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    A Note from the Author! 
 
      
 
    Got a good one for you this time! 
 
    We have blackmail, sexual orgies, conniving females, and 
 
    for a change, a heroic man! 
 
    Yea! Men! 
 
    Sit grab yourself a sodie pop, put your feet up and get ready for…the MILF, the lesbian and the Horn Dog! 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie 
 
      
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
    She was always uptight in May. 
 
    Jack noticed put the pieces together on the third year of their marriage.  
 
    Jane would start the month out cheerful enough, but as each day passed she would ratchet it up by a degree. 
 
    Or three degrees a day, because by the end of May, after 30 days, she would be irritable, snappy, not want to make love illogical, irrational, and…it was like she took a bitch pill on day 1 and it took 30 days for the full effect to be felt. 
 
    90% crazy. Shrieking at the slightest offense, imagined offense, and ready to rip his face off. 
 
    This year he was determined that it would not go like that. 
 
    On day one he explained it all to her, what he had observed, and how he wanted to fix this thing before she went crazy. 
 
    “Look, honey, I don’t know what it is, but you tend to go a little crazy. It’s like a 30 day period and you just get worse and worse and—“ 
 
    “Shut the fuck up!” she screamed. 
 
    He blinked. She had never spoken to him that way before. 
 
    Then she was crying, saying she was sorry, saying he was right, but there was nothing she could do about it. 
 
    “Do about what?” he asked. 
 
    “About whatever it is that makes me cranky.” 
 
    “But what is it? Is it the meeting with your old college roomies? You seem fine after that.” 
 
    “No! No!” But it was obvious that Jack had hit a nerve. 
 
    The next day, the 2nd, she was fine. Even loving. 
 
    But the third day she started to snap again. 
 
    “Honey! You’re doing it again! You’re getting irritable.” 
 
    “Just let me go through it, Jack.” 
 
    “Not if I can help you. Now tell me what’s going on.” 
 
    She was marginally better on the fourth day, and the fifth, then the sixth day came and she was totally bonkers. 
 
    She burned the eggs and the bacon. She backed the car into the back wall of the garage. She stood on the patio for a half hour and mumbled like a crazy lady. She was even pulling out her hair, and her appearance was sliding. 
 
    Jane was a beautiful woman, always took care of herself. She combed her long, blonde hair and styled it. She wore immaculate make up. But now she was looking sallow, even old, and there were pinch lines on her face.  
 
    She was a nervous wreck. 
 
    Jack had finally had enough. He made a pitcher of bourbon and Coke, poured half a damn bottle of bourbon and half a bottle of Coke into a pitcher filled with ice, and dragged her out to the patio. 
 
    “Sit down,” he commanded. 
 
    She had bitten her nails to the quick. Her hair was straggly. Her eyes darted here and there. 
 
    But she sat. 
 
    Really, she was too distracted to do anything else. 
 
    Jack sat opposite her and poured her a drink, and made her drink it. 
 
    She got a little more crazier in her talk, but the alcohol seemed to take some of the violence out of her. She didn’t snap at him, just drank and mumbled. 
 
    By the third drink she was sullen. 
 
    By the fourth drink she began to cry. 
 
    And on the fourth drink she talked. 
 
      
 
    TEN YEARS PREVIOUSLY… 
 
    “Hey, girlfriend, you ready for the party tonight?” 
 
    “I guess,” answered Jane, looking at her friend. 
 
    Molly was the best looking brunette on campus. Long, dark hair, blue eyes that pierced the soul. A body that made every man on campus bone up. 
 
    They were in their dorm room and Molly pulled Jane down to the bed and they sat on the edge and faced each other. 
 
    “What’s the deal, girl?” 
 
    “Nothing. I’m just nervous. Do you think they’re going to accept me?” 
 
    “Word has it they’re going to. Why do you doubt?” 
 
    “I’ve just never had a lot of confidence.” 
 
    “Well, let me tell you, you should have lots of confidence.” 
 
    Jane just sat and twined her hands like she was washing them. 
 
    “But there is one thing that will totally convince everybody that you are the one for Tri Pi. 
 
    Tri Pi, or Pi Pi Pi was the sorority house Jane was trying to be accepted by. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “Do something wild. Let them know you’re the right one for this place.” 
 
    “Like what.” 
 
    Molly pursed her lips, then got up and closed the door to their room. She sat down again and took Jane’s hands and held them. 
 
    “Listen, sweetheart, there is one thing that will work. I’ve been here three years, and I‘ve seen it work every year, and for a lot of different girls.” 
 
    “What?” Jane focused on her friend. If there as something she could do… 
 
    “Well, I don’t know if you’ve noticed, but a lot of the girls here break down into one of three groups. One third are Lesbian, one third are bi, and the last third is regular, old boring heterosexual. That means that the bis and the Lesbians outnumber the good, old girls, and if you were to somehow convince them that you were one of them…that should do it.” 
 
    “But, Molly!” Jane protested. “I’m not Lesbian or bi!” 
 
    “You don’t have to be. All you have to do is convince them that you are.” 
 
    “But how do I do that?” 
 
    Molly lowered her voice, as if there was somebody in the room listening to her. “Just get friendly with the ones that count. Give them a kiss. Do things with them. Believe me, you’ll have all the votes you need in no time at all.” 
 
    Now Jane really bit her lip. 
 
    “I don’t know if I can do that,” she whispered. 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Because…because I’m not attracted to girls. I like boys. Kissing a girl, or doing something with one…that…it sort of…” 
 
    Molly leaned forward and kissed Jane. Right on the mouth. 
 
    Jane jerked back and touched her lips. 
 
    “Did that hurt?” 
 
    “Nu…no.” 
 
    Jane was gulping, feeling her lips, and her mind was shocked. 
 
    “See, it’s easy. You don’t have to love anybody, you don’t have to fall in love, all you have to do is have fun. It’s easy. Try it.” 
 
    Jane stared, and her thoughts were wild. Could she? Dare she? 
 
