle up here.” 
 
    He thought he was getting a little more flesh up top, and maybe down around the waist, but her encouragement was working. 
 
    He kept exercising and his waist shrunk and his pectorals and his waist became a bit rounder. 
 
    Finally, the day arrived, she looked at him when he got up and said, “You know, honey, you need to wear brassiere.” 
 
    “What?” His voice was a mighty squawk.  
 
    “I’m just saying. You must be eating the wrong stuff, but I sweat, your pectorals are getting larger, and…you don’t want to sag…” 
 
    “But I don’t want to have big, old pointers sticking out the front of my chest!” 
 
    “Oh, honey. I’m talking about a training bra, there won’t be any cups, and it’ll help keep your flab pressed back, give you a flat and wonderful figure.” 
 
    He looked in the mirror, had to admit that he was flabby up there. Still, his maleness wouldn't let him admit to boobs. 
 
    Even though they sort of looked like…no! No bra! 
 
    That was fine with Lee. She smiled and went about her business, and when she brought it up again, a couple of weeks later, Mason had had time to think about when his chest looked like. 
 
    “You’ve got to admit, you’ve got some little mounds.” 
 
    He stared at the mirror, and he could feel two things. 
 
    Disappointment. 
 
    Excitement. 
 
    He loved boobs. He lived to feel, to suck on the nipples, and it was the epitome of womanhood for a woman to have a big, old pair of honkers. 
 
    The question was, when would the excitement outweighs the disappointment? 
 
    Not if…but when. 
 
    “No,” he said, but it was weaker than it had been before. 
 
    Another two weeks passed, and he was ready, but it still took some convincing. 
 
    “I’ll tell you what. How long has it been since you had an orgasm.” 
 
    “It’s been a while,” he admitted. 
 
    “A couple of months? Longer?” 
 
    “At least.” 
 
    “Well, I’ll tell you what I’ll do. You put your bra and panties on and I’ll give you a nice, big orgasm.” 
 
    He perked up. 
 
    And, finally, excitement was greater than disappointment. 
 
    She handed him a bra. It was a training bra, but she knew she would be upgrading shortly. His chest was getting fatter and fatter. 
 
    He put on the bra and the panties. His penis was sticking out and he was really ready. But he couldn’t help but question his situation.  
 
    “Maybe I should see a doctor.” 
 
    “Maybe. If you want to spend money and take medicine.” 
 
    He looked at her. 
 
    “The fact is that the bike riding we’ve been doing, you’re going to eventually work off that extra fat.” 
 
    He nodded, and allowed himself to be dissuaded. 
 
    The fact was that he didn’t want to see a doctor. Having boobs was embarrassing, and having to talk about them to a doctor was even more embarrassing. 
 
    He could just wear that bra, and maybe even bind his chest with an Ace bandage or something. 
 
    What he didn’t count on was that there is pride involved in having boobs. 
 
    Oh, not for everybody. Some women, not to speak of men, love to strut, they put their chests out and are, in essence, bragging about their womanhood. 
 
    Then there are the women who walk around slump shouldered, who are embarrassed about having something that men stared at. 
 
    Mason, being a man, was usually proud of accomplishments and such, and he started to be proud of the growing bumps on his chest. 
 
    So he walked around the house, pushing his chest forward and trying to act nonchalant. 
 
    Lee observed this, of course, and smirked. 
 
    Things were progressing exactly as her mother had predicted. 
 
    Men were men, more sexually oriented than women. Heck, they walked around with their weenies getting stimulated by everything from underwear to seeing a pretty girl on the street. 
 
    Girls kept their pussies on the inside, not rubbed, not stimulated, and they were more in control than men. 
 
    Anyway, Mason put on the bra and panties, and Lee delivered a nice blow job, complete with swallowing. The only odd thing was when she was done she said. “Pay attention. Swallowing is important, and it is important that you learn how to do that. 
 
    And life went on. 
 
      
 
    Except…Mason’s chest was getting bigger. And one day Lee said, “Would you mind getting rid of all your ugly hair?” 
 
    Mason looked down at his body and frowned. He never thought of his hair as ugly, but he was horny, as usual, and when horny men are quite willing to do whatever their women asked. So he used Nair one night and liked the sensation of having no hair on his body. 
 
    And life went on. 
 
      
 
    And one day…Lee was doing her nails, and she called to Mason. 
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    Mason entered the room. 
 
    “Come sit down. I want to talk to you.” 
 
    He did. He had a boner. It had been a few weeks since his big blow job, and he did what she wanted. 
 
    She reached for one of his hands and placed it in front of her. She took out a clear color and began painting his nails. 
 
    The old Mason, before bra and panties, before Nair, would never have allowed that. 
 
    The new Mason, aware that his chest was growing and that Lee had said he was going to need A cups, sat and stared. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “This will strengthen your nails. It’s clear, so your nails will look a bit shiny, but they’ll be strong and protected.” 
 
    He stared at his fingers, and they did look sort of cool. 
 
    She brushed his nails, three strokes down from cuticle to tip, and he felt his penis leaking. 
 
    That was weird. He was getting so horny that he exuded pre-cum. 
 
    Yet, it was exciting. He liked it. 
 
    “Have you thought about letting me get you a bigger bra?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t…” 
 
    “Now don’t be a toxic male. You need to look your best to get ahead in this world, and you can always wear a jacket if you’re embarrassed. You’re not embarrassed, though, are you?” 
 
    “Well, I am a little nervous. It’s not like men have boobs.” 
 
    “Actually, they do. They hide it, but have you ever looked up gynecomastia? “ 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Yes. Men get boobs. Silly men, boobs are wonderful. You like my boobs, don’t you?” Before he could answer she went on, “So why should you like having a nice, small pair of your own?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    Suddenly he was experiencing the feel of heat surging through his body. 
 
    “Oh, my,” he said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I feel heat.” 
 
    “You’re just getting a hot flash.” 
 
    “A what? I am?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. All girls get them when they go through puberty. Hot flashes, mood swings, other things. You’d better let me get that A cup for you.” 
 
    She finished with his fingernails and he looked at them. The clear coat made his fingers pretty, and he felt a surge of pride. 
 
      
 
    The following week she bought him new bras, and ripped the B tag off. He thought they were A cups, and he was surprised at how big A cups were, and never realized that he had grown into B cups. 
 
     
 
    People at work were noticing that Mason was changing. His face was becoming narrower, with higher cheek bones. His eyes looked to be larger and more brilliant. 
 
    This didn’t bother anybody, and, in fact, the girls at work liked it. 
 
    One day Mason was doing some work at his desk when three of the secretaries entered his cubicle. 
 
    “Mason,” said one. “Your eyes are scintillating.” 
 
    That’s what she said. Scintillating. 
 
    “Oh, uh…” 
 
    “And it’s a shame to let them remain so lackadaisical and dull. So…male.” 
 
    The three women then put make up on him. The cleaned his pores and primed him, and the boss walked by. 
 
    “What’s going on?” Jeanine asked. 
 
    “We’re giving Mason a make over. Doesn’t he have pretty eyes?” 
 
    Jeanine had to agree, and she said, “Mason, is there something you would like to tell us?” 
 
    “No. Uh…what?” 
 
    “Are you transitioning?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    Yet his own mind was in a state of confusion. 
 
    Every day he woke up and looked in the mirror, and every day a more feminine man looked back at him. 
 
    He had started to imagine himself with curls instead of just brushed back locks. 
 
    “It’s okay if you are. It helps the company comply with government regulations. You might even get a little raise out of it if you are.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “So, are you transitioning?” 
 
    The three girls stopped working and waited breathlessly for his answer. 
 
    “Well, uh…I guess.” 
 
    Actually, he wasn’t, but…was he? He was changing, and he didn’t understand it, but everything was so crazy. He was feeling emotional, Lee was dropping hints, the girls wanted to make him up, and…now he was being offered money. 
 
    Jeanine nodded. “Excellent. I’ll let HR know. See if I can get you that raise. 
 
      
 
    Mason went home that night with a made up face, large, expressive eyes with a bit of dark color around them, and even a touch of pink lipstick. 
 
    Lee was thrilled. 
 
    “Oh! Look at you!” 
 
    Mason was embarrassed, but…he felt so good. 
 
    Lee took him in the bathroom and, being careful of his make up, she styled his hair. 
 
    He was now a woman in man’s clothes. 
 
    If he took off his jacket his breasts were obvious. 
 
    His lips looked fuller, softer. 
 
    Lee put on a darker shade of lipstick. 
 
    He stood in front of the mirror and studied himself. 
 
    “This is happening, isn’t it?” 
 
    Lee nodded. “Yes, it is.” 
 
    “But I don’t understand why.” 
 
    “Well, honey, I have a confession to make.” 
 
    He looked at her, and he looked exactly like a woman. 
 
    “When my mother came to visit?” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “She explained that what we had done, the sleeping sex, was wrong. She said that that gave you too much authority. It put you too far above me, and it negated both of us. You didn’t feel too good after that, did you?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “For our marriage to work one person has to be in charge, and that person must be the woman.” 
 
    He stood in front of her, and suddenly he felt like a bad, little boy. 
 
    “Think about it. Women are in charge already. We control men, tell them what we want, and they give it to us. And men live under the illusion of being in charge, all because sex makes them think they are bigger and better.” 
 
    “But we’re not.” 
 
    “Of course not. You men are easily led around by your dicks, and it is the woman who is doing the leading.” 
 
    “So…I don’t…” 
 
    “So mother told me I had to establish a new balance. We couldn’t go back to the way things were. We had to undo your arrogant, over balanced authority. We had to bring you back to your senses by showing you the truth. 
 
    “You’re a man, and you’re not in charge, and the only way to firmly convince you of that was to make you into a woman. Then you would see the difference, and who was in charge.” 
 
    “So, I’m not in charge.” The thought was actually a bit of relief to Mason. 
 
    “Nope. And from here on out you’re going to wear dresses and lingerie. You’re going to wear make up and be a passenger in my car. I’ll do the driving, and you’ll do the laundry and the housework.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “I know. What if you don’t want to. Sorry. You have no choice. And, admit it, you like what’s happening. You like it when I’m in charge, you like it when I tell you what to do. And I’ve been doing it all along, it’s just out in the open now.” 
 
    Mason stood there, confused, but…starting to feel better. Now he knew his place, and it was taking some adjustment, but…all he had to do was relax, give it up, submit, let her do the leading. 
 
    “So come on in the back and have a seat at my vanity table.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “I want to do your nails, and then I want to christen you.” 
 
    “Christen me?” 
 
    “Yes. In fact, go get a couple of drinks and meet me back there.” 
 
      
 
    Mason sat at the vanity table and watched as Lee did his nails. She explained about cuticles, how to stroke evenly from the cuticle to the tip, how long to wait for them to dry, how to put a protective coat over his nails, and all sorts of other things. 
 
    Mason had no idea that there was so much involved in doing nails. 
 
    When she was done with him his toes were painted, he had long fakes on his fingers, and the color matched his lips. 
 
    He sat and looked at his hands for a long time. 
 
    Lee let him sit there. She knew he was going through changes. 
 
    Lee knew that he was at a crossroads. He could totally revolt, but Lee had made it plain, while she put on his nails, that they would be getting a divorce. 
 
    That had sure stopped him. 
 
    And he pondered. 
 
    Male or female. 
 
    Wearing dresses of getting divorced. 
 
    Learning how to do his own nails, going shopping for heels and lingerie. 
 
    How they would divide the property. 
 
    And he believed her when she said she would sue him for everything, and probably get a hefty settlement and alimony to boot. She also said that the state tended to side with the woman, and he knew this to be true. 
 
    She brought him another drink and placed it before him. 
 
    He took it, sipped, and looked at her. 
 
    “Well?” she said. “Are you man enough to be a woman?” 
 
    Gulping, he nodded. 
 
    She smiled and directed him to the bed. “Okay, honey. A wise decision. I hate to see a man have to start all over again.” 
 
    She put him on all his front, on his knees, but his head laying on a pillow. That pushed his butt up and made for a perfect target. 
 
    She pulled down his panties and began swirling a finger in him, applying a thick glob of lube. 
 
    Mason shivered. It was impossible not to, the way she was stimulating all his anal nerves. 
 
    “Be gentle,” he whispered. 
 
    “Oh, honey. I’ll be super gentle. I want this to be a wonderful experience. I want you asking for me to do this all the time.” 
 
    He lay there and thought about that while she put on a strap on. The dildo on the strap on wasn’t big. It was about six inches, but it had big veins on it. 
 
    It would be small enough to slip in easily, but those veins were going to give him a thrill. 
 
    She moved in and gentle slid into him. 
 
    Mason gasped. It was wonderful. After the shock it was nothing but pleasure. He felt full, and complete, and excited.  
 
    His cock hung down between his legs, thick and heavy’s nd his balls were full. 
 
    Lee was super gentle and loving. She reached under him and massaged him while she poked him. She kissed the back of hi neck and told him how much she loved him. 
 
    Then she stopped. 
 
    “What?” he gasped. 
 
    She blurted, “It doesn’t hurt!” 
 
    He waited, feeling the heat, the awe and the wonder. 
 
    “When you screwed me it hurt, and…I didn’t like it. But i like this, and it doesn’t hurt you, does it?” 
 
    “No.” He was almost ready to cry for the good feelings emanating from his rectum. 
 
    “Then we should have been doing it like this all the time. I should have been on the top right from the start.” 
 
    “Okay,” and there was an impatience in his voice. 
 
    She laughed. “Sorry, babe, but I just that thought, and it seems pretty important.” 
 
    “It was,” he agreed, then he gasped as she began to pound into him. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    Men are so curious. 
 
    They want to know what it feels like to wear bras and panties. 
 
    They want to know what it feels like to wear make up. 
 
    They even want to know what it’s like to be…uh…penetrated. 
 
    The are so curious they are willing to pay the greatest of prices. 
 
    Consider the story you presently hold in your hands. 
 
    Poor Ted. 
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    Part One 
 
      
 
    “I want to know what you really do at these meetings.” 
 
    “But I’ve told you a hundred times! We play cards, we drink, we listen to music and relive the good, old days!” 
 
    Ted stared at his wife, and doubted her. 
 
    Terrible thing to doubt a wife, but there it was. 
 
    Sherry sighed. “God, I wish I could convince you.”  
 
    She was an auburn beauty. A body with more curves than a mountain road, blue eyes that sparkled, red lips that mesmerized whenever they moved. 
 
    But they weren’t mesmerizing Ted right now. 
 
    “Let me come spy on you.” 
 
    “What?” She stared at him and was astonished. 
 
    “I mean it. They meet at the meeting hall at the edge of town, the old lodge. Elks or Mooses or something. I’ve been there, I’ve done work there. There’s a hundred places to hide. I can find a closeted hide. I really want to know what you girls are really doing.” 
 
    “But I’ve told you!” Her voice rose in exasperation. “We have a few drinks! We play cards…” 
 
    “And you play oldies and talk about the good, old days.” 
 
    “Exactly!” 
 
    “I’m not buying it. When men get together we go a little crazy. There’s a fight, some guy wants to get a call girl there, and—“ 
 
    “You think that’s what we do? Have call girls?” She was outraged at the thought, but kept her cool.” 
 
    “Not call girls, but something.” 
 
    “What? You think we all take off our clothes and have a lesbian orgy or something?” 
 
    He grinned. “Now we’re talking.” 
 
    “Listen, you idiot! We talk, we have some wine, we talk over the good times! We conduct business for charity events and so on. What you’re imagining is your own imagination! Your delusions! It’s what you want to think happens, and it bears no resemblance to the truth!” 
 
    “Then why won’t you let me sneak in and watch?” 
 
    “ARGH!”  Sherry threw up her hands and walked out in disgust. 
 
    Ted frowned. He knew something more than a hen party was happening. He had heard rumors, and it just didn’t make sense that a bunch of women wouldn’t do something that wasn’t a little crazy! 
 
      
 
    The next day Ted went to work. He was head mechanic at a dealership and made pretty good money. Also, some of the guy’s wives went to these women’s Club shindigs, and these were the guys that were full of rumor.  
 
    And this morning they were really full of rumor. 
 
    “I tell ya,” said Chuck Smith, “I heard they bought a case of dildos. All shapes and all sizes. They take these dildos and they use ‘em on each other. They have their little party from six to nine, then, at nine, some of them go home and the crazy ones break out the dicks.” 
 
    “Really?” asked Jud Reagan. “They really do that?” 
 
    Chuck was a portly fellow, red faced and quite the clown. He nodded and lifted a hand with a couple of fingers up. “Scout’s honor.” 
 
    Ted was sitting on a stack of tires by the door, munching on a donut, and he asked, “But how do you know for sure?” 
 
    Chuck looked around as if to make sure nobody was listening. Then he spoke in a low voice. “Friend of mine heard a couple of the girls talking at a bar. He said they said…that’s what they do.” 
 
    Ted frowned. It wasn’t evidence. It was she said he said he said. It was rumor on top of whisper. 
 
    Still, there was a ring of truth to Chuck’s words. Chuck had been around a long time, and he did like to joke and tell tales, but this just sounded true. 
 
    “And they don’t let any men into this meeting?” Jud asked. 
 
    “I never said that!” Again, he looked around, then he spoke in the important voice of a man who knows things. 
 
    “Word has it that they hire studs. They send out to the big city and pay big bucks for these guys. None of them can have a cock shorter than ten inches, and the women, if they want them, and a lot of them do, have to pay a hundred bucks a screw. That’s how they make their big money!” 
 
    “Whoa! Goll-eee!” Jud was really impressed. His eyes were wide as fresh cooked pies and he was grinning harder than a pac man about to chomp down on whatever it was that pac men chomped down on. 
 
    “I tell ya, kid. Those women are all sex starved MILFs, but they don’t want to get caught. Some of ‘em are married, most of them are married, so they hold these sex meetings and they do whatever they want, and pity the poor guy who stumbles in there.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” asked Rod Jergens, who was sipping coffee and sitting on the spring sprung, green couch. 
 
    “Man! Word is some guy walked in on that meeting while it was in full session. Those women grabbed that guy, tied him up and sexually tormented him for hours! He was dangling from the rafters, screaming, and the women turned him around like a piñata and sucked on his Willy. Then they dragged him down to the basement, where all the studs are, and they tied a rope around his cock and screwed him for hours. He couldn’t cum, and finally…he expired.” 
 
    “Expired? You mean…like…dead?” Jud’s eyes looked like they were about to fall out of his dead and roll not he floor. 
 
    “Stone cold dead,” whispered Chuck, and the other mechanics leaned in to hear him talk. “Apparently not cumming like that, for hours at a time, can block up all sorts of vessels in a guys pecker, or his groin, or something. That backs up and causes either a blood vessel to pop, or maybe a clot to form. I’m not sure which. Anyway, that’s what happened. His blood vessels popped, and a clot formed, and it went to his heart and he died.” 
 
    There was a profound silence from the mechanics now. A guy who had been screwed to death? That was fodder for the imagination. Heck, a few of these mechanics would love it if they could go out that way! 
 
    Ted blurted, “How come the cops didn’t arrest anybody? They couldn’t hide the body. There was nothing about a guy being screwed to death on Facebutt.” 
 
    “Of course there wasn’t,” said Chuck. “One of the women is married to the chief of police, or the mayor. I’m not sure which, but he got the story stomped on.” 
 
    “So where’s the body?” 
 
    “Buried somewhere. Or maybe they just made him a John Doe and snuck him into the crematorium and…wiss!…he goes up in smoke.” 
 
    Again, there was a deep silence. 
 
    Screwed to death, burned to hide the evidence. 
 
    “The police were in on it then,” mumbled Ted. 
 
    “Oh, fuck, yeah!” Chuck stated. “Those damn police! They’re always shooting somebody and hiding the evidence. The whole fuckin’ police department is a conspiracy! Right?” 
 
    “What’d his balls look like?” asked Jud. 
 
    Chuck looked at the younger man and gave a shiver. 
 
    “I heard his balls were shriveled up, turned black, like raisins. There wasn’t an ounce of semen left in his body. And his cock…Oh. My. God! It was physically shredded! Like somebody had whittled it down with a cheese grater! And— 
 
    DING! 
 
    The back to work bell rang and everybody started to get up. They wanted to stay and listen to more, but…it was okay. After all, Chuck would give them plenty more details at lunch. 
 
      
 
    Ted worked hard that day, but no matter how hard he worked, he had a hard on in his pants. 
 
    What Chuck had told him…it was just too detailed not to be the truth. 
 
    And his wife! Sherry wouldn’t admit to anything! And she had to know the truth! She was there! She always came home after twelve, said she had to do clean up, but she was there! 
 
    She was in the basement with the ten inch studs and boxes of giant dildos. 
 
    Ten inch dildos. Monster dildos! Animal dildos! African American dildos! Dildos that glowed in the dark and vibrated so hard the women’s buns  shook their panties off! 
 
    Though why they would be wearing panties if they were vibing their pussies Ted didn’t really understand. 
 
    The day finally ended, after a couple more stories from Chuck, and Ted headed for home. 
 
    Damn! It was hard to drive with that big hog sprouting in his pants! 
 
    The guy’s dick had actually been shredded! And his balls imploded! What the fuck! 
 
    He turned into his driveway, parked the car and went into the house. 
 
    Sherry got home an hour later, and he was already drinking a six pack. He couldn’t stop thinking about what Chuck had said. 
 
    But he didn’t say anything to Sherry. 
 
    What could he say? 
 
    She had already denied it, right to his face, so she wasn’t going to admit it now. 
 
    “You okay? Honey?” she asked at dinner. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” he said, biting his tongue. 
 
    “You look a little peaked.” 
 
    “No…I’m fine. Uh, maybe I got something from the shop. Lotta bugs going around.” 
 
    “Oh…well, I’ll get you some aspirin, and you should go to bed early. I don’t want you feeling sick.” 
 
    “Okay.” He let the conversation die. He wasn’t sick, he was dying of curiosity. 
 
    What happened at the Women’s Club was all he could think about. 
 
    A basement full of dicks and ten inch studs. A man being screwed to death and his body hidden by police conspiracy. And his wife wouldn't tell him! 
 
    Well, he was going to have to find out. He was going to have to get to the truth of it. 
 
    He was going to find out what the women did at their monthly meetings. Or else! 
 
      
 
    When a man doesn’t know what he is doing he shouldn’t be doing. That’s a piece of wisdom that is absolute truth. Unfortunately, in his determination to get to the bottom of the Women’s Club’s nefarious and sinister sex mania, Ted didn’t remember that little gem. 
 
    Thus, he began to check his wife’s phone, and she caught him. 
 
    “What are you looking for?” 
 
    “Oh, uh…” He thought quickly. “I was just looking for the weather report.” 
 
    “That’s not in my contacts.” 
 
    “Oh…my finger slipped.” 
 
    She stared at him suspiciously. 
 
    Then he tried to listen in on her phone calls. 
 
    But she always saw him lurking and headed out to the yard and avoided him. 
 
    “Are you trying to listen to my phone calls?” 
 
    “No…no.” 
 
    “What were you doing then, stalking me?” 
 
    “No…I just…I wanted to ask you a question.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    He was blank, as he had no question to ask. He stuttered, then blurted, “I forgot.” 
 
    She tilted her head, looked at him like he was strange, which he was, then just shook her head and walked away. 
 
    But it was eating him up inside. Chuck would tell everybody what was happening, and Ted knew things were happening, and Ted wanted to know! 
 
    He put an app on her phone so he could track her. 
 
    When she found the app she hit the roof. 
 
    And, finally, she went to the leaders of the Women’s Club and told them what was happening. 
 
    “I don’t know where he’s getting all these ideas, but he thinks we’re having sex parties! He thinks we hire male escorts and screw the night away! He has these outlandish ideas…and I don’t know what to do! 
 
    The ladies in charge of the women’s club thought about what was happening. A few ideas were put out. 
 
    Sitting Ted down and having a good talk with him. But Sherry had tried that and it didn't work. 
 
    Or actually inviting him to a meeting and showing him that nothing was happening. But Sherry said he just wouldn't believe them. He would claim they were not doing their orgy that meeting, but they would at future meetings. 
 
    So, they were at a conundrum. How to convince a person who couldn’t be convinced? 
 
    There were six women at this particular mini-meeting. Six powerful women, and none of them had answers. 
 
    Finally, the leader of the Women’s Club picked up the phone and tapped a number. 
 
    “Who are you calling?” asked Sherry. 
 
    “I’m calling the state representative.” 
 
    The ladies looked at each other significantly. 
 
    “Hello, Madge? This is Shiela at…yes! Oh, I know. I will…but the reason I’m calling you, we have a man is totally convinced that we are having sex parties, and…” 
 
    Shiela went on to describe what the rumors were. When she was done she listened, then put the cell phone on speaker so everybody could listen. 
 
    “Hi, ladies! Wish I could be there with you, but…so you have a problem boy, eh?” 
 
    The women all nodded and mumbled that they did. 
 
    “Okay, is the wife there?” 
 
    “I’m here,” said Sherry. 
 
    “Excellent. Now the problem is that you are getting rumors, and we don’t like false rumors. Correct?” 
 
    The girls all nodded and muttered agreement. 
 
    “The thing to do then is to give them a rumor that is too much to be believed.  You simply have to…” and Madge outlined a program that dropped the ladies’ jaws, then made them laugh. 
 
    When the call ended the ladies all looked at each other and grinned. 
 
    Shiela turned to Sherry. 
 
    “Okay, Sherry? Can we do this?” 
 
    “Abso-fucking-lutely!” 
 
      
 
    Ted arrived home after work. He walked through the kitchen and picked up a Bud Light. He didn’t want to turn into a woman, but, damn! Wouldn’t that be cool? 
 
    Laughing at his take on the Bud Light controversy, Ted popped the top, wondered what it would look like if he had his picture on a can of Bud Light, then tilted the beverage. 
 
    Gah! It was barely palatable. He had bought the stuff because of all the hoo rah about it, and it was all on special, but it really was sort of stinky beer. 
 
    He poured it out and put together a bourbon and Coke. 
 
    When Sherry arrived home a short while later he was feeling good. Not drunk, he wasn’t a drunk, but…nice. 
 
    “Hey, honey,” he smiled cheerfully. 
 
    “What’s this?” she said, eyeing his bourbon and Coke. 
 
    He toasted her. “It’s the pause that refreshes.” 
 
    “Right,” she spoke dryly. Then: “Have a seat. I want to talk to you about something.” 
 
    “Oh?”  
 
    They were on the patio and he was leaning over a rail and looking out over the countryside. 
 
    He went to a lounge chair and plopped down. Sherry followed him, sat on the edge of the next lounge chair. “Well, this is a cock up.” 
 
    “What?” he asked, puzzled. 
 
    “I forgot to get myself a drink. Can you stay here for a minute?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    He stayed, she went and made a drink, then returned and sat back down on the lounge chair. 
 
    “So what’s up?” he asked. 
 
    “I’ve been thinking about what you want to do.” 
 
    Click. His eyes brightened. “You mean about the Women’s Club?” 
 
    “That’s what I mean. I’ve been thinking about the fact that you want to hide in the lodge and actually see for yourself what’s happening.” 
 
    He sat up and there was a high degree of eagerness in his expression. 
 
    “So next couple of weeks there is a meeting. And it would be pretty easy to get you into the place. I’m supposed to see to refreshments, I have to bring a bunch of napkins and stuff, and I have a key.” 
 
    “So you could let me in…” 
 
    “Early in the morning. About ten. You could help me carry in supplies, then you could find a place to hide, and I would just go home without you.” 
 
    “Wow! Oh, wow! Yeah. That sounds good.” 
 
    “But…I do have some concerns.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “No cell phone, no recording devices.” 
 
    Ted frowned. “I sort of wanted to—“ 
 
    “No! Absolutely not! Look stuff goes on there that they don’t want known…” 
 
    Ted actually rubbed his hands together in glee. 
 
    “…and a lot of those women are married. This could destroy marriages. If the husbands found out what their wives are doing at these meetings…I don’t want to even think about what would happen. All the divorce lawyers in town would get rich!” 
 
    “But things happen? They really happen?” 
 
    “Just like you said,” she nodded. 
 
    “Oh, Lord. Wow. This is incredible. And, I heard somebody died. Is that true.” 
 
    Sherry controlled herself. He had hint/asked at wild things, but…murder? What the fuck? 
 
    Instead of panicking, or just laughing in his face, she leaned forward and whispered, “You can’t imagine the things that have gone on there.” 
 
    Ted’s eyes glistened with excitement. He was going to get to the bottom of this thing! He was going to find out the truth!” 
 
    “And, in addition to no cell phones or recording devices…you have to agree to never talk about it. Ever. Not as long as you live.” 
 
    “Okay. Yeah.” He was all over himself to agree, and Sherry knew he was just talking. He was so taken with this thing he wouldn’t be able to stop himself from talking about the Women’s Club, but that was okay. 
 
    “I’m serious,” she said. “If you break your word on this…you’ll think the things the Women’s Club are nothing compared to what I’ll do to you.” 
 
    “No problem! I promise. Torquemada couldn’t drag it out of me! They could send me to Quantanamo and water board me. I will never, ever, never say a word about what happens at the Women’s Club.” 
 
    “Okay,” she nodded. 
 
    Then he blinked. He had had a thought. “Uh…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “So why are you suddenly okay with this? You were dead set against me seeing what happens at the Women’s Club. What changed your mind?” 
 
    She leaned forward again, then leaned back and took a big glug of whiskey and Coke, like she really needed it. Then she looked around as if afraid somebody was listening to them, and said, “Honey, I can’t be part of this thing any more. The things they do…it’s too much.” 
 
    Then he stared to feel…weird. 
 
    “But you’ve been there, and you’ve done these things yourself.” 
 
    She nodded, looked down in embarrassment, then up at him. “But I’ve had it!” she said fiercely. “No more! I’m quitting and…” 
 
    “But that’s more reason for me to record something!” 
 
    “No!” She gripped his sleeve and put desperation in her voice. 
 
    “Do you know what they would do to us if they caught you?” 
 
    “But I’m not going to get caught!” 
 
    “If you post the video, or if it reached court—and it would if people saw it and realized what things these women do—then we would be in danger. Our lives would be ruined. We’d be driven out of town!” 
 
    “The police would protect us!” 
 
    “Don’t you understand? The police are in on it! It’s a conspiracy!” 
 
    Ted sat with wide eyes. He had heard, he had suspected, and now, to have everything confirmed…wow! 
 
    “Okay. So when are we going to do this?” 
 
    “The meeting is going to be on Saturday in two weeks. What do you need to spend the day in a closet or something?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Let me think about it. You just make plans for getting me into the place.” 
 
    “Okay. And, honey?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Thank you. I know it’s difficult to understand how women can be so…debauched. And I appreciate you not getting mad at me.” 
 
    “I just want to help,” he said with a huge smile. 
 
    She leaned forward again and kissed him. She said, “Last thing. I’m not going to go to that meeting. I can’t take it anymore, so I’ll just pick you up the next morning. Okay?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
      
 
    The next couple of weeks went fast…and slow. 
 
    Fast because it seemed Saturday arrived before he knew it. Slow because every moment up until Saturday seemed to take forever. 
 
    And it didn’t help that he couldn’t talk to the guys at work about it. But he had sworn not to talk. 
 
    So he listened as Chuck told his tales, and was near to bursting inside. 
 
    He was going to find out! 
 
    But he couldn’t tell anybody! 
 
    But he could prepare. 
 
    He went out and bought an all black out outfit. He had black pants, black hoodie, black ski mask, black shoes. He practiced physical exercises every day. He did sit ups and push ups and ran around the block. 
 
    It was only two weeks, but he wanted to be in good shape. 
 
    There was an excitement inside his body that was bubbling over. He couldn’t wait to find out the truth! 
 
    And the days crept past. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, honey, are you ready?” 
 
    “Oh, yes,” Ted blurted. He came running down the hall and it was all Sherry could do not to laugh. 
 
    He looked like an all black Wiley Coyote. It was mostly in his grin, but…those burglar clothes didn’t help. 
 
    He was grinning, almost maniacally, and actually wringing his hands. 
 
    “Then let’s go.” 
 
    He nodded, his head moving a little fast, and he picked up a small bag and took it out to the van. 
 
    “What’s in the bag?” 
 
    “Binoculars, a rope for climbing, audio enhancement device—“ 
 
    “Not for recording.” 
 
    “Nope. It will just make it so I can hear everything.” 
 
    “Okay. 
 
    Sherry drove across town. The lodge was located on highway 34, just outside the city limits. It was a big building with two stories, a little out of place, but appropriate for the area a few decades previous. 
 
    Sherry backed up the van to the back of the building. 
 
    “Okay, babe, time to earn your keep.” 
 
    The van was stuffed. There were cases of Coke and Seven up. There were cases of wine and a few bottles of hard stuff, and, of course, napkins and plastic cutlery and table clothes and all the other things that go with big meetings. 
 
    Ted had to unload it all, carry it through the big building and stack it in the kitchen. Shortly he was sweating and exhausted. So much for being physically prepared. 
 
    It was about eleven when another van appeared. A good looking woman got out and greeted Sherry with a hug, then turned to Ted. 
 
    “So this is the hubby, eh?” 
 
    Ted offered his hand. “Ted.” 
 
    “And I’m Shiela. Listen, do you think I could get the help of a big strong man to unload something?” She placed her hands on his biceps and smiled her pretty, red lips right into his face. 
 
    Ted, of course, was a complete sucker. 
 
    “Sure,” he said, expanding his chest and actually swaggering a bit. 
 
    The thing they moved out of the van was weird. 
 
    There was a heavy plate. then there were some stout beams, and finally a couple of thick planks with holes in them. 
 
    Ted had never seen furniture like that, but…oh well. He placed them at the end of the hall on the stage and went back to unloading the supplies from his van. 
 
    The other van left, and Ted and Sherry were alone, and the van was  finally unloaded. 
 
    “Okay, honey, are you ready?” 
 
    Ted nodded, a hard grin to his features. 
 
    “Where are you going to be hiding?” 
 
    “I’ve looked around, and the best place seems to be a closet at the far end of the hall. It holds chairs, but I can move the chairs and put a big fold of rug in there. 
 
    “Will you be comfortable?” 
 
    “Absolutely. I’ve got my binoculars, my audio device, I’ll be able to see and hear everything. There’s only one thing that puzzles me.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “Does this place have a basement?” 
 
    “Not really. There’s a small room for storage, but nobody goes down there.” 
 
    “The women don’t…go into a basement?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    This was strange, because Chuck kept talking about male whores servicing the women in the basement. And the guy who had been fucked to death, that was supposed to have happened in the basement. 
 
    Sherry watched Ted closely. This close to the plan happening, she didn’t want anything to go wrong. 
 
    “Is a basement important?” 
 
    “No. I just heard…things went on in a basement.” 
 
    Sherry nodded. Whatever the source of Ted’s information, it was wrong. A basement? 
 
    “We haven't always met in this building.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. That’s it.” Like he had just solved some big mystery. 
 
    Ted was her husband, and she loved him, but he sure could be a knucklehead! 
 
    “Why don’t you go hide. Do you need to pee or anything?” 
 
    “Nah.” 
 
    They walked to the back of the hall. There was a closet in which were stored chairs and rugs and things. It didn’t take but a minutes to shift things around, and Ted had a nice, comfy, little hidey hole. 
 
    He used thumbtacks to place a black cloth in the front of the hole. He could move it aside, but if anybody opened the door all they would see would be the black material. 
 
    Perfect. 
 
    Ted crawled into the space, arranged a couple of pillows he had brought, put his little black bag to one side, and looked out at his wife. “Okay, babe. I’m ready.” 
 
    “Sherry inspected the space. Plenty big enough, the rugs and the pillows would do for him, and she said, “One last thing. Stay here.” 
 
    He cocked his head and watched. 
 
    She headed out to the kitchen, then came back two minutes later. She was holding a big bottle of Pepsi and a bottle of Wild Turkey. 
 
    “What’s this?” he grinned. 
 
    “Some refreshments for the long afternoon. Don’t get too drunk now.” 
 
    “I won’t.” 
 
    He opened the bottle of Pepsi and took a couple of swigs. Then he poured the liquor into the plastic bottle. He corked it and said, “All right.” 
 
    Sherry leaned in, pulled him forward and planted a big kiss on him. 
 
    He took advantage of the kiss to grope her sizable breasts, then she held him for a second.  
 
    “You’re going to find out the whole truth now. Do you think you’re ready for it?” 
 
    He mocked the old Tom Cruise movie. “I can handle the truth! I deserve the truth!” 
 
    “Okay. I just wanted to be sure,” which was an odd thing to say. 
 
    She backed out, closed the door. there was a little crack between the doors, enough for an eyeball. Enough for him to put his binoculars eyes to the crack and peek out with one eye. Enough for the audio enhancement device to hear everything. 
 
    She stood and inspected the door for a long moment. She nodded, her hands on her hips. “Okay, honey. See you tomorrow.” 
 
      
 
    After Sherry left Ted reclined on his back, his head between his hands, and looked at the dark ceiling of the little closet. 
 
    Man, this was it. He was going to get the goods. 
 
    He reached over for the bottle of Pepsi. He wiped, and the taste of alcohol was there. Subtle, but there. 
 
    That was okay. As he sipped, and periodically replaced the Pepsi with Wild Turkey the drinks would get stronger. He just had to be careful not to drink too much. 
 
    He smiled in the darkness, and began the wait.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    Ted dozed a little. He was quite comfortable, except that it was a little hot in the closet. 
 
    That was okay, he kept his throat wet with the big bottle. 
 
    Except when he had to pee. Drink a bit and you invariably had to pee. 
 
    No prob. He had a wide mouth bottle that had once held milk. He unzipped, dipped his dick through the opening, that was pretty kinky, and emptied his bladder. 
 
    He settled back down, was sweating, and didn’t realize that alcohol would make you heat up. 
 
    He took off his shirt. He was semi-naked then, but that was okay. Nobody there but him and the mice. 
 
    He sighed. He wished he had brought a radio. It would help pass the time. 
 
    Ah, well. 
 
    The minutes ticked…ticked…ticked. 
 
      
 
    It was six o’clock almost on the dot when the first two women arrived. They unlocked the big doors next to Ted’s hiding place and strode across the floor. 
 
    Ted immediately sat on the rug and peered out the crack between the doors. 
 
    The women were sexy. They were wearing tight dresses, like they were going out clubbing. But they were really going to their own depraved party. 
 
    Ted immediately got a boner. 
 
    He was a little overheated, but not bad. He was also a little dizzy from the drinking he had done to cool off, and which had had the opposite effect. 
 
    He took a sip and adjusted his position a little. 
 
    More girls arrived, then more, then a huge flood of them. 
 
    They were all good looking. Made up. Tight dresses. 
 
    In fact, it looked like they had gone out of their way to look good. Like they were all going on a date. 
 
    Ted smirked. 
 
    With each other! 
 
    He watched as the women set up chairs in rows and faced the stage. 
 
    Several of the women laid the big heavy piece of wood down, then they produced power drills and bolted the thing to the floor. 
 
    What the fuck? 
 
    They placed the thickest beam in the center of the platform, then secured it with screws and supports. 
 
    Ted puzzled what they were doing.  
 
    “They laid the big planks across the top of the main beam, and he got it. 
 
    They were building a pillory! 
 
    Oh, fuck! He grinned. Some poor fool was going to be trapped and tortured. 
 
    Oh, how he wished he had brought a cell phone. This really needed to be recorded. 
 
    The pillory in place, they tested it out. One of the woman got behind it, bent over and placed her neck and wrists in the holes, and the top plank was lowered. 
 
    She struggled, was slapped on the ass, and everybody chuckled. then she was let go. 
 
    Now there were about a hundred women in the hall, and no more were arriving. Liquor was filling red Solo cups and being placed on the steel counter that separated the big room from the kitchen. 
 
    Wine, wine coolers, various hard drinks, the ladies started to imbibe. 
 
    Music was started up, and Ted watched eagerly. 
 
    The funny thing was that the women appeared to be sort of sedate, like they were waiting for something. They just sat around and chatted in low voices. 
 
    Well, that would change. The party would start, and this Ted knew. And he simply couldn’t wait. 
 
    He pushed on his groin because his cock was so hard, and he even tickled his nipples. 
 
    God, he was hot. He wished he could take of his pants. They were uncomfortable, and the heat… 
 
    But, why couldn’t he? 
 
    He was hidden. Nobody could see him. He could be naked all night and nobody would know! 
 
    Ted was just drunk enough that this logic rose up and was heard. 
 
    He took his shoes off, then slipped out of his pants. 
 
    He was sitting in his underwear, also black, and he was watching all those sexy women, waiting for something to happen. 
 
    And it would happen. He knew it would, and the thought excited him. 
 
    He pushed his underwear down and gripped his penis. 
 
    Fuck. This was hot! 
 
    He was the secret pervert! He was the peeping tom who would never get caught! 
 
    If only these stupid women knew! 
 
    A dozen woman walked back towards the door. They passed out of sight and he kept watching the crowd of women at the other end of the room. 
 
    Things were happening. A lot of them were on their feet, and little clusters of women were heavily engaged in whispering. Something was going to happen pretty soon, and he— 
 
    The doors burst open and light flooded into his little space. 
 
    Ted gave a mighty “EEEK!” Then he yelled “HEY!” 
 
    He wasn’t a particularly big or muscular man, but he could have beaten a woman up. Unfortunately, he couldn’t defend himself against a dozen women. 
 
    They grabbed his ankles and pulled. He slid out from the little closet, screaming crying and trying to cover himself up. 
 
    Now he wished he had kept his clothes on. 
 
    A dozen women, with a hundred other women running across the floor to help, held Ted down. 
 
    They sat on his arms and legs and chest. One of them grabbed his penis and yelled. “Stop struggling!” 
 
    He had no choice. He didn’t stop entirely, he kept giving wiggles, but now the rest of the woman had arrived. A hundred pairs of hands tried to get to him, and they lifted him up. He was toted on the hands of the women, naked through the air. It was like a mosh pit, but ten times worse because he was naked! 
 
    Hands touched his buns, clasped his limbs, and it seemed like everybody wanted to feel his dick and balls. 
 
    He was carried across the floor, and when he saw where he was headed he started started struggling again. 
 
    But now, a hundred women holding him, he couldn’t do a thing. 
 
    He was carried up on the stage and his head and wrists placed on the holes of the bottom plank, then the top plank was lowered. The hasp was closed on one side of the pillory and a padlock was snapped. 
 
    He was caught! Totally! 
 
    He tried to kick, but they caught his ankles and fastened a spreader bar between his ankles. 
 
    He was bent over, spread out, and the party was just starting. 
 
    Now that he was trapped the women all erupted in cheers. They danced around him, they kissed the side of his face, smearing it with lipstick. One woman lowered a blouse and flashed a big tit. She mashed the tit against his face and he could feel the stiff nipple poking at him. 
 
    The worst thing, however, was that they kept grabbing his penis! And his balls! 
 
    Everybody was laughing and joking and commenting on his size. 
 
    “A little bit small, isn’t it?” 
 
    And one women quipped. “Don’t worry. You slap it enough and it will get hard!” 
 
    But he was already hard! 
 
    “Ladies! Ladies! Please take your seats!” 
 
    Slowly, the women left him and descended to the rows of chairs. 
 
    To the side he could see along line of women getting liquor from the kitchen. 
 
    Many women were standing in the back, grinning as they stared at him. 
 
    And their eyes! Their eyes were shiny, avaricious, gleaming with some kind of lust! 
 
    Then Shiela took control of the meeting, and Ted realized she was the leader of this club! 
 
    “Ladies, let me introduce you to Ted.” 
 
    The ladies cheered. 
 
    “Ted has always wanted to see how we conduct our affairs,” laughter, “so we decided to give him a front row seat.” 
 
    She turned to Ted and smiled. “How nice of you to get naked for us, Ted. Saves us some trouble.” 
 
    “Let me go!” he managed to blurt. 
 
    Two women were standing next to the pillory, and they moved in and placed a penis gag in his mouth. They ignored his unintelligible protests and buckled the strap on the back of his head. 
 
    Ted glared out at the hundred grinning women. 
 
    “Okay, down to business. Sally Jenkins, what is the status of the the charity event?” 
 
    Sally stood up. She was a babe. Long, blonde hair, big boobs, a real MILF. She commenced to give a long, boring report about donors and finances and other stupid things. But she finished off with: “When do I get to fuck Ted! WHOOPIE!” 
 
    Everybody cheered. 
 
    Shiela took center stage again. “Now, Sally, you know we have to take care of business before we get to the good stuff.” 
 
    Somebody yelled, “I want to see his cock squirt!” 
 
    Laughter. 
 
    “Now ladies, none of that. Ted is not to be allowed to cum tonight. Tonight is a fact finding mission for him. No pleasure. Right, Ted?” 
 
    Ted mumbled stuff behind his gag, but the ladies all just laughed at his efforts. 
 
    “Okay, Wanda Smithson! How are the preparations for the Halloween party coming?” 
 
    Wanda stood up, a brunette knock out. She was wearing a see through blouse, and he saw through to her uplifted, half bra tits. Those nipples…there ought to be a law! 
 
    She moved her red lips and talked, and Ted could only gulp and listen. 
 
    “The Principle of Femwood High says we can use the gym. The usual clean up afterward. We do need more volunteers for costumes. I’d like to…” 
 
    She droned on. 
 
    Suddenly Ted stiffened. One of the ladies next to him had her hand on his cock and was gently stroking. A voice whispered in his ear. “God, I bet you wish you could cum!” 
 
    Shiela: “Okay…a report from our treasurer, Jenny Watkins.” 
 
    Again, a beautiful woman, full red lips, blue eyes and red hair, and all during her stupid, dull, boring report she kept looking at Ted and licking her lips. 
 
    Ted was distracted by the hand stroking him. Every time the hand went up it smacked against his balls, and he groaned periodically. 
 
    Then another hand gripped his testicles and began palpating. 
 
    “Unh…unh…unh…” He couldn’t help himself. 
 
    More reports. 
 
    Somebody pinching his nipples. 
 
    More reports. 
 
    A finger stroking his brown button. 
 
    He tried to move, to wiggle, to get away from the seeking digit, but it was impossible. And the digit was all lubed up. He blinked and started and opened his eyes wide as the finger went inside him. 
 
    Finally, Shiela turned to him. 
 
    “How’s it going, girls? Is Ted all ready for the festivities?” 
 
    The girls next to Ted said he was, and Shiela approached him. 
 
    “Okay, Ted, I’m going to take the gag out of your mouth. No screaming, or back in it goes, all right?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    She removed the gag, touched his face gently, and asked, “Ted, we want to know what you know about us.” 
 
    “Nothing! I swear! I just…” 
 
    “You just thought you’d spy on us because we’re all sweet and innocent. Nope. Won’t do it. So let me put it this way, Ted. You can lie, prevaricate, make up stories, and we’ll get to the truth anyway.” 
 
    One of the girls next to him jerked on his cock. Hard. “OW!” 
 
    “Or you can just tell us what you know. Make it easy. We actually don’t want to torture it out of you.” 
 
    Ted was caught. She appeared so sincere. And the hands that were handling his cock and balls were so insistent. He wanted to talk, to come out with everything, but he was scared. 
 
    “Okay, ladies. It’s time!” Shiela shouted. 
 
