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    A Note from the Author! 
 
      
 
    I consider sissies to be the crème de la crème of feminization. 
 
    These boys, uh, girls, go further. They don’t just dress up their bodies, they dress up their minds! 
 
    And isn’t that really the point of it all? 
 
    Not just to be beautiful, but to be of service. To prance and simper and let the world know of the true depth of their submission. 
 
    That is the mark of a true sissy. 
 
    This book celebrates those wonderful, beautiful girly men. 
 
    And I hope you always… 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Hands up!” 
 
    Jimmy froze. And cursed. He was a slender fellow, and he had managed to slither through a partially open back window. Now he was behind the counter, ready to open a register. 
 
    “Hands up, or I shoot!” 
 
    Slowly, his hands went up. 
 
    He heard motion behind him. He had visions of whirling around and chopping a wrist, taking the gun and…and this wasn’t the movies. Fact of the matter was he was almost ready to pee in his panties. 
 
    Yep. Panties.  
 
    “Lay over the counter. Put your hands behind your back.” 
 
    He bent at the waist. He had only meant to get a bit of money for food; his real interest was in the clothes in the shop. 
 
    “Look, I’m sorry. I’m just hungry.” 
 
    “Shut up. Feel this?” He felt the barrel of a gun press against his butt. Now he really froze, and broke out in a sweat. 
 
    “What are you…what are you…” 
 
    “I said shut up. Don’t move.” 
 
    He didn’t move, then he felt something go around his wrists, then a loud clack! 
 
    “OW! What the fuck!” 
 
    “Shut up.” 
 
    A hand grabbed his collar and pulled him upright. He felt the gun in his crotch now. His wrists were on fire. They felt like they had been cut off. 
 
    “Sit down.” 
 
    He sat. Tears were coming down his face. His wrists were in terrible pain. 
 
    “Okay, bozo, let’s see who you are.” 
 
    Footsteps to the door behind the counter, a click, and light flooded the room. 
 
    Jimmy closed his eyes, then blinked and tried to see in the glare. 
 
    She was five foot six, 120 pounds. But twenty of those pounds were boobs. Her face was a soft triangle and her eyes were like green agates. Her hair framed her face perfectly and lay upon her shoulders. She was wearing skin tight leather pants. So tight he could see a monkey knuckle. 
 
    She stared at him with no expression. And she had no gun. She had a piece of PVC! 
 
    “I’m sorry, please. What’d you do to my wrists! It feels like they’re being sliced off. 
 
    She twisted her mouth in slight amusement. “Strapping bands. Who are you?” 
 
    “I’m Jimmy. I just needed a few bucks for food.” 
 
    “Get a job.” 
 
    “Had one…till covid.” His voice was bitter. 
 
    “Are you wearing panties?” 
 
    He looked down. “No!” 
 
    She walked to the side of him, squatted and pulled his waist band out. “Yep. Pretty ones. You hoping to score a few more?” 
 
    “Please! It’s not what you think. Can you loosen my hands a little?” 
 
    “Nope. Bands don’t come off until I’ve got some other way of securing you.” 
 
    “You’ll never see me again! Please! Let me go!” 
 
    “I’ll bet you have a bra on, too.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    But she felt his chest, laughed, and stood up. 
 
    Tears were in full flow now. His hands hurt that much. 
 
    “Okay, let’s see.” She stood and looked around the vintage dress shop. 
 
    Racks and shelves. A couple of counters. But nothing to secure him to…then she looked up. 
 
    Three beams went across the ceiling. Two more beams went up from those. The roof was flat, but those beams…hmmm. 
 
    She went to the counter and picked up the strapping tool. There was strapping band already fed through it, and she tossed the tool over the central beam. The strapping tool fell into her hands. She smiled at him. 
 
    “What are you going to do?” 
 
    “Get up and come over here.” 
 
    He didn’t have much choice. He was secured by a black, metal band. Even if he ran at the front door, he didn’t have hands to unlock it and turn the knob. And even if he did managed to run through the window, where would he go? He had no way of getting his wrists free. And they were turning numb! 
 
    He struggled to his feet and walked to her. She ran a band around one wrist. Clack! 
 
    She wiggled the tool loose, fed the other end of the band through it and, clack! 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    She went to the register and took out a pair of clothes shears. They weren’t build for strapping bands, but they’d do. 
 
    She wiggled the end of the shears between his skin and the band and began cutting. It took a few minutes, and Jimmy cried a lot, but suddenly he was free, or at least handcuffed by a looser band. 
 
    The woman had stepped back. She held the band that had been around his wrist and she was smiling. “Don’t even think about it.” 
 
    Jimmy didn’t. He now had a range of motion and he rubbed his wrists against his shirt. 
 
    “Heysoos, you are bleeding, aren’t you?” 
 
    “It hurts. You really cut me.” 
 
    “Don’t rub it against your shirt. I’ve got some peroxide and bandages.” 
 
    She went into the back room and came back out a minute later with a little first aid kit.  
 
    “You try anything and you can bleed, and get infected, and die.” 
 
    “I won’t.” 
 
    The woman came close to him. She dabbed a cotton ball with peroxide on his wrists. 
 
    “Oh, God!” Jimmy wailed. 
 
    “Don’t be such a baby.” 
 
    “It hurts!” 
 
    “If you’re not willing to do the time…” The woman said. She placed a couple of cotton pads on his wrist, then taped them on. Then she did his other wrist. 
 
    She was standing close to him and he could smell her hair. He could smell her body. He swayed slightly. 
 
    She looked up at him with calculating eyes. 
 
    “How long have you been wearing panties?” 
 
    “I just wear them when I burgle a place. The material is thinner, it’s easier to squeeze through tight places. 
 
    She laughed. “And the bra helps you in those tight spots, too. Right.” 
 
    He was already blushing, but when she spoke like that his face turned bright red. 
 
    “Oh, he’s embarrassed.” 
 
    “What are you going to do with me?” 
 
    “Not sure.” 
 
    She turned and went to the cash register counter. “You know, I wouldn’t have caught you if I hadn’t come back for my cell.” She held up an iphone in a pink case with a dick and balls painted on the back. 
 
    “You’re not going to call the police! Please don’t call the police!” 
 
    She tapped a single digit. “Hey, Mars, guess what I caught?” 
 
    Pause. 
 
    “That’s right. A little mouse. What should I do with him.” 
 
    Pause. 
 
    “Okay, I’ll see you in a few.” 
 
    She tapped her phone and turned to Jimmy. “Mars wants to meet you. You don’t mind sticking around for a while?” 
 
    It was a rhetorical question and she laughed. 
 
    Suddenly she tapped her phone again. “Mars, Subway?” Then she turned to Jimmy,” “What do you want?” 
 
    “At Subway?” he goggled. 
 
    The woman laughed, “Hold on a second Mars. He’s a little stupid.” Back to Jimmy. “Club sandwich? Turkey? Tuna? What?” 
 
    “Could I have a Philly Cheese Steak?” 
 
    She smiled and repeated his order to Mars. 
 
    Then she tapped the phone again, hung up, and placed it on the counter. 
 
    “So, Crossdressing Jimmy, what brought you to our happy, little establishment.” 
 
    “I was hungry.” 
 
    “And you needed more panties and bras and stuff.” 
 
    He said nothing, but his face flamed on. 
 
    “So why us? You like the vintage stuff? You like the old lady look? What?” 
 
    “I…just…wear panties.” 
 
    “And a bra.” 
 
    He nodded. Red-faced, miserable, but at least his wrists were no longer numb. 
 
    “Here, have a seat. She slid a stool over to him. He sat. His hands had to be extended over his head, but that was better than being forced to stand up. 
 
    “So why us?” 
 
    “I saw your back window when I was walking down the alley. It looked like I could get in.” He shrugged. 
 
    “So we’re a target of opportunity. And what, you clean out the register, take a few panties…get the heck out?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    She pulled up a stool for herself. She was sitting about six feet from him. She was wearing a black sweater that showed lots of cleavage and he gulped. 
 
    “Aha! All horny from the girly underwear, and then you get a glimpse of my ta tas.” 
 
    She pushed her arms together and teased him with her breasts. 
 
    “Look. I know I shouldn’t have broken in, but you caught me, I didn’t hurt anything, can’t you let me go?” 
 
    “Nah.” 
 
    “But why not?” 
 
    “Well, first off, you have to wait for your Subway.” 
 
    “And then?” 
 
    She grinned, showed bright, white teeth. “Second, seems like I’ve got a plan I’ve been sort of thinking about.” 
 
    “What kind of a plan?” 
 
    “You’ll…Hey! Mars!” 
 
    “Hey, Venus.” A tall girl with a spectacular body came through the door behind the register. She was wearing culottes and a halter top with sequins. She was made up—both women were made up—and she came to the girl who had captured Jimmy and kissed her splat on the lips. 
 
    But it wasn’t a love kiss, a Lesbian kiss, it was a greeting kiss. 
 
    Still, Jimmy stared. 
 
    The tall girl was holding a cardboard carrier with three soft drinks in it and holding a bag with three subs and three bags of chips.  
 
    “So this is the scamp, eh?” She handed the cardboard carrier to the other girl and inspected Jimmy. She had real dark hair and real blue eyes. Her skin was pale and her features were beautiful. 
 
    “Mars, meet Jimmy. Jimmy, meet Mars.” She was unwrapping a sub as she spoke.  “And I’m Venus if you didn’t guess.” 
 
    He looked a little confused, and Mars laughed. “He is slow.” To Jimmy, “Don’t you know the name of the place you’re trying to break into?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “‘Old Clothes for Old Souls.’ That’s the name of our shop.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    Mars handed him a sandwich. He stood up and she put a Coke on the stool. She stripped a straw and popped it into the top of the container and left it for Jimmy to figure out how to drink. 
 
    The two women ate, sitting on stools. They were fastidious and comfortable. Jimmy wondered if they were, the kiss aside, Lesbians. 
 
    He stopped looking at them and concentrated on his sandwich. He hadn’t been lying, he was hungry, and they laughed as he gobbled. 
 
    “So what are you going to do with Prince Charming?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I could turn him into the police, but that might be mean. When those big guys in jail find out that he wears panties and bras…” she shivered her head. 
 
    “Jimmy! Are you a panty boy?” 
 
    He managed to not stop eating but looked embarrassed at the same time. 
 
    “Oh, my gosh! You really caught a prize. Weren’t you just saying the other day that you’d like to catch a man and…” she stopped talking and stared at Jimmy. She stared in a way that made him nervous. 
 
    “What? What’s she talking about?” 
 
    “Well, Jimmy boy, I guess I should educate you.” 
 
    “Ours is a small affair, we work long hours, we need help, but, more than that, we need a gimmick.” 
 
    “A gimmick. Yeah. And you could be our gimmick. Wouldn’t that be fun?” 
 
    Jimmy suspicious. “What does a ‘gimmick’ do?” 
 
    “Before I tell you all that, I think we should discuss his situation.” She said the last to Mars. 
 
    Mars: “It’s your game, how you gonna play it?” 
 
    The two women put their heads together then. They spoke in a whisper that Jimmy could not hear. He complained that he couldn’t hear, but they just waved him down. 
 
    Finally, “I think that’s a good plan, and I’ll help, but I don’t want to touch his junk.” 
 
    “But that’s half the fun,” Venus turned to Jimmy. “Wouldn’t you like to have your junk handled?” 
 
    “Uh…” he was confused. 
 
    “So, do you have one of those thing-a-ma-jigs?” 
 
    Venus smiled, “I have a doo hicky.” 
 
    “Just as long as it’s not a bumfuzzle.” 
 
    “What are you guys talking about?” Jimmy had lifted one hand and lowered the other so he could pick up his Coke. He sipped noisily. 
 
    Venus and Mars looked at him. Venus said, “Don’t be a ninnyhammer.” 
 
    “Or a cattywampus.” 
 
    “Are you guys speaking a foreign language?” 
 
    Venus and Mars chuckled, and Venus reached over to the counter and picked up a small dictionary. “It’s always been my opinion that criminals are caused by ignorance. So educate yourself. I’ll be right back.” She tossed the dictionary to Jimmy, who managed to catch it without dropping his Coke. “What the fuck?” 
 
    Mars sat on her stool and munched chips. “People who swear are too ignorant to think of the right words.” 
 
    She then proceeded to tell Jimmy the words they had used and he looked them up. 
 
    “Hey! I’m not confused!” 
 
    “A boy wearing girl’s underwear? You don’t think there’ a bit of confusion there?” 
 
    “No! Uh…” 
 
    Jimmy had almost finished looking up the words when Venus came out of the back room. She was holding a small, black box, maybe six inches cubed. “I forgot where I put it.” 
 
    She put the box down, picked up a roll of duc tape  and stretched out a long piece. Then she darted down and wrapped it around Jimmy’s ankles. 
 
    “Hey!” He struggled, but she was too quick for him. “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Securing the merchandise, honey.” 
 
    She stood up, pulled out another stretch of duc tape, and wrapped it around one of his wrists, then, when his flailing wrist was near the other wrist, she included that in the wrapping. 
 
    Jimmy’s mouth was open and he was yelling, but in the quiet of the vintage clothes store the noise he made was inconsequential. 
 
    Venus stood back and grinned. “Now we’re talking.” 
 
    “Let me go!” 
 
    “Sure. Right after I call the police.” 
 
    “No…” 
 
    She reached forward and grabbed his waist band and pulled his pants down. Jimmy stood there, skinny legs revealed, and raged. “You have to let me go.” 
 
    “Maybe the police will like his pretty, green panties and not arrest him.” 
 
    Venus leaned against Jimmy with one elbow, looked him in the face, and said, “You think the cops won’t arrest you because you’re wearing panties and a bra?” 
 
    “This is against the law!” Which statement caused the girls to crack up. 
 
    Venus went to the counter and retrieved a box cutter. Jimmy stared at the sharp instrument, and now he was silent and very worried. 
 
    “Would you like me to cut those panties off you? Or can I just pull them down?” 
 
    “He’s got a boner.” 
 
    Venus looked down. “Oh, how cute! It looks pretty good sized, too. How about it, Jimmy? Cut or pull.” 
 
    He was afraid to breath, his voice was a mere whisper. “Pull.” 
 
    Venus put the box cutter aside, reached forward and pulled his panties down. 
 
    His cock sprang up and he twisted and tried to hide. 
 
    Venus was too quick. She grabbed his weenie and lifted. “Don’t be shy, Jimmy Boy.” 
 
    Now Jimmy was crying again. He was being bullied, manhandled, and he had no choice. He was now officially sorry he had ever chosen this shop for his midnight adventures. 
 
    “What are you going to do about his boner?” Mars was laughing. 
 
    “Oh, man. This is the dirty part of the job. Are you sure you don’t want to help?” 
 
    “Oh, God! No! this is your game!” 
 
    Venus sighed, shrugged, and began to stroke him. 
 
    Jimmy was in a state of shock. He was terrified, and horny, scared and horny, and  in spite of being horny he wished he was someplace else. 
 
    Venus, for all her bluster, was a really beautiful woman. And she had her soft hands on his Willie. 
 
    “He’s going to pop quick.” 
 
    “Probably hasn’t had any in months.” 
 
    “Years.” 
 
    The girls verbally jousted and Jimmy tried to control his excitement. 
 
    “I give him two minutes.” 
 
    “I can get him done in one.” 
 
    “Starting now.” 
 
    “Time it.” 
 
    Mars picked up her cell phone and clicked the timer. 
 
    Venus stroked, and nibbled at his neck. 
 
    “Hey! No fair!” Mars blurted. 
 
    “No rules against it.” 
 
    Jimmy tried to wiggle away, but the stroking continued, intensified, and then she was playing with his balls, giving them little slaps. 
 
    “Forty-five seconds.” 
 
    Jimmy groaned. He could feel his juices wanting to erupt. 
 
    “Thirty seconds.” 
 
    “Stop it. Stop it. Stop it.” Jimmy chanted in a low moan. 
 
    “Fifteen—“ 
 
    “AHHH!” 
 
    Venus stood back and Jimmy’s weenie spurted white seed all over the floor. 
 
    “I’m not going to clean that up!” 
 
    “Me neither,” laughed Venus, holding Jimmy’s dick and letting the final few squirts spit out. 
 
    Jimmy hated to admit it, but it felt good. Her hand, the golden haze, the feeling as his balls sent the semen up his shaft… 
 
    Then he sagged. The band strapping held him up, and he dangled, and his cock began to shrink. 
 
    Venus shook his penis, grabbed a rag from the counter and wiped it. “Good boy, Jimmy. You’ve just passed the first part of the job interview.” 
 
    “What? What?” he spoke slowly, not understanding. 
 
    Venus opened the black box. She took out a metal ring and put it around his cock and balls. 
 
    “Hey! What are you doing?” 
 
    “Human resources,” grunted Venus, and she slipped a metal tube over his penis. 
 
    He tried to wiggle, but she had a firm grip on his package. She lifted and hissed, “Don’ move or I’ll get the box cutter.” 
 
    Jimmy went back into terror. He didn’t even know this woman, and she had jacked him off and threatened to maim him. To…to castrate him! 
 
    “Don’t take it so hard, Jimbo. You’ll grow to like it.” 
 
    “They all do,” agreed Venus, and she slipped a key into a lock and…CLICK! 
 
    Venus stepped back, picked up her Coke and sat on her stool. She sipped, inspected Jimmy thoughtfully, then picked up a clipboard and started writing. 
 
    “What are you doing? Get this thing off me!” 
 
    “She’s writing your acceptance speech, Jimmy. Now be quiet and let her concentrate.” 
 
    Jimmy tried to raise one hand and lower the other, but he couldn’t quite reach his cock. Not that it would do any good if he could. He was solidly imprisoned. 
 
    “What is this thing?” 
 
    “It’s a full metal chastity tube. “It’s got little points on the inside so you can’t pull out. The lock is built in so you can’t cut it.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Of course you could cut it off. Just grab yourself a Dremel saw and cut away. Or you could go to the police and…nah. You can’t go to the police. 
 
    Venus was thinking and scribbling, thinking and scribbling. 
 
    Mars stood up and collected the Subway paper and put it in the trash can at the end of the cash register counter. 
 
    She stopped in front of Jimmy and shook her head. “Men. They don’t even know how to dress themselves.” She grabbed Jimmy’s green panties and pulled them up. Then she pulled his pants up. 
 
    A couple of minutes later Venus looked up. “Got it. Are you ready, Jimmy?” 
 
    “Ready for what?” 
 
    “For your contract.” 
 
    “What contract.” 
 
    “What’s your full name?” 
 
    He mumbled, “Jimmy Thomas.” 
 
    She read: 
 
      
 
    I, Jimmy Thomas, 
 
    have contracted with Mars and Venus, 
 
    the owners of a vintage clothing store with the logo, 
 
    ‘Old Clothes for Old Souls.’ 
 
    I will act the part of a slave,  
 
    complaining and bitching 
 
    and telling people how I have been made a slave. 
 
    I will not leave the store without permission, 
 
    I will clean the store, 
 
    I will be locked up in chastity 
 
    so as to give the impression of slavery, 
 
    but it is all voluntary, 
 
    and I really enjoy acting the part of a slave. 
 
    All people who think I am being abused should reconsider. 
 
    I’m really having fun, 
 
    and I’m making lots of money. 
 
    Please don’t ask how much, 
 
    it’s a secret I prefer to keep. 
 
    Signed, Jimmy Thomas 
 
      
 
      
 
    It was dated and Venus held out a pen for Jimmy to sign with. “Just sign at the bottom of the blank page and we’ll run this through the computer. 
 
    “I’m not going to sign that!” 
 
    “Of course you are. Or we can just call the police. They can admire your panties and bra, and maybe they’ll even want to handle your junk and get that chastity device off you.” 
 
    “You can’t do this!” he sobbed. “Take this thing off me!” 
 
    “But, Jimmy, you like this! You applied for the job and…” 
 
    “You can’t do this to me!” he yelled over her explanation. 
 
    Venus shook her head. “Jimmy, Jimmy. You made a choice to do this when you made a choice to climb in the alley window. You chose this when you pulled your panties on this morning. 
 
    Jimmy was sitting on the stool now, his arms stretched up but his head hanging down. 
 
    “If it makes it any easier, we’ll feed you a couple of times a day. No more than twice, though, because we need to keep you looking a bit skeletal. 
 
    “You can’t do this! This is America!” His voice had lost a lot of bluster, however. 
 
    “Honey, this is what America is all about. Now sign this paper. We still have lots to do.” 
 
    Jimmy didn’t want to. Jimmy wanted to be a million miles away. Jimmy, however, was stuck. Eventually, broken and crying, he signed the contract. 
 
    Venus smiled triumphantly at Mars, then took the contract into the back room. She returned and picked up her cell phone. 
 
    “Now, Jimmy, it’s important that you act excited and happy. You’ve just scored a good paying job.” She turned the phone towards herself. “Venus here, job interview with Jimmy Thomas.” 
 
    She spoke the date and turned the camera to Jimmy. “Now, Jimmy, you understand that you will have to wear a chastity device, and whatever clothes the customers want you to model?” 
 
    “What? What model?” 
 
    Venus stopped the cell, “You are being hired as a model, among other things.” 
 
    “I’m no model!” 
 
    “You’re perfect for what we want. Now, act happy. Rejoice. You just scored your dream job.” She spoke into the cell. “Venus here, job interview with Jimmy Thomas.” 
 
    She turned to Jimmy again, “Isn’t it exciting, Jimmy? You get to wear a chastity device and model clothes.  Is this a dream job or what?” 
 
    He put on a sickly smile and muttered. “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    Venus stopped the recording. “Got to be happy, Jimmy. Grin, try not to look like your fingernails are being pulled out.” 
 
    “Venus here, job interview with Jimmy Thomas.” She turned the phone to Jimmy. “You get to wear a chastity device, and customers will be asking for you to model clothes for them. Is that a job you feel you can handle?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. I guess so.” Then he belatedly smiled. 
 
    Venus shut down the phone. “Happier, Jimmy. Think Christmas and your stocking is so full you need two stockings.” 
 
    Mars piped in with, “Maybe you should make him wear nylons for the interview?” 
 
    Venus thought about it, then replied, “I think when we get close I’ll have him in his own bra and panties. I can even ask him how long he has been a crossdresser, things like that.” 
 
    Mars chuckled. “You’re the Cecil B….” 
 
    They both laughed, and the filming went on. 
 
    It took the rest of the night. Jimmy was totally exhausted by the time he hit the proper degree of joy. He wanted to put his regular clothes back on. He wanted these crazy women to stop badgering him with their stupid commands to ‘smile,’ ‘turn your head this way,’ ‘cross your legs, but let people see the chastity bulge in your panties.’ 
 
    Finally, the light of dawn creeping through the front door window, Venus handed her cell phone to Mars. “You want to upload? Make copies? All that stuff?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Can I leave now.” 
 
    Venus was getting tired, too, but she pulled up a stool and faced him. “Jimmy, your life is now changing. I know it’s long hours, and we’ll get some better accommodations for you, but right now you’re going to have to grab a couple hours sleep.” 
 
    “Standing up?” 
 
    “You can move the stool against the wall there and lean a bit.” 
 
    “But I can’t sleep that way!” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    He blinked and stared at her. 
 
    “Jimmy, you’re tired now, and you have the most delightful bags under your eyes. You look like you’ve been abused and mistreated; you look like a slave. I want you to keep that look, and we will help you.” 
 
    “But you can’t! This is cruel! This is unfair! This is…it’s…it’s slavery!” 
 
    Venus broke into a large smile. “Exactly.

  

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

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    The days passed.  
 
    Women entered the vintage clothes shop with the logo on the front, ‘Old Clothes for Old Souls.’ 
 
    They loved the slave who lived in the store. They loved to spank him and even whip him. They made him wear dainty underthings and dresses. Sometimes they even put make up on him and goosed his balls. 
 
    The slave cried, and he was skinny and his eyes had dark circles under them. 
 
    And during the night he was fucked by one of the owners of the shop. 
 
    But sometimes the slave would go to a movie, disguised, of course. Or to a restaurant, again, wearing male clothes, and sunglasses and hats. 
 
    And under his clothes he grew breasts, breasts that were fondled daily by the wicked women who spent their dollars at ‘Old Clothes for Old Souls.’ 
 
    And after a number of years the slave accompanied his two owners to the exotic land of Costa Rico. 
 
    Unfortunately, his chastity tube stayed on. Or…fortunately. 
 
    But before he went to Costa Rico, during those days of slavery…he laughed all the way to the bank. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    John met Mary at a bar. 
 
    She was the gay one. Wearing a mini skirt and plunging top she whirled and danced and laughed gaily. 
 
