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    A Note from the Author! 
 
      
 
    Third installment in this little series. 
 
    The first two titles were ‘Fem-MAN-ization,’ and Mani-FEM-ization! 
 
    I tall started out with Tommy being a cheater. Don’t those silly men ever learn? Sigh! 
 
    So, let the punishment fit the crime, he is taken to an island where he is feminized and made to work as a woman, and developed to sexually please women. 
 
    Women who like women with penises and big breasts! Talk about ideal! 
 
    It was fun writing this. I think i might have spent a little too much time describing the island and how it works, but that’s a hard decision. How much is too much, you know? 
 
    Anyway, enjoy, and… 
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie 
 
      
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    Tommy began growing breasts with the week. All of the men he had come to the island with did. 
 
    They lost muscle mass, their hips rounded and their chests got…puffy. 
 
    Their faces also changed. The line of the jaw seemed to shrink and the fat in their faces redistributed. 
 
    Tommy, having been partially feminized before arriving at the island, was ahead of the others. 
 
    He knew something about make up, and about housekeeping, so he gravitated to the position of helping them when they were having difficulties. 
 
    The training, however, was rough. 
 
    Get up in the morning and clean the dormitory. 
 
    Get up earlier if it was a turn at helping in the kitchen. 
 
    Do stretching and yoga and aerobics. 
 
    Go to classes, and if you made a mistake, or were tardy, or just not enthusiastic, you got a shock. 
 
    ZZZZZZ! And the tube in their assholes sent a message that, often as not, made them lose control of their bowels. 
 
    Not a day passed without most of them ending up in a special bathroom, straddling a trough and spraying their mess off. 
 
    Then, of course, there were the evening classes. Sex. How to use toys. How to do enemas, how to take it and how to give it, and since they weren’t allowed women, they had to do it with each other. 
 
    Finally, if they were required to do any extra cleaning, they got to bed later. 
 
    Day after day this went on. Day after day they assumed more feminine appearances. Except, of course, for their penises, which were kept rock hard by the C-ring harness they were wearing. 
 
    Their hair grew long and they learned to style it, to make braids and arrange it in the French style, to trim it and create unique hair styles. 
 
    They stopped looking like males, were slender with waspish figures. 
 
    And the boobs, they kept on growing. 
 
    Tommy lost track of time. There was so much to do, and he found that anal sex, and the hormones, were robbing him of his male arrogance. 
 
    It’s hard to be arrogant when you are a lowly male just trying to look good while you take it up the ass. 
 
    He worked hard, his breasts bulged through the leather brassiere he had to wear, and…one day he was called out of class. 
 
    “Tommy. Report to Debby’s office,” called out Brenda at wake up time. 
 
    Tommy jumped up and ran out of the dormitory. He didn't have to dress, being in his leather panties and bra, but he was very aware of how his cock was bouncing as he ran down the hallway. 
 
    So unladylike. 
 
    He had mixed feelings about his cock these days. 
 
    On one hand, it was bouncing, sometimes uncomfortably. It was an awkward protuberance. 
 
    On the other hand, it was his cock! A piece of him. 
 
    He turned came to the door to Debby’s office and knocked on it. 
 
    “Enter,” came the response. 
 
    He opened the door and stepped in. “You wanted to see me, ma’am?” 
 
    Debby was sitting at her desk, facing the door. She sat back in her swivel, pushed paperwork away, and regarded him.  
 
    “How you doing, Tommy?” 
 
    “I’m trying hard.” 
 
    “I’ve heard that you help the others, is that true?” 
 
    “When I can.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    He suddenly looked confused. “I don’t know why. I just…I just do.” 
 
    She nodded thoughtfully. Then: “Report to Sharon.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    He left her office and trotted down the hallway. 
 
    Was he being punished? It was an odd punishment if he was, because there had been no shock to the tube in his backside. 
 
    Well, if he was, he would just have to endure it. It had been about three months, and he had endured a lot. 
 
    He came to the door that led to Sharon’s tack room. He knocked, was bid to enter, and stepped into the leatherworker’s office. 
 
    “Ah, Tommy. I’ve been expecting you. Come here.” 
 
    He stepped over to her workbench and she picked up a pair of pliers and began working at his rivets. In a minute he felt the leather panties give way and fall down his legs. He quickly squeezed his peeny and got it out of the C-ring. 
 
    He stared at Sharon, but Sharon worked on his bra and shortly had the rivets to that device worked out. 
 
    For the first time in three months he was naked, free of the leather clothes. 
 
    He realized how much his chest had grown because his tits sagged. 
 
    “Bend over, honey.” 
 
    Dutifully, he did so, and she pulled the tube out of him. 
 
    “I don’t understand,” he blurted. Being relieved of his clothes and the infernal butt plug device had made him nervous. 
 
    “You’re graduating. Report to Pam. Down the hall to the stairs. Up the stairs to the second floor. Fourth door on the right.” 
 
    “Oh, my God!” His voice was softer now, and he felt tears gathering in the corners of his eyes. 
 
    Sharon gave him a hug and sent him on his way. 
 
    Stunned, nervous, overjoyed, Tommy ascended to the second floor and sought out the fourth door on the right. 
 
    “Come in!” 
 
    Tommy walked in, and was immediately embarrassed. It was odd, because he had been in the skimpy leather outfit for so long, but he had been used to it, and everybody else was in the same outfits, so he hadn’t felt odd or awkward. 
 
    There were half a dozen women in the room, however, and they were all dressed. Sort of. 
 
    Three of the women were wearing the tan outfits he had seen when he had first arrived on the island. 
 
    The outfits were short shorts at the bottom, they were tight and stretchy, and the top had two portholes for the tits. 
 
    There were also three women in blue. 
 
    The blue outfits were similar, but not so tight, and they had cleavage instead of portholes. 
 
    But all the women were stunning, and they all looked up at him when he entered. 
 
    He went to the first desk and said to the woman in tan, “I was ordered to report here. To see Pam.” 
 
    The woman jerked a thumb and he was directed to the back of the room. 
 
    He went to a desk next to a door. A woman in blue was there, and Tommy tried to observe her without being too obvious. 
 
    The women in blue were ‘overseers,’ or at least, in charge. They sometimes carried swagger sticks, and some of them carried tasers. They were all tall and beautiful and no nonsense. 
 
    On the first level he had learned to stay away from the women in blue. 
 
    “I’m here to see Pam.” 
 
    “Tommy?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “I’m Pam. Come with me.” 
 
    She stood up and led Tommy out of the office. 
 
    Tommy followed. He felt short because Pam was wearing high heels. In spite of the high heels she moved fast, and she didn’t wait for Tommy to catch up. 
 
    They entered a supply room and Tommy was given a tan outfit.  
 
    Pam watched as he figured out how to put it on. It stretched at the top and he actually stepped into it, like a one piece bathing suit. It was awfully tight on the top, however, and he felt his boobs being constricted.  
 
    Then he realized the outfit wasn’t so much constructing as shaping. His breasts were lifted and pushed through the portholes and became truly perky. 
 
    What was a bit uncomfortable, however, was the fact that his cock was squeezed in the tight material. He arranged it to poke upwards, which kept it in place, but also made it very obvious to the onlooker. 
 
    “Very good,” said Pam, and she tossed him a pair of high heels. While he stepped into them she studied his cock. 
 
    “The hormones are working, but your cock should have started shrinking.” 
 
    “Oh.” That was scary. He didn’t want his cock to shrink. 
 
    “Well, we’ll get you a shot, take of that right now.” 
 
    She strode out of the room and he scrambled to keep up. It was difficult because he had never worn high heels before.  
 
    She walked fast and he felt like he was going to break his ankles at every step. 
 
    Down the hall, just that short trip made his feet hurt, and into another room. 
 
    “Doc, we need a weenie shot.” 
 
    The doctor was a knock out of a woman. She was wearing a suit that was like the blue suit, but white with a red cross on it. 
 
    She smiled, which relaxed Tommy, and said, “Off with the clothes.” 
 
