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    A Word from the Author! 
 
      
 
    Special surprise with this edition of ’21 stories! 
 
    I sometimes get started on a short story, which leads to a couple of sequels, and I end up with a book. I don’t plan it that way, it is just one of the ways that I wrote novels. 
 
    I did that twice in this edition of 21 stories…so you get TWO complete novels! 
 
    Slaves of Love (The Book), and Call Me Madam (The Book). 
 
    So when you read that story that seems to end too soon, don’t curse me (well, you can, dirty words are such a turn on!), just keep turning the pages and you’ll find yourself in a big, old novel! 
 
    Ta ta and you’re welcome! 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    Johnny watched his wife get dressed, and he was in love. 
 
    Brenda was five foot six of curves and plumpness in the right places. Her eyes were the color of shiny emeralds. Her eyebrows arched gently and her lashes were dark and long. Her just blinking gave him a hard on. 
 
    Her lips were full, they were called M lips because of their shape, and his favorite hobby was kissing them. He didn’t even care about cumming, he just wanted to kiss them and feel himself grow and feel his swelling love for her. 
 
    “What are you looking at?” She was leaning forward, puckered up and applying plumper. She put the applicator down and picked up the red lipstick. 
 
    “Oh, I’m just day dreaming.” 
 
    “With that bulge in your pants?” She watched him in the mirror. 
 
    He looked down and smiled. Yep. He had a king-sized boner. 
 
    She finished her lips and turned to him, rested her round and sexy buns against her vanity table. “I don’t understand why you don’t like to cum.” 
 
    She was referring to their tryst of the night before. She had hand jobbed him all night, ridden him to several cums, and he hadn’t squirted one drop. 
 
    It was almost enough to make a girl think there was something wrong with her. 
 
    “Oh, I like cumming. I just like saving it up, too.” 
 
    “Well, you’re saving it up too much. Sometimes a girl likes feeling the juices dripping out of her. 
 
    She pushed off the table and sashayed towards him. Slow walking, her large breasts jiggling, her long hair framing her beautiful face.  
 
    He gulped. He was so horny from the night before he could hardly stand it. 
 
    She stopped in front of him. She leaned in, breathed on him as she whispered, “Some time you’re going to be sorry you didn’t squirt your brains out when you could have.” 
 
    He could hardly breath. his heart was pounding so hard he was surprised she didn’t hear it. 
 
    He croaked, “Aren’t you afraid you’ll be late?” 
 
    “Grrr!” she eyed him sourly. “That’s what I mean. It’s like there’s a steak in front of you and you’re more interested in stirring your soup.” 
 
    She backed away, picked up her dress and wiggled into it. It was brown and silky and stretchy. He could se her large nipples showing under the material.  
 
    “Stirring my soup?” 
 
    “Okay, bad analogy.” She stepped into her high heels. Her red toenails showed through the open tips. “But you know what I mean. I want to get fucked. I want you to give it your all. And if I don’t get a squirt out of you then it’s like I failed. 
 
    “Honey! You know that’s not…not…” 
 
    She frowned at him. “Then give me some sperm! A lot of sperm. Squirt on my face, on my boobs, in my hair. Wash me with cum and make me feel loved!” 
 
    “I will…I will!” 
 
    But he wouldn’t. He couldn’t. His own peculiar psyche wouldn’t let him. He had to save his sperm. He had to store it up and…and… 
 
    She stepped in front of the big mirror and turned around. “Am I okay?” 
 
    “Oh, God,” he blurted. 
 
    She grinned. “That helps. Now walk me out.” 
 
    Johnny picked up her suitcases at the front door and toted them out to the car.  
 
    “So…three days?” 
 
    She sighed. “Three days in the glorious sun.” 
 
    “With your sorority sisters.” 
 
    “And all the men we can fuck.” 
 
    They were standing next to the car and she watched him. 
 
    Johnny felt faint. Her talking like that made him woozy, and she knew it. 
 
    He didn’t want her to fuck somebody else…but when she talked about it his cock got super hard and he could hardly breath. 
 
    She laughed and touched his cheek. “I don’t know what’s going through your mind, but I actually  like it when you act so weird.” 
 
    “I’m not so weird.” 
 
    “Hunh!” she snorted. 
 
    She walked around the car, her round ass swaying, her boobs jiggling, her heels clicking so sexy. She opened the door and got in. 
 
    He bent down and looked out through the passenger window. 
 
    She said, “One of these days I’ll figure you out.” 
 
    “There’s not much to figure,” he said.  
 
    “You and I both know that’s not true. But…someday…” She smiled at him and started the car. 
 
    “See you in three.” 
 
    “Have your dick ready. I’m going to want some.” 
 
    “I will.” But he was lying. He had plans for his dick. He had stored up so much semen, and he was just about done with the torture. 
 
    Brenda backed the car into the street, gave him a wave, and zipped down the street. 
 
    Johnny could hardly control himself. He wanted to sprint into the house, pull the curtains and lock the doors, and assault himself. 
 
    He wanted to fondle himself. 
 
    He wanted to pull his nipples and do nasty things to his butt. 
 
    Most of all, he wanted to…dress up! 
 
    Yes, that was his evil secret. He was a closet crossdresser. What people used to call a transvestite. 
 
    But he was a well controlled crossdresser. He had nearly been caught a few times, old girlfriends, regular friends, and he had learned to wait for the right time and place. He didn’t want to be caught, his secret was safe, and he intended to keep it that way. 
 
    He entered the house, looking very relaxed, and closed the door. And locked it. And his heart surged and he felt a line of excited energy coming up in the center of his chest. 
 
    He went to the garage and locked all doors. 
 
    He went around the house and pulled all the drapes. Made sure there was no crack through which some peeping Tom could peep. He locked the sliding glass door and the back door. Then he smiled a BIG smile and headed for the garage. 
 
    There were times when he would play with his wife’s clothes, but those were times when she would be away for a week or more. Then he had time to launder them, and he was sure she wouldn’t notice anything out of place after a week away. 
 
    Inside the garage it was a mess. He kept it that way on purpose.  
 
    He had his workshop out there, and Brenda never bothered nagging him about his space. She wasn’t a nag, anyway.  
 
    She rarely bothered looking for anything out there. 
 
    He unfolded the ladder and climbed to the loft at the back of the garage. He pushed aside some boxes and found his special box. He brought it down and walked back into the house and back to the bedroom. 
 
    There was still the scent of his wife’s shower and perfume. He set the box down next to the bed and looked around. 
 
    Perfect. Three days. He could spend a day fixing himself up, then two days of living the life, then, on the last day, he could return to his male self. 
 
    First was the Nair. He usually kept himself shaved, told Brenda it was for swimming and bicycling. He was a triathlete when he wasn’t dressing up. It helped keep his figure slender. 
 
    He foamed the Nair all over, slathered it into his groin, then stood in the bathroom and waited. 
 
    He loved standing and waiting. His cock grew large, and then the burn started. He jumped into the shower and proceeded to rinse off the small amount of hair he had on his body. He loved watching it circle the drain and disappear. 
 
    He shampooed and conditioned his hair. He stepped out of the shower and began brushing it. He kept his hair long and shortly it was arranged in gentle waves, forming to the contours of his face. 
 
    Done with the immediate preparations, he went in and put on fake fingernails. He sat with his legs folded under his body, practicing sitting in a feminine fashion, and painted his nails. Three strokes, cuticle to tip, twenty nails. 
 
    His cock was, of course, standing straight out and throbbing. 
 
    And it was leaking. That was why he didn’t like to cum before his wife went on her trips. He wanted a full load. He wanted to be full and dripping. Then, when his time as a woman was done, he would have the most powerful orgasm he had ever had. 
 
    Of course Brenda was always disappointed when she came home and he still wouldn’t squirt, but…oh well. That’s the way the mop flopped. 
 
    Nails on and lacquered, he selected his underwear. He picked out a blue panty with little white ribbons on the waistband. They were sissy panties with a little stretchy pouch in front so his package could rest easy. He snugged the underwear up tight, he loved the tight feeling of his nuts being squashed against his body, and picked out a bra. 
 
    He chose a lavender one with a tight, little ribbon curved over the cups. He worked, using his long fingernails, to get the bra adjusted just right. He had practiced much and was able to actually reach behind his back and fastened the bra. 
 
    He loved having long nails before putting his clothes on. He loved the difficulty of working with long nails. It made him feel extra feminine. 
 
    He took a pair of breast forms out of the box and slipped them into his cups. He loved big forms, they made his body extra curvaceous. 
 
    He sat down and rolled nylons up his legs. He pulled them tight, high on the thigh and reveled in the tight, confining feeling. He liked garters, but this day he opted for just the nylons. 
 
    Now the dress. He went through his wife’s closet and frowned. She had such nice dresses, but he was slightly bigger than her. He didn’t want to stretch anything out, and he didn’t have time to launder anything before she would be back. 
 
    He sighed and went back to his box. He had a black dress, very sleek and form fitting, that was his go to dress. He pulled it over his head, very careful with his nails, and stood in front of the mirror. 
 
    His feet, of course were slightly large. And they should be, he smiled, with a giant cock in his pants. 
 
    Well, the truth was his cock was average sized, six inches. But as a chick with a dick it was giant. Heh. 
 
    Now it was time for the most delicate part of the operation. The plug. 
 
    He took out his butt plug, washed it thoroughly, and greased it up. It was see through, made of hard plastic, guaranteed not to break.  
 
    He stood in front of the sink in the bathroom, lifted up his dress, pulled down his panties, and gently wiggled the device into his nethers. 
 
    Oh, fuck, that felt good. He always felt like he was going to pee at first, the thing hit his prostate perfectly. Then the feeling receded and he was left with a full, horny feeling. Usually his penis dripped extra, and it did this time. He was careful not to let his cum get on his nylons. 
 
    Now sexually excited to the max, wishing he could get his wife to take a strap on and screw him, he took an Ace bandage and wound it around his leg, securing his cock in place. 
 
    It hurt, but not much. And the only way to reduce the hurting was to bend forward at the waist. The nice thing was that pooched his butt out a little and made him look like he had a twerky ass. 
 
    Back into the bedroom and he sat down at the vanity table. The weight of settling on his plug about drove him out of his mind, and he moaned, gave a wiggle, and set to work on his face. 
 
    Cleanser, primer, everything. He put on foundation and blush, spent a long time making his eyes dusky and sexy. He was careful when plucking his eyebrows. He didn’t want Brenda noticing anything.  
 
    Finally, he was done. He put a pair of clip ons on his lobes, slipped into his high heels, black, patent leather, of course, and he was good to go. 
 
    He stared at himself in the mirror, was happy, happier than he ever was dressed in man clothes, and walked down the hall. 
 
    Click, click, click. 
 
    He had worked on his walk a lot. He placed his feet on a line, he set the heel right and the sound was like a slow roll of castanets on the wood floor. 
 
    Brenda wanted rugs, but he kept putting her off. Who would buy rugs when they could sound like this. 
 
    He turned into the foyer and stood in front of the big mirror there. 
 
    He smiled, his red lips curving, and he was so glad he had discovered plumper. 
 
    He turned, a pivot of his sexy ass, and entered the kitchen. 
 
    He opened the cupboard and took down some good Canadian whiskey. He put a glass under the ice make and listened to the machine churn out small cubes. He added the whiskey to the halfway mark, then got Coke out of the fridge and filled the glass the rest of the way. 
 
    He walked into the living room and sat down. The Ace bandage stretched and slithered over his dick and he cross his legs at the thighs, like a lady, and sipped his drink. 
 
    It went down smooth, cool, and he felt the slow burn start in his belly. 
 
    He put his hands up and touched his fake tits, and wished he had real ones. 
 
    He picked up the remote, watched his long, red fingernails against the black tool, and clicked on the big screen. 
 
    Then he settled back, relaxed, and just let himself feel good. 
 
    Interestingly, he watched a football game. 
 
    He was a man physically, but one with a few quirks. He didn’t want to be a ballerina or a stripper. And if he actually had been asked, he would have said that his dream would be to be a big football star. Throwing touchdowns and brushing off tackles. 
 
    And wearing women’s clothes on his off time. 
 
      
 
    Johnny idled away the day. He watched a little TV here and there. He did a little housework. Mostly he walked around, admired himself in mirrors. 
 
    Mostly he watched porn. 
 
    There was something about watching porn while dolled up that made him more horny than a man should be. 
 
    He would sit for an hour, his cock throbbing, as he watched, and envied, women with incredibly large boobs. He was amazed at how the women loved being gang banged, and how they drank galloons of cum. 
 
    He thought about that. He was hetero, but…what would it feel like to have his face coated with hot cream? And he would almost shoot when he imagined himself with real boobs and long strings of pearls shooting over them. 
 
    By the evening he was totally gone. He wasn’t Johnny anymore. He was a sexy slut who lived a life of decadence. He sipped his whiskey and imagined himself as a Lesbian, his could hardly walk his dick was so hard and pressing so tightly against the Ace bandage. His asshole was thrumming with good feelings that kept him at a fever pitch. 
 
    Still, he held himself back. He would touch his cock through the bandages and groan. Even half drunk he wouldn’t, no matter how much he wanted, free his cock and jack off. 
 
    No. He was saving himself. 
 
    But he was also ready for phase two. 
 
    He went into the bathroom and lifted his dress, lowered his panties, and took out a rubber. He held the rubber ready, then sprayed his cock with Promescent. 
 
    Promescent was a numbing spray. It was designed to make men last longer, and it did, but Johnny used it for a slightly different game. 
 
    His dick coated with numbness he rolled the rubber on. Then another rubber. Then another. 
 
    He couldn’t feel his penis at all now. It was just a lump of log, and he began to stroke it. 
 
    From far away, it seemed, he could feel something, but not much. Certainly not enough to get him over the edge. He walked through the house, stroking himself. 
 
    It made him feel desperate, and since real sex is in the mind, he became even more turned on than usual. 
 
    He mixed another drink. He freshened his lipstick. He stared at himself in the mirror. 
 
    His eyes betrayed his lust, desperation gleamed. He wanted to cum so bad he couldn’t believe it. 
 
    He felt like he was in another world, a world of pure sex. It was like the very air had turned into a dick rubbing essence, and every step he took was like his whole body was being jacked. 
 
    But the little dong being jacked couldn’t…quite…make it! 
 
    It was the most delicious denial in the world. 
 
    This was why he didn’t like to screw his wife before she left. This was what he was saving himself for. This feeling of utter and total degradation, of giving himself up to his base feelings. Of losing almost total control. Of BEING a slut! 
 
    After an hour of stroking himself and being denied he was ready for the grand finale. 
 
    He walked—click, click, click—to his bedroom. He reached into his box and pulled out the big gun—the prostate massager. 
 
    He went into the bathroom and gently pulled the plug out. He washed it off and put it aside. 
 
    He took off the rubbers, and gloried at how his cock was so numb. 
 
    He re-greased his butt and put the prostate massager up his heinie. 
 
    This was made of a durable plastic, and it was shaped like a pregnant dolphin. It was curved with a bump in just the right place. The bump would massage his prostate. 
 
    He waddled out of the room, groaning and dripping with every step. He climbed up on his bed on all fours. He reached down and began to wiggle the massager. He could feel the instant charge deep inside. He could feel the semen cumming. 
 
    But not cumming. 
 
    That was the glory of the prostate massager: he would drain himself without an orgasm. And that would leave him in a state of horniness ten times over. The whole next day he would he awake, wired, shivering, his cock trying to drip, throbbing, but nothing would come out. 
 
    And, with three whole days after he played play this game he might even be able to jack off for real just before Brenda came home. 
 
    Poor Brenda, she wanted to be fucked so bad, but…sorry. this was more fun. 
 
    He lay on the bed, his shoulders down and his butt up. His hand reaching between his legs and wiggling the prostate massager for all he was worth. 
 
    And he felt it. A sensation like peeing, but it wasn’t urine. It was sperm. Leaking out and feeling like he was taking a piss. 
 
    It drooled out of the end of his cock, a long slimy stream, and he felt the little clumps occasionally pour out, and when he was about halfway done— 
 
    “FREEZE!” 
 
    But there was no way he could freeze. the shock of being discovered was way too much for him.  
 
    The sperm faucet turned off and he flipped off the bed and turned towards the doorway. 
 
    His Mother-in-Law stood in a stance, her little purse pistol held straight out. For a little gun the bore of the barrel seemed awfully big. 
 
    “Wha…wha…” 
 
    Dazed with sex, shocked so that his heart actually stopped beating, he stared at Wanda. 
 
    “Who the fuck are you?” the older woman snarled. 
 
    “I’m…I’m Johnny!” 
 
    “The fuck you are…bitch! Turn around and bend over the bed.” 
 
    “Please…” 
 
    “I will shoot you in the cock if you don’t do what I say!” She was shouting and a bit of drool sprayed out. 
 
    Johnny was totally frozen. From a dazed unworking sex mind he was jerked into a frozen criminal stupid mind. All he could do was stare at his mother-in-law. 
 
    Wanda’s blessing was that she looked like her daughter. A little thicker in the middle, but not much. Bigger tits, and that was cool. A similarity of facial features that, had it been a dark alley, he might have even mistaken her for Brenda. 
 
    “Brenda couldn’t get through, and now I know why. What did you do with Johnny, you slut!” 
 
    Johnny started to stutter. “But…but I am—“ 
 
    She lowered the gun, aimed it right between his legs. “Shut up.” 
 
    “But…but, you asked—“ 
 
    “Never mind that. Bend over on the bed.” 
 
    His body jerking, terrified, Johnny leaned over the bed. Wanda moved around him. She went to his box and looked in it. “Ah ha!” She pulled out two sets of handcuffs. 
 
    Johnny tried to look over his shoulder. 
 
    “Don’t fucking move!” 
 
    He snapped his head back to front, away from her. 
 
    She tossed a handcuff onto the bed. “Put that on your left wrist. Attach it to the top bedpost.” 
 
    Trembling, Johnny snapped the cuffs over his left wrist. He moved up on the bed and approached the right bedpost. 
 
    “Not that one, stupid!” 
 
    He quickly shifted to the left bedpost. Out of the corner of his eye he could see that she was still holding the pistol on him. He fastened the cuffs to the bedpost. 
 
    “Put these on your right wrist.” 
 
    He did. 
 
    She stepped forward and pulled his right wrist up to the bedpost. She snapped the cuffs around the bedpost and he was caught. Spread eagled on his own bed. Wearing a dress. But at least Wanda had lowered the gun. 
 
    “Wanda…I’m Johnny!” Little tears started leaking out of his eyes. 
 
    “Bullshit! You’re a slut, and where is Johnny? What have you done with him?” 
 
    “I swear! Look at me.” 
 
    “I am looking at you, and I don’t like what I see.” 
 
    “I’m a man! I’ve got a dick.” 
 
    “Is that what that is?” she laughed harshly. “Too bad it’s not a big dick. So what did you do with Johnny? Or are you his lover?” 
 
    “His lover?” he protested. 
 
    “I thought so. You come in here and ruin my daughter’s marriage. You’re just a slut!” 
 
    “But…Wanda…it’s me! It’s really me!” 
 
    Wanda walked around the room, looking at things. She looked in the bathroom, and held up the three rubbers with numbing spray in them. She came back to the bed. She reached out and wiggled the prostate massager. “You are a sick one, you know that?” 
 
    “My name is Johnny. I married Brenda three years ago. Let me up…let me take this make up off.” 
 
    Wanda snorted. “Yeah, right. You’d just try to rape me.” 
 
    Johnny could figure this out. His mind was so befuddled. Why didn’t she recognize him? She had to know who he was! He didn’t see her that often, but she should recognize him, and even if she didn’t, it was a simple matter to get his driver’ license, to ask revealing questions. But she seemed obsessed on finding out who ‘she’ was. 
 
    Suddenly he heard a clicking sound. He looked over to see that she had gotten her cell phone out and was taking pictures. Lots of pictures, from all angles. 
 
    He turned his face away, but it was too late. She had several excellent shots of his face. 
 
    “Once I post these on Facebutt somebody will recognize you. And then we’ll find out what you’ve done with Johnny.” 
 
    “Facebutt? No!” 
 
    “Yes. And the whole world will see you, know you for what you are. A raping home wrecker! And when you’re in a cold cell thinking over your crimes maybe you’ll tell us what you did with Johnny.” 
 
    “BUT I AM Johnny!” 
 
    “You’re not Johnny. Johnny wouldn’t be a crossdressing home wrecker. Johnny was a sweet boy who loved his wife. He would never risk their relationship with this kind of behavior!” 
 
    Johnny opened his mouth, but nothing came out. He wanted to protest, but what would he say? Yes? I am a kinky pervert? 
 
    Wanda stopped taking pictures and looked at her phone. She tapped on the face more, and muttered, “Okay. It’s in The Cloud.” She looked up at him. “Even if you got loose and did something nasty to me, like put your dick in my pussy, or sucked my tits, or licked my asshole…even then, there is a record of you. The police would find you, and they would throw you in prison where you’d find out what real sex is.” 
 
    “Oh, God!” 
 
    She tapped the face of her cell some more, then turned it to him. “See? You’re on Facebutt!” 
 
    Johnny was aghast as he stared at the pictures of him dressed like a woman, writhing on the bed as if he was in a dazed lustful state. 
 
    She turned it towards herself and pressed her finger to the phone. “There! Now it’s all over the net. I even asked people to share, so by tonight you’ll probably have a million hits. ‘home wrecking rapist’ caught!” She didn’t tell him that the button she had pressed had not posted, but deleted. 
 
    “Then people will start making suggestions. They will demand that you pay the price. I’ll bet there are a lot of calls for castration.” 
 
    “But…you can’t…” 
 
    “I can’t? The police will go to my house. But you’re over here, and by the time they arrive justice will have been dispensed.” 
 
    He tried again. “But, Wanda! I’m me! I’m Johnny! I’m the guy who married your daughter!” 
 
    The guy who married my daughter isn’t a sick freak that gets off on getting dressed up like a woman! He wouldn’t be stuffing things up his butt! 
 
    “Please…please…” he sobbed. 
 
    “Now tell me…what have you done with Johnny!” 
 
    “I haven’t done anything! I’m me!” 
 
    Wanda snorted and walked out of the room. 
 
    Johnny yelled after her, “Hey! Let me go! You can’t do this.” 
 
    No answer. 
 
    Wanda walked into the kitchen, saw the bottle of whiskey on the counter and smiled. She did love a good drink. 
 
    She poured herself a stiff one. She didn’t like to ruin good bourbon with any kind of mixer, and she tossed it down. 
 
    She poured another drink and sat down at the table. As she sipped this second drink she went through the pictures she had taken. She smiled. These were all good, and she had an equal number of fuzzy faces and clear faces. Excellent. 
 
    She looked at the pictures of Johnny laying face down. His dick had been rock hard, so where had it gone when she made him lay down? Was it scrunched up beneath him? Was it all bent? She would have to find out. 
 
    Then she considered his apparel. He had apparently been cross dressing for a long time. This was good, too, and the fact that he kept it a deep down secret was going to make this incredibly enjoyable. 
 
    She wondered what he would do if she released him. He’d probably get out of his clothes, get into male clothes, but that would be the extent of it. 
 
    She knew he was a brave man, but all men fall to pieces when they are cross dressing. They become submissive and easily handled. 
 
    But…she wasn’t going to release him. No. She had plans for the dear boy. 
 
    She poured herself a third drink, then poured a drink in a cup with a straw built in. She walked back to the bedroom. 
 
    Johnny had been struggling. The bed spread was messed up. His butt was pushed up a bit, too. That cock must be really crammed. 
 
    She pulled the vanity chair over and sat down next to him.  
 
    He stared at her, frightened, his eyes big and round. 
 
    She sipped her drink, then put the cup with the straw in it under his face. He took a big sip, and coughed. Sissy. What kind of a man couldn’t drink whiskey straight? 
 
    “Well now,” she murmured. 
 
    “What are you going to do to me?” 
 
    “What should I do?” 
 
    “You should let me go. I promise not to say anything. 
 
    Her mouth twisted in a grin. “You promise not to admit that you’re a kinky pervert? You promise not to say what you’ve done with Johnny? Some how I don’t think I want those promises.” 
 
    “No! I promise I won’t say a thing about you tying me up against my will. Holding me prisoner. I won’t accuse you of unlawful imprisonment or kidnapping.” 
 
    “Oh, how kind of you,” she sneered. Then she snaked her hand under him and grabbed his cock. He groaned, and she said, “Now tell me about yourself. How long have you been doing this? And…where’s Johnny?” 
 
    When Johnny said nothing she started squeezing. “I’ve got a good grip. Would you like to find out?” 
 
    He looked around wildly, struggled, but she had him firmly in hand. 
 
    “Maybe I should just rip your balls off?” She grabbed his balls with her other hand. Her first hand was moving up and down, stroking him, her other hand was palpating his balls. Hard. 
 
    Johnny cried out, he was caught between pleasure and pain and he didn’t know what to do. 
 
    “You might just as well tell me. You’ll talk in the end.” She kept moving her hands, tormenting him and hurting him. But the hurt was actually delightful once he calmed down a bit. 
 
    She stopped. Took her hands away. She sighed, then she smiled. “And what is this?” 
 
    She reached forward and grabbed the base of the prostate massager. Johnny had been so frantic he had almost forgotten about that. But now he was reminded. Reminded big time. 
 
    Wanda began wiggling the thing in his butt. 
 
    “Talk, bitch. You will eventually, so you might as well talk now. Otherwise…” In her voice was a warning, and she rotated the prostate massager in his butt. 
 
    Johnny groaned, and Wanda smiled.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Johnny lay on the bed and moaned.  
 
    Wanda stood over him and worked the prostate massager. It was slightly hooked, so when she turned it he could feel it going around inside him. And every time the bulbous tip passed over his prostate he could feel a little squirt of semen drip out of his dick.  
 
    He had only been half empty when she had barged in, but now she was determined to empty him all the way, one turn of the prostate massager at a time. 
 
    “Where’s Johnny?” she would ask every once in a while. 
 
    He would protest, and she would continue turning the thing in his butt. 
 
    “You know,” she observed at one point, “you’re not half bad looking in that dress. You could use a few pointers on your make up, and maybe a dress that wasn’t off the rack, but…you’ve got the body.” 
 
    “Please. You’ve got to let me go.” 
 
    “That isn’t going to happen. Well, it might if you tell me what happened to Johnny. Then I might consider turning you over to the cops.” 
 
    The cops! But he was in his own house! 
 
    But, no, the cops would take the time to figure out who he was. 
 
    But, wait a minute, they would have to take him down and fingerprint him, and…that mustn’t happen! Having everybody on Facebutt know that he was a transvestite was bad enough. But to be arrested and thrown in jail like a common criminal…and then he had another thought. Not like a common criminal, more like an uncommon pervert. 
 
    “Well, looks like you’re about empty. Put your butt up so I can see.” 
 
    Johnny just laid there and groaned. 
 
    Wanda took the end of the prostate massager and tilted it, and tilted it, and suddenly he had to pooch up to relieve the pressure on his anal ring. 
 
    When he was up on all fours Wanda looked under him. “Yep, got a big glob of your baby batter here. Want a taste?” She scooped up the glob and pushed it onto his mouth. 
 
    Johnny sputtered and spit and wiped his face on the bed. 
 
    “Don’t like what you been putting out, eh?” 
 
    “Please…let me—What?” 
 
    There was a book end on a nearby shelf, a statue of liberty, and she shoved it under his belly. Now Johnny was forced to stay in the all fours position, the upraised hand of Lady Liberty pressing into his stomach. 
 
    “What are you…oh!” 
 
    “I just wanted to see what you’re so proud of.” 
 
    She had a hold of his penis and was stroking it. 
 
    Johnny didn’t react and Wanda frowned. 
 
    “What? You don’t like having your cock stroked?” 
 
    She squeezed it, hard, and he didn’t react. But he did notice that she was squeezing him, and he said, “Wait…I put some numbing spray on it!” 
 
    She went back to stroking him and mused. “Clever bitch. Making yourself wait. You really are a kinky one.” 
 
    “Yes. I admit it. But you’ve got to release me.” 
 
    She grabbed the prostate massager and started jacking it in and out. She timed her motions to stroking his cock. “So how long before your dick starts to feel stuff?” 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he wheezed, feeling the intense pleasure in his asshole. “A couple of hours. Usually. Sometimes it takes longer.” 
 
    She slapped his dick and he didn’t do anything. She shook the massager and he groaned. “So I’m stuck with your asshole for a while.” 
 
    Johnny started to cry. 
 
    Wanda let go of him. She sipped some more of her whiskey, held the straw to his mouth again. After a moment he stopped crying. 
 
    “Knock off that sissy crying stuff. Real women don’t cry.” Which, of course, was a lie. But it was suitable for the situation. 
 
    “I’ve got an idea,” she said. 
 
    He looked under his body at her.  
 
    “How would you like to have real tits?” 
 
    “What?” There was a trace of shock on his face. Normally such a statement wouldn’t have bothered him; he would have laughed it off. But now, positioned as he was, at the mercy of his insane mother-in-law, he was scared. 
 
    “Sure. I’m a Physician’s Assistant. I can give you vacation boobs. They’re all the rage. Women get them to see if they look good with big boobs. Would’t you like to see if you looked good with boobs?” 
 
    Johnny’s mouth opened. “No!” 
 
    But inside him, where the hidden dreams lay, he had thoughts. Real boobs? He had thought about such things so many times. But…but he was married, and…and… 
 
    “Sure. I could pop over to the hospital and pick up needles and a solution, be back here in twenty minutes. We could give you a set of nasty pillows like nobody’s ever seen!” 
 
    She was getting excited by the thought. Her pussy was feeling a little fluttery. She was thinking that giving him a big, old set of honkers might necessitate her masturbating. Maybe she should stop off at her own house and pick up a couple of dildos. One for her, and one for butter butt here. 
 
    “I don’t want tits,” he blurted. Inside he was saying, Liar! “I’m a man!” 
 
    She snickered. “You could have fooled me.” 
 
    “You can’t do this! That’s not just kidnapping, that’s…that’s mayhem! That’s a felony!” 
 
    She waved her hand, “Oh, posh, what’s a little mayhem between friends, eh?” 
 
    Johnny was growing desperate. His mother-in-law was crazy! 
 
    Then Johnny decided to take a chance. He said, “I’ll tell you where Johnny is.” 
 
    Wanda froze. She had not expected that, but it didn’t matter. A change in his game merely met a change in her game. 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    “I tied him up and left him in the woods. Let me loose and I’ll show you where.” 
 
    She nodded, fixed him with her gaze, “Now you know that’s not true…Johnny.” 
 
    “You know!” 
 
    “Of course I know. I’ve know it from the first. I saw you screwing yourself on the bed and realized it was you.” 
 
    “So why did you pull out that gun?” 
 
    “Johnny, Johnny, don’t you know? I’ve always wanted a man totally under my control. When I saw what kind of man you were I knew…you were the one.” 
 
    “But I’m married to your daughter!” 
 
    “So?” 
 
    Johnny stared, aghast at what he was hearing. 
 
    “Look, Johnny. I’m sure she doesn’t know what a little pervert you are, so I’m going to do whatever I want to you. And what are you going to do? ‘Honey, your Mother caught me dressed like a girl and she bullied me.’” Wanda laughed at the idea. 
 
    “So I want you to just stay here for a while. Don’t bother struggling. Just relax. I’ll be back in a half and we can continue our fun and games.” 
 
    With that she stood up, straightened her dress, and walked out. 
 
    “Wanda! No! Don’t leave! Wanda!” 
 
    But he heard the door open and close, and he was alone. 
 
      
 
    Johnny was alone, dressed like a woman, tied down with a prostate massager up his butt.  
 
    He pulled on the handcuffs, but metal doesn’t give, and he had deliberately bought this bed for its sturdiness. No way the posts were going to give way. 
 
    Second ticked, as marked by the little clock on the side table. Tick…tick…tick… 
 
    Normally the clock would have gone tick, tick, tick. 
 
    But now, in his straits, it was slower. Time was elongating, accentuating his captivity. 
 
    His feet were still loose. He tried to walk up, and did succeed in dislodging the statue of liberty. But the posts were far apart and he couldn’t twist or turn a somersault or anything. 
 
    He was stuck. 
 
    And he realized that his dick was starting to feel things again.  
 
    And he was oh, so, incredibly, totally…horny. 
 
    In spite of his position, he was actually thinking of getting off. Even though he knew he couldn’t. 
 
    Being drained always left him horny and unable to masturbate. He would be out of his mind, he would be all over his wife when she got home, but it would still be half a week before he could finally deposit a little semen in her. That’s why he tried to drain himself three days before she got home. By then he might be half recovered and be able to service her. It would be half hearted, but it would be something. 
 
    But now he didn’t have that option. 
 
    “Oh, God!” he sobbed and humped the mattress. His cock felt so good, and his balls, though empty, didn’t feel like they were. 
 
    Seconds seemed to tick slower and slower. And his horny wriggling became more and more intense. 
 
    Minutes passed. He knew it was dark out now. Probably midnight. If only he could… 
 
    He struggled, pulled, actually rubbed grooves in the posts. 
 
    Then, what seemed a millennium later, he heard the front door open and close. 
 
    Wanda entered the room. She was carrying a large bag. 
 
    “How’s my boy?” she greeted him cheerfully. 
 
    “Let me go,” he whispered. 
 
    She laughed. 
 
    She began to undo the buttons on the back of her blouse. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Getting comfortable.” She shucked the blouse and unsnapped and unzipped her skirt. 
 
    “I find this kind of work so much more delightful if I am unclothed.” 
 
    Johnny looked away. “Don’t! I’m married.” 
 
    “I know. To my daughter. How do you think she’s going to feel when she learns that we’ve been having such fun?” 
 
    “I don’t want this!” 
 
    “Of course you do.” 
 
    She undid her bra and her big bosoms were unleashed. They were shaped like Brenda’s but they were bigger, and the nipples looked bigger. Of course. She had gone through child birth, she had nursed. Her nipples were well used. 
 
    “Please,” he whispered. “Get dressed.” 
 
    “Nope.” She slid her panties off and stood revealed. He could see the strap marks from the bra on her flesh. He saw how her flesh was creamy, any fat she had was minimal, and she compared well to her daughter in sexiness. 
 
    But this was his mother-in-law! 
 
    She approached the bed, an evil smile on her face. She crawled up on him, lay on his body, and began rubbing her flesh across his. 
 
    “Doesn’t skin feel good?” she whispered in his ear, then she bit his ear, just a nibble, and he felt a shiver. His cock, which had slacked just a little, was once again raging. 
 
    She reached around, felt his cock. “Ooh! somebody likes me.” 
 
    “Don’t!” Tears had once again started up. 
 
    “Too bad you’re not face up. I could sit on you and we could really get to know each other.” 
 
    He tried to shake, to roll her off him, but she just laughed, then slid off him. 
 
    “Okay, now for the hard part. We have to have you face up.” 
 
    “Leave me alone.” 
 
    “Fortunately, I have practiced knots. Have you ever heard of Kinbaku?” 
 
    Johnny was quiet, trying to figure out what to do. 
 
    “Kinbaku is the Japanese art of bondage using ropes. Maybe some day I can teach you a little, but right now…” 
 
    She took a small rope out of her bag and reached under him. 
 
    Johnny tried to wiggle away, so she put the Statue of Liberty under him again. Then she quickly tied a knot around his balls. She ran the rope down to a pole at the bottom of the bed. She then tied a rope around his wrist and pulled it tight. 
 
    “Okay, so here’s how it goes. When you struggle I pull on your balls. And I like men who struggle. So…feel free. Are you ready?” 
 
    Johnny wasn’t, but that didn’t matter to Wanda. She undid one of his cuffs and pulled on the wrist rope. 
 
    He started to struggle, and she jerked on the rope that went to his balls. 
 
    “AIIEE!” he screamed. 
 
    In that moment she managed to pull his wrist halfway across the bed. 
 
    He struggled again, she pulled again, and it felt like his balls were being ripped off, and she managed to get his wrist to the other post and handcuffed it in place. Now he was stretched diagonally across the bed. Both hands on the top right post, his balls stretched down to the left bottom post. 
 
    “All right. You’re doing good.” She pulled the roped off his wrist and tied it to the other one. She looped the rope around the far head post and released his handcuff. 
 
    Johnny struggled, and suffered the excruciating pain of having his balls stretched violently. 
 
    He cried, and she managed to get his wrist all the way across. She secured it and now he was facing upward. 
 
    He looked at her, and his face was contorted with emotion. 
 
    She smiled, reading him rightly. “Fun, eh?” 
 
    She then untied his balls, looped the rope around his ankle, stretched it around both bottom posts and up to his other ankle. 
 
    She sat on him then, feeling his cock against her crack. “So tell me why you put numbing spray on your cock. I was in the bathroom, I saw the three rubbers. So it’s obvious…but why?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    She grabbed his nipples and twisted them. 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “Talk.” 
 
    He shook his head and she grabbed his nipples again. 
 
    “Okay!” 
 
    She waited. 
 
    “I like being horny. You squirt and it’s over. I…I try to get myself as horny as possible. I try to stay in that excitation phase of sex.” 
 
    She nodded. “Actually, I totally understand. I think I’ll help you. would you like me to help you?” 
 
    “I’d like you to let me go.” 
 
    “No you wouldn’t.” 
 
    And she read him right. He had, somehow in the past few hours, turned a corner. 
 
    “Do you have more rubbers?” 
 
    In spite of himself, he said, “Bottom right drawer in the bathroom.” 
 
    She swiveled off him, rubbing her pussy on him, and walked across the room. She came back a moment later with three more rubbers and the numbing spray. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Having fun.” 
 
    She sprayed his cock and it went numb. It wasn’t all the way back, anyway, and it was suddenly unfeeling again. Yet hard as a rock. 
 
    She rolled the three rubbers over his dick, then grabbed his balls. “You can feel this though, can’t you.” 
 
    He gulped and nodded. 
 
    She climbed up on top of him and settled down on his dick. 
 
    He was stunned. He had half expected her to do that, but had tried to deny it. And, he wanted her to do that, but he had tried to deny that, too. 
 
    But he couldn’t feel her pussy. He was encased in layers of rubber, his skin desensitized. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. This is good.” 
 
    She straddled him, felt her boobs. Rocked a little, screwed a little, then she leaned down to him. 
 
    “Suck my boobies, slut,” she whispered. 
 
    She placed her nipples against his mouth. With a sound like a sob he opened his mouth. 
 
    Her nipples were rigid, and big, and he sucked with closed eyes. 
 
    She groaned with closed eyes. And she rode him, twisting and gyrating, getting the most out of his rubberized cock. 
 
    “Oh, yes. Fuck me.” 
 
    It didn’t take long. She got off on submissive men, on telling submissive men what to do. She came, and her moan was more of a growl. Then she just lay on him, enjoying the feeling of his stiff rod imprisoned between her thighs. 
 
    After a few minutes she pushed up. Her face was right above his. She whispered. “I’ve been fucked, but with the rubbers on you, we haven’t fucked. Remember that if you ever want to be in me again.” 
 
    Then she pushed off him. 
 
    She went to her bag, opened it and placed needles on the bed. She opened a gallon container of fluid. 
 
    “Okay, I’m doing this by eyeball, but that’s okay. Once you’ve augmented a few thousand boobs you don’t need any lines to tell you what to do.” 
 
    “But you can’t do this! Brenda will find out!” 
 
    “Yep. And then you’ll have to decide how much you want to tell her. After all, she’ll never want to fuck you again. But if you play your cards right and protect my relationship with my daughter, maybe I will. and maybe I’ll even fuck you and never let you come.” 
 
    In spite of his numbed cock he could feel a lurch down there. The idea was so exciting he could hardly stand it. 
 
    “Now I want you to hold still. You don’t want this needles scratching you, going into the wrong place. You could not only end up badly ripped and bleeding, you could end up with misshapen boobs. And you certainly don’t want that.” 
 
    The next hour was excruciating. Wanda inserted needle after needle, pressed the plunger, and Johnny felt his skin swell and rise. He could see, if he raised his head slightly, boobs growing. 
 
    She went side to side, around and around, making sure they were even Steven. 
 
    His boobs grew. He still had his dress on, but it was stretched out of shape and was probably due for the rag bag. 
 
    And grew and grew. She opened another gallon. 
 
    “You’ve got great skin,” she observed as she focused on her injections. “It’s so stretchable. What should have taken two or even three appointments we can do in one sitting.” 
 
    Finally, she was done. She stepped back, smiled, then stripped the rest of her clothes off and went for a shower. 
 
    Johnny lay, in shock, and kept raising his head to stare at his chest. He was now stacked. He had boobs. Big boobs. Very big boobs. 
 
    But what was he going to tell his wife? What would she say? 
 
    Would she leave him? Would she kick him out?” 
 
    He couldn’t imagine her being less than totally outraged. 
 
    And that led to the problem of whether he should tell her about her mother. 
 
    And would she even believe him? 
 
    After all, Wanda’s point was well taken. Your mother caught me dressed like a girl and with a plug up my ass. It’s her fault I have big titties. 
 
    No. He didn’t think he could get away with that. 
 
    Wanda stepped out of the shower, dried her hair and smiled at him. She stepped into the bedroom and tossed the wet towel on the floor. “I don’t have to clean up now because you’re my little maid.” 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    “And after you clean your house, tomorrow morning, you can come over and clean mine. And bring your toys. I’ll play with you again.” 
 
    She put on her clothes, sighed and looked at her watch. “Lord, how the time flies.” She picked up her bag, all her needles, and walked out of the room. He heard the door shut, then the sound of her trunk slamming, then the sound of the front door opening and closing again. She entered the bedroom and sat down next to him. 
 
    “We should talk.” 
 
    He said nothing. 
 
    Then she laughed. “Not!” 
 
    She looked in his box and found the key to the cuffs. “My car is running, so you’ll excuse me if I don’t stick around.” She touched his cheek with her hand. “Besides, we don’t really know how you’re going to be when you get loose, do we?” 
 
    She leaned down then and kissed him on the lips. It was soft, gentle, and so very, very sweet.              She raised her head, stared at him, whispered, “You’re a fun bitch.” Then she kissed him again, longer. She stood up, placed the key to the cuffs in his hand, and headed for the door. 
 
     
 
    There was a circus in Johnny’s head. It was filled with clowns and people shooting out of cannons. There was cotton candy and booths where you tried to make baskets with over inflated basketballs. There was a crowd of laughing, cheering people. 
 
    And there was him, in the center ring, his head hanging. 
 
    What would become of him? 
 
    He wandered through the house. He was naked now, having taken the rumpled dress and the torn bra off. Wanda had simply sliced the straps when she had pulled it down to get at his chest. 
 
    His chest hurt, and he realized he needed another bra. 
 
    He went to his box and found one. It was a little smaller than he needed, but at least it offered him some support for the mammoth mammaries adorning his once masculine chest. 
 
    He looked in the mirror and saw how his boobs thrust out. 
 
    And his dick was iron hard and didn’t want to go down. 
 
    He was excited. He was in the excitation phase of sex, and it felt like he would never get out. 
 
    What had Wanda done to him? 
 
    She had not just given him world class tits, she had brought him out of his shell. He wouldn’t be able to walk the street without people gaping at his chest. 
 
    Well, maybe he could bind his boobs, but…there would still be a bulge, a thicker chest, and inside…he would know. 
 
    He was a crossdressing pervert. He was a transvestite. He was his own argument for…what had she called him?…a ‘raping home wrecker.’ 
 
    And now there was no way to hide that fact from the world. 
 
    He didn’t clean the house the next morning because he hadn’t slept. He was wired, and tired, and could only wander through the circus in his mind. 
 
    The phone rang about noon, and he looked at the number. Wanda. She expected him to come clean her house. 
 
    He wasn’t going over there. He had bigger problems. He had a wife to think about, to figure out how to introduce to his new chest. 
 
    And he had to come to grips with himself, his desires. 
 
    And he had to wait for the circus in his mind to go home. Or wherever circuses went when they struck their tents. 
 
     
 
    The circus started to dim late in the evening, and he finally managed to go to sleep. 
 
    He tried to sleep on his front, but he couldn’t. his new boobs wouldn’t let him. 
 
    He tried to sleep on his back, but he couldn’t do that, either.  
 
    Finally he lay on his side and used pillows to stop his tits from falling sideways on his chest. That did it, and he slipped into a deep slumber. 
 
      
 
    The next day. He managed to make a little breakfast, and he picked up the house a little, at least removed evidence of his crimes. 
 
    At one point he heard the sound of somebody trying to open the front door, but he had put on the chain. 
 
    “Johnny?” 
 
    His mother-in-law. He didn’t answer. He didn’t know how he felt about her. He didn’t hate here. In a way, he loved her. She had cracked him like a nut shell and all his guts were exposed. But he didn’t want to talk to her. He didn’t even want the excitement she brought with her kinbaku and her vacation tits and her fucking his numb dick through layers of rubbers. 
 
    She eventually went away. 
 
    He wandered through the house. His cock still priapic, his mind excited, the circus gone. 
 
    He thought, he considered, he pondered. 
 
    What would he say to his wife? 
 
    He went to sleep. 
 
    He awoke. Brenda was due home late, and he considered himself. 
 
    He had never gotten dressed, just wore a robe and a bra. 
 
    He ate cereal, picking at the milk soaked stuff, wondering what to do. 
 
      
 
    The rattle at the front door. His mother-in-law. He sighed. 
 
    “Johnny!” He jerked upright. It was Brenda! 
 
    He stood up, suddenly wondering what he was going to do all over again. He walked down the hall. 
 
    “Johnny! Let me in!” 
 
    He pulled the robe tight, caught a glance of himself in the mirror and saw that it emphasized his boobs. He held the robe looser, then undid the door chain. 
 
    Brenda burst through the door and hugged him. 
 
    He sobbed. She could feel his tits. He felt hers, so she would feel his. His life was over. She was going to push him away, and he would…what would he do? 
 
    He loved his wife! And now…now… 
 
    “Johnny! I talked to mother, you didn’t answer the phone so she was worried, and now I’m worried. Are you okay?” 
 
    He smelled her hair for what he felt sure was going to be his last time. 
 
    She pushed away from him, stared up into his eyes. 
 
    He had cleaned his make up off, and taken off the nails. He looked male, but his tits…and she had talked to Wanda…she…she… 
 
    “Honey, I know everything. I know about your tits. I know that you crossdress. I know everything…and it’s all right.” 
 
    He stared at her, trying to let her words register in his mind. “You…you know?” 
 
    “Mother sent me the pictures, and I love them. And I love the way you look.” 
 
    “You do?” 
 
    “Oh, honey, I should have told you a long time ago…” she walked him into the living room and they sat on the couch. 
 
    “Told me what?” 
 
    “My father was a crossdresser. I grew up with him prancing around, it was wonderful. He was like a big brother…but more of a big sister. But I never told you because I thought that might freak you out.” 
 
    “Might freak me…” he was parroting helplessly, trying to keep up with her flow of words. 
 
    “But when mother sent me those pictures…I felt such relief.” 
 
    “But she…she gave me boobs! And she…she sat on my dick!” 
 
    “I love those boobs. Show me!” She opened the front of his robe and smiled. “Oh, those are wonderful I can’t wait to suck on them. And, let me tell you, I’ll be trying to talk you into permanent implants.” 
 
    “You will?” 
 
    “Of course I will.” 
 
    “But what about the fact that she sat on me?” 
 
    He was having a hard time putting things into words. 
 
    “I should be jealous, but when she told me that you had on three rubbers, and had numbed your cock…” she started laughing. “That’s not sex, at least not for you, and you made mother very happy. I should be thanking you!” 
 
    “You…you…” and he collapsed, crying, into her arms.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Johnny same to bed wearing a chemise. He was also wearing red lipstick, full make up, long, red fingernails, and, of course, his dick. 
 
    Brenda giggled. “Look at that! How many rubbers do you have on?” 
 
    “Four. And I sprayed my cock with lots of Promescent.” 
 
    “So you can’t feel a thing.” 
 
    She pulled him into bed and they sat facing each other in the crossed leg position. His cock, all rubber wrapped and huge, stuck out like a wart on a forehead. Her pussy, wet an hot, faced him. 
 
    “Not a thing.” 
 
    She reached down and started stroking him. she leaned in and started kissing him. 
 
    Not feeling a thing in his dick, but his mind raging like a sexual wildfire, Johnny reached his hands under her arms and helped her up. She scooted forward and slid down over his cock. 
 
    “Oh,” she gasped. “It feels bigger!” 
 
    He grinned. “I can’t feel anything.’ 
 
    She rubbed his nipples, fondled his balls, and pushed him back. 
 
    They lay for a long moment, smooching, loving each other. 
 
    They she pushed up and said, “Mother sent us a gift. 
 
    “Oh? How is dear, old mother?” 
 
    Brenda snickered. “She can’t wait for you to come clean her house.” 
 
    Johnny chuckled. “I don’t think much cleaning will get done.” 
 
    “At least of her house. She might clean your clock, if you know what I mean.” 
 
    “I know. So what did she give us?” 
 
    Brenda reached under the pillow and held up a dildo. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    Johnny took it, heft it, stroked his hand down it. “Do you think it will fit?” 
 
    “We’re going to find out. But first, you need to show me how well you can suck cock.” 
 
    He smiled and she giggled as he put his lips around the thing. He squeezed the fake balls and moved the dildo in and out of his red lips. 
 
    Brenda was thrilled, and she took the dildo from him and pushed him onto his back. She grabbed one leg, and he lifted the other one. She put the dick to his rear hole and said, “Okay, honey, get ready to join the sisterhood!” 
 
    She inserted the penis and Johnny groaned and arched his back. The feel of the big thing opening him up…it was magic. 
 
    Smiling with all her heart, Brenda started moving it in and out. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    Gina Johnson was tired. She got up early in the morning, ran a marathon, and came home. 
 
    Roger, her husband, wasn’t tired. He got up late, sauntered down to the marathon route, high fived her as she passed, and sauntered back to their apartment. 
 
    While she ran mile after mile, huffing and puffing, feeling the pain in her feet, in her legs, on her nipples. She had a pretty good set of boobs, and her nipples always became sore. The constant chaffing as they bounced in her bra rubbed them raw. She coated them with vaseline, and that helped, but by the end of the race…she was sore and tired. 
 
    She crossed the finish line, hugged a few friends, picked up her medal, and staggered off to her car. 
 
    She crossed the parking lot, her legs feeling like noodles. 
 
    She sat in the car for ten minutes, head back, just resting and recovering. 
 
    She started the car and headed for Jack in the Box. It had been hot today, and she ordered two big Cokes—she never drank Coke while training and this was a special treat—and drove home. 
 
    Arriving at home she slowly climbed the steps and entered the apartment. 
 
    Roger got up from the couch where he had been eating potato chips and greeted her. 
 
    “Hey, honey. How’d you do.” 
 
    “Broke four hours.” 
 
    “Holy crap! That’s fantastic! That’s a new best, isn’t it.” 
 
    She nodded her head and gave a happy smile. 
 
    “Let’s go celebrate! Let’s go have a party and—“ he laughed. She had pushed him away and made her way towards the bathroom. 
 
    After a long run she needed a hot shower. A long hot shower. It helped stop muscle cramps and relaxed her. 
 
    Roger went along and helped. He turned on the water and got it the right temperature. He headed for the kitchen and got her (and him) a Coke and whiskey. Another reward after finishing a race. 
 
    He handed her a drink, got undressed and hoped into the shower. 
 
    “Oh, God,” she murmured, leaning against the wall.  
 
    Roger soaped her, shampooed her hair, and took care of her. 
 
    Finally, she stepped out, and she felt a lot better. 
 
    Roger suddenly didn’t feel good. 
 
    She stood in front of the mirror and brushed her hair.  
 
    He sat down on the toilet and relaxed his muscles. 
 
    He had been okay when he had stepped into the shower, but now his lower gut rumbled and he groaned at the sudden, sharp pain in his penis. 
 
    “You okay, babe?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” He sat with his head down. He tried to pee, but he couldn’t. It was like he was stopped up.  
 
    But he had been fine! 
 
    Finally, he felt something give. It was like somebody pulled a cork and he started to pee. 
 
    “Oh, fuck…that feels good.” 
 
    He sat and listened to the trickle. 
 
    Trickle, hunh! Usually it was a flow, but at least he was doing it. 
 
    Still, it felt weird, and he felt dizzy, and hot. 
 
    Gina felt his forehead. “You’re burning up.” 
 
    “I feel like it. I’m nauseous, too.” 
 
    “No number two?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    He reached down and shook his dick, which shivered with pain, then stood up. “Geez, I still feel like—“ 
 
    “Roger!” 
 
    “What!” He looked at Gina. Her face was white and she was pointing towards the toilet. 
 
    The water in the toilet was bright red. Blood red. 
 
    “What the fuck?” 
 
    He looked down at his dick, and suddenly felt faint. He swooned, he started to fall but caught himself on the edge of the sink. 
 
    “You’re bleeding!” 
 
    He examined his cock. “Nope.” 
 
    “But why…what…” 
 
    He got down and sniffed. It was a coppery smell, very familiar. It was the smell of blood. 
 
    “I think I just pissed blood.” 
 
    He wrapped a towel around his waist like a big diaper and walked, a bit woozily, into the front room. He sat down at his computer and typed in, ‘Man pissing blood.’ 
 
    Gina was right behind him, worrying. 
 
    “It says it’s just a urinary tract infection.” 
 
    “I think it’s more,” said Gina. 
 
    “Call a doctor.” 
 
    She called her doctor, Roger actually didn’t have one. Which made it odd in Roger’s mind because Gina’s doctor, while a general practitioner, worked out of an office with another woman who specialized in obstetrics and gynecology. 
 
    “Hey Gina, how can I help you?” 
 
    “My husband is peeing blood.” 
 
    Roger listened from the kitchen table. 
 
    “No, never. A lot. Turned the whole toilet red.” 
 
    A pause. 
 
    “Well, it was about as much as when I have a period. I know that’s a weird comparison, but…uh huh. Okay. First thing Monday. Thanks, Dr. Wise.” 
 
    Gina hung up the phone and turned to Roger. “She wasn’t alarmed. Said it was probably an infection and come see her. How are you doing right now?” 
 
    “I’m okay. I feel a little weird.” 
 
    “Weird? Like how?” 
 
    “Like chalk on a black board, but it’s subtle.” 
 
    “Well, let’s get you some chicken noodle soup, some ginger ale, and an aspirin.” 
 
    “Sounds good.” 
 
    He went and sat on the couch, closed his eyes. 
 
    Gina put a wet cloth on his forehead. “Funny, I’m supposed to be the invalid.” 
 
    He smiled wanly and said, “Want to make love?” 
 
    She just laughed and went to see to his soup and soft drink. 
 
      
 
    The next morning was Monday and they headed for the Doctor’s office. Gina was walking slowly, sore all over, but she was still outpacing Roger. 
 
    Roger was hurting in his lower abdomen, and his penis had a sharp pain in it. He hadn’t peed. He felt like he had to, but nothing was coming out except hurt. 
 
    They walked into the doctor’s office, filled out a gazillion forms, and waited. Shortly, they were in an exam room. 
 
    Roger felt dizzy. Nauseous. He put his head down in his hands and breathed. 
 
    Gina patted his back and rubbed his shoulders. 
 
    “Hi, Gina, Roger.” Dr. Debra Wise breezed into the room. She was a brunette with short hair and an even featured face. Her eyes were dagger blue and her lips were plump. 
 
    They greeted her. 
 
    She saw that Roger was in pain right away. She pulled up a stool and sat down in front of him. 
 
    She listened with her stethoscope, looked in his eyes and ears, and asked him about how he felt. 
 
    “Like somebody’s shaving my body with a rusty razor. It’s making me nauseous. And I can’t pee.” 
 
    “Okay, let’s get an Xray.” 
 
    Roger allowed himself to be led by a nurse down the hallway. Gina went right behind him. 
 
    Roger was pale now, and sweating. He lay on the Xray table and groaned. 
 
    Gina held his hand until the Xray technician chased her out of the room. 
 
    Roger managed to hold still on the table, but he really wanted to curl up in a ball. And he wanted to wretch. This was getting worse and worse. 
 
    A half hour later Gina and Roger were back in the exam room, and again Dr. Wise strode in, this time with a big Xray. She placed it on the light board and scrutinized it.  
 
    “”Hmm. Ah. Yes.” 
 
    Which innocent observations bugged hell out of the impatient Gina. 
 
    “What is it, Doc?” 
 
    Debra turned to them, and motioned them to come over to look at the Xray. 
 
    “See here, you’ve got a blockage in your penis. Could be a kidney stone. Probably a kidney stone.” 
 
    “Oh, my gosh Gina blurted, squinting at the little mark on shape of Roger’s penis on the Xray. 
 
    Roger didn’t care. He just moaned and held his belly. 
 
    “What can we do?” 
 
    “Normally, I’d say go home and drink a lot of lemon juice. But this is so close to the tip…maybe I can dislodge it.” 
 
    Gina looked at her, at Roger, licked her lips. “How do you do that?” 
 
    “I have to put a probe up his penis. Not very far.” 
 
    “Up my…” he groaned. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Roger. It’s that or I send you home. Or we operate big time. Do you think you can stand it if I probe?” 
 
    He didn’t want to hurt anymore. It this was going to be ripping off the bandage he was going to risk it. Anything was better than how he felt right then. He nodded. 
 
    “Okay, I’m going to need you to lay on the table. Pants and underpants off, please.” 
 
    Roger complied, and she called a nurse to stand by. 
 
    Normally, Roger would have been severely embarrassed, but he was in so much pain he merely laid down and waited. 
 
    Dr. Wise was very gentle as she examined him and prepared for the insertion of a small probe. 
 
    She frowned. “You do look a little swollen.” 
 
    “Uh huh,” he muttered, stopping himself from curling up into a ball. 
 
    Debra held his penis and inserted the probe into his urethra. She moved slowly and within a half inch she encountered an obstruction. 
 
    “There we go,” she said softly. “Let me just—“ 
 
    The obstruction gave way, almost like it popped, and blood started pouring out of Roger’s penis. 
 
    It was like he was pissing blood. He groaned, but in relief. 
 
    Dr. Wise stepped back, but the red liquid had spurted over her white uniform. 
 
    “Oh!” she stated, her eyes widening. 
 
    A pool of blood formed on the tile floor, the smell of copper filled the room. 
 
    “Roger?” Gina cried. 
 
    Dr. Wise, concerned, put a couple of towels down. 
 
    The nurse went for a mop. 
 
    Roger sighed in relief as the pressure in his groin lessened, then the real pain started. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    He passed out. 
 
      
 
    Roger awoke in the hospital. He was drugged up and pain free, and there was a tent over his groin. He looked down, tried to figure out what was going on. 
 
    “Gina?” 
 
    Gina had been sleeping in the chair next to the bed and she awoke and leaped to the side of the bed and grabbed his hand. “Oh, Roger! Are you okay?” 
 
    Her question was sort of silly, considering that he was in a hospital bed. 
 
    “I’m okay,” he said, looking around. The room tilted a bit, but then righted. “What’s with the boy scout tent?” 
 
    Gina just laid her head on his chest and started crying. 
 
      
 
    “What happened, Roger, is that you have a second set of organs.” 
 
    “Dr. Wise was standing next to him, his chart in her hands. Behind him a machine beeped and wrote long, squiggly lines. 
 
    “A second set of…what kind of organs?” 
 
    Gina sat in her chair, bit her lip, and listened. Debra had already explained the situation to her, and had required her permission for the operation that had been done. 
 
    “It’s a rare condition, one that is almost never noticed. We even missed it in your Xrays. The medical term is Hermaphroditism. Some people refer to it as being ‘intersex.’” 
 
    “You’re saying I have…what? An extra penis?” 
 
    “A vagina. Fully formed and located inside your body.” 
 
    “But that’s impossible!” 
 
    “Impossible or not, when you were peeing blood you were actually discharging your period.” 
 
    “A…oh, fuck. What?” Roger was pale and his eyes were wide. 
 
    “About one percent of the people born in the US have ambiguous sex organs. It means they aren’t clearly defined at birth. That condition changes as a person grows and their sex organs become more defined. Sometimes the penis stays very small, or the clitoris becomes very large. In your case the female sex organs took a while to become defined. Have you noticed anything strange in the last couple of years?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    She nodded. “Well, your female organs formed, and you had a period. Unfortunately, your discharge was blocked up in your male sex organs. This caused a severe infection.” 
 
    “So I’m alright now?” 
 
    “We managed to save your life.” Her lips pursed and she hesitated briefly. 
 
    “What? What aren’t you telling me?” 
 
    “Because of the infection your penis and balls were septic.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
    “The tissue was dying. When an organ becomes septic it must be removed as soon as possible, or else other organs around it will start to die.” 
 
    Roger got it then. “My…you…” 
 
    “We had to remove your sex organs.” 
 
    Roger didn’t go completely out, but it was close. He lay back, his eyeballs rolled in the sockets, and he waned. 
 
    Dr. Wise touched his face, put her hand on his cheek and shook him lightly. “Roger?” She was half a second away from calling for help when he seemed to come out of it. 
 
    For a moment he took deep breaths, then sipped some water, and wished it was whiskey. 
 
    Gina was on her feet, next to Dr. Wise and holding his hand. Tears rolled down her cheeks. 
 
    “So, that’s what the tent thing is for…what do I have down there?” 
 
    “We excised your penis and testicles and helped reposition your vagina.” 
 
    “Reposition?” 
 
    “Made sure it descended to the right place. It was a tricky operation, but it was successful.” 
 
    “So I have a…I have a…a pussy?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Oh, Roger!” Gina moaned. She would have fallen on him and held him, but Debra was in the way. 
 
    “So…am I a woman?” 
 
    “Biologically, yes.” 
 
    “But just down there…” 
 
    “Well, with the loss of your penis you’ll stop producing testosterone. And now that your ovaries—“ 
 
    “I’ve got ovaries?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Wait a minute! Does that mean I’ll produce eggs?” 
 
    “You already have. You had your first period.” 
 
    He was ashen and whispered, “I could get pregnant?” 
 
    Debra nodded.  
 
    “Oh, my…what the…” 
 
    Debra continued. “Now that your ovaries are no longer constricted, so to speak, proven by your menstrual cycle, it is possible, maybe probable, that your body will start producing estrogen.” 
 
    “Estrogen. Then I am a woman.” His voice was so low the doctor and Gina had to listen carefully. 
 
    “I would like you to meet with one of our doctors.” 
 
    “What kind of doctor,” asked Gina. 
 
    “A psychiatrist. She specializes in gender specific cases and—“ 
 
    “What do you mean gender specific?”  
 
    “She counsels people going through sexual changes.” 
 
    “A trans doctor.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Oh, heysoos.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve read up on your case,” Dr. Jan Haroldson sat behind her desk, his folder was open in front of her. 
 
    Roger and Gina sat in two Scandinavian chairs in front of her desk. The furniture would have been IKEA, except that was expensive. To the side was a low book shelf, and there were several potted plants in the room. Real plants giving off real oxygen. 
 
    “So how do you feel about what has happened?” 
 
    She was a good looking woman with a professional attitude. She waited for his reply, and her interest was compassionate. 
 
    “Honestly?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    “Sometimes I feel like shooting myself.” 
 
    Gina gasped. 
 
    “It’s okay, Mrs. Johnson. His feelings are normal considering what he is going through, and the fact that he can talk about it is a good sign. A very good sign. 
 
    “But…shoot himself?” 
 
    She was holding his hand, and now she gripped it with both hands fiercely. “You can’t hurt yourself.” 
 
    He looked down at the floor. 
 
    “Do you hear me?” 
 
    Dr. Haroldson cleared her throat. 
 
    Roger looked up and Gina swiveled her head. 
 
    “Instead of demanding decisions from Roger while he is experiencing a certain degree of confusion we need to focus on helping him understand what has happened, and that there are a lot of benefits to being a woman.” She chuckled. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It just struck me as odd. Usually I talk to people who are considering changing their sex. We have arguments, and sometimes I ask questions designed to make them see various obstacles on their path, and prepare them…but this time the operation has already happened. Nothing I can say one way or another.” 
 
    She studied Roger. “It’s already happened. Like it or not a decision has been reached.” 
 
    “But it’s my sex!” he blurted, obviously upset. 
 
    “It’s an accident, and it’s happened. Shall we pick up the pieces?” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    The good doctor leaned forward. “I understand. Believe me, I understand. But I want you, and you, Mrs. Johnson, to write down a list of pros and cons to being a woman.” 
 
    She pushed two pieces of paper across her desk along with two pens. 
 
    Roger and Gina sat, using magazines for support, and wrote two lists on the papers. 
 
    Well, Gina wrote. Roger stared. He was thinking, but he was also in the middle of it, and he couldn’t think of anything. 
 
    After five minutes Dr. Haroldson collected the sheets of paper and put them in front of her. 
 
    “Very good.” 
 
    “How can it be good? I couldn’t think of anything.” 
 
    “It’s good because you’re concerned that you couldn’t think of anything. Roger, you’re doing well. Just take a few breaths, relax, and let’s consider this question.” 
 
    Roger stared at her for a moment, then sort of settled back. Dr. Haroldson took that as agreement. 
 
    “Okay, Mrs. Johnson. We’ll start with you.” 
 
    Roger snorted and Jan smiled. 
 
    “Fun things. Dancing. Putting on make up. Teasing men. Wearing dresses. Telling Roger no when you have a headache.”  
 
    The doctor looked up and cocked an eye at her. 
 
    “Well, it is. Denying a man gives one a sense of…of power.” 
 
    The doctor wrote at the bottom of Jan’s list one word. ‘Power.’ 
 
    “What do you think so far, Roger?” 
 
    “I don’t know. It’s sort of…it’s…frivolous.” 
 
    “What?” Gina glared at him. 
 
    “I’m sorry! That’s how I feel.” 
 
    “You think I’m frivolous?” 
 
    “No! Just some of the things you do…” 
 
    They went back and forth for a moment, and Haroldson let them. It was open communication. For her counseling to work she needed them in open communication. 
 
    Finally, she interrupted, “So, Gina, what are some things that Roger does that you think are frivolous?” 
 
    Again the Johnson’s went at it. And again Dr. Haroldson bided her time, let them get it out. 
 
    At the end of the hour, though they had argued harshly about ‘frivolous things,’ they were actually smiling. 
 
    Haroldson noted that this was the first sign of humor she had seen from Roger. She took advantage of the moment. 
 
    “So we’ll meet again on Thursday, same time, and your homework is to think of things you can do together with both of you as women.” 
 
    Roger frowned, and the doctor narrowed in. 
 
    “Like it or not, Roger, you’re going through changes. It’s going to be a different world for you. Your skin will change, you’ll develop breasts, you’ll grow your hair and you have to start learning how to be a woman.” 
 
    Roger made a moue. 
 
    Jan lightened the moment by saying the one thing neither of them expected. With a wry grin she brought up the elephant in the room. “And don’t shoot yourself.” 
 
    She said it just right, and they both lurched, then they smiled. 
 
    “I won’t, doc, unless your bill is too high.” 
 
    Laughing, the session was over. 
 
      
 
    Home life. 
 
    A change. 
 
    And more changes. 
 
    Roger looked in his closet, got out jeans and a jacket. 
 
    “It’s not cold, why the jacket?” Gina asked. 
 
    “Because I won’t be able to wear it when I…when I…you know.” 
 
    “Change into a woman?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Say it, Roger. It’s going to happen. In fact, it’s already happened. So say it.” 
 
    He stared at her, then, almost defiantly, he said, “I won’t be able to wear this jacket when I turn into a woman.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Because I won’t be a man.” 
 
    “Maybe you haven’t noticed, but women wear men’s clothing all the time. It’s one of the unfair things in the world. Women can wear men’s clothing, but men can’t wear women’s clothing.” 
 
    This didn’t make Roger happy. He just frowned at his jacket. 
 
    She took the jacket out of his hands and put it on. “Hey, this is a pretty nice fit. If you’re going to get rid of it can I have it?” 
 
    He actually got a twitch in his right eye from the question. 
 
    Gina giggled. “You look funny right now.” 
 
    He said, “You know, I’ve never been one of these big guys. I’m slender, thin chest, and maybe now I know why.” 
 
    She nodded. “Sounds logical.” 
 
    “So how come you…you fell in love with a guy like me?” 
 
    She looked at him. “What do you mean…’a guy like you?’ 
 
    “I mean a guy like me. I’ve never been particularly manly, and now we find out I’m a freak.” 
 
    She gave a lop sided grin. “Yeah, but you’re my freak.” Then she spoke seriously. “Women fall in love with two types of guys. Either bad boys or the softie. I chose the softie.” 
 
    “Softie,” he snorted. “Looks like I’m going real soft on you now.” 
 
    She mused. “It’s weird. We make love, and now…” she shrugged. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Just that it all happened so fast.” 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    He looked away. “Nothing.” 
 
    “Bull. Talk.” 
 
    He didn’t. 
 
    “The doctor said open communication. Talk.” 
 
    He sighed. He didn’t want to talk. But he said, “How will we make love.” 
 
    She waited. 
 
    “I can’t screw you. We’d be like two Lesbians.” 
 
    She smiled. “That’s supposed to make me unhappy?” 
 
    He tilted his head.  
 
    “There are dildos. There are strap ons. Hell, we fist each other if you want. And if you really want to classify us as Lesbian, knock yourself out. 
 
    It was not the answer Roger expected. It seemed like nothing was the way he expected these days. They were supposed to have kids, grandchildren, live a life of fun and ease. 
 
    Now? 
 
    “Stop feeling sorry for yourself.” 
 
    But he couldn’t, and he left the room. 
 
      
 
    Every day was a trial for Roger. He dressed like a man, and every time he pulled his pants up he was aware of the vacancy between his legs. 
 
    He sat down to pee. 
 
    His chest felt pudgy. 
 
    Work was no problem. He did his work at home, and even though the COVID scare was over, the company liked him working at home. 
 
    But he did have to talk to his boss…and his insurance company. 
 
    “What do you mean you don’t cover sex changes?” 
 
    “Sorry, Roger. But it explicitly states in your policy that we will not support any change of gender operations or procedures.” 
 
    “I didn’t get a sex change. I had a biological accident and lost my dick. Nobody changed me.” I changed myself, he thought. 
 
    “Be that as it may, we’re not going to…” blah, blah, blah. 
 
    But when Roger’s lawyer called the insurance company their attitude changed. Aside from the fact that Roger did not get a sex change, he just…changed, there was also the consideration of bad advertising. In a LGTBQ friendly world the insurance company didn’t want to risk bad publicity. 
 
    So Roger was covered. 
 
    His boss was a lot easier to work with. In fact, he made a joke at their first and only meeting. “I’ll run it up to the top, but I wouldn’t worry. Filling out numbers and checking contracts is not a gender specific job.” He grinned, “I’m going to say something, please don’t take it wrong, but…what if the company used you to fulfill minority requirements with the government?” 
 
    Roger blinked, then he actually chuckled. It was a Bizarro world. “Sure. I guess.” 
 
    They then went out and had a beer and talked over old times. 
 
    For Roger it was bitter sweet, because he doubted, once he started looking like a woman, that he could go out with the guys and have a beer. 
 
    Well, maybe he could, but it would be weird. That, he knew. 
 
      
 
    His body was changing. Slowly, he didn’t notice it day to day, but week to week he did. His chest was getting pudgier, more fat in the pectoral area. This embarrassed him and one day Gina caught him binding his chest. 
 
    “What the fuck are you doing?” 
 
    “Hiding my tits,” he admitted somewhat bitterly. 
 
    “And why, may I ask, are you hiding your boobs?” 
 
    He looked at her. They were in the bedroom and she faced him squarely, her hands on her hips. 
 
    “I still look like a guy. I’m embarrassed. I…” 
 
    She snickered. “You’re afraid of wearing a bra.” 
 
    “No!…well, maybe.” 
 
    Come on, my big, brave man. Let’s get feminine.” 
 
    She took the Ace bandage from him and tossed it aside. 
 
    Roger watched her, discouraged, sad, and she rummaged through her drawer. 
 
    Gina muttered, “Where is it…where…AH!” She lifted up a bra. “I ordered a package of bras on the net and this one was hidden in all the others. It doesn’t have cups, it’s a training bra.” 
 
    “A training bra?” 
 
    “Yep. A full grown training bra. Young girls wear them when they first start budding.” She handed it to him. 
 
    “Go on. Put it on.” 
 
    He held it, stared at it, was abashed. “I don’t—“ 
 
    “Come on, ya big sissy.” 
 
    At that word, sissy, Roger panicked. He tossed the bra back and said, “No!” 
 
    Gina knew she’d gone too far, but there was nothing to do but burrow on through. She picked up the bra and moved to him. 
 
    “Okay. I’m sorry. You’re not a sissy. But you know this is one of those things you’re going to have to confront. You can’t not wear a bra all your life.” 
 
    He blinked. It was a weird sounding sentence. 
 
    “Come on,” she put it around his waist, and for the first time since his ‘accident’ he felt her body in a sexual way. 
 
    She felt it, and she stopped, and they looked at each other. 
 
    “Fuck,” he said. “What am I supposed to do.” 
 
    “Go with it,” she whispered, and she kissed him. 
 
    There are a lot of different ways to kiss. Men can kiss their mother on the cheek, or even on the lips, and there is absolutely no sex at all. Lots of love, but no sex. But when a man kisses a woman and there is sexual vibes, he gets a boner. 
 
    But Roger had no bone to boner up. 
 
    But he felt the sex. He felt that delicious intimacy that surrounds the fact of rubbing a bone. He felt the lust of the kiss. 
 
    No boner. 
 
    Fuck! 
 
    He stepped back, but looked at his wife hungrily. “I don’t know what to do.” 
 
    “Let me show you.” 
 
    She took his hand and led him to bed. She undressed him, and marveled at his pussy. It was real, it was beautiful. Sure, there were a couple of lines on the sides from scalpels, but as his vagina developed these tended to fade. 
 
    She gave a nervous laugh. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’ve never been with a woman before.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    She looked up at him. “I never thought about it, but now that I am, it’s exciting. I feel like my chest is going to overflow with energy.” 
 
    They stared at each other for a moment, then the heat got to them. Gina grabbed Roger and pushed him off balance, wrestled him onto the bed. They lay next to each other and kissed. Slowly. Stunned, but starting to realize that it was a situation that needed to be taken advantage of. 
 
    She put her hands on his chest and felt the budding of his boobs. They were small, just little lumps, but they were obviously breasts. 
 
    He felt hers, and grinned. He had no trouble identifying her large tits. He kissed her nipples and she moaned and held his head to her chest. 
 
    They went back to kissing, and she moved his hand down to her pussy. He cupped her mons and squeezed it rhythmically. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” she whimpered, feeling the heat surge out from her vagina. 
 
    “How big are my tits going to be?” he asked. 
 
    “Monstrous. You’ll have to be careful you don’t fall forward. When you stop moving forward you’re going to have to lean back and yell, “Whoa!” 
 
    He laughed. 
 
    She touched his vagina. He jerked and his face showed his panic. 
 
    “Easy, lad,” she whispered. “It’s just a pussy.” 
 
    “But…” he gulped. “Okay…” 
 
    She slithered down his body, rubbing it with her hands. She held her face above his pussy for a long moment. Then she touched his clitoris. It was small, just starting out, and when he gasped she said, “This is your clitoris. I’m going to kiss it.” 
 
    He gulped again. “Okay.” His voice sounded like frog whispering. 
 
    She touched her lips to his pussy. She took his clitoris gently in her mouth and sucked. 
 
    He groaned, was astounded by the richness of feeling that was assailing him. 
 
    She ran a finger up his slit, pushing the labia to the sides as she went. 
 
    “This is your labia.” She licked him, her tongue trailing up the moist pinkness. 
 
    He found himself tightening up, and he had to remind himself to relax. As she kept licking him he found it easier and easier. It felt so good. 
 
    “I’m going to put my finger in you.” 
 
    She did, and he managed not to slam his legs together. 
 
    She slowly, ever so slowly, moved her finger in and out. 
 
    “This is what a dick feels like, but a lot bigger.” 
 
    “Is bigger better?” 
 
    “Yes.”
“Was I big enough?” 
 
    “You were.” 
 
    “But you wanted more.” 
 
    She glanced up at him with a smile, “Every girl wants more.” 
 
    Now watching his face, she ran her finger around the rim of his pussy. He twitched and found himself grabbing handfuls of sheet. 
 
    She grinned. “Pretty nice, eh?” 
 
    “Uh huh,” he could hardly talk for the sensations shooting up from his groin. 
 
    “Would you like to eat mine?” 
 
    He nodded. Truth, he would have preferred her eating him to an orgasm, but he didn’t know if he could have an orgasm, and he was a considerate lover. 
 
    She crawled up next to him and they smooched, then he started to slide down. 
 
    He spent time kissing and sucking on her nipples, going from nipple to nipple, palpating them with his hands. 
 
    He was very aware that he had masculine hands. 
 
    Then he dove for the pussy. 
 
    He duplicated her maneuvers on him, sucking the clitoris, rubbing along the slit, then finally finger banging her. 
 
    “Use more fingers,” she urged, lost in the heat. 
 
    He used two fingers. He had more strength now and he really rimmed her. She groaned and felt her breasts, pulled on her nipples. Her hips were humping into the air. 
 
    “More!” 
 
    Three fingers, and her hips corkscrewed and fucked his fingers. Having just been finger banged himself, Roger now knew what to do, what gave the most pleasure.  
 
    “More!” 
 
    Now he had four fingers in her, his thumb was sticking straight up and he jacked her, no longer soft, now hard. 
 
    “Yes! Yes!” She cried. Her moans filled the room and her hips gyrated wildly. She suddenly stopped, was gasping for breath, and spoke at him. “I want your fist.” 
 
    “They had never done that, but the Lesbian aspect of their love making was turning her on as she never been turned on. 
 
    He gulped and nodded. 
 
    She lay back and spread her legs wide. 
 
    He slid his four fingers out of her, added his thumb to the mix, and slid them back into her. 
 
    He went into her easily. She cried out and began thrashing up and down. 
 
    He closed his hand to make a fist. She could feel the size of him inside her.  
 
    He was moving slowly, scared he’d hurt her, but she just kept moving her hips, trying to get more, and he began to speed up. 
 
    She gripped his wrist, arched her back, and he punched inside her pussy. 
 
    “FUCK!” she wailed. “FUCK!” 
 
    She came hard. From twisting and writhing to locked up, frozen, as the white hot spasms shot through her. 
 
    Roger held still, and she bucked and bucked, her eyes closed tightly. 
 
    Then it was over. she lay back, breathing hard, and just lay there. Finally, she opened her eyes and looked at him. “You can take it out now.” 
 
    He did, moving slowly, and she closed her eyes and groaned again, then his fist slipped out of her. 
 
    “Holy fuck,” she whispered. “We need to do that again. How’d you like that?” 
 
    “Incredible.” 
 
    “Some day I’ll do that to you.” 
 
    He stared at her and couldn’t figure out whether he was more scared or anticipating.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Roger stood in front of the mirror and stared at himself. It had been two months since he had lost his manhood, and he could see the changes that had happened pretty easily. 
 
    His butt flared out and his ass was round. He was stunned, and wondered if he could twerk. His ass wasn’t flabby, but it wasn’t the solid buns he had had when he was a man. 
 
    The flare of butt had caused his waist to look smaller. And that had caused his thin chest to look bigger. 
 
    His boobs were really coming in now. They were little mountains. they still had a ways to go, but he felt sure they would be bigger than Gina’s. 
 
    The most amazing transformation, however, was in his face. 
 
    He didn’t have to shave, and his skin had softened up. His cheek bones were more visible as the fat redistributed. His hair was long and he brushed it to back. When he brushed it to the sides his face looked even more feminine, and Gina was after him to let her style it. 
 
    He didn’t want to. There was still a part of him, in spite of all the meetings with Dr. Haroldson that thought he was still a man. That denied his pussy, no matter how much Gina played with it, sucked it, fingered him. 
 
    He still hadn’t had an orgasm, and that was very frustrating. 
 
    He had heard that women had a rough time having orgasms, not like men, who just shot their wad; not like himself who had spurted at the least provocation. 
 
    “What’s happening, honey?” Gine came into the bedroom from the bathroom. She had just showered and was drying her hair with a fluffy towel. 
 
    Gina kept her hair mid length. Long enough to rub a dub and only look like she had a shaggy haircut. But she wanted him to grow it long. Real long. Down his back long. 
 
    “Nothing,” he said, heading for his closet. 
 
    He looked at his clothes. Slowly, the male clothes stopped fitting him. He had thrown out half his wardrobe. On the other side of the closet Gina had started hanging dresses and blouses and such. And she had placed several pairs of shoes on the floor under his dresses. 
 
    She followed him in. Watched him pick out a pair of tighty whities. “When are you going to give up.” 
 
    He held the underpants and turned to her. He was aware that he looked sad, and he tried not to, but how do you deny your emotions? 
 
    “Give up being who I am?” 
 
    “Give up resisting who you are becoming.” 
 
    They stared at each other, then she got a wicked grin on her face. They were both naked, and she was brushing her hair. She stepped into him, put her mouth to his and began chewing on his lips. 
 
    His lips, which were plumper by the day, growing more curvy. And his eyes were softer, almost dewy. 
 
    He kissed back and she pressed against him, pushed him against the back wall. 
 
    He tripped and fell against the wall, and was in a momentarily vulnerable position. “Hey!” 
 
    She put the handle of her hairbrush against his pussy and pushed it. 
 
    He gasped as he felt the smooth, wooden handle penetrate. It felt like a charge of electricity, but a very nice charge of electricity, except that he was scared. 
 
    She put her forearm against his throat, further immobilizing him. She snarl/whispered into his face, “I’ve had enough of your whiny bullshit.” 
 
    “Take it out!” But inside he wanted to squirm, to wiggle, to get more.  
 
    “No way. In fact, if you don’t agree to let me outfit you right now, transform you right now, make you the gorgeous, beautiful creature that God wants you to be, then I’m going to shove this handle up your pussy until you cum.” 
 
    His feet were extended, his back against the wall, his arms clutched at her arm which was pushing on his throat, but he couldn’t do anything about the way she was moving the hair brush handle into him. 
 
    “Please don’t!” he begged. “It hurts!” 
 
    She laughed, a wild gleam in her eyes. 
 
    “I know it doesn’t hurt, I know it feels good. I know because I’ve fucked myself with it before. Feel the smooth handle? It’s shaped like a butt plug, but longer. Long enough to give you a woman sized thrill. Are you ready for that? Are you ready for your first real dildo fuck?” 
 
    His arms scrabbled at her forearm, her other arm pushed harder. He felt the handle inserting, sliding into him. The smooth wood sliding against his soft tissues, and like hot air slides against cold air, he felt like he was about to experience lightening. 
 
    “Don’t…don’t.” 
 
    She had it fully inside him now. She began to move it, to move it around like she was stirring his insides. 
 
    “How do you like having a pussy now? Is it so bad?” 
 
    “Gah…” 
 
    She lightened the pressure on his throat and whispered. “This is the same as my fingers, just bigger and better shaped. Stop fighting it. Give it up and go with it.” 
 
    Suddenly Roger groaned and grunted, and he felt a series of little pops deep inside. 
 
    Delicious pops. Little mousetraps that caused his hips to jerk. 
 
    It wasn’t a big orgasm…it was a bunch of little ones. Intuitively he knew that he wasn’t ready for a big one. He wasn’t ready to lose his mind, and he knew that’s what would happen. 
 
    “Okay…okay…” 
 
    Gina pressed against him again, took her arm down, and gently extracted the hair brush from his pussy. 
 
    He was having a hard time breathing. She moved back and pulled him back to his feet. 
 
    “It wasn’t a real dick, it wasn’t really shaped like a dick, but you had some orgasms, didn’t you?” 
 
    He nodded, and was ashamed and embarrassed and, in an odd way, pleased. He felt like he had just passed some kind of test. 
 
    “Okay. Let’s get you fixed up. It’s time you found your feminine side and embraced it.” 
 
    She led him by the hand. She sat him down at the vanity table. She sat next to him and put his hand on the table. As she sorted through her nail kit she said, “What was it like, cumming like a woman?” 
 
    “It was…nice.” 
 
    “Hunh!” snorted Gina. “Nice, he says. She says. We haven’t talked about your pronouns yet. But I saw the look on your face. Tell me what happened.” 
 
    Roger stared as she fit long, oval fingernails over his, then put them down and started prepping his fingers. 
 
    “It was like a string of little pops.” 
 
    “Ha! You got the firecrackers. Wait until you get the dynamite. You’re going to go out of your mind. You won’t even know who you are.” 
 
    “That’s what I’m scared of.” 
 
    She looked at him. 
 
    “Of losing myself. It’s so different. As a man I just grunt and shoot. And it is like shooting a gun. What you did, it was like getting shot, but all over.” 
 
    She nodded. “Yeah. We’re different, but from everything I’ve heard and read the female orgasm is much better than the male orgasm.” 
 
    Roger didn’t comment to that. He watched as she filed and shaped and pushed the cuticles back. 
 
    “Do we have to do that?” 
 
    She answered, “Did you know that you are self lubricating?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “When I fucked you with the hairbrush you were moist. You were excreting lubricant. That’s how I knew you really wanted it. No more vaseline for you. Unless we do your asshole, of course.” 
 
    “Do my…no!” 
 
    “Don’t knock it till you’ve tried it.” 
 
    “But…no.” 
 
    She laughed and put a dab of glue on the back of a fake nail and pressed it onto his finger. She held it, and within thirty seconds it was set. 
 
    “I’m using good glue, not the cheap stuff that some nails come with. These won’t lift, but you’ll have to relearn how to use your hands.” 
 
    “How do you mean?” 
 
    “You’ll have to figure out how to pick up a penny. You’ll have to pick up things using the pads of your fingers, and your fingers will stick out a bit. Hell, you’ll even have to learn how to wipe your butt.” She giggled. 
 
    “You like doing this? This make up stuff?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. When I was a girl we’d have slumber parties and put make up on, and on each other, and it was fun. It was intimate and close and fun.” 
 
    “And did any of the girls…you know?” 
 
    “We made out. One would be the boy and one would be the girl and we’d practice and talk about what we were doing, figuring everything out.” 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    She was painting his fingernails with shiny, red polish. The fruity smell filled the room. It was pungent, but sweet and nice at the same time. 
 
    She looked up at him. “Don’t sniff too much. Nail polish kills brain cells.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “If you smell it too much. Yes. It can cause problems in all sorts of things. Old women who have trouble walking may have worn too much nail polish during their lifetime.” 
 
    “You’re kidding.” 
 
    “Actually, no. But I wouldn’t worry about it. It takes a long time and a lot of polish.” 
 
    “So women who are all pretty and have nice nails are brain dead.” 
 
    She bit her lip and held in the laughter. “You’re such an asshole.” 
 
    For the first time a hint of a smile came out. 
 
    His hands were done with the polish, three coats, so she began putting on lacquer to make the nails harder. 
 
    He looked at his other hand, turning it this way and that and inspecting the nails. “That is weird.” 
 
    “Beautifully weird,” she said. 
 
    “Like claws.” 
 
    “Meow,” she agreed. 
 
    Done with his fingernails she sat down on the floor crosslegged and did his toenails. 
 
    He watched, and the oddest thing. Sitting like that, with her at his feet, head bowed, he had a phantom hard on. 
 
    People lose limbs and think they feel them. He suddenly felt like he had his cock. But there was nothing there. Just his mind. 
 
    “Okay, let’s put some good underwear on you.” 
 
    They went into the closet and she showed him what she had bought him. 
 
    He had been wearing the training bra, but it was obviously past that time. He needed real support. 
 
    She gave him a half bra, very wispy material, very sexy. That’s real support? he wondered. 
 
    He put it on and gazed down at the way his nipples peeked over the edge of the bra. His nipples were getting bigger. “It’s not very comfortable.” 
 
    “We just have to adjust it.” As she worked over the straps and fitted the bra to his figure she said, “There are a ton of different bras. Strapless, sports, balconet, triangle, demi…we’ll play with them all until we find your preferences and what makes you look good.” 
 
    “I think I’m more interested in comfort than looking good.” 
 
    She just laughed. “You silly goose. There. How does that feel?” 
 
    He looked down, his tits looked even bigger. He gave a couple of little jumps and his boobs jiggled up and down, but stayed in the bra. “It’s actually comfortable.” 
 
    “Chalk one up for half bras. We’ll try this one again, but I think you’ll need bigger cups. You’re a healthy girl, you know.” 
 
    It was the first time she had ever referred to him as a girl. 
 
    “Should I not say that?” she said, noting the consternation on his face. 
 
    “No…I guess…I guess it’s all right.” 
 
    She nodded. “Okay. Panties. Try this thong on.” 
 
    He looked at the triangle and thin rope.  
 
    She laughed at the expression on his face. “It’s not like you have to hold your package up or anything.” 
 
    “Yeah. I guess.” His face looked so rueful she giggled. 
 
    “Okay, it’s nylon time.” She held out a dangling pair of nylons and he took them. “You’ve seen me do it, just get your fingers in them and sort of roll them up your legs. He followed her instructions and was surprised. They clung to his legs, wouldn't fall, and his legs looked shiny and, dare he admit it? Sexy. 
 
    “We’ll put your shoes on later. Let’s work on your face and hair.” 
 
    He sat down at the vanity table again and watched her as she gathered bottles and brushes and stuff. 
 
    She took her time, and he watched her face, how she concentrated.  
 
    “Okay, let’s cleanse those nasty, old pores.” 
 
    She used little sponges and scrubbed his face, and the sponges turned black. 
 
    “Good, Lord!” he exclaimed, picking one up and looking at the blackness. 
 
    “That’s your blackheads and pimples and everything else that hides in your pretty, little pores.” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    She primed him, explaining every detail of what she was doing and why. 
 
    “You’re going to have to do this yourself, you know.” 
 
    He hadn’t thought about it. But he did now. 
 
    He was going to have to pay attention to make up the same way a guy paid attention to how to fix a car engine. 
 
    She put on the foundation, the blush, everything, and he watched himself in the mirror. 
 
    His face was already feminine. Now it became glowingly so. She had whitened him, made a canvas out of his face, and now she was painting on the canvas. His eyes took on color, his lashes grew longer and thicker. She trimmed his eyebrows into little arches, and he said, “I’m not going to be able to pass as a man when you’re done.” 
 
    She just brushed him off with, “Why should you?” 
 
    He looked at her, but she ignored him and kept working. She put lipstick on him and it took all he had not to try and lick it off. 
 
    Finally, make up done, she said, “We’re going to pierce your ears.” 
 
    “Wait a minute?” 
 
    “For what?” she dared him. 
 
    He knew she was bullying him, and he wanted to fight back, but the odd thing was the more feminine he looked the less assertive he felt. 
 
    I’m submitting, he thought. What’s wrong with me? 
 
      
 
    But underneath it all he knew he wasn’t wrong. As she transformed him so did his mind transform.  
 
    He felt butterflies in his stomach. He felt queasy, but it was good. He had been resisting too long. This had to happen. 
 
    “Thank you,” he blurted. 
 
    She smiled at him. “You’re welcome.” 
 
    She put holes in his lobes, then hung earrings on the lobes. Each earring was three silver strands, about an inch long, with a little, tiny diamond on the end. 
 
    She brushed his hair, styling it back, curling it around the edge of his jaw then sweeping it back. It was sort of a Dorothy Hamil look A longish bubble with a wedge in the back. It looked really good on him. 
 
    He stared at himself. He was impressed, even though he was weirded out. But the weirding out was growing less with every minute of his transformation. 
 
    Finally, Gina handed him high heels. He took them, put them on, and tried to stand up. 
 
    And almost fell, and staggered uncontrollably, and Gina laughed and held his arm. 
 
    “This is hard!” 
 
    “That’s why only women wear them.” 
 
    He side glanced her, then began working his way around the room, holding to the walls, stumbling and tripping. 
 
    Out in the hall, off the rug and onto the wood floor, he did better. He figured out how to hold his feet, how to place his feet, and he stood in the doorway at one point and just practiced putting his feet down to make the clicking sound. 
 
    For an hour he practiced, and when he finally started to achieve a sense of balance Gina opened the door and grabbed his arm. 
 
    “Whoa!” he said, almost tripping as he went down the steps. “What are you doing?” 
 
    “It’s not enough to be pretty, you’ve got to be seen to be pretty.” 
 
    “What?” His voice, interestingly enough, objected in a higher pitch. 
 
    He had tried to keep the manly pitch in his voice, but with all the things that were happening he couldn’t remember, and he sounded exactly like a woman. 
 
    “We’re going for a drive.” 
 
    “What? No!” He tried to turn and go back to the house, but in his heels he was no match for Gina. She kept him off balance, opened and the door and shoved him into the car, and click, click, clicked around to the driver’s side. 
 
    He opened the door and she snarled at him. “Don’t you dare.” 
 
    The look on her face, the submissive way he was feeling, he hesitated. 
 
    She started up the car and backed out, and he closed the door. 
 
    “I don’t want to do this.” 
 
    “Tough beans. I have a very important errand to run, and you’re coming with me.” 
 
    “I might come with you, but I’m not getting out of the car.” 
 
    “We’ll see,” she muttered. 
 
    She didn’t drive downtown, she drove out to a little shopping center on the old highway. Inside the shopping center was an old fashioned hamburger stand, a dress shop, an ice cream parlor, and a garage. 
 
    She parked the car and came around to his side and opened the door. She eyed him and warned him. “Get out or I’ll grab your hair and pull you out.” 
 
    He started to say no, but she started reaching for his hair and he gave up. “Okay! Okay.” 
 
    She linked her arm in his and made sure he didn’t fall on his face. She walked them into the ice cream parlor. 
 
    “This is your important errand?” 
 
    “Is there anything more important than ice cream?” she snickered. 
 
    At the counter she told the girl, “I’ll have a scoop of peppermint.” She turned to Roger. “What will you have, Roxanne?” 
 
    It felt like he had been slapped, yet he showed no reaction. Roxanne. Roxie for short. He hated it, for what it signified, loved it for the sound and appropriateness, and made himself say, “Vanilla.” 
 
    “Oh, you sissy,” Gina laughed. “Why not ruin your figure with a banana boat, three scoops, chocolate, whipped cream and a cherry.” 
 
    Defiantly, he said, “I will if you do.” 
 
    Gina turned to the girl. “We’ll have two of those, but make my ice cream peppermint.” 
 
    Roger, or Roxie, had recovered enough to say, “Mint chip for me.” 
 
    The girl got busy and they stood at the counter. There was nobody else in the shop, and Roger just stared at everything. He was almost sorry there was nobody else there. He felt weird and funny and beautiful and…he wanted to share that feeling. 
 
    He leaned towards Gina and said, “Thank you.” 
 
    “No problemo, beautiful.” 
 
    She used to say handsome. Now she said beautiful He used to wear pants, now he wore skirts. Everything was changing, and he was holding on by the fingernails, by his long, sculpted, fake finger nails. 
 
    They sat in a booth in the front, by the window, and ate their ice cream and stared at the world. 
 
    Sometimes she said something, sometimes he did. They spoke in low tones, intimate tones, and the world passed by outside. 
 
    And for the first time in a long time Roger was happy. 
 
      
 
    They arrived home and Roger was in a silent mood. He went into the kitchen and poured himself a small bourbon and Coke. “Would you like one?” 
 
    Gina inspected him. “What’s the occasion?” 
 
    “I’m going to ask for a favor.” 
 
    “Sure. I better have a big one.” 
 
    He made her drink and they sat down in the den and sipped and she asked. “Okay. What’s this big favor?” 
 
    He took a long moment to answer. He said, “I think you know.” 
 
    She knew, and she nodded. “Do you think you’re ready for this?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    And he did look determined. 
 
    “Then I’m your girl.” 
 
    They finished their drinks, then headed for the bedroom. 
 
    “Have a seat, honey, I’ll just be a minute.” 
 
    Roxanne sat on the side of the bed. She patted the mattress, bounced up and down, and then watched as Gina opened the bottom drawer of her dresser. 
 
    Gina stood up, fastened the straps around her hips and screwed the big cock into the socket. 
 
    Butterflies the size of bats fluttered in Roxanne’s stomach. 
 
    “Okay, honey. It’s time.” 
 
    Roxanne gulped and nodded. Her lips were red and her eyes gleamed. Part of her wanted to run screaming from the room. She was a he inside. She had been raised male, had male idea and attitudes, but…this had to be. 
 
    “How do we do this?” 
 
    “However we want,” Gina grinned as she sauntered towards her husband. She deliberately let her cock waggle in the air. She stopped in front of Roxanne and spoke very pleasantly. “Down on your knees, bitch.” 
 
    Roxanne found herself giggling. It was a nervous giggle, and she became aware that her voice was even higher pitched. 
 
    She slid off the bed and, looking up at Gina, got onto her knees.  
 
    Gina moved forward and thrust her cock out. 
 
    Roxanne opened her mouth, looked awkward for a second, then engulfed Gina’s prick. 
 
    Her red lips looked so sexy as she slid them up and down the shaft. 
 
    “Squeeze my balls,” murmured Gina. 
 
    Roxanne did, and Gina moaned as if she really felt like she had balls and they were being played with. 
 
    For a long minute Roxanne sucked, and the longer she sucked the more she got into it. The feeling of holding a man’s dick in her mouth, it left her with a sense of awe. If it was a real dick it might squirt right down her throat. 
 
    “Nice, honey.” Gina put her hand sunder Roxanne’s arms and lifted her, moved her back onto the bed. “You want it on all fours? Or missionary?” 
 
    Without saying a word Roxanne pushed herself back and opened her legs. 
 
    Gina crawled up on the bed and wedged between Roxanne’s legs. 
 
    Roxanne lay back and bit her lip. She wanted this…she didn’t want this…she wanted this…the arguments rolled back and forth in her head. 
 
    Gina held the tip of her penis to Roxanne’s slit and moved it up and down. 
 
    Roxanne felt the pressure mount, then Gina slipped her penis into her pussy. She stopped, halfway in, and realized: “There’s something there.” 
 
    For a second they both wondered, then Roxanne blurted. “I have a hymen!” 
 
    Gina laughed. “I’m going to pop your cherry.” 
 
    Roxanne nodded, and Gina pushed forward, a quick, hard thrust, and then she was in. All the way in. Up to the balls. A thin seep of blood trickled around the edges of her plastic peter. 
 
    Gina looked down at the coppery smell. “It’s okay.” 
 
    Roxanne nodded. She felt incredible. Her pussy was being forced open, the dick was rubbing on her nerves in the most delicious way. 
 
    “Fuck me,” she whispered. 
 
    Gina fucked her. She moved in and out. She sucked on her nipples. She bit her and slapped her and somewhere in there Roxanne began to laugh. And to cry. 
 
    Gina kissed her tears, made it all right, and kept moving her penis. 
 
    Then Roxanne felt it. Not just a little pop pop pop, but the swelling of a monster explosion, not a stick of dynamite, but a virtual atomic bomb.  
 
    She felt herself lifted up, and, finally, she gave up, let the explosion consume her. 
 
    She arched her back, groaned, and felt ripples like earthquakes run through her body. 
 
    Gina stared in wonder. This was a big one. A really big one. She held on to Roxanne and tried to keep pumping, but it was like trying to ride a hurricane. 
 
    Then the blast went away, just receded, grew less, waned, and…disappeared. 
 
    Roxanne was left gasping, staring at the ceiling, then she started to laugh. 
 
    Above her, on her, Gina laughed too, and she held Roxanne’s face and kissed her again and again. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Hey, mom!” Danny hugged his mother. “Hey Dad,” his father came down the stairs and shook his hand. 
 
    “Thanks, Danny. I know it’s not a great way to spend your summer vacation, but…thanks.” 
 
    “Heck, you guys have been talking about Europe for years. And I don’t mind spending my summer house sitting.” 
 
    His mother latched onto his arm and smiled at him. “Now you be a good boy.” 
 
    “Always.” ‘Never,’ he mouthed at his father, who chuckled. 
 
    “Grab a suitcase, Danny.” 
 
    Danny did, and the two men sauntered out to the curb. The airport shuttle was due any minute. His mother followed along, checking her purse, checking things off in her mind, trying to remember all the things she’d forgotten. 
 
    “You’ll have to clean the pool, and cut the lawn. I let the service go for the summer. And, uh…oh, there’s lots of beer in the basement, and if you don’t drink it all…” His father winked and Danny laughed. 
 
    “I’ll do my best, Dad. Security code is the same?” 
 
    “Yep. 3141. The outside key is still under the potted plant at the corner of the house, let’s see, what else…” Then he grinned. “Try not to look through the hedge on the Johnson’s side of the yard.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “They moved out and a divorcee moved in, and…” he looked around to make sure they were alone. “Woo!” He shook his hand. 
 
    Danny grinned. “I may catch a bad case of peeping eyeball this summer. Is that what you’re saying?” 
 
    His dad whispered, “Don’t be surprised if your eyeballs pop out. Just put them back in and keep looking.” 
 
    They both chuckled, and Danny was intrigued. A good looking babe on the other side of the hedge? Heck, between peeping and porn this might turn out to be a great summer. 
 
    “Here comes the bus, Harold.” 
 
    Danny and his father turned, and here came the blue shuttle. 
 
    The bus pulled up and they loaded luggage on it, and his father said, “Call if you need anything, and keep your eyes open.” 
 
    That last remark went right over Danny’s mother’s head and he grinned. 
 
    “Will do. And you and Mom say hi to the Pope for me.” 
 
    A minute later the shuttle was trucking away. Danny waved, then turned back to the house. 
 
    The house was two stories and a basement. The fridge would be well stocked, and his father had already told him about the beer. He smiled. A summer in luxury. Just what the doctor ordered. He thought he was going to have to stay in the dorm for the summer, but then this house sitting offer came through, and they even offered to pay his gas across the country and back. 
 
    Good, old Mom and Dad. 
 
    He sauntered up the walk, a worm was on the side of the walk and he stepped around it. 
 
    Live and let live. 
 
     
 
    It was cool inside the house, and the drapes were all closed. He walked through the sunken living room, up a step to the dining room, and a hard left into the kitchen. He opened the fridge and bent down to see what was what. 
 
    Lots of food. But the food was mostly shoved back, and in the front of the main shelf was a single can with a note on it. He picked up the note and looked at the can. It was a picture of a monkey with too many hands and an eyeball in the middle of its belly. ‘Golden Monkey.’ Belgian Triple. With the triple spelled tripel. 
 
    He opened the note, “Take two cans and call me in the morning.” A picture of two eyes and a smile, one of the eyes winking. 
 
    Danny smiled and opened the can. Might just as well figure out what the deal was. 
 
    He sucked the suds. It was good. More fruity than he liked, but…it had a kick to it. He wondered what he was going to feel like after a can, let alone two cans. 
 
    He sauntered down to the basement. The basement ran the length and width of the house. It had been rebuilt a couple of summers ago, and the house was now supported by metal poles and metal girders. No earthquake was going to shake this baby down. 
 
    He went to the end of the basement, past the door that was always locked, and looked into the room reserved for beer and wine. 
 
    Racks of wine stood attention, and a whole pallet of beer was in a corner. Golden Monkey. 
 
    A whole pallet! that was 100 cases. 
 
    Of course it was minus two cases, but…that was a lot of beer for the summer. 
 
    He picked up a case and brought it back to the kitchen. He tossed out the broccoli and squeezed the case into the fridge.  
 
    There! No warm beer for him! 
 
    He walked out of the sliding doors and inspected the pool. His dad must have let the service go within the last couple of days, because the pool was clean and sparkling. 
 
    He finished his beer and put the can down. He kicked off his shoes and doffed his pants and socks. He staggered a bit at one point, that Golden Monkey did have a little kick in it. Then, tossing his shirt to the side, he jumped into the pool. 
 
    Oh, heaven! 
 
    He sliced through the water, and his cock stood up and enjoyed the rush of water. He rolled on to his back and put his feet on the side ledge. He floated, watched the palm trees waving high above. He could make out the shape of a monkey with big biceps in the towering clouds. His cock was busy trying to get a suntan. 
 
    He heard splashing. 
 
    He raised his head and looked towards the hedge. 
 
    He could see flashes of flesh through the hedge as the person, hopefully the babe his father had warned him about, dove off the diving board. 
 
    Not making a sound, he moved through the water. At the side of the pool, right above the water outlet, he could see through the bottom of the hedge. He propped himself on his forearms on the side of the pool and stared through the little triangular hole. 
 
    A woman came into view, and Danny caught his breath. 
 
    She was statuesque, perfect 36 by 24 by 36. Big cups on the 36. She was stacked. 
 
    Forcing himself to take his eyes off her sexy frame Danny studied her face. Full lips, green eyes, even, happy features. 
 
    Oh, man. Boner city! 
 
    She toweled off and sat down on a lounge chair. She was naked and he could see every inch of her. And she was kind enough to spread her legs, giving him a full view of her pussy. 
 
    Oh, God! He hadn’t had any for a month. Not since his girlfriend at the Triple Pi sorority house had dumped him. 
 
    And with finals he hadn’t had the time to jerk off.  
 
    He had a full load, and this woman was stimulating him like no other. 
 
    He sighed softly, and watched as she lay back, her large breasts thrusting up into the air. He could even see that her nipples were erect. 
 
    Down below the jet of water was shooting into the pool, and it was striking him right in the groin. 
 
    God. She was hot, and the water sluicing his manhood was getting him extra hard. 
 
    He started pushing his dick into the stream of water. It was a gentle stream of water, like a blow job from a girl with a tooth ache. It felt so good. 
 
    The woman picked up a magazine and started reading it. 
 
    Danny was in heaven. He could spend all summer just staring at this lush beauty. 
 
    Now his cock was close. He pushed it closer to the jet of water, and felt his tip actually touch the water outlet. 
 
    He pushed against it a few times, he was going to cum. He was going to…his cock slipped into the hole. 
 
    His eyes opened, and suddenly the pressure on his cock died. Of course. It was stopped up and the flow would go to other water outlets. 
 
    He eased back, then stopped. His cock wasn’t coming out! 
 
    He pushed back a little and stared through the clear water. 
 
    Just the tip of his cock, and maybe an inch, were all that were in the outlet, but…he couldn’t get out. 
 
    He wiggled his hips, tried to loosen the connection. Nothing. He reached down with his hand and pulled. He pressed on the side of his cock and tried to edge his finger into the hole. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    That was the moment he started to panic. How the fuck had this happened! How could he get loose? What was he going to do? 
 
    Okay…okay. Calm down. The solution is simple. His dick just had to go limp. It was stuck because it was too big, so make it small. 
 
    He put his head down and breathed. He tried to think of other things. He tried to forget that his cock was caught as if in a bear trap.               
 
    Baseball. He should think of baseball. 
 
    Except that baseball had balls in it. And a bat. And his cock just wouldn’t take a hint and relax. 
 
    He struggled some more. Pulled until he thought the roots of his cock were going to snap and he would be left without a dick. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    His dick was lodged in the outlet so firmly it might as well have been glued! 
 
    What could he do? 
 
    He had images of himself being found in the fall. His parents would come out and see his skeleton floating in the pool. 
 
    Then, staring at nothing while his imagination ran riot, he saw the solution. It was right on the other side of the hedge. It was that gorgeous babe with no clothes on. 
 
    He opened his mouth to yell, then stopped. 
 
    If he yelled at her when she had no clothes on she might bolt. 
 
    Okay. Just yell help. Don’t scare her. Just yell help, and when she came to see what he needed he could talk to her. Okay. Great. 
 
    “Help!” he yelled. 
 
    The lady ignored him. Kept reading her magazine. 
 
    “HELP!” 
 
    She read, and one hand went up to adjust her…earplugs! She was listening to music. 
 
    “HELP!” He screamed. 
 
    She took one ear plug out and looked around. 
 
    “Please, lady! Help me!” 
 
    The woman on the other side of the hedge looked at the hedge, but she couldn’t see through the little triangular opening. “Who are you? Where are you? 
 
    “I’m on the other side of the hedge! I’m your neighbor.” 
 
    She peered at the hedge, took the other ear bud out and stood up. 
 
    She was incredible. Her breasts pointed at him, jutting out, the tips like eyes.  
 
    “Yes! You’re look at me! I’m in my parent’s pool on the other side of the hedge. I…I need help!” 
 
    She had no expression on her beautiful face as she rounded the pool. She walked along the hedge and when she passed the little peephole Danny yelled, in a lower voice, “Yes. Right here. I’m stuck in the pool.” 
 
    She went up on tip toes and tried to look through the leaves. 
 
    “No, look through the bottom.” 
 
    She lowered herself, squatted, and he could see, for a moment, the gape of her hole. She was shaved bare, her lips spread a bit and he could see the pink of her. Then she was looking at him. 
 
    She had the most amazing green eyes. Sparkling, scintillating, perceptive. 
 
    “Well, well.” She smiled, her lush, red lips curving to show a slice of even, white teeth. “Are you a peeping Tom?” 
 
    “No! No! But I’m stuck. I can’t get out.” 
 
    Danny was holding himself up with his arms folded on the cement, he couldn’t move up or down. 
 
    She tilted her head slightly. “I’ve heard of people so fat they couldn’t get out of a bath tub…but a pool? And you don’t look all that fat.” 
 
    “Look, look…” his voice was sounding a bit ragged now, having to explain his situation. “I was swimming and I rested here for a moment, and…and I got stuck in the water outlet on the side of the pool. 
 
    “You got stuck.” Her perfectly plucked eyebrows raised up in disbelief. 
 
    “Yes! I swear, I’m not making this up. I’m Danny, Harold’s son. I’m watching the house while they’re in Europe. I’m really stuck and I don’t know what to do.” 
 
    She studied him, her tongue flicked out to lick her lips quickly. She said, “What part of you, exactly, is stuck?” 
 
    Talk about red faces, Danny could have put a tomato to shame. “My…my….it’s…my penis.” 
 
    “Your penis is stuck in the water outlet,” her voice was even. 
 
    “Yes, oh, God. Please, I’m sorry…I don’t know how to get it out.” 
 
    For a long minute she studied his torture face. 
 
    “Well, Danny, son of Harold, I don’t know if I believe you. I mean, here I am, all naked, and a strange man is trying to get me into his yard.” 
 
    “Please! I’m sorry! I know it sounds crazy, but…” he blathered on and on, and little tears appeared at the corner of his eyes. 
 
    She sighed. “I should call the fire department.” 
 
    “No! No!” That was too embarrassing to think about. 
 
    “Well, what do you want me to do?” 
 
    “I…there’s got to be something. Please.” 
 
    “Well…I suppose I could at least inspect the situation, but if you’re just trying to get me within reach, you better know that I’m bringing a baseball bat.” 
 
    “Okay. Okay.” He sobbed openly. 
 
    She rose up and he heard her walking away. She was wearing cork high heeled sandals, no click, but he could still hear the padding sound she made. 
 
    A minute passed, then he heard the side gate opening. She came up the side yard. She was wearing a robe that looked more like a chemise and carrying a short Louisville Slugger. He looked at her and gulped. Up close she was even more gorgeous. Her skin was fine and slightly tanned, her hair sparkled in the sunlight. Her red lips looked moist and…and kissable! 
 
    “Thank you,” he blurted. 
 
    She sidled up along the edge of the pool, eyes watching everywhere. 
 
    “So how are you stuck?” 
 
    He straightened his arms out, holding on with his hands and she moved forward and looked down. 
 
    “You weren’t kidding.” She sounded a little awed, yet there was a bit of humor at the corners of her plump mouth. 
 
    “No! I’m sorry…I…” 
 
    “So how did a healthy looking young man manage to put his dick in a hole?” 
 
    Yes. She was laughing. Not obviously, but he caught her attitude. 
 
    “I just…I…” 
 
    She got down on her hands and knees and looked back through the hedge. She nodded and grinned. “So you are a peeping Tom.” She looked at him. “Admit it. You were looking at me.” 
 
    He had to admit it, the proof was there. “I…just for a second. I happened to notice and…and I just got too close to the side of the pool.” 
 
    “I’ll bet you did.” She sat on the side of the pool, her legs in the water, the edges of her robe getting wet. He could see right through the front of the robe and gulped again. Her tits were astounding. So perfectly shaped. 
 
    She didn’t seem to care that he was looking. In fact, she grinned wider when she saw him noticing. 
 
    “So what am I supposed to do?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Pull me out?” 
 
    She chuckled. “Trying to get a hand job. That’s lame.” 
 
    “No! How about getting some sort of oil and trying to get it in there?” 
 
    “Well, I suppose that’s a possibility. But I’d still have to touch your cock.” 
 
    “Oh, God!” 
 
    “Well, I can see that you’re a bit worried. Maybe your cock will have to be amputated. How old are you?” 
 
    “Nineteen.” 
 
    “So young. Too young to have his cock taken off.” She sighed. “Do you have some sort of oil?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Maybe kitchen oil will work? Olive oil?” 
 
    She rose up. “Don’t go away.” She sashayed around the pool. He watched her walk and groaned. Her ass was so lush and perfect and it swayed so suggestively. 
 
    She tossed a grin at him, as if knowing what he was seeing. 
 
    It made his cock even harder, and that meant he was lodged even firmer. Fuck! 
 
    She disappeared into the house, then came out a minute later She was holding a bottle of cooking oil. As she walked along the side of the pool she didn’t even seem to care that her robe hung open. He had a full view of her pussy and her tits, and she just grinned. 
 
    He realized, at that moment, that she was a cock teaser. 
 
    But, cock teaser or not, she was his sole hope. 
 
    She knelt down, opened the bottle and held it out. “Open your hand.” 
 
    He did, and she poured a glob of oil into his palm. 
 
    He reached down and tried to push oil into the outlet. His dick, of course, was in the way, and the water rinsed the oil off. He got almost nothing into the outlet. 
 
    He looked up at her, the expression on his face like a hurt puppy dog’s. 
 
    “Oh, stuff,” she muttered. She slipped the robe off her shoulders and let it fall on the cement. She stepped into the pool, went down quickly and rose up. 
 
    She shook her head and blinked. “Well, I always wondered if this waterproof make up worked.” 
 
    She reached for the side of the pool, hoisted herself half up. She was next to him, and his cock was harder than ever. She was breathtakingly beautiful. 
 
    She poured a glop of the cooking oil in her hand, grinned at him, and dunked down. 
 
    He felt her hands on his legs, holding herself in position. She tried to get her hand in from the side, but that wouldn’t work. 
 
    Thirty seconds of trying and she surfaced. She held on to the pool and poured another bit of oil into her palm. She smiled at him. “You’re much too big to be playing around with small holes.” 
 
    He started to say something, but she gulped in air and descended. 
 
    She went between his legs this time. She hooked one arm around his leg and he felt her tits on his flesh. Her other hand went under his balls, and he gasped, then he felt her trying to push a slender finger between his cock and the wall on the inside of the outlet. 
 
    She was careful, but it pinched and he tried not to yelp. 
 
    After thirty seconds of trying she rose up again. This time she held onto his shoulder, and now her large breasts were pressed against his arm and side. 
 
    “Lordy. Either that hole is too tight, or you’re too big. Which is it?” 
 
    He stumbled over words and she laughed. 
 
    She hung onto him then, and just took in air. 
 
    Suddenly she ducked down again. She didn’t get any more oil, she just ducked down, and he suddenly felt her handling his balls, feeling the base of his cock, the shaft of his cock. 
 
    He whimpered. It felt so good, but it was probably just sticking him in the hole harder. 
 
    She rose up, held on to him. Her face was close to him and he could feel her nipples brushing against his body. “I’ve got an idea.” 
 
    He looked at her hopefully. 
 
    “It may seem a bit odd, maybe even uncomfortable, but I think it will work.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She transferred her hands to the side of the pool, and he instantly missed the warmth and feel of her hot flesh. 
 
    She poured the oil all over her fingers, grinned, “Here goes nothing,” and ducked down. 
 
    Again she slithered down his body. Again she examined his balls, then he realized she was just getting them out of the way. She grabbed his cock with one hand, and put the other hand to his crack, and…SHE STUCK HER FINGER UP HIS ASS! 
 
    Danny cried out. It didn’t hurt. It actually felt good. But to be invaded like that, without any warning. 
 
    Then he felt her finger moving around inside him, and she began pressing on something. Rhythmically. And he felt the sudden urge to pee. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” His voice sounded very alone in the backyard. 
 
    She rose up, gasped for air, but managed to keep her finger in his anus. 
 
    “What are you…” 
 
    Too late. She ducked down again. 
 
    And moved her finger around and found that little bump inside. She pressed it and pressed it and pressed it. And Danny suddenly felt a goofy lassitude assail him. 
 
    She surfaced, breathed, went down again. And pressed into his ass harder. That spot. Pressing. And he felt lazy and sort of good, and everything was right. Didn’t matter that he was stuck in a hole in—his penis popped out. 
 
    She surfaced, laughing. “I knew it!” 
 
    She climbed up the side of the pool and reached a hand down for him. 
 
    He felt so lazy, he just wanted to lay there and float, but he took her hand and she lifted, and he helped, and he came out of the pool. 
 
    His cock was slack now. 
 
    He was yawning, like after a good masturbatory session, and he said, “What did you…how did you do that?” 
 
    “I’ll tell you in a second. First, let’s look at this poor abused member of yours.” 
 
    She knelt down and looked directly at his cock. He gasped as she grabbed his balls with one hand and touched his half soft cock with the other. 
 
    “Yes. It is big. And it looks bruised.” 
 
    She looked up at him, and he was struck by how she looked like she was about to suck his cock. But she didn’t. She just said, “Let’s get you over to my house and see about some first aid.” 
 
    He blubbered something, he wasn’t sure what, but she grabbed his arm and walked him along the side of the pool. He would have resisted, but who in their right mind would resist the most beautiful naked woman in the world leading him somewhere? 
 
    “I suppose I should consider it a compliment, that you would get so excited you would try to get your penis in such a tight hole.” 
 
    They went through the side gate, two steps behind a front hedge, and into her yard. 
 
    “But it was very foolish. You really should take better care of your cock.” 
 
    Cock. Like it was dirty, but beautifully dirty. 
 
    “I know…I, uh…” 
 
    They walked up the side of her house. Her breasts moved back and forth on his arm. 
 
    “Don’t you want your robe?” 
 
    Stupid, Danny, he chastised himself. She’s naked and you want her to get dressed? 
 
    I can get it any time. What’s important is to take care of your poor, bruised penis. 
 
    Actually, it didn’t feel all that bruised. Maybe a little sore, but… 
 
    She led him across her patio and through her sliding doors. 
 
    It was cool in her house. And it was nice. She had a comfy pair of sofas longwise, so two people could lay on them and watch the big screen over the fireplace. 
 
    “You know,” she said, as she led him up the stairs, “A young man should always take care of his dick.” 
 
    Penis, dick, cock. She used different words in different ways and it kept him off balance. Was she being crude? Medical? Polite? 
 
    She led him into her bedroom. It was large with a four poster bed and a pink canopy. It smelled of her gentle feminine products. Perfumes particular to shampoos, to make up, that made him think of his cock. 
 
    His cock was fully limp now. In spite of what had happened. 
 
    “How did you get me loose?” 
 
    “Here, sit on the bed.” 
 
    He sat on the bed, and gloried in sitting on the place where she slept, where her bare body wrapped itself in sheets and slumbered. It felt similar to feeling her underwear, smelling her delicate aroma on her dainty underthings. 
 
    She kept talking as she went into the bathroom and brought back a bottle. “I know it was invasive, but I pushed on your prostate. That releases semen, and then you got smaller.” 
 
    “Oh.” That was a new one on him. 
 
    “I hope it didn’t hurt. It’s supposed to feel good when a woman does that to a man, but considering your situation…” 
 
    “Oh, it was…yeah.” 
 
    She smiled at him and lifted up his cock. “Then it felt good?” 
 
    “Uh, well…” 
 
    “It’s supposed to feel good. Did it feel good?” She sprayed his cock with something and looked up at him. 
 
    “Well, uh…yeah. It did feel pretty good. Especially at the end.” 
 
    “That was when you leaked your sperm out. But I warn you. Losing your sperm like that…it will make you very excited…let’s call it what it is—horny. For the next few days you’re going to be feeling very frisky. Lay back.” 
 
    He lay back on the bed, and his cock was limp, and…it felt numb. 
 
    “I don’t feel anything down there.” 
 
    “You’re not supposed to. That’s a numbing spray. Now hold still.” 
 
    He held still, and though his dick was numb, he knew she was handling it. He felt something stiff bump against his balls, then it felt like she was holding his package in the ring of her fingers. She did a couple of more things and he heard…CLICK!” 
 
    “There we go. You can sit up.” 
 
    He sat, and looked down, and his mouth opened. 
 
    “It’s a chastity cage. It will stop you from getting erect. We certainly don’t want you getting erect after hurting your poor, little ding a ling.” 
 
    He looked up at her. “But…this…” 
 
    “Oh, it’s okay. I’ve got the key around here somewhere. When the bruising goes down we can take the cage off. Until then, it may be frustrating, but at least you won’t be able to get hard.” 
 
    He was flabbergasted, stunned.  
 
    “Now then, we do need to give you some medicine. And it may be a bitter pill to swallow, but you really need it.” 
 
    “Medicine?” 
 
    “Old medicine, like they had in the pioneer days. Come on.” 
 
    She took his hand and they walked out of the room. 
 
    She pulled him along, giggling, and he kept staring down at his penis. It was locked away. In prison. No way to touch it. 
 
    His balls hung free below it, but…it was weird walking. 
 
    He looked at her, completely naked, and now in no danger. He couldn’t fuck her if he wanted to. 
 
    Oddly, though he had just cum in the pool, and though his cock was locked away, he wanted to. Her body was just so unbelievably perfect. 
 
    She led him down stairs and across the big room to a small wet bar. She opened an upper cabinet and got down a bottle with a red label. It read ‘Weller Antique 107 Bourbon.’ 
 
    “You ever have hundred buck bourbon?” 
 
    He shook his head. “That’s the medicine?” 
 
    “Yep. And it’s good medicine. $129 a bottle. Let’s try a straight sip, first, to loosen up your throat.” 
 
    She poured a finger in a shot glass and handed it to him, then poured her own shot glass. 
 
    “Here’s how,” she murmured, and put the shot glass to her lips. 
 
    He watched, fascinated, as the amber liquid passed over her sexy lips. She held it in her mouth for a second, then swished it around, then swallowed. “Woo!” she shivered in appreciation. “Well?” 
 
    He raised the shot glass and, like she had done, poured it into his mouth. He closed his lips and felt a prickly, stingy hot sensation in his mouth. His eyes watered and he swished, then gulped. It burned all the way down his throat. Yet…it burned good. It didn’t hurt, but woke him up, and his stomach suddenly felt happy. 
 
    “Fuck,” he croaked. 
 
    She laughed. “That’s a toast I like.”  
 
    “Now, we could take shots like this, or we can ruin a perfectly good blast of the tonsils by mixing it with Coke, or some other disgusting additive.” 
 
    “Coke,” he suggested. 
 
    “Wise.” She brought out a couple of tall glasses, scooped ice out of a small box in the refrigerator under the counter and filled the glasses. Then she filled half the glass with bourbon, took a couple of cans of Coke out of the fridge, and topped the glasses off. 
 
    “Here’s when,” she held a glass up. 
 
    He took his glass from her hands, and he felt the brush of her long fingernails on his skin. They clinked and sipped. 
 
    “Oh, man, that’s the best of both worlds.” 
 
    “Both worlds? Are you speaking of heaven and hell? Come on over here. Sit down next to me.” She crossed the room and plopped down on one of the sofas. 
 
    Danny followed her, suddenly a bit self conscious. He was naked, but that damned thing between his legs…he sat down, and left a space between them. 
 
    She grinned, noting the distance between them. 
 
    “Well? Are you speaking of heaven and hell as the worlds we are between?” 
 
    “I guess.” He took another sip. 
 
    “I’m a fan of both of those worlds, and I really think they need to be joined.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “What if heaven and hell were the same?”
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    Danny sort of blinked on the inside. From medical emergency to first aid to talking about heaven and hell. And the thought percolated through his cranium. Is she nuts? 
 
    But she didn’t act nuts. She acted happy, and she moved an inch closer to him. 
 
    “What if heaven was hell, and hell was heaven?” 
 
    “That’s…I don’t see how that is possible.” 
 
    “Isn’t that the fun of it?” 
 
    He looked blank. 
 
    “You don’t think something is possible, and then it dawns on you, and suddenly the world is totally different.’ 
 
    She sipped, he sipped, and he was unaware that she was taking smaller sips than him. He was also unaware that it was like yawning. One person yawns, then the next person…and she was sipping, and he was glugging. 
 
    She moved an inch closer to him. 
 
    “You know, Danny, your father told me you would be house sitting this summer, and I wondered when I would finally meet you. Isn’t it propitious that you stuck your cock in a hole for me?” 
 
    “Well, it’s sort of embarrassing.” 
 
    “But you’re not embarrassed now, are you?” 
 
    “Well, no.” And the thought crossed his mind that she was trying to get him drunk. 
 
    She moved an inch closer to him, was close enough to put a hand on his thigh. “I’m glad you’re not embarrassed.” 
 
    Danny finished his drink, then said the stupidest thing he had ever said in his whole life. “Well, I should be going.” 
 
    She didn’t remark on how stupid it was. She just smiled, and when he started to rise she reached right between his legs, grabbed his packaged package, and pulled him back down. 
 
    “”Thee’s no hurry. We’ve got all summer, and…would you like a another drink?” 
 
    Then he said the smartest thing he had ever said in his life. “Sure.” 
 
    She stood up, turned to him and leaned to take his glass. Her breasts hung down, mesmerizing him. 
 
    He watched her walk over to the bar. Her ass would take second place to none. It was so round and perfect. It was a globe of heaven. 
 
    She hummed as she mixed another bourbon and Coke. 
 
    She turned, held the drink in one hand and swayed back across the room towards him. 
 
    Now it was obvious. The sex in the room was like a fog, slanting all light, and Danny found himself staring at her breasts. 
 
    She handed him the drink. “Do you like my breasts, Danny?” 
 
    He nodded, gulped.  
 
    “Would you like to touch them?” She sat down on him. Right on him. Facing him. His caged cock touching her ass. 
 
    He started to nod, but she didn’t wait for him. She grabbed his head and pulled it forward. His mouth opened instinctively and suddenly he had a big mouthful of the most delicious boob in the world. 
 
    She held him, enjoyed him as he pulled on her nipple, slapped it with his tongue. 
 
    Then she stood up, took her own drink in hand, and sat down a foot away from him in the cross legged position. 
 
    He gulped, and the room spun a bit. Her legs were spread so wide he stared straight at her vagina. 
 
    “Face me, Danny. Sit like this and face me.” 
 
    He pulled his legs up, swiveled, and crossed his legs Indian style. 
 
    They were now inches apart. Their knees touching, their faces could touch with the slightest of leans. 
 
    “I’m going to tell you a story, Danny. Would you like to hear a story?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Once upon a time there was a beautiful girl. She was just a girl, young and impressionable, and she actually met a Prince charming. He was lithe, slender, and had the most powerful joie de vivre. He was famous and rich and the world loved him, but he had love only for this innocent, young girl. Do you think that’s nice, Danny? That he would love only one girl, forever? Do you think people can be soul mates?” 
 
    There was a gleam in the corner of her eye that might have been a tear. 
 
    He nodded. He was hypnotized. He could only watch her eyes as they sparkled, see her lips as she talked, and listen to her tale. 
 
    “They married. This Prince Charming and his young girl. They married and life was the blossom of a tree on the sweetest day of the year. They lived and loved, and he taught her so many things. So many nasty, nasty things. Things like how to make a man cum by sticking a finger in his butt, only to arouse him even more. Do you think you’ll like being aroused even more?” 
 
    Again, he nodded, was confused, then nodded more. 
 
    “That’s good. That’s very good, because her comes the sad part.” 
 
    She stopped and took a drink. Not a sip, but a big glug, a glug to stop pain and hurt and the torments of life. 
 
    He sipped this time, and watched, and listened. 
 
    She considered him. She leaned closer, put her hand around his neck and pulled him closer, and she kissed him. She kissed him lightly, but it went deep. She touched his lips with her own, and he felt himself trembling, and his nipples actually burned with want. 
 
    She moved back, her eyes wet. She said. “Prince Charming died. A stupid accident. He was sober and hurrying home to me. A drunk T boned him, crushed the life out of him. That’s his chastity tube you’re wearing.” 
 
    “It is?” he blurted. 
 
    She nodded. Everything about him was broken, but somehow that symbol of our love survived. The people in the hospital gave it to me. One nurse, she seemed to understand, said, ‘he must have loved you very much.’ She made me cry, did that nurse. But…sometimes you’re supposed to cry. Sometimes when it hurts, when there’s no heaven, you cry and you cry, and you look at the symbol of your lost, pure love.” 
 
    She was crying opening now. Not body wracking sobs, just a stream of tears emitting from those beautiful, green eyes. Eyes that had held so much life, and now held so much pain. 
 
    She took another drink.  
 
    He was drunk, but not too drunk. 
 
    She was hurting so much that it wouldn’t have mattered how expensive the bourbon…she was sober. 
 
    “Did you really not know that was a chastity tube I was putting on you?” 
 
    “No,” he said, suddenly feeling curiously emboldened. “You were very clever.” 
 
    “I had to be. I’ve been searching for love, and I hurt so much. And when I saw you, hurting yourself, so scared, with your dick caught in that stupid, water outlet…” she started laughing, and he had to chuckle, it was funny, now that he was on the other side of it. 
 
    She took another drink, but this time it was a sip. 
 
    “When I saw you I knew that I needed you. I needed somebody, even if I wasn’t in love, to wear my toy. To be my toy. I needed a man to remind me that I was a woman. Are you okay with that?” 
 
    What would he have answered if he wasn’t drunk? Probably the same. Maybe different. But Danny just nodded. 
 
    “Good. We’ll spend the summer loving. And even though we won’t be in love, we’ll be in like, and when you go back to school…it’ll be okay. And I’ll be ready to move on. To keep searching for that special man who can replace a once in a lifetime man. Is that okay with you?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Even though I’m going to do things to you? Even though I will sometimes treat you harshly…can you stand that for the faux love we will have?” 
 
    “I can.” He was drunk, but he acted like he was sober. And he made decisions that would hurt him, come back to haunt him, but would make him a better man. 
 
    “Excellent. Another drink, then I’ll show you what I need.” 
 
    She made another drink, then, glasses in hands, she led him across the room to the kitchen. There was a side door, and just before the side door were a pair of doors. One led into the pantry. The other one led downstairs. 
 
    She flicked a light switch and led the way down the wooden steps. 
 
    She held his arm and they faced the basement. 
 
    It was dark and dingy. There were several posts down the center of the basement, and above them was a massive beam. This house hadn’t been retrofitted, but it didn’t need it. The beam was old wood and would last till judgement day. 
 
    The left side of the basement was empty, except for a stack of pallets at the far end. In the middle of the far wall was a series of wide steps that led up to a storm door. Along the right side of the basement was a series of rooms. 
 
    “I didn’t know this was here,” said Danny. “I should have, it’s just like our basement.” 
 
    “I dreamed of this day, of finding somebody to help me.” They walked down the left hand side of the basement, and Danny glanced into the rooms on the side. The first one had things like boxes and furniture. He couldn’t make out much in the gloom.  
 
    The second room held tools, bright and shiny. Saws and hammers, power tools, nails and screws. All the things one needed for building things.  
 
    “I can get any tools you want. I’m not familiar with tools, but I can help. I can learn.” 
 
    She was asking him. How weird. 
 
    The third room had nothing. No, there was something. It looked like a big, metal door leaning against a side wall. 
 
    In front of the third room, and at the bottom of the shallow steps, was a pile of lumber. Some of it was just stock two by fours. Other pieces of the lumber looked specialized. Treated wood and bits of hardware that he recognized…and sometimes didn’t. 
 
    “Your father said you were handy with your hands. Are you handy with your hands, Danny?” 
 
    “I’m okay,” he murmured, looking more closely at what was in the pile of lumber. 
 
    A couple of planks of treated and highly polished wood. One with what looked like padding on it. There were eyelets designed to be sunk in cement. A box of cement drill bits on the end of a two by four.  
 
    And chains. Bright and shiny. Some with small links, others with large links. 
 
    “I want to festoon the left wall with these big chains, and use the smaller chains to secure my lover. Lovers.” 
 
    “Lovers?” 
 
    “After the summer. After you go home. I received a lot of insurance money when my husband died, but that will run out, and then this will support me” She waved a hand to include the basement, which he now saw as a dungeon. 
 
    She turned to him, held her glass with one hand and kissed him. She pressed her massive chest against him, she opened her mouth and swallowed him whole. 
 
    He was breathing hard when she drew back. 
 
    “I’m good. My husband made me good, but I need practice. I’m going to need to practice on you. Will you let me practice on you, Danny?” 
 
    Once again he nodded. 
 
    If one had asked him, right then, if he loved her, he would have said yes. Even knowing he couldn’t be in love this fast, that he was responding to her manipulations, he would have claimed eternal love. 
 
    She whispered to him, “You must stay in chastity until the end of the summer. When you go back to school, that’s when I’ll unlock you, and then you can do anything you want to me. I’ll want you to do whatever you want. Okay?” 
 
    His head went up and down. He wanted to kiss her again. He was starting to feel his cock again. The numbing agent had worn off, and though he had been drained in the swimming pool, he felt his cock throbbing, trying to get hard. 
 
    He looked down, and so did she. 
 
    His penis struggled inside the cage. It pressed against the sides, tried to swell up, tried to elongate, but it was totally encased and had no options. It filled the cage, but that was all. 
 
    All except for the delicious hurt it provided. 
 
    She reached down between them and took his package in hand. They watched the struggles of the penis to erect. He groaned, and she laughed delightedly. 
 
    She looked up at him, her face alight with excitement. “This is going to be so much fun. Don’t you think? Is it going to be fun, Danny?” 
 
    “Yes,” he said simply, his heart surging as hard as his cock. He wanted to take this beautiful woman in his arms and lay her out, spread her out, put his penis in her and fuck her. 
 
    His mind said ‘savagely,’ even as it whimpered. He was already growing fearful of the cage gripping his poor cock. 
 
    “Wonderful. Let’s go upstairs. Let’s have lunch and talk about my dungeon, and maybe about what I’m going to do to you.” 
 
    She sauntered, holding his hand, her naked hip brushing against his, across the room and up the stairs. 
 
      
 
    They sat on the patio, just under the overhang. They drank up the heat of the day while avoiding the supposedly harmful rays of the sun. Danny doubted the sun was so bad, but she was careful with her unblemished and so perfect skin. 
 
    They talked of how he liked school, the similarities and differences between their houses, girlfriends he had had (very few), and boyfriends she had had (only the one), and life in general. 
 
    They talked about whether she should get permits to build her dungeon, and he said no. 
 
    “Keep the city out of it. They’ll never look, and if they know what you’re doing other departments are going to want to get involved.” 
 
    “But those are potential customers. In my understanding people in government want what I have to offer in the worst way.” 
 
    He chuckled, “So they tax people, then seek punishment. Is there a connection here? An irony?” 
 
    She smiled. “I think there is. My husband used to say there has never been an honest politician.” 
 
    “Heck, I’ve never voted, and I know he’s right. History teaches that, you know?” 
 
    “So I shouldn’t bother getting a permit to run a business from the city.” 
 
    “Ha! If they okay it it’ll just be so they can tax you.” 
 
    As he elucidated further she listened and marveled. “You know a lot for someone so young.” 
 