    John watched her from a corner table. She was bright and vivacious, charming all with her smile and laughter. Her 38 inch boobs didn’t hurt, either.  
 
    John smiled as she danced into a fellow’s arms, swung with him, then abandoned him. She had gone through a half a dozen fellows, trying them out, then discarding them. 
 
    The funny thing was that she wasn’t there for the drinks. 
 
    John heard man after man offer to buy her a drink, and man after man she turned down. She just kept laughing, her eyes bright like she was on something, but nobody knew what. 
 
    But, God, she was a looker. 
 
    John waved a hand at the waitress and shortly was sucking down a bourbon and Coke. He listened to the music, watched the girl, and wondered how he could succeed where a dozen guys had failed. 
 
    How could he make her like him, go with him, share some of her magic with him. 
 
    Hmmm. 
 
    And he decided to try backwardsitus on her. 
 
    John finished his drink, stood up and went to the bar. He faced away from her and ordered a beer. He nursed it. He watched her in the bar mirror. 
 
    Guys were clapping, her skirt whirled up to give flashes of what looked like metallic colored underwear. Her boobs almost fell out of her blouse. 
 
    Only a matter of time. 
 
    She danced. She kissed men on the cheek and moved to the next man.  
 
    John positioned himself, watched her coming his way, then turned so she would bump into him. 
 
    She bumped, but he was ready, “Oopsy,” he called out, laughing, and he protected his mug from spilling. 
 
    “Oh, sorry, man,” said her partner.  
 
    She laughed, abandoned her partner, who frowned, and they circled the small floor. 
 
    She was light on her feet. Her chest pressed against his. She hugged him and laughed at him. Then he looked at his watch and smiled at her. “I’ve got to cut this short.” 
 
    He stepped away from her, and she blinked. 
 
    The one that got away.  
 
    He said, “You’re a good dancer, hope you’re not offended.” 
 
    “Oh, no.” She grabbed his arm, stopping him from leaving. She was used to being the winner, to controlling the boys, but here was one who wasn’t smitten by her flirting ways. “Where you going?” 
 
    He stopped, looked down at her. Backwarditus had worked, she wanted what she couldn’t have, and now it was time to stick the skewer in. 
 
    “Oh, nowhere…” But he was tugging so very slightly, trying to get away, which mad her hold him all the harder. Then he shifted back to her, frowned, and said, “You’ve got something in your eye.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Bit of dirt, I think. Here…” He pulled out a handkerchief, dipped the corner into his beer, and dabbed at her skin right next to her eye. 
 
    “I’ve got…oh…thank you.” 
 
    He grinned. “Now you’ve got a clean spot.” 
 
    She smiled, not sure what was happening, and stopped him yet again. 
 
    “Aren’t you going to buy a girl a drink?” 
 
    He glanced around. People were looking at them, but guys were starting to look away. Somebody else had caught the fish. 
 
    “Well, I guess. You haven’t been drinking too much, have you?” 
 
    “No…no. I don’t usually drink at a place like this.” 
 
    John waved at the bartender for a couple of beers, and he and Mary sat down at a table. She was gazing at him like he was a real, genuine curiosity. 
 
    “Really? The way you were dancing I figured you were imbibing freely.” Translation, drunk as a skunk, but said with offhand humor in such a way that she actually chuckled. 
 
    “The waitress brought their beers and John took a sip, watched her carefully. Said, “You really are the most beautiful woman I have seen in…well…” 
 
    He hesitated, and she couldn’t resist. “Since when?” 
 
    “Well, I had this puppy once. Cutest thing. Loved her breath. Puppy breath we called it. She was beautiful.” 
 
    He was speaking offhand, yet gauging her carefully, and waited until she started to open her mouth.  
 
    “Gotcha.” 
 
    She laughed. Girls loved to laugh, and he knew she was smitten. 
 
    The good news was that he wasn’t one of these cads, just looking for a good night. He thought she was beautiful, and he wanted to know her, as opposed to just dancing a minute with her. 
 
    “You are beautiful, though. What’s your name?” 
 
    For a moment she vacillated between leaving and staying, but John put on the innocent look so good, and he had been fun, and… “Mary.” 
 
    “John and Mary. We sound like a cliche.” 
 
    They talked then, exchanged stories. He was careful to keep her chuckling, and he applied backwarditus in his words, very gently pulling away, letting his words dwindle at the end of the sentence a little so she had to pay closer attention to him. 
 
    After a while he asked, “Where do you go to drink? Usually, I mean.” 
 
    She smiled a very secretive smile. “Oh, I’ve got my places.” 
 
    “Big secret, eh?” He withdrew a little. 
 
    “No…not a big secret. Just…a secret.” 
 
    “Are you going to ply me with liquor until I pass out and then whisper it into my ear?” 
 
    She was looking around. She did have a secret, and it did look like she was dying to tell someone. So John bought a couple more beers, and they were starting to feel real rosy, and then she told him she would tell him her secret if he came home with her. 
 
    That was it. That was backwarditus succeeding. Now he just had to be relaxed and let her lead him. 
 
    “Well, I guess I could, if you promise not to,” he took a breath and ticked off his fingers, “hurt me, molest me, pull down my pants and spank me, steal my car, make me write bad checks…” he went on with all his conditions and she finally shoved him.  
 
    “Go on,” she said, laughing, with a lustful look in her eyes. 
 
    He allowed her to clamp onto his arm and take him out of the bar. Not a few young men looked after him with jealousy in their eyes. 
 
    They crossed the parking lot to his Jeep. “Ooh, a rugged man,” she quipped. “Can you follow me?” 
 
    “Over hill and dale. Where’s your car?” 
 
    Hers was a red Miata. They stopped behind his car and shared their first kiss. It was wet and warm and wild. It was a delicious mingling of tender flesh and stout hearts. It was her pressing up against him, putting one of his hands on her ample bosom and encouraging him. 
 
    Then she slapped him, stepped back, and laughed. “Follow me, John, if you want to get lucky.” 
 
    John followed her, and she drove slow enough that he was assured of getting lucky. She’d speed up for a block, then go slow and let him catch her. It was classic boy/girl game adapted to cars. 
 
    She lived in an apartment, parked underneath it, and waited for him to park and join her. 
 
    They kissed again, and he fell in love with the shape of her lips. He placed his hands on her butt and sculpted them, and she squeezed back against his hands, and pushed her chest into him, and couldn’t stop kissing him. 
 
    They walked up the stairs, staggering a bit—they had had a few beers, after all—and stopping every few steps to chew on each others mouths. 
 
    Her apartment was small, but tidy. It was girly without being too girly, and she had a collection of books that included classics by Marco Vassi, Grace Mansfield and Ann Michelle. 
 
    But they weren’t there to read, no matter how salacious the material. They were there for two things. A secret and a fuck. 
 
    Mary poured a couple of drinks, bourbon and Coke, and they sat on the couch and made out for a good, long time. 
 
    Then she whispered, “You haven’t asked me about my secret.” 
 
    “I figured you were just trying to get into my pants.” 
 
    She snorted, then sipped, then sat up on the edge of the couch. 
 
    She was wearing that short skirt, a mini skirt, and the metallic colored underwear. She lifted the skirt, pulled her panties down a couple of inches, and showed him her secret. 
 
    Like a Tex Avery cartoon, the ones with the would who whistles and his eyes pop out and his tongue flaps in the breeze, John reacted. His mouth opened, his tongue rolled out to the floor, his eyeballs bulged out a couple of inches, and…he was surprised. She had a secret, all right. 
 
      
 
    Mary held a pair of ben wah balls in her hands. Her eyes were lit up with excitement, and John realized that she was scared. 
 
    Scared of what, though? Revealing her secret? Afraid of what he might think? 
 
    “Oh. My. God!” he stated slowly, as his mouth closed and his eyes retracted into their sockets. He reached out a hand and she placed one of the balls in it, then, hesitantly, the other one. 
 
    He was careful. He realized that he had just been entrusted with part of a person’s life. He showed nothing but admiration and awe. 
 
    Slowly, Mary relaxed. 
 
    He hefted the balls, they were about the same size as his testicles, but heavy. They appeared to be made of steel. 
 
    “This is why you’re so…so happy! Why you don’t need alcohol.” 
 
    She shook her head. 
 
    He raised his eyes to her face, slowly lifted her balls to his mouth and kissed each one. 
“Now I can say I’ve kissed your most precious part.” 
 
    She actually gave a little shiver. 
 
    “What do they feel like when they’re inside you?” 
 
    Her arms went down, fists in her lap, she fumbled over the next few words. “They…they roll around. They stimulate me. They feel so good.” 
 
    “Do you have orgasms?” 
 
    “Sometimes.” 
 
    “Are they like big orgasms? Out of control?” 
 
    She nodded, bit her lip, took the balls back. Her eyes watching him avidly, she inserted first one, then the other. 
 
    His eyes were wide as the balls disappeared. “Don’t they fall out?” he whispered. 
 
    She nodded, took a breath, and forced herself to speak more clearly. “They do. That’s why I wear very thick underwear, or tummy shapers. If they do come out they will eventually fall out of my panties, but I can usually make it to a restroom and reinsert them.” 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    They sat on the couch, staring at each other, and he suddenly realized how turned on she must be. 
 
    “So you go dancing, and without being penetrated you have orgasms with everybody you dance with.” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “Are you close to an orgasm now?” 
 
    She nodded harder. Her eyes were twinkling big. She was breathing hard. 
 
    John moved closer. 
 
    She moved closer. 
 
    Now realizing what he was doing, he touched her breast and she quivered. Her mouth was open and inviting. 
 
    He took her in his arms then, and he kissed her once again. 
 
    Now he knew, she couldn’t hide, and that knowledge excited her even more. 
 
    John didn’t even try to get inside her. He just pushed her back on the couch and kissed her and fondled her. His hand went down to her mons and cupped it. He squeezed her pussy, and he could feel resistance inside. He could feel the hard surface of the balls, and as he squeezed he could feel the balls roll around inside her. Slipping past each other, rolling around and around, pressing against her most sensitive tissue, waking up nerves the way a cock never could. 
 
    Mary began to moan. 
 
    In a way, it was sex without the sex. She was going to cum just from him touching her. MPA. No Poke Attached. 
 
    She looked up at him and there was a vulnerability to her, a desire in her eyes. Take me over the edge. Make me cum…and cum and cum. 
 
    John slid off her and knelt at her side. Her legs were spread and he missed her mouth at ninety degrees, a perfect match. His hands slid over her breasts, palming, cupping. He removed her blouse, then her bra. She stared up at him, almost afraid, but too excited to be truly afraid. 
 
    He bent his head and kissed her nipples. He reached down and manipulated her crotch. 
 
    She groaned and arched her back. 
 
    She was willing to take the balls out and let him in her, but he didn’t want that. He wanted to see her cum. 
 
    And she began to quiver and groan, and then the shaking of her pelvis signified that she was cumming. 
 
    He pressed on her mons. He could make the balls move by pressing, and they would move slowly, then slip, and she would feel the suddenly shift of round weight inside her and jerk. 
 
    “Oh…oh…oh…” And just when it looked like it was over, she would start again. 
 
    For an hour John pushed her into ecstasy. When he was done, when she finally couldn’t take any more and pushed him away, she was a sodden mess of happy. 
 
    “I can’t…no more…” 
 
    He lifted her tenderly and she put her arms around his neck and her head against his chest. He carried her into her bedroom and slowly undressed her. 
 
    The room smelled intensely of sex. 
 
    She was trying to sleep now, yawning, yet holding to him. 
 
    He picked her up again and walked her into the bathroom. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “You stink,” he whispered to her. “My fine, feathered bitch.” 
 
    She laughed, leaned partly against the wall and held on to his shoulders, and he turned the hot water on. 
 
    While the water warmed up he took off his clothes. She smiled, her eyes half lidded, and felt his peeny. 
 
    “Nice,” she mumbled. “You wanna do it?” 
 
    He shook his head as he took off his socks. “You’re done,” he said.  
 
    She nodded, and he moved her into the shower. 
 
    Ten minutes later she was actually sleeping in the shower, held up by him. 
 
    Careful not to slip on the tiles, he helped her out of the shower. “Wanna sleep.” 
 
    “You will,” he assured her as he dried her off with a big, fluffy towel. 
 
    Then he carried her into her room. He pulled the sheets back and laid her down. 
 
    “Get in,” she said. 
 
    He dried himself off, turned off the lights and slipped into bed with her. 
 
    She turned against him, smelling fresh, and hugged him. Her naked breasts teased him, and one of her small hands crept down and held his tool. 
 
    He hadn’t cum. This wasn’t his time. It was her time. And it felt good. He felt so satisfied because he had satisfied her. And he was glad he hadn’t squirted, and he lay there in the dark, her holding him, and his penis throbbed ferociously, and he suddenly found out that there are greater things than just jamming it in and squirting madly. He was more excited than he had eve been in his life. And he honestly felt like he was in love. 
 
    But how could that be? He had just met her! 
 
    He decided that he was only infatuated, that his feelings would pass, probably when he did finally squirt. 
 
    Then, tired, a bit drunk but coming down, in spite of being incredibly erect, he slid into sleep. the last thing he remembered was her hand very gently squeezing him.  
 
      
 
    Sunlight burst through the part in the curtains and danced through the room. Dust specks hung in the sliver of light, and John became aware that he was awake and erect. Not necessarily in that order. 
 
    He opened his eyes. 
 
    Hers were already open. 
 
    She was still holding his cock. 
 
    “Have you been holding me all night?” 
 
    “Yes. I think.” 
 
    “Oh, God! I have to pee.” 
 
    She gripped him tightly. “No.” 
 
    “I’ll piss in your hand! In your bed!” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    She held him tightly and he realized that she was right.  
 
    “I’ve got morning woody. I have to pee.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “My bladder is going to explode.” 
 
    “Not your balls?” 
 
    He grinned, and groaned, and said, “Those, too. Please. Let me go.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    Then she slid her feet over the edge of the bed, pulled him and got up. And held him tightly while he got up. 
 
    She led him across the room to the bathroom. She positioned him in front of the toilet and smiled. “Do it.” 
 
    She released the strength of her grip, but she still held him. Now he could pee, and he sighed as the stream came out. 
 
    She watched his penis, she angled it here and there. 
 
    He kissed her hair. 
 
    “You have a lot of piss in you.” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    She gripped tightly and he stopped pissing. Half done and desperate, he stared at her. 
 
    “What if I only let you piss halfway. How often would you have to pee?” 
 
    “Twice as often, I suppose.” He shivered and wiggled his hips. 
 
    She kissed him then, and let him pee. 
 
    There they stood, her half twined around him, him on two spread, shaking legs, the sound of urine in the basin. 
 
    Until, drip…drip…and she shook him off. 
 
    “Fuck, lady.” 
 
    She put the toilet seat down then and stood on the lid. Her arms were over his shoulders and she nibbled on his lips. “Nobody ever did what you did to me last night. I am yours forever.” 
 
    He smiled. “I loved it. You were out of control. I couldn’t believe how many times you came.” 
 
    “Would you like to cum?” 
 
    His cock was bobbing between her legs, and he stared at her. He was a cocksman. He screwed everything with skirts. But…what if he didn’t? What if this was the start of a pure relationship? What if they just…remained friends? 
 
    “What if I didn’t.” 
 
    She held his face in her hands and smothered him with kisses. “That is an exciting thought. It’s so exciting I almost feel like I could cum again.” 
 
    “Let’s have breakfast and talk about it.” 
 
    She nodded. “Let’s go out and eat.” 
 
    They got dressed, and kept exchanging looks, and grins. When they went down the stairs she placed her hand on his bulging groin. In public she took her hand off him, but as soon as they got in his car she placed her hand on him again. 
 
    “I want to make you so horny you’ll explode.” 
 
    “I don’t think I’ll explode. I don’t think it’s medically possible.” 
 
    “At least let me try.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Trading grins they headed down to a local cafe. 
 
    Inside the cafe, amongst the tables of lone diners and family, the smell of bacon and eggs, they found a corner booth. They made orders, then just sat and looked at each other. 
 
    Nothing to say. 
 
    They were strangers, after all. They had shared dances and drinks and bed, but they knew almost nothing about each other. 
 
    And there was a certain aphrodisiac atmosphere to that condition. 
 
    Mary suddenly reached into her purse. She took out two ben wah balls and showed them to him below the edge of the table. 
 
    “Incorrigible,” he approved. 
 
    “Excuse me.” She slid out of the booth and headed for the bathroom. 
 
    John sat and watched the people in the restaurant. A chubby couple in a corner who didn’t talk because they had, during their life together, said everything they wanted to say. 
 
    A kid whining that he wanted a cell phone Tommy had one why can’t he have one everybody had one and he….on and on. 
 
    Tommy grunted and thought, not uncharitably: Kid needs a slap on the butt. 
 
    Not much chance of that in these times. 
 
    Then he looked back towards the corridor that lead to the bathroom. 
 
      
 
    Mary slid through the door and smelled the rank smell of public bathrooms. She entered the stall and it was worse. How could some women smell so bad? 
 
    She wiped down the ring and placed a gasket on it. She sat and listened to the pleasurable relief of water draining. When she was done she bent over a bit, felt her pussy, and slipped one of the balls into her. Then the other. 
 
    Instant pleasure. Instant and complete and incredible. 
 
    She stood up, wiggled a bit in the hips, which seemed to help the balls sit, then left the bathroom. 
 
      
 
    John stared, and felt her excitement across the room. Her face was lit up with that secret glow that sex imparts. She almost gave off light, she was so hot. 
 
    She walked across the room, and he realized that she must be keeping her legs closed. He remembered that she hadn’t put on thick underwear, or a tummy shaper. She must be in danger of the balls falling out. 
 
    She slid across the red plastic bench towards him, turned her head up and leeched on to his mouth. 
 
    He was not a public kisser, but he couldn’t resist. Still, he couldn’t endure. He stopped the kiss and she looked languid and sexy and she curled up against him. “God,” she blurted in a low voice. “I want it.” 
 
    “Could you wait till after breakfast?” 
 
    She laughed, placed her hand in his crotch under the table and said, “No.” 
 
    They giggled and laughed and talked nonsense, and it was weird. They were like brand new lovers who had known each other for years. 
 
    The waitress came, deposited their food, and smiled at them. 
 
    Mary ate rapaciously, like she was having sex. Which she was. 
 
    John couldn’t stop smiling. She was infectious. She was making him horny just by being horny. 
 
    Eating bacon was like sucking a cock, and she sucked, then sucked her fingers, then licked his. 
 
    She nibbled at her toast. Biting little bites like she was chomping delicately on the head of his penis. 
 
    She lifted a spoonful of eggs to her mouth and said, “I’d like to eat your eggs.” 
 
    He nodded, grinned, and wondered. “Is this what it’s like to suck a cock?” He sucked a strip of bacon into his mouth, feeling the grease gather on his lips. 
 
    She kissed him, licked the grease off his mouth, and said, “I suppose.” 
 
    “You suppose? Don’t you ever…uh…you know?” 
 
    “Suck a dick? Nah. Don’t have to. Not when I’m feeling a little ‘ballsy.’” 
 
    They chuckled and ate more. 
 
    “So you’ve never sucked a cock?” 
 
    “Sure. But not for years. Yours is probably the first cock I’ve touched in over three years.” 
 
    “Really?” he was amazed. She was a very sexual creature and he couldn’t imagine her not screwing. 
 
    “I discovered the ben wah balls, read the Eighty Shady Greys, or whatever it was, and started experimenting.” 
 
    “So you don’t fuck and you don’t blow. You just…masturbate?” 
 
    “Don’t have to. I just wear the balls and have orgasms. No work, no bother. Feels good.” 
 
    She sipped orange juice he watched her red lips gather in the water. 
 
    “You’re expert at kissing.” 
 
    “That’s all I do. When I wear the balls it’s all I have to do.” 
 
    “How often do you cum?” 
 
    “It varies. Sometimes I cum once or twice. Sometimes I’m in a fevered state all day long. It’s weird, though. Sleeping with the balls in is frustrating, not horny. I guess it has to do with motion, walking around, that sort of thing.” 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    She nodded, showing her teeth in a great grin. 
 
      
 
    They walked out of the restaurant holding hands. Mary was giving a funny twitch every few steps, victim to the ben wahs in her pussy. 
 
    John was amazed. And impressed. And jealous. 
 
    Imagine, living a life where one is sexually stimulated 100% of the time. Where one is in a state where a climb up stairs might cause a massive orgasm. Where simply driving the car and feeling the bumps on the road come up through the car seat is enough to set off multiple orgasms. 
 
    “What do you want to do?” he asked. 
 
    “Hit speed bumps,” she laughed. “The faster the better.” 
 
    He took her on a tour of the town, looking for all the speed bumps. Every time he hit one she would groan and put her hand between her legs. 
 
    Then they stopped at a park and walked around a small lake. They held hands, swung their hands as they walked, and kept looking at each other. 
 
    She was excited, and she excited him. He was the wake of her sexual atmosphere, unable to let go of her hand, wanting to throw her down and make made love to her. 
 
    But, he realized, did he really want to make love? Or did he just wish he could be like her, hornicized and loving it? 
 
    They passed a small restroom. His and hers. And he led her by the hand around to the back of the house. There he pushed her up against the wall, explored her mouth with his, and gripped her mons and shook it. 
 
    “Fuck!” she whimpered into his mouth, bursting into a series of small explosions. 
 
    John kept her there for fifteen minutes. Laughing, manipulating her pussy, and watching her explode again and again. 
 
    Finally, she pushed him away. She staggered out in front of the outhouse and stared back at him. “You’re bad for me,” she whispered. 
 
    He sauntered out into the sunshine, hands in his pockets, dick erect in his pants. 
 
    “I’m good for you, and you know it. You don’t have to wash my semen out, no messy spot on the bed. Nothing but fun, fun, fun.” 
 
    They sauntered back to the car, again holding hands, and as soon as they were in the car they were holding glands. 
 
    She came twice more, then he let her slump down in her seat and he maneuvered the car out of the park. 
 
    She was tired now. She had been popping all the previous night, and now she was popping again. 
 
    She shifted, leaned against him, and yawned. “We’ve got to stop this.” She was serious, but knew she was addicted. As long as John played with her she couldn’t say no. 
 
    She thought about saying ‘no.’ Why should she? She was enjoying it. Nobody was getting hurt. Why should she stop what was so much fun. 
 
    Next to her, turning the wheel and working the peddles, John was in deep thought, too. 
 
    He had never found anything so deeply soul satisfying as getting Mary off. There was something about having her shiver in her arms and groan that was more satisfying than actually screwing. 
 
    Oh, yes, he wanted to screw, badly. But the longer he didn’t, the more excited he felt. It was like by making her squirt he entered a plateau of heaven. And he liked it. He liked being excited, he liked the way his cock was so insistent.  
 
    Would not cumming hurt him? Would have a back up of semen in his sex organs damage him? 
 
    No. It wouldn’t. There were people who lived their whole lives without sexual accomplishment. Priests had vows of celibacy. And there were nuns. And when people got too old, they still lived good, long lives. 
 
    So squirting wasn’t necessarily necessary. 
 
    It was just fun. 
 
    But could he make himself abstain? Could he restrain himself? 
 
    It would take a lot of willpower. A lot of discipline. 
 
    But he could do it. 
 
    He glanced at her, leaning against him, hugging his arm. He could feel her breasts on him. She had just cum her brains out, but her nipples were stiff and rigid and poking into his arms. 
 
    She didn’t seem to mind him not having an orgasm. In fact, in spite of her offering him a fuck, she seemed quite happy that he remain in a perpetual state of horniness. 
 
    So, should he cum? Or was living without a purer way to go? 
 
    He pulled up in front of her apartment. 
 
    “Come on,” she said, pull his hand. 
 
    “I’ve got to check in at home,” he said. 
 
    She was disappointed. She wanted him to diddle her some more. 
 
    “You aren’t dumping me, are you?” 
 
    Her face looked so sad and he chuckled. He grabbed her long hair gently and pulled her to him. “Honey, I’ve got to think about this. But the chances of me leaving you are zero to zip. I just need to think.” 
 
    “About what?” 
 
    “About whether I should let you seduce me.” 
 
    “You mean fuck you?” 
 
    “That’s what I mean.” 
 
    She stood next to the car and bit her lip. “It sounds final.” 
 
    “No…no. I just want to think. I’ll come over tonight, if that’s okay.” 
 
    “And get me off?” 
 
    “Definitely. I want to do that. I live for that.” 
 
    “And get you off?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    She said nothing. 
 
    “This is the most honest I’ve ever been with a woman,” he explained. “Right now everything in me is gravitating towards everything in you. I want you, but can I do it without…without…” 
 
    “Without cumming,” she breathed. 
 