    He had just gotten into the tan suit, and now he had to get out. He wiggled, it was difficult with his long fingernails, but he made it. 
 
    The Doc held his penis and examined it closely. “Looks normal.” She looked up at Tommy. “How come you didn’t shrink?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Tommy said helplessly. 
 
    “Well, we can fix that. Pity, though, we can’t shrink it.” She turned to Pam. “That happens some times. One out of a few hundred just don’t shrink. No rhyme or reason.” 
 
    As she spoke she reached for a syringe and she pushed Tommy over a metal table and jammed the syringe into his ass. 
 
    Tommy felt the coldness of a bit of fluid go into his flesh. Then the needle was out and he rubbed his ass. 
 
    “Okey doke. Get dressed. Get out.” 
 
    Tommy put on the tan suit again, and stood in his high heels. He arranged his weenie upright, and waited for his next command. 
 
    “Say, have you read the latest Grace Mansfield?” 
 
    The Doc looked at Pam. “What’s the latest?” 
 
    “It’s called ‘Fem-MAN-ization. It’s about a guy who cheats and gets caught, he goes through all sorts of stuff before he realizes the truth.” 
 
    “Ooh. I haven't seen that one. Trade?” 
 
    “Sure. I heard you had some Alyce Thorndyke.” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    The girls chatted for a minute, then Linda turned to Tommy. “You never heard of Grace Mansfield?” 
 
    Tommy shook his head. 
 
    “Well, you’re in for a treat. I’ve got one of her older collections. Great stuff.” 
 
    A minute later they were walking down the hallway. 
 
    “Okay, Tommy. A couple of things. You’ve passed the First Stage and your sentence starts now. I understand you were a cheater.” 
 
    “Yes,” Tommy mumbled. 
 
    “Well, keep your nose clean, and find out when to cheat and with whom.” 
 
    Tommy blinked. 
 
    Pam stopped in front of the room where he had been sent earlier. She turned to him. “Well, go make yourself useful.” 
 
    She grinned and waited. 
 
    “I…uh…what do you mean?” 
 
    “To pass the second level you have to be helpful. So go be helpful.” 
 
    “Where?”  
 
    “Here, anywhere on this level and the two above it. Don’t go into the guest area yet. You’re not ready. You’ll be sent back to First Stage if you try that. You can also take walks on the beach, sign up for classes, do whatever you want. Just remember, you’re not going to pass the Second Level in a year unless you’re truly helpful. Heck, if you don’t help people than you’re probably going to be on this level for a long time.” 
 
    “Just go around and…help people.” 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    “But where do I sleep? Where do I eat?” 
 
    “Go ask people. You’ll find that everybody on this level is in the same boat as you. They are eager to help, to complete their training, sometimes to complete their sentences.” 
 
    With that Linda simply went into her office and Tommy was left alone. 
 
    He stood there for a long minute, wondering what was going on. He had gone from a tightly regimented schedule to a total freedom schedule, and it was a shock. 
 
    Finally, he walked down the hallway and began exploring his new existence. 
 
    Total freedom is an interesting concept. Not that anything can be absolute, but there really weren’t much in the way of limits for Tommy. 
 
    The corridor he was in was mostly offices, and mostly people working. People like him. 
 
    Now why would somebody with total freedom choose to work? 
 
    That simple question confused Tommy. There simply wasn’t an obvious answer. 
 
    He came to a stairway and ascended to the second level. When he stepped through a door onto the second level he was surprised to find lots of people, all dressed like him. 
 
    All with slender waists, large breasts and high heels. All smiling and hurrying about. He stepped into the midst of the bustling throng and was swept along. 
 
    He was in a living area. He passed big dorms with people in them. He passed a kitchen and his stomach grumbled. He had been promoted before breakfast. 
 
    He passed work places; they made the tan suits, the high heels, the cosmetics. Products were bundled and placed on a front counter. Every once in a while somebody in a tan suit would pick up a bundle, every once in a while somebody would come along and pick up a single item and walk away. 
 
    Was everything free? There seemed to be no exchange. 
 
    He returned to the kitchen area and watched. Yes. Men, or women—he really should be referred to everybody as women because they were more female in appearance than male—simply stepped into line, picked up a tray and helped themselves from the steaming, savory dishes. 
 
    A woman was standing next to him, and he murmured, “Do I just stand in line and help myself?”  
 
    The woman looked at him and smiled, “You’re fresh off the First Stage. Come along and I’ll clue you in. 
 
    She guided Tommy to a place in line. “My name is Roxanne. Roxxie for short, and I’ve been call ‘Rock.’ Okay with me whatever you want to call me. Is that really your dick?” 
 
    Tommy looked down and blushed. All that time with his peeny sticking out, and now he was embarrassed. Well, that was the glory of wearing clothes. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Would you like to fuck?” They were moving along the line and she was whispering, as if afraid somebody would overhear. 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Oh, please. It’s been so long. We can have a little breakfast, then you can plow me with that big, delightful weenie.” 
 
    There was a desperation to Roxxie’s voice. She was trying to hide it, but she was desperate. 
 
    But Tommy was tired of sex. He had been on display for three months. He had been taking classes in how to give sexual pleasure for a couple of hours every night, and he was glad to be out of that rut. 
 
    “I’m not reall—“ 
 
    “I’ll do anything you want.” Roxxie was piling food on Tommy’s plate. She scooped eggs for herself, for Tommy. Bacon for herself and Tommy. 
 
    “Uh, that’s enough.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m sorry. Please forgive me. I just…we really need to…look. I haven't had any for months, and there’s nothing we can use for a dildo on this level.” 
 
    Blathering on she led Tommy to a table, manipulated chairs, and leaned close to him. 
 
    “Please, you’ll find that I can really please you. I’ll— 
 
    Suddenly another person sat down. “Thought you were going to get her all to yourself, Roxxie?” 
 
    “Get out of here Brenda! I saw her first.” 
 
    Tommy was hungry, and he managed to snatch a few bites, then more girls were sitting down at the table. they all wanted sex with Tommy. They all had noticed the bulge in his short shorts. 
 
    He was trying to eat a piece of bacon, feeling very uncomfortable about the arguments as to who should fuck him that were breaking out, when he felt a hand reach under his arm and grab his breast. 
 
    He jerked his head around and found a small woman with a simpering expression on her face. “Please,” she whispered. 
 
    Tommy slapped the hand away, then found more hands reaching. More and more women were gathered around him, groping, begging for sex, and finally he tried to stand up and get out of the crowd. 
 
    But it was getting so compacted it was actually bordering on violence. 
 
    “Please, fuck me!” 
 
    “No, me!” 
 
    “I haven’t had it for so long.” 
 
    Tommy struggled and tried to get away, but now he was the center of a mob. Hands pulled at his hair, pinched his tits, tried to snake under his short shorts and up his asshole. 
 
    “Stop!” he cried out. He tried to push people away, but he had lost muscle mass, he was more female than male, and there were so many like him, all trying to— 
 
    “All right! Clear out!” 
 
    A whistle blew. 
 
    Then: ZZZZZZZ! 
 
    The smell of smoking flesh, and Tommy fell free of the rumbling mob. 
 
    A woman in blue stood over him, looking down with her lips twisted in a grimace. “A newbie, eh? I should have known. Well, come on.” 
 
    Tommy was crying now, and feeling quite bedraggled. His hair was a mess, his make up needed freshening, and had even lost a fingernail! 
 
    The woman in blue holstered her taser and led Tommy through the dining area and out onto the main concourse.  
 
    The women int he dining area stared after her, and many of them were pushing on their groins as if to press boners down. 
 
    “I don’t understand,” sobbed Tommy. 
 
    The woman in blue led him to a bathroom and washed his face and helped him apply make up. His hands were a little shaky after the violent experience. 
 
    “How come the big dick?” 
 
    Tommy sniffed. “I don’t know. They told me that it happens sometimes. It just didn’t shrink when they gave me hormones.” 
 
    “Well, I suppose you’re blessed, it might even work when it comes back, but I suggest you hide it.” 
 
