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PART ONE

Knock, knock! 

Barbara  was  just  coming  down  the  staircase.  She  glanced  at  the  front door. Now who could that be? 

She crossed the big room and opened the big door. Three people stood on the front porch. All smiling, and her first thought was,  Uh oh. Jehovah’s witnesses. 

“Mrs. Smith?” 

“That’s me,” she said warily, “But you’ve caught me at a bad time so…” 

“We’ll just drop off some literature then. We can always come back…if you want us to.” 

A little fold of paper was offered, and Barbra reached out and accepted it. 

“We used to be like you, you know,” 

“Pardon  me?”  Barbara  looked  up  and  took  notice  of  the  three  people. 

She had been intent on brushing them off, had barely glanced at them, but now…now she studied them, and she was surprised. 

They  were  all  women,  which  wasn’t  surprising,  but  they  were  all dressed  like  men.  So  dressed  that.  it  did  take  a  hard  look  to  see  that  they were of the female persuasion. 

Two  of  the  women  were  her  size,  five  foot  six,  one  was  shorter  by  a couple of inches. They wore slacks and white shirts. They had bosoms, but they  were  ‘un-emphasized.’  Two  of  them  had  bubble  cuts  which  were brushed  back  male-style.  The  other  had  her  hair  in  a  pony  tail.  They  all wore very light make up. 

The  one  who  had  spoken  said,  “We  had  to  rush  home  and  fix  dinner. 

We fixed dinner while our husbands watched Fox news.” 

Another of the woman spoke, “I had to do the lawn, my husband was a hard charger at work, but at home he was Mr. Lay Around and Complain.” 

“Tell  me  about  it,”  said  the  third.  “Mine  worked  long  hours  and  he commanded… commanded…me to do everything around the house. 

Barbara made the shift from wanting to shut the door to blinking. They were describing her husband, Cole, to a T. Cole was a short man, they were of equal height, and she thoroughly understood what a ‘Napolean complex’

was. 

“Of course, we cured our husbands. It’s all in the pamphlet…” 

Barbara glanced at the title of the pamphlet, ‘Changing Perspectives.’

There was a picture of a man wearing an apron and doing the dishes on the cover. 

“And we certainly don’t want to intrude, especially if you’re busy…” 

A slight pause, the three butch women were giving Barbara a chance to talk,  but  they  were  also  preparing  to  leave.  Their  message  was  either received…or it wasn’t. 

Barbara was a quick study. She opened the pamphlet and took in small headlines. 



You Don’t Have to be the Victim in Your Relationship! 



Changing your Perspective…and His. 

 

Undoing the Chains of Marriage and Remaking Them



Barbara looked up. 

“Our telephone number is on the back page. We have offices on Third Street, so give us a call if you are. curious…” 

“Or come to one of your meetings.” 

“Thank you and have a gre—“

“What do you mean by ‘cured your husbands?’” 

A  subtle  sigh  seemed  to  run  through  the  group,  as  if  they  had encountered an obstacle…and surmounted it. 



Cole  arrived  home  an  hour  later,  just  as  the  three  women  exited  the house. They had spent the last hour sipping coffee and sharing their stories with Barbara, but what stories they were. 

Their husbands weren’t bad men, they were just conditioned by society, and  it  took  a  lot  to  undo  that  conditioning  and  re-establish  a  working

relationship. A working relationship where both partners worked. 

Cole parked the car and strode up the side walk to the porch. “Who was that?” He gave his wife a perfunctory kiss on the cheek, the married man’s equivalent of a handshake. 

“Just  some  Jehovah’s  Witnesses,”  Barbara  smiled  and  considered  her husband. 

A  good  man,  not  large  and  over  powering,  but  overpowering  in  his demands. He expected the house to be cleaned just so. He wanted dinner at a precise time, and it better have the right food groups. He even expected her to clean the pool. 

They were rich, he worked in a high level financial firm and she owned her own company. They should have had a pool service to take some of the load  off  her  shoulders.  Instead,  she  was  expected  to  carry  the  load,  in addition to running her own hair salon. 

“Oh,” he glanced down at the pamphlet in her hand. “Oh,” he grinned and walked into the house. 

Barbara backed up to a wicker chair and sat down. She began to have real thoughts. 

Not surface thoughts, but deep thoughts. Who was she and what did she want out of life? Who was Cole, and what did he want? And…of course…

was Cole cheating? 

A half hour later Cole came out on the porch. He had changed from his suit into shorts and athletic shoes and Barbara studied him closely. 

He  was  handsome,  his  hair  was  due  for  a  trim,  his  brown  eyes  were filled with the wryness of his personality. He was not rugged looking, but had an oval face with good lips and teeth. 

“I noticed dinner isn’t ready.” 

Barbara blurted, “I’ve got a meeting to go to. You’re on your own.” She had spoken forcefully, and he frowned at her. He liked things to be just so, and dinner on time was definitely just so. 

Still, she had spoken with an uncommon certainty that didn’t leave any doubt. 

He  relaxed  and  considered.  If  she  was  gone  he  might  be  able  to  get together  with  his  girlfriend.  A  little  in  and  out  would  definitely  take  the edge off the day. And he considered his wife. 

She was good looking, there was no doubt about that. Ash blonde hair in a  shag,  blue  eyes  that  were  really  quite  piercing,  and  her  body  really  was

spectacular. 

So why did he feel the need to find company elsewhere? 

Because he was a man. It sounded trite, and even lacking, to say such a thing, but there it was. 

He was a man, he liked challenges, and he especially liked fresh boobs. 

There  was  just  something  so  exciting  about  tapping  into  different  snatch. 

And then to come home and have that secret. It was exciting, made him get boners all over again and all day long. 

Boners for new girlfriends, not for his wife. 

He  was  unaware  that  cheating,  while  it  gave  him  hard  ons  galore  for other women, tended to take the lead out of his pencil where his wife was concerned. He didn’t know that was the real price of cheating. 

“You  aren’t  going  to  one  of  those?”  he  glanced  down  at  the  pamphlet which was still clutched in her hand. 

She looked at her hand, then she chuckled. 

Cole totally misconstrued the chuckle as a chuckle at the idea of going to a Jehovah Witness meeting. He read her little laugh as a dismissal of such a thing, and missed that she was thinking ‘if he only knew.’

“Well,  okay.  Have  a  good  meeting,  and  I’ll  see  you  when  you  get home.” 

“Okay.” 

“Think I’ll make some phone calls. See ya.” 

Make phone calls. Right. To his latest girlfriend. It really hurt Barbara’s heart. And she decided, right then and there, to put some kind of a tap on their phone. That stuff was easy enough to do, and it was time she found out the truth. 

“See ya.” 

Their meaningful interaction for the night was done. 



Barbara was welcomed at the door by one of the girls she had met that afternoon. 

“So glad you could make it. Let me take you in and introduce you…” 

Her name was Lettie, and she was a pixie up close. She had divested herself of  maleness  and  wore  high  heels,  full  make  up,  and  her  pony  tail  was combed out around her shoulders. 

They  entered  a  large  room,  and  it  was  filled  with  women.  There  were several small groups sitting in chairs, and a lot of just standing around and

sipping coffee and talking. 

“My gosh,” murmured Barbara, looking around. 

“Didn’t know the movement was this big?” Lettie laughed. 

For  a  moment  Barbara  thought  about  how  the  women  must  all  be disgruntled, but the smiles on their faces, their vivaciousness, it seemed that these ladies were having a lot of fun. 

“I noticed that you aren’t wearing the same clothes,” Barbara tried to be delicate. 

Lettie laughed. “That’s for the street, for newbies. Oddly, if you walk up to a door looking sexier than shit, pardon me, a lot of people clam up. We go out looking drab and we aren’t a threat and people are more willing to talk. 

Barbara nodded. 

“Ok, that group in the corner is for ladies with cheaters…” 

“Cheaters?” 

“Hubbies who cheat.” 

Barbara made a mental note to listen in on that one. 

“The  one  on  the  left  there  is  newbies,  I’ll  take  you  over  in  a  minute. 

That one in the corner are the jokers. You want to stay away from them.” 

From  the  grin  on  Lettie’s  face  Barbara  knew  she  wanted  to  meet  the jokers. 

Lettie  continued  pointing  out  people  and  groups  and  describing  them. 

Finally,  she  said,  “I’m  going  to  take  you  over  to  the  newbie  group  in  a second, but, first, let me get honest.” 

Barbara watched the serious look on Lettie’s face. “Okay.” 

“It’s easy to get your feelings hurt, at least until you get to know us. The biggest  reason  for  hurt  feelings  is  somebody  talking  about  something  that you  aren’t  ready  to  talk  about.  Is  there  anything  that  you  might  want  to bring up, anything that bothers you…anything at all, you can let me know. 

Either now or later. I’m your safe person.” 

“A safe person.” 

“The girls nominated me because…because I tend to be comfortable to be with. I don’t judge people, and anything you say is fine. And if you don’t feel that way, it is totally okay for you to talk around and find some other person  you  want  to  share  with.”  She  paused,  then,  “Is  there  anything  that bothers you? That you might want us to be careful of?” 

Barbara actually shocked herself by blurting, “My husband is a cheater.” 

Lettie nodded, and was totally accepting. Just as she had said, she didn’t make judgements. No blame, no finger pointing. She didn’t even fall on the saw  of  ‘It’s  the  man’s  fault.’  Which  might  be  true  or  not,  but  was  still  a judgement. 

“I’ll introduce you to Rose, she’s in charge of the ‘Cheaters.’ But first, let’s get you over to the Newbies group so you can get better oriented.” 

Barbara nodded, was a little astonished at how she had spoken out, and let herself be led over and introduced to the Newbies group. 



Barbara didn’t get home until late that night. It was after twelve, and she was tired, but, also, invigorated. 

More invigorated than she had been in a long time. 

In fact, more invigorated than when she had gotten married. 

She took a shower in the downstairs bathroom so as not to wake Cole, then tip toed up the stairs to her bedroom. 

Cole  snored  on  his  side  of  the  bed,  and  she  stopped  and  just  watched him. 

A handsome man. Rich. A leader. People looked up to him. 

Was he cheating? She believed he was, but she had no real proof. She did, however, have a serious of steps to help her deal with him. 

Number  one,  stay  calm.  Number  two,  get  proof.  Number  three,  stay calm. Number four, decide what to do. Number five, stay calm. 

She  knew  she  was  going  to  have  to  work  on  numbers  one,  three  and five. 

She slid into the bed, the sheets felt cool, sensual, against her skin, and she slept the first good night’s sleep in a long, long while. 



Breakfast bright and early. Both Cole and Barbara were early risers, but her more than Cole. 

She tootled around the kitchen in a peignoir, her boobs high and proud in a shelf bra, her nipples getting rubbed in the most pleasurable manner. 

Funny, they had come to her door looking like dour Debra’s, but one of the  first  things  a  member  of  CP  (The  ‘Changing  Perspectives’  Group) learned was that they should always present themselves in the best manner possible. 

Nice, sexy clothes. Sexy make up. And think of yourself as sexy. 

First, there was the simple matter of self image. If one presented a good self image they automatically felt better. 

Two,  since  the  real  villains  in  this  world  were  male,  it  was  easier  to control the beasts by dressing up. 

Three, if you were dressing down you were likely letting the beast get to you. 

So she made coffee, buttered and jellied the toast, and made a heaping helping of oatmeal. Non GMO. With a large square of butter and lots of raw honey. Mmm. 

Cole  entered  the  kitchen.  He  was  in  his  suit,  but  not  buttoned  or  tied. 

His hair was a bit messy. He liked it long, but he never really took care of it. 

Obviously, according to the girls from last night, he felt a bit of a ‘Samson,’

and possibly hid some softer tendencies. A lot of men apparently did. 

“Hey, babe,” he kissed her cheek. Didn’t even notice her sexiness, and she felt a twist of irritation. 

Had  he  been  cheating?  Maybe  even  last  night,  while  she  was  at  the meeting? Maybe. Rules one, three and five: stay calm. 

“Good morning.” 

He looked around. “No breakfast?” 

“I didn’t know when you were going to get up.” 

“Oh,” a trace of irritation on his handsome face. 

“Besides, you need to start pulling your share.” 

Oh, the silence. Hard, harsh silence, and she knew he was staring at her back. 

She  turned  to  him.  “I’m  going  to  be  a  little  busy,  so  you  will  need  to help our around here.” 

“Like making my own breakfast.” He sounded reproachful. She ignored his attitude. 

“Sure. And helping with the laundry, maybe even doing the lawn.” 

He  blinked  and  stared.  It  was  obvious  that  he  was  taken  by  surprise. 

Still, he tried to turn it back on her. 

“And what are you going to be doing?” More reproach. She could see him thinking:  Why aren’t you mowing the lawn? Why aren’t you doing the laundry and making my breakfast…like a ‘good’ wife. 

“I’m  going  to  be  working  on  myself.”  Then  she  walked  out.  Left  him with that bomb—small it was still a bomb—and headed upstairs. 



After Cole went to work it took Barbara all of five minutes to tap into his phone. She found mSpy on the net, signed up, and was in. And, zingo bingo, she had proof. 

His messages were filled with tantalizing conversations. Last night was so good. When are we going to do it again? Thank you for the flowers. 

Stay calm. He never bought her flowers. 

You’re so funny. I never thought about a threesome…who did you have in mind? 

Stay calm. A fucking threesome? 

And his answers were also plain to see. 

Last night was great. I can still feel your lips down there. I wish my wife was more receptive. 

MOTHERFUCKER!  Calm  went  out  the  window.  A  vase  went  against the wall. She was shaking and quivering. If Cole had been in the room at that moment she would have pulled out a gun and shot him. 

But he wasn’t. And slowly, slowly, calm came back. 

Her hands shaking, but her mind starting to work, she set up his phone for recording. Step two, get proof. Stay calm. 

She  worked  on  calm  the  rest  of  the  morning.  She  managed  to  get dressed, wearing her best hose, putting on a blouse that was certainly sexier than she felt, even putting a little extra effort on her make up. 

Surprisingly, she wasn’t crying. 

She was too mad for tears. 

But that didn’t mean she didn’t feel that soul pervading sorrow coursing through her being. 

And she was waiting for Cole when he got home that night. 



“Hey,  honey.  Here  you  go.”  She  handed  him  a  drink,  a  Coke  High, bourbon and Coke, when he mounted the steps to the porch. 

“Hey,” he said, taking a quick guzzle, “what’s the occasion?” 

“No  occasion,”  she  responded.  Then  she  moved  into  him.  She  kissed him mightily. Fused her lips to his, held the back of his head with one hand, and went to work on him. 

Cole gasped when he finally came up for air. 

“Whoa,” he said, happily. “We’re going to have to do something about this.” 

Barbara smiled.  Yeah. Like put your dick in another woman. 

“Actually, I’m just sort of apologizing before the fact.” 

“Oh?” 

“I’m sorry, but I’ve got another meeting tonight.” 

“Oh,” he looked sad. But not like he cared about her sad, more like he cared about the fact that he wasn't going to get his ashes hauled sad. 

“But you can eat what you want, have another drink, and take a break from me.” 

“Oh.”  Now  he  sounded  like  he  was  contemplating.  Thinking  about making a phone call, perhaps. Thinking about the other woman, who would certainly  be  more  amenable  to  sucking  his  cock  and  letting  his  weenie betwixt her thighs. 

She  linked  arms  with  him  and  walked  him  into  the  house.  And  she stopped  inside  the  house  and  kissed  him  again.  And  she  put  her  hand between his legs and felt his growing problem. 

“Oh, my. Did I do that?” she laughed. 

“We have time for a quick one…” 

Ha.  First  time  in  months  he  initiated  it,  and  that  only  after  she  had played with him. 

“You think I’m going to go to my meeting with you dripping out of my pussy?” 

He laughed, and he was happy. Happier than he had been in a while, and she realized something: He was responding to being denied. He was happy that she had jacked him up…and refused him. 

Heck, she should have refused him long ago. Maybe if she had refused him he wouldn’t have gone wandering. 

Maybe. 

But, then, maybe he was just an out of control horn dog. 

Yeah, that was probably it. 

But not for long. The horn dog was about to be snared and housebroken. 

Period. 

“Okay,  honey,”  she  inserted  a  hand  down  his  pants  and  felt  his  cock throbbing  and  pulsing.  “I’m  going  now.  So  don’t  do  anything  I  wouldn’t do.” 

“Oh, I won’t,” he lied. 

Smiling, hurting inside, Barbara click clicked her heels out the door and down the stairs. 



Barbara was sitting with the Cheaters, and it was eye opening. 

Women get cheated on, and they keep it in their own, little space. They think they are the problem. They think it is their fault. 

The woman in charge of the Cheaters, Rose, quickly and promptly put down that idea whenever it arose. 

“If only I had been more sensitive to—“

“You can knock that crap off,” she was a beautiful woman with green eyes and wry manner. “Women are ten times more sensitive than men.” 

Actually,  that  is  true.  Every  one  of  us  took  that  gem  in  and  turned  it around and blinked. 

“Now, when was the first time he was insensitive to you?” 

A  lot  of  hemming  and  hawing,  then,  a  shy  answer,  “On  our  wedding night.” 

“What happened?” 

“Well, it hurt, and I wanted to go slower, but he was in a hurry and…” 

she  continued  with  her  story,  which  was  causing  a  lot  of  head  nodding. 

Barbara  had  not  had  that  problem  on  her  wedding  night,  and  she  was actually a little surprised to see the commonality of that complaint. 

“Barbara, you’re shaking your head.” 

“No, I’m not.” 

“Teensy  weensy…”  she  held  up  a  thumb  and  forefinger  just  a  smidge apart. Her manner was infectious and Barbara broke into a rue smile. “Well, I’m not…I don’t want to be judgmental.” 

“Spit it out, girl friend, and I’ll let you know if you’ve been a bitch.” 

Everybody was giggling now. 

Barbara firmed up and stated, “I love sex. I…I never had that problem.” 

Keen eyed Rose smiled, “So when’s the last time you got some?” 

“Sex?” 

“Hello?” 

Barbara  found  herself  laughing.  Rose  knew  the  answers,  and  even  the questions, and she delivered everything in a droll manner. 

“It’s been a while,” Barbara admitted. 

“Do you have proof yet?” 

Oh, that cut to the heart of the matter. 

“No.” 

“Do you need help getting it?” 

Barbara shook her head. 

“Okay.  Don’t  hesitate…”  she  looked  at  the  group.  “You’ve  all  got  my phone number. Don’t hesitate. What are the five rules?” 

The group recited them. “Number one: stay calm. number two: get…” 

When the recitation was done Rose got into the juicy stuff. “Okay, let’s talk about screwing him after you have proof. You don’t want him to know that you know, you’re making your plans, calling a lawyer, or, if you decide he’s worth it, preparing to take control of him. Now, the first step is…” 

While Rose lectured Barbara thought about Cole. 

Did she want him? 

He  was  a  catch.  He  was  handsome.  When  they  were  married  he  had been the most wonderful man. But…did she still want him? 

She finally realized that, for the time being, she did. 

First,  she  had  to  protect  herself.  Second,  she  owed  it  to  women everywhere  to  take  him  in  hand  and  make  him  over.  Third…the  idea  of making  him  over  sounded  like  fun.  Real  fun.  More  fun  than  she  had  had since before she was married. 

In fact, the idea of what she was going to do to him made her…wet. 

Yes. Actually moist down there. And her heart pounded a little. 

It’s  funny,  men  always  complained  that  women  were  trying  to  make them over. But if what she was learning at Changing Perspectives was true, they were protesting because they wanted to be changed. 

Men,  as  much  as  women,  were  victims  of  the  roles  society  imposed upon them. 

She sighed and brought herself back to the meeting. 



Showered  downstairs,  snuck  up  the  stairs,  and  contemplated  the  man she loved as he snored in bed. 

Did she love him? 

She thought so, but it was a changing love. 

Once  fucked,  always  connected.  But  he  had  abused  that  connection. 

Now she had to use that connection to manipulate the man into something that was more…more human. 

And  more  human  didn’t  mean  100%  man.  It  meant  half  man  and  half woman. 

It meant she was going to have to take him in hand and remold him. 

So thinking, she slipped into bed and pulled the covers up. 

Cole lay on the other side of the bed. On his side, facing away from her. 

Snore, snore, snore. 

But  it  wasn’t  the  snoring  that  bugged  her.  It  was  the  fact  that  snoring reminded her of how he treated her. 

He had married her, and she was like furniture to him. Furniture to sit on. To lay on. To put his dick in. 

When was the last time he had told here he loved her? 

Then she thought of what she was going to do to him. The women at CP

were helping her, drilling her on what to say and how to say it…and when. 

They were educating her as to how he would react, and what she should say when he did react. 

She snickered, and felt that heat in her chest, and that moistness down below. 

Laying  there  in  the  darkness,  feeling  abandoned,  but  recovered  by  a bunch of ladies whom she barely knew, she reached between her legs. 

Yes. She was moist. And it felt good. 

She ran a finger up her slit. She shivered from the sensations unleashed. 

She put her finger into her snatch. 

Fuck. It was like a dick, but a knowledgeable and bendable dick. A dick that knew what to do and when. 

She rolled on to her back, and her fingers were inside her. Feeling her walls, running over the sensitive flesh. Her clitoris was extra sensitive and she rubbed an index finger over it. Then jammed her hand back inside. 

Fuck! It felt good. 

She stopped. 

Snore, snore, snore. 

Fuck! She began rubbing. Silently, trying to listen to Cole even as she pleasured herself. 

One  of  the  girls  had  mentioned  this,  jacking  off,  jilling  off  she  had called it, next to your sleeping, brain dead hubbie. She had talked of how enjoyable it was. 

Barbara knew the woman’s words to be true now. 

Snore, snore, snore. 

She brought herself to the edge, gasped, and then her pussy turned into warm milk and honey. Shivers exploded outward. 

“Honey?” 

“Unh,” she grunted in a desperate whisper. 

“You okay?” 

“I think I was dreaming. Go back to sleep.” 

“Oh, yeah.” 

Snore, snore, snore. That fast. Would he even remember this episode in the morning? 

Barbara stifled a giggle and took her hand out of her pussy. Would he remember being next to a hot bitch who wanted a little? 

Probably not. 

He  was,  after  all,  a  creature  of  habit.  And  habit  did  not  include  being aware. 
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PART TWO

She was awake early. Rejuvenated, smiling, happy. 

Her husband was a cheater, but now she knew what that meant. 

It was exciting to have an illicit orgasm, to…to cheat. 

And  that  was  what  she  had  done.  She  had  cheated  on  him.  She  had given her body, her orgasm, to somebody else other than him. 

She had given it to herself, and it felt good. 

It felt good to cheat. 

Now  she  understood  why  he  did  it,  and  she  was…calm.  In  one  quick squirt she had understood rules one, three and five. She smiled. 

“Uh…” Cole rubbed his eyes. He looked over at her. “You’re sleeping late.” He observed. 

In his tightly wound eyes that wasn’t a good thing. His woman should be  up  and  bouncing  around,  getting  him  breakfast,  doing  the  laundry  or whatever  else  was  considered  woman’s  work,  which  was  just  about everything he didn’t want to do. 

“I wanted to be here when you woke up.” 

She rolled to him, kissed him on the lips, but quickly. She didn’t want his morning breath. 

“Oh?” 

“Yes. I have a surprise for you.” 

He grinned. She hadn’t put out for him. These late nights, and, sure, he was getting a lot on the side, but she wasn’t putting out for him. 

“I want you to wear these.” 

He blinked. 

She had shoved a pair of black panties into his hand. 

He looked at them, and his face turned eighteen shades of weird. 

“It’s…but…that’s your underwear.” 

“And you’re going to wear them all-l-l day long. Your nuts are going to fall out the sides. They’re going to be uncomfortable, and all day long it’s going to feel like I’ve got my hands on them.” 

She grabbed his testicles to emphasize her speech. 

He gasped as she squeezed, then rolled them like ben wah balls. 

He reached for her, she slid out of bed. 

“Hey!” 

“Not now. Later. Tonight. When you’re horny enough.” 

She danced away across the room. 

When he slid his feet out and placed them on the floor she was stuffing her large tits into a bra. He stared at her, and she knew what he wanted. 

“Put on the panties.” 

“I don’t think—“

“Or you’ll get nothing tonight.” 

“But, honey…” 

“Put them on!” she warned. 

So he did. His face showed how weird he felt, and when he stood up and tried to adjust himself it was priceless. Barbara found herself giggling. 

“I don’t fit,” he complained. 

“Good. But if you want, I’ll buy you a pair that fits.” 

“No fucking way!” he protested. 

But  his  hard  on  said  otherwise.  His  dick  pushed  out  the  panties,  then slipped out the side. 

“Oh,” he blurted, then tried to get himself back into the panties. 

“Oh, honey,” Barbara said, approaching him. She grabbed his cock with both hands and leaned up to kiss him. It was a juicy kiss. It was as delicious as bacon, and left him wanting more. 

And  the  kiss  for  Barbara  was  delicious  for  another  reason…could  she taste  another  woman’s  lips  on  his?  Could  she  taste  another  woman’s lipstick? 

It felt dirty…and exciting. 

She  broke  the  kiss  and  sighed,  and  stared  up  at  him.  If  he  could  only read her mind, if he could only see her thoughts…but he couldn’t. Cheaters thought they could get away with it, so they thought they couldn’t be read. 

Silly fools. 

She pushed his weenie back into the panties, then headed for the stairs. 

“Hey?” 

“You want something?” she asked coquettishly, glancing back over her shoulder at him. 

He stared at her. Wearing just that bra and peignoir, so much bare skin. 

Her breasts so large and inviting. 

Barbara went down to her business, she had been neglecting it for the last  couple  of  days,  but  it  didn’t  matter.  She  owned  the  space,  rented stations to the beauticians, and they kept the business running whether she was there or not. Heck, they worked on incentive, the fact that she wasn’t there was actually easier for them. 

A  somewhat  sad  truth,  though  not  really,  the  girls  in  her  shop  worked better, and made more money, when she wasn’t around. They made deals, they did what they want, and the end result was more money for everybody. 

Normally  Barbara  would  have  headed  for  home.  She  would  have cleaned the house, slaved so the place would look good for Cole. But now, undergoing  changes  in  her  thinking,  she  was  restless.  Even  bored.  She called up Rose. 

“Hey, girlfriend! What’s the news?” 

“Just bored. Want to go to lunch?” 

“I haven’t eaten for days, and since you’re paying…” 

They met an hour later at Charley Coyote, a fashionable daytime cafe, night time nightclub, and ordered lunch. 

They  had  drinks,  only  one  a  piece,  and  chatted  about  this,  that  and everything. 

Finally, as Barbara had expected, the conversation turned to the subject of cheatign husbands. 

“So, do you have the proof, yet?” 

“I  don’t  know,”  Barbara  answered  honestly.  “I’ve  got  two  days  of recordings, but I haven’t watched anything.” 

Rose smiled a hard but rueful smile. “Still holding on, huh?” 

“I  suppose.  I  mean,  what  if  he  isn’t  really  cheating?  What  if…”  she trailed off. 

“Well, let’s go prove that he’s innocent.” 

“Yeah.” Barbara sighed. 

“You know he’s not. Don’t you?” 

Barbara nodded. 

“Okay. What do you want to do?” 

Barbara looked at her new friend and considered, and decided. 



“This  is  a  nice  place,”  observed  Rose,  as  they  walked  through  the spacious living room. 

“It’s old, but Cole remodeled it.” 

There was an emotion in her voice and Rose said, “Back when he was still functioning as a husband.” 

Barbara glanced at her friend, but said nothing. 

“Okay, she said, planting herself in her computer chair. “Pull up a chair and let’s see what we have.” 

Rose watched from the side as Barbara pulled up the mSpy program and opened it. 

Lines of dialogue in Tweets. Audio recordings of phone calls. 

Barbara stared. Rose nudged her. “Find out. You have to.” 

“I know.” Barbara was almost sobbing as they scanned the tweets. 



‘Last night was great.’



‘You thrill my bottom.’



‘Can’t wait to talk to you.’



But nothing damning. Just titillating. The teasing of…lovers? Well yes. 

Like the mating dance of low level humans? Yeah. 

But no proof. 

“Try the phone calls.” 

Barbara opened one, and there was the gold. 

“Baby, that was wild,” Cole’s voice was easily recognizable. “I’ve never fucked an asshole before.” 

“You  can  have  mine  anytime  you  want.”  The  girl’s  voice  was  perky, almost like a teenagers. But then Cheaters were always bright and chirpy; cheaters were often in it just for the thrill. 

“We going to meet tonight?” 

“Only if my wife goes out. I’ll text you.” 

“Where does your wife go for these meetings?” 

“Across town. I followed her once. She meets with a bunch of women and they talk about, I think, female lib and all that shit.” 

The girl giggled. “I’ve got some female lip for you.” 

“I’d rather have some female lip.” 

“I’ve got some of that, too.” 

“Baby, my wife goes to that stupid meeting tonight and I am going to fill you up, buttercup.” 

More giggles. Then the shocker: “You going to divorce her?” 

“Eventually. I’m just talking to lawyers now. I want to make sure I get as much property as I can.” 

Barbara  went  blank.  She  just  opened  her  mouth  and  stared  at  nothing. 

Looked  at  nothing.  Saw  nothing.  She  was  not  even  aware  when  Rose reached over and stopped the audio. 

Then she was aware that she was crying. 

Rose held her. Soothed her. “Go on. Let it out. Everything is going to work out.” 

Barbara  was  unaware  of  how  long  she  cried,  but  it  was  a  while.  Her blouse was soaked, and so was Rose’s. 

Finally, however, she drew back. 

Rose brushed her hair and murmured, “We’re going to have to fix those eyes.” 

Barbara nodded. 

They sat for a long minute, then Rose stood up, took here hand and led her  to  the  kitchen.  She  sat  Barbara  down  and  began  searching  for  the makings. 

“Cupboard  above  the  fridge.”  Barbara  knew  what  makings  she  was looking for. 

Rose mixed a couple of drinks, placed one in front of Barbara, sat down and sipped her own. 

Barbara’s hands were quivering as she picked up the drink. She was all cried out, but her chest hurt, and her heart felt like it was going into defib. 

She sipped, then gulped a big gulp, and felt the liquid burn down her throat. 

Oddly, the pain felt good. A little physical pain to make the emotional pain less real. 

“Just one,” cautioned Rose. “Take the edge off, not go blotto.” 

Barbara  nodded.  She  wanted  to  drink  the  whole  damn  bottle,  but  she controlled herself. 

“Okay. He cheats. You’ve got the proof.” 

“Do you think he’s really talking to a lawyer?” 

“Honestly?  No.  He’s  just  talking  the  talk  to  get  into  Miss  Stupid’s panties.” 

Barbara tried out a giggle. It was alien, and made her realize how out of control she was. 

Rose placed a hand on her palm. “What you’ve got to do now is secure the proof, stay calm, and make plans.” 

Barbara nodded. 

“So  put  his  cheating  on  disk  and  give  me  a  copy.  He  might  find everything else, but he won’t find what I have.” 

“Okay.” 

“Now, do you want to stay with him or divorce him.” 

Barbara  sniffed.  Surprised  herself  by  saying,  “I  don’t  want  to  divorce him.” 

Rose accepted her statement without judgment or comment. “Okay. So we have proof. You’ve got him by the short and curlies. We need to decide what you’e going to do. 

Barbara  focused  on  her  friend.  “I  started  the  feminization  program.  I was going to make him softer. Now I want to go further.” 

“No problem,” remarked Rose. “No problem at all.” 

Rose spent another hour talking to Barbara, calming her down, drilling her  on  responses,  how  to  act,  how  to  continue  with,  and  escalate  the program she had started. 

At first she just wanted to soften him up, make him pull his share. But now…now she was feeling intense. 

But  none  of  her  intensity  showed  when  Cole  mounted  the  steps  and gave her the perfunctory kiss on the cheek. 

“Hey, babe. How goes it?” 

She smiled and went right for his crotch. “I think you better tell me how goes it.” 

“Oh, I got out of those panties. They were just too uncomfortable. 

Barbara didn’t even hesitate. She unzipped him, reached in and pulled out his cock. She began to suck it. 

“Hey!” Cole looked around. They were right on the front porch! 

Barbara  pushed  his  hands  away,  kept  her  mouth  firmly  attached  to  his dick. It grew very, very hard. 

Cole stopped struggling. They had a hedge, he took a step back behind a column, and sighed. “Fuck, baby. You must really want it!” 

He was almost ready to squirt. He hadn’t met with Misty, yet. And he thought about not squirting. He wanted to squirt in Misty, but the decision

was  taken  out  of  his  hands.  Barbara  drew  back,  stood  up,  and  patted  his cheek. “No sex for you, bozo.” 

Cole stared after her as she entered the house. 

Then  commenced  one  of  the  most  bizarre  nights  he  had  ever experienced. 

First, Barbara didn’t go to her stupid meeting. 

Second,  she  didn’t  fix  dinner.  She  just  left  him  to  the  pots  and  pans, many  of  which  were  dirty  and  sitting  in  the  sink,  and  worked  on  her computer. 

Third,  she  kept  sidling  up  to  him,  smiling  at  him,  feeling  him,  kissing him, and dropping to her knees. 

He was getting super horny. He was used to coming about this time with Misty, but he couldn’t go see her, and she wasn’t going to come over. 

His  cock  started  to  drip,  it  was  red  and  hard.  He  could  hardly  walk. 

When he did walk he walked slightly pooched over, his dick was so hard. 

And Barbara just kept working him. 

They went to bed. Her smiling in a naughty manner, giving him glances to the cock. 

Him frustrated and erect. Very erect. 

Lying  in  the  dark  he  reached  for  her.  She  turned  on  her  side,  back  to him. 

“Honey,” he whispered. 

“Go to sleep,” she whispered back. 

So he did. Not. He lay on his back and stared at the ceiling. Then he lay on his side and stared at the wall. Then he lay on the other side and stared at her back. 

Her white flesh was uncovered at the shoulder. So beautiful. 

She wasn’t wearing a bra, and she had such large breasts. 

He wanted to kiss her. 

He moved closer to her, let his dick her ass, as if by accident. 

“Honey?” 

She came awake. 

He reached for her, put his hand on her shoulder as if to pull her over. 

“Don’t be a horny, little asshole.” She shrugged him off. 

“Baby. You’ve got me going here. I need—“

“I need some sleep. You want to take it out to the couch?” 

He sighed and moved away. Damn! Fucking bitch! And he listened as she went into a series of light snores. 



“Rise and shine!” Barbara pulled the drapes back. Sunlight assaulted the room, poked Cole in the eyes, and made the world a chipper place. 

Except for Cole. 

He was tired. His dick was so hard it hurt. Oh, yeah, he had to pee. And peeing through a hard on wasn’t always the most pleasant experience. 

He slid out of bed, almost fell down, and staggered into the bathroom. 

One hand against the wall he leaned over the toilet and aimed into the toilet. 

For  a  long  minute  he  made  stream,  and  slowly  the  ache  in  his  cock  died down. 

His  hard  on  was  still  there,  but  at  least  it  didn’t  hurt  with  the  extra pressure of a full bladder. 

“Take a shower, stinky.” 

His wife pushed him into the shower and turned on the cold water. 

“Oh! Hey!” 

His hands scrambled for the hot water handle and he tried to shrink into a corner. It was a rain shower, however, and there wasn’t much of a corner to hide in. 

“Let me know when it’s warm,” Barbara chirped. 

A half a minute passed and the hot water started. He sighed. “Okay,” he muttered. 

She  opened  the  door,  pushed  him  aside,  and  handed  him  the  soap. 

“Clean me good, bitch boy.” 

He blinked. He was barely awake, and…bitch boy? 

“What did you say?” 

“Oh, shut. And get to work.” 

Normally,  he  would  have  resisted.  Normally  he  would  have  soaped himself off, squirted too much shampoo into her hair for a joke, and gotten out. 

Now  he  was  horny.  No  matter  which  way  he  turned  his  dick  bumped into  her  soft  flesh,  and  holding  the  soap  it  was  obvious  that  he  had  no choice. He began to rub the soap into her flesh. 

“Oh, that feels good.” She smiled up at him. 

He  found  himself  engrossed  in  soaping  her.  He  soaped  her  back,  her chest—a lot of time on her chest—and bent to get between her legs. 

“Here,”  she  handed  him  shampoo.  This  was  something  he  had  never done before, but his penis was controlling him now, and he squeezed a glob of stuff into his hand and began massaging her head. 

“Oh, yeah. You make a good bitch boy.” 

Oddly, his dick seemed to pulse harder when she called him that. He felt it, and she felt it throb against her leg. 

“You like that, eh?” 

“I don’t,” he lied. 

“You’re my bitch boy. Bitch Boy is your new name. And your duties are to wait on me hand and foot.” 

Normally he would have laughed, just walked out. He was a manly man. 

But now, trapped in the shower, his dick controlling him, he couldn’t walk out. 

She took the soap from him and began to lather up his penis. 

“Oh, fuck!” he whimpered. Her hands were so soft, and she knew him so well. In no time he was about to squirt. 

Barbara  closed  her  hand  then.  Hard.  She  kept  him  from  squirting.  He could  feel  the  semen  trying  to  pulse  through  his  dick.  He  could  feel  that white hot glow on the edge, waiting to consume him and make him feel like heaven. 

She  kept  her  hand  closed  and  whispered,  “You  have  to  promise  me you’re not going to jack off.” 

He grunted and groaned, it felt good, but it was also painful. He tried to push her hand away, but she held on. 

“Promise me. No unauthorized squirting.” 

“Baby…baby…”  He  tried  to  squirt  through  her  fist,  but  he  couldn’t squirt harder than she gripped, and slowly, slowly, the feeling went away. 

“Oh, fuck,” he whined, then his shoulders slumped. 

“Promise me.” 

“Okay,” he said. Defeated. “Okay.” 

She began to stroke him again, his hips lurched forward and hope was renewed in his horny, little heart. 

“Oh, God…” 

Then,  just  when  he  was  ready,  just  when  the  semen  was  boiling  and about to rise up the shaft, she let go. 

“Hey!” 

She was outside, grabbing for a towel, looking through the open door at him with a most delighted grin on her face. “Remember. You promised. No jacking off!” 

She dried herself off and went into the bedroom. 

He grabbed a towel and followed her. 

She rub a dub dubbed her body, humming happily. And when she was

dry she tossed him a pair of panties. “Make me happy, Bitch Boy.” 

He held them up, looked at them, not happily, then put them on. 

His cock was a rock and poked out one of the leg holes. 

She  laughed.  “Yes,  I’ll  get  you  some  sissy  panties.  You’ll  have  more room.” 

“Oh.” 

“Maybe a sissy bra, too.” 

His eyes snapped up to her. 

“Hey,  they’re  cheaper  if  you  buy  them  together.  Matched  set,  you know.” 

“I’m not wearing a fucking bra,” he growled. 

She  just  ignored  his  statement,  was  unaffected  by  it.  She  just  giggled, touched his rock hard penis and said, “Oh, baby. I’m going to make you so hard…we’re going to have to do this for a couple of days. I want to get you so hard you cant’ stand it. I want you so hard, your balls so full of semen that when you squirt you put my eye out. I want you to fill up a cup.” 

He stared at here. Fuck. He had been planning to meet with Misty this afternoon. But now…now he realized that if he came home without a hard on Barbara would be suspicious. And he might have to put off Misty for a couple of days! 

Suddenly  Barbara  picked  up  a  pair  of  nylons  she  had  laid  on  the  bed. 

She rubbed them sensually across his penis. 

“Oh…oh…” It looked like he was going to cum just from that, so she backed off. 

“Touchy,  touchy,”  she  quipped.  “We’re  going  to  have  to  work  on  that hair trigger you’ve got.” 

“Just let me come. You won’t see a hair trigger.” 

“Oh, you silly boy,” she circled a hand along his jaw. “You don’t cure a premature ejaculator by letting him cum. You cure him by giving him the discipline.” 

She fused her body against his, gave him the mother of all kisses, then broke apart. “You want some of that old time discipline?” 

“You…I…” His mind was starting to come apart, to stop functioning. 