    He nodded.  
 
    “I’ll help,” she said breathily. “I’ll tease you and deny you. I’ll make you climb the walls, and you’ll get nothing.” 
 
    “Nothing but your lips. I love your lips,” he kissed her again, losing himself in the svelte feel of her mouth. 
 
    “You come back tonight and I’ll tie you up if I have to. I’ll get you a chastity belt. I’ll BDSM you until you’re begging. But…come back to me. I need you. God. I need you!” 
 
    He opened the door of his car, she stepped back, then stepped in and squatted in front of him. She cupped his groin with her hands. “Honey. If you come back to me I’ll do this to you, and not let you cum, until you are certifiably crazy.” 
 
    They were forehead to forehead now, touching lips, touching tongues, breathing each others air. 
 
    “You promise?” he said. 
 
    “Oh, baby. I promise. And if you don’t come back then I’ll fuck you. That’ll teach you.” 
 
    “How will you fuck me if I don’t come back? 
 
    “You won’t find out if you don’t come back.” 
 
    They laughed, hugged, kissed, and she fondled him for an hour. Then she leaned back from him. She spoke seriously. “I just got a great idea.” 
 
    “What.” 
 
    “What I’m going to do with you.” 
 
    “Well, what?” 
 
    She stood up, closed the door, and gave him a most serious and sincere look. “You come back tonight and I will blow your mind. I’ll make you think that me walking around with balls up my gina is kid’s play.” 
 
    She was intense, and he couldn’t help but wonder. 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “Go. And come back. And throw all hope aside.” 
 
    He went, and couldn’t wait to come back. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    John sat in his apartment and thought. And thought and thought. 
 
    Going without orgasms? But he loved orgasms!  
 
    Would Mary let him have an orgasm? 
 
    Would she insist on a hand job, or his masturbation? Or would she lay down and spread her legs for him? 
 
    What would having an orgasmless life be like for him? Would his viewpoint change over time? 
 
    No matter what he thought, however, his thinking process was tainted by the fact that he had a big, juicy boner in his pants. 
 
    He looked it up on the net and saw what he was considering as ‘existing in the excitation phase of sex.’ 
 
    But he also came across endless stories of chastity and tease and denial. 
 
    What he was thinking, apparently, wasn’t all that unusual. It took an unusual man to appreciate it, to ‘get off’ on it, without getting off, and…was he one of those kinds of men? 
 
    He thought about wearing a chastity tube, an idea which had often excited him, but which he had never had the opportunity to experiment with. 
 
    Oh, he liked to be horny, and delayed his own self-induced orgasms often. But this was Mary. Was he really willing to turn control of his sex over to her? 
 
    Hmm. 
 
    Mary. A vision of loveliness. Those breasts were incredible. Her lips were educated. And she got him so hot with her endless cums. 
 
    One thing was certain, no matter how deeply or long he thought, he was going back over to her house. 
 
    At about four he hopped in his car and drove back. 
 
    She was waiting for him. She had a drink ready, and a smile that was eager and downright rapacious. 
 
    “Well?” she asked, walking him into her apartment. 
 
    For answer he turned and grasped her mons. 
 
    She gasped, and squirmed, and he knew she had the balls in. 
 
    “What if I want to cum?” 
 
    “If you want to…then you should. You might want to try the alternative first. It’s up to you. 
 
    She grabbed his pants and kneaded his dick head. 
 
    He was hard already, and he groaned with the delicious feeling of being manipulated. 
 
    “Careful,” he said. 
 
    For answer she kissed him, pushed him down on the couch, and said, “There is one other thing.” 
 
    He could hardly breath, and he rasped out, “What?” 
 
    Her eyes were like agates, boring into him, desperate for his horniness. Not his sex, but his horniness. 
 
    She crawled up his body and whispered in his ear. “Let me put the balls in you.” 
 
    He jerked. His whole body quivered. It was such an insanely beautiful idea. He had been jealous, and here was a chance to experience what she experienced. 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    “I looked it up on the net, all afternoon,” she giggled,  unbuttoned his shirt and kissed his nipples. 
 
    “Sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander,” he mused. 
 
    “We can put all sorts of things up your butt. If they’re light we need to make sure we have a string or something so you can pull them out. If they’re heavy—if you put in the balls of steel they will be so heavy that they’ll fall out.” 
 
    “But how can I wear something that is heavy?” 
 
    “You will build up muscles, and you will learn to control your muscles. You can learn when to relax and let the balls fall out.” 
 
    He pushed her back and sat up, his mind turning over the possibilities. 
 
    “Of course you’ll have to wear something that will catch the balls in the beginning. You don’t want to lose your balls and have them slip down your pant legs and roll across the floor.” 
 
    They laughed at that idea. 
 
    “So…shit. Yes. I’ll try that. Will it hurt?” 
 
    “We’re going to have to get you to relax. If you’re tight at all I don’t think we can do it. But if you relax, then tighten up…I think it’ll work.” 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “The good news is that I have a few toys that I used, and which should help you.” 
 
    John sat on the couch and considered. “So we put some balls up me…then what? Go dancing?” 
 
    “Probably not at first, but…I don’t know. We play it by ear. I know that I’m going to be having fun setting you up.” 
 
    She was kneeling on the couch, facing him from the side. 
 
    He thought and thought, and she said, “Come on. Let’s try it. Nothing to lose.” 
 
    So John nodded. 
 
      
 
    John had a couple of drinks to get ready. He wanted to be loosy goosy and ready to fly. Mary got out a few toys and put them on the coffee table for him to inspect. 
 
    There was a little dildo. A prick only a couple of inches long. More of a keyfob, really. 
 
    Then she had a curved glass rod with small balls on the ends. 
 
    A prostate massager held his interest. It was like a butt plug, but it was curved and bulbous at the end. 
 
    And, of course, she had a few dildos, and even a strap on, though the strap on leather was pristine and looked like it had never been used. 
 
    John picked up the items, one at a time, and turned them over and felt them and felt a little squeamish in the butt. He couldn’t believe he was going to do this. He had never been one for playing anal games, but falling in with Mary had certainly altered his universe. 
 
    “So how do we do this?” 
 
    Mary picked up the little pecker, held it up and said, “Start small and go big.” 
 
    John gulped. 
 
    Mary stood up and took his hand. “Come on, lover. We best do this with you lying down and all comfy.” 
 
    They entered her bedroom and John stripped and lay down on his back. 
 
    Mary took his penis in hand and stroked it. 
 
    “Careful,” he cautioned. 
 
    “I will be,” she assured him. She hefted his balls. “Man, these feel full.” 
 
    “They are full. It’s been a couple of weeks since I emptied them.” 
 
    “How did you empty them?” 
 
    “Uh…there was a girl I met…” 
 
    She was not put off by his story of a conquest. She picked a glob of lubricant out of a jar, put it to his butt and said, “So much for her.” She grinned and began greasing him up. 
 
    John groaned. He hadn’t expected it to feel so good. 
 
    Mary held his penis and lifted and his crotch went up. This gave her better access and she slipped a pinkie into him. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he wheezed. 
 
    For a long minute she lubed him, then she took the little peeny and pushed it into him. 
 
    It slid in quickly and John again groaned. 
 
    “Lord, this is easy. You sure you haven’t done this before?” 
 
    “Uh, uh.” 
 
    “Well, you’re a natural.” She was now screwing him with the little dong. Running it in and out, swirling it around, making him jerk this way and that. 
 
    Then she took it out and said, “This is no challenge. Let’s try this.” 
 
    She put the prostate massager into him and his eyes opened.  
 
    “I feel like I’m going to pee!” 
 
    “That’s not pee. You’ve got a lot of pre-cum coming out.” 
 
    He bent his head up and looked down. She scooped a bit of the pre-cum up in one hand and pushed it in his face. 
 
    It caught him by surprise, but he let the slime enter his mouth. It had a slightly salty taste, but wasn’t bad. 
 
    “How’s that taste?” 
 
    “Oh, God!” he blurted. 
 
    Mary smiled. “Well, let’s play with this for a while. She moved the thing around in him, watched his reactions, and enjoyed the way he jerked and twitched. 
 
    An hour later, having gone through all the toys, they were ready. Mary held up one ball and smiled. 
 
    “That looks so big.” 
 
    “It is big, but you’ve handled everything so far. Spread your legs and relax.” 
 
    The ball was harder. There was no give to the steel. But it was slick and shiny, and with a little lubricant it went in as easy as a ball bearing turns. Of course it was a pretty big ball bearing. 
 
    She held up the second ball. “How you doing?” 
 
    “I feel full.” His voice sounded a little strange, but he wasn’t in any pain, just surprised. 
 
    She applied lube, pushed the ball against him, and it slipped in. 
 
    “Oh, God!” It sounded like he was praying. 
 
    “Hold still, lover. I need to put your panties on.” 
 
    His panties consisted of the stiffest, tightest tummy shaper she had. 
 
    She pulled it over his feet, then tugged it up his legs. 
 
    “That’s tight!” he observed. 
 
    “Got to keep the cherries in the box,” she quipped. 
 
    It took several minutes, but she finally had it snugged up tight. She worked to get the area around his asshole tight, and his face was red when she was done. 
 
    “Okay. Stand up.” 
 
    John was in a daze. In essence, he was being screwed by a pair of steel balls. They were firmly in place, but they didn’t seem to be in any danger of falling out. 
 
    He stood up, and it felt like his legs were sweating and nervous shivers ran up and down his legs. 
 
    His butt felt…full. Real full. 
 
    She made him take a step and the balls rolled inside him. 
 
    He almost fell. Had to grab on to her. 
 
    At that moment the full effect of the balls struck him. It felt like he was cumming. Not a big orgasm, more like a ‘drip’ orgasm. He took another step, and it felt like he was walking into a large, golden cloud. 
 
    Mary stood in front of him, held his arms, and guided him across the room like she would guide a big baby just learning to walk. 
 
    “Oh, fuck…oh, fuck…” The balls rolled and rolled, and Mary started giggling. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’re getting a little wet spot on your front.” She touched it, licked her finger, and exclaimed, “You’re cumming! You’re actually cumming!” 
 
    “I…I feel like it.” 
 
    “What does it feel like?” 
 
    “It’s like I’m in a big cloud, a sexy cloud. I’m erect down there, but that’s not what I feel. I feel the balls rolling, and every time they roll it’s like they’re touching something, and that something pushes out a drop. I can feel the drops going up my shaft. But the tummy shaper stops me from having a full cum. A full orgasm. 
 
    “It sounds like the balls are rolling against your prostate.” 
 
    “Yeah…uh…yeah.” 
 
    They reached the kitchen table and turned around. They practiced walking for several minutes. He sipped some bourbon, became a little more coordinated, and finally sat down. And groaned and wiggled his butt on the couch. 
 
    Mary was giggling to the point of laughing. Like he had felt her, she was feeling him. His excitement was exciting her. 
 
    “Wait here, let me go put my balls in.” 
 
    John gulped and nodded and sat back on the couch. He laid back, and just the change of posture caused the balls to roll in his hole. 
 
    Mary ran to her bedroom and got out her balls. She got already had a very strong pussy, so she didn’t have to worry about having an extra strong tummy shaper or anything. she just slipped the balls into her and stood up, and staggered from that first moment of excitation, then walked back into the front room. 
 
    John struggled to his feet. They held hands and watched each other, and they couldn’t stop giggling. They were both being fucked. They had their sex organs in a high state of excitement. They were both semi-orgasmic. 
 
    “Let’s take a walk.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “But we have to dress you the rest of the way.” 
 
    John was only wearing the tummy shaper. He was a little stupid from his excitement, and he looked at himself. “Oh.” 
 
    John tried to put on his shorts, but had a rough time lifting a leg. Finally he had to sit down and Mary helped him. 
 
    Then she handed him a shirt. Except it wasn’t a shirt. It was a blouse. 
 
    John could hardly speak. He let her put it on him. It was female, but it was dark out, and…he couldn’t object to anything right now. 
 
    She buttoned the blouse up the back and he laughed, and groaned, and put his hand on his crotch and pressed. 
 
    Then Mary reversed course. “Take off your pants.” 
 
    “What? Oh…what?” 
 
    She unbuckled him, tugged, and the shorts slid down his legs. 
 
    “What are you…” 
 
    “That blouse gave me a great idea.” She went into her bedroom and came out with a skirt. 
 
    John was holding onto the end of the couch. He wanted to object, but he was just panting like a dog that had run a race. 
 
    The skirt went on him easier. She fastened it and he looked down at himself.  
 
    “We need to shave your legs, but…how do you like it?” 
 
    “Lady…right now if an atom bomb went off I’d like it.” 
 
    She laughed, touched her lips to his—he was so dazed he didn’t even kiss back—and said, “I think an atom bomb has already gone off…in your butt!” 
 
    He chortled, almost fell, and she went for some high heels. 
 
    “I can’t…I can’t…” 
 
    She kept trying to get his feet in the slightly too small heels. “You’ve got something in your man pussy. You’re getting screwed. Just like a.woman. So why not make you look like a woman!” 
 
    With that she managed to get the last shoe on his foot. She stood up and made him straighten up. 
 
    His face was red, looked a bit strangled, and he garbled out, “This is worse!” 
 
    “What’s worse?” 
 
    “I can feel the balls even more. My hips are tilted and…oh, fuck!” 
 
    “Good!” 
 
    She looked through her purse, found some lipstick and rolled it across his lips. John had nice lips, full for a man, and the red color made them look even fuller. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” whispered Mary. “You are the hottest thing since lava. Come on.” 
 
    Mary led him to the door. Now he walked really funny. His hips were tilted and constricted. His feet were angled like he was climbing a hill. The balls inside him kept pressing on his prostate, sending surges of heat through his whole groin area. 
 
    Then he had to walk down the stairs, and everything became super intensified. He bent his legs and placed his high heel and tasted his own lipstick. His groin was on fire, throbbing with an intensity unbelievable. Then another step, the balls rolling across his anal cavity. 
 
    With each step they rolled the other way. Side to side, and he found that his hips were swaying with each step. 
 
    Mary stayed under his arm and he gripped a railing with the other one. Step by step, until he reached the bottom. 
 
    Mary giggled. He had a truly stupid expression on his face. He was seriously overloaded with sex. 
 
    She turned to him at the bottom and kissed him. She felt the lipstick on his lips and it truly excited her. It was like kissing a woman, but a woman with a manly feel to her. 
 
    John leaned against the wall, tired of walking, and she pressed against him. She almost climbed his body to get to his lips, and she put her hand down and felt his groin. 
 
    His cock was trapped by the tummy shaper. It stood up against his belly and she could feel his balls compressed under the material. 
 
    She suddenly found herself feeling…his tits! 
 
    But he didn’t have any. But he was dressed like a woman and Mary went with it. 
 
    He felt her hand brushing his hard nipples through the thin material of the blouse. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” she whispered. “We need to shave your legs and get you some boobs. You’ve got long enough hair, we can style it, and…” 
 
    “Wait…wait!” he gasped. 
 
    He was grunting, and his hips were jerking. 
 
    “Are you trying to cum?” 
 
    “Oh…yes! God…I’m going to…” 
 
    She slapped him in the groin, under his cock, and his balls took the  brunt of the impact. 
 
    “Fu-u-u…” 
 
    He almost fell, but she held him up. 
 
    “I had to do that,” she explained, holding him, his head against her breasts. “I can’t let you cum.” 
 
    “No…no…” he spoke in a strangled voice, trying to recover from the slap to his testicles. 
 
    “You must not cum. That’s the whole point.” 
 
    “I know…I know.” 
 
    “Now, come on. Forget about cumming and let’s walk.” 
 
    They walked out to the car and stared at it. 
 
    “There’s no way I can drive right now,” he said in a breathy voice. 
 
    “I probably could.” 
 
    He looked at her. He was like a man on life support. He clung to the side of the car like it was a life preserver and he had just fallen overboard. 
 
    “Wait here.” 
 
    Mary dashed back upstairs.  
 
    John wondered why it seemed to be affecting him so intensely. It seemed to be more intense than what Mary experienced. 
 
    Then Mary was back. She helped John around to the passenger seat. 
 
    John sat down, and it was like he was getting an anal massage. The balls stopped rolling, but it felt like they were sitting right on his prostate. 
 
    Mary got in the driver side. 
 
    “How can you stand it?” asked John as she turned the key. 
 
    “Practice.”  
 
    As John looked at her it seemed that she was having here own troubles. But she was still in better shape than him. 
 
    Mary drove around town. She knew what would drive John crazy, and she did it. She drove through potholes and over speed bumps, and John cried out with pleasure. 
 
    “Let’s go in for a drink,” she said as they passed a bar. 
 
    “I…can’t…not like…this…” 
 
    “What do you mean you can’t? What are you…a sissy?” 
 
    This caused them both to laugh hysterically, and they found that laughing caused as much ‘ball roll’ as anything. John laughed and convulsed with the feelings exploding in his heinie. 
 
    After an hour of this demented playing Mary drove back to her apartment. 
 
    John was now a limp sack of sexual deprivation/overload. He opened the door, then just sagged, leaning out a little bit, but unable to get out. 
 
    Mary was feeling pretty saggy herself, but she was in better shape than John. She came around and opened the door all the way and caught him as he started to fall. then she helped him up and walked him up the stairs. 
 
    John’s muscles were all sore. He was, believe it or not, tired of being on the exciting edge. He had had all the tease and denial that he could stand. He held to the rail and pulled, and she tugged, and he made it to the top of the stairs. 
 
    “Ok, honey, let’s get those balls out of you.” 
 
    Before he could sit, or fall, down, Mary tugged off his tummy shaper. 
 
    It didn’t take but a second, and the steel balls rolled right out of his backside. He groaned, then collapsed. 
 
    Mary tried to get him up, but she couldn’t. He was out. Shrugging, she went to her room, stripped, took out her own balls, and slid between the sheets. 
 
      
 
    The next morning John woke sore. His whole body was sore. Every time the balls had rolled, it appeared, his body had flexed, and now all those muscles were sore. 
 
    “Hello, sleepy head.” 
 
    He rolled over and saw Mary. She was sitting on the coffee table with a bowl of cereal. She had been watching him sleep. 
 
    “I didn’t even make it to the bedroom.” 
 
    “Nope. You almost didn’t make it up the stairs.” 
 
    John sat upright. 
 
    “How’s your ass feel?” 
 
    He blinked, wiggled. “Sort of okay.” 
 
    “Sort of?” 
 
    “Well, I feel weird down there, but a good weird.” 
 
    “Wanna fuck me?” 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Are you going to.” 
 
    That was the question. “I don’t think so.” 
 
    “Why not? Don’t you like pussy?” 
 
    “I love pussy. But I love something else more.” 
 
    She nodded, ate a spoonful of some kind of sugary version of Cheerios, and studied him. 
 
    “I’ve never met anybody like you.” 
 
    “I know,” and he wasn’t bragging. He just knew she was right. 
 
    “You love sex, but you don’t want to cum. You’re up to experiencing anything and everything. Are you a sissy?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” he said honestly. “I don’t want men, I don’t want a peeny up my backside…” 
 
    “But you like other stuff up there.” 
 
    He sighed. “I sure do.” 
 
    “So what do we do with you?” 
 
    He shook his head slowly. “Whatever you want. It’s pretty obvious that I am sotted with you.” 
 
    “Do you love me?” 
 
    “Yes. Probably. I don’t know. I don’t even know if I know what love is. But…I want to be with you. You’re exciting. You’re crazy. You make me feel things I didn’t know existed.” 
 
    They were silent for a moment, lost in their own thoughts. 
 
    “I think, before I commit to any sort of a relationship, that we should make love.” 
 
    “You mean…I put my penis in you?” Frightening thought, that. 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I put my penis in you.” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    “I’ve been wandering through life, wondering what love was. Sort of like you, I suppose.” I love women, but I never wanted to make love to one, until I saw you as a woman. But if you’re the woman, then what am I? I love sex, maybe a little too much, but sex with you is different, fulfilling. Depriving you satisfies me, but in a deeper way than I ever imagined. Can you live a life without an orgasm? Constantly on edge? You’ve had the balls up there. Can you have me up there?” 
 
    “We’d be reversed,” he observed. “I’d be the woman and you’d be the man.” 
 
    “We’d be walking around all day, horny and excited, using vibrators and things and…can you do that?” 
 
    “What about…are we doing this just by ourselves? Or do we let the world in to our secret?” 
 
    “We see what happens.” 
 
    Then he said something that had been bothering him. “Who’s in charge?” 
 
    She didn’t even hesitate. “We are. We choose what we do. We accept what we do. We live a life that the world doesn’t know of, but would die of envy if they did.” 
 
    Then they were silent for a while.  
 
    Then she crawled on to his lap, ground her pussy against his manhood. Kissed him. Kissed him good. Lost herself in his lips, and he lost himself in hers. 
 
    Finally, holding her, his head against her breasts, he said, “I’m going to want breasts. They don’t have to be big, but I’d like to be able to go out as both man and woman.” 
 
    “That’s easy to live with.” 
 
    “What about hormones.” 
 
    “I don’t know. We research, then we decide.” 
 
    They were holding each other, rocking slightly, and he said, “Go put on your dildo thing.” 
 
    She backed off his lap, leaned down to kiss him. She whispered, “You won’t be sorry.” 
 
    She went into the bedroom and he heard her buckling the strap on on. He thought: I’m already not sorry. 
 
    Then she called out, “John?” 
 
    He stood up. “Yes?” 
 
    “I need you.” 
 
    John walked into the bedroom. 
 
      
 
    END 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
 
    [image: fem games cov use.jpg] 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Slow down!” she snapped. 
 
    Joe dutifully slowed down, and sighed. He turned and waited for his wife to catch up. 
 
    “Don’t look so impatient. You’re the one who wanted me to wear heels.” 
 
    Joe smiled. “Well, you are pretty sexy with your butt lifted up like that.” 
 
    Nancy strode past him, her heels going click, click, click. 
 
    The sound made his dick hard, and he studied his wife’s very fine ass. 
 
    Nancy was a babe. With a capital ‘BABE!’ 
 
    Her legs were built of taut, curvy muscles, and they ended in a round pair of cheeks that set his heart on fire. The roundness of her derriere sloped in to a tight, waist. Above the waist were her world class knockers. A dream in any man’s world. Then came the face with plump, cherry red lips, a pert nose that tipped up very slightly at the end, and blue eyes that made him shudder with lust. All topped with a wave of blonde that shone in the sun. 
 
    He was a lucky man, and that was true. 
 
    Heck, as far as men went he was sort of average. Not ugly, strong enough, a little thin, but…she had fallen for him. Gods be praised. 
 
    But she was also a little unhappy with him. Not always, not a lot, but sometimes she would give him a look, or talk a little snappy, and he would know that she was irritated. 
 
    Ah, well. He was doing the best he could. 
 
    Smiling, watching her ass sway, he followed her through the mall. They went up the escalator and he sighed, his boner sitting up and begging, and he watched her delicious buttocks. 
 
    They reached the second floor and she stopped to look in a window. 
 
    He moved up next to her and she said, “You really need to walk a little slower. You’re always charging off. You make me wear these heels, and then I have to struggle to keep up.” 
 
    “Sorry, babe. Just call me twinkle toes.” 
 
    “Tinkle toes?” 
 
    He frowned, then realized she was laughing. Tinkle toes. Oh, boy. Don’t let anybody hear that.” then he thought about it. Tinkle toes. He asked, “What does that mean, tinkle toes?” 
 
    “It’s like fart knocker, or snickerbocker. It’s just a word.” 
 
    She stepped sideways and examined a dress through the window. 
 
    “Well, at least it doesn’t mean I tinkle on my toes.” 
 
    She turned and looked at him, and her face was very quizzical. Suddenly she reached into the shopping bag she was carrying it. He had bought a present for her sister, and it was decorated with ribbons and bows and little jingle bells. She made him hold the bag for a second and ripped off a ribbon and a bell. She took back the shopping bag and handed him the bell and ribbon. 
 
    It was round, about as big as a dime, and had little slots on it. There was a little ball inside to give it the jingle sound. 
 
    “What am I supposed to do with this?” 
 
    She smiled in the most insidious way. “I want you to go into that little boys room over there, go into a stall, and tie the bell on the head of your cock.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You heard me. Just wrap the ribbon around the groove on the head of your cock, attach the jingle bell, and report back to me.” 
 
    “This is stupid,” he held the bell and the ribbon loosely. 
 
    “This is a lesson in how to walk at the appropriate speed.” 
 
    “I can walk just fine.” 
 
    “But can you cum?” 
 