    “My father’s a contractor. I’ve been around this stuff all my life.” 
 
    She reached over and touched his cage. “How are you doing?” 
 
    “I’m desperate,” he answered honestly. 
 
    “It’s going to get a lot worse. Imagine doubling your horniness every day for another ninety days.” 
 
    “I won’t be able to stand it. My balls will explode and my dick will fall off.” 
 
    How fast they had become familiar in nasty language. 
 
    “Don’t worry about that. I’ll drain you every week. You’ll grow to love those days. Especially since you won’t be getting any. Won’t even be able to jack off.” 
 
    “Heysoos. I don’t think I’ll be able to stand it.” 
 
    “How often do you masturbate?” 
 
    “Every couple of days.” 
 
    She laughed. “Poor boy.”
They weren’t drunk now, just pleasantly high, drinking just enough to keep themselves high, and never sloppy. 
 
    She stood up and stepped over him, sat down on him. 
 
    He reached up and fondled her boobs. 
 
    She leaned down and kissed him. A long, slow, grinding kiss that stole his breath and left him in a puddle. 
 
    She fell against him, her breasts against his chest. They felt each others bodies, breathing, heart pounding. His dick moved the little cock cage and she smothered a laugh against his neck. 
 
    She whispered, I’ve been in you.” 
 
    “Just your finger.” 
 
    She ignored his remark. “You know what that means?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “It means that I’ve fucked you, if only with my finger. It means that I am the dominant and you’re the submissive. It means that I am the man and you are the woman.” 
 
    He tried to digest this datum, but his head was having a hard time. 
 
    “It means that I am in charge and that you are my slave.” 
 
    “Your willing slave,” he amended her. 
 
    “There’s no other kind,” she said. “If you make a person a slave against his will he is a prisoner. If he becomes your slave willingly…that is a true slave.” 
 
    “So I am your true slave?” 
 
    “Do you like it?” 
 
    He didn’t answer. He just thought about it. He was actually thinking about things like free will, and choice, and sovereignty. 
 
    She reached down between his legs and cupped his balls. “Tell me you love it.” 
 
    She didn’t even have to squeeze. The excitement of having his life in her hands was enough to convince him. “I like it.” 
 
    She kissed him again. 
 
    And again and again. 
 
    He finally said, “This is the point where I get so out of control that I carry you upstairs and ravage you.” 
 
    She bit his neck lightly. She nibbled on his ears. “And this is the point where I let you.” 
 
    He pushed her back. “Let me fuck you?” 
 
    “Of course.” Yet there was a hidden smile in those bewitching, green eyes. 
 
    He sat there, confused, not knowing what to do. He believed her, and yet…he didn’t believe her. 
 
    She laughed, watched him. “Do you feel it?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Heaven and hell. Everything that you wanted, and yet…nothing.’ 
 
    A glimmer of understanding shook him then. All her talk of heaven and hell wasn’t just bullshit. There was something to it, and…he felt a very slight, shiver of fear. So subtle he could ignore it. So pervasive he was actually scared. 
 
    She leaned into him, raped his mouth hers. Drank of him like a vampire drinks blood of his victim.  
 
    He, of course, didn’t fight it. He wanted it. He was willing. 
 
    “Come on,” she said, standing above him, looking down like a conquering hero. “Let’s go fuck.” 
 
    She stepped off the lounge and he sat up, then stood up. 
 
    She reached down and grabbed his package. “I said,” she mocked authority, “Come with me.” 
 
    She pulled, and he scrambled to get his feet over the lounge, to follow her. 
 
    She pulled him over the threshold and into the house, and he skittered after her, making his feet keep up with her rapid pace, careful not to trip over her feet and forced to take small footsteps. 
 
    Up the stairs was an adventure. She didn’t slacken her pull but insisted he keep pace. 
 
    Down the hall and into her bedroom. 
 
    She let him go then and said. “Before I fuck I’d like a nice, long body rub. 
 
    He was trembling, horny and wanting to cum, and he touched his hands to her soft skin. 
 
    “Sit on me. Let me feel your cage.” She lay down on the bed. 
 
    He straddled her and sank down. His cage was right on her buns, almost nestled in her crack. 
 
    He kneaded her skin slowly, lovingly. Her pressed his fingers into her flesh, seeking out the high and low points. She groaned in pleasure, and his cock was crammed ever harder into the cage. 
 
    He worked down her back, feeling ribs and her spine. He used his fingers to dig gently in to the little indentations of her backbone. And every touch, every turn of the knuckle, drag of the finger, turned him on. 
 
    He wasn’t just massaging her, he was making love to her. Now if he could only get his cock free… 
 
    He worked down her legs. He tried touching her pussy, but she said, “Not yet. That’s last.” 
 
    So he ran his fingers down those smooth legs, felt the taut muscle of thigh, manipulated the curve of her calves, and down to her feet. 
 
    She demanded that he spend a long time on her feet. Every toe was its own kingdom and needed proper attention. 
 
    And, finally, finally, she turned over. 
 
    He was struck by her beauty all over again. 
 
    “Sit on me. Let me feel your prison.” 
 
    He sat, his cage nestled against her bare pussy. He massaged her chest, was given free rein on those magnificent mammaries. He felt them, fondled them, kneaded them. He bent his head and sucked her nipples, and all she did was moan with pleasure. 
 
    Then he moved to the belly. It was firm with muscle, slender, and he felt like he could squeeze it with all his might and she would just sigh. 
 
    Down to her thighs, correctly ignoring her pussy for the last. 
 
    Down the legs and…the toes again. 
 
    “When you do my toes properly it feels like somebody is massaging my scalp. Reaching right into my brain to pleasure me. 
 
    His cock was being reached, too. 
 
    Finally, he was ready for her pussy. He wanted to touch it, feel it, cup her mons and lick her slit, but she said, “Do my face.” 
 
    Her face? He had never even thought about massaging a face. He dutifully moved up held himself slightly above her belly and gently dug his fingers into her face. She had a million muscles in her face. She had whole organs. It required an understanding of depth and desire for precision. 
 
    She helped him, telling him how much, how little, when and where. 
 
    He could help but stare at her as he worked on her face. Her pert nose, her wide eyes, her mouth with the lips so full and moist looking. 
 
    At one point she opened her eyes and studied him. 
 
    “It hurts, doesn’t it.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It hurts so good.” 
 
    And he understood; heaven is touching but not being allowed And so is hell. 
 
    “All right,” she finally sighed. “Are you ready to fuck me?” 
 
    He became instantly nervous. Here it was. She was going to unlock him, use him. Would he be up for it? Would he please her? Would his dick be big enough? Would she find his methods and manners appropriate to her pussy? 
 
    “Yes.” Trying to keep the tremble out of his voice, but failing. 
 
    She reached up, hand around his neck, and pulled him to her. She kissed him, gave him back some of the love he had just invested in her body. She whispered, “It’s in the bottom drawer.” 
 
    His brows twitched in puzzlement. What was in the bottom drawer? 
 
    He climbed off her, off the bed, and bent to the dresser. He opened the bottom drawer, and knew he should have known it. 
 
    He looked up to where she was lying on her side, her head supported by one arm. She was laughing. “What did you expect? I told you you were going to be locked up for the summer. Did you really think your little dick was going to be allowed access to my horny hole?” 
 
    Her language was designed to inflame him, and it did. He stood up, the strap on in hands. He looked down at the drawer and at the assortment of cocks. 
 
    He buckled the strap on around his hips. “Which dick did you prefer?” 
 
    It was hard to keep the resentment out of his voice. But it didn’t matter. She laughed again, enjoyed his frustration. “I’d like the big black one with the veins on it.” 
 
    Danny rummaged through the dozen dildos. He pushed aside the one shaped like a curlicue. He ignored the little ones, and the monster ones. 
 
    The black one with veins was eight inches long. It was thick. It was daunting. 
 
    He put the dildo to his harness and snapped it into the socket. 
 
    He was a white boy with a big, black dick now. 
 
    Even that simple thought turned him on. To have a dick again, any dick, and especially a big one…it was turning him on. 
 
    Not that being turned on did his real dick much good. 
 
    “Come on, lover.” She lay back, spread her legs.  
 
    He climbed over her leg and knelt between her thighs. 
 
    She smiled lazily up at him. 
 
    He fit the head of the big cock to her pussy, touched it, pressed lightly, and she moaned. 
 
    She was ready. She was juicy, and she reached up and grabbed his hips and pulled. 
 
    He slid into her like a crocodile into water. Smooth, feeling the grip of her pussy in resistance, but only imagining it in his mind. 
 
    “Fuck,” she whimpered happily. “I need this.” 
 
    He pushed deep, and she grunted. Then he pulled slowly out, the big, thick veins on the side of his black cock almost abrasive in their passage through. She just held on to him and groaned louder. 
 
    He pumped her, long, slick motions, sometimes with a twist on the end, and she held on as if for dear life. 
 
    Yes, she was ready. She had been deprived, but now she was jumping back in. Immersing herself in wonder and awe and sheer sexual sensation. 
 
    Danny didn’t require much instruction for this. Now he trusted his instincts, as every man should. He gloried in her flesh, even though it didn’t quite touch his cock. He reveled in the feel of her muscles as her body fought, and agreed, and climbed a high mountain. 
 
    Then, only a few minutes in, she exploded. 
 
    Like dynamite in the pocket. Like lightening in the sky. Like a woman’s womb filled to bursting, and then bursting. 
 
    Her hips moved up, her cunt muscles grabbed. She cried out. And froze. And gripped his arms with fingers of steel as the world ended. 
 
    Then, slowly, she relaxed, let go of her arching body, let go of his, lay on the bed once more. 
 
    Danny pulled out. Lay next to her. He was breathing hard, he had worked hard, and he had never experienced anything like this in his life. He was horny. God, he was horny. His whole body lusted for him to fuck. He felt like his body had been super charged, but had nowhere to go. 
 
    She turned to him, put her arm across his chest and snuggled against him. Her chest was heavy on his arm and he could feel her taut nipple against his body. 
 
    “Go to sleep.” 
 
    He lay there, but he couldn’t sleep. There was something he had to know. 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Are you still awake?” 
 
    She sounded so relaxed. 
 
    “I need to know…” 
 
    Her eyes opened in the dark, scoped him, and she said, “What would you like to know?” 
 
    “Your name.” 
 
    She smiled, snuggled closer. And she whispered, “Call me Madam.” 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    Danny opened his eyes and nearly doubled over from the pain in his groin. 
 
    He was naked, except for the chastity tube on his groin, and he grabbed for the tube. 
 
    Next to him his neighbor awoke, she had felt his sudden motion and she turned to look at him. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” He rolled out of bed, nearly fell on the floor, and ran for the bathroom. 
 
    Behind him, laying in bed, his neighbor laughed hysterically. Her large breasts shook and she watched him scamper across the room and into the bathroom.  
 
    At first Danny stood in front of the toilet, then he realized the grim truth, he was going to have to sit down to pee as long as he had this infernal device on him. 
 
    He spun around and sat, and a thick trickle sprayed down from the tube. It sounded like a stream, but it was really a couple of dispersed jets and lots of drops. 
 
    He peed and peed, and hung his head and groaned as the pain left. 
 
    She came to the bathroom door, her face twisted in amusement, and watched him. 
 
    “It hurt,” he grunted. 
 
    “I know. My husband hated it when that happened.” 
 
    “I won’t drink so much after this.” 
 
    “Want a bourbon and Coke?” 
 
    “Sure,” he brightened up. 
 
    She laughed, turned, and tossed back over her shoulder. “Breakfast in ten. Get cleaned up.” 
 
    She headed down stairs. 
 
    Danny sat for another minute, shook his cage off as best he could, then stood up and stepped into the shower. Under the hot water felt so good. He looked down at the tube and soaped his groin and thought about how he had gotten into this mess. If mess it could truly be called. After all, he was having the time of his life. Be it a bit weird. 
 
    He had been house sitting for his parents, and gotten his weenie stuck in the water outlet in his parent’s pool. He had called out to his neighbor for help, and she had delivered, as well as putting him in chastity. 
 
    But…he liked it. 
 
    She was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen in his life. She was intelligent, too. And she liked to play with him. 
 
    He stepped out of the shower and dried off, then headed down stairs. He didn’t bother to get dressed because he had no clothes.  
 
    He stepped into the kitchen just in time to see her roll sausages out of a pan and onto a plate. She was naked, more naked than him, and she had not a care in the world. After all, he was locked up. 
 
    “Good morning, my beautiful boy.” 
 
    She put the skillet into the sink, turned the water on, which turned to steam when it hit the pan, and turned to him. 
 
    She was perfect. 36 by 24 by 36, with extra large cups. Her green eyes showed her good humor, and she stepped into his embrace. She held his caged cock with two hands and kissed him. 
 
    Her plump lips chewed on his mouth, then she lowered her attention to his chest and sucked his nipples. Then she went further down and put his whole cock cage into her mouth. He had a big cock, and he couldn’t believe it could fit in the cage. 
 
    He moaned, and she pushed a finger against his button. She had no lubricant so he just sort of yelped. 
 
    She smiled and turned to the counter. She stuck her finger into the butter, turned back, and pushed her finger into him. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” It felt so good. His knees became weak and shivered. 
 
    She rose up, popped her finger out, and pointed at the table. 
 
    He sat, and she sat, and shortly they began eating sausages and waffles, everything drenched in thick syrup. 
 
    They ate, and looked at each other, and laughed. 
 
    “So what’s on the agenda for the day?” 
 
    “Dungeon!” She chirped happily. Then she eyed him with a fierce grin, “And you. I need to find out things about you.” 
 
    “Like what kind of things?” 
 
    “Like what kind of pain you like. How much pain. And we have to start playing with your asshole.” 
 
    “What? Why?” 
 
    She reached for his hand, too it and smushed a couple of fingers into the syrup on his plate, then she lifted them to her mouth and put them between her lips. He could feel her lips licking, sucking, so warm and moist. 
 
    “Because…” she sucked some more, “I want to.” 
 
    He blinked and watched her. 
 
    “Because you want me to.” 
 
    “Well, but it’s my asshole and—” 
 
    “Did you like what I did yesterday? To get you out of the pool?” 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    “Honey, you loved it. And which would you rather do, and let’s face it, which would you rather, dying a grisly death in the swimming pool? Your arms giving out and you slipping down the side of the pool until your cock broke off? Or having me stick my finger up your poo poo.” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but I’m not in danger of a grisly death now, am I?” 
 
    “Of course you are!” 
 
    She stopped giving a blow job to his fingers and resumed with her own breakfast. He watched the syrup drip fro her lips, and he wanted to lick it off. 
 
    “Okay. Why don’t you do the dishes and I’ll do the heavy work.” 
 
    “What kind of heavy work?” 
 
    “I’ll make the drinks.” 
 
    He smiled.  
 
      
 
    A half hour later they were standing in the dungeon. Or, as she sometimes called it, the fungeon. 
 
    “Okay, boss,” she said, “what’s first?” 
 
    “Well, we should probably get some water down here and start washing all the dust and cobwebs off. 
 
    Danny collected a hose from her side yard, saw that it wasn’t long enough, and went to his own house to retrieve his parent’s hose. When he got back she had the storm doors open. He screwed the two lengths of hose together, put a nozzle on it, and went to work. 
 
    He started in the small rooms while she put tarps over the stack of timber. He squirted the water into the corners, on the surfaces, sprayed down the walls, and then squirted the water out the door. In the big room she used a big squeegee to push the water into one of two drains.  
 
    When they were done with the first room they stood and inspected it. 
 
    “Not bad,” she commented. “Of course I was hoping it would look a little less clean when I start working on my victims.” 
 
    “Don’t worry. When I saw wood dust will magically appear everywhere, and if it doesn’t I can get a spray can.” 
 
    “Of paint?” 
 
    He gave her a confused look. “Paint?” 
 
    “Well, what?” 
 
    “Dust. I’ll get some spray dust and coat the surfaces.” 
 
    “Spray dust?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    She stared at him, and he finally snickered. “You believed me.” 
 
    She grinned. “You asshole.” Then, “You need to be punished for that.” 
 
    Danny chuckled. “Yeah, right. As if having my cock locked up isn’t punishment enough.” 
 
    “Follow me.” 
 
    She walked across the basement and up the stairs. Curious, Danny followed her. 
 
    They passed her bedroom and continued to a guest room. Inside the room were hundreds of boxes. Most of them from Amazon. 
 
    She searched the boxes quickly, and smiled as she found the one she wanted. 
 
    They went back to her bedroom. 
 
    “Okay, honey, I want you to lean over the bed.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because I will give you a thrill that will titillate you from top to toes. 
 
    Reluctantly, but unable to stifle his curiosity, he leaned over the bed. He heard her walk into the bathroom and back. She placed a hand on his right bun and said, “Remember how good it felt when I drained you the other day?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. I guess.” 
 
    “No guess. You liked it so much you came.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t call that cumming.” 
 
    “Why? Because you didn’t get the big O?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    She laughed and touched his asshole. He jerked, then relaxed as she gently smoothed it.  
 
    “What is that?”  
 
    “Lubricant.” 
 
    “I don’t think—AHH!” 
 
    She grabbed his balls and twisted them. He was effectively trapped. He couldn't stand up, all he could do was lie harder on the bed. 
 
    She slid something into his ass. He felt a cloth material drape over his legs. 
 
    “Hey!”  
 
    She leaned onto him and kissed his ear and whispered, “Go with it. Relax.” 
 
    He didn’t have much choice. He had something up his ass. It didn’t hurt, but…it was weird. This was not a finger, it was a little bigger, but, like the finger of the day before, it actually felt good. 
 
    He focused on relaxing, and she relaxed her grip on his nuts. She stroked them. She nuzzled his neck. “There you go, baby.” 
 
    Then she let him up. “Don’t take it out. You’re really going to enjoy this. And it’s going to teach you something.” 
 
    She guided him to the big mirror and he stared at himself. 
 
    He had a horsetail hanging between his legs. He turned and looked over his shoulder. He bent and twisted and saw what she had done. 
 
    He had a small dildo in his butt, coming out of the dildo was the horse tail. He could feel the hairs tickling the backs of his legs. 
 
    “What the fuck?” he whispered. 
 
    She gripped his arm, held it, surrounded it with her boobs. She pulled him down with one hand and kissed him. 
 
    “God, you are beautiful.” 
 
    He inspected his tail again, from all angles. 
 
    “This is the weirdest thing in the world.” 
 
    “Nah,” she said. “This is just one weird thing in a world of weirdisms. Now, come on. We need to work on the second room. 
 
    He walked down the stairs with his mind on two things. His cock and his asshole. 
 
    He was trapped and plugged. He had a tail that swung back and forth, brushing against his hamstrings. His cock was responding to that by trying to get harder even harder. All morning his cock had complained and pushed and tried to swell. Now it was even more insistent. 
 
    “This is so…” 
 
    “Cool, eh?” 
 
    When they crossed the kitchen she stopped and turned to him again. For a long, long minute they made out. She touched his body, caressed his buns, kissed his nipples, and kissed him and kissed him. 
 
    “You are so fucking hot like this. It drives me crazy.” 
 
    But he was the one who felt crazy. His mind had suddenly sped up and was going a mile a minute, and every signpost was a twitch of sexuality. 
 
    When he was so horny he was dizzy and dazed, she giggled and led him on down to the basement. 
 
    Doing physical work brought him back to reality. Barely. He sprayed out the second room, washed the spider’s homes away and turned the dust to mud. He washed the goop out of the room and she again squeegeed the mess down to a drain on right side of the room. 
 
    He rested a minute and looked at the first room and the stairs up to the storm doors. Everything was dry. The basement not only had good drainage, it had good airflow. Yet he could see that if somebody yelled down here would never be heard. They could hang curtains on the windows and over the stairs to the storm doors. Beyond that any screams would be contained be hedges and reduced by distance. 
 
    It gave him a shiver to think that she was going to play with him down here. He was thinking about what kinds of things she was planning to do to him when she tapped his arm. “Earth to Danny.” 
 
    He turned to her, “What is your name.” 
 
    “Madam.” 
 
    “No. We do this I’m not your hopeless sex slave, I’m—“ 
 
    She leaned into him, pressed her tits against his chest, “You don’t want me to make love to you?” Her big eyes ate up his world and her lips became his goal, but he managed to say, “I need a name. You might be the one wielding the whip—I assume that’s going to be one of your toys—but I’m more your partner here. A lesser partner, but I need a name to call you.” 
 
    She frowned, bit her lip. God, she had sexy lips, but he stayed strong. 
 
    “Shiela.” 
 
    “Thank you, Shiela.” 
 
    She laughed. “How do you know I told you the truth?” 
 
    “I don’t, but you might think of me as an object, relate to me as an object, but I need to think of you as a human being.” 
 
    She reached down and held his cage, felt his wiggling, squirming penis. It would go crazy for a minute, then relax for a short while, then start squirming again. This constant cycle was taking his breath away and filling him with energy and nervousness.  
 
    “You may call me Shiela, but when we get down to the fun and games you will refer to me as Madam.” She paused. “Or I will make you cry.” 
 
    “God. You’re making me cry already.” 
 
    “Ha!” She showed her teeth, sharp and shiny in the gloom of the basement. “Now get to work on the third room.” 
 
    The third room was filled with bric a brac. Interestingly enough, it was all from the last owner of the house. She had died and the nephew of the house had cleaned the place up, but had left the stuff in this last room. 
 
    Mostly, it was stuff that could be thrown away. Water damaged books, broken book shelves, dusty lamps with the wires exposed, a collection of ancient 77RPM records, of which every record was scratched and scored. 
 
    “Were they planning to somehow regroove these things?” Shiela asked rhetorically. 
 
    Danny just grunted and moved the stuff out of the basement. He walked box after box, broken bit of furniture after broken bit of furniture,  down the basement, up the steps, along the side yard and into the garage. He stacked everything by the big front door. When it was dark he would move everything out the big doors. Nobody would see his nakedness…and his tail…and a service would pick up the pile of junk the next day. 
 
    Every time he returned to the basement for a new load Shiela would grab him, make out with him, play with his cock and balls, then pat his ass and tell him to hurry up. This kept him energized and scurrying faster than the Energizer Bunny on speed. 
 
    Man, if only his school teachers encouraged him like this. But, thinking of the ugly faces and misshapen bodies of his teachers he immediately rethought that. 
 
    For an hour they worked, and his tail trailed after him, and as it swayed it caused the butt plug in him to move gently back and forth. The mere act of walking became a sexual turn on that, like everything else that was happening with Shiela, was driving him crazy. 
 
    At one point he stopped and reached back and adjusted the butt plug. “Oh, man,” he gritted his teeth as the sexual feelings overwhelmed him. He looked around to see Shiela suppressing her mirth. 
 
    “Hey,” he said, but she shut him up with her red mouth. 
 
     
 
    “Okay. Time for a break.” 
 
    They stood at the bottom of the stairs to the kitchen and looked at their work. 
 
    The entire basement was thoroughly washed and even scrubbed in places. It was clean, and it smelled like it. 
 
    “Is there a ‘gloomy odor’ in a spray can?” 
 
    “Yep. Costs too much, though.” 
 
    “Well, don’t worry. I’ll supply the ambience.” 
 
    “I’ll bet you will.” 
 
    They went upstairs and she made sandwiches.  
 
    “Have you ever tried Golden Monkey?” 
 
    “What’s that?” she asked as she sliced their bologni/salami sandwiches cross wise. 
 
    “It’s my father’s favorite beer.” 
 
    “I’ll bring the sandwiches out. You bring on the Monkey.” 
 
    While she put olives and potato chips on the sides of the plates he trotted home. Walking into the kitchen he marveled at how strange it was. His own home was surreal. Of course he had the horse’s tail to remind him of how surreal it was, but… 
 
    He opened the freezer and took out the tray of ice. He put six cans of the brew into the bucket, then poured the ice over it. Perfect. He picked up the bucket and, horse tail whipping back and forth, trotted back to Shiela’s house. 
 
    They sat on wrought iron chairs with thin cushions at a wrought iron table with a glass top. They munched on their sandwiches, and Danny opened the beer for them. 
 
    Danny liked the beer, in spite of the fruity taste. Shiela liked it because of the fruity taste. 
 
    “This is like drinking some weird combination of peaches and apricots.” 
 
    “Yuck.” 
 
    “Not a fruit man?” 
 
    “Apples,” he said, wiggling so his butt plug would sit better. his contortions brought a twist to her lip. 
 
    “I love it when you feel the pain.” 
 
    “Pain. Hunh. This is more like that heaven and hell stuff you were talking about. I love it, even though it is really an irritation.” 
 
    “How can sex be an irritation?” 
 
    “I want to jump your bone and can’t. How’s that for an irritation.” 
 
    She just smiled and sat back and licked her fingers. Suggestively, making him wish she was doing that to his cock. 
 
    Which caused his cock to go into a paroxysm of  utter horniness. 
 
    You’re dripping,” she observed. 
 
    He looked down. A white drop was just starting to fall from the tip of the cage. “Heysoos! I just got drained yesterday.” 
 
    “Can’t control your semen, eh?” Which comment made him groan. 
 
    “I guess not.” 
 
    They ate, and sucked suds, and the sun was a hot, mid-June sun. 
 
    “Only a few minutes more, and I have to get in the shade.” 
 
    “You’re going to—“ 
 
    Toot de toot de toot. Her cell phone interrupted him. 
 
    She held up one finger to him and answered the phone. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    Then her expression underwent a change. Her happy, beautiful face sobered, then her eyes narrowed and she squinted. And it was all in the space of a couple of seconds. 
 
    She snapped, “How did you get this number.” 
 
    Talk from the other end. 
 
    “Well don’t call it again.” 
 
    Talk from the other end. 
 
    “I don’t care. I don’t want anything to do with you.” 
 
    Danny was amazed. This was intense. Her whole attitude of loving fun had transformed into a vicious dog fight. 
 
    “Don’t look for me. I’ll call the cops.” 
 
    Talk from the other end. 
 
    “Fuck you Rodney. Fuck you forever. Please die so I can piss on your grave.” 
 
    Danny’s eyes opened wider as the talk came from the end. 
 
    “I swear…I..I…DON’T FIND ME!” 
 
    She ended the call and slapped the phone down, a little hard, on the table. 
 
    Danny said nothing. 
 
    She chewed on her fingernails, looking at nothing, or, rather, looking at something very unpleasant. 
 
    He waited, sipped his beer. He pushed her beer towards her. 
 
    She looked at him. “Thanks,” she snarled, but her ill humor was not for him, it was for the phantom caller. She picked up the beer and glugged it down. She put the empty on the table and demanded another one.’              He opened a second can for her, and she glugged that one down, too. 
 
    She sat, very still for about five minutes, then, like the sun peeking over the horizon, she smiled. 
 
    “Wow,” he said. 
 
    “Double wow,” she agreed. 
 
    “Dare I ask?” 
 
    She frowned, but again, not at him. She frowned at the thought of what she had to tell him. 
 
    “I lied.” 
 
    “About what.” 
 
    She leaned forward, back to her fun loving self, and placed her hand on his. 
 
    “My husband didn’t die in a car accident. I usually say that, try to think that, because…the truth hurts. He was murdered.” 
 
    Danny’s eyes opened wide. 
 
    “He had a friend, at least he called him a friend. Said they grew up together. But his friend was the ultimate scum bag. I could see it from the first meeting I had with him. He’s swarthy, thick brows, rubbery lips. He’s not unhandsome, but he’s…creepy. 
 
    “Not to my husband. Bob thought he was salt of the earth, but Bob wasn’t a woman, and especially not a woman on the receiving end of Mr. Creepiness. 
 
    “Jim never had to endure the sexual depravity in that man’s gaze. He never felt the ‘accidental’ rub of paw over booty. He was never cornered and groped. 
 
    “The big mistake of my life is that I never told Bob. And when Bob died, in a hunting accident, Rodney Portland was there. And he wanted to console me. But…I think he may have been the one to shoot my husband.” 
 
    Danny was silent for a moment, then whispered, “Fuck.” 
 
    “Fuck is right. And now he’s found out my phone number.” 
 
    “Can he find out where you live?” 
 
    She shook her head. He can find my corporation, I set that up when I inherited all the insurance money. But I don’t think he can pierce the corporate shield and actually find me. But he’s in the same town! Just the idea of walking through a supermarket and seeing him…of being spotted driving by!” 
 
    “Well, don’t worry. I’ve got plenty of food at my house. And I can do the shopping. He’ll never have the chance of seeing you, and he’ll get tired.” 
 
    She frowned, then she regarded him as if in new lights. She smiled. “You’re just trying to imprison me in this house, make me your own little, fuck bunny.” 
 
    He laughed. “I like that idea.” 
 
    She leaned over to him, kissed him solidly, held his face with her palm and worked her lips over his. 
 
    After lunch they kept drinking Golden Monkey, and those slow sips of the too sweet beverage took their toll.  
 
    They swam in the pool, lazy, stopped at the side to reach into the shade of a chair and grip their Golden Monkey and sip, sip, sip. 
 
    It crept up on them, that subtle, giggly, golden glow. They kept looking at each other and laughing like children. 
 
    She pulled on his cock cage, and tweaked his tail. 
 
    He kissed her and cupped her buns and nuzzled her breasts, and the day began to spin out of control 
 
    They finished the six pack. An amazing feat considering how strong the brew was. 
 
    “Let’s go get some more,” Shiela slurred. 
 
    Danny laughed and peered at her owlishly. There were two Shielas, and he didn’t know which one he was supposed to talk to. “One more six pack in the fridge. Got to put more in.” 
 
    “Lesh go.” 
 
    So they climbed out of the pool, staggered down the side of the house, through the gates, and up the side of Danny’s house. They crossed the patio and Shiela near lost it, laughing and pointing at the water outlet Danny had been stuck in. “You fucked a hole!” 
 
    He led the way into the cool of the house and into the kitchen. They stood on the cool tiles and swayed and Danny figured out what he had to do. 
 
    “Down in the basement.” He forgot about the half a case in the pantry. 
 
    He led her down to his basement, which was the same as hers, but quite differently set up. 
 
    She admired the racks of wine, peered into one of the small rooms, and saw the pallet of Golden Monkey. 
 
    “Your father ish no picker. Piker.” 
 
    “Nope,” he agreed, picking up a case of the ale and heading back to the stairs. 
 
    “Wait a minute! Wash thish?” 
 
    He turned, had to straighten out his eyes again, and saw that she had gone into the second room. She was looking into a big box. 
 
    “Theesh are Cloths. Clothes.” 
 
    “My mothers throw aways. She push them down here and givesh them to the Goodwill onshe a year.” 
 
    Shiela pulled clothes out. They were all expensive clothes, well cut, not even worn. 
 
    “Come on…we gotsh shome beer to drink.
“Shhh. I’m thinking. She pulled out a bag of panties, then a bra. She looked at him. “Theesh would fit you.” 
 
    “My mother ish shmaller.” 
 
    “Not that mush. Here, put theesh on.” 
 
    He was drunk. He wasn’t thinking. His mind was circling like an herd of Indians around a burning wagon train. He almost fell over when he lifted one foot up and slid it through the leg hole. He leaned against the wall and put his other foot through. 
 
    He pulled the panties up, then Shiela grabbed his waist band and pulled hard. 
 
    “Hey! Ballsh!” 
 
    She held the panties tight, wouldn’t let him push them down. “Feelsh good, eh?” 
 
    “Yeah! But my teshticlesh are falling out.” 
 
    She reached down and grabbed his balls, lifted them up and pushed them into the panties. “There.” 
 
    They fell out again. 
 
    She kept trying, pulled his panties up the front a little, and they finally stayed. For a while. The cock cage could be seen in plain relief against the thin material. His tail hung down through the leg hole. 
 
    She pulled his tail up and flipped it over the back of the panties. “You needsh a hole for your tail.” 
 
    “I don’t need a hole. I’m a guy!” 
 
    “If you’re a guy you really need a hole!” 
 
    She started putting the bra on him and he laughed at the ludicrousness of it all. Then he found himself standing there, feeling dumb, though his cock was trying to boner up, and she stuffed a couple of pairs of panties into each cup. 
 
    “Wow,” he said. Thish ish weird.” 
 
    “Closhe are the heaven of womensh. Closhe make a woman better than a man.” 
 
    “You’re full of shit.” 
 
    They held each other and laughed.  
 
    “Gimme the key,” he said. 
 
    “No. Put thish on.” 
 
    He recognized the dress. It was a blue one with pleats on the bottom. The neckline was high and the arms were bare. 
 
    She pulled it over his head and inspected him. “Now you’re a woman,” she pronounced. 
 
    “Now I’m shtupid.” 
 
    “No. You’re turning me on. You need high heelsh.” 
 
    Temporarily done they walked up to the kitchen, where Danny put half the case into the fridge, and found out that there was a half a case in the pantry. 
 
    Man, his father had bought The Beer. This stuff was solid. 
 
    They took a couple of beers out of the one six pack that had been in the fridge over night, and headed outside. They made it to the patio, then Shiela sat in a lounge chair that was off the patio and on the lawn. “Wait a minute.” 
 
    Danny brought a lounge off the patio and sat down next to her. He liked being naked, but now he liked being in a dress. And it was making him surge down in cockland. 
 
    “I feel woozhy.” 
 
    “Too mush,” he countered. 
 
    She leaned over, and he thought she was going to say something to him, and she barfed. 
 
    BLAH! Her projectile vomit landed on him, and he looked down, felt sick, and…BLACH! He vomited on her. On her hair. On her back. 
 
    She looked at him, her green eyes all red, her gaze all confused, and said, “I desherved that.” 
 
    He fell off his lounge and lay on the ground. The sky circling above him. She put a hand on his back, then lay back and went to sleep. 
 
    Sleep, passed out, in their condition there wasn’t much difference, and the afternoon waned. 
 
      
 
    Rodney Portland was a large man. 220 pounds. He had a fair amount of fat, but he still had enough muscle, and weight, to do some damage. He had stolen mail from the mail boxes of Shiela’s mother until he came across her phone number and a PO box. Then he had hopped on a plane and traveled. 
 
    The town she was hiding in was mid-sized. Around 12,000 people. But there were a lot of towns around it, so the area was heavy enough in population, and large enough in size, that she could hide for years. 
 
    But, there are easy ways to find out where people live. The one he chose was to get a listing of houses sold in the last six months. There were about fifty. So after calling her on the phone and asking where she lived, he decided to just go visit each house. It might take a little time, but he had time. 
 
    He especially had time where a beauty like Shiela was concerned. just thinking about her had him hard, and he was determined to find out where she was. He was going to pay her a visit and make her see him. 
 
    They were built to be a couple. 
 
    She belonged to him. 
 
    And what he had to go through to get rid of her asshole husband…! 
 
    He had driven by 14 houses that morning, and 5 that afternoon. 
 
    He had eliminated half of them. Obvious families. Old people washing cars, kids in the front lawn. But half of them were possibles. 
 
    Then he came across the house at the end of the cul de sac. It was perfect for her. Private, security fences, the whole neighborhood had fences. 
 
    Fences never stopped Rodney. 
 
    He parked around the corner, the location was just so perfect, and sauntered down the sidewalk. 
 
    No nosy neighbors on the front lawns. Not many cars, which indicated a lot of people were gone to work. 
 
    He reached the house, looked around, and walked up the driveway and stepped behind a fence. 
 
    He was looking up a side yard, the house that had been sold in the last six months was on the right, and the gates to both were open. 
 
    No car in the driveway. Nobody home. 
 
    He considered his options for a moment, then headed into the side yard of the house on the right. He just had this overwhelming feeling that this was the one. 
 
    The backyard held a pool. It was clean and silent. There were a couple of empty cans on the edge of the pool, underneath a chair. Hmm. Golden Monkey. He’d never heard of it, and he would have if Bob had drunk the stuff. 
 
    Probably the wrong house. He started to turn away, then saw the sliding door was open. 
 
    He looked at the beer cans. Empty. Somebody had too much and had gone to snooze for a while. 
 
    Again, that feeling that this was the place, he entered through the sliding doors. 
 
    He was nervous now. It wasn’t breaking and entering, but it was sure entering, and that meant burglary. He certainly didn’t want to be picked up on a burglary rap. He didn’t mind burglarizing, but to go to jail for it…that was stupid. 
 
    There was nothing to identify the owners, and he backed out of the house.  
 
    He was disappointed as he returned to his car. But, if this was the one, then he would figure it out. He would figure it out and pay a visit and then Shiela would be his. No more of this ‘I don’t like you’ crap. Hell, he was rich, he was handsome, and he took what he wanted. And he wanted Shiela!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Danny groaned and his hand came up to his head. He felt something gooey, looked at it. Cold barf. 
 
    “Come on in, lover.” 
 
    He contorted around. Shiela was in the pool. She was swimming and all trace of upchuck was gone from her hair and her body. 
 
    Danny got to his hands and knees, then straightened up with one hand on the lounge chair, then to his feet. He swayed, and looked at himself. He was in a dress. Oh, yeah. His mother’s blue dress. Well, she wouldn’t be wearing it anymore. He staggered over to the pool and down the steps. 
 
    He ducked under the water and felt instant relief. The gunk was sluiced off him and the dress, and he felt a thousand per cent better. 
 
    He rose up, dunked himself a few more times, and finally swam into the deep end. the thin, silk dress wrapped around him, the horse’s tail streaming out between his legs. 
 
    Shiela met him, hugged him, and they sank, literally, as she kissed him. She was the kissingest girl, and he loved it. 
 
    They rose, and lounged, and swam. 
 
    “I like you naked, but you really look good in a dress.” 
 
    “I’ve got to admit, it makes me horny.” 
 
    His cock was once against trying to surge, and he felt that horny nervousness swelling in his gut, up to his chest. 
 
    A half hour later, dripping, they walked back to her house. 
 
    She frowned as they went through the gate and turned to lock it. “I need to always keep this locked.” 
 
    He nodded, and was sobered by thoughts of Rodney Portland. 
 
    She had described him as swarthy, looked like an ape, and Danny wondered if he was going to end up in a fight. He hadn’t met him, nor seen him, but from the way Shiela talked about him he had a feeling a confrontation was coming. Especially if the guy succeeded in tracking her here. 
 
    “Take off your clothes and let them dry.” 
 
    He did, including the horse hair tail. He hung everything over patio furniture. 
 
    “I’m going to fix some dinner. Why don’t you go play in the fungeon?” 
 
    Once again naked, except for his poor cock, he descended into the basement. He checked out the tools she had bought, and considered what he needed to do first. 
 
    Chains. He needed to loop them along the walls, give the place a feel, give her something to attach manacles to. 
 
    He measured the thick links, laid them out in loops along the wall, made sure the distances were right, then fit a cement bit to the power drill. 
 
    He pushed on the drill, but not too hard. Almost immediately the bit started to smoke. He got a glass of water and dipped the bit into it. When it was cool he went to work again. He would drill for ten seconds, dip the bit, drill some more, and so on. It took him a half hour, but when he was done he was able to screw eyebolts into the wall. Before he did, however, he forced the eyebolts open, hooked in a link of chain, then closed up the circle. He had three eyebolts, with two loops of chain hanging, when Shiela called him for dinner. 
 
    They ate lamb chops and greens and drank expensive wine. They sat at opposite sides of the big dining room table and kept smiling at each other. 
 
    “I’m drinking too much,” she said, at one point. 
 
    “Define ‘too much?’ he asked. 
 
    “Too much is when your pores start to get big, your skin gets sallow, your eyes turn watery. I’ve seen it in women. A couple of years of hard drinking and even the most beautiful will turn into a wilted, wasted weed. 
 
    “I’ll drink for you. It doesn’t matter if men get ugly.” 
 
    “It does too!” she protested vehemently. “You think I want some baggy eyed, gone to fat piece of suet for a man?” 
 
    “I won’t drink when I go to college.” 
 
    She laughed. “Bob said that was what started him drinking…college.” 
 
    “Well, it is one of the studies. I considered getting a doctorate in imbibing.” 
 
    She chuckled. “Well, we’ll have to drink this summer, but we’ll also have to eat good and exercise. And when I get ugly I’ll wear lots of make up.” 
 
    The idea of her being ugly made him snicker. 
 
    “And we’ll put you in make up, too.” 
 
    “Me? Ha!” 
 
    “What? Too good for make up?” 
 
    “I’m a guy. Hello.” 
 
    She pursed her lips and he thought she was holding her humor inside. 
 
    After dinner he stood up and stretched. “I’ll go put the chains up.” 
 
    “There’s two long pieces of polished wood. You’ll see the notches where they fit together. Why don’t you do that first?” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    It was about four in the afternoon now, but he wasn’t working by the clock. Besides, he was sort of anxious to see how she was going to play with him, what she was going to do to him. 
 
    He found the two pieces of wood and put them together. When he was done he recognized it as a St. Andrews’s cross. He selected a place along the wall and wedged it up against the ceiling. He found a couple of plates and braced it against the floor. Done with that he finished with the thick chain. He was just finished when Shiela came down the steps. She was carrying his mother’s blue dress, lingerie, and high heels. And a large paper sack. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “It’s time for you to get dressed up.” 
 
    She watched as he put on the panties and bra. It was a different bra, one of hers, but it was a training bra so he had no loose cup material. 
 
    He pulled the dress over his head, and when his head popped out she was there, in front of him. She was holding a tube of lipstick. His penis pushed hard as she painted his lips. He tasted the waxy substance, and his cock was going crazy. 
 
    “I can’t stand this,” he groaned. 
 
    “I know,” she said. “Come here.” 
 
    She led him down to the St. Andrew’s cross. She positioned him in front of it. “Lean against it.” 
 
    He did, and she attached manacles to his feet, then stretched up and put manacles around his wrists. 
 
    He felt electric, like some sort of liquid fire was bubbling through his veins. 
 
    “What are you doing?” he asked. His voice was hoarse. 
 
    “Measuring you.” 
 
    She touched him then. Felt every square inch of him. She spent a long time just hefting his balls, squeezing them till he groaned, and pulling on his cage. 
 
    She kissed his back, and his arms, and the backs of his legs. She pulled on his air until it hurt. Then she put a finger to his crack and pushed it in. 
 
    God, it felt good, and he moaned and his hips waggled. 
 
    She laughed and began to circle her finger in him. His legs grew weak, he shivered, and just when his eyeballs were starting to roll back in his head, she spanked him, hard, on one bun. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “OW!” Suddenly awake from the fervor of sexuality she had been investing in him. 
 
    She put her finger back, began rolling it around, feeling the area just inside the rim. It was very sensitive and his knees buckled and he found himself holding on to the edges of the cross with his fingers. 
 
    “Oh, you like this.” 
 
    She scratched down the middle of his back with her fingers. 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    She kissed it, she massaged the area she had scratched, and worked lotion into the grooves.  
 
    At least, it felt like there had been grooves. She had scored him that hard. 
 
    “Hey,” he murmured, this is a little much.” 
 
    She reached between his legs and grabbed his balls. She lifted him and he went up on his toes and cried out. She held him there for a long minute, then let him down. 
 
    “God!” he whispered. 
 
    “Try breathing. Deep breathes will help.” 
 
    He gasped for breath. 
 
    She gripped his buns and lifted, her fingernails digging in deep. “Take regular, little breaths, then try to breath deeper, and deeper.” 
 
    “Fuck!” he whimpered. 
 
    She let go, wen to her knees and pulled his balls back again. She kissed them, suck ed them, showed him her soft side. 
 
    He shivered like a wet dog. 
 
    She hugged him. Put her hands over his pectorals and rubbed his nipples. She kissed the back of his neck. 
 
    “Without pain you can never appreciate the pleasure.” 
 
    “I appreciate! I appreciate!” He was almost begging. 
 
    “No you don’t. Not yet.” 
 
    She clawed his pectorals briefly. He strained, then she let go. She hugged him again, kissed him, soothed him. 
 
    “Are you ready for your first spanking?” 
 
    “What?” He was already maxed out. 
 
    “Don’t worry. I’ll take it easy on you.” 
 
    He gulped. 
 
    She backed away from him. Then she knelt and reamed his hole again, but this time she was putting lubricant in it. 
 
    The horse’s tail? he thought. 
 
    But it wasn’t the horse’s tail. It was a slightly larger plug, hurt just a teensiest bit going in. 
 
    “This one has a nub on the back of it. You’ll feel it when I spank you.” 
 
    “What are you going to spank me with?” he was feel very nervous. On one hand he hated it. On the other hand, when she stopped with the pain and gave him the pleasure he felt like he had died and gone to heaven. 
 
    She stepped away again. He heard the rustling sound of her reaching into the paper sack, then he heard a whistling in the air. 
 
    “What’s—“ 
 
    WISS! SMACK! 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    She hugged him, reached around him and played with his balls and cock. She whispered, “Try not to cry out. Cry if you wish, that is desired. But don’t bruise my ears with your silly, little boy yells. 
 
    She stepped back, and the spanking began in earnest. 
 
    WISS! SMACK! 
 
    WISS! SMACK! 
 
    He tried not to cry out, but he couldn’t help making little sounds. Little gasps and grunts. 
 
    “I’m only using half strength,” she mentioned to him, feeling his bruised buns with her soft hands. “I’m taking it easy on you.” 
 
    WISS! SMACK! 
 
    WISS! SMACK! 
 
    She stopped, and he realized he was crying. 
 
    She dried his tears, scooped up his tears with her finger and tasted them. 
 
    “I love the taste of your pain, your fear, your full emotion. Would you like to fight back?” 
 
    He shook his head, trying not to sob. 
 
    “Good. Because there is no fighting back. There is only giving yourself to me. Making me your God. Your Goddess. 
 
    WISS! SMACK! 
 
     WISS! SMACK! 
 
    She took her time, talking to him, loving him, pulling his head around so she could kiss him full on the mouth. 
 
    His buns turned a bright red. 
 
    His cock strove to get harder. 
 
    He was gasping for breath, felt like he had run a marathon without being allowed to breath. 
 
    WISS! SMACK! 
 
    WISS! SMACK! 
 
    When she spanked him he felt the dildo quiver inside him, and that became a focal point, the one moment of pleasure, and…as time went on…it became all pleasure. 
 
    He hung from the cross, feeling the hard wood, his hands incapable of moving. His legs wanting only to collapse. 
 
    She had stopped, and he raised his head. He was sore, but it was different kind of sore. It was a good sore, and his asshole was the goodest of all the soreness. 
 
    She undid his manacles. He would have collapsed, but she held him up. She helped him walk, and he was as if drunk, but not with drink. 
 
    She helped him up the stairs, and he held to her, trusted her, relied only on her. 
 
    He couldn’t move without her. 
 
    He couldn’t live without her. 
 
    Through the house and up the stairs. 
 
    Large tears were running down his cheeks. He had stopped crying for a while, but now he was crying again. But not aloud. More on the inside, where the still waters ran deep. 
 
    She took him to one of the guest bedrooms and helped him into bed. Then she began to rub lineament into his backside. Her soft hands searched out every nook and cranny, every pain, and soothed it. 
 
    He felt like he wasn’t in his body. 
 
    She crawled into the bed and held him, and he lost it then. Now he sobbed aloud, cried as if the pain would never end, although it wasn’t pain anymore. 
 
    Now he was crying for the happiness of her forgiveness. 
 
    Now he was hers.  
 
    She held him, let him cry. Kissed his tears every once in awhile. And he cried himself to sleep. 
 
      
 
    He awoke and she was gone. 
 
    He was changed. Something deep inside him was totally and effectively altered. His whole value system had been skewed, and that was all right. 
 
    He had never felt this way about another human being. 
 
    He was sore as he sat up and got out of bed, but not as sore as he thought he would be. He knew it was because she had applied lineament. 
 
    He looked at his ass in the mirror. It wasn’t too bad. A little red, and the butt plug was gone. When had she taken that out? 
 
    He walked into the hallway and down to her room. She wasn’t there, so he walked down stairs. 
 
    She was in the kitchen. She had a plate of eggs and sausage under a cover and she smiled at him. 
 
    “Hello, honey.” 
 
    His body lurched and a sob came from him. After all the crying last night he still had a few tears left in him. 
 
    She motioned to him and he went to her. She put her arms around him. “It’s okay,” she whispered. 
 
    He nodded, a couple of more sobs, then she let him go. 
 
    “Eat now. We have a big day ahead of us.” 
 
    He sat and ate, slowly, watching her, adoring her. 
 
    She smiled at him. “This is where you love me forever.” 
 
    “I do,” he mumbled over a bit of egg. 
 
    “Yes, well,” she stopped smiling. “Funny.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I took you too far.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Bob used to beg for this, and he demanded that I take him all the way. He demanded that I beat him until he loved me forever. I mean, he loved me forever, anyway,” she waved a hand, “but there is something addictive. Once you’ve been taken that far you want to go that far every time.” 
 
    He waited. 
 
    She sighed. “When Bob died I knew I would never take somebody that far again. I didn’t want anybody to love me forever. I think, when Bob died, and I lost love, that I somehow lost love for myself. But beating you, I couldn’t stop. I took you all the way.” 
 
    “I’m glad you did.” 
 
    “I am, too. But…I didn’t plan to do that.” 
 
    “Plan or not plan…what’s the difference?” 
 
    “One must make aware choices. That is the only way out of hell, and that is still dicey. At best.” 
 
    “Hunh?” 
 
    “Did I choose for you to love me forever? Or did you?” 
 
    That confused Danny. “Well…I don’t understand.” 
 
    “I know. But if you had chosen to love me, and not been beaten to it…then the love is pure. Is your love pure when your choice has been taken away?” 
 
    Now Danny said nothing. He was sure. His heart was feeling true and pure. There was no doubt. So why should she have doubt? 
 
    It was a question that needed a lifetime of cogitation. 
 
    After breakfast they went to the basement and discussed what should be done next. 
 
    Danny wanted to build the horse and secure it to the floor. Shiela wanted him to mount the door in the third, small room. 
 
    Inside the room, Danny had glimpsed it the first time he had seen the room, was a heavy, metal door. There were no windows in the room, and Shiela thought that this room would make the best room for a small cell. 
 
    “Why do you need a cell?” Danny asked. 
 
    “Every dungeon needs a cell,” she had answered blithely, as if he was being silly in even asking. 
 
    Since he was the craftsman doing the work, it was decided he should go ahead and finish the horse first. 
 
    The horse was easy to put together. It was a wide, padded plank, slightly curved down in the center, with four sturdy legs. On the legs were platforms for the knees and elbows. In the front was a padded ring for the face. The back end was raised so the butt would be raised. 
 
    It took Danny 15 minutes to bolt the thing together, then he had to get out the cement drill bit and drill holes so he could fasten the horse to the floor. One didn’t want a horse galloping away, after all. Especially with a naked rider crying on it. 
 
    Danny chuckled at this image as he finished bolting the thing to the floor, then he headed for the cell. 
 
    The door was heavy, very heavy. It fit the frame perfectly, and when it was mounted there would be a quarter inch clearance at the bottom, and it would fit into jamb perfectly. 
 
    Danny managed to walk the door to the jamb. He set it in place, then pounded wedges under it to bring it up. Finally the hinges came together and he dropped greased bolts into them. He kicked the wedges out and opened and closed the door. It swung without a squeak, and closed firmly. 
 
    He was tired now and needed a break. He sat down against the wall and sipped at a Coke. And wished for some bourbon. He chuckled. He realized that he was becoming converted, that his life was changing, that he was, in some odd manner, becoming like Shiela. 
 
    Bu he didn’t mind that. 
 
    He put the Coke down and just sat silently, enjoying the moment. 
 
    And saw the shadow. 
 
      
 
    Rodney Portland had cruised all the other houses on his ‘just sold’ list. His mind kept going back to the one house that he had thought was perfect. No other house was that close to perfect for a woman hiding from him. 
 
    Still, he took his time, went over the list in his mind, and…damn it! It was that house! And he was going to have to go back to it and make sure! 
 
    That morning he had cruised some of the houses still on his list, and eliminated more houses, and then it was time for closer scrutiny. It was time to physically surveil, and he was going to start with the house at the top of the list. 
 
    He drove back to the house in the early afternoon. He parked around the corner and sauntered down the street. He tried to remain unobtrusive. He sauntered from tree to tree. He occasionally brought a small set of binoculars to his eyes and scanned the house. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    He made the final approach, took advantage of angles, then walked quickly up the driveway to the hedge that hid both side yards. 
 
    They were both locked today. Damn. 
 
    He didn’t want to climb, because that would make noise. He didn’t want to break the locks, again, noise. 
 
    He frowned and leaned against the target house. He put his ear to the stucco and listened. He didn’t expect to hear anything, and he didn’t. 
 
    Okay. Front door…or the other side. He would have to pass the front door, and that was okay. If he saw somebody through the front window he would just go in the hard way. A kick to the door and so what. 
 
    But he still hoped for silent entry. If this was the wrong place he didn’t want to raise any feathers. A peek and out. 
 
    But he knew, in his gut, this had to be the right place. 
 
    He walked right across the lawn. He looked like a workman in a suit, like he belonged. Like he was measuring the place for gutters or something. 
 
    The front drapes were drawn and he saw no shiver of material to indicate that he had been seen. 
 
    He came to the garage, it was a sliding door, and it was unlocked. 
 
    He moved it slowly, trying to create no sound that would alert whoever was in the house. The door opened a foot and he slid in, then closed the door. 
 
    It was silent. There was a stack of junk on the right hand side. A car, a Range Rover, was on the left side. There was a door on the left side, and he sidled past the car and tried the knob. Locked.              He could force it, but he wasn’t interested in a forceful entry that might alarm anybody inside. Better check the rest of the outside of the house before he decided to do that. 
 
    He walked in front of the Rover to the side door. It was locked, but the lock could be unlocked from the inside. He turned the little lever in the center of the knob and opened the door. 
 
    The side yard was a grass yard. Halfway down the yard was a set of storm doors, and they were open. 
 
    He tip toed to the storm doors, leaned down and peered into the basement. 
 
    It was gloomy, but at the end was a woman. She was standing at a small card table and examining a drawing. A boom box pm the table played what sounded like Sade. 
 
    It was her. It was Shiela. She was naked. There was no mistaking that incredibly perfect body. 
 
    He took off his shoes and descended the steps. He walked softly, not making a sound. He took no notice of the doors on the left hand side, just focused on getting close to Shiela. 
 
    Closer. Closer. Her round ass gleamed in the dark. Her sexy back was slightly bent away from him. Her hair was hanging down, so soft, he wanted to run his fingers through it. He wanted to hold her tits, and kiss her, and put his dick— 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    Two things happened at once. 
 
    Shiela turned around and saw Rodney and gasped, and Rodney turned around and— 
 
      
 
    “Oh, fuck.” Rodney moaned and felt his forehead. Funny, he had to use two hands, they wouldn’t work separately, but he had a huge bruise, a bump like a golf ball. He remembered seeing the end of the two by four coming at him, then…then he woke up here. 
 
    And his head hurt. Hurt like fuck. 
 
    “So what do we do with him?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    Rodney’s eyes focused and he saw Shiela and some kid standing and talking. He was laying down, and he sat up and snarled. “Was it you?” 
 
    They turned to him and Shiela said, “Shut up, Rodney. I told you to stay away.” 
 
    He started to get up, and couldn’t. Chains rattled and he looked at his hands, then his feet. 
 
    His foot was chained to an eyebolt in the floor. His hands were in handcuffs. “What the fuck?” He glared at Shiela and the kid. “Get me loose.” 
 
    “I don’t feel comfortable killing him,” said the kid. 
 
    “I don’t feel comfortable not killing him. He’s got friends. I want to be rid of him. I don’t want any trace of him around.” 
 
    “Who the fuck are you?” 
 
    “My name is Danny.” The kid faced him. 
 
    “She’s really got her hooks into you.” 
 
    Danny said nothing. He just considered Rodney. 
 
    Shiela was right. He was sort of like an ape. Low brow, swarthy, but lots of meat on his frame. He was a bit fatty, but one could feel the strength under the fat. 
 
    “You let me loose, Danny, and I forget about you. As for Shiela,” he licked his lips. “Shiela and I got business.” 
 
    Danny turned back to Shiela. 
 
    Shiela was staring at Rodney. Disgust was upon her face. She loathed him, and with her being in charge of the situation that didn’t make him happy. 
 
    “I don’t have any business with you.” 
 
    “What kind of a line did you give the kid?” 
 
    “I told him the truth.” 
 
    “But not all of the truth.” Rodney gave a nasty laugh. 
 
    “Shut up,” hissed Shiela. 
 
    “Shiela was Bob’s number one bitch. Ran the cathouses, and she fucked everybody. Fucked ‘em good.” 
 
    Danny was frozen. 
 
    “Then Bob got shot, don’t know who aced him, but when he got shot Shiela decided to grab the loot and run. She’s got millions, all salted away, and we’ve been looking for her. Me most of all. Me and her…we got something.” 
 
    Danny was staring at Shiela. She turned to him. It was in her eyes. What Rodney was saying was truth. 
 
    “I told the truth, but I didn’t tell all of it.” 
 
    Danny waited. 
 
    “Bob was killed in a hunting accident, and I did think, do think, that Rodney did it. And, yes. I took care of the books for him. I ran the house for him, all the prostitution, but I wasn’t as loose as Rodney makes out.” 
 
    Rodney barked a laugh. 
 
    Danny’s face was as if paralyzed. His eyes were scorch marks in the planes above his cheeks. 
 
    “Danny. I’m telling you the truth.” 
 
    “Yeah,” laughed Rodney. “The truth. And the guys know I’m here, in this burg. I don’t check in and they’ll all come here, and they’ll find you. But if you give up the loot and come along quiet…it might all work out.” 
 
    “The fuck it will,” she snapped. 
 
    “Aw, honey. You know I won’t hurt you. We can be a real team. You go back to keeping the books, and I—“ 
 
    “Shut up.” And there was a finality in her voice that impelled Rodney to shut, and caused a hurt glimmer in his dull eyes. 
 
    Danny: “So how big is this mob.” 
 
    “It’s not big. We were in upstate New Jersey. At most a dozen, and only six of those matter.” 
 
    Danny looked at Rodney. Six brutes like him. Six apes dedicated to mayhem and maim-ery. 
 
    Against him and Shiela. If Shiela was really telling the whole truth. 
 
    “Have I got the whole truth now?” 
 
    “I swear to you. I couldn’t tell you before, but I always told you everything I could. Danny…I’m not going to promise you a life of love. I’m not that kind of girl. I use people. I have my own methods, and I beat them until they love me, and somehow that..that makes me complete. I did love Bob, but he’s gone now. I earned that money with him, but I’d give it back if that would make a difference. But it won’t. You’ve seen Rodney, they‘re all like him. And they’ll all come here. Do you want to come with me? Make a getaway? I’ll share all the cash with you. We can find a town somewhere where they won’t find us. We can live. I’ll give up my idea of starting up a new house. I’ll—“ 
 
    He put a hand over her mouth to stop her babbling. He was close to her, there hot flesh radiated, and he whispered, “I’ve only got one question, and if you lie I’ll know.” 
 
    “Ask me. Anything. Ask me.” 
 
    She was desperate, but desperate for what? Desperate to get away? And was he included in her panic? 
 
    “You said we would have to kill Rodney. Would you?” 
 
    There it was, and she lowered her head. “No.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    Rodney glared at them. 
 
    Danny glanced at Rodney, then held he turned back to Shiela. “Then there’s only one thing to do.” 
 
    She looked up at him, her frightened eyes, her red lips, and he loved her so. 
 
    Maybe not forever, but long enough. Long enough to help her through this mess. Then…then they would see.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Danny made three drinks and sauntered down the stairway. 
 
    Shiela was standing naked. Rodney was on the horse. 
 
    Rodney was naked and shivering and outraged. 
 
    “What the fuck are you doing?” he yelled. “What the fuck?” 
 
    Danny handed Shiela a glass and she sipped. Her red lips were fresh painted, and she was beautiful Her eyes glistened. Her nipples were erect. Her pussy looked moist. 
 
    Danny sat down in front of Rodney, held a drink to his mouth. There was a straw in the glass, and Rodney stared at it, then sucked hard. 
 
    Danny waited. 
 
    Rodney stopped sucking and spit out the straw. “You better let me go, kid.” 
 
    “Shiela has a talent. I know it, and soon you’ll know it. she can make people love her. Love her enough to do anything for her.” 
 
    Rodney stared at him. 
 
    “And what’s the choice? Kill you? We can’t do that. So we are left with only this chance. Your one chance, cause there’s no chances after this.” 
 
    “What the fuck are you talking about?” 
 
    Danny looked up at Shiela and nodded. 
 
    Shiela put her finger to Rodney’s asshole and started reaming him. She had lots of lubricant on her fingers. 
 
    Rodney yelped and his eyes were wild. He would have looked around, but he was fastened securely. 
 
    “It’s all about love, Rodney,” murmured Danny in a low voice. “Can you have love?” 
 
    “What the fuck are you—OH!” 
 
    Shiela put the dildo in Rodney’s ass. His eyes went round and he took in a deep breath. 
 
    Danny held the glass to his mouth, pushed the straw into his mouth. 
 
    Rodney sucked, really sucked. 
 
    “We’ve covered the windows with heavy drapes. There are hedges and walls around the house. I stood here and screamed as loud as I could. Shiela was outside and she heard nothing. Nobody’s going to hear you, Rodney.” 
 
    “You can’t do this!” Rodney blubbered, no long the brave gangster. 
 
    “We have no choice.” 
 
    “You do! Let me go! I’ve got money, lots of it! I’ll make you rich.” 
 
    Shiela moved the butt plug in Rodney’s ass a little, made sure it was situated just right. He grunted, but it sounded like he grunted in pleasure. 
 
    “It’s not about money, Rodney. It’s about love.” 
 
    WISS SNAP! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “It’s about love, and the sooner you give up, the sooner you can have it.” 
 
    WISS SNAP! 
 
    “NO!” 
 
    WISS SNAP! 
 
    “Give it up, Rodney. Submit. It’s only love, and you know you really want it. 
 
    WISS SNAP! 
 
    WISS SNAP! 
 
    Rodney screamed and cried, and Danny stood up. He glanced at Shiela, who was licking her lips and looking hungry. 
 
    WISS SNAP! 
 
    Danny walked away. 
 
    WISS SNAP! 
 
    He knew that within a few hours Rodney would be changed. He would be in love, and he would never hurt Shiela, and by extension, himself. 
 
    WISS SNAP! 
 
    And that would leave the gangsters that would follow him. 
 
    Six men. Brutes. Thugs. Gangsters. Willing to hurt anybody for a little cash. 
 
    WISS SNAP! 
 
      
 
    Well, they would see. They would see. 
 
    And Danny mounted the steps, went out the back door and headed for his own house. He wanted to water the plants, have a Golden Monkey or two, and watch a little TV. 
 
    He couldn’t hear the sounds of Rodney screaming at all. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    With guys, if there is a disagreement, they might shove each other, bump chests, then go behind the gym and duke it out. A few punches, a few bruises, and it’s all over. They shake hands, often become friends, but if they don’t become friends then at least they are over the hostilities. 
 
    That’s guys. 
 
    Not girls. 
 
    But when Shiela had Rodney Portland on the horse it was the first time Rodney had been out behind the gym with a girl. And it was the first time a girl ever handed him his ass on a platter. 
 
    Rodney was an official tough guy. He had messed guys up, rumor was he was a made man, but when she was done with him his asshole was red, bruised and gaping. He was crying, and he had been ‘out-toughed.’ 
 
    And the soft side of her was even worse! 
 
    “Come on, Rodney. Let’s go upstairs and put your chastity tube on.” 
 
    She unbuckled the restraints holding his arms and legs and helped him off the horse. 
 
    He was big, towered over her, but he just blubbered as she held him. Blubbered and said he was sorry and asked for forgiveness, and the funny thing was he didn’t even know what he wanted to be forgiven for. 
 
    Upstairs she told him to jack off. She had to because his dick was so hard from the spanking he had just received. Sniffling, trying to stop crying, he stroked his meat until it unloaded. 
 
    She then handed him a chastity tube and watched while he locked it on. 
 
    Then she rubbed lineament on his ass, then she slept with him. Held him while he cried. Soothed him. 
 
    Finally, she headed back to her own room. She crawled into bed and closed her eyes. 
 
    Rodney lay in his bed. It was a short single on which he overflowed. His arms and legs draped off the edges. 
 
    He was tough. He was second to Shiela’s husband, Big Bob, and when he killed Bob he figured he would get Shiela. Now that he had her, though, he knew that she really had him. 
 
    Slowly, an occasional sob, he drifted off to sleep. For the first time in his life somebody was tough enough to rule him, and…it felt good. 
 
      
 
    She opened her eyes. And frowned. She missed Danny. 
 
    She got up and checked the three guest rooms. Rodney slumbered in one, boxes filled another, and the third one was empty. 
 
    She went to the end of the hallway and looked out the window. The lights were on in Danny’s house. 
 
    She headed out the back door and through the side yards. 
 
      
 
    Danny was listening to Pink Floyd and drinking Golden Monkey. the fruity taste was growing on him, and the music seeped into his slightly high cranium and soothed him. 
 
    All except for ‘Careful with that Ax, Eugene.’ That was not a soothing song. Unless you were Jack the Ripper. 
 
    He thought about what had happened the last couple of days. 
 
    His parents had left for Europe and he was house sitting, then he got stuck in the swimming pool’s water outlet, and Shiela had rescued him. 
 
    Thinking of Shiela his cock started banging away in his cage. He felt that instant surge of white hot feeling in his chest. So horny he couldn’t stand it. Yet, with the chastity tube on, he had to stand it. 
 
    Then he thought about Rodney. A gangster. Come to claim Shiela for his own. Man, what kind of world had that guy grown up in where he thought he could own human beings. What—he looked up. 
 
    Shiela stood in the doorway. 
 
    He was laying in bed, one hand around his cage, wishing he could masturbate. He motioned to her with the other hand. 
 
    She came to him, her perfect body drawing his rabid attention. But even if she hadn’t been driving him crazy sexually, he would be crazy sexually for her. She was that perfect. Her 36 by 24 by 36 body, her sweet face with those lush, red lips. Her thick, brunette hair. 
 
    He watched her as she climbed, so very naked, onto the bed and lay next to him. 
 
    He handed her the Golden Monkey and she took a large sip. He took out one of his ear buds and handed it to her. 
 
    She put it in her ear and they lay on the bed, facing each other, lips touching, eyes staring, moving only to sip the Monkey. 
 
    Pink Floyd wormed through the sworls of their grey matter, cementing them in a contact high. 
 
    He loved her. But it was a love of more than the whip. Yes, he had cried and become part of her, but he didn’t need that. He had made choice, and she was that choice. 
 
    He lifted their ear buds and whispered, “How’s Rodney? Does he love you forever?” 
 
    She nodded, put her arms around him and drew herself closer, felt the heat of his body, and the closer she got to him the better she felt. 
 
    She loved him. She had thought, after her husband died she would never love again. Then this laughing boy comes into her life, and with him comes hope. And it made her love him. 
 
    She hadn’t even screwed him yet. He had screwed her, but with a plastic dick. But, plastic or not, it was a contact that made her part of him. 
 
    “What are we going to do about the gangsters? Do you think they’ll really come here?” 
 
    She nodded, her hands were around his package, marveling at the way his penis wouldn’t hold still. It wanted to get hard so bad. 
 
    “So what do we do?” 
 
    They were silent, chewing on each others lips, drinking Golden Monkey, and thinking. 
 
    Finally he stood up and took her hand. “Want to get some more Monkey?” 
 
    She nodded and followed him down the stairs. 
 
    They opened another can and sat in the den, laying on the couch. Together, not able to get enough of the feeling of each others bodies. 
 
    With no solution to the coming problem, the conversation shifted. 
 
    “Were you really going to open a…brothel?” 
 
    “Not a brothel,” she corrected. “A man brothel, where I whipped and spanked and tortured and feminized and had fun.” 
 
    He chuckled. “You’re sick.” 
 
    “I don’t need to. I ran prostitution back in Jersey. But I need to keep busy. I love sex and I love having fun. I figured if I became a dominatrix I could have fun, and it wouldn’t be compared to prostitution so I wouldn’t come to the attention of the gangsters.” 
 
    “So much for that.” 
 
    “Yes,” she said. 
 
    That was when he came up with the idea. “You know,” he said, “There’s only one thing left to do.” 
 
    Looking at him, so like him, she grokked what he was going to say. “You think I can do that?” 
 
    “I do. That’s your talent.” 
 
    She wiggled over him, lay on him, her large breasts crushed against his chest. “Do you get jealous?” 
 
    He evaded the question. “You’re not fucking anybody.” 
 
    She laughed, saw that she had been shunted to the side. “You know what I mean.” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “Will you stop loving me if I let you cum? If I fuck you?” 
 
    He shook his head. “The only thing that will happen, if I fuck you…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Is that I’ll want to fuck you again.” 
 
    She smiled. “I love you. I don’t want the end of summer to come because then I’ll have to fuck you. And I don’t want to risk losing your love.” 
 
    “I want to fuck you, and I’m afraid to fuck you.” He flipped her over, lay on his side, but over her, and spoke fiercely. “Our love is beyond a dick or a cunt. We could have no sex organs and we would still be in love. More than just in love. Ultimately in love.” 
 
    She leaned up, raped his mouth for a while, then whispered, “I feel the same. I don’t understand it. I thought I had it bad with Bob, but it’s nothing like what I feel for you. You’re like a forest fire and I feel like a little gas soaked twig next to you.” 
 
    “And I feel like I don’t have a heart, that I live only by the beating of your heart. I am just emptiness, and I crave for you to fill me.” 
 
    “I’m going to feminize you.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “I’m going to teach you all about anal sex.” 
 
    “Please.” 
 
    “I’m going to put you on the horse and use you and break you and break you and break you. I’m going to squeeze you until all your essence is mine.” 
 
    He didn’t talk then. He just held her, crushed her with his arms, felt her heart beating against his chest, and was happier than he had ever been. 
 
    And he knew he was going to have to make their plan work. If it didn’t…then they would be dead and their love would be as if never. 
 
      
 
    Rodney was a changed man. He was silent. He was contemplative. His heart was filled with a pure love for Shiela. 
 
    He awoke and looked at his dick. The cage on it. 
 
    He was used to having his way, screwing the girls in the whore house because he could. 
 
    That was no longer. 
 
    Now he wanted that closeness that Shiela had introduce him to. He wanted to be held and feel here love. He didn’t want anything else. His cock became a measure of his love, instead of a marker of his lust. 
 
    He came down to breakfast, and nobody was there. 
 
    And Shiela wasn’t in her room. There was no sign of either of them, and he felt a franticness within that he had never experienced before. 
 
    Without the focus of his love he felt like he couldn’t exist. 
 
    He went outside. He walked around the house. He looked in the dungeon. 
 
    He heard voices. 
 
    Shiela and Danny were in the kitchen. She was cooking and he was talking about the plans for the dungeon. 
 
    “I’m going to need to run a line into the cells. I can put the outlet up on the—hi, Rodney.” 
 
    Hi Rodney, like there was nothing between them except friendship. 
 
    A surge of jealousy swept over him. The kid had had Shiela to himself. He wanted her for himself. He— 
 
    “Stop that, Rodney.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Your face changes when you start getting jealous.” 
 
    “Well, I can’t…what do you see in this kid?” 
 
    She sighed. “Danny, finish making breakfast. Rodney needs some attention.” 
 
    Danny went to the stove and Shiela walked down to the dungeon. Rodney followed her. 
 
    She fastened the manacles around his wrists and ankles, secured him to the St. Andrew’s Cross. “Honey, this is going to be particularly brutal, and I’m going to use a king size dildo on you. Do you know why?” 
 
    Rodney was already in danger of swooning. His dreams were coming true. She was going to focus only on him. He shook his head. 
 
    “Because when I am with you there is only you. When I am with Danny there is only Danny. For you to get all jealous means you are trying to make me think of you while I’m with Danny. Would you like me to be thinking of Danny when I’m with you?” 
 
    “Uh…no.” His heart was pounding. His ass was still sore form the night previous. 
 
    “And if you persist I will simply lock you in a cell and forget about you. Do you want me not thinking about you at all? Would you like to be a mouse in a cage I forgot about?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    She crossed the room to where a couple of bags sat on the floor. She took out a large dildo. He watched over his shoulder, shivering, as she put on a harness and popped the dildo onto it. 
 
    She walked towards him, her big dick waggling back and forth. 
 
    “Honey, for love to be true you must share it. You can’t own me if I own you. Do you understand?” 
 
    “Yes.” His voice was weak, his breathing was high in his chest and it made him light headed. 
 
    WISS SNAP! 
 
    She used a belt on him. She usually liked to use a short whip with many flat strands, but it was obvious that Rodney needed more. 
 
    WISS SNAP! 
 
    She coiled her arm back, turned her hips, and put her weight into it. 
 
    WISS SNAP! 
 
    Rodney was already crying. 
 
    The night previous it took a while to make him cry, but he was broken now and just needed reminders. Severe reminders, but just reminders. 
 
    WISS SNAP! 
 
    WISS SNAP! 
 
    Danny came down the stairs. He was holding a tray with two plates on it. The smell of sausage and pancakes was overwhelming. Rodney hadn’t eaten, and in spite of his beaten backside, he drooled. 
 
    “Hey, babe.” 
 
    “I’m a little busy now,” she grunted. 
 
    WISS SNAP! 
 
    “We promised we would eat properly and stay healthy.” 
 
    She glared at him, then laughed. She coiled the belt and put it on the table with the drawings on it. 
 
    “I brought a plate for Rodney.” 
 
    Rodney lay against the big X of polished wood. He was leaning to the side and his cheek was against one of the thick planks. Tears were rolling down his cheeks.” 
 
    “That was nice of you. You’re a thoughtful person, Danny.” She kissed him, and Rodney groaned. 
 
    Danny grinned. “Well, I need to do the dishes, then I’m going to work on the cells. 
 
    Shiela took her plate to side of the cross. 
 
    Rodney watched her fork a bit of butter and syrup drenched pancake into her mouth. His cock was dripping inside the cage. He whimpered. 
 
    She forked a bit of pancake into his mouth. 
 
    He found himself chewing, eternally grateful just for the fact of having her feed him. 
 
    “You’re going to have to change your mind on a lot of things, Rodney.” 
 
    He nodded. Chewed. A bit of syrup leaked out of his mouth. Shiela used her finger to push the syrup back into his mouth. 
 
    Rodney’s cock was trying to break the cage. It pulsed and throbbed and pushed helplessly. 
 
    “I want you to clean up your language. No more shooting people. And every time you use the N word I’m going to make you suck a black man’s dick.” 
 
    His eyes opened wide. He was a confirmed racist, and to be refused his right to hate somebody…it was…it was downright un-American! 
 
    She fed him slowly. Watched him. Watched the breakdown of his soul in his eyes. 
 
    The eyes truly were the windows to a man’s soul. 
 
    “I’m not kidding. I’ll get an African American with the biggest dick I can find. I’ll have him screw you, and then make you suck his dick. Or maybe I’ll just have you suck him off, and then have him screw you. A good black man should be able to come twice for your juicy, little mouth. Right?” 
 
    “Please,” he croaked. 
 
    “Yes. You need to please me. Are you ready to proceed?” 
 
    Proceed? In the face of all this blasphemous talk of black people and not shooting people? 
 
    Yet, his love won out. 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    For the next half hour Shiela alternated scratching him with playing with his balls, his nipples. She promised to let him out of his cage and to sit on him, but they both knew she wasn’t going to do that. 
 
    No. Their love was going to be pure. 
 
      
 
    Danny walked past them, seemed to be thinking deeply. He entered the last cell and they heard the sound of the drill, the pounding of a hammer, the occasional rasp of a saw. 
 
    He came out and measured a length or electrical wire, then went back into the cell. 
 
      
 
    Rodney’s backside was raw. He had red stripes up and down the backs of his legs and his back. His ass was red, but she was gentle, merely building on the foundation she had laid the night before. 
 
    He was a tough man, and he had to be broken and broken again, but the whipping wasn’t designed to break him down, the gentle, loving touch was what did the work. 
 
    She would occasionally stop and finger his asshole. He would groan and whimper and he began to desire fulfillment. He knew where she was going, and he wanted her to get there. 
 
    Danny was in the second cell now, when she moved up behind Rodney and gave him what he so desperately desired and now needed. 
 
    She hugged him, fit her cock to his ass. 
 
    “Rise up, honey. Raise your butt.” 
 
    Sobbing, he did so, and she inserted her big penis. 
 
    He cried aloud and pushed back. It became more him screwing her penis than her penis screwing his ass. 
 
    She kissed his neck and brushed her fingers over his nipples. She just lay against him, pressed against him, and let him do the work. 
 
    The sound of drilling and hammering filled the basement. 
 
    Rodney was now in a sub world. He was in that place where the scoring of nails upon his flesh gave pleasure, where the pinch of his nipples was a delight that filled him with the desire to cum. 
 
    Shiela pulled out, left him begging, and walked into the cell. “How’s it going?” 
 
    “Pretty good. We’re going to need doors for these other cells.” 
 
    “I’ll order them this afternoon, when I’m done with Rodney. Is the first cell ready?” 
 
    “Yep. Except it needs a blanket. I made a swing down bunk for him.” 
 
    “Oh, wonderful!” 
 
    They went into the first cell. Danny had done excellent work. The bed was two planks held together by crosspieces. It was fastened to the wall, and would fold down, to where three legs would fold down to support it. 
 
    “You really know your stuff.” 
 
    “My dad knows his stuff. This is simple compared to his work.” 
 
    “A contractor and a craftsman. And he taught you.” 
 
    “He’s pretty good guy.” 
 
    She put a hand on his shoulder, leaned against him. “What do you think he’d think of what we’re doing?” 
 
    Danny cocked his head and an amused expression came onto his face. “He’s a wild sort of guy. I think he’d laugh. My mom, though, not so much. When it came time for punishment it was my mother that I feared.” 
 
    “You were scared of your mother?” 
 
    “Deathly. One time I was playing in a construction site and I accidentally started a tractor. Dad came over and shut it off, and he spoke harshly to me. Called me a knuckle head.” 
 
    “A knucklehead.” Shiela snickered. 
 
    “But when I got home Mother came into my room, made me lay down on the bed with my pants down and…she wailed on me. It was the scariest thing in my life.” 
 
    “Did you get in trouble after that?” 
 
    “Sure. What kid doesn’t keep getting in trouble. But when it came time for consequences I prayed for my father to be the one who punished me.” 
 
    Shiela turned Danny to her, looked up into his face and was completely sincere. “Did you ever feel sexual excitement when your mother punished you?” 
 
    He nodded, his lips clamped and twisted, almost as if he was undergoing punishment again. The memories were that solid. “Sometimes. Especially when she used the belt. There’s something about being butt naked and having your mother beat you that…well…thinking about it reminds me of you. 
 
    Shiela touched his cock, kissed him lightly, and said, “She was just preparing you for me. We women, we have a secret society. A gynarchy, and we pass men down from generation to generation.” 
 
    “You’re so full of shit,” he laughed. 
 
    “You’d like to think so,” she chuckled. “Go upstairs and put on nylons and high heels. I’d like to get you vacation boobs.” 
 
    He looked at her curiously. 
 
    “Temporary boobs. Women get them to see how they would look before they get implants. 
 
    Danny went upstairs and Shiela went back to Rodney. 
 
    Rodney was exhausted now. The constant rollercoaster of sexual stimulation to getting his ass beat was taking it out of him. 
 
    A few minute slater Danny came down the stairs. 
 
    “Come here, Danny.” 
 
    Danny presented himself, and Shiela put him to the side of the St. Andrew’s Cross and turned Rodney’s head. 
 
    “You see this? You keep resisting, you keep holding on to being the bully boy, and this is what you will look like.” 
 
    Rodney merely stared, absorbed his fate, and hung on the cross. 
 
    Danny had brought a blanket down with him and he placed it on the folding bed in the first cell. Then he went back to work in the second cell. 
 
    It was difficult doing carpentry in high heels. It was cool listening to the click of his heels when he walked, but to swing a hammer or work a saw while struggling for balance was odd. 
 
    Still, he was almost done with this second cell. He cut a long electrical line and began feeding it through a hole in the cement. The line went up the side of the cell, and through a conduit to the big room. He would eventually hook it to a mainline running the length of the room on the central beam. He took his time and made sure his work was neat. Sloppy workmanship brought a frown from his father, but a spanking from his mother. 
 
    He thought about his mother. She was short but full bosomed. She was very pretty, and she liked to laugh and joke like nobody’s business. But when it came time for punishment, brrr.  
 
    Then he wondered if there really was a gynarchy that conditioned boys and passed them down to other women. 
 
    There couldn’t be. That was too much. But he couldn’t stop thinking about it. 
 
    A shadow passed the cell door and he saw, out of the corner of his eyes, Shiela leading the broken Rodney to his cell. He heard her talking to him in low tones, then the clang of the door and the turn of the lock. 
 
    He was going to have to cut a small door in the big metal door so. food could be passed in. Well, tomorrow he would— 
 
    “Come along.” Shiela stood in the doorway, hands on the jambs and a big grin on her face. 
 
    He followed her. “It’s your turn.” 
 
    She put him against the St. Andrew’s Cross and fastened the manacles. He could feel the dampness from Rodney’s body. There was a puddle of perspiration under him. 
 
    He stood, shaking like a horse that didn’t know what to do. Not able to fight, not able to flight. 
 
    She started softly, loving him, feeling him, and only occasionally scratching him with her red nails. 
 
    “Only a light one today.” she said. “We have so much to do.” 
 
    She whipped his ass. Grabbed his buns in her hands and squeezed, then pushed a finger into his hole. 
 
    He jerked. For ‘just a light one’ it was pretty damn intense. 
 
    She inserted herself between his body and the cross. She hugged him, pressed her breasts against him, kissed him. And pulled his hair. 
 
    “AHHH!” It wasn’t quite a scream that escaped him, but it was close. 
 
    She laughed and licked his cheek. “Got to pull that hair out, make it long enough for styling.” 
 
    Tears ran down his cheeks. 
 
    She somehow managed to slither down and took his cage in her mouth, fondled his balls, and his head felt light, like there was a glowing bal of cotton replacing his brain. 
 
    “That’s what I like about you,” she said, as she put the horse hair butt plug into him. “You give up easy. You know your place.” 
 
    “You can thank my mother,” he gasped for breath as he spoke. 
 
    “I will. When they come home I’ll invite her over and let her fuck you.” 
 
    The thought was too much for his mind. His own mother. The connections he started to make, seeing a sexual content to his mother that…his knees gave way. 
 
    She let him hang for a minute, she just sat and considered him, a very happy smile on her face. “God, I want to use your dick.” 
 
    “Go ahead,” he spoke while hanging. 
 
    “Nah.” She laughed and undid his manacles. While he rubbed his wrists and tried to stand without shaking she went down to Rodney’s cell. “How you doing, Rod? Do you love me?” 
 
    “Yes,” came back the wailing agreement. 
 
    “Don’t jack off now!” 
 
    She was grinning as she came back through the basement. “He’s got a Pear of Anguish in his heinie. That’s going to keep him busy for a while. 
 
    He looked askance at her as they walked to the stairs. 
 
    “It’s a dildo shaped like a pear. It opens up once inside the ass.” 
 
    [image: Image] 
 
      
 
    Danny shivered as he got the picture. “And he’s got that in his ass?” 
 
    “Some men need more.” 
 
    They walked up the stairs, and Danny hoped he never needed more. 
 
    And, he hoped he did. 
 
     
 
    Inside her bedroom she handed him panties and a training bra. The panties were sissy panties, and they had a little pouch that was barely big enough to hold his package. 
 
    He was already in nylons and heels, and he stared at himself in the mirror. 
 
    He was a slender man, but even without tits the underwear made him much more feminine. 
 
    “Are you really going to give me temporary tits?” 
 
    “Vacation boobs, and yes.” 
 
    He shuddered, and desired, and his cock dripped in its cage. 
 
    “Sit down here,” she pushed the chair to her vanity table around. 
 
    He sat down. 
 
    “I’m not going whole hog today, but we do have to get you transformed.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because when the gangsters come we need you looked helpless and vulnerable.” 
 
    “Like a woman.” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “I’ll leave your hair till last,” she said, spreading his hands on the table and studying them. You can always wear gloves when you go out.” 
 
    “How long do you think we have?” 
 
    “Maybe a month, but I want to get ahead of them. I want to make things happen in a couple of weeks.” 
 
    “So I have to be transformed within a couple of weeks.” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “And that means tits.” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    She picked up a file and began working on his fingernails. She shaped and sanded and pushed the cuticles back. 
 
    “I’m always amazed at how easy it is…your skin, your features, they’re so easily adapted.” 
 
    “That’s my father,” he said. 
 
    “Your father has good genes.” 
 
    “He doesn’t wear jeans.” 
 
    “Shut up,” she chuckled. 
 
    She placed fakes on his fingers. Not overly long, just long enough to extend an eight of an inch beyond his real fingernails. She shaped them to a gentle oval, then painted them red. 
 
    “Isn’t that a little bright?” 
 
    “Bright is just right.” 
 
    She painted from the cuticles down, even strokes that blended until there were no lines. 
 
    “Okay,” she said. “Blow on these for a while while I do your other hand.” 
 
    Danny held his hand up and blew lightly to help the polish dry.  
 
    When she was done with the other hand she applied lacquer, and he stared at his hands in fascination. They looked longer, extremely effeminate. Not like the carpentry worn digits he formerly possessed. 
 
    “Okay, you ready for the heavy lifting?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    She cleaned and primed his face. “We’re going to do this every day until you can do it yourself. By then Rodney will be ready.” 
 
    Danny grinned. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “This is going to be a lot harder for Rodney than it is for me.” 
 
    She nodded, an amused expression on her face. 
 
    She put on foundation, colored his cheeks, explained how and why and when to use blush. Then the delicate work of shading his eyes began. She used brushes and fingers, made his lids look sexy dark.  
 
    Danny was frozen, and his cock was throbbing like never before. She laughed as it struggled to erect. Long, white drools started seeping down from his cage. 
 
    “Men always like this,” she said as she lengthened his eyelashes and shaped his brows. “There is something about being a woman that is so forbidden. Make a man into a woman and he is yours for life.” 
 
    “I’m already yours for life.” 
 
    She stopped, looked at him, and was so very happy. She touched her lips to his very lightly, careful not to mess up her work. “You’re good for me.” 
 
    He looked in the mirror. 
 
    She played with his hair, but didn’t brush it or try to style it. “We’ll save this for another day. Right now, get used to your face, your underwear. Let’s get back to work.” 
 
    “Want a Monkey?” 
 
    “Fuck, yes. And get one for Rodney. Give it to him, but don’t say a word.” 
 
    Danny went back to his house. He listened to his heels clicking on the cement walkways between their houses. He heard the tapping as he passed the pool and entered the house. He loved the faint echo as he walked into the kitchen. He returned to Shiela’s with a six pack. He took three cans out and headed down to the basement. 
 
    Shiela was bent over the planning table, and she straightened up and took the beer and opened it. “Ahh,” she said, after the first sip. “You’re making an addict out of me.” 
 
    “Talk about addictions,” he said to her, and they both grinned. 
 
    He walked down to Rodney’s cell and opened the door. 
 
    Rodney looked up in surprise, then his surprise doubled as he realized that the ‘woman’ in front of him was Danny. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whispered, taking the beer, unable to take his eyes off Danny. 
 
    Danny said nothing, just walked out, his horsetail swinging behind him. 
 
    Shiela was standing just outside the door. She leaned in and looked at Rodney. “Give in, handsome, and all that can be yours.” 
 
    “No. I can’t. I won’t.” His face was frozen in fear. He repeated. “I can’t. I won’t.” 
 
    Shiela swung the door shut. CLANG! 
 
    They heard the whisper from the cell: “I can’t! I won’t” 
 
    Yet Danny heard something else. He heard hunger. He heard the sound of a man wanting to break. Rodney was almost ready for the metamorphosis of all that he was. 

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    The first thing that happened, at the beginning of the next two weeks, was the phone call. 
 
    Danny was massaging Shiela’s feet. Rodney was down in the dungeon, cell number one. Danny and Shiela were drinking whiskey and Coke. One doesn’t not live by Golden Monkey alone, after all. 
 
    She picked up her cell phone and tapped a number. A single digit, so whoever she was calling was on her list of ten best. 
 
    “Hey, girlfriend, how they hanging.” 
 
    Laughter, from both ends of the conversation. 
 
    Then a short spat of ‘How’s Johnny, how’s your mother, are you making enough money…that sort of thing. 
 
    Then came ‘the question.’ Which was not so much a question as a demand. 
 
    “I need you out here.” 
 
    A voice chattering away across the country. 
 
    “I know. But I’m out…and I need help.” 
 
    Chatter, chatter, chatter. 
 
    “Some day you’re going to have to take a chance, and who better to take it with than me.” 
 
    Chatter, chatter, chatter. 
 
    “I’ve got a man. His name is Danny.” 
 
    Danny blushed. He didn’t know why. But the blushing made him extremely happy. 
 
    “He’s helping me. And Rodney is out here. That’s right. Portland.” Pause, thinking on the far end, dramatic emphasis on this end. “I’m converting him.” 
 
    Oh, man. The chatter escalated, went on for a long minute. 
 
    “You know me. You know I can do it. The same way I know you can do it.” 
 
    Chatter, chatter, chatter. 
 
    “I’m going to have to insist. Make a flight, disappear, and we’ll pick you up at the airport.” 
 
    A whole bunch of chatter, from both ends, and Danny wondered. Who was this strange woman that Shiela trusted for help? 
 
      
 
    Downstairs in the basement Rodney lay on his folding bed. It was hard, but Danny said they would get a mattress for it eventually. 
 
    Eventually. 
 
    He was Rodney Portland. A made man. And he was dependent upon the whims of a whore and a kid. 
 
    And his cock throbbed inside his chastity tube. He was laying on his side and he looked down at his prison. A puddle of white was forming under the cage. God, was he horny. 
 
    He had come across the country to take a bitch back, and he ended up being the bitch. 
 
    And he knew he was being the bitch.  
 
    He could walk out of the cell whenever he wanted, but Shiela had told him to stay, said he had to prove his love for her. 
 
    But that proof…it involved too much. 
 
    He saw the kid, Danny, being feminized more and more each day. He saw how Danny doted on Shiela, but, worse, he saw how Shiela doted on Danny. 
 
    A week ago he would have shot the kid and dragged Shiela back to Jersey. Now…he was struggling with the idea of giving up his manhood to Shiela. 
 
    Oh, she had a rep, that one. She had twisted poor Bob, the toughest gangster to ever helm a gang, and everybody knew it. Guys had seen panty lines under his too tight slacks. They had seen bra straps under his custom eye-talian shirts. 
 
    Bob was losing it, and that was why he had to go. 
 
    Heck. Rodney could never have pulled off the hit unless it was okay with the higher ups. And the higher ups had decided that no gangster worth his salt could wear female underwear. 
 
    And here he was, meaner than even Bob, and he was confused and twisted, and he could see the writing on the wall. 
 
    She had put a pair of her panties, dirty and smelling of her pussy, over his head and spanked him. Whipped him. Made him enjoy his gasping for breath through the pussy scented material. 
 
    And now he loved her. And she was in charge. The more she beat him the more he wanted to worship at her feet. 
 
    He didn’t like Danny. 
 
    Oh, the kid was okay, kind of cool, but…he wanted Shiela. But the only way he was going to have her was if he agreed to her terms. Be forgiving, don’t shoot anybody, wear female underwear…like Danny. 
 
    What an impossible shit show. 
 
    He looked down at his cock again. Drip, drip, drip.  
 
    And tears ran down his cheeks. 
 
      
 
    The second thing that happened at the beginning of the two weeks, was when Danny shared his duties. 
 
    Rodney was laying in his bunk, dripping, trying not to go crazy. Tossing around the idea of just leaving, going home, and forgetting it all. But he could never forget. Not now. Shiela just owned too big a piece of him. Her and that damned dildo of hers that gave him so much pleasure. 
 
    “Hey, Rod.” Danny pulled open the heavy door and sauntered in. He was wearing panties and bra, garters and hose, and full make up. He had even started styling his hair into a more feminine fashion. “You ever do any carpentry?” 
 
    Rodney swiveled around and sat up. He was naked, except for his chastity tube. “No.” 
 
    “Well, it’s easy. I’ll leave the instructions and a blueprint on the table, but let me talk you through the procedure.” 
 
    “What procedure?” 
 
    “We need more bunks. We need a minimum of two bunks in each cell. Now, this is called a tape measure. See how I measured the distance from the wall to this bolt here? And the distance to the floor?” 
 
    Danny extended the tape measure and showed Rod. 
 
    “Make a mark with this.” He held up a flat pencil. “And you can measure this bunk, always this one, never ones that you make, for the exact measurements. See how I screwed the planks and the cross boards together? Now, when you use this drill…” 
 
    It took an hour, and Rodney kept doing wrong things, but at the end of the hour they had made a bunk and it was ready to be mounted.  Most important, Rodney was no longer making mistakes. 
 
    “Okay, we’re going to need four more, and the hardware and the boards are in a separate stack in front of cell two. Think you can handle it?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. But where are you going?” 
 
    Fuck. The kid was ten years younger than him, slender, he could crush him with a fist, and he was saying ‘yes, sir and ‘no, sir’ to him. 
 
    “Gonna go get some titties.” 
 
    Rodney blinked. “For real?” 
 
    “For real. Well, they’re fake tits, they’re called ‘vacation boobs.’ They oughta make me look like a real girl. I’ll even be able to wear low cut dresses and everything.” 
 
    “Hey, Danny?” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Are you okay with this? With turning into a woman.” 
 
    Danny sat down on floor and faced Rodney, who was sitting on his bunk. Danny’s junk hung down and pulsed and caused the cage to twitch rhythmically. “I guess so.” 
 
    “You guess?” 
 
    “Sure. I’m a little worried about taking hormones, I hate the idea of giving up my dick. But Shiela says I’m skinny enough that I won’t need to take any. Well, maybe a little bit, but not enough to interfere with my dick. She doesn’t like the idea of making a guy limp.” 
 
    “She doesn’t?” Rodney was totally overwhelmed by this easy acceptance of what he was struggling with. 
 
    “No. She thinks a man is a man, and should be a man. But she objects to the rigid way we think, how we are prisoner to the conventions of society. You’re having a rough time with this, aren’t you?” 
 
    Rodney nodded, a jerking frantic movement. He wasn’t just having a hard time, he was terribly scared. 
 
    “Well, have fun with it. That’s all I can say.” 
 
    “But…why are you doing it?” 
 
    Danny faced him and with totally complacent eyes said, “I love Shiela.” 
 
    “And you’d do anything for her.” 
 
    “Got to.” 
 
    They were silent then. All talked out. At least as talked as Rodney could stand. 
 
    Danny grinned, stood up, and left. 
 
    Rodney sat for a few minutes, then, his mind churning, his soul discombobulated, he got up and saw to the building of the bunks. 
 
      
 
    Getting boobs should probably qualify as one of the big things of the two weeks, but it didn’t. Simply, Danny had accepted the necessity, and his mind was adequately unlocked to the point where he could have it. 
 
    Rodney trying to accept it was much harder. 
 
    So Danny went to the doctor’s office, a doctor that Shiela had somehow convinced to perform the procedure, and he came out with big, knock ‘em dead boobs. 
 
    Shiela was there, chuckling, admiring, helping him to change into a bigger bra. 
 
    And he needed a bigger bra. 
 
    Danny sat in the passenger seat on the way home, and it was good that he didn’t try to drive. He was too enamored of his new body to pay attention to silly things like stoplight and cops. 
 
    He was now wearing a mustard dress with a deep cut on the chest. His cleavage was to die for, and his nipples could be seen through the thin material—he was wearing a shelf bra—stiff and sticking out. His big tits made his nipples stand out and look bigger. 
 
    And, from this point on, Danny was in full transition. He wore underwear—he had to wear a bra—and dresses. He went everywhere in high heels. He wore full make up and his hair was styled, and given extensions, and he looked like a woman. 
 
    Oh, his hands were a little large, and they looked larger with his red fingernails, and he wore a scarf to hide his Adam’s apple, And there were certain other little oddities of shape, but they all faded under the total picture, and he looked like a woman. 
 
    And if there was no other proof, it was the fact that when he went to town men would open doors for him and stare at his calves, his buns, his chest. 
 
    He walked down to the basement when he returned home to check on Rodney. 
 
    Rodney had finished the folding beds and had actually tried to mount one. And had broken a drill bit in a hole. He looked forlorn when Danny stepped into the room, then his eyes opened. 
 
    “Shit! You look totally like a woman.” 
 
    “Thanks,” then he added jokingly. “Big boy.” 
 
    Rodney suddenly glumped and sat down and told Danny what he had done. 
 
    Danny explained about drill bits and then set about getting the broken bit out of the wall. 
 
    Rodney was amazed at how easily Danny extracted the bit. “Fuck,” he said. “Fuck.” 
 
    And he was struck, for the first time, at how as a gangster he didn’t really know the simplest things. 
 
    “You got to teach me some of this stuff, Danny.” 
 
    “No, prob. Shall we start with mounting the beds on the walls?” 
 
      
 
    The third big thing of the two weeks was the arrival of Cherry Blossom. 
 
    “Come on, Danny. She’s coming in on the ten o’clock.” 
 
    Danny hurried putting his lipstick on, slipped on his heels, and they got into the Range Rover and headed for the airport. 
 
    The town airport was not big. No international flights, just little puddle jumpers that connected the town to the bigger, nearby metropolises. 
 
    They drove up to the terminal, parked, and went in. 
 
    Cherry descended the moveable stairs and walked across the tarmac. She was a rare beauty. In a way, she was like Shiela. She had that same cock sure assurance of her sex and abilities. But she was a light auburn, almost blonde, and she had the most magnificent blue eyes. They were a sky blue, and they were sharp and scintillating. They looked through a man, and they laughed. Good laughed. 
 
    Shiela and Cherry hugged, and Danny stood by, ready to carry the bags. 
 
    “And who is this gorgeous creature?”  
 
    Danny fell in love. The way she estimated him with a glance was not to be denied. 
 
    “Her name is Taken.” 
 
    The girls giggled, and Cherry said, “Take me away, Taken. Where’s your carriage?” 
 
    The girls sat in the back seat and Danny drove. He watched them in the rear view mirror, and they put on a show for him. They kissed, they laughed, they giggled, they felt each other’s tits and even finger banged each others vaginas. 
 
    Back at the house Rodney was sleeping. 
 
    “Rodney is downstairs, probably sleeping. He won’t come out of his cell unless you ask him, and you can do whatever you want with him. 
 
    Cherry marveled. “Rodney Portland. The made man. The Muscle’s muscle. And you’ve got him in a cell.” 
 
    “And I beat him and fuck him every day.” 
 
    “Will wonders never cease.” She shook her head. 
 
    “You ever hear of Golden Monkey?” 
 
    Cherry hadn’t, and it was only a minute for Danny to run over to his house and bring back a couple of six packs. 
 
    “Man,” Cherry muttered, “That’s sweet. Sort of sticky.” 
 
    “Yeah, but it’s the kick that you’re going to like. Two beers and you feel like your eyes are working separately.” 
 
    They went upstairs and they all got undressed and climbed onto the bed. 
 
    “Now about this plan of yours…” 
 
    Shiela began to explain, and Cherry interrupted occasionally with a question, and when the explanation was over she shook her head. 
 
    “You really think you can pull this off?” 
 
    “I’m betting my life on it.” 
 
    “And his, and mine.” 
 
    Shiela shrugged. “In for one, in for all.” 
 
    Cherry turned to Danny and inspected him. She had worked around him, even talked over him, but now she focused on him. 
 
    Danny waited. 
 
    Cherry crawled over him and sat on his lap. 
 
    Shiela watched with a slight twist of her lips. 
 
    Cherry leaned forward, her large breasts brushed against his. “Damn, you are a beautiful woman.” She kissed him. 
 
    It was breathtaking. It caused his cock to seep harder. His heart pounded, and he wondered what Shiela was thinking. 
 
    When he looked up Shiela was grinning. “Pretty good, eh?” 
 
    Danny nodded. He felt like a mouse between two cats. About to be torn apart, but in the most pleasant way. 
 
    They attacked then. He hadn’t been wearing his horsetail for the trip to the airport, and he jerked as Cherry dug three fingers into his anus 
 
    “He’s tight. You need to work him hard.” 
 
    “He’s so good I’ve taken it easy on him.” 
 
    “Well, those days are over. If he’s going to be in this then he’s got to be more convincing. You ever have a prostate orgasm, Danny Boy?” 
 
    He was laying on the bed, butt in the air, and he shook his head. 
 
    Cherry grinned. “Oh, baby. You been missing out on all the fun.” 
 
    Meanwhile, Shiela had her face in Cherry’s groin. She was licking and sucking as if her life depended on it. 
 
    Cherry pushed Shiela away and arranged Danny so his butt was higher. She went to Shiela’s bottom drawer and pulled out a slightly bent dildo with a bulge on the shaft. 
 
    “Okay, sunshine,” she grinned evilly, “Get ready to enter paradise.” 
 
    She sat behind him, pushed him up against the headboard, and inserted the dildo. He groaned, and it felt like he had to pee. 
 
    “This is a prostate massager. You’re going to get drained…” 
 
    “Shiela drained me before.” 
 
    “But not like this.” She began to wiggle the massager and reaming his butt. Suddenly she exclaimed, “There it is!” 
 
    Danny groaned, and the sensations became more intense. It felt like she was running the thing inside him over a little bump or something. 
 
    Shiela sat back to watch. she had a big smile on her face.  
 
    Danny was moaning. This thing was turning him inside out. He wanted to pee, his heart felt like it had a warm spike of gold in it. 
 
    “So what’s my place in this new scheme of things,” Cherry asked, ignoring Danny even as she hand humped his ass. 
 
    “Well, I figured if we called…then we can get some of the girls working…and if that doesn’t work there’s always… 
 
    Her voice went in and out, waxing and waning in accord to the sensations in Danny’s rectum. Sometimes everything was crystal clear, sometimes everything dissolved into a muddy mess. 
 
    “How you doing, Danny?” 
 
    “I’m what…” He didn’t know who he was, he just felt this urgency within. To cum, but…it wasn’t his dick. 
 
    “You want to play with his tits?” 
 
    Shiela lay next to him, she pulled on his nipples, squeezed his breasts, and when he turned to her she kissed him. 
 
    It was the kiss that did it. the fact that he wasn't a puddle of sexual desire all alone in the universe, but had something to focus on. 
 
    The explosion happened in slow motion. It erupted from somewhere in his ass. It rippled out, growing as it expanded, becoming more intense, until there was nothing but his hips jerking and a white hot fever that obliterated his sense of self. Then it was like he was surfing a cloud, thrown into the universe, canceled only to meet God and be resurrected. 
 
    “Fuck,” he breathed out an eternity later. 
 
    The thing was still in his ass, Cherry had left it there. She was sitting cross legged and talking to Shiela. 
 
    They looked at him, chuckled, then went back to their conversation. 
 
    Danny yawned, and fell into a cloud of sleep.  
 
    He started to wake up, but realized it was only the prostate massager being pulled out of his ass. 
 
    Lips touched his cheek. “Sleep on, love.” 
 
    And he did. 
 
      
 
    Danny awoke. He had never felt so good in his life. 
 
    Next to him Shiela and Cherry lay intwined in each others arms. 
 
    He slithered out of bed, walked down the hall to another bathroom so as not to awake them, and showered. Then he applied his make up, put on a fresh bra and nylons, and brushed his hair. 
 
    Downstairs he made breakfast. He only made enough for one, as he suspected the girls would sleep for hours. He ate. Sipped a Coke instead of a Monkey, or bourbon and Coke, and thought about what he had to do this morning. 
 
    Not much. He had a couple of horses to set up, an electrical panel to wire up, and a few odds and ends. The heavy lifting was done. 
 
    He made a second breakfast, put a Coke on the tray, and a Golden Monkey, and headed down for the dungeon. 
 
    Rodney was gone. 
 
    That was a surprise. Then he checked the backyard. Rodney was sitting on a lounge chair, and he already had a Golden Monkey. That was all right. Two Monkeys made a man. 
 
    He put the tray down. “Good morning.” 
 
    “Hey, Danny.” 
 
    “What’s with the jail break?” 
 
    “I’m going to tell Shiela to do me.” 
 
    “To change you.” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    Danny sat down while Rodney dug into the bacon and eggs. He took the Coke for himself and sat down. 
 
    “So what prompted you?” 
 
    “The phone call.” 
 
    “What phone call?” 
 
    “Last night. Shiela and Cherry—I didn’t even know she was here—they came down and had me make a phone call.” 
 
    Danny knew what the phone call was about. He thought they were going to wait another week before making it, but apparently not. He had a feeling the arrival of Cherry had pushed the issue. 
 
    “You know all hell is going to break loose, don’t you?” 
 
    “Well, we’ve got a plan.” 
 
    “I called Frankie Furter, Joe Gallo and Big Nose Jim. I asked them to come out, all at once. Fuck, what’s up with that? One at a time the girls might stand a chance.” 
 
    “Don’t underestimate the girls.” 
 
    “You don’t get it. These guys are the psycho’s psycho. I’m tough, but I ain’t crazy. These guys get off on throwing kittens off a bridge.” 
 
    Danny gave a quick shudder at the picture. He hadn’t wanted an image like that in his mind. 
 
    “They’ll come in here, not like me, and they’ll have their gats out, and…shit, Danny. The girls don’t stand a chance.” 
 
    Danny decided to change the subject. “Want to help me with the electrical panel?” 
 
    “Didn’t you hear me?” 
 
    “Yep. If you want to bail before they get here I think everybody’ll understand.” 
 
    “Shit. I’m too much in love now.” 
 
    “Me, too. About that electrical panel?” 
 
      
 
    The next two days passed slowly. Danny and Rodney finished the odds and ends and Danny got acquainted with Cherry. 
 
    While Shiela transformed Rodney, Nairing his body, putting him in sexy underthings, showing him the ins and outs of make up, Cherry played with Danny on the horse. She beat him, she fucked him. She loved him and told him that she really wanted his cock free so she could really abuse him. 
 
    Danny loved it. 
 
    And, now that the heavy work was done, they spent more time in the pool, and drank less and less Golden Monkey. 
 
    The hoods were coming. 
 
    In fact, on the third day Shiela’s cell phone rang. It was a text. 
 
      
 
    We’re at the airport. 
 
      
 
    Shiela fed in her address and they all began the arduous process of waiting. 
 
    A half hour later a Taxi arrived. 
 
    Danny took a couple of bottles of water and poured them on the floor in the basement. 
 
    The hoods walked up the steps. 
 
    Two of them were thick chunks of muscle. The third was round, but Rodney said he was stronger and quicker than the others. 
 
    The hoods had typical hood faces. No expression, a general meanness stamped on their phizzes, large pores, tight lips, eyes that looked more like a snake’s. 
 
    They reached the front door and saw the sign. 
 
    “In basement. Go to the right.” 
 
    The thugs turned and walked across the lawn. They came to the side gate, which was open. They walked up the side yard. 
 
    They came to the storm doors, which were propped open. 
 
    They looked at each other, drew their guns, and edged up to look into the basement. 
 
    Three beautiful woman were sitting in folding chairs at the far end of the basement. It was gloomy, hard to see. 
 
    Moving slowly, guns sweeping back and forth, they descended the shallow steps. 
 
    Shiela was in the center chair, Cherry on the right. Danny was sitting on the left. Rodney was upstairs, worrying. He didn’t look enough like a girl yet, and the gangsters would easily recognize him. 
 
    The three hoods crept down the basement. The one in the center was Big Nose Jim. He was the fat but faster one. Joe Gallo and Frankie Furter sided him. 
 
    “Well, what we got here?” Big Nose Jim had a voice like a dump truck taking a dump. 
 
    To the side Frankie looked into the cells. Nobody there, he moved back out to the center. Joe Gallo came in from the wing, too. They stood lined up, facing the girls, and they approached to within ten feet. 
 
    “Hello, Shiela. We been looking for you. Cherry. I didn’t know you was here.” 
 
    “Hello, you ugly pieces of shit.” She said it cheerfully. 
 
    The three plug uglies looked even uglier, if that was possible. 
 
    “Where’s the Rod?” 
 
    Shiela said, “He’s being a good, little girl, just like you three will be.” 
 
    Big Nose Jim sneered. He raised his pistol, and so did the other two. 
 
    They were holding 1911s, .45s, and they didn’t just leave holes, they ripped off arms and heads. 
 
    Danny cleared his throat. “Ahem.” 
 
    They looked at him. He was so unafraid it surprised them. 
 
    “Who the fuck are you?” 
 
    “Doesn’t matter, just shoot the girls to my left first.” 
 
    Shiela and Cherry jerked their heads towards him and their mouths opened. 
 
    “What the fuck?” 
 
    “You son of a bitch!” 
 
    The thugs looked at each other, then grinned. They all aimed their pistols at Danny. 
 
    Danny’s hand was holding a switch, he flicked it. 
 
    Electric current ran along the switch to an outlet to the right. From the outlet two lines drooped to the floor. The floor that he had just poured water on. 
 
    The electric current caused an involuntary reaction. All muscles started to convulse. The gunsels started to jerk and twitch and all three guns fired at the same time. What Danny was counting on was something called milking the trigger. Milking the trigger was when not just one muscle contracted, but they all did. Thus, the right arms started to lift and to swing to the left, which made them shoot above and to the left of Danny. 
 
    Danny let them cook for a full five seconds, their guns flew away, they danced and collapsed and jerked and quivered, then he flicked the switch again. 
 
    The hoods lay quiet, mouths open and working but only small grunts and sighs coming out. 
 
    “Come on, let’s get these guys on the horses.” 
 
    Cherry and Shiela and Dany leaped out of the chairs and began hauling gangsters to horses and fastening them down. 
 
    “Why did you tell them to shoot us?” Cherry asked. Shiela was feeling too betrayed to speak. 
 
    “Because I knew they would point at me.” Then he explained about ‘milking the trigger,’ and how he knew that was their best chance not to get hit by a stray first shot. 
 
    “They were all right handed. I don’t know what I would have done if one of them was left handed.” 
 
    Shiela stopped and stared at him. 
 
    “You risked your life to make sure we weren’t hit.” 
 
    “Well, it wasn’t much of a risk.” 
 
    “Bullshit.” 
 
    They finished securing the gangsters. Rodney came downstairs, timidly, and stared in wonder. They had actually done it. They had disarmed and captured three of the deadliest gangsters to ever walk the mean streets. 
 
    “What the fuck,” he muttered. “What the fuck.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    The girls spent the night softening up the gangsters. They were tough eggs, but enough rough love and they would fall.  
 
    Rodney and Danny made dinner, kept everybody in Golden Monkey, and the night progressed in riotous manner. 
 
    At last, the girls were tired. 
 
    The gangsters, beaten and sore, were each put in a cell. Rodney was allowed to sleep in a bedroom, and Danny was taken into Shiela’s bedroom by the girls. 
 
    The girls undressed him, lay him on the bed, and began to make love to him. They used mouths, dildos, hands, everything they had at their disposal. 
 
    Danny was a hero. The fact was that a stray shot at close range likely would have hit somebody, and Danny had solved that problem. 
 
    “You know,” said Cherry at one point, when they were resting and sipping the Monkey, “We have a problem. We have to get three more hoods, and that shouldn’t be a problem. We’ll just do the same thing.” 
 
    “So what’s the problem,” asked Danny. 
 
    “The problem is that the gang is in a turf war, and we have just captured three of the big lieutenants. It means that the other gang is going to go on a shooting spree. They’ll take over the prostitution end of the business, and you know what that means for our friends who still work there.” 
 
    “Piss,” said Shiela. 
 
    “Double piss,” said Cherry. 
 
    “Ha,” blurted Danny. 
 
    They looked at him. 
 
    Danny smiled and told them the solution, and they stared at each other. 
 
    “Is it possible?” 
 
    “Do you think we could?” 
 
    Danny: “So far so good.” He shrugged. 
 
    The girls leaped upon him. Break time was over, and it was time to show Danny their appreciation. 
 
    Suddenly Shiela took out the key to Danny’s chastity tube. She grinned evilly. 
 
    “You’re going to let him out?” 
 
    “You’re going to let me out?” 
 
    “Remember? You drained him last night.” 
 
    Cherry clapped her hands in glee. 
 
    Danny: “What? What does that mean?” 
 
    “It means, lover,” Shiela unlocked his tube and his cock sprang to life. “It means that you are empty. Your mind doesn’t know it, and it’s going to keep you nice and hard.” 
 
    “I don’t understand…” 
 
    Cherry pushed him back, literally jumped onto his cock. 
 
    Danny felt the velvet slither of her vagina sliding down his shaft. He gasped with the intense sensation, then she was down to his balls. 
 
    Shiela began to kiss him, and feel his balls, to palpate them, to make him groan with the overload of pleasure. 
 
    Cherry grabbed his tits, massaged them. She bent and kissed his nipples, then sucked on them. 
 
    Danny was in the throes of intense pleasure. His hips were jerking, he was already trying to cum, but though he was triggering, nothing was happening, he began to turn into a puddle of  almost orgasm, a white hot sensation where he couldn’t cum, but was stuck in the beginning of orgasm. 
 
    “Ah…ah…ahhhh!” 
 
    He pounded his peter into Cherry until she had had three orgasms, then Shiela pushed Cherry off him and mounted him herself. 
 
    Danny, dazed, confused, exploding with horniness that wouldn’t end, stared up at her. 
 
    She leaned down and whispered into his ear. “You’re going to try and try, and get hornier and hornier, but you won’t be able to cum. And when you think you can’t stand it anymore we’ll ice your cock and lock you up again.” 
 
    Danny heard it, didn’t fully understand it, but knew he was in for the fuck of his life. And, if he knew anything about these girls, he knew they wouldn’t be satisfied with doing this to him once. They were going to drain him every week for the rest of the summer, and fuck him and fuck him, and he would turn into a stupid puddle of lust. 
 
    The good news was that he wouldn’t have it any other way. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
      
 
    “We’ve got problems.” Shiela stood next to Danny, who was sitting at the vanity table putting on his make up. Cherry was on the to her side, the girls waiting their turn. 
 
    “We need more make up stations, Cherry griped. 
 
    “We’re going to need more cells,” explained Shiela. 
 
    Danny thought about it, and he thought about how this had all started. He had gotten his dick stuck in the water outlet of his parent’s swimming pool, and Shiela had rescued him. Then he found out that she was being stalked by a gangster, and from there it just sort of escalated, everything taking on a life of its own.  
 
    She had put him in chastity and feminized him, they had caught Rodney, the first of the gangsters, and she had put him in chastity and was feminizing him, and now they had three of Rodney’s friends down in the dungeon, waiting their turn at being feminized. 
 
    “We’re going to need more handcuffs, more chains, more chastity tubes…” 
 
    Cherry leaned down and patted her face with powder. She said, “We’re going to need more food.” 
 
    “More Golden Monkey,” added Danny. Golden Monkey was their beer of choice. 
 
    Shiela: “More toilet paper, more underwear and dresses and make up.” 
 
    “Crap,” offered Cherry. 
 
    Danny put in, “We’ve got Rodney and us upstairs. Big Nose Jim, Frankie Furter an Joey Gallo are each in a cell. We’ve got room for three more gangsters—“ 
 
    “Who are coming in next Friday,” interjected Cherry. 
 
    “And then we’re going to need more cells. I mean, we can put more gangsters in the cells we’ve got, but that means more beds,  and…we’re running out of room.” 
 
    “Well,” said Cherry, “there’s only one thing to do.” When the others looked askance at her she said, “Drink on it.” 
 
    “Thats another thing. We’re going to need to order some more Golden Monkey. Do you know how much we’ve been drinking?” 
 
    “Not enough?” asked Cherry, and Shiela snickered. 
 
    Danny grunted and stood up. He was looking good. His eyes were shaded and his lips were red. His hair was coiffed and he even had sparkly strands dangling from his lobes. His caged cock was wiggling an pushing and trying to get out. 
 
    Cherry squeezed into the vanity chair before Shiela could, and gloated. Shiela took Danny’s arm. “Honey, you’re right, and it’s all no big deal. We’ve got plenty of money, and we could always get a bunch of porta potties and set them up in the backyard for cells.” 
 
    Cherry barked a laugh. 
 
    “Now go down and fix breakfast. We’ll be down in ten, and I want sausage and pancakes, with plenty of syrup.” 
 
    “And we need more syrup.” 
 
    “Oh, my God!” blurted Cherry as she curled her lashes. 
 
    “Go borrow from your house. You haven’t been eating enough from home, anyway.” 
 
    Danny grumped, but he headed for the kitchen. The girls continued with making themselves pretty. They didn’t have to go far. Not with their faces and figures. 
 
    “He’s right, you know,” Cherry observed. 
 
    “Of course he’s right. And he’ll come up with something. He always does.” 
 
    “Sounds like you got it bad, sister.” 
 
    Shiela sighed. “I do. He’s a hunk, and all I want to do is hang with him.” 
 
    “And spank him and beat him and screw him with the biggest dildo you’ve got.” 
 
    Shiela grinned. “Well, yeah.” 
 
    They both laughed 
 
      
 
    Danny stood in the kitchen and frowned. The girls weren’t taking it seriously enough. But he was. They needed more horses to break the gangsters on. They only had three, and they needed at least six, and they needed more girls to man the horses. 
 
    Then he grinned. More girls to whip his ass. 
 
    Sighing, he poured sausage links into a pan. Threw in a big slice of butter, and mixed the pancake mix. Lots of pancake mix. And remembered that he had instant mix at home. And they needed more Golden Monkey. 
 
    He turned the flame low on the sausages and sauntered across the kitchen. He listened to his heels clicking and smiled. Such a wonderful sound. 
 
    He went out on the patio, through the side yards, and into his parent’s house. Laden with a case of Golden Monkey and a cold six pack, and pancake mix and syrup, he hurried back to the house. 
 
    Shiela and Cherry were sitting at the table, talking in low voices. 
 
    He noted that Shiela had her strap on on, and a big dick in the socket. He wondered if it was for him. 
 
    He planted the victuals on the counter. handed them each a Monkey, put as many Monkeys as he could in the fridge and the rest of the case on top of the fridge. 
 
    He shook the pan and rolled the sausages around, browning all sides. He poured pancake mix into another pan, making three small cakes, and stood and waited for the flames to do their work. 
 
    Suddenly he felt a hand going around his waist and grabbing his tube. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, God,” he moaned. His dick had been trying to get hard all morning. 
 
    “You’re too uptight, lover,” whispered Shiela in his ear. 
 
    He felt her fiddling with his butt, greasing him up, then she slid her dildo into him. It felt so good, expanding his ass, rubbing his prostate, and he pushed back. 
 
    But it wasn’t her dildo. It was a Pear of Anguish! 
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    Shiela laughed and gave the handle a twist. It opened up inside him and he almost fell to his knees. It was pain, and it wasn’t pain. It was opening him up, and yet she knew exactly how far to open it so that he was kept on the edge.  
 
    He could feel his prostate being pressed on by one of the leafs of the pear, and he immediately started dripping. He held to the counter and tried to stand up. 
 
    Shiela and Cherry, both with huge grins, lifted his arms and he stood on tottering feet. The heels were bad enough, but this…this stretching and ‘awkwardizing’ of all his muscles…he struggled to stay upright. 
 
    “Now, listen, lover. You’re entirely too upright. You worry so much you’ve become a real pill, and us girls is tired of it. Honestly, it sounds like you’re on the rag.” 
 
    He looked back and forth, hardly able to think. 
 
    “For the next few hours we’re going to work on you, and when we’re done we’ll expect a solution to all our problems. You got that?” 
 
    He nodded. He was helpless. He could walk, but just barely. He could think, but only just able. 
 
    “Excellent. Now, since you’re our number one boy we’re going to work on you first. Head on down to the basement and wait for us.” 
 
    “But…the…break-break-breakfast.” 
 
    “Don’t worry. We’ll have a fine breakfast. But you better get your ass downstairs before we take away your lunch. 
 
    They turned Danny and started him on his way. He put his hands to the counters, to the edge of the fridge, to the doorjambs. He walked like he had the world’s biggest stick up his ass, which he did. 
 
    The girl’s laughed and continued fixing the breakfast. 
 
    Danny was sweating as he went down the stairs. With the Pear of Anguish opened up inside his butt he walked like he was trying to lay an egg. He held to the railing, took one step at a time, and worried about what this thing was doing to his fanny. 
 
    He reached the floor of the basement and just tried to take in deep breaths. 
 
    The cell doors were all locked, and there was no sound from the gangsters. They were either still sleeping—likely—or they were silently plotting their escape. 
 
    But there wouldn’t be any escape from these cells. There were no windows, the cement walls were eight inches thick, the floor was ancient slab and there was no telling how thick that was. The ceiling was the floor of the house, and they could probably touch the ceiling if they stood on their beds, but they had no tools. 
 
    And, if that wasn’t bad enough, each cell had eyebolts sunk in the concrete over the bunks. Each of the gangsters had a thick chain secured to an ankle. 
 
    Danny listened for a long moment, looked around for a seat, and realized that he wouldn’t be able to sit down as long as his asshole was filled up. 
 
    He thought about laying down, but that wold mean getting down on hands and knees, then laying out, and then he would have to reverse the procedure to stand up again. 
 
    And he didn’t think the girls wanted him laying around. 
 
    The girls. Two knock outs who had vied with each other to screw his dick off. And they had kept him drained so he couldn’t squirt. 
 
    This thing was so hellish—and he blinked. 
 
    That was what Shiela had said to him. Heaven and hell. He was going to be in both, at the same time, and he was really understanding that now. 
 
    He sighed and went to the table and began looking at blue prints, trying to take his mind off his expanded anal cavity, hoping to solve the multiple problems confronting them. 
 
    A half hour later Shiela and Cherry came downstairs. they were laughing and eating cinnamon rolls. The kind where you bang the tube on the edge of a counter and they poof out and you throw them in the oven. 
 
    Danny turned to them, and they laughed at the horny/pained look on his face. 
 
    “Oh, you poor boy,” Shiela kissed the corner of his mouth and he could taste the icing on her lips. “Have you solved all our problems yet.” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “Bad Danny!” 
 
    She slapped his chastity cage and his knees buckled. 
 
    “More beer!” 
 
    He looked around and there was none. 
 
    “It’s upstairs silly. In a thing called a refrigerator.” 
 
    Danny groaned and headed for the stairs. His asshole was singing now, and every step was a step into lust that was so pleasurable it hurt. He climbed the stairs, one step at a time, and he had to lift his legs with his hands, gripping the thigh and lifting, and suffering through the delightful agony in his butt. 
 
    He grabbed three cans of Golden Monkey and headed back downstairs. 
 
    The girls were already working over the gangsters. 
 
    The procedure of getting them out of the cells was easy. Danny had set up a winch in the center of the wall opposite the cells. The girls went into the cells and tossed the gangsters hand cuffs. If they didn’t put them on the girls simply whipped them until they did. No pleasure, just pain.  
 
    When the handcuffs were on they attached the end of the winch to their handcuffs, released them from the chain that was attached over their bunks, and winched them into the outer room. It was just a matter of herding them to the station they wanted them at. The fact that they were also holding tasers helped. 
 
    Big Nose Jim was standing at one of the St. Andrews Crosses. There were three crosses now. Frankie Furter and Joey Gallo were fastened to two of the three horses. 
 
    Danny came down the stairs, sipping his Golden Monkey, and almost crying; it hurt so good. The girls were in conference. 
 
    “I know we wanted to work on Danny, and he deserves it.” 
 
    “But he doesn’t need it. And we need more devices set up. If—“ 
 
    Danny handed them each a Monkey. He had trouble talking, his asshole was in such delight that his dick was leaving a trail of white drops. “What…what…device.” 
 
    The girls chuckled.  
 
    Shiela: “Honey, we really wanted to whip you into the next world, but we need things done. And we really need a solution to all our problems. Would you mind if we took that thing out of your butt and put you to work?” 
 
    Danny didn’t have to think. They had spent the night fucking him, loving him, hornicizing him. And as wonderful as his butt expansion was, he didn’t really like being so non-functional. 
 
    “Uh…yeah.” 
 
    The girls hugged him, and Shiela turned the key on the Pear of Anguish in his butt and he immediately felt release. She gently extracted the device and Danny gasped. He turned and just hugged Shiela. “Thank you.” 
 
    “It’s not over, Danny.” She hugged him back, fiercely. “You just get a reprieve while we figure out what to do.” 
 
    “I know. What do you need?” 
 
    “We’ve got three more horses on the way, and take a look at these.” 
 
    She lead him to the planning table and showed him several leaflets. 
 
    One of the incoming items was an oversized chair frame. “We fasten the customer so he’s lying on the chair with his feet sticking up the back. This presents his package and butt. It’s not as good as a horse, it’s more a ‘keep ‘em waiting’ thing. We can fuck their butts and spank them and just loosen them up for the real fun on the horse.” 
 
    Danny nodded. 
 
    “Then, when we need to make a point, there are these.” She showed him a picture of a platform about two feet square. Rising from the center of the platform was a thin, metal rod. On the end of the rod was a dildo. 
 
    “The, uh…’customer’ just stands there? With a dildo up his ass?” 
 
    “Oh, it’s wonderful, Danny. They can’t move, they can’t jump off it, they can’t do anything but stand with their hips thrust out to the front and presenting their balls.” 
 
    “And dick,” he murmured. 
 
    “And dick.” 
 
    “Then we have a few specialty items.” She unrolled a couple of pages on the table and leaned over to look. 
 
    There were stocks. Big stocks for the head and hands, then little stocks for cock and ball torture. There were chairs with dicks on them. A horse with a narrow edge. The customer would have to sit on the edge, feet barely touching the floor. That was a mean idea. There were head bands with dicks pointing inward. These were ball gags. There were chairs with legs that split open. There were cages in the shape of a body. There were many other things. Most of them could be used for sexual torture, but there were a few that looked downright nasty; no pleasure in those puppies. 
 
    “We’ve also got more chastity tubes on order, whips, dildos, and…just about everything.” 
 
    Danny frowned. “Some of these…they don’t look like they’re for sex and fun.” 
 
    “Some of them aren’t she admitted. “But if one of the gangsters doesn’t like being feminized, manages to resist in spite of everything, then…” she shrugged. 
 
    Danny dug in his feet. “I won’t set up something just for torture. I understand the conversion process, making somebody more amenable through love and tickles, but hurting people…I can’t do it.” 
 
    “What if we get a baby raper in here?” 
 
    “What?” Danny’s voice rose. 
 
    “What if we get some serial killer in here, totally asexual. We’ve got proof of his crimes. We need a confession.” 
 
    “Then we leave him locked up till he confesses. To just give pain with no pleasure…that’s barbaric. That’s what savages do.” 
 
    Shiela bit her lip. “Okay, so what do you propose?” 
 
    “Look, we don’t have the room for pure torture devices, we’re running out of room, so how about if I install the ones you can actually use, and not the others?” 
 
    They were running out of room, it was true. But they would eventually get more room. 
 
    “How about one item. Just one. For show. To scare these bozos?” 
 
    At the other end of the basement Cherry was slapping Big Nose Jim’s ass, gripping it with her long fingernails, and nibbling on his ear. 
 
    Danny watched them for a second, then turned back. “One item. Never to be used.” 
 
    “Not even in an emergency?” 
 
    “Nope. Not even.” 
 
    She nodded and held her hand out. “Deal.” 
 
    He shook, and she moved in and plastered her mouth against his. 
 
    Danny felt his cock raging inside the tube, and the sensation of horniness blew through him. He would always wonder how he had managed to hold his ground. He would often think that he had because Shiela didn’t want to use the real torture devices. And, perhaps she didn’t. But one never knew with her. 
 
    She squeezed his balls and said, “Drink up, work, and solve those problems. I’ve got work to do.” 
 
    Danny sucked Golden Monkey. He was so damned horny, and he needed the liquid relief. 
 
    Shiela sashayed down to the second cell and began winching Joey Gallo out to a horse. He noted that she was naked except for the over sized dildo sprouting from her junction. Joey Gallo was about to get an education. 
 
      
 
    Danny got drunk. It slowed him down a bit, but it didn’t affect his craftsmanship, and it didn’t matter because they were still waiting on a few things. 
 
    So he drank, and there were deliveries, and while the gangsters moaned, and plastic dicks were lodged in their heinies, he listened and made sketches of what he was going to have to do. 
 
    Honestly, there wasn’t a solution. They had too many people coming in, starting with three gangsters on Friday. 
 
    He thought about just chaining them to the walls, but that wasn’t a good idea. They needed places of solitude to think about their situation. They needed quiet for their minds to work and the conversion, the feminization, to work. 
 
    He idled away some time putting eyebolts in, and drilling holes in the floor to fasten the sex furniture to, but…what was the solution? 
 
    The fact of the matter was that there was no solution without more space. He needed another dungeon. 
 
    And he was now drunk. Three Monkeys to the wind. Aslant in no breeze. Danger, Will Robinson. 
 
    He staggered upstairs, went out the back and through the side yards and into his own house. 
 
    He sat on the sofa, rolled a fresh, cold can of Golden Monkey across his forehead, and thought, “What would Dad do?” 
 
    And he was so drunk, so out of it, that he picked up his cell and tapped his father’s contact number. 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    “Hi, Dad.” 
 
    “It’s three in the morning son, hold on…” about ten seconds later, “..okay. I’m in the bathroom. I won’t wake your mother, so…how you doing?” 
 
    “Well, I got a problem.” 
 
    He was speaking slowly, making sure he didn’t sound drunk, even though he was drunker than a drunk skunk. 
 
    “Shoot.” 
 
    “Well, me and Shiela…you know Shiela? The next door neighbor?” 
 
    “Thank God for holes in hedges,” Harold’s chuckle came over the line. 
 
    “Well, Shiela’s hooked up with gangsters. And she’s trapping them—well, I’m sort of helping—and she’s feminizing them. And we’re running out of room. I’ve got all this sexual furniture—you know, for her and her friend Cherry to use—set up in her basement. But we’re running out of room. I need more room for a dungeon, Dad.” 
 
    Silence from the other end of the phone. 
 
    “Dad?” 
 
    “I’m here.” 
 
    Silence. 
 
    “Do you have any suggestions?” 
 
    “Well, you could always use our basement.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Oh, sure.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    Danny started sobbing quietly. His father was the best. 
 
    “Is there anything else I can help you with?” 
 
    “Well, I think we might run out of Golden Monkey.” 
 
    Harold laughed. “That, I don’t believe. I had a full pallet.” 
 
    “It’s the gangsters, Dad. They drink too much.” 
 
    “Well, we can’t be accused of starving gangsters, can we? I’ve got an account at the Victory Brewing Company. You have to order by the pallet for them to deliver to you.” 
 
    “Oh, Dad! That’s great! You’re the best.” 
 
    “Thanks, son. But I’m also three o’clock tired.” 
 
    “Okay, I’ll let you go. But you’re the best.” 
 
    “Love you, son.” 
 
    “Love you, Dad.” 
 
    “Wait!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’re getting the proper permits for this dungeon you’re building in our basement, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Got to get the permits, Danny. Got to keep everything law abiding and legal. You know that.” 
 
    “Okay. thanks.” 
 
    And they hung up. 
 
      
 
    On the other side of the world Danny’s mother tapped on the bathroom door. Harold opened and smiled at her. 
 
    “What’s going on?” 
 
    “Danny’s drunk and having his jokes. He wants to build a dungeon in our basement.” 
 
    She grinned. “And did you give permission?” 
 
    “Of course, as long as he gets the proper permits.” 
 
    Chuckling, they went back to bed. And they snickered about the idea of a dungeon being built in their house all the next day. 
 
      
 
    Danny got right to work. 
 
    He went back to Shiela’s house and enlisted Rodney, who was making breakfast. 
 
    “Hey, Rod, we’re going to build another dungeon.” 
 
    Rodney assessed Danny’s staggering condition, and took it for normal. After all, it was breakfast and he was staggering, too. 
 
    So after Rodney ate they went to Danny’s house and began cleaning out the basement. They took Rodney’s mother’s used clothes over to Shiela’s house for use by the girls. They moved what was left of the pallet into a corner, and they repositioned the wine racks. 
 
    And they drank Golden Monkey. 
 
    Then they measured and planned and made marks on the floors and the walls. They didn’t have to do a big cleaning because Danny’s father always kept the basement neat. 
 
    And they drank Golden Monkey. 
 
    When the deliveries arrived next door they put on a couple of robes and brought the boxes over to Danny’s house. They looked a bit funky, Rodney’s hair was in curlers and their knobby knees weren’t the prettiest in the world, but none of the neighbors came out to see what was going on. 
 
    And they drank Golden Monkey. 
 
    Finally, they were ready for the actual construction to start, so Danny went back to Shiela’s and went down to the basement. 
 
    It was lunchtime and the gangsters were all naked and red striped and had big boners. Joey Gallo was sobbing, and Cherry had put a ball crusher on him. He was lying on a horse and giving a wiggle every few seconds, trying to relieve the sexual pain in his testicles. 
 
    Danny was drunker than a drunk skunk’s drunken skunk baby. He crossed the basement to where Shiela and Cherry were sitting on horses, facing each other and discussing what the thugs needed to make their feminization happen faster. 
 
    “I sholved it.” 
 
    They stared at him, then snickered. 
 
    “What did you solve, Danny?” 
 
    “I shelved…I sholved all our problemsh. Come on.” 
 
    He led the way out of the storm doors and across the patio towards his own house. 
 
    Around the side yards, into the cool house, then down to the basement. The girls stared at the cleaned out basement, the beginning of construction. 
 
    “What the fuck?” Shiela turned to Danny. “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Making a dungeon.” 
 
    “But this is your house! What will your father say?” 
 
    “He already shaid. He shaid to get the proper permitsh. Then we can build the dungeon.” 
 
    “You talked to your father.” Not a question. A statement affirming stunned fact. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. And I got more Golden Monkey on the way, and Rodney and I are ready to work, and we got a couple of things all meashured out, and…we thought we should ashk you where you want everything.” 
 
    The girls’ eyes were wide. They had been pushing Danny, but it was all in fun. They hadn’t expected him to actually solve their big problems. 
 
    But…if his father knew and was okay…then he had. 
 
    Shiela was sort of flabbergasted by the situation, so Cherry stepped in. “We want three horses and three crosses. The cells have to have bunks and eyebolts. You’ll have to figure out electricity, and…we need a place to dump buckets.” 
 
    “Bucketsh?” 
 
    “Shit buckets. You can’t believe how much those gangsters dump.” 
 
    “Thatsh Eashy. Jush wait till tonight and dump the bucketsh in the shewer grate in front of the houshe. It’ll drain down to the shluice way over there…” He pointed to the side of Shiela’s house. 
 
    “And…and…” he stopped talking and looked confused. 
 
    “And what, Danny?” 
 
    “And…we need permitsh.” 
 
    Cherry shook her head. “You think we can get permits for our dungeons?” 
 
    “Sure…I’ll ushe Dadsh contactsh. And if they give ush any trouble…you just feminizh them.” 
 
    “Feminize the—“ 
 
    “Shure…You can femizh the city planner and the mayor and everybody. But not their shecrataries.” He leaned a little bit and wagged his finger and swayed. 
 
    It was a moment of electricity. At least for the girls. 
 
    Shiela said, “Feminize politicians?” 
 
    Danny blurted, “Shure. Heck, there ain’t no differench between a gangshter and a politichian. Right?” 
 
