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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Oh! Oh!” Jackson thrust his hips a final time, and I felt the splattering of semen in my vaginal canal come to an end. 
 
    “Oh, wow!” He rolled off me and laid on his back, staring at the ceiling. 
 
    And I felt…empty. 
 
    “Hey,” I said. 
 
    “That was good, wasn’t it?” he whispered to me. He was already starting to drift off. 
 
    I rolled on my side and shoved him. 
 
    “What?” He blinked, and I could tell that he was irritated. Man cum. Man go sleep. Grrr. 
 
    “I didn’t cum!” 
 
    “So…go ahead and cum.” He closed his eyes and tried to drift off again. 
 
    I shook him. “With your dick. Hello…I need your stiff rod.” 
 
    He smiled dreamily. “So sorry, rigid was a few minutes ago. Time for noodle to take over.” 
 
    “Noodle isn’t worth a damn!” 
 
    He was trying to ignore me. “I know…but I’m…tired.” 
 
    He snored. 
 
    I lay back on my back and sighed in frustration. Man cums, has his big orgasm, and the hell with women. And it seems that was always the way it was. At least that’s the way it had been for every man I had been with. 
 
    Damn! 
 
    So I reached my fingers down and started to scratch my itch. And got a big, slippery hunk of goo for my troubles. 
 
    Crap! I wiped my fingers on the bed spread. Just once…just once I would like to be the one that came, and left him all gooey. Let him clean up his mess, sleep in the wet spot. I’d like to see how happy he was then! 
 
    His snores picked up in volume. I pulled a pillow over my head and held it tight. I could still hear the snores. 
 
    I rolled over, turned away from him. 
 
    Maybe if men could experience what it was like to be left all frustrated, then they wouldn’t be so willing to turn over and snore. Maybe then they’d show a little consideration and…and…something was nibbling at my consciousness. Something about men cumming, and ejaculating. They squirted fast and they rolled over. But what if women squirted and rolled over. How would they like that? 
 
    And. I started thinking about it. 
 
    Men. Women. The difference between. And that little piece of something that had been nibbling at my awareness finally came into view. 
 
    Men cum. Lots of sperm. 
 
    But women actually cum, too. Just not as much. So what if I could shift the balance? What if I could make it so it was the other way around? 
 
    Hmmm. 
 
    Suddenly I wasn’t dozing. I was thinking. 
 
      
 
      
 
    It didn’t take much for me to get my bosses on board. Of course, there was good reason for them to want to be on board. 
 
    First, clinical studies get good government grants. Anything that smacked of women’s rights and the government bent over and spread their legs. 
 
    Second, my bosses are women. Sure, there was my official pitch, which they listened to politely. And they read my research paper on the possibilities, but the real clincher was when they talked to me outside official channels. They would run into me while I was going to my car, or riding the elevator, or even in the bathroom. 
 
    “What are the real ramifications for your project, just between you and me.” 
 
    And I would say something like, “Don’t you ever get tired of sleeping in the wet spot?” Which worked fine except for Martha Vanes. She was gay, no wet spot for her. But, being gay, she was on board anyway. 
 
    Go gay! 
 
    Anyway, I got my funding and began the heavy lifting. 
 
    First, ten tons of paper. Lots of letter writing, setting up physical trials, contacting various. agencies. But I had been to school, I knew about paper shuffling. I was good at paper shuffling. 
 
    Jackson was interested. I wasn’t talking much, which created a mystery, but he knew large amounts of money was coming through my department, I was having weekly talks and meetings with the bigwigs, and he overheard bits and pieces from his perch in front of the TV. 
 
    “You’re going to reverse what?” 
 
    I went glib, even to my man, who I trusted more than anybody. “It’s more of a balancing act. Leveling the playing field between men and women.” 
 
    He yawned, “Say what?” 
 
    “If we can increase the amount of fluid in the female bladder it will self-cleanse. This benefits men, as it will…” blather, blather, blather. 
 
    I watched him carefully to make sure he was properly lulled. 
 
    I loved Jackson, but he was eye candy, and boy toy, and booty call, and I was tired of him rolling over and leaving me high and dry. 
 
    “So if we can reduce the amount of prolactin and oxytocin in the male system, which will relieve stress, boost the immune system and protect against heart disease, then he will last longer in bed and…” which meant that he wouldn’t be able to cum so easy, and would last longer and finally please me. 
 
    “Then the female ejaculate won’t be re-absorbed and women will experience relief from headaches, menstrual cramps, back pain and…” which meant that women will cum faster, and they will put out more ejaculate…for his wet spot. 
 
    Snore. Jackson gave up trying to understand and slept right through two MMA matches on the TV. 
 
     
 
    It took a year. Eleven months of getting the funding and filling out the paperwork, then a month of actual experimentation. 
 
    Lord, we killed a lot bunnies, but it was all in the name of science, and it was obvious that it was all going to work…so a single year and we had a pill. Man, I couldn’t wait to try it out. 
 
    Actually, we had had two pills, and, being cute, we made one pink and one blue. 
 
    And, since we had had such success with bunnies, I took a pair of pills home to Jackson. 
 
    I fixed him a big steak dinner. A ton of mashed potatoes on the side, and Moose Tracks ice cream for desert. Man, he was in hog heaven. 
 
    Then I fixed him a big drink. Then another one and another one. 
 
    Finally he was fat and happy. 
 
    “Man,” he belched, “That was one good dinner! What’s the occasion,” he asked. 
 
    I smiled. “I’m glad you asked. 
 
    His eyes were wandering a little bit, so I knew I better keep the explanations to a minimum. I didn’t want him sleeping before I got him to take the pill. That would sure be a colossal waste of Moose Tracks.  
 
    “I picked up some, uh, multi-vitamins this afternoon. We need to have a healthier lifestyle. You want to live to be old, right?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” he yawned. 
 
    Fuck, too much Coke and bourbon. 
 
    “Here. Here’s your vitamin.” I handed him the blue pill. 
 
    He took it, looked at it, and yawned. “I don’t know…I’m pretty healthy right now. Do I really need another vitamin? What if I get too healthy?” 
 
    Argh! Bone-headed males! 
 
    “Here, let me suck on your penis for a while.” 
 
    He perked right up. 
 
    I extracted his slack weenie and got it hard. I began to slurp on it, and in between slurps I encouraged him. 
 
    “Come on, Jackson. Eat your vitamin. It’ll be good for you.” 
 
    “Uh…oh…yeah! That feels good.” 
 
    “It’ll feel better if you take your pill.” 
 
    “Ummm….ooh. Fuck!” 
 
    I was deliberately going slow, drawing it out, hoping to put the pressure on him. But he didn’t seem to be getting it. He bent down, he was going to lift me up, throw me down and fuck me. 
 
    Fuck! 
 
    So when he lifted, for a moment his mouth was open, and I popped the pill into his mouth. 
 
    He blinked as the pill hit the back of his throat. Then he convulsively gulped and the pill rolled right down his throat and splashed into his belly. 
 
    “Wha…what was…” 
 
    “Oh, shut up,” and I kissed him. And kissed him, and totally distracted him from the pill episode. 
 
    He fell back on the couch and I crawled over him. Now that he had taken the pill, now that I had achieved my goal, I could admit to a certain degree of horniness. Though, to be honest, I wasn’t sure if I was horny because I was horny, or because I had managed to get Jackson to take the pill, and was looking forward to a lifetime of no wet spots, his reduced ejaculation, and my increased ejaculation. 
 
    I mounted him and felt for his dick. Good, nice and hard, and the tip felt so good. I placed it between my labia and started to slide down his shaft. 
 
    Oh, God! It felt good! That big head opening me up, feeling the veins ripple along my vaginal walls, and when I bounced off those balls he grunted, and I almost came right there. 
 
    Except that Jackson spurted when I hit his balls. So he spurted, and I almost spurted, and once again I was left with a wet spot. 
 
    Son of a bitch! 
 
    But, it wasn’t too bad. Since I was on top, when he fell out all the gism plopped down on him. He he! 
 
      
 
    Later, getting ready for bed, I thought of all the wonderful changes. He would be harder for longer, and he would be desperate to cum, and that would make him fuck harder. I would get orgasms, maybe even lots of orgasms, and I could, for once, leave him high and dry. 
 
    I sat on the toilet and peed and dreamed of all the great cums I would have, and I reached over for my pink pill. Jackson got blue and I got pink. I would squirt sooner and he would squirt later, finally a balance achieved. 
 
    I opened my pill box and took out my pill and—stop. Fuck. Oh, no! 
 
    OH…FUCKING…NO! 
 
    I was holding the blue pill. That’s right, Jackson had taken the pink one. He had taken the wrong pill. That stupid… 
 
    I jumped up, then sat down. I wasn’t done peeing and the seat was splattered. Imagine that, me peeing on the seat. 
 
    As the last dribbles came out my mind was working furiously. 
 
    I swapped chemical formulas in my mind. I reversed formulas and applied them to opposing DNAs. 
 
    What if he began to squirt even faster? And what if I got even slower? That would be a disaster of biblical proportions. 
 
    But, wait a minute, most of the chemicals were the same, it was just a few things, and a variance in amounts, so it should work…but I couldn’t take a chance. 
 
    I jumped up and ran into the bedroom. 
 
    Jackson was already snoring. Fuck! 
 
    I jumped on his belly and he oofed and sat up. “What the fuck?” he gasped. 
 
    “You’ve got to…you’ve got to…” I grabbed the back of his head and stuck my fingers down his throat. 
 
    “GAAA!” a huge glop of steak and Moose Tracks hurled at me. The ice cream was mixed with stomach fluids, and the steak came out in chunks, and I looked at myself in disgust. I was covered with the vile goop. 
 
    “What the fuck!” he sputtered as he spit out bits and pieces. “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Look at me!” My front was coated with his disgusting dinner, and the smell was terrible. 
 
    “Fuck. Look at me!” He was similarly covered with vomit. “What the fuck did you—“ 
 
    “Quick, do you see the pill on me?” I began digging my fingers through the upchuck that covered us. It was like combing through skunk stew. 
 
    “What…what are you…” 
 
    “The pill! You took the wrong one! Do you see it on me?” 
 
    I was combing his front, and he finally figured it out and began combing his fingers through my front. 
 
    For a long minute we examined the puke. We put the bits of steak in one pile, no pill there. We scooped the soupy stuff off and examined that. No pill. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” I whispered. 
 
    He looked at me, his face white, “What’s going to happen to me?” 
 
    I blinked, then tried on a rueful grin. “Probably nothing.” I mean, it’s just a vitamin, right?” 
 
    “Then…then why did you stick your fist halfway down my throat?” 
 
    “I, uh…I love you?” 
 
    “Heysoos Xristo, Judith! Look at me! Look at this mess?” 
 
    “Well, I’m sorry, I just thought…I was a little worried…but…” 
 
    So I took the wrong pill and you reach down and pull the contents out of my stomach. And for what? I don’t get it!” 
 
    He got out of bed, picked up the sheets and walked them through the house and into the garage. He returned, trying not to drip vomit on the floor, and went into the shower. 
 
    I stood there and thought about what I had done. 
 
    So what if I had given him a rather strong female pill. It wasn’t like he would turn into a woman or anything, right? 
 
    The most that would happen is that his sexual activities might jump, or wane, or something, for a while. Right?” 
 
    By the time he got out of the shower I had convinced myself that everything was all right, and I even smiled at him as I went to get into the shower. 
 
    And, as I soaped myself and rinsed all of his accident off me I was pretty sure that there would be no bad effects. Everything was going to be all right. 
 
      
 
    Which is not to say that I didn’t look into the effects of the male sex taking the wrong pill. 
 
    I quickly lined up a few rabbit cages in a corner of the lab and selected a half a dozen male rabbits. Then I injected them with the essence of the pink pills. 
 
    Nothing happened. 
 
    But I held off on taking my own pill. After all, I wanted to be sure, and better to be safe than sorry. 
 
    The day passed, and I kept checking on the rabbits. They humped each other, but that was normal for bunnies. They hump anything and everything. So no alarm there. 
 
    By end of day I was convinced that it had all been a false alarm. No change to the bunnies, so there would be no change to Jackson. 
 
    I sighed with relief as I turned off the lights and went home. 
 
      
 
    I kept a low profile for the next few days. Jackson was pretty pissed off about how I’d fisted his throat, and he grumped mightily about having to wash his vomit covered sheets. Well, I wasn’t going to wash them! It had been his vomit, after all. 
 
    But, men get angry, then they get horny, then they get over angry. By that weekend he was feeling randy, so I would let him make love to me, and I didn’t even think about him leaving me a wet spot. I was too busy thinking about how to get him to take the right pill. 
 
    “Honey,” he said, rolling over and poking me in the backside with his maleness, “I think we should, uh…you know?” 
 
    Good. No anger, and maybe I could sneak a pill into him. 
 
    I roll over and grabbed his weenie, and my hand slipped right off it. 
 
    I looked down and it was small. 
 
    But he didn’t notice. He was too horny to notice anything. I looked at him and covered up my surprise. 
 
    He was shrunken. Was this an effect of the pink pill? Was he going to notice? And, more important, was he going to get all upset and blame me? 
 
    Gosh I didn’t want any male drama. I didn’t want to hear him bitching and whining about how I made him take the pill. It’s a free country, after all. 
 
    I kissed him, and managed to hold his teeny weenie, and I started thinking. If he had a teeny weenie, maybe he would have less sperm. It made sense, and there was only one way to find out. 
 
    He kissed me back, then went for my chest. 
 
    I have a healthy set of lungs and it felt good to have him fondle and suckle. 
 
    But I had to find out about that weenie. 
 
    He started to reach down for his dick and I stopped him. I didn’t want him noticing how small he was. 
 
    “Let me,” I said. 
 
    He lay on his back, a big grin on his face, and I mounted him. I sat astride him and held his dick firmly. Fortunately, it was hard. Harder, in fact. It was hard as a button. 
 
    Carefully, I sat down, slipped his weeny into me, and…it was less than thrilling. I’ve never been a size queen, but a girl’s got to have some heft to her invader, right? 
 
    But he didn’t notice. He just started pumping. Really fast. 
 
    REALLY fast. 
 
    A crazed look came into his eyes, then he flipped me over, keeping himself pressed hard against me, and he kept pumping. 
 
    I could hardly feel his member, it was like a finger, but he could feel it. His eyes went blank and he started drooling and his hips moved like they were jet propelled, little jerks, ten times a second, rapid, frantic, and I couldn’t even move. I couldn’t respond, he was too fast. He was to… 
 
    “Eeeh….Iiiiii….eeeewww!” 
 
    He began to squirt, huge gouts of male batter. I could feel him filling my hole, then the stuff was overflowing, getting all over everything, and still he made squeaking sounds and kept spewing that obnoxious stuff out. 
 
    I pushed him off and rolled away, I slipped off the bed and stared at him. 
 
    “EEEEEEE! IIIIII!” Such a high voice, and that tiny weeny was squirting and squirting, I had never seen so much cum in my life! It was like that tiny weeny was a full sized garden hose. The bed was a mess, goo was dripping off the mattress and onto the floor, and he was still jerking his hips. Then he was slowing down, his spasmodic hips slowed down, and the sperm came to a trickle, then it ended. 
 
    He was unconscious. Laying there in a puddle of his own squirtem. 
 
    “Jackson!” I shrieked. 
 
    I went to him, almost slipped in the mess pooling around the bed, and felt his pulse. It was there, in fact it was hard and fast. Really fast, but he was…he was…SLEEPING! 
 
    He had squirted a stupendous load then simply fallen asleep! So fast…and I won’t even talk about the fact that I felt nothing. I was so less than satisfied…oh my God! 
 
    “Jackson! Wake up!” I shook him hard. 
 
    Slowly, his eyes opened. He looked dazed and…and happy! Supremely happy. Sublimely happy.  
 
    “Oh, man, that was good. Was it good for you?” 
 
    “You son of a bitch!” I cried. I pulled him off the bed, and now we both slipped in the goo and fell on our asses. 
 
    Still, he was not completely aware. He was just confused, and he had this dopey look on his face. 
 
    “What’s the matter. What’s…” 
 
    I pushed him towards the shower. A minute later he was singing lustily in the shower, happy as a clam that hasn’t been shelled. 
 
    I looked at the mess he had made of my bedroom. Cum covering the bed, dripping off the sides like icing off a cake. The floor was a huge puddle around the bed. And there were splatters on the ceiling and the wall next to the bed. 
 
    Holy fuck! I thought. And I realized, The pink pill! 
 
    The pink pill had gone into effect. It had made him squirt more, like it was supposed to make a woman have more ejaculate. but the amount of time…and I figured it out. His hips had been moving so fast, faster than one of the rabbits in my experiment. How many hip thrusts does a man have during sex…a hundred? But he must have had a thousand thrusts, just at a high rate of speed, so it had taken him longer to cum. His body had adapted, but…it must have adapted to more speed so he would time to cum before the woman gave out. 
 
    At that I was sore down there. The front of my body hurt where he had slammed into it, and I had managed to escape halfway through. 
 
    Fuck! 
 
    The shower door slammed, he came into the room rubbing his body with a towel. I got a good look at his penis. It had been 7 inches. Now it was about three, and it was still hard! 
 
    He looked at the bed and his mouth opened and shut. “Holy fuck! What happened?” 
 
    “You happened!” I said, suddenly weary. 
 
    He looked at me then. I was covered in sperm. It was caked all over my front, on my face, in my hair, I was covered like I had been dipped in the stuff. 
 
    “Oh, my God! Are you all right?” 
 
    Angrily, I brushed past him and headed for the shower. Just as I was stepping into it he screamed. 
 
    “EEEEEEEE!” 
 
    I ran back into the bedroom, he had finally noticed his penis. 
 
    “What the fuck!” His voice was high pitched and frantic. “What happened to my dick.” 
 
    “It’s okay…it’s all right!” 
 
    “Fuck you say! Somebody stole my dick! It’s never going to be all right!” 
 
    “Well, he kept yelling and carrying on, I finally stepped up and slapped him in the face. 
 
    He blinked and held his cheek and stared at me, then he started crying. He sobbed and sobbed, and cried and cried. He cried just like…like a little girl. 
 
      
 
    That Saturday was a mess. 
 
    First he cried about his weenie, then he cried that I hit him, and it was like he was having hormones or something. 
 
    To make matters worse, he was worthless at cleaning up his mess. I mean it was his sperm, right? So he should have been the one to wash his sheets and clean the carpet. 
 
    But he was so busy wailing and howling that I had to put it in the wash, and I had to go rent a carpet cleaner. 
 
    Then, when I finally got everything cleaned up, he had the nerve to ask me for dinner. 
 
    Crap! I had worked all day, I was tired, and now he wanted me to fix dinner? 
 
    So I started to fix dinner, and he came in and stood behind me at the sink. 
 
    “What?” I asked, a little peeved at the way this day had gone. 
 
    “I…uh….” 
 
    He sounded contrite, and I sighed. 
 
    “I’m…uh…” 
 
    I reached for a towel, which meant I had to bend over a little more, and suddenly he was on me. I was trapped against the sink, his weight held me, and it was like he was trying to get his little weenie inside me., but he was wearing clothes. 
 
    He began humping me, his hips jerking back and forth at that frantic ten times a second pace. 
 
    Oh, fuck! 
 
    I tried to yell, but he was pummeling me and I couldn’t g et a breath. I mean, it wasn’t like I was getting raped, his weenie wasn’t long enough for that, but I was pinned in place, and I could feel his weenie rubbing between my buns. Back and forth, frantic, desperate, moving like a hummingbird’s wing. 
 
    “Sto…sto…stop!” 
 
    But he wasn’t stopping. He was like a maniac! 
 
    I saw his face in the window reflection, his eyes were glazed and there was not a trace of intelligence. He was just an out of control fucking machine! 
 
    “Eeeh…eeeh…eeeh…eeeh…” he made that funny, high pitched sound, like he was moaning, but in fast time. Unbelievably fast time. 
 
    Finally, he started quirting. His hips locked for a split second, pumped, locked again, pumped. 
 
    I managed to push back and get him off me. I turned around and stared at him. 
 
    He was staggering back against the stove, his pants were turning wet and I could see little bulges in his crotch, again and again, and I knew he was spurting. 
 
    “Heysoos Xristo!” I blurted. “Are you crazy?” 
 
    He didn’t hear me, he just slid down the front of the stove, his hips jerking and locking, jerking and locking, and the cum was seeping through his pants, getting all over the floor.  
 
    He began to slow down, just twitches, then he was done. He was laying on his side and snoring deeply. 
 
    I stared down at my mess of a hubby. Wtf! Wtf! 
 
    Snore. Snore. Deep gasps of sleep that showed how much he had exhausted himself. 
 
    That was the moment that I realized that I might have a wee bit of a problem. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, that should do you.” 
 
    “But, honey?” He stared up at me. 
 
    He was laying on my freshly made bed. He was wearing a garbage bag around his midsection. I had cut holes and taped it on him and I figured that would keep his slime in his own pants. 
 
    “Do we have to do this?” 
 
    I had put handcuffs on him, and the handcuffs were looped over a chain, which chain was around one of the bedposts. 
 
    “We do this until you get a little self control. Have you looked at yourself lately?” 
 
    “But I can’t help it! I don’t know what’s wrong! I just start to feel horny, and then everything blanks out until I wake up and find out that I’ve…I’ve…” 
 
    “You’ve made a mess, and I can’t have any more of that.” 
 
    He started to cry, and I started to think that the pink pill had loosed a torrent of hormones. 
 
    I lay down next to him, my back to him, I wasn’t too happy with my cum crazy husband, and went to sleep. 
 
    Snore. Snore. 
 
    RING RING! 
 
    What the fu—? I came out of a deep sleep and looked around. 
 
    Jackson was still sleeping. the pillow was over his head so he hadn’t heard the phone. 
 
    I slipped out of bed and lurched across the room. I picked up my phone and answered it in a soft voice as I left the room. 
 
    “Judith?” 
 
    I recognized the voice of my lab assistant. 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “You need to get down here.” 
 
    “What happened? What’s going on.” 
 
    “I can’t tell you. You just need to get down here.” 
 
    Man, she sounded disturbed. I hung up the phone and went back into the bedroom. Quickly, I pulled on clothes. Jackson heard me and stirred. 
 
    “Judith?” he mumbled. 
 
    “It’s okay,” I said. “I have to go to work.” 
 
    “Can’t we make love before you go?” 
 
    Crap. It had only been a few hours and he was ready to go again. 
 
    “No time now. Maybe when I get back,” not. 
 
    “I need…I need…” 
 
    I stared down at my bone-head hubbie. He was awake now, and his hips were moving back and forth slowly. Shit. It wouldn’t be long until they were moving back and forth frantically. Well, no help for it. 
 
    I leaned over and gave him a kiss, “Work emergency. I’ll be back in an hour.” I hoped. 
 
    “But…I need it. I need love. I’ve got to…” 
 
    “Just control yourself,” I turned the light off and headed out the door. 
 
    I heard him calling for me, but I was in a hurry. I went out the door and was shortly speeding down the street. I was biting my lip and wondering what had happened. I had never received a call in the middle of the night before, it must be some hellacious emergency. 
 
    I wheeled my Miata into the parking lot and into my space. I grabbed my purse and hurried for the door. I slid my card through the reader, pushed through the door, and waved at the security guards who had suddenly woken up. 
 
    “It’s just me…” 
 
    I don’t know if they knew me, but I was in too much of a hurry to waste time by chatting with them. 
 
    Through the double doors, down the hall and through the main lab.  
 
    “I’m back here, Judith!” 
 
    I hurried through the lab to the bunny room. I stepped in and stopped. 
 
    In a far corner of the room six cages were open and the bunnies were lying on the floor. They were covered in white fluid and were dead, their eyes glazed and unseeing. 
 
    “What the hell happened?” 
 
    Sandy, my assistant was lifting the last rabbit down to the floor. As I approached I could see the rabbit’s penis.  
 
    Normally a rabbit’s penis is small and covered with fur. This one was smaller than normal, but the fur had been rubbed off, and the skin was rubbed off, too. 
 
    “They started…humping. But they didn’t have anything to hump so they just humped their door latches. That’s the only projection in the cage. They humped and I couldn’t stop them. 
 
    That one there humped so hard he broke his door. He fell on the floor and kept jerking and twitching, then he just…died! 
 
    I took the bunny from her hands. Yes. The penis was half size, and the rabbit had rubbed through the skin. There was blood, but there was also semen, bunny semen, all over it. 
 
    “Did they…do they all have this amount of ejaculate?” 
 
    “Yes. And it’s a lot. I measured bunny J, he didn’t break out of his cage and the …the bunny sperm stayed mostly in the cage. There’s a half a cup of sperm on the floor of his cage. 
 
    I looked into bunny Js, cage. He was gone, dead on the floor, but the cup Sandy had used to measure was still in there, slightly over half a cup of semen, We were using Eastern cottontails, and they weighed about 2.5 pounds. A half a cup weighed four ounces. Holy Heysoos in leaky galoshes! the bunny had ejaculated 10% of his total weight! That was…that was…impossible! 
 
    And it was no wonder the rabbits had died. 
 
    In a back portion of my mind I started doing calculations, translating bunnies to humans. Jackson weighed 160 pounds. He had cum an easy cup, probably more. But 16 ounces to 160 pounds, translate liquid measure to body weigh, carry the 10, multiply…my eyes opened. 
 
    “Jackson!” I yelped. “Oh, my God!” 
 
    Judith stared at me. “What?” 
 
    “Jackson! I gave him the…he’s cumming too much…he’s…oh, my God!” and I ran out the door.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    I skidded to a stop in the driveway, nearly taking out the mail box on the way in. I ran into the house, slamming open the door. 
 
    “Jackson!” I yelled 
 
    From the back of the house I heard that weird rabbity orgasm sound. “Eeeee….ug….Eeeee!” 
 
    I sprinted down the hallway and into the bedroom. 
 
    Jack was on the bed, right where I had left him. He was stretched out, on his back and shooting cum. Gallons of cum. Cum on the ceiling, cum on the walls, and his little pecker was squirting up in the air like a geyser. He had broken through the black garbage bag and was really letting loose! 
 
    “Jackson!” I screamed. I leaped on the bed and looked down. He was out of it. He was making sounds, squirting like it was his last cum (and it might well be) and his eyes were open and vacant. He wasn’t even aware of what he was doing. 
 
    I slapped him. I didn’t know what else to do. 
 
    He didn’t notice. Another mighty squirt of semen. 
 
    I punched him in the gut, and that made him twitch, but his groin erupted yet again. 
 
    So I did the only thing I could think of, I grabbed his package in my hand and twisted. 
 
    “OW!” And his eyes blinked. 
 
    I twisted so hard I was afraid I would twist them right off. 
 
    His eyes opened more, the semen squirt was less, and he started to look at me. 
 
    “Judith? Judith? Ow!” 
 
    I let go and got the key to the handcuffs off the side table and unlocked him. 
 
    “Oh, Jackson!” I hugged him. 
 
    “Why do my nuts hurt?” he asked. 
 
    “Because you came too much!” I cried. 
 
    “Oh. It was feeling good for a while. What happened? Why is this happening to me?” 
 
    “The pink pill you took last week.” 
 
    “The pink…but I thought I threw it up?” 
 
    “Apparently you didn’t” 
 
    He was hugging me back now, and coming to himself more and more. 
 
    “What can I do?” 
 
    Ah, that was the question now, wasn’t it? 
 
      
 
    We sat at the kitchen table drinking Coke and bourbon. He needed fluids of any kind. He actually looked wan, like he had lost so much liquid that his cheeks were hollow. 
 
    I needed a drink because it is a well known fact that drinking helps your thinking. 
 
    “So it’s the pink pill that’s making me cum so much…and it shrank my dick.” 
 
    He was wearing a robe and he looked down at his once mighty member. 
 
    “Yes,” I responded in a low voice. This was not my proudest moment. “I just wanted to slow you down a bit so I could cum.” 
 
    “And to make me squirt less so you wouldn’t have to sleep in a wet spot.” 
 
    I nodded. “The pink pill was for women. Faster orgasm and less ejaculate. But you took that one in the dark.” 
 
    “But why am I humping out of control?” 
 
    “Because I used rabbits for my experiments. Apparently the results were a bit skewed for rabbits.” 
 
    “So I fuck like a bunny and cum all over the place. Crap.” 
 
    “You can say that again.” 
 
    “Crap.” 
 
    I didn’t even bother to tell him to shut up. 
 
    We sat there and sipped. 
 
    Suddenly he brightened up, raised his head and chirped, “Want to have some sex?” 
 
    I reached across the table and slapped him. 
 
    “OW! What was that for?” 
 
    “You were getting horny.” 
 
    “I was? Oh, no!” 
 
    And a few minutes later, he started to get that bright look in his eyes. “You want to make love?” 
 
    I stomped on his foot. 
 
    “OW! What was that for?” 
 
    “You were getting horny.” 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    Oh, fuck, indeed. I couldn’t go through life abusing my husband every time he got horny. Well, I could, but I didn’t want to. Heck, I liked screwing! 
 
    But if he screwed and shot his load he might shoot himself to death. 
 
    “What are we going to do?” he asked. 
 
    “Well, there is one possibility.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Take the blue pill.” I looked at him balefully. 
 
    “But I don’t like this pill thing. The last one…look how well it worked out!” 
 
    “Well, it’s that or we tie your weenie to a pole and beat it.” 
 
    “Beat me off?” he said, and I didn’t notice how he was starting to cheer up. 
 
    “Just beat it. Or maybe I could hook up an electric shocker of some kind, shoot a thousand volts through your dick when you get amorous.” 
 
    “Amorous. I like that word. Want to fuck?” 
 
    I looked at him, saw the gleam in his eye. Oh, crap.” I leaned across and shoved a knuckle into his eyeball. 
 
    “OW! What was that for?” Then: “Oh. Was I getting…” 
 
    “You were.” 
 
    He started to cry. “I can’t live like this.” 
 
    “Oh, shut up,” I snapped. “You think it’s any fun for me? I just wanted a kinder, more considerate man, and look what I got…Johnny Fuckemfaster.” 
 
    He blinked. “I’m who?” 
 
    I slapped him again. He wasn’t horny, but it was preventative…and I sort of felt like it. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Do you think you can keep your dick in check until I get back?” 
 
    “No! Where are going? I don’t think so. I want to fuck right now in the worst possible way!” 
 
    I stomped his foot quickly. “I need to go get a blue pill.” 
 
    “But what will it do to me?” 
 
    “Hopefully it will reverse the effects of the pink pill, but, honestly, I don’t know.” 
 
    “Well, I guess you can go…if you have to.” 
 
    “Okay.” I slapped him again for good measure, then grabbed my keys.  
 
    I made it to my car, then I heard that sound again. 
 
    “Eeeee!” 
 
    I rushed back into the house. He was just starting to squirt. Just standing there, legs spread, his little cock shooting out a stream. 
 
    I swung my leg and kicked him between the legs. I felt his balls all squooshy, then he collapsed on the floor. 
 
    “Thanks,” he said. “I needed that.” 
 
    “Well, crap.” I said, sitting down. 
 
    “Yeah,” he snuffled miserably, then crawled up on his own chair. “What are we going to do? 
 
    “Well, there’s nothing else except…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’m going to have to take you with me.” 
 
    “To work?” 
 
    “Where else? Yes, to work.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “I can’t leave you alone, you’d probably just cum your brains out.” 
 
    “Cum on my brains?” the idea looked vaguely interesting to him. I got ready to slap him again. 
 
    “Come on.” 
 
    “Cum on?” his eyes were dazed, but he stood up. 
 
    I walked him out to the car and got him into the passenger seat. 
 
    “Where are we going?” 
 
    “To work.” 
 
    “Wee! Take your husband to work day! Want to do a little of the old in and—OW!” 
 
    I had slammed the door on his hand, and not entirely by accident. Let the big goof think about that all the way to work. 
 
    We drove down the street, him sucking his fingers, and we only made it a couple of blocks. He took his fingers out of his mouth and asked, “Say, have we done it in a car lately?” 
 
    “Do you see that car over there?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Point at it.” 
 
    He stuck his hand out the window and I raised the window. 
 
    “OW! OW!” 
 
    I rolled the window down and said, “Keep pointing. I may need to do this again.” And again and again. 
 
    A few window roll ups later we turned into my company parking lot. 
 
    It was Saturday morning now, and the parking lot was empty, except for Martha Vanes’ car and a couple of others. Now what the hell was that idiot doing here? 
 
    I got out of the car and went around to Jackson’s side. I helped him out of the car. 
 
    He was getting weaker, and he was gleefully giddy. I was delivering more and more pain, and he was wanting sex more and faster. 
 
    God, wouldn’t it be terrible if there was a correlation between sex and pain? Like what if me giving him a shot every time he got horny transfigured him? Made him want pain in place of an orgasm? 
 
    Well, hell. 
 
    “Hold your robe closed,” I said, as I took his arm and began the walk to the front door. 
 
    He did, but I noticed that he was leaking. He was apparently building up quite a surplus of semen, and it was just drooling out of little clitoris-sized cock. 
 
    Curious, I reached into his robe and felt his balls. God! They were gigantic! I squeezed one experimentally and he squirted a big glob of semen out the front of his robe. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” I whispered. 
 
    “That felt good.” He looked at me. “You want to fuck?” 
 
    I made a fist and punched his balls. He squirted, but he also groaned in pain. “Shut up!” I hissed. 
 
    We were on the front walk now, just in front of the door, and the security guard was standing behind his station, staring at us with an open mouth. 
 
    I needed both hands to get my key card out of my purse, so I let go of Jackson. He was so dazed he kept walking. He splatted up against the window and raised both hands against the glass. 
 
    The guard blinked and was muttering something. He had apparently never seen a man, robe hanging open, spread eagled and naked and leaking cum against his front window. 
 
    I slid my card and pushed the door open , grabbed Jackson and we marched in. 
 
    “Mrs…Mrs…” the guard was so stunned he couldn’t think of my name. 
 
    “Just a little after hours work.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    Suddenly, Martha Vanes stood up, and Jackson and I came close enough to see what was happening. 
 
    The guard’s pants were down, his big shlong was sticking out, and Martha had been down on her knees slurping the thing. 
 
    “Judith?” she said hungrily. 
 
    Hungrily? What the fuck! 
 
    She came around the security desk and followed us down the hall to my lab. All the while she babbled, “I needed some…I needed…and the guard was there…but he’s a man and I don’t like men. Do you think we could…” 
 
    I whirled on her. “Did you take the pink pill?” 
 
    “Uh…I thought…it would help me…do you want to screw? Let me eat you? I give good orgasms.” 
 
    She was close to me now and I punched her. 
 
    “OW! What was that for?” 
 
    Jackson looked up, “Hey…you want to make—“ 
 
    “OW! What was that for?” 
 
    I grabbed both of their wrists and dragged down towards the lab. 
 
      
 
    I entered the lab, and Sandy was there, peering into a microscope. She looked up in surprise, “Judith?” 
 
    “Martha was leaning around behind me and pulled Jackson’s robe apart. 
 
    “Ooh! A clit! Now this is a man I could love!” 
 
    “What’s happening?” 
 
    “The pink pill. I gave it to the rabbits. And stupid Jackson took one, and apparently so did Martha.” 
 
    “But…why? Don’t they know how dangerous untested drugs can be?” 
 
    “Well, they’re pretty stupid. Anyway, they’re both horned out, and you have to fix them.” 
 
    “I do?” 
 
    “Yes. Give them each a blue pill.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “That should counter the effects of the pink pill, and maybe they’ll return to normal.” I glanced at them. Martha was down on her knees, sucking on Jackson’s clit-sized peeny. “Whatever normal is.” 
 
    Sandy went to the other lab and shorty returned with two blue pills. She gave me one and we pulled Martha and Jackson apart and made them swallow the pills. 
 
    “Now what?” 
 
    “Now we punch them if they start trying to fuck.” 
 
    “Punch them?” 
 
    “Yes, we need to keep them apart. I don’t know about Martha, but Jackson cums so much he gets weak and…and he might hurt himself.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    So we sat down and began the watch. 
 
    First we had to bop Jackson. 
 
    Then, a short while later, we had to kick Martha. 
 
    Back and forth we went, discouraging their horniness as it arose. 
 
    “How long did it take for the pills to effect the rabbits?” 
 
    “An hour.” 
 
    “Of course, a rabbit is faster than a man,” I mused. 
 
    I left Sandy in charge of the horny people and powered up a computer. A quick search told me that a rabbit can run up to 45 MPH, and a man can run about 8 MPH. 
 
    “Hmmm,” I stared into space. That meant a rabbit was five, almost six times faster than a human. So the blue pill should take effect in either six hours or ten minutes. Since they were both already on pills that might speed it up or slow it down appropriately. Hmmm. 
 
    “Eeeeee!” 
 
    I looked up.  
 
    Sandy came running back from the bathroom. 
 
    Jackson had Martha down and was humping her pussy, as well as he was able to with his short dick, and she was loving it and…and I kicked him off her. 
 
    “OW! What was that for?” 
 
    “I’m sorry! I just went to the bathroom.” 
 
    I glared at my assistant. “Next time just piss in your panties.” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    We got the two horn bunnies up and sitting apart from each other. They gave each other loving looks and I felt like barfing. 
 
    We sat there and I watched the clock. 
 
    Tick tick. For a bunny that would be 12 ticks for every 2 human ticks. When, oh when, was the blue pill going to take effect? 
 
    “This is sort of cool,” Martha blurted, at one point. 
 
    “What’s cool?” Sandy asked. I didn’t care. 
 
    “Being all horny like this, and he’s like the first man I ever met with the right sized dick.” 
 
    “Oh,” said Sandy. 
 
    I grunted. 
 
    “Unnhhh!” I looked over at Jackson. He was bent over. 
 
    “What’s happening, Jackson?” 
 
    “I don’t…know…I just feel…my balls.” 
 
    “I think it’s working,” I whispered. 
 
    Martha: “What’s working?” 
 
    “Shut up,” I said. 
 
    Jackson fell on the floor, curled up on his side and held his little mini-weenie. “Oh…this hurts. Ow!” 
 
    We watched, and Jackson writhed and twisted, but at least he wasn’t horny. And the droolings of semen stopped. His hands held himself and there was not a trace of his baby batter. 
 
    “What’s happening?” asked Martha. “Can he fuck?” 
 
    “Shut up,” I snapped. 
 
    “What about you?” she turned to Sandy. “Do you want to fuck? I eat a mean snatch!” 
 
    “Ew!” blurted Sandy. “Shut up!” 
 
    Martha looked at me hopefully, but one look from me and she shut up. 
 
    On the floor Jackson was huddled onto his face. He was all bent over and holding himself. 
 
    “Turn over, Jackson.” 
 
    He stopped moving. 
 
    I jumped out of my chair and ran to him. I pushed his butt and he fell over. I moved his limbs out so he was laying spread-eagled. I put my ear to his chest. 
 
    Thup…thup…thup…his heart beat was normal. 
 
    I looked up and grinned, then stopped with the grin. Sandy had a horrified look on her face and she pointed at his groin. “LOOK!” 
 
    I looked at Jackson’s crotch and blinked. His cock had returned to normal, and then some! 
 
    It was big and red and ugly, maybe eight inches long, and fat like dog that has been overfed. 
 
    “Oh…” he groaned. 
 
    Then his eyes opened, and his dick started to get hard. 
 
    Oh, fuck! It just grew and grew and grew! It was like a baseball bat! It was a monster! And his balls, they got big, too! 
 
    “Wha’s happening?” He moaned, looking around. 
 
    “Oh, baby. You’re happening!” 
 
    Martha pushed Sandy and myself to the side and jumped on Jackson. 
 
    I scrambled up and stared. 
 
    Old Martha the asshole was firmly impaled on Jackson’s monster dick! 
 
    “Oh, yeah! Baby! This is better than pussy!” She moaned and began ripping her clothes off. 
 
    “Hey!” I tried to pull her off, but she was stuck to Jackson as if glued, and she waved her arms and brushed me off. Apparently the blue pill had given her a bit of male strength, and a male’s appetite for sex. 
 
    “Holy fuck!” gulped Sandy. “What do you want to do.” 
 
    I got up from where I had been so easily tossed and stared at the rutting duo. 
 
    Jackson lay there, not understanding, but at least not cumming out his ears. Martha rode his big pole, up and down, around and around, a gleeful expression on her old face. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said.  
 
    “Maybe we should just leave them?” 
 
    “Maybe,” I said, walking around and studying them. 
 
    Martha had her clothes off now, and she was pulling on her saggy tits, elongating the nipple. 
 
    Under her, Jackson writhed, but it looked like he was trying to get her off his body. Apparently he was tired of sex. 
 
    But was that the effect of recovering from his rabbit-like state, or was it the effect of the pills? 
 
    After all, the purpose of the pills was to slow him down a bit, and he definitely looked slowed. 
 
    Had I succeeded? Had I made a man who didn’t squirt as fast and didn’t have much cum? 
 
    It certainly appeared that way, though I would have to wait and measure his cum output. Which, the way he was looking around and trying to push Martha off, might be a while. 
 
    But Martha, she was still acting a bit rabbity. Did that mean—Jackson had taken ten minutes for the blue pill to take effect, Martha was still the same—would it take Martha hours to return to normal? 
 
    Then I had a dour thought. What if the blue pill only returned her so far. What if she was already imbalanced, being gay was actually an imbalance, and it only returned her to…what if she was, this was…normal for her? 
 
    What if her finally lusting after Jackson was what would have been normal behavior for her, after the pill had its effect? 
 
    “Quick,” I snapped, “Get the camera set up.” 
 
    “What are you going to do?” 
 
    “This is a scientific experiment. We need to record it. We need an accurate recounting of what is happening.” 
 
    Quickly, Sandy set up the camera and began videoing the happy, lusting couple. 
 
    Well, she was happy. Jackson was sort of squirming and trying to figure out how to get out from under. 
 
    Sandy and I sat down in chairs with clipboards and we began taking notes. 
 
    “You know,” I remarked at one point, “There is vast potential here.” 
 
    “There is?” 
 
    “Of course. We can cure gay people.” 
 
    “I didn’t know they were sick.” 
 
    “Oh, that doesn’t matter, we can return them to what is considered normal.” 
 
    “Whatever normal is,” she observed. 
 
    “Yes,” I agreed. 
 
    On the floor Jackson was trying to push backwards, but he just kept banging his head into walls and tables and things. On top of him Martha had pulled her breasts until they were pink and swollen. They might be a bit bruised from her pulls, but they looked like they were just hot and horny.  She moaned and slammed her box on his giant cock. 
 
    “Please…please…” begged Jackson. But he was part of a scientific experiment, and outside of making him sign a release form I just observed him. 
 
    “Sort of hot,” said Sandy. 
 
    Her eyes were glazed as she stared at the endless rutting. 
 
    “Hey!” I slapped her. 
 
    She yelped and rubbed her cheek, and at least had the decency to look a little embarrassed. 
 
    “I guess seeing all that fucking…it’s sort of like a contact high.” 
 
    “Hmm, we should look into that.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Contact highs. Let’s say we get Jackson all horned up, and he has nowhere where to go. We could increase his pheromone level, excite the women around him. Maybe even give them a taste of the…the…Hey! What should we call our pills?” 
 
    We were silent for a moment, then Sandy came up with, “Super Rabbit Sex Pills.” 
 
    “Sure. Give them a rabbit pill and they fuck like bunnies.” I nodded thoughtfully. 
 
    “Of course we’re going to have to adjust doses.” 
 
    “And we’re going to have to figure out the specifics of a man taking a pink pill to counter the blue one, or a woman taking a blue one to counter the pink one.” 
 
    “We could cure people who don’t like sex…” 
 
    “Or maybe cure people who like sex too much…” 
 
    “Maybe there’s a market for human semen.” 
 
    “You mean like selling it in gallons in the supermarket? Super good and healthy, vitamin enriched man milk?” 
 
    “Exactly!” 
 
    We sat there and thought, coming up with idea after idea. Food products, medicine, over the counter on the blackmarket through the dark web…the possibilities for marketing were endless. 
 
    “The good thing…” 
 
    “Yes?” Sandy looked at me. 
 
    “The good thing is that it is…people want to keep taking it.” 
 
    “It’s addictive…” 
 
    “Well, I’d be careful with that word, it’s a bit negative for marketing.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “But people will want to take it and take it, and when they need to come down we can sell them the fast acting counter.” 
 
    “Addiction…and a counter addiction!” 
 
    “Exactly! And we can charge people a dollar for the first pill, but a hundred dollars for the second pill.” 
 
    “Wow! Sex really does sell, doesn’t it!” 
 
    “You betcha.” 
 
    On the floor it looked like Jackson was going to squirt. Martha was pounding away on him, Jackson had lurched his hips a couple of times, and I nudged Sandy. “Look, he’s going to blow.” 
 
    We watched silently as Jackson gave another couple of hip lurches, then he grunted, made a long wailing kind of grunt, and squirted. 
 
    “Quick! We need to measure him.” 
 
    Working together we were able to dislodge Martha and knock her off Jackson. 
 
    Jackson groaned mightily, and I stared at his penis. 
 
    For a second I was worried. After all, when his penis was miniature he had shot gallons of jizz. What if he still shot gallons, and more gallons because his dick was even bigger! 
 
    Heck, if he shot a cup of jizz under the influence of the pink pill, he might shoot ten times that under the blue pill. And that would be all the blood in his body! 
 
    Jackson might die if he came! 
 
    Then Jackson pulsed his dick and squirted a single drop of semen. 
 
    Nothing more. 
 
    He was empty, and I sighed a sigh of relief. 
 
    Over in the corner Sandy kept hitting Martha, keeping her back so she couldn’t jump on Jackson again.  
 
    So she might have lots of ejaculate, but it would take a while to find out. Apparently the blue pills were working, and Martha was now a slow comer. 
 
    “It’s okay,” I said, moving back from Jackson. “I got his measurement, now we need to get hers.” 
 
    Sandy stepped back, stopped kicking Martha, and the old bat shot towards Jackson like a bat out of hell. 
 
    “No! No!” screamed Jackson, but it was too late. Martha was on him, clutching his dick, stuffing it into her dried up old pussy. I was really anxious to see how much ejaculate she would produce. 
 
    I made sure the camera was working and settled down for a long wait. 
 
      
 
    “Hello, honey, are you ready?” 
 
    Jackson was chained to a bed in the garage. It was his time of month. He stared at me with hungry eyes, he was drooling, from both mouth and cock. 
 
    I was wearing my flimsiest negligee. All made up. Pretty. 
 
    Not that it mattered to horny Jackson.  
 
    But I liked to look good. Girls always like to feel a little sexy. 
 
    We had finally settled on a once a month pill. Once a month he would get that good, old uncontrollable pecker. A big one, not like that shrunken weenie he had had during his initial pink pill. 
 
    For a few hours he would be filled with lust, ready to service, everything a sexed up woman could want. 
 
    I had taken my pill, and it was time to do my monthly duty. 
 
    Quite honestly, I wasn’t all that interested in sex. I was making train loads of money from my line of pills, and I was interested in money. 
 
    But I gave Jackson a stipend, and he got to drive around in a fancy sports car, and do what he wanted while I made money. 
 
    And I didn’t have to worry about him cheating because…he was on the pill. No interest in sex, especially with his limp and shrunken weenie, until I gave him his once a month pill.  
 
    Then he would get excited, uncontrollable, and I hoped once a month was enough for him because I sure didn’t want to have to put out twice a month. 
 
    In fact, I was thinking of once every three months. 
 
    Standing in the garage, watching him pull at the chains, I loved him like this. 
 
    I walked over and stared down at him. 
 
    “Come on…come on!” He begged, rattling his manacles. 
 
    I through a leg over him and squatted, perched over his penis and spreading my labia. 
 
    “Uh! Uh! Come on!” 
 
    I lowered myself, and felt the delicious expansion of my hole as his giant cock filled it. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” I whimpered. I think I’m addicted to big cocks. 
 
    I began to ride him then, and he thrust his pelvis up and tried to get more and more of me. 
 
    But he was so big I could only fit half the beautiful beast into me. 
 
    Up and down I went, slapping his chest and pulling on his nipples. 
 
    “Oh, yeah! Give it to me!” He howled. 
 
    But I could only give him half. 
 
    Still, it was enough for me. A few minutes later I sighed, crescendoed, and fell forward. My tits smashed into his face, but I was off that big, beautiful cock. Hell, if I had fallen straight down, and taken that thing all the way, I would be destroyed. 
 
    “Huh! Huh! Fuck me!” He was piteous, begging, whining, trying to get me back on him again. 
 
    But I had had enough, and there was a huge glob of female ejaculate on his groin to prove it. 
 
    I stared at the mess on him, that was the reason I fucked him out here, in the garage. He would have a month to clean the mattress, or just get a new one, and the one in my bedroom would be fresh and unstained. 
 
    “Please, Judith! Get me off!” 
 
    I was feeling a bit sorry for the slob, or maybe just a little perverse, so I hooked up the electronic jacker to him. It was a tube that engulfed him, that went up and down and even gave little shocks to his balls. An hour of this and he would finally cum. 
 
    Yes, I had his dose down pretty good. He took a long time to cum, and when he did…just a drop.  
 
    The machine began to rattle and hum and clank, and I watched the tube go up and down on poor Jackson’s over-sized cock. I smiled and placed the key to his hand cuffs on the chain around his neck. 
 
    He would cum, and start to be able to think, find the key and let himself loose. 
 
    And I would be free to spend a few hours talking with my lawyers and investment counselors. 
 
    I got dressed and walked out of the garage and out to my car. 
 
    Martha was waiting for me, she held the door open. “Good morning, ma’am.” 
 
    Ah, yes. Sweet Martha was now my valet. The bitch who fucked my husband. The cunt who took my pill and transformed herself into a sex hungry monster and…fucked my husband. 
 
    Can you imagine that? Taking a pill for sex? 
 
    Who in their right mind would do that? 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “You have got to be kidding.” 
 
    “I am not.” 
 
    “Well, you’re crazy then.” 
 
    “I’m a woman who knows her mind.” 
 
    “Well, you sure don;’t know mine.” 
 
    Ronnie sat in the kitchen chair and stared at me. He’s not a big man, rather slender, strong as all get out, but…not the manly macho look that people associate with manliness. 
 
    I got up, went to the cabinet and got down the Old Granddad. I half filled a glass with ice, then mixed equal portions of Coke and Granddad. I put in front of Ronnie. 
 
    He took the drink automatically, but just cradled it. 
 
    I sat down opposite him and waited. 
 
    “And you want me to…to dress like a sissy.” 
 
    “And act like a sissy.  And do work around the house like a sissy. And even wear some make up. And—“ 
 
    “No.”  
 
    He took a large gulp. 
 
    I studied my husbands face. “You have the greatest cheekbones, your hair is long enough to style, and you are going to have so-o-o much fun. 
 
    “I am so-o-o not going to do this.” He took another drink. 
 
    “How can you say that? We haven’t even talked about it.” 
 
    He took another sip. Well, a gulp. 
 
    “This is my body.” 
 
    “This is our marriage, and I can get an equal say in what you do with your body.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Bigger sip. Between my insistence and the alcohol I figured it would only take a couple of hours to break him down and make him amenable to my idea. 
 
    “But why would you want me to be a sissy?” 
 
    “One, you would look good. Two, you have the kind of body that lends itself to…to sissiness. Three, everybody I’ve talked to agrees with me. Four, there is something so delicious and wonderful about fixing yourself up. You are going to love it, and—“ 
 
    “Who is everybody.” Sip, sip, sip. 
 
    “Well, there’s my mother…” 
 
    “Of course. Old Ironpants herself. The way she browbeats her husband…it’s ridiculous. I would never accept being browbeated. Browbeaten.” 
 
    Sip. 
 
    “Let me get you another drink,” I picked up his empty glass and headed for the bourbon. “And I have no intention of ‘brow beating’ you.” 
 
    “I’ll bet that’s what your mother told your father.” 
 
    I put his second drink down in front of him and he quickly wrapped his hands around the glass and sipped. 
 
    “Besides, there is a huge difference between being brow beaten and learning to accept simple instructions.” 
 
    “Instructions? That’s what you call it?” 
 
    “Absolutely. And I’ll tell you something else. Father likes it.”               
 
    “I’ll bet he does.” 
 
    “There is something liberating about learning to follow instructions, in becoming man enough to submit to a strong personality, in learning your true place in the world. 
 
    Sip, hell. He was gulping. 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    Ronnie blinked. 
 
    “I’ll get it,” I said, and headed for the front door. As I exited the kitchen I could actually feel his thoughts following me. 
 
    I opened the door. 
 
    “Barbara!” I greeted Ronnie’s mother. 
 
    “Shiela, dear. You are as beautiful as ever.” 
 
    We hugged briefly, and she asked, “Where’s Ronnie.” 
 
    Ronnie’s mother is built like Ronnie. With large boobs, of course. She is also the height of fashion. Wears dresses to show off her fabulous figure, her hair is always done perfectly, and she walks like she rules the world. 
 
    We entered the kitchen. 
 
    “Good morning, Ronnie.” She hugged him, eyed the whiskey and didn’t say a thing. 
 
    “Good morning, mother.” he sounded a bit disgruntled, but that was okay. Barbara was in on the situation. In fact, we had spent many long hours discussing how we could bring Ronnie to heel. 
 
    Barbara sat down opposite him and glared. 
 
    “What?” Ronnie protested. “I haven’t done anything!” 
 
    “That’s exactly right. You haven’t. And it’s high time you did.” 
 
    “So you’re in on this great plot to…to feminize me.” 
 
    “I’ve always wanted another daughter, your sister always wanted a sister, and even Harold thinks it would be good for you.” 
 
    “Dad does? Ha!” 
 
    Barbara took out her cell, pulled up a video and turned it towards Ronnie. On the little screen Harold sat behind his desk. He was a powerful man, thick in the shoulders, his grey hair cut to a short layer of bristles, and a grey mustache. 
 
    “Hey, Ronnie. Your mother told me what she planned, and I think it’s a good idea. You’ve never been much of a man, and I think this will be good for you.” 
 
    “What!” Ronnie squeaked. 
 
    “I want you to throw yourself whole heartedly into this, and I look forward to seeing the finished product. Good luck, “ he hesitated…”daughter.” 
 
    Ronnie stared at his mother. His beautiful eyes, so dark and mysterious, so perfect for a little eye shadow and mascara, were filled with shock. “No!” He whispered. 
 
    “Get him another drink, Shiela.” 
 
    I was already on my way. I grabbed his glass, refilled the ice cubes, and half and half the Coke and bourbon. 
 
    “I can’t believe…Dad’s not a…sissy.” 
 
    “Of course not. He’s a manly man. Always has been and always will be. But Sissyhood is not for every one. It is for you.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    I placed the glass in front of him. He almost inhaled the concoction. He was in such a hurry he actually drank one of the ice cubes. He bent forward and choked a bit. 
 
    Barbara smiled. “You can’t even drink a drink like a man.” 
 
    He put the glass down and glared at her. 
 
    “You will be much happier as one of us.” 
 
    “I need to work.” 
 
    “No, you don’t. Your father supports his daughter…and he will support you as his other daughter.” 
 
    I could see Ronnie taking that in, and it was true. His sister received a generous monthly allowance, and would do so as long as Harold was alive, and when he died she was on the will to receive a LARGE portion of his estate. 
 
    I could see Ronnie absorbing that. 
 
    “I don’t want to,” he finally said, shaking his head firmly. 
 
    “Well, hubbie dear,” I quipped. “Looks like you don’t have much choice.” 
 
    “So you’re going to make up my mind for me and make me.” 
 
    Barbara and I looked at each. I shrugged and she chuckled. 
 
    “More or less,” Barbara said. 
 
    “So you might just as well make it easier on yourself and go along with the program,” I put in. 
 
    Ronnie finished his bourbon and Coke and stood up. “I think we’re done here.” He staggered a little, but he walked out with a firm step. Barbara and I looked at each other. 
 
    “Time for phase two, girl.” 
 
    “I’ve got it,” I said. 
 
      
 
    Phase two was simple. It was just me having fun. And the fun started the very next morning. 
 
    “Shiela? Where’s my underwear?” 
 
    “It’s all in the wash,” I answered. 
 
    He stood at the dresser looking at his side of the drawer. Empty. “But there was underwear in here yesterday.” 
 
    “I spilled some furniture polish on your stuff. It’s all in the wash, so go ahead and grab some of mine.” 
 
    He turned to me. “Oh, no,” he said. “You aren’t going to do that to me.” 
 
    “What?” I asked, all innocence. 
 
    “Get me to wear your kinky underwear, call me a sissy, make me into a sissy.” 
 
    “Oh, honey,” I said, coming to him. I wasn’t wearing much, just a bra and panties. I kissed him a good, lingering kiss. He wasn’t about to fight that. “Just get over it.” 
 
    “I’ll pick up some more underwear tonight, and…no thanks.” 
 
    He went to work commando style. 
 
    And was home an hour later. And well he should be. I had put itching powder in the crotch of all his pants. 
 
    He walked in, a little red-faced, scratching like mad. 
 
    “What’s wrong? Commando not all it’s knocked up to be?” 
 
    He just grimaced and headed for the shower. 
 
    While he showered I hid all my panties. 
 
    He got out of the shower, put on another pair of pants, was ready to head back to work…and started scratching. 
 
    “Son of a…” he muttered, holding his balls with one hand and scratching them fiercely. 
 
    Back into the shower. And out. And into my drawer. 
 
    “Honey?” he called. “Where’s…uh, where’s your underwear.” 
 
    “What underwear?” I asked, coming back into the bedroom with a big smile. 
 
    “Your panty underwear,” he grouched. 
 
    “Oh, that. You didn’t want to wear panties. It might make you into a sissy. All the boys would laugh and try to pull your pants down to see your panties.” 
 
    “All right. Knock it off. Just tell me.” 
 
    “Well, I would, except…” 
 
    “Except what?” 
 
    “I don’t just buy panties. I buy bra and panty sets.” 
 
    He was blank. 
 
    “So you can’t wear just a panty, or a bra, you have to wear them both.” 
 
    “That’s nonsense.” 
 
    “Maybe it is for you, but at the end of the week when I only have a bra and no panty it’s not so funny. At least not to me.” 
 
    “Just give me the panties.” 
 
    “Not unless you agree to wear the bra, too.” 
 
    “I’m not wearing a bra!” 
 
    “Then you’re not wearing panties.” 
 
    He grunted, then turned to the dirty clothes. 
 
    “Wearing last weeks dirty shorts? How grody!” 
 
    “It’s okay,” he threw at me. “I just turn them inside out whenever they get dirty.” 
 
    “Very funny, but still disgusting.” 
 
    He started out the door and I yelled, “If you would get with the program you wouldn’t even have to go to work!” 
 
    He just waved an arm at me without turning around. 
 
      
 
    That night I fixed him a big dinner, poured him some of that good, old Granddad, and wore a sexy dress. 
 
    Plunging neckline. My freshly shaved legs encased in sexy nylons. My reddest lipstick. 
 
    “What’s the occasion?” he asked. 
 
    “Just feeling horny.” 
 
    He grinned. 
 
    “And I like to get all sexy before I use my vibrator.” 
 
    “What?” his eyes went wide. 
 
    “Sure. I’ve got a vibrator, and some other toys, and I feel like having a real girly orgasm tonight.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “But why not your dick?” I raised my eyebrows. 
 
    He gulped and nodded. 
 
    “Because men are rough, and I feel like some soft loving. I feel like being made love to by a woman.” 
 
    “A dildo isn’t a woman!” 
 
    “No, but I’ll use it like a woman should use a dick. Are you all done? Let me show you.” 
 
    Oh, he was putty. I took his hand and led him into the bedroom. I placed the chair to my make up table next to the bed and sat him down. 
 
    He was blinking, there was a certain amount of confusion, and he watched. 
 
    I placed my dildo on the side of the bed, along with a butt plug and some nipple clamps. 
 
    He watched, and his mouth was actually hanging open a little bit. His eyes were dazed, as if somebody had actually slapped him upside the head. 
 
    I turned on the music and did a slow strip tease. I fondled my breasts, lifted them and sucked on the nipples. I could hear him gulping. 
 
    I lay back on the bed and reached for the butt plug. I greased it up and slid it up the poop chute with a big, sexy groan. “Oh, God, it feels good!” I writhed and twisted, then grabbed the nipple clamps. I set them on my nipples, and this time my groan was louder. “Heysoos,” I whispered, “This shoots sex right to my pussy.” 
 
    He had his hand on his groin. He was starting to rub his crotch. 
 
    I rubbed myself all over, squeezed my tits, then inserted the large dildo. Fuck, it felt good, widening me, rubbing all the important nerves. 
 
    “Honey,” he gasped. “We could fuck…” 
 
    “I am fucking. I’m fucking my invisible girlfriend!” 
 
    “Your girlfriend seems to have a dick.” 
 
    “Oh, God, yes. She does.” I was pushing it in and pulling it out. My hips were twisting and giving little jerks. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    I smiled at him, a dreamy, half lidded smile, and picked up the little vibrator. It was only the size of a tube of lipstick, and I placed it on my clit. “Honey?” I asked. “Can you hold the dildo in place? Make sure it doesn’t fall out? Maybe move it around a little?” 
 
    Like he was dreaming, he moved to the bed. He put his hand down and held the base of the vibrator. 
 
    “Yeah, now wiggle it a bit. circle it around and—OH! Yes…that’s it!” 
 
    I began rubbing the second vibrator on my clit. 
 
    I felt the sensations, aided by his hand movements, rippling through my cunt. My clit was hard and I started to shake. 
 
    “Oh, fuck…oh, fuck…” I was losing it. I was losing awareness of him, I just wanted that big, deep explosion. 
 
    “Honey…” 
 
    “FU-U-U!” I groaned as the waves of vibrations hit me. I lifted my hips, pushing against the vibrator, and thank God he didn’t lose hold of it. 
 
    “F-U-U-UCK! YE-E-ES! OHHHH!” 
 
    He stared at me as I spasmed uncontrollably. I bucked and arched and moaned so loud the cat jumped up and ran out of the room. 
 
    Then I collapsed. Just lay there, him still pumping the vibrator in and out of me. 
 
    I reached for his hand, caught his wrist. “Okay…okay…” 
 
    He pulled the vibrator out of me. “Take the…the…” 
 
    He detached the nipple clamps and I felt a whole new wave of sexuality ripple through me. 
 
    “Fuck,” he muttered. 
 
    “Take the butt plug out.” 
 
    He did, looking at it with fascination. 
 
    I smiled at him through half-lidded eyes. “And that’s how a woman does it.” 
 
    “I could do that.” 
 
    “Ha. You’re a stinky, sweaty, smelly man. I need a sweet smelling, gentle woman.” 
 
    “You’re just trying to get me to be a sissy.” 
 
    “Is it working?” 
 
    He stood up and walked out, but he wasn’t walking on a straight line. 
 
      
 
    The next day I managed to get him into panties. It actually wasn’t hard, he didn’t have much choice. So he glumly opened a pack and pulled the panties up. 
 
    “Oh, sexy.” I observed.  
 
    “There’s no pouch,” he complained. 
 
    “I’ll order you some sissy panties. They come with little pouches. 
 
    He didn’t say anything, just put on his pants and left the room. 
 
     
 
    Barbara dropped by a couple of times over the weeks, and she brought him little presents. A negligee. A make up kit. A set of fake nails with bright, red polish. 
 
    “I’m not going to use that stuff. You might just as well forget about it.” 
 
    She just smiled, patted his cheek, and ignored him. 
 
      
 
    Then there was the night I got him drunk. Real drunk. And while he slept the deep sleep I got out the nail kit that Barbara had brought him. 
 
    First, I pushed the bottom covers up and gave him a pedicure. Painted his pretty tootsies bright red. 
 
    Then I pulled one hand to the side of the bed and went to work. Nice, bright, polished, shiny, sexy nails. Stilettos. He was going to have trouble tying his shoes on the morrow. 
 
    And, the other hand. 
 
    Then, a little tired myself, but feeling very exulted, I went to sleep. 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck is this?” 
 
    I blinked blearily, then came to full wakefulness. His nails. Oh, my God! This was going to be good. 
 
    I sat up and looked at him. I wasn't wearing any underwear and my large breasts were on display. I was hoping to further distract him. Not that waking up with a full set of nails, top and bottom, isn’t distractive enough. 
 
    He stood next to the bed and looked at his hands, looked at his feet, looked at his hands. “What the fuck did you do?” 
 
    “Why nothing! Don’t you remember?” 
 
    “Remember what?” His voice was shrill, suspicious, and even angry. Poor boy. 
 
    “You were sleep walking last night. I went to bed, but you must have let your inner self do a little of the sleep walking.” 
 
    “This is not funny!” 
 
    “I’m not laughing. I think it’s cute. Beautiful, actually. Your hands are adorable.” 
 
    “Where’s the remover stuff?” 
 
    “I don’t have any remover! Why would I have remover? I do my nails and I want them to stay. I imagine you would want the same.” 
 
    “Come on!” 
 
    “Honey, honestly, I don’t have any nail polish remover. I ran out and was going to pick some up this weekend.” 
 
    He stared at me. Didn’t believe me. But what could he do? Beat me? With those sexy hands? 
 
    “I need these off!” he was almost crying. 
 
    I slid out of bed and went to him. My breasts were almost against his chest and I handled his hands, turned them this way and that and admired them. I said, “Okay, I’ll make you a deal.” 
 
    “What deal?” 
 
    “If you wear these nails this weekend, just around the house, you don’t have to go anywhere, I’ll take them off on Sunday night.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to!” 
 
    “That’s the deal. Otherwise you should just hop in the car and tool on down to the nail salon and buy some remover.” 
 
    He started blinking, and tears were now coming out of his eyes. 
 
    I reached up and rubbed a tear away. “You are so beautiful when you cry.” 
 
    “Honey…honey…” then he broke. He turned and walked out of the room. 
 
    I smiled. The bigger they are the harder they fall. Except in this case it was the more feminine they are the cuter it is when they fall. 
 
      
 
    That was an interesting weekend. 
 
    At first Ronnie wouldn’t talk to me. He just grunted at my attempts at conversation, and turned away whenever I complimented him on his hands. 
 
    By dinner on Saturday, however, he was changing. But what else was he supposed to do? He had spent the whole day staring at his red nails. He had tried to trim the bushes outside, but he couldn’t wear gloves with his nails, so there went the front yard. And he found that working the clippers with a full set of nails was…weird. 
 
    “You could always vacuum,” I suggested. “That’s easy to do when you have beautiful hands.” 
 
    He didn’t think that was funny, so he just gave up and came in and tried to watch football. 
 
    And kept looking down at his nails. 
 
    I brought him a drink and some popcorn, and I loved it when he picked up a piece of popcorn and found himself staring at the red tipped nails holding the kernel. 
 
    And putting the buttery stuff in his mouth was a whole new experience, feeling the nails with his lips, and licking the butter off his fingers. 
 
    Saturday night, and I hadn’t done much but chuckle at his discomfiture. I asked, “How’s it been.” 
 
    “Fine,” he groused. 
 
    “Different though. Yes?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Honey, I’m going to ask you to do something.” 
 
    “What?” He didn’t want to look at me. Poor boy was disgruntled and suspicious. 
 
    “I want you to hold up my hair, keep it back, while I suck your cock.” 
 
    He blinked. Twice. 
 
    I knelt in front of him and worked his zipper. He took my hair in his hands, and I knew he was staring at the red lacquer amongst the gold strands. 
 
    “It’s difficult just zipping and unzipping, isn’t it.” 
 
    “Yeah. Sort of.” 
 
    “But you figure out how to use the pads of your fingers, and then it’s sort of fun.” 
 
    He was silent. 
 
    I pulled his penis out and licked my red lips. 
 
    He stared, aware of his hands, seeing his hands in my hair, as I began to bob my head back and forth on his hard cock. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whispered. 
 
    I stopped for a moment. “Sexy. Makes you harder. Doesn’t it?” 
 
    I didn’t give him a chance to answer. I slurped and sucked, and I managed to pull his balls into the open and I massaged those. 
 
    He groaned. 
 
    “Don’t these panties feel slick and sexy?” 
 
    “Come on,” he whined. 
 
    “Admit it.” 
 
    “I don’t want to admit anything!” 
 
    I let go of his cock. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “If you’re not going to be honest with me I don’t see how I can honestly suck your cock.” 
 
    “I’m honest with you!” 
 
    “You are enjoying your nails, and you can’t admit it. That’s not being honest!” 
 
    “What does…I can’t…you…” 
 
    I walked out of the room. 
 
      
 
    We went to bed, and I made sure I grabbed his cock with one hand. Shortly I was snoring, but, even asleep, I knew he wasn’t. I knew how men reacted to sleeping in panties with red nails. He was lying awake. Wired. Staring at the ceiling and wondering what was happening to him. 
 
    He stirred, started to turn over, and I woke up and pulled him back. “Where you going?” 
 
    “Nowhere. I’m just getting comfortable.” 
 
    “As long as you don’t jack off.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I don’t want you jacking off.” 
 
    “But you do! You used that vibrator and—“ 
 
    “Shhh,” I placed a finger over his lips. “Women can jack off. If you were a woman, if you would just give up to the woman in yourself, you would understand that. Now, go to sleep.” 
 
    I slept. He didn’t. But he didn’t jack off, either. 
 
      
 
    Sunday morning, and he had gotten a little sleep, but he had bags under his eyes. 
 
    I stretched and jumped out of bed. Fresh and rested. Naked. My boobs standing out and my skin fresh and glowing. I pulled on a negligee and went to fix breakfast. 
 
    A minute later he stumbled out, tired, exhausted, rubbing his eyes. 
 
    “Oh, you look tired.” I looked up at him, concerned. 
 
    “I just need to cum.” 
 
    Those big, black satchels under your eyes do not mean you need to cum. If anything, you don’t need to cum.” 
 
    “Come on, I don’t…” 
 
    “Stay here.” I ran into the bedroom, grabbed a vial and brought it out to the kitchen. I sat him down and unscrewed the vial. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “Black bag remover.” 
 
    “What?” he frowned. 
 
    I smoothed a bit of cream under his eyes. 
 
    “Is that make up?” 
 
    It’s black bag remover. Actors and actresses use this stuff all the time. Go look in a mirror.” 
 
    He left the room, looked in the hall mirror, and I heard him grunt. “What the hell.” 
 
    He came back into the kitchen. 
 
    “That stuff will hide the darkness, and it has the added benefit of stretching the skin. Use it enough and it’s like facelift in a bottle. 
 
    “You’re kidding me!” he went to touch his under eyes and stopped. He felt his nails, looked at them, and put a grumpy look on his face and lowered his hands. 
 
    “Well, let’s have some breakfast, then go out looking for garage sales.” 
 
    “With these?” he held up his hands. 
 
    But the funny thing was that in sleeping with his claws he had become used to them. He wasn’t showing the same reaction of disgust to them. 
 
    “Why not with those? I’ve got the same nails.” I held up my hands. 
 
    “Hardee har har.” 
 
    “Okay, look, I’ll make you a deal.” 
 
    “What kind of a deal? I don’t—“ 
 
    “I’ve got some gloves you can wear, and if you wear these gloves and go out to garage sales with me…I’ll suck your cock tonight.” 
 
    “Yeah, you sucked it already, and I didn’t get to get off.” 
 
    “You will tonight. In fact, I will give you a VERY special orgasm. It’s gonna be short, but you’ll want nothing more than to have that orgasm again and again.” 
 
    “What?” he eyed me suspiciously. 
 
    “Word of honor. The gloves are in my golf bag. Go get them and try them on.” 
 
    I fixed breakfast, and he was back in a flash. He was holding a pair of skin colored gloves. 
 
    “They’re stretch gloves. Try them on.” 
 
    The bacon was done so I took it out and poured the eggs into the skillet. 
 
    He looked at his gloved hands. “Well, son of a…” 
 
    “Told you. Nobody can see your nails, and yet you will have tactile abilities. Here, pick this up.” I dropped a dime on the floor. 
 
    He looked at the dime, then knelt in front of me. Knelt, like a peasant kneels in front of the queen. He reached down and managed to close his nails over the dime and lift it. He looked up at me in delight. “Say…” 
 
    “Say,” I interrupted and spread my negligee. “I need a little something.” 
 
    He moved forward and I grabbed the back of his head and pulled him into my crotch. 
 
    Oh, God! It felt good. I groaned and tilted my hips, and his lips went to work. I could feel him chewing on my labia, then sucking on my clitoris. 
 
    I held his head and murmured, “Oh, my little man. Worship at my womanhood.” 
 
    He glanced up, and there was confusion in his eyes. I pushed him back and said, “Of course you don’t have to worship.” I turned back to the eggs, which were about to burn. 
 
    He stayed for a long moment, looking at my backside, and I knew it was a very poignant moment for him. He had been in a submissive position, and he had liked it, and he didn’t like being pushed away and denied. 
 
    Slowly, he got to his feet. 
 
    “Sit down,” I chirped brightly. “Breakfast is ready.” 
 
    I served him then, smiling and laughing, and he returned my attitude, but there was something else, a different attitude, hiding under his face. 
 
      
 
    We went to the garage sales, and he wore the gloves, and nobody noticed, which gave him sort of a kick. 
 
    We returned from one garage and he observed. “Nobody notices that I’ve got long, red nails.” 
 
    “Nope. How does it feel?” 
 
    He hesitated. 
 
    “Go on, tell me the truth. “Well, it sort of makes me…hard.” 
 
    “Pull over.” 
 
    He pulled over and turned to me. I took his hands in mine and said, “You’ve been hard ever since we started pushing you, and I’ll tell you this…as a woman you’re going to be horny all the time.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything then, just watched him. I knew that deep things were happening inside his cranium. 
 
    He finally blurted, “But no woman is going to want to make love to a man who is…who is…” 
 
    “No woman?” I asked pointedly. “Or me?” 
 
    He stared at me. 
 
    “Because if you’re wondering what other women will think, your mother, and my mother, and your father and your sister have all made it plain what we need and want for you. But if it’s just me…you know what I want.” 
 
    “You would want to make love to a sissy?” 
 
    “Honey, I want to share clothes and make up. I want to hold your hand in public. I want to go to bed and feel your woman’s body penetrate me. I would even penetrate you.” 
 
    “Penetrate…me?” he sounded dubious. 
 
    I ignored the place his mind was going and returned him to the idea of him being the dick bearer. “You’ve got a dick. Even if we go the hormone route we can choose drugs that will enable you to keep that big, delicious cock of yours. If that’s what you want. 
 
    Man, I left the door wide open there. Hormones, penetration…it was a lot to think about. 
 
    I wondered whether he would go through that door, or whether it was too soon. 
 
    He was silent for a long time, just looking at me. I slipped his glove off one hand and felt his fingers, stroked them, felt his nails. I finally kissed his hand. 
 
    “I want you.” 
 
    “But under your conditions.” 
 
    “Definitely. But are my conditions that bad?” 
 
    “You’re asking me to be less than a man.” 
 
    “More than a man,” I disagreed. “And let me ask you this…do actors wear make up? Do they have parts where they are women?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “And throughout history men have worn make up, war paint, if you will, and dresses.” 
 
    “Kilts,” he snorted.  
 
    “Take a look back through the Roman empire, and further. You will find men in skirts and dresses. Me asking you to be this kind of man is not far fetched.” 
 
    I placed his hand on my chest, let him feeling my heart pounding under my breasts. 
 
    “I want you, in every way imaginable. But I need you to say yes.” 
 
    We were frozen, but he couldn’t make it…he couldn’t make the decision. 
 
    Finally, he started the car up and we drove back home. 
 
    It was a lazy day, and surprisingly pleasant, especially after his resistance the day before. Heck, the weeks before. 
 
    We joked, we laughed. We watched TV and made fun of Sharknado. It was fun. 
 
    But in the back of it all was what we had talked about. 
 
    Behind our banter was a looming decision. 
 
    I knew he would make it. I knew he would give in. The only question was how much pain was he going to give himself before he did. 
 
      
 
    We got ready for bed, and I knew what he was thinking. He was thinking about that fabulous blow job I had promised him. 
 
    I got undressed and went to him. 
 
    “Lay on the edge of the bed,” I said. 
 
    He rolled out form under the covers and onto the side of the bed. He watched me. 
 
    “Remember, this is going to be short, but it is going to leave you wanting this kind of blow job again and again and again. I can even see a day when this is going to be the only kind of sex you want.” 
 
    He blinked. He was really wondering what I was going to do. 
 
    I took him in my mouth. I watched him, and he held my hair back. I bobbed up and down. 
 
    I wish I could say it was a long drawn out saga of sex, but he was horny, very horny, having not come for a couple of weeks, and having me play with him and tease him that whole time. 
 
    So it wasn’t long before he started grunting and thrusting his hips. 
 
    I waited, made sure he was really going to squirt, then I pulled back and squeezed the base of his dick. 
 
    “AH…AH…PLEASE…LET GO!” 
 
    I didn’t, and I resisted his attempts to loosen my grip.  
 
    He jerked and twitched, but only a couple of drops of semen leaked out of the slit on his cock. 
 
    “Fuck! Fuck!” He whimpered. his convulsions died down and I let go of him. I scooped up the little half a teaspoon full of semen and held it in front of his face. 
 
    “Do you want more?” 
 
    “Oh, God! Yes…” 
 
    “Good.” I licked my fingers, and he watched the little bit of sperm disappear between my red lips. “Because we can do this…a lot…and there are a lot of other things we can do…if you’re a sissy man.” 
 
    “A sissy,” he groaned, yet I could feel him breaking. 
 
    A sissy slave. Feminized. Made to do your will.” 
 
    “Try it…you’ll like it.” 
 
    Then I pushed him to his side, crawled in next to him, and went to sleep. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    That was the night that did it. That was the night Ronnie gave in to our way of thinking and came over to our side. But when he did make the break, the very next day, man, he went all the way. 
 
     
 
    “Hey, Dad, this is Ronnie. I’m thinking of doing this thing you and Mom want me to do, and I wanted to know if you’d support me.” 
 
    I could hear the grumble of Harold’s voice on the phone. Yes, he would support him…how much did he make at his job…good, I’ll double that.” 
 
    “Okay, I’m going to quit my job, so I’m depending on me.” 
 
    “I’ll go change my will today. And maybe I should send you ten grand right now, help make things easier.” 
 
    “Thanks, Dad.” 
 
    “No problem, and Ronnie?” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “You’ve always been a soft person. I think this is going to really work out for you.” 
 
    “Thanks, Dad. Talk to you later.” 
 
    Wow! 
 
      
 
    Second phone call. “Hey, Charlie? I’m going to be seeking employment elsewhere. Uh huh. No, I’d like to leave today. Yep. Okay. I’ll come in and turn over my cases. Okay. Thanks, Charlie.” 
 
    He turned to me. “I fired myself.” 
 
    I found myself giggling. “How can you fire yourself.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know. But I’ll go in and turn over my work and be back by noon.” 
 
    “Okay, I’ll be ready for you.” 
 
    He hesitated. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “This is going to take some time. I need to come to grips with it, and I don’t think I’m going to be wanting to be seen in public half transitioned. Is that okay with you?” 
 
    “Not a problem. You’ll be my delicious, little secret. Now go to work and come home. I can’t wait.” 
 
    He went. 
 
      
 
    And came back at noon. Happy, whistling, and ready to go. 
 
    “Well, well,” I greeted him with a kiss and a grope. 
 
    “Oh, God! Don’t forget, I want what you gave me last night. Again and again and again.” 
 
    “Oh, I’ve got a lot better than that planned.” 
 
    “You do?” 
 
    “Sure. Have you ever been so horny you couldn’t stand it?” 
 
    “Well, I’ve been pretty horny.” 
 
    “It’s going to be like that. I’m going to make you so fucking horny you can’t stand it, and then, when you finally can’t handle it any more…I’m going to push you over the edge.” 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “Now, come on, lover girl. Let’s get you started on your big adventure.” 
 
    He followed me into the bedroom and I opened some bags I had brought home just that morning. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “Your own wardrobe, starting with underwear.” 
 
    He held up a matching bra and panty. There was a bit of a pouch, not too big, on the panties. He stepped into them and pulled them up tight. 
 
    Perfect. his cock and balls were jammed into the pouch, his cock struggling to get erect, but there was re-enforcement and he couldn’t. 
 
    “Little snug in there,” he observed, but he wasn’t complaining. 
 
    “Perfect. Now, take them off.” 
 
    “But I just put them on!” 
 
    “But you didn’t shave your legs.” 
 
    “I have to shave my…oh.” 
 
    “Well, we could use Nair. Would you like that?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Okay. Bottom drawer in the bathroom. Follow the directions and I’ll see you in 15.” 
 
    I turned away and left him to his ablutions. 
 
    20 Minutes later he was standing in the middle of the bedroom, putting on his panties. His legs were slick and smooth. I felt them and marveled. He always did have good skin. 
 
    “Now the bra.” 
 
    I had to help him, men always get the bra inside out, but we made it, and I stepped back and admired him. 
 
    The panties and bra were a light blue, and they went perfectly with his olive skin color. I straightened his straps and he looked down disconsolately at his chest. 
 
    “I seem to have a little sagging material where I should have boobs.” 
 
    “Not to worry,” I went to another bag and took out some falsies. 
 
    “Oh, my!” 
 
    I helped him slip the falsies into his cups and he stared at the mirror. The transition was instantaneous. One second he was a manly rail. The next second he had curves. 
 
    “I really do have a…a softer body.” 
 
    “You really do. And you’ve been fighting it this whole time.” 
 
    He gave a heavy sigh. I couldn’t tell what his emotions were, but he didn’t stop or protest, so I guessed they were on the right side of good. 
 
    “Come here,” we walked through the house to our own, little chat room, the kitchen. I poured him his favorite, Coke and bourbon, and poured myself a wine spritzer. We sat and looked at each other. We were both in bra and panties. 
 
    I reached forward and smoothed his hair, combed it down the sides  of his face with my fingers and made it more feminine. He had thick, rich hair, and it was long, and I loved it. 
 
    “Ronnie?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Let’s discuss hormones.” 
 
    He said, “Gulp.” 
 
    “I’ve investigated the matter, and estrogen will definitely soften you up, change your skin and give you boobs. Testosterone blockers will reduce your penis size, change the way you have sex and orgasms. I would think that we should go for the estrogen, maybe take it easy with the T blockers, and see if we can keep your dick functioning. What do you think of that?” 
 
    He hemmed and hawed, but it mostly just letting the concepts sink in. In the end we agreed, and agreed to watch his progress and make sure that no truly bad effects were experienced. 
 
    I didn’t think he would agree so quickly, but, once in, all the way in. 
 
    We returned to the bedroom. 
 
      
 
    We put his first set of nylons on, and he marveled at how sleek and smooth they were. “It’s like electric sex,” he observed, at one point. 
 
    We decided on a simple house dress, and I gave him one of mine. It was silk and yellow and crossed in front, but not deep enough to reveal that he had falsies on. 
 
    Again, we looked in the mirror, and as we did I worked on his hair. 
 
    “God, I wished my hair was this thick and lustrous.” 
 
    “I could cut it off and make you a wig.” 
 
    “Don’t tempt me,” I giggled. 
 
    Then finally, we sat down at the make up table. 
 
    “Wow,” he said, looking at al the potions and creams and powders. “You know what everything is for?” 
 
    “And so will you. Now shut your face and let me decorate it.” 
 
    I did the standard job. I moisturized his face, washed out the pores and made it so his skin could breath. 
 
    Then I applied the primer and the foundation. Shortly his face had a smooth and seamless color to it. 
 
    Concealer, to hide the blemishes, which, fortunately, he didn’t have many of. 
 
    A little blush to round his cheeks off, then the fun. The eyes. 
 
    I licked the mascara pencil and ran a line under his eyes. I creamed and powdered his eyelids, and he marveled at how smoky and mysterious they were. 
 
    And, finally, the cop de grace…lipstick. 
 
    Except I didn’t use lipstick. I used lip stain. 
 
    “This will give your lips color for a long time, then you simply use a little gloss to bring it all out whenever you want. 
 
    He stared himself in the mirror. Transformed. His face made narrow and his eyes made large, his hair a delightful tumble of a mess, and his lips, I had used plumper, were rich and full. 
 
    And we were done. 
 
    We walked out to the kitchen and sat down to a couple of fresh drinks. I could tell his mind was in that far off place called thinking, and I watched him. 
 
    “It took us a couple of hours.” 
 
    I was explaining things. When you figure it all out it need only take a couple of minutes. 
 
    “A couple of minutes,” he mused. “That seems incredible.” 
 
    I smiled. Women are incredible, and he was learning that from the ground up. 
 
    “Hold on,” I said, “let me get something.” 
 
    The something was my laptop, and we set it up on the kitchen table. Then we began searching through the various estrogens and T blockers. It was an education, and we spent a good amount of time looking at side effects, costs, times and so on. 
 
    And we joined a chat room and learned more. A lot more Here were the individual experiences, from the people who took the drugs, not just the people who wanted to sell the drugs. 
 
    And, finally, we ordered. 
 
    Done, sipping our drinks, Ronnie asked, “Now, about my boobs.” 
 
    “What about your boobs?” I grinned. 
 
    “How big should they be?” 
 
    “Well, speaking as a well endowed woman, I would suggest as big as possible. I mean, we’ll have to be careful, you need to build certain muscles, you’ll have to always wear a good bra, but there is no joy like walking down the street and being stared at by men.” 
 
    “Do you get stared at often?” 
 
    “All the time.” 
 
    “I sort of noticed, but—“ 
 
    “I really get stared at when I’m not with you. Then my whole body gets stared at, and I can even feel what part of my body is getting stared at.” 
 
    “You’re kidding!” 
 
    “No. You suddenly feel a prickly sensation, like hair raising, then you feel a warmth of attention, that’s the only way I can describe it, on your boobs. Or your butt. Or whatever.” 
 
    “Huh!” 
 
    I could see him thinking. “Don’t want men staring at you?” 
 
    “Well, it is sort of offsetting. Underneath this feminine package there still beats the heart of a…a cock.” 
 
    I laughed at that. “Well, no matter. You’ll learn to enjoy it…yes, you will, and then you’ll start to dress to pull it in, and you might even learn how to flirt.” 
 
    He looked aghast. 
 
    “But it’s always your choice. You can shut a man down, you can say no, you can run and hide…the options are yours.” 
 
    He was silent for awhile, then: “But it’s really just you I want to experience staring at me.” 
 
    “Want to do something fun?” 
 
    “What? Are you changing the subject?” 
 
    “Yes and no. Now just lean forward, right there, and I’ll lean forward.” 
 
    We were inches from each other. Close enough to kiss. I could imagine our two red lipsticks meshing, mushing, turning us on. 
 
    “What now?” 
 
    “Now…don’t kiss me. Get as close as possible, and don’t kiss me. Don’t let our lips touch.” 
 
    We were eye to eye, breathing on each other, and I was getting so horny and excited. 
 
    He was, too. He was breathing harder, and gulping, and I knew…he wanted to lean forward, cross that final inch, and kiss me. 
 
    I reached out and put a hand on his chest. I held him back. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whispered. 
 
    “Don’t touch,” I warned happily. 
 
    We sat there for a long couple of minutes, and our desire grew and grew. We were there, the purpose of ‘there’ was to kiss, and yet we didn’t. I could feel my body heating up. Hell, I could feel the heat emanating off his body. 
 
    “How long do we do this?” 
 
    “Forever.” 
 
    Another couple of minutes. The sensation of desire was so strong I could hardly stand it. 
 
    He jerked back and gasped for air. “I can’t take it.” 
 
    “Sissy,” I said, and the import of the word hit him. We both blinked. then we both laughed. 
 
    “Yes, you are,” I affirmed. 
 
     
 
    The days passed, and we entered into a new lifestyle, a new way of appreciating each other. 
 
    We got dressed in the morning, put on our make up, watched TV together, and even went shopping together. 
 
    Yes. Went shopping. He thought it was going to take a lot of time, but he could see that he looked like a woman, there was nothing to be embarrassed or scared about, so…there we went. 
 
    But it was the simple act of watching TV that gave us the most fun. 
 
    We would be entwined in each other’s arms. 
 
    Sometimes I would cuddle up to him, lay my head against his chest, feel his fake boobs, and later on the smaller but growing real boobs, and we would just feel each others hearts pumping. Thump. Thump. Thump. 
 
    Sometimes he would lay on me, his head against my chest, like a little girl laying on her mother. Except he was no little girl, and I certainly wasn’t a mother.  
 
    I think that gave him the most pleasure, because it was the first sign of him giving something up to me, of him being submissive to me. 
 
    Oh, he had a bad case of male-itis. He had mannerisms and ways of speaking and moving that were definitely male. But I worked with him, taught him how to walk, how to sit, how to be a girl. And slowly the male-isms drifted away. 
 
      
 
    “Honey, it’s your turn to vacuum.” 
 
    He turned to me, a beautiful woman in shiny black high heels. “Real woman don’t do housework,” he quoted from one of our favorite websites to me. 
 
    “Real women better, if they don’t want a spanking.” 
 
    He blinked, “A spanking?” 
 
    “You’ve come a long way, baby, but you still mouth off every once in a while, and we can’t have that.” 
 
    “We can’t, eh?” 
 
    “No. Now, would you like to do your maidly duties? Or would you like to experience your first spanking?” 
 
    Now he was caught. He was becoming more and more subservient, and he knew it, but there was this spanking thing, sort of a step with finality, and we had talked about it, and here it was. Push had come to shove. 
 
    “Maybe…should we do it? Should you spank me?” 
 
    There was something breathless in his appeal. 
 
    “By all means. Now come with me.” 
 
    I grabbed her wrist and tugged her through the house. She had lost some of her male muscle, and that and the fact that she was unbalanced on high heels, made it easy to pull her along. 
 
    We entered the bedroom and I pulled my make up chair out to the center of the room and sat in it. “Do you want a belt or a hair brush?” 
 
    “What? I don’t want…” she was starting to realize that she wasn’t in control. Excellent. She needed to know who was. 
 
    “Get me a belt.” 
 
    “What? No!” 
 
    I grabbed her wrist and pulled hard, she flopped across my lap, wriggling and protesting. 
 
    I slapped her ass, hard. 
 
    “Ow! Stop it!” 
 
    SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! “You need to follow directions! Now you’ve made me angry! I would have given you a couple of playful smacks with a hair brush, or belt, but now you’re going to get it!” 
 
    She started crying as I continued to slap her ass. She tried to get her hands in the way, but I was having none of that. 
 
    SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! 
 
    Now she was wailing, as I was wailing away. I knew her ass had to be red because my hand was getting red. 
 
    SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! 
 
    I kept spanking and spanking, and finally she stopped struggling. That was what I was waiting for, for her to give up resisting and accept what was happening. 
 
    “Get off,” and she fell off my lap. She rubbed her fanny and kept sobbing. 
 
    “Come here.” 
 
    She stared at me, frightened. She didn’t move, however, and I tilted my head and raised a mean eyebrow. 
 
    She got to her feet. 
 
    “Come…” 
 
    I held my arms out. 
 
    That’s when she understood. There is a time for punishment, and there is a time for forgiveness. 
 
    She knelt and put her arms around me. I could feel her body jerking as she cried, but she held on to me, wouldn’t let go, and I brushed her hair. 
 
    “There , there. It’s okay.” 
 
    “I’m sorry!” 
 
    “I know you are. But it’s all over now.” 
 
    For long minutes she sobbed, then the tears started to fade. 
 
    I lifted her arms and she stood up, her head was bent and she still dripped an occasional tear. 
 
    “Now go do the vacuuming like a good girl.” 
 
    She shuffled away, very defeated, and a moment later I heard the vacuum humming. 
 
    I looked at my hand. Ow! Next time I would have to make sure I used the belt. 
 
      
 
    It was months now, and her tits were getting bigger. I called her into my office. 
 
    My office. She was in charge of the pantry, and the cleaning closet. I was in charge of the computer and any business that had to be attended to. 
 
    Empty headed girls shouldn’t be entrusted with business affairs. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    I smiled at her. “Ronnie, I want to talk about your breasts.” 
 
    “Ma’am?” 
 
    “You said you wanted them large. Do you still feel that way?” 
 
    “Oh, yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Then I think we need to consider implants.” 
 
    “Implants, ma’am?” 
 
    I sighed. Sometimes it was endearing when she just parroted me, sometimes it was irritating. 
 
    “Yes. Look here,” I pointed to the computer. 
 
    She came closer and looked over my shoulder. I could see her reflection in the screen of the computer, and I loved it. She was so delicate, and beautiful. If somebody had told me she was a man, and I didn’t know better, I would have laughed. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “This is a model of a woman. It allows me to change breast size so you can better choose for yourself. I’ve chosen a body like yours, now watch…” 
 
    I rolled the mouse and the model on the screen grew larger breasts. 
 
    “Oh, my,” Ronnie breathed, now fascinated. 
 
    “Do you want them this big?” 
 
    “Maybe a little bigger?” 
 
    “How about now?” 
 
    “Almost. Can we look one size larger?” 
 
    “Sure.” I grew the girl on the screen and we stared at her boobs. She was slender, like Ronnie, but her boobs were definitely big. Probably an F. 
 
    “Is that big enough?” I asked. 
 
    “Well, my chest is still wider than…than a woman’s, so is that going to be big enough?” 
 
    Well, that was interesting. My, little Ronnie had been doing her homework. She had been thinking about bigger breasts all along. 
 
    I turned the model, made her chest a little wider, then turned the view slowly 360. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” Ronnie breathed, her beautifully made up eyes locked on the screen. 
 
    “Would you like me to arrange for implants of this size?” 
 
    “Oh, would you? Ma’am?” 
 
    “I think I shall. Okay, Ronnie, one more question.” 
 
    I turned and faced her. She stood prim and proper. 
 
    “How are you doing?” A simple question, but lots of answers. 
 
    “I’m doing good.” 
 
    “And the hormones?” 
 
    “I don’t see any bad effects.” 
 
    “Adverse effects.” As she became more womanly she tended to become a little more air-headed. I wondered if this was engendered by her male viewpoint of what a woman is. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am. Adverse effects.” 
 
    “And how about your penis?” 
 
    “My penis is fine.” 
 
    “Is it smaller?” 
 
    “I think a little bit.” 
 
    “But it still works?” 
 
    “Oh, yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Have you been jacking off again?” 
 
    She looked guilty. 
 
    “I’ve told you before I don’t want you masturbating.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, ma’am, but once you told me that women can masturbate, but men can’t.” 
 
    “Yes, women can masturbate, and they should. But if you are masturbating with your male part you are not masturbating like a woman.” 
 
    “Oh,” she looked stricken. 
 
    That was okay. I knew it was about time for phase eighty-seven, or whatever number we were on. 
 
    “Okay. I want you to not masturbate for two weeks, and then I’ll show you how I want you to have sex after this.” 
 
    Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Okay, then—“ 
 
    “Ma’am?” 
 
    I looked at her. 
 
    “Does this mean we’re not going to be fucking anymore?” 
 
    I smiled. “Ronnie, you said ‘fucking.’ You know I don’t appreciate it when you use bad language.” 
 
    I thought she might object then, for I occasionally used bad language. So I snapped, “Would you like a spanking?” 
 
    “Oh, no, ma’am. Please, ma’am. No.” 
 
    She was honestly contrite. I had only had to spank her a few times, but they were memorable. 
 
    “Okay, then. In answer to your question, I will be making love to you, but not in the accepted way.” 
 
    Now she was curious. Very curious. 
 
    Yet she knew she had used up her allotment of questions. I was a patient taskmaster, and I answered freely, but enough was enough. 
 
    “Back to your duties now. I may have a visitor tonight.” 
 
    Visitor. Code for a male friend. She hated it when men came to call, but I had needs. And I found that while I had wanted Ronnie’s penis in the beginning, especially in conjunction with her very female body, now it wasn’t enough. 
 
    Now I wanted a hard man to abuse me, spank me, hurt me in that way I liked so much. 
 
    Ronnie left to straighten up the house. She knew what would happen if she didn’t have everything just perfect. 
 
      
 
    Two weeks passed, and Ronnie was on her best behavior. She had really blossomed as a maid, and she was now anticipating my every request. 
 
    “Herbal tea, Ronnie,” and she already had it cooking on the stove. 
 
    “Bring my car around,” and she already had it in the driveway. 
 
    I really loved my maid. 
 
    But it was two weeks, and I had promised, so the night was here. 
 
    We had dinner in the dining room. Well, I had dinner. A scrumptious roast, thick with sauce, potatoes with gobs of melted butter, and an expensive wine. 
 
    Ronnie stood by the side and waited for anything I might want. 
 
    “Delicious, girl.” 
 
    “Thank you, ma’am.” 
 
    I finished, and Ronnie began clearing the table. 
 
    “I’ve arranged for your new breasts next week.” 
 
    “Oh, thank you, ma’am.” 
 
    “Now, it’s been two weeks, are you ready to make love the way a woman makes love?” 
 
    “Oh, yes, ma’am.” Her eyes were wide, but certain. She had obviously been looking forward to this. 
 
    “Very well. You may do the dishes. Afterwards you may eat, or report to the playroom.” 
 
    I loved it. She had a choice. No doubt she would be hungry, but this was her chance to have sex. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
     
 
    Some 45 minutes later Ronnie reported to the playroom. 
 
    The playroom had once been our entertainment center, but I had collected a bunch of toys there and used it for sex. 
 
    Normally Ronnie stood outside the door, forced to listen as my lovers had their way for me. Tonight she was going to be in the room. 
 
    “Come in, Ronnie.” 
 
    She entered the room and looked around. I had a new piece of furniture, amongst all the whips and dildos and various other toys, and she scrutinized it. 
 
    “This is my special bench. I ordered it just for you.” 
 
    “Ma’am?” 
 
    It was like a sawhorse with a wide plank. There were cushions on the thing, and four platforms attached to the legs. 
 
    “Lay down, your head at this end.” 
 
    She climbed up and lay down. Her head was slightly propped up, as was her butt. She had her knees and elbows on the four platforms, and I started fastening them in place. 
 
    Ronnie was starting to tremble. She had been spanked, but this was something new. 
 
    I fastened a belt over her back. Now she was immobile. All she could do was wiggle her butt and her head. And that not much. 
 
    “Comfortable?” I asked. 
 
    “Uh, yes, ma’am. I guess.” 
 
    “Excellent. I’m going to have a drink before we get started. Would you like one?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” It sounded like there was a tremble in her voice. I had spanked her before, but here she was held motionless, helpless. Whatever was going to happen she would have no control over. 
 
    I went to the kitchen and mixed a couple of drinks. I returned to the playroom and sat cross legged next to her head. She could see me by turning her head, but just a little. 
 
    “Your make up is wonderful,” I said, holding her glass for her. 
 
    She sipped through a straw and her eyes widened. 
 
    “You did so love your bourbon,” I remarked. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “I am very pleased with you. I know you had your doubts in the beginning, but admit it. You are living the life.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” and there was a tone of immense gratitude in her voice. 
 
    “Do you like being a woman?” 
 
    “Oh, yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Do you like it when I make the decisions?” 
 
    “I do. It’s…I do.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    We were sipping away, and it was getting close to time. 
 
    “I know,” I said with a sigh. “There is something so nice about not having to think or make decisions. When was the last time you made a decision?” 
 
    “This morning,” she answered, actually surprising me. I didn’t think she had made a decision for weeks. “You said I could fix sausage or bacon, and I really had to think about that before making a decision.” 
 
    I nodded. Of course. “Did you like making that decision?” 
 
    “It was difficult.” Meaning she didn’t like it. 
 
    Our glasses were empty now, so it was time. I got to my feet. “All right, Ronnie. Are you ready?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    I slapped her ass on the way to a cabinet. She jerked, no doubt thinking that a spanking was going to be part of her sexual experience. 
 
    Inside the cabinet was a dildo, but it was a very special dildo. It was bulbous, and the bulb hooked over, and it was more designed for prostate massage. 
 
    “I lubed up the prostate massager, then pushed a large glop of lube into her asshole. 
 
    “Oh!” 
 
    “Quiet,” I swatted her ass, and she immediately bit her tongue. 
 
    I ran my hands over her round ass, pushed a finger in and began to spread the lube around, and to rim her asshole. 
 
    “Oh…oh!” She blurted. 
 
    I went to two fingers, made her happy for a while, then to three. 
 
    Now she was in nirvana, almost humming with the good feeling. 
 
    “Okay, my dear. Are you ready?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    I put the prostate massager up to her button, I gently inserted it. 
 
    “Oh!” she gasped. 
 
    I swirled it around. 
 
    “Oh, oh!” 
 
    I lifted it slightly and began moving it up and down, up and down. 
 
    “Oh, my gosh,” she sounded so happy. 
 
    I could feel her prostate, I began tapping it with the end of the prostate massager. 
 
    “Unh…oh…” 
 
    She began pushing her ass back, trying to fuck it. 
 
    “Don’t move, sweetheart. Let me do all the work.” 
 
    I took my time, and she relaxed, and then she blurted…”Oh…oh…” 
 
    “What’s happening?” 
 
    “I feel so good! This is so good!” 
 
    I kept massaging her prostate. 
 
    “But I think I’m going to pee.” 
 
    “Go right ahead. I put a bowl under you.” 
 
    “But…a bowl isn’t enough! It will splatter.” 
 
    “That’s okay. Let your little pee out.” I spoke soothingly, and she responded wonderfully. I looked beneath her balls and saw the end of her small dick. White fluid was forming, seeping out of the slit and starting to elongate downwards. 
 
    “Oh, no!” 
 
    “It’s okay. Go ahead and let your urine go.” 
 
    And she finally did. For a long minute the semen poured out of her. Not in spurts, but a long stream. She sighed deeply. 
 
    “What’s happening?” 
 
    “It just feels so good. It’s warm, like an orgasm, but not so intense. It feels so gushy good. 
 
    I chuckled. Gushy good. I would have to remember that. 
 
    Finally, the stream of fluid slowed down, then stopped. 
 
    “Still feeling good?” I asked. 
 
    “Excellent,” I pulled the prostate massager out of her. 
 
    “Hey! What are you…” 
 
    “That’s all, honey. You’re empty now.” 
 
    “What do you mean I’m empty?” 
 
    “You have no more of that sticky mess in you.” 
 
    I untied her and helped her stand up. 
 
    “Look under there.” 
 
    She looked under the horse, and right under where her little penis had been there was a bowl filled with semen. 
 
    “I did that?” 
 
    “You did.” 
 
    “But…but I didn’t orgasm!” 
 
    “You’re not supposed to. You’re supposed to just get rid of your semen and feel gushy good.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    I shushed her with a finer to her red lips. “Honey, you’ve had your cum, and that’s the way sex is supposed to be from now on.” 
 
    “But I…but…” 
 
    “Did you want to get in me?” 
 
    “Well, I thought…” 
 
    “Honey, except for the odd occasion when I feel like experiencing a little penis, those days are over. But I’ll milk you like this at least once a week. And here’s the good part…” 
 
    She looked at me. 
 
    “Your balls are empty, but your mind is not. You’re still going to be so deliciously horny. In fact, you can go jack off now. You will stroke and stroke, until your little cock is raw, but you won’t be able to have an orgasm. You’re going to be hornier than you have ever been. Isn’t that wonderful?” 
 
    “Well, I….uh…” 
 
    “Now, be a dear and cleanup in here, then it’s time for bed.” 
 
    “But it’s still early!” 
 
    “That’s okay. Mommy has a visitor coming.” 
 
    I walked out of the playroom. Behind me Ronnie picked up the bowl of her cum and made a face. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Oh, man,” Tommy sighed. He was sitting on a lounge chair next to me, totally bored. 
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    We were both naked, the sun was out, and life was great. Or so I thought. 
 
    “I’m bored,” he said. 
 
    “You weren’t bored a half hour ago.” 
 
    He smiled. No, he hadn’t been bored. He had been ears deep in my pussy, gobbling it voraciously, sticking his fingers into me, putting his dick in me, suckling my tits like a maniac. No, he hadn’t been bored then. 
 
    “Yeah, but that was then.” 
 
    “You want to fuck again?” I grinned and hefted a boob at him hopefully. 
 
    “I’d love to, but…” He looked down at his dick. It was slack. Flaccid. Done. Empty. Not a bit of boner in it. 
 
    “Aw, poor boy,” I laughed. “You ran out of hard. Too bad you’re not like a woman. A hole never has to worry about being done. I mean, how can a hole be limp?” 
 
    “You’re just making fun of me,” he grouched. 
 
    “Yep,” I said. “But, fun aside, I could do it again, right now. Probably even have an orgasm. You want to eat me right now?” 
 
    He glanced at me. “I think you’re, uh, filled with sperm right now.” 
 
    “Yeah, and poor Tommy doesn’t want to eat a sperm filled pussy. Even though he wants me to suck the sperm right out of his cock.” 
 
    “Different,” He closed his eyes and tried to ignore me. 
 
    “Different because you’ve got different standards…double standards.” 
 
    “Come on,” he groused. “Leave me alone.” 
 
    My voice tightened up a bit, and I snapped, “A half hour ago you didn’t want me to leave you alone.” 
 
    “A half hour ago I had the world’s biggest boner.”
“That little thing?” 
 
    He opened his eyes and looked at me. “I’m bored, and you’re pissed. Which is worse?” 
 
    I sat up and glared at him. “I’ll tell you what’s worse…a half hour ago you were loving me, telling me how beautiful I am, telling me how you’d love me forever. Now you’re bored, and you don’t care about me. You’re making me feel like a dish rag that’s just been thrown away.” 
 
    He grinned, “I’m a victim of my cock.” 
 
    “Not yet,” I snapped. 
 
    He frowned. “What does that mean?” 
 
    “It means that if the only way you can appreciate me is to be horny, then so be it.” 
 
    “Oh, come on. You’re taking this all out of context. It’s no big deal.” 
 
    “Sure, no big deal for you, but then you just got your rocks off.” 
 
    “And so did you.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    He straightened up and started smiling. “You did, didn’t you?”
I looked away. 
 
    “Oh, my God! That’s what this is about. You didn’t get your rocks off.” 
 
    “Ladies don’t have rocks,” I stated haughtily. 
 
    “No, but you’re pissed off because you’re frustrated and you’re taking it out on me, all because you didn’t have an orgasm. 
 
    “You’re an asshole, Tommy.” 
 
    I stood up and he laughed. “Little Missy Pissy didn’t squirt.” 
 
    “A crude asshole,” I walked into the house. 
 
    And he, in the male asshole mode, followed me, laughing and making fun of me. “Wanted to fuck but had no luck, yuckety yuckety yuck.” 
 
    I spun on him, finally pissed. “Okay, lover boy. One month with no sex for you.” 
 
    He blinked, then he laughed. “You’re shitting me.” 
 
    “You’re not my favorite turd.” 
 
    He just laughed some more. “Hell, you’re going to be crying for it within a week.” 
 
    I stared at him, then huffed off to the bedroom. I came out five minutes later, dressed and sexy and ready to go. 
 
    “Where you going?” 
 
    “To see Marsha.” 
 
    “Oh, God. Chick talk. A hen party. I’ll stay home and watch the game, thank you.” 
 
    “Nobody asked you to come.” 
 
    “No, but you will,” he waggled his weenie at me. 
 
    “And you may as well get dressed,” I snapped. “Being naked is going to do you no good for a month.” 
 
    “I’ll just jack off,” he yelled at me as I closed the door. 
 
    He’d just jack off. Son of a bitch. And I knew he would. 
 
    Driving my Mustang over to Marsha’s I tried to relax, but I was still pissed when she opened the door. 
 
    Marsha is a red head, a ginger, a few inches taller than me, and with a wicked sense of humor. I walked past her. “Hi girlfriend.” I snarled, and I sat down on the couch facing outward. She lived in an apartment and we had a great view of the city. 
 
    “Uh oh,” she quipped. “Somebody’s got their tit in the wringer.” 
 
    I snorted. 
 
    “Well, hold on. I’ll get the cure.” 
 
    A minute later she was back with a couple of glasses of wine. She sat down in the chair catty corner to me and we sipped and looked out over the city. 
 
    And, five minutes later, “You ready to talk?” 
 
    “I guess so.” 
 
    She waited. 
 
    “It’s Tommy. We made love, and it was good, then he started insulting me. Talked about being bored, then we started fighting, and I finally told him no sex for a month.” 
 
    Marsha spurted a bit of wine out and started laughing. “You really told him that?” 
 
    “Darned right. Asshole shouldn’t insult the girl he wants to…you know?” 
 
    “Believe me. I know. That’s why I live alone. I get a booty call, then I kick them out. I can roll to the other side of the bed and avoid the wet spot, and I don’t need to put up with their bullshit.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. “Bullshit.” 
 
    “So are you going to do it? Close your legs on him for a month?” 
 
    “I want to.” 
 
    She nodded. “Big difference between want to and can.” 
 
    “Big,” I agreed. I turned to her. “I just know that I’m going to get hungry and need a little, and then he’s learned nothing, and…I don’t know what to do.” 
 
    “Well, if Tommy was my boyfriend…” 
 
    “What? What would you do?” 
 
    “Two things. First, I would buy the biggest and best vibrator on the market.” 
 
    “Hell,” I giggled. “I have one of those.” 
 
    “And second…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “I’d make him wear a chastity tube.” 
 
    “A what?” 
 
    “A chastity device. Goes around his cock, locks, makes it so he can’t fuck, can’t even get a hard on. Believe me, a month of that and you’ll have a different boyfriend.” 
 
    I giggled. “Won’t that hurt him? I mean, don’t men need to…to relieve the pressure?” 
 
    “Or what?” she quipped wryly, “Their balls will explode?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t—“ 
 
    “Listen, girlfriend, the only thing that is going to happen is that his balls will turn blue, and then his attitude will change, and then you will have a nice, polite, well manner boyfriend. A boyfriend who will pledge his love for you, will throw his coat over a mud puddle for you to walk on, with his body still in it.” 
 
    We were laughing now, and she brought out the wine and we imbibed a bit more. 
 
    “But where do you get a…a chastity tube thingie?” 
 
    Marsha leaned forward and picked up her cell phone. She clicked the side button and asked, “Where do I buy a chastity device?” 
 
    Her phone answered, “Here’s what I found.” She turned the phone to me. Amazon. Wikipedia. An article on ancient chastity devices being a myth. 
 
    “Fuck,” I said. I looked at her, “But how do I get him into one?” 
 
    “Hell, that’s even easier. Just challenge his maleness. All men are proud and ready to fight, so challenge him. Bet him. And tell him it’ll be the best cum of his life when you finally let him shoot.” 
 
    “When I let him shoot…” I was awed. Me in charge of his penis. Wow. 
 
    For the next two hours we ransacked the net, looked for a secure device and giggled constantly. I was going to put my man in prison. And I would have the key. Wow! 
 
      
 
    Tommy was on better behavior the next two days. He only snickered a little bit, and he mockingly opened doors for me, and…underneath he was the same asshole. 
 
    Finally, on Wednesday evening, he began to ease up. The reason? He was horny. 
 
    Oh, yeah. Make fun of me for days, but when you want to get your rocks off…not this time, brother. 
 
    I left my bra and panties on before bed. I slipped under the covers, and his hand immediately caressed me. 
 
    “None of that, buster.” I pushed his hand away. 
 
    “Come on, baby, you know you want it.” 
 
    I spun over and faced him in the dark. “Tommy, you’ve been an asshole to me the last couple of days, but now you want something.” 
 
    “Hey, I’m sorry. I was just joking and—“ 
 
    “I want you to do something for me.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I want you to not make love to me for a month.” 
 
    “Huh! That again.” 
 
    “But I want to sweeten the pot.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “I want you to wear a chastity tube.” 
 
    “A what?” 
 
    “I explained that it was a kinky thing that couples used to spice up their sex life. I told him it would be good for us, and that he would get all horny and really love it, and that, when the month was over, he would have the greatest cum in the history of cums, in the history of sex, in the history of the universe. 
 
    “Well, I don’t know. I mean, putting my junk in a cage? Isn’t that a bit extreme?” 
 
    “Of course it is, and only a real man would be willing to do that, to prove himself, to test himself, to prepare him for an orgasm so powerful his toes might actually fall off.” 
 
    He laughed, “My toes? They’d fall off?” 
 
    “So I’ve been told,” I replied. “Maybe your fingers, too.” 
 
    “And my nose and my ears,” he was laughing at the idea. 
 
    “Maybe. But not your dick.” I grabbed it under the covers. Hard. Made him gasp. “Your dick, when I let it out, will be twice as big, and it will shoot ten times the cum. You’ll be so hard you could pound nails with the thing, and if you shoot your load into me you’ll…you’ll…” I was running out of words, but he supplied the analogy. 
 
    “It’ll come out your asshole?” 
 
    Ew. Disgusting. But if that’s what floats his boat. I squeezed his dick and kissed him hard, then said, “You’ll cum so much it leaks out my asshole, my ears, my nose…” 
 
    “Every orifice,” he blurted. 
 
    I blinked, what the fuck…is every man this sick? 
 
    “Every orifice,” I confirmed. 
 
    He lay there, his mind alive with the possibilities. 
 
    I stroked his dick a bit. 
 
    “Well, I don’t…” 
 
    So we sat there for an hour, me stroking and squeezing, and finally getting him close and backing off, and poor Tommy, being a man, he was prisoner to his dick. Which is to say his dick started doing all the thinking. And he finally said, “Okay. I’ll do it.” 
 
    I kissed him, sat on him, felt his dick throbbing between my cheeks. 
 
    “So let’s have a little in and out right now. Just to get in the mood.” 
 
    “To get in the mood for going without sex for a month you have to go without sex.” 
 
    I laid down, rolled over, and went to sleep. And dreamed happy dreams of penises running through the fields, squirting blue flowers and singing, ‘If I had a big fuck…la la la la la la!’ 
 
      
 
    It took two days for the chastity tube to arrive, and those were a rough two days. Tommy was all over me. He had been denied, and it had made him even hornier. Made me wonder what he would be like after a month. 
 
    But I had to take my showers quickly, and get dressed quickly. I had to walk through a room fast, before he could get up and grab me. And when he did manage to grab me I was subjected to big, slobbery kisses, exclamations of love, and his eternally groping hands. 
 
    But, here’s the weird thing, though it was irksome, there was a part of me that loved it. 
 
    Sure, I didn’t like being held down and slobbered over. But it wasn’t like he was mean…he was just…in love! He was horny. And for the first time in a long, long time, probably since he learned the difference between jacking off and fucking, he became a bit more polite. 
 
    Now that was an eye opener. Politeness. Because he wanted something. Hmm. 
 
    And, during that two days, when I wasn’t fending off lover boy, I started reading up on chastity and other stuff. And the other stuff got real interesting. 
 
    Some women, it appeared, like to take their chastity bound men a little further. They liked to make them wear a little make up, dresses, and the men would prance about in maid uniforms. 
 
    Maid uniforms? Holy Phuk! 
 
    Women would actually do that? 
 
    And the men would let them? 
 
    But, as I read articles on everything from chastity to female domination to feminization, I began to understand. A man is driven by his dick. Well, of course he is. I knew that. But I didn’t know to what extent. 
 
    I chatted with Marsha several times. We discussed what I was reading, and comparing it to what she already knew, and she gave me a tip that really helped. 
 
    “Go to Gropper Press, it’s the best site for Feminization, and it covers a lot of topics. It’ll dabble in BDSM, female domination, chastity, but its main focus is feminization.” 
 
    So I did, and my eyes began to open. I began to devour stories about men gone bad and brought back into line, men trained to serve their wives, and this idea of feminization, it started to really intrigue me. 
 
    Make a man into a woman. I had never thought about that, and if I had I would have laughed, or been disgusted. But now, with my current situation, I wasn’t laughing. 
 
    I was, in fact, getting…titillated.  
 
    it was hot to think of a man all dressed up, his skin shaved and smooth, wearing nylons and…and lipstick. 
 
    I started to dream of Tommy with his eyes shadowed and his lips plump and bright and so…so…kissable. 
 
    But I didn’t want a woman! 
 
    But I did want something softer, but with a dick, who treated me as gently as…as a woman would. 
 
     
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    “I’ll get it!” Tommy hurried for the door. He seemed to have more energy these days and I watched him scurry across the foyer. He opened, accepted something, and walked back in holding a small box. It was addressed to me. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “I think it’s your chastity tube.” 
 
    “It’s my…we’re really going through with that?” 
 
    “If you ever want to squirt your little weenie again.” I said it a little abruptly, and he stared at me. 
 
    “Come on,” I grinned and tried to take some of the tenseness out of the moment. “Let’s go put it on.” 
 
    He followed me into the bedroom, but he was nervous. He wasn’t joking and making fun of anything now. His face was rather solemn. 
 
    “Off with the drawers, big boy.” 
 
    “Oh, now I’m big…after a week of you telling me I’m small.” 
 
    “You know I was kidding. Now, off!” 
 
    He unbuckled and I pulled, and a second later he was standing there, naked, and I opened the box. 
 
    A box in the box. A black velvet bag in the second box, and I poured the contents out on the bed. 
 
    A tube, looking smaller than it did in the pictures I had ordered from. 
 
    “Crap! I’m supposed to get my junk in that?” 
 
    “Well, if you were soft.” 
 
    “And I’m supposed to be soft after a week of you teasing me and denying me?” 
 
    I ignored the tube for a second and tried the rings around his cock and balls. “I think this one will work, when you get soft, of course.” 
 
    “But first you have to get me soft.” I looked at his grin and it was apparent what he had in mind.  
 
    “But that would waste the time we’ve already spent getting you horned up. You don’t want to start the month from here.” 
 
    He frowned. I don’t think he wanted to start the month at all, and that meant I really better not let him squirt. 
 
    “Okay, I’ve been reading.” 
 
    “A book?” 
 
    “Oh, shut up. I’ve been reading about this sort of thing, and we need to put a bag of peas on your cock.” 
 
    “A bag of peas?” he looked confused. 
 
    “A frozen bag.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “Let’s go.” I gathered up the pieces of the device and went into the kitchen. Tommy followed along, his big cock bobbing and throbbing, looking a little concerned. 
 
    I put the device on the kitchen table, got a bag of peas from the freezer and told Tommy to put his cock on the table. 
 
    He stepped up and laid his big rod on the wood, and I placed the bag of peas on it. I squooshed it a bit so it wasn’t just a board, but more form fitting, and then I made some drinks. 
 
    “Just stay there,” I commanded as he squirmed and whined.  
 
    “But it’s cold!” 
 
    “That’s the idea.” I poured ice, bourbon and Coke into two glasses. Tommy’s favorite, and sometimes mine, a Coke high. I think if you put it in a tall glass it was called a Highball. I used the tall glasses and gave Tommy his highball. 
 
    He sipped appreciatively, and I have no doubt the cold liquid dribbling down his throat helped him deal with the peas trying to freeze his dick. 
 
    I sat down and waited. 
 
    Sipped. 
 
    Waited. 
 
    And his dick simply wouldn’t go down. 
 
    “Son of a bitch!” I snapped. “How long do we have to wait?” 
 
    “Years,” complained Tommy. “Can’t we try something else?” 
 
    “Sure.” I lifted up the bag of ice and slapped it on his pecker. 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “Oh, shut up.” I had a good grip on his cock and I stopped him from running. 
 
    “But that hurts!” 
 
    “It’ll hurt more if I have to do it again. Now…get soft!” 
 
    And he did. 
 
    I grinned, took the bag away, placed the tube on his cock—it went on easy now that he was a raisin—put the ring in place, and popped the lock through the loop. 
 
    Click. 
 
    From the look on Tommy’s face it was… 
 
      
 
    CLICK! 
 
      
 
    The cell door clanged shut and he was on death row. 
 
    Nah. just a simple click, and I grinned up at him. I held the key up so he could see it, then I put it on the gold chain I wear around my neck. 
 
    “Your cock is mine, lover boy. And you’d better toe the line.” 
 
    “Hey…but…” 
 
    But I ignored him. I had read the books and stories, and I knew what to say, and what tone of voice to say it in. Everything I did, from here on out, was designed to do two things. One, let him know I was in charge, and, two, to make him horny. 
 
    The hornier he was the better. 
 
    It was time to start retraining my boy. 
 
      
 
    So nothing happened. Not that first day. It was too soon. From all that I had read I understood that there was one prime rule: he will only become your devoted worshiper, or slave, or prone to feminization, or whatever, if he wants to. 
 
    And why would he want to? 
 
    Because he needs to get his cock out of prison. 
 
    A man must associate getting his cock and having a cum with pleasing the woman. Period. It was that simple, and that complex. 
 
    So I kissed Tommy, made jokes, played with his imprisoned dick, and let him get used to a totally overwhelming sense of frustration. 
 
    He wanted to get his cock out and fuck me. So I kissed him, and complimented him, and promised that we would. Soon. Oh, but, BTW, could you help me do the laundry first? 
 
    Then, that chore done, he was ready to have a go with his weenie. 
 
    “Oh, honey!” I would croon, then I would get down on my knees and take a ball in my mouth, and then suck his nipple, and cup his buns and hug him fiercely…and…soon, baby. Soon we’re going to squirt that big hunk of man meat all over the place. But, first, could you get those dirty dishes in the sink. 
 
    By that evening he was almost out of his mind. His cock was pressing against the cage so hard I was afraid it would bust it. He was drooling all over me, and I needed to calm him down. 
 
    I fed him (made him peel the potatoes, and he did it like he was a Samurai warrior doing a thousand cuts) and started plying him with alcohol. 
 
    We usually drank sparingly. Maybe we’d get tipsy at a party once a month, maybe a couple of beers on a hot afternoon, but now I let him have it. I fed him drink after drink, and he sucked it down, and by eight o’clock he was staggering around, singing lustily, and leering greedily at me. 
 
    Then he went to sleep. Just took his dick with him and passed out on the couch. 
 
    Snore. Snore. 
 
    Poor me. High and dry. No cock to pleasure my pussy. 
 
    Except…heh heh…I had my big, super industrial, king size vibrator. 
 
    He lay on the couch, sawing wood, cutting Zs, and I went to the chair catty corner to the couch. I moved it around to face him and took off my clothes. I began to saw that big puppy in and out. 
 
    Oh, God! It felt good! Did exactly what I wanted and when I wanted. My pussy was heating up, I was pulling on my tits, I was about to cum, and…suddenly…I had an idea. 
 
    I got up and went to Tommy. I shoved him over a bit and lay down next to him. I put the cell phone in one of those selfie sticks and began pleasuring myself all over. 
 
    Oh, God! This was even better. I could feel his hot skin, I could feel his heart pounding, and I leaned on him and vibrated away, shoved it in and out, pulled my tits. All the while taking a video on my cell phone. In and out! Round and round…oh, fuck…oh, fuck… 
 
    “AHHHHH!” 
 
    The cell phone picked it all up. It caught my back arching, the way my eyes widened. It showed me pulling on my tit and slapping my pussy. It showed me cumming really, really hard. 
 
    Done, I went back to catty corner chair and watched the video. Geez! I had just cum, and it was making me hot all over again. 
 
    Then, another idea, I sent it to Marsha. 
 
    Ten minutes later I got a reply. 
 
    ‘I want to do that. Please…please…puh-LEEZE!’ 
 
    I started laughing. Tommy snored away, dead to the world, and suddenly I was bent over, busting a gut. I typed in, “Come on down!” 
 
    Ten minutes later Marsha knocked on the door. Man, she was all ready. She was wearing a robe with nothing underneath, and held a bag. 
 
    She looked at Tommy, snoring away, and grinned. 
 
    “What’s with the bag?” I asked. 
 
    “So he doesn’t recognize me. It’ll drive him crazy!” 
 
    After we controlled our laughter, she told me to man her cell phone. 
 
    I held the little thing and stood back. 
 
    Marsha stripped her robe off and slid the bag over her head. She had cut two, little holes, and she sat down next to Tommy. I held the phone still, occasionally changed viewpoint, and watched the magic unfold. 
 
    First, she sucked his nipples, held his caged cock and sucked hard. Made big slurping sounds. 
 
    Then she went down on him, and managed to get his cock, cage and all, into her mouth. She grabbed his balls and squeezed and pulled. 
 
    Tommy moaned in his sleep. 
 
    She got up on him, rode him with her pussy, slapped his ass and acted like a cowgirl. She sat on his face. We almost lost it when he choked and gasped under her pussy. Then, the coup de grace, she lay down on him and began vibrating herself.  
 
    God this was hot. We were girlfriends, but I had never seen her, or any other, woman get off. I had never observed a woman having an orgasm, and it was incredible, and magnificent. 
 
    She poked herself for a while, and moaned, and played with her big tits. Then she began to do the old in and out seriously. She lurched and trembled and moaned, and suddenly, like a volcano blowing its top, she let loose with a wail. 
 
    “GAAHHH!…FUCK…FUCK…AHHH!” 
 
    Her pelvis shook and shivered, her hips lurched, and she actually started to ejaculate on Tommy. 
 
    I had heard of women cumming, having a big, old squirt of liquid, but I had never seen one, and it was magnificent. She yelped and shivered and squirted, then she collapsed. 
 
    Tommy was drenched. The bag was soaked. The whole damn couch looked like it had gone swimming! 
 
    She gave me a thumbs up, and I stopped the video. 
 
    Tommy slept on. 
 
      
 
    The next morning I awoke, stretched luxuriously, and considered how nice it was to have the whole bed to myself.  
 
    I mean, it’s nice to have a warm body to cuddle with, but not all the time. Sometimes it was nice just to have all that space. 
 
    I got up and headed for the shower. I turned the hot water on and felt the steam sooth my body. God, it felt good. 
 
    I mean, yeah, sure, it’s nice to shower with somebody else. But…but it’s nice to have the shower to yourself. To not have to shift your position, to not have to scrub somebody’s back, or sexual parts. 
 
    Hmm. I was liking this new mode of living. 
 
    I got out of the shower and dried myself off just in time. Tommy stumbled through the bedroom and into the bathroom. He tried to pee standing up, but couldn’t. Pee squirted all over the place so he sat down. He held his head and sat and pee dribbled into the toilet. 
 
    I stood, leaning against the door jamb, and asked, “What’s going on?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” he mumbled. He was badly hung over. “My dick hurts. It’s all hard and…” he trailed off. Too miserable to talk. 
 
    He looked up at me. “What the fuck happened last night?” 
 
    “Why, what do you mean?” 
 
    “I woke up out on the couch, I’ve got some sticky stuff all over me, and the whole couch is damp! Oh, God. My head hurts.” 
 
    “Well,” I considered how much to tell him, “I tried to make love to you, but you…you refused.” 
 
    “What? No way! Ohhh!” 
 
    “Are you going to puck?” 
 
    “No…no…I wouldn’t…Oooh, fuck!” 
 
    He hoped off the toilet and spun around and started calling for Ralph. 
 
    “Ra-a-alph! Ra-a-alph!” 
 
    The toilet filled up with a disgusting smell. 
 
    “Gah!” I said. I held my nose and turned away. 
 
     
 
    Fifteen minutes later he was clean and sitting at the kitchen table. He looked a little green, and I fed him some toast. 
 
    “If you can keep it down I’ll make you some more.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    I watched him, and kept my grin inside. Poor boy. But if he thought he was suffering now, he hadn’t seen nuttin’! 
 
    A half hour later, him recovering somewhat, but still too sick to feel amorous, in spite of the way his dick was trying and failing to get hard, I sat down opposite him and shoved the cell phone across the table. 
 
    He looked at it and didn’t move for a minute, then he blinked and figured out the opening picture. Him, naked, couch. 
 
    He reached for the phone and began watching the video. 
 
    Me on the chair, playing with myself, diddling myself, and finally having a grand and glorious cum. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he whispered. 
 
    I looked down. His dick was struggling in the cage. Dick willing, but stomach trying to throw up. 
 
    He looked up at me. “You…you…” 
 
    I shrugged. “I was willing. I had the key ready to go. You saw me hold it to the lock, but when you just snored…what was I supposed to do.” 
 
    “You could have woken me up!” 
 
    “Honey, an atom bomb wouldn’t have woken you up.” 
 
    “But I could have…I’m so horny…I—“ 
 
    “Want to do it now?” 
 
    “Ohhh!” he groaned. “I want to…” 
 
    “But you might throw up on me. No thanks.” 
 
    “But…but…” he started watching the phone again, his dick throbbed, and he gulped rapidly. 
 
    I was going to draw this out, save the second video for another time, but he was in the perfect position right now. I decided, “Honey, there’s another video.” 
 
    “What?” his forehead furrowed and he blinked several times. 
 
    “Yes. Apparently you had a lot more fun than you thought.” 
 
    “I…did? I did? What—“ 
 
    “Here,” I took the cell phone and started the second video. 
 
    A naked woman, with a bag over her head, laid on him. And played with him. When she managed to get his whole, caged cock into her mouth I thought he was going to curl up and die. 
 
    “Who?” he asked. “Who?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. I don’t know who was under the bag.” 
 
    “You know…” 
 
    “I just know that after I had my most delightful cum I heard a knock at the door. I opened it up and a naked woman with a bag over her head danced in. I guess she was passing by and saw through our front window. She danced around, rubbed you up and down trying to get a reaction—maybe she wanted a nice fuck—then, when you wouldn’t respond, she…played with you.” 
 
    “She got my whole cock in her mouth! With the cage!” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Did that feel good?” 
 
    “How would I know!” he yelled. “I was unconscious!” 
 
    “Too bad. So sad. Maybe if you weren’t such a drunken lout you could have gotten fucked. Twice. Did you see how big her tits were? 
 
    Tommy began to cry. Actually cry. 
 
    And I began to exult. Only one day. Less than a day, and he was already succumbing. 
 
    This was going to be easy!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Tommy cleaned the house…and begged. Tommy made dinner and did the dishes…and begged. Tommy threatened to break the chastity tube and jack off. 
 
    “Well, if you can’t keep your word. If you can’t be a man…” 
 
    “What’s manly about having your cock locked up?” 
 
    “It’s manly because it turns me on. It makes me wet. Do you want me to be horny for you?” 
 
    “Well…” I could see him thinking about it. Too horny, get out of cage, wife horny, stay in cage. 
 
    “But I just need a little relief! My balls are blue! My cock won’t stop trying to…trying to…get hard.” 
 
    “Yeah, but when I do let it out it’s going to make up for all the deprivation. It’s going to get so hard you could cut diamonds!” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    And so the arguments went. 
 
    In truth, though, he was enjoying it. 
 
    He was protesting, he was going down hard, but he was enjoying it. What man wouldn’t want his whole existence revolving around and focusing on his cock? 
 
    But I knew that if I pushed him too hard it wasn’t going to be fun, and I had to make it fun to win. 
 
    So a week went by, and I never missed an opportunity to play with him, to massage him, to kiss him…but it was time.  
 
    But, of course, I had a plan. 
 
      
 
    “Honey, you’ve been wanting relief. Are you still wanting?” 
 
    He looked up from the sink where he was washing dishes. He was wearing a pink apron, so cute, but it was mine, and he would need his own apron. His own set of clothes, for that matter. 
 
    “Does Godzilla want to step on Tokyo?” 
 
    “Then tonight, if you’re a good boy, I will give you a ‘little’ relief.” 
 
    He looked at me with his brow furrowed. “What do you mean a ‘little?’ 
 
    “You’ll have to find out. But there are several conditions if we are going to make this happen.” 
 
    He wiped his hands off and turned to me. “What kind of conditions?” 
 
    “Oh, a whole bunch. And you will find out about them tonight, if you want to get your relief. But, one condition right now…take off your clothes.” 
 
    I didn’t need to repeat myself on that one. He tossed the apron onto a chair and slipped out of his shirt and pants. He stood there, a manly man with his cock in a cage. 
 
    Fuck. I wanted to cum right then. 
 
    I picked up the apron and tossed it to him. “You can wear this. And I’ll be getting you another one, one more fitting to your station. And I’ll be getting you some other clothes, too.” 
 
    He looked at the apron, I thought he might refuse, but he put it on. He wasn’t done with the dishes, after all. 
 
    “What kind of clothes?” 
 
    “Finish the dishes and I’ll show you.” 
 
    Frowning, a little worried, he turned back to the dishes. I headed for the computer to pull up a few websites. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not wearing that!” 
 
    We wearing sitting in front of my computer looking at ‘Janet’s Closet.’ Precisely, we were looking at bras and panties. 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Maybe you haven’t noticed, I’m a man. Nothing up here!” He slapped his pectorals. 
 
    “Oh, we can fix that,” I clicked to the breast form section, “Choose your boob.” 
 
    He blinked. He was resistant. He was even a little angry, but his little cock was squirming and wiggling and trying to get hard int he worst possible way. 
 
    He turned to me. “Why are you doing this to me?” 
 
    “Because you want it.” I put my hand on his cage. “You can protest all you want, but your little cock is throbbing.” 
 
    “It’s throbbing because it’s trying to get loose!” 
 
    “And it might get loose tonight.” 
 
    “Might?” 
 
    “Whether you get a ‘little’ relief is up to you. And all you have to do is tell me what you would like to wear.” 
 
    “This is crazy.” 
 
    “Just around the house. Kinky stuff that will make me really horny. Nobody needs to know.” I kept a straight face and hid my lie. 
 
    “But…why does it make you horny?” He was actually really curious. Not just protesting. That was a good sign. 
 
    “Doesn’t seeing a woman in underwear make you horny?” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but—“ 
 
    “Well seeing men in sexy underwear does it for me. Believe me, if you knew how wet I was right now you would jump into my underwear and run down the street jumping for joy.” 
 
    He smiled at my words, good sign, but then he frowned. “Well, I don’t—“ 
 
    I spun my chair towards him, reached over and turned his chair towards me. We were face to face. I was wearing slacks and a blouse and full underwear underneath. He was naked. I reached for his groin and cupped his package in my hands. God, it was hot! 
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    “What?”  
 
    I leaned forward slowly. He was getting so weirded out that he almost backed up, but my hands on his groin, my red lips closing in on him…I touched my lips to his. I reached around and grabbed the back of his head. 
 
    For a long minute our mouths were attached, our flesh was heating up, I could feel the blood surging in his poor, caged cock. 
 
    I backed off an inch. 
 
    He stared at me. 
 
    I let go of his head and grabbed one of his nipples. I pulled on his nipples and his package and we kissed again. 
 
    “Mmmm,” he groaned as I lightly twisted his nipple. I knew the sensations were shooting down to his crotch. 
 
    I took a long time, just making out, and he didn't resist. He couldn't resist. No man can resist. 
 
    I broke from him. We were breathing heavily. I said, “Pick your bra and panties.” 
 
    We turned back towards Janet’s Closet, and he kept side glancing at me. But, finally, I had his attention on the site, and he looked, and, finally…”That one.” 
 
    “Excellent. I’m going to get you a couple of other things to go along with it, but don’t worry. I’ve got excellent taste. Now, time to do the laundry?” 
 
    “Well, but I…” 
 
    “Go on, now. You’ll have all day to anticipate tonight, and these things will be delivered in a few days. You are going to be so hot.” 
 
    I patted his bare thigh. 
 
    He didn’t want to get up. He wanted to stay and make out, and he would have even ordered more stuff. But I had pushed him enough for one day. 
 
    He finally stood up and went to start the laundry. 
 
      
 
    “Finish the dishes and I’ll go get ready.” 
 
    He nodded, and gulped. He had been thinking about this all day. He was going to get free. He was going to get to use his dick. He was going to…do what I told him to. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later he trotted into the bedroom. That’s right. Trotted. Not walked. He was so anxious his skin was actually glowing pink. He was so excited his blood was surging through his body. 
 
    He looked at the bed. 
 
    It was a poster bed, and four of his neckties looped around the posts. I would get some handcuffs or manacles or leather straps later, but right now, he stared at the neckties and his mind started to blow. 
 
    “What is this?” 
 
    “It’s a ‘little’ relief. Of course if you’d rather not climb onto the bed…” 
 
    “No…uh, no. I’m fine. He laid on the bed and I started fastening him down. 
 
    “I thought you were going to be naked,” he stared at my breast as I leaned over him.  
 
    I finished the tie and told him to struggle. He struggled half heartedly. He didn’t really want to get away. 
 
    “Go on, really try.” 
 
    So he did, and it was obvious that he wasn’t going anywhere. 
 
    “Okay, now then, we have a few rules to talk about.” 
 
    “Rules?” 
 
    “First, I am going to go in the bathroom and put on my uniform. You see, lover dear, you’ve been getting entirely too excited these past few days, and it’s bad for you to see my naked body.” 
 
    “It is?” he was staring at me like he had X-ray vision.  
 
    “Yes. We need to calm you down. We don’t want this,” I grabbed his cage, “To struggle and hurt itself. So you need to calm down.” 
 
    My actions, of course, made him hornier than ever. To be told he could no longer see my body, to deprive him, in his mind, was making him want all the harder. 
 
    “So outside of a few times, like when I need a massage, or for you to scrub me in the shower, you aren’t going to be seeing my naked form anymore.” 
 
    “I’m not?” he was gulping frantically, his eyes looked so wide and scared. 
 
    “But I want you naked all the time. Except for your cute apron, or maybe when I want to see you wearing something sexy.” 
 
    “But, I don’t—“ 
 
    “Hush, dear,” I placed my finger on his lips. “Tomorrow you will move all your male clothes out to the laundry room in the garage. When you have to leave the house you may dress or undress in there. Understood.” 
 
    “Well, I…” 
 
    “Don’t disappoint me now.” I shook his cage. “I don’t want to be disappointed. Do you want to disappoint me?” 
 
    He shook his head in the negative. 
 
    “Excellent. Are you ready for your little cum?” 
 
    “Yes.” He nodded frantically. Poor boy. His dick really was doing his thinking for him. I looked down at it and it was actually drooling. Man, he was ready. 
 
    I went into the bathroom. 
 
    I didn’t have a leather outfit that the books recommended, but I put on black underwear, pulled my hair back in a top pony tail, and painted my lips red. Finally, I put on high heels, I did have some sexy semi-boots with high spikes, and I walked back into the bedroom. 
 
    “Oh…my…God!” He blurted. 
 
    I sashayed over to him with a smile. He stared at me, couldn’t take his eyes off me. I leaned forward, my hair brushing over his groin, and put the key into the lock and twisted. The lock came loose and I took the tube off. 
 
    SPROING! 
 
    He was instantly standing up harder than a gravestone! 
 
    I smiled at him, and took the beast in my hand. 
 
    “Take off the ring,” he suggested, quite desperately. 
 
    “No. I like it when the flow of blood is restricted. I was hoping we might give you a smaller ring.” 
 
    He made a moaning sound. 
 
    I started to stroke his cock. 
 
    There is an art to stroking the cock. You don’t just jack it desperately, frantically,  you must do it slowly, lovingly, giving the man no chance to do anything but feel it. 
 
    I laid down between his legs, he had a pillow under his head and he could watch me. 
 
    I put my red lips over the head and began to suck. 
 
    His eyes were locked on me, on my mouth. 
 
    I licked the underhead. I palpated his balls. I stroked him. 
 
    Slowly. 
 
    Within a minute he was groaning. 
 
    “Please…please…do me!” 
 
    “I am, lover boy. Now, did you want me to stop so we could discuss this? Or do you trust that I am a cocksucking expert who knows what she is doing?” 
 
    “I…I trust.” He could hardly speak, he was so excited. 
 
    I stroked him up and down, I took him in my mouth again. I kissed under the skull, I licked up his shaft. 
 
    He began to twitch and jerk, so I stopped. “You must hold still. Don’t try to fuck my mouth. That would be very disrespectful. Do you understand?” 
 
    “Yes! Yes!” 
 
    He tried to hold still, and was pretty successful. 
 
    I went back to licking his cock, kissing it, stroking it, and slobbering all over the head. I backed off and blow on the now EXTREMELY sensitive head. 
 
    He was jerking uncontrollably, but trying to hold himself still. It was so fun so watch him in this predicament. Sometimes I backed off just to scare him. 
 
    Finally, he was getting close. It takes a long time, maybe 10 or 12 minutes, to get a guy off this way, but the good news is that when he is close he doesn’t so much explode as drool.  
 
    “Oh, God! Oh, God!” He moaned, and just as he started to surge, I could feel his sperm pulsing up the shaft, I backed off and squeezed the base of his cock. 
 
    “Fuck!” He yelled, and he tried to lurch and jerk free from my hand. 
 
    Nope. And a single drop of sperm oozed out of his slit. 
 
    “Let me go! Let me go!” 
 
    I just smiled, and his penis throbbed, and when the lurching was done, I kissed him tenderly. Then I washed him gently with a soft wash cloth and got him ready for the tube. He was already starting to go limp. 
 
    “Why did you…why?” 
 
    “Honey,” I explained patiently. “You just got a ‘little’ cum. Was it good?” 
 
    “It was…frustrating!” 
 
    “Are you saying you didn’t like it? That I shouldn’t even give you a ‘little’ cum?” 
 
    “No…I don’t…no…” 
 
    He was so delightfully confused. He wanted a big cum, and he was afraid to say he didn’t want a little cum. He was scared it might mean no cums.” 
 
    I slipped the tube on him and locked it with that wonderful 
 
      
 
    CLICK! 
 
      
 
    He stared at his cock. 
 
    “Do you feel relieved?” 
 
    “Well, uh…yes.” But he didn’t. I mean, he did, he had cum, and the desire was diminished, but…he still had a sackful of semen in him. 
 
    “Excellent. Be a good boy all week and maybe we can do that again.” 
 
    I undid his ties, let him loose, and sat on the bed and waited. It didn’t take long. 
 