    As one, every woman in the hall stood up. They unbuttoned their blouses and showed off their magnificent tits. They shimmied out of their dresses and skirts. 
 
    They stood before Ted in panties and bra, with a few tummy shapers and corsets in the mix. 
 
    Then his eyes opened wider than he thought possible. They reached into their purses and pulled out strap ons! 
 
    Ted stared in horror as they stepped into and pulled the straps up to their hips. He was aghast as the women took dildos out of their purses and began snapping them into place. Within seconds he was staring at a horde of semi-naked women with big cocks jutting from their groins. 
 
    “No!” he mumbled helplessly. 
 
    “Okay, Ted. You want to come clean now? Or face the consequences?” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    Meanwhile, the finger that had first inserted was back. It was gentle, but insistent. And it was two fingers. And it slopped lubricant all over his ass. 
 
    “Come on, Ted. Don’t make us do this to you. If you don’t tell us we will savage you. We will tear you apart. If you talk we will make slow, loving, passionate love to you. Believe me, Ted. You want us to be slow and loving. Now, fess up. What do you know about us?” 
 
    Ted was terrified, and his manhood was at risk.  
 
    He caved in. 
 
    “No! No! I just…I know you have parties.” 
 
    “And what do we do at these parties?’ 
 
    “You…you all…you go into the basement and screw men with ten inch dicks!” 
 
    Shiela blinked, but kept going. “What else, Ted?” 
 
    “And…and you’re all lesbians!” 
 
    “Hmm. Yes. And what else.” She ignored the incongruity of the women being lesbians who wanted men with ten inch dicks. 
 
    And Ted, his penis stimulated, standing naked and helpless, and terrified for his life, came out with it. 
 
    “I know about the guy you screwed to death!” he wailed. 
 
    This was too much for the women. They had been listening to the outlandish lies and keeping it in, but this last one, the idea that a hundred upstanding women of the community would screw somebody to death…it was too much. 
 
    Laughter started in the back, was quickly joined in, and shortly every woman in the place was laughing. 
 
    They howled their humor. They pointed at Ted and slapped their knees. 
 
    Their breasts bounced and jounced with their laughter, and quite a few of them had to sit down in chairs, and one actually fell off her chair. 
 
    Ted stared incredulously. 
 
    These…these maniacs! To kill people…with sex…and then to laugh about it! 
 
    Finally, the laughter died down. Women in the crowd were actually crying for laughter, and they wiped their tears away and checked their make up, still stifling laughter. 
 
    “Okay, ladies. Ted has come clean, what shall we do with him?” 
 
    Woman after woman raised a hand, stood up and spoke. 
 
    “I think perhaps death might not be enough. I mean, it is fun screwing somebody to death, but…there’s got to be more.” 
 
    Another stood up. “There’s always castration.”  
 
    This brought forth more laughter. Ted failed to see the humor of separating him from his member. 
 
    After a few more less than helpful suggestions Shiela raised her hands. “Okay, we’ve heard some great ideas. But…Ted has obviously proven he’s a pervert. I mean, sitting naked in a closet and spying on upstanding women. How can we level dastardly punishments against somebody who is willing to take off his clothes and spy on us?” 
 
    Ted didn’t understand. Tears were now coming down from his eyes and dripping on the floor in front of the pillory. 
 
    “No, Ted is like us. And the world needs more people like us. The world needs more people who are, ah…uh…wiling to…” Shiela was having trouble speaking. She was keeping everything in. “..willing to..to..screw people to death!” 
 
    She lost it, and so did the crowd of women. Again they all descended into howls of laughter. 
 
    Ted couldn’t understand it. How could people be so sick? How could they find humor in causing a person to die through sex? 
 
    “So how about it? Shall we make Ted one of us?” 
 
    Cheers erupted out of the laughter, and suddenly all the women were on their feet. They were high fiving, hugging, and talking excitedly. 
 
    And the official part of the meeting was over. 
 
      
 
    Ted stood in the pillory, his legs forced apart, and hands feeling his most sensitive part. For the most part they fondled and stroked and made him feel good. Then, every once in a while, somebody would slap him in the privates. He would groan, but…even that felt good. 
 
    Two women put folding chairs in front of him and began working on his face. They smoothed some sort of facial Nair on his face, waited, then  wiped the burning gel off him. 
 
    Behind the pillory several women were also using Nair. They spritzed him with a foam that turned to a gel, and they smushed it into his armpits, his groin, and all over his body. 
 
    And wiped it all off when it started to burn. 
 
    He was now double naked. He was naked of clothes, and naked of hair. 
 
    And the women were drinking. A lot. The kitchen counter was doing a brisk business, and more and more women were going to the hard stuff, sipping their bourbon and their vodka and having a gay, old time. 
 
    The women sitting front of him pluck his eyebrows, and he shortly had high arches. 
 
    The women behind him wrapped a corset around his waist. Now he was bent more sharply, and they tightened it and tightened it until he could barely breath. 
 
    Two women, one on each side, painted his toe nails. 
 
    Two women, one on each side, fitted long, fake nails to him and glued them in place. 
 
    “We’re using the good glue, Teddy. These aren’t going to come off.” 
 
    “And we’re painting them a bright red. The color of your lips. 
 
    “My lips aren’t red!” 
 
    “They will be,” and the girls dissolved into laughter. 
 
    He watched in dismay, out of the corners of his eyes, as the girls painted his fingernails a bright, shiny red. 
 
    All the while, women came up and touched him. Fondled him, teased him. 
 
    One would stroke him fiercely, until he was ready to squirt, then she would stop, laugh, and walk away. 
 
    Again and again Ted was brought to the edge. Again and again he was abandoned right before he could squirt. 
 
    And another woman would take over the tease and denial. 
 
    The two women cleansed his face, used primer, and carefully made him up. They put blush on him, after a long discussion about the right hues for his male flesh. 
 
    They spent a long time making his eyes beautiful. When they were done he had light grey over his eyes, eyeliner and fake eyelashes. 
 
    Shiela came up and watched for a while. 
 
    “Wonderful, girls. He’s a work of art.” 
 
    One of the women murmured. “Don’t you mean she’s a work of art?” 
 
    “I do. I do.” Chuckling, Shiela headed for the bar. 
 
    They painted his lips, pierced his ears, and several women wove extensions into his hair. 
 
    Now he knew he was looking more and more like a woman. 
 
    And just when he thought it could get no worse, the crowd of women separated and a hush went over the crowd. 
 
    A woman was walking up the center of the floor. She was carrying a black satchel and wore a white lab coat. 
 
    No, not a lab coat, a…it was a doctor’s gown! 
 
    “What—“ 
 
    “Gag him.” 
 
    The penis gag was shoved between his now juicy, red lips. He couldn’t speak. He could only stare as the woman doctor stopped at the edge of the stage and opened her bag. 
 
    “I’m going to need something to lay on beneath him.” 
 
    Beneath him? What the hell…? 
 
    A low table was brought in and slid under neath him. The doctor laid on it, positioned her self, and started giving him shots in the pectorals!” 
 
    He didn’t understand! He didn’t know what was going on! Then he figured it out. Not because of his great intelligence, but because two of the women were discussing it within hearing. 
 
    “I’ve never seen vacation boobs.” 
 
    “She’s injecting a solution into his chest. It forms boobs, and they’ll last a month or two.” 
 
    The doctor spoke from under Ted. “Three months. But I’m using a special solution that might last as long as six months.” 
 
    “Nice,” observed one of the women. 
 
    “I understand you’re using permanent make up on him, and I figured I might just as well join the crowd.” 
 
    Many ladies made complimentary remarks at that. 
 
    Ted could now feel his breasts sagging under him. They were getting bigger and bigger, hanging lower and lower, and the doctor finally said, “Okay. We better get him a bra.” 
 
    They put a bra around him and it was actually a relief to feel his sagging boobs get support. 
 
    “Okay. Like I say, six months. Avoid strenuous exercise for the next day or two. He’ll be fine.” 
 
    Several woman spoke up, “You mean she!” 
 
    The doctor smiled. “Yes. He’s definitely a she now.” 
 
    The women were done with him. He was a long legged, tight waisted, red lipped woman. He had long hair and earrings and…and it was all permanent. Or, at least it would last for months. 
 
    Months before he could be a he again. 
 
    Shiela called all the women together now, and they all stood in front of the stage and watched Ted. 
 
    And Ted watched them. 
 
    He looked like them now. 
 
    He looked like a woman. 
 
    Shiela turned to him. “Okay, Ted. You’ve been having a great time, but let’s face it…you’re a pervert.” 
 
    He tried to mumble ‘No!’ But he couldn’t. 
 
    “And there really is only one cure for perverts.” 
 
    The women were silent, but grinning. 
 
    “You see, women need to be protected from perverts. We can’t have sickos following us around, getting naked and jacking off to us. That leads to more and more sick behavior, and finally we have a rape. We can’t have that, can we?” 
 
    Ted just stared at her. 
 
    “So, we’re going to render you impotent. Temporary, of course. Hopefully you will learn from this experience. Hopefully you will give up being a pervert.” 
 
    He tried to say he would. He tried to agree with her, to show that he had already changed his ways, but he couldn’t speak through the penis gag. 
 
    He felt the doctor wiping his biceps, then she slid a needle into his arm. 
 
    “This is called Depo-Provera. It is a female brith control drug, but it is quite handy when injected into men. It will educe your testosterone. That means you won’t be getting a lot of boners. Hopefully enough to satisfy your wife, but…you won’t be cumming. The shot lasts six months, and hopefully you’ll see the error of your ways and give up being a pervert. 
 
    “That’s six months of being a woman, finding out what it is like to be a woman. Six months of seeing what kind of misery a pervert can cause. Six months of men eyeballing you, hitting on you, trying to get into your sweet pussy. 
 
    “What’s that?” Shiela cupped an ear as if listening to him. “You say you don’t have a pussy? Ha! Everybody has a pussy! We’ll show you yours.” 
 
    With that she turned and gave the crowd two thumbs up and the women shouted their cheers. 
 
      
 
    Ted stood in the pillory and the women formed a long line behind him. He felt them using him, and…it felt good. 
 
    And he was glad, because about fifteen minutes into the activity his dick stopped being hard. 
 
    It just dangled between his legs, a limp, noodle of meat. 
 
    So he couldn’t get hard again, but he was still horny, and no way to release his horniness. But the women behind him were helping. 
 
    They were gentle, not a bully among them. They talked to him, asked how he was doing, and made sweet love to him. 
 
    The first few women he had been tight, and it had hurt a little. But once he was used to it it didn’t hurt, and he liked it more and more. 
 
    He could feel them as they pushed into him, as they leaned forward and cupped his breasts. 
 
    And a lot of them came to the front afterwards. Some of them just wanted him to clean their dildos off, but many of them wanted to kiss him and thank him. 
 
    And somewhere during that long night the semen leaked out of him. All those dicks pressing on his prostate, it was inevitable. 
 
      
 
    Through the night the activities went on. Finally, by morning, the ladies were done and Ted was certainly done. 
 
    He sagged in the pillory and half dozed. 
 
    The women went home, and Ted was left alone in the pillory. 
 
    The sun was shining brightly about nine o’clock when Sherry came to collect him. 
 
    Ted heard her walking across the floor towards him and he opened his eyes. 
 
    He was dazed, his vision blurry, but he slowly recognized her. 
 
    “Hi, honey,” Sherry greeted him. “How’d it go last night?” 
 
    He nodded. His whole body felt like a water logged noodle. 
 
    Sherry brushed his now long hair back and inspected his face. 
 
    The girls had repaired his make up before they left, and he was quite beautiful. 
 
    “Oh, my. They really did you good.” 
 
    “Uh…” he murmured. 
 
    There was a key on a chair next to the pillory, and Sherry uncocked the padlock and opened the hasp. She lifted the top plank and Ted pushed up and managed to slide out from the device. 
 
    She lowered the plank and put an arm around him. 
 
    He was wearing high heels now, and they were locked onto him. He staggered, and slowly became able to move around. 
 
    “Go home,” he mumbled. 
 
    “Oh, no. We’re responsible for cleaning up.” 
 
    “No!” he sobbed. “No!” 
 
    But Sherry was adamant, and they worked long into the day making the place sharp and shiny. 
 
    Then, the place clean, she took him home, and it was her turn to make long, sweet love to him. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    On Monday Ted went to work. He was wearing a dress and heels and full make up. His boobs were large and voluptuous, and his face was quite beautiful. The corset made his waist thin, and his hair was long and luscious. 
 
    He went into the little room with lockers in it and put on his overalls. That didn’t hide his boobs. And he certainly couldn’t hide his pretty, fully made up face. His eyes were scintillating and his lips a shiny, sexy red. 
 
    He had, however, trimmed his nails so he could handle tools. His nails were still red and polished looking, but he could spin a wrench. 
 
    Everybody at work stared at him, their mouths dropping open. 
 
    Chuck came up to him. “Ted? What…what happened?” 
 
    Ted stared at his friend and co-worker. This was the guy who he had believed. This was the guy who entertained impressionable youngsters with his war stories. 
 
    This was the guy responsible for his condition. 
 
    Except, Ted knew his condition was his own fault. 
 
    He didn’t have to listen to Chuck, he didn’t have to believe him, but he had. 
 
    “Ted?” 
 
    And Ted, who had promised never to speak of what had happened at the Women’s Club meeting, stared at his friend, and he whispered, “Nothing.” And he went to work. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Silithia: The hope of All Women…the Bane of All Men 
 
    In this amazing story Grace Mansfield has crafted a true classic. 
 
    Silithia is a Gypsy. Small in stature, diseased, looked down upon by the whole world, she yet rises to heights never imagined by man. And now man has to pay the price. 
 
    What is the true value of a woman? What are her true abilities? Silithia will show you.
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    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    I love stories when men do dumb things and get their comeuppance. 
 
    This story is like that, but it goes little further. 
 
    In fact, it might be called a cautionary. 
 
    But, listen, don’t you think, in your little heart of hearts, that women should be in charge? 
 
    Don’t you think the world would be a kinder and gentler place if men knew their places? 
 
    Of course it would. 
 
    So read on, get to know Reggie and how a small misadventure changed his life. 
 
    And don’t blame Marsha. After all, she’s only doing what every woman wants to do. 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Oh, baby! Lay down, I want to rump you.” 
 
    Reggie was drunk, as usual. Quite drunk. 
 
    And, he was south of the border, in Tijuana, to be exact. 
 
    And he was horny. 
 
    Lupe groaned and pushed the rude Norteamericano away for the eight time. 
 
    Her brother said be good to the gringos. They pay for the bar. Dance and sing, even a little kiss or two. It means a few bucks, which is a lot of pesos. 
 
    Reggie was a dirty blonde with a handsome face. He was little skinny, and short, and maybe that was what drove him to be so rude and direct. 
 
    “Rump me? What does that mean?” Lupe said, hoping to get him talking and stop using his hands. 
 
    “It means,” Reggie said, leaning close and whispering into the ear of the buxom, Latin beauty, that I want to put my weenie where the sun doesn’t shine. 
 
    For a moment Lupe didn’t fully understand, then she got it. Then she doubted that he really meant what he said. He probably just didn’t understand the language.  
 
    But when she looked at him, his avaricious face, the lust in his eyes, the big boner in his pants, she knew he knew exactly what he meant. 
 
    “Puta,” mumbled Lupe, getting up and evading his octopus hands. “I go bathroom.” 
 
    Reggie leaned after her, managed to place his hands on her rump, and he gave a howl. 
 
    “Yow!” 
 
    Then he slid out of the booth and followed her towards the restrooms. 
 
    They were in some dive called La Cucaracha. It was plank floors, cheap tequila and Mexican babes with le grand tetons, or whatever they called big tits on this side of the border. 
 
    The patrons of the bar chuckled as they watched Reggie stagger after Lupe. 
 
    The bartender watched with half lidded eyes. Better watch that gringo. He didn’t mind if the gringos did a little pawing, and if the girls made some money on the side, that was okay. But he didn’t want any of his girls beaten up. 
 
    Especially Lupe. His sister. 
 
    Lupe pushed past the bat wing doors and into the dirty hallway that led to the bathrooms. 
 
    She muttered a string of Spanish which loosely translated as, fucking, short-dicked gringo, son of a dog. Her sexy voice made a pretty sound out of a mean curse. 
 
    She was unaware of Reggie following her. 
 
    She went through the door that was hanging on by one hinge and looked into the mirror. 
 
    She saw a raven-haired Mexican beauty with dark eyes and a killer body. 
 
    She sighed in disgust. She was wasting herself on these estupido gringos. She should be in Hollywood, or maybe married to a rich, old rancher who liked to breed. 
 
    She put her little finger up to her eyebrows to smooth a loose hair…and the door burst open. 
 
    “Lupe! Baby! Where’d you go?” 
 
    Now, truth, Reggie wasn’t a bad sort. Normally, he was a polite fellow who treated people with courtesy, and even could be considered a gentleman. 
 
    He was married, but he was just flirting, right? 
 
    And he might steal a kiss and then go home and only feel guilty for a minute. Then he would buy his wife flowers and get over it. 
 
    But at that moment, chock full of tequila, in a foreign country, surrounded by the most luscious babes in his drunken universe, he was rude. 
 
    He lurched down the counter and grabbed Lupe. 
 
    “EEK!” Lupe tried to push away from him, but only ended up mashed against the wall. Reggie’s hands were grabbing her boobs, and, being a survivor in a rough country, she raised a knee. 
 
    “UNH!” Reggie grabbed his groin and feel against her. 
 
    He was off balance, she couldn’t get out, and his head lowered until he was face deep in her chest. 
 
    That was the moment that Ricardo, the bartending brother, burst through the bathroom door. 
 
    Ricardo took a look at the panic on his sister’s face, the way she was trapped against the wall, the way the Norteamericano was pushing his face into his sister’s cleavage. 
 
    “Fuck!” he muttered. But he wasn’t much for swearing. After that one word he pulled out a wicked, sharp stiletto and advanced on the pig from north of the border. 
 
    He grabbed Reggie by his long hair and pulled him back. He placed the knife point at the side of the pig’s neck, and— 
 
    “NO!” Lupe screamed. 
 
    Ricardo looked up. His eyes were gleaming with the lust for violence. This pig had manhandled his sister, and— 
 
    “You no kill heem!” Lupe shouted. 
 
    Ricardo wanted to stick his knife in the Americano’s neck in the worst way, but he paused. 
 
    Lupe took advantage of Ricardo’s momentary hesitation and grabbed his arm. 
 
    “No kill! No Federales! You no go to jail!” 
 
    “What I do with this son of a peeg?” 
 
    Lupe thought quickly. 
 
    If she took too long thinking Ricardo would get tired of waiting and plunge his knife into the drunken fool’s neck. 
 
    She could tell him to let him go, but Ricardo had that look in his eyes. He wasn’t going to let the Americano go. 
 
    So what could she say that would stop Ricardo’s knife, and at the same time sate his desire for violence? 
 
    “Pablo Perez! Give him to Pablo!” 
 
    For a moment Ricardo thought about it. 
 
    Pablo was the local drug dealer. He was cartel. He was known to have a mean streak wider than the Rio Grande. He would do far worse to the Norteamericano than Ricardo ever would, and then Ricardo wouldn’t have to deal with Federales. 
 
    He could keep his bar, get rich off the peegs who came south to get out of control and treat his country with such disrespect. 
 
    Lupe watched her brother, and worried, then sighed with relief when he simple flipped his knife over and bopped the idiot gringo on the head with the butt of the knife. 
 
    Reggie slid to the floor and went to sleep. 
 
    “Go work the bar,” Ricardo said, taking out his cell phone. He tapped a number and waited for a couple of rings. 
 
    Lupe stepped over the unconscious Reggie and went through the door to the dingy hallway. As the door closed she heard her brother say, “I wish speak to Señor Perez.” 
 
      
 
    The logistics of toting a body through the dark alleys of Tijuana not being of much interest, let’s just say that Reggie woke up in a back room somewhere. 
 
    At first he figured he had drunk too much and passed out. 
 
    He did have a hangover. 
 
    Then he looked at the room and wondered. It was a peeling bit of adobe with a dried beam roof. There was a shelf in one corner on which stood a statue of Jesus. It was pink, and he groaned and felt his head, and his arms hurt, and he thought of that old song. 
 
      
 
    I don’t care if it rains or freezes, 
 
    long as I got my plastic Jesus, 
 
    sittin’ on the dashboard of my car… 
 
      
 
    Then he wondered why his arms hurt. And why he felt like he was wrapped in some sort of blanket. And why his mouth felt like a donkey had taken a shit in it. 
 
    He tried to sit up, felt weight shifting on his chest, and that’s when things came together, and that’s when the panic set in. 
 
    He looked down at his chest. The weight he felt wasn’t a blanket. It was…flesh. Two mountains of chest, to be precise. 
 
    He was naked, his side suddenly shrieked with pain and he saw a badly stitched cut in his side. 
 
    He felt the stitches, they were fresh with little streaks of blood coming out of them. 
 
    His head was banging, and now he realized it wasn’t just alcohol, it was drugs. Somebody had drugged him. 
 
    And…the mountains were breasts. Tits. Chi chis. 
 
    His mind on vacation yet screaming, he put a hand up, and it hurt, and he felt his boobs. 
 
    They were big, real big. Real Chyna 2000s. 
 
    The boobs were so big they pushed out, and his nipples were pushed up and out. 
 
    He opened his mouth to scream, but nothing came out. His throat felt like he had been gargling cotton and razor blades. No way he was going to say anything. 
 
    It took a while, but he managed to stand up. He wavered, his hands holding his new tits. They were so big he had to hold them. They were so heavy they threatened to rip his flesh. 
 
    He walked across the room. His feet were bare. Somebody had stolen not just his clothes, but his shoes. 
 
    He came to the door, a simple plank affair that did little to stop the weather, and pushed it open. 
 
    He stepped into the doorway and looked out. 
 
    He was in a village. A shabby, scabby, little affair with two dirt roads that crossed, a fountain from which bubbled a bit of water, and eight or ten small building. Businesses. With adobe huts behind the buildings for the peasants to live in. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he croaked. He staggered across the square to the fountain. The sun was hot and beat down on him like a sledge hammer. 
 
    He ducked his head into the little trough of water. He drank, and wondered if he was going to get the shits. 
 
    But the shits were the least of his problems. 
 
    His breasts fell out of his hands and sagged down to the water. The water felt cool on his tits, and he grabbed them again to support them. God! They were heavy! 
 
    He straightened up, and saw an old woman staring at him. 
 
    She was the typical Mexican peasant, chubby, a slab face, once beautiful but used for breeding until she was a drudge. 
 
    He was in cartel land, he realized. 
 
    “Help,” he called to her, but his voice hadn’t fully recovered. 
 
    She reached into the pocket of her drab, peasant dress and pulled out an expensive iPhone. 
 
    She hit a number and started gabbling away. 
 
    Reggie turned, held his breasts, and sat on the edge of the fountain. He was fucked up. He needed nourishment, sleep, a way out of this land of banditos and tacos. 
 
    For a long minute he sat, naked and not caring that he was naked, then he stood up again. 
 
    He staggered towards the old woman, who watched him. As he got close she stepped into a doorway and the door slammed. 
 
    Now there were three other people in the square. Two kids in striped pajama type clothes and an old man. 
 
    “Help,” called Reggie, stumbling over the packed earth towards the trio. 
 
    The old man patted the kids on the back and they scurried away. He stepped forth to meet Reggie. 
 
    “Senor Reggie,” he smiled, showing the spaces where teeth used to be. “You come. I have burrito for you. I make myself. It good burrito. Real meat.” 
 
    He took Reggie’s hand and led him towards what looked like a closed cantina. 
 
    As they walked Reggie blurted out sentences. “I need help. Where am I? Can you call the police?” 
 
    The old man led Reggie into the shadows of the little bar. He sat him at a table that rocked on four legs, and brought him a beer. 
 
    Reggie guzzled it. It was warm, but he didn’t care. 
 
    And the old man brought him a burrito. With rice and salsa and slices of lemon. 
 
    A feast in this terrible place. 
 
    And it was delicious. 
 
    Reggie ate, swallowing before the thing was chewed, and slowly felt the strength come back into him. 
 
    The old man sat in a nearby chair and watched him. He smiled whenever Reggie looked a thin, and nodded companionably. 
 
    “Where am I?” Reggie asked. 
 
    The old man apparently didn’t speak English, for he shrugged and grinned happily. 
 
    “Great,” muttered Reggie. “A village of idiots.” 
 
    The old man just grinned. 
 
    Reggie finished his burrito, burped, finished his beer, and asked, “Can I have another beer?” 
 
    The old man understood that, and he brought out another beer. It was a bottle without labels, and Reggie wondered what brand it was, or if it was a brand at all. For all he knew the old man made this shit in a wheel barrow in his back yard. 
 
    Then Reggie heard the sound of a car. He looked out the door and saw a limousine circling the small courtyard. It stopped in front of the bar and sat for a long moment. 
 
    It was shiny, well polished, but had just gained the dust of the courtyard. 
 
    The driver’s door opened and a man got out. He was shaved headed, big mustached, wore jeans and alligator boots, and place a big sombrero on his head. 
 
    His eyes looked like he had killed the gator his boots were made out of. 
 
    He opened the rear door and a Mexican stepped out. 
 
    Not a thug, not a Pablo Villa wanna be. A Mexican. Proud in his heels, dapper in his tailored suit, his mustache trimmed to a pencil and his eyes as sharp as daggers. 
 
    He took three steps and entered the cantina. 
 
    His eyes lit on Reggie immediately, and he smiled. He looked Reggie up and down, and smiled more. Apparently he saw nothing off kilter about a naked gringo with tits drinking beer in a small village somewhere. 
 
    He walked towards the table, his two inch heeled boots make a clicking sound on the planks. 
 
    “Sit, please, Mr. Smithson.” 
 
    “You know me?” 
 
    The dapper man turned to the old man, who was suddenly on his feet and showing much respect. He rattled off some Spanish, and the old man darted off. 
 
    Then the man turned back to Reggie, smiled, and sat down, and waved a hand towards Reggie’s chair. 
 
    Reggie sat. “You know who I am?” 
 
    “But of course, Mr. Smithson.” 
 
    “Where am I?” 
 
    “A small village some thirty miles south and east of Tijuana.” 
 
    “But what happened? How did I get here. How—“ 
 
    The man smiled and held his hands up to forestall Reggie’s burbling. 
 
    The old man arrived and placed two beers on the table. They were icy cold and the man nodded to the old man. 
 
    The old man bobbed his head and retreated. Out of hearing, but not out of service. 
 
    “First, Mr. Smithson—or, may I call you Reggie?—I am the man who saved your life.” 
 
    “You saved my life.” Reggie was completely blank. He was reduced to merely affirming what was said and not understanding it. 
 
    “Yes. The, uh, wound in your side. The doctor was already starting to take your kidney out, but I stopped him.” 
 
    “You…my kidney? I don’t—“ 
 
    “Patience, Reggie. I will explain all.” 
 
    Reggie was forced to have patience as the man sipped his cold beer. 
 
    Reggie sipped his. 
 
    “Such a small delight,” said the man, eyeing the condensation on his beer.  
 
    He turned to Reggie. “My name is Don Pablo Perez. I am the leader of the cartel around here.” 
 
    “Car…” Reggie’s mouth hung slightly open. His brain simply wasn’t working. 
 
    “Yes. I deal in drugs. Mainly, I transport and distribute cocaine and other drugs. We cross the border, deal with people in big cities, and…it is a fairly profitable business.” He shrugged in modesty. 
 
    “But what am I doing here?” 
 
    “When I interrupted the doctor from slicing your kidneys out—and he was going to take both of them—it was not for altruistic purposes. I need something, you see.” 
 
    Reggie finally managed to keep his mouth shut. 
 
    “Transporting drugs across the border is risky business. There is a lot of loss. We have to deal with your American border patrols, your coast guard, we lose planes, trucks are captured, it is difficult. Then I see you.” 
 
    “Me?” 
 
    “I can always afford more planes and trucks, but I see you, laying on a table with your side split open, about to lose your kidneys and your life, and I think…there must be more to a man than that. There must be some way to make a profit without taking a life. Not that I particularly care about life. It is more a matter of expedience with me. You see?” 
 
    “I…I think so.” 
 
    “So instead of taking your kidneys and making fifty thousand or so, I give you your life, and make fifty thousand. I break even, you see, except that your kidneys are gone once, but you make me fifty thousand again and again. Six times fifty thousand is $300,000. Isn’t that much better than $50,000? And twelve times fifty thousand is $600,000. Better and better. Don’t you see?” 
 
    “I see, but I don’t understand. How could I make you $50,000?” 
 
    “With the cocaine in your breasts.” 
 
    Reggie slid to the floor. Unconscious. 
 
      
 
    Pablo did not bother reviving Reggie. He spoke to the old man and was shortly devouring a most delicious burrito. 
 
    Reggie slept, then had his eyes open and was dazed, and slowly came back to reality. 
 
    Cocaine in his boobs. 
 
    He stirred. 
 
    “Would you like another beer? Reggie? Yours seems to have gotten warm.” 
 
    Reggie moved. He struggled to sit up. He sat for a while, just…thinking. His thoughts didn’t make much sense, but…it was all he had. 
 
    Finally, he gripped the rickety chair and pulled himself up on it. 
 
    The old man watched him. 
 
    Pablo sat back and smoked a cheroot and watched him. 
 
    “Cocaine in my boobs.” 
 
    Pablo looked down at Reggie’s big hangers. “Each breast weighs about ten pounds. Twenty pounds, properly cut, is worth $50,000 easily. a cool mill on the streets.” 
 
    He looked up at Reggie, smiling, the smoke from his cheroot rising upward. 
 
    “But I can’t cross the border with these…these…they know I’m a man!” 
 
    “Ah, but you are a man in transition. You have come to Mexico for your first operation. You will say you are returning for more operations. Back and forth you go, and we will get richer and richer.” 
 
    “Me? Me getting richer?” 
 
    “Of course. If I pay you nothing you get tired, tell police, mucho trouble. But if I pay you, say, $5000 for each trip…” he smiled. 
 
    “But I don’t care about the money. I don’t want to be a drug mule. I need this…this cocaine out of me!” 
 
    Pablo placed a square of paper on the table. He kept his hand over it and stared, smiling thinly, at Reggie. He removed his hand and Reggie stared. 
 
    It wasn’t a piece of paper, it was a photograph. Marsha. his wife. unlocking the door to their house, unaware that she was being photographed. 
 
    Pablo waited. 
 
    Reggie stared. 
 
    Pablo said, “Ten trips. Fifty thousand. On the last trip I will have the doctor return your chest to what it was. Or perhaps you just stay home and have your own doctor return your chest to what it was. Whatever you wish. but…fifty thousand.” 
 
    His heart sinking, his mind blasted out of coherence, Reggie understood the deal, and he knew he was making the deal without even talking. 
 
      
 
    Reggie finished his beer, Pablo did small talk with the little, old man, who glowed as if he had been blessed, then they went out to the shiny limo. 
 
    They sat in the back seat, Reggie still naked, and the driver started up. He apparently knew where they were going because Pablo didn’t give him any directions. 
 
    Reggie looked out the tinted windows at the dry countryside. He stared at cactus and people driving mule carts. 
 
    “Why did you have me wake up in that place?” he asked. 
 
    Pablo nodded. “It is a matter of perspective, Reggie. If you had woken up in a nice, sterile hospital you would not have perspective. In the village, reduced to nakedness and filth, you knew how serious the matter is. 
 
    He turned to Pablo. He tried not to glare, but his insides were boiling over. He was terrified in a way, but there was hate in him, hate tempered only by his knowledge of how helpless he was. 
 
    “Waking up with monster boobs on my chest establishes all the perspective I would ever need.” 
 
    “Yes. Perhaps I am guilty of overkill. But it all turns out the same in the end. No?” 
 
    Agree? Disagree? Reggie just grunted and looked back out the window. 
 
    For the next few minutes Pablo lectured Reggie on border crossings, how to react to the guard’s inevitable questions, and other things concerning walking across the border with twenty pounds of cocaine on your chest.. 
 
    “It is likely you will be under the investigation of one of my own people, but this we cannot guarantee.” 
 
    Then the car arrived at a large hacienda. 
 
    The people may live in shabby, little villages, but Pablo Perez lived the good life. 
 
    A two story main house, that sprawled over green grounds. A barn bigger than Texas, and the fields had large, fat and sassy cattle. 
 
    Pablo smiled. He was the king here, and he knew it. 
 
    Inside the barn was a late model RV, and three women were waiting for Reggie. Pablo’s driver drove right in and stopped in front of the RV. Pablo nodded and indicated Reggie should debark, and he did. 
 
    “You will come up to the house when the senoritas’ are finished with you.” 
 
    The three Mexican women, all buxom beauties with fiery eyes and sharp grins ushered him up a short flight of metal steps and into the RV. 
 
    Reggie stood in the middle of the room and the three women eyed him. They chuckled at his nakedness, and eyed his manhood appraisingly. They spoke so fast that Reggie couldn’t follow them. But it was obvious that they were discussing his dong. 
 
    Reggie was well endowed. His penis was eight inches when hard, and being naked it was mostly hard. Had been hard since he had woken up. 
 
    But it was not a tool to be ashamed of. Quite the contrary. 
 
    But, discussion of his pecker notwithstanding, the three women pushed him into a shower. One of them disrobed and stepped in with him. 
 
    Being washed by a beautiful Latin lady was up there on Reggie’s fantasies. When she moved her hands over him, soaping him, scrubbing him, rinsing him, he almost swooned. 
 
    She just laughed and chattered to the other two women, pushing him up against the tiled wall so he wouldn’t fall. 
 
    Out of the shower they dried him off, then they sprayed Nair on his body. They spread the goo out, smushing it into his pores, and it turned into a swirly gelatinous mess on his skin. 
 
    Then they leaned against a counter and smoked a cigarette between them. 
 
    “What’s going on?” asked Reggie, but they ignored him. 
 
    For fifteen minutes he stood, a monster with curls laid down and encased in the Nair, then he started to hop from one foot to the other.  
 
    “It’s hot! It’s…it’s caliente!” 
 
    The women put out their cigarette and pushed him back into the shower. This time the one woman didn’t accompany him. She had put her clothes on and was content to let him wash his hair off by himself. 
 
    He did. He had to. Washing the stuff off stopped the burn. But it left a weird sensation. It was like his skin was refreshed and galvanized all at the same time. It was like his hairs were all standing up, even though he had no more hairs. 
 
    Out of the shower they again dried him off. They especially loved to dry his cock, and they giggled all the while. 
 
    Then they were taking turns stroking him. Laughing, drying him, rubbing and rubbing. 
 
    It was inevitable, he groaned and gave a big squirt. 
 
    The girls laughed merrily, and two of them gave paper money to the third, who crowd and snapped her fingers. 
 
    “Fuck,” whimpered Reggie. He wondered how sex could feel so good in such dire circumstances. 
 
    All this time Reggie had been holding his breasts with a forearm, or his two hands. The women had laughed and worked around his discomfiture. Now they handed him a bra, and it was the right size. He would find that all the clothes they gave him were the right size. He had been measured correctly while unconscious. 
 
    He figured out how to do the bra, his mistakes causing much merriment. 
 
    They handed him panties, which he pulled on, and then a girdle. 
 
    The girdle was small, but the women lent a hand and pushed and bullied his flesh into it. 
 
    In a wall mirror he could see how his body was made more feminine. He didn’t just have big boobs, now he he had a small waist, and his hips were flared out. 
 
    They pulled a dress over his body, and not just any dress. It was a silky, shiny brown, shimmering with low cleavage and a high hem. He felt half naked with so much flesh exposed, and for the first time in his life he wondered how women could stand to wear such small and tight and revealing garments. 
 
    Had they no shame? 
 
    Yet, looking at the three women he realized that they were wearing similar outfits, and they weren’t bothered by them. 
 
    Clothed, he was sat down in a chair and they began to apply cosmetics. 
 
    One of the woman prepared and painted his toenails. A second woman began working on his hands, preparing his nails, fixing long fingernails to them, painting them a shiny red. 
 
    The third woman worked on his face, cleansing it with little sponges, putting on primer, then other things. 
 
    Reggie didn’t understand all the brushes and potions and things, even though he had watched his wife do her make up thousands of times. All he could do was sit and feel weird sensations. 
 
    And his cock started to rise up again. 
 
    Crap, he was now dressed, and that made him feel much more self conscious than when he had been nude. 
 
    The one doing his toes finished, and she started weaving extensions into his hair. She worked quickly, matching the color perfectly, and soon he was looking like a blonde with shimmering waves of hair about his shoulders. 
 
    They pierced his ears and gave him hoops. He stared at himself in the mirror. His heart was high in his chest and felt like it was going to stop. 
 
    He was becoming beautiful. 
 
    Finally, they put a thin necklace around his neck. A little, silver cross hung between his breasts. It would draw attention, but not of the religious kind. 
 
    Then, shoving tight high heels onto his feet, they lifted him up and stood around him and nodded. 
 
    He was a woman now. He looked like a woman, with big breasts, and…he suddenly realized that men were going to be staring at him. 
 
    Couldn’t they have made him a dumpy, little bitch? 
 
    No. Because border patrol would treat dumpy, little women like peasants, but they would be turned on, in awe of, and even scared by a beautiful woman. 
 
    One of the women picked up a cell phone and chattered into it. 
 
    The other two women came closer and frowned. 
 
    They were looking at his boner bump. 
 
    They had just gotten him off an hour before, but he was recovered. His big cock was trying to stand up, pushing the panties and the dress out, emphasized by his now tiny waist. 
 
    He snorted. Not much he could do about that. Oh, he supposed they could tie it to his leg, but the tip might be visible below the hem. 
 
    Then he had a bad thought: what if they…castrated him? 
 
    He began to sweat and shiver. Considering all that had been done to him he couldn’t be blamed. 
 
    The door opened and Don Pablo entered. 
 
    Reggie just stood there and Pablo walked around him. 
 
    Pablo liked what he saw, because he said things to the three senoritas and they giggled and thanked him. 
 
    He stopped in front of Reggie and smiled. “I would not have believed it an hour ago. But here you are.” 
 
    Reggie said nothing. He tried to control the glare in his eyes, but couldn’t. 
 
    Pablo laughed. “Stay angry. It makes your eyes flash.” 
 
    One of the women said something, and Pablo nodded and spoke rapid fire back to her. 
 
    The girls all laughed, then they left. 
 
    And a doctor entered the room. 
 
    He was an old man, wizened, a bit shrunken, and he didn’t waste time. He opened up a case and extracted a syringe. 
 
    “What’s he doing?” asked Reggie, feeling the fright build. 
 
    “Innoculation.” 
 
    “But I don’t have any disease.” 
 
    “You are mistaken, Señor Reggie. You are the victim of ‘boneritus,’ a strange malady that effects only men. 
 
    Reggie backed up against a wall. 
 
    “You’re not going to…it’s my dick! You can’t—“ 
 
    “Hush, señor. Your manhood will be fine. It will only be limp for a while. When we have no more use for you…at that time it will begin to grow again. But right now, we need to, uh…handle it.” 
 
    Reggie wanted to fight. He would have settled for running out screaming, but he had no choice. He sat and the doctor gave him a shot. 
 
    “You will go limp in a few minutes,” stated Don Pablo. “At that time we will sew your penis between your legs.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “It is of small concern. Your penis will be sutured to your perineum. Your balls will be tucked up into the canal from which they dropped. You will have a perfectly smooth mons. Only a close examination will reveal that you aren’t a woman complete. 
 
    Again, no choice. 
 
    Pablo waited around and engaged in small talk with the doctor. He was a great one for small talk, but that was the secret of how he controlled the peasants in his state. 
 
    He treated them well, he saw to their children’s education, supported them in sickness, was free with his money. As a result the peasants loved him. 
 
    He was a real Democrat. 
 
    At fifteen minutes almost on the dot the doctor took Reggie into the next room, and Reggie saw where he had gained his cocaine breasts. 
 
    It was a small operating theater, complete with shiny instruments, machines that beeped, and everything quite state of the art. 
 
    Reggie lay down on the table and the doctor moved his legs apart and began to work. He made a small cut under the head of his penis, and a small cut in his perineum. He pulled Reggie’s dick back between his legs and sewed it to the perineum. During this procedure he kept pushing on Reggie’s testicles, and Reggie felt them snuggle up into his body. 
 
    The doctor grinned and nodded. He was quite pleased with his work. 
 
    “Amazing,” said Pablo. “You are neutered. Your mons looks smooth as a real woman’s. The doctor is tightening your ball sack so it just looks a little wrinkled down there, almost like actual labia. All you need is the slit. Are you sure you don’t want to consider a full change? I would be so interested I would foot the bill myself.” 
 
    Reggie shook his head. Little tears were forming in the corner of his eyes. 
 
    Pablo handed Reggie a handkerchief. Please, no tears. It it all temporary. A few months and you will be returned to normal, and you will be quite richer. 
 
    Reggie dabbed at his eyes and tried to control himself. 
 
    The doctor nodded. “I understand it is tough, but when your bank account swells you will feel differently. Rich men are willing to go through such inconveniences to get rich. Or even to get richer.” He thought about what he was saying. “Actually, I would say that rich men are even more willing to go through such as what you are doing to get richer. Money is its own opiate, you see.” 
 
    Reggie didn’t, but he understood the concept. 
 
    In a wrinkle of resentment he blurted, “So is Michelle Obama really a man?” 
 
    Pablo just laughed and squeezed Reggie’s hand. 
 
    Reggie was unnerved, for Pablo’s squeezing of the hand was like the man was reassuring a real female.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
      
 
    Crossing the border was quite anticlimactic.  
 
    Reggie got on a plane in Ensenada, flew to Los Angeles, and sauntered through customs. 
 
    He was an American, he had no luggage, and the fact that his passport said male and he wasn’t…made no difference. 
 
    These days these crazy Americans changing sexes like they were changing hats. 
 
    He was met at John Wayne airport by a limo and taken into the shopping district just to the west and south of Los Angeles. He was driven into a large garage where a doctor was waiting. The doctor put him out, which he was grateful for, and he woke up with the same sized, big, beautiful tits. 
 
    But the cocaine was gone, and apparently there was some kind of harmless solution in its place. 
 
    The limousine then took him home. 
 
    Home. Oh, my God. Marsha! 
 
    “Can I use the phone?” asked Reggie. 
 
    “Sure,” answered the limo driver. 
 
    Reggie picked up the hand set and dialed his home number. 
 
    Ring…ring…ri—  
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    “Hello, Marsha.” 
 
    “Reggie! My God! Where are you? You were supposed to be home last week!” 
 
    “I, uh…had an accident. Are you okay?” 
 
    “Of course I’m okay! Why wouldn’t I be? But where have you been.” 
 
    Then Reggie began speaking the words that he never could have imagined in his previous life. 
 
    “Uh, honey?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “I was kidnapped.” 
 
    “You were…oh, my God! Have you called the police? Did you speak to the Federales? Or whatever they call the police down there?” 
 
    “It’s a bit more complicated than that.” 
 
    “How complicated? Reggie what is going on?” 
 
    “Are you sitting down?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Please sit down.” 
 
    “Okay, I’m sitting.” But she wasn’t. She was just humoring Reggie to get to the bottom of his story. 
 
    “Just listen. Don’t say anything. Okay?” 
 
    “Okay! Reggie! Tell me what is happening?” 
 
    “They were going to take out my kidneys, both of them, and sell them on the black market.” 
 
    “No!” she was almost shrieking. 
 
    “But a fellow named Pablo, he’s with the cartel, he decided I would make a good drug mule.” 
 
    “What?” Marsha was feeling faint. 
 
    “So they gave me breasts, filled them with cocaine, and made me into a woman.” 
 
    Clunk. The sound of the phone hitting the floor. Marsha didn’t make a sound, being make of softer stuff. 
 
    “Marsha? Marsha?” 
 
    No answer. 
 
    “Oh, fuck! Hurry!” Reggie blurted at the driver. 
 
    Five minutes later they were pulling up in front of Reggie’s house. It was in Glendale, a small side street nudged up against some small hills. It was, ironically, Spanish style, with arches and bars on the windows. 
 
    He popped out of the limo and ran in his high heels, making clicking noises, up the walkway. The door was unlocked and he burst through the door. 
 
    Marsha was laying on the floor next to the couch. She was coming to, rubbing her head and looking around in a dazed fashion. She saw Reggie and promptly flopped back onto the floor. 
 
      
 
    They sat at the kitchen table. Reggie was drinking bourbon and Coke. Sipping and sighing. A normalcy in a world gone mad. 
 
    Marsha was sitting across from him, her hands around a vodka and Seven up. 
 
    Reggie had often accused her of having no taste, drinking the vile vodka concoction, but right now taste wasn’t the issue. Sanity was. 
 
    “I can’t…” she started for the seventh time, then shut up and sipped. 
 
    The vodka burned her throat, but that was preferable to facing the insanity of her husband transitioned. 
 
    And transitioned against his will so he could run drugs for the cartel. 
 
    Marsha was a beautiful woman. She had a perfect hourglass body, wavy, auburn hair, and wide, brown eyes. She was a little haughty, but sometimes beautiful women are. Right then she was just staring at her husband. 
 
    “I knew you shouldn’t be taking those business trips to Tijuana.” 
 
    “They made me money,” but he was prevaricating. He finally came clean. “Besides, it was a chance to booze it up.” 
 
    “Did you…did you buy women?” 
 
    He shook his head. “I just flirted. One of them was going to give me a blow job once, but I chickened out. 
 
    “Chickened out so you could become a woman.” 
 
    Reggie said nothing to that. 
 
    “Reggie! What am I supposed to tell the neighbors? How will this look?” 
 
    Reggie shook his head sadly. “I’m more worried about how I can get out of this alive.” 
 
    “So what am I supposed to do now?” 
 
    “I need help. I don’t know about make up and—“ 
 
    “You want me to help you keep being a woman?” Her voice was a bit shrill. 
 
    “I don’t have much choice! What am I supposed to do? Go to the FBI? Don Pablo showed me your picture. Do you know what that means?” 
 
    She shook her head. 
 
    “It means I have to keep being a woman or they’ll kill you!” 
 
    That stopped her for a second, but she quickly regrouped. “What about witness protection?” 
 
    “Look, I hate to say it, but I don’t trust my government.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Have you been watching the news?” 
 
    She hadn’t. She hated the news. All that talk about election interference and some orange man taking over the country, it was scary. 
 
    “The government controls the elections, the FBI, the CIA, all those people? They go after anybody who votes for Trump! They sell the country down the tubes and pocket all the money and…I don’t trust the government to do anything right.” 
 
    Normally, Marsha would have mounted an argument. She would have pointed out that she can drive a car and vote and wear pretty dresses, but she knew that talk of how good they had it under the government would just upset Reggie. 
 
    Reggie was (choke) a conservative! 
 
    “But you can’t go around as a woman?” 
 
    Reggie finished his drink, started making another one. He stood at the counter and spoke over his shoulder. “Why not? You do it.” 
 
    Marsha blinked. Then: “But I am a woman!” 
 
    “And now I am, too. Unless you’d rather I cut my tits off and get assassinated by the cartel.” 
 
    And his meaning was clear. If he got assassinated, then she would, too. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    He returned to the table and sat down. He sipped his drink. 
 
