
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Horn Dog Comeuppance 

	The cure for bullies is simple…feminize them! 

	 

	

 

	  

	  

	  

	PART ONE 

	  

	 

	“Baby, I love you.” 

	Sherry stared up into his eyes. They were so dark and beautiful. She felt like she could believe anything he said, and what he was saying now…her heart was pounding with excitement. 

	“I love you, too, Tommy. But…isn’t this a little fast?” 

	He put his drink down on the coffee table and slid across the sofa and took her hands in his. “I know, you’re scared. I’ve got a bad reputation. But, I swear, this is different. I know that I’m in love with you.” He leaned forward, moving slowly so as not to scare her. He touched his lips to hers. 

	She almost swooned from his kiss, the only thing that held her steady was the fact that there was a little niggle in her mind. Just a small voice that said, ‘Wait a minute…Bweep! Bweep! Bweep!…Too good to be true. Too good to be true.’ 

	She leaned back from him, and he was wise enough not to push it. He was an expert at seduction. He knew all the tricks. And he wasn’t about to fall in love. But chicks, they had to think you loved them or they wouldn’t put out. 

	“What is it, baby.” 

	“I, uh…nothing. I just have to pee.” 

	He smiled. That was usually code for ‘I have to put in my diaphragm.’ Or ‘I need to take my spermicide.’ Or, worst case scenario, ‘I have to call my girlfriend and talk about this.’ 

	“Oh, sure,” he leaned back and gave her plenty of room to stand up.  

	The truth of the matter, however, was that she really did need to pee. She stood up and headed for the bathroom. Just before she turned down the hallway she glanced at the big picture window. In the reflection she saw Tommy lean forward and drop a pill in her drink. 

	She blinked because, quite honestly, she couldn’t believe her eyes. 

	Did he really just drop a pill in her drink? 

	She walked down the hallway unseeing, her mind roiling. He loved her…and he dropped a pill in her drink. 

	What? A roofie? Rohypnol? So he could mentally control her and physically take her while she was so addled she didn’t know what was happening? So he could rape her? 

	She entered the bathroom and just stood there and went over possibilities in her mind. 

	She could excuse herself and try to leave. He might let her leave, he might not. She had heard a rumor once that he had gotten physical with a girl, but she had discounted it. Now she wasn’t so sure. 

	She could accuse him, but that might result in him being more forceful. 

	She sat on the toilet, not taking care of business, her mind trying to grasp what was happening. 

	KNOCK KNOCK!  

	“Sherry? Are you all right?” 

	She jumped. “Yes, sorry, give me just a minute.” 

	Fuck. He was already suspicious. 

	Quickly, she raised her dress and lowered her panties. She sat and tinkled, and finally came to a decision. Her mother had warned her of times like these. And she had given her something to be used in defense. 

	Fortunately, she had brought her purse with her, and she rummaged through it and found a small bottle. She flushed the toilet, wiped herself, and unscrewed the cap. She poured a single pellet into her hand. 

	She didn’t smile, she didn’t exult, she just tried to stay calm. This had to work. 

	 

	 

	“Hey, Tommy. Sorry I took so long. She sat down next to him, the pill caught in the folds of her hand. All she had to do was pass her hand over his glass, and stall him for 30 seconds. The pill would dissolve, and the shoe would be on the other foot. If she could avoid drinking her own drink, of course. 

	“That’s okay,” he said. 

	She sat down and leaned forward to pick up her drink. Then she paused, her hand right over his drink, and looked at him. “You know, you’re a lot nicer than I expected.” 

	Plip, she heard the little pellet hit the bourbon and Coke in his glass. Oh, fuck. She hoped he hadn’t heard anything. 

	She sat back without picking up her own drink, making it look like she was more interested in saying something than drinking. 

	He leaned towards her, but didn’t make a move. He was obviously waiting for her to take a drink and make his job, his assault, easier. 

	“What did you expect?” he asked with an innocent smile. 