    The girls stared at each other. Danny was right. And what the heck were they doing, limiting themselves to gangsters? They had to get to work on the unofficial gangsters, the politicians who robbed and raped and killed in the name of truth, justice, and the American way! 
 
    “Now…if you girlsh will get back to work…” Danny was running on fumes now. The fumes of Golden Monkey and a system that was soggy with alcohol. 
 
    “Let’s get him upstairs.” 
 
    Rodney helped, a little bit, he was sloshed, too, but they managed to get Danny up to the den where they laid him on the couch. 
 
    Rodney slumped into a chair and began snoring. And the girls began making plans.  
 
    An hour later they began enacting those plans. 
 
     
 
    Danny awoke in the early evening. His head hurt and his stomach felt like the Grand Canyon, miles of emptiness. 
 
    His make up was ruined, he was filthy with old perspiration, and his mouth tasted like a drunken skunk had taken a drunken dump in it. 
 
    It was quiet. Rodney was sleeping in a chair. 
 
    Of course it was always quiet. 
 
    He stood up, swayed, then staggered out to the swimming pool. The swimming pool where he had gotten his big cock stuck in the small hole of the water outlet. 
 
    The water refreshed him, and he vowed to take it easy with the Golden Monkey. Man did not live on beer alone. Unless, of course, he wanted to. 
 
    He made dinner in his parent’s kitchen. A can of Corned Beef Hash. It wasn’t much, but it was easy on his stomach. 
 
    Finally, feeling a little strength seep through his frame, he headed for…home? 
 
    That was an odd thought. But he was living in Shiela’s house now. He had moved his tooth brush into Shiela’s bathroom. And he had all his underwear there, his panties and bra, his tummy shaper, and lots of make up that Shiela had given him. 
 
    The house was empty. No sign of Shiela and Cherry. Now that was strange. 
 
    He asked the gangsters in their cells, and they didn’t know. 
 
    They were a cowed bunch, those gangsters. They had striped butts and were wearing chastity tubes. Their eyes had the thousand yard stare. 
 
    Big Nose Jim was wearing lipstick. 
 
    Danny headed upstairs. He took a quick shower, washed the chlorine of his own pool off, then made himself presentable. He applied his make up quickly and expertly. He brushed his hair into the feminine style he had adopted, and he heard the girls coming home. 
 
    He walked down the hall to the top of the stairs and watched as they staggered across the front room. They had a balding, fat man with a little mustache between them. They stripped their clothes off as they went, and stripped his clothes off and— 
 
    Fuck! Danny thought. It’s Tom Higgins! 
 
    Tom Higgins was the mayor. He was a slimy sort of politician who Danny had met at his father’s country club, but who he never really liked. 
 
    What the fuck was he doing here? 
 
    And what the fuck were the girls doing with him? 
 
    They entered the kitchen and Danny heard Cherry say, “Just wait until you see the basement! We’ve got a room all picked out for you.” 
 
    Then came the fading sounds of feet clomping down wooden steps. 
 
    Danny came down the stairs. He didn’t want to catch up to the trio, he didn’t want to see the mayor, but…what the hell? 
 
    In the kitchen he poured himself a Coke. He needed a little carbonation. As he was pouring the soft drink over ice Shiela came back up the steps. She smiled when she saw him and immediately came and kissed him and groped his chastity device. 
 
    “Oh, baby. What an afternoon. How are you feeling?” 
 
    “Headaches almost gone, but I have to ease up on the Monkey. I woke up thinking I had brain damage. What’s with hizzoner?” 
 
    His question was layered and she knew it, and answered it in depth. 
 
    “Your idea was great. We convinced him to have a couple of drinks, and he pawed us, and he came with us because he thought he was going to get lucky. Silly man. He’s going to get lucky, all right, just not in the way he thinks. 
 
    “What are you going to do to him?” 
 
    Cherry is doing it to him. Go look.” 
 
    Danny crept to the top of the stairs, down a few steps, and saw the mayor. 
 
    He was on a St Andrew’s Cross and Cherry had his balls in her hand. She was stretching them through his legs and lifting. The mayor looked sober now, and he was begging. 
 
    Cherry kissed the head of his dick, sucked it, then pushed a finger into his asshole. 
 
    The mayor gave a little screech and began protesting. 
 
    “Oh, honey,” whispered Cherry. “We’re just getting started.” She reached around and scraped his nipples with her red fingernails. 
 
    Danny heard the faint sound of music, and realized that Cherry liked to work to music. Bob Dylan was singing something about he gave her his heart but she wanted his soul. 
 
    Danny came back up the stairs. 
 
    “Wow. So…I was a little out of it. What nefarious plans did you decide on while I was out of it?” 
 
    “Well, like you said, a politician is really just a legal version of a crook, so we’re going to break him down, get all his secrets, change him into a woman, and…he’ll make sure you get all the permits you need.” 
 
    “Permits?” 
 
    She tilted her head slightly to the side. “You don’t remember? Your father said you could use the basement as long as you got—what’s wrong?” 
 
    Danny suddenly remembered the conversation with his father, and…he had been making a dungeon in the family basement. 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    She hugged him, looked up at his face with her green, green eyes. “Honey, this is all your doing. Your plan. And it is magnificent.” 
 
    “It…it is…it…” 
 
    “Now listen, tomorrow is going to be a busy day, and today was a busy day, but we neglected you. Here you solved all our problems for us and we haven’t given you any kind of thanks.” 
 
    Danny marveled, his mind gone. “I’m going to make my dungeon into…I mean, my basement into a dungeon.” 
 
    “Yep.” She guided him up the stairs. “Matching dungeons. I’ll take one and Cherry will take the other. Did I mention we’ve got three more girls coming in? We’re going to be doing some intensive training, and we’re going to need to use all the bedroom in both houses, and the gangsters are coming in on Friday and…” 
 
    She blathered on, and Danny listened as he could, tried to make sense of it, and she led him into her bedroom. 
 
    “Now, Danny, I’m going to work you over pretty good. Are you sure you don’t want a little whiskey to soften the journey?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “Okay, but if you change your mind…lay down on the bed.” 
 
    Danny climbed up on the soft mattress. He laid on his back. 
 
    “On your belly, honey. It’s time to break…break…break you in.” She giggled. 
 
    Danny flopped over. His mind was still overwhelmed by all that was happening, and he lay on his belly, his chastity tube pointing down, and Shiela tied his wrist and ankles to the bed posts with silk scarves. 
 
    She did start off easy. She slipped a small butt plug into his ass and began scratching his body. Sometimes the scratches tickled, sometimes they made him shriek. 
 
    He began to look over his shoulder at her. There was a certain desperation in his eyes. 
 
    She reached under him and grabbed his balls in her hands. She pulled one ball one way and the other ball the other way. 
 
    His mind turned into a white hot yelp, but not a scream, She was too polished for that. 
 
    She took out the little butt plug and put a slightly bigger one in. 
 
    “We’re going to train your anus today, baby.” We should take a whole day for this, but half a night will work as well. 
 
    She lay on him, kissed him, played with his nipples. She got another plug, this one even bigger. 
 
    Danny looked at it, “Maybe I should have that drink after all?” 
 
    “My pleasure.” 
 
    Five minutes later she was back. She had a glass with a straw in it and she sat with her back against the headboard, her legs spread and her wet, hot vagina inches from his face. She lifted his head up by his hair and he sipped. 
 
    For this moment they talked idly, not thinking about what was going to happen, just two old friends exchanging the news of the day. 
 
    Then, the drink half gone and Danny happy, she went back to work.  
 
    She added more lube and wiggled the bigger plug into him. 
 
    Danny gasped. There was pain, but once it was in it was all better. It was actually a feeling of relief, and he loved the feeling of being filled to the brim. 
 
    She spanked him, and wiggled the plug, and he knew that his cock was leaking. It couldn’t not be leaking with the attention she was giving him. 
 
    She moved around the bed whipping him with the short whip she preferred. The tails striped his ass gently and she stopped every once in a while to feel his over full testicles. He might be leaking, but it felt like he was manufacturing, too. Making more cum than he was jettisoning. 
 
    His body turned into a heated swimming pool. Everything about him was boiling, and she crawled over him, pulled out his butt plug and began to fuck him. 
 
    He loved it. It was the ultimate act of love, lovingly adjusted to eke  out the essence of his heart. 
 
    She slid out of him, off him, and slapped his ass with her hand. Bare flesh on bare flesh, and while there was an extra degree of intimacy to this, there was also an extra iota of pain. 
 
    She pushed her fingers into him and turned her hand. He felt knuckles deep inside him, rubbing against his anal walls, and he finally realized a profound truth. She was fisting him. 
 
    She had done it so skillfully he hadn’t tumbled to it. Making him accept larger and larger objects, widening him with a big penis, and, finally, her hand was in him. A fist. Banging around, bumping on his prostate and making his hole sing. 
 
    He was crying for joy. He was in a state of near orgasm, that surge which climbs the mountains and sings to the heavens, but wasn’t quite able to crest the peaks. 
 
    His semen emptied out. Boy, was he emptied. Then, when he was exhausted and done, she undid his chastity tube. 
 
    She loved doing this to him, draining him of all sperm, then going for a long ride. She would collect a dozen orgasms, and he would fall more and more in love with her. 
 
    Heck, if she loved doing this to him…he really loved her doing this to him. 
 
    Her cunt was a tight fist. It wrapped around his penis and he felt like he was being pulled on, squeezed, twisted, corkscrewed into heaven. 
 
    And yet…it was hell. Not being able to cum, and yet, on the threshold of the orgasm that just…wouldn’t…pop. 
 
    Hours later she climbed off him. Her pussy was done, and she yawned. She lay down next to him and they spooned. And slept.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Danny and Rodney were sweating. It was cool in the dungeon, but they were working so hard they would have sweated in a snow storm. 
 
    “You hook this wire to this terminal?” 
 
    “Yep. This is a red wire, and it goes to the little plus sign. See it?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    Rodney attached the line and the three cells in Danny’s parent’s house had electricity. 
 
    It had been three days since Danny had talked to his father, and the dungeon was almost done.  
 
    The pallet with Golden Monkey on it was almost done. The gangsters drank a lot—they needed to drink a lot, being changed into women—and there was a new pallet in the garage. 
 
    The delivery driver who had brought the pallet couldn’t keep his mouth shut when Cherry signed for the delivery. She had been wearing a chemise and high heels and bright, red lipstick when she had scribbled a signature, and she didn’t mind that the truck driver ogled her erect nipples, her moist twat. 
 
    The conversions at the Shiela’s house were going well. Big Nose Jim was losing weight, and though he looked awfully chunky in a night gown, he looked forward to every switch, every strike, and if he had to wear girly underwear to get his lovely punishments, that was okay. 
 
    The other two gangsters were even further along. One of them, Joey Gallo, was let to run around the house doing errands. Cherry said he was a natural. Perfect for feminization. 
 
    But the truly surprising item was Tom Higgins.  
 
    Tom Higgins had been here less time than the gangsters, and he insisted on wearing the tightest corsets, the brightest lipstick, and he wore high heels like he had been born in them. 
 
    “Come on, Tommy, admit it. You were crossdressing before we ever got a hold of you.” 
 
    He denied, but there was a sparkle in his eye. 
 
    And it was good that he was progressing so well. He was making phone calls to get the proper permits pushed through. He even got blank forms signed, then filled them out later. 
 
    “What about his wife?” asked Danny at one point. 
 
    “What about her?” 
 
    “Isn’t she…he’s gone and…does she care?” 
 
    “Oh, she cares a lot. But don’t worry. We’ve talked to her, explained things, and she’s on the program. 
 
    “She’s okay with her hubbie being made into a girl?” 
 
    Shiela and Sherry had laughed at him, and Cherry patted his cheek, and pulled his weenie, and said, “What woman wouldn’t want her man to become softer, more honest, a better person?” 
 
    Danny didn’t fully grok it, but there wasn’t much he could say. He saw the permits, the gangsters were all prancing around in their high heels, and…and he was getting ever more attention. 
 
    Three girls had flown in and he had picked them up. They had seen through him right away, and they complimented him on his progress. And they played with him, and spanked him, and kissed him, and even pursued him like he was a pet project. 
 
    Shiela didn’t mind, even encouraged it. She often gave the girls instructions on how to better break Danny down. 
 
    And Danny was being broken down. And changed into something more beautiful, ever more feminine. 
 
    He had lost weight. He wasn’t a thick fellow to begin with, but with the hard work and skimping on meals, his body was rail thin. And that made him perfect for what Shiela did next. 
 
     
 
    They walked into the doctor’s office and Danny looked around. He was full en femme and wearing some breast forms. He looked so womanly that the women in the office didn’t give him a second glance. 
 
    They were shown to an exam room and shortly a lady doctor entered the room. 
 
    Oddly, she gave Shiela a look, and tilted her head sightly in question. Shiela had merely given a quick nod of her head. Yet she had told Danny that she had never met the doctor before. So why did she act like she had? 
 
    But Danny didn’t have any time to wonder. 
 
    “Hop up on the exam table, Danny.” 
 
    Danny sat on the table, and he was subjected to a very intense exam. 
 
    He was listened to with a stethoscope, prodded, poked and his mouth was looked into. 
 
    Then he was told to bend over and the good doctor poked and prodded him up there. She was gentle, much more gentle then Shiela or Cherry, but she was feeling every square inch of him. 
 
    He sighed. It felt good, and the doc glanced at Shiela and smiled. Shiela grinned back. 
 
    Then the doctor had him lie down on his back and she felt every square inch of his chest. 
 
    “I see no reason why not,” she said to Shiela. 
 
    “Let’s do it then.” 
 
    The doctor left the office for a moment and Danny asked, “What is she going to do.” 
 
    “Honey, you’re about to get your first set of tits.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “They won’t be humungous, that will come with time, but first we have to stretch you out, accommodate you to the extra weight and feel. These are just going to be injections, vacation boobs they’re called, but in a few months we’ll get you some real implants.” 
 
    Danny stared at her. This was real. He hadn’t thought about this. A part of him told him that he still had choice. And he did. But his choice was to go along with his love. 
 
    The doctor returned and a nurse wheeled in a tray with a couple of bottles on it and a pack of long needles. 
 
    Danny watched as the doctor injected the solution into his chest. 
 
    “Make sure you wear a bra. All times. Don’t go bouncing around. You need to develop your muscles to handle the extra weight.” 
 
    “Uh, okay.” He could see the slight rise of boobs on his chest. 
 
    “I want you to massage three times a day with vitamin E. We’ll avoid any stretch marks, heal any that do happen.” 
 
    The boobs were getting bigger. The doctor moved around the table, injecting more and more of the solution into his chest. 
 
    “No rough sex for a week. If you experience anything out of the ordinary call me right away.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Danny walked out of the office with a full bra. And a full dress. And a head that was swimming with the new experience. 
 
    He was a women. He looked like a woman, he dressed like a woman, he smelled like a woman, he had boobs and he even fucked like a woman. 
 
    He liked it. 
 
    He had never felt so powerful and confident. Men on the street watched him, sometimes not so surreptitiously, and there was admiration in their eyes. 
 
    Most women looked at him with jealousy in their eyes. And a few looked at him boldly and appraised him. 
 
    The next day was Friday. 
 
     
 
    They thought about doing the water trick again, getting the gangsters to stand in a puddle of water and electrifying them, but the dungeon now had too much furniture in it. If the water touched a bolt to one of the horses it would screw everything up. If the gangsters walked around the furniture they might not be in a close enough group to handle efficiently. 
 
    Heck, if one of them was left handed that might present a problem. 
 
    So they decided to go with the basic threat of puncturating the thugs. 
 
    Big Nose Jim received a text at six o’clock. 
 
      
 
    We’re here. 
 
      
 
    Wearing blue panties with white ribbons and a training bra, nylons and a garter. He crossed the room with a click, click, click. 
 
    “Whacha want me to say.” 
 
    “Enunciation, Jimmy. Pronounce each word correctly. 
 
    “What do you want me to say.” 
 
    Cherry beamed and kissed his cheek. “Wonderful.” She told him the address, and that they should just come up and knock on the door. 
 
    A half hour later a limo pulled up and three half drunk gangsters got out. 
 
    They had been told that Shiela had been caught and there was no problem. It was all going to be a party. 
 
    So they drank from a bottle of whiskey and sauntered up the walk. 
 
    One of the new girls opened the door. She grinned broadly and beckoned them to enter. Since she was nearly naked and hotter than a hot dog on the grill, they followed her into the house. 
 
    Shiela and Cherry were in a closet holding pistols. Danny was in the kitchen holding an automatic rifle. 
 
    “Hey, where’s da boss?” 
 
    Cherry and Shiela stepped out and pointed their pistols.  
 
    Danny stepped to of the kitchen and held the rifle on the thugs. 
 
    “Please get on your knees.” 
 
    The thugs were caught. 
 
    Normally, if this had been guys, they would have yanked their gats and started blasting. But since these were women, and they were asking politely, the gangsters weren’t as panicked as they might have been. Following directions they knelt and clasped their hands behind their heads. 
 
    “Hey! What gives? 
 
    “Where’s Big Nose?” 
 
    “What the fuck?” 
 
    They were handcuffed and stood up and marched down to the basement. 
 
    Shiela brought out a large knife, very sharp, and began cutting off their clothes. 
 
    “Hey! This cost me a bundle!” 
 
    “That’s fucking Eye-talian silk! 
 
    “You bitch!” 
 
    The clothes in rags, now naked, the men were each laid over a horse, and the instruction began. 
 
    Shiela being the best at converting men, she offered the instruction and Cherry went around to fine tune the procedure. 
 
    “You need to put the chastity tube on now. They’ll be too excited later.” 
 
    The new girls grabbed the men’s packages and put a ring around them. 
 
    “Be careful not to—“ 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “Pinch skin. Now slip the tube over the peter…” 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Hands off!” 
 
    And the men were suddenly imprisoned. At least, their cocks were. 
 
    “When I get out of here…” 
 
    Shiela slapped the thug’s ass with a belt. 
 
    “HEY!” 
 
    “Choosing the right type of tool is very important. You don’t want to cut the skin, except under special circumstances.” If you wish to cut choose a light, thin, flexible instrument. I’m using a broad belt now because…” 
 
    The girls listened avidly. 
 
    “Now you try.” 
 
    The girls each had a thug to work on, and they wielded the belts with elan. The thugs howled and screamed and threatened to kill the girls, their families, and even their cats and goldfishes. 
 
    A threat by a manacled man, however, lacks teeth. 
 
    “Now then, this area is called the gluteus medius. Avoid that. Not enough sensation, and we don’t want to risk hitting the kidneys. One of the best areas is the hamstrings. Guaranteed, you can reduce a man to a howling puddle of piss with just a few strokes.But we don’t want to do that. We want to take it nice and slow, build on the pain slowly, and let him know that you love him.” 
 
    The girls all bent to their assigned gangsters and rubbed their asses, felt their nipples, massaged their balls. Shortly the gangsters were sighing in relief. 
 
    “When the man is relaxed he is receptive. The trick is to keep him receptive, and the secret to this is to love him. Let him know this is for his own good.” 
 
    The lesson continued, and Danny and Rodney headed upstairs. They weren’t going to be converting men to feminization so, while it was interesting, it was more interesting to have a drink and watch some porn. 
 
      
 
    The following day Shiela called Danny and Cherry to a special meeting. 
 
    “Okay, we’ve got six gangsters. We’ve got six cells. When we get six more gangsters, however, Hotel Danny will be filled up. 
 
    “Hotel Danny?” Danny grinned. 
 
    “Better than Hotel Beat Their Ass Till It Bleeds.” 
 
    “Well, I guess.” 
 
    They all chuckled, and Cherry asked, “So you’re asking about future expansion?” 
 
    “I am.” 
 
    Danny’s brows knit very slightly. 
 
    “So what are you suggesting?” 
 
    “A warehouse.” 
 
    They looked at her in astonishment. 
 
    “Wait a minute,” asked Danny. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “That’s…how many gangsters do you know?” 
 
    “There’s Big Nose Jim’s outfit, which is actually a part of Dandy Scalone’s outfit.” 
 
    ‘Dandy Scalone?’ Danny mouthed. 
 
    “He’ll have at least fifty hoods that we’ll have to catch and convert.” 
 
    Danny was now shaking his head, the girls looked at him. 
 
    “Do you have enough girls to convert that many? Do you have enough money?” 
 
    “I know enough girls, and the girls I know know girls…girls won’t be a problem.” 
 
    “But what about food and cells! That’s going to take a lot of money!” 
 
    “Not as much as you might think. After all, we’re not paying rent, and we’re not feeding these mugs cracked lobster and caviar.” 
 
    “But…that’s still…” 
 
    Danny blathered on for a minute, and the girls let him. Then Shiela stopped him with a finger to his red lips. “What’s wrong, Danny?” 
 
    “This started out as a lark. Now it’s a movement.” 
 
    “Does that scare you?” 
 
    “I don’t know if scare is the right word. Maybe unnerves? Overwhelms?” 
 
    “But so far it’s worked out all right. Hasn’t it?” 
 
    “Well, yeah. But you’ve got the mayor down there, and you’re planning to take on the whole mafia, and more politicians, and…I don’t know…I don’t know.” 
 
    “Danny, let me explain something. For the length of mankind’s history men have been in charge. Sure, a couple of matriarchal societies, a few Joan of Arc instances, but it’s been predominately men, right?” 
 
    “Well…yeah.” He realized that he was begrudging the answer. And then he realized that it was because he was a man, and he didn’t want to cop to the world of warfare that earth was. 
 
    “And for the length of mankind’s history women have stood in the background.” 
 
    He was silent. 
 
    “But we haven’t been idle. Did you know there is a secret society, a sisterhood, that has been building for hundreds of years. Most of the time we have to let you knuckleheads go off and conduct your wars, have your mafia and cartel and secret orders, but we chafe. We are tired of it.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Wait. Let me finish. Then I’ll prove it to you.” 
 
    He turned his head ever so slightly. 
 
    “When we started this…when we took the gangsters prisoner I contacted the ladies in charge of this secret society. We had started converting them, and…you’re right, it was a lark…but the Ladies Secret Society gave us the go ahead. Women have become empowered. While men devolve through wars women have become enlightened, and perhaps it is time to take over, the right the situation, to end the wars, to have peace on earth.” 
 
    “So you’re going to feminize every man on earth?” He was really getting overwhelmed. This talk of a secret society ready to take over the earth…it was nuts. 
 
    “We would if we had to, but we don’t have to. All we have to do is isolate the important men. 
 
    The mayor, greedy, gluttonous, little weasel that he is, is an important man. He made himself a leader, and now we control him. If we can find enough men like him…then…then we control the world. 
 
    “You’re going to feminize the President of the United States?” He was grasping at straws. 
 
    “If we have to. But we only need 51 senators. Between feminization and the endless amounts of cash that will become available to us as we tap into their fortunes, we should be able to control the whole Congress, the Supreme court justices, all sorts of bureaucrats.” 
 
    Cherry blurted, “The judges already wear dresses.” 
 
    Shiela laughed at that. Then: “You’re an important man, Danny.” 
 
    “I’m a college kid!” 
 
    “You are smart enough to be a woman. You started all this, if you think about it, and you provided solutions and expansion, and…we need you, Danny.” 
 
    “To fill warehouses with sex horses and St .Andrews Crosses.” 
 
    “That, but really a lot more. We need your imagination, your uniquely male viewpoint. Yes, you’re a woman now, but you still understand things from a male viewpoint. What you are presenting us with now is a male viewpoint. Just listening to your objections we are growing in our understanding of what needs to be done. We need you, Danny. And, really, you don’t have that much choice.” 
 
    Danny found himself sitting on the couch. His legs had just sort of bent and deposited him there. Interestingly, though he was mind blasted, he was thinking. 
 
    Shiela had hinted at a secret society, and he had thought it was a laugh. 
 
    And they had a basement full of thugs they were converting rather easily. 
 
    He said, “Everybody wears a dress. And make up. And has long hair.” 
 
    Cherry nodded. Shiela just watched him. 
 
    He looked up. “You said something about prove.” 
 
    “I did. Come with me.” 
 
    Danny followed her, and she went outside. 
 
    Outside? But what the…? 
 
    They went out to the sidewalk, turned right, and went to the neighbor’s house. 
 
    They walked up the walk and Shiela knocked on the door. 
 
    They heard a shuffling of feet, slow, then the rattle of a chain. The door opened a crack, then swung back. 
 
    Martha Tilden was a nice, quiet, little, old lady. She had a bun of grandmother hair on her head. She wore thick glasses. She wore a dress that bulged a bit as she was a bit chubby. She looked like the kind of little, old lady who baked too many apple pies…then ate them. 
 
    “Why, hello, Shiela.” She smiled in that empty headed way of hers. Her little white doggie, all fluffy with a pink ribbon, came up and growled. 
 
    “Quiet down, Oscar,” she murmured. 
 
    The dog sat, but kept growling. He seemed to be growling at Danny. 
 
    Danny had often seen her walking her dog. Smelling the flowers, getting confused when the dog ran around her and wrapped her in leash. She was the quintessential absent-minded granny type. 
 
    “Hi, Martha. Can we come in for a moment?” 
 
    “Why, of course. Come in…come in…” 
 
    She led the way, shuffling along. Her poochie snapped at Danny, but didn’t draw blood. 
 
    The living room was filled with old furniture. There was a claw foot couch with velvet cushions the color of Grey Poupon. There were end tables with lamps that shone their yellow light through the yellowed shades. The rug was faded and showed places where it had been patched. The magazines on the end table were about knitting and gardening. 
 
    They all sat down, Danny sinking onto a broken spring on the couch. He realized that the old lady had maneuvered him onto that cushion. 
 
    “Why, Danny. I haven’t seen you for the longest time. Are you out of high school, yet?” 
 
    Before Danny could answer Shiela said. “We’d like to show him the communications center.” 
 
    Martha’s head snapped around and her eyes focused, sharpened, and the atmosphere in the room suddenly became harsh. 
 
    Then: “Why whatever are you…” Martha tried to bumble it through. 
 
    “I’ve got orders. Danny is a very important person and we need him.” 
 
    The atmosphere sharpened again. Martha, not sounding old at all, snapped, “And what do you do if he can’t cut it? He is just a man, after all.” 
 
    “Lock him in one of the dungeons he’s built until everything is over.” 
 
    Danny’s head was swiveling back and forth. 
 
    Martha glared at Shiela, then Cherry, then simply acquiesced. She stood up. “Come along.” 
 
    She led the way to a back room. She unlocked the door and Danny was ushered inside. 
 
    Computers. Monitors. Maps tacked to the walls. Books by popular feminists on shelves. 
 
    The Feminine Mystique by Betty Friedan. 
 
    The Woman’s Bible by Elizabeth Cady Stanton. 
 
    The Handmaiden’s Conspiracy by Donna Howell. 
 
    And more, more, more. 
 
    Videos. CDs. Even old Eight track cassettes. 
 
    And it was all about women. Liberating women. Empowering women. How to educate women. 
 
    Not a thing about men in the place. 
 
    But if men were converted, were feminized, they would be reading these books. 
 
    Men’s books would no longer be allowed. 
 
    Oh, porn would be allowed, for that was a great way of controlling men. But books about war would be outlawed. Whole militaries would be out of business. 
 
    All mankind would be ruled by coffee klatch. 
 
    But would that be bad? 
 
    No more war? 
 
    An organization of mankind dedicated to peace? 
 
    Children raised in sane houses, no more politicians lying as they reached into people’s pockets, peace and prosperity everywhere. 
 
    Would that be bad? 
 
    The girls walked Danny home. Wisely, they said nothing. He was shell shocked, stunned, and he needed time for his fragile psyche to absorb what he had learned. 
 
    They went upstairs and to bed. 
 
    They lay on the bed, the girls on either side of him. Staring at him, not touching, just waiting. 
 
    Interestingly, Danny’s mind was not moving so much as absorbing. Things were settling in. And when everything was settled he would make a decision. 
 
    Though, truth, he had already made a decision. 
 
    He said: “What’s going to happen to me.” 
 
    Shiela responded: “You’ll be the first man. You’ll be famous. Every woman will want to sleep with you.” 
 
    Cherry grinned: “Or at least beat you and fist you till you cum.” 
 
    Danny grunted, and said: “Okay. Let’s do this.” 
 
    The girls celebrated by rolling over on him, both of them, and kissing him, groping him, loving him. 
 
    And Danny, buried under an avalanche of feminine flesh, felt a curious exuberance. 
 
    It was going to be okay. 
 
    The world was going to be okay. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Home sweet home!” Jack barged through the front doors and gazed at his inheritance. 
 
    It was a fancy mansion built a hundred years previous and his great aunt had left it to him. 
 
    It had hardwood floors, high ceilings, and it was in fine condition. The roof was good, the floors were straight and true and there wasn’t any mold or other marks on the walls. 
 
    The chandelier was big and ornate and actually required some twenty candles to be hand lit before the thing was hauled up to light the room. Two couches had claw feet and mustard colored pillows with gold fringes. There were three Queen Anne chairs, a card table in the corner, the legs folded up, and a couple of magazine holders. The holders were empty, and it appeared one had been used to hold the fireplace poker and brush. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” Cindy exclaimed, pushing Jack out of the way so she could have a look-see. 
 
    “Quaint, eh?” 
 
    “Dirty,” she frowned. “And don’t think I’m going to be spending two weeks sweeping and mopping.” 
 
    “All play and no work makes Jane a dull boy.” He spoke the mangled, old adage loftily, like a man would have said it a hundred years previously.  
 
    Jack crossed the room and went through the arch to the left of the fireplace. He walked through a kitchen that contained a drain board and a deep sink and a real, working pump. Well, he thought it worked. He stopped and jacked the handle a few times, nothing but dust puffed out. 
 
    He continued through the kitchen and came to a hallway that led left to a sun parlor, and right back to the living room. The dining room was a big, separate room to the left as you came out from the kitchen. 
 
    “Good Lard! Look at this dust!” Cindy ran a finger on a window ledge and held it up. 
 
    “Ha!” I’m hitting the upstairs!” Jack ran up the stairs, two at a time, and strode down the long hallway. Six rooms on one side of the house, and six rooms on the other. He entered each room in turn. 
 
    The first room was empty. 
 
    The second room was empty. 
 
    All the rooms were empty except the last. The last one was locked, but Jack gripped the handle pressed against a hundred years of gunk, and the doorknob made a cracking sound and turned. 
 
    Inside the room was a large poster bed, a dresser. An almost empty book shelf, (The Gentleman's Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness) and a closet. He opened the closet. Empty suits stood at attention under the pole. Old suits, from the turn of the century. Inside each suit was a white shirt, ready for wear, and around the neck of each shirt hung a colorful tie. 
 
    The suits were made of some expensive material, and under the suits were leather shoes with dust on them. The shelves were lined with bowlers and little drawers on the wall opposite the suits held ties, undershirts, spats, starched collars and all the bric a brac that went with fashion a century ago. 
 
    Jack knelt and examined a shoe. It was made of good leather, and when he rubbed a finger across a shoe and a thick coat of dust was removed to show a shine. 
 
    “Hey! Jack!” You gotta see this!” 
 
    Jack wanted to stay in the closet. Not for long, he wasn’t really drawn to it, just…interested. = 
 
    But hearing Cindy’s voice he sighed and backed out of the closet and headed for the hallway. She was at the far end of the long hall and waving for him to come to her. 
 
    Jack started walking. After a while he broke into a light trot, then he walked some more, and he didn’t really notice how long it was taking…then he did. 
 
    “What the fuck?” he muttered. The distance seemed to collapse and he was one room away from Cindy. 
 
    Cindy was a rare beauty, and Jack always felt that he had really lucked out with her. And it wasn’t her cheerful brown eyes that always seemed so snap happy, or her rather hefty bosom with the large nipples. She was the kind of girl that gave a guy a hard on just for looking, and for some reason she had chosen him. 
 
    “What took you so long?” she asked, a quirky smile on her face. “It seemed to take you forever to get down here.” 
 
    Funny, it seemed that way to Jack, too, now that he thought about it. 
 
    “What’d you find?”  
 
    “Look!” She took his hand and dragged him into the room. The wallpaper was pink and gold curlicues. The molding was yellow, and there was a big poster bed, a vanity table and a dresser. 
 
    “What’s the big deal?” 
 
    “The closet, silly!” 
 
    She pushed him in and he stared in wonder. 
 
    The closet at the other end of the house had men’s clothes, this closet had female bric a brac. Feathers and hats, old style stockings with the lines up the back, ancient corsets with built in bras and garters, a line of old dresses hung from a pole, and…and Jack was fascinated. 
 
    Funny, the men’s closet was interesting. Mildly diverting. A place to glance at and then pass on. 
 
    But this place, it felt…compelling. 
 
    He felt drawn to it, and he began to handle the garments. 
 
    “Are you all right? Jack?” 
 
    Jack glanced at Cindy. “Sure. Why wouldn’t I be?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. you just seemed sort of extra focused or something. The way you were handling those dresses I thought maybe you wanted to wear one. 
 
    Jack chuckled. “Me? Wear girl’s things? I don’t think so.” 
 
    “Well, try not to look so interested, or I’ll think you’re one of these pink guys.” 
 
    “Pink guys,” he snorted, and picked up a corset and examined it. “Feel this thing. It’s soft on the inside, but it looks like it could choke you to death.” 
 
    “Put that away,” laughed Cindy, taking it from his hand and shoving it back into a drawer. Then she took hold of his arm and forcefully escorted him out of the little room. 
 
     
 
    They spent the day inspecting the house. It was a marvel of first growth wood, rich in fiber and needing little in the way of repairs. Of course his aunt would have kept it in good repair, but it looked like it had needed no repair. Ever. 
 
    They handled the kitchen crockery carefully, though it looked sturdy enough. The tea set in the dining room looked like Paul Revere himself might have made it. They loved the weights on thin ropes used to counterbalance the windows so they could be kept in a specific position. 
 
    Heating was done with a big furnace in the basement, and thank God it was summer. It looked like it would gobble a ton of coal and spit out odorous, black clouds. 
 
    The yard was badly overgrown, but, in a strange concession to modern conveniences there was a sit down mower.  
 
    The pond in the back yard, just beyond the gazebo had large goldfish under the surface scum. 
 
    And it was beautiful. 
 
    A piece of paradise.  
 
    A transplantation from a hundred years previous, when people were immune from news and the tragedies that happened so far away. 
 
      
 
    For dinner they had TV dinners, and no modern microwave to cook them in. 
 
    So, feeling very adventurous, Cindy opened the silver packets and cooked them in the old iron pots and pans, on the cast iron stove that had to be fueled by wood. 
 
    Jack started the fire in the old stove easily, using newspaper and kindling, then feeding a couple of small logs into the thing. The funny thing was that he had the feeling that he had done this sort of thing, though he knew he hadn’t. 
 
    Then they sat in the living room, on the ugly clawfoot couch, and stared out the big window. 
 
    “Look at the ripples in the glass,” murmured Jack. 
 
    “No double strength, energy efficient impact resistant windows for grandma.” 
 
    “Aunt.” 
 
    “I stand corrected. 
 
    “Great aunt, if you want to be really corrected.” 
 
    “Excuse me, Lord of the Manor!” She mocked him and he grinned. 
 
    “Keep this up and you’ll get one of those old-fashioned spankings.” 
 
    “You brute.” She snuggled against him and reached for his crotch. 
 
    “I’m not in the mood,” he said, watching the old willow in the front yard waggle its winsome branches a bit. 
 
    “What?” Cindy sat up and looked at him. “You? The sex fiend incarnate? Mr. If you don’t Spread Your Legs I’ll have to Masturbate?” 
 
    His eyes narrowed just a bit, causing squinch lines to appear, crow’s feet they were called, at the corners of his eyes. 
 
    But he didn’t answer. 
 
    “Where are you going to sleep?” 
 
    “With you?” 
 
    “That’s not how it’s done,” he responded, his eyes were looking past the willow tree, seeing far mountains and even oceans. 
 
    She sat up. She mock slapped his cheek. “Mind your manners, bucko, or it’s you that’s going to be getting the spanking.” 
 
    “Huh? What?” 
 
    “What do you mean that’s not the way it’s done?” 
 
    “What isn’t the way it’s done?” He looked truly curious. 
 
    “That’s what you just said.” 
 
    “I did? I said that? Why would I do that?” 
 
    “”I don’t know. I just asked about sleeping arrangements and you said that.” 
 
    “Hunh. I must have been out to lunch.” 
 
    “Yeah, lunch in New York, which is about three thousand miles that a way.” She pointed to the east with a jerk of the thumb. “Now, I will repeat my inquiry for those of us who are a bit lame brained. Where are we going to sleep?” 
 
    He grinned, “You sleep in the room with the dresses, and I’ll sleep in the one with men’s clothes. Then one of us, whichever one of us is hornier, will sneak down the hall late at night, tap on the door and sneak under the covers.” 
 
    “Ha! I think we’ll just sleep in my room. With the pink poster above us and all those delightful female scents.” 
 
    “If you think I’ll sleep in a whorehouse you have no ‘scents.’” 
 
    “Whorehouse! I haven’t slept in a whorehouse in ages! And one doesn’t exactly sleep in a cathouse, if you get my drift.” 
 
    Oddly, though she was smiling, there was an edge to her words. She must have noticed, however, for she suddenly rounded on him, grabbed his pants, wormed her hand inside, and kissed him. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whispered a few minutes later. “I do believe you’ve inflated my custom built baby maker.” 
 
    “I do believe I have. Isn’t that terrible.” 
 
    “Oh, yes. And we should be getting upstairs and see to the perpetration of the deflation and negation of the inflation. 
 
    He stood up, a strong young man with wide shoulders and his hair looked like it had been brushed to the side and cut across.  
 
    Cindy stood and took his hand, brushed her hand through his hair. “And when did you get a haircut?” 
 
    “I didn’t get a hair cut, I got them all cut.” 
 
    They laughed, and he didn’t answer as to the new condition of his head foliage. He led her up the stairs. At the top of the stairs he led her to the right, towards the room with the male clothes. 
 
    She thought about resisting. She was the woman, after all, and the room for her was down at the other end of the long hall. But…she suddenly realized that she hadn’t actually seen his room, and there was a certain fascination for things male borning in her breast. 
 
    What does a man live like? 
 
    Jack led her into the bedroom and began disrobing. 
 
    She sat on the edge of the large bed and looked around. She was married, they fucked a lot, but suddenly she felt…nervous. Even squeamish. 
 
    “Get your togs off, woman,” he joked. He had never used the word ‘togs’ in his life. He didn’t even know he knew it. 
 
    She stood up and pulled off her tee shirt. And blushed. 
 
    Blushed in front of Jack, who had done just about everything to her tits that a man could do. what the fuck?” 
 
    She turned and slithered out of her shorts, kicked off her low cut, fashionable tennies, and quickly slid under the covers. 
 
    Jack folded his jeans, he had never done that before, and turned to face her. He looked bemused, a little curious, and was wondering why she had opted to cover up so quickly. 
 
    After all, he had fucked her in every position known to man, and a few invented just for their pleasure. How could she be embarrassed? 
 
    He slid under the covers and she shivered. 
 
    “Are you cold?” 
 
    “No…I’m just…hold me, Jack.” 
 
    He could do that, and under the weight of the spread he enfolded her. They lay together for a long minute, neither moving, and not sure why they weren’t moving. 
 
    “We aren’t fucking.’’ Cindy observed. 
 
    “My dick isn’t even hard.” 
 
    “It was hard a minute ago.” 
 
    But now I don’t feel like it. Again.” 
 
    She looked at him. 
 
    “I like your skin, you’re so warm, but…I have no desire.” 
 
    So they lay there, and wondered for a while, then dropped off to sleep. 
 
      
 
    Jack’s eyes were open. The room was quiet. He had the odd idea that the suits in the closet were having a party, but were being very silent about it. 
 
    “Shhh!” The suits would whisper, adjusting their stiff collars and rubbing their insteps against their pant legs. “Don’t wake ‘em up.” 
 
    Party, party, party. 
 
    Next to him Cindy slumbered. 
 
    His cock was rigid. Shivering, drooling, wanting a sheath to put itself in. 
 
    The party in the closet. The bowlers on the top shelf were tipping this way and that. 
 
    Shhhh. 
 
    Shhhh. 
 
    Jack lifted the covers very slightly and stuck a leg out. Then the other leg, stretching towards the floor, feeling the floor with the ball of one foot, then the other. 
 
    He stood up, a meat shadow in the moonlight. Behind him Cindy snored lightly, like a lady. 
 
    He walked, his feet delicate so as to make no noise, to the door. 
 
    The hallway was long and led to a nothingness of darkness. Yet down there was what interested him. Down there was what had woken him up earlier, caused a throb of the weenie. Made him want…want…what? 
 
    He didn’t know, but he walked down the hall, not exactly sneaking, but not exactly bold and forthright. 
 
    And walked. 
 
    And walked. 
 
    And wondered if he was entering some nefarious fog, midnight black fog, fog that befuddled and stultified. 
 
    Then the fog ended. The room with the girl’s things in it was just ahead, a gloomy, ghostly, golden light shining through the doorway. 
 
    Was there somebody there? Had Cindy found some back passage and run the length of the house while he crept through the soul sucking fog? 
 
    He looked into the room, and sighed in relief. A window was open and the moon shone through, lit the room up so well he could see colors. 
 
    He entered the room, and the light seemed even brighter. He could see the designs in the wallpaper, he could see the striations in the wood floor. He could see the individual weaves of the area rug on the center of the hardwood floor. 
 
    He stood for a long moment. He was naked and his dick was outthrust, a gleaming strand of semen stretching towards the floor 
 
    His heart was pounding, and he felt…want. 
 
    A curious form of desire that filled his chest. 
 
    A wish for something…something that was in this room. 
 
    He looked at the bed. The pink canopy. The tall headboard. The posts with the rub marks just above the level of the mattress. 
 
    Rub marks? 
 
    He took a step towards the bed and felt the bottom post. Yes. Rub marks. A burrowing in of some hard thing, as if somebody had filed it with wood. Wood on wood. And it was slightly grooved. But not wood. 
 
    He looked at the other posts. Each was rubbed ‘raw’ at the same level. 
 
    But who would rub a perfect groove, so shallow and so obvious, into the posts? And why? 
 
    Mystery upon mystery. 
 
    He turned towards the dresser, the window, the closet. 
 
    Back to the dresser. On top the dresser was a book. 
 
    ‘The Ladies' Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness.’ 
 
    He picked it up, flipped the pages. Lot of pages. But he didn’t read it. At least, not right then. 
 
    Instead, as if they had a life of their own, his hands crept down, took hold of the wood handle and pulled. 
 
    The drawer slid out as if greased. But it wasn’t greased, it was just so finely fit together. 
 
    Panties. Not panty panties, but bloomer panties. The kind of panties a woman might wear a hundred years previous. 
 
    His cock bounced and dripped on the floor. 
 
    He lifted the panties, brushed them across his face. 
 
    They smelled clean, fresh, like they had just been washed by hand and hung on a line to dry by the wind. 
 
    His chest felt like it was being pumped by bellows, filled with gold desire. He couldn’t help himself. His hands worked in spite of him. He bent, lifted a leg, and inserted a foot in the leg hole. 
 
    But it’s built for a woman! his mind shrieked. 
 
    The material was soft, slid up his bare flesh, and he wondered why he had no hairs below the panties, and yet did have hair above the panties. 
 
    Then he pulled it up, over his penis, and he almost fainted from the delicious desire exploding from his groin area. 
 
    Yet…his penis wasn’t hard anymore. It didn’t stick out in such a wonderfully obscene manner. In fact, his whole groin area was flat,  as if smoothed to his frame.  
 
    There was a mirror in the hallway, but he was afraid to see himself. He was afraid to step out of this enchanted room. 
 
    But he did. He had to. He had to see himself in the mirror. 
 
    His body was lithe, trim, and the panties made it look like he had no cock. They were just…smooth. 
 
    Yet he felt hornier than he ever had with a cock. He had this incredible flush of heat and he…he wanted. But he had no idea what he wanted. 
 
    His chest had hair. 
 
    He lifted a hand and ran it through his chest hair, and wished it wasn’t there. 
 
    He turned back into the room. He went to the dresser and opened another drawer. Bodices. Tops for an ancient people who had not the bra. Hunh. 
 
    He opened the bottom drawer, and found bloomers and other types of garments. 
 
    He didn’t want other types of garments. He didn’t know what he wanted. But outside of these panties that clung to him and gave him a figure robbed of the shape of manhood below the belt…he wanted something else. 
 
    He turned to the closet. Or was turned to the closet. 
 
    Whatever, he walked to the closet. Into the closet, and he could feel the change in the atmosphere. Like stepping into fog. 
 
    But not like a moisture fog, rather a swirl of anticipation, of emotion unbidden and yet unable to be refused. 
 
    The ambience of the mansion. 
 
    The dresses on the left. The corsets. The stiff ‘witch’s shoes,’ high on the heel and almost curled in the toe.  
 
    He took down one of the corsets and fondled it. It was stiff, boned, with ties in the back.  
 
    He had an image of Scarlett O’Hara prattling on to Mammy, complaining about how she would faint, or some such. 
 
    Jack wondered if he would faint. If he could make his waist so slender that his bosoms thrust out more. 
 
    I don’t have bosoms, his mind shrieked. But his mind put that thought away. 
 
    He wrapped the corset around his waist. He could see, in his mind’s eye, his waist flaring and his boobs…his boobs… 
 
    Without thinking, impelled by a lust beyond himself, Jack attached the clasps. the corset fit loosely, but he reached behind himself, high, and felt for the ties. 
 
    He wasn’t flexible. He wasn't one of these double jointed freaks who could scratch their ass with their elbow. But somehow his arms managed to snag the ties, to pull tight the laces, to tie them off with his chest pounding at the constriction. 
 
    His arms felt like they were made of rubber. 
 
    Down the corset he went, his waist sucking in, and his hips flaring out. And…the flesh above the cups was pushed up, thrust out, and…damn if it didn’t look like he had tits. 
 
    He didn’t think of fear, or embarrassment at being caught, or anything of those dreadful human conditions. He stepped in front of the mirror and studied himself. 
 
    He had breasts. That corset made it look like he was stacked. And his waist was wasp thin. 
 
    He felt there was something wrong about this, but he couldn’t object to his figure, so he couldn’t object to whatever it was that was in his mind. 
 
    He walked back to the closet, his back held stiff and his breasts pushed out. He selected a dress. It had layers and was snug and it made him look like he had lots of cleavage. 
 
    But the oddest thing was that as he pulled the dress on his hair got in the way. 
 
    Damn hair, hanging down to his shoulders, getting in the way, a real nuisance. 
 
    He went to the vanity table and found a brush. He began to untangle his hair, giving the end a flip, styling it intuitively. 
 
    He had never had hair this long before, and it made his heart tremble and his nipples swell and itch. 
 
    Now, sitting at the vanity table, he noticed the make up. Old boxes with fancy label jars. Spritz bottles of perfumes. Powder for his cheeks. Yet, for all the differences between the ancient and the modern, there was a sameness. Make up went on the face. Read the table. Use a cloth, or just your fingers, and smooth the potions in. 
 
    He made his face white, not knowing what he was doing, but trusting the intuition in his hands. Intuition that he had never known was there. 
 
    Color in his cheeks. On his eyelids. 
 
    Lipstick. 
 
    He stared at himself. 
 
    He was sexy, but he was tawdry. He was mild for this day and age, but a slut for a hundred years ago. 
 
    But then why was this outfit in the closet? Why was this underwear there? Did his great aunt have some deep, dark secret. Did— 
 
    “There you are!” 
 
    He spun on the chair. 
 
    Cindy was in the doorway, but not as Cindy. 
 
    As he had gotten into the wardrobe of this room, so had she for the other room. 
 
    She was wearing a suit, a bit rounded in lapel, with a starched collar. Somehow she had made her hair short—had she cut it all off?—and she was manly in expression. 
 
    As she walked across the room he inspected her from the ground up. The polished shoes, the spats, the thick cloth moving as if…as if she had something in her pants. 
 
    Jack swooned. She was wearing a dildo, a strap on. They had talked about that often, how she would like to experience being the man, how she would like to fuck him. 
 
    But they had never done more than talk. 
 
    He was a guy, after all, and not inclined towards the poo choo choo. 
 
    But now, wearing a dress, his cleavage on display, his heart pounding, caught en femme, he was not disinclined. 
 
    “You hopeless slut,” Cindy pronounced the words viciously. “Dressing like a street tart. You, lady, are a cunt. And you need to be punished.” 
 
    Jack noticed, when she said that, that she was slapping her hand against one trouser leg. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I just…I saw all these beautiful clothes and I wondered…” 
 
    “You’ve disappointed me greatly, Jacqueline. I thought you were a lady. Not a seasoned tramp, obsessed with the ways of this wicked world.” 
 
    “But I’m not…I mean…” but the words of protest wouldn’t pass his lips. He had dressed like he had dressed, and he did look like a trollop. 
 
    Cindy reached him, reached down and grabbed one of his tits! His tits! His breast! It was real! She pulled him by the tit, roughly, and he was sure he would have the bruise marks of her cruel fingers on his white breast in the morning. 
 
    But any marking done to his bosom was as nothing compared to what she was about to do to him. 
 
    She was strong, a lot stronger than he remembered, and he felt small as she hauled him around. She sat down and pulled him across her lap. 
 
    He could feel the strap on in her pants. For that matter he could feel the hard muscle of her legs. 
 
    But he didn’t remember her legs as being hard. He remembered them as soft, wonderful to feel, a doorway to her cunt. 
 
    But she acted like she didn’t have a cunt. She acted…downright manly! 
 
    She raised his dress, slid a hand under the bottom of the corset and gripped his boomers and pulled them down. 
 
    His bare ass felt the cool night air, but only for a moment. 
 
    SMACK!” 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    Her hand was rough, felt like it was calloused, and it struck his fanny hard. And fast. For the next minute a rain of blows scorched his buns. 
 
    SMACK!” 
 
    SMACK!” 
 
    SMACK!” 
 
    “No! Stop it!” 
 
    He was crying, and his voice sounded curiously high pitched. 
 
    “I’ll teach you a lesson you’ll never forget!” She emphasized each word with a smack of her hand on his rump.               
 
    Jack sobbed. He had never felt so helpless. He had never treated a woman this way, and to be treated this way by a woman…it was terrible! 
 
    SMACK!” 
 
    SMACK!” 
 
    His ass turned a bright red. His make up was ruined. One tit had popped out of the corset and was hanging down. He hadn’t realized how big his breasts were, but they shamed him. To be that big, like a cow, and then to be spanked like a wee child…it was terrible. 
 
    Then the hand stopped. 
 
    Cindy held still, breathed hard, and Jack could feel her trembling. 
 
    “Please…please…” he sobbed. 
 
    Cindy turned him upright, he sat on her lap, feeling that big strap on in his pants, and wondered, Why…why didn’t she use that on me? 
 
    “I’m sorry, honey. But you can’t be looking like a strumpet.” 
 
    “I’m sorry!” 
 
    Then Cindy brought his face. around to her. And her face was…masculine. The pores were larger and her skin was rough. The stubble of whisker just starting to grow. 
 
    He didn’t want to kiss her. Not when she looked so much like a man. 
 
    But he had no choice. 
 
    She mashed her hard, male lips against her soft, feminine ones. He bruised her mouth and their teeth touched briefly. She held his head in her strong hands and wouldn’t let her move. She just kept kissing him and kissing him. 
 
    Then she moved back, glared at her. She was still mad at how he had dressed. 
 
    She stood up and whirled him around like he was a bag of feathers. Her strength was immense.  
 
    She pushed him against the bed and he heard the sound of unzipping. 
 
    “No! No!” He cried out, but it was no use. 
 
    Cindy put her dick into his hole. Except it wasn’t…it wasn’t…it wasn’t an asshole, but a perfectly shaped cunt. 
 
    Her cock felt hard, but malleable, and it was hot, feverishly hot. Like it was actually flesh and not hard plastic. 
 
    Jack felt the length of her sliding up his…his vagina. He felt the heat, and the veins, and the large balls coming in afterwards and slapping against his ass. 
 
    Jack couldn’t breath. He was flattened on the bed by Cindy’s suddenly considerable weight. He couldn’t move, and she began moving her cock inside him. 
 
    He was crying now. He was so helpless, and he wondered if he had been that rough a lover when he was the one with the cock. 
 
    “You’ll have to learn,” Cindy spoke hard, not words of love, but warnings, cautions, threats. “You can’t misrepresent this family. When you walk out on the streets people will judge me by their impressions of you.” 
 
    Jack’s ass was sore, and his pussy hurt, but there was, deep inside, a feeling of something. Of warmth and pleasure. 
 
    He was astonished to have the feeling creep over him: This feels good! 
 
    His protests became moans. His pain became desire. 
 
    He wanted to be whipped some more, for that was the pain that became the pleasure, and the greater the pain the more the pleasure. 
 
    Cindy was grunting now, taking long strokes and banging his sore ass with her healthy loins. 
 
    Balls slapping against his ass. 
 
    Then Cindy reached for his corset and pulled. The ribs bent and poked into his flesh. It hurt, but it was offset by the pleasure. And Jack began to raise his hips, to fuck back, to hump— 
 
    “Stop that!” Cindy pulled out, jerked him around and slapped his face. “You’re not suppose to enjoy this.” 
 
    Jack held his cheek in shock. He looked down and saw…a prick.  
 
    Cindy had a dick! A big one! And it was gleaming with the juices of his cunt! 
 
    Cindy whirled him back around and pushed her dick into him again. 
 
    “The bible teaches us not to pursue such shameful joy. Now lay still and let me finish.” 
 
    Stunned, hurt, ass sore and psyche blasted, Jack lay there and took it. And it was hard not to moan and tell her how good it felt.  
 
    Cindy finally began to cum. Her hard dick spewed a massive amount of seed, and she grunted and held her hips against his pubis and filled his hole with steaming semen. 
 
    Then she was done. She stepped back and zipped up her pants. 
 
    Jack lay on the bed, used, sore, but in a good way, and never had he felt such frustration in his life. 
 
    He hadn’t cum, and he wanted to cum, and…why hadn’t she let him cum? 
 
    But there was no answer. Cindy had left the room, and he heard her footsteps for a moment, then nothing. 
 
    She’s going through that weird fog, thought Jack. 
 
    The house grew quiet. 
 
    Sobbing, Jack crawled under the covers. there was no way he going back to the other room. 
 
    He was sleeping down here tonight. No way he was going to crawl into bed with that bitch. 
 
    Then, laying there, listening even as he focused on what he had to do, he began to explore his cunt. 
 
    He felt it, put a finger in it, wiped away some of Cindy’s semen. 
 
    He needed to cum, and his fingers took on a mind of their own. Then, biting his knuckle with one hand so as not to let out any sound, he came. His hips bucked and twitched and it was much more sincere than a man’s simple jetting. 
 
    He felt like his mind had been whitewashed. Made featureless.  
 
    He slowly became cognizant of the world, and was proud that he had managed to cum, even though he had had to hold it in, it was good. 
 
    He removed his fingers from his cunt and slept.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “Good morning.” 
 
    Cindy glanced up at him, the most inscrutable expression on her face, then looked back down at her cereal. 
 
    He rightly surmised that she didn’t want to talk. 
 
    So she remembered it, too. 
 
    So it wasn’t a dream. 
 
    But he had woken up with his cock between his legs and no sign of the enormous tits he had sported the night before. 
 
    He poured his own cereal, added almond milk, and dug in. And thought. 
 
    Was it a dream? Was it not a dream? The feeling of horniness that had taken over him, the spanking…and when she had put her dick into him it certainly hadn’t felt like a dream. 
 
    “I dreamed I spanked you last night.” 
 
    He stared at her. Not a dream. 
 
    “I dreamed you spanked me.” 
 
    “You deserved it,” her voice was waspish. Somewhere between a woman’s nag and a man’s stolidness. 
 
    “I think we need to ask ourselves if it was a dream.” 
 
    She stared at him, dire thoughts banging around inside her head. Of course it wasn’t a dream. What dream could be shared? But…the reality, if it was…reality was overwhelming. 
 
    “This house,” she murmured, her emotions swirling inside her cranium. 
 
    “This house, and we had a shared dream, if dream it was, and…I love you.” 
 
    She reached across the table, grabbed his hand with the spoon in it, held him from eating. And I love you! But what happened?” 
 
    He took a deep breath. He thought of some of the things he had heard about his great aunt, that she was strange, hyper volatile…and loving. 
 
    “Did you enjoy yourself last night?” 
 
    She froze, and there it was. Guilt. 
 
    “I spanked you. I hurt you.” 
 
    “You hurt me so bad I masturbated after you had gone.” 
 
    She stared at him and he suddenly chuckled. “I know. Proper young ladies shouldn’t be playing with themselves.” 
 
    But they had masturbated for each other in their prior lifetime…before his great aunt’s house. 
 
    “That’s in the book.” 
 
    “What book?” 
 
    “The Gentleman's Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness.” 
 
    “That book on the book shelf? The only book on your book shelf?” 
 
    “Yes. And you’ve got one in your room. ‘The Ladies' Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness.’” 
 
    They passed over the fact of referring to the room with dresses as being ‘his’ room, and the fact that that implied the room with suits was ‘her’ room. 
 
    “I’m going to have to read it.” 
 
    “I read it last night. I woke up and you had gone. I was restless and I read the book.” 
 
    “Then you put on a suit and came down and tanned my hide.” He was smiling. 
 
    She nodded. “I felt, after reading the book, that there was something fundamentally wrong with us, with our relationship, and that only by putting my foot down could we fix it.” 
 
    He took a bit of Raisin Bran, enjoyed the mushy blop with the kernels of raisin sweetness. “You certainly did put your foot down. Your hand, too.” 
 
    For the first time she laughed. “My hand hurt this morning.” 
 
    “You should feel my butt,” he said, ruefully. 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “No…no. Don’t be sorry. It was the kinkiest thing…and to dream that I was a woman. I actually felt like I had a cunt, and I could feel your cock going in, opening me up, teaching me things I had never imagined.” 
 
    “And I felt like I had a real dick. And…it was a big dick, wasn’t it?” 
 
    “Oh, it was big,” he reassured her. 
 
    She smiled, just a trace of pride on her face. 
 
    “So what are we going to do?” 
 
    “About dreams?” 
 
    “Or whatever.” 
 
    He got a far away look in his eyes. “Well, I need to read that book,” he looked at her, “my version of that book.” 
 
    In his words was the idea that the ladies’ version was his version, and the gentleman’s version was her version. 
 
    She said nothing. 
 
      
 
    The day was…dragging. They took a walk, they discussed the property, they talked about doing chores, but there was a lassitude to them. 
 
    As if they had worked all night and now they had to sleep the day. 
 
    But they weren’t tired so much as just…curious, and empty, and inside their souls they wanted to go to bed, to dream, to experience the truth of whatever metamorphosis they had gone through. 
 
    Were going through? 
 
    In the afternoon Cindy headed upstairs without saying a word. Jack followed a few minutes later. He found her in her bedroom, the one with all the suits, reading ‘The Gentleman's Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness.’ 
 
    She looked up at him. “You should read yours.” 
 
    He nodded and went down the hallway. The hallway that seemed to stretch, then snap, and leave him outside the door to his room. The room with dresses. 
 
    He leafed through the book and certain phrases leaped out at him. 
 
     
 
    ‘True politeness is the language of a good heart…’ 
 
      
 
    And, 
 
      
 
    ‘…you must sympathize.’ 
 
      
 
    The phrases were innocuous, yet in Jack’s mind, pointed. As if some secret language was hidden in the pages and words of another time. As if he could just plumb the words sufficiently he could divine another meaning, a truer meaning. 
 
    He lay upon the girly bed, with its pink canopy and spread, arranging the pillows for his best comfort. 
 
    He took off his shoes to preserve the coverings, then found himself taking off his socks. 
 
    His pants. 
 
    Suddenly he was naked, reading page 100, and stroking his cock. 
 
    Absorbing the manners and mores of another time, a gentler time, and knowing that his sore ass was a lesson which he must learn from. 
 
    There was no talk of birching in the book, but under the hidden cypher of it all he knew. 
 
    When a man, or a woman, does not behave in the proper manner they must be school appropriately. 
 
    He went to the dresser, held the panties to his face and breathed them in. His cock erect and dripping. 
 
    And he knew he must not expend his seed. He must preserve it to be true, to deserve his wife. 
 
    In his mind she was wearing a suit, bent over and tying on the spats. Feeling the starched collar pressing against her flesh. Her dainty, white flesh. Which might not be so dainty…for the sole reason that his was dainty. 
 
    He felt his throat. It felt softer. 
 
    I must not do this! roared through his mind. 
 
    But it was a voice from another time, another place, and had no egress into the sworls of his cranium, the whims of his soul, his hairless chest. 
 
    He pulled the panties on, desperately. And the light, body hair—was it lighter than it had been yesterday? When he had first pulled on the ancient bloomers?—disappeared and he was bare, and his cock shrunk and smoothed out under the cloth of the lovely panties. 
 
    He stood, looking at his reflection in the rippled glass of the window. 
 
    He could seem himself with breasts, the image imposed over his real reflection. 
 
    But what was real in this time? This place? This…substance of mind that called to him, absorbed him, drank him? 
 
    He went into the closet and selected a corset. There was no way he could fit into the thing, yet his arms seemed extra flexible and the ties seemed to bend to his will and…his body squeezed in, became an hourglass of his great aunt’s reality. 
 
    This house. This house! he thought. 
 
    And pulled on stockings and attached them to the straps hanging from his corset, and noticed that when he bent he…overflowed. His breasts hung down, and then he had to push them up with his hand and tuck them back into the constraints of the corset. 
 
    He pulled a dress on. A thick, velvety thing with a rich pattern. And his hair was suddenly long and flowing. 
 
    Not, he thought, like the iron curled hair of yesterday. For there was some bit of today’s conventions, so locked into his own mind, that could not be overcome. 
 
    He sat at the vanity and painted his face.  
 
    He was not a slut! He was not a trollop or a tramp! And he didn’t deserve the rosy cheeks he had been given and was sitting upon. 
 
    He colored his eyes and painted his lips red. 
 
    He was beautiful, and though he knew, somewhere in the murk of his thoughts, that he was a man, he wasn’t. 
 
    He went into the closet and selected high heels. They were black, but not shiny. The laces went up, back and forth between the speed hooks, and he tied them tightly. The bottom of the spike was flared, and when he stood up it felt right. 
 
    Natural. 
 
    Form fitting. 
 
    And he did not feel like a man. 
 
    He closed the ‘The Ladies' Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness’ and placed it on the little table next to the bed. He needed to read it, to understand it, to absorb the timeless lessons it presented. 
 
    As if in reading the rigid rules of behavior he absorbed the timeless rules of conduct that would become a woman. 
 
    Cindy was in the kitchen. She was sobbing and preparing dinner. Using the old rolling pin, coating the chicken with a crust, and her tears dropped on the drain board. 
 
    She turned around and glared at Jack. She was wearing a man’s outfit, but the jacket was hanging over the chair. Her sleeves were rolled up to show thick forearms. Strong forearms that could do a days work. 
 
    “Where have you been? It is not the husband’s place to prepare dinner.” 
 
    Yet Jack was not cowed. He had been beaten the night before, and his ass was still sore, and Cindy had been wrong. He snapped, “How dare you speak to me in such disgraceful manner!” 
 
    In Jack’s eyes was the accusation: he had been treated wrongly, and Cindy had crossed a line. A line of etiquette and behavior and morals. 
 
    Cindy stuttered and looked down. “Will you ever forgive me?” 
 
    “I’ll forgive you tonight, when I punish you for your transgressions.” 
 
    A haunted look came into Cindy’s eyes. A look laced with fear. 
 
    Jacqueline said, and it was the voice of doom ringing out like a clarion, “You’ve been a bad boy. Now step away from the sink.” 
 
    Cindy stepped, and as Jacqueline pushed her aside with his presence she turned and left the room. 
 
    And worried. 
 
    Dinner was quiet, subdued, and Cindy kept her attention on her plate. 
 
    Jacqueline ate, and wondered how she had known to prepare this meal. Fried chicken, mashed potatoes and greens. Lemonade. The recipe’s leaped into her head, and her hands knew how to use the instruments properly, and…she just knew. He knew. 
 
    He…she…he was having a problem remembering what sex he was supposed to be. 
 
    He was a man, but..it all seemed so strange, so surreal. As if wearing a dress was natural. 
 
    “Will you please forgive me?” asked Cindy. “I know I let things get out of hand.” 
 
    “I’ll forgive you right after your switching. And you may select your switch right after dinner. 
 
    It was a cloud upon them, yet…there were conventions that had to be adhered to were they to survive this…this time they were living in. 
 
    Dinner was finished, and they adjourned to the porch where they turned the crank and made ice cream. 
 
    Jacqueline found chocolate and they poured that over the ice cream, sprinkled nuts, and relaxed. 
 
    Cindy was recognizing that she must realize the consequences of her actions. 
 
    Also, oddly, the closer they came to the lowering of the sun, the better the anticipation was. 
 
    Jacqueline felt the female equivalent of an erection. She felt the growing moisture between her legs, and she remembered how delicious it had been the previous night when she had been so naughty, when she had used her fingers and…she smiled in the gloom of twilight. 
 
    Cindy marveled at the stiff growing in her boxers. It was so hard, and it didn’t want to bend or conform in any way to her position or her clothes. 
 
    They ate on the swing hanging from the chains. They could hear the buzz of insects, but none bothered them, here in the dream. 
 
    They watched the fireflies orbiting the lemon tree off to the side of the gazebo. Beyond the field was a line of birch trees. 
 
    “She was a wonderful lady,” murmured Jacqueline. 
 
    Cindy knew he meant his great aunt. 
 
    Her great aunt. What sex is he? And she was dazed for this thought. 
 
    “Well, go select your switch and I’ll be waiting in my room.” 
 
    Jacqueline stood and, with a switch of skirts she entered the house. 
 
    Cindy stared at the birch trees. She really didn’t want to do this. But rules were rules, and she had misbehaved. What had she been thinking of, spanking him with insufficient cause? Just because she felt male powerful and wanted to swagger a bit. 
 
    She descended to the yard and walked slowly to the tree line. She remembered when once she had worn high heels, and there was a delight there that she knew was now denied her. 
 
    Now Jack got to do the fun things, and she was left, a virtual slave to Jacqueline’s whims. 
 
    To his hormones. 
 
    She had noticed his tits, so large, and that was a sure indicator of the onset of hormones.  
 
    She reached the trees and examined the branches. She didn’t want to pick one too small, lest Jacqueline become upset and use a paddle, or—God forbid—a whip. 
 
    She settled on a three foot branch, cracked it off and stripped the leaves. She swished it through the air, and felt an inner dismality. 
 
    She was going to be switched. 
 
    She returned to the house and trudged up the stairs. 
 
    She thought about going back to her room, taking off her clothes, and going back to being a woman. But the thought had no purchase in her mind, and she turned to the left and headed for Jacqueline’s room. 
 
    Jacqueline was waiting by the window, her arms folded under her ample bosom, a stern look in her eyes. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” Cindy was pleading as she held the switch out. 
 
    Jacqueline took the switch and motioned to the bed. “Pull your pants down and assume the position.” 
 
    “Please, ma’am. Can’t you let this go? Just this once?” 
 
    “That will cost you five extra stripes. Now present yourself.” 
 
    Cindy started to sniffle as she took off her jacket, then pulled down her pants and trunks. She lay down and tried to control herself. She was aware that her penis was was large and throbbing. 
 
    Jacqueline wasted no time. “This hurts me more than it does you,” she stated that popular lie, and… 
 
    SWISH CRACK! 
 
    “OW!” Tears came out of Cindy’s eyes. She clutched the spread with her fists and held on. 
 
    SWISH CRACK! 
 
    SWISH CRACK! 
 
    Jacqueline delivered the switching quickly and efficiently. She had to do it, and she enjoyed it, but the conventions said that she shouldn’t. 
 
    SWISH CRACK! 
 
    SWISH CRACK! 
 
    Red lines appeared on Cindy’s ass. If she had been a woman it would have been debilitating. Her soft flesh would have cracked and bled. But as a man she had tougher skin. 
 
    Tough or soft, it hurt. 
 
    SWISH CRACK! 
 
    SWISH CRACK! 
 
    Cindy cried and sobbed and wailed. It didn’t matter. Jacqueline had read ‘The Ladies' Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness.’ She hadn’t read anything about switching in that book, not yet, but she had absorbed the inflexibility of consequences, and she knew that people who failed to deliver the appropriate discipline should be disciplined themselves. 
 
    The Ladies' Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness. 
 
    SWISH CRACK! 
 
    SWISH CRACK! 
 
    And, finally, the switching was at an end. 
 
    Jacqueline wished it wasn’t over. She was moist under her skirts. Her labia felt like they were rippling and her flesh felt so hot. She needed a good fuck. 
 
    But would Cindy be amenable after the switching she had received? 
 
    Jacqueline put the switch aside, saved it for another time, and said, “Please go get the liniment.” 
 
    Snuffling, her cheeks wet with tears, but a monster erection in her pants, Cindy went down the hall to the bathroom. She returned with a bottle of Minard’s Liniment and a wire with a cotton ball on the end. 
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    “Lie down, love.” 
 
    Cindy lay down and Jacqueline began dipping the ball into the liniment and painting her ass with it. 
 
    Her. him. Confusions ratcheted through her mind. She focused on drawing the wet ball of liniment along the long, red stripes. 
 
    It hurt, and Cindy cried some more and gripped the spread again. Her large fists were white knuckles. 
 
    “After this I trust you will be a good boy.” 
 
    “Yes. I’ll try my best.” 
 
    And she would, but boys will be boys and they both knew she would be back under the switch in probably the not too distant future. 
 
    Done with the medicine, Jacqueline corked the bottle, then lay a washcloth across Cindy’s butt and pulled her boxers up. She made sure the waist band held the wash cloth in place. 
 
    “Come here, dear,” Jacqueline said. 
 
    Cindy rose, turned, and fell into his arms. She sobbed, and her tears made his blouse wet, but that was okay.  
 
    Punishment had been needed. Punishment was given. All was forgiven. 
 
    For a long time they sat on the edge of Jacqueline’s bed and Cindy just snuggled against her husband, felt his big boobs thrusting out, and…her penis was getting harder. 
 
    The spanking had brought it to the forefront, made her lust obvious, at least to herself. 
 
    She wanted to make it obvious to Jacqueline. 
 
    They were man and wife, but when corporal punishment was levied it changed their relationship in subtle ways. At least, for a time.  
 
    But, of course, all was forgiven. Transgressions were in the past. It was time for forgiveness and…and… 
 
    “I love you,” Cindy said. Now she was in a big man’s body, but she felt like a little boy. Such was the advantage of women over men. 
 
    “And I love you, honey.” Jacqueline spoke softly, giving up his ‘man’nerisms for ‘girl’isms. 
 
    Cindy looked up, Jacqueline looked down. 
 
    They knew the moment of sex was here. Yet Cindy was afraid. Such was the power of a good switching. 
 
    “Can we…will you let me…” 
 
    “Of course, honey. Applying the birch to you has caused me some heat, and I simply must relieve it. And if you can’t help me relieve the moist burning in my loins…” she smiled, and bent her head. 
 
    The kiss was tender, thorough, and Cindy’s cock pounded harder. 
 
    Jacqueline reached down and grasped her tool. 
 
    Cindy gasped.  
 
    Last night had been done in the throes of passion, but without the sense that a person grown into this age would have. 
 
    But they had started reading the books, and they were absorbing the mores behind the rigid customs of the books. 
 
    And now they were not just living in the dream, they were aware, and they could feel, and appreciate, and have real thoughts about what they were doing. 
 
    Cindy moved around, came to the top position. 
 
    Jacqueline laughed. “I believe that you must be on top this evening.” 
 
    They chuckled, they both knew that Cindy’s butt was too raw to be laid down for their fuck. 
 
    Jacqueline lay back and Cindy, moving cautiously because of her striped ass, slowly removed Jacqueline’s clothes. 
 
    She helped her out of the dress, but left the corset and the nylons on. There was just something so sexy and exciting about fucking with underwear in place. 
 
    Jacqueline’s tits rose up out of the corset, and Cindy bent her head and suckled. 
 
    Jacqueline moaned and held Cindy’s head, her mouth, to her nipples. 
 
    “Oh, God!” 
 
    The Cindy lowered herself to Jacqueline’s snatch. 
 
    She smelled the musky aroma of sex. She licked between the labia, sucked on the clitoris. 
 
    It was delicious. It caused her penis to grow even harder, and now, so hard that it hurt, she pulled down her pants. She dropped her drawers and the cloth that had cushioned her fanny dropped to the floor. 
 
    Cindy crawled between Jacqueline’s legs and, without using hands, rubbed her cock against his slit. 
 
    Jacqueline felt the large head poking, sliding, taking advantage of the moisture seeping from her twat. 
 
    And in. 
 
    A quick slide through the tender tissues, and Cindy was in cock heaven. She was sheathed in her love. She was pulsing and the soft inner flesh gripped her. 
 
    Jacqueline was gripped as if by a soft hand, a hand that would not let go, would not relinquish that which it held so dearly. 
 
    Cindy began to push in, and her balls, so large, touched Jacqueline’s ass. 
 
    They both groaned, a harmony of love that made them more than their individual selves. 
 
    “I’m having a deliciously wicked thought,” said Cindy, as she held herself on two arms and drove deep.” 
 
    “Unh…oh…what?” 
 
    “What if I spanked you again tomorrow night.” 
 
    Jacqueline’s eyes opened up and she stopped moving. “What?” 
 
    “I will do something bad. And the next night you will have to punish me again.” 
 
    They were locked in embrace, breathing, struggling without moving, trying not to move while they considered this weighty offering. 
 
    Then, unable to fight her own inner urges, Jacqueline said, “You would be a very, very bad boy. 
 
    They both giggled, transported further into the dream by their naughtiness. 
 
    They were slipping deeper and deeper, and there was nothing to warn them of consequences. 
 
    There was no earlier experience, not in fiction or reality, to warn them that what they were doing might lead them…somewhere. 
 
    But isn’t that the purest of lives? To live without thought for what comes, merely to enjoy the moment for itself? 
 
    And Cindy ended the moment of cogitation and realization by thrusting her hips forward. A hard thrust to let Jacqueline know who was in charge. Who was the man. 
 
    Which was just the helpless strivings of a love sick man to own something which couldn’t be owned. 
 
    And Jacqueline, having been a man, knew it, and she humped her hips up and squeezed, and they were locked together like two beasts. Unable to break apart because their love wouldn’t let them. 
 
    In went Cindy, pumping so hard it appeared as if she wanted to reach the womb itself. 
 
    Jacqueline grunted with the pleasure of the purely sexual impact, and scissored her legs around Cindy’s strong back. 
 
    Cindy lifted her up, ignoring the screaming pain of her ass which Jacqueline’s feet had inadvertently come in contact with. She slammed Jacqueline down, driving her prick deep, causing white hot shards of pleasure to shoot through Jacqueline. 
 
    “Fuck!” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    And the night passed in a paroxysm of lovemaking. Two people out of time; two people locked in body and mind. 
 
    Semen was squirted. 
 
    Fluids were drained, only to be replenished again and almost immediately. 
 
    They tired not, for they were more than flesh, twined in a dream that would not end, caught by and for each other. 
 
    And the dawn, when it came, would not be the dawn they expected. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    Jack’s eyes opened. He was aware. He was a man again. He was himself. He was wearing women’s clothes, the corset, but no panties. His cock  was throbbing, but soft. 
 
    How odd. If it was throbbing it should be hard. But…things were happening inside him. 
 
    He thought about his great Aunt leaving him the old mansion. Out of all the relatives…why him? 
 
    Was it because he was married? The best chance for offspring? 
 
    But he didn’t think that was it. Other family members had children. 
 
    Was it because he was married and didn’t have children? But that made no sense. 
 
    He stretched, felt detached, reached for his cock, held it. It was like a lazy slug. A chub, but not hard. His balls felt full. Yet he had had orgasms the night before. Many of them. Wonderful, soul exploding orgasms. 
 
    “Cindy?” He sat up. 
 
    She was gone. No sign of her.  
 
    She would be down in her own room. 
 
    He swiveled and sat on the edge of the bed, his eyes gliding over the fields, the woods, outside his window. 
 
    What was happening? Why was he turning into a woman at night, and why was Cindy turning into a man? 
 
    Was it the clothes? Was it the books, as Cindy suspected? 
 
    He admitted the books must have something to do about it. He looked at his version on the bookshelf. 
 
    ‘The Ladies' Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness,’ by Florence Hartly. 
 
    Flo Hart.  
 
    A flowing heart. He reached for the book, settled back on the bed with it and opened it up. 
 
    Arcane language from a hundred years ago, a simple instruction on how to be mannerly. Yet…there were secrets in here. There was a hidden instruction. To behave as a woman was to be a woman, by the cypher of these pages. 
 
    And Cindy had the male version of the book. How to conduct yourself as a man, in which was encrypted the secret and mystical instructions: act like a man and be a man. 
 
    But this didn’t explain the dream they were having. this didn’t explain the lust they felt when empowered by being the opposite sex. 
 
    He sat on the bed, now Indian fashion, his legs crossed. the corset kept his back straight, his limp cock hanging, his balls resting upon the mattress, reading. 
 
    He noted that he had less hair on his body, almost no hair. It had been there after the first night, but now, after the second night, his flesh was white and soft. 
 
    He had a man’s body, but it was being transformed. 
 
    He sighed, closed the book, thought about what he had read. Certain phrases stuck in his mind, badgered him with potential meanings. 
 
      
 
    …treasure in your memory 
 
    the pearls of which you read… 
 
      
 
    An admonition, and an instruction, to search your mind for secondary meanings. 
 
      
 
      
 
    The best cure is to try to have those virtues 
 
    which you would effect, 
 
    and then they will appear naturally. 
 
      
 
    To accept and behave accordingly, and he would be a woman. 
 
    But did he want to be a woman? 
 
    Did he want the changes the dreams wrought? 
 
    The question bothered him, so he laid the book aside and got up. 
 
    He took off the corset. It felt good, even after all these hours, but he wanted…he wanted…to wear other clothes. To try other garments in this room. 
 
    And he avoided any desire to change back into a man. 
 
    He selected bloomers, and it was day time, not time for dreams, so his cock hung in the folds of the bloomers. 
 
    He found a bra.  
 
    But bras weren’t invented until the 1930s! Long after this house had been constructed. 
 
    So from what epoch did this thing come from? Was it brought into the house after the 30s? Or was it some figment inserting itself according to the whims and conventions of his mind. Modern day impinging on history, changing it to suit his mind. 
 
    He didn’t know, but he put the bra on. 
 
    He had no tits now, though his chest was soft and his muscles departing, so the bra cups were slack, wrinkled upon his chest. 
 
    He selected a gown out of the closet. It was long and had fur sleeve ends and a hem of fur at the bottom. He tied a sash around his waist, and the robe was closed. More or less. for as he walked his flesh stepped further than the material and he felt the sexy coolness of air brushing against the skin of his slender legs. And his legs, he imagined, were somewhat shapely. And he wondered if they would become even more shapely  as the days, and the nights, progressed. 
 
    He descended the stairs and entered the kitchen. 
 
    Cindy was at the drain board, a knife in hand, fresh washed potatoes in front of her. 
 
    She looked at him, and gratitude entered her eyes. Had she been disturbed? 
 
    “Oh, thank you. I’m having trouble slicing these potatoes.” 
 
    He moved in, took the knife, and hugged her. 
 
    She hugged back, and neither of them noted the similarity in their heights. He seemed slightly shorter, and her slightly taller, as if their heights were averaging. 
 
    And her limbs seemed thicker, and his thinner, yet they noticed this not. 
 
    He kissed her, and her lips were flat and hard, and his soft and plump. But, again, they took no notice of these vagaries of shifting appearances. 
 
    He wielded the knife, it was a large Chef’s knife, slicing the potato ends off and making poker chip, thin pieces. His hand moved like a sewing machine, up and down so fast it was a blur, then sliding the potatoes off the cutting boards with the flat of the knife. Into the pan with a thick chunk of butter. 
 
    He had never been able to do that before. 
 
    He checked the lumber in the stove then adjusted the draw. He knew what it would take to make perfect, little, browned potatoes.  
 
    Cindy watched, happy at his burgeoning abilities. 
 
    Jack smiled at her and bid her sit at the table. Five minutes later they were eating a feast, a feast Cindy had failed to make for a half hour, and which he had whipped together in minutes. 
 
    “You’re incredible, Jacqueline.” 
 
    He didn’t object to the feminization of his name. He was too far gone for that. But he wasn’t too far gone to wonder about their situation. 
 
    “We had another dream last night.” 
 
    She nodded. “It was a wonderful dream.” 
 
    “I’m turning into a woman,” he admitted. 
 
    “You’re a better woman than I was.” 
 
    They ate silently for a moment, considering the significance of their words. 
 
    “Tell me about your great aunt, Jack.” 
 
    But Jack didn’t know much about his great aunt. He confessed to this, then said, “But my parents used to talk about this house.” 
 
    They poured syrup over pancakes, then Jack continued his story. 
 
    “It was built before the civil war.” 
 
    “The war Between the States,” Cindy corrected. 
 
    “Spoken like a Yankee,” he stated, and there was an edge within his words that he had to think about and jettison. “Word has it that it was built on slave trade money.” 
 
    “You have slavers in your family tree?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    Then she added, in wonder, “How old was your great aunt?” 
 
    Jack blinked. “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Grandparents might be forty years older than grand children, add 30 years—I’m just guesstimating—and you have 60 years difference.” 
 
    “So if I was born in 2000, my grandparents might have been born in 1940, and my great grandparents might have been born in…1910. Or somewhere around there.” 
 
    “So your great aunt might have been a 100 years old.” 
 
    “But she was older…I think.” 
 
    “We’re going to have to find out.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “We need to know if she was involved in the building of this house.” 
 
    “But i thought you said it’s the books that are changing us?” 
 
    “The books are instruction manuals. It’s the house. We need to figure out who built it. Then maybe we can figure out what is happening.” 
 
    Under her words was the meaning: before it changes us into something we can’t change back from. 
 
    “Okay, he said. “After breakfast we’ll search the house. And after that we can go to town and look for county records.” 
 
    And so they agreed, and they held hands over that decision, and finished the breakfast that Jack had whippet together with intuition that was hundreds of years old. 
 
      
 
    They had explored the house, but only in a cursory manner, and later Jack would realize that it was as if they had been guided away from the important stuff. 
 
    Of course, they not have realized how important the important stuff was at the time. 
 
    They started in the basement, which was accessed through a sadly hanging door on the outside of the house. 
 
    “No wonder we didn’t see it the first time through,” remarked Cindy. She was wearing dungarees of an ancient style, built more for picking cotton than the fashion statement that modern jeans were. Her stiff shirt hung slackly on her upper body. She still had breasts, but they were half their size. 
 
    “I’ve never even heard of a basement without access from inside a house.” 
 
    “Well, you have now.” 
 
    They stood inside the door and gazed at the mess. 
 
    A long aisle, the sides of which were packed with boxes, crates filled with books and clothing and toys, book shelves laden with ancient books, old phonographs, broken furniture, and tons of dust. 
 
    The house had no electricity and Jack found a lantern hanging on the wall next to the door. There was a box of matches on a shelf built between two four by fours, and he lit the lantern. 
 
    The addition of light made the place even gloomier, casting wavering shadows. 
 
    They started their search on the left and went through box after box, pulled out furniture for more boxes, and slowly made their way around the room. 
 
    “They have a phonograph, but no electricity.” 
 
    “You wind it up,” observed Cindy. 
 
    They played with it, put the needle on the spinning disk, and the sounds of Enrico Caruso filled the dank space. They listened for a minute, enraptured by this slice from the past, then lifted the needle and continued their search. 
 
    “I think the answer is going to be in a book.” 
 
    They dusted off covers, went through boxes, and perused authors and titles. They recognized almost none of them, until they reached the back of the basement. 
 
    “Frankenstein, or The Modern Prometheus,” Jack was awed as he held up the book. 
 
    “My God, this looks like the original vellum and leather!” 
 
    “Vellum. Isn’t that the skin of an animal?” 
 
    “It is. Usually a calf.” 
 
    Jack felt the pages, they definitely had a smooth, unpapery feeling. “Could they make the pages from an animal other than a calf?” 
 
    “Jack, that’s creepy.” 
 
    Jack laughed. “It’s a creepy house.” He put the book back and picked up another one. 
 
    “The Vampyre, by John William Polidori,” he whispered. “This is old stuff.” 
 
    “Well leave it. We’re here for our history, not some fanciful legend. 
 
    “Philistine,” he muttered. 
 
    “I heard…oh shit!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Photo albums.” 
 
    They set the box of albums aside for a moment, kept searching, but it was quickly obvious that was all there was. 
 
    “Let’s get out of here and see what we’ve got. We can always come back later.” 
 
    But they both had the feeling that they had found what they were looking for. 
 
    Upstairs, they sat at the dining table and began going through the box. 
 
    The albums were old, and they weren’t necessarily photos. 
 
    They looked at images of Jack’s family, and he recognized a few of the people, and was able to figure out others by inscriptions on the photos. He found a pen and paper and began a skeletal family tree. 
 
    There conversation was of such things as: 
 
    “Your mother was married to this guy.” 
 
    “Look at those clothes!” (Was that appreciation for a newer fashion?) 
 
    “You had a gunfighter in your tree?” 
 
    Sometimes they chuckled, but always they were impressed. 
 
    Then the photos dwindled, it was shortly after the civil war, and they came across actual paintings. 
 
    Little sketches of ships in a harbor, a painting of African American before they came to America. Holding spears over the kill of a lion. 
 
    “Not my family,” muttered Jack. 
 
    “What’s this?” Cindy picked up a small journal. 
 
    The script in the journal was ink on unlined paper, yet the uniformity of the writing was incredible. 
 
    Cindy read a series of entries. 
 
    ‘Expedition to temple successful. The trinkets we have recovered are amazing.’ 
 
    Another entry, ‘Natives are ominous. We all carry weapons, even to relieve ourselves, and we don’t wander far from camp.’ 
 
    And, ‘They seem to want the black statuette of the pregnant native woman. Made of basalt, the head is slooped back her nose is a flat ski run, and she holds her swollen tits up as if in defiance.’ 
 
    And, ‘Nguma tells us the statue is of a Goddess come from the heavens to mate with mankind.’ 
 
    Cindy said, “This is creepy.” 
 
    “If this book is right then I have alien blood in me.” 
 
    She looked at him. “I’ve been fucking a monster from outer space?” 
 
    “Moo hah hah!” 
 
    “Well, your alien dick works pretty well, so…” 
 
    He laughed ruefully. “Past tense. I’m slack. I’ve been limp all morning.” 
 
    She frowned. “Odd. I’ve been horny all morning. It’s all I can do not to rub my button. Which button, I might add, seems to be swollen. Sort of.” 
 
    “What do you mean sort of?” 
 
    She stood up, unbuttoned her dungarees and exposed herself. 
 
    Not just swollen. Her clitoris was extended. Clitorises look like penises anyway, but hers was poked out an inch, and it was throbbing. 
 
    “Holy fuck!” Jack exclaimed. 
 
    “I want you.” 
 
    “But I…I…” 
 
    Cindy couldn’t control herself, and it was as if reading the words in the journal had pushed her past the point of control. 
 
    She moved into him, kissed him forcefully, and it was as if she was raping his mouth. 
 
    “Hey! St—“ 
 
    She launched herself anew, holding him, forcing him back, off the  dining room chair and towards a couch. 
 
    Jack was stunned to realize she was as strong as him now. Or maybe he was as weak as she had once been. 
 
    His back hit the couch and she began ripping at his robe. Pulling it apart and tugging at his bloomers. 
 
    He pushed on her head, and her hair felt shorter, bristly, and all he succeeded in doing was forcing her mouth down to his chub. 
 
    She grasped him in her teeth, a ferocious grip that threatened his package with severance. 
 
    “Oh,” he said, not horny, just wondering where this was going. 
 
    He didn’t have a hard on, and she didn’t quite have a dick, but there was a lust in her that was worse than any fantasy of his. She held his limp cock in her mouth, shook it, let him feel her teeth, then she spat his dick out and took his balls in her mouth. 
 
    Jack lay back, unable to fight this assault, able only to lay and let whatever might happen happen. 
 
    He realized the helplessness of women then. He was glad he was not one of those men, no better than a savage brute, and that he had always treated women correctly. 
 
    And he thought of the book, ‘The Gentleman's Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness.’ All his life he had lived politely. He was just a nice guy. And that had to be why the book had selected him. 
 
    He was already polite, he had the manners of a man solidly inside him, and he was ready for the change, the infliction of the underlying message within. 
 
    Cindy was holding him, her hands under his thighs, gobbling, trying to suck him to an excited state. 
 
    Then she stopped. She looked up from between his legs and started to cry. “I’m sorry, Jack.” 
 
    He lifted her up to him, and she lay on him, ensconced in his arms. “It’s okay.” 
 
    And it was, because he knew that whatever savagery drove her had failed in the face of her inborn politeness. It was why the book had selected her. 
 
    They lay in each others arms for an hour, just laid there, her sniffling occasionally, him wondering at how much he loved her. 
 
    Finally, just before dinner, they got up. He arranged the robe and his panty bloomers, and noted that his front was even smoother, and she put her pants on. Her breasts were almost non-existent now. 
 
    They looked at the little journal again, but now done with their savage love they were in no mood for more. They wanted the pure love that existed between them, that perfectly balanced yin and yang that revolved endlessly through their psyches. 
 
    Jack fixed dinner, braised pork chops, a fricassee and a chutney. How he managed to put these dishes together he didn’t know, for some of them required many hours of preparation. But he had a feeling the house was helping him. 
 
    And as they ate they again conversed and took turns reading from the journal. 
 
    “Good Lord, this expedition took place before 1800!” 
 
    Cindy moved around the kitchen table and the book was now open between them. One would turn the page, then the other, and they perused sketchings and maps. At one point Cindy slid out a piece of paper, a handbill, and opened it up. 
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    “Well, it looks like my family was involved in the slave trade.” Jack didn’t sound too happy about that. 
 
    “The Dembia, here’s a manifest for that ship.” 
 
    They read names, searched the journal, inspected other documents, and it was true. Jack’s family had slavers in it. 
 
    “Apparently they landed at Grand-Popo, on the slave coast, and mounted an expedition into the interior.” 
 
    “Were they looking for slaves?” 
 
    “It doesn’t appear so.” 
 
    “Then what were they looking for. 
 
    Jack flipped a page and took over the reading. 
 
    “They were looking for a lost city.” 
 
    “Sounds like a ‘Solomon’s Mines’ type of thing.” 
 
    Cindy flipped a page, opened a map and traced the expedition’s route into darkest Africa. 
 
    Jack read, “The chieftains who sold them slaves sold them a map to…Gnameta. 
 
    “Gnameta? What the hell is a Gnameta.” 
 
    Jack felt a sharp pain his groin, but he ignored it. Something was whispering to him, telling him to ignore it. 
 
    “I don’t know, but there seems to be a confusion of language. Listen: ‘The Chief says Gnameta like it is a person, but the map has a location. We’re not sure what we’re going to find…but it is supposed to be fabulously wealthy.’” 
 
    Cindy took the book over, “There’s so much missing. There’s descriptions, and then there’s dialogue, and then there’s philosophical musings. It’s almost as if more than one person is writing this thing.” 
 
    “Look at the first page.” 
 
    She did, and stated the author’s name, “Warren Hull.” 
 
    “That’s part of our family tree, but…the Hull lineage, it did out. Warren hull apparently had a child before he went to Africa, but afterwards there were no offspring.” 
 
    Cindy stifled a moan. Her groin was heating up, and she looked out the window and noted that the sun was going down. And she felt like her clitoris was more than a one inch bump. It felt strong, and pulsing, and she had to adjust her pants to accommodate her rising lust. 
 
    Jack took the book, and was perspiring. He hadn’t been horny, but now…now he felt soft and mushy and gooey down there. He felt like a sponge begging to be squeezed. He forced himself to read, “‘At the crossing of two rivers we must take the slot canyon through the waterfall.’ This is so weird because I see this old language, and the old script Warren wrote with, and I shouldn’t know what it means. But I do.” 
 
    Cindy placed her hand on his shoulder and he felt a heat radiate from his nipples. 
 
    “Did they go through the slot canyon?” 
 
    Jack, read, controlled a fierce desire to gulp. Yes, and a long trail on the side of a cliff. Listen: ‘The natives of this village are cheerful and happy. I have never seen such joy in the breast of a savage. Not even in the headhunters who shared a repast with me in—“ 
 
    “He ate people?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Maybe. From what we’re reading here, probably. It says, ‘The natives called the village Gnameta, but that isn’t it. It is ‘house of Gnameta,’ or Temple of Gnameta. Or something like that. That attribute all their happiness to the God Gnameta.” 
 
    “Jack.” 
 
    Jack was sweating freely now. His chest itched, and he could swear that it had grown, that his overly puffy pectorals were now swollen mammaries. He felt horny, but without the bulge. 
 
    “I know,’ he said. “I’m trying to ignore it.” 
 
    They stared at each other, her hard and him moist, and their bodies were morphing as the sun set. 
 
    “We have to go upstairs.” 
 
    “Who’s room?” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter now.” Her eyes were alight with a feverish gleam. She was sliding towards him, and now the savage lust in her eyes was not negated by Jack’s ‘politeness.’ Now it was returned with equal, if not greater, fervor. 
 
    “We need to finish this book.” 
 
    “Yes. But tomorrow.” 
 
    “No. Now.” 
 
    “Now…tomorrow.” 
 
    They were like super magnets being drawn towards each other. The hairs on her body, which had not existed before she changed, were actually lifted up and pointing towards Jack. 
 
    Jack felt his breasts as if they were rising up, pointing, thrusting towards Cindy. 
 
    Jack’s voice was hoarse. “We’ve got to control ourselves…this might be a bad thing.” 
 
    “Love is a bad thing?” She was reaching for him, and suddenly he couldn’t back away, or rely on any moral high ground. 
 
    There were no morals in the state in which they found themselves. 
 
    “But what if this is our last chance?” 
 
    “Last chance for what, Jacqueline.” 
 
    He gasped. Her using the feminine of his name struck him in the heart, lanced through him, and he felt an actual gush of moisture from his groin. 
 
    She had her hands on him now. Both hands, on his shoulders, and she pulled him to her. 
 
    She was so much stronger than he. Her muscles were now hard ropes, and he felt so soft in her hands. 
 
    She pressed her mouth to his, mashed his soft lips with her hard ones. 
 
    Jack was helpless. He leaned back, and she covered his body with hers. She reached through the robe, into the panties, and rubbed his soft sex organs with a hard, calloused thumb. 
 
    Jack imagined he could feel the very sworls in her fingerprints as she jacked on his clitoris. 
 
    He realized that his cock, his chub, had shrunk. Now it was just a clitoris. It was a button and she rubbed it, and he moaned. 
 
    “God, you’re wet,” Cindy murmured as she ate his mouth. 
 
    He responded, losing sight of the idea that he had ever been a man. Now he was just a receptacle for her manly love. 
 
    “Fuck me,” he whispered. 
 
    She wanted to. Her cock was a mighty shaft, even bigger than it had been the night before. But she knew they had to go to a room, be by the books. As the rooms were the twin temples of masculinity and femininity, and the books were the arcane instruction manuals for their metamorphosis.  
 
    Cindy stood up, now fully transformed, and pushed down her pants. All the way. A mighty log extended from her junction. Gnarly and rippled, dripping with white juices, ready to be used. 
 
    Jacqueline moaned and stared at it, and was transported into the imaginings of what that terrible instrument would do to her soft pussy. 
 
    Cindy took Jacqueline’s hand and lifted her up. 
 
    “Come, Jacqueline.” 
 
    Jack trembled, shivered, and she kissed him again, and cupped her mons and squeezed, and then stuck a thick middle finger into her. 
 
    “Fuck me!” He sobbed, wanting to be ravaged by this brute that had once been a wife. 
 
    Cindy picked him up. He was as a feather in her strong grasp, and she held him aloft, then settled him down on her outthrust shaft. 
 
    Jacqueline felt the meat pole ram through her. It shattered her thought and made her wanton. She needed that shaft desperately. As if it was a drill and she was the well. 
 
    Cindy took small steps, leaving the soft and gloomy light of the dining room, and crossing the big room. Each step drove her dock deeper into Jack’s cunt. Each step. cause a shiver to run up Jack’s back, and his pussy felt like somebody was using a plumber’s helper on it. 
 
    A push, a pull, a ripple of delightfully protesting flesh. 
 
    “Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck…” In time with Cindy’s steps. 
 
    Then Cindy began to mount the stairs, jumping up the risers, and this caused Jacqueline to come down harder on that gigantic shaft. It felt like the shaft was penetrating her whole body, and each stomp of the foot resulted in an explosion of near orgasm. 
 
    Cindy was smiling, watching Jacqueline’s face, enjoying the gasping and gulping and dreamy look in Jacqueline’s eyes. 
 
    They reached the landing and Cindy strode down the hallway, now taking long steps. 
 
    Jacqueline was crying out with each jounce, and her pussy was now a sodden mass of desire. 
 
    Into Jacqueline’s room, and Cindy leaped into the air and drove down on the bed, squashing Jack’s body with cock, driving his prick deep, deep into Jacqueline’s hole. 
 
    Jacqueline couldn’t speak, couldn’t even remember her name, let alone that she was once upon a time a he. the universe had condensed to the sensation of her cunt. There was nothing but the driving shaft opening her up, exploring her, educating her as to her true purpose in life. 
 
    It was dark now. Night had fallen complete, and there was no light to illumine the soul, to fend off the darkness. 
 
    Yet if Jacqueline or Cindy had been asked, or bothered to consider the question, they would have said there was no need to fend off the darkness. There was only the need to move, to keep the coupling going as long as they could. 
 
    Long into the hours Cindy penetrated Jacqueline. Past midnight Jacqueline accepted the thrusting boner that was Cindy. 
 
    Their bodies changed no more, morphed no more, but seemed content to be male, if once female, and female, if once male. 
 
    Whatever the curse of Gnameta, whatever had been done to them, was done. 
 
    And they were content, in their mindless rutting, with what they had become. 
 
    Spurt after spurt of white semen. 
 
    The splashing gush of moistness as Cindy drove in. 
 
    The endless orgasms, it was a pleasure like no other. 
 
    And, eventually, they fell asleep. They were entwined, and in a way that no man had ever imagined. They were one, and reshaped. And they had no ida what they had done. 
 
      
 
    It was a false dawn, and Jacqueline awoke. 
 
    She felt so good, and she stretched. Cindy had returned to his room, and that was right. 
 
    Jacqueline turned on her side and stared out the window. She had gone to sleep but minutes before, but she was awake. 
 
    In truth, she felt born. A different person. 
 
    She sat up, felt the heavy weight of her breasts on her front. And smiled. And frowned. 
 
    It was near dawn. The breasts should be disappearing. She should be returning to the form of a man. 
 
    But she wasn’t. 
 
    She stood up and was naked in the gloom of the house. Her pussy dripped with the endless fountain of semen that Cindy had pumped into her. 
 
    But something was wrong. Bad wrong. Dreadfully wrong. 
 
    She looked at the book on the dresser. 
 
    ‘The Ladies' Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness.’ 
 
    And it felt like there was no more to be read. It had done all it could do. It had realized its purpose. 
 
    But what was its purpose? 
 
    Jacqueline found her robe on the floor and draped it over her shoulders. She walked down the long hall. Except it wasn’t long anymore. It had taken Jack to Jacqueline, and there was no more need of elongated passages. 
 
    Jacqueline reached the stairs, listened to the slumbering snores from down the hall, then descended the stairs. 
 
    She entered the dining room and looked at the box of albums, and the journal, and it all felt so wrong. Something had happened in the metamorphosis, something beyond the simple change of man to woman, of woman to man. 
 
    But what? 
 
    Jacqueline stood by the dining table and looked at the box, the albums, the journal. Handbills and bills of ladings, maps and drawings. 
 
    She picked up the journal, held it upside down, the pages fanned down, and she shook it. 
 
    It fluttered down from the book. The one drawing they had missed. Probably the most important drawing, but, then, how were they to know? 
 
    It was a drawing of the Goddess Gnameta. A shiny, black head with holes for eyes, done in charcoal on parchment. An astounding resolution of a misshapen head. One hand on the extended belly. The mouth a protrusion of lips without smile. 
 
    She picked up the drawing, and shivered. there was something here, something beyond lust, and yet…she felt moist looking at it. After a night of fucking, this was what was driving her. This was what was changing her. 
 
    And yet it was only a drawing. 
 
    A simple drawing. 
 
    Yet Jacqueline, feeling a desolation of spirit, an emptiness of soul, a forfeiture of hope, sat down and started crying.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Jacqueline awoke. He had had a night of fucking, of his hole being used by Cindy’s big dick, yet he wasn’t happy. 
 
    He was not satisfied.  
 
    During the day he wasn’t horny at all. During the night he was horny, but it was…a false horniness. Cindy would fuck him hour after hour, and he would cum, but each orgasm was like running a race backwards. He would be left unsatisfied, let down, wanting. 
 
    Cindy was not aware of this, no matter how much Jacqueline told her.  
 
    Cindy would cum, and have orgasm, and be ready for more. Her dick was never flaccid. 
 
    But they did not change back; Jack remained Jacqueline, a woman. And Cindy remained a man. 
 
    It was a strange existence, filled with contradictions and with no way to resolve the situation. 
 
    “Why don’t we change back?” Jacqueline would ask. 
 
    Cindy would seem to care, but when the night fell she would only care about getting her rocks off. And Jacqueline would become incredibly horny. 
 
    Sitting up, Jacqueline stared out the window. He was waking up earlier and earlier, and it was as if he was trying to resist this mad carnival of endless sex. 
 
    He had to do something. He had to…do…figure…something… 
 
    He got out of bed and quickly put on bloomers and a tummy shaper.  
 
    A tummy shaper, because time was somehow warping, and the sexual inventions of the day were intruding on the sexual conventions of the house. 
 
    He dressed, put high heels on, and headed for the front door. 
 
    He crossed the front room and turned the knob. 
 
    “Where are you going?” 
 
    Cindy’s voice, a hefty bass, came from the second floor landing. 
 
    Jacqueline turned and faced her love. “I’m going to town.” 
 
    Cindy came down the stairs two at a time. 
 
    Jacqueline stepped out on the porch. She went down the stairs, and Cindy caught her at the bottom. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Jacqueline struggled against Cindy’s hard grip. Her male fingers dug into her female flesh. Her bones felt so small, her muscles couldn’t fight back. 
 
    “I never hurt you when I was a man!” she protested. 
 
    “You weren’t much of a man.” 
 
    Cindy dragged Jacqueline back up the steps and into the house. 
 
    “Let me go!” Jacqueline kicked at Cindy’s ankle. 
 
    “Ow! You bitch!” 
 
    Cindy slapped Jacqueline. It was a hard slap and left the impression of his hand upon her cheek. 
 
    Jacqueline fell to the floor, his eyes wide open, gasping at the pain. 
 
    As a man nobody had ever done that to him. “What about the book?” 
 
    Cindy laughed at her. “The Gentleman's Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness? I’ve learned all I need from that book.” 
 
    “Then why do you hit me?” 
 
    “Because I can read between the lines. I know what the book wants.” Cindy took a deep breath, leaned down, and said in a firm voice. “I know you’ve been bad.” 
 
    Jacqueline tried kicking Cindy again, but Cindy just raised a leg and snorted. Then he scooted in and grabbed Jacqueline by the hair. “Come on, you bitch. You need a lesson.” 
 
    Cindy dragged Jacqueline across the living room. 
 
    Jacqueline’s long hair screamed at the roots. She began kicking her legs, trying to catch up and reduce the pain. He gripped Cindy’s wrists and held on. 
 
    Into the kitchen, across the ancient linoleum, Jacqueline screaming and yelping and protesting. They came to the door to the basement and Cindy hauled Jacqueline through the door. 
 
    Jacqueline’s dress ripped, and under the pain she realized that a night of dreaming and the dress would be repaired again. 
 
    Then she realized something: Cindy had entered the basement from the kitchen, through a door in the short hallway that led to the backyard. 
 
    But the basement had no entrance from the house! The basement could only be accessed from the outside, through the big storm doors. 
 
    How had this happened? How had the house changed its physical architecture? 
 
    Was it a whim of time? A changing like that of Victorian clothes to modern bras and tummy shapers? 
 
    Was it a trick of the mind? This whole thing a charade built to entrap and changing to fit the whims of the dominant? 
 
    Jacqueline was dragged down the stairs. Her nylons ripped on the warped and cracked steps. She lost her shoes. Cindy stopped pulling on the hair so much because Jacqueline was falling as fast as she could be dragged. 
 
    The basement was different. The original walls had been a mix of big river rocks mortared together. Now it was cement, as if poured from a truck, horizontal lines where the boards had contained the mix until it solidified. 
 
    Much of the bric a brac was gone. Instead of unsightly piles of debris there were small stacks of boxes. A couch here, a table with its top leaned against the wall. 
 
    A small pile of boxes of bullets with a couple of guns leaning against the wall. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Jacqueline cried. 
 
    Cindy dragged her around a corner and into a square area. A big cross was leaned up against the wall. 
 
    Cindy picked Jacqueline up and pushed her against the cross. He fastened her hands with leather straps, tying tight knots so that the leather dug into her flesh. 
 
    “Ow! Let me go! It hurts!” 
 
    “You’ve been bad, Jacqueline. And you know what happens to bad little girls?” 
 
    “They get ice cream, you asshole. Now untie me!” 
 
    Cindy walked to a chest and reached in. He took out a whip. 
 
    “You’ve got to learn,” he said, turning to face Jacqueline and snapping the whip against the floor. 
 
    “Learn what?” 
 
    “Your place is in the home. There will be no gallivanting across the countryside. You will stay home and do your chores.” 
 
    “My chores? I do my chores! I fix dinner and darn socks and—“ 
 
    “Then why did I catch you sneaking out the front door?” 
 
    “I wanted to go to town, to the county seat. We talked about this! I want to see the county records for this place.” 
 
    Cindy snorted, brought the whip back and… 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    Jacqueline, when she was a man, had been punched. She’d played football and experienced contact. But she had never felt anything like this. 
 
    A stripe of white heat and it felt like her skin had come apart. She shrieked and grabbed the planks of the St. Andrews Cross. 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    Her head dissolved into a mush of red. Her ass felt like it was being ripped apart, torn into separate pieces. 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    She screamed, struggled against the bonds. 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    Her head burst into something and… 
 
    Be patient, Jack. A white glow occurred above and in front of the crossing of the planks of the cross. 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    But now there was no pain. Just the white glow occupying her vision. 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    I can stop the pain, but when Cindy is done it will hurt. Have patience. 
 
    “Who are you?” Jacqueline mumbled the words, her head lolled, and she gave up tightening her ass muscles against the flick of the whip. 
 
    Find the answer Jack.  
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “What answer?” 
 
    It’s here. find it. 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
     
 
    Jacqeline’s bonds were released and she slumped, only to be caught by Cindy. 
 
    Strong, manly Cindy, with muscles that she had never had. He toted her across the basement like she was a bag of feathers. 
 
    Cindy carried her up the stairs and into the kitchen. 
 
    Two black women in print dresses worked at the drain board. They had scarves around their heads. One was chubby, an Aunt Jemima type. The other was slender. They looked down as Cindy walked through the kitchen. 
 
    “Get out of the way, you darkies!” snapped Cindy. 
 
    Jacqueline’s head lolled, and she took note of the slaves. The house had shifted gears again. For all the ‘modern’ conveniences, there was a root of cruelty running through the shingles and boards of other thing. 
 
    Cindy carried Jacqueline. through the living room, and as the voice had said, it couldn’t stop the pain after the whipping. 
 
    Jacqueline’s ass hurt. It felt like it was bleeding. Being hefted around like a sack of potatoes didn’t help. 
 
    “Damn darkies,” Cindy groused, “I should have them all out in the fields. 
 
    Jacqueline found herself murmuring, “You’re not a racist.” 
 
    Cindy looked down at her with cruel eyes. “Shut up, woman. Learn your place.” 
 
    He carried her up the wide staircase. It was wider than it had been, and a luxurious, red carpet extended to the landing and down the hallway. 
 
    Jacqueline felt desire building as she approached her room. Was it the house? The Room? The book? Why, when she hurt so badly, did she feel desire. 
 
    Her ass flamed, but her cunt sopped. 
 
    Cindy carried her into her room and tossed her on the bed. Literally tossed, flung her through the air, and she landed on her poor butt. 
 
    “AIIIEE!” Jacqueline screamed at the pain. Her mind was swallowed up by the agony for the moment, then Cindy was upon her. She ripped Jacqueline’s clothes off, and the pain of landing on her butt was replaced by lust. 
 
    Off went her clothes, one piece at a time, thrown through the air. 
 
    Then Cindy took her own clothes off and stood with a cruel, lascivious grin and a mighty rod. 
 
    It was bigger, and Jacqueline gasped. She wanted that mighty rod of man meat. Her pussy hungered for it. In spite of the terrible whipping she had received. Because of the whipping. Her pussy burned with lust, and though the pain was terrible, she spread her legs. 
 
    Cindy reached out, grabbed her ankles and pulled her back across the bed. 
 
    Jacqueline screamed as he flipped her over and her ass was stretched in the contortion and rubbed against the bed. 
 
    Then Cindy moved in, slamming his huge dick into her. 
 
    Him…her…what was he…she? Jacqueline didn’t know. She just knew that she could see red on the bed, courtesy of the stripes on her ass bleeding. And she felt the delicious sensation of being split apart with cock. 
 
    “Ohhh,” she moaned. 
 
    “That’s a good bitch,” laughed Cindy. Slapping her ass and causing a paroxysm of pain. “Now you know your place.” 
 
    Cindy pulled out, and drove in, and each time she plumbed the depths it seemed that she was bigger, or at least it hurt more. 
 
    Jacqueline gripped the sheets. They would have to be washed. And she would have to handle the black women in the kitchen. 
 
    Slaves? shrieked her mind. I don’t believe in slavery! How can this be happening? 
 
    Even as her mind tasted the rigid place she was supposed to occupy in this dream. This reality. This terrible horror show. 
 
    Why am I still able to think freely? she thought. Why, even as I am forced into constraints of convention, do I think these thoughts the house doesn’t want me to think? 
 
    There was no answer, there was no reason, and before she passed out from pain and lust and the incredible splitting sensation in her asshole, which Cindy now seemed to prefer, Jacqueline had a thought. It was the thought of the ‘visitation,’ or whatever it was, that she had experienced while Cindy had been whipping her. 
 
    Find the answer Jack.  
 
    And he had asked, “What answer?” 
 
    It’s here. find it. 
 
      
 
    But what answer? Where? 
 
    Then the pain consumed her and she orgasmed so hard she was thrust into unconsciousness. 
 
    And she didn’t even realize that this was happening in daylight. 
 
    The dream was growing stronger. 
 
      
 
    Jacqueline woke up, and there was no pain in her ass. The memory of the pain made her gasp, but waking up seemed to cancel certain parts of the dream. 
 
    She sat up gingerly, made sure her ass wasn’t cut and bleeding, and was amazed that it wasn’t even bruised. 
 
    She got up and looked at her clothes. They had been ripped off, but now they were repaired. 
 
    She put on panties…the bloomers were being replaced by modern conveniences, and a bra. 
 
    She was grateful that modern apparel was seeping into the dream, modern under clothes were so much more comfortable. 
 
    Still, she had to wear outlandish dresses Victorian in style. 
 
    Now dressed, she went downstairs. There was no sign of Cindy, but Jack wasn’t interested in seeing her. Jacqueline had no interest in seeing the person who had so cruelly cut her. 
 
    In her mind she saw Cindy sulking, for she had broken the rules in applying physical punishment, and especially of such cruel nature. 
 
    And she didn’t go through the front door. She did not want to experience such a savage whipping ever again. 
 
    Instead, she went into the kitchen. 
 
    The two blacks were still working in the kitchen. The big ‘mammy’ type was overseeing the younger woman. “You gots to beat them taters til there ain’t no lumps. You pay attention, girl…”  
 
    She turned around and lowered her head at the sight of Jacqueline. 
 
    Jacqueline hated it. The lowered head and eyes, the subservient attitude. The idea implied that she was a slave owner. 
 
    She hated this dream world. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “What’s your name?” 
 
    “Ah’m Maisie.” 
 
    “If you could bring me tea in the sun room…” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    Jacqueline left the kitchen and headed for the other side of the house, where a small roomed was screened in. She settled into a rocking chair and waited. 
 
    Maisie appeared with a tray, poured a cup and presented it. 
 
    Jacqueline thought about making Maisie sit down and take tea herself, but she intuitively realized that in this strange world Maisie would be bound by convention, and incredibly nervous if the rules were broken.  
 
    But Jacqueline wanted answers. 
 
    “Thank you, Maisie.” She sipped, and before the rotund woman could leave she asked, “How long have you been a servant here?” 
 
    “I come to the big house 16 years ago, ma’am.” 
 
    “And do you like it?” 
 
    “Oh, yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Better than the fields.” 
 
    Sweat burst out on the black woman’s face. Something about the statement/question unnerved her. 
 
    “Were you born to slavery?” 
 
    “No, ma’am. I come on the boat.” 
 
    “The Dembia.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    Jacqueline hesitated, then, “It must have been a frightful journey.” 
 
    “Oh, yes, ma’am.” 
 
    Jacqueline sipped and eyed the woman. She had a round face, the skin pulled tight. How much could Jacqueline ask before she collided with the reality of the dream and caused the woman discomfort. 
 
    And there was always the possibility that the woman would be allowed to bolt from the room. 
 
    Well, no hope for it, but… “Do you have family in Africa?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” A flicker of spirit deep in the eyes. 
 
    “And did you have a tribe?” Idiot. Of course she had a tribe. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    Jacqueline thought she was going to have to dig a bit here, but Maisie surprised her. “A’hm a member of the Gnameta tribe.” 
 
    Jacqueline actually lurched, she was so surprised by the name. 
 
    But why should he be? The statuette came from Gnameta, why shouldn’t other things, or people, come from the same region? 
 
    But there was something working behind Maisie’s eyes. “Will that be all ma’am? I gots to see to the kitchen.” 
 
    Jacqueline nodded. “Of course. Thank you, Maisie.” 
 
    Maisie looked a bit confused as she turned, and Jacqueline realized it was the fact of being thanked. 
 
    What a terrible existence. Dream or reality, she had no choice, no free will. All free thought had to be suppressed, pushed aside by the dictates of the house. 
 
    Jacqueline stood up and headed back through the house. As she returned to her room she wondered, once again: was it the house? Were the books just aids to the enslavement of dreams?  
 
    And, was this a reality? Did this strange juxtaposition of reality and dream and time and…and religion…really exist? 
 
    Would she wake up, a man, and have it all be over? 
 
    But Jacqueline knew this last was false. She wasn’t going to wake up from this dream. She was going to have to find her way out, back to her own reality. And the vision once again assailed her. 
 
      
 
    Find the answer Jack.  
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “What answer?” 
 
    It’s here. find it. 
 
      
 
    This was an instruction, not ambiguous like the books on etiquette and politeness, but a real piece of advice. 
 
    If she could find the answer, wherever it was, she would be able to find her way out. 
 
    She retrieved the book, ‘The Ladies' Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness,’ by Florence Hartly, then returned to the sunroom. 
 
    Still no sign of Cindy. She must be walking circles in her room, terrified of being punished for punishing Jack. 
 
    It was the afternoon now, and Jacqueline sat in the rocking chair and focused on the book. 
 
     
 
    ‘Let your deportment suit your age and figure.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Foreigners, admiring the dark-eyed girls of the southern states…’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Never confide in young friends…’ 
 
      
 
    Long passages, and the more strict the more likely it was the real message. 
 
     
 
    How insidious, to hide the rules of S&M inside a book of manners. 
 
    The sun lowered, and Cindy made her appearance. His appearance. Who was what in this altered reality? 
 
    “Good evening, my dear.” 
 
    Flushed face, gleaming eyes, he had been brought to the sun room, and a potential confrontation with Jacqueline by the lust that had awakened with the coming of night. 
 
    Jacqueline wasted no time. “You have been a bad boy.” 
 
    Cindy’s handsome face turned red and his look was downward. “I…I…” 
 
    “No excuses. We will have dinner, then I shall visit your punishment upon you.” 
 
    Cindy trembled, and there was nothing for him to say but, “Of course, dear.” 
 
    Jacqueline screwed the matter home. “And your punishment shall take place downstairs.” 
 
    Oh, the alarm on Cindy’s face. The tremble in his limbs. And the bulge in his pants. 
 
    “But…can’t we…” His poor face, twisted in terror. There was woman in that sturdy, male body, and that woman was terrified. Lust impelled her to punish, but not to be punished. 
 
    “I’ll check on our dinner now, and leave you to your cogitations.” 
 
    She left the sun room, the book closed and placed on a small table, a purplish rectangle upon polished wood. 
 
    Dinner was astounding, enough to make one wish to live in a dream forever. It was served by Maisie and the other kitchen girl.  
 
    The smell of pork, salty and sweet, strands of meat peeling off easily. Corn, as if dipped in the richest butter. Potatoes, perfectly mashed and infused with garlic and herbs. And Rhubarab pie, laced with fresh strawberries for desert. The rhubarb just tart enough to accentuate the sweet berries. 
 
    As she gobbled her dinner and tried not to look like a starved person encountering her first meal in a month, Jacqueline wondered whether, if she indulged and overate, she would have the same figure in the morning. 
 
    Even Cindy, who faced the wrath of the lady of the manor, seemed distracted by the sumptuous meal. 
 
    “Thank you, Maisie, that was delicious.” 
 
    “One doesn’t thank the help,” muttered Cindy. 
 
    Jacqueline couldn’t help it. She put her fork down and glared at Cindy. “You have a meanness to you that I had not anticipated.” 
 
    “Don’t talk to me that way.” 
 
    “Or what? You’ll punish me for honesty? I dare you! You know that any punishment you mete out can be returned by myself ten times, should you be in the wrong.” 
 
    Yet Cindy tried: “Don’t talk to me that way in front of the help.” 
 
    That he held Maisie and the other girl in such disregard inflamed Jacqueline. Yet she said nothing. She had noticed the look in Maisie’s eyes. The hidden spirit delighting in the civil war between her owners. 
 
    She stood up, “I will see you in the basement. Perhaps then you can learn to mind your manners.” Then she added: “I suggest you read your book on manners, for you sorely need them. 
 
    She swept out of the room, leaving Cindy in a mix of anger and terror. 
 
    And Jacqueline gloried in having seen the truth of Maisie. She needed a friend. And even a slave was considered but property, Jacqueline considered her a person. 
 
      
 
    Jacqueline went to her room and prepared for Cindy’s punishment. 
 
    She wore scandalous pants, which only the most outrageous women would wear, and that for the sole purpose of riding. A blouse adorned her chest, and her charms thrust out—talk about scandal—and even her nipples could be seen. 
 
    Yet she felt that she could wear this on the outside if she could craft her whim enough to change the dream. She wore a floppy hat with a white ribbon dangled over the side, and high heels. 
 
    She loved high heels. She had grown used to them, and suspected it was an intuition bred by the dream. 
 
    Lastly, she draped a clock over her shoulders. She might be scandalous, but she would give a good hard on to any man who inspected her. 
 
    And, since it was evening and lust was encroaching upon her, she wanted men to be erect around her. And she wanted those men to fuck her, to separate her thighs and bang away at her pussy. 
 
    Such a pleasure she had never experienced as a man, but which she craved with all her heart. 
 
    It was night time, and Cindy waited in the dungeon. 
 
    Jacqueline strode down the stairs, imperious, confident. As she was now the dream of men, so she was empowered. 
 
    She walked past the kitchen help, smiling covertly at Maisie, who seemed to take heart at the sight of her. 
 
    Down the stairs, and there was Cindy. He was standing at the St. Andrews Cross, biting her knuckles and worrying. 
 
    You can dish it out, but you certainly can’t take it, thought Jacqueline proudly. 
 
    It took but a moment to fasten Cindy’s wrists and ankles to the polished wood structure. 
 
    Hunh. Polished. It was polished all right, polished by the rubbing of men and women as they screamed out their agony. 
 
    She ripped Cindy’s manly clothes off his male frame. The material parted easily enough, being woven by the whim of minds over centuries. 
 
    She felt Cindy’s ass, so strong, the muscle writhing underneath. 
 
    Once Jacqueline had had such muscle. Now she had breasts. And breasts were easily the match of muscles in this fantasy she found herself in. 
 
    “I love your muscles, my dear,” whispered Jacqueline, kissing Cindy’s neck, her ear, gripping her hair and pulling it back. 
 
    “Then don’t abuse them,” Cindy begged. 
 
    “Ha!” responded Jacqueline, her frame trembling with the desire to inflict punishment. 
 
    And Jacqueline knew the dream was making this okay, it encouraged it, just so it could feed off it. And the years would lengthen into decades, and the decades into centuries, and that was why her great aunt had lived so long. 
 
    She selected a whip from all the whips hanging from the wall. She coiled it, unwound it with a snap, and turned to the bronzed body of her lover. 
 
    “And now, my sweet…” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    Cindy arched his head back and screamed. The scream was so loud the kitchen help would hear it. Everybody in the house would hear it, but that was okay. That was what the house wanted. 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    Jacqueline stepped forward and slapped Cindy’s buns, smearing the little streaks of blood. She whispered, “I’m going to whip you again and again, then I’m going to fuck you. Then if you have cum in me, I will whip you again. Do you understand me?” 
 
    Sobbing, Cindy nodded. 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    Jacqueline’s arm warmed up, she felt the coil of muscle, curiously male like, in her shoulders. She felt the sheen of perspiration gathering between her breasts. 
 
    Most of all, she felt the moisture between her legs. 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    For an hour Jacqueline administered the harsh beating. For an hour she felt the lust building, then she knew she needed Cindy’s cock in her. Right here, on the dungeon floor. 
 
    She ripped the fastenings off Cindy’s limbs and when Cindy started to collapse she pulled him back, laid him on the floor.  
 
    Naked, cock pointing towards the rafters, a thick oak of lust and desire. 
 
    Jacqueline was full engorged with yearning for Cindy’s cock. She squatted over the thick, pulsing penis. She held her boobs, which were pulsing with heat, and squeezed them as she lowered herself. 
 
    Cindy cried out from the pain of weight being lowered and her ass being harshly punished on the rough, cement floor. 
 
    Yet pain was the stuff of dreams. To feel the agony as sexual, that was what the house wanted. 
 
    Jacqueline just wanted to feel that cock. She ground her weight down, her eyes half closed, and if Cindy’s screams did anything, they made her hornier. 
 
    Around and around she corkscrewed, causing that big shaft to swirl in her pussy. 
 
    She pulled on her tits, her nipples, and it was like she was pulling an orgasm out of her pussy and right through her body. 
 
    Cindy, pain being transformed into cravings, pushed up, and his ass began to heal. The skin of the stripes came together, nothing left but the red smear of wounds that were no more. 
 
    They fucked, they filled each other, they possessed each other. A tangling snarl of sex, a mix of limbs and flesh and cunt and cock. 
 
    For hours they fucked, and Cindy lost the contest. He came again and again. And with each cum Jacqueline celebrated. She loved the feel of white wash in her soul, and she loved the idea that now she had, by her own whim, trapped Cindy to the whip again. 
 
    “Back up on the cross,” she hissed, grabbing Cindy’s cock and twisting it hard. 
 
    Cindy scampered desperately, tried to get ahead of that cruel twist, and shortly he was back on the cross, his arms and legs trapped. 
 
    And here Jacqueline proved that she was the better at the simple act of torture. 
 
    She went to the wall and grabbed a short whip. The leather was only a foot long, but the handle the leather was fixed to was like the fat handle of a rolling pin. 
 
    “You bastard,” Jacqueline kissed Cindy’s ear lovingly. And she shoved the end of that whip up Cindy’s ass. 
 
    Cindy yelped, and wiggled her ass, and looked over her shoulder fearfully. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Leaving you a present, my dear.” 
 
    “What? What?” 
 
    Jacqueline straightened her blouse, draped the cloak over her shoulders. 
 
    “The cruelty I am about to do to you is beyond anything you can imagine?” 
 
    Cindy’s eyes, though now in the midst of terror, were lit up with renewed desire. Breathless, he asked, “What are you going to do to me?” 
 
    “Nothing.” She laughed. “And now I can go to where I want, and when I return there will be nothing you can do to me. For even if my punishment is unwarranted, you can only ten times that punishment, and if the punishment is nothing…” she laughed again, “then you can only do ten times nothing to me.” 
 
    “No…you’re not supposed to leave the house!” 
 
    “And if I never return, will the house be pleased with you?” 
 
    “NO! YOU CAN’T—“ 
 
    Jacqueline reached up and gripped Cindy’s mouth by the cheeks. She squeezed. “And if I do return, the house will be glad of me, and it is you who will suffer. 
 
    Tears streamed down Cindy’s cheeks. “You can’t do this! I love you!” 
 
    “And I love you, but now I’m not so sure. Are you male or female?” 
 
    “I’m a man!” protested Cindy, and that told Jacqueline the sad tale: Cindy no longer had the ability to think for herself. She had forgotten herself completely. She was under the thrall of the house, and no matter how much the house pleased or punished Cindy, not knowing who you were was a hell unique amongst all hells. 
 
    Jacqueline strode away, up the stairs, and into the kitchen. 
 
    Maisie was preparing breakfast. She looked up, and there was a smoldering resentment, and a plea, in her eyes. 
 
    “Maisie. I have left the master of the house as I see fit. I am locking this door,” she turned a key and withdrew it. She placed the key in a small pocket in her pants. “You will not open this door. Not for the Master’s voice, not for entreaties for help, or a shriek that there might be fire blazing. Do you understand me?” 
 
    Maisie nodded.  
 
    Jacqueline walked through the kitchen, and Maisie murmured, as Jacqueline past the black woman, “Tgaro is waiting.” 
 
    Yet Jacqueline was in a hurry. Se did not turn and ask a question; she walked through the big room to the front door. 
 
    Tgaro? was in her mind, but she had to make her escape. 
 
    But as Jacqueline stepped onto the front porch she stopped, and raised her eyes, and a shiver went through her. 
 
    She suddenly knew…it was like a memory…and it was real. 
 
    Tgaro. 
 
    And she hurried down the front steps to her destiny 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    Jacqueline stepped through the front door. She had escaped Cindy, left her in a dungeon tied to a St. Andrews Cross. She had stepped out of the house, and the world was in front of her. All she had to do was go down the steps, but she couldn’t. She had found out what Tgaro was. It was a man. 
 
    Tgaro stood at the bottom of the porch steps. He was a giant of a man, standing on the earth his eyes were level with Jacqueline’s, and she was standing on the porch. 
 
    If the porch was three feet, and Jacqueline was five foot, that made Tgaro eight feet tall. His skin was glistening ebony. His muscles were black tree trunks, and his teeth gleamed in his face. 
 
    He wore coveralls with one strap, and the pants were too short. His chest under the single strap was a bulging plain of muscle. 
 
    He was holding a whip with a three foot handle and a four foot length of woven leather. 
 
    His eyes were shiny agates in his hard face. 
 
    Jacqueline stood frozen, wondering how she would beat this manifestation of the house. Then Tgaro spoke. His voice was a rumbling bass, and it was not harsh or vindictive. 
 
    “Come, Missy. I take you town.” 
 
    Then Jacqueline took note of the buggy behind the massive negro. 
 
    “Hurry now. We got not much time.” 
 
    Terrified, but suddenly seeing light at the end of the tunnel, Jacqueline descended the steps. 
 
    Tgaro stepped forward, towered over her and placed his huge hands around her waist. He lifted her onto the buggy like she was a feather. He was surprisingly gentle. 
 
    “You’re Tgaro.” 
 
    “That I be,” he smiled, climbing into the buggy. The buggy sagged a foot. “Hold on now, ain’t got much time.” 
 
    He snapped the whip and two black horses pulled at the traces and the buggy rolled down the road. 
 
    Jacqueline held onto the seat and marveled. To sit in a horse buggy, but… “Where is our car?” 
 
    “Car?” Tgaro’s voice was like a rumble of thunder in the sky. “What be this car?” 
 
    “It’s…it’s the buggy I…we…my husband and I came in.” 
 
    “Ain’t seed no buggy. Just this horse and buggy was waitin’ for me.” 
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
    “I Tgaro. Better be askin’ who you be. Gnameta don’t like people to go traipsin’ round the country.” 
 
    Jacqueline knew who Gnameta was, she was that onyx statuette of a woman. A long nose and a pregnant belly, and holes where the eyes should be.  
 
    “Speak woman. I not have much time here. Gots to go back. Tell me who you be.” 
 
    Jacqueline knew she had to trust this giant man. She had no choice. She told him how Cindy had inherited the house, and how they had changed the sex of their bodies. She told him of whipping each other, and how she had finally escaped the house by tying Cindy to the cross. 
 
    Tgaro chuckled when he heard that. Then he grew very sober. 
 
    They were off the driveway now, and traveling down the road towards town. But the road was no longer asphalt. It was a dirt road with ruts made from wagons such as the one they were riding in. 
 
    “Where you want go?” 
 
    “I need to go to county record records. Do you know where that is?” 
 
    “Big building town. Court house have records. Where they sell slaves.” 
 
    “Are you a slave?” 
 
    “Ha! I Tgaro. I fuck Gnameta.” He stated that fact with pride, not at all ashamed to be using such a crude word so freely. It was obvious he had never read ‘The Gentleman's Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness.’ Of course, if he had, then he would be a woman. Then Jacqueline had a thought. “Did you ever read ‘The Ladies' Book of Etiquette and Manual of Politeness?’” 
 
    “Ha ha!” His laugh was like a drum booming. “I no read. I fuck.” 
 
    They rode in silence for a while, Tgaro frowning in thought. Then Jacqueline asked, “Who is Gnameta?” 
 
    He looked at her and grinned that big slice of grin at her. “Gnameta goddess. She house. She everything we be in.” 
 
    He waved a hand to indicate reality. 
 
    “But…that can’t…” Jacqueline stopped her protest. She didn’t understand how something could be, and that didn’t mean it couldn’t be. The world she was in now certainly proved that. 
 
    “Now listen, Missy. Men be wanting you. I no go into courthouse,  Cannot go where words I cannot read are. So you take this pistol and you threaten men. Don’t shoot, no more bullets. But you believe you gots the power, and you gots it. Then they believe. You do what you do, then hurry out.” 
 
    Jacqueline stared at him. The buggy jounced over ruts and the horses were lathering up. 
 
    Tgaro sighed. “Lookee, Missy. You belong Gnameta now. All men want Gnameta. They want you. They get you and you be here, in this place, all time.” Once again he swept a hand to indicate reality. 
 
    In the distance, over the tops of trees, Jacqueline could see the roof and high cross of a church. A large square building was to one side. 
 
    “That be courthouse. You look fast. You hurry or they catch. You get out I be waiting. But you hurry.” 
 
    “Who are you, Tgaro? I know…I know you fuck Gnameta…but why are you helping me?” 
 
    Tgaro nodded. They were passing houses now, and they would be at the courthouse in minutes. 
 
    “Men steal Gnameta. Gnameta mad, she steal you.” 
 
    “Me?” 
 
    “She steal people and keep them. She make them whip, hurt them, and fix them up good. Do it again.” 
 
    “But who would steal Gnameta? Why?” 
 
    “You find out. You find answer.” 
 
    He grinned, those white, white teeth, “You find and I fuck you. Free.” 
 
    She blinked and he laughed, that chortling rumble from way down deep. 
 
    “Now…go. You go!” 
 
    Jacqueline was struck by the command. She had heard it before, a visitation in the middle of a whipping. 
 
      
 
    Find the answer Jack.  
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “What answer?” 
 
    It’s here. find it. 
 
      
 
    “Is the answer in the courthouse?” 
 
    Tgaro turned to her, leaned in on her, and reached for her breast. He held it, the left one, her heart one. “Answer here. Answer everywhere. You find.” He let go of her boob. 
 
    They turned on a wider street, the main street, and up ahead, on the right, was a four story building. 
 
    It was made of brick with a band of cement between the stories. The legend across the front of the building said, ‘County Court House.’ 
 
    Tgaro stopped the wagon, the horses huffed, and he pointed a massive finger towards the double door. “Go, Missy. Go. Find answer.” 
 
    Jacqueline scrambled out of the seat and down to the ground. She ran across the walk and up a series of shallow steps. 
 
    The doors were closed, but the knob turned, and she entered the august edifice. 
 
      
 
    Ir was cool in the building, and it smelled of must and law. She was in a wide open space with a burnished wood floor. The walls were smooth panels and on the left was a marquee listing the offices of the building.  
 
    Courthouse up the stairs on the second floor. Various offices: city planner, city council members, financial planning, and so on. 
 
    No records. 
 
    But they were here She knew they were here. Tgaro knew, and the more she thought about him the more she trusted him. 
 
    She felt the handle of the pistol. She didn’t know much about guns, but this was apparently a one shot deal, an old flash bang with a big ball, then she would have to run for it. 
 
    But it would be wiser to run for it before anything happened. 
 
    She started for the stairs, started up the stairs, intending to inspect the building from the top down, and stopped. On the corridor running next to the stairs was a door. Over the door was the small sign: Records.” 
 
    “Who’s down there?” 
 
    The voice came from a high floor, and Jacqueline darted down the stairs and ran down the short hallway. Her hand on the pistol grip. 
 
    “I smelt somebody down here…” footsteps on the stairs, then Jacqueline was through the door and into records. Well, almost into records. She still had to go down a flight of stairs and into the basement proper. She descended slowly, one hand on the wall, her eyes trying to penetrate a gloom that was relieved only by a half dozen windows against the far wall. 
 
    She reached the bottom, and it was as if she was standing in ink, that only the top half of her existed. The light from the windows only reached do far. 
 
    She advanced to the counter, stepped around it, and wondered what to do. 
 
    The house. She had to find the records for the house. 
 
    There didn’t seem to be any sensical filing system, so she walked down long rows of shelves, looking at the cards taped to boxes. 
 
    In the Land Deeds section there was nothing. 
 
    In the Building Permits there was nothing. 
 
    She opened boxes, glanced through, and…nothing, nothing, nothing. 
 
    How the heck was she supposed to find anything. 
 
    And it was obvious that she wasn’t. Why would Gnameta leave a clue to herself through the records of the county? She would hide her existence, she would hide trace of the land and the house. She would—Shipping. 
 
    A light seemed to go in her mind. A light like the one that had visited her when she was being whipped. 
 
      
 
    Find the answer Jack! 
 
     
 
    Now moving more quickly, she perused the labels on the boxes in this dank section. 
 
    She heard voices, but they were far away. But she knew they were wondering where she was. 
 
    The man had smelled her. As if he could smell white skin through all the mustiness of the court house. 
 
    Yet, in this reality, Gnameta must have set a few human bloodhounds to protect against such as her. 
 
    She came to the ‘D’ box and paused. She lifted the lid and started flipping through folders. 
 
    Dembia. The good ship Dembia. A slaver from back in the beginning. Transporting human flesh to the new world. 
 