    Molly leaned forward, twined a finger gently in Jane’s golden hair. She tugged gently, closed her eyes and puckered up. 
 
    Jane could hardly breath. Her heart was pounding, making a big thudding sound in her ample chest. 
 
    “Come on, honey. It’s just a body. It’s just lips. You’ve kissed people before. What’s the difference between me and a guy?” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Just pretend they’re your favorite boyfriend’s lips. 
 
    More tugging of the hair, and slowly Jane leaned in. Time seemed to slow down and everything in the world became crystal clear, sharp and focused. 
 
    Jane stared at Molly’s lips, coming closer, so red. So plump. So…wet looking. 
 
    She felt a desire whelming in her chest, but she was scared. 
 
    But Molly kept tugging, and then, like the Titanic brushing against an iceberg, their lips touched. 
 
    Just a split second, then Jane moved back. “Oh, no,” she whimpered. 
 
    Molly smiled. “That wasn’t so bad, was it?” 
 
    “No,” but Jane looked down at the floor. She felt a deep mortification within herself. What had she done? 
 
    “Then let me try it with you. “Close your eyes. Just close and wait, and I’ll touch my lips to yours. 
 
    In spite of herself, all her misgivings, Jane closed her eyes. She even pursed her lips. 
 
    Molly leaned forward. 
 
    Jane could feel her body getting closer. She gave a shiver. Fear? Or anticipation? 
 
    Then Molly’s lips landed on hers. 
 
    The first time she had only felt a touch. It had ben electric, but there had been no real perception of the deed. 
 
    Now she felt the softness of Molly’s lips. She felt the way her girlfriend’s lips pressed on hers, the taste of Molly’s lipstick. And Molly’s hand accidentally brushed her breast. 
 
    She thought it was accidental. 
 
    She tried to convince herself it was accidental. 
 
    The kiss lasted for about four seconds. Four seconds that was a lifetime, and yet, when Molly’s lips moved back Jane felt like it had been too short for her to really understand what had happened. 
 
    “Open your eyes.” 
 
    Jane did, and Molly smiled at her. “Was that bad?” 
 
    Jane shook her head. She was trembling and she didn’t trust her voice to speak. 
 
    “Now you kiss me.” 
 
    Back and forth they went. Each kiss a little longer, a little harder, and passion began to build. 
 
    Then Molly touched Jane’s breasts, and it definitely wasn’t an accident. 
 
    Jane drew in her breath. 
 
    Then Molly was hugging her. “It’s okay. It’s natural. Just relax.” 
 
    Molly drew back. “Do you think you can do it with Shirley? Or Brenda?” 
 
    “I don’t…I don’t…” 
 
    “Then we just need to practice a little more. Let’s do it again, and this time I’ll be a little more forward. I’ll touch your boobs, and all you have to do is feel good. Can you do that? Can you just feel good?” 
 
    Jane nodded. 
 
    “Excellent. Here we go.” 
 
    Molly kissed her, deeply kissed her, and one hand came up and cupped Jane’s breast. Cupped it, and a thumb rubbed at her nipple. 
 
    Jane’s nipples were rock hard, and she felt a shock travel from her breasts to her pussy. She gasped. 
 
    Then Molly gently pushed her back on the bed. She crouched over her and kept kissing her and kissing her. Her hands roamed freely, and she started to unbutton Jane’s dress. 
 
    Jane had thoughts that she should stop this. That it wasn’t worth it to turn into…into a Lesbian! just to join a sorority. 
 
    But she didn’t act on the thoughts. 
 
    What she did was feel Molly’s lips, and her own hand came up timidly and touched Molly. 
 
    Then Molly’s hand was softly stroking her mons. Touching her between her legs, rubbing her button through her panties. 
 
    “That’s it, girlfriend. Just pretend I’m your lover.” 
 
    They lay, twined, making out, and Jane’s resistance dwindled down to nothing. 
 
    Molly pulled her panties down and touched her there. She undid her bra and sucked on her nipples. 
 
    “Just as if I was a man,” Molly breathed into her ear. “You can touch me, too.” 
 
    Jane found herself exploring Molly’s body. She had never done that with a girl. Had barely done it with boys, and…it was wonderful. 
 
    The soft flesh, the gentle lips, the turgid nipples. It was a world that resembled her own world. 
 
    So she felt, so she gave. 
 
    And somewhere in there…there was a massive explosion that took her breath away, made her arch her back and rob her of breath and…and it was truly glorious. 
 
      
 
    TEN YEARS LATER… 
 
    “And that’s how it started. I had affairs with half the women in the sorority. More than half, because I was voted in without any problem.” 
 
    Jack sat next to her and held her hands and listened. “So why are you so uptight when May comes around?” 
 
    “Don’t you understand, Jack?” she wailed. “I’m a lesbian!” 
 
    Jack blinked, and was frozen for a minute, then he started chuckling. 
 
    Jane stared at him and didn’t know what to think. Why was her husband laughing at her? 
 
    “Honey, just because you made love to women doesn’t make you a lesbian.” 
 
    “What? Of course it does!” 
 
    “What am I?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “What am I? What sex am I?” 
 
    “You’re a man,” she blurted, staring at him with wide, frightened eyes. 
 
    “Correct. If you were a lesbian wouldn’t I be a woman?” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but—“ 
 
    “Furthermore, I understand that you made love to women in the past, but do you now?” 
 
    She said nothing. 
 
    Suddenly Jack was confused. Why wasn’t she answering him. “Jane?” 
 
    “That’s just it,” she sobbed. “I have.” 
 
    “You…you have? You do now?” 
 
    She nodded, unable to see for the tears flooding from her eyes. 
 
    “I don’t…what do you mean?” 
 
    “In May…May 30th…Molly and the others come to town.  And then…then…” 
 
    “Are you telling me that when you go to your class reunions on the 30th of May…that you…” 
 
    “Oh, Jack!” She fell into his arms and sobbed uncontrollably. 
 