	“Oh, I don’t know,” mentally she was counting the seconds. “I heard rumors that you, you know, ‘loved ‘em and left ‘em.’” 

	He sat back, trying to appear relaxed rather than defensive. “Loved ‘em and left ‘em, eh? You know, I’ve heard those rumors, and in all honesty, I’ve had a lot of girlfriends. But I’ve never met anybody like you.” 

	Thirty seconds had passed, give it more time. If there was any residue in the glass her pill would fail. He would notice, and then he might really get violent. 

	“You say that, but…I was talking to Janey Harkins the other day.” 

	“Oh, yeah, Janey. She is such a beautiful person, but we didn’t click. I hope she isn’t upset about our break up.” 

	“Well, she might be,” she leaned forward to pick up her glass, but stopped and faced him. Better make sure the pill totally dissolved. “But the fact that you’re so open and willing to talk about it, I think I can understand. She’s not a bad person, things just didn’t work out, and I can understand if she’s a little grumpy about you.” 

	“Yeah, grumpy,” he was starting to look a little anxious. 

	She leaned forward and picked up his glass. She put a thoughtful look on her face as she swirled it a bit, making sure there was no trace of the pill she had placed in it. She looked at him. 

	It was obvious that he saw she had picked up the wrong glass and was about to say something. She blurted, “But I think you’re nice!” 

	He smiled. “Well, thanks.” He opened his mouth to point out she was holding his glass, but she noticed herself before he could. “Oh, this is yours, here you go.” She handed him his glass and picked up her own. 

	He grinned. She could see the relief on his face. 

	“Well, bottoms up!” She started to tilt her glass, and saw that he was lifting his own. She quickly lowered her glass and poured half the contents on the carpet. She hoped he wouldn’t see the wet spot, there was no reason he should from his position on the couch. And he was wearing shoes, so he shouldn’t feel it. And he was drinking so he shouldn’t smell it. 

	He lowered his glass, and the Coke and bourbon was half gone. He smiled and smacked his lips. 

	She had brought the now half empty glass to her lips and now she lowered it. “Wow, that’s strong. I’m not used to really strong liquor.” 

	He said, “Don’t worry, baby. You can drink as much as you want. I’ll take care of you.” 

	She controlled herself. She couldn’t believe he had said that…and after lacing her drink with an unknown substance which, let’s face it, had to be a roofie. 

	She placed her drink down. He didn’t seem to mind, apparently he thought she had drunk enough for the drug, whatever it was, to be effective. 

	He finished his own drink. Now he didn’t seem so anxious to close with her. Now, she thought, he’s just waiting for me to go unconscious so he can do what he wants to me. 

	“So what did Janey really say about me?” 

	“Well, she said you went out on several dates, and…” 

	She blathered on waiting for the pill she had administered to take effect. 

	Tommy just smiled and let her blather. 

	After a half hour she said, “Wow, it’s getting hot in here.” 

	He showed fake concern. “Are you alright? I feel fine.” Though he really didn’t. It was actually getting a little hot for him. 

	She fanned herself and sat back. 

	He leaned forward, anxious now, and she knew he was just horny and waiting for her to go under. 

	“It’s just so hot. Aren’t you hot.” 

	“No…no. Do you want to take off your clothes? Get a little cooled off?” 

	“Why Tommy,” she giggled, and put on a show of lightly reeling. “Are you trying to get into my pants?” 

	“No! I’m just worried about you.” 

	He leaned forward and unbuttoned one of her buttons. 

	She brushed his hand away and giggled drunkenly. “That was really strong liquor.” 

	“Just normal, babe. I can get you a drink of water if you want.” 

	“No, no. I just…” 

	“You should take off your clothes. Get comfortable. It won’t be so hot if you take off your clothes.” 

	He was speaking more directly now. She knew he was figuring that she was going under, and the veneer was coming off. 

	“Well, I don’t…” 

	“Come on, Sherry, take off your clothes.” 

	“Well, I would, but…you should take off yours first. She acted like she was dizzy. She blinked, and she laughed like she was trying to laugh the whole thing off. 

