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

  

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

  

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