    He opened his mouth to speak, and quickly shut it. Nancy had a bad habit of punishing him by refusing sex, and he was a man who loved sex. 
 
    Very carefully he said, “Honey. I don’t think we need to do this.” 
 
    She smiled a sly smile and said, “Now.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “Do you ever?” 
 
    She only had to say half the sentence. The whole sentence was; Do you ever want to have sex again? 
 
    He did, so he turned and pouted and slumped his shoulders and walked towards the bathroom. 
 
    Nancy watched him cross the mall and enter the bathroom, and she smiled. He was a sucker for sex, and he had never realized that she wasn’t for a simple reason: he was too small. 
 
    Inside the bathroom it was cool. It had the usual smells associated with a bathroom. Soap, poop, mingled in a sad attempt to make the place standable. 
 
    It wasn’t. 
 
    He stepped into the first open stall, pulled his pants down, and sat down. 
 
    He could still hear the mall music, faint and designed to dull the mind.  
 
    Being a horny sort, his dick was already half hard. Heck, having watched his wife’s sexy body saunter through the mall it was definitely half hard. And, his hand taking it in hand, it was getting harder. 
 
    He smiled. He liked the bit of excitement in his balls. He liked how it got long and hard and even got a drip of pre-cum on the tip. 
 
    When his cock was hard enough he tied the bell to one end, and the other end to his peeny. 
 
    It dangled into the bowl. Not long enough to reach the water, but…it sure made him hard. 
 
    Maybe this wasn’t going to be so bad, after all. 
 
    He stood up and pulled up his underpants. His underpants kept the bell from hanging, and he was suddenly inspired. 
 
    Nancy wanted to hear him jingle, and he better make himself jingle, or he wouldn’t be getting any. 
 
    He pulled the little slit on his BVDs apart and pulled his cock out. It hung down and he pulled his pants up. 
 
    The bell could be seen, but nobody would know what it was, if they did happen to see it. 
 
    But nobody would really see it. They would have to examine his groin closely, study his crotch, and people didn’t do that. They glanced, peered without showing it, and that was all. 
 
    He buckled his pants, opened the stall door, took a few steps, and saw the nefariousness of Nancy’s plan. If he moved too fast he jingled, and that would make people stare at his groin. 
 
    Oh, fuck! 
 
    He exited the restroom and walked across the polished floor to where his wife waited with a smirk. 
 
    He was careful to move at just the right speed. Sometimes he moved too fast and…’jing jing!’ 
 
    So he moved at a sedate, peaceful rate. About ten times slower than he usually walked. 
 
    “Hello, Joe. How’s things?” 
 
    His face was red and she laughed. People walking by ignored them. 
 
    She hooked his arm in his and walked through the mall. 
 
    “Oh, God! He said, when she sped up and pulled him along. His jingle bell tinkled and he grew redder. 
 
    With the jingle bell on his cock she was able to walk just barely faster than him. 
 
    “Come on, honey,. Let’s get a move on.” 
 
    Jing jing! 
 
    “I can’t!” he protested, slowing down. 
 
    She moved slowly with him for a moment, then blurted, with a big grin, “I never knew how irritating it was to have to walk so slow.” 
 
    She pulled him faster. 
 
    Jing jing! 
 
    He pulled back, walked at a pace where he wouldn’t jingle. 
 
    She pulled him faster. 
 
    He resisted. 
 
    He was becoming dour faced. She was laughing more and more. 
 
    Finally, she said, “Well, I can’t walk as slow as you.” She let go and walked away. 
 
    She tap, tap, tapped across the hard floor. He struggled to move fast enough to keep up. He tried to figure out how to walk with a smooth gait in the groin area. He slid, rather than walked, and tried to catch her. 
 
    “Crap,” he mumbled to himself. Then he noticed that people were looking at him and chuckling. 
 
    It looked like he was following his wife, trying to catch up, and he looked stupid. It looked like she was in charge and he was forced to walk several feet behind her. 
 
    “Slow down,” he murmured. Now his face was bright red. 
 
    But, if anything, she sped up. 
 
    Heck, if she had walked this fast when she was following him then they wouldn’t have this problem. 
 
    Ahead of him Nancy was in heaven. Having her husband follow her like a little slave had empowered her, and she felt a surge of power that filled up her body, and especially her groin. 
 
    It was sexy to have him following her like a little boy. And she noticed that people were looking after her more and more. 
 
    They saw him, they wondered who he was chasing, and they saw her, and…she wondered if she was leaving a little wake of boners behind her. 
 
    Probably. And that just made her hotter, and…wetter. 
 
    Heysoos Xristo on square wheeled skates! She liked the power! She liked being in charge! She was going to have to do this more often! 
 
    In fact, a subtle making of the mind, she was going to have to do this always! 
 
    Behind her, Joe struggled to catch up. 
 
      
 
    They sat in the car and Joe turned the key. The motor roared to life and Joe muttered, “That was stupid.” 
 
    Nancy sat in the passenger seat, her back to the door, and smiled. “Can’t take it, eh?” 
 
    “I can take anything!” 
 
    “Anything but a bell on your little peewee.” 
 
    He glared at her, “That’s enough of that. My dick is just fine.” 
 
    But she was feeling big and powerful, and it had always bothered her. “No, it’s not just fine. Let’s face it, honey lover of mine, your dick is on the small side.” 
 
    “It’s big enough to make you happy.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    That was the big blink of Joe’s life. That was the slap heard round the world. That was his male ego being totally and ruthlessly emasculated. 
 
    “What?” His voice sounded a little desperate. And it should have. For, after all, Joe did have a substandard penis. 
 
    Average was six inches. Big was eight inches. Small was four inches. 
 
    Nancy leaned towards him, squeezed her arms together to showcase her ample boobs. “Joe, let’s be honest. You aren’t the biggest tool in the shed.” 
 
    “I’m fine!” But his voice cracked. 
 
    “Sure. You make me happy. But how times have I had to ask you to get me off with your mouth, or just your fingers? 
 
    “But women often take a little longer.” 
 
    “The longer it takes a woman to cum…that is proportional to the size of the dick.” 
 
    “It is not!” he croaked. 
 
    “Small dick takes a while. Big dick happens faster.” 
 
    Now Joe was silent. Silent and hurt and desperate. 
 
    The truth was that he knew he wasn’t the most endowed stud in the stable. In fact, he was the Shetland pony, the miniature, with a miniature dick. 
 
    “Well…well…” but he didn’t know what to say. The truth was the truth. 
 
    And Nancy, feeling a little guilty at handing out this dollop of hurt, sat back and frowned. 
 
    Yes, she had felt powerful, and sexy, and she wanted that feeling again, and always. 
 
    And she could walk faster than him, and make him follow her like a little puppy, but…the real root of the problem was his dick, and that problem wasn’t going to be solved by belling him. Or insulting him. 
 
    No. There had to be a better solution. 
 
      
 
    By the time they got home Joe was extra horny. Listening to that bell, feeling the light weight tugging at his cock, it was causing his balls to heat up and his cock to stay harder. 
 
    Jing! And his cock jerked a little. 
 
    Some ten or twenty seconds later, Jing! 
 
    “Oh, baby,” he murmured, coming up behind Nancy when they were in the kitchen and nuzzling her neck. 
 
    Nancy shrugged him off. “Not now, honey. I have some thinking to do.” 
 
    Joe tried to wrap his arms around her and she slapped him in the groin. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    “No means no, Joe.” 
 
    Joe, sulking, went into the entertainment room and turned on a game. Damn! Didn’t that woman understand? Didn’t she know that he was horny now? And that he needed relief now? 
 
    He sat and watched millionaires snap bats when they struck out. Big babies. 
 
    Nancy went into the computer room and began googling. 
 
      
 
    ‘What do I do if my husband’s penis is too small?’ 
 
      
 
    There were a lot of answers, and they were very enlightening. 
 
    ‘Leave him,’ was the cruelest. 
 
    ‘Don’t ever tell him he’s small,’ was moderately popular, but…not realistic. 
 
    How can you not talk about the elephant in the room? Especially when the elephant is only a couple of inches tall? When excited? 
 
    A biggie was the advice that ‘a dick doesn’t matter, love does.’ 
 
    Deep in thought Nancy went out to the kitchen and poured herself a wine spritzer. Then she threw the liquid in the sink and made a bourbon and Coke. Serious thought required serious lubrication. 
 
    She stood in the kitchen for a moment, sipped her drink, and listened to the chatter from the entertainment room.  
 
    “Sammy is a clutch player. If anybody can bring in that run, Sammy can.” 
 
    And Nancy thought: A clutch player. Brings in the run. He digs in and swings…CRACK! 
 
    Joe yelping out a “Way to go!” 
 
    Was Joe a clutch player? Could he do what she needed? 
 
    And then the truth: But what did she need? 
 
    She made another drink, swirled it and bit her lip, then went into the entertainment room. 
 
    She walked in front of the big screen and told Joe: “Turn it off.” 
 
    Frowning, Joe clicked the remote. 
 
    Nancy handed him his drink and sat down on the edge of the couch. He was on the other end, half laid back to watch the game.  
 
    “Joe, what are we going to do about your dick?” 
 
    He went into instant confusion, and hurt. 
 
    “What do you mean? What’s wrong with my dick? 
 
    “It’s too small,” Nancy spoke bluntly. Rip off the bandage. 
 
    He tried to make a joke out of it. “It’s long enough for me.” 
 
    But she wasn’t going to let him out of it. “It’s not long for me.” 
 
    Now Joe looked really hurt, and confused, and humiliated. He didn’t say anything. 
 
    Nancy said, “I love you, but, walking in front of you in the mall, listening too that bell with it’s little jing jing, I realized that I need more out of our relationship. Now, you can feel hurt if you wish, but life is life, your dingle is too small, and what are we going to do about it?” 
 
    Joe mumbled a bit, and he wanted to get up and just leave, but he forced himself to stay. 
 
    “What do you want to do?” he threw it back at her. 
 
    “Well, there are several possibilities. We can look into methods for making your dingus bigger. Maybe that exercise called jelquing, or one of those suction tube things.” 
 
    “Or maybe we just cut it off,” Joe spat out the words bitterly. 
 
    “It’s not your fault, Joe, and if that’s a solution, then so be it, but…” 
 
    She shrugged, watched him. 
 
    “What about toys?” 
 
    “Definitely. We need to explore those. What about cucking?” 
 
    “Some other guy fucks you?” 
 
    He was aghast, but she just took it in stride. One more possibility. 
 
    The air seemed to be going out of Joe, and that wasn’t what she wanted. She wanted a solution; she didn’t want to break him. 
 
    “Sit up,” she said. He did and she moved closer. She unbuckled his pants and for a second he tightened up. 
 
    “Relax, Joe.” 
 
    She pulled out his peeny and they looked at it. 
 
    It wasn’t big. That was for sure. 
 
    He seemed to deflate even more. 
 
    But, in spite of all the mortification and sense of plummeting self worth, his cock was hard. 
 
    She bent down and took him in her mouth. She deep throated him and licked his balls. 
 
    Lack of self worth evaporated and he groaned with the pleasure. 
 
    She looked up at him. “So you get pleasure. I can give you all the pleasure you want, but I need some pleasure, too. Sometimes I can’t even feel you down there. I lay back and wait for you to squirt, and I clean up the mess without ever getting off myself. Is that fair?” 
 
    “No,” he mumbled, suddenly feeling a twinge of shame. 
 
    “So, we’re going to try some things, and some of them may seem demeaning, even shameful, but…we’ve got to do this, Joe. You’re already getting off. From the feel of it, your small dick affords you big orgasms. Shouldn’t I be allowed those orgasms, too?” 
 
    “Well, uh,” he was looking down, “I guess so.” 
 
    “Yes, so,” she agreed.  
 
    “So what do you want me to do?” 
 
    “Well, first, we need to keep you belled.” 
 
    His mouth pursed in disappointment,. He was having a hard time with this, but…he had to do it. 
 
    “I’ve got a bigger jingle bell, and I want you to wear it.” 
 
    He was puzzled now. “But what does wearing a bell have to do with the size of my dick?” 
 
    “Honestly? I don’t know. But I do know that when you were walking behind me, when I heard that bell dingling, it made me feel good. It made me feel horny. And powerful. I need to feel that way all the time. And let’s face it, the hornier I am the more you’re going to get some. Right?” 
 
    He couldn’t disagree with that logic, and he nodded, be it a bit sourly. 
 
    But this whole thing was sour to him. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “Listen, honey,” she stroked his little weenie and prepared to say the thing that had been sitting in the back of her mind since she had belled him. 
 
    He looked at her. 
 
    “The fact is that I have big sex organs, and you don’t. That has to go for something. Maybe I’m designed to be the power in this relationship. Maybe not. But we have to find out, right?” 
 
    He didn’t shake his head, or nod, or do anything. But inside he was shaking, and not with fear. There was something exciting about all this. 
 
    Yes, he had a small dick, but maybe, just maybe, there was a way to change this to their advantage. 
 
    Nancy went and got the big jingle bell. She used the same ribbon they had used earlier, and she tied it to the end of his dick. 
 
    Joe stared at the decoration hanging from him. 
 
    “Move around,” said Nancy. 
 
    Joe walked around the room, and the sound was quite plain. 
 
    “Walk slow.” 
 
    He walked slowly, and the bell stopped jingling. 
 
    “Walk fast.” 
 
    Jingle, jingle, jingle. 
 
    “Do jumping jacks!” 
 
    As Joe jumped up and down the sound of the bell filled the room. 
 
    Nancy smiled. This might not be the whole solution, but it was a step in the right direction. 
 
    “Okay, Joe. I think we’ve made a start.” 
 
    “Can I take it off now?” 
 
    “Oh, no. And I don’t want you wearing any clothes. Not around me.” 
 
    “What about when I go to work?” 
 
    “I want you to wear the bell there, too. I want you to wear it all the time. I want to know that somewhere in the world you are jingling for me.” 
 
    She grinned, and he couldn’t help but respond to her cheer. 
 
    For the rest of the day he walked around the house naked. He jingled when he walked, and she listened to him as he moved around and smiled. And she realized that it wasn’t just the fact that he had a small dick, it was the sense of power over him that she was gaining. 
 
    “Are you going to take off your clothes?” he asked at dinner. 
 
    They were sitting at the kitchen table. The top was glass and she could watch his penis bobbing up and down, hear an occasional ‘jing,’ and she smiled. 
 
    He was naked, powerless. She was clothed, power. “I think not.” 
 
    Joe was disappointed, but he was also erect. He was in the middle of the ‘excitation phase’ of sex, and it was quite heady to be int hat position, and to be kept in that position. 
 
     
 
    They didn’t make love that night. Joe wanted to, but Nancy was plotting out their sex life and didn’t want to be bothered with his mess. 
 
    “But don’t jack off,” she said, as she climbed into bed. She was wearing a comfy, old gown. He was naked and breathing hard. 
 
    She turned on her side, away from him. 
 
    He tried to cuddle, to spoon, but she didn’t feel like it. Then she had a thought. Why not? 
 
    “Joe, go get that sleep mask. It’s in the dresser in the spare bedroom.” 
 
    Puzzled, but too horny to say no, Joe trotted through the house, returned with the black mask. 
 
    “Put it on.” 
 
    He did, and stared at the nothingness of the mask. 
 
    “Okay. You may eat me. You can even use your fingers, but you must do it with the mask on. 
 
    It was exciting. Joe felt his way back onto the bed. He slithered under the covers and felt for her body. With the mask on he had to rely on other senses, and other senses became heightened. 
 
    He felt the soft flesh of her thighs. He gently opened them. 
 
    He smelled the exquisite aroma of her pussy. His nipples became quite hard as he lowered his head and moved forward. 
 
    His tongue felt the combination of hot skin and wet flesh that is a pussy. 
 
    She arched her back, thrust her hips up, and Joe was captured between her thighs. 
 
    Nancy sighed and enjoyed the feeling of her helpless lover. God, that was good! 
 
    He lapped, and licked, and loved, and Nancy felt her heat ratchet up. She felt his tongue slick along her wetness. She began to climb the mountain. 
 
    She held his head, pushed his face into her mound, and…and…BANG! 
 
    She had never cum that hard in her life! 
 
    She was shaking, and shaken to the core. 
 
    Yet, even in that supreme moment, she knew she needed more. 
 
    She pushed him away and turned away from him. 
 
    Joe lay on his side, facing her, his dick erect and pointing at her buttocks. 
 
    But it was too small. Her vagina he could feel, if she had spread her legs and raised them up and presented her pussy. But he had tried entering her from the rear before, and that just didn’t work. 
 
    He was too small. 
 
    And now he was so damned horny he couldn’t believe it! 
 
    She had cum, a big cum, from the feel of it, and left him high and dry. 
 
    Just shoved him away. 
 
    He had done his duty and that was it. 
 
    And something strange happened. Joe liked it. He liked feeling horny. It felt, at least for a moment, that his peeny was bigger. It was harder, and the illusion was that it was bigger. 
 
    It wasn’t, but the horniness provided him an illusion. His cock felt so big and stiff. 
 
    So he turned over, faced away from Nancy, and touched his cock. 
 
    Fuck! That felt good. 
 
    And a sleepy mumble came to him: “Don’t you dare jack off.” 
 
    Joe almost sobbed, but his heart was pounding so fast, and…he lay there and reveled in the feeling of his erection. 
 
      
 
    For the next few days that was how it went. Joe walking around naked, and Nancy calling out, every once in a while, for him to move so she could hear him. 
 
    He would jump up and down and she would smile. And it made her feel so powerful, and power made her horny, and by night time she would require him to satisfy her. Orally. 
 
    She loved it, but it was only the start. She ordered stuff off Amazon, and by the next day things began arriving. 
 
    “Here you go, Joe.” She handed him a chastity tube. 
 
    But he was too small. His dick kept flopping out. 
 
    She could have gotten him super tiny sizes, but…she didn’t want to spend the money. At least, not on that. She put the idea of chastity on hold, something to be looked into later. 
 
    She bought bigger bells, and that worked. She loved it when he walked through the house, jingling away. She always knew where he was, and when he was jingling and she wasn’t there, she knew he was horny. 
 
    And he was horny a lot! 
 
     
 
    She called him to her. “Joe, are you doing okay? Is this working for you?” 
 
    He usually answered yes, that everything was fine, but she analyzed his expressions, judged his emotions, and tried to keep him happy. 
 
    Fortunately, being horny made him happy. 
 
    During those first few days she started dressing sexier, too. She wore revealing clothes, flimsy bras, and deliberately tantalized him. 
 
    He liked it. 
 
    At least, he groaned and made whimpering sounds. 
 
    She ordered herself more sexy clothes, and then she made a discovery. 
 
    “Joe,” she said, as she opened a box with a sexy peignoir in it. 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “But this on.” 
 
    She tossed him her little nighty. It was short, and see through. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Her gown was long, and opaque. She said, “Put it on. I want to see you in it.” 
 
    So Joe put his arms through the thing, pulled it over his shoulders, and she almost fainted. 
 
    She could see his body. Slender, with a small dick with a bell on it. But she could also see the potential. 
 
    He was slender. What if he had breasts?  
 
    Ding! Ding! Ding! 
 
    What if she…feminized him? 
 
    What if…? 
 
    Her mind alive with possibilities, she snapped, “Take that thing off.” 
 
    Joe was confused, but amenable. His hard dick made him amenable. He took off the nighty and placed it on the end of the bed. 
 
    Nancy took out a corset, one that only covered the mid section, and tossed it to him. 
 
    “Put this on.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because I want you to. Now hurry.” 
 
    She watched as he fumbled with the thing. Her snatch was downright wet as he figured out the hooks. She was breathing hard. 
 
    It wasn’t tight on him, but it wasn’t loose, either. It could be tighter. 
 
    Nancy pushed him face down on the bed and climbed up and straddled him on her knees. She began pulling the ties tighter, tighter. 
 
    Joe gulped, and began taking shorter breaths. 
 
    “This is crazy,” he muttered. 
 
    She just smiled and tied him up and down, tighter, tighter. 
 
    At last she let him up, and her vision was proved, and given power. 
 
    His waist was skinny, and his chest and butt flared out. It was feminine. 
 
    She gave him the nighty again and he put it on. 
 
    It was incredibly sexy. A faux feminine body. His chest actually looking like it might have a bit of cleavage. His little dingus hanging down with the bell hanging from it. All semi-disguised by the transparent nighty. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” she licked her lips. “Come here.” 
 
    Joie went to her and she began brushing his hair. 
 
    His hair was a little long, not much, but by wetting the brush and turning it out she gave him a bubble cut. His hair framed his face, and was even more sexier. 
 
    She kissed him. The power made for the sex made for her pumped up desire. 
 
    She reached into his nighty and felt his peeny. It was so small that it fit in her hand with no problem. 
 
    “It’s like a clitoris,” she whispered to him. 
 
    Joe was turned on. He was excited. Wearing these things, her hand on him…he gulped. 
 
    “That’s what the problem is. You don’t have a cock, you have a clitoris, and we have to start treating it like a clit. Your clothes, your body…we need to…we need to…” 
 
    “What?” asked Joe, hoarsely. 
 
    “We need to bring the real you out.” 
 
    The real me,” he repeated. 
 
    “The real you. The one that wears sexy clothes and does what I want you to.” 
 
    “Are you trying to change me into a woman?” 
 
    This was the point. This was make or break. Nancy could hardly breath for the excitement exploding within. 
 
    “I think I am.” 
 
    Joe was silent. then, “What am I supposed to do?” His was a protest, and despair, and desperation, and…plea. 
 
    “Whatever I want,” she returned. Then: “Do you like what is happening? Does it excite you?” 
 
    Joe nodded dumbly. 
 
    “So why not let it happen? Why not evolve? Why not find out the truth of yourself?” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    She waited, and he popped with a wail. 
 
    “But I don’t want to be gay!” 
 
    She held him then, hugged him, her hand still on his tiny weeny. “Oh, honey,” she soothed him. “It’s not gay to be feminine. It’s cross dressing, and trans, and maybe, if we let you keep your weeny, a bit of shemale or lady boy or whatever. But it’s not gay. You don’t want men! You want women! You want me! And I want to explore this. I want to see you as a woman.” 
 
    He sniffled. “Would I have to clean house?” 
 
    She laughed. “Only if you want to.” 
 
    “And you’ll still love me?” 
 
    “From what we’ve gone through so far…yes. I will love you with all my heart. But I want to do things to you. I want to change you. I want to…I want to…” and words failed her. 
 
    And words failed Joe.  
 
    She sat on the bed, holding and hugging him.  
 
    He pressed himself against her, a sob in his throat. This was big…this was really big, and he wondered if he could go through with it. 
 
    But he didn’t have a big weeny, and he wasn’t much of a man, and seeing himself in a nightgown and a corset, his cock belled and hanging down, a little stiff and jingling, he realized: I want this. I’m afraid, but I want this. 
 
    And so the decision was reached.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Nancy didn’t waste time. She made appointments with doctors, bought bigger toys, and read up on all the things they were going to have to do with Joe. 
 
    Then came a few days of waiting. Waiting for the doctor’s appointments, waiting for the mail to arrive. 
 
    She loved feminizing him. She loved opening packages and taking out sexy underwear. She ordered him a couple of breast forms and she came extra hard when he wore them around the house, and then knelt in front of her and satisfied her. 
 
    She held the back of his head, leaned against a wall, and when she came she had to hold on, and he had to support her, her legs were that weak. 
 
    She made him wear panties. She thought his little peeny bump sticking out was the cutest thing she had ever seen. But the first time she put him in a dress she realized his bump was a problem. 
 
    Not for her, she liked to touch it and fondle it and caress him till he was shivering and dripping. 
 
    But it made his dress poke out. Very unfeminine, that. 
 
    So she bit the bullet and pulled his cock down between his legs and taped it there. Now the dress fit perfectly. With the corset on and the bigger boobs he looked exactly like a woman. Except, his hair needed to be longer. 
 
    Well, she would wait on that. A month or two and he wouldn’t need a wig or anything. 
 
    She also realized something else that wasn’t very feminine. 
 
    “Joe,” she said, “Take off your dress and underwear.” 
 
    For a second Joe leaped to a conclusion. She wanted to fuck! 
 
    But nothing could be further from the truth. As soon as he was naked she tossed him a bottle and said, “Do this.” 
 
    He examined the bottle. Nair. He looked at her, looked down at his hairy legs, and headed for the shower. 
 
    He couldn’t be a woman with hairy legs, could he?” 
 
    And that opened the door to cosmetics. Make up. 
 
    The next morning he woke up and Nancy was already moving. She had his panties and bra out. She helped him with his corset. She squeezed him into a tight dress with a high collar and no arms. 
 