	He was grinning now. “You want me to take off my clothes? Sure.” 

	He stood up and stripped off his shirt. He was well built, and proud of his muscles. He tossed the shirt aside and staggered. “Whoa. Guess I drank a little too much.” 

	“Did you?” 

	“Yeah,” his words slurred and he tried to stand on one foot and pull his jeans off. He almost fell, but he caught himself and managed to get one leg out. Then the other one. He was having more and more trouble standing. He put a hand on the end of the couch and gave a shiver. “Wow.” 

	“What’s the matter, Tommy?” 

	“What?” 

	“Didn’t your roofie work?” 

	“What? What are you…roofie?” He was trying to appear innocent, but it was difficult with the world spinning around him. 

	“What were you going to do? Rape me? And tell me that I enjoyed it?” 

	“I don’t know what…” he staggered across the room. His belly felt like it was imploding. His head felt like it was exploding. 

	Sherry stood up and followed him. She held the half finished glass in her hand. 

	“Is that what you did with the other girls?” 

	“No…I…don’t know what you’re talking about.” 

	“Well, Tommy, I’m going to have this analyzed, and if it is a roofie then I better not ever see you again. Ever. You got that?” 

	“I don’t feel so good.” 

	“Then you’d better go lie down.” 

	“Yeah, yeah.” He staggered into his bedroom, bouncing off the door jamb, tripped and fell the last foot, belly flopping on his mattress. The mattress he had planned to rape her on. 

	Sherry followed him, sat down next to him, shook his shoulder and he managed to turn over. The room was spinning wildly, life was a collidoscope, and everything was tilting and spinning. Worst of all his belly was roiling, making him sick, but not in a way that included vomit. 

	“What is happening?” he muttered. “Wha’s happnin…wha’s…” 

	“We could have had a good time, Tommy, but not now.” She looked at his body. His penis was nice-sized, she could have enjoyed it. She wished she could have. But…a guy that gave drugs to women? 

	“Please…plea…hep me…pea…” 

	She put her hand around his penis and hefted it. So nice…and so gone. 

	“Good night, Tommy.” She dropped his penis, let it lay on his belly, and stood up and walked out of the room. 

	Tommy moaned, and the world went round and round, and he felt things happening. 

	His groin hurt. 

	His chest hurt. 

	He felt like he was being turned inside out. 

	And his face…his face felt like it was turning into hot butter and being stirred. Violently. 

	What…what… 

	He suddenly bent at the belly. He would have barfed, but any extra juices in his body were being rendered for the extra energy that was required to change him. 

	“OW!” he wailed, not caring if anybody heard him. Let people hear him…he needed a hospital. 

	His stomach roiled, and it felt like he hadn’t eaten for a week. He felt like his belly was shrinking. 

	Then the pain in his belly lanced out. His arms, which he had lavished so much attention on in the gym, felt like they were turning into strings. Pain shooting through them, and…they felt like they were shrinking! 

	But how could he be shrinking! People didn’t shrink! 

	He groaned again, and rolled over. 

	Surprisingly, his dick didn’t flop. In fact, he felt nothing down there now, except a deep, bone chilling pain. 

	Heysoos! What had happened? Did he drink bad liquor? 

	Pain exploded in his pectorals and he grabbed his chest. Fuck! He felt his chest expanding…and shrinking. But how could that be? 

	He tried to roll over, finally succeeded, and felt his chest. It was growing! It was getting bigger, but he could feel the sheet underneath him sliding, and it felt like his body was getting skinnier. 

	“Fu-u-u…” His throat hurt and he stopped emitting sound. He didn’t try to yell for help now. It felt like somebody was grabbing his throat and squeezing it, making it smaller and smaller. 

	He tried to sit up, and his hair flopped over his eyes. 

	But he didn’t have long hair! How had it gotten long? 

	Finally, the pain getting to be too much, the changes assaulting him more than his mind could grasp, he passed out.