    “So when are you going back?” 
 
    “A couple of days. They’ll—“ 
 
    DING! 
 
    He looked at his cell phone. 
 
    “Is that them?” 
 
    Reggie picked up the phone and gave her a significant look. He opened up the text app and read, “10:00 Southwest Thurs morning. Check your bank account.” 
 
    “Then you have to…what do they mean check your bank account?” 
 
    Reggie suspicioned, but he didn’t know for sure. He pulled up the B of A app and opened his account. 
 
    There it was, the latest entry. Deposit. $5,000. 
 
    Marsha stared at him with wide eyes. “They paid you?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “They just gave you five thousand dollars?” 
 
    He kept nodding. 
 
    “Just for crossing the border?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    She stopped nodding. She stared. But there was something different in her gaze. 
 
    Five thousand dollars? 
 
      
 
    On Thursday at 10 in the morning Reggie stepped onto a Southwest Airlines jet and found that he had been placed in first class. He sat down  in the luxurious chair and a smiling woman asked, “What would you like to drink?” 
 
    “Rum and Coke,” he answered. 
 
    “Right away, sir. Oh, no need to buckle up, yet. I’ll let you know. Just get comfortable. Computer hook up is there, the TV pops up here, and the remote is right there. I’ll be right back.” 
 
    Reggie sat and was in shock. 
 
    He was used to trailing down the aisle behind humungous women with eight brats who used up all the overheads and kicked his seat the whole flight. 
 
    A beautiful woman sat down next to him and smiled.  
 
    He returned the smile, and even though he didn’t have the use of his dick, he was feeling pretty good down there. 
 
    Lust, apparently, is more mental than physical. 
 
    Speaking of which, when Marsha had found out that he couldn’t perform she had reacted in odd fashion. She actually laughed, then slapped a hand over her mouth. “You can’t…screw?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    The look on her face. A little disappointment, which turned into…a smile. 
 
    “Oh, that’s too bad.” 
 
    But she could get off, and she had demanded that he get her off constantly. Morning, noon and night, she wanted his face down there, eating and slobbering and making her cum. 
 
    And, to top it off, when she was done she just walked out of the room and went shopping. 
 
    Heck, they had five thousand dollars in their account, so why not? 
 
    “But, honey! I don’t have. job anymore!” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “I’ve been absent, I’m a woman, and…I’ll be leaving town every few days. The company isn’t going to go along with that.” 
 
    “Oh, pshaw. Of course they will. Just go explain—“ 
 
    “That I’m a drug dealer?” 
 
    “Oh…” she frowned mightily. 
 
    So she had spent his time at home fucking his face and shopping, and he was left with serious thoughts. 
 
    But sitting on the plane in first class didn’t feel too serious. 
 
    The plane landed at Ensenada and he stepped onto the tarmac and a limo was waiting. 
 
    He was driven to Don Pablo Perez’s hacienda where he was greeted with open arms. Literally. 
 
    Pablo, looking dapper as ever, hugged him and kissed both cheeks, then linked arms and walked him into the big house. 
 
    “The doctor will be out shortly. I assume you had no troubles.” 
 
    “No dogs, no strip searches, everything was fine.”  
 
    He couldn’t keep a trace of bitterness out of his voice, but Don Pablo ignored it. “Let me pour you a drink. Tequila, from my own blue agave. We distill it the old way, then let it sit for a few years…” 
 
    He poured Reggie a tall glass, popped a wedge of lime on it, and placed it on the big dining room table. 
 
    Reggie sipped, and the stuff was smoky and curled his toes. He wasn’t going to need a permanent after this! 
 
    Pablo poured his own beverage and sat down at the head of the table, catty corner to Reggie. 
 
    “Madre de dios,” he murmured as the potent liquor coursed through his veins, “Every time I look at you…” he shook his head. “You are more woman than a woman.” 
 
    “Uh…thanks, I guess.” 
 
    Then Pablo began talking the small talk. Like he talked with the old man, and the doctor, and the three women and every peasant and Federale. And Reggie finally saw the charm. 
 
    “How is your wife?” And he really cared, and he listened. 
 
    “Were there any problems on the flight?” And it was obvious he was taking mental notes and would smooth any problems over by the next flight. 
 
    “Is the tequila to your liking?” And it was plain that if it wasn’t then Don Pablo would empty the barrels and rip up the agave plants. 
 
    It was almost impossible to visualize the incredibly polite and caring man as a drug king pin. 
 
    Three drinks down and Reggie was starting to relax. Really relax. 
 
    “You’re not how I imagined a…a…a drug person to be.” 
 
    Pablo chuckled. “I know. The stories. Tying people to cactuses and throwing rattlesnakes at them. Cutting throats and pulling the tongue out for a necktie. Removing the skin of any who displease me.” 
 
    “Then those are just stories? You have never done that?” 
 
    Pablo leaned forward, and perhaps it was because he was feeling the tequila a bit himself, he answered honestly. 
 
    “On my climb to power…yes. Certain things did happen. Not usually as glamorous as what you describe. But those are the realities of the drug world. But a simple pistol to the head is object lesson enough. No need to be cruel.” 
 
    He sat back. “Besides, now that I am at the top, now that I have proven myself, my best protection is to look out for those around me. If the Americanos cross the border I have a thousand peasant eyes to warn me. If the Mexican government decides to hire more military, the best applicants are sons of people I have supported. To be kind and polite…it is the best business.” 
 
    Reggie couldn’t argue with that. 
 
    Then the doctor came and replaced the fluid in his breasts with a solution of cocaine. 
 
      
 
    Reggie returned home, spent a couple of days recovering from the operations on his boobs, which, truth, were very inconsequential. 
 
    Then he flew to Mexico, in style, where he was charmed by Pablo Perez, and given a couple of days to recover, and…back and forth he went. 
 
    It began to take on a sameness, which he enjoyed. He wasn’t working, except for a little light duties around the house. Vacuuming, doing the dishes, the laundry, that sort of thing. 
 
    In Mexico he was treated like royalty, feted by a very important man, and his bank account grew. 
 
    Sort of. It grew a lot less than he would have liked because Marsha had developed a penchant for shopping. And she had rich tastes. 
 
    And life went on. 
 
    He had thought he would be released from ‘mule duty’ after a few trips, but his chest was able to handle the constant surgeries easily, and he continued for months. Trip after trip. 
 
    Then the unthinkable happened. 
 
    He received a message on his cell phone. ‘Southwest, 9:45 Friday.’ 
 
    He put his phone aside and went to the bedroom. He was becoming adept at putting make up on, and he wanted to experiment with a new line of products. 
 
    As soon as he left the room Marsha picked up his phone. She stared at his message, bit her lip, then typed her own message into it. 
 
    An answer came, and she smiled, deleted the message and put the phone down. 
 
      
 
    On Friday Reggie stepped onto the airplane, walked into first class and stopped. And stared. And his mouth opened. 
 
    “Hi, honey!” Marsha was sitting in the seat next to his. 
 
    “What…what are you doing here?” 
 
    The stewardess floated nearby. “Please have a seat, Mrs. Smithson. Oh, isn’t that something. We have two Mrs. Smithson’s! Do you ladies know each other?” 
 
    “Yes,” said Marsha. 
 
    “No,” responded Reggie. 
 
    The stewardess gave them a puzzled look, then asked, “What would you like to drink?” 
 
    “Margarita!” grinned Marsha. 
 
    “Uh…” said Reggie. 
 
    “She’ll have a Margarita, too.” 
 
    The stewardess smiled a bit uncertainly, but quickly moved to the gallery to prepare the drinks. 
 
    Reggie sat down. “What are you doing?” 
 
    “I decided to see what all the fun was about. You don’t mind, do you, dear?” 
 
    “Yes! these are dangerous people!” 
 
    “Nonsense! They’re paying you good money.” 
 
    “Honey, I—“ 
 
    The stewardess arrived with the drinks. They took the drinks and Marsha sipped. Reggie started to talk, but Marsha shushed him and started fiddling with the TV set. It was a short flight, but she could watch the second half on the return trip. 
 
    Reggie hoped there would be a return trip. 
 
      
 
    Don Pablo Perez was smitten by Marsha. He greeted her with hugs and kisses, linked his arm with hers, and began the small talk. 
 
    Reggie actually felt a little forgotten. 
 
    That night they were treated to a five star meal, real Mexican food, not the Taco Bell crap, and Pablo did nothing but compliment Marsha. 
 
    She was beautiful. She was intelligent. She was good looking. She understood things so well. How did she keep her fabulous figure so fabulous. And on and on. 
 
    Then the doctor arrived and took Reggie out to the RV in the barn. while he was gone Marsha commenced with her own small talk. 
 
    She and Pablo were alone at the big dining table, sitting at a corner and sipping Pablo’s fantastic tequila. 
 
    Marsha was feeling the heat, her cheeks were flushed, and her breasts, and her groin, and she kept fanning her face with a hand. 
 
    “So what do you think of our little operation?” asked Don Pablo. 
 
    “It shows a lot of promise.” 
 
    “Promise?” he enquired politely, arching his trimmed eyebrows. 
 
    “How many people do you have like Reggie.” 
 
    Pablo frowned. He didn’t usually talk logistics with people, especially outsiders, and Marsha, in spite of her husband, was considered an outsider. 
 
    But there was something about this beautiful woman that he liked. there was something…kindred…about her. 
 
    “I have five people.” 
 
    “Why not a hundred?” 
 
    “A hundred?” he raised his eyebrows and his forehead gained horizontal lines. “And where would I get these people?” 
 
    “I assume you would like Americans, as they can travel the borders easier than, say, peasants.” 
 
    “You are correct.” 
 
    “And I would assume, also, that you don’t have a ready supply of American friends who might be partial to being mules.” 
 
    “Again correct.” 
 
    “I have many friends. Friends who struggle for money, and who might like a little work of the kind you propose. It would take me a while, but I feel sure I could supply you with mules.” 
 
    “You could. Mmm.” He studied her. “And what would you get out of it?” 
 
    “I would be in charge on the north side of the border. I would receive compensation from each trip made by my mules.” 
 
    He didn’t miss the fact that she said ‘my’ mules. 
 
    “These mules, you are not thinking of men, like your husband.” 
 
    “Oh, Lord, no. He makes a very fine woman, but the cost of transforming a hundred men into women…it would be much simpler to…let us say ‘augment’…real women. 
 
    Don Pablo poured more tequila and leaned forward and studied this beautiful and intriguing woman. 
 
    “So you would hire mules, take care of them on your side of the border. I just arrange plane flights and…and deposit, say, 5% in your bank account.” 
 
    “Seven per cent. And you know that’s a deal.” 
 
    “And what of your husband?” 
 
    “He will continue to work, but the $5000 a trip gets deposited in my account.” 
 
    Pablo nodded. “I think we may be able to work something out. Let me ‘crunch the numbers,’ as you say, and—“ 
 
    “One other thing.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    Marsha setback and spread her legs. She wasn’t wearing panties. “I don’t trust anybody I haven't fucked.” 
 
    Pablo blinked, then he grinned. “Mrs. Smithson. You are a woman after my own heart.” He stood up and held out his hand. She took it and he led her upstairs. 
 
    There, in his over-sized bedroom he showed her his thick manhood and his large testicles. 
 
    She didn’t hesitate. She didn’t just talk the talk, and she slipped out of her clothes like they were greased. 
 
    She hopped onto his large bed and waited. 
 
    Don Pablo, always the classy one, disrobed, hung up his clothes, and joined her. Then he joined to her. 
 
    She groaned and felt him invade her, and it was exciting. So exciting. 
 
    He was a drug king pin. A leader of a cartel, and he was balls deep in here and that put him under her control. 
 
    “Mrs. Smithson,” he spoke smoothly, softly, and nuzzled her breasts. “Are you going to want me to exchange your breasts for…” 
 
    “Nah. I’ll keep what’s mine. And you’ll have plenty of women to work with. Will you fuck them all?” 
 
    “Most decidedly. If they wish.” 
 
    “Speaking for women everywhere…I can say that you’re about to be ears deep in wonderful, luscious, deep, velvety American pussy.” 
 
    With that statement Pablo began spewing his seed, and Marsha held on and accepted his gift. 
 
    In the RV in the barn the doctor was putting the cocaine into Reggie’s breasts. 
 
      
 
    “You what?” 
 
    “I had Don Pablo deposit your money into my account.” Marsha watched her husband. He was outraged, but, curiously, the outrage was tempered. 
 
    Then she realized what it was. 
 
    The shot they had given him to still his dick, it had stopped his testosterone and enhanced his estrogen. He was feeling the effects, much the way any woman would. He no longer had the male ‘fight’ in him. He was growing softer, and more malleable, and that was just the way she liked him. 
 
    “But how could you do that? That’s my money!” 
 
    “Honey, let’s face it. I’m in charge, and it is good business to consolidate the family’s finances in one account. An account to be controlled by myself.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    The argument went on for hours, but it was already a done deal. Marsha had the reins, and she wasn’t about to relinquish them. 
 
    She advertised in the newspapers and on social media for women who want to make a bit extra money. When she found a woman she liked she came clean and described the operation, and the fact that the woman would have to get breast implants. 
 
    The women were quite happy to get bigger tits; it appears that men aren’t the only ones who love women  to have big boobs. 
 
    She also instituted lie detector exams after every trip.  
 
    If there was any doubt at all, on the part of the mule, they were sent back across the border where they….disappeared. 
 
    And Marsha made sure she small talked with everybody.  
 
    With the women she hired, with their husbands or boyfriends, with the neighbors, even with certain members of the police department. 
 
    Within three months Marsha had her hundred mules, and she was living in a mansion in Beverly Hills. Big swimming pool. A gigantic maze of a garden. A tennis court and basketball court combined. A half a dozen luxury automobiles. 
 
    Yes, Marsha Smithson had hit the jackpot, and it was going to pay and pay and pay! And, as for Reggie… 
 
      
 
    “I need more money,” Reggie complained to Marsha. She was sitting on the upstairs balcony, sipping tequila that Don Pablo had sent her.               She gave him a cold, calculating look. “I gave you money last month. 
 
    “But I need make up! And the dresses are so expensive. And I need new lingerie. And…” 
 
    “So you would like more money, eh?” 
 
    “Yes.” He was still bitter about her taking his $5000 a trip. 
 
    “Okay, but you’re going to have to do something for me.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I need somebody to help with the overseeing of the ladies.” 
 
    “The mules, you mean.” 
 
    She shrugged. 
 
    “So I’ll pay you a thousand a week. No more drug runs for you. Instead you will serve as my secretary.’ 
 
    “Your secretary?” he was aghast, but didn’t show it. 
 
    “Yes. I need help with the paperwork, and the new ladies need guidance, clothes, make up, instruction on how to conduct themselves away from home.” 
 
    Reggie said nothing. 
 
    “And I would like you to live in the small room under the stairs. That will put you closer to the office, and I need the space.” 
 
    He didn’t ask what she needed the space for. He had seen her going out on the town, and returning looking the worse for wear. Mussed. And…sexually satisfied. 
 
    He wanted to say something about her affairs, but he seemed to have lost his gumption. 
 
    He was horny, hornier than ever, but…he had no way to satisfy her, not with his dick, so she was going out and getting her own satisfaction. 
 
    He quickly estimated his choices. 
 
    Leave, and get nothing, and try to find work as a beautiful woman. 
 
    He couldn’t see himself working at MacDonaolds. 
 
    Go south of the border. Don Pablo would have something for him, but probably in a dirty dive like La Cucaracha. He would be expected to waggle his tits and fend off horny banditos. 
 
    He couldn’t go to the Feds. And he didn’t want to. Just because he was now a criminal didn’t make the government less of a criminal. 
 
    Though, to be honest, Marsha had her hooks into a lot of politicians these days, and the government was not as much of a threat to him as it had once been. 
 
    Or he could work for his wife. 
 
    It would be easy work, probably just a few phone calls and some shopping. With an occasional trip to Mexico to deliver messages to Don Pablo Perez. 
 
    What to do…what to do. 
 
    The choice was easy. 
 
    “Okay. I’ll work for you.” 
 
    There was a look of victory in Marsha’s eyes. “One thing,” she interjected softly. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “I don’t like to make deals with people I haven’t fucked.” 
 
    “You want to make love?” he was confused. “But my dick…it’s not due to come back for another month?” 
 
    “I didn’t say you were going to do the fucking.” 
 
    She watched him carefully. 
 
    Reggie considered her words. 
 
    In fact, he knew that this day was coming. 
 
    She had hinted at it. 
 
    Don Pablo had come right out and said it. “At some point your wife will want to fuck you…like woman.” 
 
    At first he hadn’t understood what Pablo had meant, but then he had, and he really understood now. 
 
    Marsha led him to the bed, waited while he bent over and lowered his panties. 
 
    She stared at the head of his cock, poking out from beneath his buns. It was so cute. She remembered when he had had a nice, large cock, but the times…they had changed. 
 
    She was a determined woman, and she could be cruel, but she liked small talk much more. 
 
    And she liked being kind to the people beneath her. 
 
    She lubricated Reggie, then she slipped on her strap on—she used it a. lot on the men who took her out at night—and prepared to plunge into him. 
 
    Reggie gasped and his eyes became quite wide. 
 
    And the pleasure began. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Reggie!” 
 
    Reggie stood up and rounded his desk. He walked across his small office and entered Marsha’s big office. 
 
    “Yes, dear?” 
 
    “It’s time. Your flight is in two hours.” 
 
    “I’ll leave right away.” 
 
    And he did. 
 
    He stepped into Uber and went to the airport and got on a flight to Ensenada. 
 
    He didn’t go to Mexico much these days, but this was a special occasion. 
 
    He was due for his six month shot. 
 
    Did he want his weenie to get big again? 
 
    Oh, he had memories, and sometimes fantasies, but he realized that those days were long gone. 
 
    Besides, Marsha took care of him in bed quite well, thank you. 
 
      
 
      
 
    END 
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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!
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    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    Guys are so conniving. They’ll do anything to get into our panties. 
 
    They’ll lie, tell us they love us, spend money, try to get us drunk…that’s guys for you. 
 
    This story is about one of those guys. He comes up with a plan to take advantage of his girlfriend, who wants to wait a bit before sharing her charms with him. 
 
    And his plan works! 
 
    Bad boy! 
 
    But, don’t worry, the best laid plans of bad people often go awry. 
 
    Enjoy, and don’t say I didn’t warn you! 
 
    Heh! 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    “You gotta help me,” Dan said. 
 
    “Help you do what?” 
 
    They were sitting in a Starbucks. It was a Saturday and Dan had called this meeting. 
 
    He was a young man, only thirty, a little slender, and he wore his hair long. 
 
    Tom was about the same height, five foot eight, but chubbier. 
 
    “I, uh…I need to put something in the programming.” 
 
    “What are you talking about? Programming isn’t like a cake! It’s programs, which we buy from the major distributors. Outside of shifting ads around, or trimming something to fill a spot…we don’t ‘add’ anything to the programming.” 
 
    “Yeah, but we could, and I have an idea.” 
 
    “Uh oh. A bright idea,” Tom scoffed and sat back. 
 
    “No. I’m serious. Do you know what subliminal messages are?” 
 
    “Of course I do, and if you’re thinking about—“ 
 
    “Wait! Before you make a decision, hear me out!” 
 
    Tom sighed. “Go ahead. Make my day.” 
 
    Dan heaved a breath, focused on his friend, and began talking. 
 
    “According to what I’ve read, a subliminal message is a technique used in marketing and other media to influence people without their being aware of the message.” 
 
    “Yep. And it is frowned upon.” 
 
    “But what if we weren’t using it to get rich, or to sell things, or whatever?” 
 
    “So what’s the point?” 
 
    “So the point is that I’ve got a girlfriend.” 
 
    Tom smiled. “Dog! I knew there was something going on!” 
 
    “But she doesn’t want to make love.” 
 
    “Oh. Bummer.” 
 
    “All she wants to do is watch reruns of Jerry Seinfeld. Eleven o’clock at night on the local channel. We watch it together, and we start making out, and I get so damned hot and horny I can’t stand it, and when the show is over…that’s it. She closes her legs, sits up straight, and acts like she’s all over horny.” 
 
    “But you’re not.” 
 
    “Hell no! I’m ready to go! But she gets up, shows me to the door and…and…” 
 
    Tom chuckled. 
 
    “So you’ve got a massive case of blue balls. I don’t see how something like subliminal messaging will cure that. What? You want me to put in a subliminal message that makes you shoot your load? Ha! I don’t think so. I don’t think that’s even possible. If anything it would just make you hornier.” 
 
    Dan reached across the table and clutched Tom’s forearm. His eyes were fixed and glittering. “I told you I’ve been looking at subliminal messaging, and I’ve come across some of the messages they used to put in the programming, before…well, before.” 
 
    “Before the regulatory commission started frowning on the practice,” Tom spoke dryly. 
 
    “Yeah. But…look at this!” 
 
    Dan reached down to the floor where he had placed a briefcase. He opened it and took out a manila folder. He placed the folder on the table, looked around to make sure they were alone, and opened it. 
 
    Tom focused on the picture, but didn’t really see anything. 
 
    It was just a picture. Sort of irritating, but it made him want to look at it more, to figure out what was irritating. 
 
    “Tom!” Dan blurted, and he closed the folder. 
 
    Tom shook himself and looked around. Everything was…different. It was like in one second the people in the Starbucks had shifted position.  
 
    “What?” He felt irritation, and he wanted to look at the folder again. 
 
    “You’ve been staring at the picture for five minutes.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’m serious. There is something in this picture…I know what it is but you don’t…and it captures you. And it makes you feel something, to want to do something.” 
 
    “What? You’re full of shit!” 
 
    “Look at your watch.” 
 
    Tom did. It was 10:14 and 37 seconds. 
 
    Dan opened the folder. 
 
    Tom focused on it. Heysoos! What was it about this thing? He felt that irritation, and yet he couldn’t look away. Only by staring at the picture could he— 
 
    Dan closed the folder. 
 
    “What the fuck?” Tom was pissed. 
 
    “Look at your watch.” 
 
    Tom suddenly found himself holding his breath. Something had happened. Everything was different, and…he looked at his watch. 
 
    10:19 and a few seconds. 
 
    He looked up at Dan. 
 
    “What the fuck did you do?” 
 
    “Nothing. The picture did it. Can you even tell me what’s in the picture?” 
 
    “It’s a…uh…wait, let me think. It’s…” and his mind was a blank. 
 
    Dan sat back and waited. 
 
    “Holy fuck! I don’t know!” 
 
    “But it grabbed you, didn’t it. Grabbed you so hard you couldn’t think about anything else.” 
 
    Tom sat and his eyes got a far away look. 
 
    “But that’s not the good stuff.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “I’m going to show you another picture. Ready?” 
 
    “Not really. This is freaking me out.” 
 
    “Well, this will really freak you out, and then I’ll tell you what is happening so you can get over your freak. Are you ready?” 
 
    Tom took a deep breath. “Okay.” 
 
    Dan opened the folder and lifted the first picture and turned it over. 
 
    Tom wanted the original picture, even though he didn’t know what it was, but…the second picture…it was…and he felt sexual excitement course through him. He felt it in his pants, and his penis suddenly was hard as a metal rod. He had never been so hard in his life, and he was getting harder. Then he was dripping, and he just knew he was about to…about to… 
 
    Dan closed the folder. 
 
    Tom stared at his friend and reached down and pressed his groin down. “Fuck!” he whimpered. “What did you do?” 
 
    “It’s the picture. I’m going to show you a picture now…no, not the one I just showed you. Watch.”  
 
    Dan opened the folder and flipped over the first two pictures. 
 
    Tom could see a shimmery series of lines. They were like lightening bolts, very subtle, just quick hard waves, and they said, ‘You are horny.’ 
 
    Tom’s mouth opened. “That was hidden in the picture? But that’s…that’s simple! And it’s stupid!” 
 
    “But it works.” 
 
    “Where did you get this?” 
 
    “I was looking into the subliminal thing and I kept coming across sources. One of the sources that was constantly mentioned was MHNSA. Mental Health National Security Agency. MH is apparently a small division. working out of the NSA, but with virtually no government oversight. It is heavily involved with subliminal messaging.” 
 
    “Wait a minute. I know you’r into conspiracies, but are you saying the government is doing it?” 
 
    “You don’t think the election was stolen?” 
 
    Tom blinked. He could see all the ramifications instantly. “But…this is to…you—“ 
 
    “Hold on. I don’t know what the government is doing, or not doing, but I do know that if the government can do it then so can we.” 
 
    Tom lowered his eyebrows. “So what, exactly, do you want to do?” 
 
    “I want to put a subliminal message in Seinfeld. Every minute or so you just flash a message, like what’s in the folder…” 
 
    “And your girlfriend lays down for you.” 
 
    “Exactly!” crowed Dan. 
 
    Tom snorted. “Do you know how many people watch Seinfeld?” 
 
    “In our town, exactly 436 people.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “I checked the stats. It goes up or down by five or ten, but it’s almost exactly the same number every single night. 
 
    “And you want me to put one of those squiggly messages in the program every minute, and you think that will make your girlfriend lay down for you.” 
 
    The smile on Dan’s face said it all. 
 
    “Well, let me think about it.” 
 
      
 
    A week later, Tom having thought through how he could insert a subliminal message into the Seinfeld programming, he decided to do it. 
 
    Heck. It wouldn’t harm anybody. His friend would get laid, and it was sort of funny. 
 
    TV, movies, used to be on film, but they are all on digital these days, which made it a simple matter of writing a bit of code and inserting it into a scene every minute. Writing the code was simple. 
 
      
 
    you love Dan 
 
    you will fuck Dan 
 
      
 
    That was it. So simple.He inserted the code, then called Dan and told him the good news. “Hey, buddy! You’re going to get laid tonight! Let me know how it goes, eh?” 
 
    “Oh, man! Thanks! I really appreciate this!” 
 
    “Not a prob.” 
 
      
 
    Dan worked until five, then headed for home. He pulled into his driveway fifteen minutes later, took care of some laundry, watched a bit of the TV, and kept chuckling to himself. 
 
    He was going to get lucky! Man oh man oh man! 
 
    At six fifteen he hopped into the car and headed for Jan’s house. 
 
    She lived on the other side of town, but it wasn’t big town, and he as there by six thirty. He went up the steps to her apartment and walked in. 
 
    “Honey! I’m home!” 
 
    “In here, babe. I’m fixing dinner.” 
 
    Dan headed for the kitchen, where he kissed the back of her neck, then planted himself at the dinner table. 
 
    “How’d the day go…” 
 
    “I saw the most wonderful curtains…” 
 
    “Aren’t you looking forward to Seinfeld? I understand it’s going to be the soup Nazi tonight!” 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” agreed Dan. He really agreed with Seinfeld. He wanted to watch Seinfeld. There was nothing he wanted more than to watch Seinfeld. 
 
    They ate meatloaf with mashed potatoes, chatted, and had a good time. 
 
    Dan liked Jan. A lot. He wasn’t that serious about her. But he was serious. 
 
    Jan was that serious. She felt her little chest go pit a pat when he was around. He was polite, made good money, and was a good catch. Also, thank goodness, he wasn’t too pushy when it came to the sex stuff. 
 
    After dinner he helped with the dishes, and she made a couple of drinks. She liked wine, and he liked bourbon, but that was okay. They were moderate drinkers and never got out of control. 
 
    Finally, it was eleven o’clock. Time for Seinfeld.  
 
    Dan made a bowl of popcorn, Jan arranged the pillows, and they turned on the TV. 
 
     
 
    Dan and Jan sat on the sofa, munching popcorn and watching the opening credits. They listened to the goofy bass music and settled in, and the show started. 
 
    Elaine wants some soup. Hah hah hah! 
 
    Kramer enters the apartment like he’s breaking into a swimming pool. Hah hah hah! 
 
    Jan sighed, and felt…a little warm. 
 
    Jerry tries to deliver a line without smiling. Hah hah hah. 
 
    “Is it hot in here?” asked Jan. 
 
    “No, no.” Dan looked at his watch. Two minutes. Zowie! 
 
    Elaine stands in line for her soup and George warns her. Hah hah hah! 
 
    “Yes. It’s warm. I feel so hot.” 
 
    She meant the temperature in the room. 
 
    He knew it was her body starting to cook for him. 
 
    The interaction with the soup Nazi. Hah hah hah! 
 
    Jan shook her hands, waved a hand at her face, undid a button on her blouse. 
 
    Five minutes. 
 
    Another button and another button. 
 
    Dan watched out of the corner of his eye as more and more flesh appeared. 
 
    They made out a lot, and he felt her breasts, which were nice and big and soft and everything he wanted in a breast. 
 
    But he never saw so much flesh! 
 
    More buttons, then she pulled her blouse apart. 
 
    Jerry laughing, Kramer laughing, Elaine laughing, George laughing. Hah hah hah hah! 
 
    Jan grabbed Dan’s head and pulled it right into her cleavage. 
 
    He felt his nose mash into the valley between her mountains. 
 
    “Oh! Dan!” 
 
    His nose got hung up on the material of her bra, but he was already working the fasteners in the back. 
 
    “Oh, yes!” 
 
    She clutched him, and then he had his mouth on his dream boobs. 
 
    “Oh, baby!” he muttered over big mouthfuls of soft flesh, then he sucked on her nipples.  
 
    They were beautiful. They were big and stiff and he sucked and held them in his mouth and licked. 
 
    Jan groaned, and suddenly she was tearing at his pants. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” Dan muttered, trying to help.  
 
    Jan ripped his belt apart, undid his zipper, and his big dong suddenly stuck up into the air. 
 
    “Oh, yes!” She launched her mouth onto it. She grabbed her testicles and pulled them. She licked up and down and round and round. 
 
    Dan was in heaven. He’d been with girls before, but never one so eager as this! 
 
    They kissed, then he pushed her back, or maybe she pulled him over as she laid back, and then he was poised at the portal to her soul. 
 
    “Oh, baby!” 
 
    “Do me! 
 
    And he did. 
 
      
 
    It didn’t last long. When you’re that hot it never does. Five minutes had passed and they lay intwined. Naked. Breathing hard. His sperm dripping from her vagina. 
 
    And the soup Nazi yelled at Elaine. Hah hah hah! 
 
    “God,” Jan mumbled, her face pressed again Dan’s chest. “I don’t know what came over me.” 
 
    “It was great, baby.” 
 
    He held her and felt that great satisfaction that comes after sex. He was emptied. 
 
    But Seinfeld was still playing. 
 
    Hah hah hah. 
 
    Jan looked up from his chest, she couldn’t help herself, and she stared at the screen. She began breathing harder. 
 
    Dan was laying there, basking, relaxing, and he felt her hand go to his groin. 
 
    “Hey,” he chuckled. “I’m done.” 
 
    But Jan didn’t seem to hear him. Suddenly she had his limp penis in her mouth, and she was sucking mightily. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    She ignored him, gripped his balls and squeezed. He could almost hear her thinking: there’s got to be more! There’s got to be more! 
 
    “Hey, baby…” 
 
    His penis reacted. He had just cum, but with such attention he couldn’t help it. His dick started to stand up again. 
 
    He was sitting, a little sprawled, and his cock was now pointing towards the ceiling. 
 
    Jan threw a leg over him, she pressed her a boob into his mouth, she clutched his head and pulled his face into her chest. 
 
    Dan had no choice. He was getting fucked whether he wanted it or not. 
 
    Jan bounced up and down, pulling her nipples, moaning so loudly the neighbors started pounding on their ceiling, Jan’s floor. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “YES! YES! YES!” 
 
    Jan came, hard. 
 
    Dan couldn’t cum, but he was erect, and he was now horny. In spite of having just cum he was back to being horny again. 
 
    “Okay,” he muttered, a little put off. 
 
    Jan sagged on him, her big breasts pressed against him. 
 
    “I…I don’t know what came over me,” she mumbled into his flesh. 
 
    “It’s okay, just, get off me.” 
 
    She pushed back, turned over and sat next to him. And somehow her hand was on his hard penis. 
 
    Seinfeld was still on, and she suddenly focused on the screen. 
 
    Dan lay there, wishing she’d take her hand off him, but she didn’t, wouldn’t when he tried to disengage her, and, suddenly, she began moving her hand up and down. 
 
    He might be horny, but he was still empty. 
 
    “Come on,” he whined. 
 
    Then she was mouthing him again, palpating his balls, and she pulled herself over onto him. 
 
    Jan grunted and rode him like a two dollar mule, and Dan groaned and wondered what the hell he had gotten himself into. 
 
     
 
    It was four in the morning before Dan managed to make his escape. Jan was ready to keep going. Something had really gotten into her, and she was the very definition of insatiability. But Dan managed to gather up his clothes and he sprinted out of her apartment. And he was afraid she was going to come running after him. 
 
    As he got into his car he heard the sliding door on her balcony open, then she was yelling down to him. “Come back, lover! We aren’t done!” 
 
    Dan put the car in gear. 
 
    Driving across town, he put an article of clothing on at every stop light, and by the time he arrived at his house he was dressed. 
 
    Exhausted, his penis was sore, but he was clothed. 
 
    He parked his car and staggered up the steps onto the porch. 
 
    “Dan! Honey!” 
 
    He jumped, but he was tired and too slow. Shiela from the studio was waiting for him, 
 
    Shiela was a buxom blonde with a kind face, and she never gave Dan the time of day. 
 
    She was the head software engineer, and she preferred to keep everything on a business level. Besides, she sort of had Dan pegged for what he was: an opportunistic horn dog. 
 
    She certainly didn’t want that kind of a relationship. 
 
    But now she was clinging to him, unbuttoning the buttons he had just buttoned. Pulling at the belt he had just put back into the loops. 
 
    “Shiela!” He tried to back away, but he had opened the front door and she just pushed him into the house. “What are you doing?” 
 
    Normally he would have loved to screw Shiela, but not now, not after what Jan had done to him. He tried to fend her off, but she kept clawing at his clothes, popping buttons and ripping stitches. 
 
    “I was on duty tonight,” she purred. “I was making sure everything was running right, and Seinfeld came on. I never pay attention to that program, I’ve seen it a million times, but now…this evening, I found I was watching it. I couldn’t keep my eyes off it. And the weird thing, I never realized how sexy that program is, and I got hotter and hotter. My tits started blushing and my pussy got wet. It got so wet I was afraid I was dripping when I walked, that I would splash when I sat down.” 
 
    She had his shirt off and was pulling on his pants. She pulled down and he pulled up, but she was winning. He was weakened from his exertions with Jan, she was like a tigress protecting her cubs. 
 
    “I don’t know why I’m telling you this, except that I kept getting hotter and hotter, and I started thinking about you. I started thinking about how much I wanted you. All I could see was your body in my mind. So strong and virile.” 
 
    She had his pants off and she ripped his underpants off. Then she was on her knees, sucking. 
 
    He couldn’t back away without damaging  himself. When he tried she dug in her teeth and held on to him. 
 
    “Hey!” he yelped. 
 
    “Hay is for horses and cows that go moo.”  
 
    Then she had a grip on his testicles. 
 
    She stood up, lifted him up on his toes, and moved him, dancing backwards, across the room. She almost literally threw him on the couch and mounted him. 
 
    She was soft and velvety and…very wet. He splashed down and it felt good. 
 
    But he had just been screwed for several hours! He had cum! But…the ways of a woman are not to be denied. 
 
    She sucked on his nipples, filled his mouth with her own nipples, moved up and down on his shaft, twerked her ass like there was no tomorrow, and, amazingly, he felt it coming! An orgasm! After all that he had been through! 
 
    But Shiela was too wily for that. She noted his sudden surge of interest and she reached down and gripped him. Hard. 
 
    “Don’t you cum yet, you bastard!” she hissed in his ear, then she nipped it so hard the pain forestalled his looming orgasm even more. 
 
    Dan grabbed his ear and cried out in pain, and Shiela locked up, grabbed her boobs and arched her back. Her orgasm was truly magnificent! Even in his depleted state Dan wished he cold have joined her, but she wouldn’t let go of him. 
 
    Then she started up again. 
 
    “No!” Dan cried out. But he was caught. 
 
    Two hours later Shiela was passed out. She had had four cums, and he had actually managed to squeeze one in. 
 
    Except, while hers were world shakers, his actually hurt. 
 
    His penis was sore. His balls were sore. The orgasm had been more painful than pleasurable.  
 
    Still, at least he had had one. But he didn’t feel like he was going to ever have another orgasm in his life. At least, at the moment, he didn’t want one. 
 
    He was exhausted, beaten, his eyes surrounded by black circles, his cheeks gaunt. 
 
    And this was only one night after the subliminal message had showed. 
 
    Fortunately, it was only supposed to run for one night, then Tom was supposed to remove it. God! He needed that thing removed, and he never wanted it shown again! 
 
    Shiela was supposed to be at work, but she lay naked on the couch, sprawled with a big, happy smile on her sleeping face. 
 
    Dan let himself out of the apartment and  trotted down the stairs. 
 
    “Dan!” 
 
    Dan spun. He thought maybe Sheila had woken up and followed him. Sure, she was naked, but she had been so crazy the night before that— 
 
    “Susie?” 
 
    His next door neighbor was put a sack of garbage in the trash can at the foot of her driveway. She was wearing a ragged, white robe, her hair was up in curlers, and her feet were ensconced in flip flops. 
 
    “God! I missed you, Dan!” She started advancing on him. 
 
    He jumped into his car, and she picked up speed. 
 
    “I was watching Seinfeld last night, and all I could think of was how much I wanted to fuck you!” 
 
    He started the car, and now had a problem. 
 
    She was standing in front of the car, her hands on the hood, her big breasts flopping out of her tatty robe. 
 
    “Get out, Dan. We need to discuss this in the house. In my bed!” 
 
    He stared at her in horror. 
 
    She was ten years older than him, and had always looked at him like he was a stupid man. In fact, he thought she might be a lesbian. But now she was staring at him, coming around the corner of the car, and he let the brake off. 
 
    The car started rolling. 
 
    “No! No!” she yelled. She actually tried to keep the car from rolling by grabbing the antenna. SNAP! 
 
    Then she dug her fingers into the roll of metal that went over the door. 
 
    He rolled faster. 
 
    She screamed. “Stop! We need to do this!” 
 
    Then the car was past her and picking up speed. 
 
    He drove down the street, her chasing him, hobbling because one of his tires had rolled over her foot. 
 
    “Come back! Co-o-ommme ba-a-“ Her voice faded as he drove away. 
 
    He was shaken. Sweat poured off him. His hands were trembling on the wheel. 
 
    “What in God’s name…she had watched Seinfeld? Oh, heysoos Xristo! What other woman had seen that stupid show? 
 
    Slowly, he settled down. He had a fifteen minute drive and he began to think about his situation. 
 
    The show only showed to 500 people. Maybe more if it wasn’t the same 500 people every night. No, it was only the same 500 people. The show appealed to morons who could only sit in front of the  TV and appreciate canned laughter. 
 
    So, 500 people. 
 
    How many were women? 
 
    Probably all. He didn’t know any men that liked Seinfeld. That was definitely a chick flick series. 
 
    Okay, so how many of those women knew him?  
 
    Then he thought about how many people named Dan there might be in town! 
 
    There might be a couple of poor fellows being attacked by women just because they had his same name! 
 
    That realization started a whole new level of shaking. 
 
    He took deep breaths and focused on staying on the road, keeping his place in traffic. 
 
    Okay. Okay. No need to panic. 
 
    Just…drive…it will work out. 
 
    So how many people…women…did he know? How many of his friends would watch Seinfeld. 
 
    There might be a couple of people at the studio. So who was on duty last night?  
 
    Shiela had been. He knew that. But, uh…he ticked off names in his head and came up with two. Bill and Ted. They were the two geeks who liked working the odd hours. Two guys, they wouldn’t have watched Seinfeld. And they were guys. So he was safe. 
 
    All he had to do was make sure Tom removed the subliminal message. 
 
    He pulled into the parking lot and into the space he usually parked in. 
 
    He opened the car door and— 
 
    “Gotcha!” It was the barista at the Starbucks on the next street. She was young, skinny, with purple hair and big, silver hoop earrings. 
 
    He had been throwing a leg out, and suddenly he was pushed back over the console. It was awkward, he was in a position where he couldn’t get his muscles under him, and she was ripping at his pants. 
 
    “Oh, no!” 
 
    “I knew it was you. I serve you coffee every day. I write your name on the cup. Dan. And I knew, last night about eleven o’clock, that I loved you!” 
 
    Dan tried to push her away, but his back was bent backwards and he couldn’t even sit up. 
 
    She had his pants down now and was strangling his cock with a grip of iron. 
 
    “Harder! Damn it! Get harder!” She pumped her fist, and, God of Gods, he started to respond! He had squirted thrice! He was empty! But a dick can be a terrible thing! He started to get erect. 
 
    “Ooh! Boner!” she crooned, pumping and watching it grow. 
 
    He cried out, “You were watching Seinfeld?” 
 
    She cackled, “I love that show!” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    But she was climbing up on him, sitting on him, and her naked, skanky pussy devoured him. 
 
    She bumped up and down, and she looked down at him and crowed, “No soup for you!” 
 
    An hour later Dan staggered across the parking lot. His pants were ripped, but at least he managed to cover his groin. 
 
    Behind him, the barista was laying half in and half out of his car. Her skirt was up and her panties were gone. Apparently she hadn’t worn any panties when she had gone after him. She unconscious, sleeping the happy sleep of a woman who has suffered three glorious orgasms. 
 
    Dan thought his penis might fall off. 
 
    He pushed the glass door open and walked through the reception area. 
 
    “Dan?” 
 
    He turned around. The receptionist was on her feet, rounding her desk and coming after him. 
 
    “NO!” he screamed. 
 
    He ran for the elevator. He made it, and he heard her pounding on the door as he moved upwards. 
 
    He sagged to his knees handheld his face in his hands. Oh, God! What had he done? He had to get a hold of Tom. 
 
    The elevator door opened and he stepped out, looked around, then sprinted for his office.  
 
    He reached it without being seen and went through the doorway and slammed the door. 
 
    “Hi, Dan!” 
 
    He spun. Two women, Shirley and Brenda, were sitting on the ugly green couch against one wall. They had been waiting for him, and they stood up. 
 
    “NO!” he screamed. 
 
    He pulled the door open and ran down the hallway. 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Come back here!” 
 
    “Dan! I love you!” 
 
    “No you don’t…I love him!” 
 
    Dan turned a corner, hit in a janitor’s closet, and listened to the two women run past his hiding place. 
 
    “I love him!” 
 
    “He’s mine!” 
 
    “I loved him since I saw Seinfeld!” 
 
    “Me, too!” 
 
    Then they were down the hallway and Dan risked cracking the door and peeking out. 
 
    They were gone. Thank God! 
 
    But now he couldn’t go to his office. They would come back and find him! 
 
    Tom! He had to get to Tom! Tom could delete the subliminal message, then the effects would fade, and…he had to get to Tom. 
 
    He ran down the hallway and up the stairs. 
 
    Tom was on the third floor. He worked in a room filled with computers. He put the programs into his computers and put them on the schedule. 
 
    Dan came out of the stairs, looked both ways and ran for Tom’s office. He pushed through the door and stood, gasping for breath. Tom wasn’t there. 
 
    But Tom was always there! He was notorious for long hours! 
 
    “Come on…come on…” wheezed Dan. 
 
    He picked up Tom’s phone and called reception. 
 
    “Hello?” The receptionist’s voice was breathy. Of course it was. She had been chasing through the building looking for him! 
 
    Dan disguised his voice, spoke in a nasal whine. “Can you page Tom Jenkins for me?” 
 
    “”Oh, sorry. Tom called in sick today.” 
 
    Dan grew faint! “Can you call his home number for me?” 
 
    “I…who is this?” 
 
    “This is Marsha, in admin.” 
 
    “We don’t have a Marsha working here. Is this Dan?” 
 
    “No. I don’t know any Dan.” 
 
    “It is! Let’s see, oh, you’re up in Tom’s office.” 
 
    Click. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” Dan yelped. He threw the phone down and looked around. He couldn’t stay here. 
 
    He ran out of the office and down the hallway. Up the next flight of stairs, and just in time. He heard the receptionist’s voice as she pounded on Tom’s door. “Dan! I love you!” Then a howl of anguish when she realized he was no longer there. 
 
    Sobbing with frustration and fear, Dan ran down the corridor. The door at the end was open! He could hide in there! 
 
    He popped through the door and slammed the door. He put his head against the door and leaned. “Oh, God.” 
 
    Then he turned and leaned against the door. 
 
    “Dan?” 
 
    His eyes popped open. 
 
    Martha Wentworth was a kind lady. She was kind because she was, not to mince words, ugly. 
 
    She had a beak that should have been on a mynah bird. Her hair was white and scraggly and she wore it in a severe bun. Her lips were thin, and her body was flat as a board. A skinny board with hard edges. 
 
    And she owned the TV station. 
 
    She stood up behind her desk. 
 
    “Is anything wrong?” 
 
    “Uh…no…I just…” 
 
    “Are you hiding from somebody?” 
 
    “No. It’s just…” 
 
    A concerned expression on her face and she came around her desk. 
 
    “You can tell me, Dan. I’m concerned for all my workers.” 
 
    “No. I don’t…” 
 
    She reached the door and said, “Well, don’t worry. We’ll lock the door, then whoever is chasing you…” 
 
    She pressed the button and locked the door. 
 
    “Oh, thank God!” Dan sighed in relief. He was safe at last! 
 
    Then she grabbed him and began humping his leg. “I love you, Dan. I realized that while I was watching Seinfeld last night. 
 
    “No-o-o!” 
 
    But it was too late. 
 
    Marsha Wentworth, the ugliest woman in two states, was dragging him to the big conference table at one side of her office, and she was ripping off his clothes.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    “No!” screamed Dan! “You can’t! I can’t take it anymore! 
 
    Martha had him on the table and was ripping at his buckle, and she stopped. 
 
    “Any more?” 
 
    “My girl friend! My neighbors! The receptionist! They’re all trying to get me. 
 
    Martha paused. “Everybody wants you?” 
 
    “Everybody,” sobbed Dan. “They rip my clothes off and sit on me and I can’t cum anymore and it hurts but there’s nothing I can do to stop it!” 
 
    Martha stepped back and frowned. 
 
    “Everybody wants you,” she mused. “Everybody wants to make love to you.” 
 
    “They do,” Dan sat up and tried to pull the remnants of his clothes back on. “They all watched Seinfeld, they all got the subliminal message, and they just want me.” 
 
    Martha could feel her heart pounding. She wanted Dan in the worst way, but her intellect was bigger than her lust, or, at least, was able to rule over her female urges for a time. 
 
    “Subliminal messages? What are you talking about?” 
 
    Dan was caught. Tom couldn’t take the subliminal messages out of the Seinfeld show. Women were pursuing him unrelentingly, and he figured if he just came clean, maybe Martha could get the messages removed from he TV show. Sure, he’d be fired, but that was better than being savaged by every woman who had watched Seinfeld! 
 
    “I had Tom put a subliminal message in The Soup Nazi episode of Seinfeld. I thought nobody ever watched that show, but it looks like every woman in town has seen it. They chase me! They take advantage of me and there’s nothing I can do.” 
 
    Martha’s pussy was wet, but her mind was active. She took a step further back and said, “Tell me the whole thing.” 
 