    He embraced me, held me in his arms, and cried. 
 
    “There, there,” I said. “You’re a good boy.” 
 
    He snuffled and sobbed, and slowly stopped crying. 
 
    “Now go wash the car or something.” 
 
    “But…but I really wanted to fuck you.” 
 
    “Oh, those days are past. But you can, if you wish, get me off.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Well, I got you off. Isn’t it only right that you get me off?” 
 
    “But…I…” 
 
    “Of course, if you don’t want to…” 
 
    “But I thought I wasn’t supposed to see your naked body?” 
 
    “Oh, we can fix that. Did you want to make me cum?” 
 
    He nodded, his face was so tortured and cute. 
 
    “Very well, put this on.” 
 
    I took a mask out of my bottom drawer. It was like a Zorro mask, but without the eyeholes. 
 
    Dutifully, he slipped the mask on. It covered his eyes perfectly. 
 
    “Can you see anything.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Very well. I’m going to take my clothes off, but if you peek I won’t be giving you any kind of cum for a long…long…LONG time. Do you understand?” 
 
    “Yes,” he nodded. 
 
    I took my clothes off and lay on the bed. I spread my legs and said, “I’m on the bed waiting.” 
 
    He felt the bed, crept across it, and felt my body. He felt my breasts, and I could almost hear his heart pounding. 
 
    “Suck my tits.” 
 
    “Oh, yes!” he was so eager. He had just cum, but he still had a load of cum, and the excitement that went along with being fully loaded. 
 
    He put mouth to my breasts and one hand snaked down to my pussy. He sucked, and he tickled my clitoris. 
 
    “Oh, yes.” I said. “You’re a good pussy slave.” 
 
    He redoubled his efforts, as if my simple compliment had inspired him. 
 
    Finally, I pushed his face down to my crotch and he began eating. His fingers were under his chin and pointed into my sacred hole. He was breathing frantically as he jacked my hole. 
 
    “Oh, yes…” I sighed, and my hips started to move. And I realized: there is nothing like a blind man eating your pussy! There is nothing like dominating a man and having him attend to you in this most perfect manner. 
 
    I began to lurch, to tilt my pelvis. I fucked his fingers and his face, and where his cum had been a ‘little’ one, mine was big, really…really…REALLY big!               
 
    I locked up in huge spasm, and squirts of clear liquid shot all over his face. My thighs clamped on the sides of his head, but he kept his tongue working. 
 
    “OH…OH…Oh…!” 
 
    And, finally, I came down. 
 
    He slowed down. I had no doubt that his jaw was aching. 
 
    I pushed his head away. “Now, go. Close the door on your way out, then take the mask out.” 
 
    He slid off the bed and stumbled towards the door. I almost giggled, watching him feel his way around. 
 
    Then he shut the door and I was left alone. Feeling so deliciously wicked and good. And I wondered: can I get myself off again? With my big vibrator? 
 
    I answered that question a few minutes later, and it was a good answer. 
 
     
 
    His bra and panties arrived, along with a flowing negligee. I immediately had him put everything on. Heck, it was easy. The poor boy was naked, and loved it, but he wanted some kind of covering. I watched him as he moved around the house, doing his chores and getting used to wearing his new apparel. 
 
    And he loved it! Oh, it took a few hours, but he started moving differently, actually prancing and flouncing about. And I knew it was time for the next step. 
 
    “Tommy?” I called. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    He hurried into the bedroom. I admired his shape, so sexy, but he needed curves. 
 
    “I’m going to order you some hormones.” 
 
    “Hormones?” He frowned. “What for?” 
 
    “You need to fill out your bra. And I want to get you a bigger bra to fill out.” 
 
    “Oh,” he was thinking about that. But, having already adapted to so much, he was almost accepting it all. Then he asked, “But won’t that make my dick go limp?” 
 
    “Oh, honey,” I patted his cheek. “You shouldn’t worry about that. We’ll just give you a lot of estrogen, but we won’t bother with the testosterone blockers.” 
 
    “And that will make sure I still get erections?” 
 
    I loved it. He was almost embarrassed by saying the word erection. My little Tommy was definitely changing. 
 
    “Absolutely. Some day I’m going to want to fuck that dick of yours.” 
 
    “Really?” Instant eagerness. 
 
    “Sure. In fact, now I’ve got you here…would you like me to give you a good fuck?” 
 
    His heart almost leaped out of his chest. “Oh, yes!” I was pleased by how eager he was. 
 
    “Well, I could probably do that, but you’re going to have to give a little to get a little.” 
 
    Before, when I had said that type of thing, he had shivered and shrunk. Now he accepted it, and there was even a trace of eagerness in his voice. 
 
    “What would I have to do?” 
 
    “I’d like to put some make up on you.” 
 
    “Make up.” He was still, frozen, and yet this was sort of a make or break point. Oh, he would eventually do it, but I’d rather him do it now, and without the fuss. I wanted to get him past this make or break point quickly. 
 
    “You mean put make up on me. Like…like powder and cream and stuff. 
 
    I was sitting at my make up table, putting on my own make up, and I didn’t look at him. 
 
    “Of course if you don’t want to…” and the unsaid portion of that sentence…if you don’t want me to fuck you… 
 
    “Well, I guess…I mean…it wouldn’t hurt. 
 
    I turned to him, “Of course not, honey. Women put on make up every day, and you know why?” 
 
    He didn’t say anything. I could tell deep shifts were happening in his delicate psyche. 
 
    “Because it’s fun, and it feels good. You’ll feel so pretty, and you’ll look so good in your bra and panties.” 
 
    I turned back to the mirror. “Of course if you don’t want to…” 
 
    He stood silently for a full two minutes, just staring at me. I had to force myself not to suddenly look at him. 
 
    “Well, if you really want to…” 
 
    “No, no, honey. It’s if you want to. If you want make up I’ll help you put it on. This is all about you, honey.” 
 
    He must have stood silently for a full five minutes as I finished making myself up. I was just rolling on my bright, red lipstick when he mumbled. “Sure.” 
 
    “Sure, what?” 
 
    “Sure, I’d like to put on some make up.” 
 
    I turned to him. “Well, okay. I’ll help you, sweetie. Here, take my place.” 
 
    I moved to the side and he sat down in my make up chair. He stared at the bottles and jars as if they would bite him. 
 
    “Now this is moisturizer, turn towards me a bit. Moisturizer moistens your skin, but it also cleans it. It will clean out your pores and your skin will be able to breath.” 
 
    I used a small sponge to clean his face. 
 
    “This is primer. It will prepare your face, smooth it out so we can…” 
 
    I went through the steps quickly but efficiently. 
 
    He watched as his face lost color, then gained color and definition. I softened his cheekbones and his jawline. I worked on his throat, and finally I was working on his eyes. 
 
    I held a pencil next to his eyes and he was gulping. As I made the lines he was aware of how dangerous this was. 
 
    Then I shadowed his eyes, and, finally, I held up a tube of lipstick. 
 
    “Are you ready?” 
 
    “Uh, yes.” 
 
    “After this you won’t be a man anymore.” 
 
    He stared at me.  
 
    “This is going to really make you into a woman. Are you sure you want me to paint your lips?” 
 
    “I…I…” he could hardly speak, but he managed to nod his head. 
 
    “Okay,” I colored his lips, and he watched me, and was in awe. That I could do this to him, change him, change his whole idea of himself, was mind boggling. 
 
    I sat back and we stared at the mirror. 
 
    I leaned forward and picked up a hairbrush and began combing out his hair, fluffing it a bit. He had longish hair, and while it wasn’t perfect, at least not yet, it was a start. 
 
    “Should I get a wig?” he asked. 
 
    “Your hair is almost long enough. A month from now we’ll be giving you perms.” 
 
    Another big gulp. 
 
    “Okay, I’ve got one other surprise for you. Stand up.” 
 
    He stood up and stared at me. He was perfectly feminine. A little diet, some hormones, and he would lose the shoulders and his butt would round out. 
 
    I reached under my make up table and brought out a bag. I lifted a box out of the bag and held it out to him. 
 
    “What’s this?” he sounded a little breathy. I do believe the poor boy was turning himself on. 
 
    “Open it.” 
 
    He opened it, and his eyes grew large and his mouth opened. 
 
    High heels. And I couldn’t wait to paint his toenails. They would look so cute peeking out under the instep strap. 
 
    “Oh, my gosh!” 
 
    “It took me a while, but I think I’ve got the size right. Go ahead and put them on.” 
 
    He leaned over and slid his feet into the shoes, buckled the little straps, then stood up and looked down. 
 
    Oh. My. God. He was beautiful. His face was so feminine and his bra and panties so sexy, and his hair, puffed out and sprayed. And I really loved his lips. I had used plumper and gloss on them, and they were full and sexy and I wanted to kiss them in the worst way. 
 
    I stepped up to him, turned him so we could stand together in the full length mirror. 
 
    We stood, two beautiful women, and he was trembling. 
 
    “Honey, if it’s all right, I think I’d like to fuck you now.” 
 
    He turned to me, and the eagerness in his eyes was almost pathetic. 
 
    I went to my dresser and took out a tangle of straps and a dildo. 
 
    “Wait…what is…wait…” 
 
    I buckled the strap on around my waist and fitted the dildo into the socket. 
 
    “What are you…I didn’t…” 
 
    “Honey? Tommy? I thought you understood. I said I was going to fuck you. What did you expect?” 
 
    “But…I…I…” 
 
    “Now climb up on the bed. I want you on all fours. Butt in the air.” 
 
    “But…I…” he was almost crying. 
 
    “Now don’t cry. I don’t want you to mess your make up.” 
 
    “But I—“ 
 
    “Tommy!” I stamped my foot. “This is what we have been working towards. This is what you want to be. And this is the real final step. Now are you going to get on the bed? Or am I going to have to get out the paddle?” 
 
    “Paddle?” 
 
    “Paddle. If you don’t get on the bed right this instant I will spank your ass until you can’t sit down for a month.” 
 
    If I had tried this a month previous, or even a week previous, it would have failed. But Tommy was coming around. He had lost the power to resist me, and…he liked what was happening. He might protest, but his cock was trying to become hard, and he couldn’t lie about that. 
 
    Mumbling under his breath, saying I know not what, he climbed on the bed and turned his butt towards me. 
 
    I grabbed a glob of lube and moved between his legs. He jerked when I put the lube on his asshole and started rubbing it in. 
 
    “Oh, fuck…” he whispered. “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    I reamed his hole gently, making sure it was slippery, slide-y good. Then I pushed the top of my cock against his brown star. 
 
    He tensed up, became rigid. 
 
    I slapped his ass and snapped, “None of that. If you don’t relax it’s going to hurt. I don’t want your first time to hurt!” 
 
    He forced himself to relax, and I massaged his ass and thighs and kept reaming his asshole. Finally, he was ready. 
 
    Moving very, very slowly, I pushed the tip of my dick into Tommy. He started to resist, but I kept slapping his ass and waiting, and finally we had the head in. It just sort of popped, and I had my dick inside his anus. 
 
    He was breathing hard, like he had just run a race, and I soothed him, patted his fanny, and slowly began to work in and out. 
 
    For long minutes I pushed in and out. I could feel the raised veins of my plastic peter rubbing against his anal walls. He was gasping and gulping and his ass was twitching. He was liking it, but he was still scared. 
 
    “How you doing, lover?” 
 
    “I’m…I’m okay.” 
 
    “Good. I’m going to drive in a little harder. You tell me if you like it.” 
 
    “Okay,” his voice was a timid, little whisper. 
 
    I picked up speed, started ramming him harder and harder. He started to grunt, the he began to push back. I smiled. It wouldn’t be long now. 
 
    After another minute he started soughing, breathing out in a more relaxed manner. I knew it was happening. I was pressing on his prostate and his semen was leaking out. 
 
    “How are you feeling?” I slowed down. 
 
    “Oh, man,” he sighed. “I just…it’s relaxing.” 
 
    “You’re cumming.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Feel your cock.” 
 
    He unbalanced briefly, going to three limbs, and he reached down to feel his cage. He brought up his hand and stared at it. It had a big glob of semen on it. 
 
    “What..what is this?” 
 
    “It’s your cum, lover. I told you. You’re cumming.” 
 
    “But I’m not having an orgasm.” 
 
    “That’s okay. You’re getting rid of that nasty spunk. You’ll be empty, really empty. I’m going to pull out now.” 
 
    “Do you have to?” he begged. 
 
    “I do. We don’t want to overdo it. Besides, this is not for pleasure, it’s just to empty you.” 
 
    I pulled out, and he groaned. Then he fell forward and just lay there and breathed. 
 
    I got up and took off my strap on. I tossed it on the floor. Tommy would wash it later and put it away. I went to the bed where he was still laying. 
 
    “Roll over. Put this mask on.” 
 
    “What? Why?” But he did as I asked. 
 
    I fastened his wrists and ankles to the poles. 
 
    I unlocked his cock and… 
 
    SPROING! 
 
    “Oh! Why is it so hard?” 
 
    “Because while your balls are empty, your mind still thinks you’ve got a full load. You didn’t get your orgasm, remember?” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    I stared down at him and grinned. He was so fucking hot, with that female face and those juicy, red lips. And he was making me so fucking hot. 
 
    He couldn’t see me, but I had my blouse open and was wearing a half bra. My nipples felt electric in the cool air.  
 
    I squatted over him and began to lower myself. 
 
    Oh, God! It felt good. I had been using the vibrator, and while that’s good, it’s nothing like the feel of hot, hard flesh. 
 
    He gasped as I engulfed him, and he began to thrust up into me. 
 
    I let him. This was what I wanted. I had been craving a real dicking. 
 
    I sank until he was balls deep, and I wiggled, and he groaned and I could feel his cock rubbing my insides. 
 
    “Oh, God!” 
 
    He fucked me, hard, and I let myself go a little limp. I stayed on top, but I wanted to feel that delicious feeling of giving it up. 
 
    And, finally, I started to squirt. “FU-U-UCK!” I yelled, and my pussy tensed and my pelvis locked up. I had my nipples in my hands and I gripped them so hard I was afraid they would bleed. 
 
    But it felt good, and the white hot heat swarmed me, took away my senses, and it was a long minute before I started to return to my senses. 
 
    “Okay, baby.” I stood up. 
 
    “No! No!” He grasped for me, but I slapped his hands away. I looked down on him, wiggling, writhing, fucking the air and getting no where. 
 
    “Please! Please! I haven’t cum!” 
 
    “And you’re not going to. You have no sperm in you.” 
 
    “But I’m still horny?” 
 
    “You’re mind is. But your body isn’t able to squirt, at least for a day or two.” 
 
    I got off the bed and headed for a shower. When I got out he was still moaning and whining. 
 
    “Quiet down now,” I slapped his dick. 
 
    “Ow!” but he quieted. 
 
    “Now, I can leave you here and put the tube on later, or I can go get the peas. Which would you like? 
 
    “I…can I just lay here?” 
 
    “Very well,” and I started to walk out of the room, then I had a thought and I turned around. 
 
    “Tommy?” 
 
    “Yeah?” his chest was heaving as he tried to regain control of himself. 
 
    “We started down this road a while ago, and…are you bored anymore?” 
 
    “Oh, God, no!” 
 
    I smiled. 
 
    “And am I beautiful? Do you love me?” 
 
    He started to cry. “I love you…you’re the most beautiful woman on earth…please…I’m sorry.” 
 
    I smiled and left the room. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    END
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “What are you going to be tonight?” 
 
    “Well, I was really thinking about being human.” 
 
    “Human? Gak! How boring!” 
 
    I’m in love with Amy. She is a knock out five foot four with long blonde hair and eyes that are true blue and filled with humor. And it doesn’t hurt that she’s got the body of a stripper. Big boobs that she likes to flaunt, and especially likes to have sucked. A tight waist you can put your arms around and hug, and the finest ass this side of Assland. 
 
    Her only real problem is that she’s a freak. 
 
    “Look, you can be an elephant again. You remember how nice it was to have a big dick?” 
 
    I waggled my head and tried to shrug. 
 
    “Or…I’ve got it, you could be a mule. Mules don’t cum easy, and you could get so horny…” 
 
    “And frustrated. Have you ever thought about normal sex? Like man to woman stuff?” 
 
    “Bor-ing! I’ve got it, we could put you together with a bunny and a donkey. You’d be frustrated and fuck like a jackhammer. God! I can just feel that big dick going manic in me!” 
 
    She pretended to swoon and fall, ‘accidentally’ grabbing my package and squeezing. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” I wheezed. She’s a healthy squeezer, and my balls went ‘ow’ in the most pleasurable way. Heck, made me almost swoon. 
 
    “Well, you think about it. Jack and Jenny are going to be here in ten, and they aren’t going to want to be waiting around while you dither and talk about being human.” 
 
    I sighed, and gratefully accepted the bourbon and Coke Amy had fixed me. I sipped and thought. 
 
    We were going to’The Animal House.’ In the night club part of the place they had pictures of John Belushi, but that’s where it ended. The Animal House’s claim to fame was that it was the first Scrotal Re-imagining business in town. 
 
    What is Scrotal Reimagining? 
 
    It’s more than imagining, friend. You get a shot and you can have the sex organs of any animal you want, adapted to human proportion, more or less, of course. 
 
    One week I had had the dick of an elephant, a thick, stodgy thing that Amy had had a rough time getting into her pussy. 
 
    Another week she talked me into an Argentine bluebird duck’s penis. That was a corkscrew thing that she loved. We went round and round on that one, pardon the pun. 
 
    My worst week was the zebra penis. It was just hairy and striped  and…and weird. One wouldn’t think that a zebra penis would have that effect, but that’s the thing, it all sounds fine, then you get some animal penis, or even hybrid, and the sensation is not what you think it’s going to be. 
 
    And, by the way, did I mention that these shots The Animal House gives are only for men? 
 
    That’s right, the men put their peenies on the line and the women get all the fun. 
 
    Well, it is sort of fun to cum as much as an elephant, if you know what I mean. 
 
    “Jack and Jenny are here!” Amy called. 
 
    Jack and Jenny, fellow freaks. We loved ‘em like brothers, sexual brothers, and I had even had Jenny when I had the sex organs of a lion. She’s a cat person, Jack didn’t mind, and, well, when a cat gets horny…you know? 
 
    I heard the car doors slam, then the front door open. 
 
    “Olly? Where are you, bro?” 
 
    “Kitchen.” 
 
    Jack came in, slapped knuckles with me, and headed for the bourbon. Jenny gave me a kiss, with lots of tongue and giggles, and plopped down in front of me. 
 
    “What are you going to be, Olly? Jack wants to be a monkey. He wants to climb all over me and give me some of that monkey love.” 
 
    Jack came back with four drinks and placed them on the table. “Think it’ll reduce my body size much?” 
 
    “With your luck you’ll end up with a gorilla dick, and a few extra muscles.” 
 
    He laughed. “I wouldn’t just climb her tree then, I’d be pulling the limbs off.” 
 
    “Here’s to having my fruit plucked,” Jenny hoisted a toast. 
 
    We all sipped, Amy came in and picked up her glass and caught up. Then: “Olly just wants to be human.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Bor-ing! 
 
    “Told you so,” Amy grinned at me and sipped some more. 
 
    “Yeah, well, one of these days you’ll get a shot, and after a couple of hours you won’t change back. You’ll be stuck with a shrubby, little thing that doesn’t squirt more than a drop. 
 
    Jack, shrugging: “Or a Whale of a dick that never quits.” 
 
    “Geez,” I shook my head. 
 
    Jenny asked, “You haven’t picked out a penis? Really?” 
 
    “Well, after that zebra thing last week,” I gave a mock shiver. 
 
    “I thought it was fun,” chimed in Amy. “You couldn’t figure out whether you were cumming or going.” 
 
    We all chuckled. Me only a little. 
 
    “I’ve got an idea,” Jenny blurted. “Why don’t we pick for him?” 
 
    Three faces looked at me. Excited faces with gleaming eyes. Wide, snorting nostrils. Happy, happy, happy. 
 
    “Wait a minute, I don’t think—“ 
 
    “Let’s each write out our idea,” said Jack. “Then we’ll put them in my pocket. I’ll hand one of the slips of paper to the order taker, I won’t look at it, then we get to guess what animal his dick is.” 
 
    “No…I don’t—“ 
 
    “We can bet on it.” 
 
    “It’s not a good i—“ 
 
    “The winner gets two for one.” 
 
    We all looked at my devious, little wife. 
 
    “If Jenny wins she gets Jack and Olly. Anything she wants, for a night. If Jack wins he gets Jenny and me.” 
 
    “And if Amy wins,” blurted Jenny, “she gets Jack and Olly.” 
 
    “I…I…” I was thinking. Man, would I love to have Amy and Jenny working on my hog. My ‘human’ hog. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Well, you guys can win, but I don’t see any scenario where I win.” 
 
    “You get to be part of the orgies,” pointed out Amy. 
 
    “Yeah, but I don’t get to be the recipient of the orgy.” 
 
    Jack shrugged. “He’s got a point.” 
 
    “A pointy head,” said Amy, making a face. 
 
    Jenny came to the rescue. “Well, how about if nobody guesses right you get the works? Would that satisfy you?” 
 
    “Well, I guess. I think.” 
 
    “Well, okay. I’ll drink to that!” Amy grinned. 
 
    And we all did. Drink to that, that is. 
 
      
 
    The Animal House is in a big warehouse. It’s got a bar on one side of the room, a big bar with every concoction known to man, and the other side has lots of booths and tables. There is a huge dance floor in the middle. Upstairs are bunch of little rooms. Rooms just big enough for a bed and a bottle of lube. A BIG bottle of lube. 
 
    We walked into the entrance and stood in line in the foyer. Well, we sat in line. Place is filled with chairs and the women sit around and wait while the men are called in for their shots. 
 
    We sat, and chatted with each other and a few of the people waiting, and the line moved. 
 
    “Olly Smith?” A big busted nurse in sexy lingerie called out my name, and I hopped up and trotted over to her. I already had a boner, most of the guys did in that room, and it was easy to see because we had checked our clothes at the door. 
 
    “Nice,” she looked down at my bouncing dong, then up to my face, “You ready for your Reimagining?” 
 
    Suddenly Jack was at my side. He extended a fist and dropped a wadded up piece of paper into her hand. 
 
    “Surprise night,” he explained. 
 
    The nurse showed her teeth. “Ooh, kinky. I like that.” She looked at the piece of paper, said, “Wow.” Then she looked at me and grinned. “I mean, like really, wow! You’re going to have fun!” 
 
    Jack slapped me on the back and I followed the nurse into the exam room. 
 
    An exam room in a nightclub. Isn’t that the kicks? 
 
    “Okay, Olly,” she clicked on a video camera. “You’ve read the rules, you agree not to sue in the event of misadventure, you don’t have any diseases, and you agree to full financial responsibility in the event that you get anybody pregnant.” 
 
    She read the conditions off quickly, a rote recitation, and I nodded and said yes for the camera. I had been tested for the month, and I had signed off on the big set of rules already. The 100 pages of legalese that nobody knows what is in them but who the fuck cares. 
 
    “Okay, Mr. Big Dick…” she always called every body Big Dick, or Stud, or Handsome. It was part of the corporate spiel, “…are you ready for the big time?” 
 
    “This is the part that hurts,” I agreed. 
 
    She turned to a cabinet and brought out a syringe. 
 
    A syringe, a long needle, expressly for injection straight into the cock. I mean, it didn’t really hurt. She swabbed on a temporary numbing agent, good for five minutes, then injected the Reimaging goop into me. 
 
    But it was a needle! And my cock! Even if it only hurt in my mind…it hurt! 
 
    “Oh, you big, baby,” she giggled, noticing how my eyes squinched. Then: “Just shut your eyes, you won’t even know it when I inject you. 
 
    “I closed my eyes, my dick was numb, and she said, “Oh, hold it for a minute. Just a second.” 
 
    So I waited a second, and suddenly she said, “There. All done.” 
 
    I looked at her. I looked down. She had given me the shot and I hadn’t felt a thing. “Well, what do you know.” 
 
    “Okay, Super Stud, give ‘em hell.” She slapped me on the ass and shoved me back towards the door. 
 
    I walked out, feeling no different, but aware that things were about to pop. As we walked into the main room I heard the nurse say, “John Roberts?” 
 
      
 
    We sauntered across the floor, four beautiful and healthy people. Jack and I were sporting the big ones, and our girls had four big ones. We laughed and joked and headed for a booth. A minute later we were sipping bourbon and Coke and waiting for the shot to take effect. 
 
    We sat and sipped, and, the cool thing, the booth table had a glass top. We could watch anything that happened to my dick. 
 
    And there was no telling what was going to happen. 
 
    Men have had a bad case of shrinkage, or of expansion. Balls have swollen up, or dwindled to marbles. There have been color changes, and everything from hair to scales. And when the first changes started we would all be staring through the glass, looking at my manhood like it was a joyous lab experiment. Which, in a way, it was. 
 
    So we sat there, imbibing, and I felt a wave of dizziness. 
 
    “You okay, Olly?” 
 
    “Just dizzy.” 
 
    We grinned. Dizziness was a good sign. 
 
    “Oh, shit, look!” 
 
    Jenny tapped on the glass. 
 
    My balls were shrinking. And my dick was becoming longer.  
 
    “Where’re his balls going?”  
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Crap, he must be eight inches now!” 
 
    “But it looks sort of squooshy.” 
 
    And it was squooshy. 
 
    I reached down and felt it, and it was soft and bendable. 
 
    “Not going to be a problem,” I announced. “This squishy it’ll be like fucking a sponge.” 
 
    “Whoa! Look at the colors!” 
 
    Little bumps broke out, red and yellow. I touched one and gave a shiver. “Sensitive.” I said. 
 
    “Come on, standup! Sit on the table and let us look!” 
 
    I slid out from under the glass top and my dick sprouted out. It was an easy 12 inches, and still growing, but it was obviously lacking in density. 
 
    “What the fuck kind of animal is this?” asked Amy, fascinated by the way my dick surged and wiggled. 
 
    I lay on the table and scooted back so everybody could reach between my legs. 
 
    “Wow! This is soft!” Jenny squeezed my cock and it shrunk easily, just a wet sponge. 
 
    “Those balls are gone. Look how smooth he is!” 
 
    I just had that big, red and yellow dick. My skin was otherwise smooth. 
 
    “Amy ducked her head down and yelped, “First suck!” 
 
    She stuffed the big head into her mouth, and it adapted,  got smaller, that spongelike texture again. She began squeezing the shaft and stroking it. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” I whispered. The sensations were about twice what a normal human’s sensations would be. I could feel my buns starting to squeeze rhythmically. 
 
    “I get his nipples!” Stated Jenny, and she started to suck on my nips. Interestingly, my nipples were growing bigger, and they had this red and orange color, and they were super extra sensitive. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” I whimpered. 
 
    “I get his asshole,” Jack said, laughing evilly. 
 
    “No, not my—ACK!” 
 
    Too late, he already had a finger up my bum. He started wiggling it around, and I almost squirmed off the table. 
 
    Around us, other people were starting to sit on tables, or being stood up and examined. Cocks everywhere were growing bigger, emitting pleasant odors, changing colors, and doing all sorts of things that human cocks could never do. 
 
    “I need to fuck this!” begged Amy. 
 
    “Let’s get him up to a room.” 
 
    A room, yeah, I was dizzy with the pleasure shooting through me. I wanted to go somewhere where I could let the pleasure explode. 
 
    Mouths and fingers let me go and I was helped off the table. I stood on the floor, my dick now 26 inches long and sticking straight out. It wasn’t dense, it was spongey, and it didn’t have enough weight to bend down. 
 
    Amy got under one arm and held my dick with one hand. I was having trouble walking, it was like a super drunk, and Jenny got under my other arm. Jack brought the drinks and we staggered towards the back stairs. 
 
    I wobbled, and Amy kept stroking my gigantic dick. With each stroke it felt like my whole body was a sex organ being stroked. 
 
    “What the fuck am I?” I asked. 
 
    There were no guesses, and Jack chuckled. “I think I won.” 
 
    “Yep,” said Amy. “You win the prize, a pair of horny babes…if we survive this night.” 
 
    “That’s my man,” quipped Jenny. 
 
    “Then I asked, “What’d Jack turn into?” 
 
    We were walking up the stairs and we all stopped and looked at Jack’s crotch. My change had been so weird that nobody had noticed that his pecker was as big as an elephant’s and as long as a whale’s. 
 
    “Fuck!” whispered Jenny. “You’re too big! I won’t be able to get you in.” 
 
    He looked a little sad. 
 
    “We can jack him off,” offered Amy. 
 
    “Sure, but…don’t you wish…” she eyed his pecker wistfully. Then she asked, “What did you ask for?” 
 
    “A blue whale. They have 8 foot penises, and I figured it would be big, but not this big.” 
 
    Well, it was, so we continued on up to the room we had rented. 
 
    They let me fall on the bed and I rolled over. My penis wavered, threatened to bend, but managed to stay upright. 
 
    “I’m going to have to have help if I want to sit on it.” 
 
    Jack and Jenny grabbed my penis in their hands and held it steady. Amy stood over me and started to descend. She shoved cock into her pussy, and Jack and Jenny lowered their grips, and my giant appendage slowly entered her wondrous sex cavity. 
 
    “Fuck!” I whimpered. “It feels…it feels…” 
 
    “Good, I know,” said Amy, a bit breathlessly. She began to go up and down, and it was difficult at first. I was squooshy, she was tight, and it had to get smaller as it entered, but got larger as it came out. 
 
    Still, it was dick, and Amy started to breath harder. 
 
    And, wonder of wonders, my dick started to get harder. The more I fucked the harder it got. 
 
    Soon Amy was standing up and just lowering herself six inches or so. 
 
    “I can’t take it all,” she complained. 
 
    I didn’t care. The head was getting all squooshed, and the sensations were amazing, and I was getting close. 
 
    “He’s going to squirt,” observed Jenny. 
 
    “Let him squirt,” muttered Amy, sounding a bit disappointed. “He’s either too soft, or too hard, and I’m either getting no sensation, or it hurts.” 
 
    “Let me try?” 
 
    She almost shoved Amy off my dick and stood over me. 
 
    Oh, God. I was in heaven. Two beautiful women fighting over who got to fuck me, my apparatus ten times more sensitive, and then, to complicate matters Jack shoved his fingers into my butt again. 
 
    “AHH!” I screamed, pleasure exploding through my anus. 
 
    “Look,” said Jack, “I can fist him!” 
 
    Sure enough, he had drilled me with his fingers, and gone right into me. I had his whole hand firmly exploring my rectum. 
 
    I whimpered and whined and started to jerk. 
 
    Jenny rose and fell, taking as much as she could. Even Amy, though disappointed, was stroking my shaft. I could feel myself building rapidly towards a climax. 
 
    Then Jenny orgasmed, she began to shake and pull her tits and Amy had to get up and make sure she didn’t fall over, with my dick in her. My dick was now so hard I was afraid it would break. 
 
    “Oh, God!” mumbled Jenny, shaken and shaking. Amy helped her off the bed and she sat down. 
 
    “Wow,” said Amy, “I’m not getting back on that thing.” 
 
    I was bucking and humping, Jack’s fist was doing strange things to my butthole, and I begged, “Get me off! Please!” 
 
    “I guess we better.” 
 
    Amy giggled. “Maybe we should leave him like this.” 
 
    They all laughed, and I began to cry. I was so close, it was so excruciating. 
 
    “Better get him off,” said Jack. “It looks like it hurts.” 
 
    “It…it does!” I agreed. 
 
    “Oh, very well.” 
 
    The girls grabbed my cock then, and they began to stroke. Up and down, and the veins were so hard I could feel the blood being pushed and extra pulsed because of their hand motion. 
 
    “Fuck…yeah!” 
 
    The veins stood out even larger, then my shaft began to throb, to pulse, and I felt the beginnings of…something…somewhere. 
 
    Amy must have realized at the same time: “He’s got no balls. Where’s the sperm gonna come from?” 
 
    “Don’t care! Don’t care!” I could hardly talk. Then it happened. I felt as if I was in a giant ocean, and the water was warm and golden, and I felt forever. It was truly the most beautiful and satisfying cum I had ever had. 
 
    “Thar she blows,” quipped Jack. 
 
    I shot semen out of the end of my giant, rock hard cock. Not just a spurt or ten, but a stream, like I was a giant water gun. 
 
    Amy jumped back, but Jenny held on, and she managed to aim my cock. A thick squirt of semen splattered over Amy and Jack. Laughing, they tried to avoid, but there was just too much, and slowly, slowly, my dick started to deflate. 
 
    The semen hadn’t been in my balls, it had been in my cock! It had filled up the spongy tissue and now it was squirting it out. 
 
    My dick became softer and more bendable. Jenny got up on the bed and held it and gripped the base and pulled her hand up the shaft. More squirt was forced out. 
 
    And, finally, It was empty. It just lay there, a spongy dick, big, but almost like an empty coat. The last bit of sperm leaked out, and Jenny let go. My dick flopped on me and I lay there, exhausted. I was still feeling the effects of the golden ocean, but I had no more desire. I had never been more truly sated in my life. 
 
    “Heysoos,” laughed Amy. “I’ve never seen so much cum in my life. 
 
    Jack pulled his hand out of my asshole and wiped it off. 
 
    “Crap, I hate to say it, but I’m glad that wasn’t me.” 
 
    “What’s the matter, lover?” Jenny turned and grabbed his over-sized dong. 
 
    “Me, too!” Amy moved over and began sucking his nipples. 
 
    Done with me, the girls hadn’t had their orgasms, and Jack certainly hadn’t had his. 
 
    They literally pushed me off the bed, and I fell on the floor, and was so happy and dazed that I just didn’t care. Then they were on the bed, growling and whining and making disgustingly wet sounds. I lay there, and slowly drifted off. 
 
      
 
    “Hello, Olly.” 
 
    I was in a room somewhere, but the walls were so far away I could not see them, and I was suspended, as if in a briny liquid, between the floor and the ceiling, which were so far away I could not see them. 
 
    “Wake up, Olly.” 
 
    I didn’t want to wake. I wanted to keep slumbering, but there was something happening. Something dire, which was wiring me up. I opened my eyes. 
 
    There was no light, just a blue substance, that I could see through. Like I could see through air, but…blue-ish/greenish. 
 
    “Wake up, Olly.” 
 
    “Doan wanna,” I whispered, trying to see who was talking to me, but the voice seemed to come from everywhere. 
 
    “Wake up, Olly.” 
 
    I turned slowly in the blue light, searching, searching…”Where are you?” 
 
    “Right here.” 
 
    I turned, and there was a big pair of eyes right behind me. Big, unwinking fish eyes. Watching me. Gauging me. Seeing right through me. 
 
    “What…what…” 
 
    “You’ve gone too far, Olly.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Being a man wasn’t enough. You had to mess with me, and with my DNA. You realize that my DNA is one of the oldest on earth?” 
 
    “So…who cares…I want to go back…” 
 
    “You are going back, Olly, but you’ve gone too far, and things aren’t going to be the same.” 
 
    “I don’t understand! What are you…I don’t—“ 
 
    “I’m in your DNA, and things are about to happen. Are you ready for things to happen?” 
 
    “I just want to wake up and…and…” 
 
    “And what? Forget me?” 
 
    “Yeah. Forget you.” 
 
    “Too late, Olly. Much too late.” 
 
    Then the eyes winked out, I felt an earthquake, and the blue began to move. Like air becomes a hurricane, except this was…it was water! And it was spinning, like a cyclone, like a waterspout, and I began to move through the blue substance. 
 
    I wanted to scream. I was scared. This was too weird, and I wanted it to end. I wanted to wake up. I wanted… 
 
      
 
    I was thrust into my body. I jerked and tried to figure out where I. was. 
 
    Oh. The Animal House. 
 
    My weird dick. Cumming. The girls. Jack had…had he really fisted me? 
 
    But the memories were true, then… 
 
    “Wake up, Olly.” 
 
    Earthquake. Oh, I was being shaken. 
 
    “Honey, it’s late, time to go.” 
 
    “I stirred, tried to move. I was stuck between the bed and the wall. I tried to turn over. 
 
    “That’s a boy, come on.” 
 
    “Come on, Olly,” Jack said. I managed to look over my shoulder. He was standing at the door, Jenny was half leaning on him. He looked sated, and his dick was limp. Man, he must have really fucked…two women. And one of them was my wife. Fuck! 
 
    “Come on, Jack. Wake up,” Jenny murmured, holding on to Jack’s arm. 
 
    I groaned and pushed up, and Amy helped me. In a second I was on my hands and knees, and something felt strange, off, weird. 
 
    I placed a hand on the bed, put some oof into it, and stood up. I turned around. 
 
    Amy’s face dropped, her mouth opened and her eyes widened. 
 
    Then Jack straightened up. “Oh, fuck…what the hell…” 
 
    Jenny actual pointed at me and gave a small scream. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” I asked. I was dazed and confused, nothing made sense. 
 
    “Olly!” I looked at me wife, and she was pointing at my groin. 
 
    I staggered a bit, couldn’t understand, and I bent over, which almost made me fall, and looked to where she was pointing. 
 
    My crotch was bald except for a little slit. No hair, no balls, no dick. Not the big weird dick, or my normal dick. 
 
    I was…dickless. And ball-less. And…bald like a baby down there. 
 
    Confused, not understanding, I looked around. Amy saw it at the same time as I did, and now she screamed. 
 
    There, on the floor, under where I had been laying, was a penis. 
 
    My penis. My real penis. 
 
    Jenny fainted. Jack made a strangling sound of total panic. 
 
    I bent over, not understanding, and picked up the penis. 
 
    Yep, it was mine. I recognized the shape, the heft, the way the veins ran along it, the red skull, through which I had spurted so many gallons of…of…I fell back on the bed.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    The exit from the club was a nightmare, I felt like I was in a five alarm fire, people screaming and carrying on. Yet we were simply walking out, and only a few people noticed and stared. 
 
    I was a man with…with nothing down there. 
 
    I mean, I had a slit, but it didn’t look like a vagina. Yet. Like it was still forming. 
 
    And the level of noise in the club was actually much reduced, but my senses were screaming, become a blackboard for God’s giant fingernail. 
 
    We entered the changing room and picked up our clothes, and that was when I realized I was smaller. 
 
    Normally I’m five foot nine, an average size. Now I was about five foot six. I had lost three inches. 
 
    And I was more slender. Normally I was about 170 pounds. Now I felt like my waist was being compressed, and I was probably 140 pounds. 
 
    Jack was taller and heavier than me, and I was only a little taller and heavier than Amy and Jenny. 
 
    “Hey! Hey!” Jack pounded on the window of the office, but apparently the people were out on the front door. 
 
    We approached the front entrance. It was locked, and a big, huge guy was letting people out. 
 
    “Hey,” Jack said. “Our friend lost his dick.” 
 
    “Yeah, sure. Parties over. Time to go home and sleep it off.” 
 
    Yeah, sure, sleep it off. Sleep off the disappearance of my dick. 
 
    We staggered out onto the street. It was almost dawn, there were no people except for the few trickling out of the club, and a light fog was wisping through the streets. We entered a big parking lot and found our car. Jack’s car. We climbed in, and I felt so weird. 
 
    “My clothes grew,” I muttered. 
 
    Amy was holding on to me. “Crap, he’s shrinking!” 
 
    Jack drove, his knuckles white on the steering wheel. “Let’s take him to a hospital.” 
 
    “That’ll cost too much,” I was logical, but I wasn’t really thinking straight. If I had been thinking straight I would have driven right into a hospital, jumped out of my wrecked car and screamed that I wanted an operation. 
 
    Instead, I just gave a little shiver, and wondered if my slit was all right. 
 
    Amy told them to drive us home, so they did, and we decided on going to the doctor the very next day. 
 
    “It’s just a side effect,” Jenny tried to convince us. “You’ll be back to normal tomorrow.” 
 
    “Yeah.” I kept wanting to sleep. 
 
    Five minutes later we heard Jack ’s car roar away as we entered our house. 
 
    I walked into the bedroom and collapsed on the bed. 
 
    Amy pulled my over-sized pants and shirt off. She was afraid to touch my underpants; she was afraid to look at my groin. I grunted and wrapped myself in blankets. I wasn’t thinking, I just wanted to go to sleep. 
 
    Snore. 
 
    And, thank God, I had no weird dreams of eyeballs in a different universe. 
 
      
 
    Sunlight flooded the room and I blinked. We had never closed the drapes, just came home and went to sleep.  
 
    I was alone. I could hear Amy talking on her phone in the living room. She was speaking in a low voice, but my hearing seemed incredibly sharper. 
 
    I grinned. I remembered the nightmare I had had the night before. I had dreamed my dick had fallen off, and that I was shrinking. What a weird dream. 
 
    Then I remembered it not as a dream, but as a disjointed, freakish memory. 
 
    I sat up, and froze. I had long, dark hair. Which was fine, except it had been short the night before. 
 
    And…my chest. I pulled covers off and looked down. Boobs. Oh, my fucking God! I had breasts! Tits! Bazookas! They were big, and they stuck out. And they had big nipples on them. My areolas were twice as large as they had been, and the nipples were as big as the tip of my little finger. Stiff, erect, with a buzz of feeling about them, a little sexual electricity emanating from them. 
 
    Yet I wasn’t shocked.  
 
    Well, I was, but I wasn’t incapacitated by shock. I was just stunning, and felt like I was in another world. 
 
    I slid out from under the covers and stood up. I was shorter. I was maybe five foot two, and I saw myself in the mirror. 
 
    I was a brunette fox. My hair was a tangle, but I had a stacked body with round hips and the thinnest waist. I looked at my face. I could still see my features, but they were softer. My jaw was founder and my lips were plump and curvy. My eyes seemed bigger in my face. They were still my eyes, but they had more luster, and right now they were so wide they showed an acre of white. 
 
    I moved towards the doorway. I was off balance, and I realized it was my big tits over balancing me. I grabbed the door frame and walked down the hall, my hands out and touching the walls, helping me balance. 
 
    “I don’t know what happened…no. He’s not awake yet. But I’m sure it was all a dream. No…it couldn’t have happened. Olly is not—“ 
 
    I stepped into the arch and stared at Amy. She was talking on the phone, and she stopped. Her eyes went wide, she gave a kind of squeaky yelp, then she just collapsed on the sofa. 
 
    “Amy! Amy!” I heard the little voice, it was Jenny, on the phone. 
 
    I went to the phone and picked it up.  
 
    “Amy?” 
 
    “Jenny?” And I almost jumped My voice was higher pitched, like a girl’s. 
 
    “Who is this?” 
 
    “Jenny, this is Olly, and something happened to me.” 
 
    “Oh, my God! Olly? Is it really you?” 
 
    “I’ve changed. My hair grew, and I’ve got breasts.” 
 
    I looked down at my slit. It was no longer just a slit, it was a fully formed pussy. Complete with labia and clitoris. 
 
    “And I’ve got a vagina.” 
 
    “Olly! We’re coming over. Put Amy on the phone.” 
 
    “Amy fainted. I have to help her.” 
 
    I looked around, nothing made sense, and I realized I should get some water for my wife. 
 
    Funny. I was the one who had somehow changed from a man into a woman, and she was the one who had fainted. 
 
    “Olly?” 
 
    I hung up the phone, staggered into the kitchen and poured a glass of water. I returned to the living room and stared down at my wife. 
 
    She was wearing a bathrobe. Laying sideways on the couch. 
 
    I put the water on the coffee table and sat down on the edge of the couch. “Amy?” I patted her arm. 
 
    She stirred. “Oh.” Then her eyes blinked open as memories rushed in. She gave another one of those fainting squeaks, but she didn’t faint. She sat up and looked at me. She looked at me like I was a different person. A stranger. 
 
    I sniffled. “Amy? It’s me. It’s Olly.” 
 
    “Olly?” She sounded sort of frantic. 
 
    “Here’s some water,” I handed her the glass. 
 
    She took it and sipped it, and watched me. Inspected me. Scrutinized me. 
 
    “Olly?” 
 
    “Something must have happened to me.” 
 
    She looked a little less frantic, but it was like she was half scared of me. “Do you remember last night?” 
 
    “I had a dream that I fucked everybody and then my dick grew big and fell off. Or something. Then I woke up and realized it wasn’t a dream, but it all feels like a dream. 
 
    “You…it wasn’t a dream. We went to The Animal House.” 
 
    “It’s not a dream,” I agreed, not sure what was happening. Then: “What are we going to do?” 
 
    “We need to call somebody. A doctor.” 
 
    “Jenny is coming over.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    We were stunned, staring at each other, trying to figure out what to do. Then we heard Jack’s car pull into the driveway. A minute after that, or maybe just a few seconds, there was a knock at the door and it opened. 
 
    “Olly? Am—oh, my.” 
 
    Jenny was standing in front of Jack. She had stopped and he stumbled against her, knocked her forward, then they were both standing stock still and staring. 
 
    “Hi,” I said. I brushed hair out of my eyes. 
 
    “Oh, my God,” blurted Jack. 
 
    Jenny moved towards me. “Olly?” 
 
    “Yeah. It’s me. But my voice is so high.” 
 
    Jenny came to me and inspected me. “You’re a woman.” 
 
    Not a girl, or female, but a woman. A human being with breasts and reproductive organs and the features and characteristics of a woman. 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    Jack: “Amy? Are you all right?” 
 
    “Yeah. Yes. But…we don’t know what to do.” 
 
    “Yeah. I’m confused and she’s in shock.” 
 
    “Well, come on, let’s get you cleaned up. Jack, make them some breakfast.” To us. “You haven’t eaten, have you?” 
 
    Amy and I shook our heads. 
 
    “Jack, kitchen. I’ll get them showered and dressed.” 
 
    “You’ll get me dressed? I can dress myself.” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    Jenny took both our hands and led us to the back. 
 
    She put us into the shower, one at a time, then pulled us out and dried us off. Amy was starting to function a little bit, she moved with more authority. I was sort of gobsmacked. Jenny had to dry me off, and when it came time for clothes I was lost. 
 
    “What is this?” I asked. 
 
    “This is a bra.” 
 
    “What? Why?” 
 
    “Because you have tits.” She fastened the thing around me, then lifted the cups up and encased my breasts. 
 
    “It’s too tight.” 
 
    “We’ll have to get you a bigger one. For now, go with it.” 
 
    It was an unfamiliar feeling and I pulled at the straps and moved as if struggling. 
 
    “Here, put this on.” Jenny handed me a blouse. 
 
    A blouse, and that was weird. “The buttons are all mixed up.” 
 
    Jenny helped me. 
 
    Amy was already dressed and tying her shoes. 
 
    Jenny put me in a pair of shorts. No…it was a dress. No, it was… “What’s this?” 
 
    “They’re called culottes. It’s sort of a cross between shorts and a skirt.” 
 
    “Oh.” I looked at her, tilted my head, said, “Why am I wearing a skirt?” 
 
    “Because you’re too small for your man clothes.” 
 
    “Oh.” That made sense. How weird. Something that made sense in a world that made no sense. 
 
    I found myself sitting on the bed, wondering what was happening, and Jenny was sorting through shoes. “Don’t you have another pair of athletic shoes?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Well, give me those, and you can wear flats.” 
 
    So Amy did.  
 
    Shortly she was wearing low shoes, and Jenny was tying white sneakers on my feet. 
 
    “Cool,” I said. 
 
    “He’s acting funny.” 
 
    “He said he’s in shock, and I think he is. Should we be calling him her?” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    They stared at me. 
 
    Amy stood up, “Well, whatever he or she is, we can’t have her walking around like this.” She picked up a hair brush and began untangling my newly long locks. 
 
    Jenny watched for a few seconds, then said, “Come out for breakfast when you’re done.” 
 
    “Okay. 
 
    Then Amy and I were alone. Her combing my hair, a trace of watery glint in the bottom of her eyes. 
 
      
 
    “So you went to The Animal House.” 
 
    The doctor was listening to my back through a stethoscope. Then he was listening to my front. And I felt weird, like he was in a place where he shouldn’t be. I moved away from him, but he was done and didn’t seem to notice. He made a note on his iPad and frowned. Then his fingers were skittering across the little gizmo. 
 
    Jack and Jenny were sitting to one side, and Amy was standing next to me, next to the exam table. 
 
    “So what happened?” asked Jenny. 
 
    “Hmm. I’m not sure…but…” he looked up at us, “what kind of animal did you choose for  your husb—Mr. Smith to be? To sexually be?” 
 
    We all traded glances. Surprisingly, we had not talked about that. Jenny looked at Jack, “Well?” 
 
    “It was a sea slug.” 
 
    “A what?” blurted Amy. 
 
    “A sea slug, official name is Chromodoris reticulata.” 
 
    “Why on Earth would you choose that?” 
 
    “I thought it would be cool. It has a big, dick, and I thought it might be slick and slimy.” 
 
    “You wanted it so disgusting that us girls wouldn’t fuck him. Then you would get all the fucking to yourself.” 
 
    The guilty look on Jack’s face indicated that Jenny had hit it right off. She hit his shoulder, but he didn’t say anything. He just looked away. 
 
    Meanwhile, the doctor had pulled up the Chromodoris reticulata, the sea slug, on his iPad. 
 
    “Ah, yes. Well, it says here that the sea slug mates, then his penis falls off.” 
 
    “You stupid!” hissed Jenny, hitting Jack again. 
 
    “The good news is that it grows back. Maybe even twice. But in between it is female.” He looked up at Olly. “Like you.” 
 
    “Then he’ll turn into a man again?” 
 
    “I wouldn’t go that far. I mean, anything is possible, but since Mr. Smith has already become a woman, that is pretty drastic…so…” 
 
    “So he might be stuck being a woman.” 
 
    “He might. I think the potion you, uh, that was injected into you, I think the DNA of the sea slug is much slower, so the second part of Mr Smith’s change, where he grows his penis back, I think that is happening at a very reduced rate.” He thought briefly, ten added, “if at all.” 
 
    “Woman,” I said. I looked down at my breasts. “Tits,” I said. I looked down at my vagina. “Pussy.” 
 
    “Yes, Olly,” said Amy, not knowing what else to say. “You have breasts and a vagina.” 
 
    “Like a woman. I’m a woman.” 
 
    Everybody was silent then. I stared at everybody. I felt like I had to break the ice, so I said, “Need to go shopping.” 
 
    I thought it was funny, but Amy started crying. Then Jenny. Jack just sat there and looked at the floor. 
 
      
 
    Amy and I went home, and Jack and Jenny hung out with us. They felt guilty, like they were part of the problem, but they weren’t. It was me. I was part of the problem. I was the problem. 
 
    “How you doing, Olly?” 
 
    Jack was sitting with me on the patio. He was drinking a beer. Amy had handed me a wine spritzer, and, you know? It wasn’t half bad! 
 
    “I’m okay. My thought processes are speeding up, but I’m still pretty lame up there.” 
 
    “I don’t wonder.” 
 
    Amy and Jenny were in the house. I think Amy was calling doctors. 
 
    “She should call a lawyer,” I said. 
 
    “Yeah, maybe. Probably won’t do you any good.” 
 
    “Probably not. They had us sign a book of lawyer shit.” 
 
    “Over a hundred pages of…of lawyer stuff.” 
 
    I stared down at my boobs. “These are big.” 
 
    “I’ll say.” 
 
    I glanced at Jack, and he had a gleam in his eye. And a bulge in his pants. 
 
    “I don’t want to Jack.” 
 
    He looked terribly abashed. “I’m sorry. I got you into this mess, now I’m a pervert.” 
 
    “It’s okay. You’re just thinking with your dick.” 
 
    Suddenly I blinked. I had been a man. I had thought with my dick, and now I understood what that really meant. I REALLY understood. I wasn’t just a girl who had been targeted and sort of understood how a man’s mind works, how his penis points and he stumbles lustfully after. I had been a man. I understood penis in the most intimate way. 
 
    I turned my head away from Jack, looked into the distance. “I don’t know if I’ll ever make love again.” 
 
    Jack said nothing. 
 
      
 
    Jack and Jenny finally went home, and it was sort of a relief. I wanted peace and quiet. I wanted to come to grips with this change. I wanted to just sit and feel my new body. 
 
    “I’ll fix dinner,” stated Amy. “You want anything special?” 
 
    “Whatever you have.” 
 
    “I’m just going to make a salad. Will that be enough?” 
 
    I nodded. “I’m not too hungry.” 
 
    She went into the kitchen and started chopping lettuce up. 
 
    I stood up and went to the bedroom. 
 
    I stared at myself in the mirror. Jack and Jenny had been so solicitous all afternoon that I hadn’t had time nor opportunity to look at myself. 
 
    I stared at my long hair. It was messy, tangled, but sexy in a way. Oddly, in an innocent way. As a woman I was a virgin. 
 
    I took off my blouse, fumbling with the backward buttons, and stared at the way my breasts bulged out. The bra really was uncomfortable. 
 
    I reached behind me and was surprised by a new flexibility and agility. I managed to unfasten the bra and I let it drop. 
 
    My boobs were big, and I hefted them. They felt good, and the nipples were tingling. 
 
    I wondered about sex. 
 
    I was a man, had been a man. Was I really a woman now? All the way? Was I going to…was the only way I could have sex…would I have to fuck a penis? 
 
    I started to cry, and that’s where Amy found me. Sobbing in front of the mirror. Looking at myself and the tears pouring down my cheeks. 
 
      
 
    Two days passed and I didn’t leave the house.  
 
    I called in work and asked for vacation time. I had a couple of years stored up, which translated as six weeks. I needed six weeks, and a lot more. 
 
    Actually, I needed a new job. One where there were no people. 
 
      
 
    We went to more doctors, and received the same news from all. You’re a woman now, learn to like it. 
 
      
 
    Lawyers visited us. They discussed our situation, which meant that they told us in firm fashion that the company was not at fault and it was us who were totally to blame. 
 
    Which worked for about an hour, then Amy got pissed and snapped, “We’ll see if the newspapers blame us.” 
 
    Yikes. Bad publicity. The lawyers suddenly started singing a different tune. By the end of the afternoon that had offered us the kitchen sink, but Amy told them to go take a flying fuck…and meet with our lawyers. 
 
    Lawyers against lawyers, and it looked like we were going to be set for life. 
 
    Yeah. Sure. I’d be set for life. As a woman. 
 
      
 
    Four days passed, and Amy and I sat at the kitchen table. It was Saturday, and Jack and Jenny were coming over. 
 
    Jack and Jenny. They came over a lot, and they felt guilty as sin, and it wasn’t bad. I mean, I needed familiar faces, people who understood. 
 
    We heard their car doors slam, and Amy got up to make some drinks. 
 
    Drinks at ten in the morning. But we sort of needed them. After the grind with lawyers and doctors we needed a bit of refreshment. 
 
    “Hey, kids,” Jack greeted as he stepped into the kitchen. 
 
    “How you doing, sister?” Jenny kissed me on the cheek. Sister. That’s what she had taken to calling me. I guess it was better than ‘shit for brains.’ 
 
    “I’m good,” I murmured. 
 
    Jack sat down opposite me while Jenny went to hug Amy, and it was awkward. 
 
    He was my best friend, when I was a man. But me being a woman, and having a sort of relationship with him, a buddy/buddy relationship, it was weird. 
 
    Jenny plopped a plates of waffles on the table. Jack started slabbing the butter and dousing the syrup. 
 
    I was acutely aware that I didn’t eat as much these days. In fact, I ate like a…girl. Nibbles. And salads. And a voice in my head telling me to watch my weight. 
 
    “So…are you getting used to be ing a woman, Olly?” 
 
    I looked up at her. “There’s a part of me that adapts, quickly and easily. Then there’s a part of me that is running, screaming, looking for a cliff to fall off. 
 
    Jenny snorted. “Sounds like a period.” 
 
    We all blinked and sat still. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” mumbled Jenny. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “It’s okay, said Amy. “He…she’s not having a period, and I’ll talk to her.” 
 
    “Oh, God,” I said. “I’m a 12 year old girl.” 
 
    “It’s not bad, Olly.” Amy assured me. 
 
    Jack, ever the polite gentleman, asked, “So what are you going to do about sex?” 
 
    Jenny slapped him on the shoulder. With her fist. Hard. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    “No,” I said. “It’s a good question. As a man I used to get boners all the time. I was horny all the time. Is there any reason to think that I won’t have those feelings in my new body? As a woman?” 
 
    “Are you going to want men? OW! Will you stop hitting me?” 
 
    “Not until you grow a brain.” 
 
    Jack rubbed his shoulder and sulked. 
 
    Amy was staring at me. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “So you’re a woman.” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “And we’ve been resisting it. But we should really be embracing it.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    Jenny smiled. “She’s right, sister.” 
 
    I looked at her. 
 
    Amy: “Have you ever wondered what it is like to be a woman? Olly?” 
 
    “Well, yeah.” 
 
    Jack snickered. “All you ever wondered was how to get in a woman’s pants.” 
 
    Jenny frowned and looked at Jack, but she didn’t hit him. 
 
    “And now I’m in them,” I said, to relieve the tension. 
 
    “That’s right,” agreed Amy. “And perhaps it’s time we worked with you, helped you be a woman.” 
 
    “But what if my dick grows back!” 
 
    “Then it does, and you’ll be a man again.” 
 
    “A man who understands about wearing make up and stuff,” chimed in Jenny. 
 
    So it was decided, and the make over began that very afternoon. 
 
      
 
    I sat in a chair that was like a barber’s chair, but a lot more. The chair tilted back and two hands began washing my hair. 
 
    “So just a trim?” asked the beautician. 
 
    “And highlights,” confirmed Jenny. 
 
    “But gentle on the highlights. We want a real natural look.” 
 
    Surfer locks with a hint of sunshine?” 
 
    “Ooh, sounds sexy,” Jenny grinned. 
 
    The hands washed my hair, and it felt good, to just lie there and be pampered. I suddenly understood the lure of the beauty salon. 
 
    Meanwhile, a girl was working on my nails. All my nails. 
 
    I felt tiny hands scrubbing my feet, washing them thoroughly, then my nails were painted. I had chosen a bright red because, well, because there was a bit of slut in me. Yet the girls hadn’t blinked, and here I was. 
 
    Jenny and Amy sat in a chair and observed and discussed everything from my make over to the lawyers’ presentation. A hundred pages of legalese aside, it looked like I was going to be a very rich man. 
 
    The girl finished my tootsies, but I was still head bent back, little tinfoil things in my hair, and now she worked on my fingernails. She pushed the cuticles, sanded the nails gently, then asked Amy what kind of nails she should put on. 
 
    Jenny blurted, “Long and wicked,” and made a scratching motion in the air with her hand, and a hissing noise. 
 
    Amy giggled. “We should let him get used to it, first. He still has to do things.” 
 
    “Like what? Work on the car? Change the oil?” 
 
    Those days were past. I was going to be rich enough to pay people to do everything for me. From painting the house to picking up pennies, I was out of business. 
 
    But, looking good, I was in business. 
 
    “He’s got to be able to button buttons, work zippers…” 
 
    “Oh, yes, and do the laundry and wash the dishes and learn to cook. Hey, Olly, you ever want to be a maid?” 
 
    I was just sitting up, and I wagged a finger at her. They giggled, and Amy said, “Medium length ovals.” 
 
    My hair was blown and brushed and a glance at a mirror showed a whole new me. My hair was long and wavy and framed my face perfectly. 
 
    “Ooh,” said Jenny. “Amy’s got some competition.” 
 
    “I do not.” Amy was pleased with my look. 
 
    Finally, they started working on my face. As per Jenny’s instructions, the girl explained what each step was. 
 
    “This will clean your pores.” I felt her using a little sponge to clean my face. I was astounded when I caught a glimpse of the resulting oily blackness on the sponge. Probably the first time in my life I had really had a clean face. 
 
    “This is primer.” She applied the primer with her fingers, smoothing it into my creases and making my face flat and seamless. Then she began recoloring it. I was astounded to see my cheekbones suddenly emphasized, and yet made soft. Slowly I began to resemble the models I had seen on TV. 
 
    And I realized something else: this procedure, the hands pampering, it was making me horny. And, weirder and weirder, I could actually feel heat and moisture between my legs. 
 
    I tried to spread my legs a little, to give air to the feeling, but I noticed Amy noticing, and I clamped my stems together. 
 
    She smiled knowingly and nodded at me. 
 
    “Okay, let’s do the eyes.” 
 
    Man, it was scary, looking at a pencil running around my eyes, and it felt really strange, made the hair stand up on the back of my neck strange, when the girl brushed my eyelids and changed them into sultry, smoky window shades. 
 
    Finally, the lips. 
 
    Well, almost finally. I was looking at myself in the mirror, puckering, and admiring the beautiful red, when Jenny said, “We want her pierced.”               
 
    I blinked. 
 
    Jenny pulled out a little box and opened it. “I bought you these.” 
 
    Inside the box were little danglies. Two silver strands with tiny diamonds on the bottoms. 
 
    My ears were quickly pierced, Ouch! Ouch! Then I stared at the two, sexy, little strings hanging down from my lobes. 
 
    “Okay, girlfriend,” Jenny said, helping me out of the chair. Amy was on the other side, not saying anything, but looking proud. “Let’s go get you some clothes.” 
 
    “And a bra that fits?” I asked. 
 
    “Two bras,” smiled Amy. 
 
    “Nah. Just one cup. Let the other tit hang.” 
 
    They giggled and walked me out to the car. 
 
    I spent the afternoon learning to shop. Interestingly, shopping is an art. All too often I would ask about something, and the education I received was almost overwhelming. 
 
    “That will make you look fat. Stripes must be up and down.” 
 
    “No, a shelf bra is better. Your nips can breath.” 
 
    “Start with a shorter spike. It’s going to be hard enough to walk in heels anyway.” 
 
    “Oh, that shows off your figure perfectly!” 
 
    On and on it went, and the afternoon waned, and finally we took our bags to the car and headed for home. 
 
    This was the first time I had really been out, and it had turned into a blast. I had been nervous, but with girls who cared, and who talked me through everything, it became nothing but fun. Sitting in the back of the car, letting the wind rustle my hair, listening to Amy and Jenny chat, I felt really good. I actually felt like a woman. For the first time I felt like a woman. It almost made me cry. 
 
     
 
    We arrived home and entered the front door, and Jack almost fell over. 
 
    “Dude! Is that you?” 
 
    I nodded. Embarrassed and proud at the same time. 
 
    He walked around me and gave a wolf whistle. “Holy Heysoos on a footstool that’s too short. You are a good looking babe!” 
 
    “Easy, tiger,” smiled Jenny, but she wasn’t hitting him on the shoulder. 
 
    We had a quick barbecue, and we talked, and while Jack was mostly silent, and casting appreciative glances at me, Jenny and Amy gossiped, and I was even sort of included in their chat. It made me feel accepted. 
 
    Finally, the meal over, and the bourbon and Coke making its rounds, Amy brought up sex. 
 
    “Jack, we’re going to need you to do something. It might seem weird, definitely awkward, but…you’re going to need to do it.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “Yes. We need to educate Olly about sex.” 
 
    He blinked, and you could have knocked me over with a feather. A small feather. A tiny feather. 
 
    “What did you want me to do?” 
 
    “Well, we’ve all had each other, and I’m sure Olly would like the sensation of a dildo, but I think he should have a real dick for his first female sexual experience. 
 
    “But I’m not gay!” I objected sharply. 
 
    “We’re not saying you are,” Amy took my hand. “And if you want Jenny and I to be there, to talk you through it, then we will. But as a woman you need to know the glory of a real, flesh and hot dick. Believe me, you won’t feel like a woman until you do.” 
 
    Jenny added, “A dildo is fine, and in certain situations and times, it can be better. But…you need to feel a real dick.” 
 
    “But…”  
 
    I had a lot of objections, not the least of which was that I felt awkward with Jack, until Amy pointed out, “I seem to remember a time when Jack had his fist all the way up your heinie. 
 
    I looked at Jack, and suddenly realized that he was embarrassed. His face was entirely pink. “Sorry…I was drunk.” 
 
    Jenny hit Jack on the shoulder, but not hard. 
 
    Amy asked me, “Did it feel good? When he had his fist in you?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Speak up.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I whispered. 
 
    “It’ll be like that. But not as intense, anal sex is always more intense, but it will feel better. “ 
 
    “And you really think I need this?” 
 
    Both Amy and Jenny nodded. 
 
    I turned to Jack. “And what about you?” 
 
    Jack looked down at the floor. 
 
    Jenny giggled. “You’re asking if he’s all right with fucking a beautiful woman?” 
 
    Then we all sort of chuckled, and the tension was broken. 
 
    “Come on,” Amy stood up and took my hand. 
 
    Jack and Jenny followed us into the bedroom. 
 
    I have never felt so nervous in my life. I was literally shaking. 
 
    “Calm down,” Amy said. She brushed my hair back with her hands, then got out a fresh tube of lipstick and painted my lips. “God, are you gorgeous.” 
 
    Amy and Jenny undressed me slowly, and Jack stood on the other side of the room and watched. 
 
    Our eyes were locked. He was about to fuck me, to be in me. I had fucked my whole life as a man, but this…this was nerve wracking and terrifying. 
 
    Finally, I was naked. 
 
    Jenny turned to Jack. “Strip, bitch.” 
 
    Where they were gentle with me, they were brutal with Jack, but we all knew what was happening. 
 
    Jack took off his clothes. 
 
    I lay on the bed and spread my legs. 
 
    “Not yet, slut,” whispered Amy, giggling. “Make him do a little work.” 
 
    “But I was terrified and couldn’t stop quivering. 
 
    Jack came to me, and we stood. 
 
    “Do you want to kiss?” asked Amy. 
 
    I think Jack might have been willing, but I was freaked out. He was still my male friend, and it made me remember my maleness, and it was awkward. 
 
    “Uh uh,” I shook my head. “Sorry.” My voice was barely above a whisper. 
 
    “That’s okay.” 
 
    Amy and Jenny stood on each side of the bed and leaned over me. 
 
    I felt Jack climbing on to the bed, then he was crawling between my legs, pushing them apart and exposing me. 
 
    “Oh, gosh,” I whimpered. 
 
    Amy kissed me then, and that brought me back to earth. She kissed me, and she was my wife, and familiar, and it calmed me right down. 
 
    I felt Jack place his penis at the portal, he nudged up against my virgin hole. 
 
    Jenny began fondling one breast and sucking the other one. I immediately arched my back, giving her better access, feeling the electricity shooting through me. 
 
    Jack pushed, and it was tight. 
 
    I gasped, and he held for a moment, then he began working back and forth in tiny, little movements. Slowly, he began to enter me. Quarter inch by quarter inch, his dick slid into me. 
 
    Pain gave way to pleasure, and I began to breath, then gasp, then gulp convulsively. 
 
    Amy smiled at me, licked my lips, and went back to kissing them. I could feel the curve of her mouth, adapting to mine, sucking, making me more alive than I had ever been. 
 
    Jack began moving in and out, and it was as the girls had explained, I had never felt anything like this in my life. The warmth of real flesh, the moisture I was putting out, I felt his hot skin sliding against my moist innards, and sexually electric shocks took my breath away.  
 
    Still, the girls stayed between him and me. He had my pussy, but they had my mouth, my breasts. The male still in me was not abused, and yet the female in me was assuaged, made stronger, became ever more desirable. 
 
    I liked being a woman. I liked dressing in a woman’s clothes. I liked feeling feminine, walking a certain way, even simply speaking. And I thought: Poor men…they never really know what it’s like… 
 
    The climax, when it came, was also different. My skin felt like it was charged as if by a storm, I felt not as if I was exploding, but as if I was transcending, becoming a pool of loving sexuality. 
 
    Jack began to spurt, and I wondered, as if from afar, about babies. 
 
    But the thought was fleeting, and I went back to feeling the moment, to kissing my wife and our friend, to being truly fucked by a man, and I never…I never…it was good.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    I live as a woman now, and I should. After all, in all respects I am a woman. I have breasts and a vagina. I have a different mindset that grows more wonderful by the day. 
 
    I have grown to love fucking a man, and I even love kissing. Kissing a friend like Jack is so much better than kissing strangers. 
 
    And I am still married, and loving it. And Amy loves it. She gets Jack’s dick whenever she wants, and she gets me all the time. 
 
    And the doctors have said nothing about my dick. I don’t think they really expect  it to come back, to regrow, as a normal sea slug’s would. 
 
    But that’s okay. I love being a woman, and…I love being rich. And, courtesy of The Animal House, I am very, very, VERY rich. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed. 
 
      
 
    The Feminization Games

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    My Pink Husband 
 
    He was a male to female man! 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “You are a sick fuck!” I screamed. 
 
    Seth just stood there and trembled. 
 
    I had married Seth out of high school. In high school he was a catch. Quick witted, handsome, and the answer to some of those idiot jocks who had balls for brains. 
 
    “What the fuck ever possessed you to do this?” I motioned at the computer, which was open to a folder, which folder had TONS of naked men and women doing EVERYTHING imaginable under the sun…and a few things unimaginable. 
 
    “I…I…didn’t mean to…” 
 
    He was caught, trembling like a rabbit in a trap. His face, once so handsome and alluring, was now a study in stupidity. Those clever brown eyes were now doe-like dumb. His small features, once so appealing and tidy, were just whimpering and begging. 
 
    “You didn’t mean to? You didn’t mean to go searching for porn? Or you didn’t mean to clog up the computer with your depravity? Or maybe you just didn’t mean to disgust me with your perversions.” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    Mumbling and stumbling, he had no excuse for his actions. 
 
    I wheeled back to the computer and searched the file. 
 
    “I can understand looking at men and women fucking. I can understand a fascination for big boobs. What I can’t understand is why you didn’t come suck on my big boobs!” I did have a pretty impressive rack. “I mean, I like sex! Even a lot of sex, and I don’t mind positions and experimentation…but…transvestites?” 
 
    His eyes were shiny and I wondered if my weak husband—yes, I had to admit that he was weak—would start crying. It certainly looked like it. 
 
    “Shemales? Men with boobs?” 
 
    “I just…I just…” 
 
    “Shut up,” I snapped. 
 
    He shut, and I turned back to him and pondered. And pondered. And pondered. I mean, what could I do with such a simpering wimp? 
 
    “Go make me a drink,” I commanded. 
 
    He scurried out of the computer room like somebody had just lit his toes on fire. 
 
    I turned back to the computer and opened the biggest folder. 
 
    He had folders on big, black dicks, women with muscles, midgets fucking and sucking…he had folders on everything! I had never seen so much porn in my life, and I am not a prude, I had perused the net a time or two myself. 
 
    But this much? And the folder he had spent the most time in, it was easy to see if one had even half a computer brain, was the one on trannies. Men with the bodies, and boobs, of women. 
 
    Then I noticed something.  
 
    He returned with a Coke and bourbon, a ‘Coke High,’ and I sipped and leaned forward. There was something about this folder… “Go cut the lawn.” I told him. 
 
    He ran for the door and a moment later I heard him pulling the mower out of the garage. A moment after that I heard the lawn mower start up. 
 
    I didn’t care, for I was fascinated by this one single thing I had realized. 
 
    In all the tranny porn there was no male on male contact. It was all women and trannies. 
 
    I surfed through the files, clicking open movies and closing them. Yes, it was all women fucking men with boobs. Slender men. Men as slender as my husband. 
 
    Was there a deeper secret here? Was there…was my husband…? 
 
    The lawn mower whizzed back and forth outside the window, then went to the front yard, where it was not so loud, but moved just as fast. 
 
    I sat back and finished my drink. Then I got up and made another one. 
 
    And I sat and stared at that porn. All those files, they were just incidentally to his main fetish. Men with boobs. And, I noticed he had a huge collection of stills of…men in maid uniforms. 
 
    Cleaning the house. Vacuuming. Doing the dishes. Wearing black uniforms with white trim, dusting, polishing silverware, prancing about on their high heels with their underwear showing. 
 
    Was my husband…did he really want… 
 
    Now that the shock was past, now that I was calmed down, I could analyze what I had discovered. 
 
    Yes, Seth liked porn, which was no big deal. 
 
    But the amount of time he had spent on porn, no wonder he was sort of stuck in his teaching position. He would finish the day and come home early, sometimes real early. He had arranged a few days where his last class was twelve o’clock,  and he would be home by one, and then spend five or six hours watching porn, before I got home, getting excited, and…did he jack off? 
 
    He must jack off. A man could not spend that much time watching porn and not jack off. 
 
    I knew that there were a lot of nights when I went to bed wanting, and it was because he must have wasted himself during the day. 
 
    He finished the lawn and cut bushes. I peeked out once and saw him, working away, a miserable look on his face, working…like, well, like he liked that menial labor. 
 
    That maid labor. 
 
    So he was brilliant in the classroom, students vied for his classes, and he was well respected. 
 
    But he hadn’t written a paper, let a lone a book, for a while. 
 
    Because he was here, pounding his pud behind the computer. Filtering through the big dicks and the bouncing boobs and the multitude of positions and looking for…men with boobs. Especially men with boobs who did housework. 
 
    And, a third drink, I found myself scratching myself. I looked at my hand. I was scratching my pussy. I blinked. Feeling my sex organs. Because…because there was something hot about this. 
 
    Something hot…not about men in maid uniforms, but the express idea of my husband in a maid uniform. 
 
    He wasn’t big and muscular. He slender. Built like a whip, with a soft face and a brilliant mind. 
 
    And the idea of him…of him…ideas began borning in my mind. Of what I could do with my husband. My porn surfing, tranny imagining hubbie. 
 
    A brilliant mind was worthless if it was useless. And his mind was being suborned by porn, and specifically men with boobs porn. 
 
    Yes, he was sick. But…should I judge him and browbeat him and make him feel like shit? Or should I take charge, push him through this debilitating disease and bring his mind back? 
 
    Obviously a no brainer. 
 
    I mixed a fourth drink, then called him into the house. The damned bushes were almost sculptures for his efforts, and I had to get him back in before he whittled them down to nothing. 
 
    I had to talk to him and…and lay down the law. 
 
    He entered the house, a slender man with chocolate brown eyes and a manner most endearing because…because it was soft. 
 
    Staring at him, standing so forlorn, I realized: women want either a bad boy, or a soft boy. I had chosen a soft boy, and I had never taken full advantage of that. Well, it was time. 
 
    “Take off your clothes.” 
 
    He stood, frozen, the world had just shifted on him. Horny bastard that he always was, he didn’t expect to be told to strip. 
 
    “I said…take off your fucking clothes!” 
 
    He began to almost rip his clothes off, and I realized one more thing, on this day of realizations. I was a little drunk, inhibitions were low, and I had just commanded him. Like a boss. Like a drill sergeant. Heck, like a bully, and he had responded. And when he was naked standing before me I realized that he had really responded. He had a big, fat hard on. 
 
    I stared at him, but was especially aware of the way his cock stood out. He was well endowed, and looked even bigger for being slender. He was about eight inches, and I loved getting fucked by that thing. There was nothing like being pummeled until I was a soaking mess. 
 
    But…no more. At least not until I had pushed him through his fetish and returned him to some degree of normalcy. 
 
    “What?” he finally blurted, and I realized that I was lost in wondering land. I brought myself out of my reverie. 
 
    “Come with me.” I stood up and brushed past him, his big dick actually touching my thigh and giving me a shiver. 
 
    Damn! I wanted that dick! But I couldn’t. Not for a while. 
 
    He followed me down the hallway and into our bedroom. 
 
    “Stand there,” I commanded, and again, I felt the power. I liked ordering him around. 
 
    He stood, and I went into my closet, opened drawers and plucked out dainty underthings. 
 
    He wanted to be a maid. Hmm. What ‘maid-like’ things did I have in my closet. 
 
    I came out with an armful of things and he was still standing there. 
 
    He liked standing there. He liked being told what to do. Well, I had always been a little power crazy. I would tell him what to do. 
 
    I tossed the clothes on the bed and turned to him. “Go take a shower, and shave all your hair off.” 
 
    “My…my…” 
 
    “Your hair! Everything below your head! I want it GONE!” 
 
    He jumped towards the bathroom door and I almost snickered. Sure I was drunk, but this was fun, and I had a feeling it was going to be fun when I was sober. 
 
    I sat on the bed and sorted through the clothes. I had picked out underwear that I was tired of, and which I thought might fit him. I didn’t have a black dress with a white, puffy blouse, like a maid might have, but I did have a slinky, old thing that would stretch on him. 
 
    Stretch on him. Hmm. I didn’t want him stretching all these clothes out of shape, I wanted them to last. I went back into the closet and came out with a corset. I hadn’t used it for years, but it was still serviceable, and then I realized something. 
 
    My husband had a slender body, ripe for a few enhancing items of underwear, but I had a bigger body. I was thicker than him.  
 
    Sure, I had big, monster boobs, but my waist had thickened, and I…I almost looked a bit muscular. I was thick, but not turned to fat. And, while he stepped out of the shower and toweled himself off, I decided to visit a gym. But not a weight loss gym. One of the folders he had was of muscular women. I had the structure, and I didn’t think it would take much work…hmmm. 
 
    He stepped into the bedroom. 
 
    I walked around him. Hairless. He had done a good job. He had even gotten that spattering of hair on his back, in a hard to reach place. 
 
    But, of course. He was not only slender, he was very flexible, agile, like a woman. 
 
    Heck, he was more flexible than I was. 
 
    “Go get me another drink.” 
 
    I was drunk, and I wanted to stay drunk. I wanted to enjoy this new power. I wanted my inhibitions to say lowered while I remade my wimpy, little husband. 
 
    A moment and he was back, holding a sweating, cold glass. I took a sip, then tossed him some panties. And not just panties, but tummy control panties. 
 
    “What? But I…” 
 
    “Listen, you stinking, little pervert. There’s only one way you’re going to survive, if I decide our marriage is worth keeping intact, and that is for you to do exactly what I say!”
“But putting on your clothes isn’t—“
“It’s what I want,” I yelled at him. 
 
    He shrank back, completely cowed. Yet I noticed his dick was as hard as ever. 
 
    “Now put on those panties.” 
 
    “Miserable, at least in face, he stepped into the panties and pulled them up. In his body I had the feeling he was exulting. Just a feeling I had, but there was something in him opening up like a shaft of sunlight on a dull, grey morning. 
 
    “Now this,” I threw the corset at him. 
 
    A tummy tucker and a corset. He didn’t have much of a pouch, but when I was done with him he was going to have the waist of a civil war debutante. 2o inches. And his chest would flare out, as would his butt. 
 
    “But I can’t get my dick into…into…” he was almost crying as he tried to pull the tummy shaper into place. 
 
    I stood up and walked over to him. 
 
    He shrunk a bit, but I grabbed his dick with one hand and pulled the shaper up with the other. His dick was pointed up, very plain to see the outline in the shaper. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    “Shut,” I murmured, staring at his hog in the tight material. 
 
    I thought for a minute, then, “I’ll get you a chastity belt.” 
 
    “But it hurts.” 
 
    “You’ll live.” 
 
    I turned around and he gave whimper. I picked up the corset and turned back to him. “Put this on.” 
 
    He stepped into the corset and tried to pull it up. Little tears were seeping out now, and he whined, “Why are you doing this?” 
 
    “You will follow directions and do what you’re told,” I snapped, and I helped him pull the corset up. 
 
    He gasped, and I pushed him onto the bed and knelt on his back and started pulling strings. 
 
    “I…can’t…breath…” 
 
    “Breath high in your chest. Little breaths. Or just don’t breath at all.” I finished fastening him in, and I helped him to his feet. 
 
    He looked a little white in the face, and his body was definitely skinnier. And, as I had thought, his butt flared out a bit, as did his skinny chest. 
 
    “You need real tits,” I said. “Figure out a hormone program.” 
 
    “I? But I can’t do—“ 
 
    “You’re the big mind, figure it out and present me with a plan. We’re going to give you tits and that’s that.” 
 
    Was it my imagination? Or was his penis pulsing inside the corset? No, it wasn’t my imagination. Blood was definitely struggling to get through his big hog. 
 
    I handed him some nylons and told him to roll them up his legs. 
 
    He tried to sit, and couldn’t. He leaned against the bed and, because he was so damned flexible, managed to roll up first one stocking, then the other. He hooked them to the snaps and I blinked. 
 
    “You’ve done this before.” 
 
    “Not with—“ He froze. Looked up at me. 
 
    “You’ve done this before! You’re a crossdresser!” 
 
    “No…no! I just—“ but he subsided into a whimpery sort of whiney ‘please feel sorry for me’ attitude. 
 
    I grinned. “This is going to be easier than I thought. Now put on this dress.” 
 
    He looked at the dress, gave weird sort of a sigh, and lifted it over his head. He began to shimmy into it. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” I blurted. “You’ve worn this dress before.” 
 
    “No…no…” 
 
    “Seth. Stand in front of me.” 
 
    He smoothed the dress out, a perfect fit, and I knew why it seemed a little misshapen on me. My husband had been wearing my clothes. He took a place in front of me. He looked down at the ground. 
 
    I lifted his chin, a bit of tenderness in this afternoon of harsh treatment, and I said softly. “Honesty. It’s all you’ve got. It’s the only way you’ll survive. Now, tell me the truth. I won’t yell at you…” then I had a thought and revised my statement. “But I will yell at you if you lie,” I said forcefully. 
 
    His dick throbbed under his dress. Yes. He responded to forceful speech. Speak softly and he would lie. Speak forcefully and he would blurt the truth. 
 
    “Tell me the truth!” 
 
    “Yes,” he whimpered. 
 
    I nodded, and understood.  
 
    My husband was a sissy. 
 
    I stared at him. He stood before me in a dress and girly underwear. His hair was longish, and I mussed it up. It puffed out and looked messy, but…sexy. Sure, he could grow it long, I would probably have him do that, but his hair was a sexy mop all messed up. And it made his features look rounder, and softer. 
 
    I grabbed him by the arm and pulled him. “Sit down.” I pushed him into my make up station. 
 
    He sat, and his fright was easy to see. All his secrets were out in the open. He was being excoriated, and…he loved it. 
 
    He loved feeling the fear. He wanted somebody to take control and bully him around. He wanted this. 
 
    “What…what…” 
 
    “Little girls should be seen and not heard.” 
 
    He blinked, and I could see the deep thoughts swirling in his head. 
 
    I sat down next to him and used a small bit of sponge to clean his face. When he was completely moisturized I began with the primer. 
 
    He was breathing very shallow now, and staring at the mirror. I loved the way his eyes were big and scared. It made him look innocent. I would have to make sure he stayed that way. 
 
    I put on foundation, and began coloring his cheeks, giving him shadows that would make him softer, would round out his features and make him more feminine. 
 
    He breathed, high in his chest, and couldn’t stop staring at the transformation I was putting him through. 
 
    I was working on his eyes, putting delicate shadows on his lids, and he whispered, “What are you doing to me?” 
 
    “What you want. Now shut up. I think you’ve talked enough for a lifetime.” 
 
    I placed my fingers on both sides of his mouth and squeezed. I applied a plumper, and his lips visibly swelled, then I put on bright, red lipstick. 
 
    “I…I won’t be able to teach…” 
 
    “You’re on summer vacation. You’ve got three months before your next class.” Then I had a thought, “What do you think the school will do when they find out you’ve transitioned?” 
 
    He didn’t say a word, and we both knew. They would embrace it. Schools these days were all about feminism and making males more understanding. They had three bathrooms now. His, hers and whatever. Come the fall semester the would be using the ‘whatever.’ 
 
    I left his face alone, left him to stare at himself in the mirror, and I began doing his nails. But not just doing his nails. I put on fake nails, long ones, and painted them red. 
 
    “I…but…” he started to protest when he saw me using super glue. 
 
    “Oh, shut up!” I snapped. 
 
    Finally, I was done. 
 
    “We’ll do your toes later. Right now I want you to go into my closet and get my high heels. The strappies. 
 
    He stood up, a little slowly, I think he was light-headed from breathing in the corset, and went into the closet. He returned with my tallest spikes. 
 
    “Well?” I asked, when he stood there with them dangling from his hands. 
 
    “Can’t we talk about—“ 
 
    “Put them on!” I raised my voice. 
 
    He leaned against the bed and managed to bend his waist and lift his feet enough to slip the shoes on, one at a time. 
 
    “I can’t…I can’t…” he was trying to buckle the little straps. 
 
    “Yes, you can,” I grabbed his hair and pulled him. The extra force managed to get him down enough to buckle the straps, then he straightened up, tears welling in his eyes. 
 
    “Don’t cry,” I warned. “Don’t mess your mascara.” 
 
    He sniffled, and I could see him making mental adjustments. 
 
    “Okay, come with me.” 
 
    I walked out of the room. He followed me, and I almost swooned when I heard his heels tapping on the hardwood floor. 
 
    Oh, my God! I thought. This is turning me on! 
 
    And it was true. Feeling the joy of taking control, experiencing the power exuding from me, I was getting damp down there. Hell. I was getting downright wet. I had been so busy bullying him I hadn’t taken the time to notice it, but…it was true. I was getting horny from picking on him, remaking him. 
 
    And, bad news, I couldn’t fuck him. Not yet. I had to work on him for a while. Then, maybe, if I could figure out a way to submit to his dick while remaining dominant…maybe. 
 
    We went to the kitchen and I opened the little closet next to the garage door. I pulled out the vacuum. I pushed it at him. 
 
    “What?” He tried to look confused, but failed. I looked at his dick. Still hard. Still pulsing. 
 
    “Well, my little perverted sissy, it’s time for you to earn your keep.” 
 
    “I earn my keep!”  
 
    Oh, my. He was protesting. I started to feel a hot knife of pleasure. I was going to get to squash him. 
 
    “You teach during the year. You write papers during the summer. You aren’t working on papers, in fact, I don’t think I can trust you to look at the computer.” 
 
    He stared at me with big eyes. 
 
    “You might get lost in all those pretty, little ladyboys. You might stroke your cock and wish you were one of them. Would you like to take a little vacation? Maybe go to Thailand? I hear there’s some pretty good doctors over there. You could get yourself all sorted out. Maybe come back with a big pair of boobs….maybe lose that useless dick of yours.” 
 
    He was quivering now. With shame, but with excitement. I was hitting him right, square in the fantasy. And, a little bonus, I had noticed that when I insulted his dick his penis had REALLY throbbed. It had throbbed so hard I thought it was going to bust the material and flop up and hit me in the chin.  
 
    “So you like it when I tell you how worthless your penis is.” 
 
    He was blinking, and, sure enough, his penis throbbed again. REALLY throbbed. I could see a wet spot at the top of his head. 
 
    “You haven’t given me a good dicking in a month, and now I know why. You’ve been too busy dreaming of boys with boobs and jacking off. You’ve been staring at men with boobs and wishing you had some. you’ve been—“ 
 
    “Oh…” he started to fall, his knees just bent and he quaked, and I stared at a big blotch appearing in his dress. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” I blurted. “You came!” 
 
    “I’m sorry…I’m sorry!” He started crying, and there was no hope for his mascara. 
 
    I stood and waited, and I almost came myself. Heysoos, I needed to do my own jacking off. Or jilling off, as we call it. This was too hot for words! 
 
    “Please…please,” He was speaking in a whiney sort of miniature wail, “Let me go change back! I promise…I promise I’ll never do this again. Please…” 
 
    He kept begging, and all his whining did was make me feel stronger, more powerful, more…hot. Really hot. 
 
    Finally, he dwindled a bit. I pushed the vacuum at him and snapped, “Get to work.” 
 
    Sobbing, his body shaking, he pushed the vacuum to the living room and I heard it turn on. 
 
    Vrooom vrooom. He pushed the machine over the pile. I could see tears dripping every once in a while. 
 
    I staggered to the liquor cabinet and poured myself a stiff one. Just one. Last one. I didn’t want to be a drunk. But I did want a moment to think about what had happened. 
 
    I took the Coke High into the computer room and locked the door. Then I powered up the computer and started going through his histories. 
 
    As you may have gathered, I’m proficient at computers, and I went through his Amazon histories. I studied the things he had put into his shopping cart…and taken out. I had a ball with Google histories. Google talks about being private, but they are the least private company in the world. 
 
    Sex. My husband was obsessed with sex. 
 
    We had a good sex life, or at least we had. It looked like Christmas he had discovered the internet. That’s when the major histories started, that’s when he went out looking for trouble. 
 
    And it was trouble. It was a waste of time, but that wasn’t what worried me. The important thing in my universe was that it robbed me of sexual satisfaction. For six months I had been getting excuses, headaches, ‘I’m too tired.’ But it was really he was just over masturbating. Well, that would change. 
 
    I finished my basic histories and began looking elsewhere, and that’s where it gets fun. When you type a word into google a drop down menu appears. Type in ‘sex’ and you get a list of recommended sites. Recommended based on your history. Google was doing the work for me. I typed in Fem, and got Feminization, feminizing, female to male pills, and so on. 
 
    I typed in cha, and got chastity tubes, belts, devices, for males, and so on. 
 
    Yep. My little kinker was going places and doing things without me. Well, I’d fix that. 
 
    I typed various letters, usually sex based, and got all sorts of information. Yes, a lot of it was in his history, but his history showed sites, and didn’t specify. This sometimes specified. I would type in male to female and some of the sites on the search results were purpled, so he had gone there. 
 
    I found drugs, pills, boobs for males, ‘The Big Book of Male Boobs’ by Grace somebody, and then I tried ‘bo,’ for books. 
 
    Bingo. 
 
    He spent a lot of time reading books by Ann Michelle, Aimee Allison, Fiona Piper, and…and after I glimpsed some of these offerings I realized this was his mother lode. And they all dealt with men being feminized, sissified, even cuckolded. 
 
    Hmm. Cuckold. Could I get into that? Dress my hubby up like a girl, make him watch some stud plow me? Now that was a very, very, VERY wet thought. And I would get all the sex I had been missing. And he, my perverted hubbie, would actually be getting what he wanted. Hmm, hmm, and double hmm.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Things are changing around here.” 
 
    It was two days later and we were sitting in the computer room. Correction. I was sitting. He was standing. Demurely. Hands folded in front of his pink dress. 
 
    “What…what do you mean?” 
 
    “I’ve seen your computer histories, I’ve even read your stash of erotica, and it is obvious what you want.” 
 
    “It is?” 
 
    “So we are going to use aversion therapy. You are going to dress like a woman every day.” 
 
    “For…for how long?” 
 
    “For as long as it takes,” I snapped. I didn’t like the way he was questioning me. It was like he was forgetting that he was the underling and I was the superior. Well, there was a cure for that. 
 
    “If you don’t stop asking questions when I am laying down the law I am going to paddle you.” 
 
    “Paddle me?” 
 
    I stood up and grabbed his wrist. He was off balance in his high heels, so it was easy to drag him into the living room. I sat down on the couch and pulled him over my knee. I lifted his dress, exposing his frilly pink panties, and began spanking. 
 
    SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! 
 
    “OW! Stop! Stop!” 
 
    “I’m not going to stop until you stop telling me to stop!” 
 
    SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! 
 
    He finally figured it out and shut up. 
 
    SMACK! SMACK! 
 
    I stopped with my hand in the air. He wasn’t saying anything. He wasn’t even squirming. 
 
    I pushed him off my lap. He lay on the floor, on his side, not sitting on his red rump, which he was rubbing. He looked at me reproachfully. His mascara was running. 
 
    I smiled. “Thank me.” 
 
    “Wha—“ 
 
    I started to get up and he cringed. “Thank you! Thank you! I’m sorry! Thank you!” He couldn’t stop himself. His apologies just overflowed. 
 
    I sat back down. “Stand up.” 
 
    He stood up, rubbing his butt gently. 
 
    “Now, to continue our conversation…you will dress like a woman every day. I expect you to work on your make up. You can get lessons on the internet, and I suggest you avail yourself of them. Otherwise you will be greatly embarrassed.” 
 
    His eyes angled down as he tried to figure out what that meant. 
 
    “I have ordered you a chastity tube to help you control that silly thing you call a dick…”  
 
    SPROING! His penis pushed his panties out and his dress up. He didn’t look down, but I could see the great sense of humiliation taking over him. 
 
    Hmmm. I was going to have to lock him up, and yet I needed dicking. Regularly. This might be a problem. Well, I would figure it out later. 
 
    “I have made up a list of your duties. I have tacked it up to the kitchen door.” Where anybody could see it. Heh heh. 
 
    “You will be expected to complete all duties daily, no matter how long it takes. I have allotted you spare time, and in that time you may use the computer. First, I expect you to go to sites—I have a list of recommendations—so you can better be a woman. Second, when you have finished your lessons for the day you may avail yourself of anything thing you want. You want to look at big muscled woman fucking titty boys, knock yourself out.” 
 
    He had stopped rubbing his butt and was gawping at me. I was about to ask if he had any questions when he timidly raised a hand. Oh, my God. Just like in school! 
 
    “You may ask a question.”  
 
    “I don’t want to do this.” His voice was just an embarrassed whisper. 
 
    “You should have thought about that before you decided to transition.” 
 
    “I didn’t…I mean, I just wanted to cross dress a little.” 
 
    “Well now you’re crossdressing a lot.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to!” His voice was still just a whisper, but it was like he was wailing. 
 
    “Seth.” 
 
    “Yes?” So hesitant, so beautiful. 
 
    “Look at your groin.” 
 
    He couldn’t help himself. His head bent and he leaned forward and looked down.There was a big splotch on the front of his pink dress. He looked up in shock. 
 
    “That’s right. While I was punishing you, ‘little woman,’ you got so excited you actually came.” 
 
    “But…but I…” 
 
    “Question period is over. Get to work. Unless you want another spanking. I guarantee, enough spankings and you won’t be cumming.” 
 
    He started blinking. He was betrayed by his own body, and he couldn’t understand it. 
 
    “Now…SCAT!” I stamped my foot and he darted away, frightened like a mouse. A small mouse. And I was a big cat. God, it made me feel good, and I couldn’t help but smile. I did however, manage to resist rubbing my groin. 
 
    He went into the kitchen and looked at the list. I heard him gasp, it was a long list. I smiled again and went to my bedroom. 
 
    ‘My’ bedroom. No longer ‘ours.’ I was going to have him sleep in the guest bedroom. After he painted it pink, of course. 
 
    I closed the door and locked it, then went to my dresser and opened the bottom drawer. I took out my dildo, the big one with the ridges and the big head. In a few seconds I was naked on the bed, plunging that big puppy into me. 
 
    “Oh, God!” As the pleasure rippled through me I thought of how cute my husband was now. He had always made a show of being macho, but those days were done. 
 
    “Fuck!” I literally stirred my insides with that dildo. I pulled on my nipples. I even sucked my own tits, and in my mind I had visions of my pink hubbie prancing through the house, dusting and polishing, and whenever I entered a room he would bow and…no, he would curtsy, and I would ignore him. 
 
    I felt the excitement shooting through me, my groin was on fire. I pulled the dildo out and slapped my pudenda. Then I shoved the dildo back in. I could feel muscles crackling as I arched my back and groaned. 
 
    In my fantasy I could see him waiting on my every need. Oh this was going to be…going to be… 
 
    “AHHHH!” I came with the force of a hurricane. My muscles rippled and writhed and I felt like my pelvis was snapping back and forth like a rubber band. 
 
    I lay back on the bed and gave a moan of satisfaction. 
 
    Knock knock. A rather timid tapping. 
 
    “What?” I was trying to be irritated, but that cum, oh, my God, that cum had been magnificent! 
 
    “Are you…are you all right!” 
 
    “Get back to work!” I yelled. 
 
    I could hear his high heels tapping quickly down the hallway. Clickety clickety clickety. 
 
    I smiled. And sighed. Time for a bath. A nice bubble bath, and then I could go inspect my hubbie’s progress…and yell at him and get horny all over again. 
 
      
 
    THE WEEK PASSED SLOWLY… 
 
    He did his work well, apparently he had a talent for housework. And maybe even for being a woman. The next day he did his own make up, and it wasn’t bad. Made me wonder if he had been practicing that, too. But I didn’t ask him. Let him have his little secrets. Heh. 
 
    At any rate, I inspected his work frequently. In truth, I was looking for an excuse to paddle him again. I was disappointed, however, and I was wondering if I was going to have to just paddle him on principle. I had read on the internet that men were to be spanked once weekly, that it re-enforced their training and… 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    I glanced out the window and smiled. A big Amazon truck was at the end of the driveway. 
 
    Tap tap. Seth’s timid knock sounded at the door. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “There’s a delivery here.” 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    “So answer the door.” 
 
    “But I…I can’t…not like…” 
 
    I yanked the door open and he cringed back against the wall. I grabbed his ear and dragged him through the house. 
 
    DING DONG! “Amazon. Need a signature.” 
 
    “Ow! Ow!” Seth complained, but I had his ear firmly and I held it so his head was tilted and he stumbled to keep up with me in his high heels. 
 
    I placed him before the door and opened it. 
 
    He stood, frozen, and stared at the delivery man. 
 
    The delivery man, I could see between the hinge crack, was also frozen. 
 
    The delivery man wore a blue uniform, my hubby wore a pink dress. And he had make up on. And two, dangly earrings. 
 
    Under the make up my husband was turning so brilliantly red, and his dress was bulging. 
 
    “I have a delivery.” 
 
    I held in a grunt. Were all men this stupid?  
 
    “Oh,”Seth squeaked. 
 
    “Can you…can you…” he held out a clipboard. 
 
    Seth signed it, his pretty red nails holding the pen, and their hands touched when the delivery man took the pen back. Both of them jerked their hands back. 
 
    I stepped out from behind the door. “Just leave everything on the stoop.” 
 
    He was more than glad too. He tilted and kicked and pulled the dolly back, then he scuttled down the walk like a monster was after him. 
 
    “Well?” I looked at Seth. 
 
    He looked at me blankly. 
 
    “Bring everything in.” 
 
    He looked at me, then he looked at the packages on the stoop. 
 
    It was just the stoop. A step out of the house, but everybody in the neighborhood could see him. 
 
    Mr. Johnson was across the way watering his lawn.  
 
    Mathilda Hockensacker was catty corner to us, trimming her bushes with a big set of clippers. 
 
    “But I—“ 
 
    I glared at him, and it was obvious what I was thinking. 
 
    Spanking. 
 
    He darted out, grabbed as many as he could, and turned back, and I blocked the doorway. 
 
    “You think I want you dropping things? One package at a time.” 
 
    He was starting to cry, and his dress was standing out as far as I had ever seen it. Still, he turned and put the packages down, then picked up one. It was only a few inches cubed, and he brought it into the house, and placed it on the little table next to the couch. Out he went again. And again and again. There were a lot of packages, and it took him a minute. 
 
    Halfway through, him lifting his first big package, I yelled out the door, “Hey, Mr. Johnson.” 
 
    Johnson raised his head, adjusted his glasses and looked at me. He smiled, he raised his hand to wave at me…and froze. 
 
    Seth stood there, package in arms, wearing his pink dress. 
 
    Then he darted into the house. 
 
    “How you doing today?” 
 
    “Pretty…pretty good,” he wheezed, blinking madly. Not sure if he had really seen what he thought he had just seen. 
 
    Seth had put the package down and was standing to one side, his chest heaving, his eyes wide. 
 
    I snapped my fingers and motioned. 
 
    “How’s Mrs. Johnson?” 
 
    “She’s…she…” 
 
    I grabbed Seth’s dress and pulled him out of the house. He grabbed another package and ran in. 
 
    “…fine…” his mouth was open and his eyes were goggling. 
 
    I kept snapping my fingers, and Seth knew he had to comply. He ran back and forth, out and in, picking up packages and trying to get this over with as fast as possible. 
 
    Which, in truth, wasn’t as fast as he would have liked, because he was still a bit awkward in high heels, and he was too flustered to calm down and just do it. 
 
    “Well, tell her ‘hi’ for me.” 
 
    “I…I will.” 
 
    Seth picked up the last package. I waved to Mr. Johnson and closed the door. 
 
    Seth stood by the mound of packages and sobbed. And his dress was wet again. I was going to have to do something about all these unauthorized cums. Of course, that first package, if it was what I thought it was, might solve the problem. 
 
    “Take your panties off.” I walked around him and sat on the couch. I picked up the first package and began unwrapping it. 
 
    “But…” he cried, but he complied. 
 
    “Come here.” 
 
    He stood in front of me, his panties down to his ankles, a sodden mess of squirt. 
 
    “Heysoos wept on a rainy day,” I muttered. His peeny had cum all over itself. “Can’t you control yourself?” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    I ignored his burbles and took out a set of rings. I placed one over his cock.” 
 
    “Wait a—“ he tried to back up, but I was holding him by the scrotum, and there wasn’t much backing up to be done. 
 
    “I suppose it’s just as well you lost control,” I observed, as I slid a tube over his limp dick. “At least you’re soft.” 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Helping you control yourself.” I threaded a lock through the mechanism and… 
 
      
 
    CLICK! 
 
      
 
    He stared at his now caged cock. The look on his face was priceless.  Dismay, excitement, frustration (already?)…and he was quivering, like his whole body was going to break into orgasm. 
 
    “You might just as well go clean up. Full shower. I’ll bring you some soap. 
 
    I motioned him away with my head and he went, and I picked up the box which I suspected held the soap. It did. Lavender Rance Lavande Grand Paradis. Veddy expensive stuff. $82. Seth was going to smell so-o-o good. 
 
    A half hour later Seth reappeared. His smelled like a high class French whore house, his hair was full and silky at the same time. He had changed into the pink maid uniform. 
 
    I frowned. 
 
    “What?” He was afraid I was going to spank him again. 
 
    “You need some chest.” 
 
    “But…I’m a…” 
 
    “Take these.” I held out a handful of pills. 
 
    He stared at the pills. “What are these.” 
 
    I glared at him. 
 
    He looked at me, at the pills, at me. 
 
    “What are these for?” 
 
    I intensified my glare. This was a make or break point. He was going to take those pills, and I would prefer it if he would just take them, if I didn’t need to spank him, but he was going to take them nevertheless.  
 
    “Are they vitamins?” 
 
    I reached for the paddle, which I had placed on the arm of the couch. 
 
    He popped the pills into his mouth and tried to swallow. And almost threw up, then made a horrendous face. One of the capsules must have come apart and he was tasting the most God awful taste. 
 
    I waited. He kept everything down, and I said, “That will take care of your chest. Now, get back to work.” 
 
    “It…I…” 
 
    I reached for the paddle, and he scooted away. 
 
    Smiling, I listened as he rattled dishes in the kitchen, and I headed for the bedroom. I had bought myself a couple of presents from Amazon, and I couldn’t wait to try them—I stopped. 
 
    Inspiration, when it strikes, is quite lovely. I went to the kitchen. 
 
    “Seth.” 
 
    He looked up from the sink full of dirty dishes. 
 
    “Take off your apron and come with me.” 
 
    He followed me, but he was nervous. Changes were happening fast and furious for my poor hubby, and he didn’t know what to think. Which was just the way I liked it. 
 
    We entered the bedroom and I reached into the box I had ordered for myself. I handed him a dildo inside a mess of straps. “Put it on.” 
 
    I stripped off my clothes and lay on the bed and watched him. 
 
    He figured out the straps, realized it was a strap on and that he had to put it on. He did. 
 
    I smiled. 
 
    He was a slender…woman, and he had a big plastic dick sticking out from between his legs. Underneath the dildo was his own dick, firmly encased in plastic and locked irrevocably up. His balls, big and full, hung underneath and behind the plastic tube. 
 
    “What do you want me to…“ 
 
    As if he didn’t know. “Come here. Eat me. Take your time and eat me good.” 
 
    He climbed up on the bed and knelt between my legs. He began to burrow into my womanhood. I could feel the slap and tickle of his tongue as he laved me. Oh, God, it was good. I felt my juices flowing, and shortly his face was a sloppy mess. 
 
    I looked at him, looking at me over his mouth gyrations, and I pushed his face down into my crevice. 
 
    He gobbled and munched, and finally I pulled on his ears. 
 
    He slithered up the bed and perched above my hole. I held his shoulders up, I didn’t want him laying on me, I just wanted to enjoy the feeling of penetration. He realized what I wanted and held himself up, and asked, “Can I suck your…you…” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    He bent his head and began pulling on my nips with his teeth. The sexual electricity shot to my groin and groaned. 
 
    Then he slowly fed the plastic pickle into me. Inch by glorious inch. I was juicy, I needed no lube, even for this artificial bird. 
 
    Then he was all the way in. 
 
    “Fuck,” I whispered, and I began to grind upwards, and he began to grind down. 
 
    We were like a tornado meets a whirlpool, sliding into each other, and the crescendo built and built, and finally, like a Hoover Damn being demolished in an instant, I popped. 
 
    “AHHH!” 
 
    I held his hips firm, didn’t let him move. He froze, and waited. God, it must have been so weird for him. To fuck me, to see my pleasure, and yet be totally denied himself. 
 
    “GAAAHH!” 
 
    I felt my hips spasing, jerking, milking him. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    And it was over. 
 
    I lay, and he lay over me, afraid to let his weight be on me. 
 
    “Get off.” I pushed him. “Go do the dishes.” 
 
    I rolled over and closed my eyes. 
 
    He stood there for a moment, in shock, then he crept out of the room. 
 
    I smiled. 
 
      
 
    I had the best life in the world, and I wanted to share it. 
 
    My husband made a good salary, and his royalties from papers and books mounted up, and I didn’t have to share it. All I had to do was keep him in pink and make him do the housework. 
 
    I was getting fucked, and with a sizable dick, even bigger than his, and there was no mess attached to the act. I never had to sleep in another wet spot. 
 
    But the most enjoyable aspect of this new life was the fact that my husband was scared of me. He walked softly, did his duties, and scurried out of my way when I walked through the house. 
 
    And, man oh man, did that make me hot. And wet. And horny. 
 
    But I knew that I was going to need something more. The plastic peter was bigger than his, and I could order a bigger pecker from Amazon, but I wanted a bigger pecker that was real flesh. 
 
    There is something delightful about plastic, but flesh is still better. Flesh affords a connection that plastic can’t quite match. 
 
    Oh, plastic is good for a while, but, eventually you start wanting that fleshy fuck. 
 
    I was starting to want. 
 
    But, before I started looking for a serious alternative to my weaky hubby, I had to escalate his situation. I began making phone calls. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, girlfriend! How you doing?” the voice answered my greeting. 
 
    “I’m doing great. Say, I’ve got a new business started, and I am looking around for customers.” 
 
    “Uh oh. You’re not going to try and sell me insurance, are you?” 
 
    I laughed. “No, it’s much better than that. Do you remember when we were in college and we talked about making men wait on us hand and foot?” 
 
    “Yes?” She drew out the affirmative, expressing both suspicion and curiosity. 
 
    “Well, I have a man who insists on dressing like a sissy, and he cleans my house and everything.” 
 
    “Define everything?” 
 
    “I have him in chastity, so there’s no danger of unwanted attentions, and I make him wear a dildo and…” I went on with my sales pitch. 
 
      
 
    “Barb! I haven’t talked to you in ages! What’s the haps, girl?” 
 
    “Hi Tina, I’m starting a new business, and I wanted to give you a chance to get in on the ground floor.” 
 
    “What kind of business? I’ve done my investing for the year and—“ 
 
    “No, no. It’s not that. Do you remember that feminist class we met at? Last year?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “Do you remember how we were joking that the only real place a man should be is serving us?” 
 
    “Of course. Oh, what a dream,” she sighed wistfully. 
 
    “Well, how would you like a man, all dressed in pink, to clean your house, to brush your drapes and clean your car, and then, with no dick attached, take you to heaven?” 
 
    “Oh, my God! What kind of a pill are you taking? I want one!” 
 
    “No pill. I have such a man.” 
 
      
 
    “Hi, Barb! How have you been?” 
 
    And so the conversations went on. 
 
    And while I did the heavy work of getting a new business off the ground Seth was washing the car. In a bikini. The neighbors were staring, and he was red-feced under his make up and working as hard and as fast as he could. And inside his little cage his penis was screaming and crying and pounding on the bars. 
 
      
 
    Monday, it had been a month since I had started Seth on his program, and I could already see little nubs on his chest. They weren’t big, but they were definitely feminine, and he definitely needed the cute, little training bra I had bought him. 
 
    “I don’t understand, why am I going over there?” 
 
    “You will deliver this letter, then you will wait for a reply.” 
 
    “But…I can’t go like this.” 
 
    I soughed, and inspected him. 
 
    Black high heels. Nylons. A pink maid’s outfit. Falsies in what we called his ‘big girl’ bra. His hair was slowly getting longer, and it was fluffed out and passable. His make up was immaculate and his lips were properly plumped and very red. His eyes were chocolate dew drops. He looked so innocent and…ravishing. 
 
    Hmm. Maybe I should make him do me before—no. No. This was a job. He had to be on time and professional, not smelling of pussy face. 
 
    I walked to the closet and took out a long coat. 
 
    “It’s a hot day,” he observed, taking the coat and holding it up and looking at it. 
 
    “It’s only a couple of blocks.” 
 
    “Can’t you drive me?” he begged. 
 
    I lifted a lip and glared at him. 
 
    “Okay…I’m sorry.” He quickly pulled on the coat. 
 
    As he went out the door I handed him a bag. “Give this to Tina.” 
 
    “Okay.”  
 
    Then he went out the door. I stepped over to the picture window and watched him walk. Click click. Down the walk, turn left on the sidewalk. Across the street I could see Mr Johnson staring from his bedroom window. With binoculars. 
 
    Why, that old peeping Tom pervert. He was probably spanking the monkey as he watched my hubby stride down the walk. 
 
      
 
    The good news was that Tina had a full security system, and I was able to watch Seth on my computer as she put him through his paces. 
 
    I watched as she answered the door, , said something to him, a most haughty manner, and led him into the next room. I watched as he pushed the vacuum back and forth. He hadn’t given much fight to being told he was to clean her house, and he swept the floors and polished them. She had even set up a few extra cameras, and I got very hot and disturbed down below as I watched him clean the porcelain in the bathroom with a tiny brush. 
 
    So hot I had to go attend to my ‘needs.’ 
 
    But I was back to the computer quickly, and I was just in time to see her sit on the couch in front of him and fasten her own strap on on to his waist. Then she led him, dick bouncing, to her bedroom. 
 
    And, one more camera, I watched as she made him eat her, then fuck her. Watching his body go up and down over her, seeing the way his dress moved as he pounded into her, I knew that I had had a good idea. I was already thinking of billboards. 
 
      
 
    ‘Pink Hubby!’ 
 
    For the woman who needs her house cleaned. 
 
      
 
    Commercial thoughts running through my mind, my pussy already starting to throb again, I watched as she clutched his back and gave a long yelp of pleasure. I couldn’t hear it, but I could see the way she jerked and twitched and it looked like she had real good cum. 
 
    Then he was done. He took off her dick and cleaned up the bedroom, put on his coat, and made his good byes. 
 
    Tina, as planned, gave him a tip. I had asked her to. I just wanted to see what he would do. It was more of a test. 
 
      
 
    He returned home fifteen minutes later, right on time. He came in the door and hung up his coat, and I stopped him. 
 
    “What do you think you are doing?” 
 
    He turned to me, the coat still in his hand. “Hanging up the coat?” He looked confused. 
 
    “Your day isn’t done. 435 Ridgewood Place. Alyce Thorndyke needs a good cleaning.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “”But what?” 
 
    We stood there for a long moment. I think, at that moment, he finally realized the full scope of my plans. Clean houses. Be used for sex. Rinse and repeat. 
 
    I sort of expected him to slump, to feel dispirited and show it in some fashion. Instead, he nodded. And he was excited, but not in the normal way. Later I would ask him about that, and he said that it was lie a big, warm knife was opening him up. It felt like he was having an orgasm, a female orgasm, without the explosion, but with the total immersion in warmth and goodness. 
 
    He put on the coat, turned to the door, then stopped. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    He turned to me and held out a hand. The twenty dollar bill Tina had given him was deposited in my hand. 
 
    He didn’t say anything, nor did I. Then he turned and went out the door. 
 
      
 
    By the end of the summer he had grown a pair. Of tits, that is. They weren’t giant, but they were quite sizable, especially considering that he had started out like a man. 
 
    They were about the size of softballs, and his dress filled out nicely. What I particularly liked was him wearing half bras. He would put a shelf on and his nips would point out, a little puffy and sensitive, and the material would rub on them until he was almost crying. He would spend the day rubbing at his crotch. 
 
    “Have they given you the go ahead?” I asked, one night. I was speaking of the college where he taught. 
 
    “They’re fine with me being a woman.” He spoke of his condition easily these days. I think growing his own breasts really helped in that. 
 
    “And how about you?” 
 
    He turned to me. He sighed. 
 
    “How are you dealing with being a woman?” 
 
    “I’m dealing.” 
 
    “But?” 
 
    “Speaking honestly?” 
 
    “I asked.” 
 
    “I’m so horny I can’t stand it. I can hardly think. I don’t know how I’ll put together lectures for my classes.” 
 
    I smiled “But you’re not asking for relief.” 
 
    He spoke wryly. “Would it do any good?” 
 
    “Honestly, yes.” 
 
    He blinked in surprise. “It would?” 
 
    “Of course. Look, your situation has changed, and it is obvious that you’re happy. And, believe it or not, I’m happy when you’re happy.” 
 
    “Except when you’re spanking me.” 
 
    “Actually,” I grinned, “I’m more happy.” Then I grew more serious. “You’ve changed, but you’ve got needs, and we need to address those needs if we want to keep you healthy and happy.” 
 
    He cocked his head. I loved the way his long locks shifted and framed his face. 
 
    “So…what are you going to do?” 
 
    I took his hand and led him into the bedroom. 
 
    He looked around. I didn’t usually let him in the bedroom, he slept in the pink, spare bedroom. 
 
    “Up the bed on all fours.” 
 
    Puzzled, he mounted the bed, and I put on the strap on. 
 
    He turned his head to look back at me, and his face opened up. “No,” he said. 
 
    “Why not. You’re a woman in every other way.” 
 
    To his credit, he turned his face back to the front, looking away from me, and waited. 
 
    I had selected a large penis with a curved and a big head. I had been reading up and knew this was the best for massaging prostates. 
 
    I scooped up a large glob of lube and stepped between his legs. I pushed the lube into his crack, into his hole. 
 
    He shivered and jerked, and I slapped his ass. “Take it like a woman,” I commanded. 
 
    He held himself still and waited. 
 
    I reached down and tugged on his balls a bit. They were tight, full, and I knew that he really needed to be drained. Full balls were good for horniness, and compliance, but every once in a while they had to be drained. He had to be cleaned out, and the real benefit was that he wouldn’t get to cum, and would end up hornier than before. 
 
    I pushed forward and the big penis went up his rear. He grunted and jerked, but I held on to his hips and kept him from flattening out. 
 
    “Relax, little girl,” I soothed him. 
 
    He was tight, there were still internal struggles, and this was manifesting. But as I kept inside him, as I began to move in and out with small motions, he began to relax. It felt too good not to relax. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whimpered. 
 
    “That it is,” I calmly stated, and my movements began to get larger. 
 
    Back and forth, in and out, I sawed. I could feel his muscles tightening and trying to hold, I could feel his sphincter trying to close, and getting a fresh rub of sensation for that. 
 
    He began to push back. Little humps at first, but then he finally did relax, and the small movements became large movements. 
 
    He groaned and wiggled his ass. I could see his hands going under him, and I knew he was feeling his tits. 
 
    “How you doing, Sethie?” 
 
    “Oh, God…please…” 
 
    Suddenly his back gave a funny wiggle, and I instinctively knew what was happening. 
 
    “Oh, shit! I’m peeing.” 
 
    “It’s okay. Let it go. Pee all you want.” 
 
    He suddenly giggled, a very feminine sound. “After all, I’ll clean it up.” 
 
    “That’s right, honey. You’ll clean it all up.” I continued pushing in and out of him for a while longer. With the desire to pee had come a sort of loose-y goose-y feeling, and he relaxed and just felt good. 
 
    I began to pull out of him. 
 
    “Oh, please,” he blurted. 
 
    “You’re all done,” I slapped his ass. I stepped back, unbuckled the strap on and let it drop onto the floor. 
 
    He was sort of sore. It was his first time, after all. Moving carefully, he turned around and looked at me, then looked down at the bed. “What the…” 
 
    “It’s cum,” I said of the pool of liquid on the bed spread under where his caged penis had been hanging. 
 
    “I didn’t cum!” 
 
    “Of course not. But I rubbed your prostate, and it forced semen out. You’ve been drained.” 
 
    “But, I…I…” 
 
    “You’ll feel real good for a few hours. Enjoy it. When it wears off you’re going to be even more hornier.” 
 
    “I am?” 
 
    I faced him squarely. “Honey, for years, for decades, for the history of man…men have controlled women. They have bullied them and fucked them, and with not a care for the pleasure of the woman. Isn’t it time for a little role reversal? For men to come to grips with what idiots they have been?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Of course this isn’t for all men.” 
 
    “It isn’t?” 
 
    “Certainly not. Men like you make good maids. Or scullery cooks. Or other such positions. Thee are other men who are not good for such positions. I will be going out and finding one in the near future. While you’re working.” 
 
    He was blinking, trying to understand. “Working? Cleaning houses?” 
 
    “It’s what you’re good at. When you’re not using that big brain of yours to teach, or to write books and papers.” 
 
    He set on the bed, still on all fours, looking a bit like a stupid doggie. 
 
    “So, honey, while I find a real man to satisfy me, you’re going to be working for ‘Pink Hubby.’ A business I’ve put together, and which you are the first real employee. You are going to clean houses and administer to the needs of women. What do you think of that?” 
 
    “Well, uh…I…” 
 
    He didn’t know what to say, but I waited, and waited, and finally he gave me his answer. 
 
    “I guess that would be all right.” 
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    Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy. 
 
    Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman. 
 
    This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people were. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Frank Rutherford, you have been brought before this tribunal to be judged for the crimes you have committed against women kind.” 
 
    Frank stood in the center of the hall. He was in a cone of light, and his naked body shivered. 
 
    The hall was built of polished wood, like a regular court would be. The wood was polished, the grains aligned, and it faded out as his vision reached the edge of the cone of light. Beyond the light were shadows and shapes. 
 
    Except for the three women sitting on the high dais in front of him. They were illuminated, and they sat, regal in robes, austere in attitude, and looked down upon him. 
 
    Frank was a healthy specimen of a man. He was five foot nine with mid-length hair. His muscles were nicely shaped and he gave the impression of strength. His face was oval, his lips a bit petulant, and his eyes confused and wondering. 
 
    “What the hell is this?” he blustered, trying to overcome his fright. 
 
    The three women gazed down upon him. They were all naked and one was a blonde, was brunette and one was red headed. Their bodies were lush, ripe with curve, full with sexual possibilities. 
 
    Frank would have had a boner, if it wasn’t for his prison. 
 
    His prison was a tube around his package. His manhood was firmly encased, unable even to get hard, and even his testicles were inside see through globes. It was as if his cock and balls were frozen in ice, except it wasn’t ice that was keeping him quiet and compliant, it was electricity. 
 
    A tall woman, with a full and statuesque body, hair done up in a top knot and wearing severe make up, stood behind him. She was the bailiff, or the sergeant at arms, or whatever else they might call a guard in this place. She was holding what looked like a miniature TV remote, but it wasn’t connected to a TV. A simple press on a red button and Frank would be instantly brought to his knees. Pain shooting through his groin, his package feeling like it had been boiled in oil and slapped with a ping pong paddle at the same time. 
 
    It hadn’t taken many shocks before he had stopped resisting and started following directions. 
 
    “You can’t just kidnap some guy off the street and…and…do what you’re doing.” 
 
    He protested, but he was confused. They had kidnapped him, and they were doing things to him, but he didn’t know what they planned to do to him. 
 
    Why was this happening to him? 
 
    The three ‘judges’ conferred briefly, and as they talked Frank’s mind went back to the night before. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, baby,” Frank poured Penny a drink. She was already high, and she never noticed the roofie he slipped into her glass.  
 
    He swirled it, helped the pill he had crushed into powder dissolve, then handed her the drink with a big smile. 
 
    Penny was good looking. 21 years old, fresh out of college, and the body of a stripper. She had high breasts that made him gulp. She had a round butt that made him want to cup her cheeks and bury his face in her honeypot. Her face was like that of an angel, and, best of all, she was really into him. All of which made it easy to get her up to his place and prone to his advances. 
 
    Advances which, unfortunately for her, included drugs that would rob her of mind and spirit. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later Frank smiled and took the glass out of her hand. 
 
    She was just sitting there, staring into space, not even wondering what was happening. 
 
    “Baby,” Frank whispered into her ear, lifting the wisps of find blonde and kissing the lobe, “You really dig me.” 
 
    “I…” she moved her head around, sort of faced him, trying to figure out what was happening. “I really…like you.” 
 
    She sounded confused, puzzled. She did like him, he was handsome and witty, and a gentlemen, but…but it was like she hadn’t planned to say this to him. This was a first date and…and she didn’t know what she had planned to say. But telling a man that she really liked him on the first date…that was a bit more than she had wanted to say. 
 
    “I bet you really want to kiss me, don’t you?” 
 
    He was in front of her, his face took up her world, and his lips were right there. She found herself leaning forward, then their lips met. 
 
    Soft, warm, tasting her lipstick, licking her lips, sticking his tongue in her mouth. 
 
    She felt, as if in some far off land, a bit of revulsion. She liked kissing, but this was…this was more…it was too fast. Why was she doing this so easily? 
 
    Frank, fondled her breasts, ignoring the way she twitched, as if she didn’t want him to. “You like this, don’t you?” 
 
    “I don’t…I don’t…” 
 
    “Yes, you do. Say you do.” 
 
    “I like this.” Her voice was a whisper. Things inside her were telling her no. But it was like she was falling down a big, long tube, and he was right in front of her, calling, beckoning, and his hands were all over her. 
 
    She felt like a clay sculpture, being shaped by his greedy hands. 
 
    “Please,” she whispered at one point. “No…no.” 
 
    “I don’t like that word,” Frank said, a smirky grin curling over his mouth. “Don’t say it again. Don’t even think it again.” 
 
    “I…won’t.” 
 
    “Good girl. Now tell me how badly you need me.” 
 
    The circuits of her mind sputtering and fitzing, she heard herself say, “I like you, Frank.” True. At least she had, before she felt…weak and sick. Before she started doing things and not knowing why. Things she wouldn’t normally do. 
 
    “And how much do you need me?” 
 
    “I…need…you.” Something was wrong…wrong…wrong. 
 
    “How much?” 
 
    “Badly. I need you badly.” 
 
    “You need to show me how badly.” 
 
    “What…but…how…I don’t…” 
 
    “You need to show me by taking off your clothes.” 
 
    “My clothes.” a statement of fact. Inwardly a shriek of protest. 
 
    “Yes, your clothes. Take off your clothes. I’ve got something for you.” 
 
    “I…” tears were coming out of her eyes, but she couldn’t stop to take notice of them. She had to take off her clothes. She had to…she had to. 
 
    She took off her blouse. Her breasts were revealed, large, soft, white. She wasn’t an experienced girl, she had only been with a few men, and none of them had defiled her like this. 
 
    Yes, they had felt her, and she had liked the feel of their hands on her chest, cupping her womanliness, sliding their thumbs over her nipples. 
 
    But she hadn’t done more than that. She was innocent, and didn’t understand that that innocence was like a magnet for men like Frank. 
 
    “Beautiful,” said Frank. “You have wonderful breasts.” He kissed them, cupped them, felt them. His hands were rough, and he paid no attention to any sign of discomfort Penny might evince. 
 
    Penny was sobbing now, but firmly under the control of the drug. It was like she knew, and understood, but from far away. She could only sit there, helpless, and do what she was told. 
 
    He kissed her, bruising her mouth with his. He reached down to her groin and squeezed her. Hard. She gave a yelp, but couldn’t do anything more. 
 
    “Take off your skirt.” he commanded, growing in confidence, become more matter of factly brutal. 
 
    She undid the button and the zipper, the skirt slid off her smooth thighs, and Frank marveled at her perfection. 
 
    In his mind she was a prick teaser, and she deserved what she got. And he intended to be the one to teach her a lesson. 
 
    “Now your underpants…” 
 
    And the night went on. 
 
      
 
    Two hours later Frank dumped Penny in front of a club. It was a rough biker bar. He had told her to go in and have a drink and forget about everything that had happened. 
 
    As he drove away he saw her stumbling towards the entrance. Her mouth was red with smeared kissing, her hair was tousled from being used as a handle. Her clothes were askew on her body. 
 
    But she walked into the bar and that was fine with him. Let the bikers take care of the bitch. 
 
    Laughing, entirely pleased with himself, he drove home. 
 
      
 
    Five in the morning, two hours after dropping Penny off, he was awakened by a punch to the gut. 
 
    He curled around his belly and tried to breath, not understanding what was happening, barely registering that he was still in his own bed, naked, and several big shapes were standing over him. 
 
    “Punch him again,” said one of the big shapes. 
 
    A smaller shape came forth, but not smaller. And this shape resolved to his tear curtained vision as…a woman! Tall, statuesque, hair in a topknot and… 
 
    “No.” He’s done,” she said, as she leaned over him. 
 
    He was aware of her large breasts. Even in pain, barely recovering the ability to gulp air down, he was aware of her very feminine shape. 
 
    She was doing something to him, to his manhood. She had a hold of him and she was… 
 
    “He wasn’t much, was he?” said one of the figures. Frank’s vision resolved further and he could tell that the guy was a biker. Big, tall, more muscles than a gorilla, a beard that was big and square and glittering eyes that showed no patience or forgiveness. 
 
    “What…what?” 
 
    He tried to push the woman’s hands away, but she brushed him off. “Hold his hands.” 
 
    Two big shadows moved in. He could smell motor oil and leather, beer and sweat. 
 
    The woman fastened something around his junk and he heard a  
 
      
 
    Click! 
 
      
 
    “Hey, what…” he was trying to struggle, but his muscles were crafted by machine. Pretty to look at, but not really much in a real contest. 
 
    The two bikers holding him had work toughened muscles. They held him with no difficulty. 
 
    The woman stood back. “Okay, let him go.” 
 
    The bikers moved back. Showing from the depths of their beards were smirky, knowing kinds of grins. 
 
    “What the fuck,” Frank said, getting out of his bed. Naked. Something on his cock and balls. Something tight. “What did you do to me?” 
 
    “Frank Rutherford. I am arresting you in the name of the Ladies’ Sissy Society. You have been charged with crimes against womankind. I will be taking you to a place of incarceration where you will await trial and judgement. 
 
    “The fuck you say, you dumb bit—“ 
 
    From somewhere far away he heard a ZZZZing sound. And his body curled into a ball and fell on the floor. His groin felt like a king kong had just kicked his balls for a field goal. 
 
    The two bikers snickered. 
 
    The woman said nothing, just waited. 
 
    “Help him up.” 
 
    One of the bikers grabbed him by the arm and lifted. He couldn’t resist. Every muscle in his body was complaining. Every fiber of his being felt like it had been slammed by a sledge hammer. 
 
    Wobbly, he stood. The biker steadied him. Suddenly he didn’t care about being naked. He just cared about living. So much pain, delivered right to his scrotum…what the fuck had happened? 
 
    “Mr. Rutherford,” said the woman. “Resistance has no reward. Come with me.” 
 
    The woman turned and walked out. 
 
    The biker whispered to him in a grating voice, “I suggest you follow her, slick. Unless you want her to fry your balls again.” 
 
    Frank took a step, then came to himself enough to not take another step. 
 
    The woman was standing outside his apartment, waiting. At his balk she lifted a hand, pressed her thumb on a little remote type thing in her hand, and… 
 
    “Gah!” Frank managed to grunt as his balls exploded into pain. He dropped to the floor, curled around himself again, and tried to figure out what was happening. 
 
    His balls felt like somebody had electrified them. He could imagine them smoking, the sensation was so real. 
 
    “Help him up.” 
 
    Now Frank didn’t want to get up. He just wanted to lie there, a helpless puddle of pain, but two sets of hands grabbed his biceps and lifted him. 
 
    He stood, wavering, and his thought process started up just enough to realize that she was doing it. The woman was pulling the trigger, and that thing she had put on his groin was delivering the pain, and…and he better do what she said. 
 
    “‘Kay. Okay. I…let me…” 
 
    He stumbled forward. He stepped through the door and the woman was already half way to the stairs. 
 
    Like a colt with drunken legs he staggered down the hallway. Recovery was slow, but walking was helping. But it was so painful. 
 
    He came to the top of the stairs and she was already at the bottom, watching him, waiting. 
 
    He started to take a step, and began to fall. The bikers grabbed him and helped him navigate the stairs. 
 
    His legs stumped down the steps like they were prosthetics. 
 
    He reached the bottom, and the woman was waiting at the front door to his apartment. 
 
    He reached the door, and she was waiting by a black van with an open door. 
 
    He looked out at the world, he was naked. The sun was just starting to lighten the world. 
 
    “My clothes,” he managed to say. 
 
    She lifted the remote and he stumbled out into the city morning. He could hear a garbage truck grinding its load on the next street. He caught glimpses of car headlights, not yet turned off, whizzing by on the far side street. 
 
    His bare feet went over the cement, finally feeling the surface he was walking on. 
 
    The woman stood back and he climbed into the van. The door shut and he was in darkness. 
 
      
 
    And opened. Just a few minutes had passed, but the sunlight was already brighter. It splashed into his eyes and made him blink. 
 
    He was sitting on the floor in the back. Two of the bikers were gone, there was one left, the driver, and the woman, who had sat in the passenger seat. Now she was standing to the side of the sliding door. 
 
    “Get out,” she said, conversationally. 
 
    He was starting to recover. Still weak, his muscles felt a little noodle-ish, he climbed out of the van. 
 
    They were in front of a big block or a warehouse. They were in. shabby section of town, but the warehouse didn’t look rundown. Windows had been upgraded and were shiny clean. There were no broken boards or missing bricks. The doors were modern and had been painted a dull red.  
 
    “Go to the door.” 
 
    He walked gingerly. Though the parking lot was new asphalt, he was still in bare feet. And naked. He walked, and risked asking, “Can I get some clothes?” 
 
    No answer. 
 
    There was a pad next to the door, but she ignored it. There was a camera over the door, and somebody inside doubtless pressed a button and the door swung in noiselessly.  
 
    Inside the warehouse it was cool, but not cold. Apparently there was a controlled environment. 
 
    They walked through a small room and down a long corridor. They reached a door and and it swung back. Frank entered. 
 
    The woman smiled wanly, and closed the door. A very firm ‘click’ told Frank there was a major locking mechanism in play. 
 
      
 
    It was cool in the room, and there was no furniture. No windows. Nothing but the fresh paint on the walls and an overhead vent through which blew cold air. 
 
    Frank was tired. He had had two hours sleep, been shocked twice, and wanted to sleep. 
 
    But he was also wired. 
 
    He sat down in a corner, away from the vent, and put his head back. What the fuck was happening? Why was he brought to— 
 
    Click. 
 
    He looked up as the door opened. The same woman was there, holding the remote. She was wearing the same black cat suit, had the same smiling but slightly disdainful look on her face. 
 
    She stepped into the room and another woman entered. Dressed in white. Good figure under the uniform. A pleasant and even compassionate face. This one was a nurse, or maybe a doctor. She held a small black kit. 
 
    “I’m going to be drawing blood. I suggest you let me, Janey is pretty quick on the trigger.” 
 
    The guard, who now had a name, smiled, just the corners of her mouth going up. 
 
    The woman knelt next to Frank and inserted a needle. He watched as the blood slipped out of him. 
 
    “Why am I here?” 
 
    She just glanced at him. It was hard to tell whether she even knew.  
 
    She took out the needle, packed the sample in her kit, put a bandaid on his arm, and left. 
 
    The ‘guard’ did, too. 
 
    Frank sat in the corner. Tired, wired, his head back against the wall. He sat there for a long time, then drifted into a nervous sleep. 
 
      
 
    And awoke to the sound of the door being opened, and the tall blonde to the big room and a cone of light where three judgmental woman stared down at him. 
 
      
 
    “Mr. Rutherford, we have reason to believe you have committed crimes against womankind. We have specific complaint and there is ample evidence. How do you plead.” 
 
    “I want a lawyer.” 
 
    The blonde judge cleared her throat. “Mr. Rutherford, we are not your normal court, playing games and looking for loopholes. We have no vested interest in money, nor politics to play. We care only for the truth.” 
 
    “Well, the truth is that you crazies have kidnapped me, against my will,” a bit redundant there, but what the heck. He was building a head of steam up. “You’ve brought me here, shocked my fucking nuts, and imprisoned me against my will. I don’t want just a lawyer, I want a cop! I want a whole bunch of cops. Lady, when I get through with you I will own you!” 
 
    “Your statements have been noted, Mr. Rutherford. And, for your information, we are not associated with the laws and politics of your normal world. We are not bound by your silly and often contradictory laws. We have our own laws, and we do our own enforcement. You are being held accountable for your actions of the last 24 hours. Justice will be swift, you won’t be able to make a deal or plead for mercy. Now, how do you plead?” 
 
    “I plead the fifth. You can’t make me speak. You can’t force a confession out of me with your fucking cattle prod bitch back there.” 
 
    The redhead spoke now. She had a high and pleasant. voice, but, again, a no nonsense attitude. 
 
    “Mr. Rutherford, your testicles will not be shocked for speaking. Shocking is only for enforcing compliance. You are free to speak. You may say anything you like.” 
 
    Frank stood for a long moment. He figured the bitch was lying, but he had to find out. Only one way to do that. 
 
    “You’re a fucking cunt!” he screamed. 
 
    Nothing. His balls were safe in the…the prison they were in. 
 
    The judges waited. 
 
    Okay, so maybe he could speak. He eyed the three ladies sourly. “So who are you, and by what right do you kidnap me and imprison me.” 
 
    The blonde again. “We have had you arrested to investigate allegations that you did give an illegal substance to one Penny Thornton. You have had no mistreatment, and you have only received the amount of force necessary to compel you to attend this trial. 
 
    Frank was casting about for things to say. He wasn’t the sharpest tool in the shed, he wasn’t a particularly knowledgable person when it came to the law. He did, however, latch on to one fact. 
 
    “You say I gave somebody a roofie, you say it’s an illegal substance, but who are you to say what is legal or illegal.” 
 
    The brunette spoke for the first time. “Your point is taken, Mr. Rutherford. A roofie is illegal in your system of laws. In our system it is illegal in that the chemical substance was used to abuse Ms Thornton. I would point out that you claim it was a roofie, and that point had not been stated. Thus, you are condemning yourself through knowledge of the drug, and therefore the crime.” 
 
    “Wha…wha…” 
 
    “How do you plead?” 
 
    Frank had nothing left. He snarled at them: “I’m innocent! I’m not fucking guilty!” 
 
    One of the judges bent her head, and Frank realized she was scribbling something, or maybe typing something. 
 
    The blonde said, “Very well. Your plea has been noted. Since you contest the charges we will now begin the trial.” 
 
    Frank snorted and folded his arms. 
 
    A woman came out of the shadows and placed a chair under the cone of light. Frank realized he was being allowed to sit, and he did so. 
 
    The redhead: “First witness.” 
 
    A light winked on to one side of Frank. It was a cone of light like the one he was under. In the center of the cone of light, sitting in a chair like the one he was sitting in, was Penny. 
 
    Frank’s heart sank, and he twisted to look at her with a sudden motion. 
 
    Penny was looking at him. Her lipstick was still smeared, but almost wiped off. Her hair was still mussed, but it looked like she had tried to comb it. Her clothes were shifted into the proper wearing position. 
 
    “Penny! Baby! Are you all right?” 
 
    Penny didn’t look at him. 
 
    “Ms Thornton, asked the redhead. “Please tell your story.” 
 
    Penny sniffed, but kept her head averted from Frank. 
 
    “Mr. Rutherford has been contained…”  
 
    Man, say that again, thought Frank. 
 
    “…you have nothing to fear, and you may speak plainly.” 
 
    Penny snuffled a bit more, then began to timidly speak. “I met Frank a couple of days ago, and I thought he was a real gentleman…” 
 
    Frank smiled. This was going to be okay. 
 
    But when Penny reached the previous night he began to panic. 
 
    “I realized I had been drugged, and there was nothing I could do. I remember reading about roofies, and I sort of knew that was what I had been given, but I couldn’t not do what he told me to.” 
 
    “Penny…” 
 
    “The prisoner will not speak,” the blonde cut him off quickly. “If he interrupts he may be subject to penalties.” 
 
    Yeah, penalties like having my dick shocked off! 
 
    “Continue, Ms Thornton.” 
 
    “So he had me take my clothes off. I didn’t want to, but he would tell me to, and I just…did it. And whenever I tried to object he kept telling me how much I had to like him.” 
 
    The story went on and on, and Frank listened as she described how he had taken her on the couch, made her suck his dick, then put his penis in her. Repeatedly. 
 
    Finally, Frank had had enough. 
 
    “She’s lying!” he jumped up. 
 
    “Mr. Rutherford—“ 
 
    “I swear, it’s the truth,” Penny was crying. 
 
    “You fucking bitch!” He started for her. 
 
    ZZZZZZ! 
 
    He lay down on the floor, rather abruptly, and groaned. He felt like somebody had stepped on his balls, again and again and again, with size 16 golf shoes, with sharpened spikes. 
 
    He was aware, through the pain, that somebody had gone into Penny’s cone of light and given her a drink of water. Nobody came to him. He just lay there and groaned and held his plastic encasement. 
 
    Finally, the pain started to wane. He tried to sit up, and finally managed to make it. 
 
    He was sitting on the edge of the cone of light. Penny was sobbing softly in her cone of light, and shadows moved outside the cones. 
 
    “Mr. Rutherford. If you would please take your seat.” 
 
    Frank nodded. He rolled over and crawled back to his chair. He put his hand on the seat, went to his knees, then managed to give an effort that twisted him around and landed him on the chair. 
 
    He still held his package in one hand, and his vision was a bit blurry. 
 
    “We will tolerate no more outbursts, Mr. Rutherford.” 
 
    “Yeah, yeah,” gulped Frank, waving a hand towards the high three judges. 
 
    “The witness will continue with her story.” 
 
    Penny continued. She told how she had been dropped off in front of. a bar. She described how the bikers had taken pity on her, and how one of the biker ‘mamas’ had called the Ladies’ Sissy society. When she was done the courtroom was silent. 
 
    Really, there wasn’t much more to say. Penny’s testimony had been heartfelt, and her demeanor was honest, and enhanced by her sobbing. 
 
    “Very well. We will take a ten minute break. Water for Mr. Rutherford, please.” 
 
    A bottle of water was handed to Frank, and he unscrewed the cap and drank. He had somewhat recovered from his latest shock, and though dazed, was looking around. 
 
      
 
    “Mr. Rutherford,” it was the blonde judge. She was apparently in charge. Or at least in charge of speaking to him. “Records indicate you have been shocked three times. As you may have noticed, the electrical shocks build in intensity. You are cautioned to control yourself. You have reached the point where the shocks could result in permanent damage. Do you understand?” 
 
    “Yeah.” He wasn’t intending to jump up and do the cha cha anyway. 
 
    “Very well. We have heard from the first witness. Her testimony has been substantiated through an interview with a lie detector. Do you have any specific questions to ask Ms Thornton? Mr. Rutherford?” 
 
    Frank did. He was supposed to be able to say what he wanted. 
 
    His first question was: “How can you tell these lies about me?” 
 
    Penny started crying all over again. “I’m not lying. I swear it.” 
 
    “But what’s your proof?” He looked up at the judges, “This is just her word against mine?” 
 
    “We have seen the lie detector results,” said the redhead. “While this is not condemning by itself, there are other proofs. Would you like to hear the other proofs before continuing with your questions?” 
 
    “Yeah!” he spoke defiantly. “Yes. What’s her fucking proof?” 
 
    “Very well, we will examine medical reports for the night in question. The court will now hear from Doctor Anderson. 
 
    On the left of Frank another cone of light sprang into existence. The doctor who had drawn his blood was sitting on a chair. 
 
    Frank blinked. What the fuck was this? 
 
    “Dr. Anderson, would you read your first report?” 
 
    The doctor nodded, cleared her throat and opened a folder that was sitting in her lap. 
 
    “On the night of…” she rattled off the specifics of time and location, then got into the good stuff. 
 
    “Ms Thornton had been given flunitrazepam, a member of a class of tranquilizers sometimes referred to as Roofies.” 
 
    One of the judges asked, “Is this also known as Rohypnol.” 
 
    “Yes, your honor. The drug acts as suppressant, and people who take it are compelled to follow directions given to them. Further, it is also called a ‘forget me.’ People who take it are then compelled to follow the directions of the person who gave it to them, and don’t remember the incident afterwards.” 
 
    “How do you account for Ms Thornton remembering the incident?” 
 
    “Two things. First, she received aid from the motorcyclists quickly. And second, the drug was watered down, which would have reduced the effectiveness of the drug.” 
 
    “Very well. Mr. Rutherford? Do you have any questions at this point?” 
 
    “She’s just lying, that’s all.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mr. Rutherford. Doctor Anderson, you have another report for us?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am. I took a blood sample from Mr. Rutherford. The result was negative.” 
 
    “Aha!” Frank started to jump up, then sat down quick. I didn’t want anymore shocks. 
 
    “However,” the doctor continued, “We found a vial of pills in Mr. Rutherford’s apartment. These pills were analyzed, and were a perfect match for the chemicals in Ms Thornton’s system. They were cut to the exact same percentages, and contained the exact same other ingredients. There is no doubt that this vial is where the pills that were given to Ms Thornton came from.” 
 
    “That is a…” Frank stopped and looked around at the tall guard. She had her hand up, was ready to press the remote, but as Frank seemed to have controlled herself, she held back. 
 