    “Your arms are too big,” she said, feeling them. 
 
    “I don’t want to go through a biceps removal.” 
 
    She laughed. “You idiot. Hormones will take care of that. But for right now, sit down.” 
 
    He sat in her vanity chair and examined himself in the mirror. 
 
    He had a feminine, be it short, hair style. 
 
    His face, while not strong in the manly sense, with a jutting chin or anything like that, was…soft. 
 
    His chin wasn’t strong, his face was oval, and his lips were plump. 
 
    Not blubbery plump, just a little thicker than the normal male’s. 
 
    Nancy sat on his lap. His dick was taped back, but it was exciting to have her on him, on it, even if he couldn’t poke the stubby, little thing into her. 
 
    She picked up a thin bottle from her vanity table, pulled the applicator out and began painting his lips. 
 
    “Hey!” he blurted, “That’s hot!” 
 
    “Should be. It’s got things like cayenne pepper in it.” 
 
    “What’s it for?” 
 
    “It’s called lip plumper. Sit still and watch.” 
 
    She got off him, grinned, and he watched his reflection. Almost visibly his lips plumped. Now they looked a lot more feminine. 
 
    She put lipstick on him. 
 
    He stared at his face like it was that of an alien. “I…uh, wow.” 
 
    Then sat back on his lap and worked on his eyes, put on mascara and lengthened his eyelashes. Plucked his eyebrows. 
 
    “I’ll show you how to put on primer, foundation, and all that stuff. But this is just so I can get a feel for you.” 
 
    She rubbed a bit of color on his eyes, and he was stunned. He looked more and more feminine. 
 
    Then she got off him. “Have you ever worn nylons?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Get ready for a thrill.” 
 
    She helped him put on panty hose. “I’ve got some garters coming in the mail, but for now we’re making do.” 
 
    He stared at himself in the full length mirror. 
 
    He realized that he could pass for male or female. It was just a matter of make up. 
 
    She kissed him gently on the lips, careful not to mess up his make up, and that was it for the morning. 
 
    And all morning, all day, he walked around and felt like a different person. 
 
    Hell, he was a different person. 
 
      
 
    Nancy had thought the medical side of this whole thing was going to be the most difficult. She read horror stories on the net of people who had to see psychiatrists and go through months of interviews and stuff. 
 
    In fact, they walked in, the doctor was a woman, and she was amenable right from the get go. 
 
    In fact, though she was amenable, she was also a trifle bored. 
 
    “I get a lot of people wanting to do this,” she remarked. “Also, the medical authorities have loosened up some of the rules.” 
 
    After filling out a couple of questionnaires Joe sat in the doctor’s office. 
 
    She gave them a prescription and asked, “Would you like a super booster shot right now?” 
 
    Joe wasn’t sure, but Nancy smiled and said, “Of course.” 
 
    The doctor produced a syringe and a small bottle. 
 
    “This is the latest in hormone therapy. You’ll notice results within a week. The pills will augment, and you’ll be off to the races.” 
 
    “How long before he gets boobs?” 
 
    “He’ll start changing by next week, you should see small bumps within a month, and—“ 
 
    “Is there any way to make it happen faster?” 
 
    “Breast implants. Or something called ‘vacation boobs.’” 
 
    “Vacation boobs?” 
 
    “Some doctor out in New York developed the procedure. We inject a solution directly into Joe’s chest. He would walk out of here with boobs. We can make them as big or small as you would like.” 
 
    It was telling that the doctor had stopped speaking to Joe and was focusing on Nancy. It was obvious that she had figured out who made the decisions in this family. 
 
    “Let’s do the vacation boobs.” 
 
    “Okay. I can make them permanent or so they’ll be absorbed by the body after a month or so. Which do you want?” 
 
    Nancy controlled herself. This was exciting. This was ‘Femme’s R Us.’ She spoke slowly, thoughtfully, hiding her sexual excitement. “Permanent. When can we do this procedure?” 
 
    “I’ll check.” 
 
    The doctor had been talking while holding the syringe. Now she blotted Joe’s arm with alcohol and stuck the needle into his biceps. 
 
    Joe didn’t like shots, and he felt woozy. 
 
    The doctor put a bandage on his arm, and he stiffened up. Then he relaxed. Odd that the thought of a little needle like this would bother him. 
 
    A week later he was laying on the table and his eyes were big. The doctor had larger needles, and a couple of gallons of solution. 
 
    “This won’t hurt at all, Joe,” she said, smiling. 
 
    She made a lot of little marks with a grease pencil, measured injection sites, and Joe was feeling woozy before she even started. When she put the first needle in his pectoral he fainted. 
 
    Which was fine, because he missed the other 300 needles. 
 
    He woke up and stared down at his chest. It was mountainous! 
 
    A nurse was cleaning up and Nancy was sitting in a chair and waiting for him. 
 
    “You’ll want to wear a bra from now on,” said the nurse. “Your boobs are going to be quite heavy, and you’ll need the support.” 
 
    “Okay,” Joe swung his legs off the table, felt the weight droop on his chest, and quickly folded his arms. Yep. they were heavy, all right. 
 
    Nancy and he left the office and headed right for a bra store. 
 
      
 
    Joe had to get used to his new boobs, and wearing a bra. Every morning he put on his bra, and as the hormone shot took effect he found it easier and easier. 
 
    It was easier because his arms actually got a little thinner, and he had just enough flexibility to reach behind himself and fasten the hooks. 
 
    Speaking of the hormone shot…Joe did notice the effects within a week. His whole body got weird, felt like it had a flu, but it was just the shifting of fat within his body. 
 
    It wasn’t a gargantuan redistribution of fat, it was more of a subtle earthquake. But it opened up the pathways for further redistribution. It was the first snowball in an avalanche. 
 
    At the end of two weeks, when Joe received his boobs, his hips were slightly fatter, his waist was shrinking, and the doctor even commented that with the vacation boobs and the hormone shots Joe was going to have the biggest set of ta tas north of Disneyland. 
 
    To which Nancy merely smiled and replied. “Oh, goodie.” And thought: A new kind of playground! 
 
     
 
    Joe was now wearing full make up and dresses all the time. Work had been surprisingly easy. Nancy just called his boss and asked for a week off because Joe was transitioning. 
 
    Joe never could have done that, but Nancy was his rock in these changing times. 
 
    She was also getting all the sex she could ever want. 
 
    She had been a little stand offish, thinking things through, but when Joe got his tits everything changed. 
 
    No sooner had they arrived home from the doctor’s office, Joe feeling out his new bra, than Nancy called him into the bedroom. “Joe, get back here.” 
 
    Joe followed her into the bedroom. She took her clothes off and lay back on the bed and said, “Don’t get undressed, just make love to me.” 
 
    “I can’t get undressed?” 
 
    “I don’t want your weenie. I want you. I want a lesbian lover. NPA. 
 
    NPA was short for ‘No Poke Attached.’ 
 
    Joe knelt by the bed and went to work. When Nancy was properly primed, he crawled up on her body, and Nancy had the thrill of a female making love to her. 
 
    She fondled Joe’s boob gently, kissed his nipples, and hugged his head between her boobs. 
 
    Joe loved it. He even loved the fact that his dick popped the tape off and his peeny poked out. 
 
    Poked out, but not in. 
 
    Nancy fondled it through his panties, went down on him, but didn’t let him cum. 
 
    “Please! Please!” he begged. 
 
    “Ha!” she replied. 
 
    Shortly after that she was gurgling with pleasure, her eyes rolling back and her toes curling. 
 
    Joe sat on the bed afterwards while she stretched and luxuriated in the afterglow of a monstrous cum. “Aren’t I ever going to get to cum?” 
 
    She sat up next to him, put an arm around his shoulder and held one of his breasts with one hand. “Honey, why would you want to?” 
 
    “Well, uh…I still have nuts, and they are producing semen, and it would be nice to, uh, relieve the pressure.” 
 
    “Well,” she yawned and stood up, “Good luck with that.” She chuckled, then walked towards the bathroom. 
 
    Joe’s face had fallen.  
 
    Nancy turned at the bathroom door and said, “Don’t worry, honey. Suffer for a week or two, and I’ll fix you up.” 
 
    Which didn’t reassure Joe. It had been a long time since he had had an orgasm. Though his nuts were small he could feel how full they were. 
 
    “Okay,” he whispered. 
 
    In spite of his lack of sexual release, Joe was in heaven. His body was shaping up, or down, depending on your viewpoint. His boobs, already artificially big, were getting bigger. His hips were widening. His face was becoming softer, and his lips were plumper, and Joe’s eyes actually seemed to be bigger, and to have more detail. 
 
    He loved his female look, and every night he would take the tape off his penis and look down at it and wonder. 
 
    Do I need this? 
 
    For the first month after his shot his penis had been very excited. He was hard all the time, and he got used to pooching his butt back a little bit to relieve the pressure. But the second month it seemed more…harmless. That was the word for it. Harmless. Not a threat. Not a masculine tool for fucking, but a dangle that just hung there. His erections were now softer, and his cock actually seemed a little smaller. 
 
    He sat on the bed and studied it, held it, and considered, Do cocks shrink? 
 
    It looked like it had. It had been just over four inches when this all started, but now…now it looked like under four inches.  
 
    Nancy walked into the bedroom and saw him sitting on the bed, staring at his penis. 
 
    “What’s the matter, babe?” 
 
    “What good is a cock?” he asked, raising his head to look at her. 
 
    She held her position and considered him. He was beautiful. He warmed her heart. It was one of God’s great mistakes that she hadn’t been born with a cock. She would have loved to show him what good a cock is. 
 
    Instead, she just said, “For some people it’s everything.” 
 
    He looked back and and murmured, “It disappointed you.And now it’s disappointing me.” 
 
    She sat down next to him. “How so?” 
 
    “I don’t know. It just hangs there, doesn’t do much. It wasn’t big to start with, and now…” he grunted, and left his disappointment unstated. 
 
    She nodded, then, “So, what do you want to do? Do you want to have it removed?” 
 
    He shrugged. “I’m scared of needles. My fear of knives is substantially higher.” 
 
    Nancy reached out and grasped his peeny. 
 
    He gave a little gasp. 
 
    “As long as you feel the pleasure… maybe you should keep it.” 
 
    In truth, Nancy wanted him to keep his dingus. She knew that altering his body in such a manner, removing the nuts or penis, was going to affect his sex drive, and underneath it all it was his sex drive that kept her in charge. 
 
    “I suppose.” 
 
    “Do you want to back on hormones?” 
 
    “No!” That seemed to surprise him. 
 
    “Are you doubting everything because of sexual frustration? Because I don’t let you cum?” 
 
    He frowned. “I don’t know. Maybe.” 
 
    “So maybe if I could get you off, then maybe you’d be happier, able to handle your situation better.” 
 
    “But how could you do that? My pecker is smaller, it’s softer. My nuts are full, but I seem to be lacking in a delivery system.” 
 
    She snickered. “A delivery system. That’s good.” 
 
    He smiled wanly. 
 
    “Okay. I can get you off, but doing so is going to…it’s going to change your attitude.” 
 
    He gave a half chuckle. “As if I haven’t changed my attitude already.” 
 
    “As if,” she agreed. “Well, come on. Let’s go do a little shopping, get out and about and think about it, and if you want me to get you off tonight I will.” 
 
    Now curious, Joe tilted his head. 
 
    “Come on.” 
 
    Nancy changed her clothes, threw some panties at Joe, and Joe finally started to move. 
 
     
 
    Nancy drove and Joe sat beside her. It was a beautiful day, and Joe looked out the window and had dour thoughts. 
 
    To get rid of his dingus was a big decision. He remembered thinking about that once upon a time, but now things were different. 
 
    Nancy pulled into the mall parking lot and found a space. They got out of the car and started walking across the parking lot. They were both wearing heels, and the click, click, click of them seemed to help. At least Joe was smiling when they reached the mall. 
 
    But maybe it was just the female pleasure derived from shopping. 
 
    They wandered through the stores, and they were aware of men looking at them, checking them out. 
 
    “Think they’d still want you if they knew you had a penis?” 
 
    Joe laughed. That circumstance, being wanted, was pleasurable, but…impossible. 
 
    Even if he had his thing cut off it would still be impossible. 
 
    Sure, he could have a vagina built, but…those weren’t really that big a deal. 
 
    They were sitting in the food mall, sipping lemonade, when Joe said, “I want to keep it.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Nothing more needed to be said. 
 
    They finished their lemonade and went looking for shoes. 
 
    And dresses and underwear. They stopped at Victoria’s Secret and Nancy whispered, “Do you know what Victoria’s secret is?” 
 
    Joe looked at her. 
 
    “Victoria is a man!” 
 
    Joe’s eyes opened, “Really?” 
 
    “No. But that’s what everybody thinks.” 
 
    “But what is the secret then?” 
 
    “It’s named after Queen Victoria, a time when the body was completely covered and the body was considered the big secret.” 
 
    “Hunh!” 
 
    They wandered through the store, examining apparel, material, and having a good time. 
 
    “My secret is that I love you like this,” said Nancy. 
 
    “Like a woman?” 
 
    “Yes. Like a sister. Like…like a lesbian.” 
 
    “So how are you going to make love to me?” 
 
    “That’s for me to know and you to find out.” 
 
    Shortly after that they returned home. They had dinner, which Joe prepared, and then washed the dishes afterwards. 
 
    Nancy made a couple of drinks and sat on the corner of the counter and watched Joe. 
 
    They laughed, they joked, and she called him to her and kissed him on the mouth. 
 
    Finally, the dishes done, Nancy said, “Are you ready to have sex?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    His excitement quotient was ratcheted up, and he followed her out to the front room. 
 
    Joe was puzzled. The front room? Sure, they had christened the room when they first moved in, and it wasn’t unheard of to have sex in the big room, but this was getting curiouser and curiouser. 
 
    “Have a seat, I’ll be back.” 
 
    Joe sat down. He considered himself while he waited. His boobs were very big, very sexy. His body was completely feminized. His hair was long and styled into soft waves that reached his shoulders. 
 
    How was Nancy going to fuck him? How was she going to get his dick big and fat, stiff and rigid, able to penetrate her pussy? 
 
    Nancy walked into the room. She was carrying a strap on, and she tossed it to Joe. 
 
    Joe caught it and looked at it. It was big. Nine inches. With swirly ridges and bumps along the length of the shaft. 
 
    “Put it on.” 
 
    “Me?” He had had the idea, when seeing it, that she was going to use it on him. 
 
    “Yes, you. You didn’t think I was going penetrate you, did you?” 
 
    “Well, I sort of thought.” 
 
    “Not tonight. Some other night, sure. But I want to break you in tonight. And to break you in properly I need to divest myself of all desire. The best way to do that is to get a good, big cock in my hole. Now put that thing on and come do me.” 
 
    Joe did as he was told, and a minute later he was eating, slurping, and her pussy was getting truly wet. 
 
    Finally she pulled him up, kissed his wet lips, and told him to do her. 
 
    It ranked up there with the oddest things Joe had ever experienced in his life. 
 
    He was fucking without a dick. Without, at least, his own dick. And that meant he was balls deep, and didn’t feel a thing. 
 
    But Nancy did. She felt every inch of that huge dong. She lay on the couch and he penetrated her and she grabbed the cushions and felt him drive into her. 
 
    “Oh, God!” she groaned as he split her in two. “You’re black, you’re a monster, I can feel all of you opening me up.” 
 
    For the first time Joe realized how much he had been missing, how much his wife had missed, by having a small penis. 
 
    The look in her eyes. The way she arched and tilted her hips. It was like she forgot who he was and just wanted him to bang her.  
 
    Always, before, she had watched him, been aware of him, had not lost herself in the frantic banging of sex. 
 
    But now…now… 
 
    She cried out and held onto him. She scratched his back and bit his shoulder, and every mark she gave him made him feel more like a man. 
 
    A fake man…but a man. 
 
    Then she was done. She lay under him, peaceful for the moment, and shoved him away. “Give me a minute,” she asked. 
 
    He pulled out, sat up next to her, and wondered what she was going to do. 
 
     
 
    A half hour later, all rested, Nancy entered the room and she was carrying towels and a couple of pillows. She placed the towels on the coffee table, then the pillows. “Hop onto the table. Elbows on one pillow, knees on the other.” 
 
    Puzzled, Joe did as she asked. He was in a dress and his butt was elevated. His breasts hung to the table. 
 
    Nancy moved to a position on the couch and began feeling his breasts. 
 
    Joe moaned. 
 
    “Nice, eh?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    She moved a hand back to his ass and began rubbing his cheeks. “It’s about to get nicer.” 
 
    “Okay,” he gulped, feeling the heat rising within. 
 
    She pulled down his panties and lifted the dress. 
 
    “You see, I could simply fuck you. I could put on a strap on and screw you, and there are times when I’ll do that. One cannot underestimate the value of a fuck.” 
 
    “Okay,” Joe’s voice sounded ragged. 
 
    “However, there are times I won’t feel like fucking, or getting fucked, and on those times I’ll simply drain you.” 
 
    “Drain me?” 
 
    “I’ll tickle your prostate until the cum seeps out of you. You won’t get a big orgasm, but you’ll feel good, and, most important, the pressure will be off. You won’t be moping about, whining about your sex organs. You’ll know that when it gets too bad i can always do this to you.” 
 
    Joe was frozen. Her hands were massaging him, his tits, his ass, and he felt so good. Yet, what was this ‘draining’ thing? 
 
    Nancy produced a small tool. It looked like a butt plug, but it was curved and had a little knob on the end. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “This, my fine, feathered hubby, is a prostate massager.” 
 
    He gulped involuntarily. The odd thing was this whole thing was turning him on. 
 
    Nancy put the tool into a jar of lube and moved it around. When she pulled it out a big glob of the slick stuff was stuck to the knob end. 
 
    She moved behind him and said, “Spread your cheeks.” 
 
    Joe reached behind and gripped his cheeks and pulled them apart. 
 
    Nancy put the tool to his brown button, worked it around, and pushed it in. 
 
    Joe jerked, and his mouth opened. He felt the thing sink into him, then he felt Nancy turn it, move it, and position it so it was pointed down towards his pecker. 
 
    She began to work it, moving it gently up and down. He felt the knob moving over something inside him. 
 
    “I think I’ve got it,” murmured Nancy. “First time, too.” 
 
    Joe felt like peeing. He controlled the sensation, pulled his muscles tight. His voice sounded a little strangled as he deal with the sensation of having a full asshole. “Take it out.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “I’ve got to pee.” 
 
    “That what the towels are for.” 
 
    Joe looked back between his legs. Under the folds of his dress he could see a little bowl. It was the kind of bowl you put cereal in. He wondered what the fuck she was doing, then he let go. He pissed, but it wasn’t pee that came out. 
 
    A long strand of silvery slime reached to the bowl, then little clumps of sperm went down the line. 
 
    He felt golden. 
 
    Not blasted like a cum orgasm, just…a soft, golden feeling inundating him. And the more the stuff came out of him the better he felt. 
 
    “That’s it, honey. Let it all go.” 
 
    Joe did. He sagged, almost collapsed, his muscles went slack. 
 
    Then the stream stopped. Nancy reached between his knees and took the cereal bowl. She put it aside, then she stroked his little weenie. Then she sucked it, and the feeling was so warm, so loving, so wonderful. 
 
    She let go of him, helped him off the table and onto the couch. 
 
    He sat there, not exactly exhausted, but emptied. Drained. 
 
    He marveled. “So now I’m drained.” 
 
    “You are, honey. And you’ll experience a bit of relief, but only for a day. By tomorrow you’ll be all horny again.” 
 
    “But then you can do this to me again?” He sounded so hopeful. 
 
    Nancy shook her head. “No way, honey. I’ll do this to you maybe once a month, if you’re a good boy. If you behave yourself. The rest of the time you’re going to be horny.” 
 
    “But, can’t you—“ 
 
    She interrupted him. “No, Joe. Now you’re a woman. I’ll screw you every once in a while, but I won’t care if you’ve cum.” 
 
    “You’ll live a life serving me. Making sure I’m happy. I’ll cum a lot, but you? No. You’ve got dishes to do.” 
 
    With that Nancy slapped him on the ass and sauntered out of the room. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Gonna miss me?” Rhonda folded her garments and placed them in her suitcase. She was a beautiful woman, a box of curves and bulges, all arranged in the most symmetrical way. 
 
    “I already miss you,” Dave said, kissing the back of her neck, putting his hands around her and gasping her breasts. 
 
    “You’re such a horn dog,” she giggled. She turned and smooched him good, then went back to packing. 
 
    Dave sat on the bed, reached into his pants and started stroking. “I am not a horn dog!” 
 
    “Are!” 
 
    “Aren’t!” 
 
    His cock was now hard, and he rubbed it fiercely, played with the head, and holding his balls with his other hand. 
 
    Rhonda stopped packing and eyed him with a fake frown. “Ok. I want an honest answer now.” 
 
    “Oh? Okay. I’ll give you one, just as soon as I…unh unh…I…unh…cum…” 
 
    He faked an orgasm and she laughed. 
 
    “My question is…how many times are you going to jack off while I’m on this trip?” 
 
    “Ask me no questions and I’lll tell you no lies.” 
 
    She grabbed his peeny and growled, “No. I mean it. How many jack offs are you going to be able to squeeze in in a month?” 
 
    “Eek!” 
 
    “Tell me!” 
 
    “Four.” 
 
    “Four? That’s all?” 
 
    “Well, I have a game I play.” 
 
    She tilted her head in question. 
 
    “I try to hold off. I can usually make it a week. So four squirts. No…wait a minute! Three squirts! Because I try not to cum when you are due home. 
 
    Rhonda folded her arms under her ample tits and gave him a mock glare. “That’s a game? What? You’re pretending you’re true to me? Until you can’t stand it?” 
 
    “Pretty much,” he agreed with a sappy grin. 
 
    Rhonda turned back to her packing and thought about it. Three times. That wasn’t bad.  
 
    Heck, she was guilty of a playing with herself a time or two, and men were supposed to be a lot hornier than women. 
 
    Then she stopped packing and just stood there. An idea blasted right through her head, and the idea was so delicious she started getting wet. 
 
    She turned to Dave. “Honey, would you like to play a real game?” 
 
    “What do you mean a ‘real’ game?” he asked suspiciously. 
 
    “I mean a real game. If you do what I say I can guarantee you a month you’ll never forget.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know. I sort of like the game I currently play. I like to watch porn, get horny, and…you know.” 
 
    “Yes, but you’re in control of that game. If you play my game it’ll be totally out of control. If you like to squirt, and I know you do, then you play my game and you’ll have the biggest squirts in the history of jacking off.” 
 
    Dave was curious. Rhonda was a kinky girl, and he had a suspicion that her game would be pretty intense. Did he dare play her game? 
 
    “Come on, Dave. Don’t be a chicken. Live the life! Guaranteed, you’ll love it.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t—“ 
 
    “Okay. It’s settled.” 
 
    “I didn’t—“ 
 
    “So I don’t have time to set this up right now. I’ve got to make my flight. But once I’m in the air I’ll set it up.” 
 
    Now Dave was real curious. How could she play a game when she was on a plane? Or in another city? 
 
    Rhonda smiled, folded underwear and placed it in the side compartment of her suitcase.  
 
    Dave sat on the bed and watched her and frowned. What the hell did Rhonda have in mind? What kind of a game was she planning? 
 
    “Can you get my make up case from the closet?” 
 
    Now lost in thought, Dave went to the closet and retrieved a small suitcase. Rhonda was at her vanity table and she opened the case and began putting her make up in it. 
 
    She looked up, smiled, and held up a tube of lipstick. She twisted the base, then colored her lips bright red. “Got you thinking, don’t I?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Well, here’s something to think about.” She turned to him and gripped his cheeks with her fingers. She painted his lips. 
 
    He tried to back up, but her other hand was holding the back of his head. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Don’t fight it…I know you love it.” 
 
    The lipstick went on thick, and she giggled. “God, seeing you like this makes me wet.” 
 
    She looked down. He hadn’t put his cock away since his mock jack off, and his boner was sticking her in the belly. “Oh ho! Looks like it makes somebody else excited.” 
 
    “Stop that!” His face was bright red. 
 
    She warned him, “Don’t you take that off! And I want you to wear it the whole month I’m gone.” She placed the lipstick in his pants pocket. She touched her lips to his, gently, and whispered, “God, I love tasting you.” 
 
    Dave stood there while she finished packing. His lips were on fire. His face was flaming. And yet…he loved it. 
 
    He felt the tube in his pocket and his boner bobbed ferociously. 
 
    Rhonda watched him in the mirror, hiding her smile. He looked so off balance now. And yet, he was excited. She could feel his excitement. It was like he was hot all over and exuding that heat into the atmosphere. 
 