    “Hide it?” he asked. He was staring at the woman’s blue eyes as she worked on him. 
 
    “Push it down, pull it between your legs, that’s what people usually do when they remain big.” 
 
    “But it’s too hard to do that.” 
 
    The woman smiled, “You had a shot before they sent you to this level, didn’t you?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “That shot makes your cock limp for a year. It might look big, but it doesn’t have the urge anymore. You’ll be able to roll it up and fold it. You can do a lot of things with it, but getting hard is not one of them.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Try it. But first…” she leaned into him and kissed him. 
 
    Tommy was surprised and would have jerked back, but she had a hand around the back of his head. 
 
    His eyes went wide, but the woman’s eyes were closed and she really got into his mouth. 
 
    Then he got a surprise. She took his hand and brought it down to her groin. 
 
    No bump! No penis! Just the feel of a real, live slit! 
 
    The woman drew back and grinned. “You didn’t know women in blue or other colors, are really women?” 
 
    “No!” And he tried to kiss her, but now she backed off. “Easy, slick, that was just for fun. I don’t feel like fucking a limpy.” 
 
    “I can use my fist,” he said hopefully. 
 
    She just laughed. “You newbies are all the same. Honey, you’re in a different world now, and behavior here is a bit different.” 
 
    “But I don’t understand!” His voice was begging as the woman stood up. 
 
    “When you do you’ll be ready for the Third Stage. Now tuck your dick away and go on about your business.” And the woman in blue simply walked out. 
 
    Tommy sat for a minute, then realized he was going to have to move. But first he wiggled his hand around in his short shorts and managed to push his dick back between his legs. 
 
    The woman was right. It might be big, it hadn’t shrunk, but it was as limp as a jelly fish. 
 
    He strode out onto the second level and didn’t like the way his package felt. His penis was in place, but it pushed his balls around. 
 
    He went back into the bathroom and took off his clothes and examined himself. 
 
    Limp. Nothing in it at all. 
 
    That bothered him, but now that he knew what had caused it, it was not a big deal. 
 
    After all, he had been having forced sex, with men, for months. Now he didn’t have to have sex. 
 
    Except when he had been confronted by a real woman… 
 
    “You want help with that, honey?” 
 
    Tommy looked up. A woman came out of a stall and was noticing him with a wry grin.” 
 
    “I don’t want any sex,” he blurted hurriedly. 
 
    “Oh, I know. You’ve got the look of the newby. That’ll change. But for right now, just work those balls around until you can push them up into your body.” 
 
    “Into my body?” 
 
    “Sure. There’s space up there, where your balls were before they dropped. Just push them up there, press your ding dong up to hold them in place, and zingo bingo, you’re all set. 
 
    She walked out without another word, and Tommy tried it. 
 
    It worked. It wasn’t the most comfortable arrangement, but it worked, and it was a lot better than having his testicles alls quashed around. 
 
    Tommy walked out of the restroom and now he could walk normal. His mons looked flat, like a real woman’s, and even his walking in high heels was improved. 
 
    But he still didn’t know what to do. 
 
    He knew women were working in the various supply houses and the kitchen. 
 
    He was walking past a group of women when he heard one of them say, “I’m going to the beach.” 
 
    “Well, it’s better than sitting here and wishing for something to do.” 
 
    Wishing for something to do. How weird. 
 
    Whimsy, Tommy decided to follow the two women. The others in the their group had decided not to go to the beach. 
 
    The beach. 
 
    Tommy followed from a distance and thought about the fact that he hadn’t been outside in three months. His skin was white and very feminine, but…he hadn’t seen the sun in such a long time. 
 
    The women went down a stairway, down a couple of corridors, and through a door. Tommy followed, and found himself standing on sand. Sand that stretched a quarter mile to a beach. 
 
    Sand that was fine and white. And hot. 
 
    He couldn’t walk in high heels, so he took them off, looked around, and found a shelf of cubbies. The cubbies were packed with shoes and tan suits, so he took his apparel off and put it in a cubby on the lower left, memorized it, and headed for the ocean. 
 
    The ocean was crisp, blue, and the waves rolled up on the beach like clockwork. 
 
    There were dozens of women on the sand. All naked, all sitting around, a few doing yoga, and a bunch more frolicking in the water. 
 
    And everybody stared at his dick. 
 
    It had come unfurled when he had taken his suit off, but it was hanging limp, just a big, old slug. 
 
    So the women stared at it, nudged each other and whispered, and giggled. 
 
    They had dicks, too, but they weren’t big like Tommy’s. The hormones had really worked on these men. 
 
    Or, they weren’t men anymore…he decided to use the term he had overheard in the hotel: faux women. 
 
    And the faux women had dicks that were the size of a little finger for the most part. With an index finger here or there every once in a while. 
 
    Tommy went out in the water where several women were playing with a beach ball. They tossed it back and forth, and somehow Tommy got involved. 
 
    He tossed the ball, batted it around, and suddenly realized how feminine it was to play like this, naked, breasts juddering with every jump. 
 
    After a while, however, it grew boring. Sure, it was a woman’s playtime, but you can only play so much, then you get bored. 
 
    Tommy took a walk along the beach. The number of women grew less, and the feeling of isolation grew more. 
 
    He was walking along, sliding his feet through the sand, when a lone woman stepped out from behind a large coconut tree. 
 
    “Hey! You wanna get hard?” 
 
    Tommy blinked. 
 
    “Hard? You mean like erect?” 
 
    “No other kind. Come on, I’ll get you erect.” 
 
    Out of curiosity Tommy followed the woman into the brush. 
 
    They walked along a narrow trail and Tommy studied the other woman. 
 
    She was short, skinny, and her boobs looked even bigger. 
 
    “My name is Anna,” she grinned back at Tommy. 
 
    “I’m Tommy.” 
 
    They came to a clearing with several grass huts in it. There were a dozen women sitting around the clearing. Most leaning against the walls of the huts, a couple of them tending a fire. 
 
    Anna turned to Tommy, “You’ve got a big one.” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” He was getting nervous. Being alone, the way the women were getting up and standing in a circle around him. 
 
    “Do you know how this works?” 
 
    “How what works?” 
 
    “How we get you all bonered up?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Listen,” the woman came closer, as if to whisper, then suddenly grabbed Tommy’s pecker. “Hah! Got him!” 
 
    The other women rushed him then, and for a moment everything was topsy turvy. He was pushed to the ground, rolled over, women grabbed his wrists, then he was stacked out on the sand. 
 
    “What’s going on! Let me go!” 
 
    The women all chuckled. Some of them were drinking out of gourds. It looked like they were drinking fermented coconut juice and were getting pretty high. 
 
    Tommy struggled, but the stakes were deep and he was caught. 
 
    Anna squatted over him, smiled at him, reached out and grabbed his tits. “How come you can down to this end of the island?” 
 
    “I thought it was safe,” Tommy grunted jerking at the woven bamboo strips that held him tight. 
 
    “It is safe…for boners.” All the women laughed. 
 
    “You should let me go! They’ll be looking for me!” 
 
    All the women grinned. They were squatting on the sand, getting closer, staring at him hungrily. 
 
    “You’re new, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Yes! Let me go!” 
 
    “That explains it. So let me tell you how this works. First, we slap your dick until it gets hard. It will get hard, even if they gave you a shot. When it’s hard we ride you. It’ll be a lot of fun.” 
 
    Tommy wasn’t scared of sex, not after three months of sex lessons, but he didn’t really want sex. Not with these faux women. It didn’t matter what he wanted, however, for suddenly one of the women slapped his penis. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    It stung, and he tried to move his knees up to protect himself, but the ropes holding him wouldn't let him move his legs. 
 
    Another slap. And Another. 
 
    “Stop that! It hurts!” 
 
    But it didn’t hurt that much. It stung, then the body mechanism started to kick in. It wanted to survive, and in this case it wanted to survive against the brutality being committed against it. 
 
    Smack! Smack! 
 
    His dick began to swell. It turned red and grew stiff, and suddenly Anna jumped on him. 
 
    “I saw him first!” 
 