She laughed. “You do. I can tell it. Now get dressed—NO jacking off—

and I’ll fix you a big breakfast.” 

Barbara  worked  the  kitchen.  She  whisked  the  eggs  and  cooked  the bacon.  By  the  time  Cole  came  downstairs  she  had  fixed  a  meal  fit  for  a king. 

Cole  ate,  and  slowly  came  to  himself.  The  sexual  fervor  in  him  died down and he considered his wife. 

She was already made up, and wearing just the half bra and panties. Not even  a  peignoir.  And  her  panties  were  just  a  patch  and  couple  of  strings. 

She  was  shaved  down  there,  and  he  could  see  her  camel  toe.  Or  monkey knuckle. Or whatever the perverts called it these days. 

And then he considered himself. Was he a pervert? He was cheating on his wife, he never seemed to get enough, and now this…this…

“What’s got into you?” he asked. 

Barbara was prepared. “The girls I’ve been meeting with. We talk about ways to spice up a marriage. How to keep your man from wandering. You haven’t been wandering, have you?” His heart stopped. He froze. His mind looked  like  a  kaleidoscope  somebody  had  taken  a  sledgehammer  to.  She just  went  blithely  on.  “Because  some  of  those  girls,  they  have  marital problems. So it’s sort of proactive. And it’s fun. Isn’t it fun to have me tease you? To look forward to a good roll in the hay?” 

She was bustling around, putting dishes into the sink, just moving so she didn’t  have  to  look  at  him.  Having  dropped  the  ‘D  Bomb’  on  him,  in circuitous  fashion,  she  kept  to  her  discipline—rules  one,  three  and  five—

and led him away from his dangerous thoughts. 

“When you get home tonight I’m going to suck your cock so hard your ass whistles.” 

He  blinked  at  such  language.  These  female  lib  girls  must  really  have naughty mouths. 

“Then, I hate to say it, I have a meeting tonight. I’m going to learn all sorts of new things,” his mind churned, turned over what she might learn,” 

but I’ll try to get home early. I have a date with a cock, you know?” 

He was finished eating and she pushed him back and sat on his lap. His cock  pressed  up,  through  his  panties,  and  pants,  and  impressed  upon  her

womanly  slit.  She  ground  her  hips  down,  tortured  his  peeny,  and  kissed him. 

Thinking:  Other women’s lips. Other women’s pussies. 

And it made her so hot. At this moment she hated him…and she loved him. In an odd way, she loved him more. Was able to put up with his lips, with his cock, with the crude way he fondled her breasts. 

In fact, she felt heat assail her. She felt her own juices bubble and boil, and finally she stood up. Flushed. Wet. Heart pounding. 

“Tonight,” she whispered. Then she leaned back towards him. “But no jacking off. If I find a soft cock, after I’ve put so much work into it…” She left the threat hanging in the air and walked away. 

Up the stairs. To let Bitch Boy go to work. And dream of her all-l-l day long. 

And she smiled. 



The  day  passed  slow  and  lazy  for  Barbara.  She  did  some  work  on  the computer,  made  a  couple  of  disks,  then  met  Rose  for  lunch.  She  handed over the disk with a smile. And received a smile. 

In  the  afternoon  she  dressed  down  and  actually  went  on  a  couple  of house calls with the ‘Jehovah Witness’ branch of the CP. That’s what they called  themselves,  and  Barbara  was  fascinated  by  the  quick  and  subtle dialogue, how the girls read the housewives, and how smoothly it all went. 

A few said yes, a few said no, and then the afternoon was done. 



The day passed slow and frantic for Cole. 

He worked in a financial office. Truth, he could have worked at home, but  the  office  gave  him  opportunity  to  engage  in  his  favorite  sport. 

Cheating. 

He had always been a womanizer, but when he met Barbara he figured those days were past. Unfortunately, putting himself on a diet just increased his hunger, and he was lusting after women more and more. It seemed like every  couple  of  months  he  was  finding  a  new  woman,  entering  into  an exciting and intoxicating relationship. And, it was true, sex as a cheater was better than sex with a wife. 

It was just more exciting, and he came harder, so hard he often thought his heart would stop and he would die right on the spot. 

But  he  didn’t  die.  And  the  first  few  women,  when  he  was  done  with them, he made resolution that he would never cheat again. 

But he did. 

And what was most surprising was that Barbara hadn’t found out. Truth, he was on a string of luck. None of his women called her up and betrayed him. 

He didn’t understand that they were as glad to get rid of him as he was glad to be rid of them. 

And, thank the Gods, he had never caught a case of the clap, or, worse, AIDs. 

So  he  whiled  away  his  life  cheating,  but  now  he  was  caught  in  a different manner. 

He was so damned horny he couldn’t stand it. His dick was throbbing. 

And even drooling! 

He had already seen one spot on his trousers, and had quickly gone to the  bathroom.  The  spot  would  dry,  and  he  wadded  up  toilet  paper  and stuffed it into his panties. 

His panties. They were red, and soft, and silky, and he really didn’t fit in them. If he managed to balance his cock in balls inside them the first time he  made  a  quick  motion  they  would  slip  out  and  dangle,  and  a  quick erection would bulge in his pants. 

So he spent a lot of time behind his desk. 

He chatted on the phone. He called Misty. He made excuses. 

And the day, a series of shuddering erections and frustrations, passed. 



True to her word, Barbara came home and played with him. Mercilessly. 

She stroked him, jacked him, slapped his balls, and, ultimately sucked him. 

He loved it. He felt like he was going to cum several times, but she kept backing off and giggling. 

“You have to let me shoot,” he begged. 

She marveled. From demanding to begging in a couple of days. What a powerful weapon a horny cock was. 

“Honey, I would, but I have to go to my meeting. You wouldn’t want me to meet my girlfriends with my legs all bowed out and your sperm dripping on the floor?” 

Her description was so ludicrous he laughed. Even as his chest throbbed with desire. 

She sucked him some more, looking up at him, watching him, gauging him. Then she stopped. 

“Aw, honey.” 

“I have to go…but you’d better be rock solid when I get back. I want that dick so hard we could crack walnuts with it!” 

“What good does that do me?” 

“It does me good. And you want to make me happy, don’t you?” 

“Yes,”  he  answered  quickly.  Thoughts  of  Misty  were  already evaporating, being replaced by thoughts of his wife and what she could do to him. 

And, he didn’t realize it, but the excitement of not coming was actually more exciting than cheating. 

“Excellent.” She kissed him, then she stopped and frowned. 

“What?” 

“Stay there.” 

He  stood,  as  told,  and  she  went  to  her  purse.  She  took  out  a  tube  of lipstick, turned the base, and began painting her lips a rich, lush red. 

He watched. Fascinated. 

She  double  and  triple  painted.  And  watched  him  watch  her.  The  girls had told her how powerful red lipstick was, and she sort of knew it on her own,  but  it  was  a  tool  she  neglected.  Neglect  no  longer,  my  lips,   she thought. 

She  moved  into  his  arms,  brought  his  head  down  with  her  hands,  and smushed her redness all over him. 

He could taste the redness. Her lips had never felt so…so…awesome! 

Then she backed up. “Don’t wash yourself,” she said. 

His heart was tripping, slamming in his chest, faster than a rabbit fucks. 

She patted his cheek and headed out the door. 

Cole stood there, flustered, frantic in a way. He went into the hallway and stared at his mouth in the mirror. He was wearing lipstick. Smeared and not in the lines, but…he was wearing lipstick. And panties. And his heart was pounding like a drum in the jungle. 

God, he was horny. 



Barbara  drove  across  town,  a  big  smile  on  her  face.  She  couldn’t  stop smiling.  The  look  on  his  face.  He  was  actually  shaking  a  bit.  She  was actually sort of shocked that sex could work this well and this fast. 

The question was…would he cheat? Would he call this ‘Misty’ bimbo and get some relief…or would he keep himself horny. Either way she won. 

If he didn’t call Misty, he would be wide open when she came home that night.  And  if  did…she  had  proof.  Actual  video  proof.  She  had  set  up cameras in the bedroom and the living room. 

She smiled. 



And came home late that night. Went out with the girls and laughed and had fun, and listened to saucy stories, and traded ideas with women intent on  taking  their  freedom  back,  at  stopping  being  the  victim  of  men  who knew no better. 

And, she was drunk. 

Not slobbery drunk, definitely tipsy. 

How many times had Cole come home in this state? And she had poured him  coffee,  and  poured  him  into  bed,  and  even  let  him  pour  himself  into her. 

What a lousy bit of lovemaking those times were. 

She knocked over a chair, shushed it, and and giggled and crawled up the stairs. 

Down the hallway, and the light in her bedroom went on. 

She froze, and here is where it got good. 

The girls had told her she had to be an actress to pull this off. And they had told her a little booze might make it easy. That she would suddenly feel the part, and be better able to shed tears. 

“Barbara?” Cole called from the bedroom. 

She walked down the hall and into the room. 

Cole was up, tying shoes, preparing to beat up the burglar, or whatever. 

Barbara ran for his arms, crying easily, and clung to him. 

“Barbara? Baby? What is it?” His lips were still bright red. 

“It’s…it’s…” she held onto him, rejoicing drunkenly in her acting, and becoming even better as she played the role. 

“Honey? Are you okay.” 

She  let  go  of  him,  said,  “Please.  Sit  down.  I’ve  got  something  to  tell you.” 

She  led  him  to  the  bed  and  sat  him  down.  She  stood  in  front  of  him, sniffing, tears streaming from her eyes. His mouth was so red it made her horny, but she kept on with the act. 

“Honey?  Is  everything  all  right?”  He  was  truly  worried.  He  had  seen Barbara  cry,  but  usually  it  was  something  stupid,  like  a  girlfriend  getting married or something. But never like this. 

She  grabbed  his  cock.  Surprisingly,  when  she  had  appeared  so distraught, it had actually gotten softer. When she grabbed it it immediately surged into a first class, not to be denied boner. 

Barbara hid her glee. He hadn’t jacked off, or gone to that Misty person. 

He was primed and pumped and ready for…for…

She held his dick and looked him in the eye and said, “I touched another man.” 

He blinked. Yet his dick, being massaged, didn’t go down. 

“I didn’t mean to…it’s just that one of the girls had a birthday and they invited a stripper. He was dancing around, and he got in front of me, and the girls were all touching him…touching his dick!” 

“It’s okay,” Cole tried to take control of the conversation, but Barbara wasn’t about to let that happen. 

“Some of the girls dared me, and…and I touched his penis!” 

His cock was throbbing. Bigger than ever. She kept pulling on it. 

He  couldn’t  help  himself.  Boner  and  all,  he  murmured,  “What happened?” 

She let him have it. All the waterworks, all the emotional upset. 

“He…he…squirted on me!” 

Cole’s mouth opened. 

“I swear! I just touched him, and the other girls…and he came on my hand,  and  my  forearm.  And  everybody  started  laughing…and…and…I CHEATED!” 

Cole  was  totally  befuddled,  gobsmacked,  turned  inside  out,  but  he folded her into his arms. 

She let go of his cock and hugged him back. Truth, she was afraid he was going to cum on her. Her story had really jacked him up. 

“Honey…honey. It’s okay.” 

She blubbered into his chest, “But I touched another man. I…I cheated on you.” 

He held her, kissed her hair, and actually chuckled. 

She pushed back and stared at him. “You don’t care that I cheated?” 

“Honey,”  he  looked  so  funny,  but  in  a  sexy  way,  with  his  lipsticked mouth, “You didn’t cheat. You were drunk, at a party, and…and something

happened. It’s not like he was inside you. Not like you fucked him. 

Barbara stared at him. “You’re not mad?” 

“No…no. It’s sort of funny.” 

“But…another man came on me.” 

“Not your fault.” 

He  collapsed  into  him.  Grabbed  his  cock  and  began  stroking  it  again. 

She stroked slowly, however. His boner was really primed. She could feel his pre-cum leaking over her hand. 

“Oh,  God,”  she  whispered  into  his  flesh.  “I  was  sure  you’d  be  upset. 

That you’d…you’d divorce me!” 

Cole laughed. “No, no. Honey. I wouldn’t divorce you over something like that.” 

They were like that for a moment. Him sitting and her coiled into him, stroking  his  dick.  Then  she  pushed  back  as  if  she  had  suddenly  had  a thought. 

“Honey? Would you divorce me if I…if I did do something?” 

He  leaned  forward,  kissed  her  lightly  with  those  red,  red  lips.  “Like fucked somebody?” 

“Yes.” 

Oh, yes. Moment of truth. He had spoken to reassure her, but now she had to make sure he considered cheating and himself. 

“No,” he said. Smiling. Sure that she would never cheat. Loving her as much as a man could love a damsel in distress. 

She stood up. She let go of him. He gave a small groan, but he was still embedded in her little drama. “So if a man actually fucked me you wouldn’t care?” 

“I didn’t say that…” 

“No, but…” 

He stood up, put his arms around her. She let her hands touch his cock, and she began fondling his testicles. 

He sighed. A sexual sigh. He wanted more. 

“Honey—“

She interrupted him, stood back, but kept her grip on him. “Not that I would, but…sometimes I have thoughts.” 

“Thoughts?” He looked confused, but he couldn’t muster an outrage or even  a  drop  of  anger.  Her  ministrations  down  below  had  him  firmly  in place. 

“Yes. I don’t mean to, but sometimes I look at a man, and I think about how big his cock might be. And I wonder what it would be like to…to fuck him.” 

He blinked. But the talk was just making him more horny. 

She  slowed  down  her  strokes.  He  was  on  a  hair  trigger  now,  and  she wanted him to stay that way. 

“Do  you  ever  look  at  other  women  and…and  think  those  kinds  of thoughts?” 

He paused, she waited, he sorted out a good answer. One appropriate to the moment, and yet not revealing of his faults and peccadilloes. 

“Honey, every person has thoughts like that. They’re perfectly normal.” 

“Really?” She looked up at him. 

“Really.” 

She buried her face in his chest once again. She held him. His cock was like rocket ship ready to blast off. She kept him teetering on the edge. 

“I was so worried. I’m such a ninny.” 

“No, honey. Anything but a ninny.” 

“But I still feel guilty. I mean…I touched him. Are you sure that’s not cheating?” 

“Believe me, I know what cheating is, and that’s not cheating.” 

 Spoken like a true cheater,  she thought. “Honey, can we…can you just hold me tonight? I feel so weird, and…and maybe tomorrow we can…you know?” 

He fell for it like a ton of bricks. “Of course.” 

“I mean, I’ll play with you. I like playing with you. But…I just feel so funny…I don’t really want to…to….you know?” 

“I know.” 

He smiled, kissed her. 

“Those red lips are so incredibly sexy.” 

“Oh, my God!” he blurted, suddenly remembering the make up she had planted on him. He touched his mouth. “I’ve got to wash it off.” 

She held his wrist, stopped him from wiping his face. “Only if you let me put lipstick on you again. Some day. Will you?” 

He  was  blinking,  confused,  but  he  said…or  maybe  it  would  be  more correct to say that his cock said, “Yeah. Sure…” And he was thinking about how kinky it was, how he had walked around all night, staring at mirrors, examining his red mouth. 

She  hugged  him  again,  then  she  let  him  go.  When  he  came  back, however, with his face clean, she held on to him, hugged his body, and let her hand hold his iron cock. 

They went to sleep. At least, she did. 

And while she slept the sleep of the innocent he slept the sleep of the damned. 

Priapic. Heart pounding. Thoughts surging crazily. 

She  had  touched  another  man’s  cock.  And  he  had  cum  on  her.  The thought, he had to admit, was somehow exciting. 
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PART THREE

Cole  went  to  work  wearing  panties.  And  nylons.  How  the  fuck  had Barbara gotten him to wear nylons? 

Hunh. simple. She just went to work on his penis until he couldn’t think anymore. 

“You want more of this, honey?” 

Gulping, sweating, shaking, he tried to say no. He tried to stand on his manly feet, but…in the end…he couldn’t. 

In the end, a quivering mass of silly putty, his body imprinted with her boobs, her snatch, her voracious lips, he had said yes. 

So he watched, feeling very out of body, as she slipped a garter up to his waist. 

“I  don’t  know,”  he  had  muttered,  finding  it  hard  to  talk.  He  was breathing  high  in  his  chest,  actually  gasping.  “People  will  be  able  to  see the…the straps. 

Barbara  chuckled.  “Wear  a  long  coat.  Stay  seated.”  She  rolled  the nylons up one leg, then the other. It was amazingly sexual, his legs felt like they were being electrified in the most pleasurable manner. His dick bobbed so hard it actually flicked a bit of his pre-cum. 

 God, am I horny! 

She  snapped  the  snaps,  her  slender  fingers  showing  an  agility,  her  red nails looking like claws on his thighs. 

She rose up and kissed him. Then pushed him in front of the mirror. 

“I don’t have any underwear!” he protested. 

“Panties, dear. They’re called panties. And you should have put them on before you put on the garter. 

He stared at her. “Well, we have to take them off.” 

“And put them on? Oh, my kinky, little Bitch Boy. You like dressing in women’s underwear.” She laughed and ran her hand along his jawline. 

 God,  am  I  horny!   she  duplicated  his  thought.  She  could  feel  slickness damping her panties. 

“No! I just…I need underwear. Panties.” 

“Then tomorrow you shall have them. I have some sissy panties coming in. You won’t be falling out of mine anymore.” 

“Sissy  panties,”  he  repeated  dully.  Simply  the  sound  of  them  was emasculating. He wasn’t a sissy! 

Even though he was wearing nylons, and…and panties. 

He wasn’t

“Besides,  I  don’t  have  any.  I  didn’t  have  time  to  do  the  wash.  We’ve used up all my underwear.” 

She kissed him gently. Keeping her hands on his chest and not allowing him to push forward and engulf her with his horniness. 

“But I’m…I can’t go around with my cock like this. Trousers are thin, my cock will be poking out for all the see.” 

“Ooh, kinky. My Bitch. Boy is going to put on a show.” She laughed. 

“Come  on.  Going  commando  is  fun.  You’ve  asked  me  to  do  it  often enough.” 

He was silent. He had a funny look on his face. 

“What?” 

“I  was  just  thinking  of  that  time  we  went  to  the  pier  and  you  weren’t wearing anything.” 

“Not nothing,” she nodded. “I was wearing that pretty. yellow skirt.” 

“We were at the rail, nobody was around.” 

“It was dusk,” she smiled. 

“I lifted your skirt and did you right then.” 

They were both silent for a moment. 

“Why don’t we do that again?” He asked wistfully. 

“Been there, done that. Now we’re doing this.” 

She watched him carefully. The memories, once so pleasant, were now bitter  sweet.  She  wondered  if  Misty  had  bent  over  for  him?  Maybe  a quickie at the office. Before he came home and claimed he was too tired. 

And  the  spell  was  broken.  The  good  memory,  the  fun  of  dressing  him up. 

“Well,”  she  said,  snapping  his  garter  strap,  “come  on  down  for breakfast. Then she had a gleeful thought. “Maybe I can bend you over.” 

He blinked. And came. 

She felt him spattering on her thigh. She looked down in shocked. 

His cock pulsed out dribbles, but that first shot had been mammoth. 

“Holy fuck!” she whispered. She looked up at him. 

He  was  bright  red,  looked  like  he  wanted  to  fall  on  the  floor,  wrap himself in a rug, and carry the body out to dispose of it in a dump. 

“I…I…” 

Barbara was stunned. The girls at CP had not told her this might happen. 

And  maybe  it  didn’t.  Not  for…for  other  people.  But  she  had  obviously gotten him so horny that he…he…

“I was talking about bending you over.” 

Cole turned away, headed for the bathroom. He was obviously shamed and humiliated and trying to get away. 

She grabbed him by the garter and stopped him. 

“Please,” he said. 

She turned him around, and studied his face. 

Yep. So small he wanted to crawl out of a keyhole, do anything to get away from her, from his embarrassment. 

She wasn’t about to let him go. She knew, intuitively, that this was too juicy to let go. 

She had both hands on his garter and was holding him to face her. 

He tried to look away. 

“Look at me,” she commanded. 

He didn’t want to. 

“Now.” 

And, finally, her hands pulling on his garter, he managed to face her. 

“It’s okay if you want it up the butt.” 

He was actually trying to loosen her hands. To push her away. She held him in a grip of iron

“Stop it,” she snapped. 

Finally, he stopped struggling. Tears began to leak from his eyes. 

Oddly, it was not just embarrassing, it was poignant. It was a moment in which  he  showed  weakness,  and  it  broke  him  down.  It  made  him  more vulnerable. 

“I’m going to let you go in a moment,” she said. “But you need to know something first.” 

He tried to mumble, to ask her what, but he was incapable of talking. 

“Anal  sex  is  okay.  Just  because  I  don’t  like  it…I’ve  got  a  hole,  don’t need to use the other one. But you need a hole. It’s okay if you like it up the butt.” 

Tears were coming more freely now, and he suddenly gave a gasp. He had been holding his breath, so shamed he had been unable to breath. 

“Please.” 

“I’m going to let you go, but I’m going to be busy tonight.” 

He  looked  at  her.  In  his  fragile  state  of  mind  he  was  easily  surprised. 

This change of subject, in the middle of his humiliation, surprised him. 

“I  won’t  be  able  to  get  to  the  laundry,  and  you’ve  used  up  all  my panties. So I want you to wash my panties.” 

“Wash you…wash…” 

“It’s  a  small  enough  thing  to  do  for  me.  For  the  pleasure  you’ve  just received. I mean, I got you so horny you came in your…your…” normally she would have said pants, or panties, but the truth this time was, “garter.” 

He gulped, but was able to look at here. 

“So wipe the cum off your nylons, and don’t forget to wash my panties, and I’ll see you downstairs.” 



Downstairs  she  fixed  breakfast.  She  did  a  good  job,  made  a  feast, because the ladies of the CP had told her you had to go back and forth, from pain to pleasure, from humiliation to happy. You had to keep the bozo off balance, teetering, unable to figure out what was happening next. 

Cole took his time coming down, and that was okay. She knew he had to come to grips with…with…what? 

And while Barbara slathered butter on toast she thought about what had just happened. 

Cole had squirted. Out of the blue. Had gotten so horny his pecker had just shot off by itself. 

Except, that it hadn’t. It was Cole’s frame of mind that had set that little bugger to shooting. 

And she realized, in a non sequitur sort of way, that her man wasn’t all that manly. 

Yes,  he  acted  manly,  but  it  was  an  act.  He  cheated  because  he  was unsure of his manliness, and needed to prove it again and again. 

So if he wasn’t manly…what was he? 

And Barbara knew that the little game she had been playing with Cole was unlocking something. Inner…desires? Fantasies? Compulsions? 

Whatever, he was her meat, and she felt a sudden flush of power. 

Finally,  interrupting  her  moments  of  enlightenment,  he  entered  the kitchen. 

Dressed.  Red-faced.  But  she  could  see  the  strap  under  his  trousers;  he was still wearing the garters and nylons. 

She grinned, a lop-sided affair, and grabbed his crotch. 

He tried to brush her hand off. 

“Oh, no you don’t.” She managed to get a good hunk of man meat in her fist. She gave a light squeeze and he moaned. 

She could tell that, though he was embarrassed, he was also still turned on.  His  body  had  squirted,  he  had  achieved  release,  but  his  mind  hadn’t orgasmed. He would need a day or two to recharge physically, but his mind was still horny. 

But humiliated. 

“Please, I need to eat.” He tried to get away from her. 

She held on. “How many times have you grabbed my tits?” 

“Please.” 

“And when I complained you said that my tits were your tits. That you were my husband and you owned them. Do you own my tits now?” 

He was gulping, trying to look away from her. 

“Well, Bitch Boy, this dick is now mine.” She shook his package and he groaned. “Now I want you to look me in the eye and tell me that your dick belongs to me.” 

He struggled, more emotionally than physically, but he struggled. 

She  squeezed,  hard  enough  to  make  him  wince.  “Tell  me.  Who  owns your dick?” 

She squeezed even harder. His legs shivered a bit. “Who’s dick is this?” 

“Yours.” 

“Look at me and tell me!” 

He looked at her, and his voice rose up in anger. “Yours! Okay?” 

She smiled, and kissed him. 

She  realized,  as  he  sat  down,  that  she  had  done  something  wrong.  He was not horny, on the surface, and she had used his dick like he was horny. 

What she had done should have failed, but it hadn’t. 

He had cum, but she was establishing ownership. 

Then  they  had  breakfast.  And  she  put  her  hand  on  top  of  his  to emphasize her control. 

He  mumbled,  but  she  kept  insisting  that  he  had  done  nothing  wrong, that his cumming the way he had just proved how sexy she was. By the end of breakfast she actually had him giving weak, little chuckles. 

Then  she  had  walked  him  to  the  door,  scorched  his  lips  with  a  kiss, squeezed his…her…manhood, and sent him off to work. 

Cole drove slowly, thoughtfully. Now that he was away from Barbara he had time to think. Sort of. The nylons tended to distract him. 

He had cum just from being made horny. It had been years since he had done that. 

Years  since  he  had  worn  his  mother’s  underwear,  and  he  had  thought those days, those feelings, were over. 

What manly man isn’t ashamed of dressing up like a faggot? 

With Barbara his persona had been secured. He was a man. 

But now…now she was making him wear women’s underwear…and he

was feeling those feelings again. 

He had, to be honest with himself, spent a lifetime trying to make up for those  feelings  of  pleasure,  that  heart  stopping  sensation  of  squirting  from putting on women’s clothes. 

And  that  was  it.  Something  about  putting  on  women’s  clothes…but, dammit! He wasn’t a crossdresser! He wasn’t a sissy! 

But he had cum without any touch. Just from having nylons and garters on. 

What was wrong with him? 

But there was no answer, and he pulled into the parking lot of his work and slid his car into a slot. 

And  walked  across  the  parking  lot,  feeling  his  legs  slither  inside  his trousers, the nylons squeezing every square inch of his legs. And before he reached the back door he was already starting to get hard again. 

 Oh, no!  he thought.  I can’t do this! 

Then  he  was  inside,  and  people  were  ‘good  morning’  him,  and  he headed for his desk. Quickly. Before his burgeoning boner betrayed him. 

For  a  change,  it  was  easy  to  work.  Having  cum  he  was  relieved,  and back in the groove. He made his calls, worked his spreadsheets, checked the services that provided financial data. And his phone rang. 

“Cole  here,”  he  spoke  into  the  phone  almost  absently,  thinking  about numbers and how to crunch them. 

“Baby, where have you been?” 

Cole blinked. Misty. He had been so worked up the last couple of days he hadn’t even thought of her. Then he smiled. The residual, old Cole the Horn Dog was resurrected. 

“Oh,  baby.  I’ve  been  working,  and  it  was  hard  because  all  I  could  do was think of you.” 

“I’ve got a body part that’s been thinking of you.” 

Cole grinned. He may have just squirted, sort of, this morning, but his dick, courtesy of the underwear, was squirming. He could do this. He had cum twice, even three times, in a day before. So…why not? 

“Tell me, does that body part rhyme with ‘runt?’” 

“It rhymes with ‘match.’” 

“And ‘mole?’ Does it rhyme with ‘mole?’” 

They laughed, her laugh a higher pitched sort of giggle. His a lusty bass, rumbling with hunger for her charms. 

“Okay, listen baby. I’m not guaranteeing anything, but I think my wife is going out tonight. But she’s been a little weird this last week. Must be her time of month or something. But if I can, and you know I want to, I’ll call you.” 

“Oh, Cole. Baby. Please call. I’m wet and dripping for you.” 

“Hell, I’m hard and dripping.” 

They laughed again. 

“What are you wearing?” Cole asked. 

“Nothing. And I’ve got a finger up my pussy.” 

Cole’s breath caught. Crap! His boner was at full mast now. 

“Tell me how good it feels, baby.” 

So she did, and two hours later Barbara heard her say, “It feels good, but not as good as your big, fat, plump, hard, dripping cock.” 



Barbara turned to Rose. “That son of a bitch.” 

“Did  you  think  him  getting  off  would  change  him?”  Rose  smiled ruefully. 

“I guess I hoped.” 

“Hope is one thing, reality is another.” 

“I guess.” 

“I know.” 

Barbara sighed. “So what do I do now?” 

“Let him fuck her.” 

Barbara stared. 

“Look,  you’ve  got  his  own  words  betraying  you,  his  intention  is  to betray  you.  You  have  cameras  set  up  and  you  need  more  proof.  Real, physical proof.” 

“Yeah, but to just…let go.” 

“It hurts.” 

“You  have…”  Barbara  stopped.  She  was  about  to  say  ‘you  have  no idea,’ but she knew that Rose did have an idea. A real idea. She had told Barbara about her husband’s cheating. “Okay.” 

Rose nodded. “You’re going to feel weird tonight. You may even want to get up and walk out of the meeting, to come home and vent your jealous rage, but I’ll be with you. I’ll grab you if I have to. 

Barbara nodded. She felt tearful emotion inside. This was hard. 

“And, listen, one other thing.” 

“What?” 

“After Cole has had his kicks he’s going to revert to his old personality. 

He’s not going to be as amenable to your ‘requests.’” 

 Of course,  Barbara thought.  He’s not going to be horny. 

But it will only last for a while, until you work him up again, and now…

should push come to shove, you’ll have proof. And proof, my dear, is your big gun.” 

“Okay. 

The two women stared at each other, and Barbara picked up on Rose’s determination and made it her own. 



Cole worked late. Truth, he didn’t want to see Barbara. His lust of the past  few  days  was  over,  and  his  old  lust,  for  fresh,  young  snatch,  was rearing its lovely head. 

He  arrived  home  and  found  that  she  had  already  gone  to  her  meeting. 

He smiled as he entered the house and found a note on the kitchen table. 



Honey, 

big meeting tonight, 

I’ll definitely be home late, 

don’t wait up. 

(But do do my panties)

I love you

Barbara



Cole  crumpled  up  the  note  and  made  three  points  to  the  sink.  Do  her panties. Damn woman. Who did she think he was? 

He wasn’t some kind of pussy whipped, sissy panty waist. 

He ran upstairs to take off his garters and nylons. 

In the bedroom, he paused. 

Crap,  the  nylons  had  rubbed  him  the  right  way  all  day.  Every  step  he took reminded him of sex. He felt like a big dick that was getting rubbed raw. 

He shrugged, and thought of Misty. He smiled, and shed his underwear. 

He made a three pointer to the top of the hamper, and didn’t worry when they fell on the floor. He wasn’t about to pick up her clothes. Let Barbara pick up her own damn clothes. 

He was a man, dammit, and he was about to do to a woman what a man does to a woman. He wasn’t going to wash that bitch’s panties! 

He  showered  quickly,  trying  to  get  rid  of  the  smell  of  women’s underwear, and rubbing his rising boner. Oh, Misty, baby doll, what I have planned for you! 



True to her word, Rose stuck to Barbara like goatsherd’s thistles to the tail of a dog. A furry dog. Barbara sat quietly through the Cheater’s group meeting, aware of how Rose was keeping an eye on her. 

Afterwards  the  two  girls  wandered  from  chat  group  to  chat  group. 

Sometimes  Rose  would  make  comment,  but  Barbara  was  silent.  It  was obvious what she was thinking. 

Cole  was  ramming  his  penis  into  another  woman,  and,  by  virtue  of silence, Barbara might just as well have given permission. 

He was sucking on her tits, the way he sucked on hers. 

He had cum without touching himself, and he was likely trying to forget even that pleasurable experience. 

He was trying to be ‘the man’ again. 

And she was going to have to start from scratch. 

Oh, Rose had said it would be easier, the ice had been broken, but there it was. From scratch. 

And so the night went. 



Misty parked fifty yards down the street. Just in case she had to run out the back door. 

She walked up the driveway, and wondered what she was doing. 

Cole loved her. She was sure of that, and the sex was incredible. But…

was he really going to dump his stupid cow of a wife? 

She hoped so. She loved this spacious yard, and the house was to dream of. Ancient, in a way, but fixed up with all the modern amenities. 

She could really see herself living here. 

If she could but get Cole to make the break. 

She  didn’t  even  have  to  tap  on  the  door,  he  swing  the  door  open  and pulled her in. 

“Oh, baby,” he devoured her lips with his. “Oh, honey,” he near ripped her buttons in getting to her tits, and she giggled as she held to his head to her breasts, his mouth to her nipples. 

“God, I need this.” 

Misty let herself be pulled through the house. Up the stairs. And she was patient as he almost clawed her clothes off. 

She had never seen him this desperate. 

“Slow down, lover,” she laughed. “We have time.” 

So  he  slowed  down.  On  the  outside.  On  the  inside  he  was  frantic.  He had to fuck a woman, like a man fucked a woman. He didn’t want to think about clothes, or how Barbara had smeared his mouth with lipstick. He had been so horny, but…it was wrong! What had he been thinking of? He really needed a woman. He needed to fuck her like a man. He needed to get the taste of panties out of his mouth. 

Misty  was  a  beautiful  woman.  Pert  with  high  breasts  and  round  hips. 

Blonde hair done in a flip. Many men had wanted her, but she had decided Cole would be the one. 

She was tired of boys, she wanted a man. 

But, tonight, he was almost too much man. 

He ate her until she was sore, as if that proved his studliness.  He pulled on her breasts until they were sore. 

“Ow,  easy,  lover,”  she  said  at  one  point,  but  he  merely  mumbled  an apology and went right on abusing her. 

Finally, he was inside her. But instead of holding still and enjoying the moment,  instead  of  slowly  and  lovingly  plumbing  her  depths,  he  was savagely fucking her. 

Frantic. Like a cross between a pit bull and a rabbit. 

“Hey!” She finally pushed him away. “You’re too rough.” 

He sat next to her, held her hand, kissed her, ran his hands through her hair. “I’m sorry. It’s just that…you’re so sexy. You’re making me do this.” 

Eventually Misty laid back down, and Cole entered her again. This time he managed to move slower, but it was still like he wasn’t there, like he was just ramming his dick in a hole without any regard for her person. 

He was just a fuck toad, and she was the latest rock he had jumped on and rubbed his dick against. 

She laid there and felt used, and ignored. He had his dick in her and he was ignoring her. What the fuck? 

Then, in spite of his horniness, and his humping, he began to grow soft. 

He tried harder, picked up speed and started slamming desperately, but Misty had had enough. 

“Get off,” she snapped, pushing him away. 

Cole rolled off her, he sat on the edge of the bed and looked at his traitor cock. It was half size, just a little chub, and he couldn’t get that hot, horny, hard feeling in it. 

“Heysoos,  Cole,”  Misty  said,  sliding  into  her  dress.  “What’s  with  you tonight.” 

“I don’t know,” he answered miserably. But he did know. His wife had done something to him. She had voodooed him with her panties. Even when he had been trying to blot the memory of her out of his mind, while he was balls  deep  in  Misty,  he  had  thought  of  the  panties.  The  garter.  And…and whatever else Barbara was doing to him. Was going to do to him. 

“Well, crap. I thought I was going to get a little loving, and I got very little loving.” 

“I’m sorry,” he looked up at her miserably. 

“Sorry doesn’t cut it. First you fuck the shit out of me, like a goddamn caveman, then you can’t even…finish. What’s up with that?” 

She straightened her dress, stepped into her heels. 

“I don’t know. I just…it can happen.” 

“Not to me. No man has EVER gone limp on me. You know? I mean, 

I’m some sort of package. In case you haven’t noticed.” 

But he had noticed. Much. And he was much more upset at not being

able to finish than she was. 

“Well,”  she  bent  towards  the  mirror  and  applied  lipstick.  In  a  moment she  was  as  ravishing  as  she  had  been  when  she  had  arrived,  and  just  as hungry, and pissed off because that hunger had not been sated. “When you think you can get it up…and keep it up…call me.” 

She strode out of the room. Her high heels clicking. 



Barbara  got  home  past  mid  night,  and  she  was  in  a  mix  of  emotions. 

Anger, fear, sad, rage…one moment one emotion, the next moment another. 

Rose had worked with her long after the meeting. Drilling her on how to act. Helping her put her cool on. Rules one, three and five had to be super in place tonight. 

“He’s  in  a  backslide.  Don’t  worry.  He  might  even  treat  you  harshly. 

Don’t worry. You’ve got proof now. So you just ride it out. We can look at the videos tomorrow and decide what to do. 

“But  for  right  now,  just  be  happy  and  pleasant.  Take  no  notice  of  any snideness. Just go to sleep and have sweet dreams. The world is yours.” 

All good advice, but useless for what she encountered. 

She  tip  toed  through  the  bedroom,  then  realized  he  was  awake.  She could feel his awareness. More than that, he was crying. 

“Honey?” Rage and anger were replaced by sadness and compassion. 

He was laying in bed, his shoulders shaking. Trying to hold in the sobs even as they leaked out. 

She  didn’t  even  get  undressed.  She  sat  on  the  side  of  the  bed  and touched his shoulder. 

He rolled over and hugged her. He cried into her. He was shaking and quaking  and  kept  his  face  firmly  pressed  into  her  stomach  just  below  her boobs. 

“Shhh.  It’s  okay,”  she  tried.  She  was  entirely  gobsmacked  by  the violence of his tears. 

“I’m sorry…I’m sorry!” he blubbered. 

“For what?” She held his head and smoothed his hair. 

But he wouldn’t say. 

For fifteen minutes he cried, then the tears dried up and he just lay there, ensconced in her arms. 

She could feel him thinking. 

Her own thoughts were live wire. 

What the fuck had happened? 

And  Barbara  wanted  to  look  at  the  videos  of  this  night  in  the  worst possible way. 

Finally, he just rolled over and went to sleep. 

Funny. For a minute there Barbara had thought he was going to confess. 

But, she realized, confession wasn’t in his soul. Yet. 

He  was  going  to  take  some  more  work.  Maybe  a  lot  of  work.  But something  had  happened  tonight,  and  she  needed  to  see  what  it  was,  and talk to Rose about it, and come up with a plan. Right then she was entirely nonplussed concerning what to do, how to handle him. 

Confused,  but  sort  of  happy,  she  took  her  clothes  and  went  to  the bathroom. 

The hamper was full. Her under wear unwashed. 

She  frowned.  She  had  a  game  plan  on  what  to  do  if  he  didn’t  do  the laundry, but all game plans were now out the window. 

She had to find out what had happened to Cole. 
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PART FOUR

The next day Rose came over and she and Barbara watched the videos. 

They sat, leaning forward, and were fascinated. 

Misty, who was surprisingly attractive entered the room. 

“Why does she go after husbands?” murmured Barbara. 

“Any  of  several  reasons,”  answered  Rose,  stopping  the  video  for  a moment.  “First,  she  might  want  a  daddy  figure.  Second,  she  might  want somebody  who  is  already  established  as  a  head  of  household.  So  much better than sorting through the riff raff and finding somebody willing to take on the responsibility of owning a house, of committing to a marriage. Third, she  might  actually  love  him.  Fourth,  she  might  get  off  on  stealing boyfriends, or husbands, as she grows older…and so on and so on. 

“Yeah, but…” Barbara shook her head and motioned towards the screen. 

She was disgusted, but stopped talking and turned the video back on. 

They  watched  as  Cole  went  manic.  First  he  ate  her,  roughly,  and  the look  on  her  face  showed  she  wasn’t  enjoying  it.  Then  he  fucked  her,  and again,  she  didn’t  enjoy  it.  He  was  like  a  cartoon  figure  ramming  and slamming. Then, the finale, he went limp. 

The girls were enthralled, mesmerized by his mania, couldn’t take their eyes off the monitor. Certainly didn’t want to stop the action. Finally, when it was all over, they sat back in shock. 

“Holy fuck!” 

“I’ve never seen such a car crash in my life.” 

“Let’s go get coffee. In fact, let’s get out of here.” 

Stunned, they headed for Charlie Coyote’s and a Coke High instead of a coffee. It was a full fifteen minutes of not talking before they were seated on the patio and sipping their drinks. 

“What the fuck just happened?” asked Barbara. 

“Your  boy  just  had  a  major  breakdown.  Tell  me,  is  he  normally  like that?” 

“Good  Lord,  no!  He  is  kind  and  considerate.  If  he  wasn’t  cheating…

if…” 

Rose put a hand on her wrist, “I know.” 