    Jack held her, and his mind was truly messed. But his heart belonged to Jane. 
 
    He whispered, “It’s okay. I love you. I still love you, and I’ll always love you.” 
 
    It took a while for Jane to calm down, but Jack simply held on and reassured her of his love, and slowly she stopped crying. 
 
    Then she said, “But that’s not all…” 
 
      
 
    SEVEN YEARS PREVIOUSLY… 
 
    Graduation was held early that year. It was held on May 30th. 
 
    Two weeks previous had been finals week. Then there was a week of do nothing but prepare for graduation. 
 
    Girls ordered their gowns. Bought dresses for the parties afterwards, and drank a lot. 
 
    Jane had finished with honors, and she had become one of the most popular girls in Tri Pi history. 
 
    She helped the other girls with their problems. She smoothed out boyfriends and tutored and…made love. 
 
    Some of the girls wondered how she did it: got straight As while tutoring and then sleeping with a different girl every night. 
 
    But the answer was simple. One, Jane was smart. Two, tutoring helped cement her own knowledge, it was better than grinding away at the study wheel. 
 
    Thus, graduation was held at two in the afternoon. Hundreds of girls marched up to the stage and accepted their diplomas. Then hundreds of girls through their caps into the air and screamed and high fived and even kissed each other. 
 
    And the parties started. 
 
    Tri Pi was ground zero for partying. They had the raunchiest girls on the campus. They were all sex starved sluts, and they were ready, after a year of grinding the books, to let loose. 
 
    And Jane was the raunchiest of them all. 
 
    “I’m going to miss you, girlfriend,” Molly brushed her hair and checked her make up for the umpteenth time. They could already hear the guests—mostly well hung boys—arriving downstairs. 
 
    “And I’m going to miss you more,” smiled Jane. “You’ve taught me a lot.” 
 
    “Yeah, well the student has surpassed the teacher in your case.” 
 
    Ready, looking beautiful, they gripped hands and walked down the stairs. 
 
    Dozens of girls were sitting, dancing, drinking, chatting up the boys. There were a dozen kegs ready to be tapped in the kitchen, and a couple of cases of hard stuff. 
 
    The girls raised a cheer at the sight of Jane and Molly, and Jane smiled. 
 
    Molly’s eyes tightened a little. She was listening to her friend’s name being tossed up at them more than her own. And Molly was…envious. 
 
    She had been envious a couple of years previous when Jane started to outshine her. Jane’s popularity…her cheerfulness and the way she helped everybody…that was beyond Molly. 
 
    And she didn’t like it. 
 
    Drinks were thrust into hands, Jane and Molly entered into the festivities, and the night began to swell with revelry. 
 
    Jane, popular and happy, drank a lot. She grew more and more tipsy. She wandered through the party, kissing men and women with abandon. This was her last night at college! 
 
    Molly followed along, her heart burning at being outshone, and she fed Jane drinks, while relatively abstaining herself. 
 
    Finally, the party at a peak, Molly led Jane downstairs to the basement.  
 
    The basement was crowded with stuff. Bing signs, scenery and costumes from plays, all manner of things. 
 
    There were also three rooms, which rooms were often used for assignations. 
 
    “Where are we going?” Jane asked, giggling. 
 
    “Jane, honey, we need to have one last night before we leave this place.” 
 
    “Yeah! One more night! Whoopee!” 
 
    Molly led her into one of the three rooms. She didn’t turn on the lights, just started undressing Jane. 
 
    Jane was too drunk to undress Molly. She lay on a bed and the room spun about her and she laughed and enjoyed here drunkenness. 
 
    Then Molly mounted her. Except that Jane had a penis. 
 
    Well, that was okay, in Jane’s drunken mind. Molly did have a strap on, and…funny, it didn’t feel like a strap on. It felt hot, like flesh, and the way it slithered in her hole…God, it felt good.” 
 
    “Oh, Molly,” she moaned. 
 
    Male laughter. “She thinks I’m a girl!” 
 
    That was when Jane realized that things were not what they seemed , and that she was too drunk. 
 
      
 
    SEVEN YEARS LATER… 
 
    “I spent the night on my back. Molly arranged it all. She kept the boys, and the girls, coming down. All night long. I pulled that train, and…I don’t know how many there were, but…” 
 
    “Jane, it’s okay,” Jack kept his arms around her. Her story had been surreal, but it was as if it had happened to someone else, not the beautiful woman he had married. 
 
    “No! you don’t understand…” 
 
    “I do. You were forced to do what you did, and—“ 
 
    “I wasn’t forced! I could have got upset! I could have pushed and fought and even left. There were enough girls there they would have helped me, but I didn’t object. I didn’t protest. I…I enjoyed it!” 
 
    Now Jack was speechless. It had gone from a story of abuse to a story of lust. 
 
    For a while Jane just sobbed and sniffed and held on. 
 
    Jack held on, too. And he thought. 
 
    He thought about how people all do crazy things when they’re young. He thought about how people judge each other, and how much misery that caused. 
 
    Most of all, he thought about how much he loved Jane. 
 
    Did the fact that she had had a hundred lovers a lifetime ago really matter? 
 
    And, in the end, through a little cogitation, he knew that it didn’t. 
 
    He loved Jane. He wanted to live his life with her. 
 
    No matter how bad her story was, nothing could change that. 
 
    “Jane,” he spoke softly to her, his mouth near her ear. “It’s all over now. You’re safe, and it won’t happen again. I’m here for you.” 
 
    “Damn it, Jack! Don’t you understand?” 
 
    “What?” Once again confusion assailed him. 
 
    “On April 30th is the reunion, and it hasn’t stopped. Once a year, on April 30th my sorority sisters show up. They bring their boyfriends and their husbands, and even casual acquaintances, and they…they…do it all again!” 
 
    “But…just don’t go!” 
 
    “I can’t! I have to go! Molly…Molly took a video of that night! She shows it every year to the people, and she says that if I don’t show up she’ll release it! Jack! She’ll show it to my parents, my friends! It’ll end up on Youtube! 
 