	
  

	  

	  

	PART TWO 

	  

	 

	The first sound Tommy heard was a groan, and he figured out it was him. Then he woke up, it didn’t sound like him. 

	He sat up suddenly and two things happened. One, his brain felt like somebody had thrown it splat into a skillet. Two, his chest flopped. And bounced. And…he looked down. 

	“AIIEEE!” 

	He had breasts. Boobs. Tits. The things that went on women’s chests. 

	But he was a guy! He wasn’t supposed to have boobs! 

	Or long hair! His hair was supposed to be short, almost bald, and now it was hanging down over his face. 

	Or a smooth face. He always wore a scruffy beard, it looked cool, like he was half a caveman, grrrr. But now his beard was gone and his face was soft and smooth. 

	Real soft. 

	He scrambled to the edge of the bed and stood up, and almost fell over. He was shorter, and slender, and his hips were big and…and the tits! 

	He turned to the mirror, and it was like a scene from a horror movie, the camera slowly showing the monster looking through the window. 

	Except it wasn’t a monster, and it wasn’t a window. It was the mirror over his dresser, and the monster was…he was…a girl! 

	He brought his hands up to his face and stared in horror. Long hair, soft, oval features. His strong jaw was gone, his aquiline nose was gone. Now he was pert and…and…sexy! 

	He felt to his knees, and his boobs bounced mightily. They were large. They weren’t little pimples, they were blimps! 

	The weight of his breasts, so unfamiliar, dragged him over and he caught himself on his hands. His boobs fell and his nipples brushed against the floor. 

	He shivered as sexual feelings shot through him. 

	He bent his head down, managed to get it low enough to look between his ginormous boobs, and saw his crotch. His male-less crotch. His groin empty of dick and testicles. 

	A snatch. He had a pink, little slit. 

	He felt faint, dizzy, and he tried to crawl back to the bed. Slowly, he used his hands to lift himself up, then he stood up. 

	Swaying, his mind totally blasted. 

	He was a girl! What had happened? 

	He had been with a new girl, one he had never gone out with. Her name was Sherry, and she was a looker, but a little slow to make love. 

	He remembered putting a roofie in her drink, just to help her along, and then…then he had woken up like this! 

	Sherry…it had to be her.  

	And he knew he was going to have to track her down, find out what she had done. 

	He sat back on the bed, sort of collapsed, and took note of the way his tits bounced and unbalanced him. He folded his arms under his large chest and supported himself, and he knew why women wore bras. 

	He sat for a long time, not worrying about work. Not thinking about anything. Just wanting to do something, to get to the bottom of this terrible situation, to…to change himself back. 

	It’s a dream, he thought at one point. It’s a dream and I’ll wake up. 

	But he didn’t wake up because he was already awake. 

	An hour later, finally understanding that he had to move, to do something, he decided to get dressed. 

	He went to his dresser and opened it. He held up a pair of boxers and snorted. He would be lost in those. 

	Next, he held up a pair of tighty whiteys. They had been tight the day before, but…he slipped them on, but when he let go of the waist band they slipped right off. 

	Okay. No underwear. 

	He took out a pair of jeans. Oh, crap! He was six feet tall…before. Now he was only an inch or two over five feet. He tossed the pants aside and picked out a pair of shorts. He stepped into them, and found himself wallowing in the waist band. He had stretched the waist before, now he had to gather in handfuls of material to keep the shorts up. 

	He had an old robe hanging in the closet and he took the sash out of it, ran it through the loops and tied the shorts up. Crap, it was still baggier than an old man’s ball sack, but if he was careful it would work. 

	He looked down below the shorts. His legs were bare. And curvy. Crap. What happened to his muscles? 

	He went to a drawer and pulled out a shirt. It would be like trying to wear a tent. 

	He went through his tee shirts and picked the smallest one. It was still baggy, but it would do to cover him up. But when he looked in the mirror he could see that his boobs were sticking out, and his nipples were outlined, very erect and poke-y. 