They sipped, and finally Rose offered her thoughts. 

“Okay,  he  was  a  crazy  person  in  there.  Something  tilted  him  over  the edge  and  fucking  became  more  than  sex.  It  was  a  manifestation  of  his…

upset.” 

“But what’s he upset about?” 

“I would say, just a lay person’s opinion, that the thing that upsets him the most is wearing women’s clothes.” 

Barbara stared at her friend. 

“Unless you can find something else that has been happening to him…

it’s got to be the cross dressing you’ve been encouraging.” 

“I’d hate to think that I pushed him over the edge.” 

“Don’t ever think that,” Rose cautioned. “Look, he’s always had these feelings,  they’ve  just  never  come  out.  Most  men,  even  when  being

‘converted,’ shall we say, would still fuck normally. And they might get a little case of ED, erectile dysfunction, but not like this, and not so drastic. 

“So it’s not your fault for pulling the trigger because he’s the gun. It’s his trigger. In a way,” she mused, “You’re doing him a favor.” 

“How so?” 

“He could have lived his life with these deep seated…’problems.’ Now he has a chance to face them. To get to the bottom of who he is and why he does what he does.” 

“Yeah, but…” Barbara shook her head. “What do I do?” 

“I think it may be time to pull out the guns, do some confronting. Blow the situation out of the water.” 

She leaned forward intently. “Look, he’s falling apart, much faster than normal  men  do.  So  inside  his  little  heart  of  hearts  he’s  not  just  a crossdresser,  he’s…I  don’t  know.  I  hate  to  guess  he’s  a  shemale  at  this point, or a tranny….” 

“What’s the difference?” 

“A  Tranny  is  pretty  much  a  cross  dresser  taken  to  the  extreme.  A shemale has the genitalia of a woman. But it’s much, much, MUCH more than  that.  And,  truth,  you  will  find  some  disagreement  even  amongst  the individuals  themselves.  You’ve  got  to  remember  that  such  conditions  are only  recently  out  of  the  closet,  or  even  possible.  You  need  to  do  some

serious  homework,  because  whatever,  you’ve  got  a  deep  seated  tranny  or shemale on your hands.” 

“Cole wants to turn into a…” Barbara was so shocked she was literally speechless. 

“We don’t know. But just a little pushing is going to tell us. What are you going to do?” 

“About…I don’t even…” 

“Are you going to accept him in his new incarnation?” 

“I…wow.” Barbara took a big gulp and waved for another drink. 

They  sat  silently  until  the  fresh  drink  arrived,  then  Barbara  gulped again, placed the glass down and looked up. “I don’t know what to think. I feel like a fighter who has just been punched so hard in the nose his nose has inverted…and I’m doing this to him.” 

“He’s doing this to him. Oh, he might have lived his whole life without tumbling to his condition. Or he might have lived a long time, and suddenly revolted. All you’ve done is bring the matter to a head. 

“But I almost feel sorry for him!” 

“For  the  cheater?”  Rose  was  particularly  brutal,  and  she  watched  her friend’s reaction. 

“For anybody who has this…this confusion.” 

“Again, his confusion, but one thing is clear, you can’t stop now.” 

“Why not?” 

“Let  him  go  back  to  cheating?  Let  him  stay  in  the  middle  of  his confusion? No. You’ve got to smack the bull on the ass and see which way he turns.” 

Barbara glugged again. Then: “You might have to drive me home.” 

“Not a problem.” 

And the two continued their discussion as to Barbara’s husband’s manic behavior, and ultimate ED. 



Barbara forwent her meeting that night. She had talked with Barbara all afternoon, and she was desperate, in every sense of the word, to see what was happening with Cole. 

He arrived home and she met him on the porch. A kiss, but not a peck, a real kiss, with passion and tongue, occurred, which surprised Barbara. 

“How was the day?” he actually sounded like he cared. 

“Pretty good. How’s the dick.” She latched on to his penis, which she had been dying to do. She wanted to see what condition his pleasure pole was in. 

“Fuck,” he whispered. He was as hard as a rock. And he seemed quite happy about that. 

Well, of course. He wasn’t limp. He was a man again. Sort of. 

They  had  barely  stepped  into  the  house  before  Barbara  had  his  zipper down  and  his  pecker  out.  It  stood  out  proud,  and  she  stroked  him  and watched his face. 

“It’s  not  limp.”  It  would  have  been  an  odd  statement,  but  Barbara understood, so she just smiled, dropped to her knees and began slurping. 

Cole  groaned,  and  he  was  dripping.  Barbara  could  taste  the  salty  pre-cum, and she quickly backed off. She was glad. He might be a cheater, and she might be upset, but she was also a caring human being who didn’t like to see others suffer. And she assumed, pretty correctly, that not being able to erect would really be suffering to a man. 

She stood up. “There’s only one thing wrong.” 

He looked worried. 

“You’re wearing your tighty whiteys.” 

“I…but…we didn’t get me dressed before work today, and I thought…” 

“You thought wrong. I left before you, and you should have taken it on yourself to get yourself dressed.” 

“Isn’t this weird, though? Me dressing up like…being a cross…” 

“A cross dresser. A transvestite. A girly man. A male Lesbian.” 

He turned ashen. 

Barbara, thoroughly drilled by Rose, continued pushing. 

“Now, I don’t want any back talk. I have laid out your apparel for the night. It’s on my bed…” not their’ bed, but ‘her’ bed… “and I want you to go get dressed. Only what’s on the bed. I’m going to fix dinner tonight, and we’re  going  to  have  a  couple  of  drinks,  and  we’re  going  to  discuss  your new predilection for female clothing. 

Cole turned as if his legs were made out of wood, with no joints. She pushed  him  and  he  went  towards  the  stairs.  She  watched  him  go  up  the stairs, a shivering, breaking man. 

And  she  felt  good.  Now  that  she  understood  what  was  happening,  she was happy. It was so much better than feeling confused and betrayed. 

She  went  into  the  kitchen  and  fixed  dinner,  waited  for  Cole  to  return, and while she worked she thought. 

She was pushing him. Hard. Rose had said she had to. Cole wasn’t just on  the  edge,  he  was  falling  over  and  tumbling  down,  and  he  had  to  be guided to a safe landing. 

In an odd way, he needed this. 

And, in an equally odd way, she relished this. 

Now that the shock was over, now that a decision had been made, she was incredibly relieved. 

So  what  if  he  wore  female  clothing?  It  didn’t  change  who  he  was.  In truth, it brought out who he was. 

And what was the alternative? Go back to a cheating hubbie? One who risked everything from pregnancies to diseases? 

No. Better to…

“Uh.” 

Barbara turned. 

Cole  stood  in  the  doorway,  his  face  bright  red,  his  cock  harder  than  a chisel. He wore brand new sissy panties, frilly with a little pouch. Not a big pouch,  but  enough  so  he  would  stay  in  place.  Not  that  a  pouch  would  do him much good right then, not with that boner. 

He wore garters and nylons. And…a bra. 

A  bra…with  falsies.  Large  falsies  to  accommodate  the  width  of  his chest. 

She  smiled,  and  it  was  an  honest  smile.  She  still  felt  a  bit  of  quivers inside, but she controlled herself. “Beautiful.” 

“Uh…” 

“Oh, shut up,” she grinned. “Just enjoy. And…one other thing.” 

“What?” 

She  advanced  on  him,  she  pulled  a  tube  of  lipstick  out  of  her  purse, which  was  sitting  on  the  table.  She  unscrewed  the  base  and  gripped  his cheeks. “Open.” 

He  was  trembling,  a  lot,  but  he  did  it.  He  opened  his  mouth,  and  she rolled the tube over his lips. 

Then he was making sounds, weird, odd, little sounds. Like the sounds of something breaking inside. 

“There,” she said, stepping back. “Let’s have dinner.” 

His eyes were moist. 

“None of that. No tears. Let’s sit and discuss your new life.” 

He was like a wind up doll that had been wound too tight. His body sort of stuttered over to a chair and plopped down. 

Barbara served chili, no beans, right out of a can, then went to a cabinet and broke out the liquor. 

Gah,  she  didn’t  want  to  drink.  She  had  drunk  all  afternoon.  So  she poured a lot of Coke and a little bourbon into hers, and a lot of bourbon and little Coke into his. 

He didn’t even notice. He was so wound up he simply gulped the glass down. His hands were shaking when he put the glass down. He wasn’t even aware of what he was doing. 

Barbara  simply  made  him  another  drink.  “Eat  up,”  she  advised.  She didn’t want him sloppy drunk, just relaxed drunk. 

So  they  ate,  and  drank,  and  Cole  kept  looking  up  at  her,  and  it  was obvious that as far as minds went, his was totally shattered. 

“Now  then,  it  is  obvious  that  our  roles  are  changing,  and  this  is  what I’m going to require from you.” 

He  stared  at  me,  and  there  was  an  innocence  to  him  that  was…mind blowing. Always he had an expression of being ‘in the know,’ of being in charge. Now he was like a rabbit waiting to be told which way to run. 

“We  will  tear  up  your  male  underwear.  From  here  on  out  you  will  be female underneath. Furthermore, I want you to get rid of all the hair below your neck. You’re going to have to buy some Nair for that. When you go out  you  will  wear  male  clothes.  For  now.  Around  the  house…that  sort  of depends on my mood.” 

“Can I—“

“Not yet. Let me finish.” She sighed, watched him carefully as she laid out the new rules. “I notice that my underwear, which you so freely used, has not seen the inside of a washing machine. I expect you will see to that after dinner. After you have done the dishes.” 

He blinked. He was like a teenager being told to do chores. ‘Aw, ma!’

“That’s  going  to  be  about  it  for  now.  I  know  you  have  to  get  used  to some of these changes, but I don’t have a lot of time to waste, so you will do what I say, and that’s final.” 

His mouth was working on the inside. 

“Go. Your turn. Talk now.” 

“What are we doing?” he blurted. Tears once again filled his eyes. Still they didn’t spill over. 

In a way, he had spilled the majority of his tears the other night. That was the breakthrough. 

“Whatever I want.” 

He  stared  at  Barbara,  not  used  to  her  assertiveness.  “But…what  if  I don’t want to…to…” 

“To dress up like a fairy? To be a crossdresser? To be a soft, little boy instead  of  a  manly  man?”  She  used  the  words  harshly.  Every  sentence  he winced. 

His eyes were fluttering and his mouth was shuddering and he tried to speak. Finally, “What if I don’t want…don’t want…” 

Barbara started laughing. This had taken an extreme amount of drilling with Rose, but she pulled it off. “You don’t want to be a girly man? Look at what you are wearing, and how your dick is so happy about it.” 

“But what if it’s just the…the thrill of doing something different?” 

He was holding on, but his grip wasn’t firm, and that was obvious. 

“Tell you what, former lover of mine…” 

His eyes widened. 

“If you still feel this way in a couple of weeks, or months, then we can certainly sit down and discuss the matter. But, for right now, I’m believing what your dick says.” 

He  didn’t  hesitate  now.  He  whispered,  “What  did  you  mean…’former lover?’” 

“Stand up.” 

He did so. His knees were shaking. 

“Come here.” 

He stepped around the table and stood in front of her. 

She  grabbed  his  dick  with  one  hand  and  met  his  innocent  gaze.  She stroked slowly. His penis started dripping immediately. 

“Let me ask you a question,” Barbara said. “Do you like this?” 

“Yes.” No hesitation there. 

“Do you want me to keep doing this?” 

“Yes.” 

“But how can I do it if you squirt?” 

“But…but I’ve got to cum! Sometime!” 

“Oh, sure. Sometime. But I doubt if it will be in me.” 

“But…” 

She reached up and put a finger to his red lips. He shushed. 

“But nothing. I will give you relief sometime, but not for a while. First we have to play. First we have to see where this goes. Then, if you make me happy. If you do my laundry and clean the house, then maybe I will give you relief. But it may not be the kind of relief you expect.” 

“I don’t understand.” 

“Good.  Yours  is  not  to  understand…yours  is  to  serve  me.  Whose  dick am I holding?” 

“Mine.” 

Barbara  let  go.  His  hips  were  starting  to  move  back  and  forth,  and  he froze. 

“Have you forgotten our previous conversations? Whose dick is this?” 

He whispered, “It’s ours. Community property.” 

“Nope.” 

He stared at her. 

“You  really  don’t  remember  our  last  conversation  regarding  this matter?”  she  sighed,  then  continued,  “because  of  recent  changes  in  our relationship there are going to be changes in our agreements. This dick is no longer  community  property.  This  dick  is  mine.  It  will  be  mine  as  long  as you live in this house. It is mine to slap…” she slapped his penis lightly and he shivered. “to do with what I want.” 

“But…” his eyes were glazed. 

“If I decide to kick it with my high heels…you will stand and take it. 

That is your duty, to stand and take it. Do you understand?” 

“But…” 

She grabbed his penis, hard, his knees buckled. “Whose dick is this?” 

“Yours,” he whimpered. 

“And you will not touch it. If you do I will make you wear a chastity device.  A  full  metal  one  with  a  piercing.  You  will  not  stroke  it  in  the shower, you will not play with it. Not at work or in the bathroom or under your desk. Certainly not at home. Only I am authorized to touch this toy. Do you understand?” 

He nodded. 

“Furthermore,  you  will  not  put  this  dick  in  me  unless  I  specifically request it, and I prrobably won’t. Furthermore, you will not put your dick in any  other  woman’s  pussy.  Ever.  Do  you  understand  what  I  am  saying?”  I

was squeezing REALLY hard now, so hard that tears were coming from his eyes. 

“Yes,” his answer was sort of a cross between a whimper and a wail. He wanted her to let go. But he wanted something else, too, and Barbara knew what. He wanted relief. 

But she was now the official relief giver. 

“Excellent,”  Barbara  eased  up  and  went  back  to  stroking.  First  pain, then pleasure. Pain, then pleasure. It was the best way to tame the beast. 

“Now, let me know when you’re about to cum.” 

She fondled his balls with her other hand. She put her lips to his head and sucked briefly. But she knew he was close, so she watched him. 

“Are you almost there?” Barbara knew he was, she could feel the heat in his groin, she could see the far away look coming into his eyes. 

“Yeah…yes.” 

“Good.” she let go. “Now do the dishes, then the laundry. I’ll be in the computer room.” 

He staggered away, to the sink. He wasn’t in control of his body, he was shaking and quivering, but he managed to turn on the water. 

Barbara  smiled  and  stood  up.  She  had  to  do  some  computer  work.  As she  went  back  to  the  computer  room  she  thought  about  what  had  just happened. 

She had made some mistakes, but had done a pretty good job. She had tried to follow the pattern Rose had described for her and drilled her on. 

She had taken control. She had ripped his authority away. 

She was fully clothed. He was near naked. That certainly shattered any idea of their equality. 

What clothes he was wearing were of what in his mind was the weaker sex. Therefore, he was weaker. 

Most important, Barbara had taken control of his dick. 

Then  there  were  subtle  undertones,  things  implied  but  not  stated.  His affair  was,  to  him  at  least,  still  secret.  He  was  given  sissy  duties.  Maid duties. But not too much. 

Thus,  pleased  with  herself,  Barbara  sat  down  to  the  computer.  It  was time to do her homework. She had to define the difference between trannys and shemales, and any other categorization of the sexually…different. 

Not sexually wrong, but different. 

And, she had to go shopping. She needed clothes for her subbie. Subbie, that was a word that Rose used, and which she liked. He was subordinate to her. He was submitting to her. It made her smile. 

And, truth, it made her a little wet. Maybe even a lot wet. 

Yes,  all  that  tough  talk,  taking  the  reins,  asserting  herself,  it  made  her horny. She wouldn’t be able to use his dick, so she needed to go shopping not just for underwear and a chastity tube and other things…she needed a dildo for herself. 

If  this  short  foray  into  becoming  the  female  in  their  female  led relationship  was  making  her  this  horny,  where  would  she  be  when  they were full bore into their adventure? 

And, finally, she had to look at hormones. 

Barbara  didn’t  know  anything  about  hormones,  and  she  didn’t  even know if Cole would be amenable to the idea. 

Cancel  that  last  statement.  He  would  be  amenable  to  anything  she wanted.  So  she  needed  to  have  all  the  answers  when  she  finally  decided how far she wanted this thing to go. 

But, not to be a cold hearted bitch, what she decided would depend on how Cole responded. 

Yes, she could just take him and use him, but a good dominatrix—that’s another word that Rose had bandied about—was very aware of the needs of her subbie. 

Subbies. 

More  than  one.  How  interesting.  that  was  the  first  time  she  had  ever thought about that. 

She had thought about fucking another man, about cuckolding Cole, he deserved it, and she needed it. But this was the first time she had thought about having more than one subbie. 

Did she want the responsibility of taking care of another weak man? 

Barbara  didn’t  know.  But  she  would  certainly  consider  the  fact,  and much. 



“You’ve changed.” 

Barbara  smiled  at  Rose.  Rose  was  smiling  at  her.  They  were  on  their way to Misty’s house. 

“You like taking control.” 

“I’m a fucking power freak,” Barbara agreed cheerfully. 

They both laughed. 

“It feels good, doesn’t it?” 

“It’s  like  being  born  anew.  One  day  I  was  locked  into  waiting  on  my hubbie, doing what he wanted. Now it’s reverse, and…and it’s liberating!” 

“Yes, it is. Can you pinpoint the exact moment when you popped out of your cocoon?” 

“Probably last night, when I laid down the law for him.” 

“Can you tell me exactly at what point?” 

“When I was squeezing his penis so hard he cried.” 

Rose  sat  back  and  waited,  a  Mona  Lisa  smile  on  her  face.  So  Barbara continued. 

“I was squeezing, causing pain, something I never ever do, and…and I liked it. I was no longer the victim of his dick, of his desire to couple when I didn’t, of having to sleep in the wet spot. Suddenly I was in charge. And I told him so. That’s what it was all about.” 

“It’s funny,” Rose mused, “men think that having a dick makes them the ruler.  But  really,  it’s  just  that  attitude  brought  on  by  testosterone  and conditioning. They are taught that they are in charge, and they aggress, and they ravage and plunder. But—“

Barbara interrupted, “But they aren’t the only ones who can ravage and plunder.” 

“You can say that again, sister.” 

They laughed and pulled up in front of Misty’s house. 



Rose knocked and Barbara stood poised. They looked like two normal women,  going  for  a  coffee  klatch  at  a  friend’s  house.  They  were  even smiling. 

Misty opened the door, “Yes?” 

She didn’t recognize Barbara. Barbara’s pictures were in her house, and Misty  ust  have  seen  them,  but  she  didn’t  recognize  her.  She  was  fucking Barbara’s husband…and she didn’t know Barbara. 

Barbara  pushed  in,  surprising  even  Rose.  She  pushed  Misty  back,  and Misty’s boobs, in a thin robe, shimmied. 

“What? Who are—“

“Nice place you’ve got, Misty.” 

She stared at Barbara, her face a total delight of confusion. 

“And you really are quite beautiful.” 

“What…you need to—“

“I can see why my husband likes to fuck you.” 

Shock. Total and utter silence. A silence that would have been glaring even in outer space. 

Rose had been about to interrupt, to ease Barbara off, but now she stood back.  She  had  brought  Barbara  along,  she  had  taught  her,  and  now  the teacher  was  observing  that  the  student  had  learned,  and  was  ready  to  go solo. 

“Sit down on the couch.” 

Misty stood frozen. 

Barbara barked, “SIT!” 

Trembling, the other woman almost fell back on the couch. 

“Rose, have a seat.” Barbara pulled a kitchen chair into the living room and whirled it around. She sat down and faced her…nemesis. 

“So, Misty, my name is Barbara, and you’ve been fucking my man. Do you care to explain?” 

“I…but…I  don’t…”  Misty  was  flabbergasted.  She  had  no  room  to wiggle.  She  was  wrong,  and  she  knew  it,  and  she  didn’t  really  have  that confidence of personality that enabled a person to stand up for herself. 

Sure,  she  could  browbeat  a  man,  but  as  Barbara  had  so  recently discovered, there wasn’t much to pushing the weaker sex around. You just grab them by the dick and they do what you want. 

Finally, “I’m sorry, I don’t…I’ll never see him again.” 

“Now, Misty,” Barbara almost cooed, “Did I say you had to stop seeing Cole?” 

“What?” 

“You can see him all you want. You just can’t let him cum.” 

“What?” 

Rose laughed. Misty was totally cowed. 

“I  don’t  care  who  Cole  pals  around  with.  Be  as  friendly  as  you  want. 

Play with him all you want, just don’t let him put his dick in you. Just don’t let him cum.” 

“I  don’t  understand!”  She  was  crying  now.  As  if  Barbara  cared.  This woman was a cheater. A husband stealer. 

“What don’t you understand?” Barbara asked, almost kindly. 

“Why  are  you  doing  this?  Why  don’t  you  want  me  to  let  him…to  let him…” 

“Because I have put him on an orgasm diet. Sperm is for children, and for the wife to do with what she pleases. It is NOT for the mistress to do with  what  she  wants.  We  don’t  want  you  pregnant  and  bringing  another Cole Asshole into the world. Or even another Misty Asshole. And we don’t really want his penis in your sick pussy.” 

“No telling where that thing has been,” Rose injected calmly. 

Misty looked at her. 

“Yeah. It sort of stinks. Can you smell it?” 

“It’s not a smell I’d be proud of.” 

“Well, her choice.” Barbara turned back to Misty. “Do you understand?” 

“I…I…” 

“Is my husband allowed to put his dick in you?” 

She nodded, then shook her head back and forth, mouthing ‘no.’

“And is he allowed to cum in you?” 

She  shook  her  head.  Her  beautiful  eyes  were  so  wide  they  were  more white than color. 

“Is he allowed to cum at all?” 

“No…no.” 

“Okay, is there anything else we need to discuss?” 

“But you…you want me to see him?” 

“Hey, knock yourself out.” 

She was blinking, and crying, and quite distraught. 

“Anything else you want to say?” Barbara asked Rose. 

“You’ve pretty much covered it.” 

The  two  women  stood  up  and  left.  Walked  out.  Down  to  the  car  and zippity zip away. 

And laughed. Hysterically. 

“Did you see the look on her face?” 

They laughed some more, and calmed down. And Barbara said, “I sure would  like  to  listen  in  on  the  phone  call  she  is  no  doubt  making  as  we speak.” 

“Let’s hurry back to your house and do so.” 

Barbara hit the gas. 



“Cole?” 

Barbara and Rose sat and eyed the computer, listened to the phone call avidly. 

“Yeah, hi, uh…baby.” 

Barbara and Rose grinned at each other. A little of the old zippity do dah confidence seemed to have departed Cole’s voice. 

“Your wife was just here.” She sounded close to crying. Probably was crying. 

“What? She what? She was there!” 

“Her and that hateful other woman. I don’t know who she was. But your wife told me…she told me…” 

“What’d she tell you.” 

“That’s the funny thing. She said I could see you, but we shouldn’t…we shouldn’t…” 

“Fuck,” said Cole, leaping to the only conclusion a man in his situation could. 

Rose stopped the computer. “You did all the talking, but I’m the hateful one. Doesn’t seem fair.” 

“I don’t think it means she loves me,” Barbara quipped. 

They started the computer again. 

“Cole, I don’t know what to do.” 

“I…I…” Neither, apparently, did Cole. 

“I need to see you.” Now Cole was silent. Barbara wondered whether he had a hard on…or was limp. 

“Well, I don’t know…if she knows…” 

“But you still love me, right? You said you were going to leave her, and now…now you have to!” 

“It’s  more  complicated  than  that…”  Cole  thought  fast,  but  was  going nowhere. 

“What’s  complicated?  I  love  you  and  you  love  me…what’s

complicated?” 

“There’s  stocks  and  bonds.  The  house.  I  don’t  want  to  start  from scratch.” 

“You  do’t  want…but,  Cole…it’s  love!  We  love  each  other!”  She  kept emphasizing the word love, and it was a sure thing that Cole was wincing with every emphasis. 

“Okay, okay. We do have to get together.” 

“Today.”  She  was  a  demanding  little  bitch.  I  could  see  how  she  was working him. 

“No…I  can’t  get  away,”  he  was  wearing  garters  and  nylons  and  a training bra. No way he was getting away. “Tonight. If Barbara goes to her meeting.” 

Shortly after that they were done. The phone clicked and silent. Barbara and Rose sat back and thought. 

“Guess I better go to the meeting tonight,” Barbara said. 

“Absolutely. But you need to set up the video.” 

“Sure.” 

“For when Cole comes home and takes off his special clothes.” 

Barbara looked at Rose. 

“He’s not going to wear panties and bra to a meeting with his mistress, and, let’s face it, this is a whole new level of proof. If you have video proof of him in panties and bra, you have something over him that he is definitely not going to want the whole world to know.” 

Barbara nodded. 

“Okay. Time to get ready for the big show.” 

Rose smiled. “That it is, girlfriend. That it is.” 
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PART FIVE

“Hi, honey,” Cole climbed the stairs, his heart sinking with dread. She knew. She knew. 

“Hey,  babe,”  Barbara  kissed  him  deeply,  and  her  hand  shot  straight  to his groin. “How’s my ‘big’ man?” 

Which  statement  made  him  think  of  his  recent  limpness.  What  was going on with him? And why wasn’t she throwing pots and pans at him? 

“I’m  fine.  A  little  tired.  Long  day.”  Fuck,  why  isn’t  she  talking  about Misty? About my cheating? 

“I’ve got the cure you need.” 

Inside the house she stripped off his jacket and unbuttoned his shirt. His bra  was  stark  on  his  chest,  and  she  felt  his  pectorals,  squeezed  them  like they were real tits. 

He  groaned,  but  it  wasn’t  pleasure,  it  was  because  he  was  hard  as  a rock! 

“Feels good, eh? Can’t wait to get into your house dress? 

The thought frightened him as much as it exhilarated him. 

“Honey, you need to get me off.” If he could just get a little sexual relief maybe it would be better. 

She stood up, stroking him. “We had this talk before. Your duty is to be horny,  on  call  for  me.  Besides,  you  had  that  unauthorized  cum  the  other day.” 

“Yeah, but I didn’t even get in you.” 

“I know,” she giggled, “Wasn’t it great? This is what we need to do all the time. I get you so horny you just spew your seed all over the place.” 

He  was  about  to  say,  bitterly,  ‘Yeah,  everywhere  but  in  you,’  but  he thought better of it. She wasn’t talking about his cheating. Had Misty made the whole thing up? 

“But, I need—” 

“You need to get fixed up and do your chores. Then maybe I can play with you a little before I go to my meeting. 

Thus,  confused,  even  dazed,  Cole  wound  up  getting  dressed,  quickly because he was looking forward to more ‘playtime,’ and doing the laundry and a little vacuuming. 

Barbara  loved  it.  She  called  him  into  the  kitchen  and  began  teaching him how to cook dinner. And all the while she kept groping him, feeling his cock, encouraging his femininity. 

Finally, she headed out the door, giving him a quick kiss, a final grope, and headed off for her meeting. 

Finally alone, Cole was caught between agitated and relieved. Barbara had come home, played with him a little, then had left to get to her meeting early. 

He  was  relieved  that  she  was  gone  and  he  could  handle  Misty  this evening, but he was agitated because he had to handle Misty. And, worse, he  was  getting  really  compromised  with  this  new  fetish  of  Barbara’s. 

Wearing  female  undergarments  was  so…kinky,  and  exciting…but  it  was having some kind of an effect on him. 

He  was  actually  having  a  hard  time  thinking.  That  afternoon  he  had picked  up  the  phone  and  put  it  to  his  ear  and  just  sat  there,  nothing, thinking…but without thinking! 

He simply had no thoughts. 

He had smooth legs, and his cock was back to really working. He could feel the garters around his waist, and his training bra…Lord…he was horny. 

But he was slowing down. Almost like he was having a break down. 

Fortunately the work he did, unless he wrote a check to the Chinese or something, was proof against thinking. Yes, he had to handle the occasional customer,  and  he  had  to  think  during  the  morning  spreadsheet  analysis, but…but the rest of the day he was just…it was okay that he sort of blanked out. 

But  he  had  almost  blanked  out  on  Barbara  a  couple  of  times  this evening.  He  had  had  to  make  himself  listen  to  her  instructions  on  how  to cook rice. Fucking rice. 

But why was he blanking out? 

For a moment he thought maybe he was getting too horny, if that was possible. 

Sighing, he pushed that problem out of his mind and went upstairs to get undressed for Misty, and he wondered how, exactly, he was going to handle Misty. 

God,  it  used  to  be  so  easy.  Tell  them  you  love  them,  and  then…then after a few months they seemed to lose interest in him. 

But  this  was  too  soon.  Misty  hadn’t  been  around  long  enough  to  lose interest in him. 

And his mind passed over the fact that they were losing interest in him before  he  lost  interest  in  them.  That  he  had  a…call  it  a  quirk  of personality…something that caused women to clap their hands in glee, until they knew him better. 

So he got out of his underwear, looked at his big boner happily. Man, he needed to squirt. That squirt the other day, not even touching it, that proved he was a man, right? 

Tap tap. Then, “Cole?” 

Cole smiled, and worried, he hadn’t called her so she must be watching for Barbara to leave and just barging in. He called, “Up here!” 

Crap,  he  had  zoned  out  again,  he  wasn’t  dressed.  Oh,  well.  Misty  had seen him naked before. 

He started to put on underpants, then stopped. And smiled. Being naked when she entered the room, that was a pleasant thought. He knew he wasn’t supposed to cum, but if Barbara really knew about him and Misty, then she had to know that…that…

He listened to the sound of Misty’s heels on the stairs. 

She  entered  the  room  and  he  faced  her,  his  cock  bouncing  happily. 

“Sorry, baby, I was just getting dressed.” 

She looked at his cock. She looked at the garter and bra on the floor. She looked at the goofy smile on his face. She said, “Are you going to be able to get it up tonight?” 

ZAP! Like a kick to the balls. His cock started to go down. 

“Aw, honey,” he tried desperately. 

She sat on the edge of the bed. “Your bitch wife came by today.” 

“I know,” he sat next to her, desperately hoping his now reduced cock would come back to life. Why was this happening to him? “What did she say.” 

“She told me I could talk to you, but not fuck you. She said you weren’t allowed to cum. 

Cole’s mind went into a fugue. What the fuck? 

She knew! 

But why didn’t she say anything? 

And the thought that she was denying him even Misty ran through his head like a herd of stampeding ducks. Quacking and flapping wings and…

and…and he was being denied to fuck. 

Which made him want to fuck all the more. 

And he was so horny. 

And  he  was  breaking  into  little  pieces  as  he  pushed  Misty  back  and smothered her with kisses and groped her and tried to get between her legs. 

“Hey!” She garbled out from under him. 

His hands were pulling at her clothes, handling her breasts like he was catching softballs…he was once again in that frantic mood. Have to fuck! 

Have to fuck! 

She wiggled, but he was on her, heavier than her, forcing himself on her. 

She bit her lip and would have screamed but she couldn’t. 

Then he was between her legs, laying on her, pubic to pubic, trying to get his cock in her, except…it was limp. 

He  pushed  and  shoved,  and  it  bent  and  squirmed.  It  was  like  a  worm trying to do a headstand. 

“GET OFF ME!” She finally managed to push him away. 

He sat on the edge of the bed, tears streaming down his face. 

She was standing, straightening out her clothes. 

“Please…I’m sorry! I don’t know what’s happening!” 

“You need to get your shit together,” Misty snarled. 

“Please, I won’t happen again. I just…we need to talk. Honey…” 

He was actually babbling now, and she took a step back. 

He  stood  up,  and  for  a  moment  she  was  frightened  that  he  might  try something. But he just stood there, naked, hands at his side, tears streaming down his cheeks. 

“Please…please…I need you…” 

“You need a psychiatrist.” 

“Please, don’t say that.” 

She took a step forward, reached out and grabbed his cock. It lay in her palm  like  a  drunken  slug.  It  was  not  very  big,  and  it  was  obviously  not capable of performing. 

“You need something,” she said, “I thought you were a man!” 

Cole felt like he was suddenly an inch tall. “But, honey, I love you!” 

Misty just laughed, turned, making a motion with her head that flipped her hair back, and walked out of the room. 

Cole stood and sobbed, and wondered what was wrong. 



Barbara knew something was wrong with Cole as soon as she got home. 

She  was  late,  a  little  high,  and  she  had  been  talking  to  some  wonderful gentlemen  down  at  Charlie  Coyote’s.  She  had  even  danced  with  one,  and Rose had made lewd remarks when she had returned to their table. 

“He looks like he’s packing.” 

“Rose!” 

“Maybe you should think about unpacking him.” 

“Wash  your  mouth  out  with  soap,  girl!”  Yet  she  wasn’t  displeased.  It was the first time in a long time that she had talked to another man in…that way. A flirtatious way. Cole way…way…WAY back in her mind. Out of the way. And she was free to flirt. 

He had cheated. He was on his way to becoming something other than a real  man…and  James  had  just  popped  out  of  nowhere.  A  firm  jaw  and  a light in his eye when he smiled. 

Yes,  he  might  be  younger  than  her,  but  that  just  seemed  to  encourage him. 

“I think he just wants a MILF,” observed Barbara to Rose. 

“Yes, a MIL…PHPH!” Emphasizing the ‘F’ like it was a fart. 

Barbara turned red. “Go on.” 

Rose just laughed and ordered a couple more drinks. 



And  now  Barbara  was  looking  at  Cole.  It  was  late  but  he  was  up.  He wasn’t  wearing  his  underwear,  but  he  was  mowing  the  lawn.  Naked. 

Sobbing. 

Fortunately, they had a large hedge and he hadn’t turned on the outside lights. 

Still,  her  car  lights  had  illuminated  him,  pushing  the  lawn  mower,  his legs covered in green cuttings. 

She stopped the car and got out, watched him, and crossed to him. 

“Cole.” 

He ignored her. He was talking to himself. 

“COLE!” 

He stopped, like somebody had hit him on the head, and faced her. 

“Oh.” 

“What are you doing?” 

He  looked  down  at  himself.  Naked.  His  cock  limp.  The  sounds  of  the night  breaking  in  on  him.  Music  from  the  neighbor’s  house.  Crickets chirping. 

He looked up at her, distraught, confused, not understanding. 

“Cole, what are you doing out here?” 

“I…I…I don’t know.” 

“And where are your clothes?” 

Not just clothes, as shorts and a tee for leaving the house, but clothes as in panties and bra. 

“I don’t…” 

“Come along. We’ll get you fixed up.” 

She  walked  into  the  house.  He  stood  for  a  moment,  then,  when  she turned the lights on inside, he flinched. Then he followed her. 

“Into the shower,” she said. “Get clean. Take a long time, I need to see something.” 

She  pushed  Cole  into  the  shower  and  turned  the  water  on.  He  didn’t even  notice  that  it  was  cold,  and  he  gave  no  sign  when  the  water  grew warm. 

Barbara was in high gear. She might be two drinks to the wind, but that evaporated as she trotted downstairs. She called Rose even as she called up the mSpy program. 

“Rose.  He’s  falling  apart.”  She  explained  how  she  had  come  home  to find him cutting the grass in the nude. Then she saw the footage of Cole and Misty. Cole looking stupid waiting for her, his female underthings scattered about. Her excoriating him with a couple of words, him attacking her, trying to fuck her, and…and…he couldn’t do it. 

Poor Cole had finally run out of juice. He was limp. 

Barbara  stared  at  Misty  holding  his  dick  and  laughing  at  him,  then whirling and stomping out of the room. 

“Oh, God,” she gave Rose the commentary. “He’s just…he can’t get it up.” She kept listening, but Cole wasn’t coming downstairs. 

Rose: “Put clothes on him. He’ll get it up. He’s changing, doesn’t know what’s happening, but he’s transferring his sexual interests from cheating to cross dressing.” 

“Oh, God!” Barbara repeated. 

“Listen,  girlfriend,  push  him.  Don’t  leave  him  in  confusion,  he  might wander  out  of  it,  come  up  with  bizarre  solutions.  Strike  while  the  iron  is

hot. Take control. Now’s the time.” 

They talked a while longer, then Barbara knew she was going to have to go upstairs and check on Cole. He was just taking too long. He really must be melting down. 

Cole  was  still  in  the  shower.  The  hot  water  was  gone  and  he  was shivering. And crying. 

Barbara pulled him out and toweled him off. He just stood, his shoulders slumped, crying. 

“Come on, honey. Let’s get you dressed.” 

And, the miracle, as she helped him into his panties and bra…his tears started to dry up. 

As  she  helped  him  into  his  garter  and  nylons  he  began  to  come  to himself, to look around in wonder. 

When she sat him down and brushed his hair and started to put make up on he began to erect. 

He looked down in amazement. “What?” he asked of nobody. “What?” 

His cock grew big and hard. 

Barbara cleansed his face with moisturizer. 

Cole wasn’t crying now. He was staring at himself in the mirror. 

Barbara applied primer and his face smoothed out. Then the foundation. 

“What are you doing?” he whispered. 

“Whatever I want,” she answered. 

“But…but…” 

She pushed the items on her make up table back, sat on the table, her feet on the corners of his chair. He had a wonderful view between her legs, of her panties. Of her camel toe. He stared for a long moment, then brought his gaze up. He looked so innocent. Half made up, trusting. 

“I don’t understand.” 

“Cole. You couldn’t fuck her tonight, could you?” 

“I…you’re not…how did…” 

“Instead,  trying  to  act  the  man,  you  went  limp.  Laughably  limp.  She laughed at you, didn’t she?” 

His face was red, but he was transfixed by her words. He kept staring at her and gave a small nod. 

“So  you’re  not  a  real  man.  You’re  a  girly  man.  You  have  all  these terrible desires in you. You get an erection when I put you in girl’s clothes and put make up on you. Do you know what that makes you?” 

“What?” he whispered. Her face was the only face in the world. He was shattered and didn’t know it. She was his only way out. 

“That’s what we’re going to find out.” 

She turned and found the blush and began applying it. 

He stared past her red tipped hands, tried to look through her eyes and into her soul. “What’s happening?” 

She said nothing, just started working on one of his eyes. 

“What are you doing to me?” 

“I’m  not  doing  anything.  You’re  just  becoming  what  you  want  to  be. 

You’ll be beautiful. Men will love you.” 

He shivered. “I don’t want a man.” 

“Many women don’t,” agreed Barbara, working on his other eye. 

She finished his eyes, picked up a dangly pair of earrings and put them to his lobes. She fastened them down, then sat back and looked at him. She nodded. “Beautiful.” 

She looked down at his penis. 

Hard. Dripping. All thoughts of limpness forgotten. 

She smiled and lifted his chin, made him look into her eyes. 

“Cole, women don’t have big, hard dicks.” 

“Wha…” 

She touched his lips with her finger. Very sexual. shut him up. 

“So  we  need  to  handle  it.  We  can’t  have  you  tempted  by  people  like Misty.  We  can’t  have  them  getting  in  your  way.  I  have  a  chastity  tube  on order, and I’m looking into hormones. Don’t worry. We’re going to get you all sorted out. Life is looking up.” 

She  touched  her  lips  to  his,  then  she  smiled,  backed  off  and  began applying red lipstick to his lips. As she rolled the color on, as she painted inside  the  lines  and  made  sure  there  were  no  crevices  unpainted,  Cole whimpered.  It  was  so  sexual,  so  beautiful,  and  he  had  never  experienced such kindness, the kindness of women, in his life. 



The  next  day  Cole  walked  into  his  boss’s  office.  He  was  wearing  a casual  suit,  and  underneath  his  clothes  he  was  flaming.  Red  skin  under  a tummy shaper and a bra. His dick was loose, but Barbara had tied it to his leg with a ribbon. He was so hard he was having to walk a little pooched over. 

“Hey, Cole.” 

“Hey, Tom.” 

“What’s the haps?” 

“I wanted to talk to you about working from home.” 

Tom sat back and considered Cole. Cole produced, there was no doubt about that. But was Cole actually needed on premises? No. Everything he did  could  be  done  from  home.  And,  if  other  cases  were  to  be  trusted,  he would probably do his work better. 