    And this time the tears seemed as if they would never stop. 
 
      
 
    Jane cried herself into exhaustion and finally passed out. 
 
    Jack picked her up and carried her to bed, and he thought about all that she had told him. 
 
    He understood how she was conflicted, and it all seemed to be based around this girl, Molly. 
 
    It was Molly who had seduced her. Molly who had taken her down to the basement. And Jane had explained that it was Molly who kept the yearly get togethers going. 
 
    And if he could loosen Molly’s hold on his wife…that would probably end everything. 
 
    The yearly get togethers would stop, and Jane would at last be free from the evil influence of the woman. 
 
    The question was…how was he going to accomplish that? 
 
      
 
    The month passed slowly. 
 
    The 10th day came and Jane had nightmares. 
 
    The 11th and 12th were mild, with only one outburst when they were at lunch. 
 
    Jack had taken her home quickly and watched over her. 
 
    Now that he understood the source of her concern he was better able to handle it. 
 
    She had two bad days leading up to the 20th, and Jack handled them, but the bad news was that he hadn’t come up with a plan yet. 
 
    The 22nd and 23rd passed, and now Jane was truly at her wit’s end. She spent the days deeply depressed, and ending them sobbing uncontrollably. 
 
    She might say she liked the yearly get togethers, but it was obvious they were the source of great trauma. 
 
    Then the 25th arrived, and Jack finally came up with a plan. 
 
    In ways, it was a dumb plan, and it depending on certain factors. 
 
    But if it worked…Molly’s influence would be destroyed. 
 
    He hoped. 
 
    He explained the plan to Jane, who was dead set against it, and for a variety of good reasons. 
 
    “What if you get caught before you can…you know?” 
 
    “Then I’ll get caught. But if you do your job, then I should be able to do my job.” 
 
    “There are going to be men there, and they might not like it!” 
 
    “They can cry me a river!” 
 
    “Jack! They might hurt you!” 
 
    “And I might hurt them! Listen. I’ll set everything up. And when it’s all done her hold over you will be broken. Isn’t that worth a try?” 
 
    “But what if the video gets out?” 
 
    Jack took her hands and smiled into her frightened eyes. 
 
    “Honey, I don’t care. You might lose some friends, but if you do, they weren’t your friends to begin with. Real friends will stand by you.” 
 
    “But…but…but…” 
 
    But Jack handled each objection with a quiet confidence that finally began to calm his wife down. 
 
      
 
    The 29th arrived, and Jane was a mix of nerves and a strange kind of energy. 
 
    Could Jack do it? Could he rescue her from the video and Molly? He thought so. And Jane prayed so. 
 
    Molly called Jane and Jack listened in on the extension. 
 
    “Hey, girlfriend, are you ready for another party?” Her voice was low and sultry and even sexy, but it was also arrogant. 
 
    Jack knew, from listening to Molly, that she was a bully. 
 
    “I’m…I’m ready.” 
 
    Jack heard the loss of confidence in his wife’s voice. Damn! She was going to need confidence if they were going to pull this off! 
 
    “Excellent. I’ve got a lot of people who want to see you do your thing.” 
 
    “Molly…Molly…” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Could I have…that video? Could you give it to me this time?” 
 
    “Are you kidding? Girlfriend! That is worth gold to me.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to do this anymore!” 
 
    “Too bad, so sad,” Molly laughed. “Be at the Sheraton tomorrow at seven. Everybody will arrive at nine, and we’ll party till dawn, girlfriend, and you’ll have a grand, old time.” 
 
    Click. 
 
    Jack took the phone from his wife’s hand and hung it up. 
 
    Jane bent her head and fell against him. “I can’t do this!” she cried. “I can’t!” 
 
    “It’s okay, honey. Quiet now. I’ll take care of everything.” 
 
    It took a long time for Jane to get to sleep that night, but she did. As she slept fitfully Jack went over his plans. His eyes had a determined look, and it took him a while to get to sleep, too. 
 
      
 
    The 30th of May. A beautiful, glorious, wonderful day, which contained dire trauma for Jane. 
 
    Jack woke up early. He hadn’t had much sleep, but he wasn’t sleepy.  
 
    He headed over for the Sheraton and had breakfast, and scoped the place out. 
 
    Like most hotels it had security, but at this early in the morning it was one chubby guy who yawned a lot, and who was more interested in talking to the girls at the front desk than making rounds. 
 
    He made a simple call to check on which room he would be in. He gave his name as ‘Mr. Molly Walden.’ 
 
    “Room 432, sir.” 
 
    “And it will be ready when?” 
 
    “Three o’clock.” 
 
    “Any chance of checking in early?” 
 
    “Sorry, sir, but we need the 12 to 3 slot for our maids to prepare the room.” 
 
    “Okay, no prob. I’ll take in a movie.” 
 
    And that was it.  
 
    He went out to his van and put his tools in a carry on bag, then entered the hotel. He was dressed casual, but he looked like a person heading up to his room. 
 
    He walked right past security, smiled at the girl at the front desk, and stepped onto the elevator. 
 
    He walked down the hallway and was going to knock on the door to 432, but he didn’t have to. As he approached a family of five herded into the hallway. The father and mother were busy with the children, and Jack graciously held the door open for them. And managed to crumple up a business card and stuff it into the bolt hole. 
 
    The family smiled and left to check out, and Jack had complete access to the room. 
 
    It was a big room, and had a dining area, a living area, and two bedrooms. One of the bedrooms was very large. 
 
    Jack opened up his carry on bag and took out his tools. 
 
    First, he set up microphones in the overhead lights. Though the apartment was big, he managed to set up six mikes which would pick up sound everywhere. 
 
    Every apartment has pictures. These are usually screwed to the walls so people wouldn’t walk off with them. He quickly unscrewed four pictures in the rooms and installed cameras. 
 
    Then he overturned a couch and put a holder for a computer on the bottom. He righted the couch, checked that the computer would slide in easily, latched it so it wouldn't accidentally fall out, then brought it out and checked all his connections. 
 