	He found another tee shirt and slipped it on. He was a little better hidden, but…but he was still so big and bouncy under the material. 

	He realized, with a shock, that he needed a bra. 

	But he didn’t have one. 

	He looked at socks, and gave it up.  

	Then he looked at shoes, and almost cried. 

	Finally, he took a pair of flip flops, cut the back end off, and looked down. 

	His feet were cute, petite, and they…they…needed polish!  

	Oh, God! The idea of polishing his nails, of coloring them some sexy red color, shot through his mind. 

	That was the moment he knew he was REALLY in trouble. 

	It was one thing to wake up in a different body. 

	It was another thing to have a feminine thought. Polish his nails. Color them. As a male he NEVER would have had such a thought. 

	He went to his dresser and grabbed his wallet and car keys, then went out the door. 

	  

	 

	Driving proved to be an adventure in itself. First, he was so damned short. He had to slide the seat forward all the way, and he still had to stretch his feet to work the pedals. Second, this close to the steering wheel his boobs got in the way. 

	So, stretching his feet, holding his breath, he drove through town. He arrive at Sherry’s house, stopped the car and walked up the walkway. He wanted to fold his arms under his chest and support himself, but if he did that he would have to let go of his shorts, and they would fall down. 

	He finally cross grabbed his shorts and held them up, while using the other arm to support his boobs and hold his first arm to help in the pants department. 

	Giggles. 

	He looked up. 

	Sherry was sitting on the porch. And she wasn’t alone. Tommy’s eyes widened. Janey Harkins was with her! And Susie Snell! OMG! 

	“Hi, Tommy.” 

	`He stood frozen. 

	“It is Tommy, isn’t it,” the girls all stood up and leaned on the rail. 

	Tommy’s face was bright red. It was redder than a fire engine made out of sunburned tomatoes. 

	“Hey, Tommy,” asked Sherry. “Did you want to give me another roofie?” She hadn’t bother to turn the glass of bourbon in for analysis. She had decided this little scene might be even better. When she called Susie and Janey and explained the situation they were all in. 

	Tommy hung his head. OMG! he breathed. OMG! She knew. 

	“Of course I knew, Tommy. I saw you drop the little pill in my drink. So I decided to drop a little pill of my own. It’s not a roofie, won’t make you all stupid and rape-able. At least, not yet.” 

	Tommy glanced up. There was something twisted in what she had said. 

	The girls filed off the porch and sauntered down to him. They walked around him in a circle. 

	“Wow. He’s stacked.” 

	“She. We’ve got to call him a she now.” 

	“Yes. And she really doesn’t even know how to dress herself.” 

	Tommy mumbled something. 

	“What’s that? Thomasina?” 

	“I asked if you could change me back.” 

	“What? You don’t want to be a girl?” 

	“No,” he whispered. 

	“But it’s fun! Guys look at you…you get to wear make up and heels and everything…it’s fun.” 

	“But…but I’m a guy!” 

	“Huh! You don’t look like a guy.” 

	Tommy finally raised his head and forced himself to speak in louder tones. “Look, I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have done what I did, but you’re not hurt…and I really want to be a man again.” 

	The girls stopped and chuckled.  

	One of them, Janey, asked him, “Don’t you want to get into my pants?” 

	He shook his head. 

	“But as a girl you would fit. You could really get into my panties. Don’t you want to get into my panties?” 

	Moisture filled Tommy’s eyes. “No. I’m sorry. Please.” 

	“So Thomasina wants to be boring, old Tommy again. My, my.” Sherry spoke drily. 

	“Please…I’ll do anything.” 

	“Anything?” said Susie. “Are you sure?” 

	“Yes.” 

	“Well, that’s good,” pronounced Sherry. “Because to undo the effects of the pill I gave you you have to do something.” 

	“Please! Yes, sure. Anything!” Tommy begged. 

	Sherry smiled. “If you let us dress you up I’ll tell you how to change yourself back.” 

	“Dress me up?” He turned white. He had had enough of this girly stuff. 