    She shivered at how evil the people who did such things must be. She lifted out the folder, and opened it. 
 
    The door to the basement opened. 
 
    “I tell ya, I smelt a woman! I smelt her cootch, that nice smell of pussy. It’s down here, too.” 
 
    Feeling a growing desperation, Jacqueline flipped through the pages. Bills of lading. Listing the men, women and children that terrible ship had brought to the New World. 
 
    She heard footsteps coming down the stairs. She was near trapped, she had to get out of—a small folder inside the folder, labeled ‘Gnameta Expedition.’ 
 
    She had to go. But she had to have this folder. She grabbed the papers out of the folder and tucked them into her blouse. She put the box back together and shoved it back onto the shelf. Nothing but the mark of disturbed dust to reveal her passing. 
 
    She slithered through the shadows on tip toes. She managed to keep her high heels from clicking, and she reached the counter area. A man was standing at the bottom of the stairs. He wore a cheap suit, Ben Franklin glasses, and his arms were folded. He was skinny and looked nervous.  
 
    Of course, the bully brutes would do the real searching, he was left behind to raise a row if anybody tried to get up the stairs. 
 
    She could hear what sounded like three men walking up and down the rows of shelves, mumbling and grumbling, and one voice kept insisting, “I smelt her pussy, I tell ya. I smelt it. It was good and ripe, needs a fucking. 
 
    Jacqueline hauled out the big pistol, leveled it, and came out from the shelves. 
 
    The little man at the bottom of the stairs opened his eyes wide. He opened his mouth to yell, but Jacqueline shook her head and waggled the big pistol. He gulped and backed up. 
 
    She motioned with the gun and he moved to the side. 
 
    “Billy? You see anything?” 
 
    It was Billy she was holding the gun on.  
 
    “Answer him,” she whispered. 
 
    His voice was a squeak when he answered. No. No!” 
 
    He moved back and she started up the stairs. 
 
    And tripped. No, somebody had come up behind her and grabbed her. 
 
    She managed to hold onto the pistol, and she kicked back and felt the softness of a face under her heel. 
 
    “Ow!”  
 
    “She’s here! On the stairs!” 
 
    She tried to scramble up the stairs on all fours, but hands gripped her again. She flipped over. A short brute with a big mustache was grinning, showing his yellow teeth as he got a hand on her ankle. 
 
    She kicked him in the face and he yelped and fell back. 
 
    She pushed up the stairs, and a hand grabbed through the railing at her. It was the one who had been at the bottom of the steps. She smashed at his hand with the barrel of the heavy pistol and he withdrew his hand. 
 
    The short man scrabbled up the stairs after her. She made several steps, was out of reach from hands between the railings, before the man with the mustache managed to grab her, and this time he had a good hold on her. 
 
    She bashed at his face with the pistol and he let go and cursed. 
 
    Up the stairs, a frantic race, the sound of the men rushing through the rows of shelves came closer.  
 
    How many of these assholes were there? 
 
    Finally, she reached the top, and they reached her. The mustached man and a tall, skinny man had her by the legs. She placed the pistol on the landing, undid her pants, and her pants slid off. 
 
    It did no good. She tried to pick up the pistol again, but they were climbing up over her body. The pistol was shoved back on the landing. 
 
    Hands clawed at her legs, and her legs were pushed apart. 
 
    They were going to fuck her! 
 
    She screamed, a savage sound in the struggle, and felt for the pistol. 
 
    The mustached man was half up her body now. He squashed her with his weight and he worked his hands, getting his prick out. 
 
    Then he was at entry to her pussy, shoving his ugly cock between her labia, he was half in, and worst of all, she started feeling horny. 
 
    Of course. With a half a prick in her, with her body being mauled, with the sexual curse of Gnameta over all…they would fuck her and fuck her, and if they didn’t fuck her to death that would give others the chance to arrive. She would be imprisoned, held in a cell, fucked daily, and not allowed the refuge of the house. 
 
    Refuge. She would never have thought that of that terrible place in such a term, but with these horny men seeking to put their pricks in her…it was refuge. 
 
    Horny, her pussy pulsing with want and desire, she was about to fuck back, and become slave to the situation once again. 
 
    That was the nasty secret of Gnameta. To enslave through sex. 
 
    And poor Cindy would be fastened to the cross in the basement for all time. If he starved, the nightly dream would replenish him. If the rats ate at his flesh the dream would rebuild him daily, and the days and nights would roll on endlessly. 
 
    What had she done to poor Cindy? 
 
    And her hand found the grip of the pistol. 
 
    It was thoughts of poor Cindy that enabled her to move. She was conflicted about Cindy, poor, mindless Cindy, but she had imprisoned her, and she must release her, and it was this thought that enabled her to move the pistol down, aim it, and overcome her horniness. 
 
    The man with the mustache looked up into the barrel of the pistol, and his mouth opened. His eyes revealed his panic, and Jacqueline pulled the trigger. 
 
    A bright flash and a cloud of bitter smoke. The man’s face disappeared under the terrible impact of the big, lead ball. His body fell back and so did the bodies of those others, trying to crawl over him to put their own dicks in her. 
 
    She scrambled back, aghast at the red mist in the air, the red streamers that had been blown out the back of the man’s head. 
 
    Then she shrugged. The dream would fix him. He would once again be raping helpless, young females before 24 hours had passed. 
 
    She scrambled to her feet. 
 
    The men looked up at her, then virtually howled in victory. She had shot her one shot and she was theirs! 
 
    She opened the door and stepped through, slammed the door, and ran for the entrance. 
 
    The door behind her opened, slammed against the wall, and a pack of naked, horny men, dicks waggling stiffly, erupted from the depths of the basement. 
 
    Where had so many naked rapists come from? 
 
    From the imagination of Gnameta. She was dreaming them up in the basement and sending them after her. A mob of weenie waggling rapists intent only on catching her. 
 
    Jacqueline ran, lifting her skirts and trying to make time in her heels. 
 
    It was hopeless, as in the long hallway at the mansion, time seemed to stretch. The front doors receded in the distance. She ran, awkwardly, and the men ran like greyhounds, intent on capturing, fucking her. 
 
    In the slowed down time, the extended distance of the courthouse, they were mere inches behind her. She felt the hands scrabbling at her flesh, then she was tripped, somebody did a full body tackle and she sprawled. She slid through the elongated distance and came to a stop in front of the doors. 
 
    And the doors opened. 
 
    Tgaro stood in the doorway. The doors were over-sized so the full length of him was revealed. 
 
    The men, already placing hands on her white flesh, looked up. 
 
    Tgaro grinned, and growled. 
 
    No, he was laughing. 
 
    “You call those little peeners dicks?” 
 
    He pulled down his pants and the length of him was revealed. 
 
    He was a monster. His cock was a bat that hung near to his knees, and his thighs were long. 
 
    The men shrank back. 
 
    Tgaro stepped forward, one foot on each side of Jacquline. “You want dick? You want this big, black dick?” 
 
    The men scrambled back. 
 
    “Go Missy,” he whispered. She scrambled to all fours and crawled between his mighty legs. To the men he yelled, “You come! Me show you what fuck really is! Come! You silly, little white men. Tgaro show you what Gnameta like.” 
 
    Now the men were backed up to the stairs, they snarled and snapped like a pack of dogs. Dogs denied their rightful prey. 
 
    Jacqueline stood up on the porch and limped down the steps. She was almost to the bottom when Tgaro’s big arm picked her up. Two long steps and he placed her in the buggy. 
 
    The men in the courthouse rushed to the door, flooded out as Tgaro, holding his pants but unable to cover his penis, stepped on the buggy and cracked the whip. 
 
    For a moment it was close. The maddened pack of naked men, dicks stiff and seeking, ran behind the buggy, reaching out, trying to grab it, to find purchase and pull themselves up, then the buggy pulled away. 
 
    Jacqueline turned and watched the men recede, watched them fall and flail, still wanting her. 
 
    Jacqueline felt tears on her cheeks. She was not crying because of the whip now, she was crying because of the close call, at how close she had come to failing. 
 
    “It be okay, Missy. It be good. Tgaro gots you now.” 
 
    She leaned against him, felt his hot, black skin, and sobbed. 
 
    The town dwindled behind them, then Tgaro pulled over beneath some willows. He helped Jacqueline out of the buggy and just held her. She was like a little doll in his grasp, yet he was so gentle. 
 
    “Shhh. Shhh. It be okay, Missy.” 
 
    He was tall, and she was short, and she became aware of the massive club hanging between his legs. 
 
    A moment of mutual realization. 
 
    She was still horny from the almost rape, from the closure of the insidious trap that Gnameta had set in place. 
 
    “Oh, ho!” Tgaro whispered, and his cock began to grow. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” Jacqueline stepped back. At arm’s length the dick reached out to her, and she realized that as big as his dick was, she had only seen it in a flaccid state. 
 
    “Sorry, Missy. Now you see why Gnameta want only me.” 
 
    “It’s too big,” she spoke softly, feeling the heat surge within, feeling a sudden splash of moisture between her legs. 
 
    “You no have to do this…” 
 
    “Oh, yes I do.” Jacqueline reached for his meat, wrapped both hands around it. It was almost at eye level, he was so tall, and she realized a truth: all women want to experience foreign cock. They wondered what that size was like, what that shape would do to their innards. 
 
    True to their husbands, women could yet be seduced simply by the size and oddity of a prick. 
 
    What will that feel inside me? Jacqueline, like ever woman before her, wondered. Can I take that thing? Will it break me in two? 
 
    She stood, her hands around his meat, and began to move her hands over his beast.  
 
    She gripped it, yet to his length and strength her hands were as if soft. 
 
    There was no thought of sucking him, of taking that big tennis ball sized head inside her mouth. That was impossible. 
 
    Yet she kissed it, tasted a bit of musk in the slit, perhaps the remains of semen from the last woman he had taken. 
 
    She was horny. The night of beating and being beaten, the men clutching at her clothes, ripping them off, she was horny. She needed this. 
 
    “How…how?” she asked, looking up at him. 
 
    “Easy way,” he answered. 
 
    He picked her up, his hands under her armpits. He brought her body to his mouth and sucked on a tit. His mouth, with its full lips, had half her big tit in his mouth. His pink tongue ran roughly over her nipple and she moaned at how good it felt. 
 
    She could feel his penis between her knees, throbbing, a giant of satisfaction if she could but get him into her. 
 
    He lifted her higher. “Spread legs, Missy.” 
 
    She did, stared at him, breathless, and she felt his monster cock rise up and touch her cooch. It was so big, and he lowered her gently. 
 
    She tried to open her legs further, to wrap her legs around him. 
 
    It opened her up. A flaring of pain, but within the pain was the promise of pleasure she had never known. 
 
    He kissed her, his big lips swallowing her smaller but full lips in the most sensual manner. 
 
    His head popped into her and she groaned. He smiled and it was like he ate her groan, absorbed it for his pleasure. 
 
    “Here it come, Missy.” He slid his dick into here. 
 
    She fainted a thousand times as that big monster explored her, ravaged her, fucked her. 
 
    He raised her up and lowered her, again and again, and she began to cum. 
 
    How could she not cum? That monster dick was so big…she had to cum! 
 
    She tried to hold to him, but he was so large she couldn’t reach around him. Her hands merely touched his biceps, and he lifted and lowered, lifted and lowered. 
 
    The big cock…she couldn’t breath…her head soared as if in the most wonderful headache in history. 
 
    Tgaro began to grunt. He was excited now, and he began to pummel her with his giant cock. 
 
    She hung, a ragdoll, and felt her insides expanding, contracting, fucking…fucking. 
 
    “I go cum now, Missy.” 
 
    She was lost in a haze of her own orgasms, but she managed to nod. 
 
    “AH…AH…AHHHHH!” 
 
    She felt the pulse of him as the big prick unloaded in her. She felt the splash of white fluid painting her inner walls. She felt the stiffening of him, and he had his arms around her, and she felt like she was being embraced by the world’s largest teddy bear. A teddy bear with the cock of an elephant. 
 
    For a long minute he spent himself in her, then he was done. 
 
    He held her, still on his cock, and gasped for breath. 
 
    “You good, Missy. You good.” 
 
    She smiled, rested her head on his chest, then he lifted her up and removed her from his shaft. 
 
    He placed her on the ground and she sank down, too weakened by their exertions to do anything but just sprawl upon the ground. 
 
    For her it was the fuck of a lifetime. For him…she wondered what it would be like to fuck Gnameta. To fuck a Goddess. How would she compare to such an event?” 
 
    Tgaro sank down next to her. He lay back and sighed. 
 
    She rolled over and lay against his side. She had been fucked like never before, and the warmth she felt for him, the desire. Did she love him? Already? in this short time? 
 
    He dwarfed her, but she reached down and felt his meat with her hand. 
 
    “How did I ever take this thing inside me?” 
 
    Tgaro grinned. “That me talent. Me fuck, and somehow always get in. 
 
    And Jacqueline sighed. Of course. It was a dream cock. It would adapt.  
 
    “So you became small enough that I could take you?” 
 
    He laughed. “Or you become big enough.” 
 
    “Oh, my God! Did my pussy stay big after that?” 
 
    “No, no, Missy.” 
 
    They lay like that for long minutes. Replenishing their strength. Enjoying the heat of the day. 
 
    And she asked, “Tgaro?” 
 
    “Yes, Missy?” 
 
    “How can you manage to fuck Gnameta?” 
 
    He looked at her quizzically. 
 
    “How could you want to make love to somebody so cruel?” 
 
    Now he went up on his elbow, and his face showed consternation. 
 
    “Missy, she not do this,” he waved at reality.  
 
    “What do you mean? Of course she does! The whippings, the beatings, being changed into the opposite sex…that’s terrible!” 
 
    “She not do all that. She love. She not hate.” 
 
    “But all the whippings, the way people rape and hurt each other…” 
 
    “That not her. That man.” 
 
    “Man? No, wait. I don’t understand.” 
 
    “Missy, you need know truth.” 
 
    He sat all the way up, cross legged, his big dick laying on the ground, and he began to tell a story. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    The expedition had started in Lagos. The slaves were being collected by the first mate, the captain didn’t care, so Virginia Smithfield, and her lover, Thomas Ridgeway, went up the river Ogun. They passed Alagbado, their steam driven barge leaving clouds of smelly smoke behind. 
 
    The village of Orudu-Olokan slumbered by the way. 
 
    Dammy Rich had an ominous air, even though children played in the rivers. Laughing and splashing and running out of the waters when a crocodile was spotted. 
 
    The crocodiles looked like logs, and Thomas shot one out of the notion that he was protecting the natives. Really, he just wanted to see if his musket ball would penetrate the thick hide. It did and the croc rolled and squirmed. 
 
    “Good shot, Tommy!” enthused Virginia. 
 
    Thomas smiled. “Makes a man fair erect, doing something like that.” 
 
    Virginia laughed and slapped his arm. They had spent half the voyage in the small cabin, fucking their brains out. 
 
    “Now tell me about this map thing again?” 
 
    “I bought it from a grizzled old gent. He had no teeth and I really felt sorry for him. But it’s a real map, drawn on some kind of hide, and tales in the marketplace credit it with being the source of untold riches.” 
 
    “And what’s the name of this place again?” 
 
    “Gnameta.” 
 
    “Gnameta, eh? Silly sounding name.” 
 
    “Look, Tommy! Another croc!” 
 
    Thomas loaded his musket and took aim, then stopped. “Your turn, love.” 
 
    “Oh, Tommy. That bruises my shoulder so.” 
 
    “The thrill will be worth it. You shoot one of these big fellows and you’ll get an erection.” 
 
    She laughed. “You want me to have an erection?” 
 
    “It would be better than that dildo thing you bought in Jerusalem.” 
 
    She smiled at the memory. Taking him had been so powerful. Talk about erections! 
 
    She took the big musket and braced it to her shoulder. Thomas placed his arms around her, helped her hold the weighty thing up and aim. 
 
    BOOM! 
 
    The croc snapped at its tail. 
 
    “Bloody good!” Thomas cheered. “You shot the bugger in its ass!” 
 
    And he was right. Shooting that big gun, taking down those massive creatures, it would have given her an erection, had she had a dick. 
 
    She relinquished the weapon and turned to him. “Tommy.” 
 
    He grinned. “Told ya, love.” 
 
    She pulled him towards the cabin, coquettish, hungry for his cock. 
 
    And he was hungry for her cunt. 
 
    It was hot inside the cabin, sweltering, but ridding themselves of clothes helped that. 
 
    Then he kissed her body. All of it. Tickling her so they laughed. And he wound up with his face deep in her junction. 
 
    “Oh, Love,” he murmured, drawing back, his face slick with her juices. 
 
    She flipped over, onto all fours. “Do my asshole, Thomas.” 
 
    She did that, called him by his Christian name when she took him up her heinie. 
 
    Of course he called her Virginia, and not Love, or Lovey, when he wanted her to take his bum. 
 
    “I’ll do you if you do me, Virginia.” 
 
    “Deal. Now stick me with your bloody cock!” 
 
    He rammed it in. No lube, for pain felt good. 
 
    She yelped, then shoved back. 
 
    He fucked her, and she hurt, and she loved the hurt. The way her asshole felt afterwards. It made it all worthwhile. It was the fuck that kept on fucking. 
 
    “Don’t cum, you son of a bitch!” 
 
    “All right, you stinky cunt!” 
 
    Outside the cabin the crew grinned and listened as the two degraded themselves. They had seen the Englishman pissing off the bow, and they knew he wasn’t well endowed. Maybe that was why he liked it up the ass. 
 
    Virginia managed to eke an orgasm off his small penis, and she shoved him aside, slapped him in the face. “You’re a tiny cock, Thomas Ridgeway. I don’t know why I love you.” 
 
    “You love me because you get to be the man.” He gripped her nipple and twisted until she howled, then he let go, turned himself around and presented his ass. He looked over his shoulder, waggled his ass, and grinned at her. 
 
    Virginia loved buggering him more than anything. She liked it better than her own cummies. She loved to stick that wooden cock up his butt and wiggle it around, the sounds he made…he was out of control when she did that, and sometimes his cock leaked out a tremendous mess of sperm. 
 
    She laughed at him, felt the heat of her desire, and reached into a trunk and extracted the source of his pleasure. 
 
    It was eight inches long, a bit thick, and had a handle on the end, like the handle of a rolling pin. 
 
    Now she had to grease him. He liked the pain, but men, they didn’t know how to take penises into their bodies. They needed help. 
 
    Thomas groaned and pushed his ass back on her fingers as she reamed him. Then she placed the cock at his bunghole and pushed it in. 
 
    Thomas yelped with pleasure. His back arched, and she could feel all his muscles tightening, then letting go. 
 
    “There you go, Tommy. Now you’re a fucking cunt, just like me.” 
 
    He groaned happily and wiggled his butt. “Give it to me, Love. Make me feel it.” 
 
    Virginia was a strong woman, and she did as he asked. She pounded that dildo into him until he fell forward, gasping, then she pulled his cock down between his legs and started stroking it. Finally, she slapped his balls, hard, and that was what made him cum. 
 
    Happy, satisfied, they lay on the narrow bunk and slept. 
 
    They slithered past Onigbongbo, and listened to the native drums pounding behind them, threatening the white man. 
 
    Then to the Apo village. A place where weapons were put aside for trade. Except for the occasional foray of Arab raiders. 
 
    But what were raiders doing this far south? 
 
    Raiders went where the raiding was good, and a peaceful village was always ripe pickings. 
 
    Then the river narrowed, and the barge was hard put to traverse the winding curves. And they came to Abeokuta, and that was the hopping off point. 
 
      
 
    “These are the native bearers?” asked Thomas, unconcerned, for he had hired the best guide in the territory. 
 
    Jake Spellings nodded. He was a brute of a man. five foot nine with a surplus of muscles. He was unshaven, had a faint odor about him, and a whip coiled around his shoulder. 
 
    “They’ll do, guvner.” 
 
    Forty black boys, outfitted with packs, machete’s at their hips. They looked about as evil as Jake. 
 
    “Now let’s see this map yer quiff has been hauling around.” 
 
    Thomas glared at Jake, “A little respect, Mr. Spelling.” He turned to where Virginia was inspecting the bearers. He didn’t like that gleam in her eye, and he didn’t like the way she was patting that one boy, the big one, on the breast. 
 
    Black bastard. 
 
    “Virginia!” 
 
    She turned, her eyes excited. He swore, the woman acted like she had a dick sometimes. 
 
    Virginia approached the two men and held out the map. 
 
    For a long minute Jake inspected the thing, traced his thick thumb along the lines and sworls. “Ain’t never been up these parts. There’ rumors.” 
 
    “We’re not about to be put off by wive’s tales, Mr. Spelling.” 
 
    Jake grinned, showed crooked teeth, “Not saying ya should be. Just…should be an interesting, little jaunt.” 
 
    The next morning the ‘jaunt’ began, and it was not a picnic. Aside from lions, leopards, hyenas, African elephants, rhinoceroses, giraffes, warthogs, hippopotamuses, monkeys, baboons, gorillas, chimpanzees and so on, there were the worst animals of all…the mosquitos. 
 
    Big, buzz bombs with proboscises they wielded like Samurai swords. 
 
    The sound of hands swatting bare flesh was constant, until the ‘tourists’ learned to wear netting, slap gallons of repellant on, and pulled their clothes tight. 
 
    It was worse around water holes, and they frequently had to creep past the dreaded places. 
 
    “The animals come here to hunt and eat,” explained Jack with a grin. “That draws the bigger animals.” He gave a gusty laugh. 
 
    Virginia carried a rifle with her at all times, and a pistol in a holster, and a knife in a scabbard. She grew tougher with each day’s march, and Thomas grew weaker. 
 
    To Jake and his murderous crew it was all the same. Some people could hack it, and others couldn’t. So what? 
 
    Through dense jungle, over vast savannah, and into the mountains. Nigeria has over 2,000 mountains, and the little safari wound their way between the towering peaks. 
 
    Jake would study maps every night. He was a brute, but he knew his business. He would station his men around the camp, he allowed no drinking. And he beat the black boys whenever they didn’t please him. 
 
    Oddly, the native bearers seemed to accept this. They took their beatings, and the next day would be filled with innocent laughter. 
 
    “Are you okay, Tommy?” 
 
    Tommy was struggling. He was wasting away. He wanted to be back in London, sipping champagne and cursing the French. But Virginia had talked him into this adventure, and he did his best to get along. 
 
    The bad thing, to him, however, was how Virginia kept looking at the natives, talking to them, even touching them. 
 
    There are touches and there are touches. One can be friendly in the contact of skin. And one can be lascivious. 
 
    Virginia was lascivious. He was unable to feed her, and she was becoming hungrier. 
 
    As they passed the great herds, watched a million birds rise up to the sky, he observed the light in her eyes. 
 
    Jake saw it, but he just laughed. He liked dark meat, so why shouldn’t a white bitch? 
 
    But nothing came of it. At first. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, we go through this canyon right here.” Jake pressed a digit against the paper. 
 
    “But there’s nothing there,” murmured Thomas, wiping his forehead with a rag, then clamping his helmet back on swiftly, before the mosquitos could make a meal of him. 
 
    “There’s something there. There’s trails that lead back there, and those trails were made by people.” 
 
    “When do you think we’ll reach Gnameta?” 
 
    “If there’s no problem getting through the canyon, a couple of days.” 
 
    “And if there is a problem?” 
 
    “Six months of tracking around to the backside of these buggers, and possibly finding the same problem.” 
 
    It was a dour consideration. 
 
    They were up at the crack of dawn, making a line of boys with packs, holding their hunting rifles at the ready. 
 
    “Let’s go,” shouted Jake, and the long line of bearers began making their way up the sinuous trail. 
 
    They arrived in the canyon at noon, stopped for a quick bite, and Jake and Virginia walked around the edge of the canyon. They climbed over slopes of talus, cut their way through jungle, and finally came upon a trail that, if they had seen before they started their exploration, they could have just walked up. But it was hidden by boulder and slope and large tufts of vegetation. 
 
    “Your man isn’t looking too good.” 
 
    They stood in front of the slot, a tall separation between two cliff faces. 
 
    “I know,” Virginia bit her lip. 
 
    “We go in here, if it gets rough, he might not make it.” 
 
    Virginia was at a cross roads. If she had asked Thomas he would have begged to give up the expedition, to return to civilization and his good health. 
 
    But Virginia wanted to move on. She spent nights, while he slept an uneasy sleep on a cot, searching through maps and small journals based on native word of mouth. 
 
    “There is a village up there,” she announced. “And it is rich.” 
 
    Jake nodded. “Likely.” 
 
    She made the decision to continue. Thomas might recover, they only had a little way to go. Jake just rippled his lip in a grin. White women were the bitches, it was true. 
 
    They entered the slot canyon and were shortly walking through cooler temperatures and without the eternal drone of mosquitos. 
 
    The natives followed along, their shoulders brushing the sides of the canyon, and everybody turning sideways at points. 
 
    The elevation changed. The ground, a soft dirt bordering on sand, began to rise. They were ascending the tall mountains by going through them, and up. 
 
    Thomas struggled. A native boy gave him a stick with a brace for his armpit. It hurt, but he managed to keep going. 
 
    “How far?” he queried in whisper. “When does it end.” 
 
    They came to a series of boulders. They could be surmounted, but it would be arduous. Jake went first, and Virginia sent Thomas ahead in the grip of four bearers. He was so weak now they had to do his walking for him. 
 
    If there were any more obstacles then she had made a mistake, and they would have to turn back. If it wasn’t too late. 
 
    But if they were close to the top, which Jake estimated they were, then it was okay. 
 
    Virginia sat at the bottom of the series of boulders, in a wide spot around the corner from the ascent. Ten bearers were still with her. Then the bearers started clambering over the boulders. 
 
    Virginia turned to the last bearer. By all rights she should have been the first to go, before the ten bearers, but she had demanded everybody else move ahead. 
 
    She turned to the last man. He was a large buck, and she was hungry. Without Thomas’s constant attentions she was hurting for sex. She needed sex. Jake and his men weren’t interested, and she had actually noticed them going into the bush with black women. 
 
    Disgusting, but so intriguing. 
 
    She stepped up to the man, didn’t know his name, and reached into his loin clothe. 
 
    He was hung, thank God. 
 
    She undid her pants and took them off. “We don’t have much time,” she whispered. 
 
    Did he even speak English? 
 
    But, whether he spoke English or not, he knew what to do. 
 
    He pounced on her, jammed his cock into her, and Virginia thrilled at the idea of having her first black man. 
 
    She gloried at the feel of his hot meat deep inside her. She bit his shoulder and he grinned and clawed her breasts. 
 
    It only took a moment, then she came, and he came, and they were dressing. He didn’t have much to put on, just straighten his loin clothe. He looked at his shoulder, she had bitten him good, and frowned. 
 
    “Virginia?” came the holler from above. 
 
    “Coming!” she yelled back. 
 
    She mounted the boulders, the black man she had just fucked behind her. He placed his hands on her buttocks in the most familiar way, and she wished they had had more time. That one fuck had been but an appetizer. Her voracious appetite demanded more…more. 
 
    She climbed the last boulder, Jake took her hand and pulled her up, and smiled. 
 
    She had a gism stain in her pants, and the boy had a bite mark on his shoulder. 
 
    “Ya shoulda asked me,” he whispered into her ear. 
 
    She ignored him. She wanted black boys, not disgusting, smelly bully boys. 
 
    Thomas was just ahead, head slumped, leaning against a large rock. 
 
    “Are you all right? Tommy?” 
 
    He nodded, but his eyes were glazed and a light bit of blood bubbled at his nose. 
 
    “We’re almost there,” Jake had his map out. “Another mile…maybe two. We’re there.” 
 
    Thomas forced himself to his feet. He was weak, but he was game. He wanted Virginia to make it. He didn’t know if he would, but…he collapsed. 
 
    They carried Thomas through the jungle on a cot adapted for a stretcher. He lay, white and sickly, and didn’t breath much, except to gasp once in a while. 
 
    The natives of Gnameta, of course, knew they were coming. They had heard whispers on the winds coming up the slot canyon. They had seen the smoke of fires coming over the land towards their village. 
 
    Jake led the way into the cluster of huts. Beyond the huts was a sharp knife of a mountain, the huts were of the grass variety, and there were only a couple of hundred people in the village. 
 
    “There’s gold here?” asked Jake of no one. 
 
    “There’s something of great value,” answered Virginia. 
 
    “Is it gold?” 
 
    She ignored him and turned back to Tommy. 
 
    “Hold on, Thomas. I shouldn’t have brought you all this way.” 
 
    He smiled, and was delirious. He loved her, but did he even have a mind any more? 
 
    Three old people came out of the village. Old, like with no teeth, skin wrinkled, eyes rheumy. But there was a happiness about them. An ambience of joy. 
 
    How could anybody, living in this God forsaken place, be happy?” 
 
    They spoke an unfamiliar dialect, but they were kind. Two women came and looked at Thomas. They shook their heads, rattled gourds over him, and had him carried away. 
 
    “Where are they taking him?” Virginia was half panicked. 
 
    “Probably the witch doctor.” 
 
    Then they were invited into the village. 
 
    Children scampered under foot, big white grins creasing their small, ebony faces. 
 
    There were a lot of old people in the village. A few children, and a lot of women. There were very few warriors, and the warriors were desiccated, tired looking. They sat against the walls of grass huts and stared at the newcomers. 
 
    There was no gold. 
 
    Jake and his men looked everywhere. They turned the huts inside out, and ignored the upset faces of the natives. They walked through the jungles looking for hiding places. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    And they fucked the black women at night. 
 
    And the black women didn’t seem to mind. 
 
    Indeed, they gestured for the men to follow them into huts, where they coupled with abandon. 
 
    No men came to complain. The oldsters, of which there were so many, just watched, and commented. And it sounded like they were betting on which man had the biggest dick. 
 
    Thomas died. just like that. One night he smiled wanly, said he was sorry he was such a bother, and the next morning he breathed no more. 
 
    They took him into the jungle and buried him, and Virginia said a few words over him, and felt sad, and then moved on with her life. 
 
      
 
    “You talk to the old biddy. You find out where the gold is.” 
 
    Virginia looked at Jake. “I don’t think there is any.” 
 
    “Look, we been here months, you’re all pally with them guys. Find out where they hide their loot.” 
 
    Virginia, without Thomas to care for, and without the attentions of men, had taken to learning the language of the Gnametans. It was an easy language, void of double meanings, but filled with sexual references. 
 
    She tried to eke out the golden secret of the Gnametans, but they merely shook their heads. And there was laughter on their lips as the white men screwed their daughters. 
 
    And the daughters were getting pregnant. And losing interest in the white men. 
 
    “You got to make these old biddies talk,” demanded Jake. “If we don’t hurry up and find the gold…my men will end up running away so they don’t have to be fathers to a bunch of black bastards.” 
 
    Virginia agreed. She could see the end of this idyl coming. 
 
    Then He came to town. 
 
    Virginia arose and washed her face, put on her ragged clothes, and headed for the communal building where breakfasts were made. She walked into the room and stopped and stared. 
 
    He was eight feet tall. He had muscles on his muscles; he was a giant, and in more ways than one. 
 
    She could see his mammoth cock hanging down below his loincloth. 
 
    It was down to his knees, and he had long thighs. The head was bigger than a cricket ball. 
 
    The women of the village, old and wasted, yet gathered around him. They oohed and ahhed and touched him, and he smiled indulgently. 
 
    And when the man gazed upon Virginia he was smitten. 
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
    “Tgaro,” he touched his broad chest. 
 
    Virginia touched her own chest, “Virginia.” 
 
    He nodded and smiled, and it was like the sun had come out from behind a cloudburst. 
 
    “Virginia. Virginia. Good.” 
 
    She wanted to lift his loin cloth and gaze upon his magnificence. instead, she asked him what he did. As if he could answer as easily as a carpenter or gardener. 
 
    He spent the day in the village, and it was obvious that he was gathering supplies. He paid in gold, and he gathered several packs together. 
 
    Jake and his men stared at the gold hungrily. Then they looked at the big man and were daunted. Tgaro just smiled, as if he had seen it all before. 
 
    Tgaro stayed in the village overnight, and Virginia wanted him. A woman, she was fascinated by his meat. All woman are curious as to the feel of different cocks, but she had never seen one so big. She wanted to feel it up close and personal, like between thighs. 
 
    Tgaro ignored all. He talked to the oldsters, but briefly. He laughed at the kids, but there were only a few of them. 
 
    And he slept next to the pile of supplies he had gathered. 
 
    Jake scratched at the doorpost of the hut in which Virginia slept. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    And he knew she had a knife out. This was a gutsy bitch if ever he had met one. 
 
    He entered the hut, but didn’t approach her. He whispered. “Distract that big buck.” 
 
    “So you can steal his supplies?” 
 
    “Nah. So we can see if he’s got any gold in them.” 
 
    Virginia believed this, and she let herself be persuaded. 
 
    She approached the sleeping giant, scuffed her feet in the dust to wake him, but she needn’t have bothered. His eyes were white in the night, and he was staring at her. 
 
    “Come with me,” she whispered. 
 
    Jake wanted a distraction. Would sex be a distraction? 
 
    She thought so. 
 
    No other women in the tribe interested Tgaro. There was nobody for this man to spend his semen on, he rose and followed her. 
 
    She held his hand and led him into her hut. 
 
    She lay on her pallet, and he lay next to her. His eyes drinking her in. He had not had a woman in so long, and with that ball bat between his legs that was a shame. 
 
    She kissed him, wondering if black would taste different, but it didn’t. 
 
    His skin was hotter, it gave off a rich heat, but…she reached down for his cock. She held it in both hands, stroked it. She felt his balls, they were big, massive, and felt very full. 
 
    He kissed her, his lips warm and moist, and it felt like she was being elevated, that her very soul was being expanded. 
 
    She swiveled upon him, into a 69. She hugged his cock and squeezed first one ball, then the other. 
 
    He gasped, and dove his head into her crotch. His lips mashed against her labia, he pushed a thick finger up her hole and she gasped and swooned. 
 
    Then they were back face to face, and he was finger banging her, and each of his fingers was the size of a normal sized man’s cock. 
 
    “Fuck,” she whispered, and he understood this word. 
 
    He spread her legs and knelt between her. He was careful not to let his weight down upon her, and he pushed his cock head against her slit. 
 
    She gave way slowly, subjecting herself to the pain, knowing that the reward, when she finally managed to take him inside her pussy, would be commensurate. 
 
    Then he was in her, his shaft sliding through her membranes, his veins rippling and scoring her insides. 
 
    She could hardly breath, it felt like he was all the way up inside her womb, and it felt like she was being pressed apart from the inside. 
 
    Then he drew out, a long slither of intense sensation that made her shiver. 
 
    He said something, she was not sure what, and drove into her again. 
 
    She felt like she was being compacted, then pulled inside out. The golden feeling began to whelm inside her, lifted her up. She clung to him, wanted him, and…she began to cum. 
 
    She jerked and twitched. Her legs tried to close, to get him out of her, but he stayed there, giving her more and more white heat. 
 
    He began to cum, and she was astounded by the amount of sperm he shot into her. 
 
    Then they lay, her trying to breath normally. He just smiled at the roof of her hut and said, “They done?” 
 
    It was an English phrase, yet he couldn’t speak English. 
 
    “Done?” 
 
    “Men who search gold.” 
 
    “But you can’t speak English!” 
 
    And he said something she didn’t understand, but would come to realize was the turning point of everything. 
 
    “You in dream now.” 
 
    But she didn’t understand. She had brought her man to death, enjoyed cruelties visited upon her body, and which she inflicted on others. She didn’t have the kind of personality that appreciated such things as dreams. 
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
    “Tgaro.” 
 
    “But…where do you live? You only visit this village…why are you here?” 
 
    “I live Gnameta. I need food.” 
 
    “This isn’t Gnameta?” 
 
    Why he told her she would never know. He shouldn’t have, that she knew from the get go. But he did. 
 
    “Gnameta above village. In rock face. I care for Gnameta. I fuck Gnameta.” 
 
    “You fuck this…village?” 
 
    “Gnameta fall from stars, never go home. I care for her, and she bless me.” He lifted up his cock and grinned. It was like he was lifting up a deadly python. 
 
    Virginia asked him more questions, but he just wanted to sleep. He had fucked her, and some men go to sleep after sex. 
 
    So he slumbered, giving forth snores like the growls of jungle cats, and Virginia lay in his arms and dreamed. And had no idea of the differences between dreams and nightmares. 
 
      
 
    Tgaro left the next morning, and Jake wasted no time in cornering Virginia. 
 
    “What’d ya find out?” 
 
    “Did he have gold in his packs?” 
 
    “No. You were with him all night. What’d ya find out?” 
 
    Virginia told him. She told him that Gnameta was above the village. They had been in the wrong place the whole time. 
 
    Jake wasted no time in gathering his men. Virginia pulled on her boots, grabbed her rifle. She had no idea why she was tagging along, this was going to be a fight between men, but she was. 
 
    And she wondered if it was because of Tgaro’s giant cock. 
 
    Had it been that good that she wanted it again? 
 
    The answer, of course, was yes. 
 
    They followed Tgaro through the jungle. It wasn’t difficult, there was a sort of path, and he made no secret of his passing. 
 
    The path led around the village, and they came to a path carved into the mountain. It was not visible from below, but every once in a while they could see Tgaro’s head over a lip of rock. 
 
    They climbed the path, it wend back and forth across the face of the cliff. Sometimes mere inches separated the cliff face from a fall. Sometimes they came to ropes, and had to hold to them as they traversed across broken parts of the path. 
 
    The sun rose and the heat swept up the side of the mountain. 
 
    Hours and hours of climbing, and they finally came to a slot in the wall.  
 
    The slot opened up on a small jungle. Brightly colored birds flitted amongst the branches. They came upon warm springs, and the men waited for a moment, washed their feet, then picked up their rifles and followed the path of the giant man.               
 
    A bush provided large fruits, and they ate while they tramped. 
 
    It should have been cold, this high up, but it was warm, a little paradise in the mountains. A Shangrila of a sort. 
 
    They came out in a clearing. Across the clearing was a cave entrance. 
 
    Tgaro was sitting just inside the cave, in front of a fire, eating something. He saw the white men and stood up. His face was fierce. His lips pulled back to show his sharp teeth. 
 
    “Go,” he said. “This home Gnameta. Go.” He lifted up a large piece of wood, flames flickering on the end of it. 
 
    Jake and his men didn’t even hesitate. They knew that all of them together couldn’t bring down the giant. They lifted their rifles and pulled the triggers. 
 
    BOOM! And, BANG, BOOM, BOOM! 
 
    Tgaro stepped back, looked down at his body, and was confused. It was like bee bites, but they had gone all the way through him. 
 
    “Take that, ya black bastard,” snarled Jake. 
 
    Virginia screamed. She didn’t want this. She had feelings for the big guardian. She ran across the clearing and knelt by his body. 
 
    He was still breathing, but just barely. 
 
    “Leave that bastard,” chuckled Jake, and he and his men entered the cave. 
 
    Tgaro looked up at Virginia. He didn’t blame her for the invasion, for his death. He said, “I enter the dream. I wait for you. Gnameta waits for us.” 
 
    Then he died. A simple exhalation of breath, and his body was just meat. No spirit left. The soul had traveled on. 
 
    And she didn’t understand that it had just traveled into a dream. For such was the essence of Gnameta that he couldn’t go anywhere else. 
 
    The truth, Gnameta was dead, and had been for eons, but her essence remained, and it held life for any who believed in her. 
 
    And the dream would grow. 
 
    Virginia gave a half a sob, then, being a strong woman, she stood up, looked into the cave, and followed Jake and his men. 
 
    There was gold in the cave. Gold coins from ancient civilizations. Sacks made of leather filled to bursting with the shiny disks. 
 
    “You didn’t have to shoot him!” She spun Jake around and he pushed her so she fell to the ground. 
 
    “Of course I did, ‘Lovey!’ He imitated Thomas’s way of addressing her. “He had the gold, right?” 
 
    She lay on the ground and looked up at him. 
 
    He had no soul. He had no cock to love mankind, he only had a wallet for a heart and a disdain for anybody who saw the softer side of life. 
 
    She crawled to a wall and leaned against it. The packs Tgaro had brought up the side of the mountain were piled there. 
 
    Jake and his men picked up the gold and swaggered out. They boasted as to who was richest, and how many whores they would buy for all the gold they had. 
 
    Then it was quiet. 
 
    Virginia stood up. She would follow the men, maybe she would even walk with them. She couldn’t stay here. 
 
    Before she left, however, she walked around the cave, and in the very back of the cave, hidden by shadow, was a niche. And in the niche was a gleam of darkness. Two points that were darker than the shadows, than the night, than even the blackness of a man’s heart. 
 
    She went to the front of the cave and took a branch out of the fire. She walked back and looked inside the cranny. 
 
    It was about the size of a pineapple. It was black with a sloped nose. It had a pregnant belly. Most important, it had two holes where the eyes were, and she looked into those holes, and emptiness looked back at her. 
 
    People think white is good and black is bad. This was black, but it was not bad, it was just different.  
 
    A wind of black that touched the soul. Commanded the soul. Caused the expansion of the dream. 
 
    Virginia reached into the alcove and pulled out the little statuette. 
 
    It was made of some kind of black rock, and it was…warm. 
 
    Warm like a heart, but not beating. 
 
    Virginia felt her soul stirring. She understood things. 
 
    She knew why there were no women in the village, except old ones. 
 
    Because Gnameta change the women into men, and the men into women, and the women so changed couldn’t have babies, so they depended on visitors to impregnante the women. And the men couldn’t have babies, and they saw no future, so they left the village. And all that was left were old people, a scattering of new children before they changed, and…and that was the legacy, the dream of Gnameta. 
 
    Why? 
 
    Because that was the way it was in the stars. Where babies were born in test tubes and people fucked hopelessly, driven to it by desperation for offspring they were no longer strong enough to beget. 
 
    Virginia put the statuette into one of the packs. 
 
    Why? 
 
    Because there was, to this alien being, a core of love. And that love, contrary to an earthling’s love, touched her. And though there was danger, there was also a dream, and the cold hard soul of her wanted that dream. 
 
    She walked down the mountains, followed the men to the slave vessel Dembia, and made her way to America. 
 
    And Gnameta sorrowed, for she had been stolen from her home, and now her dream was in the black pit of mankind. And the dreams were converted through the avarice and murderous rages of man. 
 
    So she hid. And was hidden. And the dream of Gnameta were drowned in the cesspool of humanity, and she waited for someone to bring her home.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Jacqueline was as frozen. Tgaro’s words had shattered illusion, and now she understood what the dream was. She knew how she had been trapped. She knew that Tgaro was only alive in the dream, kept alive by gnameta, and his flesh was rotting hundreds of years before. 
 
    And Tgaro had followed the Goddess, in the hands of Virginia, who was Jacqueline’s great aunt, to America. 
 
    He followed, and was obsessed by a love stolen, a love hidden away, a love that he yearned for endlessly, and could not find. 
 
    And the bad things that had happened, they were not of Gnameta, they were engendered by the rot in the soul of men.  
 
    Men wanting to rape Jacqueline. 
 
    Cindy and she whipping each other. 
 
    All the bad things… 
 
    Tgaro had stopped talking. He stared at the earth. Saddened beyond belief by his own knowledge. 
 
    “We’ve got to find her, Tgaro. We’ve got to find her. We’ve got to take her home!” 
 
    He looked at her, and now the bright eyes were bitter. 
 
    “Virginia hid her, and she told no one. How we find her?” 
 
    And Jack heard the voice again, as in the visitation. 
 
      
 
    Find the answer Jack.  
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “What answer?” 
 
    It’s here. find it. 
 
      
 
    But how would he find the answer? How would he find a Goddess who had been hidden away for hundreds of year? Hidden by her own power? 
 
    Feeling the disappointment and the despair, Jacqueline stood up. “Take me home Tgaro.” 
 
    He rose and they walked towards the buggy. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    The Horny Wizard of Oz ~ (47,000 words) Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever! 
 
    Munchers: tall enough to eat pussy. 
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    Tin Man: a walking, talking dildo if ever there was one. 
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    THUS FAR…Jack inherited a mansion from his great aunt. The house, however, presents a strange reality. Jack is turned into a woman and Cindy, his wife, is turned into a man. Their loving relationship becomes a competition for who can punish whom the most. They spend the nights in the basement dungeon of the mansion, whipping each other and having bizarre sex. Cindy is fine with this arrangement, but Jack, now Jacqueline, is determined to right the situation. He tricks Cindy and leaves her bound to a giant St. Andrew’s Cross in the basement, and goes to town to uncover the county records. There, she is saved from a raping by Tgaro, and Tgaro tells her the truth about the mansion. Hundreds of years ago Aunt Virginia sailed into deepest Africa. She found a Goddess and stole her, brought her back to America and instilled her in the mansion. Knowing the truth about the mansion, Jacqueline returns to the mansion to free Cindy, and to find the hidden Goddess. 
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    It was daylight, late morning, when Tgaro returned Jacqueline to the mansion. He pulled the buggy in front of the main entrance, got out and helped her down. 
 
    “What you do now?” Tgaro asked. 
 
    “I’ve got to find the answer.” 
 
    Tgaro nodded. 
 
    They walked up the steps and Tgaro opened the front door. 
 
    “First I have to release Cindy from—“ she froze. 
 
    “There you are!” Cindy stepped out of the gloom of the house. “You bitch! Leaving me—“ 
 
    Cindy had a strong body, Under the influence of the mansion, which was really Ngameta, she had transformed into a tall, muscular man. He grabbed Jacqueline’s arms and began to shake her. 
 
    “I left you in the dungeon! How did you get loose?” Jacqueline cried, her head going back and forth violently. 
 
    “I have friends…friends who help me.” 
 
    Tgaro stepped into the house and grabbed Cindy’s shoulder with one hand. He closed his hand and Cindy let go of Jacqueline and dropped to his knees. Tgaro gave Cindy a push and he slid across the floor and into a rug, which crumpled under him. 
 
    He leaped to his feet, ready to fight, but looking up at Tgaro’s frame he paused. He knew physical action wouldn’t work, so he snapped, “Is this your latest fuck?” 
 
    “Cindy! Stop it! I’m sorry I left you in the dungeon but—“ 
 
    “I’ve got friends, too, you know.” He smirked and backed into the living room. 
 
    Puzzled, Jacqueline moved forward, then stopped. 
 
    A beautiful woman was standing in the center of the room. Beautiful, but imperious. She gazed at Jacqueline like she was a peasant. Then her face melted. All the haughty pride went out, and she gazed past Jacqueline at Tgaro. “You.” 
 
    Jacqueline looked back and forth between the two. 
 
    Cindy: “Not so high and mighty now are you.” 
 
    “Shut up, Cindy.” The woman whispered. From the look in Cindy’s surprised eyes one would think her lips had been glued together. 
 
    “You know her?” Jacqueline asked Tgaro. 
 
    “How are you, Virginia.” 
 
    Jacqueline felt like her mind had just been shattered and fallen into a million pieces. She turned to the woman. “You stole Gnameta.” 
 
    The woman, Virginia, faced Jacqueline. “Hello, Jack.” 
 
    Jacqueline staggered. “But…you died.” 
 
    “I did, didn’t I?” 
 
    “But how?” 
 
    “Gnameta dreams, and I live.” 
 
    “Gnameta. What did you do with her?” 
 
    I put her away. She’ll dream forever, and I’ll live forever.” She smiled. “I chose you, Jack, to live with me forever. But that doesn’t seem to be working out. 
 
    “You’ve got to return Gnameta to her home.” 
 
    “Oh, really,” she scoffed. 
 
    Tgaro rumbled, “Any place not a home is a prison.” 
 
    Virginia’s beautiful face contorted, transformed into a thing lacking beauty, and she snapped. “So I should give up my home and go live in the jungle? Be like you, Tgaro?” 
 
    “You stole the Goddess, you deprived her people.” 
 
    “I allow them to have children, to live healthy lives!” 
 
    “By your standards.” 
 
    “By any standards.” 
 
    “Gnameta comes from the stars. You do not understand her.” 
 
    “I don’t need to.” 
 
    Stand off. Virginia betraying her beauty by snarling, Tgaro holding to a principle no man could reasonably hold hold to, unless they had made love to an alien and learned a different belief system. 
 
    “Change me back to a man.” 
 
    Virginia snickered. “You don’t like being a woman? I find it quite delightful. Men squirt and they are done. As a woman I can fuck all night long and never be done.” 
 
    “You steal a Goddess, and you steal my body.” 
 
    “I steal nothing! Gnameta does that to you.” She smiled. “I just enjoy the transformation.” 
 
    Jacqueline realized she was right. 
 
    Cindy snapped, “You left me in the dungeon. You punished me and I didn’t deserve it.” 
 
    Jacqueline smiled. “And now you get to do nothing to me. Ten times nothing.” 
 
    Cindy’s face narrowed. “You bitch.” 
 
    Jacqueline said, “I’m trying to save you, too.” 
 
    “I don’t want to be saved! I like myself just fine.” 
 
    “You want to be the victim here? Live a dream and not a life? You want to stay a man?” 
 
    “I want to disappoint you.” 
 
    And that was the end of that conversation. 
 
    And Virginia said, “See you later, Tgaro.” 
 
    Tgaro’s eyes widened. “No!” 
 
    “Yes. I have the power of Gnameta, and I don’t want you around.” 
 
    Tgaro started to become pale. The colors of his body washed out, and he turned to Jacqueline. “You know what you must do.” 
 
    “Find the answer.” 
 
    “Yes. And you must hurry. Virginia is just a ghost, like me, but she will grow stronger if you let her.” 
 
    Jacqueline reached forward to grasp Tgaro, to stop him from leaving, but her hands went through him, and he faded out of existence. 
 
    Virginia emitted a merry peal of laughter.  
 
    Jacqueline turned towards the woman. “Leave.” 
 
    “You can’t tell me to leave my own house,” Virgina spat the response at Jacqueline. 
 
    “You left it to me. It’s my house, and you are no longer welcome.” 
 
    Cindy yelled, “Wait! It’s my house, too! And I don’t want her to leave.” 
 
    But it was too late. Jacqueline was the master of the house, especially in the old times when the house had been built. A look of rage on her face, Virginia began to fade. “I’ll get you for this! This is my house and you can’t…” 
 
    Gone. 
 
    Cindy grabbed Jacqueline and spun her around. “What do you think you’re doing?” 
 
    “Trying to save you.” 
 
    “I don’t want to be saved!” 
 
    “Then I’ll have to save you in spite of yourself.” 
 
    Cindy glared, but said nothing. 
 
    “Now remove your hand from my arm.” 
 
    Cindy did, then she grinned. 
 
    “What are you smiling for?” 
 
    “Yes, you’re the master of the house, but only because you thought of it first. In fact, I am now the man, and you are the woman, and as the dream unfolds a bit of law will take effect. Give it a few days, and I’ll be the master of the house, and then we’ll see what you think.” 
 
    Cindy spun on her heel and marched for the stairs. 
 
    Jacqueline stood in the front room for a few long minutes, trying to figure out a solution. But there was only one solution. 
 
    Find the answer, Jack! 
 
      
 
    It was daytime. The sun was shining, but was it the real sun? Or was it a different reality, a Gnameta reality? 
 
    Jacqueline was tired. Whatever the reality, she had been up all night, had fought off a gang of rapists, and she wanted to sleep. 
 
    Cindy was sleeping. 
 
    Cindy would sleep the day through, and then have her chance of torturing Jacqueline. 
 
    Jacqueline had to find the answer. 
 
    Jacqueline did allow herself to change clothes. In a dream perspiration and dirt is possible, and she didn’t want to sleep just to get clean clothes. 
 
    Wearing a dress now, she began in the dungeon. 
 
    She ran her fingers along ledges and mortar. She examined every chain, every eyebolt. She put a small mirror on a stick, turned a lantern to the brightest, and searched the beams.  
 
    Nothing. 
 
    No sign of a secret, an answer, a solution. 
 
    She dragged her body up the stairs to where Maisie had fixed her a lunch of sandwich and soup. 
 
    Jacqueline sat in the living room, wanted to just lay across the table, but she forced her mind to think. 
 
    The solution to this enigma was somewhere in this house, but she didn’t even know what it was. Where would Virginia hide a secret? 
 
    Maisie came in to collect the dishes, but Jacqueline hadn’t eaten anything. 
 
    “You must eat,” she chastised Jacqueline. 
 
    Jacqueline pushed dishes away. “Not hungry.” 
 
    So tired, she rubbed her eyes. She had stayed up all the previous day, spent the night beating Cindy in the dungeon, and now…she needed sleep. 
 
    Maisie sat down in the chair next to her and patted her hand. “What Missy need?” 
 
    Her mind dazed by tiredness, she mumbled, “Where would you hide something here, Maisie. Where would you hide something you didn’t want anybody to find. 
 
    “I’d go to where the pain is the greatest. People don’t want look at pain.” 
 
    “Oh, thank you, Maisie,” Jacqueline politely thanked the naive negress. 
 
    Tired. So tired. But she had to find the secret. 
 
    The house was changed from when she and Cindy had first moved in. Then it had been bare. Now it was filled with all the necessary items of the times, which times stretched over hundreds of years. And it had tons of furniture. And that was only the ground floor. 
 
    Jacqueline went from room to room looking in drawers and cabinets, finding everything from cigars to ancient books.  
 
    She examined furniture, felt cushions, stuck her hands down between pillows, even ripped the lining off of couches and chairs. 
 
    Heck, the house would repair everything the next time she went to sleep. 
 
    The house. Jacqueline staggered through the search, and thought about how the house was blamed, but it was Gnameta that was affecting reality. And Gnameta was blamed, but it wasn’t her, it was the men caught in the dream trap that Gnameta had generated. 
 
    Nothing on the first floor, she moved up to the second floor. Bedrooms that had been empty now were completely furnished and held closets filled with linen, shelves with books, personal possessions of the people who had lived in the house over the centuries. 
 
    Dead people might or might not haunt the house, but now were nowhere to be seen. Jacqueline had the feeling that if she didn’t find the secret these people would, like Maisie and the kitchen girl, suddenly start to appear. 
 
    And the dungeons would be filled with screaming, terrified people. People who had been tortured over the centuries and were still subject to the dream. 
 
    Sleep if you can, but you will awake when the fellow or gal in the next room picks up a whip. 
 
    And Jacqueline knew that as time went on more and more people would pick up the whip. Would awake to a dream of pain and torment. 
 
    She found a knife in one of the rooms and started ripping apart mattresses. She would search the bookshelves and dresser, ransack the closets and suitcases, and then cut big slices in mattresses and pillows.  
 
    They would be whole after she slept, or even somebody slept. 
 
    Nothing on the floor. Not even in Cindy’s room, where he lay slumbering peacefully. A smile on his handsome face, dreaming the sweet dreams of the rack and the pillory. 
 
    That left the attic. Jacqueline found the narrow stairs that led upward and entered a realm of bric a brac and dust. 
 
    How had they ever gotten the used mattresses up the narrow stairs? How had they moved the big chests of drawers up there? 
 
    But, no matter how they had been moved, they had to be searched. 
 
    Jacqueline went through all the furniture, through boxes of clothes, through old boxes of kitchen utensils. She examined all the steamer trunks, pulling clothes out of the things, pants and dresses, shoes and socks, ties and garters. 
 
    At last, the sun lowering in the sky, Jacqueline staggered down the steps, down the hall, and collapsed in bed. 
 
    She lay there for less than ten seconds before sleeping. But in that ten seconds she moaned and chastised herself for not finding the secret. 
 
    Though how she was supposed to know what the secret was she had no idea. And her last thought was if only Maisie could be right. A simple direction to the precise location. That’s what she needed. 
 
    Then she slept. 
 
      
 
    “Wake up, my dear.” 
 
    Jaqueline opened her eyes. In fact, she had only been asleep for minutes. The position of the sun, barely showing above the horizon, proved that. 
 
    Yet she was filled with energy, completely energized by the few minutes of sleep. 
 
    That was the glory of the dream, of Gnameta. As objects were repaired upon awaking, so were people. 
 
    Her veins hummed with health, her eyes were not red and saggy, it was as if she had had twelve hours of delightful, undisturbed sleep. 
 
    She turned to where Cindy stood. 
 
    Cindy, her love, now a handsome man imbued with heavy muscle, grinned down at her. 
 
    “Are you ready for your punishment?” 
 
    “Ten times nothing,” murmured Jacqueline, sitting up, swiveling her legs out from under the covers. She was still wearing the clothes she had used to go to town, but now they were not filthy. Now they were clean, as if fresh washed. 
 
    “I think I can do a little better than that,” smirked Cindy. 
 
    “Oh?” Jacqueline went to her vanity and brushed out her long hair. There was a natural wave to her hair, and her make up seemed somewhat permanent. Oh, she had gone to bed with make up on, and it repaired itself. 
 
    “Yes. I am the man of the house, you know.” 
 
    Jacqueline stared at her husband who had once been her wife. This was happening too fast. It should take days for Cindy to affect any change in the dream world. 
 
    Then she realized that Cindy had Virginia on her side. Virginia would know how the house worked, how the dream worked, how Gnameta worked, and she would aid the procedure. The sooner that she, meaning herself, was deposed the sooner she would be eliminated as a threat, and the sooner Virginia could take over. And then the search for the secret answer was over. 
 
    “Come along now,” Cindy gripped her arm, squeezed, hurt her white flesh. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    Cindy dragged her out of the room. 
 
    “You’re storing up a lot of pay back!” 
 
    “By tomorrow you won’t be capable of payback.” 
 
    Now Jacqueline was alarmed. Cindy was aware enough…a night of being whipped and Jacqueline would be weakened. 
 
    She had to find the answer! 
 
    But she didn’t even know what the answer was to! 
 
    Cindy pulled her down the hallway, making her walk faster than she could. Talking long steps and jerking on her arm. She felt deep pain in her upper arm now, and desperation was clouding her mind. 
 
    She needed time to think, she had to go over the house again. Maybe tear apart walls. Whatever she had to find…it was somewhere! 
 
    Down the stairs they went, Cindy ignoring Jacqueline’s small fists as they beat on his muscular body. 
 
    Across the living room and to the kitchen. 
 
    Maisie and the kitchen girl were working, and a small black boy was sitting on a stool. One more person awakening to the dream. 
 
    How many people, forgotten by the dream in Aunt Virginia’s old age, and likely dementia—for who could retain logic and sense when they tortured people night after night for centuries—would awake and once again be tormented. 
 
    And perhaps this time they wouldn’t be able to forget the dream. Perhaps this time the house…Gnameta…had enough power to keep them awake to the dream indefinitely. 
 
    Maisie and the girl and the boy stared as Cindy dragged Jacqueline to the place of eternal pain. And Maisie’s words, beckoned by the threat of pain, came back to her. 
 
      
 
    I’d go to where the pain is the greatest. 
 
    People don’t want look at pain. 
 
     
 
    She certainly didn’t want to be here. In the beginning pain and sex had been so wonderful, that first fix to the addict, a way to acclimate her and Cindy to the ways of the house. 
 
    Cindy opened the door to the basement, to the dungeon, and started down the stairs. Halfway down, tiring of Jacqueline’s resistance, or perhaps just looking for better ways to impose his will on her, he stopped and let go of her arm and tangled his strong fingers in her hair. 
 
    Jacqueline screeched as her scalp was near ripped off her skull, and she kicked, and Cindy moved and bumped against the railing, and fell through it. 
 
    A moment of swirling chaos as Jacqueline was pulled after Cindy, then all was still but a bit of dust hanging in the air.  
 
    Cindy was still, her head bleeding, her head at a grotesque angle. 
 
    Jacqueline had landed on her, and the angle of the fall plus the extra weight…Cindy was dead. Her neck was broken and her eyes stared up. Not reproachful, not surprised, not nothing. 
 
    Jacqueline struggled out of the mess of their bodies and pushed on Cindy’s chest. “Wake up!” 
 
    And now she was panicked, for she had killed her best friend, her husband, who was actually his wife…outside the dream. 
 
    She sobbed and shook Cindy’s body. Then she felt strong hands lift her away. 
 
    “It okay, Missy.” 
 
    It was Maisie, heard the racket and come to see. 
 
    “But I killed him!” 
 
    “Only for a day. People been kilt here before and lived again.” 
 
    Jacqueline looked at Maisie’s wide, wise face. She understood, and tried to still the sniffles. But after suffering such a loss, the death of a mate, it was hard to come right back. 
 
    Maisie helped her step away form the body, and they were facing the dungeon. 
 
    Jacqueline was gasping, “But…I know…but I didn’t want…” and she stopped. Her body froze so quickly Maisie couldn’t move her. 
 
    “What is it, Missy?” 
 
    Jacqueline looked at the dungeon. Her eyes took in the ancient brick, the rusty eyebolts. The whips so shiny as if they had been oiled, coiled on pegs on the dank wall. 
 
    The St. Andrews Cross, where she had been beaten, and where she had beaten. And it was this that had terrified her. No more fun and sex and games, this was where she would be beaten near to death, maybe through death, and… “I know.” 
 
    Maisie looked at her face. 
 
    “I know where the secret is.” 
 
    Tears sprang from Maisie’s eyes. 
 
    How long had the old woman suffered in the house? How many people had she watched being torn of their soul and deprived of their lives? The girl upstairs, the boy on the stool, how manny times had she seen them dragged away to be beaten and raped and killed? 
 
    And in spite of the terrors of the house, of Gnameta twisted into pain and suffering…Maisie knew. And she wanted a freedom from this endless charade of degradation and abuse. 
 
    Tears seeped out of the old woman’s eyes. “Glory,” she said. “Glory to Him, to the Almighty.” 
 
    And she wrapped an arm around Jacqueline’s arm and they both stared at the dungeon. 
 
    And Jacqueline knew exactly where the secret was buried. 
 
      
 
    “Get picks. Quickly.” 
 
    Maisie ran up the stairs, moving her bulk quickly and holding her wide dress up so her fat legs could run faster. Upstairs she could be heard yelling. “Get the pick from the shed. Hurry now!” 
 
    Jacqueline walked to the St. Andrews Cross. There were other implements of torture down here. There was a rack, a pillory, tools for scouring, crushing, maiming. 
 
    But it was the cross that was the heart of it all. 
 
    It was the cross that she feared the most. For after a person was softened up by the cross, forced to accept the torments of Gnameta, then they would be in a state of mindless terror, subject to all the other tools of pain and suffering. 
 
    But it was the cross that was important. It was the cross upon which one was tied and beaten by human hand. No contrivance, just the whistle of the whip and the scream as a person’s good sense was beaten out of them and they were rendered into virtual pudding brains.  
 
    And this action was done by their fellow man, and thus was the dream imbued. 
 
    The boy from the stool, skinny with a flapping shirt and too short pants, came down the steps. He was holding a rusty pick. 
 
    Jacqueline took the pick and strode across the dungeon. “Come, Maisie. Help me.” 
 
    Maisie followed her, and the two of them moved the cross. Jacqueline picked at the base and broke the blood rusted fastenings. They both bent shoulder and pushed, and the ancient wood scratched across the brick surface, catching in the spaces between the bricks, but able to be kept moving. 
 
    The cross aside, laid on the floor next to the pillory, Jacqueline against picked up the pick. 
 
    She had a woman’s muscles, soft and lacking in bulk. Yet she had a frantic desire whelming her giving her strength. 
 
    She raised the pick, brought it down on the bricks. The cross had left two deep marks where the fastenings had been ripped away, and between those two marks Jacqueline struck with the tip of the pick. 
 
    She lifted the tool, brought it down, CUNK! 
 
    Lifted it, ignored the weight, except to add her own to it. CUNK! 
 
    Maisie watching. The boy and the girl at the bottom of the steps, eagerness in their eyes. 
 
    Did they think Jacqueline had gone insane? Or were they possessed of the desire to rescue themselves from the dream. 
 
    CUNK! 
 
    CUNK! 
 
    CUNK! 
 
    The brick cracked. It was old, pressed into a hard substance, but… 
 
    CUNK! 
 
    Then the cracks turned to dust and a hole deepened. 
 
    Sweat poured from Jacqueline’s scalp, extruded from her armpits. 
 
    CUNK! 
 
    And a hole appeared. 
 
    Jacqueline went to her hands and knees, took out bits of brick and scooped away the dust. 
 
    She reached into the hole and felt around, and felt…a leather bag. 
 
    She gripped the thing by its drawstrings and pulled it into the light. 
 
    Maisie stood near her, staring down, her eyes gleaming. 
 
    The girl and the boy were on their feet, sidling forward/ 
 
    Jacqueline reached into the mouth of the sack and pulled. The drawstrings cracked with age and the mouth opened. 
 
    Trembling, Jacqueline reached into the sack. 
 
    She felt something smooth. And warm. And…the shape of a face. 
 
    Heat seeped up her arm, an acknowledgment from a Goddess: you have found me!  
 
    She brought Gnameta into light. 
 
    The black stone was smooth, the skull slanted, the nose slanted. One hand was on the pregnant belly. And the eyes. The eyes were holes, but from out of the holes came a whistling of nothingness that was anything but nothingness. 
 
    Pure spirit. The soul of a Goddess. The essence of creation. 
 
    Tears burst from the eyes of all present, flowed down cheeks, splattered on the floor of torment and pain. 
 
    I cannot change you back, came the thought. 
 
    Jacqueline didn’t care. To be able to hold such a miracle in her hands…she now knew what blessed Tgaro, what had driven him across the world in search of the Goddess.  
 
    Take me home. 
 
    Unable to speak, Jacqueline thought back, How? 
 
    Francis Bare. 
 
    It was a name that Jacqueline knew, but didn’t know how she knew. 
 
    I will. I will. 
 
    Yet she spoke not knowing how she would accomplish this. 
 
    “How the hell did you find her?”  
 
    Jacqueline and Maisie and the young girl and the little boy all spun. 
 
    Virginia strode across the dungeon. She was beautiful, imperious, and angry. She reached out, “Give me that back!” 
 
    NO! wailed Gnameta in Jacqueline’s mind. 
 
    “No!” yelled Jacqueline, turning her body. 
 
    She held the Goddess at arm’s length, Virginia scrabbling, trying to get past her. 
 
    “That’s mine!” 
 
    “You’re a thief!” 
 
    “Give it back!” 
 
    They moved across the floor in a bizarre dance. Virginia trying to get past Jacqueline batting at arms, pulling. 
 
    “Maisie! Help me!” 
 
    “She can’t help you!” 
 
    “I can’t help Missy! I’m dead, and I have been forbidden by the mistress how held Gnameta. 
 
    The young girl and the little boy scampered around, trying to watch and trying to stay out of the way. 
 
    The women were equally matched. Virginia was strong, but Jacqueline felt the strength of the Goddess in her body. 
 
    They tripped over the rack, fell to the floor and rolled over and over. Jacqueline held the statuette of the Goddess up, not wanting to bang it on the brick floor. 
 
    Virginia snarled and snapped like a demented cat. She scratched Jacqueline and tried to claw her eyes. 
 
    Jacqueline managed to elbow Virginia in the mouth, took out a tooth, but…her teeth would be back by the morrow. 
 
    “Get off!”Jacqueline screamed. 
 
    Virginia bit down with her teeth on Jacqueline’s shoulder. 
 
    The pain lanced through her shoulder, weakened her arm, and Jacqueline knew Virginia, who didn’t have to hold onto the Goddess. was going to win. 
 
    She screamed, “TGARO!” 
 
    Virginia reached for the statuette, was a bare inch away from touching her fingers to the thing, when a big, black hand grabbed her by the neck and lifted her back. 
 
    She struggled, held in the air by the neck, scratching and spitting and howling curses. 
 
    “Let me go! It’s mine!” 
 
    “I think not, Missy.” Tgaro answered. He was sober faced, and following the directions given him by the possessor of Gnameta. 
 
    Virginia turned, smiled, showing a gap where a tooth had once been. “Tgaro! You love me! Don’t you remember the voyage across the Atlantic? Don’t you remember how good it felt to put your penis in me?” 
 
    No expression on Tgaro’s face. He said, “You made me fuck you.” 
 
    “How about the hut? When we fucked in the hut?” 
 
    “”I didn’t know you then.” His eyes were cold and sad. 
 
    “Tgaro!” She reached down into his loin cloth and gripped his mighty shaft. “Tgaro, don’t refuse me. You love me!” 
 
    “I love Gnameta. She made me this way, she has showed me the stars.” 
 
    “But you can’t have children with her!” 
 
    “Don’t need children in paradise.” 
 
    “How can you say that?” 
 
    “We all children in paradise.” 
 
    She grabbed his balls and squeezed, hard. 
 
    He laughed. “That be Gnameta’s testicles you hold.” 
 
    She cursed and tried to bite him. “You bastard! You black bastard!” 
 
    He chuckled as she bit his wrist. 
 
    Jacqueline was on her feet now, and she sidled around Tgaro and Virginia. 
 
    “What you want me do?” Tgaro asked in his deep voice. 
 
    “Put her in the pillory.” 
 
    “She be loosed when you awake next.” 
 
    “But she’ll be behind us. And what else are we going to do?” 
 
    Tgaro nodded and walked over to the pillory. 
 
    “You fucking piece of shit! You African cunt! You bastard…” she went on with her curses, and Tgaro lifted the top plank of the pillory, put her hand in one of the holes, then lowered the plank, fit her neck in a hole, lowered again, and finally stuffed her wrist in the last hole. 
 
    Clunk. Maisie stepped over to the pillory and put a thick padlock through the loop. Tgaro and Maisie stepped back, and Maisie didn’t say anything. 
 
    Virginia was screeching, and there was no sign of beauty on her now.  
 
    Now she was a harridan, a shrew, a harpy, a hellcat. 
 
    Jacqueline turned and walked towards the steps, Gnameta in one hand, the leather bag in the other. The others in the basement followed her. 
 
    “I’ll get you for this! When I wake up I’ll kill you! I’ll shit on your rotting corpse and…” she went on and on, an endless string of invective, all the foul blasphemies of her sordid soul unleashed. 
 
    The small group entered the kitchen. 
 
    “What you want us to do, Missy?” asked Maisie, her arms around the black girl and the boy who had sat on the stool. 
 
    Jacqueline put Gnameta back in the leather sack. She didn’t want to. She wanted to cuddle the statuette in her arms, feel the spiritual heat of the Goddess. But she knew she had to. She had to keep the Goddess safe, and that meant out of sight. She was going to have to run for it. 
 
    “People come for you, Missy,” Tgaro said. 
 
    “I know. Maisie, live as if you’re alive, enjoy the dream and pray for me.” 
 
    Maisie nodded. Tears were again streaming over her round cheeks. 
 
    “Tgaro, you will come with me. You must protect me. You must protect Gnameta.” 
 
    “Where we goin’, Missy?” 
 
    “To find Francis Bare.” 
 
    “Francis Bare? I know that name, but…where he be?” 
 
    “Charleston. 
 
    “We find Francis Bare and then?” 
 
    “And then…I don’t know.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Maisie brought out two big sacks of food. Through the paper Jacqueline could feel the Mason jars, which was odd because Mason jars hadn’t been invented yet. Tgaro wanted to load the buggy with clothes, weapons, a tent, blankets for sleeping, and all sorts of things necessary for a trip across the United States. 
 
    “Forget all that stuff. Food and water and we go.” She was walking down the steps to the waiting buggy. 
 
    “But Missy, we need shelter, clothing.” 
 
    Maisie, that wily woman understood, however. “Gnameta be with you. Wherever you go is Gnameta.” As long as Jacqueline held Gnameta she would be surrounded by the dream Gnameta generated. 
 
    “Bless you, Maisie,” Jacqueline hugged the older woman. Then Jacqueline turned to Tgaro. “If Gnameta stayed here we would need that. But since we take Gnameta the dream will travel with us. Whatever we need will be provided. 
 
    “How you know this?” asked Tgaro, who should have understood, but was having trouble understanding the new rules of the dream, of the new reality. 
 
    “Gnameta tells me.” 
 
    Tgaro nodded and helped Jacqueline into the buggy. He went around to the other side and climbed up. 
 
    “Remember, Maisie. Stay here, hold on. The residual nature of the dream will sustain you until we get Gnameta home. 
 
    Maisie frowned at the word ‘Residual,’ but she said, “I stay right here.” 
 
    “And don’t get in the way of Virgina or Cindy. They can hurt you, but you can’t hurt them. Do you understand?” 
 
    “Maisie understand, Missy.” 
 
    A final farewell and Tgaro snapped the whip. the buggy lurched into motion, and they headed down the driveway for the road. 
 
    They traveled through the night, bent forward in urgency, refusing to sleep. 
 
    “I don’t want to risk waking Virginia or Cindy up when I go to sleep…or wake up. And I won’t be needing much sleep now, Gnameta will be giving me as much sleep and energy as I need.” 
 
    Tgaro huddled on the seat, snapped the whip, and kept the horses at a mad trot. 
 
    “When you think they come after us, Missy?” 
 
    “In the morning. They’ll go to sleep and wake when the sun rises. Then they’ll break out of the dungeon and come after us.” 
 
    “They not keep up with us,” Tgaro mumbled confidently. 
 
    “I wouldn’t bet on it.” 
 
    Tgaro glanced at Jacqueline. “I no bet. HYAH!” He cracked the whip and urged the horses on. 
 
    Midnight they were still running strong. Gnameta believed that the horses could run all night, and all day, too, if needed. 
 
    “Let me drive,” Jacqueline said. 
 
    “No need, Missy.” 
 
    “There’s every need. Driving will keep me awake, you being asleep won’t affect Virginia or Cindy.” 
 
    Tgaro didn’t want to, but he saw the sense in her argument. He handed her the reins, gave instruction, and was amazed when Jacqueline picked up the talent of driving a buggy instantly. 
 
    “Gnameta teaches me. She’s inside my hands, my arms, my eyes. Whatever I need, she gives me.” 
 
    Tgaro didn’t go to sleep for quite some time. He wanted to stay awake, but Jacqueline finally convinced him to close his eyes. 
 
    The moon rose, and it became easier to stay awake. They fled through the shadows of hanging branches festooned with Spanish moss. Golden light slanted through the trees and illuminated the earth. 
 
    The horses ran strong. They should have collapsed hours ago, but Gnameta kept them strong. 
 
    At last, the dawn could seen as a line over the horizon, 
 
    Tgaro had slept for two hours, leaning against the side of the buggy top. He awoke, stretched, and reached for the basket of food. 
 
    They ate on the run, hard boiled eggs and bacon. An apple for each for desert, and Tgaro took over the reins. 
 
    “How far we come?” 
 
    “I have no idea. But I think the dream is making distance shorter.” 
 
    “When you think we reach Charleston?” 
 
    “Tomorrow morning, maybe, if my estimate of distance covered jives with Gnameta’s sense of collapsing distance. 
 
    “It daylight. You go sleep, Missy.” 
 
    Jacqueline was ready for sleep. She could have kept going, but it was best to let Tgaro drive. She cuddled up against his side, leaned her head against him, and the swaying and jouncing of the buggy put her to sleep in seconds. 
 
      
 
    At the mansion Cindy opened his eyes. He knew he had been dead. He knew his neck had been broken, but sleep had repaired it. 
 
    He knew Gnameta was gone, but the residual essence of her spirit still kept the house going. 
 
    Cindy turned his head slightly and there was a loud pop in his neck. it hurt, and it sounded like a gunshot between his ears, but he was alive. 
 
    He sat up and looked around. 
 
    He was still in the dungeon, the debris of the collapsed stair railing laying around him. He moved, pushed a rail off his leg, and sat up, then he struggled out of the wreckage and stood up. 
 
    Jacqueline was long gone. Cindy knew this, could feel it. A bit of intuition had him seeing the buggy rolling into the rising sun. Jacqueline was heading for the ocean. But…why? 
 
    He started up the steps, then stopped. He looked down the  length of the basement and saw that Virginia was caught in a pillory. 
 
    Virginia. Cindy didn’t particularly like Virginia, but he was going to need help if he was going to catch Jacqueline. 
 
    Oddly, he didn’t wonder why he had to catch Jacqueline. It was just that Jacqueline was his mate. Jack was his husband when he had been a woman, and now that he was a man that made Jacqueline his wife. 
 
    And a man should be in charge of his wife. 
 
    “Wake up,” Cindy muttered, lifting the top plank of the pillory. But the pillory was too stout, and there was a large, rusty padlock through the loop connecting the planks. 
 
    “What?” Virginia opened her eyes. “Shit! Get me out of here!” 
 
    Cindy picked up the pick and held it to the lock. Four small but quick strikes and the lock came apart.  
 
    Virginia stood up, rubbed her neck, and frowned at the hole in bricks where the St. Andrew’s Cross had been. 
 
    How the fuck did she know where Gnameta was? She wondered. Then she realized that Gnameta must have spoken to Jacqueline somehow. 
 
    And Gnameta was still speaking to her. Virginia could feel murmurs in her mind, murmurs that were hundreds of miles away. 
 
    “Horses,” she snapped. “We must follow, lest the dream become too faint for me to tap into its power.” 
 
    Less than five minutes later two horses, the best horses on the mansion grounds, were saddled and ready to go. Maisie watched, and said nothing. She had her instructions, and she knew that there was no way she could stand up to her former mistress. 
 
    There was also the real possibility that Virginia would catch Jacqueline, and regain possession of Gnameta. And that meant that anybody who aided Jacqueline would suffer. 
 
    Maisie would have tried, in spite of the threat to her, but Jacqueline had told her no, and Gnameta spoke through Jacqueline. 
 
    “Get me food!” Commanded Virgina. 
 
    Maisie went to the kitchen and put a couple of sour apples in a sack, a couple of stale sandwiches, and some celery stalks. She smiled to herself, then went outside to give the bag to Virginia. 
 
    Virginia raked her horse’s side with spurs—damn horse would grow back together tomorrow—and Virginia, followed by Cindy, galloped out of the stables that had once been a garage. They rounded the house, turned up the driveway, and rode like the devil. 
 
    Above, the sun shone down, lighting up day and helping the riders along. 
 
    “Hyah! Hyah!” Virginia whipped her horse, and behind her Cindy follow her example, unlimbering her arm and cutting the flanks of her horse viciously. 
 
    Hundreds of miles ahead Jacqueline leaned against Tgaro. the jouncing of the buggy caused her to slip, and her head wound up in his lap. 
 
    Tgaro patted the girl’s hair, ignored the rising of his cock, and pushed on. 
 
      
 
    Jacqueline awoke, and found that she had stretched out and her head was resting on Tgaros lap. And his lap was  filled with a log. 
 
    “Oh, good Lord,” she grinned, pushing on it and pulling herself to a sitting position. 
 
    Tgaro laughed. “Me want to stop and fuck, but…” he shrugged. “There may be time later,” Jacqueline smiled. And if not, she would make time. 
 
    She was closely touched by Gnameta, she felt how the Goddess did love the act of sex. And even if the Goddess couldn’t partake in it herself, she enjoyed the act of humans having sex. 
 
    And there was some distress at some of the sexual acts the Goddess experienced as having been done under her influence. 
 
    A little slap and tickle was wonderful. Beating somebody until they near died, then depending on the dream to wake them up cured, night after night, was not the most pleasurable experience for the Goddess. 
 
    “Roadhouse up ahead, Missy.” 
 
    “A brief stop. Toilet and more food, let the horse’s sleep for a minute.” 
 
    “Yes, Missy.” 
 
    The roadhouse was an inn, an old inn that looked new. As they pulled up in front of it Jacqueline wondered what year they were in. The dream wasn’t particular to any epoch, and this inn looked to be of 1800, or before. 
 
    As they entered the inn her view of the customers seemed to bear her out. Most of the gentlemen who carried weapons, and that was most of them, carried flintlocks. Pistols and muskets, the flash pans were obvious. 
 
    Jacqueline didn’t know a lot about ancient fashion, but she did observe a lot of vertical, wide brimmed hats, and the women wore striped silks, and they looked like they were pre-1800. 
 
    And they were in the south. Which made everybody look at Tgaro. 
 
    She whispered to him, “Slaves were probably not allowed in an establishment like this. Best wait outside.” 
 
    “Call if you need, Missy.” Wisely, he stepped out the front door and went to tend to the horses. Tending, in this instance, meant soothing them, trying to lull them into a moment’s rest so the dream could rebuild them. 
 
    The inn was off the road, and Tgaro gave them water, whispered to them, and saw two horses sprint past. And he recognized the horses. They were from the Mansion, and they were carrying two female figures, cloaks flying behind them, whipping their horses. 
 
    He stood very still. If Jacqueline had decided to stop at the inn they would have been caught.  
 
    It must be Gnameta. Tgaro thought. She protects us. But, of course, how long could she protect? After all Virginia knew Gnameta’s tricks. She would eventually pierce the veil of illusion that Gnameta must be using. 
 
    Jacqueline came out with a large bag of food, complete with canteens. 
 
    “Bless Gnameta,” she murmured. “I didn’t pay for anything. The innkeeper just said we should take the left fork and go through the mountains.” 
 
    Tgaro told her of seeing the two horses. 
 
    Jacqueline nodded. “We’d best look for the left fork then.” 
 
    Into the buggy, a snap of the whip to wake up the horses, and they were off. 
 
    “Who be this Francis Bare?” 
 
    “I don’t know, and Gnameta can’t tell me.” 
 
    “Can’t?” he frowned. 
 
    “I think she is busy adjusting the dream, helping us to get away. When the time comes she will help us.” I hope, Jacqueline crossed her mental fingers. 
 
    They turned left at a fork. They had no map, but they had to trust what they had been told and move on. 
 
    The morning waned. The sun was hot, and they ate and drank as the buggy bounced over the ruts. Their teeth about fell out of their heads when the reached a stretch of corduroy road. 
 
    “What the hell is this,” Jacqueline held on to Tgaro’s arm lest she be thrown out of the buggy. 
 
    “Log road,” Tagor kept his mouth open so his teeth wouldn’t clack. “Called corduroy. Ground soft here, need shoring up.” 
 
    For a few minutes they held on, felt their very bones shiver, then they were past the section and climbing a serious hill. 
 
    “Gnameta is hungry,” blurted Jacqueline. 
 
    Tgaro looked at her. 
 
    “Hungry for sex.” 
 
    Tgaro grinned. “Got to feed the Goddess.” 
 
    “But we can’t stop!” 
 
    Tgaro pushed himself up briefly and pulled down his pants. His stiff rod rose up. “All aboard.” 
 
    Not just Gnameta wanted sex, but Jacqueline did. Or maybe that was Gnameta wanting Jacqueline to have sex. But, whatever, Jacqueline didn’t hesitate. She crawled under Gnameta’s raised arm, turned, and sat upon his lap. 
 
    His huge penis pushed up into her, forced her pussy wider, and she gasped with the intense pleasure. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    “Goddess,” corrected Tgaro. 
 
    “Goddess,” she nodded, and she held on. 
 
    Now she could feel every jounce of the wheel, every time the wheels slid into a rut or struck a stone. And every occurrence bounced her up and brought her down a with more force. 
 
    “I can’t…I can’t…” her eyes were rolling back in her head. 
 
    “Sure you can, Missy.” Tgaro laughed and ran one hand up to feel Jacqueline’s tits. 
 
    Jacqueline grunted and her nipple surged with heat. 
 
    Bounce, bounce, bounce. 
 
    “Hooo!” sighed Tgaro. 
 
    They rode like that for mile after mile, his cock stuffed into her cunt, his balls bouncing on the seat. 
 
    Jacqueline began to cum, and cum, and then it felt like there wasn’t anything but cum. Her orgasm stretched out, and she wondered when Tgaro would finally shoot his load. 
 
    “What?” She begged, wanting it to happen. 
 
    “Soon,” he said. “I make last long, give Gnameta lots energy. Make dream work better.” 
 
    They came to another section of corduroy road, and the bumping of the wheels over the logs made their whole bodies shiver in ecstasy, and finally Tgaro let loose. 
 
    He flooded her insides, groaned mightily, and she could feel the pulse of him. Then he collapsed. Driving the buggy all night and all day, then having a Goddess-size cum, it was too much. 
 
    He sagged, and somehow Jacqueline managed to turn, to spin on his cock. 
 
    He lay back, and she faced forward, still perched on his monster dong. 
 
    He smiled, and slept, and even in sleep he fucked her. Even as he slept she stayed on his penis, and they fed even more energy to Gnameta. 
 
    And down the road they went. 
 
      
 
    Virginia knew she had missed them. Gnameta was doing things with the dream. The dream should be one size, an oval blot on a map as Jacqueline moved. But it was changing size, changing shape, and they had apparently ridden right past the inn where Jacqueline, and Gnameta, had been. And if that wasn’t bad enough the people of the inn were hostile when they were questioned. 
 
    Well, no matter. Virginia knew where they were going now. It was easy to divine by the route they were taking. The only problem was they had to stay within the limits of the ever changing dream. They couldn’t risk just charging into Charleston by the main road and waiting, for it wasn’t just a matter of where…it was when. If they left the dream and tried to re-enter it they might get lost in the wrong time. 
 
    “Come on!” Virginia yelled. Behind her Cindy kicked her horse, and the two charged up the left fork. Over the mountains and on to Charleston. And hopefully in the right year. 
 
      
 
    Jacqueline and Tgaro arrived in Charleston. The buggy made its way down the dirt roads towards the city center. 
 
    “How we going to find them?” asked Tgaro. 
 
    Jacqueline frowned. That was a question she had no answer for. 
 
    “We should go to the town hall and ask. Maybe they have some sort of registry of citizens. Maybe—THERE!” 
 
    Tgaro stopped and Jacqueline ran from the buggy to a tree. On the tree was tacked a notice. 
 
    [image: Image] 
 
      
 
    Tgaro looked at the page with a blank expression. 
 
    “Oh, you can’t read. Look here…” Jacqueline pointed at the bill. “Francis Bare, master of the brigantine Dembia.” 
 
    Tgaro’s eyes lit up. “That be where I hear! When we come to America it was aboard the brigantine Dembia! I remember him!” 
 
    “What day is it?” 
 
    Neither knew, but a quick query of a passing citizen revealed it was Tuesday. 
 
    “Then we must go to the slave auction and find the Master Bare.” 
 
    Again, through the kind directions of citizens, they found their way to a square where slaves were sold. They were just in time, too. 
 
      
 
    The square was fronted by a large warehouse and a crowd of white men stood in front of the goings on. A few women watched from further points. 
 
    Jacqueline walked along the edges of the crowd and asked, “Master Francis Bare? Can you tell me how to find Master Bare?” 
 
    None knew, but one man offered her a ‘pretty penny’ for her own slave. 
 
    Tgaro kept a somber expression and trailed along, the dutiful negro. 
 
    Jacqueline, raised in more modern times, wanted to take the man’s cane and beat him to death with it. 
 
    “Easy, Missy,” Tgaro whispered at the fierce look in her eyes. 
 
    “And just in, brought by Master Francis Bare on the good ship Dembria, we have 94 stock in good shape and willing to…” 
 
    “There!” Jacqueline pointed at the warehouse dock. 
 
    Francis Bare was a grim man, old, with mutton chops and a curve of thick hair over his mouth. He wore a good suit and stared at the crowd as if to glare. 
 
    A few handclaps, and the bidding commenced. 
 
    Jacqueline, Tgaro moving behind her, went around the crowd and climbed up on the dock, she approached Master Bare and tugged on his sleeve. 
 
    He turned, and there was a gruffer man under the gruff exterior. 
 
    “Master Bare, I need passage to Africa.” 
 
    “Can’t help you there, young lady. Just arrived in America, and…”  
 
    Suddenly everybody turned, for two black horses with ladies on them galloped into the square. Victoria immediately saw Jacqueline on the dock. “THERE! SHE STOLE MY SLAVE!” 
 
    All eyes followed her finger to Jacqueline and Tgaro. 
 
    A cry arose, men surged forward, two bulky sailors grabbed Tgaro by the arms, and more were at hand. Handling the slave cargo of Master Bare they would be able to overpower even Tgaro. Dream or no dream, there were too many men! 
 
    Virginia cried out in victory and slid down from the saddle of her heaving horse. Cindy was right behind her. 
 
    Jacqueline looked around desperately. There was no escape! To come this far and fail…it wasn’t fair! 
 
    Virginia was helped up to the dock. She strode past the negro on the block and stopped in front of Jacqueline. 
 
    “Thought you could steal my slave, eh. And is that my good silverware in your bundle?” She pointed at the leather bag holding Gnameta. 
 
    A sailor tried to take the leather bag away, and Jacqueline held on. “No! No! Wait! You mustn’t—“ 
 
    Then all motion stopped, for two people had just stepped out of the warehouse. 
 
    “What is this ruckus?” asked…Virginia! 
 
    The crowd looked back and forth. Virginia had arrived on a horse. Yet Virginia, fresh arrived from Africa, stepped out onto the dock. And, to complicate matters further, behind the Virginia who had stepped out of the warehouse was a tall, dark shape. 
 
    Tgaro! 
 
    “What is this?” 
 
    Master Bare looked back and forth in confusion. 
 
    Tgaro, the one who had come to the slave auction with Jacqueline, raised his head and laughed a booming laugh. The other Targo looked confused. 
 
    Virginia from the horse pointed a finger at her other self, and Jacqueline suddenly knew what was happening. 
 
    The dream, all the fucking, getting extra power for Gnameta, and now Gnameta was going to use that power. 
 
    Jacqueline felt herself moving forward. Tgaro also moved. 
 
    They walked towards the Virginia in the warehouse doorway and  the Tgaro behind her. Jacqueline entered the body of the warehouse Virginia, Tgaro entered into his own body. 
 
    Once inside the bodies, the bodies walked backwards. Walked backwards through the warehouse, to the dockyard, down long plank walks, and up the gangway to the Dembia. 
 
    And Jacqueline knew the true power of Gnameta. She was making the dream go backwards. She was putting her into Virginia, and Tgaro into himself, and taking them backwards, across the Atlantic and to Africa. 
 
    And there was no way for Virginia to follow. Even had she the understanding of what Gnameta was doing, she didn’t have the power. 
 
    To the people at the slave market it was as if Jacqueline and Tgaro had simply disappeared, for there was no way the human eye could follow into The Dream. 
 
    On the Dembia, the ropes came off the cleats and returned to those sailors who had cast them. The ropes arranging themselves in neat coils about brawny arms. 
 
    The bumping of the ship against the wharf became an unbumping, and everybody moved backwards, back to positions they had held before the docking, watching the approaching harbor, and the Dembia moved backwards, into the ocean, away from Charleston. 
 
    Jacqueline, inside Virginia, walked backwards along the deck, Tgaro moving backwards in front of her, which was behind her, into a cabin. 
 
    She dressed in reverse, which was to say she undressed, and clambered back into bed with Tgaro. 
 
    His penis, small and slick with her juices, re-entered her pussy, and Jacqueline experienced the slow climb back up to the massive orgasm that Tgaro had afforded her. 
 
    She experienced the disdain Virginia held for the man who had followed a Goddess and been trapped by this beauty of a harridan. She felt the semen being sucked out of her and back into Tgaro’s massive cock. 
 
    His pumping, grunting sex filled her, and then it went out of her, and she was left with the delicious sense of lust that had impelled her to command him to fuck her. 
 
    She saw Tgaro’s attempt to avoid fucking her, in reverse, and then they were both out on the deck, moving backwards, passing the hold where the slaves cried out, and the chains clinked. 
 
    Thirty-eight men were in chains, and the thirty-ninth was beside Jacqueline in Virginia’s body, sorrowing for his brethren. 
 
    Twenty-four women were free in the hold, as were fifteen boys and sixteen girls.  
 
    Captain Bare, moving backwards, passed them, stopping long enough to take back whatever words he had given them. 
 
    They went to the stern and watched the ocean come towards them, the wake traveling backward to the ship. And Gnameta dreamed. 
 
      
 
    The journey across the ocean was an experience Jacqueline would never forget. She wouldn’t forget how several slaves bobbed up in the water, then leaped over the rail into the arms of men who had thrown them, but now seemed to welcome them. The slaves had grown sickly, and a couple of the men were dead, and they would bring no good price in Charleston. Now they were gone backwards, instead of pulled out of the hold, pushed down into the space. Chains crawled up around their ankles and they were fastened to the insides of the hull. 
 
    And the slaves grew healthier, spitting up foul fare into bowls, and the bowls returned to a big pot. 
 
    They watched slaves, sickly with infections that waned and disappeared into muscular bodies. 
 
    Diarrhea back into the rectums, moans retracted into mouths. 
 
    Then, finally, the slaves were unbuckled and walked backwards down a gang plank and to a wagon, where they were rechained. 
 
    Virginia walked backwards down the gangplank, Tgaro running backwards after her…before her…and then they were on the dock of Sierra-Leon. 
 
    The journey was over, the dream stopped reversing, and Tgaro and Jacqueline stepped out of the bodies which had brought them backwards across time and ocean, and the simply walked into Sierra-Leon. 
 
    The bodies they had occupied reversed direction and boarded the slave vessel. 
 
      
 
    They rested in a posh hotel on the outskirts of Sierra Leon, renting a room and spending a week just fucking, and replenishing Gnameta’s energy. 
 
    No more worry about Virginia, and poor Cindy…what would happen to her now? Doomed to be a man, no way out of the effects of the dream. 
 
    In the hotel a black man was regarded kindly, for this was the land of the black man. 
 
    Sure, there were always ignorant people who looked down upon the giant black man with the beautiful white woman hanging on his arm, kissing him, acting like she was the property and not he. 
 
    But neither were property. They were free people. 
 
    After a week they began the trek up the Ogun river, retracing the path Virginia had taken on her search for treasures. 
 
    They went by themselves, no bearers, not even a gun between them. 
 
    Gnameta was their defense, and she imposed her dream over reality and protected them. 
 
    They swam in the river, and the crocodiles ignored them. 
 
    They walked through a herd of elephants, even petted the baby elephants and fed her bits of fruit while the mama elephant watched, and sprayed them with a trunkful of water. 
 
    They sauntered across the Savanah, hand in hand, and the lions rolled and yawned in the shade of the trees where they stopped to rest. 
 
    Snakes held back their bites, wild animals rubbed against their legs and looked for a pet. The most vicious species on the African continent were as teddy bears in the presence of Gnameta. 
 
    They came to the slot canyon and squeezed between the high walls, and approached the village known as Gnameta. 
 
    There were still natives there, but and they celebrated the return of their Goddess. That first night back was an orgy. The few men and women of fuckable age crept from hut to hut. Tgaro was much sought after, and two women even broke into a fight over him…until he took them both into his hut and satisfied them. 
 
    Jacqueline, that rarity a white woman, entertained men all night long. None were as big as Tgaro, but all were enthusiastic in pleasing her. 
 
    And in the leather sack in which resided the Goddess Gnameta there was happiness. 
 
    She had come from a far star, where her race had evolved to the point where they did not have sex, and they brought their children, full grown, from harvesting tanks. 
 
    Now, call her atavistic, she let out her dream, and the people fed her energy through the sexual act. 
 
      
 
    In the morning Tgaro and Jacqueline climbed the cliff face, meandering back and forth along the two foot wide paths, ascending the mountain. They occasionally had to use hooks and ropes. They helped each other, and they arrived at the little clearing that opened up into a  canyon. They passed through the canyon, and it was lush and beautiful. 
 
    They entered the cave which was the home of Gnameta, and Tgaro watched as Jacqueline walked to the back of the cave, took the statuette out of the sack. 
 
    Gnameta was warm, and she was happy. From this high eyrie she could watch the world, expand her dream, and enjoy the afterlife which she had created. 
 
    Jacqueline held the Goddess for a moment, faced her, inspected her, then kissed her forehead and placed her back in the nook from which she had been taken. So long ago in the dream world, a few months in the real world. 
 
    But, dream…real…what is the difference? 
 
    Tgaro stepped up next to Jacqueline. He put his arm around her and whispered. “You cannot go back.” 
 
    “I could, but what would I go back to? A world in which I was not raised, an old world compared to my time.” 
 
    “And you cannot go back to being a man.” 
 
    “And why would I want to? Why would I want to be one of those people who corrupt dreams and inflict their pain on the world?” 
 
    They gazed at the nook, which was all in shadow. They could feel the spirit emitting from the eye holes which were nothing, which were eyes for the ancient, stellar being who was Gnameta. 
 
    “Besides, if I was able to travel back to my own time, and my own body, I would not have you. And you, Tgaro…you are my dream.” 
 
    Tgaro turned and lifted her up. He smiled, and she spread her legs and wrapped them around his waist. 
 
    And he lowered her gently onto his massive cock. 
 
    And thus the dream went on. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Yeah? Watch this!” Lennie put his hand over the candle. He lowered it, inch by inch. He began to sweat, his eyes looked a little crossed, and he jerked his hand back. “WOOO!” he yelled. “Beat that!” 
 
    Ronnie put his ‘mad dog’ face on and stuck his hand over the candle and lowered it. Slowly. He felt the heat on his hand. He imagined his skin bubbling and blistering, and he finally jerked his hand back. “WOOO!” 
 
    The two men high fived, with their unblistered hands, of course, then reached into the ice bucket for a beer, and a little relief to their scorched flesh. 
 
    On the porch, watching their two lunkheads play chicken with a candle, their wives shook their heads. 
 
    It was the weekly get together, and the two men were being their usual bonehead selves. 
 
    The sun was out, the air was clean, and the two men insisted on their weekly duels. 
 
    Who could stand the most pain. Who could drink the most beer. Who could be the biggest idiot. 
 
    “Hey, Shiela! You see that!” 
 
    Shiela was a shapely blonde with pale blue eyes. She raised a hand and waved it, and said, “Real stupid, lunkhead.” She only spoke loud enough for her friend to hear her, however. 
 
    “Hey, Della! Who kept their hand over the flame the longest!” 
 
    “It was a tie,” she shouted back, then said, “Lunkhead.” 
 
    The two men laughed, shook their hands and drank more beer. 
 
    “You know,” said Shiela, “I wish there was some way we had of breaking those two idiots of bad habits.” 
 
    “Bad habits like burning the flesh off their bones just to prove nothing.” 
 
    “Yeah, bad habits like that.” 
 
    The girls sighed, then went inside and made a couple of more wine coolers. They watched the boys through the kitchen window. They were trying to hand stands. Drunk enough that walking would be a problem, a hand each blistered, and they wanted to stand on their hands. 
 
    “Sometimes I think the good Lord gave them just enough brains so they could think they were thinking.” 
 
    “No. Not that much.” 
 
    The girls chuckled. 
 
    “I’m serious, though. Every week they do stupid things. Little boys trying to be men. I wish we could get them to stop their foolishness. One of these days they’re going to get hurt.” 
 
    Della sipped her wine cooler, bit her full lip—she was an auburn beauty with green eyes and rather large breasts. 
 
    “Why don’t we set up a series of challenges. If they lose…we win. And they have to stop with the stupid ‘who’s tougher’ stuff.” 
 
    “That’s not a bad idea. You have anything specific in mind.” 
 
    Della grinned, showed her white teeth and a robust sense of humor. “Well, I do. There’s something I’ve been wanting to do with Ronnie ever since we were married.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “Yeah. Have you ever asked Lennie to buy you pads, or Tampons at a store?” 
 
    Shiela laughed. “Are you kidding? I ask him to do that and he sulks and throws fits. It’s like he thinks if he buys something like that everybody is going to think he’s gay. Are you thinking of having them go buy Tampons?” 
 
    “Sort of.” 
 
    “Sort of? Talk on, girlfriend. I feel like a little fiendish delight this afternoon.” 
 
    Della turned to Shiela and began laying out a plan. As she talked Shiela began grinning wider and wider. And when she was done Shiela was convinced. 
 
    “And the cool thing is that they’ll do all the challenges just to prove that they’re real men.” 
 
    Both girls laughed, then they sauntered out to the patio and headed for their husbands. 
 
     
 
    “Hey, girls, have a seat!” Ronnie swayed in his chair. He was a six pack to the wind, which wasn’t bad for the girl’s purposes. They wanted the men to be drunk enough to accept the challenge, but not so drunk they couldn’t remember it the next day. 
 
    “Yeah, sit here, baby,” Lennie pushed a couple of the lawn chairs around so the girls could sit. 
 
    Ronnie and Lennie could have been brothers. They were slender, had oval faces, and wore their hair long. 
 
    Manly long, though. None of that sissy stuff like pony tails and a girly style. 
 
    “Well, boys,” Shiela started the challenge, “We’re pretty impressed with you, but, honestly, we don’t know how to tell which of you is the toughest.” 
 
    “Hell, that’s easy. It’s me,” spouted Lennie. 
 
    “Pay no attention to my ignoramus friend. I’m the tough guy here.” 
 
    “But it’s hard to tell. Each week you have these challenges, and sometimes Ronnie wins…” 
 
    Ronnie puffed his chest. 
 
    “…and sometimes Lennie wins.” 
 
    Ronnie frowned and deflated his chest while Lennie puffed out his. 
 
    “I mean, how’s a girl to tell who is really the toughest stud on the block.” 
 
    “Well, it should be pretty obvious who’s toughest…” 
 
    “Yeah,” chimed in Lennie. It should be plain as the face on your nose. Nose on your face. You know what I mean.” 
 
    Della frowned. “If there was only some way to really settle this, for all time. I mean, even if it’s Ronnie and not you, honey,” she leaned forward and spoke to her husband. “I’m okay with that.” 
 
    Lennie’s mouth opened and lines appeared above his eyes. That his wife could say something like that…. 
 
    “And I’m fine with Lennie being tougher than you,” Shiela said to Ronnie, “Not that I think he is, but even if he is…whoever is…we’d just like to get the matter settled.” 
 
    The men were fairly cornered. Their manhood had been questioned, and they had to prove to their wives that they were the toughest. 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “How we gonna settle this?” 
 
    The men sort of bristled at each other. The game had suddenly turned a corner and become serious. 
 
    “Well, gosh, I don’t know,” Shiela said, looked concerned. 
 
    “That is a tough one,” agreed Della. “I mean, it’s got to be a fair challenge.” 
 
    “And it’s got to have consequences. After all, we don’t want you boys chickening out just because it gets a little tough.” 
 
    “Ain’t nothing too tough for me!” Ronnie thumped his chest. 
 
    “Anything this guy can do I can do twice as tough!” He burped. 
 
    “Can’t…” 
 
    “Can…” 
 
    “Hold up, guys,” Della interrupted them before they got violent. “I can see you’re pretty serious about this, but…well, how about we make a pot.” 
 
    “A pot? Sure.” I’d like some pot.” 
 
    “Not that kind of pot, stupid.” 
 
    “No name calling honey,” Shiela admonished Ronnie. 
 
    “Oh, uh…yeah. Sorry Lennie. I got carried away.” 
 
    “No prob, bro.” 
 
    “The kind of pot I mean is like…you win something.” 
 
    “Or lose something, if you’re the loser.” 
 
    “We ain’t no loser.” Lennie hiccuped. 
 
    “We know that, honey. But what if you boys put a couple of hundred dollars in the pot every week. Winner takes all.” 
 
    The boys looked at each and shrugged. They each owned their own company, and money was no big deal for them. 
 
    The girls, however, wanted a bit more enthusiasm. They glanced at each other, and Shiela blurted, “I’m so sure Ronnie is the toughest man around…I’ll bet my pussy on it.” 
 
    Everybody stared at her. She started to turn red, then bluffed it through. 
 
    “I mean it. The winner gets to fuck me.” 
 
    Della jumped in quickly to save her girlfriend. “And me.” 
 
    “That’s right. Us. Winner takes all.” 
 
    Ronnie and Lennie stared at their wives. 
 
    Both women were knock outs. Good looking babes with good looking tits and good looking asses. 
 
    Sure, the men were friends, and they wouldn’t think of making a pass at the others wife. But…this was different. 
 
    “Well, uh…if you—“ 
 
    “Chicken.” 
 
    The set of jaw, the whites of their eyes. 
 
    “Not.” 
 
    “Are! 
 
    “NOT!” 
 
    “Boys! Boys!” The girls jumped in between their men. “It’s okay.” 
 
    “Okay, honey, if you’re willing to share me with Della, then you got a bet.” 
 
    “And that goes double for us!” stated Lennie. 
 
    It was a little more tense than the girls had anticipated, but that was okay. 
 
    “All right,” said Shiela. “If Ronnie is toughest then he gets both me and Della in the same bed. No clothes. And he can fuck us every which way but loose.” 
 
    “And if I’m the toughest…” 
 
    “Then both Shiela and I will take you to bed. We’ll fuck you until your dick howls and runs into the night.” 
 
    Ronnie thought that was funny. “Ha! His dick is going to run away.” 
 
    “Is not!” 
 
    “Is so!” 
 
    And the argument would have escalated, except that Della butted in with, “And if you guys fight then you won’t get any sex for a year.” 
 
    “Yeah. We’ll lock you up in one of those chastity thingies. Where your cock is locked up and can’t even get hard.” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    The men gulped, then nodded. 
 
    “Okay. We won’t fight, even if I fuck Della.” 
 
    “Or I fuck Shiela.” Lennie glared. 
 
    “And if you chicken out then Della and I get the pot. 
 
    They haggled over details for a while, and it was agreed that neither man would get sex until the end of the contest, at which time one of them would get both women, the pot and the loser got nothing. They had to save it up so the winner could take on both women at the same time. 
 
    Furthermore, each man would put five hundred dollars a challenge into the pot. 
 
    And, lastly, the loser would have no sex for a month after the contest. This last one was actually the boy’s idea. It was so they could ‘rub it in.’ 
 
     “So now that we have the rules in order, we have to figure out what you boys have to do to prove how tough you are.” 
 
    Both men looked intently at her. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    They made their acknowledgements as if with one voice. 
 
    “Okay. Give us one week to think of a challenge.” 
 
    “Well, I’m thinking of one thing right now…” 
 
    They all looked at Della. 
 
    “I need some Tampons.” 
 
    The men growled and nodded their heads and said they could do that. And the girls exulted in their hearts and gave each other significant looks. 
 
    And the game was on. 
 
      
 
    On the way home Lennie stopped at an all night market and marched boldly into the store, selected some tampons, paid for them, red face and all, and went back to the car. 
 
    Della kept a straight face when she said, “Sorry, honey, These are the wrong ones.” 
 
    Abashed, mortified, and determined, Lennie marched back into the store, explained to the cashier how he had grabbed the wrong product, and his face was super red now. And it got even redder when the cashier, a pretty young thing, looked at him. 
 
    “Back in the car he mumbled. “Stupid bitch! What does she think, I’m going to be sticking one of these things up my ass?” 
 
    Della blinked. What a delicious idea. But first they had to wind the boys up. 
 
      
 
    Ronnie, as soon as Lennie had left, hoped into the car and headed for the all night store. He saw their car, drove around the block several times, and finally pulled into the same slot Lennie had been parked in. 
 
    He marched into the store, went to the tampon section and selected a box. 
 
    “Are you sure you don’t want the other brand?” The counter girl smiled at him, and his face, already red, turned tomato. 
 
    “Uh, I’m, not sure. I mean…I’m buying these for my wife.” 
 
    “Oh, sure.” Did the girl snicker? “But all the men are getting the other brand these days.” 
 
    This terribly confused Ronnie. Why would men be buying tampons? Btu he allowed himself to be changed to the other product, and he tripped and almost fell when he left the store. 
 
    The young girl behind the cash register just shook her head. Men. Hunh!  
 
      
 
    The week passed slowly, and it passed fast. 
 
    Slow because the men were a little apprehensive about what the challenge would be. Fast because suddenly it was Saturday afternoon and it was Ronnie and Shiela’s turn to head for to Lennie and Della’s. 
 
    At first nothing was said. They drank a bit of beer, and the women drank their wine coolers, and finally the men had a small ‘get tough’ bet and went to bourbon and Coke. Which was fine with the girls. They wanted the men in a conducive frame of mind. 
 
    “All right, boys, let’s talk about the first challenge.” 
 
    Ronnie and Lennie had been watching a football game, talking about which player was the toughest, and they strolled into the dining room. 
 
    “Okay, first things first. Money.” 
 
    Looking dourly at each other, they both reached into their pockets and took out five, crisp one hundred dollar bills. 
 
    “Okay. The week’s entry fee being paid, we have your first challenge ready.” 
 
    “All right,” muttered Ronnie. 
 
    “What is it?” asked Lennie. 
 
    The girls each reached into their purses and pulled out little packets. 
 
    “You have to wear these.” 
 
    Ronnie blinked. 
 
    Lennie’s mouth opened. 
 
    “But…but that’s underwear!
“Those are panties!” 
 
    Shiela smiled, “Are you man enough to wear them?” 
 
    “But they don’t have a pouch! We’ll be hanging out the sides!” 
 
    “How do you know that?” Della asked. “Have you been wearing my panties?” 
 
    “No! No! I just…you can see how skinny the area where the package goes is.” 
 
    But his face was redder than a freshly painted fire engine. 
 
    Ronnie snickered. 
 
    “Shut up!” Lennie snapped. 
 
    “No fighting, boys, or it’s chastity for a year.” 
 
    Lennie gulped, then nodded. “Okay.” 
 
    The girls handed the men the little packages of panties, and the men stared at the bright colors. 
 
    “I don’t want to wear red panties.” 
 
    “You’ll wear these panties There’s seven panties in each package, so you’ll wear one a day until I wash on the seventh day.” 
 
    “But these are so…so sissy!” 
 
    “Well, if you don’t want to wear the red you don’t have to.” 
 
    Lennie grinned. 
 
    “You can just do the laundry on the sixth day.” 
 
    His face fell. 
 
    “Okay, boys. Off with your clothes and let’s see how those new panties look.” 
 
    “Now?” 
 
    “Of course now. We have to make sure they fit, right?” 
 
    “But everybody will see,” Ronnie whispered to Shiela. 
 
    “Everybody’s going to be wearing panties. So what?” 
 
    “Yeah, but…” 
 
    “But shut. Off with the clothes, all of them. We want to see how you boys look.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Shiela didn’t plan on this, she didn’t figure it would be that much of a problem, but she was prepared. 
 
    “Okay. The boys quit, we get a thousand dollars and they have to wear chastity tubes for a year.” 
 
    “What? No!” 
 
    Della looked at Lennie.  
 
    Ronnie is the one who quit, so I should get my money back and he has to wear that chastity thing!” 
 
    “Nope. It’s the first week. We haven’t even really started, so if one quits then the contest never got started and you’ll be in chastity, too.” 
 
    There was a long silence then while the boys glared and the girls held their ground. Then Della put the icing on the cake. “I’m going to have to buy a dildo.” 
 
    “What?” Lennie’s voice squeaked.  
 
    “Just because you won’t be able to fuck me doesn’t mean that I shouldn’t get myself off.” 
 
    Ronnie started taking his clothes off. 
 
    Lennie stared at him. “What are you doing.” 
 
    “Winning the contest.” 
 
    Lennie blustered, he even threatened, but, in the end, he took his pants off. 
 
    “Everything,” snapped Della. 
 
    “Why?” He was trying to pull his tee shirt down to cover his package. 
 
    “We need to see the fit, and that mans we have to see how the panties look on your whole body.” 
 
    Grumbling, muttering, pissed off, Lennie took off his shoes and shirt. 
 
    Ronnie frowned. He wanted a quick win out of this. Now it looked like he wouldn’t get that. 
 
    The girls handed them their panties. As the boys stepped into the panties Shiela commented, “Which one of them has the bigger dick?” 
 
    Della answered: “Lennie does.” 
 
    Shiela: “That’s because he’s getting an erection.” 
 
    Ronnie snapped his head around, then grinned. 
 
    “Lennie’s getting a boner from wearing panties.” 
 
    Lennie jerked his pants up and tried to cover himself, but his erection showed right through the panties. 
“Am not!” 
 
    “Am.” 
 
    Della stepped forward and grabbed Ronnie’s crotch. 
 
    Ronnie gasped.  
 
    “Now you’ll both have erections.” 
 
    “Hands off!” he squeaked, as he started to grow. 
 
    Shiela was laughing, and Della grinned as she let go and Ronnie’s penis blew up. 
 
    Both men reached for their clothes. 
 
    “Hold it!” 
 
    Both men froze and stared at Della. 
 
    “We need to see you. Stand at attention, then turn slowly.” 
 
    Their faces were redder than a seven day spanking, but they did as commanded. 
 
    “Looks like both the boys are excited by being in panties,” observed Shiela. 
 
    “I’ll say. It’s sort of cute, though.” 
 
    “Yes. I’ve always liked a man with a boner They are so much more fun than a man without a boner.” 
 
    “Can we get dressed?” Lennie begged. 
 
    “Oh, sure. But don’t lose the big dick.” 
 
    “That’s right. And we’ll be checking to make sure it’s hard.” 
 
    “Checking to make sure we’re erect?” 
 
    “Of course. We have to make sure your head is really into this competition.” 
 
    The boys looked at each other. If there was any moment that they would have quit this was it. But it was already too late. 
 
      
 
    The week passed. And it was a slow week, and a fast one. 
 
    It was slow because the boys had to adjust their dicks and balls every few minutes. They had to constantly adjust themselves when they sat down, when they drove a car, when they played pool or rode a bicycle or anything. 
 
    It was fast, because before they knew it it was Saturday and Lennie and Della were on the way over to Ronnie and Shiela’s. 
 
      
 
    This week the boys didn’t waste any time on beer, they went right to the bourbon and Coke. They laughed and they joked, but their faces had a bit of strain in them. 
 
    Finally, “Hey, boys! Time to meet the challenge!” 
 
    Ronnie and Lennie sashayed into the house, trying to look all brave and manly. But it was hard to look that way when one is wearing girly underwear. It was about to get worse, however. 
 
    “Okay, fellas, pay up or have a small weenie.” 
 
    The girls giggled, but the boys just reached into their pockets and took out five hundred each. The pot was up to two thousand, and it was only the second week. 
 
    The girls held out small bags, and the boys drew out…brassieres! 
 
    Ronnie and Lennie stared at the articles of women’s wear. 
 
    “Off with the clothes, honey,” said Della. “Bras are tough to size right, and we want to see how you look with both bra and panties on.” 
 
    Without speaking, the men took off their clothes. 
 
    Lennie was hard. He stood there stoically as the girls looked at him and nodded. 
 
    “I think Lennie should get some kind of bonus for being erect.” 
 
    “What?” Ronnie squeaked. “Why?” 
 
    “A hard man is good to find,” smiled Della indulgently. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Honey, I’m a little embarrassed. That you don’t have an erection…it’s…it’s…I’m embarrassed for you.” 
 
    Ronnie, once again redder than red paint, reached down and began playing with himself. 
 
    But nothing happened. 
 
    Shiela looked at Della. “Can you believe it? He can’t he even get hard. 
 
    “He’s falling behind in the toughness contest.” 
 
    “Would you mind helping him out?” 
 
    “Not all all.” 
 
    Lennie, who had been crowing inside, sudden grew ashen. Della leaned forward and grabbed Ronnie’s package. 
 
    “Honestly, Ronnie. I expect you to come prepared next time. You should be able to present yourself with a massive boner on command. What kind of a man are you?” 
 
    Lennie, jealous, upset, yet caught by the rules of the contest, merely and hoarsely whispered. “Yeah, what kind of a man are you?” 
 
    Ronnie stiffened up, but he was so embarrassed. He looked at Lennie and shrugged. 
 
    The girls helped them adjust their bras, and Shiela smiled and patted Ronnie’s ass. Della kissed Lennie a quick one, and they stood back. 
 
    “Well, what’s wrong with this picture?” 
 
    “Their colors don’t match.” 
 
    Lennie protested, “But you bought everything!” 
 
    “Then you’d better go buy your own pantie and bra sets.” 
 
    The boys looked at each other and were ashen. Matching panties and bras? 
 
    “And don’t get all the same color. We want the same range of colors, but matching sets. 
 
    That was a hard week for the boys. It wasn’t hard wearing the stuff, even though people did notice the shoulder straps, it was tough because they were supposed to go into the women’s section, pretend they were buying for their wives, and select 7 different matching sets of bras and panties. 
 
    On Tuesday Ronnie called Lennie. It was the first bit of camaraderie they had showed since the beginning of the contest. 
 
    “You bought anything yet?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Me neither. What are we going to do?” 
 
    “I don’t know. We’ve been trapped.” 
 
    Which was true, and they were starting to realize it, then Lennie had an idea. “Can we order this stuff off Amazon?” 
 
    A quick jaunt to the computer and they found that they could, and it was some kind of relief when they found this out. 
 
    Interestingly, they had solved their problem by using the very feminine idea of ‘getting together for coffee,’ without the coffee. 
 
    They promised to stay in touch and beat this thing, then hung up and started ordering clothes off Amazon. 
 
      
 
    “Wow!” Look at Ronnie! He’s beautiful.” 
 
    Now Ronnie blushed, but it wasn’t the mortifying embarrassment of humiliation, it was getting an actual compliment. 
 
    “And Lennie. I love the lace on your cups!” 
 
    Lennie blushed, and he mumbled, “It was on sale.” 
 
    The girls laughed, and they poured extra strong drinks for the men as reward. And they sat close to their hubbies and rubbed their panties. 
 
    The men just sat there in their bra and panties and drank, and they were quickly feeling pretty good.  
 
    “This week it’s nylons. You can give up your stupid, old socks and make your legs look beautiful.” 
 
    “Beautiful legs,” murmured Ronnie, embarrassed, but starting to think. 
 
    “And the boy with the best legs gets a special treat.” 
 
    Della had no idea what that treat was going to be, but the boys perked up. And they each had severe boners, and were horny, and…and they hadn’t been getting any. “Do we get to fuck?” 
 
    “No, honey,” Shiela said sadly. “But we’ll figure something out to rock your world.” 
 
    “But we want to cum,” whined Lennie. 
 
    “Now, Lennie,” murmured Della kindly, “Learn how to be a man.” 
 
    Which statement caused Lennie a bit of confusion. After all a man usually fucked, and now he was being told that it was more manly not to fuck. He shook his head and tried to sort out the mess in his mind. 
 
    So they sat for another hour, and the boys got drunk, and even felt a little prideful, looking so ‘beautiful’ in their panties and bras. 
 
    When they left Shiela whispered to Ronnie, in a voice that could barely be heard, “You should really figure out how to fill your cups.” 
 
    Which statement caused Ronnie to think, and Lennie to become determined. He wanted to be the first to fill his bra. 
 
      
 
    The next week showed how resourceful the boys were in wanting to win the contest. They weren’t as embarrassed by wearing women’s underthings under their clothes.  
 
    Both men ordered breast forms from Amazon, but only Lennie shaved his legs. Thus, when they stripped down at the weekly gathering the girls gushed all over him. 
 
    “Look how soft his skin is!” 
 
    “And see how he shaved everything? Even his asshole is free from those ugly, little hairs. 
 
    Ronnie seethed, and was determined to Nair himself the following week. No way he was going to let his buddy out tough him. 
 
    “Well, I really think Lennie deserves a special reward.” 
 
    Lennie smiled ear to ear, and Ronnie groaned. 
 
    “But what kind of reward? I mean, we can’t give him sex. So…” 
 
    “How about a full body rub. We’ll use skin conditioner and give him a really good, full body rub.” 
 
    Shiela agreed, then turned to Ronnie. 
 
    “Ronnie. You disappoint me.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, but…are you really going to…going to rub his body? His whole body?” 
 
    “Of course, dear. And you have to watch. Then you’ll understand what you need to do to get your own rewards.” 
 
    “I don’t want to watch.” 
 
    “But you have to.” 
 
    “I won’t. And it’s not part of the challenge, so you can’t make me.” 
 
    The girls frowned, then Della said, “We have a pair of handcuffs. how about if we handcuff you to a chair.” 
 
    “But I’d still have to watch.” 
 
    “Not if we blindfold you.” 
 
    Ronnie gulped, then nodded. 
 
    Della ran for the hand cuffs. She returned with four pair. 
 
    “Why do you have so many handcuffs?”  
 
    Della blushed a little. “Oh, you know.” 
 
    Ronnie didn’t know, but he could guess, and it made his cock all the harder. 
 
    Della quickly cuffed his arms to the arms of a dining room chair, and his ankles to the legs. She brought out a black hood, smiled at Ronnie, who had the most delicious expression of helplessness on his face, and pulled it over his head. 
 
    “Okay, Lennie. Get the cushions from the couch and put them on the table, then lie on them.” 
 
    Lennie got the cushions, put them on the table, then asked, “Should I be wearing everything?” 
 
    “Of course not, silly. All clothes off.” 
 
    Ronnie groaned under the hood. 
 
    Lennie climbed up and lay on his back. 
 
    “Ha! Mr. Horn Dog wants his weenie handled.” 
 
    “I’ll do that, but don’t you dare cum, Lennie.” 
 
    “Of course not,” he stated, intending to squirt his brains out as fast as he could. It had been weeks, he had never gone that long without a cum, and he really needed one. 
 
    The girls set to work. They rubbed and massaged. They dug their fingers in. They stroked his cock lovingly, and stopped right before he could cum. 
 
    Ronnie listened, and he groaned. Every sound that Lennie made was a dagger in his heart. 
 
    He wanted that massage! He wanted them to rub that conditioner stuff into his pores. He wanted, and his cock grew harder than a hard stone. 
 
    “Look at who’s getting off on this,” murmured Della, pointing at Ronnie’s cock.” 
 
    Shiela chuckled. She went over and gave Ronnie a stroke. “It must be so tough.” 
 
    Ronnie mumbled under the hood, willing semen to come out of his penis, but…it was hopeless. 
 
    The girls fondled Lennie’s balls and talked about how big and full they felt. 
 
    “Maybe we should make taking a kick to the balls part of the tough guy contest.” 
 
    “Maybe. It sure would be fun.” 
 
    “Oh, no!” Lennie cried out. 
 
    The girls laughed, and when Lennie started to squirt Della grabbed the base of his cock and squeezed. Nothing came out but groans and cries of frustration. 
 
    Ronnie was sobbing under the hood by the time the girls finished with Lennie. 
 
    Lennie climbed down off the dining table, about as strong as a bowl of mush. His legs wobbled as he took the cushions back to the couch. His cock was dripping a long strand of semen, and the girls had to tell him to catch his semen before it ,messed up the floor. 
 
    Then they undid the handcuffs. 
 
    Ronnie, too, was weak. He had held his limbs rigid the whole time, unable to relax to the sounds of his friend being pleasured. 
 
    “Now dry your tears, dear,” Shiela said, patting his cheek. “Get creative, go the extra mile, like Lennie does, and you can be the one on the table.” 
 
    Ronnie just sobbed and sat. He would have looked like a broken man, except for the fact that his cock was straining, purple, seeping pre-cum like a leaky faucet. 
 
    The girls gave the boys a plentiful helping of bourbon and Coke. More bourbon and less Coke, and discussed how the challenge was going. 
 
    “The boys are both looking pretty tough,” observed Della. 
 
    “I know. It makes it so hard to judge them.” 
 
    The boys, both wearing their bra and panties and nylons, hunkered over their drinks. Occasionally they eyed each other, measured each other, wondered what they could do to outdo the other. 
 
    “I mean, there’s got to be something so crazy, so wild, that it would sway the contest in one or the others favor.” 
 
    “Like if they had real boobs or something.” 
 
    Della nodded. “Or something. 
 
    Real boobs. The phrase stuck in the boy’s minds. Real boobs. how the hell does a man get real boobs? 
 
    “Okay, real boobs aside,” stated Shiela, “This weeks challenge…” 
 
    The boys looked at her anxiously. 
 
    “Paint your nails.” 
 
    Aghast, but somehow not scared, they had already gone through a lot of fear and were more determined than ever to win the contest, Ronnie and Lennie looked at each other. 
 
    Painted nails, eh? 
 
    Okay. 
 
    And the party went on, and by the time it was over both Ronnie and Lennie were plastered, and while they didn’t talk tough, they were thinking tough. And both of them were obsessing on the same thing. 
 
    Real boobs!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    The week passed, and it didn’t pass slow, nor fast. It just passed. For now the boys weren’t thinking about being embarrassed. Now they weren’t so scared of looking feminine; they were actually trying to figure out how to be more feminine. A major corner in their minds had been turned. 
 
    During the week Shiela and Della talked on the phone, and on Wednesday they met for lunch. 
 
    They talked about Ronnie and Lennie, they made plans, and they gloated. The pot was several thousand dollars, and it looked like it was going to keep on growing. 
 
    And they talked about what they were going to do with the money, maybe go on a long cruise, without the boys. Heh heh. 
 
    And during the week Lennie went to a beauty parlor and had his nails done. All his nails. His toes looked cute. His fingernails stretched out an extra half inch, and they were bright red. 
 
    Damn! He was going to win! 
 
    Except that Ronnie had gone to a beauty parlor, too. And he had done one better. Real better. 
 
     
 
    The weekend arrived and it was Lennie and Della’s turn to drive over to their friend’s house. 
 
    They parked the car in the driveway and sauntered up the driveway.  
 
    Lennie was wearing shorts, to show off his slender, shiny legs. He was wearing a thin boy beater to show off his bra. A white boy beater, and his black bra shown right through the material. 
 
    And, of course, he had shiny, red fingernails. Fingernails which he touched his face with, intending to blow Ronnie out of the water. 
 
    Dela was wearing a short dress which showed her cleavage. As the challenge went on she found herself in the peculiar position of having to vie with her husband in the looks department. 
 
    But that was okay. The pot was up, the boys were under their thumbs, and they were having fun. 
 
    As they approached the front door it swung back to reveal Ronnie, and Della stopped in shock, totally unprepared and flabbergasted. 
 
    Just Ronnie, but more than Ronnie. A lot more. 
 
    Ronnie was wearing culottes, which were sort of a combination of shorts and a dress. His legs swooped down to his feet, which were encased in patent leather, open toed Mary Janes. The Mary Janes had a slight heel, just an inch, and the open front revealed Ronnie’s pretty, red nails. 
 
    His fingernails were as long and as brilliantly red as Lennie’s. 
 
    And he was wearing a white, feminine blouse, buttons on the wrong side, and his black bra could be seen through the thin material. 
 
    But that wasn’t what stopped Lennie and Della and dropped their jaws. 
 
    Ronnie had tits. 
 
    Real tits. Real boobs. There was no mistaking it. Through the sheer material of the blouse, and over the lip of the half bra, Ronnie’s flesh bulged. 
 
    “Hi, kids,” he smirked. 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “How…” 
 
    “Come on in and I’ll answer all your questions.” 
 
    He led the way out to the patio where Shiela had drinks ready. 
 
    Lennie and Della, staring with bulging eyeballs, picked up their drinks and quaffed them. Della’s was a wine cooler, no big deal. But Lennie’s was all bourbon with a spit of Coke. 
 
    “What…how…” Lennie gasped. He hardly noticed the burn of the liquor. 
 
    “Have a seat, and…oh, by the way, I think I’ve won special considerations this week.” 
 
    “Good Lord, yes,” muttered Della. She couldn’t take her eyes off of Ronnie’s boobs. 
 
    She wasn’t a Lesbian, but the sight of him standing there, big, fat boobs hanging over the lip of his half bra, she suddenly wanted him. She felt a burning in her loins, and was afraid her moisture would turn to steam. 
 
    “Easy, girlfriend,” laughed Shiela. “I know what you’re feeling. When I first saw him…oh, Lord. I ran to the bathroom and did myself proud.” 
 
    “But how?” 
 
    “They’re called vacation boobs,” explained Ronnie. “One of my golf buddies is a doctor, and he owed me a favor. They’ll last a couple of months.” 
 
    “You’re talking about Jack Hawkins,” blurted Lennie. 
 
    “I am. So yesterday morning…” Ronnie spread his arms wide so they could all see his feminine mountains. 
 
    “Della, did you bring the handcuffs?” 
 
    “I did,” Della stared at Ronnie. 
 
    “Then maybe we should give Ronnie his reward before our pussies break the dam and we have a flood.” 
 
    Lennie didn’t want to be handcuffed, but the girls insisted. They cuffed him, but on the hood, and turned to Ronnie. 
 
    “Okay, lover,” whispered Shiela throatily, “Get some cushions on the table and make yourself comfortable.” 
 
    In a minute Ronnie was lying on his back, his big cock pointing at the stars, looking purple and ready to blast off. 
 
    The girls rubbed his flesh gently. They caressed his groin as if with feathers, and handled his balls like they were fine crystal. 
 
    Ronnie felt how full he was. “Be careful. Don’t pop my balls.” 
 
    “Don’t you worry, lover.” 
 
    Lennie listened from under the hood. His ears burned and his cock was sticking out and ready to pop. If the girls had given him the rub he would have popped. He knew that. He was so close he was afraid to even wash his cock in the shower. 
 
    The girls pressed their soft hands into Ronnie’s flesh. The ran down his legs, worked their fingers into his crotch. 
 
    Della stroked his cock, keeping a firm grip on the base so there wouldn’t be any accidents. 
 
    Ronnie moved his hips up and down and made grunting noises. 
 
    “God, I think it might be bigger than Lennie’s.” 
 
    Lennie, of course, just about died. He had gone to so much trouble, and then to be beaten so easily. It wasn’t fair. 
 
    For an hour the girls kept Ronnie in paradise, kept his cock oozing, but not cumming, then the rub was over. They unlocked Lennie and they all went out to the patio. 
 
    Ronnie didn’t bother getting dressed. He just sipped brown liquor and smiled. 
 
    Yes, he hurt. His balls were a deep blue, almost purple, and his cock dripped constantly. 
 
    “You know,” observed Della, “We’ve got a problem.” 
 
    The boys looked at her. 
 
    “They can’t take much more of this.” 
 
    “I can take more,” Lennie blurted. 
 
    “I can take a lot more,” and Ronnie thumped his chest to emphasize, then held his hand away gingerly. He didn’t want to hurt his boobs.  
 
    “Right,” Della looked at Lennie. “I caught you in the shower last night.” 
 
    “I didn’t do anything!” 
 
    “But you would have if I hadn’t come in.” 
 
    Shiela said, “And look at Ronnie’s cock. Tell me that isn’t ready for an accident.” 
 
    “It’s not!” objected Ronnie. 
 
    But the girls were adamant. And they had a solution. 
 
    “Boys, we’ve talked about this for weeks, and we knew this was going to have to happen, but we’ve bought you chastity devices.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    Their voices were high pitched, and an extra bit of white flipped off of Ronnie’s penis. 
 
    “I’m not going to wear a chastity thing!” 
 
    Della leaned forward, put her forehead to Lennie’s, put her hand on his cock, and said, “Now, honey. You know this is for your own good. This is to make sure you don’t cum and accidentally lose the challenge.” 
 
    Shiela had her hands on Ronnie’s boobs and was gently feeling them. “She’s right, honey. If you squirt your load you’ll lose. After all this work. Do you want to be tough or not?” 
 
    Della: “This is the easiest way to make sure.” 
 
    Lennie wailed, “First you want us to be big dicks to prove we’re the toughest men, now you want to make us small dicks!” 
 
    “You know that’s not it,” soothed Della. “We just have to make sure. Are you tough enough to lock up your cock? Can you suffer like a man? Can you do this for me?” 
 
    Shiela whispered to Ronnie, “If you do this for me…you know you’re the toughest…take this step…prove how tough you are.” 
 
    It took a while. It was a tough thing for a real man to lock up his cock, even if it was for the right reasons, but the boys finally agreed. 
 
    Of course they were looking at each other, judging each other for the fact of imprisonment for their favorite body parts,  
 
    But they agreed. 
 
    “Okay, the real problem,” muttered Shiela. “How are we going to get these donkey dicks into their new homes?” 
 
    “Ice,” stated Della. 
 
    Ronnie nodded. “It’s the only way.” 
 
    The boys objected, but…there really was no other way. Their dicks were harder than both the rock and the hard place. They were going to have to do this. Besides, as Ronnie so artfully stated, freezing your cock was really a way to prove you were tough. 
 
    So the girls went to the kitchen and returned with a big bowl of ice. 
 
    Oh, the screams, the shouts, the imprecations, as the boys suffered their shrinkage. But, at last it was done. Their cocks were small and the girls quickly locked the cages and put the keys on the little gold necklaces they each wore. 
 
    The men looked at keys nestling between the bronze mountains of their wive’s boobs, and it was all they could do to not sob in helpless frustration. 
 
    Shiela and Della, of course, smiled, and were quite happy. They had money in the bank, their men were horny to the point of bursting, and the game was really cranking up. 
 
      
 
    THREE MONTHS LATER… 
 
    The two couples, which looked like four women but were actually two men and two women, went out to lunch. 
 
    They headed out to the Country Club Grill for a quick bite. They sat at a table on the patio and watched duffers swing their mashies and niblicks and send little, white spheres all over the place. 
 
    They ordered grilled fish with Red Goat fish sauce, and a side of asparagus spears. 
 
    They sipped their wine coolers and enjoyed the quiet breeze. 
 
    Shiela and Della were wearing shorts with armless tee shirts. Della’s shirt had a sprinkling of little fake diamonds in a swirling pattern across the front. Shiela was wearing a plain, yellow polo shirt. Unbuttoned, of course. 
 
    Ronnie was wearing a sleek, purple dress, very waist hugging—and he had been dieting enough to deserve it—which showed off his large breasts. He had had them done twice now, as the skin stretched he was able to get bigger, and he was now better than a double D. He wore high spikes with straps, and his long, red toe nails glistened in the sun. His hair was adorned with extensions and hung down below his shoulders. His make up was immaculate. His eyebrows arched delicately and his eyes were colored a dusky grey. It gave him a sultry look reminiscent of Cleopatra. 
 
    Lennie wore a tanned skirt with little white birdies flying around the hem. His hips flared, as did his bosoms, because he wore a very tight corset under the blouse and leather jacket. His hair was done Marilyn Monroe style, colored blonde and a bit frowzy, but oh so sexy. Especially when he wore red lipstick on his lips, which he had had specially plumped. 
 
    He, too, wore spikes, but his were a sandal motif, tan to match his dress, and his toes were bright red. 
 
    Neither showed a bump in the front as their cock cages had been tied back between their legs. 
 
    “Well, boys,” Shiela smiled, “Would you like to play a round of golf?” 
 
    “It’s a little late for that,” Lennie spoke with slightly pursed lips. He loved to give the impression that he was ‘kissing’ his words out. 
 
    “Besides, they haven’t invented golf spikes for high heels, yet.” 
 
    Ronnie and Lennie giggled. 
 
    The girls looked at each other, then Shiela put an elbow on the table and focused on the boys. 
 
    “Ronnie, Lennie, it’s time to end the challenge.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” Lennie placed manicured fingertips against his cheek in surprise. 
 
    “We, us girls, we started this game to get you to stop with your eternal posturing and trying to outdo each other.” 
 
    “That’s right,” chimed in Della. “And now you have. And, furthermore, there is a huge pot. We’ve got near twenty thousand bucks in the pot.” 
 
    Ronnie and Lennie looked at each other. They were careful to keep their expressions neutral as they didn’t want lines on their faces.  
 
    “Then who wins.” 
 
    Exasperated, Shiela said, “You both win. We’ll divide the pot and…and maybe we should all go on an ocean cruise or something.” 
 
    “Yes. A long cruise with lots of alcohol, floor shows, exotic islands, dancing girls for you two to lust over.” 
 
    Lennie leaned back and fanned himself, “I think my lusting days are over.” 
 
    “Yes,” agreed Ronnie. “These chastity tubes really work. I’ve lost the urge to surge, if you get my meaning.” 
 
    “But, guys, it’s over! You’ve done everything we’ve asked!” 
 
    “And then some!” 
 
    “It’s time to call it a draw. It’s time to get back to…to being men!” 
 