    “Mr. Rutherford. I would caution you again to watch your outbursts.” She paused, and Frank straightened himself out in the chair and looked up at the three judges. 
 
    “Mr. Rutherford, would you like to ask the doctor any questions?” 
 
    “I don’t see as how I can. I mean, what she said…it’s all a pack of lies! I never gave Penny any drugs, and this bogus drug testing is just that…bogus.” 
 
    Very well. Dr. Anderson, you are excused.” 
 
    The cone of light winked out. 
 
    “Mr. Rutherford, would you like to ask any more questions of Ms. Thornton?” 
 
    Frank remembered seeing Law and Order SVU on TV. He remembered the court cases they usually finished up each episode with. 
 
    “Not at this time, your honor.”  
 
    He sounded so good he almost snickered, but he controlled himself. 
 
    “The next witness is Bradley Thompson.” 
 
    The light shining down on Penny winked out. A moment later it winked on, and the big biker with the beard was sitting in the chair. 
 
    “Mr. Thompson, would you tell us what happened at the bar known as the Golden Monkey last night? 
 
    Thompson nodded. “We wuz sittin’ around, doin’ shooters, and this babe walks in. Sorry, this girl walks in. She’s sure out of place. Nice lookin’ girl, but looked like she’d been roughed up—“ 
 
    “Can you clarify that statement…’roughed up?’ 
 
    “Yeah. Her clothes wasn’t on straight, and she was acting stupid and crying.” 
 
    “And what happened then?” 
 
    “Galoshes, that’s my wing mate, he brung her over to us and we helped her out. One of our girls took her to the bathroom, and another of our girls called you guys. Heck, I didn’t even know about you guys. I never heard of the Ladies’ Sissy Society. Are you going to cut off his nuts?” 
 
    Frank gasped. His nuts cut off? Castrated? His best friend severed and…and… 
 
    “As an interested party you will be apprised of the verdict. Please continue with your story.” 
 
    The biker nodded. “From there we just helped Janey, the babe with the shocker, round up numb nuts over there and bring him here.” 
 
    “He’s lying,” Frank blurted. He was stunned by the idea that he might be…separated from his…his best friend. 
 
    Before anybody could say anything the biker turned towards him and grinned a hard grin. “Listen, asshole. I got ten guys what was with me. They’ll back me up. What kind of a scuzz butt are you, anyway? Doing that to a girl?” 
 
    “Order in the court.” 
 
    Thompson was done, however, and Frank had nothing to say in the face of such quick vehemence. 
 
    A moment passed, then the judge said, “Thank you, Mr. Thompson. You are excused.” 
 
    The cone of light over the biker winked out and Frank heard slight sounds, as of a chair being removed and shuffling footsteps. Then he realized his was the only light left on. He was alone, and the women looking down on him didn’t look too happy. 
 
    “Mr. Rutherford, before we pass judgement, is there anything you would like to say? Any other evidence you may wish to present?” 
 
    Oh, man. Oh, man, Frank thought. He knew he was in the hot seat. He began to talk. Desperately. Frantically. 
 
    “Yeah! I didn’t do anything! Sure, I went out with Penny, and we had a great night, and now she says all this stuff about me…she’s lying. She’s got to have a screw loose. And that doctor woman. I don’t know why she’d make up all that stuff, but it’s just…it’s lies. I didn’t do anything. And that biker guy. That Thompson. You know what bikers are like. They murder and rape people and deal in drugs and…and this is all illegal and that guard bitch broke into my house and shocking me is cruel and unusual punishment and…” 
 
    Frank went on and on. He spoke for maybe 15 minutes without pause, protesting his innocence and accusing everybody of being in a big conspiracy. Finally, however, he ran down. He was repeating himself, and the women just watched him and listened to him, and…and it all seemed hopeless. He finally stopped talking. 
 
    The women above him talked briefly among themselves, then the blonde spoke again. 
 
    “Mr. Rutherford, it is the opinion of this court, based on scientific evidence, that you did maliciously and with intent administer a foreign substance to Mr. Penny Thornton, and that while Ms Thornton was under the influence of this drug you did commit sexual crimes against her, including rape and sodomy, and forced her to do fellatio on your person.” 
 
    Frank was shaking his head, stunned, and in his head, though he knew it was all the truth, he was trying desperately to convince himself that it wasn’t the truth. 
 
    “It is, therefore, the sentence of this court that you be held in custody for 24 hours, to meditate upon your crimes. At the end of 24 hours you will be spanked.” 
 
    “What?” Frank looked up, his mouth open in surprise. “I’m going to be spanked?” 
 
    But the women didn’t answer him. They were already filing out of the light that surrounded them. 
 
    “That’s it? I’m supposed to have raped somebody and you’re going to spank me?” 
 
    He didn’t understand that his words were actually sounding like a protest at the lightness of his punishment. 
 
    “That’s it? Spank me?” 
 
    In his head it felt like a barrel of monkeys were trying to play musical instruments.  
 
    A spanking? 
 
    He could take a spanking on his head! That was nothing! Absolutely nothing! 
 
    “That’s all you got? A spanking? You fucking bitches put me through this for a fucking spanking!” 
 
    The lights went on and Frank looked around. He was in a big warehouse room. Everything polished. Chairs stacked. The dais stood in front of him, now looking smaller and…and inconsequential, just a piece of big furniture. 
 
    “You’re going to spank me?” His voice was hollow and disbelieving. 
 
    As the guard motioned him to walk to a door, and back to his cell, he began to chuckle, and the chuckle became a laugh. high and shrill, loud and long. 
 
    They were going to spank him.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Frank was not taken back to his ‘cell,’ he was put in another room. This cell had a bunk against one wall, a small desk with a swivel chair against the other wall. There was a toilet in one corner. There was even a window opposite the door. 
 
    The door clicked behind him and he stood in the center of the room and inspected the room. 
 
    The furniture was bolted to the floor. There was a jug of water on the small desk. In two upper corners of the room were cameras. 
 
    He walked to the window and looked out. He could see miles and miles of pasture, dotted with trees. Cows grazed in the pasture, swishing their tails, heads bent to mow the grass. It was like a peaceful painting. 
 
    Frank sat down on the bed. He looked at his junk, encased in a weird plastic contraption. He tugged on it, but it was there to stay. He was about to lie down when he heard the door click. He looked up just as the door swung back and an older lady entered the room.  
 
    “Good morning, Frank.” 
 
    Frank didn’t say anything. As she crossed to the desk she said, “You are being watched through the cameras in the upper corners of the room. Any attempt to violate my person in any manner and you will be shocked. Okay?” 
 
    Frank just stared at her. 
 
    She was five and a half feet tall, probably 50 years old. A little thick in the middle, a hefty bosom, and a grey bubble cut atop her square face. She turned the swivel chair and sat down facing him. 
 
    “I’m here to counsel you during the 24 hour period. If you don’t wish for me to be present that is fine. I’m quite willing to leave you to your meditations. But I must first explain a couple of things to you.” 
 
    “Yeah?” Frank couldn’t help it, he sounded challenging. 
 
    “My name is Gloria, I am a member of some position in the Ladies’ Sissy Society.” 
 
    “Yeah. What is that?” 
 
    “I’ll explain in a minute. First, I must ask you, is there anything you would like? In the way of reading materials?” 
 
    Frank didn’t read much, so he just kept his trap shut. 
 
    “Would you like to speak to anyone of faith? We have members who are quite practiced in all faiths. They would be quite willing to meet with you.” 
 
    Frank shook his head. He wanted to find out about this ‘society’ thing. 
 
    “Okay, then let me explain how this 24 hours work. You are given this time to contemplate upon your misdeeds. You will be given opportunity to make any confession you see fit. I suggest you avail yourself of this opportunity. If you have other crimes you have committed it is helpful to relieve yourself of that burden. During this time anything you say will not be used against you. You have already received sentence, and until that sentence is carried out you may not be subjected to any other punishment. That is a loophole you may use. Do you understand what I have said so far?” 
 
    “Yeah. I got it.” 
 
    “Very well. Before I answer any questions you might have…you will be served a meal this evening. It is the last meal you will receive before punishment is administered. Do you have any special dishes you might prefer?” 
 
    He snorted. Dishes. “So I get a last meal.” 
 
    “An ominous way to put it, but yes. You won’t get to eat tomorrow morning before punishment because it will likely not stay down.” 
 
    I want ribs, falling off the bone. Mashed potatoes. And lots of ice cream.” He had a sneer on his face while he made his order. Again, he was disdainful, challenging. 
 
    Gloria didn’t blink. “Would you like butter, sour cream? Chives.” 
 
    “Yeah. Sure. All of that.” 
 
    She nodded. “Okay then. If you have questions I will do my best to answer them. 
 
    “What’s this Ladies’ Sissy thing?” 
 
    “The Ladies’ Sissy Society was initiated by a lady, our leader, whose name is Silithia. It was obvious that the normal institutions of law in this country, and around the world, did not take care of women. Women could be abused, beaten, raped, even murdered, and the courts treated the victims like they were guilty. 
 
    “Rape victims, in particular were subjected to unreasonable violations of their body to procure evidence. They were interrogated mercilessly, with no regard for their feelings. The Ladies’ Sissy Society was designed to offer real justice, an alternative to the mockery that modern society has offered. 
 
    “Yes, we have to procure evidence, but it is done quickly and without fanfare. 
 
    “Yes, we have to speak to the victims, but any ‘interrogation’ respects the victim. 
 
    “The perpetrator, yourself in this case, is afforded his chance to present his own witnesses, conduct cross examinations, and so on, but without the usual demeaning and abusive circus. 
 
    “If you consider your trial, and the manner in which you were treated you will see that my description is accurate.” 
 
    “You bitches shocked me! And those biker assholes punched me!” 
 
    “There was sufficient evidence against you, and we do not wish any fanfare concerning what we do. For any undue violence we do apologize, but you were secured quickly and efficiently.” 
 
    “When do I get some clothes?” 
 
    “You don’t.” 
 
    Frank stared at her. 
 
    “As you are awaiting one of the more severe punishments you are on suicide watch. Your bed sheets are not of sufficient strength for you to hang or choke yourself. Your writing implements, should you wish to make a written statement they are in the desk, are not of sufficient substance to allow you to stab yourself or otherwise injure yourself. 
 
    “In the event you do come up with a method to harm yourself…you are being watched. You will be shocked, women will come into the room and rescue you, and your next accommodations will include chains.” 
 
    Frank snorted. 
 
    Gloria continued with her explanation, “Silithia has established various methods to right the balance in society and give womankind her proper place. 
 
    “In addition to the Ladies’ Sissy Society there are programs to begin changing women into men.” 
 
    This one got to Frank, and his mouth opened. 
 
    “Oh, yes. It has been scientifically proven that women are superior, and there are programs to help men begin a transition and ascension. We are an open and loving society who wish only to avail all humankind of the opportunity to ascend to the highest stages of which they are capable.” 
 
    “You…you change men into women.” 
 
    “Oh, yes. Of course, the man must earn this privilege. He must prove that he is of a sturdy mind and able to withstand the challenge of transition.” 
 
    Frank shook his head. He couldn’t believe all this. Then he had a thought. He looked at Gloria. “You said this spanking thing is one of the more severe punishments?” 
 
    “Yes. Quite so. The punishment should fit the crime. And I will tell you, serious consideration was given to castration in your case.” 
 
    “You would have cut my…my…” 
 
    “Your nuts off. Quickly and efficiently. If that had been your sentence we wouldn’t be speaking right now. You would be sans testicles by now.” 
 
    “But…that’s fucking nuts.” 
 
    “Interesting choice of words,” Gloria spoke in a droll manner, for the first time revealing that there was anything besides tour guide to her personality. “The range of punishments begins with simple apologies and amendments. On the upper end there are whippings, spankings, and…castration. 
 
    “To tell the truth, we actually don’t like to castrate males, and that punishment is saved for a last resort. We don’t like to neuter males because if they do reach a place where they are eligible to become women the presence of testicles is necessary. If we take your testicles we won’t be able to alter your body so that it has ovaries, the proper balance of hormones, and so on. 
 
    “It is considered extremely cruel punishment to deprive a man of the ability to be a woman.” 
 
    Frank took this in, and realized that he was having trouble thinking about it all. Men into women? One woman, this ‘Silithia’ person, in charge of transitioning the world. It was worse than a conspiracy theory.” 
 
    “So why is spanking considered so harsh? I mean, it’s just a spanking, right?” 
 
    “I am not at liberty to apprise you of the details. It is considered cruel and unusual as it would cause you much mental anguish.” 
 
    “Mental stress. Huh!” Frank soughed. 
 
    “At any rate, I’m done here. Are you sure there’s nothing you would like to read?” 
 
    “Nah.” He was sure they wouldn’t have comic books, or the Walking Dead compendium. 
 
    “Then if you have questions you can talk to the camera and I will be summoned. Oh, and by the way, we have notified any important women in your life, and they will have the opportunity to visit you. Is there any woman you would like to speak to specifically? I am speaking more of confessional speech than ordering a low level woman for her favors.” 
 
    Frank just shook his head. 
 
    “Then, Mr. Rutherford, our meeting is at an end. I may speak to again, but if you choose not to speak to me, I wish you well with your punishment. I truly hope you survive…and with an enlightened frame of mind.” 
 
    She stood up, walked to the door, which opened, and left. The door swung shut and ‘clicked.’ 
 
      
 
    Frank lay on the bunk. From his position he could see through the window, at least a portion of sky. He watched wispy clouds trail by in the far blue. 
 
    He couldn’t believe his situation. He had never been in jail. In all the time he had roofied girls he had never been caught. And he wasn’t one for burglary or writing bad checks or any of that stuff. 
 
    And now to be caught for one stupid girl. Heysoos wipe his butt, this was ridiculous. 
 
    After an hour he was bored. So he slept for a while. Then he woke up and was bored some more.  
 
    Finally, he figured it was only about noon, he heard the ‘click’ of the door. From his position on the bed he looked at the door. 
 
    The door swung open and two women entered. One was the tall guard, holding the remote shocker thing. The other…the other one he didn’t recognize. But she looked familiar. 
 
    She was a short girl, blonde and well put together, a sweet face, but a little hard. She was wearing pants and a sweat shirt. Had no make up on.  
 
    Pity, thought Frank. He liked them sharp and shapely, and make up always helped. He sat up and looked at the two women. 
 
    “You don’t recognize me?” 
 
    He cocked his head and stared at her. She was familiar, and she recognized him…but from where?” 
 
    “You gave me drug and…and did things to me, and you don’t even know who I am.” 
 
    He shrugged, at a disadvantage and not liking it. 
 
    “Do you remember going to movie? The Joker? You bought me popcorn and mild duds. We sat in the back row and…and you kissed me.” 
 
    Bingo! Frank grinned and snapped his fingers. Then he stopped grinning. 
 
    “That’s right. You took me back to your apartment where we had a few drinks and you…you took advantage of me. Do you remember me now?” 
 
    He took all emotion off his face and leaned back against the wall. “Yeah. Yeah. We had a good time.” 
 
    “You mean you had a good time. I was destroyed after that night. I don’t trust men, I’m afraid to go out with men.” 
 
    “So be a Lesbian,” he snapped. “Don’t blame me just because you’re off your nut.” 
 
    “Off my…” she took in a breath and controlled herself. “When they told me that you had been arrested, and were going to be punished, I hoped you would…say something…help me understand. But I can see I was wrong. You’re just a selfish asshole, and you deserve whatever they do to you.” 
 
    She turned and left the room. The tall guard contemplated him briefly, then followed the girl. 
 
    Click. 
 
      
 
    Only a few minutes had passed. Frank sighed in disgust and laid back down and returned to being bored A few minutes later, however, he heard the click of the door again. It was Gloria. 
 
    “Hello, Frank,” she said as she took the swivel chair. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “That went poorly.” 
 
    “What? You mean that crazy bitch?” 
 
    Gloria pursed her lips and looked at him dourly. “That ‘crazy bitch’ has been in and out of therapy. She can’t hold a relationship together, and it all started with one date with you.” 
 
    “Blame me for the world,” Frank muttered. He had not sat up, but was lying on his back, his head cradled in his hands and held up to look at her. 
 
    “Frank, I don’t think you understand what an opportunity you have here. You are in the never never land between sentencing and punishment. You can’t be punished further, and that includes the levying  of punishment, or even future trial for crimes you admit to while in this period. 
 
    “You have a chance to speak freely and openly, honestly. You have a chance to understand what you did, be it through the eyes of your victims. I encourage you to take advantage of this time.” 
 
    “Ahh!” Frank waved her off rudely. “I don’t need no bitches schoolin’ me.” 
 
    Gloria nodded. “You’re a piece of work, Frank Rutherford.” 
 
    “You bet I am.” 
 
    She stood up and left the room. 
 
      
 
    More boredom. More clouds in the sky. Frank wished they’d get on with it. He was already tired of all this bullshit. 
 
    Click. 
 
    “Frank?” 
 
    “Ma?” 
 
    Frank stood up. 
 
    There were two guards. One was the tall one, she held the remote and said, “There will be no physical contact.” 
 
    The other one held on to his mother’s arm. 
 
    The guard: “Sit down.” 
 
    There was a total no nonsense look in her eyes. Frank knew she was serious, so he sat down. 
 
    “Frank. How could you do this…this thing you did?” 
 
    “I didn’t do anything. They made it all up. I been railroaded.” 
 
    “But the evidence! And the girl, this Penny, she passed a lie detector test!” 
 
    Frank studied his mother. She was skinny, tired looking, and she had been crying. 
 
    For him, he knew. 
 
    “Frank, I have to tell you, I joined the Ladies’ Sissy Society last year. I have even sat in judgment. What you are saying…I know how the ladies work. I know how serious and thorough they are. Please, son. Don’t lie to me.” 
 
    “You’re one of them?” This stunned Frank. 
 
    “Frank, Gloria told me that you have shown no remorse. Please, son, try to understand. These women are beautiful people, you must not mistreat them. You have to—“ 
 
    Frank sighed. 
 
    His mother picked up on his attitude. 
 
    “Frank…” 
 
    But he was closed to her. 
 
    She turned and left the room. There was defeat in her shoulders, and the door closed with a sad ‘click.’ 
 
    Gloria didn’t show up after that, and Frank watched some more sky. He wished he had a cigarette. Or maybe a quart of whiskey. He wanted to be done with this stupid stuff. Spank him and get over it. 
 
    And, in the midst of boredom, Frank started fantasizing. 
 
    The next girl he met he would be more careful. He would rent a room, cash only, and maybe grow a mustache. Then, after he had had his fun, they wouldn’t be able to find him, and he could shave off his mustache. 
 
    Yeah. And he would meet the next girls in a variety of places, avoid a ‘modus operandi’ thing. He could have his fun, and this stupid Ladies’ Sissy Society could go to hell. 
 
    So thinking, he dozed, happy in his make believe world, dreaming his dreams of degradation and abuse. 
 
      
 
    Click. 
 
    The door opened and the guard pushed a cart in. “Stay on your bed.” 
 
    Frank did so. 
 
    The guard took two plates off the cart. She placed them on the desk. Then one bowl. She left the room. 
 
    Frank got up and sauntered over to the desk. The plates were covered. Two were hot, and one was cold, moisture condensing on the sides. 
 
    He lifted one cover and almost fell over. A big rack of ribs, more than he could eat, and the aroma almost overwhelmed him. 
 
    The next platter held a smaller plate of mashed potatoes. There were two little cups, one of butter, the other of sour cream and chives. 
 
    The final platter, the cold one, had ice cream. Moose Tracks. His favorite. 
 
    Frank grinned and sat down. He picked at the ribs with his fingers, he only had a plastic spoon for the potatoes and ice cream, and the meat fell off the bone. 
 
    Suddenly he was ravenous. He hadn’t had anything for breakfast or lunch. And, according to Gloria, he wasn’t getting anything else for a while. He devoured the ribs, and they were the best tasting ribs he had ever had in his life. 
 
    Then the mashed potatoes, drenched in butter and sour cream, those stupid, little green things all over them. He shoveled the potatoes into his maw and knew he was out of control. 
 
    Finally, the ice cream. It galloped down his throat, soothing and tasting so good. For a meal, this was close to heaven. 
 
    Finally, he got up and went to the bunk. He laid down and closed his eyes. Fuck, that was good! 
 
    Snore. 
 
      
 
    But he slept restlessly. He wasn’t really tired, just bored, and he kept wondering what the big deal about a spanking was. 
 
    At one point he wondered whether they would have a gorilla administer the spanking. That would be something. And he giggled at the thought of a woman gorilla, in bra and panties, spanking him. 
 
    He gazed at the empty plates midway through the evening. He wasn’t hungry, but he was bored, and he wanted to eat to relieve the boredom. 
 
    Some time after mid night he got up and stood by the window. He watched the darkness, searched for shapes, even clouds in the sky, but it was too dark. 
 
    He finally went back to bed, and in the early morning he fell into a deep sleep. 
 
      
 
    Click. 
 
    Frank opened his eyes. 
 
    Two guards at the door. 
 
    “Well,” he said, and swung around to a sitting position. 
 
    He didn’t yawn, he wasn’t tired, he was quite wired. Time to get this spanking thing over with. 
 
    They walked him down a corridor, down some stairs, and into a basement. 
 
    There were about a hundred women waiting for him. No men. They sat in folding chairs around the edges of the room. Most of them were dressed, but a few had no clothes on. In the center of the room was an odd looking bench. 
 
    “We don’t have many spankings, and the ladies like to watch,” said Gloria who moved up to his side. “They want to see how it works, what the benefits are, how it might change you.”  
 
    “A spanking is going to change me. I hate to tell you, lady, my old man used to spank me.” 
 
    “Yes, well, we’ll try to do better.” 
 
    Frank stared at the older lady. She had a very dry manner about her statement. 
 
    He was marched out to the center of the basement, and all talk died down. He was now the center of attention. 
 
    The machinery in the center of the basement was a bench. Sort of. There was a padded board for him to lie on, looked a bit contoured. There was a hole where his dick would be, and four little platforms on the legs of the table. 
 
    “We’re going to take your chastity device off. No resistance,” the guard warned. Another woman, same topknot and harsh make up, removed the device and his dick immediatley boned up. It stuck right out and he turned and looked a tthe woman starign at him. His cock pointed at them and bobbed. 
 
    “Get on,” commanded the guard. She was watching him closely, and he had no doubt that if he showed the slightest bit of reluctance she was going to press the remote, and they would put him on the machine. 
 
    Frank stepped up to the machine. It was pretty self-explanatory, and he threw a leg over the bench and lay on his belly. His cock went through the little hole. His knees were on two of the platforms, and his elbows were on the other two. The platforms were padded and quite comfortable. 
 
    “Hunh,” he grunted. 
 
    Two women stepped forward and fastened straps around his arms and legs. He was totally fastened to the machine. He could still move his back up and down, but the women quickly fixed that. They fastened a large strap around his back. He could now move his butt up and down, and wiggle his head. 
 
    His butt nobody cared about, but they attached a kind of harness to secure his head.  
 
    He lay there, and his dick was super hard. Hanging through the hole in the table, a hundred women watching him, tied down so he couldn’t move…he was feeling very horny. 
 
    “What is this? Some kind of BDSM crap?” he asked of no one. 
 
    Gloria knelt next to him. He could hear the sound of something being rolled up behind him. It sounded heavy, but he couldn’t move his head to look. 
 
    “This is not BDSM, Frank, although you will shortly think otherwise.” 
 
    “What is it, then?” 
 
    “Frank, you abused a girl, against her will. We are about to abuse you against your will.” 
 
    Frank listened. Whatever they had rolled up to him was right behind the bench he was on, and he could sense women moving behind him. Suddenly somebody grabbed his cock. He gasped, and his cock was shoved into…something. 
 
    “What is that?” he blurted. 
 
    “That is a milking machine. You are about to be milked.” 
 
    “But I thought I was going to be spanked?” 
 
    “You are. This is just part of the procedure.” 
 
    “But I…I…” 
 
    “Frank, calm down and I will explain.” 
 
    Frank was breathing with difficulty now. He felt the big machine being pulled closer to the back of the bench, he felt a couple of lurches, and heard sounds, and it sounded like they were fastening the bench and the machine together. 
 
    “I think you guys better let me go.” His bravado was disappearing faster than mice at a cat convention. 
 
    “Frank. You caused pain in the name of sex. If you truly understood what you caused you never would have caused it. This spanking will educate you, it will show you what you did, and it is then hoped that you will be loathe to ever cause such pain again.  
 
    “Suddenly somebody was pulling his buns apart and squirting something in his butt. It was cool and slick, and he realized it was lubricant. 
 
    “Hey! Hey! What are you guys doing?” 
 
    “You put something in Penny, and now something is being put in you.” 
 
    “You can’t do that! You can’t…it’s not fair!” 
 
    “Was it fair what you did to her?” 
 
    Suddenly he felt something being pushed into him. Because of the lubrication it went in easily. He felt his rim expand, then he felt the sensation of something being inserted into his anal cavity. 
 
    “You should heed your lesson, Frank, because after this, should you backslide, comes castration.” 
 
    “You guys…you guys…” his teeth were chattering. Somebody was feeling his ass, touching something to it. Something flat and hard. The dildo, or whatever it was, was just sitting in him, not moving. 
 
    “They are positioning the paddle,” explained Gloria, knowing what he was feeling, what he was thinking. 
 
    “Look, I’m sorry. You don’t have to go any further. I’ll never hurt anybody again. I’ll never to the drug thing again…” 
 
    “That is good, Frank. Please take this lesson to heart.” 
 
    He felt bodies moving, then the paddle, or whatever it was, was lifted off his ass. 
 
    “Can you not do this?” he begged. 
 
    “Sorry, Frank. You have to learn there are consequences in this world. But I will tell you this: when everything is at its darkest, when you think you can’t take any more, force yourself to relax. You will have reached a point where being rigid will stop you from climaxing. If you can relax, then your natural desire to squirt will reassert itself. Honestly, if you want to survive this…if you want to stay sane…then you must learn to relax. We’re going to start now. Are you ready.” 
 
    “No…no…let me go. I don’t want to do this.” 
 
    “Sorry, Frank.” Gloria stepped away and gave a nod to the women at the back of the apparatus. A switch was flicked and he heard the milking machine start up. 
 
    Chunka chunka, and he felt the tube around his penis contract.  
 
    “Hey…hey” he blurted. 
 
    He tried to wiggle his hips, and the only result was that he drove his dick into the tube. 
 
    It felt good. He lowered his hips again, drove his dick into the tube, and the mechanism sucked him, massaged him, then stopped. 
 
    “Hey! What’s happ—“ 
 
    The plastic penis inside his rectum started to rise, and it made him lift his ass up. His penis slid back from the milking tube, and…it felt good! This wasn’t so bad! Even the big dick in his fanny was feeling pretty good! 
 
    Then Gloria nodded and another switch was flicked. 
 
    Frank heard the motor start up, he heard the creak of gears, and, suddenly…SMACK! 
 
    He yelped at the sudden pain on his butt, and his butt shied away from the pain, which drove his dick into the milking machine, which sucked him and felt so good. 
 
    Then the dildo went in and lifted up, and his butt was raised.  
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Down he went, into the milker. 
 
    Chugga chugga, gears turned and the dildo raised up and his butt went up. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Down he went, into the milker. 
 
    Up he came, on the point of the dildo. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Down he went. 
 
    Up he came. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Hey! Hey!” Frank was yelping with each smack of the large ping pong shaped fanny smacker. 
 
    Gloria knelt next to him. 
 
    “Everything all right, Frank?” 
 
    “Get me off this thing!” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    He jerked down and the penis went to work. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “We have attached electrodes to you, and a computer will monitor you. If you have heart flutters or something, the machine will adjust so that you are not in danger of being physically maimed. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “This is what you did, Frank. You caused pain, and now you are learning what that pain feels like.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Frank. Pay attention now. You will be spanked until you have cum ten times. That’s how long a spanking lasts. It can be over quickly, if you can keep having cums. It can last for days if you aren’t a good cummer. Do you understand? 
 
    “Bu—“ 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Down into pleasure, up on the point of a dick. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “And don’t worry, Frank. If you go insane we will have you institutionalized until some degree of sanity returns.” 
 
    “You can’t—“ 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “—do this! You can’t—“  
 
    SMACK! 
 
    He was crying now. His ass was already red. And he became accustomed to the sound of the machine. 
 
    SMACK, as the paddle flattened his ass. 
 
    Shlurp, as the milker engaged. 
 
    Chunka chunka, as the motor drove the dildo to lift his ass. 
 
    SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    Around the room the ladies watched. Mostly silently, but there were a few scattered conversations as they discussed the procedure. 
 
    SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    Frank listened to the sound, came to hate it, and his groin started to feel warm.  
 
    SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    Then it was hot, and he felt the building of fluids. 
 
    SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    Suddenly, he squirted. Oh, God! It felt good!…until… SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    Crap! he thought. 
 
    SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    Down into the milker he went, up he came, his penis being sucked quite efficiently, but he had just cum, he didn’t have another cum in him! At least, not right away. 
 
    “Please…” he stuttered. SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… “Let me go…” SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    His mind fastened on the sound, tried to ignore it, but the dread of the spank was too much, and he began sobbing. 
 
    SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    His dick was flaccid, but still held prisoner by the milker. Slowly, after long minutes, it began to get hard again. 
 
    The ladies watching him. 
 
    SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    The feeling of his dick being abused endlessly. 
 
    An hour later he came again. 
 
    He felt like his ass was exploding with every smack, and his dick felt raw and like it didn’t want to ever be in a pussy again. 
 
    SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    He entered a land of daze. His body falling and rising. His ass an explosion of hurt. His dick feeling worn out. 
 
    Three hours later he came again. And it was not a pleasurable cum. The first two had been. In spite of the pain, he enjoyed the spurting of squirt. but now, thousands of spanks into his punishment, his third cum felt like somebody was running his dick through a wringer. 
 
    Back into the land of daze, now no longer fighting the mighty smack, now letting it lower him into pleasure that wasn’t pleasure any more. Now letting the dick lift his fanny up to the endless smack of the giant ‘hand’ on his checks. 
 
    Suddenly the speed of the machine shifted. It went slower, and Gloria whispered to him. “The computer picked up an anomaly in your heart beat. It’s adjusting. 
 
    Frank said something back, but wasn’t sure what. 
 
    SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    Some eternity later he felt a fourth cum. A terrible dribble of pain that made his whole body fight the straps holding him down. 
 
    SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    Now he was begging, whimpering, crying to be let go. He would never, ever, never hurt a girl again. He understood now, and couldn’t they please let him go? 
 
    They couldn’t, and the machine kept going on and on. The paddle swirled around, smacking him down. 
 
    The dildo went in and in, lifting him up. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Somewhere around smack seven he gave up. He laid there and let the machine abuse him. 
 
    The machine stopped. 
 
    Gloria knelt by his ear. “How long can you give up, Frank? How long before your dick wants pleasure and descends into the milker?” 
 
    She backed up, and Frank wondered. And the wonder became a question, and a confusion, and…finally…desire. 
 
    He pumped down. 
 
    Shlurp…chunka chunka…SMACK! 
 
    He screamed. 
 
    By nine he wasn’t, in any sense of the word, sane. But his punishment had been so well crafted that he still felt it, and he still had the wherewithal of mind to know that he had done a bad thing, and now a bad thing was being done to him.  
 
    And he should never, ever, never hurt a girl again. 
 
    The tenth cum, and the machine ground to a stop. 
 
    Frank lay on the bench. He didn’t know where he was or even when he was. He was sobbed out. His butt felt like somebody had exploded a bundle of C4 on top of it. His dick felt so empty he didn’t think he would ever want to cum again. 
 
    Hands unfastened the straps holding him. 
 
    He was lifted onto a gurney and the doctor bent over him with a stethoscope. She listened for a moment, examined his ass minutely, and then gave a nod. He was rolled out of the basement.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Frank Rutherford walked gingerly down the street. It had been months since his punishment, yet he still walked funny. 
 
    He thought maybe his muscles had been pounded into a new shape. 
 
    More likely, it was probably just a mental quirk. 
 
    For the weeks after his punishment he had been afraid to even talk to a woman. But as the pain left and his pecker once again began to stand up, the fear left him. 
 
    But the fear of the Ladies’ Sissy Society didn’t. 
 
    Did he have the desire to abuse any woman? 
 
    Not really. 
 
    Was it because of the spanking he had endured? 
 
    Probably. 
 
    Was it because he had a definite fear of the Ladies’ Sissy Society?’ 
 
    Absolutely. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Honey, we’ve got to talk.” 
 
    I yawned and blinked. I was barely awake, stumping around in Mother Nature’s overcoat and ready for breakfast, and Lisa wanted to talk? 
 
    My wife is a gorgeous blonde. She’s looks a little on the chubby side, at least you think so until you realize it is mostly boobs. Her breasts are (smile) ginormous. But she wears these loose outfits, and they hang, and you don’t see the svelte waist. 
 
    “Oh,” I stretched, then sat down at the kitchen table. “What about?” 
 
    Lisa has long, blonde hair, tight waist, big breasts, and a sweet, sweet face, so what could be wrong? Well, I don’t want to be insulting, so let’s just say that while she is bubbly bright and chipper and knock dead gorgeous, sometimes she’s a little bit, uh, ‘too’ blonde. 
 
    “Honey, you’ve had too many cums.” 
 
    I blinked and stared at my wife. Uh oh. This certainly sounded like she was having a bright idea. 
 
    Once she made me follow the Japanese custom of not wearing shoes in the house. Very irritating when  I had to go in and out constantly. 
 
    And then there was the time she insisted the inside of the car be washed for ‘health’ reasons. That was an irritating one. Especially because when she gets like this she tends to deny me until I fall in line. 
 
    Nothing makes her happier than getting her way. 
 
    “What did you say?” 
 
    “I’ve been reading, and it says that the average man has sex three times a week, and that he has a sexual lifespan of about 60 years.” 
 
    “So?” 
 
    “So do the math.” 
 
    Oh, God. Math. At my age. Which wasn’t very old, but, still… “Uh, 3 times 52 times 60…uh,” I pulled out my iphone and let Steve Jobs, bless his soul, do the heavy lifting. “9000 squirts.” 
 
    “That’s right. Now, how often do we do it.” 
 
    “Well, let’s see, every day, twice on Sunday, sometimes three times, and definitely three times on holidays, especially my birthday.” 
 
    The heavy lifting got heavier and I started feeding figured into my iphone. 
 
    Eleven holidays, call it twelve because of my birthday, is 36.  
 
    Then there are the unofficial holidays, things like Polar Bear Day, National Donut Day…God, I had no idea…let’s just say 20 unofficial days, plus 50 Sundays, so I came probably 140 times for those ‘double’ days. 
 
    That left 365 minus 82 left 283 days, or 283 single shots. So 36 plus 140 plus 283…um…um…  
 
    “459 squirts a year!” I pronounced happily. 
 
    “Exactly. And how long have we been married?” 
 
    “You’re not going to ask me when our anniversary is, are you?” I asked her suspiciously. 
 
    “No, no. Just for the sake of science, how many times have you cum during our marriage? 
 
    Uh oh. More heavy lifting. I took off my shoes so I could count and did the math. 459 times… “Can I round off to 460? I mean there must have been an extra cum in there sometimes.” 
 
    “I guess so.” 
 
    Okay. 460 times 12 equals 5520. “Five thousand five hundred twenty times!” I grinned. 
 
    And who wouldn’t grin? That’s a lot of times to enter paradise. 
 
    “And how many times have you masturbated?” 
 
    “Wait a minute…” 
 
    “Just for science. Give me a number.” 
 
    “Well, I haven’t masturbated much since I married you,” I smiled at her happily. 
 
    “But you became sexually active at, what…twelve?” 
 
    “Uh, eleven.” 
 
    “And we got married when you were twenty-one, so how many times a day did you masturbate for those nine years?” 
 
    “Oh, gosh…” I quickly did the figures. “Maybe once a day for 365 days times nine…but there were times I couldn’t, family vacations, that sort of thing” 
 
    “But then there were times you did it twice, or thrice…” she observed dourly. 
 
    “Well, yeah, but…we could probably round off at 3500times.” 
 
    “That’s probably on the low side,” she frowned. 
 
    “Well, it’s not like I kept a diary.” 
 
    “You should have, that would make this easier.” 
 
    “What?” I was actually getting confused now. First all the math, and now trying to figure out where this was going. 
 
    She leaned forward, which made her robe hang open and gave me a view of her delightful globes. Soft, pendulous, pink tipped. Curves that I loved to cuddle with. Mmm. 
 
    “Look, honey, you’ve cum over 9000 times in your life.” 
 
    I smiled. 
 
    “The Chinese say a man only has 9000 cums in him, then he dies.” 
 
    “What?” I squeaked. 
 
    “That’s right. 9000 times, and you’re already over that. Honey, you’re living on borrowed time!” 
 
    “But that’s dumb!” 
 
    She frowned. 
 
    “Okay, that’s…not scientific.” 
 
    “That’s VERY scientific. We’ve jus done the math.” 
 
    I didn’t really know why I was fighting with her. I mean, so what? So I backed off. “Look, I’m a horn dog, we both know that. And, truth, you’re sort of a horn doggie. You can’t tell me that 9,000 orgasms, more, if you count the multiples, has hurt you.” 
 
    “Women are different,” she sniffed. “Women are not bound by a certain amount of cums.” 
 
    “So neither should men! I mean—“ 
 
    She leaned forward a little more, gripped my hands, flashed me more boob. I gulped, and she said, “You’re like a fellow who won’t quit smoking, and bam! One day he wakes up dead with lung cancer.” 
 
    I blinked. There was something inherently wrong about ‘waking up dead.’ 
 
    “Let’s face it, you’ve been abusing your body, stressing it with too many orgasms, and it’s time to put you on an orgasm diet.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “We have to bring you back to full health. We have to reduce the effects of excessive cumming on your poor, weak body.” 
 
    Her eyes were sorrowful, her words were sad. 
 
    “Now wait a minute…” 
 
    “So we are starting a strict regimen. No more cums for you until I decide you’re healthy again.” 
 
    “Honey, this is ridiculous. I play basketball with the guys every weekend. I work out at the gym. I run every couple of days, or bike. I am not dropping dead because I unloaded my balls too much.” 
 
    “People drop dead all the time,” she countered. “They’re walking along and suddenly, phhht! They’re gone.” 
 
    “Come on! How many times have you heard of some fellow dropping dead because his balls were empty.” 
 
    “You can make fun of this if you wish,” she stated haughtily, “But I’ve made up my mind. No more nookie for you, at least until we have this sorted out.” 
 
    Then she read my mind. “And don’t you dare think about masturbating.” 
 
    Then she read my mind again. “And don’t think I’m going to give in and have sex because I get horny. I have no intention of getting horny.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” I asked suspiciously. 
 
    “Just because you can’t control yourself, just because you show no self control and abuse your body past what it can take…that’s no reason I have to suffer.” 
 
    “What are you saying?” 
 
    “I’m saying that I have no intention of doing without.” 
 
    “But if I have to do without then so do you.” 
 
    “Sorry, Robert. That’s not the way this works. You’ve been bad. You have abused yourself too many times. You are now on an official diet, and don’t you dare try to break that diet!” 
 
    Oh, man, she hadn’t denied me, she had just told me she was going to deny me, but already I was desperate. 
 
    “Honey,” I whined, “I can’t do this.” 
 
    “You certainly can, and you shall!” 
 
    “But not squirting…my balls will fill up. I might explode. You don’t want that to happen, do you?” 
 
    She frowned. Then smiled. “I’ll do some research. We’ll find a way to relief the pressure without you…harming yourself. 
 
    “But…honey…” 
 
    But…it was settled. My fate was officially, by Chinese standards, sealed. 
 
      
 
    The day went slowly. Totally nonplussed by Lisa’s announcement, I had breakfast, then read the newspaper. It was Sunday. We had done the deed upon waking, then came the announcement, and normally we would have a little tryst after lunch, or maybe while swimming in the pool. It was fun for her to lay on the diving board and me do the bounce on her. Then, sated, we would simply roll into the pool. 
 
    So I brought her out a wine spritzer, and another one and another one, and I tried to loosen her up. 
 
    She got loose, but didn’t change her mind. 
 
    We wound up on the hammock, swinging back and forth, me naked, humping her in time to the swings, grinding my groin into hers. 
 
    But while I was naked…she wasn’t. 
 
    “Oh, God!” I groaned in frustration. 
 
    “Use your fingers,” she whispered to me. 
 
    Blind with horniness, I decided I should. I could take her to the edge, get her super horny, then she would give in and do me. 
 
    “Uh, oh…yes,” she moaned. 
 
    I kissed her, and Lisa knows how to kiss. Her soft lips slithered along mine, plump and moist and hungry. 
 
    I was fighting for balance now, kissing, fingering her, and trying not to roll out of the hammock. 
 
    “Oh, yeah…keep it up…!” Her humping added another element of confusion to our balancing act. 
 
    Wiggling, swaying, my focus was so much on not falling out of the hammock that…”OH…YES…YES!” 
 
    Lisa groaned and hugged me and I felt her inner muscles squeezing my fingers, trying to strangle them, the way she had often strangled my dick and pulled a cum out of it. 
 
    But my fingers wouldn’t cum. And my dick was harder than a rock. And hotter than a weenie roast. And leakier than a dripping faucet. 
 
    “Oh, thank you,” Lisa sighed and patted my cheek. 
 
    Her motion, just lifting her hand when I was befuddled by what had happened, was eenough to upset the balance. The hammock flipped and I fell out, and she fell on me. 
 
    “OOF!” 
 
    She giggled and hugged me. “You’re so good.” 
 
    My ramrod penis was poking into her thigh. She reached down and held it for a second. 
 
    “And you’re going to be so healthy!” 
 
    Then she let go, right before I could squirt, and jumped into the swimming pool. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” I moaned. I was on my back, and the empty hammock was still swinging lightly, and the material brushed the head of my cock. 
 
    I closed my eyes, I imagined the material brushing over me was her lips. Blowing, brushing with her tongue, and my balls started to tighten. I could feel ignition coming. If I could just… 
 
    “ROBERT!” 
 
    I jerked out of my daydream. 
 
    “Don’t you dare!” 
 
    She was the side of the pool watching me. 
 
    Oh, God. Just a few more strokes and… 
 
    “Robert?” she warned. 
 
    I wimpered, but stood up. My cock stood out, a flag in a stiff wind. A hurricane wind. I jumped into the pool and swam frantically. The cool water seemed to inflame my cock, rather than sooth it.It took a lot of swimming for me to go down. 
 
      
 
    Dinner time, and sometimes we would do third time, sometimes not.  Today we would not, as we were heading for a barbecue. Lisa dressed up, in a bikini, and I wore tight underpants under my swim suit. Not speedos for me, I wore some loose trunks. Between the tighty whiteys and the loose boxer style I hoped I could hide my hard. 
 
    “Oh, goody,” Lisa held my arm, her breasts brushing against my arm, as we walked over a couple of lawns to the Johnson’s. 
 
    Dick and Linda Johnson. Our besties in the neighborhood. We were of the same age, saucy in our joking, and liked to get together and just talk for hours. Slobber over ribs. Jump in the pool. Drink lots of bourbon and Coke. 
 
    So we crossed lawns, opened the front door and walked on in, and out to the pool.  
 
    And into a couple of bourbon and Cokes. Yum. 
 
    It was summer, hot, but I had been in my own pool all day, so we mostly just sat around and sipped and occasionally one of us would jump in and get wet, and jump out and drink some more.  
 
    But I had to jump in a little more often. 
 
    Aside from being horny for my own voluptuous wife, Linda was having an effect on me. She’s a touchy feely person and her hands would be placed on my biceps, or touch my chest, and Mt. Happy was feeling REALLY happy. 
 
    At one point I even caught Lia glancing down and then smirking. 
 
    Very funny, hardee har har, I fail to see the humor, and I jumped in the pool and swam around for a minute. 
 
    I came to the side and stayed there, my boner wasn’t quitting easily, and the girls went in to the kitchen and Dick jumped in next to me. 
 
    “Hey, good buddy, the girls were just talking about you.” 
 
    “Oh?” Uh oh. 
 
    “Yeah, they were noticing that you seem to be a little extra, shall we call it…excited?” 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” I whispered, my face turning red. 
 
    “So what is this orgasm diet Lisa is talking about.” 
 
    Crap. I wanted to jump out and run home right then. Maybe even shrieking a little. But Dick was a good friend, so I stifled my red face as best I could and explained. 
 
    “Lisa read some article that says a man only gets to cum a certain amount of times. Nine thousand was the number I believe. We did the math and I’m over that. Now she thinks I’m going to drop dead if i have another squirt. 
 
    Dick tried to hold it in, but he wasn’t successful. He started shaking with silent laughter. “Oh, you poor guy. How bad is it?” 
 
    “Well, you’ve seen my state,” I looked down as if towards my groin. “And she hasn’t even thought about it.” 
 
    Still, chuckling, Dick said, “Well, don’t tell Linda about that. She’d—“ 
 
    He stopped talking and turned white. Then he burst out of the pool and headed for the kitchen. It was my turn to laugh. 
 
    Later that night, we were sauntering home, a bit wobbly but happy, and the other shoe dropped. It dropped with a clunk I had never expected. I thought things were as bad as they could get, but, no. There was worse. 
 
    Lisa said, “I was talking to Linda…” 
 
    I felt it. I felt underlying forces coming to trample me. 
 
    “Oh?” Please don’t say anymore. Please forget what you heard. Please. 
 
    “She said that men will always find a way. It’s in their DNA to cheat.” 
 
    “Honey, I would never—“ 
 
    “She said you would find a way to, as you say, have a ‘squirt.’” 
 
    “But, baby, Lisa! I—“ 
 
    “But she told me how I could curtail your nefarious activities.” 
 
    She actually used the word ‘nefarious.’ It was a good word for describing evil geniuses, but quite a bit lacking when describing a guy who just wants Mr. Happy to do a bit of yodeling. I opened my mouth, I wanted to say something, but she beat me to the punch. She said, “She suggested chastity.” 
 
      
 
    We went to bed shortly after we arrived at our house, and it was a difficult night for me. I was horny. I hadn’t had my second squirt of the day. I had gotten my wife off, and my dick had been hard all night, and…and I lay awake, victim of my boner. 
 
    Finally, I drifted off, and had dreams of my dick running down the street, away from me, magically growing hands and tossing daisy’s into the air and singing ‘la la la…’ 
 
    And I awoke. Boner city. Balls full and no where to make a deposit. 
 
    I rolled over and nudged up against Lisa. I let me cock slide between her ass cheeks and cleared my throat. 
 
    “Oh,” she rolled onto her back, her glorious breasts thrusting upward, and stretched. “Good morning!” She pecked my cheek and jumped out of bed. 
 
    I waited for a while, and when she was down with her morning ablutions I went into the bathroom. I peed, but my hard on  stayed hard. 
 
    I stepped into the shower and stood under the water for a long minute. And started soaping. And…started soaping my penis. 
 
    Oh, yes. That felt good. Nine thousand cums. My ass. Fuck, my hand slithered up and down, slipping and sliding. I worked the head, swirling my hand around. Oh, yeah. I was ready, this was going to be good. 
 
    I felt that little trigger flip way down there in groin land. I felt my balls tighten up, and the sperm started to pulse, to creep up the shaft to— 
 
    “AH HA!” 
 
    I near jumped out of my skin. My eyes opened in shock. 
 
    Lisa held the door open and snapped picture after picture with her iphone. 
 
    “Lisa!” 
 
    “Don’t say my name.” Click, click. “I’m going to post this, just to let people know how out of control men are.” Click, click. 
 
    I struggled to reached door, but couldn’t get it, and then I slipped. 
 
    “WHOA!” I put out my hands and managed to slow my fall down a bit, but I landed on my ass, my legs spread, and, at that moment, my cock spewed. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” I actually cried in frustration. It was the most terrible, the most ruined orgasm in the history of the world. 
 
    Lisa, of course, couldn’t stop laughing. And clicking. 
 
    Finally, she closed the door and left. I managed to get back on my feet. Crap. I was going to have a bruise on my butt. And I probably pulled a muscle. 
 
    I opened the door and went looking for her. 
 
    “Give me that phone.” 
 
    “Okay,” she handed me the phone with a big, smirky grin. 
 
    “You didn’t upload it! You couldn’t have! It’s still X rated!” 
 
    “Nope. You’re right. I didn’t upload it.” 
 
    “Good!” I deleted the film. I couldn’t believe…I looked at her. “Why are you smiling like that?” 
 
    “Because I have never seen anybody fall so funny in my life. And your cock was pointing straight out, and you looked so funny.” 
 
    I sighed. Good. She hadn’t uploaded it. She was just laughing because…because she had a sick sense of humor. I handed her phone back to her. 
 
    “Don’t you ever do that again.” 
 
    “Oh?” she didn’t like being told what she could and couldn’t do, and she really didn’t like my tone of voice. “And what will you do if I do?” 
 
    “I’ll spank you.” 
 
    I left her, and was unaware that I had sown the seeds of my own demise. First no squirts, then almost humiliated on the net, and finally, finally…she had the idea of spanking in her sexy noggin. 
 
     
 
    The morning went slowly. I did have a bruise, and I sat around and watched a football game on TV. Lisa went over to Linda’s and I sipped a beer—hair of the dog, you know—and thought about my weenie. 
 
    The game was tight, interceptions, crowds roaring, two guys punching each other, and I couldn't follow it all. Normally I would be locked to the screen, but now all I could think about was…my weenie. 
 
    My poor, neglected weenie. 
 
    My ever so hard hard on. 
 
    The bathroom episode had been so horrendous, and I might have squirted, but…but it was totally unsatisfying, and I wanted a real squirt. 
 
    I wanted to be in my wife, pumping in and out. I wanted to feel the big fellow crawling through her tunnel. I wanted… 
 
     
 
    SLAM! 
 
    I jerked awake. Oh, fuck! I lay on the couch, my dick out of my PJs, and my pajamas a mess of sperm. I had succumbed to temptation, and I had jacked off, and then I had gone to sleep. Oh, God! I had slept so poorly the night before…and…and… 
 
    “Honey!” Lisa came down the hall. I could hear her heels tapping, and I looked around frantically. If I pulled a pillow over myself it would look suspicious. I turned over and pretended to go to sleep. I would fake sleeping, and then I would sneak into the bedroom while she wasnt’ looking. Or, no I could go jump in the pool and— 
 
    “Honey? Honey?” 
 
    I gave a light snore. She always respected my sleep. 
 
    But she didn’t. She shook my shoulder. “Honey, I did something, and you’re gonna be mad, but if you promise not to get mad I’ll let you have a fuck!” 
 
    What? What the hell? I couldn’t ignore her shaking my shoulder. I rolled my head over and looked at her and pretended to be waking up. 
 
    “What? I…I need to sleep some more.” 
 
    “But you don’t understand. I did a bad thing.” 
 
    If it was so bad why was she giggling? 
 
    “But I’ll make it up to you. Right now. You can have me any way you want me.” 
 
    I tried to go back to my fake sleep. “I don’t feel well.” 
 
    “Look!” She held up the cell phone so I could see it. It was on Youtube. It was…IT WAS ME! 
 
    Me stroking myself, blurred out, but it was obvious what I was doing. 
 
    ‘AH HA!’ came her voice. And the video played. Me turning and opening my eyes, going into shock, trying to cover myself, but my boner, even though blurred, was obvious. Then I tried to reach for her, and…disaster! My hands flailing! My body falling, landing on my ass with my legs spread—man, that blurring feature was worthless! 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” I yelled, and I rolled over and sat up. “What the fuck did you do!” 
 
    “What the fuck did you do?” 
 
    I looked at her. She was staring at my floppy dick, my gobs of semen all over my front. 
 
    “Don’t try to change the subject!” 
 
    “You jacked off!” 
 
    “You’ve humiliated me!” 
 
    “You said you wouldn’t masturbate!” 
 
    “I can’t show my face in this town!” 
 
    “You’re going to die!” 
 
    That was what stopped me. That was ‘You’re going to die’ statement. I stared at her. 
 
    It was a contest of you done who the most wrong, but she had won. 
 
    “I tried to save your life, and you…you…” she stood up, tears streaming from her eyes. 
 
    “But you posted that video!” I tried to regain some steam, but I was weak. Well, of course I was, she was using tears. All I had was righteous indignation. 
 
    “I was going to fuck you. I was going to let you in me, but it’s obvious you don’t want to be in me.” 
 
    “Lisa! Honey…” I was now pleading. 
 
    “I thought it would be funny. Nobody can see your face, and look, it’s already got over 300,000 likes! And what’s my thanks? You prefer your hand to…to…” she fled the room, sobbing, and I heard the bedroom door slam shut. 
 
    Oh, crap. I stared down at my sperm covered PJs. Double crap. What had I done? 
 
      
 
    She came out of the bedroom a couple of hours later, but she was colder than an ice cube in an eskimo’s refrigerator. I mean, she’d been mad at me before, but nothing like this. 
 
    We didn’t talk. Just co-existed for the rest of the day. 
 
    She made herself dinner, and I was left to make my own. Great. I went out to McDonalds. She hated it when I do that, but…fuck. 
 
    Finally, when I got home from Mickey D’s she was ready to talk. She was sitting at the kitchen table when I entered the house, and she pointed to the chair across from her. I sat. 
 
    “Robert,” she began. “You have betrayed me.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, but—“ 
 
    She held up a finger. “Let me talk first. Then you can talk.” 
 
    Okay, that’s fair, I thought. 
 
    “You’re married. Your sperm is no longer your own, it is community property. I have a vested interest, especially as you have seen fit to waste it over the years, and to the point where your life is in danger.” 
 
    I waited. Prepared counter arguments. 
 
    “I have ordered one of those chastity things Linda told me about, and you will wear it.” 
 
    I started to open my mouth but she warned me by holding up her finger and shaking her head. 
 
    “You will wear this chastity thingie and you will become a better person. You will not waste your…our…sperm. You will not fritter your energy away by jacking off.  
 
    “You will wear the chastity device and I will hold the key and I will let you know when you can have an orgasm.” 
 
    She was done, so I tried. “Lisa, baby. You seem to have made this ‘Chinese orgasm decision’ all on your own. Even if my cock is community property, it is attached to my body. I have final say as to whether and when it will squirt. And if you are not willing, as much as I hate it, I will resort to my hand.” 
 
    I went on a bit longer, but that was the gist of my argument. I thought I made my points succinctly, but I was unprepared for what she said when I was done. 
 
    “Robert. If you do not wear that chastity device, if you do not allow me to save your life, I will invite my mother to live with us.” 
 
    My jaw dropped. The mother in law from hell. The end of my sanity…the end of life and all civilization. I shook my head helplessly. 
 
    “I will, so you will wear that chastity thingie, and I have spoken.” 
 
    She stood up and walked back to the bedroom. 
 
    I sat at the table in shock. 
 
    Then I stood up and poured a healthy shot of bourbon. No Coke. In one sentence she had reduced me from a man with a castle to a cringing mess. 
 
    Then, my mouth still open, the bourbon burning in my stomach, she came back. 
 
    “Furthermore, there are going to be some changes around her. I talked it over with Linda, and she’s in the same boat. Her husband is a slob who abuses himself when she’s not in the mood. Such disrespect is intolerable.” 
 
    “What kind…what changes?” I whispered. I was defeated, squashed. Rolled over by a steam roller. 
 
    “We’re going to start a ‘Female Led Relationships’ chapter. We’ve already had a few people on Facebook contact us. And by the time you’re in chastity we will be having our first meeting. And I expect you to be on your your very best behavior.” 
 
    She turned and left the room. And she didn’t come back. And there was nothing I could say. I had no rejoinders. I was conquered and enslaved and sent to the gallows. 
 
     
 
    Oh, my God. Yesterday I had woken up and rolled over and taken advantage of my soft, loving, beautiful wife. 
 
    Today I had woken up and been taken advantage of, made into a laughingstock, and was threatened with chastity or…I know you don’t think it can be worse, but it is…my mother in law. 
 
    My cock locked up, unable to stand up or squirt. I had read the stories, I would have to sit down to pee. And…and that was just the start. I had read the stories of what women did to their husbands after chastising them. 
 
    Dully, my world destroyed, I poured another drink. Straight. I sucked it down like I was a Hoover on a carpet littered with greenbacks. 
 
    Have my cock locked, or…my mother in law. 
 
    Heysoos went barefoot in a cow pasture. What the hell was I going to do? 
 
    So I did the only thing I could do. I poured another drink, then, the drink sitting in front of me, I put my head in my hands and began sobbing. My tears splashed in the bourbon like a storm in a rain forest.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    The chastity device arrived a day later, and it was a glum day in mudville. 
 
    The Amazon truck drove up, Lisa answered the door, and I stared at the little box in her triumphant hands. 
 
    “Is that it?” I asked, waves of despair washing over me. 
 
    “This is it!” she crowed happily. “This little baby is going to save your life. No more excessive cumming. No more illegal cums…” 
 
    I was curious what law had been passed to make cumming illegal. 
 
    “With this little gadget we can control your out of controllness and give you a long life.” 
 
    Yeah, I thought, as I watched her sit at the kitchen table and open the box. A long life, but what’s the point? 
 
    She took a shiny box out fo the cardboard, she took a velvet bag out of the shiny box, and she took a bunch of rings, a tube, and a lock out of the bag. She laid them on the table. I stood next to her and looked down. 
 
    “Gee,” she said. “Sure is small.” 
 
    Oh, my God was it small. There was no way I was going to get my pecker in that thing, and I said so. 
 
    “Of course there is. I mean, this has got to be scientifically designed, right?” 
 
    “Why?” I countered. 
 
    She looked at me, confused. “This is probably as scientifically designed as the Chinese study that limits a man to 9000 cums. 
 
    She blinked, she frowned, then she smiled. “Of course! That proves it’s scientifically designed!” 
 
    I blinked and shook my head. Did I really hear that? Did she really take my lack of proof as proof? WTF? 
 
    “Now, take down your panties,” she giggled, “And let’s see about putting on your new rain coat.” She giggled again. 
 
    God, she was enjoying this wa-a-a-y too much. 
 
    I undid my pants and dropped my drawers. My dick, of course, was harder than a dragon’s tooth. 
 
    She frowned. “You’ll have to get soft.” 
 
    My turn to smilie. “Maybe a god squirt will soften it up?” 
 
    She looked up at me with anger on her face. “Don’t you try any of that, mister!” 
 
    She went to the refrigerator and got out a bag of frozen peas. 
 
    Why peas, I don’t know. I mean, I had read the stories—I stayed up all night the night before reading up on this chastity thing—so why not frozen carrots? Or frozen Corn? 
 
    But peas it was, and she slapped the bag on my dick and I howled and she snapped, “Don’t be a baby, Robert.” 
 
    “Shove an icecube up your pussy and see how you like it!” 
 
    My protestations had little effect on Linda, however, and she held the bag of peas to my cock. 
 
    But my penis wouldn’t go limp. 
 
    So she tried a bag of frozen carrots. Oh, God, had I been prescient? 
 
    And when that melted she tried a bag of frozen corn..I WAS prescient! 
 
    And finally, my cock was small. 
 
    Her mouth twisted into a little know with her tongue sticking out the side, looking a little cross-eyed, Linda shoved my cock into the tube. 
 
    “Oh! Hay!” 
 
    She just snickered and closed the ring, pushed the lock through the ring, and… 
 
      
 
    CLICK! 
 
      
 
    And it really was that loud. I swear it was. 
 
    Linda pushed me back from the table and stared at me in satisfaction. 
 
    “There!” 
 
    I looked down. I could see my penis, but it was all pushed up against the plastic, like a face at a window, if the face is a pecker and the window is a test tube. 
 
    “Great,” I muttered. 
 
    “It sure is!” Then she stood up and hugged me. In her robe. With her tits pressed up against my chest. And she kissed me. Her tongue in my mouth, her soft lips fused with mine. And my poor, squashed dick suddenly went ‘Yahoo!’ tried to erect, and died a quick death. 
 
    I bent over and held myself. 
 
    Oh, fuck! I thought Oh, fuck! 
 
      
 
    The day dragged slowly, and I could think of nothing but my dick. 
 
    Look, I usually do think about my dick, and that quite often. But nothing like this. 
 
    My penis was stuck in a grip. It was like a hand was squeezing me all the time. I couldn’t not think about my dick. 
 
    Pulsing, surging, only to get discouraged and weep pre-cum. And when I finally managed to get my mind off my cock, and the beast would relax a bit, it started all over again. Pulsing, surging, and weeping little tears of what could never be. 
 
    Linda didn’t help. She was so happy that she was saving my life that kept hugging me and kissing me, and she couldn’t stop herself from grabbing my prison with her hand and fondling and shaking it. All of which contributed to another round surge, and pulse, and drip. 
 
     
 
    That night I slept about as poor as a man could sleep. I tossed and turned until I felt like Tom Hanks on a raft in a storm. 
 
    Surge, pulse, drip. 
 
    I awoke with big circles under my eyes. 
 
    I dragged through the house and collapsed at the kitchen table. 
 
    “And how’s my handsome and long lived boy this morning?” Linda cooed and set a cup of coffee in front of me. 
 
    “Dead and rotting,” I answered. 
 
    She didn’t seem to hear me, or pick up on my death warmed over mood, She said, “I want you to come with me tonight to our first Female Led Relationships meeting.” 
 
    “I’m not,” I responded. But I was exhausted, I was tired, I was not ready for a battle. 
 
    Cheerfully, Linda quipped, “Nonsense. You’re the first husband to ever be administered to by our group, and all the girls are going to have questions.” 
 
    Well, I didn’t feel. like being an experiment, or a poster boy, so I just shook my head. “No.” 
 
    Linda turned to me with a smile. “Honey, I won’t force you to go, but I want you to think of something.” 
 
    Oh, God, I knew what was coming, and I groaned. 
 
    “Just think, if you come to the meeting and talk to the girls…I’m really going to be proud of you. And that is going to help me decide when you’re going to get your next orgasm.” 
 
    Oh, God! I put my head in my hands and wished that I could escape this terrible nightmare. 
 
     
 
    The day went like eating rotten cabbage. Thoroughly distasteful. But on the edge of that misery, poking its head up about as often as my other head tried to poke up and couldn’t, was the idea that maybe, if i showed up, maybe…I could get an orgasm. Or at least was closer to an orgasm. 
 
    Finally, after an hour of wallowing in self-misery, I struggled out of my condition and decided to take my mind off my situation.  
 
    I went out and mowed the lawn. And I found that if I concentrated hard enough, if I worked fast enough, I didn’t think about my dick as much. 
 
    Oh, I still thought about it, but time passed a little faster. 
 
    So, the lawn mowed, and even cross cut, I decided to trim the bushes. Trim, trim, trim. I even played with a bit of sculpting, making what I thought looked like a hippopotamus out of the bush next to our mail box. 
 
    Finally, Linda called me in to lunch. 
 
    “My Lord,” she exclaimed as she placed a ham sandwich in front of me. “You are working up a storm! What’s got into you?” 
 
    “I just want to take my mind off…off…” I looked down at my lap. 
 
    She giggled. “This chastity thing is really working. All the energy you would have wasted on sex is going into real production.” 
 
    Oh, God. She had mentioned the S word. Sex. And suddenly I became aware, and my dick became aware, and I felt the semi-pain of my penis trying to get bigger than its ‘britches.’ 
 
    But my pain was only starting. 
 
    When I finished my sandwich Linda eyed me and smiled. 
 
    Oh, no. I knew what that smile meant. 
 
    “Come on, lover.” 
 
    “Oh, no! I have to wash the car. And I have to—“ 
 
    “You have to do your husbandly duties,” she announced with a gleam in her eye. 
 
    “Okay, take me out of this torture device and I will screw you until your bow-legged.” 
 
    “Ew. i don’t want to be bow-legged. Now come on.” She grabbed my hand and dragged me, protestingly all the way, into the bedroom. 
 
    I mean, can you understand? For the first time in my horn dog life I didn’t want sex! BUT…at the same time I wanted it more than I had ever wanted it in my life. 
 
    Linda pushed me towards the bed and shimmied out of her shorts. Her long legs stretched out and my cock throbbed like a blood transfusion. 
 
    She unbuttoned her blouse and my eyes stared so hard they became oblong in the sockets. 
 
    She pulled off her bra and panties and I thought I was having open heart surgery…with the anesthetic! 
 
    “Come on, baby,” she said, laying on the bed and spreading her legs. “Use that mouth for something besides talking.” 
 
    Oh, fuck! I knelt quickly, diving my head into her V for vagina legs. I reached under her and cupped her buns and lifted, bringing that joyous bit of sustenance to my face. 
 
    I rubbed my face into her snatch as if it was a handkerchief trying to blot up a spill. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” Linda moaned, putting her hands on my wrists, keeping my hands on her buns, and trying to push her vagina right down my throat. 
 
    Down below, Mr. Happy snarled and growled and tried to erect. I would have doubled over from the sensual pain, except that this snatch…I had never tasted anything so good in my life. 
 
    I sucked on the delicate inner skin. I treated her erect clitoris like it was a tiny cock. I made disgusting, slurpy noises, which just seemed to excite her all the more. 
 
    “Oh, God! Oh, yes! Please! Use your fingers!” 
 
    I pulled a hand out and, while supporting her ass with one hand, I drove several fingers into her. She made a gasping sound, like she was drawing her last breath, then began to shake and shudder. 
 
    Fuck! She had NEVER come to an orgasm this fast! 
 
    Encouraged, in spite of my struggling peeny, I jammed my fingers in and out, bruising the lip of her vagina with my knuckles. 
 
    She began making squealing noises, like I had never heard before, and her hips started bucking and my hand was actually ejected from her pussy. 
 
    “No! No!” She screamed, clutching bedsheets desperately. “Put it back in!” 
 
    I pushed my hand in again, and she kept bucking and making mewling sounds, and then…she squirted. 
 
    My God! My wife was actually squirting! I had never seen her squirt before, but now she was gushing big squirts of water. Again and again. And even slapping her pussy with one hand. 
 
    My hand fell out, and she was screaming, be it in a low, throaty voice, “Again! Put it in again!” 
 
    I did, in shock, I yet managed to function. 
 
    And, to tell the truth, seeing this totally unbridled orgasm, seeing her spasm so vilently and happily, it turned me on even more. And my poor dick…my poor, poor dick… 
 
     
 
    An hour later I staggered out of the bedroom. I could hardly walk. My balls were so blue that just hanging between my legs, feeling my thighs brush against them, was like being hit over the head with a sex hammer. 
 
    I could hardly think. I was more exhausted than I had ever been in my life. Yet…I was also never more wired. It was like every orgasm she had was a direct charge to my heart, to my very being. I had never felt so alive. I now knew what Dracula liked about being dead. 
 
    Looking like death warmed over, feeling like death dead and popped into a microwave, I washed the car. I could hardly think. I had never been fucked like that, and I had never even gotten inside her. 
 
    I had just played with her pussy and suckled her breasts and…and my cock had revolted against the cruelty of prison…and, I was alive. 
 
    Dead tired, the colors of the world were brighter. 
 
    I felt my muscles as if they were strands of pure life itself, as I scrubbed the car, then rinsed it. 
 
    I found myself polishing the shine minutely, fascinated by the expanse of hood and fender. And while I prepared our steed for the night, my cock pounded inside its prison. 
 
    ‘Let me out! Let me out!’ 
 
    It was such a weird sensation. And…it actually, i hated to admit this…it felt good. 
 
    The more my cock  pounded on the walls of its prison…the more alive I felt. 
 
    There was a direct correlation, I could see for the first time, between horniness and aliveness. 
 
    And it. struck me. When I squirted I was giving away my life. 
 
    Of course I was. Sperm is for babies, and it takes a lot of life to create a life, and all the times I had been squirting willy nilly, loosing my semen on the walls and ceiling, and into girlfriends and…and even my wife…all those times I had been wasting my life essence. 
 
    And I began to actually think about what I was feeling. 
 
      
 
    Dinner time, and Linda called me in. And I loved her. God, she was ravishing. I had never seen her look so beautiful. 
 
    It was like, in the last day, she had become a glowing, sexy, incredibly wonderful creature, and all i wanted was to be with her, to rub up against her. 
 
    Yes, to put it crudely, I wanted to fuck her. I wanted to put my dick in and wiggle it around and expend every ounce of semen I had ever had in my life. 
 
    And yet, it wasn’t just that. Under the sex, and threatening to come out and overwhelm the sexual desire, was…love. 
 
    I hugged her and kissed and told her how much I loved her. 
 
    She laughed and loved it, and finally pushed me away, “You must really like me saving your life.” 
 
    Without even thinking about what I was saying, I nodded. “I do, I do.” And I moved in to hug her again. 
 
      
 
    Dinner, and everything was extra special. 
 
    The hot dogs must have been specially plucked from the vine. They were succulent and tasty, and I experienced this profound sense of taste while keeping my eyes on Linda. 
 
    The mashed potatoes must have been from the sexiest potatoes alive. The spoonful of them on my plate looked like a boob, and the pat of butter like a nipple, and the taste, my God…the taste! 
 
    It was like spooning pure ambrosia down my starving gullet. 
 
    Even the peas, they were like drops of sweat oozing from her vagina. I ate every one, tasted every one, and they rolled down my throat like spurts of…you know. 
 
    Linda kept looking at me, at the expression on my face, and laughing. 
 
    “You really have it bad, don’t you?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” I reached across the table and picked up her hand and kissed it. “I just know,” I began acting like I was eating her hand with my lips, sucking the fingers and wishing she would orgaz, “that I love you with every atom of my iota.” 
 
    “Atom of your iota? What even is that?” 
 
    Her lips were perfection. Plump and juicy, waiting to be tasted. My cock was screaming and shrieking to get out, but, somehow, the pain felt…good. Really good. 
 
    “I don’t know,”  I admitted, “But that’s the way love is…sometimes indescribable.” 
 
    “Oh,” she said, Fanning her cleavage with one hand. “Honey, you’ve got me all flustered. You know what this means, don’t you.” 
 
    “I probably do.” 
 
    “Are you finished?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    “Then let’s take a little jaunt into the bedroom.” 
 
    “Oh, baby, I thought you’d never ask. 
 
    We stood up and I put my arm around her and we started walking to the bedroom. Suddenly I stopped. Linda looked up at me. 
 
    “Are you going to let me out?” 
 
    She thought about it. I have to give her that, she thought about it. But, “No.” 
 
    “Oh,” I nodded my head. 
 
    “Does that make you sad?” She touched my cheek tenderly. 
 
    “Oh, no…no.” And, oddly, it didn’t. Yes, I wanted to cum my brains out. But, truth, I felt like a God with my dick trying to get big, and this woman I was about to please, and…and we continued to the bedroom. 
 
      
 
    An hour later I sauntered out of the bedroom. I was awake, alert, alive, enthusiastic. 
 
    Behind me, Linda staggered. I had used my mouth, my tongue, my fingers, and every bit of imagination I had, and I had actually used her up. 
 
    I headed for the. kitchen, and she straggled after me, depleted, but extremely satisfied. Extremely. 
 
    “Pour me a drink, Robert.” 
 
    “Certainly,” I grinned. My cock was worming about, protesting its incarceration mightily, but it was…happy. 
 
    Everything was happy. 
 
    I mixed a couple of Coke Highs and placed one before my poor wife. 
 
    “Holy crap,” she muttered. “You’ve ruined me.” 
 
    “You save my life and you ruin me. Seems fair,” I quipped, as i downed half my drink and grinned. 
 
    Where had all this energy come from. 
 
    “Well, give me a second, and then we can get ready.” 
 
    “For your FLR meeting,” I frowned. 
 
    Her turn to frown. “Robert. You’ve got to. In just a couple of days you have reversed course. You’re healthier, more alive, more vibrant. People need to see proof.” 
 
    “Proof that the Chinese are right?” I raised an eyebrow at her. “Communism works? Wuhan is actually a city in New Mexico? What kind of proof.” 
 
    Then she said the magic words. “Do you want to cum? Ever?” 
 
    Oh, God, that did it. 
 
    No matter how alive and vibrant I was, no matter that I was actually enjoying my situation, I wanted to squirt, and in the worst possible way. 
 
    She came around the table and sat on my lap. She put her arms around my neck and spoke from inches away, her juicy lips becoming my whole world. 
 
    “Robert, we are now a Female Led Relationship, and I’m the female. You will do what i say, and with no argument.” 
 
    “I’m not arguing, it’s just that…” I trailed off. 
 
    The look on her face, she saw it, too. I was arguing. 
 
    “Now, let’s drink up, and if you want an extra cup or two I understand. This might be rough on you. But…I have spoken. 
 
    She went back to the bedroom and I sat and drank. And thought. And I knew I wasn’t going to get out of this. I simply wanted sex too badly.  
 
    the problem was that I knew just going to the meeting wasn’t going to get me sex. It was just going to get me the possibility of sex. 
 
    I had another drink…and cursed the Chinese soundly. 
 
      
 
    A half hour later Linda came out of the bedroom, and I almost sat up and howled. she was wearing a very businesslike pencil skirt, purple, and a shimmery blouse. Under the blouse it was obvious she was wearing a shelf bra. The lines of the blouse, a bit of fringy stuff, were enough to hide the nipples from all but the most observant eye. 
 
    My eye, in this instance, was about as observant as an eye could get. 
 
    She smiled at me, and rubbed a hand across her large breasts, her excited nipples. “God, you make me wet.” 
 
    “Well, don’t spring a leak, yet, baby.” I was on my feet and moving towards her. I had nothing on my mind but laying her down and making her scream. 
 
    The reality was that she saw me coming, laughed, and headed me off at the pass. She grabbed my hand and led me back towards the bedroom. 
 
    “Where we going?” I asked. I think my ability to actually have a solid thought had gone on hiatus. 
 
    “We have to do something about your eyes.” 
 
    “What’s wrong with my eyes?” 
 
    “Look,” she said, and she turned me towards the hall mirror. 
 
    A racoon looked back at me. The lack of sleep, the way I’d been working. No matter that I was wired, in fact being wired might actually contribute to the bandit effect.   
 
    My eyes were black circles, like I’d been punched a few too many times right in the eyeballs, and a gleam, almost, because of the contrast, an insane gleam. 
 
    “I look like a sex maniac.” 
 
    “You are a sex maniac,” she giggled, and pulled me into the bedroom. “Now get dressed.” 
 
    I didn’t dress up, not like a tux or anything, but I wore fresh pressed cargo pants and a nice shirt. Linda helped me put on a pair of underwear, a little snug, and she allowed me to go without a tie, and even let me wear athletic sneakers. 
 
    Freshly shaved, my long hair combed back, I sat down at her make up table. 
 
    “You’re sure about this?” I asked. 
 
    “Just a little foundation. Your black eyes will be gone and you will look fresh and rested.” 
 
    “A good squirt will make me fresh and rested.” 
 
    “Ha!” Linda picked up a brush and prepared to attack my face. 
 
    For a long minute she worked, and then she frowned. 
 
    “You’ve got a clean spot.” 
 
    “What’s that mean?” 
 
    “You know. You clean something and the area around it looks dirty by comparison.” 
 
    “I’ve got a dirty face?” 
 
    “Comparatively.” 
 
    “I think I need to go get another drink.” 
 
    So I did, and I looked in the wall mirror on the way. She was right. You couldn’t really tell it was make up, but it did look lighter, and made the rest of my face darker. 
 
    I continue on to the kitchen. I poured myself another drink, a good strong one, and I popped a straw in it just for heck, and returned to my wife and her dreaded make up table. 
 
    “Maybe I should just go with black eyes.” 
 
    “Not a chance,” she said. Then she grabbed my caged cock, pulled it rudely up and said into it. “Not a chance! You hear me?” 
 
    “I do, I do.” 
 
    But it felt so-o-o good to be handled. Even though it was just a yank and crank, it felt good. Super good. 
 
    I kept my face still, turned sideways from the mirror and towards her, and sucked pure bourbon through a straw. 
 
    She kept dabbing and smoothing, brushing and using her fingers. Finally, she use a small brush. I figured she was just touching me up. 
 
    “The prettiest girl i ever saw,” I whispered. I couldn’t stop staring at her red lips. I wanted to kiss them worse than I ever had in my life. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s an old army marching song. ‘The prettiest girl I ever saw, was sipping bourbon through a straw.’” 
 
    She laughed and told me to close my eyes. 
 
    “Whoa,” I said, and held myself steady. It felt so weird, but sexy, to have her work on my eyelids. 
 
    Finally, she sat back and smiled. “Perfect.” 
 
    I started to turn to the mirror, but she pulled me up. “No time for that. We’re going to be late.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    She rushed me down the hallway, and I didn’t even have time to check myself out in the mirror.  
 
    “Go, go,” she grinned, holding my arm and guiding me to the car. 
 
    I had managed to snag my bourbon and held it. 
 
    “Here, let me drive,” she pushed me towards the passenger side, then opened the door for me. Yeah, she better drive, I was starting to feel a little loopy. 
 
    A second later she was in the driver’s seat and starting up the car. 
 
    “Thank you for doing this,” she murmured as she backed the car out. 
 
    I held my bourbon up so it wouldn’t slosh, and she headed down the street. 
 
    “Think nothing of it, my dear,” I stated airily. I watched the street lights pass and enjoyed the moment. I was feeling so alive, so free. Maybe the stupid Chinese weren’t so stupid after all. 
 
    We parked in front of a large house and Lisa turned to me, inspected me. She frowned. “Close your eyes.” 
 
    I did, and she used her thumb to lightly rub my eyelids. 
 
    “This is Shiela Rose’s house. She volunteered her house for the meeting.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She rubbed my lips. “What’s that?” 
 
    “You have a speck on your lips. Let me get it off.” 
 
    I sat there and she rubbed my lips again. 
 
    “Funny,” I said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Taste’s funny.” 
 
    “That’s the make up on my fingers.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    She exited the car and came around to my side. She opened the door and helped me out. 
 
    I actually needed help. I was definitely feeling my whiskey. Drinking that whole glass on the way over was probably not the smartest thing I have ever done. 
 
    Still, I felt so good, and my cock felt so good, pushing and pulsing and trying to get out. And failing. 
 
    “That feels good,” I said. 
 
    “What?” she had her arm linked in mine and we walked up the walk. 
 
    “My penis. I can’t stop thinking about it, and feeling it.” 
 
    “That’s good. And who owns your penis?” 
 
    “Well,” I giggled, “Isn’t it community property?” 
 
    “That it is,” and she knocked on the door. 
 
    The door opened and we walked into a large foyer, then a large living room. 
 
    A half a dozen women were already there, sitting on the couch, standing and chatting, and they all froze and stared at me. 
 
    If I had been sober i would have run out screaming. The way they stared. 
 
    But, fortunately I wasn’t sober. I grinned, gave a wave and a big, cheerful, “Howdie, girls!” 
 
    Nobody said anything. 
 
    A few looks were passed back and forth. But they kept staring at me. 
 
    “Have I got face on my egg?” I whispered to Linda. 
 
    “No, honey. They’re just stunned by your beauty.” 
 
    “Oh, good.” 
 
    Linda said, “Girls, I would like you to meet my husband. He has been a willing participant in my…our…Female Led Revolution.” 
 
    I blinked, I wanted to ask her if she meant ‘relationship,’ and not ‘revolution,’ but she kept talking. 
 
    “Robert has agreed to have his manhood locked up, and to learn the discipline that is necessary to be a contributing member of our new society. You can see that he is also willing to experiment in other areas. Please feel free to talk to Robert, introduce yourselves and ask him any questions you wish.” 
 
    With that she turned me loose. Just took her arm out of mine and headed for the kitchen. i stood there, unsure of myself, but drunk enough not to care. And the ladies began to loosen up. 
 
    On gal, an older gal with pretty grey hair and a slender figure, came up and introduced herself. “I think you look so lovely tonight. Did you have second thoughts before coming to see us?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. I even needed a few drinks.” 
 
    Another girl touched my arm. “And you really have a chastity device on?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Want to see it?” 
 
    That was the drunk me talking, no cares, no inhibitions, but the girls took it seriously.  
 
    “Surely,” blurted a cute redhead with a wide butt and wider boobs. “If you feel comfortable showing us.” 
 
    “Sure. Why not.” I undid my pants and let them drop.  
 
    “Oh!” the faces surrounding me opened up. one girl said, “Pretty panties.” 
 
    I looked down. I remembered. Linda had helped me put on my underwear, and she must have grabbed a pair of her own by mistake. I probably would have noticed if my nuts had fallen out the side, but with everything tucked into the chastity cage, and my nuts up tight, I hadn’t. 
 
    “Oh,” I said. 
 
    The older lady observed. “That’s very pretty. Isn’t it, ladies?” 
 
    They all agreed, and the older lady gently tugged my panties down. 
 
    I stood there and they all gasped in awe. My cock was pulsing obviously, trying to move, but was contained. 
 
    “Does it hurt?” asked a gal. 
 
    “Not really. Feels pretty good, once you get used to it.” 
 
    “Look! It’s dripping!” 
 
    Sure enough, I looked down and saw a bit of pre-cum oozing out the slit on the head. 
 
    “Can I feel it?” 
 
    But the red headed girl didn’t wait for an answer. She grabbed my package and hefted it. I groaned. “Oh…” 
 
    “Careful, girls,” said the grey-haired lady wryly. “We don’t want any accidents.” 
 
    Then the girls took their turns fondling my tube, squeezing it, and holding balls. 
 
    “They feel so full.” 
 
    “They are,” I agreed. 
 
    Then the older lady reached up and held my chin with one hand. She turned my face one way, then the other. “And your make up is so tastefully done.” 
 
    I blinked a big blink. Make up? When had…and then I understood. She had not only blotted out the black eyes, but she had matched my skin color, and then, when I wasn’t expecting it, Linda had colored my eyelids. And in the car, there hadn’t been any speck on my lips. She had put lipstick on me! 
 
    For a moment I was lost. but the ladies were gushing, and they were so enthralled by my…my transition, that I relaxed almost before I panicked. 
 
    “And what is the division of labor in your household?” 
 
    “Well, I…” I bumbled through an explanation of what my chores were. Interestingly, knowing what direction these gals were going in, I fibbed a little. I told them I did some dusting and the dishes, because i had done them. Once. 
 
    And they asked more questions, and I looked up. 
 
    Linda was standing next to the sofa, half sitting on it, and watching me, and nodding. She was most pleased with me. 
 
      
 
    At home I looked at myself in the mirror. 
 
    Yep. I was fully made up. At least around the eyes. And my eyes sparkled and popped. 
 
    Also, I had on bright, red lipstick. 
 
    I touched my lips with a finger. 
 
    “So, what do you think?” asked Linda. She was unrolling nylons on the side of the bed. 
 
    I was still a little high. Not drunk, but sort of happy and stunned all at the same time. 
 
    “I’m not sure.” 
 
    “What do you think of the make up job I did on you?” 
 
    “It’s…it’s good.” 
 
    She stood up and came to me, her heavy breasts pressed against me. She had a tube of lipstick in her hand and she reached up and colored my lips. 
 
    “Just good?” 
 
    I was silent. 
 
    “I want to kiss your gorgeous lips.” 
 
    A while later, our lipsticks smeared, I asked, “How far is this going to go?” 
 
    She pulled me to the bed, pushed me back and sat on top of me. “I’ll let you know.” 
 
    But I couldn’t let it go. “Are you going to make me wear female underwear and everything? Bras and…and stuff?” 
 
    “Probably.” She leaned down with a grin and smeared my lipstick some more. 
 
    “And what about dresses?” 
 
    “Would you like to wear a dress?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Maybe.” 
 
    “Then I don’t know. Maybe.” 
 
    “And make up?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. And we’re going to trim your eyebrows and give you some nails. They can be clear during the week, but long and red on the weekends. And you need to shave your body. It’s going to feel so kinky when you start wearing garters and nylons, and we’re going to have to look into corsets, and your hair has to be styled, and…” 
 
    I listened. Somewhat in shock. My cock struggled down below. 
 
    I finally asked, “Can I cum?” 
 
    She sat up then, stopped kissing me and talking, and sat up and held my hands down. Her breasts hung and touched my chest. My cock pulsed against her pussy. Unable to erect, but the feel of my throbbing turning her on. 
 
    “Do you want to cum?” 
 
    “Well, yeah!” 
 
    “When?” 
 
    And that question stopped me. I was moved into a new level of thought. I considered that I had never been so happy as when she had tricked me, put make up on me, and let the girls handle my caged but impotent manhood. 
 
    “When?” she asked again. Staring at me, demanding. 
 
    I could say now, and she would do it. She would let me throw her down and insert my penis and…and was that what I really wanted? 
 
    Or did I want to be feminized, made to wear women’s clothes, maybe even spanked. 
 
    For that was all part of the potential of a Female Led Relationship. 
 
    As was the excitement in my groin. The excitement that would go away with a squirt. The thrill of giving myself over to another human being, of trusting in love. 
 
    “When?” She persisted, and I think she knew what was going on in my mind. 
 
    I opened my mouth, my red smeared mouth, and I whispered, “When you want me to.” 
 
    She smiled. kissed me again, and said, “Good answer.” 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    END
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Eat your vegetables, honey.” 
 
    Was it my imagination? Or was Marcy snickering? 
 
    “Of course, dear.” I spooned the mixed vegetables into my mouth. Hunh, it tasted like she put a little extra butter on them. Oh, well. Vegetables were okay. Tasted like buttery cardboard, but I could stomach them. 
 
    Not that I liked them, but my mother used to give me heaping helpings of the darned stuff, and giggle, ‘Puts lead in your pencil.” 
 
    I was young and didn’t really understand, and when I got older I didn’t want to understand, but…here I was again, eating vegetables. And my wife, bless her heart said the same damn thing. 
 
    So I ate my vegetables and had no idea that it was all a nefarious plot. 
 
    “Are you going to be working late again?” 
 
    “Uh,” put down the guilt, up with the excitement. “Yep.” 
 
    “Poor dear.” 
 
    “That’s okay, I don’t mind.” 
 
    My wife just smiled. But…was there a bit of a glimmer in her eyes? 
 
    For a brief moment I worried that she might know.  
 
    But, no, she couldn’t know. No way she could know. I was safe. 
 
    So I finished my dinner, smiled, and went back to work. 
 
      
 
    I work at Hanson’s Guarantee downtown. Yep, I’m one of those financial advisor guys. It’s not a hard job. I talk to people on the phone, tell them to invest, or get the heck out, and get a commission.  
 
    To people who don’t understand money it’s hard, but I’ve got a talent, and I could do this in my sleep. 
 
    In fact, I have. I got a case of Covid last year and went home and did all my work. Nobody ever even knew I was sick, they just thought I had decided to work at home. 
 
    I drove into the parking lot and parked, got out and entered the building. 
 
    This time of night only a couple of us diehards are there. But I wasn’t a diehard. At least not about money. 
 
    “Hi, Mr. Jones,” the night guard called. I waved to him and went up the elevator. 
 
    “Hey, Johnny,” one of the other finanace guys greeted me on his way out of the building. “Not enough punishment, eh?” 
 
    “Never enough,” I grinned. He went down the elevator and I walked back into the offices. Through the maze of the beginners, into the row of the Veeps.  
 
    I’m a veep. You make enough money they make you a Veep. We have over 20 Veeps. I’m one of the high producer Veeps so I get my own office, a key to the Veep bathroom, and an unGodly bonus at Christmas. 
 
    “Hi, Mr. Jones,” Stella Barretti, a very sexy secretary came out of an office. She looked a little tousled, straightened up her dress. Man, she looked good. The office she had just come out of was Sam Wither’s. Man, I didn’t know he’d been tapping her. I didn’t even know she was tappable. I’d have to look into that. 
 
    I opened my office, stepped in, closed the door, and she attacked me. 
 
    “Oh, Johnny!” She kissed me voraciously. She near sucked my tongue out of my head. Her arms were around me like pythons on steroids. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” I kissed her back. I felt her mighty and magnificent bazooms. 
 
    She was Shiela Constance. The best looking secretary, with the nicest set of bosoms and the most velvety snatch in the company. In the town. In the whole damn world. 
 
    Her hands started undoing my zipper, and in a half a sec she had the zip down and the monster out. 
 
    I’m a hefty lad. Over eight by a smidge, and chunky. Makes it look smaller, it’s so wide, until it gets time to put it down a throat. Oh, baby, that is the only real drawback to having a big dick. Some guys say you’re too big for the snatch, but that’s not true. Heck, babies come out of them snatches, and while my dick is big, it’s not as big as a baby! 
 
    No, the real drawback is that a lot of women can’t give head to it. 
 
    I know, the old joke, women have big mouths they should be able to…but…reality is that while women love to play cock queen, fucking the biggest dick they can, almost none of them want to suck on a fire hose that’s going to make them gag, and that before it even spews out a gallon of the good stuff. 
 
    “Oh, baby, I couldn’t wait.” She pulled my dick, and me, towards the couch against the wall. As she moved me she palpated my testicles and kissed the head of my big guy. 
 
    “Easy, girl, don’t make me cum before I get into you.” 
 
    She giggled, let go of me long enough to pull her panties down, then she bent over the arm of the couch. 
 
    Man, I was looking at grade AAA, prime, not government inspected pussy. With a capital P. And U…S…S…Yippee. 
 
    She was moist, and I was slick from her mouth. I gripped her by the flare of her hips and pointed my dick right down into her tunnel of love. 
 
    “UNH!” She groaned as I plumbed the depths. We felt my penis expand her walls, my big veins ripple along the length of her. 
 
    She reached between her legs and gripped my balls. She squeezed in time to my thrusts, and it wasn’t long before I was on the edge. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” I muttered. I began to squirt. And squirt, and squirt. I’m a big cummer, and the white drool leaked out of her hole and slid down her legs. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” I finished, slapped her ass and stepped back. 
 
    “Fuck!” Shiela whined. “I didn’t cum yet.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about it, just give me a minute.” 
 
    She got off the couch, moving a bit awkwardly, and stood up. She grabbed a wad of tissues from the box on my desk and began wiping her legs off. 
 
    “They oughta invent a cumless cum,” she stated. 
 
    I laughed, sat down behind my desk and swiveled my chair. 
 
    I looked out the window over the big city. 
 
    I was on the top floor of a pretty good-sized building. I had it made. I had a wife to cook and sew for me, a girlfriend who took care of my other needs. I was wealthy, didn’t even have to come into work if I didn’t want…life was good. Really good. 
 
    Shiela pulled up one of the conference table chairs and sat next to me. “Want a drink?” 
 
    “Yeah, sure.” 
 
    She went to the bar in the corner and mixed a couple of light bourbon and Cokes. 
 
    I sipped, and enjoyed the twinkling lights, the idea that a million people were beneath me, living their small lives while I lived my grandiose one. 
 
    Finally, Shiela whispered to me. “Are you hard, yet? Johnny?” 
 
    I grinned, swiveled towards her, and—that’s when it hit. 
 
    From a leering grin I went to a kicked in the stomach groan. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “My belly.” 
 
    It hurt. It felt bad. I put my hands over it, but even the touch of my hands hurt. 
 
    “Are you okay?” 
 
    “It hurts!” 
 
    I bent forward a little, but the pain, if anything, increased. 
 
    “Johnny?” Shiela was alarmed now. 
 
    I was alarmed, too. I felt like a mule had kicked me in the belly. I felt like my stomach was a miniature cement mixer, and my guts were going around and around. 
 
    Shiela got me dressed and helped me down to the lobby. 
 
    “Get me an Uber,” I said. “I can’t drive!” 
 
    The Uber pulled up in front and Shiela and guard helped me out to the Prius. 
 
    The driver took one look at me, “You ain’t gonna…” he looked at Shiela and the guard, “He ain’t gonna puke, is he?” 
 
    I lay across the backseat. I wished I could puke. But all I could do was feel the pain. Funny, it felt like the pain was lower now, in my lower intestines. And it seemed to actually be focusing. I felt shards of pain shooting down towards my groin. “Drive.” 
 
    “You ain’t gonna puke! you better not puke!” 
 
    “I will if you don’t drive.” 
 
    The driver took off, and fast. He was hoping he’d get rid of me before I could empty my guts all over his backseat. 
 
    “Oh…fuck,” I moaned. The pain was in my groin now. Right in my pubic area, above my cock. Shooting pains, hurting pains, no thoughts of a hard on now. 
 
    The Prius driver pulled up in front of my house. He helped me out of the car. “Thanks for not puking, man.” 
 
    “Unh,” I whimpered. 
 
    The front door opened as he got me up on the porch and Marcy took over. 
 
    “I’m sick,” I cried. 
 
    “I know,” Marcy managed to tip the driver, then she was walking me through the house. 
 
    “I’m really sick.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    I managed to look at her. I was miserable, my hair lank, sweat pouring off me, my stomach roiling like ben wah balls were fucking in my belly. 
 
    She didn’t look concerned. She was just acknowledging me. 
 
    “Call a doctor.” 
 
    “No need for a doctor.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    She walked me into the living room, got me to a couch, and sat down…pulling me across her lap. 
 
    “Oh!” I was all fucked up, and now confused. What was she doing? 
 
    Marcy undid my belt and pulled my pants down. 
 
    Oh, she was getting me ready for bed. But why didn’t she do this in the bedroom? 
 
    She pulled my tighty whitey’s down. I felt the cool air on my fanny, and I felt like I was going to regurgitate my kidney. And spleen and liver. 
 
    “It’s okay, honey.” 
 
    “It’s…doctor…” I was whispering. I didn’t have the energy to speak. 
 
    “No, dear. You don’t need a doctor. You just need a little of this—“ 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    I lurched upward. the sudden pain of her hand on my ass shocked me. I was sick, and she was spanking me? 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Yet, even as I lurched upward from the pain on my ass, the pain in my belly lessened. I could feel it. It just…dimmed and damped and started to go away. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Don’t be a baby. This is what you need.” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “But I don’t feel well!” But I was feeling better. 
 
    She paused, rubbed my now sore fanny briefly, and said, “Johnny, you need this because…you’ve been bad.” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    And…SMACK, SMACK, SMACK! 
 
      
 
    I woke up and the sun was shining. Marcy had just opened the drapes, the sound of them opening had woken me, and now she sat in a chair next to the bed and considered me. 
 
    “Oh,” I said. I expected there to be pain. I expected that my gall bladder had exploded and needed to be removed, but there was no pain. 
 
    “What?” I sat up. Actually moving quickly. Surprised by the lack of pain. 
 
    “Good morning, Johnny.” 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    “You cheated.” 
 
    I kept control of my face. There was no way she knew. I started to push the covers back, to move my legs out, and she said, “I gave you some special ‘medicine’ at dinner last night. In your vegetables. If you used your penis outside of mariage it would result in you getting sick.” 
 
    “What? You gave me something?” I was trying to push away the other part of her statement, about me using my penis. 
 
    She shook her head sadly and I studied her closely. 
 
    My wife is beautiful. Big boobs, nice ass. Shiny blonde and always keeps herself in top condition. 
 
    So why do I cheat? I don’t know. Because I’m a man? She certainly wasn’t lacking in the fuck department, I could tap into her whenever I wanted. But there was just something more exciting about fresh poontang. 
 
    Look, I know I’m wrong. But that’s just me. I gotta have the good stuff, no matter how much good stuff is waiting for me at home. 
 
    “I gave you some medicine my grandmother told me about. You know my grandmother? The old crone?” 
 
    Oh, fuck. Her grandmother was from the old country, and I had once made the mistake fo referring to her as an old crone. Marcy never let me forget it. 
 
    “What…what was this medicine?” 
 
    “Bad boy medicine. That’s what my Grandmother called it. 
 
    “Bad boy medicine.” 
 
    It’s long lasting. Will last the rest of your life. The first stage you’ve already gone through.” 
 
    “The pain I was in last night.” then I remembered and my eyes went wide. “You spanked me!” 
 
    I did. And it was quite enjoyable. I remember my granny telling me how much fun it was to spank a man, but I didn’t understand. Now I do.” 
 
    She nodded slowly and thoughtfully.  
 
    “But…why? I was sick. I was in pain. And you give me more pain? That doesn’t make any sense!” 
 
    “It makes perfect sense. You had the pain because you were bad. I spanked you for being bad, and the pain went away. Believe me, if the pain hadn’t left…well, the fact of you having pain proved that you cheated. 
 
    I was sitting up, still slightly covered by the sheets, and staring at her. 
 
    “So you give me some vile concoction and risk my life because you think I’ve been cheating.” 
 
    “Medicine only works on people who have been bad.” She watched me. 
 
    I struggled with this. I didn’t want to admit to anything. I had heard horror stories of people who had been taken to the cleaners by a divorce. 
 
    I didn’t want a divorce. I loved my wife. but giving me some ‘old world potion,’ that was crazy! 
 
    She let me have my thoughts for a minute, then she dropped the second bomb. 
 
    “That’s the first phase. The pain. Then there’s the second phase.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Lift the sheets and look at yourself.” 
 
    I blinked. What the…? 
 
    I looked down and lifted the sheet. 
 
    My penis was there. About half the size. Four inches, not eight. 
 
    Suddenly I felt the shock. My heart pounding so hard I thought it would bust out of my chest, the sinking feeling, like my stomach was trying to drop down and get out of my asshole. 
 
    I began to shake and stutter. 
 
    “What…what…what…” 
 
    If you didn’t cheat the medicine has no effect. You cheat and…” she shrugged. 
 
    I put my hand around the penis. Instead of holding a hunk of man meat I was holding a Vienna sausage. 
 
    “What…what…?” I looked up Shiela, down at my puny peeny. Up at Shiela. 
 
    She wasn’t smiling, but she was enjoying. 
 
    “But…what…why…Can you…” 
 
    “Can I do something about it? Of course I can. But you’re not going to like it.” 
 
    “What…do something! Give me the antidote.” 
 
    “Didn’t you hear me? It’s for life. No antidote. But there is a way to make it stop shrinking, even make it bigger again. Do you want to hear about the third phase?” 
 
    “Third…third…” I can honestly say I was mind blasted. Flabbergasted. Gobsmacked. 
 
    I felt like a herd of monkeys had just performed a cranial lobotomy on me and were dancing in a circle, playing catch with what was left of my brain. 
 
    “The third phase is that, should you choose not to take your medicine, your penis will disappear. It will shrink, and turn into a clitoris. Yes, my beloved husband who cheats on his wife, if you don’t take your medicine then you will turn into a woman.” 
 
    I still spoke, protested, but words didn’t come out. Just blitherings and drools, sputterings and mumbo jumbo. 
 
    Shiela finally smiled. “Would you like to know what the cure for your ‘medicine’ consists of?” 
 
    My mouth was trembling, jerking open to shut, jerking shut to open. My eyes were blinking. My brain was like a revolving door that just kept spinning and spinning and spinning. 
 
    “This is the funny thing,” Shiela said, a slight smile now decorating her face. “It’s going to sound stupid.” 
 
    I said nothing, just watched from my shuddering, quivering face. 
 
    “Applying pressure to the buttocks in an impactful manner tends to send shock waves through the necessary parts of the body. This tends to reverse the shrinking procedure.” 
 
    “What are you…” I was so confused. 
 
    “Spanking.” 
 
    “Spanking?” 
 
    “It causes a vibration which stops the shrinkage, and even makes the peeny big again. Isn’t it funny? Like hammering a nail and watching it come out the other side of a board. 
 
    “Spanking.” 
 
    “Would you like one now? It works pretty quickly. I could probably give you an inch with fifteen minutes of fanny tanning. A spanking a day make the peeny stay. And even grow bigger.” 
 
    “Spanking.” I was dumfounded and didn’t really know what to say. 
 
    “Come now. Lay across my lap. My hand is sore from last night, but I’ve got a hair brush that is marvelous. And we can get a ping pong paddle. Maybe drill holes in it so it will go through the air faster. Wouldn’t you like that? And then there’s belts—men love to get whipped with their own belts—and switches and, of course, all sorts of crops and whips. We’re going to have so much fun.” 
 
    “I don’t…do you…” 
 
    “Come, dear. Let me give you a spanking and you’ll grow, and that will make you feel so much better.” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    She leaned forward and took my hand. She sat down in a chair and said, “Look at your penis. It’s about four inches. When I get done it will be about five. That will be proof. Right?” 
 
    “I…I guess…” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Oh, my God! I didn’t realize it, but my ass was sore from the night before. Each smack, though not delivered as hard as the night before, was twice as painful. 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “Oh shush up. Take it like a little boy.” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    She picked up speed. I would have crawled off her lap, run for it, except that the pain was too much, and I was stiff and sore from feeling the stomach pain the night before. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Tears came to my eyes, dripped on her legs. 
 
    “Oh, he’s crying. What a baby.” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    For ten minutes, though it felt like an hour, she spanked me. Hundreds of strokes. Finally, she finished, rubbed my ass with one palm, which made me jump, then pushed me off her lap. 
 
    “Oh, ow!” I cried, touching my ass and looking up at her reproachfully. 
 
    “Look at your dick.” 
 
    I blinked and looked down. 
 
    It was about six inches. 
 
    “Hunh,” she grunted. “I thought it would take more. I guess the extra pain from it being a hair brush, instead of just a hand, made it grow more. Want to make it grow bigger?” 
 
    “I…but…” Tears were streaming down my face. 
 
    “A little secret, not commonly advertised, but Granny told me that pulling on the penis would make it grow. And a blow job, pardon me, a suck job, would make it grow, and if you fuck and actually squirt, well, baby, that should really do it. In the marital bed, of course.” 
 
    “You’re…you’re…you want to suck on my penis?” 
 
    “No. Not a chance. There’s no telling where that filthy thing has been. And, let’s face it, you haven’t been trustworthy, I don’t feel like doing my wifely duty and laying down for you.” 
 
    “But then…what…what…” 
 
    “Jack off.” 
 
    “What?” My voice squeaked. 
 
    “Sure. Stroke your little peeny and cum. Your penis will actually grow a bit. Pull on it for a while, it’ll grow, and if you squirt, that should really make it grow. Why, heck. You could be back to normal in no time. Unless, of course, you have an aversion to playing with yourself.” 
 
    My ass was terribly red, and now my face was red. “You want me to…to masturbate.” 
 
    “Right here, right now, right in front of me.” 
 
    “Why in front of me?” 
 
    “I’m the one you did the bad thing to. Any sexual activity should take place right in front of me to have the best effect.” 
 
    “You’re kidding.” 
 
    “Look at yourself now. Six inches? You squirt and you’ll have your proof.” 
 
    I looked down at my weenie. Six inches. Throbbing and pulsing. Did it actually enjoy the spanking? 
 
    Traitor! 
 
    “Go on. Here’s some hand cream. Make it easier.” 
 
    She held out a tube and squirted a big glob of lube onto my hand. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” I muttered. I was so sore I couldn’t sit on my ass. I tried to do it on my side. Shiela smirked, and I finally stood up. I began to slide my hand back and forth. 
 
    Oh, God, was I embarrassed. I was humiliated. It felt like the cells in my face were going to catch fire. 
 
    Shiela watched interestedly. “Hmm. Looks good.” 
 
    I whimpered, but kept stroking. 
 
    It was odd, it felt like it wasn’t even my penis. It felt small. Besides, I hadn’t jacked off for years, not since I was a teenager and had discovered that girls were better and easier than a hand. 
 
    “That’s it. A little rhythm.” 
 
    I glared at her, but kept stroking. I could feel an end in sight. 
 
    “You should play with your balls. Or maybe your nipples. It’ll make it easier.” 
 
    “Huh…huh…huh…” I stroked. 
 
    “I don’t have balls, but nipples, yes, they really get you going. Trying pulling on your nipples.” 
 
    “You…jack…off?” 
 
    “All the time.” 
 
    “Why don’t…you…take the…medicine?” 
 
    My hand was rubbing faster, it was a blur, and I could feel the semen roiling around inside. 
 
    “I’m not a cheater.” 
 
    “You…jacked…you…” 
 
    “I only jacked off when you shot too soon and left me wanting. That’s another thing, honey. You have been very selfish. Squirt and roll over and go to sleep. It’s not cheating, but it’s pretty rude. Don’t you think you should be getting me off?” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    I was close. 
 
    Shiela unbuttoned her blouse and reached inside. I slowed down, surprised, and watched. Was she going to fuck me?  
 
    Her hand went back and forth, two fingers inside her bra. She was playing with her nipple! 
 
    “Fuck!” I whined, and tried to pick up the speed. 
 
    She smiled, and the other hand went under her skirt. She wiggled a bit and I realized she had reached inside her panties. 
 
    “What…what…?” 
 
    “God. I know you find this embarrassing, but this feels good. If you cum I cum. Is that cheating?” 
 
    “I…I…” I began to spew. the white sperm just shot up the cock and surprised me, it was so violent. Drops flew across the room and landed on her feet. 
 
    “Oh! YES!” She came. The sight of me shooting my juices made her shoot hers. Her hips jerked back and forth, spasmed, and locked up. Her eyes rolled back a little, and I could tell she had had a good one. 
 
    As for my cum, it hurt. It hurt because it felt like somebody was pulling on my dick, stretching it out. I didn’t groan in pleasure, I yelped in pain, yelped with every shot of the sperm. 
 
    “Fuck,” I cried, and let go of my dick. It kept pulsing, and semen came out, but, most amazing, it was almost normal size. 
 
    “Fuck!” I repeated, and: “That hurt!” 
 
    “Yes. I thought it would. Having your dick pulled until it’s two inches bigger, that should hurt.” 
 
    Still, it was back to normal. Looked a little red, but…back to normal. 
 
    “Well, that was entertaining,” Marcy got up and walked out of the room. 
 
    I didn’t do much the rest of the day. What had happened seemed surreal, impossible. Like a memory that wasn’t real. but…could I doubt? 
 
    Looking at my cock in the afternoon, feeling it, everything seemed normal. 
 
    So, did it really happen? 
 
    It had, but I was trying so desperately to deny it. 
 
    So I worked from home, Marcy worked around the house, hummed a little, and ignored me. 
 
    She almost seemed happy that I was in such dire straits. 
 
    We had dinner. Sent out for Chinese and ate it while watching the tube. 
 
    I realized that my world had changed. 
 
    I was getting horny. I wanted to go fuck Shiela. I mean, that stuff didn’t really happen to me. It was just a dream. I drank too much beer, fell asleep and had a nightmare. 
 
    But Marcy was so smiley. And I was still giving an occasional shiver. 
 
    At eight o’clock I received a text. Just a question mark. It was from Shiela. 
 
    I texted back. ‘Not tonight.’ Then I sat and thought, and finally added, ‘Tomorrow.’ 
 
    Yeah. Tomorrow. Tomorrow I would be over this bug or whatever it was. Tomorrow I meet up with Marcy. Tomorrow I would be feeling like a million dollars and I would work out my cock like it was in training for the Olympics. Tomorrow. 
 
    I went to bed, and Marcy snuggled up to me. Placed her hand on my cock. Yet she showed no interest in going further. 
 
    I sort of wanted to, but I sort of wanted to save it for Shiela. I wanted to prove that this cock shrinking, suck it back to normal shit was just that. Shit. 
 
    So, in spite of my hard on, I managed to go to sleep, and I woke up the next day feeling like a million dollars. 
 
    I looked at my cock. Yep. Old faithful. Standing up straight and ready to spew. 
 
    I was humming as I showered, then got dressed. 
 
    Marcy fixed me breakfast, no expression on her face, just sort of a…a ‘waiting attitude’ to her. 
 
    Let her wait. 
 
    I kissed her good bye—she was fine with a peck on the cheek—headed out for my car and zipped down the road. 
 
    “Zippety do dah…zippety ay. My oh my, my cock is shooting today.” 
 
    Can you believe it? Singing as I drove, so happy, ready to prove I was a man who couldn’t be dictated to. 
 
    I went upstairs, winked at Shiela as I passed her desk, and threw myself into my work. 
 
    Lunch with a couple of the guys, along with a couple of drinks, and back to the office. 
 
    Another wink at Shiela, who looked hot and horny and ready to go. 
 
    Then, along about five o’clock, everybody starting to go home, I picked up the phone. “Hey, babe. I’m sorry, but I have to work.” 
 
    “Okey dokey.” 
 
    No other comment. No snideness or bitterness. Just, ‘okay, go ahead and work. I don’t care.’ 
 
    Hunh. I’d show the bitch. All this bullshit about a shrinking cock. Three phases. Hunh! 
 
    Six o’clock and everybody’s gone. 
 
    I smiled. I waited. 
 
    Click, my door opened. 
 
    Click, it shut. 
 
    I stood up, and Shiela attacked me. She kissed me so hard I thought our lips would become one. She grabbed for my balls and cock and began manipulating me in the most delightful manner. It wasn’t long before I was rock hard and ready to go. 
 
    She stripped off her clothes and bent over the end of the couch. Excellent. Doggy. My favorite position. 
 
    I stripped off my pants and underpants and moved up behind her. 
 
    She was wet and moist and dripping. Her skin was flushed and smooth, velvet to the nerves in my manhood. 
 
    I slid in, and it was delicious. It was like slipping into a hot bubbly bath while drinking a bottle of bourbon. 
 
    “Mmmmmm!” came out of me. 
 
    “Mmm?” Something was weird… 
 
    “MMMM!” What was that…what was… 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    I pulled out of her looked down. Right before my very eyes my cock was shrinking! It grew smaller…and smaller. It reached the halfway mark. Four inches. Then it continued. It stopped shrinking at two inches. 
 
    Two fucking inches? What the fuck! 
 
    I was moving around the office, and Shiela was following me. “What’s wrong? What’s wrong?” 
 
    “This!” I turned to her. 
 
    She looked at my cock. Laying in my hand. And she didn’t understand. then she figured it out. Two inches laying across my palm. Two, small, teeny weeny, little inches! 
 
    Fifty millimeters, but even saying that large number didn’t make my cock any bigger. 
 
    My cock was small. Shrunk. 
 
    Oddly, the pain had gone away. Maybe if I had stayed inside Shiela…but I don’t see how I could have. Two inches was so small it would have fallen out. I mean…two inches! 
 
    And, to make it worse, Shiela started to giggle. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    She giggled some more. “I can’t help it. It’s just so darned…cute!” 
 
    “It’s not cute!” 
 
    How could she call my tragedy cute? 
 
    “But it’s so small. Can I suck it? You’ve always wanted a blow job, and now it’s not too big.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    I was actually afraid for her to take it in her mouth. What if…what if it got…smaller!? 
 
    “Oh, come on, honey,” she tried to stop giggling, but her face was broken out in a monster smile. “It’s not…it’s okay…we can still…” then she totally lost it. She started guffawing, bent over and holding her belly, laughing so hard I thought she would, literally, bust a gut. 
 
    “Shiela?” I implored. 
 
    But she wouldn’t, couldn’t stop laughing. She put on her clothes tried to stop, but couldn’t.” 
 
    “Shiela? Where are you going?” 
 
    “I…I think we’re done here.” She pushed on the door, leaned against the frame. She was laughing so hard she could hardly walk. She turned back to me, looked at my helpless face, my tragedy stricken eyes…and laughed even harder. 
 
    “Yeah, we’re done,” I whimpered. 
 
    She staggered down the hallway, down the elevator, and out of the building. But she whispered something to the security guard, and when I came down ten minutes later he was biting his lip and had a huge shit eating look on his face. 
 
    “Good night, Mr. Jones.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. I was mortified. I couldn’t talk. But I hadn’t taken but a couple of steps outside the building before I heard him bust into a bellow of laughter. 
 
    I got in my car and drove home.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    I didn’t say anything, but I didn’t have to. Marcy knew. She took one look at my hurt and confusion, and the bright red humiliation on my face, and she looked away real quick. Biting her lip and trying not to laugh. 
 
    To her credit, she didn’t laugh. But it was right there, her lips wiggling with the desire to bust out, the look in her eyes. 
 
    “So you tried to do it again, eh?” 
 
    My mouth opened. I wanted to say shut up. I closed my mouth. 
 
    What do you say to the truth? 
 
    “It’s supposed to be worse as you go along. How big is it?” 
 
    A bare whisper: “Two inches.” 
 
    “Oh, my Lord!” She clapped a hand over her mouth and physically held herself in. Held in the guffaws and titters and everything else that goes for laughter. 
 
    I walked past her, tears in my eyes. I went into the living room and stood for a moment. Then I walked into the kitchen. Then outside.  I was so messed, I didn’t know what to do. Finally, I sat down on a patio chair. 
 
    It was dark. About nine o’clock. I felt like screaming, shrieking, crying. In fact, I was crying, tears just kept coming out and leaking down my cheeks. 
 
    What was happening to me? How could this…how could my dick…what was I going to do? 
 
    A few minutes later Marcy came out and handed me a drink. She sat down in the chair next to me and sipped from her own. 
 
    “What now?” I asked, my manner completely subdued. 
 
    “What now what?” she asked. 
 
    “How do I get my dick bigger.” Yet I wasn’t asking, I was affirming, and expected her to step up and volunteer to tan my fanny. 
 
    “I don’t know. You could try to jack off, but two inches, that’s not much to grab.” 
 
    I stared at her. I had sipped my drink, and now I took a big gulp. 
 
    “Aren’t you going to…to spank me?” 
 
    “Hunh. You’d like that, but…no. Tell the truth, while I love you whining and crying and all, it hurts the hands.” 
 
    “Use a paddle,” blurted out of me. I was desperate. I wanted my dick back. 
 
    She thought about it, and said, “My arm will just get tired and sore. Besides, why should I help you? You’ve cheated on me. Maybe it’s time you learned what life as a little dick is like.” 
 
    “And that’s it? You’re just going to…to abandon me?” I paused, then threw it out. “You’re just going to laugh at me?” 
 
    She turned her head and considered me. There was enough light from the house that I could see her wide grin. “I’m not the one who decided to cheat, to break vows, to stick my dick in an unauthorized vagina.” 
 
    Nothing I could say to that. 
 
    “And, just so you know, do you know what happens if your dick doesn’t grow back?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Phase three. It will eventually keep shrinking, turn into a clit. You’ll probably grow breasts, though granny was a little unclear on that. But, chances are, if you don’t handle this situation, you’ll end up being a little girl. Well, good night.” 
 
    She finished her drink, stood up and went back inside. 
 
    Let me tell you, those next couple of hours were the darkest in my history. Probably in all of history. 
 
    Robbed of my manhood. Threatened with becoming…what? A transgender? A woman? Sex change? What do they call it? 
 
    And what was the solution? Find somebody to spank me. 
 
    I began to consider. I could ask one of the guys at work to spank me, but…but they would laugh and make fun of me. 
 
    Maybe one of my old girl friends? Surely they’d be willing to slap my ass for a while, right? 
 
    But the more I thought about it the more I didn’t want that. I didn’t want people knowing about my little cock, and I really didn’t want people thinking I was a class AAA perv, asking for spankings. 
 
    Then I had images of myself wandering the streets, going from town to town, asking people to spank me. 
 
    It was not a reassuring thought. 
 
    Finally, I pulled myself out of my funk. I was going to have to figure this thing out by myself. So I went inside, to the computer room, and fired up the computer. 
 
    Yep, I was going to that place where you find al-l-l the answers. I was going to the internet. 
 
    Within an hour I had a solution. 
 
      
 
    The next day I set about implementing that solution. 
 
    First, I asked for a couple of weeks of vacation. I just called up one of the presidents of my company and asked for my overdue vacation time. Done. No problem. 
 
    And, I have to admit, I felt a sort of relief. I didn’t want to face Shiela and have her giggling at me. And she would probably tell everybody in the company. And even the security guard was probably telling everybody. 
 
    Second, I went to the hardware store. I bought lumber, nuts and bolts, a small motor, ping pong paddles, and various other bits and doo dads. 
 
    I returned home, and Marcy watched me back up the car and unload the goods. A twinkle in her eye, she asked, “What’s all this?” 
 
    “You’ll find out,” I answered, and I set to work. 
 
    First I moved all the boxes and crap out of the garage. Cleaned the place out good. When I was done there was nothing but the stuff I bought and a weight lifting bench, which had already been in the garage. I began to measure and saw, to fit and hammer. By noon I had the contraption more than half built. By that evening it was almost done. 
 
    Marcy kept coming out to see what was happening, and she finally got it. Her eyes went wide, she giggled, and went back into the house.               
 
    The motor was mounted next to the weight lifting bench. I had drilled holes in the cement floor to make sure nothing would move. 
 
    On the side of the box was a flywheel. Attached to the flywheel were half a dozen ping pong paddles. 
 
    I tested fired the machine, and the paddles started revolving. I put my hand out and… 
 
    SLAP! 
 
    SLAP! 
 
    SLAP! 
 
    SLAP! 
 
    “Ow!” I jerked my hand back. A little too hard. I adjusted the speed, tried it again, and it was perfect. Hard enough to cause a bit of pain, but it wasn’t going to split my skin. 
 
    Marcy stood in the doorway to the kitchen, a huge smile on her face. “So that’s your big plan. A spanking machine.” 
 
    “You betcha. Where there’s a will there’s a way.” I was pretty proud of myself. 
 
    “Fire it up. I want to see this.” 
 
    Fine. Bitch. I grinned. 
 
    I got onto the bench and presented my fanny. I clicked a switch and…  
 
    SLAP! 
 
    SLAP! 
 
    SLAP! 
 
    I turned it off. Hunh. Too soft, but…no, wait, I was wearing clothes. 
 
    Marcy watched as I shut the garage door, then took off my clothes. She giggled a bit at the sight of my tiny weeny. 
 
    I walked past her, made a drink. Quaffed it. No, it wasn’t going to break my butt, but I might have to do this for a while. Better to be a bit lubricated. 
 
    I got back on the bench, my small dick hanging down. Well, it was actually too small to hang. It just sort of stuck out there, like a ten year old’s. 
 
    I clicked the switch. 
 
    SLAP! 
 
    SLAP! 
 
    SLAP! 
 
    SLAP! 
 
    SLAP! 
 
    SLAP! 
 
    First, I groaned. I could do this, but I had to get used to it. 
 
    Second, almost immediately I got a hard on. 
 
    It wasn’t much, just a little extra stiffening of my puny peeny, but…blood was rushing into my cock. 
 
    Good. The more blood that rushed in, the more pressure pushed it out, it would start growing in no time. 
 
    After ten minutes I got up and looked at my cock. Yep. It was bigger, but not by a lot. But it was bigger. I went in for another drink. 
 
    Marcy was doing the dishes and she slapped me on the ass when I passed. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    “Just trying to help your frame of mind.” 
 
    “Well, don’t.” 
 
    “Oh, poor boy. He’s all angry because I won’t give him a spanking.” 
 
    “You laugh now, but I have a plan.” 
 
    Actually, I hadn’t, but she got me angry and suddenly I had a plan. Heh heh. 
 
    I drank my drink, then went back into the garage. 
 
    By midnight I had grown an inch. And I was drunk. And my ass felt like a herd of beavers had been slapping me with their tails. 
 
    I mean, it HURT! 
 
    But what’s pain when compared to the size of your dick, right? 
 
    I crawled into bed. and Marcy placed her feet on me and pushed. 
 
    “OW!” I had landed on, of all places, my ass. “What’d you do that for?” I looked up at her from the floor. 
 
    “You stink. You perspired all day, and spanking is making your pores leak, and you smell like you’ve been drinking all night.” 
 
    “Fuck!” I got up and went to the shower. When I finally got back in bed I didn’t stink, and Marcy didn’t kick me out. But she didn’t roll over and tell me how much she loved me, either. 
 
     
 
    It took me six days to get my dick back to normal. An inch a day, but, of course, the days were a little broken up. I could only take so much spanking before I needed a break. 
 
    I went out and bought a gallon of lineament and spent a lot of time rubbing my ass. 
 
    Marcy, of course, kept laughing at me.  
 
    But I think maybe she wanted me to get my dick back. Maybe she wanted me to use that big, old engine of destruction on her. 
 
    Well, I was delusional. And the reason that I was delusional was that I was getting about as horny as I had ever been. The spanking was forcing blood into my cock. Being naked and having my dick and balls jiggle under the impact of the paddles was making me horny. 
 
    And, of course, I wasn’t getting any. 
 
    I had been having sex once every day or two ever since I had discovered girls, now I wasn’t getting any. Not from Marcy, and I didn’t even see Shiela and the other girls at the office. 
 
    I tell ya, my cock was rigid, like an iron rod, a big, iron rod. And my balls were filled with semen. Lots of semen. And, of course, my balls were turning blue. 
 
    But, no matter how horny I was, I wasn’t about to go begging. Besides, I had a plan. 
 
    I took a day off and let my fanny recover. It was pretty tender, and I just lazed around the pool. 
 
    I caught Marcy staring at my resurrected prick, and I could see that she was thinking about it again. Marcy did love a big dick. 
 
    I grinned on the inside. Hah. Now we’d see. 
 
    On the eighth day I went back on the bench. The paddles whirled around, and Marcy came out and stared at me. “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Nothing,” I chuckled. 
 
    Nothing, indeed. If six days of paddling grew me six inches, then what would four more days of paddling do? 
 
    I’ll tell you what they would do. A foot. I would have twelve inches of cock! 
 
    And, there was an ulterior motive. If I had twelve inches I could fuck Shiela, or somebody else, and I would shrink six inches…and still have six inches left! 
 
    Heck, I could fuck anybody I wanted, with as big a dick as they could handle, and I could just regrow it when it shrank. 
 
    Marcy watched for a while, a frown growing on her face. “She finally muttered, “I don’t think that’s a good idea.” 
 
    “You don’t want a bigger cock?” 
 
    “Big is big, but then there’s too big.” 
 
    “Come on, you’ve always been a size queen. You’d love to feel a bigger cock.” 
 
    She shook her head, but I knew she was thinking. 
 
    “Every woman wants to fuck a bigger cock, even if only once. Come on, admit it.” 
 
    “Heck, I’ll admit that, but you’re playing with the old legends. If spanking made for bigger cocks then men would have been demanding spankings since time began. There’s no stories of this…this extra spanking, this cock growing. There’s probably a reason.” 
 
    “Reason Shmeason. We’ll see what you say when I ram this big, old hog to the hilt in your pretty pussy.” 
 
    She didn’t say anything, but she was thinking. Oh, yes. She was thinking. She might be mad at me, she might have given me some sort of ‘dick shrinker,’ or whatever, but just like any woman, she wanted to know what a truly big cock felt like. 
 
    But she was going to have to wait. First I had a date with Shiela. Shiela, the girl who laughed at me. I’d teach her a lesson or twelve (inches). 
 
    Besides, after all that had happened, I still wasn’t convinced that cheating on my wife would cause me to shrink. I had to be sure. 
 
    So, the day I hit 12 inches I smiled, kissed my wife good bye, and headed for work. 
 
    I strode in the front door, and I was wearing a white shirt and tight pants. Tight enough to show the massive salami in my pants. 
 
    I walked up to the front desk and the security guard was there. A black man, and black men are supposed to have sizable hogs, but he stared at my crotch, couldn’t believe the super dong outlined, then looked up at me. 
 
    “Good morning,” I chuckled, and passed him by. 
 
    I strode into the secretaries area, and grins that had been borning were suddenly stifled. Eyes went to my pants and mouths opened. 
 
    “Hi, ladies,” I grinned. 
 
    They just stared at my crotch, then up to my face, and they licked their lips. 
 
    “Hi, Marcy,” I stopped by her desk. The bitch who had laughed at me. 
 
    She had been talking to a friend, but she turned to me, grinned, and then saw what I was packing. 
 
    “Oh, my…” words failed at her. 
 
    “I might need to give you some ‘dick’tation tonight. If you’re available.” 
 
    Available? Was she available? From the look in her eyes she was more than available. She’d be ready for anything this evening, with bells on her toes. 
 
    I sauntered through the common area, men and women blinked and their jaws dropped. I chuckled and made small talk, and made my way back to my office. 
 
    In my office I settled back, laced my hands behind my heads, and swiveled to look out the big window. 
 
    The city spread out before me. Little people…with small penises. People who could only live in envy of my super-sized hog. Ah, yes! 
 
      
 
    I worked the day through, made lots of money, and all the while my penis was stiff and ready. It was dripping, and I called Shiela into my office and asked her for a kotex. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I seem to be leaking pre-cum. You wouldn’t have a Kotex?” 
 
    She did. She had to go to the bathroom for it, but she handed it over, and watched as I lowered my pants then my underpants. My dong stood out like a baseball bat ready to hit a homerun. A steady stream of drizzle emitted from the slit. I slipped the Kotex into my underwear and pulled my pants up. 
 
    Shiela stood and stared like she had been hit with a stupid stick. Her mouth open, her eyes blinking, not believing what she was seeing. 
 
    “But…you’re bigger. How did you get so…big?” 
 
    “Trade secret,” I offered glibly. “Off you go now.” I shooed her out of the office. 
 
    “I’ll be here for your dictation right after dinner.” 
 
    “I know,” I grinned. 
 
    She backed out of the office, as if scared that if she took her eyes off me and my giant cock I, and it, would disappear. 
 
    I went to dinner with a couple of the fellows. We had a few drinks, and they plied me with questions. 
 
    “Is that really you in your pants?” 
 
    “How’d you get so big?” 
 
    “I’ve always been big,” I answered. “Got good genes. You just never noticed.” 
 
    They noticed now, and they all wanted to hang with me, probably hoping that some of my magic might rub off on them. 
 
    I went back to work, and Shiela was waiting for me. Boy, was she waiting for me. She had my cock out of my pants faster than fast, and she was down on her knees licking and slurping my mighty tool. 
 
    But she couldn’t get it into her mouth. Of course not. I didn’t expect her to. Besides, I didn’t want the mouth, I wanted her hole. 
 
    “Come on, baby, let’s do this right.” I opened the couch up into a bed. All us Veeps have couch beds. Sometimes we work so hard and round the clock that we need a place to sleep. 
 
    “Lay, down, baby.” 
 
    Shiela sat on the bed, then laid back. She was wiggling out of her clothes, and shortly she was ready for me. 
 
    I knelt between her legs. I needed two hands to hold my massive cock, and I aimed the head for her pussy. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” I chuckled, rubbing the huge head against her plushness. I took a breath, she opened her eyes wide, and I shoved forward. 
 
    What happened then…I didn’t understand, but…it happened. I was doing one, long shove, but as I shoved the head didn’t go into her pussy, it just shrunk. My weight was dropping, I couldn’t stop myself, I just felt a ripping pain as my cock shrunk. 
 
    The closer I got, the smaller I got. 
 
    I started at twelve inches, at eleven inches I had shrunk to eleven inches. At ten inches I had shrunk to ten. Ateight inches I was down to eight, at four inches I was four inches. 
 
    My cock stopped shrinking at one inch. 
 
    One fucking inch! Not even a prick! Barely a clitoris! 
 
    “Get off me!” Shiela screamed. I did, and she jumped off the bed and stared at me. “You freak!” 
 
    “I…I don’t know…” I was lost and helpless. 
 
    “I thought you were going to give me a thrill, but this…this…” she pointed at my teeny weeny peeny, “it isn’t even a dick!” 
 
    “But, honey…I don’t know what happened!” 
 
    “Well, I do. You faker. You little dick!” 
 
    She picked up her clothes, all while mumbling, “I don’t know what you did with your regular dick, but this…this is just…I’m getting out of here.” 
 
    She scrambled for the door. I begged and pleaded, but she was gone. Really gone. And I knew she wouldn’t come back if I had a twenty inch dick. 
 
    And everybody in the company would know. That smug asshole security guard would know. 
 
    I was finished. 
 
    I would have to work from home forever, there was no way I could show my face around here again. 
 
    I gathered up my clothes and put them on, and, one more weird thing on this night of weird things, they didn’t fit right. My shirt was too big, even though it had fit when I had come to work. My pants dragged on the floor, and they were loose. But they had been tight when I had come to work. 
 
    Even my shoes were a bit loose. 
 
    I ran down to my car, past the security guard without a word. I didn’t want to see the look on his face. 
 
    Then, shock of shocks, the car was too big! Who the fuck had…had stretched my car? 
 
    I had to push the seat all the way to the front, and then I could hardly reach the peddles. 
 
    I drove home, and into the driveway, and got out and ran for the front door. I was tripping on the pants material under my feet. 
 
    I closed the door and put my back to it. I was gasping for breath. My mind was shatterered. 
 
    “Johnny?” Shiela stepped into sight, took one look at me, and knew. Her hand went to her mouth, her knees shook, but she came to me. “You…you fucked somebody.” 
 
    “I didn’t believe you,” I sobbed. 
 
    “But you’re so short!” 
 
    “Do I still have a dick?” I pulled my pants down, which, as they were so loose, was very easy. 
 
    Marcy stared at my crotch. She reached down and touched my…my thing. 
 
    I couldn’t even call it a cock. It was…it was a clitoris. 
 
    “Oh, my. Granny told me, but I didn’t believe her…” she looked up at me. “You’re changing into a girl.” 
 
    “But how do I stop it?” 
 
    “I don’t know…I don’t…” 
 
    “The spanking machine!” 
 
    Slowly, Marcy nodded. “Maybe. If it isn’t too late. But you’re going to have to have a real spanking. Not one of these polite, little panky panks.” 
 
    I ran to the garage door, pulling over-large articles of clothing off my shrinking frame. I was only about five foot six now, and I had lost weight. A lot of weight. 
 
    I climbed up on the bench, and found that I was now too short. My butt was too low for good paddling. 
 
    Marcy came to the kitchen door and watched. 
 
    “Help me,” I begged. 
 
    She came and lent her muscle, and I lowered the flywheel and got up on the bench again. 
 
    SLAP! 
 
    SLAP! 
 
    SLAP! 
 
    “It needs to be harder,” she said. 
 
    I jumped off the bench and adjusted the machine. I got back on and the paddles whirred. 
 
    SLAP! 
 
    SLAP! 
 
    SLAP! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “Good!” shouted Marcy over the sound of the motor. 
 
    SLAP! 
 
    SLAP! 
 
    SLAP! 
 
    I cried. I moaned. I sobbed. My ass felt like somebody was taking a baseball bat to it. 
 
    For an hour I forced myself to kneel on the bench while the machine wailed away. 
 
    Finally, so bruised that my fanny was swelling, Marcy turned off the machine. She helped me off the bench and into the house. She gave me a drink, laid me down, and applied lineament. With a spray bottle. And even that hurt. 
 
    “It didn’t work,” I sobbed. 
 
    “I…no. It doesn’t look like it did. In fact…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’ve got little breasts.” 
 
    I pushed up on my hands and looked at my chest. Sure enough, my pectorals weren’t just swollen, they were shaped like little boobs. 
 
    And I had no doubt they would grow bigger. 
 
    “What happened,” I whispered, staring at my tits. 
 
    “I think you went too far. I think that the spankings don’t force blood into your penis because…well, because you don’t have a penis. But they do force the blood into your…your breasts.” 
 
    “But I don’t…I don’t want to be a girl!” 
 
    Marcy didn’t say anything. She just went and poured me another drink. She came back, handed it to me, and I sipped. I asked, “What are we going to do?” 
 
    “We?” 
 
    “Well, we’re married, aren’t we?” 
 
    “Hmm. Yeah. About that. I think the marriage license says man and woman.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…but I’m a man!” 
 
    “Hmm. Well, I don’t know. Don’t men have penises?” 
 
    I started crying. I mean, really crying. 
 
    Marcy sat on the edge of the bed and rubbed my back. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said. “I should never have cheated on you.” 
 
    “I know,” she said, and she was deep in thought. 
 
    “You know,” she said, “there might be something we can do about this.” 
 
    “Please! Anything.” 
 
    Of course, you might not like it.” She was speaking softly, more like musing to herself. 
 
    “I don’t care what it is! I’ll do it. Anything. Just tell me.” 
 
    So she did. 
 
      
 
    I walked into the bar and waited. Within two minutes a handsome fellow had come up and bought me a drink. 
 
    Of course he did. Who wouldn’t buy a drink for a girl with curvy legs and a big bosom? Who wouldn’t want to get to know a girl with long, blonde hair and big, blue eyes? 
 
    Especially if she was wearing a short skirt and a low cut blouse. 
 
    So I sipped the drink, and me and handsome chatted, and then we danced. 
 
    I don’t mind dancing with guys, but I get a little twitchy when it comes to kissing. 
 
    Oh, I’ve tried it, and sometimes, especially if I’ve had a couple of drinks, kissing a guy can be fun. Really different, but fun. 
 
    So when the guy became a little amorous I said, “You should meet my roommate.” 
 
    The guy blinked. What? What is this chick saying? I giggle because guys are so obvious. It’s written all over their faces. 
 
    “Yeah, I was supposed to meet her, maybe you should come along,” and I showed him a picture. 
 
    Marcy. All fixed up, in lingerie, big boobs, to die for. 
 
    “Whoa,” he looks back at me. 
 
    I giggle, “Maybe we can even do a little two on one. You wouldn’t mind a couple of girls going down on you, would you?” 
 
    “Well, uh…I…I guess…uh…” 
 
    It’s funny. Guys dream of this, but when opportunity knocks they get all tongue tied. 
 
    “Well, come on!” 
 
    We left the bar and he followed me in his car. We drove through the streets, and I was careful not to lose him. He was handsome, strong, happy…just what Marcy wanted. 
 
    We arrived at my house. I parked in the driveway and he parked in the street. I waited for him, then we walked into the house. 
 
    Marcy was waiting, smiling. No subterfuge, no games, we weren’t into that. 
 
    “Hey, baby, come on into the back.” 
 
    She took over and led him away. I went into the kitchen and made myself a Coke high. 
 
    I sat and listened to the sounds of their love making. We had set up a baby cam so I could listen in. The reason was so that if somebody went bad I could go rescue her. 
 
    Though, with a five foot four female body I didn’t know how helpful I would be. 
 
    But we hadn’t had any trouble, and I listened to the kissing, the light talk, the sound of their union. 
 
    There is something unique about a dick in a pussy, the  ‘slurp, slurp’ sound. 
 
    I listened, and I smiled. I was actually starting to like this ‘audio porn.’ At least my pussy was getting wet. 
 
    Heck, maybe I should get over this aversion to men. 
 
    But not yet. 
 
    Marcy had said she would go first, and if it didn’t work for her, then I would have to get over my ‘boy nerves’ and learn how to fuck. Like a woman. 
 
    The plan is this: Marcy gave herself the potion she had given me. Now she’s cheating, and if the potion works then she will change into a man. I think I could overcome my ‘boy nerves’ real quick if I knew it was my own wife that was fucking me. 
 
    And, if it doesn’t work, then she’s going to try giving me the potion again, and she’ll have to go out and find men for me. 
 
    Find men for me. The concept gave me butterflies in the stomach. I didn’t want men to fuck me. but I might have to learn.  
 
    If Marcy doesn’t change, and then I don’t change, then I am stuck being a girl. 
 
    I listened to them in the bedroom, and I could identify sounds. 
 
    That was the sound of him sucking on my wife’s tits. 
 
    And that was definitely the suction and pump of the old ‘in and out.’ 
 
    He was fucking my wife. 
 
    And it was making me horny. 
 
    And I returned to wondering. Maybe I should force myself to like men, then I could stay a woman for a while. 
 
    I could keep these big boobs, and wear make up and really neat clothes, and the world would buy me drinks. 
 
    Yeah. Maybe I should think about that. 
 
    “Oh…YEAH!” came over the baby cam. 
 
    I smiled. Marcy had just cum. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    A forced feminization extravaganza! 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Hello, John.” 
 
    I blinked. It was a disguised voice, and it was coming over my computer. 
 
    “Cat got your tongue, John?” 
 
    I was having a hard time figuring out what to say. I mean, somebody had hacked my computer and was now talking to me. The voice was obviously run through one of those Voice Changer applications you can buy on the net. 
 
    My voice cracking a little, I asked, “Who’s this?” 
 
    “I am your dreams come true, bitch.” 
 
    I blinked. “How’d you get into my computer?” 
 
    “I see all. I know all. For instance, I know this.” 
 
    The screen blanked out for a second, then it went back to normal, then a Jpeg opened. 
 
    Me. Wearing a dress. In high heels. Make up. My hair, I keep it long for this purpose, was coiffed. 
 
    I couldn’t breath. 
 
    “How did you…how…” 
 
    But I knew. If this…this person could take over my computer and speak to me through it, they could easily go through my files and find my little stash of selfies. 
 
    “I think I’ll send these to your wife.” 
 
    “No! No!” I couldn’t breath. “You can’t do that!” 
 
    “Why not, John?” 
 
    “Because…” I was faint, trying to breath, “She doesn’t…she doesn’t know about…” 
 
    “Keeping secrets from the little woman, eh, John?” 
 
    “”Look, I’m sorry, I didn’t…” I managed to breath. I changed my shift. “Computer hacking is a crime.” 
 
    “Oh, me bad. I’ll go turn myself in. And the newspapers will get ahold of these pictures, but at least I’ll be punished. Right?” 
 
    Oh, God! Oh, God! went through my mind. Everything was hazy, I was getting dizzy now. When I had snapped those pictures, while my wife was out of town, I never dreamed… 
 
    “What about it, John? Should I turn myself in? Call the police, and maybe the newspapers, and confess?” 
 
    “No…no. Wait. Let me think.” 
 
    “Thinking time is over, John. You should have thought before you left incriminating evidence on your computer. Should I go to the police?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “I shouldn’t? Does that make you complicit in my crime?” 
 
    “No! Wait! What?” 
 
    “But if you help me hack into somebody’s computer, even if the somebody is you, then doesn’t that you part of the crime?” 
 
    It was a bizarre bit of logic. “No…it’s my computer. Please. Stop. Let me think.” 
 
    “Or is it a crime to dress up and prance around like a woman?” The voice, though harsh through the voice changer, was musing. “Do you think your wife would think it’s a crime?” 
 
    I was almost crying now. “Please, I only did it a couple of times!” 
 
    “A couple of thousand.” 
 
    “No!” But…how did this person know? Was he just guessing? 
 
    A sigh, which sounded really weird, altered as it was over the computer. 
 
    “Well, John. Is your wife home?” 
 
    She wasn’t, but I didn’t want to admit to that. “Yes.” 
 
    “Maybe we should call her in and—“ 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “No?” 
 
    “No! I…you…” 
 
    “John. Calm down.” 
 
    Calm down? How the fuck could I calm down? If my wife found out that I had a…a bad habit…she’d divorce me! 
 
    “John, I’m messing with you. Don’t you remember? I know all…I see all. I know your wife is out shopping. Besides, this is just a get acquainted call.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I mean that I know your wife is a stewardess, and that she leaves town for three days once a week. And for those three days you’re going to be mine. Johnny boy, we’re going to have such fun.” 
 
    I heard the garage door open and the car drive in. I panicked. 
 
    “My wife is here! You…I…” 
 
    “Relax, Johnny. I don’t want you caught. Not yet.” 
 
    “Not…not yet?” 
 
    “Maybe not ever. Depends on how much fun you want to have with me.” 
 
    The car door in the garage slammed. 
 
    “I’ve got to go….I’ve got to!” I was frantic. 
 
    “But, Johnny! John boy, we’ve got so much to talk about…so much to do.” 
 
    “She’s coming into the house!” 
 
    “Don’t you want to introduce me?” 
 
    The door to the garage closed. 
 
    “John?” 
 
    “Back here!” I called weakly. My shirt was wet with perspiration. My heart was pounding. 
 
    “Well, Johnny, if you’re going to be that way about it…” 
 
    “Please…please…” 
 
    I was whispering. I could hear the click, click of my wife’s heels crossing the foyer, coming down the hallway. 
 
    “Bye, Johnny.” 
 
    I closed the window with the picture in it. I spun around and hoped there was nothing popping up on the screen. 
 
    “Hi, honey.” I sounded like a frog at a gargling contest. 
 
      
 
    Jennie is the most beautiful woman in the world. Five six of legs and boobs, the face of an angel, and a perfect personality. Kind, loving, always willing to go the extra step for whoever needs her help. 
 
    “Who were you talking to?” she asked, leaning against the door jamb. “And why are you so sweaty?” 
 
    “Oh, I was just doing an exercise video. Just turned it off.” 
 
    “Oh, goodie. I need to do one of those. Shall we exercise together? Pull the video up.” 
 
    “Oh, uh, it wasn’t a very good one. That’s why I turned it off.” 
 
    “It couldn’t be that bad if it made you perspire like that.” 
 
    “Oh, well, I didn’t…how’d your shopping go?” I wanted to change the subject. 
 
    She sighed. “So many sales, so little time.” 
 
    “Ha,” I smiled. It was a weak, sickly smile, but at least I was starting to function out of something other than panic. “Well, let’s go get a drink.” 
 
    “A drink? At this time of day?” 
 
    “Sure.” I stood up, stretched, and came towards her. She stepped to meet me, and I put my arms around her. 
 
    For a long second we kissed, and I reveled in the softness of her lips, the perfection of her body. I cold feel her breasts pressing against me, and I pushed my hips against hers. 
 
    She grinned. “Somebody’s got the hotty hots.” 
 
    “I’ve got the hots for my hottie,” I kissed her again. 
 
    There was nothing I liked more than getting nasty with my wife. Still, there was a piece of me that was still sweating on the inside. Who was this Mystery Hacker? How did he get into my computer? 
 
    We kissed our way into the kitchen, made a couple of bourbon and Cokes—Coke highs, I think they are called—and sipped them slowly. 
 
    Well, she sipped slowly. I was still in a lather and I gulped. 
 
    “Thirsty, are we?” 
 
    “I guess,” I said, making another drink. 
 
    Jenny watched me. My hand was shaking just a little bit, so I focused on trying to make it still. 
 