    He had four pictures and complete sound. 
 
    He smiled. 
 
    He set the computer to start recording at seven o’clock, cleaned up evidence of his visit, and left.  
 
    Downstairs in his van he checked that the computer upstairs was linked to another computer, and he was in business.  
 
    Interestingly enough, this was the easy part of the set up. He was a guy, he understood computers, and he was handy with tools, and the materials he had used he either had, or they were available from his local Best Buy. 
 
    The hard part was what he was going to do that afternoon. A frown on his face, but determined to get his wife out from under the thumb of Molly, he headed for home. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, honey. Make me a woman.” 
 
    Jane stared at him. “What?” 
 
    “I’m going to need to get into that apartment. From what you’ve told me it’s going to be mostly women. Women with dildos, and a handful of men. The men will be known factors. A few horny hubbies, and that’s about it. So to get in I’m going to have to go as a woman.” 
 
    “But…I can’t make you into a woman?” 
 
    “Why not? You understand make up, and clothes, and you can give me some pointers on how to walk and talk and sit and all that. Besides, you said she keeps the place dimly lit, provides the ambience, or atmosphere, or whatever. So I don’t have to be perfect, and I’m slender, and we’ve got those fake boobs your Aunt had before she passed…why not?” 
 
    “Well, uh, I never thought of you as…as girly!” 
 
    “First time for everything. It’s one o’clock right now, so that gives us an afternoon to make me into a dish. Chop chop. Let’s get started.” 
 
    Jane got started. 
 
    “First, you’re going to have to wash all that hair off.” 
 
    “Wash? Don’t you mean shave?” 
 
    “No. You can just use some Nair. Fifteen minutes, and it’ll get all the hard to reach places.” 
 
    Sure enough, fifteen minutes later Jack was baby butt bald. Not a hair on his body, except for his head. 
 
    “Are you sure about this?” asked Jane, sitting him down at her vanity table.” 
 
    “You betchum.” 
 
    Jane’s hands were shaking a little when she started, but she was familiar with applying make up, and that settled her down. Soon she had him cleansed and primed and she was applying foundation. 
 
    “This is sort of fun,” she murmured, taking a moment to pluck his eyebrows. 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    She giggled. “Mr. Happy thinks it’s fun, too.” She pointed at his lap where his dingus was boned up and vibrating. 
 
    Jack grinned and blushed. “Okay. It is sort of fun. I get to feel your hands all over me, it’s intimate…now I know why women like to put on make up.” 
 
    That little exchange really broke the ice, and Jane started pulling out the stops. She gave him fine arches over his eyes, false eyelashes, plumped his lips up and painted them. 
 
    And she stopped every once in a while and just touched her lips to his. 
 
    “God, you are so delicious,” muttered Jane. “I’d love to take you to bed and just ravage you.” 
 
    “Later, baby,” said Jack, pushing his boner down. 
 
    She pierced his ears and hung dangling strands from his lobes. 
 
    She put a wig on him. “Honey, if your hair was a little longer we could just give you a trim and style you.” 
 
    “Some other time,” he said. 
 
    Watching himself in the mirror his heart was pounding. Truth was…he was really turned on. Really turned on. 
 
    He hadn’t been this horny…ever! 
 
    And if he was horny it was worse for Jane. 
 
    “Oh, Lord,” she whispered. “Can’t we just forget about tonight and just fuck?” 
 
    “If only,” he sighed. 
 
    But they had to do this. 
 
    She put glue on his chest and on the back of her aunt’s falsies, then pressed them to his chest. Ten minutes later he was wearing a bra, and he needed to. He had big, old knockers that, truth, turned him on. 
 
    And turned her on. 
 
    She felt the pull, and wanted to bury her head in his cleavage and…she helped him into his lingerie. 
 
    He wore a corset, very tight, and nylons.  
 
    He wiggled into a dark blue dress. Dark. He didn't want to stand out, he wanted to blend in. He didn’t want people inspecting him minutely. 
 
    And, finally, he was ready. 
 
    He had an hourglass body, his face was totally feminine, and…he looked like a woman. 
 
    “Honey, you are perfect.” 
 
    “I really look like a woman?” 
 
    She drew him into the foyer and they stood in front of the wall mirror. 
 
    They weren’t a man and his wife, a man a woman…they were two women. 
 
    Sexy, beautiful, and ready for action! 
 
    Jane then said the most interesting thing: “Honey. I like you like this. For the first time in a long time…I don’t feel nervous. At all.” 
 
    Jack stared at her in the mirror, and he started to wonder.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
    Jack spent that afternoon listening to his wife, and copying her, and trying to move like a woman. 
 
    There was a lot to learn.  
 
    There were simple things, like walking in heels, which about broke his ankles, but which he got pretty good at in the short time he had. 
 
    There was sitting with the knees cross and not the ankles. 
 
    There was how you move the hands and arms, how to carry a purse, dozens of little things. 
 
    The fine print in how to be a woman. 
 
    Then there were the difficult things, how to make his voice sound higher than it was, keeping his chin low to help conceal his Adam’s apple. 
 
    There was nothing he could do about the length of his fingers. 
 
    But, by seven o’clock he was as ready as he would ever be. 
 
    “Okay, honey, drive me over to the hotel.” 
 
    She did, and he got out of the van and turned to her. “You don’t have to touch anything, just watch.” 
 
    “But what if something does go wrong?” 
 
    He grinned, his teeth white behind his red lips. “Then I’m a gone gosling.” 
 
    She worried, and it showed. 
 
    “Look, honey, there’s not much that could happen. What’s she going to do? Call security? Admit to blackmailing you and holding an orgy?” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but…” she nibbled on her lip and wrung her hands. 
 
    But Jack had to go. He sashayed across the patio like entrance to the hotel and entered. And thought: Abandon all hope, ye who enter here. 
 
    But he was pretty sure Dante had never dressed up as a woman. 
 