    So Dan did. He was half sobbing as he admitted his complicity, and he explained that he just wanted to get into his girlfriend’s pants. 
 
    Martha listened. 
 
    When he was going over how the receptionist in the building had chased him she went to her desk and sat down. As he finished explaining what had had happened she pulled up the security feeds. 
 
    She looked at the various window on her screen. 
 
    Yep. The receptionist going from door to door, looking in rooms, searching. 
 
    And there was a strange girl! It looked like the barista from the Starbuck’s on the next block. 
 
    And there were other women roaming through the building, looking in closets, calling out Dan’s name. 
 
    One part of her mind considered the Seinfeld program. Obviously it was more popular than the numbers indicated. She was going to have to see to getting more episodes. 
 
    The other part of her mind watched the women scouring the building, searching for Dan. 
 
    Then she heard footsteps outside her office, and pounding on the door. The security feed showed that the receptionist had reached her office. 
 
    “Get under my desk,” snapped Martha. 
 
    Dan ran around the desk and dove into the knee well. 
 
    Martha went to the door and unlocked it. 
 
    Instead of being cowed by being confronted by the owner of the company, the receptionist tried to look around her, went up on tip toes, and blurted, “Is Dan here?” 
 
    Martha knew better than to mess with a woman in the throes of love. She stepped back a little so that the receptionist could glance over the room. But when the receptionist tried to get in she moved swiftly into her path and pushed back. “Isn’t it time you attended to business?” 
 
    The receptionist frowned. “But…” 
 
    “Or get fired?” 
 
    Dan wasn’t in sight. She had no idea where he was, and now her common sense began to take ahold. 
 
    “Okay,” she mumbled, and she retreated down the hallway. 
 
    Martha locked the door and went back to her desk. She sat down, trapping Dan under the desk. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    That was the moment Martha almost lost it. He was right there, trapped, between her knees, and she wanted him to eat her, finger her, and finally fuck her. 
 
    But she was a woman who had good self-control. 
 
    She looked down at Dan’s face. 
 
    “I should be furious over what you’ve done.” 
 
    “I know. Please. Fix the Seinfeld show and I’ll disappear. You’ll never see me again. I’ll even change my name.” 
 
    Martha considered his words, and ignored them. 
 
    “I have a better idea.” 
 
    Dan looked up, over her lap, past her skinny tits, and worried. She was a woman, after all, and if she had watched the Seinfeld episode then he was in trouble. 
 
    “First, we have to get you out of here. I’ve got an idea for that, too. Then I can get Tom down here and we can see about adjusting that subliminal message.” 
 
    Dan should have caught on right then. She didn’t say ‘delete’ the message, she said ‘adjust’ the message. But he didn’t. 
 
    “How can I get out of here.” 
 
    “First, before we do that…where are you going to go?” 
 
    “Home,” he looked puzzled. 
 
    “And women will surround your house, lay siege, burn the walls down and get to you. No. Going home is the worst thing you could do.” 
 
    “Well, but…where can I go?” 
 
    Martha sighed, “Well, I suppose you could hide out at my place. I have a rather large house in the country, and…you could hide there.” 
 
    “I could? But don’t you have maids or something?” 
 
    “Oh, I fired them.” 
 
    She made a mental note: call maids, fire them, get them out of the mansion within the hour. 
 
    “Okay. I mean, yes. Thank you. Oh, this is such a relief! So how are we going to get me out of here?” 
 
    “That’s easy. We’ll disguise you.” 
 
    “Disguise me?” 
 
    “Sure. We’ve got a make up department. I’ll get you down there at lunch, while everybody is out of the building.” 
 
    “Isn’t the make up department all girls?” 
 
    “Oh, I fired them. Got all boys now. 
 
    She made a mental note: fire all he girls in make up, get them out of the building before lunch. Hire a male make up artist. 
 
    Dan nodded, hope growing in his heart. 
 
    “But isn’t there a danger of somebody coming in and seeing me?” 
 
    “No. Everybody wants Dan the man. We’ll just make you into a woman.” 
 
    Looking down at his sweet but worried face Martha wanted to slide under the desk with him, but she managed to hold on. She had to. 
 
    “Well, what should I do until then?” 
 
    “Uh…” Get between my legs with your tongue? Screw me until I turn sideways! Make me pop until my vagina dies! “You can hide in my closet.” 
 
    So Dan went into her closet. He sat on a box amidst other boxes, under coats, in the darkness, and was sorry he had ever had a subliminal thought. 
 
    Martha sat at her desk and fired her maids, fired the make up department, and hired an all male make up staff, to start that very afternoon. 
 
    Then she called Tom at home. 
 
    “Hello, Tom.” 
 
    “Uh, hi.” (cough cough) 
 
    “I understand you’re feeling under the weather.” 
 
    “Yeah,” his voice sounded like a frog gargling gravel. 
 
    “I also understand that you placed subliminal messages in last night’s Seinfeld episode.” 
 
    Dead silence. The silence of a mine a thousand feet deep. The silence of outer space. 
 
    Then: “Uhhh…” 
 
    “”Would you like to keep your job?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Then you have to do something this afternoon.” 
 
    Tom, on the other end of the line, was feeling really sick. He felt like shit being pounded by a golf shoe. He was squashed and penetrated and feeling like he was leaking out the sides. 
 
    But he wanted his job. 
 
    He listened to Martha, then said, “Okay.” 
 
    Then he was awake, hardly feeling ill at all. What Martha had told him to do…good Lord! 
 
      
 
    Dan sat in the closet for hours. He listened to the murmur of Martha conducting business through the door, and couldn’t distinguish what her low toned voice was saying. 
 
    He sighed. 
 
    He dozed, which he needed to do after his most difficult night. 
 
    Then the door opened. 
 
    “Dan?” 
 
    He woke up and got to his feet. “Is it time?” 
 
    “It is. Come on.” 
 
    She led him through the building to the make up department. He followed her, frightened, afraid somebody would see him. But nobody did, and he arrived in the make up department. 
 
    “Hello, darlings,” cooed the new head of the make up department. His name was Lightening, and he was as gay as gay could be. 
 
    He was wearing skin tight pants that showed everything, a skin tight leopard skin blouse, and high heels. His hair was coiffed and he had a bit of make up on. 
 
    “Hello, uh…Lightening,” even Martha was a little put off by the name and the flame of the new man. 
 
    “What can I do for you, darlings?” 
 
    “I would like this man made up as a woman. The works. Make it so nobody would ever suspect he was a man.” 
 
    “Ooh, goody!” Lightening clapped his hands and pirouetted on his two inch heels. 
 
    “Okay, uh, Charlie…” Martha had warned Dan not to use his own name until he was safely at her home in the country. “Lightening will let me know when you’re done, and I’ll drive you out to my home.” 
 
    “Miss Wentworth, thank you. I know I’ve caused trouble, but I guarantee nothing like this will never happen again!” 
 
    Martha smiled. “I know. Now you just do what Lightening tells you and this will all be over.” 
 
    She exited the department and Lightening went to work. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, darling, first let’s get rid of those terrible, curly hairs you’ve got.” 
 
    Dan looked down at his body. Through the rips in his clothing he could see his hair. He looked up. “My hair?” 
 
    “Of course, darling.” 
 
    Lightening produced a bottle of Nair. “Off with your clothe, honey.” 
 
    Dan removed his ripped clothes and Lightening tossed them into a trash can. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Don’t be scandalous, Danny Boy. I’ve got a marvelous outfit all picked out for you.” 
 
    Then Lightening proceeded to spray the Nair on to Dan’s body. The goo turned into a gelatin, and Lightening smeared it over his body. Every part. 
 
    “Hey!” protested Dan as Lightening smeared the slick goo into his groin. 
 
    “Be brave, my sweet,” murmured the make up artist. 
 
    Dan tried to be brave, but…he was sorely tried. Lightening might be gay, but he was a man! And Dan had never had a man touch his privates, massage his skin, even make sure the hairs in his ass were properly coated with Nair. 
 
    Lightening didn’t seem to mind. In fact, when Dan flinched Lightening would often chuckle, and make sure he touched the same place again. 
 
    Fifteen minutes, then Dan stepped into the shower. He rinsed his hair off and stood naked, and his skin felt like butterflies were beating their wings against him. 
 
    And his cock, of course, durned traitor, had woken up. 
 
    “Oh, how sweet,” quipped Lightening. He took Dan’s cock in his hand and Dan yelped. 
 
    “Homo,” muttered Lightening. 
 
    Lightening handed Dan lingerie. 
 
    A bra with two big breast forms. A gaff, which was a tight piece of underwear used by drag queens to keep their junk out of the way. 
 
    Once the bra and gaff were on Lightening adjust him, tugging on the straps, pushing Dan’s penis back between his legs and pulling the gaff up tight. 
 
    “UNH!” grunted Dan. 
 
    “Sissy,” derided Lightening. 
 
    Then a corset, a very tight corset, and Lightening put his weight behind the pulling of the draw strings and Dan’s waist became very waspish. 
 
    “Oh, you’re going to be darling,” murmured Lightening. 
 
    Lightening had him try on a couple of dresses, but finally settled on a culotte and a blouse with a short jacket. 
 
    “Do you want to look like a school girl?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Or maybe a bitch cop?” 
 
    “I…no!” 
 
    “What? You just want to look like a girl?” 
 
    “Yes! Just a girl!” 
 
    “Okay, but that’s a real drag.” Lightening pushed Dan into a chair. 
 
    He began snipping Dan’s hair, making a bit of a pixie cut,. 
 
    Dan watched, and was aghast as his masculine face began to shift to the feminine. 
 
    Lightening worked fast. He trimmed Dan’s locks and style them so he had a bubble cut. 
 
    He applied layers of make up, professional make up applied by a professional, and Dan’s face took on different hues, his eyes began to sparkle, and his lips turned a juicy red. 
 
    Underneath the gaff Dan’s dick was giving him trouble. It kept trying to stand up, and it bent painfully. 
 
    Lightening gave him earrings, bracelets, spritzed him with perfume, and finally held out a pair of high heels and some nylons. 
 
    Dan put the nylons on himself, then slipped his feet into the pumps. 
 
    He stood, and he never felt more ridiculous in his life. 
 
    That was the moment, as he stared at himself in the mirror, that he wished he had never heard of subliminal messages. 
 
    But his dour mood was immediately crushed. The receptionist stuck her head in the door, looked directly at Dan and didn’t recognize him, and said, “Miss Wentworth would like to see you.” 
 
    Lightening cupped one of Dan’s buns as he left the room, and Dan gasped and jumped, but Lightening just laughed. 
 
    Dan walked through the building, past women who knew who had known him as Dan, but now didn’t recognize him. 
 
    They all thought he was a woman! 
 
    Of course they did. 
 
    He had been professionally made up by one of the best in Hollywood. 
 
    Dan climbed the stairs, getting used to the pumps, then sauntered down the corridor to Martha’s office. 
 
    He walked through the door and stopped. 
 
    Martha was in her chair, behind her desk, leaning back, and it looked like she was reaching down to her… 
 
    Martha jerked upright. 
 
    “Oh! I was just stretching!” 
 
    It had looked like she was rubbing her pussy, but…that couldn’t be. She was an older woman. She didn’t do such things! 
 
    “Come on, now. Let’s go to the garage.” 
 
    Martha led the way, striding imperiously through the building. They walked right past the receptionist who looked a little miffed. 
 
    Well, she should. She had searched for Dan all day, and hadn’t found him. 
 
    Into the garage and they walked to her big Lincoln. 
 
    Dan sat down in the passenger seated and Martha fired the brute up. 
 
    “Hey, isn’t that Tom’s car?” 
 
    “Must be your imagination,” said Martha, smoothly turning the wheel. 
 
    Dan looked behind, but they were out of sight now. It sure had looked like Tom’s car. Oh, well. There were a lot of cars in the world. 
 
    Martha drove through the city. She didn’t speak, and her face was set in a slight smile. 
 
    Into the country, over the rolling hills, and through a dense forest. 
 
    Her mansion was three stories, with gables and widow walks and chimneys. It had been built by a retired sea captain a hundred years before, and it was a staunch old collection of beams and bricks.  
 
    “Wow,” said Dan. 
 
    “I never get company out here, so you need not worry about being discovered.” 
 
    “No maids?” 
 
    “No. As I said, I fired them. But if you could help out with the duties I would appreciate it. It’s such a big house, after all.” 
 
    “Of course,” Dan agreed. 
 
    They circled a big drive around a big lawn and stopped in front of the house. Dan climbed out and looked up. 
 
    “I’ve got twenty rooms, and I’ve got one picked out for you.” 
 
    She led the way up the stairs to the porch. they crossed the porch and entered the big edifice. 
 
    It was amazing inside. Tall ceilings, polished wood floors, extravagant furniture, large paintings, drapes, and a monster chandelier. 
 
    Dan looked around and felt almost shrunken as the place dwarfed him. 
 
    “Come along, Dan.” Martha led the way upstairs. 
 
    Dan followed compliantly. 
 
    “This is your room.” 
 
    The room wasn’t very big, especially compared to the rest of the house. Also, it was decorated in pink. It had pink drapes, a pink bedspread, even a pink dresser! 
 
    “I’ll see to getting some more outfits for you. We can hang them in the closet over there. 
 
    “Mrs. Wentworth, his is all wonderful, and I can’t thank you enough, but…when can you get Tom to delete the subliminal so everything can get back to normal?” 
 
    “Well, that is a problem, isn’t it? Tom is very ill, apparently. It may be a while before he can adjust what he has done. But you’ll be comfortable here in the meantime.” 
 
    “What about my girlfriend?” 
 
    Martha turned to him. “Do you think she’ll really want to be your girlfriend once she finds out what you did?” 
 
    “Oh, uh…gosh.” Dan was quite saddened. Yes, he had not used good judgement, but he thought he might really love Jan. 
 
    “But don’t you worry about that right now.” She patted his cheek, stared into his eyes, then seemed to jerk herself back. “I’ll go fix us a big dinner, then we can just…sit around. Maybe watch some TV. I have to watch our stations, you know, make sure everything goes well.” 
 
    Dan lay on the bed while Martha went downstairs to the kitchen. He bounced a little bit, got a kick out of the jouncing of his fake boobs, and he just relaxed. 
 
    At last. The nightmare was over! 
 
    An hour later Martha called up to him. 
 
    “Danny? Dinner is ready.” 
 
    Grinning, totally relieved, Dan headed down the stairs. He stepped into the dining room and…stopped. 
 
    The table was set. Roast beef. Potatoes. Greens. Glasses 0of wine in front of each plate. 
 
    But that wasn’t what stopped him. What stopped him was Martha. 
 
    She was standing at the head of the table in a flimsy nightie. 
 
    It was pale pink and he could see right through it. 
 
    He could see her bony hips and her washboard ribs. He could see the saggy breasts, so thin and yet capped by two of the most rigid nipples he had ever seen. 
 
    Her hair was down, and it was grey and frizzy and thin. 
 
    And her bush. Her bush was thick and gnarly looking. 
 
    “Miss Wentworth,” he gasped. 
 
    “Have a seat, Danny boy. I just thought I’d get comfortable.” 
 
    Her face was made up, and not well. The lipstick was garish, she had pink spots in her pale cheeks. Her eyes were heavy with liner. 
 
    Danny stumbled on into the room, staring at her and trying not to. He sat down at the place next to her, and she leaned over him and forked some meat onto his plate, and a big glob of mashed potatoes. Her thin tits touched his shoulder and he tried not to jerk. 
 
    “Now eat up, Danny. You’re a growing boy. Or,” she giggled, a ghastly sound like marbles rattling in her throat, “maybe I should say a growing ‘girl.’” 
 
    She tittered, then sat down at her own place. 
 
    Danny ate, and the food was good, but…Martha leaned on an elbow and watched him. 
 
    “Aren’t you going to eat?” he asked at one point. 
 
    “Oh, no. I must keep my girlish figure.” 
 
    Danny grabbed the wine glass and sucked down the whole flute in one second. 
 
    “Would you like some more?” She topped it off and he drank again. And wished it was pure whiskey. 
 
    “Now then, I thought maybe you could help out with the yard, maybe mow the law, clean the windows, that sort of thing. And when you aren’t too busy, maybe you could polish some of the wood here. We have so-o-o much wood. Then there’s the silverware, and the dishes after we eat, and…oh, there’s so many things to do in a house like this. You don’t mind, do you?” 
 
    Dan minded a lot, but he was trapped. He couldn’t go back to town and risk being recognized, and Martha had gone out of her way to help him. He shook his head and tried not to look at her face. 
 
    Finally, the meal was over, and Danny took the dishes into the kitchen and washed them. 
 
    He was barely done when Mrs. Wentworth came in and took his hand. “Come upstairs, Danny. It’s time to check the programming, and…there’s something I’d like to share with you.” 
 
    “Uh, okay.” 
 
    Danny wished he could have stayed downstairs and washed more dishes, but there were more no more dishes. He was led up the stairs and down the hall to Martha’s room. 
 
    It was a big room, with lots of underwear and dresses. The bed was monstrous. a big poster bed with a sail for a canopy. 
 
    “Just have a seat here, Danny. I’ll turn the TV on.” She pushed him onto the bed and grabbed the remote and climbed up after him. 
 
    She made sure he was comfortable, propping him on pillows, and she aimed the remote and clicked it. 
 
    “Oh, no,” murmured Dan, as the doodle bass played the Seinfeld theme. 
 
    “Don’t you just love this show?” gushed Martha. 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “And, that thing I was going to tell you?” 
 
    The show was the one where the Seinfeld quartet, Jerry, Kramer, George and Elaine, got lost in a garage. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    He was torn between watching the show and paying attention to Martha. 
 
    “I managed to get a hold of Tom, and he adjusted the computer code that he put on the Seinfeld show.” 
 
    “He did?” 
 
    George grousing, Kramer double taking, Elaine complaining, Seinfeld with that idiot half smile on his face as he tried to act. 
 
    “Yes. I had him change the code.” 
 
    “Change it? But—“ 
 
    Kramer carrying a big box, a TV or an air conditioner or something. Fumbling, tripping, carrying on. 
 
    “Yes. It seemed such. pity to waste good subliminal messaging.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “Watch the show, Danny.” 
 
    And Danny, oddly, though he didn’t like the Seinfeld show, found that he was staring at the TV. Not really seeing it so much as…as… 
 
    “And I’ve got a confession to make.” 
 
    “Uh…uh…yeah?” 
 
    He was caught between listening to Martha and watching the Seinfeld gang stumble around in the never ending maze of the never ending garage. 
 
    “Yes. I like little girls, but…I like them with penises.” 
 
    “You…” his head jerked back and forth, but couldn’t escape the TV. “…do?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. Are you watching the show?” 
 
    “I…yeah…I guess…” 
 
    Suddenly he was aware that his dick really hurt. 
 
    He reached through the baggy legs of his culotte and pulled at the gaff. 
 
    “Uncomfortable? Let me help you.” 
 
    She bent over him, unbuckled his belt, pulled off the culottes, then the gaff. 
 
    His eyes were focused on Seinfeld. 
 
    His dick sprang up, big and stiff, and it was sore, but…but that didn’t matter, because…because…he just realized….he had these very strong feelings inside him, struggling to get out. 
 
    The TV. 
 
    George whining. Elaine showing off her big teeth. Jerry thinking he was funny. 
 
    He loved Miss Wentworth. Funny. He must have loved her for a long time, but he just now realized it. 
 
    Martha, however, must have felt the same. She climbed over him, placed her bony knees on each side of him, and lowered her dried up cunt on his cock. 
 
    It was rough. It hadn’t been used since World War I. It was like rubbing his dick with sand paper. And she stuffed a skinny tit in his mouth. 
 
    “Suck me, lover!” she crooned in her old, ragged voice. 
 
    He sucked, and he tried to keep his head over not he side so he could watch Seinfeld, and Martha Wentworth bounced up and down on him and told him how much she love him. 
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    Part One 
 
      
 
    Bo Sanders stood in line. It was dark, rain was pouring down, and he was miserable. He had a thin jacket that was waterproof, but the water still seeped down the back of his neck and chilled him.  
 
    “Wish they’d hurry up,” muttered the man in front of him. 
 
    None of the other men said anything, and the hours crept by. 
 
    There were hundreds of men in line, all hoping for a chance to be employed. All hoping for a chance to make something of their lives.  
 
    Two women walked past. They were moving briskly, chattering quietly, and the men stared at them. 
 
    They stared at the women’s long legs, their round asses, their uplifted breasts and beautiful faces. 
 
    Not a few sighs were heard. 
 
    The women continued up the block and turned into the entrance to the city. 
 
    They would sleep warm tonight, and the men would sit on the wet earth and huddle against walls and hope that it would stop raining. 
 
    Rain, however, didn’t usually listen to men’s wishes. 
 
      
 
    The night passed, an eternity of cold and sneezes and grumbles. 
 
    The sun rose, a pale thing, weak in warmth, barely adequate in light. 
 
    The line started moving. 
 
    One man at a time, they stood at the front gate and presented their forms. 
 
    Most of the men couldn’t read nor write, and they looked up hopefully at the ladies taking the forms. 
 
    “Sorry.” 
 
    “Sorry.” 
 
    “Sorry.” 
 
    Man after man was sent away, discouraged, slump shouldered, no place to go, reduced to another day of begging for scraps 
 
    Bo took a step. Waited. Took another step. 
 
    He had gotten in line early, the day before, but he was already late. 
 
    And it seemed most of the men were taller than him, and had muscles. Or, at least the stringy things that went for muscles in starved men. 
 
    Step. 
 
    Step. 
 
    Step. 
 
    the line shrunk, and by noon there were only a half dozen men in front of him. 
 
    Bo watched the ladies doing the interviewing. 
 
    As interviews ent, it wasn’t much. A man would hand a form to a woman. She would look at it, then shake her head. “Sorry.” 
 
    Bo racked his mind thinking, What do they want? What are they looking for? 
 
    But there was no answer. Only the monotonous: sorry…sorry…sorry. 
 
    One man in front of him. 
 
    Bo stared at the women. They were the key. Get past them, and…and he wished he was tall and strong, able to let these women know that he was alpha enough, that they couldn’t afford to turn him away. 
 
    But he wasn’t tall and strong. He was slender, with a soft face and delicate hands. Hands that had ever seen the hard work that women required of men. 
 
    He sighed. 
 
    “Next,” the man in front of Bo walked away with bent shoulders. Rejected. 
 
    Bo stepped forward and presented his form. 
 
    The woman looked at the form, and Bo wondered what she was looking for. 
 
    References? Experiences? What? 
 
    “Look at this,” murmured the woman to the other woman. 
 
    “Hmmm. Better get the captain to okay it.” 
 
    Okay it? Where was the ‘sorry?’ 
 
    Why weren’t they shaking their heads and sending him down the cold, lonely street? 
 
    “Captain? I might have one.” 
 
    Bo blinked. They might have one? One what? Now he was scared. Had he done something wrong? 
 
    Another woman stepped out of the gate. She took Bo’s form and studied it. She had a large bosom and red lips. Her lips were pursed as she examined Bo’s application. 
 
    She looked up at him, scared him with her big, blues eyes. 
 
    “This yours?” 
 
    “Uh…” He nodded, his voice failing him. 
 
    “Where’d you learn to write in cursive?” 
 
    “I…my mother…” 
 
    “Where’s your mother now?” 
 
    He shook his head, and the woman understood. Passed on. A victim of the diseases that had ravaged America when the economy failed and the country dissolved into chaos. 
 
    “Why’d you write in cursive? Everybody else writes in block.” 
 
    “I wanted to make a good impression.” Bo spoke quietly, and tried not to fumble his words. He was getting scared. 
 
    “So curlicues and loops make for a better impression,” the woman mused. 
 
    “It’s something a woman would say,” remarked one of the gatekeepers. 
 
    The captain glanced at her, and there was reproach in her look. 
 
    “Sorry,” muttered the woman. 
 
    The captain studied Bo intently. 
 
    Bo wanted to apologize, to leave, even to run, but he was fixed like a bug under the strong woman’s stare. 
 
    “He’s the right size,” said the first woman, the one who had taken his form. 
 
    “Can you do push ups?” 
 
    “I can try.” 
 
    “Go on.” 
 
    Oh, damn, thought Bo. He was terrible at physical things. 
 
    He put his hands on the ground and extended his feet. His arms trembled and he went down, struggled, and made it back up. 
 
    And again. 
 
    Then he couldn’t do any more. 
 
    He gave a half a sob, collapsed, then awkwardly stood up. 
 
    “I…I can usually do more…” 
 
    But the three women were now talking amongst themselves. 
 
    He stood, prepared to turn and walk down the street, but the women suddenly turned back to him. 
 
    The captain handed Bo’s form to one of the other women, said to Bo, “Good luck.” 
 
    Bo thought that was his dismissal, but the woman who had first taken his form said, “Pass through.” 
 
    He stood, stunned, unable to move. Reality had shifted and he didn’t understand it. 
 
    “Come on.” 
 
    So he stepped through the doorway. 
 
    He was in the city! At last! A hope of warmth, of food, of a chance…God! A chance! 
 
    Tears began to trickle down his cheeks. 
 
      
 
    The inside of the city was brighter than the grey of the outer world. 
 
    It had colors, real colors, and Bo stared in stunned disbelief. 
 
    Buildings with paint on them, and the paint not peeling. 
 
    Yards with grass. 
 
    Planters with plants. Mostly vegetables and fruits, but…plants! 
 
    A source of actual food! 
 
    He stood for a long moment and gazed about. 
 
    There were half a dozen men standing with him. All of them were short and slender, not a muscle in the bunch, and they gawked much the same as he did. 
 
    Two women were coming down the street towards them. The city being covered by a huge, see through canopy, nobody was wearing coats or rain gear. 
 
    Raincoats and galoshes were placed near the gate for entry to the outside world, and everybody wore dresses. 
 
    And Bo realized that everybody was women. No men. 
 
    And the women were all stunningly beautiful. Long legs and high breasts, plump, red lips and waves of hair. 
 
    Beautiful people for a beautiful city. 
 
    The two women coming up the street stopped in front of the group of shabby men. They inspected the men with dour looks. 
 
    “This is what we have to work with?” muttered one of the women. 
 
    “What is the world coming to.” 
 
    “Well, might as well get busy.” She raised her voice and spoke to the men. 
 
    “Line up against that wall.” 
 
    The men shuffled to the wall indicated and stared at the women. 
 
    “You men have been selected for conversion. Anybody who doesn’t wish to be converted, to be a member of this city and community, please go back out the gate. 
 
    As if that was going to happen! 
 
    “All right. Follow us. Stay in line.” 
 
    The two women turned and walked off. 
 
    The men stumbled after the two women, and it was like watching two Snow Whites being trailed after by seven disreputable wanna be dwarfs. 
 
    Bo was at the end of the line, and he kept leaning out and watching the women, he was terrified that he would be lost, left behind. 
 
    This was his big chance, and he didn’t want to blow it. 
 
      
 
    As Bo traversed the city, staying carefully in line, the city became even more beautiful. 
 
    Outside the city people lived in tents repaired with thread hundreds of times, until they no longer looked like they had ever been one piece of material  
 
    Inside the city people lived in houses. The houses were clean, no slats missing from the fences, no garbage thrown in the yards. 
 
    Outside the city people scrounged for food, fighting for scraps at the dumps where the city tossed their refuse. 
 
    Inside the city Bo passed restaurants where people sat at tables and laughed and joked with people in clean, white smocks. 
 
    And there were children. Real children. Children that ran and played, hid behind their mother’s dresses, or just stared at him. 
 
    And they should stare at him. 
 
    His clothes were rags, his shoes had been taped together, tied together, the soles replaced a dozen times. He hadn’t had a shower since the summer rains. His hair was long and unkempt. 
 
    But, for all this despair…he was glad. 
 
    He had been accepted. 
 
    He wondered what conversion was. 
 
      
 
    They followed the left wall of the city, walked about a mile, then came to a large warehouse. It was in fine condition, nothing special about it, except that it was off by itself. 
 
    “Okay, ladies. Drop your rags in the incinerator here, then file into the building.” 
 
    The two women indicated a large, industrial strength incinerator, then entered the building through a door in the side wall. 
 
    The men who had made it this far didn’t even glance at each other. They just peeled off their filthy rags and threw them in the fire. Then they filed into the building. 
 
    Bo was, as usual, last in line. He felt strange, being naked. Naked was one thing the people on the outside didn’t like. It was cold when one was naked. One felt vulnerable. 
 
    And, in Bo’s case, he did not have much in the manhood department. 
 
    His dirty, little crotch was caked with dirt, had lots of gnarly hair, and an inch long pecker poked out. 
 
    The downside of being teeny was that he was always horny. But the length of him…who would notice? 
 
    They stood in a tiled room. One of the women was standing in a raincoat with galoshes on. “Stand against the wall!” 
 
    They did, and the woman turned on the water. 
 
    It wasn’t cold, and the men were surprised. Their eyes opened, and they turned their bodies this way and that and allowed the woman full access to their bodies, their filth, their genitalia. 
 
    The other woman moved amongst them, also clad in a raincoat and galoshes. She handed out soft loofahs. “Clean each other up. Nobody is leaving here until you’re all clean!” 
 
    Now the men stared at each other, or the floor, and were ashamed. Real men didn’t touch other men. 
 
    The woman wouldn’t put up with their foolishness, however. She physically grabbed wrists and guided them to backs, to chests, to armpits, and, finally, to groin areas. 
 
    Slowly, red-faced, the men began to clean each other. 
 
    There was soap in the water they were being sprayed with and the suds rose up in thick masses. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” said one of the men, and he reached into another man’s groin and washed him thoroughly. 
 
    “That’s it, darling,” crooned the woman with the hose, giving them extra spritzes of the warm water. 
 
    The man being sponged had an erection. 
 
    “Go on, honey. Stroke it clean.” 
 
    Then, the ice being broken, all the men were washing each other’s groins. 
 
    Except for Bo. He was the seventh man, the odd man, and he had nobody to clean him, and nobody to clean. 
 
    For a moment he stood, alone, then he reached for his own groin. 
 
    “You! Stop that!” 
 
    Bo cringed and shrunk away. 
 
    The woman who had handed out the sponges towered over him. “You are not to touch your oneself! That way leads to masturbation. You will not touch yourself! And if you do…there are ways of dealing with that.” 
 
    One of the men fell to his knees and sobbed. “Don’t kick us out!” His head was in his hands. 
 
    The woman who had been spraying everybody, “Up on your feet, honey. Nobody is kicking you out. You’ll learn. That is your punishment.” Her voice was kindly. 
 
    The loofah woman pushed Bo towards the woman with the hose. “Spray him direct.” Get him off with the hose.” 
 
    The woman with the hose turned and aimed the nozzle directly towards Bo’s crotch. 
 
    The spray struck him, and he lowered his hands to cover his groin. 
 
    “Keep your hands up!” The sponge woman pushed one of his hands up. Now sobbing, Bo raised the other hand and presented himself for spraying. 
 
    The water was warm, but hard, but it felt good. He turned so it wouldn’t strike his balls, and his groin was quickly washed free of debris. 
 
    Suddenly the spray stopped. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” The woman dropped the hose and stared at Bo’s groin. 
 
    The other woman looked down, and she stopped. “Oh, no!” 
 
    Bo, sobbing, looked down. Everything was normal. No balls and an inch long pecker. Hard as hard could be, but…short. 
 
    Then one of the women screamed, up against the wall!” And to Bo. “No! Not you! You stay where you are.” 
 
    The other woman ran to a wall phone and picked up and started gibbering into it. 
 
    Now everybody was scared, Bo most of all. The other six men huddled against the wall. they stared about and their faces, not fully cleaned, shortly had tears trails down the cheeks. 
 
    Bo stood, shivering, huddled in on himself. 
 
    Less than a minute later a door banged open and the most beautiful woman Bo had ever seen strode in. 
 
    “Bow before the Queen!” 
 
    Everybody fell to their knees, including and especially Bo. 
 
    The Queen was amazing. She was nine feet tall, and her proportions were exact and perfect. Her measurements were 72 by 48 by 72. She was wearing a robe and that was all, and her perfect flesh was easy to see through the center of the robe. 
 
    Perfect flesh, lightly tanned, with nipples almost as big as shot glasses. Her hair flowed down, a heavy waterfall of glimmering gold. 
 
    Her eyes were super intelligent, and quickly assessed and situation, and she gazed at Bo intently. 
 
    “This is the one?” 
 
    The two women, their postures deferential, nodded. 
 
    The Queen moved forward, her body a harmony of motion, and towered over Bo. 
 
    “Stand.” 
 
    Trembling, terrified, Bo stood up. 
 
    The Queen knelt and examined his penis. Her lips were pursed and her eyes narrowed. She reached out and her big hands touched him, and he shivered in ecstasy. The Queen had touched him! 
 
    He had only heard rumors, didn’t even know that one truly existed, but now…she had touched him, and he felt a response in his genital area that was strong. 
 
    His penis stood up even straighter. 
 
    The Queen didn’t care that she was touching a half cleaned groin. She handled Bo, and suddenly Bo felt a wave of pleasure flow over him. It was like a golden surge of goodness and his knees would have given away, except that the Queen opened her hand and held him up by the groin. 
 
    “Oh…oh…oh…” groaned Bo as the pleasure coursed through his body. 
 
    The Queen raised her face and watched as Bo came.  
 
    When Bo was done she stood up and walked the other two women to a corner of the room. 
 
    They kept their voices low, but Bo could hear bits and pieces of their conversation. 
 
    “Must have been raised…hidden in plain sight…she never told her…” 
 
    And, the inevitable, “What do we do now?” 
 
    “He’s in the class now. No special treatment…still has to learn…” 
 
    Then the conversation was over. The Queen turned back to Bo, walked over to him. “My name is Silithia. We will speak again.” 
 
    Then the huge but perfect woman walked out of the room. 
 
    “Everybody! Move to the center.” 
 
    The hose was started up and everybody started cleaning each other again. 
 
    Bo was washed, very thoroughly, but there seemed to be a different attitude on the part of the two women. Now they sprayed her just as viciously, but while they made Bo wash other men’s groins, they didn’t allow anybody to wash his. And, instead, they insisted on washing his groin themselves. 
 
      
 
    They were taken out of the washing room and down a hall to a room with clothes in it. 
 
    Another woman was there, and she handed out undergarments. 
 
    The men all had to wear training bras, and the woman in charge fitted them perfectly. 
 
    Then she handed them all panties. The panties had stretchy pouches. They contained the men’s apparatuses, but weren’t unduly uncomfortable. 
 
    “Don’t scratch yourself!” yelled one of the women at one hapless fellow. “That’s masturbation! Do you want to wear a chastity device?” 
 
    The men didn’t really even understand what a chastity device was, but it sounded terrible, whatever it was. 
 
    Bra and panties on, the men were handed shifts. These were plain, dresses, no need for breasts because none of the men had any. They hung down to the knees and flesh could easily be seen through the large armholes. 
 
    The men stood and stared at themselves and each other. 
 
    Then they were given Mary Janes. Black pumps with low heels. 
 
    They all looked like ridiculous sissy men. 
 
    Bo put on his shift and noticed that the women were whispering to each other, and that glances were being cast his way. 
 
    Oh, no! What had he done? 
 
    Then the woman who passed out clothes walked over to him. she studied him intently, then gave a nod. “Well, don’t worry. We’ll take care of you.” 
 
     
 
    After being dressed they were taken to a dining room and given food. 
 
    The food, waffles and an egg, was ambrosia. They even had a dollop of syrup poured onto their waffles. 
 
    The men ate greedily, ignoring utensils, shoving the fare into their maws, and glaring about as if to warn predators away. A very real thing considering that was how they ate on the outside. 
 
    When they were done licking their plates, and every one of them did it, they had to clean their dishes, and even the utensils they hadn’t used. 
 
    This was a novel undertaking. None of them had ever used plates, except for greasy boxes they sometimes found containing a half gnawed chicken wing or a splash of cole slaw, so they didn’t know how to clean plates. 
 
    Or, for that matter, anything. 
 
    A woman walked along the line of them, raising her voice sometimes, reaching over and showing them sometime, and eventually the dishes were clean. 
 
      
 
    Down a long hall they went, and turned into a dispensary. 
 
    The walls were white, the floor was tile, the ceiling was big, soft squares with tiny holes in them. 
 
    There was a big chair for patients to sit on, and a space on the wall for the men to stand and wait. 
 
    “Okay,” a large woman in a white gown strode into the room. She was pulling on thin latex gloves and had an arrangement of tubes around her neck with a suction device on one end, and two pods on the other ends. “You, up on the table.” 
 
    The first man in line got up on the table. His legs were strapped to extensions, and the extensions spread out. His package was totally on display. 
 
    The nurse, like the other women, was beautiful. But she was also stern. 
 
    She thumped on chests, put the pods in her ears and the suction device to the men’s flesh, and…listened. 
 
    She looked in eyes and ears and up the nose and even in the mouth. 
 
    She entered her findings on a small piece of metal with a glass plate on the front. 
 
    “Okay. 10 CCs of depo.” 
 
    “Needs teeth replacement.” 
 
    “Severe malnutrition. Nothing but food. Shots in a week.” 
 
    And on and on. 
 
    Most of the stuff she said the men, being rather ignorant and never having had any schooling, didn’t understand. 
 
    Some of it they did. 
 
    But everything was happening so fast all they could do was gulp and suffer hands feeling their groins, and even being inserted up their rear ends! 
 
    Then it was Bo’s turn, and the whole thing shifted around. 
 
    “This is the one, eh?” 
 
    “Yes,” answered the loofah woman. 
 
    “Huh. I wonder how he survived.” 
 
    “By hiding, it appears. Somebody prepared him well.” 
 
    Bo was totally mystified. What were they talking about? 
 
    And the doctor examining him changed her method of examination slightly. 
 
    Yes. Listening to the chest, the back, with that strange thing she referred to as a stethoscope. 
 
    Yes, looking into her eyes and ears and such. 
 
    But she spent a long time examining his chest. 
 
    Bo was scared that there was something wrong with his chest, but the doctor just looked, prodded, palpated, and grunted, and made notes. 
 
    The exam of his groin was more…circumspect. 
 
    She was gentle, examined her penis closely. 
 
    “Huh! Somebody administered a cocktail to block development. Expertly done, too.” 
 
    Then the doctor turned to the loofah woman. “This was done by somebody who knew what they were doing.” 
 
    The loofah woman said nothing, just eyed the doctor and kept her mouth shut. 
 
    “Hunh. Well,” the doctor muttered. “Okay.” 
 
    Then the examination was done. 
 
      
 
    The doctor walked out and another woman walked in. This one was wearing a smock, but over a nice dress. She was pushing a large box on wheels. 
 
    “I thought we were off duty till Monday.” 
 
    Bo wondered what a Monday was. 
 
    “Powers that be,” answered the girl who had hosed them. 
 
    “Huh.” 
 
    The newcomer opened the box and folded down a side. There was a things that looked like a gun. Or maybe…Bo had seen what somebody called a power drill once, and it looked like that. 
 
    And he felt a nervousness assailing him. 
 
    He didn’t even know what this gun thing did, but he was suddenly scared. 
 
    “No,” he whispered. 
 
    The man next to him him heard, and glanced at him, but said nothing. 
 
    “Okay, number one, up on the table.” 
 
    The man sat on the table and the new doctor. 
 
    The doctor looked at one of the metal and glass pads that the other doctor had been tapping on and making notes. She made some adjustments in the handle of the gun, then placed it against the man’s arm. 
 
    ZZZT! 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    “Big baby.” The doctor wiped his arm with a sponge and told him to go stand against the wall. “Next.” 
 
    “The next man sat, but said, “You win’t gonna stick that…that…” 
 
    “Yes, I am. And you will shut up and take it. Big baby.” 
 
    ZZZT! 
 
    That man wasn’t surprised, and he grimaced, but didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Next.” 
 
    At the end of the line Bo was starting to shake. It was subtle, and one of the women glanced at him but didn’t pick up on his fear. “No!” 
 
    The man next to him looked at him, but nobody else heard him. 
 
    “Next!” 
 
    “Next!” 
 
    Then it was Bo’s turn. 
 
    “Next.” 
 
    Bo slid down the wall, tears sliding out of his eyes. “NO!” 
 
    Everybody stared at him. 
 
    The doctor cocked her head, then looked at the loofah woman. 
 
    Loofah woman shrugged, and went to help Bo up. 
 
    Bo, however, was having none of it. Terror leaped through his heart, he pushed at hands, and he began to scream weird things. 
 
    “Not again! No more! I can’t!” 
 
    Everybody was frozen, then the loofah woman sat down next to him. She placed her arms around him. “It’s okay. It’s okay.” 
 
    “No more,” whimpered Bo. 
 
    “Don’t worry. You don’t have to.” 
 
    Bo huddled against the loofah woman. He cried, and slowly the tears slowed down. 
 
    Finally, he opened his eyes. 
 
    The doctor was there, the loofah woman, and himself. 
 
    The other woman, the hose woman, and the men, were all gone. 
 
    Now Bo was distraught. He knew he was going to be kicked out of the city, but he didn’t know what to do. He didn’t know why he had been crying, just that a soul shattering terror had come over him at the sight of the men getting their shots. 
 
    Silithia walked into the room. 
 
    Immediately the atmosphere changed. 
 
    No more uncertainty. No more frowns. Just…peace. 
 
    Silithia leaned down and helped Bo up. She held Bo against her body, his face barely came up to her boobs, and it was like being cuddled by a fluffy elephant. 
 
    “I understand you don’t want your shots.” 
 
    Bo understood what shots were now. He shook his head. 
 
    “Even for me?” 
 
    Bo still shook his head, and even more violently. the idea that this perfect creature could make him do something like that…it was more than frightening. it was the end of the world. 
 
    Silithia turned to the doctor. “Administer orally.” 
 
    “It will take longer.” 
 
    “But we must be gentle in this case. Mind you, you can be rough in other realms of training, but for this…no.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    Silithia held Bo apart from herself and smiled at him, and Bo felt that wondrous presence seeping into his soul. 
 
    “You will take pills. No shots. Okay?” 
 
    Bo nodded gratefully. 
 
    “Now try not to be a bother,” and Silithia kissed her forehead. 
 
    An explosion of light emanated from that spot on his forehead and swept through him. He wasn’t cumming, but it was almost as good. 
 
    Then Silithia was gone, and the room seemed darker for her departure. 
 
     
 
    Bo was given a dozen pills. Little ones, big ones, colored ones, gel and capsule and so on. She drank them down with something called apple juice, and the apple juice exploded in her mouth. She had never tasted anything so delicious in her life. 
 
    Then she was walked out of the room and down the hall to a classroom. 
 
    There were a dozen chairs, and each chair had a surface to write on on it. 
 
    The other six men stared at him, but said nothing. 
 
    The hose woman was at the head of the class. She had a little stick in her hand and was drawing things on a shiny, white board. 
 
    “Good morning. Bo is it?” 
 
    Bo nodded and the loofah woman placed him in a seat. 
 
    “You are forgiven your tardiness, and my name is Samantha. You may call me Sam. And the lady who accompanied you is Crystal. You may call her Chris. 
 
    “Now, attend, class. The structure of the city goes like this. At the bottom are the serving men. Some of you may end up as serving men, so I suggest all of you cultivate manners and politeness in dealing with them.  
 
    “Next is the faux women. Most of you will end up as a faux woman. You will be in conversion until…Todd. I see the confused look on your face. What is it?” 
 
    The man named Todd spoke in a whisper. He was obviously frightened at speaking in front of everybody. “What is conversion?” 
 
    “Conversion is when a man changes into a woman.” 
 
    “We’re…we’re going to change into women?” 
 
    “Of course. Except for the serving men everybody is changing into a woman, and if you are a woman then you are still in conversion.” 
 
    “To what?” blurted a fellow whose name was Randy. 
 
    “To a more superior woman. Womanus Maximus is the official term.” 
 
    She waited for more questions, but there were none, so she continued. “Men who refuse to convert may  leave the city, or serve us. Men who convert will undergo changes in their body until they become real women. This may take a long time, it depends on certain factors which we will discuss in depth later on. 
 
    “Then there are the born women. They are in conversion to become Womanus Maximus.” 
 
    “I don’t understand,” said Randy. 
 
    “What don’t you understand?” 
 
    “Men become women, women become…something else. What is this Woman Maximus thing? 
 
    “Womanus Maximus is the term coined for women who have unlocked their true potential. This often includes increased body growth, superior health, and all sorts of abilities. In the past any such woman who even attempted to unlock their true abilities were called witches and even put to death. This was the attempt of short-sighted men to keep woman in their place, to retain their grip on power, to rule the world. Men, you see, are responsible for death and disease for the hundreds of thousands of years of human history, and that’s just on this planet.” 
 
    Nobody understood. 
 
    Oh, the words were plain enough, but the concepts, the hints of history, it was confusing. 
 
    There was a high chair to one side of the little stage on which Sam stood. She went to the high chair and pulled it to the front of the dais. She sat on it, folded her sexy legs at the knee and placed her hands around her top knee. 
 
    “Well. I see we’re down to it. Any questions?” 
 
    There were none. The men were being told they would turn into women, or be kicked out of the city, or made into slaves. 
 
    Like so many men before them, they were stunned, and fear infested their fragile hearts. 
 
    Sam smiled. “Cat got your tongue, eh? Well, I realize that what I have told you is fantastic. It is like being born into Jane and the Beanstalk and learning that it’s true, that it really did happen. 
 
    “The mind starts to shiver, belief systems are destroyed, and you want to curl up and die. Such bad choices you have made. You were born a man, and man is responsible for the endless wars and diseases, the poverty and the suppression of thousands of years of human history. And now you feel that you are going to be made into something soft and cuddly, or thrown out on the streets to starve, or just to be a slave.” 
 
    Everybody was quiet. 
 
    Two more women had entered the room at the rear, and they looked bigger and beefier, and yet were still sexy. They were holding two foot lengths of sticks that many of the men recognized as shock sticks. 
 
    “Well, I could talk till I’m blue in the face, but it is better if I just offer you proof.” 
 
    At that moment the door to the side of the dais opened and a woman bent over slightly to get through the door. She was a large woman, near nine feet tall, and Bo gasped. 
 
    It was Silithia. 
 
    “I would like to introduce Silithia, Womanus Maximus. In fact, Silithia came up with the procedures that unlocked womankind’s potentials. She released the witch in all of us.” 
 
    The men felt it then. They felt the warmth and comfort that exuded from the giant woman. It was like they were being immersed in a giant vat of kindness and compassion. 
 
    Silithia smiled, and doubt left their hearts. 
 
    “Thank you, Sam. And welcome to you, class of 5,096. I truly hope you will avail yourselves of our hospitality. I…we…look forward to you attaining womanhood. Or, in the event that you decide not to…we thank you for your service.” 
 
    Then Silithia turned and left the room. 
 
    Every man in the room was changed. 
 
    Every man had a giant boner, of course. But they now understood something of the infinite capacity of women. 
 
    Before Silithia started welcoming arriving classes many men would ask to leave the city. 
 
    Once having met her, however, no man ever left the city. 
 
    That is the effect of Womanus Maximus.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    “How come they didn’t give you a shot?” 
 
    Bo was laying in his bed, a comfortable piece of furniture with a soft mattress, a soft pillow, and a pink spread. 
 