	“Dress you up. Nails. Make up. Do your very messy hair…everything. You let us do that and I will tell you the very easy thing you have to do to shock your system back to normal. 

	Broken, Tommy gave a small nod. 

	“Oh, goody!” Susie clapped her hands. The other two girls smiled, then they linked their arms through his and walked him up to the porch. Susie ran ahead and opened the door and bowed and made a sweeping ‘enter’ motion with her arm. 

	Tommy stepped into the house. 

	  

	 

	Tommy sat in a chair in front of a make up table, frozen, as the girls worked on him. 

	“You see, Tommy,” Susie explained, painting the long nail extensions on his fingers. His toes were already bright red. “You see, women are smaller, not as strong, so it really is wrong for you to be bully and pick on us.” 

	Tommy watched in the mirror as Janey styled his hair. It was now not a frizzled mop, but a long, wavy set of curls. “Yes. And giving a girl a roofie? that’s the lowest of the low. How would you feel if we drugged you and took advantage of you?” 

	Yesterday Tom would have chuckled in glee and said, ‘Yeah, baby.’ Today the reality had hit home and he was thinking, oh no! 

	Sherry was painting his eyelids, making them sultry and sexy and shadowy. 

	“We mean, do you enjoy being nothing but a sex object? A toy for us to play with?” 

	“No,” he mumbled. 

	“So now you understand. Janey, do you still have that bra you used for the play last year? The one we stuffed until it was bigger than watermelons?” 

	“Sure.” Janey ran into the back room and returned with a monstrous pair of cups. But even though monstrous, it was a still a little tight on Tommy. He held his breath as Janey fastened it, and was dismayed when she hefted his boobs and they still bounced. 

	Sherry giggled. “If you’ve got ‘em…flaunt ‘em.” 

	The other two girls giggled. 

	Finally, dressed and made up and even wearing heels, Tommy stood up. Interestingly, he was learning this new sense of balance, and he was even able to walk in the high heels. 

	He realized that this was his girl think coming out. He was adapting to this new body by changing his thought patterns. 

	“Take a look, girlfriend,” Sherry moved him in front of a wall mirror. 

	He stared at himself. A sexy brunette with all sorts of curves…and the biggest set of tits he had ever seen. 

	“You like?” asked Janey. 

	Tommy was surprised to find himself nodding. He did like. And he felt the equivalent of what he would have felt, a boner, when he was a man. He felt wet. His pussy was…moisturized. It felt slick. Heck, just taking a simple step he could feel the flesh of his thighs slipping against each other. 

	“Okay,” he said. “You played dress up. How do I change back?” 

	The girls grinned. “Let’s go party, and we’ll tell you.” 

	They linked arms with Tommy again and walked him out of the house and down the steps.  

	“I’ll drive,” said Janey, She was a couple of inches taller than Tommy, and her boobs weren’t so big, so she had no trouble fitting behind and operating the wheel. 

	They zoomed down the street, top down, hair in the wind, laughing and giggling. Except for Tommy, who felt the tears constantly threatening to overflow. 

	  

	 

	They entered a bar at the other end of town. It had taken Tommy a lot to force himself into the bar, but with the muscle of the girls and the constant chiding, he managed to follow them in. He stood in the dimly lit entrance and looked around. 

	Yesterday he would have sauntered in, ordered a drink, and checked out the bitches. 

	Now he was trembling, terrified, and men were checking him out! 

	He was not one of the bitches! And suddenly he was sorry he had ever tried to take advantage of a female. 

	“Come on, Thomasina, let’s grab a booth.” 

	The girls walked him to a booth, slid in—him in the center—and waited for the waitress. 

	“Hey, ladies,” the woman with an armful of drinks sashayed by. “Be right with you.” 

	While waiting the girls occupied themselves by checking out the men. 

	“There’s a hunky one.” 

	“Wow, look at the package in his pants.” 

	“Probably fake.” 

	“But I can see the head outlined!” 

	“I’ll take the fellow at the end of the bar. You can really see his muscles.” 