And,  there  would  be  no  complaints  about  Tom  touching  a  butt  here, rubbing past one there. 

Hmm. Could solve two problems at once. Eliminate horn dog, get more production. 

“Well, I could look into it. There are things you should be aware of.” 

“Like what?” 

“Like do you work for us, are you a sub contractor, what does this do to taxes, that sort of thing.” 

“So it’s not going to work?” Cole was crestfallen. 

“No, I think it will. In fact, I’ll run it past the big boss at lunch. Let you know at one.” 

“Oh, thanks.” Cole smiled. 

“But you’re going to really have to produce. No one to crack the whip over you and you might get lazy.” 

“I don’t think you have to worry about that,” answered Cole, thinking of Barbara. She was already cracking the whip over him. 

“Okay, I’ll let you know.” 



Cole  returned  to  his  desk  and  threw  himself  into  his  work.  Oddly,  he was experiencing some kind of peace. 

The day previous he had been agitated, spaced out, didn’t know what to do. 

Today Misty was no longer a problem. 

And his dick…was that really a problem? 

As long as he kept his panties, or other articles of feminine underwear on, it seemed that it wasn’t. He was so turned on he was in a constant blush. 

All day he worked, and Tom came to his desk after lunch and gave him the thumbs up. 

He  was  going  to  be  working  at  home.  No  more  going  to  the  office. 

Maybe  monthly  meetings,  maybe  not  even  those.  He  could  do  a  video

conference. He wouldn’t even have to take off his underwear. 

And, he had a thought:  Barbara is going to be happy. 

Barbara. Who actually understood him. 

How  could  he  have  been  wasting  his  time  with  Misty  and  those  other girls? 

The only thing that bothered him was the upcoming chastity belt. 



He  drove  home  that  evening,  thinking  about  chastity.  He  and  Barbara had  talked  long  into  the  night  about  it.  Well,  she  talked,  and  he  would occasionally offer a question, but…she seemed happy about it. 

Was he happy about it? To have his cock locked up and not even be able to touch it? 

He  had  read  stories  on  the  internet.  He  had  read  of  frustrations…and marriages being saved. 

Was his marriage being saved? 

He supposed it was. But…it was changing, too. 

He  wouldn’t  be  able  to  have  any  affairs.  He  wouldn’t  be  able  to  cum unless  Barbara  allowed  him.  That  gave  him  pause.  Those  internet  stories again. 

Men  being  made  to  go  for  months,  even  years,  without  an  orgasm. 

Reduced to hopeless, but desired, slavery. 

Was that what he wanted? Did he want to give up his…his rights, and be…property? 

He  knew  his  mind  was  reaching  far  afield  here,  but…those  damned internet stories. 

But, internet stories or not, his worried considerations or not, he arrived home with a king sized boner. 

And looked at the small package at the front door. 

six inches by six inches by six inches. That was pretty damned small. 

He  felt  his  penis  through  his  pants  and  groaned.  how  could  he  get  his monster dick into that midget…thing! 

He put the package on the kitchen table, then ran upstairs to get out of his  male  clothes.  He  slipped  on  a  housedress  and  looked  at  the  make  up table. Barbara had said he should wear lipstick. All the time. 

He sat down at her make up table, his heart pounding. 

He stared at himself. 

His lips. Manly. 

He picked up the lipstick and unscrewed the base. The pillar of lipstick rose and he stared at it. It had plumping agents in it, and his lips would be bigger, more feminine. And red, definitely feminine. 

Did he dare? 

He did, but it was a surreal experience. He felt like he was outside his body as he applied the paint. 

It  changed  his  face,  and  for  a  second,  a  heart  pounding  second,  he wanted the whole deal. He wanted to be in complete make up, like Barbara had put him in last night. 

But he didn’t know enough about make up to do that. 

He sighed. Then gulped. Then stood up. Time to get to his chores. 



Barbara  arrived  home  a  short  while  later,  and  he  stood  in  the  hallway, nervous, fingering his dress. 

She pushed open the door and stopped and stared at him. A grin slowly opened up on her face. “Oh, my. Aren’t we beautiful.” 

Cole was shaking. He couldn’t stop. He was terrified, and elated. 

“Well,”  she  linked  arms  with  him  and  walked  him  to  the  kitchen.  “It looks like you have had a wonderful…Oh! Our little package has arrived!” 

Barbara saw the chastity tube on the kitchen table. 

Cole wasn’t sure what she was saying. The world was just a jumble to his chaotic senses. 

“Cole, dear. Fix us a couple of drinks.” 

He  became  aware  that  Barbara,  a  smirky  smile  on  her  face,  was repeating herself. 

“Yes…okay.” 

While  he  went  about  the  procedure  of  glasses  and  ice  and  Coke  and bourbon she opened up the package. 

Cole  set  down  the  drinks,  and  set  himself  down,  and  stared  at  the contents of the package. 

On  top  of  a  black,  velvet  bag  were  several  rings,  a  cock  shaped  tube, and  a  lock.  It  was  fairly  obvious  how  the  thing  worked.  Besides,  he  had seen these things on the net. They had fascinated him, but never enough to look into them. 

Now, it appeared, he was going to be looking into them. Big time. 

Barbara took a sip and contemplated the device. “We’ll eventually have to get you pierced, make sure you’re really secure. But this will do the trick

for a while. At least until you figure out how to get out and jack off.” She looked at him and giggled. He just turned a different shade of red. 

“Now, how do we get it on.” She tapped a tooth with a nail. “We need to get you soft.” She looked up at him. “Any ideas?” 

“Uh…let me fuck you?” 

She laughed merrily. 

“Oh,  Cole.  You  know  better.  Girly  men  don’t  have  dicks,  and  they certainly  don’t  use  them.  No,  you’ll  have  to  come  up  with  something better.” 

“A blow job?” he asked hopefully. 

“No…no.  There’s  no  telling  where  your  dick  has  been.  I  certainly wouldn’t want to put it in my mouth.” 

He was crestfallen. “Uh…” 

“Yes?” 

“I could jack off?” 

Barbara nodded. “Yes. That’s a good idea. Except I don’t want you to touch my penis. That’s only for me to touch.” 

He stared at her, hopefully, praying. 

She sighed. “Well, I guess it’s going to be up to me. Take a big drink and I’ll handle the problem.” 

Eagerly, he took a big gulp, felt it warm all the way down. 

“Stand up. Dress up and panties down.” 

Cole  followed  instructions  and  Barbara  placed  her  hand  around  his penis. She began stroking softly. 

“You realize, of course, that this isn’t going to happen again?” 

“It’s not?” 

He sounded so lost Barbara almost laughed. Instead, she pulled his drink over, then began fondling his testicles. 

“Oh, no. We’ll find a better way to relief your pressure, make sure you stay in good health. Maybe miking. Would you like that?” 

He  barely  heard  her.  Her  hand  was  ratcheting  him  up  to  pleasure.  He began to thrust his hips back and forth in her hand. 

“Easy, Bitch Boy. You can move a little, but I want to control this cum.” 

For a long minute she stroked, but it appeared he wasn’t going to cum. 

In spite of being super horny, he was so new to this scene he couldn’t get off. 

Barbara  smiled.  “You  look  so  wonderful  in  your  dress.  Were  your panties too tight today? You know nobody in the office even suspects that you’re so beautiful under those silly man suits you wear. I’m going to paint your nails tonight, and—“

“OH…OH…OH!”  He  came  hard.  It  was  her  talking  that  did  it.  It penetrated through to him, fed his fantasies, and he spewed a full load…and she aimed it into his drink. 

“Oh…oh, fuck…oh….” 

Squirt after squirt, and she milked it, squeezed his balls and made sure she got every last drop. 

Finally  he  placed  his  hands  on  the  table.  Leaned  on  them,  and shuddered. 

Barbara  let  go  of  his  prick,  it  flopped  down,  and  she  looked  into  the glass. It was a Coke High…with a glob of delicious looking sperm in it. 

Cole collapsed in the chair and looked at the table top. 

Barbara handed him his glass. “Drink up, honey.” 

He  did,  and  took  in  about  half  of  the  semen  swirled  onto  the  surface. 

Then he realized what he had drunk. 

“Oh…fuck!” 

She placed a hand on his wrist, held him in place. 

For  a  moment  he  gagged,  but  she  kept  telling  him  to  relax.  “It’s  only sperm,” she said. “I drink it all the time.” 

“Gah…gah!” 

“I drank some tonight.” 

He  stopped  gagging,  blinked,  and  stared  at  her.  His  mouth  opened  to speak, but she cut him off. 

“I’m kidding. But, who knows. Some night I won’t be. Now, drink your drink. All of it.” 

He stared at the glass. He had already ingested his own sperm. A little more wouldn’t hurt. 

“I don’t…I don’t…” 

She  lifted  the  bottom  of  the  glass  and  the  rim  approached  his  lips.  “If you think about it, it tasted good. Gave a real flavor to your bourbon and Coke.” 

“But…I…” 

The rim reached his lips, the glass tilted, and he was suddenly gulping, trying to hold it down. 

“Fuck,” he finally said. There was half a glass left, but no trace of the sperm, which had stayed on the top of the liquid. 

“Go on now. Finish up. I want to get your chastity on you.” 

He did. Holding the gag reflex down, he finished his drink. 

Sperm and bourbon mixed in his stomach, but now he was able to hold it down. 

“Good boy. If you cum again, I say ‘if,’ you’ll probably have to do this again. But for now, go pour another drink.” 

He did, and he was relieved when this one had no extra saltiness, no bit of slime to it. 

Finally, a drink later, his pecker was totally soft. King of the slugs, and Barbara  chose  a  ring  and  fitted  it  to  him.  Then  she  slid  the  tube  over  the cock, slipped the lock on, and…



CLICK! 



To Cole it was the ‘click’ heard round the world. 

To Barbara it was a fitting end to one part of her man’s life. 

Click.  Like  cell  doors  slamming.  He  was  in  prison  and  she  was  freed. 

Free from worry that he would bring home a disease, or have a baby with another woman. Free from his maleness, and free—she realized this with a shock—to pursue her femaleness. 

She inspected the chastity tube. She was fascinated. She held it up and turned it, and Cole groaned. 

“Come on, you don’t feel anything yet.” She examined the way the pink wrinkled under plastic. She put a fingernail through the slot at the end and touched the slit at the end of his pecker. He shivered. 

“Sensitive, eh?” 

He nodded. 

“Okay. One more drink, and then we’ll do your nails.” 

He made the drinks—she didn’t really need one, but he did—and they walked upstairs. 

With  each  step  he  could  feel  the  cage  between  his  legs.  It  touched  his thighs, his balls banged around underneath, and though he had just cum he felt an excitement within. 

 I’m caged! My cock is in prison! I’ll never touch it again!  The thoughts were scary…and…they made him horny. His dick started pressing, trying to

grow. Already? But he had just cum! But his dick seemed to have a mind of its own. 

“I’m so glad you’re going to be working at home.” She was under his arm as they climbed. “I’ve got falsies coming for you tomorrow, and some more bras. Oh, and a corset. You are going to have the best figure.” 

They  entered  her  bedroom  and  she  commanded  him  to  take  off  his nylons and sit on the bed. 

He did. He was starting to feel the drinks. He was starting to succumb to the feelings swirling inside him. 

She placed a towel under his feet and prepared her tools. He watched as she began to prep his tootsies. 

Oddly, in his mind he was thinking about how he could go to work and nobody would see that his toes were painted. 

Then he realized that he wasn’t going to be going to work. 

And, she was going to paint more than his toes. 

She worked, humming happily. 

Cole sipped at his last drink and watched as his feet became…feminine. 

Feminine. He had girl feet. What did they call them? Pedicures? He was having one of those. 

Finally, she stood up and he stared at his toes. Little bits of toilet paper separated his toes. 

“Let them dry, and I’ll do your hands.” 

She sat next to him, she hadn’t taken her clothes off, and his cock was surging in the cage. He groaned. 

She looked at him, her mouth twisted in a smile. “Yes?” 

“Are you sure I have to wear this…this thing?” 

“Are you having second thoughts already? We just put it on!” 

“But…but—“

“But you’re not supposed to be having those dirty, man thoughts. You’re not a man anymore. Not a real man. Now you’re going to be a sissy, and you have to deal with it. You have to control your dicklet and not let it get erect. Sissy’s aren’t supposed to have erections.” 

“I’m not a sissy,” he tried to protest, but she ran right over him. 

“Nonsense,”  she  said,  starting  to  fix  fake  nails  to  his  fingers.  “Look what you’re wearing. You are definitely a sissy. Always been one, always will be. So just shush up and learn to live with it. 

He was silent, and she painted his nails. Slowly, taking great care, and when  she  was  done  he  stared  at  his  fingers.  They  looked  longer,  more slender. They looked, he hated to admit it, like a woman’s fingers. 

A woman’s hands. 

And he was wearing a woman’s clothes. 

What  had  happened?  Last  week  he  had  been  cheating  merrily  along, dicking everything he could. Now his dick was locked up, with no hope for an early release. 

Barbara stood up, took his newly decorated hand and pulled him to his feet. She walked him to the door. 

“What…where…” 

She moved him into the hallway. He turned and faced her. 

“Sissy  boys  don’t  sleep  with  real  women.  And  I  certainly  don’t  sleep with sissy boys. Your room is down there.” She pointed down the hall to the guest bedroom. 

“But, honey, I want to…this is my bedroom, too.” 

She  smiled  a  sad  smile.  “No,  honey.  I  only  sleep  with  real  men.  I haven’t found one, yet. But when I do…” she closed the door, slowly, and Cole watched his wife’s body, her visage disappear. 

He  stood  in  the  hallway,  stunned.  He  looked  at  his  fingernails.  His toenails. His cock cage. 

His penis was struggling mightily now, as if her laying down this final law had somehow woken it up…but too late. 

She was in there, and he was out here. 

And his room was down there. 

Gulping, he turned and walked down the hallway. 
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PART SIX

In a way, Cole was drowning. In a way, he was being tossed out of hand, like a bird fresh healed. 

The  freedom  of  breaking  old  traditions  was  making  him  feel  like  a marble  in  a  glass,  sometimes  rolling  around  and  around,  sometimes clattering and clanking. 

But even as he gained more and more of his new self, the old self kept rising up and protesting. 

He’d  get  up  early  in  the  morning,  put  on  his  undergarments.  This included  brassiere  and  panties,  garter  and  nylons,  and  light  make  up.  His hair was growing longer, and it was now cut in a feminine fashion, curling just  under  the  chin  on  the  sides,  longer  in  the  rear.  He  wore  falsies,  and Barbara kept getting him bigger and bigger ones. 

And he felt good. He felt…special. He felt like he had been freed from a life long prison. 

For  an  hour  he  would  clean  the  house,  make  sure  everything  was immaculate for Barbara. Then he would bring her coffee, knocking gently on the door and bringing in a tray, which he would set on the bed, over her. 

She  would  stretch,  and  smile  at  him,  and  wait  while  he  poured  her coffee. 

Sometimes she would ask how he was. Most of the time, however, she just complimented him, or gently corrected him. 

Corrections were getting less and less, however, as time went on. 

He  would  help  her  dress.  Sometimes  even  making  suggestions.  ‘That blue suit won’t do for a meeting,’ or ‘Hats are tacky.’

She didn’t eat large breakfasts, just toast. 

After  she  left  he  would  eat  his  own  breakfast.  He  used  to  like  large meals, bacon and eggs, waffles with tons of syrup. He was taking a leaf out of her book, however, and he was now eating like the proverbial bird. 

Then, dishes, and he was ready to go to his own work. 

His own work was going well. Oh, at first there had been difficulties, he couldn’t stop looking at his fingers, red tipped and beautiful, typing on the keyboard. 

And  sometimes  he  just  had  to  go  to  the  kitchen,  some  excuse,  so  he could pass the big mirror in the hallway. He loved to look at himself. 

But he knew he had to produce, or they wouldn’t let him do his work at home. So gradually discipline took over. 

Interestingly,  he  was  thinking  with  more  clarity.  Losing  the  prison  of masculinity it was as if his mind started functioning better. 

At any rate, he was usually done with his work by noon or one. He had the incentive—being able to immerse himself into more feminine activities

—so he worked harder and was producing more. 

At noon, or one, he would eat a quick lunch. He tried to do salads, as Barbara suggested, or soups, but sometimes he couldn’t handle it. He still had  a  male  body,  and  he  still  required  a  bit  of  protein.  On  the  days  he couldn’t  handle  it  he  would  make  hot  dogs.  Nitrate  ridden  hot  dogs,  so delicious, right on a bun with lots of mayonnaise and a touch of ketchup. 

After lunch he would do his wifely duties. Usually he would change into a  maid’s  uniform  for  this,  but  not  always.  Sometimes,  if  he  was  short  on time,  or  had  too  much  to  do,  he  would  just  work  as  he  was,  in  a  light housedress. 

He would do the laundry, hand washing his and Barbara’s underthings. 

He would clean the kitchen extra well. Barbara loved a clean kitchen. 

He  would  vacuum,  and  dust,  and  polish  the  wood.  He  would  do  these simple tasks every day, and the house was never cleaner and shinier. 

Then  there  were  weekly  chores.  Polishing  silverware,  doing  the  lawn, cleaning the windows. 

He worked cheerfully, seeing his reflection on surfaces and in mirrors. 

Sometimes  he  flounced.  Sometimes  he  pranced.  Always  he  enjoyed, except…except for that little bit of masculinity that was saying, ‘Hey! How about me? Don’t desert me altogether! Don’t abandon me!’

He would look at the male clothes in his closet. A dying breed. Getting thrown out, one pair of pants at a time, one shirt at a time, soon he would have  nothing  but  female  clothes.  And,  as  his  closet  shrank,  his  maleness seemed to panic more and more. 

That aside, the day would wane, and he would get ready for Barbara. 

About four o’clock he would go upstairs and clean up, and put on fresh make  up  and  a  better  dress.  Something  a  little  slinkier  and  suaver.  And heavier make up. 

At  five  o’clock  Barbara  would  come  home.  She  would  pat  his  cheek, never kiss him, though her beautiful face floated by him, smiling, red lips, and he wanted her…she was denied to him. 

It  was  the  price  of  freedom.  Do  what  she  said,  explore  the  real  him…

her…and  he  would  go  deeper  and  deeper  into  his  needs,  his  desires,  his ultimate image of himself. 

They  would  eat.  Which  meant  that  he  would  prepare  dinner,  usually under her eye, then serve her. 

She  would  read  the  newspaper,  occasionally  offering  advice  and corrections,  then  put  the  paper  aside  when  he  served,  and  stood  by  while she ate. 

Afterwards she would head for the computer room, or upstairs to change for a night out, and he would do the dishes. 

If she was at home that night they might sit and talk. She would ask him how  it  was  going.  Smile  and  compliment  him.  Or  tell  him  where  he  was lacking. 

She always spoke in the most kind way. 

For Cole it was heaven. 

For  Barbara,  she  was  not  done.  She  was  content,  however,  to  work slowly, and to let her plans unfold gently. 



A month into the new schedule, Cole’s new life, Barbara called him into the living room after dinner. 

“Cole, have a seat,” she indicated a Queen Anne chair. 

Interestingly, she sat on a sofa, in the center, and he sat in a chair named after a queen, but she was the regal one, and he leaned forward slightly. He felt a certain nervousness, for this felt like a significant meeting. 

“Cole, you’re doing wonderfully, but it is time to do a little change of pace.” 

“Yes,  ma’am?”  he  raised  his  eyebrows  slightly.  He  rarely  called  her Barbara, preferring to show her more respect. 

“How’s your penis?” 

“It’s…sometimes…” 

“Yes?” 

“Well, I’m horny.” 

“But you’ve been jacking off.” 

“Oh, no, Ma’am.” he lied. 

Barbara  smiled.  “You  realize  of  course  that  lying  has  its  own…

punishment.” 

“But I’m not lying!” 

“Go get my laptop.” 

He  jumped  up  and  walked  out  of  the  room  quickly.  He  was  moving quite well in the high heels now, and his ass swayed as he put his feet in line. 

In a moment he was back with her computer. He placed it before her and was prepared to sit in the Queen Anne, but she motioned to him. “Next to me, dear.” 

Now really nervous, he took his place on the sofa next to her. His hands were folded in front of him and he was looking quite prim. And worried. 

“Now, Cole, you know that I always ask for the truth.” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

“And  we  have  talked  about  punishment,  that  if  you  are  not  always honest with me I will have to spank you.” 

“Yes, ma’am, but I have never—“

“Shush, Cole. I’m speaking.” 

He shushed. And he was sweating. 

In his own mind he was not guilty. Yes, he had lied, but people, men, are allowed a little leeway. They simply must have a little room in their minds where they were allowed their own secrets. 

But she didn’t speak, she merely turned on the computer and opened a file. Shortly Cole was staring at himself. 

Fucking Misty. 

Her laughing at his penis. 

Him taking off his clothes to reveal women’s underwear. 

He was mortified, in every sense of the word. 

Yes,  he  knew  she  knew  he  had  cheated,  but  this…to  see  the  proof  in such bald fashion. 

“Of course I have forgiven you all this.” 

“What are you going to do with this?” he whispered. 

“Oh, I don’t know. If I was vindictive I would send it to your friends, your coworkers. You would be fired, I would kick you out, and you would

wander the streets, a homeless transvestite, growing more and more shabby, turning to tricks, and drugs to enable you to do the tricks, unless you really like offering your ass for another man’s pleasure. 

She watched him carefully as she spoke. She wished she had told him to lift his dress and show his chastity tube. His dick was a little lie detector, pulsing whenever something excited him. 

But  she  hadn’t,  so  she  just  watched  him,  and  she  didn’t  see  any  real excitement when she spoke of men and his ass. So he was still just a sissy, maybe a male lesbian, not a…a what? An out and out gay? 

Not  that  it  mattered  to  her.  She  was  just  curious,  and  searching  for information she could use to bend him to her will. Who men preferred she cared not at all, except for her own man and how he might be guided. 

“Of course I am not vindictive, so I will just keep this in a file.” And with  a  friend  in  case  you  get  uppity  and  try  to  destroy  the  evidence.  “Do you wish to confess to any other infidelities?” 

He shook his head. 

She didn’t know about all the other women. 

And she didn’t. But that was not the infidelity she was looking for. 

She started up the video again. 

Cole,  sitting  on  a  bed,  her  bed,  formerly  their  bed.  He  was  bent  over, examining his chastity tube. 

More than simply examining it, however. He managed to work his slug of a cock out of the thing. 

He  stood  up  and  it  grew.  A  dirty,  little  secret  out  in  the  open.  The residue of his maleness, horny and looking for the slightest excuse to jack off. 

He went to her dresser and opened the drawer. He leaned his head down and  smushed  his  face  into  her  underwear.  Smelling  it,  feeling  it,  and  his hand worked down below. A blur of stroking, a hunching of the hips. And, after just a few seconds…he squirted. 

Into her high heel. 

Cole’s  mind  stopped.  Totally  and  irrevocably.  It  was  as  if  he  had  died and was outside his body, looking on at the sodden piece of flesh that had once been alive. 

“Well, it seems that you have cheated on me.” 

“But…but…” he whispered. 

“What?” 

He muttered something, but was unintelligible. Even to himself he was just blithering, not able to frame a thought. 

Barbara leaned towards him and grabbed his chin and made him look at her. 

“Cole. Speak up. This is your chance to defend yourself.” 

“I…I…”  by  dint  of  Herculean  effort  he  managed  to  frame  a  coherent thought. “I didn’t mean to, but I get so horny…and I haven’t had any relief, and…” he continued on in this vein, and Barbara listened patiently. At last, he began to run down. 

Barbara sat back and looked at him. He was soft now, a gentle flower. 

But he had to be made more gentle. The last vestiges of his errant maleness needed to be quashed. 

“Cole, you have lied to me. And this necessitates certain actions. Mind you,  if  you  decide  you  don’t  wish  to  suffer  punishment,  you  can  always leave.” 

Unspoken: no male clothes, no money, no…no friends. He had given up talking to his male buddies, and he didn’t even see the people at work. 

“Would  you  like  to  stay  and  deal  with  this  situation  in  an  honest  and forthright manner…like a woman?” 

Tears were starting to seep out of his eyes, and he nodded. Just quick, short jerks of his exploded head. 

“Very  well.  Tomorrow  you  are  going  to  build  a  very  special  piece  of equipment. The material is in the trunk of my car. You will build it in the basement.  Also,  I  would  like  to  make  improvement  to  the  basement.  It  is likely we will be using it more often. But that can wait. First, you need to build your punishment horse. At the end of this week, Friday night, I will punish  you.  Afterwards  I  will  give  you  relief.  Do  you  understand everything?” 

“Yes, ma’am.” His tears were now overflowing, ruining his mascara. 

“Furthermore,  I  have  been  researching  hormones,  and  I  think  I  have decided on a program for you.” 

He stared at her, his heart filling his chest. Even though they had talked about it, it was usually her talking and him nodding. Now it was down to reality. He really was going to start transitioning. 

Was he ready? 

In his heart of hearts…he didn’t know. 

But he trusted Barbara. She might deny him and treat him like a servant, but  she  was  the  one  solid  rock  of  his  new  existence.  She  had  helped  him this far. Could he take the hormones? 

“We will begin taking hormones tomorrow, and, I can’t emphasize this enough, you must be religious in your taking of the medicine. 

Medicine. Drugs. Hormones. What was he doing? Again, though he was crying, he felt like he was watching form afar as he ran into and smacked slowly and lovingly into a wall. 

“Finally…” 

Finally? There was something else? He was already overwhelmed. 

“We will have no more accidents such as the one you have just seen.  I have  ordered  a  new  chastity  tube  for  you.  For  this  one  you  will  require  a piercing. Come next Monday morning, after you have recovered from your punishment, you will be getting a piercing.” 

Cole fingered his ear lobes. He remembered when Barbara had pierced those, the sting, the minor hurt. But this…this was a major sting to a major source  of  nerves.  He  had  the  image  of  somebody  holding  him  down  and pounding a spike through the end of his penis. 

Barbara  noted  the  worry  in  his  eyes.  She  patted  his  cheek  and  said, 

“Relax, Cole. It’s all for you.” 

And they were done for the night. 



Cole and Barbara rarely used the basement. It was old, with an old smell to it. It consisted of a long room on one side, and three small rooms on the other.  The  walls  were  poured  cement,  probably  a  modern  method  back when the house was built. 

One  of  the  three  rooms  was  used  for  coal.  It  had  a  chute  and  a  thick shovel  even  rested  in  one  corner.  There  was  a  small  wheel  barrow,  and  a beaten track to the furnace at one end of the big room. 

The second room was filled with boxes. That was all, just big, wooden crates, and who knew why and what for. 

The third room was empty. 

None  of  the  three  rooms  had  any  lighting.  Only  the  big  room  had lighting, and that was a series of three rather yellow bulbs. 

All in all, it was a dismal place, and did give the impression of being an actual dungeon. 

The  piece  of  ‘furniture’  that  Cole  had  to  build  was  simple.  He  was handy  with  tools  (though  a  bit  awkward  with  his  long,  red  nails)  so  he didn’t have much trouble assembling it. 

He  measured,  he  drilled,  he  screwed.  He  attached  padding  and  velcro

‘manacles.’ Finally, he stood back and inspected his work. 

‘The Horse’ was like a saw horse in design. It differed in that it had a wide center plank, and the center plank had excellent cushioning. 

Another difference was the four platforms attached to the four legs. On these he would place his elbows and knees. The velcro straps would make for quick securement. 

The plank was a bit short, and curved. His ass would be tilted up and quite accessible, though he didn’t put too much thought to this. 

Likewise,  his  chin  would  rest  on  a  little  cup-like  piece  of  wood  at  the other end. 

Lastly, the feet of the horse were bolted to the floor. No struggles would tip that baby over. 

He wondered if Barbara would want him to shellac it, or if there were any other additions to it. 

Probably not. So he turned off the lights and went upstairs. It was time to get ready for the evening. 



Barbara arrived home, and was pleased to see a package waiting next to the front door. She was just bending at the knees to pick the thing up when Cole opened the door to welcome her home. 

She smiled and straightened up. “Your new tube is here,” she announced with a grin. 

“Oh,” not much else to say. He took her coat and put it in the hall closet, then he took her purse and put it in the computer room. 

They had a leisurely dinner, then they went to the basement to inspect Cole’s work. 

“Excellent,”  said  Barbara.  She  was  so  pleased  that  she  turned  and grabbed his cage and shook it. “You are doing well, my sweet.” Then she smiled. “It’s a pity we have to punish you, yes?” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

She laughed. 

“A pity for you. Not for me.” 

“Uh…yes.” 

She giggled and led the way back upstairs. Cole stared at her hind end as  she  mounted  the  stairs,  studying  the  way  her  buttocks  moved  and quivered. 

“Stop staring at my ass,” she snapped. 

Fuck! How had she known? “Yes, ma’am,” he hung his head, turned it away from that round set of globes that was so incredible. 



“So tomorrow’s the night,” Rose remarked, sipping her Coke High. 

“Tonight is the night,” Barbara agreed. 

It  was  Thursday  night  at  Charlie  Coyote’s.  Cole  was  home,  probably surfing the net. Funny, Barbara used to hate it when he looked at porn. Now she understood it, and encouraged it. Anything to keep his pecker humming away in that terrible, small, little cage. 

A horny man is a compliant man. 

“So how’s it going?” 

Barbara looked askance at her friend. 

“You’ve come a long away. Your husband is feminized. Any regrets? Do you feel nervous, or like you want to back off? Or anything?” 

Barbara thought about it, and shook her head. 

“I used to have thoughts, but Cole…this is obviously what he wants.” 

“You’re a lucky woman.” 

“Oh?” 

“Many  men  would  have  revolted.  Many  men  couldn’t  have  done this.              Heck, many women couldn’t have done what you’ve done.” 

“It’s only what he wants.” 

“But do you know how special he is?” 

“Oddly, I don’t. I haven’t given much thought to it. But you have told me he is, so…” she shrugged. 

“Men  are  strange  creatures,  wrapped  up  in  the  mysticism  of  shoulder bumping,  swaggering  through  the  streets  as  if  they  were  in  charge,  acting like Lords of the realm.” 

Barbara smiled at the images Rose was crafting. 

“In reality, all they want is to be accepted by women.” She paused and waved for another drink, then continued. “People talk about the battle of the sexes, and they have no idea what is really happening. 

“Men  striving  to  please  women,  even  taking  them  by  force,  but  really wanting to protect them, for they are the most precious gifts of God in the

universe. 

“Men slaving to keep them, and really just wanting to be like them. 

“To  be  like  a  woman.  To  be  soft  and  understanding.  To  be compassionate. To be love itself. 

“And this is the real battle, not men against women, but men trying to be like women. The battle under the battle, easily seen, but not through a man’s eyes. 

“And Cole is special. He is winning the battle. He is letting himself be remade…he is remaking himself. He is brave enough to ‘lose the war’ of masculinity, and to succumb to his inner self.” 

Barbara watched her friend. They had had so many delightful talks, but this one…this one seemed extra significant. 

“I  guess  what  I’m  saying,  and  I  really  shouldn’t  because  you  already know this in your heart of hearts, is that you need to be merciless. You must keep up the pressure, push Cole, don’t spare the rod and spoil the child. You must help him break down the barriers that stop him from being himself.” 

Now Rose had reached across the table and her hand was on Rose’s. It was almost, in an odd way, like she was begging. 

Barbara  smiled  and  nodded.  “Girlfriend,  you  don’t  have  to  worry.  I’m going to give it my best.” 

“I know you will.” 

Suddenly a shadow came over them and they looked up. 

“Hi,  girls.  My  name  is  James,”  he  looked  at  Barbara,  “We  met  a  few weeks  ago.  Your  name  is  Barbara,  as  I  recall,  and  my  apologies  for  not knowing yours…” He looked at Rose. 

“Rose,” smiled Rose. 

“A Rose by any other name…how often have you heard that?” 

In the dim light they could yet tell how handsome he was. He had broad shoulders, a square chin, curly hair, dark brown eyes, and an honest face. 

“Too often,” smiled Rose. 

“Anyway,  sorry  to  intrude,  but  did  either  of  you  fine  lasses  feel  like  a dance?” 

He was asking both, but it was obvious his attention was on Barbara. 

Rose looked at Barbara and raised her eyebrows. 

“James,” she looked at the young man. Slightly younger than her. But a hunk. A real piece of man meat, and it didn’t look like he had a trace of the sissy in him. 

“Yes.” 

She made up her mind. “That sounds lovely.” 

She held out her hand and he took it and helped her up, escorted inside to the dance floor. 

Evenings at Charlie Coyote’s are wild. The liquor flows, anything goes, and  the  dance  floor  is  always  crowded.  Bodies  mushed  together,  breasts smashed  against  chests,  groins  were  as  if  fused.  Barbara  stepped  into James’s arms and they followed the music. Sort of. It was so crowded and everybody was yakking, it was sometimes hard to match the music. 

But, then, they weren’t really interested in the music, except as it aided in the mating ritual. 

She felt him down below, pressed up against her. Not a real hard on, but a hunky chub that gave hint of a much larger prize at the end of the night. 

She put her head to his chest and heard, even over the music, the throb of  his  heart.  Or  maybe  she  just  felt  the  blood  pressing  against  her  ear, through  his  skin,  and  imagined  the  sound.  Whatever,  it  felt  good.  It  felt wonderful.  To  be  taken  in  arm  by  a  manly  man.  And,  as  they  danced, Barbara considered what she was doing. 

She was with a man other than her husband. 

They were, to be blunt, fucking without using their sex organs. 

They were excited and entwined and fused and…and it felt good. 

It felt like it used to feel with Cole. Back when he was…when he was…

more manly. 

She was cheating. 

But he had cheated on her. Many times, no matter that he protested not. 

Cole was not a man to be believed. 

Was she, by cheating, traveling down the road to be a woman who could not be believed? 

Was she wrong? 

Her marriage wasn’t over, but it was…changed. 

She  didn’t  think  she  would  ever  let  Cole  into  her  again,  and  she  had needs. She needed the touch of humanity, the feel of a man, a real man. 

Was Cole even a man anymore? 

Physically, yes. 

At least, until hormones started reworking him. 

“What you thinking about?” James whispered into her ear. 

She smiled up at him. “Of real men.” 

He smiled. 

She smiled. 

Their  lips  grew  closer.  They  could  feel  each  other’s  breath,  soft, aromatic, intoxicating. 

Somehow they were on the edge of the dance floor, then stepping off. 

They pulled back from each other, but their eyes were locked. 

He walked her out to the patio, then, exhibiting his maleness, he pulled her to the side, behind the iron gate at the entrance to the patio. 

They held still for a moment, not speaking, their eyes searching, asking questions that could only be answered by one action. 

Their faces moved closer. Their lips were an inch apart. They touched. 

A sensation like soft electricity coursing through her mouth, heating up her face. 

His arms wrapping around her, like a cocoon. 

For a long minute they explored each other, tasting the crevices of their mouths, breathing into each other, holding their breaths, and finally parting. 

Staring at each other. 

People passed by them. Didn’t look at them. 

She brought her hand around to the front of him, brushed the back of her hand over his tool, and he gasped. 

She turned her hand and held him. His chub rapidly grew into a full hard on. 

She said, “I’m not going to fuck you. At least, not tonight.” 

He was breathing high in his chest. “Okay,” 

She smiled. 

He might be a manly man, but he was still a man, and he was hers to do with as she wanted. 

As was Cole. 

They  kissed  again,  and  she  worked  her  hand  into  his  pants,  squeezed between belt and material and flesh. 

He was hot, stiff, throbbing. 

But, then, so was she throbbing. 

She wanted to fuck him. She wanted to feel a dick in her. She needed a dick in her. 

But she had to think about it. She had to consider what she was doing to Cole. She had to ask herself questions about marriage and a man who was

transitioning  and  whether  it  was  okay  for  her  to  sate  her  desires  when…

when…

The kiss came to an end. They were in that closed tunnel, ignoring the rest of the world, sampling only each other. 

“Thank you for the dance,” she whispered into him, taking her hand out of his pants. 

He sighed, and he wanted more, but he was understanding. 

In a way, that was disappointing. 

She was becoming an Alpha Bitch…she knew that. But there was still a part  of  her  that  clung  to  the  customs  and  mores  of  her…upbringing.  Of society. 

She wanted, in that schoolgirl part of her, to have a man sweep her off her feet, ‘Cinderella’ her, rescue her from…from what? 

She  was  a  liberated  woman.  She  had  her  own  business.  What  did  she need a man for, except to sate her desires? 

And the hell with Cole. He was sating his desires, going in the direction he wanted. Why shouldn’t she go in the direction she wanted? 

She pushed away from James, loath to drop her eyes, but she did. 

She  went  back  to  the  table,  flushed,  breathing  hard,  her  crotch  fair soaked with juices. 

Damn! 

Rose looked up at her. Two fresh drinks were on the table. The look on Rose’s face was pleased. 

“So, how’d it go?” 

“I…woo.” Barbara fanned her face with one hand. 

Rose  laughed,  then  leaned  forward  conspiratorially.  “The  first  man always effects you that way.” 

Barbara blinked. “The…first?” 

Rose sat back, sipped her drink. She said, “For a million years we have been  property.  Men  have  used  us  and  discarded  us.  And  they  have  had multiple  women.  They  didn’t  ask,  they  just  took,  and  we  were  chattel, goods to be used and disposed of. How many women did Cole fuck?” 

Her words were harsh, yet delivered as a kindly question. 

“I don’t know…” 

“But a lot.” 

Barbara nodded. 

He used you, went on the prowl for more. He could have been true to you, but he wasn’t, and he didn’t even think about it.” 

Barbara didn’t say anything. Rose was right. But…

“Did he?” 

Barbara shook her head. 

“So why are you thinking about it?” 

“I…don’t know.” 

“Well, it’s okay, girlfriend. You just go ahead and think all you want. In the end you’re a woman, and you have a woman’s needs. In the end you’re going to fuck the shit out of some poor slob, and he’s going to fall in love with you.” 

That was almost a slap in the face. Barbara loved Cole. Or…did she? Or could she love more than one man? Or was love just bullshit anyway? 

“His name was James, right?” 

Barbara nodded. 

“Did  you  feel  his  cock?  I  could  see  you  behind  the  door,  through  the ironwork. His back jerked like somebody had him by the balls. Did you?” 

Barbara was embarrassed, and she was not. A part of her never talked about this stuff. A part of her was dying to. 

But, then, she was becoming liberated. She was a free woman. Who…

who…(dare she think it) owned a man. 

Not much of a man, but…was he really just her property? 

If  they  had  no  sex,  and  he  slaved  for  her,  didn’t  that  make  him…

property? 

In her heart of hearts she knew the answer, but it was a scary answer. In her heart of hearts, if she admitted this…it would be like the final break. 

 A woman needs love to hold herself together!  One side of her protested. 

 Nonsense,  said the other side. 

 A woman needs to feel wanted! 

 Bullshit!  said the other side. 

 A woman is a slut if she…if she sleeps around, has more than one man. 

She thought. 

 Don’t be a fucking moron,  quipped her other side. 

On the other side of the table Rose watched her, her mouth twisted in a happy  sort  of  a  moue.  She  understood  the  things  Barbara  was  going through. She understood the traps of moral qualms. 

But she also understood that a woman had to be free. 

She waited, sipped her drink, and let Barbara deal with her confusions. 
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PART SEVEN

Friday  morning  Cole  awoke.  Early.  An  hour  before  usual.  Five  in  the AM. He gulped. 

Today he was going to be punished. Spanked on The Horse. 

He hadn’t been spanked since the fifth grade. He had shown a little girl his weenie and his father had spanked the holy crap out of him. 

His attitude had been ‘it’s only a weenie!’

But he never dared do that again. 

In  fact,  he  was  even  reticent  around  women  when  he  got  older.  Long after the spanking he remembered it vividly. 

And today he was going to get spanked. 

Was she going to be gentle? Slap, slap, slap. Shed a tear, get up and rub his butt, ‘I’m sorry.’