    “Sometimes…” 
 
    “What?” I turned to her. 
 
    She had a worried look on her face. “Sometimes I think…I get the feeling…” 
 
    I cocked my head and opened a hand in a questioning gesture. 
 
    “…that you’re hiding something.” 
 
    I chuckled—and never was it harder to chuckle than right then—and said, “You found me out. I secretly love you.” 
 
    She giggled, then we were kissing again. And, shortly after that we were in the bedroom. Stripping and licking and gulping and inserting and  kissing and 69ing and trying to swallow each others tonsils and…other stuff. 
 
      
 
    Later that day, Jenny sleeping the sleep of the sated, I went to my computer. I opened it up and started searching. I was looking for something, a program, a hidden folder, something that would tell me how 
 
    whoever it was got into my computer. I wasn’t well versed in computerism, but maybe I could spot something. 
 
    I couldn’t. 
 
    “Hello.” 
 
    Oh, fuck! 
 
    “Be quiet, you’ll wake my wife.” 
 
    A pause, then a text box opened up. 
 
     
 
    Does your wife know you’re such a sneaky, little pervert? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    No. 
 
    I mean, no, I’m not a pervert. 
 
      
 
    A picture opened up on the screen. It was another picture of me. I was dusting furniture…in high heels and a maid’s outfit. I stared in horror at the saucy way I had posed for my picture. 
 
      
 
    I guess this isn’t really perversion. 
 
    It’s just good, clean, American fun. 
 
    Right? 
 
      
 
    I held my head in my hands and groaned. 
 
      
 
    Okay, this is what I want you to do.  
 
    I want you to get a chastity tube and convince your wife 
 
    that she needs to be your keyholder. 
 
    Make it a tight one. 
 
    See through plastic. 
 
    I’m going to want to see your helpless, little cock. 
 
      
 
    I typed, 
 
    No. 
 
      
 
    A picture flashed on the screen. I was sitting by the pool in a bikini. My red lips wrapped around a straw. My Coke high half empty. And the text box opened. 
 
      
 
    Your wife’s email address is: 
 
    Jennylovesyou@gmail.com 
 
      
 
    I stared in horror. 
 
      
 
    Did you want to change your last answer? 
 
      
 
    I didn’t do anything. I wanted it all to go away. 
 
      
 
    Ten 
 
    nine 
 
    eight 
 
      
 
    I jerked my hand forward and typed in:  
 
    yes. 
 
      
 
    The response was quick: 
 
    Excellent. 
 
    I know your wife is a stewardess, 
 
    when is she going out of town. 
 
      
 
    Man, my mind was spinning, but I was afraid to do anything but tell the truth. I typed: 
 
    She leaves Monday morning 
 
    and comes back Thursday morning. 
 
      
 
    The Mystery Hacker typed: 
 
    Talk to you Monday. 
 
    Make sure you have your chastity tube on. 
 
      
 
    The text box died. Died the way I wished I could die. 
 
    I had to find, and put on, a chastity belt. Before Monday morning. And I had to explain to Jenny why I wanted to wear one. Holy fuck! 
 
    I started to turn the computer off, then stopped. Heaving a big sigh, I called up Amazon and looked at the chastity tubes. Crap a doodle. Those things looked small! 
 
    I surfed the net for a while, and checked out stories and videos of men wearing tubes. It was starting to look worse and worse… 
 
    “What do we have here?” 
 
    I near jumped out of my skin. “Wha—!” 
 
    Jenny leaned over my shoulder. “Porn, eh. You clever, little horn dog. And here I thought…what is that thing the men are wearing?” 
 
    “Uh,” crap, opportunity to broach the subject. My face bright red, I said, “Well, honey. Sometimes, when you’re gone I…uh…I…” 
 
    “You masturbate?” She pulled up the spare chair, plopped herself down and stared at me. “This sounds interesting. Tell mama all about it.” 
 
    “Well, uh, I masturbate, and I feel guilty, like…like I’m cheating, or something.” 
 
    “Really,” she pursed her lips in amusement. “Go on.” 
 
    “So I was thinking about wearing one of these things to, uh, curb my…appetite.” 
 
    “Are you serious?” 
 
    My face was redder than a sunburned tomato. I nodded, and gulped, and wanted to shrink into a crack in the floor and disappear. 
 
    She looked at the screen. “Blow that up.” 
 
    I was on the Ann Michelle website, filled with pictures with captions. I enlarged the one that was on the screen. It was of a beautiful women in a pencil skirt. She was sitting on a radiator and talking into a phone. The caption read: 
 
      
 
    Todd’s career as a 
 
    realtor really took 
 
    off once he learned 
 
    to look the part. 
 
      
 
    Jenny frowned. “I don’t get it.” 
 
    “”It doesn’t matter, it—“ I was reached to click the screen off but Jenny put her hand over my wrist. 
 
    “No, no. Explain it to me.” 
 
    “It doesn’t make any sense…” 
 
    “I know. But we were talking about you wearing a chastity tube, and this caption is supposed to be about that. But why is a woman wearing a chastity tube that I presume is designed for the male anatomy? What is happening that I don’t get?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    She looked at me closely. “Are you embarrassed?” 
 
    “It’s just that I was looking into chastity tubes and this thing popped up. I didn’t really intend to look at this.” 
 
    “Okay, bozo. You’re stumbling and fumbling, and you are embarrassed. So what does this picture mean?” 
 
    So I told her. Haltingly, turning eighteen shades of red, I explained, “Well, the girl is actually a guy, but he’s wearing a chastity tube.” 
 
    “But why’s he dressed like a girl?” Her face was sweet and innocent, and she really didn’t understand. 
 
    “Because…uh, because his keyholder made him dress that way.” 
 
    “But, why?” 
 
    Oh, God. how do I explain this? Well, there are some men who get off on this.” 
 
    “Like…like crossdressers?” The word sounded very foreign on her lips. 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    “That woman is a man? A cross dresser?” 
 
    I gave a very small nod of the head. 
 
    She stared at me, she blinked, and suddenly, she burst into laughter. Hard laughter. She kept looking at me, then at the picture, and she laughed harder and harder. 
 
    “It’s not…it’s just a picture and I didn’t…” 
 
    Her laughter dwindled to giggles. Finally, “So she locks up his junk, teases him, then makes him into a girl.” 
 
    “Pretty much,” I admitted. 
 
    “And you get off on this.” 
 
    “Hey, I was just looking for a chastity tube, to make sure I didn’t masturbate while you were gone. I didn’t know this…this perverted stuff was going to pop up.” 
 
    “Perverted stuff,” she chuckled, she ran her hand along my cheek. “Well, lover boy, if this is what turns you on, if you need to wear one of these chastity thingies…I’m all for it.” 
 
    “You are?” 
 
    “I am. But you’d better watch out.” 
 
    Stunned, I stared at her, then I looked at the picture on the screen. 
 
    “That’s right. I might make you into…” 
 
    I turned to her. 
 
    “…a realtor.” then she got up, laughing hysterically, and left the room. 
 
    I was humiliated. My heart was pounding with the mortification I was feeling. 
 
    She thought I wanted…she said…I hung my head. Oh, crap, what have I done? 
 
    Then, nothing else for it, I had been given permission, I returned to my search for a chastity tube. 
 
      
 
    Sunday night, courtesy of Amazon overnight, I was holding a little box in my hands. It was only six inches in a cube, but it felt like the weight of the world was in it. 
 
    I went in to the computer room and prepared to open it. 
 
    “Who was that, honey?” Jenny was in the living room. 
 
    “Amazon,” I yelled back. 
 
    She was immediately at the door to the computeer room. “Is it that chastity thing?” 
 
    Aw, Heysoos Xristo on a ladder with no rungs. 
 
    “Uh, I think so.” 
 
    “Goodie. Open it up. I want to see.” 
 
    I sighed, grabbed a knife and cut the tape. Shortly we were looking at a little black sack. I emptied the sack and we stared at the parts. Three rings of different sizes. A tube. A lock. 
 
    “That’s it?” 
 
    “I guess so.” 
 
    She held the tube up, put one red tipped finger into it and wiggled. She laughed, “This is pretty small. You sure you don’t want to go into real estate?” 
 
    “Har de har,” I responded. I was feeling pretty dismal. I didn’t want to do this, and I really didn’t want to do this with my wife watching. 
 
    “Well, go on. Put it on.” 
 
    I tried, I pulled my pants down and held the tube to my cock, but…my dick was hard. 
 
    “No go.” 
 
    “Oh, no, you don’t. I’ve been reading about this…” 
 
    “You have?” 
 
    “How could I not? And bags of frozen peas are always the answer.” 
 
    “I’m not going to…” 
 
    But she was out the door, and I heard the fridge door open and close, then she was back. “Try this,” she snickered, and she slapped the bag of peas onto my private part. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    “Oh, man up,” she laughed and kept the bag solidly in place. 
 
    It was cold. I didn’t like it. And I didn’t like that it worked. In a short couple of minutes my cock was about the size of a Vienna sausage. 
 
    Jenny got some baby oil and greased my dick up, then she shoved it into the tube. 
 
    Oh, man, it was tight. There was enough room to wiggle. 
 
    “Wow, you made it,” she looked at me with a gleam in her eyes, “You must really be small.” 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    She put the ring over my package, then slid the little lock into place. 
 
      
 
    CLICK! 
 
      
 
    I stared at myself. I was already trying to get hard. My pink skin shoved up against the plastic.  
 
    “Wow. Talk about a sardine in a can.” 
 
    “Okay. We know it fits. Now gimme the key so I can take it off.” 
 
    She stepped back, her fist clutching the two keys that came with it. “Hold on, bozo. You said you didn’t want to masturbate.” 
 
    “Little danger of that. You’re here, you don’t leave until tomorrow, and I want to get a little before we go.” 
 
    I took a step towards her, and she quickly stepped back. “Wait a minute. I’m supposed to hold this key for you.” 
 
    “Yeah, but—“ 
 
    I reached, but she fended me off, backing up again. Now she was in the hallway. “And we need to check this thing, so you need to keep it on until I leave.” 
 
    “But we can do it now, then I can put it back on.” 
 
    She was taking slow, small steps away from me. 
 
    “But I want to practice being yo—what do they call it?—oh, yeah. Keyholder.” 
 
    “There’s nothing to practice, so give me the key.” 
 
    I stepped forward, and she turned and ran into the bathroom. When I stepped into the doorway she was standing at the toilet, and she had dropped the keys into the water. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Freeze, mister!” 
 
    I froze. 
 
    “You take one more step and it’s flush city for your little keys.” 
 
    “Hey, no! Honey, we need to—“ 
 
    “Shush, bozo. I’ve got the upper hand now, and I like it. I’ll tell you the truth…I thought this was going to be a laugher, but when I saw your little penis struggling to get out…it made me hot. Like real hot. About to cum I’m so hot.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Shush, Johnny. You make one move and I flush. Do you want that?” 
 
    “I can still cut it off.” 
 
    “Sure. You can throw away a hundred bucks. But you wanted to do this, what difference does it make that you start twelve hours early?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t—“ 
 
    “So here’s what we’re going to do.” 
 
    “What?” I couldn’t stop looking at the toilet. 
 
    “You’re going to promise to start wearing this thing right now. You can get the keys out and hand them to me…and say ‘thank you.’ 
 
    “But, honey—“ 
 
    “Your word, or I just flush, and you can cut that thing off, and you can go back to being a dity, little masturbator when I’m gone.” She grinned evilly. 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    I stopped talking, my mind whirling. I had started this. Well, the Mystery Hacker had started it, but now I was in for it. And I had to be wearing the thing tomorrow morning, after Jenny left. And— 
 
    “And if you promise me then I’ll…I’ll…” 
 
    Now I was curious. “What?” 
 
    “I’ll let you eat me to an orgasm.” 
 
    I blinked. 
 
    “So, come on. What’s it going to be? You going to get a hacksaw? Or eat me?” 
 
    Well, there wasn’t much I could say to that. but I did notice how flushed Jenny was, how quickly she had come up with this plan. This thing, this chastity, must really be getting her horny! 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    I sagged. “Okay.” 
 
    “Excellent.” 
 
    She strode past me, touched my caged cock on the way. “Get the keys and bring them to me in the kitchen.” 
 
    I went to the toilet and dipped my hand in. 
 
      
 
    In the kitchen Jenny was making a couple of drinks. She glanced at me and smiled when I sat down at the table. 
 
    She finished mixing and brought the drinks to the table and sat down opposite me. 
 
    I handed her the keys. 
 
    She grinned and hooked them on to the gold necklace she keeps around her neck. She sipped, then observed, “I was really surprised when I found out you wanted to be a realtor.” 
 
    I knew she was referring to the picture, but her statement puzzled me. “I don’t want to be a realtor.” 
 
    “Oh, then you want to be a girl. All dressed up and ready to go.” 
 
    I turned bright red. “No.” 
 
    “Oh, really? I thought that…maybe…you’d look real cute in a dress. We could get you some falsies, do your hair, maybe a little lipstick and—“ 
 
    “Knock it off.” 
 
    She laughed and teased me, “There’s something there, Johnny boy. Don’t tell me there isn’t.” 
 
    I blinked. The mystery caller called me Johnny Boy. So did Jenny. but…I gave myself a mental shake. Jenny had been with me when the mystery caller had called. Still, there had to be something… 
 
    “Okay, lover, finish up and let’s go do your tongue exercises.” 
 
    She finished her drink, and I quickly finished mine, and she took my hand and led me to the bedroom. 
 
    Usually, when we make love, she takes her time, hangs her clothes up proper, puts her shoes away, then comes to bed. That behavior was out the window now. She stripped her clothes off, pulled my clothes off, and sat down on the bed and played with my chastity tube. 
 
    “Wow, how does that feel?” 
 
    “Tight.” 
 
    “I’ll bet. Look how it’s all plastered against the plastic.” 
 
    I looked. My poor peeny was throbbing and trying to get bigger, but it was trapped. 
 
    Jenny felt my balls. “These feel full. You’ve only put that thing on, and they feel like rocks. 
 
    I groaned. They did feel full. 
 
    “Man, this thing really works. Come here, lover.” 
 
    We hadn’t messed around since she got home, so by the time she got back from her next trip it would be a whole week. 
 
    “Honey, you’ve got to let me out.” 
 
    “Not a chance. This is too much fun. Now get down there and give me a thrill.” 
 
    I crawled between her legs and explored her sex with my mouth. And it was a thrill. 
 
    I was horny. And she was REALLY horny. Who would have guessed that trapping a man, keeping his cock a prisoner, would result in such a high degree of horniness. 
 
    “Mmmm,” I made sounds as I licked her and sucked on her clit. 
 
    Her hands tightened in my hair and she groaned, pulling me into her snatch. 
 
    She was wetter than I’d ever seen her. She was splashing wet. I could have gargled with her juices. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Do me, honey.” 
 
    I did, and it wasn’t but a few minutes until she was writhing and twisting and pumping her hips into my face. 
 
    Finally, she came down. Breathing hard, she said, “That was the best. That’s better than having your dick in me.” 
 
    I hugged her waist, I nuzzled up against her boobs and sucked some more. 
 
    “And you’re still horny! Oh, my God! Why haven’t we done this before?” 
 
    “Please, baby. Let me out. Just for a little while.” 
 
    “Ha!” 
 
    And so the night went. 
 
      
 
    I woke up bleary eyed and hurting. I jumped out of bed and ran, hunched over, for the bathroom, and discovered that I was going to have to sit to pee. Crap, it was squirting all over the place before I could get seated and push my package downward. 
 
    Afterwards, after I cleaned up the mess, I got dressed. 
 
    Jenny rolled over, was happy as I had ever seen her.  
 
    “Hey, slave boy, want to do me?” 
 
    “Aw, come on,” I begged. 
 
    She laughed. “Maybe I can find a man with a dick while I’m away.” 
 
    “Don’t even say that!” 
 
    “But, hey, you have my permission to fuck around. Go find some juicy babe and fulfill your dreams.” 
 
    “With this?” I grabbed my caged package. 
 
    “Oops. Well, your tough luck. Me, I got no tough luck. I wonder if the captain of the plane will feel like doing me? We could lock ourselves in the cock pit…funny how I never noticed that name before…’cock pit,’ the whole flight! Wouldn’t that be fun? Fucking from Los Angeles to Hong Kong? And back again.” 
 
    “You’re really hurting me, babe.” 
 
    She laughed, kissed me. Grabbed my cock. “I’m just kidding.” 
 
    Then she stepped away and gave me a fake glare. “But I better not come home and find you in real estate.” 
 
    “Honey!” I protested. 
 
    She laughed and kissed me again. “Babe, you can dress yourself up as a girl all you want. You can even wear my underwear. Assuming, of course, that you don’t have any of your own.” 
 
    Man, my face was redder than a fire engine having a period. 
 
    She just laughed some more and got ready to go. 
 
      
 
    Two hours later I pulled into the garage, buzzed the door shut, and got out of the car. 
 
    Man, I was tired. I hadn’t slept much, my cock had been struggling all night, and I needed to get some rest. 
 
    I entered the house, tossed my keys on the counter, and headed for the computer room. Check my mail, get some sleep…I’d be good as new. 
 
    But when I powered up the computer the first thing that popped up was a picture. And a message. 
 
    The picture was of me. Looking in a mirror. Turning a high heel. Inspecting my beautiful alter ego. 
 
    The text was: 
 
    Clicky click 
 
    I want pic! 
 
      
 
    Pic. Picture. The Mystery Hacker wanted me to take a picture of myself in chastity. 
 
    Oh, god! I was tired! 
 
    Another message. 
 
    Hurry hurry 
 
    show me your furry! 
 
      
 
    Oh, crap with sprinkles on it. 
 
    I picked up my phone, took off my clothes, and used my selfie stick. I uploaded and sent. 
 
    The text came back: 
 
    Show me face! 
 
    And smile! 
 
      
 
    Heaving a sigh, I took another picture, my mouth turned up in a grimace. 
 
    The text box: 
 
    I said smile! 
 
    Happy happy! 
 
      
 
    I wrote back,  
 
    I’m tired. 
 
    I need to go to sleep. 
 
      
 
    And the return message. 
 
    Ooh, Goodie. 
 
    What you going to wear? 
 
      
 
    Irritated, I wrote, 
 
    I sleep naked. 
 
      
 
    The answer, 
 
    Naked boring. 
 
    Does your wife have a night gown? 
 
    Wear that! 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    I just want to go to sleep. 
 
      
 
    The text. 
 
    You’ll sleep better in a nightie. 
 
    Go now. 
 
    Or else. 
 
      
 
    I typed, 
 
    Or else what? 
 
      
 
    A picture opened up on the screen. Me. In a dress. Full make up. 
 
    More miserable than a monk with his dick caught in a skunk, I went to my bedroom. Jennie’s nightgown, a filmy peignoir, was hanging from the back of the closet door. I shrugged into it, and, I hate to admit it, it felt good. A caress of fine material, my skin waking up, and my cock…my cock began to surge. 
 
    Oh, crap. 
 
    I took a picture, tried to smile, and sent it. 
 
    The text: 
 
    Brush hair. 
 
    Make it sexy. 
 
      
 
    Groaning, I went to my wife’s vanity table and got a brush. I sat down for a minute and stared at myself. 
 
    I’m a good enough looking man, but my face is also a little…soft. I had brown eyes and full lips. And my hair was long. 
 
    I found myself taking an extra moment and brushing it out. And flipping up the ends a bit. The, getting into it, captivated by my own image and what was happening to me, I sprayed it.  
 
    I went back to the computer room and took a picture. 
 
    Text: 
 
    You need make up. 
 
      
 
    I texted, 
 
    I’m not going to put on make up. 
 
      
 
    The answer. 
 
    Sure you are. 
 
     And hurry up. 
 
      
 
    Suddenly the computer spoke: “Why are we using these stupid text boxes? Your wife isn’t home. Now go put on make up. Or your pictures go on Facebook.” 
 
    “You can’t do that!” I blurted. 
 
    The voice, made raspy by the Voice Changer program, said, “I can’t?” 
 
    Suddenly Facebook opened up. On it was a picture of me. Striking a pose. My cock showing under garters, between nylons, hard and dripping. And there was a caption: 
 
    Do you think my wife will mind? 
 
      
 
    I actually screeched. “No!” 
 
    “Don’t worry. I haven’t posted it yet. This is just a draft. Go ahead and delete it…then go put on your make up!” 
 
    I managed to delete the image, then, defeated, I stood up and headed back to the bedroom. 
 
    I walked down the hall, my penis pressing against the cage, blood pounding in my balls, in my ears. It was almost as if…as if…I was getting horny. 
 
    But, heck, that’s what cross dressing did to me. Put on the forbidden clothing and the dick got harder. And the cums were massive. 
 
    Yes, I admitted, I was getting hornier. 
 
    But I didn’t want to be horny! 
 
    But what I wanted didn’t matter. I sat down at the vanity table and began painting my face. Moisturizer, primer, foundation…blush. eyeshadow and…lipstick. 
 
    I was breathing hard. I had almost forgotten that I was being forced to do this. 
 
    I looked at my face. I was transformed. I was beautiful. My maleness was a memory, and my femaleness was presented. 
 
    I stood up, my nipples were raging hard. I put on high heels. I couldn’t help myself. 
 
    I filled my cage.  
 
    I walked to the computer room, took a picture, and sent it. 
 
    There was about me an attitude. I think I thought it was resignation, but it was more. There was a pride to me. 
 
    I was woman. 
 
    And I had never felt more like pulling out my throbbing boner and beating it to a frothy cum than right then. 
 
    But I was trapped. I could do nothing. 
 
    But enjoy it.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “Jane, I need your help.” 
 
    Jane said nothing for ten seconds. 
 
    Jane was my ex. She was a beautiful woman, a great woman, but two years into our marriage I had realized she wasn’t the right woman. And, fortunate for me, she had realized that I wasn’t the right man. 
 
    So we divorced, I met Jenny, and I was actually on good terms with Jane. Heck, Jane and Jenny even got along. 
 
    “What do you need?” she finally asked. 
 
    “Uh, you remember when you found out that I cross dressed?” 
 
    Silence. God, this was difficult. 
 
    “I have a vague memory,” she spoke drolly.  
 
    “Well, somebody hacked into my computer and they found pictures of me, uh, dressed up.” 
 
    Jane barked a hard laugh. But she wasn’t laughing at me, she was just surprised. 
 
    “I didn’t know you still did that. But I guess once the monkey is on your back…what do you want me to do?” 
 
    “Can you get into my computer? Find the hacker?” Jane was good with computers. I mean REAL good. 
 
    “Maybe.” 
 
    “Maybe?” 
 
    “Look, as we speak Apple is hacking you. Google is hacking you. Microsoft is hacking you. The tech world is inside your computer. All of them. They don’t do anything, except try to make you a better consumer. But there are doors. I can get through some of them, but even if I do…it depends on how good your hacker. How well does he cover his tracks. We’re talking high level cloak and cypher stuff.” 
 
    “But can you try.” 
 
    Jane gave a heavy sigh. “I guess. But you’ll owe me.” 
 
    “Anything. I just need to get this hacker off my back.” 
 
    “Okay, I’ll be free in two and a half months, and then we can…” She stopped talking as I sucked in air, then she laughed. “Gotcha. I’ll come over this morning.” 
 
    “Heysoos on a fire truck with no fire to go to.” 
 
    She giggled. “You’re so easy. See ya.” 
 
      
 
    An hour later she walked into the house. “Johnny boy!” 
 
    “Back here!” I called from the computer room. I frowned. She had called me ‘Johnny Boy,’ like the hacker. Like Jenny. Why was I getting this new appellation. 
 
    A moment later she strode in with a laptop under her arm. “Move it, buster. And move the printer, and get me a Coke and bourbon, like we used to drink.” 
 
    I jumped out of my swivel, she plopped herself down and began hooking up her laptop to my computer. 
 
    I shoved the printer aside and went to the kitchen. In a minute I was back and we were sitting and sipping good stuff.  
 
    Jane was humming, tapping the keyboard with her red nails, and I was reminded of past times. 
 
    We didn’t divorce because we were physically incompatible. Hell, she is one of the most gorgeous creatures on earth. Dark hair. Flashing, green eyes. Red, red lips. 
 
    No, we divorced in spite of our physical attraction. We were just…different people. 
 
    But that didn’t stop me from getting a boner in her presence. Well, tried to get a boner. 
 
    “Okay, I’m going to check a few files.” She checked, and sipped her drink, and I could see her red lipstick on the rim of the glass. Fuck. She knew I loved red lipstick and must have worn it deliberately this morning.  
 
    “Hmmm. Nothing so far, but we’re just starting. Let me take a gander at your histories. 
 
    I was really our of my depth as she pulled up lists of sites I had visited, emails I had sent and received. Her fingers were a blur on the keyboard. Suddenly, she stopped. And giggled. 
 
    “What?” I asked, thinking she must have found something. 
 
    “You’ve been on chastity sites.” 
 
    “What? How do you…” I stopped right there. I knew how she knew, it was right in front of me. 
 
    “Oh my God! You bought one!” 
 
    “You can tell th—“ I stopped. Of course she could tell that. 
 
    She swiveled towards me and grinned. I didn’t like the look in her eyes. “Show me.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Your tube. You’ve got it on, and I want to see it.” 
 
    “I’m not wearing a chastity tube!” I protested. 
 
    “Then show me your cock. Prove it.” 
 
    “I’m not going to show you my cock!” 
 
    “Then I’m not going to find your hacker.” 
 
    Oh, fuck! I had forgotten how demanding and bullying she could be. 
 
    “Look, Johnny. I’ve seen it. I’ve even done it. It’s not cheating for you to show me your caged cock. I’ve never seen one, and I want to see it. So drop the drawers…or else!” 
 
    It took me a moment, my mind was spinning like drunken ballerina, but I unbuckled and dropped. 
 
    She stared at my caged cock. Then she actually licked her lips. And reached out and grabbed it. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    But she had a hold of it. She turned it this way and that, causing me to squeak and contort. “Wow.” She tapped the cage, causing a shiver to run through me and buckle my knees. She pulled it, and I almost fell over it. She slapped my balls. She looked up at me. “You’re a hunk, Johnny, and I always loved your big cock. But this…this is making me officially wet.” 
 
    I was sort of stunned. First Jenny thinks it’s hot, and now Jane does. 
 
    She leaned forward, placed her lips on the tip of the chastity tube. She left a trace of her lipstick on it and let it go. “Okay. Zip up. I respect your marriage vows…though I’m tempted not to, though this makes m so horny that…” she frowned. “You couldn’t anyway, Right?” 
 
    “Right!” I pulled my pants up and buckled. 
 
    “And I’ll make sure I tell Jenny that you refused to fuck me…” she laughed at the expression on my face. “Just kidding. Besides, this is not something I would really want to talk about.” 
 
    She turned back to the computer and muttered, “Stupid chastity tube.” 
 
    For an hour she poked around. She went places and did things that a computer novice could only wonder at. Finally, she leaned back with a frown. “Johnny, this person is good. I don’t see any way—” 
 
    Suddenly the screen blinked, and a new screen popped up…it was a live time picture of Jane and me. Staring owl-eyed at the computer. A sound went off. 
 
    Bwooop! Bwooop! 
 
    Bitch alert. 
 
    Bwooop! Bwooop! 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck?” Jane blurted. I had actually taken a step back, and now I leaned forward, looked over her shoulder. 
 
    A text box appeared. 
 
    Well, well. 
 
    Somebody is trying to hack the hacker. 
 
      
 
    Jane tapped a few keys, but the computer was no longer under her control. 
 
    Then a voice came out of the computer, “Hello, Jane.” 
 
    The voice was the garbled harsh voice of the Mystery Hacker. 
 
    “Who are you,” Jane snarled. 
 
    “I’m the little engine that could. And, Johnny Boy, I’m disappointed. Even if you managed to lock me out…I’ve got your pictures. And now I’ve even got videos.” 
 
    A video popped up on the screen. There was no sound, but it was damning. It was Jane talking to me just an hour before. Me pulling down my pants. Jane grabbing my caged cock. Jane kissing the end of my plastic peeny. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” I whispered. 
 
    Jane gasped. 
 
    As if me prancing around in a dress wasn’t bad enough. Now I was caught with my pants literally down and another woman holding my prick. 
 
    “Think I should send this to your wife, Johnny?” 
 
    “No! No!” I was white as a sheet. Jenny had handled the idea of me in a dress admirably, but cheating? And it did look like cheating! 
 
    “Who are you?” Jane’s voice was shaky. 
 
    “In a moment, I am about to be your best friend. I’ve had an hour to sort through your history, you’ll be glad to know that I have cloned your home computer.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Your password is JaneLovesJohn backwards.” 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    I looked at her. 
 
    “I never changed it from when we were married.” 
 
    The computer voice continued: “I’m sure the government will be interested in you hacking various political parties…” 
 
    “I just wanted to see if I could do it! I didn’t do anything!” 
 
    “Crime and time, baby. If you can’t do the time then don’t do the crime.” 
 
    “But you can’t…that would ruin my life!” 
 
    “You would have ruined mine…if you could have found me.” 
 
    “But you…but…” 
 
    “So here’s what we’re going to do.” 
 
    Jane and I listened with horror. 
 
    “You two are going to take off your clothes, go into the bedroom, and have oral sex.” 
 
    “What!” We shrieked together. 
 
    Jane: “I’m not doing that!” 
 
    I yelped: “I’m not cheating on my wife! No matter what!” 
 
    The voice on the computer: “Oh, Johnny Boy, Johnny Boy. It’s not cheating. Cheating is when you put your little dickie inside unauthorized pussy. You certainly can’t do that.” 
 
    “But I love my wife!” 
 
    “Do this and she’ll never know. Don’t do it and I will post your pictures…and video. And now Jane is involved. Jane certainly wouldn’t want her files out on the web for the government to look at. Would you Jane?” 
 
    She whispered. “You can’t do this!” 
 
    “Why not?” And the voice was happily nonchalant. 
 
    Jane and I sat there, frozen, suddenly aware of each other. We hadn’t had sex in several years. And the last couple of times we had had sex, before we had realized we weren’t compatible, it had been…messy. 
 
    Neither of us wanted to do this. Sure, she gave me a boner…but boners come and boners go. Wives like Jenny didn’t. 
 
    “All right, kiddies. On your feet and drop ‘em.” 
 
    We were frozen. Jane snuffled. I felt tears in my eyes. 
 
    “Do I have to do a count down?” 
 
    “But…you can’t…we don’t want to…” 
 
    “Too bad, so sad, you’ll be glad.” 
 
    Slowly, Jane and I stood up. 
 
    God, we were self-conscious. It was like we were newlyweds all over again, but this time we didn’t want to be. 
 
    “Come on, come on,” the voice on the computer encouraged us. 
 
    I pulled my pants down, kicked out of them. 
 
    Jane pulled her shorts off. She stood there in white panties, her camel toe plain to see. 
 
    “It’s okay,” I whispered. “It doesn’t mean anything.” 
 
    She took off her blouse and I was treated to the sight of her incredible mammaries. I don’t know about you, but I tend to pick wives that are well endowed. And Jane had gotten even bigger with time. 
 
    I took off my underpants. My caged cock was easy to see. 
 
    “Come on, get harder, Johnny,” then the voice giggled. 
 
    “Shut up,” I whispered, more of a whimper. 
 
    Jane reached behind her back and undid her bra. Her mountains tumbled forth. Big as the rockies, with nice, erect nipples. 
 
    Erect? Crap. This was actually making here horny. 
 
    But what could I say? My cock was squirming around so hard it was painful. 
 
    And I wondered, at that moment, I admit it, would I have fucked Jane if my cock was uncaged? 
 
    It was an answer I wasn’t proud of, but which I couldn’t deny. 
 
    I took off my shirt. 
 
    She rolled her panties down her sexy legs. I took in air at the sight of her beautiful body. It was a body that I would never forget, and my body was responding to it all over again. 
 
    “Okay, kiddies, take Jane’s laptop into the bedroom with you. I want to watch this.” 
 
    Shaking as if it was cold, Jane and I walked out of the room, down the hallway and into my bedroom. 
 
      
 
    Jane set her laptop on Jenny’s vanity table. She aimed it towards the bed. She had absolutely no expression on her face. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I murmured. “I got you into this…” 
 
    “It’s okay,” she said. “It’s not your fault. It’s this…this…” 
 
    “Okay, kiddies,” the voice came from the laptop now. Jane and I were on the screen, standing by the bed, looking like children that had been rained on. Bedraggled and sad. “Time to get it on. Jane, lie on the bed. Johnny, get busy.” 
 
    Jane sat on the bed, scootched back. I knelt by the side of the bed. 
 
    I looked up at Jane. Her eyes were black, her expression stony. “I’m sorry,” I whispered. 
 
    She nodded, then: “Let’s do it.” 
 
    I moved my face between her thighs, I looked at that which I hadn’t seen for years. And I was horny. 
 
    Shove a man’s face into pussy, any man, any pussy, and he will get hard. That is just what a man is. 
 
    I felt the blood surging in my cock cage. My cock pressed against the plastic, hard, and tried to stand up. 
 
    Time seemed to slow down. I didn’t want to do this, but if the voice had suddenly told me to stop, I wouldn’t have. This pussy beckoned to me. 
 
    I touched her lower lips, kissed them, ran my tongue up the floppy, moist labia. 
 
    Jane gasped, and suddenly her hands were around my head. 
 
    She remembered all the times I had done this before. I knew she did because her snatch was suddenly sodden. Dripping. Pulsing with her own blood. 
 
    “Oh,” she said. Just that one word. But it was filled with want and desire and sheer horniness. 
 
    I kissed her clitoris, wrapped my lips around it, and sucked it, licked it, pulled it. 
 
    Suddenly I pulled back. I looked at the laptop. I was crying. 
 
    Jane saved the day. I don’t know what I would have done, but she  leaned forward, grabbed my face and turned it to her. “It’s okay,” she said. “We both understand. It’s okay.” 
 
    Then she pulled my head between her legs, back to her pleasure palace. I resumed licking, and I listened as Jane started to moan. 
 
    I lifted my hand and traced the rim of her hole. She jerked, then I heard her whisper, too low for the computer to hear, “Make me come, Johnny. Make me pop.” 
 
    Tears or not, my lust was now out of control. I had no choice, I had to do this, so I did it. 
 
    I buried my face in her goodness. I felt the juices smear my face. I brought my hand up again, but this time I didn’t just touch and tantalize, this time I drove them in and began fingerbanging her. 
 
    Jane groaned, a mighty groan, and I moved my hand against her forcefully. I remembered what she liked, and if I was going to have to do this…I was going to do it right. 
 
    For a long minute I ate her, penetrated her with my fingers, then I jumped up on the bed, got more leverage, and I started really reaming her with my fingers. I could feel my four knuckles banging against the ridge of her hole. Only my thumb was not inside her, and I started moving my hand back and forth. It was almost like I was punching her, but it was punching with love. 
 
    She started to twist her hips, to ask for more, and I knew she was close. 
 
    “Johnny….Johnny…” she moaned, just like she had done years before, then…she popped. 
 
    “GAHHH!” Her hips thrust up, her body locked, and her eyes rolled back. 
 
    “FU…FU…FUCK ME!” 
 
    I kept the jack hammer motion up, worked her all the way through her orgasm, and only when she collapsed did I stop. But I left my hand in her as she recovered. 
 
    She gripped my wrist, gave a few screws of her pelvis, then pushed me out. 
 
    I sat back. My cock was pounding. I stared at my naked ex-wife. 
 
    For a moment I was sorry we had ever parted. Then I thought of Jenny. No. I wasn’t sorry. But, man, did I miss Jane’s magic pussy. 
 
    And Jane’s magic pussy, it appeared, missed me. 
 
      
 
    The sound of clapping from the laptop. Jane and I jerked our heads around and stared at the digital intruder. 
 
    “That was most entertaining,” the voice said. “Pity Johnny can’t get out and do the deed proper, eh?” 
 
    Jane and I looked at each other. In a way we were betrayed, embarrassed, ashamed. But we were almost proud. We had done it. We had overcome the intention of the Mystery Hacker and actually enjoyed each other. 
 
    “Okay, Jane. I’m done with you. You can go home and whine and cry or do whatever it is you do. Johnny, I’ve got a job for you.” 
 
    A job? For me? Fuck. Hadn’t I done enough? 
 
    I waited while Jane got dressed, picked up her laptop, and left. We didn’t look at each other, and we did. By that I mean there were moments when we caught each other’s eyes, glances, and there was a happiness in us. In spite of the Mystery Hacker, we had really connected again. 
 
    No. We weren’t going to be a thing again, but…we had had one last fling. 
 
    She had enjoyed it, and, I tell ya, though I only ate her out, it was a victory for me. Sure, I was hornier than ever, but I had satisfied a woman. 
 
    Jane gone, the computer spoke again. 
 
    “Johnny, I am sending you some blueprints. You’re handy with a hammer and saw?” 
 
    “I’m okay,” I muttered. 
 
    “Good. You have one day to finish this project. Start as soon as you get the download.” 
 
    The computer voice went away, and I just sat there. I was exalted, and I was shattered. I was sad, and yet a part of me felt light and glowing. 
 
    Then the file downloaded. I opened it up and gasped. 
 
      
 
    The first thing I did was wash my face. As enjoyable as it was, I didn’t want to walk around with the aroma of my ex on my face. 
 
    Then I poured a big drink. We have giant glasses for special occasions, and if this didn’t qualify as a special occasion then nothing did. 
 
    Finally, I printed off the blueprints. They came on several pages and I had to glue them together to get the whole picture in a large enough fashion. 
 
    On the surface, it was simple enough. Two by tens. A four by four. Bracing struts, and a base. 
 
    The hardware was screws, a hinge and a locking mechanism. I could build this easily in a day. So I got to work. 
 
    First, my big glass between my thighs, I drove to the hardware store.  I sipped and didn’t care if I was caught for drunk driving. Heck, a DUI would rescue me from the situation I was in. 
 
    I filled up a cart with lumber and hardware, and I think it may have been obvious what I was building. The clerk certainly gave me an interested glance…but, so what? 
 
    I returned home, backed up to the garage, and unloaded. 
 
    I shoved everything in the garage to a side wall. I laid out the lumber in a pattern, then got out what tools I would need. By lunch I was sawing and pounding like a maniac. 
 
    A horny maniac. My cock cage shifting back and forth, reminding me of what a fool I was. 
 
    I drilled holes in the cement, the base, then fastened the borning contraption down so it wouldn’t move. At all. 
 
    I erected (first time I ever hated that word) the four by four and screwed the braces in. Finally, I worked on the first two by ten. 
 
    This was going to be the hard part. I didn’t have any kind of a template, and I was going to have to eyeball it. I made a measurement, a little wider than the diameter of my neck, then cut a half moon in the center of the first two by ten. I used a router on the edges, then sanded the half hole. I then made two smaller holes, about a foot to the sides of the big hole. 
 
    I took the other two by ten and did the same things. I used the first one as a template, and the work went easier. Late in the afternoon I matched them together. Perfect. 
 
    I placed the first one on the stand and attached it, screwed the braces in. I put the other two by ten on top and attached a hinge at one end. 
 
    If you haven’t figured it out by now…I was building a pillory. Stocks. In my own garage. I could only imagine what was going to happen. 
 
    The framework done, I went over the thing, sanding, attaching the locking mechanism. Finally, the locking mechanism taped up so it wouldn’t accidentally fall and catch me—once in this thing I wasn’t getting out—I put my neck in the hole. I lowered the top plank and…yep. Once this puppy was locked my whole body was going to be as firmly trapped as…as my cock was trapped. 
 
    Finally, evening falling, I turned off the lights and went inside to eat. 
 
    I spent a lonely night with my thoughts. 
 
    I had been on the edge of cheating on my wife. I didn’t like that. 
 
    I was horny, and though horniness is always fun, it was also frustrating. 
 
    Interesting, the Mystery Hacker didn’t get in touch with me. When I checked my mail there was no message. No pictures. And, thankfully, no videos. 
 
    I was sure the Mystery Hacker had video’d me eating Jane. 
 
    Yet another bit of blackmail. 
 
    When would this end? 
 
    I was so sad I didn’t even cross dress. I simply hadn’t the heart. 
 
      
 
    I awoke at six the next morning. I had gone to bed early. I was exhausted from the tension of the past day, and the physical work of building the stocks, and I had slept deeply. 
 
    How well I didn’t know, I had probably had nightmares, but I woke up fairly well refreshed. 
 
    I got dressed, ate a small breakfast, just mush, and went in to the computer room. 
 
    I didn’t want to go into the computer room. 
 
    I wanted everything to be over. Most of all…I wanted my wife home. 
 
    Sighing, I sat down and powered up the computer. Before I could even open my email: “Hello, Johnny.” 
 
    My heart sank. “Hello.” No cheery good morning from me. 
 
    “Big day today. First I want you to go get dressed. Cross dressed. And I want you to do a bang up job. Shave your legs, pluck your eyebrows, everything.” 
 
    I didn’t even say anything. I just stood up and went to the bedroom. 
 
    It took me an hour, but I did it. I was leg shaved and nylon clad. I was wearing a high and tight bra with big falsies. I walked through the house  in high heels and wearing a slinky dress. My face was perfectly made up and my hair was brushed out and wavy. I sat down in front of the computer. 
 
    The camera clicked on and I could see myself. I didn’t look like John at all. I looked like my female counterpart. My eyes were shadowed and my lips were red. I was actually, if I wasn’t so sad, looking pretty good. 
 
    “Ooh la la, Johnny Boy. If I didn’t know you were a man I’d want you to bend over and take it.” 
 
    “Fuck you,” I whispered. 
 
    “What? What was that? Did you say something?” 
 
    I shook my head. I had never felt so low in my life. 
 
    “Well, if you haven’t figured it out, Johnny, you’re going to get to meet me.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “That’s right. I want you to take your cell phone out to the garage and lock yourself in the stocks. Lock yourself in, and send me a video. Use a mirror so I can see the locking mechanism. I don’t want any unpleasant surprises. When I’m sure you’re secure I’ll pay a visit.” 
 
    I’ll give you an unpleasant surprise, you asshole, I thought, as I picked up my cell phone. 
 
    I went out to the garage. There was a square of mirror over my work bench, and I set it on a stool so it would reflect the locking mechanism. I braced it so it wouldn’t fall over or anything. Once I was locked in I wouldn’t be getting out. I had to do this right the first time. 
 
    Finally, I placed my head and hands in the holes and lowered the upper plank. 
 
    Clunk, and…click. The hasp swung down over the metal loop. I started recording. 
 
    I showed myself pushing up on the plank, with no luck. I showed how the hasp was securely in the mechanism. I was caught. And I stood there. Waiting. 
 
    A half hour passed. I was still holding my cell phone, and I wondered if maybe I should be calling for help. Suddenly, I heard the front door open and close. High heels clicking across the kitchen floor. 
 
    High heels? I had always figured the Mystery Hacker was a man…but…she was a woman? 
 
    I mentally checked off all the women I knew. 
 
    Jenny was gone. And she had been present when the Mystery Hacker was talking to me. Jane was also out of the running. She had been victim as much as I. 
 
    And I didn’t know any other women! 
 
    It wouldn’t be my sister or mother, and…and there was nobody at work. Not even an acquaintance. 
 
    Who? 
 
    And the question rattled around in my mind. 
 
    Who? Who? Who? 
 
    The door to the kitchen opened. 
 
    I tried to turn my head, but couldn’t. I tried to roll my eyeballs around to where I could see, but I couldn’t. 
 
    “Who are you?” I squeaked. 
 
    No answer. 
 
    High heels clicked across the floor, then I felt hands touch my butt. Soft hands. Gentle hands.  
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Mmm. Nice ass.” The voice was still talking through a Voice changer. I could hear something behind the harsh tones, and now I knew it was female, but I couldn’t tell anything else about it. 
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
    But those strange hands took the command out of my voice. I was weak, and getting weaker. 
 
    Suddenly I felt something squirt on my ass, then the hands smushed the liquid, it was lubricant, into my ass. 
 
    “Hey!” I was starting to get alarmed now. As if I wasn’t before. 
 
    “Easy, Johnny Boy,” the voice whispered, sounding like a death rattle. “You just need a little decoration back here. After all, if you’re going to be a woman, you should get yourself plugged up. Right?” 
 
    I felt a sudden pain, then a popping sensation, and I realized: A butt plug! 
 
    “Fuck!” I yelped. 
 
    A hand slapped my ass. “Easy, boy. Just enjoy it. We’re going to have some fun today.” 
 
    “Who are you?” My voice was rising. 
 
    “You’ll find out.” 
 
    The footsteps retreated from me, went back into the kitchen, and the door was closed. 
 
    “Hey!” I yelled. 
 
    No answer. Just heels licking back across the kitchen, out the front door, and then, I couldn’t hear anything. 
 
    Fuck! 
 
    Here I was, dressed like a woman, made to do things against my will, in a pillory, with a butt plug up my ass! What could be worse? Eh? What could be worse—and then I found out. 
 
    The woman who had come out to the garage and plugged me, she must have grabbed the remote for the garage door. Suddenly the motor whined, my eyes opened wide in shock, and the big door started rolling up. 
 
    “No…no…” I was somewhere between whimpering and wailing, my mind totally stopped. 
 
    The door went up, and the first thing I saw, through the growing crack of sunlight, was a herd of feet. Lots of feet. Hundreds of feet. All in high heels. 
 
    Then I saw ankles, all in nylons. Then skirts. A lot of pencil skirts. Round hips, thin waists, then large bosoms. A hundred large bosoms, all standing on chests and staring at me. Then necks, and then…women. 
 
    Ladies. The fair sex. The better half of the race. And they stood there and stared at me, all made up and grinning. 
 
    For a while there I don’t think I even had a mind. All I had was astonishment, a stunned head, and blinking eyes. 
 
    I felt like somebody had put a plastic bag over my head and waited till I stopped breathing, and somehow…somehow…I was still alive. 
 
    Then the women began to clap. Some of them smacking their hands together lustily. Some of them tapping the palms together, but all grinning and applauding, like I was the hit show on broadway. 
 
    Then somebody pushed forward, through the herd of women, and walked towards me. 
 
    It was Jenny. My wife. And she was laughing. Behind her, I could see Jane. 
 
    Jane? WTF? WTFWTFWTF! 
 
    “Hello, Johnny Boy.” She held her hand up and spoke into her cellphone. Her voice came out rough, harsh, and I knew this was the ‘voice changer app’ that had had me so fooled. 
 
    I couldn’t speak. My mind was officially blasted.  But I didn’t need to. She explained everything. 
 
    “Johnny, these women behind me are members of the Ladies’ Sissy Society. They have come together to retrieve the rights of women everywhere. Their methods are harsh, but infallible.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “It came to their attention that you like to do a little cross dressing. Since you are already halfway to becoming a whole man, one who understands both the male and the female side, they decided to help you go all the way. To help you be a whole man.” 
 
    “But how…how…?” My mind was working, sort of, at least it was working enough for my mouth to blither and blather. 
 
    “How is easy. Jane knew you cross dressed a little. She became a member of the Society, and the Society contacted me. From there it was easy peasy. We actually had a couple of women take turns being the Mystery Hacker.” 
 
    I became aware that I was alive. Red-faced. And trapped. Not just my dick in the chastity thing, but my body in a dress, and my mind…my mind in an understanding of the fun of getting dressed up, made up, and…and…being that way. 
 
    “And Jane…but she…I had to…” 
 
    “Did you like that? Right from the start Jane said she wanted you to do what I made you do. Considering the circumstances, it wasn’t cheating. Did you like that?” 
 
    “Oh…my God. My…I don’t…” 
 
    Jane came up and stood next to Jenny. “It was great for me, Johnny, and I know you enjoyed it. Now admit it.” 
 
    I had no choice. It was the truth. I said. “Okay.” Just a small little affirmation, but a sigh went through the crowd. I realized they were waiting for me to react certain ways. 
 
    “Excellent, Johnny. You’re halfway there. Are you ready to go the other half?” 
 
    “What other half?” 
 
    She smiled. For a man to be officially accepted by the Ladies’ Sissy Society it is crucial that he go through a…call it an initiation. Are willing to do that?” 
 
    “What…what is…” 
 
    “This afternoon, while you are in the stocks, dressed like a woman, we are going to welcome you to our midst. We will have sex with you; we will fuck you, the way a dominant woman makes love to a submissive man. Would you like that? Johnny? Can you do that?” 
 
    I stared out at a hundred faces. Beautiful, fantastic, hungry faces. Would I like to make love to a hundred women? Yeah! In a rabbit’s heartbeat I would! But did I want them to make love to me? The way a dominant woman would make love to a submissive man? 
 
    I knew what they were going to do to me. I even saw a couple of the women, on the fringes of the crowd, with strap ons around their waists, waiting for dildos to be screwed in, waiting to use them on me. 
 
    Jane knelt down. and looked me in the eye. “Johnny, you can say no, and all this goes away. You crossdress on your own, you masturbate to your heart’s content, but Jenny will be leaving you. The women of the world are just too important for her to bind herself to one selfish man. A man who could understand, but chose not to. A man who could not become a complete man. But it’s up to you, Johnny Boy. 
 
    Jenny stepped forward and touched my cheek. I could see tears in her eyes. “It’s true, Johnny. I love you with all of my heart, but I can’t love a half a man. You either come on over to my side, or I’m leaving you.” 
 
    Jane: “What’s your answer, Johnny.” 
 
    I looked at Jane, at Jenny. I stared at the hundred women behind them. A hundred women wanted to open me up, change my mind, scour me of the last vestiges of the male mind. 
 
    Could I do it? 
 
    Yes. 
 
    Very softly, like a sigh, the whisper came out of me, “Okay.” 
 
    Again, that feeling washed over me. The feeling of a hundred women relaxing. 
 
    “Thank you, Johnny.” Jenny knelt then and kissed me. Our lipsticks mingled. She moved back and said, “I’ll go get you a drink. I’ll hold it for you. I’ll be with you while they welcome you. And when they are all done…I’ll be the last. I will do you, Johnny, and at that point you will be drained. You won’t cum much any more. And we’ll even get you a better chastity tube. But you will be so very, very horny. And you will love it. You will find that the ultimate experience in this world is being horny and in love…with every woman you see.” 
 
    Jane was next to her, and she grinned. “And you won’t know which women are the members of the Ladies’ Sissy Society. You won’t know which ones would make love to you, and which ones aren’t women yet.” 
 
    Jenny kissed me again, then she went to get a drink for me. 
 
    The women came into the garage then and formed a line. They greased me, they kept me smooth and easy down there, and they penetrated me. Woman after woman. Some for a little while, some for a long while, and I stood in the stocks and sipped bourbon, and…it was wonderful. Feeling their hands on me, feeling their penises open me up…some of them came around and kissed me, and, of course, the oohs and aahs as they handled my caged dick. It was wonderful. 
 
    But then shouldn’t a hundred women making love to you be wonderful? 
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    The Horny Wizard of Oz ~ (47,000 words) Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever! 
 
    Munchers: tall enough to eat pussy. 
 
    The Scarecrow: a pole up his ass. 
 
    Tin Man: a walking, talking dildo if ever there was one. 
 
    The Wizard, stealing all the dicks in Oz. 
 
    What? What the heck does the Wizard need all those dicks for? 
 
    A big titted, strutting sexpot from Kansas is determined to find out, and Oz will never be the same!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Feminization and Hucows! 
 
    The men changed from male to female, 
 
    the women changed into…Hucows! 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Got one here!” I heard the yell thorough the thick brush. 
 
    On the other side of the valley I could hear other people being rounded up. Shouts, yells, the protests and screams as my people were shot with tranquilizers and slowly collapsed. The screams died down mid shout, the tranquilizers were very effective. 
 
    I scrambled through the brush, trying to make as little noise as possible, my mind shrieking over how unfair this was. 
 
    We had a small enclave in the top part of Florida, the panhandle. We weren’t bothering anybody, we just wanted to live our own lives, but the government wouldn’t let us. The government of Jabbers. 
 
    I was on an incline, ahead of me, through the brush, I could see a short outcropping, five feet of hard packed dirt. For a moment I would be exposed, but what were my choices? 
 
    “Through here, looks like he went through the brush.” 
 
    The voices were only a hundred yards away, sounded like good, old boys. Crap, if they caught me I was going to be in deep doo doo. I scrambled up against the outcropping just as I heard the sound of the hounds. 
 
    Owoo! Owoo! 
 
    Oh, no! 
 
    I could hear the dogs scrambling through the brush. What had taken me long minutes was going to take them less than a minute. 
 
    Desperate, I looked one way, then the other. Fifty feet to the side was a tree. It wasn’t big, but if I could climb it I could make it to the top of the wall of dirt. The dogs couldn’t climb the tree, or the wall of dirt. If I could make it over the top without being seen I might stand a chance! 
 
    I ran through soft, crumbly dirt, slipping and sliding, I reached the tree just as the dogs burst out of the brush. 
 
    OWOO! OWOO! They were big hounds, floppy and friendly looking, but with a full set of teeth, and they had seen me. I was fifty feet away from being a dog treat. 
 
    I jumped, and snagged a low limb. The dogs were grunting, barking, slobbering, their four limbs a blur as they sprinted towards the tree. 
 
    I threw a leg over the branch, pulled myself up. 
 
    The dogs reached the tree and began leaping in a frenzy. 
 
    “They got ‘em treed!” shouted a voice, I could hear the larger bodies of the men pushing through the brush. 
 
    I climbed another branch, another. I was in danger of being seen, but my pursuers doubtless were looking at the ground for sign of my tracks. 
 
    “Here! Here!” They found my tracks. 
 
    I leaped, and snagged a tree root. I pulled, dirt crumbled under me, the dogs leaped against the wall of dirt. They could sense that I was going to escape. 
 
    I scrambled, I pulled on roots, I dug my feet in. Almost….almost… 
 
    A large hand grabbed my wrist and a handcuff clicked. I looked up. 
 
    A Jabber. His skin was mottled and red, his flesh was pudgy, and there was a gleam in his eyes as he pulled me up over the ledge. 
 
    “Got him!” He yelled. 
 
    And he shot me with a sedative gun me. 
 
      
 
    I awoke in a hut. Not much more than a lean to, I could probably kick the thing over, except for the one solid metal pole sunk in the ground. From a ring at the top of the pole a chain hung down. It coiled on the floor, then ran to my butt. I was naked, and I was anal hooked. 
 
    Oh, fuck! I felt my butt and could feel where the hook was inserted. I felt full inside, so it was probably flared. They stick it in small, it flares, and you’re am snagged until somebody ‘de-flares’ the hook. 
 
    It hurt a little, but it also felt good. I had heard of people getting addicted to hooks, walked around with them inserted in their asses all the time. Of course that was probably a rumor. 
 
    I was laying on my side—I couldn’t sit on the butt hook—and I struggled to my feet and inspected my surroundings. 
 
    There was a table on the far side of the room. Butt hooks and hand cuffs and a half dozen lengths of chain were on the table. There was also a big jug of hootch. The good stuff, homemade. Not that government crap. 
 
    There was also a couple of old generators and a dozen five gallon containers of gasoline. Smelled like the containers were full. 
 
    On the wall to my right was a small window. It was filthy, but I could see out of it. I stepped as far as I could, until the tug in my butt became painful, and tried to looked out. 
 
    There were a four men and three girls. Good, old boys and girls. Rednecks. Jabbers who made their money by hunting their fellow man. Hunting them and turning them in to get jabbed. They had jabbed me with a sedative, not the real stuff. They still had to turn me in for the money. If I was already jabbed. they wouldn’t get their bounty 
 
    “Fuck!” I whispered. I could hear their voices as they sat on the front porch of a ramshackle house and talked. A couple of hounds slept at their feet and they passed around a jug. They wore shabby overalls and no shirts. 
 
    “Why couldn’t you get him here faster?” 
 
    “Had to come around the valley.” 
 
    “Should have just dropped him off the ledge.” 
 
    “We hurt him we lose money,” One of them, a large, red-faced porky, observed. He lifted the jug and I could see his throat working. 
 
    “Yeah, but he might not’ve got hurt, and now we got to wait for another bus.” 
 
    “We could take him in ourselves…” 
 
    “Waste gas? Nah.” 
 
    “Hey, Buck? I don’t feel so good.” It was one of the women. 
 
    The big guy glugged a bit more hootch, wiped his mouth and grunted, “We’re all feeling it, Marcy. Try the cure,” he handed the jug to her. 
 
    Marcy took ‘The Cure,’ and wiped her own mouth. I studied the women. They were mostly chunky, big mama types. Lank hair, chubby, too much bacon in their diet. 
 
    I counted my captors. I could see eight of them. Four men and four women. Big party out to catch anti-jabbers. And they had caught me.  
 
    “How soon the bus get back?” 
 
    “Tomorrow.” 
 
    “Oh,” and the one that spoke keeled over, fell down, right on his face. 
 
    None of the others moved. They just stared. Apparently falling over was not unusual for these rednecks. But…this didn’t look like a drunk falling down, it was too sudden. like he was actually sick. 
 
    Then the big guy, Buck, laughed. “Can’t hold his liquor.” Everybody chuckled. And somebody else, a woman, keeled over. 
 
    “Buck?” one of the women queried, worry in her voice. 
 
    Buck was frowning. 
 
    “Hey!” I yelled. 
 
    The crowd of good old boys and girls turned their heads and stared at my hut. A couple of them grinned. 
 
    “Sounds like somebody’s woke up,” somebody quipped. 
 
    “Can you feed me?” 
 
    “Ah, hell.” 
 
    “Shut up!” yelled Buck. 
 
    One of the girls: “We got to feed him. We can’t have him complaining he wasn’t fed.” 
 
    “I’d like to Jab his ass right now,” muttered a skinny guy with a beard. 
 
    Another one fell over. 
 
    Now the group was standing up. 
 
    And another one fell over. 
 
    “Buck!” 
 
    Then they were all on the ground, barfing, wretching, and sleeping. 
 
    I stared, shocked, and shortly they were all laid out. On the steps, on the porch, on the ground in front of the ragged, old house. Men, women, they slept, and the dogs slept right along with them. 
 
    I looked around the shack I was in. I had to get out. 
 
      
 
    I jerked on the chain. It rattled, but was solid. I couldn’t reach a wall, or the table. There was nothing I could use. I leaned against the pole, and it shifted. 
 
    I turned and stared. I pushed on the pole again. It leaned. I grinned. 
 
    The pole ended up being sunk three feet deep. Plus the seven feet above ground the pole was ten foot. I scrabbled and dug with my fingers, and was surprised at how loose the dirt was, then I realized what had happened. 
 
    Stupid rednecks had chosen the softest dirt to dig the hole for their pole. And they had just shoved the dirt back in, didn’t even stamp it down. Lazy idiots. 
 
    It took me an hour, but the pole fell over. It weighed probably twenty pounds, and the chain added a couple more, but I was free! 
 
    Outside the rednecks were still sleeping. Or sick. Or whatever. 
 
    I went to the door, dragging the pole behind me, and the door was unlocked. I pushed it open and stared at the outside world. 
 
    The dogs, who had been nosing the prone bodies, looked at me, then ignored me. Good trackers, but not extra vicious. Good. 
 
    I looked at the woods across the yard. wanted to just run into the woods and make my escape, but I had a ten foot pole chained to my ass. I needed to get the hook out. 
 
    I looked to where the rednecks were all lying prone. Somebody would have the key. Probably the big guy. And I would have to go over there, and go through his pockets and find it. 
 
    Of course they had all fallen pretty quickly, and they had talked about feeling sick. Maybe…maybe I could do it? 
 
    I picked up an ax handle that had lost its blade. I gripped it for a weapon, and dragged the pole across the yard. 
 
    I tried to move softly, not make any noise, but the sound of that pole dragged and bumping was loud. At least to my senses. 
 
    Still, nobody jumped up. 
 
    The big fat guy was on his belly. His eyes were open, and it looked like his face was…writhing. Shifting and moving. His eyes were deep set…and open. They stared at me. 
 
    “Help. Help me,” he whispered, his voice sounding weak and…high. 
 
    Crap! I expected him to jump up, or at least yell, but he just moaned a little and shivered. 
 
    I looked around, the others were also awake. As they saw me they started asking for help, their voices weak and cracking, and the men’s voices were all a little high. Soft, but shrill. 
 
    The women’s voices, interestingly enough, were low. Bass. Almost a grunt. 
 
    But they weren’t getting up and coming for me. I pushed Buck over and dug into his pockets, and came up with the fob. Right off the bat. It was universal and I clicked it and felt the butt hook shrink. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” I pulled on the hook gently and it slid out. Nice and easy. I gave a deep sigh of relief. 
 
    “Help me!” Buck begged. 
 
    For a moment I almost walked away. Just left the cruds to die. But I didn’t. Some misbegotten bit of humanity left in me, I guess. 
 
    “What do you need?” 
 
    And Buck was blank on that one. He was sick, but…he was also changing. Something was happening to him on deep levels. 
 
    “Bed,” he said. 
 
    Heck. I could do that. 
 
    I dragged him up the stairs, and I was amazed at how light he was. When I had first laid eyes on him I had thought he was a 300 pound porker. But now he felt light, not more than a 100 pounds. And under his clothes he felt slender. 
 
    I pulled him into the house and looked around. 
 
    It was a fairly big farmhouse. A half dozen bedrooms, a big sink with an actual water pump in the kitchen. The bathroom was actually functioning. 
 
    Beds were unmade, sometimes they looked like they had been slept in by one, sometimes by two, and one even looked like it had been slept in by three. At least there were three sets of clothes, each piled in a different corner. 
 
    I pulled Buck into the first bedroom and helped him into bed. 
 
    He gazed up at me. I could tell he was hurting, but he mumbled, “Thanks. My friends…my…” he passed out. 
 
    I saw some clothes thrown down in a heap. They weren’t the cleanest things I had ever seen, but I put them on quickly, then headed back outside. 
 
    I stood on the porch and looked over the bodies. They lay, twitching, moaning, and…changing. I could tell now, in just the little while since they had collapsed, that the men were getting smaller, and the women…it looked like they were getting bigger. 
 
    I looked over the property. It was a good survivalist set up. They had been using it to hunt anti-jabbers, but it was set up for survival. Next to the shabby shack I had been in was a large and well built barn. There was a well, in addition to the house pump, and it was hooked up to the barn so they could water any livestock. There was a small garden, a bit overgrown, even looked like it had vegetables ripe in it. 
 
    And the dogs. They had ignored me when I had come out of the shack, I was an accepted commodity, but I had a feeling they would set up a yowl if anybody else came around. 
 
    Not that anybody would come around this part of Florida. Heck, I had been camping here with a few other anti-jabbers, hiding here, because nobody ever came here, especially not the government. I hadn’t figured on the rednecks hunting for bounty. 
 
    I wondered how much they got for catching an anti-jabber. 
 
    I also wondered what strange sickness they had. 
 
    Oh, well. In spite of the way anti-jabbers had been vilified—we’re the reason everybody in the world is going to get sick—all of the anti-jabbers I knew were pretty nice people. And we were pretty healthy. Not like the bunch that had just laid in the yard. 
 
    I began pulling one of the moaning, quivering men into the farmhouse. He too, was light. I dragged him through the living room and deposited him in a bed. I stood and looked down on him. He had shrunk. What kind of a disease shrinks a person? Sure, somebody gets old and loses a couple of inches in height, and loses weight, but to shrink this fast? 
 
    Something was weird here. 
 
    I grabbed the next man, and laid him back down. He was dead. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    I went to the last man, and he was alive. I dragged him inside and put him on a bed. He was slight now, slender, though I had thought he was not when I had first seen him, glugging hootch on the porch. 
 
    Not just slender, but skinny. His clothes hung on him like…like, and I blinked and a shock ran through me. Under his coveralls, so over-sized and bunched, I could see a breast. 
 
    Well, yeah. Big, chubby men, especially good, old boys who ate pork rinds and grits…they got fat and even developed big, old man breasts. 
 
    But this was not a roll of fat that had once been a pectoral. This was a breast. A boob. A tit. 
 
    I unsnapped his overall and pulled it aside. 
 
    Yes, he was slender, and he was growing breasts. The one nipple I could see was getting larger, the areola was the size of a half dollar, the nipple was standing up. 
 
    I felt his forehead. Hot. Real hot. And he was muttering. And writhing, and I realized that he was writhing…down there. His pelvis. His hips. 
 
    Oh, shit. Did I dare look? 
 
    But I had to. If it was a sickness I had to gather data. I had to understand it to treat it. Not that I was a doctor or anything, but…but…I pulled his overalls down. 
 
    His penis was shrunken. 
 
    It wasn’t the little thing all shriveled like a raisin by too much time in the water…it was only a couple of inches long, and it was hard. 
 
    I threw a blanket over him and stood back. I was shocked.               
 
    “Oh, no!” he blurted and half sat up. 
 
    As he fell slowly back I had had a good look at his face. It was…redistributing. The bony jaw of the male was being replaced by the soft jaw of a female. And his hair…it was growing. 
 
    I backed out of the room. I was a little frightened. They were sick. Did that pose a risk to me? 
 
    Of course it did. 
 
    But I was already exposed, so WTF. I turned and ran to the other rooms.  
 
    Buck was now a girl. Slumbering peacefully. With long hair and a pert nose. His red, chubby complexion was now white, very white. I pulled back his coveralls. He had tits. And I suspected he had no penis. 
 
    I forced myself to undo his coverall and pull it down. 
 
    His penis was smaller than the other fellow’s. It looked more like a clitoris. And the slit on the head of his penis was migrating, going under the penis. 
 
    Stunned, I realized that his penis was turning into a vagina. 
 
    I ran to the last room. The man in there was also transforming. I would have inspected his chest and groin, except I heard sounds coming from the front yard. I ran to the front room and stepped out on the porch. 
 
    The man was still dead. This shit was strange, and I can only guess at this, but when he started changing into a woman he couldn’t take it and his body just died. 
 
    But the most amazing thing was the women. 
 
    They were on all fours. Knees and elbows, and they were moving around, heads down, as if looking for something. And they were fat. Real fat. Especially in the ass. Where the men had lost weight, the women had gained it. 
 
    Still, they had their original bodies, they had not transformed into…what? Men? 
 
    But their bodies were changed. 
 
    Their thighs were thick, and their breasts had gotten larger. A lot larger than what I had seen earlier. When I had stared out the window I had seen a couple of big women, with rolls of fat for breasts, but not too big. Just sort of gone to seed. And a couple of the women had been slender. One was flatter than a pancake that had been stepped on. The other one had a decent set of ta tas. 
 
    But now all Three women had massive mounds that hung so low the nipples brushed on the ground as they moved around. 
 
    What were they looking for? 
 
    “Hey!” I yelled. 
 
    They all looked up at me. Except for one that had keeled over. 
 
    “Stand up!” 
 
    They looked at me blankly, then continued…grazing. That what it looked like. They were looking for grass. Which was stupid because there was no grass in the front yard, but if they moved ten yards to the side, or out the drive, there was lots of grass. 
 
    I looked at the one who had keeled over. She looked dead. Fuck. And now I had two bodies to bury. Or maybe burn. Maybe it would be better to burn the bodies. Burn them and whatever sickness they had. 
 
    But what did they have? Men turning into women? Women turning into…into…half cows. 
 
    And a memory came to me then. Half cows. I remembered some porn I had read once. 
 
    Hucows. 
 
    Human cows. 
 
    But that was ridiculous. Humans turning into cows? 
 
    But it had happened! And fast. 
 
    But…why? 
 
    Still, I had to do something. I looked at the house. The women were too big for the house now, they would just graze around and knock over furniture and stuff. 
 
    I looked out at the barn. 
 
    I hated the idea of just shoving women into the barn, but…but they were so big now, it was going to be hard to…to herd them. 
 
    I went to the barn and opened the big doors. 
 
    It was large inside. And well constructed. There were stalls down one side of the room. Hay was spread on the floor of the stalls, and the stalls could be closed and latched. 
 
    I walked down to the end of the barn and a big room. It was filled with milking equipment. 
 
    Whoever had set this place up, and I didn’t think it was those redneck idiots, was planning for survival. He planned to have a herd of cows, probably chickens—in fact—I could hear cluckings, and suspected there was a cage on the side of the barn. Maybe a couple of pigs, horses…and I suspected he was an anti-jabber, and that The Jabbers who had caught me had caught him, and he was now in a Walmart/FEMA station, getting jabbed. 
 
    Getting Jabbed and sent to prison for resisting a Jab. Didn’t matter that the anti-jabbers weren’t getting sick, in the minds of The Jabbers they were the reason COVID was still around. 
 
    For that matter, it didn’t matter that nobody was getting sick. At all. The anti-jabbers were still the culprit, and they had to be dealt with. 
 
    So much for the United States of America and the constitution and all that. 
 
    Such thoughts not gaining me anything but a heaping sense of righteous outrage, I went back outside and started herding the three women who had half turned into cows towards the barn. 
 
    “Hey,” one of them said. 
 
    “Don’t moo-ve me,” grunted another. 
 
    The third just wouldn’t move. 
 
    So I slapped her ass. 
 
    “Hey!” Her face turned up a bit, shock was writ on her now thick features. 
 
    But she moved. 
 
    So I swatted her again. 
 
    Then I went over to another half woman and swatted her. And then the third. Back and forth I went, and the Hucows slowly moved towards the open barn. 
 
    As I put them into stalls I studied how much they had changed. 
 
    Their skin, below the waist, was white, but splotches of black were showing up. And that skin was getting thicker, more like hide.  
 
    Above the waist the skin was soft and tender. And the boobs, those massive constructions of mammary glands, were soft and tender and swayed with their every motion. 
 
    “Hey?” 
 
    I looked at the one in the center stall. She had managed to stand up, be it a bit bent over. Her massive boobs were flopped over a rail. 
 
    “You need to help me.” 
 
    I blinked. How the fuck was I supposed to help her? This whole thing was Frankenstein’s wet dream. 
 
    “Please…please.” Her voice was slow and drawn out. 
 
    “What do you want?” I asked. 
 
    “Hurts.” She put her hands through the railing and lifted her boobs. 
 
    Her boobs hurt. What the fuck was I supposed to do with that? 
 
    “What do you want me to do?” 
 
    “Please…please. Suck.” Her eyes were so sad, and she drew out the su-u-uck. 
 
    I was just a couple of feet away. And she was human appearing from the waist up. And her boobs…I had never seen boobs that big.  
 
    And, I hate to admit it. I was curious. 
 
    I blotted out the idea of her lower portions, and whether she might grow a tail, and I reached for a tit. 
 
    It was soft, and I could feel that it was full. Real full. 
 
    “Milk me. Mi-i-ilk me.” 
 
    Milk her? What the fuck! 
 
    But she was so sad. And she looked so human. And she was in pain. 
 
    I leaned forward and palpated her tit. A stream of milk issued forth.  
 
    I gaped, and she reached up, grabbed my head, and pulled me to her tit. 
 
    Fuck! My mouth went over her squirting nipple, and I gasped, and…the gasp translated into a suck. 
 
    “Aah!” she moaned. 
 
    I pulled back and wiped my mouth. 
 
    She looked disappointed. “Mi-i-ilk me. Su-u-uck me!” 
 
    I was surprised. The milk tasted good. It was fresh and warm. But…but…I was hungry, and…I bent my head back down and purposefully sucked. 
 
    She sighed. 
 
    And I felt the warm liquid slide down my throat. 
 
    Human milk has everything a human needs. All the vitamins and minerals and things, but it had something else. A sweet taste. 
 
    It was like drinking a warm milkshake, and I began to press on her tit and guzzle. 
 
    Glug, glug. I was drinking faster than Buck had sucked hootch. 
 
    The other two women managed to half stand up and lean against the stall doors. Their tits hung through the rails and they stared hungrily. 
 
    “Please…mi-l-l-lk!” 
 
    “Su-u-uck!” 
 
    Finally, sated, I managed to push away. 
 
    All three women were stretching out their arms and saying ‘su-uck,’ ‘mi-i-ilk.’ 
 
    Then I got the idea. The milking machines. 
 
    I ran down to the big room and and pushed out a motor. I guided it down to the three stalls, then went for three sets of tubing, the sucker things that went on them, and finally three metal cannisters. 
 
    The girls crying for me, inserting moos here and there, I worked as quickly as I could. Finally, I was ready. I plugged in the machines and flicked a switch. Nothing. Fucking electricity was out! 
 
    But there was a generator in the shed I had been imprisoned in, and gas. 
 
    I ran to the shed and toted a generator back. I hooked it up, made sure it had gas, and pulled the cord. 
 
    Vroom! It fired up. 
 
    Grinning, I connected the generator to the milking machine, then passed tubes to the girls. 
 
    They took the tubes, pressed them to their tits, and sat down. They looked quite contented and they smiled. 
 
    So I smiled, and went back to the house. 
 
    The ‘girls’ were asleep. They were fully changed with large bosoms, round asses and beautiful faces. Their hair was long and shiny. 
 
    They may have been fat-assed red necks before they changed, but the change seemed to have cleaned them up. 
 
    I left them slumbering and went to the kitchen. I needed a bite to eat before I took care of the dead bodies out front. I hadn’t eaten since the day before. I went through the refrigerator and dug out the makings of a ham sandwich. I compiled it. I took a bite and stopped. 
 
    Crap. I wasn’t hungry. I was full of milk. Nothing solid, though, so I thought I was hungry. I put the sandwich in the refrigerator and went to handle the dead bodies. 
 
    The guy was skinny, he had started to change, and I was able to drag his body out to the creek. On the banks of the creek I used a shovel to dig a deep hole, then I rolled him in. Then I dug another deep hole. 
 
    I went to the woman, and couldn’t drag her. She had also started to change, her thighs were double sized, her ass was huge, and her tits must have weight 40 pounds by themselves. 
 
    I sat down and contemplated the problem. I needed a back hoe to move her. I didn’t have one. 
 
    Or, I could cut body parts off and move them separately. I shook my head sadly. No way I was going to cut her body into pieces. 
 
    I went around the farm, looking for ideas. 
 
    Inside the barn the women were sitting contentedly. Their tits were empty, the cannisters were full, and one had even overflowed. Crap! How much milk did those tits give out? 
 
    I pulled the tubes out of the stalls and turned off the generator. One of the girls, the middle one, stood up and moved to the front of the stall. Her breasts were drained, they were smaller, but they still hung through the slats of the gate. 
 
    “Hey.” 
 
    I looked at her. 
 
    “Who are you? And what happened to me?” 
 
    “You’re a Jabber,” I said. “You were hunting me and caught me. Then…then you changed.” 
 
    “I changed.” She wasn’t all that unattractive, if you could ignore the leather thighs and massive butt. She also didn’t sound that stupid. More shocked. I guess the need to be milked had made her a little extra dumb for a while. 
 
    “What’s your name?” I asked.  
 
    “Jenny,” she said, and a look of amazement came into her eyes. “I’m Jenny,” like she was just remembering it. 
 
    “Well, Jenny,” the other two girls were up and listening now, “I don’t know what happened. I just know you guys were holding me prisoner, then you all started changing.” 
 
    “Even the guys?” 
 
    I thought about the guys turning into hot tomatoes. “Yeah. They changed. But not like you.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    I waited but she didn’t say anything, just looked at me like she was trying to think. 
 
    “Well, I need to…” 
 
    “Can we get out?” 
 
    I blinked. She was in a stall. There was only a latch. She could lift the latch and walk out any time she wanted. 
 
    “I guess so.” I stepped over to the stall and lifted her latch. The other girls started asking to be let out, so I lifted their latches. 
 
    The doors swung back and they stood there. Dumb. Staring at me. 
 
    I shrugged and headed for the entrance. 
 
    They followed me, their big asses waddling like a herd of pregnant ducks. 
 
    I stopped. 
 
    They stopped. 
 
    I started, and they started, so I stopped and faced them. 
 
    “Where are you going?” 
 
    “After you,” said Jenny, very docile and happy. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    The girls looked a bit confused at that, but not for long. One of them reached down and rubbed her snatch. “Fu-u-uck.” 
 
    The other two started rubbing their pussies. “Fu-u-uck! Fu-u-u-uck!” 
 
    I backed out of the barn, them following me like zombies, but not screaming for my flesh…just asking for a fuck. 
 
    “Look!” I yelled. “I’m not going to fuck you!” I wanted to add ‘you cows,’ but my mother had taught me not to insult women. And I guessed this applied to cow women.  
 
    The Hucows started to cry and sob then, shuffling towards me, reaching out, rubbing their vaginas. 
 
    Their big, fat vaginas.  
 
    Then Jenny spun and dropped to her knees. She tilted her ass up and I realized she was growing an actual tail. But the real shocker was how big her vagina was. I hadn’t been able to totally see it from the front, but it had migrated back a little, and when she tilted her ass up it was huge and wet and suckery looking. 
 
    “Hey! Hey!” 
 
    She started backing up. The other two Hucows similarly spun and tilted and started to back towards me. Three monster vaginas coming for me. And, if that wasn’t bad enough… 
 
    “EEEEEEE!” 
 
    The scream was coming from the house. I turned and sprinted up the stairs and ripped open the door. The screaming was coming from Buck’s room, so I ran across the living room and down the hall. I turned into his room and stopped in shock. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Buck was standing in the middle of his room. He had no clothes on and he was looking at himself and screaming. He held his tits and screamed. He looked at his ass and screamed. He felt his long, lush hair and screamed. 
 
    I cross the room and slapped him. 
 
    He stopped and stared at me. His eyes were big and blue and innocent. 
 
    “What happened?” He sobbed. 
 
    “You—“  
 
    “EEEEEEE!” 
 
    Oh, crap. I ran for the next bedroom. 
 
      
 
    A few minutes later I sat down in the front room. I was in a rocking chair, and I stared out the front window. The front door had slammed when I had entered, and the Hucows were milling on the porch, scratching their pussies and moaning about how they wanted to get fucked. Buck and the other two girls were sitting on a sofa. Naked. Huddled. Looking around in confusion. 
 
    “Mister? Can you tell us what happened?” Buck whined. 
 
    I considered him. He had hunted me down, chased me, imprisoned me, and was going to sell me for a few bucks. 
 
    “How much do you get for catching an anti-jabber?” 
 
    “$20.” 
 
    Twenty bucks. A Jackson. For a human being. I sighed. 
 
    “Mister?” 
 
    Frowning, my mouth twisted in a moue, I said. “I don’t know what happened. I just know that you all fell down and started changing at the same time. 
 
    The girls looked at each other, sniffled a little, and Buck said, “We’re sorry.” 
 
    I blinked. Sorry? And I suddenly realized that earliere Buck had seemed bluff and bullyish, but now…he seemed submissive. And so did the other girls. As did the Hucows mooing outside. 
 
    “So you guys must have all drunk the same kool aid. Or…” and the idea suddenly shot through me. A flash of lightening on a gloomy day. Could it be? 
 
    “When did you guys get jabbed?” 
 
    The girls looked at each other some more. They were like a bunch of hens waiting for one to cluck first. Buck looked at me. She said, “We all went to Orlando and got Jabbed together. 
 
    The girl on his right said, “Yeah, they gave us free passes to Disneyland if we got Jabbed, so we all went together.” 
 
    Holy fuck. 
 
    “Yeah, we went on all the rides, and they even gave us free ice cream. I had chocolate.” 
 
    The girl on the left: “I had chocolate. You had vanilla.” 
 
    “Did not! You had the vanilla!” 
 
    I phased them out of my hearing and thought about it. 
 
    People had been getting Jabbed, the government was pushing it, and mandating it, and then paying bounties for people who needed to be Jabbed. 
 
    I hadn’t gone for it. No way I was going to let the government put something in my body. These were the guys who couldn’t pass a bill to feed their starving grandmother. And what the fuck was in The Jab anyway? 
 
    But these guys had all gotten jabbed at the same time. 
 
    “When did you get Jabbed,” I interrupted their arguing. 
 
    They looked blank for a second, and I was afraid they might be as stupid as the Hucows, but they weren’t. They were simple, but they were functioning. 
 
    “May 1st, four years ago” said Buck. “I remember because it was my birthday.” 
 
    “It was my birthday!” yelped the girl on the right. 
 
    “No,” said the girl on the left. “It was mine!” 
 
    Crap. Bunch of hens. I blurted, “Okay, here’s what you’re going to do.” 
 
    They looked at me. 
 
    “You’re going to bury those bodies out front.” 
 
    “Bury bodies?”  
 
    “Us?”  
 
    “Wouldn’t you rather have us, like, do our nails or something? I mean, I feel pretty groddy.” 
 
    Man, that was a blinker. Not only had they ben turned into women, but they were about as intelligent as valley girls. 
 
    I stood up and glared at them. 
 
    “Your friends! You dig the graves. And make it far enough away from the house, and deep enough so the dogs don’t dig them up!” 
 
    They pouted. 
 
    I softened it. “When you’re done you can do your nails.” 
 
    They grinned and clapped their hands. 
 
    “Okay. Go.” 
 
    They stood up, looked at their bodies. Buck: “Uh…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “We need some clothes.” 
 
    “Well…well don’t the girls that were here have some clothes?” 
 
    So they went and got dressed, and I made a big mistake. I opened the front door. 
 
    “Mooo!” 
 
    “Fuck me!” 
 
    “Suck me!” 
 
    The three Hucows barged into the living room. They were big, and clumsy. They groped me with their hands and begged for relief. 
 
    I was almost knocked over, but I managed to stay on my feet, and I ran around the big dining room table. “Buck!” I yelled. Buck and the other two girls came out. They hadn’t had time to get dressed, and they stood and gawped. 
 
    “Put these Hucows in the barn, in stalls. Then go bury the bodies.” 
 
    Quickly, Buck and the two girls took control of the Hucows. They slapped asses, one of them found a belt somewhere and used it to slap a big butt, and they drove the Hucows out and across the yard. I stared after them from the porch, then I went to the big, swinging chair at one end of the porch and sat down. I needed to think. 
 
    The government had Jabbed everybody they could. And they had Jabbed these loutish rednecks at exactly the same time. I remembered watching a documentary on Disneyland and its efforts to help the government. They had dozens of doctors lined up, and the doctors all had the pneumatic guns that shot arms as fast as they had pulled the trigger. 
 
    Buck and his friends had stood in line, and the line had moved fast, and they had probably been shot, bing bing bang, within, literally, a few seconds of each other. 
 
    And now, a little over four years later they had changed, literally, within a few seconds of each other. 
 
    The women had turned into Hucows. The men had turned into women. I thought about the Georgia Guidestones. I had seen those big tablets, and they outlined how they wanted the world to change, and that included a reduction of population, an agrarian society, which meant everybody working in the fields, dedicated to supporting the elite. 
 
    But obviously the government, or whoever was really behind the vaccination movement, didn’t want everybody just ‘working in the fields.’ They wanted them grazing in the fields. 
 
    Men, being naturally hornier than women, were changed into women. Women with increased sexual appetites. They would work the fields all day and come home and fuck all night. 
 
    And the women were changed into Hucows. They would produce milk for the ‘New World Order.’ 
 
    And— 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    I looked down at Buck. I was struck by how sexy she was, wearing rags for clothes, exposing her boobs, her body so killer. I wondered if she was giving off pheromones.  
 
    “What?” 
 
    “They want to be fucked.” 
 
    “What? Who?” 
 
    “The Hucows.” 
 
    Next to him the other two women stared at me. There was, in their attitude, a type of ‘hunger.’ 
 
    “Well…uh…I…” I had no idea what to say to that. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    “Well what?” 
 
    “They need to be fucked!” 
 
    “What do you expect me to do about that?” 
 
    “Fuck them.”
“I’m not going to fuck a bunch of Hucows?” 
 
    “You got to.” 
 
    “I do not!” 
 
    “You’re the only one with a dick.” 
 
    That stopped me. 
 
    One of the other girls said, “And you’re going to have to fuck us.” 
 
    I stared at the three beauties. Large breasts, long, beautiful hair. Round hips. And a world to repopulate, if the effects of The Jab were spreading out. 
 
    “I’ll fuck you if you do your work,” I said. 
 
    They looked at each other and nodded. This was acceptable. 
 
    “But what about the girls?” 
 
    “The Hucows?” 
 
    They stared at me. 
 
    Buck: “Their pussies are getting bigger, and they were really wet. And if you don’t fuck them they’ll get…upset.” 
 
    “What do you mean upset?” I narrowed my gaze on Buck. 
 
    “Well, I was a guy, but I remember how bitchy girls can be.” 
 
    Another girl said, “It’s hormones. They probably have super hormones now. 
 
    “And if you don’t fuck them they’ll start getting bitchy. Super bitchy.” 
 
    “You need to fuck them.” 
 
    I stared at the three girls, and they stared back at me defiantly. 
 
    Apparently, when the government formulated the ‘medicine’ in The Jab they had included behavior modifiers to make the women submissive, but that only went so far. Their sexiness was offset by the fact that if I didn’t produce, which meant fuck them, then they could turn into bitches. Turn cranky. Maybe even revolt. 
 
    I could just imagine myself fleeing for my life, pursued by herds of Hucows, all wanting sex. 
 
    “Okay, I’ll consider it. But right now…you need to bury those bodies and get on with your chores.” 
 
    I had no idea what chores, but it seemed to make the girls happy. Everybody wants a purpose. 
 
    So they went to the bodies and started hauling them out of the yard, towards the woods. And as they dragged the bodies they argued. 
 
    “We need to dig the graves six feet deep.” 
 
    “We need to bury them next to a tree.” 
 
    “Too many roots. We should burry them by the river.” 
 
    “They’ll get washed away the first flood. We need to…” 
 
    Their voices faded and I thought, “Women. Hunh!” 
 
    I sat on the porch swing and swayed back and forth. I thought about the government, The Jab, Disneyland, and what I was going to do. 
 
    But I knew I wasn’t going to do anything unless I got going. I got up from the swinging chair and walked across the porch, down the stairs, and towards the barn. 
 
      
 
    It was cool inside the barn, and I started to take note of the smells and shapes. 
 
    Tools against a wall: shovels and rakes and picks and so on. 
 
    Bales of hay stacked against a wall. Tackle, a stack of wood. 
 
    And, of course, three sets of staring eyes. The Hucows watched me. The milking machine was still in front of their three stalls. I wondered when they were going to want to get milked again. How long does it take for monster boobs to fill up? 
 
    “Please…” a voice whined at me. 
 
    Sighing, I walked over to their stalls and looked in. 
 
    The each turned around and wiggled their ass at me, and I was stunned by how large their vaginas were. 
 
    Heck, they were designed to take a bull’s penis. A Bull’s penis is two feet long, with some reaching two and a half feet long. What would my seven inches do for them? Nada. 
 
    Yet… “Please, fu-u-uck us.” 
 
    Us. Not ‘me.’ They were really in a group think. 
 
    As were Buck and the girls. 
 
    I’m not making any statement about women here, I’m just telling you what The Jab resulted in. Compliant, submissive, horny women. And hucows. 
 
    I looked at Jenny’s ‘gina.’ Fuck. Did I dare? 
 
    It was still human, but large. And it was so moist. And…and puffy. 
 
    “Back up to the rail,” I told her. 
 
    Jenny gave a weird sigh of satisfction. It was like she was warbling and humming at the same time. She backed up. 
 
    I took my dick out and looked at it. 
 
    When I was a horny little boy I had dreamed of fucking every woman I could. 
 
    When I was a horny young man I had fucked every woman I could. 
 
    But I had never entertained the thought of bestiality. 
 
    But these Hucows weren’t beasts. They were women…slightly altered. 
 
    “Fu-u-uck me!” Jenny called out low and insistent. 
 
    Her ass was up against the rail. Her puffy pussy was pressed against the rails,, and bulged between the second and third rail. 
 
    I touched her pussy with my cock head. 
 
    “Oooooh!” she moaned, and she wiggled. I could see her massive tits shaking under her body. 
 
    I had drunk from her breasts. I was a horny fucker. They needed it. I had to try it. 
 
    I pushed forward. 
 
    My dick plunged in, and she pushed back. She wanted more, and for a moment I thought the rails would burst. Then she started moving. 
 
    Her cunt gripped my penis, and it was like a cock-sized washing machine. The muscles gripped me and twisted me and pulled me. 
 
    No wonder bulls had big peenys. The cows stretched them out. 
 
    It almost hurt, but not quite. 
 
    I felt like my groin was being pulled so hard, and my balls seemed to slide towards her hole. 
 
    “Ooooh! Ooooo!” she moaned, grinding her pussy on me. 
 
    I grabbed her tail, it was formed enough to be a handle now, and pulled myself. Hard. Into her pussy. 
 
    “Ooooh! Ooooo!” 
 
    She wanted two feet, she was getting a little more than a half a foot, but she was fine with that. Any size dick would satisfy her immediate cravings. 
 
    I didn’t even have to thrust. She just pulled my penis with her innards, and it was like the super bestest fuck in the world. It was better than regular human pussy. It was better than a hand job, or a blow job. 
 
    It was so good I started to shoot. And shoot and shoot. My dribble of semen, compared to a bull, must have seemed small indeed. But Jenny didn’t notice, her innards just stayed clamped and pulled on me like my dick was taffy. 
 
    For a second I became alarmed. Her hold on my penis was great, and I was afraid that I had stepped in quicksand, that if I pulled back my cock would be pulled out by the root. 
 
    But a quick pull and I was free. I fell back and she stopped humping and looked back over her shoulder at me. She was obviously disappointed.  
 
    “Mo-o-ore!” 
 
    “Okay,” I said, “Turn around.” 
 
    She did, and pushed her puffy pussy between the rails. I pushed my fist into her. My whole fist. All the way to the elbow. 
 
    I could feel that there was still space in there. After all, my forearm was about 13 inches long. She could accommodate a couple of feet plus. 
 
    But she sighed and was happy and pushed back, again the rails bulged and threatened to break. 
 
    I pushed in, hard, and she relaxed. 
 
    For a long time I pushed into her, and she contentedly chewed at my arm with her vagina. I could feel her twisting and turned, sucking, palpating my arm with her innards. Then, finally, she began to come. 
 
    “MOOoooOOOoooOOO!” she lowed, her hips twisting and grinding. 
 
    Then I pulled my forearm out. 
 
    “Do-o-o-o me!” mooed the Hucow on the left. She was at the rail, pushing on the gate with her butt. Quickly, I stepped over to her and rammed my fist in. Her big, super heated pussy immediately sucked it up. Muscles around her ass and all the way down her fat thighs rippled and writhed. 
 
    “Ooooo!” she moaned. 
 
    Again, I punched my fist into her innards, trying to get as far in as a I could. No, it wasn’t as big as a bull’s penis, but it could do things a bull’s penis couldn’t. I bent my wrist and circled my fist inside her. 
 
    “OOOOO!” she loved that. 
 
    Then, genius that I am, I used my other hand to slap the moist flesh of her super-sized pussy. 
 
    She humped up a bit, and immediately began to cum. 
 
    “MOOoooOOOoooOOO!” 
 
    “Do-o-o-o me!” howled the third Hucow.“Do-o-o-o me!” 
 
    So I did. 
 
      
 
    I walked out of the barn, my arm dripping in pussy juice, just as the three girls came back from burying the man. I stepped to the well beside the house and put my arm under the faucet. 
 
    The girls stared at me as they started to roll the woman’s body away. They looked at my arm, and they focused on my crotch. 
 
    Oh, fuck. I was going to have to fuck them, too. And I had just cum. And I was pretty much a once a day kind of guy. It just takes time to get the balls filled up again. 
 
    I watched as they rolled the body over, and I realized they were going to need help. I went over and began pulling and pushing. 
 
    The woman had made it half way to Hucow before she had died. Her ass was huge, and it had split her shorts. We hadn’t rolled her more than a hundred feet before the shorts, being the lever we used to pull and push, were ripped off here body. 
 
    Well, nothing to do about it. We grabbed hunks of flesh, dug our hands in, and rolled her. 
 
    Into the woods. Through the woods, trying to make sure we didn’t get her caught up against trees, or lose her down a slope into thickets. 
 
    Finally, we came out in a meadow, and I could see the hole they had dug for her. We pressed, pushed, gripped, felt the fat slide out from under our hands, and, finally, rolled her into her grave. 
 
    We lay on the ground around the grave, exhausted, breathing hard. 
 
    I became aware that I was lying next to Buck. 
 
    I looked at her, and had a vision of her as a man in my mind. Standing in coveralls, hoisting a jug, gulping down pints of hootch and then lowering the jug and raising his head to give out a massive belch. 
 
    “Don’t think of me like that,” she whined. “I’m a girl now.” 
 
    “Do you remember being a guy?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Don’t you want a woman? Instead of…of me?” 
 
    “No,” she whispered. She was getting closer to me. I was relaxed, tired, and I didn’t put anything on it. “I have a woman’s body now, and a woman’s hormones. I have a vagina, and I want dick. I don’t want pussy anymore. I just want a big, fat penis in me. Fucking me, sliding in and out, making me feel good.” 
 
    Suddenly she was on me. she had thrown here whole body over me and she pressed her lips to mine.  
 
    I struggled, tried to push her off, but the hands of the other girls came to her aid. One girl lay crossways over her, doubling the amount of weight it would require to throw her off. The other girl was ripping at my pants. Her fingers pulled my zipper down, fumbled with my belt. Then I felt her pulling my pants off. 
 
    “No!” I howled, then Buck covered my mouth again, his hands held my ears and his mouth was sucking at mine. 
 
    I pulled my mouth free. “Let me go!” 
 
    They didn’t. They wouldn’t. 
 
    “Look at his weeny!” gasped one of the girls. “It’s so beautiful.” 
 
    The girl glanced from her position atop Buck and observed, “And his balls. They are so pretty.” 
 
    Pretty? Beautiful? Not the kind of words a man would use in this situation, not to describe another man’s package. But their bodies writhing on mine, the way I was being kissed and fondled, I was having a hard time thinking of them as men. The way they pressed their flesh on me, the feel of their breasts as I struggled…then the one that had pulled my pants down sank down on my cock. 
 
    My eyes widened in shock. My dick was hard. Very hard, and why shouldn’t it be? Even though I had squirted inside Jenny an hour before, three women had jumped me, molested me, fondled me, and demanded of me. 
 
    I froze. 
 
    Buck and the other girl stopped struggling, waited, watched me. 
 
    “Fuck,” I whispered. 
 
    The vaccination had changed the girls into Hucows, and it had made their pussies super big, super moist, and enabled their innards to treat my dick like it was in a washing machine. The cum had been twisted out of me and it had only taken a minute. 
 
    But these girls, these newly transformed girls, their pussies were transformed also, and they were even better than the Hucows. 
 
    The Hucows were better than old humans, the new humans were better than Hucows, and if there was any moment when I wished I had gone ahead and gotten vaccinated, Jabbed, it was then. 
 
    The feel of that super slithery, heated inner wall pulling on my cock, the ripple of muscles inside those virginal vaginal walls, it was so amazing that, even though my cock had been exhausted, it was renewed. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” I grunted, and I pushed up. 
 
    The girl pushed down and ground her pussy over my member. 
 
    Buck and the other girl got off and squatted next to us and watched. 
 
    “Don’t let him cum,” said Buck. 
 
    “I won’t.” 
 
    They wouldn’t let me cum? I didn’t see how they could stop me. A pussy like this? I was going to squirt my brains out faster than fast. 
 
    “You like,” the girl asked, leaning down on me. 
 
    “Oh, fuck, yeah!” 
 
    She kissed me, and her lips, they were enhanced like her pussy. Soft  and plump and moist and hot and juicy.  
 
    For a moment I felt like I was in two cunts. One for my dick, and one for my mouth. 
 
    Then I felt hands under the girl who was riding me, one of the girls was massaging my balls. I groaned loudly. 
 
    Then the other girl, I didn’t know which one was which, started sucking on one of my nipples. 
 
    I lurched upwards, pushed my cock in and out, and she writhed and twisted and ground down. It felt like my dick was in a garbage disposal of velvet rags. Absolutely unbelievable, and then I started to cum. 
 
    Started, but her pussy clamped down on me, hard as a fist, and the cum was stopped, strangled at the gate. 
 
    “No!” I grunted. 
 
    “That’s right,” the girl fucking me said. “No. You’ve got to please all three of us.” 
 
    Then time began to come loose. I lost track of things. I was immersed in a mound of shifting flesh, and there was only one thing I could do. I gave up. 
 
    Hump after hump, my cock so excited that my whole body felt like a penis. The girls using me, abusing me, loving me. 
 
    The girl on me came. Blast after blast, and her hold on my cock released. I thought, for a moment, that I would be able to squirt, but even before she had finished cumming she was pushed off. She laid next to me, curled in a ball, her whole body spasming, and Buck crawled onto me. 
 
    “No! Let me cum!” 
 
    “No,” she said, holding my head, kissing my lips, devouring me with her sex. And I felt her clamp down, even as she rippled and writhed and took my cock for a ride. 
 
    “Please! Please!” 
 
    She said nothing, just used my cock, rode it, went up and down and around and around. She corkscrewed onto me, off of me, and it wasnt’ long before she began cumming. 
 
    Contact high, I really, really, REALLY wanted to cum. 
 
    But Buck was shoved off me, to lay moaning and holding herself on the other side of me from the first girl, and the third one sank down onto me. 
 
    This one was REALLY hungry. She had just watched her two friends get off on me, and she wanted hers in the worst way. 
 
    Or the best, if you think about it. 
 
    “Fuck me, you bastard!” She sat on me like I was a rocking horse, and she swayed back and forth. Her pussy had clamped down on me again so I couldn’t cum. 
 
    “Oh, fu-u-uck!” I whimpered. I felt like I was being fucked to death. But…what a way to go! 
 
    She suddenly fell on me. She had no friends to help her push down on me, and she hugged me and pulled and I was as if caught in the sexual folds of an octopus. With eight tentacles inside her pussy, every one of them gripping and pulled, slithering and twisting, pulling and exciting. 
 
    And, finally, she began to cum. Short, hard spasms, and, finally…finally, she relaxed her pussy muscles. 
 
    “FU-U-U-U-UCK!” I wailed. Sperm exploded from my tortured balls. My dick felt like a firehose being overloaded, and I shot my goods into her. 
 
    She held on, having her own spasms. Then we were collapsed. The other two girls snuggled in against us. We were like a mountain of flesh, excited and sated and totally happy. 
 
    We lay under the blue skies, the hot sun, and just breathed. Felt the warmth of being alive, the glory of hot flesh, the wonder of incredible sex. 
 
    Finally, I nudged one of the girls. “Maybe we should fill in the grave.” 
 
    Giggles as they realized that the half a Hucow we had manhandled here was uncovered in a hole, and we had, almost literally, fucked on her grave. 
 
    We untangled and got to our feet. We began pushing dirt into the grave, and we laughed whenever we caught a glimpse of each other. 
 
    It was good. but…and I started to think. 
 
    There was a creek below the house, and we went down and dipped out bodies in it. The girls took turns swinging on a rope and splashing, and I sat against a tree and wondered. 
 
    They had been Jabbed, and they had been changed, and, in a way, we could all live with that change. 
 
    Yes, people had died from The Jab. But people had lived. I considered my own statistic. 
 
    Eight  people had been Jabbed, and I hadn’t. Two of the Jabbed had died outright. So where did that leave the world? 
 
    There were over 300 million people in the US. If the statistics on the little farm held true, 66 and 1/2 million people had died. 33 and 1/2 million were clean, like me. And if you divided the remaining population half and half into men and women, then 100 million were Hucows, and 100 million were new babes. 
 
    Then I had a thought. “Hey, Buck?” 
 
    She came out of the water, dripping and beautiful, breasts high and pussy happy. “What?” 
 
    “What Jab did you get?” 
 
    She looked blank. 
 
    “There were three main Jabs. Moderna, Johnson and Johnson, and Pfizer. Which did you get?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “You don’t know?” I frowned. 
 
    “Hey, it was free, so what’s the difference.” 
 
    I waved her back to the stream and she went to play in the water with her girlfriends. 
 
    What’s the difference. Huh. People letting the government inject them with foreign substances, and what difference does it make? 
 
    But it did make a difference. 
 
    It was likely that Buck and his people had all gotten doses of one type of vaccine. That left two other types of vaccines out there, and what were their effects going to be? Would they make Hucows? Or something else? Would they make men into women, or women into men? Hucows or…Hu-something else? 
 
    My God, what had the government done to us? 
 
    And I would have to find out. 
 
    Sure. I could live a life on the farm, and it would likely be a good life. Three gorgeous women to please me, all delightfully subservient…except for when they got horny.  
 
    And the Hucows, that was, I hate to say it, a ‘crop.’ Not for slaughtering, but I could easily see a market for Hu-milk. I could become a rich Hu-farmer, supplying the world with high quality Hu-milk. 
 
    And, in a pinch, if, say, all three girls got pregnant at the same time, I could always go fuck a Hucow. After all, Fucking a Hucow was much better than fucking an old human. Sorry, but that’s the truth. 
 
    But…I had to find out. I would have to leave the farm, maybe find my friends at the Walmart/FEMA station. I had to find out what type of Hu-things were out there. 
 
    If I didn’t find out then maybe some day a new government, of bad Hu-whatevers, might come along. Maybe something even worse than The Jab. 
 
    So I had to go. 
 
    I sighed, and called the girls to me. We had to make plans. 
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    The Lusty Land of Oz ~ (38,500 words) Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest sequel to the  raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever! 
 
    The Lusty Land of Oz picks up where The Horny Wizard of Oz left off, but with the introduction of Tip, a well endowed young man forced into the 'service' of Mombi, the meanest Witch in Oz. 
 
    Off Tip goes, on a mad romp through a perverted land, picking up strangers with stranger appendages, a step ahead of Mombi, and always trying to figure out why he just...can't...uh...you know?
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    Forced Feminization by Ancient Magic! 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “I can’t believe it!” 
 
    We were caked with dust, exhausted, and elated beyond dreams. 
 
    “Believe,” Kyle whispered. His voice was sounded muffled, and was loud, all at the same time.  
 
    We stared at the stone in front of us. Kyle took out a brush and cleaned out the carvings. He read the inscription, translating as the words were revealed. 
 
    “The… tomb…of…Titankummin.” 
 
    “Tit’s and cumming?” I giggled. 
 
    He laughed, “Get your mind out of the gutter, girl, this is the big time.” 
 
    He translated more words, more birds and squares and hands and all that sort of thing. I don’t mean to be dismissive of the hieroglyphics, but I was in a hurry to get into the tomb. 
 
    “Cursed…be…the…’stealer in?’ Oh, robber…who…defiles…” 
 
    “Oh, man, oh, man,” I shuffled a bit. 
 
    “Keep your panties on,” he spoke in hushed tones. there’s something else…oh, crap, it’s broken off. Something….something changes. Will change…I don’t know…but that’s it.” 
 
    I shone my lamp on the stone face from several different angles, but that was all we were going to get. 
 
    “If you get cursed you get changed. Like from living to dead. Typical curse.” 
 
    “I don’t know. The way these are carved, and I’m not even familiar with this figure…I don’t think that’s it.” 
 
    “Okay, we’re cursed. Can you loosen the block?” 
 
    He inserted a thin knife between the entry block and the next stone, the door jamb, as it were. He scratched grit out and I kept the light focused so he could see what we were doing.For long minutes he scratched, and suddenly we heard a rumble. 
 
    We freaked, which is what you are supposed to do when you’re in the bowels of an ancient Egyptian tomb, and moved sideways, looked up, tried to figure which way to go to avoid the trap. 
 
    And there was a trap. It was a massive slab of stone, hinged over the entrance to the tomb, and it slammed down and would have squashed us flatter than a dung beetle that’s been stepped on by a big rig. 
 
    “Fuck!” Kyle blurted. Dust rose up and I was coughing madly, trying to hold a kerchief over my face. 
 
    The dust settled, and we coughed, then we saw the damage. 
 
    The entry stone to the tomb of Titankummin was shattered, as was the big slab that had almost ended our careers…and lives. 
 
    “It’s open!” I shouted, excitement overcoming respect for the dead. 
 
    “Shhh!” grinned Kyle. 
 
    We pushed chunks of stone aside, clambered over the debris, and entered the tomb of Titankummin. 
 
    Titankummin was second dynasty, and female, which made her quite unique. There was apparently a lot of intrigue and court back stabbing and literal back stabbing, before she came to power. When she did come to power she amassed one of the largest fortunes in the history of Egyptian pharaohs. But there was apparently scandal, and the people didn’t particularly like her. 
 
    Still, she had a small tomb, and a LOT of her fortune was buried with her. 
 
    And that meant, since we had found the tomb, and didn’t pay taxes, we were going to get a LOT of money. 
 
    Maybe billions. If we could crate it up and sneak it out of the country. 
 
    Did I did mention? Kyle and I are tomb raiders? Like Lara Croft, but more with an eye to profit and not all that stupid ‘who’s your daddy’ crap. 
 
    We crawled through the square opening and our lights illumined the tomb. 
 
    It might have been a small pyramid, but it was a big treasure room. 
 
    Statues, gold jewelry, Tutankhamun's mummy, chariots, model boats, canopic jars, chairs, and paintings, skeletons of servants chained to the walls, and, of course, the walls adorned with endless hieroglyphics. 
 
    “Whoa!” Kyle muttered as he went through the debris of an ancient life. He picked up a golden sword, which much effort because that sucker was heavy! He looked into canopic jars and examined the liver and kidneys and what all that were stored there. 
 
    “This is better than Tut’s tomb,” he quipped. And he was right. And the government didn’t know about it, no museum’s to pay off or contribute to, just nothing but gold and jewels and sacred relics and….the list goes on, and nobody to share it with. 
 
    Finally, after swimming in our gold and glory for a while, we came to the rear of the treasure chamber, and the entrance to a smaller room. This room had stuff in it, including the obligatory skeletons of slaves, but it also had, at the back of the room, a sarcophagus. We stood in front of the big, stone thing and grinned. 
 
    “Here we go,” I muttered. 
 
    “Wait a minute.” 
 
    “Why?” I asked. 
 
    Kyle got up on the lid and stared down. He brushed the dust out of hieorglyphics carved into the lid and mumbled. 
 
    “It’s that curse thing again…but here’s the whole thing…but it’s weird. He cocked his head, then began speaking. 
 
    “Some…curse. Yeah, yeah, but…’changes he who…she who…what? What the fuck?” 
 
    “What the fuck what?” I asked, staring at the ancient writing. I could read hieroglyphics a little, but Kyle could read them a lot. 
 
    “The he and the she is confused in this…it’s curse, but a blessing, too. I’ve never seen that phrase…but…holy fuck!” He sounded shocked. 
 
    “What?”  
 
    He grinned at me. “You aren’t going to believe this.” 
 
    “For fucks’ sake, what?” 
 
    “No, no. Better to show you. Otherwise you might not believe.” 
 
    He jumped off the sarcophagus, refused to even talk to me, and just said, “We have to open it.” 
 
    “Well, of course we did. There might be special jewels in there. The Pharaoh’s favorite. 
 
    We chipped a hole between the fit of the lid and the body of the sarcophagus, rammed a spear into the crack, and applied our weight. 
 
    GRRRRR! It sounded like an animal growling as the lid slid to the side. 
 
    BOOM! It broke into several pieces. 
 
    “Fuck,” I whispered. I didn’t like to break things…I wanted to steal things. 
 
    Kyle didn’t care, however, he was already looking into the sarcophagus, waving his hand to disperse dust. “Holy fuck,” he said. “Holy fucking fuck!” 
 
    At the awe in his voice I moved next to him. I stared down, my eyes sought out detail, then my mouth opened and my jaw dropped. I said the only thing I could. 
 
    “Holy fuck!” 
 
    And truer words were never spoken. 
 
    Titankummin was short. Not even five foot. The wrappings had disintegrated at various parts of her body, and we could see her face quite plainly. Ugly now, yet it was obvious that she had been a beauty. Not just the evenness of the sunken features, or the row of perfect teeth, but…a feel. An ambience that had lasted even through the centuries. 
 
    My eyes trailed down to her chest. She had been well endowed. Very well endowed, and the wrappings must have been stretched, and so more easily disintegrated. Now, there was nothing, but the size of the holes where the wrappings had been stretched and turned to dust. They were large. 
 
    The most amazing thing, however, was the groin. A bulge there had also destroyed wrapping, and the cock was plainly displayed. 
 
    Cock. 
 
    Titankummin was a man…and a woman. I actually staggered a bit then, but held on to the lip of the sarcophagus and forced myself to examine her sex. 
 
    Destroyed by the residual moisture of a groin in death. No wrappings, and the cock was still large. It wasn’t thick, it was just skin, and shrunken, but even shrunken—I eyeballed it and whispered, “A foot. My God. 20% of his…her…body height.” 
 
    “And those balls, they must have been huge.” 
 
    I could see the skin of her testicles, and they spread out like the skin of a fruit, or a dead animal, and they were big. Inflate those puppies and you’d have soft balls. Big soft balls. 
 
    Then, growing used to our shock, we saw it. 
 
    The ring. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” Kyle’s tongue crept out of his mouth as he licked his lips.  
 
    “Get it,” I said. 
 
    He reached down, pulled a bit of dead gauze off, and slipped the ring off her finger, and a burst of dust suddenly shot out of Titankummin’s mouth and struck Kyle right in the mouth. 
 
    “Fuck!” he spat out, tried to rid himself of the dust, and coughed. 
 
    Still he had the ring. He held it up and we examined it in the bright light of the lamp. 
 
    It was a scarab and a serpent. Both, but so delicately intertwined that you had study the lines to discern it. Once you saw it, however, you could never mistake it again. 
 
    A scarab beetle. Round. Shiny even for the dust and gloom. And a serpent coming out of its mouth and circling the body of the scarab. The scarab was made of amethyst, it shone purple, glistened like dew, and filled the eye with awe. The detail was amazing, and it even had tiny pinchers, and the serpent oozed out of the mouth, and circled the stone and gripped the beetle with little clasps that looked more like the beetle had grown legs. 
 
    It was an amazing piece of work. Even in today’s market, with laser cut stones, it was precise, geometrically perfect, and…it had spirit. One could feel the spirit of the beetle and the serpent. 
 
    Kyle turned the ring over and we could read the one symbol inside the ring. Atum. 
 
    “Atum?” I questioned. 
 
    Kyle frowned, looked at the ring, then said, “Atum was a God who begat children by himself. Or herself. Who knows the sex of a God?” 
 
    We stared at the ring, our minds churning. We were holding one of the greatest treasures of the ancient world, and our lives would never be the same. 
 
    The treasure of the Pharaohs, Gods in their own time, were about to make us Gods in our time. 
 
    Yeah, baby. 
 
    And, I have often wondered, especially in light of what happened to Kyle, what would have happened if I had taken the ring from Titankummin’s finger, and she had breathed her dust into my face. 
 
    But right then, fresh with our victory, staring at the glittering stone and setting, we could only exult, and gloat, and…Kyle coughed. 
 
      
 
    The following days were frantic. Doubly frantic for me, as I had to do all the work. 
 
    Kyle had coughed, and it was a weird cough, high in the sinuses, and he had blinked and shook his head. 
 
    “That’s funny,” he said, then he keeled over. 
 
    He wasn’t unconscious, but he was weak, wobbled like his legs were made out of spaghetti. I helped him out of the tomb, then to our truck. We had hidden it a mile away, in a grove, and it was one of the worst episodes in my life. 
 
    Cough…cough…but the coughs were more of a wheeze, and I was bearing a lot of his weight. Still, it was mostly downhill, and I managed to stow him in the passenger seat. 
 
    It showed how worried I was that I didn’t leave him there and go get the treasure, but I couldn’t. He was fevered, burning up, so hot that I was scared the sweat would turn to steam. 
 
    I got behind the wheel and headed for Cairo. It was a couple of hours, and I kept looking at him. Feeling his forehead. 
 
    “Come on, Kyle,” I whispered. “Come on.” 
 
    He murmured things, weird things. “The beetle is a hole…the serpent is a mole.” “Don’t fuck me with that!” “Mother…I’m sorry…I’ll never…” 
 
    Insane bits of disembodied phrases. Curses and blessings. Reminiscences of ancient prayers that I didn’t recognize, except for the fact that they were beseechings of the Gods. 
 
    I sped through Cairo to a hospital, and unloaded him. I managed to get the ring out of his grasp, then they wheeled him into the hospital. 
 
    I stared at him, rolling away on a gurney, and I thought I should go in, be with him, but then I thought about what Kyle would do. Kyle would go back and get the treasure. So that is what I did. I got back in the truck and returned to the hidden tomb of Titankummin. 
 
    I worried about Kyle as I worked in the tomb. What had happened to him?…as I toted out gold and gems, brought it down the hillside to the truck. Will he be all right?…as I packed ancient weapons and tools into the truck. Did that puff of dust from Titankummin’s mouth have something to do with his sickness?…as I transferred the corpse of Titankummin from the sarcophagus to a thin board, and then toted the board to the truck. 
 
    Hours passed. I was exhausted, but wired. Dawn broke. 
 
    I drove for town, and headed for a warehouse. I unloaded the goods,  sat down in a chair, and woke uphours later. I had been so tired I had sat down and fallen asleep. I looked around wearily. 
 
    Kyle. There must be word of his condition. 
 
    I stood up, and almost fell. I needed food. 
 
    I stopped at a restaurant and had breakfast, and it was all I could do to eat. I stared at a window as the sun cooked the day. I poked food into my mouth and forced myself to chew. 
 
    I was rich, richer than a pharaoh. If a golden trident was worth  a thousand of dollar back then, add in 5,000 years of inflation, and that golden trident might be worth 5 million. And I had tridents and shovels and swords and things to pop pimples with. I had a whole Pharaoh’s palace worth of…stuff. 
 
    But my partner was sick. He had been out of it the night before, mumbling strange words, and in strange languages. And, funny thing, it sounded like some of the languages were ones he didn’t even know. 
 
    What the fuck had happened to Kyle? Finally, tired but wired, but at least fed, I tossed a 20 pound Egyptian note on the table and left. 
 
     
 
    “How is he?” 
 
    Doctor Satsut frowned. “I have never seen anything like this.” 
 
    Dr. Satsut was brown skinned with a stubby mustache under his hooked beak. Still, his eyes were kindly, and he seemed to be smart. 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Whatever sickness he has,” a doctor didn’t know what he had? Oh, fuck! “it is effecting his hormones.” 
 
    “His hormones?” 
 
    “Yes. It is like a massive shift is happening inside his body. I have called in specialists, but please don’t expect any news.” 
 
    “Any news…for how long?” 
 
    He looked ill at ease. “We have to collate reports, and the reports depend on the speed of the labs, and…” he actually shrugged. 
 
    “But I need more than that!” 
 
    “Perhaps if you can tell me something of your recent activities. People you have met?”  
 
    A five thousand years old mummy! My brain did a real ‘clunk.’ 
 
    “Or where you have been. Some sicknesses originate in specific locations.” 
 
    Like in a 5,000 year old pyramid, covered by the sands and hidden for 5,000 years! 
 
    “Anything you might have handled…” he looked hopeful. 
 
    Like a thousand ancient artifacts from a tomb we broke into… 
 
    “We’re just tourists,” I answered. We took a tour, saw the pyramids, and went to a museum.” Ah, so clever a fabricator am I. 
 
    His hopeful smile turned into a frown and he shook his head. “Well, I wish…” 
 
    “Can I see him?” 
 
    “It would not be wise. We have him in isolation until we can figure out what his sickness is.” 
 
    “Well, is he awake?” 
 
    “He is…awake.” He spoke hesitantly, which made my ears go up. “But he is…having hallucinations.” 
 
    I thought of the way he had been speaking on the way back from Titankummin’s tomb. “What kind of hallucinations?” 
 
    “He…he…talks like he is somebody else. A woman. But…” 
 
    “Does he have a name? As a woman?” 
 
    But the doctor had decided that he had said enough. That’s doctors for you. they think they know everything, even when they know nothing, and they aren’t willing to reveal just how ignorant they are. 
 
    “I would suggest that you…you wait, and we will give you reports as we have them.” 
 
      
 
    I left the hospital, and was tireder than when I had arrived. I had no news, I didn’t know what was happening to Kyle. Nobody would tell me anything. 
 
    Standing there, in the middle of Wasat El Balad, which was the middle of town in Cairo, I thought. 
 
    I was tired, but the day was growing, and I was still wired. 
 
    Kyle might be sick, but we were rich, and I had to secure our wealth. And, what would Kyle do? I set about the process of protecting our fortune. 
 
    There were still items to be moved in from the pyramid, lots of items, but the warehouse had to be gone through, things had to be mailed, contacts with antiquities dealers made. Most of all, I had to get our ill gotten goods out of Egypt. 
 
    Heck, if the Egyptian government knew what we were about we would be in jail for a million years. Or, at least 5,000. 
 
    So I headed for the warehouse. I worked all day. I catalogued the items, and I started making contacts. Most of all, I looked for ships’ captains who would be willing to look the other way. 
 
    By the end of the day I had made a dent. I had mailed a half a dozen items to other countries, and arranged for pick ups and relay mailing to the US. 
 
    The US. That would be a problem, but not a big one. The United States was probably the crookedest, most corrupt country in the world. Grease a few palms and you could sneak in an atomic bomb. 
 
    The items were mostly catalogued and laid out on a big tarp. Some of them were boxed and ready to go, but most just laid there, precious artifacts from ancient Egypt, ready to go out into the modern world. 
 
    I took a nap, wondered about Kyle, then had a bite to eat and headed for Titankummin’s tomb, and another load of goodies. 
 
    It took two weeks to empty the tomb. The hardest parts were when I hired some scurrilous dirtbags to move the heavy stuff. I had to crry a gun and watch my back at all times. 
 
    The Pharoah’s barge took a lot of heft, which meant more workers, and then there was the sarcophagus itself, and statues and sculpts of gold. Gold, as you might or might not know, is pretty damned heavy. 
 
    But two weeks was amazing. If we had declared our discovery it would have taken many years just to move a couple of items, and we would have gone broke doing it. 
 
    No, there is a lot of profit in being a tomb raider. You just have to know how to squeeze a dollar, and be willing to squeeze the trigger of a gun. 
 
    It took two months to empty the warehouse. Two months of frantic work, worrying that I would get busted, worrying that the scoundrels I was working with would suddenly decide to betray me, try to take my fortune for themselves. 
 
    Two months, and every day I went to the hospital. Doc Satsut met with me every day. He showed me reports, lab results, and discussed options…of which there didn’t seem to be any. 
 
    “He continues to lose weight,” he told me at one point. Kyle had been 200 pounds, and now he was down to a hundred. 
 
    “Isn’t that dangerous?” I asked him. 
 
    “Normally, but…he seems to be adapting.” 
 
    Adapting to losing half your body weight? 
 
    “There are problems with his kidneys, they seem…dry.” 
 
    Now that was an odd remark. Kyle was healthy as a horse, at least he was until he breathe some of that tainted Egyptian mummy dust. Still, lying in the hospital day after day, getting no exercise, I could imagine him wasting away. 
 
    We…the hormones. His hormones have shifted, it’s very mysterious.” And he shook his head and mumbled to himself. 
 
    So I had no answers, and all I could do was wait. And worry. 
 
    But I was rich. I already had billions in the banks, and more was coming in every day. 
 
    It’s a funny thing, but the richer a person is the more crooked they are. I stopped having to worry about the low life scum bags stealing from me, and relaxed as the real crooks took a hand. 
 
    I received phone calls…with invitations, and I knew what was happening. I was being promoted from tomb raider to international financier. I was being allowed into the ranks of the biggest crooks. 
 
     
 
    Three months after Kyle and I had broken into the tomb of Titankummin I received a call from the hospital. 
 
    “Miss Johansen?” It was Doctor Satsut. 
 
    “Yeah, Doc?” 
 
    “We…there is nothing more we can do.” 
 
    I blinked. “He died?” I blurted. 
 
    “No, no. There is just nothing more that we can do. He is an anomaly, and, we would suggest more care, but he insists on being released and…” 
 
    Kyle insists? For months they had told me he was blithering in foreign languages. Now he was talking? Insisting? 
 
    I realized Doc Satsut had finished speaking and I said, “I’ll be there in an hour.” 
 
      
 
    I strode down the hallway, Doctor Satsut at my side. He was nervous, blathering a bit. “He has changed, you will see. But he is the same person. We have watched him closely these past months and…” blah, blah, blah. 
 
    We turned into Kyle’s room and I stopped. 
 
    Yes, it was Kyle. But, as the good doctor had said, he had changed. 
 
    He was standing by the window, looking out at Cairo, and he turned to me. 
 
    It was Kyle’s face, but shrunken, but not shrunken. The fat had been redistributed. His jaw line was no long firm and square, it was round and soft. His linear eyebrows were gone up into arches. His mouth was puffed out a bit, the lips softer. And the eyes. They were his eyes, but they were dark, darker, and they stared at me. 
 
    “Kyle?” 
 
    He blinked and tilted his head as if in puzzlement. 
 
    I moved towards him and realized that his body had gotten shorter. He had been six foot, now he was five foot. If that. And he was slender, except…except for his chest. his chest…it poked out, and I felt. faint. He had breasts. Large breasts 
 
    Still, it was Kyle, and he was my lover, and I took him in my arms. I held him, and he raised his arms, be it slowly, and hugged me back. 
 
    “The paperwork has been done,” Satsut said. 
 
    I nodded. “Come along, Kyle. Let’s get you out of here.” 
 
    I walked, and it was like leading Kyle. He moved, but a bit unsurely.  I realized that he must have been in bed most of the time. It was almost like he had forgotten how to walk. 
 
      
 
    I took him to the best hotel in Cairo, and he moved slowly, watched me, seemed puzzled sometimes, nodded his head sometimes. 
 
    We entered our suite and I asked him, “Kyle? Would you like some lunch? That hospital food must have been something. I’m sure you would like something to eat.” 
 
    He cocked his head and watched me. 
 
    Not looked at me, but watched me, as if he was figuring me out. 
 
    I picked up the phone. “Why don’t you relax, and I’ll order us something.” 
 
    He made a motion with his hand, and I recognized it as put down the phone. 
 
    I gently placed the phone in its cradle. 
 
    “Are you all right, Kyle? Do you need to sleep? Or something?” 
 
    Well, it was the ‘or something’ that he needed. He moved like he didn’t fully understand what he was doing, and took off the pants they had given him. And the shirt. 
 
    Yes. He had breasts. Big ones. Lush with hard tips. 
 
    He stood there naked and waited. 
 
    His hips were rounder, and his waist smaller. His was a female body. Except for the big dick hanging down between his legs. 
 
    I looked at his penis. It was bigger than I had remembered. A lot bigger. And I could see his big, hairy balls behind his penis. Really big. 
 
    I licked my lips, and his cock started to grow harder. slowly, like a truck laboring uphill, it raised up. It became full of blood, and it stood straight out. It was thick, like a man’s forearm, and it was throbbing. 
 
    “Kyle?” I asked. suddenly I was confused, and, more than confused, a little scared. He hadn’t said a word since I had picked him up. He just stared at me, and his eyes began to grow larger. 
 
    I stopped breathing, or at least forgot that I was supposed to breath, and stared at his growing eyes. 
 
    They were dark, pitch dark, not even any whites. They were shiny, opaque but shiny. And they seemed to suck at me, to pull me. 
 
    “Kyle?” I asked, my voice trembling. 
 
    How many times had we made love? Yet, this was different. This was a force of nature, moving my legs in spite of myself. 
 
    He motioned down with an imperious finger, and I found myself kneeling before him, and the single eye of his mighty prick stared at me. And dripped. A slow ‘condensation’ of pre-cum. A drop that dropped, and splattered on the floor. 
 
    “Kyle?” I tried again. My heart was pounding, I was shaking, I was compelled. 
 
    He pointed at his penis. 
 
    I couldn’t help it, as if without mind, but filled with conmpulsion, I leaned forward. I kissed his penis, tasted the drop of pre-cum, and he made his first sound. A sigh. 
 
    He lifted me up by placing his hands under my armpits and just…lifting. 
 
    So strong. Stronger than he had been as a man. Stronger than a normal woman of his size. 
 
    I realized, with a shock, that I had just accepted an inner thought of him as a woman. 
 
    “Kyle?” I asked, but he moved across the room, supporting me at the base of my arms, and he laid me on the big, hotel bed. 
 
    It was soft, and I sunk into it. He crawled after me, and stopped. 
 
    He sighed again, as if remembering something, and touched my hole. One finger traced the circle of it. Rubbed up and down the labia. Touched the clitoris. 
 
    I felt excitement coursing through me. I hadn’t been horny, but his touch was exciting me, making me wet, making me want him. 
 
    But he was so different, and I felt fear. 
 
    I put my arms up to forestall him, but he took them by the wrists and placed them aside, leaned his weight on me, and pushed his cock to my cunt. 
 
    I was rigid with fright now. This was different. This wasn’t Kyle. This was silent and deadly and intense…yet it was Kyle. 
 
    It just…wasn’t Kyle. 
 
    He held himself above me, stared into my eyes, and I could feel myself being sucked up, into his dark orbs. I felt like my heart was going to pound itself right out of my chest. Yet my own tits felt like that had been lit on fire. My nipples were scorched, and my pussy, my pussy…he shoved in. 
 
    That big cock opened me up, split me in two, and I gasped for the pain become pleasure. 
 
    I had never had a cock that big. I had never had a baseball bat shoved up my quim. Tell the truth, I didn’t think I wanted to. All the fantasies women have, taking the big monster, I had never had. I liked to fuck, I liked regular size cocks. 
 
    But this…this tube sliding up my pussy, electrifying my nerves…I suddenly wanted big cock. And a lot of it. 
 
    Kyle obliged. He shoved it in like a battering ram, then slowly, gently, making me feel like he was turning me inside out, extracted it. 
 
    What is beyond a moan? That was what I did. A guttural exhalation of desire and overwhelming pleasure. 
 
    He shoved it in again, filled me, opened me, taught me who was boss. 
 
    I could hardly breath for the sheer sensation. My body felt like it had been thrown in an oven. I felt like my skin had ignited. My pussy simply exploded. 
 
    And he kept shoving it in, pulling it out, shoving it in, pulling it…and I entered a daze of heaven that elevated me to the Gods. I clung to him, to her, to whoever, and held on. I was being split apart and molten love was being poured into me.  
 
    Finally, transformed, I lay back on the bed. 
 
    Kyle got off me, smiled a knowing smile, and went to the telephone. 
 
    I watched him. 
 
    He stopped. Confused. Looked at the table the phone was on. He opened a drawer, and there was the ring. The beetle and the serpent. I had put it in the drawer and forgotten about it. 
 
    His eyes lit up and he took the ring, held it up, then placed it on his middle finger. 
 
    He turned to me…and he spoke. “That’s better.” 
 
    “Kyle?” I sat up. 
 
    He motioned me to be quiet with his ringed hand and picked up the phone. 
 
    His voice was softer, like a woman’s, and it had a curious ‘slant’ to it. Like he had an accent, but I knew he had no accent. He had never had an accent. 
 
    “I would like a dinner. Two dinners.” He was speaking slowly, figuring things out. “I would like a…a clothier…haberdasher…a person to arrange for clothing. Shoes. I need shoes. Send a person for shoes. “ 
 
    He hung up, went to the window and looked out. 
 
    I got up, tired and dashed against the boulders at the bottom of a cliff I had never known existed. I walked up behind him. Or her. No. Him. Only a ‘him’ could fuck like he had. Before I could put my arms around him, however, he spun. 
 
    His eyes were dark, like storm clouds, though he smiled. And he spoke gibberish. 
 
    Gibberish? Was he hallucinating? Had some part of his brain been injured? 
 
    He frowned at the expression on my face. 
 
    He spoke slower, and I recognized it as Egyptian. but why was he speaking in Egyptian to me? And…it wasn’t real Egyptian. It was. dialect, or…or…and it struck me…it was ancient Egyptian. 
 
    I opened my mouth, and the translation of his words slowly permeated my mind. 
 
    “My treasure. What you took out of my tomb. Where is it.” 
 
    I, of course, fainted.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    We ate dinner, kushari and ful medames and a couple of the most delicious lamb chops I had ever tasted. 
 
    He was naked, and his breasts brushed the table. His hair, three months longer than his normal male cut, was brushed out and reached almost to his shoulders. He watched me with those dark, dark eyes, and he asked me questions. 
 
    The questions were…odd. He knew about how to liquidate ancient artifacts, but I had to explain basic things to him, like banking. Like taxes. 
 
    But he knew all that! 
 
    But he didn’t. 
 
    Yet he understood and retained everything I told him, and started asking deeper questions. 
 
    Finally, he simply nodded and said, “I understand. You have done well.” Then he said something very odd. “You love me.” 
 
    It was rhetorical, he knew I did. I had helped him, I had taken care of the treasure, and, of course I had fucked him. Quickly and easily and wanted to do so again. 
 
    Lord, just sitting there watching those full lips, those female lips, work around food, it was making me horny. 
 
    And his breasts. They were so big and gorgeous. 
 
    Knock knock. 
 
    He cocked his head. 
 
    “The haberdasher.” 
 
    “Oh. Do people always touch door before they enter?” 
 
    I gave a half blink at the silliness of the question. “Of course. Unless they live there.” 
 
    “But who announces them?” 
 
    “They announce themselves.” 
 
    “Oh. How…dangerous.” 
 
    Watching him, puzzled, I went to the door and opened it. 
 
    The haberdasher entered, and had an assistant, and was shocked at Kyle’s nakedness. Egypt is predominately Islam, and women do not let themselves be seen naked. They are always clad in the big robes called gallebaya, they cover their faces with hijabs. 
 
    The haberdasher gasped. Which was the wrong thing to do in the presence of the ‘new’ Kyle. 
 
    He stood up and, I swear, I could see hurricanes swirling in his dark eyes. 
 
    The haberdasher and his assistant stared at his cock, reaching to his knees. 
 
    Oh, God, what had I done? I hadn’t prepared the new Kyle for this. People who had both male and female sex organs would be run out of Egypt on a rail! It was against their customs, their religion. 
 
    Yet Kyle simply held up his hand so they could see his ring. Then he motioned downward. 
 
    The haberdasher and his assistant knelt, they both held their heads down. 
 
    I goggled. What the fuck? 
 
    Yet I felt a compulsion myself. I felt like bending knee, even though I knew Kyle, this was Kyle…but I didn’t. I just got a little weak in the knee and managed to stay standing up. 
 
    “Yati,” Kyle said. ‘Come.’ 
 
    The haberdasher and his assistant crawled across the floor. 
 
    Kyle motioned, and they kissed his ring, and abased themselves. Put their heads to the floor, and I heard a sobbing sound come from the assistant. 
 
    “Tartafie.” ‘Rise.’ The Haberdasher and his assistant came to their feet, but they stood very respectful, eyes down and hands clasped in front of them. 
 
    “You will clothe me.” 
 
    “Pardon me,” the clothier whispered. “I clothe men. I do not know dresses.” 
 
    Kyle tossed it off. “Make me man clothes. Send measurements to somebody who makes woman clothes.” 
 
    “Would you like…” it was almost like the haberdasher was afraid to speak, “Egyptian clothes or…or western clothes.” 
 
    Kyle raised an eyebrow at me.  
 
    “Western,” I said. “And send the person who makes women’s clothes up here.” No way I was going to let some doofus with no fashion sense clothe Kyle. 
 
    Shortly, they had measured Kyle and were gone. Kyle went out on the balcony and sat in a chair. 
 
    I picked up the phone and ordered drinks, then went out to sit with him. 
 
    He was silent, his eyes roaming over the buildings of Cairo, taking it all in. 
 
    Oddly, though I knew Kyle, I was…apprehensive. This was a different Kyle. 
 
    He turned to me, smiled. “You are loyal,” he said, then he turned back to his city gazing. 
 
    I studied him. In form he was a woman. Yet his cock was more than a man’s. And his breasts, oh, Lord. I’m not a Lesbian, but I was turned on by those massive tits. Just the sight of them, lightly colored brown, the pink tips so erect, made me hungry for them. 
 
    He had fucked me, yet I was already horny again. 
 
    Knock knock. 
 
    “Who announces themselves?” 
 
    “Probably the drinks.” 
 
    He raised an imperious eyebrow at me, but I just went and got the drinks. 
 
    I returned to the balcony and handed him a tall, icy Coke High. That’s bourbon and Coke. The best bourbon, and…Coke. 
 
    He moved his head slightly when he gripped the glass. “Cold.” 
 
    “Yes,” I murmured. “They put ice in it” 
 
    He smiled. He sipped. He grinned. “Hah!” Then he drank the whole thing down. He threw the empty glass over the rail! 
 
    “Don’t!” I yelled. 
 
    He stared at me angrily. 
 
    “There are people below!  You might hit one?” 
 
    His brows furrowed. “So?” 
 
    “You can’t hurt people!” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    Then followed a lo-o-ong discussion concerning how one should behave with other people. To his credit, he understood everything, and I got him to agree to follow my lead, to pay attention to what I was saying. 
 
    “Kyle,” I finally asked, “What has happened to you?” 
 
    There was a flicker behind his eyes, but it was so quick, and then it went away. 
 
    “Kyle is fine. I am fine.” 
 
    “How can you be fine if you’re speaking of yourself in the third person?” 
 
    He looked confused. 
 
    “Oh, crap,” I muttered. He didn’t understand ‘third person?’ “Kyle,” I spoke a little more forcefully. 
 
    He frowned, but listened. 
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
    For a long moment he regarded me. Then: “I need a…how do women pleasure themselves? Would you like to be a man?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    He lifted his penis, showed me what was underneath, and I almost fainted. 
 
    I didn’t go all the way out, but nearly. 
 
    Under his cock was a vagina. Unmistakeable. A pussy. Like mine. 
 
    I remembered the look on the haberdasher’s face when he had measured Kyle’s inseam. A moment of shock, but nothing said. 
 
    Of course, nothing said. He had been under the influence of…the ring. 
 
    But he had noted the vagina, and accepted it. Against all custom and even the tenets of his religion, he said nothing. The effects of the ring were that powerful. 
 
    Dazed, feeling more surreal than Alice did in Wonderland, I said, “Women use men…” 
 
    “I would not let a man control me. I have sated my male with you, but my female needs to be sated. How do women satisfy themselves.” 
 
    “Well,” was that really me talking? “Women could use a dildo.” 
 
    He seemed to understand the concept just from the word, or maybe there was a bit of residual Kyle in him that recognized the word. 
 
    “Call a dildo maker. I need one.” 
 
    “We could,” I sounded like I was gargling, “look on the internet.” 
 
    He tilted his head. Internet: a totally unrecognizable concept. 
 
    “It’s…it’s a thing designed for buying and selling. It’s…can I just show you?” 
 
    Lord we had spent hundreds of hours on the internet, researching, planning, learning, and now he didn’t know what it was? 
 
    I got a laptop and explained what it was to him, as best I could, and opened up Amazon. 
 
    His mouth actually dropped, and he said, “So many dildo.” 
 
    “Dildos. Plural.” 
 
    “Order.” 
 
    “Which one?” 
 
    He pointed at a big, fleshy dildo, complete with balls and vibrator. 
 
    I ordered. “Okay.” 
 
    “Where is it?” 
 
    “It will be here tomorrow.” 
 
    “Tomorrow?” He didn’t like that. 
 
    So I said, “Perhaps you would like to sate your male part a few more times.” 
 
    He smiled. 
 
      
 
    That afternoon I will always remember. The way his large penis opened me like a flower in the spring, the way his massive balls bounced against my ass. Shortly I entered a daze of sexuality from which it seemed there was no recovering. 
 
    I came, and came again. And came again and again. 
 
    It wan’t Kyle, it was better. Sexually speaking. 
 
    And I could feel myself drowning in his presence. 
 
    He sucked my breasts, and had me suck his. 
 
    Mine, they tasted like breasts. His, they tasted like…something else. Something sweet, some nectar, some ambrosia. It was as if his nipples were faucets that poured forth honey. And they intoxicated me. As if I was drinking the most potent wine, and I could feel the syrup of sweetness spread through out my body. Down my throat, into my belly, an explosion of dazzling delight. 
 
    And he placed a finger in my hole, two fingers, then three, and began reaming me. I held on for dear life as I endured another bout of orgasms. 
 
    “Touch me,” he commanded, and I placed a finger in his hole. I slid it into him and he groaned. “More.” 
 
    Two fingers, then three, then I was doing to him what he had done to me. I jammed my hand in until only the thumb stuck out at an angle. I bruised his rim, I worked my arm until the muscles were screaming in agony, and he came. 
 
    And came and came. Squirting his liquids, jerking his hips, spasming like the world was going to end. Which, I suppose, it had. Sexually speaking. 
 
    And I realized why he would let no man fuck him. Once he began to moan and groan, once his pelvis went crazy and out of control, I felt like I could control him. 
 
    When a man fucks a woman there is a connection. The man assumes ownership, the woman submits. I knew that Kyle, or whoever it was that went for Kyle, did not want to be owned. 
 
    He…or she…or whatever…had ruled Egypt. I thought of the legends of violence that this…this creature must have endured. And how, in the end, she had refused being owned, and had, instead, owned everybody. 
 
    I had visions, as I lay in that dazed state of hypersexuality, of women being brought to him and fucked, until they all submitted. 
 
    And the men were also fucked…or just discarded. 
 
    Discarded as in…killed. 
 
    I lay in the arms of a mass murderer, a serial killer, a sex fiend, a…mummy. 
 
    Yet I was happy, for her caresses, his penetrations, they made it all right. 
 
    All I had to do was submit. And I was doing that. Every time she fucked me I submitted more. 
 
    And it felt good. 
 
    But there was a bit of me, a piece, a twist of that 20th century enlightened female libber, that protested. 
 
    Don’t submerge yourself in him! I thought. 
 
    And he, that was Kyle and was not, merely smiled and ground me down, fucked me, fucked my mouth, my vagina, my ass. He used me and abused me. 
 
    I was his first victim in this new age, and I could tell that he had great plans for me. I had protected his wealth, and he would reward me. 
 
    I faced a lifetime of power, of making entire countries jump to my whim. His whim. 
 
    And his whim would be my whim. 
 
    And I would have no whim except his. 
 
    I sank deeper and deeper into his ambience, his soul…if that was what it was. 
 
    And that little piece of me cried out more and more. 
 
    But that little piece, its voice was so very, very small. 
 
    He fucked me again. 
 
      
 
    His clothes arrived that night, and he went out dressed as a man. Slick, dark suit, jacket open, a woman’s blouse opened to show his cleavage.  
 
    I expected the populace to rise up and stone him. This was so not Egypt. This was so not Islam. Yet they did nothing. 
 
    We walked into a restaurant and the conversation died down. People stared at the man with breasts. But, of course, his face was so soft, he looked like a woman dressed like a man. Except for the huge log outlined down one leg. 
 
    He smiled, and made a flourish, raising his ring hand, palm facing inward and fingers pointing up, so that everybody could see the ring. Stares were redirected. Conversations started up, be it nervously. And one woman in a far corner actually went down on her knee. 
 
    We sat in a private booth and ate. And for all his ‘differentness,’ for all his cultural foibles and lack of understanding, Kyle was a charming companion. He spoke in a low key voice, always a throaty chuckle behind his words, and he made sly observations. 
 
    “That one, there,” he indicated the woman who had bent to one knee, “she gave me the most wonderful blow job. Of course that was 50 lifetimes ago.” 
 
    “The waiter acts like he has been pushing scarabs up his ass. See how he walks? As if he is scratching the ears? As if scarabs had ears?” 
 
    “Look at the wonderful breasts on that woman. I think you shall have those.” 
 
    “Me? But I already have breasts.” 
 
    “In my time,” he gently lectured, “Women with big breasts were considered more highly than women with small. That is why I grew my breasts so large. I am the most highly regarded of all.” 
 
    “And your penis?” I observed “Is that a matter of high regard?” 
 
    “Absolutely. Would like one?” 
 
    Yeah, I wanted on. I wanted the one between his legs. I wanted it shoved so far up me I gargled sperm. 
 
    “I heard that,” he quipped. He picked up a glass of champagne and gargled it. 
 
    “How did you…oh, my God!” 
 
    “Yes, I am your God.” he smiled. “And I command you…you have a bit of revolution in you. There is a piece of you that refuses to submit. You must do without that. You must give yourself to me complete.” 
 
    What he meant was that I should worship him. 
 
    “What I mean is that you worship me,” he smiled. 
 
    And I was reminded that he could read minds. 
 
    “Be not afraid, my dear.” He called a waiter over and ordered more drinks. “Give in, give up, and the world is yours.” 
 
    “I’ll try,” I whispered. 
 
    He was satisfied with that. But, then, why shouldn’t he be? He could read my mind, and if I didn’t hide that rebellious part of me then…what would he do?” 
 
    “Kill you,” he answered. 
 
    I nodded again. “Then I should try harder.” 
 
    He leaned forward, touched my lips gently, kissed me, and I near swooned with rapture. His mere touch…his mere touch…he could make me cum with a touch. 
 
      
 
    I tried to hide that small part of me. I tried to hide the knowledge that I would never be able to give it up. But the hiding was enough. He accepted my efforts, and life went on. 
 
    We did our banking. Well, his banking. And we made contacts. Rich people, government people, important people. 
 
    And it was true that the rich get richer. 
 
    Oh, if he had died I would have gotten richer, but only by interest. He understood how to invest, he knew what markets would do, and we got richer. 
 
    And I was part of we. He never took me off the papers. I had signed them in the beginning, and had included him. And signed for him. 
 
    I think he trusted me.  
 
    I think. 
 
    Or maybe he just didn’t care. After all, a wave of the ring and I would do whatever he wanted. 
 