    “Humph. Men, such disgusting creatures.” Lennie waved a hand desultorily. 
 
    Ronnie took his compact out of his purse and began checking his make up. 
 
    The girls looked at each other and sighed. They had never expected such a thing as this when they started this game. 
 
    “Really, girls,” Ronnie smacked his lips into his little mirror. “You must find a way to find out who is the tougher man.” 
 
    “Do you hear what you’re saying?” protested Shiela. “You want to be the toughest man, but you’re wearing dresses and make up and…and…” 
 
    “And your ears are pierced,” Della took over, “and Lennie even has nipple rings.” 
 
    Lennie rubbed one breast with one hand and moaned. “And it feels so-o-o good.” 
 
    “You really must tell me where you got your piercings.” 
 
    “The Inkspot, down on Fourth St. Just ask for Billie. He’s a big, bald fellow with the most amazing tattoos, and he’ll—” 
 
    “STOP IT!” 
 
    People in the little restaurant/cafe turned and stare at the four women. 
 
    Shiela was sitting straight, glaring. “I married a hunk with a big dick! Not a milksop with a limp dick.” 
 
    “Sorry, dear,” said Ronnie. “But…” he shrugged. 
 
    “Yes. We’ve gotten used to this, and we are quite determined, you know.” 
 
    “Yes, there really must be some way of declaring a winner.” 
 
    “You want a winner?” Shiela asked. She pulled out a coin. “Heads it is Ronnie, tails it is Lennie.” She flipped, and the coin spun through the air, and was caught by Lennie. He looked at Shiela, a severe look, and said, “Really. That is no way to declare a winner. What kind of a woman are you, anyway.” 
 
    Shiela gaped, Della gasped. 
 
    “Are you saying you’re a better woman than I am?” 
 
    Lennie looked out over the golf course, “I would never be so crass.” 
 
    Shiela wanted to lean forward and slap him, but Della intervened.  “Wait a minute. You are. You’re saying you’re a better woman than we are?” 
 
    “Well, I would never say such a thing.” 
 
    “But your attitude. You’re saying it without saying it.” 
 
    Lennie shrugged. Ronnie folded up his compact and put it away. He was really quite proud of the botox injections he had suffered. His lips were truly beautiful. 
 
    Della sat back and frowned. 
 
    “Have I upset you, dear?” asked Lennie with concern. 
 
    She shook her head. “Okay, bozos. You want a winner, you’re going to get one.” 
 
    Shiela looked at her friend. 
 
    Della stood up. “You girls can take Ronnie’s car. We’ll take Lennie’s.” 
 
    “What are you…where are you going?” Ronnie was a bit concerned. 
 
    “We have some planning to do. In one week there is going to be a winner to this stupid contest. One way or another, somebody’s going to win.” 
 
    The girls stomped off, arm in arm, and the restaurant patrons stared after them. 
 
    Lennie leaned over to Ronnie. “Do you think we’ve gone too far?” 
 
    Ronnie looked over the railing, he saw the girls marching towards his car. “I don’t know.” He turned to Lennie. “We agreed this was the way to get the girls to choose a winner, maybe we made a mistake.” 
 
    In the parking lot Ronnie’s car started up, backed out, and drove away. 
 
    “No…I don’t think so. They’re going to do something, and there’s going to a winner.” 
 
    “Why do I have this feeling of dread?” 
 
    “Maybe because women are the more vicious of the species?” 
 
    “Probably. Well, let’s get the check and get out of here. 
 
      
 
    Seven days later it was party time, but both men were a little leery. They had gotten involved in the challenge, they had been tough enough to follow the girl’s directions, but…things were turning serious. 
 
    Shiela hadn’t talked to Ronnie all week, nor had Della talked to Lennie. 
 
    But the girls talked on the phone incessantly, and they didn’t let the men overhear, and then Shiela and Della had gone down to the basement at Shiela’s house, and they hadn’t let the men come down. They had locked the door, chained it, and all the men could do was listen to the hammering and sawing. 
 
    But, at last, it was time. A winner would be chosen, the challenge would be over, one of the men would be the toughest man. Tougher than even a woman, and that was something both men took to heart. 
 
    “Come on down, boys, and don’t bother to bring your drinks.” 
 
    “The guys gulped the rest of their wine coolers and followed the girls. 
 
    The basement had been near empty. It had a couple of boxes, a couple of pieces of furniture, but nothing to speak of. 
 
    Now it was full. It had a pillories, a St. Andrew’s Crosses. Poles were sunk into the cement. A couple of machines lay on the floor with a long rod with a dick on the end, and lots of other little gimcracks. At one wall was a large dresser, and both men wondered what was in it. 
 
    Ronnie and Lennie stared at the dungeon with open mouths. 
 
    “All right, boys. Here’s how the game is going to be played.” Shiela stood with a whip coiled over her shoulder. Della was holding a paddle. 
 
    “We have set up a course. You will go through the course, and if at the end of the time one of you hasn’t quit…we’ll cut off your nuts.” 
 
    Both men dropped their jaws. 
 
    “Bullshit,” stated Ronnie. 
 
    “Yeah! You’re just trying to scare us!” 
 
    “We’ll see,” warned Shiela.  
 
    “Don’t bother to get undressed, we’re going to whip the clothes right off you.” Shiela said, getting undressed. 
 
    They started with the St Andrew’s Cross. There were actually two crosses, two of everything, and they were arranged so the boys could look at each other while the girls did their darndest. 
 
    “Okay, boys, put your hands on the crosses and we’ll secure you.” 
 
      
 
    WARNING 
 
    Dear Reader, things are about to get gnarly here, 
 
    it is suggested that you pour a stiff drink and cover your eyes. 
 
    Rejoin us in a couple of pages. 
 
    You’ve been warned! 
 
      
 
    A minute later Ronnie and Lennie were standing against the wooden crosses. A minute after that they were howling in pain. 
 
    WISSS..CRACK! 
 
    The girls started out with paddles. They had drilled holes through heavy ping pong paddles so the air resistance was lessened, and they smacked hard, leaving dots on the boys’ asses. 
 
    WISSS..CRACK! 
 
    Then they went to shortened whips. Nine leather thongs that the girls whirled so they could keep the whipping going at a fast pace. 
 
    This wasn’t a ‘wisss…snap,’ but a ‘whirrr snap whirr snap whirrr snap. 
 
    The girls had concentrated on the buttocks with the paddles, but the short whips they moved all over the boys’ bodies. Up the back and out the arms, down the back, over the buttocks and down the legs, and over and over. 
 
    The pain was different now, and the boys hardly had time to yelp before the next impact. 
 
    The paddles had left dots on their ass, the short whips turned the skin red, bright red. 
 
    The boys were crying, their make up was running, their dresses turning into shreds. But they were also watching each other, and refusing to be the first to give up. 
 
    Then came the big whips. Six foot of braided leather with a few strands of leather on the ends. 
 
    SSSSS…CRACK! 
 
    Now there was no screaming or crying, just a dull shock as the boys opened their mouths and stared at each other. 
 
    Towards the end of the whipping the boys reached forward with their hands, pulled the manacles tight, and interlaced their fingers, holding on to each other for dear life. 
 
    The girls undid the manacles and helped the boys lie face down on two horses. The center plank of the horses was wide and curved down a bit. There were little knee and elbow platforms on the legs of the horses, and the girls fastened leather straps over the boys’ limbs. The horses were arranged, like the crosses, so the boys could watch each others faces. 
 
    “Are you going to beat us some more?” sobbed Ronnie. 
 
    “Honey, all you have to do is quit, or say ‘I give,’ or just refuse to be tied down. That’s all you have to do.” 
 
    But neither man was willing to give in. 
 
    The girls took a quick break. They were physically tired from all the exertion involved in whipping. They made a couple of drinks, gave the boys time to think, and then strapped on dildos. 
 
    The boys stared, their eyes open. 
 
    “You aren’t going to…” 
 
    “You can’t do that to us!” 
 
    “Sure we can. And if you think about it, we have to. After all, you want to be woman, and that means you have to make love like a woman.” 
 
    “But I don’t have a pussy!” yelled Ronnie. 
 
    “You’ve got a man pussy. Let me just put in some lubricant…” 
 
    The men groaned as the girls’ fingers rubbed lubricant into their rectums. 
 
    “You need to quit,” pleaded Lennie. 
 
    “Never,” responded Ronnie. 
 
    “Okay, boys, it’s time to be girls.” 
 
    Shiela and Della pushed forward at the same time. 
 
    Ronnie and Lennie gasped, and…it actually felt good! 
 
    Unfortunately, they were wearing chastity tubes, and their dicks didn’t feel too good. They tried to get hard, but there was no way. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Take it, baby.” 
 
    “Grab his balls. God! They feel full!” 
 
    The girls sawed back and forth, in and out, and the boys groaned and stared at each other. 
 
    “I’m not ever going to quit this,” mumbled Lennie. 
 
    “Heysoos Xristo,” breathed Ronnie, feeling the slick slither of plastic rubbing along his sensitive anal walls. 
 
    “Good Lord, look how they like it!” 
 
    Della began ripping Lennie’s dress off, what there was of it. It had been cut to ribbons, and it ripped easily. 
 
    Then she reached around and cupped Lennie’s tits. “I love it. He’s got real bombs.” 
 
    Lennie groaned, the pleasure was getting to him. 
 
    Della said, “Time for the salt.” 
 
    The girls grinned. Pain, then pleasure, and now pain again. 
 
    Next to the horses were bags filled with fine granules of salt. Each girl reached in and brought out a handful. They slapped the salt on the backs of the men and started rubbing it in. 
 
    The men screamed! 
 
    At that point, it should noted, as Ronnie confirmed later, he would have quit, but he couldn’t frame the words, so great was the agony of having salt rubbed into wounds. 
 
    The wonder, however, was that, as Lennie confirmed later, he liked it. 
 
    The terrible agony caused him to twitch and jump, and this caused him to fuck his wife’s dildo harder and faster. 
 
    For long minutes the torment and pleasure went on, then the girls stopped. They released the boys, who were now so weak they could barely walk. They double teamed the boys and walked them to a corner where a rod was sticking out of the ground. On top of the rod was a big dildo. They positioned the boys over the dildo, pushed the rod up and locked it in place. 
 
    The boys were now stuck in place. They couldn’t move. They couldn’t jump. All they could do was stand there. 
 
    Then the girls put scold’s bridles on them. The men looked at each other and were unable to make any sound but a grunt. 
 
    The girls went to dinner at a fancy restaurant, and returned to resume the procedures. 
 
    What they didn’t know was that by not taking the time to question Ronnie, they missed out. He actually wanted to quit, but in standing on the dildo bar, and then being in the scold’s bridal and being unable to speak, he had firmed up again. 
 
    Lennie, however, was fine with all the torture. 
 
    He had seemed the weaker in the beginning, but now he was enjoying himself. Some people just love pain. 
 
    To the pillory, and they whipped the boys again, and sodomized them. 
 
    Then into a triangle called a Scavenger’s Daughter, with a Pear of Anguish to add a little spice to the affair. 
 
    And through the afternoon and into the night the torment went. 
 
    Often Ronnie was brought to the point of quitting, but somehow he held on. Somehow they missed his grunts of ‘I give!’ 
 
    And Lennie just went into a subspace and fell in love. He was in heaven. Pain was not pain to him, it was a blessing. 
 
    Finally, the girls’ had exhausted their repertoire. There was nothing left, but to follow through on their initial threat. 
 
    “Okay, boys, it’s truth time.” 
 
    The boys were locked into the pillory once again. The girls put spreaders on their feet so their balls hung down. 
 
    Ronnie had no hard on. That was gone. Pain had robbed him of ardor and desire. 
 
    Lennie had a king-sized boner. It drooled semen, it pulsed and flicked little drops. His balls were full and he could feel his whole body surging. 
 
    He felt like a giant penis about to enter the cunt of heaven. 
 
    He was happy. 
 
    The girls moved stools up behind the boys and tied cords around the boys’ testicles and stretched them across the seats. 
 
    The boys were up on tip toes, their butts pulled back against the lip of the chairs. 
 
    The girls each held a butcher’s knife. A square of steel with an edge sharp enough to cut bones. 
 
    “Okay, guys. Push has come to shove.” 
 
    “You asked for this, and we’re going to give it to you.” 
 
    “Unless one of you says ‘I quit.” 
 
    The girls waited. 
 
    The boys trembled, but said nothing. 
 
    “Boys?” 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    The girls looked at each other. Shiela shrugged. Della sighed. 
 
    “I’ll take your husband and you take mine.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “Boys, we’re about to deliver what we promised. This is going to be full castration, no sewing your nuts back on. No more boners. At least not with the possibility of cumming.” 
 
    “Please. One of you…say ‘I give.’” 
 
    The boys stared at each other, neither refusing to yield. 
 
    “Oh, shit.” 
 
    “Okay. Let’s do it.” 
 
    “We’re going to raise our hands, count to three, and on the third count we bring our arms down.” 
 
    The boys stared at each other, their hearts pounding, their thoughts wild. 
 
    “One!” 
 
    A lifetime without the ability to plunge into a warm, juicy cunt. 
 
    “Two!” 
 
    Passion and emotion gone, pissing through a stub, never to fuck again. 
 
    “Three!” 
 
    The arms went down. 
 
    “I quit!” screamed one of the boys. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    “How do I look?” asked one of the boys. 
 
    “Beautiful. You make me harder than hard. I can’t wait to fuck your man pussy.” 
 
    He smiled, put on his make up, and anticipated the evening, at the end of which he would be satisfied in the most intimate way. 
 
    “I’m so glad you yelled ‘I quit.’ 
 
    “Me, too.” 
 
    They smiled at each other. 
 
     
 
    On the deck of the cruise ship Shiela and Della lay on lounge chairs and sipped fruity drinks with little umbrellas. Their cruise would last a couple of months, then they would have to return to their husbands. 
 
    “You know, I’m not looking forward to returning home,” said one of them. 
 
    “I know. One dick for two girls and a eunuch.” 
 
    “Well, we should make hay while the sun shines. The cabin boy said he’s got a couple of friends, feel like getting spit roasted?” 
 
    “Oh, girlfriend, I do!” 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “OW! OH! OW! WHAT THE FUCK!” 
 
    Lexi howled as she pushed John off her. 
 
    “Hey!” he yelped. Then he realized something was wrong. “What’s going on?” 
 
    “My pussy! Oh, my God! My pussy!” 
 
    John started grinning. “What’s wrong with your pussy?” 
 
    Lexi rolled over on the bed and cupped her hands over her mons. “It’s burning up! It hurts! 
 
    Jahn started laughing, but he went into the bathroom, grabbed a glass and filled it with water, and ran back into the bedroom. “Here, spread your legs!” 
 
    She managed to, and he threw the glass of water on her pussy. 
 
    Now she was crying. The water didn’t help, and she ran into the bathroom, staggering and falling down, finally crawling over the lip of the shower. She turned on the cold, pulled the nozzle down, and jammed the flow of cold water right onto her pussy. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” she whimpered. “Fuck…fuck…fuck!” 
 
    John, meanwhile was holding on to the doorjamb, trying not to fall, holding his belly and busting a gut. 
 
    Slowly, the water cooled the burning sensation in her vagina, and Lexi began to relax. she was still sobbing, however. “Oh, that hurt. That really hurt!” 
 
    John managed to stop laughing. Chuckling, he went out to the kitchen and made a peanut butter and jelly sandwich. He was humming, sipping a Coke and eating his sandwich, when Lexi entered the kitchen. She was wearing a bathrobe and her eyes were red from crying. 
 
    “Hey, babe, you all right now?” 
 
    She nodded. She opened a Coke for herself and sat down. She looked completely draggled and an occasional tear seeped out of her eyes.  
 
    “I’m getting better.” 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    “I don’t know. You shoved your dick in me and suddenly everything felt like it was burning. Why the fuck were you laughing?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, it just sort of struck me as funny. You were rolling around and screaming, and holding your pussy. it was just…funny looking.” 
 
    She stared at him, and suddenly got it. “You did something.” 
 
    “Me? Naw. I just put my dick in you and you went crazy.” 
 
    “No…no. You did something. Now fess up.” 
 
    He put a completely innocent look on his face and said, “I swear. I didn’t do anything. You must have had a reaction or something.” 
 
    “A reaction to what?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Something. But I don’t know.” 
 
    But she knew he knew. They had been married for a couple of years, and he was a good man, but he had the worst sense of humor in the world. 
 
    One time he had put whipped cream all over a dog’s jaws and run into the next room, into a party, screaming ‘Mad dog!’ The dog, dumb and happy, chased him in, and everybody panicked. One of the guests was picking up a fire poker before everybody realized John was laughing. 
 
    Another time he had poured ketchup all over his hair and laid on the floor. She had walked in and totally panicked. She was calling 911 when she realized that he was laughing. 
 
    So what had he done this time? 
 
    She asked him one final time. “What did you do? You tell me and I’ll just yell at you a little. But if you lie I’m going to mess you up.” 
 
    John chuckled. “I outweigh you by 60 pounds. I’m a couple of inches taller, and you’re going to mess me up?” 
 
    She repeated, “Tell me what you did!” 
 
    “I’ll take the mess up.” 
 
    She turned and walked out of the kitchen, down the hall and into the bedroom. 
 
    She stood in the middle of the room and looked around. 
 
    They had been kissing and cuddling, and then he had put his dick in her and the world had exploded. So he had to have done something to his dick in just a few seconds. And that meant there had to be some sort of proof. 
 
    She went to the bed and looked under it. Nothing. 
 
    She emptied the pillows. Nothing. 
 
    She pulled the bed away from the wall. 
 
    Clunk! 
 
    She dove to the floor and looked under the bed.  
 
    Against the far wall was a small glass bottle. It was pale blue and sort of orange. It had six sides and a copper looking screw top. She wiggled under the bed and grabbed it. She crawled out and held the jar up to the light. 
 
    Tiger balm. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    Lexi went to her laptop and opened it. She typed in ‘Tiger balm ingredients.’ 
 
    Menthol, camphor, methyl salicylate, cassia oil, and capsicum, cajuput oil, clove oil, and other things. 
 
    “Heysoos snorted cocaine,” cursed Lexi. 
 
    “Found the secret ingredient, babe?” 
 
    She turned and glared at him. “You put Tiger Balm on your dick and then put your dick into me.” 
 
    He shrugged, not at all embarrassed. “It cools or heats, I thought that would be a neat sensation. Sorry it didn’t work out.” 
 
    “And then you lied and said you didn’t do anything.” 
 
    “Hey, I wanted to avoid all the nagging and bitching. 
 
    ‘Nagging and bitching?’ she mouthed silently. 
 
    “Yeah. Sorry, but you know how you get.” 
 
    “Oh, of course,” she agreed, now cool as ice. 
 
    “Pretty funny, huh?” 
 
    “Laughed my ass off.” 
 
    “I can see you’re not going to be a sport about this.” 
 
    “Yeah, well, maybe I should stick a torch up your ass and see how you feel.” 
 
    “Well, I guess I better give you a chance to cool down. See you in the morning.” He walked back towards the bedroom. 
 
    Lexi sat and tried to keep the rage from boiling over. Tiger Balm in her pussy. And he thought it was funny. Well, two could play at this funny game. 
 
    She turned back to her computer and started researching. She made notes and concocted plans for a couple of hours. Finally, she started ordering ingredients. When she was done she closed the computer and went to bed. 
 
     
 
    The next morning she acted happy and normal. She rolled out of bed, got ready for work, and went out to the kitchen for a bowl of cereal. 
 
    John, yawning, came into the kitchen. “Hey, babe. You okay this morning?” 
 
    “Oh, I’m fine.” 
 
    “So you’re not mad about the Tiger Balm?” 
 
    “Oh, no. It’s tomorrow, I see things in a new light. Everything is loosy goosy.” 
 
    “Great. I hate it when you’re all naggy. So…good.” 
 
    Lexi smiled, and John poured his own cereal. 
 
      
 
    Lexi came home earlier than John. She went to work earlier, and got home earlier, and this just so she could fix him meals. 
 
    This afternoon she stopped at the grocery store for some extra ingredients, but she still arrived home in time to fix John a sumptuous meal. 
 
    The meal consisted of licorice tea. A hamburger cooked in high polyunsaturated fatty-acid vegetable oils. 
 
    She also prepared a salad with mint. Lots of mint. 
 
    John arrived home, he was tired, long day, and he gave his wife a kiss then sat down at the table. 
 
    “Mmm, hamburger!” He bit in, then he washed it down with the licorice tea. 
 
    “Tea? What’s up with that?” 
 
    “Aside from a good taste, it’s a good phytochemical, it fights infections and weight gain.” 
 
    “Fight o something, eh? Am I really getting that fat?” 
 
    “Not yet, but give it time.” 
 
    So John ate his burger, drank his tea, and liked the salad, though it was a little minty. 
 
    “Sorry about that. I’ll use less mint, but it’s supposed to be very rich in nutrients.” 
 
    John smiled. Lexi was going off on one of her diet crazes. Best to just put up with it. 
 
    After dinner they watched a movie, Key Largo, and John made his usual quips about how could anybody love Bogey’s face. 
 
    But the movie ended on a romantic note, and that was what Lexi wanted. When John pulled her to him and scorched her lips with his mouth she sighed and gave in to the sexy feeling. She felt his hands trail over her tits, then focus on her nipples. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” she murmured, reaching for his cock. She found it, massaged the shaft with a feather touch, ran her finger on the sensitive area under the head. 
 
    John groaned, and he started to undress her. 
 
    She put her hand on his, stopped him, and whispered, “I’ve got bad news, John.” 
 
    “What? You’re on the rag?” 
 
    “No. But I’m sore, really sore down there.” 
 
    He looked at her suspiciously, then blurted, “It’s that Tiger Balm thing. You’re going to deny me just because I played a little joke on you.” 
 
    “Your little joke had consequences, John. On the outside I look normal, but on the inside I feel terrible. I feel like I’ve got a rash. I’m thinking about going to see a doctor. 
 
    “Just for a little Tiger Balm on my dick?” 
 
    “I looked into the jar and there was a lot of Tiger Balm gone.” 
 
    He started to make excuses, to say he had used half the bottle months ago, but she cut him off. 
 
    “Did you read the warnings on the label?” 
 
    “Uh…” He hadn’t. 
 
    “It’s not to be used internally.” 
 
    “But it’s your pussy!” 
 
    “And my pussy is inside. The lining is very sensitive, and it hurts. 
 
    “Well, okay. I guess I’m really sorry now. How about a hand job?” 
 
    “Go ahead.” She laughed, but tried to make her laugh a funny laugh, not a mean laugh. “Just like a little boy playing with his toy.” 
 
    She pulled it off perfectly. His ardor died under her joshing, and he grumped a little, but he didn’t suspect her of anything. 
 
    They went to bed, and she cuddled up against him, kissed him, felt his nutsack and marveled at how full it felt. 
 
    “Well, we only got started last night.” 
 
    “Yes,” she sighed. “Before I had that unfortunate reaction.” 
 
    Happy with her progress, Lexi slipped into sleep. It was some hours before John calmed down enough to sleep. 
 
      
 
    The next morning Lexi, fresh and rested, got up early and fixed him breakfast. 
 
    She fixed him eggs, and chuckled at something she had learned the night John had ‘Tiger Bombed’ her. 
 
    Chickens only have one hole. They don’t have a sex hole and a pee hole, everything comes down one chute. Eggs and poop and pee. Which sounded gross, if one ate eggs. After all, eating something that came down the poop chute sounded disgusting, shell not withstanding, and she was fixing John eggs for breakfast. 
 
    But the point for her was that eggs were heavy in estrogen because they were created in the chicken’s ovaries. 
 
    And the meal of the night before, licorice, fatty acids and mint all affected the level’s of testosterone.  
 
    John was getting heavy doses of estrogen at the same time his testosterone level was being drastically reduced.  
 
    Along with the eggs she gave him some fruits, some nuts, and a grainy bowl of cereal. 
 
    “Hey! What’s this?” He greeted Lexi with a kiss and looked at his breakfast, all laid out. 
 
    “I feel guilty, not being able to satisfy you,” she grabbed his groin and squeezed. His immediate hard on let her know that she had properly ‘hornicized’ him. “So I made you a special breakfast, very healthy. And I even have a few energy bars for your lunch. I know you’re bad on lunch sometimes.” The energy bars were high in flaxseed, which could cut testosterone by 89%! 
 
    “Thank you, honey. You’re the greatest.” 
 
    “I love you, John.” She planted her mouth on his and rode his lips to a moist heat. 
 
    He broke the kiss and said, “Whew!” 
 
    She giggled. “I guess not screwing does provide some excitement.” 
 
    “Yeah, well, I’d like to—“ 
 
    She pressed her hands to his mouth, cutting him off. “Don’t jack off, John. I should be over the hurt down there, and you should save yourself for me.” 
 
    “Save myself, eh? You’re asking a lot.” 
 
    “But I’m worth it, right?” 
 
    “Oh, baby, you are really worth it!” This time he kissed her deeply, and she got so turned on, that she was afraid she was going to start dripping down there. 
 
      
 
    After work Lexi headed for home, and she drove quickly. She was expecting deliveries, and she had a certain business to attend to. 
 
    A couple of small boxes were on the porch and she totted them into the kitchen and opened them up and took out bottles of medicine. She put the medicines away, then ran for the bedroom. She had plenty of time, she wasn’t going to get. caught, but…she felt an urgency. 
 
    She pulled her panties off, lifted up her dress, and lay on the bed. 
 
    She had a butt plug, and she loved it. Sometimes when they went to parties she would wear it just so she could be at a fever pitch all night, and extra super horny when John took her to bed. 
 
    She lubricated the plug and inserted it in her anus. Fuck! That felt good! 
 
    Then she began sliding the tip of the vibrator over her cunt. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” She murmured. Extra horny from the previous nights, feeling the lust of power as she went about her plans for John, wiggling so the butt plug did its work, she was shortly writhing and moaning. Her hips rose and fell and she inserted the tip of the vibrator 
 
    Depth was the secret of a vibrator. Go way deep and there weren’t a lot of nerves. But the rim of her asshole was jammed with nerves, including that juicy, little item called a G spot. 
 
    For long minutes she wiggled, placing one hand on the plug and using the other end to work the vibrator. 
 
    She humped, and the plug was pushed hard into her. She held to the vibrator and worked it around and around. 
 
    Shortly, she was approaching the peak. Her hips were jerking, she transferred one hand to her nipples, and…and… “AHHHH!” 
 
    She yelled aloud. After being being made horny by John, and then disappointed, she was ready for the little death. And the orgasm did not disappoint. 
 
    She lay there, gasping for breath, then looked at the clock. Shit, she had been having so much fun she had lost track of the time. She leaped out of bed, washed her toys and put them away, pulled up her panties and wiggled her ass so the skirt came down properly, then ran for the kitchen. 
 
    She had just enough time to make another mint salad, a steak, and a dish of edamame. All high in estrogen. 
 
    And, of course, she added her secret ingredient to the licorice tea: estradiol. 
 
    And tomorrow morning she would add a testosterone blocker to John’s breakfast. 
 
    But, that night, John came home and was properly appreciative of her efforts. 
 
    “Gosh, honey, you really outdid yourself. Even the steak has the perfect amount of garlic.” He didn’t know that garlic would increase estrogen.” 
 
    “I’m glad you like it. Nothing’s too good for my baby.” 
 
    That night he was especially amorous. His dick was rock hard, after being deprived for a few days. But Lexi merely said, “I’m still hurting, honey. But I’ll see the doctor tomorrow and find out if there’s anything to worry about.” 
 
    “Gosh. Now I feel pretty dumb about my stupid joke.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about it. You live and learn.” 
 
    And she was so sweet and caring that he believed her. 
 
      
 
    The next night, after he had ingested his super helping of testosterone lessening, estrogen pumping dinner items, she fixed him a drink (high in phytoestrogens) and told him the bad news. 
 
    “Honey, the doctor says I may have a real problem.” 
 
    “Oh?” His eyes squinched and little lines appeared on his forehead. 
 
    “Yes. It appears that not only is Tiger Balm not supposed to be used internally, but I have developed a serious reaction.” 
 
    “Oh, no!” And it was plain he was now remorseful. “What have I done.” 
 
    “Well, it should be okay with time. He wants me to do special vaginal flushes…” use a vibrator, “…every day. In a month he wants to see me so he can re-evaluate.” 
 
    John felt terrible. For the first time in his life he was understanding how serious a stupid practical joke could be. 
 
    “And, John…” 
 
    “Yes?” he looked entirely miserable. 
 
    “If I can’t cum, because of what you did…I don’t want you to cum.” 
 
    “I guess so,” he nodded.  
 
    “After all, it’s not like you’re being punished, but if you jack off it’s like you’re being untrue to me.” 
 
    “Oh, God!” He actually started to cry. He had been so stupid. 
 
    “Honey, it’s okay! I’ll still play with you, and…and you can even watch porn if you want, but…but we should do this together. When I can finally cum, then so can you. Won’t that be a wonderful gift for our suffering. 
 
    John nodded, and felt more miserable than he had in his entire life. 
 
    But Lxi, feeling sorry for poor John, made sure she played with him extra good that night. She even almost caused an accident, but she was quick to grab the base of his cock and squeeze So fortunately, John didn’t lose any of his sperm. 
 
      
 
    And so the days went. Meals high in estrogen, and a bit low in testosterone. Lots of kissing and cuddling, and no orgasms. At least for John. Lexi had a habit of coming home early and getting her orgasms. 
 
    In fact, she had so many orgasms she had to buy extra batteries for her toy. 
 
      
 
    As the weeks passed John began developing circles under his eyes, and he couldn’t keep his eyes off Lexi. 
 
    He was feeling less and less vibrant, and she was looking more and more alive. 
 
      
 
    It was shortly after the doctor gave her the bad news that her reaction to Tiger Balm was still so serious that she needed more time to heal. 
 
    John was going crazy. He was so horny he was actually stalking Lexi. He would wait and burst into the bathroom after here shower, just so he could see her awesome nakedness. And when in bed he couldn’t keep his hands off her.  
 
    On several occasions she threatened to tie him up, or handcuff him, to keep him off her. 
 
    “Come on, John. Why do you insist on making me suffer?” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he whined. “I just…I love you so much.” 
 
    She laughed. “That’s just you being horny.” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but I do love you!” 
 
    “Prove it. Do the laundry.” 
 
    John had no idea how doing the laundry would prove his love, but he was so besotted, so enraptured by what he couldn’t have, that he immediately jumped up and did the laundry. 
 
    Lexi was so surprised by this that she jumped up. She ran to the computer and began researching things like ‘the effect of sexual deprivation on a man.’ 
 
    Interestingly, while there were some good effects, better heart health, better moods, the bad effects were…bad. 
 
    Depression. Bad sleep. And the really serious one, poor prostate health. 
 
    She ran back to bed and lay there thinking. John came in, happy and smiling. “See how much I love you?” 
 
    “Thanks, honey, come to bed and let’s cuddle for awhile.” 
 
    And he did, and they did, but the whole time she was thinking about things like his prostate health. 
 
      
 
    “Shit! I’m gaining weight!” It was almost two months after the great Tiger Bal, incident, and that was two months of high estrogen intake, and low testosterone foods and medicine. 
 
    Lexi downplayed it. 
 
    “You just need to get back to the gym. Do a few  squats and push ups, lift those weights.” 
 
    She made pumping motions with her arms and smiled. 
 
    “I guess.” He stood in front of the mirror and turned his body this way and that.  
 
    Lexi could see that the medicine and food was having a great effect. 
 
    He had fat on him, on his thighs and on his butt. His chest was puffy, and she knew it wouldn’t be long until he looked like he had tits. 
 
    Heck, until he had tits. 
 
    She stepped up behind him and hugged him. She put her hands on his pectorals and felt the flabbiness of growing mounds. She pumped her hips into him. “God, you’re so sexy. You might have gained a few pounds, but…Heysoos, you’re turning me on.” 
 
    He grinned, then sobered. She still couldn’t use her pussy. 
 
    And he didn’t notice that he didn’t get fully hard when she grabbed his cock and jacked it. 
 
    But she did. And she smiled. 
 
      
 
    They started a program at the gym.  
 
    She was convinced that weight lifting would help him, and she pushed him to do weight exercises that would reduce his pectorals. And exercises that would make his legs skinny. 
 
    He threw himself into the exercises, and didn’t realize that weight lifting would build pectoral muscles, not reduce his chest fat, and the result would be bigger boobs. 
 
    He also didn’t understand that skinny legs and skinny waist did not reduce the hips. If anything, they made the hips look bigger. And this was proven when, a month later, his form had become more shapely. As in ‘feminine’ shapely. 
 
    As for Lexi, she applied her self to a combination of lesser weight with more apps, which would burn the fat off, and got involved in a coed basketball league. 
 
    After his grueling work out John would sit tiredly on the bench and watch as his ever more vivacious wife ran around the court, passing and making baskets, and every once in a while adjusting her big tits because her bra was getting a little too small for her. 
 
    And he would look down at his burgeoning chest and wonder if he was going to need a bra. 
 
    He would if this continued. 
 
    Lexi doubled his drug dose and recommended more exercises. 
 
     
 
    Lexi was having the time of her life. She had never felt more alive. The estrogen laden food was good for her. Heck, if it was good for John, good as in making him more feminine, it was double good for her because it just fed her natural femininity. 
 
    John, however, was having a rough time. He was getting fatter and fatter. Well, his hips and chest were getting fatter. His legs were slim and trim, and his waist was thin. 
 
    And what with the fact that Lexi refusing to give him a haircut, he was looking more and more feminine. 
 
    And he was having trouble getting and maintaining an erection. 
 
    Which, on one hand, was okay. For Lexi just spent more and more time stroking him, trying to get him erect, trying to keep him erect. 
 
    On the other hand, he was limp. 
 
    Not totally, but…he certainly didn’t feel like a manly man. 
 
    But, what could he do? Lexi thought he was being downright hypochondriacal, and didn’t want him to bother with a doctor. But in spite of her attitude she really went all out to help him. She kept him exercising, swearing that the routine he was following was working. Or…was going to work. She also fixed him those delicious meals, making sure he ate healthy portions of the healthy food. 
 
    No. She was doing everything she could for him. But it was odd. Her exercise program, which she swore was the female version of his program, was causing her to lose weight, and her boobs seemed to be getting larger. She had sexy, healthy muscles, even her hair was healthy. 
 
    Of course the detraction to this was the fact that the men on the co-ed basketball team seemed to be paying her a lot of attention. The fellows were all tall, in good shape, and he hated it when they patted her ass after a good play, or hugged her at the end of a winning game. 
 
    It irked him, but she just said it was all good sportsmanship. 
 
    Hunh! 
 
    Good sportsmanship! 
 
    He thought it looked like flirting. Very intense flirting. 
 
    But what was he going to do? Jump up and run on to the court and beat one of these guys up? They were taller than him, weighed more than him, and unlike him, they had muscle. 
 
    So he sat on the bench, and over the weeks, he started waiting out in the front room for her to be done. 
 
    Waiting, while his wife played with big, handsome men. It wasn’t a good thing. And it came to a head during a big game at the end of the basketball schedule. 
 
    It was a play off game, and emotions were high. Lexi had been training particularly hard, spending extra nights at the gym. 
 
    On the night of the big game she went to the gym early, and John followed along an hour later. 
 
    There was a crowd at the gym, and he could hear yells and shouts as he approached the basketball courts. 
 
    He moved through the crowd, walked around the court, couldn’t find a seat behind her team, and ended up sitting behind the other team. 
 
    The teams ran onto the court, and John stood up to see Lexi. She came out first, she had been elected team captain. After running through some drills—she was making some pretty good baskets—the teams gathered at their benches for a final huddle, then Lexi sauntered across the court for the flip. 
 
    She lost, didn’t seem upset, shook hands with the opposing team captain, who towered over her, and returned to her team. 
 
    John was struck by how sexy she looked. Her legs were firm with muscle, the calves curved and powerful. Her body was lithe, and her tits looked larger than ever. 
 
    The basketball was tossed up and John turned his attention to the game. 
 
    It was a tight game, the other team was good, but Lexi’s team was better. In fact, Lexi had done a great job in whipping her guys and gals together. Passes were tight, shots were disciplined and accurate, and the home team began pulling slowly away. 
 
    Just a point here, a point there, a struggle and a tussle, and by the half time Lexi’s team was five points ahead, and looked fresher than the other team. 
 
    The second half was even better. Tight playing, good teamwork, and Lexi’s team won by 12 points. 
 
    The players shook hands, the crowd started leaving, and John walked over to the hallway leading to the lockers. 
 
    The hallway was about twelve feet long. It came out on a tile wall, and behind the tile wall was the lockers and the showers. 
 
    The team was in high spirits. They were shouting and splashing water and flicking each others asses with towels. 
 
    John stood behind the tile wall. He wasn’t part of the team, and he didn’t think he’d be welcomed to their celebration. 
 
    Still, he had a good view of things. He could see half the locker room through a reflection in a window, and he watched as the team walked into the showers, soaped up, and rinsed off. 
 
    And he was surprised, for co-ed including showering together. Well, it wasn’t a big gym, and nobody seemed to care, so both the men and the women sauntered into the shower. The men had long, swinging dicks, and the women had exposed breasts, and it seemed like all of the breasts were large. And Lexi’s was the largest of them all. 
 
    For a long moment John watched, and he smiled. He was actually feeling a bit envious, but he was happy for his wife. He was about to turn around when one of the other women walked up to Lexi, turned her around, and kissed her full on the mouth. 
 
    The guys and other girls gave big whoops, and Lexi began to kiss back. 
 
    John knew how good a kisser his wife was, and he could tell that she was really getting into it.  
 
    Then the other woman grabbed one of Lexi’s breasts and kissed that! 
 
    John reached into his pants and grabbed his cock. Such a scene was bound to give him a boner, but it didn’t. 
 
    Suddenly distraught, he held his limp dick and watched his wife and the other woman make out. 
 
    Then one of the men stepped in and began kissing Lexi. He bent her back and held her up, and stuck his tongue in her mouth. 
 
    John could hear Lexi moaning all the way out in the hall. 
 
    Then the men were all over the women. They kissed them, they felt their tits, they cupped their buns and mashed their now hard cocks into them. 
 
    And the woman grabbed the men’s cocks and started stroking them. 
 
    Suddenly Lexi broke free. “Nobody cum!” she yelled. “Get close, but don’t cum! Save that cum for the championship game in two weeks!” 
 
    Disappointed, but excited, laughing, the men and the women slowly separated. The men’s cocks were sticking straight out, and a few of them were drooling semen. 
 
    The women laughed, gave a few final strokes, and backed away. Their tits were pinkish, flushed with sex, and their nipples were standing straight out. 
 
    No wonder this team was so in tune! No wonder they were winning! They weren’t being allowed to cum until they won! And not just a game, but the whole damned season!” 
 
    In spite of the fact that his cock was limp, John was breathing hard. He was horny. He wanted to fuck, but he no longer had a tool capable of fucking. 
 
    He was so horny he was almost crying. 
 
    Finally, he turned away form the scene, walked out of the hallway and sat on the bench to wait for Lexi. 
 
    His mind was racing, he couldn’t believe what he had seen. 
 
    Had Lexi been untrue? 
 
    Not in the sense that she had had an orgasm. 
 
    But then he wondered if she could have an orgasm. Maybe she could. After all these months, maybe she was faking. 
 
    Then he had a sad thought. Maybe she just couldn’t have an orgasm with him. 
 
    After that Tiger Balm thing she was different. Still loving, but no sex. But what if she could have had sex all along? But she just didn’t want it with him. 
 
    It was a frightening thought. 
 
    And, yet…it was an exciting thought. 
 
    To be denied…to be horny…so horny he couldn’t stand it…and he realized something. 
 
    He liked existing in the excitation phase of sex. He liked being horny. 
 
    Once, many months ago, he wouldn’t have liked it. But these past months, feeling his wife’s incredible body, kissing her, he had grown to like the kissing and cuddling more than he wanted to climax and get it over with. 
 
    And, to be honest, to climax and be done with it was sort of…disappointing. 
 
    He didn’t want to be done with it. 
 
    But all those men fondling his wife…those women. They way they caused themselves to be erect and wet and…they were using the excitation phase of sex to win a championship. 
 
    And he started to wonder where his excitation phase would lead.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    The players began coming out of the hallway that led to the locker room. Many of them knew John, and they said hi, and passed on. 
 
    A couple of the women looked at him, and they had the most curious looks on their faces. Like they knew something…but weren’t about to tell. 
 
    But what could they know? 
 
    Then Lexi came out of the hallway. She was on the arm of one of the top players. She didn’t see John, she was so engrossed in the fellow—his name was Brad, John remembered—and she suddenly went on tip toe, pulled his face down, and kissed him on the lips. 
 
    Kissed him on the lips! 
 
    Then they separated, Brad heading for the A parking lot, and Lexi heading for the C parking lot. 
 
    “Oh, hey!” Lexi said. there was a blink behind the eyes, she must have realized John couldn’t help but see the kiss, but the shadow disappeared and she hugged him. And squeezed his rather lackluster groin, and said, “You saw the game!” 
 
    “It was great. You scored 14 points.” 
 
    “Wow! We’ll have to make you the team statistician.” 
 
    They chatted as they left the gym, and John felt a curious sensation in his chest, like a line of electricity running up the center. Maybe his dick wasn’t hard, but he felt so excited. 
 
    They hopped into their cars and drove home. 
 
    At home Lexi was unusually horny. She was all over him. She kissed him, ripped his clothes off, then went down on her knees and began sucking his cock. 
 
    His cock, which wouldn’t rise to the occasion. 
 
    She pulled him into bed, she whispered how much she loved him, and he kept seeing her kissing Brad, and the others, and that woman who felt her tits. 
 
    She pulled his clothes off and they wormed and squirmed and groped their sexual parts, and…John couldn’t get hard. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” John whispered, feeling a bit of shame. 
 
    Lexi regarded him carefully. Then she took his hand and led him out of the bedroom and towards the kitchen. 
 
    They were naked, but her body was taut, his was somewhat flabby. 
 
    They both had hips and tits, and his skin was changing, becoming softer, and his hair was longer. 
 
    She sat him down at the table, reached into the cupboard above the fridge for the bottle of good bourbon. She mixed two glasses, half and half Coke and bourbon. She put his drink in front of him, and sat down with her own. 
 
    They drank, and John was curious. What was up with Lexi? 
 
    When the drinks were half gone she began to speak. 
 
    “John, I’ve messed with you. Do you remember when I said I was going to mess with you?” 
 
    It burst into his head. He had played that Tiger Balm joke, and she had said… “Yes.” 
 
    “So, ever since then I’ve been feeding you foods rich in estrogen, foods that would diminish the testosterone in your body.” 
 
    He was frozen. Little things began coming together in his mind. 
 
    “I’ve also been giving you phytoestrogens, which create estrogen, and testosterone blockers.” 
 
    He was flabbergasted. “But…but why?” 
 
    “What you did. All for a joke.” She glared at him, finally letting a bit of the anger that had built up over the months out. “You hurt my pussy, badly, and you risked my health. You had no consideration at all for me. It was cruel, and it hurt our marriage.” 
 
    “But, honey…” 
 
    “Let me talk. You’ll have plenty of time to talk later.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Then, as the months passed, and we got involved in the gym, and I began playing basketball, the people on the team made me feel better. They brought me out of that feeling of betrayal that you had given me.” 
 
    He opened his mouth to speak, but she shook her head. 
 
    “So, a simple yes or no. Would you like to try to save our marriage?” 
 
    “Yes.” His heart was hurting. 
 
    “Then you’re going to have to do what I say. You’re going to have to understand what a woman feels, and that means you have to keep changing.” 
 
    Now he was silent, no attempt to speak. 
 
    “If you want to save our marriage you must do this. And I ask you again, a simple yes or no…do you want to save our marriage?” 
 
    He nodded, and tears poured out of his eyes. 
 
    “Okay. Then we’ll start tomorrow. We’ve got a couple of weeks, and I suggest you take some vacation time, maybe even tell them that you’re transitioning. You have until the big game to turn into a woman, and to convince me that you are serious. After the game…if you have pleased me, done everything I have asked…I’ll make a decision and see if I want to save our marriage.” 
 
    They sat there, John sobbing helplessly, finishing their drinks. Then Lexi went to bed. 
 
    John stayed up and thought about things, about what he had done, about being a woman, and drank some more. 
 
      
 
    The next day dawned, and Lexi got up and went to the bathroom, then pulled a chemise over herself and went out to the kitchen. 
 
    John was snoring on the couch in the living room. He was naked. He woke up and sat up when she approached him. 
 
    “You can sleep in the bed, honey.” 
 
    “I know…I…I’m just…” He started crying again. 
 
    Lexi held him, let him cry on her shoulder. “Are you crying for me? Or because you’re filled with hormones?” 
 
    John hadn’t thought of that, it certainly explained things about recent mood swings. “I guess both.” 
 
    “Well, come on,” she pulled his hand and got him off the couch. “Let’s fix breakfast, and then we can call our companies and ask for vacation time.” 
 
    Lexi sat at the table and sipped orange juice. John fixed sausage and waffles, and and Lexi said, “The pills are in the right hand cupboard. One from each bottle.” 
 
    Dutifully he opened the bottles and shook out the pills. He washed them down with OJ as Lexi watched him. 
 
    After breakfast Lexi told him to wash the dishes because it was a woman’s job. He washed, dried, put the plates away, then cleaned the sink and the table. 
 
    Lexi watched, offered advice, and observed that he was sneaking glances at her. He couldn’t get an erection, but he was still horny. How interesting. 
 
    Lexi called in first and arranged for vacation. They didn’t want to give her one, at least without proper notice, but she mentioned the COVID word and said she wanted to use her vacation to be totally healthy. No problem after that. 
 
    John called in and arranged his vacation. He was owed four weeks, so they were fine and even glad that he was using his time. 
 
    Then he called HR and had a long talk with a girl named Sue. The subject of transitioning was discussed, and while Sue was surprised, she made no objection, and said the company would have no objection. 
 
    After all, companies were getting sued for not having the right number of bathrooms, or using the wrong pronoun. 
 
    Phone calls done, John faced Lexi, and faced the music. 
 
    “Okay, girlfriend, let’s start your lessons.” 
 
    She led him into the bedroom, handed him a bottle of Nair, and bid him follow the directions, and don’t get any of the stuff above the neck. 
 
    John went into the bathroom, lathered himself up, and waited. After fifteen minutes he felt the burn, and he thought of when he had burned his wife’s pussy with Tiger Balm. Man, that didn’t so funny now. 
 
    He exited the shower, dried off and Lexi had his underwear ready for him. 
 
    “I eyeballed your size, but I don’t think there’s going to be any problem.” 
 
    He said nothing, just pulled up his panties. 
 
    She had bought something called sissy panties, and his package fit easily into the little pouch. They were actually pretty comfortable. 
 
    She handed him a bra, then had to show him how to put it on. 
 
    “Learn quickly, John. Two weeks is going to pass fast.” 
 
    He stared down at his tits. The bra fit a little tight, and it let him know just how big he had grown in the chest. 
 
    Then she sat him down and began painting his nails. 
 
    He watched as she stroked down with the beautiful, red color. 
 
    “You’re going to have to get flexible and patient so you can do this yourself.” 
 
    She gave him fake nails, glued them to his own nails, and painted them. When she was done his fingers looked longer, and he felt like he was spinning, everything going around. 
 
    It was surreal, to say the least. 
 
    After his nails had dried came nylons, and they rolled up his legs and gave his stems a sleek, shiny look. He hated to admit it, but they were very sexy. 
 
    Then a blouse and culottes. It looked like he was wearing a skirt, but they fit and felt like shorts. 
 
    The blouse was weird because the buttons were on the wrong size. 
 
    She handed him a pair of open toed, black leather pumps. The heels were about three inches, and his toes showed at the top of the shoes. 
 
    “Just get used to having them on your feet.” 
 
    He felt like his feet were on a slide and about to slide away from him. 
 
    She put little napkins around his collar, then began preparing his face. She cleaned it with little sponges, and he was astonished at how black the sponges for. 
 
    “Those are your black heads and pimples and all the debris in your. pores.” 
 
    “Good Lord! I’m filthy!” 
 
    “Men usually are,” she spoke wryly. “Fortunately, you aren’t a man anymore.” 
 
    Her statement struck him. What struck him harder was that he didn’t object. 
 
    She put a foundation on him, then added color. Blush, bronze, then the eyes. She brushed color on the lids and he sneaked glances in the mirror. He was certainly different looking. 
 
    He felt like the hair was rising over his whole body as she worked on him, even though he had no hair. 
 
    She curled his lashes, lengthened them, then she began working on his hair. 
 
    She brushed, sprayed, teased, and his male locks began to look very feminine. His skin had been transforming, becoming softer, and the fat in his face had redistributed. As she transformed him these things, which he had passed over, became more obvious. 
 
    Lipstick. 
 
    And he was stunned. 
 
    He was a woman in the mirror. 
 
    Then she said the most amazing thing. “If you decide to stay a woman we can shave your Adam’s apple. Maybe even make your voice higher.” 
 
    He stared at her, but she ignored him. If he wanted to stay a woman. He didn’t know what to think. He had had it, in the back of his mind, that he was a man, that he could just take all the make up off his face, put on a pair of jeans, and he was a man again. 
 
    But that was not an option. If he decided—now he was saying it—to be a man again it would take months of work. He would have to go on special exercise programs, learn how to act manly all over again. 
 
    And…could he do that? 
 
    He moved differently now. His chest jiggled and his ass swayed. How could he go back to being a man with those attributes? 
 
    She was done making him over by noon. She had had to work hard, had had to explain many of the things she was doing, but…he now was a woman. 
 
    In appearance. 
 
    “Okay, honey, let’s practice acting like a woman.” 
 
    She took him out to the back patio and had him practice his walk until his feet stepped on a straight line, his ass wiggled, and his heels clicked. 
 
    Then she had him practice sitting down, crossing his knees at the thighs, and not at the ankles like a man would. 
 
    Then out to the garage where he practiced getting in and out of the car. Swiveling his legs so he wouldn’t show panty to any looky loos. 
 
    Then into the kitchen so he could practice doing things with his long nailed hands. 
 
    He bent at the knees and picked up a dime with his long talons. He figured out how to tap on a keyboard with fake nails. He learned how to manipulate silverware, use a knife, chop vegetables, and all sorts of stuff. 
 
    All that afternoon he worked on understanding, and being, a woman.  
 
    By the time he was ready for bed he was exhausted. And he still had to take off his make up, wash his face, and put on night clothes. The night clothes were a sheer chemise that tickled his nipples by rubbing on them. 
 
    Finally, he collapsed into bed and was asleep in minutes. 
 
     
 
    Lexi was happy. She had really messed with John, and he deserved it. 
 
    Still, she wasn’t mean. Once he had learned his lesson he could change back to a man. 
 
    Now the question was…did she still love him? 
 
    At first she was sure she would always love him, but after a few of those ‘almost orgies’ in the locker room…she wasn’t sure. 
 
    She had really worked on her body, and her face was always beautiful, and the men on the team were really responding to her. And if she hadn’t held out the offer of sex to them they never would have worked so hard. 
 
    But in two weeks they would play for the championship, and she was pretty sure they were going to win. 
 
    But she had promised, as good as, sexual acts with the men on her team, and even one of the woman. 
 
    Interestingly, the women didn’t care, they sort of reveled in her promises of sex, in the way she teased and denied the men to victory after victory. 
 
    So, when they won, what would she do? 
 
    She thought of how Brad had kissed her, she thought of how everybody felt her breasts and even reached down and cupped her mons and squeezed. 
 
    Did she want to give that up? 
 
    Did she still love John? 
 
    And how would John respond to the subject of sex with a whole basketball team? 
 
    The answer to that question was rather muddy. 
 
    Finally, thinking over the options and possibilities, she drifted off to sleep. Whatever happened in two weeks, she was just going to have to figure it out. 
 
      
 
    The weeks passed, and it was time for the big game. 
 
    John was impeccable as a woman. It seemed he had a talent for  feminization. Lexi wondered if this secret fantasy, being a woman, was in every man. 
 
    If it was, women could rule the planet in a year. 
 
    She drove her and John to the gym. John was nervous, and kept sighing, but she didn’t care. Whatever was going to happen…John had to be there. 
 
    If he decided he wanted to stay a woman, it would happen here, tonight. 
 
    If she decided their marriage was over, he had to be there. 
 
    They walked into the gym, it was early, no crowds, and the clicking of their heels were easily heard. 
 
    “You sit here and watch the game,” she commanded him. 
 
    Commanded. She was definitely in charge these days. The more John became adept at putting on make up, the more it seemed like she was in charge. 
 
    He was a person they called a ‘sub,’ or ‘submissive.’ Which was fine and obvious to her. 
 
    Which made her an alpha, and she liked her new found power. Yes, she was an alpha. It had taken her making a man into a sub to figure that out, but…she was what she was. 
 
    She walked into the locker room and got undressed. She was sitting on the narrow bench between lockers, naked, when Brad showed up. 
 
    “Hey, good looking.” And his smiled melted her. 
 
    He was an alpha, and she knew, in that moment, that her marriage was over. Or at least changed beyond all recognition. 
 
    They high fived, he cupped one of her tits and said, “We’re gonna kick ass, tonight. So what’s gonna happen to your ass?” 
 
    “I think my ass will get used quite well, thank you.” She cupped his balls and grinned. 
 
    “And about your hubby out there?” 
 
    “Yeah, that might be interesting.” 
 
    “He looks like a woman. Can he be one…all the way?” 
 
    For a long moment, Lexi but her lip, then she said, “I’ll invite him into the locker room after we win. We’ll see what happens.” 
 
    “She stood up, kissed him on the mouth, loved him, then they both got dressed and went out to shoot baskets and wait for the others to arrive. 
 
      
 
    John knew there was something going on between Lexi and Brad. The way they looked at each other, it was obvious. The sparkle in their eyes, the pat on their butts when they made a good shot and passed one another. 
 
    John hurt. He knew it was over. And he didn’t know what to do about it. He sighed, and tried to ignore the feelings in his heart. 
 
      
 
    The crowd arrived, the players arrived, and the opposing team made their appearance. 
 
    By the time the game started the gym was packed. The noise level was to raise the roof, and the game turned into the dog fight from holy hell. 
 
    The visitors were a good team, with lots of high quality players. Truth, technically, they were probably just a little more talented. 
 
    But, also truth, the home team had their teeth sunk in and they weren’t willing to let go. 
 
    The visiting team would make a basket, using superior skills. Then Lexi’s team would reach down into their souls, battle back up the court, and sink one. 
 
    And it was obvious that every basket was one more for Lexi. 
 
    Every basket made the homies looked at Lexi, and Lexi would give the thumbs up. Jaw thrust forward, she stood toe to toe with more talented people, her and her team, and fought the other team to a standstill. 
 
    Two points, countered by two points, back and forth, the visitors pulling ahead for a minute, then tied again, and again, and again. 
 
    The stands were in a constant uproar, people cheering and screaming and slapping each other on the back. 
 
    After half time Lexis team pulled ahead for a brief spell. But the other team dug in, and once again the score was tied. 
 
    One of Lexi’s people fouled out, and his replacement, though not as good, managed to fill their shoes. 
 
    Still, by the two minute warning the opposing team was one point ahead. 
 
    The fight had been so vicious, the visitors started slowing the ball, taking their time, passing, passing. 
 
    Thirty seconds. 
 
    The ball going around the court. 
 
    Ten seconds. 
 
    Five seconds, and that was when the opposing team made their mistake. They took a shot. Five seconds, they figured why not, and the ball soared through the air, and bounced off the rim. 
 
    Two seconds. 
 
    Brad had it, he reared back and threw the ball the length of the entire court. 
 
    Swish. 
 
    Uproar. 
 
    The home team had won. 
 
    Standing behind the home bench John was cheering as loud as all of them, then it hit him. It hit him when Lexi jumped on Brad and kissed him on the mouth. 
 
    To the crowd it was just the exuberance of the moment. To John…it was the end. 
 
    Tears came to his eyes, and he sat down. 
 
      
 
    John was still sitting behind the bench a half hour later. 
 
    The crowd was fairly well thinned out, only a hundred people left in the big gym, and he sat with slumped shoulders, seeing nothing, the tears on his face ruining his make up. 
 
    Lexi found him like that. 
 
    “Hey, John.” 
 
    “Hey,” he said, looking up. 
 
    “You’ve ruined your make up.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “Well, come on. I can fix you up in the locker room, and we’re having a celebration.” 
 
    “I don’t want to go.” 
 
    “You have to. So get up.” 
 
    Her voice was authority, so he stood up and followed her into the locker room. 
 
    It was chaos back there. The doors were all locked and everybody was naked. Bottles of champagne had made their appearance, and somebody handed John a bottle. He drank. And drank again, and again, and suddenly he started to feel good. 
 
    Lexi got out her make up kit and repaired his face, and he sat on the bench and listened to the talk, watched everybody hugging and kissing. And really kissing. 
 
    He drank some more. In a way he was happy for the team, and felt crushed. 
 
    Lexi took the bottle away from him, freshened his lipstick, and pulled him down to the end of the lockers. She sat him on the end of the narrow bench, and she motioned to Brad to come be with her. 
 
    John looked up, hated Brad, but…but there was nothing to do, nothing to be said. 
 
    “John, I guess you’ve figured out that our marriage is over.” 
 
    “Over a bunch of Tiger Balm,” he said. 
 
    “More than just Tiger Balm. Over because you hurt me, because you couldn’t grow up.” 
 
    He watched her, and sighed. 
 
    “Now, we have a bunch of choices. I could kick you out. Boot your butt down the street and forget about you. But I don’t want to do that. We have history, and I think, that by becoming a woman, you have grown up.” 
 
    “A little too late though.” 
 
    “Too late,” she nodded. “Or, you can live at home, figure out what you want to do. When you decide we can split the property and you can go your own way.” 
 
    He looked up at her and was curious. “Why so generous?” 
 
    “Not all generous. I still need somebody to take care of the house, contribute to the rent.” 
 
    “You want me to be your maid?” 
 
    “You would make a good one, but that’s not the whole reason.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “John, you’ve come a long way. You’ve changed, but you need to take a final step.” 
 
    “I do?” 
 
    Other members of the team had gathered around and were listening. 
 
    “Yes. And my team has said they’re willing to help.” 
 
    Now John was curious. He stared at the eyes staring at him. He saw concern. Amusement here and there, disgust on one face, but most of them…they were offering something. 
 
    “John, your choice. You can either get up and walk out, and I will expect you to be gone from the house by the time I get home. I’ll be bringing Brad home with me to make sure you’ve gone.” 
 
    “And my other choice.” 
 
    There was a long moment of silence, the Lexi said, “John. Turn around and lay down on the end of the bench. Face down.” 
 
    Her meaning was clear. What she wanted was obvious. The question was was it what he wanted. 
 
    And she had spoken in a commanding voice, and that voice left little room for argument. 
 
    “You’re all going to fuck me?” 
 
    Lexi held out a hand and one of her team laid a strap on with a big dido in her hand. She began fitting the harness around her hips. 
 
    “I’m going first, John, and if you decide you want to stay at the house, I’ll be wanting to use you again. A lot. But for right now, when I’m done the others will take you. By the time we’re done you will be female in your soul, as well as your mind.” 
 
    “Wait…wait…” 
 
    “For what? For you to be confused? Just turn over and present your ass, John.” Long pause. “Or leave.” 
 
    It was a long, frozen moment. The only thing moving in the locker room was John’s mind. And his mind was in a turmoil. 
 
    He stared at the people watching him. Some were sober faced, others were smiling and nodding for him to do it. 
 
    Then back to Lexi. 
 
    God, he loved her. 
 
    And if he could get her to love him, even in this unorthodox way… 
 
    John stood up, pulled his panties down and raised his dress. He turned around and lay down. Somebody had put a stack of towels there and he was quite comfortable. He felt her moving between his legs. Somebody threw more towels for people to kneel on if they were tall. She didn’t need to kneel. She was the right height. 
 
    She smeared lubricant in his ass, ran her finger around his rim. She had done this often the last few weeks, and he realized that she had known where this was going. 
 
    She bent her knees, put her hands on his back, and pushed her dildo into him. 
 
    It went in easily, and it caused a shock of pleasure to run through him. 
 
    She cupped his buns and the feel of her warm palms holding his butt was heaven. 
 
    She began to work in and out, and he grunted and worked with her. 
 
    In, and he tilted a bit, out, and he corkscrewed a bit. He could feel the slick plastic of the dildo rubbing against his anal walls. 
 
    Around them people were starting to talk, and to drink more champagne. 
 
    “I love you like this, John, but only like this,” she whispered in his ear. 
 
    Somebody handed him a plastic glass with champagne in it. He held it, sipped, and groaned as she bottomed out in his butt, then drew back. 
 
    The talk around them picked up, and he heard people commenting on what a fine ass he had. More drinking, more laughing, talk about the game, but now he was the real center of attention. 
 
    Lexi pulled out of him, took off the strap on and handed it to one of the girls. but in that time somebody else penetrated his heinie. He had a feeling it was Brad The cock felt big and warm, and it was totally a different feel than plastic. 
 
    Lexi sat on the floor next to him, poured him some more champagne. 
 
    Brad drove in, and he felt the big man’s balls slapping against his ass. 
 
    “I’m cumming!” 
 
    Everybody cheered, and John felt the hot semen splash in his rectum. He felt the cock pulsing. He felt the balls tightening up against his ass. 
 
    Then a woman took Brad’s place. 
 
    As the plastic ding dong pushed into him, causing a groan, Brad sat down next to Lexi and gave her a kiss. 
 
    She kissed him back, an dJohn felt jealousy, and happiness. He had lost something, but he had gained something. then he had a thought. 
 
    “Lexi?” 
 
    Lexi took her mouth away from Brad’s. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Did you…have you been planning this?” 
 
    She was silent, watching him. 
 
    “Did you promise the team they could fuck my ass if they won?” 
 
    Lexi sighed, and said, “Yes.” 
 
    John lowered his head. of course. And he moaned as a human dick replaced the fake one. 
 
    Of course. 
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    The Broken Man ~ (50,000 words)Kyle Talon loves his wife, and he’ll do anything for her, including getting into the trunk of a car driven by a beautiful woman. What Kyle doesn’t know is that the beautiful woman is taking him to a ranch where men are subjected to unbelievable perversion…and they all love it. All except Kyle. Kyle still loves his wife. Silly man. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    To Win Her Love! 
 
    He took it up the rear! 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Leslie Weiler is advertising for a husband.” 
 
    Ron looked at his roommate in surprise. “Say what?” 
 
    “I said, Leslie—“ 
 
    “I know what you said, but why?” 
 
    “Because she is, and she’s the biggest fox in the fucking world.” 
 
    The two roomies sat and stared at each other.  
 
    Ron worked hard, made good grades, but didn’t have much of a social life. Outside of a mild interest in the odd story he wasnt’ much interested. 
 
    Jake was a real geek, made sure Ron got through his classes, and imagined co-equivalent toruses in a 39 dimensional universes for fun. 
 
    Of course, there was a corresponding aesthetic between the degree of intelligence and looks. 
 
    Ron was good looking, had no trouble finding girls, and Jake took full advantage of that fact. 
 
    “But it’s not that she’s advertising for a husband that is so surprising,” murmured Jake. “It’s how she’s doing it.” 
 
    “And how is she doing it?” 
 
    “Applications.” 
 
    Ron tilted his head and mused. 
 
    “She’s put out a questionnaire. You can download it on the net. Send it to her and…” 
 
    “Can you imagine bagging that fox?” Ron mused. 
 
    “Can I? Do genetic algorithms try to mimic evolution by producing off-springs of solutions?” 
 
    Ron had no idea, but he got the gist. “So fill out her application. With your smarts you should be able to ace the quiz and walk away with the babe.” 
 
    “No. You know that’s not possible. One look at me would skew the quiz for all the students in 49 states.” 
 
    “Only forty-nine?” 
 
    “California doesn’t count.” 
 
    “Ha.” 
 
    “No, I am telling you this because I want you to take the quiz.” 
 
    “Me? I don’t want to get married.” 
 
    “To Leslie Weiler? You don’t want to get married to the girl whose boobs are geometrically perfect? Whose hair is a gentle Diophantine wave form? Whose lips describe the actual perfection of the Golden Ratio? Whose—“ 
 
    “You realize that I have no idea what you’re talking about.” 
 
    Jake grinned and held out a sheet of paper. “Here.” 
 
    Ron took the paper and looked at it. 
 
      
 
    Application for marriage with Leslie Weiler 
 
    Answer the following questions, then turn in your application at Tri-Pi sorority house. 
 
    Then there was a long list of questions. 
 
      
 
    1)  Should men hold the door open for women? 
 
    2)  Do you like crotchless panties? 
 
    3)  Would you wear a bra if a woman asked you to? 
 
    4)  What do you think of open marriages? 
 
    5)  Have you ever worn your mother’s underwear? 
 
    And so on. 
 
      
 
    Jake had already answered all the questions and Ron grinned. “You really wore your mother’s panties?” 
 
    Jake looked a little discomfitted, but he blustered, “Nope. But that is the answer she wants.” 
 
    “How do you know that?” 
 
    “Because I took a class on advanced neural biology last quarter.” 
 
    “So now you’re an expert on psychiatry?” 
 
    “It was the same one Leslie took. I sat behind her, and her hair smells so-o-o-o sweet!” 
 
    “You were stalking her?” 
 
    Jake ignored that. The truth could hurt, after all.“I want to make sure you win.” 
 
    “Why me? Why not you?” 
 
    “Because, like I said, one look at me and it’s all over. You, on the other hand, though you are not handsome, at least not to the magnitude of Leslie Weiler’s beauty, are handsome enough. 
 
    So your brains and my looks. But what do you really get out of it? I mean, say I turn this in and she selects me. It’s me that would eventually be fucking her, and you would—“ 
 
    “And you’ll tell me about your love life.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Why not? I can’t have her, but I can have her through you.” 
 
    “I would be your sexual surrogate?” Ron frowned, there was obviously some hidden factor here, but what it could be he couldn't imagine. 
 
    Jake went into begging mode. “Come on, Ron. Please…please…pretty please? I really need this…and…” and he went on and on, promising to take all of Ron’s classes and get all As in them.” 
 
    Ron sighed. He studied the questionnaire again. He reached the essay part and frowned. “I don’t know about this.” 
 
    “About what? All my answers are good!” 
 
    “Yeah, but look at this essay. You say you’re willing to suck her toes, but it would be me that would have to do that.” 
 
    Jake looked honestly confused. “Yeah?” 
 
    “But what if I don’t want to suck her toes?” 
 
    “You don’t want to suck the toes of the most beautiful girl in the world? What’s wrong with you?” 
 
    “I’m not you?” 
 
    “Exactly. Now, I’m going to ask you questions and you answer them the right way.” 
 
    “The right way being?” 
 
    “Like you think I would answer.” 
 
    “And the way you think is?” 
 
    “Like I answered on the quiz. Come on, now, Ron. Let’s give it the old college try.” 
 
    Ron sighed, and Jake began asking him questions.               
 
      
 
    Across the campus, at Tri-Pi, often referred to as Pi Pi Pi, Leslie Weiler sighed in frustration. “You can’t use me for your bogus marriage offers! 
 
    Her roomie, Janice Darko, gave her own sigh. “Look, if I had asked guys to answer a quiz to get married to me, they would have turned around and run. 
 
    “You aren’t a bad looking girl! You’re pretty.” 
 
    “Yeah, I’m fine, but I’m not a drop dead blonde with perfect lips and big tits. Guys would turn around and run if they knew they were trying out for me.” 
 
    “The only problem is that I don’t want to get married.” 
 
    “You won’t have to. You just walk around and looked beautiful and I’ll be your secretary. I’ll even ask the questions for you.” 
 
    “And how do you plan on breaking it to these handsome men that it’s you and not me that they’ve won?” 
 
    “Not a problem. I’ll just get everybody so drunk they won’t be able to tell the difference between you and me.” 
 
    Leslie snickered. “You’re evil.” Then she had another thought. “And those questions you asked. Have you lusted after your mother? Do you dream about anal sex? Have you ever painted your toenails? Is this really the kind of guy you want?” 
 
    “Lord no. I’m just using those questions to eliminate contestants. Do you think I want to be saddled with some kind of pervert?” Of course that wasn’t totally true, but the truth can hurt if you’re not careful. 
 
    “Well, I understand that, but guys are starting to look at me weird. They think that’s what I want.” 
 
    Janice laughed. “What? You don’t want to spank a guy and make him wear high heels and long fingernails and—“ 
 
    “I want somebody normal!” wailed Leslie. “All I get is guys wanting me to do kinky things. I’ve just about given up on finding somebody normal!” 
 
    “Not to fear, girlfriend. When it’s all over and I’ve got my man I’ll make a public announcement. I’ll get you off the hook. Don’t you worry.” 
 
    “You saying don’t worry is making me worry.” 
 
    Janice just chuckled. “Now come on, let me drill you for when you actually meet these guys.” 
 
    “Drill me for what?” 
 
    “You’ve got to keep up the pretense until I’ve made my selection. You’ve got to pretend you want to walk on men’s backs with high heels, that you’re a ball buster from way back.” 
 
    “Oh, God!” wailed Leslie. 
 
     
 
    On Friday morning Jake burst into Ron’s room. “Up, up, up, up! Get ready! It’s the big day.” 
 
    Ron rolled over, pulled a pillow over his head and groaned.  
 
    “I wanna go home.” 
 
    “None of that bushwah, we got things to do! We got to get up and get ready. We have to get you shaved and showered.” 
 
    “Should. I wear a tuxedo?” Ron moaned from under the pillow. 
 
    Jake thought about it. “No, I think we should go with a casual look and—“ 
 
    “You thought I was serious?” 
 
    “You weren’t?” 
 
    “Argh!” 
 
    Jake searched through Ron’s closet and brought out cargo shorts and a polo shirt. He sniffed the armpits. “Okay. Oh, shit! Look at the condition of your shoes!” 
 
    “What’s wrong with my shoes?” 
 
    “They’re ugly! They’re run down. The laces have lost the little plastic thingie—“ 
 
    “They’re aglets.” 
 
    “You’ve lost your aglets!” 
 
    Ron sat up and spun around and looked down at his balls. “No, no. They’re there.” 
 
    “Not funny! You need to get dressed!” 
 
    “What time is it?” Ron yawned. 
 
    “Seven.” 
 
    “And I’m not due to meet her until the afternoon. And if we watch her website she’ll even tell us when we’re—I’m—due.” 
 
    “Yes! That’s right! So we have to hurry!” 
 
    Ron went back down to his pillow and yelled out a muffled, “ARGH!” 
 
      
 
    The morning passed slowly. Ron got up and shaved and showered. He refused to shave his genitals. 
 
    “But Leslie likes shaved genitals.” 
 
    “How do you know?” 
 
    “From what she said in the psyche class.” 
 
    Jake then proceeded to rag Ron so much that Ron finally agreed. But not to shave. He insisted on Men’s Nair. 
 
    And Jake had to run to the store, run back, and found that Ron was sleeping again. 
 
    Eventually, with a bald groin, Ron went down for breakfast. 
 
    “Leslie is a vegetarian!” And Jake tried to pull the bacon off Ron’s plate. 
 
    “Well my dick is not!” snarled Ron, and he added a couple of strips of bacon to his plate. 
 
    Around them the other frat members were laughing. They all knew that it was Jake and not Ron behind this franticness. 
 
    “Have some more bacon, Ron?” 
 
    “Thanks, Steve.” 
 
    “I’ve got some sausage…for Leslie.” 
 
    Hoots and laughter. 
 
    “Shut up!” wailed Jake. “That’s the love of my life you’re talking about?” 
 
    Brandon, who was a huge black guy on a football scholarship, said, “She was pullin’ train on the brothers last night.” 
 
    Jake stared hate at Brandon, and Brandon kept a straight face for a minute, then burst out in a guffaw. 
 
    “You’re easy, Jake.” 
 
    “Well, it’s not funny! That’s my future wife you’re talking about!” 
 
    “I fail to see how her marrying Ron makes her your wife.” 
 
    More hoots and laughter. 
 
    “Don’t worry, Jake. Ron’s got such a small dick it’ll be like she’s virgin for you.” 
 
    Ron, not about to be cowed, sawed bacon and commented, “Yeah, your mother’s ass was tight and she could hardly feel me.” 
 
    More and more hoots and laughter. 
 
    Jake, of course, was turning a bright shade of purple. 
 
    “You guys…you guys…” he blustered, then threw up his hands. The dining area filled with a great shout of laughter. 
 
      
 
    “Get up, get up, get up!”  
 
    Leslie groaned and turned her face into her pillow. 
 
    Janice pulled covers off to reveal Leslie’s most statuesque body. Leslie tried to pull them back, but Janice threw them into a corner. 
 
    “You need to shave your pussy and shower and get dressed, and we need to drill you on questions and answers, and…”
 Janice went on and on and Leslie tried to curl into the fetal position. “Lemme sleep!” 
 
    But Janice grabbed her and pulled her and finally climbed over her and put her back to the wall and pushed Leslie out of bed with her feet. 
 
    Leslie sprawled on the floor and tried to curl up again, but Janice started tickling her. 
 
    “Come on!” 
 
    Leslie finally headed for the shower, and Janice jumped in and began shaving her body with a little razor.” 
 
    “You pervert!” yelled Leslie. 
 
    “You’ve got to look good for my future husband.” 
 
    The other girls in the bathroom were snickering, and one of them said, “I don’t understand how Leslie getting married makes you a bride.” 
 
    “It just does!” 
 
    Leslie: “After she makes her choice we’re supposed to get everybody drunk, then Janice takes my place and the poor idiot is sucker punched.” 
 
    Several of the sorority sisters made a cluster by the shower.  
 
    “Really? 
 
    “We should all do that!” 
 
    “I wonder if I could get Brad Pitt drunk?” 
 
    “One of the girls hooted, “If Brad chucks Angie out of bed, what chance do you think you’ll have?” 
 
    The first responded with, “Hey, every man wants a virgin.” 
 
    Howls of laughter.  
 
    “The only thing virgin about you is your asshole!” 
 
    Again, howls of laughter, for they all knew the lie of that. 
 
    Finally, dressed in Cargo shorts and a cut off sweat shirt—it was pink with a girl howling at the moon—that barely concealed her momentous boobs, they headed down for breakfast. 
 
    In the kitchen area Janice tried to take everything that Leslie put on her plate off. “You can’t be a fat pig when you’re interviewing.” 
 
    “Well, I’m not going to be a starving pig.” 
 
    They got in a fight over bacon, and finally Leslie picked up her glass of orange juice and held it over her head. “Give me that bacon or the blonde gets it.” 
 
    Almost crying, Janice gave in, and stared bitterly as Leslie worked her curved lips over the piece of bacon. 
 
    “Mmm.” 
 
    “Looks like you’re sucking a big dick,” commented one of the other girls. 
 
    “The bacon is flat, not fat,” responded Leslie. “Both of which words describe you.” 
 
    A big ‘Ooooo’ swept through the dining room, then laughter. 
 
      
 
    All morning Jake kept an eye on his iphone. He had it set to the Tri-Pi site, and he was watching the results from the great Leslie Weiler auction,’ as Ron called it. 
 
    The girls of the sorority were going all out. Fellows were interviewed by the sisters, and not all of them made it in to Leslie. 
 
    Sometimes the results were posted. 
 
    ‘Joe Brandon actually wore mismatched socks! Can you believe it? LOSER!’ 
 
    ‘Terry Suskind is a pervert! No chance for him!’ 
 
    “Good, good,” he would mutter as the competition died a slow death. He kept glancing at Ron, who was perfect for Leslie. On the surface. 
 
    But when he, Jake, ended up with Leslie she would see what a fine choice he was and be glad that he had resorted to trickery. 
 
      
 
    Leslie sat in a chair that had been stolen from the drama department. It looked like a throne, and her sisters had draped a purple robe over her shoulders. 
 
    At first it was sort of fun, the way these guys knelt before her, then were offered a chance to speak with ‘her highness.’ 
 
    But it got old fast. 
 
    She had, to be honest, never seen such a bunch of losers in her life. 
 
    They wanted to marry her just because she was good looking, and they were obviously spouting prepared lines. 
 
    And she wondered where they came up with the things they were saying. 
 
    Some of the boys were just responding to the salacious nature of the questionnaire Janice had put out. 
 
    ‘Oh, yeah, eating pussy is my particular fetish. I would love to suck your toes. I can’t wait for you to kick my balls.’ 
 
    What were these boys thinking? Who did they think she was? 
 
    So the afternoon dragged on, and she was bored beyond tears. She put on sunglasses at one point and took a catnap. 
 
    Her sisters, however, were getting off on this. They made catcalls when one of the applicants took off his shirt and flexed, and asked him to flex his down and dirty muscle—and he did! 
 
    And, truth, he wasn’t that big. And the large amount of hair obscured his tiny weenie. 
 
    By late afternoon they were down to the last couple of applicants, and Ron walked in. 
 
    He was slender, wore his hair a little long, seemed clean enough, and he was wearing regular clothes. Like hers. Cargos and a regular top that guys might wear for their every day activities. 
 
    “Ron,” asked Janice. “Why do you want to marry Leslie?” 
 
    Ron gave a little grunt, almost of disgust, and he said. “I don’t.” 
 
    Every girl in the room sat up. All of them wanted to ask why, because Leslie was the most beautiful girl on campus, but they were running by script at this point. Questions would come later. 
 
    “What do you think of Leslie’s tits?” 
 
    This was the question that had brought half the applicants to their knees. ‘Oh, God! I want to suck on them! They are perfect!’ 
 
    “He said, pretty nice, but can she carry a conversation?” 
 
    Every woman was sitting on the edge of their chairs. Half of them, who had been getting off on debasing and humiliating applicants, wanted to get rid of him. 
 
    Half of them didn’t know what to think. 
 
    A third question, “Would you wear a bra and get boobs implanted for Leslie?” 
 
    “You know, if I loved her, I would. But I don’t know her. I don’t know if I love her. This is sort of a lousy way to find out.” 
 
    Several of the sisters actually booed. 
 
    “Well, I can see I’m not what you want so—“ 
 
    Janice was about to tell the girls to show him out. The girl in charge of the internet was already thinking of ways to excoriate this bozo. 
 
    Leslie leaned over and whispered to Janice, “Put him in the finals.” 
 
    Janice looked at her friend, “No!” 
 
    “Humor me. I want to see where this guy goes.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “You’re still in charge of the final choice.” 
 
    Janice saw the truth in that. “Invite Ron to the finals.” 
 
    Oh, the buzz that went up. They all knew Janice was in charge, but this guy was so disrespectful…what was she thinking of? 
 
    Ron was a bit surprised. He figured him telling the truth would eliminate him right then. And now he was going to have to come back tonight. He wanted to watch horror pictures on the big screen! He didn’t have time for this. 
 
    He walked out of the sorority house and Jake was right next to him. 
 
    “Man, what is happening in there?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Let’s get some pizza and beer.” 
 
    They sauntered towards the pizza parlor right off campus. 
 
    “What did you say? The internet says you’re a loser, but you’re invited back.” 
 
    “How many other guys are into the finals?” 
 
    “Four. You’re number five.” 
 
    Ron smiled. He only had to look worse than four other guys. Should be easy enough. All he had to do was go in there and belch, a fart would be nice, and offend somebody. Maybe make a speech about how women should be denied rights because they were a bunch of cuckoos. Yeah. That would be cool. 
 
    Jake, not understanding what his friend was planning, was drilling him on how to answer questions, what he should do, all the things he needed to do to win the hand of Leslie Weiler. 
 
    They arrived at the pizza parlor, and there were a lot of guys and girls, and they all stared at Ron as he entered the place. 
 
    Ron groaned, saw a table in the back corner, and headed for it. 
 
    Jake peeled off to make the orders and get a couple of pitchers. He saw how everybody was staring at Ron, and it was weird. 
 
    This whole thing was sort of weird.  
 
    In fact, he was having second thoughts on the whole marriage thing. 
 
    He still thought Leslie was the most beautiful woman in the world, but…getting married? 
 
      
 
    The girls at the sorority house were sorting through the candidates. 
 
    Several girls hacked into the school computers to get records. 
 
    A committee was awarding points for answers, conduct, special achievements, everything. 
 
    Four of the guys were high up there. One of them was a decathlete who was aiming for the Olympics. Two others were on the baseball team. One was making himself a name as a karateka. 
 
    All were handsome enough to be movie stars. 
 
    And then there was the dweeb. Ron. Disrespectful, unconcerned, almost like he didn’t even care about being in the contest! 
 
    He was handsome enough, but no movie star. He had good grades, he had played tennis in high school but hadn’t in college. Just a regular guy, really. Nothing special. 
 
      
 
    At six o’clock Ron and Jake showed up at the sorority house. The other four fellows were all there. They were all toting flowers or chocolates, and one fellow nervously tried to memorize a poem he had written. He could be heard mumbling to himself at the end of the porch. 
 
    A half a dozen girls were watching over the boys. Some of them tried talking to the boys, some of them even looked like they were on the make. 
 
    Ron, except for a baleful eye from one of the girls, was ignored. 
 
    “Okay, when you meet her you want to be cheerful, but not too cheerful. Be concerned, you want to make a good impression, but you don’t want to be a kiss ass. And when you…” 
 
    Jake went on and on and Ron did his best to ignore his roomie. 
 
    Finally, the boys, minus Jake, were invited into the sorority house. They were led through the house a sun porch that had been blacked out with black drapes. There was a table with five girls sitting behind it, and two candles on it. Very gloomy. The girls wore robes and Zorro masks.  
 
    “Remove your clothes,” came the command. 
 
    Nervous, but determined, the boys removed their clothes. Ron wasn’t all that nervous because he was determined to lose. Not even the beautiful Leslie Weiler was worth all this. 
 
    “You will comply with all orders.” 
 
    The lights went out. 
 
    The boys could still see a little, but it was like a room full of shadows. No masks were needed because nobody could tell who was who. 
 
    The boys were each given a glass of bourbon and commanded to drink it. They all did. 
 
    Leslie had been behind a heavy drape, and she came out when the lights went off. Her and Janice were wearing night goggles. They could see the boys in hues of green. Expressions were easy to make out, and they watched as the five girls came around the table and each took the hand of a boy. 
 
    Ron’s hand was held by a girl named Sandy, and she led him out of the room. Two of the boys were led upstairs, Ron and the other two were taken downstairs. All lights in the house were out and a lot of girls, and a couple of boyfriends, watched them with the night vision goggles. 
 
    Janice followed one boy, and she intended to check out the other three. She wasn’t going to bother with Ron. He was a dweeb. 
 
    Leslie, having nothing better to do, and sort of curious, followed Ron. She was carrying a bottle of bourbon, and took an occasional swig. 
 
    Ron entered a small room. He tripped over the lip of a dais, and was stopped at what felt like a giant floor to ceiling cross. 
 
    The girl started tying his wrist to one of the pieces of wood, but Ron drew back. “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Follow your instructions,” hissed the girl. 
 
    “I don’t know you, I don’t trust you. No.” 
 
    The girl was non plussed. Leslie could see the frustration on her face. She had figured she would tie the dweeb up and then spank him a while, then leave him. After all, he was a dweeb, right? 
 
    But now he was digging his heels in. Very un-dweeb-like. 
 
    Leslie moved up and touched the girl’s arm. 
 
    The girl turned and saw Leslie. 
 
    Leslie made a motion for the other girl to leave. The girl was quite glad to get away from the Dweeb. Man, why couldn’t she had gotten one of the baseball players? He’d be cock deep in her in a handful of seconds. 
 
    “What’s going on?” asked Ron. He was a little nervous, but only just a little. 
 
    “Hold out your hand.” 
 
    He did, and she put the bottle in it. 
 
    Ron took a big gulp, felt the fire, liked it, and smiled. 
 
    Even with the green tint over reality, he had a nice smile. 
 
    Leslie took the bottle back. 
 
    “Now listen, you’re here to follow a few instructions. So i want you to put your hands up to the cross.” 
 
    “Cross, eh? Am I about to get crucified?” 
 
    “Do you want to be?” 
 
    “I’m not a big fan of pain.” 
 
    “Yet you answered questions on the quiz that indicated that you were.” 
 
    “A friend of mine answered that quiz.” 
 
    Leslie blinked. She had thought it ludicrous that every male on campus wanted her. Sure, she was good looking, but…ludicrous. And now she was curious. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “He’s my friend. He loves Leslie Weiler. He figures on me proposing, then he has some weird plan of replacing me, I think, then marry her himself.” 
 
    “That’s a little crazy, isn’t it?” 
 
    “I’ll say. And I tried to talk him out of it. I agreed to this shindig only because it was the easiest way to throw a monkey wrench into his plans. 
 
    “You like your friend?” 
 
    “Actually, he’s a pretty good guy. He’s helped me keep my grades up. His only problem is this infatuation with some girl who’s never talked to him. 
 
    Leslie pursed her lips in thought.  
 
    This guy, Ron, didn’t seem a bad sort. He looked out for friends, so he was loyal. She became more curious about him. She sipped, and handed the bottle to him, “What do you think about this whole thing? Leslie offering herself in marriage, holding a virtual raffle for a husband. What do you think?” 
 
    “Girl must have a screw loose.” 
 
    Leslie smiled. 
 
    “I mean, you have to get to know somebody. And if they are the special one, then…then they figure out if they want to get more serious.” 
 
    “What if she chose you?” 
 
    “Then I could blow her off and save my roomie.” 
 
    Another exchange of the bottle. It was getting warm in the room. She looked down at his cock. It was straight out and rock hard. And it wasn’t one of these tiny, weenie, little ding-a-lings. 
 
    “What did you think of the questions on the questionnaire?” 
 
    “Not much.” 
 
    “Hunh?” 
 
    “All the kink, it reads like it was made up by a horny, bunch of sorority sisters. It certainly doesn’t read like a test of character.” 
 
    “But what if it is designed to find the guy who was willing to go the extra mile for his girl?” 
 
    “Well, I suppose. And kink can be a lot of fun, but…but, like I said, I didn’t know that girl. How am I supposed to trust her out of the chute?” 
 
    “Would you trust me?” She felt a little burp of excitement in her belly. 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “I promise not to hurt you, to just have fun with you. If you can’t handle it I’ll stop.” 
 
    “Uh…” Ron was a little nervous. He was being pushed to a decision, and he really didn’t know this girl. 
 
    Leslie smiled, and did something that she normally never would have done, but which she had been thinking about ever since her friend had left her alone 
 
    “I’m going to touch your penis.” 
 
    Oh, the look on his face. Sudden fear, and yet, anticipation. But then what boy wouldn’t like to have his cock touched? 
 
    She placed her hand around it, moved it back and forth, touched the under part of his cock head with her thumb. 
 
    “Oh!” he gasped. 
 
    “Nice, eh?” 
 
    “I’ll say.” 
 
    “So if you’ll let me touch your cock, why won’t you let me tie you up and play with you.” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Can I kiss it?” 
 
    He nodded, gulped, and she bent her knees and placed her mouth around his penis. 
 
    Ron had had blow jobs before, and some of them were pretty good, but this one was world class. This girl had the most perfect lips, and the way she used her tongue, and stroked his shaft, and hefted his balls. He leaned back against the cross and made a sound of submission. His knees shook, and Leslie could feel them quivering. 
 
    She rose up, pressed her body against his and kissed him. 
 
    Ron felt the perfection of her body against his. She had large breasts. Her waist was small. She clung to him and anointed his mouth with hers. 
 
    Finally, she moved back, was breathless. She took a drink, and handed him the bottle. 
 
    Ron sucked brown liquor down his throat. He was dizzy, and his whole body felt like it was overheating. 
 
    Leslie watched him. He was handsome. Not studly handsome, but confident in his looks. But it was obvious that looks weren’t as important to him as some. 
 
    “I need to tie you up. Then I’m going to go down the list of things that were mentioned on the questionnaire.” 
 
    He laughed. “Let me tie you up.” 
 
    There it was. Stalemate. Tit for tat. 
 
    “Okay.” Leslie didn’t know why she agreed. But there was just something about Ron that she liked. 
 
    In short, she trusted him. 
 
    And her willingness to trade places in the situation was exactly perfect. 
 
    Ron said nothing for a long moment. Then he turned and placed his arms against the St. Andrews Cross. “Tie me up.” 
 
    She did, and her heart was thumping in her chest, pounding in the heat. 
 
    What was she doing? This was all supposed to be a lark. Janice was going to find a boyfriend. She was just the shill. 
 
    But now she was pulling the leather straps tight and attaching the velcro. Now she felt his body, slender, lean, but strong with wiry muscle. She felt his hair, semi-long, soft and brushable. She wanted to brush his hair. Why did she feel so…so…vulnerable? 
 
    She was in charge, and it was exciting, but she had a feeling that everything she did to him was going to resonate in her heart. 
 
    She was in charge, but she could feel a moistness between her legs that threatened to betray her. 
 
    That he would give himself to her, that he would trust her that much…it was unreal. 
 
    “Well, let’s get this show on the road.” His voice was dry, filled with humor. Tied up and about to be spanked, or whipped, or whatever, and he made a joke. 
 
    That was the moment she knew she was in serious trouble.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Jake walked in circles on the porch of the Tri-Pi house. The girls watching him snickered at the expression on his face. Then, by ones and twos, they drifted into the house, forgot about him, and Jake had his opportunity. He snuck through the front door, looked around, and went prowling. 
 
      
 
    “Oh!” Ron gasped. Leslie had both his buns in her hands and was pulling them apart. The air felt cool on his asshole. 
 
    She reached around and stroked his weenie and held his balls. 
 
    “What do you think?” she whispered into his ear. 
 
    “I’m sort of blown out. I didn’t think I would like kink.” 
 
    Leslie reached up and gently scratched his nipples with her long nails.  
 
    Ron shivered and found himself leaning back a little so she had better access. 
 
    “God, you are a kink!” Leslie laughed. She had never thought she could have so much fun in her life. Everything she did he responded to. It made her feel powerful, and it was fun. 
 
    “You gonna spank me?” 
 
    “Just working up to it. But I’ve got a lot of toys here, let me try out a few first.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” Ron grinned in the darkness. 
 
    Leslie found a butt plug and some lube. She greased his hole up, which made him moan with pleasure. Her fingers felt so nice as they penetrated him. 
 
    Then she placed the plug against his rectum and began wiggling it and circling it and pushing it in. 
 
    “Oh…oh, fuck!” 
 
    “I bet you feel a little girly right now,” she giggled. 
 
    Suddenly the plug passed the ring. 
 
    “OH!” 
 
    “Do you feel like a girl?” 
 
    “Is this what a girl feels like when she gets fucked?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “You don’t.” 
 
    “I’ve never been into kink.” 
 
    “Well, do you have another plug?” 
 
    She looked through the box and found one. “Yup.” 
 
    “Try it, then you can tell me.” 
 
    Leslie, truth to tell, didn’t have much of a love life. All the guys acted like little boys around her. They were totally awed by her beauty and always acted shy and embarrassed. 
 
    Not like Ron. 
 
    “Okay. I’m greasing it now. And I guess I have to put it in my butt.” 
 
    “I’m assuming you already know what it feels like in the vagina.” 
 
    “What kind of a slut do you think I am?” she laughed. 
 
    “I didn’t know sluts could be categorized,” he responded, which made her laugh. She took another sip, and marveled at what a good time she was having. 
 
    She bent over a little and pushed the plug into her heinie. “Oh, fuck! That’s good!” 
 
    “Is it better than fucking a dick?” 
 
    “Well, I’m not a big connoisseur of dicks…but it feels…I think it feels better. In fact, I think I’d like to get a dick in my pussy right about now.” 
 
    Ron froze. “Really?”  
 
    “This scene has got me so hot…I’m burning up. My pussy is screaming for a fuck.” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “But first I need to spank you.” 
 
    Her words splatted against him. He wanted to be spanked. His cock was throbbing…he had this perverse desire to experience a spanking. 
 
    “Okay…” 
 
    “Let me find a paddle or something.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Leslie looked through the box and found a short whip. “Will a small whip do?” WISSS…CRACK! 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” Ron lurched forward, and the odd thing…he felt like he was going to cum. 
 
    But it was pain he was feeling! 
 
    Why should pain make him want to squirt? 
 
    “Did you like that.” 
 
    “I almost came.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “It felt like it. I’ve never felt like that before. It was like my balls suddenly surged and my cock acted like it was going to spit.” 
 
    “We need to look at this, because my pussy feels so damned wet…” 
 
    “Go for it.” 
 
    WISSS…CRACK! 
 
      
 
    Jake went up the stairs. There were too many girls in the front room, and the lights were on. Even though there were a couple of boyfriends in the big room, they might kick him out. 
 
    As he mounted the steps, staying to the side and relatively out of view, he listened to the girls. 
 
    “Man, I’d fuck that hunk.” 
 
    “You think Leslie is going to like him?” 
 
    “Where is Leslie, anyway?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Upstairs?” 
 
    “Well, wherever she is…” 
 
    Voices faded and Jake tip toed down the second floor hallway. It was very dark, but he saw a black robe and a pair of night vision goggles on a chair. He quickly pulled the robe on, messed his hair up, and put on the goggles. The world was suddenly a bright shade of green. 
 
    Just in time, as several girls passed by. He followed them after a few steps. 
 
    At three different rooms girls were clustered in front of the doors. As he approached the first one he could hear voices coming out of a speaker. He realized that the girls had set up mikes and were recording everything that happened. 
 
    “Oh, baby! Your pussy tastes like licorice!” 
 
    The girls outside smothered giggles, and one said, “I made Joanna put licorice twists up her pussy for an hour before she went in with him. 
 
    “Eat me, butch!” Joanna squealed through the speaker. 
 
    “Oh, baby.” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “When I say eat I mean now!” 
 
    “Okay…okay!” Jut don’t stick the dildo up my ass anymore.” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “I will if I want, my little man pussy.” 
 
    Jake listened in fascination. This guy was howling, but not necessarily in pain. Sometimes it sounded like he didn’t know if it was pain or pleasure, but, whatever, he was howling. 
 
    Then he wondered what was happening to poor Ron. 
 
    Or lucky Ron. 
 
    Some guys loved this stuff. Jake certainly did. But did Ron? 
 
    He moved past the first group and moved to the second group. 
 
      
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    Ron steeled himself and tried not to cry out, but a small whimper escaped his clenched lips. 
 
    Leslie heard the whimper and exulted. God! This was fun! After all the years of men being so careful around her, trying to please her, she was finally pleasing herself, and she wondered what it would be like if she was the one tied to the cross. 
 
    She reached down and wiggled the plug, and Ron moaned. 
 
    She reached in front and stroked him while she wiggled the plug. 
 
    Ron cried out and moved his hips back and forth, trying to fuck and get fucked at the same time. 
 
    “This is fun,” she nibbled on his ear.  
 
    “I’ve never felt this way…” 
 
    “Do you love me?” 
 
    “God, do I love you!” 
 
    The odd thing was that Leslie believed him. 
 
    Boys always told her they loved her, but they were like little plastic dolls compared to this.  
 
    Ron was coming from a passion that was exploding from his soul. He meant it. 
 
    I think I’m going to have to fuck you.” She said, and she went to the box and pulled out a strap on. The dick in the front plate was big. Very big. She put the dick in Ron’s hand. 
 
    He felt it, and gasped. “That’s too big!” 
 
    “That’s what they all say, but you know otherwise, don’t you, honey.” 
 
    She called him ‘honey,’ And she had called him baby, and sweetheart. These were the things that boyfriends and girlfriends said to each other. She had only known him for fifteen minutes and yet she was thinking of him in this way. 
 
    “So, you want me to put this on and find out what you’re made of?” 
 
    Ron didn’t even hesitate. Yes, it was gigantic, but…he wanted it. More important, he wanted this woman to be the one who took his butt virtue.  
 
    Heck, he hardly knew her, but she was opening him up, showing him a side of himself he never knew existed. 
 
    Was it possible to actually fall in love in 15 minutes? 
 
    Before this, he doubted. Now, he wasn’t so sure. 
 
    What he was sure of was that he had this incredible feel in his chest, in his heart. He felt like his heart had turned to lava, and that it was pointed directly at Leslie. 
 
      
 
    Upstairs Jake crept down the hallway to the second group of girls. They were all very quiet, focused on the tiny speaker that was set up on a chair next to the door. 
 
    “Hey, baby, let’s twist those nuts!” 
 
    “AIIIEEEE!”  
 
    The girls didn’t need a speaker to hear that yell. 
 
    “Do you think I could twist them all the way off?” 
 
    “Please! Please! Don’t!” 
 
    One of the girls listening to the speaker murmured. “Man, I had no idea Shirley was so talented.” 
 
    “That’s nothing,” whispered on of the other girls. “She hasn’t even started on…wait, here she goes.” 
 
    “It’s goes right up here.” 
 
    “Oh, fuck! No!” 
 
    “It’s only six inches, and it fits right here, in the urethra.” 
 
    “GAHHH!” The man sort of combined a yelp and groan. Nobody was sure if he liked what she was doing to him or not. 
 
    Then they were sure… 
 
    “I think I’m going to cum!” 
 
    “Not yet, baby.” 
 
    “Let go! Let me squirt!” 
 
    “You want to squirt? What kind of a man are you? A real man would be able to do this for a half hour. And then you’d see a lot of cum! A real lot!” 
 
    “Ohh!” 
 
    SLAP! SLAP! 
 
    “OW! Not my balls!” 
 
    The girls in the hall snickered. 
 
    “Do you think we ought to rescue him?” 
 
    The other girls shushed her down. 
 
    Jake wondered, what kind of pain was Ron going through? He had put his roomie up to this, but these girls…they took their shit seriously! 
 
    Still, the men in the rooms weren’t begging to get out. So they were liking it. 
 
    Would he like it if Leslie did some of those things to him? 
 
    And, again, what was happening to poor Ron. Or lucky Ron. 
 
      
 
    “Here it goes…” 
 
    Ron gasped as the big dildo slid through his anal channel. “Oh, God!” 
 
    “Okay?” 
 
    “Yes! Yes!” 
 
    “Beg me for some more.” 
 
    “Please! Please!” 
 
    “There’s another dildo in the box. It’s bigger.” 
 
    Ron was silent, except for gasping breathlessly, then: “You’d better open me up before you use a bigger one.” 
 
    “Sure, babe.” 
 
    Terms of endearment, again. What was happening to her? 
 
    Suddenly she reached up and undid the leather straps around his wrists. 
 
    He groaned because she had to go up on tip toes, and that rammed the dildo harder into him. 
 
    She stepped back, the dildo flopped out, and she helped him. “Here, honey. This is the end of a sofa. Lay on your belly over the arm…that’s right. Okay, honey, I’m really going to fuck you now.” 
 
    “Oh, please!” Ron sobbed. 
 
    He lay down and she moved in between his legs. Now he was in a better position; she had more access to his rectum. 
 
    She moved between his legs and he spread them further for her. She touched the tip of her cock to his anus. He was well greased and gaping, what with the various plugs and dildos she had tried on him, and the tip went in easily. 
 
    “Oh!” he blurted. 
 
    She pushed, and now she wasn’t reaching up and trying to get into him, but laying on top of him and able to use her weight. 
 
    She sank all the way to the plastic balls, and he cried out in pleasure. 
 
    “Do me, baby,” he yelped, and she noted that he was using terms of endearment. Was he feeling the same things that she was? 
 
    She began to saw into him, pulled out, rubbed the veins of her big cock against his sensitive anal flesh and nerves. 
 
    “Fu-u-uck! Do that again!” 
 
    “Of course, lover…” She pushed the massive dick into him, listened to his cries of pure joy, then pulled out. He cried out even louder. 
 
    For a long minute she fucked him, loved him, felt his hot flesh responding under her. 
 
    Her own flesh was burning up. She had never been so hot in her life. She had never been so moist. She was actually dripping on the plastic balls of the dildo that was strapped to her junction. 
 
    Suddenly he froze up. 
 
    “What? What’s wrong?” 
 
    “Well, I just had a thought. You’re fucking me, and I’ve never fucked you.” 
 
    They lay motionless for a moment and considered his words. 
 
    “Do you want to fuck me?” 
 
    “That’s the weird thing. There’s a part of me, the male part of me, that wants to fuck you. But it’s not a very loud voice, and…I sort of enjoy you fucking me and…and I don’t really care about fucking you.” 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “I guess, in a way, it’s a pure love. But…isn’t that weird?” 
 
    “Well, I suppose, but I’ve got something that’s even weirder.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She began fucking him again, moving in and out, and she thought about what she was about to say. 
 
      
 
    On the second floor Jake was moving quietly towards the third room. The biggest crowd of girls was listening to a speaker, and they were breathless. 
 
    “I love you, Leslie. I’ve watched you on campus. I’ve followed you around. Yours is the perfect beauty.” 
 
    The idiot actually thought it was Leslie that had taken him into the room. 
 
    CRACK! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “Is that why you wear female underwear?” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Don’t deny it. You’ve already admitted to wearing female underwear under your clothes. What I want to know is where you got them!” 
 
    CRACK! 
 
    CRACK! 
 
    “I stole them out of your laundry room!” 
 
    “You’re wearing underwear you filched from Tri-Pi? 
 
    “I’m sorry!” 
 
    CRACK! “Whose do you think they are? Which girl is walking around with her pussy open to the air because of you?” 
 
    “They’re yours!” 
 
    “Mine? How do you know?” 
 
    “Because I climb the big tree in the front yard. I can see right in your room. I watch you, every night. Then I steal your underwear and replace them. You have new underwear, fresh washed to look older, and I take your old underwear and…and…” 
 
    “And what?” 
 
    CRACK! 
 
    “I sniff them! I lick the crotch! I love you, Leslie! You’re all I live for!” 
 
    “And I’m supposed to love a panty thief? A panty sniffer?” 
 
    “Please! I have sacrificed so much for you! I dream of you! I need your love! I love you so much that I can’t imagine living without you!” 
 
    CRACK! 
 
    One of the girls in the hallway whispered, “I’d take him. I wish he’d sniff my panties.” 
 
    “You can have him, muttered another. “I don’t want my man to sniff my panties unless I tell him to.” 
 
    A third girl opined, “Neither of you are going to get him if she doesn’t stop whipping him. 
 
    Most of the girls agreed with this opinion, but none of them moved to rescue the hapless pervert. 
 
    After all, love him or not, he was a pervert. 
 
    Ron listened for a while, and he was sort of upset because the guy being beaten was admitting to many of the same things he felt and did. 
 
    Good thing he hadn’t put in an application. Let Ron deal with…but where was Ron?” 
 
    Jake moved down the hall to the far stairway. 
 
    He was, to be truthful, not feeling so inclined towards Leslie as he had been. After all the beatings, and the way the women thought it was so funny, he wasn’t sure that he wanted to be married. Even to the amazingly sexy Leslie Weiler. 
 
    After all, all these women did was beat their men and laugh about it. 
 
    He crept down the back stairs and wondered where Ron was. 
 
      
 
    “I love you.” 
 
    Ron froze. “You…” 
 
    “I know it’s crazy. But you’ve been so nice, and it turns out we have so many things in common.” 
 
    “But you don’t want to have sex with me?” 
 
    “What do you think I’m doing now?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “For me this is sex. Poking into you, making your cock leak gism,” her constant fucking had pushed on his prostate and he had a huge puddle of cum underneath his cock. 
 
    “For me this is the purest kind of love. And we don’t have to risk a baby. And it makes me feel love for you. So, am I crazy? Do you feel anything like that for me?” 
 
    “I feel the same for you. But…I would like to experience your pussy some time. Would that be okay?” 
 
    “I heard some of the other girls say that once you’ve fucked a man you own him, and that you should never let him fuck you, because then he would own you.” 
 
    “Yeah, but one time, just to feel it…” 
 
    “But why do you need to feel my pussy?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I just do. What if I put it in you and don’t cum?” 
 
    “Well, that certainly deserves some thought. I should probably talk to some of the other girls about that.” 
 
    “And after I put my dick in you, and don’t cum, then you could make me wear a chastity device or something.” 
 
    “Oh, God! That’s hot! I would really own you then. I understand you can’t even get a boner once you’re wearing a chastity thing. 
 
    “You’d probably want to let me out every once in a while, check the health of my dick, things like that.” 
 
    “And when I did I could play with you, maybe make you cum one single drop of sperm, and that’s all.” 
 
    “Oh, Geez,” Ron muttered, “Just the thought of that makes me hot.” 
 
    “What do you feel about me taking on lovers? You know, just to make sure my pussy stays in good working order.” 
 
    “That’s making my dick harder. I can’t believe how well you know me. I mean, I didn’t even know this stuff myself, but you’ve really opened me up.” 
 
    “Speaking of which,” and Leslie slid her big cock back and forth in his man pussy, causing him to groan and moan. 
 
      
 
    Jake walked down the back stairs, and he was having deep thoughts. 
 
    He didn’t want Leslie anymore. The way those girls were abusing the men, that was scary. 
 
    He came to the floor level of the sorority house. There were a lot of sisters gathered in the front room, and he decided to head on down to the basement. There were supposed to be two men down there, and one of them had to be Ron. 
 
    He needed to rescue Ron. He had to get him out of this house of witches. 
 
    He reached basement level, wandered through a bunch of debris, then saw where the last two men were being held. 
 
    The first door had a bunch of women in front of it. They were all laying on their backs, had their robes up and were rubbing their pussies. 
 
    Jake moved closer and heard the voices coming out of the speaker. 
 
    “Whip my balls!” beseeched a voice. 
 
    CRACK! 
 
    “OW! Do it again!” 
 
    CRACK! 
 
    “OW! Put something up my—OWWWW!” 
 
    Jake listened for a long moment.Whoever was in this room were sick puppies. The guy wanted to be whipped on the genitals, to have his asshole ravaged, to be abused in fashions that Jake had not even imagined. 
 
    And the women outside the door kept rubbing their pussies. 
 
    One would cum, then another one, and they would gasp and moan and jerk and twitch. And when they recovered, they did it all again. 
 
    Ron stared in wonder. This proved that women were evil, that Leslie Weiler was evil, and that he needed to find Ron and save him from these she demons. 
 
    He moved around the crowd of masturbating females and came to the last room. 
 
      
 
    “How about if you put it halfway into me right now, and then we never speak of it again.” 
 
    “Sure. I can do that.” 
 
    Leslie helped Ron up from the couch. His back was red from the spankings he had received. His cock was hard, but dripped out. All his semen had leaked out from her fucking his prostate. 
 
    “How do you want to work this?” 
 
    “Let’s put some cushions on the floor.” 
 
    They took the cushions off the couch and laid them in a line. 
 
    Leslie laid down. Ron couldn’t see her, but he felt her. He felt her breasts, so magnificent and big with their taut nipples. 
 
    He knelt and she spread her legs. 
 
    “Now, remember, just half your dick, then you get out.” 
 
    “Okay, I promise.” 
 
    He lowered himself, put his penis in her snatch, but only the head. 
 
    “Oh, God!” Leslie moaned. She had become so overheated from whipping Ron that her pussy was on fire! She suddenly realized that she wanted him all the way in her. That was when— 
 
      
 
    Ron had to be in there.  The problem was there was a woman sitting against the wall opposite the door. 
 
    Jake moved up, sat down, and spoke in a high pitched voice. “What’s going on?” 
 
    The other woman didn’t have night vision goggles on, and she squinted her eyes and looked at who had spoken to her. 
 
    “It’s just boring. They’re talking about love and stuff. I tell ya, they just have no imagination.” 
 
    “Is Ron in this room?” 
 
    “Yes. And Leslie is with him.” 
 
    Jake blinked. Ron and Leslie were talking about love? Oh, man! He really had to get in there! 
 
    “I’ve got to rescue him.” He stood up. 
 
    “Hey! Don’t!” 
 
    Janice jumped up and tried to get between Jake and the door. 
 
    “I’ve got to save him!” 
 
    “You’re a man!” 
 
    “And I’m going to save a man! Or what’s left of him!” 
 
    Jake rushed forward. Janice tried to stop him, they fell against the door, which wasn’t secured very well, and the whole door fell into the room. 
 
    Ron was halfway into Leslie, and Leslie had her hands cupped around his buns and was pulling him down on her. 
 
    A loud sound, then the door hit Ron’s ass, smacking him full force and driving him downward. 
 
    The only problem was that his dick was angled for better penetration, and when the door hit Ron’s ass, and Ron’s ass went down, his dick bent. 
 
    CRACK! 
 
    Ron screamed. 
 
    Leslie screamed. 
 
    Janice screamed. 
 
    Down the hall one of the girls whispered. “Man, it sounds like they’re having fun down there.” 
 
      
 
    Ron was in the hospital for several days. When he got out he had a huge bandage around his cock. It looked like he had the biggest package in the world and everybody stared at him. 
 
    Leslie was right by his side. She stayed in the hospital room with him. Held his hand. And they talked long into the night. 
 
    “When your dick is all better we can try again.” 
 
    “The doctor said my dick may be weakened for years. He said I should find a good chastity belt and avoid all hard ons.” 
 
    “If you’re wearing a chastity belt…can I still fuck you?” 
 
    Ron was released and Leslie hired an Uber to take them back to campus. 
 
    They exited the Uber and walked across the Quad. Ron walked bow legged, and placed his feet gingerly. 
 
    Leslie held his arm and helped him into his dorm and up the stairs. 
 
    Every step he took hurt, but he managed to make it to his dorm room. 
 
    Jake was gone, and nobody knew to where. 
 
    For that matter, Janice had disappeared, and nobody knew her whereabouts. 
 
    Ron lay down on his bed. Leslie arranged cushions so that he was able to lie without hurting his poor cock. Then she reached into her purse and got out the strap on. 
 
    “”Oh, boy,” Ron licked his lips and eyed the monster jutting from her junction. 
 
    “Are you sure you can take this?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. I’ve done nothing but dream about this.” 
 
    “What if it hurts?” 
 
    “That would make it all the better.” He grinned. 
 
    Leslie took her time, greased him up thoroughly, then put the tip of her cock to his hole. 
 
    He sighed with relief as she slid into him, and he did have to be careful of his penis, but, oh…it felt good!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Jake walked along the strip of sand. The ocean waters were deep blue with endless ripples. The sky was a lighter blue with a smattering of floating clouds. 
 
    To the right was a thick jungle. 
 
    “Do you think he’ll find you?” Janice asked. 
 
    “I hope not. I mean, I broke his dick!” 
 
    “Yeah, but he’s your friend.” 
 
    “And she’s your friend, but you’re with me, hiding out on this deserted isle.” 
 
    “Well, I talked her into the whole boyfriend thing. I don’t think she’s going to be too pleased with me. 
 
    They walked for a while longer, then cut through the jungle to their camp. 
 
    They had a large tent, a propane stove, and a cooler. 
 
    Janice sat down on a bunk in the tent, and Ron sat down opposite her. 
 
    He said, “I’m pretty surprised by how compatible we are.” 
 
    “I know. Neither of us wants to screw, we don’t want to spank each other, all we want to do is hold hands.” 
 
    “We’re very lucky to have found each other.” 
 
    “You can say that again.” 
 
    Later, after dinner, they shook hands and went to bed. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “I need bigger tits.” 
 
    Mike stared at his wife. Carly was short, only five six, but very statuesque. Her blonde hair was curly down to the ears, then shaggy to the neck. It gave her a Marilyn Monroe style. Her eyes were a blue that never seemed to blink. They blended with the sky. No clouds, of course. Her body was packed. 34 by 24 by 36. And therein was the problem. 
 
    “You need bigger tits.” He didn’t ask, just stated the fact rather rhetorically. 
 
    Carly had just come in and was carrying a grocery bag. She put the bag on the counter, reched in and pulled out a bag from the pharmacy. 
 
    “I need bigger boobs. If I want to nail down this job…they said I had the looks, but I need to have bigger boobs, and I need to lactate. 
 
    “You need to lactate.” 
 
    She looked at him, and it was apparent that under her stolid statements there was a bit of irritation. “Is there an echo here?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, babe, but…you just threw me for a loop. I know I’ve always been after you to get implants, but—“ 
 
    “Not implants. I need my boobs to get bigger, and they need to produce milk. The president of the company says they like me, that I am perfect for the part, and they’ve even given me two months to build up my boobs. 
 
    Mike shook his head in confusion. “Okay, whoa. I know you’re making sense, but you’ve going to have to speak slowly, small words, and bring me up to speed. 
 
    “Make me a drink and I’ll explain it to you. I’ll go change while you’re mixing.” 
 
    Mike nodded. Carly passed him and headed for the bedroom. He opened the liquor cabinet and got down the Eagle Rare. 
 
    Eagle Rare is $100 a bottle. Ads say it has a complex taste of toffee, hints of orange, herbs, honey, leather and oak. 
 
    Mike thought it odd that something that tasted like leather would be a plus, but it was good stuff. 
 
    He filled two glasses with ice, poured Eagle Rare to the halfway mark, then ruined everything by adding Coke. 
 
    He told himself it was to hide the taste of leather, but, really, he just wanted to make a $100 go twice as far. 
 
    He had just finished everything when Carly came back into the kitchen. 
 
    She was wearing a silk robe and no bra. She was wringing her hands with some kind of skin cream in them. She sat down, tilted the glass, and took a big gulp. 
 
    “Fuck,” she whooshed. “That is really worth it.” 
 
    Mike smiled and sipped his own drink. He managed to get a big eyeful of Carly’s breasts pushing out against the silk, the nipples were very excited and he wanted to leap over the table and suck them right now. 
 
    That was the unfortunate part of their marriage. He loved her more than life itself, but her boobs were…small. 
 
    Her upper chest was only 34 inches, and her cups were A. Maybe A+, not even B-. 
 
    He had talked to her for years about getting implants. 
 
    She had the frame, she was built like a statue…proud and erect and…and she didn’t have the cups. 
 
    “Take your eyes off my tits, big boy. You’re about to get your wish.” 
 
    “Yes. About these tits…” He raised his eyes. 
 
    “Yes. I’ve got a gig lined up. It’s solid, it will last up to five years, with options, and it includes ads, videos, and even personal appearances.” 
 
    “I like the sound of that.” 
 
    “The problem is they want me to be lactating. I have to be producing milk.” 
 
    “What company?” 
 
    “The Stork.” 
 
    Mike whistled. “That’s like Standard Oil is to the oil industry. 
 
    “It’s like Progressive is to insurance. I’d be like the Flo spokesperson. We would be set for life. 
 
    “So you have to have a bigger bust and be producing milk.” 
 
    “Yep.” She sucked some more booze down her fine throat, then looked at him. 
 
    “That means I have to take special hormones that will increase my bust size and cause me to lactate.” 
 
    “Uh, I know you’re sort of irritated, but…like that’s my dream.” 
 
    “I know, honey. And you know I have never cared about bigger boobs, let alone milk boobs. But for the money, it looks like you’re going to get your wish.” 
 
    “Okay, so…I’m happy with what you’re telling me, and I’m not trying to jinx the deal, but don’t they have other women who produce milk? 
 
    “Sure. Lots of them. But they don’t have my skin, my features. They aren’t professional models. They don’t know how to act in front of a camera, let alone how to fix make up, change clothes fast, or…or anything.” 
 
    Mike sat back and gazed into some far distance. “So my wife is going to be the poster child for bigger and better boobs.” 
 
    Carly snorted. “Yep. And if it wasn’t for the money….” She finished off her drink and smacked her glass onto the table for another one. 
 
    Mike started mixing. 
 
    “And I’m going to need your help.” 
 
    He turned, bottle in hand, and grinned. “Is this something I’m going to like?” 
 
    Carly nodded. “I need to set up a special gym, including a milking machine for my boobs.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Really. The more milk is sucked out of my boobs the more I’ll produce. So I need a milking machine, and you’re handy with tools. I could have the company do it, but…but you’re the best carpenter I know, and you’ll understand what I want. If there’s anything embarrassing we can sort it out with a few words.” 
 
    “Well, sure. That sounds like an easy job.” 
 
    He thought about all the porn he had watched. Women in special ‘furniture’ with suction pumps pulling milk out of breasts. Sure, he knew exactly what had to be done and how to do it. 
 
    “Anything else?” 
 
    “Yes. Take me into the bedroom and tell me it’s going to be all right.” 
 
    Mike realized that she was actually upset, and he took her in his arms, hugged her, and kissed her and held her. 
 
    He whispered. “Think about how happy you’ll make me. Try to be that happy yourself.” 
 
    She sniffed, raised her head and kissed him. 
 
    He picked her up and, lips still locked, he walked down to the bedroom. He placed her on the bed and she kept sniffing. He slipped out of his clothes and lay next to her. He kissed her tears and held her breasts in his hands. 
 
    “Honey, this is the best thing that could have happened. I’ll get the biggest and bestest boobs in the world to play with, and you’ll get rich and famous. 
 
    “Me. The milk cow.” 
 
    “You know that’s not right.” 
 
    He was brushing his lips against hers, and one hand was down between her legs, a finger sliding between her labia and circling her clitoris. 
 
    She was still upset, but he was distracting her, which was proven by the fact that she now had his balls in her hands. 
 
    “And you’ll still love me?” 
 
    He laughed, began massaging her breasts with his hands. “How can you even ask? You know me! I’m the original horn dog. You always catch me staring at tits.” 
 
    “But I’m giving up my slim, trim body. I’m going to be squirting milk all over the place, and—“ 
 
    “And so am I.” 
 
    She giggled. “No wonder I love you.” 
 
    “Honey, I’m the luckiest man alive. And you just gave me an early Christmas.” 
 
    She placed her hands around his neck and pressed her warm lips against his. He could taste her lipstick and her breath was fresh upon his face. 
 
    She spread her legs and encouraged him to kneel between them. 
 
    He moved between her legs, leaned forward, and she took his penis and rubbed the head of it between her labia. 
 
    He groaned as the velvet flesh of her pussy slithered against his cock head. 
 
    She fit him into her, raised her hips, and he descended. 
 
    His shaft sank into her swiftly and smoothly and she drew in her breath. 
 
    He smiled, pressed her down, and she brought her hands up and placed them over his pectorals. 
 
    “Tits. I don’t care about ‘em, but…too bad you can’t have the breasts.” 
 
    He laughed. “Yes, too bad. I think I’d enjoy them more than you.” 
 
    “Definitely.” 
 
    She was moving her hips up and down, tilting them, and he felt the rim of her pussy gripping his cock and sliding along the shaft. 
 
    She smiled mysteriously and pulled his head down and whispered into his ear. “You’re going to cum pretty quick.” 
 
    He pushed up, stared down. “Oh?” 
 
    “Yep. I said you should have the boobs, and I felt you get harder, fuck harder.  
 
    “Nonsense,” he chuckled. 
 
    She kept fucking him, and she started whispering. “Mike has the big, juicy boobs. Mike has mountains on his chest. His nipples are stiff and— 
 
    “GAH!” he yelled, and he shot his load. 
 
    Carly snickered. “I knew it. 
 
      
 
    The medicine side of Carly’s procedure wasn’t much. She took a pill once in the morning. Such is the power of modern medicine. 
 
    The milking machine was another matter. 
 
    Mike put together several plans and discussed them with Carly. 
 
    “I don’t like the idea of my body supported, and contorted, tubes will make me sore.” 
 
    He adjusted his plans. 
 
    “Sitting isn’t an option. If I’m going to sit my boobs will hang and sag.” 
 
    Mike adjusted his plans again, and came up with a bench design. Carly could just lay on a table with two holes for her breasts. Hanging straight down wouldn’t make her boobs sag, and she could have a little platform below her face for her iPad, or even a laptop. 
 
    Mike set to work. 
 
    Materials were inexpensive, but that didn’t matter, the Stork company allowed him a generous amount for materials. They even paid him an hourly rate! 
 
    One bonus to this procedure was that the garage was a mess. Several years of boxes, old clothes, furniture and so on filled the garage. 
 
    Mike emptied out the right side of the garage and began building the contraption. 
 
    He laid out a couple of planks and joined them. He drilled holes for Carly’s breasts. He padded everything until it was more comfortable than a bed. 
 
    Carly suggested a hinge at the waist so she could lower her legs every once in a while, assume different position so she wouldn’t get tired of one position. 
 
    Then she said something interesting. “Why don’t you make a hole right there.” 
 
    He looked at the table, tilted his head, and asked, “Why?” 
 
    “So I can pee without getting up and detaching myself from the tubes.” 
 
    That wasn’t a bad idea, so Mike made a hole right at the hinge. He attached a pee funnel, which he found on the internet under ‘women standing up to pee,’ and it was perfect. 
 
    What was odd was that it was perfect for him, too. He frequently laid down on the table to test it. To check ability to hold body weight, whether the hinge worked easily, and he found that his dick and balls barely fit through the hole. 
 
    Carly caught him lying down once and teased him. “You going to give milk, too?” 
 
    He laughed it off, but it sure gave him a boner. 
 
    Finally, he placed the milking machine on the floor and ran a pair of suction tubes to the breast holes. He had Carly lay down and made sure everything was in the right place. 
 
    “Wow, this is pretty comfortable,” Carly murmured through the ring which held her face. 
 
    Mike put her iPad on the platform below her face and commented, “All the porn that’s fit to see. Which is all of it.” 
 
    “What a pervert,” she laughed. 
 
    “You ready to take it for a dry run? I need to see it in operation so I can make adjustments. 
 
    Carly smiled. “Ah, you horn dog!” 
 
    “Guilty. But I still need to see how it fits.” 
 
    “Do you want to lower it to the horizontal.” 
 
    He grinned. “Nope.” 
 
    Puzzled, for how could she be milked while standing up, Carly took off her clothes. She folded them neatly, and stood next to the milking bench and machine. 
 
    “Okay, just lean against the bench here…yes…and grab these handles.” 
 
    The handles were at the top of the bench and Carly stood as required and gripped the handles. Her breasts stuck through the breast holes. Her nipples were quite outstanding, and it was obvious that this whole thing was making her hot. 
 
    “Okay, see the remote in the holder just above your left hand? Press the button at the top right.” 
 
    Carly pressed the button and gave an ‘eek,’ the bench started tilting forward. It went further and further, and Carly found lying quite comfortably, breasts ready for milking. 
 
    “If you want to pee you can, the funnel is in place. Just don’t forget to flush the funnel with a gallon water after use, and empty the pee pan on the floor.” 
 
    “Wow! This is amazing.” 
 
    “Okay, I’m going to turn the machine on and attach the teat cups.  
 
    Carly breathed slowly, feeling a bit of moisture down at her junction, as Mike attached the cups to her breasts. 
 
    “Oh! Fuck!” 
 
    “Is it okay? Does it hurt?” 
 
    “It hurts so much I feel like could cum.” 
 
    He grinned in relief. “Houston, we have lift off.” 
 
    Carly lay there and sighed. She could feel the little pulsings pulling at her nipples. “Oh, man. I can get off on this!” 
 
    “Really?” Mike grinned and pulled his zipper down. 
 
    “Hey! Wait a minute!” 
 
    Mike’s cock was super stiff and ready to go. 
 
    “Blow job?” he asked. 
 
    He moved forward and Carly opened her mouth.  He slid his dick between her lips and she grunted happily. 
 
    When he pulled out she said, “I cant’ move my head, so you’re going to have to fuck my face.” 
 
    “I can do that,” and he moved back in and began slowly sliding his cock in and out of her mouth. 
 
    For a long minute they moaned and groaned, and Mike pulled back. “Want me to squirt?” 
 
    “Not yet. Can you fuck me?” 
 
    Mike moved around the table. He separated her legs and crawled up between them. He pushed his cock between her buns and she sighed, then she said, “The pussy, not the asshole!” 
 
    “Can’t do it like…wait a minute. The button in the center, the right one. Hit it.” 
 
    She did and the table began to bend down at the rear. Mike suddenly slipped into her pussy. 
 
    She worked the right and left buttons until she found the most comfortable position, and Mike went to work. 
 
    “God! This is good,” he muttered as he pounded into her. “I’ve got maximum penetration, I just need to rotate the whole table so you’re on a V instead of bent over.” 
 
    “I thought this was going to be a milking table.” 
 
    “So did I, can I help it if it makes a perfect fucking table, too?” 
 
    “Ohhh! God!” Carly responded, slowly going out of her mind from this perfect fucking position. 
 
    Mike had the world’s biggest smile on his face as he pushed back and forth. His balls were hanging free and they swayed back and forth in a sensual manner. 
 
    Meanwhile, the milking machine was pumping away at Carly’s tits. Mike had set the suction at just the right pressure, and it felt like somebody was sucking her nips absolutely perfectly. 
 
    “I think I’m gonna cum,” muttered Carly. She was half out of her mind, the world was a lazy haze of sex. 
 
    “Excellent. Go for it, then I’ll catch up.” 
 
    Carly started slamming her hips down and up. She felt the tsunami rush through her. Normally she wanted to draw back from his cock when she came, but on the table she couldn’t. She was caught at the fold and the orgasm kept swelling and building, and she began to moan loudly. 
 
    Mike gave a few hard pumps, and he began to cum. And cum and cum. He was in a great position, leaning slightly against her, and he kept pumping out his seed. 
 
    Finally, they were done. 
 
    “How do I get the cups off my tits? My arms are up and I can’t get them around to the side. 
 
    “Stand the table up and I’ll help.” 
 
    As the table went to the vertical Mike went around and turned the machine off. The suction tubes stayed in place, but just barely. When the table was at the vertical Carly was able to reach around and detach the suckers. 
 
    “Wow,” her legs were weak as she walked around the device. “I never would have believed. Baby, you are a fucking genius.” 
 
    “Yeah,” he acknowledged happily, “I am. But I need to get the table to rotate while in the hinged position, and I need to rewire the…” he went on, making plans and figuring things out. 
 
      
 
    Carly was taking the pills, and they were working. She wasn’t lactating yet, but Mike swore his hands were filling with more and more boob.  
 
    “First size, then, when you’re big enough, you’ll start to lactate.” 
 
    “If you say so.” Carly sighed. She was willing, but she didn’t have to like it. 
 
    “I’d trade places if I could, baby.” 
 
    She laughed. “Lie on the table and say that.” 
 
    He laughed, and wanted to, but…he was a guy. 
 
    “Well, I’m going to head out to Starpukes for some mud. You want anything?” 
 
    “Nah. I have a few more things to think about for your bench.” 
 
    She gave him a quick kiss and headed out the door. 
 
    Carly headed down the street. She was humming and happy. Big boobs notwithstanding, she was liking her life, and Mike was the catch of all catches. 
 
    Of course he was a horn dog, and he did obsess on tits, but…he was a good man. 
 
    She pulled through the drive through and gave her order. 
 
    She reached the window and the girl glared at her. 
 
    Carly blinked. What was this bitch’s problem? Did she wake up on the wrong side of the bad hair day? 
 
    The girl held Carly’d order and said, “You’re Carly, right?” 
 
    Carly tilted her head, not understanding where this bile was coming from. “Yes.” She drew the word out a bit. 
 
    “And you’re married to Mike.” 
 
    Now Carly was getting worried. What was going on? “My husband’s name is Mike, yes.” 
 
    The girl handed Carly her order, then she held out her hand. In it was a picture. “Ask him when he’s going to take care of our baby.” 
 
    The girl flipped the picture at Carly and it went in the window and landed on her lap. The girl slammed the window closed and disappeared. 
 
    Carly’s mouth was open in surprise. She looked at the picture. It was a beautiful, little baby. Maybe nine months old. It looked like it was gurgling and cooing. 
 
    Carlie looked up, but the window was closed and there was no sign of the girl. 
 
    She honked her horn. 
 
    Nobody came. 
 
    She reached out of the car window and tapped on the order window. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    More horn honking. 
 
    The guy behind her honked. 
 
    Suddenly the window opened. It was the manager of the franchise. 
 
    “I don’t know what you said to Jeannie, but she ran out crying. I think you’d better move on.” 
 
    Carly tried to say something, but the window closed again, and the manager pointed for her to move on. 
 
    Stunned, Carly followed the lane to the parking lot, then to the street. 
 
    She was crying, and the world was sort of bleary. 
 
    Mike had a baby? By another woman? They had been trying so hard…had he finally grown tired of her and gone off and gotten somebody else pregnant?” 
 
    She held the picture in one hand and steered with the other. She kept looking at the baby, and she cried more, and she felt like her life was gone. 
 
    What had Mike done? 
 
    How could he have betrayed her like that?” 
 
    By the time she reached home she was still crying, but she was also enraged. That he would betray her, cheat on her, have a baby with another woman. 
 
    Sobbing, she walked into the house. 
 
      
 
    When Carly had gone for coffee Mike had gone into the garage. He studied the milking table and frowned. He needed to adjust the rollers under the table, and the pee funnel had to be repositioned. Okay, no big deal. 
 
    He shifted the rollers, then the pee funnel. 
 
    He smiled. All right. He needed to see how it felt. 
 
    He took off his clothes to simulate how the table felt to a naked body, stepped up to the table, gripped the hand grips and pressed the button. The motor whined, slipped a gear, whined some more, and suddenly locked into position. 
 
    The table was slanted at about 30 degrees from vertical. His hands were caught in the grips, and none of the buttons worked. He pressed every button, forcefully, and the table just stayed in the almost vertical position. His cock was sticking through the pee hole at the hinge and his pectorals were perfectly aligned with the breast holes. But he was stuck. He couldn’t get out. 
 
    “Fuck!” he wheezed. He tried to wiggle, to even climb his feet up so he could perch on the hinged edge and get some leverage so he could get his hands out of the grips. 
 
    Nothing worked. 
 
    Then he heard the sound of Carly’s car stopping in the driveway. He sighed in relief. Good, old Carly. She’d get him out of this. 
 
    A few seconds later he heard Carly rampaging through the house, yelling out his name. 
 
    He frowned. She sounded upset. She had only gone for coffee. What could have upset her? 
 
    “Carly! I’m out here!” 
 
    A moment of silence, then he heard her heels tapping angrily across the kitchen floor. She threw the door opened and came out into the garage. 
 
    “Hey, honey. I was adjusting the machine and it got stuck. Can you help me out?” 
 
    He couldn’t see her. Couldn’t see the expression of hurt and rage on her face. 
 
    “Carly? I think the gear is slipping. All you have to do is pull the plug and it should lower by its own weight. 
 
    Silence. 
 
    “Carly?” 
 
    “You son of a bitch!” 
 
    His eyes opened wide. She sounded really angry. 
 
    “Carly? What is—“ 
 
    She slapped his ass. She slapped it hard, and she would have hurt her hand it was so hard, but she didn’t use her hand. 
 
    “OW!” screamed Mike. 
 
    Carly drew back the ping pong paddle she had picked out of the stack of stuff on the other side of garage. 
 
    “How dare you!” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “OW! STOP IT!” 
 
    “How could you!” 
 
    “CARLY! WHAT ARE YOU—“ 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    OW!” 
 
    Carly was a strong girl, and she beat his ass like it was a $2 mule. His fanny turned seven shades of red and he cried with pain. 
 
    Finally, she threw the paddle down and came around to confront him. She held up the picture of the beautiful baby. 
 
    “You couldn’t wait for me to give you one! You had to go make your own!” 
 
    “Wait! What is going on? Carly, what is this about!” 
 
    Carly stepped over to the washing machine. A pile of dirty clothes was on top of the machine, and she selected a pair of her undies.  
 
    Her bottle of boob pills was on a counter and she grabbed those. She unscrewed the cap and grabbed Mike’s nipple with one hand and pinched and twisted as hard as she could. 
 
    Mike opened his mouth to scream, and she jammed the little bottle into his mouth, then shook it. 
 
    Mike felt the little pellets rolling down his throat. He made sounds, he tried to gag up the pills. 
 
    Carly pulled the bottle out, then stuffed her stinky panties into his mouth.  
 
    “There! How do you like that!” 
 
    “Mmmppphhh!” 
 
    The panties were a cork, and he couldn’t spit out the pills. One after another he felt them trickle down his throat. Tears were coming from his eyes. He tried to spit up. 
 
    “Let’s see how you like it!” 
 
    Carly turned on the milking machine, picked up the two suction cups and jammed them on to his nipples. 
 
    Mike was screaming behind the panty gag, but there was nothing he could do. 
 
    Then Carly picked up the third suction tube. This was one Mike had been playing with to suck pee out of the pan. He wanted to send the pee right out the garage window and water the roses in the side garden. 
 
    Carly jammed the suction tube onto Mike’s cock. 
 
    Mike’s cock had been half hard, and going down, but when the pulsator started working, and the machine started sucking on his penis, it went to full girth. 
 
    His eyes were wide open and he was trying to scream. 
 
    Carly stood in front of him. 
 
    “That you would actually screw somebody else, have a baby with somebody else…I can’t believe you!” 
 
    She walked around the machine and into the the kitchen. She slammed the door so hard the whole garage shook. 
 
    Chunka, chunka, chunka! The milking machine sang its song and sucked on Mike’s boobs and cock. 
 
    Mike was in a state of panic. He had swallowed all of her lactation pills! What effect would they have on him? 
 
    And his dick, that damned tube was sucking away, and he could feel his skin all stretched out. He was jammed into the tube and…what was that doing to his dick? 
 
    Now he pressed the buttons on the table, praying, but still nothing worked. He was leaning forward, unable to push off, his hands caught, chunka chunka his dick and nipples were being sucked. 
 
    Tears came out of his eyes. 
 
    He tried to wiggle, but he was caught. The suction tube was pulling his cock so hard he was pressed against the table. 
 
    Nothing to do. 
 
    He cried as the machine worked on him, and he wondered what all those pills were going to do. 
 
      
 
    Carly started packing. She threw clothes in a suitcase, then she realized that she didn’t have anywhere to go. 
 
    And this was half her house. 
 
    She sat on the bed and had a good cry. 
 
    Finally, she got up and started wandering.  
 
    She poured herself some bourbon. 
 
    She walked some more. 
 
    Every once in a while, when she was near the kitchen, she could hear the sound of the milking machine. 
 
    Chunka, chunka, chunka. 
 
    She sniffed, and hoped that son of a bitch was enjoying himself. 
 
    She had another bourbon. 
 
    She thought about the baby Mike had had with another woman. She wondered if he liked fucking her more than he liked fucking his wife. 
 
    Thinking about it, the woman at Starpuke’s was a skank. Skinny, and…and…no breasts! 
 
    How could he do it? He wanted her to have huge breasts, and then he chases the tail of a woman without breasts. 
 
    Men! 
 
    What was wrong with men! 
 
    She sniffed, poured a third glass of bourbon, and now she was feeling a bit maudlin. 
 
    Maybe there was a reason? Maybe Mike had done a friend a favor. Some fellow who couldn’t have children had asked Mike to do him a favor. And Mike, good fellow that he was, had done it. 
 
    Maybe Mike wasn’t so bad, after all. 
 
    Maybe…maybe she should go and get his side of the story. 
 
    Sniffing, quaffing the last of her bourbon, she walked through the kitchen. She put her empty glass in the sink, watched a few dishes, and thought some more. 
 
    Yes. She should find out what was going through that son of a bitch’s mind. She should find out why he had given another woman a baby.  
 
    Why he had screwed that ugly skank with the flat chest. 
 
    She threw a dish towel down and walked to the door to the garage. She gripped the handle, had a few more thoughts, and turned the handle and pushed. 
 
    Chunka, chunka, chunka. The machine pulsed away, sucking on his tits. 
 
    She giggled at the thought of him with tits. 
 
    “Mike?” 
 
    He lay against the table, not saying a word. 
 