    She sank to the hilt, and Tommy sighed. At least she wasn’t slapping his pecker anymore. 
 
    It was like fucking a woman. Anna’s penis was one of the smallest ones, not much more than clitoris, and her asshole felt soft, like a pussy. 
 
    It wasn’t long before Tommy was, in spite of himself, enjoying the fuck. He lurched up, corkscrewed as much as he could, and felt Anna and the others touching him, pulling on his breasts, sucking his nipples, putting their hands under his buns and sneaking their fingers up into his hole. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” he breathed happily. He hadn’t wanted this, but now that it had started… 
 
    They wouldn’t however, let him cum. If they let him cum, they explained, he would get so limp they couldn’t get him hard for a couple of days. 
 
      
 
      
 
    They screwed him for hours. Any time he started to go limp they slapped him until he was hard, and continued to gang him. 
 
    Finally, everybody was done. They lay around on the sand and slept the sleep of the sexually exhausted, and Anna and Tommy lay on the sand and talked. 
 
    Tommy was still tied up, and Anna cuddled with him. “You were wonderful, honey.” 
 
    “For a guy who can’t cum, I suppose. It made me super horny.”  
 
    “Mmm, good. When everybody wakes up we’ll do you again.” 
 
    “Do you do this often? Trap people like me and use them?” 
 
    Anna reached down and held his limpness. “Only the big dicks, which aren’t that often.” 
 
    “But don’t the people who run the island care?” 
 
    “Honey, we’re part of the plan!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Anna sat up, cross legged, and began slapping Tommy’s penis again. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” whined Tommy. 
 
    Anna, now perched and rocking on top of Tommy, said: The first level is to break you down, train you in how to be sexual active, how to be a hungry woman.” 
 
    “But I’m limp, when you aren’t slapping my dick around. I’m not particularly hungry right now!” 
 
    “You will be. As time goes on, in spite of your limp dick, you will start hungering for the touch of flesh. You’re going to want it worse than anything you’ve ever wanted in your whole entire life.” 
 
    Tommy was silent at that. 
 
    “The Second Stage, honey, is about you learning to deal with your sexual appetites. Sex is survival, so many people never learn, they just keep wanting. But if you can control yourself then it is rumored that you can serve your sentence and move on to the Third Stage.” 
 
    “Wait a minute! What do you mean the Third Stage? I thought I was going to serve a year and go home!” 
 
    Anna chuckled ruefully. “So did I. So did every person you see on the island. But we’re still here.” 
 
    “But there’s no old people here, so they must get off the island some time.” 
 
    “Yes, we all wonder about that. Who is chosen to move on to the Third Stage, and Why. But there are a lot of theories.” 
 
    Anna suddenly twitched a bit, grinned, and drained her cum all over Tommy’s belly. 
 
    “What are some of the theories?” He said, looking down at the mess on his mid-section. 
 
    “Oh, you know, this is an advanced version of Epstein’s Island, Men don’t graduate until they have vagina’s, that sort of thing.” 
 
    Anna climbed off him and lay down. “Man, that was good. See you when I wake up.” 
 
    Now Tommy was surrounded by the light snores of the faux women who had pleasured themselves with him. 
 
    He thought: Not really just a sentence of a year? Oh, man! I’m going to have to figure this out. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    Tommy had been staked out in soft sand, and one of the stakes gave a little bit. Being very silent he pulled and pushed and eventually the stake came free. He quickly untied his limbs and crept away from the clearing. 
 
    Sex starved cannibals, he thought. They’re nothing but a bunch of sex starved cannibals! 
 
    As he walked along the beach back towards the hotel he found himself thinking about sex. 
 
    They had screwed him, and he was trained to please, and it was like he had tried to please them in spite of the fact that he didn't want sex. 
 
    And he felt a certain bit of horniness inside. 
 
    The physical touch, the flesh on flesh heat, it had been enjoyable. 
 
    So the First Stage was to break down his sexual barriers. To make it so he wouldn't look down on same sex sex, black sex, little weenie sex, whatever sex. 
 
    The Second Stage was about depriving him of sex until he was desperate for it. He had a limp dick so he couldn’t screw, so he would want to screw even more.  
 
    You always want what you can’t have. 
 
    The faux women had had their dicks shrunk so much the only kind of sex they could have was anal penetration, so they hung out at the end of the island and waylaid people and slapped their dicks until they were hard enough to sit on. 
 
    And that was how they satiated their out of control desires. 
 
    But how did the women inside the hotel, on the Second Stage, take care of their desires? 
 
    They didn’t. They worked if they could, struggling to do something that would take their minds off of their predicament. 
 
    But they were so desperate that even the sight of a dick would cause them to mob, as he had experienced. 
 
    But where did that leave him? 
 
    It left him in a state of mystery. He had to find a way through the Second Stage. He had to relieve his sexual desires, without relieving his sexual desires. 
 
    Fortunately, he now had a way to do that. 
 
    He arrived at the back of the hotel and took his clothes out of the cubby. He slipped into the tight, tan suit, he put his balls up into the little cavity between his legs and shoved his weenie back between his legs. 
 
    Now looking more female down there, he stepped into his high heels and re-entered the building. 
 
      
 
    It took a couple of weeks for his sexual desires to build to the point where he had to do something about them. 
 
    In that couple of weeks he learned to function. He volunteered in one of the kitchens, he worked in one of the clothing supply stores. 
 
    He deposited his worn tan suit in a recycle bin and simply picked up a new suit. 
 
    He picked up fresh cosmetics whenever he needed them and kept himself pretty. 
 
    And put up with the sexual mania underlying the island. 
 
    People tried to make friends with him, but he quickly realized they were just looking for some form of sexual contact. 
 
    While it was smiling women on the surface, it was desperate, horny male sex drive on the bottom. 
 
    He tried to keep everybody from knowing that he had a big dong, be it limp, but that was difficult. Just changing his clothes brought out a few ‘admirers,’ admirers who immediately tried to hit him up. 
 
    And, he saw people having sex. 
 
    The slapping of the weenie seemed to be common knowledge. What wasn’t common was big weenies like his. There were a few, but not many. 
 
    The ones with big dicks were in popular demand, but they all had a haunted look to them. 
 
    They were getting all the sex they wanted, but there was still a desperation in their eyes. 
 
    And Tommy knew what it was. 
 
    They wanted women. 
 
    Homosexual sex with a faux woman was fine, and some fellows, homosexual in nature, thrived on it. But underneath the feminine appearance was the male thrust to find real pussy. 
 
    A man wants a vagina because of the drive to further the race, and while buttholes provided pleasure and a relief from the desperate sexual urges, it didn’t satisfy on the deepest level. 
 
    Unless the men were true homosexuals. 
 
    During the third week he finally broke down and looked for a faux woman. He found a beauty who had the smallest dick he had ever seen, and they found a quite place out on the beach and she slapped his penis until it was hard, then they combined for an hour of ruthless rutting and finally a draining of the sperm that had built up in Tommy’s balls. 
 
    Then it was back to the hotel and the endless build up of desires. 
 
    And so it went for a year. 
 
      
 
    “Tommy Larkins. Report to Administration.” 
 
    Tommy looked up at the ceiling, where the speakers were, in surprise. 
 
    They had called him! But…why? 
 
    He had been here a year. He was nothing special. He tried to work, occasionally gave in to his desires, but…what could they want? 
 
    There was nothing to differentiate him from the other faux women on the island. 
 
    So…why? 
 
    His not to reason why, he walked through the back section of the hotel and into the office he had entered a year before. 
 
    It was virtually the same. 
 
    Three blue suited women, three tan suited women, and they might even have been the same people. 
 
    They looked up at him, then ignored him, and he walked back to the last desk. A different woman was there. 
 
    “Ah, Tommy. Go right in.” 
 
    Puzzled, Tommy walked past the woman and into a large office. 
 
    Pam was sitting behind a big desk. She was wearing a blue suit, and she looked up and smiled. “Tommy. Wonderful. Take off your clothes.” 
 