    Past a couple of security guards who glanced at him—he was good looking, but didn’t look like a whore—and onto the elevator. 
 
    Upsy dupsy, and his stomach was in knots. He had reassured Jane, but that didn’t reassure him. 
 
    He really had no clue how this was going to go. Things looked good on paper, but as Mike Tyson had pointed out, a plan works fine until you get hit in the face. 
 
    He stepped off the elevator and walked down the hall and knocked on the door to room 432. 
 
    A moment, and the door opened. 
 
    Molly. She was good looking. Better looking than Jane had said, but then Jane didn’t like her too much. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    Jack cleared his throat and said in a higher tone, in a whispery, sultry manner, “I’m here for Jane.” 
 
    Molly cocked her head, and frowned, and for a moment Jack thought it wasn’t going to work. She was going to give him the heave ho before he even made it in. 
 
    And he didn’t have a plan B. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Jane couldn’t make it. I’m here to take her place. 
 
    Slowly, suspicion was replaced by contemplation. 
 
    Jack kept his head lowered and endured Molly’s assessment. 
 
    Suddenly Molly opened the door and stood back. 
 
    Jack walked into the lion’s den. He looked around as he entered the room he had already been in. “Nice,” he whispered. 
 
    Molly spun him around and kissed him. 
 
    He didn’t expect that, but maybe he should have. Molly wanted to sample the goods. 
 
    She felt his tits, and he moaned as if he really felt them. 
 
    She reached down and grabbed his mons. 
 
    This was the tricky part. He had tied his cock back. A simple loop that would come loose with a pull, and his cock would spring up. But right now it was pulled tight and all she felt was a mushy mons, no dick. And there was too much dress and panty and corset in the way for here to feel that there was no slit. 
 
    Jack enjoyed the kiss for a while. Molly might have the morals of a mid east dictator, but she knew how to liplock a…woman. 
 
    He had to be careful. He tried not to kiss like a man, but to be softer, more yielding. To give way, 
 
    Then he suddenly pushed her away. 
 
    “What?” asked Molly. She was flushed. Turned on. 
 
    Jack maneuvered until he knew the cameras were covering them both. He was right under a light fixture and the sound would be clear. 
 
    He had thought a lot about what he should say. He couldn’t just come out and accuse Molly, he had to play this sneaky. 
 
    “I want to know how much I’m going to be paid.” 
 
    Molly blinked. “You don’t get paid!” 
 
    “You’re saying you don’t pay Jane?” 
 
    “Of course not!” 
 
    “Then how do you get her to put on an orgy?” 
 
    Molly smiled. “Want a drink?” 
 
    She was moving, and Jack tried to figure out the footwork so he could get her in front of another camera. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    Molly mixed a couple of bourbon and Cokes and brought them to him. 
 
    She was careful, but not that careful. Jack saw her hand move, and when she handed him his drink he could see the sprinkle of white flecks on the surface of the drink. 
 
    Roofie. Rohypnol. Molly was a cagey one. 
 
    Molly led him to the couch, holding her drink, not sipping. 
 
    He didn’t sip, either, and he was waiting his chance. 
 
    They sat, and she put her drink on the coffee table. 
 
    So did he. 
 
    She frowned. 
 
    He kissed her again. It was the only thing he could think of. And while his lips were locked to hers he simply moved the glasses around. 
 
    And, God of Gods…she didn’t feel his shoulder moving, his hand moving, or tumble to the fact that their glasses were switched. 
 
    Jack prayed to the Gods, because what he had just tried only worked in the movies. 
 
    She pushed him away. Business before pleasure now. 
 
    He picked up his glass and made a show of taking a big glug. 
 
    “Damn!” he whispered. “You are hot.” 
 
    “So are you. What’s your name.” 
 
    Name! Fuck! He hadn’t picked out a name! “Shirley,” he said, and where he got that name from he would never know. It just popped into his mind, then his mouth, and he was Shirley forever more. 
 
    “Now what do you mean Jane doesn’t get paid? Why not?” 
 
    Molly might be a dirty slime, but she was arrogant. She smirked. “I’ve got something on her.” 
 
    Jack expected Molly to be less forthcoming, but she was like a criminal that has gotten away with something for so long she felt the need to brag. 
 
    “I’ve got a video from college. I tricked her, got her drunk, and she made love to all the girls, and even their boyfriends. Now I just threaten to show the video, and she buckles.” 
 
    Jack snickered, “What a sap,” and wanted to choke the life out of Molly. 
 
    He kept his face pleasant, however, and said, “So what are you going to do? Are you going to show the world her video? Now that I showed up instead of her?” 
 
    “Probably not. Oh, I would, but I can use it next year.” 
 
    “Which brings us back to this year. I thought I was going to get paid for this gig.” 
 
    “Sure, I can pay you. What’s your pussy worth for a night?” She was lying through her teeth, waiting for the roofie to take hold. 
 
    “How many people did you have lined up to fuck Jane?” 
 
    “A couple of hundred. There’s the girls from the sorority, and their friends, and then there’s husbands and boyfriends.” 
 
    “I want a couple of thousand if I’m going to screw that many people.” 
 
    Molly blinked, and her eyes seemed a little hazy. 
 
    “It’s hot in here.” 
 
    “I’ll turn down the AC in a moment. Is a couple of thousand all right?” 
 
    “Sure.” But she wasn’t sure. She was a little dizzy. 
 
    Jack kept her talking, explaining about the blackmail, talking about how she lined people up and got them to pay good money for a fuck with Jane. 
 
    “She’s a sexy bitch,” Molly admitted. “I love screwing her myself. But then I’m a lesbian.” 
 
    “You are, eh? Do you have many schemes like this?” 
 
    Molly wiped her forehead, which was beading up with perspiration. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. I don’t know why I’m telling you this…” she looked confused. 
 
    “But you are. So tell me about these other schemes.” 
 