    She walked up behind him. He just lay there and didn’t say a thing. 
 
    “I’m willing to hear your side of the story.” 
 
    Mike said nothing. 
 
    She walked around him, faced him, opened her mouth to speak, then saw what she had done. 
 
    His eyes were glazed and he wasn’t really conscious. 
 
    His mouth drooled around her filthy panties. 
 
    His nipples had been pulled out into the suction tubes until they were big and swollen. 
 
    But the tube going to his cock was the worst. She hadn’t realized that it was geared for sucking water out of a pan, and not for milk out of a boob. 
 
    The tube was filled with red liquid. 
 
    Carly screamed and pulled the plug.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Everything was white. He dreamed he was talking to an angel. On a cloud. On a white bench on that cloud. And the angel was explaining differential mathematics to him, and he so understood what it was all about. God’s plan was manifest and he understood everything. 
 
    “Except,” said the angel. 
 
    “Except what?” Mike looked into the angel’s serene face, which was suddenly frowning. 
 
    “Except…do you hear that noise?” 
 
    “What noise?” 
 
    “It’s white noise. The universe is white noise, and the purpose of the universal white noise is to obscure your understanding so that you won’t understand God before you die.” 
 
    “I’m going to die? I thought I was already dead?” 
 
    The angel chuckled. “No. Only your dick is dead.” 
 
    “My dick? How did that happen?” 
 
    But he knew how it happened. Carly left him on the machine…where was the whiteness of the world going…why could he see…things? 
 
    And why was the white noise rising up, making it so he didn’t understand why God wouldn’t let Moses cross the river. 
 
    “And Hitler wasn’t crazy. He just didn’t eat enough meat.” 
 
    He listened. 
 
    “What?” asked a voice. 
 
    “What did he say? 
 
    “He said Hitler wasn’t crazy, he was just a vegetarian.” 
 
    “Mike?” 
 
    Mike knew that he was in a bed. A sheet was over him. People were wearing white, like the angel. 
 
    “Mike?” 
 
    His name became more than white noise and he became a person. Mike. His name was Mike, and he opened his eyes. 
 
    Carly started crying. She was holding his arm and sobbing. 
 
    “Good morning, Mr. Holstein.” 
 
    Mike looked up at the doctor and said, “You’re no angel.” 
 
    “Nope. But I have given you a healthy dose of morphine.” 
 
    “I’m a drug addict now?” 
 
    “I hope not. But you’ve had a rough time of it. 
 
    Mike stared at the doctor. He was tall and shaved his head. His eyes were grey and his nose was nice and big and hooked. 
 
    “So what’s the haps? Carly? What’s wrong?” 
 
    The doctor stood on one side of the bed and Carly cried on the other side. 
 
    “First, your penis has been pretty well shredded. The suction device you were attached to was strong and it drew the blood through your penis until your penis sort of burst and…you’ve still got one, but it’s about half the size, has no head to speak of, and…well, that’s your penis.” 
 
    “Man, I’m glad you gave me morphine. Could I have some more?” 
 
    The doctor handed him a switch. “Press this button when it hurts and you’ll receive morphine through this line right here.” He touched a bag hanging from a pole with a hook. 
 
    Mike started pressing hell out of the button. He felt loosy goosy for a moment, then he said, “Aw, that’s just a fake. Make me think it’s shootin’ me full of juice, but it’s not.” 
 
    “No, it is, but we try to limit how much of the drug goes into your system.” 
 
    “Oh.” He pressed the button some more. 
 
    “We have another problem,” the doctor said. 
 
    Carly had crawled half up on the bed now, but the doctor didn’t seem to mind. As long as she wasn’t picking on his pecker it was all right. 
 
    “The drugs you swallowed, very intense estrogen, very concentrated. The good news is that you won’t be getting an erection for a while.” 
 
    “This is a good thing?” 
 
    “Yes. Your penis, until it is sufficiently repaired, needs rest.” 
 
    “And the bad thing?” 
 
    “We don’t know how long until you will be able to get an erection.” He paused. “If at all.” 
 
    Mike thought about it. It was pretty easy thinking through the haze of drugs, but then he was still close to the perfection of angelic explanations. 
 
    “So I have a half a dick which might, or might not, get hard again. Anything else?” Mike pressed the button and wished there was a dread poison in the bag next to the bed. 
 
    “Well, it looks like you’re going to have breasts. Judging from the amount of estrogen roiling around in you, they might be very sizable. 
 
    And Mike said, “Cool.” 
 
      
 
    It was a week before they discharged Mike, and he rested, and stayed as stoned as possible, and had a few heart to heart talks with Carly. 
 
    “So some girl says I had a baby with her and you go off your rocker.” 
 
    And that was the calm and understanding Mike. 
 
    “You fucking cunt.” That was the uncalm and not very understanding Mike. 
 
    “I’m sorry, I saw the picture of the baby, and she knew me…and she knew you. What was I supposed to think?” 
 
    “You were supposed to come home and say, “Gee, dear, a funny thing happened when I went for coffee this morning.” 
 
    But, for the most part, Mike was silent. 
 
    He knew there wasn’t much he could do about his situation except just ride it out. 
 
    That and look up things like eunuchs and castrati. 
 
    Eunuchs were less aggressive and had more empathy with people. They lived longer and were capable of desire, of erections, of orgasm, and even of ejaculation. No sperm in the ejaculate, but…hey, it was something. 
 
    Of course he wasn’t a eunuch, he still had his balls. Which meant that he would have sexual desire, but no penis to deliver that desire. Talk about the wet dream that never ends. 
 
    Castrati developed finer skin and had more feminine features. They were also superior lovers because their penises had less sensation, so they could last longer. 
 
    All of which didn’t make Mike happy. After all, he did still have his testicles. And there weren’t any records of manly benefits without a penis. Or with half a penis. 
 
    After a week he was discharged, and Carly drove him home. 
 
    “I don’t want to go home.” 
 
    “Where do you want to go?” 
 
    “Starpukes.” 
 
    Carly didn’t want to. She never wanted to taste coffee for the rest of her life. Mike insisted, however, and she parked in front of the store. 
 
    Mike got out, moving very gingerly, even using a cane, and walked up to the door. 
 
    Carly followed him, feeling about as miserable as a person could feel. 
 
    They walked up to the counter and Mike asked, “Which one.” 
 
    Carly saw the girl right away. She was at the drive through window. Carly pointed at her. 
 
    “Hey!” Mike yelled, and everybody in the store looked at him, including the girl at the window. 
 
    And the girl saw Carly and her face twisted into rage. 
 
    She came towards the front counter and said, “You!” 
 
    The manager came out of the bathroom, saw Carly, and arrowed towards her, a grim look on his face. 
 
    The window girl opened her mouth to curse Carly out, the manager put his hand on Carly’s arm, and Mike said, “Have you ever seem me before?” 
 
    The window girl was caught between her rage and Mike’s insistence. Irritation battled with rage for a moment, then she snapped, “No.” Her attention turned to Carly, the manager was pulling Carly around. 
 
    “I’m Mike.” 
 
    The girl looked back at Mike, and rage and irritation was being replaced by confusion. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Mike turned to the manager. “Take your hands off my wife!” The rage in Mike’s eyes backed the manager right off. He reached for his cell phone. “I’m calling the police.” 
 
    Mike ignored him and turned back to the window girl. “Did I ever fuck you? Did we have a baby?” 
 
    The window girl got it. She suddenly turned ashen and whispered. No. Oh…no!” 
 
    The manager hit 911, and Mike turned to him. 
 
    “I’m going to sue this store for every fucking cent. That includes you and Miss Stupid over there.” 
 
    “911, what’s your emergency.” 
 
    Mike took Carly’s hand and walked, gingerly, out of the store. 
 
    “Uh…no emergency…I’m sorry…it’s a mistake.” 
 
    Mike heard no more as he was out the door. 
 
      
 
    In the car, Carly said, “Mike. I have never been more sorry in all my life. I didn’t know…I didn’t know…” She burst into tears. 
 
    Mike looked out the window. He said, “You don’t get to cry. You’re not the victim, you’re not hurt. So shut up with the tears.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Shut up. What’s done is done, and I have to live with it.” 
 
    Carly didn’t stop crying, but she managed to get her tears down to a snuffle. 
 
      
 
    Mike drank a bottle bourbon when he got home. There was only half of the brown liquor left, but he finished it, then he went to sleep. 
 
     
 
    For the next week he moped. He didn’t talk much. He called a lawyer and talked to him a lot, and proceedings were started against Starpuke’s. 
 
    The lawyer explained about embarrassment and humiliation and things like that, but Mike didn’t care. 
 
    “I’ve lost my dick and I’m supposed to blush and be embarrassed?” 
 
    The lawyer nodded. Point made. 
 
    After two weeks he noticed that his chest was getting puffy. His pectorals started to swell and they looked like little tits. 
 
    He spent a lot of time on the internet looking into men with tits. He explored gynaecomastia, looked into mastectomies, and frowned. 
 
    Sure, he was growing boobs, and he was a man…or was he? At any rate, he wasn’t willing to consider surgical options until the boobs were all grown. After all, he didn’t want to have them cut off, then just having to cut off again. Better let them reach full growth, then consider surgery. 
 
    Carly was very silent through this whole period. Her eyes were always red from crying, but she tried not to let him see her crying. 
 
    She had ruined her marriage, betrayed her husband, and the only thing she had left was the big paying gig for growing bigger boobs and lactating. 
 
    She spent a lot of time on the machine getting her boobs suckled. 
 
    Mike would sit in the kitchen, often sucking a little bourbon, and listen to the chunka, chunka, chunka. 
 
    And he was getting horny. A penis too small (and still too tender) to grip, and his balls were getting full. 
 
    That was actually part of the reason he was drinking. The further away he got from the accident the less he wanted to drink. The more full his balls got the more he wanted to drink. 
 
    Chunka, chunka, chunka. 
 
    Carly would come in after an hour on the machine. Sometimes she would sit with him, hoping he would talk. Sometimes she passed through the kitchen, holding back the sobs. 
 
    But she did notice that, on the third week, his boobs were as big as golf balls. 
 
    She was fascinated by them. She wanted to touch them. But she was walking on eggshells around Mike, and scared to talk about anything except what he might bring up. 
 
    On the fourth week they were as big as lemons, definite A cups, and when Carly walked through the kitchen he said, “Are you getting milk now?” 
 
    She immediately went to the liquor cabinet, poured herself a drink and sat down. He had initiated the conversation, and she felt such relief. 
 
    “Little drops. Not much. But you can see my tits are getting bigger. 
 
    He could. He pursed his lips and stared at her boobs. 
 
    “I was a boob man, once.” 
 
    She didn’t say anything. She didn’t apologize because he usually got pissed off. He didn’t like apologies. She supposed that in his own mind he was trying to get past it all. 
 
    “Now I’m a boob man myself.” 
 
    She opened her mouth, closed it. 
 
    He stared at her, an expression of curiosity on his face. 
 
    “What’s it like, having your boobs sucked?” 
 
    “At first it can be irritating, but it changes into a feeling very similar to masturbation. You get hornier and hornier. You want to get off, and when the milk comes out it is…it feels so good.” 
 
    He grunted. 
 
    “I need these boobs to grow fast and big so I can get rid of them. I don’t want to get rid of them and still have them grow.” 
 
    She said nothing. 
 
    “What if I hooked up to the machine?” 
 
    She blinked. 
 
    “Would it make my boobs grow bigger? And would I produce milk? I took enough pills, and…could I start to lactate?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    They finished their drinks, then he got up and went to bed. 
 
    She followed, sliding into the bed very carefully. 
 
      
 
    Two days later he came out to the garage and watched her on the machine. 
 
    “Another month and you’ll be where the Stork company wants.” 
 
    “I think so” she answered carefully. 
 
    She was almost done with her daily regimen,  and a few minutes later she returned the machine to the vertical and unhooked her boobs. 
 
    Mike stared at her nipples. They were swollen with little ring marks around them. They were stiff and excited, and he could see that Carly was breathing in an excited manner. 
 
    “Put me on the machine.” 
 
    “Okay.” She showed no emotion, made no comment, not one way or the other. 
 
    She didn’t really have to put him on the machine, he just stepped up to the machine and grabbed the hand grips. He pressed a button and the milking machine started up.  
 
    Carly walked to the front and carefully didn’t look at him as she attached the suckers to his little tits. 
 
    She stepped back. 
 
    Chunka…chunka…chunka…he groaned. 
 
    His nipples extended in the tube, the pulsating membrane went back and forth. 
 
    “How do you stand it?” He shivered and moaned again. 
 
    She couldn’t stand it. He was immobile, it would take a moment for him to get loose from the machine, so she moved in on him and started kissing him. 
 
    His eyes went open. Her eyes were shut and tears leaked out of them. 
 
    Her lips felt so good. After a month of no human contact it was a blessing to remember the soft feel of her lips chewing on his. 
 
    He began to kiss back. 
 
    She cried some more, and then he started crying. 
 
    Chunka…chunka…chunka… 
 
    After that night he would always go into the garage when she was done and step onto the machine himself.  
 
    His boobs started to grow bigger faster. Two weeks later, six weeks after the accident, he was a solid C cup. And getting bigger. And he had his first drops of milk. 
 
    Carly was now producing lots of milk. Every session with the machine, which was twice a day, she put out a pint for each boob. She usually poured it down the drain, except when the Stork company wanted a sample for analysis. 
 
    They slept together now. Not separate not far apart in the same bed, but touching each other, cuddling, and kissing. 
 
    He couldn’t cum, but he wanted that human contact so badly he couldn’t believe it. 
 
    Once he had obsessed on boobs. Now he obsessed on her. On feeling her, holding her breasts, kissing her, and, one night, he bent his head to her breasts and drank. 
 
    She held his head to her chest and gloried in the love of it all. 
 
    He drank and drank, then fell asleep with his head nestled in the valley of her boobs. 
 
      
 
    At eight weeks, two months after his accident, the Stork company began shooting ads and videos. 
 
    It wasn’t difficult, the hours were sometimes long, sometimes short, and the money coming in was wonderful. 
 
    “I didn’t know big time stars got paid so much.” 
 
    “I’m not a big time star,” she responded. It was late at night and they were cuddling. 
 
    “You’ll always be my star.” 
 
    She cried, of course.  
 
    And he smiled. A bit ruefully, but he was regaining his sense of humor. 
 
      
 
    Her working left him with a lot of time on his hands. 
 
    He had no job, that had gone with the accident, and he had a lawsuit against that company, but that would take time, so her money started coming in just in time. 
 
    But, what to do with a long day all by yourself? 
 
    He spent longer and longer amounts of time on the milking machine. 
 
    He liked it. He liked the gentle sucking of his breasts. He was producing a bit of milk now, not a lot, but any amount is a lot when you’re a man. 
 
    His boobs were now D cups, starting to fill out his male chest, which was wider than a female chest. 
 
    He ordered bras off of Amazon. He had to wear a bra. To not wear a bra was to sag, and his boobs were getting heavy enough that sagging hurt. 
 
    Carly smiled the first time she saw him in a bra. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s cute. You’re sort of cute.” 
 
    He looked down. “I feel like a horse with a saddle on.” 
 
    “That’s because you’re just looking at the support side of things. Let me order you a few bras and you’ll see what I mean. 
 
    She did, and he saw. He played with different styles now. He wore half bras, underwire bras, bras with different types of straps and support mechanics. 
 
    He started to like wearing a bra. 
 
    After all, at heart he was still a boob man. 
 
    But, he was still faced with the problem: what does an unemployable man with tits and balls and half a dick do all day? 
 
    He cleaned the house, that was no big deal, and he didn’t mind it. It was just light work, after all. 
 
    And he watched TV, and rapidly saw that there was almost nothing of value on TV. 
 
    One day, watching TV, he was flicking the channels and came across a soft porn movie. One of the old Shannon Tweed movies. Where she showed off her tits, and Mike almost cried from the sharp bout of horniness he experienced. 
 
    He went into the computer room and powered up the Mac.  
 
    He hadn’t spent much time on the internet, except for looking up things pertinent to his situation, but now he was looking for Shannon Tweed movies. 
 
    He watched Indecent Behavior, Scorned, and other movies, and he was feeling…strange. 
 
    His heart was pounding, and he was horny, and his little shrub of a cock actually stood up. 
 
    He had half a shaft, no head, and just a little pee hole. 
 
    He gripped it and tried to stroke, and ended up sobbing with frustration. 
 
    He searched out other soft porn movies.  
 
    He fell in love with Shauna O’Brien. Sex Files, Platinum Blonde, and others. 
 
    And, finally, he called up hard porn. 
 
    Hard porn, the stuff of addicts. Full on nudity, strange penetrations, outright…anal sex. 
 
    It was like electricity shot through Mike’s body. 
 
    He googled, ‘How do I have sex without a penis.’ 
 
    And about fell out of his chair. 
 
    There was everything, from outercourse to ‘muffing’ to…anal sex. 
 
    He sat in front of the computer for the rest of the afternoon, not surfing, just thinking. 
 
    Could he consider such a thing? 
 
    He needed to consider something, his balls felt like they were full, and he was so sensitive down there it was sometimes hard to just walk. 
 
    Finally, he went out to the garage, got undressed, and stepped onto the machine. Carly found him there an hour later. His little stub was hard, his tits were double Ds, his eyes were glazed. 
 
    She turned off the machine, “Are you all right?” 
 
    He stretched, and sighed, and looked at her. “Anal sex.” 
 
    She blinked. 
 
    Then came the most interesting week of their lives. Not a smash up, like after his accident, but an eye opening, awareness growing series of thoughts and discussions. 
 
    “I always thought that only perverts liked anal sex.” 
 
    “I heard that if a man took it up the rear he was gay.” 
 
    “But it’s a likable alternative…from what I’ve read.” 
 
    They began watching porn together, looking for and considering concepts of anal sex. 
 
    There were people who had big, huge, horse’s dildos. Sexy women from Germany loved to talk like Hitler while they jammed the big phalluses into the men’s assholes. 
 
    There were Lesbians, who who started with regular sized dildos, and graduated to fisting. 
 
    O’Pearl was a wonder to watch. Penelope Black Diamond was amazing. 
 
    Big dicks, hands, double hands, even feet went into their pussies…and their assholes. 
 
    “What do you think?” asked Mike. 
 
    “I think we need to look into this.” 
 
    “So what kind of dick should we be looking for?” 
 
    “We?” She stared at him. 
 
    “I don’t believe you’ve had any sex for a while. Want to get back on the horse.” 
 
    “Oh, God!” She lurched towards him, hugged him, and their big breasts pressed together. 
 
     
 
    He ordered an assortment of dildos and butt plugs. Small ones to large. Different materials: plastic, glass, even metal. Different shapes. 
 
    He ordered butt plugs with tails. Jeweled plugs, corkscrewy plugs. 
 
    Various animal dicks. Pigs, horses, and weird shaped ones  as imagined for monsters. 
 
    Carly laughed as the collection grew. Every day she would come home to find another delivery had been made, and another prick was standing on a shelf in the computer room. 
 
    That weekend was D day. Or launch day, or whatever. She had three days off, her milk was flowing and her boobs needed sucking, and she was really looking forward to getting porked. 
 
      
 
    “All right, all aboard!” Mike opened the door wide for Carly. They were both grinning wider than Hyenas on LSD. 
 
    Carly had a full set of boobs, and she was ripe for the sucking. 
 
    Mike was wearing panties, which were more comfortable than tighty whiteys on his abbreviated cock, and a bra. 
 
    They hugged right inside the doorway, and Carly whispered, “You want to put your dick on? 
 
    They laughed and headed for the bedroom. 
 
    She took a shower, made sure she was hairless, put on a thong and a shelf bra, and make up. 
 
    She was gorgeous. She took his breath away, and his little stub stood up. 
 
    He pressed his stubbie down and put on a strap on. She wanted a big dick, so he picked out a nine incher, and marveled at how small that made him feel. 
 
    But this was for her, so it didn’t matter. 
 
    They sashayed into the kitchen, poured some drinks, and headed out for the garage. 
 
    The milking table was perfect for what they planned. Carly stepped onto it and it raised halfway, then the front half hinged down. 
 
    Mike put the suction tubes on her nipples and she groaned, and then he began to work her. 
 
    Milking, butt fucking, or BDSM, the table was perfect. 
 
    Mike slapped her ass, spread her legs and poked at her holes without entering. He reached around and groped her boobs. He squeezed hard and big splurt of milk went into the milking machine. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” she whimpered. 
 
    He crawled under the table and kissed her, squeezed her boobs some more. And, finally, he stood behind her with the nine incher sticking out from between his legs. 
 
    She sighed, felt the soft plastic pushing at her pussy. 
 
    “Tell me how much you love me.”  
 
    He pushed his dick in, just the head, and she gasped. 
 
    “I love you that much.” 
 
    “You need to love me more!” 
 
    He shoved another inch into her. Again, she gasped, milk was pouring out of her tits, and she pushed her pussy back at him. 
 
    “Come on! Give it to me you asshole!” 
 
    “I’m the asshole?” He shoved another inch into her and started working it around. 
 
    “Oh, fuck! Don’t make me beg!” 
 
    “I like it when you beg.’ Another inch, and she was groaning and pushing her butt back, trying to get more cock. 
 
    He ran it all the way in. All nine inches, and his plastic balls bumped her butt. 
 
    She gave a little shriek. “Oh…GOD!” 
 
    He began to slide it in and out. Her pussy felt the veins on the dick. They rubbed the length of her canal and she moaned. 
 
    He held her hips and pushed in, pulled out, rose up, squatted down, moved side to side. 
 
    She thrashed on the milking table. Her boobs bounced in the breast holes and surges of milk drained through the plastic tubes. 
 
    It had been months since she had had a good cum, and she felt it building right away. She felt that warmth that suffused her groin area, went back to her buttocks, caused her tits to flush with pink color. 
 
    “Come on, baby,” crooned Mike. “Go for it. Cum for me.” 
 
    It burst through her, her body opened up and every part of her trembled. 
 
    Mike could feel her pussy locking on to his cock, holding it as she shivered her way through the massive orgasm. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” he said. “Oh, yeah. 
 
      
 
    She laid on the milking table and came back to planet earth. Mike got a couple of bourbon and Cokes, and they sipped their drinks. 
 
    She was contented. She felt like giving up one meow then falling asleep. 
 
    “Are you ready to return the favor?” asked Mike. 
 
    “Yeah,” she yawned. 
 
    He laughed. “Sleepy time. I want you fresh and rest when you do me.” 
 
    He helped her off the bed and walked her back through the house. 
 
    Carly lay on the bed for a half hour, woke up, stretched, and felt like a million dollars. “All right, honey, lamby pissy poo. Are you ready for the end of the world?” 
 
    “I could do with a nuclear explosion or two,” he laughed and jumped on to the bed. 
 
    For a moment they wrestled around like two kids laying, tickling each other kissing private parts and making motorboat sounds. 
 
    Then Carly pushed him back and stared at him. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I want to make you up.” 
 
    “Make me up?” 
 
    “Your hair is long, your boobs are so big it makes your waist look small, your skin has been changing and it is so soft…you look more like a woman than a man.” 
 
    Then she stopped, and realized what she was saying. 
 
    But Mike wasn't upset by anything she had said. He mused, “So I fuck you like a man, and then you fuck me like…you’re the man and I’m…I’m the woman.” 
 
    “Do you think we could? I think it would be so hot. Taking the illusion all the way. Do you want to?” 
 
    “You really want to?” 
 
    “Oh, God! It’s making me wet!”  
 
    She pulled him out of bed and sat him at her vanity table. 
 
    He had lost most of his body hair over the last couple of months, and his skin was soft. His muscles were weaker, and, of course, he had monster boobs. 
 
    She cleaned his face with little sponges, then put primer on. 
 
    He stared at the mirror. “My face has changed.” 
 
    “That’s fat redistribution,” she murmured, putting on the foundation. 
 
    Fat redistribution. Hunh! My face is narrower, but I’ve got higher cheeks. Those pills really did the job.” 
 
    “I like it.” Then she froze. 
 
    “You like it?” he half turned towards her and gazed at her. 
 
    “Yes!” she blurted defiantly. “You look beautiful. I’m no dyke, but…you look softer, feel softer, and I think you’re even more considerate.” 
 
    She worked on his eyes while he thought about that. For a second he wanted to make a snide remark, something about chopping off his willy to get him how she liked him, but he held himself back. This wasn’t the time, and, tell the truth, there would never be a time to make crude, little remarks about what had happened to him. It was time to get over that stuff and get on with life. 
 
    She painted his lips red and they stared at him in the mirror. “God. If I was a swimming pool I’d be full,” she whispered. 
 
    “Hell, I’m more beautiful than you.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t say that,” she laughed, and she got out her nail kit. 
 
    He watched as she painted his toe nails, then fit fake nails to his fingers. “I’m using real glue here. I don’t want these to come off.” 
 
    He said nothing. His balls were so full they hurt, and he felt a surging horniness in side his groin that was worse than anything he had ever felt. 
 
    All that juice, and no dick to deliver it. Crap. 
 
    Finally, she was done. They stood up and looked at each other, and he actually felt giddy. “This is so weird. Yet I feel…sexy.” 
 
    “Baby,” she murmured, “You are blowing my mind. You want to do it here? Or head for the garage?” 
 
    “Which is better?” he asked. 
 
    “The table. On the table you are spread out and delicious. There’s no way to hide. Besides, I want to spank you a little, try out some butt plugs.” 
 
    She led him through the house and into the garage. He stepped onto the table and put his hands through the grips. A whir latter and he was slightly inclined, his round ass bare and his tits hooked up to the milking machine. 
 
    He grunted happily as the machine went chunka chunka, and his milk started to flow. 
 
    It was a happy, sensuous feeling, having his chest drained, and his whole body began to sing. 
 
    Carly went into the house and returned with several plugs. She greased him up and tried various plugs. 
 
    She tried metal, and he liked the firmness, but the prostate massager was more fun. She wiggled it around for a while, then pulled it out and put in a fox tail. 
 
    “Oh, I like that,” he purred, feeling the long tail brush against the back of his legs. 
 
    She slapped his ass. 
 
    “Oh!” 
 
    Then she picked up a short whip and began whirling it around. Not too hard, just right, it slapped his fanny, his back, the back of his legs. His backside turned red in the most delicious way, then she stopped whipping and screwed the dick she had chosen for him into the socket on the harness. 
 
    “Get ready, little boy. You’re about to meet big boy.” 
 
    She applied lubricant to his asshole. It was already pretty juicy from the plugs, but better safe than sorry. 
 
    He began to push back against her fingers as she reamed him. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whined. 
 
    She moved up behind him, and now it was her turn to squeeze his tits, to make his milk flow. 
 
    God, it felt good, feeling the milk seep out of his nipples.  
 
    And then she placed her cock at his back door. 
 
    “Hello, honey,” she bit his ear. “I think I love you.” She thrust forward. 
 
    His mouth opened and his eye balls rolled back to show white. He pressed against the milking table and his balls were squashed between the lip of the hole and his body. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” she kissed his neck, his ear, and pressed her cock deeper and deeper into him. 
 
    “Oh…oh…fuck!” 
 
    It felt so good. It felt better than if he had a cock.  
 
    He never wanted it to end. 
 
    She fondled his breasts as she fucked him and he felt like a was a rag doll, slamming back and forth between a rock and a hard place. Or a cock and a soft place. 
 
    His milk poured out, and he suddenly didn’t ever want to get rid of his tits as long as he lived. 
 
    She rammed and jammed, adjusted the table for best access, and rammed and jammed him some more. 
 
    He was sobbing with relief. This was sex. This wasn’t the stupid, puny man thing, this was the sexy, blossoming girl thing. 
 
    He raised his butt, his hands gripped the grips, he corkscrewed and twisted, and she matched him, met him, and pushed in harder and harder. 
 
    He felt it coming, but he didn’t know when he felt it coming. It was just a warm feeling that came out of his groin and radiated through his body. It felt like the backs of his legs were getting gently electrocuted. His tits felt flushed, and then he felt apart from them, and apart from his man pussy, and apart from everything…and the nova hit. His mind went white hot blank. Energy surged through him, blasted through him, left him feeling like he was just a rag. 
 
    Then, minutes later, he remembered who he was, and that he was coming down from the greatest orgasm of his life. 
 
    “Wha…wha…” 
 
    Carly had pulled out of him, was sitting on a box, watching him. She had a huge smile on her face. 
 
    “What happened.” 
 
    “You, my dear, just had an anal orgasm. I hit your P spot or something, and I have never seen anybody cum so hard in. my life. Look.” She pointed at the floor. 
 
    He looked, and there was a huge puddle of cum on the cement floor. 
 
    “How did I…I did that?” 
 
    “Oh, baby. It just poured out of you. Your man hole locked up so tight it pushed me out., but you just kept cumming and cumming.” 
 
    She stood up and helped him off the milking table. 
 
    His legs were weak and she helped him over to a chair next to her box so he could sit down. 
 
    He sat there, his limbs trembled every once in a while. 
 
    “Well, what do you think?” she asked. Her face was very happy and it was obvious that she really got off on his orgasm. 
 
    “I think…” he paused, “It’s almost worth losing a dick over.” 
 
    And they laughed. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Breaking Jack ~ Jack Windsor is a nice fellow who loves his wife. Unfortunately, in a drunken moment he cheated on her. Now April is out for revenge. Using Facebook she cultivates friends, organizes them, and begins the breaking of Jack. Now, no matter what is done to him, Jack must hold on to his love for April.
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Johnathon!” Jane’s voice was like a battlecry filling the house. Windows rattled and doors shook. The fish in the fishbowl tried to climb out of the bowl, wilted leaves fell off of plants. 
 
    John Hammond felt a chill down in his bones and his flesh shivered. 
 
    “Johnathon!” Her voice rose up at the end, and he knew that there was no way to hide from this clarion call. 
 
    “I’m back here,” yelled Johnathon. He was in his little room, once a large broom closet, now his little man cave. He turned off the computer, screwed the cap on his half pint of brown liquor, shoved his prick back in his pants, and opened up an old Heathkit catalog. 
 
    The door to his sanctum was yanked back and his wife stood there, arms folded across her ample chest. Her pretty blue eyes glaring. A wisp of her beautiful blond hair lowered across her forehead. 
 
    He looked up, an innocent expression in his eyes, “What is it, my love?” 
 
    “What is it? What is it?” 
 
    For a beautiful woman with a slender body and big boobs she could sound quite the harridan. 
 
    “Yes. Is something bothering you? I was just reading about different ways to hook up speakers and…is there something wrong?” 
 
    “Stand up.” 
 
    He stood, and tried to breath away from her. He hadn’t had but a sip or two, but that woman could smell a fart in a windstorm. 
 
    She pushed past him and sat down in his chair and turned on his computer. 
 
    “What is the problem?” he tried. 
 
    “What the problem is is that the internet was slow. I was deleting history and came on your Google account.” 
 
    “My Google account?” Sweat beaded on his forehead. He always erased his browser history, but he hadn’t even thought about his Google account. 
 
    “And guess what I found?” 
 
    “Why…I don’t know? Has somebody been hacking us?” 
 
    The computer was up and running now, and she called up their Google account. 
 
    “Hacking us,” she snorted. “Don’t try deflecting this you little worm!” 
 
    There it was. His internet history. 
 
    Oh, there were a few things, Walmart, the Pottery Barn, that were Jane’s. But the vast majority of items were his. And they were recognizable as his. 
 
    Milmovs, Porzo, Wifeysworld, Deauxma, Casca, Brandi, Julia Ann, BDSM, fisting, shemales, large boobs, analism, butt plugs and on and on and on. 
 
    John’s face turned a bright red, sweat poured down his face, and he snarled, “Hackers! I’ve been hacked!” 
 
    Jane swiveled his chair around and looked up at him. 
 
    “No hacker, you slacker! This is all you! Your computer is filling in the passwords to your accounts. Furthermore, I found your secret Amazon account. I saw all the sick, filthy, perverted things you’ve been buying!” 
 
    “But, honey,” he begged. “This is all a mistake!” 
 
    “Oh, is it?” 
 
    “Of course it is!” 
 
    “So you don’t play with yourself, or shove things up your butt, or…or jack off!” 
 
    “Of course not!” 
 
    She leaned back. “Are you willing to bet?” 
 
    “Well, of course I am!” Really, he was just trying to dig himself out of a hole, but the hole seemed to be getting deeper and deeper. 
 
    She stared at him, a sly look in her eyes. He was so busy trying to get out of her accusations, however, that he didn’t even notice. 
 
    “So, if you fess up, right now, and admit everything…then I will do everything you want to you.” 
 
    “What?” he squeaked. 
 
    “You want somebody to whip you and spank you and make you wear panties? Admit it, and it will happen.” 
 
    “This is a trick.” His voice sounded like the croak of a frog. 
 
    “Of course it’s a trick. If I can get you to admit everything, then I’ll do everything, and then you’ll be over this…this ‘phase’ you’ve been going through!” 
 
    “But I’m not going through a phase,” he didn’t even recognize his voice as his own now. 
 
    “Okay. But that’s the bet. You tell me where you’ve hidden all your toys and I will use them on you. You tell me your filthy, little fantasies and they will become reality. Whatever you want. All your perverted, little dreams. You fess up…and I’ll do them to you.” 
 
    He tried to laugh it off. “You’re just kidding.” He waved his hand desultorily in the air. And gulped. 
 
    “Nope. I figure the only way to cure you of your dirty habits is to give them to you. Once you’ve had your fantasy you’ll be cured. You won’t want to do this silly porn stuff. You won’t want to stroke your little cock. You’ll be a good husband who does what he’s told, and pleases his wife when she desires it.” 
 
    John’s mind was whirling now. He knew it was a set up, he knew he would just get in trouble, but the idea of having somebody act like a porn star, beat him like a two dollar mule, get him drunk and make him do things that he would never do if sober…it was tempting. 
 
    “No!” He almost shouted. He was struggling inside, trying to convince himself to back off, to just leave the room and her damned ‘bet.’ 
 
    “I’ll start by taking off your clothes. Then I’ll dress you in kinky clothes. Maybe diapers, maybe you’re one of these feminization type of guys, but, whatever,  I’ll do it to you. I’ll spank you and play with your butt. I’ll make you lick my body parts, my toes and my pussy, even my asshole. You’ve always wanted to do those things, haven’t you, John. 
 
    “No! Never!” But his voice was weak and his body was shivering with anticipation. 
 
    “All right, prove it.” 
 
    He blinked in confusion. “How do I prove I don’t want you to…to do those things to me?” 
 
    “Very simple. You take your clothes off. I’ll tell you what I’m going to do to you, and if your penis gets hard then I’m right, I win the bet, and you have to confess to all your dirty, little secrets. 
 
    “I don’t want to bet.” 
 
    “Afraid you can’t win?” 
 
    “No! It’s just that it’s stupid! I’m a grown man! I’m not a pervert.” 
 
    “Take off your pants and prove it.” 
 
    “I’m not going to take off my pants!” 
 
    “Then I’ll take them off.” 
 
    They glared at each other, him scared, and her licking her lips in anticipation. 
 
    The fact of the matter is that while John spent all his time exercising his right wrist, Jane did Yoga, Crossfit, Pilates, ran every day, biked, and was a fiend about staying in shape. 
 
    In fact the only thing that consumed Jane more than exercise and a healthy lifestyle, was eliminating her husband’s sexual frivolities. The truth was that she was quite the Puritan, and wanted only face to face missionary sex once a month. 
 
    Which totally explained why John spent so much time fapping on the internet. 
 
    And that was the reason that she could jump on him, tear his clothes off, and sit on his chest. She was simply stronger and in better shape than he was. 
 
    He lay on the floor, a slight case of rug burn on his ass, and tried to sound firm. “Get off of me right now!” 
 
    She smiled. She grabbed his groin, which, once the struggle had started had gone limp. 
 
    “Limp now, but what if I spanked you.” 
 
    He tried to control his responses, but sometimes the dick has a mind of its own. 
 
    “Is that a little worm in your pants? Or are you glad to see me?” 
 
    “John bit his lip, tried to cause himself enough pain that he wouldn’t react. 
 
    “How about women’s clothes? Are you one of those crossdresser guys?” 
 
    Blip. His dick  gave a little poke. 
 
    She grinned. “Or maybe you want me to stuff something up your…oh, what is that that I feel?” 
 
    His cock was trying to get hard, it was surging, it was fighting. 
 
    “You want me to be the man and take you John? Is that what you want?” 
 
    His cock throbbed and poked against her bottom. He gave a sob, but it was useless. No way he could control himself in the face of those fantasies. 
 
    “Ha!” She reached around behind and grabbed his now sturdy shaft. She shook it. “Your lie is revealed! You’re a pervert! And I’m going to treat you like one!” 
 
    “Stop it!” he was sobbing, totally embarrassed, but there was nothing he could do in the face of such overwhelming evidence. 
 
    Jane stood up and looked down at him. She looked like a giant to him, he could see her panties under her dress, the monkey knuckle in the panties. 
 
    Her tits stood out, the nipples erect and hard. 
 
    She laughed at him. “This weekend, worm! It will all happen this weekend! So think about that!” 
 
    “But, honey! This is all—“ 
 
    She reached down, her face looming over him, her cleavage on display and in his face. She gripped his shirt front. 
 
    “I want you to write down all your fantasies.” 
 
    “I don’t have any…” 
 
    “And if you don’t, then I’ll write down my fantasies. Would you like to know what I would like to do to an unbeliever? A pervert? a real sicko? 
 
    “No…no! You…” 
 
    “So get started. The weekend will be in three days, and I want to know what I’m going to have to do to whip you into shape.” 
 
    “But, honey…” 
 
    She strode away, left him on the floor, his pants down and his cock hard, and his own imagination scaring him. 
 
      
 
    Jane did have a body that wouldn’t quit. Boobs were big and held up proud. Her ass was round without being fat. She actually had abs on her thin waist. Ass to that her pretty face, and she didn’t understand why John jacked off. 
 
    And he did jack off. There was no way somebody could see that much porn and not be jacking off. 
 
    She sighed as she opened up her laptop and went looking for sexual torture devices. 
 
    Why couldn’t he understand that sex wasn’t that important? Why couldn’t he understand that once a month was fine, that she was too busy, and often too tired from all her working out, to have sex all the time like he wanted. 
 
    Her ruminations began to lessen as she perused the internet’s sexual offerings. 
 
    She considered all torture devices like the Pear of Anguish or the Scold’s Bridle. She honestly didn’t see where the sexual thrill was in having your asshole opened up until it was gaping. 
 
    Of course, there was always a nice, calm butt plug. She had even tried one of those out, on a dare, back in her college years. 
 
    She blushed thinking about how her friends had laughed when they wiggled the thing in her butt. And she had had an orgasm pretty darn fast. 
 
    But that was years ago, and she was a mature woman now. 
 
    She came across chastity tubes, and that was something to think about. Maybe she could control her husband with one of those, eh? 
 
    And that led to things like prostate massagers and off shaped dildos. 
 
    Now wasn’t that interesting? She put up with John’s six inch cock once a month. But some of these dildos…they were gigantic! And they were odd shaped. 
 
    She thought of the butt plug again, shook herself, and tried to put it out of her mind. 
 
    She became engrossed in stories, unaware that these were some of the same stories that John jerked off to. She read about men fucking their mothers, which was sort of gross, but did make her breath a little harder. And she read about Lesbians and spankings (oh, yes, spankings, that did make her breath a lot harder) and machines that changed men into women and female domination (was she actually breathing harder over these stories) and nurses and nylons and red lips and fisting and amputees and aliens and cuckolds and high heels and pegging and yoga and wanking and …and… 
 
    She stopped and closed her laptop. She definitely was breathing harder. What the heck was going on? She wanted ideas for what to do to John; she didn’t want to feel weak and flushed and…and moist down there. 
 
    Suddenly irritated, she tossed the laptop aside and went to the gym. A good work out would get rid of her heart palpitations. 
 
      
 
    John was beside himself. He didn’t know what to do. 
 
    Jane was a strong personality, and he was actually afraid of what she might do. 
 
    Once he had left a mess in the bathroom, and she had jerked him into an armlock and pranced him into the bathroom and rubbed his nose in the mess. He certainly didn’t want that to happen again! 
 
    And he was really afraid of what she might do if he gave her a list of his kinks. 
 
    What if he told her how much he wanted somebody to play with his butt hole. She might stick a rolling pin up there! 
 
    And what if he confessed to how horny wearing women’s clothes made him? She might rip off his genitals and make him wear nothing but women’s clothes. Which would be sort of cool, except for the loss of genitals, but…he was scared. 
 
    He sat down at his computer, looked around, then snuck out his half pint and took a swig. It burned, but in the most delightful way. Then he began looking on the internet. He typed in ‘What do you do if your wife is crazy?’ 
 
    Oh, Lord, there were al-l-l-l sorts of items on that one. This crazy wife thing wasn’t just him, apparently every man in America, and the world, had a crazy wife! 
 
    He started clicking on various items, and the first thing he popped on was ‘Don’t tell them they are crazy!’ 
 
    Which was sort of silly because if somebody is crazy how are they going to get out of crazy if they know they are crazy and how will the know if they’re crazy if somebody doesn’t tell them? 
 
    Then there was the advice to stay cool, that if you act crazy to their crazy then all you have is double crazy. 
 
    Then he blinked. ‘Being the man in the relationship is not about authority.’ 
 
    But, truth, she was the authority. He had found that her crazy was sufficient to just make him back off, relinquishing power to her. 
 
    After thinking about that for a while he came on: ‘Think about why she’s crazy.’ 
 
    He didn’t want to do that. Thinking about why women do the things they do is enough to make anybody crazy. 
 
    Then he came up with the one that totally befuddled him. ‘Be honest.’ 
 
    But how can you be honest and not tell her she’s crazy? 
 
    ‘Be ready to lose arguments.’ Well, he knew about that. 
 
    Then he came across an article about what makes a submissive man, and his head turned all the way around, jumped up and down, and made ‘boop, boop’ sounds. 
 
    He shoved away from the computer. Somehow this thing had gotten completely out of control. He really didn’t care if his wife was crazy, or he was submissive, or anything. He just wanted to figure a way out of his dilemma; he wanted to figure out what to do about the list of kinks he was supposed to come up. 
 
    Then he figured it out. He typed in ‘list of kinks. He wrote down the major kinks he found on the internet, then added a cover letter. 
 
      
 
    Dear Jane, I don’t know what my kinks are, so I have 
 
    given you a list of all the kinks, and it’s up to you to 
 
    figure them out. 
 
      
 
    He emailed it to his wife, then snuck another swig of bourbon and smiled. 
 
      
 
    The next day was nerve wracking. 
 
    Jane frowned at him a lot, doubtless trying to figure out why men were crazy. 
 
    He felt like he was no longer the target. He had managed to put the responsibility to Jane, 
 
    Still, they were both thinking, and there was a little conversation, but nothing confrontational. 
 
      
 
    The next day Jane made up her mind. She went down to the basement and began planning her assault. She pushed boxes and old furniture aside and cleared a space. She looked at the walls, thought about furniture, then went to the store. 
 
    Stores. 
 
    She bought chains and handcuffs. 
 
    She bought a couple of sturdy planks. 
 
    She bought clothes. Kinky clothes. Women’s clothes in his size. 
 
    She went on the net and ordered various sexual torture tools. Including a Pear of Anguish. 
 
    By three in the afternoon she had everything she needed and set to work. 
 
    John came home and heard the hammer pounding in the basement. And the drill drilling, and the saw sawing. 
 
    What the fuck was she…then he stopped himself from going down. 
 
    Let her do her thing, he would find out later. 
 
    He went into his man cave and snuck sips of whiskey and watched Porzo. 
 
    The next day was Thursday, and when John woke up and went out to the kitchen he saw a padlock on the basement door. 
 
    Hmmm. 
 
    He waggled the padlock, then let it drop. He was now officially curious about what Jane was planning to do. 
 
    John went to work, and Jane went to work in the dungeon. Or ‘the Fungeon,’ as she thought of it. 
 
    Though how John was supposed to have fun with what she planned to do to him was a mystery. 
 
    Then she had a wonderful idea, an idea that made her chuckle and snort, an idea that would solve the problem of what to do to him quickly and easily. 
 
    She went to her iPad and posted. 
 
      
 
    I am curing my husband of kink. 
 
    I will do this by giving him all the kink he wants. 
 
    This weekend only, 
 
    drop by and offer your input and experience. 
 
     
 
    Within minutes there were answers galore. 
 
    ‘Spank him!’ 
 
    ‘Chastise him!’ 
 
    ‘Make him wear panties!’ 
 
    ‘Give him beast implants!’ 
 
    And there were al sorts of real life stories. 
 
      
 
    ‘My husband thought he wanted kink, but after the fireplace poker was heated up he changed his mind.’ 
 
    ‘My brother ended up getting a sex change.’ 
 
    ‘Kicking his balls is enough for me.’ 
 
    “Put a rubber band around his balls till they fall off!’ 
 
      
 
    There were mean posts, caring posts, adventurous posts, erotic posts, and nearly every woman asked for an address and a time that they might drop by. 
 
    Oddly, while the whole town woke up and started chuckling and chortling and making plans, John didn’t know a thing. Until four o’clock. 
 
    At four the police walked into his company, asked for him by name, and had a seat in his office. 
 
    “Mr. Hammond, it has come to our attention that your wife is planning to murder you this weekend.” 
 
    “What?” His voice rose into a squeal. 
 
    “She has apparently invited the community to drop by your house and torture you. Judging from the responses it is apparent that death may be the likely outcome.” 
 
    The cops were male and female, both young, but the woman younger. She continually placed her hand over her mouth and cleared her throat. Little crinkle lines appeared next to her eyes. 
 
    “Well, I…uh…” 
 
    Todd Jergens walked into John’s office. He was John’s partner in the business. 
 
    “What’s happening, gentlemen.” 
 
    “This is a police matter, sir…” 
 
    “They think Jane is going to kill me.” 
 
    “Not Jane herself, mind you,” the cop. explained, but some of the reactions to her posts are—“ 
 
    “Oh, I’ve seen that. Was meaning to ask you about that, John.” 
 
    John looked at his partner. Todd was a handsome, roguish gay. He talked a good game of sex, but had never tried to put the make on John. 
 
    “So Jane is asking people what she should do to break you of your kinky habits. I didn’t know you had kinky habits, John. You dog!” 
 
    “Uh, sir,” the male officer interjected, “We’re rather concerned about all—“ 
 
    “Pshaw!” Todd waved a hand. “Jane’s just a little…out there. I’ll tell you what. I’ll drop by and make sure everything is on the up and up myself. How’s that, eh?” 
 
    The police stayed a while longer, but Todd’s cheerful chirpiness seemed to have derailed their program. 
 
    When they were gone Todd observed, “Turning control over to a woman is a dangerous thing. Are you sure you want to do this?” 
 
    John, however, wasn’t really sure what was happening. 
 
      
 
    “Mrs. Hammond, we have been reading some disturbing things on Facebook.” 
 
    Jane stared at the two officers and frowned. She being a strong willed personality, she wasn’t fond of other strong willed personalities, and that included the police. “If you’re disturbed I can recommend a good psychiatrist. I’m going to record this meeting for future reference.” She picked up her cell phone, set it to video record, then placed it on the table and glared at the officers. 
 
    The cops looked at each other, the male licked his lips and tried again. “There are certain laws that we feel should be adhered to, and—“ 
 
    “What laws?” 
 
    Now the cops were pressed. Usually just mentioning that there were laws was enough to send any citizen into the heeby jeebies. They had never actually had a citizen ask for the law they wee so frightened of. 
 
    “Well, there are public decency laws, which—“ 
 
    “My basement isn’t a public place.” 
 
    “Uh, and then there are solicitation—“ 
 
    “You’re saying that I’m asking for money from my husband for performing consensual acts between a man and his wife?” 
 
    “Well, I didn’t mean to—“ 
 
    “What did you mean?” 
 
    The female officer butted in. “We have considerations about traffic laws. Then there are laws about how many people can be in a house this size, and…” 
 
    As the female officer went on Jane listened, and she knew what was happening. 
 
    The male officer was a lunkhead. He was blundering around, talking about laws to be enforced when he didn’t know his ass from a hat on the ground. 
 
    The female officer, she was female. She was a member of the sisterhood of all women that is never spoken of, but exists nonetheless. And she was telling Jane of all these laws so Jane could figure out how to get around them. 
 
    Cop Lunkhead, however, was oblivious. He just sat there, red-faced, like a good, little cop should. 
 
    Finally, the cops left. And Jane hit the internet. 
 
    First, she set up a site, complete with passwords.  
 
    Then she went to Facebutt and apprised the people interested in John’s comeuppance that because John Law was a prick they were going to have to discuss matters like parking, how to stagger the flow of people so the house didn’t become too crowded, and so on. 
 
    The women of the community rose to the occasion. They got their passwords, but only if they could be recommended by two people. Interest was so high that this proved to be no problem. Within hours the site was buzzing, and a healthy chat room had started up.  
 
    And a survey concerning what the top kinks to be inflicted on John should be. 
 
    Top kink was spanking. But there seemed to be equal parts mean and lust in this suggestion. 
 
    Bottom kink was tickling him. It seemed that some people couldn’t imagine sexuality in any form in the act of tickling. 
 
    Most interesting were the volunteers. 
 
    It was obvious that money was not to be exchanged, but women wanted a chance to give John a swat on the ass, and they volunteered to help with the website, with traffic control, with whatever it took to make this scene a reality. And right after they volunteered they asked if they could inflict a bit of kink on John. 
 
    This really made Jane think. 
 
    She wasn’t much for sex, but all these people, all wanting to do everything from tickle his testicles with a Wharton wheel to penetrating his ass with an egg beater made her wonder whether she should look into the idea of being sexually excited by John’s kink. 
 
    The whole community was excited, they all found things to be excited about. They were all apparently fapping their pussies as she read their emails. 
 
    So what was it all about? 
 
    And she had the realization: people were as interested, and even dedicated, to kink as she was to her daily work outs. 
 
    Now that was bizarre. That sex could be considered on the same terms as Pilates, or weight lifting. It just didn’t make sense. 
 
     
 
    John got home late that night, and he was in a glum mood. 
 
    “What’s wrong, honey?” 
 
    She expected him to talk about work or something, but he said, “The cops came to see me today.” He looked up at her. “They said you’re planning to kill me.” 
 
    She snapped, “If it’s possible to kill somebody with kink, then they’re right.” 
 
    John blinked. 
 
    Jane grabbed his necktie and wrapped it around her fist and lifted a little. He went up on his toes and he gagged and his face turned red. 
 
    “You’re not planning to get out of this, are you?” 
 
    “No! No!” His voice sounded like a frog with tonsillitis. 
 
    “Good!” she let go and he straightened his tie, then took it off.  
 
    “Because I have been talking to people in the community and they are very excited to see a pervert get his just desserts.” 
 
    “But I’m not a pervert!” 
 
    “Could have fooled me.” 
 
    “So I like sex! So what?” 
 
    “But you like it too much.” 
 
    He was almost sobbing now. “If you’d try it maybe you’d change your mind!” 
 
    “Become a sicko? Like you? Ha!” 
 
    “An act of love is sick?” 
 
    And, unbelievably, in spite of her strong personality, Jane blinked. 
 
    John saw it. “You call me sick, but I just want love, and the sensation of an orgasm is top of the list!” 
 
    “I get orgasms!” Jane lied. 
 
    “Maybe you do and maybe you don’t, but I never get on you about all your working out! Your weight lifting and running and all the hours you spend at the gym.” 
 
    “I spend all that time so I can be healthy and happy! I spend that time making my body luscious and desirable, and guess who gets the benefit of that?” 
 
    “Fine, if I really did! But we screw once a month, and it’s always I get between your legs and hump a few seconds, and I’m so desperate that I squirt my brains out! Then you push me away and there’s no cuddle or kissing or anything!” 
 
    “You don’t want cuddling and kissing!” 
 
    “I DO!” he actually screamed at her. 
 
    Jane was taken aback. She didn’t know what to think. For the first time in their marriage John had actually gotten in her face. 
 
    And she was right up against the fact that she rarely orgasmed, and when he did it sort of pissed her off. He could have these toe curling orgasms, short as they were they were toe curling, and she couldn’t. It just wasn’t fair. 
 
    And in that moment, face to face with herself, Jane finally searched her soul. And she realized that she was irritated by the fact of sex. Men got their jollies and she didn’t. At least, not much. 
 
    And…that was under her tight personality. That was driving her. She worked out for hours on end just so she could get some physical satisfaction. And all her sweat and exhaustion was an excuse for cumming. 
 
    And, she thought about it, she considered it…could she be a shrew? 
 
    Just because she was getting short changed on sex? 
 
    That was a dark moment for Jane. And an illuminating moment. 
 
    Grim truth affords the context for the brightest light. 
 
    They had stopped talking. John, a somewhat soft person who got along with everybody, was actually sniffling. 
 
    She hesitated, then reached out for him. She put her arms around him and hugged him, and she said, “I’m going to make it all better, John. I’ll fix this.” 
 
    John just held on and cried. 
 
      
 
    That was Thursday night, and the following day, starting when John got off work, was the start of their little ‘kink a thon.’ 
 
    But Jane’s mind had done a flip flop, and she knew she had to do something. She had to change the rules. She had to figure this thing out. She had to open herself up and accept whatever hard truths were inherent in the matter. 
 
    Jane cooked dinner, then headed for the computer room. She made announcements on the website. She called women who had volunteered. She discussed the change of plans and, in a way, it was like changing the direction of a mob of stampeding cattle. 
 
    Still, women being the unusually smart and flexible creatures that they are, the community began to come around. By midnight they were embracing the new plans, and they were getting very excited about it. 
 
    When Jane finally went to bed she was sadder but wiser, and happier. She didn’t know about this sex thing, but she was going to find out…the hard way. 
 
    She crawled into bed, kissed John’s face gently so as not to wake him, and then slid into her own pleasant dreams.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Friday started with a bang. To be precise, the bang of the front door and the banging of hammers in the basement. 
 
    John woke up, realized he was alone, and that there were people in the front room. 
 
    He pulled on a robe and went out to see what all the hub bub was. 
 
    It was crazy. There were women wearing carpenter belts. Men crying lumber down into the basement. Jane was surrounded by women at the dining room table and they were all going over blueprints. 
 
    “Hey, girls, this is my husband John.” 
 
    John was greeted effusively. He was hugged and kissed on the cheek and all the women had sparks in their eyes. 
 
    “You’re going to have so much fun…” whispered one sweet, young thing. 
 
    “Why don’t you girls continue without me. I’ll get John fed and off to work.” 
 
    Jane led John back to the bedroom, and she was all business. She got out his clothes and rushed him into them. Then she led him out to the garage and said, “Pick up something at McPuckles. And I’ll call you when you can come home tonight.” 
 
    John was dazed, but he followed instructions. He headed for work and wondered what the hell was going on. This was a lot more than a few people on the internet. What the hell had happened? 
 
    At work it wasn’t much better. Employees were watching him with grinning eyes. Todd kept chuckling and slapping his back. And when he went into the warehouse all the workers stopped working and cheered. 
 
    He looked at the clock. It was only eight o’clock and he had a whole day of this to go through. He shook his head and tried to focus on work. 
 
      
 
    Jane was having fun. 
 
    She usually didn’t talk to people much, usually just at the gym, and then it was very work out focused. 
 
    But the women in her house all wanted to talk. And they wanted to talk about everything. 
 
    What their husbands did, what their neighbors did and how shocking it was, how adorable their children were, and…how much fun it was going to be to handle John. 
 
    But they didn’t mention anything about handling her. It was almost like the realizations that she had had the night previous about herself were…not. 
 
    Oh, there were gleams in the eyes of the girls doing the basement remodeling, but…but they only talked about John. 
 
    Noon came, and a caterer dropped by with a ton of sandwiches. The women, and a few men, sat around the living room and discussed everything from child raising to whether a good spanking would help the man in the White House. The consensus was that it would. 
 
    After lunch Jane went through the basement, and she started to see that she was being included in the plans. Still, nobody spoke of her place in the affair. 
 
    Then another couple of hours of work—Jane was told to go read a book—and they were done. And the weekend was about to start. 
 
      
 
    Her name was Mathilda. She was in her fifties, slightly chunky, but an amazing bosom. She had rapidly taken over the ‘construction,’ and now she sat down in front of Jane. 
 
    “Jane, dear, for this to work you’re going to have to turn over complete control to a third party.” 
 
    “You mean I don’t get to spank my husband?” 
 
    “Oh, you’ll get to do that, and a lot, but relax and have patience.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “The ladies have voted for me to take control of the festivities, but I wanted you to have the final vote on the matter.” Then she said something that was vague and exciting all at the same time. “After all, it’s your ass.” 
 
    “Well, I…” 
 
    “I can go over a list of my accomplishments, I’ve been a sex therapist and worked as a dominatrix. I’ve been married and my husbands, who are all tied up in my basement, will all vouch for me. Would you like to speak with them by cell?” 
 
    “I don’t think…” 
 
    “Very well. Are you in agreement with me taking charge?” 
 
    Jane took a deep breath. “Okay.” 
 
    “Excellent, then let’s get started. I’ll have one of the girls call your husband and tell him to come home. But let’s get you all settled first.” 
 
    Mathilda walked down to the basement. She had a firm stride, firm hips, and seemed very happy and in her element. 
 
    “This is called a body spreader.” 
 
    The item was a bar with a cross bar at the top and another one at the bottom. Jane got to her hands and knees. Here wrists were attache to the top bar, and her ankles to the bottom bar. She was now in a wide all fours position. 
 
    “This isn’t comfort—“ 
 
    Mattilda put a strap around her head. A dildo was on the inside of the strap and it went into Jane’s mouth. 
 
    “MPHMMM!” she complained, her eyes wide. 
 
    “It’s okay, Jane,” Matthilda patted her head. Then she took a butt plug with a fox tail on it. She lubed it up and placed it in Jane’s asshole! 
 
    Now Jane’s eyes were really wide. She was stretched out, uncomfortable, she wanted to speak, to call this thing off, and her asshole…she hadn’t had anything in her asshole since college, and then only once! 
 
    She sat there, her chest heaving, and the women all chuckled and discussed her and used scissors to take her clothes off. 
 
    “MPPPHHHMMPH!” 
 
    They just laughed, and one of the ladies sat down and began tickling her pussy. 
 
    “NOMPH!” Which meant no, and which was totally ignored. Except for the snickers, of course. 
 
    Jane knelt, and fortunately somebody put little pillows under her knees and hands. 
 
    She tried to rest against the manacles, to relax and let her bones support her. 
 
    But the girl behind her kept tickling her pussy, and she kept jerking and twitching. 
 
    And, most terrible of all, in spite of the pain of her body position, her pussy liked it. 
 
      
 
    John was going over reports with Todd. He had finally, after a day of everybody looking at him with grins, focused on his work. 
 
    “We’re going to have to move Jimmy to a forklift that day, but if we rearrange the warehouse we can— 
 
    Doot de de doot! 
 
    John’s head snapped around to his cell phone. 
 
    Todd grinned. “You gonna answer that?” 
 
    John took a deep breath, then picked up his cell. It was a text: 
 
      
 
    Come home 
 
      
 
    That was it. No punctuation. Just a simple command. Or request. Or whatever. 
 
    “Time to go home?” Todd eyed John, his lips were curved in a big smile. 
 
    “Uh, yes.” 
 
    “Don’t look so sad. From what I hear you’re going to get everything you ever wanted.” 
 
    John stood up, put his cell phone and wallet into his pockets. “How do you know what I want?” 
 
    “Johnnie Boy! You want what I want! What every man wants!” 
 
    “Yeah, but—“ 
 
    “Just head on home, John. I’ll drop by tomorrow to see if you’re still alive.” 
 
    Then John was out the door, and everybody was grinning at him. 
 
      
 
    John arrived home at four twenty. There were a few cars on the street, but no major traffic problems. A couple of good looking women were making sure of that. 
 
    There was no sign of the cops. 
 
    He parked his car and went through the garage and into the kitchen. 
 
    “Hello, John. My name is Mathilda, and I’ll be your host this evening.” 
 
    The grey haired woman with the super stacks linked her arm through his. “Would you like anything to eat before we begin?” 
 
    John shook his head. 
 
    She walked him into the front room where three women sat. They all stood up, and they all held glasses. 
 
    “First, you must travel the gauntlet. Drink a drink, move to the next lady, and when you have finished the gauntlet we will take you down to see your wife.” 
 
    John had no problem with this. He was dying to see Jane, but when a good looking woman offers a man a drink…well, you know what happens. 
 
    John drank the first drink. He gave it back to the woman, and she leaned forward, grabbed the back of his head, and pulled him to her. She kissed him, a gentle press of the lips that lasted, and warmed up his tootsies, and made his ding dong ding. 
 
    “There’s an old saying, I’m sure you’ve heard of it,” Mathilda said as she led him to the second woman. “The man drinks the first drink, the first drinks the second drink, and the third drink drinks the man.” 
 
    John glanced at her as he tilted the glass and sucked down the bourbon and Coke. Then the second woman took the glass and kissed him, and she played with his nipples, palming them, flicking them, and causing his already dinging dong to go ding donging again. 
 
    The third woman stepped up and offered John a glass. He took it, drank it, and midway through the drink the third woman placed her hand on his groin. 
 
    He was surprised, stopped drinking for a second. 
 
    “Drink up, John,” advised Mathilda. 
 
    He finished his drink, got his kiss, and the third woman actually got her hand in his pants and started stroking him. 
 
    He hadn’t jacked off for a week. He was horny! But the woman only stroked him a little, then Mathilda pulled him away and led him towards the basement. 
 
    “You’ve got a wonderful wife, John,” explained Mathilda, “But she has had some misunderstandings about sex and all that.” 
 
    “Oh. Uh…yeah.” 
 
    Mathilda had a big smile on her face as she walked him down the stairs. 
 
    The basement was dark, but he could see a naked person on all fours to the left, and he…JANE! 
 
    He approached her, and saw that she was in a super spreader sort of device, spread out and locked into the all fours position. 
 
    “Jane, John is here, would you. like to say anything to him?” 
 
    “MPHMMMPH!” 
 
    “Oh, sorry. Jane has a penis gag in her mouth right now. 
 
    John’s dick was half hard, courtesy of the kissing girls, but now it went SPROING! 
 
    His wife’s body was visible in all her glory. Her tight muscles, her breasts hanging down, her hair hanging over her face, and…the fox tail! My God! he thought. She’s got a foxtail in her ass! 
 
    “MPHOOMM!” 
 
    “Before we continue, John, you need to take advantage of your wife’s position. Tell me, does Jane like it doggy style?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Come on now, speak up.” 
 
    “Well, uh,” he mumbled, “she usually likes it missionary style.” 
 
    “Oh, Lord! How boring! Face to face, can’t even really slap each other’s ass. Well, we’ll fix that. Girls?” 
 
    Two women, wearing nothing but flesh, came out of the darkness. They began unbuttoning buttons and pulling his clothes off. 
 
    “Hey! Hey!” 
 
    But if John wasn’t strong enough to take on one woman, muscular though she was, he stood no chance against two women. 
 
    John stood and looked down at his wife’s incredible body. 
 
    Mathilda was right next to him. “In talking to Mathilda I realized that she is somewhat of a prude. Only missionary, once a month. Ridiculous. So to break her of that silliness we’re going to need you to fuck her, in a lot of different ways. Right now we’ll start off with the basic doggy style. Get on your hands and knees. Lift up her tail, and take her like an animal.” 
 
    “But…” CRACK! “OW!” 
 
    Mathilda held his arm as he looked around. The two women were holding ping pong paddles, air holes drilled in them, and they were grinning. 
 
    “One of them hit me!” 
 
    “And they’ll hit you again, until you fuck your wife doggy style.” 
 
    “NOMPH!” yelled Jane. 
 
    “And if you still refuse, they’ll spank Jane. Would you like to see?” 
 
    “I think this is over!” 
 
    One of the girls stepped past him and smacked Jane on the cheek with her paddle. CRACK! 
 
    “OWPH!” 
 
    John: “Hey!” 
 
    CRACK! And John jumped. 
 
    CRACK! Jane jumped. 
 
    “Now then, John. You understand the consequences, so get down there and do your husbandly duties. 
 
    John didn’t want to, but when he got down on all fours he realized something amazing. His dick did. 
 
    He could hear Jane sniffling, crying. 
 
    “I’m sorry, honey, but—“ 
 
    CRACK! 
 
    “No apologizing. Now do it, John.” 
 
    He had no choice. And his dick was making its choice. He lifted up the brown fox tail and shuffled his knees closer. 
 
    Her hole was a little low, so he lifted the tail and her ass and fit his cock head to her pussy. 
 
    Jane was crying. This was so unhorny! How could anybody like this? 
 
    Then she felt the head of John’s cock at her pussy. And he lifted the tail, which caused her ass to go up, and he had access. 
 
    John drove in quickly. He knew it must hurt, so he wanted to get it done quickly. 
 
    Jane was electrified. She had never been in this position, and it…the cock…it felt like it was going all the way through her. Her pussy, and her body, began to warm up. 
 
    John drove in and out. He tried to fuck her quick, but Mathilda put a hand on his shoulder. “Easy, John. Good loving is slow loving.” 
 
    John went slower. 
 
    Jane made noises, “MMMPH! MMMPHMMM!” but it was impossible to tell what she was saying. 
 
    “That’s a boy. Take your time. So many young people fuck like rabbits these days. Where’s the joy in that? Fuck like a turtle and get your real enjoyment.” 
 
    It was inevitable, in spite of the fact of having to fuck his wife, John was getting into it. 
 
    How could he not? 
 
    He held her ail with one hand and gripped her hip with the other hand and drilled into her. 
 
    Jane, the silent partner in this arrangement, was stunned. The slower John went, the better it felt. Why hadn’t he ever fucked her slow before? 
 
    Then she remembered: because she kept him so horny with the once a month arrangement that when he did fuck he was desperate. Like a rabbit. 
 
    For long minutes he rocked back and forth, his rock hard penis plunging into his wife’s soft innards. 
 
    Mathilda and the two paddle girls watched, and they were all smiling. 
 
    “That’s a good boy, John. Now, before you get too excited, I don’t want you to cum.” 
 
    “EH?” his head jerked towards her. “Isn’t cumming the point of fucking?” 
 
    “You silly boy,” she shook her head and laughed. “Cumming has nothing to do with love making. Cumming is for children. If you’re not going to make children you, the man that is, should never cum.” 
 
    “Now, we’ve got a whole weekend to go through. And what kind of fun would that be if you shot your load right at the beginning? So back off and let’s move to the next station.” 
 
    She pushed John back, and he gave a sob. He had been getting real close. 
 
    What was surprising was that Jane gave a similar sob. Had she actually been getting close? 
 
    They left Jane in her all fours spreader bars and went to the other side of the basement. 
 
    “Okay, John. This next one is going to be tough, at least at first. This little device is called a dildo plate. 
 
    John looked down. There was a plate, about two feet square, and it was bolted to the floor. In the center of the plate was a rod that rose up, and on the top of the bar was a penis. 
 
    It wasn’t big. And it was well lubricated. But…a penis? 
 
    “Your job is to stand over the penis bar while we fit it into your rectum. 
 
    “Hey! No!” 
 
    “Would you rather listen to your wife howl as we spank her bottom?” 
 
    “I’m getting out of here!” He took a step towards the stairs. 
 
    “We’ve got a girl at the top. She’s holding a fully charged taser, and she really likes using it.” 
 
    John stopped. 
 
    “Now step onto the plate.” 
 
    John stood there, not knowing what to do. 
 
    CRACK! “MMMPHOOWW!” 
 
    “Okay! Okay! Just don’t spank Jane again.” 
 
    “No problem. Put your feet right next to the pole. 
 
    John stepped onto the plate. One of the paddle girls got down behind him and raised the bar. 
 
    John gasped as the dildo entered his butt. He felt it widening the tissues, spreading everything out, and his nerves shrieked…in pleasure! 
 
    “Pretty good, eh, Johnny Boy?” 
 
    John gulped. 
 
    “Now reach up and grab the little stirrup things.” 
 
    John put his hands through the stirrups, and the paddle girl got onto a stool and pulled a strap tight over each wrist. He was now locked in place. He couldn’t step off the dildo in his butt, and he couldn’t get his arms free. 
 
    “Very good, John. Excuse me for a minute now.” 
 
    She moved into the gloom and John was left hanging, and on a ‘stake.’ 
 
    A minute passed, and Mathilda came back. Jane was at her side. 
 
    “Oh, honey…I’m—“ 
 
    CRACK! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “Told you. No apologizing. You’re here of your free will, and so is Jane. Now, Jane, you can see how John is presented. He can’t move off the dildo plate, he can’t get his hands loose, and you will observe that his dick and testicles are presented for your pleasure.” 
 
    John studied Jane. She had been crying, and she was upset, but…there was a core of something in here. He didn’t know what it was, but…she looked determined. 
 
    “What I want you to do is spank his balls.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Spank his balls. You will notice that his penis, which so recently was embedded in your juicy pussy, is at the wane. When you spank his balls you will find that his dick comes back to life.” 
 
    John, held his silence. He had fantasized so much, but the truth was something else. 
 
    Jane moved forward, took the head of his cock in her fingers and lifted it, and… 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    John jumped and howled. “OWWWWW!” 
 
    Mathilda grinned. “Isn’t that a nice sound? I like to do this with two or three men and see if I can make them harmonize.” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “OWWW! Don’t! No more! I can’t—“ 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “OWWWW!” 
 
    Jane held his penis, and as she spanked his balls his cock grew larger and harder. Mathilda was right. 
 
    “Do all men like this pain?” 
 
    Mathilda chuckled. “Like it? I don’t know. But it sure makes them hard. 
 
    “Please…please…please…John begged. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “OWWWW!” 
 
    “Of course some men can’t take it. But they are just sissies.” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “OWWWW!” 
 
    Yet John couldn’t argue with the fact of how hard his cock was. And it was pulsing. In fact…a little more and he might cum! 
 
    “That’s enough, dear. Let’s move down to the next station.” 
 
    Mathilda and Jane moved down the basement and left John dangling…and supported by a dildo on a stick. John looked down, and saw that he was dripping. And now that the spanking was done…he wanted it. 
 
    But how could that be? It had hurt! 
 
    And John, for the first time in his life, started to see the relationship between pleasure and pain. 
 
    The next machine was like a bicycle, but horizontal. Jane would lay in the machine, her butt fitted to a saddle, and peddle. Peddling made a dildo come up out of the saddle and then go down. 
 
    “Have a seat, dear. Time to use that delicious pussy of yours. You realize that a pussy is like any other muscle. It needs to be taken out for a walk every night.” 
 
    Jane sat on the saddle. One of the paddle girls checked the lubrication, then angled the dildo so it would go into her pussy. 
 
    Jane waited, her heart pounding. She had grown to like being fucked doggy style, and spanking John’s balls had provided her with a thrill. But this thing…it was…weird. 
 
    Still, when she pushed the pedal down the thrill shooting up through her pussy was amazing. It was a big dildo, and it felt so good shooting into her. 
 
    “Don’t peddle, yet, honey,” said Mathilda. “You just sit and anticipate and I’ll tell you when. It may be a few minutes. 
 
     
 
    John was standing on the dildo. He gave a wiggle every once in a while, tried to find a position where he wasn’t so trapped, but there was little he could do. 
 
    Mathilda came out of the gloom. She put a strap around John’s head and buckled it. He wondered if it was the same penis gag that Jane had had. 
 
    Mathilda had one of the girls loosen the dildo bar and the big thing slid out of him. 
 
    Oddly, he missed it. He missed the way it woke up all his nerves. 
 
    “You’re very erect,” she said, “And we have to fix that.” 
 
    One of the girls held a bowl of ice water and Mathilda took his cock and placed it into the bowl. 
 
    John jerked, would have pulled back, but Mathilda had his cock in a firm grip. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he wheezed. 
 
    “There, there. Just relax and get over it.” 
 
    His dick couldn’t help but shrink, and when it did she put a ring over his package and a tube over his cock. He attached the two pieces and padlocked them together. 
 
    She smiled, and he groaned as his cock tried to get hard, but couldn’t. 
 
    “All right, let’s move along. 
 
    She led him down to the end of the basement. They were standing behind a curtain, and he could see a saddle with a penis coming out of it. 
 
    “Have a seat, John.” 
 
    John thought about resisting, but he couldn’t. Jane was still held prisoner. Besides, he had enjoyed being stuck on that dildo on a stick. And the spanking of his balls had really made him erect. 
 
    He sat down on the saddle and one of the paddle girls reached under and put a large glob of lube into his asshole. Then she fitted the fake dick to his asshole. It wasn’t in all the way, but it wasn’t going to fall out, either. 
 
    When John was all settled Mathilda nodded and yelled. “Start peddling, Jane.” 
 
    Immediately the dick rose up into John’s ass. 
 
    He gasped, then it withdrew. 
 
    And entered. 
 
    And withdrew. 
 
    And…on and on it went. 
 
    John was groaning through the penis gag. This was even better than the dildo plate. 
 
    Mathilda nodded to the paddle girls and they took down the curtain. 
 
    Jane was on the other side of the room, peddling a bike. There was a chain across the room to a sprocket under John’s contraption. Jane was getting a cock up her pussy with every cycle of the peddles, and John was getting a cock up his man pussy. 
 
    He groaned, and their eyes met. 
 
    She wondered if he wanted her to stop. 
 
    He wondered if he could convey to her that she should keep going. 
 
    She slowed down for a second, but at a command from Matilda she sped up again. 
 
    “A little faster, Jane. John is dripping, but he’s got a long way to go.” 
 
    Jane sped up, and it felt so good. For the first time in her life she understood what sex was, how good it could feel. 
 
    One of the paddle girls bent down and started sucking on John’s cock. 
 
    Jane didn’t mind. For the first time in her life she wanted John to have pleasure, the same pleasure she was getting. 
 
    “Don’t worry, Jane. We won’t let poor John cum. He needs to save all his cum for you. Are you ready for the audience?” 
 
    Jane’s eyes opened wide. Audience? She had totally forgotten all the talk on Facebutt. 
 
    Yet, she had agreed. 
 
    Mathilda spoke to one of the paddle girls. “Start bring them down.” 
 
    A constant stream of onlookers made their way into the basement. They watched the bicycle dildo thing and marveled, and quite a few of them asked if they could try it out. 
 
    Mathilda agreed, and let John and Jane off the bicycles.  
 
    John and Jane watched as people lined up for the bicycles. 
 
    At the other end of the basement people were getting into the all four spreader bar, and wedging themselves onto the dildo plate. 
 
    And there were other machines in the basement. Spankers, ball crushers, machines to cause varying degrees of pain and pleasure, and everybody was trying them out. 
 
    Mathilda took John and Jane by the arm and led them back to the stairs. John, having been fucked so thoroughly, walked a little bowlegged. Jane felt like she had a wet sponge between her thighs. Every step felt like moisture was squishing out. 
 
    They went upstairs and into John and Jane’s bedroom. 
 
    “You’re all broken in now. You understand how delightful all this can be. But there is one thing that we must do. I believe it is your fantasy, John, but Jane really needs this. 
 
    She sat John down in Jane’s vanity chair and commanded Jane, “Make him up, dear. Make him beautiful. And don’t worry, I’ve got people with everything you might need. You need a wig, or earrings, just speak up.” 
 
    Jane sat down next to John.They looked at each other and they started. 
 
    She put fingernails on his fingers, and painted them and his toes. 
 
    The color was bright red, and his fingernails were very long. He held them up and clicked them together. 
 
    She looked down at his locked cock and giggled. She touched it, and grinned. “The perfect man.” 
 
    She did his face. She cleansed it and primed it and got it ready for color. 
 
    Mathilda watched for a while, then went to check on the proceedings. 
 
    People walked up to the house, were matched against a list, then led down to the basement. 
 
    Todd paid a visit, and was disappointed that John and Jane were busy. But the TV was showing and endless loop of them going through their paces. 
 
    Jane colored his eyes, lengthened his lashes, plucked his eyebrows. 
 
    John watched her in the mirror, and he watched himself change. 
 
    “I think I make a better woman than I do a man,” he said at one point. 
 
    Jane didn’t say anything, but she agreed. 
 
    A wig was selected, ears were pierced and earrings dangled from his ears. She helped him into underwear and gave him big breast forms. 
 
    John’s dick was going crazy now. It wanted to get hard in the worst way, but it was in prison. 
 
    Finally, John was done. Mathilda walked him and Jane into the living room, and a small crowd cheered. Then Mathilda walked them down to the basement. 
 
    The smell of sex was pungent. They could smell pussy and sweating dick everywhere. It was as pungent as a skunk’s spray, but quite heady and pleasurable. People had been cumming down here, and there were even splashes of body fluids on the equipment, on the floor, and even on the walls. 
 
    Mathilda stopped them in the middle of the basement and turned them to her. 
 
    “John, some women are built to be in charge. Jane is one of those women. I think it’s pretty obvious that you’re not that kind of person. You’re more submissive, more gentle. That you found each other is amazing, but wonderful. So, John, Jane is about to take you to bed. She will be the alpha, and you must do everything you can to appreciate her strength and her power. Are you ready?” 
 
    John was ready, and he gave a nod of his head. 
 
    “Excellent. Lights, please.” 
 
    A bright light went on to the side of them, and they saw that most wonderful of sex toys, a bed. 
 
    “John, if you would bend over the side of the bed. We’ve tried to make it the right size, so just bend over and get ready. 
 
    John went to the bed. He was beautiful in a blue dress. His face was gentle and delicate. 
 
    Jane moved up behind him. 
 
    Mathilda did the honors, lubricating his ass with a couple of fingers. 
 
    John groaned as she reamed him, and felt the wonderful slide of finger flesh over anus rim. 
 
    Mathilda stepped back. “Okay, Jane. It’s time.” 
 
    Jane stepped forward. She had a strap on around her hips, and a big, black dildo projecting from her groin. 
 
    John gripped the bed. He wasn’t frightened, but he knew how momentous this was. He wanted to do his part well. 
 
    Jane pushed into him, and he arched his back and groaned. 
 
    Everybody in the basement began to cheer and clap and shout congratulations. 
 
    Jane fucked his ass gently and with love. She moved in and out and adjusted to his squirmings. 
 
    His squirmings, for the most part, were just an attempt to get better connection. 
 
    “I love you, John,” she whispered as she kissed his ear. 
 
    John grunted with pleasure. 
 
    “You can watch all the porn you want, but I’ll only let you out every once in a while. You’re going to have to learn to control yourself…and you’re going to have to learn how to please me.” 
 
    John nodded and gripped the sheets as she plowed him. 
 
    “Matthilda said you can have an orgasm through your butt. She called it a prostate orgasm, and this dildo is designed to please your prostate. So I want you to cum, John. Don’t hold back. This is the way you’re going to be cumming from now on, anyway. So give me the juice, John.” 
 
    It took a while, and some serious coaching, but John kept working, and Jane kept fucking, and then John felt the tsunami start up inside him. He felt the muscles twitching, the heated up innards. He felt the swelling of white hot heat, then his eyes were rolling and he was groaning loudly. 
 
    Jane smiled, and was glad. 
 
    And John smiled. 
 
    Their lives had changed, and for the better. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    Jeb stood in the shadows, behind bushes, behind a fence. 
 
    He could see, from his hiding place, the whole street.  
 
    The moon lit up the asphalt, no cars on the sides of the road, nothing but gloom. 
 
    It was close to eleven, and he had about 45 minutes to get in place. Forty five minutes to slither through the shadows, to get into her yard, and hide. 
 
    And hide in a way that gave him full view of the proceedings, yet didn’t allow anybody to see him. 
 
    Still, he waited another minute. He watched the houses on the sides of the street. He took note of which windows were lit, and which weren’t. 
 
    He observed how the trees gave shade and afforded him opportunity to cross the street. 
 
    Okay. 
 
    He crawled on all fours under the bushes alongside the fence. The leaves shook and dust lifted into the air. 
 
    He quickly brought up a black scarf to cover his nose. One sneeze would be all it took to bring the world down on him. 
 
    He came to the end of the fence, he checked out the house to the left, he darted to the rear of a car and hid in the shadows. 
 
    No sound. If there had been he would have to run for it. 
 
    From the back of the car to the sidewalk. Across the sidewalk and he slithered like a snake on the grass, hidden by a huge tree. 
 
    Behind a tree, around the tree, and now he had to cross the street. The fences and bushes ended on this side, but the tree gave shadow to the other. He took a deep breath, then, very careful to place his feet silently on the path of shadow, he darted across the street. 
 
    He hugged a tree, breathed as shallowly as he could, and listened. 
 
    No dogs. But these bitches weren’t known for dogs, they had cats. 
 
    He crawled along another strip of lawn, then darted into a yard. Safe behind a fence for a moment, he rested.  
 
    And he listened.  
 
    Nothing. 
 
    He crawled behind the fence for two yards, then had to cross the street again. 
 
    He willed himself to not even breath. He had heard that animals could hear people’s minds working, that sounds actually emanated from men’s skulls. He tried to will his head into silence, tried not to think, down the street, a final crossing, then he was there. 
 
    The house was on a hill. There were trees and a hedge on the right hand side. He crawled slowly. He was spread out on hands and feet, and he moved carefully, placing each hand, each foot, making not even a crunch of dirt. 
 
    He arrived at the side of the house and looked upwards. The lights of this house were lit, and he had to be careful not to pass through the angles of light that shone forth. 
 
    Fortunately, a couple of windows had thick shades, and he slithered up the house and traveled along the foundation and into the back yard. 
 
    The patio extended from the back of the house in a semi-circle. A fire pit was in the center of the huge lawn beyond the fire pit, and the lawn had five triangular portions sticking out. Five points, as in a pentagram. 
 
    He didn’t dare get close to the back of the house, and he didn’t dare even think about stepping into the pentagram, let alone get close to the fire pit. 
 
    Beyond the lawn with its pentagram the ground rose again, a slight hill that extended for hundreds of yards. This was where he had to go. This is where he had to find a place to observe without being observed. 
 
    He left the side of the house and darted into the shadows of the trees. He stopped and listened. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    He could hear the start up of voices inside the house. Their meditations were over, they would be out for the ceremony soon. 
 
    He circled wide and crawled above the lawn. He was now in weeds, and he thought about just trying to watch from the weeds. But, no. He had to find a blind. He couldn’t risk being a head among stalks, he had to blend into a woodpile, or a bush, or…something. 
 
    He heard the voices inside the house rise a bit. It was getting late, and he still hadn’t found a place where he could watch from. 
 
    Then he enter a dip between two trees, and he had it. He could nestle in the roots, the bushes to one side obscured him, and…he could watch from here. 
 
    He settled in, got out his camera, and did breathing exercises. He had to keep a low profile. For a long minute he stayed that way, extending his awareness, making himself blend in with mind as well as body, then the back door of the house opened. 
 
    There was a kind of music at first, then he realized it was the women chanting. They came out of the back door, moving slowly, one step at a time. They were wearing black robes, like graduation robes, and they wore grotesque masks. The masks were sometimes humanish, but the features extended, or misshaped. Long noses abounded, and long tongues extended from big lipped mouths and wagged. They spoke a phrase softly. For all their growing numbers the sound of their chant stayed low. 
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    If pressed, Jeb would have said the chant sounded something like: abba dooba dabba to watha do targa. 
 
    Just a bunch of blather to his ears, but he had done his research and he knew the sounds were something more. Some Latin chant, or maybe even Greek. But the intonations were older than time itself. 
 
    Jeb turned on his video camera and the sound cone. Tomorrow he would try to amplify the sounds he was recording. Tomorrow he would look for the subtle shades of motions and speech. He would study their faces. 
 
    Then he would write a newspaper article: ‘Modern Witches.’ 
 
    An expose of nearly a hundred women who lived in suburbia, but who practiced the dark arts. 
 
    He had talked to people. He had eavesdropped. He had interviewed, and tried to hide the point of his questions. And now he was going to get the proof. 
 
    It took a while for the hundred women to gather in a circle around the fire pit in the pentagram. But when they were gathered a last woman came out of the house.  
 
    The last woman wasn’t wearing a robe, and she was extra beautiful. She had a lithe body, large breasts that didn’t sag. Her hips were round and her legs looked strong and powerful. 
 
    She walked onto the lawn, through the ring of women, and into the center of the pentagram. 
 
    She walked with a slow confidence, and the women lowered themselves as one to one knee under the voluminous robes. 
 
    When the women were lowered the naked woman said something, Jeb hoped the sound cone would pick it up, then the fire pit burst into flames. 
 
    Jeb ducked, prayed that nobody had seen him. The flames died down, the gloom returned, and Jeb risked raising his head. 
 
    Now the women were shedding their robes. They stood and unfastened the fronts and stepped forth. They threw away their masks and were revealed. 
 
    About half of them were beautiful. Lovely, perfectly made up faces, hair down to their shoulders, and the boobs…oh, my God…the boobs! They were large, and the nipples could be seen even from Jeb’s vantage point on the hill. Stiff and erect, and there was a ‘throb’ to the whole scene. 
 
    As if the very air was warping and weaving, swirling and…and changing. 
 
    Half of the women weren’t beautiful. Half of the women took off their robes and had gnarly, muscled bodies. Short, for the most part, with limbs that bulged with muscle, but seemed as if they were too long, or the elbows worked the wrong way, or something, and they had huge, monstrous cocks. 
 
    Cocks that were big and wrinkled and tufted with stiff, bristly hair. 
 
    When they took off their masks they looked the same as they had with masks. Long, bulging noses. Teeth that went every which way. Eyes that were weird, bulging, misplaced on the face. 
 
    The woman in the center had raised her hands, then she lowered them, and that was the signal. 
 
    As one the grotesque men that looked more like gargoyles than humans, fell upon the beautiful women. The latched onto breasts with mean teeth, scoring the woman and causing them to shriek. 
 
    But the shrieks revealed a preference for pain, not pleasure. 
 
    Blood dripped from some breasts. 
 
    Men threw the women onto the ground, forced their legs apart, and literally jumped onto the women. Nasty, hairy, wrinkled cocks, cocks that looked more like the cocks of goats, or gorillas, or even alligators, delved into the women’s pussies, and the women shrieked and pounded on the backs of the men. They scratched at hairy arms and bulging legs. They bit shoulders and drew blood. And the men howled and fucked harder. 
 
    It was an orgy to end all orgies, and Jeb recorded all of it. He was using high definition lenses, and his camera recorded every thrust and pulse as the monstrous ‘things’ fucked the beautiful women. 
 
    His cone captured all the shrieks and screams. 
 
    But, most important, his eyes saw it all. The images of rape and perversion were burned into his brain. 
 
    Noses were used like dicks. Threesomes occurred. The gargoyle-ish men were insatiable, and the women, though they shrieked and begged for mercy, did not run away when they were decoupled and had a chance. 
 
    Indeed, the beautiful women, once deprived of the ugly, horrendous dicks, literally attacked the men. They wanted more, and more, and the men began to cum. 
 
    Squirts of semen so voluminous that seed spurted out of holes. Buckets of sperm that covered faces and were lapped up by whoever was near. Assholes were filled. Milk ran from tits. And there was a savage joy that whelmed the senses and left even poor Jeb addled. 
 
    And when the orgy was at its height…he drifted into sleep. Sounds penetrated his unconscious state. And the dreams…the dreams were so terrible. 
 
      
 
    Jeb lived in a loft downtown. The loft was 30 by 30, had false walls, and very comfortable. 
 
    And expensive. 
 
    He had worked for years as a paparazzi to buy it. Then the community fees kept going up, he was glad to finally start selling major pieces, and not little scum pieces, to the papers. 
 
    This day, he was especially proud to be the one who busted the modern witches thing. 
 
    All those beautiful women…and those ugly dogs they fucked…what was the world coming to? And. for this thought to be coming from an ex paparazzi made it doubly significant.  
 
    He hadn’t had a close viewpoint, hard to see, but those squat, little fuckers had to be wearing dildos. Normal dicks just don’t get that big. Especially on some ugly, little fucks. 
 
    But, man, those women were good looking. 
 
    And that made him wonder why they would fuck those ugly, little assholes at all?  
 
    Why would a woman subject her body to those disgusting creatures? 
 
    But, whatever, he had the film in the can, and as soon as he ate and slept he was going to bust their racket. He was going to jump from the $24K bracket up to the $75K bracket overnight. They would even assign him stories; he wouldn’t have to go out and find his own stories. 
 
    Man, what a dream! 
 
    So thinking, he put his gear on his work table, stripped out of his clothes, and jumped into the shower. 
 
    Singing lustily, soaping his body, his hand somehow found his cock. He grinned as he palmed it, his ex-girlfriend was going to be so pissed! She dumps him and he hits the big time. Served the bitch right. 
 
    He stroked his cock thinking about it, but his cock, for some reason, wasn’t getting hard. 
 
    Shit. He looked down and frowned. On the day of his big victory, when he should be celebrating, his dumb dong goes on vacation. 
 
    Frowning, he rinsed off. Then, his good mood reasserted, and he hopped out of the shower, dried off, then collapsed in bed. 
 
      
 
    He slept an uneasy sleep. Tossing and turning. The early morning passed, and he kept opening his eyes, feeling groggy, and closing them.  
 
    Working all night was getting old, he reasoned during one wake up. Still, he tried to sleep. He gripped the pillow, snuggled into the sheets, and forced his eyes closed. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, Jeb?” 
 
    Jeb smiled. He was standing in a cloud of fog, but somebody was playing music. 
 
    “Jeb?” 
 
    Jeb looked around. “Who’s that?” 
 
    “Jeb! Come here you sweet, little honey suckle. I want to love you.” 
 
    Jeb turned in the foggy dream, smiled under his sheets, and asked, “Who are you? Where are you?” 
 
    “I’m right here, honey.” 
 
    He spun around. A beautiful woman stood in front of him. She was naked, and had the most amazing body Jeb had ever seen. Classic 36 by 24 by 40. Her nipples were hard and she stepped right up to him and into his arms. She kissed him with those world class lips. They were full, plump, curved, moist, hot, and they kissed him like she wanted to suck the soul right out of him. 
 
    Jeb, of course, bonered right up. 
 
    He was naked in this dream, and the memory of his flaccid cock in the shower was gone. Suddenly his cock felt bigger, harder, and his balls felt like they were going to explode! 
 
    She reached down and grabbed his hard cock and started stroking. 
 
    “Oh, you’re a big one,” she murmured as she ravaged his face with kisses, his body with hugs. 
 
    Now she had both hands on him. One stroking and the other one hefting his balls. And his balls had never felt so full, so…so big! 
 
    She pulled his head down to her breasts and he lunched, his lips sucking on those erect nipples, his hand went down to her pussy and he—jumped six feet away and stared at her. 
 
    She had a cock! 
 
    “What’s the matter, Jeb?”  
 
    “You’re…you’re a man!” 
 
    “Nonsense. I’m all woman, and I want you, Jebby. I want you so bad…” 
 
    She began stroking her cock and he stared at it in horror. He had been kissing her, making love to her, and then she has this monster cock sticking out from her junction. 
 
    It was ten inches, fat and hairy, gnarly, like it actually had muscles on it. 
 
    “Don’t you like my penis, Jebby?” 
 
    She stroked it and advanced on him. It grew bigger and she pounded harder. Underneath her big cock a huge pair of balls seemed to pulse, filling with liquid, preparing to shoot. 
 
    “Leave me alone!” He tried to back away, but he felt like he was wrapped in sheets and unable to move. 
 
    “Oh, Jebby, you crashed the party, now you have to pay the price.” 
 
    “What party? Leave me alone! I’m calling the police!” 
 
    She laughed, her voice a melodic chime of humor. 
 
    “Call the police, if you wish. You were the one trespassing, peeping. You were the one who wasn’t supposed to be in there.” 
 
    Her cock erupted, and white goo, thicker than sperm, super sperm, shot out the end of her cock. It s truck him in the face, on the chest. 
 
    He tried to evade, to dodge, and he tried to wipe it off, but she aimed her dick at him and laughed merrily and kept squirting at him and squirting at him. 
 
    “Stop it! Stop it!” His shouts were altered into gargles as she shot her semen right into his mouth. 
 
    “Never, sweetheart. You’ve seen us, so now you’re one of us. And the only question now is…man or woman?” 
 
    She kept squirting and squirting, laughing hysterically, and… 
 
      
 
    He struggled, tried to get out of the windings of his sheets, and fell on the floor. 
 
    “Stop! Stop!” 
 
    Then he realized he was alone. Awake and alone. Soaked in sweat, not some sort of super sperm, and…it had been so damned real! 
 
    He was shaking as he struggled to his feet, then sat on the edge of the bed. 
 
    Damn, what had he eaten last night? What the fuck had that dream been? 
 
    He stood up, was shaky, and went to the shower. He cleaned his perspiration off, and didn’t even think about his weenie. His weenie didn’t do anything. It just hung there as if it had forgotten what an erection was. 
 
    He got out of the shower, dried off, and got dressed. Slowly, he was recovering from the trauma of the nightmare. Yes, something he ate. It didn’t feel like he was coming down with anything. Though he was sore. 
 
    His chest hurt, and his eyes. 
 
    Oddly, his glasses made his eyes feel weird. He hoped he wasn’t going to have to get another prescription. His glasses were already thick as Coke bottle bottoms. 
 
    He sat down at the kitchen table and poured a bowl of Raisin Bran and added Almond milk. He didn’t need to add honey because there was already so much sugar added to the glop. 
 
    He ate, pulled the blinds next to the table, and gazed at the world. 
 
    Oddly, though the dream had hurt, he felt good. Except for the pain in his chest. And his eyes. 
 
    He blinked, took his glasses off and rubbed his eyes. 
 
    He sighed. 
 
    What the fuck was happening? 
 
    He put the empty bowl and spoon in the sink and rain water over them. He usually did his dishes as he dirtied them, but he was now thinking about his big scoop, the orgy from the night before. 
 
    He sat down at his work station, turned on the computer and started loading the contents of his camera into it. 
 
    The orgy had gone on for hours. Yelling, horny goats. Those ugly men…those beautiful women. Man, those guys must have paid a pretty penny for the chance to tap those bitches. 
 
    Finally, his computer loaded, his back ups made, he tapped the keyboard to watch the debauchery. 
 
    The monitor filled with grey pixels. The pixels swirled. Nothing resolved. 
 
    Jeb frowned. What the fuck? 
 
    He fast forwarded, he skipped to the end of the evening…grey swirling fog. Fog like the fog of his dream. What the fuck? 
 
    He picked up his camera and opened the little monitor. Black. That was better. Then the black resolved to…the woman! The one in his dreams with the big dick! A fucking shemale! What the fuck? She spoke, and her sexy voice, made tiny by the camera, asked, “Man or woman, Jebby? Man or woman?” Then she started laughing, her big breasts bouncing. 
 
    Jeb held the camera out at arm’s length and screamed, “What are you doing? What are you doing?” 
 
    “Man or Woman, Jebby?” 
 
    Then the picture faded into grey swirls. 
 
    Jebby tried loading the contents of the camera again, but when he replayed it through the computer it was still just swirling fog. 
 
    He put the camera down and gave a half sob. 
 
    He had done his research, spent all night sneaking his video, and this is what he had? Bupkis? 
 
    Oh, he had an idiot woman—beautiful, she was still an idiot—asking him, ‘Man or woman?’ 
 
    He put his head down on the table and went to sleep. 
 
      
 
    Jeb awoke, and his mouth was drooling on the table. He sat up, the world was bleary, and his chest hurt. Bad. 
 
    But he had a big boner. 
 
    But the boner disappeared as soon as he considered it. 
 
    He felt good. He felt healthy. But then he had had enough sleep now. 
 
    Man or woman. What the fuck did that mean? 
 
    He got up and put on some shorts. Then he picked up his bicycle from next to the door and headed out. 
 
    He tried not to think about what had happened, but it was difficult. The only solution was to lose himself in the cycling of the pedals, the tightening and loosening of his muscles. 
 
    He rode through the streets. It had just rained and the roads were still wet. He felt water spinning off his rear tire and giving him a stripe, but he didn’t care. 
 
    He had to ride faster, get away from this terrible dream. 
 
    Man or woman? 
 
    He peddled downtown, past the Greyhound station, all the way to the train station. He headed up the hills and circled through the Korean section. 
 
    It was dark now. He had started cycling at about seven, it was now ten, and people were home and ready to sleep. He rode past apartment houses, past nearly empty buses on the move, and finally angled back towards his own apartment. 
 
    He stepped onto the lift with his bike over his shoulder and waited while the crotchety, old thing crawled upwards. 
 
    His camera was still on the table. 
 
    He put the bike back against the wall and went for a last look. 
 
    Grey, swirling pixels. On both camera and computer. 
 
    The night was wasted. And he was going to have to tap his sources and find out when the next orgy was going to be. 
 
    And he really didn’t want to see another orgy. 
 
    He sighed, deleted his camera, put his files in the trash, and sat down to watch TV. 
 
    And scratched his chest, which seemed to hurt just a bit more. that was weird. Pains usually went away pretty easily, especially phantom pains like his chest. 
 
    He cooked a can of Corned Beef Hash. Ate it while he watched the news. Then Jimmy Fallon. With a bourbon and Coke, which he badly needed. Then he went to bed 
 
      
 
    “It’s simple, Jebby. You have a choice.” 
 
    He was sitting on an ottoman. It looked like the ottoman from his parents house, which would have been liquidated with their estate some ten years previous. 
 
    He looked up in confusion. It was that beautiful woman again. Stunning in her sexuality, arousing his traitor penis which wouldn’t even get hard. His penis which would only get hard in dreams. 
 
    “What’s simple?” 
 
    She sat down next to him, and he was smitten. She linked an arm through his, and he felt her warm breasts press against him. She kissed his ear and whispered, “Your choices.” 
 
    “I don’t have no choices.” 
 
    “Any choices, Jebby. Any. And you do.” 
 
    “I don’t want them,” he sulked, looking down at his dick. It was ten inches long, longer than it had once been, and it was throbbing. 
 
    She reached down and touched him, encircled his flesh, stroked him, and he groaned. 
 
    A few strokes and his hips were thrusting and a stream of pre-cum was stretching from his penis to the floor in a silver strand. 
 
    “Want it or not, you have choice.” 
 
    “What choice?” he asked, suddenly curious. 
 
    “Man or woman, Jebby. And you have to choose fast, before it is chosen for you.” 
 
    “Man or woman what? I don’t understand?” Tears started falling from his eyes. 
 
    “Nonsense, Jebby, you understand everything, or you wouldn’t have found our little soirée. Only those who are ready for the change find us, only those who are ready.” 
 
    “But I’m not ready!” 
 
    “Hush, Jebby. Hush and make your choice.” 
 
    “What choice?” he wailed. 
 
    “If He makes your choice he will deliberately choose what you don’t want. Imagine a lifetime spent in the wrong sex. How terrible that would be. So choose, and choose quickly. Choose before He does. Man or woman. Man or woman?” 
 
    Then she was gone. He had merely closed his eyes to blink away the tears, and she was no longer there. 
 
    He stood up and looked around. He was in his own loft. It was morning. He hadn’t been sitting on an old ottoman, he had been sitting on the edge of his bed, and the sheets were messed up and he was all sweaty again, and his chest, God! His chest hurt! 
 
    He lifted a hand to rub his chest, and froze. 
 
    He looked down. 
 
    His hard pectoral muscle was now soft mammary gland. 
 
    Not big, but definitely boob. And the nipples were bigger. Much bigger. 
 
    He felt a nipple, and a shock ran through him, made him shiver. 
 
    He understood, intuitively, that it was going to get worse. 
 
    “What choice,” he muttered, standing up and looking at himself. 
 
    His hips hurt. 
 
    He staggered into the bathroom, feeling uncoordinated, and not from the long bike ride of the night before. It felt like his hips were somehow different, fatter and not capable of male strength. 
 
    He looked at the big mirror and shuddered, and gave a little, involuntary yelp. 
 
    His hips were rounder. His chest was growing. His waist was thinner. He stepped closer to the mirror and looked at his face. 
 
    It was his face, same, old face, but it was different. It was as if the fat in his facial structure was being moved around. His cheek bones were higher, and his eyes…his eyes…HE COULD SEE EVERYTHING CLEARLY! 
 
    Trembling, he backed out of the bathroom and looked around his loft. 
 
    He could read the titles on books on the book shelf across the room. He could see everything, sharp and clear. 
 
    His eyes didn’t hurt! 
 
    He had twenty twenty vision! 
 
    He looked at his glasses on his work table. He put them on, and the world became a dull blob. 
 
    He took them off and could see everything. 
 
    What the fuck? What the fuck? 
 
    He ran to the window, his desire to see the world stronger than his feelings of awkwardness. 
 
    The world was crystal clear outside his apartment. He could see people in the apartment windows across the wide street. He could have lip read them if he wanted, if he knew how to lip read. 
 
    He looked down at the street and could read license plates. 
 
    He could even see price tags in the dress shop across the street. 
 
    He staggered back, placed one hand on the kitchen table and held himself up. 
 
    What the fuck. 
 
    Then he remembered: I have tits. 
 
    He looked at his chest. He returned to the bathroom and studied his decidedly feminine body. 
 
    He wasn’t ugly, he wasn’t an ugly man. 
 
    He was no movie star, but he had been a mildly handsome man. 
 
    Now he could see where his features were more likely to a woman than a man. 
 
    But he wasn’t a pervert!  
 
    Sure, he had played with his mother’s panties when he was in the sixth grade, but that had just been a phase, right? 
 
    He was a guy! Damn it! He fucked women and liked it! And they liked him as a man! 
 
    He wasn’t one of these bad boys, he was a soft, considerate fellow. Girls always liked bad boys or soft boys, and so what if he had been soft? It made the girls like him more, to even accept him as one of their own, but he was a guy! 
 
    HE HAD A FUCKING DICK! 
 
    Even if his dick had gone a little soft…he still had one. 
 
    He took a shower. It seemed every time he went to sleep he perspired, and he liked being clean. 
 
    After the shower he got dressed, and here he had a problem: his clothes didn’t fit him! 
 
    He tried to pull up pants and his butt was too big, and getting bigger. 
 
    He pulled on a shirt and the front stretched too tight. 
 
    He pulled his belt tight, and it was still too loose for his shrinking waist! 
 
    He finally settled on shorts and a sweat shirt. The shorts were fine, but he could feel his chest waggling under the cotton material. 
 
    Then he blinked, and remembered. 
 
    His girlfriend had dumped him, called him a loser, and walked out. Took all her things. But she had left a load in the laundry. 
 
    He walked to laundry machine, which was in a little nook. On top of the laundry machine, in a cardboard box, was his girl friend’s last load. He picked through the box, and he felt like he was dreaming. it was totally surreal. 
 
    He found panties and bras. He found blouses and skirts and pants. 
 
    He took off his clothes and, trembling, he slipped his feet into her panties and pulled the panties up. 
 
    His anatomy had changed, and they fit perfectly. His cock was totally limp, and everything fit in nicely. 
 
    He lifted up a bra and looked at it. He figured out how to put it on and stared at his chest.  
 
    Her bra was a little loose, but it did the trick. Besides, he had this terrible feeling that his boobs were going to get larger. A lot larger. 
 
    He pulled on her shorts, and they were tight, showed off his round ass. 
 
    He looked at the blouse, put it on, then took it off. It fit, but…he was having too much trouble with this whole looking like a female thing. 
 
    He pulled on his sweat shirt. It felt a little masculine, though his tits pushed out and were obvious. 
 
    He looked at himself in the mirror, and near fainted. 
 
    He looked so feminine, and…his hair had grown longer. 
 
    And his face was even more feminine looking. Even his nails were longer. 
 
    He used his comb and tried to comb his hair into a male style, but he had too much hair. 
 
    He put the comb under the faucet and began twirling and turning it through his hair the way his girlfriend used to do. 
 
    He seemed to have a talent for this, an intuitive feeling, for his hair began to curl this way and that, and…it was feminine. And it looked better on his soft face as feminine. 
 
    He moved closer to the mirror. Small imperfections seemed much more obvious on his face, and he suddenly knew why women wore make up. 
 
    But he didn’t have any make up. 
 
    Even though his smooth cheeks, his plump lips, called for it. 
 
    He came out of the bathroom and stared at his apartment. 
 
    Everything was the same, and everything was totally different. 
 
    Beauty through the eyes of the beholder. 
 
    And what choice did he have? 
 
    What was happening? 
 
    “How would he live? 
 
    Would the newspapers want to work with him if he was presenting as a woman? 
 
    What was he going to do? 
 
    He suddenly sank to the sofa, put his face in his hands, and sobbed. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Jeb locked himself into his apartment for three days. Three days while his tits grew larger, his hips became more round, his facial hair disappeared, his legs became sleek and smooth. 
 
    He was a woman. 
 
    Whatever choice there was—man or woman—it was done. 
 
    He was a woman. 
 
    He thought about going to a doctor, to the hospital, but something kept him from doing so. 
 
    He didn’t want to be poked and prodded, and what could they say? 
 
    ‘Well, Jeb, you seem to have turned into a woman. Take two pills and call us in the morning.’ 
 
    No joy in that. 
 
    On the fourth day he decided he had to get out. 
 
    He didn’t have to worry about anybody recognizing him. He could get money out of the ATM, didn’t have to worry about people refusing his credit card because he wasn’t a guy, and he had to get out. 
 
    He put on shorts and sweat shirt, his costume of choice, then a long coat, then took a walk. 
 
    It was the strangest walk he had ever taken. 
 
    First, he had shrunk, and the world seemed bigger, more daunting. 
 
    How do women put up with being on the short end of things, he thought. 
 
    Second, he took shorter steps, and was slower. People barged right past him, even shoved him aside, and all he could do was put up with it. As a guy that had never happened. They wouldn’t have shoved, and he wouldn’t allow himself to be shoved, and that was it. 
 
    Third, and this was what shook him to his core, he had different tastes. 
 
    As a guy he would walk past a hardware store, a hobby store, a book store. He would glance at the tools in the hardware store, think about flying a drone from the hobby store, and look at the books with secret agents advertised on the cover. 
 
    He would be interested in MMA, in guns, in the component parts of running shoes. 
 
    As a girl he ignored the hardware store, except for a set of pots and pans in the corner of a window display. 
 
    At the hardware store he was ambivalent, except for a DVD on how to apply make up. 
 
    At the bookstore he stopped and wandered in and began reading fashion magazines. 
 
    He stood there for an hour reading about fashion and make up and he was fascinated by how pretty the running shoes were. The heck with whether they were gel, insert, spring loaded, or whatever. What mattered was whether they were cute. 
 
    He continued walking, and discovered, courtesy of his own impacted mind, a new world. 
 
    He entered a Nordstrom, was pulled in by the thought of sexy clothes, nylons, high heels, and…and…make up. 
 
    What was happening to him? 
 
    Why was he doing this? 
 
    He wandered through the store, aware that he was a schlub. Wearing shorts and a sweat shirt under a tatty coat. 
 
    On certain levels he fought it; he didn’t want to be all accoutered like a female. 
 
    On the other hand, he stood fifteen feet away from the make up counter and watched as women came up, chatted, giggled, spritzed perfume, and were even made up by the girls behind the counter. 
 
    He was about to turn away when one of the girls behind the counter saw him and waved for him to approach. 
 
    He did, and he was scared. 
 
    “Come on, honey, let me show you how the latest skin care products work.” 
 
    Jeb sat down on a stool and the girl hovered around him. “What’s your name.” 
 
    “Jeb…Jebby.” 
 
    “Hi, Jebby. That’s a pretty name. Is it a family name?” 
 
    Jebediah. Yes. He nodded. 
 
    “My name is Samantha. Let’s give you the works, eh?” 
 
    “I…I only have my husband’s credit card.” 
 
    Samantha laughed. “Great, we can max it out. Make that poor boy cry.” 
 
    Within a short time Jebby was. at ease. Samantha chatted endlessly,  she was earning her way through college and quite cheerful about working at a make up kiosk. She did the full works on him, explaining things as she went. Cleaning and foundation, priming and eyes. Chemicals and what to do and what not to do. 
 
    “You’re not from around here, are you?” she asked at one point. 
 
    “No,” answered Jeb. 
 
    “I could tell, I have a good eye for people.” 
 
    “I just got into town and I don’t know my way around.” 
 
    “Where you from?” 
 
    Jebby thought about the furtherest place he could. “Minnesota.” 
 
    “What’d you do?” 
 
    “Odd jobs, just things. There’s not a lot to do back there,” Jebby made up answers, and was comfortable. He had talked to enough people in his life that he knew he wasn’t misrepresenting. 
 
    “If you want some glad rags you should head over to the Pearblossom. It’s on the next block. It looks dingy, but they’re very picky about their second hands, and they’re cheap, too.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Jeb responded. “I…thank you.” 
 
    “Hey, we all start somewhere. I arrive here a year ago, fresh off the farm, and look at me now!” 
 
    She giggled, and Jeb tried a giggle, and wound up crying. 
 
    “Hey, come on now. It’s not that bad,” Samantha dried Jeb’s eyes and smiled. 
 
    “I know. It’s just that…” 
 
    “I know. It’s tough being alone. But you won’t be alone for long. With your skin, and a few outfits, you’ll be fine.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” How could a change of clothes reduce loneliness? 
 
    Samantha laughed, “Just wait until the men get a look at you.” 
 
    And that scared the crap out of Jeb. 
 
      
 
    The Pearblossom looked like a ragbag, but Samantha was right. It had a rich selection of female clothes. Dresses, blouses, skirts, shoes, bras, and a rack of brand new nylons just inside the front door. 
 
    Jeb walked up to the counter girl and presented his credit card. “This is my husband’s but I don’t have any identification. I need to get a few things and I want to make sure there’s no problem. 
 
    The girl, who was chewing gum like a bear trap, looked at the card, then looked at Jeb. She must have liked what she was seeing. 
 
    “Nah. No prob. No money back, though.” 
 
    “All right.” 
 
    Jeb went to work. He had no idea what he was doing, but an intuitive feeling kept him going. 
 
    He selected dresses, picked out clothes almost at whim, but…she had a feeling. 
 
    Women’s intuition? 
 
    He didn’t know. He just knew he was having fun. 
 
    And other women in the store would often help him. 
 
    ‘Oh, that’s nice. That would go well with pearls.’ 
 
    ‘Perfect for that color, but stay away from green.’ 
 
    ‘The men are going to be all over you.’ 
 
    Sometimes Jeb was embarrassed, sometimes he was grateful. 
 
    But always he was happy. 
 
    But in the back of his mind he heard a voice. ‘Man or woman?’ 
 
      
 
    Jeb rode the lift up to his loft. He lifted the gate and stopped. His apartment door was open. 
 
    He placed the bags of goodies he had purchased on the side of the elevator, then crept to the front door. He looked in. 
 
    Sandy. 
 
    It was his ex-girlfriend. She was sitting at the table and looking out the window. 
 
    Feeling Jeb’s presence her head pivoted. Her eyes opened. “Who are you?” 
 
    Jeb knew he had the advantage. She didn’t recognize him, he could say anything he wanted. 
 
    “Actually, it’s who are you? What are you doing in my apartment?” 
 
    “This is Jeb’s apartment.” 
 
    “Yep. And I’m Jeb’s sister.” 
 
    Sandy’s eyes narrowed. She was a blonde, good body, but a little pinched in the expression. Narrowing her eyes made her look untrustworthy. 
 
    “Jeb doesn’t have a sister.” 
 
    “Jeb has a sister, I’m it, and if you don’t start talking I’m going to call the police.” 
 
    That stopped Sandy. She quickly explained, “I’m Jeb’s…I was Jeb’s girlfriend. I was worried about him.” 
 
    Worried about him? Her last words to him had been ‘shut up and die and don’t bother calling me from hell.’ 
 
    Jeb went back to the hoist and gathered his bags. He brought them into the apartment and placed them to the side of the front door. Then he went into the kitchen and sat down across from Sandy. 
 
    “Why were you worried?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I just…I had a dream…I thought Jeb was in trouble.” 
 
    “Jeb’s on assignment, and I’ll be talking to him tonight.” 
 
    “Can I…do you have his number? I mean, can you give me his number?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “I want to talk to him.” 
 
    “I’ll give your number to him, but I won’t give his to you.” 
 
    “Why did he change it?” 
 
    “I guess there were people he no longer wanted to talk to you.” 
 
    That was a slap in the face, though Jeb hadn’t meant it to be. 
 
    “I made a mistake. I want to get back together with Jeb,” Sandy admitted. 
 
    “I can let him know.” 
 
    “Oh, please! I need to talk to him!” 
 
    This actually presented Jeb with a problem. His voice had changed., and he could no longer speak as a man might. Besides, he didn’t want to get back with Sandy, not after he had finally gotten over the hurt. 
 
    “I can let him know, but, sorry to say this, but we had long talks before he left. It didn’t sound like he wanted to get back with you.” 
 
    Sandy started to cry. 
 
    Jeb let her for a second, then he realized that a real woman wouldn’t just turn a cold shoulder to another woman having problems. All afternoon women had been taking him in hand. 
 
    “Hey, it’s going to be okay. People grow apart. You’ll be okay.” 
 
    He patted Sandy’s arm, and she suddenly grabbed his hands. 
 
    One thing Jeb hadn’t done was have his nails done. He had a nail kit, along with video instruction, but his nails were still…ugly. 
 
    As if she was reading Jeb’s mind, Sandy looked at his hands, then let go. 
 
    Which hurt Jeb’s feelings. 
 
    God, he was so confused. He was reacting as both man and woman, and he didn’t know which was right. He was considering Sandy from the lights of somebody who had been jilted, but was still in love. 
 
    Mostly, he looked at her and knew that no matter what he wanted he couldn’t get back together with her. He was no longer a he. 
 
    Even though he still had a dick, it was shriveled and never got hard. No way he could take on a girlfriend with that little problem. 
 
    “Maybe you should go,” he tried to speak gently. 
 
    Sandy nodded, gulped, dried her eyes. “Can I use the bathroom for a sec?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    Sandy crossed the room, went into the bathroom and repaired her eyes. 
 
    Jeb sat and looked out the window. Watched the city. Was mired in his problems. 
 
    “You don’t live here!” 
 
    Sandy was standing behind him. He whirled to face her. 
 
    “There’s no female things in the bathroom. Now who the fuck are you?” 
 
    Jeb stood up. 
 
    Sandy moved closer. “You tell me who you are, or I’ll call the police.” 
 
    Jeb bluffed, “Call the police, but do it from the corner phone.” 
 
    “I’ll use your cell phone!” 
 
    No way Jeb could let Sandy look at his phone. She would see, right away, that if was Jeb’s phone.  
 
    As Sandy reached for it Jeb moved between her and the table and shoved her back. 
 
    Sandy stepped back, got a wild look in her eyes, and yelled, “What have you done with Jeb?” 
 
    “Get the fuck out. Now!” 
 
    Sandy tried to push past, Jeb pushed back, Sandy swung a fist.  
 
    Jeb might be a girl, but he remembered being a boy. He remembered training in a kick boxing class. He ducked and brought his hands up. He punched twice, one two, and bruised both of Sandy’s cheeks. He wasn’t male strong, didn’t do a lot of damage, but he did enough. 
 
    Sandy fell away, grabbed her face, then ran out of the apartment. Then she ran back in and grabbed her purse, then she ran out again. Jeb could hear the hoist working. 
 
      
 
    Jeb thought about what he had done. Yes, he had been in a fight, but it wasn’t much of a fight. Still, he thought about it. 
 
    He thought about it while he moved his male things to one side of the armoire and hung his girl things up on the other. 
 
    He thought about it while he put his cosmetics away. 
 
    He thought about it while he put his underwear away. 
 
    Then, nothing to do, he began trying things on. 
 
    Almost everything fit. Perfectly. The advice he had been given, his feeling of intuition, everything worked. 
 
    He had just put on a thong and a half bra and a short number with deep cleavage when the knock came on the door. 
 
    She walked across the room, her high heels clicking, and pushed back the peephole cover. 
 
    Cops! 
 
    She closed the peephole cover. Turned her back to the door and tried to breath. 
 
    “Open the door, ma’am. We know you’re in there.” 
 
    Of course they did. They had seen the shuttering of light at the peephole. 
 
    What to do…what to do…and he decided to try and bluff it through. 
 
    She opened the door a crack, the chain still on it. “Yes?” 
 
    “Afternoon, ma’am. I’m Officer Howard from the police department. Here’s my badge…” He held up a little wallet with a shield in it.  
 
    “Can I see identification to make sure you’re who you say you are?” 
 
    The cop didn’t look put out. He just held up an ID card with his picture on it. He had a partner next to him, and that cop held his badge and ID ready for inspection. 
 
    “Okay. So what do you want?” 
 
    “There seems to be some confusion as to who lives here. The young lady downstairs claims you don’t live here.” 
 
    “Well, I do.” 
 
    “We’re going to have to check that.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “We’re going to have to come in and inspect the premises and check your identification.” 
 
    Oh, God. There it was. He had no license as Jebby, and he no longer looked like Jeb. 
 
    “Ma’am?” 
 
    Nothing to do for it, Jeb unlocked the chain and opened the door. 
 
    The cops were both fairly young, and they were both very polite, though Jebby turned a little red when they checked her out. 
 
    Fucking men! she thought savagely. 
 
    One of the cops walked through the apartment. He looked in the bathroom and saw the cosmetics neatly arranged. He opened the armoire and saw the clothes. 
 
    The other one asked for her ID. 
 
    Jeb went to his wallet and opened it. He was praying for a miracle. There had to be some way out of this mess. He took out his license and handed it to the cop. He waited for the cop to blurt something like, ‘This isn’t you,’ then to be spun around and handcuffed. 
 
    “Well, everything looks in order, ma’am. I hope you understand we’re just doing our job. There have been a lot of instances of homeless people squatting in apartments where people were on vacation. Not that you look homeless,” he grinned. 
 
    He was flirting with her. Oh, my God! 
 
    “I understand,” and Jeb let his intuition take over. He placed his hand on the cop’s arm and smiled at him. 
 
    The cop smiled. 
 
    And the two cops left. 
 
    What the fuck? Why hadn’t he arrested her? He had seen his driver’s license, and she wasn’t a he and…what the fuck? 
 
    Jeb looked at his license, and his mouth opened. 
 
    Everything was the same. Except it was Jebby on the license instead of Jebediah. 
 
    And the picture…it was of him…as a her…as Jebby! 
 
    How the fuck? What the fuck? 
 
    Jebby’s legs gave out and he plummeted to the sofa. 
 
    How could a driver’s license change? 
 
      
 
    Life was different for Jebby now. 
 
    He woke up early and decided on an outfit for the day. He pondered over which shoes to wear. Should he wear nylons. How to brush his hair. 
 
    He made choices about make up, jewelry, and discovered that his appetite had changed. Now he no longer wanted to devour a steak, but to toss a salad. 
 
    The second most interesting thing, of all the changes, was that he didn’t want to go to work. He didn’t want to be a scum sucking paparazzi, and he had no obvious choices for media, but…work came in. 
 
    People who he didn’t know he knew, who actually said they had picked his name out of social media, called him and asked him to take a few pictures of a politician come to town, or cover the fire house scandal, or any number of things that he had dreamed about, but had had little hope of breaking in on. 
 
    It was almost as if in him changing the universe had changed, and his choices were being guided. 
 
    So he worked, and he got the best jobs, and he was getting paid even better. His bank account, which always hovered around empty, suddenly was looking like a full cookie jar. 
 
    He wondered about this, and about a thousand other things, all the time. But he had no answer. the universe had changed, and it had taken him with it. 
 
    But the most interesting thing of all was…his love life. 
 
    He had covered an accident, a particularly brutal thing, one of the last of the bad things he covered. He took pictures, sent a file to the police as they requested, and found that he was sick to his stomach. 
 
    Funny, things like this had never bothered him before, but they sure bothered him now. 
 
    He went home and looked up at his apartment, then glanced at the corner bar. 
 
    It was expensive, but ritzy. He could see men and women intermingling, couples in the corner. Well, all he wanted was a stiff drink or two, then home to bed. 
 
    He walked into the bar, made his way between the hulking men and the beautiful women, and stood out for her own beauty. 
 
    “Bourbon. Straight.” 
 
    The bartender smiled at her, poured a shot, and stood back. 
 
    Jeb knew how to drink. As a man. As a woman he threw the drink down the gullet, coughed, felt the burn, then placed the glass on the bar. 
 
    “One more.” 
 
    The bartender poured another, she tossed it down, and the guy next to her said, “Bullshit.” 
 
    She looked up at him. He was suave, lots of teeth, seemed relatively undangerous. 
 
    “There is no way in hell you can waste yourself on that cheap ass bourbon.” 
 
    She leaned forward and whispered, “You really don’t know who I am. You really don’t want to mess with me.” 
 
    “Joe,” he motioned to the barkeep with two fingers up. “Mexican Mule with Anejo.” 
 
    Jeb watched the bartender confidently mix two drinks. 
 
    “This is sipping tequila. You can only have two, or I’ll have to carry you out. Put it all on my tab, Joe.” 
 
    “Got it.” Joe placed the drinks on the bar. 
 
    Jeb was drinking with a man. Which he had done before, but as a man. Now he was drinking with a man, and he was a woman. And the man he was drinking with was obviously on the make. 
 
    Jeb was drinking with somebody who wanted to fuck him. 
 
    Jeb wanted to run. 
 
    But he was also curious, and there was a part of him that was rising to the challenge. 
 
    “Remember, sip it.” 
 
    Two tequila’s later the man, whose name was Ben, helped her to a table. Drinks appeared before her, and she realized, through the drunken haze, that he was thinking of herself in a new pronoun. She. Jebby was a she. And if it wasn’t for the warm haze of liquor she would have been scared. 
 
    But the haze was happy and nice, and Ben was polite and treated her like she was special. 
 
    They left the bar, her drunken and giggling and leaning on him. 
 
    Ben took her in an alley. They just went in to the alley and started kissing, then Ben was raising her dress, then he was marveling at Jebby’s little weenie, all cute and shrunken. 
 
    “I had a feeling,” Ben said, nuzzling her neck. “Shall we do anal?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I just know that I’ve never felt like this. Hot and horny and not caring. Just fuck me.” 
 
    Ben turned her around, held her hands up to the wall until she supported herself, then he lifted her dress, pulled down her panties, and entered her. 
 
    Jebby liked it. Hell. She loved it. She loved the feeling of the big penis inside her wiggling around, pushing back and forth, rubbing all her nerves and taking away her good sense. 
 
    She pushed back, giggled, and Ben asked, “Can I come in you?” 
 
    She was too far gone to consider the ramifications. She just laughed and said, “Do what you want.” 
 
    He came in her. She could feel his cock spurting. She could feel the splashes deep inside her. 
 
    It made her feel good. 
 
    Then Ben pulled out. 
 
    She hadn’t cum, and she wanted to, but she didn’t know how to. 
 
    She had an anus, after all, and different rules applied. 
 
    “Clean me off, honey.” 
 
    Jebby threw up on his cock. She didn’t want to blow him, or suck him, or clean him off. The idea made her sick, and she showed him just how sick. 
 
    “Fuck!” he whined. “These are good pants.” 
 
    Jebby laughed and sauntered out of the alley. She didn’t see Ben again. 
 
    But she did see other men.  
 
    At first she had to get drunk, but after a while she needed no liquor. 
 
    It was human flesh, it needed fondling, and fucking, so she offered herself to the process. 
 
    At first she went to bars and had her way, drank for free, and all she had to do was spread her legs and let the men squirt in her. 
 
    And the men didn’t care about her little penis, or the fact that they had to use her man pussy. They were too hot and horny to care. 
 
    After a while she didn’t need to be drunk. She just saw somebody who looked like they had a big dick and she threw herself on them. 
 
    And so life went on. 
 
      
 
    But as life went on something bothered her. 
 
    She was adapted to being a woman, but…she felt like an ominous cloud was bearing down on her. 
 
    At first she wondered if it was a period. 
 
    But it wasn’t. She didn’t have periods. And that meant she couldn’t get pregnant. 
 
    And she wondered about diseases, but she seemed immune to sickness. 
 
    In fact, she had never felt healthier in her life. She would get drunk, fuck until the wee hours, then wake up feeling fresh and alive. No hangover. Just the residue of semen seeping out of her asshole. 
 
    But she felt weird. 
 
    And she felt a pull. A directional pull. 
 
    She started looking north. After a hard day’s work, or a hard night’s fucking, she would go up to the top of her building, out onto the roof, and she would look to the north. 
 
    What was north? 
 
    What was calling to her? 
 
    She didn’t know, but the feeling was getting stronger. 
 
    And stronger. 
 
    On a Friday night, she decided to follow the feeling. 
 
    She got dressed, nylons and high heels, full make up, tight dress which showed lots of cleavage. 
 
    She walked down to the bus stop and took a bus north. 
 
    Other passengers stared at her. They smelled her exotic perfume. They stared at her sexy ass. They lusted after her large breasts. 
 
    She rode the bus north until she no longer wanted to go north. 
 
    She changed buses and rode east. She rode east until the pull was no longer there. 
 
    She got out and called an Uber. 
 
    “Where you wanna go, lady?” 
 
    “I’m not sure, just drive south a little bit, I’ll tell you when to turn.” 
 
    Back and forth the Uber driver went. Jebby followed a direction until the direction seemed wrong, and she kept giving directions. “West here.” “Better take this right.” “This feels wrong. Pull a U and turn on that last street.” 
 
    The Uber guy must have thought she was crazy, but he complied. 
 
    And, finally, Jebby knew where she was going. 
 
    The car stopped and she got out, gave the driver a big tip, and she turned and walked up the street. 
 
    The street was in shadows. She had crawled behind that fence, hid behind that tree, crossed the street in those shadows. 
 
    She came to the house. It was on a hill, and she had gone around it, hid in the shadows and recorded…greyness. 
 
    Now she walked up to the front door and knocked. 
 
    She wasn’t scared. She was glad. She was home. And she was going to get answers. 
 
      
 
    The woman she had seen standing in the center of the circle many weeks ago answered, didn’t say anything, just smiled and took her hand and drew her in. 
 
    And she was the woman who had appeared in Jebby’s dreams. 
 
    Man or woman? 
 
    But Jebby thought she had already answered that. 
 
    There were already women in the house. They were wearing robes, and they were all women. She saw them put on masks, but they were women underneath, and Jebby wondered at how they could not all be women when the ritual started. 
 
    The woman took Jebby past the other women, up some stairs, and into a small sitting room. 
 
    Jebby sat down and the woman poured her a drink. Whiskey. 
 
    The woman sat down opposite her. “Have you chosen? 
 
    “Isn’t it obvious what I have chosen?” Jebby moved her hands to indicate her body. 
 
    “Oh, no. That’s not the choice. We’re all women. He prefers women for his pleasure. 
 
    “I don’t understand?” 
 
    “When the ceremony starts, do you want to remain a woman? Or would you like to be a man for a while? 
 
    A man? And Jebby understood why half the women had turned into ugly, little women. That was the choice. When the orgy started did she want to fuck, or get fucked? 
 
    “Your choice is permanent. After tonight you will either have a dick, and be a satyr, or you will have a pussy, and be a nymph. 
 
    Jebby understood, and she considered the choice. 
 
    She didn’t want a dick. She wanted a pussy. She preferred getting porked over porking. 
 
    “I’d like to be a woman.” 
 
    The woman of her dreams smiled. “I thought so.” 
 
      
 
    Jebby filed out with the other woman. She chanted words that she didn’t understand in earth terms, but in the language of the Gods was easy to understand. 
 
    She became part of the circle, then the one woman who had appeared in her dreams stepped forth and took her place in the center. 
 
    The flames burst forth, robes came off, and Jebby knew that she no longer had a shriveled, little dick. Now she had a vagina. A cunt. A holster for the ravaging cock. A place which convinced men they were really men. 
 
    The person next her turned out to be a man. An ugly man with a giant dick and a nose that was red. 
 
    He didn’t waste time with niceties. He jumped on her and jammed his cock into her. 
 
    Jebby was a virgin, and to be taken in this terribly debouched fashion was…heaven. 
 
    She screamed as her loins were spread out and savaged. 
 
    He bit her tits and punched her in the belly. He pulled her hair and came in her. A violent squirt of foul smelling semen. 
 
    She bit him, kneed him in the groin, and jumped up, only to be bowled over by another squat, ugly possessor of the cock. 
 
    This one pushed her on her belly, took her asshole, reached around and clawed at her tits. 
 
    She pushed her ass up at him, trying to escape, and he loved it. He porked her hard, slammed her down into the ground, then began corkscrewing his big penis around in side her. 
 
    Other women were screaming, fighting, but in hell fighting is making love. 
 
    She crawled out from under the dick squirts of the second man, and was turned over. A large penis was shoved down her throat. She couldn’t breath, she gagged, she tried to throw up, and settled for biting. 
 
    The ugly man on top of her face screamed, hit her on the side of the head, and threw her over for a good, old fashioned butt fucking. 
 
    Then somebody fucked her pussy again. 
 
    Semen was squirted all over her. In her eyes and ears, up her nose. 
 
    She was punched and choked, and she spit and kicked groins. 
 
    One breast was ripped half off, but she had no doubt she would wake up repaired…and ready to do it again. 
 
    She bit a cock in half, spit out the end, and though the man howled, he was happy, for he would be whole again. 
 
    And so the night progressed.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Jebby awoke on the lawn. She was one of a hundred women, selected for their sexiness, and for their ability to enjoy degradation and debauchery. 
 
    She no longer had even a vestige of a prick. Now she had a hole. 
 
    A pussy, a vagina, a place for men to put their cocks. 
 
    The woman of her dreams came to her, invited her in for breakfast. 
 
    While women woke up and wandered through the house, dazed that they were whole again, that their sexual desires had been, at least for a short while, sated. 
 
    “He was pleased with you,” the woman said. 
 
    “I never saw Him. Where was He?” 
 
    The woman smiled. “He is not allowed to be on earth, so he works through us. He takes out his sexual pleasure with our bodies. In return…we live long lives, are self repairing, and the world will come to our aid. 
 
    Jebby nodded. She thought about the past weeks. How intuition came to her rescue. How women befriended her, how men had their way with her. 
 
    And that was the way it should be. 
 
    It was not for everybody, but for her…it was heaven. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “I have got the weirdest job,” Josie threw her bag on the kitchen table and headed for the liquor cabinet.” 
 
    Ben looked up at his wife. “What’s weird?” 
 
    “Let me make a drink first. You want one?” 
 
    “Only if it’s got bourbon in it.” 
 
    “Well, I wasn’t going to give you carrot juice.” 
 
    “Whew.” He laughed and watch Josie get down the bottle of Whistlepig. 
 
    Josie put ice cubes into two glasses, then half filled the glasses with the good stuff. Then she ruined it all with Coke. 
 
    Ben studied his wife’s figure as she made the libation. 
 
    She hard hard calves that attached to sexy thighs. The thighs rounded out into two curvy and sensual buns. Then everything got thin again, until her breasts flared out. 
 
    She turned and smiled. Green eyes and auburn hair, a wicked smile, and a drink held out to him. 
 
    He took the drink and sipped. 
 
    “Heaven,” he murmured as the fiery liquid gurgled down his pipe. 
 
    “You ain’t just a dickin’ wixlie.” 
 
    He laughed. “Now what is this weird job. It can’t be any weirder than what I do.” 
 
    Joe worked for the police department on a contract basis. He was in charge of examining porn for standards. 
 
    Underage? Ben reported it.  
 
    Animals involved? Ben got on it. 
 
    Any hint of sex trafficking or any other crazy sicko shit and Ben was the first to see, and he immediately reported violations for the state to take action. 
 
    The upside was that he watched porn all day. The downside was that he watched porn all day. 
 
    “Well, it is. I’m supposed to take pills to make me lactate. They work pretty fast, and then, if I produce enough, I can sell it.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Told you it was weird.” 
 
    “But that’s…how the hell did you come up with that? 
 
    “The Pink Stork company has a small program. If I qualify I’ll be producing milk for women who can’t. Mothers who cant’ produce, who’s produce doesn’t have enough nutrients. 
 
    “And all you have to do it take a pill and produce milk?” 
 
    “Yep.” She took a sip, kicked off her shoes and put her feet in his lap. “Of course I had to get a background check, they don’t want just any old perverts giving them milk, but…” she shrugged. 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “Now the downside of this is that, I know you like to suck on my tits, but you can’t. I can’t be wasting good milk that I can sell. Of course they told me that sometimes they get ahead, and then you’ll have to suck. They want me to keep my boobs dripping until milk is needed again.” 
 
    “Now wait a minute. If I can’t suck your tits then you can’t take this job.” He dug his fingers into her feet and made her groan with pleasure. 
 
    “Sorry, babe. But that’s the way the mop flops.” 
 
    “Then I’m going on strike.” 
 
    She tilted her head, “Strike for what?” 
 
    “If I can’t suck on your boobs then…then…” 
 
    “You can suck on my toes?” 
 
    “No! I’ll…uh…” 
 
    “Suck on my pussy?” 
 
    “Darn it, honey! This is no fair! I need to suck on your tits! I’ve done it for years and I’m not about to stop now.” 
 
    She grinned. “You know? I think this might be fun.”               
 
    “Fun for who?” 
 
    “Fun for me. I love it when you get frustrated. When you get too antsy about suckling then I’ll put a muzzle on you. Maybe a penis gag. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    “That’s not funny!” 
 
    “And then I’ll make you wear your chastity thing. You’ll be so horny…you’ll be out of your mind.” 
 
    “And that will make me stop wanting to fondle your breasts and suck your nipples?” 
 
    “Nope. It’ll make you want harder, and then you’ll get more frustrated, and that is what I want. 
 
    Ben was rubbing higher on her feet now. He stopped to freshen their drinks, and began massaging her thighs. 
 
    “You know what the bad thing is? My Mr. Boob man?” 
 
    “I’m afraid to ask.” 
 
    “What’s bad is that you sucking on my mammary glands will help bring in the milk. So for the next week, until the pill starts to work, you are going to have to do double duty on making me happy.” 
 
    “Well, I guess that is an upside, with a downside at the end.” 
 
    Ben had slid into her bench and was rubbing her groin now. 
 
    He leaned in to kiss her, but she pushed him back. She began unbuttoning her blouse and he smiled. 
 
    “Did you want to start now?” 
 
    “I thought I was starting.” 
 
    “No, dear boy, you were only begging.” She opened her blouse and revealed her over sized boobs. They were pushed up by a half bra and the nipples were erect. 
 
    He ducked his head and put his mouth on her delicious nips. 
 
    She moaned, then said, “Carry me to the bedroom, slave.” 
 
    If he was a slave, he was the happiest slave in the world. He placed one of his hands under her buttocks, and lifted. She held on to one drink with her hand and moved the other arm around his neck. 
 
    She kissed him as he walked down the hallway, chewing remorselessly on his mouth. 
 
    He entered the bedroom, broke the kiss long enough to swing her around so she could put her drink on the side table, then placed her on the bed. 
 
    She smiled. “Undress me, lout.” 
 
    He loved this game, her taking charge, making him do the things that he most wanted to do. 
 
    He reached under her skirt and pulled off her panties. He unzipped her skirt and pulled it off. Then he buried his face in her crotch. He liked her labs and sucked her clitoris until she groaned with pleasure. Then he moved up to her breasts. 
 
    He reached around to her back and undid the clasp while he licked her nipples and sucked on as much tit as he could. 
 
    “Yes,” she groaned. “Do me!” 
 