    And after some weeks, his dick felt bigger. It hurt when it went in, and I remarked on it. 
 
    “It is not me growing bigger, my dear, it is you getting smaller. As your manhood grows you womanhood will shrink. But after a time your womanhood will return to normal. 
 
    I lay in the dark with staring eyes. 
 
    I was going to grow a dick? 
 
    A dick? 
 
    And I knew all the fucking we had done had done something to me. I was…not exactly impregnated, but changed. 
 
    But I didn’t want to be changed! I didn’t want a dick! 
 
    “Kyle,” I whispered to him. He smiled in the dark. “Do I have to grow a penis?” 
 
    “Why would you not want to? Besides, we must change the world. We must make more of our own. We must become strong enough to rule the world, no matter how far apart countries may be, no matter what oceans separate us.” 
 
    “But I…I like being a woman. And just a woman.” 
 
    “I like being a woman. I love when you use the dildos on me. But I love being a man. Being in charge. Making women submit to my rule. I guarantee it, my dear, you are going to love making women submit to yours.” 
 
    He slept then, and I lay awake thinking. 
 
    A penis. A big one. Huge, with monster balls swinging between my legs. 
 
    I wondered how a man could walk with balls between his thighs. Would I walk bow legged? Would I feel my legs brush and squash those man parts? 
 
    I didn’t want that to happen. And that little, rebellious part of me lay awake. 
 
    I didn’t want a penis. 
 
    And I didn’t think a woman, by virtue of being porked, had to submit. 
 
    I thought that in fucking I could retain my sense of self, remain sovereign, not be entrapped by the male machismo and sense of ownership. 
 
    All I had to do was say ‘no,’ after all. 
 
    Then I realized that in ancient Egypt women didn’t say no.  
 
    In ancient Egypt women were chattel. Property. Nothing more than goods to be traded by men. 
 
    But this was now. Those days were over. 
 
    Except…if I grew a big penis, and I started fucking women, the way Kyle had fucked me, the world would change. 
 
    All the progress made by women would be reversed. Even should they resist, like that little part of me, there wouldn’t be enough of women like me to stand against an onslaught of…of Kyle. 
 
    I had to do something. 
 
      
 
    Months passed, and my hole had shrunk. No longer did he fuck me in the pussy. He used my asshole. 
 
    Which was good. I liked anal sex. 
 
    But my dick grew. My clitoris migrated upwards from my hole, and it started to lengthen, to lose its shiny sheen of wetness. It became thicker, and exciting to touch. I could imagine sex with it. 
 
    Yet…I didn’t want a penis. 
 
    Not on me. 
 
    I was born a woman. I didn’t want to become a man. I especially didn’t want to become a person that was half man and half woman. 
 
      
 
    We grew richer, we made contributions to political parties. Kyle fucked other women. 
 
    He fucked the women of politicians, and so his voice grew loud in government. 
 
    Women fucked by his big dick whispered to their husbands, told them what a wonderful candidate Kyle would be. And the men, listened to their happy wives, and they bent in the wind 
 
      
 
    My dick was six inches, and Kyle was pressuring me to fuck a woman. 
 
    “You must use it to make it permanent,” he said. “If you don’t use it it will eventually shrink, and you will return to human.” 
 
    Return to human. Return to being a female. A woman. What I loved being more than anything in the world. 
 
    So I was caught in quandary. I had a choice. Fuck somebody, and make them submit, and rule…and my penis would stay. I would be stuck having a man part forever. 
 
    I would be alien, as was Kyle. 
 
    Or don’t fuck somebody, and remain weak compared to Kyle, and he would eventually dispose of me. 
 
    I had no illusions about that. I had proved my usefulness, and my loyalty, but if I didn’t continue up the path he had prescribed, I would be discarded. 
 
    To fuck or not to fuck, that was the question. 
 
    I asked him, one night while we were fucking, outright, “Are you an alien?” 
 
    He froze, then he began to move again, but he was thinking. He said, “I am.” 
 
    “You came to Egypt 5,000 years ago to rule earth.” 
 
    He stopped moving, pulled his penis out of me, sat with his arms around his legs and contemplated me. I knew what he was thinking about. How much can I tell her. 
 
    In the end, he decided I was trustworthy, that he could tell me all, that I had proved my loyalty. 
 
    “We came from the Dog Star. We ruled earth for thousands of years. We built great structures. We hoped that earth would be a colony. But earthlings proved themselves disloyal, so we decided to end them. 
 
    “We caused plagues and disasters. We flooded the entire earth, caused crops to fail. But it was all for naught. There were too many men, and not enough of us. 
 
    Men reproduce by having babies. A man and a woman can have 20 babies. More. And we were limited. We could only have one baby every ten years. And we could only have it with ourselves.” 
 
    Atum, I thought. 
 
    “Precisely,” he agreed with my thought. “We were single sex species. ‘Atums,’ in my language. And for all our technology, all our power, we were falling to humans.” 
 
    “We are taught that Adam was the first man,” I spoke aloud. 
 
    “Of course. Atum is the one man. That is the truth of that. And the truth is this,” he unfolded his arms and stared at me. “You must fuck a man.” 
 
    I didn’t want to. I whispered, “I am afraid to fuck a man.” 
 
    “What is there to fear? They are weak creatures, easily enslaved. What is there to fear?” 
 
    “I am born of man, so I am confounded by an irrational fear. What if I fuck a man…and it doesn’t work? He doesn’t submit, but somehow makes me submit?” 
 
    Kyle laughed. 
 
    I touched him, put my hands on his strong biceps. “I know it is silly. But I can’t overcome that fear.” 
 
    I really just didn’t want to grow my dick. I didn’t want to become alien. I didn’t want to be infected and become an…Atum. 
 
    He was silent then, then he spoke in a low voice. “There is one way we could…I could help you.” 
 
    “How is that?” What? 
 
    “I will let you fuck me, then you will see that I will not be able to make you submit through the sexual act.” 
 
    “We can do that?” 
 
    I felt a surge of hope in my chest. I kept my rebellious part hidden. There was something here that I didn’t understand, but I felt that I was on the brink of severe revelation. 
 
    “We can. I will allow you to fuck me. Then…then you will see.” 
 
    I sat up, zen position. I was eager, and careful to show only the tip of that eagerness. I felt, intuitively, that something was going to happen. A door was going to be opened. 
 
    “If you will do that…then…then I will try.” 
 
    He bought it. 
 
    He took off his ring and placed it on the side table. His ring, which he NEVER took off. And I had a thought…a thought…the ring… 
 
    “Come, my dear. Let us make love, and I will show you. I will transform you, and we will rule worlds together. 
 
    He took me in his arms and kissed me, and I felt his huge penis throbbing with desire. 
 
    He was horny, man horny, but he was going to give that up for me. 
 
    He whispered, “Now make love to me, like a man. Kiss me and take charge. Make me submit. And don’t worry, I am protected. 
 
    He was protected all right. He was protected because he had taken off the ring. He had taken off his power. He had gained his power when he had put on the ring, and if he was fucked while he wore the ring, that would make him submit. And he had taken it off to protect himself from that. Even the slightest feelings of submission, even should they appear, would be erased once he put the ring back on. 
 
    I pushed him back, crawled on top of him. I grabbed his face and kissed his curved lips. I tasted his breath and his tits, and I was desperate, even as I tried to conceal my desperation. 
 
    “I love you,” I whispered, lifting his penis and feeling his hole. 
 
    He groaned as I fingered him. 
 
    I fondled his tits and sucked on the nipples. I gripped his ears and held his head down. 
 
    He pushed my hips down, tried to get my dick in his hole. 
 
    I balked. If I fucked him…I became half and half. I became alien. I became an Atum. 
 
    “Fuck me,” he whispered, thinking that my fear was of being forced to submit, not realizing that my real fear was being transformed into an alien. 
 
    “Fuck me!” 
 
    I crawled up his body, placed my knees on each side of his face. 
 
    “Suck my dick!” I said. “Prepare me!” 
 
    He hesitated, then, assured that he was safe, he took my penis in his mouth. 
 
    Oh, it felt good. I had never realized the pleasure that a man gains form having his cock sucked. 
 
    I groaned. 
 
    He grabbed my balls and held them and worked his mouth over my penis. He unbalanced me, and I fell forward. I landed with my left hand between the two pillows at the head of the bed, and my right hand at the right corner of the bed. 
 
    He sucked, and I felt like I was going to cum. 
 
    But I didn’t want to cum…not through the penis! I was afraid! I wanted to stay a woman! I…saw the ring. 
 
    On the table. The beetle surrounded by the serpent. An ancient ring. A powerful ring. 
 
    Was it alien technology? 
 
    Was it the result of some alien religion? A powerful artifact that could bend people to the will of the bearer? 
 
    I didn’t know. I only knew that it called to me. 
 
    I reached out, fumbled, then slipped the ring onto my finger. 
 
    I felt a golden explosion whelmong in me. My skull exploded and the world became skeins to be manipulated. 
 
    Under my cock Kyle froze. 
 
    I pushed up, sat on his face, and looked down. I showed him the ring. 
 
    “No!” he whimpered. 
 
    “That which is in Kyle that is alien. The Atum. Die.” 
 
    That was all it took. I could perceive a black explosion in Kyle’s head. I could feel the Atum exploding into dust and dissipating. 
 
    All that was left was Kyle, sobbing, freed from the grip of the alien. 
 
    “Oh, Kyle,” I said, and I fell on him, and we kissed. 
 
      
 
    Atum, that is the name I give to that which occupied Kyle’s body, is gone. It has died, the way of his brethren, the way he should have died 5,000 years ago. 
 
    The way he should have died before being wrapped in gauze and preserved. 
 
    I can only wonder why he allowed himself to live in a tomb, in a dead body, for 5,000 years. 
 
    But who knows what oddities go for thought in an alien mind? Who knows what plan may have eventually surfaced? 
 
    Kyle is completely recovered. He is his old self, a cheerful tomb raider with a nasty sense of humor, and a quite adequate dick. For when Atum left he didn’t take his dick with him. Kyle is quite pleased to find himself the possessor of a super big cock. 
 
    I know I am. He fucks, and I submit, time after time, and we just can’t seem to get enough of each other. 
 
    My penis has gone away. My hole has migrated back to it’s original fun-loving slit. And it does love its fun. 
 
    And the days pass in wealthy style. We have immense riches, and the will to use them. 
 
    But the strangest thing of all? 
 
    There are rumors that I might make a good candidate for office. 
 
    Huh. 
 
    I never thought of that. 
 
    But one thing I did think of…I’m never going to take off that ring. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    I am not a loose person. I don’t hang out at bars and try to pick up women. I try to make sure that any relationship I have is…normal. 
 
    I don’t want to end up with a stalker after me.  
 
    I don’t want to bring home a disease. 
 
    I don’t want to cheat on my wife. 
 
    All of which makes what I did seem even more terrible. 
 
    Yet, I tell you…you would have done the same. 
 
    You would have. 
 
      
 
    I was halfway home, the rig was running smooth, and I was still angry. 
 
    I had taken a load to Sacramento. Nice load, easy to hook up, everybody was waiting for me, helped me out, and I had hit the road an hour ahead of schedule. Took me a couple of hours to get the goods to the destination and the unloading went smooth. Then the shit hit the fan. 
 
    I ran my tractor into a warehouse parking lot, got out, and a guy comes up with a little box.  
 
    The parking lot is overgrown and the warehouse looks abandoned, but I’ve got a pick up scheduled here. I start to circle my tractor; I’m going to head for the open road. Then a guy steps into my beams. He’s skinny, has a ballcap pulled low. Small mustaches. He looks like a throughly slimy character. 
 
    He waves me down. 
 
    Now, I should have followed my instinct and run for it. But I didn’t. I needed the pick up, so I stopped the tractor and got out. Stupid me. 
 
    “Thees it, senor. You make run quick. Take backroads.” 
 
    He’s holding out a small box. Maybe a foot square. 
 
    Drugs. 
 
    A small box of…what? Fentanyl? Coke? Some designer crap? 
 
    I knew exactly what had happened. 
 
    My name is Richard Thompson. Dick, for short. Yeah, I know, I’ve heard the jokes. 
 
    There’s another Dick Thompson, and he is a dick. 
 
    I’ve had guys pissed off at me, until they figured out I was the wrong Dick. 
 
    And now this bozo thought I was the wrong Dick. 
 
    The wrong Dick got in fights, was involved with drug dealers, and I stayed away from him and lived a life of little aggravation. 
 
    But now the aggravation had sought me out. 
 
    “No way, man,” I held up my hands and backed away. 
 
    The guy looked confused. “You said you take theese…” 
 
    “You got the wrong Dick. There’s another Dick with my name. You want…” I stopped backing away. 
 
    A big guy, a REALLY big guy was behind me. 
 
    Heck. I would have fought him. He wasn’t too big for me. I’ve fought big guys for me. 
 
    I wouldn’t fight the pistol in his hand. 
 
    Pistol, hell. It was a cannon. Some kind of Dirty Harry gun. Barrel as big as a drain pipe. And the bore was staring right at me. 
 
    I turned back to the little guy with a gulp. 
 
    “You joke stupeed.” 
 
    I tried. “No, there really is another guy named Dick Thompson. We get confused all the time. You’re waiting for him.” 
 
    “I call you…you come. You come…you deliver.” He shoved the box into my hands. 
 
    I almost dropped it. It was heavy, heavy like full of sacks of white powder. 
 
    Man, wait until I got a hold of the wrong Dick. I was going to hunt him down and…and I tried to give the box back. 
 
    “No, listen…” I held the box out. 
 
    CLICK! The big howitzer in the hand of the Godzilla behind me nudged the back of my skull. 
 
    I shut up, and the two guys, the skinny drug dealer and his pet monster disappeared. 
 
    Okay. Fine. Oh, fuck! I looked at the box. It had an address on it. 
 
    So what are my choices? 
 
    Go to the police, and the drug dealers hunt me down.  
 
    Throw the box away, and the drug dealers hunt me down. 
 
    Move to an isolated igloo in the frozen north and…the drug dealer’s hunt me down. 
 
    I climbed back into my tractor and threw the box onto the passenger seat. 
 
    I was terrified the whole trip. I didn’t have a trailer, I wasn’t hauling anything. This job was supposed to provide me with a trailer. I shouldn’t be stopped, but…crap. I didn’t want to do this! 
 
    The delivery was in San Francisco. I trucked on down the 5. I wheeled into a small parking lot in a warehouse district in the South Bay. I stopped the tractor and a kid comes out to the truck. A kid. On a bicycle, I shit you not.  
 
    I hand him down the box, and that’s it. 
 
    So here I am, transporting drugs, a couple of hundred miles away from home, and no money to show for it. 
 
    I don’t know how the wrong Dick was supposed to get paid, but he was going to get the money and I wasn’t. But that was okay with me. I just wanted out of the deal. 
 
    So I’m totally aggravated, pissed off. I had wasted my time and gas and contributed to the drug problem. I decide to go up the 101, there’s a guy in Willits that sometimes has loads for me. If he has nothing I can cut over the 20. 
 
    So I was running in the night, zipped through Willits—guy had nothing for me—and head up into the mountains. 
 
    It was quiet. The road was smooth. I was pissed, but listening to an old Eagles’ disk I was calming down. In fact, I was almost totally calm, when…BLAM!               
 
    My tractor swerved and I worked it to the side. 
 
    Crap. All I needed was a flat. I didn’t have a spare. 
 
    I got out and walked around the truck. Yep. Left rear tire oozed off the rim and puddled on the ground. 
 
    For a long moment I just stood there, looking down, and that was when I heard the music. 
 
    I smiled. When life is all lemons there’s got to be lemonade somewhere. right?  I locked up my rig and headed up the road. 
 
      
 
    It was a roadhouse. Out in the middle of nowhere, which is common to the lower level roadhouse. 
 
    The building was low eaved and made of logs painted green. Ice Cold Beer was advertised in the windows, a half dozen big Harleys were lined up in front. A half dozen cars were spread out over the gravel parking lot, and one, ratty looking but big assed RV.  
 
    I stepped on to the wood porch and pushed through the door. 
 
    The heat heat me right in the face. And smell of burgers being cooked. And…the smell of beer. 
 
    I smiled. 
 
    There was a big bar on the left and a half a dozen bikers were drinking beer and laughing raucously. There was an excuse for a dance floor next to the bar, and the right side of the room was booths. 
 
    Not much of a place, but the burgers did smell good. 
 
    I went to the end of the bar and waited for the barkeep to notice me. 
 
    After a minute he sauntered up, wiping his hands off and smiling. 
 
    “What can I do you for?” 
 
    I explained my situation and he said, “My cousin will change your tire. His price is reasonable. You want a beer or anything while you wait?” 
 
    I ordered beer and burger, waited for my schooner, and walked it over to a booth. 
 
    It was actually a nice place. Not the cleanest, but it had good vibes. The music was mostly old country western, you know, the good stuff with everything from Hank Williams to Flat and Scruggs, with a spattering of good new stuff, like Son of a Bitch (gimme a drink). 
 
    There was only one TV in the room, and it was showing an old Louis L’amour western. The Sackett’s. 
 
    I sipped my beer, put my feet up on the bench, scrunched back in the corner, and just sort of relaxed. 
 
    My burger arrived, big and juicy. Onions cut and cooked, not sliced, onion rings on the side, man it was good. 
 
    “My cousin says he can’t get to it until past mid night. You can stay here, but you can’t spend the night.” 
 
    “Sounds good,” I thanked the bar man, and he went off to pour some more beer. I could hear the bikers starting up an argument about Knuckleheads. Good luck with that. 
 
    I had just finished my burger when a gal slid into the bench on the other side of the table.  
 
    “This seat taken, cowboy?” 
 
    “It is now,” I said, and then stopped. 
 
    She was go-o-od looking. I mean REALLY good looking. 
 
    She wore high heeled cowboy boots. Looked like gator, but who knows. I’m not up in the fashion world. 
 
    She wore shorts and nylons, and her legs were slender and curvy and unblemished. No stretch lines on this baby. 
 
    She wore a halter, and it was big, and it had to be. Black with sequins and a fair helping of flesh trying to flow over the top. 
 
    Her face was round and sweet with just the right amount of make up…including juicy, red lips. 
 
    Her eyes were black. Really black, like hardly any whites. Her eye shadow was subdued, and had to be. Too much eye shadow and she’d look like a black bear in a coal mine. 
 
    Her hair was tawny blonde. Down to her shoulders. Looked like a waterfall in summer, and this was in a dim bar closing in on midnight. 
 
    She checked me out checking her out and grinned. 
 
    “Sorry,” I said. 
 
    “It’s a compliment,” she said. “I’m Cherry.” She extended her hand. 
 
    “You certainly are. “I’m Dick.” 
 
    She laughed, “Do I dare say it?” 
 
    I grinned, “Go ahead, everybody else has.” 
 
    “You are one bi-i-ig Dick.” 
 
    We laughed. It was one of those rare situations when you meet somebody and you just like them. Her sentences were quick and easy, and my answers blended right in, we laughed, and for once I didn’t feel like an awkward fool. 
 
    More beer. 
 
    I told her I was a trucker, and that every one in my family was tall, but I was the tallest. 
 
    She told me that was her RV in the parking lot, and she was traveling around the US of A. 
 
    More beer. 
 
    She asked me to dance, and we shuffled on to the dance floor. She was short, but stacked, and I felt her breasts against me. It was all so natural I didn’t feel guilty. 
 
    And she said she always wanted to hold a big Dick. 
 
    More beer. 
 
    And more. 
 
    I’m a family man. Don’t have any kids, yet, but I have a wife. And I love her and honor her. 
 
    But the beer, the feel of her body when she danced with me, the way she placed her hand over mine, soft and warm…and the look in her eyes. 
 
    Dark eyes like a swimming hole at midnight, and there isn’t anyone to stop you from going skinny dipping. 
 
    Breasts against me, and her hand guiding my hand onto her boob. 
 
    I felt her warmth, her extended nipple. I could feel my blood steaming inside, looking for a way out. 
 
    “Cherry.” A gal stood at the end of our table and stared at Cherry. She ignored me. 
 
    Cherry turned to her, and her face was calm, placid, like a lake without waves. 
 
    “It’s getting late.” 
 
    “I’ll be in in a while.” 
 
    Silence. The girl staring. A mood coming over the table. Hell, the whole bar. Of waiting.  
 
    “Go back to the trailer.” 
 
    “Cherry?” A plea. 
 
    Cherry looked, and I could feel something. Something unspoken, but volatile. 
 
    The girl  turned and walked out of the bar. 
 
    “That was Bonny. My roommate. She worries about me.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    She put her hand back on mine, waved to the barkeep for more beer, and smiled at me. 
 
    Oh, my heart was broken, dashed, and thrown on the floor. 
 
    Don’t get me wrong, I love my wife. But I was drunk and horny and…this girl was touching me in the most casual but intimate way. 
 
    More beer. 
 
      
 
    We staggered across the parking lot. She leaned against my hip and kept me centered.  
 
    We giggled, and she made sure my hand, the one that was around her, was on her tit. 
 
    I’m a big boy, with big hands, but that tit really filled it. 
 
    “Come on in,” she chuckled, leading me up a fold out step and into her trailer. 
 
    “I really should be heading back to check on my rig.” My last chance at staying true to my wife. 
 
    “Hell, you can’t even walk…Dick.” 
 
    The way she said my name. Every time a nuance charged with lightening and promises. 
 
    The living room in the trailer was small. I had to be careful of a ceiling fan. 
 
    She stepped up on the little couch in the slide out and pulled me to her. She kissed me, and those lips delivered on all their promises. She tasted me, and I ate her. She licked the inside of my mouth and breathed into me. I felt like I was being inhaled by pure sex. 
 
    My wife was forgotten—don’t judge me, not yet—and I followed her as she stepped off the couch and led me into the bedroom. 
 
    She threw me on the air bed, revealing more muscle than I would have suspected, and jumped on me. 
 
    “Hey,” I gulped, as she ripped my buckle open and pulled on my belt. My belt came out of the loop[s and she threw it aside. 
 
    The side window, just a little square, let the yellow light of a street lamp in on us. I could see the hunger in her eyes, the way she licked her lips. 
 
    She pulled my pants down and off, threw them aside, and started working on herself. Her shorts came down and I saw a garter holding up nylons. 
 
    She ripped her panties off, leaving the belt and the nylons on. It emphasized how sexy she was. Not that she needed any emphasis.               
 
    She reached behind her and undid her halter top. She flung it to the side and her bosoms unloaded. 
 
    Big. Curvy. Nipples standing out. 
 
    I reached forward and touched her nipple, and she shivered. 
 
    She reached down and ripped my underwear off. I mean ripped it. This girl was strong! 
 
    Then she climbed on me. Small, slender, like an hourglass, she sat on me. 
 
    I sank into her, and I never felt such luxury in my life. It was like being engulfed by a hot, warm, angel food cake. With ripples of muscles. It was like the head of my dick was suddenly taken and squeezed. 
 
    One second I was in her, and it already felt like I was going to cum. 
 
    Then I felt her squeezing the base of my dick. She didn’t use her hand, but it felt like the grip of an arm wrestler, and I wasn’t going to cum. 
 
    She sat on me, stared down at me, and a moment passed. Her eyes, so dark, yet had a gleam to them. 
 
    She said, “You should know before we continue.” 
 
    “What?” Before we continue? Baby, I’m already done! 
 
    “I’m a Fem Wolf.” 
 
    “A who wolf?” 
 
    I was trying to move, but she was somehow holding me down. She was a stripling, and she was holding down an oak. 
 
    “A Fem Wolf. You can make love to me, but if you cum you will turn into a girl.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” I was drunk, she was joking with me, and I was ready to  squirt. Never had a man more excuses not to think. 
 
    “No. I mean it. If you cum in me the transformation will begin. Over the weeks and months you will change, become a girl, a woman. And you will want me. You will become desperate, you will search for me, and if you find me it will be even worse.” 
 
    “Like Bonny,” I said, not really knowing what I was saying, just talking. 
 
    “Like Bonny,” she nodded in the darkness, her golden hair reflecting the yellow light like a river flowing might. 
 
    “Yeah, well, okay. I’m willing to take a chance.” 
 
    “Are you, Big Dick? Are you?” 
 
    For answer I reached up, grabbed her, flipped her over—she was a heavy gal—and pushed my cock into her. 
 
    She groaned and her eyes half closed. My dick pushed through the ridge of muscle or whatever it was that was squeezing me. 
 
    She pushed her hips up, and I could feel that ridge of muscle moving up my cock, still keeping me from cumming, but also wringing me out like a dishrag. 
 
    “Fuck,” I whispered, pushing in again. 
 
    She went with me, and she whispered, “If you make me cum I’ll lose control, and I won’t be able to stop you from cumming.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I grunted, shoving in again. 
 
    I’m called Big Dick for two reasons. One is because my name is Dick and I’m big, and the other is that I have a big dick. 
 
    Now that big dick was being used like it never had been used before. I don’t know what kind of muscles she had in her pussy, but she gripped me, and every push in was like I was shoving through the fingers of a giant fist. Every pull out made me want to squirt, to leave something in her, an offering to her pure, sexual wanton. 
 
    I bent down and kissed her nipples. I sucked on them until I was afraid they would fall off. But she was strong, and she merely held my head and whimpered: “More…more!” 
 
    I grabbed her buns and held them firmly as I plummeted all the way down. 
 
    She threw me over—I told you she was strong—and took me Amazon fashion—her inside of my legs, even as my cock was inside her. She held my legs and pumped me, tilted her hips and slid the edge of her pussy up my shaft. Squeezed the head with her pussy muscles, and rammed onto me again and again. 
 
    I wanted to cum. I felt the ignition happening. I was suspended in a haze of lightening, my groin screaming for release. 
 
    But, like she said, I wouldn’t get relief until she did. 
 
    She began to buck her hips, to spasm, to jerk back and forth, making weird sounds, and I felt that muscle that was holding my cock suddenly let loose. 
 
    “Oh…YEAH!” I squirted in her. Big, long ropes. Again and again and again. And it felt like my balls were exploding and my skull was coming undone. 
 
    Then we were done and she collapsed on me. She lay on me and gasped for breath. I could feel her breasts, so big, laying on me. 
 
    For a moment, I wanted more. 
 
    Then she pushed up, “No more for you, Big Dick.” 
 
    She took a shower, and I heard the water running. A little trickle in a small shower stall. Then I heard her dry herself off. Then she came in and lay down with me. 
 
    And I finally started thinking about my wife. 
 
    Oh, fuck! 
 
      
 
    It was about one when we slept. I awoke an hour later and heard the sound of the bar closing, the bikers roaring into the night. I drifted off again. 
 
    Into a jumble of images. Cherry, Bonny, and…others. 
 
    “This is Sandy,” said Cherry, introducing a sharp-looking vixen. The look in her eyes was quite unhappy. 
 
    “And this was Tommy, but now he’s Wanda.” A redhead. Buxom. Full lips. An unhappy look in her eyes. 
 
    Changing things in my dreams. Shifting shadows. Lights flickering, and I looked down at my dick and started gibbering, but I didn’t know why. 
 
    “And this is Tess.” Dark hair, dark eyes, a frown. 
 
    “Why are you so unhappy?” I asked, touching her cheek gently. 
 
    “You’ll find out,” she muttered. 
 
    “And this is…” 
 
    Through the night, bodies shuffling through the dark, laying under me but…I didn’t fuck them. 
 
    Why didn’t I fuck them. 
 
    I looked at my groin and screamed, but I didn’t know why I was screaming. 
 
    “Timmy, Billy, Johnny.” Cherry introduced the endless line of girls, and they all looked sad, and they told me I’d find out. 
 
    But find out what? 
 
     
 
    I woke up drained. Exhausted. If ever a sleep was lacking, that night was it. 
 
    Cherry was gone. 
 
    I showered, got dressed, and went into the living room. 
 
    It was shabby in the daylight. The night before it had been a palace. Now it was dusty, and there were several people sleeping on the floor. 
 
    Where the fuck did they come from. 
 
    Bonny was awake, sitting in the breakfast nook. Staring at me. 
 
    I opened the door and left. 
 
    The bar was open, and I stepped in and had breakfast. 
 
    And stepped out and headed down the road. 
 
    My truck was fixed. Brand new tire on the rim. That was fine, the other one was old. I took the envelope taped to the door and shook out a bill. No prob. I would mail him a check, or call him and give him a credit card. 
 
    Man, what a night. Drugs, flats, and…and, I felt guilty. 
 
    I had cheated on my wife. 
 
    I had cheated, and I thought about it all the way home. 
 
     
 
    We live in a small house on the edge of town. Big yard for my truck and my motorcycle. Big garage for when I felt the need to play with a motor or something. 
 
    I drove the tractor in through the side yard and parked it in the back. I climbed down and Zelda attacked me. 
 
    Zelda is my Pit Bull, and she kissed me and wagged her butt against me and was generally glad that poppa was home. 
 
    Then Rhonda attacked me. Rhonda is my red-headed wife, and she kissed me and groped me and reached into my pants. “Big dick is back!” she chortled. 
 
    I chortled right and smothered her with kisses and hugged her till her back threatened to break. 
 
    I kissed her extra good, trying to make up for my lack of…you know. 
 
    I thought about telling her, but I didn’t. I figured it was over, no need to cause a fuss, I would just try to make up for my action with a lifetime of loving. 
 
    Besides, every time I thought about that night with Cherry I smiled. 
 
    We went inside, and Rhonda pulled my zipper down. 
 
    Old faithful sprang out in a timely fashion and I grinned. Yes, I had drained my snake the night before, sexually speaking, but I was already hard and ready to go. 
 
    We adjourned to the bedroom where we divested ourselves of our clothes. 
 
    “What’s that?” Rhonda pointed at my ass. 
 
    I looked over my shoulder and could see nothing. I went into the bathroom and looked into a mirror. “What the…? I don’t know.” 
 
    “It looks like teeth marks. Has somebody been biting you on the ass?” 
 
    It did look like teeth marks. A little circle of broken skin, just enough to draw blood, but no more. 
 
    “I have….I don’t…I must have sat on something.” 
 
    Tell the truth I was a little befuddled. I didn’t remember Cherry biting me. I had a sudden flash of a swirl of bodies, but that had been in my dreams. 
 
    “Somebody bit me in my dreams.” 
 
    The tone of my voice actually kept Rhonda calmed. I mean, I sounded really confused, no faking that. 
 
    Wryly: “I’d hate to be in your dreams.” 
 
    “Come here, you,” I picked her up and she squealed. I threw her on the bed and she bounced, and spread her legs and held her tits up to me. 
 
    “Come here yourself, Mr. Bitten in the Ass.” 
 
    I climbed on the bed, pushed her legs apart, and Mr. Happy led the way. I braced myself over her, tickled her labia with the tip of my dick, then started to insert. 
 
    “Ooh. Big Dick,” Rhonda crooned, then she gasped and held on. 
 
    Rhonda’s a lightweight, and I like to pick her up and ragdoll her a little. I lifted her, and she was lodged on my pecker, and I sat back and she sank down to the base. 
 
    “Fuck.” 
 
    Then I flipped her over and began to truly plumb her depths. In and out, mauling her tits, kissing her sweet and lovable lips. 
 
    “Oh, God!” she cried. 
 
    “You better pray, bitch!” 
 
    She giggled, and started to cum. She held on and her hips started to twitch. Hard. 
 
    “Hey!” I yelped. “I’m nowhere near, yet!” 
 
    “Tough titty, said the kitty. The milk’s gone dry.” She muttered, starting to cum down, then she bit me on the shoulder. 
 
    “Ow! What’s that for?” 
 
    “To match your ass, now get off me.” 
 
    “But I need to…” I stopped. I thought I needed to. The fact of the matter was that I was hard, but I had nothing to shoot. I could fuck all morning, but I wasn’t going to cum. 
 
    Slowly, I pulled out. 
 
    “Ahh!” Rhonda sighed. 
 
    “But you owe me,” I grumbled. 
 
    “Hey, if you can’t cum it’s your problem.” She grinned and relaxed. Stretched, and closed her eyes when I flopped back on the bed next to her. 
 
    I couldn’t cum. 
 
    I didn’t feel bad about that. After all, there was a reason. 
 
    I did feel a bit guilty, but…but I would make it up to Rhonda. And so thinking, I drifted into a sleep. 
 
      
 
    Running through the forest, I was naked. I was naked and I had…tits! They flopped and bounced on my chest, and it was so awkward. 
 
    AWOOOO! came the howl. 
 
    I put an arm across my chest, under my tits, and ran faster. Strangely…my dick didn’t flop. 
 
    But I was naked. 
 
    But I…I looked down. 
 
    No dick to flop. Just a bald bit of flesh, with crease that led nowhere. 
 
    AWOOOO! 
 
    I sprinted over the dead leaves, under the branches. 
 
    Who was chasing me?  
 
    AWOOOO! 
 
    Wolves. 
 
    But what was I doing here? Why was I naked? And, for that matter why was I cold and dickless with a large set of jugs on my chest? 
 
    Why was I…the body hit me, tackled me, and I fell to the ground, slid through leaves, tried to turn, tried to twist, and more bodies hit me. 
 
    Bodies. Naked flesh rolling me over. I felt penises and breasts. I struggled, tried to strike out, but it was like my limbs were moving in slow motion, as if through molasses, and body parts assaulted me. Boobs pressed against me, and I felt cocks. 
 
    Cocks? WTF? 
 
    Cocks pressed against my cheeks, trying to get between my buns, trying to…I struggled harder. but the harder I struggled the more I felt the cocks, like big hands, pushing me, manipulating me, trying to get inside me. 
 
    And tits. Big, mammoth bazooms, pressing against my body, my face. I felt nipples trying to get into my mouth. 
 
    “No!” I yelped. Then, as the assault continued, “No…no!” 
 
    I struggled, fought back against the avalanche of body parts, but it was useless. I was caught, turning over and over in a washing machine of boobs and butts and dicks and vaginas. I pushed and swam, I hit and struggled, and I felt a hand shake me. 
 
    “Dick! Dick!” 
 
    I opened my eyes. Rhonda stared down at me, alarmed, almost panicked.  
 
    “It’s okay…it’s a dream.” 
 
    I looked around, dazed, and mumbled, “A dream?” 
 
    “Yes…it’s okay.” 
 
    “”Oh, god,” I blurted and rolled to my back. I threw my forearm over my eyes. “It was so real. It was…” 
 
    Rhonda knelt on the bed next to me. “What was it? What did you dream?” 
 
    I dreamed of a herd—no, a pack—of men and women holding me down, trying to fuck me, and it was like being stuck in a giant snowball racing down a hill. 
 
    I dreamed of sex with faceless people who were dreaming of sex with me, and it made no sense. 
 
    I said, “I don’t know. It was just a dream.” 
 
    Rhonda rested on her side next to me. She touched me, and I loved the feel of her. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said. 
 
    “It’s okay,” she soothed. “It was just a dream. 
 
    But it wasn’t. I had cheated on her, and I was afraid to tell her, and somehow I knew that my actions, and cowardice were connected. I had cheated, my butt had been bitten, I dreamed of tits and dicks. 
 
    It was my fault. 
 
    Yet, what could I do? 
 
    Slowly, Rhonda’s love to help me, I drifted off again. 
 
    And this time there were no dreams. At least, none that I remembered.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    I had no runs for a day, and Rhonda and I spent that day lazing around. I rubbed Zelda’s ears until she thought they’d come off, and she was my shadow. 
 
    And I rubbed Rhonda’s…well, not her ears, and that was fine with her. I gave her cum after cum. But, for some reason, I couldn’t cum. Hell, I usually recover within a day or two, and I should have been able to squirt, but I couldn’t. That was two days of horny inside me and I didn’t like it. 
 
    But, what ya gonna do? 
 
    The third day I had a run, so I kissed Rhonda good bye and climbed into my rig. 
 
    She grinned up at me and said, “Don’t worry, Big Dick, you’ll come back with a full load and be glad to see me.” She squeezed a tit at me and I had to laugh. then I was wheeling out of the yard and hitting the road. 
 
    I had a run to Los Angeles, drop off and pick up and head to Vegas.  From Vegas to San Francisco, then home. Three days on the road. No big deal.  
 
    I sailed down the 5, turned the radio up and listened to the sounds in my iphone. I have about 5,000 songs in there, and it is pot luck what I’ll get, and I  listened to the Beatles, to Imelda May (Johnny got a Boom!), Linda Ronstadt, and all sorts of great sounds. There is absolutely nothing like being your own DJ. 
 
    The road was smooth, the load was just right, and I made good time. I unloaded in Los Angeles and decided to spend the night at a truck stop. I showered, had a good meal, and went back to the rig. 
 
    And slipped when I went to put my foot in the footwell. It was no big thing, my foot just didn’t reach and I slipped. My foot dropped to the pavement and I looked stupid, but I was okay. I grabbed the hand rail, managed to mount my rig, and slipped into the back. 
 
    Now how could I slip? I had mounted the truck a million times, or at least 875,357 times, and I had never slipped before. Maybe I was getting fat, couldn’t heft the weight? But I knew that wasn’t it. I mean, it didn’t mean anything, but…it bothered me. 
 
    I slept, and it was an uneasy sleep. I dreamed of people riding by in buses, leaning out of windows and yelling, ‘You’ll find out!’ 
 
    Still, when dawn broke I felt a little refreshed, and I hit the road. 
 
    I had picked up the night before and I headed right for Vegas. Vegas was, of course, a nightmare. The cars backed up along the 15 and the sun pounded down like a man with a club. In spite of my early start it was late in the day before I pulled in to Vegas. I hit the destination, unloaded a bunch of ceiling fans made in China, and thought about just shooting for SF. But the hotels in Vegas are cheap, so I decided to spend the night. 
 
    I checked in to a hotel on the far side of town, out of the tourist area where the rates were reasonable, and had dinner. 
 
    Oddly, I was tired. Weird. I hadn’t really driven that much, just did a lot of sitting and waiting, but I was tired. So I forwent a drink or two and just hit the sack. 
 
    And dreamed. ‘You’ll be sorry.’ 
 
    Furry bodies rubbing against me in the night, feeling my penis. 
 
    I woke up and looked around. The room was quiet, the bed was soft. WTF? 
 
    I slept. People laughing at me, pointing at me. Where was I? Oh, I was in the middle of the strip. With no clothes on. The Bellagio fountains exploded to one side and danced their way through the night. People on the sidewalk staring, laughing, pointing. 
 
    I looked down to where they were pointing, my groin, and…I screamed! 
 
    And woke up. 
 
    The sun was shining through the window and I had overslept. 
 
    I struggled up, headed for the bathroom and stopped. I didn’t need to shave. WTF? I always needed to shave! Twice a day. But I hadn’t shaved before I left home, and I hadn’t shaved in Los Angeles…I ran my hand over my chin and felt…no bristle. 
 
    I know I’ve said it before, but…WTF? 
 
    So I showered, and I felt funny. I guess they made bigger shower stalls here, because I felt…smaller. 
 
    I looked in the mirror. I needed a haircut. Funny seems like I had just got a haircut the other week. And I felt…soft. Like my muscles needed a good work out. 
 
    I grinned ruefully. I needed to hit the gym. 
 
    Well, no time to lollygag, I headed out the door, up to my truck, and almost slipped again…it was like my foot just wasn’t reaching as high when I climbed up. 
 
    But I made it, fired up the beast, and headed down the road. 
 
    Vegas to SF is a long run. You have to head down to LA, then angle off to Bakersfield, then shoot up to SF. You’d think they’d build a road right straight across, but they don’t. 
 
    Anyway, I rolled down the highway, playing my music, and…I didn’t feel well. 
 
    Not exactly a stomach ache, or a head ache, just a weird feeling like something was off. Like I’d had a jug of bad beer. 
 
    I burped a few times, hoped that would do it, and just kept going. 
 
    That’s the thing with truckers, especially long haul truckers, you learn to just…keep going. 
 
    Of course this wasn’t that long a haul, but…I kept going. 
 
    By the time I hit Bakersfield I had a bad bellyache. I don’t usually get sick, but I keep a few meds just in case. Every trucker does. 
 
    I reached into the small fridge in the back and pulled out some Pepto Bismol. It helped, but I still felt like there was an alley cat in my belly chasing its tail. 
 
    Over to the five and up. Traffic was light and I was making good time. But I felt so punk…I finally pulled into a rest area. I got out and walked around, tried to walk it off, but thee was no walking this off. I was sick. 
 
    I climbed up to the cab, and I barely made it. It was like my body didn’t know where the footwells were, I didn’t have the strength in my arms to pull myself up. 
 
    And, inside the cab, it felt like the cab had grown. Or my body had shrunk. 
 
    Still, keep going, I wheeled the rig out onto the road and put the foot down. I just wanted to go home. 
 
    I made it to Morgan Hill before I gave out. I pulled into a truck stop and didn’t even bother eating. I just crawled into the back of my cab and pulled a blanket over. And shivered. Crap, I really was coming down with something. 
 
      
 
    “Hi, Big Dick.” 
 
    I was standing on a plain, not a tree in sight, the tall grass waving, and Cherry was standing in front of me. 
 
    She was breathtaking. Naked, huge bosoms, red lips, and a knowing smile on her face. 
 
    “Told you, Big…I won’t call you ‘Big Dick’ any more.” 
 
    “What…why?” 
 
    “Because you don’t have one.” 
 
    I looked down at my crotch. I was naked—I didn’t remember being naked, but I was now—and my groin…it was bare. Just bald skin and a growing indentation. 
 
    “Told you, Big.” 
 
    I looked up at her. “Where’s my dick? What’d you do with it?” 
 
    “I took it. It’s mine. It fell off in my hole and I’m not giving it back.” 
 
    “But I need my dick!” I cried. 
 
    “No,” she said, stepping closer. She reached for my hands and held them, looked at them. 
 
    My hands were feminine looking. No longer the gnarly mitts that busted a tire or strapped down a load. 
 
    “No…you need a manicure. And you really must do something about your hair.” She reached up and touched my long locks. 
 
    “What? No! No!” 
 
    “A little make up would go a long way.” She touched my face gently, thoughtfully. “If you come find me I’ll help you, but…well, really, you’re on your own.” 
 
    She stepped back and smiled. 
 
    “Hey! Wait!” 
 
    “You’re on your own, Big. See ya some year.” 
 
    She turned and began walking away, across the waving plains. 
 
    I started after her, and Bonny was suddenly standing in front of me, pushing on my chest. 
 
    I tried to move her hand, to get past her, but I no longer had the muscle. I was Big Dick, but this small, slip of a girl was stronger than me, controlled my body, and pushed me back. 
 
    “Well, Big, I guess you found out, eh?” 
 
    Then I was alone. Standing in the middle of the plain, looking up at a sun that was way too hot. 
 
      
 
    Knock knock! 
 
    I crawled out of my blanket and into the front seat. Everything was so big. Or…was I smaller? 
 
    Knock knock. 
 
    I looked out the window and a CHP was there. I rolled down the window. 
 
    “Hey, buddy, you okay?” 
 
    “Yeah, sure.” My voice didn’t sound like my own. It sounded…higher. 
 
    He blinked. “You been here a couple of days, thought I’d check.” 
 
    “Yeah. I’m fine. I got sick. but I’m fine now.” 
 
    He nodded, I could tell he was thinking about rousting me, checking out my trailer. 
 
    “I’m just heading to San Francisco. I’m late now, but I really was just sick. I’m over it now. I’ll be gone in a few minutes.” 
 
    He nodded. “You well enough to drive?” 
 
    “Yeah. Yes. I’m fine. And thanks for looking in on me. I’m all slept out now.” 
 
    He bit his lip, then decided. “Okay. But you need help I’ll be along.” 
 
    “I appreciate that. Again, thanks.” 
 
    He patted my door and turned and walked away. 
 
    I heaved a sigh, waited until he had driven away, and climbed down. 
 
    The world was different, which meant, in this case, I was different. 
 
    I wasn’t as tall. I could tell by standing next to the big front tire. I was smaller. And I had no strength in my hands. In fact, they looked smooth. Not like in the dream, but the big knuckles seemed to have…receded. 
 
    I felt my face. I still didn’t need to shave, and my hair…it was longer. 
 
    Crap. What the fuck was going on with me? 
 
    I walked to the restroom and went into a stall and sat down. I just sat, and realized my clothes were too big. 
 
    I stood up, unbuckled, and looked at my groin. 
 
    I was smaller. I wasn’t Big Dick. I was still big, but rapidly shrinking. I was only six inches, if that. And I wasn’t veined and throbbing, I was smooth skinned, like a snake without scales. 
 
    I held my head, which throbbed, relieved myself, and stood up. 
 
    I walked out of the stall in my too big clothes and looked at myself in the mirror. 
 
    I was different. My big jaw was shrunken. I was still recognizable as Big Dick, but…I was a softer Big Dick. I was six inches shorter, had lost fifty pounds, and…I had long hair. It hung lank, untidy, and I brushed it back with my now slender fingers. 
 
    What the fuck was happening to me? 
 
    I studied my eyes. Even my eyes were different. Smaller, and the lashes were finer. 
 
    And, now that I was really looking, my lips were…plumper. 
 
    What the holy hell fuck was happening to me? 
 
     
 
    I twisted the key and hit the road. It was only ten in the morning, the sun was bright, and I made good time. 
 
    I still felt like shit, but not so bad, and I roared up the road towards SF. 
 
    I made it by noon and delivered my load. 
 
    And the guys at the dock stared at me. My pants were too loose. My upper body was smaller, and son of a bitch if my chest didn’t start itching. 
 
    The dispatcher handed me my papers without a grunt, and just…looked at me. 
 
    “Anything you want to tell me, Dick?” 
 
    I shook my head, aware of how my hair waved back and forth. 
 
    “Well, okay. You’re all unloaded. Have a good one.” 
 
    I nodded, was afraid to talk, my voice sounded funny, and headed out for the truck. 
 
    I almost needed help to get in the cab. My feet were just…my legs…too short. 
 
    How the fuck could somebody shrink? What was wrong with me? 
 
    I managed to get into the cab and hit the road. 
 
    It was shorter up the 5, but I wanted to go the 101, up to Willits and over. I wanted to see the roadhouse. 
 
    I knew, intuitively, that’s when everything started. 
 
    That girl.  
 
    Cherry. 
 
    Cheating on my wife and she had done something to me. Maybe it was like a sisterhood, if your guy cheats I’ll curse him for you. 
 
    But I didn’t think that was it. 
 
    But the dreams…I wanted to see Cherry. 
 
    A couple of hours to Willits, right on the 20, and I came to the roadhouse. 
 
    Same shabby green log construction. Same blinking neons advertising brands of ice cold beer in the window. 
 
    A crotch rocket in the parking lot, a couple of cars, and no RV. 
 
    I pulled the rig into the parking lot and turned it off. The engine popped a few times, and I climbed down. 
 
    Same bar inside. A guy and a girl in leathers at the end where the bikers had been. Eating burgers and talking. 
 
    A couple of the booths had people in them. 
 
    I walked to the end of the bar and the bar man sauntered down to me. 
 
    He didn’t recognize me. 
 
    “Burger and beer?” 
 
    “You got it.” 
 
    He put the order for the burger in and poured me a schooner. He placed it in front of me. 
 
    “There was a girl here last week, name  of Cherry. Had a big assed RV.” 
 
    A couple of lines appeared in his forehead. “Hmm. I don’t recall.” 
 
    “Thursday night.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “I came in here,” and suddenly I stopped talking. 
 
    He was looking at me, and trying to remember where he’d seen me before. 
 
    Which meant he didn’t recognize me. 
 
    I was too changed to be recognized. 
 
    “Oh, well,” I said. “Never mind.” 
 
    I took my schooner over to a booth and sat down. 
 
    Sat in my over-sized jeans. My oversized shirt. And rubbed my chest. Felt like somebody had scratched my nipples. And I felt puffy under there, like my pectorals had swollen. 
 
    My burger arrived. I ate half of it, then was full. Now that sure wasn’t like me. Normally I’d have demolished it, then ordered another one. 
 
    And I didn’t even finish my beer. That was REALLY not like me. But I only sipped an inch down, then went to the bar for a glass of water. 
 
     
 
    I climbed up the side of my rig, opened the door and got in. For a moment I thought I was going to have to go ask somebody for a ladder. I felt that small. Hell, I was that small. 
 
    I adjusted the driver’s seat so it was all the way forward, and even then I had to stretch for the peddles. 
 
    And I felt like crying. What was happening to me? Why was I shrinking! And why were my fingers long and slender, and my hair so long it got in my eyes. why didn’t the bartender recognize me? But I knew why…I was different. 
 
    What was happening to me? 
 
    I started up the tractor and headed over the mountains for home. 
 
     
 
    It was rough driving. Me being normally big, I handled the rig like it was a sports car. But now, being small, I had a rough time with, of all things, depth perception. And I had to lean at odd angles to see out the windows, and I had to adjust the rear cameras. 
 
    But I made it home in a couple of hours.  
 
    I pulled the tractor around the house and parked it in its place, then I just sat there, listened to the ticking motor, and wondered what I was going to do. 
 
    “Dick?” 
 
    I looked out the window, and Rhonda blinked and her mouth opened. 
 
    I rolled down the window. “Rhonda, baby. something happened to me.” 
 
    She crumpled up, and Zelda began prancing and barking in alarm. 
 
    I climbed down from the cab and Zelda backed away, still barking at me. Then she abruptly sat and stared at me. Then she barked a bit more. But she let me see to Rhonda. 
 
    I lifted Rhonda’s upper body, it was heavier than I remembered, and touched her cheek. 
 
    “Rhonda? Baby? Wake up!” 
 
    Her eyelids fluttered, then her eyes opened. 
 
    She gave a yelp, then tried to scoot away from me. 
 
    “Baby, hold on. It’ s me. It’s all right…it’s me.” 
 
    And, finally, she understood. The shape of my face was altered, but the eyes were me, and I spoke in the familiar way a husband and wife had. 
 
    But she didn’t hug me, or sooth me. She just backed away and asked the question: “What the fuck happened?” 
 
     
 
    We sat in the kitchen. Zelda sat in the living room and watched us through the doorway. We sipped whiskey and Coke. We needed something strong. And I explained what had happened. 
 
    “I didn’t mean to cheat on you. But I was drunk, and it was like…it was like she was casting a spell on me. 
 
    Rhonda was hurt. But she was more alarmed than hurt. She actually touched me in sympathy, put a hand on mine. 
 
    “You’re a full foot shorter. And you’re so skinny, except…except your chest.” 
 
    I rubbed my chest, it felt so puffy, “And it itches something fierce.” 
 
    “Unbutton your shirt. Hell, it’s too big, take it off.” 
 
    I slid out of my shirt. 
 
    “You’ve got breasts.” 
 
    “What?” A new level of panic. 
 
    I looked down. Yep. That puffiness on my pecs was a swelling, and it wasn’t just a swelling, it was small boobs. Round and firm. And my nipples were bigger. 
 
    “Crap,” she said. “You’re going to be big.” 
 
    “How can you tell?” I asked miserably. 
 
    “Because I’m a woman and I went through puberty. You’re going to be big.” 
 
    “I don’t want to be big.” 
 
    “Then you shouldn’t…” she stopped, but I knew what she was going to say. You shouldn’t have cheated. 
 
    I filled in the awkward space with a question: “What am I going to do?” 
 
    “Get clothes that fit. See a doctor. Wear a bra.” 
 
    I stared at her. Of the three things wearing a bra was the worst. That really hit me in the groin. 
 
    “I…wear a bra?” 
 
    “Sure. I’ve got one that’ll fit you.” 
 
    “I don’t want to wear a bra.” 
 
    “You’ll have to. When you get full growth you’re going to be saggy, and your back will hurt.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    She poured us more drinks. 
 
      
 
    The doctor wasn’t much help. He was a family doctor, and we had never even seen him before. He just clucked a bit and muttered, “And you say you were a man.” 
 
    He didn’t believe us. 
 
    Oh, he gave me tests, took blood samples, but he had no advice and not even anything intelligent to say. 
 
    Rhonda and I went home. And poured a couple of Coke Highs. 
 
    And sat at the table and sipped. 
 
    I stared at her, my mind a blasted mess. She stared out the window at my front of my big rig. 
 
    “Will you be able to drive?” 
 
    I nodded. “I’ve got to modify the rig, but…I can drive.” 
 
    She nodded. Then: “I’m mad. And I could get a lot madder, but what you’re going through…I guess it’s enough punishment.” She looked at me. “There’s only one thing to do.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You are now, officially, transisting.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Or maybe it’s transitioning. I’m not up on this stuff, but you’re undergoing a gender transformation, and we need to address that.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to! I want to be Big Dick again!” My voice was getting higher pitched, and I felt like I was about to burst out in tears. 
 
    Tears. Big Dick never cried. But…was I big Dick anymore? 
 
    “Want shmant,” Rhonda said. “Come with me.” 
 
    I followed her back to the bedroom. Zelda stayed out of our way. She kept staring at me. 
 
    In the bedroom Rhonda opened her underwear drawers and picked things out and tossed them on the bed. 
 
    A couple of bras. 
 
    Panties. 
 
    A tummy shaper. 
 
    “We’ll have to get you shoes later,” she muttered. 
 
    Then, into the closet, and dresses and things appeared. 
 
    “We can make cut offs of your jeans, and you can wear big Tee shirts, that’s sometimes sexy.” 
 
    Sexy? my mind shrieked. I don’t want to be sexy! 
 
    She came out of the closet holding nylons. “What are you waiting for?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She grabbed a pair of panties and held it in her hand. “Take your clothes off.” 
 
    “Rhonda!” I tried, “I don’t want to wear your clothes!” 
 
    She slapped me in the face with her panties. Smacked me good. Didn’t hurt, but it was still a severe shock. Then she moved in and grabbed my shirt front with one hand. She snarled. “I’m not going to talk about your cheating, but I am also not going to be putting up with your bullshit. You are changing into a girl. A woman. And I’m going to help. Unless you want to get a salami and strap it to your leg and pretend you’re a man.” 
 
    Man, I was silent after that one. 
 
    And I felt like crying. 
 
    “Now put these panties on.” 
 
    I took the panties and began taking off my clothes. I moved slowly, like an old man, and studied myself as I undressed. 
 
    My skin was no long bulging with muscles, tanned, strong. Now it was white, and soft. I was looking more and more like a girl every day. 
 
    I had breasts, bigger by the day. And my dick…it was almost non-existent. 
 
    I slipped into the panties, and it felt weirder than anything I had ever experienced in my whole life. 
 
    They were soft and encased my butt like a clinging hand. I didn’t even have to push my package into them. I was that small. 
 
    “Here.” Rhonda threw a bra at me. 
 
    I dropped it, and bent to pick it up, and my tits hung towards the floor. I was embarrassed, mortified, and there was no solution. 
 
    I tried to put the bra on, but got confused. My tits didn’t fit right, and finally Rhonda stepped over to me and took a hand. “Turn it this way, then fasten in the front, then slide it around and pull it up.” 
 
    I stood, encased, and stared at my body. I looked up at her and said, “I know you’re mad, but…but…” and the tears started to leak out. 
 
    Me. Big man, crying like a little girl. 
 
    For a moment Rhonda softened. “It’s just the hormones,” she mumbled, placing a hand on my thin forearm. Then she stepped back, brisk, businesslike, pushing her own emotions down. “Garter belt.” 
 
    I stepped into the garter belt, snugged it around my waist. 
 
    “You’re so skinny you’re not going to need a tummy shaper, but here, nylons. You’ve seen me roll them up.” 
 
    I had, and I sat on the bed and figured out how to roll nylons up. 
 
    “We need to paint your toe nails.” 
 
    “What?” I think that was even a bigger panic than anything else. But we were just starting. 
 
    “Take them off. If we’re going to do this we’re going to do it right.” 
 
    I unrolled the nylons, or re-rolled them, or whatever. 
 
    Rhonda sat me down at her vanity and taught me how to paint nails. Bright red. 
 
    “Stroke down towards the tip, three strokes should do it. After they dry you can…” 
 
    I sat and watched my once manly tootsies transform. It was surreal. I was a trucker, dammit! And truckers don’t paint their nails! 
 
    But…I hate to admit it, even in my own mind—I was a female trucker. And I was surprised at how flexible my new body was. And how I could perceive the nails as tiny, tidy, beautiful, little things. 
 
    While we waited for my feet to dry we did my hands. Here Rhonda took charge. She didn’t want to wait while I fumbled and made mistakes, so she just painted them, and I was stunned at how feminine I had become. 
 
    My nails were long and slender, no longer spatulate, and in red they looked like bloody claws. Meow. 
 
    Finally, nails done and dried, and another whiskey to the wind, she had me roll the nylons up my legs. 
 
    “You’ll have to start shaving at some point, most likely, but whatever this change is, you don’t have much hair on your body. Except for your head.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    I stood and looked in the big door mirror. I was a woman. Long hair, pretty eyes, and that was without make up. I was slender with a wasp waist. My tits…they were going to be big. they were already big, and I was just starting. 
 
    “Hmm.” muttered Rhonda. 
 
    “What.” 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    But it was something, and I realized what was happening. 
 
    Rhonda was getting wet. 
 
    That was something I never expected. She doesn’t go for women. But she was going for me as a woman. Suddenly she wasn’t so mad anymore. 
 
    She put me in a dress, and if I had had a dick it would have been hard. The way the soft material clung to my body. In a way, and I know this is going to sound weird, a tight dress felt as good as a rubber on my dick. 
 
    But I didn’t have a dick. 
 
    But my whole body was suddenly turned on by these clothes. 
 
    “Sit down,” Rhonda commanded. She was breathing hard. 
 
    I sat and faced the vanity mirror. 
 
    “If we’re going to do this…” she picked up some moisturizer and began cleaning my face. 
 
    “What are you doing?” I asked. 
 
    “Shut up,” she whispered fiercely. She applied primer to my face, foundation, blush. 
 
    “You’re making me look like a woman.” 
 
    “Yeah,” she answered. I could feel the heat coming off her in waves. 
 
    She began working on my eyes. Light shadow, designed to make my eyes glitter. It could be daylight, but my eyes would be like in a cave, peering out, sexy and mysterious. 
 
    “You’re turned on by this,” my turn to whisper. 
 
    She said nothing. 
 
    She painted my lips. Bright red. “I used a plumper, but you don’t need one. You have gorgeous lips.” 
 
    Finally, I saw myself in the big mirror. 
 
    I was a fox. 
 
    I was a woman. 
 
    No mistaking. 
 
    “Come with me,” Rhonda took my hand and pulled me into the kitchen. She sat me down at the table and poured us a couple of drinks. she sat down, and we stared at each other. 
 
    We drank. 
 
    She stared. 
 
    She breathed hard. 
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    “Shut up,” she returned. “I’m dealing with my own shit.” 
 
    So I shut. 
 
    She abruptly got up and went into the living room, turned on some music, came down and stared at me some more. 
 
    Stared at me with big eyes, leaning forward. She was almost gasping for breath now. 
 
    I was breathing a little heavily, too. 
 
    No, I didn’t have a dick, but now I knew what it meant when women were ‘wet.’ 
 
    I felt like somebody had greased my thighs. I felt like I was dripping. 
 
    Rhonda kept staring at me. 
 
    Pink Floyd came on. Echoes. 
 
    Rhonda reached forward and placed a hand on my hand. Her red nails on mine. Studied how our hands intertwined. 
 
    Zelda, in the other room, lay down and put her chin on her paws and stared. 
 
    Rhonda leaned forward. She grabbed a hunk of my long hair, gently, and pulled me slowly to her. 
 
    We were face to face, inches apart, breathing into each other. Our lips red, our eyes wide. Waiting. 
 
    It was sexier than anything I had ever experienced in my life. The sex was like a bridge of pure feeling between us. 
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    She pulled me closer, her mouth opened slightly, and our lips meet. 
 
    Oh, God. Everything was softer as a woman. I had kissed her as a man a million times, but none of those kisses held a candle to this. 
 
    She ruptured my mouth with pure lust, and the softer her lips brushed mine, the more lust I felt. 
 
    But I didn’t have a dick. 
 
    She touched my breasts, fondled them, all while kissing me. I felt electricity shooting through me. Expanding me. It actually felt like it was making my tits grow bigger. 
 
    Then she was on her feet and leading me back to the bedroom. 
 
    Zelda whined as we passed. 
 
    In the bedroom we sat on the bed, wide-eyed, wondering, as we kept sampling each other feeling each other. 
 
    “I’m not a Lesbian,” Rhonda breathed out. 
 
    “Neither am I,” I answered. 
 
    But it made us giggle. 
 
    Then she pushed me over, climbed on top of me, raped my mouth with her soft breath and lips. 
 
    We felt each other, marveling at sensations that were quite different than anything we had ever felt before. 
 
    Suddenly, she climbed off me. She stood next to me, looking down, and she said, “We can get dildos later, but right now all I’ve got it this.” 
 
    She reached into the side table and brought out her vibrator. 
 
    She climbed back on top of me, twisted the base and made it vibrate. “It’s insertable, and…I think you need to be penetrated.” 
 
    “I do?” 
 
    “Oh, fuck, yes.” 
 
    She spun on me, nearly hitting me in the face with a foot. She was reverse cowgirl, and she pushed my legs apart. 
 
    I was nervous, but too horny to let that stop me. 
 
    I felt her touch the plastic tip to me, and I knew that my hole was no longer just a shadow, a cleft, it was a pussy, deep and moist. 
 
    She slid the vibrator into me, and I arched and moaned. I had fucked her a million times, but I had never felt anything like this. It felt like I my whole body was being pried apart. 
 
    She began moving the vibrator in and out of me. 
 
    Oh, I felt the slickness, I felt the inner ripple of my love canal. And I thought: So this is what it’s like! 
 
    She turned it on, and my world came apart. My skull flew into outer space and my whole body quivered and jerked. 
 
    “Just relax,” Rhonda murmured. “It’s not like a man, you don’t have to try. Just relax and let it happen. 
 
    It was difficult, I was used to being a man, but I managed to follow her directions. Within a short couple of minutes I was feeling my hips lurching up, jerking, and my pussy suddenly exploded with lightenings. I was yelling something, but in a high pitched voice, and then…after a long minute of just laying there and collapsing, I started to giggle. And giggle and giggle. 
 
    Rhonda finally pulled me over, handed me the dildo and said, “Okay, bitch. Your turn to do me.” 
 
    So I did. 
 
      
 
    My name used to be Big Dick, and I drove a truck. 
 
    Now they call me Little Rickie, and all the truckers know me. They greet me at the truck stops and we sit at the same table and drink coffee and laugh. 
 
    I go home to my wife, and we take turns pleasing each other. 
 
    Zelda has even grown to love me. Love me the way she used to love Big Dick. 
 
    And when I am out driving, cruising the millions of miles of roads that are in America, I am looking. 
 
    I am looking for a ragged ass RV. 
 
    The RV is probably filled with girls, and it parks here for a night, then there, and makes its way through the country. 
 
    And I want to see Cherry. 
 
    I want to see the woman, the Fem Wolf, who made me this way. 
 
    I want to see her…and thank her. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    We were in an inn. The biggest inn in Femsgaden, and there was nobody around us. And yet he looked like he thought somebody was going to jump out of the woodwork and snatch him. 
 
    He leaned forward and whispered. “People aren’t just disappearing…they are changed.” 
 
    Changed, huh. This was one weird job. 
 
    “Changed how?” 
 
    He was a rotund fellow with thick mustaches. He was wearing alpine clothing, and he looked stared at me as if asking if he could trust me. He was also the mayor of this little hamlet. 
 
    “They are changed…sexually.” 
 
    I blinked. I had traveled a couple of hundred miles just to meet with a kook. 
 
    I sat back and smiled. 
 
    “No, please. I cannot go to the police. And we need help. 
 
    “And why can’t you go to the police?” I was treating this like a joke, yet his look was frightened. 
 
    “Die Polizei are not…strong in this small district.” 
 
    Femsgaden was small, and I could understand that. Femsgaden was considered the ‘northern Berchtesgaden,’ it was cold and icy, not much for tourists. There was probably one cop, and he was lazy. 
 
    “And the Bundespolizei?” The Bundespolizei were the federal police. 
 
    “The Bundespolizei…let us say they are…compromised.” 
 
    I blinked. 
 
    “You’re saying the federal police know who is kidnapping your people and…don’t care? Won’t do anything about it. 
 
    He looked down and nodded, and. I suddenly realized he was not just frightened, he was embarrassed. Embarrassed to be reporting kidnap victims? WTF? 
 
    I decided to string him along a bit and see where this joke went. I took the smile off my face and asked, “So tell me about this…how people are changed sexually.” 
 
    He nodded, and gulped. He was doing a marvelous job of acting. I almost believed him, but…sexually changed? Come on. 
 
    He placed a folder on the table and opened it. “See?” 
 
    I stared at a picture of a man. Handsome fellow, curly brown hair, laughing eyes, skis over his shoulder. He looked like a player, in a Germanic sort of way. 
 
    On the opposite page was another picture. A woman. It was obvious that it was his sister. 
 
    “This…” I motioned towards the picture, “is…” I stopped and took note of the writing. 
 
    Same name, but feminized. Same birthdate. Same…everything. I looked at the faces more closely. I looked up at the mayor. “So you have twins.” 
 
    He turned the page. 
 
    A blonde man, one raised eyebrow. Happy, looked like he might have been snapped while drinking. German beer was pretty strong stuff. 
 
    But on the opposite page was another picture. Another woman who looked….the same as him. Same features, same hair, but longer. Same birthdate. Another twin. 
 
    I was getting confused. “I don’t see…” 
 
    He turned the page. 
 
    Another man and woman. Duplicates in every way, except one was male and one was female. 
 
    And another page, and another. 
 
    The folder had over twenty twins. 
 
    “So you have a lot of twins.” I suddenly wondered if this was an elaborate practical joke. Except I didn’t know anybody who would go this elaborate. 
 
    “Same people. He…” the mayor pointed at one of the men, “disappeared on a Friday.” He pointed at the woman opposite. “She appeared on a Monday. Same for him and her,” he flipped a page. “And him and her.” He flipped a page. “Him and her,” he flipped through the pages saying ‘him and her’ over and over. 
 
    “Wait a minute,” I muttered, staring at the photographs. “You’re telling me that these people disappear on Friday, get a sex change, and reappear on Monday?” 
 
    He nodded. His eyes were big and round. 
 
    Frightened. 
 
    “Have you tried talking to these people? Finding out what happened? I mean, people don’t change sex over a weekend. It takes months and months, years, for a person to transition.” 
 
    “I have tried, but…I am not like you. I am not an investigative reporter. I don’t know what questions to ask, how to…follow up on their answers. 
 
    I sat back. This was just weird enough that I was actually interested. I couldn’t believe it. “So what do you want me to do?” 
 
    “Find out what is happening. The young men of Femsgaden are disappearing. Who is changing them. How. Why.” 
 
    I pondered while I held his gaze. 
 
    A secret sex change laboratory high in the mountains. Men changed into women against their will. Damned if it didn’t sound like something I could sell. Even if only to the National Enquirer. that’s right, the Germans have their own edition of that fabulous tabloid, and they paid well. 
 
    Of course it wouldn’t be like real journalism. But ‘real’ journalism had taken it on the chin when Donald Trump had come into office. The whole American media had become a world laughing stock, so…the National Enquirer. Hmmm. 
 
    “So you want me to get the goods on these disappearing…these ‘changing’…people. And, what? I write an expose? Tell the world about a bunch of perverts in your village? 
 
    He blinked. I had shocked him, but I had to. He had to understand where I was going with this. After all, I was going to get paid by him, he was actually hiring me to do a story which I would then sell to others. I didn’t want there to be any misunderstanding. 
 
    He finally nodded. 
 
    I nodded. “Okay. I’ll look into it.” 
 
    “When?” 
 
    “Give me that folder. I’ll study it, and I’ll start investigating tonight. 
 
      
 
    Femsgaden, as I stated earlier was considered the northern Berchtesgaden. This was not necessarily a good thing, but it did pull in tourists. 
 
    Berchtesgaden, in the south of Germany was where Hitler vacationed. He had his famous ‘Eagle’s Nest’ there, and his German Shepherd, Blondi, and his screening room where he watched his enemies be hung with piano wire. 
 
    But Berchtesgaden was now a sunny tourist resort. There was even a restaurant at the Eagle’s Nest, the Berg-Restaurant Kehlsteinhaus. 
 
    Femsgaden, the northern Berchtesgaden was not so sunny. It was located almost in the Baltic Sea. It was fantastic for skiing, if you could get past the gloom. 
 
    And the lesser known fact, oddly downplayed by the German tourist industry, was that Hitler had spent much time there during the war. MUCH time. And he was’t known for his skiing. 
 
    So why did Hitler spend so much time in this northern clime? And why didn’t he bring his mistress, Eva Braun, with him? Or his dog? 
 
    He brought his cronies, Himmler and Goering, and a host of lesser known stars of the third reich. People like Eichmann, and Gosdek and Wahler, and…why? 
 
    I took the folder back to my hostel and studied it. I committed the names and faces of the women to memory. Wouldn’t do much good to remember the men, they were…transformed. 
 
    The women were quite beautiful. Very beautiful. 
 
    As men they had been handsome fellows, but as women they were striking. A few shots showed me their bodies, and they were, to a woman, stacked and sexy. 
 
    And I’m not a guy who swings that way, if they really were guys, if you get my drift, but I couldn’t deny their sex appeal. 
 
    That evening I went out on the town. I wasn’t looking to make any contact, I just wanted to do a little recon on the landscape. 
 
    Femsgaden was an Alpine village that wasn’t in the Alpines. The Alpines are a mountain range that runs through Europe, and the southern part of Germany. But this was a small northern mountain range, right off the Baltic. Still, the white washed buildings with criss crossed woodwork were there. The chimneys were tall and working overtime. The chill in these high parts was quite biting. 
 
    The town was accessible by a long winding drive through the ascending mountains, and it consisted of only a few streets, sandwiched in between the peaks. 
 
    The businesses in town were typical. Small shops that looked like they had been there for hundreds of years. A couple of modern ski shops. A handful of ‘bierhalles.’ Germans love their beerhalls. 
 
    So I walked up and down the main drag, and finally, to get a little warmth back in my bones, sauntered into a beerhall. I chose a seat near the large fireplace, ordered a liter of ‘Bier,’ and put my feet up. 
 
    It was nice in here, if a bit gloomy. The woodwork was old, but polished. The two waitresses were dressed in the traditional serving maid garb, puffy blouses and suspender dresses. And they were pretty well endowed, which made me smile. 
 
    I sate there and considered the elements of my story. Young men lured, or conked on the head, and…what? Taken to a laboratory and…experimented on? Given super chemicals that would instantly transform them from testosterone beasts to estrogen lassies? 
 
    Sitting there, feet up and sipping a beer, feeling the warmth and the bier seep into my bloodstream, it seemed laughable. Yet I knew the National Enquirer would buy it. It was just loony enough that— 
 
    The woman sat down two chairs from me. Her face was that unlined perfection, an ice queen. Her eyes were blue diamonds. Her red lips…they quirked. There was a joke somewhere in her buxom soul. 
 
    And I do mean buxom. She had curves on top of curves. She was a mountain range to herself.  
 
    She slipped off her ski jacket and gave me a better look. And thank God I have insurance in the event that my eyeballs fall out of my head. I mean, she was that good looking. 
 
    And she was one of the women in my folder. 
 
    Hiedi Braun. Once Heinrick Braun. From six foot to five foot six. From 180 pounds to 130 pounds. From short, crew cut to shoulder length waves. From a flat but muscular chest to…zowie. 
 
    She glanced at me, and I noted her eyes were scintillating blue. But her smile, it was…not happy. 
 
    I lifted my mug, “Buy you a drink?” 
 
    “Absolut,” she murmured. Her voice was deep for a woman, but higher than a man’s. 
 
    I waved a hand and her drink was delivered. She sipped, smiled wanly at me, “Danke schön.” 
 
    I raised a hand in acknowledgement. 
 
    We were a couple of chairs apart, but we were alone, and in the warmth of the bierhalle there was an instant intimacy. 
 
    We sipped slowly, enjoyed the fire, and she asked, “Tourist?” She spoke English with a slight accent. 
 
    “Journalist,” I answered. “But I’m on vacation. But I’m thinking about doing a piece on Femsgaden.” 
 
    She nodded. Didn’t say much, then suddenly stood up and came to the chair next to me. 
 
    “Journalist. Sounds fascinating. Do you travel the world?” 
 
    A little, not much.” 
 
    “What do you write about? All the big news stories of the day?” 
 
    “More like all the small stories. Every once in awhile, if I’m in the right place, I get picked up, assigned, but that’s not the glamour one would think. There’s actually more glamour to sitting in a bierhalle with a lovely maiden.” I raised my glass to her. 
 
    She smiled, actually seemed to overcome her melancholy for a moment, and raised her own mug. 
 
    “So you do not go into war zones. Or meet presidents.” 
 
    I laughed. “No war zones, thank you. But every once in a while I’ll meet a president. They’re boring fellows.” 
 
    And we chatted, light, trading snippets about our lives. 
 
    “I am editor for children’s books. I was.” 
 
    “Was?” I asked. 
 
    “Still am, but…” she shrugged, and there was an infinity of sadness in that little motion. 
 
    “Time to pick up and move on, eh?” 
 
    “Something like that.” 
 
    A couple entered the bierhalle. Laughing, joking, ordered some bier and headed for a booth in a corner. 
 
    We watched them, and she smiled. “He is cheating on his wife.” 
 
    “Hunh.” I examined their dress, their manner. “How do you know they aren’t man and wife? Or betrothed.” 
 
    Hiedi chuckled. A manly chuckle in a female body. “He moves like he doesn’t want to be seen. She is too happy. They are cheaters.” 
 
    Another person entered the hall, but I took no notice of him. 
 
    Hiedi said, “I know because I—.” she stopped, redirected her obvious senrence. “I would do that if I were a man.” 
 
    “You’d cheat, eh? You know what I have to ask now?” 
 
    She turned back to me with a lift of the eyebrows. “Yes?” 
 
    “Are you a loose woman?” 
 
    She laughed, then sobered. Then she cried. Right in the middle of the damn bierhalle. 
 
    A man slid into the seat next to her. The fellow who had entered and who I had ignored. 
 
    But I notice everybody. It is my job. See who is who, describe who is who. Why hadn’t I noticed him? 
 
    He wore black, and a black cloak. It was light garb for a cold clime, but… 
 
    “Heidi, my dear,” he soothed. “You must not scare the young man.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” instantly the tears stopped. Stopped as if he had slapped her in the face and shocked her to stop. 
 
    He placed a hand on her shoulder and smiled. A small smile. Just enough of a smile to reveal bright, white teeth, and I began to really study him. 
 
    He was slender, about my height, which is five eight. His complexion was pale, as if he never saw the sun. His hair was full and rich and slicked back. Shiny. 
 
    But it was his eyes that were the most striking. 
 
    Almost no whites to them. Almost all pupil. And no blinking. Eventually the no blinking would unnerve me. I mean, who doesn’t blink? You have to blink to water the eyes! But he didn’t blink. He just stared and those big pupils dissected, devoured, examined. 
 
    “Now clean yourself up and come back.” 
 
    “Yes, Count Dacian.” She sprang from the chair like a frightened animal and headed for the restroom. 
 
    Count Dacian watched her for a moment, his eyes lidded and his smile a simple line revealing little. He turned to me. 
 
    “You must forgive Hiedi.” 
 
    “Nothing to forgive.” 
 
    I was fascinated by this slender wisp. He was languid, yet he emitted sparks. He was lazy, yet I could feel energy manifesting, coming out of him in waves. His was a vitality that underwhelmed, and ate out your supports, but…in spite of that energy there was that about him that would go unnoticed. Like when he had entered the bierhalle and slid right past my trained eye. 
 
    I wondered at this quality. This hidden shade of personality dwelling within. At how he had moved in and controlled Hiedi. 
 
    He raised an arm and the waitress placed a bier in front of me almost instantly. 
 
    “You are a tourist?” 
 
    I smiled. 
 
    “Yes? What is funny?” 
 
    His accent was funny. It was thick and overblown, like he wasn’t used to talking to people. 
 
    “We were just talking about that,” I waved my mug in the direction of the gone Hiedi. 
 
    “Ah,” he smiled. 
 
    “And you live around here?” 
 
    “I don’t look like a tourist?” That wan smile again. A bit of Mona Lisa in the man. 
 
    “You look…comfortable.” 
 
    He raised his eyebrows and nodded most pleasantly. “I live in the castle on the hill.” 
 
    “Oh?” I tilted my head. 
 
    “You didn’t know there was a castle?” 
 
    “I didn’t.” 
 
    “I…inherited it. It is a quite wonderful place. I am dedicated to returning it to its original form.” 
 
    “Is that difficult?” I was actually curious. “I mean, do you rebuild structures using original tools form the era? That sort of thing?” 
 
    “A bit, but not much actual physical adjustment is needed. It is mostly a process of introducing…” he thought, then smiled, “Ambient. What you would call ambience.” 
 
    Hiedi returned at that moment, and even though she was the point of my story, I was sorry. There was just something very magnetic about Count Dacian. He wasn’t likable, exactly, but he…compelled. No, not compelled, I don’t know the exact word, but he drew one in, made you want to learn more about him. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Count Dacian,” she murmured. Her lipstick was fresh, her mascara repaired. She was subdued. 
 
    “My dear, not to worry. I know how difficult it is. You just go on and have a good time.” 
 
    He had stood up and she was looking up at him, gazing into those black pools. Searching his eyes as if looking for stars on a cloudy night. 
 
    And worried. 
 
    But what did she have to worry about? 
 
    Count Dacian turned to me. “I must go.” 
 
    “Before you go,” I hesitated, “Do you…would it be possible to see your castle some day?” 
 
    Hiedi drew in her breath. 
 
    Dacian smiled. “Anything is possible.” 
 
    Then he was gone, and he was gone like a swoosh, like a turn of his cape and he…disappeared. 
 
    I sat and meditated over this mysterious man. Owned a castle. A personality that seemed like a fading. Dressed in black…like the bad guy in a bad movie. 
 
    “I am sorry I cried.” Hiedi sat down next to me and placed a hand on my arm. 
 
    I turned my attention to the lovely and smiled. “I’m sorry I made you cry.” 
 
    She blinked. “But you didn’t…” Then she figured it out. She smiled. Not much of a smile, but something. “You joke with me.” 
 
    “Some people say my jokes make people cry.” 
 
    “You are a nice man.” It was sudden. A blurt. And we stared at each other. 
 
    Then I cracked a grin, “About that I am sure you are wrong.” 
 
    “No, no.” 
 
    She reached for her mug and looked at it, then she looked at me. “Will you get drunk with me to night?” 
 
    I lifted an eyebrow. 
 
    “I am sorry. I am too forward. But I am sad. I need to…I need happiness.” 
 
    I can’t guarantee you happiness, but I can do a little drinking.” 
 
    She smiled, and there was actual joy, or perhaps relief, in her beautiful mouth. She put her arms around my biceps, leaned close to me. “Let us find a booth, we can drink and get drunk. You can tell me of all the women you have been with. And I will envy you.” 
 
    “Me being with women?” I laughed, assuming that she had just made a lingual faux pas. 
 
    “Oh, I mean,” she was flustered, and she was embarrassed. The odd thing, and I would think on this later, is that she didn’t blush. Or perhaps I didn’t see her blush through her make up. Or, perhaps she was incapable of blushing. But she still had that look of somebody who was embarrassed. 
 
    We sat in a booth and ordered bier after bier. And it was German bier, strong enough to knock an elephant on its ass. And I was no elephant. 
 
    We talked, and reminisced, and she sat so close to me. Almost clung to me. 
 
    And it was wonderful. 
 
    And I had all these weird, snarky, odd, kinky, scared thoughts going through my head. 
 
    Had she really been a man? Had she changed from man to woman in three days? Friday a man and Monday a girl? 
 
    The thought of being with a man frightened me. I’m not a homophobe…well, maybe I am, a little. I mean, when it came time to kiss and cuddle. 
 
    But what were we doing, Hiedi and I, if not kissing and cuddling? Without the kissing, but with the promise of it. 
 
    We drank our bier, and her breath was cool, a freshness on my face. Her hands were small and touched mine, touched my face. 
 
    Sometimes we were leaning towards each other, as if to kiss, but I held myself back. Inches from those beautiful lips Was she a man? Sometimes she squeezed my hand, soft motions to emphasize what we were talking about, and it felt like she was making sure I was a red-blooded boy. 
 
      
 
    We talked of her childhood, and she presented it as female, or at least didn’t present it as male. 
 
    I told her a couple of college stories, those wild and uninhibited times, and she laughed at the pranks I had played, or had played on me. 
 
    The night grew long. People came and left. Couples, groups. Drinking pitchers, then sliding out the door, leaving my consciousness as if drifting into a fog, never to be seen again. 
 
    There was only her…was she a man?…and she was so beautiful. At one point she whispered in my ear and I shivered. Her cool breath, those red lips touching my flash.  
 
    Was she a man? 
 
    Then the night was upon us full. 
 
    Customers left and the population in that bierhalle dwindled. 
 
    I was drunk, but there was something in her personality that kept me sober. 
 
    The fear that she was a man. 
 
    Yet, when it came time to leave, I stood up with her, and we walked down the street together. Arms around each other, protecting each other against the cold and the vicious northern wind sweeping in off the Baltic. 
 
    We walked, and I realized we were walking towards my hostel. 
 
    “Where do you live?” I asked, my drunken eyes searching the landscape as if for her home. 
 
    “In the castle, but I would not go home just yet.” 
 
    “The castle? Count Dacian’s castle?” 
 
    “Yes. He is my…benefactor. He helps me. He takes care of me.” 
 
    Her statement told me a lot, without telling me anything. He had come in to the bierhalle and rescued her from her excessive emotion, as if he had known she was going to cry. Then he had departed, as if he was puffed away by a breath, and left her to me. Left a defenseless woman with a horn dog. 
 
    Okay, maybe I’m not a horn dog. 
 
    Well, maybe I am. 
 
    Heck, what guy isn’t a horn dog? 
 
    And he had just left her with me. 
 
    A stranger, somebody he didn’t know. 
 
    Not that I looked like a serial killer or a rapist or anything, but…but what? 
 
    Why was I pondering such silliness and the motivations of some guy who wasn’t even there when I had a beautiful woman in my grasp? 
 
    But was she a woman? 
 
    “I can take you to the castle?” 
 
    “No…no. I cannot go home. Not yet.” she grinned, drunkenly, and said, “I turn into a pumpkin at dawn.” 
 
    I laughed. “I think it’s supposed to be midnight.” 
 
    She sobered. “No. It is dawn.” 
 
    She turned to me then, clutched me, hugged me, as if she was in fear of her very life. 
 
    Then she moved back slightly and tilted her head, looked up at me. 
 
    Those blue eyes, fire and ice. 
 
    Was she a man? 
 
    I moved my face closer to hers. Her red lips, her cool breath, I felt like I was in a spell. 
 
    Was she a man? 
 
    Like a dream our lips touched, meshed, and it was like a bomb went off in my head. I felt blasted, nervous, out of breath, and I wanted more. 
 
    She pushed me back. We were both breathing hard. 
 
    “Take me to your room.” 
 
    I did. Without hesitation. And I didn’t even wonder if she was a man. The way she kissed, the way she devoured my soul with her lips…there was no doubt that she was a woman. 
 
    We entered my lodgings, climbed the narrow stairs, stopped to kiss on the landing, then entered my room. 
 
    Standing with the curtains open, the moonlight blasting us, washing us in purity. 
 
    Laying on the bed, fully clothed, feeling each other. Kissing. 
 
    I took her blouse off and marveled with my lips. Her breasts were big, full, and heavy. The nipples were particularly delicious. 
 
    She stripped my pants off and went down on me. She made me moan and groan, and rubbed my knob until I was on the very edge. 
 
    Then we were completely naked, she was on her back, and I was between her legs, my cock brushing against her portal. 
 
    I tickled her labia and made her giggle. I bit her clitoris and made her twitch and hold on. 
 
    She held my balls and threatened to pop them with a squeeze. 
 
    “I could, you know. I am very strong. They would crumple like ping pong balls, then actually burst. Blood would come through my fingers and I would lick it. 
 
    She was serious, sober for all our drunkenness, and threatening me. 
 
    “Go ahead,” I laughed, and I smothered her with kisses again. 
 
    She pulled me into her depths. My eyes widened. She was ice and fire on the inside. It was like she was rubbing my cock with ice cubes, but so fast that I burst into flames. 
 
    She held to me, smiled up at me, was happy for me. 
 
    “It is good, no?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. It is good,” I gasped. 
 
    Then I began to squirt. It was like a massive hand just squeezed my whole body and my pecker was the relief valve. I squirted semen and  again, and my whole body was shaking and shivering. I had never had a cum like this in m life. 
 
    I finished, and lay upon her. 
 
    She let me. Seemed to enjoy my weight upon her. 
 
    I rolled off. “You didn’t cum,” I stated. “Let me get you off.” 
 
    She shook her head. “No. No. I don’t cum much. Besides. It makes me happy to make you cum. Let me have that.” 
 
    I watched her watching me. She was serious, and who was I to argue? 
 
    We kissed again. Not for lust, but just for the enjoyment of a kiss without the need. Then we talked, in whispers, as if we might wake somebody up. 
 
    And, somewhere in there, we slept. 
 
    At least I did. 
 
    I woke up when the sun came through the window and struck me in the eyes. I smiled. I had had such a wonderful time. And the idea that Hiedi was a man…sheer silliness, and I would tell the mayor that there was no story here. That he—I opened my eyes. 
 
    I had left the folder sticking out of a brief case. And a picture had been visible. Hiedi must have seen the picture, gotten curious, and opened the folder.  
 
    And looked at the picture. 
 
    Maybe she even recognized the girl in the photo. 
 
    But in looking through the photos she would certainly recognize herself. 
 
    And now the folder was open on top of my dresser. And it was open to…her picture. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    I got up and looked at the folder. There was a note on top of her picture. 
 
    I read the note. It didn’t upbraid me, or chastise me, or berate me in any manner. 
 
      
 
    Alexander, thank you, but you must go. I have to tell Count Dacian, but he will already know. He sees through my eyes. But I am writing this note without looking. You must go, and before the night. Tonight will be too late. but if you leave now…he won’t follow. 
 
      
 
    That was it. No signature. And the lines and the writing was a bit sloppy, as if she had been writing with her eyes closed, forming her phrases and sentences by feel and knowingness. 
 
    I must leave today. Before Count Dacian came for me. 
 
    But why would Count Dacian wait for the night? 
 
    And so what if he came for me? 
 
    I was a reporter, I had done nothing wrong. Possessing the photos, and the short write ups on missing people, that was not a crime. 
 
    So what if he came for me? 
 
    And, as a matter of fact, I wanted him to come for me. I wanted to know what he had to do with Hiedi, who was supposed to have been a man until…she wasn’t. 
 
    I blinked, remembering the night. No, Hiedi was a woman. Through and through. There was no doubt about that. 
 
    But Count Dacian was mixed up in this somehow, and I needed to have a little talk with the good Count. 
 
    I needed to have a big talk. 
 
    And I was sure that there was a story here. 
 
    Maybe it wasn’t men being turned into women, but it was something. 
 
    Count Dacian had a secret. I didn’t know if he was a simple Svengali, but he was…something. 
 
    And as long as I remained in public view there was nothing he could do to me. What was he going to do? Kidnap me right in the middle of town? Maybe in a bierhalle crowded with people? 
 
    I thought not. 
 
    And I looked forward to my meeting with the mysterious Count Dacian.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    The day moved slowly. I had breakfast in a small cafe with a big view. I watched people trundle along mountain paths on the way to ski areas. I watched businesses open. 
 
    A cold wind came up and scoured the village. 
 
    I spent some time in my hostel in a small reading room. I examined the days news, and it was boring. I didn’t care if there was a war and people were getting killed…I had my own war right here in Femsgaden. 
 
    I went for a long walk. 
 
    I sat in a shop and sipped hot chocolate. Heiße Schokolade they called it. It was more bitter than American hot chocolate, but, in a way, better. Germans don’t allow GMO in their foods, and I guess this went all the way down to a simple cup of heiße schokolade. 
 
    I went to the library and researched the area. 
 
    Yes, Hitler and his friends, but there was a history even before that. There was violence here, but it was subdued. But the oddest thing was that while there was war in the world, and even in this area, it never really touched Femsgaden. Soldiers would come, get drunk, and depart. 
 
    I wondered what happened to the soldiers when they had too much to drink, got in fights. But there wasn’t much on that, just a subtle peace with a sheen of violence that..disappeared. 
 
    Femsgaden. Hmmm. What is your secret? 
 
    The afternoon waned and, finally, night arrived. 
 
    I knew where the castle was, and I could have walked up a lonely mountain road, taken a turn through some gates that, in the newspaper photo I saw, were hanging loose at the hinges, and walked up aa twisty, curvy road that, again the newspapers, was supposedly built for horse and carriages. 
 
    And the carriages that were pictured were of the funeral variety. 
 
    Except that would have been twenty miles or more of walking. 
 
    And there were no Ubers or taxis in Femsgaden. The hamlet just wasn’t that big. 
 
    So, I waited. 
 
    Hiedi had said Count Dacian would come for me. So all I had to do was wait. 
 
    I had more hot chocolate. No bier tonight. Tonight I would be working. Possibly confronting the lion in his den. 
 
    The sun went down at exactly five fourteen. By the almanac. Just slid into a mountain notch and…poof. Gone. 
 
    Exactly one minute later Count Dacian walked into the bierhelle. 
 
    He wore the same black suit, no protection against the cold. And the same black clock, a line of red trim on the inside, a swirl that was not much protection against the elements. 
 
    Yet there was that about him that was…elemental. He needed no protection against the elements because he was an element. 
 
    He didn’t look around to find me, he knew where I was, and he walked on a straight line towards me. He was smiling, amused, like he was the Mona Lisa and had just stuck a match in somebody’s sole. 
 
    The night previous he had slithered past people, unnoticed. 
 
    Tonight they saw him coming, were startled, and stepped aside. 
 
    He sat down next to me, flung his cloak out a bit to sit, and settled in like he had been carved there. 
 
    “Ah, herr reporter. Mister journalist.” His smile was an unwavering, fixed point of insanity. His eyes glittered, like a flashlight way at the bottom of a mine. 
 
    “Alexander will do. Or Alex, if you prefer.” 
 
    “Would you like a beer? Or other beverage?” 
 
    A moment of whimsy, I nodded.  
 
    He raised a hand and the waitress scuttled up. Last night she had not even seen Count Dacian. Tonight she seemed to be in fear of him. 
 
    “Coke High for my friend,” Count Dacian. 
 
    I blinked. Bourbon and Coke. My drink of choice. How had he known? 
 
    “I have a talent for reading minds, my friend.” 
 
    “Do tell?” I was diffident, unconcerned. Though I felt my heart fluttering somewhere in side my chest. 
 
    “For instance, you would like to know if I am just a Svengali.” 
 
    I tilted my head slightly. He was good. But he had probably conversed with people like me before. There was a certain amount of predictability to me. What he said next shattered that notion. 
 
    “And you have a fascination for Herr Hitler.” 
 
    Now that was reaching deep. 
 
    I stared at him, he smirked, and my drink arrived. 
 
    I sipped, and found that the sip turned into a gulp. Yeah. I was getting nervous. As a reporter my questions usually put people on the ropes, made them nervous. But I felt like the shoe was on the other foot now. 
 
    “Hiedi loves you, you know.” 
 
    At my lack of response he continued, “But then she is new to her role. She thinks she is supposed to fall in love with a man she has fucked. It is a common failing of the young. 
 
    “What did you do to her?” 
 
    “Hiedi? I made her dreams come true. Of course dreams, as you might suspect, are not usually what you expect.” 
 
    “So what now?” 
 
    “That is up to you. You can go off and write your silly story. Stories have been written before, but the newspapers have a curious habit of not printing them.” 
 
    “You’ve bought off the newspapers?” 
 
    “I know. It seems unlikely. Small town Svengali buys off international news media. But you should know…it’s all fake news, anyway.” 
 
    Fuck. this guy hit it on the head. But, still… 
 
    “Or you can come for a visit.” 
 
    “To the castle? Your castle?” 
 
    “Absolut. My home. You may see the construction, or should I say ‘re-construction.’ You may experience the ambient. You may, if you are lucky, even see what it is I do to the people you are so concerned about.” 
 
    Man, this was too much. Talk about dreams come true. To visit a serial killer, or whatever, and observe his methods first hand. But…did I risk a serial killer? Or whatever he was? 
 
    He smiled, and did that mind reading thing again. He raised a hand and summoned the owner of the bierhalle.  
 
    Helmut Noether was short and chubby, sort of like the mayor, and he twisted his hands in his apron nervously. 
 
    “A pen and paper, Herr Noether.” 
 
    A pen and paper were brought to us. Quickly. Count Dacian began scribbling. He handed me a sheet of paper. 
 
    For scribbling, his penmanship was majestic and flowing, and his words were easy to read. 
 
      
 
    I, Count Dacian, am taking the journalist Alexander Sutwell, to visit my castle. He is in good health, and if he is not in good health come Monday morning, it is my responsibility. 
 
    Count Dacian 
 
      
 
    It was dated. 
 
    He took the paper from my hand and handed it to Herr Noether. “Mr. Sutwell will be by on Monday to pick this up. Please hold it until then. If Mr. Sutwell doesn’t show up you will take this to the police on Tuesday morning. Am I clear? 
 
    “Precisely,” and Noether clicked his heels like he was a Nazi clicking jackboots together. 
 
    “And you will take this, too.” He turned to me, “Your cell phone, please?” 
 
    I didn’t like being separated from my cell phone. 
 
    He raise a finger and said, “Ah…of course.” He reached into his own pocket and pulled out a cell phone. He handed it to Noether and smiled. 
 
    Noether actually didn’t want to take the phone. He was visibly sweating. But he did take it, he snapped a picture of myself and Count Dacian sitting together, like old friends, though my face was a bit shiny with perspiration and my mouth was curved in worry. 
 
    He handed the phone to Noether. “And this will go to the police also,” he smiled at me. “Unless Alex picks it up on Monday.” 
 
    And it was done. There was no reason for me not to visit the Count in his castle. 
 
    On one hand, I was scared. I don’t know why. Except that if the good Count did do something to me then the evidence of my passing would do me no good, no matter how many police looked at it. 
 
    And, on the other hand, I wanted to go. I needed to get to the heart of this story. I needed to find out what had happened to the men who…who changed. 
 
    Count Dacian stood up, his cloak settled about him. “Herr Noether, as always, you please me with you wonderful hospitality.” 
 
    Noether nodded, muttered some nicety, and backed away. Holding the sheet of paper and the cell phone. 
 
    “Shall we go?” said Count Dacian to me. 
 
      
 
    We exited the bierhalle and a coach was waiting. 
 
    I don’t mean a coach, like as in a bus, but as in a horses drawn carriage. 
 
    Black with black trim. An exercise in night. Even the horses were black. A dim figure was huddled atop the carriage, ready to drive, but not showing me his visage. 
 
    Yet he held a whip, and that one thing…it poured a dram of fear into my chest. Something about being taken somewhere by a nondescript person…it shivered me. 
 
    But Count Dacian opened the door and I stepped up and into the coach. 
 
    On the street nobody was looking, nobody was staring. As if, like the Count on that first night, the coach was a slippery thing that avoided perceptions. 
 
    I sat back in a comfortable leather seat. Yet it didn’t smell like leather. It smelled…old. Well used. Polished. 
 
    The Count closed the door and sank into the seat across from me. The carriage immediately jolted into motion. 
 
    We rode through the town, and the drapes were drawn. Count Dacian, with the ever present smile, inspected me. 
 
    Finally, we had left the bounce of the cobblestones, he said, “You have questions?” 
 
    Oh, baby, did I have questions. I started off with an easy one. “Do you change men into women?” 
 
    His eyes arched and there was a delighted feel to him. “I do. And sometimes I change women into men, but not very often. It is mostly men who are the…more curious.” 
 
    I had the feeling he was going to say ‘perverts,’ but I accepted his word without comment. 
 
    “May I record our conversation?” 
 
    “Absolut.” 
 
    I took out my recorder and held it on my lap. “For the record then, do you change men into women?” 
 
    He repeated his answer happily. 
 
    “And why do you do this?” 
 
    “Well, technically, while I am the instrument of change, the desire must come from them. They must want to be changed.” 
 
    Huh. That was a whole line of inquiry in itself. I kept myself to the point. “And how do you do this?” 
 
    I release the soul, and the soul makes the decision. Of course it takes a lot of guidance, there is much fear, and a bit of pain.” He smiled. “Actually, a lot of pain, but people will go through what they go through to realize their dreams.” 
 
    The carriage was lurching a bit, and we were shifted to one side, then the other. We had turned off the road already, gone through the gates, and were heading up a narrow road. I was glad the curtains were drawn, for the edge of the road dropped off to a sheer drop along the way. 
 
    “Did you know of the castle’s history when you bought it?” 
 
    “History? Oh, of course, you are talking about Herr Hitler.” He spoke as if Adolf was still alive. 
 
    “Herr Hitler wished to change, but, alas, he was one of my few failures. You are aware that he was born with one testicle. Something was left out of the dear boy, and for that reason I couldn’t help him.” He shook his head sadly. Then he brightened up. 
 
    “I was, however, able to help him, to give him advice, in other matters. Him and his merry band of men.” 
 
    “You mean Himmler and Goering and…” I cast about in my head for other names and came up with, “…and Eichmann and Mengele.” 
 
    Count Dacian sat back and sighed. “Ah, yes. Eichmann. And Josef. My dear friends.” He leaned forward. “You realize they were, in their own pitiful ways, trying to emulate what I do?” 
 
    I waited. He sat back again. 
 
    “Herr Eichmann could only transform partially. Again, something was left out of him, rendering my methods less than successful.” He shook his head slowly and made a tsking sound. “But Mengele, now he was changeable, and he was a genius. In his own way, of course.” 
 
    There was something about the Count that was actually making me dizzy, as if I was being taken through his memories, but without knowing what I was seeing, or perhaps experiencing things that…that… 
 
    “Josef, with his torments and tortures. He played with transforming people. All his methods were aimed towards that eventuality. He had seen what I could do, he had experienced what I could do, and he thought he could duplicate what I do with his injections and experiments. He would cause great pain, play with twins, try to assess reactions, all to the point of doing what I could already easily do.” 
 
    Oh, man. I hoped my recorder was getting all this. No crime here, but a delusion of grandeur that was, even to a jaded reporter as myself, incredible. 
 
    I asked him questions then, and he was quick and easy in his answers. Seemed proud of his sadism. Of his perverse character. 
 
    Finally, the carriage drew to a halt. 
 
    “We are here.” The Count announced happily. He opened the door and we dismounted from the coach. 
 
    It was dark and my eyes slowly adjusted. 
 
    It was dark because we were in a valley, and the valley was of sheer cliffs. The moon, a small, pale orb, offered no warmth, but a little light. 
 
    I squinted, tried to relax and let my eyes do their work. 
 
    The castle was set into the back of the valley. It was medium size on the outside, six stories with two turrets that reached up another four stories. 
 
    It was made of carved, black stone. A marvelous jigsaw puzzle, inset with windows, crowned with battlements. There were chimneys, but it was obvious there were no fires in the hearths below. 
 
    I could easily see an army bashing its head against these stout and fiercesome walls. Spears and large stones would rain down, buckets of burning oil poured over helmeted heads. It was as if I could actually hear the screams, feel the pain as— 
 
    “Please don’t step back.” Count Dacian’s hand gripped my biceps. His hand was slender, but his grip was like an armwrestler’s. 
 
    I looked behind me, I had been backing up, a response to the screams in my imagination, and I was on the edge of a precipice. One more step and I would have tumbled over, fallen a thousand feet to  impale myself on shards of stone. 
 
    I stepped forward, and he let go. In the darkness I stared at him. 
 
    I had the feeling he would have enjoyed watching me tumble from the heights, the way my skin would have been flayed by sliding down the sharp edges, the way my bones would have broken. How I would have lain, a bag of broken bones not easily retrieved. 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    He just smiled. 
 
    Because he had worse things in store for me than a tumble over a cliff? 
 
    He led me across the courtyard. The paving stones were well fit, smooth from traffic over the centuries. 
 
    The door was a huge arch, two doors, and they swung back without help from human hand. Big, monstrous doors of oak, kept together by bands of iron. A keyhole for a monster key, but I had a feeling these doors, as they had opened without human hand, would lock without human help. 
 
    The inside of the castle open up to a huge great room. The ceilings were forty feet high, crisscrossed with tree trunks stripped of bark. Above the beams, the ceiling proper, was stone, and it was the most marvelous masonry I had ever seen. I could tell the shape of the blocks by the different grain, but they were fitted together without gap. They created a dome which supported itself, a thousand tons of carved boulder. 
 
    The walls were built of rough blocks of stone. Again, there were no gaps in the seams, but it was easier to see the way they had been piled upon each other. 
 
    Ensconced in walls were iron torch holders, no electric lights here. The torches gave off a flickering glow that was bright enough to read, as long as the print was large. 
 
    High chandeliers hung about the room, further adding to the illumination. There were hangings on the walls, battle scenes, wolf hounds and hunts. Nothing remotely Christian in attitude. 
 
    And a lone picture at the end of the room, above the largest fireplace I had ever seen. There was no fire lit, however. The picture was of Count Dacian. 
 
    He followed the path of my eyes and noted the picture. “I am arrogant, I know. But all truly great men are, must have arrogance underpinning their character. You don’t need to believe me, if you wish.” 
 
    Oh, Lord. There were so many things I didn’t want to believe here. This whole place smelled of…of… 
 
    “I know, words fail you.” 
 
    “Where is the construction you spoke of?” 
 
    “There are places, mostly on the outer walls, where daylight fights the night, where we have scaffolding and the laborers come from the village. But they are not visible during the night, unless you wish to walk along the edge of cliffs.” 
 
    He grinned. 
 
    “I’ll take your word for it. Is…is Hiedi here?” 
 
    “Most assuredly. We will come upon her shortly. But first, let me give you a tour.” 
 
    We walked through the downstairs, he showed me the kitchens, the servants quarters—though there were no servants, to speak of—small rooms dedicated to weaving, to storage, to other purposes known only to people of a thousand years previous. 
 
    I was allowed full use of my cell phone and I snapped hundreds of pictures. 
 
    Up a wind of stairs and through the higher floors. Sometimes bed chambers, sometimes sitting rooms. 
 
    Up into one of the turrets. It was a round room and he opened a double door and we stepped onto a high balcony. I could see the lights of Femsgaden twinkling through wisps of clouds. Though the moon was unchanged in size, it felt like we were closer. But certainly no warmer. 
 
    Then down the stairs, through quarters, and to the ground floor. 
 
    “Most impressive, Count,” I murmured. “But I have seen no staff.” Nor hint of Hiedi…or of any of the others you have kidnapped. 
 
    “Ah, yes. The best for last. Come.” 
 
    He led me back to the kitchen, then down a circle of stairs, far down the steps. The air, surprisingly, was not cold. It was more like the absence of cold. But the absence of heat, also. 
 
    Down, down. 
 
    We came to the dungeons. Arches of crumbling stone, iron bars. And…instruments. I saw a rack. Fortunately, it was dusty. 
 
    Other equipment, however, was not. 
 
    There was a Judas Cradle, which was just a pyramid upon which helpless victims were lowered, the point to enter their lower cavity, their own weight to impale themselves slowly. 
 
    A couple of iron maidens, with sharpened spikes that glinted…except for the points, which looked to be rusted. I touched a spike and a gritty substance came off on my finger. Dried blood. 
 
    A Spanish donkey, which was a length of wood with an edge for people to sit on, and be split. 
 
    And there were chairs with spikes on the seats, collars with spikes in them,  pears of anguish, to be opened inside body cavities, and so much more. 
 
    And while there were spiderwebs abounding, on some of the instruments there was no spider web, yet small hints of dried blood. 
 
    We came to the end of the room, and a final door. 
 
    “What’s behind here?” I asked. 
 
    “Your dreams,” he said without expression, merely watching me. 
 
    I waited. When it was obvious he wasn’t going to say anything, I was forced to ask, “How do you know my dreams.” 
 
    “The same way I can read your mind.” 
 
    I waited. And, finally, “Can I go in?” 
 
    “If you wish.” 
 
    I held his gaze for a moment, watched those dark pools watch me. I reached for the door latch. He said nothing. I opened it. 
 
      
 
    Down the stairs, he followed me. silently. I made foot noises, he didn’t. He glided, a cloud across the ground. 
 
    Down and down, much deeper than the trip to the dungeons. I had a feeling we were angling right into the heart of the mountains. 
 
    The walls began dripping. 
 
    There were seams, it was one rock, one giant stone, that we were walking through. 
 
    And I heard voices. I glanced at Count Dacian, but he said nothing. His lips were slightly pursed, he merely regarded me. No emotion. Just…watching. 
 
    We came out in another dungeon. The individual cells were not fronted by iron bars, but by an ancient criss cross of flat iron. Like a latticework. 
 
    We walked past the cells, and I could hear moans, some sexual, some tortured, but when I looked into the cells there was nobody there. 
 
    The end of the dungeon was not lit. It was dark, a shadow, and from out of the shadow came Hiedi. 
 
    “Alex?” she squealed happily and ran towards me. She was wearing a peignoir, open in front, her breasts, so large, bounced. Her arms were out, and she embraced me. 
 
    “Oh, Alex! I am so sorry!” She smothered my face with kisses. 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    “I shouldn’t have scared you with that stupid note. That was bad of me, and I’m so sorry.” 
 
    “Don’t be. It brought me here, didn’t it?” 
 
    I smiled her. She had her hands on my face and she pulled me to her, touched my lips with hers. I could feel her, so cool, yet her touch was so hot. 
 
    “Come, I want you to meet my friends.” 
 
    I looked behind me as she led me towards the darkness, but the Count was no longer there. 
 
    Yet I had the feeling he was watching. 
 
    Once in it, the darkness was not so dark. It was gloomy, but it was like I could see everything even better. As if blue was a brilliant light, and I could see in blue. 
 
    “This is Gunter,” a slender fellow floated out of the darkness. He smiled and embraced me. There was no threat, he was just welcoming me. 
 
    “He used to be Grendel. And this is Ursula, she used to be Jurgen. And this is…” 
 
    People crowded around me, embraced me, gave me their love. I found I was almost floating with the crowd, they had surrounded me so closely. 
 
    Finally, far back in the blue darkness, I managed to ask, “Hiedi, you introduce me, then you say the men were women, and the women were men.” 
 
    “Of course, silly, because they were.” 
 
    And I knew she spoke the truth, for I had seen several of the men turned to women in my pictures. 
 
    “But how is that possible?” 
 
    Hiedi smiled. “We can show you, but we can’t tell you.” 
 
    “Make me into a woman?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “I don’t think I—“ 
 
    “Not forever, you silly. Just for the weekend. You can change back whenever you want. Wouldn’t you like to be a woman?” 
 
    In my mind: I had never wanted to. I loved women, but…to be one? 
 
    Yet: to walk in a different body. To wear different clothes. And…make up. 
 
    And I: wondered, and tossed about the idea that I was an investigative reporter. This was what I had come to find out. 
 
    I cogitated: Besides, it can’t be done. They’ll give me some drug and I’ll think I’ve changed. It’s all mass hallucination. None of this is really real. 
 
    Thinking: I can feel Count Dacian. He’s here somewhere, watching, laughing. And I can prove him wrong. 
 
    My heart light, not admitting to the ambience, the feel, the pervasive spirit that haunted this cursed castle, I said. “Okay.” 
 
    I was in a party. Everybody jumping and clapping their hands, celebrating my decision. 
 
    “Come along, then.” 
 
    They escorted me, those beautiful and bountiful people. They walked me further into the gloom, and we came to the room at the end of the gloom. 
 
    And I walked as if in a dream, rejoicing in their cheer and sincere welcome. 
 
    We walked further into the room at the end of the gloom. Deeper into the dream. The world, the real world, became a memory, and we floated through a fog of wonderful, good humor. 
 
    Came to a bed. 
 
    And stopped. 
 
    Hiedi said to me, “I found you, I should be allowed to sleep with you through the change.” 
 
    There were nods. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. 
 
    “Then take off your clothes and lay down. We will welcome you properly.” 
 
    I did so, and lay on the bed. Naked. My penis hard. I had cum the night before, but I was surrounded by luscious bodies, eager bodies. And I felt my lust abounding. 
 
    “Here then, take the potion.” 
 
    I was handed a bottle. I looked at it, I smelled it, then I shrugged and quaffed the thing. 
 
    Hiedi took the bottle and handed it to somebody else. 
 
    “First is Gretchen.” 
 
    Gretchenwas a luscious peach with red hair and a large rack. She came out of the crowd, was handed up to the bed by a few men, and she strode across the mattress to me. She straddled me, and she sank down. 
 
    I was impaled, quickly and easily. Or, rather, I impaled her. 
 
    She groaned and grabbed her tits and clawed them. 
 
    She ground her hips down and corkscrewed upon me. I felt my cock swelling, getting ready to spit, but I couldn’t, and Gretchen began to cum. 
 
    She wailed, slapped her pussy, and exhausted herself on me. 
 
    They lifted her off me. 
 
    “This is Ingrid.” Another woman, this one blonde with heavy hips and a smile that wouldn’t quit, was handed up, and squatted over me. 
 
    She surrounded my cock, began to palpate my shaft with her pussy. She was cool, like ice, but she made me hot, like lava. 
 
    She came, a caterwauling scream of desperation, then collapsed on me. 
 
    She was lifted off and another woman was put upon me. “This is Monica.” 
 
    “This is Gisela.” 
 
    “This is Suzanne.” 
 
    They came and they came, but, woman after woman, I couldn’t. 
 
    “I can’t cum!” I screamed at one point, my dick wrung out and my balls aching. 
 
    “Why would you want to?” Hiedi whispered in my ear. “You cum and it’s over. You stay hard and we get to welcome you. 
 
    “Petra.” 
 
    “Suzanne.” 
 
    I was hurting, yelling, but then even my yells subsided. There was nothing I could do but suffer. 
 
    Time is different down there, below the earth, where demons and devils live. Friday night should have turned to Saturday, to Sunday, but it didn’t. It just stayed Friday, and women took me, used me, discarded me. 
 
    “Let me go!” I cried. 
 
    “”Not once it has started,” whispered Hiedi. “Afterwards, you may undergo this again and change back.” 
 
    My body began to transform. The continual fucking, I grew breasts. Large breasts. I could feel them, and then I could feel my dick shrinking. 
 
    Women took longer to cum on me, and they complained. 
 
    There came a time when my dick was no longer a dick. It was a slit, and the men lined up. 
 
    Now I screamed at a pitch I had never dreamed of. 
 
    I’m not a homophobe, except when I was. 
 
    The men embraced me, kissed me, and I reached new levels of insanity. 
 
    They penetrated me, and I felt what a woman feels. 
 
    And I knew that the changes were still happening inside. 
 
    Balls were turning to ovaries. My nervous system was being transformed. My bones were being shaped, my fat was being redistributed. 
 
    I felt different. 
 
    And still they fucked me. 
 
    “This is Hans.” 
 
    “This is Walter.” 
 
    “This is…” 
 
    Until consciousness dwindled. Until insanity could no longer sustain me. Until there was nothing left but to give up. 
 
      
 
    I awoke. I was in a bed. It was daytime. 
 
    I was a woman. 
 
    I got out of bed. It was cold out, I had no clothes, but I didn’t feel the cold. I felt like I would never feel cold again, nor even heat, as long as I lived. 
 
    There was a peignoir hanging on the back of the door. That was all, and I put it on. Not to warm, for I didn’t need that. Not for modesty, but for convention. 
 
    And it was sort of sexy. 
 
    I left the room, walked down the hall bare footed. The cold stones didn’t hurt me. 
 
    Down the stairs. 
 
    Hiedi was in the great room, sitting in a large chair. She stood up when I came to her. 
 
    She hugged me. She was cool, and I didn’t feel her heart beating. 
 
    But it had to be beating. How could she live without a heart? I phrased my thought. 
 
    “How can you live without a heart?” 
 
    She smiled and held my hands, two women facing each other in sexy peignoirs. 
 
    “I don’t need a heart to love. I just need a body to caress.” She caressed me. 
 
    And I had to respond. I caressed her. 
 
    “How do you feel?” she asked. 
 
    “Horny,” I answered honestly. 
 
    “Yes. Isn’t it wonderful? And terrible all at the same time?” 
 
    “But I need to cum!” 
 
    “Of course you do. And you will. Just as soon as you bring someone to us.” 
 
    “Some one to—“ 
 
    “Yes, that is how we grow. Find somebody who has the inner dream, a man wanting to be a woman, a woman wanting to be a man. Find them, bring them, and then…then you will be allowed to orgasm. As were all our friends last night. 
 
    All our friends. They had been fucked by me, until I had been fucked by them, and the transition had been made. Now I was woman. 
 
    “But I want to change back?” 
 
    “And you can. Just tell Count Dacian. He will send you to the far dungeon and you may experience all that pain again. And you will change back.” 
 
    At that moment I heard a sound. I turned, and Count Dacian was descending the stairs. Black suit in black cloak. Shiny, slicked back hair. A glimmer deep in his whiteless eyes. He knew, and there was a great, sly humor inside him. 
 
    “Good morning, Alexandria.” 
 
    “I want to change back.” 
 
    “Of course you do. And you may. Tonight if you wish.” 
 
    He agreed too quickly, and then I saw what he hadn’t said. All the pain. I would have to go through that again. I would have to be fucked by everybody, and then I would have to fuck them. 
 
    I didn’t want that pain. There was no way I could experience that pain again. 
 
    And there was no way I could experience all that frustration. 
 
    Hiedi smiled and hugged my arm. “I know. There is no way you can go back through that…that…” 
 
    No. I couldn’t. I couldn’t face the pain. I would have to stay a woman. 
 
    “Look at the good side,” said Count Dacian. “You will never be hungry again. You will not feel heat nor cold. And you may go to town as often as you wish and prey upon the people. Besides, you became a woman. That was your choice, and it couldn’t have been a choice unless there was something in you that wanted to be a woman.” 
 
    “Fuck men,” I shivered. Inside, way back in my cranium, I was a man. I didn’t want to fuck men. But I was a woman, and my body wanted men. But the fear in me, the homophobia… 
 
    Count Dacian read my mind. “You will get used to it. You will come to love it. And I will help you.” 
 
    Of course he would, like he had helped Hiedi that first night. 
 
    “And you will come to love the delightful frustration that rules you, that drives you forward.” 
 
    Oh, God. The frustration. I must have fucked a thousand people last night, but without cumming. I was unbelievably horny, and I knew it would only get worse. What terrible trick was this?” 
 
    “No trick. Just a different life. A different species, if you will.” 
 
    I stared in horror at the wicked Count. 
 
    “Now, please enjoy yourself, and come Monday morning you should go to the inn and retrieve my note and cell phone.” 
 
    I put my hands to my face, covered my eyes, and began to sob. 
 
    I was caught. Trapped. A woman forever. Or at least a very, very long time. I had a feeling I wouldn’t be allowed to die until I had experienced the utmost in frustration and was capable of no more. 
 
    “Oh, Alexandria, it’s okay!” Hiedi soothed me. 
 
    Count Dacian reached for my wrists. He was strong. Stronger than any human. He moved my arms down and stepped closely. He flicked out a snaky tongue and licked my tears. He drank my tears, and he murmured, “So delicious. So good.” 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    With the fall of the United States came hunger. Grocery stores were empty, people roamed the streets looking for food. Hidden gardens became the order of the day. And a solution had to be found. 
 
    Wikispeedia 
 
      
 
    “Honey, I’m hungry!” 
 
    Jeffrey looked down sadly. “I’m sorry. I’m not much of a provider.” 
 
    I looked at my husband of ten years. He was a large man. All the hamburgers and fries, all the potato chips and ice cream, he was a large man. 
 
    He was handsome, but bloated out to 300 pounds. 
 
    But, he had also been a good provider. A great provider. I was a little, uh, overweight myself. but a gal never tells, right? 
 
    We lived in a gated community, veddy expensive to live there, and we were somewhat safe from the people who roamed the streets looking for food, breaking into homes, looting and even murdering for a can of spaghetti. 
 
    “What are we going to do?” 
 
    “Well, there’s Cannibalism.” 
 
    I shivered. He was joking, but there were already stories on the news about people eating people. 
 
    “Actually, I was going through the garage and I found a can of Spam.” 
 
    “Spam?” 
 
    “The other meat. Or something.” He grinned. 
 
    “I think that’s cats.” 
 
    It was his turn to shiver. He loves cats, and ours had disappeared. 
 
    “We really have a can of Spam?” 
 
    “We do.” He lifted a rectangular tin of the meat and grinned. 
 
    Like children at Christmas staring at presents we sat at the kitchen table and stared at the can. 
 
    It was blue with a hamburger on the front. It had a pop top. It contained…meat! 
 
    “We have to do this right,” Marvin said. His jowls hung and he drooled unashamedly. 
 
    “Let’s open a Coke.” 
 
    He looked at me. “Do we dare?” 
 
    We dared, and I ran to the attic to get one of our last remaining Cokes. When we had last gone to the grocery store, a month before, the only thing they had was Coke. So we picked up a case. And would have picked up more if they had let us. 
 
    I returned to the kitchen and placed the can on the table. We stared at it hungrily. Two cans. Paradise. A taste of civilization. We wouldn’t even have to boil water. 
 
    “What’s in Spam?” I asked. “Where did it come from?” 
 
    Marvin took out his iPhone. Incredibly, with all the collapse, the government had mandated that the phone services, and other communication devices, be kept functioning. The better to get the bad news, I guess. We didn’t even pay our bills and our phones kept working. 
 
    He pressed the side and asked, “What is Spam?” 
 
    Click. Whizz. Phhh. And it spoke: “Spam is Spiced Ham. The name stands for ‘Special Processed American Meat. Many people are surprised to learn that Spam is not preservative laden. It actually has only six ingredients: pork with ham meat added, salt, water, potato starch, sugar, and sodium nitrite. 
 
    Marvin turned his phone down and tilted his head. “Pork with ham added?” 
 
    “Isn’t that a bit redundant? Isn’t ham actually pork?” 
 
    He asked his phone the difference we found out that ham comes from the thigh, and that pork comes from anywhere.” 
 
    “Sort of like chicken nuggets,” I quipped. “What part of the chicken is the nugget?” 
 
    We laughed, and took to staring at the metal containers in front of us. 
 
    “Well, Marsha,” Marvin finally said. “I think we’ve anticipated enough. Would you like to do the honors?” 
 
    I pushed the Coke to him and pulled the Spam to me. We grinned, popped our tops, and shortly were spooning, sipping, and trading cans with every bite and gulp. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” Marvin sighed. 
 
    “Yes, there is a God!” I muttered. 
 
    We spooned, sipped sparingly, which was awful hard, and the golden Spam, and the Coke, disappeared. 
 
    We sat back and sighed. Marvin placed his chubby hands on his belly and moaned. 
 
    I looked at him. “Are you saying what I think you’re saying?” 
 
    He grinned. “After a good meal…” 
 
    “…you want sex.” 
 
    His smiled broadened. 
 
    “Oh, my God.” 
 
    He wanted sex, food did that to him. But I had been so hungry these past few weeks, I was even starting to lose weight, that I didn’t want sex.” 
 
    “Do we have to?” I whined. 
 
    “Hey! Wifely duties, woman! Now snap to it! Get those clothes off and get on all fours.” 
 
    That was another thing. Marvin absolutely loved doggy style. I didn’t. 
 
    He claimed he could get extra penetration, which was correct because missionary caused our bellies to get in the way. Doggy style didn’t. Only one belly got in the way then. 
 
    But then I had to support his weight, and, as I said, Marvin is a big boy. 
 
    “Marvin! I can’t! I’m too weak.” 
 
    “You just had a meal,” he complained. He was leaning across the table, a gleam in his eyes. 
 
    I sighed. I did love him, and I was the wife. But… “Okay, sex. But we do it my way.” 
 
    His eyebrows lowered a bit. “And what way is that.” 
 
    “I’ll give you a blow job.” 
 
    He cocked his head. “A blow job? I can have that.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “All right.” 
 
    We got up and walked up the stairs. I walked, because I had lost more weight than him. He…well, I have to say it, he waddled. 
 
    We entered our bedroom and began taking off our clothes. 
 
    “No foreplay?” I asked. 
 
    “We can if you want,” he replied. 
 
    I sighed. “No, let’s get this over with. Lay down.” 
 
    He flopped on the bed, and the bed groaned. One of these days that bed was going to collapse under him. 
 
    I got him to scoot back a bit, and knelt between his legs. 
 
    Marvin was large, and I pushed his belly up and pulled his weenie out. He actually had a pretty good sized dick. In fact, when we had met I was astounded at how big it was, but that was a big dick on a smaller body. With the increase of bulk his dick just looked smaller. 
 
    Whatever, it was still a mouthful. 
 
    I placed my lips around the head and began swirling my tongue around it. 
 
    He groaned. 
 
    I stroked his shaft, up and down, and felt the veins. 
 
    He moaned. 
 
    I hefted his balls, squeezed and slapped them. 
 
    “Oh, baby!” he wheezed. 
 
    I took his dick in as far as I could, I sucked and slurped and worked him. 
 
    Fortunately for me, Marvin is a quick cummer. That used to bother me, but as he became larger it bothered me less. 
 
    Finally, he began to jerk, and his dick shot semen into my mouth. 
 
    He came hard, and it shot down my throat, and then I had to swallow quickly. I gulped and gulped, and that’s when it hit me.  
 
    Semen. 
 
    Calcium, citrate, fructose, glucose, lactic Acid, magnesium, potassium, protein, zinc. 300,000,000 sperm. That’s three hundred MILLION! 
 
    I swallowed. 
 
    And smiled. 
 
    I had just discovered another food source. 
 
    And, as if that wasn’t enough, on the very next day the government announced mass distribution of soy beans. 
 
    Talk about nefarious. 
 
    But…one does what one has to to survive. 
 
      
 
    We came downstairs, Marvin happy and feeling that lazy feeling that comes after a cum. 
 
    Me feeling happy and a bit energized. I had just had a shot of protein. And other stuff. 
 
    Marvin went into the den to take a nap. 
 
    I went in to the computer room and started researching. 
 
    Sperm has the protein of an egg, the vitamin C of an orange, lots of B-12, enzymes, and all sorts of other stuff. 
 
    It is excellent as a cosmetic and an anti-aging food. 
 
    Wow. I closed the computer and thought about it. 
 
    I had just had breakfast, in a manner of speaking. The only problem was that it was a small breakfast. 
 
    The Spam had gone a long way, but the extra kick of the semen had really ‘provided the juice.’ But I had only had a teaspoon of the stuff. 
 
    Hmm. I did the math. 
 
    If I needed two eggs for every meal, and two oranges, not to mention a double helping of vitamins and minerals, I was going to have to suck Marvin off at least six times a day. Forty-two times a week. 
 
    Not likely. 
 
    Marvin was good for three or four times a week. And that was when he was in the best of shape. Now he was probably good for one or two times a week. 
 
    I needed Marvin to produce more sperm. 
 
    I headed back up to the bedroom. It was time to make myself over. 
 
      
 
    I walked down the stairs. Marvin was out in the garage. We had hooked up lamps and were growing food out there. It wasn’t much food, but we couldn’t grow it outside or our garden would get ransacked. Even inside a gated community there were people who would raid our veggies if we grew them outside. 
 
    Marvin glanced up, looked back down, then straightened up and looked at me. 
 
    I was wearing a corset, and looked about 20 pounders lighter. Mind you, I wasn’t wasp waisted, yet, but it was a good start. My hair was fresh washed and conditioned, it was long and silky, shiny, gold in the sun. 
 
    The corset had pushed up my boobs, which were big anyway, and I was, in a word, stacked. My boobs would definitely walk into a room before I did. 
 
    I was wearing a thin dress, silky, and everything was showing. The fact that I was a little overweight made my pussy show. I had a real ‘monkey knuckle,’ or ‘camel’s toe,’ or whatever men called it. 
 
    I was made up, with smoky eyes and the reddest lips. One look at my red lips and a man would catch fire. 
 
    “Fuck,” said Marvin, wiping sweat off his fatty forehead. “I just fucked you, and damned if you’re not making me want to again.” 
 
    “As soon as you’re regenerated I’ll haul your ashes al-l-l the way to the dump.” 
 
    He blinked. He wasn’t used to sexy talk. Then he laughed. 
 
    “I’m ready now.” 
 
    I pushed him away with hands to his bulgy chest. “Not for a couple of days, big boy. I have to recover from this morning.” 
 
    “But I didn’t…it was oral!” 
 
    “That’s okay. You still need to build up your sperm count. Right?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “So I’m going to take a walk.” 
 
    “I’ll go with you.” 
 
    “No, no. You stay here and rest. Build up the spermies.” 
 
    “But…you can’t go out like that!” 
 
    “I’ll wear a coat.” 
 
    Well, he wanted to, but I didn’t want him to. I had plans which didn’t include him. So I finally managed to make him understand that he needed to stay home and tend the garden. 
 
    He looked at the tiny, little tomatoes, he looked at me, a ripe tomato, and he sighed. But he agreed, and I was off. 
 
    I didn’t take the car, couldn’t spend the gas, so I simply walked down the sidewalk towards the gate. I made it to two houses before  I took off my coat, and Jimmy Gatsby immediately called to me from his garage. “Hey, beautiful, where you going?” 
 
    I smiled and sauntered over to his open garage door. 
 
    “How’s Tina?” I asked. I didn’t want any complications for what I was planning. 
 
    “She left me.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “She went home to her mother. She lives in the country and they grow lots of food out there.” 
 
    “But she didn’t…you didn’t go with her?” 
 
    He shook his head. “We were fine as long as I was making money, but when the collapse came and my income dried up…” 
 
    “And when the pudding and ice cream dried up,” I added. 
 
    “There’s that,” he nodded. Then he grinned. “So I’m footloose and fancy free, want to come see my etchings?” 
 
    We laughed, then I surprised him. “Sure.” 
 
    He blinked. “Okay.” 
 
    I could see the glee in him. A beautiful woman walks by, he gets to tap into it. Yeah, baby. 
 
    I followed him into the kitchen, then we sat down in the living room. 
 
    “So how are you and Marvin doing?” 
 
    “We’re okay, we don’t seem to be able to get the garden thing going,” I shrugged. 
 
    “Yeah. I lost my green thumb during the war.” 
 
    “You know, I would do almost anything for a…a can of something.” 
 
    I said it directly. 
 
    He hesitated, he was obviously weighing the fact that I was married. His horniness won out. “Anything?” 
 
    “Hell, I would even suck your dick. I’m just so hungry.” 
 
    He paused for a long minute. I think he was comparing can versus blow job. “I might have…maybe…a can of soup.” 
 
    “Campbells?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    He eyed me, waited for me to say ‘it’s all a joke,’ or to deliver. 
 
    “I would blow your cock, suck it until it runs dry, if you would give me a can of Campbell’s soup. 
 
    He stood up, walked out of the room. I heard him climbing the stairs, then I heard him descending. He walked into the room, and he was holding a red can. 
 
    Beenie Weenie. Oh, fuck. My favorite. 
 
    “Jimmy,” I said. “Take your pants down and prepare to forget about your wife.” 
 
    “That bitch?” he grinned, his buckle came undone, his pants dropped. He was commando and his penis stuck out like a sword. 
 
    I had not seen many men’s penises in my life. I had only had two before fucking my husband, and I had only touched lips to one of those. 
 
    Of course Marvin had encouraged me to learn to give blow jobs, and I had practiced on him till I was white in the face. Literally. 
 
    I tossed a cushion on the floor and knelt in front of Jimmy. The one-eyed snake stared back at me. 
 
    It was not big, probably average, and it tilted up slightly. The veins weren’t big throbbers, but when I put my hands on it I could feel a strong pulsing. 
 
    I reached under and cupped a ball. 
 
    He groaned. 
 
    The ball felt full, to say the least. 
 
    “How long?” I asked. 
 
    “Two weeks.” 
 
    “Two weeks without. You probably would have died if I hadn’t come along.” 
 
    “Definitely,” he groaned as I stroked his shaft. 
 
    “Well, your troubles are over.” I kissed his dick, let my lips slid around the knob, began deep throating him. 
 
    That’s right. I can deep throat. 
 
    I can only half deep throat Marvin, but then he’s big. An average sized dick I could deep throat. 
 
    Jimmy gasped as my lips hit his pubic area. I left the imprint of my lips in a circle around the base of his cock.  
 
    He shaved, and I was glad. I encourage all men to shave. Nothing is worse than picking hairs from your teeth. 
 
    Slowly I ran my hand up and down. I licked the under part of his cock. I twisted the knob with my hands, my saliva making it slide extra juicy. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” Jimmy muttered. I could tell he was close. Two weeks without? Any man would be close. And that was good. I didn’t want to work hard for this. I had plans, and they included keeping my lips in working order. 
 
    I began bobbing my head, working my hand, and his knees suddenly buckled and he began shooting. 
 
    Squirt, squirt, squirt. Down my eager throat his vitamins and minerals went. One more egg, one more orange. Oh, yes. 
 
    When he was done I wanted to keep sucking, but I knew that, at a certain point, it would become painful. I wanted him to remember only the pleasure. 
 
    I let him go, smacked my lips, and pushed him back on the couch. I rolled back and up and sat in a chair. 
 
    “Woo!” He said. 
 
    We stared at each other and grinned. 
 
    “Thank you,” he said. 
 
    “You’re welcome.” 
 
    “If I can find another can of soup…?” 
 
    Leave the red flag on your mail box up. I may not be able to service you quickly, but I’ll get there.” 
 
    “You got it.” He smiled, then he frowned a bit. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Do you want…I’ve got a lot of Christa’s stuff upstairs. I was just going to throw it away. Do you want it?” 
 
    Oh, Lord. Christa was about my size. Had great, expensive tastes. Did I want it? When I had to keep myself beautiful if I was going to hand out a half dozen blow jobs a day? You fuckin’ A I want it! 
 
    “Sure,” I said, acting nonchalant. 
 
    We went upstairs, and I hit the bonanza. She had dresses, shoes, even lingerie. I tried a couple of things on, not worrying about whether Jimmy saw my naked form—after all, it just served to accelerate his return to horny. 
 
    “Are you sure? I can use a lot of this stuff.” 
 
    “Sure. Save me a trip to the dump.” 
 
    I looked at her vanity. “How about the make up?” 
 
    “Be my guest.” 
 
    So I forwent another meal and focused on toting a half a dozen boxes over to my house. 
 
    Marvin came out of the garage and looked at my goodies. “Where’d you get that?” 
 
    “Jimmy Gatsby, down the street. His wife left him and he’s throwing it out.” 
 
    “Huh!” he went back to the garden. 
 
    I finished moving the dresses and stuff, then looked at the can of soup. 
 
    Beenie Weenie. OMG! I took it upstairs and hid it in my clothes closet. I full intended to bring it out the next day, share it with Marvin, maybe with another Coke. That was not to be , however. 
 
    I went out again, it was now late afternoon, and I had to leave the community to find my next meal. I found it however, and brought home a can of Spaghetti-eos. 
 
    Gah. 
 
    But, what the hell. Beggars can’t be choosers. At least, so I thought at the time. 
 
    I returned home before dark with the Spaghetti-eos in my purse and a stomach full of gism. And a smile on my face. 
 
    I was good looking, and I was surviving. Both Jimmy and the man I had found outside the community had been very appreciative. And both wanted return performances. 
 
    It looked like Marvin and I were going to make it after all. 
 
    Then tomorrow hit, and the world changed. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, my God!” Marvin came charging out to the patio. “Food! They’re giving us food!” 
 
    I looked up from the lawn chair where I was soaking up the rays. “Who is?” 
 
    “The government,” I stood up and looked at his iphone. 
 
      
 
    GOVERNMENT SHIPS SOY! 
 
    The federal government has unveiled plans to immediately distribute Soy beans. These delicious beans are easy to grow and the government has secured purchases from… 
 
     
 
    I took the phone from his hands and stared at it. 
 
    “Food!” I gasped. “We’re going to get real food!” 
 
    “We’ll have to cook it ourselves, but the newsheads say bags of the beans will be distributed from the fire stations of every city. Look at the pictures!” 
 
    I stared at photos of trains filled with bags of soy beans.  
 
    “There’s other food, too, but soy is the main staple. Apparently Soy is rich with vitamins and…” 
 
    He blathered on, and my head spun. 
 
    I had two cans upstairs, and was about to go out and find some more. Should I? 
 
    And I realized, right away, that I should. 
 
    Soy might be good, but I needed that unique protein that was in sperm. The eggs and the oranges. Furthermore…I liked it. I liked going out and finding out about men’s dicks. I liked feeling them, and sucking them. I liked the way their legs gave way. And I actually liked the taste of semen. 
 
    Sure, sometimes it was bitter, but I could get used to that. Many times it was also sweet. I think it sort of depended on what men ate. 
 
    And I wondered what the taste would be like when all the men were sucking down the soy. Probably like soy sauce, and I could handle that. 
 
    So I celebrated with Marvin, and then went out. 
 
    It was late, so I intended to share a can with him when I got back. 
 
    I met two men in the gated community who had cans. One was a black fellow with a giant pickle for a schlong. And when he came it was two meals. The other fellow was older and I had to work at it, and then his semen was bitter. 
 
    Ah, well. 
 
    Then I met a fellow just outside the community, and he was a bonanza. He paid me a can of peaches, then asked if he could have a freebie for every man he brought me? 
 
    We finally agree on a freebie for every three men, and parted on a smile. 
 
    My business was building. 
 
    But, when I came home Marvin was sleeping. And I was a little tired, too. Being on my knees so much, you know. So I went up to bed and slept right through to dinner. 
 
    For dinner Marvin fixed a big salad. Probably the whole crop of tiny tomatoes and withered radishes and saggy leaves of Kale. But it was dinner, so I held off on the Beenie Weenie. Tomorrow was another day. Except the next day we went downtown and picked up our first bag of soy beans. Fifty pounds of the pellets. We returned home, and had soy every day for a week, and by then several things had happened.  
 
    First, I had a business. In fact, I was so busy on my knees that I didn’t even want to suck Marvin off. 
 
    Second, Marvin was so busy concocting soy bean dishes he wasn’t interested in getting a blow job. 
 
    Well, that was a first. Even at his chubbiest my hubby always liked getting his jackhammer jacked. I mean, what’s up with that? Eh?” 
 
    Third, I noticed a strange phenomena. 
 
    I had been eating almost nothing but sperm, and I was losing weight. Yes, I was eating a lot of sperm, but there’s not a lot of fat in sperm. It’s all protein. And a protein rich diet, especially taken a teaspoon at a time, was making me skinnier. Thank God my boobs weren’t getting skinnier. I had a couple of customers who held out, until I told them they could suck my tits. There’s something about tits that drives a man wild. 
 
    But Marvin was putting on weight. 
 
    A week of soy and he was getting heavier. And not just heavier, but fatter. Real fatter. 
 
    It was time to do some research, so I powered up the computer and began looking up soy. 
 
    Oh, fuck. Soy beans had fat. I read further…but it was good fat. And a person shouldn’t gain weight on a diet of soy. 
 
    So why was Marvin gaining weight? 
 
    I researched further, and I found it. 
 
    Estrogen. 
 
    Both men and women need estrogen and testosterone. Men need more testosterone, and women need more estrogen. But what happened when men ingested too much estrogen? They began to change. Sexually. 
 
    In horror I stared at the articles I was reading. 
 
    No, the fat was okay, but the estrogen was creating a different body. Exercise could cure it, bu tI knew Marvin wasn’t about to hit the gym. If the gyms were even open. In fact, he was moving less and less. 
 
    And estrogen resulted in low libido and muscle mass, mood changes, reduced energy levels, all of which explained why Marvin didn’t feel like getting sucked off. 
 
    Well, sucking him off didn’t bother me. After all, I had customers out the door. 
 
    But…with no exercise the fat wouldn’t burn off, wouldn’t redistribute properly, and he would get big breasts. 
 
    I decided to talk to Marvin, and I made a mistake. I decided not to just talk to him, but to come clean about what I had been doing. 
 
    That night, after dinner, I sat him down. I started easy like. “Marvin, you’re getting too fat.” 
 
    A hurt expression drifted across his face. 
 
    “You need to exercise.” 
 
    “Aw, but I don’t have the energy to exercise!” 
 
    He was caught in that old catch 22. He needed energy to exercise, the exercise took too much energy. 
 
    I went right into the next subject. “Marvin, I’ve been out giving blow jobs.” 
 
    “WHAT?” 
 
    “Now calm down. It’s a source of protein. I need the protein, and that means I need to eat less, and that leaves more for you.” 
 
    Well, he hit the roof. We had our first major fight ever. He screamed and he cried. He stomped up and down so much I was afraid he was going to break the house. 
 
    But I held my ground. 
 
    “A blow job is not like fucking. I am NOT being untrue to you.” 
 
    “But other men are putting their dicks in your mouth!” 
 
    “And feeding me.” 
 
    “And that’s why you’ve been waking around in all these sexy dresses! Your face all made up! So you can cheat on me!” 
 
    “I am not cheating on you!” 
 
    “Do you kiss any of these men?” 
 
    I stopped for a second, then blurted, “Not very often.” 
 
    “Ah ha! Ah ha!” 
 
    Oh, man, we went around and around. And I got so pissed off that I didn’t even tell him about the cans of stuff I was collecting. I mean, if he was going to treat me that way, have so little understanding, I wasn’t going to tell him anything! 
 
    And, we went to bed angry. 
 
    Lumps on each side of the bed. Refusing to talk. 
 
    It’s bad to go to bed angry, so I had weird dreams, dreams that I couldn’t remember, but which upset me. 
 
    Then I woke up. 
 
    Marvin wasn’t in bed. 
 
    I tiptoed downstairs, and heard him crying on the couch. He was just sitting there, his head in his hands, and crying. 
 
    “Marvin, I’m sorry,” I sat next to him and put my arm around him. He was so large it didn’t go very far around him. “It’s just that I got so hungry, and we…I sucked you off last week, and I got the idea.” 
 
    He sniffled and put his head against my shoulder. 
 
    “But…but I can’t bear the thought of you with another man.” 
 
    I sat there, him leaning against me, sniffling and snorting, and thought about it. 
 
    In a way, I wasn’t cheating. My hole was my own to give out as I wished, and I didn’t wish to give it to anybody but Marvin. 
 
    In a way…I was. I was being with other men. And, as Marvin had noted, I was kissing them, and letting them feel and even suck my tits. That was an act of intimacy. Especially as I used that act to excite the men into giving me more sperm. 
 
    But…I needed food. I needed the nourishment that sperm gave me. Even if I hadn’t liked it, I needed it. But I did like it. I liked slurping on a man’s cock until it exploded. I liked the feeling when they released into me. 
 
    “You should try it.” 
 
    He blinked. And, tell the truth, I don’t even know where that came from. But it come, and I wasn’t about to pull it back. 
 
    “Sucking dick?” 
 
    I thought wildly. I had said something, and it was wrong, but there was something underneath it. 
 
    “No. You should try packaging your semen, selling it to women as food. Trading it for cans. 
 
    He stared at me like I was insane. 
 
    But I wasn’t, and things were borning in my mind. 
 
    Semen packaged for food. We could mix it with soy, make super soy. The taste would…depending, be labeled as sweet or tangy. 
 
    And I knew women would buy it. 
 
    Women are always into the latest health food. They always want the latest and greatest. They liked the gimmicks. 
 
    They would buy it. 
 
    But first I had to figure out how to produce and package. And then I would have to get a distribution network. And it had to be kept very, very secret. This was commerce. I couldn’t exactly go get a patent. But I had to keep my ‘trade secrets’ truly secret. 
 
    Still, there was a way. And I would find it. 
 
    With that in mind I left Marvin to wallow on the couch, to cry out the hormones his soy diet, his estrogen diet, was creating. I headed to the computer room and began researching.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “Would you like a shot of pure protein?” 
 
    Cindi Lawson looked at me. I was holding a little bottle. It was actually a bottle used for baby food. I had traded a blow job for it, and now it was being re-used. It was filled with a mix of Marvin’s sperm and soy beans. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “It’s milk and soy. Would you like to trade for a can?” 
 
    She did, and I walked away with a can of chili, and she was smacking her lips and smiling. 
 
    I had jacked Marvin off, mixed his seed with soy, and the result was a tasty treat packed with protein. Soy, it appeared, resulted in sweet sperm. 
 
    And the great thing about this was that I had sucked Cindi’s husband off the night before. He gives his sperm and a can to me, and I give her Marvin’s sperm and she gives me a can. Ironic, eh? 
 
    I returned home and placed the chili in front of Marvin. 
 
    Oh, God, he disappeared into that can, and here’s the funny thing: Soy made you fat, but it never really filled you up. By that I mean it was filling, but it didn’t provide enough of the vitamins and nutrients that a man needed. 
 
    He finished the can and was actually gasping. He begged, “Please. Milk me. Do this again.” 
 
    I smiled. Marvin had been a problem, with his whining about me being untrue, but I had found a solution. He was willing to be milked and his seed sold. And if somebody else was going to be eating his semen, how could he complain about me eating somebody else’s semen? 
 