    Used to doing what he was told, Tommy stripped out of his tan suit and stood in high heels. 
 
    Pam pushed a white tablet across the desk at him. “Take this. There’s a wet bar in the corner behind you if you need water.” She was working on something on her desk, checking boxes on a form, it looked like. 
 
    Tommy picked up the pill. Small, blue, and…he popped it into his mouth. 
 
    Pam worked for a minute more, then sighed, stretched, and leaned back in her swivel. 
 
    “You’re lucky, Tommy.” 
 
    “Ma’am?” 
 
    “If you please me you can move on to the Third Stage, and I’m easy to please.” 
 
    “I…I don’t understand.” 
 
    Pam looked at the clock on the wall to the right. “Well, you’ve got a few minutes, so I’ll explain. Sit here.” 
 
    She turned to her side and there was a chair there. He moved around the desk, aware that his dick was now released and hanging. His breasts were quite large. They had continued growing even after the First Stage and he had some of the biggest knockers on the island. 
 
    He sat down and Pam leaned forward and took his limp penis in her hands. 
 
    She was a stunningly beautiful woman. She not only had a figure that was breathtaking, and a face that Helen of Troy would have set sail for, but she had that aura of power about here that makes for a truly desirable woman. 
 
    She stroked him, pursed her lips and exuded a hunger that was truly intoxicating. 
 
    Most important, however, were her words. 
 
    “I’m sure you’ve heard all the conspiracy theories, and there is a certain amount of truth to them. This island isn’t run by the government, but it exists under the guidance and protection of the government. It is actually owned by a group of women who are intent on changing the world. They have had enough war and disease and crime and all that, so they take men who are morally reprehensible,” she smiled, “men like you, cheaters, and, of course, violent criminals, drug addicts, that sort of individual. 
 
    “We change the violent into sex obsessed meek faux women. We make sure they have small penises and lots of frustration. They keep themselves busy on the Second Stage until we need them to pick crops in the fields, work in our special factories, or whatever. Then there are the ones like you. 
 
    “Some few are blessed with big weenies, and their crimes aren’t violent, and they even seem like nice fellows under it all. We allow them the use of their dicks, and they become servants and provide pleasure for women on the Third Stage.” 
 
    Tommy stared at Pam. He had listened avidly, his questions being answered, but he was being distracted by something happening…he felt her hands moving on him. He…he looked down. 
 
    His penis was growing. 
 
    Growing without being slapped or abused. 
 
    And it was throbbing, pulsing, feeling like a real boner! 
 
    He looked up at Pam. 
 
    She smiled, gripped him tightly and started stroking. “I do love these awakening moments when a woman realizes she can have an erection, that she might be capable of real love. 
 
    “I’ve got…I’m getting…” 
 
    “You’re getting ready to pleasure me. If you do a good job then I will recommend you for Third Stage training. How’s that dick feel?” 
 
    Tommy was breathing hard now, and he could feel his nipples growing stiffer. 
 
    “It feels…good.” 
 
    “Excellent, but this is really all about me, Tommy.”  
 
    She let go of his penis and watched him. 
 
    As if in a dream, Tommy moved forward. He went to his knees and moved his head into her crotch. 
 
    Pam let out a sigh and sat back. She held his head to her pussy and spread her legs. 
 
    After more than a year of no pussy, of relying on men similar to himself for pleasure, Tommy was blown away. 
 
    Real pussy. Real labia. Real moistness. Pinch with a small, jutting clitoris. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” murmured Pam. “Do me good, Tommy. Your life depends on it. You don’t want to go back to the Second Stage, do you?” 
 
    He didn’t, and all of his efforts, focused by all of his training, made sharp by his sexual desperation, were aimed at pleasing Pam. 
 
    He licked and he gobbled. He made delightfully lusty sounds. 
 
    His hands slithered up her body and he felt her breasts. Wonderful breasts. Not hormone breasts, but natural, real, woman tits. 
 
    And he managed to control himself. To not slap the papers off her desk and throw her down like a pig and rut out of control. 
 
    He picked her up, as best he could with his hormone reduced muscles, and moved her to the bed at the side of the room. 
 
    He used all his discipline, all his knowledge, and he made her cry out and scratch his back. 
 
      
 
    They lay on the bed, breathing hard. 
 
    For the first time in over a year Tommy felt relaxed, like he had done something really good. 
 
    Pam lay next to him, holding his now limp cock. After he had squirted it had immediately died down. 
 
    But that was okay. He had done what he was supposed to do. 
 
    “Damn,” said Pam. 
 
    She slithered down his body and licked him clean, then she slithered up and kissed him deeply. 
 
    “Honey, welcome to the Third Stage.” 
 
      
 
    A half hour later Tommy was dressed, regulation tan suit, high heels, and being taken to the Third Stage area. 
 
    There was no way into this area except to be escorted by a blue-suited , real woman.  
 
    The Third Stage area was where the hotel visitors had their residence. Women from around the world came to the hotel. No men allowed. 
 
    And, of course, these women were presented with sexual options; they could avail themselves of a penis if they wished. 
 
    But since men weren’t allowed on the island, the only penises were those on faux women. And only the penises on certain faux women, like Tommy, were big enough. 
 
    Of course, that still didn’t mean the faux women were allowed to have erections at will. Visitors to the hotel would report to the front desk and ask for a pill, which they would then give to the faux woman of their choice. 
 
    Thus, the faux women who served on the Third Stage were quite anxious to please, to be given a pill and allowed to experience boners and sexual satisfaction. 
 
      
 
    Pam took him to the area reserved for faux women off duty. He was given a room to share with three others, and shown the small selection of shops on this stage. 
 
    “New uniforms are there, kitchen down the hall. You will not be allowed to dine with the guests unless they request you to. There is a guarded gate should you wish to go to the beach by yourself. You will be expected to… blah, blah, blah. 
 
    Tommy paid close attention. He was on the Third Stage, he had learned things, and he didn’t want to mess up. He didn’t want to risk being sent back to the Second Stage, or just…disappearing. 
 
    Just disappearing. Some faux women just vanished. They were in the hotel one day, on the island, and the next, they weren’t. 
 
    He knew now that some of them ended up in the fields, or the factories, probably on other remote islands. 
 
    But he had also heard of people disappearing, and not going to the factories or fields. He wasn’t sure what to think about these rumors, but they unnerved him. 
 
    The point was that he was in a place of pleasure, after much hard work and tribulations. He was going to be allowed to sleep with women, if he could be polite enough that they would give him a pill. 
 
    He didn’t want to mess that up. 
 
    Unfortunately, he was to find out there was something he didn’t know. 
 
    At first he was kept in the kitchens, serving, learning to smile when some pampered woman said her eggs weren’t done enough, or done too much. 
 
    He learned to handle the complaints, and they were often quite petty, and smile, and slowly the women over him began to trust him. 
 
    “Tommy, two Margaritas to table 17.” 
 
    He collected the tray with two salt frosted glasses on it and navigated an upper patio. 
 
    He walked carefully, letting his tits waggle, letting everybody see the shape of his limp dick in his uniform. He smiled at table 17, which was two older women. 
 
    Not too old, just a little old, with big breasts and short cropped grey hair. 
 
    Their bodies were quite fabulous, however. They obviously did a lot of exercise, or yoga, or Pilates, or whatever. 
 
    “Good morning, ladies,” he placed their glasses in front of them and smiled. “May I serve you in any other way?” 
 
    They checked him out with amused, blue eyes, and dismissed him. 
 
    In a way he was disappointed, as if he had been rejected, but it was okay. He figured they were lesbians, and maybe they didn’t like dick. 
 
    But he was wrong. 
 
    A half hour later the head sommelier called to him. “Tommy, two more Margaritas to table 17. They asked for you specifically.” 
 
    Aha! He had made an impression! 
 
    Or, more likely, his dick had made an impression. 
 
    He arrived at table 17, smiled and served, and was delighted when the two ladies asked him to have a seat. 
 
    “Thank you,” he said with just the right amount of innocence and humility. 
 