    The lights were out and the men were laying in their beds. All of them were thinking about their situation, and all of them were listening. 
 
    “I don’t know. They just…I was…” 
 
    “You were scared. That is pretty obvious. But they treat you differently.” 
 
    “Sometimes,” Bo admitted. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Are you a spy? Sent in here to watch us?” That was Randy, two beds down. 
 
    “No! I came here with you guys.” 
 
    “There’s lots of guys out there that I don’t know,” muttered someone in the darkness. 
 
    “Yeah, maybe you better fess up.” 
 
    But there was nothing to fess to. Bo had heard about the city, he had come and hoped to get work, or maybe a hand out, or just a better place for begging and scrounging. He had had no clue that he was going to be enlisted for…for conversion! 
 
    The men kept asking questions, but Bo stopped answering. He just said. “I don’t know…I don’t know. I want to go to sleep.” 
 
    The men left him alone, though there was some ill feeling, and he lay in the quiet. 
 
    He could hear the hum of the city in the distance. Women, and Womanus Maximus, and even serving men. 
 
    What would he be? 
 
    He had chosen to come to the city, but…what would he end up choosing now? 
 
    One thing for sure was that he didn't want to be a serving man. 
 
    But that meant he had to become a woman. And that scared him. It scared him worse than having to get shots had scared him. 
 
    Finally, he slept. 
 
      
 
    “The greatest lesson is politeness.” Chris smiled at the seven men. “If somebody says something you don’t like…be polite.” 
 
    “What if somebody hits you?” 
 
    “You will be learning self defense later on, but if you are polite you will never have to use that self defense.” 
 
    That was a hard pill to swallow, and the men would spend much time thinking about that point, and even debating it amongst themselves. 
 
    “Okay, we’ve covered basic manners. Tomorrow we will discuss relationships and behaviors between serving men, woman, and Womanus Maximus. Lunch now. Follow the yellow line down the hall.” 
 
      
 
    Lunch was tuna and peas and a fruit bowl. It wasn’t a lot of food, but it was nourishing, and later classes would reveal that it was precisely the right elements for a healthy woman. 
 
    Of course, when men were converting it was never enough, or so they thought. But men are renowned for being gluttons. 
 
    After lunch they were directed to a beauty salon in the warehouse. There they all learned about nails, how to care for them, how to enhance them cosmetically. 
 
    The men were having a rough time. They all had ugly, misshapen nails, and it was going to take several treatments, a whole change of lifestyle, before their nails would look good. 
 
    No more diving in dumpsters. No more rubbing wood sticks to make a fire. No more picking the meat off a rat’s carcass with their fingernails. 
 
    They were ladies now, and expected to act like it. 
 
    So they worked on their own nails, shaped them and sanded them and pushed the cuticles back and tried to make them into something pretty. Then they went through the torture of bending over and painting their toe nails—none of them was in the slightest flexible, and soon they were all groaning as they stayed bent over and tried to use the tiny, little brushes to paint their nails. 
 
    Except for Bo. Bo was the shortest of the men, and the most slender, and he didn’t seem to have much trouble bending over and holding the position. 
 
    He bent, contorted, and gently slicked the paint onto his nails. 
 
    And he was good at it. He did the minimum number of strokes, cuticles to tip, and his nails came out looking wonderful. 
 
    A couple of the men nudged one another and watched Bo hum as he painted his toes. Their faces showed their displeasure. He was getting special treatment, and now he seemed to know some special trick of flexibility. 
 
    When he was done with his toes Sam came by and congratulated him. “Wonderful. You’ll make a fine woman.” 
 
    Which caused even more resentment amongst the men. 
 
    A short break, while the men stayed to themselves and groused, then they started putting long fakes on their fingernails. 
 
    One would assume fake fingernails would be easy, but then one would be wrong. 
 
    First, the fingernails had to be perfectly prepared. Second, one had to shape the fingernails to exactly the right width. Third, it is hard to paint long nails when one is wearing long nails.  
 
    Long nails require different ways of moving, and this creates a certain amount of clumsiness. 
 
    Again, Bo showed a bit of talent. He shaped the nails, glued them on, and painted them quickly, and his work was most excellent. So excellent that he again was complimented by Sam. 
 
    “See if you can help some of the others, dear,” said Sam. 
 
    Bo went to the nearest man and said, “Can I help you?” 
 
    It was Randy, and he grunted. “I’ve got it.” 
 
    It was a harsh rebuttal, but the next man, Todd, was okay with getting help. 
 
    Quickly, Bo showed him little tricks he had figured out, and shortly Todd’s nails were as pretty as Bo’s. 
 
    “Wow!” Todd exclaimed, holding his hands up and looking at them. 
 
    The pretty nails had gone a long way towards changing the appearance of his ugly hands, and he marveled, then thanks Bo. 
 
    “Oh, that’s okay,” said Bo. He was actually a bit embarrassed to be thanked. In the outside world it was usually people pushing him aside, ‘Get out of the way, shrimp!’ 
 
    But now somebody had said a nice thing to him. And the women in charge were even nice to him. 
 
    But could he change into a woman? 
 
      
 
    That night the room seemed divided. On one side was Bo and three of the men who had accepted his help. On the other side was Randy and two others. 
 
    Randy and his group didn’t say anything. They were aloof, stand offish, and Bo and his group got the feeling that Randy and his people didn’t like them. 
 
    “Don’t worry about them,” said one of Bo’s boys. “They’re just sour grapes.” 
 
    But it was more than sour grapes. 
 
    The next morning Bo slipped his feet into his Mary Janes…then pulled them out. 
 
    His foot was wet, and he looked at the shoe. It was wet. And it stunk. 
 
    Somebody had pissed in his shoes. 
 
    Bo wanted to cry, but all he could do was look down the room to where Randy and his fellows were snickering and not looking at him. 
 
    But it was obvious that Randy, or one of his boys, had pissed in his shoes. 
 
    Bo sighed. He washed his shoes out in the bathroom, dried them as best he could, then put them on. When he walked out of the bathroom, to the sniggering faces of Randy and company, he resolved to remember that most important datum. 
 
      
 
    The Greatest Lesson is Politeness! 
 
      
 
    They spent the morning learning about how to address serving men, faux women, women, and Womanus Maximus.  
 
    It was easy, even common sense. But, as the saying goes, common sense is most uncommon. 
 
    Still, they memorized their lessons, and they practiced on each other, and always under the critical eyes of Sam and Chris. 
 
    That afternoon they began learning about make up. 
 
    Again, Bo seemed to intuitively understand such things, and he was done early and looked downright pretty. And again he helped his classmates. Those who would accept help. 
 
    Randy and one other sneered at him. 
 
    Todd and three of the men were glad for his help. 
 
    When the dust had settled Todd and his mates looked pretty good. They were still manly under the paint, but the paint was applied expertly, and hints of femininity could be seen. 
 
    Randy and his friend, however, looked like a kindergartner had scribbled on their faces with crayons. 
 
    “You really should avail yourselves of Bo’s help.” Chris observed. “She has a talent, and all women should stick together.” 
 
    That was rule two, if such things could be codified. 
 
    Rule one: always be polite. 
 
    Rule two: all women should help each other. 
 
    But Randy didn’t feel like following the rules. 
 
      
 
    Days passed, and weeks, and the men began to change, and in the most unexpected ways. 
 
    Skin became softer, and at first the men thought that was because of the cosmetics. They only grudgingly admitted that the shots they had been given were changing them. 
 
    Their hips swelled, became round, and late nights they began having twerking contests. Even though their butts were just starting to expand, it was fun. 
 
    Their chests started to develop. Little buds became little golf balls, and the mounds started to fill out in the most delightful manner. 
 
    Except for Randy. Randy wasn’t changing. His hips were slim, and he grunted and turned away, lay on his bed facing away when the men had their little impromptu twerking contests. 
 
    He had the nails, and the lipstick, but something just wasn’t happening to him. And, if anything, he grew grumpier. 
 
    Most startling, but unnoticed, was the way the men’s faces were changing. 
 
    They looked at each other every day, so they didn’t notice like they should have, but the fat was being redistributed on their faces. Their cheek bones went high, their chins grew narrower, and their lips plumped up. 
 
    The lipstick they used had a built in plumping agent, but, still, they should have noticed, and attributed their changes to something other than cosmetics. 
 
    On the seventh week they were given real dresses. Tight, that showed off their burgeoning forms, and their growing breasts. They had to wear bras for support now, not just training. 
 
    And, glory of glories…they were given high heels. 
 
    That day they walked around like they were Queen of the May, and that night Todd crawled into bed with Bo. 
 
    A few of the men had joined with others in their beds. It is a natural thing to explore sexuality, especially when it is in bloom such as the converting men’s was, and they slept cuddled together, arms around each other. 
 
    And they felt each other’s bodies. Their breasts, their changing groins. 
 
    Their changing groins! 
 
      
 
    Todd slithered under the covers with Bo and snuggled up against him. 
 
    Bo was surprised, but…he expected something like this to happen. 
 
    Oddly, Sam and Chris didn’t seem to mind, and they did catch some of the men sleeping together. 
 
    But, of course, they weren’t really all men now. 
 
    They had breasts, and their cocks were shrinking and their balls were shriveling. 
 
    Todd whispered, “Do you mind?” 
 
    Bo shook his head, then was startled as Todd reached down to his groin. 
 
    He felt Todd’s hands cupping his mons, feeling his little penis—he had the smallest penis by far—and then kissing him. 
 
    He felt Todd’s dick, it was severely shrunken. His balls were like little raisins. 
 
    Todd slid down under the covers and began kissing Bo. 
 
    “Man, you’re small,” whispered Todd. 
 
    Once, that would have been an insult, and was why, Bo believed, he had always kept his penis hidden. Now, the men in the midst of conversion, and loving it, it was a compliment. 
 
    Todd began sucking on Bo’s little penis, and Bo felt so wonderful. 
 
    And when Todd was done and Bo had exploded, Bo was expected to go down his friend. 
 
    So he did. 
 
    Todd’s weenie was only a couple of inches long now, and it fit inside Bo’s mouth easily. And it tasted so good when he came. 
 
    Of course, he didn’t cum much, but…it tasted so good. 
 
    Then they lay in each others arms and whispered. 
 
    “You’re strange down there.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “Did you know you have a hole under your penis?” 
 
    “I do?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. You never noticed?” 
 
    Bo hadn’t, but over the following days, when he was alone in the bathroom, he began exploring his own body. 
 
    When he had been living on the outside he never explored his own body. He had been told to keep his body covered, to never show it to anybody. He didn’t quite remember who had told him this, but…it was what he did. 
 
      
 
    Time passed, and small chests became large. The men were all at D cups now, and some of them were still growing. 
 
    If breasts are the mark of a woman, all these men, except Randy, were converting well. 
 
    Bo was the largest, but other things were happening with him. 
 
    He was growing taller. 
 
    All of the men had put on a couple of inches, gained some weight, and this was normal for men from the outside. Given proper nutrition, sleep, and care, they blossomed. 
 
    Some of the men were almost as tall as Chris, or Sam, and this included Bo. 
 
    They might have grown four inches, but he had grown eight inches, and this hid the true growth of his breasts. 
 
    It looked like his breasts were just appropriate for his size, but he was still growing. 
 
    Randy was growing, too. 
 
    He was taller, and heavier, and he even had a beard. 
 
    Most amazing, though, was the fact that his cock was getting bigger! 
 
    Everybody else was shrinking, becoming woman-like. 
 
    His was turning into a horse cock. 
 
    Still, in spite of way he was growing, Sam and Chris treated him like a woman. 
 
    But he wasn’t going to be a woman! That was obvious! 
 
      
 
    One day Bo was walking into the bathroom. Randy had been waiting for him, and he tripped Bo, then placed his foot on Bo’s ass. “You fucking wannabe cunt!” hissed Randy. “Think you’re better than everybody! Well, I’ll show you who’s better.” 
 
    Bo tried to scream, but Randy leaned down and wrapped a handkerchief around her head and stifled her mouth. 
 
    Then he tied her hands behind her back. 
 
    Bo tried to kick, but Randy just laughed. He lifted his dress and dropped his panties and Bo’s eyes widened. 
 
    Randy’s dick had doubled in size! And it was hard! And it dripped! 
 
    “Okay, bitch, time to find out what it’s all about!” 
 
    He flipped her over and pushed her legs apart. 
 
    Bo had a tight hole. It was so small, and it was right under his penis. 
 
    Randy knelt and pushed forward. 
 
    His cock was too big, and Bo screamed into the gag. 
 
    Randy just laughed, then he gave a mighty push. 
 
    Bo felt the pain, the big anaconda slithered into him, then…then…he felt something else. 
 
    Not pain. 
 
    Pleasure, like Silithia had once shown him. 
 
    A golden, glowing expansion in his gut, in his pussy, and…and he realized…I have a pussy! 
 
    On top of him, rutting, Randy slowed down, then stared down in shock. 
 
    The golden glow coming from Bo’s pussy was gripping his cock, hurting it, wringing it out, and he felt changes happening. 
 
    He stopped moving. The golden glow seeped into his penis, then ran back to his balls. 
 
    His balls, already big, felt like they were getting bigger. 
 
    “Wait!” he yelled. 
 
    Men in the dormitory sat up in their beds and looked towards the bathroom. 
 
    Bo spat the gag out of his mouth, the shoelaces Randy had used to tie Bo with must have been rotten, because they suddenly came apart. 
 
    Randy tried to back away, but suddenly Bo was holding him, not letting him loose. 
 
    “No! I’m sorry!” 
 
    But Bo’s pussy was working now. It had been sleeping for a long time, but now it was awake, and it was shooting golden light into Randy’s dick. 
 
    Randy felt the golden awareness taking over him, squashing his male meanness, taking the spite out of him, changing him. 
 
    Not forever, for he was the sort that would always revert to meanness, but for now, he submitted to the superiority of the woman. 
 
    Now he gave up as Bo’s pussy began to ripple and caress and draw the meanness out of him. 
 
    And Bo began to hump, and hump, and when he finally burst into orgasm it was like a nova, and the women in the city, all across the city, woke up. They felt his massive awareness come into its own. 
 
    It was Womanus Maximus, and she had awoken. 
 
      
 
    They were in the dormitory. The men, almost completely women now, were sitting on the beds which had been pushed against a wall. 
 
    Sam and Chris were present, standing to either side of the broken and sobbing Randy. 
 
    Bo stood to one side. A million things were going through her mind. 
 
    And Silithia walked in. 
 
    She was in her robe, her flesh easily seen through he gap in the robe, and she had a whip coiled over one shoulder. 
 
    The men in conversion gasped and basked in the light of the Womanus Maximus, the first Womanus Maximus and forever to be treasured. She who had saved them all. 
 
    She walked to Bo, smiled, and kissed her on the lips. “Welcome, sister.” 
 
    Bo smiled up at the first Womanus Maximus. “Thank you, sister.” 
 
    Then Silithia turned to the class of 5,096. 
 
    She smiled, and the men/women sitting felt the glory of truth unveiled. 
 
    “What we have not told you is that there are serving men, faux women, women, and Womanus Maximus. And there is a fifth member of our species.” 
 
    Silithia looked at Randy, who sat and sobbed and was afraid to look at her. 
 
    “This is a man. He is for breeding.” 
 
    She turned to the assembled girls in training. “Unfortunately, he has not been housebroken, yet.  
 
    “Serving men respond to kindness, a Breeder responds only to power, to force. He must be shaped by the whip; that is the only way he will follow orders and become a benefit to our society.” 
 
    Silithia turned and uncoiled the whip. She motioned with her chin, and Chris and Sam pulled Randy upright. They placed him against a wall and stood back. 
 
    “Randy!” And now Silithia’s voice was like thunder and her eyes flashed her anger. 
 
    “I’m sorry!” he whimpered. 
 
    “NO!” Silithia screamed at him. “You’re not! And your punishment won’t commence until you admit it!” 
 
    Randy turned and glared at her. 
 
    “Face the wall or you’ll get it across the face!” 
 
    Randy showed his true colors. He showed that he was a Breeder, and extremely atavistic. “Fuck you!” 
 
    “You’re not sorry!” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    Silithia snapped the whip. 
 
    Randy tried to catch it, but that whip, powered by Silithia’s gargantuan frame, was moving. 
 
    It cut his chest. Then it cut again. And these were no sissy blows! 
 
    Randy turned to the wall then. Not because he was scared, but because it was the only way to survive the fury of a Womanus Maximus. 
 
    Silithia let loose. the whip cracked and cut the flesh, and it was as brutal as anything anybody had ever seen. 
 
    Yet Randy didn’t cry out. 
 
    Randy was that special breed of man. While Silithia had reached the heights of the evolutionary scale, Randy was on the bottom. 
 
    He appreciated only force. He learned only by being beaten, and that severely. 
 
    In fact, he lived for his punishment. And only if the punishment was severe enough did he learn. 
 
    A few flicks of the lash and he would not learn. He would rape and steal and plunder and kill, and the world would die the endless death of war and famine and disease. 
 
    But the punishment Silithia was administering would be enough. 
 
    She would cut him severely enough that he would learn, and he would be well behaved. 
 
    He would be a beast at heart, and he would have amazing sexual stamina, and that could be used to control him, and to propagate the species. 
 
    But it was the beating that he craved, that he needed. 
 
      
 
    At last, it was done. 
 
    Randy was not cowed, but he was crumpled up, and smiling. He had gotten what he deserved, what he desired, and he was happy. 
 
    Silithia turned to the men sitting on the beds. 
 
    The men were in shock. 
 
    After taking lessons on being polite, and learning to be kind and compassionate, they were stunned by what they had just witnessed. 
 
    “There is a time to love, to be polite and kind. But for some, for the Alpha Men who roam unchecked through our society, causing the mayhem and misery of past civilizations, there is a different kind of love. Good night.” 
 
    Silithia walked out. 
 
    Randy was carried out. He was beaten and bruised, but he smiled at them from the s stretcher, and he even apologized, and seemed sincere, to Bo. 
 
      
 
    “Congratulations to you, ladies. You have been a most interesting class.” 
 
    Sam spoke dryly and the men of class 5096, now converted to women, tittered. 
 
    “Jimmy, Merlin, Seth, James. You are full fledged women. You will be given employment and further training. Your journey has just begun. 
 
    “Randy, as you know, is undergoing training as a Breeder. You need not fear him when you see him again. He will be well trained. Some of you may even wish to take advantage of his cock.” She smiled. 
 
    “Todd, you may apply for Womanus Maximus training. I can’t tell you how rare it is for a faux woman to be allowed admission to the program upon their conversion.” 
 
    “What about Bo?” asked Todd. 
 
    “Yes? How’s Bo?” 
 
    The new women crowded around and looked to Sam. 
 
    Sam motioned them back, then told them to sit on the edges of the beds. 
 
    “I suppose, having been present at her awakening, you should know the full story. In fact, I talked to Bo just last night and she told me I might use her story to encourage those who follow.” 
 
    The new women waited breathlessly for the tale to commence. 
 
    “Bo was born on the inside. We know that, and we even think we know who her mother was. This was back in the early days of our movement, even before the city. The woman who birthed Bo was not content, and she gave birth and then took Bo and left the city. Before she left she gave Bo drugs to stop her hormones. She committed a surgery on Bo, which further hid evidence that she was, in fact, a female. 
 
    “Bo lived outside the city, and deal with her condition as best she could. Being Womanus Maximus at heart, she dealt with the situation admirably. 
 
    “Of course, we all know the circumstances of life outside of our community. 
 
    “She was abused, but managed to hide her womanhood which, if discovered, would have led to more abuse. 
 
    “Eventually, repressing memories of the hormones, surgery, and the truth of her condition, she found her way to the city. And the rest is as you know it.” 
 
    Nobody said a word for a time, and Chris was content to let them think about what she had told them. 
 
    Todd suddenly whispered. “She was afraid of shots.” 
 
    Chris nodded. “She was young when she was abused, but she had subtle memories. Memories that spurred her, but which she couldn’t completely recall. You will be happy to know that with Silithia’s help she has recalled all her memories.” 
 
    “She was so kind,” murmured one of the other ladies. 
 
    Chris nodded. “That is the attribute of Womanus Maximus. You all know how severe Womanus can be, but you also know that that is not our preference. We want a world where womankind can be safe, and we wish to be allowed to regain our full abilities.” 
 
    More silence, all were in agreement with that thought. 
 
    Randy: “So what will happen to Bo now?” 
 
    Chris smiled yet again. “She is special. She awoke to herself early. She had the DNA, she had a mother who, no matter that she was a malcontent, loved her, and…she awoke to her true self.” 
 
    “Yes. But what will she do?” 
 
    “She’ll do what all Womanus Maximus do…she’ll help those of us who follow.” 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    There is nothing like a strong marriage! 
 
    But a marriage can’t be strong unless the woman is in charge, and that’s God’s own truth! 
 
    So this story is about a knucklehead, or perhaps a poor, unfortunate soul, depending upon your viewpoint. 
 
    This knuc…poor soul takes too many pills, and that renders his little weenie useless. 
 
    So do we feel sorry for the poor soul? Or for his wife? 
 
    Not for his wife, because she can find a hard dick any time she wants. 
 
    And the poor soul? He finds other things that are more enjoyable than an erection. 
 
    Enjoy! 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    “Honey, you won’t believe what I’ve got!” Rod ran into the house bubbling with excitement. 
 
    “Herpes?” Jan asked, looking up from her fashion magazine. “Gonorrhea? Syph?” 
 
    Jan was a good looking woman. A bit heavy in the chest, a straight nose with intelligent, brown eyes. Her hair was auburn and flowed over her shoulders. 
 
    “Oh, come on!” Rod’s voice revealed his exasperation.  
 
    “I know, you got your girlfriend pregnant!” 
 
    “I don’t have any girlfriend and you know it!” He was literally hopping from foot to foot. One hand was in his pocket. 
 
    “Oh, no! Don’t tell me you have another boner! I thought we handled that last year!” 
 
    “I don’t have a boner!” 
 
    “Darn! I was looking forward to smashing it with a hammer.” 
 
    “Hardee har har. Now. Do you want to know what I’ve got?” 
 
    Jan sighed, closed the magazine and turned to him. “I guess I’d better, or you’ll never give me any peace.” 
 
    Rod grinned and pulled his hand out of his pocket. A little pinkish vial was in the palm of his hand. It had a label on it, and Jan realized it was medicine. 
 
    “Oh, crap. You do have something! Are you serious?” 
 
    “No! No! This is medicine. Well, it is, but it’s not medicine for being sick or anything.” 
 
    “Let me see.” 
 
    Rod, a big grin on his face, handed her the vial. 
 
    “Clomiphene,” read Jan. She held it up to the light and saw thirty pills in the little container. She looked at him with the gimlet eye. “What in hell is clomiphene?” 
 
    Rod took the bottle of pills back and gave her a haughty look as he dispensed his knowledge. “Clomiphene, my dear, increases sperm production.” 
 
    Jan tilted her head slightly and looked confused. “And you need more sperm why?” 
 
    “It’s the mark a man,” he explained. “The more sperm I produce, the fertile I am, the better a man I am.” 
 
    Jan frowned and looked doubtful. “And who has been complaining that you aren’t man enough.” 
 
    “You.” 
 
    She shook her head. “What? I never denigrated your manhood.” 
 
    “Did so.” 
 
    “When?” 
 
    “Just the other day. You were saying I didn’t put out enough sperm to get you pregnant!” 
 
    “That…oh, you idiot!” 
 
    “Hunh?” 
 
    “I was reading you an article about how testosterone levels were dropping in American males. It was a stupid article about people who eat too much fast foods and don’t take care of themselves! You take care of—well, I take care of you. We eat real food, and your testosterone level is perfectly fine!” 
 
    Rod blinked. Rod tended to jump to conclusions. As he had with the article Jan had read to him, he started thinking she was looking down on him. 
 
    “Yeah, but…if men are getting wimpy…I don’t want to get that way! Men need extra testosterone!” 
 
    “You idiot!” 
 
    Now Rod was feeling a bit aggravated. He unscrewed the top, took out a pill and popped it into his mouth. 
 
    “Hey! Don’t!” 
 
    “Yeah? You think you’re so smart?” 
 
    “You don’t want to take medicine that you don’t need!” 
 
    “We’ll see how smart you are when I’m cumming buckets!” 
 
    “Rod!” 
 
    “Miss Smarty Pants!” And he turned and stomped out of the room. 
 
    Jan stood up and followed Rod. She caught up to him in the kitchen and spun him around. “Give me those pills, you big dope!” 
 
    Rod backed away, holding the pills up where she couldn’t get to them. 
 
    “Ha! Now who wants the pills!” 
 
    “I just don’t want you taking stuff that might be bad for you!” 
 
    Rod was in a gloating mood however, and not about to listen to reason. He put the pills on top of the refrigerator and  pushed them out of Jan’s reach. Then he reached up for the bourbon.  
 
    “Rod! I want you to give me those pills!” 
 
    Rod placed the bourbon on the counter, took down a glass and filled it with ice from the ice dispenser on the fridge. He moved back and forth, stopping Jan from trying to reach on top of the refrigerator. 
 
    He poured bourbon and Coke into the glass and sipped. 
 
    “Ahhh.” 
 
    Jan had a chance, and she started climbing onto the counter. 
 
    Rod moved over, sucked some more booze, and placed his hand on her buttocks. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Come on, honey. Let’s have a little sex with your big, studly guy.” 
 
    “Having more sperm does not make you studly. It makes you stupid.” 
 
    Her hand was close to the vial, so he quick stepped and grabbed it before she could. 
 
    “Give me that!” 
 
    “Nah!” He opened the vial and held it up to his mouth. He was going to shake one pill into his mouth, just to tease her, but at that moment she slipped off the counter. She fell, her hand flailing, and she knocked Rod’s hand. 
 
    The vial turned upside down right over his mouth and all the pills fell into his maw. 
 
    Jan gave an ‘eek’ sound and grabbed Rod’s belt for balance. 
 
    Rod, off balance, was unable to spit up the sudden fall of pills, and they choked him and he couldn’t help it. He had to swallow. 
 
    Thirty pills. Well, 29, because he had already swallowed one. 
 
    Jan straightened up and saw that her husband was grabbing his throat and choking. She pounded him on the back, which caused some of the pills still stuck in his throat to dislodge and slide down his gullet. 
 
    “Ack! Ack!” he coughed, but only a single pill came up. 
 
    “Rod! what did you do!” Jan screamed. 
 
    He was gasping, trying to get his throat working, and the last of the pills were stuck. 
 
    He had dropped his glass of bourbon and Coke on the floor, and Jan grabbed the bottle of bourbon, which was still open, and handed it to him. 
 
    Rod wasn’t much a of a drinker, but it was that or choke to death. He tilted the bottle and fiery liquid slid over his tongue. 
 
    The final pills were washed down his throat and, finally, he was able to breath. 
 
    “Heysoos,” he muttered, feeling the alcohol burn all the way down. 
 
    “Did you eat all those pills?” 
 
    “It’s your fault!” he complained. “It was you who grabbed my arm!” 
 
    “I was trying to stop you from swallowing those pills! 
 
    “It was you who made me swallow them!” 
 
    For a second they stared at each other, then Jan grabbed his wrist and pulled. “Come on. We’re going to the hospital.” 
 
    “What for?” 
 
    “To get your stomach pumped.” 
 
    Rod dug his feet in, grabbed the edge of the door and held on. “I’m not going to the hospital!” 
 
    “Those pills might be poisonous!” 
 
    “If they were poison they wouldn’t be giving them out!” 
 
    “But, Rod…” 
 
    Jan kept trying to get Rod to come to his senses, but Rod just felt the huge glob of pills in his belly. They were already turning into a sludgy mess and starting to digest. 
 
    “I’m fine!” He gave out a huge belch to emphasize the point. 
 
    “You are not!” 
 
    He shrugged off her hand and turned back into the kitchen. “You made me spill my drink.” 
 
    He was blinking. The burn of the big slug of alcohol was working on him, and he wanted more. 
 
    He put the glass, which somehow hadn’t broken, into the sink, then mixed himself another bourbon and Coke. 
 
    He leaned against the counter and sipped.  
 
    “Rod! I’m serious. All those pills, they might do something to your body. We’ve got to get your stomach pumped or something.”
He made a grimace. “I had my stomach pumped once. Never again.” 
 
    “Rod!” 
 
    He smiled a crooked smile. “Want me to fix you a drink?” 
 
      
 
    And so the night went. Her trying to get him to go see a doctor, the hospital, urgent care, something. And him just laughing it off and swilling whiskey. 
 
    “What’s a few pills,” he snickered, and he refused. 
 
    Except for a burp or two, he felt fine all night. In the morning he popped out of bed and gloated. “See? Nothing bothers old Mr. Cast Iron Stomach!” 
 
    Jan grumbled a bit, and said, “You’re fucking lucky, and that’s God’s own truth.” 
 
    “Well,” he grinned. “God loves drunks and idiots.” 
 
    “And last night you were both.” 
 
    “Double lucky,” he quipped. 
 
    Nothing she said made an impact on him, and the fact that he was feeling no ill effects just made him all the more impervious to her arguments. 
 
    Unfortunately for Rod, him making small of her concern did not endear him to her heart. In fact, when he tried to cuddle up to her the next night she simply turned her back to him and mumbled something about she’d rather screw a drunk idiot.” 
 
    “But I thought I was both?” 
 
    “Lucky you,” and she slid off to sleep. 
 
    He woke up the next day feeling a wee bit horny. Like a raging hard on. Unfortunately, she was till miffed, and he had no place to put it. 
 
    “But, honey! How will we ever find out if those pills worked?” 
 
    “Find out on your own,” and she jumped out of bed and went about her day. 
 
    Rod was feeling not so funny now. He wasn’t getting any, and he was dying to find out if he came more. 
 
    In his mind he was thinking that if he had more squirt he would have a bigger orgasm, so…he wanted to squirt! 
 
    Finally, when Jan refused him for a third day in a row, he decided to take matters in his own hand. 
 
    That third day he knew that Jan was going out with some friends. She would be gone for about two hours, leaving at eleven thirty and getting back about one thirty. That left him a two hour window. 
 
    Not that he would need two hours to get off. Heh heh! 
 
    Eleven o’clock arrived and Jan put on a dress and make up.  
 
    Rod washed her sitting at her vanity table, and he said, “Babe, how long is this denial of my rightful marital rights going to go on?” 
 
    “A year? Two? Maybe until you grow a brain, and that could take a while.” 
 
    “Hardee har har,” he responded. Being horny with no outlet was getting him a little grumpy. So he told her, “If you aren’t going to make love to me then I’m going to take care of matters myself.” 
 
    Truth was, Jan was getting horny herself, and she was thinking about having a few wine coolers, then coming back and riding her husband like a two dollar mule…but when he made the remark about masturbating she tightened right up. She wasn’t about to give in to threats. 
 
    “Try not to make a mess, Mr. Super Cumster,” she mocked him. 
 
    His expression was dour when she got up. she made herself smile and she kissed his cheek. “Clean up after yourself, jack off.” Then she was out the door. 
 
    For a moment was pissed. He really wanted to screw, but if she was going to be like that… 
 
    A smile grew on his face and he headed for the computer room. 
 
    He powered up old faithful and called up some porn. 
 
    Ah, good old porn. A young man’s date in a pinch. 
 
    He wandered through the internet supermarket of porn. Millions of babes getting screwed by all manner of penises. Big breasts, long dongs, threesomes, all colors, dirty, loving, horrible sex. 
 
    What had man done before the internet? 
 
    “Oh, yeah. They had to hold a book or magazine with one hand and do their business with the other. That must have been awkward, and frustrating. 
 
    So, a can of Bud Light on the desktop, one hand manipulating the mouse, he began searching through he millions of images for the one that would send him over the edge. 
 
    His hand went up and down as his eyeballs absorbed the luscious ladies of the internet. 
 
    And, it wasn’t long before his horniness came to a peak. He felt that wonderful rocket in his groin area. Ignition, and the semen started to course up his shaft. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” he murmured, and the white stuff began to jet through the air. 
 
    It was a good orgasm. He rode it for a while, in the clouds with the heady sensation of sexual pleasure. 
 
    His sperm was still jetting, those pills must be working pretty good. He had enough presence of mind to make sure he didn’t drown the keyboard. 
 
    And he tried to relax his groin muscles. 
 
    But his groin muscles weren’t having it. 
 
    They had been denied for awhile, and he was extra stored up, so he kept jetting and jetting. 
 
    Then the pleasure started to wane. 
 
    And the semen came out. 
 
    It was all over his crotch now, and actually dripping down the front of his swivel chair and getting on the floor. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whined, and he squeezed the base of his cock to stop the flow. 
 
    But the flow would not be stopped. His balls were ready to pump it out, and when he finally took his hand off the base of his cock the semen jetted out again. 
 
    Now Rod was worried. This wasn’t supposed to happen! He always had six or eight shots, then he dribbled, and dried up. 
 
    Now he just kept shooting and shooting. 
 
    He grabbed his cock again and walked down the hallway, his pants around his ankles, and into the bathroom. 
 
    He sat down on the porcelain throne and looked down. His white semen was spurting into the water, long pearl necklaces making splashing sounds. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whimpered. 
 
    His balls weren’t feeling too good by now. They should have been emptied, but the semen, now a bit watery, was still coming. 
 
    And coming, and coming. 
 
    His testicles experienced a sharp pain and he groaned and bent at the waist. He was leaning over his shoes and his bunched shorts. 
 
    The pain became so great that he felt sick to the stomach, and he began to puke. 
 
    “RRRRUP!” He projectiled barf into the inside of his pants.  
 
    Hurting, disgusted, he kicked his now messy and gooey pants off and slid them across the floor. 
 
    And still his seed shot into the bowl. 
 
    And he puked again. 
 
    He was growing faint. His nuts hurt like somebody had kicked them. He barfed, and now there was nothing coming up. 
 
    He fell forward, he lay on the floor with his butt in the air, his face in his pukey shorts. The world turned dark, and unconsciousness seemed to be the only way he could stop the growing pain in his balls. 
 
     
 
    Jan was grinning all the way home. Tammy had told the most salacious story about a cheater who got caught, and when his wife left him he tried to screw a vacuum cleaner, and her imitation of the man trying to get himself free from the suck of the cleaner…she was still chuckling when she pulled into the driveway and got out of her car. 
 
    Men could be so stupid. A guy screwing a vacuum cleaner? 
 
    And her mind flashed to Rod. He was such an idiot for taking all those pills. Fortunately, nothing bad had happened. Although it could have! 
 
    What a moron! 
 
    Then, as she entered the house, she sighed and backed her thoughts off. After all, he was her husband. He had so many good points she could over look this one moment of stupidity. 
 
    So thinking, she closed the door, “Rod?” 
 
    No answer. He must be sleeping. Well, she would wake him up with a good, old fashioned blow job. Then she would avail herself of his stiff penis. And if he was good, maybe she would even let him cum. 
 
    “Rod?” 
 
    She dropped her purse on the kitchen counter, then walked down the hallway. 
 
    Click, click, click. Her heels made the sexy sound that always made men look. 
 
    “Rod?” 
 
    She heard sounds from the computer room. Sexual sounds. 
 
    Her eyes lit up. That goof! He was really jacking off! 
 
    But when she stuck her head through he doorway he wasn’t in the computer room. 
 
    A beer was on the desk, and porn was playing. 
 
    Oh, crap! He had jacked off and left her high and dry! 
 
    She stepped into the room and gazed at the porn for a minute. Damn, this stuff was making her even hornier. If she wasn’t careful she was going to have to follow Rod’s lead and get out her vibrator. 
 
    She leaned forward to turn off the computer, and stopped. There was some sort of slimy goo on the mouse. And on the edge of the seat. 
 
    What the heck? 
 
    Now frowning, wondering if Rod had spilled a beer and not cleaned up the mess, she turned off the computer and turned to leave the room, and saw the big splatters, a virtual snail trail, on the floor. 
 
    What the hell? 
 
    She walked slowly, followed the trail. It went down the wood surface of the hallway, then turned into wet smears on the carpet in the bedroom. 
 
    She crossed the bedroom and looked into the bathroom. 
 
    Rod lay on the floor. He had apparently fallen off the toilet. His butt was in the air and there was the smell of puke. 
 
    “Rod!” she screamed. 
 
    She rushed to him, grabbed his hair and pulled him up. He was unconscious, and his face was smeared with puke, and…his dick…his dick was squirting a thin, watery substance. 
 
    “Rod! Rod!” 
 
    But Rod just groaned and lay there. 
 
    Jan ran for her phone. 
 
      
 
    “And what were these pills that he took?” 
 
    “I think they were called clomiphene,” answered Jan. 
 
    The nurse wrote down the drug and continued asking questions. 
 
    How long ago…how many…does he smoke…drink…did any member of his family ever have cancer….insanity…and on and on and on. 
 
    It was much more information than the doctors would need. After all, what did his deceased father-in-law’s cat’s cousin have to do with how many pills he took and the fact that his poor dick was still, according to the nurse, emitting a thin trickle of something? 
 
    And his dick was poor. It was shriveled. And his balls had turned black and looked like sickly raisins. 
 
    But the doctors had him on an IV, and he was resting somewhat peacefully. 
 
    The weird thing was that doctors kept going in and out of his room. Apparently they all wanted to see the man who couldn’t seem to stop cumming. 
 
    Finally, the nurse was done with her stupid questions, and she said, “Why don’t you have a seat in the waiting room. It’s liable to be some time before the doctors are through here.” 
 
    “But what’s taking so long?” 
 
    The nurse said, “A case where the man keeps, uh…ejaculating is very rare, and the doctors need time.” Her lip was trembling, and it looked like she was trying to suppress a laugh. 
 
     
 
    For hours Jan sat in the waiting room. Every hour or so a doctor would come out and talk to her, but none of them had much to really tell her. 
 
    Her husband was still squirting. 
 
    Oh, not much. Now it was just tiny drips, but they kept coming. 
 
    Then the doctors, their eyes crinkling and their mouths hidden behind masks, returned to watch the show. 
 
    She ate food in the cafeteria, and sobbed in her jello, then returned to the waiting room. 
 
    And, finally, a doctor entered the waiting room. “Your husband is awake.” 
 
    Jan stood up. “Is he…still…you know?” 
 
    “Has he stopped emitting semen? Yes. But there are complications.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Let’s go see your husband. I can talk to you both at the same time.” 
 
    Jan followed the doctor into a hospital room. 
 
      
 
    Rod was resting in a bed, his back slightly raised. His eyes were closed when Jan entered the room, but they quickly opened when she spoke his name. 
 
    “Rod? Honey?” 
 
    He gave a weak smile and she sat down next to him and held his hand. 
 
    The doctor sat on the other side. A nurse fiddled with an IV, then excused herself. 
 
    The doctor sighed. 
 
    “What’s wrong, Doc?” asked Rod. 
 
    “First, can you tell me where you got the pills you took?” 
 
    “A guy at work. They looked official, and he swore they worked.” 
 
    “And what were you trying to accomplish?” 
 
    Rod’s face turned a crimson shade. He fumbled his words, but managed to get out, “I wanted to produce more semen.” 
 
    “Do you know how dangerous it is to take medicines that aren’t prescribed for you?” 
 
    Rod looked guilty as he faced Jan.  
 
    Jan just patted his hand. This wasn’t the time to bust his balls. Then she gave an inward groan at her choice of phrases. ‘Busting balls’ was not appropriate at that moment. 
 
    “I do now.” 
 
    “Well, we’re running more tests, and we’ll be able to tell you more about the pills you took, but it looks like they were not exactly clomiphene.” 
 
    “What…oh. You’ll find out.” 
 
    “When the lab results come back in. Now for the bad news.” 
 
    “There’s more bad news?” 
 
    “You have irreparably damaged your reproductive system.”’ 
 
    Rod felt a sinking sensation. “I have?” 
 
    “What’d he do?” blurted Jan. 
 
    “A very poor analogy would be if you sucked the water out of a canteen, then kept sucking, until the canteen collapsed and was no longer usable.” 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    “If there is a life span for the reproduction apparatus you have just maxed it out.” 
 
    The doctor launched into a technical explanation, and his big words confused Rod and Jan, but in essence he said that the pull on the testes, seminal vesicles, prostate, and bulbourethral glands, had damaged those organs. Collapsed them. They were no longer capable of producing semen. 
 
    “So…I’m…sterile.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Rod’s mouth opened and he lay in shock. 
 
    Jan gave half sob, then placed one hand over her face. 
 
    “Oh, heysoos!” Rod whispered. “What have I done?” 
 
    “Unfortunately, we can’t even get a sample of sperm for artificial insemination. Your testicles are too…drained, I guess I would describe it.” 
 
    “Is there nothing you can do?” Jan asked, her voice breaking. 
 
    “Unfortunately, no. And…there is more bad news.” 
 
    “Oh, no! What?” 
 
    “You have done pretty much the same thing to your penis. The attempt to keep ejaculating was pretty tough on your penis. You won’t be able to ejaculate now, and it looks like—we’re not totally sure—like your penis will stop getting erect in the very near future.” 
 
    It was a double whammy. Two shocks in one. His testicles could no longer function, and his dick would soon stop functioning. 
 
    “So, what? It will just…hang there?” 
 
    “I believe so. But if there are any further complications we’ll have to remove it.” 
 
    “Remove my…” Rod’s face was white and sickly. 
 
    “Oh, Rod!” groaned Jan. 
 
    “Oh, God,” Rod said through tensed lips. “All I wanted to do was increase my sperm count so we could have babies. And now…now it looks like I’ll never have babies.” 
 
    “We’ll never have babies,” Jan sounded a hundred years old. 
 
    “”I’m sorry, Jan. I’m sorry.” 
 
    “It’s okay,” she said, patting his hand. 
 
    But, of course, it wasn’t okay. 
 
    It definitely wasn’t okay. 
 
      
 
    Three days later, after being observed, and poked and prodded and having half his blood supply removed from his veins, the hospital released Rod. 
 
    He was rolled out of the front doors in a wheel chair. He hopped out of the wheel chair, he didn’t need it anyway, and got into the car. 
 
    Jan drove, and he stared out the window at the passing scenery. 
 
    He was sterile, impotent, and his backs were non functioning.  His dick might get hard a few times, but the doctor said that doodad was a done doggy, too. 
 
    “How are you doing?” asked Jan. 
 
    “Miserable,” he answered in a monotone. 
 
    “Honey, it’s not that bad. We can adopt.” 
 
    He just looked at her, a bleak glance if ever there was one, and turned back to the world outside the car. 
 
    Jan drove, and bit her lip. It was his misfortune, but it was affecting her possibly worse than it did him. 
 
    Every woman wants a child, and now there wouldn’t be one for her. 
 
    She turned the wheel and kept her remorse hidden. 
 
    “Do you want a divorce?” 
 
    Jan physically jerked. She looked at him. He was staring at her with dead, uncaring eyes. 
 
    She pulled off the road, ignored the honks of horns and turned to him, and started hitting him. 
 
    She balled her little fists and cried and struck him on the chest and the shoulders. She hit him and hit him and hit him, then collapsed into his arms. 
 
    They sat there like that for ten minutes, then she straightened up and resumed driving. 
 
    The arrived home, entered the house, and the atmosphere was different. 
 
    They had been happy. They had played jokes on each other, and the house was always filled with laughter. 
 
    Now it was like a haunted house. The ghosts of children that would never be roamed the rooms and halls. 
 
    Rod walked through the house into the bedroom. He took off his clothes and climbed into bed. 
 
    He had been in bed for three days, but all he wanted to do was sleep. 
 
    to go unconscious. 
 
    To forget the terrible tragedy he was putting his wife through. 
 
    No more squirts. 
 
    No more stroking the shaft. 
 
    No more long nights of ramming and jamming and loving each other uncontrollably. 
 
    Jan followed him looked in on him. 
 
    He was awake, she knew that, but he just needed to sleep. She backed off and went to the kitchen.  
 
    Where she sobbed in the sink. 
 
      
 
    Tragedy happens. Planes crash. Boats sink. People are handed the rawest of deals. 
 
    Sometimes people don’t survive. Sometimes they succumb, prove their mortality and need to be buried, or cremated.  
 
    These are, not to be harsh, the losers. 
 
    Sometimes people do survive. Sometimes they rise above their misfortune. They make better lives, they move on. 
 
    Jan was not a loser, even though she had been dealt the most terrible blow. As the days passed she began to come out of the deep funk she was in. 
 
    When Rod passed her in the hall she would invariably stop and hug him. She would spend a long minute doing nothing but feeling him. Absorbing him. Wishing for the world to go on. 
 
    Rod, unfortunately, was losing.  
 
    He had destroyed their future with his silly ‘male-ism.’ 
 
    Trying to get more jazz. How stupid could he be? 
 
    As the days passed his hallway hugs became ever more listless, and he spent a lot of time sleeping, or just sitting. 
 
    TV couldn’t distract him. 
 
    He wasn’t interested in reading, or doing any of his old hobbies. 
 
    All he wanted to do was mope. 
 
    Which was killing Jan. 
 
    She tried. She fixed him dinner, tried to find interesting programs on the tube, tried to get him interested in his old hobbies. 
 
    He used to like running, but no longer. 
 
    He used to read voraciously, no more. 
 
    He liked to do woodwork. Nope. 
 
    It was as if the life had gone out of him with his sperm. 
 
    He picked at his food. His eyes took on dark circles. 
 
    She talked to the doctor who had worked on him at the hospital. 
 
    “He should see a psychiatrist,” was all the doctor could offer. 
 
    If he had a few erections left in him he never showed them. 
 
    She would cuddle with him at night, hold him, and his penis just lay there. Maybe he could get it up a few times, but that was physical, and his mental state wouldn't let him. 
 
    The attitude in the house grew darker and darker. Then, one night Jan lost it. 
 
    She was trying to snuggle. She put her hand down to his crotch, to feel what was left of his dick, to fondle it and hopefully to get one of his remaining erections going. 
 
    He pushed her away. 
 
    She turned away and began to sob. 
 
    And sob and sob. 
 
    And, finally, he said, “Stop it.” 
 
    She turned to him, and her anger started to bubble. It was slow at first, just words, but it escalated quickly. 
 
    “Stop it?” she muttered. “You did this. It’s your fault.” 
 
    He said nothing, but he did turn and look at her. His eyes were dark and glittering. There was a speck of interest there. 
 
    Jan didn’t observe the interest, she was too busy getting her own emotions out. 
 
    “How can you just push me away?” Her emotions mounted. “How can you treat me like his! I love you! And you push me away!” 
 
    She struck him with her little fist. Like she had done on the way home from the hospital. But now she had had time to build up her emotions, and a lot more poured out of her. 
 
    She struck him again. It was a physical manifestation of her turmoil, her anger. 
 
    He sat up and stared at her. 
 
    She struck him again, and it felt good. It felt wonderful to finally let some of that frustration and aggravation out. It was cathartic. It was a relief. 
 
    She hit him again and again and again, and her misery turned to a weird sort of joy. 
 
    And again and again. 
 
    Until he fell back and started sobbing. 
 
    And when she was done he whispered, “Thank you.” 
 
    Thank you? 
 
    He had thanked her? 
 
    He had thanked her for hitting him? For…for punishing him? 
 
    And she got it. 
 
    He felt guilty. He needed to be punished. And in the dim recesses of her mind she knew that this was a solution. 
 