    “Marvin, I can milk you, but…we have a couple of problems.” 
 
    “What’s that?” He looked at me with big eyes. 
 
    I was truly surprised at how he was changing. His body was getting bigger. His thighs were truly ‘thunder thighs,’ and his breasts….they were so big they looked like tits. 
 
    “Well, it’s awkward for me. I get very tired of either being on my knees and fighting your belly,” he knew that that big roll of flab was overflowing more and more, “and while the doggy position is fine, I still have to be on my knees.” 
 
    “Oh,” he looked so sad. “Does that mean you’re not going to milk me anymore? 
 
    “No, no. But we need to build you a milking station.” 
 
    “A milking station?” 
 
    “Yes. So you’ll be raised up enough for me to get behind you and not have to wear out my knees. It’s going to be good for you, too. You don’t have to get all the way down on the bed, and then get up again. You just walk into the milking station, bend into position, and I’ll take care of the rest.” 
 
    He frowned, and there was so much fat on his pudgy face that his cheeks came forward and his nose went back. I thought that was sort of cute. I mean, he didn’t have a cow face, but, sort of a piggy face. 
 
    “Who’s going to build this thing for you?” 
 
    “Jimmy Gatsby said he’ll help.” 
 
    “Is he one of your customers?” 
 
    “That doesn’t matter.” I glared at him. “I’m just trying to make your life easier, and get you more food! And don’t tell me you don’t like it when I stick a finger up your ass and help you cum!” 
 
    “Oh, sorry.” funny, it sounded like his voice was changing. 
 
    “So how about it.” 
 
    “I guess so.” 
 
    So Jimmy Gatsby traded a little handyman work for two blowjobs and a can of Coke. But it was a good trade, I had a feeling Marvin was going to be, pardon the expression, a ‘cash cow.’ 
 
    While Jimmy pounded and hammered in the garage—we had finally given up on the vegetable garden crap—I was out on the street. And I had a bad experience. 
 
    It was a fellow I hadn’t met before, but he came recommended. But recommendations don’t mean much. They just mean that somebody knows somebody. There’s no character reference or Human Resources to check with. 
 
    And, I didn’t like him, but it was a job, and I proceeded to give him a good blow. 
 
    Half way through he grabbed my hair, hard, and fucked my face. 
 
    “Hey!” I garbled. 
 
    “Shut up, bitch!” 
 
    And I knew he was going to fuck my face, then probably slap me around, and not even pay me. Fucking asshole. 
 
    So I did the only thing a girl can do. I grabbed his nuts and I…PULLED! 
 
    Oh, Lord, he dropped so fast he hit his chin on the ground. He was already out of it, holding his nuts, but I couldn’t help myself. I stood up and kicked him in the face. That actually hurt me more than him, the pointy toes of high heels look dangerous, but it is all show. The toes collapsed and I near broke a toe on him. So I reached into my purse, took out a can and slapped him on the temple with it. 
 
    Lucky boy, he went unconscious and stopped feeling the pain in his balls. Heh. 
 
    I found two cans in his pockets, took them both, and walked away. I figured he owed me one can for the blow job, and one can for the semen he hadn’t given me. 
 
    But from that day on I went armed. And I mean really armed. I was quite a sight. I would wear a skin tight, red dress, my boobs big and quaking, and a big, old hunting knife strapped around my now svelte waist. And, if that wasn’t enough, I had a pistol strapped to my ankle. I couldn’t run with a pistol on my ankle, but I wouldn’t have to because I drilled on how to quick draw that pistol while in a kneeling position. 
 
    But here’s the funny thing: wearing all that armament actually brought me in more business. It seems like men like a blow job that’s a little dangerous. 
 
    In fact, one guy, who was a little slow, I pulled the knife and held it under his balls and said, “Your cum or your testicles.” 
 
    He came so fast and quick it went down my throat without me even tasting him. 
 
    And, he became a repeat customer, and he always tried to hold back until I pulled out the knife and threatened him. 
 
    Men. Huh! 
 
      
 
    “Just walk in there,” I said. 
 
    Marvin climbed a couple of steps and waddled into the chute, then knelt on a soft cushion. He lowered himself and his big bulk was in the doggy style. 
 
    I walked around the contraption and nodded. “Nice.” His big butt was elevated and his chest hung down. His pecs looked more and more like boobs every day, and they hung down like big milk sacs. 
 
    “It feels comfortable,” Marvin remarked. “More comfortable than my easy chair. Easier on my back, too.” 
 
    “Would you like to try it out?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    I moved in behind him I reached between his legs, and it didn’t work. 
 
    I walked around to the side and was able to reach his cock easier. I placed a bowl under him, sat down on a stool, and began stroking him. 
 
    “Oh, God,” he muttered. “This is so comfortable.” 
 
    I kept eyeing his tits, and, finally, I couldn’t help myself. I reached under the station and grabbed one of his tits. 
 
    “Oooh!” he moaned. 
 
    I massaged his tits, jacked his cock, and it was very comfortable for me, too. 
 
    After a minute he squirted. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” He gave a big, pudgy-faced smile. 
 
    “Okay, big boy,” I stood up and slapped his rump. 
 
    “You’re done?” 
 
    “I got the milk. Yeah, I’m done.” 
 
    “But you only massaged one side!” 
 
    I blinked. “Really?” 
 
    “Yeah. It felt so good. Can you do the other one?” 
 
    The other tit. My God. 
 
    So I did. I went to the front of him, sat on a stool with my pussy right in his face, and massaged his tits. 
 
    He moaned and groaned, and…sniffed. 
 
    “Are you smelling my pussy?” 
 
    “Yeah,” he giggled. 
 
    I had to laugh. What a horn dog. He looked like a hucow, but he was a horn dog. But, then, aren’t all hucows horn dogs? Or the other way around? 
 
    So we were set. I was getting my semen diet. We were getting lots of cans and the world was fine and dandy! Except… 
 
      
 
    “Marsha?” 
 
    “Hey, Molly. How’s it going?” 
 
    We talked, a little chit chat, then she forged ahead. 
 
    “How do you stay so…sexy? I hate that soy stuff, and I’m starving. My tits are getting smaller. And what’s worse, my Joe is getting fatter! He really likes that soy stuff.”               
 
    Now, you can see where this was going. 
 
    I had known Molly for years, and we were friends, and I sat her down and told her the facts of life. When I was done she just sat there. Stunned. 
 
    “You trade blow jobs for cans. You get fed twice.” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “And you trade Marvin’s semen for cans. 
 
    “You got it.” 
 
    “But…I don’t…” 
 
    I waited. I sort of knew what was going to happen. 
 
    “Can I…could you have Joe, my hubbie, do something like that?” 
 
    Huh. I thought she was going to ask for herself. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    It always amazes me, that people would want to work for somebody else, which meant somebody else was going to get part of their profits, instead of working for themselves. But there it was. She was renting her husband out, and talking about going and giving blow jobs and paying me for the leads. That’s okay by me. 
 
    So I started training her on how to give blow jobs, and I had Jimmy build another stall for Molly’s husband to occupy. And here’s the funny thing: I thought Marvin would object, but he actually looked forward to the company. 
 
    He was spending more time in the stall these days, it was just so much more comfortable than waddling around, trying to get up the stairs, and he had moved a TV out to the garage and spent a lot of time just laying in the stall and watching Fox News. 
 
    So the idea of having somebody next to him, being able to discuss the news of the day and being able to cuss out those damned Democrats…Joe was in, pardon the phrase, ‘hog heaven.’ 
 
    But…there was one other problem. I wasn’t getting fucked. I was sucking cock like a madwoman, and I was milking Marvin, and now Joe—and, I was horny. 
 
    There, I said it. 
 
    I was horny, my poontang hadn’t been clanged. My pussy hadn’t meowed. My hole hadn’t been filled. 
 
    All Marvin’s squirts had gone for commerce, for cans, and I wasn’t getting my depths plumbed. 
 
    And, let’s face it, got to be honest, Marvin was so large now that I was afraid of him being on top of me. Missionary was totally out of the question. And if his arms gave way during a doggy style session, and he fell on me, well, I would be a Marsha pancake. 
 
    So I was horny. I had no prospects with Marvin, and I had a potential stud, though not with a big dick, in Jimmy. 
 
    And, here comes the shock of shocks. I went out to the garage, turned off Fox News, and sat down in front of Marvin. 
 
    “Hi, honey. Do you mind? Tucker Carlson was just going to interview Joe Biden.” 
 
    “I’ll turn it back on in a second.” 
 
    He craned his head to the side and tried to look around me. The screen was blank, but he still tried. 
 
    “Marvin, you haven’t been satisfying me sexually.” 
 
    “Oh,” he tried to look around the other side of me. 
 
    “So I’m going to fuck Jimmy Gatsby.” 
 
    “Oh, okay. Could you turn the TV back on?” 
 
    I smiled, turned the TV back on, and left. Left right out of the house, down the street, into Jimmy’s house, up the stairs, got rid of my clothes, and hopped into the sack. 
 
    ZOWIE! 
 
    Jimmy didn’t like soy, and it turned out that he had his own business. He arranged for the smuggling of aliens back across the border. 
 
    That’s right, when the country collapsed all those illegal aliens suddenly wanted to go home. They tried to get to the border, but the buses weren’t reliable, the trains were very strict in not letting people ride for free, and the immigrants were getting caught. 
 
    Enter Jimmy. One or twice a week he would load up a small truck with a few dozen aliens, pack them in like cattle, and take them down to the border. Once there they could simply walk across the border. 
 
    So Jimmy had a good business, and lots of cans, and he could afford to hate soy. The result was that he was in prime shape. He ate enough to have energy to work out, and he worked out. A lot. 
 
    So I divested myself of clothes, and he ripped his off. Literally ripped them off, he was that strong, and he took me in his arms. 
 
    I munched on his lips, chewed on his mouth, and it was a delight. He was firm, not fat laden, and he was dedicated. 
 
    He lifted me up and laid me on the bed, then he really went to work. He crawled beneath my legs and began giving me a tongue job like no other. He might have a short dick (well, average sized), but he had a lo-o-ong tongue! 
 
    Man, he inserted that wiggly into my depths and made me cry ‘Hallelujah!’ He lapped at my labia, clamped on to my clit, and by the time he slithered up my body I was feeling like a hundred pounds of jello. Hot jello. 
 
    He put his hands on my chest, fondled my boobs, and began sucking my nipples. All the time his dick was getting closer and closer. Finally, me turning into a steamy, sopping mess, he inserted that bad boy. 
 
    “Oh…fuck!” I whispered. 
 
    He drove into me, almost lazily. The fact was he knew that he had done his duty with foreplay, and I was a cooked goose. My body properly primed, his touch electrified me. I could feel sensations shooting through me. My breasts felt like they were on fire. My lips were delightfully numb from his lips. And now my pussy was finally filled. 
 
    No, not big like Marvin, but the heat of the meat plus the angle of the dangle…over the mass of the ass…it all equals the sum of the cum. 
 
    Within minutes I was shuddering and jerking. My pussy literally exploded. My mind shattered. I lived in those high clouds reserved for Greek Gods. 
 
    And, Joe let loose. And I’m sorry I didn’t have a bottle to catch his cum. He was always a big cummer, but cumming inside me, he was a MONSTER cummer! 
 
    Finally, we rolled apart, lay on our backs and looked up. 
 
    “Crap. That was better than any blow job.” 
 
    “Honey,” I said. “I think we just graduated. If you want to pay me for fucks instead of blow jobs, I’m okay with that.” 
 
    He smiled. “Excellent. Now that I’ve tasted nirvana I don’t want to go back to purgatory. 
 
    “My blow jobs were purgatory?” I laughed and swatted him. 
 
    He caught my arm and rolled over me. He looked down on me. Our eyes met and we were really in synch. He said, “You want another cow for your business?” 
 
    Ka-ching! Money. 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “I’ve got a cousin. She’s a little…well, let’s just say that she likes her soy. It’s not that she can’t get a job, even in these times you can get jobs, but…she doesn’t want a job. She just wants to sit on her ass all day and read fashion magazines and watch the cooking channel.” 
 
    “Hmmm.” I considered, and Jimmy gave me the time. Except for a few nibbles at my highly energized nipples. 
 
    “Stop that!” I swatted his head gently. He laughed and waited. 
 
    “Okay, I can, but we have problems.” 
 
    “No problem too big.” 
 
    “I don’t want to put a woman cow in with the men.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “You put men and women together and there’s always trouble. Next thing you know they’ll want to diddle each other, even get married.” 
 
    “We could set up in my garage. I’ll build another stall, and you can manage both garages. I can’t because I’ve got my own business.” 
 
    We were lost in our own thoughts then. Finally, I stuck up my hand. “Shake. Let’s seal the deal.” 
 
    Jimmy kissed me, then, breathing hard, he whispered, “Let’s fuck to seal the deal.” 
 
    And damned if we didn’t. 
 
      
 
    The girl’s name was Nancy Pelosi. Just like on TV, and I was glad I hadn’t put her in with Marvin and Joe. They would have ganged her quick. She had no politics, but her name was bad enough. 
 
    And she was good. She laid down quick and we suddenly had men lined up out the door, down the block and out the gate. 
 
    Hucows were a new thing. Before the country collapsed only weirdos had, or were, hucows. But now that ‘normal’ was gone, it turned out that everybody loved hucows. And everybody wanted to own one, or be one. 
 
    So Jimmy built another stall, this one in his garage, and with a few modifications. 
 
    With this stall we arranged for Nancy’s pussy to be raised up. And her head. 
 
    That’s right, she could take it from both ends. And then some.  
 
    After a week of work she waddled out of her stall and came down the street and knocked on the door. 
 
    “Hey, Nancy. How’s it going.” 
 
    “Pretty good. It’s really neat to be loved, like, all the time.” 
 
    “So what can I do for you?” 
 
    “I just wanted to know if you charged double for my asshole.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Yeah. Guy today didn’t want my pussy. He was nice enough, told me so, even asked, and that’s fine with me. Any port in a storm, right?” 
 
    Now this was a new one on me, and it led to some interesting little developments. 
 
    I put a sign over her stall.  
 
      
 
    One can for blow job. 
 
    Two cans for pussy. 
 
    Three cans for asshole. 
 
      
 
    Man, business picked up all over again. A lot of guys were dying to explore assholes. Their wives weren’t too friendly to the idea, and, only three cans, why not? 
 
    And that led to another interesting conversation. 
 
      
 
    Knock knock. 
 
    I opened the door. It was one of my customers, a big, black fellow name Irwin. 
 
    “Hi Irwin. I didn’t expect you until tomorrow.” 
 
    He hemmed and hawed, was embarrassed, and I finally said, “Spit it out, Irwin.” 
 
    “Well, uh, you got the girl putting out with all three holes.” 
 
    “I do. Did you want some asshole this week?” 
 
    “Well, uh…how about the guys you got over in the other garage?” 
 
    I shut down for a moment over that one. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Well, the girl don’t mind, do the guys? Would any of them be prone to giving blow jobs? Or getting fucked in the ass?” 
 
    “Have a seat, Irwin. I’ll go ask them.” 
 
    Marvin said he’d think about it. 
 
    Joe, however, liked the idea. 
 
    So I went back and told Irwin, and he grinned a huge grin, like to have split his face. “How much for Joe’s ass?” 
 
    “Three cans.” Hey, that’s what I was charging for the girl’s asshole. 
 
    He paid it eagerly and couldn’t wait to go out and collect his ‘goods.’ 
 
    While he was pumping away, and while Joe was moaning, and while Marvin was looking at Joe and wondering out what he was missing out on, I put some more signs up. 
 
    Over Joe I put. 
 
      
 
    One can for blow job. 
 
    Three cans for asshole. 
 
      
 
    I went around to Marvin. “You want to try this?” 
 
    “What’s Joe get paid?” 
 
    I knew he didn’t care about the pay, he was interested in the way Joe was groaning and moaning. 
 
    Then disaster, sort of, hit. 
 
    “Oh, shit! I’m cumming!” Joe yelled. 
 
    “Oh, crap!”I blurted. Irwin must have hit the prostate, and there went Joe’s quota of semen. I started to the rear to see the damage, and Marvin yelled after me. “Yes! I want to try it!” 
 
    I looked under Joe’s big belly and, sure enough, semen was dribbling out of his cock. A LOT of semen. 
 
    And then, while I was trying to figure out how much I had lost in profit, Irwin grunted and yelled. Fuck! I’m cumming!” 
 
    I was looking under Joe’s belly, could barely see the tip of his cock, and suddenly a big gush of squirtem flowed down over his dick. A LOT of squirtem. 
 
    “Holy crap!” I muttered. That was two days worth of cum. Maybe three. I had some thinking to do. 
 
    I had to look into prostate massages, maybe some sort of low level cattle prod for the men to make them cum more. 
 
    And, I had some advertising to do. 
 
    I had four cows—another girl had come to my door and asked for a job—and I had to collect semen from the guys, Sell their asses and mouths, and I had to sell mouths, cunts and assholes for the girls. 
 
    I had a lot of customers, but I needed more. Especially since both of the girls said they had friends that wanted to work. 
 
    So I advertised. I put a sign up over my garage. 
 
      
 
    HUCOW URBAN FARM 
 
    Males one can for blow job 
 
    three cans for anal 
 
    Femalesone can for blow job 
 
    two cans for pussy 
 
    three cans for anal 
 
      
 
    At the bottom of the sign I wrote: 
 
      
 
    Male and female Hucows wanted 
 
      
 
    By the next week I had Jimmy build me a half dozen stalls, and I was negotiating for garages all through the community. 
 
    It was funny, all these rich people in a gated community were more than willing to park their cars outside and rent their garages for a few cans a week. 
 
    Within two weeks I had six male hucows and six female hucows, then the game changed. 
 
    I was raking in the cans, thinking about raking in Jimmy that night, and who should appear but…Irwin! 
 
    “Hey, Irwin? how’s it squirting?” 
 
    “Pretty good, thanks, but I noticed you got a new product.” 
 
    “I do?” I blinked. 
 
    “Yeah, that new girl, Debbie, she lactatin’. 
 
    “Lactating? Like…giving milk?” 
 
    “Yeah. And I was wondering…” 
 
    What he was wondering I had no idea, I was out the door and heading for the garage where Debbie, the lactator, was working. I had hired that girl for her holes, and she was putting out milk? WTF! 
 
    I went through the garage door and stopped in front of Debbie. 
 
    She was a nice looking girl, very fat tits, and now I knew why. 
 
    “You just gave birth?” 
 
    She was scared, and she blurted. “Please don’t fire me!” 
 
    “I’m not going to, I just want to know if you have a kid.” 
 
    “A long time ago. I gave birth, and I liked having milk flowing all the time, so I kept pumping and pumping, and sometimes my husband drinks it, but he was late for work this morning and didn’t have time. So…I…I figured maybe…” 
 
    “How much milk do you put out?” 
 
    “Oh, about two gallons. If I milk a lot. I’ve got biguns,” she stated proudly. 
 
    “Would you like to sell me your milk?” 
 
    “Sure!” she answered eagerly. “I been pouring it down the drain. You think people will buy my milk?” 
 
    “I do. Okay. I’ll look into it, you keep dripping, and, uh, do you mind giving Irwin a free sample? He’s one of our best customers.” 
 
    “Irwin, the guy with the really big dong?” 
 
    “That’s the one.” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    And there it was. Mother’s milk. A new product. A couple of gallons a day, and I found that I could sell a lot. In fact, I started advertising for new mother’s who were about to stop breast feeding their babies. It seemed like every new mother liked lactating, and wanted to turn a profit for their body’s production. 
 
    Yippee! 
 
      
 
    A month passed, a good month. Jimmy and I had to rent a garage just to store our cans. He gave up his job, well, he had somebody driving for him, and he started bartering our cans for things we needed, things we needed to keep our Urban Hucow Farm going. 
 
    Which was good because I was having a lot of fun fucking. 
 
    I wasn’t fucking him for love, I loved Marvin. I was fucking Jimmy for fun. We would just work all day, look at each other, and go relieve our brains out. 
 
    And, one day, it came to a head. Uh, no pun intended. 
 
    “Marsha?” 
 
    “Yeah, Jimmy? 
 
    We were upstairs and he was pumping me like it was going out of style. 
 
    “Let’s give the Hucows hormones.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” I asked. He was taking me from behind and I reached down and grabbed his balls. He cupped my hanging breasts and I moaned. 
 
    “We can give the gals more hormones to produce milk. Supposed to make them hornier. And we can give the guys two kinds of hormones. One to increase sperm production, the other to make them lactate.” 
 
    I stopped moving. Jerked off him and spun a round. I grabbed his almost spewing cock and held it while I spoke into his face. 
 
    “Are you saying we could double milk production? And even increase semen production?” 
 
    “Yes!” His voice squeaked because I was holding him rather tightly. 
 
    “Oh, fuck! We could double our can income!” 
 
    “Yes!” He squeaked. He was batting at my hands, but I was so excited I ignored him and just kept working figures in my head. 
 
    We had thirty girls and forty guys working. Each one was fucked four or five times a day. Blow jobs were down to two or three a day. I had ten girls that were lactating a couple of gallons a day, multiply by the number of cans per week, add in….the cost of soy beans… 
 
    “How much do the hormones cost?” 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    “Nothing?” My turn to squeak. 
 
    “Government gives out hormones for free.” 
 
    “Why would they do that?” 
 
    “You ever hear of the Georgia Guidestones?” 
 
    “What are they?” 
 
    “A bunch of big stone slabs somebody put up in Georgia. Something about a new world order, or something. Anyway, the government wants to reduce the population by 7 1/2 billion people. They only want 500 million people left. they figure that will be enough to feed them and keep them in fancy doodads. You know, work their factories and farms.” 
 
    I stared at him. 
 
    “So the point is if they can give men hormones, get them to change into women, there won’t be so much fucking and the population will reduce. Natural like. 
 
    I had reduced my grip, and all this time Jimmy had been pumping. Suddenly he came, just as I let go. 
 
    “Hey! No! Don’t let go! Please…keep pumping!” 
 
    It was a perfectly ruined orgasm, and he stood there and dripped a couple of drops, then stared down at his partially pleased organ sadly. 
 
    I walked out of the room, down to the computer room, and fired it up. 
 
    I had been so busy with my own business that I had been ignored the world tragedy. Now I started looking. 
 
    Georgie Guidestones. Yep. 
 
    Free hormones. Yep. 
 
    Uh oh, other Hucow farms were starting up. 
 
    Crap! I had to register my business with the government. That meant taxes and regulations. 
 
    But that was okay. Better to make so much money that you had to pay taxes than not make money. 
 
    I turned to my original calculating. Gallons of milk per day. Pints of semen. How much did I need to cut the product. 
 
    Then I started thinking about the future. 
 
    Cosmetics. Natural, from grain fed Hucows. 
 
    Medicines. 
 
    Weight loss products. 
 
    Oh, my God, there was no end to the possibilities here. 
 
    I ran back up to the bedroom. Jimmy was sitting on the bed, pounding on his pud. 
 
    “What?” He looked up at me, caught, but not ashamed. 
 
    That’s the thing about ruined orgasms. If you ruin it just right the guy can’t cum for a while. And he’s super horny and super desperate. 
 
    I pushed him back on the bed and his cock stuck up in the air. Red and dripping and wanting. 
 
    I sat on it. 
 
    “Fuck, Jimmy, order those hormones.” I pumped him hard. 
 
    “We need to advertise more.” I ground down on him and tilted my pelvis. 
 
    “We need more Hucows.” I kissed him madly. 
 
    Jimmy loved it. From a ruined orgasm to a super fuck. He thrust up and rammed it into me. 
 
    “Fuck!” I pushed down hard. 
 
    We fought like that for a long minute. In and out, caught in our gleeful battle. 
 
    “We’re going to be Hucow kings!” I bellowed. I twisted his nipples and he yelped, but now he was in the mood. 
 
    “I’ll buy all the houses in the community.” He grabbed my tits, slapped them. Squeezed them till I moaned. 
 
    “I’ll make all the garages into pens and we’ll pipe in soothing music.” I reached behind me and twisted his balls. 
 
    “YIPE!” 
 
    I said, “I’ll take out ads in the papers, on TV. We’ll have a thousand head of Hucows! We’ll raise our prices!” 
 
    He slapped my pussy and I started to cum. I bucked and shivered and my legs started to spasm. I managed to say, “We’ll be the world’s first Hucow millionaires!” 
 
    “Fuck, yes!” 
 
    I bent over him, my breasts bouncing as I squeezed everything I could out of my orgasm. Then I collapsed on him. 
 
    “Hey,” he said, trying to fuck some more. “You didn’t get me off.” 
 
    I smiled into his chest, then braced my hands on his strong pecs and pushed up. I stated, “If you’ve got sperm, we need to sell it. Now get your ass down to the barn and get yourself milked. 
 
    He stared after me as I sauntered proudly out of the room. 
 
    And, damn. He actually did. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “That’s it! I’ve had enough!” 
 
    “But I’m sorry.” 
 
    I stared at my husband. He looked at the floor in shame. He had screwed up again, and the terrible thing was, he wasn’t going to stop. 
 
    Jim, my hubbie, was a great guy when we got married. He worked hard, he lusted after me, he treated me right, and now…now…he was a lush. 
 
    That’s right, a lush. Soaked in alcohol, come home with lipstick on his collar, just waiting for the DUI. 
 
    “I’m leaving you.” 
 
    “But Ann! You can’t! We’ve got a child!” 
 
    “That’s right. We’ve got a child, and I don’t want to wake up because you ran the car into a light pole, or some other car, and killed somebody, or maybe just brought home a disease. I don’t want her to have a father like that!” 
 
    “But Ann, I’ll do anything!” 
 
    “I want you to stop drinking!” 
 
    “I will. I swear to God I will.” 
 
    “Like you promised the last half dozen times.” 
 
    “But this time I mean it!” 
 
    I stood up and walked into the kitchen. I mixed a bourbon and Coke, I returned and placed it in front of him. He was on the couch and I sat on the other side of the coffee table in an easy chair. I stared at him. 
 
    He stared at me. Unshaven, his clothes on crooked—he had even buttoned one button in the wrong hole—his eyes bleary. 
 
    I stared at him. A good looking woman who deserved more out of life. 
 
    He licked his lips. His eyes fell to the Coke high. 
 
    I watched him start to shake. His hands quivered. He sat back and tried to hide it, wiped his hands on his pants and held them by his side. 
 
    He looked down at the glass. The ice cubes visible in the dark liquid. 
 
    “Aw, Ann,” he blubbered. His heart was being torn in two. One half went to me, and the other half went to that damned drink sweating on the table. 
 
    I said nothing. I just watched…and waited. 
 
    The break, when it came. wasn’t anything spectacular. It was just a sudden shift of mind, and he leaned forward, grabbed the glass in both hands, and lifted it to his lips. 
 
    Glug glug, his Adam’s apple went up and down. 
 
    He placed the glass down. Shamed, but…broken. Too broken to resist the demon rum. Too broken to save his marriage. A hulk of a human being. Once kind and compassionate. Now drowning in a sea of whiskey. 
 
    I got to my feet. I didn’t say anything. I turned to walk out of the room. 
 
    “Ann?” His voice was cracking, just as he had succumbed to the temptation of drink, now he was giving up to emotion. But it was a rawness I had never heard before. I turned back. 
 
    Tears were running down his cheeks. “You think I wouldn’t give anything to shake this monkey off my back? You think I like being like this? But I don’t know how. I don’t know how and I love you…I love you.” Then he broke down completely. Cried into his hands. 
 
    I bit my lip. In spite of everything, I loved him.  
 
    But what could I do? We had tried therapy. Aversion therapy. Hypnosis. Meditation. We had tried everything there was, but he still came home, smelling of cigarettes and regurgitated alcohol. I think that was the moment that a decision was made. 
 
    I had tried everything, but I loved him. There had to be some other way to get through to him, to affect change. Maybe his heart was breaking, but mine was, too. I had to help him. 
 
    Right then, however, I just wanted to get away. Go think. I left the room. 
 
    I went over to Sarah’s house. She’s my bestie forever, and I walked in and sat down. 
 
    She was sitting at the kitchen table in a robe. Her latest boyfriend was sitting there, too. Naked. I blinked. 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Oh, nonsense. Stay.” 
 
    Sarah’s a red head who always smiles, when she’s not laughing. Now she laughed as her boyfriend leaped to his feet and covered his groin with two hands. 
 
    “I’ll get dressed and leave.” He ran out of the room, red-faced. 
 
    “Are you sure?” I stared after the man, noted how his buns jiggled as he scurried. 
 
    “Of course I’m sure. That was just Tom.” 
 
    So I sat down, caught between laughter for the running Tom, and my heartbreaking sadness. 
 
    “Jim drink again?” 
 
    I nodded, all hint of giggle instantly gone. 
 
    She sighed. “And he’s such a nice guy. When he’s not drinking.” 
 
    “Heck,” I murmured. “He’s nice when he is drinking. The problem is that he’s drinking. He simply can’t stop himself.” 
 
    “So what is his deep seated problem that only alcohol can solve?” she pondered aloud.  
 
    “If I only knew,” 
 
    At that moment I heard Tom behind me. I didn’t look around, and he asked, “May I call you later?” 
 
    He was waiting for an answer. Hopefully. Eagerly. I always marveled at how polite her boyfriends were. And she always had so many. 
 
    I looked at her. She was looking at Tom. I turned and looked at him. 
 
    He was dressed, a handsome fellow. The expression on his face was almost pleading. 
 
    I blinked. This was almost servitude. I looked back at Sarah. 
 
    “Tom, take your pants down.” 
 
    Well, I was certainly surprised, and I heard Tom give a little gasp. I swiveled back to him. 
 
    He was red-faced again. He squeaked, “Now?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    My mouth was open as he slowly unbuckled his pants and pulled them down. I goggled as I realized he was wearing silk, blue panties. Girl panties. With a little red bow in the front center. 
 
    He didn’t look at me. His face was so on fire that if you put a match to it the match would have ignited. 
 
    “Panties, too, lover.” 
 
    He hooked his thumbs in the waist and pulled down, and my mind couldn’t grasp it. I didn’t understand, he was wearing a little, metal tube around his cock. His balls were big and red, looked VERY full. 
 
    “Come here.” 
 
    He waddled across the kitchen, his pants around his ankles, holding his panties at thigh level. As he passed me his eyes were averted. His face was so red it was hot. I could actually feel the heat of him. 
 
    And his cock, inside the cage, was trying to get out. It was bulging, and I could see a big vein at the base, just outside the ring, throbbing madly. 
 
    He stopped in front of Sarah, and she reached out and cupped his balls. 
 
    “How long has it been, lover?” 
 
    “Long time,” he squeaked. 
 
    Still holding his balls, fondling them, she said to me, “You’ll have to forgive Tom, when he’s like this he’s not too good with simple tasks, like thinking.” 
 
    He gulped, and I heard his throat work. 
 
    “Okay, Tom. Pull up your panties and get out. And don’t call. I’m busy with Ann. Call me on Tuesday. I might be able to talk to you for a few minutes then.” 
 
    “Yes. Okay.” he pulled his panties and pants up, buckled, and then noticed that Sarah was glaring at him. 
 
    “Sorry. I mean yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “You’re getting a spanking for that. Now, shoo!” 
 
    He shooed. And I stared out the window as he literally staggered down the drive to his car. He was so messed up he could hardly walk. 
 
    Sarah laughed. “I didn’t want to show you that, you’re sort of prissy, for a girlfriend.” 
 
    “I’m prissy?” 
 
    “Well, you’ve only got one man. That’s prissy.” 
 
    “I’m…” I stopped talking. I wasn’t prissy, but I sure couldn’t hold a candle to Sarah’s ways. She went through the boyfriends like a sickle goes through wheat. And now I knew why. 
 
    “You keep all your boyfriends locked up?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” She nodded happily. “And they buy me gifts, hold doors open for me, wine me and dine me mercilessly…” 
 
    “I…I didn’t know. You’ve never…” 
 
    “I know. I never talk about it. And why should I? I don’t want to steal husbands, and that’s what happens when men find out about me.” 
 
    “What about you?” 
 
    “That I’m a dominatrix. You know I’ve got money, but you’ve never known how I get my money. Now you do.” 
 
    “So why are you telling me this?” 
 
    “Because, girlfriend, you need to whip that man of yours into shape. Literally.” She giggled. 
 
    “I have to…whip him?” 
 
    “Among other things. Look, you’ve tried. everything. You’ve had him wear patches, and that hypnosis thing was a hoot. Didn’t the mesmerist try to get in your panties?” 
 
    “I think he wanted to,” I agreed carefully. 
 
    “And yet your hubby, who isn’t a bad guy, if you want to get into the marriage thing, is still drinking like a fish trying to inhale the ocean.” 
 
    She was silent then. And I was silent. And I knew I had made a decision, and I knew a solution was out there somewhere, but this? 
 
    I finally breathed, and realized I had been holding my breath. 
 
    “Okay. Tell me where to start.” 
 
      
 
    The following week was tough. I wouldn’t talk to Jim no matter what. And he slunk around the house like a kicked dog. Trying to stay sober, but I knew he was sneaking drinks. 
 
    Heck, he would have stayed drunk all the time if he could. 
 
    But I ignored him. 
 
    And when Chelsea, our daughter, asked what was wrong, I just smiled and said to her, “Jim’s about to take the cure. He’s going to stop drinking.” 
 
    “Really?” in that perky way kids have. 
 
    “Really.” 
 
    I knew Jim could hear me. And Friday night, after he came home from work, he finally broached the subject. After a drink. 
 
    “What’s this new ‘cure’ you’ve been talking about. 
 
    “I’’ll tell you later. Right now, why don’t you have a drink?” 
 
    If his eyeballs had been made of rubber they would have bounced on the floor. 
 
    I made a bourbon and Coke and handed it to him. “Bottoms up.” 
 
    He couldn’t help himself. Even though he knew it had to be a trap of some kind, he had to drink. 
 
    I watched the liquid slither through his lips, gurgle down his throat. He lowered the glass and sighed. 
 
    I handed him another drink. 
 
    “This is the cure? Get me drunk? That’ll stop my drinking?” 
 
    For answer I made him another drink. He blinked, finished his second, started on his third. 
 
    Chelsea came into the kitchen. “This is the cure?” she whispered. Her eyes were like big, round pies. 
 
    “Oh, eventually. Stick around. You can watch.” 
 
    An hour later Jim was passed out. He sat on the sofa, slumped to the side, snoring like he was a tugboat tooting. 
 
    I stood over him, gazed down on him. Chelsea stood next to me. 
 
    “What now?” 
 
    “Have you ever seen a penis?” 
 
    “Mom! I’m all grown up!” 
 
    Yes, she was. She was in college, with breasts and drooling boys and everything. And I had figured out that she wasn’t a virgin. 
 
    “Help me get him laid out.” 
 
    We pulled his legs up and stretched him out on the sofa. He slumbered without waking. 
 
    I unbuckled his pants and started pulling them down. “Come on, help me out.” 
 
    She pulled, and we managed to get his pants out from under his bulk. 
 
    “He’s heavy,” Chelsea noted. 
 
    “He’s bloated. He’s going to stop drinking and start exercising.” 
 
    Chelsea giggled. Well, of course she did. She was a little embarrassed. But it was going to get worse. Or better, depending on your viewpoint. 
 
    “Pull his pants down.” 
 
    “We just did.” Her face was bright pink. 
 
    “No, his other pants.” 
 
    “Mom!” 
 
    “Do what your mother says, dear.” 
 
    So she pulled down his pants, and gasped. 
 
    Her father’s cock. It was bloated, like him. A slug that laid there. A penis that was lazy and tired and didn’t want to get up. 
 
    She stared at it. Fascinated. 
 
    I pushed her aside and bent to his groin. 
 
    She moved around and watched. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” she blurted as I put the ring around his package. 
 
    “Is that a…” as I slid the tube over his shlong. 
 
    “Are you really going to…” 
 
    CLICK! 
 
    She stared, dumfounded, like a mule that had been hit on the head with a four by four. “That’s a chastity tube.” 
 
    “And that’s the end of your father’s drinking. Here.” I handed her a high heel. 
 
    She blinked. The heel was four inches. The body was made of leather, and there were metal strips sewn into the thing. It looked a little bit like a high heel the wicked witch of Oz would wear.  
 
    I put one heel on Jim’s foot, and Chelsea, totally boggled, put the other heel on him. 
 
    I handed her a little padlock. 
 
    We fastened the straps, again, they had little metal bands sewn into them. We closed the padlocks and there he was. Laying on the couch, snoring like a drunk, and wearing a chastity tube and heels. 
 
    “Is this going to work?” Chelsea asked. 
 
    “It’s got to.” 
 
    She heard the desperation in my voice. 
 
    She put an arm around me. “It will, mom. And I’ll help. I’ll do everything I can.” 
 
    And so it started. 
 
      
 
    He slept until two in the morning, then, like drunks do, he got up to get a drink. 
 
    I was sleeping in a chair. I wanted to be there when he realized what had happened.  
 
    “What the fuck is this?” he slurred his words. 
 
    I opened my eyes. He was sitting on the sofa, looking down at his cock, all caged with nowhere to go. And then his shoes. “What the fuck?” 
 
    “Good morning, dear.” 
 
    He looked up at me. “Did you do this?” 
 
    Now, the funny thing, there wasn’t any anger, or rage. He was just a drunk who had woken up in the wrong place. He was still drunk, and in addition to his stumble brain way of thinking, he had an actual situation to confront, and a problem to solve. 
 
    “I did.” 
 
    He just sat there and stared at me. The whites of his eyes had squiggly, red lines all over them. His eyes were like a roadmap for drunks. 
 
    “Well, take this stuff off.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    He stood up, wavered, and fell across the table. 
 
    I stepped back so he wouldn’t fall on me. 
 
    He snored. 
 
    I sat back down in the easy  chair and went to sleep. 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck is this?” 
 
    I woke up to deja vu, and it made me smile. I opened my eyes. 
 
    Jim was still on the floor, rolled over and looking down at his junk. He tugged on the chastity tube. 
 
    “What the fuck?” He looked up at me, still bleary-eyed, and his face upside down to mine. “Did you do this to me?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “Well…well,” he rolled and contorted and tried to get to his feet, and noticed the high heels. He sat back and stared at his feet. “What the fuck!” He looked up at me. “What the fuck!” 
 
    At that moment Chelsea walked down the hall, past the big arch that led to the living room. She was wearing a robe and on the way to her morning coffee. “Good morning, mother. Hi, daddy.” 
 
    Jim scrambled. He tried to get his feet under him, to hide, and all he succeeded in doing was falling over. 
 
    I giggled. 
 
    Chelsea stuck her head back in, “How’s he doing?” 
 
    “As to be expected.” 
 
    She nodded. She looked at Jim, who was mortified, speechless, and brain sprung. “Well, hang in there, daddy.” Then she giggled. “Oh, you can’t hang anymore.” 
 
    I laughed, she continued on to the kitchen, and Jim just sat there, huddled in on himself, trying to figure out what had happened. 
 
    Chuckling, I helped him to his feet and walked him down the hall. “Well, hubby mine, you smell like shit.” He was falling against walls, staggering like…well, like a drunk. But it was the heels that were doing it. 
 
    “I…what happened…what is this?” 
 
    I led him to the bathroom, started up the shower, and pushed him in. The whole time he babbled like a brook. Blub blub…blah blah. 
 
    “Shut up,” I said kindly. “And wash yourself off.” 
 
    He stood in the shower, dazed, confounded, muttering to himself. He reached down and held his locked cock. I closed the door and went for the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    An hour later Jim came into the kitchen. Chelsea and I had finished eating. She was reading a book and I was gazing at the morning news on the little TV on the kitchen counter. 
 
    Jim was wearing a robe and shivering. I knew he had stayed in the shower until the hot water was gone, and only the threat of turning into an ice cube had moved him. 
 
    “Chelsea,” he muttered miserably. “I need to talk to your mother.” 
 
    “So talk,” she said, without taking her eyes out of her book. 
 
    He stared at her. “Please leave the room.” 
 
    She looked up at him. “And miss this? No fucking way!” 
 
    “Language, dear,” I said, my lips quivering with laughter. 
 
    “I said—“ 
 
    “Shut up, dear.” I spoke not meanly. I looked at him. “She’s part of this family, and she wants to help you. She wants to be part of your cure.” 
 
    “My cure? My cure?” He held the robe tightly. “You call this thing on my…these shoes…they’re a cure?” 
 
    I clicked the remote and the hairheads on TV went into blessed oblivion. I smiled, quite widely, and said, “Would you like a drink?” 
 
    “No, I don’t want a drink!” he snapped. “I just want to get out of this…this…whatever this thing is…and these shoes…these shoes…” 
 
    That was the first time I had ever heard him turn down a drink. 
 
    “The hacksaw is in the car,” I stated pointedly. 
 
    He slapped his lips together like he had been slapped. And, in a way, he had. The hacksaw was in the car, and the unspoken rest of that communication…use it and leave. Your choice. 
 
    And, I have to tell you, my heart was in my throat. I loved my husband. Drunk or not, he was the one I had vows with. He was the one I had had a child with. 
 
    “But…you…I…” Suddenly he threw up his hands and stomped out of the kitchen. Which was funny in itself. He was almost falling in the heels, had no balance whatsoever. 
 
    Chelsea and I sat there, the survivors of a storm, and Chelsea spoke for both of us when she muttered, “Whew!” 
 
    “It’s just beginning,” I assured her. 
 
    I was right, because less than thirty seconds later I heard Jim. 
 
    “WHAT THE FUCK! WHAT IS THIS? WHAT THE FUCK!” 
 
    Five seconds later he was in the doorway, holding a pair of panties. “Where’s my underwear?” 
 
    I smiled, and I was actually a little scared so it took a lot of discipline. “That is your underwear.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s cute. Did you buy those, mother?” 
 
    “I did. It’s special sissy underwear. Enough room for his little thing, and all frilly and soft and everything.” 
 
    He was opening and closing his mouth like a fish. And I heard the whisper, “Little thing?” 
 
    I turned to him, faced him squarely, and said in as curt a manner as possible. When you’re drunk you’re little. It hasn’t pleased me for months. No, years.” 
 
    Chelsea blinked, but she kept it together. She managed to sound aghast as she repeated, “Years?” 
 
    “Yes, dear. You know your father has had problems, and they extend to his manhood. Fortunately, he has been so slobbery I haven’t had to endure his attentions.” 
 
    Jim shrunk. You could see it happen. Physically he was five ten. And he was still five ten. Physically. But the real Jim was now about an inch tall. His mouth working, his face red, trying to watch us without being seen himself. 
 
    So I finished him off. “Remember that when you get a husband. Drunken sots make for the worst kind of loving.” 
 
    Dead silence. And into the silence came Chelsea’s chipper voice. “I‘ll remember that, mother.” 
 
    Jim said nothing. He turned, looking like a puppet dancing on strings, all disjointed and awkward, and I stopped him. 
 
    “Jim?” 
 
    He turned, and I have never seen a face like his at that moment. Stricken, pale, quivering, his lips quivering as if to cry, his eyes moist. 
 
    “Did you dry your cock?” 
 
    Chelsea went back to her book, but her ears were up like a rabbit’s. 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “Use my hairdryer and dry your cock off. We don’t want it rotting now, do we?” 
 
    “Do…what?” 
 
    “You should probably dry your heels, too. You don’t want to get all grungy in your toes. Right?” 
 
    “Mother?” 
 
    “Yes, dear?” 
 
    “You should paint them. That will help protect his feet.” 
 
    “Why, dear, that is a marvelous idea!” 
 
    Jim just turned away. Not drunk, not heels, but both of them…but mainly, he was overloaded. Overwhelmed. His mind had taken all that it could. 
 
    When he was gone Chelsea leaned across the table and touched the back of my hand. She was giggling, which started me giggling, and soon we were roaring with laughter. We had not only bearded the lion in his cave, we had effectively tied a bell to his tail. Or, rather, his penis. 
 
    And, in the other room, I knew that Jim was listening, turning eighteen shades of red and wondering what had happened. 
 
      
 
    He didn’t say much for the next couple of hours. He got dressed, and I noted that he had put on the sissy panties, and wandered around the house. Wandered in heels, holding on to walls and casting cursing glances at me. Which I ignored. 
 
    At one point he went into the garage, and I knew what he was doing. 
 
    He was cogitating as to whether to use the hacksaw, or just give in. 
 
    The funny thing was that this was the point which I expected him to drink. He had a major problem, a cock that was being held prisoner, and I expected him to drink so much he needed a funnel. But…he didn’t. 
 
    He just walked around, staggered around, and mumbled things, and stayed away from me. And he avoided Chelsea like she had a gun and was shooting at him. 
 
    Finally, about four in the afternoon, he sought me out. 
 
    “Ann, we’ve got to talk.” 
 
    “We do, eh?” I was working on the computer. “Are you sober enough to talk?” 
 
    He ignored my quip and stated, “I know what you’re doing.” 
 
    “Oh, good.” I waited. 
 
    He blinked a bit. 
 
    “You’re trying to get me to stop drinking.” 
 
    “Bingo. Give that man a prize. Maybe a dose of syphillus. Would you like to win a case of the clap?” 
 
    His face was working, all the muscles were twitching, and he muttered, “It worked. I haven’t had a drink all day. Now get me out of this thing. And take these shoes off.” 
 
    “So sorry. No can do. Was there anything else?” 
 
    His facade broke apart. “Please. I can’t take it. This is cruel and unusual punishment!” 
 
    “So call a cop.” 
 
    “I will! And I can sue you!” 
 
    I grinned. “I didn’t know chastity was a crime. I knew drunkenness could be, but not keeping your pecker locked up.” 
 
    “It’s…it’s false imprisonment! And that’s a felony!” 
 
    “Hmm. I read up on that stuff, you know, and it means you are restrained from moving about. But you can move about all you want. Go on, take a drive.” 
 
    “But…you can’t…” 
 
    “Yes, let’s go to court. I’ll tell the judge how you drive while under the influence and consort with prostitutes. You can tell him that I fix dinner and wash your clothes and take care of you. Yes, I think I’d like to go to court.” 
 
    Chelsea was in the next room and she had overheard the argument. “Hey, mom?” 
 
    “Yes, sweetheart?” 
 
    “Make sure he shows the judge his little weenie.” 
 
    I laughed. “Oh, yes. Proof that you are confined against your will. You can pull your panties down and show him your little fellow.” 
 
    “It’s not little!” he gritted. 
 
    “Is now.” 
 
    I turned away. He stood and tried to figure out what to say, but he was done. 
 
      
 
    An hour later I called him. He was sitting out on the patio, muttering and cursing under his breath. And sometimes over his breath. 
 
    “Jim? Jim, dear. Please come here.” 
 
    He got up and came inside. I was in the kitchen. As he entered the kitchen I placed a can of corned beef hash on the counter.  
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “Dinner. I’m going out. You’re on your own tonight.” 
 
    “What? Where?” 
 
    “Mom’s got a date,” Chelsea pipped in from the other room.  
 
    Jim’s jaw dropped. “You have a date?” 
 
    “I’m going out,” I affirmed. “Dinner, maybe a little dancing.” 
 
    “You can’t go out!” 
 
    I leaned against the sink and pondered, “I can’t go out. Hmm. I think I recall saying that to you. Was it last month? No. It was Valentine’s Day. I expected a little wine and dine, but you said you were working. On a holiday. Then you came home smelling like barf. And you had those panties in your pocket. Hmmm.” 
 
    “I explained that,” he tried. 
 
    “Oh, yes. One of the guys had put them in your pocket for a joke.” 
 
    I walked past him. He staggered after me. My heels went click, click, click. His went clap, clunk, c-c-c-. 
 
    I entered the bedroom, hopped into the shower, and hopped out. He was waiting. 
 
    I forbid you,” he pronounced, as I toweled myself off. 
 
    “What?” I asked, as I started the hair dryer. 
 
    “I SAID…” 
 
    I dried my hair and when he was done I turned the dryer off. I went into my closet and picked out some underwear. He was right behind me. 
 
    “You listen to me, Ann. I am putting my foot down and…” 
 
    As he blathered I slipped into a thong and a shelf bra. My breasts are big, and the nips peaked over the edge most deliciously. 
 
    “Furthermore I don’t appreciate this attitude that…” 
 
    I put on a garter and rolled some stockings up my leg. There is nothing so sexy as clingy clothes encasing you. I picked out a dress, the purple one with the criss cross top. I slipped into it and my boobs threatened to slip right out and flash someone. 
 
    “Ann! Are you listening to me?” 
 
    I put on my make up, special attention to the eyes, and rolled on some red lipstick. 
 
    He gulped. Red lipstick was his weakness. 
 
    I slipped into some heels, my red tootsie toes showed, the straps criss crossed up my ankle. I stood up and asked, “What were you saying, dear?” 
 
    He grabbed my arm then, and turned me to him. 
 
    I grabbed his groin, and I instantly had the upper hand. I growled, “Don’t you ever touch me like that again, or I will rip these little marbles off and flush them down the toilet. 
 
    He was collapsing. He was squeezing pretty hard, and he was feeling the pain. 
 
    I let go and he half collapsed. He put one to the floor and gasped. “You’re my wife.” 
 
    I spun on him. “And you’re my drunk. You dented the car, cheated on me, and I suffered. Well, little man, the high heel is now officially on the other foot.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    And now I was pissed. 
 
    I wasn’t supposed to get mad. Sarah had explained this to me in detail, but I had had enough, and I was pissed, and I couldn’t stop myself. 
 
    I grabbed his ear and lifted him up. I hauled him into the bathroom. I lifted the lid and jerked my gold chain off. 
 
    “Do you know what this is?” 
 
    He eyed the chain. In the loop was a little key. 
 
    “This is the key to your prison. There are only two of them, and I hid the other one.” I dropped the chain, key and all, into the toilet and flushed it. 
 
    He jerked, tried to get down and grab the key, but I had a hold of his ear, and I wasn’t letting go. His hands grasped at air and he moaned. 
 
    “Now, if you give me one more iota of crap I am going to flush the other one down the drain, and you can live a life like a eunuch. No sex. Not even touching your pathetic, little dick. Do you understand me? You have only one chance left to please me, and if you don’t you can kiss your cock goodbye. Do you understand?” I was yelling now, and he was actually shrinking, trying to get his ear out from between my fingers. 
 
    I let go and pushed him, and he fell down. Simply, he couldn’t get his high heeled feet under himself fast enough to catch himself. 
 
    I stood over him, “Now, I want the laundry done when I get home. Furthermore, there are dishes in the sink. And do Chelsea’s laundry, too. Do you understand?” 
 
    That was the moment for him. That was the moment he realized that he had bearded the lion, and the lion had some teeth. 
 
    I stomped out of the bedroom. Click, click, click. Down the hall. I picked up my purse and opened the door, and I just heard Chelsea speaking to him. “Gosh, Dad, you really fucked up.” Then the door was shut and I was getting into the car. 
 
    I backed out and drove down the street. And suddenly I pulled over. I was shaking. I lifted my hands and looked at them. They were shivering like they’d been in ice water for a week. And I was breathing hard, gasping for breath. 
 
    I sat there for a long minute, tried to control my breathing. It was difficult, but I finally managed to get my pulse down, to stop gasping for air. 
 
    And I started laughing. 
 
    I mean, it felt looney tunes. I was sitting in my car, all by myself, laughing hysterically, and that was the moment for me. 
 
    My laughter subsided, my breathing came under control, and I had the big realization. I was horny. 
 
    I hadn’t had sex for months. I had tamped down all desire while I tried to deal with Jim. And now…now I was horny. But it wasn’t Jim that did it. It was controlling him. It was taking charge. It was finally asserting myself and dominating him. 
 
    That was my moment.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    My date was with Sarah, and two of her boys. 
 
    Two. One to trail behind her, dash forward to open doors, and be at her beck and call. And one to trail behind me, open doors, and my mind was officially blown. 
 
    We walked, arm in arm, into Charlie Coyote’s, the swank hot spot in LA, and I asked, “And they’re locked up?” 
 
    “Totally. So if you want to have a good cum….they are very practiced with their mouths.” 
 
    She giggled, and that started me giggling, and we sat down, had our chairs pushed in, and enjoyed a couple of drinks—the boys went for them so fast the waitress didn’t have a chance—and a dinner. 
 
    Then we danced. Fun dancing. Rock and roll, zippity doo dah, and slow. Bodies hugging, feeling every nook and crevice as he swirled me around, kissed my neck, and made me feel like a woman. 
 
    At one point, during a slow dance, I asked, “Sarah hasn’t even mentioned your name.” 
 
    He smile, a bit bashfully, which was cute, and said, “She told me not to tell you my name.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “She doesn’t want you to humanize me.” 
 
    Well, I blinked furiously at that. I asked, “And you’re really in a cage.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am. Want to feel?” 
 
    I nodded, “But…here?” 
 
    He guided us to a corner, turned our bodies and raised his eyebrows. 
 
    I reached into his pants, and panties, and felt his slug throbbing in a cage.  
 
    “Are you trying to get hard?” 
 
    “It’s always trying to get hard. It’s funny, being soft has made me want to get hard harder than anything in my life.” 
 
    I smiled. 
 
    And we danced, and drank some more, and had fun. 
 
      
 
    I walked into the house at 3 in the AM. Jim was sitting in the living room and he leaped to his feet when I strode in. “Where have you been?” He was standing sort of funny and I realized that his feet must be truly aching. He had been in the high heels all day. 
 
    For answer I took off my dress and dropped it on the floor. 
 
    “Ann!” 
 
    I sat down in a chair and raised a foot and wiggled it. 
 
    “Ann!” He tried to sound stern, but it’s hard to be stern when your cock is in a lock and you’re wearing panties and high heels. 
 
    “Take off my shoes,” I suggested happily. 
 
    A big struggle went on in him, but he finally pulled one of my high heels off. He opened his mouth to speak and I raised the other leg. He took off my other shoe. 
 
    I stood up. I was truly shorter than him now, with him having three inches added to his height, but I felt like I was taller. “Oh, Lord, doesn’t it feel good to let your feet breath.” I grinned at him. 
 
    He gritted his teeth and said, “Ann, I asked you—“ 
 
    “Did you do the laundry?” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “You didn’t. Well, you’ve still got a chance. If you get it done before I wake up tomorrow that will suffice. This one time.” 
 
    “Ann, where were you?” His voice was softening, getting even more desperate. 
 
    “I told you. I was out being wined and dined.” 
 
    “With who?” 
 
    “Whoever I want. How’s the drinking? Did you drink tonight.” 
 
    “You know I didn’t!” 
 
    “I know no such thing. Now, I’m going to bed, and if you ever want to get out of prison you’re going to do your chores. I walked past him, then stopped. I turned to him. “And, by the way, we’re going to feminize you tomorrow.” 
 
    “Ann, this has to stop! I’ve got to go to work! You’ve got to stop this!” Tears were leaking out of his eyes. 
 
    “And don’t forget to do Chelsea’s laundry. And you’d better not wake her up when you get it.” 
 
    I was finished with him, and I left him, speechless and brain messed. I took a quick shower, and thought about Sarah’s invitation. Maybe I should have gone home with her. Right now she was doubtless being eaten or fucked, her tits massaged and her nipples pulled, by two, handsome men. 
 
    And what did I have? Huh! I dried myself off and stopped. I could hear Chelsea. 
 
    “What are you doing, Daddy?” 
 
    The mumble of his voice explaining. 
 
    Then: “Oh, well, keep it down. Some people are trying to…Daddy?” 
 
    A mumbled ‘yes.’ 
 
    “You have to do my bras and panties by hand.” 
 
    A raised mumble as he protested. 
 
    “If you don’t I’ll tell mom.” 
 
    Silence. 
 
    The sound of high heels trying to tip toe in the hall, and I covered my mouth so as not to laugh. 
 
    Hand wash her panties? Hah! My baby girl was a genius, and I would have to make sure my dainties were hand washed from here on out. 
 
      
 
    I woke up, felt marvelous, and stretched. 
 
    Next to me Jim snored. And he smelled. Of course he smelled, he was detoxing. Years of used liquor was seeping out of his pores. I turned, planted my feet on his ass, and shoved. 
 
    He flew out of the bed and landed on the floor. His heels went clunk, and he sat up and stared at me. “What…what…” 
 
    “You stink. I don’t want you sleeping in this bed until you stop stinking.” 
 
    “But where will I sleep?” 
 
    Good, he wasn’t arguing, he was trying to find a solution. 
 
    “Make yourself a doghouse outside.” 
 
    Oh, his eyes opened. 
 
    “But right now you need to wash your stink off and fix me some coffee. And there’re bagels in the fridge. I want a bagel and cream cheese, with a warm bagel. I’ll be getting up in a few minutes, and your cock…” I left the rest unsaid. 
 
    I had watched Sarah work her boys the night previous, and she rarely referred to cocks, especially to threaten. She had just perfected this wry look that got instant obedience. 
 
    I turned over and closed my eyes. A few more minutes of beauty sleep. That’s what I needed. I smiled as I dozed, hearing the sound of the shower, then the pitter patter of high heeled feet. 
 
    Lord, I was going to have to teach that boy how to walk. 
 
      
 
    I awoke again, 20 minutes had passed and I slid out of bed, grabbed a peignoir and headed for the kitchen. 
 
    Jim had the coffee hot, and he was just spreading the cream cheese on the bagel. 
 
    “More,” I said. 
 
    He grunted, not very pleasant, and slathered too much cream cheese on the bagel. 
 
    Chelsea sauntered in, tattered robe, yawning. “Good morning Mother. How’s Daddy?” 
 
    “I’m right here,” he groused. 
 
    “Fix Chelsea breakfast,” I snapped. 
 
    He turned and stared. 
 
    “A bagel, dear? Or did you want a big breakfast?” 
 
    “Just a bagel. I went out drinking last night and my tummy is a little tender.” 
 
    Oh, you could have heard a pin drop. Jim was frozen over the counter. Chelsea winked at me and I almost lost it. 
 
    “Hurry up,” I commanded. 
 
    He didn’t say anything, but his thoughts were shouting, and they were not shouting pleasant things. 
 
    He brought me my bagel. I tossed it on the floor. 
 
    He stared at me, open mouthed. “What the fuck?” 
 
    “You know that’s too much, putting on that much cream cheese was your way of revolting. Now do it right. And throw that mess out.” I gestured towards the floor. 
 
    Chelsea was silent like a sphinx, but she was laughing uproariously inside. 
 
    “And now that we’re talking, you need to fix your attitude.” 
 
    “I need to fix…I need to…” He was flabbergasted, blowing a fuse. He stepped over to me and looked down. “That’s it. You take this damned thing off me right now! I’ve had all that I can stand. I’m the master of this house and I won’t put up with all this…this disrespect!” 
 
    That was a moment. Chelsea and I calmly drinking coffee, him throwing a hissy fit. The sun shining in through the window. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. 
 
    Chelsea sneaked a glance up at me. 
 
    He stood there, proud and defiant and waited. 
 
    After a minute he said, “Well?” 
 
    “You have earned a month in that contraption.” 
 
    “What!” He became totally unglued. I mean, like TOTALLY! 
 
    He turned and pounded on the counter with his fist. I could hear silverware rattling in the drawers, dishes clattering on the shelves. The toaster bounced a couple of inches. 
 
    He stomped over to the kitchen door and punched a hole in it. 
 
    Chelsea was frozen, she had never seen Jim like this. 
 
    He ripped open the pantry door and swept out the brooms and mops. He began throwing cans on the floor. He was throwing so hard they burst. Spaghetti here, chili there. 
 
    Then he was out the door, actually screaming, and he was breaking things in the garage. 
 
    “Holy crap,” whispered Chelsea. “Holy fuck!” 
 
    “Language, dear.” 
 
    Sarah had warned me there might be a blow up like this. After all, he was coming down from all the alcohol, and in the middle of that he was readjusting his understanding of himself. He was getting a whole new picture, and adjustment, of how life was going to be. 
 
    He was not in the driver’s seat anymore, and that’s a tough thing for any man. 
 
    But it’s necessary for almost every man. 
 
    Finally, the noises stopped. I heard the sound of the steps down to the garage creak, but the door didn’t open. I realized that he was just sitting there, head in hands, no doubt. Probably crying. Feeling sorry for himself. 
 
    “I’ve got an idea, let’s go out for breakfast.” 
 
    We got dressed quickly, then Chelsea followed me out to the car. Jim didn’t even come out to see us leave. 
 
      
 
    When we got home Jim was cleaning up the mess. And there was a lot of mess. The garbage can was in the garage and it was filled with broken doodads. He had broken tools, old toys, and old clothes were strewn about. That was good. I had been after him for ages to throw stuff out. 
 
    He cleaned the kitchen quickly, and I noticed that he had dented the floor with the cans. Good. I hated linoleum, I wanted tile. 
 
    And I wanted new cabinets now. 
 
    I ignored him and went into the computer room. I worked for an hour, at least called it work. 
 
    In fact I was looking up things like male chastity and feminization. I was having fun, but there was a lot I needed to understand, a lot that Sarah hadn’t had a chance to tell me. 
 
    About noon, he came into the computer room. “Ann, I’m leaving you.” 
 
    On the inside I broke into a thousand pieces. On the outside I nodded and said, “Okay.” 
 
    “Don’t you care?” 
 
    I swiveled to him. “Would my caring stop you from driving while drunk?” 
 
    He blinked, and I actually thought I saw a thought process happening deep in his buttery cranium. 
 
    I swiveled back. I had closed the porn when he had entered and pulled up spreadsheets. I pretended I was reading. 
 
    A minute, then: “So I’m leaving. You can unlock me now.” 
 
    I turned back and considered him. I thought this was a ploy, but the thought that I was betting my marriage on this was real. 
 
    “When the doorknob hits your ass I’ll give you the key. Until then you’re under my roof…you’ll follow my rules.” 
 
    “I’ll be leaving at the end of the month.” 
 
    “I’ll give you the key then.” 
 
    Oh, was he frustrated. “You’ve got to at least unlock the shoes. How can I go to work?” 
 
    “You’re sort of stuck, aren’t you?” 
 
    “What do mean?” his voice dripped with suspicion. 
 
    “You’ve got to go to work to afford to move out, but there’s no way in hell I’m unlocking you. In fact, we’ve just started. Come Monday morning we’re going to feminize you.” 
 
    “But how can I go to work?” 
 
    “You do what I say and I’ll fix that for you.” 
 
    “You’ll fix work,” his mind was stunned. 
 
    “Work won’t be a problem.” 
 
    “You…what…” he stopped talking. He was breathing hard. He had really left the realm of intelligent thought. 
 
    “I…will…fix…work.” I explained. 
 
    He blinked. He shook his head. He turned and walked out. 
 
    I went back to perusing porn. 
 
      
 
    The day went slowly. I read some magazines, Chelsea and I had a little lunch, we watched TV. 
 
    Of Jim there was almost no sign. Every once in a while I heard him banging around in the garage. I didn’t bother to go see what was happening. At three o’clock I made a phone call, then took a drive. I returned in time for dinner. 
 
    Jim had fixed a bowl of hot dogs and beans. Left his dishes in the sink. 
 
    I made dinner for Chelsea and I, and thought. Chelsea asked, “What are you going to do, Mom?” 
 
    I smiled. “Turn up the heat.” 
 
    She stared at me. 
 
    I did the dishes, told Chelsea I needed to be alone for a little talk with Jim, and called Jim. 
 
    He came in from the garage. I caught a glimpse of what he was doing, and it looked like he was making a bed out there. 
 
    “What?” he asked sourly. 
 
    I was wearing a skirt suit, the one I had gone to my three o’clock meeting in. I said, “If you take your clothes off I will tell you something.” 
 
    Well, it took some hemming and hawing. He had to think deeply, but he finally took off his clothes. And what man wouldn’t take off his clothes for a beautiful woman? 
 
    “What?” he asked.  
 
    He was standing buck nekkid except for his high heels and his cock cage. 
 
    “Come here,” I beckoned to his locked cock. 
 
    He edged over to me.  
 
    I took his caged pride in hand and began feeling it. I felt his balls. I said, “Jim, I love blowing your cock. I even love it when your semen shoots down my throat. I love to feel your manliness, but I haven’t felt any lately.” 
 
    He would have left but I had a firm grip on him, and I was kissing his balls. I looked up at him. 
 
    “I know you don’t like this new program, but nothing else was working. And I really want to save your life. I want to feel your cock in me again.” 
 
    I reached up and twiddled his nipples. He sighed. I could feel his cock surging in the tube, struggling to bust its confines and fly free. 
 
    “Now, don’t run away when I tell you this, but look at the calendar.” 
 
    He looked at the calendar hanging on the door to the garage. There were the usual notes and reminders, and a big minus sign right after the numbers. Thirty of them. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “Every minus is a day you are minus sex. It’s a day you’re locked up.” 
 
    “But that’s…” 
 
    “That’s thirty days, as promised. And I am adding one for today. I should give you another month, you have been so nasty, but I know this is tough for you. New tricks for old dogs.” 
 
    He glared at me. 
 
    “You can certainly leave. And you can sleep in the garage, or wherever you want. And when you leave you can drink all you want, see as many whores as you want. Or you can change.” 
 
    “I haven’t had a drink since you put this on,” he blurted. He thought he was making an argument, but he was really just bolstering mine. 
 
    “That’s right. It’s working.” 
 
    He opened his mouth, he closed it. I could actually see him thinking. His pickled brain was actually starting to work again. 
 
    We stood there for another long minute, me stroking him, feeling him, kissing his balls. 
 
    “Can I…is there a way to get rid of some of those minuses?” 
 
    I think at that point I realized what was happening. He was replacing his desire for drink with the desire to have sex. He was actually sober enough to want sex instead of a bottle tilted down his throat. 
 
    “I am perfectly willing to discuss that…” I wasn’t, and I came up with a quick idea, “if you present yourself for a spanking if you are really bad.” 
 
    Man, that one made his cranium ache. But he nodded. And I think he was thinking that he could get through this. 
 
    “But all this feminization stuff.” 
 
    “We’re going to do it.” 
 
    “But why? What does that have to do with me stopping drinking?” 
 
    “To tell the truth, I don’t know, but…it’s working. I’m not going to mess with what’s working.” 
 
    He absorbed that, then: “What about work?” 
 
    “I’ll handle that.” 
 
    “I’ve got to go to work.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “So you’ll let me out of this…this stuff so I can go to work.” 
 
    “I said I’ll handle it.” 
 
    Impasse. No where to go. 
 
    He finally nodded. 
 
    “Excellent.” I stood up and I kissed him.  
 
    He was surprised, and felt the love, when my red lips chewed on his. We made out for a long minute. He began groping my boobs through my suit, and I let him. 
 
    Finally, we broke apart. He was gasping. “Fuck,” he whispered. 
 
    I squeezed his cock. “Are you going to sleep in the garage?” 
 
    Shades of the old, stubborn Jim. “I’ve already made my bed.” 
 
    I nodded. “Very well. I’ll leave some blankets at the foot of the bed. If it gets cold you can sleep down there.” 
 
    “What? Why can’t I sleep in the bed?” 
 
    “I don’t want you waking me up.” 
 
    That was a fun moment. He had made his bed, and now had to lie in it. I added, “when a month is up I’ll let you sleep in bed with me.” 
 
    I was expanding the game, but he didn’t object. He merely nodded. He didn’t reaffirm that he was leaving. He didn’t insist on sleeping in my bed. He accepted it. I think the breakthrough had happened. 
 
      
 
    Monday morning. Jim was up early, I heard him in the kitchen,  and I knew he was worrying. Chelsea was already off to school. 
 
    He had to go to work. And he was wearing high heels.  
 
    Honestly, I don’t think I could get into the real feminization, he was just too wrought up. 
 
    Fortunately, I had a plan. 
 
    7:45. Jim sitting at the kitchen table worrying. He had made breakfast, but I didn’t push him any further. I just told him to sit down and wait. 
 
    “Wait for what?” 
 
    “For me.” 
 
    Jim spun around and every single ounce of blood drained from his face. 
 
    Margaret Spencer. His boss. Middle-aged, but good looking, and always dressed to the nines. 
 
    Jim tried to get up, but she had the advantage. She pushed on his shoulder and he couldn’t get up. 
 
    “Let me go!” He whispered, and his face, so recently drained of blood, was turning red. Every single ounce of blood was clamoring to get  back into his face. 
 
    Margaret didn’t let him up. I moved in to block his ext, and she sat down opposite him. 
 
    “Jim,” she took his hands and held them.  
 
    He was quivering, shaking, face red, mortified. 
 
    “Jim, listen to me. Get over it and listen to me.” 
 
    It took a long moment, but he finally started listening. 
 
    “When you came to the company you were top dog, a rip roaring salesman without peer. Now you’re a drunk. Your sales are down, I’ve had complaints, and I was going to fire you. 
 
    “Fire me…but…what’ll I do?” 
 
    “I said was. I talked to Ann yesterday, and she said you hadn’t had a drink for three days. She explained about the situation, and I’m willing to help.” 
 
    “You…you are?” 
 
    “Of course I am. Not only are you a great salesman, when you’re sober, but you’re a nice human being.” 
 
    “What are you….what are you…” 
 
    “What am I going to do? I put out an office memo. This morning. Janice?” 
 
    One of the girl’s from Jim’s office rounded the corner and held out a memo.  
 
    Jim went through the whole red-faced shrinking thing again, then he read the memo. 
 
    “What? But…you can’t…” 
 
    “There’s only two men in your section, including you. Jeremy is gay. I’ve already talked to him and he doesn’t mind wearing a dress. Do you think he’s going to make fun of you? And even if he did…I’d fire him for harrassment. Jim, he thinks this therapy is a great idea.” 
 
    “He does.” A flat statement, a thonk on the head, a ‘what is this world I’m living in?’ moment. 
 
    “So I brought the girls in your section over, and we’re going to spend the morning feminizing you, and then we’re going to go to work. And you’re coming. The girls will be on your side. They will watch out for you. And you will behave yourself. No more drinking. Is that clear?” 
 
    Jim nodded. I don’t think he was capable of speech. 
 
    “Ok, girls?” 
 
    A half a dozen girls crowded into the kitchen. How they had managed to be quiet for so long I don’t know, but now they were chattering and talking and even hugging Jim. 
 
    “This is going to be so much fun.” 
 
    “You’ve got great skin.” 
 
    “We need to get him a wig!” 
 
    Margaret stood up and smiled down at Jim. 
 
    Jim was red, and he was befuddled, but there was also something else happening in him. 
 
    I saw, for the first time in years, an inner smile. And I realized that he had not only had this drinking problem, but he had inner demons tormenting him. And they had been laying waste to him, squashing him, making him a very unhappy man. It was likely that these inner demons were what was really driving him to drink. 
 
    I saw a hint of the old Jim. The happy man who had married me. The fellow with the wry wit that made everybody chuckle and laugh. 
 
    “Jim,” Margaret said. “I’m going now. You do everything the girls say, and I’ll see you at the office this afternoon. Are we clear?” 
 
    Everybody got quiet, and he managed to say, “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    Margaret smiled at me, and left. 
 
      
 
    The girls stripped Jim naked and oohed and awed at his chastity tube. They each insisted on handling it, giggling, and telling me what a great idea it was. A couple of them asked where I had gotten it. It was obvious they were planning on springing a little surprise for their boyfriends. 
 
    They shaved him. His whole body, and I could tell that Jim liked it. All these females cackling over him, touching him softly, saying nice things. 
 
    Feeling his manhood. 
 
    Then the underwear. He already had panties, but they put him in a bra, and one of the girls had a pair of falsies—“My aunt’s,” she explained—so they filled his bra.  
 
    He looked so funny, staring at the mirror and actually looking a little proud of his bosoms. 
 
    Then they put on the garter and hose, threatened him with a corset (which they delivered on a week later), and put him in a dress. 
 
    Oh, Lord. He actually looked good, for a man with a woman’s body. 
 
    Then they pulled out the make up. Moisturizer, primer, foundation,…eyes and mascara, lipstick. 
 
    And Jim didn’t look like a man with a woman’s body. He looked like a woman with a man’s haircut. 
 
    I have no idea who gave him the wig, but suddenly he was long haired and ready to go. 
 
    “Okay, girls,” I held the door open as they escorted Jim out. “Have fun.” 
 
    Oh, they would. 
 
    I closed the door and leaned against it. I felt an odd sense of relief. And it wasn’t just relief that he was going with the program. It was something else, and my mind nibbled on it for a second, but just when I thought I had it figured out… 
 
    knock knock. 
 
    I opened the door. It was Jim. The girls were behind him, grinning like fools. He said, “I just wanted to say I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Yes, you are,” I grinned. Everybody laughed, then they really were off for work. 
 
      
 
    Work went well. Margaret called me that afternoon, said Jamey—that was their new name for him—was doing well. 
 
    When he came home that evening he was glowing. Positively glowing. 
 
    He talked about work, he talked about girls, he talked about customers. 
 
    And, finally, he stood up and said, and I’m not kidding. “I’m sorry. I’ve been talking your ear off and I need to make dinner.” 
 
    So he made dinner, and we talked some more, and I had a glass of wine. 
 
    He stared at it, stared at me, and he grinned. “You’re testing me.” 
 
    I nodded, and smiled. I said, “Jim, you realize that from here on out we’re going to have a female led relationship.” 
 
    He sobered. “I guess so.” 
 
    I could see his cogitations going round and round inside his head, and I finally told him what I had figured out about his drinking. 
 
    “Jim, there’s always an underlying problem when it comes to drinking. Maybe the world is too much, work is too much, maybe something else. Maybe even the wife is bitch.” 
 
    “No,” he said emphatically. “All you’ve tried to do is help me.” 
 
    I raised my hand. “But it can happen. There can be any other number of reasons for a man being driven to drink.” 
 
    He frowned. He suspected where I was going. 
 
    “So what do you think your underlying problem is?” 
 
    “Well…I honestly don’t know.” 
 
    “You stopped drinking, instantly, when I took control.” 
 
    “Well, yeah.” 
 
    “And you really stopped drinking, my theory, when you had to wear high heels, and I threatened you with feminization.” 
 
    His eyes were big. He was making connections. “You don’t think…” 
 
    “I do. Jim. You’ve got a deep rooted desire to experience being a woman.” 
 
    A sound came from him. It was a sigh, but a big one, like all the air had been let out of the tire, and pretty damned fast. 
 
    We were silent for a couple of long minutes, and he just stared at me. 
 
    “You came out of college, all macho and ready to go. But the harder you worked the more this little thing niggled away at you.” 
 
    “And you think I wanted to be a woman.” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    A long pause. He was REALLY thinking. 
 
    “Look at yourself. All dressed up, make up, boobs…and I haven’t seen you this happy in years. Years!” 
 
    “My, God,” he whispered. 
 
    “Now, I don’t know how far you want to take this. Hormones, surgery, whatever. But whatever happens, I’m on your side. We’ll just have to ride it out. But there is one thing I want to do.” 
 
    “Besides spank me?” 
 
    I grinned. “Two things.” 
 
    He wasn’t grinning, he was absorbing, changing, coming to grips with himself. “What?” 
 
    “Come with me,” I put out my hand and he took it. I led him back to the bedroom. I went to my dresser and I took out a strap on. I buckled it around my waist and screwed the dildo into the socket. 
 
    Jim stared with big, owl eyes. “Are you going to put that in me?” 
 
    “Yes,” I answered firmly. 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    I waited. 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “You can say no, but I think this is what you really want, at the end of the day.” 
 
    “What if I say no.” 
 
    “Then you say no, and my theory, that you want to be a woman, is unproven, and you will live in a sort of frustrated mystery.” 
 
    “And if I say yes?” 
 
    “Then I will be as gentle as I can be when I take your cherry.” 
 
    “Wow.” Pause. “What if I want something in return?” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “I don’t know. But I think you want to do this, and there’s got to be a trade off in here somewhere.” 
 
    The trouble was he was right. And the double trouble was that I would have given him anything to be able to do this. He could have gotten the key to his chastity tube. He could have erased a month of minuses. Hell, I would have sucked his cock. I really wanted to do this. 
 
    “So what do you want?” 
 
    He was having trouble breathing, and he was eyeing my cock. 
 
    “A favor to be named later.” 
 
    I made myself nod. 
 
    “Okay. How do you want to do this?” 
 
    “Get up on the bed, all fours.” 
 
    “Don’t you want to let me out?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    I held my breath and prayed that he didn’t want that for his favor to be named later. 
 
    He turned around and knelt on the edge of the bed. He was the perfect height and I moved up behind him. 
 
    “You’ll be gentle?” 
 
    “Yes.” I slathered his rectum with lube. I rimmed him and he groaned. I stuck two fingers in him and worked them around. Lots of lube. 
 
    I placed the head of my cock to his butt and pulled his cheeks to the side as I pushed in. The head popped in and he gasped. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” He whispered. 
 
    I held to his hips and made him stay still. It wasn’t hard, it felt good to him. And if my theory was true then there was a big part of him that wanted this. 
 
    I began to saw, very slowly, in and out. 
 
    “Oh, fuck…oh, fuck…” he kept whispering. 
 
    Slowly, I built up speed. He held his position, and even began to push back a little. 
 
    Shortly we were huffing and puffing. I was shocked at how easily he had adapted to this. I don’t think he was thinking at all. He was just enraptured, living the dream, feeling feelings he had denied for his whole life. 
 
    After about ten minutes he said, “It’s starting to hurt.” 
 
    I immediately pulled out. “Just lay there,” I pushed his butt and he laid across the bed. 
 
    I went to the bathroom and got a towel. I soaked it with hot water and went back. I gently cleaned him up, and I saw a big patch on the bed under his cock. 
 
    “You came,” I said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “There’s a big patch of sperm right under where your cock was.” 
 
    “How could that happen? I didn’t have an orgasm.” 
 
    “I must have pressed on your prostate, forced your sperm out.” 
 
    “Well…well…I feel pretty good.” 
 
    “How good?” 
 
    I turned him over and wiped his cock and balls. He groaned at the sensation. “I feel loose, relaxed, and warm. Like I came.” 
 
    “But you didn’t cum.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “Well, I have a feeling you’re going to be supremely frustrated tomorrow.” 
 
    “As if I’m not already.” 
 
    “Not like you’re going to be,” I quipped. 
 
    He smiled, then: “I decided what I want.” 
 
    Oh, crap. I kept my face solemn and asked, “What?” 
 
    Here it comes. He’s going to ask to get out. He’s going to ask for the feminization to stop. He’s going to— 
 
    “Keep doing this to me. Pay no attention to my complaints. You’re the female…so lead me.” 
 
    I didn’t move. I could feel myself flushing, and realized that his words had caused me to have a mini orgasm. Oh, crap. He was in for it now. If I could cum just from bullying him… 
 
    “Can I sleep in here tonight?” 
 
    I looked at him. So hopeful, figuring he had earned brownie points. but he had given his favor away. he had used it up. 
 
    I slapped his balls and said, “Get the fuck out.” 
 
    So he did. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    In this amazing story Grace Mansfield has crafted a true classic. 
 
    Silithia is a Gypsy. Small in stature, diseased, looked down upon by the whole world, she yet rises to heights never imagined by man. And now man has to pay the price. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Honey, we’ve got to talk.” 
 
    I could see his shoulders raise up, his head go down. Whenever we heard those words on TV we knew some gal was going to talk some guy’s head off. End of action and adventure and fun and stuff, beginning of…the bitch. 
 
    “I’m a little busy right now.” He started to get up, and I grabbed his sleeve and tugged him back. He fell back on the sofa, would have tried to get up again, but I had him. 
 
    By the balls. 
 
    Not to be crude, but the way to a man’s heart is not through his stomach. It is through his testicles. And penis. And his desire to squirt his little seed into a woman’s womb. 
 
    Truth. 
 
    “Aw, come on. I need to…” 
 
    But his words were weak, especially since I was squeezing and fondling and loving his most precious body part. 
 
    I pushed him back and sat on him. 
 
    His erect penis poked up at me. The head pushed against his pants, against my pants, and rubbed against my slit. 
 
    Oh, yeah. This was the part of the argument that I liked. 
 
    “Randy, look around.” 
 
    His eyes were wild, he was already trying to lift his pelvis into me, and he was liking this ‘little talk.’ 
 
    We were in our living room. Our apartment living room. With thin walls through which we could hear the neighbors talking. And making love at night. And even when their refrigerator door opened. 
 
    He looked at the threadbare couch, the prints on the walls, the lamp that had a burned out bulb. 
 
    “So?” 
 
    I unzipped him, reached in, and…stood up. 
 
    “Hey!” he yelped as he quickly leaped to his feet. 
 
    I dragged him into the kitchen. “Look at this place.” 
 
    Thin pots and pans, all dented and burnt. Silverware from eight different sets. All manner of bowls. 
 
    “This is shabby!” 
 
    “It’s for cooking! It’s supposed to look like this!” 
 
    I dragged him into the bedroom. “Is this the way things are supposed to be?” 
 
    The bed was saggy, a plague on our backs. Our pillows were old. There were stains on the drapes and even a hole in one wall. 
 
    “Wanna, make love?” he grinned, reaching for me. 
 
    I squeezed, and amorous thoughts gave way to excruciating pain. 
 
    “OW!” His knees buckled. 
 
    I threw him on the bed. 
 
    He lay on his back and looking up, and massaged his poor pecker. “You don’t have to—“ 
 
    I jumped on him. I sat on him, fitted my pussy, encased in jeans as it was, on his erect penis. “I’ve had enough of this squalor.” 
 
    He stared up at me, sourly. He complained. “I work all day and—“ 
 
    “And you don’t bring home enough. You’re happy in a go nowhere job, and our lives are wasting away.” 
 
    “So why don’t you go out and get a job.” 
 
    His sore point. I stayed home and wrote books, and made a pittance on the net, and he went to work. Obviously, he wanted me to get a pick and shovel and work construction. 
 
    I ground down on him. He liked that. “I work all day long. And I will make money with my writing. But I shouldn’t have to. The man is suppose to make the living. He is supposed to be the king of his castle, and the woman is supposed to be the queen!” 
 
    “But, I—“ 
 
    “Does this look like a castle?” 
 
    “Well, I—“ 
 
    “So we are going to make some changes around here.” 
 
    “What kind of changes?” he asked, the picture of suspicion. 
 
    “If you can’t be the king of your castle, then I will be the queeen of your castle.” 
 
    I pushed back, slid off him. I began to undress. 
 
    His eyes opened, his second mind now fully engaged. 
 
    I took off my shirt and let him see my rather large bosoms. They were encased in a sturdy bra, but that was okay. Sometimes men are more turned on by what they can’t see, what they can only imagine, than the real thing. 
 
    Silly men. 
 
    I slid out of my jeans. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” he muttered, his eyes locked on me like a heatseeker missile. 
 
    I stripped out of my panties and bra and walked into the bathroom. 
 
    He waited. 
 
    I stepped into the shower. 
 
    He had visions of me coming out all clean and laying down for him. 
 
    I scrubbed my body, shaved a few parts, and shampooed my hair. 
 
    When I came out of the shower he was naked, laying odalisque style, on his side with his head propped on one arm. His lascivious grin so wide it near split his face in two. His penis was erect and bouncing with lust. 
 
    I put on a pair of panties, and his eyes blinked. 
 
    I grabbed a fresh bra and slipped into it. 
 
    “Hey, what are you doing?” 
 
    I adjusted the bra. It was a half bra and my nips pointed outward. I put on a blouse and a skirt. 
 
    “I thought we were going to…to…” 
 
    “The queen doesn’t spread her legs for peasants,” I spoke haughtily, as if I was too good for him. 
 
    He swung around and sat, his hard penis all ready with nowhere to go. 
 
    “But…I thought…we were…” 
 
    I dried my hair, which effectively shut out his whining voice. When I was done and sitting at my make up table he started in again. 
 
    “Honey, I thought we were going to talk, and talk is a four letter word, and so is fuck, so I thought—“ 
 
    While he blathered I primed and foundationed, did my eyes, and colored my lips. 
 
    Red. His favorite color. The color he would most like to see on his cock. 
 
    I stood up and looked in the wall mirror. “How do I look?” I asked, smoothing my skirt. 
 
    “Honey? What is going on?” He was on his feet now, standing next to me, and he was so horny his cock was actually dripping pre-cum. 
 
    Silly, horn dog man. 
 
    I turned to him. 
 
    “You might be happy with the way things are. You laugh and joke with your dim witted friends all day, and you drink cheap ass beer on the weekend and go all crazy for a bunch of politically incorrect millionaires who kick around the skin of a pig. I, however, am destined for better things. 
 
    “But, I don’t…” 
 
    I put a finger to his lips. A sexy, red tipped finger. I reached down and grabbed his drippy friend. 
 
    “Honey, I am destined to be wined and dined, drive the best cars, live in a mansion. Are you?” 
 
    “Well, uh…yeah.” 
 
    It was a weak acknowledgement. It was a word blurted out because he had to say something and he had no idea what to say. 
 
    “Good. Then wait up for me. The news at eleven.” 
 
    I turned and walked out of the bedroom, out of the apartment, down the corridor and stairs, into the parking lot, into my car, and…zoom. 
 
    I had no doubt that Randy was stilling standing, gape mouthed, in the bedroom. Staring at his poor, deprived cock and wondering what had happened. 
 
    Silly man. 
 
      
 
    The meeting took place in a classroom in a local high school. There were a couple of teenagers lurking the halls, even this time of night, and they stared as I strolled passed. It was like they had never seen a big breasted, round bottomed, high heeled bitch. 
 
    Silly teenagers. 
 
    I found the room at the end fo the hall and walked in. 
 
    “Amy!” I was greeted by my friend, Susan. We air kissed and hugged and she began introducing me to her friends. She was the one who had gotten me all wound up about being the queen of my castle. After a couple of weeks of talking to her I was ready for a change. She had only been involved in this group for a month, but she already knew her way around. 
 
    I met the leader of the group, a few of the ladies, was handed a cup of coffee, with real beans! Not the MickyD swill, but hand picked beans lovingly ground and…and it was delicious. 
 
    “Okay, ladies. If you can have a seat.” 
 
    The leader of the group was a middle-aged matron name of Barbara. I say middle-aged, but she presented herself with zest and elan. Her body was in a great shape, trim and slim and big boobed. Her face had few wrinkles and was perfectly made up. In short, she was the picture of a woman who ran her world the way it should be run. 
 
    “Welcome all, and let me get right to the point. Men have proved quite incompetent in ruling the world. How many of you have enough money? How many of you have your own homes? Drive the latest model of cars?” 
 
    She smiled a broad smile. 
 
    “Now before you chide yourself for pinching pennies and cutting out coupons, let me tell you that I was once where you are. I was victim to a husband who was happy being a go along sluggard. He had no real ambitions, he was happy to drive his ten year old beater, he scratched himself, drank beer on the weekends, and I, like a fool, put up with it. 
 
    “I lay down and spread my legs, rewarding the doofus for his lack of ambition, instead of grabbing the horse by the cock and smacking him on the head and letting him know who was boss.” 
 
    I liked these words. They described my situation perfectly, and I could see other ladies nodding their heads and mumbling in agreement. 
 
    “So I took control. I chastised him. I feminized him, and I made him into a woman.” 
 
    My jaw dropped. I thought I was going to learn things about making money. Her talk of spreading her legs was bold, but I could handle that. But…chastity? Feminization? That stuff was for perverts. 
 
    I looked around surreptitiously. I could see frowns, but nobody stood up and walked out. Okay. Let’s see what else this gal had to say. She did present herself as a success, and success breeds. Maybe I should listen. I gave her my attention. 
 
    “The theory is quite simple. You, the ladies, want something better. They, the men, don’t. So the obvious conclusion is that women are superior to men. We aren’t willing to be part of a ‘good, old boys’ club.’ We aren’t willing to settle for the lesser things in life. And the solution is obvious. 
 
    “Now men can’t really be women. At least, not without drugs and surgery. But they can become like women, and when they do they start to think like women, they start to appreciate the finer things in life. They start to want better houses and cars, to go to the best nightclubs, to live life as it was meant to be lived. 
 
    “So, the theory is simple, to elevate men we must take away their ability to spew their seed out willy nilly. This one thing reduces them from being so damned manly, and makes them, finally, able to listen. 
 
    “Then you must change their apparel, their manners, their very way of looking at life. Withholding sex gives you a lever that will move worlds…and it’s fun!” 
 
    Next to me Susan let out her breath. I glanced at her, her eyes were shiny, her lips parted and she was breathing heavily. 
 
    Tell the truth, I was feeling the heat, too. 
 
    “So let’s discuss this idea, of withholding sex, of chastity and feminization. Let’s give you the tools to rule your world. Are you with me?” 
 
    There was a mutter of agreement that was sincere and intense. 
 
    “Okay, the first thing you have to do is…” 
 
      
 
    I got home at midnight. I was tired, it had been a long day, but I was elated. 
 
    Randy was up. Waiting for me. He was wearing a robe, and I knew he had nothing on underneath it. 
 
    Silly man. 
 
    “Where have you been?” He was on his feet instanter, and in my face. 
 
    Good. In my face is fine. Barbara had explained that the mistake most women make is not using their basic tools, and even deliberately and cruelly abusing them. 
 
    Or, in other word, you catch more flies with honey. 
 
    I kissed him. I plastered my mouth against him, I fused my body with his, and he could feel my curves flattening out on him. 
 
    And, of course, he responded. 
 
    His dick had been a chub, just half hard, but now it was a sproinger. BOING! Out there. Pointing like an arrow. 
 
    I reached down and stroked him and, poor, deprived man, his penis started to drool. 
 
    I broke the kiss, and asked, “Is my big, strong man horny?” 
 
    “Oh, baby…if you only knew.” His eyes were glazed, his breath was hot, his chest was heaving. 
 
    “Oh, I do.” I patted his cheek and walked into the bedroom. 
 
    “Hey!” He followed me in like a well trained dog. 
 
    I began taking off my clothes. 
 
    He sat on the bed and smiled. 
 
    “Unfortunately for you,” I said, as I hung up my skirt, “I am totally and utterly beat. Maybe tomorrow.” 
 
    His mouth opened, his eyes blinked, “But…I’ve been waiting?” 
 
    “Me too, lover.” I hopped into bed. “Turn out the lights.” 
 
    He stood for a second. I ignored him, rolled on my side, scrunched the pillow, and closed my eyes. 
 
    Finally, he turned off the lights and slipped onto his side. 
 
    And put his arms around me. I could feel his more intelligent half poking me between the buns. 
 
    I shifted back and rubbed my buns over his manhood. “Mmm. You’ve got such a nice dong.” 
 
    “But…honey, are you really that tired?” 
 
    I rolled over and grabbed his erect cock. “Well, I could play with it for a while.” 
 
    He didn’t complain as I stroked his shaft and played with his balls. I kissed him passionately, then said, “And don’t cum. I don’t want this bed to be a mess.” 
 
    “I sort of wanted to cum in you.” 
 
    “That’s still a mess. No. Don’t cum. Hold it for a while,” and I pushed him away and rolled over. 
 
    “But…hey!” 
 
    “Now, honey,” I murmured sleepily, “You don’t want me to make love when I don’t want to, when I’m this tired. It wouldn’t be any fun for me. And you don’t want that.” 
 
    “Well, I…” 
 
    Typical man, he didn’t care as long as he got his rocks off. Well, my sweet, those days are done. When he pushed up against me this time, with his harder than a rock cock, I pushed him away. 
 
    Silly man. 
 
      
 
    The next day dawned, and I yawned, stretched, and he was all over me. Kissing, slobbering, not even caring about morning mouth. 
 
    “Heysoos,” I complained in a cheerful manner. “What? Did you stay awake all night?” 
 
    “For you I’d stay awake all winter!” 
 
    I giggled and pushed him away. I reached down and grabbed my favorite weapon and stroked it. “Doesn’t this thing ever run down?” 
 
    “Not when you’re around.” 
 
    “Excellent,” I said, and I slipped out of his grasp and out of bed. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    I stood next to the bed, hand son my hips, and watched him with a smile, “We’ve got to talk.” 
 
    “Oh, fuck.” He actually rolled over, faced away from me. 
 
    “Well, if you would rather not,” I headed for the shower. I like showers. 
 
    I barely had the water hot before he slipped into the shower with me. He soaped my body and I soaped his cock. 
 
    “Somebody wants to talk, after all.” 
 
    “Absolutely,” he pushed his soapy penis through my hands. 
 
    I tried to hold him steady, but he was too well lubricated I finally stopped his surging hips by grabbing his balls. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” the breath just whistled out of him. 
 
    “Honey,” I said. “We’re going to have a Female Led Relationship.” 
 
    “Yeah, sure.” His eyes opened. “What’s that?” 
 
    “I’m in charge.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
    I stroked his shaft again. “It means that I call the shots. I make the decisions.” 
 
    “And what do I do?” 
 
    “What you’re told.” 
 
    “I don’t think I—“ 
 
    “Do you like this?” I squeezed his shaft for emphasis. 
 
    “Uh, oh…yeah.” 
 
    “Then you’d better do what I say. Now rinse off and get to work.” 
 
    I stepped out of the shower, and I grinned when I heard him wail in protest. 
 
    I was wearing a peignoir, with my half bra and panties, when he entered the kitchen. 
 
    I had fixed a good breakfast. Some day I wouldn’t, some day he would fix the breakfast, but little steps had to be taken before I had him housebroken. 
 
    “Wow,” he said, reaching out for me. 
 
    “Easy, tiger. Eat up. Sex comes later.” 
 
    He sat down with a frown, then smiled. Bacon and eggs, waffles with lots of butter and syrup. just the way he liked it. 
 
    I sat down opposite him. “Honey, how long have you been working at Rod’s Car Shop?” 
 
    He shrugged. “Couple of years.” He chewed like a caveman, but that was all right with me. 
 
    “And you’re the best mechanic he has.” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “You’ve reached the point where you can just listen to a car and know what’s wrong with it.” 
 
    He nodded. He was gobbling. He was in hog heaven, literally. 
 
    And I thought, sex and food. And that’s all there is. 
 
    Oh, I knew there was more, but right then, watching him abuse his table manners, you can’t blame me my thoughts. 
 
    “How long have you been talking about starting your own business?” 
 
    He stopped chewing and eyed me. “So that’s what this is about.” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    He sighed. “I’m not quite ready, yet.” 
 
    “And I’m not quite ready to spread my legs and fuck you till your bone near falls off.” 
 
    His jaw dropped. 
 
    I was smiling, had delivered a death knell, and he opened his mouth to— 
 
    “Oops, look at the time! You’ve got to hurry or you’ll be late!” 
 
    I pushed a bag of lunch into his hands and shoved him towards the door. 
 
    He was trying to think of something to say, trying to get on top of the situation, but I had already delivered the coup de grâce. 
 
    I opened the door and pushed him out. Sam Randall, our neighbor, was just walking past and he got a full view of my charms. 
 
    “Hey!” Randy blurted. 
 
    I laughed. “Somebody might as well enjoy me…if you’re not going to.” I closed the door. 
 
    All was silent, and I knew he was just standing there, wanting to come back in, to have it out, to…get his cock roasted. 
 
    Then I heard his footsteps down the hall. 
 
    Silly man. 
 
      
 
    Feminizing a man, taking away his manhood by chastity, is a delicate process. It can be done easily by any woman, but the woman has to remember one crucial thing. The man has to want it. And how does he want it? When his cock takes charge and starts making the decisions. 
 
    So I had to think things through, read up on the whole procedure, make plans, and that sort of thing. 
 
    I couldn’t be a bitch, even if I was. I had to be the sexy siren luring him to his…betterment. 
 
    And it would be betterment. He would get new goals, achieve new heights, and he would be better. And here’s something that a lot of women don’t understand, one of the goals of feminism is a man’s betterment. 
 
    Hey, it’s not a matter of who wears the pants, it’s a matter of both parties functioning at a higher level. 
 
    Anyway, I had a lot of reading to do, and planning, and in addition to the aforesaid matters I had to write 5,000 words, do my marketing and publishing, and keep myself producing. 
 
    I didn’t make a lot, I was just beginning, but I was on an upward trend. It’s just a matter of persistence, educating yourself, and making your own good luck. 
 
    So I worked, and I didn’t even take time to change my peignoir for clothes. Which was good. It made me feel sexy, and powerful, and that translated into my writing, and even spurred me to go the extra mile when I researched what was needed for a guy to open his own garage. 
 
      
 
    Five o’clock came before I knew it, and I ran for the bedroom. Randy would be home in 15, and I wanted to be ready for him. 
 
    I put on a tummy shaper with straps and rolled my nylons up. I changed my bra for a skimpier one, really held my boobs out. I put on high heels and sat down at my make up table. I worked quick, and when I heard the door opening I was ready. 
 
    He stepped into the living room, and I sauntered out of the bedroom, and his eyes popped. 
 
    “Holy heysoos with a flat tire on his Rolls Royce!” 
 
    “Hello, honey. I missed you.” And with that I launched myself at him. Voracious kisses as I tried to suck his tongue right out of his mouth. I dropped to my knees and tried to suck his cock right off his body. 
 
    He moaned, was REAL close, and I stood up and said, “Sit down at the table and I’ll get dinner.” 
 
    Dazed, he sat down, and I put ice cubes in a glass, half filled it with bourbon, and half with Coke. It was a ‘Coke High,’ and he loved them. 
 
    “Wow. What’s the occasion?” He sipped. 
 
    “This,” I tossed the business plan on the table. 
 
    He looked at the half dozen pages I had typed out…and his eyes rolled. “You expect me to read this? I’ve had a long day and…” blah, blah, blah. 
 
    While he talked I opened the fridge, pulled out a couple of rib eyes, and slapped them in a pan. While they sizzled I sat down across from him and sipped at my own Coke High. 
 
    “Honey, I don’t actually want you to read that business proposal.” 
 
    He blinked. “What?” 
 
    “I don’t want you to do anything you don’t want to.” 
 
    “Well, that’s…” 
 
    “I wrote that up for me. It’s not for you.” 
 
    “You’re going to open a garage?” 
 
    “Maybe, but I’ll tell you this…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “If you do read that proposal,” I leaned towards him, almost close enough for kissing, “I will extract one drop of semen from your cock.” 
 
    “What? Wait…what?” 
 
    “One drop of semen. You give me one drop of semen and I’ll let you read my business plan.” 
 
    Well, let me tell you, he was one flummoxed ox. 
 
    He wanted to cum in the worst way. And I was going to let him cum…in the worst way. But his mind was mixing it all up. He saw a drop of sperm as a huge cum. He, with his male mind, didn’t really listen to the fine print. 
 
    “If I read this…your thing, you’ll let me cum.” 
 
    “One drop.” I smiled. He still didn’t get it. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    So he read, and I dropped a delicious steak in front of him and poured him another drink, and he kept reading, and he frowned and…then he was done. 
 
    He stared at the remains of his beef and I asked, “What?” 
 
    “Well, that’s…” 
 
    “Hey, I’m a writer, I do research, but I don’t have roots in reality. So what’s wrong with the proposal?” 
 
    “Well, Rod has a different way of billing vendors. Yours would work, but it’s more ideal than real.” 
 
    “How would you do it then?” 
 
    He explained it while I made him another drink and made mental notes for the revision. 
 
    “What else?” I asked. 
 
    “There’s more efficient ways of…” and he continued with a sort of blank-eyed lecture as he took apart my business plan. 
 
    And I marveled. Barbara had lectured us on the differences between men and women, and I could see it now. Heck, I had lived with this man for years, and I was only now starting to see him. 
 
    Men are strange creatures. They are silly with their obsession with peckers and pussies, but when you can actually get them to focus on something, holy crap! They start throwing distractions to the side, obsess, and march on a straight line. 
 
    Great for armies and industry, but…how to get them focused? 
 
    And you know the answer. Sex. 
 
    Get them to look at work and think sex and you can’t stop them. 
 
    An hour later he had several sheets of paper out, had fixed my proposal, and suddenly looked up. “You bitch,” he said. But it was a flat statement, no animosity. He had been played, and he knew it, but it was for his betterment, so how could he get grumpy? 
 
    “Yes, I am. But I’m your bitch.” 
 
    He stared at me. His one track mind suddenly derailed—heck, he had accomplished his objective, making my theory into a working plan—and he was back on the other track. The sex track. 
 
    “Let’s fuck.” 
 
    “I’ve got a better idea.” 
 
    “What?” He was breathing hard, ready for his reward. 
 
    “Come with me.” 
 
    I grabbed him by his handle and manhandled him into the bedroom. He was on his tip toes, harder than a crow bar and ready to pry my legs apart. But I wasn’t having any of that. 
 
    “Lay down.” 
 
    I got on the bed, on his back. His manhood pointed towards the high ceiling. 
 
    I knelt next to him and took a hold of his cock. I stroked it, felt the veins throbbing. With my other hand I gripped his balls. 
 
    “Oh, God,” he blurted. 
 
    “Been a while, eh?” 
 
    “Forever.” 
 
    Which made me giggle. It had only been a couple of days. But, then, men are inexhaustible. Right? 
 
    I stroked him quietly. He reached for my breasts and I moved so he could access them. I managed to keep stroking, and enjoyed the feel of his fingers on my nipples. 
 
    “Oh, man,” he breathed. 
 
    I eased off. “Too close, tiger. We have to make this last.” 
 
    “You make it last, I need to get off.” 
 
    “Spoken like a true idiot,” I grinned. 
 
    He laughed, and groaned. “Oh, fuck.” 
 
    He backed away from the big O and I resumed stroking. 
 
    “Do you remember when I said we were going to have a female led relationship?” 
 
    I could feel a bit of back off in him. He wanted to cum. 
 
    “That means I’m in charge of everything, and especially your sex.” 
 
    He was silent. 
 
    “Do you like this?” 
 
    “Yes,” with tons of unsaid thoughts. 
 
    “Do you like when I play with you like this?” 
 
    No brainer. “Yes.” 
 
    “Well, this is a female led relationship. This is what happens when you give up control of your sex to me. Do you like it?” 
 
    He gulped. “Yes.” 
 
    He was close, so I backed off. 
 
    “Hey?” But it was weak. He knew I wasn’t going to leave him high and dry. 
 
    “I’m not going to make you open a shop.” I resumed stroking. “But if you want to look at it, just look at it, that would be great. It’s not going to hurt to look at the idea, right?” 
 
    “Yeah, but I’m not ready.” 
 
    I smiled and kept working. The shiny, slick skin of his cock felt wonderful in my hands, and I knew he was on the total edge. 
 
    “Then you’re not ready. But when you are ready you’ll really be ready.” 
 
    “But what if I’m never ready?” 
 
    “Then you aren’t. Are you close?” I knew he was. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” he thought I was going to shoot him off. 
 
    I let go. His cock throbbed and pulsed and ripped. 
 
    He stared at me.  
 
    I waited. 
 
    I began stroking again. 
 
    “Oh…uh…” he was right on the edge, and I slowed down, squeezed hard so he wouldn’t suddenly erupt. 
 
    “Have I told you would a studly fellow you are?” 
 
    Now he couldn’t talk. 
 
    “I know I was mean the other night, but I know you work hard. I just want to help you.” 
 
    Nothing he could say to that. His hips started to rise up and I backed off. No way I was going to let him take control of this cum. 
 
    “I love you because you’re a manly man and you let me do this to you. You are letting me do this, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Oh…oh…yeah.” Now he was having a hard time gulping. His whole body was quivering with desire. 
 
    At that point there was so much I wanted to do. I wanted to shape him to my way of thinking, start the feminization, but I had to stop, regroup, take my time. 
 
    One does not build Rome in a day. 
 
    So I kept stroking, and he kept edging closer and closer, and finally it was too much, I knew he was going to cum. 
 
    I stopped stroking. I held him, and I felt the pulse in his cock. I felt  his ball sac contract, I felt the semen moving up the shaft, and I squeezed. 
 
    “AH…ARGH…AH…” 
 
    One drop. 
 
    “LET GO! LET GO!” 
 
    One, shining drop oozing out of his slit, then no more. 
 
    He tried to pry my hands off, but I ignored him. I watched his face contort, turn red. I felt his body lurching, trying to squeeze more out. 
 
    No good. I had him under control. 
 
    After a minute the surges lessened. 
 
    He sank back on the bed. 
 
    I ran my finger over his slit and scooped up the semen. I held it in front of him. 
 
    “One drop,” I said. “As promised.” I tasted my finger and he stared at me. 
 
    Then I lay down on him, hugged him, and we were lost in our own thoughts. 
 
    My thoughts were plans and manipulations. 
 
    His thoughts were…blasted. 
 
    He couldn’t think. He didn’t understand what had happened. He wanted more, but he knew it was done.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “Oh, man. I’m horny.” 
 
    He reached for me, but I was already rolling out of bed. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Time for work, my big man.” 
 
    And he was big. Real big. The ‘extraction’ had only made him. hornier. He still had a full load, and his libido was totally jacked up. 
 
    I hopped in the shower and he was behind me. Literally behind me, his cock poking into my buns. 
 
    “Soap me,” I said, handing handing him the loofah. 
 
    Well, he lathered me up in fine style. He scrubbed my boobs, cleaned my snatch, poked a finger in me, and I was breathing hard, but, baby, I was clean. 
 
    I stepped out and, again, he was right behind me. I held out my arms, “Dry me.” 
 
    He grabbed a towel and near buffed the skin off my body. 
 
    I giggled. I liked being in charge. 
 
    I turned and dried off his cock. 
 
    Lord, it was already leaking pre-cum. 
 
    “Baby, we got to do something about this,” he kissed my neck. 
 
    “And we will, later.” 
 
    “But I need to get rid of this before work. I need…” blah, blah, blah. 
 
    I turned him and pushed him, naked, out of the bedroom. “Go make breakfast.” 
 
    For a second I thought he wasn’t, but he was coming along fine. Barbara had said that men adapt remarkably well, and she was right. He trotted down the hall, pecker bouncing, and I heard him rattling around in the kitchen. 
 
    I put on a flimsy negligee, high heels and make up. Eventually I would remain fully clad, work on his imagination, but in the early stages I had to let him see what he was working for. 
 
    I sauntered into the kitchen, swinging a pair of my thongs on one finger. 
 
    He was mid mix everything, but he turned and stared. His mouth opened at the sight of my jutting breasts. His tongue rolled out like a red carpet at how my nipples were erect. I slapped him in the face with a toss of the thong. 
 
    “What’s this?” He frowned. 
 
    “An experiment,” I said. 
 
    “What kind of experiment?” 
 
    “I’m researching a type of character. I need to know how a man reacts to wearing a thong.” 
 
    “Well, use your imagination.” He held the thong out to me. 
 
    I ignored the thong and grabbed a piece of toast out of the toaster. I sat down and started buttering it. Lots of butter, lots of jelly.  “Imagination works best when you root it in reality. I need you to wear those all day, and tell me how it felt.” 
 
    “I can’t do that!” 
 
    “Why not?” I looked at him levelly. “I help you with a business proposal, the least you can do is help me with a writing concept.” 
 
    “I can’t wear…these!” He held them up like he was afraid to really touch them. “They’re women’s underwear.” 
 
    “Men wear thongs.” 
 
    “Yeah, but I don’t, and these are women’s thongs.” 
 
    “I knew it.” I smiled triumphantly. 
 
    “What? What did you know?” 
 
    “I knew your manhood would be threatened.” 
 
    “My manhood isn’t threatened.” 
 
    “Look at the way you’re acting right now. A little piece of material is terrifying you. It’s like you think that if you put those panties on your cock is going to fall off.” 
 
    Now the funny thing is that while we were talking his pecker was bouncing like a ten year old on a trampoline. It was dripping. I almost mentioned that, but I felt like it would be too soon. His bobbing cock was more of an indication at this point. I didn’t want to scare the poor sap off. 
 
    “My cock is not going to fall off if I put these panties on.” 
 
    “Then do it. Prove it. Prove that you’re a man.” 
 
    He frowned. He couldn’t quite figure out how putting on women’s underwear was going to make him a man. 
 
    I reached over and grabbed his cock. I spoke to it. “Is hims afraid of a little pair of panties?” 
 
    “Cut it out,” but he wasn’t moving away. In fact, his knees were shivering a bit. 
 
    I took the piece of toast I had buttered and jellied and held it up. 
 
    “Is hims hungry?” 
 
    I shook his penis so it went up and down like it was nodding. 
 
    “Hey…” 
 
    I wrapped the toast around his dick and started stroking. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    Butter and jelly and crumbs dripped all over the place. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he repeated, but his tone of voice was becoming desperate. 
 
    I stroked him for a while. I stood up and kissed him, but I didn’t let him hug me. I didn’t want to mess up my negligee. I did let him feel my boobs. And, man, did he feel. 
 
    I pushed him away. “Go clean yourself up. I’ll finish the breakfast.” 
 
    He turned and walked out of the room, he moved like a wind up doll. 
 
    “And if you don’t have that thong on I will be very upset.” 
 
    He stopped at the door and turned. He was conflicted. He wanted to clean up, to follow my instructions, but he also wanted to leap on me and have his way. 
 
    “How upset?” he asked, his throat sounding like a frog was in it. 
 
    I held up a finger. “One drop upset.” I smiled. 
 
    He grinned. He was sweating, messy, ready for another shower, but he was grinning. He liked this game. He turned and headed for the bathroom. 
 
    I quickly cleaned the mess on the floor and finished the breakfast. I had everything on the table when he came back in. He was wearing the thong. 
 
    I smiled. On one hand, he was uncomfortable, his balls hung out the sides, and I was sure his little, brown button was getting massaged. On the other hand, he was horny, and he had done what I had said. 
 
    I smiled. “Oh, baby. That’s sexy.” 
 
    His face was red. “It is?” 
 
    “You’re making me hot. If you didn’t have to go to work I’d jump your bone.” 
 
    “You would,” he sure looked interested in that, and it was overcoming his sense of humiliation. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. My research said this thing of men wearing women’s underwear was sexy, but…wow!” 
 
    He preened. 
 
    “Now sit down and eat. You’re going to be late.” 
 
    He sat, and suddenly he wasn’t shivering like a little boy. In fact, he was almost proud. Proud of his little thong panties. I almost giggled, it was so cute. 
 
    And I realized something. Barbara had hinted at this, and with a big smile, but the reality, woosh. Exerting power over my man was sexy. It was warming. It…made me wet. 
 
    Well, good news for me, I had a vibrator, and as soon as Randy went off to fight the dragon I would be hiding in my cave and doing nasty things to my body.  
 
     
 
    So Randy went off to work, to bust his butt, and to be kinky and horny because of the unfamiliar and even uncomfortable thong he was wearing. 
 
    An hour later I called him. I timed it for his break, so he had the time. 
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Baby?” 
 
    “Are you all right?” 
 
    “I need you.” 
 
    He was silent. 
 
    “You made me so horny this morning, and seeing you in those panties, well, it almost made me cum on the spot.” 
 
    “Really,” he blurted. I could see him in my mind, suddenly proud and pushing his chest out. 
 
    “Really. In fact, you know what I’m doing? Right now?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’m feeling my breasts. My boobs. I’m…oh, my God! That feels good.” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    He would be standing slack jawed now. 
 
    “I’m reaching down to my pussy now. Oh, fuck. It’s wet. It’s really wet. You’ve made me so wet.” 
 
    “Uh…yeah.” 
 
    Hah! That catch in his voice. Somebody was standing near him and he didn’t want them to know he was getting off on dirty, little phone sex. 
 
    “My finger is inside me now.” 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he breathed. 
 
    “You’re in my panties, right now. How does it feel to be in my panties?” 
 
    “Good. It feels…good.” He was breathing hard. No doubt his boner was pushing out at his work coveralls. He probably had to turn a bit to hide his excitement from the other guys. 
 
    “Honey, I know it’s bad, but I need to cum.” 
 
    “Oh…” 
 
    “I need to cum bad. You’ve got me so horny. I can feel your dick in me. Can I cum?” 
 
    “Well, yeah.” Duh. 
 
    “I’m going to, I’m so close, but if I cum now I won’t be so horny when you get home.” 
 
    “”Maybe you’d better wait.” 
 
    “But I can’t!” I whined. “I need to cum now! Tell me to cum now! Please, Randy…please! Tell me to cum.” 
 
    I could feel the wheels going around in his head. He was getting off on this, but…I wouldn’t be horny tonight…but he was getting off on this. 
 
    “Randy!” I’m a great actress, it sounded like I was almost sobbing, like my life would end if I didn’t have an orgasm. 
 
    And, tell the truth, this scene was really working on me. Suddenly I felt like I did need to cum! 
 
    “Please! Help me! Let me squirt!” 
 
    “Okay,” he blurted. 
 
    I didn’t waste time. I was on the edge, and I pushed on over…and was in freefall…high in the sky…a white heat washing through me. “Oh…God! Fuck…fuck…” 
 
    It was real, and he knew it was real, and he listened as I eked out every shiver out of my cum. 
 
    Finally. “Oh, geez. Thank you, honey. You really know how to satisfy a woman!” 
 
    “Ah, yeah.” 
 
    Hah! 
 
    “Now pull up your panties and go to work, my big…BIG, strong man.”               
 
    I hung up the phone, and smiled, and wiped the sweat off my face. Damn, that had been a good one! 
 
    I was going to have to do this again. Maybe for lunch. Could I get off again? I’ll bet I could. I mean, this was hot! 
 
      
 
    Poor Randy. He got home and he was so-o-o…Randy! He was all over me. 
 
    I just giggled and pushed him back. 
 
    “Easy, honey. I’m all fucked out.” 
 
    The disappointment on his face was legend. It was like somebody had just told him he had a dread disease. 
 
    “Now take your clothes off. I want to see that thong while I fix dinner.” 
 
    So we wound up in the kitchen, him naked except for his thong, and me, fully clothed, but quite sexy. My breasts stood out under my blouse, and he couldn’t take his eyes off them. My hips were round and luscious, and he kept placing a hand on my butt. 
 
    I flipped my hair back and he moaned. 
 
    Imagination. I told you. 
 
    “Ow!” I said, and placed a jar back on the counter. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I think I strained my wrist. Let me sit and rub it. Do you mind helping a little?” 
 
    Of course he didn’t, and shortly he was peeling potatoes and shredding cheese and other manly things. 
 
    I nursed my perfectly fine wrist and said, “Maybe I need a little pain reliever.” 
 
    He looked blank. 
 
    I nodded at the bottle of bourbon. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” he smiled happily and poured us a couple of drinks. 
 
    And there I sat, relaxed and comfy, while my man fixed dinner. And it was easy. It had become easy when I had started acting sexy, and primed his pump, so to speak, and not given him any relief. 
 
    Well, one drop, but that wasn’t really relief, if you get what I mean. 
 
    “What was it like wearing that thong all day?” 
 
    “Oh, it was weird.” 
 
    “But sexy. Was your cock hard?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. But you helped with that.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “Did you really have an orgasm on the phone?” 
 
    “Two,” I grinned. “And, I hate to tell you this…” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “They were better than…than dick enhanced cums.” 
 
    “Better than if my dick was in you?” 
 
    I tried to look sorrowful, even as I exulted. “Yes.” 
 
    “Well,” he tried to be magnanimous. “I guess that’s all right.” 
 
    “What’s worse is we’re going to do this again.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    He turned away from the skillet and looked at me. 
 
    “I’m going to give you another article of women’s clothing to wear under your clothes, and I’m going to call you again. I mean, those cums were really good. Are you going to be mad if I have a few more.” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “In fact, I’ll give you a choice.” 
 
    “What choice?” 
 
    “Do you want to wear a bra…or nylons?” 
 
    “I don’t think…” he looked worried. 
 
    “God, I can just imagine you. Your hard dick, getting harder all day, and bringing it home to me.” 
 
    “But you won’t want to make love if you’ve been getting off all day.” 
 
    “I will! I promise I will. Even if I don’t…I’ll fuck you. I’ll even play act with you.” 
 
    “Play act?” 
 
    “I can dress up like a school girl, or a nurse…or a stripper! I’ll pretend to fight you off and you can carry me into the bedroom and have your way with me. Would you like that?” 
 
    Oh, God. Role playing was his favorite. All I had to do was say, ‘Please, Mr. Randall,’ like I was a secretary, and he was all over me. 
 
    “Well, I guess…” 
 
    “Oh, goodie! Do you want to wear the nylons or the bra?” 
 
      
 
    Bless Barbara and her horny parents. When they got the gleam in their eyes they had turned out a good one. She was so totally right about men and their responses and how they could be manipulated…the next day I got Randy into BOTH the bra (and panties) and nylons. 
 
    Imagine that. Two days, and he was in three articles of female clothing. And he wasn’t cumming. And he was happy. And fixing breakfast for me. 
 
    Fuck! 
 
    I, of course, turned up the heat. 
 
    I called him at morning break, lunch and afternoon break. I begged for permission to cum. I rubbed my pussy and I did cum. And it was the most glorious squirt I had ever had in my whole borned days! 
 
    And when he got home, his pants entering the apartment before him, by about six inches, I had bad news for him. 
 
    “Honey,” I put a distraught look on my face. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I started my period!” 
 
    I fell into his arms and cried. 
 
    He, of course, was disappointed, but understanding. 
 
    And I was lying. 
 
    Finally, after him soothing me and telling me it was all right, I smiled up at his loving face. “Of course, I can still play with you. Would that be okay?” 
 
    “Well…” No brainer. “…yeah.” 
 
    I grinned. “Good. Take off your clothes and tell me how your day in sexy underwear went. 
 
    Oh, I had fun. I acted like a school girl, saying, ‘No, Mr. Randall! What would the other teachers say if they knew you were sucking on my tits!’ 
 
    And: ‘Oh, Mr. Randall, you’re so bad! You make my pussy so wet! 
 
    And, ‘Oh, Doctor Randall! I think I have a problem with my pussy. Could you examine my pussy and tell me what’s wrong?’ 
 
    And, of course, I kept pushing him away, and he was thinking that I didn’t want him to see that I was on a period. 
 
    But the capper of the evening, the sexiest thing we did all evening, was: “I called some vendors.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    He was laying on the bed, his panties down and my hands working his cock like it was a Maypole. 
 
    “I called some vendors. I was just curious. Did you know Goodrich has a special on tires? You can get them for $4.95 a piece. You’d have to buy them twelve at a time.” 
 
    He sat up. “Five bucks!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Rod said he has to pay $50 bucks a tire!” 
 
    “That’s a lot of profit.” 
 
    I could see the dollar signs rolling around in his skull, ching ching ching. Four tires a hundred bucks a tire to the customer. Four hundred dollars. Cost to him, $20. Ka ching! 
 
    “Lay back,” I pushed him back and went back to stroking him. 
 
    “And batteries are under ten.” 
 
    Ka ching! He sat up. $150 per batter, $140 profit. Installation was a snap. Give that for free and the customers would line up. 
 
    My manicured hand, with my sexy, red nails, pushed him back. Stroke, stroke. 
 
    “And belts…do you know how much belts cost?” 
 
    Ka ching! Ka ching! 
 
    And every time he sat up, his eyes translating sex into dollar signs, I got wetter and wetter. 
 
    Man, I was going to be calling him all day long tomorrow, and I wasn’t going to be faking. 
 
      
 
    Disaster, of course, was waiting in the wings. 
 
    Three days and he was permanently wearing women’s underwear. He looked so cute in his tummy shaper, and I was telling him that he could get away with wearing some falsies under his work coverall. And I was having him wear some falsies around the house. 
 
    Three days, and he was going out of his mind. Me calling him all day, me jacking him all night. Not being able to see my perfect body (I was wearing clothes most of the time, and even a robe and pajamas). He was a dripping, waiting to happen mess. 
 
    Three days, and he popped into the shower and I knew what he was doing. 
 
    I waited, listened outside the bathroom, then stepped in and opened the door. 
 
    Oh, man, it was perfect. He was mid squirt. He panicked. Tried to squeeze his own cock, but his semen just kept dribbling out. 
 
    I stared at him, terribly disappointed. He stared at me, and mumbled apologies. His face was redder than Rudolph’s nose. 
 
    Having ruined his orgasm, I walked out to the kitchen and waited. 
 
    He came in a couple of minutes later. Wearing a robe. 
 
    “Look, I’m sorry, babe. It’s just, with you being on the rag, and we’re talking every day…” 
 
    “So you just run your seed down the drain. But I like playing with you, and you take that away from me.” 
 
    “You can still play with me.” 
 
    “Open your robe.” 
 
    He blinked. He opened the robe. Naked. No panties, no bra. Nothing. 
 
    I started crying. 
 
    “Honey! I said I’m sorry!” 
 
    Well, I carried on, and the big sap fell for it. Finally, through tears I said, “If you want me to forgive you you’re going to have to do three things.” 
 
    “Sure. Anything. just tell me.” 
 
    I sat back, snuffled, wiped my nose, dried my eyes, and said, “First, I want to spank you.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Admit it. You’ve been a bad, little boy, and you deserve a spanking.” 
 
    Well, he didn’t real ‘deserve’ one, but he needed one, and I needed to give him one. It would be further assertion of my power over him. 
 
    “Well, I don’t…” 
 
    I upped the tears. Man, once you get going it’s easy to keep crying. Sort of fun, too. 
 
    “Okay…okay! What’s the second thing?” 
 
    “I’m going to get you a chastity belt.” 
 
    “What?” His voice went up a couple of notches. “I’m not going to…” 
 
    “I work and I slave! I fix dinner!” Well, actually he was fixing dinner more than me, but that was a moot point. “I put out for you, I play phone sex and stroke you all night! I let you wear my underwear…and you waste it all down the drain! Like a common masturbator! Just a…a jacker offer!” 
 
    “Honey…” 
 
    He didn’t stand a chance. 
 
    I stood up and walked out. Into my bedroom. ‘My’ bedroom. And slammed the door. And locked it. Oh, I know he heard that click. 
 
    We had rarely fought during our marriage, but twice he had got me so mad I had locked him out and made him sleep on the couch. 
 
    Now it was three times. 
 
     
 
    I woke up the next day smiling. 
 
    He was out on the couch, sleeping on that lumpy couch, and I took off my clothes and put on my half bra and a negligee and skimpy panties. I made myself up and went out to the living room. 
 
    “Honey, I’m sorry I was so mad at you.” 
 
    Well, he was glad that was over, and, tell the truth, though I enjoyed it, I did enjoy the carrot more than the stick. 
 
    “Will you forgive me?” 
 
    He looked at my tits. 
 
    “I guarantee, when I am over my period I will extract TWO drops from you.” 
 
    He laughed. I giggled. It was all fun and games again. 
 
    “But I am going to buy a chastity tube for you.” 
 
    He sobered. 
 
    “Maybe you won’t wear it, but you know I’m right. A man shouldn’t be jacking off when he’s got a perfectly good pussy at hand.” 
 
    His voice was low, almost embarrassed, when he said, “But you haven’t been letting me fuck you.” 
 
    “And I probably won’t.” 
 
    He took in his breath. 
 
    “Not for a while. This is too much fun. Having you all horny all the time? And, admit it, you’re having fun going to work and being horny all day.” 
 
    “Well, I, uh…” 
 
    “Admit it!” I reached over and grabbed his erect cock. 
 
    “Okay,” he whispered.  
 
    And, here’s the funny thing, he was so messed he didn’t even ask me what the third thing was. That was okay. I sort of wanted it to be a surprise. 
 
    I kissed him, leaning over the back of the couch, stroking his cock, and all was right in Whoville. 
 
      
 
    Six days into my supposed period and the chastity tube arrived. Just in time. Tomorrow or the next day he expected to get a little. 
 
    Heck, he expected to get a lot. 
 
    I opened the box and spread the pieces out on the kitchen table and stared at them. Rings, spacers, tube, lock. Whew. Who would expect such a nefarious device to be so simple? 
 
    Well, I talked extra nasty to him that day. And I really got off. I mean I had the equivalent of supernovas happening in my pussy. And when he got home and saw what was on the kitchen table his eyes bulged, his mouth dropped, but…he was horny. 
 
    A couple of days since he had jacked off, and he had had time to recover. I tell ya, men never seem to really empty out. 
 
    He stared at the chastity tube. 
 
    “Pretty, huh?” 
 
    “I wouldn’t call it that.” 
 
    “Would you like to try it on now?” 
 
    “Uh, no.” 
 
    So I left it on the table, pushed it aside for dinner, and when the dishes were done he pulled it out for easy inspection. 
 
    And he inspected it. 
 
    He stared at it, harder than he stared at me. 
 
    He touched it, held the pieces of it up and examined them. 
 
    I ignored him. Gave him a couple of Coke Highs, and waited. 
 
    Men are curious. Especially when it comes to their cocks. 
 
    You look at the internet and it is amazing what men will put their penises in. I have seen instances of men putting their cocks in the water outlet in the sides of swimming pools, in hornet’s nests, one guy even rubbed his cock with the belt from some sort of band saw. Mangled the poor thing, but that’s men. 
 
    Randy wasn’t that bad, but he was bad. 
 
    Finally, he said, “I guess I could try it on.” 
 
    “Go ahead.” I pretended I didn’t really care that much. I really just wanted him to get lost in it. I knew he wouldn’t be able to get it on. 
 
    “I can’t get it on,” he said. He stood in the doorway, the tube half on his hard cock. 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “I’m too big!” 
 
    Oh, poor boy. The way he said that was so prideful. 
 
    I sighed. “So what do you want to do about it?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Doesn’t seem to work so…” 
 
    “You could pack your cock in ice.” 
 
    “I think not!” And the concept really seemed to upset him. 
 
    “Well, then…what?” 
 
    “We could fuck?” he smiled hopefully. 
 
    “You could jack off.” 
 
    Boy, after my little hissy fit he wasn’t willing to do that. 
 
    “Well,” I said. “I suppose I could extract a single drop of cum.” 
 
    Now, I hadn’t fucked him for ten days. And he had had one ruined jack off session, and that had been a couple of days ago. He was primed. And eager. And even eager for a ruined orgasm. 
 
    He wanted sex that badly. 
 
    So I took him in the back room, loved him, kissed him, fondled him, and…drip. 
 
    And now that he understood the procedure, and was so horny, it was easier than the first time. 
 
    I grinned and slapped his ass. “Okay, slick, let’s see what chastity looks like on you.” 
 
    He grinned, somewhat feebly, and returned to the living room. 
 
    Zingo bingo, his now temporarily limp cock fit in the tube and he closed the lock. 
 
    He stood there in the middle of the living room and stared at his imprisoned manhood. He looked up at me. “What now?” 
 
    “We wait. And when your cock wakes up and tries to get hard…that’s when the fun starts.” I smiled in a lascivious, but quite evil, way. 
 
    It didn’t take long, we were sitting and watching TV, and suddenly he grunted. 
 
    I turned to him. “What?” 
 
    “It hurts.” 
 
    I looked down. His cock was struggling to get hard, pushing out the edges, pulling his balls up tight against the rings. I smiled. 
 
    “But it doesn’t hurt too much to continue.” 
 
    “Uh, no. I guess not.” He was moving around and adjusting his package. 
 
    I spun over on him. Planted my bare pussy on him and ground down. I kissed him like he had never been kissed in his life. 
 
    When we broke he whined, “Oh, heysoos! I don’t think I can stand this.” 
 
    “Nonsense. You’re my big, strong man. You can stand anything!” 
 
    I kissed him some more. His cock tried harder to bust the plastic. 
 
    “Now suck my breasts!” 
 
    He was out of control. He wanted so badly, but his only outlet was to…please me! 
 
    He bent his head and went to work, and I tell ya, all of his massive sexual energies were redirected into one goal: please me. 
 
    He kissed me, he ate me, he massaged my whole body. 
 
    He used his mouth and his fingers and plumbed my depths. Finally, I began to quake and shiver. I was gulping and gasping, and he couldn’t stop himself. He kept  jamming his fingers in me, sucking on my tits, and the ocean rose up and overwhelmed me. A tsunami of sex washed through me. I was lost, high in the clouds as the sun burst inside me. 
 
    He wanted to keep going, but I stopped him. 
 
    “No! No more!” 
 
    He was disappointed, but the edges of his cock pain were gone. He was accepting his fate. 
 
      
 
    The next few days were absolutely incredible. In locking him up I had released his energy. He wanted to eat me all night, he wanted to work all day. He got nervous if he didn’t have something to do, and he could never relax. He…had…to…keep…going! 
 
    All of that incredible, infinite and never ending sexual energy was being transmuted into…living. He didn’t have to be asked to fix dinner, he just fixed it, and even started cooking better than I did. 
 
    And he did the laundry.  
 
    And I actually caught him washing windows. Late at night. Couldn’t see for shit through them this time of night, but he was spraying them with windex and scrubbing away. 
 
    I couldn't believe it. I had unleashed a monster! I had created the Eveready rabbit, after jamming him full of steroids! 
 
    And I kept cumming and cumming and cumming. 
 
      
 
    A couple of weeks into it I called him into the living room. 
 
    “Yes, dear?” He was instantly there, ready to serve. 
 
    “Look at this.” 
 
    He sat, looked at the newspaper and was focused. Like a laser. Like a super laser. 
 
    “Wow. Look at the rent. We’d have to eat beans for a month.” 
 
    “I can put fliers out. Thousands of fliers every day. You’ll have business by the end of the first week. Give me two weeks and you’ll be able to hire somebody.” 
 
    Now he was doing that fabulous thing men can do, and he even so much better than women. He was focused. Like a man going to war. All his sexual energies were devoted to the problem at hand. His eyes took on a glazed look. 
 
    “You’ve got that list of vendors, I can talk to Bob down at the bank.” 
 
    He thought some more and I waited. 
 
    “Joe said he would let me use some of his tools. I’ll need a car jack to start. If I…” 
 
    His mind was working faster than Madonna jills off. And I could see it when it happened. 
 
    Ka-ching! 
 
    Facts and figures. Dollar signs. spinning around like a mirror ball. He was almost giving out light. Profit, loss, special deals, adding up the figures. 
 
    He turned to me, “We can do it.” 
 
    “Yes, we can. But there’s something we need to do first.” 
 
    He waited. He was so damned focused that he was actually patient! 
 
    “You never asked what the third thing I wanted was.” 
 
    But he hadn’t forgotten. I could see it in his eyes. 
 
    “What is the third thing?” 
 
    I stood up and undid my pants. I had worn loose pants anticipating this, and when I dropped them my cock sprung up. 
 
    “Holy fuck!” He was on his feet, staring at my groin. 
 
    “In a female led relationship there is true equality.” 
 
    He stared at my strap on cock. 
 
    “It’s time for you to experience that equality.” 
 
    “You want to…to use that on…me?” His eyes were shining. 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    That was a moment. I will always remember the look in his eyes, the way he was breathing, how he started gulping. 
 
    But all men are curious. All men think these thoughts. Not all men have the courage to go forward. 
 
    “You’re already wearing women’s underwear, and you’re going to wear more. I’m going to make you into my little bitch.” 
 
    I was smiling quite disarmingly. I wanted him to like the idea, not run screaming into the night. 
 
    “It’s awful big.” 
 
    “No. But it’s not awful small, either. It’s man-sized…it’s designed for a real man.” 
 
    “So I take it up the butt and you’ll back me on this owning my own business thing.” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    I would back him up anyway. But…this was the piece de resistance. This was the icing on the cake. This was the final step in making my man over. 
 
    He let out along, trembling breath. “Okay. How do we do this?” 
 
    “First, I give you a spanking, then I fuck you.” 
 
    He blinked. By being deliberately rude about it I was turning him on. 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    “I’m going to spank you in the living room, then I’ll fuck you in the bedroom.” 
 
    “Okay.” His eyes were so shiny. They were inscrutable, looked like they were about to shed tears. But he was willing. 
 
      
 
    I took him into the living room and laid him over the end of the couch. That wonderful, lumpy couch. 
 
    “I’d ask you to be gentle, but that’s not the point, is it?” 
 
    “I’ll be gentle later, when you need it. Right now you need rough.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    I went into the bedroom and pulled his belt out of the loops, I returned to the living room and slapped the belt against my hand. 
 
    CRACK! 
 
    That was the moment he had second thoughts, hearing the sound of that leather on my palm, but I didn’t give him a chance to think about it. 
 
    WISS…CRACK! 
 
    Oh, he jumped, and he started to move his hands back to cover his ass. I pushed his hands aside and: WISS…CRACK! 
 
    “Oh, God!” He buried his face in the cushions. 
 
    WISS…CRACK! 
 
    WISS…CRACK! 
 
    I spanked him long and hard. When I was done his butt was a bright red. Far redder than if he had been simply embarrassed. 
 
    And he was crying. Tears had come about the tenth stroke, and he had cried until twenty, and then I helped him up. 
 
    He was sobbing, and he leaned on me. He cried on me, and the tears felt so good on my skin. 
 
    They felt good for him, too. It was cathartic. 
 
    I placed him on the bed and started slathering the lube into him. 
 
    He jerked under the feel of my hands on his butt, but he managed to hold still while I made sure he was slicker than slick. 
 
    Then I stepped between his legs and touched the tip of my dildo to his brown star. 
 
    He jerked, and every homophobic thought he had ever had rose up in his mind. 
 
    I pushed forward and the head popped into his rectum. 
 
    “Oh! Oh!” 
 
    Still, he stayed on all fours, quivering and shaking and crying. 
 
    I pushed forward and slithered into him. 
 
    For a long moment he held it still, then, as if by magic, he started to push back. All his delicate nerve endings were telling him that this was good, that he needed this. 
 
    “Oh, God!” He mumbled. 
 
    I reached under and gripped his caged cock. And I thought: what a night. Caged, wearing women’s underwear, spanked, and now this. 
 
    I had far exceeded Barbara’s predictions on how fast you can bring a man to total compliance and enlightenment. 
 
    “I think I’m going to pee.” 
 
    “That’s fine, honey,” I cooed. “You let it happen.” 
 
    And he did. I had pressed on his prostate and that had forced the semen up the shaft. His cock began to drool sperm. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” he said. Relief was heavy in his voice. 
 
    For another minute I screwed him, and he screwed back, then I pulled out. 
 
    “Oh, God,” he murmured, now just sprawled out and laying face down. “I want more.” 
 
    “And I’ll give you more. I’ll give you all you want. But first, you need to satisfy me.” 
 
    Silly man, never running out of sex. I lay down and pushed him and he rolled over. Soon he was face deep in me, satisfying me, using his tongue the way it was meant to be used. 
 
    And I thought: 
 
    Woman…queen of her castle. And I was going to get a castle. 
 
    Man…a force of nature that merely had to be tamed. 
 
    And: female led relationship…chastity…feminization…spanking…strap on.  
 
    All the factors to make a perfect marriage, if you have the will to make it happen. 
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    Womanland: Whatever you do…don’t unlock the Warlock 
 
    Sam and Shiela have a vacation in a resort named ‘Womanland.’ It is supposed to be a little ‘slap and tickle’ resort, but it’s more. It is a place where Witches thrive and men don’t survive. Sam, however, has a little secret, and Womanland is going to be fighting for its life!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The Feminization of Jack 
 
    It felt good to be soft 
 
      
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Oh, no!” 
 
    “What?” Molly, my wife looked out of her closet at me. 
 
    We were getting ready for a charity auction and I was looking down at my belly. 
 
    “Look!” 
 
    My belly was protruding, I couldn’t get the buttons buttoned. 
 
    “Oh, Jack,” she laughed. “Did you get preggers?” 
 
    “Not funny.” 
 
    “Well, just suck it up.” She started giggling. What a hilarious wife, eh? 
 
    “I’m not going.” 
 
    “Oh, yes. You are. And that is that.” 
 
    “Well, that may be that, but this is this, and I’m not going. Tomorrow I’ll start a weight loss program. Sign up for Weight Watchers, or something.” 
 
    “Jack,” I could almost hear her frowning in the closet. “You know I look forward to these events. They are a lot of work, and they really change lives.” 
 
    I sighed and sat on the bed. “Well, you’ll just have to do without. No way I am going to go looking like a fat slob.” I punched my belly roll and wondered how I had gotten in this shape. 
 
    Suddenly something hit me in the face. 
 
    “Ack…what?” 
 
    I held up the item that had been thrown at me. It was a corset. 
 
    “Put that on.” 
 
    “You’ve got to be kidding!” 
 
    “I am not. You are not going to deprive me of my night out, especially after the months of work I’ve been doing. 
 
    “There is no way I can get this on, even if I was willing, which I am not.” 
 
    Molly came all the way out of the closet then, and she came with an angry lioness look on her face. She stomped towards me, grabbed my shirt with both hands and snarled in my face. “You will go.” 
 
    Now, my wife is beautiful. She’s willowy with boobs big enough to be called mountains, and she works out daily so she is strong. Her face is patrician, with a Roman nose, slender and aquiline. She is…we both looked down. 
 
    My cock had sprung up and poked her in the thigh. 
 
    We looked at each other. She laughed. “Well, I guess we know who’s calling the shots.” 
 
    “Just because I’ve got an erection it doesn’t mean you can push me around!” Was my voice sounding just a little bit whiney? 
 
    “Oh, yes it does. It does!” She reached down and grabbed Mr. Happy and throttled him gently. Her voice changed pitch,  became softer, instead of a lion she was now a pussy cat. Her other hand grabbed my testicles. “Honey, you like it when I talk tough to you, and you like it when I talk softly, like now.” 
 
    “Urk,” I gulped. 
 
    She lifted, and I went to my tip toes. I pushed down on her wrists but she had the leverage. “Now, we can do this the hard way…” 
 
    She held my balls in an iron grip and stroked my cock. Hard. 
 
    “Or we can do this the easy way.” 
 
    She pushed me back and I fell back on the bed. She leaped on me and the look on her face was victorious and smirky all at the same time. 
 
    “AGH!” 
 
    She slipped over me, engulfed me, and I felt the velvet grip of her cunt suddenly strangling Mr. Happy. She placed her hands on my shoulders and pressed her weight on them. 
 
    I couldn’t move. Not that I wanted to. There’s few things I like more than a good fuck. In, there’s nothing I like better than a good fuck. And my wife, to be blunt, is a good fuck. 
 
    I felt her muscles gripping me as she corkscrewed her hips, and the edge of her pussy turned and twisted. 
 
    “Oh, God!” I reached up and grabbed her awesome mounds. Her nipples were excited and felt rough against my palms. 
 
    She kissed me, took my lips in her teeth and pulled, sucked my tongue, fused her mouth to mine. 
 
    Well, there was no way I was going to last long with that amount of lust perched on me. I started to push my hips up and she stopped moving. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    She sat stride me, impaled, giving a little shiver, and she said, “You will wear that corset!” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Very well, have it your way.” She began to quake. She is an easy cummer, always has been, and now she came quick and fast and hard. Almost manlike. No easy climb and gentle fall, but a sheer blast of white hot fever. 
 
    “Hey!” I gasped. I tried to move, but she held her weight on me, kept me immobilized. Her head dropped and her hair hung down to my face. 
 
    “Let me move! Let me get off!” 
 
    She gave a final shudder, then pushed off me. Her grin was downright evil. 
 
    She stood over me, smirking, and said, “There are those that cum to an event in a corset and get to cum, and then there are the other types of fools. No cum. Doomed to live a life of frustration.” 
 
    I stared up at her. My cock was glistening with her juices. My heart was pounding. I had been on the edge, and now I was deprived. 
 
    “Honey, you can’t do this.” 
 
    “If you wear the corset you will look handsome, debonair, nobody will know, and I will fuck your brains out when we get home.” 
 
    I was breathing hard, my cock was bouncing up and down madly. That’s the thing about being deprived, being. teased and denied, it makes you want it more.  
 
    “Now, I’m going to the event, and if you were a manly man you’d suck it up and put that corset on. Or you can be a little pussy and not cum for a week. Or maybe a month. Or maybe not until the next time we have an event—what’s that? Three months? Or if we skip it, and we might because of COVID, you could be talking about six months. Maybe even a year.” 
 
    “I’ll jack off.” 
 
    “Now who’s the pussy?” she slid that quip into me like a knife into butter. 
 
    Funny, she didn’t mind getting herself off, but she was particular vicious at the idea of me getting myself off. 
 
    She grabbed my cock. “What’s it going to be, bub? Paradise or purgatory?” 
 
    I managed to squeak out, “Paradise!” 
 
    She grinned. “I’d gloat, but it’s not ladylilke. Heh heh heh!” she gloated. 
 
    So I took off my shirt and stepped into a corset. Man, she loosened it up, but it was still tight. And it was hell just to get it over my bobbing cock. 
 
    “Ooh, I like this!” She kept laughing and slapping my weenie. 
 
    Finally, I was in, and now the tough part, she began to lace me up. 
 
    “God, you really have been scarfing the cookies!” She knelt on my back and pulled the strings. Slowly, slowly, and with much suffering, my waist became, well, not svelte, but better. And the weird thing, my chest swelled. 
 
    She stood me up and inspected me, and took note of the way my flesh had been pushed up. “You’ve got little titties.” She placed her hand over my pectoral and cupped my little mound. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    Sproing! My cock hit her thigh. 
 
    She looked down. She looked up at me. She grinned. “If I didn’t know better I’d say you liked wearing this female undergarment. You actually like having little titties.” 
 
    “Hey!” but I was weak. I could hardly breath, I was being bullied, I didn’t have enough force in my voice. 
 
    She grabbed my handle then and stroked it, and kissed me some more. Then she moved back an inch and spoke into my face. “We’re going to have to explore this. Some panties. Maybe a bra.” My cock surged and she grinned harder. “The peeny never lies.” 
 
    “Stop it!” I said. Again, I didn’t sound strong. 
 
    “Some nylons, and…I’ve got it, long red nails…” my cock gave a mighty surge… “to go with your bright, red lipstick.” 
 