    “So, Tommy, is that penis of yours for real? Or did you just roll a sock up and hide it down there?” 
 
    They were a little drunk, teasing, and in the mood. 
 
    “Oh, it’s real. 100%, genuine, faux woman real.” 
 
    The ladies looked at each other and smirked. Then one of them waved for another faux woman and asked for three drinks. 
 
    Three? 
 
    And shortly Tommy was sipping Margaritas with the two old gals. They were laughing and teasing, and copping feels of his dick, and finally one of them, the one name Susie, leaned forward, almost spilling her tits on the table, placed a hot palm on his forearm and asked, “Can you do us both.” 
 
    Tommy, well versed, grinned, “Are you trying to kidnap me and take me to heaven?” 
 
    Laughter, and they stood up, got some more drinks on the way, and headed for their room. 
 
    With a stop at the front desk. 
 
    Tommy was standing back with the one named Bonnie. She was busy with his mouth at the moment, but he heard a hurried whisper at the desk and wondered what Susie had up her sleeveless sleeve. 
 
    They entered the ladies hotel room, pushed the beds together, and Tommy was given a pill. Then they all took off their clothes and sat around and waited for him to pop up. 
 
    Ten minutes passed, and suddenly he was the proud possessor of not just large breasts and red lips, but a king-sized boner. 
 
    They attacked him together. 
 
    They used their fingers on his anus, their mouths on his nipples, and then they jumped on his penis. 
 
    First one, then the other, the other, then the other. They tag teamed him endlessly. 
 
    While Susie would ride him like a cowgirl Bonnie would get down and slap his balls and caress his rectum with several fingers. 
 
    Oh, Tommy was in heaven. He humped and twisted and corkscrewed. 
 
    He was balls deep in pleasure, and his own orifice was being plumbed and rimmed and teased. 
 
    Susie came first, then Bonnie. Then Susie, then Bonnie, and on and on. 
 
    Finally, the two women gave out, and passed out, and Tommy gently tucked them in, turned off the lights, and left. 
 
    And suffered. 
 
    He suffered because for all the screwing, he had not cum. 
 
    He returned to the drink staging area and his penis was a monstrous point in his short short outfit. It pressed out against the thin material and everything was perfectly outlined. 
 
    The blue suit in charge of the bar laughed. “Uh oh. They gave you a cumless pill.” 
 
    “A what?” asked Tommy, squeezing his legs together and hunching around his groin. 
 
    He really needed relief. 
 
    “There’s two types of pills, sweetheart. There’s the kind that makes you hard, and you can ejaculate, and there’s the kind that makes you hard, but doesn’t allow for ejaculation.” 
 
    “Oh, God!” Tommy was bent over, pounding on his pecker with a red nailed fist. 
 
    The blue suit laughed. “Knock it off, Tommy. You’re supposed to be able to control your urges now.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…this is worse! This is being taken for a ride and now allowed. 
 
    “Don’t worry, honey, about one out of four women like to feel sperm shooting into them. You just play your cards right and you’ll get one of those. And try to control yourself in the meantime.” 
 
    The next day Tommy served the same women on the patio, and was given happy smiles by Bonnie and Susie, and he hoped he would be picked for another liaison. 
 
    He wasn’t, however, and while his penis had gone back to limp, he was still feeling the desperation of being used for a fuck and not allowed to cum. 
 
    But the next day he had two women take him to bed, and one of them wanted to see him squirt. 
 
    Not squirt inside her, but to have him screw her for a while, then ejaculate on her chest. 
 
    And lick it off. 
 
    He was up for that. It was sort of fun licking his own hot seed off of her hot flesh. 
 
    Besides, he had learned all about sucking sperm on the First Stage. No big deal. 
 
    And why should it be? It was just milk, sometimes tasty, sometimes sweet, sometimes a bit sour, but…always a unique taste. 
 
    And the time passed. 
 
    Tommy made his way from the bar area to the dining area and served dishes. He did a stint on the beach, and was fucked in the sand a couple of times. 
 
    He worked behind the scenes, prepping food, working in supply houses. 
 
    He learned to cook savory dishes, to make exotic drinks. 
 
    Mostly, he learned how to please women. 
 
    He had been trained, but there is a huge difference between a dry class room, and real life. 
 
    Fortunately, his lessons on Stage One had been about how to listen and learn, how to adapt to sexual preferences, how to divine what, exactly, a woman needed. 
 
    And time passed. 
 
    Until, one day, he was working in the back area, doing laundry for the spa area, when he heard, “Tommy Larkin. Report to the bar.” 
 
    Huh. That was out of the blue. What could they want him for? He wasn’t due to rotate back to the bar for a couple of weeks. 
 
    He trotted through the back area and into the bar. 
 
    “Tommy, table 83.” 
 
    He picked up a tray with two drinks on it. A bourbon and Coke and a Manhattan. 
 
    Funny, those were the drinks that he and Annie, his wife, had used to enjoy. 
 
    He made his way between tables, approached table 83, and there was only one woman sitting there. She looked good from the back, was wearing a floppy hat to protect against the sun, had nice, sexy shoulders. 
 
    He rounded the table, a big smile on his face, and froze. 
 
    Totally stiff. Mind blasted. 
 
    “Hello, Tommy.” 
 
    It was his wife.  
 
    Annie. 
 
    A quick tear came to his eye. He felt his heart surge. “Hello…dear.” 
 
    Old ways of addressing his wife resurrected. 
 
    “Have a seat, honey. I’ve come to check on you.” 
 
    Now nervous, his heart pounding, he placed the drinks on the table, realized the bourbon and Coke was for him, and sat. 
 
    They stared at each other, and slowly his training began to come to the fore. Be polite. Show you care. Be interested. 
 
    “How have you been?” 
 
    “I’ve been fine. Having a wonderful time. Sometimes I miss you, but…” she waved a hand in the air. 
 
    But so what. So she said she missed him, but…did she? Not much, was his guess. 
 
    “And how have you been? I see you’ve changed quite a bit since you left.” 
 
    She studied his long hair, his red lips and shadowed eyes. She reached out and touched his hand, examined his red fingernails. 
 
    Then she looked directly at his tits. 
 
    “I see you’ve still got the same big, dick.” 
 
    “It’s probably a little bigger,” he admitted. “That’s what got me up here, to wait on the guests.” 
 
    She nodded. “I’ve been having affairs.” 
 
    He thought about that. His whole problem had started when he had cheated, and now she admitted that she had been cheating. 
 
    Sauce for the goose…but was that fair? 
 
    And he realized, in a milli-second, that it didn’t matter. 
 
    He had screwed up, and she deserved pleasure, even if she had to go out and get it. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he said simply. 
 
    She smiled. “So, are you happy here?” 
 
    He thought about that, and realized that he was. 
 
    “I have meaningful work, I meat a lot of interesting people—“ 
 
    “Women.” 
 
    “Yes. Women. And they value me, so…I guess I’m happy.” 
 
    “That’s good. “I’m trying to decide whether I want you back.” 
 
    He stared at her, and his mind was now a muddled mess. 
 
    “Take me back,” he murmured. 
 
    “Would you like your old life back?” 
 
    “I…I don’t know.” He was surprised by his answer. He hadn’t thought about it, but now he was, and his words just sort of popped out. 
 
    She nodded, bit her lip, considered him, then stood up and reached for his hand. “Let’s go.” 
 
    “What? Are you taking me home?” He was feeling real nervous now. He was comfortable here. He knew what he was supposed to do. He didn’t want to travel into the unknown. 
 
    “I’m taking you to bed.” 
 
    She walked him through the tables, down to the front desk. 
 
    “One pill, no cumming,” she stated in an authoritative voice. 
 
    The blue suit behind the desk handed her the pill, but looked a tTommy. “Is he satisfactory?” 
 
    “Exactly what I want.” 
 
    She marched him through the hotel to her room. She pushed him towards the bed and locked the door. “Take off your clothes, lover. Let’s see if you’ve learned anything.” 
 
    On one hand he was scared. On the other hand…he wanted to please her. But if he pleased her too much, would she make him leave? 
 