    “Okay, babe, you want to carry my luggage out to the curb?” 
 
    He looked stricken. 
 
    “With my…with…my lips…I—“ 
 
    She laughed. “Of course wearing lipstick. I told you, you have to wear it for the entire month. And I will be expecting you to send me texts daily, proving it.” 
 
    “But I can’t go outside like this!” 
 
    “Of course you can. You can put the luggage on the sidewalk, and when the Uber comes you can run into the house like a little sissy. Mr. Big strong man is frightened that somebody will discover his kink.” 
 
    With her teasing him he had no choice. He managed to get the luggage out to the curb, the tried to run back into the house. 
 
    Rhonda held to his arm. “Where are you going?” 
 
    “The neighbors will see me!” He begged. He sounded like a whiny, little boy. 
 
    “So they see you. Aren’t you man enough to be a sissy?” 
 
    “No! And it isn’t manly to be a sissy! That makes no sense!” 
 
    She held to him tight, keeping him out on the curb. “It makes perfect sense, if you’re a sissy at heart. Are you a sissy at heart?”
“Honey, let me go!” 
 
    “No. I want you to meet the Uber driver.” 
 
    Dave was frantic now. He pried at her fingers, but she kept him off balance and laughed. 
 
    “Hey, Dave! Hi, Rhonda! 
 
    Dave’s face was stricken. Rhonda’s eyes opened in delight. It was their neighbor, Brenda, and she was right behind Dave. 
 
    “Going on a trip?” 
 
    Rhonda finally let go and Dave took off like a rabbit. His face was so red it could have doubled for a flashlight. 
 
    “Hey, Brenda,” he managed to call,  keeping his face away from her. “I’ve got to turn the stove off.” 
 
    Rhonda and Brenda touched cheeks, and Rhonda said, “I made him wear lipstick and he is so embarrassed. And, yes. Got to go to New York for a month of training.” 
 
    “Poor Dave. What will he do without you?” 
 
    “Who knows,” Rhonda laughed. “Men are so helpless. but, say, i was thinking of setting up a game, and I know you’re a kinky bitch, would you like to help me?” 
 
    “Sure. Who do I have to fuck?” 
 
    So Rhonda explained what she wanted, and Brenda agreed, and they agreed to liaise later and work out details. 
 
    By the time they were done with their little planning an Uber turned onto their street, and a minute later coasted to a stop in front of them. 
 
    The Uber driver helped her load luggage and Brenda waved good bye, and Rhonda waved, and she was off. 
 
      
 
    Inside the house Dave was petrified. He had bright , red lipstick on his mouth. And his peeny was harder than a crow bar. A little straighter, too. 
 
    He peeked out the kitchen window and saw Brenda and Rhonda chatting. 
 
    He wasn’t going back out there. He couldn’t. It was just too embarrassing! 
 
    Of course, he could wipe the lipstick off, but…but he didn’t want to. 
 
    He was a man, he had a kinky side, and this thing Rhonda had done to him, it had awakened up all his kink. 
 
    Down the street the Uber appeared, and Dave sighed in relief. 
 
    Out on the curb the girls bid each other good bye, and Rhonda got into the Uber. 
 
    As the car drove away Dave leaned back against the refrigerator. He was trembling, and not just from fear of discovery, but from excitation. His red lips were driving him crazy. 
 
    He looked out the window and Brenda had gone home. 
 
    Excellent. 
 
    Then, smiling, his lips as red as a tomato’s spanked ass, he opened up the liquor cabinet. 
 
    Buffalo Trace Whiskey, a straight bourbon, $80 a bottle. He smiled, feeling the lipstick on his mouth, and filled a glass with ice cubes. Them he added bourbon to half, then popped a can of Coke and topped it off. 
 
    He liked sweet drinks. He grinned. Perhaps Rhonda wasn’t all wrong. Maybe there was a bit of the sissy in him, enjoying sweet drinks like he did. 
 
    Well, let the roughnecks scorch their throats with straight shots. He liked to enjoy the taste of sweet with a slight burn. He… 
 
    DING DING! 
 
    His phone was on the counter, and it rattled in addition to ringing. He picked it up and saw that it was Rhonda. 
 
    “Hey, babe. What’d you forget?” 
 
    “Your cock!” 
 
    “What?” His face bloomed into bright red again. “Don’t you…you shouldn’t… somebody can hear you!” 
 
    “So what. There’s nobody here but us girls.” Dave could hear a voice giggling over the line. Of course, the Uber driver was a woman! 
 
    “I just wanted to make sure you’re wearing your lipstick.” 
 
    More laughter from the driver. 
 
    Dave blubbered, “Please…” 
 
    “And that game we talked about. It starts tomorrow.” 
 
    “But I don’t even know what it is!” 
 
    “You’ll find out tomorrow. Now go watch your porn and play with yourself.” 
 
    The damned Uber driver laughed again. 
 
    “And I’ll see you in a month. Bye!” 
 
    “Bye—“ but Rhonda had already hung up. 
 
    Dave stood in the kitchen a drink in one hand, his phone in the other. He hung up the phone and placed it on the counter. He looked at the drink, thought about his lipstick, then sipped. 
 
    He left a red lip print on the rim of the glass. 
 
    His cock was waggling like a puppy dog’s tale! 
 
    Feeling the lipstick in his pocket he headed for the computer room. He had some porning to do. 
 
      
 
    Dave groaned, and came to wakefulness.  
 
    But why had he woken up? 
 
    He had watched porn till the early morning, drinking good whiskey the whole while. He had planned on sleeping till noon. He had— 
 
    Ding Dong! 
 
    “Oh, shit! The door! 
 
    He jumped out of bed. almost fell over, and grabbed a robe. 
 
    His cock was hard. He needed to pee. And cum. 
 
    Ding Dong! 
 
    He walked down the hallway quickly, turned into the foyer and caught sight of himself in the mirror. 
 
    He still had lipstick on! 
 
    He continued into the kitchen grabbed a rag and wetted it and rubbed his mouth. He checked himself in the foyer mirror, then cracked the front door. 
 
    “Hey, Dave!” Brenda pushed the door open and marched in. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    She was holding her cell phone up, and he belatedly realized that she was videoing. 
 
    “You were right. He’s taken off the lipstick. Here…” She pushed the phone into Dave’s hand. 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Dave! You promised to wear lipstick for a month! Now get it and put it on.” 
 
    He tried to turn away from Brenda, but she giggled and followed him. 
 
    “But Brenda’s here!” 
 
    “Of course she is! She’s going to make sure you put on your lipstick, and she’s going to get our game started. Now you do what she says, or else! Now hand me back to Brenda. I want to to watch you.” 
 
    Dave handed the phone back, and was looking around for a way out of this mess. 
 
    Brenda and Rhonda spoke for a second, then Brenda aimed the phone at him, took a video, and demanded. “Put on that lipstick!” 
 
    It took a while, Brenda had to follow him around and persist, and Rhonda had to yell through the phone a bit, but finally Dave’s shoulders slumped. He went to the bedroom and got the lipstick out of his pants pocket. 
 
    He made faces, was exasperated, but the girls wouldn’t quit. 
 
    Finally, he rolled the lipstick onto his lips. 
 
    Brenda: “You know, he needs some plumper. I’ll bring some…you do? On the vanity? Okay. I’ll make sure he uses it. Okay.” She held the phone to Dave again. 
 
    “Rhonda! I—“ 
 
    “Brenda is going to give you something now. She’ll help you put it on if need be. I want you to follow her directions and do whatever she says. Do you understand me?” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “Dave? I said follow her instructions! She is in charge of our game. Now do it.” 
 
    “Holding the phone, Dave turned to Brenda. His mouth, red and wet looking open to protest, then he saw what was in her hand. 
 
    It was a small, cock-shaped tube. It had rings and a little padlock. 
 
    “What is…is that…oh, no!” 
 
    “Dave!” Rhonda yelled through the phone. “Put it on!” 
 
    “But…I can’t! It’s…it’s…” 
 
    Brenda looked down at his robe. His cock was pushing it out. “He can’t Rhonda. He’s got a boner!” 
 
    Dave about died then. He had never been so embarrassed in his life. 
 
    “I can’t,” he mumbled. 
 
    He heard Rhonda’s voice. “Tell him to jack off! Or Jack him off yourself! I don’t care how you do it, but I want that chastity cage on his prick now!” 
 
    Dave was blubbering, Brenda was laughing, and Rhonda was commanding. 
 
    Like the lipstick, it took a while. It took threats and cajolery, but Dave finally took his penis in hand and started stroking. 
 
    Brenda aimed the phone to prove to Rhonda that he was following her directions. 
 
    Dave had intended to squirt the night before, but he had had too much to drink, and now he was so darned embarrassed that, even though his cock was rock hard, he couldn’t get over the edge. 
 
    Dave stroked and stroked. He played with his nuts. He even played with his nipples, hoping that that would get him over the edge, but nothing worked. 
 
    “Okay, Brenda,” Rhonda’s voice came over the cell. “It’s going to be up to you. You’re going to have to jack him.” 
 
    “Wait a minute!” yelped Dave. “I can’t make love to Brenda!” 
 
    Rhonda’s voice was clear as she made her statement. “Who says she’s making love? Does she look like she’s having sex?” 
 
    Dave looked at Brenda. Brenda had a big grin on her face, but she was shaking her head in the negative. 
 
    “Does she look like she’s even having fun?” 
 
    Brenda shook her head, while her eyes were bright and positive. 
 
    “Well, but…” 
 
    “Dammit, Dave! Let her grab your cock and get you off! And I mean it!” 
 
    So Dave finally moved forward, and Brenda put out her hand and started stroking him. 
 
    Dave knew right away, from her soft touch, that he was going to be able to cum. 
 
    Rhonda watched on the phone, Brenda stroked and giggled, and Dave thought he was going to die of mortification. 
 
    Brenda increased her grip. 
 
    “Suck it!” yelled Rhonda. 
 
    Brenda went to her knees and slurped his dong. She had a most educated mouth, and he could feel his groin starting to light up. 
 
    “Put your finger up his ass!” 
 
    Oh, God! Dave loved that! But he had never told anybody, and now Rhonda had told her best friend. 
 
    Brenda stuffed her middle finger into him and he lurched, and that did it. 
 
    Dave began to squirt. Big, long pearls that decorated Brenda’s face. White puddles forming on her cheeks and alongside her nose. 
 
    And in her mouth. Her lips turned slick and moist. 
 
    Dave couldn’t stop cumming. He was super horny from the night before, and now feeling a fresh set of lips on his dong, he gave a series of massive ropes. His legs quaked and his eyes rolled back to show the white, and then he was done. He was empty, and already starting to grow limp. 
 
    “Wow!” said Rhonda on the phone. “That was hot!” 
 
    Brenda didn’t bother to wipe her face, she just slipped the tube on his cock, put the ring around his package, and locked it all together with the padlock. 
 
    Then Brenda wiped her face, and Dave looked down at his groin with a stunned face. 
 
    “How do I pee?” he asked. 
 
    “Sit down,” said Brenda, cleaning his slime off her cheeks. “Or just don’t pee for a month.” 
 
    Rhonda laughed heartily on the phone. 
 
    “But…how will I touch myself?” 
 
    “Why would you want to?” Now Brenda was joining in the laughter. 
 
    “Well, I…” 
 
    “Your jack off days are over. Your horny days are starting.” 
 
    “Let me talk to him,” Rhonda called out. 
 
    Brenda handed him the phone. 
 
    “Hey, honey, the game has started.” 
 
    “But I can’t cum!” 
 
    “That’s the game. I don’t want you to cum. I don’t want you to waste yourself. I want you to save up all your sperm for me.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Don’t worry. If things get real bad I can’t always let Brenda drain you.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to fuck Brenda!” He was lying, of course. Brenda was a babe, and he wouldn’t have minded going further than a hand job and a finger in the bunghole. 
 
    “You just let me worry about that. Now, Brenda is my substitute. She will be taking care of you for the next month. She and I will be talking about what you need to do, and you will be expected to follow her instructions to the letter. If you don’t then you might end up wearing that chastity device for quite a bit longer than a month. Is that clear?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. Do what Brenda says.” 
 
    “That’s right. And, who knows, if you get horny enough, and I feel it is right, then you will get relief. Of course it might not be the relief you were planning on, but, I guarantee, it will feel good.” 
 
    “Okay,” Dave spoke haltingly. 
 
    “Okay, honey. I’ve got to go to a seminar now. I’ll call you tonight, and I better get a good report from Brenda. Okay?” 
 
    “”Yeah. Yes.” 
 
    “All right. bye bye.” 
 
    “Good bye.” 
 
    Dave handed the phone back to Brenda, who listened to make sure Rhonda had really hung up, then she put the phone down, and her hands on her hips, and smiled at Dave. 
 
    “All right, Davey Boy. Let’s get to work.” 
 
    Dave stared at her and wondered what ‘work’ was. 
 
      
 
    “Come on,” Brenda took his hand and led him to the bedroom.  
 
    “Take off that robe and use this.” She handed him a. bottle of Nair. 
 
    Dave was shivering, but it was with excitement, with anticipation. He slathered on the goop, looked at himself in the mirror, and his cock was going crazy in its confines. 
 
    “Hey! You’ve got to get your back. And your asshole. And really do your crotch. We’ve got to get rid of all your hair.” 
 
    She helped him, and her hands massaged the Nair into his pores until he was thoroughly coated.  
 
    He stood, feeling like a dog that’s been sprayed, but not unhappy for that. 
 
    She grinned and began taking off her clothes. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Stripping. What does it look like?” 
 
    “But…you can’t…” 
 
    She was down to bare boobs now, and she gripped his cage and lifted, making him go up on his tip toes. She growled with a twisted grin, “You have to do everything I say. Everything. If I say cut off your balls I expect you to sharpen the scissors. You got that?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    She laughed. “Besides, what are you gonna do? You gonna fuck me with that little thing all locked up?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    She had him, and he knew it, and the terrible thing was that the more she bullied him, the more she pushed him around, the more excitement he felt in his groin. His cock was trying to press through the sides of the cage and his balls were being stretched out. 
 
    And it felt good! 
 
    “Okay, time to get in.” She pulled his balls and forced him into the shower. 
 
    She turned on the cold water and laughed when he shrieked. Then, when it was hot, she stepped in and began soaping and rinsing. 
 
    He watched and felt a bit of dismay as all his hair, except for the hair on his head, swirled down the drain. 
 
    But the resulting feel of his flesh was amazing. He felt like his skin was alive! 
 
    She pulled him, again by the balls, out of the shower. She made him dry her off, and he felt her large breasts, her erect nipples, and he couldn’t stop shivering. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” he inadvertently whispered at one point. 
 
    “That’s Goddess to you, boner butt.” 
 
    “Boner butt?” 
 
    “That’s right. This is going to be a fun month, and by the time Rhonda gets home I’ll be wearing a boner and it’ll be up your butt.” 
 
    That froze Dave’s thinking process. Him? Get analized? But…but… 
 
    “But before we get you there we’re going to have to work on you. If you’re going to take it like a woman then we’re going to have to make you like a woman. That means some heavy duty feminization. Furthermore, I want you to build a dungeon.” 
 
    “A dungeon?” he squeaked. “But…but…” 
 
    Rhonda and I have talked about this for ages. A place where we can take men like you and train them properly. But don’t worry. You’re going to have a lot of fun. You’ll be horny all the time, you’ll learn to love spankings, and…you’re going to have fun. 
 
    Dave was terrified, but, underneath it all, he was already having fun. In fact, he was terrified because he was having so much fun. This was wrong! But…but…he wanted more. 
 
    “We’ve been talking for a long time, Rhonda and I, and I know that you’re a wee bit soft.” 
 
    “I’m not soft!” 
 
    “Says the man wearing lipstick,” laughed Brenda. 
 
    “That’s just…that’s…” 
 
    “That’s your sissy side showing up. Face it, Dave. You’re a man on a pink path. And, fortunately for you…I’m just the girl to help you explore it. Now the rules are simple. Do what I say, wear what I tell you, and enjoy the ride. Got it?” 
 
    Dave didn’t want to say he ‘got it.’ He wanted to run and hide. But he couldn’t because it was so exciting. 
 
    Brenda turned to him and grabbed his balls, “I said,” she snarled, “Do you have it!” 
 
    Dave gulped and nodded. 
 
    “Okay, take me down to your basement.” 
 
    Dave now led the way, his face burning bright, his cock aching to get loose, down the stairs off the kitchen. 
 
    The basement was a nice one. It was about half the size of the ground floor, and he had fixed it up as a sort of a man cave/entertainment place. 
 
    “Well,” said Brenda, “At least we have something to work with. I want you to move the big screen to that wall. Paint the whole place black. Get rid of that pool table. 
 
    “Get rid of…” that was his pride and joy. 
 
    “Yes. Get rid of it. Put it in the garage. You can park outside, and we need this place.” 
 
    Dave stared at the pool table forlornly. Yes, he could do that, but…he didn’t want to!” 
 
    “Now, we need a wet bar with refrigerator in that corner. I’ll want a pegboard against the right wall, a closet or something over there, and…yes. That’s a good start. But right now, go get dressed.” 
 
    Dave heaved a breath of relief. At last, he could get dressed. Her next words, however, took away the relief. 
 
    “I brought a bag for you. Your clothes are in it. The bag is in the foyer.” She slapped his ass. “Now get going!” 
 
    Dave walked up the stars, glancing at Brenda as he went. 
 
    Brenda ignored him. Her lips were pursed and she was tapping her foot. 
 
    He was afraid of what she might be thinking. 
 
    He went to the foyer and found the bag and looked into it. 
 
    Oh, crap! Panties. Garter. Nylons. and…and…a bra! 
 
    With breast forms! 
 
    Now in a daze, Dave staggered back to the bedroom. He put the items on his bed and looked at them. 
 
    They were all of a size that would fit him, but…but… 
 
    Ding! Ding! 
 
    He picked up his phone. 
 
    “Rhonda! I can’t do this! I—“ 
 
    “Do you have your lipstick on?” 
 
    Dave went silent.  
 
    “That better be a ‘yes.’ Now take a picture and send it to me. Have you gotten dressed yet?” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “Dave? Are you being bad? Are you doing everything that Brenda tells you to do?” 
 
    “Well, I…uh…” 
 
    “DAVE! You send me a picture right now. And Brenda told me what you were going to wear, so get it on and take a picture of that. I expect to see your pictures within five minutes. Now…MOVE IT!” 
 
    Dave was shaking now. 
 
    Funny. He had always thought of himself as manly, but that illusion was disappearing fast. 
 
    Brenda had already made him put on his lipstick, so he took a pick and sent it. He had to take a couple of pics because his hands were shaking so much he was blurry. 
 
    Then he started putting on the underwear. 
 
    Putting on lady’s underwear was the hardest thing he had ever done. The panties weren’t too bad, and the garter went over his hips, but then he had to roll the nylons up his legs. 
 
    His hands shook, he kept losing his grip, and it took ten minutes to get the nylons on his legs. 
 
    Then they felt wonderful. They encased his legs and made him feel incredibly sexy. 
 
    But that left the bra and breast forms. 
 
    His hands fumbled as he tried to put the bra on. He tried several times to fasten the clasps, but couldn’t. Finally he remembered that his wife put it on around her waist, fastening it in the front, then spinning it around and slipped her arms through the straps. 
 
    He tried that, and it worked, except that the bra ended up turned inside out. 
 
    Gulping frantically, he tried again, and finally got it right. 
 
    His whole body shivering, he put the breast forms in. 
 
    “That’s wonderful.” 
 
    He jumped a foot in the air, and Brenda, who had been leaning against the door jamb and watching him snickered. 
 
    She sauntered across the room, grabbed his bra by the straps and pulled him to her. Their faces just inches apart, she murmured, “Relax, pinkie boy. It’s just underwear.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Rhonda said she might have some high heels that would fit you. The black ones behind the closet door.” 
 
    Dave stumbled over to the door and swung it back. 
 
    The shoes were black, patent leather, and a size too big for Rhonda, so she never wore them. But they were a perfect fit for Dave, who was only an inch taller than her and had small feet for a man. 
 
    He picked up the shoes, sat in the vanity chair, and slipped them on his feet. 
 
    “It’s true,” said Brenda. 
 
    “Wha…what’s true?” 
 
    “About the size of a man’s feet.” 
 
    Her eyes flickered back and forth between his feet and his cock and Dave blushed. 
 
    “I’m not that small.” 
 
    “Could have fooled me. You sure fit into that chastity tube easily.” 
 
    Dave blushed harder, mumbled something, and looked down. 
 
    Brenda laughed. “Hey, get over it. Some men have and some men don’t. It doesn’t mean you can’t have fun.” 
 
    She knelt in front of the chair and took his penis in hand. She managed to fit the whole thing, cage and all, into her mouth. 
 
    Dave was petrified. He stared, and he felt her mouth working. God, it felt good, but there was no way he was going to cum with that chastity tube on. 
 
    “Okay, Dave,” she said, straightening up after a minute, “Time to get to work. I wrote down the instructions and they’re in the basement. I’m going to be shopping for stuff, but I want everything done today.” 
 
    With that she walked out, and a half a minute later he heard the front door close. 
 
    Dave looked at himself. Then he remembered he had to send Rhonda a picture. He took the picture and texted it, then he headed for the basement. 
 
    And stopped in the kitchen. 
 
    He was so shaken up he needed a drink. 
 
    He selected the largest glass he had. He filled it with ice and Coke and bourbon, then continued down to the basement. 
 
    Dave worked, and drank, and worked, and drank. 
 
    He put the big screen on the far wall, rerouted electrical lines, and began making a wet bar. The peg board went up easily. Then came down. He had to paint everything. 
 
    But to paint, he had to go to the store. 
 
    But how could he go to the store like this? 
 
    Being half drunk helped, Dave went upstairs and took out the breast forms and heels and put on shirts that would hide his ‘condition,’ and clodhoppers. Real workman’s boots. 
 
    Then he looked at his face. He was about to rub the lipstick off, but he knew he would get caught. If Brenda was home when he got home that would be the first thing she checked. 
 
    What to do. What to do. 
 
    And he snapped his fingers. He went out to the car and reached into the glove box. He pulled out a covid face mask and hooked it over his ears. He smiled, and couldn’t see his smile, nor his lipstick. 
 
    Now feeling the cheer, he drove slowly to Home Depot. He walked through the store, and he felt very clever at disguising himself in this way. He got paint, and a few other things he would need, paid, and left the store. 
 
    “Well, aren’t you the clever one,” quipped Brenda, seeing his ‘disguise.’ “Bet we’re going to have to fix it so you can go everywhere totally en femme.” 
 
    “En femme?” 
 
    “As a female. you’d like that, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    “Not exactly.” 
 
    But there was a piece of him that was exulting. And a piece of him that was asking WTF was going on! 
 
    He painted the basement in the nude, his cock and cage dangling and his balls all shiny. Brenda didn’t want him to get paint on his underthings. She also made sure, checking on him periodically, that he was red-lipped. 
 
    “Don’t you just love the feel? The taste? The knowledge that these are real dick sucking lips?” 
 
    The look on his face made her laugh. 
 
    By five o’clock the basement was done. Pitch black, except for a couple of yellowish lights that Brenda had brought. It gave the place a gloomy, doomy ambience. 
 
    “All right. I’m going to go home and fix dinner for Henry. You probably want to take a break and drink and watch porn. Right?” 
 
    On one hand, he didn’t. 
 
    On the other hand, as soon as she was out the door he was pouring a drink and pulling up porn videos. 
 
    Now he could get out of his underwear. He could let his lips slide. Now he could get back to being himself. 
 
    Except, he didn’t. 
 
    He sat in the swivel chair and watched porn and…and gloried in his fake tits and his lingerie. 
 
    He was half drunk, had been most of the day, and he was enjoying this. The shakes and nervous trembling had gone down a bit. And his cock was struggling harder. 
 
    Could he be liking this? Could he? 
 
    He didn’t know. At least, he wouldn’t admit to himself. But…he watched porn, and the things he watched surprised him. 
 
    Normally he would watch big boob babes. Brandi and Ava, Casa and Holly. But now he was looking at other stuff. 
 
    He looked at Ladyboys, and trans, Carolina Ramirez and Delia Deleon and…and why was he doing this? 
 
    He wasn’t gay! 
 
    Or trans or a transvestite or…or anything like that! 
 
    But, he was sitting in a room, drinking, and watching people who were. 
 
    Then he happened on Lesbians fisting, and he thought his cock was going to break the box. Or at least spew semen right through the cage. 
 