Or was it going to be the stuff of BDSM dreams? Maybe a paddle with holes in it, making a whistling sound every time it came down and smacked his butt. Maybe even metal rivets in the surface, leave his ass not just red, but dotted. Totally bruised. Unable to sit down for days. Maybe even weeks. 

He gulped again and got up. He was scared, and fascinated. And, he had to admit, he was looking forward to it. 

There was a part of him that knew he had been bad. He shouldn’t have cheated. He shouldn’t have lied. He deserved a spanking. 

Inside  his  chastity  tube  his  cock  was  pressing  so  hard,  pulsing  with blood, trying desperately to get hard. 

And, come Monday he was going to be pierced. Down there. And then

he would never be able to get his cock out. Not without her permission. 

Would he end up having to beg? Would she just take him out and fuck him when she felt like it? He doubted this last because she had shown no inclination  to  release  him  for  anything.  She  even  made  him  wash  himself and then use a hair dryer to get dry. 

What was his life becoming? What would it be like? 

Did he like his new life? 

Astoundingly, he did. 

A month before he never could have imagined a life like this. He was a swinging stud, fucking who he wanted. How had he fallen so deep, so fast? 

But he knew…his personality craved it. It was in him. 

And  inside  his  chest,  high,  behind  the  sternum,  he  felt  a  warmth  that was  getting  hotter  and  hotter.  A  pleasure  that  was  consuming  him.  An aliveness like nothing he had ever felt before. 

Yes, his balls were blue. They were fucking purple. He felt sometimes like they were going to explode. 

But the more he felt this sensation the hotter grew the electricity in his chest, shooting through him, warming him, making him totally alive. 

He  opted  for  a  full  maid  outfit  this  morning.  He  felt  deliciously subservient, he wanted his spanking, and felt like he needed to be perfectly submissive to get it. 

He slipped into his corset and tried to tie it. This was very difficult, but he  had  the  extra  time.  He  pulled,  he  worked  the  snaps,  he  sucked  in  his breath, and he got it pretty tight. Not totally tight, but good for doing it just by himself. 

No panties. He wanted his caged cock bouncing around, reminding him of what he couldn’t have—a delicious hard on. 

He rolled up nylons and fastened them to the built in garter straps on the corset. 

He pushed his falsies into the top of his corset’s built in bra and admired his figure in the mirror. He was getting more and more hourglass. He was definitely  losing  weight,  and  his  fake  breasts  thrust  forward  just  like  real ones. 

He  stepped  into  the  maid’s  uniform.  It  was  a  black  skirt  with  a  white blouse. The blouse had puffy sleeves and the midsection was tight, pushed up on his falsies. 

He pulled up a chiffon underskirt to make his short maid’s skirt spread out.  His  cock  felt  cool  air  washing  over  it.  The  excitement  of  wanting, trying to get hard, was almost unbearable. 

He sat down at his vanity table. 

Barbara had bought him his own vanity table, and it was fully stocked with make up. 

Expertly  he  moisturized,  primed,  applied  foundation.  He  gave  himself color with a little blush, and spent some time working on the eyes. 

He  was  getting  good  with  make  up,  but  the  eyes  always  seemed  to require  an  intense  effort.  He  chose  a  grey  shadowy  color,  make  him  look smoky and mysterious. 

He  started  to  apply  lipstick,  then  stopped.  He  wiped  off  the  substance and picked up a tube of lipstain. 

Lipstain. Long lasting. And he would use gloss to keep that shiny look. 

His  heart  near  bursting  with  heat,  feeling  a  happiness  he  had  never experienced as a man, he inspected himself in the mirror. 

He looked like a woman. His jaw was a little wide, and his shoulders, but hormones would take care of that. 

Hormones. He was really going to do it. Go all the way. 

He  was  going  to  grow  his  own  set  of  tits.  His  butt  was  going  to  be rounder, maybe even jiggly. His face would change as fat was redistributed, and  he  would  look  like  a  woman.  Nobody  would  ever  mistake  him  for  a man. 

He wondered what would happen to his penis. 

Barbara  had  said  she  had  selected  chemicals  that  would  build  his estrogen, but would only slightly block his testosterone. 

He thought he might prefer to totally block the testosterone. He had seen pictures,  videos,  on  the  net,  of  lady  boys.  They  had  the  tiniest,  smallest penises. Little pencils that flopped around when they…when they took it up the ass. 

He was scared. 

He had been a swinging dick, and now he was going to be a man pussy. 

He used to put his dick in vaginas, now…did Barbara expect him to bend over and take it up his rear? 

He didn’t know, and it was scary. It was so scary that if he thought about it for long he would get short of breath. 

He  sighed  and  pushed  his  thoughts  away.  He  had  spent  an  extra  hour getting ready, used up the extra hour he had from waking up early. It was time to get madam her morning coffee. 

Madam. 

He was thinking of Barbara more and more as madam, and not Barbara. 

He used her name less and less, used ‘ma’am’ more and more. 

She liked it, and it made him feel good. 

He was below her and he liked it. 

He went to the kitchen and prepared coffee. They were almost out and he knew that some day he was going to have to go to the store. So far he had  just  ordered  a  delivery  service,  done  his  shopping  on  line,  stuck  his hand out the door with a credit card on it. 

Some day he would have to go to the store, get into his car, which he hadn’t driven for a month, and go to the store, and swing his hips down the aisle. 

Would men look at him? 

He didn’t want men to look at him. He wanted women to look at him. 

To talk to him. To accept him. 

He  walked  upstairs,  taking  careful  steps  in  his  high  heels.  He  loved walking in high heels. He loved the way his butt was raised, the way he had to make his legs straight, the way the small of his back swayed. 

He approached Barbara’s bedroom and tapped on the door. 

“Come in,” came his mistress’s sweet voice. 

He entered. “Good morning, ma’am.” 

Barbara smiled and stretched. She sat up, and her full boobs fell over the covers. 

“You slept well?” he asked. 

“Like a baby,” Barbara answered. “And are you looking forward to your punishment tonight?” 

“I am…anxious.” 

Barbara smiled. “Good.” 

She drank her coffee and Cole waited. He enjoyed this time with her. He loved to see her breasts, her naked body, and he looked forward to helping her dress. 

 Is this why little girls play with dolls? 

She  finished  her  coffee,  slid  out  of  bed  and  stretched  towards  the ceiling. Then she touched her toes. 

Cole  couldn’t  take  his  eyes  off  the  way  her  breasts  hung.  He  was  so looking forward to having his own breasts. 

“I  think,”  said  Barbara  as  she  headed  for  her  morning  shower,  “We should take up morning exercises. Maybe get a video and put our bodies in shape. What do you think.” 

Oh, God. The idea of watching her in spandex, or just outright nude, it was too much. He gulped loudly and she looked at him, then laughed. She patted his cheek. “I love you being horny. That’s why I didn’t want to block

the testosterone. I want you sexually suffering, if suffering it really is. Tell me, is trying to be erect all the time torture?” 

“In a way,” he was trying to remain professional, as a maid, but it was difficult. Her body was so bountiful, and it was right there. He would even get to touch it after her shower. 

“But it feels good,” Barbara finished. 

Col, gulping some more, nodded. 

Barbara  stepped  into  the  shower  and  shortly  was  humming  as  she lathered and rinsed. 

Cole waited, a thick, fluffy towel at the ready. When she stepped out he was allowed to feel her body. 

 To think,  he thought as he pressed the material gently against her body.  I used to stick my dick in her body. I used to…fuck her. 

Now it all seemed…wrong. Like the mere act of sex would despoil her body. 

Her body was, to him, a precious temple, to be taken care of, never to be abused. 

She walked into the bedroom and told him which panties to bring her, which bra. “Give me the tummy shaper today. The tight one. I’m feeling a little naughty, and I want to be sexy.” 

“Madam is always sexy,” blurted Cole. 

They put her in the tummy shaper and underwear, and her boobs jutted out magnificently. 

Cole  was  gulping  again,  trying  to  control  himself,  and  Barbara  was getting a large charge out of his nervousness. 

“Do you remember when you used to fuck me?” she teased him. 

“Yes, ma’am,” he started to blush. 

“Your dick was big, really reached right into me. I used to love that.” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

“Would you like to fuck me again?” She turned and grabbed his crotch, felt the hard plastic of his cage, lifted him up on his toes. 

“Oh…ma’am,” he gurgled. He didn’t know what to say. On one hand he wanted to fuck her. He dreamed of fucking her. 

On the other hand…he was who he was. Who he was becoming. Did he

even deserve sex? 

Did he want sex? 

Or  did  he  just  want  to  live  in  this  deliciously  horny  state  he  was  in forever? 

She let go of him. 

“Go fix breakfast.” 

She sat down at her make up table and he stared at her, his heart near busting, then he left the room. 

The  day  went  slowly  for  Cole.  He  would  be  mopping  a  floor,  or cleaning out a cupboard, bored and not knowing why, then giving a shiver and knowing why. 

He was going to get a spanking. 

At one point he went down to the basement to look at The Horse, and suddenly he panicked. 

The Horse was cool, sleek, shiny, the straps dangled invitingly. 

But the dungeon was a mess. It was…it was…a basement! 

Barbara had talked to him about this, but he hadn’t even thought about it. 

He brought a thick bristle brush and two buckets of water. One was for soap, the other was for rinse. He attacked the walls, getting rid of decades of spiderwebs and gust and grime. 

He took a broom to the low ceiling, getting every corner, every beam. 

There was a window at the far end of the basement and he cleaned it. He had to use a razor blade to scrape the muck off it, a hundred years of coal residue  from  the  big  furnace  at  the  other  end.  Then  he  hung  a  square  of black cloth over it. 

He worked all morning, sweating more than he wanted to, he was going to have to change and he had wanted to wear the maid’s outfit all day. And he was going to have to take off the corset and wash it. 

The corset felt so good, squeezing him like a loving hand. He needed to ask  Barbara  if  he  could  get  some  more  of  them.  He  wondered  what  he would look like when his waist got real tiny. 

By lunch he was done. Tired, but done. 

Except…he frowned. 

He brought out a couple of the crates from the middle room and pushed them  against  a  wall.  Then  he  placed  a  boom  box  on  one.  The  electrical outlet behind the crates actually worked, so Barbara could have music while she…she punished him. 

For a moment he was frozen, lost in fantasies, thinking of his childhood when his father had made him go pick a branch off one of the trees outside. 

He had had to pick his own switch. That had hurt, and his mother had even taken  pity  on  him  afterwards.  She  had  had  him  lie  down  and  she  had applied  ointment  to  his  striped  butt.  Her  cool  hands  stroked  his  burning skin. He jerked, it was so painful, but she just kept rubbing and rubbing his butt…until he was afraid to get off his belly. He had a monster hard on. 

He shook himself and looked around the dungeon. It was ready, and he should  go  get  ready  for  Barbara.  It  was  early,  but  he  wanted  everything perfect. He headed upstairs to clean up, put on a nice dress, and refresh his make up. 



Barbara  was  fidgety  all  day.  She  was  so  fidgety  that  she  called  Rose. 

“Rose, Charlie Coyote for lunch?” 

“You betcha, girlfriend. See you at noon.” 

They met in the patio, Barbara had gotten there earlier and she stood up and they air kissed. Barbara had their drinks waiting. 

“Oh, ho!” quipped Rose. “Are we celebrating?” She looked at Barbara, then her eyes lit up. “It’s spanking day!” 

Barbara grinned, nervously, and took a large sip. The liquid went down smooth and created a little furnace in her excited belly. 

“God,” she said, “I feel like a virgin!” 

“For the very first time!” laughed Rose. She leaned forward. “So how are you going to do it?” 

Barbara was blank for a moment, then: “I hadn’t even thought about it.” 

“What? You were just going to slap his butt a few times?” 

“I should hope not!” Barbara protested. 

Rose laughed. Then: “Okay, so how are you going to secure him?” 

“I had him build me one of those horse things you told me about.” 

“Ooh, The Horse. Good for what ails him.” 

They giggled. Barbara feeling a nervous thread in her chest. 

“So what are you going to use on him?” 

“I don’t…how about a ping pong paddle?” 

“Eh. They’re sort of blasé. Good for if you’re a mother with kids and a ping pong table.” 

“I don’t have a whip. And I’d be scared to use one. Don’t those things cut the skin?” 

“So  you  hit  softer.  But,  you’re  right.  Don’t  use  something  you’re uncomfortable with.” 

“How about a simple belt?” 

Rose nodded. That might do it. Make him go get one of his own belts. 

When the subbie has to contribute something to his own beating…it really helps. Makes it even more personal. 

“I  could  have  him  go  get  a  belt  from  a  box  of  his  male  clothes.  I  put them  all  in  the  attic.  He  would  have  to  climb  the  stairs,  look  through  the boxes…oooh! that gives me a thrill.” 

Rose laughed heartily. Her eyes were bright and shining. 

“Now what do you want him to wear?” 

Again, Barbara was blank. “Does it matter?” 

“Oh, girlfriend! Does it matter? Who hit you with the stupid stick?” 

They grinned and ordered more drinks. 

“Now, listen. You are playing to a fantasy here. Cole is living a dream, and you can’t just use him and abuse him. You’ve got to figure out what he wants, what he needs, and you have to deliver it in grand style. It’s theater, and you have to play to the crowd of one.” 

Barbara listened, fascinated. 

“So  make  him  wear  a  shift.  If  you  had  a  cilice  that  would  be wonderful.” 

“What’s a cilice?” 

“A  hairshirt.  It’s  rough,  rubs  the  skin,  good  for  penance.  Especially  if you’re going to have him flog himself.” 

Barbara blinked and Rose chuckled. 

“But  a  shift  will  do.  Maybe  you  can  find  one  made  out  of  burlap. 

Something that really hangs on him. Makes him aware of his body. 

“As for you, you have to be the stuff of dreams. Full make up, leather tights, maybe even a catsuit. Wear a bullet bra if you’ve got one. Your hair should…” 

Rose  went  on  explaining  the  scene  to  Barbara,  and  Barbara’s  jaw dropped further and further. 

Honestly, she had just intended to take Cole down and give him a few whacks. This…this dramatization sounded like so-o-o much more fun! 

Suddenly she could’t wait for the evening. 

“Hold  it,”  she  said,  and  she  picked  up  her  phone.  She  dialed  her company. “Marcie, I’m not needed for anything today, am I?” 

Rose could hear the conversation. “We need you to stay away.” 

“Ha!” 

“Seriously though, no.” 

“Then  I’m  gone  this  afternoon,  and  I’ll  see  you  Mon—no,  make  it Tuesday.” 

“Yippee! I’m breaking out the champagne!” 

“What?” 

“Just one bottle. Not very big.” 

“Oh, hell. Make it a big one. Get the customers drunk too. New selling point.” 

“Gotcha. Have a great weekend.” 

Barbara hung up and looked at Rose. “I need to go shopping. Want to help?” 

Rose  quaffed  the  rest  of  her  drink.  “Hell,  girl.  Shopping  is  my  middle name.” 

Giggling, the two girls left the restaurant. 



Six o’clock and Cole was worried. Barbara was often late, but usually not this late. Oddly, he wasn’t so worried about her as whether he would get his spanking. 

Six thirty. Cole washed the windows, hoping that if they were cleaner he would see her. 

Seven  o’clock,  and  her  car  pulled  into  the  driveway.  It  was  all  Cole could do to not rush out and chastise her. 

As if he could speak harshly to her. Those days were past. 

He went into the kitchen. He had lids over the potatoes and lamb chops. 

He lifted and smelled. Okay. Still fresh. He turned the stove off, then took two fresh drinks out of the fridge and, hearing her heels on the steps, rushed to the front door. 

The  door  swung  back  and  he  held  out  the  drinks,  and  froze.  His  face went slack, he started to swoon. Barbara had brought home a friend. 

“Thank  you,  dear,”  Barbara  took  one  of  the  drinks  and  sashayed  past him. 

“Me,  too.  Dear.”  A  woman,  her  face  forever  registered  in  his  mind, walked past, took the other drink, his drink, and followed Barbara into the living room. 

Cole  couldn’t  move.  His  face  was  red,  felt  pin  prickly.  His  body  was like a log that had been pounded on. He couldn’t think. 

“Cole!” 

He thought,  She’s calling me. What do I do?  He couldn’t move! 

“Cole? Come in here.” 

He tried to turn, but his feet were as if cemented in place. 

The door had swung shut and he stared at it. He wanted to open it and run  out.  but  if  he  did  that  people  would  see  him.  But  one  people,  one person, had already seen him. Who was that woman? 

He felt Barbara touch him, put an arm through his, turn him around. 

“Come, Cole,” she pulled him towards the living room. 

Cole was shaking his head, his muscles didn’t want to work, but it was like she was stronger than him. She controlled him. She walked him into the living  room.  She  left  him  standing,  in  front  of  the  strange  woman,  who merely studied him and grinned. 

“Cole,” Barbara said, sitting down in the Queen Anne at the end of the coffee table. “This is Rose. Rose, meet Cole.” 

“I…uh…I…” 

“She’a cute, little vixen,” observed the woman, and Cole finally began to  look  at  her,  to  perceive  her.  She  was  the  same  height  and  weight,  as Barbara.  She  had  dark  hair,  black,  in  curls  just  above  the  shoulders.  Her eyes were green, very knowing, and they were knowing Cole right then. 

“I…uh…” 

“No need to be embarrassed, Cole.” 

“But…I…” 

“It’s  okay,  Barbara.”  The  woman  suddenly  changed  her  voice  into  a cutting  command.  “The  ice  cubes  in  these  drinks  are  melted.”  She  placed her glass on the coffee table and stared at Cole. 

Cole didn’t know what to do. 

“Cole,” whispered Barbara. “Go get a couple of fresh drinks.” 

“But…I…” he stumbled a bit, realized that he had tried to turn around. 

“Cole!” 

And Cole managed to turn. He walked towards the kitchen on stumping legs. 

“I’m sorry, Rose. He’s not usually like this.” 

“No apologies necessary. Good help is hard to find, and it must often be trained.” 

Their  voices  faded  as  Cole  entered  the  kitchen.  Acting  on  automatic, like a robot with burned out circuits, he made two fresh drinks. Time passed in a jerky manner, and he brought the two drinks to the women. He handed a drink to Rose. 

“A  napkin  underneath.  No  swizzle?”  She  she  asked  him  with  raised eyebrows. 

“I…I’m sorry.” 

“Hunh! Sorry doesn’t cut it.” 

Cole handed Barbara here drink. 

“Very good, Cole. Go out and get the bags out of the trunk.” 

Cole went to the door, trying to figure out what was happening. He was so  red,  his  face  burned  almost  painfully,  and  his  dick…his  dick  was throbbing  so  hard  he  was  almost  afraid  he  was  going  to  cum  right  in  his tube. 

“Oh, heysoos,” he muttered. He struck his tube with a fist. Not hard, but hopefully hard enough to take it’s mind off squirting. 

A moment and he was marching back into the house, laden with boxes and bags. 

“Right here, dear.” 

Cole put them down on the couch, at the end away from the strange lady and closer to Barbara. 

“Excellent, dear. Go get the bottle of bourbon.” 

Coming  out  of  dazed  and  into  confusion,  Cole  did  as  he  was  told. 

Shortly  he  stood,  holding  the  bottle,  one  hand  under  the  bottom  and  one hand around the neck, not sure what to do. 

“Go on, dear. Take a drink.” 

“What? I…” he stared at Barbara. 

“I’m going to flay the skin off your puny ass tonight, and you’re going to need a bit of pain killer. Take a drink. Take a few drinks.” 

Dutifully, but with a sublime sense of relief, Cole tilted the bottle. His red lips touched the end and the fiery liquid burned his mouth, then started scorching his throat. 

Barbara and Rose ignored him then, talked about this and that, and Cole could  never  remember  what  it  was  they  said.  He  was  so  mind  blasted  he simply didn’t register words. 

“Cole!” 

Cole jerked. She had ben talking to him. 

“Take another drink.” 

He did, and he tried to think, but thoughts were alien to him right then. 

“Give him his apparel.” 

“Of course. Cole,” she tossed a small bag to him. “Put this on.” 

Cole  took  out  a  brown,  long  shirt.  It  was  made  out  of  rough  material, and he thought he had seen surfers wear something like it. He blinked. 

“Go on.” 

Cole turned and started to leave. 

“Where are you going?” 

He turned back. “To change…to…put this on.” 

“You don’t have to go anywhere. Just take off your clothes off and put your shirt on.” 

“But…” he looked at Rose. 

“I’ve seen bigger cocks than yours. Smaller, too.” 

“Cole!” Barbara raised her voice. “Take your clothes off. Now!” 

He  couldn’t  deny  the  power  of  her  voice.  He  put  the  bag  down  and started getting out of his clothes. He was bright red as he stripped off the dress. He thought he was going to die when he took off his underwear. He put everything aside, on the floor, nice and neat. He took the shift out of the bag  and  held  it  up.  He  pulled  it  over  his  head.  the  material  was  rough, excited his nipples as it pulled down over his chest. If it was a shirt it was too long, coming to mid thigh. If it was a dress it was…it was a dress. 

“Excellent. Come here.” 

Cole walked to Barbara. 

“Lift your skirt.” 

Rose chuckled. 

Cole  lifted  his  garment  and  Barbara  took  the  small,  gold  key  off  the chain around her neck. She fitted it to his chastity tube and unlocked him. 

Cole felt faint. He felt like he was going to fall over. His cock sprang to attention.  It  hadn’t  been  hard  for  so  long  the  skin  had  to  stretch,  and  it actually hurt. He gave a moan. 

“Put your hands up.” 

Cole raised his hands. 

“Higher. Straight up.” 

He  pointed  his  arms  at  the  ceiling.  This  raised  his  shift  and  his  cock stood straight out. The girls studied it. 

“Could be bigger,” observed Rose. 

“I think it used to be. Wearing the chastity tube has likely made it shrink a bit.” 

Cole couldn’t help it. It was his cock they were talking about! “Is it…” 

he looked down…it was smaller. “Will it get big again?” 

Rose snapped, “Do you want it to?” 

Cole  didn’t  know  what  to  say.  This  was  a  strange  woman.  He  didn’t know her. He didn’t know what to expect. He was afraid of her. 

“Have a drink, Cole,” Barbara said, almost like an observation. 

Cole grabbed the bottle, tilted it and swigged. He was starting to realize that he needed alcohol. Badly. 

The girls went back to talking. They kept Cole with his hands up, and kept telling him to have sips. 

After a half hour he was high. Not drunk, he was too excited for that, but he was loopy. 

“Well, girlfriend, I have to be going.” 

“Thanks for coming by.” 

Rose turned to Cole and snickered. “Have fun, Bitch Boy.” 

Cole, even though he was starting to feel the alcohol, wanted an end to the embarrassment. 

Rose started for the front door. 

“Cole?” 

Cole turned to Barbara, who made motions with her hands. “The door,” 

she whispered. 

Cole went into motion. though he felt like he wasn’t really in control of himself, he moved towards the door, got ahead of Rose, and opened it. 

Rose stopped, right next to him. She placed a hand on his cheek. “Be a good boy now.” 

“I…I…” 

She slapped him, lightly, on the cheek. Laughed. And went out the door. 



Cole stood, his mind not working, and stared at Barbara. 

Barbara went back to the couch and sat down. “Come, Cole.” 

Cole went back into the living room. 

She leaned forward and patted the couch. “And have another drink.” 

Cole sat, and sipped. He was on the edge of the couch, and on edge in his mind. “You told…she knows.” 

“Rose is a dear friend. She helped me through the difficult times when I found out you’re a cheater. We’ve discussed you at length, and she’s really helped me out. 

“Oh.” 

What was there for him to say? Somewhere along the line he had lost his vote. He couldn’t voice an opinion…for he had no opinion. Not in this new relationship. 

“Cole, are you ready for the evening’s festivities?” 

“Uh, yeah.” 

“Uh…yeah?” She raised her eyebrows at him. 

“Yes, ma’am,” he corrected. Now that Rose wasn’t here it was easier to talk. 

“Have you been thinking about it all day?” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

“Excellent.  They  say  that  anticipation  is  worse  than  death  itself.  Let’s hope it enhances your punishment, makes it worthwhile.” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

A concerned look suddenly came into Barbara’s eyes. “Cole?” 

“Yes?” 

“Do you want to be better? Do you want to be a good boy?” 

“Oh, yes.” He didn’t understand where this was going, but the spanking was getting closer. His comeuppance was on the doorstep. He was almost burbling in his answer. 

“And how about…do you want to be a good girl?” 

He froze. He blinked. There it was. The end of the road. Maybe not in deed, he knew he still had a ways to go, but in decision, in thought. He said, with certainty. “Yes, ma’am.” 

Barbara  nodded.  She  handed  him  a  drink.  Then  we  should  begin.  Are you ready to begin?” 

“Oh, yes. Ma’am.” 

She didn’t smile. She merely put down her glass and said. “Then, let the games begin.” 
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PART EIGHT

“This  is  going  to  be  the  best  sex  we’ve  ever  had.”  Barbara  made  the definitive statement, and pulled her dress up. “Take down my panties.” 

Cole  suddenly  had  a  hard  time  breathing.  He  hadn’t  seen  his  wife’s vagina  in  an  up  close  and  personal  manner  for  a  month.  Drying  her  body after  a  shower,  or  helping  her  get  dressed  didn’t  count.  That  was  just business as usual, no matter how it made his cock pulse. 

He went to his knees—honestly, he couldn’t stay in a knee bent position

—and reached for her panties. He hooked his red tipped nails into the waist and pulled them down. 

Down her long legs, trying to not to salivate, trying not to gulp. 

Off her legs and stood there, stupidly, not knowing what to do. 

“Well?” she said, spreading her legs. 

Cole  felt  his  head  moving  forward.  Once  again  he  felt  surreal,  like  he wasn’t in control, like the world was happening without him. 

The vagina loomed, a beautiful slit with puffy lips. It looked moist, and he hadn’t even touched his tongue to it. 

“Come on,” Barbara muttered, and she grabbed the back of his head and pulled his face into her snatch. 

He felt her thighs on his cheeks, his ears, and his mouth was suddenly plastered against her orifice. He began to lick, and then, giving himself in to the action, he began to gobble. 

“Oh, yeah.” Barbara murmured. She reached up and held her tits. They were encased in dress and bra, but it felt so good just to hold them, to lift them, to feel the exciting electricity shoot through her body. 

Cole licked, Frenched her, pressed his voracious mouth against her wet folds. The scent of her was driving him wild, and his cock had never felt so hard. Free of the chastity tube it strained, poking against the rough material of his shift. His balls were pulled up tight and hard. 

“Yes, Cole dear. That’s it.” Barbara tilted her hips into his face, ground her  pubes  into  his  mouth.  One  hand  stayed  on  a  breast,  and  the  other

grabbed his head again. She pulled his head and smushed it into her groin. 

Cole was breathing hard…and trying to breath. Sometimes he could get oxygen, sometimes his face was so plastered against her he couldn’t breath. 

Barbara listened to the sound of his gasps, giggled, felt horniness sweep over her, and fucked his face harder. 

Suddenly,  she  pushed  him  away.  He  felt  back  on  his  haunches  and almost rolled onto his back. 

“Oh, you hopeless slut,” she said with a wry grin. “Let’s get you ready.” 

She stood up and extended a hand to him. She took his hand and helped him  to  his  feet,  then  she  walked  towards  the  kitchen,  and  the  door  to  the basement. 

He followed her dumbly, like a beast being led to a happy slaughter. He stared at her straight back, her swaying hips. 

“Don’t look at my ass.” 

He  focused  on  her  waves  of  hair.  His  cock  stood  out,  the  head  being stimulated by the material of his shift, the head feeling raw and even painful from  the  touch  of  the  shift.  He  wondered  what  it  would  be  like  to  wear metal. That was what she had told him the next chastity tube would be. 

She led him down the stairs, and he clicked the light as he passed the switch. He had replaced the old yellow bulbs with low watt new bulbs. It was  still  delightfully  dim,  provided  a  necessary  ambience,  but  it  was  also easier to see. 

At  the  bottom  of  the  stairs  she  stopped  and  inspected  the  basement under the new lighting. 

“Nice,” she said. “You’ve cleaned the place up. Cobwebs are nice, but…

women need things to be clean. Well, come on.” she grabbed his cock and he near swooned, grew dizzy, followed the pull of her hand. 

He could feel the iron in her grip, he could feel the blood trapped in his cock. He felt like he was going to cum in her hand. 

“Please…please…” he begged. 

She knew he was going to cum, and she squeezed harder, hard enough to hurt, hard enough to replace the sensation of pleasure with the sensation of pain. 

He groaned and his knees gave way a bit. 

“Don’t  you  dare  cum.”  She  almost  snarled  the  sentence  into  his  face, and it was very obvious that she really meant it. He gulped and nodded, and willed himself to not squirt. 

She laughed. “Aren’t you supposed to think of baseball?” 

He didn’t know what he was thinking…he was just trying not to think of his cock. His mind was a mixed up melange of mayhem. 

She waited, and he gulped, and finally he nodded. She let go, and was prepared to grip him again, but he managed to not squirt. 

“Come,  before  you  lose  it.”  She  walked  across  the  basement  floor  to The Horse. She stood and gazed down at it and smiled. “What a wonderful beast.” 

He stood, waiting. Not sure what was going to happen, even though he knew what was going to happen. 

“Well, take off your clothes and lay down, on your belly.” 

He  pulled  the  shift  off,  felt  vulnerable  standing  naked,  his  cock bouncing  out  of  control.  He  put  a  leg  over  and  laid  down.  The  top  plank was short, with his chin in the little holder his butt was pointed upward at the other end. 

Barbara fastened the straps. First his arms, then his legs. This scrunched his legs up a little, and his butt was high in the air. His balls hung down, and his cock pointed at the floor, hard and red and dripping. 

It  wasn’t  a  comfortable  position,  but  it  wasn’t  terrible.  He  did  realize, however, how his ass was raised up perfectly for spanking. 

“Unh,” He grunted, trying to get comfortable. 

“How’s that?” 

“Uncomfortable.” 

“Good.” 

Barbara started walking across the floor. 

“Hey!” 

She ignored him, didn’t say a word, didn’t look back, just mounted the steps and left. 

Cole  lay  on  The  Horse  and  his  mind  was  even  more  messed.  It  was silent, and he began to listen. 

The creak of the floor above as Barbara walked across it. The far away opening of a door. Something falling on the floor. Then…nothing. 

He listened to his heart beat. He felt his cock pulsing, and he wanted to stroke  it  in  the  worst  possible  way.  Here  he  was,  freed,  and  unable  to  do anything about it. 

A half hour passed. It would have been boring except he was so excited. 

His heart was pounding. His cock was surging. He waited. 

Tap, tap tap. High heels, but a bit muted for having to travel through the floor. 

He heard the door open and Barbara descended. Click, click, click. Now he could hear her high heels. They were sharp hammer blows to his addled senses. 

He  found  himself  groaning  and  wiggling.  Anticipation,  it  was  killing him. 

Barbara  came  into  his  view.  She  was  carrying  a  small  stool,  and  two glasses, she was also carrying a small paper sack, but it was what she was wearing that blew Cole’s mind. 

Skin tight cat suit. Low cut to emphasize her incredible breasts. She had to be wearing some kind of bullet bra under the cat suit, for her tits were like perfect cones. As she came closer he could see the outline of her erect nipples under the material, the bra must be open at the nipples. 

High heels, open-toed so he could see her red tipped toe nails. 

Her hair tied in a pony tail on the top. 

Her make up was harsh, and her red lips made his cock pound harder. 

She smiled as she approached. “Hello, Cole.” 

“Cole tried to speak, but his mouth wouldn’t work. His ‘hello’ came out

“hergul.” He was trying to crane his head and look up at her. 

She put the sack on the floor, then placed the stool under his face. She put  one  of  the  drinks  on  it.  A  long  straw  came  up  and  she  fitted  it  to  his mouth. 

“Have a drink, lover.” 

He sucked, and the cold fire of bourbon and Coke bubbled through his veins, told him he was a volcano and why couldn’t he erupt? 

Barbara  sipped  her  own  drink,  he  watched  her  fantastic  red  lips  purse around the straw. He saw her throat work. He was mesmerized. 

She  strutted  over  to  the  crates  he  had  set  on  the  side.  She  placed  her drink on the crate, then turned the boombox on. 

Sade. The Greatest Taboo. 

“I’m going to play Pink Floyd in a minute. Been a while since I listened to ‘Careful with that Ax, Eugene.’” 

Cole watched her. 

Barbara moved the chair Cole had used to sweep the beams. She sat in it and contemplated him. 

He  stared  at  her  devastating  beauty,  her  sweeping  curves.  He  was captured by the knowing look in her eyes. 

“Cole, dear. You’ve made a good start down here, but there’s a lot more work  needs  to  be  done.  For  instance,  I  would  like  to  put  a  St.  Andrew’s Cross  at  the  far  end  of  the  basement.  And  I  need  some  cupboards  or something  to  hold  my  soon  to  be  growing  collection  of  whips  and  dildos and such. Tell me, dear, have you ever used a butt plug?” 

“Uh…I don’t…” 

“I  thought  not.  If  you  had  you  probably  would  have  changed  much sooner. I’m told that butt plugs have that effect on certain men.” 

“Oh.” 

“I also need that last room modified. I want a bed made out of iron, with a thin mattress. I want a thick, metal door on it, with a good, sturdy lock. 

You can do that, can’t you?” 

He nodded, which wasn’t much considering his position. 

“Excellent. We’re going to start your hormones tomorrow morning. Are you ready for the big adventure?” 

He nodded, and was, and wasn’t. It was all too much. 

Barbara giggled. “You should see your face. You are fit to be tied. Oh, you are tied, so you must be fit to be spanked. How do you feel about that, Cole, dear?” 

Cole was sucking at the straw this whole time, and he was light headed and dizzy. He managed to say, “I’m okay.” 

“Are you looking forward to me blistering your butt?” 

“I…yes. I guess.” 

“You guess,” she chortled. “Oh, Cole. This is so easy, and yet, for you…

I know you must be going through amazing things.” 

“I…I am.” 

“Well,  here’s  how  it’s  going  to  work.  I  am  going  to  give  you  fifty stripes. And I do mean stripes. I’m going to work on your butt, each cheek, and if you start to bleed I’ll go to your thighs. I’m told that the thighs are even more sensitive, so even if your butt hurts, your thighs will hurt more. 

What do you think of that? 

“I’m scared,” he blurted. 

She took a big sip of her drink. Sade was crooning something about a quiet storm that had never felt this hot before. 

“Scared but excited. Do you know how hard your dick is right now?” 

“Really hard,” he gulped. 

“Hard like steel. Like titanium. Like a diamond that’s about to shatter. 

Would you like to shatter?” 

“Uh…” He offered no commitment. On one hand he wanted her to get

busy. On the other hand he was scared. He understood what she was doing. 

She  was  drawing  the  anticipation  out,  heightening  his  senses,  making everything more acute, more delicious. 

“Do you know what this song is about?” 

Sade was singing about the sweetest taboo, I’m in love with you,’ and it was echoing in his mind, the basement being the perfect echo chamber. 

“No.” 

“It’s supposed to be about homosexuality.” 

He looked at her, and she read his protest. 

“Oh,  I  know,  you’re  not  a  homosexual.  You  just  like  a  little  slap  and tickle and.other things. But that does leave it up in the air…what are you, Cole?” 

He  said  nothing.  His  drink  was  empty.  He  was  feeling  goofy  and  the basement was lightly moving about him. 

“I mean, you’re a man who loves being a woman. You don’t want men, you just want to feel the horniness of being a woman…has your dick ever been harder?” 

He shook his head. He couldn’t speak. He felt like crying, but not out of sorrow  or  fear.  More  like  because  he  was  undergoing  chrysalis.  He  was changing.  He  was  a  caterpillar  becoming…what?  A  moth?  A  butterfly? 

Some other…thing? 

“So what are you?” 

Cole  said  nothing.  A  tear  drop  fell,  struck  the  floor,  and  he  could actually hear the tiny splattering sound. 

“Well, that’s what we’re here to find out, yes?” 

“Yes.” He nodded. His whole body was alive, like a live wire, like a cat being somesaulted in the spin cycle of a clothes dryer. 

“Yes,” he repeated, the sound coming out of him like it had been kicked out of him. 

Barbara sighed. “Yes. Okay. It is time.” 

She took a last sip of her drink and put the glass on the crate. She went to the little paper sack, bent at the knees and lowered herself to reach into it. 

She extracted a roll of leather. He recognized one of his belts. A wide strip of material, shiny on one side, a heavy buckle at one end. 

“Would you like me to use the buckle?” 

“I…I…I…” 

She laughed. “I think I’ll stick with the leather. Good for you?” 

He  nodded,  trying  to  swallow,  unable,  terrified,  and…a  strange happiness seeping through him. 

It was here. His punishment was here. 

Barbara  stood  up  and  walked  behind  him.  He  couldn’t  see  her,  but  he heard the sound of the leather whistling through the air. 

She waited, let the moment build. 

Cole’s  heart  was  pounding.  It  was  all  he  could  hear  for  the  moment. 

Then, a WISSSING sound and…SMACK! 

“Oh!” Cole blurted. His body jerked in the restraints. He struggled, but he was going nowhere. 

WISSS…SMACK! 

“Oh, God!” 

WISSS…SMACK! 

“Dear God!” 

WISSS…SMACK! 

WISSS…SMACK! 

He  was  already  crying  from  anticipation,  but  now  the  tears  started  to really come. His eyes filled and the droplets flew through the air as his body jerked. 

WISSS…SMACK! 

WISSS…SMACK! 

“No…no!” He begged. 

WISSS…SMACK! 

The floor of the basement under him grew damp. 

WISSS…SMACK! 

WISSS…SMACK! 

Barbara  was  like  a  machine.  Swinging,  pausing  for  effect,  swinging, pausing for effect, over and over and over. 

Cole cried helplessly. He had been punished when he was a child, but those  punishments  were  childish  compared  to  this.  His  father  had  never beaten him like this. 

WISSS…SMACK! 

WISSS…SMACK! 

WISSS…SMACK! 

His  ass  felt  like  it  was  exploding.  And  each  stroke  seemed  to  hit  the most painful areas, again and again. 

His  body  was  lurching  and  jerking,  and  the  tears,  they  wouldn’t  stop, felt like they would never stop. 

WISSS…SMACK! 

Then, everything stopped. He stayed rigid for a moment, but the rhythm was broken, and he knew that his punishment was over. He was only half right. 

Barbara  came  to  the  front,  she  knelt  and  looked  at  him.  She  placed  a hand  on  his  cheek  and  smiled  sadly.  “Halfway  done  Cole,  dear. 

Intermission. You look like you could use an intermission.” 

He  couldn’t  talk,  all  he  could  do  was  cry,  and…and  the  strangest thing…he wanted her to like him. To love him. She had just beaten his ass to a pulp, what felt like a bloody pulp, and he just wanted her to love him. 

“I’m sorry,” he managed to whisper, a guttural sound that seemed very alone in the basement. 

“I know, honey.” She tousled his hair. “Would you like another drink?” 

He nodded and said something that sounded like ‘yes.’

Sade was over, had been for a while. Barbara straightened up and said, 

“Time for Pink Floyd, and then I’ll get you a drink.” 

She  went  to  the  boombox  and  slipped  in  a  disk.  Shortly  the  sweet sounds of ‘The Dark Side of the Moon’ were filling the basement. 

“You  stay  here  now,  Cole.”  She  half  giggled,  then  picked  up  his  glass and sauntered across the floor. 

Though he had ben beaten, though she had beaten him, he couldn’t help himself. He stared at her ass as she walked across the floor, as she mounted the steps. 

She stopped, looked at him. “Are you looking at my ass?” 

He didn’t look away. He gulped, and tears kept falling. 

“It’s okay. Right now it’s okay. If it helps you through the night…” then she continued up the steps. 

She  wasn’t  gone  long,  he  heard  her  heels  tapping  in  the  kitchen,  then she was back, two more drinks. 

She  came  across  the  basement  floor,  sashaying  like  a  Goddess  on  a dance  floor,  and  placed  his  drink  on  the  stool,  arranged  the  straw  in  his

mouth. 