    Still, a command from a woman is a command from a woman. He slipped out of his high heels and tan suit. His breasts fell free, were quite perky, and the nipples were rigid. 
 
    She gave him the pill. Her eyes were level as she estimated him. 
 
    He popped the pill. 
 
    She grabbed a bottle of bourbon off the side table and handed it to him. 
 
    “You used to love to snuggle in bed, a bottle and me. Get ready.” 
 
    He crawled onto her soft bed and arranged pillows. He turned to her and sipped from the bottle. 
 
    Annie got undressed slowly. Contemplating the moment. Mentally assessing the situation. 
 
    He watched as her beautiful breasts were unfurled, as her round hips appeared. She still kept her crotch shaved, and it looked so-o-o good, and reminded him of such happy times. 
 
    He loved her. It was in his eyes. 
 
    She, in her way, thought she still loved him. 
 
    But was she willing to give up all her lovers for the one person who could actually connect with her? 
 
    That was what she wanted to find out. 
 
    She crawled onto the bed and snuggled up against him. 
 
    They sat there, sipping, waiting for his boner, and had small conversation. 
 
    She asked him about life on the island.  
 
    He asked her about their life…and then about her lovers. 
 
    Ten minutes later he was feeling dizzy with drink, and his cock was standing up like a soldier at parade. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” whispered Annie, moving down and taking it in her mouth. “This is what I remember about you.” 
 
    He groaned as she moved her mouth over him. 
 
    He moaned as she moved up and sucked on his nipples. 
 
    Then he moved down and did her. 
 
    They twisted and writhed. They squirmed in 69, got totally hot, and she rode him. 
 
    Then he drove into her. 
 
    Over and over, changing positions, getting hotter and hotter. 
 
    She began cumming every few minutes, an endless series of explosions that rocked her world. 
 
    He, of course, just got more and more desperate. He couldn’t cum, and he couldn’t control himself. He fucked harder, screwed deeper, did everything he could to give her the best orgasms in the world…and he suffered. 
 
    And under the suffering was the realization, a realization that he might not have had if she hadn’t come to the island and pushed him: I like this. I like not cumming. I like this terrible feeling of desire that is chewing me up and swallowing me. I want to be this desperate every day of my life. 
 
      
 
    They lay in bed afterwards. Her exhausted. Totally and truly fucked to an existential and very real happiness. 
 
    Him with his dick sticking straight up, bright red, pulsing, his balls so tight they were hurting. 
 
    Blue balls. God’s gift to horny men. 
 
    “What are you going to do?” he asked. 
 
    She sighed. “I don’t know. I could take you home, you could be my maid, and I could still have lovers.” 
 
    He listened carefully. 
 
    “I could let you have full time boners, and I could let you squirt, but…” 
 
    He waited. 
 
    “But I don’t know. Maybe I should just visit you on the island every once in a while.” 
 
    He blurted, “I’d like that.” 
 
    She looked at him, her hand rising and falling on his penis. “You’d like me visiting? Don’t you want to come home?” 
 
    He started crying.  
 
    He didn’t know why he was crying, he just turned his face into her shoulder and cried. 
 
    “There, there,” she soothed. “It’s okay.” 
 
    And when he stopped crying, when he was about to leave the room, she said, “I’ll let you know.” 
 
    He nodded, kissed her on the lips, very passionately, and left. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    I was Feminized and Dominated! 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Here is the first, big chapter from… 
 
      
 
    Feminized at a 
 
    Lesbian Summer Camp! 
 
    He became the butt of a joke! 
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    Part One 
 
      
 
    “How do I know you aren’t going to go off and screw somebody?” 
 
    Lara stared at her husband. She was completely dumfounded. “What? 
 
    Rod was a handsome fellow, a bit on the short and slender side, but he had a gentle face, wore his hair long, and…was jealous. Always jealous. 
 
    “I said, how do I know, when you go off to this political convention, that you won’t meet some hunk and…you know.” He made a ring of his left thumb and index and ran his right index finger through the circle, In and out. Making a slurping sound. 
 
    “Rod! You idiot! How can you say such a thing? I’ve never, ever even thought of such a thing!” 
 
    “Yeah, but I know how you like sex, and how can I be sure?” 
 
    “You can be sure because I’m telling you you can be sure!” 
 
    Rod moved across the room and stood behind her. She was sitting at her vanity, and he studied her long, auburn hair, her glittering, blue eyes, and, of course, her voluptuous body. 
 
    “Look at you. You’re the most incredibly gorgeous creature in the world, and if I think that, then so might somebody else. And I know I’m out of my league, I know I married up, and…I worry that somebody is going to come along, maybe somebody with big muscles and a surfer body and…and you’re going to fall for him.” 
 
    “Rod, I repeat, you’re an idiot.” 
 
    She stood up and whirled to him. She took his hands in hers and kissed his mouth, then said, “You never have to worry about me.” 
 
    “But how do I know?” he asked stubbornly. 
 
    “Sheesh!” she moaned. “What do I have to do to convince you?” 
 
    “Wear locks in your piercings.” 
 
    Her mouth opened, her eyes went wider, she blinked. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You got those piercings, and…” 
 
    “They were to please you!” 
 
    “And I’m pleased. I love them. But they can also serve a utilitarian purpose.” 
 
    “So let me get this straight…because you’re jealous I have to wear a bunch of little padlocks through the rings on my labia.” 
 
    He stared at her, gave a slight nod of his head. 
 
    Lara shook her head. “That’s the stupidest thing I ever heard of. Did you think of this before you bugged me into getting the rings?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “I just thought it would be cool. I didn’t think of the possibility of padlocks until just a couple of days ago.” 
 
    “When I told you I was going to a women’s conference.” 
 
    “Yeah,” he muttered defiantly. 
 
    “Well, you can go stuff your head right up your—“ she stopped just short of saying it, but her meaning was clear. 
 
    But the argument wasn’t done. In fact, it was just starting. 
 
    “Look, Lara, have you seen the statistics on failed marriages? They are not good! In the past ten years there have been more divorces and less marriages! If this goes on then…we’re talking about the death of our civilization!” 
 
    He knew he was going overboard, but he couldn’t help it. 
 
    “So me locking my lower lips is going to save all of mankind,” she growled. 
 
    “No. I didn’t mean it that way, but…our marriage would be that more secure.” 
 
    She heaved a sigh and stared at her dope of a husband. He was a catch, but he was also a bit wiggie. He believed in conspiracy theories, he was always going on about Kennedy being killed and the Twin Towers being blown up for insurance. And now this! 
 
    “So if I bolt the box you’ll be sure that I won’t leave you for somebody with a bigger dick?” 
 
    “Well, uh…yes.” 
 
    “Oh. My. God! If you aren’t the…” 
 
    “Will you think about it.” 
 
    “Oh, I’ll think about it, all right. At the same time as I think about getting you committed.” 
 
    “Honey! I just want everything to work out between us! I just love you so much!” 
 
    “And this will help you be sure?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Okay. I’ll tell you what. I’ll think about it…if you don’t talk about it for one week.” 
 
    He smiled. 
 
    “Come here, honey,” he hugged her then. He kissed her hair, cupped her buttocks, and held her. “That’s all I ask. Think about it. It’s a great idea, and you’ll love it if you give it a chance.” 
 
    “Huh!” 
 
    Then, because he was a horny sort of a fellow, he kissed her, and his hands came up to her breasts. 
 
    She smiled. Now this kind of argument she could go for. Then she had a wicked idea. 
 
    “Okay, I’ll think about it, but I don’t want you cumming, and I need you to make me cum, right now, with your mouth.” 
 
    “What?” he gulped. “But you…I…we need to…” 
 
    “No we don’t. You do. I don’t. I’m just going to take advantage of this little problem you’ve foisted on me.” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Okay, it’s settled. Go lay on the bed, face up. I’ll be right there.” 
 
    She pushed him towards the bed and he, be it with a mixed sort of reluctance, went to the bed and sat. 
 
    She undid her peignoir and tossed it on the chair back. 
 