    “I have a dozen women that I have compromised, some of them very important women. I’ve got a mayor, the wives of corporate bosses, I’ve even got a pro golfer. I seduce them, as a woman, then I feed them roofies and get a bunch of men to screw them. I’ve got it all on video, and I blackmail the women. Believe me, these women will do anything to avoid being discovered.” Molly laughed loudly. Then frowned. “Why am I telling…” 
 
    “So how much money have you collected from these women?” 
 
    “Oh, over the years, millions. I blackmail them, and I charge the people who want to screw them, and…” Molly went on and on.  
 
    Jack asked her for details, and got the bonus. 
 
    “Oh, it’s all here, on my computer.” 
 
    “Everything? The videos and the lists of people and how much they paid?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. I keep it with me all the time. No way I’m going to let my livelihood out of my sight.” 
 
    “It’s on the computer over there? the computer on the kitchen table.” 
 
    “”Yep,” she chortled. 
 
    “And there’s no other copy?” 
 
    “Nope!” 
 
    Jack smiled and looked at the camera, winked, then turned back to Molly. “Jane’s going to come up here and you’re going to give her the computer. Then you’re going to forget about it. Forget about me being here. Forget about Jane getting the computer.” 
 
    “Oh,” her brow furrowed. 
 
    “And you’re going to be happy about it.” 
 
    “Oh,” and she smiled. 
 
    A few minutes later Jane showed up. Molly handed her the computer and grinned and closed the door. She came back to the couch and sat down. 
 
    Jack continued grilling Jane for another hour. He got everything, including her family history, the fact that she liked chocolates, and that she hated people, especially men.  
 
    She hated them so much that she wouldnt’ screw them. That was why she liked women only, so she could put on her big dildo and screw them. 
 
    She wasn’t making love for love’s sake; she had a soul worse than a Grinch’s. 
 
    Jack decided to handle that. 
 
    It was almost nine o’clock, people were due to arrive at any second, and Jack held her hands and smiled into her face and gave his best, and most loving command. 
 
    “Tonight is different, Molly. Tonight you love everybody. All your bad memories are gone, and they are replaced by the good memories. They are replaced by the people who show up here and who will love you.” 
 
    She didn’t even frown now. She was totally under the Rohypnol. 
 
    “You’re going to fuck everybody, men and women alike, and each one is going to be better than the last. You will have a night filled with orgasms. And you’re going to want to do this every month on the 30th. The 28th in February.” 
 
    “I’m going to screw men?” Slight frown. 
 
    “It’s different now, Molly. Men love you, and you love them. This is the night of your life. This is the night you realize the truth of yourself. This is the night you love everybody.” 
 
    He kept talking and talking, reinforcing his commands, until he heard a tap on the door. 
 
    “Answer the door, take them into the bedroom, fuck them.” 
 
    Jack stepped into the second bedroom, out of the light, and watched. 
 
    Molly went to the door, hugged and kissed a couple, then led them directly into the bedroom. All the while her eyes glowed with a fever, a lust, and a desire. 
 
    Jack heard the sounds of clothes being removed, the sounds of bed springs, the sounds of people making mad, sloppy love. 
 
    He smiled. 
 
    Tap, tap. 
 
    Jack kept his face down and he answered the door for a half hour. 
 
    Dozens of people, scores of people, entered, and were directed back tot he bedroom. 
 
    When he wasn’t answering the door he was pouring drinks, making sure everybody was getting blotto. 
 
    And he kept his head down the whole while, even borrowing a hat, a cowboy hat of all things, from one of the visitors, and trying to keep his face out of the view of the cameras. 
 
    Not that he couldn’t erase himself later, he just wanted to make things easy. 
 
    Then, after an hour, he unclipped the computer under the couch and simply walked out. He left the door ajar, packing a piece of paper into the bolt hole so it wouldn't lock. 
 
    Passersby could see, if they bent their head slightly and peeked through the crack, over fifty people, many of them in stages of undress, flashing boobs, sucking cock, and having a great time. 
 
    He walked down the hall, not bothering to shut the computer off. He left it running, and it recorded everything all the way down to the ground floor. 
 
    He had intended on making a complaint about the noise in room 432, but he didn’t have to. A half a dozen cops burst through the front door and rushed through the lobby and onto the elevator. 
 
    Security personnel were rushing up stairs. 
 
    The whole darned city was going to be in on this bust. 
 
    Jack hesitated for a moment, then shrugged. The computer was still recording, so he stepped behind a pillar, out of sight of any security or the girls at the front desk. 
 
    He watched on the computer as the cops burst into the room. 
 
    People screaming, trying to get dressed. 
 
    Small fights which were quickly ended with a billy club. 
 
    And Molly in the bedroom. Oh, that was the sweetest. 
 
    She was taking a cock in her pussy and a cock in her back hole. A woman was having her suck on her strap on. Two women were perched on her hands and she was fingering them off. 
 
    A crowd of naked people stood around the bed, stroking themselves,  fingering themselves, making out, and waiting for their turn. 
 
    Jack watched as the dazed Molly tried to entice the cops to screw her, then smiled and closed the computer. 
 
    He walked out of the Sheraton, got into the van, and Jane drove him home. 
 
      
 
    The scandal was massive. 
 
    Nearly a hundred people were gathered up in what police called the ‘bust of the century.’ 
 
    Many of the people were very important. There were politicians, corporate leaders, influencers…anybody who was somebody was busted.  The jail house was filled that night, and every crooked lawyer in town, which was all of them, showed up to get their clients out of jail. 
 
    The media, of course, went crazy. For two days names and faces were paraded across the flat screens of America. Then, some kind of a miracle, the news died away. 
 
    One day it was everywhere, the next day..nowhere. 
 
    The people who had gotten busted had connections, and the connections were made, and the news reported none of the real news. Instead, they started covering puff stories, labeling victims of the ‘bust of the century’ as honorable people who donated their time and energy to orphanages and hurricane victims and…and on and on. 
 
    If there was any winner to this thing it wold have been the poor people who had suffered actual tragedy. 
 
    But people remembered, and there was a grumbling undertone about the rich who could buy the media, but…it was going away. 
 