He was still crying, and tears fell into his drink. 

She pulled up the chair and sat in it again. 

“How you doing, Cole?” 

He nodded, his tears splashing into the bourbon and Coke. 

“I know this must be so difficult for you.” 

He  gave  a  half  sob,  sucked  some  more  bourbon.  the  bourbon  was helping. The cold liquid in his belly somehow soothed his burning ass. 

“But we really must do it.” She paused. “And we’re going to be doing it again. And again and again. We’re going to do it until we get to the truth of you. Can you tell me the truth?” 

Cole was mystified. In spite of his poor ass he felt the kernel of a deep peace  somewhere  deep  within.  But  that  deep  peace  was  so  far  away,  so obscure. He wondered what Barbara was talking about. 

“Rose and I have been discussing you, researching you, trying to figure out what is best for you.” 

Cole was listening now. Crying, but listening. 

“Do you think this spanking is best for you?” 

He didn’t say anything. 

“Do you think I should stop now? Let you off with just 25 stripes?” 

He  was  confused,  and  a  feeling  of  hurt  was  rising  up  within  him. 

Emotional hurt. 

“Do you want me to stop? Cole?” 

He was feeling cheated. What was she doing? 

“Shall we stop now, Cole?” 

He shook his head. The straw fell out of his mouth. He shook his head harder. Beaten, bruised, unable to sit for a week, or maybe a month, he yet protested. “NO!” His voice was a weak shout. 

Barbara  nodded.  “I  wouldn’t  have  anyway,  but  it’s  nice  to  know  that you’re with me. Are you ready for the second half of your punishment?” 

His sobs picking up in intensity, he modded. 

She took his drink away, placed it on the crate. She took the belt off the crate and walked behind him. 

WISSS…SMACK! 

The pain, if anything, was worse. In letting him ‘recover’ Barbara had upped the anticipation. His poor ass felt like somebody had smacked it with

a hot poker. Branded him. Scorched him right through the ass and into the soul. 

WISSS…SMACK! 

WISSS…SMACK! 

After  about  ten  smacks  she  lowered  the  stripes  to  his  thighs,  and  she was right, it hurt even more. 

Cole yelled, almost a scream. 

WISSS…SMACK! She gave it to him in the thighs again. 

He realized that his ass must be bleeding if she was doing the thighs. 

WISSS…SMACK! 

WISSS…SMACK! 

Again and again. 

Cole felt like he wasn’t even in his body. The strokes hurt like he was in…but then he was far away, looking, anticipating, time weirdly stretched out. 

Again. Again. 

Him  sobbing.  His  body  jerking,  then  not  jerking,  just  accepting  the terrible strokes. 

And, finally, it was over. 

The last stroke. 

Barbara dropped the belt, walked to the front of him. “It’s almost over, Cole, dear.” 

He looked at her, tears spilling helpless from his eyes. 

“Just one more thing, and your punishment is done.” 

He couldn’t say anything. 

“But first, are you going to lie to me again?” 

He shook his head. 

“Excellent.” She reached into the paper sack and pulled out a weird sort of butt plug. 

Cole  had  never  used  a  butt  plug,  but  he  knew  what  they  looked  like. 

This one was small, a bulb tapering to a small stem. 

“Lick it, Cole, dear.” 

She held it to his mouth, and he didn’t want to, but he opened his mouth. 

She pushed it in and he sucked on it. 

She took it out, smiled, and went behind him. 

She  began  slathering  his  rectum  with  lubricant,  and  probably  because the rest of his ass hurt so much, it felt good. Then she pushed the weird plug

into his anus. 

“This  is  not  a  butt  plug,  in  case  you  didn’t  know,  Barbara  explained, wiggling the thing around. “It’s a prostate massager.” 

She  moved  it  around,  the  edges  of  his  ass  screamed  in  agony,  but inside…inside  his  rectum  it  felt  good.  It  was  gentle,  and  touching  all  his nerves. 

Oddly, he was mixed between having a giant boner, and having a slug. 

The thing made him feel horny, but in the asshole, not the dick. 

For  a  long  minute  she  moved  the  thing  around  inside  him.  He  felt  it moving over his insides, rubbing, and the sensation made him want to lurch his hips, even though his dick was now shrinking. 

Then he felt it…the need to pee. 

He peed. 

instead  of  being  upset,  Barbara  was  pleased.  “There  you  go.  Let  it  all out.” 

For  a  long  minute  he  peed,  then  it  just  seemed  to  run  out.  Barbara stopped and extracted the butt plug thing. 

“There you go. All empty. How do you feel?” 

“Hunh,” he couldn’t speak. The spanking had rendered him speechless, but he felt, in an odd way, loosy goosy. 

“Okay, one last thing, then we’re almost done.” 

Almost. She kept saying ‘almost,’ what the hell was left? 

But Cole found out. She put the weird butt plug back into the sack and pulled out a regular plug. 

It wasn’t big, but…it was obviously designed to plug up his rear. 

She  walked  behind  him  again,  patted  his  ass  gently,  which  near  made him jump out of the roof, and began slathering more lube into his rectum. 

“Oh…oh…!” He cried harder. The pain of his spanking rose up again…

then  she  was  putting  it  into  him.  Pushing,  it  sliding,  the  feel  of  slick material  riding  over  his  rectal  muscles,  through  his  rim,  and…he  was plugged. 

He  felt  so  odd.  His  asshole  felt  stretched.  First  he  had  peed  from  that other one, and now….now it felt good. It even offset the terrible pain of the spanking. 

“Now don’t take it out, Cole,” Barbara said as she loosened the straps holding him onto The Horse. 

She helped him to his feet, and he couldn’t help it, he fell against her, hugged her, sobbed all over her. 

“There,  there.  We’re  going  upstairs  now.  We’ve  still  got  something  to do.” 

She took him up the stairs. She ignored his shift, or any other clothing. 

She  took  him  across  the  kitchen,  and  the  house,  and  they  began climbing the stairs. 

He could hardly walk. The pain in his ass, the thing inside his butt, he felt uncoordinated, and the pain…there was always the pain. 

They  reached  the  second  floor  and  she  moved  him  down  the  hall.  He thought she was going to put him in his room, at the end of the hall, but she stopped and turned into her bedroom. 

Once their bedroom. 

Now hers. Where he had jacked off and been caught and punished for his illicit cumming. 

He  actually  felt  a  surge  of  fear  entering  the  room.  He  so  didn’t  want another spanking. 

“Come along, dear. You’ve had your fun, and it’s time to give me mine.” 

She let go of him and began getting out of her dominatrix outfit. 

Cole watched, his dick standing up as she peeled off the suit, then the bullet bra and a thong. She undid the pony tail atop her head. 

She climbed onto the bed. 

“Now then, Cole, dear. I don’t normally want your dick in me. But you have  made  me  so  terribly  hot  I  need  some  relief.  If  you  do  a  good  job  I might  do  this  again.  But,  let’s  be  honest,  I’m  starting  to  crave  man  meat other than yours. 

She spread her legs, reached out a hand and beckoned him. 

This, of all the evening, was the most surreal. He hadn’t been inside of Barbara for a month.. Longer. And he had the impression that he was never going to get inside her again. 

But to be offered this chance, highlighted by the warning that she might have somebody else do this…it was too much. 

He  climbed  on  the  bed,  moving  very,  very  slowly.  His  ass  felt  like somebody had put it in a pan and cooked it. 

“That’s it, honey. Bring that big dick home.” 

He knelt over her, the tip of his cock at the door of her pleasure palace. 

Oddly, though he was hard, he wasn’t super hard. 

“Now,  honey,  I  should  probably  tell  you,  you  aren’t  going  to  get  to cum.” 

He stared at her. 

“That thing we did downstairs, where you felt like you had to pee. That was your semen leaking out. I pressed on your prostate a certain way and drained you.” 

“But I’m still hard!”  Sort of,  he thought. 

“Of course you are. Your mind still wants to cum, it doesn’t know that you’re empty. But go ahead and put it in. You’ll find out.” 

He slid forward, and she was as moist as she had ever been. His penis slid smoothly into her cooch. 

She moaned in delight. She hugged him. 

He hurt, his ass hurt, and he didn’t want to move. 

She reached down and put her hand on his ass. 

“OH!” he jumped, which caused him to ram his dick into her. 

“That’s it, lover. Fuck me.” 

He pulled back and moved in again, but not fast enough. She patted his ass again. 

“AH!” His dick fucked into her like a spike. 

“That’s it. Give me a good dicking. A manly dicking. I know you’re not much of a man, but you’re going to have to man up for this one.” 

She slapped his ass again and he pushed his pelvis forward, trying to get away  from  the  sudden  shock  of  pain,  which  pushed  him  harder  into  her pussy. 

“Yes.” Slap. 

He pushed in. 

Slap. 

Slap. 

His but flinched and drove downward, and she kept slapping. 

He started to cry again, and then the pain was too much. He wanted it to end, and the only way this was going to end, in his mind, was if he could cum. 

He began driving in, moving away from the slaps and driving into her again and again. 

“Oh, yes! Fuck! Oh…oh!” She moaned and grunted with his efforts. 

He kept fucking and fucking, and he started crying again. Big, fat tears that dropped on her face. 

She  smiled,  him  crying  was  making  her  more  horny  than  she  could believe. She kept slapping and slapping. 

Cole couldn’t cum. He kept ramming and ramming, his dick felt good, and then it felt bad…but she wouldn’t let him go. If he tried to rise up she grabbed his bums, squeezed and pulled him into her. 

He yelped, and cried, and wanted this terrible, terrible fuck to end. 

She came. A mighty, lusty thing of groans and moans, her pussy on fire, spasming out of control. 

“Oh, fuck! Yes…do it again!” 

She had never been so horny in her life. She stared up at Cole, who still had make up, be it mascara smeared, on. She slapped his ass and felt him drive into her. She could imagine him as a girl. But his dick was all man now. 

And she knew she better take advantage of it before the hormones did whatever they were going to do. 

Not that it mattered, for images of James kept flitting through her head. 

It  was  fun  having  a  woman  fuck  her  in  such  manly  fashion,  but  she wanted both worlds. She wanted a man fucking her in such manly fashion, too. 

“AHHH! FUCK!” She came harder, found herself making weird sounds. 

“Oooh…oooh…oooh…”  like  an  ape  on  downers.  Grunting  out  her pleasure,  feeling  that  exquisite  white  hot  heat  boil  her  groin  and  erupt violently. 

“Oh…let me go…” Cole cried. “It hurts…it hurts…” 

She  wouldn’t.  Coming  down  from  her  second  orgasm  she  held  his cheeks and whispered, “Ah, Cole. Do me. Do me like you’re supposed to. 

You may never get this again, so do me right.” 

Sobbing, feeling her hands pulling on his cheeks and causing such pain, he began moving again. In and out. Up and down. Driving in, feeling her warm, fiery depths, then pulling out, trying to escape the pain. Only to be slapped back in again. 

“FUCCKKK!  Fuck!  Fuck!”  she  held  on  to  his  arms,  wouldn’t  let  him get up as the third orgasm assailed her. 

For a long moment they lay there, him hurting, her wanting more, and she  whispered,  “This  is  how  I  want  you,  Cole.  This  is  how  I’ll  always remember  you.  A  whimpering,  whining  baby.  Balls  deep  you  can’t  even give me what I want. You cheated me, and now it’s my turn. And somebody

is going to fuck me the right way. And maybe I’ll even make you watch. 

Would you like that? Would you like to watch a real man stuff his cock, a cock that’s bigger than yours—she thought of James—into my tight, little pussy?” 

Cole didn’t answer. Couldn’t answer. His ass hurt. His cock was trying to cum, and it was hurting. 

“Would you like that, lover?” 

Cole sobbed. 

“Now fuck me again. And always remember the day you had me…and

couldn’t cum. 

Her hand slapped, his ass drove down, and Cole cried. 
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PART NINE

Cole could not sit down the next day. It was painful to even move. 

First,  his  ass  was  bright  red  with  the  stripes  criss  crossing  his  flesh. 

Even his thighs were in pain. 

Second,  he  was  exhausted  from  the  night  of  trying  to  please  Barbara. 

She  had  kept  him  fucking  for  over  three  hours.  Three  hours  of  his  prick trying to cum. Three hours of her slapping his bruised ass. The result was his whole body felt like it had been stuffed in a cement mixer and left in the turning drum over night. 

Finally, she had tired of him, she had had half a dozen orgasms, and she pushed him off her and he fell off the bed and lay on the floor. 

“Get out,” she murmured. “You’re not sleeping in here.” 

He couldn’t even stand up. He had crawled on all fours, like an old dog about to die, out of the room and down the hall to his own room. Once in his room he couldn’t even get up on the bed. He just lay on the floor and went to sleep. 

And awoke at his regular time, he was trained to wake up at six, so he did. Miserable, beaten and exhausted, and, here was the weird part, elated. 

His chest felt light and glowing. He was hardly able to move, but there was a deep satisfaction in him. 

And, he had a hard on, and no cage containing it. 

Of course he was elated. 

He couldn’t roll onto his back, he couldn’t stand anything touching his poor ass. So he struggled to his knees, his shoulders and face flat upon the floor, and started stroking himself. 

For  long  minutes  he  stroked,  but,  no  matter  how  hard  he  tried,  he couldn’t cum. 

He  was  empty.  Apparently  the  draining  that  Barbara  had  done  on  him was more effective than he had imagined. 

Light sobs, he stopped stroking. His poor dick was sore, it hurt to jack anyway. 

 I’ve got to get up,  he thought. 

He struggled, grabbed the side of the bed, and finally managed to get to his feet. 

His cock stood out. His stroking had merely woken it up to how badly it had been used, how it hurt. 

He  had  to  get  dressed.  He  had  to  serve  Barbara  her  morning  coffee. 

Time was passing. 

He  couldn’t  wear  anything  on  his  ass.  No  panties,  and  certainly  no tummy shaper. 

He thought about the shift he had worn the night before, but he didn’t want to risk the rough material coming into contact with his bruised fanny. 

He tried a couple of loose dresses, but they didn’t work. 

Finally, he took one of the dresses, got a pair of scissors and cut a line up the back. Just like a hospital gown. His ass was exposed, but the air was better for it than any touch of material. 

He was starting to move around better now, so he started walking down the hall, and stopped. His feet hurt. 

He  looked  at  his  feet.  They  were  fine,  so  why  did  they  hurt?  Then  he realized: I’m used to wearing high heels. His feet had had nothing but high heels on for a month, and they had gotten used to being in high heels. the muscles had reconfigured. Maybe even his small bones had reshaped, or at least  gotten  used  to  being  scrunched  into  the  high  heels,  and  now  they didn’t want any other kind of shoe, or even to go barefoot. 

He tip toed back to his room, tip toe was the only way to relieve the pain in his feet, and put on a pair of heels. 

His feet immediately felt the relief. 

Sighing,  he  walked  down  the  hallway,  trying  not  to  let  his  heels  go click, click, click. He didn’t want to wake Barbara. 

Downstairs  he  put  together  a  tray  with  coffee  and  a  pastry  on  it.  Still moving  gingerly,  like  the  survivor  of  a  particularly  grueling  operation,  he mounted the stairs and returned to Barbara’s room. He tapped. 

“Go ‘way! I’m sleeping.” 

Cole  almost  sobbed.  He  wanted  to  serve  her.  He  took  the  tray  back downstairs. 

He wanted nothing more than to sit down,  to lay down, to rest his poor buttocks, but he couldn’t. It hurt to bend, it hurt to kneel. All he could do was stand, let his legs get tired. 

He went out on the back porch and stood. He leaned against a post. He shifted his weight. But he couldn’t sit. 

An hour passed. He decided to try again. 

He  made  fresh  coffee,  put  a  fresh  pastry  on  the  tray,  and  ascended  to Barbara’s room. 

Tap, tap, tap! 

“Come in,” her voice was still sleepy, but…happy. 

He entered the room. Barbara sat up and stretched, her breasts were full, her face was flushed, the expression on her face was content and satisfied. 

“Ah, Cole. How is my little Butt Bitch?” 

“I’m fine,” he lied. 

She  giggled.  “The  way  you’re  moving…you  must  have  really  enjoyed your punishment.” 

He  said  nothing.  Placed  the  tray  on  her  bed.  She  leaned  forward,  her breasts  shivering,  and  picked  up  the  coffee.  “Mmm.  Delicious.  Did  you disturb me earlier?” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

“Oh, you bad boy. Do you want another punishment?” 

Cole shook his head. “Oh, no.” Yet there was a part of him that made his cock bounce. 

“Your cock says ‘yes.’ So, do you want to continue your punishment?” 

“I  don’t  think  I  can.”  He  was  now  frightened.  He  wanted  punishment, but his body…it couldn’t take it. 

“Turn around.” 

He did. 

“You ruined a dress!” 

“I’m sorry.” Tears were beginning to well in his eyes. 

Barbara  sighed.  “I  guess  it’s  okay.  That  ass  does  look  like  it’s  been through hell.” 

“Oh, it has.” 

Barbara was grinning. 

“Well, if you’re going to be such a wuss about it all.” 

“I’m sorry.” Moisture trickled down his cheek. 

“Very well. I won’t need your help in getting dressed this morning. You can go to work.” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

He  headed  for  the  door,  but  she  stopped  him.  “Cole,  how’s  your  real world work going?” 

“I’m up this month. They’re happy with me.” 

“Excellent. In my bathroom is some lineament. Use that.” 

“Yes, thank you.” 

He went into her bathroom and found the lineament. He turned around and stopped. 

Barbara was out of bed, and the sight of her hurt his heart. She was so beautiful.  She  stood  next  to  the  bed,  breasts  outthrust,  looking  fresh  and sensual as she stretched her body. 

She looked at him. “Oh, hell. Come here, Cole.” 

He went to her. 

“Lay on the bed, face down.” 

For  a  moment  he  was  afraid,  he  didn’t  want  to  be  spanked  anymore. 

Instead, she took the lineament, parted his dress and began smoothing the lineament onto his fevered flesh. 

“Oh,” he gasped, as her had touched him. But she was soft, gentle, and she applied the lineament. Shortly the pain was lessening. 

“You know,” she spoke conversationally, “I don’t remember ever having such good cums before. And there were so many of them.” 

“Yes,  ma’am.”  He  was  almost  sobbing  with  relief.  His  buns  now  felt cool. 

“Bad news for you, I suppose. Or maybe good, depending. If punishing you turns me on so much I’m going to want to be doing it again. Do you think you’ll be recovered in a week?” 

“I don’t know,” he answered honestly. 

“Well, when you are, we’ll have to do this again.” 

“But…but what if I don’t do anything bad?” 

“Cole,  you’re  a  man.  You  were  born  bad.  Everything  you  do  is  bad. 

Don’t  worry  about  being  bad.  I’ll  find  something  you’ve  done  that  is wrong.” 

There wasn’t much he could say to that. 

She finished with his ass, managed not to slap him on it, and told him to go on with his work. 

“Yes, ma’am. Thank you, ma’am.” 

It  was  Saturday,  and  Barbara,  getting  up  late,  went  out  for  a  quick brunch  with  Rose.  Cole  was  left  to  himself,  and  now  that  his  ass  wasn’t

hurting as much he actually thought about what had happened. 

He had been spanked. And not just spanked, but…SPANKED! 

He  was  a  grown  man.  He  had  played  football,  had  even  done  a  little boxing. He had been hit, even knocked unconscious once, but he had never experienced anything like what he had experienced last night. 

Did he like pain? 

He must. 

At least, he was glad now that it was over. 

And he was humbled. 

He had been a cock of the walk male. Now…he was something else. 

His ass hurt, but it was almost a badge of…not honor…but something. 

A feeling of…not being worthy. And the spanking had somehow fixed that. 

He  remembered  his  father  spanking  him,  telling  him  he  would  never amount to much. And his mother soothing him afterward. 

This was sort of like that, but about a hundred times more intense. 

He kept reliving the pain of the strikes, but what had hurt so much then didn’t  hurt  now.  In  fact,  they  provided  him  with  a  memory.  A  pleasant memory. And the pain in his memory became exquisitely pleasurable, and his cock was hard. 

He thought about trying to jack off again, but didn’t. He didn’t want it to hurt. And, truth, he thought about how Barbara wouldn’t like it. 

So he moved around the house, doing light housework. At one point, he was so tired, he laid down over the end of the couch. The dress separated and his ass stuck up, and it felt good. That lineament had really helped, and

—the front door opened. 

 Oh,  my  God!   he  thought,  and  he  struggled  to  get  up.  He  was  so  sore, however, he couldn’t. 

“Well, look at this.” 

He was almost up, when a few short steps and a hand pushed him back down. 

It was Rose. Behind her was Barbara. 

Barbara  was  surprised  by  the  sight  of  Cole  laying  with  his  bright  red butt in the air, but Rose took it in stride. 

“What a charming sight!” she exclaimed, keeping Cole down.  “I walk into and what do I see? A big, bright ass welcoming me.” 

She turned to Barbara, “Did you plan this?” She sounded so delighted. 

Barbara giggled. “Cole, what are you doing?” 

Cole could feel the tears building. He was so humiliated, so ashamed. “I couldn’t  sit  down  and  I’m  really  tired…tired  of  standing.  I  just…for  a minute.” 

“So she thought she could lay down on the job.” Rose quipped. 

“I’m sorry.” 

Both girls were chuckling now. 

“What do you think of his ass?” 

“Wow! This is beautiful A veritable work of art. Did you use the belt?” 

“Yep.” 

“I  love  how  you  covered  every  square  inch.  And  the  pressure  of  the strokes appears to be consistent. Girlfriend, you have a talent.” 

“Thank you,” Barbara responded demurely. 

“And  you,  Butt  Boy…how  was  it?  Did  you  enjoy  your  first  real spanking?” 

Cole was mind shattered, didn’t know how to respond, but he managed to squeak out a, “Uh, yeah.” 

This brought gales of laughter out of Rose. “Uhhh,” she mimicked him. 

“Uhhh.” 

She took her hand off him and he managed to get to his feet. His cock stuck out. 

“And look at that! His cock approves!” 

“His cock approves of anything,” agreed Barbara. 

“Wow, I would love to spank him myself. Would you consider lending him out?” 

“I might, but I need to have a few more sessions. Once he gets warmed up a bit…he turns into the best pussy eater in the world.” 

“Really?” 

Cole stood, trying to pooch forward, to hide his cock a bit. the two gils talked around him, like he wasn’t even there. 

“How good?” 

“Amazing  good.  You  spank  his  ass  while  he’s  eating  and  it’s  like  his whole head becomes a cock.” 

“Really? Can I try?” 

Silence, and the two women traded a deep look. 

 Should I…do I ‘share’ my husband? What would it hurt? Why not? It’ll probably be good for him. Besides, it’s sort of hot, the idea of making him

 eat somebody else, the idea of his head smushed into another pussy, one he has no control over.  “Okay.” 

Rose  took  his  biceps  and  guided  him  to  the  couch.  She  reached  under her  skirt  and  hooked  her  thumbs  into  her  panties  and  pulled  down.  She kicked them off her feet, then pulled up her dress as she sat down. 

“You heard her, Butt Boy. Get to lickin’. 

Cole was more than humiliated. More than shamed. He was mortified. 

He looked at Barbara. She stared at him with the most contemplating look. 

She wanted to see this. 

“But…” 

“Down, Cole,” snapped Barbara. 

Cole slowly knelt, careful not to hurt his ass. He crawled forward, and Rose spread her legs. 

Cole entered the V of her legs, then stuck his tongue into the V of her vagina. 

She sighed. 

He licked, and he found the world disappearing to him. Shame and pain began to disappear in the folds of this wonderful, wonderful pussy. 

It smelled different than Barbara’s, sweet, like Rose had used a flowery douche. The skin texture was the same, it was pussy, but it was different, too. 

“This is good,” sighed Rose. 

“You  ain’t  seen  nothing  yet,”  Barbara  moved  around  behind  Cole  and squatted. 

Cole was immersed in Rose’s sweet smelling pussy, he wasn’t prepared for what happened next. 

SMACK! 

Oh,  God!  It  felt  like  his  ass  had  blown  up,  and  he  lurched  forward, mouth open, pressing directly onto Rose’s pussy. 

“OH!” Rose gasped. “Fuck! Did you—“

SMACK! 

“FUCK!” 

Cole  was  making  mewling  sounds,  trying  to  get  away  from  the  pain, pushing harder and harder into Rose’s snatch. 

SMACK! 

“OH, GOD! I’m CUMMING!” 

Barbara  didn’t  spank  him  again,  she  just  watched  as  Rose  gripped  his head and pulled him into her. She watched as Rose’s eyes rolled back until just the whites were showing. Rose’s hips jerked and spasmed. 

Cole  couldn’t  breath.  Truth,  he  had  lost  control  of  his  senses.  He  was content to just lay there, face pressed against flesh, unable to breath, giving up. It was like he had died and was in heaven. 

 Just die,  he thought.  Just let go. 

The  earthquakian  tremors  of  Rose’s  pussy  died  down,  and  she  finally pushed him away. 

He fell back, twisted so he wouldn’t land on his butt, and lay on his side. 

Breathing. Tasting here pussy on his lips, his face, wondering why he was still on earth. 

“Oh, my God,” Rose blurted after a minute. “You have got to share. I have never seen a man…adapt…like this.” 

“Like I said, let me have a few punishments and I’ll be glad to rent him out.” 

 Rent  me  out?   Cole  thought.  What?   His  mind  was  disconnected  and  it was like he was thinking from far away. 

“He is good, isn’t he.” 

“He’s phenomenal. I mean, he really gets into it. And the fact that he’s let this happen, and in such a short time. Believe me, girl, you have got a gem on your hands.” 

Cole lay and breathed. Hurt, tormented, humiliated…happy. 

He  had  done  something  right.  And  the  spankings  his  father  had administered  must  have  ben  good  for  something.  He  had  done  something good. 

The girls left him there, left him to wander in his imagination, to figure out  his  new  life.  He  heard  them  talking  in  the  kitchen,  then  on  the  back porch. It sounded like they were talking about him. 

He just lay there, and wondered, and felt this deep, deep happiness. 

He  had  been  spanked,  and  he  had  been  used,  and  he  had  been  happy. 

But now, after this little episode, he felt even happier. Sublime. 

 It’s over,  he thought.  I’m done. 

Oddly,  though  his  thoughts  were  chaotic  and  made  no  sense,  even  to him, they were a summation, a conclusion. And:  I love my life. 



Saturday  passed,  and  Barbara  left  him  alone  the  remainder  of  the  day. 

He  wandered  around,  dazed,  did  a  little  dusting,  and  wished  he  could  put his regular clothes on. 

Every  once  in  a  while  he  would  catch  Barbara  watching  him,  her  lips twisted in a happy moue. 

 Do  I  disgust  her?   he  wondered.  But  he  knew  he  didn’t.  She  was  just trying to absorb the new him. 



Sunday  he  awoke,  and  he  actually  felt  good.  Like  his  butt  was  half healed. He managed to put on panties and a dress. A loose dress. 

Barbara put his chastity tube back on. “You’re probably going to have a cum if I don’t,” she explained. 

 Well, maybe,  he thought. 

Throughout  the  day  Barbara  watched  him,  appreciated  him,  and  he strived to wait on her. Waiting on her gave purpose to his existence. Made him earn his spankings. 

Was he really looking forward to another one? 

And Rose had even expressed an interest in spanking him. 

He had a feeling that the next time he was punished he would have both Rose and Barbara attending to him. 

It scared him, but made him give a little shiver upon thinking on it. 

Two women making sure he was worthy. 

And yet, he was confused. 

How  could  a  spanking  make  him  feel  worthy?  There  was  something contradictory in that thought. Yet…there it was. 

By Sunday evening, though his fanny was turning into an ugly mottle of colorful bruises, he was moving around pretty good. He still didn’t want to sit down, but…but at least he could walk normal. And on Monday he might even be able to get back into his tummy shaper. 

He missed the confinement of the tight garment. He wanted his belly to be smaller, his waist smaller. 

On  Monday  morning,  however,  he  was  told  not  to  put  on  the  tummy shaper. 

“Not today, Cole, dear. Today we have to get you pierced.” 

Pierced. A hole put in his body. 

And for what? 

To  make  sure  his  cock  stayed  under  control.  To  make  sure  he  would have no accidents. And now he wouldn’t be able to sneak it out for a quick one. 

At  one  in  the  afternoon  they  drove  down  to  ‘The  Inkspot.’  A  narrow little store in a fashionable area. They parked in the parking lot behind the store and went in through the rear door. 

This  was  good  because  Cole  was  not  wearing  man  clothes.  He  was wearing  a  dress.  And  make  up.  And  his  hair  was  coiffed.  And,  of  course, high heels. 

The  shop  was  a  three  room  affair.  One  big  room  for  tattooing,  the shelves filled with inks and books with designs. Another room for an office, messed up with tons of loose papers, receipts, bills, orders, whatever. And the third one was for piercing. 

The ‘piercer’ was a slip of a girl, purple hair, a ring through her nose, rings  in  her  ears,  a  barbell  next  to  an  eye,  tattoos  on  her  neck,  and absolutely no breasts. She was flatter than a pancake that had been run over. 

There was simply no yeast in her body. 

“Hey, whacha doin,” a greeting. 

“Rose sent us over.” 

“Oh! You’re Rosie’s friends, come on in. You both want to get pierced?” 

Barbara smiled. “No, just Cole, here. We’d like something to secure his chastity tube.” 

“Sure.  You  got  the  tube  with  you?”  She  didn’t  blink  at  Cole  being  a man. She didn’t show any surprise at the request. Cole wondered how many people got these kinds of piercings that it was so blasé. 

Barbara  reached  into  her  purse  and  took  out  the  new  chastity  tube.  It was  in  the  shape  of  a  cock,  but  no  rings.  The  balls  would  hang  free.  But there would be no way Cole could pull his dick out of the thing. There was a slit on the end, and the piercing would be on the end of the cock, would poke out the slit, and a little padlock would keep the package together. 

“Oh,  pretty,”  said  the  piercer.  “I’m  Annie,  by  the  way.  He’s  going  to need a small gauge.” 

“Smaller?” 

“Yeah, the smaller the gauge the thicker the wire. Weird, eh?” 

“I never thought about it.” 

Annie  turned  to  a  drawer  and  picked  through  a  box  of  little,  metal circles.  “I’d  say  an  8  gauge.  We  can  do  it  on  top  or  on  the  bottom,  I’d

suggest a ring like this.” 

Barbara looked at the little ring. It as about a half inch in diameter, and it had a flat spot on it with a hole in it. 

“The padlock goes through there. I assume you want a key to it? Or did you just want me to weld it shut?” 

Cole shivered. Weld his cock shut? Like…forever? 

Annie picked up his shiver and chuckled. “He likes the idea.” 

“Yes,” mused Barbara. “He would. But I may have uses for that cock. 

Sometime. Maybe.” 

“Hey, I can dig it. I like a little cock every once in a while. Well, a big cock. You know he might shrink a little? You got him on hormones?” 

“Started  him  this  morning.  Not  too  worried  about  shrinkage  at  this point.” 

“Okay, so here’s what we’ll do, if it’s okay with you. “I’ll give him the standard Prince Albert, hole right about—-take off your dress, honey.” 

Barbara  looked  at  him  like,  ‘you  aren’t  undressed  already?’  and  he shimmied  out  of  his  panties,  groaning  a  little  at  the  residual  pain  of  his spanking, and lifted his dress. 

His  face  might  be  bright  red,  but  Annie  felt  no  embarrassment.  He realized that she must handle a lot of dick in her job. 

“Yeah,” she said, grabbing his caged cock and holding it up to the light. 

He squeaked. 

“Yeah, he’s big enough you won’t mind a little shrinkage. And he might not shrink at all. Guys are different, you know? Anyway, I’ll make the hole right here, on top of the head. It’s gonna take a while to heal, so he can wear this old thing for a while,” she flipped the plastic chastity up and chuckled, 

“The new one is going to weigh more and you don’t want it hanging. It’ll stretch the hole out. You might even consider letting us weld a ring to hold it up. Just like the ring he’s got on now behind his balls.” 

They  went  on  talking,  like  Cole  wasn’t  there,  and  Cole’s  mind  was  a riot. 

 Pierce me? Shrinkage? Weigh me down? Stretch my piercing hole? Oh, fuck!  But the thoughts didn’t cause him all that much alarm. 

Since the spanking he had felt like he was high. He felt like he was on some kind of super drug. Didn’t make him stupid, made him feel big, and powerful, in a minuscule way. In a serving way. 

“Okay, I think we have a plan,” Barbara finally agreed. 

Literally two minutes later Cole was out of his cage and sitting in a big chair, like a dentist’s chair. 

Annie grabbed his cock and slapped it a couple of times. “Got to get you hard,” she said. “Some people like a soft dick. But how can you get a better measurement when you’re soft and squiggly, eh?” 

Cole’s cock responded, and Barbara watched with interest. 

“I’m gonna pierce it now, and then…” she focused on his cock, bending over and wearing a magnifying glass over her head. “Then I’m gonna give him some Lupron. The good stuff. I’ll give him a shot this time, but you can just  give  him  pills.  We  watch  his  piercing,  make  sure  there’s  no  trouble, then, when you want to have him get erections again, you stop giving him the pills. This here is just a numbing agent.” 

She  dabbed  a  numbing  agent  on  his  penis,  waited  a  few  minutes, slapped his dick, which caused him no sensation, then stuck a needle into it. 

He watched, fascinated, as the chemical left the barrel of the syringe and was injected into him. 

When she was done he was REALLY numb. 

She pierced him then, quickly and efficiently, before he could shrink. 

She  dabbed  him  with  antiseptic  and  pushed  the  ring  through  his  cock, and, voila, he had a piercing. 

“Hey, numbnuts,” she had addressed him and he hadn’t known it. “You sit  down  to  pee.  You  check  it  every  day.  You  put  alcohol  on  it.  You  got problems, you can come back to me, or just go to the emergency room. You got problems you probably need the emergency room anyway. Not much I can do about anything. Put a band aid on it.” She snickered. 

To the side, Barbara laughed. 

Barbara  and  Annie  talked  then.  They  ignored  Cole,  who  couldn’t  take his eyes off his piercing. He had no idea what they were talking about. 

“Okay, slick. Say good by to hard ons for a while.” 

She gave him another shot. 

Shortly after that Barbara and Cole left the studio. 

Barbara  was  smiling,  her  arms  swinging  as  she  walked  across  the parking lot. 

Cole  was  inward.  He  had  been  pierced.  He  wasn’t  going  to  get erections. 

But he enjoyed erections. 

But…

“Get in.” 

He  looked  up,  blinked.  Barbara  was  on  the  other  side  of  the  car. 

Apparently he had zoned out. He got into the car, and she drove him home. 



Cole’s piercing was a watershed mark in his life. Before, even though he had been wearing a dress and make up, had been spanked and drained, he still had the faint idea that he was a swinging dick. 

Getting hard ons, no matter what caused it, humiliation or spanking or draining or whatever, reminded him that he was a man. 

Now he was no longer reminded. 

Barbara reminded him. 

“I can’t wait until you start getting erections again.” 

He smiled vacuously, dealing with his inner thoughts. 

“You  can  fuck  me  with  a  piercing.  It’s  supposed  to  give  quite  the sensation.” 

“Yes,  dear.”  He  didn’t  even  say  ‘ma’am,’  he  was  too  focused  on  his cock. 

His limp, slug like cock. 

He  could  feel  the  piercing  when  the  drugs  wore  off.  He  could  feel sensations in his cock, but there was no impetus to get hard, the ‘excitation’

button inside had been damped. 

He sat down to pee, and urine got all over the place. He had to hold a wad of toilet paper over the piercing. His hand still got wet, but at least the pee didn’t shoot up in front of him. 

The odd thing, Barbara’s attitude towards him changed. Very subtle, she treated him differently. 

Before his piercing she had been harsh, sometimes even barked at him. 

Spoke to him like he was a man, a man child, and needed to be castigated. 

Now she spoke softer, even seemed more considerate of him. 

He wondered if her attitude was going to change back once he started getting  hard  ons.  Would  she  start  brow  beating  him  when  he  exhibited manliness again? 

He didn’t want her to. He wanted to be treated softly and gently. Like a woman. 

He wanted to be appreciated. And spanked. And let to serve her. 

There was nothing that he enjoyed more than tapping up the stairs in the morning with her coffee, feeling his hanging cock, so useless, aware that he

had no function, that he could not please her sexually, he could good wait on her hand and foot. 

Rose came by, and she treated him differently, too. Softer. More respect. 

She even joked with him sometimes. 

The  jokes  were  hard,  comments  about  manliness,  and  how  she  looked forward  to  blistering  his  ass,  but  they  were  delivered  with  a  subtle difference. 

An appreciation for him as a…not man. 

He couldn’t get erections. 

He was not a man. 

But she did ask for him to give her oral sex every once in a while. About once a week. And Barbara wanted oral sex just about every day. 

And the two women seemed to be having very intense orgasms. 

Cole didn’t remember Barbara ever responding to his dick with orgasms this hard. 

And Rose said she had never had such good erections. 

So life went on. 

And Cole changed. 

And then the hormones started kicking in. 



“Hello, James.” Barbara smiled at the younger man. He was so strong, so studly. Not like Cole. 

Cole. She thought of her husband as a sad specimen these days. 

Oh,  she  still  loved  him,  and  she  loved  the  way  he  made  her  cum,  and she loved being waited on. 

If  she  had  known  that  making  her  husband  into  a  crossdressing  slut would make her so wet she would have done it long ago. 

And she would have found a ‘James’ long before, too. 

“Hi, Babe,” he waved for drinks. 

Rose  wasn’t  there.  On  certain  days  Barbara  wanted  to  be  alone  with James. They still hadn’t done it, but they were getting close. 

He  knew  about  her  husband  and  didn’t  care,  and  she  wondered  if  his cock was doing the thinking. 

Probably. 

But, did it matter? 

Who cared what part of a man thought, so long as the man did what they were supposed to, what the woman asked. 

A few drinks in and James held her hand in both of his. He kissed it. 

“When are we…?” 

“I  don’t  know.  Soon.  I  still  have…decisions  to  make  about  my husband.” 

He smiled, a bit ruefully. “I can’t tell you how hot you are, how hot you make me.” 

“Well, you could,” she smiled. “That might help push me along.” 

He smiled. “You make me feel like a man. I’ve never met a woman like you, so assured, so confident.” 

 And you want to fuck me, and take my confidence for yourself. 

She  showed  no  frown,  merely  accepted  her  own  thought  for  the  rea truth. 

“I want to make love to you in the worst possible way.” 

 And then you will own me. 

He continued talking love to her, and she listened. And she was aware that her attitudes had changed, and she wondered,  Is it possible for a woman to have sex with a man and not be beholding? To take his cock and refuse his emotional mess? Is it possible? 

And she knew it was. She just had to do it. She had a choice. A life with a man in charge of her, or a life in which she was in charge of men. And all she had to do was…do it. 

Take his cock, be penetrated for her own enjoyment and own him. 

Not get owned, but be the owner. 

She  had  a  feeling  that  this  would  entail,  at  some  point,  emasculating almost any man she might meet. 

But…wasn’t that okay? 

Shouldn’t she? 

Was there any reason she shouldn’t? 

She suddenly leaned forward and kissed James. She put her soft, red lips to his, and he responded. He reached up, tried to put his hand behind her head, but she broke the kiss before she could do that. 

They stared at each other, breathing hard, wanting to fuck. 

They both wanted to be in control. 

But she was determined that it be her. 

 OceanofPDF.com

 








PART TEN

Life without a dick was a severe adjustment for Cole. Oh, he still had his, but it wasn’t worth anything. That’s how he thought of his penis:  is it worth anything? 

This  was,  he  realized,  a  twist  on  his  worthiness,  as  impacted  by  his parents, as manifested by his current condition. 

He did his chores silently, his penis hanging uselessly. Just a little jut of flesh and…whatever a penis was. 

Barbara watched him, and seemed about to say something every once in a while, but then she was just quiet. Observant. Waiting for whatever was happening to pass. 