    For hours he watched fists disappear up to the elbow. He listened to the groans and moans and watched the so violent orgasms. 
 
    Was this what he wanted? he drunkenly wondered. 
 
    Did he want Brenda to do this to him? 
 
    Was he really on the pink path? 
 
    Finally, at midnight, horned out and stupid, he staggered back to the bedroom.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Dave woke up early. In spite of booze and his condition, he woke up, and he was wired. 
 
    He was excited. 
 
    He couldn’t wait to put on his lips and apparel. 
 
    And send a couple of pics to Rhonda. 
 
    Rhonda sent him back a thumbs up, and he gloried in that simple symbol. 
 
    Then Brenda arrived. 
 
    “Nice,” she said, seeing him prepared for her. 
 
    He fixed breakfast and she watched him. 
 
    “What does Henry think of all this?” 
 
    “Henry has got his own problems.” 
 
    “Is he…did you…” 
 
    “Is he a pansy? Like you?” 
 
    “I’m not a pansy!” 
 
    “Says the guy all dressed up and…and I like the peignoir you’re wearing. Very sexy. 
 
    Dave blushed bright red. 
 
    “Well, it just didn’t…I needed some more covering…I—“ 
 
    “Dave! Dave!” she waved her hand. “It’s okay. I like you like this. And I’ve made a doctor’s appointment for you.” 
 
    “A doctor’s appointment?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “What for?” 
 
    “So you can do exactly what I say, remember?” 
 
    “I—“ 
 
    “Rhonda told you, her explicit instructions were…do exactly what Brenda tells you. That means no questions. No protests. Just instant compliance.” 
 
    Dave ate his eggs and looked at his plate. 
 
    Yes, that was what his wife had said. But how far did she mean this to go? 
 
    He looked up at her. “When?” 
 
    “This afternoon.” 
 
    Dave nodded, and worried, and…felt that surge of excitement. 
 
      
 
    Brenda drove, and she insisted that Dave wear a bag over his head. 
 
    “But why?” 
 
    “Because I like you with a bag over your head.” 
 
    Not much Dave could say to that, but it sure made him wonder. 
 
    Did she want him so nobody could tell who he was? Or, more sinister, did she not want him to know where she was taking him? 
 
    They drove for a half hour, and Dave huddled in the passenger seat. In addition to the bag, which was very embarrassing, she insisted he wear his underwear and peignoir. 
 
    They stopped. Brenda got out, circled the car, and opened the door for him. She helped him out of the car and up a short walk. 
 
    He could smell doctor’s office as soon as he stepped through the door. And there was tile under his feet, like in a doctor’s office. And a professional voice saying, “Right this way.” 
 
    They entered a small room and Brenda took the bag off his head. 
 
    They were in a small operating room and Dave looked around. He studied the instruments, read charts on the wall, and worried. 
 
    What was Brenda going to do to him?” 
 
    A doctor came in. She was female—Dave could tell by her large breasts—and she wore a surgical mask. 
 
    “This is Dave, eh?” The doctor looked at him, tilted her head, and scrutinized him like a piece of meat. 
 
    “This is he, almost a she.” She turned to him, “Dave, why don’t you lay down on the table.” 
 
    Dave did. He was conscious of his underwear, of his chastised peeny between his legs. 
 
    “Okay, we’re going to use a light anesthetic,” the doctor said. She gave Dave a shot. 
 
    Dave lay on the table and stared at the bright light above him. 
 
    The doctor moved around him, and she was talking to Brenda. They were laughing, and at one point the doctor picked up his cock and asked something like, “You sure you want to leave this on?” 
 
    And a response like, “He doesn’t belong to me.” 
 
    But he couldn’t be sure. He was swirling in a mist and watching things happen. And he couldn’t do a darn thing about anything. All he could. do was lay there and absorb the experience and not have any emotion about anything at all. 
 
    The doctor marked his chest with a grease pencil.  
 
    She slid needles into his chest and depressed a plunger. 
 
    Dave watched, as if from afar, without caring, as his chest grew bigger and bigger. 
 
    “Those are beautiful, doc.” 
 
    “Thank you,” the doctor mumbled, measuring the injections carefully. 
 
    When she was done she gave Dave another shot and Dave started to wake up. 
 
    He raised his head and said, “Wow!” 
 
    “I’ll take that as a compliment,” grinned the doctor. Then she was gone.  
 
    Brenda put the bag back over his head and they returned home. 
 
      
 
    Dave sat in front of the computer and stared at it. And saw the tons of buns and best of chest. He was dazed. He had boobs. He sat and stared and…was turned on by his own tits! 
 
    He kept looking down from the screen and examining himself, feeling himself, wondering what was happening. 
 
    Even though he knew what was happening, he wondered what was happening. 
 
    Tits? 
 
    He sipped at his bourbon and Coke. He got up and walked to the big mirror in the foyer. He stared at himself. 
 
    He took his clothes off and put them on. 
 
    Ding! His cell phone went off. 
 
    He picked it up and saw that Rhonda had been trying to reach him. 
 
    He saw the message: ‘Where have you been all day?’ 
 
    He tapped in, one letter at a time, afraid: ‘Brenda got me tits.’ 
 
    There was a long silence. Then: ‘Show me.’ 
 
    Dave took off his bra, kept his other underwear on, and snapped a picture. He sent it. 
 
    Another long silence, then: ‘Wow!’ 
 
    He had to take that as a compliment. 
 
      
 
    Brenda was late the next morning. She didn’t show up until almost noon. When she did show up she was a bit peevish. 
 
    Not in anything she said, just her attitude. 
 
    Dave knew what it was. 
 
    “I sent Rhonda a pic of my…my…chest.” 
 
    Brenda sighed. “Yeah. She was a bit upset. But I think it was all just a miscommunication. I think she’s all right now.” 
 
    “All right with me having boobs?” 
 
    Brenda smiled, and suddenly was out of her funk. 
 
    “Who wouldn’t be all right with those glorious mammaries?” 
 
    Dave nodded. 
 
      
 
    Back to the basement, and now Brenda had bought some material. 
 
    There were chains, handcuffs, leather straps, weird shaped wood, sanders and gloss and…and Dave knew he had to see some instructions. 
 
    Brenda handed him a sheet of paper, printed right off the internet, and he studied it quietly. 
 
    It was a bench, basically, but what a bench! 
 
    It had four legs with leather straps for securing the arms and legs. It had a ring for the face, and the bench itself was curved so the butt lifted up and was presented. 
 
    Dave had to figure out how to use tools because Brenda gave him long fingernails and painted his toe nails. He also had to figure out how to move with a pair of heavy weights on his chest. 
 
    The doc had put ‘vacation boobs’ on him, but working with them hanging off him was no vacation. 
 
    Still, he screwed, he sanded, he polished. He attached the leather restraints and the padding. And, finally, he screwed it to the floor. It was not something one wanted to hop around while being whipped, or falling on the floor. 
 
    And Brenda began making him up. Showed him how make up worked, and taught him to apply his own, and to repair it when necessary. 
 
    Dave was horny. 
 
    Dave’s dong was constantly dripping now, and his balls felt like they had been overstuffed. 
 
    Just the act of walking, his nuts knocking, made him very, very careful in how he moved. 
 
    The bench was the main object in the basement, but there were other items. There was the humbler, in which the person humbled had his nuts secured through a ‘yoke’ behind his thighs. When Brenda made him try that out he found he could only crawl at the very slowest pace. 
 
    Then there was a standing dildo on a platform. He spent some time standing, fixed in place, and his legs ached, his boobs hurt, and he couldn’t wait to get off it. 
 
    There was a triangle in which he was forced to sit with his wrists and ankles fastened. 
 
    And a St. Andrew’s Cross, which he stared at but, thank God, never experienced. At least, not yet. 
 
    The pegboard held a full compliment of toys, and these he was made to experience to the very last one. 
 
      
 
    “That goes in me?” he asked when she held up a plug. 
 
    She smiled. “Have a seat on the bench.” 
 
    Having a seat meant laying down, his butt in the air. 
 
    He did so, and she greased him up, running her fingers around his rim, which he found absolutely amazing and drove him out of his mind. Then she slid the plug into him and he squawked, actually gave out a shrill, little yelp like a chicken. 
 
    But, after a second, once he got used to it, it didn’t feel too bad. 
 
    In fact, he was sorry he hadn’t played with plugs before this. He had been missing out on so much. 
 
    She fastened the restraints, fixing him to the bench, and now he knew he was in for it. 
 
    She selected a paddle to start. Just a simple ping pong paddle. It had dimples, but no metal rivets or holes. And she spanked him. 
 
    There is a trick to spanking. Some people think they want to be abused, just wailed on, the spanker using all his muscles and blistering the ass until there is blood and bruises. 
 
    Wrong. 
 
    You need to make the spanking last. It’s not icing to be devoured in five seconds, it’s a feast with all sorts of meats and vegetables, and it needs to be drawn out and absorbed in detail. 
 
    She applied the paddle gently. Left redness, a few dimples from the covering on the paddle, but that was all. 
 
    But she kept going and going. 
 
    The pain wasn’t much, he grunted, and it hurt, but he could handle this. 
 
    But the spanking went on and on. 
 
    She stopped, sat in a chair and slid under his face. 
 
    She removed the ring that his face rested in, and it was perfect. His face fell onto her pussy and he ate. 
 
    Like the spanking, it went on and on and on. 
 
    Then she put the ring back under his head, and picked up a short whip. 
 
    Eighteen inches of leather strips, slowly slapping his thighs, his back, his ass, the bottoms of his feet. 
 
    She roasted him, and now he was in a different world of pain. Now hard, but all over, and unbearable. 
 
    And yet…bearable. 
 
    Her arm went around and around, not sufficient to tire her out. The leather straps kept striking and striking, and his skin turned a beautiful shade of pink. 
 
    Not red. 
 
    Not bruising, but warming. 
 
    She stopped to work the plug a bit, then she replaced it with a bigger one. 
 
    And she went back to the paddle. 
 
    He was in a heaven of hurt. Or a hurt of heaven. He was confused and didn’t know the difference. 
 
    And she kept him there. Teetering on the edge of not enough/too much. 
 
    He remembered crying, but not tears of pain. But he didn’t know what they were tears of. 
 
    And she stopped. 
 
    She got him a drink, placed it on a little table with a straw under his head. He was able to suck, and she began massaging his flesh. Her hands were cool, and strong, and she applied a lineament that cured him, rejuvenated him, and made him love her. 
 
    She undid his restraints and helped him sit up, then they sat on the bench and she held him and comforted him, and he fell more and more in love. 
 
    It didn’t matter that she was the source of his pain. What mattered was that she was the source of his succor. 
 
    Then, the day done, she kissed him good night and went home to her husband. 
 
      
 
    Halfway through the month, decked out as a female, getting a particularly intense spanking, not having cum for weeks, he cried in her arms. Then, when he was cried out, he whispered to her, “What does Henry think of all this?” 
 
    “Oh, he thinks it’s a hoot.” 
 
    He looked at her. “And he knows about all the sex we’re having?” 
 
    She looked surprised, but only for a moment. “We aren’t having sex! Oh, but…well, I guess we are. But it’s not husband and wife sex, so it doesn't matter. 
 
    “What kind of sex is it?” 
 
    “It’s sissy sex.” 
 
    He blinked and didn’t understand. 
 
    “You really haven’t figured it out?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “It’s coming, my love. Another week or two and you’ll be ready.” 
 
    She moved him around, made him sit on her lap. She held him like she was nursing him, and even encouraged him to suck on her nipples. “Not all men can do it, but when you find one that can…Rhonda understood, but sometimes it’s hard for her when you do things, go through things. But I talk to her, explain to her, and she gets it.” 
 
    “Gets what?” 
 
    Brenda kissed him softly on the lips. And she kept kissing him. She felt his tits, and then se reached down and fondled his chastised cock. 
 
    She said, “She knows that you’re on the pink path. That you’re a sissy at heart.” 
 
    He must have had something in his eyes, because she soothed him. “There, there. It’s all right. It’s okay to be you. It’s not for everybody, but you’re special. You’re built to please women, and you can do this.” 
 
    But Dave didn’t know if he could do it. 
 
    It seemed like every day she was doing something new, pushing him further and further, and his mind…his mind was protesting and scared. 
 
    This went against the way he was raised. This went against society and culture and the way people thought. 
 
    But he kept going, kept moving forward, even when he didn’t think he could. 
 
      
 
    “How are you doing, honey?” Rhonda asked him on the phone. 
 
    “I’m fine,” he admitted, but there was a world of experience and wonder in his voice. 
 
    “I saw the latest batch of pictures. Are you all right with those butt plug things?” 
 
    He nodded, then realized that he had to speak. “It’s okay.” 
 
    She sensed him withholding. “But is it really? Doesn’t it hurt?” 
 
    “No…I mean, sometimes, but…it’s okay.” 
 
    “And how is it having breasts?” 
 
    “I…I like it.” 
 
    That was the hard thing, admitting that he liked something. He was not just overcoming his cultural upbringing, he was confessing to a person still possessed by that culture. 
 
    Yet, was she? 
 
    She didn’t seem upset by any of the things that Brenda did, and sometimes she sounded happy about something they were discussing. 
 
    “Are you okay with this?” he asked. “With this…stuff I’m doing?” 
 
    Rhonda replied with the strangest remark that was totally correct, yet…something else. “I trust Brenda.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    But whatever Rhonda felt or thought, she talked to Brenda every day, and she even made suggestions. 
 
      
 
    The dungeon was done. It was dark and gloomy and had chains hanging from the walls. Chains which could be attached to people. 
 
    The lighting was dark, and the corners were never fully illuminated. 
 
    The wet bar and the refrigerator were installed, and even a sound system. 
 
    Brenda would spend hours down there, making drinks, spanking Dave, listening to music, and…one day. 
 
    “Hi, Dave.” 
 
    Dave froze. He was, as usual, on the bench. He was restrained and his backside had been warmed to a fare thee well. 
 
    It was Henry. Brenda’s husband. 
 
    Brenda wasn’t there. She had spent a long day spanking Dave and had gone home to fix dinner. 
 
    “Brenda sent me to untie you.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    Dave was in a total state of panic. His face was burning, redder even than the marks Brenda had left on his flesh. 
 
    Dave headed for the wet bar. “Say. You do good work.” He opened the fridge, made a drink, turned to Dave and asked, “You want one?” 
 
    Dave mumbled, “Sure.” 
 
    Henry mixed two, then sat down in the chair near Dave’s head. He pulled the little stool over and set Dave’s drink, with straw, on it.  
 
    Dave sucked. 
 
    “So you really like this stuff?” 
 
    “I…I don’t know.” 
 
    Henry chuckled. “Brenda said you were a little conflicted, but that you kept on going.” 
 
    He looked around the basement, admired it. Got up to turn on a little music, then sat down again. 
 
    “Would you like me to fuck you?” 
 
    “Uh…no. Please. No thank you.” 
 
    “Not to worry. I know you’ll make choices as you feel. I’m just offering.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “Embarrassed?” 
 
    “A little.” 
 
    “Okay. Say, have you been following the Dodgers?” 
 
    “The…the Dodgers?” 
 
    “Yeah. They just got a great pitcher, and I wonder if that’s going to make a big enough difference this year. Think they’ll make the World Series?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know.” Dave started thinking about something he hadn’t thought about for nearly a month. “How many starters do they have?” 
 
    And for the next half hour the two men talked about baseball, then Henry released Dave and headed home. 
 
    Later that night Dave thought about what had happened. He had talked to a guy, a manly man, and…he had been accepted. Henry didn’t care that he was on a pink path. How odd. 
 
      
 
    A week later, three days before Rhonda was due home, Brenda brought two ladies to the basement. 
 
    Dave was stunned, and shocked, and scared all over. 
 
    He shivered, but noted how good looking the ladies were. For a change Brenda wasn’t in underwear, or naked. All three women wore pencil skirts, blouses, short jackets, nylons and heels. 
 
    Brenda showed off the dungeon, and was complimented, and the two ladies even patted Dave’s butt and called him a good boy. 
 
    Dave figured out, he thought, they acted like higher ups. Managers, or owners, or bosses, or something. 
 
    “How are his manners?” 
 
    “He is learning how to cook, to clean house, and to serve in the highest manner possible.” 
 
    “Very well done, Brenda. Would you like to handle a few more sissies?” 
 
    After they were gone, and Brenda had returned, he asked, “Who were they?” 
 
    “Very important people. They’re in charge of the local chapter of the Ladies’ Sissy Society.” 
 
    “The Sissy Society?” 
 
    Brenda smiled. “Oh, yes. You probably didn’t know it, but there are people like you in every town in America, and even through out the world. Men who realize that the world has got to change. The LSS goes to great lengths to make sure you are cultivated and helped. 
 
    “They…there are basement dungeons everywhere? Like this one?” 
 
    Brenda chuckled. “Oh, yes. You are unique, but you’re not alone. There’s a lot of men like you.” 
 
    “Sissies.” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “I’m confused.” 
 
    “I know you are.” 
 
    She began taking off her clothes. 
 
    “You were a high compliment to me, you realize. They actually offered to assign me more sissies. Rhonda would like to learn more, we might be able to fill this basement up with men like you.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “But don’t worry about that now. Right now we need to discuss your confusion.” 
 
    She took out the ring supporting his face and sat down on a chair. He began to eat her. 
 
    “You see, you are confused because you’re half way in between. We need to bump you over the hump. You need to drive on through the confusion and accept yourself as who you are.” 
 
    “I do?” 
 
    “Absolutely. Oh, that feels good.” 
 
    He licked and ate for another minute, then she stood up and went to the pegboard. 
 
    Dave couldn’t see her from his angle, but he could see that she was buckling something around her waist.  
 
    She came back, adjusting a dildo in a strap on. 
 
    “This is how we get your through your confusion. This is where you understand what the world is, what you are, and your place in the world.” 
 
    Dave started at the length of dildo jutting out from her crotch. 
 
    But she didn’t fuck him. She went back to her seat, but now, instead of eating her pussy, he was sucking her cock. 
 
    “We’ve only got a couple of days left, Dave, and, to be honest, you don’t have to do this. But if you ask me to screw you it will relieve the confusion in your mind. It will help you sort things out. 
 
    Dave now had the big peeny in his mouth. He didn’t have to move, just sit there and hold it. A penis. In his mouth. 
 
    Brenda sipped a drink. 
 
    “Once you have given up, submitted, it will all make sense. And, I dare say, you will have the strength of the organization behind you. You will have thousands, tens of thousands, of ladies who support you, appreciate you, and even wish to be involved with you. Heck, Dave, you can be a sort of poster child for the Ladies’ Sissy Society. Would you like that?” 
 
    Dave was silent. His whole world was taken up by the big cock laying in his mouth. 
 
    “Now, you can say no, but I wish you’d say yes. Open yourself up, live the life you’re destined to lead.” 
 
    “Will I ever get out of chastity?” 
 
    “I don’t know. That depends on you. Many men wish to stay in chastity. Many men even opt for castration. Usually chemical, where you retain your junk, but I know a few who asked for the knife.” 
 
    Dave shivered. The thought of losing part of himself, even though it was antithetical to his being—if this was his being—was too much. 
 
    “But, first things first, Dave, I’d like to make love to you, the way a woman is supposed to male love to a sissy.” 
 
    “Put your dick in me.” 
 
    “Absolutely. What do you say.” 
 
    This was new. For weeks Brenda had been pulling him forward, pushing him through experiences, but now she was asking him to make a decision on his own.  
 
    To become who he truly was. 
 
    “What about Rhonda?” 
 
    “She’s fine with this. In fact, I talked to her last night and described how close you were, and you know what she said?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “She said she couldn’t wait to fuck you. Isn’t that wonderful?” 
 
    “But…do you think I’ll ever be able to fuck her…like…use my dick?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. That’s up to you and her. What I’m concerned with right now is just getting you over the hump.” 
 
    Dave lay on the bench, his mind traveling a thousand miles a second. 
 
    He thought about his wife, and how she had responded to him. 
 
    “This started out as a game.” 
 
    “Did it? Or was it something that had to be? Was it something that both you and your wife knew was coming, and just sort of talked yourselves into getting?” 
 
    A long period of silence. Brenda had said all she could, and it was time for Dave to make up his mind. 
 
    If not now, when? he thought. 
 
    He nodded. His voice, when he spoke, sounded far away. “Okay.” 
 
    “Excellent,” Brenda pulled back, pulling the dick from his mouth. She stood up, replaced the ring, and walked behind Dave. 
 
    Dave’s ass was well prepared. It was loose and lubed, and she took out his plug and massaged more lube into him. Then she began to penetrate him. 
 
    He grunted, and felt light headed, and felt her member move into him. And as it moved it opened him, opened his mind, and confusion…confusion left.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    “Good evening, ladies!” 
 
    There were four benches in the basement. 
 
    Brenda stood at one end. She was wearing dark nylons, a halter top, and held a paddle. She looked truly magnificent. 
 
    The four men on the benches mumbled their greetings. 
 
    Behind the men stood Rhonda and Dave. They both wore underwear and transparent peignoirs. 
 
    “I would like to introduce you to my assistants, Dave and Rhonda. Dave is the one on the right, the voluptuous one.” 
 
    Again, the sissies to be on the benches mumbled greetings. 
 
    “You ladies are here to discover your inner selves. You are on the pink path. Dave, behind you, has been in your position. He will attest to the pain and confusion you are going to have to go through. Right Dave?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” Dave’s voice was high because he had had his Adam’s apple shaved. His hair was long and pulled into a pony tail on top. His breasts were very large, being Chyna 2000s. 
 
    “Is there anything any of you sissies would like to say or ask before we start?” 
 
    Nobody said anything. 
 
    Brenda smiled over the heads of the men laying on the benches, their cocks in chastity, their vacation breasts large, their lips red. She smiled at Dave and Rhonda, and said, “Ladies, grab your paddles. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    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. 
 
    This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth. 
 
    My Husband’s Funny Breasts

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Kidnapped and feminized, was he… 
 
    The Biggest Sissy in the World! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Grace Mansfield

  

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

  

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

  

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

  

 
   
    A Note from the Author! 
 
      
 
    I hope you liked these little tales. 
 
    Please take a moment to rate me five stars. 
 
    That helps support my writing, 
 
    and lets me know which direction I should take 
 
    for future books. 
 
      
 
    HAVE A HORNY DAY! 
 
      
 
    Grace 
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    A massive collection of bundles! 
 
    21 steamy five star stories in each book! 
 
    All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination, 
 
    chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more! 
 
    GO TO: 
 
    21 STORIES! 
 
    

  

 
   
    Have you read the other books in the Castration Chronicles? 
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    Do you have all the bundles of 
 
    THE BEST OF GRACE MANSFIELD? 
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    each bundle has 
 
    15 steamy five star stories 
 
    PLUS a complete novel! 
 
    GO TO: 
 
    The Best of Grace Mansfield 
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    THE classic of feminization. 
 
    Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it. 
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    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time. 
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman 
 
      
 
    Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Here are the first two chapters from… 
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    Sissy Ride: The Book 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    My name is Alex Trenton, and I didn’t mean for it to happen. In fact, even though I took the first step, I am not responsible. I am the victim here. 
 
      
 
    I was sitting at my computer, it was a Tuesday night. I had a bourbon and Coke I was sipping, and enjoying very greatly, and I was surfing porn. 
 
    I know, me bad, but Tanya, my wife, was at a convention for the week. I was all alone, and…and I was sitting there in my bathrobe, stroking my hog, getting all excited over the babes I was looking at.  
 
    Big breasts heaving, while some big-dicked stud plowed them. 
 
    Some cock tunneling between big breasts and shooting cream all over the delightful flesh. 
 
    Or, my favorite, big breasted woman on all fours, jerking back and forth, facing the camera so I could see those enormous hooters and those red, red lips. 
 
    Money shot after money shot, squirting over buttocks, boobs, gorgeous faces, and I was ready to shoot my own load. 
 
    DING! The box flashed up on my screen. I had a message. 
 
    I started to delete it and stopped. It was from…Mistress Mandy? 
 
    Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that? 
 
    I didn’t recognize the name, but there was this little round picture of, get this, red lips, on the message. 
 
    I love red lips. And I know I shouldn’t have done it, you’re not supposed to open anything you don’t know on the web, I opened it. 
 
    The message read: 
 
      
 
    I saw you the other day and knew. 
 
    You are the perfect man. 
 
    I’ve been stalking you. 
 
    I want you to do something for me. 
 
      
 
    I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?  
 
    I went over all the women I had met over the past few weeks. 
 
    There were women at work. There were women on the street and in stores. But who, what woman, would pick a guy out at random and stalk him? 
 
    DING! 
 
    Please do something for me. 
 