    Splurt! I came. 
 
    We looked down in shock. My jizm was squirting all over her hand. A lot of white coated her knuckles, dripped on the floor. My knees were weak and shaking. 
 
    “Crap,” I said. “You jacked me off!” 
 
    “Jacked off, hell! You jacked yourself off…with your dirty, little mind.” 
 
    “Well, now I don’t have to go.” 
 
    Well, she had a hold of Mr. Limpit and she lifted and snarled, “Don’t mess with me, cupcake!” 
 
    Damned if I didn’t have an aftershock. Not a cum, not more sperm, but a shiver that went through me, weakened my knees, unfocused my eyes. 
 
    “Holy crap!” Molly muttered. Awestruck. “Holy…holy, crap!” 
 
      
 
    We went to the event. I was in the corset already, and you couldn’t see it, and, let’s face it, she had a hold of my prized possession, and she threatened to rip it off. 
 
    But underneath everything I could feel this lust in her. This excitement. This drive to control and hold sway over me. 
 
    She liked having this power over me. 
 
    All night long the knowledge was in her eyes. She smirked at me, dropped sly little hints that were sexy, funny innuendos to those around us, but bombshells to my addled state. 
 
    I had, after all, cum. And just from putting on a corset. And hearing all those things she said, about putting me in a bra, making me wear make up. 
 
    And, when we danced, she tried to take control. And she even put her hand on my chest, a simply placement that was understandable between husband and wife, but electrifying to my scrunched up boob. 
 
    Was this what women felt when a man played with her breasts? Did they get that shiver of excitement from a man squeezing them? And when her palm slid across my nipple I thought I was going to swoon. 
 
    She took note of my reactions and just laughed. And did them some more. 
 
    Driving home we had a conversation. It was one of the more impactful conversations in my life. 
 
    “I’m going to feminize you a little.” 
 
    “I don’t think so.” 
 
    “But you so obviously love it. Did you feel how hard your dick was? And you came when I talked about putting you in lipstick.” 
 
    “I did not!” 
 
    “Did!” 
 
    “I was just super horny. I’d been in you, you came and I didn’t. I was so fucking horny I would have exploded if…if Hillary Clinton waved her ass at me.” 
 
    “Lotta ass, lotta cum,” quipped Molly. 
 
    “So, no. That’s it. No.” 
 
    “Head over to Charley Coyote’s.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I want a drink.” 
 
    “We can have one at home.” 
 
    She turned to me, leaned across the center console and touched my nipple. I shivered. “Just one, widdle, bitty dwink?” 
 
    She knows I hate baby talk. Nothing irritates me like baby talk. 
 
    “Pwease?” 
 
    “Oh, fuck. Okay.” 
 
    “Excellent.” 
 
    I took a turn and headed for the most popular nightspot in town, at least popular for those in the know. 
 
    We didn’t say anything for a minute, then she started chuckling. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You are so fucking easy.” 
 
    I snorted, then grinned. She was right. But wouldn’t you be easy if a super sexy woman was stroking your gonads? 
 
    We pulled into the parking lot and an attendant stole my car. We walked around to the front and through the entrance. This was a Thursday, and it wasn’t frantic. Just crazy. A low mumble of people, a combo on the stage whispering dirty sax songs, and the heady smell of sex. 
 
    We sauntered in and looked around. “I’ll grab that table. You get me something sweet that turns me on.” 
 
    I headed for the bar, and fortunately I knew the bar guys, and I was a tipper. Jose saw me coming and had my obligatory Coke High ready. 
 
    A Coke High. A fancy name for bourbon and Coke. With the good bourbon, of course. 
 
    “Something fizzy and fruity for my wife?” 
 
    “We have just thee thing.” He spoke with a Mexican accent and I laughed.  
 
    “Thee? Are you practicing to swim back across the river?” 
 
    Jose was born and bred in East LA. He grinned. “Naw. Boss said I’d get more tips if I sounded like a real wetback.” 
 
    We laughed and he plopped a tall, thin glass in front of me. It was pink with bubbles fizzing up like an Alka Seltzer. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “Jose’s surprise.” 
 
    I lifted my eyebrows. 
 
    “It’s called a Pink Squirrel. Creme de noyaux, creme de cacao, and cream.” 
 
    “Sounds creamy.” 
 
    “Give her two and you’ll get lucky.” 
 
    We laughed, I dropped him a twenty and said, “For you. We’ll run a tab.” 
 
    “I’m your bitch.” 
 
    I grinned at him and walked the drinks back to where Molly was waiting for me. And I thought, ‘I’m your bitch.’ A simple phrase, just a Hollywood expression, but…it made me think. It made me think because I was wearing a corset and Molly had been messing with my head. Panties. Bra. Lipstick. 
 
    Long, red, bright, sexy, shiny nails. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    I reached our table, it was a booth back in a corner, and placed the drinks down. 
 
    “Ooh, what did you get me.” 
 
    “Jose’s Surprise.” I struggled into the booth, that damned corset made motion difficult. How did women stand the things? 
 
    She looked askance at me, with raised eyebrows over the lip of her glass, as she took a sip. 
 
    “He spermed in it.” 
 
    She almost lost it. She almost spit a bit of that precious liquid out, but she managed to hold it in. A bit of choking, and a cough, but she was good. 
 
    She looked over at the bar and raised her hand. 
 
    Jose saw her and she gave him a thumbs up. Jose waved and grinned. 
 
    She sipped again and faced me. “It was your sperm, if any, but I know you just came. You’re empty. Drained. So what is this delicious concoction?” 
 
    “A pink squirrel,” and I explained the ingredients. 
 
    “Crap,” she said, “It’s better than if he did cum in it.” 
 
    “You’re such a potty mouth,” I teased. 
 
    Then she went to work on me. I sipped my bourbon and Coke and listened, and she whispered into my ear. 
 
    “I can see you all svelte and trim…with big boobs.” 
 
    I looked at her. She grabbed my chin and turned my ear back to her. 
 
    “Big boobs, and wearing a bikini. But the top is too small, it keeps slipping down. Suddenly it falls all the way off. Everybody is staring at you.” 
 
    “Where are we?” I asked. 
 
    “We’re at a fancy party, nothing but sexy celebrities. In fact, they’re all porn stars, and they all have huge boobs. But nothing like yours. They see your exposed tits and they are all jealous. They all wish they could have your boobs. Then, we’re sitting there, and a producer comes over to you. He looks at your huge boobs and wants you to be in his latest flick. The name of the flick is ‘He had Woman Boobs and Knew how to Use Them!’” 
 
    “I do?” 
 
    “Shut up,” she pulled my face around and put her mouth so close to my ear I could feel her warm breath. Her moving lips touched my ear, teased it. 
 
    “Later, I want to go home, but you’re too drunk to drive. So I take you into a bedroom and leave you. When I’m gone three porn stars sneak into the bedroom. They have ben stalking you for your tits. They are so jealous. They want to feel them, they want to suck them. And your cock. they want to suck your cock.” 
 
    Oddly, the talk of them sucking my tits was more turning on than the idea of them sucking my cock. And that would have bothered me, except that Jose’s Cock High…uh, Coke High…was really working. 
 
    “The three porn stars only have skimpy, little bikinis on, and they strip them off and cuddle up to you. You wake up, but you are too drunk to move, and they begin to have their way with you. Two of them are feeling your tits. Sucking on your nipples. The third one is sucking on your cock. then you feel one of their hands, you don’t know which one, grabbing your butt. She grabs it and feels it and her fingers slide into your crack. You like it. You always wondered what it would feel like to have a pussy, and the way this women is feeling your rectum, you start to understand. Then she slides a finger into you. Then two fingers. You are hot. You feel like you’re going to explode. Your cock is getting a mouth job, and she is feeling your nuts, but it’s the two mouths sucking on your big tits that is getting to you. You arch, you poke your butt back, she has three fingers in you, and just when you think you are about to cum…” 
 
    I was breathing hard. Jose had sent another couple of drinks over and I had sucked half of mine without even being aware of it. 
 
    “Just when you are about to cum…you hear me screaming.” 
 
    I tried to move away, to look at her. This wasn’t the way one of her stories was supposed to go. But she held my head firmly and kept breathing into my ear. 
 
    “I’m screaming in ecstasy, while you were unconscious I was out in the big room, and you know who was there? Jose. And he had a pink drink, a squirrel thing, and I thanked him for it by getting on my knees and gobbling him. Then he pushed me back, down on my back, and everybody watched while he mounted me. He had a big, huge, Mexican dick. Far bigger than your tiny weenie. Bigger even than all the dicks I had before I was married. So I’m screaming because my hole is getting reamed and it feels so…so…so…how you doing?” 
 
    “Fuck!” I whimpered. 
 
    Molly’s throat rattled with laughter. “We’re going to have so much fun.” 
 
    I just shook my head and sipped my Coke High. And when I was done another one appeared. Now, I don’t know, but I think the way that corset was squeezing me was ambushing my ability to intake liquor. I was light-headed from my whole body being choked, and she kept pouring booze into me, and it wasn’t long before I knew I wasn’t driving home. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” Molly grinned. “I’ll take care of you.” 
 
    I was sloshed. “That’s what I’m worried about.” 
 
    “And you should be. Now, drink up, bitch boy.” 
 
    “What?” But I drank, and the drinks kept coming, and she kept whispering dirty things to me, and telling me how she was going to feminize me, and asking why my dick was so hard when she talked tough to me and told me how she was going to give me nails and lips and dress me up like a Barby, and the next thing you know, I… 
 
      
 
    …woke up. Oh, fuck. Double fuck. My head felt like it had been drop kicked for a goal. My belly felt like a broken washing machine, spinning around, ka chunk, ka chunk, and the door flies open and I… 
 
    …ran for the bathroom. Staggering and slipping and I was caught in something, something was tripping me, and I banged against the bathroom door and just managed to upchuck on the throne. Not in it, unfortunately, but on it, because some fool had left the lid down. 
 
    Ra-a-alph! Ra-a-alph! I spewed, splashing the place up, then figuring out what was happening and lifting the lid. Ra-a-alph! 
 
    From somewhere far away I heard Molly going ‘Ew! Heysoos! In the toilet!” 
 
     
 
    …awoke. Hurting. My belly aching. My throat tasting like a frog had taken a dump in it. My head…oh, God, my head… 
 
      
 
    …awoke. And was awake. Stayed awake. Lived with the feeling of somebody tap dancing in my belly. Endured the crash of timpanis in my head. Opened my eyes. 
 
    It was noonish, according to the splash of sunlight coming in through the drapes. 
 
    I just laid there, pretending that a truck hadn’t rolled over my belly and squashed my contents out all over the place. I remembered upchucking. A lot. Fortunately, the pain was more of a memory. 
 
    Finally, I rolled over, stuck my feet out, and got out of bed. I swayed. I looked down. I was naked. No damned corset. And I had a weird memory of wearing one of Molly’s robes, one of those peignoir things. But I wasn’t wearing one now, so it must have been a dream. 
 
    I pulled on a robe, my old, tattered one, and headed for the kitchen. Not to eat, that was where we kept the aspirin. 
 
    Molly was at the sink, sipping coffee and looking out the window. She turned when I entered the kitchen and smiled. And smiled a lot. Goofy bitch. 
 
    “Hey, baby. How you feeling?” 
 
    “Gar,” I muttered. I made it to the cabinet with the medicines in it and grabbed a couple of aspirin. I tossed them down the gullet and stuck my head under the faucet. After swallowing I left my head there, just let the water run over my head. Cool water. 
 
    I straightened up. 
 
    “That good, eh?” 
 
    I faced Molly. “You let me drink that much. You bitch.” 
 
    “Hey, I’m not your mother. Or am I?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Nothing.” She was staring at me, and she was—I could feel it—belly laughing on the inside. 
 
    “I fail to see the humor in your husband dying.” 
 
    “It’s not that. It’s…” she snickered and waved a hand and looked down. Then she looked up, holding a smile in. “Can I get you something? A piece of bread? Hair of the dog?” 
 
    “Oh…yeah. I suppose.” 
 
    She made me a Bloody Mary and I downed it, and immediately my stomach started settling. 
 
    “Okay now?” 
 
    “Better.” I belched. 
 
    “Cute. Well, come on. You barfed on my clothes last night, you get to help me hang them up. I already washed them.” 
 
    “I barfed, eh?” 
 
    “Tossed out your kidney and your liver, almost your gall bladder.” 
 
    “Har dee har…” 
 
    She took my hand and led me to the garage. She had me hold the basket and she pulled articles of clothing out of the washer. The corset. The peignoir. A bra. Panties. 
 
    “Crap. I really got you, didn’t I?” 
 
    “No worry,” she was smirking. What the fuck was so funny? 
 
    Then I had a strange memory. She wasn’t there, she was back in bed, or so I assumed. And I was in the bathroom, alone, heaving all over the place. So how had I heaved on her peignoir if she wasn’t there? 
 
    Confused, I just stood there, well, leaned there, against the machine, and she put her dainty underthings and stuff in it, then she pointed me towards the backyard. 
 
    I managed to walk on a sort of a line out to the clothesline. I put the basket down and started hanging things up. Pulled stuff out, shook them to get rid of some of the wrinkles, then pinned them. 
 
    I wasn’t more than half done when I heard the side gate bang. 
 
    “Hey, Jack!” 
 
    I pulled my robe tight and tied the sash.  
 
    It was Tom and Jenny Hawkins. My neighbors. And a bit more. We had spent a few nights drinking crazy, and one night Jenny had sat on my lap and kissed the hell out of me, while Molly sampled Tom. Nothing but fun. 
 
    “Hi, guys. What brings you out here at the crack of dawn.” 
 
    They sauntered across the lawn to me, and they were staring at me in a weird manner. 
 
    “Crack of dawn. Hmmph.” Jack stifled a guffaw. My ‘crack of dawn’ in the middle of noon wasn’t that funny. 
 
    “Had a bit too much to drink last night?” Jenny put a hand on my arm and her whole face was writhing with merriment. 
 
    “Molly told you, eh?” 
 
    What the heck was so funny?  
 
    “She said you, ah…(chuckle, chuckle) really tied one on.” 
 
    “You could say that. But I paid the price.” 
 
    “I guess you did,” snickered Jenny. 
 
    I blinked and turned to them, gave them my full attention. “Say, what’s the joke?” 
 
    They lost it. Tommy actually fell on the ground, held his belly and rolled. Jenny just kept looking at me and cackling like an egg had fallen out of her ass. 
 
    “What the fuck?” It was actually a little irritating. I mean, I like humor as much as the next guy. But if something funny was happening they should let me know, let me join in the fun. 
 
    “Oh, Jack…Jack,” Jenny grabbed Tommy’s hand and tried to get him off the ground, all she succeeded in doing was pulling herself down, and they writhed in a puddle, laughing hysterically at I knew not what. 
 
    “What the hell is going on?” 
 
    “Hey, Jack.” I turned. Molly was there, with a big smile on her face. Her belly was actually bouncing a little as she stifled her own laughter. 
 
    “You, too? What the fuck is so funny?” 
 
    Then all three of them were laying on the ground, laughing. I have never seen anybody laugh so hard in my life. 
 
    I stood over them, hands on hips, and for the life of me couldn’t figure it out. 
 
    Jenny struggled to her feet. “Oh, Jack. I could tell you, but…but…” she looked at Molly and Tom, “you would have had to have been there.” Then she was falling down again, and the others were laughing even harder. 
 
    I shook my head. I was the only sane person in a village of idiots. I hung up the clothes, and every time it looked like they were going to stop laughing…they started up again. Holding their bellies, slapping their knees, laughing like a hyena on laughing gas at a joke convention. 
 
    Numbnuts. That’s what they all were. A bunch of numbnuts. 
 
    I finished hanging the clothes and walked back into the house. 
 
    Numbnuts. 
 
    I went into the kitchen. There were a couple of dishes in the sink and I did them, and watched my wife friends through the window. 
 
    They were still laughing, but they were sitting, cross legged, and talking, too. 
 
    What the hell was going on? 
 
    Finished with the dishes I went in and sat down in the living room. I turned on the big screen and caught the tail end of a game. I was sitting, leaning forward, actually thinking about some lunch, when Molly came in. 
 
    “Well, are you over it?” 
 
    “I guess,” but she wasn’t. She snuffled down a throaty chuckle. 
 
    “You could at least let me in on it.” 
 
    “I could, I suppose. But when there’s a major gotcha in the works one doesn’t mess with it. One lets it play out.” 
 
    “So you’re playing a practical joke on me?” 
 
    She nodded, and held in her laughter. 
 
    “It’s funny right now?” 
 
    She nodded, her lips clamped together. Then she actually walked out of the room and started laughing. 
 
    Now, I wasn’t feeling all that chipper, and I was confused, and I followed her down the hallway, into the bedroom. 
 
    “Honey, fun is fun, but you really need to let me in on the joke.” 
 
    Her face was writhing, parts of it wiggling, as she tried not to laugh. She said, “Okay, hmph…um…okay. I’ll tell you, but you have to do something for me.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Walk into the backyard naked, put on the peignoir, and come back in.” 
 
    “That’s it?” 
 
    “Um hmm.” She put her hand on her hip and blinked to keep herself contained. 
 
    “Okay. I can do that.” 
 
    “And you have to do it immediately after I tell you.” 
 
    “Okay,” I shrugged. What was so hard about that. “So what’s the joke?” 
 
    “Go brush your teeth.” 
 
    Oh, crap. I had something in my teeth, and they were all laughing at me, looking like a hayseed bumpkin or something. 
 
    I rubbed my teeth with a finger, which made Molly spurt out a squeak of hilarity, then walked into the bathroom. I looked down at the sink, was glad she had cleaned the puke off everything, grabbed my toothbrush and the toothpaste, started to squeeze out a dollop, and looked up…up…oh FUCK! 
 
    I grabbed my mouth! I actually gave a little yelp. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    I stared at myself in the mirror. I had a fat belly and the robe had come open a little bit to expose it. My cock, damned traitor, was springing up. My lips were bright and shiny and…red. 
 
    Red. Like a sunburned fire engine. Like the color of a red mustang. Like a tomato that’s embarrassed. 
 
    My hand now shaking I reached up and touched my lips. It wasn’t like lipstick, it was like the color of my skin had actually been changed. And my lips actually felt a little…plumper. Maybe it was just the bright red standing out more, but my lips, now that I wasn’t focused on my hangover but on my face, felt bigger. Fatter.  
 
    Like a real woman’s lips. 
 
    “Oh…” I said. 
 
    “I didn’t use lipstick. I used lipstain.” Molly was leaning against the door jamb, her lips trembling with laughter. “Good lipstain. Guaranteed for a week. A couple of days from now they’ll get a little faded, but we can use a bit of gloss and they’ll pop right up. 
 
    I turned to her, aghast, my eyes wide. “I can’t…you…I…” 
 
    “Now go put on your peignoir. And give me that robe. No male clothes for a week.” 
 
    “But…I…work…” 
 
    “I talked to Tom at the event and told him you wanted to take a week off. And, buddy, this week is mine.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “So give me that robe…” she stepped forward and grabbed my robe and started working it off me. “…and go out in the back yard, naked, like you promised, and put on that peignoir.” 
 
    “I don’t…you can’t…” 
 
    She pushed me down the hallway. 
 
    To tell the truth, I would have welched. I wouldn’t have gone out in the back yard, even though Tom and Jenny had already seen me, except that Tom and Jenny were already in the house. About the time we reached the kitchen I was starting to dig in my heels, and they were sitting at the kitchen table. Waiting for me. 
 
    “Hey, Jack,” Jenny smirked. 
 
    Oh, God. My skin was flaming. It had to be the color of my lips. 
 
    “Good look, Jack,” offered Tom. “Very sexy.” 
 
    And I just sort of gave up. I stumbled past them, headed out the door to the back yard. Not really seeing much, just glimpses of the lawn, the surrounding bushes, the peignoir hanging from the line. 
 
    My cock was hard through all this. It had sprung up, I realized, when I had seen my face in the mirror, and it didn’t seem to want to go down. 
 
    I reached the peignoir and stood, facing it, gasping for breath like I was having a heart attack. And, who knows, maybe I was. 
 
    Molly was suddenly standing next to me, and I realized I had been standing there for a while. My mind had gone into overload and literally stopped working. I was like a moose that had been bashed on the head by a wrecking ball. 
 
    “Jack?” 
 
    I turned my head and gazed at her. Oh, yeah. My wife. I was married. What was happening to me? Oh, yeah. My face. My lips. She had…she had… 
 
    “Are you all right?” 
 
    I managed to gulp and give a slow nod. 
 
    “Then put on the peignoir and let’s go inside.” 
 
    I nodded again. Gulped. Was aware that I had a siren’s lips. Was aware of my lips. I reached out and took the peignoir down. It was dry. I must have just been standing there for a long time.  
 
    Molly helped me into it. I was like a five year old being helped into his clothes for his first day at school. 
 
    She hooked her arm in mine and walked me back to the house. 
 
    Inside the house Tom and Jenny had made drinks. 
 
    Drinks. That’s what I needed. A lot of drinks. 
 
    Forgotten was my hangover. Forgotten was my roiling belly and my aching head. I just needed a drink. I picked a glass off the table and drank the whole thing. 
 
    They all stared at me. Tom started to say something, but Jenny nudged him and shook her head. 
 
    “Let’s all have breakfast,” announced Molly. 
 
    “Uh, yeah,” said Tom. 
 
    “Okay,” Jenny offered brightly. 
 
    I just stood there with my hands on the table and my head down. Breathing. My mind slowly, ever so slowly, coming back to life. 
 
    I picked up a second drink, I don’t know whose it was, but it was bourbon and Coke, and slugged it down. 
 
    Again, Tom looked about to speak, but Molly said, “It’s okay. He just needs to figure it out.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. “Figure it out.” I looked up at the three. They were still smiling, but they were a bit nervous. Apparently they hadn’t thought through to the reaction I was having.  
 
    I wasn’t laughing. 
 
    I said to Jenny. “Scoot over.” 
 
    Jenny slid to the side and I moved in next to her. She was dressed, I was in a peignoir, my hard cock visible through the glass table top. 
 
    I looked at Tom, who was across from me. “Hi, Tom.” 
 
    He blinked, I sounded strange, but he said, “Hi, Jack.” 
 
    “Hi, Jack,” I mused. “I’ve been hijacked. At least my lips have.” I grabbed a third drink. It looked like Tom had sipped from it, but I didn’t care. 
 
    Tears started to come down my cheeks. I put the empty glass down. Yes, I was crying. Then I had my face down on the table and was sobbing. 
 
    Molly, Jenny and Tom were very silent now. 
 
    I cried for about five minutes. Then I stopped. Oddly, it was like a light switch being clicked. I suddenly just stopped. I looked at my three friends. They had very worried looks on their faces. I said, “Well, it looks like you got me.” 
 
    I sniffed a couple of times, then looked at Molly. “Waffles. Lots of butter and syrup. I need something sweet.” 
 
    Molly stood there. 
 
    And, the really odd thing, the world was crystal clear to me at that point. Every color was brighter, filled with life. The lines of the objects of the world were so sharp with clarity. I could even see the motes in the air. Life was, in a way, golden. 
 
    “Molly?” I asked, my hyper senses kicking into gear. 
 
    “Yes. Right away.” 
 
    Tom tried, “Jack, we’re sorry. We were just having a joke…” 
 
    I waved my hand. “And it is funny. A year from now I will be laughing hysterically, and I will always remember this massive ‘gotcha.’ Right now, I’m okay. I’m just coming to grips with everything.” 
 
    Jenny blurted. “It’s Molly’s fault.” 
 
    Molly spun and stared at her friend. 
 
    Jenny: “I’m sorry, but I can’t…I didn’t know this was going to happen like this.” 
 
    Again, I waved my hand. “It’s fine. Molly is the architect. You guys are just the appreciative audience. I get that.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Molly. I shouldn’t have said that. I’m just…” 
 
    “Scared. Worried. Don’t want me to hurt.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “It’s okay, babe,” I said to Molly. “Jenny’s fine. She didn’t mean anything. Now get my waffles.” 
 
    Everybody was blinking and awkward, but Molly managed to turn and attend to the waffles. We had a four slot toaster and she loaded it up, put the butter and a big bottle of Aunt Jemima on the table. 
 
    Nobody was talking. Everybody was weird. So I said, “So, Tom, how’s work.” 
 
    It was non sequitur. It was the surrealistic moment. It was four people in a lifeboat and somebody says, ‘I think I’ll paddle with a sieve.” 
 
    Then we were laughing. All of us. In hysterics. Couldn’t stop laughing for the life of me, of any of us. Tom pounded the table so hard I thought it would break. Jenny put her hands on the sides of her face and roared. Molly held herself up with one hand on the counter, her other hand was against her face. And I…I couldn’t stop. 
 
    None of us could stop. 
 
    For long minutes we laughed, and every time we slowed down we would trade a glance, or look at my lips, and start all over again. 
 
    Then the toast started burning. A little wisp of smoke rose up and Jenny pointed at it and we found that absurdly hilarious. 
 
    And we laughed and laughed and laughed. 
 
      
 
    I stood in the bathroom and stared at my lips. Red. And the rest of my face was no long as red. It had been a couple of hours, I had eaten and was over my hang over, and even my short spate of breakfast drinking. And I was actually admiring my lips. 
 
    They were full, apparently Molly had used plumper on them, long lasting plumper, and they were like a billboard in the desert of my face. 
 
    “What do you think?” Molly came and stood next to me, linked an arm in mine, and studied my face in the mirror. 
 
    “Major gotcha. Don’t think I’ll ever top that.” 
 
    “Probably not, but I was speaking of your mouth. Pretty sexy, eh?” 
 
    “I never would have thought,” I agreed. I touched them. Lipstain. Long lasting. Wouldn’t come off for rubbing. And I knew she was going to keep putting on the plumper. She had ‘freshened me up’ with the plumper once already. 
 
    “And we’re going to do the whole you.” 
 
    “The whole me. Wow.” 
 
    I looked at myself and not her. But then, right at that moment I was the more fascinating of us. 
 
    “Nails, make up, Jenny is actually out buying you some clothes.” 
 
    “So Jenny is in on this now. How’s Tom with that?” 
 
    “He’s okay.” 
 
    But there was something in her voice. I looked at her. That moment of clarity that had struck me before was still with me. I could read her like a book. 
 
    “Well, he’s a little…he’s coming to grips with the fact that she grabbed your cock.” 
 
    I smiled. My teeth were extra bright for the red. “Well, it was sitting right there, under the glass.” 
 
    When we had breakfasted Jenny had noted that I was hard under the glass table top, and…big. And she had asked if she could touch me. It. 
 
    I hadn’t said anything. Just looked at Tom. 
 
    Molly had said, “Go ahead. He won’t mind.” 
 
    Tom shrugged. But he was thinking about it. His wife with her hand on another man’s cock. It was something to absorb. 
 
    Now, in our bedroom a couple of hours later, Jenny asked, “Well, are you ready?” 
 
    “To be made up?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She looked down at the sink. My cock was pointing towards the faucet, big and hard. 
 
    “My, God, Jack. It’s actually dripping!” 
 
    I watched as pre-cum gathered at the tip and drooled down. 
 
    “Well,”I said. “Well.” 
 
    She knelt down and took me in her mouth. She worked my shaft and swirled her tongue over my head. It was so good my knees actually trembled. 
 
    She stood up. “God, Jack. Is this really making you that horny?” 
 
    It was a moment of truth time. I could deny it, and have it be an obvious lie. My pecker was bobbing, after all. Or I could admit it. 
 
    “I guess so.” A couple of hours ago, before I had seen my lips, I never would have admitted to such a thing. But now…now I was a changed man. the world was opening up for me as it had never opened before. 
 
    “Well,” she said. “Have a seat and let me get to work. Jenny’s going to come back in a while, and I want to at least show her some progress.” 
 
    Molly sat next to me at her vanity table and fitted fake nails to my digits. I don’t have the gnarly mitts of people who work with machines and tools. In fact, one of my hobbies is music. Playing the guitar and the piano, and my fingers reflect that. They are long and slender. And now they grew longerer and slenderer. 
 
    Molly pushed the cuticles, trimmed and sanded. She selected some modest ovals for my first time nails, and put a dab of glue on the backs to help the natural adhesive they came with. 
 
    “These have to last a week, and I don’t want you losing them,” she explained. 
 
    Long lasting lipstain, long lasting nails…my wife really had this planned out. 
 
    I had never realized how delicate and intricate the hand motions required to apply make up were. I watched as she stroked down from the cuticle. Several strokes, and my nails were red. Blood red. To match my lips. 
 
    She did the next nail, and the next. She was surprisingly fast for such delicate work. 
 
    Then she put on another coat, and another. 
 
    “Three strokes down and three coats on,” she mumbled, almost like a catechism. Then she put on a clear coat to preserve and protect. 
 
    “All right,” she smiled happily. “These puppies will last. Get your feet up here.” 
 
    “My feet?” 
 
    “They’ll look so delicious, pointing out from your open toed high heels.” 
 
    She had an almost evil grin on her face when she said that, and I put my feet up. 
 
    She didn’t have to put fake nails on my toes, although she laughed and threatened me with them. But it did take a bit of work. Men’s toenails tend to be a bit gnarly. But that just made them look super good when they were done. 
 
    “Wow!” I exclaimed. I was holding my thigh and lifting my foot so I could see them. 
 
    “Sexy, baby.” She said. “Now stop admiring yourself and let me do your face.” 
 
    I sat still and she leaned into me, her face close, her breath on my flesh, and began cleaning my pores. She scrubbed me clean with moisturizer, then began putting on primer. As she worked she offered explanations. “The primer makes your face a little flat, takes the color out. Makes your face into a canvas.” 
 
    “So you’re going to paint a picture on my face.” 
 
    “Your face is going to be a picture, all right. Maybe I’ll put a moo cow on your forehead. Or a birdie flying across your cheek.” 
 
    “Haven’t you done enough?” 
 
    “Not nearly,” and she giggled. “This is foundation, gets rid of any blemishes…which you don’t have. You have extremely excellent skin. We should have done this long ago.” 
 
    “Why didn’t you?” 
 
    “I thought about it.” 
 
    That surprised me. “Really?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. Haven’t you ever wondered why I make you wear your hair long? I dream of making you up and brushing your hair out, giving you a few curls…this is blush. See the color coming back?” 
 
    I could, and I said so. 
 
    “Now, the eyes. This is the delicate part. Do you want dark, smoky eyes? Or blue eyes? Or shiny eyes? What do you think is sexy?” 
 
    “Shadowy.” 
 
    “Ooh. I like shadows. I’l make it look like your eyes are in caves. Staring out at the world like a dangerous animal.” 
 
    Her words made me shiver and my cock bob. She laughed. 
 
    “Speaking of dangerous animals.” 
 
    “Crap. I just came yesterday.” 
 
    “Wait until I’m done with you. You’ll be a walking cum machine. You’ll spew like the world is ending.” 
 
    “I think it may—“ 
 
    “Honey! I’m home!” Jenny’s voice drifted back to us.  
 
    Molly giggled. “What a clown,” she observed, then she yelled, “Back here!” 
 
    Jenny entered the room. Tom was right behind her. 
 
    “Holy fuck!” Jenny whispered. 
 
    “My God,” Tom blurted. “Your face, it’s just like…just like…” 
 
    “Like a girl’s,” Molly spoke with satisfaction. “I told you I’m good.” 
 
    “And look, his…” Jenny stopped talking. And her silence was so loud we turned and looked at her. 
 
    She was staring at my penis. Red and big and hungry, drooling, bobbing, wanting. 
 
    Molly snickered. “Told you he was big.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…but…” 
 
    “Hey, babe,” Tom interjected. 
 
    She looked up at him. She looked at Molly. She looked at my dick. I might not have even existed, except for my penis and, of course, the fact that I was gaining a woman’s face. 
 
    She grabbed Tom and turned him around. “You and I have to talk.” Her voice was actually fierce, and she walked him out of the room. 
 
    “What the heck?” I murmured. 
 
    Molly just smiled. 
 
    “Come on. Let’s put some earrings on you, and some rings and bangles and stuff.” 
 
    She chose a pair of medium size rings and she took out a needle and a little bottle. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Piercing.” she examined my lobe, handled it and put the needle to it. 
 
    “I don’t think—OW!” 
 
    “Shut up. You’ll thank me.” 
 
    Well, it didn’t look like I had much choice. She pierced my other ear and set the earrings in place. 
 
    It felt weird, having the danglies caressing the side of my neck, but cool, too. 
 
    “Let’s put a bone through your nose and we’ll be done.” 
 
    I looked at her. “No.” 
 
    She grinned. “No. Maybe some other time.” 
 
    “Maybe some other life.” 
 
    “Ooh, did you just propose to me for another lifetime?” 
 
    I bumbled on an answer for that one, and she took my hand and dragged me out to the living room. 
 
    Tom and Jenny were sitting on the couch, facing each other, and in very close consultation. Their faces were two inches apart, and it looked like they had been discussing matters of deep import. They looked at us when we entered, and Jenny turned back to Tom. “Well?” 
 
    He sighed. Looked at me. He looked back at his wife. He almost seemed to sag as he nodded and said, “Yes.” 
 
    Jenny hugged him, and planted a big smackeroo on his mouth. “You’ll be so glad.” 
 
    “I think it’s you who will be glad,” he quipped. 
 
    I wondered what they had been talking about. 
 
    “Let’s dress him,” stated Molly. 
 
    Jenny clapped her hands and jumped up. “Wait until you see what we got him.” 
 
    I took notice of the bags then. There were a lot of them. “What’d you do? Buy the store out?” 
 
    “Don’t you worry your pretty head about that,” Jenny gushed. “I’m frugal, and I know my way around a sale.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “Doesn’t he need a wig? Or something?” 
 
    The girls stood back and inspected me. 
 
    “We could try combing his hair out. It might be long enough.” 
 
    “Long enough for a bob. Tom, go get my wig from the closet. And in the garage there’s a foot square box. It’s marked ‘Aunt.’ Bring that, too.” 
 
    Tom stood up. He had the most interesting expression on his face. Sort of an anticipation, when he looked at me. “Okay.”  
 
    Tom gone they stripped me. All the way. Not that a peignoir is much. I stood there, a slender man with a woman’s face, and my cock was hard and erect and pointing and…God, was I horny. 
 
    Jenny grabbed my penis, looked down at it, and sounded like she was ready for a ten course meal. “We’re going to need to do something about this.” 
 
    “We?” asked Molly, a twisted grin on her face. 
 
    “Well…well…” Jenny licked her lips, then reluctantly let go of my penis. 
 
    They put a pair of panties on me, and that sure didn’t work. My cock was so hard it nearly ripped the material. 
 
    “How about the corset?” Jenny asked. 
 
    “Too short.” 
 
    “I’ve got a longer one.” 
 
    At that moment Tom came back in. He was carrying the wig and a box and he put them down. 
 
    “Honey, go get my corset, the boned one, in my top drawer.” 
 
    Tom nodded. He was being a good sport, just going along with it, and I wondered why. Something was not right here. 
 
    “Okay, let’s put this bra on him.” 
 
    Jenny took a large cupped bit of cloth out of a bag and held it out. Together they wrapped it around me, fastened it, adjusted it, and pulled it up over my shoulders. 
 
    “Now this is a real over the shoulder boulder holder,” Molly giggled. “How are we going to fill this?” 
 
    Jenny went to the box, opened it and reached in. “Voila!” she bragged, and lifted a pair of breast forms up. 
 
    “Oh, my Gosh!” marveled Molly. “Where on earth?” 
 
    “My aunt had a mastectomy. Left these to remember her by.” 
 
    “Well, bless your aunt.” 
 
    “Bless indeed. Now, come here, sexy.” 
 
    The way she called me sexy, it was…more. That’s all I can say. There was something going on with Jenny. She was flustered and excited and everything, and more than just a simple make over should be. Even if I was that make over. 
 
    She shoved the big mounds into my cups, and suddenly I had a monster build. Like I say, I’m slender, except for my big belly, of course. But Tom chose that moment to arrive with the longer corset. 
 
    “Holy, fuck!” he whispered. “That’s really…really..” 
 
    “Pull your tongue in, lover. She’s not for you.” 
 
    Molly glanced at Jenny, and there was something really significant in that glance. I didn’t understand, but Molly seemed to, and she seemed to be having deep thoughts. 
 
    “Here we go,” they helped me step into the garment and pulled it up. When they reached my weenie it was tough going. My pogo stick didn’t want to stop jumping.  Still, they pulled, and pushed, and told me to suck it in, and they managed to get the corset on me. It had a snap at the bottom and they snapped it up so I couldn’t dangle, should I ever get soft. 
 
    My cock, of course, was pointed up, and I was pooched a little bit over. It hurt a little, but I could stand it. 
 
    Then came the nylons and the dress, and, finally, the high heels. 
 
    And the wig. 
 
    Done. 
 
    They put me in front of a mirror and I gasped. As well as I could considering the corset. 
 
    I was a tall woman with an hourglass shape. And a lot of hours topside.  
 
    My calves were made shapely by the high heels, and as long as I didn’t try to walk I was okay. Not going to fall on my face. 
 
    My ass and my chest were flared out, courtesy of the corset, which made my hips round and my chest…you know about my chest. 
 
    Then the face. Delicately made up, shaded so the strong masculine lines of my chin were softened and rounded. 
 
    My eyes were, as she had promised, like glints in a sexy cave. 
 
    And everything was topped off by an auburn wig, long tresses waved over my shoulders. 
 
    And I knew why women get dressed up. Aside form the sexy feeling of compression, it was a turn on.  
 
    “Wow,” I blurted. 
 
    “Tom, take our picture.” 
 
    Tom took her cell phone and snapped pics of us. Me in the center, Molly and Jenny by my sides. I bent my knees slightly and we were all pretty much the same size. 
 
    We smiled. We aped. We had a ball. And I felt like I was…let loose. Like I had been in prison all my life, and was suddenly set free, and handed a million dollars to boot. 
 
    “Tom, go get some champagne,” commanded Jenny. “ Good champagne.” 
 
    Dutifully, Tom headed for the liquor store. 
 
    Hunh. Why was he being so accommodating? And why was Jenny acting so weird? 
 
    But I didn’t have a chance to think anymore because of a knock on the door. 
 
    We all looked at each other. I was suddenly frightened, but the girls pushed me towards the door, and I felt a profound sense of…of righteousness. I opened the door, and gaped. 
 
     Reverend Thompson stood, bible in hand, and smiled. 
 
    Reverend Thompson is old. 80 years old, and his eyesight was fading. He said, “Hi, are Molly and Jack here?” 
 
    I was flustered, started blubbering, and Molly pushed past me. 
 
    “Hi, Reverend,” she stepped out and closed the door. I could hear them talking. Very pleasant. 
 
    Jenny turned to me. She held my biceps and focused her gaze on me. It was a hungry gaze and it made me nervous. “Alone at last.” 
 
    She fused her body to mine. Crushed my lips with hers. I felt one of her hands go to one of my boobs. I knew she was squeezing, feeling, taking advantage of me. 
 
    “Hey, wait…I…Molly!” 
 
    She laughed, then turned serious. “Jack, I’m going to fuck your brains out. I have never been so turned on in my life. I talked to Tom and he said it’s all right. This once, because you’re a girl.” 
 
    “But I…I…” 
 
    The door opened and Molly came back in. And stopped. And stared at us. 
 
    “Jack?” her voice was level. 
 
    I looked at her. “I didn’t…she…” 
 
    Jenny said: “Molly. I am going to fuck Jack’s brains out. When I am done he is going to have a bad case of the stupids.” 
 
    A long minute passed. Well, it was only seconds, but it felt like minutes. Then: “Oh, is that all.” 
 
    I gawped at her. 
 
    “I thought it was something serious.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    They both giggled, and Molly said, “Jack, I’ve told you that Jenny is a slut. And she told me earlier that she was going to have your cock in her or else. Well, what could I do? Right?” 
 
    “But, Tom…he…” 
 
    Tom pushed through the door at that moment. He stopped, didn’t even close the door, just stared at Jenny, her arms around me, the look on Jenny and Molly’s face. The look on mine. 
 
    “What’s this…are you trying to fuck my wife?” His voice rose up in anger. 
 
    “But…I wasn’t…” 
 
    He grinned. “Gotcha.” Then he grew serious. “Only one thing, Jack.” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Not in her butt. She hasn’t given that to me, yet, and it’s sort of reserved, if you get my drift. In fact, she promised me that if I let her fuck you then she’ll fuck me. With her asshole. So…you got to do it, man.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “That’s right. No butt.” 
 
    He and Jenny and Molly laughed then, and Molly pushed me, and Jenny guided me, and I staggered back towards the bedroom. 
 
    I’ve had women before. I’m not one of these guys who never had sex before marriage. In fact, I had had a LOT of sex before being married. But I had never had sex like this. 
 
    She walked me into my bedroom and closed the door. She lifted my dress, somehow managed to easily unsnap the bottom of the corset. She rolled the lip of the corset up and managed to extricate my dick.  
 
    “But, Jenny, I don’t think—“ 
 
    “Shush,” she said. “I’m a slut, I’m in heat, and I’ve never had a woman.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    She kissed me. My dick was pressed into her belly, aching and throbbing and drooling. 
 
    Her mouth searched mine, our lips were as if glued together, and her tongue explored my mouth. She had her hands on my cheeks at first, then she simply grabbed my earrings and held me in place while she raped my mouth. 
 
    Oh, God, was it good! I hadn’t kissed another woman than my wife for ten years, and now, to have my mouth savaged by such an expert, it was wonderful, and tender, and different and exciting. 
 
    And I thought: I’m a woman. I…how do I act? 
 
    But I didn’t have to worry about how I was supposed to act, Jenny took care of it all for me. She took charge, pushed me back on the bed, mounted me, and I felt my cock engulfed by strange pussy. 
 
    Wonderful pussy. So soft, so engulfing. I was surrounded by her womanly flesh and could hardly breath, and it wasn’t just the corset. It was the breathlessness of unbridled sex with a stranger. 
 
    Not a stranger, but she felt like a stranger. A different person. 
 
    “God, you are big,” she murmured, bracing her hands on my fake chest, squeezing her hands over my mounds, bending forward to kiss me. 
 
    She began to move then, corkscrewing up and down over my shaft. Her hips tilting and pulling, settling down and doing it all over again. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” I whispered, then I realized something. “I don’t think I can cum. I just came yesterday.” 
 
    “That’s okay,” she breathed, reaching down and fiddling with my balls. My balls that couldn’t squirt. “This is for me, not you.” 
 
    I laughed then. I liked the idea of being used. Of being screwed and tossed aside. And she thought she was the slut! 
 
    For long minutes she straddled me, pumping up and down, moaning, groaning, sighing and whining, and, finally, she started to climb the mountain. Her hips started to jerk, and I knew she was cumming. 
 
    “Oh, yeah….yes…” she held on to me, her pelvis twitching, then spasming. Then she collapsed, and whispered in my ear, “There is nothing like screwing a woman, is there?” 
 
    “No,” I whispered back. 
 
    At that moment the door burst open and Molly and Tom burst in. They had been listening at the door and had heard Jenny climb the mountain and fall over the other side. 
 
    “Aw right! What the fuck is going on!” 
 
    “Fuck is going on!” snapped Tom, savage but grinning. 
 
    “And nobody asked us to partake. Can you believe these selfish oafs?” 
 
    “Oafs,” agreed Tom. “Selfish!” 
 
    “Well, there’s only one way to handle sex oafs.” 
 
    She bent and opened the bottom drawer of her dresser. 
 
    Jenny sat up, curious, “What’s that?” 
 
    Molly stood up and was holding a mess of straps and a dildo. A…dildo? 
 
    I goggled as she put it on. “Jack, when I first came up with the idea of feminizing you I realized there was one thing we would have to do.” 
 
    “Have to,” agreed Jenny, giggling. 
 
    “Damn, dude,” said Tom. “Or maybe I should say dudette.” 
 
    Molly stood, legs spread,  a big cock sprouting from her groin. “What do you say, Jack? Are you going to go all the way? Or have I wasted my time with you.” 
 
    Jenny turned to me. “Yeah, Jack. Are you going to put out? Or are you just a bitch?” 
 
    I was speechless. 
 
    “Tom,” commanded Molly. “There’s a big jar of lube in the bathroom. Get it.” 
 
    Tom moved to obey. He came back in the room and handed the jar to Molly. He was grinning like his face was going to split apart. “I always wondered about this. If you do it…I’ll do it. Okay, Jack?” 
 
    I was caught. I was unable to speak. I couldn’t believe it. The three just stood there and stared at me expectantly. 
 
    So what could I do? 
 
    I turned over and got on all fours. 
 
    “Oh, goody,” mumbled Jenny. “Give me that jar. Lube yourself up.” 
 
    I could hear Tom saying, “here, let me do that, and knew that he was stroking her cock, maybe even kissing her. I felt Jenny’s fingers working between my crack, feeling slick, and then she was lubing me. Pushing lube into my rectum. Reaming me with her fingers. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” I moaned. I had never felt anything so good. It felt even better than fucking. Now how could that be? 
 
    “Okay, Jack. Tome to be a woman.” Molly moved between my legs. Jenny spun around on the bed and faced me. She watched my face as Molly touched her prick to my button. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” Jenny smiled as my face opened up. 
 
    I felt that penis go deep into me. I had no breath, but what was left was snatched away. I perched on the precipice of a giant dick and my world was totally and utterly blown. 
 
    She pulled back and it felt like somebody was turning me inside out. 
 
    “Wow,” muttered Tom. His voice was filled with awe and jealousy. 
 
    She thrust into me, forced me forward, and Jenny chose that moment to kiss me. There I knelt, on all fours, a hard penis pushing me forward and a soft kiss stopping me. I had never imagined anything could feel this good in my life. 
 
    In and out, and my back started scrunching up, then flattening out, I pushed my butt back and twisted, giving her penis a corkscrew of a fuck. 
 
    “Oh, baby, this is good,” Molly mumbled.  
 
    I looked back over my shoulder, and her face was twisted in lust, and I understood something. She was taking my male power. She was absorbing that which made me a man, and that was okay. I certainly didn’t mind a wife that pounded me with her pecker, who made me feel this way. Heck, I had made her feel this way for a decade, and what was sauce for the gander is sauce for the goose. 
 
    “Oh, my God! Look!” I intuited that Tom was pointing, and Jenny looked, then lowered my head so I could see between my arms, and back to where my dick hung. 
 
    White sperm was seeping out of Mr. Happy. I was cumming. I wasn’t having an orgasm, but it felt good, happy, loosy goosy, and I was being milked. Her cock was pressing on my prostate and semen was being forced out of me. 
 
    And this was okay. I couldn’t cum anyway, and this warm feeling…I had an idea it was going to last for days. The cum without a cum. 
 
    Jenny lifted my face and kissed me some more. Molly slowed down and just held her position and waited for me to empty out. 
 
    “He’s done,” announced Tom, and she pulled slowly out. 
 
    “Oh, God!” I said, and I fell forward, sated, but not exhausted. In fact, I had never felt so alive in my life. I was wired with sex and happiness and an inner glow. 
 
    “Well, good,” Molly slapped my ass. “Now we should—“ 
 
    “Ahem.” 
 
    The girls looked at Tom. 
 
    Jenny said, “Really?” 
 
    Molly asked, “What?” 
 
    Jenny: “He wants to screw Jack.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Really. He’s been trying to get me to do anal for years, and now, seeing this beautiful ass, and if Jack is willing…” 
 
    I lay there. Was I willing? I had been made into a woman, and fucked by another woman, and then fucked by a woman made into a man, sexually. So, was I willing? Could I take yet another step? 
 
    Molly slithered up next to me, turned my face towards her. 
 
    “Jack, if you don’t want to I understand. But this is your friend, and you just had his wife, and I’m going to be fucking you all week long, and maybe Jenny will to—“ 
 
    “I will.” 
 
    “But…if you want to try it…it won’t be any harder than my dick, and it will be real flesh. Would you like to experience real flesh, Jack?” 
 
    Oh, God. What could I do? What could I say? These were my friends, and they meant so much to me. I struggled to my hands and knees and waited. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “What is a penis for?” 
 
    I stared at my wife. “What?” 
 
    “It’s not a hard question. Just answer it. What is a penis for?” 
 
    We were in the bedroom getting ready for bed. She was cleaning goop off her face and I was hanging up my pants. I stopped, mid hang, and faced her. 
 
    “What kind of a question is that?” 
 
    “It’s a good and honest question. What’s the good and honest answer?” 
 
    Lannie is a babe. Long, dark hair, glittering eyes, and…there is something in her, a twist, something that makes her different. 
 
    “A penis,” I pontificated, “Is good for reproduction and—“ 
 
    “Stop!” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “It’s good for reproduction.” 
 
    “That’s what I said. And—“ 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “What the heck are you doing?” I was getting irritated with her haughty stoppages. 
 
    “You’re trying to give me all that other nonsense.” 
 
    “What nonsense?” 
 
    “That a penis is necessary for pleasure.” 
 
    “Well, it is!” 
 
    “Nonsense.” 
 
    I went over to her. I pulled my tighty whiteys down. My pecker sprang right out. “So you’re saying this doesn’t give you pleasure?” 
 
    “It’s not important what it does. What is important is what it is designed for. 
 
    Reproduction, urination and fun!” I almost shouted. 
 
    “Reproduction. When we have kids we need it. Urination. Yep. It’s necessary. But…fun?” She tilted her head and gave me a lock of mockery. “Fun?” 
 
    “Yes! Fun!” 
 
    “Nonsense. Your penis is not necessary to the act of having fun. It is not necessary that you masturbate like a dirty, little boy, or that you sate your lustful desire in my gentle vagina.” 
 
    We glared at each other. She had had some loopy ideas in the past. We had spent a month eating nothing but raw meat, that was real fun. And going barefoot everywhere, oh, that was a large charge. But…what was she saying? 
 
    “What, my lovely wife, are you suggesting?” 
 
    “I am saying, plain and simple, that unless your penis is proposing a child, it is not going to get inside my little pleasure palace. I am saying that you should not masturbate. You should save your little peeny for the more important things in life.” 
 
    “Like pissing and…and…that’s all?” 
 
    “That’s it.” 
 
    There was a spare chair next to her vanity table and I turned it around and sat in it. “And what brought you to this bizarre conclusion?” 
 
    “Common sense.” 
 
    “What’s common about not fucking?” 
 
    “First, I believe that your heart only beats so many times in your lifetime, and you should conserve your beats, avoid excitement—“ 
 
    “The excitement of sex,” I blurted.  
 
    “—and you will live longer. Furthermore, I believe that your heart can only pump so many gallons, then it wears out. I don’t want that to happen to you.” 
 
    “Anything else?” 
 
    “Yes. Your penis is only good for so many squirts, then it wears out. runs down. Empties out. Whatever you want to call it.” 
 
    “What?” My voice actually squeaked. 
 
    “So we need to limit your squirts, slow the flow of blood, and calm your poor heart down.” 
 
    “This is ridiculous.” 
 
    “You are already upset. I want you to take deep breaths and calm down.” 
 
    “Like you?” 
 
    “Like me.” She breathed out slowly and closed her eyes. 
 
    “And what about your pussy?” I asked. “Is your pussy on a diet?” 
 
    “I will limit sex. I will only pee. I will treat my vagina like the sacred chamber it is.” 
 
    “This is ridiculous.” 
 
    “And I don’t want you jacking off or lusting after other women.” 
 
    “This is crazy. So we can throw out your vibrator, right?” 
 
    She opened her eyes and frowned. “My vagina has special needs. I have more hormones than you, and hormones can make a girl excited. A quick session with a vibrator reduces all that stress.” 
 
    “A quick…oh, my God! Are you listening to yourself?” 
 
    “It is better that you listen to me. I am trying to conserve your energies, preserve your life, and enable you to live to a ripe old age.” 
 
    “If I can’t have sex I don’t want to live to a ripe, old age.” 
 
    “Nevertheless,” she stated emphatically. “You will.” 
 
    Now, I don’t know about you, but being told I can’t have something makes me want it all the more. And being told I can’t have sex resulted in the biggest boner in the history of the world, and maybe in the history of boners. 
 
    Lannie placed a hand on my knee and looked me in the eyes. “Honey, Ron, you will thank me.” 
 
    “When I am laying on my death bed, after a lo-o-ong life of sexual frustration, I am suppose to thank you.” 
 
    She nodded, was satisfied. “Yes.” 
 
      
 
    We went to bed, and life went on, but it was a very different life. 
 
    I hadn’t had a cum for a week before she laid down the law, and I was very horny. I was so horny that I became, rather quickly, desperate. 
 
    I would wake up in the morning and look at her bountiful body, the large breasts, and I wanted to attack, penetrate, pump and relieve. Instead, I would slink to the bathroom, and a shower, and try not to soap my cock. 
 
    I am not a fan of masturbation. In fact, the day I discovered that girls were built different than boys I gave up masturbating. Except for when I really had to. Which, I hate to admit, was a lot. 
 
    But I had eventually put masturbation aside, and was proud of that feat. 
 
    But when I came home I had been hard all day, distracted by the feeling of my pecker poking outward, and my balls were ready to pop. She invariably greeted me at the door with a kiss—sometimes a scorcher of a kiss, because she was horny, too—and my penis would struggle and fight against the confines of my tighty whiteys. 
 
    Going to bed was a real thrill. I would see her undress, expose that voluptuous body, those amazing breasts, and my penis would pound so hard I was afraid I would have a heart attack. 
 
    “Honey, my heart is racing. A little sex would relieve it.” 
 
    “Nonsense,” my most unfavorite word in the world, “just have a little patience. And discipline. Now come over here and rub my back.” 
 
    That’s right. My testicles are so full I groan if they even brush against my thighs, and she wants me to sit atop her buns and rub her back. Her naked back. Her bare flesh tantalizing me. My penis laying between her bare globes, dying to get inside her and… 
 
    “Can’t you control that thing?” she groused. “Can’t you have discipline? Like me?” 
 
    A weak sob escaped me and she looked over her shoulder at me, then sighed loudly. She lay back down and muttered, “You are so hopeless.” 
 
    Hopeless was right. And helpless. And miserable. And horny. Then I had a bright idea. 
 
      
 
    “Honey, let me give you a full body rub tonight.” 
 
    “Okay,” she smiled. She loved the oil and the time and sensations of me loving every part of her body. 
 
    And I intended to love her vagina. Heh heh. 
 
    So I laid a big towel down on the bed, got out the oil and began rubbing. I smoothed oil into her back, I rubbed my fingers into her flesh. I made circling motions and laced my way down her body. I spent a lot of time on her butt, pressing and palpating and squeezing. 
 
    She sighed and loved it. 
 
    I went down her legs, feeling her perfect skin with my hands, feeling her relax more and more, and I knew she was getting more and more receptive to the feel of my hands on her. 
 
    My poor penis, however, was suffering for this. It was a stiff rod that kept sliding along her body, or poking into her flesh, which just made her giggle. “Don’t you get too excited now, Ron.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, honey. I’m working on my discipline, just like you. Now turn over and let me do your front. 
 
    She rolled over and I was presented with her mammoth mounds, her shaved pubic area, her arcs and curves of lovely flesh. 
 
    I began at her feet and worked up. Pressed my fingers into her muscles and made her relax more and more. 
 
    Up to her thighs, grabbing them and stroking, letting my fingers come closer and closer to her pussy. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Babe. You have to do this every night.” 
 
    “You got it,” I promised, and in my mind: until you cum! 
 
    I was careful around her groin. I couldn’t just leap in and fuck her clit with my hand, I had to work around it. I rubbed the edges of her womanly triangle. I pressed firmly with my fingers, dragged them around her hole, and she breathed deeper and deeper. At one point I got a little too close and she gasped. 
 
    But she didn’t tell me to stop. 
 
    Up to her breasts. Her mountains of pleasure, and I molded them and shaped them. I pulled on the nipples with my fingers, and she was so relaxed she didn’t say anything when I took a nipple in my mouth and began to suck it. 
 
    She groaned. 
 
    I massaged her pussy area. Getting closer and closer. Pretty soon I would be able to push those legs apart. Pretty soon she would get so horny she would forget about this stupid pussy diet. Pretty soon— 
 
    “AHHHH….YES!!!! FUCK!” 
 
    Her hips rose upward, snapped upward, and I could see all her muscles tightening. Damn! She was having an orgasm! That wasn’t supposed to happen! I needed to get into her! 
 
    She sagged. “Oh, thank you, honey.” 
 
    “But…” I put my hands between her legs and pushed lightly. 
 
    She spun around and sat up and glared at me. “No! Bad Ron!” 
 
    “But…but…honey!” 
 
    “You are not supposed to use your penis for pleasure!” 
 
    “But you just had pleasure with your pussy!” 
 
    “That was an accident. And I suspect that you planned this! You deliberately gave me this back rub just to get inside me!” 
 
    “But I didn’t—“ 
 
    “So, no! You are not cumming! I’ve got more hormones, and if I need a little outercourse then that’s okay. But you don’t have hormones…so you don’t need any of that silly sex stuff!” 
 
    “But you do!” 
 
    She paused, I could see her doing the math, and she folded her arms under those amazing breasts, pushing them out further, and stated, “Yes.” 
 
    “So you get to cum and I don’t.” 
 
    “Women don’t spew their seed all around. They don’t empty their balls. I am in no danger of running out of semen, So, yes. I get to cum.” 
 
    “And I don’t.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “ARGH!” I jumped up and actually ran around in a small circle. 
 
    “So just stop throwing your little baby tantrum and come to bed.” 
 
    I couldn’t go to bed then, however. I was too worked up. My penis was too worked up. It was stiff and pointing and now it was actually dripping. 
 
    “Look! You’re making a mess! You’re dripping on the floor!” 
 
    “I don’t care!” 
 
    “Well you’d better care! You’d better start behaving yourself or…or…” 
 
    “Or what? You’ll stop having sex with me?” 
 
    Now she was starting to get mad. All her talk of being calm, and then having her own squirt…she was getting mad. 
 
    “I’ll make you wear a chastity device!” 
 
    “You will not!” 
 
    “I will! And that will calm you down and get you under control!” 
 
    She was on her feet now, and her voice was rising up. 
 
    “I don’t need to be under control! I just need a little sex!” 
 
    “And you’ll get little sex! Very little!” 
 
    And we argued and argued and argued, and I finally wound up sleeping in the den. 
 
    But not sleeping in the den. Lying awake with my aching, throbbing penis. Moaning and groaning with frustration. My balls so tender. My dick dripping all over my thighs and getting me all wet. 
 
    And I’m not going to tell you all the bad thoughts I had that night. I love my wife and I will not speak ill of her. 
 
    Even though she is so damned frustrating I was thinking my nutsack as going to explode! 
 
      
 
    I woke up the next morning and was dazed with lust. And lack of sleep. 
 
    She woke up, on the other hand, and came out of our bedroom fresh and rested. Chipper. Of course, she had had a wonderful orgasm. 
 
    “Good morning, my beautiful husband.” 
 
    “Good morning,” I muttered. 
 
    “Oh, cheer up. Today is another day, and you’ve got all day to be happy!” 
 
    “There’s only one thing that will make me happy.” 
 
    “Oh, tut tut! Just relax and be happy. Now I’m going to go to the gym. I feel wonderful, and I need to work off some of this energy.” 
 
    She headed out for the gym and I was left to my own devices. 
 
    Naked, unable to get my boner into pants, I fixed breakfast. I ate. I did the dishes. I went into the den and watched porn. 
 
    Well, of course I did! I was desperate! I needed…something! 
 
    So I watched men with big dongs plumb women with big breasts and my cock grew bigger and bigger. So bigger that I actually gave a sob or two. Or three or four. Just, the sight of so much pulchritude being wallowed in so freely, so joyously, it was too much. 
 
    I turned off the computer and sat in the dark room. 
 
    Lannie arrived home. Cheerful as all get out. She breezed past the den, then backed up and looked in. “Oh, there you are. Honey, could you make me some toast and jam? And a little hot chocolate?” 
 
    Then she was gone on down the hallway. Tripping blithely to a shower. To wash that stupendous figure, to caress those massive mammary glands, to feel her hands smoothing down her luscious legs, to…I stood up and hurried to the kitchen. I had to take my mind off Lannie. I had to do something to get my mind off my throbbing penis. 
 
    I popped some toast into the toaster, heated up some water and got out the hot chocolate. I buttered and jellied the toast and put the plate on the table. Then I stood there, leaning against the counter, looking out the window, and considered my situation. 
 
    I needed to masturbate. I hadn’t done that since I was a kid, but I needed to do that now. A man has to get some relief, or his balls will turn blue, purple, and then black. 
 
    Lannie came into the kitchen and plopped down at the table. “Ooh, goody,” she munched into a piece of toast, then looked up at me. “Thank you, honey, but could you go put some clothes on? You look a little silly sitting there with your penis dripping and all.” 
 
    I turned to her. “Honey, I can’t even get my pants on. My dick is priapic, it won’t go down. All I can do is stay nude as long as you’re going to make me suffer.” 
 
    Chewing her little bites, she observed, “Now you know I’m doing this so you will live a full and glorious life. I just don’t understand why you can’t be more like me.” 
 
    “Well, I can’t. I need relief. I need…” I actually started to tear up. 
 
    “Oh, honey. I know it’s tough. And maybe I can help you.” 
 
    “You can?” 
 
    “Of course I can. That’s what wives are for, right? To help their husbands?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Now you do the dishes and I’ll go see about helping you out.” 
 
    She smiled, patted my cheek, and headed for the bedroom. 
 
    Oh, visions of sugar plums and fairies or whatever that stupid song or poem is. I was going to get a little! 
 
    I smiled. I waited, and gave her two minutes to get ready for me. I sauntered down the hallway, swaggered, actually, cock of the walk, ready to do the deed and— 
 
    “Here you go,” Lannie stepped out of the bedroom and handed me a bundle of cloth. 
 
    “What the heck?” I shook it out and blinked. It was Lannie’s muumuu. A dress! A freakin’ billowy dress! She got it at a thrift shop and wore it when the weather was hot and she didn’t feel like wearing real clothes. She wore it around the pool sometimes. But it was a dress! 
 
    “What is this?” 
 
    “You have to put some clothes on. You’re a distraction.” 
 
    “I’m not going to wear a dress!” 
 
    “You will if you want to cover up that peeny of yours. And, by the way, I have some ladies coming by today, and if you know what’s good for you…” 
 
    “I’m not. wearing this! They’d all laugh at me! I’d be the laughing stock of town!” 
 
    “Nonsense. But, do what you want. But you either hide in the basement, or you wear this.” 
 
    “I’ll close the door and stay in the den.” 
 
    “This is an official Society Meeting. We’re going to need the computer.” 
 
    “But you can’t…I don’t want to…you need to…” I ran out of things that I was too befuddled to say anyway. 
 
    “The meeting takes place at one. Do what you want. I’m going to get ready.” 
 
    She returned to the bedroom and I was left holding this flimsy bit of rag. A damned muumuu! What the hell! 
 
    I walked into the bedroom after her. “Lannie. this has got to stop.” 
 
    She was sitting at her vanity table, making up her face, and I was forced to watch her become even more beautiful.” 
 
    “I sort of like the way things are. I enjoyed breakfast, I had a wonderful night last night…I like the way things are going.” 
 
    “But I am suffering!” 
 
    “Nonsense. Men go without cumming all the time. What if you were a monk, or a had an accident and couldn’t use your peter? You would just learn to deal with it. So just learn to deal with it. 
 
    She ran a tube over her lips and my cock gave an extra shuddery bounce. I was a sucker for juicy, red lips. 
 
    She noticed and smiled at me. “Would you like a little lipstick?” 
 
    I jumped back. “No!” 
 
    “Suit yourself.” She went back to coloring her lips, then smacked loudly. “Personally, I think red lipstick is the only way to go. What do you think?” 
 
    “ARGH!” I stomped out of the room. 
 
    It was twelve thirty. Half hour to bitch time, as I liked to call it. A half hour, or less, until the old biddies started showing up. Of course they weren’t all old biddies. There was Jane, from down the street. World class knockers, and always joking. Then there was Sandra Smith, she had a killer body and a killer face, and when she talked she moved her lips like she was trying to kiss you. And there was…crap! I had to stop this! I was just making myself more hornier. 
 
    I walked into the den. I could lock the doors, but they were pretty flimsy. If Lannie so much as pushed on them they were liable to give way. 
 
    I went back into the bedroom and tried to put some jeans on. God, what a struggle, bent my dick every which way but loose, but I couldn’t get them on. Not without suffering ‘bent-dickitis.’ 
 
    I went back to the den and picked up the lap top. Then I went back to the bedroom and picked up the balled up muumuu. I had thrown it in a corner, but I needed it. 
 
    I was afraid some of those women would want to come down to the basement. 
 
    “That’s a boy,” murmured Lannie. 
 
    “Argh!” I answered, then I headed for the basement. 
 
    It was cool in the basement, and I headed for the easy chair.  
 
    We had once had dreams of making the basement into a giant playroom, and we had even started construction. There was a side room with a massage table in it. The main room had a pool table set up, and a ping pong table was folded and shoved into a corner. 
 
    There were also tools, material for building walls and cabinets, and a complete sound system that had never been set up. 
 
    I put the laptop down on the table next to the easy chair and held out the muumuu. For Heysoos’s sake. I pulled the thing over my head and let it drape down. 
 
    It was sheer and billowy. You could see through it, but it was gossamer material, and as it slid over my cock it felt so-o-o good. I grabbed my penis and rubbed, and was on the edge rea-a-ally fast. 
 
    I let go. I didn’t want to be a jacker offer. There was just something so…immature…about throttling your weenie until it spits. 
 
    So I sat there in my muumuu and watched porn.  
 
    I heard the women upstairs. Mumbling voices, giggling laughter, the tap, tap of their heels. 
 
    I sank deeper into my funk. I was horny. I needed relief. What was wrong with that? 
 
    Nothing! 
 
    I had been fucking for years, and it hadn’t hurt me. And people had been fucking since before the first baby was born! 
 
    So why should I be a monk? 
 
    Why should I be allowed into my wife’s pussy, eh? 
 
    I married her! I have certain rights, didn’t I? 
 
    The women upstairs went on with their meeting all afternoon. Blah, blah, blah. 
 
    I could imagine their silly nonsense, talking about their families and their children and grandchildren. 
 
    Then I had a thought. Was Lannie acting this way because of her Ladies…what was it…oh, yeah. Sissy. The Ladies’ Sissy Society? 
 
    Had they infected her with some nonsense about men and women and feminism and females needing more rights and all that? 
 
    I had a feeling they had. 
 
    I looked over to the fridge, and I remembered: We had beer in there! We had just started on the basement, I think I had dreams of it being a ‘super man cave,’ and I had bullied a fridge down the steps and filled it with beer. 
 
    I stood up, my weenie brushing against the thin material and making me shiver, and walked to the fridge. I opened it, and smiled. 
 
    The top shelf had row upon row of dark bottles. Beer for the masses, like Coors and Budweiser. 
 
    The second shelf had Pacifico, Corona, and other types of beer. Made in Mexico mostly, and without the GMO and other stuff that Americans put in their beer. 
 
    The third shelf, right above the vegetable drawers, however, was the gold mine. Tire Biter, Landshark, and…OMG! Golden Monkey! I actually had a six pack of Golden Monkey! 
 
    Golden Monkey was my beer of choice when I wanted to lose my senses quickly. One beer made your eyes cross. Two beers made your eyes move independently. Three beers and one eye did a polka and the other did a cancan. Four beers and you’d actually believe the election wasn’t rigged. 
 
    Grinning, finally a cure for my priapism in hand, I popped a top and did the chug a lug. 
 
    Mmm. Golden Monkey is sweet with a slight taste to it. Some people don’t like the taste. I don’t, but the effects of the beer were worth it. I went back to my easy chair and listened to the racket upstairs. 
 
    Crazy women. Thinking men should do without. Closing their legs like they thought they were better than us. They probably all jacked off. 
 
    One beer gone. 
 
    Or jilled off, I thought, as I began drinking the second bottle. 
 
    Jilled off each other. I giggled at the idea. Women with pussies doing each other when a perfectly good man, a cock, was at hand. Didn’t they understand? Men and women had been doing the dirty since before there was dirt! It was no time to start…hmmm. Now how did that bottle get empty? 
 
    Two beers gone. 
 
    Probably jilled off everything. Jilled off their children, their pets. And never let their husbands get any. Jilled off their aunts and uncles, and their poor husbands suffered. Walked funny because they were so stiff and there wasn’t any relief. Jilled off their parents and their grandparents. Jilled off passersby on the street. Jilled off the cops who tried to arrest them and the firemen who tried to douse them with water. Jilled the mailman for a letter and the waiter for a tip. Jack and Jill went up the hill with a bucket and a quarter. Jill came back with two fifty…they didn’t go up for water. 
 
    I turned the bottle upside down and ascertained…yep. Dead soldier. Jilled to death. Here lies a victim of women’s underwear. Uh, women’s everywhere. A victim. Like this empty bottle. How the fuck did that happen? 
 
    I opened a fourth bottle. I had never drunk so much Golden Monkey in my life. Hell, two bottles and I couldn’t pass a drunk test. What were they testing drunks for, anyway? Who cares how smart a drunk is? 
 
    Not like me, who was smart all the time. Not like me—glug—who can hold his liquor. 
 
    I couldn’t hear anything upstairs, but I didn’t care. What I cared about was this bottle. In my hand. Half gone. And I remembered a story from college. Not a story, an actual happening. Friend of mine named Dave shoved a bottle of beer up his ass and got so drunk he couldn’t stand up. On one beer. 
 
    Apparently alcohol goes right through the membrane of the colon and right into the system and you get super drunk super fast. 
 
    Wouldn’t that be interesting? Fuck myself in the ass with a bottle of Golden Monkey? How drunk would I get? I mean, I had had lotsh of bottlesh all ready. Surely one more couldn’t helf. 
 
    Couldsh it?” 
 
    Hmmm. 
 
    I looked at the bottle.  
 
    Only a little left in it. Like half. Surely that much alcohol wouldn’t bother me. Not now. Heck. I had proved my resishtance. A little drinkie poo up the poo poo would be nothing for a man like me. Right? 
 
    So I struggled around, leaned over the arm of the chair, and tried to fit the bottle to my ass. 
 
    Normally, I don’t think there’s a chance in hell of me getting a bottle up my ass. I’m a tight ass. I never put anything up there. 
 
    But now I was drunk, and relaxed, and…loose. 
 
    The bottle popped into my hole and I heard the gurgle of liquid passing. 
 
    Sort of like gas passing, but it was liquid passing, but the wrong way. What? 
 
    I struggled to my feet, and I didn’t really know who I was or where I was or anything. I just knew the world was spinning and I had to get out of there. 
 
    The basement was closetphobic. The stairs were a way to heavin’. Uh, heaven. 
 
    I staggered across the floor and up the stairs. I opened the door and staggered out into… 
 
      
 
    The Ladies’ Sissy Society was having a quiet moment. Everybody was listening to a very important message from somebody. Syphilis or somebody. 
 
    I had my dress up over my head, a beer bottle coming out of my ass, and I belched. Except the belch was sort of solid. Right over the leader of the Ladies’ Sissy Society. All over her. Matthilda somebody. 
 
    “Oh! Schuse me!” I tried to brush her off, and smeared the deadly toxins into her. Her dress was ruined, her hair was a mess, everybody was screaming…so I barfed again. I had drunk a lot of Golden Monkey, and I had a lot of Golden Barf stored up. 
 
    “Ron!” My wife shrieked. 
 
    I barfed on her. 
 
    “Help!” A lady yelled, and tried to run across the living room to the front door. I hit her halfway across the room. Projectiled her. And she fell over. 
 
    Oh, my, I thought. I guess I puke hard. 
 
    Ladies slipping and falling in the upchuck. Dresses and faces dripping with vomit. Women shrieking for help, screaming, running around and trying to scrape vomitus off themselves. 
 
    Matthilda was sitting on the couch, wiping puke off her chest. She was low cut and it was dripping and slipping between her awesome boobies. 
 
    My wife was crying—now what was she crying for?—and my tossed up Golden Monkey was all over her legs. 
 
    Screeching, crying, sobbing, puked on ladies. 
 
    And I didn’t understand it. Heck, I didn’t have a drop on me. 
 
    Then, the room swirling about me, I tried to sit down. And fell down. And I looked up at the fan, whirling above me. Going round and round. And I watched that fan. The blades, and they slowed down, and then I was the one going around and around. The fan blades were still. In relationship to me. And it was the room that was spinning. Spinning. Spin…snore.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “Wha…” I looked around blearily. I was standing up. Well, I was sagging from something, but held upright. What was going on? 
 
    “Wha happen…?” 
 
    Everything was dark. Oh, my God! I was dead! My eyes were dead and I couldn’t see anything! 
 
    “Help!” I asked, almost conversationally. 
 
    Wait a minute, I had heard my own voice, so I wasn’t dead. At least, my voice wasn’t dead. 
 
    “Help!” I asked a little louder. 
 
    My voice ricocheted a bit, and I knew where I was. 
 
    I opened my eyes. 
 
    Yep. 
 
    I was in the basement. 
 
    And I was hanging! I struggled, my feet were numb, but I managed to get them under me and push up. I stood, and realized that I was chained up. I was being held against the basement wall, which was cement, by chains.  
 
    Why? What was happening? 
 
    “Help!” I yelled. And I heard noises above me. The scraping of a chair, the tap tap of feet. Not two feet, but many feet. 
 
    Then the door to the kitchen opened and a small bit of light filtered down to me. 
 
    “Hello? Lannie? Somebody? Help me!” 
 
    Feet clicking on the stairs, then the lights went on. I blinked, and looked around. 
 
    Yes, I was chained to the basement wall. Several eye bolts had been sunk into the cement, and the chains kept me upright. 
 
    I looked down, I had no clothes on. My penis was, of course, sprouting. Of course it was. I hadn’t had any sex in ages, and my balls, they felt so big down there. Big and ripe, like melons ready to burst. I had never been so exquisitely sensitive in my life. 
 
    I looked over to where Lannie was descending the stairs. Lannie and…several other pairs of legs came into view. Sexy legs. Beautiful legs. Legs all calf curvy and going up, up, to well shaped, rounded buttocks. 
 
    “Lannie?” 
 
    She was in full view now, striding towards me. Naked, those incredible boobs on proud display, an angry look on her face. 
 
    I was confused. What had I done to piss her off? I should be the one pissed off. She had closed her legs and I hadn’t had any for the longest time! 
 
    Men need to cum! They deserve to cum! They— 
 
    “I hope you’re proud of yourself!” 
 
    “Honey, I…what’s happening? Why am I chained to this wall?” 
 
    “As if you didn’t know!” 
 
    I looked behind her, the ladies of The Ladies’ Sissy Society were behind her. They were also naked. They just stood there and glowered at me. Anger on their faces, boobs out thrust, totally pissed off. 
 
    “Lannie? Honey? I don’t know what you’re talking about! What have I done, and what are all these…these ladies doing here? Don’t you know I’m…I’m naked, and…and…” I was too embarrassed to point out that my dick was pointing out. Heck, it was obvious. 
 
    “You really don’t remember?” She didn’t believe that, and that was for sure. 
 
    “Remember what?” 
 
    “Jocelyn,” Lannie raised a hand and one of the women behind her put a cell phone on it. 
 
    “You really don’t remember…so take a look.” 
 
    She tapped her finger on the phone a couple of times, then turned so I could see. 
 
    It was a meeting, the meeting they had been having, and they had videod the thing. Matthilda was sitting and talking about how men must be brought to heel, how they must learn their places, that they should—suddenly the door behind her burst open and my eyes widened. I burst into the room, the muumuu up around my neck, my penis big and purple and out of control. I could see bits of semen flick off it as I whirled about, and then I could see the bottle in my ass. 
 
    Oh, my God! I had had a bottle in my ass? 
 
    Then I focused on the women shrieking and trying to get out of the way, and I was puking, puking here, puking there, puking everywhere, spewing an endless amount of guts. 
 
    And the women were being splattered with goo and they shrieked. They ran all over the place, but they stepped in my vomit and upended. Their feet went up and their dresses slid back and all I saw was panties and puke and myself dancing here and dancing there, drunkenly, saying things, and puking, puking more and more. 
 
    Then, the worst, I stopped moving around and throwing up. I held up my penis and started pissing. I was mumbling and shouting weird things about cleaning them off, and I pissed on the crying, screaming ladies. 
 
    Then the video was over.  
 
    My face was slack and my eyes were round. My mouth was open in shock.I was stunned.  
 
    I had weird images floating through my mind, like a memory, but it was all so unreal. Surely that couldn’t have been me! 
 
    No. It was a doppelgangere, an alien from another universe. He had stolen my body and…and… 
 
    I looked at Lannie. The look in her eyes crushed me. I had shamed her, betrayed her. And, worse, I knew that there was no chance in hell of me ever cumming in her again as long as I lived. Maybe not even after I had lived. 
 
    “Now do you remember?” she sneered. 
 
    “I…I don’t…did I…that couldn’t have been—“ 
 
    Matthilda stepped forward and slapped my face. 
 
    “You…you…MAN!” she cursed me. “We of The Ladies Sissy Society don’t believe in violence, but right now…grrr…right now I am sore tried!” 
 
    The other women in the room were making a growling sound, muttering dire imprecations, threatening me with what they wanted to do to me. 
 
    “Tar and feather him!” 
 
    “Ride him out of town on a rail!” 
 
    “Cut off his weenie!” 
 
    “Wait!” I screamed. “I’m sorry! I didn’t know what I was doing!” That threat, to cut off my weenie, was terrifying. These women were obviously out of control. 
 
    In front of me Lannie started to cry. “I cook and clean for you. I perform oral sex! I even let you put your penis in my vagina. Well, bub, those days are past!” 
 
    “But, honey, I didn’t…that wasn’t really me…you know…” 
 
    Matthilda pushed past her and put a strap around my head. Behind her other women were consoling Lannie. 
 
    “Hey! Hey! I—ghueoldk!” My voice was muffled as a gag was stuffed into my mouth. What was worse…it was a penis gag! It was a little penis and I could feel it in my mouth, like a real dick!” 
 
    “Ronald Simpson. We of The Ladies Sissy Society will now adjourn to the upstairs…where we will discuss your case and an appropriate punishment.” 
 
    With that, me struggling and trying to speak, all those naked women turned and tromped across the floor, up the stairs, and into the living room. 
 
    I was left alone, chained to the wall, to contemplate my crimes. 
 
    I pulled on the chains. They rattled, but were firm. One of those ladies knew how to sink a bolt in cement. And the chains…no way I was going to bust them. 
 
    I examined the straps on my wrists and ankles. Tough leather, with a band of metal running around the backs of them. Thick. No weaknesses in any joint. I was affixed to the wall as surely as a butterfly is pinned to a corkboard. 
 
    Upstairs I could hear voices. Women muttering angrily. 
 
    Oh, God! Had I really done all that? I sort of remembered things, bits of images, but…it was all so…but then…Golden Monkey will do that. 
 
    That’s right. If I was guilty of any crime it was Golden Monkey’s fault. 
 
      
 
    About an hour later one of the women came into the basement. 
 
    “Hey! I’m sorry!” I yelped around the penis gag. My voice was muffled, but understandable. 
 
    She sniffed, and rummaged through a metal shelf I had placed against the far wall. 
 
    “Did you hear me?” 
 
    She didn’t say anything. She bent at the knee and examined the things on the lower shelves. 
 
    “What are you going to do to me?” 
 
    Silence, and she stood up and was holding something. 
 
    “What are you looking for?” 
 
    She turned and I saw…the hat. My beer hat. It was a hat with a set up or hold a big can of beer. A flexible straw ran down to my mouth. It was a joke and I had never used it. 
 
    “What do you need that for? What’s going on?” 
 
    She waked past me, didn’t deign to even look at me, the beer hat in her hand. 
 
    “Hey! Say something! Tell my wife I need to talk to her! Tell her I’m sorry! Hey! Hey!” 
 
    Then she was out of the basement, and she had turned off the lights. 
 
    Damn. I just stood there, unable to move without clinking. I was getting tired. What was up with those women? I mean, yeah, I had gotten sick, but that was no reason for them to treat me like this. Right? 
 
    I stood there in the darkness, and I felt weak. I was tired, I was hungry, and I was hung over. 
 
    Had I really done all that? Puked on all those women? 
 
    I guessed I had. I had seen the video, after all. 
 
    And standing there, in the gloom of the basement, thinking about it, I giggled. 
 
    The way they had run, and fallen and been slopped with puke. Bunch of stuck up bitches, and I started to laugh. 
 
    Then I stopped. This wasn’t funny. I needed to get loose. 
 
    The door to the upstairs opened and another woman came down the stairs. She was holding my beer hat in her hands. 
 
    “Hey! You have to let me go! this is illegal. This is false imprisonment!” 
 
    She ignored me, walked towards me, took the penis gag out of my mouth. Before I could say anything, however, she placed the beer hat on my head. She stuck the tube in my mouth and said, “It’s the only food you’ll get, so don’t let go of the straw. 
 
    She turned and walked away, and I tasted…baby food! 
 
    WTF? Baby food? 
 
    I almost spit the straw out, but I was hungry, and there was nothing else on the menu, and these bitches were really crazy. They might never feed me again. 
 
    The lights went out, and I stood in the darkness, baby food drizzling down my throat, and I really felt bad. 
 
    Sure, it wasn’t nice of me to puke on everybody, and then to piss on them. But that was all a mistake! They didn’t have to treat me like this!” 
 
    Another hour passed. I finished the baby food and spit the straw out. Gah. Well, it wasn’t bad. But it was still baby food! 
 
    Another hour, and the door opened, the lights went on, and four ladies and my wife tromped down the stairs. They were still naked, and I had recovered enough from my hangover and hunger that my dick bounced a little. 
 
    Yeah, baby. You can’t keep a good man down. 
 
    They lined up in front of me. A row of thrusting bosoms. Man, I had forgotten how horny I was, but it was coming back to me now. 
 
    “Ronald Simpson, we of The Ladies’ Sissy Society have decided on a punishment.” 
 
    I stared at them, my cock bobbing. Somehow none of them looked down at it. I heard a little splattering sound and realized that I was dripping. 
 
    “Your punishment is…’The Hook.’ You will be in the hook until you have cleaned up the mess you have made. Further, you will clean the house and person of every woman you have defiled. So let it be written, so let it be true.” 
 
    Man, they must have gotten that last out of the Moses movie. 
 
    Then they started moving on me, and things suddenly weren’t so funny. 
 
    First, one of them grabbed my dick and pulled it. I arched out from the wall. Damn woman had a grip! 
 
    “Lannie!” I begged. 
 
    She stood in front of me, watching, anger in her eyes. 
 
    “I can’t believe you shamed me. You brought this on yourself.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Pull his dick down. Push his hips back. That’s it, a little more…” 
 
    PHWWUT! There was no sound except that in my head, but that sound was the sound of the Titanic ripping open. I felt a steel rod go up my rear. It was shaped like a ‘J’, and they snugged it tight, putting me on my tip toes. Then they tied a rope to the eye on the top of the J, and pulled a rope up to my neck. They put a collar around my neck and attached the rope to a ring located at the back of my neck. Suddenly I was arched, on top toes, and I couldn’t lower myself. I was hoisted. Totally and truly hoisted. 
 
    Mind you, it didn’t feel bad. Just…awkward. 
 
    Then the ladies put a belt around my waist. It had straps that went down under my buns and up. They cinched it tight, then loosened one of my hands. 
 
    “Careful, now.”  
 
    I tried to struggle, and for a second it looked like I could get my hand free, but the girl holding my pecker squeezed. Hard. I stopped my struggling. 
 
    Then my wrist was attached to a chain on the belt. I could move my hand about a foot and a half, but that was all. I certainly couldn’t pull the hook out of myself. 
 
    Then they did my other hand. 
 
    Then they put hobbles on my ankles and I could only take little, mincing steps. 
 
    Matthilda stepped back and faced me. The other girls, now giggling  and with big smiles on their faces. 
 
    “This is a sissy trainer. Though you have shown no inclination to be a sissy, it is still useful in bringing you to a proper frame of mind.” 
 
    “Let me go,” I gasped. I was arched and my butt was sticking up. 
 
    “You will find that it is awkward, but not terribly painful. Unless, of course, you try to remove it. You can’t roll or jump or contort in any way to get the butt hook out of your ass.” 
 
    “Why are you doing this?” 
 
    “We will let you out of the Sissy Butt Hook when you have cleaned the houses of the ladies you defiled, and accomplished any other ‘act’ they wish you to perform. 
 
    There was something funny about the way she said ‘act.,’ but I didn’t pick up on that. 
 
    “So, are you ready to begin making amends for the terrible thing you did?” 
 
    “Uh…” I looked around. They looked at me. They waited. 
 
    So what was I going to do? Say no, and stay in this infernal torture device? 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    I tell ya, Mrs. Simpson’s son was feeling pretty low about then. 
 
    “Very well. Come upstairs and receive your first instructions.” 
 
    They turned and marched off. Up the stairs, and I was left alone. With a hook up my butt, immoveable and causing me to arch my back and tip toe. 
 
    So, with arched back, looking like a Sissy, I walked across the cement floor, and tried to mount the stairs. 
 
    Oh, God! I couldn’t lift my foot high enough. Steps are about 7 inches up, and by the time my foot raised to six inches I felt shooting pains in my butt, and pleasure. Incredible, soul numbing pleasure. Pleasure that made my balls tighten up and my pecker drip. 
 
    I lowered my foot. I raised my foot. Oh, fuck! I lowered my foot. 
 
    I tried to walk up the steps backwards, but my feet were slanted because I was on tip toe, and my heel slid off. 
 
    I tried to bend over, and could do it, I could get to my knees, but I couldn’t get up the stairs on all fours like that. 
 
    I struggled to my feet and turned sideways, and that worked. I was able, if I was very careful, and held the rail with one hand, to sidle up the steps.  
 
    Step by step I struggled, inch by inch I went up the stairs, and, finally, I reached the top step. I turned my whole body and grabbed the knob, twisted, and walked into the room. 
 
    The ladies were still there. Most of them. They had been laughing and chatting, and they suddenly went silent. 
 
    “What…what do you want me to do?” 
 
    “Clean the house,” snapped Lannie. 
 
    I tell ya, I was too beat to complain, to resist. I nodded my head and headed for the pantry. Inside the pantry was a shelf with rags and cleaning supplies. I grabbed spray bottles and rags and headed back to the living room. 
 
    I had really done a job. I had puked simply everywhere. And it hadn’t helped that the ladies, except for a few towels placed so they could sit, hadn’t done anything. They had just let the puke dry, so it was caked on everything. Furniture, tables, the floor. 
 
    They continued chatting as if I wasn’t there. 
 
    I sprayed furniture and wiped, and then found I was going to have to get a bucket of water and really soap the furniture down and rinse it. 
 
    I went to the kitchen, managed to bend enough to get a bucket, and struggled to lift it over the lip of the sink. I filled it, put some soap in it, and carried back out to the living room. 
 
    “And he actually had the nerve to want sex. After I had expressly told him no, and that it was for his own good.” 
 
    She was talking about me. I didn’t say anything, I just went about cleaning the living room. 
 
    “Honestly,” one of the women answered Lannie. “I don’t see how you put up with it.” 
 
    Scrub, scrub. I used a brush. I washed everything again and again, and finally got all trace of puke out of the furniture. 
 
    And had to do the rug.  
 
    Sighing, my body sore, my butt hole hoisted and groaning with a mix of a little pain and a lot of pleasure, I went for the vacuum cleaner. 
 
    “He’s very good at oral, however…” 
 
    The ladies looked at me. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Absolutely. Try him out when he cleans your house, if you want.” 
 
    There were nods and smiles, and I said, “I need to run the vacuum.” 
 
    “Don’t let us stop you,” snapped one of the women. All the smiles disappeared, turned into frowns. 
 
    I vacuumed, and, good news, our vacuum is a good one. It managed to suck up nearly everything. I still had to get down on my hands and knees, a feat if there ever was one, and scrub the place, but…thank God for good vacuums. 
 
    Then I started polishing woodwork. I pranced around the room with a can of spray and one of the girls giggled. “Stop.” 
 
    I stopped. I faced her. I was about as low as a man could get, but she was about to put me a little lower. 
 
    “Lannie? Do you have heels?” 
 
    All the ladies giggled, and Lannie left the room. When she came back she was holding a pair of her high heels. She bent down and put them on my feet, then stood back and smiled. Her mouth was twisted in pleasure. 
 
    And, small joy, the heels actually gave me a little support. I could relax my arches and settle my weight. 
 
    But I looked even more like a fairy. 
 
    Matthilda sighed. “Too bad. He would look so lovely with a dress and make up.” 
 
    “I know,” Lannie agreed. “But he just isn’t that kind of man.” 
 
    “They all are if you withhold sex long enough.” 
 
    “Do you think I should try?” 
 
    There was a silence while they all contemplated that, and I started to shiver. I didn’t like the way this thing was going. 
 
    I finished the living room, and it was four in the morning. Most of the ladies had gone home. They had put their clothes in the wash, and as the clothes came out they put them on and went home. Except for Matthilda. Matthilda had her clothes, but for some reason she was spending the night in the guest room. that left me, and Lannie, and I was exhausted. But how was I going to sleep with this thing in my butt? 
 
    Nobody cared. 
 
    “Good night, Ron.” Lannie headed for the bedroom. I heard the door close, and the lock click. 
 
    I stood there, then went to the couch. It smelled of cleaner, but I managed to get down, turn on my side on the thing. I was still arched, my butt pulled up, but I could sleep. If I could forget about this thing massaging my insides, and the fact that my dick was standing up and crowing like a rooster. 
 
     
 
    The next morning, I had to fix breakfast for Matthilda and Lannie. I was not allowed in the kitchen after I had served them, and I heard the murmur of their voices as they talked. I heard my name a couple of times, and it was obvious they were talking about me. But what were they saying? I found out soon enough. 
 
    “Let’s go, Ronald.” Matthilda strode out of the kitchen. 
 
    “What? Where?” 
 
    “You have to clean houses. You defiled a lot of women, and you have to make up for it. So get your ass in gear and let’s go.” 
 
    I followed her out the front door. Her car was in the driveway, and we had tall shrubs, but I was still…naked and afraid. 
 
    Still, I had no choice. I walked down the cement walk to her car. 
 
    She ignored me and was talking to Lannie. 
 
    I opened the front door… 
 
    “What do you think you’re doing?” 
 
    “Getting in the car.” I sounded so hopeless and befuddled. 
 
    “Back seat.” 
 
    “Oh.” I closed the front, opened the back, and crawled in. I couldn’t sit down, all I could do was kneel on all fours. My head was down, my back was arched, and I just knelt there. 
 
    A few minutes later Matthilda got in, said good bye to Lannie, and we were off. 
 
    “Let’s see,” she mused. “Should I go to the farm and let you clean that? Or just stay in town? Hmmm. Let me think.” 
 
    While she thought she drove around corners, and I swayed and nearly lost my balance. Then she stopped suddenly, and I was pushed against the back of the front seats. 
 
    And she hit potholes and speed bumps and I was jounced and bounced and my poor ass didn’t feel so sexy. 
 
    Finally, she drove up a driveway, and into a garage. She got out and opened my door. “Let’s go.” And I had a big problem. 
 
    I had crawled into the car from the passenger side. To get out I needed to back out the passenger side. But the passenger side was up against a wall, no way to open that door. I was going to have to get out on the driver’s side, but if I did that I was going to have to go out head first! 
 
    For long minutes I struggled, tried to get out, and, finally, I managed to turn around. I backed out, then walked, on my high heels towards the door leading into the house. 
 
    “Well, it’s about time,” Matthilda was sitting at the kitchen table, reading a book. “Follow me.” 
 
    I followed her, my heels tapping on the kitchen floor, into the living room. 
 
    She had a big, ranch style home, and she dropped articles of clothing on the floor and headed for a couch. Now naked, she turned and sat down and spread her legs. 
 
    “Might just as well clean this, first.” 
 
    “What? But…” 
 
    “What? You don’t like pussy? Lannie said you were carrying on and acting the fool over not getting a little pussy. Here I am, offering you a lot, and you act like a fool! Now get down and clean me out!” 
 
    I used the edge of the couch to get down, then I knee walked around and between her legs. 
 
    She sighed and laid back, and I moved in. 
 
    I like eating pussy. I loved the fresh smell of pussy sweat. I love the delicate skin and the way it responds to my tongue. I love the way women—Lannie—arches her back and cums all over my face. 
 
    But this was old pussy. It didn’t smell sweet and fresh, like perfume. It smelled old, like a worn shoe. And the skin was not as soft; it was tough. And the aroma coming out was like a barn that needed to be mucked, and the juices that bubbled…they were like kitchen grease. 
 
    “I usually don’t smell like this,” smiled Matthilda. “I didn’t wash yesterday, however, for I knew you’d appreciate an earthy, old lady smell.” 
 
    I touched my lips to her labia and almost puked. 
 
    “Ahh. Yes. I haven’t had a good eat job in a while. She grabbed my head and pulled me tighter into her. 
 
    I gagged, and gobbled. I licked things that had the texture of slugs. I sucked on her clit, which was over-sized with age and like sucking on a pointy thimble. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. She was right. You do have some use. Now use that tongue!” 
 
    I licked, I lapped. I poked and prodded. I sampled and tasted, and managed not to disgorge my innards into her love canal. Hell, she’d just make me lap it up if I did. 
 
    “Yeah, baby. Do it!” 
 
    She was getting carried away, pulling my hair, hard, and forcing my face into her pussy again and again. Her hips started to writhe and pump. 
 
    “Yeah! Fuck me with your nose!” 
 
    She maneuvered my head so my nose was actually going into her cunt. I couldn’t breath, and I gasped for air with my mouth. My mouth, of course, was right over her asshole. 
 
    Oh, God! I thought. Please don’t fart! 
 
    Trying to hold my breath, gasping for air periodically, her pussy ground into my face. Finally, she started to spasm. The muscles in her thighs tightened and her thighs clamped over my face. 
 
    She came, a gusher, and she pounded on my head and kept smashing her pussy into my face.  
 
    And…right when she was all done, starting to relax…she farted. 
 
    Of course. 
 
    I gagged and felt convulsions twisting my belly. 
 
    She pushed me away and gave a groan of satisfaction. “Nice. We’ll have to do this again.” 
 
    She opened her eyes and grinned at me. “You wouldn’t mind being the official pussy cleaner for The Ladies’ Sissy Society?” 
 
    I just knelt on the rug, on all fours like a dog, my butt pulled up and my head raised to relieve some of the tension on the cord to the butt hook. 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “Don’t bother answering. We’ll probably make that decision for you. Men shouldn’t be trusted to make important decisions. Right?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    She laughed. “Don’t worry. You’ll get used to it, and you’ll wonder how you ever existed before we got our mitts on you. Now, the cleaning tools for my house are in closet in the kitchen hallway. I want the bathroom spic and span. The kitchen, of course, should receive loving care. I’m going to want vacuuming and dusting, the furniture polished, and, oh, yes, the pool needs cleaning. 
 
    And there I was, my face smelling like 60 year old pussy. My dick dripping like a broken faucet, unable to do anything but kneel on all fours. 
 
    And I was a maid. Of sorts. And I had a feeling that, once the butt hook was out I would probably be in a maid’s uniform. I just sort of surmised that. 
 
    These women, you see, weren’t about to back off. 
 
    The Ladies Sissy Society was the real deal, and they were no nonsense bitches who knew how to make a man jump to their tune. 
 
    So I cleaned Matthilda’s house. Then Sandra came and collected me. I spent a day cleaning her house, and she walked around naked and laughed at my drooling penis. And then there was Jocelyn and Jane, and Tandy and Morgan and…and I cleaned the houses, and the pussies, of all those women. 
 
    Then I was returned to my wife. 
 
    I crept in the front door on all fours, head down and butt up. 
 
    “Well, look what the cat dragged in.” 
 
    I crept past my laughing wife, down the hallway, and into the bedroom. I managed to crawl up on the bed and lay on my side, stretched out and penetrated and totally discouraged. 
 
    I closed my eyes, and wished for this terrible time to end. I had had enough of walking around with a butt hook up my ass. I had sucked enough pussy for a lifetime. I had cleaned too many houses and wanted no more. 
 
    And I wanted relief. My poor cock and balls were inflamed, eternally excited, and I just wanted…I just wanted…I drifted away. 
 
      
 
    “Honey?” The bed was shaking gently. “Honey?” 
 
    Wait, I wasn’t in bed. I was…somewhere else! Where was I?
“Open your eyes, baby. I want to talk to you.” 
 
    I jerked and came awake. I was in the easy chair in the basement. I was in the muumuu, and several empty bottles of Golden Monkey were on the floor next to me. 
 
    “What?” Dazed, I sat up, and the hook wasn’t in my butt anymore! 
 
    “I talked to Matthilda, and she said you’re the kind of guy that needs sex. You’re not a sissy, and…well, you have needs.” 
 
    “I…what? She said that?” 
 
    I was wearing the muumuu, and my cock was hard. There was no sign of the chains on the wall. And my butt…my butt! It was free! 
 
    “She did. So do you want to come up and…maybe we could…you know?” 
 
    I sat up straight, my eyes wide, I wasn’t hooked! I hadn’t cleaned houses! I hadn’t been forced to eat pussy! 
 
    “Ron? Are you all right?” 
 
    “Yeah…yeah…” I looked around in amazement. It had all been a dream! A Golden Monkey induced dream! I had dreamed of throwing up on The Ladies Sissy Society!              And pissing on them! And I hadn’t just spent a week cleaning their houses and…and eating them out! 
 
    “Would you like to go upstairs?” 
 
    I looked around, amazed, dazed, stunned. 
 
    I had dreamed it all! 
 
    “Do you?” 
 
    I looked at my lovely wife. I stared at the basement. A dream. 
 
    “Uh…could I drink a Golden Monkey, first?” 
 
      
 
    END 
 
     
 
  
 
   
 
   
    

  

 
   
    Big Super Collections from Gropper Press 
 
    [image: Image] 
 
      
 
    MAD SCIENTISTS LOOK AT FEMINIZATION 
 
    Seven erotic tales of Scientific Feminization 
 
    Includes: The Great Gender Transformation Conspiracy…The Feminist Experiemnt…The Sexual Matrix…Feminized by Neuralink…Boob Maximizer…National Lipstick Day…Dr. Frankendick.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    She Made Her Man 
 
    into a Woman! 
 
    A feminist satire 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “That did it! I’ve had all I can take.” 
 
    “Huh? But what? What are you talking about? 
 
    Morgan, my wife, was sitting up in bed. I had just finished making love with her, and it had been good. But as soon as I roll off her she starts throwing a fit. 
 
    “I am talking, Cal, husband of mine, about the fact that you get off, deposit a slimy mess, and I don’t.” 
 
    “You don’t deposit a slimy mess? That’s great.” I deliberately misunderstood her with a grin. 
 
    “I mean,” she growled, “I didn’t have an orgasm!” 
 
    “You didn’t? Oh. I thought it felt good.” 
 
    She turned to me, suddenly threw a leg over me and sat. I could feel my baby batter draining out of her. 
 
    “Of course it felt good, you dolt! But I didn’t climax! I didn’t have the big boom, orgasm, fall off the cliff, explode into outer space. And the result is that I am horny and frustrated…” she paused, then leaned her head down and spoke into my face, “…and it’s your fault!” 
 
    “Say, could you, uh, get off? You’re getting stuff all over me.” 
 
    “ARGH!” she shouted at the ceiling, then she deliberately twisted her hips and wiped more of the juice in her pussy on me. “That’s what I’m talking about! It’s all about you! You get off, you drain your balls, then you roll over and snore and I am left with the mess! I am sleeping in the wet spot, but that isn’t the worst of it. The worst is that…I HAVEN’T HAD AN ORGASM!” 
 
    “Well, don’t blame me if you—hey!” 
 
    She was knee walking up my body, I could feel a snail trail being left on my flesh. I could feel everything I had just put in her being rubbed on me. 
 
    “Get off! Don’t do that!” 
 
    Too late, she had her knees next to my ears and she settled her weight right on my face. 
 
    “Ah…gak…pooo!” My voice was muffled by the folds of her sex. I could feel the stuff leaking out, getting on my face, into my mouth! 
 
    “What? You don’t like this? You seem to think I like it. You don’t mind when I suck you off, and you grin like a fool baboon when I have to swallow your spunk!” 
 
    “Ack…ack…” I spluttered and tried to lift her off me, but her hands were braced on the wall and all her weight was on me. 
 
    Gah…I tasted my own seed, salty and slimy like an oyster. At least, what I thought an oyster tasted like. I had never actually tasted one. They just looked so…so…GAH! 
 
    I finally managed to push up on her thighs and slide down on the bed. I slicked out from under her. I grabbed a pillow and wiped my face. I jumped up and ran for the bathroom. I washed my face, drinking water straight from the faucet to get rid of the taste. 
 
    Finally, I came back into the bedroom, drying my face with a towel, still tasting that salty, slippery taste of semen. 
 
    “Heysoos! Did you have to do that. 
 
    She was laying on her side, odalisque fashion, “I’ve just enough of your lack of consideration.” 
 
    “I don’t understand! I can’t help it if you’re a slow cummer.” 
 
    “You can make sure I get off, use your fingers, use your mouth…” 
 
    “Gah!” I blurted. 
 
    She went on, ignoring completely my distaste for oral sex. “You can get over your lack of abilities in oral sex with practice, and you can start slowing yourself down, think of baseball or something.” 
 
    I laughed ruefully. “I’m supposed to think of baseball when I’m nuts deep in your vagina? Hello?” 
 
    “Well, you’re going to have to do something, or I’ll do it for you.” 
 
    “What is that supposed to mean?” 
 
    “Never you mind. You just tend to your knitting or else.” 
 
    On that happy note we went to sleep. 
 
      
 
    That was Sunday night, and we didn’t talk about sex the following days. Oh, there was an edge between us, but we just sort of went around the subject of sex like it didn’t exist. 
 
    But, baby, did it exist. 
 
    I mean, I’m sorry I get off so easy, but how could she blame me? She was that good, you know? Besides, she should just hurry up, you know? 
 
    Come Thursday we broached the subject again, in a manner of speaking. She rolled over and gave me a hand job. 
 
    Oh, baby, feeling her magic hands go up and down, it wasn’t long before I was in squirt heaven. With a grunt and a groan I filled her hands with semen. Then, exhausted by my pleasure, I rolled over and snored. 
 
    And woke up to her hands again. 
 
    “What? What?” 
 
    “Come on, baby!” she shouted, she slapped my Willy until it was hard, then plunked herself down on it. “Oh, yeah!” 
 
    Up and down, in and out, she grunted and bounced and pulled her nips…and I squirted. 
 
    “What! No! No! You can’t!” 
 
    But it was too late. I was weak-kneed and gasping. I lay back and my dick turned into a worm. 
 
    She got off me and strangled my happy fellow. “How could you? I just want an orgasm! Even a little one would work!” 
 
    But my dick was now officially sleeping. 
 
      
 
    And, that night, right after I got home from work, she tried again. And, again, I squirted after just a half a minute. 
 
    The look on her face…I was actually sorry for her. I mean, I was getting off, but poor Morgan…she was horny as all get out, and there didn’t seem to be anything she could do about it. 
 
    The next few days, all the way through the weekend, actually, she was sad. And grumpy. And walked around muttering. 
 
    “Sunday night she tried wrapping my cock in condoms. She put three condoms on me…and I squirted in thirty seconds. 
 
    Oh, I thought she was going to scream and rip out her hair. And she did scream. A little. 
 
    The next weekend she got some numbing spray and doused my pecker with it. Man, I couldn’t feel a thing, and then she slapped on the condoms. Five of them. And they had numbing spray on them. Man, my dick felt like it was somebody else’s. I mean, I felt NOTHING! 
 
    Smiling, she took me to bed. No foreplay, nothing, just hopped on and started grinding. And…”AHHHH!” I squirted. 
 
    Oh, she pounded the pillow. She screamed into it. Then she masturbated. 
 
    “Look, honey,” I said, “I’m sorry. It’s just that…you don’t cum fast enough. You just don’t seem able to keep up with me.” 
 
    She sat on the edge of the bed, her boobs hanging disconsolately. Her hair draggled down in defeat. Her whole body seemingly deflated, and she said, “I’m going to a doctor.” 
 
    Actually, I was sort of relieved. She was working herself into a nervous breakdown, and I was glad that she was going to get professional help. Poor girl. 
 
      
 
    On a Saturday morning a week later we entered the doctor’s office. I was smiling, and she was frowning and all sad. 
 
    “Hi, Doc!” I greeted Dr. Esmelda Hotchkiss. 
 
    She smiled wanly, shook our hands and asked, “What seems to be the problem?” 
 
    “I can’t…I don’t seem to be able to have an orgasm,” my wife muttered. 
 
    The good doctor sat back in her plush swivel and considered us. “Tell me about it.” 
 
    So she did. Morgan told her of how she came too slowly and by the time she was ready I was done. She went over the items we had tried, the numbing sprays and the condoms, me playing baseball in my head, and how nothing seemed to work. 
 
    Dr. Hotchkiss pursed her lips in a moue. She turned from Morgan to me, back to Morgan, to me. 
 
    “Well,” she said to me, “You have a problem.” 
 
    “I know,” I said. “She just can’t get fast enough to—“ 
 
    “No…I mean you.” 
 
    “Me?” I squeaked? 
 
    “Of course you. You are a premature ejaculator.” 
 
    “A who?” 
 
    “You simply have a hair trigger. We’re going to have to do tests.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    And, for the first time, my wife smiled. 
 
    “Then it’s not me being too slow.” 
 
    “Oh, hell no. Women are supposed to take their time, it is the duty of the man to control himself. It’s not a sprint, it’s an endurance race, and it’s up to the man to last the distance.” 
 
    “Well, oh, my gosh, that is a relief. I thought there was something wrong with me!” 
 
    “Nope, but I’m worried about Cal here.” 
 
    “But I feel fine!” I protested. 
 
    “You may feel fine, but if you’re that quick on the trigger there may be a serious underlying condition.” 
 
    “A serious…” 
 
    “Yep.” And she scheduled me for a battery of tests. 
 
    Let me tell you, the ride home was a glum one. I drove slowly, lost in my thoughts, and I was thinking so hard Morgan even had to remind me to go when a stoplight turned green. 
 
    “Look, I think that doctor is wrong.” We had just entered the house, and I was in the kitchen, mixing myself a drink.  
 
    Being told I had a ‘condition,’ maybe a serious condition, I needed a drink. I quickly concocted a Coke and bourbon and downed it. 
 
    “Do you mind?” asked Morgan. 
 
    “Oh, sorry.” I quickly made her a drink. 
 
    She took the drink, sipped, and said, “That’s what I mean. You do for yourself, and I’m left high and dry.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. I mean, I was in a real funk. To be told that I was the one with the medical condition, and that I needed help, that was bad enough. But to find out that it’s my pecker that’s malfunctioning…that was like 9/11 bad. 
 
    But, at least Morgan was happier. She sang and she danced, and didn’t seem to mind that I was in the pits of despair. 
 
      
 
    “Well, Cal, I think we have found the culprit.” 
 
    “We have?” 
 
    Doctor Hotchkiss put an X-ray on the lighted screen. In black and white I could see shades of my reproductive system. I could see my testicles and penis, little lines of veins, everything. I could even see my anal canal. I mean, like…gross! 
 
    “The human body is a miracle machine, but every once in a while we see a boo boo. A man grows six toes, a tail, that sort of thing.” 
 
    I blinked, “I have a tail?” I wanted to get up and turn around and look at my butt. 
 
    “No, that’s just an example. You have something…else.” 
 
    I swear, I thought she was going to say I had something ‘worse.’ 
 
    “So what’s he got, Doc,” asked Morgan. 
 
    “Well, if you follow this line right here,” she traced the head of my penis down about an inch, just barely below the head, you’ll find Cal’s P-spot.” 
 
    “His what?” 
 
    “Most men have their P-spot about here,” she pointed at an area behind my penis. “But Cal was born with his P-spot here,” back to the head of my penis. “He has all the normal nerves and is easily excited, but the fact that his P-spot is here…the result is that he gets stimulated too fast, and, voila, he cums too fast.” 
 
    “What is a P-spot?” I asked. 
 
    “The P stands for prostate. It’s a gland that controls, among other things how you pee. But yours is up here.” She pointed at the head of my dick again. 
 
    I goggled at the X-ray. I had never heard of anything so…so crazy in my life. Morgan seemed to take it in with no problem. “What do we do about it?” she asked. 
 
    I stood up and walked around her desk. The Doc moved aside so I could look at my misplaced prostate up close. I was almost nose to the x-ray of my most private parts. Looking at each fine grain, each dot. Each particle of the woof and warp of my reproductive system. 
 
    My…my prostate was…misplaced? 
 
    “We could, of course, give Cal an injection of Leuprolide. Then we could…” 
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    “Leuprolide,” the good Doc repeated. “It’s the drug we use to chemically castrate criminals.” 
 
    I turned to her, aghast, suddenly white-faced. Morgan was just listening, avidly, as if that was a solution. “But how would I get off if his dick is limp?” 
 
    “A simple medical procedure called a penile implant. We place a rod in his penis and he will be stiff as a board.” 
 
    Morgan smiled. 
 
    “The downside is that he won’t go down.” 
 
    Morgan seemed to smile wider at that. 
 
    “He’ll have a case of permanent priapism.” 
 
    “He’ll be permanently hard?” 
 
    “As an iron rod,” Doc Hotchkiss smiled. 
 
    “And I could…could use him and he would never go down. I could use him again and again and…” 
 
    She trailed off, but it was obvious that that word, ‘again,’ was sounding like a bell echoing in her mind. 
 
    “Wait a minute,” I blurted. “I don’t—“ 
 
    “Be quiet, Cal,” Morgan said. “I’m thinking about this.” 
 
    “Cal might feel a bit of discomfort…” 
 
    “From having his dick stick out all the time?” 
 
    “But he’d be hard. And long. His tissue is stretchable, we could make him bigger around and longer.” 
 
    “Uh,” I was getting nervous, “I don’t think that is a good—“ 
 
    “Cal,” Morgan snapped at me. “Do you mind?” 
 
    “Of course we can tie his penis to his leg, a simple leather strap with a pearl snap button. He can wear baggy pants so nobody see what he’s packing,” 
 
    “But he would be long. And big around. And…hard!” 
 
    The Doc nodded happily. 
 
    “I think this is a wonderful solution.” 
 
    “No!” I blurted. 
 
    They both looked at me. They were both frowning, showing their distaste for my reticence. 
 
    “This is my dick we’re talking about. I want to feel it!” 
 
    “Oh, we can implant a little device here,” she pointed to the base of my penis. “We can even give you a button that, when you press it, an electrical signal will go to your nervous system. We should be able to make you shoot your seed pretty much whenever you want.” 
 
    “But would I feel anything? With my dick being dead?” 
 
    “Well, no. But considering how much pleasure you’re giving your wife I would think that would be a moot point.” 
 
    “A dead dick is a moot point? Are you kidding.” 
 
    The doctor’s eyes narrowed. She certainly didn’t appreciate me disagreeing with her medical solution to what I had assumed, up to this point, wasn’t even my problem. 
 
    “No, I think you’ve got to find another solution.” 
 
    Morgan snifffed. “You’re so selfish.” 
 
    Doc Hotchkiss heaved a resigned sigh. “Well, there are other things we could consider.” 
 
    “All right. Now we’re talking. 
 
    “We could perform a penectomy and replace it with bone taken from your thigh. That would be a little higher risk, but the results would be similar to our original solution. You’d be bigger and harder and…” 
 
    Morgan was smiling wider. 
 
    “What’s a penectomy.” 
 
    “It’s a simple surgical removal of offending material.” 
 
    “What material?” I was confused. 
 
    “Your penis.” 
 
    “What?” I screeched. 
 
    “But, as I said, we can replace it with something bigger and better and—“ 
 
    “Uh uh.” 
 
    Morgan’s eyes went wide. “What? Why not?” 
 
    “I don’t want to lose my cock!” 
 
    “But it’s not doing me any good the way it is! You’re so selfish!” 
 
    “We could see to psychological counseling to help Cal understand the benefits of having his penis removed.“ 
 
    “No,” I said. “There’s got to be another solution.” 
 
    Well, we went through the various solutions, and, I tell ya, none of them made me happy. 
 
    “We could cut some nerves here and here…then you wouldn’t feel the stimulation and…” 
 
    “We could perform a penile transplant. The animal world has many species that would be bigger and better than the human penis and…” 
 
    “We could insert a chemical drip here that would numb everything from the…” 
 
    Each solution made Morgan grin and even clap her hands. But each solution drove me deeper and deeper into a funk. 
 
    Finally, Doc Hotchkiss brought up the act of sex itself. 
 
    “Well,” she said, “if no other solution is working for you,” she barely contained her disgust for me, “Then we could have Morgan wear the penis.” 
 
    Morgan cocked her head. “I? Like…me?” 
 
    “Of course. We could try it out with a simple prosthesis. She wears the device, it will have a penis on the reverse end, so as she inserts it into your rectal passage she get clitoral and even vaginal stimulation. When she has her orgasm she can press a button which will cause an electrical currrent to come out of the end of her prosthesis, her dick, and this will trigger your orgasm.” 
 
    “That’s weird,” I muttered. Tell the truth, I was being worn down. And this seemed like the least of all her solutions. I could keep my dick, I would squirt, eventually, and…hmmm. 
 
    “And, I might point out, you could even wear different clothes. Reverse your roles. Morgan could wear man clothes, and Cal can wear a dress and make up…” 
 
    “Wait a minute…” 
 
    “Only for the bedroom, of course,” smiled Doc Hotchkiss. 
 
    “Ooh, I think that would be fun.” 
 
    “What?”  
 
    “Well, hey, you like it, rolling over on me, inserting, going up and down…why shouldn’t I like it?” 
 
    “Well, because you’re a woman!” 
 
    “Oh, that’s silly. That’s just a little detail.” 
 
    “It’s a little detail that I’m a man and you’re a woman?” 
 
    “Of course it is!” 
 
    “Well, I don’t…” 
 
    I think the doctor knew she’d gone as far as she could go, that I needed time to absorb this latest solution. She looked at her watch and said, “I think I have another patient.” 
 
    “Come on, selfish,” Morgan stood up. “She’s got another patient.” 
 
    I stood up, Doc Hotchkiss saw us to the door to her office and booted us out. I tell ya, walking down that hall, out of the doctor’s office, I never felt so glum. 
 
    Morgan, however, was feeling great. She was humming and held my hand and swung our hands and greeted all the nurses with great cheer. 
 
    We went out to the car and I went to the driver’s side. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I want to drive.” 
 
    “You…why?” 
 
    “Because I want to feel what it’s like to be in charge. Besides, you look like you’re going to be sitting at all the green lights again.” 
 
    It was true, I was feeling very spaced out. I was thinking about all the things the doctor had said. I soughed and walked around the car and got in the passenger side. 
 
    Morgan got behind the wheel and started up the car. She was humming, and turned on the radio, and sang along as she drove. 
 
    The Beatles: ‘I want to hold your gland…’ 
 
    Neikid: ‘You got that thing that I been looking for…’ 
 
    Khia: ‘My neck, my back / Lick my pussy and my crack.’ 
 
    Nickelback: ‘I like the dirt that's on your knees…and I like the way you still say please…while you're looking up at me.’ 
 
    Each song. that came on the radio seemed dirtier, and if it wasn’t dirty she would alter the lyrics so it became dirty. 
 
    Nine Inch Nails: ‘I want to fuck you like an animal / I want to feel you from the inside.’ 
 
    Ifo: ‘You make me feel like a man should feel, like a man of steel.’ 
 
    “Enough already!” I turned the radio off. 
 
    “You’re so selfish,” she snapped back at me. “Here I am having fun, and you want to pee on my parade.” 
 
    “We’re talking about my body!” 
 
    “We’re talking about my sex!” 
 
    “I think it’s my sex we’re talking about!” 
 
    The rest of the way home we snarled and snapped, and when we entered the kitchen I went right for the bourbon. I took out the big glass, filled it with ice and bourbon and splashed in a squirt of Coke. 
 
    “Gimme that!” Morgan grabbed it and started drinking. 
 
    Fortunately, we had two large glasses, so I took the other one down and poured bourbon straight in, and tossed an ice cube in for good measure. 
 
    There we sat, guzzling our lunch, miserable, ready to rip each other’s throats out.               
 
    Fortunately, bourbon tends to have a ‘calming’ effect. 
 
    A couple of glasses in I was loopy, and smiling. 
 
    Morgan was just as loopy.. 
 
    And we were talking. 
 
    Drunk, three sheets to the wind, we were talking about the various means and methods having to do with ‘fixing’ my sex. 
 
    “I don’t see why you have to be so selfish,” she asked, quite conversationally. 
 
    “I don’t mean to be,” I answered, “But it is my dick we’re talking about, after all.” 
 
    “But so what if it doesn’t feel anything? 
 
    “Maybe we could give you a cliterectomy, or whatever it would be called. Then you can tell me it’s okay to be officially numb down there.” 
 
    She frowned, sipped, and said, “Yeah, but there’s all sorts of ways to get you off.” 
 
    “Yeah, but none of them seem to involve me feeling it. And what good is an orgasm if you can’t feel it?” 
 
    That sort of stopped her, but not for long. “But we could…” and the argument went on. 
 
    “Let me tell you, that was a long week for me. Morgan and I couldn’t stop talking about possibilities, and we kept talking and talking, and the fun seemed to go out of the sexual end of our marriage. 
 
    We were so glum, neither of us giving in, and we stopped having sex altogether. 
 
    I had a feeling that Morgan was trying to get me to loosen up by closing her legs, but…but the intensity of our arguments, our exchange of thoughts…I didn’t really feel like sex that week. 
 
    But by the second week I did. I’m a lusty fellow, I like my orgasms, even they are generated from the tip of my penis, and to do without…I started to get horny. 
 
    “Say, do you think we could try a little sex?” I asked on a Friday night. 
 
    “I’m just not in the mood,” she said. 
 
    The following day, however, she went out and bought batteries for her vibrator. 
 
    On Saturday: “Say, I’m getting really horny.” 
 
    She patted my cheek. “I know.” Her wan smile didn’t look that sincere. “I used to feel that frustration all the time.” 
 
    But she was smiling during the day, not the sign of a woman who was frustrated. She went out and bought more batteries. 
 
    “Honey, it’s Sunday night. We always get a little before the work week.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m sorry, but I’ve got a head ache.” 
 
    Huh! She didn’t look like she had a headache. In fact she had been bouncing around, doing some yoga, bopping to some music in between poses. 
 
    The week passed, me hornier and hornier, and then the next weekend came, and it got nasty. 
 
      
 
    “Honey, you’ve been putting me off for a month now.” 
 
    “Oh, it’s only been a couple of weeks.” 
 
    Aha! She knew how long, that means it was a plan! 
 
    “Two weeks, a month, so what. I need some relief.” 
 
    “Oh, come on. I went for years without release.” 
 
    “Yeah, but it’s different for you!” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “You’re a woman.” 
 
    Well, that set off the dynamite. “Just because I’m a woman doesn’t mean that I have to…just because you’re a man doesn’t mean that I don’t get…you’re so selfish I can’t believe it! You should…” and it went on and on and on. 
 
    Honestly, I thought I was the frustrated one. 
 
    Still, her explosion made me start to rethink certain things. I mean, if she was this upset, maybe there was some sort of a compromise. 
 
    Unfortunately, I didn’t know what that compromise might be. 
 
    So she yelled for a while, followed me around and berated me, chastised me all day, and, finally, when she wore down we were both exhausted and miserable. 
 
    Laying in bed, I said, “We can’t go on like this.” 
 
    “No,” she agreed. “We can’t.” Being a bitch had tired her out, too. 
 
    So I faced her. “Well, what was the least invasive, the safest, method the Doctor recommended?” 
 
    We sat in the darkness for a while, each hemming and hawing in our own thoughts. Finally, Morgan said, “The stick it up your rear thing.” 
 
    I laid there and groaned inside. My forearm was across my eyes and I thought about it. 
 
    The Doctor said it was my problem. That I was making my wife miserable. 
 
    Morgan went along with the doctor. It was my fault. 
 
    So what if I did it? What if I tried this…this rear-ternal massage with a plastic peter? It wouldn’t kill me, right? 
 
    “What if I turn into a gay,” I offered. 
 
    Morgan was silent for a while, then: “Then we’ll stop.” 
 
    “But what if I like it and don’t want to? What if I turn into an actual gay person?” 
 
    “Then I’ll still love you,” and this time she didn’t hesitate. 
 
    I sighed. “Okay, how do we do this?” 
 
    I could feel the explosion of light and goodness from her side of the bed. A HUGE load had just lifted from her. She rolled over and kissed me and said, “Honey, don’t worry about a thing. I’ll take care of it all. When I get done with you…you’ll be the best woman in the world!” 
 
    Unfortunately, a huge load didn’t rise off me. Turn into a woman? Did I really want to turn into a woman? 
 
      
 
    On the very next Saturday Morgan got up before me, hustled around a bit, got things ready, and pulled me out of bed. “Here.” 
 
    I looked at the bottle in my hand. “What’s this?” It was early, and I was bleary. 
 
    “Nair. Woman don’t wear hair. Get rid of all the hair below your neck.” 
 
    I stumbled into the bathroom and managed to read the instructions. Blinking, yawning, I slathered the goo all over my body. Morgan came in and helped me get my back and any other hard to reach places. 
 
    I waited fifteen minutes, until it started to burn, then I hopped into the shower.  
 
     
 
    Splish splash I was taking a bath, 
 
    it wasn’t even Saturday night,  
 
    Rub dub, my hair went in the tub 
 
    it swirled down the drain out of sight! 
 
     
 
    I butchered the old Bobby Darin song mercilessly as I watched my hair leave and my skin appear. 
 
    I got out of the tub, and man, did it feel weird. My skin was extra sensitive, and I even felt cold and goose bumpy. And that hair wasn’t even used to keep me warm! 
 
    But, then, why do people have hair, eh? Good question. 
 
    My extra sensitive skin notwithstanding, Morgan was waiting for me. She spritzed me with perfume, which, again, felt cold, then she handed me a tummy shaper. 
 
    “All the girls are wearing them,” she explained brightly. 
 
    Then she put a pair of breast forms in the top of the tummy shaper. She explained that had had gotten them from a neighbor and don’t worry I didn’t tell her you’re going to be a girly boy. 
 
    She left the bottom of the tummy shaper open and my dick pointed slightly downward, so she rolled the lip of the tummy shaper up and I pointed straight out. 
 
    Then she rolled nylons up my legs, kissed mu boner for good luck, and handed me a dress. 
 
    A dress! A woman’s dress!  
 
    Let me tell you, my mind was doing flips. My cerebellum was was doing loop de loops, my brain pan felt like somebody was flipping waffles in it, and my heart was gasping for breath. 
 
    But my dick was big. Real big. The strangulation of the blood supply in my body seemed to have directed all of that juicy fluid down to my cock, and my cock was purple and dripping and…standing out like a flagpole sprouting from a building. 
 
    I put on the dress, and then she demanded I put on heels. High heels. Raised my ass and hurt my feet. But my rectum, you know, being out in the fresh air like that….it felt sort of good. 
 
    Who would have thought I would like my asshole experiencing fresh air? 
 
    I stood up, and I wobbled. I felt like I was ten feet tall, even though it was only an extra four inches. I was losing my balance and I couldn’t walk for shit. 
 
    “You don’t have to walk,” Morgan explained. “Just get used to them. Let me do your face now, and we’ll walk later.” 
 
    Fear starting to tug at my heart, I really liked all these sensations, but I really didn’t want to be queer, I sat at her vanity and she gave me long, red nails. 
 
    “Heysoos,” I muttered. “I’m not going to be able to do yard work. 
 
    “That’s okay, I’ll do the yard work.” Her nails were actually shorter than mine. She was getting off on this and doing things to me that she wanted to do to herself, but didn’t. “But you’ll have to do the housework.” 
 
    “Housework? Like vacuum and everything?” 
 
    “And everything.” She had me turned to the side and was down doing my tootsies. I watched in fascination as I grew claws on my toes. 
 
    “But I don’t want to do housework!” 
 
    “Don’t worry, the trade off is worth it. The first time you feel my dick slide up your chute you’re going to want to scream hosanna and clean the house.” 
 
    I blinked at that. But she said it so matter of factly…I was going to like house work? 
 
    Then my face. She cleaned it, primed it, foundationed it. She blushed it and did the eyelids. And…the lipstick. 
 
    “I’m using stain so it’ll last longer.” 
 
    “But…how will I work?” 
 
    “Wear a COVID mask.” 
 
    Well, that was  certainly an idea, and I wondered how many manly men, under their COVID masks, were really wearing lipstick. Or, in my case, lipstain. 
 
    Lastly, she popped some earrings into my earlobes—actually pierced me—and placed a wig on me. 
 
    I stood up and stared at the mirror. 
 
    I was in a loose dress, it draped, and that hid the body fat. Not that there was much fat. The tummy shaper took care of that. 
 
    But what the tummy shaper didn’t take care of, and what really stood out, was my dick. 
 
    It poked through the dress like a bayonet through a dummy. I mean, it was just out there. 
 
    But Morgan just giggled, walked me a round the house for a while, fed me some bourbon and Coke, and…took me to bed. 
 
    She helped me get up on the bed and bend right. The tummy shaper was a little tight and I was having trouble breathing. 
 
    “That’s okay,” murmured Morgan, slapping lube on my asshole, “it makes it sound like you’re gasping in pleasure from all the sex you’re getting.” 
 
    “Oh,” then I grunted. She was reaming my ass with lube, and, you know…it felt good. I had a lot of nerve endings back there, and she made sure she hit them all. 
 
    Gently, she swirled her finger around, as if she was mixing something in my asshole. She pushed her fingers—fingers, not finger—in and out. I felt myself opening up. Physically and…mentally. It felt good. It felt like my asshole was singing a happy song. 
 
    In my head I went: 
 
      
 
    Happy birthday to me, 
 
    I don’t need my pee wee, 
 
    I’ll get it up the buttocks, 
 
    happy birthday to— 
 
      
 
    “Gai!”  
 
    She pushed her plastic peeny up my pooper, and an explosion of heat and warmth and everything good washed over me. 
 
    “Oh, God!” 
 
    “Feels good, eh?” 
 
    “Oh, God!” 
 
    “Feels good to me, to. The back of the dildo is rubbing my clitoris.” 
 
    “Oh, God!” 
 
    “It’s actually inside me, just a little ways, just enough to stimulate my G-spot. 
 
    “Oh, God!” 
 
    We had planned to do it slow and gentle, but that plan went out the window. I started pushing back, and she started ramming. 
 
    My world was coming undone. My asshole was feeling better than my dick ever did. 
 
    On top of me Morgan had the leeway to move around, and she rotated and corkscrewed and scooped and…and, oh, God, there is a heaven. 
 
    And she began to cum. “Oh, yeah!” Her voice rose up in unbridled happiness. “Oh, fuck!” She was pounding into me. The shaft was running up and down my canal, the raised veins sliding over my nerve endings. “YES!” 
 
    She froze, then began a series of lurches which pushed the plastic peter ever deeper into me. 
 
    “Oh, yes!” I yelled. “Oh, yes! Oh, yes! Oh, yes!” 
 
    She grew tired of pumping me and started to pull out. 
 
    “No! No! No!” 
 
    “I’ve got to. I’m tired.” 
 
    “But I haven’t cum yet!” 
 
    And that was the moment I understood what she had been going through. That was the moment I understood what hell it was to be a healthy vibrant woman married to a selfish man. 
 
    Her dick flopped out, and I began to sob with frustration. 
 
    “There, there,” she murmured. “It’ll be all right.” 
 
    “It will?” 
 
    “Of course it will. Just as soon as you get the operation.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    I got the operation on a Monday morning. It was a simple, little thing. Just a little plastic blob that got inserted where a normal prostate would be. It was called an Orgasm Stimulator and it was blue tooth, no wires or anything, and it was right in the center of the mass of nerves that my prostate, had it not been in the end of my dick, would have been in. 
 
    And, Doctor Hotchkiss gave me a shot. One, simple, little shot, and my dick went to sleep. 
 
    Oh, not forever, just for a few months. They had wanted to cut my best friend off, or at least snip the nerves, but I wouldn’t stand for that. I said I wanted to test drive this gizmo, and a limp dick, before buying the whole package. 
 
    Well, they grumbled, and Morgan called me selfish, but I managed to hold my ground on this one. 
 
    “There will be a little swelling,” the Doc explained, “but by Friday you can start playing.” She was smiling, and I heard her tell one technician, right before I went under, that she was going to write a paper on me. 
 
    Huh! She gets paid for the operation by me, she gets money from the government, she gets money from the insurance company, and she gets paid for a paper. What a racket, eh? 
 
    Anyway, I went in at nine and was awake by ten. All done. My dick wasn’t limp yet, but she said a few days and I would be softer than one of  Mike Lindell’s pillows. 
 
    Great, didn’t exactly reassure me, but…I was in for it now. 
 
    Morgan drove me home. Which was okay. My butt was tender, a little swelling, after all, and I sat on a pillow and told here not to hit the speed bumps. 
 
    She just laughed and called me selfish and hit the bumps.  
 
    “I do so like being the driver,” she grinned. 
 
    I hobbled into the house, my butt moving back and forth like a duck’s. I laid down on the bed, turned my head and watched the television. Some idiot hairbrain was saying there was no corruption in Washington. Really? 
 
    “Oh, Gosh,” muttered Morgan. “I want to try it out!” 
 
    “Oh,” I groaned. “We have to wait until Friday!” 
 
    Well, she told me I was selfish for wanting to make her wait five whole days, but I held my ground. It was my butt, after all. 
 
    Tuesday passed. I was able to walk without waddling. 
 
    Wednesday, and I could actually sit on my fanny. 
 
    Thursday, and it felt like I was cured and ready to go. Whatever ‘cured’ was. But I held onto the doctor’s advice and kept my butt inviolate. 
 
    “But, honey,” complained Morgan. “You’re fine! You’re ready to go? What will it matter if we have a little in and out a day early. 
 
    Tell the truth, that made me chuckle. How many times had I been wanting some and she was on the rag or not in the mood or some aunt in Minneapolis was feeling poorly so she was too. 
 
    I mean, I hate to gloat, but…HA! 
 
    The weirdest thing, however, was getting used to no cock. 
 
    I mean, I had a penis, but it shriveled down to a couple of inches and just hung there. It was so strange, I could pee through it, but it just…hung there.  
 
    I had no idea how much I was going to miss erections. 
 
    But when I mentioned this to Morgan she just snickered and stroked her cock. 
 
    Her cock. A big, old eight inches of plastic. She carried it around the house on her hips. She sauntered like she had just invented the cure for heart attacks, and her weenie waggled back and forth. She would even stop in a doorway and swivel her hips so that darned thing banged against each side of the door frame. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” she eyed me like I was a lamb and she was a wolf, “We’re going to have so much fun!” 
 
    Yeah. Right. But I had my doubts. I mean, my one source of pleasure, my penis, had been rendered limp, and I was unsure about this blue tooth orgasm thing they had foisted on me. 
 
    But Friday arrived, and in spite of my doubts and worries, Morgan rolled me over at five in the morning and said, “It’s time!” 
 
    I groaned. I just wanted a bit more sleep, but I knew she would just call me selfish and keep after me until I delivered. 
 
    And, suddenly, I woke up. 
 
    I didn’t have to deliver! I just had to kneel, or lay on my back like a lazy slut! 
 
    She had to do all the work! 
 
    Man, maybe there were perks to this new arrangement in our relationship! 
 
    “Okay, baby,” I rolled onto my back. “I’m all yours.” 
 
    She giggled and got out of bed and positioned herself between my legs. Obviously, the idea of having to do the work didn’t bother her. 
 
    “Okay, baby,” she returned. “Get ready for the ride of your life.” 
 
    No kissing, no foreplay. I know she didn’t need it, she had been wound up all week. If anything she needed a bucket of cold water to bring her down to normal horniness. 
 
    Heck, I would have licked a little foreplay. My how odd when the shoe is on the other foot. 
 
    “A little lube? Please!” 
 
    She frowned, but went for the lube. Even this little necessary interruption was an aggravation to her. 
 
    “All right,” she muttered, slapping the cold stuff into my rectum. She shoved her fingers in, moved them around, then put the lube aside and grinned, “Now where were we?” 
 
    “Between my legs,” I offered. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Here we go.” 
 
    She placed the tip of her big cock at the entrance to my rear portal. The lube worked, and she slid the thing into me. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” I whimpered, my eyes growing big and round. 
 
    “That’s the idea,” she said, and she slammed and rammed. 
 
    Her dick was big, and it opened me up, stretched my nerves, and it felt…so…delicious. 
 
    It felt like what I imagined a horse’s cock would feel like. And my relatively virgin asshole LOVED it. 
 
    She whammed and bammed me. Her eyes took on a curiously intent look, and I realized the nub of her penis must really be rubbing her clitoris, and anything else inside her pussy—and her hips started moving harder. 
 
    “Oh…yeah…oh…yeah…” It was like a chant as she became more and more stimulated. 
 
    Now, my asshole was stimulated, but it wasn’t going anywhere. At least not fast. 
 
    I’m a fast cummer, but I remember once getting drunk and trying to do it two times in a row. Between the alcohol and the recently drained balls all I had experienced was frustration. That’s what this was like. Frustration. And frustration equals horniness. The more I couldn’t cum the more I wanted to. The horniness factor was skyrocketing. 
 
    Heck, if I had been on top I would have been a jackhammer on steroids! 
 
    But I was on the bottom, and all I could do was hang on and wish she’d go faster. 
 
    “Oh, fuck…yeah…yeah!” She pounded into me. The penis had fake veins raised on the sides, and I could feel them corkscrewing into me. 
 
    I raised up and tried to pump back, but I didn’t have the angle or the leverage. 
 
    “Lay still, bitch!” She grunted. “You’re spoiling my rhythm! 
 
    So. I laid there, my hands gripping the sheets, my heart pounding, my skull exploding with the need, and then she came. 
 
    She…not me…locking up and spasming, her hips twitching and driving her dildo deeper and deeper. 
 
    I started crying. I knew she was done, but I wanted more. I needed more. 
 
    She backed off, pulled her slimy pecker out of my depths. “Ah, thanks, baby.” And she wiped the thing off on my thigh. 
 
    I was bending at the waist, reaching for her. “No…no! I need more! More!” 
 
    “Sorry, babe, but that’s all she wrote.” 
 
    She undid the straps and took off her penis. 
 
    “No! Wait! At least give me the dildo so I can finish myself off!” 
 
    She grinned. “Now that would be downright nasty, and we can’t have that.” 
 
    She raised her hand. In her hand was a little fob. With a red button. She pressed the red button, and… 
 
    BOOM! Everything went white hot and I was suddenly immersed in orgasm. My toes curled, my hands balled, my eyeballs rolled back. My back arched and I actually felt something in my penis. Not hard, or erect, or a thrill, just a dribble of something coming out of it. 
 
    Then I was laying back on the bed, gasping for bed. 
 
    “Holy fuck!” muttered Morgan.  
 
    I looked down, a bit of semen had come out of my little peeny. 
 
    “I have never seen anything like that in my life!” 
 
    “God,” I blurted. It was short…but so intense.” 
 
    “Short? You were orgasming for five minutes!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Five minutes, you laid there and groaned and your body, it was bent have over backwards, and…holy…” She pressed the button again. 
 
      
 
    That morning was the strangest morning in the history of the world. I was exhausted by my cum. Only a dropper full of semen, and that from my limpness, but…Morgan kept doing it. 
 
    I came back to myself after the second Big O, and she marveled some more, and pressed the button. 
 
    GAH! Five more minutes in a second. Five minutes ensconced in pure sexual heaven. 
 
    I came to and held up my hand…”No…No more!” I gasped. 
 
    “The hell you say! This is fun!” She pressed the button. 
 
    GAH! Up into the stars, my head spinning like a pinwheel, another dropper of sperm. 
 
    “Morgan…don’t!” 
 
    She hit the button. 
 
    I came to, and she was in the kitchen. I could hear her rattling dishes. I got up, my legs were weak, and I staggered out the door. I was halfway down the hall when she looked up from the sink and smiled. “Hi, honey,” and she hit the button again. 
 
    I collapsed on the floor, my innards roiling with pleasure, my neck arched as squids squirted their ink into my awareness, and another dropper of sperm. 
 
    I lay there, afraid to move. I felt like I had done a double shift of work…work that entailed the digging of ditches. 
 
    Morgan came over and looked down at me. With a grin, she held up the fob… 
 
    “No! No! You’re going to kill me! Enough!” 
 
    She paused, and frowned, then lowered the fob. “Well, okay, but I think that’s pretty selfish of you to deny me my little pleasures.” 
 
    “Oh, thank you. Just let me recover a little.” 
 
    “Okay,” she stood there with her arms folded, unhappy, then she said, “But I need you to pretty yourself up.” 
 
    “Huh? Wha…why?” It was obvious what she wanted. I had red nails, but she wanted me in dress, en femme, full make up and dress and high heels and everything. 
 
    “Do you want to be the only slovenly wife on the block?” 
 
    “Wife? But I’m not the wife!” 
 
    “The hell you say!” She held up the fob. 
 
    “Okay! Okay!” I whimpered. 
 
    Then she actually grabbed my ear and lifted me to my feet and walked me down the hallway. 
 
    “There is no way I’m going to have a slovenly wife. Now I want you dressed, everything. And then you have to start on the house.” 
 
    “The…the…” 
 
    “Housework, you ninny. What do you think a woman is supposed to do with all her free time.” 
 
    “But…but what are you going to do? Can’t you help me? I don’t know…” 
 
    “There’s a game on, and I want to watch it.” 
 
    “A game?” 
 
    “Of course a game! Is there an echo around here?” she looked around, then refocused on me. “You know, I like this new arrangement. We should have done this a long time ago.” 
 
    “But…” I was lost, unable to think.  
 
    She grinned. “I like being in charge. And, let’s face it, you were too selfish to do a good job of being in charge. I’m a much better man than you.”               
 
    And so my new life began. A fuck in the morning, a series of artificially induced squirts until lunch. A fuck after lunch, and another series of squirts. And then evening. The day done, she now had the time to focus her attentions on me full time. 
 
    Squirt…squirt…squirt. 
 
    And in between this endless life of squirts I did the laundry and learned how to cook. I washed the car and did the lawn, and had to endure the humiliation of telling people that I wanted to transition. 
 
    I didn’t want to, but if I didn’t tell people that I did Morgan would press the fob and render me speechless and stupid and unable to fight back. 
 
    And she would stand there, over my supine body, and let everybody know that I was a hopeless sissy who couldn’t control his cummies. 
 
    And call me selfish. 
 
    I was the woman in our relationship, and she was the man. But if she had her period I had to go buy the tampons. Big boxes of tampons. And I would stand in line and try to ignore my brilliant, red face. And when I ran out of lube she made me go buy another jar. The big economy size. The one labeled, ‘For sex only.’ 
 
    And so my life passed, an excruciating series of cums, waiting on my wife hand and foot all day and long into the night. 
 
    And she was quite happy, getting to cum whenever she wanted, and no matter if I couldn’t reach nirvana, she had the fob. 
 
    And I think I would have lived to a ripe, old age in this predicament, but then things got worse. 
 
      
 
    I had been having these electronic cums for several months now, and I was looking forward to the day when my weenie woke up again. And I would have the electronic device inside me removed. And I would go back to being selfish. 
 
    Honestly, I was tired of cums. I was tired of being out of control, or perhaps I should say not being in control. And I was tired of having to do all the housework  and dress like a woman. 
 
    After six months, however, I noticed something: I wasn’t cumming as hard. 
 
    I figured I was just getting so used to it, and I liked being able to keep my head when the orgasms started, but that wasn’t it. And I figured out what it was one day while fixing breakfast. 
 
    We have a super duper toaster. One with 8 slots and a read out and  everything. It was early in the morning and I was up early. I had to prepare mistress’s breakfast—she made me call her mistress all the time now—and I popped a couple of pieces of toast into the toaster. I depressed the slide switch, and then I stood in front of the sink, looking out the window and watching the dawn. 
 
    Suddenly I felt like the fob had been pressed. My knees went weak, and I grabbed the sink and tried not to pass out. It wasn’t super strong, but it was long. The orgasm went on and on and on, and, finally, POP! The toast came up and the orgasm went down. 
 
    I was shivering, shaking, sweating, and wondered what had happened. 
 
    “Good morning, dear.” 
 
    “Good morning, mistress,” I was on my knees. 
 
    “What are you doing down there?” she asked. She took a cup, filled it with water and popped a bag of instant into the cup. 
 
    “I…you shouldn’t have pressed the fob.” 
 
    “I…what?” 
 
    She opened the door to the microwave and put her cup in it. 
 
    “You pressed the fob. I almost lost it. Look, I even squirted on the floor.” 
 
    She looked at me, her finger hovering over the microwave ‘start’ button, and said, “I didn’t press the fob?” 
 
    “But I had an orgasm.” 
 
    “Oh, nonsense.” She turned back to the microwave and pressed the button. 
 