	The talk went on, and Thomasina tried to follow the conversation, but was totally distracted by his condition. 

	“What do you think, Thomasina?” 

	“What?” she blurted. 

	“Should we try to pick up those three guys at the table by the women’s room?” 

	Tommy stared at the three men, and horror filled him as he realized he was actually thinking about it, considering men from a woman’s viewpoint. 

	The waitress finally came and took their orders. A couple  of minutes later she brought a platter filled with drinks for them. 

	“Hey! That Shirley Temple’s mine!” 

	“Hands off the spritzer.” 

	“Oh, give me a sip!” 

	Tommy stared at the three girls. As a man he had thought they were knuckleheads, hair brains, snatch on the market. Now he was thinking differently. All that ‘valley girl’ nonsense and affectation…it was just an act. 

	He suddenly realized that all the times he had been on the hunt…he had actually been the prey. 

	Finally, he couldn’t help himself, he blurted. “Tell me!” 

	The girls giggled, but settled down. 

	Sherry said, “It’s really easy, Thomasina. You simply pick up one of the men here. That’ll be easy with those milk sacs of yours. Then you convince them to fuck you.” 

	“I…what? Fuck me?” 

	The girls giggled. 

	“That’s right. If the man puts his dickie in your pussy you stay a woman. It will feel right. But if you can convince the man to put his peeny in your butthole, that will feel wrong, it will shock the system, and you will change back.” 

	“And fast,” added Janey. “I hope you brought some man clothes with you.” 

	“But…I can’t…you don’t expect me to…” 

	“Thomasina,” stated Sherry. “Those are your options. Go get fucked, and which hole you get fucked in will determine whether you stay a woman or go back to being a man.” 

	Tommy stared at them. Aghast. He had never had anything up his poop chute. The idea of somebody fucking it…he couldn’t handle it. 

	On the other hand, he had never had anybody up his pussy. Hell, he hadn’t even had a pussy! 

	“So what do you think, Thomasina? Are those three guys at the table worth meeting?” 

	Tommy shook his head, tried to speak but only nonsense came out. 

	The girls giggled, then they stood up. “Well, while you’re thinking about that, we’re going to go meet them. You can come along, or just stay here and wait to be picked up.” 

	Sherry, Janey and Susie sauntered across the bar. They moved like a group, giggling and goosing each other and having the best time. 

	Tommy watched them. He gulped his drink. He was totally befuddled and had no idea what to do. 

	Suddenly a shadow loomed over him. He looked up. 

	The fellow was a biker, with a hairy, round belly and a beard that smelled of marijuana. His eyes were bloodshot, and Tommy found himself looking down to the man’s crotch. The man’s cock was huge and sharply outlined in his greasy jeans. The head was big and bulbous. 

	“You like what you see?” 

	Tommy looked up and opened his mouth, and closed it, and opened it, and closed it. 

	The big man chuckled. “Come on, baby, let me educate you.” 

	Then he was reaching down and grabbing Tommy’s arm and lifting him. 

	Thomas gulped, and tried to keep his bile down. He was scrunched into the man’s arms, and being carried across the room in what looked sort of like dancing, but was just an excuse for the big, greasy biker to hump him. 

	“Oh, God,” Tommy thought. 

	Then the dance was over, and the big man had Tommy in the hallway, between the bathrooms. Outside the hallway the girls were laughing and pointing at him. 

	The brute had him trapped, hands on the wall on each side of Tommy, and he leaned forward as if to plant his big, fat lips on Tommy’s delicate red lips. 

	“What do you say, baby. How you want to do this?” 

	Bleakly, Tommy thought about it. How did he want it? 

	And, the terrible thing, in the back of his mind was a little fascination, a focus on…taking it in the pussy. 

	Being a girl. 

	Staying a girl. 

	He’d never been a girl, and the boobs bouncing on his chest were getting addictive. And the way men looked at him, all admiringly. And…and which way did he want it? 

	  

	 

	THE END 
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