    If she could punish him enough then maybe…maybe…he would stop punishing himself. 
 
    Her physical action could supplant his emotional guilt. 
 
    She pulled him to her, and she felt his tears sliding off his cheeks and falling on her flesh. 
 
    And she felt him, for the first time, smiling. 
 
    It wasn't a big smile, but a little curl of the lips, but it was the first emotion he had shown in months! 
 
    And his penis was actually wiggling, getting hard! 
 
    And Jan held to him and felt the niggle of triumph in her soul. 
 
    She was going to save him. And in saving him…she would save herself. 
 
    She just knew it!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    “What’s this?” asked Rod. He was different since Jan had hit him with her fists. 
 
    She wasn’t strong enough to hurt him, but the psychological effects were that he started communicating. Not a lot, but…it was a break. 
 
    “Lumber.” 
 
    He stared at the pile of wood on the driveway. He had come home to find it there, along with a small pile of hardware. 
 
    He thought about asking more questions, but couldn’t bring himself to care enough. 
 
    “Oh.” He started to walk into the house. 
 
    “Come with me.” Jan was terse, and she led the way into the house. On the dining room table a map was laid out. 
 
    Then Rod realized it wasn’t a map. It was a bunch of 8 1/2 by 11 sheets of paper stapled together. There were drawings on the papers, and Jan pointed at the papers. 
 
    “I want you to make those things.” 
 
    Rod didn’t want to think about reading schematics, but Jan had him by the arm and she pushed him so he had to lean over the table. 
 
    He blinked, and focused. Read for a second, then looked up at her in surprise. “What is this?” 
 
    “Furniture for our new play room.” 
 
    “Play room?” He shook his head and tried to move away, but she wouldn’t let him go. 
 
    Reluctantly, he focused on the drawings on the sheets of paper. 
 
    Plans for furniture all right. But what furniture it was! 
 
    A St. Andrews cross. A rack. A spanking bench. 
 
    With attachments and modifications. 
 
    Drawings of where she wanted the chains set in the walls or in the floor. 
 
    The table of paper was covered with these things. 
 
    Plans for making the garage into…a dungeon. 
 
    It soaked into his gloomy mind what she wanted. Things sparked in his mind. Connections w ere made. She had gotten physical with him the other night. 
 
    Not that he didn’t deserve it. Not after what he had done. 
 
    He deserved a lot more than to do a bit of woodwork. 
 
    But…a dungeon? 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    She eyed him fiercely. “Because I want you to.” 
 
    He nodded in understanding, without really understanding, then wandered away, and it took Jan going after him and leading him out to the garage and putting a hammer in his hand. 
 
    He put the hammer down and left, so she brought him back and put a saw in his hand. 
 
    He stood, his shoulders bent and not thinking of anything. 
 
    She selected the right piece of lumber and handed him a skilsaw. 
 
    That was what did it. What big boy doesn’t like power tools? 
 
    He didn’t work long that first day. Just a half hour, then he went into the bedroom and lay on the bed. Eyes open and gleaming. 
 
    What thoughts were going through his mind she didn’t know, but he was thinking. 
 
    Later he would tell her that he was thinking of a gun. That he had held the power drill and thought of drilling into his ear. He even put the drill to his head and listened to the bit whirring an inch from his hearing apparatus. 
 
    But he couldn’t go through it, and he couldn’t work any more. 
 
    The next day, when she pushed him to the garage he didn’t resist so much. And he worked for a full hour. 
 
    As the days passed he worked longer and longer periods of time, and the dungeon began to take shape. 
 
    They had a three car garage and only two cars. And one of the cars was a narrow sports car. So the cars took up a garage and a half of room, and the room was a full third of the big space. 
 
    He built false walls. Then he ran electricity to points along the wall. He piped water to a wet bat in one corner. 
 
    The wet bar looked incongruous in the morning dungeon, but he painted it so it looked like it was made of brick and made it fit right in. 
 
    He hung a series of chains from the outer wall, attaching them to the studs. 
 
    He drilled a series of holes in the concrete, nasty work, and installed eyebolts. 
 
    He set up the lighting so a slider switch could make it gloomy or bright, depending on the dungeon masters preferences. 
 
    Then came the furniture. 
 
    Jan had gotten instructions off the net, so he followed the instructions, made a few adjustments for various reasons, and built the ‘furniture’ for the room. 
 
    The St. Andrew’s cross was easy. Just two thick beams crossed, fixed on a slant to one wall and attached to the floor. 
 
    The spanking bench was hard. There were all sorts of surfaces that had to be fitted, sanded, and even padded. 
 
    But by now he was working long hours. 
 
    He didn’t speak much, but his eyes revealed an interest. A burning interest. 
 
    He wanted to see where the dungeon went. 
 
    Once the walls were complete and Rod was working on the furniture Jan started ordering things from the net. 
 
    Some of it was simple. Handcuffs. Whips. Dildos, that sort of thing. 
 
    Some of it was more complex, or at least more expensive. 
 
    She ordered a triangle for him to sit in, his neck through a circle at the top of the triangle, his ankles and wrists through circles at the two sides of the bottom. 
 
    Then there was the pole on a plate with a dildo on the top of the pole. Once place on the pole one could not get off. They would be forced to stand until the dungeon master, or mistress, decided to let them go. 
 
    And there were other ‘toys.’ 
 
    Rod would stop working whenever Jan entered the dungeon with a new toy. He would watch as she ignored him and placed the toy in a drawer in a big chest, or hung them from the pegboard he had set up. 
 
    Sometimes, after she had left, he would examine what she had brought. Picking up a whip, or a butt plug, or whatever, and feeling it, turning it in his hands, examining it…and he imagined the feeling of being subjected to that toy. 
 
    Then, his curiosity satisfied, and a strange yearning inside himself building, he would return to work. 
 
    Thinking. What will that feel like? 
 
    And, will that fix me for what I’ve done? 
 
    And he always had a boner after examining the toys. 
 
     
 
    “It’s done,” Rod stood next to the couch and looked down to where Jan was reading a fashion magazine. 
 
    Jan looked up, smiled, and put the magazine aside. She strode out to the third garage, the dungeon, and he followed along. 
 
    It was beautiful, if you liked dungeons. The walls were painted a gloomy grey, the lighting was yellowish, the walls were festooned with shiny links. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” Jan breathed. 
 
    He said, his heart pounding, “Would you like to try it out?” 
 
    She turned to him. He was breathing hard now, and his eyes were fixed with a fever within. 
 
    “Get on the spanking bench.” 
 
    He lay down. 
 
    The bench was curved down in the center, and this made his butt rise up. There was a ring for him to rest his head on at the front. It was a perfect fit. 
 
    She took a paddle off the pegboard and smacked him on the ass. He jerked, and she said, “Not fully clothed, you idiot!” 
 
    He stood up, took off his clothes, and watched her. 
 
    His abused penis was smaller than it had been, but it stood up. 
 
    He wondered, I’m not supposed to cum. If I cum too much it will stop getting hard. 
 
    She fastened his arms and legs to the legs of the bench, then stood back. 
 
    And, the truly odd thing: there was no hate here. There was no anger, or rage, or feeling of animosity, or anything like that. 
 
    There was just a naked man on a bench who needed something. Who needed to be punished for what he did. 
 
    And a woman who needed to punish that man as a form of love, to help him accept what he did and become a functioning human being again. 
 
    She walked to the pegboard and looked at all the wonderful toys. 
 
    She went to the dresser and took out a small butt plug. Small because she had to start out easy, and she didn’t want to hurt him more than he needed. 
 
    She returned to the bench with the plug and a jar of lube. 
 
    She pulled up a chair and sat behind him and reamed him with a glob of lube and a finger. 
 
    “You’ve been a bad boy,” she whispered, her voice loud in the quiet of the room. 
 
    “I know,” and tears began to fall from his eyes. 
 
    “But we’ll fix that. We’ll fix you up.” 
 
    “Yes. Please.” 
 
    She inserted the plug, and he groaned. She lifted it, moved it in a circle, and he groaned. 
 
    As far as punishment went, it felt pretty good. 
 
    She smacked his ass and he cried out as the paddle struck the base of the plug and drove it sharply into his soft tissues. 
 
    She smacked him a good ten times, experimenting with how hard she could strike him. Pretty hard. 
 
    And he enjoyed every blow. He squirmed, and he jumped, and he thought about how stupid he had been. Taking all those pills. 
 
    His penis was even harder under him when she finished. 
 
    She replaced the paddle, unlocked him, and said, “Dinner in a half hour. Sweep this place up and wash off the bench. 
 
    She walked out of the dungeon, her mind alive with ideas and possibilities. 
 
    Rod stood up gingerly and felt his ass. It was red, and he wouldn’t be sitting down for a while, but…it felt good. 
 
    He had made the first step in amends for what he had done to himself. 
 
    He felt better. He felt like he had made progress. He couldn’t wait for Jan to spank him again. 
 
    Or do whatever she wanted. 
 
    He needed that. 
 
      
 
    Dinner was spaghetti and garlic bread with slices of watermelon for desert. 
 
    They ate at the bar separating the kitchen from the dining room, and Rod ate standing up. 
 
    Jan chuckled as he shifted his weight. “Hurt much?” 
 
    He shook his head. “No.” 
 
    Jan poured him a bourbon and Coke. It was the first time he had had anything alcoholic since he had taken the pills, and it went down smoothly. 
 
    “You did a wonderful job on that bench.” 
 
    “Thank you. The hard part was getting the padding on just right. I had to…” 
 
    She listened, and she marveled. He was talking to her again. He was talking as easily as if he had never taken those pills. And he was happy. 
 
    But she knew she was going to have to take him out to the dungeon again. And a lot more times. 
 
    She could see his excitement as he stood there. He was naked, and his cock bobbed, and…he needed this. 
 
    On the following days she used the dungeon wisely. 
 
    She never beat him so much that she couldn’t beat him again. He never had downtime because of being unable to continue.  
 
    She experimented to see how much he could take, and she never exceeded those limits. She would ‘blister’ his ass, but not so much that she couldn’t spank on that spanking a few hours later. 
 
    The days passed, and they used the dungeon every day. 
 
    He set up a sound system so she could listen to music while she disciplined him. 
 
    She brought out liniment so she could rub his pink ass after she was done with him. 
 
    He became more open, more trusting, and as long as she beat him he kept up his good spirits and all was wonderful between them. 
 
    Then came what he would call ‘The Day.’ 
 
      
 
    He was naked on the St. Andrew’s cross. Sweating, his back striped, trembling. 
 
    She coiled her whip up and hung it up. 
 
    “I’m going to leave for a while. I want you in the triangle.” 
 
    His eyes went wide. He hated the triangle. When he was in it his neck was bent down, his body was contorted, and…and it stayed that way. No relief. Not a stretch, not a shrug, he was just…there. 
 
    “Do we have to?” 
 
    “Of course, dear. It’s good for you.” 
 
    She laid a small mat on the cement floor, then helped him into the device. When he was secure she patted his cheek, and went into the house to get dressed. She usually beat him while she was without clothes. She liked the feeling of sweat dripping between her breasts, and she loved how he stared other. 
 
    He was sotted. He only had a few cums left, and she wasn’t about to let him have any. She wanted that dick hard; she didn’t want a limp piece of noodle. Even if she wasn’t going to use it, she wanted it hard. 
 
    She walked back into the house, stepped into the shower and soaped and rinsed, then began dressing to go to the store. 
 
    Except…she stopped and looked at the dresser drawer. 
 
    She went to it and got out her vibrator. 
 
    She didn’t use it much. It tended to make her horny. A good cum and she wanted another one, and she had no dick to finally and totally relieve herself. 
 
    But…he was in the triangle, and she got an evil thought. 
 
    Still naked, but now smelling fresh and sexy, she walked back out to the garage. 
 
    He stared up at her from his bent position. He was sweating from being contorted, and he hated it. He was about to hate it a lot more, and that, of course, would make him love it all the more. 
 
    She pulled up a chair in front of him. She sat down and spread her legs. 
 
    He stared at her bush. It wasn’t a big bush for she kept it trimmed, and he could see the moist flaps of her labia. 
 
    She spread the labia and explored her slit with her vibrator. 
 
    “Oh, God,” she grunted, and she flicked the vibrator on. 
 
    Rod’s mouth was open and he stared as she massaged her pussy with the tool. 
 
    She was dripping, literally dripping, and she vibrated herself to a thunderous orgasm. 
 
    Then she smiled, got up, and went back for another shower, and then out to go shopping. 
 
    An hour later she returned home. 
 
    He was shaking, and his dick was very, very hard. 
 
    She let him loose and he fell over and shook and sobbed. 
 
    And thanked her. 
 
    That night he was about as free as she had ever seen him. He was in high spirits, even higher than before he had taken the pills. 
 
    She realized that what she was doing was breaking him open, getting more of him out than either had suspected was in. 
 
    And that set the trend for more and more exploration. 
 
      
 
    “I’m going to go to the store and get some underwear,” she said. 
 
    He was stuck on the dick on a pole. He couldn’t move, all he could do was stand there and tremble. 
 
    And she got an idea. 
 
    She went to her closet and got out a pair of high heels. They were too large for her, but they would fit him perfectly. 
 
    She took them out to the garage and placed the heels on the floor next to his feet. She stood back and measured him with her eyes. The height was right, but…could he take it? 
 
    But she knew him, and of course he could. 
 
    His hands were cuffed to a leather belt around his waist. She let one hand loose so he could balance himself, then she slipped one of the shoes onto his foot, then the other. then she locked his hand to the belt again. Finally, she adjusted the pole, made it longer to account for his increase in height. 
 
    Rod was beautiful. He stood, his back slightly arched, his eyes filming over with pleasure, and his cock was straight out in front of him. 
 
    She touched it, and he groaned. 
 
    “Can you handle this?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    So she headed out for the mall. 
 
    She thought of him standing straight and tall, locked in place, and she giggled. 
 
    She sauntered into Victoria’s Secret and began picking out dainty underthings. And…she had an idea. And it was a doozy. 
 
      
 
    She released him from the pole dick, and he collapsed on the floor. His legs were spasming and he cried for the pleasure of the pain. 
 
    She used a wash cloth and soothed him, wiped the sweat off him. 
 
    “Better take a shower before dinner, honey.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “And I’ve laid out your new underwear on the bed.” 
 
    He looked up her, and gulped. 
 
    He examined the underwear when he went for his shower. It was pink, tight stretch panties, and a matching bra. The bra was more of a training bra, as he didn’t have tits. 
 
    And nylons and a garter belt. 
 
    And there were other items waiting for him. 
 
    A peignoir, a corset, more heels. 
 
    He fingered the things, and he felt his heart opening up in a manner so broad he was shocked. It felt like his chest was cracking open and goodness was pouring out of him. 
 
    Finally…finally he was making amends sufficient to his crime. 
 
    He was a man who had stolen his own manhood, and now he would show it. Female underwear would be his badge of courage, his scarlet A, his way of making up to his wife for what he had done to himself…and to her. 
 
      
 
    Rod walked into the kitchen and Jan gasped. She had tumbled to the idea of making him wear lingerie as a way to punish him, but she knew, immediately, that this was more than that. 
 
    She could feel heat running through her nerves, warming up her pussy, and making her downright woozy. 
 
    He was hot! 
 
    But he was unfinished. 
 
    They sat down and ate. Ribs and potatoes and a slice of cantaloupe. She ate delicately and observed Rod in his finery. 
 
    Lord, why had he had to go lose dick function? 
 
    Oh, she could screw him, but that would only get her a couple of screws, and then he would be done, and she wouldn’t be able to see him walking around with that big, hard dick. 
 
    So she couldn’t screw him. But…she needed a screw. A good one. One that pinioned her to a wall and slammed her ass against eh doorknob. 
 
    Rod smiled and ate. She had made him sit down and his ass hurt, but that was okay. It was all part of his amends for ruining himself. 
 
    “After dinner I want you to get undressed, use my Nair, then report to the dining room.” 
 
    “Oh. Okay. Did I do something wrong?” 
 
    “Of course you did,” she admonished. 
 
    He hadn’t done anything wrong, except what he had done to himself. 
 
    They finished eating, he did the dishes, then went to rid himself of unsightly hair. 
 
    When he returned she caught her breath all over again. He hadn’t been getting much sun, and he was pale, and gorgeous, and his limbs were sleek and smooth without the hair. 
 
    She sat him down, and he grimaced when his butt hit the chair, and she began prepping his finger nails. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Whatever I want,” she muttered abstractly. Then she looked up at him wit a twisted smile. “We need to polish your nails.” 
 
    “But…I don’t—“ 
 
    “Shush. I’m just going to give you a clear coat, protect your nails. We’ll leave the bright red for another day.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    She worked on his nails, and they were typically male and needed a lot of work. Finally, she gave him short nails, just beyond his own nails, and gave them a natural polish. 
 
    One could see they were fakes, but only if they paid attention. He would be able to go out in public, but…he was hers. 
 
    She looked at his hands for a long minute, then up at him. He was nervous. The lingerie was one thing, but nails were actually cosmetics, and that was a whole new world. 
 
    She reached forward and pinched his cheeks between the fingers of one hand. 
 
    His eyes took on a fluttery look as she painted his lips bright red. When she was done, when his mouth looked full and plump and red, she let go and smiled. 
 
    He was a study of confusion, trying to look downwards enough to see his own lips.  
 
    Ah, yes. Cosmetics. That did the trick. 
 
    “Out to the garage with you.” 
 
    He scampered on his high heels, his butt moving back and forth on the high heels, and she listened to the tapping of his feet through the kitchen and into the garage. 
 
    She smiled and followed him. 
 
    That was a special night. He was extra self aware, and embarrassed, and she put him face down on the rack, plugged him up and striped him thoroughly. 
 
    Beneath the rack, poking through the criss cross of the thick ropes, his cock was pointing towards the center of the earth. 
 
    She loved it. She was not whipping a man now. She was punishing a woman, and it was…sublime. 
 
    This was all the girls she had envied, all the women who had snubbed her or otherwise mistreated her. 
 
    She orgasmed. A big one, right in the middle of whipping him. 
 
    She staggered, fell to her knees and held her pussy and groaned. 
 
    He looked at her, sweaty and crying and loving every minute. “Jan?” 
 
    She shook her head. She was on all fours, her breasts hanging, her hair hanging, and she had an idea. 
 
    She climbed to her feet and moved across the dungeon. She selected a strap on and buckled it on. 
 
    She had never taken him in this manner, and now, he was so hot, and she was so sexed up, she had to. 
 
    She released him from the rack and pushed him towards the spanking bench. 
 
    He moved, and stared down at her groin and a strange combination of fear and fascination. 
 
    “Are you…you aren’t…” 
 
    “I am. Now take out that plug and lay down.” 
 
    A strange excitement gripping him, his heart pounding madly, he removed his anal stopper and lay down. 
 
    In spite of her heat and the excitement, she managed to take him slowly, even tenderly, and shortly they were moaning. 
 
    Him split apart and in wonder at what was happening to him. 
 
    And he knew that this was what he deserved. 
 
    And she came again. She wasn’t even touching herself, but the thought of taking him was so incredible…and she lay on him, listened to him labor for breath, and she whispered into his ear. 
 
    “I need a dick.” 
 
    He knew what she meant, but he tried. “I can put on the strap on.” 
 
    “No. That would put you back in charge, and that’s not going to happen. I like being on top, and I like you on the bottom. I’m not going to risk that. No. I’m going to tie you up and go have a date.” 
 
    His dong hung under him, and he could hardly stand it. He was faint, but he managed to ask, “When?” 
 
    “Next week.” 
 
    And so it was settled.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    Rod was on the pole dick in his high heels. He was wearing a corset and his cock stuck out. He was wearing a bra, make up, and thinking about what Jan had told him. 
 
    “I want you to get breast implants.” 
 
    The idea thrilled him. 
 
    And scared him. 
 
    He was transitioning. He was being used as a woman. Was he going to end up a woman? 
 
    It was appropriate, he realized. He had robbed himself of his own manhood, and what was left? 
 
    What was left was to give Jan what she wanted, and if she wanted him to have tits…then he should get tits. 
 
    He sighed with the wonderful pain he was going through. 
 
    His calves were aching and starting to spasm. 
 
    It was dark with the sleeping mask on, and darkness seemed to accentuate his pain. He had no world to look at, and all he could do was feel the pain. 
 
    Wonderful, wonderful pain. Pain that gave meaning to his life. 
 
    He had a penis gag in his mouth. It had taken a while to get used to having his mouth plugged up like that. 
 
    His nipples had clips on them, and that made everything even more unbearable. 
 
    He heard the door open, the footsteps. Two sets of footsteps. High heels and…loafers? 
 
    “Hi, honey, how are you doing?” 
 
    “Pretty good.” 
 
    “This is Ted. Say hi, Ted.” 
 
    “Uh, hi.” 
 
    The voice sounded like it was from a point in space six inches taller than Rod. It also sounded deep, virile. 
 
    “Hi, Ted,” Rod whispered. 
 
    “His cock looks normal,” said Ted. 
 
    “Believe me, it’s not. It is purely for show now. But we’re not here for Rod’s cock. We’re here for yours. Rod, Ted has the most magnificent penis. It’s eight inches, much thicker than yours was.” 
 
    “Oh, uh…good. I hope you have fun.” 
 
    “We will. And, Rod?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    Remember what I told you? The last time?” 
 
    “What was that?” 
 
    “I might let you clean me out afterwards. Would you like that?” 
 
    “Certainly, dear, if that’s what you want.” 
 
    “Oh, I do. See you in a couple of hours, honey.” 
 
    Rod heard the sound of the shoes retreating across the dungeon, then the soft closing of a door. 
 
    He was alone, in the dark, and it hurt so good. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Let the punishment fit the crime, eh? 
 
    That’s what our justice system is supposed to be about. 
 
    But what if it isn’t? 
 
    What if OJ was guilty? 
 
    What if Trump didn’t collude with Russia? 
 
    What if some poor, helpless Schmuck is actually innocent? 
 
    That’s what this story is about. 
 
      
 
    CAUTION! This story does get a little gnarly, so be warned before you read. 
 
      
 
    And, of course…STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    Getting out of prison was the worst day in his life. 
 
    One would not think so…for getting out of prison means freedom! A chance to roam the world and do what you want to do. 
 
    And that was his mindset when he walked through the gates. He was free at last. He was going to get to live! For the first time in six years! 
 
    Lance Perkins was five foot five, 140 pounds, and his face was smooth and youthful. In spite of six years in the Big House he had kept a certain innocence to his look. 
 
    Perhaps that was because he was innocent. 
 
    Passing through the gates he nodded to the guard, a grizzled, fat, fifty year old SOB, Chuck, called Upchuck by the inmates. 
 
    Upchuck glared at him, pasted a sneer on his face and said, “Get the fuck out, con.” 
 
    Larry said nothing. He was wearing his cheap jeans, tee and sweat shirt. He wore sneakers and had $176 bucks in his pocket.  
 
    The DOC (Department of Corrections) had taken $24 to pay for his release clothes. 
 
    He walked up a quarter mile paved road to the highway. 
 
    There was little traffic, and he didn’t think anybody would want to pick up an ex-con. 
 
    He walked along the edge of the road, wondering what the day would bring. There was a town 15 miles up the road, but what kind of town he didn’t know. 
 
    $176 wasn’t enough to get a motel room. He would have to sleep under trees and hope it didn’t rain. He could eat for a week. Longer if he bought cans and cooked them himself. 
 
    Maybe he could find a job. Just a temporary thing until he could earn enough money to get back to his hometown. 
 
    Would he still have friends there? After six years in prison? 
 
    He knew there were a lot of people that didn’t believe he had robbed that convenience store. But people who believed in him weren’t good witnesses compared to two citizens who identified him in the line up, swore he was the one. 
 
    Luckily, the clerk had survived the pistol whipping, or he would have faced murder. But the clerk hadn’t really gotten a good look at his assailant, and so couldn’t clear him. 
 
    To the right was a barbed wire fence, and beyond that cows grazed happily. 
 
    On the other side of the road was a field of broccoli or Brussel sprouts or something. Mexicans were bent over doing something. Weeding the rows maybe. 
 
    Up the road— 
 
    EEEE! 
 
    A van skidded to a stop next to him. The door opened and a slender figure in black sweats aimed a pistol at him. 
 
    “Get in.” 
 
    “But I…I…” 
 
    He looked to the sides, moving forward slowly, judging his chances to dive to the side, roll, run, hide in a ditch. 
 
    Not much of a chance at all. 
 
    He came closer to the van. 
 
    “Hurry up.” 
 
    The figure in the doorway backed into the shadows until only the gun could be seen. No chance of jumping the gun man when he got into the van. 
 
    “Come on.” 
 
    He put his hands on the side of the doorway and prepared to step into the van. 
 
    A blonde woman appeared at the back corner of the van. She pointed a gun at him. 
 
    He moved into the back of the van. He heard the phhft! Felt a needle sticking inches back, right around his right kidney, then the shock hit. 
 
    He sprawled on the floor of the van, his arms outflank, his face bruised on the floor, his back arched and his body shaking violently. 
 
    The driver’s door slammed as the blonde got in. 
 
    Larry couldn’t think. His brain felt like a peanut in a can, rattling…rattling. 
 
    His flesh felt like every inch had been stung by bees at the same time. 
 
    He was dimly aware of spasming and smashing his body up and down on the floorboards. 
 
    Then the horrible sensations went away and he lay, paralyzed, and couldn’t do anything when they put hand cuffs on his wrists, behind his back, and tapped his ankles together. 
 
    As he recovered he couldn’t stop shaking, and his brain was filled with terror and anxiety. 
 
    The van was now moving, and the person who had tasered him was sitting on the floor, back to the passenger seat, and watching him. 
 
    There were two other people in the van, the driver and a passenger. 
 
    Minutes passed, and Lance tried to speak. “Mmmph!” 
 
    That was when he realized he had tape over his mouth. They had put duct tape over his mouth while he was out of it. 
 
    He looked at the person who had tased him, who still held the stun gun at the ready, as if he could break his bonds, leap up and over power three people. 
 
    It was a woman! As his eyes became used to the shadowy interior of the van he saw that she had a female body under the dark sweats. She had breasts, big ones, and they showed when she twisted in place to say something to the person driving. 
 
    When the driver turned to answer, Lance could tell that she was a woman, too! 
 
    The long hair coming down the back, out from under the stocking cap. 
 
    What about the passenger? 
 
    When she turned Lance could see that she was a woman, too. 
 
    But…why? 
 
    Why had three women kidnapped him? He had been in jail for six years! He hadn’t had any interaction with anybody on the outside! He didn’t know anybody who he could have offended, who would be mad at him! 
 
    The van was an older model and it made a lot of noise. Whatever the three women were talking about he couldn’t make it out. 
 
    He lay back and looked at the ceiling of the van and counted the miles. 
 
    What he thought were miles. 
 
    When you are in a dark van all you can do is count sixty seconds and hope it approximated a mile. 
 
      
 
    They drove for two hours, as best as Lance could approximate. 
 
    The surface of the road changed from highway to what felt like a two lane black top, then a series of squiggly motions, bumps, and a slight upward trend. 
 
    It felt like they were sliding through ruts, and maybe even some muddy ruts, then around a turn, up a steeper hill, and onto a gravel surface. 
 
    Lance listened to the tires, so close to his head. 
 
    So they were a hundred miles or so from the prison, and off road, maybe even off grid. 
 
    The van stopped. The engine pinged. Doors opened and the three women stepped out. 
 
    For a moment Lance had a glimpse of a farm. Fences, fields, a portion of a big barn, then the side door was slid shut again. 
 
    Voices, muffled through the wall of the van, and he knew the women were talking, and probably about him. He could make out a few words, a phrase here and there. 
 
    “Got him.” He heard that. 
 
    Mumble, mumble, then: “Rather shoot…” Shoot what? Him? 
 
    He was stiff and sore, and a fresh wave of panic set in. Why would anybody shoot him? He had served his time! Time which he didn’t even deserve! 
 
    Mumble… “Eat some…” 
 
    Then the sound of feet walking away, crunching the gravel, three sets of feet. He thought. 
 
    He lay, trussed and in pain, and tried to think. 
 
    It had been a couple of hours since they had shocked him, but his mind still felt like it was whirling in a blender. 
 
    Three women. 
 
    Kidnapped him. 
 
    Why? 
 
    Why? 
 
      
 
    An hour later Lance was feeling faint. Not being able to move, he had a headache from the stun gun, and he was thirsty. 
 
    The door slid back and light flooded into the van. 
 
    He blinked and jerked back. He tried to see the world, but the light was too much after his lengthy rest in the van. 
 
    One of the women reached in and ran a line around the chain on his cuffs. She pulled it tight, stepped out of the van and yelled. “Go for it!” 
 
    The line was stretched into the barn, which the van had parked next to. It went over a pulley, then back to where a cable took over the duties. 
 
    The line tightened and he was jerked around and dragged out of the van. 
 
    A winch! He was being winched! 
 
    He was dragged across the gravel, and endured a whole new set of pains. Little pebbles digging into his flesh. He would have screamed but he still had the tape on his mouth. 
 
    Into the barn, and the surface smoothed out, became packed earth. 
 
    His arms were being stretched and it felt like they were going to come out of the sockets. 
 
    He caught a glimpse of the woman working a switch for the winch. There was another woman in the barn, under the pole to which the pulley was attached. The third woman walked alongside him. 
 
    He grunted and tried to yell, but all tat came out was mumbled gobbledegook. Then he reached the area under the pulley and was lifted to his feet. Then into the air. 
 
    He groaned, and tears came from his eyes as his own weight dragged on his arm sockets. 
 
    “Okay!” 
 
    Then: “Back off a bit.” 
 
    He was lowered and tried to get his bound feet under him. 
 
    “Okay!” 
 
    The winch stopped. 
 
    Lance tried to stand, but his legs wouldn't work. 
 
    The woman who had walked him back took a knife out of a scabbard and looked at him. “I’d love to just gut you.” 
 
    But she simply cut the tape on his ankles. 
 
    He did a slow, awkward dance, his feet flattened on the surface of the floor, and he was finally on his own feet. 
 
    “Let me go!” he tried to say, but it came out, “Lemmmeeooo!” 
 
    The women gathered around him. He was half leaning, half twisting, but he managed to hold himself still and get a glimpse at his captors. 
 
    A blonde and two brunettes. They wore close fitting pearl snap shirts, tight jeans, and were very good looking. 
 
    The blonde was a Marilyn Monroe look alike, with her cropped blonde hair and her red lipstick. The other two were fresh faced beauties. They would have looked at home in the Miss America Pageant. If they had categories for kidnappers. 
 
    “Lemmmeeooo!” he tried again. 
 
    “So this is the big, bad criminal. How do you feel rapist?” 
 
    Rapist? What rapist? He was supposed to be a small time stick up man! And he wasn’t really even that! 
 
    His eyes were wide and he shook his head in confusion. 
 
    “Six years you been in prison, and you thought we’d forget.” 
 
    Now he knew, it was a case of mistaken identity! 
 
    “But it was our sister you raped and killed. And now we’re going to see how you like it.” 
 
    Lance tried to yell through the doc tape, but nothing intelligible came out. 
 
    I’m innocent! You want Gary Swanson! He spent 12 years for murder and rape! And he was getting out the same day as me! 
 
    But all that came out was gibberish. Nonsense. 
 
    “Our sister,” corrected the other brunette. “And we loved her with all our souls. And you ended her life!” 
 
    Lance shook his head and tried to scream. 
 
    “Not so brave now, is he,” commented the blonde. 
 
    “He’s a coward.” 
 
    “Filth.” 
 
    Then one of the woman kicked him. 
 
    The world turned white and he was sure she had ruptured him. He wanted to curl into the fetal position, but all he could do was dangle. 
 
    “You beat her, and now we’re going to beat you.” 
 
    “We’re going to do to you what you did to Linzie.” 
 
    Dazed, ready to pass out, Lance shook his head, his eyes begged, but it as no use. 
 
    When they were done with him they walked out of the barn and closed the doors, and he was left dangling. 
 
      
 
    Lance had been released from prison at one in the afternoon. 
 
    He had been picked up by the three women around one thirty.  
 
    Two hours to the ranch, or farm, or whatever it was, then an hour before his beating…he figured it was about four, maybe four thirty, give or take. 
 
    It was the beginning of winter, a harsh time to be let out of prison. No crops to harvest and few jobs to be had. 
 
    In the barn it was cold. The sun’s warmth disappeared and the chill set in.  
 
    Lance heard the flutter of wings. 
 
    A barn owl? Catching mice? 
 
    A bat?  
 
    That was a rightening thought. Bats are the kind of creatures that always bring up thoughts of blood sucking. 
 
    He heard something on the floor, moving over the hard pack and disturbing a bit of straw.  
 
    A mouse? 
 
    Where was the barn owl? 
 
    His arms felt like they were going to break right off. 
 
    He thought about John McCaine, war prisoner turned senator, tortured so much he couldn’t’ raise his arms above his shoulders. 
 
    He fantasized himself, tortured, an object so piteous that the people elected him to congress. 
 
    He would take that. 
 
    He would take almost anything over the excruciating pain living in his shoulders. 
 
    Pitch darkness. He thought he could see a flicker of light through  a crack between the boards of the barn, but he wasn’t sure. 
 
    And everything was so silent. The outside world muffled by barn walls and distance. 
 
    Except, every once in a while thought he could hear music. Some old sixties stuff. Maybe Credence Clearwater Revival. 
 
    He tried to move, to relieve the pain eating his body up. But he couldn’t move enough. 
 
    The hours passed, slow ticks of the cosmic clock. 
 
    He realized, somewhere along the line, that he was hallucinating. Eyes in their nipples. An old Jim Morrison song. 
 
    He tried to sing, but the pain was too much. He couldn’t remember lyrics over the pain. 
 
    Some eternity later he perceived grayness. 
 
    Gray through the spaces between boards, around the big doors he had been dragged through. How long ago was that? Years? Decades? Millenia? 
 
    Dawn. 
 
      
 
    “Wakey wakey! Eggs and Bakey!” 
 
    He had been sleeping, but with open eyes. The world had been grey, then he began perceiving it, the light coming through the opening doors. 
 
    He tried to speak, but nothing came out. He was strangling for lack of moisture. He needed water. 
 
    The three women stood in front of him. They wore flannel shirts now, two blue and one red. It was colder than pearl snaps, he guessed, his mind doing swan dives. 
 
    “He looks pretty bad.” 
 
    “Hey, Gary. How you doing?” 
 
    He shook his head, tried to croak, but just hung there. 
 
    “I think he needs water.” 
 
    “Probably. Ask me if I care.” 
 
    “None of us care, but we need him alive if we’re going to fix him.” 
 
    “Dead or alive,” quipped the blonde. “What a choice.” 
 
    The brunettes snickered. 
 
    “Okay, how we going to do this?” 
 
    “Just the way we planned. Let’s get him down.” 
 
    They loosened the winch and Lance lay on the ground. 
 
    “Come on, tough guy. Up on your feet.” 
 
    “Yeah. We have a lot to do.” 
 
    Lance couldn’t move for some minutes. They kicked him a few times, then realized what they were up against. 
 
    The blonde trotted outside to a trough and came back in with a dipper of water. 
 
    One of the brunettes ripped the due tape off his mouth. 
 
    Lance tried to talk, but his voice simply wouldn't work. It was so dry it felt like it had beg cracks running up and down inside his throat. 
 
    The blonde poured water into his mouth. 
 
    He let the water seep down his throat, and slowly, slowly, he swallowed and the feeling of cracks in the throat subsided. 
 
    He gasped out “Not…Gary…” 
 
    Before he could finish his sentence the due tape was back in place. 
 
    “That ought to do him.” 
 
    I’m not Gary Swanson! he tried to yell through he dug tape. 
 
    Nothing but gargle sounds came out and the girls ignored him. 
 
    “He’s going to be a lot thirstier by the time we finish with him,” laughed one of the brunettes. The other two girls grinned. 
 
    “Okay, let’s get him inside.” 
 
    They grabbed his handcuffs and hauled him to his feet. “Let’s go, tough guy.” 
 
    They pushed him ahead of themselves, and when he tried to turn, to protest his innocence, they just pushed him harder. 
 
    Across the gravel yard. While the place was in good shape, no boards or shingles were missing off the house or barn, and the fences all seemed intact, the gravel on the drive was fair mushed into the hard pack. 
 
    He went up the steps to the porch and stood, his chest heaving, it was difficult to breath through just his nose. 
 
    “Open the door.” 
 
    One of them opened the door and he was shoved into the house. 
 
    Through a comfortable living room with a lived on couch and western style chairs. 
 
    Down a hall and into a bedroom. Except it wasn’t bedroom. 
 
    It was an operating theater! 
 
    It had a platform for the patient to lie on, a couple of machines that give out the beeping sounds. An open closet revealed IV bags. on a dresser was an array of surgical tools. 
 
    He tried to turn, but was punched hard, and near folded up. 
 
    He fell to the ground and tried to kick. 
 
    “Enough of this.” 
 
    ZZZZT! 
 
    Lance saw the world turn white again. His spine felt like it was going to make a u turn. Everything was going askew and his mind felt like it was a pin cushion with ten penny nails in it. 
 
    Then…some indeterminate time later…he was on the operating table. 
 
    Tied down. 
 
    And the operation began. 
 
      
 
    Operations usually last a couple of hours. If there needs to be more work, the operations are separated into separate operations over weeks and months. So it was with the operations suffered by Lance. 
 
    He awoke and had little idea as to how much time had passed. He just stared at the ceiling and lay there and didn’t even have much in the way of thoughts. 
 
    The women moved around him, and the blonde entered his view. She put a spoon in his mouth and he found himself eating broth. Later that day they fed him some sort of cinnamon flavored mush. 
 
    He couldn’t’ move, and when he tried to talk the blonde hushed him. she touched his throat. 
 
    “We’ve shaved your Adam’s apple. You’ll have a higher pitched, more feminine voice now. If you try talking now, while it’s healing, you might destroy your ability to have any voice at all. 
 
    He moved his head slightly, and he could feel the bulky bandage on his throat. 
 
    “You have to be very careful eating. We’ve got you on an IV, but you have to eat something or your digestive tract will degrade.” 
 
    He didn’t understand, and tears came to his eyes. 
 
    The women took turns sitting with him. Eight hour shifts, and at night one of them slept in the same room in a little fold a bed. He was never out from under their observation. 
 
    And they, possibly out of sheer boredom, possibly because they wanted him to understand what they were doing to him, told him things. 
 
    The blonde was Shirley. The two brunettes were Lana and Shiela. 
 
    They freely admitted: “We really wanted to kill you, but we’re not that kind of people. We don’t want to kill anybody, Gary. Or rape them.” 
 
    I’m not Gary, he thought at them. 
 
    A week later he was able to talk, but only in a whisper, and in a very high pitched voice. He was now a soprano. And that was when they took him in for another operation. 
 
    He awoke with breasts. Big breasts. But it was more extensive than just breasts. 
 
    “We used liposuction, Gary. We harvested your fat and injected it into your boobs. There’s no danger of your body rejecting the fat, and those boobs are there for the duration.” 
 
    Larry could feel the differences in his body. They had taken the fat from his belly and given him breasts, hips, and even sculptured his face a bit. 
 
    That operation took a while to recover from. His body was sore, and they showed him his new face. It was swollen and he had black spots, big bruises, including black eyes, and he could see that his cheeks were going to be more feminine. 
 
    He had a reduced Adam’s apple, an altered voice, a changed body, and big boobs. But they were only started. 
 
    Every day Shirley came in and injected him with a solution. 
 
    He looked at the syringe and tried to nod questioningly. 
 
    She smiled. “These are hormones. Very strong. Estrogen, delivered like this will be much more effective. All of the little things that we have done for you will be enhanced by this little chemical. Isn’t it wonderful?” 
 
    They fed him some solid food. They took turns, depending on who was on what shift, and spooned vegetables and bits of fruit into his mouth. 
 
    If he tried to talk they simply taped his mouth shut and came back later to feed him, when he was more ‘amenable.’ 
 
    And he discovered that his lips had been botoxed. They were big and plump. He could feel that just by licking his lips. 
 
    “You like your new look?” asked Lana, feeding him spoonfuls of plain mush, not even a dollop of honey to make it palatable. 
 
    He shook his head, small tears forming at the corners of his eyes. 
 
    She just chuckled. 
 
    He tried to refuse food at one point, but they just shrugged, and kept him on the IV and told him that if he didn’t eat he eventually wouldn’t be able to eat, that he would have all sorts of intestinal problems. 
 
    “We want you healthy, Gary,” explained Shiela. 
 
    Not Gary! he sobbed. 
 
    “We want you to live a life of frustration. Death would be too easy for you.” 
 
    And another spoonful of mush down the gullet. 
 
    Christmas arrived, and the girls exchanged gifts. They gave each other things like purses and necklaces and cute cards with adorable kitty cats on them. 
 
    They gave Larry lingerie, laid the articles of underwear onto his body and giggled. 
 
    “You look wonderful in panties, Gary.” 
 
    “That bra is you!” 
 
    “We’re going to do your hair starting in the new year. And you’re going to learn about make up. Won’t that be wonderful?” 
 
    Not Gary! he thought, but not with so much force. It was useless protesting, after all. 
 
    Christmas dinner the house filled with the smell of turkey and giblets, apple and pumpkin pie, and it was warm and happy. For the girls. 
 
    They gave him just enough that he wanted more, and laughed at the distraught look in his eyes. 
 
    During this time he thought about how cruel people could be. 
 
    They thought he was a murderer and a rapist. He wasn’t, and that meant that a real murderer and rapist was out there. 
 
    And what they were doing to him—it totally proved the old adage that ‘the female is the more vicious of the species.’ 
 
    Was the world really this cruel? 
 
    In that ranch house, at that moment, he thought it was, and he wondered if he wanted to live in a world that bad. 
 
    But the urge to survive is something that can’t be turned off. 
 
    Oh, some people manage to take their lives, but it is a struggle, and they have to overcome themselves, and even then they aren’t always successful. 
 
      
 
    The day after New Year’s Eve, the girls had spent the night drinking and howling to the moon, they reduced his restraints. 
 
    He was secured by chains that were attached to the walls. He could move around, and he could even use his hands. 
 
    Of course there was nothing for him to use his hands on. 
 
    But it was a degree of freedom after three months confined to a bed. 
 
    He stood up and looked at himself. The girls had put a mirror on the wall facing him and he saw what they had done. 
 
    He was stunned. 
 
    His face was smaller, more oval. The cheekbones were higher, the chin narrower. 
 
    The hormones they were injecting him with were working. 
 
    His shoulders seemed narrower, but maybe that was because his upper body had shrunk, and the new slenderness was emphasized by very large breasts. 
 
    His waist was tiny, and that was when he realized that they had actually removed his lower ribs. It felt so weird. 
 
    His ass was round. A real tush. And he knew that he would be swaying when he walked. 
 
    When he walked. 
 
    He was standing up now, and he could move around a little, maybe three feet in any direction. 
 
    But were they going to let him walk out of there? 
 
    After what they had done to him? 
 
    That morning the girls walked into the room. Shirley was carrying a little case, Lana was holding a handful of the lingerie he had been gifted with, and Shiela was holding clothes. 
 
    They arranged three chairs in front of him and smiled at him. 
 
    “Okay, Gary. Your transition is almost complete. We just need to give you a few lessons on how to dress, how to act, things like that. 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “Since this is going to be an education, and your participation is necessary, we’re going to take the tape off your mouth. Isn’t that wonderful?” 
 
    “But if you scream at us, or insult us in any way, the tape goes back on, and that won’t be good.” 
 
    Shiela commented, “You’re going to have to live as a woman now, and it would behoove you to learn, and learn quickly.” 
 
    “So, do we have your word that you will not scream, yell, or otherwise abuse us with your pretty, little mouth?” 
 
    Larry nodded. 
 
    For the first time in over three months the tape was removed and he was allowed to talk. 
 
    He had motion in his hands now, and he rubbed his mouth and tried to bring more feeling into it. 
 
    The girls watched hm. They were grinning brightly, truly enjoying this moment. 
 
    Larry opened his mouth and squeaked—they had given him a very high pitched bimbo voice—and shut up, horror in his eyes. 
 
    The girls all laughed hysterically. 
 
    “Did you see his face?” 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    “That was priceless!” 
 
    Tears rolled down his cheeks. 
 
    “Aw, look. Little baby girl is crying.” 
 
    More laughter. 
 
    Larry made himself talk, and he said, “My name is Larry Perkins.” 
 
    The girls giggled. 
 
    “Yeah, right,” mocked Shiela. “And mine is Hillary Clinton.” 
 
    “I was in jail for armed robbery, which I didn’t commit.” 
 
    The girls were having a hard time listening, they were too busy laughing at his ridiculously high voice. 
 
    Larry stood and raged within. But he was confined by the chains, and he was too weak, anyway. The long diet of estrogen and motionlessness and lack of exercise had robbed him of muscle mass and male strength. 
 
    He didn’t struggle or make a move towards them. He just said, “I didn’t even commit the robbery. I was convicted on the words of two women who claimed they had seen me, but they hadn’t. Whoever the real robber was…he’s still free and laughing at me.” 
 
    The girls were still laughing, but their laughter was less now. Now they were just snickering and enjoying his protests. 
 
    “Well, Gary, we expected this, so we brought proof.” 
 
    “Huh? What proof? My name is Larry! How can you prove it isn’t?” 
 
    Shirley bent and opened the little case she had brought in. It was a make up case, but jammed into the top of the case was a Manila folder. 
 
    Larry blinked. He had seen such folders before. but— 
 
    “This is a copy of your prison record. Here is your picture.” 
 
    She opened the folder and showed him the first page. A picture of him was in the upper corner.” 
 
    “You were arrested with a beard, so we made sure we got a prison picture of you without the beard. Is this not you?” 
 
    “Yes, but…” he was terribly confused, so confused his head hurt. He was reading the accompanying writing. 
 
    “And can you read the name for us?” 
 
    He did. Gary Swanson. 
 
    “But…this is wrong!” 
 
    “Of course it is. It’s your picture, with your real name, and Larry Perkins is one of your fellow convicts.” 
 
    “How convenient,” observed Lana. “You get out on the same day, and he looks a bit like you, and you try to convince us you’re somebody else. Nice try, Gary.” 
 
    “Nice try, Mr. Rape Man.” snapped Shiela, “But not good enough.” 
 
    “No, we know who you are, and now we’re going to complete your punishment. We’re going to teach you how to be a woman, fix you all up, then drop you off in some seedy part of the city.” 
 
    “A part where you have to give blow jobs to survive.” 
 
    “Or maybe worse.” 
 
    Big tears fell from his eyes, and Larry felt all hope evaporate. 
 
    He whispered in a tiny but impossibly high voice: “I’m not Gary.” 
 
    But the girls weren’t having it. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    Larry was learning to be a girl. 
 
    Oddly, something was happening with his three kidnappers. 
 
    He learned how to style his hair. How and when to use hair spray, how to use curlers. What to do when things like rain happened to his hair. 
 
    Shiela was helping him one day, and he noticed that she had a strange look in her eyes. 
 
    He was brushing up against his neck, flipping his hair into a bubble. Shiela was explaining about Dorothy Hamel and how she popularized the cut. 
 