    You have to. 
 
    I’ll die if you don’t. 
 
      
 
    She’d die? What the heck?  
 
    Merely a figure of speech. No intention. 
 
    But it was powerful, made me notice, made me not delete and block. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Who is this? 
 
      
 
    I sat back, sipped a bit of bourbon, and wondered. 
 
    Was it Marsha? That secretary at the office? I had flirted with her, but she knew I was married. 
 
    Or maybe some clerk at the grocery store. Maybe some young thing bagged for me, and now wanted to…’bag’ me. 
 
    My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by… 
 
    DING! 
 
    It doesn’t matter. 
 
    I just know that you like porn, 
 
    and that we have the same tastes. 
 
      
 
    She knew my tastes? Maybe it was just a random porn advertisement, searching for a sucker. 
 
    No. There had been request for money. The internet always wants your money. 
 
    I typed: 
 
      
 
    What do you know about me? 
 
      
 
    I sure hoped some Russian hairball wasn’t sitting over in Moscow, drinking vodka and chuckling and thinking, ‘I got a bite!’ 
 
    DING! 
 
    I know you like big titted girls getting it doggy style. 
 
    I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts. 
 
    I know you look at all the sites  
 
    where men are dominated by woman. 
 
    I know you’ve had a deep interest 
 
    in meeting a mistress 
 
    who will take you where you want to go. 
 
      
 
    It was off the internet. Only somebody on the internet would know what I liked to surf. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Watch this! 
 
      
 
    A simple link. Did I dare click on it? What could it hurt? I wouldn’t get a virus unless I clicked on something on the site, just looking at something wasn’t going to hurt. 
 
    I clicked on the link. 
 
    A window opened, a title page, and I just about dropped my jaw all the way to the floor. 
 
    Mommy Compilation part four! 
 
    Casca and Ryan and…and all the other big titted mothers I had seen again and again. It was one of my favorites, but how had this ‘mystery messenger’, this ‘Mistress Mandy,’ known? 
 
    And I knew she, I hoped it was a she, was into my computer history. 
 
    And she wouldn’t even have to crack my computer. All she had to do was hack into my Google history, or some other source. 
 
    I was actually sweating at this point. 
 
    DING! 
 
    I need you to do something for me. 
 
    You’ll like it. 
 
      
 
    I’d like it? I’d like what? 
 
    And I was scared, but I was also so mind fucked that I didn’t know what to do. 
 
    I was being stalked. 
 
    But it was sex. 
 
    And I was drunk and horny. 
 
    I hadn’t gotten any for a week. My wife was away. 
 
    I stared as some cock exploded the white stuff all over Casca’s titties on the screen. Possibly the most perfect tits in the history of the world. 
 
    I looked down at my lap. I was stroking myself. I had stopped when the messages started, but somewhere along the road I had started stroking again. Probably when the Mommy Compilation opened up. 
 
    And I knew, it was the idea of the secret stalker. It was somebody, who I didn’t know at all, sending me sexy messages. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    What do you want me to do? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Put on your wife’s clothes. 
 
      
 
    What!? 
 
    I typed: 
 
    You’re kidding. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    She’ll have a bra. Put it on. 
 
    Do you have condoms? 
 
      
 
    I didn’t want to answer, but I was compelled. This was getting too weird. 
 
    But it was a fantasy I had always had. Putting on a woman’s clothes. I had read every entry on Literotica about cross dressers.  
 
    Just the thought was making my boner even more erect. 
 
    I looked down at my lap. There was a drop of pre-cum sliding out of the head of my cock. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    I have condoms. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Do it. 
 
    Now. 
 
    Please. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t bring myself to move. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    This is too weird. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I’m not asking you to cheat. 
 
    I just want you to enjoy yourself. 
 
    To do what you want to do. 
 
    Where’s the harm? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Who are you? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    You’ll never know if you don’t 
 
    put on that bra. 
 
    Put water in the condoms. 
 
    Place the condoms in the bra. 
 
      
 
    I sat there. I sipped. My dick was getting harder. I was close to cumming, but I didn’t want to cum. If I came I would lose my sexual urgency, and I wanted to keep it high. 
 
    I wanted to put that damned bra on. 
 
    I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Please. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    What do you get out of it? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    When I know that you are wearing that bra I will jill off. 
 
    that is my reward for helping you. 
 
      
 
    It was a woman. She had said ‘Jill off’ instead of ‘Jack off.’ 
 
    But her reward was for helping me? 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Helping me? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Helping you find the truth of yourself. 
 
    Helping you give in to your secret urges. 
 
    Helping you realize that it’s okay… 
 
    to be a woman. 
 
      
 
    I stared at the words on the screen. I felt like I was apart from my body, and there was a faint scream way back in the basement of my skull. 
 
    I had never thought about being a woman. 
 
    But seeing these words on the computer, putting that together with the things I watched on the internet, the porn I read…did I want to try it? 
 
    Did this ‘phantom messenger’ know something about me that I didn’t know? That I needed to know? 
 
    I typed: 
 
    I’ll do it. 
 
      
 
    Before I was out of the swivel chair my screen dinged: 
 
    HURRY! 
 
      
 
    Fuck! I thought. What was I doing? What would Tanya think? I knew this was definitely beyond the limits of our relationship. 
 
    But it wasn’t like I was cheating. I was just…a little horny. 
 
    I’d do this, wack off, and see if I liked it. 
 
    I didn’t think about what would happen if I did like it. 
 
    I walked down the hall to my bedroom. I opened my wife’s drawer, then closed it. She would notice if I used something all folded and neat. 
 
    I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper. 
 
    Bingo. A pink bra, and it looked like it was well worn, a little stretched. 
 
    I tried to put it on and couldn’t. Damned thing was weird. And I couldn’t reach up behind myself and fasten the clasps like I had seen Tanya do so easily. 
 
    Then I remembered. I had seen her method. I pulled it around my stomach and fastened it and then pulled it so the cups were in front and…cripes! The thing was inside out or something. 
 
    Of course. I mentally figured out the proper procedure, put the cups the right way, fastened it, pulled it around, and bingo. I was wearing her bra. 
 
    It was a little tight. She was more narrow than I. But not that tight. 
 
    And the boobs, thank God, were big. I’m one of those lucky guys that had a wife with big boobs. 
 
    I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror. 
 
    A guy with a bra. Not sexy. But then why was my peter bouncing like a puppet on strings? 
 
    I returned to the bedroom and got out two condoms. The nozzle in the bathroom wouldn’t work, so I had to walk through the house. The curtains were closed, but it felt so weird, and kinky, and my dick was really enjoying this. I actually dripped some pre-cum on the hallway floor. 
 
    The kitchen sink wouldn’t work. 
 
    I went into the garage, and the laundry sink worked. I put the condoms over the nozzle and watched while they grew bigger. 
 
    How big is a boob? Especially when it is fake and about to be put into a bra like the one I was wearing? 
 
    I liked big boobs, so I let the water build up, and the condom grew bigger and hung down, and I stopped and tied it off. 
 
    I filled the other condom, trying to make sure they were the same size. 
 
    I put them in my bra. 
 
    ‘My’ bra. Not Tanya’s. In some weird way I had fashioned ownership over her lingerie. 
 
    I walked back through the house, now bouncing and jiggling. 
 
    God, it felt good, and I left more pre-cum splatters on the floor. I was really leaking now. 
 
    I looked into the mirror. 
 
    A man with boobs. Fuck! 
 
    I went back to the computer. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    I did it. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    What’s it like? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Weird. Sexy. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Are you hard? 
 
      
 
    I didn’t even think about how bizarre this was. I was now officially too horny to think straight. 
 
    I typed. 
 
    I’m really fucking hard. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Good. 
 
    Don’t jack off, yet. 
 
      
 
    I typed. 
 
    Why not? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I want you to do something else. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    What? 
 
      
 
    Now I realized that I was into the game. Heysoos! What was happening to me? But I was too horny to stop. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something 
 
    that will really show your boobs off. 
 
     
 
    I typed: 
 
    I‘ll do it. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    HURRY! 
 
      
 
    I got up and went back to the bedroom. I went through my wife’s closet. Blouses were so thin my bra would be too visible, the fakery would be too easily seen. 
 
    Sweaters were too tight. I was afraid I would stretch them out. 
 
    A jacket? I had visions of myself, stacked, showing cleavage through the open front. But, no. 
 
    Then I saw the dress. 
 
    Fuck! A dress? The Mystery Messenger had said a shirt, but I didn’t think she would complain if I put on a dress. 
 
    It was purple. Just a little loose at the neck. Stretchy. It wouldn’t get all pulled out of shape.  
 
    I took it off the hanger and held it up. 
 
    Right size. 
 
    I put it on. 
 
    Oh, God! I thought I was going to cum right there! Then I realized something. I was dripping so much I was going to leave stains. 
 
    Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around. 
 
    Damn! What would a woman do it she had a cock that was dripping…then I laughed. A hard bark. I was imagining really strange things. 
 
    Then I realized the solution. 
 
    Still holding my dress up I went to the hamper and pulled out undies. Panties. A match for the bra I had on. 
 
    I put the panties on, then opened a drawer under the sink and pulled out a Kotex. 
 
    I put it in the panties where my dick would drip, and pulled the panties up. I let my dress down. 
 
    ‘My’ dress. 
 
    And realized I had gone too far. The Mystery Messenger, Mistress Mandy, ‘MM’ I would think of her from here on out, had only said a shirt. But now I had on a dress and panties. And…a Kotex. 
 
    Which thought made my dick surge so hard I was afraid I was going to cum in my panties.  
 
    Could the panty liner catch a load of sperm? I didn’t think so. 
 
    I quickly fumbled up the dress, reached into my panties and squeezed my cock. Hard. I waited, and slowly the urge to squirt faded. 
 
    Sighing, I went to the kitchen, poured another drink, then went back to the computer. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Couldn’t find a blouse. 
 
      
 
    No response. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    I put on a dress. 
 
    Is that okay? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Wow! 
 
    Perfect. 
 
    How do you feel? 
 
      
 
    Truthfully, I typed: 
 
    I almost came in my panties. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    You’re wearing panties? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I had to. 
 
    I was dripping. 
 
    I needed a panty liner. 
 
      
 
    Nothing for a while. I started the Mommy Compilation video over again. 
 
    I watched those big breasts bounce and sway as men ground into women, and I felt…proud? Happy?  
 
    I had my own set of tits! 
 
    Whoever this MM was…she had called me rightly. There was something so horny and intoxicating about wearing woman’s clothes. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Lipstick. 
 
      
 
    My mind just sort of popped. The only thing that kept me from passing out was the fact that I was sedated by whiskey. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    What? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    You know you want to. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    No. 
 
    I don’t. 
 
    I can’t do that. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I can see you in my mind’s eye. 
 
    Sitting there so sexy. 
 
    Your big boobs overflowing. 
 
    I can see you with long hair, 
 
    all curled and wavy. 
 
    I can see your face, 
 
    perfectly made up. 
 
    But, 
 
    most of all, 
 
    I can see your lips. 
 
    Your red, red lips. 
 
    Does your wife have red lipstick? 
 
    Really red lipstick? 
 
      
 
    I didn’t sip now, I gulped. I needed the liquid courage. 
 
    Putting on lipstick? That would be like the final line to cross! 
 
    That was so far out there I didn’t think I could do it! 
 
    I gulped again. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    For me? 
 
    Please? 
 
    I need to see you in my mind’s eye. 
 
    I need to know your lips are sexy red. 
 
    Blow job red. 
 
    Red enough for me to kiss and kiss. 
 
    Can you imagine me kissing your red lips? 
 
    Can you? 
 
      
 
    I could. Oh, my God, I could. I could see my lips, round and red and waiting to be kissed. 
 
    The drinks hitting me harder, I typed: 
 
    I’ll do it. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    HURRY! 
 
      
 
    I ran, actually ran, to the bedroom, to the back bathroom. I opened the medicine cabinet. Nothing there. 
 
    Then I realized I was drunk and not thinking. My wife wouldn’t leave her lipstick in the medicine cabinet, especially when she had a make up table. 
 
    I went to her table, and there, sitting to the side, all by itself, almost like it wanted to be noticed, was a thin, gold tube. 
 
    I sat down and opened the tube. It wasn’t the roll on stuff, but a little applicator. 
 
    I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting. 
 
    One coat made them red. Two coats filled in the cracks. Three coats. I wanted this to be perfect. 
 
    They were. Beautiful, luscious red. A light metallic sheen to them. And they looked plumper. I looked at the tube. 
 
      
 
    BUXOM 
 
    Lip stain and plumper 
 
      
 
    Lip stain? A dull thought shot through me. What was the difference between lip stain and lipstick? 
 
    Still, nothing connected. 
 
    I stared in the mirror for a long time. My lips were larger, so that was what the plumper was. And I was so-o-o sexy. 
 
    Big boobs. Red lips. 
 
    I stood up. 
 
    I wasn’t big boned, but I could use a corset or something. Still, though I was a bit angular, I was so fucking turned on I couldn’t believe it. 
 
    I picked up my glass and took a sip. There was only the lightest trace of lipstick on the glass. It must have dried fast. 
 
    I went back to the computer room. I sashayed through the house. I sauntered through the rooms. 
 
    My chest swayed, and I tried to put some sway into my ass. And I got an idea. Heels. 
 
    I had often admired how my wife’s ass swayed when she wore heels. 
 
    I returned to the bedroom and searched my wife’s closet. 
 
    In the back, a pair of three inch stiletto heels. She never wore them anymore. They had open toes and a sling on the heel. 
 
    I put them on, and barely fit. My toes stretched the front strap, and the heel strap, but I managed to stand in them. 
 
    I was shaky, had to work to keep my balance, especially with all the liquor I had been drinking. 
 
    I stood for a long moment, just practicing standing, and I saw it. On the top shelf, in the back of the closet, was a box. My wife’s wig. She hadn’t worn it for ages. Had only bought it for one occasion, a bad hair cut. 
 
    I took the box down and opened it. A blonde wig. Long and curly. 
 
    I tried to remember how she had put it on, and fitted it to my head. It took a while, but I managed. 
 
    I walked out of the closet. Red lips, big tits, long hair, and my ass swaying like it was a hammock. 
 
    Fuck! 
 
    And my dick was pushing my panties out and spoiling the look of the dress. 
 
    I returned to the computer room. 
 
    MM had left another message. 
 
    Where are you? 
 
      
 
    I sat down and typed: 
 
    I couldn’t help it. 
 
    I couldn’t stop myself. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    What did you do? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I put on the lipstick, then I put on high heels. 
 
    I even put on my wife’s wig. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Oh, God! 
 
    My pussy is throbbing! 
 
    I want to see you! 
 
      
 
    Even drunk, I thought, no way! 
 
    I typed: 
 
    No way! 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Well, 
 
    take a picture for yourself. 
 
    Take a few pictures. 
 
    You’re going to want to remember this always. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I will. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I need to cum now. 
 
      
 
    I thought about this. In my addled state I wondered. Is jacking off at the same time cheating? Did I dare? 
 
    Of course I dare. I was drunk and horny and I needed to squirt in the worst possible way. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Me, too. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    We need to cum at the same time. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    How do we work this? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Stroke yourself, 
 
    at the end of one minute cum. 
 
    I will do the same. 
 
      
 
    The idea of cuming together, separately, was erotic, and I lifted my dress out of the way and grabbed my cock. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Look at your computer. 
 
    Computers have the same time. 
 
    Get your message ready, 
 
    just say ‘now!’ 
 
    send it when your minute changes. 
 
    When the minute changes again we cum. 
 
      
 
    I took a quick sip, prepared my message, and watched the digital clock on my computer. 
 
    The numbers changed. I sent the message, and began stroking. 
 
    Oh, God! It felt good, within ten seconds I was holding myself back. 
 
    I could imagine her, whoever she was, diddling her pussy. Maybe using a dildo, definitely a vibrator. 
 
    She would be playing with her tits, maybe even sucking a nipple. 
 
    I wanted to suck my own nipples. 
 
    I fondled my balls.  
 
    I stroked. 
 
    Time passed, I was on the edge…on the edge… 
 
    The number changed. 
 
    “OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!” 
 
    Semen spurted across the room. A long rope of sticky, white fluid. My hips locked up and I couldn’t move, white heat filled my mind and everything got dim. I had never experienced such an explosive cum in my life! 
 
    Then it was done. 
 
    I sat for a minute, drained and not wanting to move, but I had to send a message. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Was it good? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    God! 
 
    Massive! 
 
    I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Thank you. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Talk to you later. 
 
    Don’t forget to take pictures. 
 
      
 
    I blinked It was like a lifeline had been cut. My whole world had been invested in that messaging. And now it was…over? 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Wait! 
 
    When will we talk again? 
 
      
 
    No response, and the message window disappeared. She had officially cut the line. 
 
      
 
    Stunned, satisfied, mystified, I knew I had to take pictures. 
 
    I reached into a drawer and took out my good camera. No stupid cell phone for this babe. 
 
    I put it on a tripod and set it up in the living room. I used the timer and took a series of pictures. I posed. I kissed at the lens. I flaunted my tits. I never felt so sexy. 
 
    And the nice thing, my bump was gone. My boner down, the dress was smooth and not showing any hint of my package. 
 
    And then, finally, it was over. 
 
    It was time to get undressed and be a man again. 
 
    Truth, after I had cum I was ready to change back. I guess that was a good thing. It meant that I just wanted the sex, I didn’t want to remain a woman. which shows how people can delude themselves. 
 
    Still, I stalled just a bit longer. 
 
    I uploaded the pictures to my computer and put them in a file, and I hid the file. 
 
    I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies. 
 
    Then I washed my glass out, odd, the lipstick stain, as light as it was, was very stubborn. Didn’t want to come off. 
 
    Then I washed a bunch of glasses. They were just sort of dusty, and I imagined myself a woman, just sitting around and doing housework. 
 
    Then I washed the cupboards off, cleaned a few more things, and realized the time. 
 
    It was two in the morning! And I had been prancing around like a woman for hours! Hunh! Maybe there was a part of me that did want to be a woman. 
 
    Then I talked myself out of it. 
 
    It was just a one time thing. 
 
    I went to the bedroom, thought about sleeping as a woman, then decided against it. I wasn’t that horny anymore, though I did have an inner buzz of excitement running through me. 
 
    I took off the wig and put it away. I took off the dress and hung it up. I took the water condoms out of the bra and put them in the sink. I didn’t pop them, I wanted to wear them again. I probably wouldn’t, but…I just left them in the sink. 
 
    I took off my panties, and the liner was soaked from the pre cum I had emitted earlier. I smiled at the thought of how much juice I had shot. God, what a night! 
 
    Finally, I looked in the mirror at my lipstick. Lip stain. My lips were still plump. This stuff really worked. 
 
    I decided to just hop into the shower and wash the stuff off. 
 
    I turned the water on hot, hopped in and soaped up. 
 
    I rubbed my lips, soaped them good, rubbed them some more, and grinned. I would be clean now. 
 
    I got out of the shower, dried myself off, and looked in the mirror. 
 
    Oh, no! The lipstick was still there. 
 
    I grabbed a washcloth and soaped it up and scrubbed my lips some more. 
 
    They stayed red. In fact, because of all the rubbing they were a little redder. 
 
    A little worried, I went back to the computer and powered up. I researched lip stain. 
 
    Long lasting than lipstick. It doesn’t just apply a color over the lips, it stains the skin. 
 
    My jaw dropped and I stared at the screen. The site I was on had dozens of red lips on it. Lips on women. Red lips where they should be. Not on a man. 
 
    What had I done? 
 
    I researched some more. Most stains came off within a day. I looked up the particular brand I had used. Three days. One day to lose most of the color, but three days to lose all the color. 
 
    Three days. 
 
    It was Wednesday night. That meant Thursday, Friday, and Tanya was due home on Saturday. Saturday afternoon. 
 
    Yes. It would work, though there might be a little redness left. but i could talk fast and cross my fingers…it was workable. 
 
    But, first, I was going to have to call in sick. I couldn’t be seen at work with lips like these. 
 
    So I set my alarm and went to sleep. 
 
    And woke up late. And my head hurt. 
 
    I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell. 
 
    There was a message on it, from Tanya. 
 
     
 
    Tried to reach you last night. 
 
    Where were you? 
 
     
 
    I was dressing up in your clothes, my love. Why do you ask? I giggled. 
 
    I called up work and put on my best fake cough. It was pretty easy, and they bought it. Heck, in this day of COVID the slightest wheeze was an excuse to lock down and quarantine. 
 
    I called Tanya then.  
 
    “Hey, babe! How you doing?” she greeted me. 
 
    “I’m good, but I miss you!” At least I missed you until last night, and then I was a bad boy. 
 
    “Oh, I miss you, too. I can’t wait to feel your big dick in me.” 
 
    “Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.” 
 
    “I couldn’t help myself,” she giggled. I masturbated last night.” 
 
    What!? She never did such things. She was the original Miss Goody Two Shoes. 
 
    “I can’t believe it.” 
 
    “Believe.” 
 
    “Well, how was it?” 
 
    This talk was turning me on. And I was already turned on by having dressed up the night before, and by looking at my red, red lips this morning. 
 
    “Oh, I had a big bang. The kind that just sort of take your breath away and leave you dazed and confused.” 
 
    “Geez, hearing you talk like that has given me a boner. I’m going to have to jack off.” 
 
    “Don’t you dare! You save it for me! When I get home I’m going to jump your bone seven ways from go.” 
 
    “Oh, so you can beat off, but I can’t?” 
 
    “No. You’re a man.” 
 
    “And I have a man’s needs.” 
 
    “You’ve had your needs filled too often, and you’re going to get your needs really filled when I get home. So no jacking off!” 
 
    DING! 
 
    I stared at the computer screen. MM had sent me a message? Right while I was talking to my wife! 
 
    I clicked on the message box. 
 
    “Honey? Are you there?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah!” My mind was caught between two conversations, I was fumbling the ball. 
 
    On the screen: 
 
    Hi, lover. 
 
    You ready for tonight? 
 
      
 
    Oh, no! 
 
    “Yeah I can’t wait to fuck you,” I said.  
 
    “You sound kind of funny. Is everything all right?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah…” 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Yes. 
 
      
 
    I said: “I’m just looking forward to making love to you.” 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    We’re really going to go crazy tonight. 
 
    Are you ready? 
 
      
 
    “I’m ready,” I said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “What?” I was getting confused. 
 
    DING! 
 
    We’re going to paint your nails 
 
    and dress you all the way up. 
 
      
 
    “You just said you were looking forward to making love, and then you asked ‘what.’ What’s going on?” 
 
    DING! 
 
    Then you’re going to walk around. 
 
    Outside. 
 
    You’re going to be so brave. 
 
      
 
    I tried to separate the conversations in my head. I pushed the MM aside in my mind, turned my swivel away from the screen, and said. 
 
    “Sorry honey, I just cut my finger. Paper cut.” 
 
    “Are you all right?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. No big deal. And I can’t wait to see you.” 
 
    DING! 
 
    I ignored the bell. “I’m going to go crazy on you.” 
 
    She giggled. “That sounds like fun. But can you handle a real woman?” 
 
    As opposed to a computer message woman? “Oh, yeah. I feel like real woman right now.” I blinked. Was there something revealing about what I had said? 
 
    DING! 
 
    “Like the Shania Twain song,” she said. 
 
    I searched my mind. I didn’t want to read messages. Oh, yeah. I remembered the song. I hummed a bit of it. 
 
    Tanya sang: “Man, I feel like a woman.” 
 
    DING! 
 
    But now I was successfully in the groove. I put aside the thoughts of the constant messages and focused on my wife. 
 
    For a long minute we talked, and even talked dirty, to each other. then it was time to hang up. 
 
    DING! DING! DING! 
 
    Her last words were, “Well, take care of yourself. You do sound a little strange.” 
 
    “I’m fine. And I look forward to this weekend so much.” 
 
    “Me, too. Bye, lover.” 
 
    I hung up, and I was aware that MM had opened up by calling me ‘lover,’ and that my wife had hung up calling me ‘lover.’ 
 
    What a tangled web I was in. 
 
    I turned to the computer and looked at the messages. 
 
      
 
    I want you to tell me what you want. 
 
      
 
    I want to Jill off with you again. 
 
      
 
    Would you like to put on eye shadow? 
 
      
 
    In my mind I am kissing you right now. 
 
      
 
    I’m playing with my pussy, it’s hot and wet for you. 
 
      
 
    I’ll talk to you tonight. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    This has been the first part of 
 
      
 
    The Sissy Ride! 
 
      
 
    [image: Image] 
 
      
 
    Read it on kindle or paperback 
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