    He tossed her bra away, pulled her blouse off, and placed his knees between hers. 
 
    Staring at each other, feeing each others heat, Ben moved forward. 
 
    She gripped his cock with both hands and pulled on him. 
 
    “Fuck!” he whimpered. 
 
    She stroked the head and fondled his balls. 
 
    “Too bad you can’t give milk, honey.” 
 
    He laughed, though her eyes were very serious. “Male milk? I don’t think so. What baby would want masculine milk?”               
 
    “Babies who wanted to grow up to be horny, young men.” 
 
    He pushed her back, was on his hands on each side of her, and pushed his penis into her. 
 
    “You can’t deny me your milk when you start lactating.” 
 
    “If it means money, then I can.” 
 
    “Oh, you bitch.” 
 
    He began moving back and forth, in and out, and she felt his hot skin worming against her soft moistness. She loved this, and she put her hands around his neck and pulled him to her tits. 
 
    “Suck while you can, lover. Suck hard. Make me give milk.” 
 
    He tried. He sucked till she yelped, then sucked some more. 
 
    In his mind he cold taste her. In his mind he could see her tits, bigger than ever, and dripping a constant stream. 
 
    He humped, tilted his hips and drove them into her, and his cock went all the way to his balls. 
 
    She felt his balls slapping on her ass, and she grinned. 
 
    She knew this was going to be hard on Ben, but she was determined to have fun. She knew this would turn him on, and she was determined to make him suffer, make him hard. Make him fuck her more and more. 
 
    And she would lactate into bottles and turn those bottles in for money. 
 
    It would drive him crazy, and that was good. 
 
    “Come on, honey. You know you want it. All that tasty milk.” 
 
    That was all it took. He was a boob man. He fantasized about milk, and now…now…he came. His balls tightened up and he felt the lightening sensation of sperm shooting up his dick. He groaned and squirted into her.
“Oh, yeah!” She hung on tight and rode it out. She wasn’t worried about cumming herself. As he got hornier and fucked her more, she would get her cums. 
 
    So she held on as he jerked and trembled and filled her up. And when he was done she lay back and they cuddled. And she dreamed of the cums to come. 
 
      
 
    The next day Josie took her first pill. It was small and pink and had no taste and she didn’t have to eat it with meals. She popped it down, took a swig of water, and smiled. 
 
    The scientists in the lab all applauded. This was the start of a great adventure, in their minds. 
 
    It was a pill in Josie’s mind. 
 
    The rest of the day she talked to people. Her diet was discussed, which was ridiculous because there wasn’t any change in her diet. 
 
    Proper breast support was discussed, the right way to size bras, using milk pumps, how to store milk, and on and on. and on. 
 
    It was almost like they expected her boobs to squirt out a stream by lunch. 
 
    And this type of attention wasn’t helped when she came home and Ben said, “Are you milking yet?” 
 
    “Grrr,” she responded. 
 
    He sat back and looked at her. “Is there dissension in the ranks?” 
 
    “I’m already tired of giving milk.” 
 
    “Aw, poor baby. Come here and lie down and I’ll give you a massage.” 
 
    She was grumpy, but loving always put a smile on her face. She lay down on the bed and Ben gave her a long body rub. Clothes were divested, Ben spent an inordinate amount of time massaging her mammary glands, but…it was good. 
 
    After all, Ben was acting out of love. Sure, a lot of lust, but…love. 
 
    The people at the Pink Stork were doing it out of a bottom line. 
 
    Grrr. 
 
     
 
    For the next week nothing happened. The scientists at the Pink Stork took lots of tests. Checked her blood, adjusted her hormones, and treated her like a lab rat. 
 
    But with Ben’s encouragement and attention she was able to stand it. 
 
    On day eight there was a change.  
 
    “You’re bigger,” said Ben. 
 
    “Get out.” 
 
    “No. Serious. I don’t have a tape measure, but, not to be crude, My hand is holding larger mounds.” 
 
    Josie looked down at her breasts. They looked the same to her. 
 
    “Put on your half bra. That’ll show you. 
 
    She took off her blouse, teased Ben, then slipped on her half bra. 
 
    She was bigger. No argument. Her boobs overflowed. Usually the half bra pushed her up and out, made her bulge. Now her boobs were slopping over, too big for the half bra. 
 
    Ben moved in and held her boobs. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    Ben smiled and kissed her nips. “I think these are bigger, too.” 
 
    “But that’s…it’s too soon.” 
 
    “It’s been over a week, you’ve been taking your pills, and I’ve been massaging your breasts every night. 
 
    “Maybe they’re just swollen from your massages?” 
 
    “Ha,” he said, equably. “The fact is, my dear, you are now a milk cow.” 
 
    “You know what this means, don’t you?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I need to hook up to the milking machine for a couple of hours a day.” 
 
    “Aha!” He was quite happy. 
 
    The company had delivered a portable milking machine. Once a week she was going to have to go in and be milked by the big, industrial milker. 
 
    And when her milk came in she would have to report to the company, an hour in the morning and an hour in the evening, and be milked for product. 
 
    Her milk would be bottled and sold to women who didn’t have her ability to produce. 
 
    But for now they went into the guest room and she lay on the narrow bed and Ben attached the teat cups to her breasts and turned on the machines. 
 
    Chunka…chunka…chunka. 
 
    She read a magazine on her iPad. It was sort of comfortable to just lay there and feel her tits being sucked. Made her horny.  
 
    Ben sat next to her in a stiff backed chair and watched the small TV on the dresser. 
 
    After a half hour she sighed. 
 
    He looked at her, “What’s up?” 
 
    “It’s making me horny?” 
 
    “Want my dick in you?” 
 
    “Oh, God! Yes!” 
 
    Grinning, Ben took off his clothes, arranged the tubes leading from her mounds, and parted her legs. 
 
    She groaned, she couldn’t get up or move around, but it felt so goo when he plunged his pecker into her pussy. 
 
    Ben humped happily. 
 
    They couldn’t lay on each other because of the tubes, and it was like fucking long distance in a way, and that sort of made them frustrated. 
 
    After fifteen minutes he squirted. His rump humped and then he drove his cock deep, and he filled her with seed. 
 
    “Oh, God! That feels good! But…don’t leave.” 
 
    She hadn’t cum, and she wanted to be fucked some more. Unfortunately, his cock started to shrivel. 
 
    “Oh, you bastard!” she whined. 
 
    “Sorry, babe, but you’re just too much.” 
 
    A look came into her eyes. “Suck one of my tits and use your hand. 
 
    An ‘aha’ look came into his eyes and he complied. He removed one of the suckers and mouthed her nipple. He could feel a groove around her nipple, make by the teat suction cup, and he licked it tenderly. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” she whimpered. “It just gets better.” 
 
    For long minutes Ben sucked on her nipple, then Josie finally got her cum. It was a big, violent one, and she held to the back of Ben’s head. 
 
    He pulled with his mouth, sucked, and he tasted a strange sweetness. 
 
    When she was done with her orgasm he pulled back and licked hi lips. “I think I tasted milk.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    She was lactating, and the scientists at the Pink Stork were thrilled.  They redoubled their tests and insisted she come in for the ‘industrial suck,’ which was what she referred to their big milking machine as. 
 
    Day after day the volume of milk increased, and Ben was under strict orders not to suck on her tits at all. 
 
    Which orders he chose to ignore as much as he could. 
 
    Late at night, his cock rigid and ready to go, he would roll over and put his hands on her body. And Josie couldn’t resist. Being sucked all the time was making her hornier and hornier, and it Ben wanted to suck her tits for a few minutes, while he plunged his weenie into her, that was fine with her. 
 
    And Ben began tasting more and more milk. 
 
      
 
    After three months Josie was producing a gallon of milk each day. Her tits were big. Triple H. And they were saggy and needed a lot of support. 
 
    If it wasn’t for the money she would have given up her tits in a New York minute. 
 
    But…the money. Ahhh. 
 
    Ben was very understanding. And very happy. He worked around her ‘chest girth,’ kept sucking on her boobs when he could get away with it, and was the happiest hubby in 50 states. 
 
    Josie’s back hurt from the extra weight on her chest. 
 
    Her shoulders hurt where the bra straps dug in. 
 
    She was always off balance, even had trouble walking. 
 
    But…the money. 
 
    Thus, with everything working, with the money coming in, with their lives assured if they could keep this up for five years, they would be set for life and Josie could give up lactating, and she could have her monster boobs reduced. 
 
    And that’s when the fit hit the shan. 
 
      
 
    “Ow,” said Ben, as they lay in bed one night. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Your hand brushed my nipple and it hurt.” 
 
    “Your nipple hurt? Ha! That’s my province.” 
 
    He grinned. “I know. It was just weird.” 
 
    With that he rolled over and began to play with her. 
 
    But he didn’t feel as muscular as he usually did. 
 
    In fact, he felt sort of flabby. 
 
    Still, he was probably just off his feed, and he ignored any feelings or sensations and focused on Josie’s super boobs. 
 
    The next day he got up, looked in the mirror, and frowned. 
 
    Josie came into the bathroom. She was trying to put on a bra and she said, “Hook me up.” 
 
    She held her boobs up, he pulled the bra tight, and attached the fastener in the back. 
 
    Then he looked at the mirror again. 
 
    “Admiring yourself?” 
 
    “Are my nipples bigger?” 
 
    “Nah.” 
 
    She reached up to tweak one, and— 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    She jerked her hand back. “What?” 
 
    “It hurts! My nipple hurts!” 
 
    He felt the other one. “Oh, fuck! That hurts, too!” 
 
    Josie didn’t think much about it. “You’re just raw. Are you wearing a tee shirt with rough material?” 
 
    “No. I’m wearing my regular clothes.” 
 
    “Sometimes nipples get raw. Sometimes you have to put a little vaseline on them.” She reached into the medicine cabinet, putting her hand on his shoulder for balance, and drew out a jar of vaseline. 
 
    “Here,” she scooped tiny amounts of vaseline out of the jar and began rubbing them on his nipples. 
 
    “Fuck! That hurts!” 
 
    “It should feel good. Just relax and let it feel good.” 
 
    She gently massaged the vaseline into his nipples, and he started to relax. “It hurts, but it feels good, too.” 
 
    “It looks like I’m going to have to return all your favors. You rubbed my nipples, and sucked them, and you massaged vitamin B into my tits to stop stretch marks. Hunh?” 
 
    “Ben looked at her, “Hunh what?” 
 
    “Your pectorals are a little flabby. You should probably break out the weight set again, do a little toning up.” 
 
    “Right.” 
 
    “No, I’m serious.” She poked a finger into his pectoral and it did sink in, it did look a little flabby. 
 
    “Well, crap. Okay.” 
 
    The next day Ben went into the garage, set up the weight lifting station, and had a small work out. Interestingly, he didn’t feel as strong s he usually did. 
 
    He had last worked out a year before, but even a year wouldn’t make him weak! 
 
    So he struggled through a work out, three sets of 8 different lifts, and he was really tired when he was done. 
 
    And, feeling weak and thinking he needed a bit more protein for his work outs, he cooked a big steak for dinner. 
 
    “Going cave man on me, eh?” Josie laughed. 
 
    He frowned. “This is weird.” 
 
    “What’s weird?” 
 
    “I used to eat a steak like this for a work out no problem. Now…I don’t even like the taste. You want half?” 
 
    She did, and she ate half his steak, and he sighed and wondered what the fuck was going on. 
 
      
 
    Josie’s tits shrunk very slightly, but it appeared to just be the body adapting to the situation. None of the scientists were alarmed. No extra tests, just turn in your two gallons a day and keep going. 
 
    And she did. 
 
    Day after day. 
 
    “What the fuck is happening to me?” Ben asked when she came home from her industrial milking one day. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Look at my chest!” 
 
    She did. It was only two days after his nipples had proven sensitive, and one day after his ‘weakened’ work out. But she saw the difference right away. 
 
    “Honey, you’re growing boobs.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’m serious. Not boobs like mine, but they look like the boobs a young girl might have when she starts to develop.” 
 
    “That’s impossible!” 
 
    “It might be impossible, but it’s happening.” 
 
    Ben took off his shirt and examined himself in the mirror. 
 
    His chest did look flabby. But…boobs? No fucking way. 
 
    Josie cupped his pectorals, squeezed, and he yelped. The nips were still sensitive. 
 
    “You should see a doctor.” 
 
    “One of your boob doctors?” 
 
    “Maybe. Probably. At the least they would know more than a normal doctor.” 
 
    He frowned, he fidgeted, he second guessed, but in the end he agreed to meet with her doctors. 
 
    And he wore loose shirts and was very nervous for the next three days. 
 
    Especially as during the next three days his boobs grew a little more. 
 
    When they walked into the back entrance of the Pink Stork he was a very chastened, very humbled, downright scared man. 
 
    His chest was swollen. Where his pectorals had been strong yet subtle, now they were puffy and round. And the nipples were always erect and always itched. And they hurt when he touched them. 
 
    “Hey, it’s okay,” Josie held his hand and soothed him. 
 
    “It’s not okay,” his eyes were darting around. He felt like a real freak. 
 
    She took him through the back entrance, down a long hall, past her milking room, and into a lunch room. “You just sit down and wait. I’ll get my doctors.” 
 
    Ben sat, and tried to ignore everybody. He was totally embarrassed. Even though he was wearing a jacket that covered up his burgeoning boobs, he was embarrassed. 
 
    Or maybe even mortified. 
 
    A couple of minutes passed and Josie returned. Following her were two geeks in lab coats. 
 
    “Hi, Ben. I’m Frank and this is Joseph.” 
 
    They shook hands. 
 
    “Let’s all find a room and sit down. 
 
    They did, and Frank had Ben sit on a chair and he sat on a rolling swivel stool. “Let take a look at your breasts.” 
 
    Was that a bit of disbelief? Of humor? 
 
    Well, no matter. Ben parted his coat, took it off, then pulled off his tee shirt. 
 
    Frank blinked. Joseph leaned down and his eyes frowned. 
 
    “They look like…” 
 
    “I don’t think…” 
 
    “But the configuration…” 
 
    “Of course it might be different for a male.” 
 
    “But…” he looked up at Ben. “When did this start?” 
 
    Ben explained about feeling tender, the nipples actually hurting. He listed the days since then, and the growth of his boobs. 
 
    “Well, it looks like you’re growing boobs,” Frank said, when Ben was done. 
 
    “But how is that possible?” 
 
    Frank mused, “We control the pills, I don’t see any point of contact.” 
 
    “Unless Josie…somehow there was…crossover.” 
 
    “Not…I don’t…” he looked at Josie, adjusted his glasses. “We gave you the pills, and you didn’t hide one and take it home.” 
 
    “No! I would never do that.” 
 
    “What about…does Ben suck on your breasts when you…uh, when you make love?” 
 
    This was a very delicate area. 
 
    “He kisses my nipples, but he doesn’t really suck on my nipples.” 
 
    “He doesn’t ingest your milk?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    Ben was sitting very quietly, his face bright red. 
 
    Frank turned to him. “Ben? You haven’t tasted any of her milk, have you?” 
 
    “Uh, well, I have suckled, but when I taste any milk I stop. I know you guys have a contract. Whatever milk Josie produces is yours. I’ve respected that.” 
 
    “But you tasted her product, then you stopped. So you did actually ingest minute amounts of her milk.” 
 
    “Heysoos, guys. I didn’t suck on her tits and drink her milk! Not like you think.” 
 
    Jospeh heaved a sigh. “But the point is, even in minute amounts, you ingested her milk.” 
 
    “Well, I guess so.” 
 
    Ben was mumbling. He had never been so embarrassed in his life. 
 
    “Would you mind if we took some samples from you?” 
 
    “Samples?” 
 
    “We’d like to do a complete work up. Get all your numbers. And…have you lactated?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Well, then everything else. But if you lactate you need to contact us immediately.” 
 
    “I’m not going to lactate!” 
 
    “Well, sorry to say, but you swallowing her milk is like taking one of her pills. The chemicals are that strong.” 
 
    “So don’t the people you sell her milk to…why don’t they lactate?” 
 
    “Children don’t lactate, and we are sure they won’t lactate when they reach puberty. We’ve done extensive testing.” 
 
    “But you think I’m going to…you know…lactate.” 
 
    “Your breasts are growing, and in a manner similar to our women feeders.” 
 
    Ben almost flinched when Frank used the word ‘feeders.’ it sounded so…so hucowish. 
 
    “So can we have some samples?” 
 
    Ben looked at Josie, who nodded. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    For the next few hours Ben was poked and prodded, all his vitals taken, blood samples, measurements, everything was recorded in their Pink Stork iPads. 
 
    Finally, late in the day, they were done.  
 
      
 
    Ben and Josie drove home, and Ben was very silent. 
 
    “A penny for your thoughts.” 
 
    “Doom, defeat, despair, disaster,” answered Ben. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    He turned to her, placed a hand under his pectoral as if he was hefting it. “I’m supposed to lactate? Seriously?” 
 
    Josie shrugged. “It’s not that bad.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I know it hurts, your nipples hurt, now, but that will go away. The feeling of somebody sucking your milk is quite pleasurable, even sexual.” 
 
    “But I don’t want that!” 
 
    Josie was silent, yet her silence was loud. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Look, I know it’s tough, but think about it this way. Every woman goes through the puberty stage, and that causes a lot of problems, a lot of mental wailing and gnashing of the teeth, but when it’s all over…we enjoy being women. We enjoy men playing with our breasts, having a cunt is fine, and the idea of having a baby is pretty amazing. Not that I’ve had one, but…I’ve got the potential, and…” she shrugged. 
 
    Ben was silent for a long moment. “I’m a man. I don’t want to be a woman. And it sounds like you are trying to talk me into lactating, and talking about having a baby? Do you think I want that?” 
 
    “Honey! No! I’m just talking about what it feels like in general, and you don’t need to have…bad feelings about this. I know you’re not going to change in to a woman, but…something is happening, and you really need to relax. Woman have gone through what you’re going through for thousands of years. Millions of years. You just need to relax, ride it out, see how it feels.” 
 
    Ben paid attention to the road. He didn’t like this conversation. He didn’t want to think about his chest suddenly spurting out milk. 
 
    He turned into their driveway and parked the car. They got out and went into the house. Ben stomping, scared, shaken. 
 
    Josie with the teensiest bit of a smile on her lips. 
 
    “Ben?” 
 
    “What?” he snapped. 
 
    “There’s one way to find out about all this.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “I’m talking about you’ve been changing very slowly. Maybe you should consider changing fast.” 
 
    “And how would I do that?” 
 
    “Take me into the bedroom and really suck on my breasts. Drink my milk. Get a heaping helping of boob juice and see what effect it has.” 
 
    “So I could turn into a woman?” 
 
    “So you could find out what’s at the end of the rainbow. Come into the kitchen.” 
 
    She walked into the kitchen, and he, now puzzled, followed her. 
 
    She poured two drinks, placed them on the table. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “Something to help you relax.” 
 
    “I don’t want to relax.” 
 
    She laughed at that, and even he grinned ruefully. 
 
    She picked up her glass and sipped. He watched her, and when she grinned he gave up. He picked up his glass and took a glug. 
 
    For a while they sipped. Ben started to relax a bit, and then they were laughing and joking. And they were talking about what it would be like if Ben actually went with it, got himself a big pair of boobs, and started lactating. 
 
    “You’ll like it,” said Josie with a belch. You feel it draining through your ducts, and it makes you feel all warm. 
 
    “Yeah, but then I’d have to be on the milk machine a couple of hours a day.” 
 
    “That’s not so bad. You lay there, there is the constant stimulation to your nips, you get really, really horny. Haven’t you noticed that after milking is when I’m the horniest?” 
 
    “Well, yeah. But that’s you.” 
 
    “Besides,” she continued, riding right over him, “You suck my tits all the time, I’d sort of like to give tit for tat.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s bad.” 
 
    She saw the pun and laughed. “Yes. But I can’t take it back. The truth of the matter is that I’m turning into sort of a boob man. I like to feel your breasts. I like to squeeze them. I never understood how men could like that, but now…now I’m starting to.” 
 
    “You want to suck my tits.” It was a statement, not a question. But the question in her statement could not be denied. 
 
    She leaned back in her chair and smiled a sultry smile. “The thought has crossed my mind. I look at you, hunkered down over my mammary glands, and I think about what it would be like. I think about how men get to suck on tits and women don’t, and I wonder what’s it’s like.” 
 
    He was silent. 
 
    And he was drunk. 
 
    Drunk enough to say, “You can suck on my tits any time.” 
 
    And she was focused enough to say, “Right now.” 
 
    He stood up, and she stood up, and it was like a dare. He walked down the hall, losing clothes as he went. When he entered the bedroom, naked, he was aware that there was a definite jiggle to his chest. 
 
    Yet he was drunk and pissed and in a contest of some sort with hi wife. 
 
    She was behind him, naked except for a bra. She couldn’t go anywhere without the bra. 
 
    She pushed him when he wasn’t looking and he fell on the bed. 
 
    She crawled on top of him, held him down, reached under him and grabbed his. tits. 
 
    “Stop it!” he struggled, and she let him turned face up. 
 
    They watched each other, now incredibly horny. 
 
    “You want to fuck me like this?” he asked. 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    She pushed him back, spread his legs, pushed his legs all the way back to his shoulders. His cock stuck up, ad she moved forward and settled on it. 
 
    She was inside his legs, fucking him Amazon style. 
 
    He was dazed. He didn’t feel male strong, he felt female weak. He couldn’t defend himself and she did with him what she wanted. 
 
    She rode his cock, up and down, and he loved it. 
 
    She leaned over him, put her weight on him, and her boobs hung over his face. 
 
    He put his mouth on one, and she felt the skin stretch as he sucked. 
 
    She groaned. 
 
    He went to the other tit. 
 
    She was in full lactation now, and milk poured into his mouth. 
 
    He pressed on one tit, then the other, switching his mouth and drinking greedily. 
 
    She was in between her daily milkings, and she gave about a pint from each tit, and he drank the sweetness. He pressed on each boob and caused the flow to increase. 
 
    She groaned, and fucked him, and he began to feel full, his belly actually sloshing inside, and then she came. 
 
    He didn’t cum, and it would be a long time before they realized that the one doing the lactating had to work harder for their orgasms. 
 
    But they didn’t realize it then, and in the Amazon position he couldn’t drive his weight into her. All he could do was be the victim of the fuck. 
 
    All he could do was lay there and take it, be a rag doll for her, be a victim to her lust, and he tried to cum, but she came again, and again, and then again.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    He woke up sober and realized what he had done. If her milk was making him change, then he had just ingested a quart of it. 
 
    He lay in bed, afraid to move, afraid to see what drinking her milk had done to him. 
 
    He could hear Josie in the other end of the house, doing dishes. 
 
    He lay there, and wanted to cry. 
 
    He didn’t want tits! 
 
    But…he had fallen to her yesterday, he had taken the challenge. So…did he want tits? 
 
    He moved, and his chest moved. 
 
    He had drunk from her chest less than a day ago, and he already felt the effects. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whispered/whimpered. 
 
    He sat up, and his chest sagged. 
 
    His boobs were now totally recognizable as milk sacs. They had doubled in size, and they hung from his chest. 
 
    He needed a bra. He didn’t have the musculature to support these heavy bosoms. 
 
    “Josie!” His voice was weak, afraid. He called out louder. “Josie!” 
 
    The sound of rattling pots and pans stopped and he heard her walking down the hallway. She entered the room, stopped, and gasped. 
 
    He looked up from his boobs, despair upon his face. “Honey…?” 
 
    She waked across the room to the bed, sat on the side of it. She reached out and held one of his breasts. 
 
    “Well,” she said. “I guess we know.” 
 
    “I grew tits,” he muttered, looking down. 
 
    His milk bags were hefty pillows. Not giant, but definitely large. 
 
    And if they continued growing they would be giant. 
 
    “Maybe we shouldn’t have done what we did last night.” 
 
    “You think?” 
 
    “Okay. We need to call Frank and Joseph. They’re going to want to see this.” 
 
    “I can’t go anywhere.” 
 
    She looked at him, and she knew what he was talking about. 
 
    He was ashamed to walk the streets with these humungous milk pillows on his chest. 
 
    But it was more than that. 
 
    “It hurts to move,” he said. 
 
    “You need support.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Okay. I’ve got lots of extra bras. Let’s get you fixed up, then I’ll call the boys. 
 
    He nodded, and a tear seeped out of his eye. 
 
    Ben’s chest was bigger than hers. The wrap around tape measure, that is. He wasn’t a big, muscly kind of guy, but men usually had bigger around chests.  
 
    She found a bra that had enough ‘diameter’ and fit it to him. The cups were too big, but they did offer support. 
 
    Then she called Frank, and he called Joseph, and they agreed to make a house call. An hour later they pulled up to the house in a Pink Stork van. 
 
     
 
    “This is amazing growth.” 
 
    “Yes, there does seem to be a male to female effect.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
    “It means that your boobs grew as big as they could for your chest. His chest being bigger, it is assumed that his boobs will grow to the largest size possible for his chest.” 
 
    Ben blinked. 
 
    “He’s going to be bigger than me?” 
 
    Frank nodded. 
 
    Josie looked at Ben. “And I thought I was big. You’ve got to do something.” 
 
    Frank and Joseph looked at each other, then they nodded. “Let me make a phone call.” 
 
    Frank went out to the front yard and talked into his cell phone. They could see him from the front window, and he was gesticulating excitedly, speaking emphatically, and waving his arms around. 
 
    “It looks like he’s having a rough time.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about it. His mother runs the company. He’ll get what he wants.” 
 
    Ben and Josie exchanged looks, then shrugged. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later Frank came back into the living room. He was wearing a Cheshire smile. 
 
    “How’d it go?” Joseph asked. 
 
    Ben and Josie just waited. 
 
    Frank sat down on the couch and nodded. “Okay, I’ve been empowered to make an offer.” 
 
    “An offer?” Ben’s eyebrows went down in consternation. 
 
    “Ben, there was been much conjecture, a lot of theorizing, that men can give milk as well as woman. There are actually case histories of men who have managed to lactate, and who have breast fed their children, and so on. 
 
    Ben’s mouth started to open as he tried to follow where this was going. 
 
    “The point here is that if we can get men to lactate, as well as women, we could conceivably double our production. That would lower the price of product, and revolutionize the food industry.” 
 
    “Revolutionize…” Ben sputtered. 
 
    “Yes. Revolutionize. What if we could eliminate cows as the source of milk? And, at the same time, put a million men to work.” 
 
    “Producing milk,” breathed Josie. 
 
    “Exactly. And Ben here is in the perfect position to break ground, spearhead, establish an opportunity for all men everywhere.” 
 
    “By breast feeding.” 
 
    Frank nodded. 
 
    Joseph marveled, “You think we can actually put a million men to work?” 
 
    “The US has 9.34 million milk cows. Do the math.” 
 
    Joseph smiled. “And we’re on the ground floor.” 
 
    “We’ll patent it, we can establish operations, then go international.” 
 
    “How many milk cows in the world?” 
 
    “270 million.” 
 
    “We could put 270 million men to work.” 
 
    “And human milk is much easier to work with. We could have men giving chocolate milk, strawberry milk, we could eliminate allergies…there is no end to what we can do.” 
 
    He turned to Ben and Josie, whose heads were turning back and forth like spectators at a tennis match. “We can pay you in shares, if you want. This is going to be massive.” 
 
    “If I can actually lactate.” 
 
    Everybody in the room was now looking at Ben, and they were nodding. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” Ben said. 
 
     
 
    The following day workmen came over from the Pink Stork company and built another milking machine. This one was designed to Ben’s specifications. It was bigger, quieter, and more comfortable. 
 
    “Wow, they’re treating you better than they did me.” 
 
    Ben watched as the workmen tightened the bolts and hooked up the  tubes of the milking machine. I wonder…do you think men will be as excited as women to sit around and give milk? 
 
    “Maybe.” 
 
    “But you weren’t excited. You were actually irritated, and if it wasn’t for the money.” 
 
    “But men are kinkier than women.” 
 
    Ben looked at her. 
 
    “Hey, it’s true. Fair or not, women fuck, but men fuck every which way they can.” 
 
    “You make it sound like there is something wrong with men.” 
 
    She smiled and hooked her arm in his. “Depends on your definition of wrong. Men think women are too prudish. Women think men are too kinky. So where’s the middle ground? 
 
    “We’re all done. Do you know how it works?” asked one of the workers. 
 
    “I do,” answered Ben. “We’ve already got one machine.” 
 
    The workman nodded, and he had his fellows packed up and headed out. Ben wondered what the fellow would think if he knew that within six months he would be working 14 hour days doing nothing but installing milking machines. 
 
    Probably wouldn’t think about it at all, except to chuckle. And count his overtime. 
 
    People. Humanity. All stuck in their kink and money. Was there anything else in this world? 
 
    “Ready to try it out?” 
 
    Ben nodded. 
 
    “Off with the clothes.” 
 
    Ben undressed except for his bra. 
 
    “You can take that off, too. It looks like they made some improvements.” 
 
    Ben took off his bra and climbed onto the machine. This machine was more like a slanted plank with two large holes for his breasts to hang through. He could get onto it himself, but it was easier with Josie’s help. 
 
    Josie fit the teat cups to his nipples and turned on the machine. 
 
    Chunka…chunka…chunka… 
 
    Ben jerked when the tubes first started sucking him. Then he relaxed. It wasn’t totally comfortable, but then he wasn't lactating, yet, either. 
 
    Josie moved behind him and started rubbing his back. 
 
    “Oh, that feels good.” 
 
    “Told you so.” 
 
    “I feel like my tits are being sucked inside out. It feels so good. It makes me want to fuck.” 
 
    “Sorry, Ben. You’re being paid by the hour. No fucking on the job.” 
 
    Ben laughed. “My dick says otherwise.” 
 
    His dick was hanging down through a little hole in the table. The hole was over a bucket so he could pee without having to get up. 
 
    Josie reached under the table and began stroking his penis. 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    “I wonder if there’s a market for another kind of milk?” 
 
    “Maybe. Would women buy a spermshake?” 
 
    “There’s so much protein in my semen…” 
 
    “Maybe there’s other uses for it, too.” 
 
    “Get me off, then have Mutt and Jeff analyze it. Maybe we can kill another 300 million milk cows.” 
 
    Josie laughed, and rubbed underneath the head of his dick. His dick bobbed and he could feel that deep urging within. He wanted to cum. 
 
    “Oh, yeah, baby.” 
 
    She stroked him and stroked him, and used the other hand to fondle his balls. Then, a moment of inspiration, she massaged his rectum. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    She inserted her finger and he was ashamed and wanted to get up, but her finger kept him down. Ashamed or not, he liked it, and he started wiggling his hips. 
 
    “Fuck…fuck!” he moaned. 
 
    And Josie said, “Honey?” 
 
    “Wha…wha…” He was close. 
 
    “You’re going to need more bras.” 
 
    “Oh…oh…oh…” 
 
    “And I want to get you some panties, too, and nylons.” 
 
    “Wha…what?” His mind was shattering within. He couldn’t think. He just…wanted…to… 
 
    “You’ve got the boobs for it, so you should look like a. woman.” 
 
    “AHHHHHH!” He tried his very best to fill the bucket. 
 
    And a drop of milk formed on each of his nipples. But just a drop, and they were never noticed. 
 
    But sometimes you don’t notice a sprinkle before a thunder shower. 
 
      
 
    Ben was put on a schedule of an hour in the morning and an hour at night. He didn’t give any milk that first week. Oh, a drop here, two drops there, but the main thing was that his tits started to expand, to grow, to become huge. 
 
    Each day it seemed he needed a bigger bra size, and by the end of the week he needed a bigger bra than Josie. 
 
    “Wow!” she said one morning, as she strapped him into the machine. “I’m jealous.” 
 
    “I don’t understand why I’m not lactating.” 
 
    “It just takes time. You make the building, then you have to put the plumbing into it.” 
 
    He chuckled. “That’s a terrible analogy.” 
 
    She went into the house to do some chores, and heard him yelling fifteen minutes later. 
 
    She ran into the room and her jaw dropped. Milk was pouring from his nipples. His nipples were huge, much larger than hers, and milk was seeping out of the ducts in a flow. Not a stream, or a drizzle, but a flow. 
 
    “It hurt for a second,” he yelped, “Then it started.” 
 
    She stared, then ran for the containers. If this flow kept up he would be filling a bottle every couple of minutes. 
 
    The company, of course, was pleased. Right from the beginning he was putting out twice as much milk as Josie, and within a couple of weeks the Pink Stork was rethinking all their plans. 
 
      
 
    “We don’t need women anymore,” Frank explained. He had come over to the house himself to break the bad news. “We can give you a job in accounting, but it will be real work.” 
 
    Ben and Josie looked at each other. The fact was that Ben was putting out twice as much milk as she was, and it was higher in nutrients and vitamins and minerals and everything. 
 
    Early trials had shown that his milk even caused a serious degree of weight loss. 
 
    “So,” she asked Ben. “Do I really need to work?” 
 
    Ben: “Not really.” 
 
    “So my job would be to take care of you, like a good wife should.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    The fact of the matter was that he liked being milked. The suction on his teats caused serious horniness. As soon as he was hooked up he drifted into a delightful, little subspace. Everything was warm and cozy, and he felt so good. 
 
    And then, to top it off, Josie would reach under and give him a hand job. 
 
    Frank said, “And, by the way, we have special food we would like you to try. We’re hoping to increase nutritional value. I brought a case of it with me.” 
 
    Ben took his place on the milk machine that night. Josie hooked up the teat tubes, placed the bucket under his dick, and hung a bag of Ben’s new food above his table. A tube led down to his mouth and he could suck nourishment any time he wanted. 
 
    That night he was in seventh heaven. He lactated, he fed, and he came. And he didn’t even have to do anything. He just laid there and everything was done for him. 
 
    He was very lazy that night. After feeding he just wanted to sit in his recliner and watch TV. 
 
    The next morning he was in the same position. He lay there and produced, and sucked breakfast, and was stroked. 
 
    “I think I’m going to have to get some kind of a machine to suck your dick,” Josie mentioned, as she ate her breakfast of bacon and eggs. 
 
    Ben wrinkled his nose. His new feed was much tastier than bacon and eggs. “Okay.” 
 
    He was dazed from feeding, and he didn’t really know what she was proposing. 
 
    That day, in between his feedings and lactating, they had nothing to do. 
 
    Josie took him on a shopping spree. She bought panties and bras, nylons and garters, tummy shapers and chemises and an assortment of skirts and even a few dresses. 
 
    Now not feeding, or lactating, Ben was able to think a bit, and he asked, “Why am I going to need all this?” 
 
    “Because with your hooters you no long look male.” 
 
    Ben looked at his reflection in a window, and she was right. 
 
    His hair was a bit short for a woman, but his lips were large and red from sucking the feed tube, and his enormous boobs made his waist smaller, and…he looked sort of like a woman. Or, at least not like a man. 
 
    Oddly, he didn’t care. He just was looking forward to the evening feeding. 
 
    Funny, he was calling it feeding more than lactating. But…that was what he was looking forward to. Lactating was good, it was fun, it was sensual, but he loved sucking that formula the company had prepared for him. 
 
     
 
    Two weeks later Ben realized that he was putting on weight. 
 
    Of course he was. He wasn't getting exercise. He just sat around and waited for the next feeding. 
 
    “You should get out and do some running, warm up the weight lifting set. You’re getting out of shape.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. I guess I am. I’ll do it right after this evening’s feeding. 
 
    Josie frowned. He wasn’t going to, and they both knew it. After dinner he would watch some TV, yawn, and then head for bed. 
 
     
 
    Four weeks later Josie realized that he was no longer the man she had married. 
 
    He had gone from 150 pounds to 250 pounds, and none of it was muscle. 
 
    “Honey, you have got to do some exercise!” 
 
    “I will. Could you hang another bag of feed? I’m feeling a little hungry today.” 
 
    She did. 
 
    “Now I need you to jack me off.” 
 
    She didn’t want to. She was on a constant program of attend to his needs, and she was getting nothing. It had been more than a month since he had porked her, and she was needing some loving. 
 
    “I can’t tonight,” she answered. “I’ve got some work to do.”               
 
    But she didn’t work, and he didn’t connect the dots, and she went into the bedroom. While he was getting his nipples sucked, while he filled bottle after bottle with his male milk, she opened the bottom dresser drawer and took out her vibrator. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” she whimpered, as she put the pink vibrator into her ass, then worked the big one on her pussy. 
 
    She missed her husband’s hands and mouth. She wanted cock, but she wasn’t getting it, so she gave it to herself. 
 
    She felt her nipples with one hand and jacked the big vibrator into her pussy with the other. 
 
    Interestingly, her breasts had started to dry up. They were only half as big as they had been, and another month they’d be almost back to normal. That would be a relief. 
 
    She groaned, forgot about milk and lactation, and even her husband, and moved the vibrator rapidly over her clitoris. 
 
    “Fuck…fuck…fuck…AHHHH!” She came with a violent jerking of her hips. Her insides turned into lava and her eyeballs rolled back. 
 
    Sometime later she went into the guest room and started capping the bottles of milk that Ben had produced. 
 
      
 
    Two months later Josie hooked the teat cups to her husbands enormous udders. She put a butt plug into his ass, and attached the ejaculator tube to his cock. 
 
    Ben sighed. 
 
    He was over three hundred pounds now. Heavy enough to break most bathroom scales. 
 
    He didn’t get up much, and when he did he just wandered around the house in a muumuu. 
 
    His face had fatted out and he had blubbery lips. 
 
    Sometimes he still played the female, put on a little lipstick, curled his hair, and then he would lay down on the new milking table. 
 
    It was a beaut. Large enough to accommodate his larger shape, the jacker was built in. It was made of space age materials and he felt like he was flying a spaceship. 
 
    Sometimes Josie would sit with Ben. She would read a book while he watched the soap opera. 
 
    Sometimes she would initiate a conversation, but his answers were lacking in wit and substance, so the conversations usually died quickly. 
 
    During the day she would usually go out. Sometimes with girl friends, sometimes with male friends. 
 
    Ben wasn’t paying attention to her, and she had needs. Strange men filled her needs. 
 
    Interestingly, she had a feeling that Ben knew about her infidelities, but didn’t care. 
 
    He didn’t care about anything except getting his feedings. His whole world revolved around being milked, and sucking on that tube of specially designed nourishment the company gave to him. 
 
      
 
    Three months later Ben was 350 pounds, and putting out several gallons of milk a day, and Frank dropped by. 
 
    “Hi, Josie.” 
 
    “Hey, Frank. How’s the bottom dollar.” 
 
    He grinned. His bottom dollar was looking pretty damned good. 
 
    For that matter, so was Josie’s. 
 
    And Ben’s, though she never thought about that. Ben had no interest in the amount of money he was making with his milk. 
 
    “So, the reason I dropped by?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “We’re setting up a warehouse. Well, not exactly a warehouse, but I don’t know what to call it.” 
 
    Josie waited. 
 
    “The point is that you and I know that you can no longer take care of Frank. If there’s an emergency, the house burns down, you could never get him out in time.” 
 
    She nodded. “He has put on a bit of weight.” 
 
    “So we’re building a special house for Frank and…and others like him.” 
 
    “You have other people like Frank.” 
 
    “You knew we would. There are millions of men who would love to get a job like Ben’s. Just sitting around and producing milk, and knowing that they were helping the entire world.” 
 
    She nodded. She had figured things out months before, and now she was just going along, watching it all play out. 
 
    “So you’re going to move Frank into this new building. Along with some others.” 
 
    “He’ll love it, Josie. The milking machines are bigger, more comfortable, more amenities built in. We’ll have doctors on call every minute of the day, his nutritional needs will be looked to, it will be wonderful.” 
 
    Josie got a far away look in her eyes. Ben would be cared for. He would be fed and jacked and produce milk for the world. He would watch soap operas and have his needs taken care of for the rest of his life. 
 
    Josie asked, “These other men, who are going to give milk. How did they…did they volunteer?” 
 
    Frank spoke carefully here, but he pulled no punches. “The men volunteered to drink Frank’s milk. He is much more potent than…his milk is the post powerful milk in the world. A couple of gulps and men start to change. They grow huge breasts and they don’t want to change back. They know when they have found a good thing. 
 
    Josie sighed. She missed her husband, but the truth was…he didn’t care about her. He just wanted to feed and lactate and have his dick stroked. He was getting quite obese, with tremendous folds of fat all over his body. She wouldn’t have recognized his face if she hadn’t seen it change over the weeks. 
 
    “Well, I suppose if Ben wants to…then it’s all right with me.” 
 
    “Wonderful. This is a great thing you’re doing!” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    Frank’s face shut down. As the first female lactator Josie had a lot of punch. She knew things, and she could be a pill, or a wonderful attribute. 
 
    “But what?” 
 
    “Let’s talk about what is really happening.” 
 
    He tilted his head and waited. 
 
    “You’re going to make nine million men into the spitting image of Ben, in the United States alone. 
 
    “Men have proven to be the most amenable to our industry,” he spoke carefully, not giving a thing away. 
 
    “That is going to upset the applecart. You’re going to have everything from longshoremen scream for unions, the EPA screaming about regulating male milk, the FDA is going to get into the act…it’s going to be a mess.” 
 
    “We’ve considered some of those things. Yes.” 
 
    “So you’re going to need to fight back. You’re going to need people to fight these Philistines who stand in the way of progress. You’re going to need people in government who will act to protect the country.” 
 
    Frank was interested now. He leaned forward slightly. 
 
    “What, exactly, are you proposing?” 
 
    “I’d like to run for office.” As a former lactator I would have a unique viewpoint. I can protect the company, and it wouldn’t hurt if the company offered me a few more shares. 
 
    They talked for an hour after that, and they delved deep into the needs of a country, of how a society can be shaped to benefit all. 
 
    All in their viewpoint. 
 
    In the end they shook hands and Frank went to make her pitch to his mother. 
 
      
 
    Josie walked into the guest room. Ben was laying on his table, his dick hung from the hole in the table, and his breasts hung down and were attached to the teat cups. 
 
    “Hello, honey,” he said, opening his eyes a slit and observing her. He looked sort of like a huge, fat lizard with his eyes half open that way. 
 
    “Hi, babe. Got some news for you.” 
 
    “Oh. Could you rub my dick while we talk? Your hand is so much better than the jacker. 
 
    She pulled up a chair and reached under him. She stroked him and he sighed. 
 
    “So what is this big news.” 
 
    “The company wants to move you to a big warehouse, to be with your own kind. They’ll have a doctor on call, people to wait on your every need.” 
 
    “Oh, wonderful.” 
 
    “Of course you don’t have to go.” 
 
    He turned his head slightly and focused an eye on her. 
 
    “Ben, if you give up lactating I’ll take you away with me. You’ll probably return to normal. We can make love again. We’ve got enough money now we can live the lifestyle we want.” 
 
    “And if I choose the warehouse?” 
 
    “Then we’ll be parting ways. I’ll file for divorce, find men to screw, and live my life the way I see fit.” 
 
    “Without me.” 
 
    “Without you.” 
 
    Ben sighed. 
 
    “What’s your decision, my love?” 
 
    He didn’t even hesitate. “I think my needs will best be looked after by the Pink Stork company.” 
 
    Josie nodded. She had expected this decision. She let go of his dick and stood up, but he wasn’t done. As she had guessed at the path of mankind, so had he. 
 
    “It’s going to be a different world from here on out.” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “I’ll be remembered as the first, the one who started it all. Before me there were just people, now…now it’s going to be different.” 
 
    “You’ll be a legend,” she agreed. 
 
    “That’s why, honey. Do you understand?” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “Thank you. And…I love you.” 
 
    “I love you, too, honey.” 
 
    “All right. Good bye.” 
 
    “Good bye.” 
 
    She walked out of the door, and out of his life. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “So what really goes on?” 
 
    Jan smiled, leaned toward her vanity mirror and curled her eyelashes. “You don’t want to know.” 
 
    “See, that’s what pisses me off. Every few months you go away for a weekend. No explanation as to who and where, you don’t tell me what’s going on…what am I supposed to think?” 
 
    “Honey, you should think that I’m having the best time of my life. I’m meeting with friends, we’re doing what friends do, you should be happy for me.” 
 
    “I’m happy, but what do you do?” 
 
    Jan put the eye lash applicator in the thin tube and grinned at Jason. She was an amazing looking woman. Five foot six, 36 by 24 by 36, magnetic, green eyes that dazzled, Long blonde hair that looked like a golden waterfall. 
 
    “Okay. You want the truth.” 
 
    “I can handle the truth.” 
 
    “I meet with friends from college. Some of them have huge dicks, so big it’s impossible to do without them. So every few months I get together with these friends and they dick me. Big, fucking dicks. Big as a horse’s peeny. Hell, big as a rhino’s cock. They tie me up so I can’t move. They push that sucker into my vagina until I am out of my mind. They ream me with it. They fuck me until I’m crying for joy. Sometimes they put me on all fours and take me like a dog, slapping my ass and squeezing my tits. Sometimes they hang me from a wall, legs out to the sides, then they fuck me with a giant vibrator. Then they start cumming. They cum all over my butt, my tits, my face. Some of them cum in me. Gallons of cum. A lot of it gets in my mouth, so much that I can’t eat for a couple of days. I mean, I’m full up. I swallow so much gizz my eyeballs turn white. And then, when my mouth is full and my pussy is bruised…they take me up the asshole. They—“ 
 
    “Enough!” barked Jason. “You won’t tell me the truth. I got it.” 
 
    “But honey?” She moved to him, put her manicured hands into his pants and fondled hi balls. “I always come home horny, so what do you care?” 
 
    “I care because there should be honesty between a man and wife. There shouldn’t be secrets. I don’t hold things back from you, and you shouldn’t have secrets from me. So tell me the truth. What do you really do when you leave for a weekend?” 
 
    Jan held his nuts in one hand then, and stroked his dick with the other. It was crowded with all that happening in his pants, so she said, “Unzip.” 
 
    He couldn’t help himself. He unzipped, and then she had room to fully stroke him. 
 
    “Oooh. You feel full. Your balls are so full of sperm they’re hard. You want me to give you a little relief right now? Before I go?” 
 
    Of course he did, but, fool that he was, he said, “No! I want to get to the bottom of the big mystery!” 
 
    She let go of him and turned away. “Too bad. I was really feeling like getting you off. But, if you don’t wanna then you don’t wanna.” 
 
    She turned to her suitcase on the bed, folded some underwear and put it on top of the dresses, then closed it. 
 
    Jason stood in the middle of the room, looking forlorn and hopeless. 
 
    “You’re really going to leave me like this?” 
 
    “Hey, I was going to get you off!” 
 
    “No, I mean in mystery.” 
 
    “Honey! I told you. I get together with friends, and they have big dicks, and they like to throw me down and—“ 
 
    “ARGH!” 
 
    Jason stomped out of the room. He tromped down the hall and into the kitchen. He took down a big bottle of bourbon and a glass. He filled the glass with ice cubes, added half a glass of bourbon, the added Coke. 
 
    He drank, and felt the cold liquor burn his throat, hit his stomach, and make his eyes water. 
 
    Wooo! 
 
    But he needed it. 
 
    He was a short man, five foot six, and that gave him a bit of a Napoleon complex. He didn’t like it when people made fun of him, or kept secrets, or…or…he took another big gulp. 
 
    “Jason? Will you carry my bag out?” 
 
    Jason took a third gulp, and now the glass was half empty. His irritation somewhat soothed over, he headed for the bedroom. 
 
    Jan was absolutely gorgeous. She was wearing a green dress with a porthole to show her cleavage. Her legs stretched down to the floor, sleek and shiny with hose. Her patent leather heels made her taller than him. 
 
    She smiled at him, and he gulped. 
 
    “Honey, just learn to take it easy. Have a few drinks, watch a little porn, and get ready. When I get back I’m going to want to ride you like we’re in the Kentucky Derby. Okay?” 
 
    He gulped again and nodded. He picked up her suitcase and toted it out to the car. He put it in the trunk. 
 
    “Are you going to drive all the way?” 
 
    “Yep. It’s not that far. And…oh, you bad boy. You’re fishing for information!” 
 
    “No…no…I just…” he shrugged. 
 
    “Honey, you just have a good time and relax. I’ll be back before you know it, and then we’ll take care of you. All right.” 
 
    “All right.” 
 
    She touched her red lips to his, just a touch as she didn’t want to mess her make up. She squeezed his groin and whispered into his ear, “See you in a couple of days.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She got in the car, waved at him, and shot off down the street. 
 
    Jason sighed and turned back to the house. He went back into the kitchen and topped off his drink, then he went into the computer room. 
 
    He sat glumly at his computer and powered up. He sipped his drink and started surfing. 
 
    And he was feeling pretty low. 
 
    His wife was out doing who knew what, and all he had was a lousy computer full of porn. 
 
    He shucked his pants and pulled up milfmovs.com. That was a good place to start, a good place to lose himself for a while. Lots of big tits, great porn stars, a bit of kink here and there.  
 
    Yet, as he surfed through the site he felt disappointed. 
 
    Damn it! He was horny! He should have let Jan do him! 
 
    Sitting there, naked from the waist down, getting horned up, he finally had enough. 
 
    He stood up and went to the closet and got out his little box of toys. Jan didn’t know about this, but…he pulled out a prostate massager. One was supposed to be able to get oneself off with one of these up the butt. He kept trying, but it wasn’t working yet. It sure did make him horny. 
 
    He took out a chastity tube. Jan really didn’t know about this. He often wondered what she would do if she knew he had these little toys, this hobby of putting his weenie in prison and stuffing a mini-dick sort of thing up his heinie. 
 
    Well, what his wife didn’t know wouldn’t hurt her. Or him. 
 
    He greased up and inserted the plug. Then he put the chastity tube on quick. Putting the massager up his ass usually made his weenie small for the moment, and he had just enough time to lock his cock up before it got big again. 
 
    He looked down at his poor dick. It was as big as a Vienna sausage. One of those ones that came in a can. Yet it was trying to get big. 
 
    Fat chance. 
 
    He sat down on his swivel and that pushed that prostate massager further into his butt. God, it felt good. It put him on the edge of cumming, but never enough that he did cum. 
 
    Now he was ready to go to work. Now he was ready to surf some porn! 
 
    He began by looking for fistings. Two women fisting was unusually juicy, and he spent some time watching the women do each other. 
 
    Then there was the BDSM.  
 
    Oh, Lord! He checked out the standard kink sites, then went searching for the House of Gord. 
 
    Man, he loved it. He found women mounted on the front of trucks, upside down, legs spread and big dildos going in and out as the truck drove around. 
 
    He saw a little tractor with a woman stretched out like a swan’s neck. She was impaled and loving it. Every stroke of the dick made her raise her head in pleasure. 
 
    Women on poles, being milked by machines, fucked, fucked, fucked! 
 
    Then he went looking for shemales. One of his guilty pleasures. The idea of a man with tits was almost more than he could stand. It put him off and pulled him in at the same time. 
 
    He wondered what it would be like to have breasts. Like a woman. 
 
    Once he had worn his wife’s bra, put a couple of softballs in the thing. But…that was sort of weird. 
 
    He poured another drink, he wiggled his butt on the swivel chair, felt the thing inside him, massaging his prostate. He wondered if he could cum that way. 
 
    He wondered if— 
 
    “Get him!” 
 
    A black hood was brought down over his head. Hands grabbed him, held his arms down. He was shoved forward and bent over, and his arms were forced up behind him. 
 
    Click! Click! Somebody had put handcuffs on him. 
 
    “Let me loose! Stop it!” 
 
    Hands wheeled his swivel chair out of the room and down the hall. 
 
    “Who are you!? Let me go!” 
 
    It seemed like his kidnappers were women. Their hands were soft, and he could feel fingernails, and there were a lot of them. 
 
    As they rolled him somebody wrapped something around his ankles. It felt like duc tape. 
 
    Through the kitchen and then he was lifted out of the chair and carried into the garage. 
 
    “Open the trunk!” 
 
    “You have his keys?” 
 
    “Got ‘em!” 
 
    The sound of the trunk opening. 
 
    “Move that stuff.” 
 
    “Here’s some blankets.” 
 
    “What’s that…he’s wearing a chastity device!” 
 
    “And a butt plug!” 
 
    Hands wiggled his prostate massager and he groaned helplessly. 
 
    Then he was stuffed into the trunk, and the lid came down. 
 
    Voices were muffled now, but he could still make out what they were saying. 
 
    “Did you see what he was looking at on his computer?” 
 
    “We’ve been looking for a guy like him for awhile!” 
 
    Then the voices faded. 
 
    Jason struggled, but he was caught. His wrists were cuffed, his legs duc taped his head was locked in a bag and even his dick was out of action. 
 
    He lay in the trunk for about five minutes, his mind going crazy, his heart pounding, his cock struggling. 
 
    Who were these people? What the fuck was— 
 
    Click. The trunk lid rose. He couldn’t see, but he could tell from the feel of air and the glow of light through the bag over his head. 
 
    A hand went down to his groin and grabbed his chastity device. He jerked, tried to move his body away, but the hand held him firmly, turned his imprisoned cock this way and that.  
 
    “Well, well.” 
 
    He froze. 
 
    “Honey, I can’t believe you never told me about this! I never would have had you pegged for a chastity tube type.” 
 
    “Jan?” 
 
    “And this butt plug is absolutely precious!” She reached around and grabbed the base of the plug and wiggled it. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he wheezed. He felt like he was going to pee, his balls suddenly felt hot, they felt so full of semen. 
 
    She grabbed his balls and gave a squeeze. 
 
    “What is going on?” he cried. “What are you doing to me?” 
 
    “Well, honey, every time I go on holiday you give me a hard time. You whine and you cry and act like it was some big thing, and not like it’s just me and my girlfriends getting together for a good old pajama party. 
 
    “Honey, all we do is have a few drinks, talk about good, old times, and compare notes on the men we’ve been with in our lives. Unfortunately, I can’t do much bragging, because I’m always stuck with the same, old cock. 
 
    “But when you started bugging me this year, I finally had enough. The other girls don’t get bugged by their husbands, only you are insecure enough to carry on and give me such a rough time. So I decided that if you have such a vivid imagination, if you really thought I was a loose legged woman who had to go out and get giant cock every couple of months, then I figured that was what you wanted. 
 
    “You were using me for proxy, letting your imagination run wild, so I began checking up on you. I checked your internet history. I checked your purchase history on Amazon—though I admit I didn’t catch this little jewel,” she shook the chastity cage again. 
 
    “Anyway, I found out that you really are that perverted, and I brought it up with the girls, and…well, honey, you’re about to have a good time.” 
 
    “What are you going to do?” Jason blubbered. “You can’t hurt me! I love you! It’s just that I love you too much.” 
 
    “I know, isn’t that wonderful? And the truth is…I have no idea what they’re going to do to you. Since I’m your wife they want me out of the way. They don’t want me interfering with them because of some weird idea, being married, fear that they might hurt you, concern for you. So they’re going to take you to a cabin in the woods, a specially prepared cabin, I might add. And they are going to treat you to a wonderful time. I guess it’s me that’s going to have to sit and watch porn and get drunk while you have a good time.” 
 
    “Wait! You can’t do this! It’s kidnapping!” 
 
    “What? You’re a kid? No, no. You’re a man, and there aren’t any laws against man-napping. 
 
    While they had been talking other women had been gathering around the trunk. Jason could hear them muttering and chuckling. 
 
    “Honey! you can’t do this!” 
 
    “See you in a few days, Jason.” She gave his balls a final squeeze, then closed the trunk lid. 
 
    Jason sobbed in the darkness of the compartment. 
 
    Then he felt the car sag on one side, then the other, as a driver and a passenger got in. 
 
    The car started up. 
 
    He tried to kick, but his feet were still tied with duc tape. 
 
    “Hey!” he screamed. 
 
    “Turn on some music,” he heard the voice through the back seat. 
 
    The music was turned on. He could hear them talking, but couldn’t hear what they were saying. Yelling was going to do him no good now. 
 
    The car zoomed down the road, and he lay in the trunk. He wasn’t uncomfortable, but he was caught. 
 
      
 
    The car, it was actually his car, rolled smoothly down a highway. 
 
    At first he had tried to keep track of the turns, but when the car powered up a ramp and onto the freeway he knew where he was, and he even had an idea what direction he was going in. 
 
    Down the 101, away from San Jose. 
 
    He lay and listened to the hum of the tires. It was warm in the boot, and he wiggled and tried to get comfortable. He had to keep his strength up. He had to relax. There was going to be a way out of this mess, and…and why the hell had Jan done this to him? 
 
    He felt a bitterness as he thought about what she had told him. 
 
    She had been spying on him, and plotting, and…what kind of a wife was she? 
 
    Then he tried not to think about it, and couldn’t, and tried again, and the trip miles whiled away as his mind tried to cope with his situation. 
 
    He tried counting seconds to get an idea of the time of the journey. 
 
    Finally, he realized that that wasn’t going to do him any good. 
 
    So he lay there, and wondered, and the minutes and the miles passed. 
 
    His best guess, when the car finally slowed down, was that they had been driving for two hours. The drive wasn’t over, though. The car started wiggling down a country road. Now he was bounced around by potholes and ruts. He heard the scratch of bushes on the sides of the car. 
 
    “Hey!” he yelled. “Don’t scratch the paint!” 
 
    He was met with laughter. And more scratches. 
 
    Damn. He was going to have to have his car repainted. 
 
    Up a hill and he was rolled to the back side of the trunk, then a curve, as if around some trees, a sharp turn, and the car stopped. 
 
    The car doors opened and he heard the sound of feet crunching on gravel, leaving the vicinity of the car. Then high heels climbing stairs, maybe crossing a porch. A door closed and it was silent. 
 
    Silent except for the pinging of his car engine. 
 
    And other pings. So other cars were parked near to his. 
 
    He sighed. 
 
    The long trip had allowed him to get over his initial panic, and now he just lay in the boot and wondered what was going to happen. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later he heard the sound of heels on wood, and knew they were coming for him. 
 
    He thought about things he could do. He could kick. He could, once his feet were freed, run at them and butt them with his shoulder. Somehow— 
 
    Click. The trunk lid went up. 
 
    Hands reached in and women grunted as they lifted him up over the lip of the trunk, then lowered him to the ground. 
 
    A collar was fastened around his neck, felt like a dog collar, and he felt little hands and heard the click of a small padlock. Fuck! They had locked him into the collar! 
 
    “Okay, Jason, we’re going to put you on your feet. Just so you know, the collar you are wearing is a shock collar. We all have remotes, so if you get antsy, or don’t follow instructions, you are going to be one sad puppy. Got it?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Say it, puppy dog.” 
 
    “I got it.” His voice sounded a bit strangled, having been in the trunk for so long, but his words were clear. 
 
    “All right, are you ready for the fun to begin?” 
 
    “I want to go home.” 
 
    “Oh, honey! No, you don’t! We’re going to make your dreams come true.” 
 
    Another voice said, “If your internet history is any indication of your dreams.” 
 
    Everybody giggled at that one.  
 
    Somebody pulled at the duc tape, but it didn’t come loose. 
 
    “Cut him free,” suggested someone. 
 
    “Don’t move, Jason. I don’t want to cut you.” 
 
    He felt hands at his ankles, then the pressure of the duc tape disappeared. 
 
    “Okay. Help him to his feet.” 
 
    Several hands helped him to stand, and he wavered for a minute, then felt stronger. Then the hood was pulled off his head. 
 
    He blinked and looked around. 
 
    He was in a clearing in front of a log cabin. The cabin was surrounded by tall evergreens. It was lit by bright lights and looked friendly and homey. 
 
    He looked away from the cabin. A road headed down hill and into the darkness. There was no sign of city lights in the distance. 
 
    He looked at the women who had kidnapped him. 
 
    They wore no clothes. They were naked, except for Zorro masks. 
 
    He couldn’t help it, his cock surged in his cage. 
 
    “Okay, Jason, come into the house.” 
 
    “I’m going home,” he said, and he turned and walked for the road. 
 
    “Jason!” 
 
    He ignored them. 
 
    “Don’t zap him, he’s going to have to learn the hard way.” 
 
    He was about fifty yards from the house when the burning started. His throat seemed to ignite, then flame. Then he felt like his neck was actually crackling! 
 
    The pain was enormous, but he tried to keep walking. Then he couldn’t stand it and fell to his knees. Then he lay down and tried to wriggle back up the trail. 
 
    Feet crunching near him. Hands under his arms. 
 
    “You should listen when we speak, Jason,” a voice whispered in his ear. 
 
    They dragged him back up the trail and the burning waned, then ceased. 
 
    He lay there, gasping, and the woman whispered to him again. “There’s a perimeter. Cross that perimeter and the collar gives a shock, and it will get worse and worse until you return. Now, when you have recovered, come into the cabin.” 
 
    The crunch of feet on gravel, the sound of happy voices chatting, then the sound of high heels going up stairs, across a porch, and into the cabin. 
 
    Jason lay there. He was still naked. His hands were still cuffed behind his back. His cock wiggled inside his cage. 
 
    He rolled on his side, struggled to a sitting position, and looked at the world. 
 
    It was warm. He could hear music playing in the cabin. 
 
    He struggled to his feet and took a longer look at the world. 
 
    Darkness beyond the tall trees. Constellations and a million stars in the heavens. 
 
    Little squares of warm light in the shadow of the cabin. 
 
    A mosquito decided him. It landed on his arm and sunk its proboscis into his flesh. He yelped and tried to shake his arm, but the mosquito just grinned and gulped. 
 
    He trotted towards the house. He had no shoes on and the gravel hurt his feet. 
 
    He climbed the stairs and crossed the porch. He could hear the sound of laughter. The door was an inch ajar and he pushed on it, scraping the mosquito, now very fat, off his arm, and stepped into the room. 
 
    Instant silence, and he looked around. 
 
    He was naked, except for his chastity tube and his handcuffs. 
 
    They were naked, except for their Zorro masks and high heels. 
 
    And they were beautiful. 
 
    He remembered that these were Jan’s friends, and they had the same high standards. They were all gym trim, full chested, and smiling. 
 
    They all had white teeth under the black Zorro masks. He could see their eyes, made up and sparkling with color. 
 
    His cock surged inside his cage as the truth of his situation sunk in. 
 
    A dozen women had kidnapped him, and…what were they going to do to him? 
 
    “Well, well. Look what the cat dragged in,” one woman spoke drolly. 
 
    “It is an ugly specimen of man, is it not?” 
 
    Nods and grunts of agreement filled the room. 
 
    Jason: “I’d like to go home.” 
 
    “And you will go home. But you will be a better man before you go.” 
 
    There were muttered agreements to that statement. 
 
    For a long moment everybody just held their places. Jason said nothing, but the quips from the ladies were fast and furious. 
 
    “He might have a big dick if he hadn’t put it in a cage.” 
 
    “Have you seen his butt plug?” 
 
    “He is a horny, little bastard, is he not?” 
 
    Finally, one of the women, the first one who had spoken, stood up. “Girls, it is time to walk the walk. Shelly, Janice, get the restraints ready.” 
 
    Two girls went to the opposite sides of the room. Ropes were tied to cleats, went to black and tackle arrangements on the high central beam and near the walls. They loosened the ropes and brought the ends of ropes that led up to the block and tackle to the center of the room. 
 
    “Right this way, Jason,” said the leader, whose name was Sabrina. 
 
    Jason didn’t move. 
 
    “Get him, girls.” 
 
    A half a dozen women charged Jason. They pushed him against a wall, hooked their arms through his, and started pulling him towards the center of the room. 
 
    At first Jason struggled, tried to kick, but one of the women grabbed his balls and pulled. 
 
    Jason yelped and went up on his toes and staggered out to the center of the room. 
 
    Shelly took one arm and Janice the other. They fastened leather straps around his wrists. 
 
    “Got him. Girls, take the ropes.” 
 
    Half the women went to one side, the other half to the other side, and they grabbed the roped coming down from the pullies. 
 
    Sabrina sauntered to a place in front of Jason. She was a proud woman, breasts extra large, red lipped, sexy smile, a look in her eyes that said ‘The world is my oyster, and you’re my pearl.’ 
 
    “Okay, Jason. We’re going to take the handcuffs off. The girls are going to restrain you, and if you give us any trouble…we haven’t had to zap you, yet, but…” She held up a remote and eyeballed him. 
 
    “Okay, girls.” 
 
    One of the women behind him loosened his cuffs, and the women at the walls pulled on the ropes. 
 
    Jason felt his arms go out, and he didn’t want that, so he began to struggle. 
 
    Even though the women had the weight and the leverage, he managed to clasp his hands in front of himself. 
 
    They pulled, he held on, and he started to step to the side. 
 
    ZZZZZ! 
 
    He collapsed. He thought he could smell smoke, but it was just his arms being stretched to the side, then he was actually lifted up by the arms. With one eye he saw the woman wrapping the rope around the cleats on the wall. 
 
    Then the other. 
 
    Then he was hanging from the two ropes, spread eagled, dangling, dazed. 
 
    “Come on, Jason, take a sip.” 
 
    Sabrina held a glass to his lips and he found himself sucking. 
 
    It was bourbon and Coke, and he took a big sip, then she stepped away. 
 
    “I told you, Jason, don’t struggle. You really don’t want a diet of electrocution. 
 
    Jason moved his feet, stood on them, looked around. 
 
    The girls were going back to their places on couches and chairs. They were chatting, ignoring him, and…he just hung there. 
 
    Sabrina patted his cheek. “Now be a good boy. We’re partying tonight, and the real work starts tomorrow. Would you like a drink?” 
 
    He blinked, was bleary, but managed to nod. Man, being electrified really took it out of a guy. 
 
    Sabrina called for one of the women to get him a drink. 
 
    Then, while the drink was being gotten, she held up a key. 
 
    “Would you like to get out of your little cage?” 
 
    He gulped and nodded. His throat felt dry and his head was throbbing. 
 
    Sabrina squatted and pushed the key into his padlock. A second later he was free, and growing, and the women all cheered. 
 
    “Way to go, stud!” yelled someone. 
 
    “That’s what I call a dick!” 
 
    Jason felt the blood fill his member, then he was straight out and bobbing. 
 
    A couple of the women came over to feel him. 
 
    “Nice and straight. Just the way I like them.” 
 
    Then commenced a broad argument as to whether a long dick was better than a fat dick.  
 
    Janice held Jason’s drink for him, a little pink straw in it, and he sucked thirstily. 
 
    “That’s a boy,” she rubbed his nipples. 
 
    He groaned. That made his dick harder. 
 
    “Look! He’s dripping!” 
 
    It was true. White drops were seeping out of his slit and a long strand stretched to the floor. 
 
    Jason looked down. He had never been so horny. He had been abused, manhandled, but all that seemed to do was make him hornier. 
 
    Janice reached down and scooped a finger under his strand of semen. She gathered as much as she could on her finger, then licked her. finger. 
 
    “How’s it taste, sister?” 
 
    She nodded, and other girls moved in. They set up chairs right in front of Jason. They played with his cock, stroked it, kissed it, and almost fought over the silvery droplets exuding from his penis. 
 
    “Girls,” warned Sabrina. “Don’t let him cum.” 
 
    They all promised they wouldn’t. 
 
    “Besides, I know he tastes good, but he’s a butt boy. Play with his plug if you really want to make him happy.” 
 
    Jason groaned as hands grabbed the base of his prostate massager and began moving it around and around, in and out, lifting him to his toes then lowering him. 
 
    The girls all laughed and he contorted and moved to accommodate them. 
 
    Then a pair of red lips, Jason had no idea whose, engulfed his penis. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    Janice pushed the straw into his mouth and told him to suck. 
 
    The mouth down below knew what it was doing. A hand reached between his legs and took control of his plug. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he whined, feeling his prostate being rubbed, feeling his juice trying to get out. 
 
    “Look how purple it is.” 
 
    “And he tastes so good!” 
 
    Jason moved his hips back and forth, now not struggling, but trying to get more. 
 
    More sweet bourbon into his mouth. 
 
    Somebody kissed him, and he couldn’t help it…he kissed back. 
 
    Hands on his nipples, on his balls. His cock being sucked and stroked, his butt plug being waggled about, reaming him out. 
 
    He had never felt such massive pleasure, and suddenly he didn’t want it to ever end. 
 
    He humped, and grunted, groaned and moaned, but every time he got close the women would move back, laugh, touch his nipples and buns and wait for his desire to squirt to wane. 
 
    Again and again and again. 
 
    It was going to be a long night.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Jason awoke. He was still standing, spread eagled by the ropes, and totally dazed. 
 
    He had never experienced such a night as he had the last night. 
 
    Naked women dancing all over the place. 
 
    They danced with each other, kissed each other, and he even saw two women fingering a third, and her shouting happily, urging them to fist her. 
 
    They danced with him, wiggling their bodies up and down on his. They sucked on his cock, kissed him, and had a lot of fun with his prostate massager. 
 
    And the party had gone on long into the night. They Jason felt something down at his groin and looked down. He realized that small hands fiddling with his anatomy had awoken him, and he looked down to see Sabrina looking up at him with a grin. 
 
    “It was fun playing with you, Jason, but you should realize that we can’t have your big dick swinging free. Right?” 
 
    She clicked the padlock and he was once again prison. 
 
    “You need to let me go,” he croaked. He cleared his rusty throat and tried again, “You—“ 
 
    “Shush, little boy. We don’t have to do anything but have fun with you. You realize that we have your wife’s permission to do anything we want to you, right? 
 
    She rose up and pressed her chest against him. He could feel her erect nipples moved across his flesh. 
 
    “Do you…do you do this…party thing all the time?” 
 
    “Yep. We get drunk and play with each other and stay young.” 
 
    “Have you ever had a man here before?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    “You’re the first, though, I should add, you probably won’t be the last. It is so fun to play with a man, to bring him to the edge time and again just to back off.” 
 
    Jason had nothing to say to that. 
 
    “You should feel ashamed that you bugged Jan that much that she was forced to this resolution, but you should feel proud that she thought enough of you to turn us loose on you.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “You see, Jason, there is a huge misconception in society. People think that women are bitches, don’t like sex, and so on. The fact is that women, once freed from the societal dictates, have just as high a sex drive as men. Maybe higher. So why should we be deprived? Why shouldn’t we be allowed to be sluts, to use our pussies as we see fit? You don’t look down on a man who uses his cock, why should anybody look down on a woman who uses her cunt?” 
 
    Jason didn’t have much to say to that. 
 
    “The fact is that women have needs, and men don’t own us, and…you get the idea.” 
 
    “When are you going to let me go?” 
 
    “We’re going to keep you for a while. We’re going to do things to you. You wanted to know what your wife did on these little outings, we’re going to show you. Your wife has already asked for you to have vacation time. She called your boss when you were on your way home on Friday night. Did you know that you have a full month of vacation time built up? Now we probably won’t use that whole month, but we’re not going to worry if we do.” 
 
    “But…this is wrong. What about my free will? What about my choice in the matter?” 
 
    “Oh, Jason. You don’t understand. When we’re done with you you’re going to be glad. You might think we’re taking away your free choice, but we’re really sharing a reality with you. You are going to be so grateful when we’re done. Want some breakfast?” 
 
    He blinked at the quick change of subject. He nodded. 
 
    “You probably have to pee, too. I’ll hang a bucket on you.” 
 
    Sabrina walked away, then came back a minute later. She had a small, light bucket the size of a pitcher. It had two wires that led up to a leather strap. She put the strap around his manhood, the bucket dangled under his chastity tube. 
 
    “Pee to your heart’s content, Jason baby.” She patted his cheek and went to the kitchen. 
 
    Jason stood there for a moment, then realized that he was going to have to pee. The extra weight of the bucket, as small as it was, was going to force the matter. He sighed, and relaxed his muscles. The pee didn’t come out in a stream, but dribbled out from the end of the chastity tube. He listened to the water, and the weight of the bucket increased. 
 
    Oh, fuck. He didn’t know that water weighed that much! 
 
    The bucket was half full when he was done, and it felt like his dick was being stretched. It didn’t hurt, but it did pull on him uncomfortably. 
 
    In the kitchen he could hear Sabrina rattling pots and pans. Asking rhetorical questions, “Now where is that pancake mix!” 
 
    “Good morning, Jason. How’s it hanging?” 
 
    “Uh?”  
 
    Shelly kissed his cheek and patted his ass, then continued on to the kitchen. A moment later he heard Sabrina and Shelly conversing. 
 
    “Hi, Jason.” A wiggle to his plug and a grope to his dick. Janice walked past and into the kitchen. 
 
    More and more women were waking up. A couple of women were passed out on the couches, snoring, with their bare boobs exposed, their legs spread so he could see their slits. 
 
    Most women came down the stairs from bedrooms. Two women came out of the back of the first floor. Their arms were around each other and they appeared very much in love. 
 
    Jason stood. He was a bit sore from standing all night, but he was okay. He stretched and wiggled a bit, and his body woke up and came to life. 
 
    Sabrina came back in and hand fed him pancakes. They were doused in butter and syrup and delicious. He gobbled, and when she got syrup on his face she just giggled and licked it off. 
 
    He loved the feeling of her breasts pressed against him when she did this. 
 
    He loved the feel of her lips kissing and lapping at his mouth. 
 
    For an hour the house woke up, women fed themselves, and Jason was pretty much left to himself. Finally, the interlude was over and the women turned their attention to him again. 
 
    “Okay, ladies. It’s time for Jason’s tits. Bring the table up behind him.” 
 
    Jason didn’t understand, and therefore didn’t like, what she had said. Still, he had no choice in the matter. 
 
    A dining table was pushed up behind him. Ropes were tied around his wrists, the ropes leading to the wall cleats were loosened, and he was bent back until he was lying on the table. 
 
    A woman went upstairs, then returned a moment later. She was wearing a nurse’s cap and carrying a doctor’s medical bag. All the ladies cheered lustily and gathered around the table. 
 
    “They call me Nurse Ratshit!” The woman pronounced. 
 
    More cheers. 
 
    She began taking Jason’s vitals. It turned out she was a real doctor, and she checked his blood, his breathing, everything she needed to to pronounce, “He is fit and healthy. I see no reason why we can’t operate.” 
 
    “Wait a min—“ 
 
    Sabrina had been waiting for him to open his mouth, and she shoved a penis gag into it and closed the strap behind his head. 
 
    Again, the women cheered, and one of them yelled, “I need one of those for my husband!” 
 
    One of the other girls yelled out, “And for your lover and your boyfriend and your booty call!” 
 
    “Well, yeah!” 
 
    The women laughed, a few were already drinking, and Nurse Ratshit in her Zorro mask held up a needle and squirted a minute amount of chemical out of it. 
 
    “Take his gag out for a minute.” 
 
    Sabrina loosened the strap, but held it ready to tighten up again. He could be understood mumbling around the penis. 
 
    “Now, Jason, this is leuprolide, it is an LHRH agonist, which means it is used to combat prostate cancer. It will be harmless for you, except that it will stop your testicles from making testosterone.” 
 
    Jason didn’t know where this was going, but he didn’t like it. “But I like my testosterone,” he yelped. 
 
    “Spoken like a man who has too much of it. Did you know that men who don’t make testosterone live up to 15% longer? You know, men like eunuchs?” 
 
    “Eunuchs? I don’t want to be a eunuch!” 
 
    He was starting to understand, and now he was terrified. 
 
    “Don’t knock it till you’ve tried it.” Nurse Ratshit poked the needle into his upper arm and injected. She kept her weight on his arm so he couldn’t move. 
 
    When she was done she put the needle away and said, “Now, the good news, you’ll still be horny, I only gave you a low dose, but for a month you’re going to be horny without being able to cum. Your dick, you see, is going to be soft.” 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    Nurse Ratshit nodded to Sabrina, who pulled the penis gag tight. 
 
    Jason gurgled and tried to speak, but he had no choice. 
 
    While Nurse Ratshit was getting ready for the next procedure, Sabrina leaned close to him and said, “You told your wife that you wanted to know what women did at these little retreats, but how can you understand unless you are a woman?” 
 
    Jason’s eyes rolled around in his sockets. 
 
    “Women don’t get hard ons, so you aren’t going to get hard ons.  Not for a month, at last. And women have tits, so you’re going to get tits. At last for a month. Maybe longer, if you want.” 
 
    Jason tried to scream, but his gargled out yelp just caused the women to laugh. 
 
    Nurse Ratshit made marks on his chest with a little dark pencil. “These boobs will be temporary. They’re called vacation boobs. A month from now and you’ll miss them. 
 
    He looked down and saw she had made dots in three circles around his nipples. 
 
    “You want his nipples erect?” 
 
    “Yes!” the women all roared. 
 
    “Okay. Better get him drunk, though, it tends to hurt when I put a hardener in his nipples. But they will get big and juicy.” 
 
    Sabrina had one of the girls prepare a sippy cup full of bourbon and Coke, and she kept raising his head and feeding him. 
 
    When his head was raised he could see what Nurse Ratshit was doing. She was making injections at each of the dots. the needles were long, and as she went around and around the circles she injected more and more of the boob juice. It looked like she was putting a gallon into each of his pectorals. 
 
    His chest swelled, became legitimate boobs, and he drank more and more. 
 
    Finally, she was done. He had magnificent mounds, and she put a needle to his nipple. 
 
    It was a sharp, burning pain, and he howled and cried, but when she was done his nipples were twice as big, and they stood out from his tits. 
 
    The women all gathered around. They felt his tits, they oohed and ahhed. They held up his dick, but now it was limp. 
 
    But he still felt horny.  
 
    In fact, he felt hornier than before. He had never felt so horny in his life. 
 
    One of the women took his limp dick in her mouth. She rolled it around, sucked, and bobbed and smiled. “This is so cool!” 
 
    Other women sucked his dick, felt his tits, and Nurse Ratshit put her medical equipment away. “You’ll get my bill in the mail.” She laughed and strolled upstairs. She came back a minute later without her medical equipment or nurse’s cap. Now she only wore heels and a Zorro mask. 
 
    Jason felt like the world had ended. He cried, and the more they played with him, the more he cried. 
 
    “Let’s get him up, girls.” 
 
    They pulled on the ropes, took the table away, and he just stood there, his limp manhood hanging down. His testicles were filled, he wanted release, but he no longer had the shaft necessary to a release. 
 
    Sabrina whispered into his ear. “You’ll get over it, honey, and you’ll really enjoy what’s coming your way.” 
 
    Jason just sniffled and hung in his restraints. 
 
    For the next hour the women sat around and talked, a few had drinks, and they got out a container of Men’s Nair and sprayed it on him. It foamed on contact, they left it there for fifteen minutes, then, when it started to burn, they wiped it off.  
 
    An hour later Jason was body bald. Not a hair on him, except for his head. Oddly, his skin felt energized, more sensitive. 
 
      
 
    An hour before lunch the women decided to go for a hike.              They put on hiking boots, panties and bra, and gathered on the porch. 
 
    Sabrina went to Jason. “Would you like to go for a hike with us?” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “Come on, Jason. It’ll be fun. It’ll get your mind off your problems.” 
 
    Sabrina cautioned him against trying to escape, they were all holding remotes, and they let him out of his restraints. 
 
    Jason stood there, and felt the weight of his new boobs. 
 
    And he saw himself in the reflection of a window. He was a man with boobs. 
 
    He went out on the porch and the women all gathered around him, kissed him, welcomed him to ‘womanhood.’ 
 
    “You know, we have to do something about his manhood. It looks so pathetic, but it still marks him as a man. 
 
    “Shelly, get some stretch tape from my room upstairs. Come here, Jason.” 
 
    Jason was walked over and stood in front of Nurse Ratshit, who was sitting on the porch swing. 
 
    Nurse Ratshit took his balls in hand and said, “Spread a little bit. Now, girls, when men’s testicles drop they leave a little space. It is easy to push the testicles back into the space. She pushed Jason’s balls into their pockets. Shelly showed up with the stretch tape, and she proceeded to tape his balls so they would stay in their little places, then she taped his dick back.  
 
    Surprisingly, it didn’t hurt. It made walking a little…different. And it make his front look exactly like a woman’s. 
 
    Looking down at his absent package, Jason walked down the stairs and around the cabin to a trail.  
 
    He wanted to run, but he was crushed by what was happening to him. Besides, the girls were all vying to link their arms through his. And if that wasn’t enough, he saw that they all held remotes on little chains around their necks. 
 
    He didn’t stand a chance in heck of getting away. 
 
    It was beautiful country. They passed over a meadow, and he felt his boobs waggling and jiggling. 
 
    They crossed a stream, and several women sat down in the water and let the cold sluice their privates. 
 
    Jason sat on a rock and Janice sat next to him. He was watching everybody, then she pulled his chin around and began kissing him. One hand was feeling his breasts. 
 
    Jason found himself kissing back. He couldn't do anything, his dick was virtually gone, but…he was horny. 
 
    After being kidnapped and abused, he needed the warm touch of humanity, and the women all wanted to give him that. 
 
    After Janice was Shelly, then another woman, and another. 
 
    The ladies all lay in the stream and watched him. They discussed his little cock, they talked about how ideal he was, how he wouldn't be a bother with his constant demands for sex. 
 
    Which didn’t help Jason, as he was so damned horny. finally, he blurted, “How am I going to get relief?” 
 
    The women all just smiled. They didn’t seem concerned at all about his question. 
 
    Of course, they didn’t have shrunken balls and a shriveled sack and a penis that was about as big as a big man’s thumb. 
 
    A couple of hours passed, and the women all put their shoes on, gathered around Jason, and hustled him up the trail. 
 
    His balls were still tight in their little ‘caves.’ His cock was still pulled back. 
 
    He was, if anything, hornier. 
 
    They arrived at the cabin and Jason was untapped and free to roam through the house. The perimeter was turned on so he couldn't leave, and he was no danger to any of the women, so why not let him wander? 
 
      
 
    They skipped lunch and the afternoon whiled away. 
 
    Jason sat in a small sunroom on a couch and watched the far horizons. And the women kept coming in, sitting next to him, and making out. 
 
    And somewhere during that day he thought about his wife. 
 
    Jan had done this to him. 
 
    She had turned a dozen women loose on him. Told them to do whatever they wanted, and she must have known what they planned. but…but…so what? 
 
    His mind just sort of stopped, unable to progress past that one point. 
 
    His wife had given him to a bunch of sex starved vixens. Period. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, Jason,” it was evening and everybody was eating. “You now have a woman’s body, and it’s time for you to go further.” 
 
    He looked up from his salad. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “It’s not enough to just have tits, or to lose your dick. You need to explore you femininity. You need to learn how to conduct yourself as a woman.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “Tonight we are going to celebrate your empowerment. You are going to learn about underwear and clothes. You, my dear, are going to learn that clothes makes the woman.” 
 
    There was an excited gabble about the table, and a few of the women smiled at him and even congratulated him. 
 
    After dinner they put him in the shower. They checked for hair, then put body cream on him and made him smell like a woman. Then they had a ‘fashion show’ in the living room. 
 
    For hours they had him put on underwear, panties and bra, garters and nylons, tummy shapers, and, finally, a real corset. 
 
    Jason was pretty well cowed by now. He followed directions, and the odd thing, he started to enjoy himself. 
 
    Yes, he was still shattered by the loss of his manhood, the growths on his chest, but the way the women took him in, held him, helped him, kissed him and said nice things about him…he was starting to get over it. 
 
    After all, they told him it was all temporary. His boobs would be absorbed by his body in a month, and his dick would started getting erections after a month. 
 
    So he couldn’t buy into their ‘just enjoy it,’ but he was feeling better. 
 
    At nine o’clock the liquor appeared in heavy doses, and they started dressing him in real clothes. And, man, these women were all wealthy, they had lots of ‘real’ clothes. 
 
    Jason was put in dress after dress. He learned what underclothes went with which dress, he was shown how to show off his cleavage. He explored various types of shoes, and was even able to walk around in high heels. 
 
    The women were no longer calling him Jason. Now they were calling him Jase, and they made it sound so feminine. 
 
    Midnight approached, and Jase was tipsy. To say the least. 
 
    As were the women. 
 
    Jase was fully accoutered as a woman, and suddenly the women were talking about make up. 
 
    “We might just as well put make up now as later.” 
 
    “We planned to do it tomorrow.” 
 
    “But look how Jase is taking to it. He acts more like a women than some of you alley cats.” 
 
    To which there were a bunch of good natured boos. 
 
    “How about it, Jason? Would you like to learn about make up tonight?” 
 
    He gazed around, bleary eyed, and realized there was something more than make up going on. 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Okay. Sit there.” 
 
    Jason sat at the head of the dining table and the women all gathered around. Two of them began putting long fingernails on his digits. 
 
    He sipped bourbon and Coke and watched, and the women brought out their make up kits. 
 
    Every woman had a different idea they wanted to implement. Every woman had their own make up and believed in it. 
 
    Sabrina was hard put on it to referee the melee. 
 
    First they cleaned his face. Everybody could agree on that, and he was surprised at how much blackness their little sponges got off his face. 
 
    “Black heads and pimples, honey,” one of the girls cooed, and they all laughed. 
 
    They the primed him, and there wasn’t too much argument about that. 
 
    Foundation and blush they argued about, but not to vociferously. 
 
    It was when they reached the eyes and lips that the women got belligerent. 
 
    Still, with Sabrina taking charge, they made decisions and worked their magic. 
 
    Jase watched his reflection in a hand mirror and kept blinking, then drinking. They were running roughshod over his image of himself. 
 
    “Carly, you want to give him extensions?” 
 
    Carly, a short girl with red hair and green eyes, did. She wove the extensions into his hair. 
 
    Meanwhile, the girls started experimenting with plumper on his lips. 
 
    Jase had regular lips, but when they applied plumper to them they grew larger and larger. When they finally painted them bright red they were amazing. They didn’t look like male lips at all. They looked like Angeline Jolie’s lips. Big and powerful and ready to yell at the world. 
 
    Jase was amazed and couldn’t stop staring at himself. 
 
    And, somewhere in there, late in the morning, the sun illuminating the tips of the trees, the party died down. Women went to sleep where they were sitting. And Jase just put his head back and slept in his new curls. 
 
      
 
    The next morning a few of the women were pissed off. You’re not supposed to sleep in make up, and a ton of cold cream made appearance. Jase was stripped of his new found female glory, then remade up. 
 
    He wasn’t drunk now. He wasn’t totally sober, but he could think. 
 
    He walked into the bathroom and stared at himself. He just stood, hands on sink, and looked at himself. 
 
    Woman after woman came into the bathroom. They checked themselves in the mirror and sat on the toilet and peed, and they ignored Jase. Except for a few happy smiles, of course. 
 
    An hour passed, and Jase still stood there. 
 
    Sabrina came in, stood behind him, combed his hair out gently. “How you doing, Jase?” 
 
    “I’m a woman.” 
 
    “Yes and no.” 
 
    “Oh? 
 
    “Tonight you will be a woman. Today you are a man still wondering.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “Come on, let’s get breakfast and enjoy the day.” 
 
    Jase went out and had breakfast. He was somber, but not unhappy. In fact, something was happening inside him. Some bit of sunlight was clawing at the gloom, trying to break through. 
 
    Jase ate, and he repaired his lipstick, and he found himself engaged in conversations with the women. Sometimes he would explain the man viewpoint, and sometimes they would explain the female viewpoint. But all conversations were done almost in whispers, and he would feel their gentle hands feeling his tits, groping him as if to make sure there was no weenie down there. 
 
    The day passed slowly. The next day was Monday, and Jan, if she had come to this shindig, would have been going home. And he would have been there to meet her. 
 
    But now it was him, and he wasn’t going home, anyway. 
 
    They had a walk in the afternoon, and the evening came. Many of the women lost their clothes, but Jase didn’t. He felt like a proud puppy, all made up, all dressed up. He wanted to stay this way. 
 
    He went to Sabrina after dinner. “Something’s wrong,” he said. 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “I like this. You told me I would, but…but I like being like this. I love talking to women, and especially in a way I never would have imagined.” 
 
    “And why is that wrong?” 
 
    “Because I’m a man. I’m married, and I have a wife. I can’t do this.” 
 
    “You’d be surprised at what you can do, Jase. Now come along. Let’s liquor up for the big party. Tonight is the big party, you know.” 
 
    He followed her into the kitchen and helped pour drinks. Then he took the drinks out and gave them to the women. 
 
    He loved it. He had been converted. If he could have served these women forever, he would have been as happy as it was possible for him to be. 
 
    Nine o’clock, and he was drunk. Not so drunk as to be incapacitated, but drunk enough. 
 
    Sabrina called him to the center of the room. He stood in the middle of the ladies and was humbled. 
 
    They were so beautiful. They had given him so much. Yet there was one more thing they had to give. 
 
    “Jase, have a seat.”  
 
    Shelly pushed a chair to the center of the room and Jase faced the women. 
 
    “Jase, in appearance you are a woman. But there is more.” 
 
    He stared at her, wondering what more there could be. 
 
    “To be a true woman you have to make love like a woman. We don’t have a man here to help you in this regard, but we can still help you out.” 
 
    “I don’t understand.” 
 
    Sabrina stood up and lifted her dress. She was wearing a strap on and Jase gasped. 
 
    “We have all brought penises for you to fuck and suck. The only question is…are you woman enough to do that?” 
 
    Jase gulped, and the truth burst upon him. 
 
    Did he want to be a woman in appearance forever? Or did he want to take the big step? Did he want to learn how to make love like a woman? 
 
    Did he want to be a woman? 
 
    He knew he would go home changed; that this would change his life. 
 
    Would Jan accept him…the new him? Would she accept him as Jase? 
 
    But he knew the answer. She had sent him here, so she wanted him to have this opportunity. 
 
    “Okay,” he whispered. 
 
    The ladies all smiled. No big cheers this time, just a gladness that overwhelmed. 
 
    “Excellent. We have prepared a special bed for you.” Janice and Shelly pushed a bed into the big room. 
 
    It was a set up of folding cushions, but they had been taken apart and resewed so that he could lay on a slant, his butt up in the air, and his mouth at cock level on the other end. His legs would be spread, and he would be able to just lay there and take it all in. 
 
    Jase went to the ‘bed’ and stared down at it. 
 
    Sabrina stood next to him, and the rest of the women stood behind them. 
 
    “You must take us all, Jase. Once started, you can’t stop. You must suck us and fuck us until there is no resistance in you, until you know that this is what you really want.” 
 
    Jase nodded. He lifted up his dress and pulled his panties down. He was wearing high heels, nylons, and he lay down with his ass in the air. 
 
    It was comfortable, and Sabrina moved between his legs. 
 
    “We left the butt plug in you to help you acclimate.” She pulled it out, and he groaned. He had grown used to having it inside, he wanted to be filled. 
 
    Sabrina put her hands on his ass, then beside his ass, and she hand walked up the bed until her plastic penis touched his rectum. 
 
    Jase gasped, felt her lubing him up, then she was poking into him. 
 
    Some of the ladies pushed his legs apart, made entry easier for Sabrina. 
 
    She bottomed out in him, and he had never felt so open, so exposed, so vulnerable. And so good. 
 
    She began to saw in and out. 
 
    His nuts were hidden and his dick was pulled taped up. He had a smooth front, like a woman, and he took it like a woman. 
 
    Sabrina fucked him gently, remorselessly, and he found himself crying out with the pleasure. 
 
    Janice moved up to his face and flopped her big cock down in front of him. 
 
    He opened his mouth and took it in. He wanted to gag, but Janice took her time, encouraged him to relax, and the cock slowly went down his throat. 
 
    Sabrina moaned, and Jase knew she had cum. He didn’t know how until much later when one of the women explained about the knob on the end of the dildo. The more you fucked, the more you got fucked. And eventually the woman wearing the dildo could have an orgasm. 
 
    Women switched places, and he lost himself in the eternal pump and grind, the way they humped his rump. He felt so full, and his prostate was singing. 
 
    He sucked, and the women sat down next to him. They rubbed him and whispered to him. They kissed him and felt his breasts, and Jase began to feel more and more golden. 
 
    He was the center of a supreme sexual experience, and he loved it. 
 
    Woman after woman pushed their big cocks into him. Woman after woman fucked him, was sucked by him, and he entered a golden haze. This was paradise. This was heaven, and Jase wanted it to never end.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    A MONTH LATER… 
 
    Jason drove up to his house. He turned the car off, went to the trunk and got out his bags. The ladies had all made presents of clothes and underwear and shoes and, and everything that a woman might need. He even had a new make up kit. 
 
    He walked up to the house and entered. “Jan? Honey? I’m home.” 
 
    Jan came out of the bedroom, and she had a massive smile on her face. 
 
    “Oh, my! Let’s look at you.” 
 
    She walked around Jase. She inspected his hair, placed a hand on his breasts…. 
 
    “I had them pump up my tits for you before I came home.” 
 
    “Oh, that was so thoughtful.” She touched his face, examined his impeccable make up. “You are so beautiful.” 
 
    “And…I brought home a syringe.” 
 
    “A syringe?” 
 
    “Yes. It’s the drug that makes the dick soft. Chemical castration it’s called. You weren’t able to be there, you weren’t able to take advantage of my limpness. So if you want me to be limp for another month, or even longer, we can do it. Nurse Ratshit said she could make me limp forever, if I…if you, wanted it.” 
 
    “Oh, honey. I love it. You are so thoughtful. Come back in the bedroom. Bring your syringe.” 
 
    Jase followed his wife into the bedroom. He put down his bags and turned to face her. 
 
    Jan slipped into some high heels. “Take off your heels.” 
 
    He did, and now he was shorter than her. 
 
    “Where do we inject you?” 
 
    “On the arm.” 
 
    Jan smiled, took the syringe and poked it into his arm. 
 
    They sat on the bed and…just sat. 
 
    Jan put an arm around him, held him, and she whispered, “Don’t wear high heels when I do. I want to be taller. Did you bring home a strap on?” 
 
    “Yes. of course.” 
 
    “Excellent. Shall we try it out right now?” 
 
    Jase smiled. He got up and found the strap on in his luggage. It was long and quite large. He handed it to her, then pulled his dress up and lowered his panties and leaned across the bed. 
 
    He could hardly wait. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Oh, honey! This is so wonderful!” 
 
    Rob and Jill entered their suite. 
 
    The furnishings were lush and expensive. The suite was laid out perfectly and their personal butler had put their suitcases in their room and politely bowed out. 
 
    They were in the Waldorf Astoria in Cabos. The hotel was built against the cliffs with only a landing patch for a beach. But what a beach it was! 
 
    The water was brilliant turquoise and offered perfect waves. The sand was fine and white and powdery. 
 
    Above the beach were the tan walls of the hotel, inlaid with flat rocks. Their personal swimming pool was a smooth surface that dropped over a lip just outside their suite. 
 
    Rob and Jill stood just inside the sliding glass door above the pool and stare at paradise. 
 
    Rob was five foot 6, slender for a man, but had a large penis. His hair was dark and his face was a handsome oval. His eyes were brown and very expressive. 
 
    Jill had surfer hair, and it always looked like she had just tossed it to the side. Her blue eyes were pale, penetrating, and revealed a sharp intelligence. 
 
    She, too, was slender, but her lithe figure had large boobs. 
 
    They stood next to each other, Rob’s arm around her shoulders, and his cock throbbing. 
 
    He turned to her, “I can’t believe you married me.” 
 
    “I couldn’t resist you. You’re so handsome, so strong…” 
 
    “And I’ve got a rich mother.” 
 
    They both laughed. His mother was rich, but outside this fabulous wedding present, two weeks at the Waldorf Astoria in Cabos, she didn’t share her money. 
 
    Not that they cared. 
 
    Rob turned Jill and raised her chin with a finger. They kissed, and hugged, then Jill said, “Let’s put on our swim suits and walk on the beach.” 
 
    “We could, except that once we get our clothes off, and before we get our suits on, I think I’m going to need a little, eh, you know?” 
 
    “Now, Rob. We’re only going to be here a while, so let’s make the most of it.” 
 
    “That’s what I had in mind,” he leered and cupped her breast. 
 
    She liked his attention, and she loved to kiss him, but sex could wait. 
 
    “Nonsense,” she pushed his hands down and pushed him away. “Let’s get dressed and go for a walk. We can get a couple of beers and watched the sunset. It’s going to be so romantic!” 
 
    Rob backed into the suite and started shedding clothes. 
 
    “I’ve got your romance right here.” 
 
    He dropped his drawers and his cock stood right out. 
 
    “Oh, come on, Rob.” Jill laughed and walked past him, evaded his arms, and entered the bedroom. 
 
    Rob followed her, waited until she was undressed, then moved in on her. 
 
    “You’re so beautiful,” he whispered, putting his arms around her. 
 
    “And you’re so handsome.” 
 
    He pushed her back on the bed and she sighed. She did want to go for a walk in the evening, but it was their honeymoon, and…well, he did want to have sex. 
 
    She lay back and spread her legs, and Rob wasted no time. 
 
    He kissed his way up the inside of her thighs. He nuzzled her pussy, licked the labia, and sucked on the clitoris. 
 
    Jill moaned and thrust her hips into his face. 
 
    Rob ate like a starved man, then he moved up to put his penis in her. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” he murmured. 
 
    She put her arms around him, wrapped her legs around his waist, and he started to push his dick into her and… “UNH…fuck! UH…uh…uh…” 
 
    He squirted. 
 
    Jill lay back in amazement. Her thighs were sticky with his mess, and…he was done! 
 
    “Did you…” 
 
    He nodded and hung his head. “I’m sorry. I couldn’t help it. You’re just too sexy.” 
 
    “Thank you for the compliment, but I really wanted an orgasm!” 
 
    “I know,” he said. “But we can do it after our walk.” 
 
    He looked so hopeful, and he was sorry, so Jill pushed him back and said, “Okay, we can fuck again later, but…next time I want to cum.” 
 
    “Oh, honey. You will. This was just a one time thing. I won’t be so quick on the trigger next time, and I’ll get you off.” 
 
    Still, she was disappointed. It was their honeymoon, however, so she pushed the experience into the back of her mind. They still had two weeks of fun and fucking, so…so what if he shot his wad a little prematurely this time. He was excited, after all. And it was actually a compliment to her beauty. 
 
    They walked along the stretch of beach. They ran towards the water, then tried to back peddle form the incoming waves. They laughed, and kissed, and had a wonderful time. 
 
    The sun set and the moon rose. They walked back to the hotel, arm in arm, and stopped to kiss every once in a while. 
 
    Jill was so happy. She had forgotten about his premature ejaculation, and she was looking forward to getting her loins porked. 
 
    They walked up to the bar under the patio awning and ordered tequila. A few drinks later they were dancing, enamored by each other, and the music was soft and sexual. Sade sang about the sweetest taboo and they held each other and hugged and moved their bodies against one another. 
 
    A few more drinks later they headed up for their room. Giggling, they scampered down the hallways, and entered their suite. 
 
    “Oh, honey,” she murmured. “I love you so much.” 
 
    They crossed the room and stood behind the glass window and kissed. He felt her lips so soft and plump. She chewed on him and lowered her hand and fondled his manhood. 
 
    Rob groaned, and they adjourned to the bedroom. 
 
    Naked, on the big, soft bed, they spent a long time kissing, exploring each others sexual organs. And, finally Rob lay back and put his arms behind his head. 
 
    Jill hugged him, she rose up and squatted over him, reached for his weenie, but…it wasn’t hard! 
 
    “Rob?” she muttered, then she found the limp dick. 
 
    “Rob?” 
 
    “Zzzzz.” 
 
    “Rob?” 
 
    She turned on the light, and stared in astonishment. 
 
    Rob had passed out. Gone to sleep. He snored happily, and his cock was just a limp, little worm. 
 
    She grabbed it, totally frustrated, and tried to work it. She’d fuck him asleep if she had to, but she had to fuck him! He had left her high and dry earlier, and she had to get off! 
 
    “ZZZzzzZZZ.” Rob changed pitch, increased and lowered the decibels, and simple…slept. 
 
    “Rob!” Jill shook him, tried to wake him. 
 
    Rob, however, was not about to wake up. He had cum earlier, he had walked on the beach, he had danced, and he had drunk himself to the point where he could no longer stay awake. 
 
    Jill finally gave up. She turned off the light and left the room. She grabbed a beer out of the refrigerator and went out and sat in their pool. 
 
    It was warm, the pool temperature was perfect, and…she was horny. 
 
    She sipped the suds slowly, and thought about diddling herself. Jilling off. But that seemed sort of silly. Her mother-in-law had spent a small fortune for this place, it was the ultimate in romantic getaways, and…and tomorrow he would fuck her. And he would fuck her good, in the way that she wanted. 
 
    So thinking, she sat in the pool and enjoyed the night and drank her beer. Then she went in and lay down next to Ron. 
 
    “ZzzzZZzzz.’ 
 
    Groaning, she tried to cover her ears, but finally gave up. He was just too loud, so she went to a closet and got a blanket and went out to the front room. She closed the door to the bedroom, cuddled up on the couch, and tried to ignore the roar of the plane in the next room. She watched the night outside and finally drifted off. 
 
      
 
    The next morning Jill was woken by Rob’s whiskered face nuzzling at her thighs. 
 
    “Oh! You horn dog!” She smiled and came awake and started pumping her cunt into his face. 
 
    Rob grinned and went to work. He had a long tongue and he used it like it was a rapier. His tongue darted into her, licked the rim of her pussy, and he ground his whole face into her. 
 
    Jill reached down and caught his face and pulled it to her. She kissed him, and laughed, “What a slime face! Come on now and fuck me.” 
 
    She was so horny from the night before. She couldn’t wait. She pulled and he pushed and he got his penis right up to her pussy. He started to slide the head into her and— 
 
    “UNH! Oh, fuck! Uh…uh…uh…” 
 
    She looked at him in astonishment. Once again her thighs were a juicy mess, splattered with his white paint. “You didn’t!” 
 
    “Oh, God! I’m sorry, Jill. I tried to hold back! I tried!” 
 
    He pushed off her and looked a bit embarrassed.  
 
    She got up and went for the bathroom. She wiped herself off and came back in. “Honey, this isn’t…you aren’t going to do this all this time. Are you?” 
 
    “No! No! It’s just…you’ve got to admit that you are the most beautiful woman in the world, and I…I…” 
 
    He looked down at the floor. His slack dick was a shrimp now, shiny with the last bit of his semen. 
 
    Jill was perturbed, but it was her honeymoon, after all. So she had to forgive him, and they could try again after breakfast. 
 
    After breakfast, however, Rob had no desire. 
 
    “Come on, let’s take a dip in the Pacific,” he said. “We can fuck later.” 
 
    “You came twice and I haven’t cum at all. I think it’s time we handled this.” 
 
    “And we will! Right after a little dip.” 
 
    She tried to get him to do her, but he resisted, insisted he was empty and couldn’t get it up, and she finally allowed herself to be dragged down to the ocean. 
 
    It was hard to be angry while swimming in one of the finest beaches in the world, so they laughed and splashed each other, smooched a bit, and had a wonderful time. 
 
    Mid morning they took brunch at one of the restaurants. They ate Huevos Rancheros with sides of bacon and a bowl of fruit. Then they ordered a couple of Margaritas and sat on a lounge chair and snuggled.  
 
    About lunch time Jill felt the familiar, little poke of Rob’s smarter head. She grinned, grabbed it, and said, “Okay, baby. It’s time.” 
 
    They headed for the elevator, kissed madly for a couple of floors, then ran down the hall to their suite. 
 
    They fell onto the bed, lips locked, groping each others parts, and terribly in love. 
 
    Again, he spent an appropriate amount of time eating her out, then she pulled him up to her junction. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” she said as she opened her legs and welcomed him to paradise. 
 
    Rob lurched forward, held his penis in position, nudged against her pussy, and— “UNH! Oh…fuck…oh….unh!” 
 
    Jill’s snapped open. She went up on her elbows and looked down. 
 
    “No!” she gasped. “Not again! You…you…” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Fuck!” she screamed. She got up, washed herself off in the bathroom, then called down for a bottle of bourbon, and went and sat in the pool. 
 
    Here she was. Prime of life, prime of horniness, and she couldn’t get laid. 
 
    Rob came out and was chastened, subdued, and deflated. 
 
    He started to say he was sorry, but at that moment the butler knocked and entered the room. He had big silver cup filled with ice and Coke, and a bottle of Blanton’s Single Barrel Bourbon. 
 
    Rob waited while the butler, a suave Mexican fellow, set the silver cup next to the pool, scooped up ice in a pair of glasses, half filled the glasses with the beautiful, brown liquid, added Coke, and presented them each with a glass. 
 
    The butler gone, Jill guzzled half her drink, then sat back and stared at the ocean. 
 
    Rob held his glass and looked miserable. “I’m sorry, honey. It just happened. 
 
    She turned to him, vipers in her eyes, and snapped. “It happened three times. Is this going to be the way it is?” 
 
    “No! No!” 
 
    She took another gulp, looked up at him, and said, “So how come you could fuck me over the months, but when we get married you squirt your brains out without a ‘by your leave?’” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Come on. We’re married. Maybe it’s time you came clean.” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    She could see there was something there, so she became more insistent. “If there is something going on with your manhood then I want to know what it is, and right now! 
 
    “Well, when we were dating, you see…” 
 
    “Yes. We were dating. And why could you hold back and let me cum before you got yourself off? Why are you cumming so fast now?” 
 
    “Well…uh, my mother likes you.” 
 
    “And I like your mother. But what does that have to do with your propensity to shoot your seed so fast it makes my head spin!” 
 
    “Well, mother knew I was…I had a…a problem…” 
 
    “She knew you were a rabbit ejaculator.” 
 
    He nodded, miserable, and said, “So she had me masturbate before I went out with you.” 
 
    “What? Your mother jacked you off?” 
 
    She was pissed, and perhaps a bit cruel, but he just took it. 
 
    “No. Mother would never do that. But she did time me, figured out how long our date would be, and had me masturbate at the exact moment that would allow me to recover in time for you. 
 
    Jill’s eyes narrowed. “So if I had jumped into bed when you picked me up you would have had nothing.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “And if the date went too long I might have passed the window of opportunity and figured out that you were ejaculate challenged.” 
 
    Again, he nodded. 
 
    “So if I want to get my rocks off…how long after you’ve ejaculated before you can fuck without the danger of cumming too fast?” 
 
    “Three hours and forty minutes.” 
 
    “So you’ve been timing our fucks for this last six months, making sure we fucked at four hours.” 
 
    “That would be too long. There’s only about a ten minute window.” 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    Jill drained her bourbon, pushed the glass to him for a refill, and stared at the deep, blue ocean. She thought about sometimes he was adamant and wanted to fuck quickly, and how sometimes he just abruptly left. It all made sense now. 
 
    Rob refilled the bourbon and Coke and handed it to her. 
 
    Jill sipped and thought. 
 
    “So were you planning on using an egg timer for the rest of our lives?” 
 
    “I…I didn’t really think about it. I was just so excited, and you’re so—“ 
 
    “Beautiful. Yeah. I know.” 
 
    She sipped. And didn’t care that she was beautiful. She just wanted a damned orgasm! 
 
    “So when is the window going to be open next?” 
 
    He looked at a clock on the wall, did some quick calculations. “Two thirty-eight.” 
 
    “Oh, God!” 
 
    They sat in the pool, her sulking, him embarrassed, for a few hours. Finally, the clock reading 2:38, she jumped out of the pool and grabbed his hand.  
 
    She had actually calmed down a bit, and she said, “Okay, lover, time to do the dirty.” 
 
    He followed her into the bedroom, abashed, and when she spread her legs he crept between them and started eating. 
 
    Again, that long tongue did its work. He really did have good cunnilingual skills, that could be said for him, but when he pushed his weenie into her… 
 
    “OH! FUCK!…unh…unh…” 
 
    She pushed him off her. “I thought you said…” 
 
    He lay on his back, his cock limp as could be. “I’m sorry. It’s supposed to be…I shouldn’t have…I don’t know what to say.” 
 
    Jill turned on her side and little tears crept out of her eyes. She had looked forward to this…and now, to find out he was…not impotent, but…overly and too fast potent… 
 
    “Honey, I am sorry. And I’ll make it up to you. I’ll be the best husband you ever…” 
 
    She whirled back to him. “You’ll what? Doom me to a life of frustration? I’m Catholic, dammit! I can’t divorce you!” 
 
    Rob started to cry, which didn’t make Jill feel better. But being in the midst of terminal frustration, she spun to the side table and picked up a phone. 
 
    “Si, senor.” 
 
    “This is the senorita. Does your gift shop have vibrators?” 
 
    “Si.” 
 
    “Could you send one up to suite 311 right now?” 
 
    Rob’s mouth dropped open. 
 
    She said, “You might think I’m mean, but I’m frustrated, and you’ve cheated me.” 
 
    “But they’ll know!” 
 
    “Honey, right now I am so horny I just don’t care. 
 
    A few minutes later there was a knock on the door and their butler entered the room. He held a silver tray with a purple cloth draped over it. 
 
    Jill went out for it, and Rob made it to the bedroom door before he was stopped by mortification. 
 
    The Butler, Jose, placed the tray on the table, bowed, and left. Though it did seem like his eyes passed over Rob briefly, and there did seem to be a bit of a smirk hidden in his polite smile. 
 
    Jill grabbed the vibrator and ran back into the bedroom. She brushed past Rob and leaped onto the bed. 
 
    Rob, mouth open, stepped to the side of the bed and looked down. 
 
    Jill lay on her back, started moving the tip of the vibrator over her pussy. 
 
    “Jill…can’t we talk—“ 
 
    “Shut up, honey. I’ve got important business to attend to.” 
 
    She had her fingers in her twat now, and was pushing the vibrator around the rim of her pussy. 
 
    “But, can’t we—“ 
 
    “Shhh…oh, this is going to be…” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “AHHHH! FU-U-U-UCK!” 
 
    Her hips rose up and she jammed the dildo into herself. Her thighs clenched and closed and she turned on her side. Her eyes were actually crossed. 
 
    Rob stood there and stared. Truth was, he had never seen anything so hot in his life. His dick, so recently exhausted, was again standing up. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” he said, and he began to stroke. 
 
    Jill, drained, looked over at him. “You’ve got to be kidding,” she murmured, and Rob came. 
 
      
 
    And so the pace of the honeymoon was set. Jill abused the vibrator, and Rob rubbed a squirt out every few hours. 
 
    She was frustrated, and he was Speedy Gonzalez. 
 
    They still hugged and kissed, and got each other in the mood, but as for the actuality of the deed itself, it was weird. 
 
    And so it would have gone for the whole two weeks, but on the third day Jill’s cell phone rang. 
 
    She was sitting on the beach, Rob had gone up for Margaritas, and Jill glanced at the number. 
 
    Marnie. Rob’s mother. Who she liked, but didn’t really want to talk to right now. She frowned, but, being the good daughter-in-law, she answered. 
 
    “Hey, Marnie.” 
 
    “Hey, new daughter, how’s the sex?” 
 
    Jill burst into tears. 
 
    “I thought so. And I imagine you’re feeling just a bit cheated now.” 
 
    Jill sobbed and listened. 
 
    “Just to let you know, his father was the same way, and I had to be very inventive just to get knocked up. I mean, the male side of the family is like rabbits on speed. They’re either limp, or they squirt and they’re limp, and, well…I feel your pain.” 
 
    Jill said nothing. 
 
    “However, having been down your road, and hoping that love is greater than frustration, I’ve sent you something that will help.” 
 
    “Oh, Marnie…” 
 
    “Have faith, little girl. Use the device, and when you get back I can help you get through this little crisis.” 
 
    Click. 
 
    Jill put her phone aside just as Rob brought the Margaritas.  
 
    “Who was that?” 
 
    “Wrong number,” she said, wiping the tears away so he didn’t see them. 
 
    “Isn’t that weird? No matter where you go in the world there’s a wrong number.” 
 
    No, honey, she thought. What’s weird is that you squirt uncontrollably and I am so frustrated I could…I could… She didn’t know what she could. But she wondered what Marnie had sent her. 
 
    It was mid morning when Jill got the call from Marnie. They were planning to stay on the sand through the day, work on their tans, cool themselves off in the Pacific, but Jill couldn’t stand it. What was Marnie sending her? She had said ‘device,’ but what did that mean? 
 
    So she pulled Rob up to the suite for lunch. 
 
    No packages. Hmm. 
 
    Back to the beach. 
 
    More lounging in the surf. 
 
    She ran up to the suite about three in the afternoon. No package. 
 
    But when they went up to get ready for dinner…package! 
 
    “What’s that?” asked Rob. 
 
    “Don’t know.” Jill dug her fingers under the flaps and opened the box. It was filled with crumpled up, brown paper. 
 
    Rob looked at the address. “Uh oh.” 
 
    Jill looked at him. His face was worried. 
 
    “What’s the matter.” 
 
    “It’s from mother.” 
 
    “So what’s wrong with that?” Julie pulled paper from the box. 
 
    “Uh, nothing…” 
 
    But Rob was acting weird. 
 
    Jill pulled the last bit of paper from the box and looked into the bottom of the box. 
 
    She saw a big dildo. It was twelve inches long, ribbed, and it had a weird two inch head. 
 
    “What the fuck?” 
 
    She held up the dildo and turned it on. The head started going round and round and Jill giggled. “Oh, baby! This is the serious industrial model.” 
 
    Rob grabbed the box, “That’s weird, when you have a perfectly good dick to exercise on.” 
 
    “Hold on, bozo!” She grabbed his arm and stopped him. He was going to throw the box in the trash. “There’s something else in there. Gimme a look see.” 
 
    “It’s just the bill of lading,” he tried to keep the box from her. 
 
    She grabbed his groin and squeezed. He went to his knees and she managed to reach around and take the box out of his suddenly loose fingers. 
 
    “Stop!” He sounded like he was gargling. Perspiration had broken out on his face and his eyes looked a bit desperate. 
 
    Inside the box, in the corner, was another box. It was about six inches cubed, and she took it out and shook it. A little motion inside, but no clunking or anything. 
 
    “No,” he gasped. Even though she was squeezing his testicles he flailed with one hand and tried to grab the box. 
 
    She pushed him away and opened the box. Inside was a purple sack, and she pulled that out. 
 
    “Please, don’t…” he tried. 
 
    She made a moue and opened the bag. She shook it out on the dining table. 
 
    A ring. A rube in the shape of a cock. A lock. 
 
    What the fuck? 
 
    She pulled out a sheet of paper and opened it up. Instructions in French and Spanish and English. the English said: 
 
      
 
    No Cum Chastity! 
 
    Control your man today, girls. 
 
    No unauthorized cummies! 
 
      
 
    Jill’s mouth opened. 
 
    Rob said, “Oh, shit,” and looked down at the floor. 
 
    Jill had heard of such things, but she had never seen one. 
 
    She looked at Rob, whose head was hanging. 
 
    But why had Marnie sent her…then she grinned. She didn’t know why Marnie had sent her the thing, but it was obvious where it went. And the idea of stopping Rob from cumming, after his dismal jack rabbit performance, was appealing. 
 
    In fact, the idea of controlling his orgasms was nefarious, wicked, delicious, and just what the doctor ordered. 
 
    “You know what this is, don’t you?” 
 
    “It’s a chastity tube.” He whispered so she could barely hear him. 
 
    “Have you ever worn one before?” 
 
    He nodded, and she had never seen a person so discouraged in her life. 
 
    “Your mother sent this one to me, but she means it for you, doesn’t she?” 
 
    He nodded, then he looked up. “But I don’t need a chastity tube! I like cumming! Don’t make me wear it! Please!” 
 
    But Jill was already convinced. After the circus he had just put her through…she wanted him to wear it. She didn’t know exactly what the effects would be, but…she wanted to take control of his semen spitting snake.  
 
    And it crossed her mind that maybe if she stopped him from cumming, then maybe he could learn a little self control. Maybe he could learn to cum like a turtle, and not like Bugs Bunny on Viagra. 
 
    “Put it on.” She lowered her gaze and looked him straight in the eyes. 
 
    “Honey, no. We’re married now, and—“ 
 
    “Put it on or I’m leaving, right now.” 
 
    “But Jill! You can’t be serious! So I’ve got a little problem with premature ejaculation! This isn’t the end! I can learn to control myself!” 
 
    “You’re darned right you can. And it starts right now, right here, with this chastity tube!” 
 
    “But honey…” he wailed and he cried, he blustered and he sobbed, but when she packed her bags and headed for the door he gave in. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She didn’t even allow herself a smile. She placed the suitcase next to the door, turned and watched him. “Put it on.” 
 
    “I…I will, but I can’t right—No! Don’t leave! I’m too hard right now! As soon as I calm down I’ll put it on!” 
 
    Jill had had a hand to the doorknob, but she stopped and considered. He was right. 
 
    “All right.” She walked to him. He had trunks on from being on the beach, and she pulled them down. 
 
    His cock stuck straight out. It was so big and hard, and she wondered how such a wonderful thing could have such a terminal problem. 
 
    She grabbed his cock with one hand and his balls with the other. It only took three rubs and he groaned and squirted. His knees bent and he shook, and she was once again amazed at the amount of sperm he put out. 
 
    “Oh…fuck…fuck…Heysoos!” 
 
    She stood up, put the chastity device in his hand, and waited. 
 
    Almost crying, definitely sniffling, Rob put the ring over his package. It was a tight fit. He put the tube on his cock, and the little points on the inside of the tube insured he wouldn’t be able to pull his cock out. 
 
    “Did you want to close it?” His eyes were wet as he handed her the padlock. 
 
    Curious, trying to understand what was going on in Rob’s mind, Jill took the padlock. She fit it through the loop, making the ring and the tube one piece, and closed it. 
 
    Click. 
 
    She was startled by the feeling of power that ran through her. It was like she had just become empowered, like she had been elected queen, and the whole world had bowed down to her. 
 
    Rob just stood there and looked down at his dong. He was trapped, he was a prisoner, he was all locked up with no where to go. 
 
    He looked up at her, and the look on his face was so puppy dog sad that Jill almost laughed. 
 
    But she didn’t. She simply said, “Let’s go in the bedroom.” 
 
    “But…why?” 
 
    “Because I finally feel horny. I feel like getting fucked.” 
 
    “But I’m locked up! Let me out and we can—“ 
 
    “Nope. You tricked me into this marriage. You’re dick challenged, and you should have let me know before.” 
 
    “But you might not have married me!” 
 
    “But as it is I married you, or I should say you married me, under false pretenses. I have suffered, I have lived frustrated…” 
 
    “But only for a couple of days!” 
 
    “That will last a lifetime. So now you’re going to see how it feels. You’re going to use your tongue, and your hands, and my toys, and you’re going to get me off in the manner to which I have become accustomed.” 
 
    “But, honey—“ 
 
    “Get in there!” She pushed him towards the bedroom. 
 
    In the bedroom she stripped off her clothes and lay down with spread legs. 
 
    Rob stood at the bottom of the bed and looked so disconsolate. His cock was wiggling, trying to get hard, and he looked at her. “Honey…can’t we—“ 
 
    “Get to work. Or do I have to call room service?” 
 
    Rob gasped. He believed her. He crawled onto the bed. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Start sucking, my love.” 
 
    Rob lowered his head and put that long tongue of his to work. He lapped and licked and Jill grabbed his head and pushed her hips up. 
 
    His face ground into her pussy, and she moaned. Now that she had given up the idea of his dick, everything was okay. Heck, she could live with his tongue, and his hands and her toys. 
 
    “Use your fingers, honey. Add them one at a time and make me love it. 
 
    Rob dutifully, and even showing a bit of excitement, stuck a finger in her and swirled it around. 
 
    Jill felt him reaming her rim, and she gage a groan. “Oh, yeah! Now we’re talking!” 
 
    Then two fingers, and he licked and sucked at the same time. 
 
    Suddenly he stuck one of his fingers in her asshole, and she squealed. “Oh, yes!” 
 
    She had never done anal sex, but this was heaven. 
 
    She grabbed her vibrator and said, “Stick it in! Do me!”
Rob slid the big thing into her twat, and she grabbed his wrist and held it, and the thing was firmly in her. 
 
    She could feel the rotating head go around and around.  
 
    “Suck my tits!” 
 
    He moved up, took her nipple in his mouth and sucked, used his tongue to swirl around the pink tips, all the while the vibrator ground away inside her. 
 
    “Oh, yes! Honey! This is it!” 
 
    She began to cum. A big, long lasting orgasm that shook her from tootsie to scalp. Her hips jumped up and down. Her legs tried to close, but he was in her solidly. 
 
    “Oh…fuck! Fuck…oh!” 
 
    Slowly, she began to come down to earth. She looked at Rob, who knelt on the bed, his face gasping and a haunted gleam in his eyes. 
 
    He had protested, but he liked this. 
 
    Jill grinned, and realized that the honeymoon had finally started.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “How was your honeymoon?” Marie asked, showing Jill to the dining room. 
 
    Jill thought about her honeymoon and smiled. Two weeks of being tongued and fingered and toyed with. Whenever she wanted it. 
 
    And two weeks of Rob being super horny, doing what she wanted. Waiting on her hand and foot, using his hands and mouth and her toys. Oh, God! It had been heavenly. 
 
    And she had never felt so powerful in her life. The control she had over that man… 
 
    “It was wonderful,” she said sincerely. 
 
    Marnie glanced at her, smirked, and told her to have a seat. 
 
    They were in Marnie’s New York apartment, and Rob was elsewhere. His mother had told him to bug off, that she had business to discuss with Jill. 
 
    Chastened, his cock in a chastity tube, knowing that his mother knew, that she had set the whole thing up, he had gone home to wait for Jill to call him for a ride home. 
 
    Marnie went to the combination sideboard and wet bar and filled two glasses with ice. She filled her glass to the top with Whistlepig, which was real sippin’ whiskey. She poured Old Grandad and Coke into the other glass. 
 
    She presented Old Grandad mixed with Coke to Jill. 
 
    “Sorry, daughter-in-law, but if you ain’t gonna sip whiskey the right way, if you’re gonna ruin it with that sissy soft drink stuff, then you get the cheap shit. 
 
    Marnie chuckled. “Next time I come over maybe I’ll try the sipping whiskey, but for right now…” she hoisted the glass, clinked with her mother-in-law, and gulped. 
 
    Her gulp was big, but Marnie’s was bigger. Then Marnie went to sippin’, which is the right way to do things. One gulp to cut the dust, then a series of slight sips to keep the high. 
 
    “So, you found my son’s big cock a bit wanting.” 
 
    Jill frowned, then, “I love him, but…he should have let me know about his…inadequacies. 
 
    Marnie snorted. “Inadequacies. That’s a polite way of putting it. How did the chastity tube work?” 
 
    “It was wonderful. It slowed him down, made him much more loving, but I miss the real flesh.” 
 
    “Oh, hell, girl, you can always take on a lover or four.” 
 
    Jill blinked. 
 
    “That’s what I did. Rob’s father, Big Rob, he was a quick cummer. That man would squirt if you patted his butt. But once I got him in chastity everything stopped going up and down, and I started having a love life. I had him screw me with every toy I could find. Even a hand carved dildo from the Philippines. He wore strap ons, he used his fists, he became totally expert at using his mouth. And after about ten years the need for flesh got to be too much. So I tied him down on the bed one night, told him what I was going to do, then went out and did it. Now that was a night to remember.” 
 
    “Well,” said Jill, “I’m not to that point yet.” 
 
    “Of course you’re not. But you are at the point where you’re going to have to learn some tricks.” 
 
    “What kind of tricks?” 
 
    “When you’re ready to have a baby, I have the name of a doctor who will help you with the in vitro proceedings. That’s one.” 
 
    “Wow,” Jill said. 
 
    “I know. You were figuring on the old fashioned way. Sorry, but it’s not too likely considering how hair trigger the men in this family are. But they are potent. You take some seed over to the doc and he’ll get you fixed up and you can carry the baby to your heart’s content. Ot you can get a surrogate or whatever.” Marnie shrugged. 
 
    “Okay. I’ll think about that.” 
 
    Marnie sighed. “And now we’re to it. It’s pretty obvious that I’m a nosey, old so and so.” 
 
    “I never said that.” 
 
    “Listen, daughter-in-law, if you never want to see me again I’ll retreat to my cave and unfriend you. But, here’s the thing, I’ve checked you out, and it looks like you really love my son. And if you really love my son then you’ll stay with him no matter how sexually dysfunctional he is.” 
 
    Jill listened, watched, judged. 
 
    “If you want to bail now I’ll understand. I’ll even gift you ten grand and help you on the way. My son didn’t tell you about his problem, and…I understand. 
 
    “But if you love him then you’ll adapt to a different kind of sex. You’ll learn how to make the most of it. And maybe you’ll take on lovers, and maybe you won’t. And if that is your decision I’ll help you there, too.” 
 
    It sounded like the talk was at an end, but Marnie was just getting started. 
 
    “But if you decide to stay then you’re going to have to do a few things. You’re going to have to adjust my son’s thinking. You’re going to have to change him, make him into a different person.  
 
    “I had trouble with this in my marriage, and I almost lost Rob senior until I figured it out and did what I am about to tell you you must do.” 
 
    “And what is it I have to do?” 
 
    Marnie studied her for fifteen seconds, then she stood up. “Come with me.” 
 
    Jill followed her mother-in-law through the house. They ascended the stairs, walked down a hallway, and into a sitting room. 
 
    A big window opened up on New York. Outside the window were a few trees, a distance, then the lights and buildings of the big city. 
 
    On another wall was a picture of two beautiful women. It was a bit aged, but the women had excellent figures, happy faces, and looked truly happy. They were in a park, probably Central Park, and their arms were around each other. 
 
    The third wall had a dresser and a closet door on it. 
 
    The fourth wall had the door to the hallway and a bed. 
 
    The two women looked out the window. 
 
    “Quite beautiful.” 
 
    “If you think I brought you here to gaze at the scenery you’re mistaken. 
 
    Jill looked at her mother-in-law. Her mother-in-law turned her to the wall with the picture of the two ladies on it. 
 
    “Jill. That’s a portrait of me and Rob’s father.” 
 
    Jill blinked, looked back and forth between the picture and Marnie, saw the resemblance, and said, “Oh, my God!” 
 
      
 
    Jill sat in the passenger seat and Rob drove. The little meeting with Marnie had transmogrified into a long meeting with much significance. Marnie spent an hour pointing out ways and means, explaining methods and consequences. 
 
    Jill spent two hours asking questions. And wanted to spend another couple of hours, but that would have to wait for another time. The afternoon was waning, and she had to get home and start implementing the plan that Marnie had discussed with her. 
 
    “So how’d it go?” he asked. He seemed a bit nervous. 
 
    “Pretty good. I learned about your father.” 
 
    He seemed to shrink. One second he was five foot six, the next second he was five foot two. And shrinking. His eyes watched the road and there seemed to be nothing in him. 
 
    “Why didn’t you tell me about your father?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    This was one of the points that Marnie had drilled into Jill. Always demand the truth. Dig and pound until you have the truth and nothing but the truth. 
 
    “I didn’t think it was important.” 
 
    “Hunh!” 
 
    Another rule: communicate with grunts and sighs. Make him guess what you mean. 
 
    “Well, it’s obvious that we’re going to have to do something about this.” 
 
    “About what?” He risked a glanced at Jill. 
 
    “About your untruthfullness.” 
 
    “But I…I tell the truth.” 
 
    “When you feel like it. But I need the truth all the time.” Jill turned to him. “How can I have a relationship with a man who hides behind lies?” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “So you’re not going to cum for a month.” 
 
    “What?” he squeaked. 
 
    “A month without orgasms should teach you how to be honest.” 
 
    “But, honey…” 
 
    “Or perhaps you wanted to keep lying?” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    A half hour later, Rob still begging, they reached home. Before Jill got out she said, “And if you keep begging I’m going to add time.” 
 
    Rob looked like the world had fallen on him. 
 
      
 
    The next couple of weeks were nice. Rob was well behaved, didn’t speak much, and was getting used to the new world order. 
 
    Jill kept up the pressure, of course. Not by picking away at him. She had already changed the rules, no need to be mean about it. 
 
    She kept up the pressure by smiling at him, fondling his balls, stopping to kiss him whenever they passed in the hallway. 
 
    Rob responded well, and just as Marnie had predicted. 
 
    He became more attentive, he started following her around like a puppy dog, he became dependent upon her. 
 
    “Rob, would you mind doing the dishes?” 
 
    Rob didn’t mind. 
 
    “Rob, I think the laundry needs doing.” 
 
    Rob gathered the laundry and saw to it. 
 
    “Rob, I cooked, you clean.” 
 
    So he cleaned. 
 
    And when she made him cook…he cleaned then, too. 
 
    But the most important thing was that he kept his nose in her crotch. She made him worship her tits and he used her dildos on her. 
 
    He would sweat and groan and be hornier than a goat in a whore house. She had her pleasure, thanked him, and let him cuddle. 
 
    His cock tried its very best to break the chastity tube, and his balls were big, shiny and red. 
 
    He started dripping semen from the end of his cock. 
 
    As the days passed he began to fall apart, to break down, and she watched him carefully. He was going to reach a tipping point, and she. wanted to take advantage of that. 
 
    On a Tuesday evening that point was reached. 
 
    He had his fingers in her and was sucking her tits, trying to get her off. And when she went off with a bang, she came back to her senses to find him crying. 
 
    “Rob? What’s wrong?” 
 
    “I can’t take it anymore! I’m horny all the time!” Tears poured from his eyes. “I perform cunnilingus, I do all my chores, and…and I need to cum! 
 
    Jill sat him on the edge of the bed. “Now, Rob. You know our situation. You are a rapid ejaculator, and you lied to marry me. Why should I let you cum?” 
 
    “Because I need to! My system is backed up! My balls are totally blue and it’s hard to speak, to even think, when you…when you…” 
 
    “So you want to cum.” 
 
    He sniffled and nodded. 
 
    “Even though you’ve been a bad boy.” 
 
    He wanted to deny being a bad boy, but he had lied to get her to marry him, so he kept his mouth shut. 
 
    “Well, there is one thing that might put me in a better frame of mind. But I don’t think you can do it.” 
 
    “I can! I swear I can! I can do anything…I’ll do anything if you just let me cum.” 
 
    “Even if you have to cum in the way your mother let your father cum?” 
 
    Rob went silent. His tears dried up. 
 
    Jill stood up. “Well, you think about it. If you really think you can be a man, the way your father was a man, then perhaps we could work something out.” 
 
    Jill walked out. 
 
    The next couple of days passed uneventfully. Rob did his chores, and he got Jill off, but it was obvious he was thinking. 
 
    His father dressed like a woman. He didn’t know how his mother and father made love, but he had a feeling that it wasn’t in the normal way. 
 
    Jill continued loving him whenever she had the chance. 
 
    Laying in bed in the morning, or at night, she demanded attention. Passing in the hallway she would grab him, spin him to the wall, and grab his balls while she kissed him lustfully. 
 
    Time was on her side. She was getting off. He wasn’t. So she waited, bided her time, and Rob slowly broke down. 
 
      
 
    “Okay,” he said. 
 
    Jill smiled at him. She knew exactly what he was referring to. “Okay what?” She acted obtuse. 
 
    “Okay, we can make love like my mother and father.” 
 
    “Oh, that. Okay. When did you want to do this?” 
 
    “When? What?” 
 
    “We need to regulate your cums, so when would you like your first orgasm? 
 
    “Now?” he blurted. 
 
    She laughed. “How about the 20th of the month. It’s a Friday and I’ll have a little extra time.” 
 
    She had a little extra time all the time, but Rob had to feel regulated. Discipline had to be meted out evenly. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    That evening Jill had a long conversation with Marnie. 
 
      
 
    On Friday the 20th of the month Jill arose and was quite cheerful. She started the day with a long bout of Rob chewing on her privates. But she didn’t cum. She was too jacked up for that. 
 
    “Come on, lunkhead! Rise and shine! I’ll take French toast for breakfast.” 
 
    Rob arose, and upon being apprised that today was the day he would get to cum, he was quite cheerful. It had been months, and he was ready. 
 
    In the morning Jill went shopping, and she insisted that Rob come with her. He wasn’t much for shopping, but she went through the lingerie section and asked his advice for every item. Every item that he finally admitted he liked, she bought. 
 
    She dragged him through the dress department and searched for a ‘sexy, little something.’ 
 
    He finally agreed that a tight, little cocktail dress, shiny purple, was quite nice. 
 
    He didn’t have much thought about shoes, but she got him to admit that patent leather high heels were the nicest, especially if the woman wore sleek nylons. 
 
    They even visited the make up kiosk and she asked his advice on all the colors and creams and perfumes. 
 
    By three in the afternoon he was whittled down. She was perky, for that’s how shopping affects females. But he looked like something the cat dragged in. 
 
    Finally, home again, home again, he brought her bags and boxes into the house and threw himself down on the recliner and blanked out. 
 
    Jill let him sleep. She fixed him dinner, the first of a few drinks, and at six o’clock, when he woke up, she served him like a king. 
 
    “Wow! What’s this?” 
 
    “This is the day you get your fuck, and I thought we should make it special. Drink up, honey. I bought extra booze just for you.” 
 
    Rob sipped his whiskey, ate his steak, and felt magnanimous. Now this was what he thought married life would be like. Him waited on hand and foot, his wife bowing her head and treating him like a king. And she seemed so happy being so subservient. 
 
    Finally, he pushed his chair back, patted his belly and sighed. “Babe, that was stupendous. We need to do this every day.” 
 
    Jill smiled, and she thought, We would, if you could get it up and fuck me to a fare thee well without shooting your juices out on the mattress. 
 
    “I’ll tell you what. I’m going to get ready, why don’t you have a last drink.” She handed him a glass. 
 
    The liquor in the glass was potent, but what was more potent was the little pill she had dropped into it. 
 
    Rob sat on the recliner and watched the big screen while he sipped his drink. 
 
    Jill went to their bedroom and took her clothes off. She put on a strap on, put her clothes back on, then she fixed her face up. She returned to the TV room. 
 
    Rob was out of it. He snored. 
 
    She went to him and shook him. 
 
    He awoke, but he was definitely drunk. 
 
    “Wha…wha…” 
 
    “Time to get you ready.” 
 
    Rob looked around. The room was a bit spinny, but he put his arms on the armrests of the chair and pushed himself up. 
 
    She helped him walk back to the bedroom and helped him out of his clothes. 
 
    “Wow,” he said. “We’re going to do it.” 
 
    “You betcha, big boy.” 
 
    Once he was naked she smeared his whole body with cream. 
 
    “Whash thish?” He looked at the cream. 
 
    “It’s called Nair. You don’t think I want to fuck somebody who’s a hairy monster, do you?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” he had never thought about that, and he was having trouble thinking right now. 
 
    When the Nair started to burn she put him into a shower and rinsed him off. It was when he was in the shower that he noticed the dildo under her dress. 
 
    “Whash that?” 
 
    “It’s my cock, honey, would you like to suck it?” She lifted her dress and showed him. 
 
    Rob shook his head and giggled. “Men aren’t shupposhed to shuck cock.” 
 
    “They are if the cock is on a woman.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Really.” 
 
    “Naw.” 
 
    She helped him into the lingerie that he had spent so much time picking out. She pushed his caged cock and his balls back between his legs and used stretch tape to hold them back. When she was done it looked like he had just a female mons. 
 
    “Oof,” he said, laughing. “Where ish my bad boy?” 
 
    “It’s there honey. We just aren’t going to need it tonight.” She pulled his panties up and snugged them tight. 
 
    “Careful, baby. We don’t wanna to squoosh them puppiesh. 
 
    She chuckled. “Don’t worry, honey. We’ll take care of your balls. We need to keep you making lots of baby juice.” 
 
    He grinned at that. He was looking forward to spending a little of that baby juice this night. 
 
    She put a bra on him. 
 