    Larry worked to master the technique, and noticed Shiela just watching him. 
 
    But not watching him as he did hair, but watching him with a thoughtful look on her face. 
 
    He was also learning how to do nails. He prepared his nails, sanded, pushed the cuticle back, then trimmed some fakes so they would fit properly. 
 
    Doing fingernails was a wonderful time to just get things out of your mind. 
 
    Shirley was watching him, offering advice, be it in a caustic manner. 
 
    He ignored her harsh voice and concentrated on doing the thing right. 
 
    And noticed she wasn’t speaking to him. 
 
    He looked up and she looked away, actually appeared nervous. Her flustered look made him wonder: what was she thinking about? 
 
    Lana was helping him with make up. She helped him pluck his eyebrows and create curving arches that were pretty darned sexy. She was inches away from him, breathing on him, and he was aware of her face, her breath, her large breasts so close to his hands. 
 
    He didn’t move, but she suddenly backed away. 
 
    “What are you thinking of?” she accused. 
 
    He shook his head. “Nothing. It’s just…this female stuff is intimate. I’m not used to that.” 
 
    “So raping people isn’t intimate?” 
 
    He stared at her, then just looked away. Ignored her and looked into the mirror. 
 
     
 
    “We’re going to be letting you go.” 
 
    Larry nodded. He expected it. What he didn’t expect was the looks of concern on their faces. 
 
    He should have. After all, they had ‘raised him’ as a girl. As odd as it sounds, especially considering the situation, they were his ‘mothers.’ 
 
    They had taught him how to dress, how to wear lingerie, how to put on make up…everything. 
 
    They had taught him how to speak, how to walk and sit and conduct himself. 
 
    Now it looked like they were having second thoughts. 
 
    Larry wasn’t having second thoughts. He wanted to leave. He didn’t know what kind of a life he was going to have, but at least he would be in charge of it. 
 
    He would have to see doctors and find out which of the procedures they had done to him could be undone. 
 
    Should he call he cops? 
 
    He should. 
 
    But he was done with the prison system. 
 
    He had been framed and thrown in jail. For him the idea of law and order didn’t work. 
 
    And he didn’t like the idea of trying to get ‘justice’ through the legal system. 
 
    No. He would just go on his way. 
 
    “When is this great event going to happen.” 
 
    “We’ll release you, and you can get used to walking around and keeping yourself girly. When we’re satisfied…you can leave.” 
 
    “Just like that. Walk down the road.” 
 
    “How am I supposed to survive.” 
 
    “That’s up to you.” 
 
    “You’ve stolen my life.” 
 
    Two of the girls kept straight faces, Lana muttered, “And you stole our sister’s. What we’ve done to you…at least you’re alive.” 
 
    Larry wanted to come back on that. Say something like, ‘Thanks for nothing.’ 
 
    But he had developed a kind of discipline. He simply sighed and watched them. 
 
    That morning, Shirley holding a shot gun, they unlocked him. Then they backed out of the room. 
 
    He was free to move for the first time in five months. He rubbed his wrists, which were sore from the handcuffs. 
 
    He rubbed his ankles. He lay down on the bed, for the first time without chains holding him there. 
 
    He looked at himself in the mirror. 
 
    He was a pretty woman. No, a beautiful woman. He had a large chest, a butt big enough to twerk, and he knew make up and nails and hair care and all the things that go along with being a woman. 
 
    Worst of all, his penis was small and shrunken and just dangled. 
 
    Oddly, his reduced manhood didn’t bother him so much as the fact that he was always horny. Always frustrated. 
 
    Just because his dick was limp didn’t mean that his testicles, though reduced in size, didn’t produce semen. 
 
    In fact, his small balls always felt full and sensitive. 
 
    Whenever he walked his balls shifted between his thighs, and the head of his penis rubbed, and…he was horny. 
 
    Limp, but horny.  
 
    And he was not going to be able to masturbate, or have a woman, or…or anything. 
 
    He stood up, studied his curvaceous self, then walked out of the room. 
 
    The girls were sitting at the far end of the room, in the nook that was a dining room. They were heads close together and they were whispering. 
 
    They stopped whispering when he entered the room. They just stared at him. 
 
    He barely gave them a glance. He walked out to the porch, stood for a long moment, then sat on the steps. 
 
    The morning was bright, the air crisp, a good morning. 
 
    Larry stared at the hills in the distance, a hawk circling high above. He noted how the clouds were drifting. 
 
    The door behind him opened and Shirley came out, stood against the column at the side of the porch. 
 
    He looked up at her, then ignore her. 
 
    She waited a minute, then sat down on the steps next to him, but a couple of feet apart from him. 
 
    He said, “Do you have anything besides high heels? I want to walk around the property.” 
 
    “You’re not going to leave?” 
 
    “I’d like to, but not until you let me.” 
 
    “No,” she said. 
 
    He sighed, then turned to her. “What if I really was Larry Perkins? What if I’m not Gary Swanson?” 
 
    “We’ve got the proof. I don’t think I’ll engage in your little fantasies.” 
 
    “You only hear what you want to hear.” 
 
    She stared at him. 
 
    He stood up and walked across the gravel driveway. 
 
    It was awkward. He wasn’t used to high heels, and his ankles kept trying to twist. He stopped at a fence and stared across a hundred feet of pasture to some woods. He could see two deer…no three, four. A family. 
 
    That was something he would never have. 
 
    He wouldn’t have sex again, and he wouldn’t have a family. No rug rats to crawl on him and call him daddy. No loving wife. 
 
    And he thought about what the future held for him. 
 
    Work as a woman. Not many good paying jobs. 
 
    Would he have to give blow jobs to make a living? 
 
    Huh. He didn’t want to think about that. 
 
    He’d never bought one, and he didn’t feel like selling one. 
 
    Maybe he could work as a secretary, maybe get a job as a paralegal or something. Of course he would need a bit of schooling for that. 
 
    And then there was the problem of establishing himself as a transgender person. 
 
    He would have to get a license, choose a name, tell prospective employers why he had changed his name and what sex he really was. 
 
    It was not going to be a fun row to hoe. 
 
    But…what else was there? 
 
    Standing at the fence, staring into the distance, he suddenly noted the deer bounding away. But he totally missed the shadowy figure hiding in the brush. 
 
      
 
    That night the girls ate dinner. They actually invited him to sit with them, but he refused. 
 
    They might have had a look of concern in their eyes, might even be feeling a bit guilty about what they’d done, but he didn’t want much to do with them. 
 
    He ate in his room. He sat on his bed and manipulated his silverware with his long, red nails. 
 
    Oddly, he was getting used to being a woman. He was used to his body, and all the things the girls had taught him…sitting and being girly, just doing things like his hair and his nails, it was very satisfying. 
 
    And he realized that being frustrated was making him adhere to girl-ism in a manner he had not expected. 
 
    He sighed 
 
    He finished his meal, picked up his plate and headed for the kitchen. 
 
    The kitchen. Prepare meals, do the dishes, be a woman. 
 
    Funny, he had never pictured himself as a housewife, but now he was doing— 
 
    “Hello, ladies.” 
 
    Larry spun around to the sound of the new voice. It was gruff, manly, and…vaguely familiar. 
 
    Shirley, Lana and Shiela were frozen at the dining room table. They were staring at the door, where Gary Swanson stood, a gun in his hand. 
 
    “Who are you?” blurted Shirley. 
 
    “I’m your daddy, bitch. Now, stay where you are. And you, by the sink, move into the dining room and sit down.” 
 
    Carefully, very aware of the gun in the intruder’s hand, Larry moved to the dining table and sat down. 
 
    The girls were scared, but he was curious. He knew that voice. And that face…it was familiar. He tried to imagine it without the beard. 
 
    “Well, well, well.” The bearded man, he looked scruffy and dirty, moved across the room. He glanced down the hallway, but didn’t walk down it. “I’ve been watching you, girls. And what are four beautiful babes doing all alone out here in the wilderness?” 
 
    “This is our house! What are you doing here!” 
 
    “I’ve just come to visit. I‘ll be leaving in a while, but not before we’ve had our fun.” 
 
    “What fun?” 
 
    “What fun? Oh, I forgot, you don’t know me. So why don’t you just sit there and I’ll tell you a story. You, sink girl, go get me that bottle of whiskey on top of the fridge. Get me a couple of Cokes, too.” 
 
    Larry moved like molasses on a winter night. He moved into the kitchen and got the bourbon and Coke. 
 
    “A glass and ice, too, bitch.” 
 
    Gary had kicked a club chair around and pulled a TV tray to his side. 
 
    Larry placed the whiskey and Coke down on the tray. He considered trying to jump Gary, but knew he didn’t have a chance. Not yet. 
 
    He returned to the kitchen, then brought a glass with ice to the TV tray. 
 
    “Sit down, good looking.” 
 
    And Larry had it. He knew who it was. Take away the beard, there was a similarity…it was Gary Swanson! In prison for murder and rape, but got out early because he was well behaved. 
 
    So well behaved that he was now home invading, and threatening, three girls. 
 
    Oh, crap, Larry thought. Four girls! 
 
    As these revelations shot through Larry’s mind he sat down at the table. The girls were staring with wide eyes. 
 
    Gary poured a half a glass of bourbon. Then he managed to pop the top with one hand and one finger, and poured in the Coke. He lifted the glass, swirled it, and took a slug. 
 
    “Oh, fuck! Yes. Woo!” 
 
    His eyes were bright and he stared at the girls as the whiskey worked through him. 
 
    “If you leave now we won’t call the police.” 
 
    Gary laughed. Then grew serious. “Shut up.” Then he smiled. He was a real up and down personality. 
 
    “You were going to tell us a story,” Larry spoke in a low voice, but Gary still snickered at the high pitch. 
 
    “Man, you are a real baby bitch, aren’t you.” 
 
    He sipped again, held the gun on his knee, loosely pointed at them. 
 
    “Yes, the story. I suppose I should. It’s a doozy of a story, and you girls will love it. It starts before I went to prison.” 
 
    Three girls in took air and stared, and listened to the story. 
 
      
 
    Gary Swanson had the typical life of a criminal. 
 
    His father was a drunk, his mother made ends meet by offering her body to men at a bar. 
 
    Eventually they got in a fight, his mother was killed, his father sent to prison, and Gary went to the orphanage. 
 
     
 
    The orphanage was a filthy place where the priests mistreated the boys and Gary was broken in, proved uncontrollable, and was treated to the belt regularly. 
 
      
 
    Gary was released from that hellhole when he was eighteen, and he quickly turned to criminal activity. 
 
    Muggings turned to burglaries turned to strong arm robberies. 
 
    Turned to rape. 
 
    It was during this period that he came across a lovely named Sandra.  
 
    Gary indulged in his favorite pastime, then went on his merry way. 
 
    He didn’t count on the girl having three sisters, and that he would eventually be identified. 
 
      
 
    Murder and rape don’t necessarily pay the bills, and Gary decided to pick up a little pocket money by robbing a convenience story, and that’s where the story gets interesting. 
 
      
 
    “Hands up!”Gary burst into the convenience store. “Give me all your money! Everything! Now!” 
 
    Two old ladies stood to one side, staring at him and shivering. Fucking old biddies wore thick glasses and probably couldn’t see for shit. He ignored them. 
 
    The clerk opened the register and put money in a bag. 
 
    “Under the tray, stupid.” 
 
    The clerk lifted the tray and scooped out the twenties and fifties. He put them into the bag, then handed the bag across the counter. 
 
    Gary reached for the bag, and the clerk made his move. He flung a can of Coke that was sitting on the counter at Gary. 
 
    Gary avoided it easily, then slapped the clerk on the side of the head with his gun. The clerk went down like a sack full of manure. 
 
    Then Gary backed out of the store, wagging the gun and screaming threats. He got away with a couple of hundred dollars. 
 
    A day later he shaved his beard so he wouldn't be recognized. He should have shot those old biddies, but…shoulda woulda coulda. 
 
      
 
    He read in the newspapers that some schmuck had been arrested for the convenience store. That caused him a great laugh. Some idiot goes out to get the milk and ends up serving six years for a crime that he had committed! Could life get much better? 
 
     
 
    It didn’t get better, it got worse, for Gary was arrested and charged with murder and rape. 
 
    And convicted. 
 
    Twenty years to life. 
 
    Over the years he received death threats from three women. 
 
    They claimed the woman he killed had been their sister, and they wanted revenge. 
 
    Gary didn’t even bother telling the warden about the letters. Hell, he was in prison, nobody could touch him there. Besides, he sort of liked getting the letters. 
 
    Stupid bitches! 
 
    So he went away to prison. And guess what, surprise of surprises…the schmuck who had been arrested for the convenience store robbery was in the same prison! 
 
    He thought about meeting the guy, telling him the truth, but he settled for just inspecting the guy at a distance. They look sort of alike. 
 
    Then, one day, a con by the name of Butch approached him. Butch worked in the admin office, and he had an interesting tale to tell. 
 
    Three women were requesting his records. 
 
    Three women. And Gary didn’t have to guess who they were. 
 
    Grinning, he asked Butch for a favor. 
 
    “Hey, man, can you swap pictures for me? Take the picture out of Larry Perkins’ jacket and swap it with mine? 
 
    And so the stage was set. 
 
      
 
    The California penal system is truly messed up. Governor Newsome got in office and decided to release all these poor, convicted criminals who had been so unfairly put in jail. 
 
    Larry was scheduled for release, and had done his time with good behavior. 
 
    Gary got out with less than one third of his twenty year sentence served, and with very bad behavior. 
 
    And, the kicker…they got out on the same day. 
 
      
 
    Gary reached the gates a few minutes after Larry. When he went through the gates he could actually see Larry turning onto the highway. 
 
    He hurried up the long drive, hoping to catch up, to have a partner, or just to bop him on the head and take his release money. 
 
    He arrived at the highway and Larry was still far ahead of him. 
 
    Gary wasn’t in good shape, so he just followed along. It was a few miles to town, and he figured he would catch up to Larry in a while. 
 
    He knew who Larry was. He knew he was the dope who had been arrested for his crime, and he truly appreciated the irony here. 
 
    He was a bit surprised when he saw, a quarter mile ahead of him, a black van pull up next to Larry. The door slid open and Larry slowly advanced towards the van. 
 
    Gary started to run. Fuck! If that dope had a ride, then Gary wanted a ride, too! 
 
    He saw the blonde get out of the driver’s door and run around to the back. She pointed a pistol at Larry, and Gary slowed down.  
 
    What the fuck? 
 
    Larry got into the van, the woman went back to the driver’s door, and the van pulled away. 
 
    Larry had been kidnapped. There went Gary’s plan to steal Larry’s release money. Which pissed him off. Which made him curious. 
 
    Gary had the license number of the van. He had a good description. More important, he had addresses on the letters sent to him in prison. 
 
    Standing on that lonely highway, pissed because he couldn’t bop Larry on the head and steal his money, Gary suddenly started to grin.  
 
    And grin. 
 
      
 
    Gary sat in the club chair and grinned at his captive audience. 
 
    “So I knew where to find you. I spent a couple of months hiking, doing a little home invasion for extra money, and made my way up here. imagine my surprise when I find out that sweet cakes over there is the dope I framed, who I arranged for you girls to take by swapping his picture with mine. Can you imagine? That could be me sitting in that dress over there. You dumb bunnies!” 
 
    And he laughed and laughed. 
 
      
 
    Shirley, Lana and Shiela stared at Larry, and they were stunned. Shocked. Aghast. 
 
    They had kidnapped and transformed an innocent man! 
 
    And he had told them he was innocent, and they hadn’t believed him. 
 
    They had, instead, abused him. Maimed him.  
 
    They were guilty of far more heinous crimes than he. 
 
    “Oh, God. We’re sorry,” Shirley blurted. 
 
    Gary laughed even harder. This whole thing was funnier than a barrel full of monkeys trying to fuck a barrel full of leopards! 
 
    “What have we done?” whispered Lana. 
 
    “How can we make up for it?” Shiela begged. 
 
    Larry didn’t pay them any attention. He was more concerned with Gary. 
 
    Gary was the dangerous one. Gary was a proven murderer. 
 
    Gary’s laugh dwindled to chuckles and solitary guffaws. 
 
    “Hey, Larry, have these bitches screwed you, yet? They threatened to butt fuck me, have they done you?” 
 
    Larry just sat, head lowered, trying to figure a way out of this mess. 
 
    The girls asked for his forgiveness. 
 
    He said, “Let’s rob a bank.” 
 
    The girls stared at him. 
 
    Gary cocked his head. 
 
    “I’m not going to get a fair shake. I need a couple of quick scores, then I can leave the country.” 
 
    “You can’t be serious,” Shirley said in a low tone. 
 
    The expressions on Lana’s and Shiela’s faces were shocked. 
 
    “We were wrong, but…” 
 
    “He’s just as bad as Gary!” 
 
    “What do you know about robbing banks?” Gary scoffed. 
 
    “I can pass for a woman. Nobody will suspect. I can get inside, maybe even through the door to the back. Ask to see a deposit box or something. You hit ‘em through the front and I’ll already be in the back, my gun out and ready.” 
 
    Gary blinked. Laughed. Blinked again. 
 
    “Damn. Damned if you don’t give me ideas.” 
 
    “There had to be a reason you framed me. This is it. My life sucked anyway. Nobody would give me a good job. Bitches don’t treat me right.” 
 
    Gary straightened up in the club chair. The gun was still loosely pointed. How do I know you’re for real?” 
 
    And here it was…here it came…the make or break point. “I’ll seal the deal by giving you a blow job.” 
 
    Gary’s eyes went wider. This fucker was for real! 
 
    “Ew!” one of the girls made a sound of disgust. 
 
    “Come on, Gary. I’ll prove myself right now, then we can have fun with these bitches, and go score some real cash. We can even use this place for a hidey hole between jobs.” 
 
    Gary stood up. 
 
    Was he convinced? Maybe, maybe not. But he was interested in getting a blow job. 
 
    And, having been in prison, he liked his blow jobs to come from men.  
 
    Getting sucked off by a man made him feel more powerful. He would definitely be in control. 
 
    He unzipped his pants and his stiff cock came out. 
 
    He held the gun with one hand and said, “Okay. Prove it.” 
 
    Larry didn’t want to suck a man. Under the female clothes he was still, at least for a while, a man. 
 
    But he wanted to die less. 
 
    He stepped over to Gary and squatted. 
 
    The three girls watched with open mouths. 
 
    Larry had tried to convince them, and then he turns out to really be innocent, but…he’s still a degraded man. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” Gary stuck his tongue out the corner of his mouth. 
 
    Larry stared at the snake and felt like he was going to vomit. Take another man’s penis in his mouth. He couldn’t. He…had to. 
 
    He opened his mouth and began to move it on the shaft. 
 
    Gary groaned, watched girls, held the pistol, and his knees grew weak as Larry pleasured him. 
 
    The only sound in the room was the suck and gurgle of Larry’s mouth. For a long minute Larry sucked, and he remembered what he liked in a blow job. He massaged Gary’s testicles. He even reached up and tickled Gary’s brown hole. He used his tongue under the glans. 
 
    No sound, but everybody knew when Gary was about to cum. He started grunting, he held the back of Larry’s head, and… 
 
    Larry felt the streams of sperm shoot down his throat. 
 
    Gary’s knees buckled, and Larry shot up. His teeth scraped the underside of Gary’s dick, then the top of his head banged into Gary’s chin. 
 
    Teeth cracked and pieces of teeth filled Gary’s mouth. It was so violent, so efficient, that Gary was unconscious and flew back, dropping the gun and laying on his back. 
 
    Out cold.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    The police had come and gone, Gary in their custody. 
 
    Larry sat in the club chair that Gary had sat in. He wasn’t holding a weapon, but his eyes were watching the three women, who were sitting together on the couch. 
 
    “We are sorry.” 
 
    “If only we had believed you.” 
 
    “What can we do to make up for it?” 
 
    Larry sighed. 
 
    He had hated these girls at one point, but now he didn’t care. 
 
    Revenge is for idiots. He just wanted to get on with his life.  
 
    It would be a lot easier if he had some people on his side. 
 
    “I’d like some help. I’m going to do correspondence courses, see if I can become a paralegal.” 
 
    “You can live here.” 
 
    “We’ll pay your tuition.” 
 
    “And I’d like to know whether my erections are gone for good.” 
 
    The girls glanced at one another, then Shirley spoke. “The shots we gave you are good for a year. A year from now you should get function back in your penis.” 
 
    “Well, that’s something,” Larry looked resigned, but there was a glimmer of hope in his eyes. 
 
    “And…there’s other things we can do. To help you, I mean.” 
 
    “Like what?” He tilted his head, slightly curious. 
 
    “Well,” Shiela had the floor, “You’re feeling frustrated all the time. You have the urge, but not the tool, and the feelings are almost too much to stand.” 
 
    “You’re right about that,” Larry responded. 
 
    “We read about that, we planned it, and…there is one way to take care of those feelings. Until your cock comes back, of course.” 
 
    “Of course,” Larry spoke dryly. “So what did you have in mind?” 
 
    “Anal sex,” blurted Shirley. 
 
    Larry blinked. 
 
    “It’s really fun! We do it all the time! And we know exactly what to do to relieve your feelings. You’ll even get drained of a bit of semen, and…you’ll feel better. 
 
    “You’ll even have orgasms. And they can be better than normal orgasms.” 
 
    Larry looked at the three girls. Talk about stunned. Yet…they were serious. 
 
    “So you zap me, kidnap me, change me into a girl, and now you want to butt fuck me to make it all better.” 
 
    The three girls nodded their heads together. 
 
    “We’re sorry, Larry. We really mean it, and we’ll do anything to make up for it.” 
 
    “Larry, we’ll spend the whole year until your cock comes back to life helping you.” 
 
    “Waiting on you.” 
 
    “Pleasuring you.” 
 
    The girls spoke one after another, rapid-fire, and they were quite serious. 
 
    “Let me think about this,” Larry finally said. “Can one of you get me a drink?” 
 
    The three girls almost fought for the right to get him a good, old bourbon and Coke. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    You ever hear that old saying, ‘walk a mile in their shoes?’ 
 
    In this story it’s walk a mile in her shoes. 
 
    Poor Joe. He thought he was going to get a month of watching porn and playing with himself. What he gets instead is a month of chastity, a mother-in-law, and learning what it’s like to be a woman! 
 
    The only question now is going to be…can they change him back! 
 
      
 
    STAYHORNY! 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    “What’s this?” asked Joe, scratching his head. 
 
    Fed Ex was driving down the street and Joe had opened the door to find a small, cube like package on the stoop. 
 
    He bent down and picked up the box. It was about six or seven inches to a side, regular cardboard with some packing tape to secure the flap. 
 
    He walked back into the house and headed for the bathroom. Not to be crude, but he had to go, and he carried the package with him. 
 
    Sighing in relief, he lowered his pants and plopped down on the toilet. Listening to his tinkle in the bowl, he turned the package over. 
 
    Joe Black. His address. And a return address. 
 
    Jane Black. His address. 
 
    What the fuck? His wife had sent him this? 
 
    He smiled. 
 
    She was out of town on business. Going to be gone for a month. And it was only the second so that meant 29 more days. 
 
    God, did he miss her. 
 
    And so did his weenie. 
 
    He was used to getting it regular, and now he was getting nothing. 
 
    Of course, there was always his hand. It would take about three days—tomorrow, to be exact—before he would be desperate enough to resort to Madam Palm and her five daughters. 
 
    So what did his wife send him? 
 
    He grunted and began to lighten the load. He dug a finger under the tape and dug up a flap, then he started pulling. 
 
    Another grunt, another splash, and he had the tape off. 
 
    Another grunt and he had the flaps open. 
 
    There were a few pieces of bubble wrap, which he promptly popped the bubbles on, then…a velvet pouch. 
 
    His brow lowered and tilted his head slightly.  
 
    The pouch was purple with a yellow cord to keep the mouth of the sack closed. 
 
    He loosened the cord and opened up the sack. 
 
    What the…? 
 
    He took out a metal ring, turned it this way and that, just a ring with a hole in the top and a change at the bottom. 
 
    He placed the ring on the counter and dug into he pouch again. 
 
    He took out little pieces of plastic. Little spacers. Then a small lock,  the keys to the lock, but the big object in the bag, and it wasn’t that big, was stuck in the bottom of the bag. 
 
    He manipulated the sides of the bag, dug his fingers in, and pulled out…a plastic penis? 
 
    His mouth opened. 
 
    He grunted and plopped. 
 
    And turned the plastic peter around and examined it from all angles. 
 
    No. it wasn’t a peter, like a dildo or something, it was just a little tube shaped like a pecker. Now what could his wife—then he got it. 
 
    She had sent him one of this chastity things. A chastity tube. 
 
    It was supposed to go over the dong, then you lock it up, and…who in hell would do something like that? 
 
    Who, in their right mind, would lock their cock away where they couldn’t use it? 
 
    Somebody had to have landed their plane in nutsville. 
 
    He lined the pieces of the thing on the counter, let loose with a final grunt, then cleaned himself off. 
 
    He was grinning. Surely Jane couldn’t be serious! She knew how horny he got. She knew he wouldn't do something like that. 
 
    That was for perverts! 
 
    He had placed the box on the floor and he bent to pick it up and place it on the counter, to put all the pieces in it, when he saw a flash of white in the bottom of the box. 
 
    He reached in and pried up a piece of paper. He unfolded it and read, 
 
      
 
    Honey 
 
    I want you to think of me. 
 
    Try this on, 
 
    if it’s comfortable, 
 
    leave it on. 
 
    You’ll be thinking of me every day. 
 
      
 
    Joe chuckled. As if. 
 
    All clean, he walked back into the kitchen and tossed the box with the tube in it on the table. 
 
    Maybe he’d try it on the day before his wife got home. Maybe. 
 
    Now laughing, he went to the cupboard and got out the good whiskey. Whistlepig, ten years old. 
 
    He didn’t drink it a lot because it was a hundred bucks a bottle. But having dodged the chastity bullet, he felt entitled. 
 
    He took down a round glass and rattled some ice cubes into it. He splashed the whiskey over the cubes, then did the unthinkable. He ruined the whole thing with Coke. 
 
    Well, that was okay. People liked their whiskey the way they liked it, and that’s the way it goes. 
 
    He sipped a big glug, headed for the computer room and smiled at the box on the table. 
 
    Sitting down in his swivel chair, he powered up the computer and went searching. 
 
    He always did this when his wife was away. He never admitted to it, but he loved to surf porn. 
 
    He would look for search engines, type in weird stuff, and see what came up. 
 
    He liked to type in Dominatrix and peruse the results. Women who swung whips, ruined orgasms, and wore strap ons. 
 
    He would, every once in a while, type in something like Ladyboys, and see what came up. It was always amazing to him that these slender boys had such huge dongs. 
 
    And he would put in other things and generally avail himself of the glories of the net. 
 
    This evening he typed in big titted grandmothers, and one of his favorites came up. Sally D’Angelo. She wasn’t bad looking for a granny, and she had humungous boobs, and he absolutely loved her red lips. 
 
    He could just imagine putting his penis in her delicious mouth and…he sighed, and sipped, and lost himself in fantasies. 
 
    A half hour later he went back out to the kitchen and passed the box on the table. 
 
    Hunh! And he grinned. Stupid box. Didn’t his wife know that he needed total access to his dingus? 
 
    He made another drink, more Whistlepig, and headed back to the computer. 
 
    For a couple of hours he gazed upon tons and acres of pulchritude. He stroked himself, and thought about the morrow. He was horny enough now, but he really wanted to give it at least three days before he masturbated. 
 
    That extra day of getting horny really made it for him. He would squirt harder, squirt more, and…three days, yeah! 
 
    He scrolled through pages of porn stars. 
 
    Mila, with her innocent but wise face. Always happy to share her youthful charms. 
 
    He found an orgasm fest with Brandy. She must have squirted seven times, and was begging for more. 
 
    A little sojourn through the Kink site, and he decided just one more drink. 
 
    He headed for the kitchen, passed the box, and made himself a drink. 
 
    Yum. 
 
    And stared at the box. 
 
    No way he was going to get that thing on his cock now. 
 
    He looked down. 
 
    Actually, the booze, and the long time he had spent hard, he was starting to get soft. 
 
    That happened. Three or four hours of porn and his cock sometimes laid down. 
 
    Couldn’t blame the good fellow, it just happened. 
 
    He picked up the box and looked in it. The pieces of the chastity device looked back at him. 
 
    He chuckled, and headed for the computer room, and this time he was carrying the box. 
 
    He placed the box on his desk and ignored it. 
 
    More porn. More. 
 
    Shalina’s nipples. Oh, man. 
 
    Richelle’s slick, red lips. Oh, Lord. 
 
    And Holly. He really liked her husky voice and her awesome boobs. 
 
    He looked at the chastity thing. 
 
    Holly groaning huskily in the background, he laid the pieces of the chastity tube on the desk and stared at them. 
 
    The tube would fit there, with spacers, and his balls would come out there. It looked pretty fool proof. 
 
    Silly wife. Thinking she could trap him. 
 
    He had kicked off his pants and removed his shirt hours ago, and now he placed the tube over his shaft. 
 
    Son of a bitch if it didn’t fit! 
 
    He took it off, then placed the ring around his whole package. 
 
    Hunh. Didn’t feel too bad. 
 
    Felt sort of kinky, actually. 
 
    He tossed the pieces of the thing back onto the desk and went back to surfing porn. 
 
    He happened across ‘castration,’ and that was sort of scary. 
 
    Now drunk, he sat back and sighed. 
 
    And looked at the tube. 
 
    He bent forward and examined the thing. 
 
    He had the keys. No big deal. He could just open the thing if he didn’t like it. 
 
    He fit the ring around his cock and balls, then the tube to his dingus. He put the pieces together and ran the padlock through the little circle. 
 
    There, he was in it. It felt weird, but cool. 
 
    But he still wasn’t ready to lock it up. 
 
    But what would Jane say when she called and asked him about it? 
 
    And she would call. 
 
    He would have to hem and haw, and then explain that the little thing was too scary. 
 
    Ha! 
 
    Him scared? 
 
    And he had the keys. 
 
    Closed the padlock. 
 
    Click. 
 
    He was locked up. No way out. 
 
    He stood up and down at himself. 
 
    It was snug, that was for sure. 
 
    And his penis was starting to react. Funny, he had been limp, but now that he couldn’t get erect, he was trying to get erect. 
 
    He chuckled, and went for a walk. 
 
    The thing swayed between his legs, and his penis tried to get hard, and tried and tried. 
 
    That was sort of cool, sort of added an extra horniness factor to the whole thing. 
 
    He pulled on his pants and shirt and went outside. He walked fifty yards up the sidewalk, then back. 
 
    It was late and nobody saw him, and he felt a surging excitement. 
 
    Nobody knew that he had locked his cock up. 
 
    He was, for intents and purposes, impotent. Unable to fuck. And that was even more exciting. 
 
    Now his cock was straining hard, so hard that it was a little painful. 
 
    He bent a little at the waist, then straightened up, and the feel of being confined was actually sort of heavenly. 
 
    It was like, for the first time in his life, he was in control of his cock. 
 
    You can’t tell me what to do! I’m in charge now! 
 
    His dick didn’t say anything, but he could tell it was unhappy. 
 
    And happy. 
 
    He realized that being locked up was increasing his horniness by ten times. He had never felt this horny in his life. 
 
    He decided that maybe three days had passed. It was time! 
 
    He walked back into the house, headed back to the computer room and sat down. 
 
    He picked up the keys to the padlock, grinned, and inserted one of  them into the lock. He turned, and…nothing happened. 
 
    He frowned. 
 
    He pulled the key out and stuck the other key in. he turned. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    What the fuck? 
 
    Didn’t it know he had to jack off? 
 
    He tried the first key. 
 
    He pulled open the drawer and got out some DW40. He spritzed the lock, getting his cock all greasy, but who cared. He had to get this thing off! 
 
    The key again went in smoothly, but no matter how he jiggled it, it wouldn’t turn. 
 
    He stared at the lock. 
 
    Then at the chastity tube. 
 
    It was metal. And the lock didn’t look like something that could be cut. 
 
    He got up and went out to the garage. He picked up some pliers and tried to cut the lock off. 
 
    He didn’t even leave a nick on the metal. 
 
    He squeezed harder. 
 
    SPANG! The pliers broke! 
 
    Heysoos! 
 
    He took out a file and began rubbing it on the thing. It was difficult, and he had to quit when it kept slipping. If he kept this up it was going to scratch his pecker. 
 
    Now he was panicking. 
 
    What had his wife been thinking? 
 
    Had she given him the wrong keys on purpose? 
 
    Did she suspect him of jacking off and decided to end his little habit? 
 
    Joe had no idea. All he knew was that he was tuck. 
 
    He went back into the computer room and sat down. 
 
    The porn was still filling the screen and he stared at it for a second, then shut it off. 
 
    But his weenie was struggling, pushing, trying to get free, and…he turned the computer back on. 
 
    It was exciting. 
 
    The longer he was locked up the more excited he got. 
 
    Well, he would call Jane on the morrow. He would have her tell him where the key was, or ship it over night, or whatever. 
 
    But, until then, stuck as he was, he might just as well enjoy the damned thing. 
 
    And, the surprising thing…he did like it. 
 
    It was frustrating, aggravating, but was making him so fucking horny he couldn’t believe it. 
 
    And the figures on the screen fucked long into the night. 
 
      
 
    Joe went to sleep late, and he intended on sleeping late. He worked at home and he could sleep late whenever he wanted to. He was surprised, then, when the drapes were pulled back and sunlight hit his closed eyes. 
 
    “Ugh…wha…wha…” 
 
    The sheets were wrapped around him and he struggled to untangle himself.  
 
    He felt the bed sink on the edge and he finally figured out there was somebody in the room with him. He should have figured it out sooner, but he was hung over, still sorta drunk, and not aware. 
 
    Then he opened his eyes, and a hand grabbed him by the package! 
 
    “EEE!” he screamed like a little girl, then his eyes started to function, and he saw what…who…had grabbed him. 
 
    Jane, his mother-in-law, sat on the edge of the bed, her hand holding his chastity tube. 
 
    His chastity tube! He had forgotten about it! 
 
    And now he had a morning woody trying to happen and causing pain, a head that felt like rocks were shaking in it, and his mother-in-law holding his…his… 
 
    He tried to push here hand away and yelled, “What are you doing here?” 
 
    Her hand didn’t budge and she laughed. 
 
    Jane, for an older lady, was a true babe. 
 
    He had been watching Sally D’Angelo the night before, and that’s who Jane looked like. She had the same big breasts, the stunning body, a sharp but pleasant face, and she always wore red lipstick. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” he blurted. 
 
    He looked at her hand. His penis hurt and he had to pee. 
 
    He looked at Jane, who was smirking just short of a laugh. 
 
    “Hi, Joe. How’s my son-in-law?” 
 
    “Please…what are you doing…I have to go pee.” 
 
    “Oh, excuse me. Come along.” 
 
    She stood up, lifting him by the chastity tube. 
 
    He squeaked, and she carefully got him out of bed and walked him to the bathroom. 
 
    “Oh, crap! What are you…let go…” 
 
    But she didn’t let go. She simply pulled him into the shower and turned on the water. 
 
    It was cold and he shrieked, but she laughed and just held him. 
 
    “You smell like a brewery,” she said, and she grabbed the soap and started washing his body. 
 
    Unable to escape he shivered, then the water warmed up. 
 
    “Let go! Get out! What are you doing?” 
 
    “I’m getting to know my son-in-law. And he’s got a lot to get to know. 
 
    She squeezed his balls and stroked the chastity cage. He couldn’t feel her stroking his shaft, encased as he was, but the sensation of pleasure in his balls made him groan. 
 
    And, shock starting to wear off, but not the embarrassment and humiliation, he blurted, “I’m married to your daughter! We can’t be doing this!” 
 
    “Doing what?” she responded, a bit coquettishly. “I’m just helping my son-in-law wash up. Besides, it’s you that’s naked. Not me.” 
 
    With that she began pulling off her wet clothes. 
 
    “No! Stop! I love my wife!” 
 
    “I know. But don’t worry. I’m not going to fuck you.” 
 
    “You’re…you’re not?” There was relief in his voice, but darned if there wasn’t a bit of sadness, too. He had admired her stunning body for years. 
 
    “Of course not. I like you, Joe. And you’re a good husband for my daughter.” 
 
    “Then what are you doing? Why are you doing this?” 
 
    She was naked now, and he was having difficulty breathing. She had very few wrinkles, and what few wrinkles she had made her look wise. Her breasts were so big they were pressed against him, and she kept playing with his caged cock. 
 
    His cock liked it, even though it was trying so hard to get hard that it hurt. 
 
    She leaned forward and kissed him. Those red lips pressed against his. 
 
    He couldn’t dislodge her hand, but he managed to push her back. 
 
    “Joe! Is that any way to treat me?” 
 
    “You’ve got to leave! I love my wife!” 
 
    “And she loves you. Now come on…” she tried to kiss him again, and Lord, he wanted to taste her lips, but he managed to fend her off again. “You’ve got to get out of here!” 
 
    “Why? Jane’s gone for a month. That’s a whole month we can play. Wouldn't you like to play for a month?” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    Jane smiled, patted his cheek, then stepped out of the shower. 
 
    She was drying herself off, and Joe was sulking, hiding in the water, trying to figure out how he could get out and dry and dressed without her molesting him. 
 
    “Come on, Joe. I’m waiting with a towel.” 
 
    He stayed in the shower.  
 
    “That box was from you.” 
 
    “Of course it was. Do you think I’d be doing all this if I thought you were cock loose and ready to fuck? You must be so-o-o horny now.” 
 
    “You just put your name on it, figuring I’d think it was your daughter’s name, and my address…why’d you do that?” 
 
    “So we could have fun, a pure, platonic relationship—for you, not me, I intend to get my jollies—for a whole month.” 
 
    “Well, forget it. Get dressed and get out!” 
 
    “You’re no fun!” 
 
    “I’m married, and I’m not going to have an affair with my mother-in-law!” 
 
    “If we don’t fuck it’s not an affair. But that doesn’t mean you can’t get me off. Do you know how long it’s been since I had a good, big orgasm?” 
 
    He did. Her husband had died a couple of years ago. She hadn’t gone through the change of life, she still had menopause, and…she had to be horny. 
 
    “It’s been a whole week! Not since that college student I picked up in a bar. He was one hot piece of ass, I’ll tell you. He didn’t last long, but he kept getting hard, and I had so many orgasms…and it’s time for me to have another. Are you going to come out of there?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    He heard her walk out of the room. 
 
    He turned off the water and listened. No sound. She must be in the other room, getting dressed. 
 
    Joe opened the door slowly, then stepped out. 
 
    Click! 
 
    He looked at the doorway. Jane was holding her cell phone. 
 
    And he realized that the picture was perfect. It had caught him naked, with the chastity tube attached to his dingus, and in the mirror Jane could be seen standing naked, her big, beautiful tits pointing at him. 
 
    “NO!” he shrieked. 
 
    She laughed and skipped away from the bathroom, and he realized what she was doing; she was sending the pictures to the cloud! He wouldn’t be able to grab her phone and delete them! 
 
    He ran at her, his caged dick flopping, and she was taking more pictures. 
 
    He chased her across the room and managed to catch her right next to the bed. She was turning to catch him in more pictures, and he fell, and she fell under him. They ended up on the bed, his naked body laying on hers, and her hand was to the side, still snapping selfies. 
 
    He felt her gorgeous boobs, but he tried to wiggle over and grab her arm.  
 
    Her legs wrapped around one of his legs and held on, and she managed to send the last picture to the cloud. 
 
    “No!” he howled. 
 
    She handed him the camera. 
 
    He tried to get off her, but she not only had her legs wrapped around on of his, she now had her arms wrapped around him. 
 
    Again, she kissed him. 
 
    Her lips were soft soft. She tasted sweet. 
 
    He had always been turned on by his mother-in-law, but…he didn’t want this! 
 
    Well, maybe he did. But he had the good sense to never let it happen. 
 
    Finally, he managed to disentangle himself and he sat up on the edge of the bed. 
 
    “You’re no fun,” she pouted, sitting next to him. “I thought you were red-blooded and ready to go.” 
 
    He looked at her. 
 
    “Well, that’s what Jane says. My daughter says you are a hot hunk, too horny for words, and that she has to fend you off or you’d be screwing her every hour of the day.” 
 
    “Jane,” he said, painfully aware that he was not just saying his mother-in-law’s name, but his wife’s, “You tricked me into this thing. You need to let me out, and…you need to delete those pictures.” 
 
    “Delete the pictures? Not on your life!” 
 
    “But you have to! If Jane sees them my marriage is over!” 
 
    “Then you’d better make sure she never sees them.” 
 
    “You can just delete them!” 
 
    “Then I wouldn’t be able to make you do whatever I want you to do.” 
 
    “I thought you approved of Jane and I being married! You said I was a good husband!” 
 
    “You are, and this,” she tapped the phone, “will make sure you stay a husband. And I,” she grinned, “Will make sure you become a better husband.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “And the first thing you need to learn, if you are going to be a great husband, and not just a good husband, is how to perform cunnilingus.” 
 
    “Cunni…” 
 
    “Oral sex. Eat me out. Munch my rug. Suck my chow box. Drink from the fuzzy cup. Make out with the tuna taco. Now, come on. I need a face job. She lay back on the bed and spread her legs. 
 
    She was shaved, or depilated, or…she had no hair. 
 
    Her pussy was absolutely delicious looking. The labia were smooth and slick and her excited Clitoris was eagerly waiting. 
 
    Joe jumped up and faced her. 
 
    “No!” 
 
    She lifted her phone up and typed a text, and added the picture of him laying naked on her.  
 
    Aghast, Joe could see that she had her daughter’s email in the address box. 
 
    “Well? Do I press this button? Or are you going to do me?” 
 
    “Jane?” he begged. “Can’t we talk about this?” 
 
    “We can all you want, for about ten seconds.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Ten.” 
 
    “You can’t…” 
 
    Nine.” 
 
    “Please don’t!” 
 
    “Eight…” 
 
    He begged and he pleaded. He walked in a circle and wanted to pull his hair out, but Jane kept slowly counting down. 
 
    She reached two, and he leaped forward, buried his head and began licking. 
 
    Jane put her phone aside (after taking a couple of pics, which Joe couldn’t hear because his ears were being smashed by her strong thighs) and grabbed the sides of his head. She lifted his wet face and he stared at her. 
 
    “That’s not how you eat pussy, dear. Take your time. Now get down there and eat me slowly. That’s a delicate viand you’re chewing on, not a dog bone!” 
 
    She pushed his head back into her crotch. 
 
    He was immersed in the sacred mystery, and while he was screaming to be let out, he didn’t want to be. 
 
    What man doesn’t want to be forced to lick a strange pussy? 
 
    What man doesn’t want to be in that place where life comes from? 
 
    “That’s it, honey. Lick slowly…oooh, That feels good. Now run your tongue up the slit, feel the difference between the labia majora and the labia minoro. Feel the diff—oh, fuck! That’s good! Your tongue is just long enough, and it is so soft! 
 
    Joe ran his arms under her legs and lifted. He now had even more access, and he slurped the fur burger like it was his last meal. 
 
    Jane kept giving instructions, and it was a true education. 
 
    If only he could stop thinking about Jane, his wife, who he loved and never wanted to betray. 
 
    Joe ate his mother-in-law for a long time. His mouth began to get tired, but she kept him there, and he realized that she was deliberately holding off on her orgasm so she could teach him. 
 
    But he was tired. Yes, it’s possible to get tired, especially when your tongue hasn’t been doing proper exercises. 
 
    So he snuck a hand under her buns and rubbed her brown spot. 
 
    “F-U-U-U!” she screamed and arched her back. She lifted so hard she lifted him off the bed. She locked up and held for a minute, than came crashing down. Her legs were clamped and squeezing and he tried to get out, but she wouldn't let him. 
 
    Then, finally, she just wheezed and collapsed. 
 
    He pulled his pussy drenched face out from her junction and they stared at each other. 
 
    “Where did you learn about the butt  hole trick?” Jane asked, gasping for breath. 
 
    “Your daughter.” 
 
    “Oh, my. I was saving that for the second lesson, but you’re obviously ready to go to the third.” 
 
    Joe stood up and looked down at his mother-in-law. 
 
    She smiled and laid back, her hands clasped behind her head, which caused her monster boobs to rise up and point into the air. 
 
    He couldn’t believe how stiff her nipples were. And big. And filled with pumping blood. 
 
    Fuck! Being forced to eat his mother-in-law’s pussy, with his cock locked up, it had brought him to a peak of horniness he had never experienced. 
 
    He felt like his nuts were going to explode, and his cock kept battering against the cage. 
 
    But he forced himself to speak of the matter at hand. 
 
    “Jane. You simply have to delete those pictures.” 
 
    “I do not. Don’t be silly.” 
 
    “Look. I’ll do anything you want, but those pictures are…they’re…” 
 
    “Too revealing? A threat to your marriage?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “And you think I would deliberately send them to my daughter and risk ending her marriage.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Oh, Joe. You know so little.” she shook her head sadly. 
 
    “I’m serious, Jane. Please get rid of those pictures.” 
 
    “Or…what?” 
 
    He didn’t say anything. 
 
    Jane heaved a sigh, then said, “So you don’t want me to touch this button here,” she pointed at a button on her phone, “because it will send all those cute pictures of me getting my rug munched. Of you slurping the clam. Of you—“ 
 
    “I get it. Now, please. Delete all hat stuff.” 
 
    Jane smiled at him, and pressed the button. 
 
    “N-O-O-O!” screamed Joe. 
 
    But there was nothing he could do. 
 
    It was done. 
 
    His marriage was over!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    Joe stood in the middle of the bedroom and sobbed. His whole body was shaking. His marriage was over. His life might as well be over. 
 
    Jane sat on the bed and watched him. She held the phone negligently, but was filming his breakdown. 
 
    Through the heavy deluge of tears, “How could you? You made me do those things, and now…now…” 
 
    He crumbled to his knees, his face in his hands, his shoulders shaking. 
 
    “Oh, come on, now, Joe. Women are a dime a dozen. You could have any woman you wanted.” 
 
    “But I want Jane! I love Jane! She’s my everything!” 
 
    His mother-in-law snickered. “God. You are so-o-o dramatic! It’s not the end of the world.” 
 
    “It is!” 
 
    “Oh, nonsense. You still have a lifetime of jacking off to look forward to.” 
 
    “Oh, you…you fucking bitch!” 
 
    Now he was on his feet, clenching his fists. 
 
    Jane chuckled. She shook her head. 
 
    TOOT DE LA TOO TOOT! 
 
    Joe’s phone rang, and it was his wife’s ring. 
 
    He looked at his phone. He looked at his mother-in-law. He wanted to answer, but he was scared. He couldn’t’ face his wife after…after. 
 
    “Better get that. She knows you’re here, and she’ll be pissed if you don’t answer.” 
 
    “Oh…you…you…” 
 
    Joe whined piteously, and he went to his dresser and picked up his phone. 
 
    He clicked to answer, then couldn’t speak. 
 
    He tried to speak. He was lurching, his mouth moving, but nothing came out. 
 
    “Joe?” 
 
    He faced his mother-in-law, who had a big grin on her face. He held the phone at his side and just…stared. 
 