    “Gah!” I had been standing up and suddenly my knees were quaking and I was hanging on to the ede of the sink. “Ah…ah…ah…” 
 
    Morgan turned to me and stared. Her mouth was open in surprise. The fob was in her pocket, she hadn’t even pressed it, and I was cumming. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Ah…ah…ah…” 
 
    DING! the microwave sounded and the motor stopped. And so did my orgasm. 
 
    “What the fuck?” I mumbled. She hadn’t pressed the fob, but I had…what was… 
 
    Morgan stared at me. “You’re going to have to knock that off!” 
 
    “Knock what off?” I managed to ask. 
 
    “Having cums! I didn’t press the fob, so you shouldn’t be having an orgasm.” 
 
    She opened the refrigerator and took out a croissant. 
 
    “But I didn’t do it!” 
 
    She put the croissant into the microwave. “Nonsense,” she said, and she pressed the button. 
 
    “Ah…ah…ahh…fuck…!” 
 
    I was sliding down, unable to even hold on to the sink. My penis was leaking little droplets of sperm. 
 
    Morgan looked at the microwave. “Holly shit!” 
 
    I looked at her through the throws of my electronically induced orgasm. 
 
    She looked at me. 
 
    She looked at the microwave. 
 
    “Ah…ah…ah…” 
 
    She pressed a button and the microwave stopped, and so did my orgasm. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” She pressed the button. 
 
    “Ah…ah…ah!” 
 
    She stopped the microwave and I collapsed. “Please…stop…” 
 
    She hit the button. 
 
    “Ah…ah…ah!” 
 
    She stopped the machine and I sagged. She frequently gave me a series of cums, but she would wait a few minutes in between. But this…the toaster, and the microwave, and…whatever else, it was too much. I was almost unconscious. 
 
    “Oh, my God,” she repeated. “Everything works on you!” 
 
    “Uh…oh…” I mumbled, trying to think. I heard it, and it penetrated, but I had obviously no cognitive abilities. I was literally orgasmed into stupidity. 
 
    She pressed the button. 
 
    “No…ah…plea…no…” 
 
    She stopped the machine, and grinned. “Oh, this is good! Now I don’t have to carry that stupid fob around. I can just use anything.” 
 
    “Oh, please…Morgan, stop…” 
 
    “Wait right here.” She ran into the back and returned a moment later. She was wearing her Apple watch. and holding her cell phone. 
 
    She pressed buttons on her watch, and nothing happened. But as soon as she started playing with her cell phone I felt a series of mini orgasms start up. I twitched and writhed on the floor. Finally, she stopped, and I looked up at her. I was drained, torn apart, hardly able to think, a puddle of mess ready to be flushed down the nearest toilet, and she said, “Five G, baby! Five G!” 
 
    And that was the start. 
 
    If she used the TV remote I had an orgasm. If she made toast I orgasmed. If she even used the remote for the garage door I was reduced to a screaming puddle of writhing orgasms. 
 
    And she thought it was funny. 
 
    “Oh, come on!” She laughed at one point. I was on the floor, my hips pumping my little drop of sperm out, my head blanking out with the unwanted and frustrating pleasure. “Grow a pair! Learn how to resist all those urges!” She had bought a ‘Clapper,’ one of those things you clap your hands and the lights go on, and she was delighting in the fact that every time she clapped her hands I had an orgasm. 
 
    I was crying now, and begging, but, well, she wouldn’t put up with my selfishness and kept clapping. 
 
    The next day we went to the doctor. Not because she took pity on me, but because we had a scheduled appointment. It was time for us to evaluate the electronic cummer in my butt, and the state of my weenie. 
 
    And riding in the car reduced me to a frothy mess. The car is all electronic, and if she put her foot on the gas the intensity of my orgasm picked up. If she turned on the turn signals my little, limp weenie would pump out droplets of fluid with each click of the turn signal mechanism. 
 
    “You really need to control yourself,” Morgan stated as she drove, as I shivered and quaked and tried to remain aware. 
 
    We stopped at the doctor’s office and she had to help me out of the car. I staggered across the parking lot as if drunk, but I was only cummed out and in heels. 
 
    I sat down in the waiting room and Morgan smiled at me and held the fob in her hand. She turned it over and made as if to press the button and giggled. 
 
    Oh, god. 
 
    Then we were called and went back to the Doctor’s office. 
 
    “Good morning, Morgan! How are you?” 
 
    She didn’t even greet me, and I staggered to a chair and collapsed. 
 
    “So,” Doctor Hotchkiss asked, as she sat down in here swivel, “How are things going?” 
 
    “Oh, wonderful. Mind you, Cal is still selfish, but at least now he’s helping around the house. A little bit.” 
 
    Crap! I had kept the house cleaned, painted it, and reshingled it. And that was a little bit? 
 
    “Wonderful. Well, if things are going so well then I’d like to see you back her in—“ 
 
    “Wait!” I summoned up the strength to speak, and both ladies stared at me. 
 
    “Speak only when you’re spoken to, dear,” my wife advised me. 
 
    Doc Hotchkiss turned back to continue her appointment scheduling, but I managed to blurt, even a little bit louder…”Wait!” 
 
    They both turned to me. 
 
    Morgan sighed. 
 
    Dr. Hotchkiss looked peeved. “Well, what is it?” 
 
    “I want this thing out of my butt…and I want my dick back.” 
 
    There was a moment of surprise. Then the Doc turned to Morgan. “I thought he knew…” 
 
    “I meant to tell him, but I’ve been so busy.” 
 
    “Oh, you poor dear. Well, you can tell him now.” 
 
    “Tell me what?” I stared at the two women. 
 
    “When you got that injection of Leuprolide, that made your dick soft and amenable…” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “We decided to forgo the short term injection. We knew you’d want this, so Dr. Hotchiss injected you with the permanent solution.” 
 
    “What? Wait! What?” 
 
    The Doc cleared her throat. “It was the logical thing to do. Penises can be so problematic if not dealt with, and you do have the orgasm stimulator implanted in you. We really thought—” 
 
    “My dick isn’t coming back?” 
 
    They were silent. 
 
    “I’m not going to get anymore erections?” 
 
    They looked at each other, then Morgan said, “Well I can give you cums any time I want…and I’m getting all the orgasms I want…what would you need a dick for?” 
 
    “What would…I don’t…” I focused on the doctor. She was medical person. Maybe she would understand. “But the thing in me, the orgasm thing, it’s not working right!” 
 
    “Of course it’s working right! It’s got a guarantee!” 
 
    “But I have an orgasm if anything gets turned on! the microwave, the toaster, even the damned garage door opener! The garage door goes up and my little pee pee starts spewing drops of cum all over the place! 
 
    “Well, that’s not right. Let me look at your files.” 
 
    We sat there and the Doctor opened a file and perused it. I kept looking at Morgan, who just shrugged her shoulders, and the look in her eyes…I knew she wanted to just tell me not to be so selfish. 
 
    “Umm hmmm, yes. I see.” Hotchkiss looked up at me. “Well, unfortunately, you got the standard model, not the deluxe.” 
 
    “But I just want to stop having orgasms!” 
 
    “Unfortunately, there’s nothing I can do.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Your device is covered by warrantee, but only for six months, and the warrantee was up four days ago. Now if you had only gotten the deluxe model,” she shrugged her shoulders. 
 
    “But…you can just take it out!” 
 
    “Unfortunately, the insurance companies are no longer covering this type of operation.” 
 
    “What…but…you can’t…” 
 
    “Besides, we’ve always got this,” Morgan held up the fob. 
 
    “But…I don’t want…” I turned to her. “Give it to me!” 
 
    “What? No!” she spoke adamantly. 
 
    “I want that fob! Now give it to me!” 
 
    I moved towards her, reached for the fob, and I would have had it, too, except…PRESS.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    I lived with Morgan for another three months, then I had had enough. I might be selfish, but I needed surcease from the endless string of orgasms she was giving me. 
 
    I needed to stop doing the dishes and the laundry. I needed to stop washing the car and doing the lawn. 
 
    And I needed to stop doing all this stuff in a dress, and female undergarments, and full make up. 
 
    I needed to cut my hair, wear pants, and be a man again.  
 
    But I had no man clothes anymore. 
 
    And Morgan had had me get permanent make up. My lips were tattooed red, my eyelids were forever smoky, my eyeliner was permanent. 
 
    And my body was reduced in size. Wearing tummy shapers and corsets, and being forced to eat nothing but salads, I had lost weight. 
 
    And, she had actually had me get fake boobs. Implants. I had a world class set of double D knockers. 
 
    But I had had all I could take. 
 
    One morning I awoke and got dressed, and walked out the door. Down the street and into the city. 
 
    These days I walk the streets. My clothes are shabby, but nobody would mistake me for a man. I beg on the street corners and buy my clothes at the Goodwill. I wear make up all the time because I don’t want to look like half a man. 
 
    And if a car passes I shudder and quake, and my eyeballs roll back up in my sockets. 
 
    If somebody is playing a game on their cell phone, looking for Pokémon, or even just blocking a call from a spammer, my knees knock, my boobs shiver, and I have to grab something so I don’t fall down from the force of the orgasm. 
 
    I dream of a life where I can control my orgasms, and I walk through the city, alone and hopeless. 
 
    Once I was a man…then I met a woman, and now my dick gets smaller and smaller. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Honey, you’ve got Male Privilege.” 
 
    “Huh? What?” 
 
    I stared at Addy, my wife, and was aware of two excruciating factors. 
 
    One, she was a knock out. She was wearing leggings that showed her legs, those beautiful stems that led up to the juncture where I had had so much fun. She was wearing a sweatshirt with her college logo on it. It was cut off so her mid section was exposed, and without the lower weight of the sweat shirt her breasts rose up and out. I could see her nipples through the worn thing, and, man, did I want a little fun right then. And her face, of course, was absolute perfection. Blue eyes that sparkled like the dew, blonde hair that curled down her back. And her lips. Oh, God, those beautiful, red, red lips. Just to look at them was to always think of a kiss. 
 
    Two, I absolutely hated the idea that she was going to college. It seemed she was always coming home with some bright idea, and she was always applying those bright ideas to me, her work a day hubby. 
 
    No, I didn’t go to college. Well, I took a couple of classes, but they didn’t have anything to do with the real world. Would Music Appreciation help me be a better mechanic? I mean, really? And Political Science was just political indoctrination. Got me so mad I actually voted for Trump. Heck, if all the poli-sci guys were against him then he couldn’t be bad, right? 
 
    “I said,” she said, placing her big, thick books on the kitchen table, “that you’ve got Male Privilege.” 
 
    “Uh, okay.” I had no idea what Male Privilege was. I just knew that the two minute warning had just sounded and my team was just yards from the goal line. 
 
    “Give me that.” She grabbed the remote from where it sat on the end of the couch. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    She clicked my football game into oblivion. 
 
    “It’s the last couple of minutes!” 
 
    “It’s the end of the world if you don’t listen to me.” Then, to emphasize, she dropped the remote into the fish tank. I watched in horror as the little black doo hickey slid down to the sand. Little fishies swam around it and wished they could watch TV. 
 
    “Oh, my God! What’d you do that for!” 
 
    I jumped up and she grabbed my crotch and sat me down. Then she sat down on me. On my lap. Feeling my instant boner, nuzzling her gorgeous lips into my neck. “Honey, please forget about that stupid remote. We have life changing decisions to make.” 
 
    She unzipped my pants and took hold of my excited member. 
 
    “But, the game—“ 
 
    She kissed me. Those hot lips pressed to mine, that darting tongue slithered against mine, I found my hands were able to slide right up under that cut off sweat shirt and fondle her large breasts with the big nipples. 
 
    Mmm. Nipples. 
 
    She giggled and lifted her sweat shirt and I was given free access to her perky points. I placed my mouth over those thimbles and palpated her breasts. Mmm. The game was forgotten. 
 
    “Now stop that,” she pushed my head away. “I just wanted to get your attention so we could have a serious talk about your problem. 
 
    “Yeah, my serious…” my mouth was open, my lips protruding, as I tried to latch back on to her nips. 
 
    “Stop that, Joe. I’m serious.” 
 
    Oh, God. I had been suffering serious withdrawal symptoms from being forced out of the football game, and now I was having serious withdrawal symptoms from my wife’s chest. 
 
    I made fishlike motions with my mouth, but the more I gulped at them the further away they got. 
 
    “Okay, now here’s your problem.” She had managed to snag my dick with one hand, and she shook her hand to emphasize her words. 
 
    “Oh,” I groaned. 
 
    “You’ve got Male Privilege. All of society has been made just for you. You drive, you have the major voice when it comes to owning property or carrying guns. Women are expected to sit home and sew things while you go out and have affairs!” 
 
    “What?” I was sort of confused. “You mean I should be going to college, asserting my Male Privilege instead of you? Or should I sit in the passenger seat while you drive? And wait outside in the car while you work for eight hours a day? Is that the Male Privilege you speak of?” 
 
    “Be serious. You twisting my words is just you protecting your Male Privilege. Society has become imbalanced, women are expected to just stay home and have babies, and it’s not fair.” 
 
    “But I can’t have a baby!” 
 
    “You could if you wanted to, if society hadn’t made it so only women could have babies.” 
 
    “But, babe, the biology of men and women…” 
 
    “Has been slanted by Male Privilege. And it’s time we changed. It’s time we balanced out the scales.” 
 
    “So you’re going to go to work for eight hours tomorrow and I’m going to do the laundry. Sounds like a fair trade.” 
 
    She sighed, which heaving of the breasts caused her hand to go up and down and make me moan a bit. “They told me you would pull this.” 
 
    “What? Pull what?” I could hardly breath for the way she was pulling on me. 
 
    “They told me you would obfuscate the situation, that you would do anything to confuse me. Well, buster, those days are over!” 
 
    She squeezed my penis and I almost came right there. If I could just get a little traction. I tried to move, to thrust my hips up and drive my cock through her hand. 
 
    “Now you just hold on there. You’re not going anywhere! You’re going to sit there and take it like a man!” 
 
    “Like…a…” I was trying to move, but she was holding me too firmly to allow me any thrusting. 
 
    “The fact of the matter is that I’m almost out of college, and I have been talking to people. I may have a job lined up, but it depends on certain things. 
 
    “Certain things,” I tried to twist, work my peeny around a little. 
 
    She gripped my dong hard and emphasized her words with short jerky actions. 
 
    “Yes, certain things, like how well I do on my final exam.” 
 
    “Oh, good.” If I could just get her to shift a little bit I could move my hips up… 
 
    “Now, tomorrow you will go to work for your eight hours, and you will wear my underwear.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah….okay…” A little more, just a little… “WHAT?” 
 
    She moved forward, letting go of my cock, but moving her body against mine and I lost all traction. 
 
    “What did you—“ 
 
    She kissed me again. She fused her lips to mine, her sweet breath filled me, my poor weenie, my poor, poor weenie. 
 
    She broke and, while I gasped, she said, “My final assignment is to take a man and make him realize that he has had Male Privilege. It is only in that way that psycho-societal conditions can be exposed and uprooted and woman can take her rightful place in charge of this society.” 
 
    “There’s no way I’m going to wear panties to work.” 
 
    “Panties and a bra. And garter and nylons. And maybe a touch of lipstick.” 
 
    “What?” I actually screeched. First my game is gone, the remote is drowned, my dick is deprived, and now…now I had to wear women’s undergarments? 
 
    “You want me to get a good job after graduation, don’t you?” she gave a little sniff. 
 
    “Well, yeah, but me wearing panties shouldn’t have anything to do with—“ 
 
    “But it does! If I can complete this assignment then I can get a job! I would think you would want to get off your Male Privilege and help me!” 
 
    “Of course I want to help you, but me wearing panties isn’t going to—“ 
 
    “Wearing women’s underwear will eliminate any perceived difference between us. We will finally be equal!” 
 
    “But, honey, you’ve got the vote! You’ve got community property! And if you really want me to have a baby I will!” 
 
    “Oh!” She wailed. “Just like a man! Now you’ve even taken away my right to have baby!” 
 
    “But…wait…I…” 
 
    She was off me, off my throbbing penis, my stand up May pole, my tuna finder, and running for the bedroom. 
 
    I got up, but was too slow, and the door slammed. 
 
    “Honey?” I stood outside the door. I heard sounds of her sobbing on the bed. 
 
    “Baby? Can we talk this out?” 
 
    “You don’t want to talk! You just want to assert your Male Privilege over me!” 
 
    “No, no! I promise! I won’t assert anything! Can’t we just sit down and discuss this like two civilized human beings?” 
 
    “I tried, but you won’t agree to give up your Male Privilege.” 
 
    “But I will! I will.” 
 
    Silence. She had stopped crying. That was a good sign. Then, “Really?” 
 
    “Of course I will.” 
 
    The door opened and she launched herself at me. She hugged me, she crushed me, and she said, “Oh, thank you. You’ll feel so good when you wear my panties and bra.” 
 
    I blinked. I had promised to get rid of my Male Privilege, not wear…woman’s underwear! 
 
    But she had stopped crying, and her hand was down around my penis, and she was kissing me, and I never even noticed that there was no moisture, or signs of moisture, on her beautiful face. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, you’re going to love this,” she handed me her panties. 
 
    I held them up to the light. They were lavender, with little white flowers around the waist. “I am,” I spoke rather doubtfully. 
 
    “Come on, put them on. I want to see.” 
 
    I grabbed the poster of the bed and slid first one leg, then the other, into the panties. I pulled them up, and, you know? They actually felt sort of…kinky. 
 
    In a good way. My pecker was pulled up, instead of hanging down. My balls were barely contained, but they felt sort of…electric. 
 
    I started to get a hard on. 
 
    “None of that,” Addy giggled. She slapped my pecker lightly. Which, of course, just made it grow. 
 
    “I think we need to do something about this,” I grinned at her. 
 
    She frowned. “Now don’t start that again.” 
 
    “But we only cuddled last night! I really need to get some relief.” 
 
    “That’s because you got me so upset last night. You don’t want me to be upset again, do you?” 
 
    “Well, no, but…” I looked down at my cock. It was at full mast now, and ready to take in the wind. 
 
    “Then panties are obviously not for you.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    She went to her dresser, rummaged around, and tossed me another garment. “Take those off and put that on.” 
 
    I looked at the garment. It was stiffer material. More confining. That would keep my dick down, or up, or whatever. But… “What is it?” 
 
    “It’s a tummy shaper. And if it doesn’t work we can get a corset. We should probably get you a corset, anyway. 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Just take those off and put it on.” 
 
    Dutifully, I pulled the panties down and off. 
 
    The tummy shaper was very stretchy, and it was a tight stretch. It was hard pulling them up, but I managed to do it. Now my dick was straight up, and with no chance of escaping the tight bounds of the shaper. 
 
    “Wow,” I said. 
 
    Addy just grinned. “Oh, man, you are so-o-o sexy!” She handed me a bra. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Really.” 
 
    “But I don’t have boobs. Do I really need one of these?” 
 
    “If you’re going to overcome your Male Privilege you will. Besides, we can always stuff it with socks, or…or maybe some condoms filled with water, or…no! I’ve got it! I’ll order you some breast forms!” 
 
    “I don’t need falsies!” I finished putting the bra on and pulled the straps over my shoulders. 
 
    And, once again, I got that good feeling. I mean, it was kinky. Me, in a bra. Well, a half bra, and my pectorals sort of squeezed up, and my penis just pulsing away under the tummy shaper. 
 
    Addy put her hand on my penis bump then. She grinned. “Oh, God, you make me wet.” 
 
    “I’d like to insert a little wetness of my own,” I grinned. 
 
    “Not until you get the nie nies on,” she smiled and held up panty hose. 
 
    Nylons. Oh, my God. 
 
    She had me sit down and she bent to roll them on, then frowned. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “We need to shave your legs.” 
 
    “I don’t need to shave my legs.” 
 
    She rolled the stockings up my legs. There were little straps hanging from the tummy shaper and she snapped them. 
 
    And, you know? It felt cool! Like my legs were electric or something. I ran my hand down my thigh and marveled. 
 
    “See?” Addy said, watching me with her hands on her hips. 
 
    “Wow,” I said. 
 
    “And wait until we get you a chest, and some other things. Honey, you’re going to love it.” 
 
    “I will.” My statement was half doubt and half wonder. 
 
    She giggled. “Oh, I can see you now. 
 
    “But, honey, there’s a problem.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’m…so…damned…horny!” 
 
    “Oh, that will pass.” 
 
    “But I don’t want it to pass! I want to sink myself into your plush pussy and squirt my brains out! How do I get out of these things so we can…” I was reached up for the bra to take it off but she put her hand on my wrist and stopped me. 
 
    “Honey, you’re not supposed to get out of your clothes. That’s what makes it fun. You are prisoner of your own femininity. And now you know what Male Privilege has done to us women.” 
 
    “But…can’t we just…can’t…” 
 
    She placed a finger on my lips, then she kissed me lightly, just enough to seal my male mouth. 
 
    “Now you know,” she whispered. 
 
      
 
    Work was strange, to say the least. 
 
    I own a car shop. Fix engines, oil changes, change tires, that sort of thing. I like the work, and I like to get down and dirty, involve myself in an engine and figure out what’s wrong with it. And I have three mechanics helping me out.  
 
    So I unlock the doors, walk into the bay and roll up the big doors. Customers are waiting, and I talk to them, give estimates and fill out paperwork, and my three mechanics go to work. Gus, John and Oscar. Three good guys. And when business slowed, the morning rush over, I became aware of my cock. Very aware. 
 
    It was like a hand was squeezing it all the time. Made me feel like rubbing up against a door frame like a dog against a leg. Humpa humpa humpa. 
 
    I mean, it made me whore-a-knee! Horny. And it didn’t show. Over my coveralls I was the picture of manliness. Grease under my fingers, my hair messy, a wise cracking grin on my face. 
 
    Under my coveralls I was….woman. I had a bra squeezing my chest, a tummy shaper holding my torso, and nylons—ah, those sexy nylons—squeezing my legs. 
 
    And not just squeezing, but sexy squeezing. I tell ya, every moment in that underwear was a moment in enhanced horniness. 
 
    Wow. I had never expected that. 
 
    So the day went. Me horny and the guys wondering why I was in such a good mood. Five o’clock seemed to take forever, and yet, at the end of the day, it seemed like the whole day had passed in a moment. 
 
    I waved to the guys and headed for home, and even driving was a turn on. Sitting put extra pressure on me, and extra pressure meant extra horniness. By the time I got home I was, I think, dripping. I don’t know for sure because I was wearing female underwear, but…it felt like I was dripping. 
 
    I entered the house and saw the note on the table. ‘At school.Thank you for overcoming your Male Privilege. Your evening attire is on the bed.’ 
 
    My evening attire. She actually said that.  
 
    I headed for the bedroom. 
 
    My evening attire was panties, bra, garter and nylons, negligee, and Nair. And I noticed a pair of high heels she had left next to the bed. 
 
    High heels? Surely she had just left those there. Surely she didn’t mean for me to wear high heels! Besides, her heels were too small for my feet. Not that I had ever tried, but my feet were bigger. 
 
    Then I noticed that everything was new. 
 
    New? She had just bought everything? So she had probably sized it all and all these things would fit. Then I noticed the bag. The large paper sack. Sitting on the bed.  
 
    I went to the bed and opened the sack and took out…breast forms! 
 
    Oh, my God! Addy was really into this! She was really going to do this…this Male Privilege thing to me. 
 
    And a message in the bag. “Don’t disappoint me, honey. Be ready for when I get home. 
 
    Well, that was the clincher. Be ready for her. That was code for baby was going to get laid tonight! 
 
    Yeehaw! Yippee! Zounds! 
 
    And I didn’t even know what ‘zounds’ meant! 
 
    So I headed for the bathroom, read the instructions on the Nair, and went to work. 
 
    I slathered the goop on, waited until it got hot on my body, then washed my curlies down the drain. God, it was weird, seeing my body hair, al-l-l of my body hair, wash down the drain. 
 
    I looked at my groin in the mirror. I looked more than naked. I had the porn star look, no hair on my genitals. 
 
    I went out to the bedroom and slipped into a pair of slinky, kinky, thigh high underwear. Fortunately, she had managed to find underwear with a bit of a stretchy pouch, so I fit inside them. But…just barely. And it was a very horny ‘just barely.’ 
 
    I put on the garter and rolled the nylons up my legs, being very careful not to run them. Oh, Lord, my legs felt classy. I felt like a cheetah on the prowl. A cheetah with an extra big dick pushing at the pouch on my panties. I ran my hands down my legs and couldn’t believe how sexy it felt. I was, like, sheathed, man! 
 
    Then I put on the bra, and slipped in the falsies. Wow! I looked in the mirror and actually had a chest. A sexy pair of boobs. I’m not a chubby guy, more the slender kind, and the boobs really made my body look feminine. I had mounds, baby! 
 
    So I pulled on the negligee and I was even more enhanced! The filmy material obscured my boob somewhat and made them look even more real. I mean, I was really poking out there! She must have got me the super double Ds or something. 
 
    Then I looked at the shoes. The high heels. Tall spikes. Shiny black with exposed toes and a strap on the back. OMG! 
 
    I sat on the bed and lifted one up, hefted it, examined it. Did I dare? 
 
    Of course I did. 
 
    I slipped the high heel on and placed my foot on the floor. Then the other high heel. Wow. 
 
    I stood up, and never felt so awkward in my life. My ankles wobbled, I felt like I was going to fall, and I held on to the bed post desperately. 
 
    Still, if women could do this, then I could. 
 
    No Male Privilege for me! 
 
    I took my first steps, from the bed post to the dresser, from the dresser to the doorjamb. My legs were shaking every which way, but I made it. And, even in those first few steps, I could feel the potential. I could do this. 
 
    Down the hall I went. I reached the kitchen and popped in a TV dinner. As I stood and waited for the microwave to ding I studied myself in the kitchen mirror. 
 
    Zowie. Except for my head, my face, I looked like a woman. I had the body of a woman. 
 
    I suddenly washed my hands, very thoroughly, and tried to get rid of all the grease. I scrubbed and scrubbed, I took off a layer of skin, then, looking at my reflection in the window over the sink, I ran my wet fingers through my hair. 
 
    I’m a guy. I don’t comb a lot, I let it grow and don’t care, but suddenly I cared. I got my hands wetter and pulled my fingers through my hair. I got rid of tangles, smoothed everything out, and then I had an idea. 
 
    The TV dinner still had ten minutes, so I staggered down the hallway and into the bathroom. I took my wife’s brush and stroked my hair, and when it was all straight, I combed under my hair, turning the handle of the brush when I reached the end of my locks. Slowly, my hair became a bubble, like a woman’s, and it curled under the sides of my face. 
 
    I walked back to the kitchen, and it was getting easier to navigate in the heels. 
 
    I looked in the window again. Even my face was more feminine now. 
 
    DING! 
 
    I took my dinner out of the microwave and began eating. I didn’t just go in and watch TV and gobble. I sat at the table and took little bites, and…felt myself. I know that sounds weird, but it was a whole different world. I could feel my body, my legs, my…my fake boobs. As if I actually had boobs. 
 
    I was aware of my hair hanging down the sides of my face, brushing my cheeks. I was aware of my lips, my fingers, my…I was aware of everything. 
 
    Was there something to this Male Privilege thing? 
 
    There might be, but it was not what Addy suspected. It was a waking up for me. It wasn’t that she was being deprived of worldly status and experiences, it was that I had been denying myself. By wearing my same old same old jeans and tees, I had been denying myself a world of experiences, of sensations. 
 
    And, in an odd way, I felt like I had been deprived. Deprived of…by…Female Privilege. 
 
    Now what would Addy say to that? 
 
    I finished my dinner, then went into the living room and turned on the screen. And found myself watching…the Kardashians! 
 
    Of course, that was what Addy watched, and she had obviously been watching TV before she went to class. 
 
    The Kardashians. A show I despised and stayed away from. All the boring talk about relationships, Bruce turning into…Bruce…OMG! 
 
    He was on TV, right then! Doing something so manly! Riding his motorcycle over the hills! 
 
    And now I knew why he had changed. Why he had turned into a woman. Because he had felt the same things I was feeling right then! 
 
    He felt the sleek sexiness of the nylons, the grip of the panties and bra. He had combed his hair out—that’s why his hair was already in a sort of a bubble cut—and manicured his nails. 
 
    OMG. I understood. 
 
    Bruce had had enough of the so-called ‘Male Privilege’ and turned it in for ‘Female Privilege.’ 
 
    I sat in stunned silence. Silence for me, the TV warbled on. I watched the beautiful women make themselves up, talk about plastic surgery, get their butts and boobs enhanced, and…and I had epiphany after epiphany…and…the phone rang. 
 
    Blinking furiously, trying to understand the feelings and emotions running through me, I answered the phone. 
 
    “Joe!” 
 
    “Uh, hi, babe.” I was so messed up. what could I say? My wife had been right, and I…I had to come to grips with a whole new world. 
 
    “I left you a present. Did you find it?” 
 
    “I found all the clothes on the bed, and…you left me some high heels?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah, I did. Are you wearing them now?” 
 
    “I’m wearing everything,” I felt like singing and dancing and crying all at the same time. 
 
    “But you didn’t look in your underwear drawer?” 
 
    “No…I didn’t. Why? Is there something—“ 
 
    “Honey, I’m going to be late tonight, I’m going out with some of my friends, but I left you a present in your underwear drawer.” 
 
    “Oh, okay, I’ll go—“ 
 
    “Oops, here they are, gotta go. Enjoy yourself now.” She giggled and hung up, and I stared at the phone. I felt like hormones were rushing through me. I was so confused.  
 
    I stood up and made my way down the hallway. I was staggering a bit, but getting better. I only had to hold on to the walls a little now. I entered the bedroom and risked walking, without benefit of the walls, across the room to my dresser. I opened the top drawer and stared in surprise. 
 
    First, there was no more male underwear. All my tighty whiteys were gone. Replaced by panties. Pink panties, blue panties, purple panties.  
 
    And my tee shirts were gone. They were replaced by thin material boy beaters. Of all colors. And my socks were gone. I had nothing but nylons. And a couple of garters. 
 
    Second, and a real shocker, Addy had left a gold tube squarely on top of my new panties. Lipstick. 
 
    My hands shaking, I reached into the drawer and lifted out the little tube. 
 
    I uncapped it, turned the base, and a column of red lipstick emerged. 
 
    Red. My favorite color on Addy’s lips.  
 
    Red, an instant boner maker if ever there was one. 
 
    Red, it called to me. 
 
    I felt my penis throbbing madly, I knew it was dripping now. I staggered towards the bathroom, a mirror. 
 
    I looked at myself in the mirror. No longer a manly man, more of a womanly man, or a manly woman. 
 
    But this lipstick would make the difference. 
 
    This lipstick would do something to me. It would transform me. 
 
    If I put on this lipstick I felt like I would be taking an irrevocable step into another world. A feminine world. 
 
    If I did this. 
 
    I was trembling, my hands shaking. I had to hold my wrist to control the hand holding the lipstick. I put the tube to my lips. 
 
    I ran the lipstick over my lips. I rolled the color onto my flesh. My lips transformed into a beautiful flower.  
 
    I stayed inside the lines, and I kept applying and applying, and my lips get redder and redder. The crevices filled in, and I stared, and little tears started to come out of my eyes. 
 
    Finally, I stopped. 
 
    I smacked my lips. 
 
    My face, through this one, little act, had been totally transformed. Now my bubble cut was no longer of a man…it was womanly. 
 
    And I wanted more. I wanted all the face paint that women did. I wanted rings and earrings and…and perfume. 
 
    I wanted this world. I wanted to experience myself without Male Privilege. 
 
    And that moment, standing in front of the bathroom mirror, seeing myself as I truly was, I sobbed, and thought about how unfair life was. 
 
    And then I wondered how I could go to work the next day.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Addy got home late that night. I, of course, couldn’t sleep, not with my boner wired and my body hot and…and everything, and we had a long talk. 
 
    We talked while she painted my toe nails. Bright red. And did my fingernails, but not bright red. Just a clear lacquer to make them…neater. 
 
    “But how am I going to go to work?” was my big question. 
 
    She just shushed me, told me to wear the coveralls, and not worry about it. Oh, and by the way, let me take care of a couple of those errant eyebrow hairs. 
 
    And we discussed her class, and how men had lorded it over women for eons. And how it wasn’t fair, and she was so proud of me. 
 
    Then we went to bed. I slipped under the covers with my bra and panties on, and wanted to take them off and get amorous. Addy, however, was tired. She yawned and told me to wait. 
 
    And the next day I got ready for work and realized that I had a definitely softer look. And my eyebrows, Addy might have plucked a little too much. 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry about it,” she giggled, and she used a pencil to make my eyebrows look darker. 
 
    Then I was off to work. Bra with no breast forms, nylons, and so on. 
 
    And I had to wear the tummy shaper again because my penis was really standing up. Overcoming Male Privilege really makes a guy horny. 
 
    The guys at work didn’t notice a thing. Of course I roughed up my hair good, and I even put a streak of grease across my forehead, right over my eyebrows, to conceal my new look. 
 
    We worked on the cars all day, and by quitting time I was hot and dripping and ready to go. Never had so much energy in my life. 
 
    “Geez, Joe.” Gus observed, “I ain’t never seen you work so hard. You ain’t up on anything are you?” 
 
    I grinned, “Nah.” And inside my ‘Male Prvilige-less’ mind…Yeah. baby. I’m high on being a woman! 
 
     
 
    “Hey, babe. I’m home.” Addy came in the door. 
 
    I was ready and waiting. Man, was I waiting. Or, maybe I should say ‘Woman, was I waiting!’ I needed to stamp out all signs of Male Privilege, even in my speech habits. 
 
    I grabbed her and she barely managed to put her books on the table. I kissed her, ruthlessly, like a man with a dick should kiss a woman. 
 
    She pushed me back and was almost in tears. 
 
    “Hey! What’d I do?” 
 
    She fled to the bedroom, stifling sobs. 
 
    I tapped on the door. “Addy? Honey? What’s wrong?” 
 
    On the other side of the door, through light sobs, she said, “You kissed me like a man.” 
 
    “But…but I am a man! How else am I supposed to kiss you?” 
 
    “Not like that! You were so…brutal!” 
 
    “Honey! I wasn’t brutal, I was in love! I haven’t had any for a week, and with you making me wear these clothes I’m getting so horny I can’t stand it.” 
 
    “You promise not to attack me?” 
 
    “Of course I won’t ‘attack’ you!” 
 
    She unlocked the door and opened it a crack. I didn’t see any tears, but she was still sniffling. “If you promise not to try anything I’ll show you how a woman is supposed to kiss.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” 
 
    She opened the door all the way and brushed past me. I trailed behind her to the living room. 
 
    She sat me down in a chair, pulled another chair close and sat down. She held my hands and stared at my face. I think she was staring at my lipstick, at least, she certainly seemed fascinated with my lips. 
 
    “A woman is soft, and slow. We take our time and enjoy the moment. Like this. 
 
    She moved her face forward, licking her lips with a quick dart of the tongue. 
 
    I started to move forward to meet her and she frowned and backed her head up. “No…no. Just hold still and let me do the work.” 
 
    So I did, and she moved closer and closer, and the anticipation built and built, and, finally, our lips touched. 
 
    Oh, the bliss. The heat exploding, her soft breath on me, the way she slid her lips over mine, like rubbing two sticks together to make fire, except these were lips, and they were better than sticks, and the fire…oh, my God, the fire! 
 
    She backed away and I almost fell forward, off my chair and onto my face on the floor. 
 
    She giggled at the look on my face. 
 
    “Oh, my God! Let me try that.” 
 
    She stood up, “Uh, Joe, there’s something I want to talk about.” 
 
    “What? Now? Right in the middle of—“ 
 
    “I can’t make love.” 
 
    “What?” screeched my heart as I stood up on my high heels. “I don’t feel right down there, and I want to see a doctor.” 
 
    “Oh, of course! Honey, what can I do?” 
 
    “Nothing, maybe just help me out around the house.” 
 
    “Oh, I can do that.” 
 
    So I spent a sexless night, except in my own head, and the next day I put a load of laundry in, and would come home for lunch to put it in the dryer, and we made arrangements for me to fix dinner for when she got home. 
 
    “Nothing fancy, Joe. Just something to warm up. I’m part of a study group now and I don’t know when I’ll get home.” 
 
    “Okay.” We kissed good bye, and then I was off to work. 
 
    Work, and I had forgotten to take my falsies out. 
 
    “Whoa ho!” whistled Gus when he saw me. John and Oscar goggled. 
 
    “What?” I asked, actually confused. 
 
    “You’re stacked, boss!” 
 
    Caught, my faced turned red, and I didn’t know what to say. 
 
    “And your hair. Looks nice.” 
 
    Oscar jumped in with, ‘Pretty nails.’ 
 
    I looked at my fingers and then looked up, “Uh…” I was pretty much speechless. 
 
    “Anything you want to tell us, boss?” asked John. 
 
    I blurted out, “Addy has a class project. This…this…” 
 
    “So she has to make you up like a girl.” 
 
    The three men stood there, no expressions on their faces, but their lips trembling as if they wanted to laugh. 
 
    “Something like that,” I was still blushing, and I felt this delicious sense of humiliation. 
 
    Humiliation, my body on fire from being discovered, by being ashamed. Why did that make my cock throb under the coveralls and tummy shaper? 
 
    “Well, okay. If there’s nothing else.” 
 
    “What else could there be?” My face burning up, I snapped, “Gus, we have that Nissan in bay two. Oscar, is that the tire truck waiting for you? John…” but John was elsewhere, face buried under a hood as he cleaned spark plugs. 
 
    So I survived my first encounter with my…my condition. And it wasn’t hard, as long as I remembered I was the boss. 
 
    But then I had a thought: Was thinking of myself as ‘the boss’ a bit of Male Privilege?  
 
    Huh. I would have to clear that with Addy. 
 
    The day passed, and I felt the delicious grip of the tummy shaper as I bent over engines and pulled transmissions. I was extra careful of my nails, and that was a blessing, because I didn’t scrape my knuckles at all the whole day. That’s a first. 
 
    And I went home and did the laundry, and back to work, and, by the end of the day, I was in a decidedly different frame of mind. 
 
    I liked moving more gently and watching what I was doing. I liked the fact that my nails weren’t chipped and cracked and ugly. I liked the way my body felt, all elegant and sexy with boobs. 
 
    So I folded the clothes, fixed dinner and set it for the microwave, and the night passed. 
 
    I didn’t even watch football on the screen. 
 
     
 
    “Hi, honey,” Addy breezed in. I was nodding off on the couch, Kim Kardashian complaining about something on the screen, and I woke up.  
 
    We had dinner and Addy broke the bad news. 
 
    “Honey, the doctor says I have a condition. It’s not serious, but I’m not supposed to have sex for a while.” 
 
    “How long a while?” I tried not to whine, to be mature and adult about the whole thing. 
 
    “Oh, he’ll be doing tests and let me know. But it might be a while.” 
 
    A while. That’s sort of indeterminate. 
 
    “But let’s talk about you and your day!” 
 
    I relayed the story of forgetting to take my boobs out and how the guys took it. 
 
    “Well, that’s actually pretty good. We can put a little color in your nails. And those lips,” she curled her hand along my cheek, “I am dying to put some red on that sexy mouth of yours. In fact, let me get my kit and we’ll paint your nails right now.” 
 
    “But, I don’t—“ 
 
    She was back and she pulled one of my hands out and spread the fingers on the table. “We really need to give you a little length. Your nails are what we call ‘spatulate,’ and that is a sure sign of Male Privilege.” 
 
    “Uh, I don’t—“ 
 
    I was starting to panic. This was happening all so fast, but she saw my reaction and laughed. “Oh, don’t worry. We’ll save that for another night. Right now let’s just put a sort of natural pink to them. One step at a time, yes?” 
 
    “Uh, I guess so.” 
 
    So she painted my nails, and I marveled at how tidy and efficient she was. She prepped them, stroked the paint on, put some lacquer on to protect them, and blew on them. 
 
    “And, honey?”  
 
    “Yeah?” I couldn’t take my eyes off my finger tips. It was only a little pink, but my mind was boggled. A little can be an awful lot. 
 
    “There’s something else I wanted to talk to you about.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “Hormones.” 
 
    “What?” I forced my attention off my nails and looked up at her. 
 
    “I’ve ordered you some estrogen and some testosterone blocker.” 
 
    “What’s that for?” 
 
    “Well, I won’t be able to make love for a while, and I thought it would take your mind off of your penis if we blocked some of your testosterone.” 
 
    “Are you talking about taking the lead out of my pencil?” 
 
    “Uh, well…” 
 
    “The hair off my chest?” I was serious, but she giggled. Courtesy of Nair I had no hair on my chest. 
 
    “The falsies out of your bra,” she stated firmly. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Not only will your penis be handled, but you won’t have to wear those stupid falsies. You’ll probably grow your own cute, little boobies.” 
 
    That made me blink. Grow my own tits? 
 
    And I thought again, she had said ‘little’ boobies. In my mind, I could see myself with big, old honkers. Massive mammaries. So big I needed a trampoline bra to carry them. 
 
    But that was just a quick flash of something, an idea, a notion, just a joke in my head. 
 
    “Oh, Joe, won’t it be wonderful? You’ll have totally kicked Male Privilege, and you can play with your own tits whenever you want to.” 
 
    “What’s wrong with me playing with yours?” 
 
    “Nothing, except I don’t think I want to get all horny in my, uh, condition. Oh, Joe, it’s going to be so wonderful! You’re going to be so sexy.” 
 
    And she went on and on and on, and, somehow, I don’t know how, I found myself a little dazed and confused, and agreeing. 
 
      
 
    The next day, work, and they didn’t say anything about my nails, or the way Addy had styled my hair and sprayed it to keep it in place. 
 
    Of course, the customers noticed, but they didn’t seem to care. They just gave me a look, and…paid for their repairs and went their merry way. 
 
    And the next day Addy painted my nails just a little pinker, and lectured me on wearing heels to work. 
 
    I didn’t, of course, wear heels to work, but I thought about it. I mean, it was Male Privilege we were talking about, and maybe I should give up some of my male bull headedness, and it did feel good to strut around and hear the heels sing on the pavement. 
 
    Besides, I was getting pretty good at walking in heels. It had only been a short time, but I seemed to have a natural talent for it. So…I would think about it. 
 
    And, two days later the hormones arrived. 
 
    “Now these are pretty fast acting, Joe,” Addy lectured me. “The box says you can expect results in a matter of weeks. Isn’t that wonderful?” 
 
    I agreed that it was, and took a couple of pills, and…I felt funny. Things were happening so fast. But losing Male Privilege was important, and it was important that I support Addy in her education and her career choices and in life. 
 
    So the days passed, and my nails grew redder and redder, and my lips even started to pick up a little color. First just some pink tainted lip balm, then some gloss, then…pink color. 
 
    And my hair grew longer, and my hips, weird, my hips started to get a little rounder. And I was getting a little weaker. I had to ask Gus to help me lift an engine one day. How shameful is that? Eh? 
 
    And my boobs did start to grow. And they grew fast. Within a month after the first pill I had little mounds, not much more than A cups, but they were real and they were mine. How cool is that, eh? 
 
    But the really weird thing was that business started to slump. Well, it happens. Sometimes it’s seasonal, sometimes it’s just a slump for whatever. But I had to let one of the guys go, and that was hard. I had known Oscar for a while, and he was a good mechanic. I found out later that I had been doing him a favor in letting him go. The garage down the street wasn’t experiencing my slump, in fact, they must have had some good advertising because business was picking up for them. Lucky guys. 
 
    Anyway, June arrived, and I was up to a C cup. 
 
    The weather was warmer, and I wore cut off coveralls. They were a couple of sizes smaller than I normally wear, but I had lost a bit of that silly man muscle mass and was starting to look a bit svelte. And I really liked the way I got to show off my stocking clad legs. And heels. 
 
    And, finally, Addy’s final exam came up. 
 
    Proudly, she walked me into class, and I stared around at the students. 
 
    Most of them held thick booklets filled with written papers. A few of them presented demonstrations, complete with power points and white boards and everything. 
 
    But Addy was the only one who had a real, live final exam. Me. In a body hugging dress, my dick trapped by a corset, my waist wasp thin, my hair reaching my shoulders in gentle waves. My face made up and my lips stained and glossed. 
 
    At first, the other students couldn’t believe I was a man. But when Addy had me lift my dress and unsnap the bottom of the corset, they believed. My penis, my poor, deprived hadn’t had any for months penis, stuck out. 
 
    Oddly, it wasn’t sticking out as far as it normally did. Weird. I mean, I had lost male muscle mass, along with my Male Privilege, but I had also lost muscle mass in my dick! 
 
    In fact, all hairless and everything, it looked like it had when I was 12, right before puberty hit. 
 
    A couple of the girls giggled, but Addy pushed my peeny back up into the corset and ignored them. 
 
    “The result of Male Privilege has been totally undercut with the methods I employed. The psycho-societal impact will…” 
 
    She lectured and used lots of big words and I sort of lost the drift of her speech. But, then, I never was a college type of guy. 
 
    Finally, the exam over, I was at the table, ignoring the Male Privilege donuts and examining the herbal tea options, and Addy touched my arm. “Joe? This is my instructor, Spike Smith.” 
 
    Spike Smith was a few inches taller than me. And he had more muscles than I had lost. And he had a square jaw with white teeth showing in a leering smile. 
 
    And Addy was holding on to his arm, pressing her boobs against his arm, and looking up at him…admiringly. 
 
    The way she used to hold to my arm. The way she used to look up at me. 
 
    That was the moment for me. I saw it. And I was conflicted, and hurt, and wondered how long it had been going on. 
 
    Later that night I spoke to Addy about it. 
 
    “You looked pretty cozy with your instructor.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s just Spike. He’s just a lovey dovey sort of guy. Not a Male Privilege bone in his body.” 
 
    I blinked. “How about a Male Privileged boner?” 
 
    Addy gaped at me, then: “Joe! How can you say such a thing! That man has helped me through this course! He’s changed my life! He’s a Democrat!” 
 
    I really blinked then. 
 
    “A…a Democrat?” 
 
    “Yes! And I don’t want to hear any more of your Male Privileged jealousy. Honestly, I don’t see how you can stand there and…” blah, blah, blah. She did that thing women do with their tongues, cut men apart, into little pieces, and then step on the little pieces. 
 
    I, of course, not having any Male Privilege, couldn't stand up to it. I ran out of the room crying. And I knew I was just having a hormonal attack. 
 
      
 
    Business got worse, and I should have been putting out the ads, talking to customers, but I was distracted. I felt sure that Addy was having an affair. 
 
    I thought about hiring a detective, but that meant money, and I was barely holding on as it was. Business was bad. 
 
    But, not having enough business was an advantage in one way. It allowed me to do my own detecting. 
 
    Thus, on a Monday night, Addy at her study meeting, I parked outside the campus. I closed the car door and walked across the parking lot, my heels click, click, clicking. I was proud of the few looks I received from males. Poor males, with their Male Privilege. They didn’t have a clue. 
 
    I walked across the campus and came to the room I knew was used for her study group. Nobody was in there, and I suddenly realized: Addy had had her final exam. School was over. Why did she need a study group?” 
 
    Frowning, I waited a bit, and tried to figure out my next course of action. A student walked by then, and I asked, do you know where Spike Smith’s office is?” 
 
    “Spike the stud? Sure. He’s got an apartment in the big mansion over there.” 
 
    The student pointed across campus, across a street, and to a big, three story building. 
 
    “Thanks,” and I click, click, clicked towards the building. 
 
    The building was last century, covered with eaves and topped with chimneys. Big bushes fronted the thing, and the porch was big enough for a dance hall. 
 
    I mounted the steps and entered the building. It was quiet inside, and I looked at the menu on the side. Spike Smith was in 3C, so I climbed the stairs. And climbed and climbed. I hadn’t done much climbing in high heels, and it was tiring. 
 
    I heard the sound of rock music, The Doors, on the second level. I continued up to the third. 
 
    Breathing hard, I reached the third floor. I looked down the hall. Thin carpet, paintings obviously done by lesser talented students on the wall. A plastic plant at the end of the hall. 
 
    I walked down to 3C and stood outside the door. 
 
    A study group? In Spike’s boudoir, no doubt. Everybody sitting on the bed and comparing their notes and groins and things. I turned the knob and walked in. 
 
    Spike heard me first, and he poked his head up first. He peered over the back of the couch, smiled and said, “I’m a little busy right now, but if you—“ he stopped, blinked. “Joe?” 
 
    Then Addy’s head popped up. 
 
    I walked around the couch and they straightened up…as well as they could for having no clothes. 
 
    Addy was nekkid, her large breasts red and flushed. I had apparently caught them right in the act. 
 
    Spike sat and grinned, his, uh ‘spike,’ sticking up. And it was big. Bigger than mine. Especially bigger than mine now that I was no longer ‘Male Privileged.’ 
 
    “Joe! What are you doing here?” 
 
    “What are you doing fucking this man!” Tears were coming out of my eyes. 
 
    “Well, I…uh…” 
 
    “Take it easy, Josephine,” Spike soothed. 
 
    I tried to hit him. I swung, but I was off balance in my high heels and I spun around, he was on his feet and catching me. 
 
    If I was the old Joe, the mechanic who yanked engines for a living, I could have cleaned his clock. I had muscle then, and Male Privilege or not, no matter that he was big and muscle-y, he was just an intellectual puke. I could have knocked him silly. 
 
    But I didn’t have that old muscle anymore. In fact, I felt like I had no muscle. The testosterone blocker and the estrogen had done their work. My arms were thin, my biceps were good for watering plants and that was about all. 
 
    “Now, I told you to take it easy,” Joe pushed me back easily. 
 
    I tried to hit him again, and he grabbed my hair and held me at arm’s length. My punches whistled passed, and he chuckled. 
 
    “Now, Joe, grow up a bit, and we can discuss this.” 
 
    Well, I finally settled down. I couldn’t hit him, and he was chuckling, and even Addy was giggling. So I calmed down. I was still crying, and I was a mess, my mascara was running and my chest was heaving. First getting tired out by climbing the stairs, then being manhandled so easily. It was more than I could stand. I finally sat down in a chair, put my face in my hands, and just sobbed. 
 
    “Joe?” Addy began. 
 
    “Give him a second, baby. I’ll get him a drink.” 
 
    So I cried, and Addy watched, and Spike poured me a Coke and bourbon. 
 
    I sat, held my drink in my hands, and they sat down on the couch and watched me. Gulping, I dried my face, messing up my make up even more, and confronted them. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Well, Joe,” began Spike Smith, “The compulsions of your societal conditioning indicate a neurosis of the thrombosis that indicates…” 
 
    He blathered on, using big words, and I ignored him and didn’t let him confuse me. I kept my eye on Addy. 
 
    “Why?” I asked the one word question of Addy when Spike had stopped blathering. 
 
    “Because I need a man,” explained Addy. 
 
    I was blinking over that one. “But you wanted me to be a woman. You told me I had Male Privilege and I had to fix myself. You did this to me!” 
 
    “Joe. Take a little responsibility,” Spike muttered. 
 
    “I suppose you’re right,” Addy admitted. “But, face it, except for this little kerfuffle, you like losing your Male Privilege. You like being a woman!” 
 
    “Kerfuffle? That’s what you call it when you cuckold me? When you tell me you have a condition and you can’t fuck me…then you go fuck another man?” 
 
    She waved her hand, irritated, and said, “Joe, face the facts. You are a better man for losing your Male Privilege.” 
 
    “So how come I have to lose my Male Privilege and he doesn’t?” 
 
    I pointed at Spike. 
 
    “Joe,” Spike interjected, “People are what they are. I was born with Male Privilege, and I am not the kind of person to give it up. It is my curse, and Addy understands this. You, on the other hand, are the kind of person who does give it up, in fact, needs to give it up. Answer Addy’s question: are you happier now than you were as a man?” 
 
    “I…I…” I started crying harder. 
 
    Addy came and sat next to me. “Joe, Joe. Take it easy. Everything is going to be all right. Just because I don’t want to make love to you now doesn’t mean I won’t ever make love to you. Why, who knows, I could become a Lesbian at any moment. Wouldn’t that be wonderful?” 
 
    “What? I…” I didn’t understand. The world was being distorted by the water in my eyes, and I…she said…Lesbian? 
 
    “Yes, Joe.” Spike moved to my other side, put an arm around my shoulders and comforted me. “The world is all a bed of roses for you.” 
 
    “I’m losing my workers, customers stay away, you fuck my wife, and everything is roses?” 
 
    “Of course it is,” he squeezed my shoulders. “Your wife is happier now. Don’t you want your wife to be happy?” 
 
    I had to nod at that. 
 
    “And you might, some day, get to make love to a Lesbian, isn’t that cool?” 
 
    I had to admit, there was some lure in the idea. 
 
    “And, if you can just get over your last bit of Male Privilege, you will find the world to be a bright, happy place.” 
 
    “Get over my…what?” 
 
    “Well, surely you don’t think you’re at the end of the road, do you? Heck, if you could just give up the last of your Male Privilege, you would find the world an absolutely wonderful place. 
 
    “What…last?” 
 
    He looked at Addy. “You haven’t discussed this then, have you?” 
 
    Addy shook her head and looked down in embarrassment. 
 
    “Well, then, Joe, you have a treat in store for you. Now, if you can let me finish what I started,” he grinned and lifted his big dick with one hand, “then I’ll let you and Addy go take the final step.” 
 
    I blinked. 
 
    He stood up then, took Addy by the hand, and went back to the couch. 
 
    I stared in shock as he kissed her pussy, then moved up her body and slipped his penis into her. It was big, and she moaned and held on to his arms. 
 
    I wanted to say something, to do something, but what could I do? I was weak, I had no muscles. I had already tried and he had handled me like I was a little baby. 
 
    So I watched as my wife moaned and groaned, humped and pumped, and he rammed and jammed. His muscles stood out, her breasts were flushed with heat, and, finally, he began to cum. 
 
    “Oh…oh…fuck!” 
 
    And she came. Holding on to him, her eyes closed and her hips jerking and lurching. 
 
    Then they were done. 
 
    Joe stood up, helped Addy up, and she got into her clothes. 
 
    Joe came and took the drink out of my hand. I stared at his big penis, even flaccid it was bigger than mine. And it was shiny with her juices and…and dripping. Right in front of my face! 
 
    “It’ll be all right,” he said, and I looked up at him. “You just go home and do what Addy tells you.” 
 
    I nodded dumbly, and followed Addy out the door. 
 
      
 
    We arrived home and I went into the bathroom. I was a sobbing mess, and I tried to stop crying. I wiped the mascara off, repaired myself as best I could, and went back into the front room. Addy was waiting for me, and she handed me another drink. 
 
    “Okay, Joe, it’s time to take the last step.” 
 
    “What last step?” 
 
    “For you to give up Male Privilege you need to experience love.” 
 
    “I know what love is,” I said bitterly. “I love you and…and…” 
 
    “No, Joe. That’s not what I’m talking about.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “I’m talking about love as a woman, not as a man.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “Stay here.” 
 
    She walked back into the bedroom. I heard her sliding a drawer open, then, a minute later, she walked back into the living room. Around her waist were some straps, and a big dildo hung from her junction. 
 
    My eyes opened. My jaw dropped. 
 
    “This is what I’m talking about, Joe.” 
 
    “A…a dildo? A strap on?” 
 
    “A chance to see what a woman really is, from the inside out. A chance to experience yourself as a woman, a chance to give up that last bit of Male Privilege.” 
 
    “Taking a dick up my butt is going to cure me?” 
 
    “In a word, yes.” 
 
    She came and stood in front of me. Her dick was bobbing.  
 
    “Does Spike take it up the butt?” 
 
    “Of course not, silly,” she chuckled. “He’s a manly man. He’s never had the doubt that indicates he is conflicted by Male Privilege.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Yes. Butt. Now, let me make this easier for you.” Her voice suddenly went hard and loud. “Get off your ass and get in that bedroom!” 
 
    She grabbed my hair and pulled me down the hallway. I was crying, trying to get her to let go, and she threw me on the bed. 
 
    “Now turn around. Get on your knees and show me that ass!” 
 
    I was helpless! I couldn’t fight back, she was stronger than me, and she was so…compelling. She was acting like a man, and I…I didn’t have any Male Privilege left in me to fight her. 
 
    Sniffing, tears starting to flow, I turned over on all fours. 
 
    “Good. You’re a good bitch.” She spoke harshly, and she slapped lube into my asshole. I grunted and jerked, and she reamed, forcing the lube into my rectum. 
 
    “Now, you’re going to get get the fucking you’ve been begging for your whole life! 
 
    She drove forward, and though I had never taken anything up the ass before, she went in smoothly. She shock of it all, the excessive lube in my hole, she slid in and bottomed out. I could feel her plastic nuts banging against my flesh ones. 
 
    “There we go,” her voice softened. “Now you get to see what it’s like.” 
 
    She slid that big penis into me, pulled it out, pushed it in. The veins on the side rippled against my innards, my rectal ring screamed for the pleasure. 
 
    I moaned, and my front arms gave way. I clutched the sheet with my fists, and she pushed in again and again. 
 
    She pushed so hard my back legs gave way, and I fell all the way forward, spread eagled, with her staying with me, pumping her big cock into my ass. 
 
    “Yeah, baby,” she groaned. “This is rubbing my clit. I’m going to fuck you till we both cum.” 
 
    “But…I…can’t…I can’t…AHHHHH!” I came It was a prostate orgasm, and I had not known anything like this could exist. 
 
    I also didn’t know that this was what I was looking for. It wasn’t getting rid of Male Privilege, it was the light at the end of the tunnel. 
 
    I felt like my head was exploding as white heat rushed through my body. My tiny cocked spurted a small ounce. My hips were frozen, and then Addy started to grunt. 
 
    “Shit!” she said. “Shit!” She slammed into me, her whole weight driving her cock into me.  
 
    We stayed like that, fused together by her plastic cock, and then we started to come down. 
 
    And I just wanted to go back up again.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Life went on, and I went on with it. A new man…uh, woman. 
 
    Interestingly, business started to pick up again. It turned out there was a huge LGTBQ community, and they were quite happy to bring their cars in for me to fix. 
 
    And Spike comes over every once in a while. Spike pleases Addy, and Addy pleases me, and the world is a fine and wonderful place. 
 
    I’ve even thought about letting Spike do me. And I’ve had a couple of Lesbians show an interest in my fine ass and big boobs. 
 
    The most interesting thing, though, is my worker, Gus. He showed up with lipstick on his lips the other day. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Honey, I hate to say it, but you’re getting a little chubby.” 
 
    I looked in the mirror and sighed. 
 
    We were in the bedroom, Laura on the bed doing her nails, and me trying to fit into a tux. 
 
    “I hate to admit it, but…you’re right.” 
 
    In the mirror I grimaced at my belly. A little watermelon with a belly button on it. Too much pizza. Not enough working out. Argh! 
 
    “Man,” I glumped. “What happened to my svelte, sleek, panther body? I used to be so thin!” 
 
    “Well, baby, those days are past.” She held up her hand and inspected her art. Her nails shone like little, red daggers. Blood stained daggers. 
 
    “Well, how do you do it?” I looked askance at Laura. She was thin in the belly, round in the hips, and large on top. She was slender but everything jiggled so delightfully. 
 
    “Good living, pray to Buddha, that sort of thing,” she bent to put a coat of lacquer on her nails. 
 
    “Come on, be serious,” I said. “I know you exercise a little, but…you also have a secret. A woman just shouldn’t look as good as you.” 
 
    She glanced at me a smile curving across her lips. “Ooh, compliments. That will get you somewhere.” 
 
    “I’ll compliment you till the cows come home if it will get me your secret.” 
 
    “But, honey,” she stared at me, “my secrets are dangerous. You don’t want to mess with what I know.” 
 
    “Oh, yes I do. If it will help me get rid of this little bauble,” I grabbed my belly fat and shook it, “Tell me, please, oh most gorgeous and wonderful and beautiful woman in the world.” 
 
    I could tell she was softening. 
 
    “Come on, don’t doom me to a life of being a walking watermelon on skinny sticks. Don’t you want me to be that svelte, powerful panther prowling next to you? Or do you really want a balding, coughing, fat fellow hobbling to keep up on his crutches.” 
 
    She laughed, enjoyed the image of myself that I had projected. 
 
    And, of course, women being vain, and wanting their man to look good, she softened yet more. 
 
    I knelt by the bed and kissed her toes. Oh, that did it. She melted at the sight of me kneeling before her. 
 
    “Well, I can tell you, but there are conditions…” 
 
    “Hey! Conditions is my middle name! What are the conditions?” 
 
    Now, to tell the truth, I was just sort of joking. But she was suddenly serious. 
 
    “I’ll tell you what to do, and I guarantee you’ll get thinner. But you have to follow my every advice, do exactly what I say, without complaint, and…maybe I’ll tell you.” 
 
    “Hey, ‘Do what you say’ is my middle name!” 
 
    She grinned. Her smile lit my heart on fire, and she said, “Two middle names. Joseph Conditions Do What I Say Harkness. I like it.” 
 
    “So, what’s your secret.” Still a bit of the jokester in me, but there was a seriosity to her, and that was making me a bit more serious. I mean, what if she really did have a secret? It would be nice to lose that extra 15 pounds of belly fat and love handles. I really would love to have the strong and slender body of yore. 
 
    She sighed. “Well, I have a couple. One, and if you have the guts to do this,” she giggled at her play on words, “then I’ll tell you the other one. In fact, no, I’ll just do the other one on you. What do you say, sport? Are you willing to put your moolah where your pussy sucking orifice is?” 
 
    Oh, God, I loved it when she talked dirty. If I have an ounce of resolve in my soul, it melts when she talks trash. “Yep.” 
 
    “Okay, first, you do this and I’ll start your program tomorrow.” 
 
    “Okay. Sock it to me.” 
 
    She grinned and evil grin. “First, wear my corset.” 
 
    “What?” I squeaked. 
 
    “Without complaint or consideration. Now. For the party tonight.” 
 
    I stared at her. Wear a…a corset? A woman’s undergarment? A…a…” 
 
    “It’s in the closet, second drawer down on the right.” She waited. 
 
    I gulped. I had gotten myself into this, and, one more factor, I suddenly had a boner. 
 
    But how could I have a boner for a simple thing like…like wearing a corset? That just didn’t make any sense. 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    She cocked her head. “Well? Mr. Put Up or Shut Up?” 
 
    Damn! This woman had my number. Teasing me, looking sexy, challenging me, looking sexy, and…looking sexy. 
 
    And my boner totally agreed. At least it was bobbing its head up and down. 
 
    I turned, hid my big gulp, and walked into her closet. I found the drawer, opened it, and took out the corset. 
 
    The fact is, what if wearing this stupid thing actually worked? I mean, she wore it, and it shaped the hell out of her luscious body, so…why wouldn’t it shape mine? 
 
    I came back into the bedroom and Laura laughed. “Oh, goody. I always wondered what you would look like in sexy clothes. This is going to be fun.” 
 
    She told me how to undo the back and put it around me. I managed to pull it tight enough to do the snaps. 
 
    “Okay, come here, and if I ruin my nails doing this you are going to owe me…big time.” 
 
    “I’ll be careful to not ruin your nails.” 
 
    She laughed, and began to pull the cords tighter. 
 
    “Oh,” I said as she pulled the strings together, a bit at a time, and the corset began to clamp around me. It felt like I was in the hand of a giant, and the giant had decided to squeeze me slowly to death. 
 
    “Oh! I can’t breath!” 
 
    “What a baby. Besides, breathing is over rated. Grow a pair,” she muttered as she pulled it tighter and tighter. 
 
    It felt like my guts were being shoved upwards inside my body.  Higher and higher.  
 
    “Breath high, shallow breaths. And stop whining.” 
 
    I managed to breath enough to stay conscious, and shortly she was tying a knot. 
 
    She slapped my ass and said, “Turn around. Let’s see you.” 
 
    “I turned around and her face creased in a smile. “Look at you,” she pulled on the edge of the corset and pushed a bit of my upper flab down. “You are sleek, svelte, like the road runner you used to be.” 
 
    “Beep…beep,” I gasped. 
 
    She giggled. “And look at this, you have cleavage!”  
 
    I would have said something, objected, but then she looked down. “And what’s this!” She grabbed my penis. “Mr. Happy is happy! Look! You’re so hard you’re dripping!” 
 
    I didn’t have to look, I could feel the bob and throb of the best part of my anatomy. I could also feel her stroking me. 
 
    “Ack,” I gulped. 
 
    “What? Does Mr. Happy want to spit at me?” 
 
    “Urk! Yes!” 
 
    She slapped Mr. Happy very lightly, more to make him bounce up and down than to hurt him.  And he did bounce. 
 
    “Ha! I like this.” 
 
    “Maybe you could…do that a bit more? Get me off?” 
 
    “Double ha! Not a chance. This is so cool. You so hard and horny, and unable to do anything about it. In fact, wait a minute…” She ran to her dresser and rummaged through her jewelry box. A moment later, holding something I couldn’t see, she returned and turned me around. “Hold still here…yeah…Okay.” Click. 
 
    Click? 
 
    “What did you do?” 
 
    “Oh, nothing.” 
 
    “Come on! What’s going on back there.” 
 
    She stepped to my side, placed one hand on my penis and ran it back and forth, her fingers creating a little pussy hole that was driving me mad. “I just put a lock on your corset.” 
 
    “A lock?” 
 
    “Yes. A padlock. You won’t be getting out of that thing any time soon.” 
 
    “But…but how would I sleep? And it will get dirty and…I won’t be able to take a shower, and—“ 
 
    “Dry up, baby boy. I’ll let you out some time, but isn’t it cool? You’re all locked up and I’m in control. Maybe I should lock your penis up, too? Then you’d have to ask me if you even wanted to go to the bathroom. I like being in control of my big, strong, manly man.” 
 
    Her hand was moving back and forth quickly now, and I could feel the trigger approaching. If I just pushed a little and helped her I could—“ 
 
    “None of that, bozo. That’s my dick tonight, and I’ll be the one to tell it when to squirt.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Now go pour me a wine spritzer while I finish getting ready.” 
 
    Well, she was in control, and I did feel like I had to do what she said. I trotted, as best I could with a corset squeezing my guts out, to the kitchen. My dick bobbed and I looked ridiculous wearing just a corset, but…it was kinky, too. At least, I was super turned on. 
 
      
 
    The party was great. In spite of the fact that I could hardly breath. Still, I managed to quaff a couple of bourbon and Cokes, and Laura and I danced up a storm. She kept placing her hand on my chest, an innocent enough action between a husband and wife, but she managed to press on the bit of flab sticking up from the corset, and to run her palm and fingers over my nipple. 
 
    It was driving me insane.  
 
    Which she liked. 
 
    Funny, we had played lots of games, and even some tease and denial, but wearing this corset thing had really opened the door. Tell the truth, I was a little nervous. Laura kept whispering in my ear that she was going to control my life, do things to me, and that I was going to be her little boy toy. 
 
    But, the greatest thing was a I received a couple of compliments. ‘Hey, Joe, lost some weight, did you?’ And, ‘Been working out a bit, eh?’ 
 
    I just smiled, and next to me Laura would squeeze my arm and give me a knowing look. 
 
    We were driving home, and that was an experience in a corset, when Laura went to work on me. 
 
    “Well, that was a success.” 
 
    “Yes, it was fun.” 
 
    “And how’s Mr. Happy?” 
 
    “Happy.” 
 
    “Good. Because now that I know what makes you happy, I’m going for it.” 
 
    “Going for what?” 
 
    “Going for making you happy all the time.” 
 
    “But I am happy all the time!” Was I breathless? Or was that the corset? 
 
    She reached across the center console and felt my groin. “Okay, scientific test here.” 
 
    “What scientific test?” 
 
    “I ask the questions, and the lie detector tells us the answer. The real answer.” 
 
    “What real question?” 
 
    She unzipped me, held my cock. “Now, don’t talk, just let me do the interrogation.” 
 
    Interrogation!” I snorted. 
 
    “Cock, does Joe love me?” 
 
    My cock bobbed. And, I swear, I didn’t do it! Oh, I would have, it was a good question, but I didn’t have to do it. My cock bobbed all on its own. 
 
    “Okay, second question. At the party, did Marsha turn you—oh ho! Guess who was lusting after the neighbor gal!” 
 
    “Hey! that’s not fair!” 
 
    “Of course it’s not. I don’t have a truth detector on me, but that’s life. Now, another question.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Don’t worry. I don’t care if you lust after other women. I just care that you are sweet and honest and faithful. Are you faithful.” 
 
    Not a twitch. Thank God Old Faithful decided not to blow. 
 
    “Excellent. And would you be faithful if Scarlett Johansson happened to sit in your lap and…uh, oh…what we got here…” 
 
    “That’s not fair…” 
 
    “And she took off her clothes and said she wanted to run away with you and asked you to eat her pussy and…” she lost it then. My pecker was bobbing like an apple in a hurricane. 
 
    “But…I…” 
 
    “Ha ha ha! Give it up, boy, you got the hots for Scarlett Johansson. Admit it.” 
 
    She was laughing, so it was all right. “Okay. She, uh, is sexy.” 
 
    “Your pecker sure thinks so.” She was sitting back, still laughing, but calming down. 
 
    “Well, you can’t blame me. She is almost as sexy as you.” 
 
    “Oh, ho! Trying to save yourself!” She leaned forward and grabbed my dick again. “Am I as sexy as Scarlett Johansson?” 
 
    Bob. Bob. Thank God! 
 
    “Good answer,” then she looked at me and really focused. “Did you like wearing the corset tonight?” 
 
    Bob. Uh oh. 
 
    “Would you like to wear more of my underwear. 
 
    Bob. Bob. Oh, crap! 
 
    “Would you like me to dress you up like a girl. 
 
    Bob. Bob. Big bob! 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Too late. Your secret is out. Are you ready for the big one?” 
 
    “No! I think we should stop this.” My mouth said stop, my dick bobbed go. 
 
    “Would you like me to wear a strap on and…” 
 
    “Hey! Come on!” I was wiggling around, trying to get her hand off me.  
 
    Truth. The fucking question made me faint. Oh, I would blame it on the corset, but I actually swooned a little bit. 
 
    But there was no way I was going to open myself to that! I’m a man! Dammit! 
 
    “Hey! Hold still! I can’t get a good reading.” 
 
    I managed to get her hand off me, and she sat back in fake upset. “You party poop.” 
 
    “I think it’s party pooper.” 
 
    “Poop. Pooper. You’re still it. Now it’s for sure you’re not going to get any tonight.” 
 
    “Honey…Laura.” 
 
    She reached over and cupped my chest—damn, it actually felt like she was squeezing a little tit—but that doesn’t mean I’m not going to play with you. A lot. Mercilessly. Heh heh.” 
 
      
 
    We arrived home and I unfolded myself from behind the wheel. And I did have to unfold. Between my corset and the stiffness of my dick, I actually moved awkwardly. Still, I made it, and I followed Laura into the house. 
 
    She turned and planted the mother of all kisses on me. I mean she fused herself to me, grabbed my cock and stroked, cupped my ‘boob,’ and nearly swallowed my mouth. 
 
    All of which I didn’t mind in the slightest. 
 
    I mean, she had said no sex tonight, but I thought she was just kidding. 
 
    We kissed our way to the bedroom and she threw me on the bed. She knelt over me and took charge. She kissed me, she sucked me. She ripped clothes off until I was clad only in corset. Then she undid that, almost frantically, certainly hungrily. Then she got off me and went to her vanity table and started taking off her make up. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Are we going to…you know?” 
 
    “I’m not going to. And I wouldn’t advise you to, either.” she turned to me, a face plastered with cold cream. “Jackers are bad boys, and you definitely do not have permission to abuse yourself. And especially when I’m not around. You got that?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Don’t make me spank you.” 
 
    Fuck! My damned dick bobbed. 
 
    She grinned. “Spank you.” 
 
    Bob. 
 
    Spank you hard. 
 
    Bob. Bob. 
 
    “Fuck!” I moaned, and I threw myself on the bed. I was face up, my cock pointing towards the ceiling. 
 
    “Not so fast.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Go into my closet and get out my black peignoir.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Are deaf? Get my fucking peignoir,” she grinned, “before I spank you!” 
 
    Bob. Bob. Bob. And a bit of a drop of pre-cum oozed out of the slit on the head o my cock. 
 
    “Hah!” 
 
    “That’s nothing!” 
 
    “Do you want me to peg you?” 
 
    I turned and over and hid my bobbing cock. Fuck! No way I wanted to get into that! I was a man, dammit! 
 
    “Face me and I’ll ask again.” 
 
    “I‘m going to sleep.” 
 
    “Not until you get my black peignoir. And I want you to go into my drawer and find my black panties and bra. Put those on first.” 
 
    “I will not!” 
 
    “You promised.” 
 
    I went still. Fuck. I did promise. An it didn’t matter that this was going crazy, I had to keep my promises. 
 
    I soughed and got up. Cock bouncing, I went to the closet and found the bra and panties and the peignoir. I put everything on, then came out of the closet. 
 
    Laura stopped what she was doing and turned and stared at me. 
 
    “Holy, fuck. What you look like!” 
 
    “I look like a fool.” But…did I? Her eyes were wide and she was breathing hard. 
 
    “Baby, lay down, I think I love you.” 
 
    “Really?” It just sort of popped out of me. I mean, there was lust in her eyes. 
 
    She stood up and sauntered towards me. It’s hard for a woman with a white face to look sexy, but she did it. Her round hips, her large breasts, I was reminded of some sort of Kabuki thing, but, of course, with a female actor. 
 
    She grabbed me, kissed me soundly, then threw me on the bed. Little girl, big throw, then she was sitting on me, and my cock was pressed up against her belly, so close to paradise. 
 
    “Oh, I want you. Look at you. I never thought. I mean…you’re just so feminine.” 
 
    She grabbed my pecs, under the black bra, and massaged them. She moved the silky negligee up and down my frame, and my dick just got bigger and bigger. 
 
    Suddenly, she hopped on. Just lurched up and sank, and I was engulfed in her pink palace. 
 
    “Uh,” I groaned. 
 
    “Don’t you dare fucking come!” She snarled the command. She backed it up by reaching down and squeezing the base of my cock. 
 
    “Hey!” I gurgled. 
 
    “Shut up,” she snapped. She began to go up and down, I slid in and out, sheer torture, be it of the sweetest kind, and I could feel her fist holding my cock and slapping up against her pussy. 
 
    “Please,” I whined. She just breathed harder and bounced more. 
 
    For a minute she went up and down, one hand gripping my cock, the other hand pulling on her nipple, slapping her tit, and, finally, slapping her pussy. 
 
    “Oh…oh…YES!” Then she bucked, her hips started going crazy, and she actually fell off me, her legs spasming as she tried to close them. Her eyes were closed, but through all this she didn’t let go of my cock. If she had, I would have spewed. But she held on. 
 
    “God…please…” 
 
    She just lay there, fucked out, gasping for breath, and when she finally came down a bit she just laughed. “Oh, baby. We should have done this years ago. Me in charge. You just a helpless, little pussy.” 
 
    “I’m not a pussy!” 
 
    She let go of my cock and it bobbed and throbbed and wanted to squirt in the worst possible way. 
 
    “Oh, yes, you are. You’re a big pussy, and you’re my pussy. And I am going to take this all the way.” 
 
    All the way? What the fuck did that mean? 
 
    Anyway, she went to sleep shortly after that, dropping into a deep slumber immediately. 
 
    I, of course, was doomed to spend the night with a throbbing cock. It was late before I dropped off, and then I didn’t sleep soundly.  
 
    I just really wanted to fuck! 
 
      
 
    “Oh, yes! Welcome to the sun!” Laura ripped open the drapes and I was rudely awakened. 
 
    “Come on, lover nuts! It’s a new day, and I want to play!” 
 
    “Oh, gack,” I muttered. “I want to sleep.” 
 
    “Sleep is for people who don’t want to play dress up. Now get up!” 
 
    I laid there, my head snuggled into my pillow, my eyes closed. 
 
    WISSS SMACK! 
 
    “OW!” I jumped out of bed, holding my ass. 
 
    Laura stood there, holding my belt and laughing. 
 
    “When I say move, my little pussy boy, I mean move!” 
 
    “You can’t hit me like that!” 
 
    Unfortunately, my dick betrayed me. it was bouncing merrily. 
 
    Laura laughed and pointed. “Liar!” 
 
    “That’s nothing!” 
 
    “No, that’s my little love stick, and it means everything. And it’s always honest. Not like some people I know.” 
 
    “Well, put that belt down. I want to go to sleep and—“ 
 
    WISSS SMACK! 
 
    I had made the mistake of turning to get into bed, and she had snapped that puppy right on my buns. 
 
    I jumped and spun and rubbed my ass. “You have to stop that!” 
 
    “Nope. You promised last night. You have to do anything I say.” 
 
    “But I’m tired!” 
 
    “Ah, so what. You’ll get over that. As long as you do what I want you’ll be fine.” 
 
    I continued to rub my ass and glared at her. 
 
    She grinned. “Your clothes are on the side table.” 
 
    I looked down, and my eyes grew wide. 
 
    “I thought we were just going to do that last night!” 
 
    “Oh, no. We’re in it for the long haul. Now, can I trust you to get dressed—you can wear male clothes over those, but you have to wear those shoes—or do I have to lay down the law?” She snapped the belt. 
 
    “Okay. All right. I’ll get dressed.” I eyed the underwear on the table like that were radioactive. 
 
    “Excellent. Hurry up, I’ve got your breakfast on.” She turned and strode out of the room. And she strode proudly. Back straight, ass swaying, boobs jutting.  
 
    Apparently she really like this power trip game she was on. 
 
    Well, hell. I sighed and turned to my new underwear. 
 
    The panties were easy to put on and, fortunately, they were a little stretchy in the crotch. I didn’t really fit in them, but at least my balls weren’t hanging over a skinny string of material. 
 
    The bra was easy, once I figured out how to fasten it, slide it around my body and pull it up. 
 
    The tummy shaper—it was a small one, just a band of tight material to fit around my belly—was tougher. I had to pull and contort, but I made it. And, miracle of miracles, my belly was going down. It was flatter. The damned corset and tummy shaper were working. Of course I had little boobs where the shaper had pushed my chest up, but that would go away with a little working out. Until then I would wear loose clothes. Clothes that would hide panty lines and bra straps. 
 
    Then I had the miserable experience of trying to bend over far enough to roll stockings up my legs. I made it, but not without strain and cursing. 
 
    I looked at myself in the mirror, and was once again startled. Without the belly I actually had a somewhat feminine figure. Feminine or not, I put on some male clothes and then looked at the shoes. 
 
    They were heels. Maybe two inches. Not a big deal, I’ve seen cowboy boots that high, but they were so damned feminine! They were a skinny spike, shiny black leather, with open toes. More like jacked up pumps, and I would be able to walk in them, but…crap! They were woman shoes! 
 
    I actually fit into them pretty easily. I wasn’t wearing socks, and the nylons were sort of slickery, and my feet slid right down into them.  
 
    I stood up, and it was okay. Yes, I was awkward, but I could walk. 
 
    I took a few practice steps, then pulled on a pair of long pants, to hide the heels, and headed for the kitchen. 
 
    Click, click, click! I was actually making those sexy sounds! 
 
    Laura came to the door and grinned at me. “Now that is sexy.” 
 
    I actually gave a wan smile. I was awkward, encased like I was a sausage in female accouterments, and yet…my dick was struggling inside the tummy shaper. 
 
    Laura felt my little cock bump and grinned. “Yep. Mr. Happy is grinning.” 
 
    “Hunh!” I grunted. I was breathing okay, but I was feeling somewhat confused. I mean, I was not acting in a male manner. But I wasn’t a female, so why were these clothes turning me on? 
 
    Laura grabbed me and sat me down. She stared at me while I ate my eggs. She had set out a glass of orange juice and whispered, “Drink the juice. All the juice.” 
 
    I wasn’t much of an OJ guy, but I did. 
 
    I finished eating, it wasn’t a big meal, small portions, really, and she said, “Okay, we’re going shopping today.” 
 
    “Uh, no thanks.” 
 
    “Anything I say—that’s your middle name, right?—we’re going shopping.” 
 
    And there I was, caught. And I had to go shopping. 
 
    “But don’t worry. We’re only going to garage sales, and maybe the Goodwill. You can handle that, right?” 
 
    “I guess so.” 
 
    We went out to the car, and I blinked in the sunshine. I had been so immersed in my female underwear I hadn’t even thought about the fact that I had been drinking the night before. 
 
    “I’ll drive,” she brushed by me to the driver’s door.” 
 
    I started to object, then shrugged. So she drove. So what? But it was one more little bit of me chipped away. One more tiny part of my male armor, and I didn’t realize it. 
 
    We drove through town, searching for lawn signs proclaiming garage sales, or yard sales. It wasn’t long before we found one. Laura parked and we walked up the drive. 
 
    Mostly old stuff. No antiques to make a profit on, no super deals, just old dresses and children’s books and things. I was surprised when Laura went through the dresses and picked out a couple. And a pair of granny boots. What the hell did she need granny boots for? 
 
    The next garage sale was a bust, and the one after that was…a BUST! I mean, we’re looking at the stuff, fishing tackle on a table, Hungry Hungry Hippo and a few other games, and the usual collection of plates and gimcracks, and Laura sees it. A pair of breast forms. Big ones. Sitting on a shelf in the garage. Behind the table where the people sat and collected money. Not in the garage sale. 
 
    “Are those for sale?” she asked the old lady sitting behind the table. 
 
    The old lady turned and gazed at the breast forms. “Those? Those were my sister’s, she passed a couple of years ago. You want them? What for? You look pretty healthy to me,” she eyed my wife’s bosom. 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. Maybe I’ll make my husband wear them.” She turned to me, “How about, Joe? Would you like a hefty set of bosoms?” 
 
    People around us were grinning, and I turned eight shades of red. “Uh, I think not.” 
 
    Oh, I was in high dudgeon. I was humiliated, and everybody was looking at me, and I wanted to do something, anything, to look more masculine than I felt at the moment. 
 
    Laura snickered, turned back to the lady. “No, I’m thinking of a Halloween costume. How about it, they for sale?” 
 
    Well, she had rescued me, but the damage was done. I couldn’t get the red out of my face if I painted it blue. 
 
    “Sure. I don’t know how much…is two dollars too much?” 
 
    “Are you kidding? That’s a great deal. I thank you.” Laura peeled off two bucks and handed them to the lady. The lady handed her the boobs. She, of course, turned and handed them to me. “Hold these, Joe.” She thrust them into my hands. 
 
    What could I do? I couldn’t make a big scene about it! If I objected too loudly everybody would see that I had a problem with holding these…these boobs. Which my wife had said she was buying for me. 
 
    So there I was, a man, holding a big pair of boobs, one in each hand, not knowing what to do, looking weird and awkward with a strangled expression on my face. 
 
    And, my wife, to make matters worse, decides to tell a joke. 
 
    “Say, do you know how much a pirate costs?” 
 
    The old lady, holding my two bucks in her grubby mitts, tilts her head, “No.” 
 
    I heard one of the people standing around groan. “Oh, this sounds bad before it’s even here.” 
 
    “Two bucks,” pronounced Laura. “They’re a buck-an-ear. Get it? Buccaneer.” 
 
    Oh, the groans, and while everybody stood around and had a good time my face was turning even redder and redder. 
 
    “Well, come on, Joe, grab your boobs and keep up,” She strode away, and people all laughed as I followed her.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “I can’t believe you embarrassed me like that.” 
 
    We were standing in the kitchen. I was still wearing my femininity underneath, and had a feeling I would be wearing it for a long time. I had poured us a couple of drinks and was guzzling my bourbon and Coke. She sipped her wine spritzer and chuckled. 
 
    “And how does Mr. Happy feel about that?” 
 
    Bob. 
 
    “Oh, look at that.” 
 
    I was still red. I had been red all the way home. This was making me even redder. 
 
    “You can’t…you can’t…” 
 
    She put a finger on my lips. “Shush, my sweet. I want to see something. Take off your shirt.” 
 
    I opened my mouth, then closed it. I knew what she was going to do and, I hate to admit it, I was curious. 
 
    I put my nearly finished drink down and pulled my sweat shirt off. I had chosen the sweat shirt because it was loose, would hid my little pecs and my bra straps. 
 
    Once off she put her drink down, picked up a fake boob and slipped it into one of the cups of my bra. Then the other one. 
 
    “Holy moly, Batman!” 
 
    She stood back and stared. I could see my reflection in the kitchen window, and I was stunned. The tummy shaper had slimmed me down, and the falsies built me back up. 
 
    “Put your shirt back on.” 
 
    Dazed, I slipped my arms and head into the thing, then pulled it down…over my boobs. 
 
    “Oh, my gosh!” Laura grabbed my arm and turned me slowly around. 
 
    I was stacked. And there was no misshape, no way to tell that these weren’t my own. They poked out under the sweatshirt and I stared at the window reflection. 
 
    “”Oh…oh…” Laura grabbed my hand and tugged me towards the bedroom. 
 
    “Wait a minute,” I gasped. I nearly tripped on the short heels. 
 
    “No waiting. This is too good.” 
 
    She pulled me into the bedroom. “Take off those stupid pants!” 
 
    I sat on the bed, kicked off the heels, and peeled off my pants. And I nearly had an orgasm, the way my boobs got in the way when I bent over. I was totally woman topside, and I felt faint. 
 
    Yes, I felt good. Erection good. My lie detector cock was bouncing like a retard on a trampoline. 
 
    A bit of cloth struck me in the face. It was a pleated skirt. A mauve color. 
 
    “Put it on!” 
 
    I held it up and stared at it. It was…a dress. A skirt. Woman’s wear. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Now!” She was rummaging in her closet. 
 
    My fingers trembling, I lowered the skirt and stepped into it. 
 
    She came out of the closet and stopped, stared. “Wow!” Then, try this on. She handed me a wig. 
 
    A wig? A…a wig? 
 
    I held the thing, now it wasn’t just my hands quivering, it was my whole body. Something was happening here. 
 
    I bent down and figured out the thing, then placed it on my head. It was formed for the head and it fit perfectly, almost like it had been made for me. 
 
    Laura came out of the closet again, and she was holding a pair of heels. A really big pair of heels. 
 
    “Those are too big.” 
 
    “You’ll be fine. Put them on.” 
 
    I sat down on the edge of the bed and forced myself over enough to pull on the heels. My feet suddenly were slanted at 60 degrees and my calves were pushed up. 
 
    “I don’t believe this.” Laura fluffed my hair, put her fingers under the wig and manipulated the thing on my head. It fit even better when she was done. 
 
    “Wow,” she said. 
 
    I stood up, and I was suddenly taller than her. Normally I’m only an inch over her, but this was six inches. 
 
    She laughed. “I’m going to have to wear my own heels, with platforms.” 
 
    We were facing each other, breathing hard. 
 
    “Okay, go sit at the table.” 
 
    She stepped back. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Anything I say.” 
 
    “But this is too weird! I’m…I’m…” 
 
    “Turned on,” she finished for me. 
 
    We looked down at my cock. It was pushing the pleats out big time. 
 
    Laura grabbed it, stroked it through the material. My knees were struggling to bend, the heels were so high, and now they grew even weaker. She pulled my face down with the other hand and kissed me tenderly. Then: “Baby, this is play day. So don’t you give me any shit. Now sit down and I’ll get something to handle your cock.” 
 
    She stepped away, pushed me towards the closet, and I almost feel over. I managed to stay upright, however, and staggered towards the table. I placed a hand on the back of the chair and steadied myself. 
 
    Laura went into the closet again, and I stared at myself in the mirror. 
 
    I had a woman’s body, and a woman’s hair. I wondered how long it would take my own hair to grow out. Probably not long. 
 
    Then, Laura still in the closet, I sat down. Not because I wanted to, but because my legs were shaky. 
 
    Laura came out of the closet holding what looked like a ribbon. When she got closer I could see it was a stretchy thing used for a weight loss gimmick. It was a rubber tube with velcro strap on the end. 
 
    “You’re gonna like this,” she said. “Stand up.” 
 
    I stood up and she fastened the velcro grip around the shaft of my cock. She put the rubber tube between my legs and said, “Sit.” 
 
    I did, and squeaked when she pulled the tube tight. I felt her doing something above my butt, and suddenly realized that she was fastening the end of the tube to the snaps on the tummy shaper. 
 
    “And to think, I almost threw that thingie away.” She came around and leaned against the make up table. 
 
    “Honey, we’re going to do you up good.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” But I knew what she meant. 
 
    “Look at you. A woman in every way but…your face. You’ve got big boobs, your hips look rounder, everything about you screams ‘sexy.’” 
 
    “What are you going to do?” I asked. I could feel fear, and…anticipation. My cock, we both knew, was doing the dance. I wondered if that tube thing was going to be enough to hold it down when I stood up. 
 
    “I’m going to make you up. And you are not going to complain. You’re going to sit there and take it like…like a woman.” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Would you like a drink to help you along?” 
 
    I nodded over the gulp in my throat. 
 
    “Your command is my wish,” she misquoted. 
 
    She disappeared for a moment, I heard the sound of the frig, ice in a glass, then she was back. She was holding two glasses. She put one on the table and handed me the other one. “I brought you two. Nothing like a little liquid courage, eh?” 
 
    I gulped and gave a heavy breath.  “Okay. I’m ready.” 
 
    The smile on her face was like a child’s at Christmas. Everything she ever wanted was under the tree, and she turned to the instruments of transformation on her table. 
 
    The next hour passed slowly, and yet it was faster than I could imagine. 
 
    Every moment was an excruciating sensation, dragging out, making my penis leap and drip. Yet, when it was over, it felt like I had hardly even had a thought. The world had sort of disappeared while I went ‘under the brush.’ And the tube and the liquid and the sponge and the… 
 
    She cleansed me and primed me. She laid a foundation and my skin looked sallow. If that was really even my skin. She bronzed and blushed me and put color back into my face. She brushed on eye shadow and lined my eyes with mascara. Finally, the piece de resistance, the colored my lips. 
 
    “God. I would love to stain your lips, make them last a while, but…” she shrugged and focused on rolling the red paint on me. 
 
    I was done with my drinks by that time, and I sort of wanted another one. Instead, I got stood up, and I stood there, weaving on my heels and  slightly under the influence of drink. 
 
    The tube stretched up my ass crack, rubbed my brown button, and my dick was pulled down. It was pulled just hard enough to make me pooch my butt back a bit, which made me look even more feminine. Laura took me over to the wall mirror. 
 
    I stood, as slender as her, but taller, and with bigger boobs. My hair was auburn and it flowed down over my shoulders. My face was unrecognizable as male. The red lipstick set everything off, and my eyes, for the first time in my life, really sparkled. 
 
    I looked like a woman. 
 
    “Well, not bad.” 
 
    “I don’t believe it,” I murmured. 
 
    “Believe, baby.” She turned me to her. “Now get ready to experience one of the most frustrating things about being a woman.” She pulled my head down to hers, our lips were an inch apart, and she said, “No, no…mustn’t mess your make up.” 
 
    She backed off and laughed. 
 
    I didn’t think it was funny. It was, as she had said, frustrating. To be so close, to feel her breath, and know her lips were right there…and to be denied. Oh, God! 
 
    “Okay, girlfriend, you’ve got the afternoon to get used to it, then the party starts.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “We’ve still got to paint your fingernails, and maybe choose some bangles for you, pierce your ears, that sort of thing.” 
 
    “Pierce my ears?” 
 
    “Do you know of any woman that doesn’t have pierced ears? Besides, it will really frame your face, give light to it. You will absolutely love wearing some danglies. But, first, there’s something we need to do.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Lunch.” 
 
    So we went to the kitchen, and it was a whole new world for me. I was a different height. I couldn’t bend much because of the tummy shaper, and I was so incredibly aware of myself as a woman. 
 
    Laura fixed a couple of salads and place them on the table. 
 
    “Salad?” I was used to a hamburger, or a big, old ham sandwich. 
 
    “Salad. You don’t want to try and eat a big meal with the shaper on. Besides, I want you hungry tonight.” 
 
    “What’s tonight?” 
 
    “You’ll find out, now eat your salad, and try not to mess up your lipstick.” 
 
    I ate, and it was difficult. First, I had to work with these sharp nails extending from my paws. Second, I had to nibble, take small bites that would fit smoothly into my mouth without messing me up. 
 
    Laura, of course, laughed at my efforts. “You’ve got a lot to learn, bub. But I’m a good teacher.” 
 
    So we ate, and when I had managed to clean my little bowl she unscrewed a little bottle and put out a couple of pills. 
 
    “What are those?” 
 
    She hesitated, then said, “Weight loss pills. They’re what keep me slender. I’ve double your dose because you’re bigger than me,” I wasn’t, at least, not by much, “and because we want them to work fast.” 
 
    “Oh.” I popped the pills into my mouth. I pushed them down with a gulp of my whiskey, then smiled at Laura. 
 
    “Are we going to keep me drunk all day?” 
 
    “And all night. This is your night, baby, so let’s make the most of it.” 
 
    “Okay by me.” 
 
    We smiled, and the afternoon began, and it was brutal. All afternoon Laura drilled me on how to act like a woman. Man, I never knew there was so much stuff that women did that was so different  from how men acted. 
 
    How to walk was the easy one, and it gave me lots of trouble. How to place the heels on a line, letting the ass sway a little, but not too much. 
 
    How to freshen up make up. That was tough, to say the least. Working with a little compact, putting on lipstick, I felt real clunky. 
 
    Then there were the thousand and one little things, how to sit, how to hold the hands, how to carry a purse, how to smile, how to greet other women. 
 
    It was much more than I could ever remember, but Laura just went ahead and drilled me and told me not to worry. “You’ll remember enough, and the fact that you are a woman will decide any issue in your favor.” 
 
    “I am a woman?” I raised my plucked eyebrows. 
 
    “You are,” she lowered one eyebrow and gave me the female version of the gimlet eye. 
 
    I learned how to conduct myself in a bathroom, how to get in a car, how to do all the things a woman does. 
 
    And, I drank. I didn’t drink a lot, just enough to keep me going, to not let me get sober, and yet not get me sloppy. 
 
    “Why are we doing all this?” I asked at one point. I was a little discouraged, the drilling was going on so long and was so intense. 
 
    “We’re going out tonight.” 
 
    “What? No! I’m not going out like this!” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Like a woman.” 
 
    “What’s wrong with going out like a woman? I do it every day.” 
 
    “But you are a woman!” 
 
    “And so are you. Go on, look in the mirror, do you see anything masculine about that reflection?” 
 
    “Well, but…” 
 
    And she rode right over my arguments. 
 
    Now, if she hadn’t had me high, I probably would have been able to resist. In spite of any promises this was way too much. But she did have me half high, and by the time dinner rolled around we ate little and she made sure I was freshened up and cheerful. I had a couple of more pills, and another drink, then she pushed me out to the car. I couldn’t resist, I was too off balance in my heels, and she opened the passenger door and pushed me in. 
 
    “I want to drive!” 
 
    “Says the drunk,” she laughed and went around to the driver’s side. 
 
    Shortly we were zipping down the road, two girls in a Toyota Rav. Out for a night on the town. And I was slowly overcoming the effects of the whiskey and feeling terror. 
 
    Charlie Coyote’s is the hot spot of Los Angeles. It has a big patio, a dance floor, booze, and sexy people. At all times of the day. 
 
    Laura drove in and we got out. 
 
    Well, she got out. I was frozen. Couldn’t move. 
 
    The parking attendant got in and grabbed the gear shift and looked at me. 
 
    “Senorita?” 
 
    Then my door opened and Laura was pulling me out of the car. 
 
    The attendant was puzzled, but he stole our car and we walked up the brick paving to the iron gated front door. 
 
    “That’s it,” Laura held my arm like we were two girl friends, “Just smile, one foot in front of the other…you’re doing fine.” 
 
    And I was near sober when we sat down at a small table in a corner of the patio. 
 
    And I was near unconscious. I wasn’t really aware of the iron work, the flowers, the picture of the bullfighter on the wall. 
 
    Dimly, I heard Laura say, “Two Margaritas. Salt.” 
 
    Then a shadow went away and I wondered where I was. 
 
    “Earth to Josephine.” A hand was turning my face and I found myself staring at my wife. 
 
    She was grinning. “How’s the shock coming?” 
 
    I started gulping, and my eyes were blinking, and I was aware of a shadow going away. The waiter, a fellow named Jose, was off to see to our libations. 
 
    “What? What?” Was that really my voice? That stunned whisper? 
 
    “That good, eh? Well, don’t worry, it’ll get better. A drink or two and you’ll be back in the pink. Oh, maybe I shouldn’t say that. Back in ‘the pink.’” She giggled. 
 
    “What…what are we doing?” 
 
    “Having a drink, maybe some finger food. Not a big dinner. You couldn’t fit a big dinner into your bound belly anyway.” 
 
    “I don’t…” I gave up talking. 
 
    Our drinks arrived right after that stumbling exchange, and I sucked the whole thing down like I was a camel trying to refill after a month in the desert. 
 
    “Whoa! Jose, another one.” 
 
    Jose rambled off, and I stared around. The liquor was hitting me quickly. I hadn’t eaten anything, and I felt the heat bubbling in my belly. I started to come out of shock. 
 
    “Wow,” I said. 
 
    Laura picked up on my change of attitude. “There we go. Back to normal, yes?” 
 
    “Is this normal? Me being a girl in a hot nightclub?” 
 
    “It is now. Want to dance?” 
 
    I didn’t say anything, but Laura knew I needed to move around. Fortunately, there was a lot of space around our table, and we got up and she took me in her arms. 
 
    She…took me. But I was the man. But, no. I wasn’t the man. And when I tried to lead she wouldn’t let me. For a moment it was awkward. Finally, courtesy of another drink, I relaxed enough to let her lead. We danced in the little space in front of our table, then a finger tapped me on the shoulder. Both Laura and I turned. 
 
    He was six feet tall, a square jaw, lithe, but ripe with muscles, and a devil may care look in his eyes. 
 
    “May I cut in?” 
 
    Laura: “You’ve got one minute, then I need you to sit down here. What are you drinking?” 
 
    He blinked, but he said, “Seven and Seven.” 
 
    Laura took a few steps and snagged Jose and whispered in his ear. When he nodded she sat down and watched me take my first dance with a man. 
 
    He place his arms around me, and I was thoroughly flustered. And embarrassed. And all my homophobia launched. 
 
    He was a man! He was holding me! Like I was a woman! 
 
    I could feel his crotch. He wasn’t being unusually randy, but this hips were close enough that when I dipped when I should dapped his cock brushed my thigh. A hard bump in his pants. 
 
    My own hard bump was getting harder, making me bend into him, thrusting my breasts towards him. 
 
    He was a good dancer, and thank God Laura had loosened me up. I was able to let him lead, though I kept stepping on his feet. 
 
    He just laughed and twirled me around in that small space in front of our table. 
 
    It wasn’t a minute, it was just to the end of the song, and I didn’t know if that was less or more than a minute, but he deposited me in my seat, then sat down himself. 
 
    Laura leaned in. “That was nice. You seem to be nice.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know about that,” he grinned. 
 
    “But there’s something you should know.” 
 
    “Oh?” He sipped his drink and watched us. 
 
    “Josephine is a man.” 
 
    I was staring at his face, caught by what happened to his expression. 
 
    A moment of tautness, a big blink, a look towards me. A long look. 
 
    “Heysoos. I wasn’t much of a fighter, but I wondered if he was going to hit me. Or something. 
 
    He didn’t hit me. He just sipped, took a few deep breaths, and said, “I wondered. You dance good, but…there’s something awkward.” 
 
    “She’s not used to the man leading.” 
 
    “So, can I ask, what is the situation here?” 
 
    “Simple. Josephine has just started taking estrogen hormones. She has her dick, and it is quite functional, but she is exploring the other side. taking a walk on the wild side, as it were.” 
 
    “And…how am I involved in all of this? I mean, you invited me here for a drink, and we’re talking…where is this going?” 
 
    “Simple. We need to know certain things. About men and relationships. So we’re going to invite you to a party. At our house. If Josephine feels like it, you might get lucky. If she decides no, then I’ll spread my legs for you. And I do feel like it.” 
 
    “So let me get this straight. We go to your place. We fool around and…Josephine…decides whether she would like to go all the way. But if she doesn’t, then you’ll go to bed with me.” 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    “But what if I want more?” 
 
    Laura tilted her head in question. 
 
    “What if I want to fuck both of you?” 
 
    A long second passed. Then Laura nodded, “I think that can be arranged.” 
 
    He turned to me. “And that’s all right with you?” 
 
    I was drunk, I was dazed, I was in a new state of shock, but I could still think. 
 
    Laura had talked about fucking other men, but we had never looked at that. Would I be all right with that? Heysoos. What a dilemma! But was it, really? 
 
    She wanted to fuck. 
 
    She wanted me to fuck. 
 
    She wanted us to…find out things. 
 
    And this guy, we didn’t even know his name, was willing, and willing to be a gentlemen about it. 
 
    Slowly, my head turned things over, and I came to a decision. “I’m okay.” I said. 
 
    “Whew!” He blurted. “This is going to be a night, eh?” 
 
    Laura put a hand on his. “Yes, it is. Now, let’s have another drink, you two—I’m driving—and get this show on the road.” 
 
      
 
    We sauntered out to the parking lot and the attendant raced away to get our car. In a moment he was back. 
 
    Laura: “You two get in the back.” 
 
    The car was a coupe, two doors, and Jeremy, that was his name, helped me into the back. I felt his hand caress my butt, and…it felt good. I plopped down, then he plopped down next to me. 
 
    Laura got into the driver’s seat and started the car up. 
 
    We sailed down Melrose for a while, the lights flickering, the night about us, and Laura said, “Put your arms around her.” 
 
    Jeremy put his well muscled arm around my shoulders. He reminded me of how little muscle I had. I was lithe and strong, but whiplike. Not the muscle-y type. 
 
    We turned right on La Cienega and headed up the hill. I sank back in Jeremy’s arm. 
 
    “Kiss her gently,” suggested Laura. She was watching us in the rear view mirror. 
 
    He bent over me, and he was a true gentleman. He took his time, brushed my lips softly, applied more pressure, and…it was strange. 
 
    I was used to doing the kissing. 
 
    I had never experienced the forcefulness of a male’s lips. 
 
    Truth, it took my breath away. 
 
    He backed off, looked into my eyes, and said, “Wow.” 
 
    My heart was pounding, and I stared up at him. Fear was in my eyes. 
 
    We turned right at the top of La Cienega and headed for Laurel Canyon. 
 
    He kissed me again, and I could feel his hand touching my fake breast. Even though it was fake, I could feel the pressure of his hand. 
 
    Laura turned up Laurel Canyon and we were shortly holding on as the curves pushed us one way, the the other. 
 
    We arrived at our house and I got out and stood in the driveway. Frozen. 
 
    Jeremy tried to move me, then stopped. I wasn’t going anywhere. Even on my high heels. And I started to cry. 
 
    Laura came around and inspected me. She turned to Jeremy, “I don’t think she’s ready.” 
 
    And I wasn’t. My heart actually hurt. My head felt like it was filled with poison ivy. I was starting to sob. A part of me wanted to, but…but… 
 
    “It’s okay,  honey. Stop crying. Nobody is going to make you do anything you don’t want to do.” 
 
    I snuffled, couldn’t stop crying, but at least some of the pressure was off. 
 
    Laura turned to Jeremy. “Well, that leaves us.” 
 
    “I don’t want to make you do something that…” he shrugged. 
 
    “Let me take you back to Charlie Coyote’s.” 
 
    An unspoken thought drifted between them. I could feel the sex in that thought. Yet, I couldn’t say anything. I had said I was okay with everything, and I wondered how she was going to fuck him. 
 
    Would they do it in the car? Her bent over the seat and him pumping away? 
 
    Would they stop at a park and do it on a picnic table? 
 
    Or would they just go to a parking lot and do it standing up. Just pull down her panties, lift her skirt, and thrust his pecker into her. Her bent over, him grunting and thrusting, filling her up. 
 
    And…would he cum in her? Would he fill her with his seed? Would she come home with his sperm dripping out of her? 
 
    He said, “Sorry it didn’t work out.” Then he touched my shoulder. I think he was afraid to kiss me at that point, and shaking hands seemed…weird. 
 
    He got into the car and Laura turned to me. She spoke pointedly. “I shouldn’t be too long. Just make yourself a drink and try to relax. Everything is okay.” 
 
    “But…I’m sorry. I didn’t…I wanted to do this…” 
 
    “Honey, you went further than a man can be expected to go on the first date. So just go relax and I’ll be home in a while.” 
 
    “Are you going to…” 
 
    She knew what I meant. She held her ground. “I said I would.” 
 
    I nodded, snuffled, and turned and walked into the house. Behind me I heard the car door slam, then the car was zooming down the road. 
 
      
 
    An hour later Laura returned. She hopped out of the car and sauntered into the house. She was humming like the cat that got the canary, and she was carrying a sack. She put the sack down and went straight to me, kissed me deeply, and I tasted him on her. 
 
    I tasted his cock. 
 
    “I…you fucked him?” 
 
    “I did. Would you like to see the proof?” 
 
    “Yes,” I said, not very bravely. 
 
    “Well, come along.” She picked up the sack and walked back to the bedroom. 
 
    In the bedroom she pulled her panties down, then off. They were dripping wet. She lifted her skirt and laid down on the bed. 
 
    I could see it. The white semen oozing out of her. I came closer, was fascinated. 
 
    I looked at her. “Was it good?” 
 
    “Oh, God. Yes. He was big. Bigger than you. And he really knew how to use it. He plumbed my depths, took me for a real ride.” 
 
    “How did you do it?” 
 
    “Standing up. We just pulled off the side of the road and stood on the far side of the car. I leaned over and he fit his cock into me. It went in nice and easy. Took my breath away.” 
 
    She was watching me while she talked. Her eyes were glittering. 
 
    I was staring at her pussy. Enraptured by the white semen. 
 
    “Do you want to…to touch it?” 
 
    I reached a finger forward, ran it over the thick, white liquid. 
 
    “Do you want to taste it?” 
 
    I stared at her. 
 
    I had come so far, but not all the way. And maybe this…this would help. 
 
    I found myself leaning forward and my face moved into her crotch. I extended my tongue and licked it. A little salty. A little…slippery. 
 
    “Go on. Do it.” 
 
    She put her hands on my head to encourage me, and I found myself going forward, pressing my mouth to her, and I lapped at the semen and sucked at her hole. I felt warm chunks slide into my mouth, and I ate, and swallowed, and was totally captivated by what I was doing. 
 
    Laura groaned, held my face to her pussy, and ground her cunt into my mouth. 
 
    “He came so much,” she murmured. “Don’t you wish he would have cum in you? Don’t you wish I was licking this out of your hole?” 
 
    Oh, God, I could hardly think, and suddenly, in spite of my earlier failure, I was excited. My dick was bobbing again, and…I wanted it. 
 
    I wanted to experience what she had experienced. 
 
    She pushed me back. “He said he’d be willing to meet with us again, when you’re ready.” 
 
    I nodded, licking my lips and tasting the slippery essence of man in my mouth. 
 
    “He also told me how to break you in, how to get you ready.” 
 
    I waited. 
 
    She picked up the sack, turned it over, and a dildo and a mess of straps fell out. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” I blurted. 
 
    She got off the bed, I was on my knees from having eaten her, and I backed up. She put the straps on, then fitted the dildo to the straps. 
 
    “He said gentleness only goes so far. He said if you really wanted to experience this then you need to be taken. You need to be convinced that you’re a woman, and that I’m the man.” 
 
    “You’re the man,” I whispered, looking up at her in awe. 
 
    “So suck me off. Now.” 
 
    Her dick was big and in my face. She grabbed my ears and pulled me to her. I opened my mouth and engulfed the penis. 
 
    “Oh, God!” she muttered. “This is so fucking hot!” 
 
    She pumped in and out of my mouth. Sometimes I felt like gagging, and I could taste my lipstick smearing over the thing. 
 
    “You’re quite the cocksucker,” she told me, driving the thing deeper and deeper into my face. I tried to relax, to let the plastic shaft have its way. 
 
    Suddenly, she pulled back, grabbed my ear and pulled me around to the bed. “Up on all fours. I want to take you doggy style. I want you to feel what it’s like to be a bitch.” 
 
    I crawled up and my butt faced her. She reached into the sack and brought out a large can of lube. She scooped out a large glob and pushed it into my ass. 
 
    I gasped as her fingers entered me, opened me up. She reamed me with several fingers, spreading the lube thick, pushing it in, making sure I was totally ripe and ready. 
 
    “Okay, honey. This is what you missed out on tonight.” 
 
    She slid that big thing into me. I gasped, and arched, and fell forward. 
 
    She stayed with me, kept me impaled on her penis. For a moment we lay like that, her on me, her penis ensconced in my butt, then she began to move. 
 
    “Oh!” I blurted, and I moaned. I could feel the fake veins on the thing rippling along my canal. 
 
    She pushed in and I gasped again. 
 
    It felt good. I had never felt anything so good in my life. It felt ten times better than what I pushed my puny peeny into her. 
 
    “There we go,” she whispered into my ear, then she bit my ear, as she sank deeply into me. 
 
    I clutched the bed spread with my fists and held on. 
 
    In and out she rammed me. Up and down she went, and I felt my rear hole opening up, clutching, protesting even as I loved it. 
 
    For long minutes she pummeled me, and I could hear her grunting in pleasure. 
 
    Grunting and groaning as she savaged me, opened me up, made me submit. 
 
    And it was submission. She was in charge. She was the fucker and I was the fuckee, and that involved a total reversal of roles, and a delicious giving up of my maleness. 
 
    Yes, I would be a male after this, but never the same. And there would be a huge part of me that was female, that wanted the clothes, the make up, and the feel of a ramrod stoking my fires. 
 
    Finally, she pulled out. She turned and sat down on the bed and slapped my well used ass. 
 
    For a while I just laid there, marveling at what was going on inside me. Finally, I groaned and got up and turned to sit next to her. My asshole, surprisingly, didn’t hurt. In fact, the pressure of sitting down made it feel pretty good. 
 
    “How you doing?” she asked. 
 
    “Oh, God,” I muttered. “But I didn’t cum. I’m still so damned horny.” 
 
    “That’s good. You stay horny, and some day you’ll have a prostate orgasm. Or maybe we’ll just figure out how to drain you, to press on your prostate and drain all your cum out. Without an orgasm. 
 
    “Whoa.” I said. Then I turned to her, “You…you wouldn’t like to have a bit of the old dick, would you? 
 
    She grinned at me. “I already got off tonight, and with a bigger dick than yours.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “I don’t know if I’ll ever be able to go back to your little weenie. I sort of doubt it.” 
 
    I felt an ineffable sadness, and yet…yet there was something excited in me. 
 
    “But don’t worry. I’ll keep fucking you till you do cum. And, who knows. Maybe Jeremy, or some other stud, will be able to make you cum. Would you like that?” 
 
    Would I? Probably. If I got horny enough, definitely. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    I nodded, and sighed, and wondered at the strange changes of life. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    END

  

 
   
    

  

 
   
    A Note from the Author! 
 
      
 
    I hope you liked these little tales. 
 
    Please take a moment to rate me five stars. 
 
    That helps support my writing, 
 
    and lets me know which direction I should take 
 
    for future books. 
 
      
 
    HAVE A HORNY DAY! 
 
      
 
    Grace 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    THE 21 STORY BUNDLES! 
 
    [image: Image] 
 
    A massive collection of bundles! 
 
    21 steamy five star stories in each book! 
 
    All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination, 
 
    chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more! 
 
    GO TO: 
 
    21 STORIES! 
 
    

  

 
   
    Do you have all the bundles of 
 
    THE BEST OF GRACE MANSFIELD? 
 
    [image: Image] 
 
    each bundle has 
 
    15 steamy five star stories 
 
    PLUS a complete novel! 
 
    GO TO: 
 
    The Best of Grace Mansfield 
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
 
    [image: Changed cov use.jpg] 
 
    Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time. 
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman 
 
      
 
    Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Here is the first, big chapter from the novel… 
 
      
 
    ‘Girlism!’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Your grades are falling.” Danny’s mother was peeling potatoes and she was not happy. 
 
    Danny stood, hang dog, called on the carpet, and wished he were elsewhere.  
 
    “What do you have to say for yourself, young man?” 
 
    “Uh…” Danny replied. 
 
    Danny’s sister, Elize was at the kitchen table working on her computer. She concealed a snicker, but not very well. 
 
    His mother turned to him, paring knife in hand, and eyed him narrowly. Your grades are falling, you were in a fight last month and got suspended for three days, and you are not doing your chores around the house. 
 
    “Sorry,” he muttered. He wished the lecture would end so he could go play video games. 
 
    “Your attitude, young man, needs adjustment.” 
 
    Danny just stood there, waiting for it to end. 
 
    “What am I going to do with you?” 
 
    Petticoat punishment,” blurted Elize. 
 
    Danny and his mother both turned their heads. 
 
    “What did you say?” 
 
    Elize sighed and turned in her chair to face her mother. “Petticoat punishment. It’s the latest craze for raising rude children.” 
 
    “And how, exactly, does petticoat punishment work?” 
 
    “You can find it all over the net,” Elize said. She was a little worried about jumping into this conversation. Even though she was a straight A student and quite popular and never got in fights it was unwise to jump in  between Danny and her mother. 
 
    Elizabeth Montgomery, a single mother, put down the paring knife and walked over to the table and sat down. “Okay, young lady, you will tell me what this petticoat punishment is right now. No obfuscation. Start.” 
 
    “Obfuscation?” asked Danny, now confused. 
 
    “Concealing facts with blather,” his mother snapped.  
 
    “I don’t—“ 
 
    Elizabeth held up a finger to stop him and glared at Elize. 
 
    Elize sighed. She started typing and said, “When a young man is recalcitrant—“ 
 
    “What?” asked Danny? 
 
    “Obstinate!” snapped his mother. 
 
    Danny opened his mouth to ask ‘what’ again, but decided he better just shut and listen. His future was being decided. 
 
    “Go on, Elize.” 
 
    Elize turned her laptop around and pushed it across the table.  
 
    Elizabeth stared at the screen. She opened her mouth to speak, then shut it. She began scrolling. 
 
    Elize sighed and got up to finish peeling the potatoes. 
 
    Elizabeth scrolled, and started visiting sites, and she murmured, “So many sites! Good Lord. And look, there’s Roosevelt in petticoats. 
 
    Danny moved up next to his sister and hissed, “What did you do to me?” 
 
    “Made you a better behaved person, you little hooligan.” 
 
    “What’s a hooligan.” 
 
    Elize just sighed. Her brother spent so much time on video games, shooting people and cheering, he had neglected his basic education and vocabulary. 
 
    “Elize. Why don’t you finish dinner.” Elizabeth picked up the laptop and walked into the other room. 
 
    “Oh, goodie,” Elize smiled. “I get to burn your meatloaf.” 
 
    “Oh, crap.” 
 
    “Language,” Elize stated haughtily. 
 
    They ate dinner, and Elize didn’t burn his meat loaf, but Danny didn’t taste anything anyway. His mother was buried in the laptop in the living room. She was reading and reading, scrolling and mumbling things. 
 
    “I cook, you wash.” 
 
    Danny growled at her. 
 
    “Okay, give Mom more ammunition.” 
 
    “What the hell is this petticoat stuff?” he begged. 
 
    “You’ll find out,” she grinned, then left the room. 
 
    Danny was stuck. He hated doing dishes, but he’d better do them because his Mom was acting weird, and he was a little worried about this petticoating thing. Weren’t petticoats some sort of female thing? What the hell? 
 
    He dug in, be it miserably, and washed the dishes. He had just finished and had started the washing machine when he heard the voice of doom. 
 
    “Danny?” 
 
    Danny walked into the living room. His mother was sitting on the couch, the laptop closed, her arms folded under her breasts. One leg was crossed over the other at the thigh and her foot bobbed up and down. 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “First of all, it’s ‘Yes, mother.’” 
 
    “Whatever.” 
 
    Her eyes slitted and she took a deep breath. “You are a perfect candidate for petticoat punishment. However, I wish to give you one, last chance.” 
 
    “I don’t get it,” Danny said. “What is this petticoat punishment stuff?” 
 
    “When a boy is behaving like a stubborn jackass the mother, or female in charge, should dress him in petticoats.” 
 
    “What are petticoats.” 
 
    “Petticoats refers to a type of dress. When a boy is not capable of acting like a human being he wears female clothes, dresses, bras, Mary Jane shoes, even a touch of make up.” 
 
    “Whoa! Wait a minute!” He took a step back. “There’s no way you’re going to get me to dress up like a girl!” He put his hands out and shook his head. 
 
    “That will depend on you. I get one more bad report and I will dress you in petticoats. Period. If your grades don’t improve you will be in petticoats. If you don’t pitch in and do your fair share around the house…” she glared at him. 
 
    “I…I think I should go to my room.” 
 
    He headed upstairs, and felt like monsters were about to jump on his neck. Wearing girl’s stuff? He had never heard anything so ridiculous in his life. There was no way he was going to wear dresses. 
 
    Upstairs in his room, laying on his back on his bed, a video game open but him not doing anything, he thought. Heysoos. It really sounded like his mother had gone off her rocker. If she thought— 
 
    “Ahem.” 
 
    He looked at the door. Elize was leaning against the jamb a smirky sort of smile on her face. 
 
    “What do you want?” 
 
    “You’ve really stepped in it this time, brother dear.” 
 
    “It was your idea. How could you do this to me.” 
 
    “Maybe I’m tired of your smart mouth, lazy, good for nothing ways.” 
 
    “Bitch,” he muttered and turned back to his game. Oh, crap, he had been killed while he was day dreaming. 
 
    “You know she’s downstairs right now ordering things for you.” 
 
    “What?” His voice squeaked like he hadn’t gone through puberty. 
 
    “Yep. She knows you can’t behave. She’s getting ready.” 
 
    “Oh, man,” he muttered to himself. Then he started actually playing the video game. Elize watched for a moment, then left. 
 
    Danny worried about the proposed petticoating for two days. He was on his best behavior, he even tried to pay attention in class. 
 
    Some of the guys, Rich Evans, his best friend, being one of them, noticed that he was different. Subdued. 
 
    “What’s going on, man?” 
 
    “My mother is going crazy,” Danny confided. 
 
    “Going? Mothers were crazy a long time ago.” 
 
    Danny sighed, looked at him, and asked, “Have you ever heard of petticoat punishment.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    When Danny was finished explaining Rich’s mouth was open.  
 
    “You’re gonna be…she’s gonna make you a girl?” 
 
    “I’m not gonna be a girl. It’s just that if I get in trouble she’s going to make me wear female stuff.” 
 
    “Oh, man. That’s crazy.” 
 
    “You’re telling me.” 
 
    Rich, unfortunately, couldn’t keep the news to himself. Danny had told him during first period, by noon everybody in school knew. Danny Montgomery was going to be a girl. he was going to take hormones and transition. He was not going to grow up and be a man. 
 
    Arnold came up to where he was eating his lunch and laughed at him. “Hear you’re going to be a sissy, Danny boy. Or should I say Danny girl.” 
 
    Danny, of course, jumped up and popped Arnold in the nose. Arnold cried and bled, the teachers sent him to the nurse’s office. Danny went to the principal’s office where, less than an hour later, his mother showed up. 
 
    She walked into the principal’s office, giving him a ‘no expression’ that was worse than any expression. 
 
    Ten minutes later Danny was called in. He sat down in a ladder back wooden chair and hung his head. 
 
    “Danny,” said Principal Andrews, “We were going to expel you, but your mother has interceded and come up with a solution that will satisfy everybody, and help you see the errors of your ways. 
 
    Danny groaned inside. He had known, as soon as he hit Arnold, that he was going to be in trouble. Still, he didn’t expect his mother to go through with it. No woman would ever treat a son like that! 
 
    “I will apprise the teachers that there will be an exception to the dress code, and they will apprise their students. You will receive a three day suspension, but this is the last one, young man. You behave yourself or you may find yourself finding another school. Good day.” 
 
      
 
    Danny sat in the car while his mother drove him home. Exception to the rule, that’s what the principal had said, and he knew what it meant. He was going to be wearing…no he wasn’t. 
 
    “I’m not going to school anymore.” 
 
    Elizabeth watched the road, but her mouth made a moue. She was conflicted but determined. 
 
    Danny was 18, but because he had taken ill the first few years of his life he was short and slender. He was recovered, and strong enough, but he was behind in school, and that often meant in maturity. 
 
    Still, she had to draw the line. She had to take a stand and demand that he grow up. 
 
    “I’ll be homeschooled. I’ll teach myself. I don’t need an education to be a video game programmer.” 
 
    Elizabeth glanced at him. She said, “You can always go live with your father.” 
 
    Danny’s eyes opened. His father was…not nice. He was a drunk and when he was in his cups he was violent. Danny remembered spankings that were little less than beatings. 
 
    “You can’t do that.” 
 
    Elizabeth drove the car into the driveway and turned off the ignition. 
 
    “Danny, do you realize that when you’re rude and inconsiderate you are being your father’s son.” 
 
    Danny rejected that argument right away. “There is a huge difference between a guy who beats his wife and a kid who stands up for himself.” 
 
    “Is that what you’re doing? Standing up for yourself?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Hunh!” she grunted, then she got out of the car and went into the house. 
 
    Danny followed along. Kicked out of school wasn’t that bad, he thought. He would get to play video games all day long. 
 
    He trudged through the house and into his room. He planted his body on the bed and reached for his computer. 
 
    “You want to play that downstairs? I have to vacuum,” his mother barged into the room dragging a vacuum.” 
 
    “Now? Can’t you do it later?” 
 
    She turned on the machine for an answer. 
 
    “Man! Talk about rude!” Danny groused as he picked up his lap top and headed for the living room. He wasn’t even to the stairs before he heard his door shut and the lock click. He glanced back and frowned. What his mother doing now? 
 
      
 
    Elizabeth looked around the room. Clothes everywhere. Her son was in the habit of wearing something once and tossing it on the floor. 
 
    The sports trophies he had won before he discovered video games were dusty and askew. 
 
    His dresser drawers were open and…she sighed. 
 
    She reached for the big shears she had put in one of the tube holders on the vacuum. She kicked all his clothes to one side and began cutting them. Snip, snip, the big shears sliced off pant legs and sleeved. She tossed the rendered material into a heap next to the door. 
 
    The floor now clean she went through his drawers. Snip, snip, underwear was sliced through quickly and cleanly. Tee shirts were cut into pieces. Even his socks suffered the scissor blades. 
 
    Into his closet. Jackets took a little work, but that was okay. The rain coat was the easiest. She even cut apart the baseball uniform he had saved from Little League. 
 
    Swim suit, sweaters, a toga he had worn for Halloween. Everything in the room was cut into pieces too small to be of use and thrown into the pile of rags. 
 
    She finished, and smiled. Her son had only one set of clothes left, the clothes he was wearing. 
 
    And she felt good. She felt that satisfaction that people feel when they do a good job. 
 
    She turned off the vacuum and unlocked the door. She returned the vacuum to the hall closet and went down to the kitchen for a couple of garbage bags. She went back upstairs and placed the rags into the bags, then carried the bags out to the curb. 
 
    Back up stairs she went, and into her bedroom. Amazon had been delivering boxes and she opened them and transferred the contents to Danny’s room. 
 
    She put bras and panties into the top drawer. 
 
    Chemises and negligees she put into the middle drawer. She had had so much fun picking those things out, and she had smiled and imagined Danny in them. 
 
     She had bought three corsets and she put those in the bottom drawer. She loved the stiff structure of them. Danny wasn’t fat, but he needed a more slender waist if he was going to look like a girl. 
 
    She hung a half a dozen garments in his closet. Simple pinafores. blouses that buttoned up the back, a couple of light summer dresses, a couple of skirts. 
 
    She smiled when she stood back and inspected his new closet. She remembered how much fun it was to buy clothes for Elize. I should  have done this a long time ago, she thought. I love having daughters, and boys are so…willful. 
 
    Finally, she retrieved a small make up kit and placed it on the corner of his desk. A tube of pink lipstick, a little bottle of perfume, little containers of powders and lotions. 
 
    Oh, she was going to have fun teaching Danny about make up. 
 
      
 
    Downstairs Danny was still playing video games. Elizabeth went out and stared over the railing. He was planted on the couch, headphones delivering screaming music to his ears, and moving his joystick quickly as he shot snipers and ran cars into buildings or whatever the video games did this year. 
 
    She smiled, then looked at the clock. First step taken, she had to wait a couple of hours for the next step. She was bigger than Danny, but she wasn’t about to miscalculate male strength. 
 
     
 
    Elize entered the house and Elizabeth was waiting for her. 
 
    “Daughter, sit.” 
 
    Elize tilted her head and looked at her mother, then sat down across from her. 
 
    Elizabeth shoved a Coke towards her. “Enjoy. Prepare. You’ve been drafted.” 
 
    “Mother, what the loony tunes is going on?” 
 
    Elizabeth smiled and told her. 
 
    Elize’s mouth opened, then she started giggling. 
 
    “So I need your help.” 
 
    “It’s liable to get rough.” 
 
    “I know, but it’s got to be done.” 
 
    Elize leaned out and glanced into the living room. Danny had played video games all day and he stretched and yawned. 
 
    “He looks ready to get up. Want to do it now?” 
 
    “Yup.” 
 
    Mother and daughter stood up and looked at each other, then marched into the living room. 
 
    Elize went behind the couch and Elizabeth went to the front. 
 
    Danny saw his mother, yawned again, and closed the laptop. He started to get up and Elize came over the back of the couch. 
 
    Elize and Elizabeth were similar in size, and they were both slightly taller than Danny. They didn’t, however, have his male muscles. They did have weight on their side. 
 
    “Hey!” Danny yelled, then Elizabeth jumped on him. 
 
    Elize tried to control his arms, using her weight to trap them. 
 
    Elizabeth laid across his legs.  She held the shears and went to work. 
 
    “Hey! Stop!” 
 
    “Don’t struggle, Danny,” Elize yelled. “You don’t want to get cut by the scissors.” 
 
    Danny tried to wiggle out from under Elize, but all he could do was get his hands under her body…and then he felt her tits. 
 
    “Oh…stop!” He was now not just struggling, he was embarrassed. 
 
    “Hurry up, Mom, he’s feeling my boobs.” 
 
    Elisabeth managed a strained laugh. She was half way up a leg and going great guns. She had great position, her weight was on his lap, then she stopped. 
 
    Danny was getting an erection! 
 
    Now she was embarrassed, but embarrassed or not, she was determined. 
 
    Danny was fighting for all he was worth, but his position, their weight, and his embarrassment at feeling his sister’s tits…and he was actually getting hard! 
 
    “Get off me!” 
 
    His sister started laughing, and she grabbed his wrists and kept them on her boobs. 
 
    His dick was getting harder. 
 
    “Danny, stop that!” His mother squeaked. 
 
    “What’s he doing!” 
 
    She was up both legs and rolled higher on him, running into Elize. 
 
    “He’s having a physical reaction.” 
 
    Elize howled. “He’s getting a boner!” 
 
    Even Elizabeth had to chuckle about that. 
 
    She sliced through his pants, then his underpants. 
 
    Oh, God! Thought Elizabeth, and his penis suddenly sprang out of the ruin of his underwear. 
 
    Danny was crying now. He was helpless, being bullied, and he was…naked! 
 
    “I need to get his shirt.” 
 
    Danny’s dick was poking up right next to her face. It made Elizabeth think of blow jobs she had given his father. She really blushed then. Sexual thoughts around her own son? 
 
    “Let’s just rip it off.” 
 
    “No!” screamed Danny. 
 
    “We might have to,” Elizabeth agreed. 
 
    Elize shifted and felt his penis touch her butt. “Is that him?” 
 
    Elizabeth didn’t answer. Her face was red as a tomato. She managed to make a couple of cuts into his tee shirt. Then she tossed the scissors and gripped the sides of the cut. “Rip it!” she yelled. 
 
    Elizabeth and Elize pulled at the then material and it parted. They rolled off Danny and each had a part of his tee shirt. All that was left on Danny was a ring of material at his neck. 
 
    Danny bounced to his feet. He was raging. He was naked. It’s hard to rage when you’re totally mortified. His face was red and his cock was standing straight out and bouncing. 
 
    Elizabeth and Elize looked down at his manhood. 
 
    “Teeny weeny,” said Elize. 
 
    “Ar…thuu…waa…guh!” Danny was totally beyond words. In his mind he was screaming curses, but he was so messed up he was unintelligible. 
 
    “It’s not that small,” said his mother.” 
 
    “Yes, it is.” 
 
    Elizabeth turned to her daughter. “And what do you know about penises?” She dripped with suspicion. 
 
    “Nothing,” Elize blurted, suddenly afraid that some of her secrets would be revealed. 
 
    “Elize?” 
 
    “Here, let me put that in the garbage.” Elize quickly grabbed the bits of tee shirt and ran for the kitchen. 
 
    Danny had stopped trying to talk. He stood, his fists clenched, his face purple. 
 
    Elizabeth couldn’t help it. It had been so long since she had seen a cock. And there was something about seeing that tool all erect that made her flush, reminded her of her own womanly desires. 
 
    Not for my son! she thought. 
 
    But, still, she felt a little warm down in her junction. The physicality of subduing Danny, feeling her tits being touched during the struggle, bouncing around like they had when she had a good bout of lovemaking. 
 
    She turned redder. 
 
    Danny broke. Sobbing, he turned and ran for the stairs.  
 
    Whew! sighed Elizabeth. Just in time! 
 
    She watched Danny’s cock bounce as he mounted the stairs. The sight of his round, strong buttocks was particularly appealing. 
 
    Then she saw Elize staring up at Danny from the kitchen doorway. She was also studying the way his cock flopped around, observing his lithe muscles. 
 
    The door to Danny’s room slammed and Elizabeth walked over to her daughter. They knew what was about to happen and they were waiting for it. 
 
    “Heysoos, Mother.” 
 
    “That was weird,” Elizabeth agreed. 
 
    Then Elize grinned. “He does have a small weenie.” 
 
    Elizabeth turned to her daughter and glared at her. “You and I are going to have to talk.” 
 
    Before Elize could answer, however, they heard Danny upstairs, discovering that his drawers were filled with female underwear, his closets held dresses, and that there was a small kit of make up on his desk. 
 
    “FUCK! WHAT THE FUCK! WHAT THE FUCK IS GOING ON!” 
 
    “I don’t think you should bother telling him ‘language.’” said Elize. 
 
    “I’m skipping this one,” Elizabeth nodded. 
 
    Danny’s door opened and he stood at the railing, his cock sticking through the balusters, as purple as his face. 
 
    “Where are my clothes?” his face was a strangled snarl. 
 
    “Hanging up, dear. In your dresser.” 
 
    “I’m not wearing that shit!” 
 
    Elizabeth didn’t like him swearing, and she had let the ‘fucks’ pass, but she had to start drawing the line. She walked over to his laptop, opened it up. 
 
    Danny moved down the landing and yelled, “What are you doing?” But he was too embarrassed to come down and see, let alone retrieve his laptop. 
 
    Elizabeth called up settings, entered a new password, then turned off the computer. She looked up at her raging son. “I have entered a new password.” 
 
    His jaw dropped, and it seemed impossible that he could turned any redder, or become even more outraged, but he did. “Wha…wha…” he was losing the capability of speech again. 
 
    “If you wish to play your video games come to me and I will open your computer IF…you are appropriately dressed and have not had a bad case of potty mouth for 24 hours.” 
 
    “Wha…wha…wha…wha…” He acted like somebody had just punched his nose so hard it stuck out the back of his head. He backed up, suffering the knock out punch, into his room, and the door closed. Not a slam, but with positivity. 
 
    Mother and daughter stared at his door. 
 
    “What’s for dinner, Mother?” 
 
    Elizabeth shook her head. “Wow. That was intense.” She turned to Elize. “Let’s go out. He needs some alone time.” 
 
    So they did. 
 
      
 
    Danny sat on his bed. He stared at the dresser. He looked at the closet. He studied the make up on his desk. 
 
    This was wrong. Everything was wrong. He had to call somebody…the police! 
 
    But he couldn’t do that. The police had stopped him a few times over the months, and they knew about his troubles at school, and he called them pigs to their faces. They weren’t going to be helping him. 
 
    He heard the front door open and close, then the car started up and left. The bitches had done this to him and now they were running away. 
 
    His father. He could call his father and…no. He couldn’t call his father. If his father heard he was failing school and had been in trouble he’d probably fly down just to spank him. 
 
    Fuck! Who was left? 
 
    His aunts and uncles were too far away, his grandmother was in the next state, and she’d probably go along with Mom. 
 
    He decided to call his best friend, Rich Evans. 
 
      
 
    “Can you bring over some clothes?” 
 
    “I can’t now. Maybe tomorrow afternoon. Oh, wait…I got another…hold on.” 
 
    The line went blank for a minute and Danny waited. Finally his friend came back on the line. 
 
    “Dude! You’re not going to believe it…that was your mother!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Yeah. She told me if I gave you anything to wear she would ban me from your house forever, she said she would cut up any clothes I brought you, and…” 
 
    “What?” Danny was aghast with this latest turn of events. 
 
    “She said that if you didn’t wear the…the clothes she gave you that you’d get expelled from school! Man, you wouldn’t even go to our school anymore!” 
 
    “She can’t do that!” Danny yelped. But he knew she could. The way the principal felt about him, that talk about being expelled…oh, man. He was truly fucked! 
 
    “I don’t know if she can, but, sorry, dude, I ain’t bringing you any clothes.” 
 
    Danny hung up and was devastated. Richie was his last resort. Sure, he had a couple of other friends that might give him clothes, but he knew his mother was probably talking to them right now. 
 
    Fuck, fuck, fuck! He walked in circles and tried to figure out what to do.  
 
    He couldn’t live naked! And come three days he was supposed to be in school…wearing…wearing those clothes! 
 
    He walked and walked, his mind going crazy. 
 
    He heard the car come back, then the front door opened and closed. 
 
    He looked at the clock. It read eight o’clock. He heard footsteps on the stairs and quickly turned off the lights and jumped under the covers. He could hardly breath, he was wired, he wanted this terrible nightmare to end. 
 
    His door opened. He knew it was his mother right away. He didn’t move. He tried not to breath. 
 
    “I know you’re awake.” 
 
    He said nothing. 
 
    She came into the room and sat on the side of his bed. 
 
    “I know you’re having a rough time, but once you’re through it you’ll be okay.” 
 
    “Why are you doing this to me?” he sobbed. 
 
    “Why are you doing this to yourself? All you have to do is study a little, be polite, help out around the house. I even gave you a warning and told you what was going to happen.” 
 
    He didn’t say anything. 
 
    Elizabeth’s heart was breaking. She was determined, but it was difficult to see her son having such difficulties. 
 
    “You will be going to school when your suspension is up. I suggest you try on your clothes. Elize or I can help you with the make up.” 
 
    “I’m going to live in my bed.” 
 
    “Honey, have you ever heard of flagellation?” 
 
    “He half turned his head and looked up at her in the darkness, “Flaga who?” 
 
    “It’s also called birching, strapping, switching, tanning, and a bunch of other things. Basically it is a spanking. But not just a normal hand on the butt spanking. It is a serious whipping designed to leave you crying and unable to sit down.” 
 
    “You wouldn’t,” he breathed. 
 
    “Yes. I would. If good sense and reason doesn’t work, then a super spanking will.” 
 
    Danny turned his head back down to his mattress and whimpered, “Fuck!” 
 
    “Language,” Elizabeth said. “No video games for 24 hours.” She stood up and left the room. 
 
    Danny lay under the covers. He felt weak, helpless, and didn’t know what to do. What was worse was that he had an erection. 
 
    Normally, he liked erections. He liked doing a little stroking and relieving his urges. But to get a boner when his mother was trying to dress him like a girl, and when she threatened to give him some kind of super spanking…that was an erection he didn’t like. 
 
    He lay in the darkness and put his hand on his dick. He just held it, felt it, and felt sorry for himself. 
 
    Two hours later he heard his mother walk past his room and go into her own room. 
 
    He was getting hungry now, and if he was going to figure his way out of this mess he needed nourishment. 
 
    He threw the covers off and went to the door. He peeked out. No lights. Elize had gone to bed. 
 
    He stepped into the hallway and headed for the stairs. He trotted down the stairs and was aware of his penis. his boner had gone away, but now it started to wake up again. 
 
    He entered the kitchen and looked into the fridge. He took out a loaf of bread, peanut butter, jelly. 
 
    When he straightened up and closed the door, however, Elize was standing there. She was wearing a chemise and her boobs were showing. The material wasn’t that thick and her nipples poked out through the material. 
 
    “Hello, brother dear.” 
 
    “Bitch,” he stated, ignoring her. Trying to ignore his own bobbing cock. 
 
    She frowned, her mouth pursed, and she responded. “Teeny weeny.” 
 
    “Hey! Shut the fuck up with that!” 
 
    “Every time you call me bitch, or swear at me in anger…I will call you teeny weeny.” 
 
    “You fucking cunt!” He whispered savagely. He didn’t want his mother to come downstairs. She had already seen him naked and with an erection. 
 
    “Okay, have it your way…teeny weeny.” 
 
    He turned redder, but tried to ignore her. He slapped peanut butter on one of the slices of bread, then slathered jelly on the other one. 
 
    “So what are you going to do?” 
 
    “About what?” he snarled. 
 
    “About wearing girly clothes and make up.” 
 
    He sat down at the table, which enabled him to hide his boner from her inspecting eyes. “Nothing.” 
 
    Elize sat down opposite him. “Mother isn’t going to back off, you know.” 
 
    “Neither am I.” 
 
    Elize sighed. “Look, I can help you.” 
 
    “And why would you do that?” He took a bite of his sandwich. 
 
    Elize sat for a moment, frowning, then said, “You’re my brother and, contrary to opinion and our little spats, I don’t like to see you in pain.” 
 
    He grunted and chewed. He was thinking bitch, but he didn’t say anything. He didn’t want to be called teeny weeny again. 
 
    “Look, just put on some panties. They’re close enough to male underwear. They’ll feel better though, sexy even, and they’ll help hide your, uh…you know.” 
 
    “My penis,” he blurted. 
 
    “Yes. Your penis.” 
 
    For a long moment Danny said nothing, then something wormed out of him, and he whispered, “Is my penis really small?” 
 
    Elize nodded. “Sorry. Compared to what I’ve seen, it’s a bit under sized.” 
 
    That comment was worse than any of her taunts, and the reason was that he had to admit the truth of it. It was a calm assessment, and…and he knew he wasn’t well endowed. 
 
    “You know that is probably why Father was such a bastard.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “A small-dicked man tried to make up for it by pretending he’s a big-dicked man, and he doesn’t understand that the true measure of a man isn’t the size of his penis.” 
 
    Danny was silent. He wasn’t asking, but he knew it was coming: what was the true measure of a man? 
 
    “The true measure of a man is how kind he is.” 
 
    “No,” blurted Danny, instantly. 
 
    Elize got up and got a pair of Cokes out of the fridge. She opened one for him and one for herself. She sat down. “I’m only a couple of years ahead of you, but I have dated boys, and I can tell when they are going to be kind and when they are going to be assholes. This is something we girls talk about a lot, so I might, just might, have an opinion that you should think about.” 
 
    He waited. Listened. he didn’t listen to many people, but when his sister was serious and talked to him and not at him or down on him, he listened. 
 
    “Was Hitler a man?” 
 
    He shrugged. 
 
    “He was a bully, and in the end, a very evil bully. Killing people just because he thought he was better than him. Sort of makes them better than him.” she snorted. 
 
    “Is Father Murphy a man?” Father Murphy was their priest. 
 
    Danny thought about that. It was odd to call a man father when he wasn’t your real father, but Father Murphy acted the way he wished his own father acted. He offered kind words and help. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “What about Dad?” 
 
    Danny snorted. “He’s a bully.” 
 
    She nodded. “He was. Is. It happens.” 
 
    “How about that guy, Chuck Lemon, who coached you at Little League?” 
 
    “Guy was cool.” 
 
    “You want to be like Chuck or Dad?” 
 
    Danny was silent, but thinking hard. In a way these questions were manipulating him, but he couldn’t argue against them. 
 
    “Do you want to be a man? And who cares how big your dick is? Or do you want to be like Dad, or Hitler, or some other asshole.” 
 
    Danny didn’t say anything, but he had been boxed into a corner. He didn’t like being boxed, but the things he was thinking…it was difficult. 
 
    “Okay, so think what you want, but all Mom wants is for you to be a man. Heck, I’d like you to be a man. Sure, I bust your balls when I can, but you know I have your back.” 
 
    He did know that. 
 
    “So try on the panties, at least hide that ugly thing of yours,” she grinned, but at least she didn’t call it teeny weeny, “and if you want to go further, if you can confront being a kind person instead of a…an asshole, then I’m here for you. I’ll help you figure out the clothes, the make up, I’ll even teach you how to act a little more feminine.” 
 
    “I don’t…” 
 
    She held up a hand to forestall his objection. 
 
    “You’re going to school in three days, and you can look like a clown who doesn’t know how to dress himself, or you can look like a lady.” 
 
    Now Danny didn’t try to talk. She was making sense. But it was so hard to accept all this. 
 
    “And, bonus, if you try, if you accept my help, then I’ll make things easier for you.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “I and my friends,” and she had a lot of friends, “will talk to the other girls in school. We’ll hang with you, and if anybody tries to make fun of you, we’ll be there.” 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    Danny blinked, and the changes within…they began.               
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