Sometimes, when he was getting dressed, he would study his cock. He would just sit on the edge of the bed (when he was finally able to sit) and hold it and look at it. 

He  could  feel  his  cock.  There  was  no  excitation.  No…hard  on.  No sudden lust. 

 This is what convicts feel,  he noted in his mind.  Worthless. 

Yet,  in  spite  of,  or  perhaps  because  of,  this  ‘tinge’  of  worthlessness circling his spirit, he worked harder. 

He rose early, dressed quickly. Put his make up on, and began his days duties. Often he had extra time, he arose so early, and he would do a bit of his financial ‘real world’ job. 

Not talking much, he would wait on Barbara, feed her, get her dressed, send her off to work. 

Then he would go to work himself. Without the distraction—at all—of a penis. 

He  sped  through  his  daily  grind,  reading  reports,  working  the spreadsheets, making a couple of telephone calls. 

His  statistics  at  the  company  were  going  up.  In  fact,  they  were skyrocketing. And he knew it was because he wasn’t distracted by hard ons. 

The cold, hard truth was that his affairs had been costing him. A lot. 

He  would  think  about  this  often.  One  one  hand  he  didn’t  want  the distraction of having a cock. On the other hand, he didn’t want to lose his cock. In fact, he actually wanted it to work again. And…he didn’t. 

He was finding a profound joy in serving. He felt beautiful when he was dressed and made up. He felt worthwhile when he was cleaning the house, doing  the  wash,  polishing  the  woodwork,  making  the  ouse  sparkle  for Barbara. 

He was silent. 



Barbara knew that profound changes were happening in him. 

She watched. And waited…and didn’t know what for. 

A  week  passed,  the  bruises  on  his  butt  changed  color,  became  a wonderful badge of colors, didn’t hurt so much. 

Initially Barbara had planned on punishing Cole weekly, but it became obvious that this was not a good plan. His butt was still too bruised. That was the point that she realized that maybe she had gone overboard. 

But…had she? 

Cole  didn’t  smile,  but  he  worked  diligently,  and  he  was  almost  like  a robot. 

What was going on inside him? 

Interestingly, Rose had no idea. 

“I have no clue,” she had observed one day at Charlie Coyote’s. “Truth, I have seen men brought to heel, but Cole is different.” 

“You’ve said that before.” 

“Men have to be worked slowly, it takes months, sometimes years, but Cole…he leaped into this. I have never seen a man change so fast. And I have never seen a man accept it so fast.” 

“So  what  am  I  to  do?  How  do  I  find  out  what’s  happening  with  him? 

How do know what to do next while he is…like this?” 

“You don’t do anything. Sometimes you have to let the dish cook.” Rose shrugged. “The real question, if you don’t mind me bringing it up, and even if you do, is when are you going to fuck James?” 

Barbara got a far away look in her eyes. “I don’t know.” 

“Do you want to?” 

“I do, but…” 

“But there’s some residual feeling for Cole that is stopping you.” 

“I suppose. That seems to make the most sense.” 

Rose ordered a couple of more drinks and they continued to imbibe the afternoon away. 

“How’s Cole’s cock?” 

“Soft. I miss it.” 

Rose snorted. “You don’t have a strap on?” 

“Yes, I have one.” 

“Yet you haven’t you used it on Cole, yet?” 

Barbara didn’t say anything. Stared at her drink. A butterfly landed on a flower that had twined through the ironwork behind her. 

Rose sighed, “Okay, why not?” 

“I…it’s…” 

“Come on.” 

“I  don’t  want  to  because…because  I  feel  like  it  will  spoil  what’s happening.” 

Rose cocked her head curiously. 

“Cole is going through things, and I’m afraid that if I do anything that will upset the applecart, change the way things are between us.” 

“And if I promise you it won’t?” 

“Oh, Rose, you’ve guided me so far, but this…I’m just not sure.” 

Rose nodded, sat back. Sipped. Contemplated. 

“Okay.  So  I  think  he  needs  a  good  dicking.  You’re  afraid.  There  is  a solution, you know.” 

“What’s that.” 

So Rose told her. 

When  she  was  done  Barbara  was  blinking.  The  solution  made  perfect sense, and she was okay with it. But…but she needed time to think about it. 



The  following  morning  Cole  was  up  early.  He  readied  himself  for  his maid  duties,  did  a  little  spreadsheet  work,  then  ran  Barbara’s  morning coffee up to her. 

Now that his butt was fair healed, except for the glorious kaleidoscope of colors, he was able to move quickly. 

He took pride in how fast and efficiently he made her coffee. He listed to the clickety click his his heels on the floor, and on the stairs. Sometimes he was so quick, and his heels sounded so perfect, he felt like his feet were castanets. 

He  could  imagine  himself  dancing  in  some  Spanish  cafe,  people cheering, even giving him money. Just for the sound of his heels. 

He reached the top of the stairs and stopped. Daydreams. He was getting them more and more often. He loved them. It was something he had never experienced as a male. 

He  walked  more  slowly  down  the  hallway,  shedding  himself  of  the residue of the daydream, bringing himself into the now, preparing himself for service. He tapped on the door. 

“Come in.” 

Cole entered, smiled at his wife. “Good morning, ma’am.” 

“Good  morning,  Cole,  how  goes  it?”  She  stretched,  and  he  was fascinated  by  the  way  her  boobs  were  so  full,  how  they  just  tumbled  out over the edge of the blanket covering her. 

He wished he had boobs like that. He blushed, and turned away to draw the drapes back. 

Sunlight  invaded  the  room  and  he  was  suddenly  enraptured  by  the outside world. 

“How’s your butt today?” Barbara sipped her coffee. 

“It’s okay,” he answered soberly. “Just…colorful.” 

“Show me.” 

He stood next to the bed and bent over. He pulled his panties down and, courtesy of the chiffon underskirt, his butt was plain to see. 

“Oh, my. That is…colorful. Back up.” 

He backed up, and there was a bit of fear in him. But Barbara didn’t slap him. She just touched his butt. Gently. “Oh, my,” she said. 

Cole straightened up and went to his normal place, standing by the head of the bed, to one side. He could watch Barbara, and his heart felt so full. 

“Well, Cole, is it healed enough for you to wear a butt plug?” 

“A butt plug?” He was confused. 

“A  butt  plug.  Like  you  wore  the  other  night.  I  want  you  to  wear  one from  now  on.  Not  a  big  one,  just  something  to  get  your  butt  used  to…to having things in it.” 

“I…I guess so.” He really didn’t understand. 

Barbara studied him. “If you’re not ready yet.” 

“Not, I think I can.” 

“But if it’s too painful you can let me know.” 

“Yes, ma’am.”  A butt plug? Why? 

But Cole’s confusions were set aside once Barbara handed him the butt plug, a metal plug with a big, fake diamond on it. 

“Go put this on. Then come back.” 

Cole started to leave the room. 

“Use my bathroom. There’s lube in the cabinet.” 

Cole went into her bathroom. He looked at himself in the mirror. He was so different now, and sometimes he didn’t even know who he was. 

He  lubed  up  the  plug,  the  metal  felt  cool,  and…neat.  Still  watching himself in the mirror he inserted the plug. It hurt for a second, even though it was small, then it plopped in, and it felt good. It felt cool. His butt felt like it was being fucked in the most pleasurable way. 

He  took  a  couple  of  steps  into  the  bedroom,  shivered,  and  his  knees grew weak. 

Barbara watched him carefully. “How is it?” 

“It’s…”  he  was  short  of  breath,  the  sensation  was  world  filling,  “it’s good.” 

“Come here. Show me.” 

Once again he went to the bed and turned around, lowered his panties and bent over. 

Barbara touched the plug, wiggled it, and Cole grew light in the head. 

He had the strange thought:  if I had a dick I’d cum. 

“Very well. You don’t have to wear it all the time. If it hurts, take it out for a while. You should probably clean it every once in a while.” 

He was panting. It felt so good. He didn’t want to ever take it out. 

Barbara studied him, watched his face. This was turning him on. And…

maybe it should. After all, with no dick to play with he had to transfer his sexuality to something else. Some other body part. 

“Okay, remove the tray and let’s get me dressed. 

Fifteen  minutes  later  Cole  followed  Barbara  down  the  hallway.  She moved lithe and quick, he moved…awkwardly. It seemed that every step he took caused pleasure in his butt. And not just a little pleasure. 

He walked down the steps, and he thought his cock was dripping. At the bottom  of  the  steps  he  stopped,  lifted  his  dress  and  looked  at  himself. 

“Ma’am?” 

Barbara was almost to the kitchen and she turned. 

“I’m dripping.” 

“Are you going to cum?” 

He thought about that. He was weak in the knees, pleasure was shooting out from his but with every step, but…cum? 

“I don’t think so. I don’t think I can.” 

And  he  couldn’t.  The  Lupron,  while  it  didn’t  stop  his  prostate  from being pressed by the butt plug and the semen forced out a dribble at a time, did stop him from having any sort of an orgasm. 

“Very well. Let’s see to breakfast. I’ll be on the patio.” 

Cole staggered into the kitchen. He was definitely distracted now. Not by a cock, but by the continuous drip, drip of his sexual faucet. 

Ten minutes later he was serving Barbara.  She put aside her newspaper and spread her cloth napkin. She smiled as he poured fresh squeezed orange juice. 

“I made you a Spanish Omelette this morning.” He place a plate with a three egg monstrosity folded on it. I was easy on the spices, but there’s lot of good things in it.” 

Barbara forked it. “Mmm, delicious.” 

Cole returned to the kitchen and took a pastry out of the microwave. He brought it to her. He stood by while she nibbled at it and washed it down with OJ. 

“Wonderful, Cole. What do you have planned for this day?” 

He outlined his plans for the day, and she listened. And she noted that every half minute or so a white drop would drip down between his legs and splatter on the patio. 

It made her weak. Her belly felt excited. God, he didn’t have a dick, to speak  of,  but  the  sight  of  him  just  standing  there  and  dripping…it  was almost too much. Too have that much control! 

Then it was too much. 

“Cole, dear,” she interrupted him. “I’m sorry, but I need something.” 

She was already scrunching around, pulling off her panties. 

Cole immediately went to his knees and began servicing her. And it was a different Cole than she had ever experienced. 

Before,  as  a  man,  he  had  eaten  her  for  his  pleasure.  He  had  gone  in roughly,  and  it  was  fun,  but  it  was  nothing  like  this.  Now  he  was  soft, considerate,  and  he  didn’t  just  eat  her…he  made  slow,  sweet,  languorous love to her pussy. 

Almost like he didn’t care, but he did care. He was just taking all that rough energy and condensing it into a gentle intention. It was much more

intense than anything she had ever felt. 

Shortly into his ministrations she began to jerk and shudder.  God, he’s barely  touching  me,  he’s  so…limp…but…it  feels  so…how  could  it  feel  so good? 

Cole kept licking her, sucking her, until her juddering died down. Then he rocked back on his heels, stood up and backed away. 

Barbara half laid on the iron patio chair. Her breasts felt like they were glowing. Her pussy felt like it had been spanked and spanked and spanked. 

She could hardly move, her cum had been so big and thorough. 

She managed to straighten herself out. 

Cole watched, pleased, but making no sign. He felt the ultimate pleasure at having given her pleasure, but he didn’t make any outward show of that satisfaction. 

He a Mona Lisa expression on his face. 

Yet he felt like he had cum, he was so happy. 

“Oh, my,” Barbara muttered. “Oh, my.” 



The  next  day,  in  the  afternoon  Rose  came  by  the  house.  She  didn’t knock, just walked in, proud, haughty, a grin on her beautiful face. 

Cole was vacuuming, and he froze. Watched her. 

On one hand he didn’t know what to think of Rose. She wasn’t his wife. 

On the other hand she knew all about him. He had listened to her and Barbara discussing him. And, he had even eaten her out. And it had been fun. Not fun like with his wife, but…fun. 

As much fun as an automaton such as himself was allowed to have. 

“Well,  Cole,  I  just  finished  a  long  talk  with  Barbara,  and  she  told  me you  have  turned  into  the  most  excellent  pussy  eater  in  the  world.  Well,  I simply had to come over and find out for myself. 

She dropped her purse on the floor. She lifted her dress and pulled down her panties and sprawled on the sofa. 

Cole blinked. 

“Well, come on. Mama’s a’waitin’.” 

Still, he didn’t move. He asked, “Does Barbara…does she—“

Oddly, Rose missed the significance of that question. Here was a man who  had  cheated,  who  had  started  it  all,  and  he  was  asking  a  question  to make sure he wouldn’t be a cheater. 

And  it  was  just  as  well.  If  she  had  noticed,  and  had  told  Barbara, Barbara might have lightened up, backed up a bit. After all, in spite of the glory and the power of the situation, this had all started as a method to teach Cole a lesson. 

“Of course she knows. How do you think I found out. And she’s totally fine with you doing your duty to me. After all, it’s not like you’re going to rape me, right?” 

That  last  shot  had  a  double  effect.  On  one  hand,  it  shamed  him, humiliated him, even mortified him. On the other hand, he felt that curious sexual pleasure. 

Sex is in the mind. He might not be able to get a boner, he might not be able  to  have  sex,  but  things  were  adjusting  in  his  mind,  he  was understanding, in an oblique manner, that he could have sexual feelings. 

And, truth, the sexual feelings were intense. Though never to be sated, as  least  while  he  was  on  the  Lupron,  he  had  a  hunger  that  was  not  in  his groin, but high in his chest, like his chest was opening up and receiving a sunburn directly from the sun. 

He  went  to  her  and  knelt.  He  moved  carefully,  and  she  grinned.  “Got that butt plug in, eh?” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

Cole’s senses started to stretch out. His head was moving forward, her pussy was getting slower, and it was like the seconds were actually ticking slower and slower. 

Her pussy came to him, a lush mound without hair. 

Without hair. He was going to have to talk to Barbara, get her to shave. 

Or, better, he shivered, he would have to shave her. 

His lips kissed her slit, and it was a perfect fusion. His lips covered her lips, and he tasted her moisture, felt her delicate inner skin. The odor was over powering. 

“Oh, yeah. Now come on, baby. Show mama a good time.” 

Cole ignored her, lost himself in the folds of snatch. He slithered his lips over hers, he nibbled delicately at the clit. Time seemed to disappear, and all  there  was  was  this  beautiful,  delicious  flower,  and  he  felt  like  he  was being absorbed by it. 

Rose  gasped,  and  suddenly  realized  that  Barbara  was  right:  Cole  had changed. 

She had been eaten by him once before, and he had been manly. Even wearing  woman’s  garb,  he  had  been  manly.  But  now…now  he  was something else. 

As  her  mind  started  to  soar  and  disconnect  and  give  over  to  the sublimity  of  pure  body,  she  wondered:  was  it  The  Horse?  Was  it  being drained?  The  piercing?  Some  combination  of  those  and  more?  What  had changed? 

Yet there was no answer, there was just the soft, whisper of his mouth over her vagina, the fusion of his lips and tongue to her innards. She had even been eaten by woman, but even that was nothing like this. 

Oh, God,” she muttered, her hips staring to scoop forward, as if trying to kiss his mouth with her pussy. “What are you doing?” 

Cole  was  like  a  machine,  however.  He  didn’t  hear  anything,  he  didn’t respond, he just wallowed in her snatch in the most delightful way. 

She began to cum. Hard. Shudder after shudder, and finally she pushed him away and clamped her legs together. 

“Oh, God!” she moaned, rolling to the side. Just laying there and feeling the aftershocks of the most incredible munch job she had ever had. 

Barbara was right. 

She sat up. 

Cole had rocked back on his heels and was standing up. For a moment his limp penis, about as big as a soggy Vienna sausage, was in sight. She reached out and grabbed it. He quickly reversed course and knelt in front of her. 

She pulled him to her. She gazed into his eyes. 

Brown. Trusting. Curious. “What?” 

“Nothing.”  She  let  go  of  his  weenie  and  pushed  him  away,  and  he staggered,  but  stood  up.  He  stepped  back,  took  a  compact  out  of  his  side pocket and began repairing his lips. He moved slowly, sexually, sensually, and just like a woman. 

She watched as the paint went on. 

Then  he  closed  the  compact,  gently,  the  way  a  woman  would,  and turned  to  his  vacuum.  He  turned  the  machine  on  and  continued  his  house keeping. 

As if he had never stopped. As if he hadn’t been down on his hands and knees and gulping down her juices. 

He had changed. 

 

His episode with Rose occurred on Wednesday. And Rose immediately

called Barbara and reported how marvelous it had been. 

“Barbara, this is amazing. This is…astounding.” And she thought:  You can’t keep this to yourself. 

“I know.” 

“I want to come by again.” 

“No problem.” 

“Really?” 

“I get him in the morning. I’m busy all day. Why not?” 

Rose wanted to say more, but she was actually a little timid about it. 

“So you don’t care how much I, uh…” 

Barbara blinked. there was something more in Rose’s words. “Was thee something you wanted to say?” 

“Just that…well…” 

“Spit it out.” 

“A lot of the girls would…they might…” 

Barbara went totally silent. Her mind, however, went totally rocketing. 

Other  women.  Cole.  And,  a  conclusion:  what  an  ultimate  gotcha.  He was cheating, now he would be cheating, and suffering for it. 

“Oh, crap. I shouldn’t have said anything.” 

Barbara  kept  thinking.  He  couldn’t  fuck  them.  He  could  only  immerse himself in their pussies, and never…never…

And  there  was  something  so  totally  delicious  about  this…this…she didn’t  want  to  call  it  revenge,  though,  in  a  way,  it  was.  It  was  something else. And she frowned. 

“I’m sorry. Barbara. I’m sorry I ever…” 

Barbara kept thinking:  He’s different. This might not be the punishment she thought it would be. Because…because… and the thought slowly came together in her mind,  because he likes being denied. 

“Barbara?” 

“It’s okay,” she blurted, her voice suddenly trying to match the speed of her thoughts. She calmed herself down. 

 I still love him. But…and he loves me. But…but I should do this for him. 

 One more step on the path that he is taking. 

And Barbara realized all anew that what was new to her was really new to Cole. 

“It’s okay, I think…which girls…shall we ask one of the girls to come by? See what happens?” 

The  next  morning,  Thursday,  Cole  walked  down  the  hallway.  He  was wearing a bra, but it felt a little…itchy. Like his nipples itched. He didn’t think about it. Didn’t put it together with the hormones he had been taking. 

He just…itched. 

Besides,  he  had  only  been  taking  the  hormones  since  Monday.  Even though they were fast acting they weren’t  that fast acting. 

He tapped on Barbara’s door and was bid enter. 

“Good morning.” 

“Good morning, Cole.” she scooted up, gave a little stretch, which once again presented her boobs to him, and he put the tray over her legs. 

“Mmm. I like the new coffee beans you ordered.” 

“The description sounded very…delicious.” 

“Good description,” she said, watching him. 

He  picked  up  her  clothes  from  the  night  before,  she  had  taken  to throwing her clothes on the floor when she went to bed, and he didn’t mind. 

It made him feel worthwhile to pick up after her. 

“Cole, dear.” 

“Yes, ma’am?” 

“We’re  going  to  have  a  visitor  this  morning.  Probably  eleven.  Maybe noonish.” 

“Yes, Ma’am.” 

“Her name is Wanda, and she wants to examine you.” 

“Is she a doctor?” 

“No. No.” Barbara sipped her brew, felt the sweet nectar slide over her pallet.  “She’s…she’s  a  friend.  I  think  she’s  thinking  about  her  own husband.” 

“Oh.” 

For  a  moment  Cole  was  sort  of  confused,  Barbara’s  next  words dispelled that. 

“You  have  become  somewhat  of  a  poster  child,  Cole.  Other  ladies  are interested  in  what  we’ve  done,  and  they  want  to  talk  to  you  and…other things.” 

“What other things?” he asked, curious. 

“Oh, things. But whatever she wants, I expect you to satisfy her….her curiosity.” 

“Of course.” 

“Excellent.” 

Barbara was actually relieved.  This had gone much better than she had expected. 



Cole  was  curious,  after  the  morning  conversation,  but  he  stopped thinking about it pretty quickly. 

So what if somebody wanted to ask him some questions. How do you

like  being  a  woman?  Are  you  taking  hormones?  Just  thinking  about  the possible questions turned his face a bit red. But…so what? 

But  what  if  she  asked  him  about  his  cock?  And  wanted  to  see  his piercing?  He  turned  a  little  more  red,  but,  again,  was  able  to  put  the thoughts  aside.  Thus,  he  spent  the  morning  cleaning  the  bathrooms.  He scrubbed  the  toilets,  lots  of  Comet,  until  they  shone.  He  polished  the mirrors. He even attacked the grout in the shower stalls. 

The  house  had  three  bathrooms,  and  a  toilet  in  a  little  room  in  the garage.  By  eleven  he  had  everything  sparkling.  Except  for  the  one  in  the garage. That was orange with rust and would have to be replaced. 

He  entered  the  kitchen  and  dabbed  at  his  underarms  with  a  rag.  Darn. 

He was a bit stinky. And he had this visitor coming. 

He trotted upstairs, taking pleasure in the clickety click of his heels. He went to the bathroom at the end of the hall, that was the one reserved for him, and quickly used a damp wash clothe to clean himself, then he spritzed himself with a bit of perfume that Barbara had bought him. 

Smiling, smelling a bit fruity, he was just walking down the stairs when the  doorbell  sounded.  Quickly,  he  descended  the  rest  of  the  stairs  and crossed to the front door. 

And he was already embarrassed. 

It was bad enough that Rose was coming over, but he was getting used to her. But now…a total stranger. 

He opened the door and put on a smile. “Hello?” 

Wanda  stared  at  him.  She  expected  some  butch  looking  girl.  A  man under a dress was still a man. But this, Cole, was more than that. 

He was perfectly feminine. 

She stared at his hair, perfectly coiffed. 

His dress fit perfectly. 

His make up was done to a T. 

He even looked at home in heels. 

“I’m Wanda.” 

“Of course. Please come in.” 

Wanda entered and looked around. 

The house was sparkling clean. 

Cole led her into the living room. “Would you like some coffee? Tea? 

Anything else?” 

The request delivered in cultured tones. A bit low, but not manly. 

“No. No thank you. 

“Please have a seat.” 

Wanda  sat  on  the  sofa  and  stared  at  the…the  transvestite.  He  was supposed to have a limp dick, Rose had told her it was chemically castrated, but…he still had a dick. 

“Barbara,  my  wife,  said  you  might  have  a  few  questions  for  me?”  He lifted his plucked eyebrows in question. 

For a moment Wanda doubted her senses. This was not a man. This was a woman. They were playing a joke on her. 

But she knew it wasn’t a joke. 

“Yes, uh, I’m curious what it is like for a man to …to transition into a woman.” 

“I can only tell you how I feel.” 

“Are you…are you taking hormones?” 

“I am.” 

“Have you felt any effects?” 

“I think it’s to early. Though my nipples did itch the other morning.” 

Wanda started to relax. Cole was so polite and…mild. It was difficult to even think of him as a man. She asked about how he felt about dressing like a woman. 

“It’s  fun.  Sometimes  it’s  like  your  clothes  are  hugging  you  all  day. 

Sometimes a little tight, but fun.” 

“And…I understand you’re pierced.” 

“Oh, yes. Would you like to see?” 

Wanda  nodded.  For  a  second  she  felt  like  running  out,  but  her fascination won out. “Yes.” 

Cole  stood  up  and  lifted  his  dress.  He  pulled  down  his  panties  and Wanda stared. 

It  was  a  penis.  A  bit  small,  but  Rose  had  said  it  was  eight  inches before…before…but  now  it  was  just  like  a  bit  of  hot  dog.  A  couple  of inches. With a silver ring on the end. 

“And you can’t get hard?” She couldn’t stop staring at it. 

“Not  for  a  couple  of  months.  I  believe  three.  The  piercing  will  be completely healed then. I will need the chastity tube to be secured to protect myself against erections.” 

Wanda  stared  at  him.  What  a  weird  way  to  put  it.  To  protect  himself from his own erections. For the first time she actually wondered what was going on in his mind. His male manufactured, female altered mind. 

“You can touch it if you want.” 

Wanda wanted, but she was so damned nervous. Cole came to her, soot and held his dress up. His panties down around his knees. 

Wanda gripped the little peeny. She touched the ring. She felt his balls. 

“They seem to have shrunk, explained Cole. I’ve been told I will regain size, but I don’t know how much. Or if I really will.” 

She  looked  up  at  his  face.  He  might  have  discussing  the  best  way  to baste  a  turkey.  He  was  just  talking,  explaining,  with  no  significance attached to his words. 

“So how do you have sex?” 

He frowned. “Well, I guess I don’t. But—“

“But you get sexual feelings? Or are they all gone?” 

“I still get them, but they are…different.” 

“How so?” 

“I  can  feel  my  penis  and  testicles,  and  it’s  sexual,  but…I  can’t  do anything.” 

“Is that frustrating?” 

“Well, it is.” 

“What? You were about to say something else.” 

“Barbara has me wear a butt plug. That’s sort of sexual.” 

“Turn around,” Wanda blurted. She had made here own husband wear a butt plug, but he only did it for a little while. 

Cole  turned  around  and  lifted  the  back  of  his  dress  and  bent  over slightly. 

Wanda gasped. She touched it, put her finger on the fake diamond, and Cole gasped. 

“Oh, I’m sorry.” 

“Don’t be. It felt good.” 

They were silent then, then Wanda couldn’t help it. The words burst out of her like beer out of the top of a shaken can. 

“I understand you eat pussy.” 

She  immediately  turned  red.  She  was  a  brave  girl,  but  to  put  it  so bluntly…it was embarrassing. 

Cole turned red. He hadn’t expected this, but he should have. The way Rose reacted, the compliments Barbara was giving him… “Yes.” 

“Can you, will you eat me?” 

“Of course,” yet it felt like somebody else was talking. 

He  suddenly  realized  that  this  was  what  Barbara  had  been  talking around.  It  wasn’t  questions,  he  was  being…shared.  He  was  being  passed around like a party favor. 

Yet…what did he expect? 

And he felt this warmth inside. This desire to prove how worthy he was. 

“I can.” 

“What do you…how do you want me?” 

“Right there would be fine. If you can lift your dress I’ll pull down your panties.” 

She did, he did, and shortly his face was pressing against her mound, his tongue darting and licking. His lips kissing and twisting. 

“Oh,” blurted Wanda. 

He paid her no mind. It was like he was a machine on automatic. There was a softness to him, but a dedication, an intensity to cunnilingus that was overwhelming. 

She had never expeerienced such single minded eating. 

Her  husband  ate  her,  but  only  to  moisten  her  up  for  fucking.  He  had never launched into her the way Cole was doing. 

Cole blotted the world out of his mind. He tasted the flesh, absorbed the scent,  and  he  pushed  forward,  pressing  his  face  hard  even  as  his  tongue lapped softly. 

“Oh…oh…”  Wanda  could  already  feel  the  excitement  building. 

Normally she took a bit of work. But now…this…she couldn’t…

Cole reached under her and held her buns. She was a small girl and her cheeks  fit  perfectly  into  his  hands.  One  of  his  pinkies  was  close  to  her asshole, and he moved his hand, touched her star with a pinkie. 

“OH….OH!” 

She began to cum. Hard. 

Cole didn’t really know what he was doing. He was just in the moment, but in the back of his mind were images of men eating women. Professional porn studs working over women’s pussies. They slapped the pussies. 

He slapped Wanda’s cumming pussy, and she began to squirt. 

“OH…NO!…Oh…!” 

He  slapped  her  again  and  again,  little  slaps  right  on  her  mound,  and Wanda began to jerk. What had started out as a good cum became a great cum. It felt like she was being blasted right out of her senses. 

“FU-U-U-UCK!”  She  yelled,  her  body  spazzing  so  hard,  her  legs jerking, her eyes rolled back. “FU-U-U-UCK! 

Cole just concentrated on eating her. 
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PART ELEVEN

Cole  was  now  eating  three  women,  and  he  had  a  feeling  there  were going  to  be  more.  That  was  fine  with  him.  He  enjoyed  cunnilingus.  He enjoyed hearing the women moan in orgasm, he loved feeling their bodies shiver  and  shake  under  his  tongue.  It  gave  him  a  white  hot  feeling  in  his chest, as if, when he made them orgasm, they imparted some of their inner explosion into him. 

He  couldn’t  have  his  own  orgasm,  so  in  some  very  human  way  their orgasm  was transferred into him. 

If course, that interrupted his real work, which was cleaning house and working in the dungeon. 

He  loved  cleaning  house.  Sometimes  he  knew  the  rug  didn’t  need vacuuming again, but he did it anyway. He just wanted to. 

Sometimes he even ran the dishes through the wash cycle twice, just to be sure. 

And the dungeon. He never thought of it as the basement anymore. Now he only thought of it as the dungeon. He had ordered chains and fastened them to the wall. He had ordered the hardware, and was looking for a sturdy enough door for the third room. He had found a steel vault door on Ebay, of all places, but it was near $3000. Not that they didn’t have it, but he wanted Barbara’s permission before he spent that much money. 

And, it seemed he wanted Barbara’s permission for a lot of things these days.  He  was  afraid  to  go  outside,  humiliated  just  to  think  about  it,  and Barbara was fine with him ordering everything they needed off the internet. 

But,  spending  so  much  money,  feeling  an  odd  sense  of…not  worthy  to spend money…he asked her permission in the morning. She always gave it to him. He was good with money, his real world work proved that, but…he wanted permission. 

There was something, he hated to admit it, demeaning, in asking if he was worthy enough to spend their money. 

Demeaning.  He  was  a  demeaned  person.  A  weird  thought,  but  an accurate thought. And a pleasant thought. 

Inside  the  third  room  he  had  placed  a  metal  bed,  but  he  wasn’t  happy with it. It was flimsy, just hollow tubes, he didn’t even bother bolting it to the floor. Then he thought about just getting a half inch slab of metal and fastening  one  side  to  the  wall,  and  the  other  side  to  a  pair  of  legs  which would  be  bolted  to  the  floor.  A  thin  mattress  on  top  and  he  was  sure Mistress would approve. 

Mistress. Sometimes he thought of her as Mistress. Not always. Usually he thought of her as ‘ma’am,’ and every once in a while he thought of her as Barbara. Sometimes he even thought about the fact that she was his wife. 

His wife. 

No. 

Her slave. 

Except…this  whole  thing  of  choosing  a  different…label…for  her,  it seemed self defeating. Because underneath every label was the idea…am I worthy of that? 

Even  as  his  station  fell  in  his  own  eyes,  it  raised  in  his  mind,  so contrary, and he couldn’t help but ask:  am I worthy? 

Am I worthy to lick her boots? 

Just  the  thought  of  licking  her  boots  made  him  remember  what  it  was like to get erections. Even though she didn’t wear boots. Of course, she had a pair of high heels that qualified as boots, the shiny leather encasing her calves.  When  she  wore  those  he  would  find  himself  continuously  and helplessly gulping. 

So  he  worked,  on  his  financial  business,  which  was  going  so  well  he was wondering if he should go into business for himself. 

He  worked,  cleaning  the  house  so  that  it  might  be  a  fit  palace  for  his mistress. 

He  worked,  outfitting  the  dungeon  so  it  might  make  Barbara,  his mistress—he  rolled  the  concept  around  in  his  mind,  Barbara…wife…

mistress, and almost swooned—so very happy. He wanted her to be happy. 

He lived to make her happy. 

To think, he had once been married to her, had even cheated on her,—

what was wrong with him? 

But he knew. He just wasn’t worthy. 



“Cole? Where is your bra?” 

Cole  was  placing  the  coffee  tray  over  Barbara’s  legs,  he  was  leaning forward and Barbara could easily see that he wasn’t wearing a bra. 

“I…uh, I’m not wearing one.” 

“But why?” Barbara was actually a bit shocked. Cole was usually quite fastidious in his dress. 

“My nipples itch.” 

Barbara was picking up a cup of coffee, and she stopped. Inwardly, she gave a mental snort. She said, “Take off your blouse.” 

Turning a bit red, even though he was quite used to being seen nude by her he had developed a bit of embarrassment. He didn’t like to be seen out of uniform. 

Unless, of course, he was in the dungeon. In which he hadn’t been for a couple of weeks and he was wondering what he was going to have to do to deserve punishment. 

Barbara smiled. 

Cole’s pectorals were little cones. Definite tits. Small, but…boobs. 

“Oh, my,” Barbara grinned. “Come here.” 

Cole came to the side of the bed and Barbara reached out and took one nipple between her thumb and forefinger. 

Cole felt a sensation rush through him, sexual, and it was like his whole body was quivering in the wind. 

“You felt that.” 

“Oh, yes.” 

“Excellent. Well, Cole, you disappoint me.” 

He was confused. She had complimented him with the ‘excellent,’ but she was disappointed. 

“I’m sorry, I—“

“Shush.” 

She so enjoyed his confusion. It was funny. Put a spreadsheet before her

‘once husband’—that was the way she thought about him, even though they were  still  officially  man  and  wife,  and  probably  would  be  for  the  rest  of their lives—and he was a genius. But once he was in maid mode he was a gentle creature, easily confused, not always knowing what to do, requiring sometimes very minute instructions. 

The  idea  that  he  had  to  ask  her  permission  before  spending  even  a dollar, that was ridiculous. But it seemed to bring him pleasure, so…

“That you would not be properly dressed. Mind you, I don’t care, except that you should have told me.” 

Cole  hung  his  head.  Inside  he  was  exulting.  He  suddenly  knew  what Barbara was going to say. Behind his back he crossed his fingers. 

“Does this…is this like…lying?” 

Barbara pursed her lips, tilted her head, considered Cole. 

He was asking for punishment. He wanted punishment. She knew this

intuitively, and it was obvious. Whenever he talked about the dungeon, his place  of  punishment,  he  had  a  hopeful  tone  in  his  voice,  an  asking expression on his face. 

He wanted it, but he was afraid to ask for it. What a curious ‘once man.’

His  butt  was  pretty  much  healed.  It  still  had  some  bruising,  but…but should she bruise him again? She had the feeling that she shouldn’t. She did have a concern for his well being, after all. 

“It  might.  I  notice  you  still  have  a  bit  of  bruising.  But  perhaps  I  can think of a better punishment for you.” 

He almost swooned right there. 

“Now go put on a bra. I will not have a saggy tit maid working for me.” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

She  obviously  meant  now,  so  he  backed  out  of  the  room,  ran  for  his room,  and  returned  a  minute  later  with  a  bra  on.  His  nipples  immediately started itching, and his pectorals felt hot, but…but he had to be worthy for his mistress. 

Barbara was already in the shower, so he busied himself picking up after her, choosing clothes for her, and selecting a towel with which to dry her. 



Later, walking down stairs, his mind went to what she had called him, what she had said: ‘I will not have a saggy tit maid working for me.’

Just thinking about the words made him shiver, and when he brought her breakfast  and  stood  to  one  side,  he  suddenly  found  himself  blurting. 

“Mistress?” 

Barbara raised an eyebrow at him in question. 

“You wouldn’t turn me out in the street, would you?” 

She saw his fantasy complete at that moment. It surprised her. He had sunk so…low. Yet…not low? 

And  she  considered.  He  was  making  LOTS  of  money  in  his  financier world.  He  was  keeping  her  house—not  theirs,  but  hers—immaculate.  He

was living and dying just to make sure she was happy. Get rid of him? 

Of course, there was the idea that he had once fucked her. Had dared to put his penis in her, and even squirt in her…and then cheated. Could she put that aside? 

For a full time live in maid—who shortly might be living in a dungon—

she might. 

But she wasn’t willing to ease his mind. 

“I suggest you do your duties and leave the thinking to me.” 

He was properly chastised. 

And she was unaware of the turn she had made in her thinking. 

But,  then  if  there  are  people  willing  to  be  slaves,  there  are  people willing to be masters. Or, in this case, mistresses. 



Another week, and Barbara began dropping hints. 

“I think you need to be punished.” That was a hint. Not very subtle, but definitely a hint. 

And,  I  might  be  busy  on  Friday  night.  Perhaps  I  will  have  somebody come fill in for me. 

Friday night, but…who? 

Friday night was the night she had punished him before. And there was no  certainty  that  it  would  be  Friday,  but  the  way  she  was  talking…and…

who? 

He exulted in deserving punishment. He was crushed that it might not be her. He tried to work it around in his mind. 

 If  she  tells  somebody  else  to  punish  me  it  is  as  if  she  is  punishing  me herself. 

And,  perhaps her not punishing me, having somebody else punish me, is an even bigger punishment! 

But no matter how he tried to make his upcoming punishment work in his mind, he was continuously, almost obsessively wondering… WHO? 

Could it be Rose? Probably. Rose knew everything about him. She was here every couple of days to get her cunny eaten. Yes. It could be Rose. 

But  what  about  Wanda?  Wanda  treated  him  kindly,  almost  like  they were  husband  and  wife,  in  some  strange  other  universe.  And  she  knew about him…but…no, it had to be Rose. 

No. Wanda. 

No. Rose. 

The  turmoil  in  his  mind  increased  as  he  closed  in  on  the  day  of reckoning. 



Friday  night,  and  Cole  was  a  shambles.  He  was  actually  losing  sleep over wondering who was going to punish him. 

Barbara just smiled at him. 

He  prepared  a  feast  for  her,  brought  her  chocolates  after  dinner,  and  a glass of champagne, and was literally quivering in anticipation. 

“Poor Cole,” she murmured at one point. “You really want this.” 

They both knew what ‘this’ was. 

He nodded. A small jerk of the chin, pulled out of him, and she grinned. 

“Well, I have a date tonight.” 

“A…a date?” He was gobsmacked. Flabbergasted. Slobberknocked. 

“Of course, a date. Are you deaf.” 

She turned and walked away from him. 

He stood. Mouth open. 

His wife was going on a date. He completely missed the fact that he had not thought of her as ‘Mistress.’

“But—“

She whirled on him, advanced on him, was furious. 

“You worthless, little shit. You can’t satisfy me. What am I supposed to do?” 

“But…but I could…” thoughts of dildos in his mind. Thoughts of how he had eaten her all these many times. 

She slapped his face. 

“Bad Cole!” like he was a dog. 

“You deserve a punishment!” 

She  grabbed  his  ear  and  marched  him,  quickly,  making  him  prance  in his  high  heels,  to  the  dungeon  door.  She  walked  him  down  the  stairs  and over  to  The  Horse.  She  slapped  his  ass—and  though  it  was  good  that  he didn’t  jerk  from  the  pain…he  was  ready  for  more  punishment—and snapped,  “And  look  at  this  place!  I  wanted  a  Saint  Andrew’s  Cross!  I wanted furniture to hold my whips and dildos, and what do you give me? A fucking bed in a room that…that is…ARGH!” Words failed her. “Lay down on The Horse.” 

He was confused, his mind was shattering, but…he had been told to lay down on The Horse. A fierce sense of elation swelled through him. 

He lay down. 

“Not  with  your  clothes  on!”  She  was  almost  screaming  now,  and  her words  were  cutting  him  into  pieces,  slicing  him  into  smaller  and  smaller parts. 

He started to get up. 

“I didn’t say to get up!” She slapped his ass again and he flattened out. 

“You want to wear your pretty clothes on The Horse you can. We’ll just whip them to ribbons.” 

Cole started crying. 

“And stop crying! You know it’s just the hormones!” 

He couldn’t stop crying. 

She fastened his arms and legs to The Horse, then left him. 

Just  walked  across  the  floor  without  a  word,  marched  up  the  stairs, and…left him. 

Turned out the lights and…left him. 

Alone. 

With his beating heart in the darkness. 

Cole sobbed on The Horse. He didn’t even struggle against his bindings. 

He wanted punishment, but he didn’t know if he could take it. Not like this. 

He  wanted  to  be  beaten,  but  the  mental  anguish  of  Barbara’s  anger…that was too much. 

A physical punishment made him feel like he was worthy. 

Her cruel words…they made him feel like he would never be worthy. 

He cried in the darkness



Tears stopped, silence intruded, and Cole listened. 

He  could  hear  the  dull  click  of  heels.  Two  sets  of  heels.  Was  that laughter?  Then  a  door  closed.  The  front  door.  Oddly,  he  could  hear  the sound of heels descending the porch stairs better than he could hear heels in the house proper. 