    Jane raised her voice so she could be heard. “I think he’s in shell shock, honey.” 
 
    “You don’t have to yell, mother, I can hear you through your phone.” 
 
    Joe looked at Jane’s phone and realized that his wife could hear him and even see him. 
 
    “How long…how…” 
 
    “She’s had it on the whole time, Joe. She didn’t need to send the pictures, except that we really wanted memories.” 
 
    “We…you…memories?” 
 
    His mind was in a strange neverland, trying to absorb. Something was strange here. 
 
    “Yes, Joe. By the way, you really did a marvelous job on mother’s pussy. I’ll be looking forward to seeing more of that, and when I come home you should be a thoroughly trained husband.”               
 
    “I…you…she…” 
 
    Both Jane’s began laughing. Their voices filled Joe’s ears and he understood. 
 
    A gotcha. 
 
    But more than. gotcha. 
 
    This was a sexual gotcha, and…something more. 
 
    “Why did you…” 
 
    “Joe, honey. Mother and I have been planning this for some time. You’re a wonderful husband, but you need some work in the sex department. Mother is going to completely make you over, show you what you haven't understood, and when I get home…baby, we’re going to have fun.” 
 
    “And this…this thing on my dick?” 
 
    “It’s a chastity device. A very good one. You won’t be able to take it off unless you cut your dick off, and we know you don’t want to do that, do you?” 
 
    “No…no.” 
 
    He shook his head frantically. 
 
    “Excellent. Mother knew you’d love it. I was a bit leery, but mother is always right, and it’s obvious that you love it.” 
 
    “I…I don’t. I want to get out of it!” 
 
    “Sorry, hon. Mother gave me the keys, so you’ve got a month in lock up.” 
 
    Joe’s mouth was open and his brain was dazed. A month? A fucking month? 
 
    “And, just so you know, if you don’t learn your lessons, if you don’t do absolutely everything mother says, with no hesitation or complaint, then I might not be willing to use the key to your little jewel box.” 
 
    “But, honey…everything?” 
 
    “Everything. Heck, she can’t fuck you, so you’re going to be true blue to me, and when I get back you are going to have a month of squirts stored up in your little wanger. I can’t wait to milk that out of you!” 
 
    “A month.” 
 
    “A month, honey. Well, I’ve got to go. I expect more pictures, lots of pictures, so you have fun. You’re in good hands.” 
 
    Joe looked up at his mother-in-law. She was looking a bit proud and confident. 
 
    “Bye, now.” 
 
    The phone went dead. 
 
      
 
    Joe was in the kitchen. He had drunk the night before, but he needed more. A lot more. 
 
    He got down the cheap stuff, Old Grandad, which wasn’t bad as far as cheap stuff went. 
 
    He made one of his bourbon and Coke concoctions and glugged. 
 
    His wife was in on it. She knew about the chastity thing. She knew what her mother was going to do. 
 
    She even encouraged it! 
 
    He turned, sipping, and saw himself in the kitchen window. He was naked, Jane had told him to stay naked, and he studied his body. 
 
    Tanned, slender, a little short.  He had dark, brown eyes, and they looked a little shell shocked at the moment. 
 
    And he thought back to the first time he had met his mother-in-law. 
 
      
 
    He had walked into Jane’s mother’s house. He was nervous as all get out, because he loved Jane and he wanted to make a good impression. 
 
    “Mother, this is Joe.” 
 
    Jane’s mother was unbelievable sexy. She held her age well, and she had monstrous boobs. Joe, of course, was a boob man. 
 
    He stepped forward and held out his hand. 
 
    She slapped it aside and moved in. She grabbed him, hard, and kissed him. 
 
    His eyes were open and he was in shock, and he was aware that his girlfriend was behind him. What she must think? 
 
    And he was scared. 
 
    Jane’s mother’s mouth was plastered all over his. It was like her mouth was raping his, and all he could do was stand there and take it. 
 
    Then she broke off and backed up, a big smile on her face. 
 
    “He’s nice, but he knows nothing about kissing.” 
 
    “That’s okay. I’ll teach him.” 
 
    Joe realized that Jane was laughing. 
 
    And that was the start of an odd relationship. 
 
     
 
    He stood in the kitchen, years later, and considered his mother-in-law. 
 
    Gorgeous. Abundant in the chest. Beautiful in the face. A wicked sense of humor. 
 
    She knew it, and she teased him mercilessly. 
 
    She would greet him with a full mouth kiss, and his wife just laughed. 
 
    She would talk in serious sexual innuendos, making him blush. 
 
    She would even, occasionally, when they passed in a doorway or one of them was turning to close, bump his crotch with her hand. 
 
    When he told Jane of her mother’s behavior she just laughed and told him it was his imagination. 
 
    But he liked her, and was afraid of her at the same time. 
 
    And now he was really afraid of her. 
 
    He was, in his mind, being compromised, and he feared for his marriage. No matter what his wife said. 
 
    But…he had no choice. 
 
    He was already feeling the frustration of having his cock locked, and he knew his wife well enough to know that when she said she wouldn’t unlock him…she meant it. 
 
    “Joe! Back here! And bring me a drink, too!” 
 
    Joe made another drink, and another drink for himself, and headed for the bedroom. 
 
    He entered the bedroom and stopped. Almost spilled his whiskey. 
 
    Jane was standing, nekkid, and she was holding lingerie over her arm. 
 
    “Put the drinks down and come over here.” 
 
    Joe made himself move. He placed the glasses on the dresser and moved towards his mother-in-law. 
 
    “The first thing you have to learn is what it feels like to be a woman, and what women go through just to please their men.” 
 
    “What’s that for?” he asked Jane, nodding at the lingerie. 
 
    “You, honey. We’re going to dress you up and show you what it takes to be a woman.” 
 
    “I can’t wear that stuff!” 
 
    “Why not? Women do. Are you better than a woman?” 
 
    “No, but…I can understand how a bra must feel without wearing one.” 
 
    “Not really. You only think you do. But you put this on, and I brought a big, old pair of breast forms with me. A month of having tits and you’ll understand.” She nodded confidently and checked out his package. 
 
    She grinned when she saw how it was trying to get hard and failing. 
 
    “No, you—“ 
 
    She placed a finger against his lips to stop him. If you made me wear that chastity tube…would I understand your frustration?” 
 
    He worked his mind on that for a second, then admitted, “No.” 
 
    “You see? Now, just put this on. And don’t mind me, I’ll be taking pictures for Jane.” 
 
    Joe groaned, and took the bra and panties. He looked at them, and Jane picked up her cell phone and started snapping pics. 
 
    “Come on, Joe.” 
 
    Sighing, Joe put the panties aside and held the bra up. It looked pretty simple, and he snaked his arms through the shoulder straps and tried to fasten the hooks in the back. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whined. He wasn’t flexible enough. 
 
    “How does your wife put a bra on?” 
 
    Joe thought about that. He had seen Jane put on a bra hundreds of times. 
 
    He turned the bra backwards, held it behind himself and fastened the snaps in front. Easy peasy. Then he ran the bra around his waist. He had to wiggle a bit to get his arms through the straps, but it worked out. 
 
    He was surprised, and pleased for a moment. He was pleased that he had figured it out, then he realized he was showing a smile and turned it off. 
 
    “Your forms are in that bag over there.” 
 
    Joe naked but for the bra and chastity tube, reached into a large shopping bag and took out two breast forms. 
 
    They were heavy. And big. He held one in each hand and said, “These are too heavy.” 
 
    “Nope. They’re the same weight a woman’s natural boobs are.” 
 
    He sunk his chest in and slid one form in, then the other. He looked down at his giant-sized cups. 
 
    “They’re too big.” 
 
    “Nope. I know your chest size, and I picked out forms that were perfectly appropriate to your measurements. 
 
    He frowned at her, but she just chuckled and kept taking pictures. 
 
    He picked up the panties, turned them the right way, and stepped through a leg hole. 
 
    “Nice fit,” commented Jane. “Whoever buys your clothes knows what she is doing.” 
 
    “Hardee har har,” grunted Joe. 
 
    But they were a good fit. They actually had a pouch in the front, a very stretchy sort of thing, and his chastity tube lay in the pouch perfectly. 
 
    “I’ve got some tighter panties for you, even a gaff, for when you get to tighter dresses, but this should do for now.” 
 
    She handed him a small razor. A female size razor. “Time to do your legs, and underarms, and your groin, and your whole body.” 
 
    “I can’t do that!” 
 
    “Nonsense. Never say can’t.” 
 
    “I’m not flexible enough! I can’t reach all those places!” 
 
    “Do the best you can.” 
 
    So Joe sat on the floor and used the little razor. He scrapped hair off his legs, turning this way and that, and doing a terrible job. 
 
    He kept pulling hairs in his armpits, and was nearly in tears. 
 
    He couldn’t reach out of his back and, again, he was pulling hairs when he tried to do his groin. 
 
    When he was done Jane inspected him. She walks around him, feeling his shaved areas with a hand. 
 
    Joe gave a shiver as she touched his private parts. 
 
    “Joe, this is terrible. You’ve got stubble everywhere!” 
 
    “I know! I told you I couldn’t do it!” 
 
    “Well, fortunately, I have some Nair.” 
 
    Joe’s mouth dropped a bit as she proud red a bottle of Nair. 
 
    “Why didn’t you let me use that before?” 
 
    “It’s a lesson, remember? You’ve got to know what we do and why, and that includes what we use and why.” 
 
    Joe grumbled, but took off his underwear. He placed it, and the breast forms, on the bed and began rubbing the Nair onto his skin. 
 
    Jane watched, and she commented, “Next time Jane asks for a new washing machine, or a TV, or something, you’ll know she’s got a reason. Even if you can’t figure it out…she’s got a reason. There are things that are difficult for a woman to do. The world is built to male specifications, and people sometimes need to adjust to make things work.” 
 
    A few minutes later Joe felt the heat and he jumped into the shower and rinsed off. He was surprised, when he saw the hairs on the shower floor. He had thought he had done a better job than that! 
 
    He dried off and put on his new lingerie, and darned if it didn’t feel…better. 
 
    Sexier. His skin smooth. Get rid of all those little antenna and his skin felt more sensitive. 
 
    “Well, well. Somebody likes his little kink.” 
 
    He looked up and took all expression off his face. 
 
    “That’s men for you. They hide it all, and don’t enjoy it. Feel your emotions, enjoy them, or why have them?” 
 
    That made Joe blink. 
 
    She handed him a garter and he put it on, and waited for the nylons. 
 
    She just motioned to him. “Come along.” 
 
    They went out on the patio. It was a beautiful day, and she told him to sit down. 
 
    She was still naked, and it would turn out to be her preferred mode of dress. Or…’undress.’ 
 
    “I’m going to do it for you the first time, but after this you’re going to have to learn. I suggest watching Youtube, looking these things up and seeing how other women do them. You’ll find there is a lot of similarity, but there are different ways. 
 
    She did his toenails. 
 
    He wanted to jerk his feet away at first. But she cleaned them, prepped his nails, and he began experiencing wonderful sensations. 
 
    She painted them red, and put on a shiny protective coat. 
 
    “Well,” he mumbled, “There goes my sandals this summer.” 
 
    “Nonsense. When I’m done with you you’ll be able to wear sandals all summer long. And the men will get big boners just staring at your feet.” 
 
    That remark unnerved him, but Jane didn’t even notice. She just kept working. 
 
    Then she cleaned up his hands and trimmed his nails. 
 
    “My hands, too?” 
 
    “A woman isn’t secretive about outward beauty. You get on the inside and it can be beautiful, or it can be a mess. But on the outside, that’s where it is what it is.” 
 
    She glued long nails on his fingers. 
 
    “I’m not giving you long ones ‘cause you have to get used to them.” 
 
    “They long like nine inch knives!” he blurted. 
 
    “I’ll give you those later.”   
 
    She painted his new talons the same delicious red as his toes, and coated them with an extra hard coat. Very shiny. She smiled and held them up to her own. “I do good work,” she smiled. 
 
    After the nails had dried they went back into the house and she helped him pull him his nylons. 
 
    “You have to be careful now that you have claws,” she explained. “Nothing is worse than new nylons that get all runny.” 
 
    He stared at his new legs in the mirror, and he was properly impressed. His legs looked very female. 
 
    In fact, he wouldn’t have recognized them as male if he hadn’t known. 
 
    “Okay. Let’s get you a sexy dress.” 
 
    She led him to his wife’s closet and went through the dresses. 
 
    Joe stood and looked at the mirror, and turned, and studied his burgeoning female form. 
 
    Jane grinned when she saw him. “Mikey! I think he likes it!” 
 
    She tossed him a black dress. 
 
    It was short, mid thigh on him. Stretchy, and would make his boobs look seamless. He loved it on his wife, but on him? 
 
    But he had underestimated the job Jane was doing on him. 
 
    The dress slid over his form, stretched a bit here and there, and suddenly he was, below the neck, totally female looking. 
 
    Except for a slight bump in the crotch. 
 
    “Oh, damn,” mused Jane, a finger on her chin and her lips in a moue. “Pull your dress up.” 
 
    He lifted his dress and she pulled his panties down and shoved his caged cock back between his legs. 
 
    “Urk!” he gasped. 
 
    She had him lower the dress and inspected him again. 
 
    “No. Not quite. But I’ve got an idea.” 
 
    She ran into the bathroom, then returned. She was holding a roll of athletic tape, the stretchy kind. 
 
    She had him lift his dress again, shoved his caged cock back, and taped it back. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he wheezed, when she pulled his dress down. 
 
    But…no more boner bump. Actually not no more boner bump, no more chastity cage bump. 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    He was standing funny, his butt pooched out a bit. 
 
    She went to the bed and pulled out some high heels. They were his size, classic black look, and a bit worn. And they fit and were about as comfortable as a high heel can get. 
 
    She had him walk around the room. She had to help him at first, and he was awkward, but that was just a matter of practice. Besides, this wasn’t for practice 
 
    She took a video of him walking and showed it to him. 
 
    “See? Your butt looks almost natural pushed back like that. But…hmmm.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Not quite.” 
 
    “It’s quite enough for me. How do women stand it?” 
 
    She smiled a big smile. “Now you’re getting it.” Then she snapped her fingers. 
 
    She reached into her purse and murmured, “Fortunately, I came prepared.” 
 
    She took out a butt plug. 
 
    He goggled. 
 
    She grinned. 
 
    “Come on, Joe. You can’t tell me you never played with one of these.” 
 
    He shook his head and gulped. 
 
    “Well, it’s time then. Panties down, dress up, and bend over the bed.” 
 
    He didn’t want to, but his wife had told him he had to do everything his Mother-in-law said. 
 
    He bent over, and found that act easy to do because of the high heels. In fact, it felt good to bend over. He made a mental note to always have his wife bend over when she had high heels on. 
 
    Jane moved behind him and used a finger in his asshole. 
 
    He grunted, jerked, but was surprised when it didn’t hurt. 
 
    In fact, it felt good. 
 
    It was a body part that got a lot of use, but little attention. 
 
    He made up his mind to change that around. 
 
    She pushed lubricant into him, used two fingers, and he began to relax and open up. 
 
    Then she slid the plug into him. 
 
    He gasped. 
 
    It felt amazing. And he felt…full. 
 
    “Is this what a dick feels like?” he asked in a halting voice. 
 
    “Pretty much. But a dick is much, much better. A dick, or a dildo, if you wish, is bigger and longer, and it is in motion. It feels really great, or we women wouldn’t want it so much.” 
 
    Joe had never actually thought about women wanting penis. Sex was just something he did as a male, and never really appreciated the other side. 
 
    She pulled his panties up and his dress down. “Stand up and take a few steps.” 
 
    He did so, and was amazed. He could feel his ass swaying just right, and every step was like getting a rub in his anus, a very pleasurable and wonderful rub. 
 
    “Be careful,” she laughed, seeing the expression on his face. “You do that enough and you’ll cum.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Really. Butt plugs press on the prostate, and the prostate controls the flow of semen. Many men can orgasm, and even squirt, just from wearing a butt plug.” 
 
    Joe understood, and he suddenly wanted to go out and walk around the block a few times. It felt good! 
 
    “Okay, you’re female from the neck down. Are you ready to go topside?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Hair, jewelry, make up.” 
 
    “Ma-make up?” he stuttered. 
 
    “Don’t worry. When I get done you will be 100 per cent woman.” 
 
    He couldn’t help it, he had to worry, but he sat down at his wife’s vanity table. 
 
    “Okay, your hair needs to do some growing, so we’re going to put a wig on you.” 
 
    “A wig?” 
 
    “Is there an echo here?” 
 
    “Sorry.” 
 
    “I’m just kidding. Echo all you want.” 
 
    She brushed his hair back then pulled a skull cap sort of thing over his hair. It made him look bald. 
 
    Then she took a wig out of her big shopping bag, adjusted it for the size of his head, and pulled it over the forehead and down. It fit perfectly. She pushed a few strands here and there, made small adjustments, but it was pretty obvious that she knew her way around a head of false hair. 
 
    “Okay, honey, before eI brush you into shape we’re going to pierce your ears.” 
 
    “Pierce my…why?” 
 
    “Don’t be silly,” she said. “Surely you know what decoration is.” 
 
    He didn’t know if she was making a joke or mocking him, but he stood still while she put a hole through his earlobe and hung a chandelier. 
 
    It felt like a chandelier. It was actually a triple strand of delicate diamonds. 
 
    Then the other ear. 
 
    He could see his face in the mirror, and it was changing. Rapidly. 
 
    She brushed his hair gently, lecturing him on how to hold hair in place, and how to style it, and all sorts of other things. Then she threw a leg over his lap and stared him in the face. 
 
    “How’s that plug feel?” 
 
    The feeling of her extra weight smashing his anus down had taken his breath away. He gasped. “Oh, my God!” 
 
    She leaned in closer, until they were an inch apart, and she whispered, “God, you are delicious. Do you mind if I kiss you?” 
 
    Oh, Lord. His cock was going crazy. And now…now he had been given permission. In fact, he had been commanded. He shook his head. 
 
    She rested her forearms on his shoulders, pressed her breasts against his chest, and began to devour his mouth. 
 
    Joe had been kissed before. Many time before. But he had never had a kiss like this. 
 
    It was like she was eating his mouth and replacing it with a wonderful, sensitive orifice. It was like she was chewing on his lips, and putting sex into them. 
 
    His cock wiggled hard, but was doomed to frustration. 
 
    She stopped and studied him. “You’re good,” she whispered. “We’re going to do this a lot.” 
 
    Then, still straddling him, she turned and picked up tools and cosmetics. She cleansed his face, primed it, and he felt like his skin was simultaneously being scrapped off and enflamed with pure excitement. 
 
    She laid her foundation, added blush and bronze. 
 
    “Men have such interesting skin,” she murmured, leaning right into his face, breathing into him. “The hues are all…different.” 
 
    She spent a long time on his eyes, making them into light charcoal pits. Within the pits his brown eyes glinted. 
 
    She lined his eyes, lengthened his lashes, then frowned and applied fake eyelashes. 
 
    She smiled. “Oh, yes.” 
 
    Finally, she turned the base of a tube of lipstick and he watched as a pillar of red appeared. 
 
    Red, the same color as his nails. 
 
    “Got a built in plumping agent. Your lips are going to feel heat for a moment, then swell bit, and you are going to be so fucking delicious.” 
 
    He felt the heat on his mouth, in his lips, and his eyes widened, but she had warned him so he was able to handle it. When he looked in the mirror he was stunned by how big his lips looked. 
 
    “What do you think? Are you still worried about looking like a man?” 
 
    He shook his head, and the oddest thing, he felt like crying. 
 
    “Stop that,” she whispered into his ear. “We don’t want your eyes to run.” 
 
    It took great will, but he managed to control the tears. 
 
    “What now?” he asked. 
 
    “What now. As if this isn’t enough.” 
 
    “No…I just meant…” 
 
    “I know what you meant. Come on. It’s time for a drink. And you get to make them.” 
 
    He followed her into the kitchen. She made her heels tap not he wood floor, he couldn’t. She walked smoothly, her ass a harmonious delight. 
 
    He stumbled and worried that his ankles might break. 
 
    But he made it. 
 
    She sat down and waited, and that’s when the fun began. 
 
    He had to get the bottle down, and he almost couldn’t do it for watching his red fingernails. 
 
    He had to get the glasses down, and he watched his fingernails through the glass, felt them being too long, and making his grip awkward. 
 
    He had to get ice cubes out of the fridge, and he could hardly hold them. Had to get them out one at a time and put them in the glasses. 
 
    Jane watched with much amusement. 
 
    He unscrewed the bottle of Whistlepig by using the palms of his hands. 
 
    And he couldn’t pop the top of the Coke can. 
 
    “Come here,” murmured Jane. 
 
    He handed her the Coke, and she showed him how to wedge under, get the pad under, and lift. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whispered. 
 
    “Tough being a girl, eh?” 
 
    He sighed large. 
 
    They sat and sipped, and Jane watched him. 
 
    And he watched himself. He was going all introspective. 
 
    The simple act of getting dressed, with make up, was far more difficult than he had ever imagined. 
 
    As a guy he just stepped into his pants, pulled a loose fitting shirt over, and asked out the door. 
 
    For a woman to make herself up it took a major act of congress. Yet women did it every day, and made it look easy. 
 
    “Well, Joe, are you looking forward to the coming month?” 
 
    “Actually,” he admitted. “I think I am.” 
 
    She lifted a fist and they bumped. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    Jane, the wife, stepped out of the Uber and walked up the walkway. She pulled her rolling suitcase and had a handbag over her shoulder, and she was tired. 
 
    A long flight, traveling over tome zones, she was ready to relax. 
 
    As she reached the door it opened, and Joe stood there. 
 
    He was a woman. No sign of his masculinity. And his cock was nowhere to be seen. 
 
    “Oh, Lord,” Jane smiled. 
 
    “Hi, honey.” 
 
    “Just like the pictures,” Jane sighed, loving what she was seeing. 
 
    Joe took her suitcase and travel bag and took them into the bedroom. 
 
    Jane followed him, studying his sexy walk, listening to his heels click, smelling his perfume. 
 
    He turned to her. “Honey, I missed you.” 
 
    She took him in her arms then, and she showed him what a kiss was. 
 
    When she was done he fell back over the bed and stared at her. 
 
    “Was it worth it?” she asked. “Having your cock out of play?” 
 
    “Oh, yes,” he answered breathily. 
 
    “Excellent.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Jane, your mother, she didn’t de-flower me. She said that was up to you.” 
 
    Jane smiled. “And what did you have in mind?” 
 
    “If you’re not too tired, I really…you know?” 
 
    Jane nodded. “Tell you what. You pull those panties down and lift that skirt, and I’ll put on my strap on. Okay?” 
 
    For answer Joe grinned and turned and bent. 
 
    A minute while Jane strapped on the tool, then she moved forward. 
 
    “Okay, honey, are you ready to go all the way?” 
 
    Joe nodded. 
 
    She gently removed his plug, set herself, and moved forward. 
 
    “Oh…fuck!” moaned Joe. 
 
    Then he began to squirt a month’s worth of juice. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    END
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    CHAPTER ONE 
 
      
 
    It started with a simple game. Baseball. Rockwell City Park. Boys against girls. A break from our normal mixed league games. 
 
    The guys were terrific. They slow pitched, gave us extra strikes, and even gave us pointers on how to play baseball. And we liked how they looked in their jerseys. 
 
    And we girls were appreciative. We know the guys are stronger, they play a lot of sports, do weight lifting and like to wrestle around. We didn’t expect to win the game. 
 
    But there we were, score tied at 12 each, and the guys had just struck out. 
 
    Oh, we laughed and giggled, and teased them, but gently. They had put aside their usual drive for us wives, and everybody was drinking beer, and a couple of couples were in the dug out making out. 
 
    Bottom, of the 9th. Georgina was up, a tall red head who needed to choke up on the bat. 
 
    Swing and a miss.  
 
    Swing and a miss. 
 
    Swing and…CRACK! She hit a good one. Her first hit of the game, and she took off like a rabbit. Good at first. 
 
    The guys tossed the ball around, made teasing remarks, but were kind. 
 
    To tell the truth, we all knew each other, and the guys didn’t care about competing, they were quite happy to go along and get along. There was no point in ramping up their testosterone and squashing us. 
 
    Leslie was up. 
 
    Swing and…CRACK! 
 
    Foul ball. But she was a good athlete, her hubby was pitching and he gave her a good next pitch and…CRACK! The ball sailed into right field. 
 
    Georgina made it to third, and Leslie was perched on first, a big grin on her sexy face. 
 
    And little old I strode out to the plate. 
 
    Oh, the guys gave me catcalls, and I blew them kisses and told them I was going to hit it out of the park. We all laughed, and I tapped the far side of the plate with the end of my bat and got ready. 
 
    I watched the first pitch sail over the plate. I thought it was high, but they called a strike, so I got ready again and… 
 
    “Lois can’t hit anything!” 
 
    Strike. 
 
    I stepped out of the batter’s box and stared at my husband. 
 
    Jim is a nice guy, I love him, but the tone of his voice was not right. 
 
    Even the other guys on his team looked at him. Bob, over on first base, lightly yelled, “Easy, Jim. It’s just a game.” 
 
    Wrong thing to say to Jim. To him everything is do or die. He did sports in school, almost went pro, played on the company team, and his testosteroney drive pushed him to be vice president of his company. 
 
    “Ah, fuck you guys,” he said in disgust. 
 
    I realized then that Jim had had a few too many beers. He was not normally like this. He just had too much to drink. 
 
    A couple of the guys looked down, a little embarrassed by his words. 
 
    “Come on,” he yelled. “Strike her out. Next pitch.” 
 
    Now, I’m a pretty good player, but Jim had me rattled. He’s my husband. He’s supposed to have my back. He’s not supposed to insult me in a mean fashion…and I don’t care how much he’s had to drink. 
 
    That said, I struck out. My bat whistled, I turned half around, and I was out. 
 
    But the game was basically over. 
 
    “Let’s call it a tie,” Bob called out as he walked in. “I’ve got to get to work early tomorrow.” 
 
    Jim didn’t like that, nor that a few of the guys agreed with Bob. “Come on. We’ve got this game in the bag.” 
 
    But everybody gathered up their stuff, chatted a bit, and started drifting out to the cars. 
 
    “Damn,” muttered Jim, and then he did the unthinkable. “You caused this.” 
 
    I stared at him, about to start talking the talk, but Bob stepped in. “Come on, Jim. Take it easy.” 
 
    “Easy for you to say.” 
 
    “The girls did good, we did bad, time to let it go.” 
 
    Well, Jim grumbled, turned around to pick up a spare ball, and I blurted: “You’re a bush leaguer.” 
 
    I meant his temper, but it came out wrong, and he felt personally challenged. 
 
    A couple of the girls came up and tried to calm me down, but I had had it. Jim’s a great guy, but he had gotten my goat, and my goat was feeling a bit peevish. 
 
    He straightened up and stared at me. “What?” 
 
    A rude ‘what?’ An insolent ‘what?’ 
 
    I said, “Let’s have a real contest.” 
 
    Suddenly I had everybody’s interest. Hey, the guys like to compete. And the girls were naturally curious…so what did I have in mind?” 
 
    “What kind of a contest,” he asked suspiciously. 
 
    “Three games. You choose one, we choose one, and we coin toss for the third one. Chooser chooses the rules.” 
 
    The guys looked at each other, and I could hear their testosterone click to the ‘on’ position. There is nothing a guy likes better than a real game. And I was giving them a serious challenge. 
 
    “So if we choose wrestling, you’ll wrestle us.” 
 
    “Yep. We choose our girl and you choose your guy. And If I say you have to play baseball in high heels, then that’s what you have to do.” 
 
    The guys started mealy mouthing at that. They didn’t want to play in girly clothes. 
 
    But the girls liked the idea. And I knew they would. I had already given us one big advantage, and the guys didn’t know what it was. Here was another one, and it was bigger than the guys thought. 
 
    So after a few minutes of them protesting about having to wear heels, I made it happen. 
 
    “You guys are embarrassed, but I can fix that.” 
 
    “You can make it so we won’t be embarrassed by wearing girl shoes?” That was Bob. Even sweet tempered Bob was feeling the heat. 
 
    “You bet. “Charlene will put an ad in the paper. Guys against girls, all in heels, gate proceeds to charity. We can even play winner’s choice of charity.” 
 
    Now the guys looked thoughtful. They rubbed their chins, they scratched their balls. 
 
    Only Jim was suspicious. My guy knew me a little too well, and he knew I had an ace up my sleeve. But he was the only one. 
 
    Bob: “Hey guys, that’s not bad. Everybody laughs, we can sell a little beer at the game, maybe even drink a little, and…and yeah. I’m in.” 
 
    Tom said, “So are you choosing baseball, in heels?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “And are you really willing to go with wrestling?” 
 
    “Yes,” I said. 
 
    The other gals on my team, all except Janice, who had a quirky smile on her face, all chorused “No!” 
 
    I quickly called a huddle. I whispered a couple of sentences, saw some grins, and then they all began looking at Janice, and then nodding their heads. 
 
    We stood up and faced the men. 
 
    “Yes,” I said confidently. 
 
    Hubby, dear Jim, couldn’t believe it. He must have thought we had lost our senses, for he stood there and shook his grinning head. 
 
    Bob: “So we’re going to do baseball and wrestling. You sure you girls don’t want to pick a girl’s sport? Ballet or something?” 
 
    We girls were smiling, and I asked. “Are you giving us the third choice?” 
 
    The guys looked at one another. Jim, bless him, helped my case. “Hell, give it to them. We’ve got them beat ten ways from go already.” 
 
    So the guys shrugged it off, and kissed their chances of winning away. 
 
    “So what is your choice for the third competition?” 
 
    Now, truth, I hadn’t thought that far ahead. I didn’t show the guys that, though, I simply turned to the girls and called for a huddle. 
 
    We went and sat in one of the dug outs and started throwing ideas around. I knew we were going to win the wrestling, and I knew we had a better than even chance with the baseball game. My skulduggery was paying off, but I wanted a third win. I didn’t want to take any chances. 
 
    Ping pong was offered, basketball in heels, and finally, we agreed on a simple foot race. At first we were going to insist on heels, but having heels twice seemed a little unfair. Then Georgina had a good idea: “Make ‘em wear pencil skirts.” 
 
    We all giggled, and our choice was decided. 
 
    I was afraid the guys wouldn’t go for pencil skirts, but when we presented the idea to them they just shrugged. I guess now that they had accepted baseball in heels, a simply foot race in skirts wasn’t much. Of course, they didn’t really know what pencil skirts were. 
 
    Then Bob, his turn to be blessed, asked, “So what are we really playing for? I mean besides charity?” 
 
    I spoke up quickly. “If you guys win, two out of three, then we gals will buy you beer, cook your ribs, and wait on you hand and foot for five football games.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” Their eyes lit up, and a couple of them even patted Jim on the back. 
 
    “But… if we girls win…you guys have to take us to five girly movies. Five chick flicks, complete with nice dinners and wine.” 
 
    They raised their eyebrows, it seemed too reasonable, and they were about to say yes when I added, “And I get Jim for a week.” 
 
    Everybody looked a bit curious then. 
 
    I said, “For one week I am going to dress him up, make him into a woman, and even have my way with him.” 
 
    “Whoo!” 
 
    “Wow!” 
 
    Catcalls and quick quips. 
 
    Then the guys went after Jim. 
 
    “Come on, Jim. You started this.” 
 
    “Hey, we aren’t going to lose, what are you worried about.” 
 
    And when Jim still hemmed and hawed, one lone voice said the magic word. “Chicken.” 
 
    Man, Jim turned red, his fists got tight. He looked around and couldn’t help himself. 
 
    “Okay!” The cheers started up, and that helped him relax, but I tell ya, my hubby was one pissed puppy for a second. Deep down, he knew I was a conniver. He knew I had something planned. He didn’t know what, and maybe if he did he wouldn’t have allowed himself to respond so easily. But he didn’t, and I did, and zingo bingo, there went my good old hubby’s manly life. Heh heh.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TWO 
 
      
 
    “Lois, I can’t believe you did that!” 
 
    “What?” I asked sweetly. 
 
    “Embarrassed me like that.” 
 
    We were at home, getting ready for bed, and I had decided to be nice and pleasant, but he was pushing my buttons. “You started it with that ‘she can’t hit,’ crack!” 
 
    “Yeah, but that’s just baseball. That’s the kind of thing we say in baseball.” 
 
    “Yeah, but you said it meanly.” 
 
    He grumped at that, but he didn’t complain too hard. He’s a hard charger, but when the truth hits him in the face he usually goes with it. 
 
    So we calmed down, he popped into bed and laid back, folded his arms behind his bed and thought. 
 
    I was plucking my eyebrows and getting ready to take off my make up. 
 
    “You really think you can beat us?” 
 
    “I wouldn’t have made the bet if I didn’t.” 
 
    He smiled. “You don’t stand a chance.” 
 
    “Okay,” I acknowledged. 
 
    He frowned. He didn’t like the way he won that little mini-argument. “You’re going to outwrestle me?” 
 
    “We’ll find somebody on our team. You find somebody on yours.” 
 
    “Heck, Bob was a wrestler in high school.” 
 
    “High school is long ago.” 
 
    He smiled. “Okay.” Turned my own strategy back on me. 
 
    Then: “And you think you can beat us at baseball? We’ve all played our whole lives. You gals are a recent addition, you just started playing a year ago, when the mixed league started up. 
 
    “Well,” I said, figuring out how much to give him. “I guess you do have an advantage. But it’s for charity, and we’ll do our best.” 
 
    There. That did it. He was happy now. And, suddenly, I had a thought. That thought was mean and devious, and so filled with love it was impossible for the average male to comprehend. 
 
    Guys, let’s face it, think with their lower heads, they aren’t good at sneaky, conniving strategies. 
 
    So I suddenly stopped taking my make up off. I scrubbed my face, then put a little make up back on. I hadn’t done my eyes yet, so I added fresh lipstick, pinched my cheeks for blush, then stood up, stripped off my night gown and turned around. 
 
    “You make me so fucking hot.” 
 
    He blinked and stared at me. 
 
    I grabbed my breasts, a handful, I am well endowed, and squeezed them in his direction. “I need a real man. Are you …’up’… for the task?” 
 
    Oh, men are easy. 
 
    The bed spread at his groin began to lump. He began to breath harder and became flushed. 
 
    “Well, are you going to ravage me? Take me like I need to be taken? I’m so damned wet I really need it.” 
 
    “Well, uh…yeah. I think I can, uh, help you out.” 
 
    So I advanced on him, and he threw the covers back. 
 
    “Whoa! Big guy! I don’t know if I can handle that monster!” 
 
    Jim always was a horny bastard, and he grinned as I grabbed his meat and started rubbing. 
 
    “Baby,” he said lustfully. 
 
    I gobbled his knob. I swallowed his shaft. I played with his balls. 
 
    “Oh…fuck!” he grunted. “You better hurry up if you want any.” 
 
    But I had better ideas than temporarily sating my carnal hungers. “MmmmMMMmmm,” I moaned, working him harder. 
 
    He realized then that I was giving him the works. I wasn’t worried about my own satisfaction. He laid back and thrust his hips up a little. 
 
    Up and down his shaft I worked my lips. I slobbered on him as I deep throated him. And I started giving his red balls little slaps. Slap, slap, and he jerked upward, and that caused him to get even hornier. 
 
    “Baby…I’m…gonna…AHHH!” 
 
    White semen spurted up, like a little volcano. I swallowed, and let some of the sperm seep out of my red mouth. It dripped all over his cock and I kept pumping and sucking. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” he groaned. “You’re so fucking good!” 
 
    I stopped, licked up the overflow, then smiled up at him. “You’re right. I shouldn’t have gotten so upset. So I’ll make it up to you. I’ll do this to you every night until game day.” 
 
    “Wow!” 
 
    “But remember our second bet. Beyond the charity stuff.” 
 
    He grinned, a satisfied, happy camper. “Not to worry, my word is my bond.” 
 
    But I knew what he was thinking. ‘No way those bitches are going to outdo us guys!’ 
 
    I kept my grin on the inside, and went back to removing my make up. 
 
    Boy, was I going to get my revenge. 
 
      
 
    The next day I met with some of the girls and we discussed our plans. We were in, of all places, a high school malt shop. We were ruining our figures with milkshakes and loving it. 
 
    “Can we do it in one week?” I asked, sipping some of my strawberry shake. 
 
    “Why so soon?” asked Georgina. 
 
    “I don’t want the guys to have a chance to practice in high heels.” 
 
    Leslie snickered. “Tim laughed when I asked him to try on heels. He really thinks there’s nothing to it, that he can put on a pair of spikes and run a race.” 
 
    We all smiled cheerfully. 
 
    “What about Janice? Can she really beat…who’s she gonna wrestle?” 
 
    Jim said Bob used to wrestle in high school, so probably Bob, unless they have a sleeper.” 
 
    “Like us,” chortled Georgina. Then she grew serious, “And you’re sure Janice can do the job?” 
 
    “Nobody knows this, she’s been away for a while, and she doesn’t usually like to talk about it, especially to guys, but she trained for MMA. Even had a couple of bouts. She used to—get this—train with guys all the time. And she won as much as she lost, and this is against professionally trained MMA fighters. 
 
    There were grins when I finished. Nothing like a little confidence to help us along. 
 
    “What about the foot race?” 
 
    “Who are our fastest runners?” 
 
    So we went over our roster. Georgina got the nod, and then Leslie, she was always a quick, little thing, and then we threw around ideas for the third girl. They ended up choosing me. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I objected. “Jim might get pissy, and if his blood gets up, and this goes for most of the guys, they try harder. 
 
    “Well, then we just have to keep them calm, cool and collected until race day,” suggested Leslie, and that fit perfectly into what I was about to say. 
 
    “Did you know that boxers are not allowed to have sex for a week before a match?” 
 
    The girls looked at me blankly. 
 
    “It saps their energy. It’s like after sex, they just roll over and feel lazy. Could you imagine what a week of hot, wild, energy sapping sex would do to our guys?” 
 
    Man, the grins hit me then. 
 
    “Well, then,” crowed Leslie, “I started sapping Tin last night.” 
 
    We all giggled. 
 
    “This is going to fun,” interjected Georgina, “and you know what?” 
 
    We all looked at her. 
 
    “We might even win.” 
 
    We all traded looks of delight. Yes, we had a chance. 
 
    “Girl power!” I said, putting my hand in the center of us. Quickly, the others stacked their hands on mine and chirped, “Girl power!” 
 
    Then, plans all made, we all giggled and finished our shakes. 
 
      
 
    That night Jim wanted to put on some high heels. So I got out a two inch heel, a real comfy one, and let him slide his foot in it. 
 
    He grinned. “This ain’t nothing.” 
 
    And, here’s the odd thing, even though it was only a two inch heel, it was girly, and it made me horny. 
 
    Sure, I hadn’t cum the night before, but…there was something about seeing my guy in a low heel that turned me on. And thinking about a real high heel, I started to get real turned on. 
 
    “So when are we going to get me some heels so I can practice running?” 
 
    Oh, Lordy, did I hold the mirth in. He thought he was going to hop into a pair of heels and start running. He didn’t understand that there is a curve, a big curve, to wearing a real pair of spikes. That’s something that women know, but men have no clue about. 
 
    “Oh, we can pick something up this week end,” I returned nonchalantly. 
 
    Then I told him how big he was, and how I needed a little loving, was he up for the task? 
 
    He had just cum the night before, and he was usually a three times a week man, which meant a day of rest, but I wasn't going to give him any rest. 
 
    “Well, I don’t know,” he said, “After all, we just did it last night.” 
 
    “Yeah, but it was you that did it. I didn’t even get my feet wet.” 
 
    “Yeah, but—“ 
 
    We were in the kitchen, me standing at the sink finishing a dish, he was next to me, leaning his butt against the counter. I reached over and grabbed his cock. 
 
    “Uh!” he grunted.
I gripped that puppy right through his shorts, then I knelt down and reached up one of the legs. I snagged his pole and began to work it. 
 
    “Hey…uh…” 
 
    I undid his zipper, and pulled his cock out. He stopped protesting and started sighing. 
 
    I munched on that ding dong like it was a ding dong, with a white, creamy filling. 
 
    In truth, I thought I was going to have to lay back and spread, which I wouldn’t have minded, but I wanted to get him off with my hands and mouth, save my pussy for the heavy lifting later in the week. 
 
    As I bobbed on his dick I felt his legs give a quiver, always a good sign. I held his balls and gave them little squeezes. I reached up, snuck my hand under his tee, and played with his nipples. 
 
    Jim always like having his nipples played with. But, as I said, he’s always been a horny bastard, and he liked anything I could have done. Heck, I could have told him a toe was an erogenous zone and he would have started getting horny in his toes. 
 
    So I played, and sucked, and gobbled, and squeezed his balls rhythmically. He grabbed my head and fucked my face, which I usually didn’t like, but I was fine with it now that I was enacting my plan. 
 
    And he started to lurch a bit, to buck his hips. 
 
    I pulled back. He was in the mood now, so I pulled back and let his desire build. 
 
    I kept working him as I chewed on his lips. 
 
    He was moaning now, and I knew he was close. The heck with this day of rest thing. 
 
    “Can you cum right now? Big guy?” 
 
    He thrust his hips, drove his man meat into the circle of my fingers. 
 
    “Uh…uh….maybe…maybe…” 
 
    I redoubled my efforts. I dropped to my knees again and mouthed him. I pulled up his shaft with my lips. I even reached around and rimmed his asshole with my finger. And that was what did it. 
 
    Sometimes I wonder if Jim wants a little anal. Wants to feel like a woman, take it like a woman, because when I touch his asshole he shoots like a rocket, which he did right then and there. 
 
    “AH…AHHHH…AH!” 
 
    Rope after rope shot down my throat, and I happily guzzled it. I don’t always like swallowing, but these were special times. 
 
    My special times would come when he lost the games and I had him for a week. 
 
      
 
    Tuesday, and Charlene managed to get our game announcement into the local paper. 
 
      
 
    WAR OF THE SEXES 
 
    The guys and gals of the town’s mixed baseball league have finally tossed down the gauntlet. Playing as equals was apparently not good enough for our knuckleballers and bat swingers. On Saturday, 10:00 in the AM, the guys  will take on the girls, but there is a catch. 
 
    To offset any physical advantage our glorious guys have grudgingly agreed to play the game in…get this…HIGH HEELS! 
 
    In addition, there will be a special pencil skirt foot race, and a wrestling match. 
 
    That’s right, sports fans, one girl will take on one guy in a special grudge wrestling match, and the girls are appearing pretty darned confident. 
 
    So, will the guys dominate? Or will the gals pull the ultimate upset? Get your tickets now…proceeds will go to the Wounded Warrior Project. 
 
      
 
    I read the press release with satisfaction, and the phone rang. It was Charlene. 
 
    “Lois, guess what?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “The papers only been out for two hours, and the phones are off the hook with ticket orders.” 
 
    “Oh my gosh!” I blurted, and that’s when it hit me…this was going to be big. 
 
    It wasn’t going to be a 20 or 30 fans sitting in the stands and ignoring us while they drank beer…it was going to be a sold out, whomper stomper of a sports event. 
 
    Sure, it was just a couple of hours, and a few phone calls, but…I knew it! Bobby Riggs and Billie Jean…people are hungry for this sort of thing. There has always been a little bit of competition between the races. 
 
    On the surface it was just a friendly give and take between the loving two sides of the species. 
 
    Under the surface, and this was some place people don’t usually go, it was do or die, get tough and grit the teeth, give no quarter, our side can beat your side you dirty…mofos! 
 
    Probably best that this depth was usually not reached. After all, we are the same race, be it with dicks or tits, but somehow this game, and I felt it when Charlene called me and told me of the ticket sales, had reached the depths. 
 
    After we finished talking I sat at my desk, I work for a small finance company downtown, and thought about it. 
 
    Oddly, my first thoughts were about how maybe I had started something I shouldn’t have. 
 
    Then Georgina called, all excited because Charlene had called her. 
 
    Then Leslie called, and I got it. 
 
    It was game on. 
 
    It was root hog or die. 
 
    And it was going to be fun. 
 
    Heck, if enough people showed up we were going to buy a house for a Wounded Warrior. And I knew it was going to fill up. 
 
    Then my boss walked in. Annette is a grey haired matron with a great body and smiling lips. And the meanest, wickedest sense of humor I have ever seen. 
 
    “What’s the grin for, Lois?” 
 
    So I told her about game and the ticket sales, and she said, “You know, I bet I could get a couple of corporate sponsors. 
 
    My jaw dropped. “Are you serious?”  
 
    “Good cause. Let me make a few phone calls, but…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Do you mind if I put a couple of signs on the field? A little advertising for us?” 
 
    “No problemo, Santa!” 
 
    She laughed, then she grew serious, “But there’s more to this than a simple game, isn’t there.” 
 
    We talked for a while then, about the differences between men and women, and how sometimes those differences are glorious, and sometimes they are a pain in the ass, and, I swear, I didn’t say anything…but she guessed it. 
 
    “You’ve got a side bet with your husband, don’t you?” 
 
    My stone face told her she was right and her face lit up. 
 
    “Come on, girl friend, tell me the good news.” 
 
    “Okay,” I begrudged, actually a little happy to tell the tale. “If the gals win I get to dress Jim for a week.” 
 
    “Oh, Lordy,” she breathed, her eyes getting all excited. “And he works for a realty, doesn’t he?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Okay, here’s how it’s going to go down…” and she sat down and helped me flesh out plans for Jim’s comeuppance, and a nefarious sub plot that rocked my mind. 
 
    When we were done, all happy and giggly, she said, “Now it’s just up to you to win.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Then, girlfriend, you’d better win.” 
 
    And she was serious. And I felt a deep degree of seriosity come over me. And I knew she was right. And my competitive nature, in that moment, really rose up. 
 
      
 
      
 
    This has been the first two chapters from 
 
      
 
    The Feminization Games! 
 
    [image: Image] 
 
      
 
    Read it on kindle or paperback 
 
  
  
 images/00026.jpeg
21
Y Sizzling

Stories!

:

|
‘\






images/00011.jpeg





images/00010.jpeg





images/00013.jpeg
H

L o |
-y_u\ Sem—
. Y }

—— .F\. A u..m
e =
—

- -

- - /)(l-






images/00012.jpeg
@ ”

e






images/00015.jpeg
ALYCE THORNDYKE






images/00014.jpeg





images/00002.jpeg
Stories of Forced Feminization
and Female Domination!






images/00001.jpeg
I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightlul novel of woral power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD





images/00004.jpeg





images/00003.jpeg





images/00006.jpeg





images/00005.jpeg
Nt






images/00008.jpeg





images/00007.jpeg
TOOTOUGHTO FEMINIZE
Until he messed with the wrong woman!

GRACE MANSFIELD





images/00009.jpeg





images/00020.jpeg
I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightlul novel of woral power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD





images/00022.jpeg
Five

Sizzling

Stories!

Go to Amazon:
The Castration
Chronicles!






images/00021.jpeg





images/00024.jpeg





images/00023.jpeg





images/00025.jpeg





images/00017.jpeg





images/00016.jpeg
Grace Mansfield





images/00019.jpeg





images/00018.jpeg