    It was going away faster than Jeffrey Epstein’s black book. 
 
    Except… 
 
      
 
    Jack thought long and hard about what he had. 
 
    He didn’t want to blackmail anybody, he just wanted the truth to come out. He wanted the guilty to reap the consequences. 
 
    Molly had blackmailed and pimped. Customers had paid money and taken advantage. They had to be held accountable. 
 
    Thus, about a week later several internet independent news groups received computer storage devices in the mail. 
 
    On the storage devices were the list of clients Molly had made, but with a few names removed. 
 
    On the storage devices were videos of orgies, with certain faces blurred out, including Jack’s. 
 
    Jack did his best to figure out who was guilty and who was a victim, and he did pretty good. 
 
    The internet newsies blasted the videos, uncensored, across the net, and the uproar started all over again. 
 
    And the proof was so conclusive, so damning, that the authorities had to arrest many of the people all over again. New charges had to be filed. Judges who had let people off were suddenly in the limelight, and…this time Jack had the effect that he wished. 
 
    Molly was out of business and in hiding. People were threatening her life, and she would be literally on the run for the rest of her life. 
 
    Important people who had victimized the blackmail victims were suddenly brought down, and even incarcerated. 
 
    And nobody knew who had sent the storage devices to the newsies. 
 
      
 
    Later that year, when Jack filled out his taxes, he had a few extra write offs. He never went back for his cameras and mikes. He had computer storage devices to write off, and he was a happy man. 
 
    Jane, of course, was thrilled beyond belief. 
 
    She was, at last, out from under the thumb of a truly wicked person. 
 
    But she still had problems. 
 
    June passed, and August, and Jane had not made love to Jack. 
 
    Jack was puzzled, but he was also patient. He knew that Jane had been through a traumatic experience, and he was willing to give her time. No matter how horny it made him. 
 
    September. October. 
 
    “Honey, we need to talk.” 
 
    They sat down with a couple of drinks and Jack brought up his concerns. “Honey, we haven't made love for months now.” 
 
    “I know,” Jane looked at the floor miserably. 
 
    “Can we talk about it?” 
 
    She nodded, but didn't talk. 
 
    “So what can I do to get us started again?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” she admitted. “It’s just that, it’s not you, I love you, but…any form of physical contact makes me shudder.” 
 
    Jack listened patiently. When she was done describing how she felt he asked, “Well, when was the last time you felt like making love to me?” 
 
    “Oh, gosh. Not since…since that day. The day you…” she looked up at him, surprise in her eyes. 
 
    He blinked, and the surprise was shared. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” she whispered. “Is that it?” 
 
    “One way to find out.” 
 
      
 
    He showered with Nair, as he had done before. It felt good to get rid of the little growth of hair he had accumulated over the months. 
 
    He sat down in the vanity chair and his penis once again went wild as she touched his face, creamed it and powdered it. 
 
    His lips loved the sting of the plumper on them. And when she painted them red he actually swooned. 
 
    She made up his eyes, and put on his chest. 
 
    Slowly he was transformed, once again, into a woman. 
 
    Now she wasn’t shivering and terrified, now she was confident, learning what she really wanted. 
 
    Lingerie, including a corset, and a dress. 
 
    He hadn’t had a haircut, and it was now long enough for her to style. She teased it and trimmed it and gave him a long bob. 
 
    She didn’t bother with the thought that he might want to be a man tomorrow, for she wanted him to be a woman. Period. 
 
    His penis got so hard, and bobbed so ferociously, that it started dripping precum. 
 
    Finally, he was done. Transformed. His dick tied down. And they sat at the kitchen table and had a long talk. 
 
    “I need to fuck you,” she whispered. “Like a man fucks a woman.” 
 
    He nodded, and now his heart was in his throat. He couldn’t breath. He had only dressed up that one time, but now, having dressed up and knowing what it was like, he didn’t want to do anything but dress up ever again. 
 
    “Am I going to get to fuck you?” he asked, unaware that in the asking he was submitting, asking for permission for once he had taken freely. 
 
    “We’ll figure that out as we go along.” 
 
    “Are you going to want me to take hormones?” 
 
    “Only if they leave your dick big. Do you want to get breast implants?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I don’t know how big I want them. But…yes, I want tits.” 
 
    “Then tits you shall have.” 
 
    For an hour they discussed the future, and sipped bourbon and Coke, and she finally took his hand and led him to the bedroom. 
 
    She undressed him slowly, hanging his dress up and standing back and just looking at him. 
 
    He made a wonderful woman. 
 
    She kissed him, and reached around behind him and inserted her finger. 
 
    He made an ‘urk’ sound, but he stayed there. He didn’t complain. He had never taken anything up the butt before, but it felt so good. It felt so natural. 
 
    She said, “There’s a part of me that’s twisted. Molly twisted it, but…I went along with it. There’s a part of me that’s all woman, and craves a cock, and there’s a part of me that wants to give the cock.” 
 
    “You can do both with me,” and there was a begging quality to his voice. 
 
    “I know,” she said. 
 
    She pushed him back to the bed. 
 
    He lay back and she raised his legs and spread them. She gripped his cock and lifted. 
 
    He was exposed, and dripping, and he needed it. 
 
    She went to her dresser and got out a strap on. She put on the harness and snapped in the dildo. 
 
    He stared at it. 
 
    It was eight inches and hefty. It had raised veins and two big balls at the base. 
 
    She took her time, and he groaned and his eyes grew wide, then he found himself shuddering, shivering, and his whole world changed. 
 
    Jane had had to overcome being submissive to Molly, and the truth of that tale was that she had to become dominant to completely undo the the effects Molly had had on her/. 
 
    Fortunately, there was a part of Jack that wanted to be dominated. He was a strong man, but he needed to submit to find the truth of himself. 
 
    He lay on the bed, his legs spread and her inside him, her holding his penis and stroking it, and the pleasure went on and on! 
 
      
 
    END 
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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. 
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