Then, for the longest time, nothing. 

He wondered if time was passing, or whether it had become an instant where nothing in the world moved. 

His  mind  came  again  to  the  fact  that  anticipation  is  worse  than  death itself. 

He  was  about  to  be  spanked  and,  in  his  mind,  it  was  going  to  be  the Mother of All Spankings. 

Barbara had said she would whip the clothes right off him. Even though she said ‘she’ would, it was obvious that somebody else would. 

He was sure it would be Rose. 

Rose hungered for him. She wanted more than just his tongue lapping at her womanhood. She wanted to…to…subdue him totally. To put him a box, squash the box, and throw it down stairs. All the way to Hell. 

He shivered, his thoughts, his anticipations, scaring him. 

He  heard  some  sounds  upstairs.  In  the  kitchen.  A  cupboard  opening. 

Something dropped. 

Nothing. 

The  darkness  was  complete.  Even  in  the  daytime,  without  the  dim lights, the darkness was consuming, but now, now reflection from a crack, no glow from behind a curtain, it was black. 

It was blacker than a black bear in a cave at midnight. 

More sounds. Light sounds. Heels. Laughter. Two women? 

He  tried  to  distinguish  the  sounds,  to  separate  them,  but  he  couldn’t. 

Maybe  if  he  could  turn  his  head,  but  his  head  was  propped  up,  unable  to turn to the side, to present an ear. 

 Who? Who? Who?  he wondered. 

He had no idea how much time had passed. An hour? Two hours? Ten

minutes? He lay and listened, and his eyes, tricked by the total absence of light, searched for something, anything, so hard they actually hurt. 

The door opened. He could see feet in high heels. Many feet. Not just one  or  two,  but…a  half  dozen.  All  on  the  landing,  just  the  legs,  the  high heels, the curvy calves, and he wasn’t able to see above the calves. 

He could hear giggles, subtle voices whispering. But he couldn’t see, he couldn’t…the lights went on. 

Three lights, spaced through the basement. Low watt lights to preserve the gloom, to enhance the atmosphere of dungeon and…and punishment. 

The  legs  began  walking  down  the  stairs,  and  he  watched  as  thighs appeared,  and  hips,  then  waists  and…they  were  all  dressed  like Dominatrixes. 

They were all slender waisted and bulging busts. They had long hair to a one, and Cole realized:  this is her…the people she was going to meetings…

 they…

His mind spluttered, fizzled, was daunted. 

They marched across the floor towards him. They all wore black masks, but  it  wasn’t  much  of  a  disguise.  He  recognized  Rose.  And  Wanda.  He knew their bodies, their faces, their eyes, their hair. 

But they weren’t trying to disguise themselves; this was ritual. This was a ‘Skull and Bones’ of women. This was a secret society of feminists. 

“Hello, Cole.” 

Cole made a sound, but wasn’t sure what. His mind was officially short circuited.  His  brain  was  incapable  of  transmitting  an  impulse  across  a synapse. 

One of the women placed a stool in front of him. Another placed a glass on the stool. Yet another placed a straw in the glass, put it to his lips. 

“Barbara  said  a  little  bourbon  and  Coke  would  go  a  long  way.  Would you like to go a long way, Cole?” 

Though he knew, words came out of his mouth. “Who are you?” 

“We began as ‘The Ladies Sissy Society,’ and a form of that group still exists. But we are the hard core members. We are the ones who wanted to go further. Would you like to go further, Cole?” 

“I don’t understand,” he whispered. Though, in his heart of hearts, in his mind of minds, he understood fully and completely. 

“We are here to make you our own. Barbara is fine with this. In fact, she suggested it. Your wife wants to share you, Cole. And you are incapable of satisfying  her.  But  maybe  you  can  satisfy  us,  the  Inner  Circle.  Can  you satisfy us?” 

He couldn’t see their faces. He couldn’t even see their bodies, for they were  all  behind  him.  He  could  hear  the  movement  of  their  bodies,  but  he couldn’t see them. 

“I…how?” 

“You  know,  Cole.  You  know.  And  now  all  you  have  to  do  is  say  the word. Say ‘yes,’ Cole, and we will make you our own.” 

“What are you going to do to me?” 

“Everything, Cole. Everything you want. Everything you ever dreamed of. Will you signify your consent? Will you let us have our way with you?” 

“But…Barbara…” 

“Barbara  doesn’t  matter  anymore.  She’s  on  a  date  now.  And  she’s probably  having  her  pussy  reamed  out  by  a  real  man.  Right  now.  He’s probably balls deep in her pussy. The pussy that you once loved. The pussy that you cheated on. The pussy that is no longer yours. 

Cole  wanted  to  cry.  Confronted  by  these  woman,  in  this  most embarrassing  situation,  he  had  never  felt  less  worthy,  and  it  created  a curious mix of emotions. 

He  wanted  to  cry  for  his  lost  wife,  and  yet,  he  felt  honored  that  she would call her…her friends, and have them…’school’ him. 

Teach him a lesson. Make him worthy. If he could…if he could…

“How about it, Cole. Will you say ‘yes?’” 

Still, there was a piece of Cole that resisted. A part of him that didn’t want to take this final step. 

One of the women squatted next to him, whispered in his ear. He knew it was Rose. 

“Cole,” her lips brushed his ear gently, “I’ve known from the start that you are special. You are not a man for one woman, and it is no wonder that you cheated on your wife. While we sit in judgment on your for that, we are really here to elevate you, to exalt you, to make you worthy of all women. 

“You will be our slut, our plaything. You will clean our houses and eat our pussies. We will meet once a month to punish you, to make you worthy of service to us. But it has to be your choice. You have to say ‘yes.’ Or we will just leave you. And Barbara will come home and be disappointed. She will  throw  you  out.  You  will  wander  the  streets,  a  ragged  cross  dresser,  a transvestite with a dick that doesn’t work. Oh, yes, we’re going to give you the full dose of Lupron tonight if you refuse us. If we can’t have you then nobody can have you. Do you understand?” 

Cole  found  himself  nodding.  He  was  crying,  but  the  tears  were  silent, streaming from his eyes without hope of stopping. 

“So you must say ‘yes,’ Cole. Say ‘yes,’ and we will have our way with you, and you will be worthy of all women, in service to all women, and you will never have to worry again in your life.” 

“I…I…” he blubbered, his whole body shaking. 

“Say  ‘yes,’  Cole.  Open  your  heart,  give  up  your  body,  let  us  have  our way,  and  you  will  suffer  no  more  confusion.  Your  thoughts  will  become pure.  You  will  have  accepted  your  purpose  on  earth.  You  will  serve.  You will serve woman, and there is no higher service.” 

“I…I…” a pause. 

Rose stood up. She gave him one last chance. “Say yes,’ Cole. 

From a place he didn’t know existed, from some deep chasm of his soul, some  abyss  of  his  spirit,  he  felt  the  word  coming  up,  up  and  out,  and  he

said…



“Yes!” 



An audible sigh went through the group. All the ladies, at the same time, let out their breath. 

The contract had been made. 



Barbara  walked  into  Charlie  Coyote’s  and  it  was  wild.  It  was  the evening crowd, the dance floor was filled with jouncing, bouncing bodies, liquor  was  flowing  over  the  bar  like  a  river,  and  young  couples  did  the mating ritual…everywhere. 

Barbara smiled. She was nervous. This was a big decision, but she was determined to make it a good one. 

Cole was at home, being taken care of by the girls in her club. They had talked long and extensively about Cole, and she had no doubt that they were going to ‘christen’ him in the most delightful manner. 

Delightful for him. 

Her  husband.  She  had  never  suspected  he  was…that  kind  of  a  person. 

Yes,  he  was  a  cheater,  but  that  merely  hid  a  whole  host  of  other…

perversions. 

But, was it really perversion? He was becoming happier. Was that bad? 

Different  strokes  for  different  folks.  And  her  different  stroke  had  just arrived. 

Jame  snuggled  up  around  her,  put  his  arms  around  her,  displaying ownership. 

 We’ll fix that,  she thought. She turned and plastered a grand kiss on his mouth. For a moment they were fused, stuck together as if with superglue. 

The crowd, with a grin or two, went around them. 

They broke. 

“Shall we have a drink?” He asked. 

“Absolutely. But let’s make it quick. I have to be someplace.” 

“Oh?” He looked a little worried. 

“Yes. Your place.” 

He grinned. 

James braved the bar and brought back a couple of drinks. They went out the side door, chatted as they finished their drinks, then they simply put

their glasses down on a brick ledge and left. 

Barbara sat sideways in the passenger seat and watched James drive. 

He  was  sure  and  confident.  Wheeled  his  car  through  intersections, laughed  when  somebody  honked,  and  wound  his  way  up  into  the Hollywood Hills. 

They didn’t talk. He merely drove and smiled at her. 

She thought of Cole. 

He had cheated on her. Now she was going to cheat on him. Sauce for the goose…sauce for the gander. 

It  surprised  her,  now  that  she  was  committed,  that  it  bothered  her  so little. 

Of course, their relationship had changed, and that drastically. 

Would Cole care? 

She  thought  not.  Especially  after  tonight,  after  the  girls  were  through with him. 

James  pressed  a  remote  and  a  garage  door  opened.  They  were  on  a swooping  drive  almost  into  Beverly  Hills.  He  was  a  writer,  and  she suddenly  realized  how  profitable  writing  could  be.  Of  course  it  had  to  be difficult, she had trouble writing a letter. 

The car slid into the garage and the door shut. 

Barbara got up on her knees, leaned across the console and kissed him. 

She didn’t let him take charge. She pushed his head back and devoured his mouth, sucked his lips, and her hand was busy down in his crotch. 

Finally, she sat back. “I need a drink.” 

He  was  half  mind  fucked  by  her  kiss.  He  gasped  for  breath  and  said, 

“Right in the kitchen.” 

She got out of the car, didn’t wait for him, and walked to the door into the kitchen. It wasn’t locked and she stepped into his house. 

James  had  had  take  charge  women  before,  and  he  liked  them.  Even when they put him off a bit, he liked the way they fucked, as if they were in charge, as if he was a toy. 

He didn’t mind being a toy for a woman as beautiful as Barbara. 

 Why  the  fuck  had  her  husband  cheated  on  her?  He  must  be  a  real dipshit. 

He took some glasses out of a cupboard, put ice in them, and poured a couple of Coke highs. 

Barbara sipped, and sighed. “Show me the place.” 

He did. He showed her the front room and the backyard, he showed her the bedroom. He showed her his office, filled with books and scripts. 

She turned to him, pressed him back against a door. She moved her face so  their  lips  were  an  inch  apart.  She  spoke  as  if  directly  into  his  soul. 

“Where do you want to do this.” Calm. Forceful. In charge. 

The bedroom seems so blasé. 

“How about outside?” she asked. 

“In the pool?” 

“No.  Just  bend  me  over  something  and  fuck  me.  Then  we  can  play  in the pool.” She swallowed the rest of her drink, handed it to him. “Keep me lubricated.” 

He  went  to  the  kitchen  and  made  more  drinks.  When  he  came  out  he found she was on the patio. Naked. Except for high heels. 

She  turned  to  him,  and  he  gulped  at  the  sight  of  her  bountiful,  round breasts.  He  hefted  one  of  her  boobs,  kissed  it  gently.  “These  are  world class,” he murmured. 

She slapped him ever so lightly. “I bet you say that to all the girls.” 

“Only the ones that knock my socks off.” 

“So I’ve knocked your socks off.” 

“All the way off. They’re running down the street as we speak.” 

She  laughed,  then  she  turned  to  the  barbecue  pit.  It  was  a  large  brick affair, and she bent over it. She relaxed, wiggled her butt at him, and tossed over her shoulder. “If you don’t get me off we’ll never do this again.” 

James put his drink down. He unbuckled his belt, shimmied out of his pants. “Baby. I’m going to rock your world.” 

He moved up to her, up to her buttocks. They were on the perfect level, his cock was aimed right at her hole. He placed the tip between her buns, rimmed her pussy with it. 

“Oh, yes,” she sighed. 

He pushed into her, slowly. 

She gasped, jerked, then pushed back onto him. 

They were joined. One. He began to move. 

“Honey,”  he  whispered,  “I’m  going  to  have  to  break  every  once  in  a while. I’m going to make you cum your brains out, but I can’t do that if I cum. So if I back out, just relax and get ready.” 

“Ooh,” she whispered. “Sweet talk like that will get you everywhere.” 

For  a  long  minute  he  slid  smoothly  in  and  out.  She  lost  herself  in  the slithery, velvety feel of his slick skin sliding through her orifice. 

He pulled out. “Fuck,” he explained. “I’ve never felt anything like this.” 

She smiled. He was full of shit, but it was the good kind of shit. And he was  being  considerate.  He  really  meant  to  get  her  off.  And  he  better.  She wasn’t kidding that this would be the last time if he didn’t. 

He  slid  back  into  her,  continued  where  he  left  off,  but  now  he  played with her breasts. Cupped them, pulled the nipples. And he kissed the back of her neck. 

Beyond  the  barbecue  pit  she  could  see  the  lights  of  Los  Angeles,  a million  flickers,  as  if  a  million  people  were  the  lights,  all  with  binoculars watching them. 

Suddenly,  she  turned,  his  cock  went  sideways  and  she  grabbed  it  with one hand. “Bedroom,” she commanded. 

She  walked  him  through  the  house,  totally  in  charge,  totally  happy.  In the bedroom she threw him on the bed. 

He was lying slightly sideways. “On your back,” she commanded. 

He laid back. 

She grabbed an ankle and pulled. “Get your butt up here.” 

He slid down and she grabbed his other ankle and spread his legs. She stood between his legs, pushed the underside of his thighs with her legs and forced his legs further open. She moved forward and tilted her hips. He slid inside her, and his eyes opened. He had never been fucked Amazon style, with  the  woman  between  the  legs.  It  was  a  reversal  of  position,  he  was spread  like  a  female,  she  was  between  his  legs,  like  a  male,  yet  he  was inside her. 

She began fucking him, tilting her hips, pulling back, her smooth flesh rippled the length of his cock. 

“Tell me if you’re going to cum,” she said. “I’ll back off.” 

Several times he came close, and he warned her, and, true to her word, she  moved  back,  left  him  hanging,  his  cock  jutting  up,  slimy  with  her juices, dripping with his own. He had never felt so hard in his life. 

Then she would come back, fuck him like she was the man. It was so intensely erotic that he kept having to warn her. 

Yet  she  took  it  all  in  stride.  She  knew  what  she  wanted,  and  this  was what she wanted. 

Finally,  she  began  to  shudder  and  shake.  Yet  she  managed  to  keep standing as her eyes rolled back. He could feel her deep muscles quaking. 

He felt her gripping his cock with her pussy. 

He became desperate. It was actually painful to hold back. 

“Please…please…” he begged. 

She grunted. It was an affirmation, and he began to shoot. Jet after jet of white liquid up into her hole. He was big, and he was loaded, and he really filled her up. Which was fine with here…she had plans for all his cum. 
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PART TWELVE

Cole lay on The Horse. His butt pointed upward, his head tilted upward. 

A  half  a  dozen  pairs  of  hands  were  feeling  his  body.  Soft  voices  held whispered conversations. Everything was so gentle. 

He  was  at  peace.  He  had  accepted  his  place  in  life,  his  purpose.  He would serve, and it would start now, as he served their pleasure. 

Thoughts  spun  through  his  head  like  a  carnival  ride.  He  expected  a beating. To be bruised within an inch of his life. He expected to be let up and  loved.  He  expected…he  did’t  know  what  he  expected.  He  just  knew that everything was all right. He had accepted his lot in life. 

One of the ladies sat down on the floor in front of him, shifting the stool away and holding his drink for him. 

“Hello, Cole. My name is Brenda. Welcome to you.” 

“Thank you,” his voice was a bit strangled, and he tried again. “Thank you.” 

She  leaned  forward,  examined  his  face,  studied  him  right  down  to  the pores. Her face was intent. Then she leaned forward and kissed him. 

At the same time somebody was handling his penis and balls. 

The kiss scorched his innards, brought his heart up into his chest. 

The  hands  on  his  penis  weren’t  gentle,  but  they  weren’t  rough,  either. 

They were just…professional. 

The  lips  in  front  tasted  his  mouth,  sampled  him,  were  perfectly delicious. 

The hands in back lifted up his little penis and voices marveled at it. 

“It’s so small. Do you think it will grow again?” 

“Barbara says it is supposed to, but there is some doubt.” 

“Cole, do you mind having a small penis?” 

Cole was busy being kissed within an inch of his life. His mouth worked as if to answer, but the lips on his wouldn’t let him. 

“Oh, he’s busy.” 

Benda giggled on his mouth. 

Another voice, I love his little breasts. Feel this!” 

Hands groped his little boobs. Then hands began pulling his blouse off. 

“You can’t undress him while he’s on The Horse.” 

“Get a knife.” 

“Here’s one.” 

Hands pulled material out from his body, the knife made swissing noises as it separated the material. He felt the touch of the knife every once in a while, he felt the cool air touch his skin. 

Embarrassment.  He  was  naked.  They  were  not.  What  was  it  called? 

CFNM.  Clothed  Female  Naked  Male.  He  had  never  thought  about  it,  had seen the acronym, but had never…it was humiliating. They had such power over him. 

A hand slapped his ass. 

The  lips  left  his  mouth.  He  could  taste  lipstick  on  his  lips.  She  had smeared him good. 

The  hands  went  back  to  examining  his  balls,  to  feeling  his  breasts. 

“Look how small they are.” 

“They’re like soft golf balls.” 

I love how his flesh is so pudgy.” 

“It’s like he’s going through puberty.” 

“I think they’re going to be big. His balls might be small, but his breasts look like they are really developing.” 

“When you give him Lupron and the estrogen that’s what happens. The breasts develop fast and big.” 

The hands kept feeling his body. Then one hand slapped his balls and he jerked. There were a few giggles, and he suffered a series of light slaps to his balls. Not enough to hurt, just enough to worry him. He could imagine them slapping his balls harder and harder, until the pain was to intense to bear. 

Suddenly  one  of  the  women  slipped  a  band  over  his  head  and  fitted something to his mouth. 

“Open up, it’s penis gag.” 

He  opened,  he  had  to,  and  he  could  feel  the  shape  of  the  gag  in  his mouth. Yes, it was like a little peeny. 

The woman who had put it on him whispered, “Bite down. Suck. It will help.” 

He began chewing on the penis gag. 

Suddenly a black cloth was pulled over his head. He started to struggle, but quickly gave in. 

The world, in spite of being blotted out, became much more intense. He could not see, but he could feel, he could hear. 

“Shall we begin the ritual?” 

 Ritual?  Cole thought.  Ritual? 

“We shall.” 

The  hands  moved  back  from  him.  He  sensed  the  six  ladies  making  a circle around him. He heard noises, then a snapping sound repeated several times. Then: “Let the ceremony begin.” 

WISS…SMACK! 

Cole jerked. It was not painful so much as unexpected. Then:

WISS…SMACK! 

WISS…SMACK! 

WISS…SMACK! 

The blows came at regular intervals. Maybe once every two seconds. He jerked, calmed down, jerked, calmed down, on and on. 

They  were  using  small  whips,  just  handles  with  little  strips  of  leather. 

They  were  whipping  him  in  order,  around  the  circle.  Not  hard  enough  to hurt, he thought, at first. But the continued impacts…

WISS…SMACK! 



WISS…SMACK! 

WISS…SMACK! 

…were  accumulating.  He  wasn’t  going  to  be  bruised,  but  his  nerve endings were going to be screaming for mercy. In fact, within two minutes they were. Two minutes…one stroke every two seconds…60 strokes…ten times around the circle of women, and he began to twitch and writhe. His world had become a series of blows, his body like a clock of pain. 

It  wasn’t  the  pain,  it  was  the  fact  that  the  blows  were  like  a  Chinese water torture, drip, drip, drip, driving him out of his mind! 

He began to make noise, he didn’t know what kind of noise, it was all gargled  around  the  penis  gag.  He  felt  like  he  was  going  insane  with  the continued…

WISS…SMACK! 



WISS…SMACK! 

WISS…SMACK! 

Cole’s  world  became  a  kaleidoscope  of  wissing  slaps  and  giggles.  His backside wouldn’t be ripped apart, but, in a way, this was worse. This was never ending. This would never stop. 

Then  the  rhythm  changed.  Even  that  slight,  momentary  pause  was  a blessing.  And  he  felt  the  ladies  moving  up  to  the  sides  of  his  body.  Still, around  and  around  they  went,  then  he  felt  something  different.  A  shift,  a pause, something was…a hand touched his anus! 

His butt plug was worked out. He immediately missed it, and wanted it back, and…the blows from the whips kept coming

WISS…SMACK! 

WISS…SMACK! 

WISS…SMACK! 

The  hand  touched  his  anus,  massaged  it,  and  it  felt…cold.  then  he realized, they were puttting some sort of slick substance on his asshole. In his asshole. 

 Lubricant!  burst through his mind. 

Now he knew what was happening, and it was hard to think. He felt the woman step up behind him. He felt the hard plastic of a dildo. 

She was going to butt fuck him! 

He struggled, writhed, his head going crazy from the whipping, hard to think, hard to focus, and…she slid into him. 

He  had  been  wearing  a  butt  plug  for  weeks  now  and  he  was  well lubricated. His ass was slimed and primed. 

He arched. Inside the black bag his eyes opened wide. 

The woman began going in and out. Her hands were on his ass. 

WISS…SMACK! 

WISS…SMACK! 

WISS…SMACK! 

He twisted and jerked, and…the cocking felt good, a relief, a break to the endless insanity of

WISS…SMACK! 

WISS…SMACK! 

WISS…SMACK! 

He lost all sense of time. 

The woman withdrew and another one took her place. The break in the rhythm of his beating was good. He acknowledged that he was still alive, then her hands felt his rectum. Her fingers rimmed him. It felt so good. 

Around and around…

WISS…SMACK! 

WISS…SMACK! 

WISS…SMACK! 

Him pushing back into her thrusts, accepting, absorbing, wanting. 

WISS…SMACK! 

WISS…SMACK! 

WISS…SMACK! 

The second woman withdrew and another took her place. The change in rhythm became a comfort, a chance to regroup, to ascertain that he was still who he was. Cole. 

But not really Cole. 

No, not any longer. 

Now  he  was  a  fuck  tool.  An  object  to  be  used.  Something  with  a purpose beyond just serving. 

This was serving with more than his body. 

WISS…SMACK! 

WISS…SMACK! 

WISS…SMACK! 

Another woman, and another. 

Cole had no idea how long it had been. His body felt like a big balloon trying  to  float.  He  was  drooling  inside  his  black  bag,  and  sucking  on  the penis gag for all he was worth. 

Sometimes he felt that sucking on that little penis was his only lifeline to sanity. 

Another woman. 

He  stopped  moving.  He  felt  loosy  goosy,  and  later  would  realize  that that was the point at which he had been drained. The constant fucking of his ass had emptied him of scum. 

Then they were done. 

Silence. 

Heavy breathing. 

The sound of feet tap tap tapping away, up the stairs. 

Except for one woman. 

“Cole,”  she  spoke  conversationally.  He  thought  it  was  Rose,  but  he wasn’t sure. He wasn’t sure of anything at this point, he just felt like he was a giant orgasm. 

She undid the straps and he hung on The Horse, unable to move. Aware that he was breathing, but…just barely. 

She took the bag off his head. Took the penis gag out of his mouth. She dropped these items on the floor. 

“Come now. You must stand up.” 

She helped him, and he needed help. His body was expanded, and the muscles  were  not  working.  They  quivered  inside  the  bag  of  his  flesh,  but didn’t want to support him. 

“Come on, Cole. Help me out.” 

She  managed  to  get  him  to  his  feet.  He  stood,  tottering,  blinking, understanding everything, and not understanding anything. 

He was Cole. He was to serve. That was who he was. To serve. 

It  was  Rose,  and  she  put  her  arm  around  him  and  walked  him  slowly across the floor. As they moved she spoke. 

“We have all trained men, except for Barbara. But someday we’ll find somebody like you for her to experience.” 

They reached the bottom of the steps. 

“But  we’ve  always  known  there  was  somebody  like  you  out  there. 

Somebody willing to take the final step, to become exactly what a woman wants…what a woman needs.” 

They moved up the steps, slowly, one step at a time. Cole had one hand on  the  bannister,  and  he  needed  that  one  hand.  His  sense  of  balance  was shot. 

“Maybe  some  day  there  will  be  more  men  like  you…men  willing  to explore the truth of themselves, to become the ideal for a woman to own. 

But right now, you are unique. Oh, there had been men who succumbed to their  inner  needs,  but  they  were  anomalies.  They  achieved  what  they achieved without benefit of scientific method. 

“We  were  very  scientific  with  you,  Cole.  We  prepared  you  over  the weeks,  we  discussed  how  we  should  break  you  down,  we  decided  on  the method to find the truth of you…and we were right. 

“Our method of how to break a man down so that he finds the truth of himself  is  very  scientific.  Other  women  will  be  able  to  follow  our  lead. 

Shortly  you  will  become  famous,  among  Feminists,  as  the  first  one.  Case zero, from which all other progress is made.” 

They reached the top of the stairs. 

“You’re  going  to  find  that  your  life  is  different  now,  dear  Cole.  You have,  in  a  sense,  entered  into  a  heaven  of  a  relationship  with  a  superior species.” 

She opened the door. 

She walked Cole into the kitchen. The bright light hurt his eyes, but he focused on the bodies there. 

The  women  had  changed.  Only  Rose  was  still  in  a  Dominatrix  outfit. 

The others wore dresses, business suits, regular shoes. Even their make up had been scrubbed and toned down. 

They looked like the kind of women one would see on the street, in the supermarket, driving their cars. Normal. Housewifish. Just…girls. 

And he would never see a woman again without wondering if, under the dress,  behind  the  make  up,  was  one  of  these  overpowering,  domineering, super women. 

They were his owners, and he felt a sense of relief and gratitude wash over him. 

He fell to his knees and crawled to the nearest set of legs. He hugged, and tears came from his eyes. 

A hand touched his head. Patted him. “Hello, Cole.” 

He nodded, snuffled, and got tears on her nylons. 

The  women  went  back  to  what  they  were  doing,  chatting,  coffee klatching, gossiping. 

A  couple  of  them  had  glasses  of  wine.  They  all  smiled  when  they happened to glance at him. 

Finally,  he  was  pried  loose  from  the  one  set  of  legs,  that  woman  was going home. To her husband? Her boy friend? Some one to condition and prepare for this…this ultimate journey into service? 

He latched on to another set of legs. 

Still, they talked. Ignoring him. 

Rose and another women cleaned the kitchen. 

Finally  it  was  just  him  and  Rose.  He  clung  to  her  legs.  His  tears  had dried up, but he was content to just hold onto a woman’s legs and…and be. 

Finally, Rose sat down at the kitchen table and read a magazine. 

Cole sat against her legs, and every once in a while she would pat his head. Fondle him, scratch his ears. 

He no longer felt like a giant balloon, he wasn’t going to float away, but in his own way he was giant, and he did feel like he was floating on a cloud

of happiness. 

He had survived. And, more, he had been found worthy. 

For the first time in his life he actually felt worthy. 

Yes, he knew the feeling would fade a bit, but it would always be a part of him, and only a few spanks, or a good, solid butt fucking, would remind him of who he was. 

What he was. 

Rose ignored him. 



At two in the morning he heard Barbara’s car pull into the driveway. 

He started to move, to get up, to run to her, but Rose grabbed his ear and held him back. 

“Easy, tiger,” she murmured. 

Held  in  place,  he  listened  for  the  sound  of  her  feet.  He  heard  the  car door  slam.  A  faint  click,  click  of  heels,  then  he  heard  her  mounting  the porch. Tap Tap, Tap. 

He whined, but was held steady. 

The  door  in  the  front  room  opened,  closed,  and  click,  click,  Barbara crossed the living room and entered the kitchen. 

And stopped. 

Cole was staring at her avidly, the happiest expression she had ever seen on his face. 

“How’d it go?” asked Rose. 

“Oh, it was marvelous. Several times.” 

Rose grinned. “Was it as good as I promised?” 

“Better. First time…done right…whoo!” Barbara swished her hand back and forth as if to fan herself off. “And how’d it go here?” She was looking at Cole. 

“Okay, Cole. You may go to Barbara. But be gentle.” 

In  truth,  he  would  have  slammed  in  to  her,  knocked  her  over.  He  was that glad to see her. 

But he settled for scuttling across the floor and latching on to her legs. 

“Oh, my,” giggled Barbara. “This is good.” 

“I think you’ll find he has ascended quite nicely.” 

“Then all your planning and scientific research paid off?” 

“In spades. I think you will find Cole to be quite a bit more responsive now.” 

“As if he wasn’t before.” 

Cole  listened  to  the  voices,  understood  what  they  were  saying,  but  he just wanted to hug his wife. 

His wife. 

No. 

His owner. 

Not ‘Barbara,’ not wife, now woman…not even Mistress. Now she was

his everything. His reason for living. 

The girls chatted for a while longer, Rose told her a bit of the experience in the basement, then Rose went home. 

Cole held on to Barbara’s legs. 

“Cole, go into the living room.” 

Cole  didn’t  want  to  let  go,  but  he  did.  He  scampered  into  the  living room and waited. 

Barbara  entered  the  living  room.  She  was  beautiful.  Her  make  up  had been freshened, her hair was tousled, and she looked…loved. 

And worth loving. 

All the loving in the world. 

She  sighed  and  stood  in  front  of  him  for  a  moment,  looking  down  at him, as he had squatted next to the couch. 

He stared up at her, raptured with his feelings for her. 

“Cole, Cole, Cole.” she reached under her dress and hooked her panties and pulled them down. She dropped the panties on the floor and sat down on the sofa. She spread her legs. 

Her vagina was moist, wet, and white fluid oozed from it. 

“Come, clean me up.” 

Cole  didn’t  hesitate,  dove  in  and  began  eating  her.  His  eagerness transferred into patience. He moved slowly. He licked her, lapped her, and cleaned her. The white fluid was salty, but he didn’t even think about it. He just sucked and made sure he got it all. 

At one point Barbara reached down and pushed his head back. 

Cole looked up at her with trusting eyes. 

“Cole, you cheated on me. Is this what you really wanted?” 

“Oh,  yes,”  he  grinned  eagerly.  His  face  was  wet  with  slime,  a  bit  of Jame’s cum was stuck to his cheek. 

“You didn’t have to cheat at all. I would have done this to you.” 

“I’m sorry,” he said. 

She  sighed,  pulled  his  head  back  into  her  crotch.  “That’s  okay,  Cole. 

Now make me cum.” 

Cole happily bent to the task. 
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EPILOGUE

Cole placed the coffee tray on the bed. 

Barbara sipped and smiled. “Mmm. Delish. New beans?” 

“Bought them special for you, ma’am.” 

She sipped some more, and enjoyed the hot aroma, the happy bite on her tongue. 

“And how goes your business, Cole?” 

“I  think…since  I  started  my  own  company…I  think  I  might  make  my first million this year.” 

“Wonderful!” 

“Did madam want my money?” 

“No,  no.  I’ve  got  plenty.  Just  put  it  in  a  bank  somewhere  or  whatever you do with too much money.” 

“Yes,  ma’am.”  He  would  have  explained  something  about  401s  and stocks and all that, but he knew Barbara had no interest. 

“So what’s on your agenda for the day?” 

“I woke up early, so I’m done with the finance business. This morning I’ll be going over to Rose’s house.” 

Barbara  smiled.  Cole  went  to  a  different  house  every  day.  He  cleaned the houses of the seven women, and cleaned their plumbing, if they desired. 

They usually did. 

Of course, he still lived at Barbara’s, in the little cell in the basement. 

He didn’t need to be locked in, but Barbara enjoyed teasing him, telling him she  was  going  to  lock  him  up  and  throw  away  the  key  and  that  nobody would miss him. 

But she knew Cole didn’t believe her. Cole was worthy these days. That was the only way to describe it. He cleaned houses, he helped the women sexually, and…he was worthy. 

“Excellent. I’d like lamb tonight, and I think James might be coming by. 

So make sure the bedroom is immaculate.” 

“Of course.” he quickly stated. 

 

An hour later, Barbara off to work, Cole got dressed, put on a housecoat, and walked out the door. 

Under the housecoat he was wearing a dress that really showed off his burgeoning boobs. 

He was woman in shape now. A woman complete. 

He walked down the street, his heels click, click, clicking happily. 

His cock worked again, but it was locked up, safe from any abuse. Lord knows he didn’t want to masturbate, or especially cheat. He never wanted to feel unworthy again. 

So he walked down the street, and hummed, and was content. 

Life for Cole Smith had become perfect. 



END
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 FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 

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. 
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 FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 

 THE classic of feminization. 

Alex  is  ensnared  by  an  internet  stalker.  Day  after  day  he  is  forced  to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife  is  due  home,  and  he  doesn’t  know  what  to  do.  What’s  worse,  he  is starting to like it. 



Sissy Ride: The Book! 
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 FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 

  

The ultimate feminine power is discovered…a woman will die, a man will  go  insane…and  the  battle  between  men  and  women  will  be  decided once and for all!  HOT AND STEAMY FEMDOM AT ITS BEST! 



Sissy Slaves: The Book! 
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 FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 

Randy  catches  his  wife  cheating,  but  a  mysterious  woman  is  about  to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault. 



The Big Tease! 
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 FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 

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 are. 



Too Tough to Feminize



 Carol  said:  Ms  Mansfield  certainly  understands  the  full  force  of  female superiority and empowerment ! 

I felt myself surrendering to the 'woman in me', and wanting to be a part of a dynamic woman's world. 
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 FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 

 

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
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 FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 



Tom  Dickson  was  a  happy  camper.  He  lived  a  good  life,  had  a  beautiful wife,  then  he  started  to  grow  breasts,  his  hair  grew  long,  and  his  body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why. 

My Husband’s Funny Breasts
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 FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 

 

Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick  is  offered  a  job  at  a  high  tech  cosmetics  company.  The  House  of Chimera  is  planning  on  releasing  a  male  cosmetics  line,  and  Rick  is  their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination! 

The Stepforth Husband



 Robert said: I was expecting less and got more! Having knowledge of the original story I made some assumptions. Intricate emotions and some a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands. 
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 FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 

This  is  the  second  book  in  the  Stepforth  Series.  The  first  book  is  ‘The Stepforth Husband.’

Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind. 

Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come to the truth of the world. 



Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands

 

 A Kindle Customer said of The Stepforth Husband and the Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands: This two book set is an intriguing blending of erotica, adventure,  mystery  and  philosophy.  Sated  you  will  be  regarding  the  first three categories and if your world or life views can accept it, be intrigued by  the  author’s  theological  speculations  as  described  at  the  end  of  the second book. Fiction is always made more interesting when it is based in truth. 
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 FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 

Alex  has  to  live  in  an  old,  decrepit  mansion  for  the  summer.  Worse,  he’s supposed  to  follow  the  directions  of  an  old  biddy  who,  right  off  the  bat, makes him wear girl clothes! 

Alex  is  in  for  a  surprise,  however,  because  the  house  is  haunted,  and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him! 

Feminized by a Ghost
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 BIG COLLECTIONS! 

Save money

SEVEN sexy stories

A  sorority  that  feminizes…’Tootsie’  goes  all  the  way…National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts…

learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more. 

The Electric Groin! 
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 BIG COLLECTIONS! 

Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

Men  turning  into  women  because  of  the  vaccine…a  woman  makes  her husband  wear  a  chastity  device,  then  they  swap  bodies…feminization training…feminized by his sister…and more, more! 

Quivering Buns
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 BIG COLLECTIONS! 

Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

A  sorority  that  feminizes,  ‘Tootsie’  goes  all  the  way,  National lipstick  day  and  all  the  men  in  Hollywood  start  growing  breasts, learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more. 

The Shivering Bone! 
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 BIG COLLECTIONS! 

Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

A nephew changed into a girl…emasculating a cheating husband…

a feminized cop…sentenced to feminization…and a LOT More! 

Stories to Pump your Heart
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 BIG COLLECTIONS! 

Save money with SEVEN erotic stories
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The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls!  ~ A note from  Grace…I  got  tired  of  all  the  politics  on  TV,  everybody  yelling  at everybody, and everybody knowing they are the only ones that are right…

it’s enough to make a girl pick up an erotic book. You know? So, are you ready for the ‘transgenderment’ of half the country? 
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She is so beautiful and powerful. Tammi learns how Tom feels, and comes up with a plan to make Tom feel beautiful and worthy, and It only takes 100

days. 

A wonderful tale of erotic sex and the exchange of power. 



 A kindle customer said:  Every man should have a wonderful wife to walk through life by "her" side! I didn't want the story to end! 
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If you liked

‘The Once and Future Man!’

you will really love…

 

‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman’

 

 

A full length novel by Grace Mansfield

 

Here is an excerpt…





“What the fuck!” 

I  roused  myself  from  a  deep  and  very  deserved  sleep,  only  to  see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing. 

“Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been. 

“Did  you  do  this?”  His  voice  was  going  up.  “Is  this  your  idea  of  a joke?” 

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!” 

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?” 

“Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired. 

Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off. 

“My toes! Look at my toes.” 

I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it

was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red. 

“What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies. 

“Why’d you do this?” 

I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that!  Why  the  hell  would  I  paint  my  sissy  husband’s  toes  red?”  Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. 

“Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?” 

He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into  himself.  I  had  met  the  challenge  and  acted  my  way  out  of  being  the culprit. 

“Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.” 

“First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got  you  back,  and,  husband  of  mine,  practical  jokes  aren’t  my  forte.”  At least  they  usually  weren’t.  I  was  enjoying  this;  I  was  thinking  of  a  career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire! 

“So who did this?” 

Now  I  looked  at  him  suspiciously.  “There’s  only  two  people  in  this room.” 

He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?” 

“I didn’t!” 

“There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?” 

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed. 

“Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.” 

Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?” 

I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair. 

“Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.” 

I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. 

He  placed  his  foot  on  the  toilet  and  I  sat  cross  legged  in  front  of  it.  I giggled. 

“What?” he groused. 

“It  is  sort  of  cute.  Hubbie  gives  himself  a  peddie.  Make  a  good  TV

series.” 

He  let  his  breath  out  in  disgust.  “I’m  a  man’s  man,  not  a  girly  man.” 



Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him. 

“Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.” 

Now,  truth,  he  wasn’t  really  all  that  hard,  just  sort  of  a  morning  half woodie,  but  I  reached  up  and  grabbed  his  meat  and  in  a  second  he  was throbbing in my hand. 

“Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.” 

“Oh,  okay.”  but  the  damage  was  done.  He  was  now  erect,  and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh! 

So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state. 

“Okay,”  he  said.  Standing  and  looking  down  at  his  repaired  manhood, uh, nails. 

“Not even a thanks?” 

“Thank  you,”  and  he  did  sound  abashed.  “But  I  have  no  idea  how…

somebody must have broken in and done it.” 

“While  you  slept?  They  painted  your  nails  and  you  didn’t  even  wake up?” 

“Well, I was pretty drunk.” 

I’ll say. 

“Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.” 

“Well,  yeah.  But  somebody  did  it.”  We  left  the  bathroom  then  and  re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!” 

“We’re on the second floor.” 

“He had a ladder.” 

“He?” 

“Well, you don’t think a woman did this?” 

“Those  nails  were  done  pretty  well.  Men  don’t  know  how  to  apply polish  that  well.”  Then  I  cocked  my  head  and  it  was  obvious  what  I  was thinking. 

“Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.” 

I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.” 

He made a grimace. 

“Or  maybe  somebody  just  walked  in  because  our  door  is  unlocked.”  I swung the bedroom door opened. 

“Well, I don’t…” 

“Forget  it,  Roscoe.”  I  use  his  name  when  I  am  angry  with  him,  or irritated,  and  he  took  notice  of  that.  “just  admit  that  you  did  some  sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.” 

“Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed. 

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat. 

He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless. 

I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air. 

He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom. 

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman! 

Read it on kindle or paperback
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