    He laughed and jumped and down. “I don’t got no tittiesh.” 
 
    She slipped some breast forms into his bra, and suddenly he had titties. 
 
    “Wee! I got tittiesh!” 
 
    Then she got out the dress he had picked out. It fit perfectly, and his boobs looked quite natural. 
 
    “Okay, honey, we need to put your nylons on.” 
 
    His head lolled a little. He was going to pass out soon, so she hurried. She rolled the nylons up his legs, pulled them tight, then fit his high heels on. She had wanted to get the big spikes, but she needed him to be able to walk at least a little bit. 
 
    Finally, he was dressed, and just in time, for the doorbell rang.  
 
    She walked him back to the recliner, sat him down, and answered the door. 
 
    “Hello, Jill.” 
 
    “Hello, Mom,” they touched cheeks, then Rob’s mother came in to the TV room to inspect Jill’s work. 
 
    “Wonderful,” she said, seeing her son perfectly dressed. 
 
    Marnie arranged pillows around her son’s neck so his head was propped up. Then she began weaving extensions into his hair. She went around his head slowly, making sure that every weave was perfect. 
 
    Meanwhile, Jill saw to his make up. 
 
    They had to work around each other, but that was okay. They chatted about this and that, and Rob’s hair grew longer and longer, and his face was cleansed and primed, given color, and then Jill painted his eyes, lengthened his lashes, and put red lipstick on him. 
 
    All done, the two women stood back and inspected their handiwork. 
 
    “We need to pierce his ears.” 
 
    Jill got her ear piercing needles and alcohol and did the honors. She jabbed the holes, and Marnie hung some small hoops, three in a row, on his ears. 
 
    Finally, they were really and truly done. They adjourned for a bit of whiskey. They sat at the dining room table and Jill brought out a bottle of  St. Augustines. She poured straight shots, tossed one back, then poured another for sipping purposes. 
 
    Marnie grinned. “Now you’re talkin’.” 
 
    The two women sat and sipped for a while, felt the burn, and admired Rob laying on the recliner in the next room. 
 
    “He’s probably going to be upset when he sees what we’ve done.” 
 
    “That’s okay. His father was a little upset at first, but after realizing that that was the only way he was ever going to get sex again…he settled down.” 
 
    “And he’ll really like it?” 
 
    “Lord, Jill, honey. There is nothing men like more than a poke up the butthole. It tickles their prostate, and once you put enough pressure on that puppy it leaks out the sperm and, voila! There’s your new baby.” 
 
    “How much is going to come out?” 
 
    “All of it. Is he a big cummer?” 
 
    “He cums a lot. A real lot.” 
 
    “Then I hope you have a big bottle. His father was a pretty big cummer, too. I used a washed out Coke bottle for him. I had a couple of extras because he liked me to use those on him, too. 
 
    Jill shook her head. “This is turning out to be the strangest marriage I ever had. Not that I’ve had any others, but…I never heard of a marriage this strange.” 
 
    “That’s okay, you’ll get used to it.” 
 
    Rob groaned, half turned, then opened his eyes. 
 
    He felt funny. His clothes felt funny. Even his head and face felt funny. 
 
    Marnie and Jill went in and began snapping cell pictures. 
 
    “Hey…what’s happening.” 
 
    He wasn’t hung over because he actually hadn’t had that much alcohol. It was the little pill that had knocked him out, and that left no real ill effects. 
 
    “Hi, honey. You ready for sex?” 
 
    “Uh…” he looked back and forth between his mother and his wife. “Mom?” 
 
    “Don’t worry about me, son. I’m just here to pick up a bottle.” 
 
    Rob was sufficiently confused that he though she was here to pick up the St. Augustine’s. “Oh.” 
 
    He started to get up, and that’s when he noticed that he was no longer ‘manly.’ 
 
    “What the fuck?” 
 
    Jill smiled. “Remember all those nice clothes you helped pick out?” 
 
    He stood up and looked down at the dress. He saw his sleek legs and he wobbled in the heels. 
 
    “What the hell?” 
 
    Jill snapped a shot of his face, then flipped the camera around and showed him the picture she had just taken. 
 
    His face was properly decorated. His eyes painted and his lips bright red. 
 
    “What did you do?” 
 
    Jill stood back and loaded her pics to the cloud. Marnie was already ahead of her. 
 
    “Sweetheart,” said Marnie, concentrating on her cell phone. “It’s time for you to take over your father’s mantle.” 
 
    “What? No! We talked about this!” He spun towards Jill. “You got me drunk and did this to me?” 
 
    “Actually, you were quite amenable. You didn’t struggle, you laughed and had a good time.” 
 
    “Well, I’m not wearing this stuff! I’m taking it off.” 
 
    “Rob?” 
 
    Rob had been walking out of the room, but he stopped when his mother spoke like that. 
 
    “You have two choices. Would you like to hear them?” 
 
    He turned around. He really was quite beautiful. 
 
    “What choices?” 
 
    “We’re going to have to get him real boobs.” 
 
    “You mean implants?”  
 
    “Absolutely. Did your husband use hormones?” 
 
    “After a while he did.” 
 
    “What choices?” Rob raised his voice. 
 
    “Sit down, be polite, and I’ll tell you.” 
 
    Rob bit his lip nervously, but sat down. 
 
    “Put your knees together, dear. You don’t want to show your panties.” 
 
    Rob reacted without thinking, closing his knees, then blushed. 
 
    “The choice is simple, honey. Whether you want to be a man or not, you were born to be a woman. We have suffered your silliness long enough, so to help you along with the change here are your choices. 
 
    “One, I disinherit you. I’ll probably give all my money to Jill. She’s got a lot of common sense.” 
 
    Jill chimed in. “If you don’t want to be true to yourself and wear these clothes and do what I say, then you can leave. I’ve got a lawyer and he’s assured me that I’ll get the house, and you’ll have to pay alimony.” 
 
    “But I don’t have a job!” 
 
    Marnie said, “Or you can live the life your father lived. You can be a proper young lady, and I will leave all my money to Jill.” 
 
    Jill again: “In which case you can stay here, live the good life. I’ll even let you be a man twice a year, on Christmas and your birthday you may dress as a man and use your dick like a man.” 
 
    “But…but…but…” his head kept swiveling back and forth between the two ladies. 
 
    “Really, dear,” said his mother. “I really don’t see what the problem is. Everybody knew about your father, nobody cared, and I was quite happy to support him.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    Jill stood up. “Since you really don’t have any choice in the matter, let’s go to the bedroom and seal the deal.” 
 
    He looked down at the her pants and turned white. 
 
    “You don’t mean…” 
 
    “That’s exactly what I mean.” 
 
    “Relax, Rob,” said his mother. “Your father loved it. He loved it more than sex with his dick. You’ll be the same. 
 
    Rob wanted to protest, but everything was so screwy. He was being told he had to live like a woman, he was being told he had no choice in the matter, he was being told he would…he would…like it! 
 
    Jill pulled him into the bedroom. “Stand at the side and lean over the bed.” 
 
    “But I…you can’t…” 
 
    “Oh, shut up and behave.” 
 
    Her voice was no nonsense, and Marnie smiled. 
 
    “I’ll be waiting in the other room. Don’t forget the bottle.” 
 
    “No prob, mother dear.” 
 
    Marnie pulled the door shut and Rob was alone with Jill. 
 
    “Are you going to lay down? Or am I going to have to take a strap to your ass?” She picked up one of his belts that had been placed on the chair next to the bed for this exact purpose. 
 
    She snapped the belt over his ass and he grabbed his buns and yelped, then he quickly lay down. 
 
    “Honey, this is going to be so sweet. You’re going to love this.” 
 
    She stood behind him, a jar of lube in one hand, and she stuck her finger up his ass and began reaming him. 
 
    Rob groaned. He didn’t want this! He needed to leave! So what if he didn’t have anywhere to live! 
 
    Then he thought about it. He’d end up sleeping on a park bench. Stinky and smelly and under newspapers. He’d have to go to a homeless shelter for food! People would look down on him and kids would laugh at him. 
 
    Or he could spread his legs and let his life change. 
 
    Stinky and smelly, wearing rags, or living the good life, and all he had to do was spread his legs and give in. 
 
    His thought process wasn’t all that fast, and suddenly Jill stepped between his legs. 
 
    “Okay, honey. Here we go.” 
 
    She pushed into him, and his life changed. It felt good. His asshole sang with the pleasure. His balls felt so full, and it felt like something was rubbing something deep inside. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he wheezed. 
 
    Smiling, Jill began gently fucking his asshole. She moved in, slid her dong along his anal canal, and he moaned. 
 
    “Your father is supposed to have loved this,” said Jill. 
 
    “Oh…oh, fuck!” his voice was soft and filled with awe. He was marveling at the intense sensations that were spreading out through him. His skull felt tight and his balls felt hot. 
 
    In and out. Back and forth. Hump the rump. Rut the butt. 
 
    Rob grabbed the spread on the bed with his fists and groaned. 
 
    “They say men can cum from this. Can you?” 
 
    “I…don’t…know…” 
 
    “Well, try, honey. You deserve it.” 
 
    So Rob tried, and tried, and…”Oh….fuck!” 
 
    His yell was a lusty yell, and Marnie heard it in the other room. She smiled at the fashion magazine she was reading. 
 
    In the bedroom Jill grabbed the bottle and placed it right under the tip of his dick. His dick was sticking out from between his legs, just under where she was ramming him, and the semen began to pour. It oozed out in a thick stream. He was a big cummer anyway, but this was unusually big. 
 
    She filled the bottle halfway before he grunted to a stop and just lay there, gasping, emptied, and dazed. 
 
    Jill pulled out of him, wiped her dick off on his butt, then walked into the other room. 
 
    “Here you go, Mom.” 
 
    “Wonderful, honey. Would you like me to ask for a boy or a girl?” 
 
    “Oh, a girl. Girls are so much nicer than boys.” 
 
    “Excellent. You’re a girl after my own heart.” 
 
    With that Marnie put on her coat and walked out of the room. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Now?” 
 
    Rhonda smiled. “Now. 
 
    “But…right now?” 
 
    “Let’s dance, lover.” 
 
    Rhonda was his wife, and she was a knock out. Soft, wavy hair, light blue eyes, red lips, and her body was the classic 36 by 24 by 36. D cups, of course. 
 
    “But this is the middle of the dance floor!” 
 
    “You’re horny, right?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” Dave was always horny. That was no secret. But…in the middle of the dance floor? 
 
    Rhonda pulled him out onto the parquet square. It was close contact because it was a frenetic Friday night. All of LA was trying to push into Charley Coyote’s, and onto the dance floor in the bar area. 
 
    Rhonda maneuvered him into the center of the floor and they wiggled their bodies, jumped around a little, shuffled when they could, and then it was a slow number. 
 
    That was what Rhonda was waiting for. She entered his arms, her jacket was draped over one arm, and she snuggled against him. 
 
    It looked like he was holding her, and she was holding him, but one of her arms was extended down into his pants. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whispered and she throttled his snake. 
 
    She grinned, put her head into the curve of his neck, and began rubbing underneath the head of his dick. 
 
    Now Dave was in trouble. His whole lower body was reacting to the intense sensations running through his groin. He almost tripped, and Rhonda giggled and held him up. 
 
    “Come on, babe, we shouldn’t…oh!” 
 
    She pinched his head, then wrapped her hands around his right testicle. Men always have one big nut and one small, and she had the big one. 
 
    “Come on, lover. We’re going to dance until you give it up.” 
 
    She went back to his head and ran her soft hands over it, rubbed the underside with a fingernail. 
 
    The song was ‘The Sweetest Taboo.’ Five minutes and two seconds long, and a minute had already passed. 
 
    “Ahhh,” he moaned and her finger, like velvet on a chalk board, slithered along his most sensitive part. 
 
    She giggled into his neck and circled the underbelly. 
 
    He was breathing harder now, the song was passing, and he was in a haze of try…but…try…but… 
 
    “Come on, honey. this is what you want and you know it.” 
 
    She kissed him as she spoke. that was one of her favorite tricks. Speak as you kiss. Speak a sentence right into his mouth. Slur it into him in the most sexual manner possible. 
 
    He felt his hips jerk involuntarily. 
 
    The song was half done now. If he was going to do it…he had to hurry. If he didn’t make it there was no telling what Rhonda would do to him. 
 
    She tugged on the head, let her hand slip, his cock felt like it was being pulled out of the socket in the most delicious way. 
 
    His hips were moving back and forth now. In time to the music, but in time to her hands, too. He was losing control, and that was something he was going to have to do if he was going to climax. 
 
    She ran her free hand over his throat, she kissed him. If people were watching he didn’t know it. He was lost in the strive to summate. 
 
    “Come on, honey.” 
 
    Sade singing. 
 
    Her hand working. 
 
    Four minutes. 
 
    Then he felt it, the golden clunk down at the base of his dick, back where the prostate lived. 
 
    He was going to do it. 
 
    “That’s right, honey. That’s my boy.” 
 
    Her hand jerked quickly now, hidden by their bodies and her hanging coat. 
 
    “Unh.” 
 
    She kissed him as he ejaculated, and the world seemed to fade, to go away, then he was trying to breath, to come back to life. 
 
    She withdrew her hand and the music came to a close. He had made it, but only by a handful of seconds. 
 
    He gulped and she laughed and helped support him. His knees were shaking as they left the dance floor, and a girl was staring at him. 
 
    Had she seen him? 
 
    Probably. 
 
    They walked into the shadows, to one of the tables surrounding the parquet, and Rhonda snagged a few napkins from a table and wiped her hand off. 
 
    He had a spot on his pants, but that was no big deal. 
 
    “Sit here, babe. I’ll get the drinks.” 
 
    He sat, extended his legs, and gave a shiver, then slumped a bit and relaxed. 
 
    Two minutes later Rhonda was back with two drinks. She was drinking some fruity froth of a drink. She handed him his bourbon and Coke and sat next to him.  
 
    For a long minute they watched the dancers on the parquet. They were alone in the crowded bar, hidden in the shadows. 
 
    “Heysoos,” he wheezed. 
 
    She laughed. “That was a good one. I didn’t think you were going to make it for a minute.” 
 
    “I almost didn’t.” 
 
    “Ha. You’re old faithful. I can always rely on your squirting your brains out.” 
 
    “Yeah, well…uh, yeah.” 
 
    She giggled as he sipped a big slurp. He felt the bourbon slide down his pipes and splash. 
 
    He yawned. 
 
    “Aw, is he all tired now?” 
 
    Dave grinned. “He is all tired out. Let’s go home and sleep.” 
 
    “Let’s go, lover,” she stood up, gathered her purse and jacket, and laughed at the cum spot on his trousers. 
 
    They walked around the dance floor and out into the LA night. They passed the long line of people waiting to get into Charley Coyote’s, turned into the parking lot and headed for their car. 
 
    Dave’s legs were feeling weak, and Rhonda leaned against him. 
 
    “You do that to me all the time,” he said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’m not complaining, mind you.” 
 
    “With that statement it automatically becomes a complaint. So what am I doing?” 
 
    They arrived at his car, a convertible Mustang, and he unlocked and held the door for her. When they were both in and the car was warming up he said, “You get me off in odd ways, times and places. But it seems like we’re actually fucking less and less.” 
 
    This was the point where the woman was supposed to say, ‘Oh, no, honey. That’s your imagination.’ 
 
    But Rhonda fooled him. “I know.” 
 
    He looked her. He knew he could start a conversation and dig in right then, but it was better if he just relaxed and let her ‘confession,’ if that’s what it was, come out naturally. 
 
    He checked his mirrors, looked over his shoulder, and backed out. The rumble of the Mustang rode over the Friday night sounds, and he wheeled through the parking lot. 
 
    “Remember the cop.” 
 
    “I know,” he answered. When one turned right on Santa Monica there was always a cop waiting. Didn’t use to be, but that’s cops for you. Wait until a guy is feeling good, then put the downer on him. 
 
    He turned right, then, before he could get picked up by the cop he turned into an alley, zipped quickly down to the end, then turned behind a furniture store. He waited, and the cop zipped by, looking for the wise guy who had dodged him. Then, the cop passed, he turned onto the backstreet and wove his way home. 
 
    Rhonda turned the music on and they listened to Jim Morrison preach the benefits of a Moonlight Drive. 
 
    “You came hard,” she said. 
 
    “You came me hard.” 
 
    She snickered. “I thought you were going to fall down.” 
 
    “Fuck, lady.” He spoke almost in a whisper. They were both grinning. 
 
    Up into Hollywood Hills. 
 
    “Head for Mulholland.” 
 
    He turned the wheel, made a few turns, then got onto the freeway. In a half a minute they were crossing the overpass and heading up into the dark and hot LA night. 
 
    Mullholland was a lover’s spot…before it was a tourist’s wet dream. 
 
    Where lover’s in the fifty five Chevies used to bruise the backseat with a tangle of limbs and a bouncy up and down…now vans full of foreigners poured out in the parking lot and ruined the ambience. 
 
    He parked, and they got out sand walked up the path to the big, cement table. There was a gaggle of Italians, or something, along the rail, oohing and ahhing at the night lights of the city. 
 
    They waited for the tourists to head back to the parking lot, then Rhonda turned to him. “I’m changing.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “I don’t know how I’m changing, but it’s giving me more pleasure to kink you out, to do things to you. I don’t care about myself so much anymore.” 
 
    Dave considered, then began asking the obvious questions. 
 
    “Do you love me?” 
 
    “With all my heart.” 
 
    “Do you want to fuck other people?” 
 
    “Nope. Although I am looking more, wondering more…but I really only get hot by you. 
 
    Is there something I should be doing? Have I failed you in some way?” 
 
    “Oh, God! No! You’re perfect. Look at tonight. How many men could let themselves be jacked off on a dance floor? I want to do more stuff like that. And I want to do it with you.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    They were silent then, and the warm breeze rushed up the mountain. A van left the parking lot below them. Another van pulled up. 
 
    “Okay,” he said, having no idea what he was agreeing to.  
 
    She leaned into him, hugged him, burred her head in him. 
 
    He kissed her hair and loved the balmy, sultry night. 
 
      
 
    Nothing more was said for a couple of days, but Dave could see that Rhonda was thinking. She would do some chores, and her face was twisted in thought. 
 
    Going shopping she pushed the basket and took items off shelves, and her eyes were far away. 
 
    Laying in bed she lay and stared at the ceiling. 
 
    When he spoke to her, just made some innocuous remark, she would turn and smile wanly, and might or might not respond. 
 
    By the next Friday night he was getting pretty horny. They usually did it three of four times a week, but now she was just thinking. 
 
    On Saturday morning she awoke, jumped out of bed, and threw the covers off him. “Okay, Mr. Big Dick. It’s time we had a talk.” 
 
    Dave rolled onto his back, got on his elbows and asked, “A talk about what?” 
 
    For answer Rhonda bent to the top drawer of the dresser. She slid the drawer open and took out a pair of lavender panties. They had little white ribbons around the hem. They were stretchy and clingy. She tossed them to him and said, “Put them on.” 
 
    He caught them handily, held them up and barked a laugh. “Why?” 
 
    “Because I said to. Want to argue?” 
 
    He eyed her, tilted his head. “And what happens if I put these on?” 
 
    “You become a sissy boy and everybody will know and they will all point and laugh and you will die of fucking embarrassment.” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    She sat down next to him, grabbed his weenie and stroked. “I don’t know what will happen. I just know that I’ve been reading books, cruising the internet, and when I type in the way I feel people suggest things like this.” 
 
    “Things like making your husband wear your underwear.” 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    “And what things are bothering you?” 
 
    She frowned. “That’s…interesting. I used to love sex, now…I’m sort of ambivalent. It still gives ma a thrill, but…I feel like there’s a bigger thrill out there. I feel like I should be…could be…having a lot more fun. 
 
    “And making me wear panties is going to make you have more fun.” 
 
    He wasn’t asking questions, he was just restating statements and pondering. 
 
    “Right now it is. I’m sort of feeling my way through this. Now put them on.” 
 
    Dave had turned sideways on the bed. Now he leaned back, lifted his legs and pulled the purple panties over his legs. He pushed his waist up and snugged them tight. 
 
    He lay down and Rhonda smiled and put a hand on his package. 
 
    “You probably need a bigger pouch,” she murmured as she ran her hand over the sleek bump of him. But…this is hot.” 
 
    His dick was growing rapidly and she reached under the material and arranged it so he would be pointed up. Then she began running her fingernails over the underside of his dick. 
 
    “Fuck,” he wheezed. 
 
    She laughed and stood up, pulled him up. They stood, and she embraced him and kissed his mouth soundly. 
 
    “Whew,” he said. “That’s hot.” 
 
    “Makes you hot, too?” 
 
    “Yeah, but…aren’t you getting short changed? 
 
    “That’s the odd thing, I’m not.” 
 
    “What are some of these books and things you’ve been reading?” 
 
    “Just some stuff on femdom.” She paused, then, “And some of the stuff might be considered extreme femdom. 
 
    He looked at her, “So, excuse my male brain, but what the fuck is femdom, let alone extreme femdom? 
 
    She bit her lip. “You should probably look it up.” 
 
    They stared at each other, then he acknowledged, “Okay. I’ll go do that now.” 
 
    “I’ll fix breakfast.” 
 
    She headed for the kitchen and he, clad in purple panties with a big dick outlined in the stretchy material, headed for the computer room. 
 
    She made sausage and tater tots, and a stiff bourbon and Coke. She had a feeling he was going to need a good drink after he read the definition for femdom. 
 
    He sat down and powered up the computer. While he was waiting for the electrons to wake up he looked at his pokin’ peeny and smiled. It did feel sort of cool. He was erect, and there was something to be said for just being a little horny. 
 
    He googled Femdom and the answer came up in the Urban Dictionary. 
 
      
 
    Female Domination: A woman (or action in which a woman) dominates sexual interaction with her mate. See also dominatrix. This frequently (but not exclusively or absolutely) includes:  
 
      
 
    -) Humiliation of the sub. (submissive, slave)  
 
    -) Penetration of the sub. (incl. strap-ons, toys, etc).  
 
    -) Bondage / restraint of the sub.  
 
    -) "Water Sports" 
 
      
 
    He stared at the definition. Humiliation? Penetration? Bondage? 
 
    Water sports? 
 
    He had to look up water sports and he did a big blink when he found out it meant urinating on your partner. 
 
      
 
    He sat back and pondered. Big time. 
 
    His wife wanted to get kinky. 
 
    But where was the big thrill in pissing on somebody? And he didn’t even think about the penetration thing. 
 
    He leaned forward and went exploring. He found all sorts of articles, and he found all sorts of sites. He normally didn’t look at porn, but Rhonda had pointed in this direction, so… 
 
    After a few minutes Rhonda came in to call him for breakfast. When she saw what he was looking at she said nothing, just watched over his shoulder.. 
 
    Dave was turned on. Seeing big boobs was enough, but then to add a bit of slap and tickle, to see Deauxma peeing at the edge of her swimming pool. To see somebody actually peeing in her mouth…it blew him away. 
 
    Then he found kink.com and was enraptured by women getting spanked, spanked on the pussy, penetrated by dildos on sticks, sitting on machines called ‘Sybians.’ 
 
    Rhonda cleared her throat. “That’s the male version of Femdom. Men are in charge. Men do the spanking and the fucking. Femdom is the other way around.” 
 
    He pushed back and swiveled to her. “So women are spanking and fucking men.” 
 
    She nodded.  
 
    “And this turns you on how?” 
 
    “I can’t explain it. I just know that for me the sexual thrill has been replaced. I don’t care so much about getting fucked. Oh, maybe every once in a while, but mostly I want to do things to you. 
 
    “Things like pissing on me, making me wear a chastity device.” 
 
    She suddenly looked defiant. “And doing the dishes and the laundry, with your only reward a spanking, or an edging.” 
 
    For a moment he said nothing, then: “And what is edging?” 
 
    “Better to show than tell.” 
 
    “Okay. Show me.” 
 
    “Turn your chair towards the computer, find something that will last a while.” 
 
    He did so, selected a compilation, spelled ‘cumpilation,’ of MILFs getting double bonered, whatever that meant. 
 
    The screen up and he watched Richelle get porked front and back. Was was being ‘spitted,’ and she seemed to grunt and squeal and thoroughly enjoy herself. 
 
    Then Brandi was laying on a bed. A guy with a big duck fucking her head against the headboard, and a guy with small hands fisting her. 
 
    Then Rhonda slithered down in front of him. She pulled his purple panties down and began sucking on his hog. 
 
    Dave was overloaded within a minute. The visual stimulation of gorgeous women being fucked front and back, or ass and pussy, or ass and mouth was too much. His wife’s sweet lips sliding up and down his over sensitive flesh, and he felt the first surges of sex down in his groin. 
 
    Oh, this is going to be good! he thought. 
 
    He felt the semen starting to travel, then Rhonda took her mouth off him, pushed him away, and grinned at him. 
 
    He grabbed for his groin to finish himself off, but Rhonda grabbed his wrist and shook her head. 
 
    “Don’t. Enjoy it.” 
 
    His cock was bouncing up and down, a single drop of fluid, might have been pre cum or cum itself, formed at the top of his dick. 
 
    “I…but…let me finish!” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    They were locked in place, him desperate, right on the edge, her smiling, enjoying his frustration. 
 
    For a long minute he tried to pump his hips, his face turned red with exasperation, and his cock bounced and bounced…then slowly the sensations receded. 
 
    “What the fuck!” He gasped. 
 
    “That is edging. I do it to you a few times and you’ll be going out of your mind.” 
 
    “But I want to cum.” 
 
    She was still kneeling between his legs, and she put her arms on his legs and leaned a bit closer. She was wearing a robe and here large breasts were obvious. 
 
    He gulped at the sight of them, and she grinned. 
 
    “Honey, you cum too much. You waste your energy, and it is up to me to help you conserve.” 
 
    “”Doing that to me helps me?” 
 
    According to what I’ve read, yes. Within a short time you’ll be horny all the time, and all the delicious horny energy can be redirected as I see fit.” 
 
    “As you see fit?” 
 
    “That’s the kick. I’m in charge. You turn control of your cock over to me, you just sit back and go out of your mind with love, and I’ll take you for a ride that will truly blow your mind.” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    She patted his cheek. “Shut up and enjoy, honey. And come eat your breakfast before it gets cold.” 
 
    In the kitchen he ate, and could hardly think. By sheer force of will he managed to relax. 
 
    “So you want to do this ‘edging’ thing, drive me crazy, and never let me cum.” 
 
    “Not never. Just…sometimes. When you least expect it.” 
 
    “And what you get out of it is the ability to control me.” 
 
    “If you think about it, I already control you.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She just looked at him. “I arrange our schedule, we go to parties I select, you ask permission before you join a baseball league, and…” she shrugged. “I’m in charge.” 
 
    The sad thing was that Dave couldn’t argue the point. She not only did all that, but arranged the meals, she could even control what he wore, if not by suggestion, then by simply being selective in doing the laundry. 
 
    “Now then, I want you to finish your breakfast, then go put on your brown shorts and a black tee shirt. You may wear tennis shoes, but not the old ones. They’re too ugly. And don’t wear socks.” 
 
    “What are we doing?” 
 
    “I think I’d like you to take me around to a few garage sales.” 
 
    She stood up and headed down the hallway. 
 
    He was completely bamboozled. Her attitude, being commanded instead of asked, the way his cock was still throbbing from the almost cum… “What are you going to be doing?” 
 
    She turned, pulled her robe open to reveal one, plump, beautiful breast. Struck. saucy pose. 
 
    “I’m going to do what women do. Maybe I’ll get out the vibrator and get myself off. I mean, if you’re not going to be having orgasms…somebody should, right?” 
 
    He had no answer to that. 
 
      
 
    She drove, which was a mind fuck in itself. It was his car, his pride and joy. He loved driving the convertible Mustang, hearing the throb of the motor when he took off at stop lights. 
 
    “And I can’t drive why?” he asked. 
 
    “Because I’m in charge. Now shut up and be a good boy and maybe I’ll play with you later.” 
 
    She laughed and he just looked out the side. 
 
    They stopped at a garage, and it had a lot of children’s clothes, a few rusty tools, lots of bric a brac. A couple of minutes and they were on the road again. 
 
    They hit a couple of more yard sales, but there wasn’t much. Just a lot of worn out stuff of marginal value. Then they hit the bonanza. They pulled up in front of a ranch style house with people going in and out. It was an estate sale, and everything was for sale. 
 
    Rhonda parked the car and they went into the house and began perusing the lives of the departed. 
 
    Old rocking chair. Furniture. Clothes up the yin yang. Dishes, pots and pans. Board games and shelves filled with books. 
 
    And, in the last room in the house, in the last closet, to the left scrunched on the pole behind the last door…underwear. 
 
    Dave was looking at baskets of knitting supplies when Rhonda called him. “Dave. Get that box and let’s fill it up.” 
 
    He handed her the box, was puzzled, then his eyes opened as she pulled the bras and panties and tummy shapers and even corsets off the pole. 
 
    “What do you need these for?” 
 
    She just smiled. “A girl always needs good underwear.” 
 
    He carried the box up to the table in the foyer where a young girl was taking money. 
 
    “This the underwear from the back closet. You have a deal for me?” 
 
    The girl made a moue, then said, “Five bucks.” 
 
    “Sold.” 
 
    She passed the girl a five dollar bill, then said to Dave. “Come on, Davey boy. Put your new underwear in the trunk.” 
 
    Dave turned a bright red, and several people waiting in line grinned openly at him. He almost fell over the threshold he was in such a hurry to get out of the house. 
 
    “Why’d you say that?” he hissed, putting the box of underwear into the trunk of the Mustang. 
 
    “Don’t you remember those four words?” 
 
    “What four words?” 
 
    “Humiliation, penetration, bondage and water sports.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…” 
 
    “You just got embarrassed. Are you hard?” 
 
    “I’m mortified!” 
 
    Yet, his penis was hard. 
 
    She looked down, then reached out and bumped his cock with the back of her hand. “At least somebody tells the truth around here.” 
 
    He growled and headed for the driver’s seat. 
 
    “Ahem.” 
 
    He turned to see her holding the key to the car on one finger. 
 
    He reached for it, but she drew it back, and walked around him. As she opened the door to the driver’s side she said, “Hop in, little girl.” 
 
    He wanted to yell, ‘I’m not a girl!’ But there were people all around. If he yelled such a thing it would almost be like admitting he was. In high dudgeon he walked around to the passenger side. 
 
      
 
    “My, my. We really made out like champs.” 
 
    Rhonda had upended the box and spread the contents all over the bed. 
 
    Half a dozen panties, half a dozen bras. The bras were of an assortment: half bra, sturdy bra, running bra, and so on. There was even a 1950s bullet bra. 
 
    Four tummy shapers. Two corsets, one short and one long. 
 
    And in a little bag that we hadn’t even known was in the closet was a collection of nylons. 
 
    Dave looked on dourly. He had a boner, seems he had had a boner ever since she had edged him. 
 
    “What do you think?” She held up a corset in front of his body and admired it. “I love the fact that you’re slender, the corset will push your boobs up, we can brush your hair out, and…and this is really giving me the shivers. 
 
    It was obvious that she was excited. Her eyes were sparkling and she was talking a quick rhythm. 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    She looked at him, then laughed. “Uh, oh. Davey’s got the grumpies.” 
 
    “Don’t you think we’re moving a little too fast?” 
 
    “What if you got in a car accident tomorrow. Dead as a doornail. And all the fun things in life never done.” 
 
    He shook his head in disbelief. “You aren’t going to use that argument on me?” 
 
    “Nah,” she said, “I’ll use this one.” She grabbed his cock and started jerking. 
 
    Immediately he was brought to the point of almost cumming. Just a little more work, just a few more strokes, and…and Rhonda let go. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Hey what?” she asked innocently. 
 
    “I don’t think I can take this! You’re going to need to finish me.” 
 
    She sat on the bed and considered him. “This might be a problem.” 
 
    “You’re darned tootin’ it’s a problem!” 
 
    “I mean, I can’t let you squirt, but you’re so out of control…I didn’t want to use a chastity tube on you, but maybe it’s the only way this is going to work. At least until you get some self control.” 
 
    “Self control?” he blurted. “I don’t need self control! I need to shove my dick in you until it squirts!” 
 
    “Now don’t be crude, Davey Boy. You’ll get to have your cum some day. Just not for a while.” 
 
    “How long a while?” 
 
    “Shall we dice for it?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” he asked suspiciously. 
 
    “We roll a pair of dice. Whatever comes up, that’s how long until you cum. Of course I could make you cum sooner, but I would have to let you cum by the date on the die.” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    He started thinking. What if he got a pair of ones. Two days and he would get to cum.  
 
    But if he got box cars it would be two weeks. 
 
    But what were the chances he’d get a twelve? Probably the same as if he got a two. But he’d probably get a seven. That was the most likely. Could he last a week? 
 
    He was so desperate, and this at least offered a little hope, so he nodded.  
 
    Rhonda got a pair of dice, poured a couple of bourbon and Cokes, and said, “So it’s agreed.” She rattled the dice in one hand. “Whatever comes up is how many weeks.” 
 
    He nodded, then it penetrated. Weeks? 
 
    “Wait a minute!” 
 
    But it was two late. The dice rolled across the table and…five and five. 
 
    Ten. 
 
    “I thought it was days!” 
 
    “I said weeks before I rolled, and you agreed.” 
 
    “But…no! I didn’t hear the weeks!” 
 
    “Then you shouldn’t have nodded.” Ten weeks, honey. That’s not so bad. Two and a half months, or maybe sooner, if you please me, and then you can have a cum.” 
 
    “No! I can’t do that.” 
 
    She frowned. “You’ve never been one to go back on your word.” 
 
    “I’m not! I really thought…” 
 
    “Okay, I’ll make you a deal.” 
 
    What kind of a deal?” Dave was frantic now. Two and a half months without squirting? It was humanly impossible! 
 
    “If you agree not to touch your dick, especially not to masturbate…then I’ll let you off with one month.” 
 
    “One month?” he squeaked. 
 
    “Or I’ll buy a chastity tube and make you do the whole two and a half months.” 
 
    Once again Dave thought, and while he hated it, one month was about a hundred times better than two and a half. 
 
    He could do it. He had to. 
 
    “And if you do jack off then you’ll agree to a chastity tube for one year.” 
 
    His eyes went wide. “A…a…one year?” 
 
    “Take it or leave it.” She put on a firm face and stared him down. 
 
    Dave lowered his head, looked at his drink, and mumbled, “I’m going to need a lot of alcohol.” 
 
    She placed a hand on his. “And you can have it, as long as you don’t squirt for one month.” 
 
    He nodded. “Okay.” 
 
    Rhonda smiled. “Okay. I’m glad you’re still a man of your word. But be warned, I’m going to tease the hell out of you. I’m going to edge you every day, multiple times during the day, for a whole month. And you’re just going to have to deal with it.” 
 
    He looked up at her. “Okay. I’ll do it. I’ll…I won’t…I’ll…” 
 
    run out of words, he grabbed his drink and poured it down his throat. 
 
    And Rhonda sat back and smiled. Right at that moment she was about as horny as she had ever been. She was not just moist, she was dripping wet, and she was so glad he had not asked for her to not masturbate. 
 
    Seeing him, so dismal, so controlled, so horny…she almost came on the spot.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Life had changed for Dave. 
 
    He could have refused, he could have put his foot down, but something stopped him from doing that. 
 
    And, to be honest, the something that stopped him was the relative rigidity of his penis. 
 
    For his whole life he had been a swinging dick. He whipped it out when appropriate and made love with a variety of wholesome beauties. When he met his wife he whipped it out only of her use. 
 
    ‘For her use,’ that was the key. 
 
    When he met Rhonda he stopped fucking indiscriminately and started screwing at her pleasure. 
 
    If she said ‘no,’ he went with it. If she was too tired, then he put it off. And with that simple, little consideration he had lost control of his dick. 
 
    It was no longer his to swing like a lariat and lasso any doggy he felt like. Now it was reserved for only one doggy, one pasture, and…he was suddenly prone to a whole raft of rules. 
 
    The rest of the day he wore pink panties, and Rhonda kept looking at him and licking her lips and imagining him in bras and corsets. 
 
    For dinner she insisted he attend in purple panties, but with no hair. 
 
    So she handed him the Nair, gave him instructions, and he followed those instructions. 
 
    Grunting and groaning, but he did it. And when he watched his hairs swirl down the drain he felt a curious thrill. An almost electrical lurch. 
 
    He had just done a thing that wasn’t considered manly. 
 
    It was feminine, and he had no hair. Not under his arms, not in his groin, not anywhere! 
 
    And what was worse was when she considered his scalp, and whether he should Nair that, too, and wear a wig…he actually thought about it! 
 
    Not in a pleasant light, but, still, it was in his universe, and he thought about it. 
 
    What would he look like with no head hair? What would it be like to wear a skull cap and a wig. Or maybe she would glue the wig right to his skin. 
 
    He didn’t know that much about wigs to be intelligent about it, but…still, he was thinking. 
 
    So he sat down, purple panties, and sipped his drink and ate his salad. 
 
    “I thought we were going to have steaks?” 
 
    “Maybe tomorrow. Tomorrow is a good day for a barbecue.” 
 
    She was fully dressed. She was wearing nylons and heels, full make up, looked a million dollars. She picked at her salad and mused. 
 
    “Maybe we could invite Chuck and Carly over.” 
 
    “I think I’d need to wear a bit more than this.” 
 
    A blank crossed her face. “Why?” 
 
    At the resulting look on his face she burst into laughter. “Of course you’d have to wear more. Maybe a bra, nylons…and we simply have to see how you look in high heels.” 
 
    “Honey!” 
 
    She patted his hand, didn’t say anything about the hurt look on his face. 
 
    After dinner, however, she sat on his lap and made him kiss her breasts, and she moaned, and made remarks like: ‘Oh, baby, your underwear makes me so hot.’ Then she used her hands to massage his balls and stroke his penis until he was shaking and shivering and ready to bust…and smiled and stood up and said, “Well, I have to do the dishes.” 
 
    She reached the door before he croaked, “I could do them.” 
 
    It wasn’t something he usually did, but it just bubbled out of him. He just wanted to do the dishes for her. 
 
    “Thank you, honey. I appreciate that.” 
 
    She turned around and headed for the den. “Come watch some TV when you’re done.” 
 
    He sat there and wondered what had happened. 
 
    Then he stood up and went to do the dishes. He listened to the TV from afar, and water splashed on him and his dick in his purples panties got all wet. He realized that he should be wearing an apron, so he tied her pink one around his waist. 
 
    Doing the dishes had never been a sexual act before, but it sure was now. 
 
    He giggled at one point, and thought about how his mother could have gotten him to do the dishes if she’d made him wear purple underwear. then he sobered and felt foolish. 
 
    But under the apron his cock throbbed and bucked. 
 
    When he was done he took off the apron and went to the den. 
 
    “Hi, honey, have a…oh, you’ve got your panties all wet.” 
 
    “I know. I put on an apron, but it was too late.” 
 
    She reached out and grabbed his cock through the stretchy material. “Are you sure this isn’t pre-cum?” 
 
    He looked down. “No!” 
 
    “Well, whatever it is, you need to change your panties. And if you are leaking then we’ll have to have you wear a panty liner.” 
 
    He was distressed, and it showed on his face. 
 
    With no expression she said, “Or maybe a Tampon.” 
 
    His head jerked up to her face, “What?” 
 
    It made no sense. If his dick was dripping why would he have to…to plug up his butt? 
 
    She laughed. “You are so easy.” 
 
    He looked a bit abashed, and she said, “Now go put on some fresh panties. 
 
    He turned and, with lowered head, went to the bedroom. 
 
    He picked out a pair of white panties. They weren’t as stretchy, and his balls sagged out the sides. He didn’t really realize it, though, until he went back to the den and sat down next to Rhonda. 
 
    “Ooh, I like.” 
 
    She put her hand in his lap and felt his balls. 
 
    They felt hard, full, and were very sensitive. 
 
    The movie they watched was ‘My Tomorrow, Your Yesterday.’ It was a Japanese love story, and Dave would have stood up and run, except that Rhonda had him by the balls. 
 
    He was forced to sit and listen to the Japanese language, and keep up in subtitles, and he realized that Japanese women liked…Japanese women. 
 
    The male lead looked like a Japanese girl, but with slightly shorter hair. 
 
    In America his hair would have been considered ‘girl long.’  
 
    They watched the movie, and she played with his dick and balls until he was almost crying. She was keeping him right on the edge, and it was driving him crazy. 
 
    “Sit in front of me, I’ll gave you a back rub.” 
 
    He did, and she rubbed him, and it felt good and he started to calm down from being so close. Then she jumped up and ran to the bathroom, then returned. She was holding a spray bottle and a hair brush. 
 
    He felt electric as she sprayed his hair and teased it, curled it, shaped it. 
 
    “What are you doing?” he asked. 
 
    “Making you beautiful. Now shut up and read the movie.” 
 
    He read, and it felt like his hair was standing on end. 
 
    When the movie was over she got up and led him to the bathroom. 
 
    His hair was fashioned with a slight under curl. It needed a few snips, but it was as Japanese and the same ‘girl longish’ that the hero of the chick flick had worn. 
 
    “I don’t…I can’t…” 
 
    She kissed him. She went to town on his mouth. She held his balls and pulled them apart, one each out of the let holes of his panties. His dick was throbbing, and she just kept sucking on his mouth, kissing him, and his dick had never felt so hard. 
 
    Him, with hair like a Japanese girl…but a little short, and…              She led him to bed. She put him in one of her chemises and said, “Climb in, honey. And feel free to get me off.” 
 
    His dick was no longer his own, and it wasn’t even being used. 
 
    Whenever he tried to wedge in between her legs she closed up, turned away, and refocused on his mouth, his balls, his nipples. 
 
    Finally, he found himself down below, kissing her pussy, lapping at the labia, sucking on the clit. The smell of her was overpowering, and he had never smelled anything so sweet in his life. 
 
      
 
    When Dave woke up he felt totally different. He felt like the world was moving in slow motion, and that existence was sort of pebbly. 
 
    His cock was hard, but…it didn’t feel so insistent on fucking. It was. content to just be hard. 
 
    Which didn’t mean he didn’t rub his body against her, and look at her with begging eyes. He did. But when she pushed him away he was content to just sit back, like a hound hit on the head with a hammer, and stare at her. 
 
    His thought process was changed. Yes, he wanted to fuck her, but the feeling in his cock and balls was now so delicious that he was enjoying that. 
 
    His urge to merge was reduced. His desire to just be in her presence was increased. 
 
    She rolled out of bed, and he came with her. 
 
    She laughed at the look on his face. 
 
    “Yes,” she said. “This is what feels good. We need more of this.” 
 
    He could hardly think, let alone think what ‘more of this’ meant. 
 
    She handed him pink panties. Stretchy ones, thank God. They were still tight, but they gave him at least the feel of a pouch, and he didn’t hang over the edges of the panties. 
 
    She put him in a bra, matching pink, and she pulled everything tight. the cups were A cups, and they stretched over his pectorals with only a little loose material. 
 
    She felt his boob, his nipples, and touched her lips to his approvingly. 
 
    “Nylons, honey.” 
 
    He sat and rolled the nylons up his legs. He felt like he was wearing a second skin, and it felt very sexy, especially when she ran her hand down his legs and felt his sleekness. 
 
    She handed him a pair of high heels. 
 
    He looked at them blankly. Then he jerked and realized that he was supposed to put them on. 
 
    He slipped them over his feet and the nylons suddenly gave a new sensation. No socks, a second skin, and it was so sensual. 
 
    “Uh, oh,” she said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Your toe nails. They aren’t red.” 
 
    “Oh, honey, no!” 
 
    But she wouldn’t hear of it. “Women have to have red nails.” 
 
    “But I’m not a woman!” 
 
    “Are you sure? Your body looks female. Your hair is definitely beautiful. You’re wearing women’s underwear.” 
 
    “Rhonda, you have to stop this…” he was almost crying. 
 
    “No, I have to get to work and make this happen. Take off your nylons.” 
 
    He did, and he sat on the side of the bed and looked entirely miserable. 
 
    Even though his cock was hard as an ax handle. 
 
    She got him a drink. She knew he needed to soften up his mind a bit. Then she got out her nail kit. 
 
    Dave sat on the bed, leaning against the headboard, and Rhonda had his feet on a towel and prepared them. she trimmed his nails, pushed the cuticles back, and began stroking red polish on. 
 
    Carefully, she stroked down, from cuticle to tip, three or four strokes and his nails were red. 
 
    She set up a hair drier on the bed so it would blow on his nails, and she continued. 
 
    After all the nails were done she brought out the lacquer. Now the nails became glossy, glistening even, and she had him keep his feet extended so that he wouldn’t mess up her work. 
 
    Then, while the toes dried, she went after his finger nails. 
 
    “Honey, I wont’ be able to go outside.” 
 
    “Maybe, maybe not. Let’s see where this goes, first.” 
 
    Again, she prepared, but instead of painting she glued on false nails. As she pressed on the nails, using real glue and not the lame glue under the peel off, she said, “Wow. Your dick really is hard. And it’s dripping.” 
 
    He looked at his. groin. His whole world was his groin, and she was right. He was dripping. Dripping like a faucet. 
 
    She pushed a small rag under his cock and went back to painting his nails. 
 
    When she was done she rolled his nylons on for him, she was afraid he might run them, then put his high heels on. 
 
    Standing up, he felt taller, and his cock felt like it might explode. He was actually dizzy from the sensations running through him. 
 
    “God, are you beautiful!” 
 
    She put the short corset on him, and it made it look like he actually had boobs. His flesh pushed up by the corset, actually filled the A cups of his bra. 
 
    “It makes you look like you’ve got a waist,” she murmured, pulling on his panties, adjusting his bra. 
 
    She stood him in front of the mirror and he was shocked by how he looked. 
 
    He no longer looked like a man. 
 
    He wasn't totally like a woman, but it was happening. He was getting close. 
 
    “We need to put you in a dress before I do your make up.” 
 
    “Make up?” 
 
    He was stunned, but the liquor she had been feeding him was doing its job. 
 
    “Sure. But first a dress. How about…I’ve got it.” 
 
    She went into her closet and came out with a black dress. It was sleeveless, a shimmery sort of brown, and had a semi-pleated skirt. 
 
    She helped him put it on, and he had never felt so weird in his life. Now he really was going to look like a woman. 
 
    She zipped it up the back, and now his corset couldn’t be seen. Now he looked like he had a female body. 
 
    “Oh, honey, this is the best,” she cooed, sitting him down at her vanity table. 
 
    He stared at himself Thank God he still had a male face. 
 
    She sat on his lap and shaved him with a tiny, pink razor. And shaved him again. And when she was done there was no trace of a beard. 
 
    She rubbed his face with little sponges and cleansed his pores. He was astonished by how black the little sponges became. 
 
    Then she primed him, foundationed him, blushed him…everything. The whole nine yards. 
 
    She spent an hour on his eyes alone. Elongating lashes, curling them, making his lids look like dusky, little caves. 
 
    He stared at her mouth as she used pencils and fingernails and made him into something sweeter, softer. 
 
    She gave him another drink. 
 
    He was feeling pretty loose now, so loose that he didn’t are that he looked more female than male. 
 
    She applied a plumping agent to his lips, let them get big and fat, then she covered them with lip stain. Long lasting lip stain. None of that short lived lipstick, she wanted him to look this way for good. 
 
    Her heart was pounding. She felt short of breath. Excitement was swelling her chest. 
 
    This felt so right. 
 
    She had woken up this morning and planned to get him in underwear, but they had gone long past that. 
 
    They had gone all the way, and she was wondering what had happened to her. 
 
    She had been excited by the idea of making him a little more feminine, but now he was a lot more feminine, and she was so excited she thought she might explode. 
 
    She made more drinks, let him watch TV—he seemed a little out of it now—and made a phone call. 
 
    “Hi, Carly. You and Chuck want to come over? Have some dogs and burgers? Actually, scratch that. Could you come over?
“No Chuck?” 
 
    “Uh, no. I’ve got something to show you.” 
 
    “But no Chuck.” 
 
    “Just you.” 
 
    “This is weird, girlfriend.” 
 
    “It’s gonna get weirder. I did something.” 
 
    “Well, with such an intriguing invitation, I’ll be over in fifteen.” 
 
      
 
    Ten minutes later Carly drove her Lexus into the driveway, got out of the car and strode up to the house. 
 
    Rhonda opened the door and pulled her in. 
 
    “Hey, girlfriend.” 
 
    They were standing in the foyer, and Rhonda called out, “Dave, could you come here?” 
 
    Carly frowned and waited, then her eyes opened wide and her jaw dropped. 
 
    Dave stood in the archway. He looked like a woman. A little short in the hair, but…he seemed to even have little boobs. And the high heels, and his face…it was all so perfectly feminine. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    Rhonda placed a drink in her hand and Carly downed half of it in a second. 
 
    “Holy moley, Batgirl! What have you done?” 
 
    “Hi, Carly,” he was blotto. He was dazed and… 
 
    “Does he know what you’ve done to him?” 
 
    “He does, but he’ll be sober tomorrow, and…I used long lasting make up on him and everything. 
 
    “But…why?” 
 
    “I wanted to have a more femdom relationship.” 
 
    “Femdom? Like make him into a girl?” 
 
    “I guess. Yeah. It…you’re going to think I’m weird…it turns me on.” 
 
    Carly looked at her friend, then she looked back at Dave. Then she giggled. “It is sort of hot.” 
 
    “But now I don’t know what to do.” 
 
    “What did you start out to do? Aside from changing your manly man into a simpering sissy?” 
 
    “Well, Dave looked at the definition of femdom earlier, and it had four things.” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Humiliation, bondage, penetration, and water sports.” 
 
    “Water sports?” 
 
    “Like, uh…pissing.” 
 
    “Rhonda’s gonna pee on me,” muttered Dave. He was reeling a bit, but he still had a ways to go. He wasn’t a hopeless drunk, more like a helpless drunk. 
 
    Carly stepped up to Dave, inspected him minutely, and asked, “Dave, how are you liking this?” 
 
    “Man, it’s making me horny.” 
 
    Carly went back to Rhonda, who was biting her lip and realizing that she might have gone too far. 
 
    “Well, girl friend, it seems that you are horny, and he’s liking it, so there’s really only one thing to do.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “Go the rest of the way.” 
 
    Rhonda stared at her friend. 
 
    “Hey, you brought him this far, you’ve only got a little ways to go…you really want to jump into this femdom stuff, so…why not?” 
 
    And, at heart, Rhonda realized a truth. Her friend was a believer in femdom. Which was probably why she called her in the first place. She knew, intuitively, where to go when she wanted help. 
 
    “So have you humiliated him?” 
 
    Rhonda told her about the garage sale, and the way she had treated him, and Carly nodded. “Yep. That’s a good start. You’ll have to keep humiliating him, of course, but…good start. How about the bondage.” 
 
    Rhonda shook her head. 
 
    “And that means you haven’t penetrated him, yet. Right?” 
 
    Again, Rhonda shook her head. 
 
    “Well, the pissing is easy. I can help you do that when you’re ready. But…right now we have to tie him up and screw him.” 
 
    “Screw him?” 
 
    “Do or die, girl. You’ve got to go all the way. But, little secret, men like it when you screw them.” 
 
    “They do? Have you screwed Chuck?” 
 
    “All the time. Not a week goes by that he doesn’t walk bowlegged out of the bedroom.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “And truly. Cross my heart and hope to fly.” 
 
    They giggled, and Rhonda turned to Dave. “Honey, would you mind if we fucked you?” 
 
    His head wobbled a bit, and his eyes were glassy, but he said, “Sure.” 
 
    Man, was he going to have some memories when he woke up. 
 
    “Okay, do you have some rope?” 
 
    Rhonda went to the laundry room and came back with a long length of thin rope. 
 
    They took Dave into the bedroom and cut the rope in lengths and tied his wrists and ankles to the bed. 
 
    “Put a pillow under him. A couple of pillows. We want his butt flying high.” 
 
    Rhonda shoved the pillows under him. 
 
    “What are we going to do about his panties?” 
 
    “We can rip them off, or cut them, or just push them to the side and screw him anyway.” 
 
    “What are we going to screw him with?” 
 
    “You’ve got a vibrator, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes. But it’s awful big. Do you think he can take it?” 
 
    “Show me?” 
 
    Rhonda brought out the big vibrator. It was as thick as her wrist and a foot long. It had flutes on the sides and the tip was smooth.  
 
    “Oh, sure. Men have big assholes. Plug it in. Oh, and we should probably use a lot of lube. 
 
    Rhonda got out the lube and handed it to Carly. 
 
    Carly moved onto the bed and began reaming Dave’s ass. 
 
    “Oh, fuck…” Dave moaned.  
 
    Rhonda plugged in the vibrator and tried it out. An industrial strength groan issued from the thing and Carly grinned. 
 
    “Baby, you’re going to shake the shit out of his prostate. in fact, using something like this you might even empty him out.” 
 
    “Empty him out?” 
 
    “Press on the prostate and it forces the semen out of him. All the semen. This is liable to get messy.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “Now, technically, you should be using a dildo. But considering the extra size of your vibrator, and the general conditions…this should be fine. You can always get a strap on later and show him a good time.” 
 
    “And he’s really going to like this?” 
 
    “All men do. This is what they live for. Men are all pussies at heart. 
 
    Which statement made Rhonda smile. It really sounded right. 
 
    “Okay, are you ready, Dave?” 
 
    “Ready, Freddy.” 
 
    Carly had been pushing lube into his asshole the whole time, and now she was using three fingers to spread the lube around. 
 
    “Okay, Rhonda. Start screwing.” 
 
    Rhonda held the vibrator with two hands and turned it on. It was a powerful buzz that shook her forearms, and she lowered it to his bunghole. 
 
    “Holy fuck!” Dave yelped as the vibrating point hit his asshole. Yet he didn’t resist, and Rhonda pushed the whole thing into him. 
 
    “Yeah!” yelled Carly. 
 
    Rhonda felt the vibrator shaking away. She place a hand on his butt and felt the vibrations. 
 
    Dave opened his legs further, tilted his ass up, and gave them as much butt as he could. 
 
    For long minutes Rhonda screwed her husband. She turned the thing, corkscrewed it, pushed it in and pulled it out. She could feel the vibrator touching his walls, and she couldn’t believe how Dave was reacting. 
 
    He was moaning and mumbling and pushing his ass up and back. 
 
    Her arms were getting tired, and she stopped moving for a second. She was stunned to realized that Dave was doing most of the screwing. He really wanted that thing in his ass! 
 
    “Can I take over?” Carly asked. 
 
    Rhonda relinquished, and washed in awe as her friend went to work. 
 
    Carly was strong, did a. lot of crossfit, and she jammed that vibrator in to the base. She lifted up and circled the base and Dave lifted off the bed. His ass was gaping, but he didn’t seem to mind. He just wanted to screw that vibrator. 
 
    “Okay, Rhonda, are you ready for the dam to bust?” 
 
    Rhonda was amazed, and she nodded. “Yes.” 
 
    Carly angled the vibrator down. “I’m pressing directly onto his prostate, he’ll start leaking in a sec. Watch his weenie.” 
 
    It did only take a couple of seconds, then Rhonda, who was looking under his belly at this dick, saw the semen erupt. 
 
    It wasn’t a splurt, like usual, it was just a big flow. Just a thick flow of sperm. 
 
    “Wow!” 
 
    “Really pouring out of him, isn’t it.” 
 
    “But he’s not groaning and acting all orgasmic!” 
 
    “He feels like he’s pissing. No orgasm. And you know what the big benefit is?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Tomorrow he’ll be even hornier. His body is being drained, but his mind doesn’t understand it. His mind thinks he still has to come, and he’ll feel more and more hornier. I guarantee, you do this to him for a couple of months, drain him this way instead of letting him squirt, and he’ll be a perfect man.” 
 
    “A perfect man being?” 
 
    “One who waits on you hand and foot. A perfect femdom husband.” 
 
    After a minute the semen slowed down, then stopped.  
 
    “Do you want me to leave the vibrator in him?” 
 
    “Should we?” 
 
    “Sure. It helps with the humiliation. Come on, let’s go have a drink and wait for him to wake up.” 
 
    They left Dave with the vibrator sticking out of his fanny and adjourned to the kitchen where they poured some wine spritzers. 
 
    They chatted away, Carly told Rhonda of some of the perks of being a believer in femdom, and congratulated her on taking it this far. 
 
    “Now many women can do what you’ve done, and to think that it only took you a couple of days…” she shook her head. “That is impressive.” 
 
    “It’s sort of scary when you fist contemplate it. Taking charge of your husband, making him over into a better person.” 
 
    “It can be scary. But…it’s well worth it. Every woman should convert their man. The world would be a better place. 
 
    The afternoon passed, and finally they heard Dave making sounds. 
 
    “Hey! Hey! What’s going on? How did I…what is…” 
 
    They giggled and headed back to the bedroom. 
 
    Dave was struggling when they entered, then he stopped. His face, through the make up, turned bright red. “What are you…Carly…what…what have I got in my ass?” 
 
    “Hi, Dave. Welcome to femdom. You’ll make a perfect husband, if you follow your wife’s commands.” She took the vibrator out of him and he wiggled his ass, almost like he missed it. 
 
    “My wife’s…but…what did you do to me?” 
 
    “We tied you up and fucked you, Dave.” 
 
    “But…why?” 
 
    “Because it felt good. Do you remember how good it felt?” 
 
    Dave was now into purple. 
 
    Carly: “You got off, Dave, did you enjoy it?” 
 
    “I did? Oh, yeah, that!” 
 
    He remembered, but…it was all sort of hazy. 
 
    “Now, we need to untie you, then wash you off. Can you handle that?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    “But you’re too messy to take in the bathroom. We’re going to wash you off outside, on the back lawn.” 
 
    “But the garden hose is going to be too cold.” 
 
    “No, we’ll wash you in warm water.” They untied him and helped him off the bed. “Come along now, Dave.” 
 
    They took him outside, and he wobbled in his high heels and caught glimpses of his made up face, his feminized form, in the reflection of windows. 
 
    He was more than humiliated. He was mortified to the bone, and Carly noticed this and gave a thumbs up to Rhonda. 
 
    They took him out to the patio, then the lawn. 
 
    “Just lay down here, Dave.” 
 
    He was glad to get off his high heels, it was hard walking in them, and he sat down. 
 
    Carly shoved his body back and he laid down. “Hey!” 
 
    Carly pulled Rhonda around so she was standing over his face. She motioned, and Rhonda squatted. 
 
    Carly reached under her dress and pulled her panties to the side. Watching her, Rhonda did the same. 
 
    And they peed. 
 
    Long, thick, streams of pee watched over Dave’s face and his groin. 
 
    “Fu—wha—hey—!” 
 
    The girls had been drinking bourbon and Coke, then wine coolers all afternoon. They had a lot of liquid stored up, and they let it all go. 
 
    Dave spluttered and brushed the pee off his face. 
 
    “Wha…stop…Hey!” 
 
    After a minute the streams of pee lessened. The girls slapped their pussies and stood up and rearranged their panties. 
 
    Dave looked up. He was dazed and stupid and didn’t understand what had happened. 
 
    Carly said, “Welcome to femdom, sweetheart.” 
 
    Then the girls linked arms and headed, laughing, back into the house. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    June strode up to the hospital entrance. She wasn’t wearing her nurse whites. She didn’t show her nurses ID card. She simply went to the front desk and asked to see Johnathon Gardener. 
 
    “Relationship?” 
 
    “Wife.” 
 
    She didn’t say ‘ex-wife’ because she didn’t want to get into explanations, or run into red tape. 
 
    She was given a pass to wear, and she placed it on her jacket above the left hand breast pocket. 
 
    In the elevator she stood silently and inspected herself in the mirror wall. 
 
    Five foot six with a good body. Heck, a great body. Pilates and Karate did for that. She was toned, had good boobs, and her legs were strong. Her waist was thin and thank God her ass was under control. 
 
    Her face was oval with full lips and arching eyebrows. Her eyes were green and penetrating. 
 
    Ding. 
 
    She stepped through the opening doors. and looked down a long hall. Nurses were trundling machines, talking at the main desk, and generally doing nurse-y things. 
 
    A male nurse was pushing an older gentleman in a wheel chair. 
 
    Doctors, as usual were keeping a low profile. You’d see them, but usually only for a moment between rounds. 
 
    She walked down the polished floor, her high heels clicked powerfully and she glanced into the rooms as she passed them. 
 
    Visitors, flowers, more nurses. 
 
    Room 611b. She cooled it on the heels and looked into the room. 
 
    Johnny was in the far bed, next to a big window. The other bed was unoccupied; they didn’t like to put other patients in with suicide attempts. 
 
    In fact, in a larger hospital they would have had him in a separate wing, psychiatry, under observation. 
 
    She noticed a young nurse reading a magazine in a chair pushed into a corner. She was doing the observing. 
 
    Johnny didn’t care. His body was still and his face was turned towards the window. Nothing to see out there, but…he had tried to commit suicide. What would he be looking at, other than sadness and misery? 
 
    She walked, quietly now, to the chair in the corner. The nurse looked at her. Now she did show her nurse’s card, and she said, “I’ll be here a while. If you want to see about a psych consultant this is a good time. 
 
    The nurse was young, a newbie, and she said nice things, then went to let the head nurse know that the patient had a nurse visitor. 
 
    Johnny had turned his head to her and was watching. 
 
    June sat down in the nurse’s chair and gave Johnny a wan smile. 
 
    “Hello, Johnny.” 
 
    He nodded. He was sad, and he was drugged. 
 
    “What do they have you on?” 
 
    He shrugged. He was handsome, but his skin looked pasty.  And worn. Badly worn. That might happen if you took a bunch of sleeping pills and washed them down with brown liquor. 
 
    June looked at the chart hanging on the end of the bed. 
 
    She pressed her lips together and shook her head. “Heysoos, Johnny. You should be dead.” 
 
    “Shoulda woulda coulda,” he murmured. 
 
    “So…why?” She focused her eyes on him and drilled in. 
 
    He shrugged, then looked out the window. 
 
    She sighed. She loved Johnny, then he had cheated on her. That had hurt, especially as she still loved him. 
 
    But she wasn’t going to live with a cheater. 
 
    She flipped past the first page of the chart and inspected his history, and that’s where she blinked, her eyes opened, and her jaw dropped. 
 
    She looked at him. “You never told me any of this.” 
 
    He whispered. “You kicked me out.” 
 
    “You cheated on me, but we have history and I would have wanted to know.” 
 
    “Now you know.” 
 
    June felt her heart aching then. What he had gone through, and with no help. “Whatever happened to Shiela what’s her name?” 
 
    “She didn’t want to live with a man with no…in my condition.” 
 
    “With no nuts,” June said it baldly. She wasn’t one to beat around the bush. 
 
    “Yeah. That.” 
 
    “So when did you find out?” 
 
    “Right after you left me.” He said it bitterly, as if it was her fault, but she knew him better than that. 
 
    “So I leave you, you get prostate cancer, and it is so extreme they have to remove your testicles, and you didn’t think to call me up and say, ‘By the way, honey, I have prostate cancer.’” 
 
    “You kicked me out.” 
 
    She leaned over to him, took his hand in hers, smiled, and said, “Don’t be an asshole.” She dug her fingernail into his cuticle and he yelped and jerked his hand back. 
 
    “What the fuck?” 
 
    “That’s for not calling me.” 
 
    “And what’s for cheating on you?” 
 
    “A life of misery. Knowing you just fucked up the best thing that ever happened to you. You want anything else?” 
 
    “That’s enough.” He went back to looking out the window. 
 
    At that point the head nurse breezed in. Introductions were made, Johnny was discussed, and June made her statement. 
 
    “Look, Johnny and I are divorced. I am not, I repeat, ‘not,’ responsible for his bills. But if you want to get him released and off your hands, I’m fairly well trained”—an understatement if there ever was one—“and I’ll let him stay with me until he gets back on his feet.” 
 
    There were considerations, and June knew there would be hoops to be jumped through, but she also knew how hospitals worked. They would be glad to get somebody to take care of him, and they would crucify him for the bills later on. Right now they had to see about re-inserting him into society. 
 
    Johnny listened to their blather while staring out the window. When all the talk was done, at least for the time being, Johnny asked in a low voice, “Why?” 
 
    June sat down and looked at him dourly. “We’ve got history.” She sighed. “Once you were a competent, capable man. Now you’re a helpless puppy dog. Because of our history I need to help you.” 
 
    “You don’t love me,” he looked at her. 
 
    “Probably not. But I know you, and you need a helping hand, so…” she shrugged. 
 
    Johnny looked out the window. 
 
      
 
    The problem, of course, was that if left to his own devices there was no guarantee that Johnny wouldn’t try to commit suicide again. 
 
    He had tried it once, the same problems plagued him, so he was a risk. 
 
    Risk of not, June picked him up a week later, after a most serious meeting with a psychiatrist. 
 
    “I understand you have a medical background?” 
 
    Johnny was looking out the window, Dr. Sharon Lessing and June were sitting in chairs and facing each other. Johnny wasn’t excluded, he just didn’t care. 
 
    June went through her history. Nurse, Afghanistan, Physician’s Assistant. She finished with, “I’m intending to be a doctor, but it’ll take some time.” 
 
    “And what do you know about watching over suicide prone patients?” 
 
    “At this point, not a lot. Just the usual ‘watch them, make sure you don’t give them a knife, that sort of thing. Still, I’m better qualified than most, and…” 
 
    They talked for a good two hours, and the good doctor developed a liking for June. They arranged appointments, discussed medication, and Dr. Lessing gave her endorsement to June taking Johnny home. 
 
    The last thing she said to Johnny was, “I expect you to take your medicine and work with June. You’re pretty lucky.” 
 
    Johnny just looked at her. 
 
    In the car Johnny said, “I have to do what you say. That must make you happy.” 
 
    “Not really.” 
 
    “You were always the pushy one in our marriage.” 
 
    “So you’re on suicide watch and you want to argue about our failed marriage.” 
 
    Johnny looked out the window. 
 
    June pulled the car over and turned him to her. “Johnny, we can talk about our marriage. We can discuss the good and the bad till hell freezes over. I’m okay with that. But I won’t put up with your sniping at me. You get bitchy and I’ll just refuse to talk. You be polite and I want to talk. Most of all I’m going to want to talk about why the hell you would want to kill yourself.” 
 
    Johnny stared at here. He wasn’t into communication. She sighed and started the car up again. 
 
      
 
    June lived in a split level with a hot tub and a sauna. She wanted to put in a swimming pool, but that would have to wait. The important thing was that it w as all hers. Bonus of her failed marriage, she had taken the house and let Johnny skate on any alimony. 
 
    She pulled into the garage, closed the door by remote, then stepped out. 
 
    Johnny sat and sulked. 
 
    She went around and opened his door. 
 
    Johnny sat there. 
 
    She spoke wryly, “Are you still into BDSM?” 
 
    He looked up at her, his brows furrowed. “I’m not into BDSM.” 
 
    “You will be if you don’t move your ass.” 
 
    Johnny had a confused look on his face as he stepped out of the car. 
 
    They were on the right side of the garage, and he had to squeeze by her. Which put him sliding past, and overly aware, of her breasts. 
 
    She watched him. She knew she was sexy, she knew he was a horn dog. She knew his horns had been pulled. 
 
    He made it past her, and gulped, and entered the house. 
 
    June chuckled. She had been so busy with getting her nursing licenses and working towards being a full fledged doctor that she had had no time for sexy. 
 
    But now she had made a eunuch horny. What a fucking life. 
 
    She followed him into the kitchen, then passed him and led him to his bedroom. It was a small guest room that she had had done in pink. Why she had had it done in pink she didn’t know, and she wished she had had it repainted before she brought Johnny home. 
 
    Johnny said nothing about the pink. 
 
    “So, do you have clothes? Where did you live before you…you know?” Committed suicide, and failed at it. 
 
    “I was homeless.” 
 
    “You were homeless?” 
 
    He turned to her bitterly. “Homeless. Got it?” 
 
    She nodded. “Well, it just surprised me. The Johnny I knew was. a hard charger. Worked 12 hours a day, bought this house, had his own cabinet making business. What happened?” 
 
    “I want a drink.” 
 
    June frowned. Technically, that was against the rules. She said so. 
 
    “You have to keep me away from pills,” he snapped. “Not alcohol.” 
 
    “We’re supposed to keep you on an even keel, not feed you chemicals that could excite you.” 
 
    “Alcohol is a depressant. You told me that. A depressant isn’t going to excite me.” 
 
    “Yes, but…” 
 
    They went round and round, and finally June knew the best thing to do would be to compromise. “I’ll give you one drink, a light drink, more Coke than bourbon, but you have to agree to talk to me. To tell me how you came to this situation in your life.” 
 
    Johnny pursed his lips, sighed, and acceded. 
 
    June led him into the kitchen, leet him watch as she filled a glass with ice cubes and pour 25% good bourbon and added 75% Coke. 
 
    He took the glass, sipped it, and began to cry. 
 
    At first June was alarmed, she even tried to take the drink back, but Johnny just brushed her hand away and walked out to the patio. 
 
    They sat on the lounge chairs and Johnny cried for a while, sipped for a while, and June eventually asked, “So what happened.” 
 
    He spoke in a dull monotone, trying to hide the terrible hurt in him. “I cheated on you, and you kicked me out. I knew I screwed up right then. Shiela let me live with her for a while, but it turned out she was in it for the laughs. She eventually turned me loose. 
 
    I lived in the shop for a while, set up a cot in back room, but I started drinking more, and…and the business started failing. I blamed the economy, and I wasn’t wrong. That COVID thing put a lot of people out of business. I probably could have kept going, but…but I’d lost my drive. I loved you and I stopped wanting things.” 
 
    June had poured self a wine spritzer and she sipped as she listened. 
 
    “When the business failed I was living in my car. I had the clothes on my back and I started getting sick. Real sick. All the time sick. I passed out in my car and the police found me. I think the car went to police impound. Anyway, they found prostate cancer. It was so advanced I didn’t have much choice. They had to castrate me to save my life. I called Shiela, and she took me in, but it was only a week until she wanted me gone. She actually tried to make love to me. I understand I’ll be able to use my dick, eventually, maybe even have an orgasm, but my testosterone levels are low, and when she couldn’t get a rise out of me she just…she laughed at me, in a bitter way, and told me I was useless, that I might as well go kill myself.” 
 
    “Heysoos,” breathed June. “She actually said that?” 
 
    “Yeah, but she didn’t make me do it. I made myself do it. I was homeless, on the street, and I traded a guy a good jacket for the pills, I liberated the liquor at a liquor store. Just grabbed a quart of Jack Daniels and ran out the door. I fucking hate Jack Daniels now. But…” he shrugged. 
 
    “So you ate the pills, washed them down with Jack, and here we are.” 
 
    Every once in a while the glimmer of tears appeared in the corner of Johnny’s eyes. Still, for the most part he staved them off. 
 
    “Want some dinner?” 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    “Come with me.” 
 
    They went into the kitchen and she made grilled cheese sandwiches with the Hebie Nationals cut long ways. He loved these sandwiches, and he stared at the stove while she cooked. 
 
    “You’ve changed a few things.” 
 
    “Yep.”  
 
    “You finally got the sauna finished.” 
 
    “Took me a while. You started it, and I had to find somebody who knew how to work wood as well as you.” 
 
    “Well, they did good.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    She placed the plate in front of him and he stared at it. Food from a year previous. Food that he loved. In an odd way, food that made him love her. 
 
    They ate, and she gave him a glass of Coke. 
 
    They sat there, him eating, her watching, and she asked, “So why did you go screw that slut?” 
 
    He snorted. “I was a dope. She threw herself at me, a guy has no defense mechanisms, there was something wrong with me, and…” he shrugged. 
 
    “I hate to admit it, but there’s a certain amount of pleasure in ‘I told you so.’ 
 
    He said nothing to that. 
 
    “Okay. We need to discuss your contribution to the living arrangements.” 
 
    “Okay,” he looked up at her. He had the most unhappy eyes she had ever seen, but there was also a hint of hope in them. 
 
    He was being asked to contribute, to help out, to do the thing that most normal human beings take for granted, but which he had let slip. 
 
    “Help around the house. Basic chores. I still have to work. I’ve got classes. That would be good.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “And you need to come up with a plan.” 
 
    “A plan.” 
 
    “A plan to restart your business, to do something else. You need to prepare for the future.” 
 
    At that he sort of shuttered. When a man has lost his balls he has lost a lot of future. 
 
    She leaned across the table and placed her hand on his. “Johnny. I don’t want to come home and find you with slit wrists in the bathtub, If you’re going to kill yourself you can’t do it here. I’m helping you, and you…you can’t. But if you want to talk, I’m here. If you need help, advice, whatever, as to your future, then I’m here. You’ve got to promise me this.” 
 
    Her statement was sort of ambiguous, but they both knew what she meant.  
 
    Don’t off yourself in my house. Get off your butt. Do something constructive. Make a plan. 
 
    He nodded. It took him a moment of self reflection, but his head went up and down, and June hoped there was enough of the old Johnny left in him to hold to this agreement. 
 
      
 
    After dinner she cleaned him up. They were in the mud room off the kitchen. 
 
    “I really wish I had a swimming pool,” June said. The hospital had cleaned him up some, but he needed a deep wash. She used a brush and lots of soap. She took off her clothes and got under the shower with him and went to work. 
 
    She didn’t care about being naked in front of him, she had been naked before, lots of times. 
 
    And he wasn’t about to rape her. He was weak as a kitten and his dick just sort of hung there. A half a chub with no get up and go. 
 
    She scrubbed his back, his front, his limbs. She scrubbed him till he was pink, then went to work on his groin. 
 
    He was dirty. He had been homeless, and there aren’t too many hot showers under the freeways. 
 
    She scrubbed his ball sac, and that was a shock. He had always had such big, beautiful balls. now he had shrunken skin with little ridges in the back, the slices they had made when they had removed his testicles. 
 
    He stood with his hands on the shower wall and was mute. 
 
    She finished and got him out, dried him off with a clean, white, fluffy towel. 
 
    “You can use the hot tub and the sauna as much as you want. Use the shower here. You can use that closet over there, and of course there is a closet in the pink room.” 
 
    He snorted. “Pink.” 
 
    “I guess I’m going to have to get you some clothes.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “And I’d. like you to remove your beard.” 
 
    He felt the scruff on his face. 
 
    “Have you ever used Nair?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “They have Nair for men now, and you can use it on your beard. I’ll get you some. Here,” she handed him a bathrobe. 
 
    He took the robe and stared at it. “I should just put my clothes back on. 
 
    “Your clothes need to be washed, and I’ll bet one good washing and they’ll disintegrate.” 
 
    He grunted. He knew she was right. 
 
    “So wear my robe for a couple of days. This weekend I’ll have time and we can go to the Goodwill.” 
 
    “The Goodwill.” 
 
    “Yep. My money is stretched thin, so we’ll have to go cheap until things get better.” 
 
    He put the robe on. It was red so faded it was almost pink. 
 
    “A pink room, a pink robe. Is there a message here?” 
 
    She was tired now, and she didn’t fully think out what she was saying. “Should there be?” 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    There was a small TV in his room, and he watched that for an hour, then fell asleep during a commercial. With no nurses to wake him, no cops to roust him, it was the first decent night’s sleep he had had in six months. 
 
    June had been working on the computer, and she turned it off and walked down the hallway to her bedroom. She stopped and stared at Johnny. He was laying on the bed, his ugly toes sticking out, his neck bent to the side, and the TV droned softly on. 
 
    She turned off the TV, then straightened him out. She put the pillow under his head, covered him up, and little tears slid down her cheeks. 
 
    Fucking Johnny. She had loved him so much, and now…what was left of him? How was he going to recover from this? 
 
    She wondered what their life would have been like if he hadn’t gone off and cheated. He was super intelligent, a genius with his hands and wood, and…and now he was a bum. A stinking bum. 
 
    She left the room, dried the tears off her cheeks, and went to bed. 
 
    Oddly, for the first time in a year, she slept well. 
 
      
 
    “I remembered you liked scrambled with a bit of onions and peppers.” 
 
    “No cheese, but I like salt and pepper.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    She had woken up and felt good, and had come down the hallway to find Johnny cooking breakfast. 
 
    He was wearing the pinkish robe, and he needed a haircut. Or at least to comb his mop. He hadn’t cut it for a year, and it had been filthy. But now, in the morning light, it looked clean and ready to style. 
 
    Hunh. Style. Not just comb, or brush, but to style. He always had such lovely, brown hair, and she had always joked and threatened to put him in pig tails and ribbons. 
 
    Well, not pig tails now, but a bit of a flip, give it some life. 
 
    He placed a plate in front of her, and he was wearing the robe untied. She caught a glimpse of his cock. So big, so nice, and now just a shrub. No solid oak there. 
 
    They ate, and it was companionable. He drank grapefruit juice that was half filled with water with a level teaspoon of sugar in it. 
 
    She drank OJ straight. Grrr. 
 
    “So what do you do during the day?” he asked. 
 
    “Study in the morning. Got a shift in the afternoon. My classes, courtesy of COVID, are by computer.” 
 
    “That’s a change. You used to work twelve hour shifts, and volunteer on your weekends.” 
 
    “We needed the money.” 
 
    He nodded. “Then we got it.” 
 
    She said nothing. Then, “What are your plans?” 
 
    His eyes got a far away look in them. “I need to think.” 
 
    “About what?” she urged. 
 
    He focused on her. “Plans. Tools. Advertising.” 
 
    She blinked. 
 
    He was a bum, his face was seedy looking, yet for a second she had seen a glimpse of that tremendous drive. 
 
    When he had been functioning he would come home with a plan, and a day later the plan would be done. A dresser built. A mailbox dug into the dirt. A room painted. 
 
    “Well, good, but we need to do something about your appearance.” 
 
    He went quiet, then, “I must be pretty ugly now. Never washing, never eating, I really let myself go.” 
 
    “You did,” she agreed. No use in denying the obvious. 
 
    “Well, okay.” 
 
    His agreement wasn’t enough, however.  
 
    She told him to do the dishes, then report to her in the mud room. 
 
    “I’m going to get scrubbed again? Okay.” He started cleaning the kitchen. 
 
    When he came out to the mud room she had a stool ready. She sat him down and began snipping and brushing. 
 
    “I’m not going to shave your head,” she murmured, concentrating on his locks. “I’ve always loved your hair.” 
 
    She evened his hair, layered it, and was vaguely aware that she didn’t know enough about men’s styles. Okay. So what if she styled him a little feminine. A brush back and he’d be fine. But his hair, it really was gorgeous. It needed to be tended, not chopped off. 
 
    When she was done she rubbed skin cream onto his face. She spent some time working the soft, sweet smelling cream into his wrinkles. She knew he could get back his old skin, but it was going to take some work. 
 
    When she was done with his face she started massaging the cream into his body. He was so rough and worn, he needed it. 
 
    He sat on the stool, and, interestingly, his dick got hard. 
 
    “Not entirely useless,” she murmured. 
 
    He looked down in amazement. “They said I could get boners, that my body had other ways of producing testosterone.” 
 
    “Well, if this keeps up, you’ll have to get a girlfriend.” 
 
    That was an awkward statement, and they both felt it. To get out of the moment she put a thick dollop of cream on her hand and massaged his penis. 
 
    It was stiff. Stiff as she had ever felt, and he gave a groan. 
 
    “They said you might be able to cum?” 
 
    “Yes.” His eyes were closed. 
 
    “Hunh.” 
 
    Then she backed off, handed him his robe. With his skin glowing from the cream, and his hair styled, and the pink robe, he looked a bit feminine. 
 
    But that was okay. Anything was better than the wrinkled, old bum he had been turning into. 
 
    That first week was difficult, and it was easy. 
 
    It was difficult because patterns and habits had to change. June worked on his appearance every day, then she worked on her studies, and went to work, and she had classes. 
 
    But under everything was her concern, and the need for care, for Johnny. 
 
    She was totally relieved when, at their first meeting with Dr. Lessing, Johnny said he wasn’t thinking about ending his life any more. He didn’t say much else, just that he was trying to come up with a plan. That was a major turnabout, and Lessing gave June a big thumb’s up when Johnny wasn’t looking. 
 
    She also complimented Johnny on his appearance. “The softer look is really pretty.” 
 
    “Pretty, hunh.” Yet he seemed pleased by the compliment. After a half a year spent on street corners begging for quarters any compliment was appreciated. 
 
    “I worked as a beautician in college,” June explained. “I’m afraid I don’t know much about male styles.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t worry about it. Johnny looks good, and that’s what’s important, right?” 
 
    Johnny seemed a bit embarrassed, but he didn’t object. He was getting world class attention so he was happy. 
 
    Johnny fell in with doing chores easily, and that helped out. He also trimmed the lawn and the bushes, and he stood on the edge of the patio and frowned at the back yard. When June asked him why he said, “A pool would look good here. 
 
    They ate dinner, talked small talk, talked about suicide, talked about all the things they used to talk about, and which June had never realized how much she had missed. 
 
    That weekend they went to garage sales. Johnny wore his clothes, and June was right. The bleach had about worn them out. It was obvious that he was going to be parting with them for the simple reason they were falling apart. 
 
    Fortunately garage sales offer good deals. He wound up with a couple of pairs of jeans, some tee shirts, shoes, a jacket, and all the other little odds and ends. And it only cost $20 all together. 
 
    Then they found a garage sale where the lady was determined to get rid of everything. She had a big box of clothes, and when June held up a shirt she had said. “Two bucks takes the whole box.” 
 
    That was a deal that couldn’t be refused, so they walked away with a big box full of clothes. 
 
    At home Johnny hung up his clothes, then went out to the living room where the big box was waiting. He sat down next to June and they began going through it. 
 
    A couple of shirts, then a couple of dresses, including bras and panties. 
 
    Johnny lifted one of the bras on a finger and muttered, “Just what the doctor ordered. 
 
    June laughed, picked out another bra and held it to his front. “You know, I think this would fit. Of course you need a few hormones.” 
 
    “I could probably wear these panties now.” 
 
    “Probably a lot more comfortable than those tighty whiteys. 
 
    They chuckled, and she pulled out a dress. It was a nice dress. Good silk. Form fitting. Blue shimmy color. Sleeveless but up to the neck.  
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “That’s so nice…I’m tempted to wear it.” 
 
    I’ll give you a buck to wear it.” 
 
    He looked at her. Her eyes were gleaming. 
 
    “Is this a joke?” 
 
    “No. I just really want to see you in a dress.” 
 
    “I’ll do it,” he threatened. 
 
    “Put up or shut up.” 
 
    He stood up and ripped off his old clothes. They ripped easily. 
 
    She watched, her eyes shining. 
 
    He pulled on a pair of panties. More thong than panties. He didn’t have enough package to fall out of the leg holes. 
 
    She handed him a bra. “In for a penny,” she stated. 
 
    He looked at it, took it, thought for a minute, then put it on. 
 
    He stood there in panties and bra and it took June’s breath away. His body had become emaciated during his adventures, and now it was…feminine. Sure, he needed a bit more roundness on his fanny, and tits, but…he was definitely feminine. 
 
    She handed him the dress. 
 
    He pulled it over his head and wiggled it down his body. 
 
    June could hardly breath. It fit perfectly. The bra wrinkled the fabric in front a bit, but…but it fit perfectly. 
 
    “Wait,” she said. She ran into her room and came back with several pairs of nylons. She balled them up, then reached in through Johnny’s armholes and padded his bra. 
 
    She couldn’t believe it. 
 
    His hair was feminine, his skin was getting softer, his body was thin, but with the boobs…with the boobs he was on the edge of curvaceous. 
 
    “My God,” she whispered. “You’re beautiful.” 
 
    He looked in the mirror in the foyer and was stunned. He fluffed his hair a bit, and she ran out for a can of hair spray and a brush. 
 
    She brushed and spritzed and his hair gained body. It was looking more and more female, and they stared at the mirror in awe. 
 
    “Wait,” she said. Her purse was on the credenza in the foyer. She opened it and extracted a tube of lipstick. 
 
    He didn’t object, he just stared at her as she painted his lips. Then she turned the base of the tube to retract the pillar of red lipstick and put the tube away. 
 
    He turned to the mirror and was astonished. He had tits, his body was thin, but feminine, and…the lipstick. 
 
    He turned to her. “I…I…” 
 
    She moved slowly towards him, as if her face was being drawn towards his by magnetism.  
 
    They touched lips, and it was pure and sweet, as if he had never cheated. 
 
    As if he had been reborn. But…as a woman. 
 
    They their arms went around each other and they both began to cry.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    In certain ways, nothing changed. Johnny slept in the spare room. He did his chores. He tried to re-evaluate his life. 
 
    In other ways, there was a great joy in the house. And a great frustration. 
 
    They smiled at each other, and June didn’t have to worry about Johnny committing suicide. They would, at odd times, kiss. 
 
    But Johnny lacked the tool to consummate their new relationship. 
 
    Yes, he had occasional boners, but they weren’t ready for that. 
 
    He was, however, ready for wearing girl clothes. 
 
    He wore man clothes when he went out, and a hat to partially conceal his curls. But at home he wore panties and bra a dress, and June even bought him breast forms. 
 
    Big breast forms. 
 
    Johnny would saunter around, do his chores, and he even cultivated a few feminine characteristics. He crossed his legs at the thigh, he practiced walking on a line, letting his hips sway. 
 
    Sometimes, when they knew they had an evening before them and nothing to do, she would even put a little light make up on him. 
 
    They spent a lot of time in the hot tub, or the sauna, sweating and soaking and his body slowly became softer. 
 
    It had to become softer; he was no longer producing the massive amounts of testosterone that males usually produce. His skin softened, his muscles lost mass, his hips even grew slightly wider. 
 
    But only slightly, because he was starting to work. 
 
    First, he put out fliers advertising himself as a handyman. 
 
    This pulled in a job here, a job there. It was mostly small things, stopping a leaky faucet, repairing a porch step, doing a bit of reshingling. It wasn’t much money, but it was enough for him to start getting tools, and he was building up a clientele. Whenever he completed a job he would ask for more work, let people know that he had had a cabinet making business and that, getting started again, his prices were right. 
 
    June watched him blossom. She knew it was tough starting from scratch, but between their evenings together and his natural talent, things started to happen. 
 
    Mrs. Johnson, the next block over, wanted new cabinets, and Johnny did a bang up job. That resulted in an order to build a shed. Then he pulled in a big shingle job. 
 
    He wasn’t as strong as he was, his muscles had lost mass, but there wasn’t a job a man did that couldn’t, for the most part, be done by a woman. So he spent eight hours a day, a hard eight hours, pounding in shingles setting the gutters right, and, again, doing a great job. 
 
    “Looks like your business is taking off.” 
 
    “Almost,” he agreed. “There’s a couple of expensive tools I need, but I’ll get there.” 
 
    “I can lend you money for tools.” 
 
    “Thanks, but…I should do it this way.” 
 
    She nodded. She understood a man’s pride…even if it was clothed in a woman’s body. 
 
    And his body was getting more and more feminine. Sometimes customers assumed he was a woman. 
 
    He let them. He was okay with that. 
 
    Then one day June came home and found a real mess on her hands. 
 
    No sign of Johnny in the house, but she knew he was around. His box of tools were sitting in its place in the garage. 
 
    “Johnny?” 
 
    “Out here!” 
 
    She went out back and stopped and stared. 
 
    He had set out pegs and was digging a trench around a rectangular shape in the back yard. 
 
    “What the fuck?” Not mad, just…puzzled. 
 
    He stopped, straightened up and looked at her. 
 
    “Are you building a swimming pool.” 
 
    “Bingo! Give that girl a ceegar!” 
 
    “But…I can’t afford…I don’t…” 
 
    “I talked to Bill Henderson. I used to get loans from him at the bank. He’s the one who lent me the capital for the business, if you remember.” 
 
    “I do, but—“ 
 
    “I went in to get a credit card. I put money in the bank and I can borrow up to that amount, and a few months and they’ll give me a real credit card.” 
 
    “But what does that have to do with a swimming pool?” 
 
    “You always wanted one, I’ve got a source of credit, I need to do this.” 
 
    “You need to build a swimming pool?” 
 
    “I need to build a pool, pay people back for their kindness, get started on building my business back.” 
 
    “But…you can’t dig this out by yourself?” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    And that was the old Johnny. Somebody would say, ‘You can’t do that,’ and he would start grinning. And the next thing he would be doing that. 
 
    June went into the house, poured two drinks. Both light, he wasn’t off the suicide watch just yet, and walked back out. 
 
    He came to the patio and they sat and sipped. 
 
    “I figure eight feet deep.” 
 
    “I think my roses are going to be in the way.” 
 
    “I can transplant them.” 
 
    “Are you talking about a diving board?” 
 
    “That, or…would you like a slide?” 
 
    And the talk went on and on. 
 
    They were so engrossed they skipped dinner, and then June said, “I want to get you some boobs.” 
 
    Johnny stopped, his mouth open, and his mind was really and truly a big, blank space. 
 
    “They don’t have to be big, but the idea of wearing breast forms…I’d like you to be a little more natural.” 
 
    Johnny’s mind went round and round on that one. Real boobs. Having to wear a bra for real. Not having to put in the breast forms every day, which breast forms were a bit clunky and didn’t act like real tits. 
 
    “Johnny, let’s face it. You’re transitioning.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…” 
 
    “I can get them for you at cost. I’ve got friends who owe me. You’d look so beautiful.” 
 
    “Can I think about it?” 
 
    “You can think about it, talk about it, and you should do some research. There’s a lot that goes into breast implants. We need to discuss how big, how they would fit on a slightly wider chest—you’ve still got some male DNA in you and your chest is slightly wider—and…” 
 
    They talked long into the night. 
 
    It didn’t take Johnny long. He was already presenting as a female in daily life. He was wearing his male clothes less and less. His last two jobs he had gotten as a female. 
 
    “Okay,” he said, one night. He had scraped the pool area out to six inches, set more flags for extending the patio. He was sweaty, and his breast forms were in the way, and it would be so much easier if he just had real tits. 
 
    “All right, I’ll make an appointment and we’ll start the ball rolling.” 
 
    A week later they were in the doctor’s office. He measured Johnny’s chest, inspected his musculature and made calculations. 
 
    “We need to do this in stages,” he said, sitting down behind his desk. “First, Johnny will look a bit ‘undernourished,’ if you get what I mean, like he has a pair of golf balls on his chest. His chest being wide we’re going to need to go big with the implants if we want them to be natural looking. So we give him vacation boobs, stretch his skin, prepare him for more weight. Then bigger vacation boobs. Then we can give him breasts that he can be proud of.” 
 
    Johnny could hardly stop from grinning. He liked the idea of being big. 
 
    June grilled the doctor on methods and procedures until the doc was cross-eyed. He might be a friend, but June wanted to be sure of everything. 
 
    Two weeks later, Johnny was down two feet in the backyard, he went for a quick and simple out patient procedure. He drove himself in an old Jeep beater he had picked up for cheap. When he returned June was dying of curiosity. 
 
    The vacation boobs weren’t that big, and they were small on his chest, but they looked real. 
 
    June put her hands on them and marveled. “They feel so lifelike.” 
 
    Johnny actually giggled.  
 
    “Can I…can I touch them with my mouth?” 
 
    He laughed. “You’re asking if you can suck on my boobs? Oh, God! Yes!” 
 
    She held his boobs in her hands and leaned her head forward. His nipples weren’t big, although the doctor had said that on the final implant he could see to that. 
 
    Still, to her they were delicious. Her lips fit around them and she licked with her tongue. 
 
    Johnny moaned. He didn’t have as much testosterone, but it still made him hot. It was sexy, and his dick actually started to get hard. 
 
    “Oh, look at this.” June felt his penis, jacked it slowly. 
 
    “Oh, fuck, honey.” 
 
    He hadn’t called her honey in over a year. She liked it. 
 
    She lowered her head and took his dick in her mouth. 
 
    He groaned. 
 
    They were in the living room, and she pushed him back on the couch, cupped his boobs, sucked his dick, then she moved up. 
 
    She pushed her panties down, lifted her dress up, and squatted over him. 
 
    His eyes were glistening, and bright. He wanted this, but he was scared. 
 
    She slid down his shaft. She rode him, sighing and tilting her pelvis. 
 
    “Oh, God!” he was crying now. He said he felt like a big baby, but she liked it. She liked him vulnerable and wanting. She liked him under her, her on top. She liked controlling the fuck, and she watched him as she twisted and corkscrewed. 
 
    For long minutes they screwed, and she was close. She said so. 
 
    “So cum.” 
 
    “But you haven’t.” 
 
    “And I might not. Maybe not for a while, maybe not ever, but this feeling, being inside you, it’s what I want. 
 
    A few minutes later she squirted. A massive whumper of an orgasm that shook her very bones. She collapsed on him and felt the tremors subside. 
 
    She started to get up, and he held her hips down. 
 
    “You can cum twice if you want to.” 
 
    She smiled. Yes. She could. They both knew it, but it was rare because he usually came. But now he wasn’t cumming, and he was getting off on just being in her. He didn’t have the overriding urgency, but he did have a cock that stayed hard. 
 
    She straightened up and continued the ride. 
 
    He groaned happily, not frustrated, but getting into it. 
 
    “Would you like me to be on top?” 
 
    She liked being on top, but now she was getting physically tired. She nodded. 
 
    They worked around until he was on top, and he put what was left of his male strength to work. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” she cried out, holding on to him, feeling his chest, sucking a nipple. 
 
    He worked his hand down and rubbed her clitoris as he fucked her. 
 
    If she thought that first cum was awesome, she had no idea about what was to come. Suddenly her body was shaking and shivering. Her mouth was open in a wail that wouldn’t come. Her hips began twitching and he had to use all his weight to stay in her. 
 
    “Oh…no….no…” her hips locked, her legs tried to close, but Johnny kept her going. 
 
    For a long minute she was shattered, broken into pieces, as the orgasm swept her away. 
 
    He stayed in her and she collapsed. 
 
    “Three times?” he asked. 
 
    She shook her head, but he did her anyway. 
 
    After three cums she was obviously done. Tears were pouring from her eyes and she just laid there. 
 
    He pulled his cock, still hard, out of her, then helped her to the bedroom. He couldn’t carry her, he was no longer strong enough, but he walked her, and slipped her under the covers, kissed her gently and turned off the lights. 
 
      
 
    The swimming pool was down to six feet, and it was turning into hard work. Still, every night after working as a handyman, or on the days that he wasn’t working, Johnny stepped into the pool. He shaved a piece of pipe to a point, put a cross piece on it, and ran water through it and dug at the hard earth. 
 
    June marveled at his inventiveness and watched the pool go deeper. 
 
    They sipped bourbon in the late evening, and about once a week he screwed her. He still hadn’t cum, but he didn’t care. 
 
    “Makes up for all the times I came and you didn’t.” 
 
    “But what if you never cum?” she asked. 
 
    He shrugged. “As long as you cum I’m happy.” 
 
    He received the second set of vacation boobs, and these were sizable. His skin was stretched, his muscles were getting used to the load, and they were as big as hers. 
 
    “You’re going to be huge,” she observed one night. 
 
    “Doc said he’s going to use something called Chyna 2000s. They were designed for some female wrestler, Joannie Laurer. 
 
    “Chyna 2000s.” she repeated, then she looked at him. “I think I’m actually jealous.” 
 
    He grew sober. I used to think a man was measured by the size of his penis. I found out that’s not true. I found out the hard way. Now I’m finding that women aren’t measured by the size of their boobs. Did you know I’ll probably outlive you?” 
 
    “What? What a dark thought!” 
 
    “Eunuchs live something like 15% longer than non-eunuchs. Testosterone is apparently corrosive.” 
 
    “Corrosive. I never would have thought.” 
 
    “Weird, eh?” 
 
    “Weird, yes.” 
 
    They sipped their bourbon and Coke and made small talk and enjoyed the evening. 
 
      
 
    Dr. Lessing was okay with Johnny transitioning. She talked long with him and June, but she didn’t object, and merely nodded and said, “Uh huh.” 
 
    She signed off on the procedure a month before he got his permanent implants. And that was the day she asked June to stay late for an extra little talk. 
 
    Johnny looked curious, but went out to the waiting room to wait. 
 
    “You realize that Johnny is going to need more?” 
 
    “More what?” 
 
    “I’m glad you’re having sex, and Johnny isn’t going to have to worry about having ‘blue balls.’ 
 
    They both smiled ruefully. One small advantage of his not having testicles. 
 
    “But, psychologically speaking, Johnny will develop a certain bitterness as time goes on. Seeing you orgasm and not being able to join you will work on him. It might be a while, maybe even years, but there is a ticking time bomb here. 
 
    “He’s not going to hurt himself,” June stated firmly. 
 
    “No. But it will impact on your relationship, change the way you feel about each other. 
 
    “So what do we do about it?” 
 
    Dr. Lessing told her, and June blinked, and her jaw dropped, and she truly began to think. 
 
      
 
    Johnny borrowed a few hundred dollars and put in the plumbing for the pool. He checked for leaks, and there were none. 
 
    For two weeks the pool sat, nothing but a hole in the earth with some fancy plumbing. Then John paid off the few hundred bucks loan and took out a bigger one. 
 
    June had never seen a pool made, and she was surprised when the liner was delivered and placed in the ground. There were still all sorts of adjustments to be made, but the pool was in, and a week later Johnny started filling it. 
 
    “How much did this cost?” 
 
    “The liner was about a grand, but that’s because I knew some people. 
 
    The rest of the stuff just hundred here, a hundred there. I’ve been paying it off as I go along, so I just have one credit card to take care of and I’m in the clear.” 
 
    She shook her head in amazement. 
 
    He said, “When I pay it off I’ll be able to move out.” 
 
    Lord, so that’s what silence sounds like. She turned to him, placed a hand on his wrist. 
 
    “Unless…unless…” he was choked up… “I’ll understand if you want me to leave.” 
 
    She had both hands on both his wrists now, and she moved closer. 
 
    He said. “I cry more now.” He was crying. 
 
    She said, “Good.” She kissed him, tenderly, fiercely, and it was understood that he might be staying there for a while.  
 
    Maybe a long while. 
 
    Probably a long while. 
 
      
 
    Johnny got his permanent implants, and he was a proud puppy. 
 
    He bought a bunch of bras and tried them all out. He wore dresses that showed his now magnificent cleavage. 
 
    He wore nylons and high heels. 
 
    He asked June to give him fingernails. 
 
    “I can’t have them too long because I need to work. But maybe just a little long. And my toes. And…” 
 
    “Have a seat,” June smiled. 
 
    He sat at her vanity table and she worked on his nails. 
 
    “That’s the problem with being a handyman,” she murmured as she pushed the cuticles back. “Your fingernails take a beating. 
 
    “I know. I’m looking okay, but people stare at my ugly nails.” 
 
    “Well, they’ll be staring at how beautiful they are when I’m done. 
 
    Johnny smiled. 
 
    She extended them just an eighth of an inch, but even that little bit made a huge difference. Instead of looking all flat and spatulate, they made his fingers look longer. She painted them red, and his toes, and he stared at his new nails happily. 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    “You’re welcome. But now there’s something I need to talk to you about.”               
 
    He looked up at her. 
 
    “Remember when I stayed late and talked to Dr Lessing?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “She told me that you’re going to need something else for our relationship to work.” 
 
    “What’s wrong with our relationship?” he sounded a bit defensive. 
 
    “Nothing. But we’re going to have to work on it to make sure it stays right.” 
 
    He was puzzled, so she brought out the bourbon and Coke and they sat down for a long and serious talk. 
 
    Johnny was silent when June explained what she wanted to do. But he had to admit there was sense here, even a certain logic. 
 
    “So when do you want to do this?” he asked. 
 
    She took a big breath, heaved a big sigh, and said, “This weekend.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    And that was it. 
 
      
 
    The rest of the week Johnny worked, and thought. 
 
    The work was easy, he was good, money was coming in. 
 
    The thought was hard. He was going to have to do something he never would have imagined, but which June and the doctor had said was necessary. 
 
    If he want to be a real woman, he was going to have to do this. 
 
    He did want to be a real woman. 
 
    But it went against everything he believed in as a man. 
 
    On Friday night Johnny and June went out for dinner. She asked if he had any questions, but he didn’t. In a way it was all pretty straight forward. 
 
    Lose your virginity. 
 
    Interestingly, his cock was hard almost the whole week. That hadn’t happened since the days when he had testicles churning out testosterone by the tone. 
 
    June, of course, took advantage of his state of excitement. Day after day, cum after cum. And now that she knew what was going to happen, what was going through Johnny’s mind, she was double enjoying it. 
 
    “You know,” she said, one evening after sex, “If I had known that you would have had big erections that last longer but never squirted…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I would have cut off your balls long ago.” 
 
    “Hardee har har,” he grunted. But he wasn't upset. 
 
    “But seriously,” she said, “I understand what you mean when you say it’s enough that I cum. I enjoy your purity, your sacrifice, and…I want to return the favor.”
Her words were oblique, but he knew what she meant. 
 
    On Saturday morning they got up, busied themselves with routine, and didn’t talk about what was running through their minds. 
 
    The day passed slowly. They had tuna sandwiches for lunch, and Johnny worked on the pool. He was planning on putting a diving board in and that took some measurements, extra concrete, and, of course, a few dollars. 
 
    At four o’clock June called him into the house. 
 
    He used Nair and cleaned up. He washed his hair and June set it. He put on his best bra and panty. He rolled socks up his legs and slipped into high heels. He loved high heels, but they were hard to walk in. 
 
    They had selected a white wedding dress for his deflowering, and he marveled at how ‘bride-like’ he looked. 
 
    ‘He.’ A pronoun that would never work again. 
 
    She did his toenails, then took off his fingernails and put some extra long ones on him. They were oval, but lo-o-ong oval. He wondered how anybody could ever do the dishes in such long talons. 
 
    She took out his curlers, put his earrings in, and made him up. 
 
    He was gorgeous. His skin had totally changed from his time on the streets. It was soft, sensitive, and totally female-like. 
 
    He had started taking a light regimen of hormones, and that was changing the way his fat was distributed on his body. His eyes looked delicate, yet beautiful. June had curled his lashes, colored his eyes, put plumper and lipstick on his lips. 
 
    “You’re a movie star,” she whispered, kissing him tenderly on the ear. 
 
    Then it was time. 
 
    June played ‘The Sweetest Taboo’ by Sade, and they danced and sipped good bourbon. They held each other, and June kept fondling his boobs.  
 
    “You are jealous,” he pointed out. 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    He laughed, and they adjourned to the bedroom. 
 
    He stood next to the bed, looking like a bride. She opened up the lower dresser drawer and took out the strap on and the dildo. 
 
    “That’s big,” he observed, feeling a little nervous, butterflies flying around in his belly. 
 
    “Bigger is better, baby,” she said as she stepped into the harness. 
 
    “You used to use this dildo on yourself?” 
 
    “All the time. After you—“ She stopped talking, and he stopped asking. Since before he cheated on her. 
 
    “How do you want me?” 
 
    She smiled. “On your knees, sucking on my cock.” 
 
    He laughed. It was the very thing he used to say to her. 
 
    He knelt, and she moved up, and he took her in his mouth. 
 
    He sucked slowly, tenderly, in a bit of awe for the size of the dick in his mouth. 
 
    “That’s it, honey. Suck me till I squirt.” 
 
    He smiled as he blew her. They both knew this wasn’t her night to squirt. 
 
    Finally, she reached down and lifted him by the underarms. He came to his feet and they kissed. 
 
    His dick was hard, and that was okay. He didn’t know if he was going to cum, but there was a chance. Dr. Lessing had said there was a ‘maybe’ to the deal. 
 
    “Up on the bed, honey, on your back.” 
 
    He lay on his back and she moved in. She arranged his legs on her shoulders, scooped up some lubricant and began reaming his asshole. 
 
    He moaned. He hadn’t know what to expect, but gays like this, so…maybe he could like it. 
 
    At any rate, he had to come to certainty concerning himself. He wasn’t a man. So what was he? This night would decide and convince. 
 
    She pushed the big dick into his rectum and he gasped. There was pain, but…he could stand it. 
 
    She pushed again, and the head popped into him. 
 
    “Oh, God!” he murmured. It felt good, and his eyes opened and locked on her. 
 
    “I’m going to screw you now, honey. I’m going to make you into a woman.” 
 
    He nodded, gripped the sheet with his hands, and she pushed all the way into him. 
 
    He would often remember that first thrust. It opened him up, took his breath away, and changed him. 
 
    He wasn’t a man any longer. But he wasn’t a woman. But now he was. 
 
    He was impaled, he was owned, he was the property of a very alpha woman. 
 
    And it felt good. 
 
    The slither of veins inside his anus, the way he felt that dick sliding into the depth. 
 
    His legs wanted to splay more, but she kept a firm grip on him. She pulled slowly out, and pushed in again. 
 
    He made mewling sounds. He was begging, but for what he didn’t know. 
 
    Again and again she moved into him, out of him. She changed him, christened him, made him into a new person. 
 
    At times he felt like crying, at times like begging. All the time he felt that he had given something up, and had somehow gained by that. 
 
    For long minutes she patiently fucked him, watched him, looked for the telltale signs. 
 
    She didn’t stroke his weenie. 
 
    She just fucked him, and he started to respond. He started to move his hips, to twist and grind, and he felt something a long, way away. 
 
    Something hot, that threatened him like a wild animal. 
 
    Something that built and built, like a wave miles out at sea, but was rolling in, getting closer. 
 
    He became frantic, and was scared. He was reassured by his wife, and he held on. 
 
    Finally, the orgasm rolled over him. He knew, in the midst of that white hot sensation, that he wasn’t going to be getting penile orgasms. He lacked the balls for that. But he was going to be getting anal orgasms, prostate orgasms, and that these were actually much stronger than any penis orgasm. 
 
    He felt lifted up, exalted, like he wasn’t even on earth. 
 
    Then he was dashed down, splatted, jerked and quivering. 
 
    Then he was lifted up, his hips locked and his head thrown back. 
 
    Then he was thrown down again. 
 
    Up and down, and the white heat raged through him. 
 
    Until, finally, there was no more. 
 
    He was empty. He was done. 
 
    June pulled out of him. She took off the strap on, got a towel and wiped his semen off his dick. 
 
    There wasn’t a lot, and it wasn’t really semen, just liquid that came out with an orgasm. But that was okay. 
 
    June lay down next to him, pushed him around till he was right ways on the bed. 
 
    He looked at her, awed, in love, and she said, “I guess you might as well sleep in here from now on. 
 
    He snuggled against her and sighed. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    END

  

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

  

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

  

 
   
    THERE ARE THIRTEEN 
 
    21 STORY BUNDLES! 
 
    [image: Image] 
 
      
 
    On Amazon type in: 
 
    ‘GRACE MANSFIELD 21 STORIES’ 
 
    for a massive collection of bundles! 
 
    21 steamy five star stories in each bundle! 
 
    All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination, 
 
    chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more! 
 
    Type in… 
 
    ‘GRACE MANSFIELD 21 STORIES’

  

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

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
 
    [image: sisridebook cov use.jpg] 
 
    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!  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

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

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
 
    [image: Image] 
 
      
 
    Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady! 
 
      
 
    I was Feminized and Dominated! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Here is the first part of… 
 
      
 
    The Long, Hot Feminization! 
 
    Changed from a boy into a girl for a summer! 
 
      
 
    [image: Image] 
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    The lady who moved in next door was a fox. I mean, she had large jugs. Gallon jugs. And the nipples were always erect. First time I met her I was carrying in the groceries for my mom and she got to talking with Mrs. Amanda. Nancy Amanda, that was her name. 
 
    I sidled up, I had seen her from a distance and wanted to get closer and check out the babe factor. 
 
    So I trucked the groceries in, then walked over to where Mrs. Amanda and my mother were talking.  
 
    Crap! Talk about a babe factor! Her nipples were poking right through her sweater! Big boobs, and she was excited. I mean, it wasn’t just the cold, right? Because she was wearing a sweater! 
 
    “This is Johnny. Johnny, this is our neighbor Mrs. Amanda.” 
 
    I clicked my eyes up real quick, but I could see a twinkle in Nancy’s eye that told me she had caught me checking her out. 
 
    “Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.” 
 
    “Hi, Johnny. Good to meet you. But please call me Nancy.” She offered a hand and I took it. It was warm, and her eyes were scintillating. Green. Wise. Her lips were red, and moist. And I had to be careful because this close, feeling her flesh, I was in boner city. 
 
    I mean, I’m healthy. 19 years old. Home from college for the summer, and no girl friend. 
 
    And no girl friend meant I was horny. 
 
    She let go of my hand, having conquered my heart, and continued her conversation with my mother. And I slunk back into the house. 
 
    Man. What a babe. What a knock out. I was in love. 
 
    Okay, I wasn’t in love, but I sure was in lust. 
 
    But, being just 19, I knew I didn’t have a chance with such a choice chick. She was about 30, a MILF if ever there was one, and…you read about MILFs going wild, but that’s just stories. Doesn’t happen in real life. 
 
    So I mowed the lawn, then spent the afternoon swimming. 
 
    I heard music coming from Nancy’s house, then I heard water splashing. She had a pool, too, and I smiled. 
 
    I went to the hedge separating our houses and peeked through. 
 
    Oh, man. She was naked. Like, not a stitch. And she was swimming back and forth. Climbing out and diving in, then swimming back and forth. A couple of times she went off the board, her boobs just flew  up and down. Then she stopped, and I figured that it was because big boobs like hers probably hurt when they bounced like that. 
 
    I watched for a while, and I stroked myself, and I kept getting right to the edge, then backing off. 
 
    I like sex, but I like good sex. 
 
    If you jack off all the time it just turns into a spurt.  
 
    But if you edge yourself for a few hours, man, the sex turns so fucking hot you are about die! 
 
    So I watched her, and I dreamed. I studied her hairless snatch, and I dreamed of putting my penis in it. I watched her bounce, and I wanted to catch those big boobs in my hands and suck them. I stared at how firm and round her buns were, and my cock was so hard it was aching. But I just kept jacking and jacking, backing off, then jacking and jacking, and backing off. 
 
    Finally, Mom was due home, so I took a final dip, then went into the house. 
 
    Upstairs, and I began stroking. The final countdown. My hand slithered up and down, I was close. I squeezed my balls, I played with my nipples, and just before I was about to cum— 
 
    “Johnny? Could you come help me?” 
 
    Oh, fuck! “Yes, Mom.” but, in a way I liked it. To be so close and then denied, and not just from my own discipline, but by my mother…it raised the experience to even higher levels. 
 
    She had some boxes for me to bring in, so I did, and then I had a Pepsi and we talked for a while, and I was in heaven. My cock was just roasting. I wanted to cum so badly. 
 
    But I was also down from the high point I had been at. The break I had just taken had made me not so desperate, and I decided to just enjoy the peak and start all over again tomorrow. I could watch Nancy in her pool, stroke myself higher than I had ever been, and the cum…man, the cum was going to be a supernova! 
 
    So I slept, my big boner pressed up against my belly, or straight up in the air, or every which way it wanted, and I woke up in the morning feeling hornier than I had ever felt in my life. 
 
    The day began wonderfully. Big breakfast, a quick run around the block, and my blood was pumping. Fuck, yeah! 
 
    Then I hopped in the pool, swam a few laps and just floated for a while, and then I heard the sound of somebody splashing over the hedge. I tip toed to the spot I used and peered through the bushes. 
 
    Naked. Lush. Breasts like white mounds, creamy skin. Nipples stiff and proud. Man, I was mesmerized. 
 
    I took out my penis and began stroking. Right to the edge, and stopped. Right to the edge and stopped. Man, when I came it was going to be truly stupendous! 
 
    On the other side of the hedge Nancy swam a few laps, did some yoga, and then lay down on her lounge. And picked up her phone. 
 
    Oh, darn. She was probably going to call some guy. Geez. I’d give my left nut to be that guy. 
 
    I watched, my heart sinking, and suddenly…Doot da Doot Doot! Doot da Doot Doot! 
 
    It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket! 
 
    Nancy looked across the pool, right at me! 
 
    I scrambled back. She couldn’t have seen me. No way! 
 
    I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone. 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    “Hi, Johnny. This is your neighbor, Nancy.” 
 
    “Hi, Nancy!” I was still stroking my dick. Through all of that I hadn’t let go, and I was almost ready to spurt. I squeezed my cock, hard, to stop the orgasm. Just in time. My legs were shivering and my head was light, but I stopped it. 
 
    “Are you okay? You sound a little out of breath.” 
 
    “No. I mean, I’m okay. I was just running.” 
 
    “I know. I heard your phone.” 
 
    Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! 
 
    “But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.” Sigh of relief. 
 
    “Your mother gave me your number and said you might be willing to do a little donkeywork. It’s easy, and I pay well.” 
 
    “Well, uh, yeah. Sure. I let go of my cock and a single bead of sperm dribbled out. 
 
    “Okay, then. After lunch?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “I’ll see you then.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She hung up and I almost fell over. I had almost been caught jacking off. Well, she knew I had been running, but…maybe she didn’t know what I was doing. 
 
    Anyway, I was going to be hanging with her this afternoon, and that was sweet.  
 
    I thought about going up and finishing myself off, but, again, I wanted to wait just a little bit longer. I wanted to be just a little bit hornier. It’s sort of a game with me, seeing how horny I can get, and right now I was getting as close to as horny as I had ever been. So I managed to hold myself off. 
 
      
 
    After lunch I sauntered over to her house and knocked on the door. I was carrying a spare change of clothes she had told me to bring. The load in my testicles was heavy and my cock was ultra sensitive. 
 
    If anything, she was more sexy. She was wearing a thin sweatshirt cut off at the waist. Emblazoned in an arching script over her sizable boobs was the phrase ‘Pink Power!’  
 
    Oh, God! Sproing. Damn it! I had just gotten it under control. I should have finished whacking off before I came over. 
 
    “Hi, Johnny,” she opened the door and I tried desperately not to stare at her tits. But…her lips were plump and curved and full and…I gulped. “Hey, Nancy.” 
 
    She led me through the house, and with her not looking at me I stared right at her sexy ass. Round. A bubble of sex, and a thin waist. 
 
    She turned her head and I gulped again and got my eyes up in time. I think. “I can’t thank you enough for helping me. But I warn you, it might get a little dirty.” 
 
    “Hey, dirt is my middle name.” Oh, God, that was a stupid thing to say. 
 
    But she laughed and told me to put my spare clothes on a kitchen chair and opened the door to the basement. She led me downstairs and I looked at ‘The Mess.’ That’s what I called it, and deservedly. 
 
    It was a long room filled with a 100 years of debris. 
 
    “I bought this place as is, but I really didn’t expect to find a century worth of storage in it.” 
 
    “Wow.” I stared at the tons of boxes and old furniture and stuff. 
 
    “There might be something of value down here. An antique or four, and what we’ve got to do is go through it all. We sort, carry it upstairs—and you can see that there are some heavy things that I won’t be able to carry—and clean this place out.” 
 
    “You know there’s more than a day’s work here. It’s gonna take a week, maybe more.” 
 
    She stepped closer to me, placed her palm on my forearm, and I almost swooned. Those green eyes staring right up into mine. 
“I know. Your mother said you were off for the summer. Is this too much?” 
 
    “No, no.” I quickly said. “It’s just…I wanted you to be aware.” 
 
    She grinned ruefully, her palm was making my whole body sweat. “I’m aware.” 
 
    I hope she was aware of what she was doing to my sexual apparatus. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She took her hand off me then, and I immediately missed it. “Okay, then. Shall we start?” 
 
    We started, and that was the messiest basement I have ever seen in my life. 
 
    First, there were the cobwebs. 
 
    “I set off some bug bombs, but now we have to get rid of the spider domiciles.” 
 
    Domicile. That was the word for it. Giant cathedrals of delicate web. 
 
    We took brooms and went crazy. We started at the end and moved back towards the stairs. By the time we reached the stairs we were both dusty and dirty and sweating. But the basement had had its first sweeping, and there wasn't a glimpse of a ‘spider domicile’ in the place. Of course, there would be lots of bugs and stuff inside the mess of stuff, but we had taken a major chunk out and couldn’t move around more freely. 
 
    “Okay,” she said, “Come with me.” 
 
    We went up the stairs, me staring at her ass, of course, and jumped in the pool. And that about killed me. 
 
    She took off her clothes and jumped in. 
 
    I stared, my mouth open. 
 
    “Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.” 
 
    “But I’ve got…I’ve…” 
 
    “A boner. I know. And I don’t care. I’ve seen a boner or two in my lifetime, and they don’t scare me. And I know my nakedness doesn’t scare you because you were watching me yesterday.” She laughed and did a backstroke. 
 
    Oh, crap. She had seen me. But between her laughter and the truth, I did it. I stripped and jumped in, and it was weird jumping into the water with a big erection. Oh, I’ve done that before, but it was an erection that she was grinning at. 
 
    We swam in a circle or two, then she climbed out. 
 
    I followed her, and was red-faced, and we dried off with a couple of fluffy towels. Then I got into my spare clothes, and she got into hers. And she was even sexier. A short skirt and a flannel shirt. A flannel shirt which, I might add, she kept unbuttoned. Yep, I had a perfect view of her big, bra encased boobs. 
 
    We descended the stairs and she said, “I hope you don’t mind my Bohemian ways. I’ve never been embarrassed by my body.” 
 
    I risked, “Hey, I’m getting a thrill.” 
 
    She laughed, patted my cheek, and we turned back to ‘The Mess.’ 
 
    Sans dirt and spiderwebs it was still a mess. “Guess we should start at this end this time,” she sighed. 
 
    ‘This end’ was mostly boxes, and we opened up one and started going through it. It was books, and some of them might have been worth something, but they had been ruined by water. 
 
    “Good stuff goes in the garage. Bad stuff on the driveway.” 
 
    “This is bad stuff,” I said, hoisting the box, and I headed for the stairs. 
 
    And that was the way it went for an hour. Box after box. Sometimes I had a break while she sorted and selected various books, sometimes I was humping up and down the stairs.  
 
    After an hour we took another swim break, and this time I didn’t hesitate to strip and jump in. 
 
    Nancy giggled. “Don’t you have a girlfriend or something?” I turned red and she laughed. “Now I’ve gone and embarrassed you.” 
 
    We swam in circles, then hopped out and got into our original clothes, which we had left in the sun and were now dry. 
 
    We had a Pepsi, sitting by the pool, and I looked over to where I had been peeping. 
 
    “It’s all right if you look at me through the hedge.” 
 
    Man. The red-faced thing again. 
 
    But she said, “I consider it a compliment that a healthy, young stud like you finds me worth looking at. 
 
    “Oh, you’re worth looking at,” I blurted. 
 
    She laughed, placed a hand on my arm said, “You’re sweet.” 
 
    On one hand, I was proud and preening, she liked me, her hand was like electricity on my flesh. On the other hand, I sure would like to be more than ‘sweet.’ And, if there was a third hand, it would have been in my pants stroking like mad. 
 
    Heck. I hadn’t cum for a few of days, and I had been edged to a fare thee well for the last two days. 
 
    “Well, shall we proceed,” She smiled at me. 
 
    Now, I should say this right out front, she was a woman who liked to tease. And this first day was the introduction. She would catch me staring at her boobs and she would wink. In the pool she would see the lust in my eyes and she would stretch, arch her back and present her boobs, then chuckle at the dumfounded look on my face. 
 
    But that was about as far as it would have gone, except for the nail. 
 
    On the third day, a third of the way through the basement, I was moving a table out from a wall, I bent and pushed, and…ri-i-ip! 
 
    A nail took out my pants. I mean, really took them out. The material was separate across one thigh and half my shorts were just sort of hanging there. 
 
    “Oh, crap,” I said. 
 
    Nancy, looked, then gasped. “You’re bleeding!” 
 
    I was. It wasn’t deep, but it was nasty looking. 
 
    “Come with me.” 
 
    “It’s nothing.” 
 
    “It’s something. Now get your ass in gear.” 
 
    She led the way up the stairs, through the house and up to the second floor. 
 
    In her bathroom she took out some peroxide and cotton and a bandage. 
 
    “Lose the shorts. Sit on the edge of the counter.” 
 
    I kicked off the shorts and sat on the sink, and…I had a boner. 
 
    Well, she knew that. 
 
    But there is a difference between swimming in a pool and being a dozen feet away, and being…inches apart. 
 
    She turned and looked down, and stopped. “Fuck,” she whispered. Then she put her hands on my flesh, made me turn slightly to the right. My cock was right there, inches from her hands as she dabbed at the cut with peroxide. 
 
    “Sorry,” I said. 
 
    She glanced up at me. “You’re sorry?” She sounded sad. 
 
    My cock was shivering, and I could feel her breath on it, as she dressed the wound. 
 
    She straightened up, and we were a foot apart, her breasts almost touching my chest. “I’m the one that’s sorry, Johnny.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “When my husband died I thought it was the end of the world, and I vowed never to touch another cock. Isn’t that stupid? But then I move in here and I see you. And you’re so young and healthy and full of life. You remind me of all the good things, and I made a promise to myself.” 
 
    There wasn’t much I could say, so I listened. 
 
    “But I’m going to ask you for something.” She took a breath, actually gulped a little, then: “Don’t masturbate.” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    “I know, you’re going to say you don’t masturbate. but every boy, every man…” she placed a red tipped hand on my chest. “every man jacks off. So don’t tell me you don’t.” 
 
    I could have just said yea or nay, but I had to explain. “I try not to. I try to hold it in, but…every once in a while.” I shrugged. 
 
    She stared at me. “How long has it been since you masturbated.” 
 
    “Only five days.” 
 
    “How long between masturbations?”  
 
    “Usually a couple of weeks. A couple of times I held out for three weeks, but…you know…it’s hard.” 
 
    She smiled, inches from me, and she reached down and placed her hand on my cock. She was kissing distance away, and we felt the heat, but her hand on my chest kept me from moving in. 
 
    “Let’s see how long we can go. Don’t jack off. And I’ll try to help you. Let’s see if you can last a summer.” 
 
    “What…what about you?” 
 
    “Me, too. In a weird way, this will help me. Every day will be a trial, but if you can hold out, then so can I.” 
 
    Then she said the clincher. “We’ll be good for each other, Johnny.” 
 
    I nodded, was afraid to say something. Afraid she would take her hand off my cock. 
 
    She leaned forward then, yet kept her hand on my chest. She hesitated, then she touched her lips to mine. Soft, warm, but it was just a peck. A peck between friends. 
 
    Then she backed off and said, “Let’s get you into some clothes and get back to work.” 
 
    “I’ve got my spare clothes out back.” 
 
    “But they’re still wet. Just wait a moment, I have something I think you’ll like.” 
 
    She darted into her closet and rummaged, and I stood in the bathroom door and looked around her bedroom. She wasn’t a messy lady, but she had a couple of bras hanging over the end of her bed. I had seen nylons hanging from the shower rod. In addition she had a hamper with panties in it, and her table full of make up. I could smell the sweet scent of her make up. 
 
    She looked out of the closet and said, “Close your eyes, Johnny. I’m going to dress you. It will be a surprise.” 
 
    I closed my eyes and she giggled as she crossed the room.  
 
    “Put your hand here for balance and lift your right foot.” 
 
    I followed her directions and I felt her slip an article of clothing up my leg, then the other leg. I thought it was shorts or something, but she kept pulling, and I felt the material pull on my crotch and go right up my body, then she was pulling material, like a shirt, over my shoulders. 
 
    “Okay. Open eyes.” 
 
    I did, and I gasped. I was in a one piece garment, and it was pink. A combination shorts and shirt, and I think they call it a ‘onesy.’ but…pink? 
 
    And to make matters worse, my cock was sticking out the bottom, down one leg. It was pink, and sexy, and obscene. 
 
    She laughed and pulled me to a mirror. “Look, isn’t it cute?” 
 
    My cock was straining, and the garment was just barely too small. It was too big for her, and not quite big enough for me, and I stretched it. but it was a stretchy material so there wasn’t much danger of me breaking it. 
 
    She placed her hand on my cock and we stood and stared at the mirror. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” I whimpered. 
 
    “Sorry,” she said, and removed her hand. But I wasn’t sorry, and I was sure she wasn’t. 
 
    “I…I can’t wear—“ 
 
    “Of course you can. It was my husband’s, and it just sits there.” 
 
    Her husband wore pink? I had images of them doing things with him in a pink onesy, and I swear, I almost came on the spot. If she had touched me I think I would have. 
 
    “Now, come on. Let’s get back to work.” She grabbed my hand and led me back downstairs. 
 
    More boxes. then some furniture, and I could feel my cock straining with every step, every bend, every twist. 
 
    She kept looking at me and giggling, and a couple of times she ‘accidentally’ turned and bumped my crotch with her hand. 
 
    After an hour we took another break. We undressed and jumped in the pool and just swam around. The dressing on my cut was okay, and my cock felt the water passing over it, then we were standing in the shallow end, facing each other, breathing hard. 
 
    She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her. 
 
    I made a sound back in my throat, a beggary type of sound, then she was kissing me. No simple peck this time. Now a full lipped, grinding of our mouths. 
 
    She pulled back, then buried her head against my shoulder. “Are you close, Johnny?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    She stopped stroking me. “Can I just hold it?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    She let go and I made a whining sound. 
 
    Suddenly she reached up and put her hands around my neck and pulled me down. “Suck me, Johnny. Feel my tits.” 
 
    My mouth found a nipple and I squeezed her breasts, one boob in each hand. 
 
    “Oh, God!” She groaned. After a minute she pushed me away. Turned and used her arms and walked as quickly as she could out of the pool. Her shoulders were shaking. 
 
    I followed her, caught her just inside the sliding window of her house. “Are you okay?” 
 
    She was crying, and she turned and pressed against me. My cock poked against her juncture, and her breasts were hot and heavy against my chest. I held her and her shoulders shook. 
 
    “Go home, Johnny. We’re done for the day.” 
 
    She turned and ran upstairs. 
 
    I went out to the pool area and put on my clothes. When I went through her house I paused, I wanted to say something, but…I didn’t think she wanted me to say anything. 
 
    I went to the front door and walked home. 
 
      
 
    That night was a trial. On one hand I have never been so hard and horny. I was actually leaking, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and it was all I could do not to take it in hand and do the deed. 
 
    On the other hand, I was confused. Why was Nancy crying? Why did she run off like that? 
 
    “You’re silent tonight,” my mother observed over a plate of spaghetti. 
 
    I forced a smile. “Just moving some heavy stuff today.” 
 
    “Well, it’s nice of you to help Nancy.” 
 
    I think she was prying, but didn’t want to appear nosy. 
 
    I grinned. “We’re just cleaning out the basement, lots of dirt and dust, but…it’s actually sort of fun.” 
 
    “Fun?” 
 
    “Boxes full of last century.” 
 
    “Ah, yes,” she smiled. “Old fart stuff.” 
 
    “Yes,” I said with a straight face. “Almost as old as you.” 
 
    Mom’s face opened up and she laughed. “you brat!” 
 
    “Well, maybe not that old.” 
 
    “No ice cream for you!” 
 
    But she did give me ice cream, and everything was fine. 
 
    Until I went upstairs to go to bed. 
 
    I stood at the window and stared at Nancy’s house. She was a beautiful woman, and I was besotted. But it was for a summer. And nothing was going to happen except teasing. 
 
    That was the worst moment. I had been wanting to grab old faithful and spank him to a frothy squirt, but…but I had promised. 
 
    Well, I hadn’t promised, but my silent acceptance of her terms…it was a promise. 
 
    Finally, the moon shining down on the waters of her swimming pool and creating another moon, I stripped and went to bed. 
 
      
 
    I showed up bright and early, and she was ready for me. No sign of the tears, only happiness, and she opened the door and I walked in. 
 
    “Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?” 
 
    Blink. I had brought over a spare pair of clothes, but apparently I wouldn’t need them. “Sure.” 
 
    “I’ve got some other stuff you might consider wearing, too.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” 
 
    But she didn’t say anything, just smiled, and handed me the pink onesy. 
 
    I stripped and put it on, and she watched my cock with appreciation. “When you’re young it never ends,” she whispered. 
 
    We went downstairs and went to work. There was a table, in pieces, that I had to lug up the stairs. It was heavy oak, and it took me a while. 
 
    Then there were three old TVs. And a bunch of paintings. 
 
    “Did you know the old lady who lived here?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Mrs. Grandie. She baked cookies when I was a kid. A lot of cookies.” 
 
    I had the feeling that Nancy wanted to say more, but we just kept working. 
 
    But I could feel her thinking. 
 
    She was crying, then happy, then thinking. She was a woman with depth, and that was good. I had had girlfriends, and I appreciated a MILF. I liked intelligent conversation and sexual nuances with no drawbacks. 
 
    I spent an hour taking lamps and broken boards up to the garage, and we were at the halfway mark. It was about ten thirty, and time for another swim break.  
 
    We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool. 
 
    “Man, that basement is hot. I thought under houses was supposed to be cool.” 
 
    “Normally it is, but we’re working…” 
 
    We swam in circles, and I could tell she was still thinking. 
 
    “I know I’m a little young, but if you want to talk about anything…” 
 
    She stopped, and stared at me. “You are so not young. You are as mature as any man I have ever known.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything, and she studied me, then she said, “Come with me.” 
 
    She got out of the pool and pointed at a lounge. “Sit down here.” 
 
    I sat, my cock pointing towards the sky, and she went into the house. She was out a minute later, carrying two frosty drinks. 
 
    “I know you drink beer. Will your mother mind a little bourbon?” 
 
    “She’s cool. She knows I don’t drink to excess.” 
 
    Nancy nodded, handed me a glass and sat down on the lounge…with me. 
 
    It was a wide lounge, but our bodies were pressed together, and she snuggled around until she was cuddled in my arms. She sipped, and I sipped. 
 
    “It’s called a Coke High.”  
 
    “Bourbon and Coke. And it’s good bourbon.” 
 
    I could feel her grin, then she sobered up, sipped a bit, and began talking. 
 
    “Once upon a time there was a wide-eyed girl. Very innocent, and she fell in love with a man a couple of years older than her. Eventually, they married, but on the night before their wedding he made a confession. ‘My dear, there is something you should know about me before we go through with this.’ 
 
    “‘What’s that?’ I asked. 
 
    “‘I wear women’s underwear.’ 
 
    “Now, this woman was not upset, maybe a little weirded out, but not upset, and she said, ‘Prove it.’ 
 
    “So the man did. 
 
    “And they got married, and she entered into a fairytale existence. She loved the man with all her heart, and she looked forward to dressing him up every day. He would wear bras and nylons. He would put on make up. He was a handsome man with a kind face, a gentle face, and he looked just like a woman when he was all fixed up. 
 
    “Outside of the house he was a man. A take charge kind of guy, he owned a couple of companies and ran them like Captain Bligh ran ‘The Bounty.’ But once home, once in the arms of his loving wife, he explored his gentle side. 
 
    “And the man and the woman lived together for a few years, and life was about as good as it could get.” 
 
    She paused. She had been drinking while talking, and she put her empty glass down. I sucked my drink down and placed my glass to the side. 
 
    She said, “Then he died. Just…died.” her voice broke. “And the woman was ejected from the fairytale, and no matter what she did…life was just not the same.” 
 
    She began sobbing. She turned into me, cried against my chest, and I held her. I could feel her tears running down my chest and sliding to the side on my abdomen. She cried and cried and there was nothing I could do but hold her. 
 
    Finally, a long while later, she stopped crying. She just lay against me, breathing, her face against my chest. Then she turned the rest of the way and sat on me. My cock was hard and stiff and ran up her backside. Right between her buns, but no entry. 
 
    She wiped her eyes, and she looked…different. She laughed, and sniffed, and she leaned her elbows on my chest. Her green eyes were inches form mine, her breath was fresh on my mouth. 
 
    “Johnny. Can I ask you…to do something? It’s okay if you don’t want to. But…but I need this. Can I ask you?” 
 
    I felt like I was saying the words of ancient play, written long ago and just now come to mind. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Can I dress you up? Like I used to dress my husband up? It’s okay if you say no. We’ll just keep cleaning the basement.” 
 
    Dress me up. The onesy. Pink. Everything coming together in my mind. 
 
    Sure, we could keep cleaning the basement, but it wouldn’t be the same. Our relationship would be altered, and I would be moving junk instead of playing with a beautiful, vivacious woman. So there really wasn't much choice. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    And she kissed me. And kissed me. And kissed me. 
 
    And my cock got harder. And harder. And harder. 
 
     
 
      
 
    This has been the first part of 
 
      
 
    The Long, Hot Feminization! 
 
      
 
    [image: Image] 
 
      
 
      
 
  
  
 images/00031.jpeg
21
Sizzling

Stories!






images/00011.jpeg





images/00010.jpeg
GENERAE
HOUSEHOED
REMED¥

r -

| | MINARD'S LINIMENT €O
| YARMOUTH, MS. o™

il finary Sore Throat, False Of

LINIMEN

FOR
Snises, SFvams, Contraction of
B Muscles, Neuralgia, Mus
tlar Aches and Pains, Pains in
1 Side or Back, Lumbago, St
Neck, Frost Bites, Common U

Sfasmmc Croup, Hoarseness
w?,{‘:che' Toothache, Corms

MEKELENT CoNTER 1RRITANT a0 DSEETEN
Prepared by ¢
MINARD'S LINIMENT
CO., LIMITED
YARMOUTH - - N.S.
B s






images/00013.jpeg





images/00012.jpeg
w
@ Charleflown, Fuly 24th, 1769. E
B T O BE SOLD, (G

OnTHuRsDAY the third Day  § S5

of AucusT next,

OF

NEGROES'

CONSISTING OF

| Thirty-nine Men, Fifteen Bovs, i 1
ﬁ _j Twenty-four WOMEN and ;
j Sixteen GIRLS. =

‘ L URS T AR R TLVAE D, r
é In theBrigantine DEMBIA, Fran-t
,_i LEon, by

cis Bare, Mafter, from SIERR A-
=t

DAVID & JOHN DEAS. (B
ﬂ@m%@mmmammmm C

3] |






images/00015.jpeg
CONSISTING OF

~-nine MEN, Fifteen Bovs,
T wenty-four Wom N, and
Sixteen GIRLS,

JUST ARRIVED,

In the Brigantine DEmB1A, Fran-
=l s Bare, Mafter, from SIERRA
Leon, by !

DAVID & JOHN DEAS. [






images/00014.jpeg





images/00002.jpeg
A tzzlm‘g

Stories!

Stories of Forced Feminization
and Female Domination!





images/00001.jpeg
ICHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO AWOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD





images/00004.jpeg





images/00003.jpeg





images/00006.jpeg





images/00005.jpeg





images/00008.jpeg
TOO TOUGH TO FEMINIZE
Until he messed with the wrong woman!
GRACE MANSFIELD





images/00007.jpeg
LRI

Sl






images/00009.jpeg
Grace Mansfield






images/00030.jpeg
complete
novel!





images/00028.jpeg





images/00027.jpeg
15
stories &
complete
novell





images/00029.jpeg
R

I was Feminized and
Dominated!
And she looked like such a nice lady!

. o






images/00020.jpeg
Grace Mansfield





images/00022.jpeg





images/00021.jpeg





images/00024.jpeg





images/00023.jpeg





images/00026.jpeg





images/00025.jpeg
ICHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO AWOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD





images/00017.jpeg
Hlyce
Thorndyke

\
\ 2 ERWw
A \J ' Up ] ‘—
: \ r
A 41






images/00016.jpeg





images/00019.jpeg





images/00018.jpeg