    “Go on. Lay back. No need to get that weenie out. Or…yes, get it out. I’ll play with it for a while.” 
 
    “You…” he was confused, and horny, but he laid back. 
 
    She took off her bra and panties and climbed onto the bed. 
 
    He reached for her, but she pushed his hands away. 
 
    “I’m in charge, Chicken Little. Now, get ready…the sky is about to fall.” 
 
    With that she sat squarely upon him. 
 
    She heard gurgling sounds, then slurping sounds, and she relaxed and  wiggled a bit. This was great. She was in charge and she loved it. She began to ride him like cowgirl rides a bucking bronco. 
 
    “Unh! Unh!” he tried to breath. 
 
    She just smiled and let the moment build. 
 
      
 
    Lana surprised herself. She liked the idea. 
 
    She kissed Rod in the morning and sent him off to work, then went out on the patio. 
 
    And she couldn’t help but think about it. 
 
    Padlock her pussy. What a stupid idea! 
 
    Yet…she realized that she was feeling a wee bit of moisture down there. 
 
    She was sitting on the patio, reading the news on her ipad, watching the world go by, and her mind kept coming back to the idea. 
 
    She had eight rings, four on each side, and they felt so kinky. 
 
    At first she had thought the idea of getting pierced down there was stupid. But he had pushed, and she had gotten her nipples pierced for him, and then, she wasn’t quite sure how, she had agreed to have her vagina pierced. 
 
    And it felt good. 
 
    Lord, did it feel good. When she pulled on them, stretched her lips out, it gave her an immeasurable thrill. Her heart pounded and she felt like the world’s biggest porn star. 
 
    Just walking with the rings making subtle clicks turned her on. 
 
    And if she walked too fast the sound got too loud, and the embarrassment, just of hearing herself, turned her on even more. 
 
    And sometimes she dreamed of walking down the street with her snapper making sounds like castanets. 
 
    She giggled at the thought. Her, twirling on the dance floor and her rings making a racket, and all the men in the place, and a few women, were all turned on by the sound of her. 
 
    Suddenly she put the ipad down, got up and went into the house. 
 
    She went out to the garage and went through Rod’s tool boxes, and then the little drawers with all the nuts and bolts, and…she found them. She knew he had them, he had used them for a variety of projects, and now…she made sure she had the keys, lifted her dress and pulled down her panties, and put the padlocks through the rings. 
 
    Four padlocks, hardly any weight, but enough to pull on her rings, and further excite her. 
 
    More clicks…but it wasn’t too bad. Besides, she could always tape the padlocks together. 
 
    She snickered, if the other girls at the convention found out they’d probably want their own rings and padlocks. 
 
    She walked around the house. With her panties pulled tight the clicking was negligible. She wouldn’t even need tape. 
 
    She sat down, no pinching. 
 
    She jumped up and down. Ooh! That felt good! 
 
    She did some calisthenics, just like they would do at the convention, and it felt wonderful. 
 
    Of course she would probably be hornier than a goat on viagra when she came home, but that was okay. She liked being horny. 
 
    Hmm. Did Rod have her horniness as a subtle subterfuge? Maybe. but…probably not. 
 
    Rod was kind of ‘what you see is what you get’ kind of guy. He wasn’t into deep thinking that would come up with a nefarious plan like that. 
 
    Of course he was into conspiracy theories…nah! 
 
    For the rest of the day she walked around the house. She did chores, she went to the grocery store and sauntered around, aware that her face was flushed and that she was probably giving off sex vibes. 
 
    God, that felt good! 
 
    Then, back home, and she fixed dinner. 
 
     
 
    Rod came home. He was a consultant and he frequently went out on long jobs, or was at home for extended weekends. He had been working a lot recently, so he was due for a little down time. 
 
    In fact, he had planned it. 
 
    In spite of what Lara thought, he was smart enough to make nefarious plans. 
 
    “Hi, honey!” She gave him a kiss, then said, “Guess what?” 
 
    “What? And what smells so good?” 
 
    “A couple of rib eyes, or my pussy. I’m not sure which one smells better.” 
 
    He blinked and moved his head back. this was not the kind of thing his wife normally said. 
 
    “Have you been drinking?” he asked. 
 
    “Nope. But…fix us a couple, will you? And I’ll get ready to unveil my surprise.” 
 
    “Surprise?” he frowned, but went to the cupboard and brought down the Benchmark Bonded, clinked some ice cubes in glasses, and poured in the bourbon. 
 
    “Do you want me to ruin it?” he asked. 
 
    Lara was leaning against the doorframe, smiling a secret, Mona Lisa smile. “Sure.” 
 
    He poured in Coke, half and half, a Coke High, and handed one glass to Lara. 
 
    They sipped, and he asked, “What surprise?” 
 
    “Kiss me, you fool,” she giggled. 
 
    He put his own glass down and they kissed. Their mouths pressed, tasted like good bourbon. 
 
    She sighed and pulled up her dress. “Feel me, honey.” 
 
    He reached down, a grin on his face, and everything froze. 
 
    His hand encountered rings and he didn’t understand for a moment, then it dawned on him. 
 
    A smile slowly crossed his face. “You did it. You’re wearing padlocks.” 
 
    She hid her face in his chest and laughed. She was blushing, but it was a good blush. 
 
    “Oh, honey. It feels so good.” 
 
    “Really?” He was grinning like a jackass with dentures now. 
 
    “Oh, yes. I’ve had them locked all day. It rubs down there, sometimes I can sort of hear them clicking together, and…it makes my pussy so damned hot you could strike a match on it.” 
 
    He laughed, then went to his knees. 
 
    She spread her legs slightly and he examined the locks. 
 
    They were evenly spaced the length of her slit. Her skin was pink and moist and her labia were slightly stretched. Enough for the locks to barely sway, but that was enough. 
 
    “Oh, God!” He looked up and beamed at her. 
 
    “Now, don’t hurt your teeth.” 
 
    He dove in, licked and sucked, and explored the metal carefully. 
 
    She laughed and ground her hips into him. 
 
    After a long couple of minutes he rose up. “Come on, babe. You’ve got to let me fuck you.” 
 
    But she pulled back. 
 
    “Oh, no. You wanted me locked up, so now I’m locked up.” 
 
    “But…you can’t! I need you!” 
 
    “And I need you. And I think the next couple of weeks are going to be quite interesting.” 
 
    “Couple of weeks? So you’ll let me squirt before you go to the convention?” 
 
    “I never said that,” she was watching him with a grin so wide it near reached her ears. 
 
    “But…but…that’s two weeks till the convention, and then you’re gone for two weeks…that’s a whole month of no sex!” 
 
    “Aw…is that bad?” 
 
    “Honey! You know I can’t take that! I’m a three time a week guy! You can’t do this to me.” 
 
    “Not only can I, but I’m going to take advantage of your tongue every night until I leave.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Yes. And we’re starting tonight.” 
 
    With that she dragged him back to the bedroom. 
 
      
 
    Two weeks can last a lifetime. Especially if you’re knee deep in sex…but don’t get any. 
 
    Lara proved insatiable at night. Being locked up, but still able to receive pleasure, had made her hornier than she had ever been in her life! 
 
    Every night she dragged him off to bed.  
 
    Every morning she woke him up by grabbing his ears and pulling him down to her junction. 
 
    And every morning Rod was harder and harder. 
 
    At the end of week one he was dripping. 
 
    At the end of week two he was a faucet. He actually had to wear a panty pad to hide the pre-cum coming out of his weenie. 
 
    And what was worse was that she wouldn't let him masturbate. She checked on him in the bathroom. Slept on the outside of the bed so he couldn’t slip out int he middle of the night and relieve himself. 
 
    He was getting a haunted look about the eyes, and his skin was sallow. 
 
    He couldn’t keep his eyes off her. The hornier he got the more he wanted her, until he was literally following her around like a horny, little puppy dog. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    But, he had a plan. 
 
    This has been an excerpt from 
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    ‘Feminization at a Lesbian Summer Camp!’ 
 
    Read it on kindle or paperback 
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