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    A Note from the Author! 
 
      
 
    It starts with a whim. Maybe you get a boner looking at female underthings on the laundry line. 
 
    Or perhaps you have to actually wash those dainty things, feeling the soft silkiness in your hands. 
 
    You feel the smooth feel of the material. 
 
    You feel the inside of the cups and think you’re actually feeling her breasts. 
 
    You wonder what it would be like to actually wear them. 
 
    To have breasts. 
 
    To not have a cock, but rather a pussy. 
 
    A soft, pink, wet slit to play with. 
 
    No girl to say no to your dirty, little mind because…you are the girl! 
 
    That’s how it starts. 
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie 
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    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    Poor Johnny.  
 
    A simple lad doing simple work, until he is invited to a peeping party. 
 
    But the peep party is the best laid plan of…women. 
 
    Now Johnny is in their grasp, and they are about to extract a pound of flesh from him. 
 
    Or maybe that’s…give him a pound of flesh. 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    Johnny could hardly wait. It was Friday and he had the weekend off. He didn’t have to get up early tomorrow. He could stay up late and drink and watch porn. 
 
    He sighed. Too bad he was between girls. He would have liked real flesh, and not the digital kind. 
 
    Sure, there was a lot of fun in watching women do unbelievable things that would never happen to him, but there was more fun in feeling the real, live thing, kissing the flesh, exploring the nooks and crannies, the vallies and depths, of a real, live girl. But…oh, well. 
 
    “This battery doesn’t hold a charge!” stated the chubby guy in the cut off sweat shirt. The shirt said ‘Marines’ on the top, but the guy was a 100 pounds fatter than a marine, and balding, and smoking a stogie. 
 
    “Let me put it on the machine,” said Johnny. 
 
    “I don’t want it on the machine,” growled the customer, who had a bad case of body odor. I just want a new battery. One that works.” 
 
    Johnny sighed. The ‘free battery club.’ They came in every week or so, battery didn’t hold a charge, but when they looked at the battery they found the cells had been emptied. Damned chiselers. 
 
    “Okay, sir. I still have to put it on the meter to fill out the paperwork.” 
 
    “Yeah, well, make it snappy.” 
 
    Johnny lugged the battery to a work bench at the side of the shop. He tested it, filled in the numbers, and, just because he felt like it, he checked the man’s previous history. Seven batteries in three years. Yep. The Free Battery Club. And the reason he couldn’t wait for the weekend. 
 
    Paperwork filled out Johnny headed back to the customer who was trying to impress a young girl who was obviously bored with him. 
 
    “Well, you oughta let me take a look at it. I’m good with motors.” 
 
    Johnny kept a straight face and said, “We can replace the battery, but there will be an eighty dollar charge. The cells were depleted to 80%.” 
 
    “What? That’s BS!” 
 
    Johnny called for the manager to talk to Mr. Band and Fat, and turned his attention to the girl. Except she wasn’t a girl. 
 
    She was middle-aged, and a foxy MILF if ever there was one. 
 
    “Help you, ma’am?” 
 
    “I just need some windshield wipers replaced.” 
 
    “No problem.” 
 
    “It’s that BMW out front.” 
 
    “Okay. 2015?” 
 
    “It is.” 
 
    Johnny selected the correct blades and walked out to the car. The woman tagged along. 
 
    As Johnny shook loose the old blades he checked the woman out in the reflection of the windshield. 
 
    A patrician nose, but not too long. A wide mouth that, when she frowned became a cupid’s bow. Red lips, very full, perfect to suck on. 
 
    And the body. 
 
    Johnny fell in love. 
 
    She was wearing a skirt and a sweat shirt. The shirt was pink with the logo ‘Official Bitch.’ 
 
    He worked one blade free, walked to the other side of the car, and as he passed her he asked, “Is there an unofficial kind?” 
 
    She chuckled. “They’re all unofficial until they’ve joined the society.” 
 
    “The Bitch Society. Is that BS?” 
 
    “Oh, you’re quick.” She peered at his name tag. “Johnny.” 
 
    He worked the other blade loose and they chatted and teased and did the light kind of insincere flirting that women love and turns men on, and gets those men nowhere. 
 
    Johnny stalled a little, he was enjoying the repartee, and he could see his boss explaining to the fat asshole about batteries and percentages. He certainly didn’t want to walk back into that fray. 
 
    “There go,” he said, finally. “Come on in and I’ll steal your money.” 
 
    She wrote a check and Johnny took note of her name and address. 
 
    Hanna Kingsman. 4251 Sterling Rd. A good part of town, a rich sounding name. 
 
    Johnny put the check in the cash register and smiled at her, “Been a pleasure, Hanna. Drop by the next time you need to change the air in your tires.” 
 
    “Thanks for being quick and efficient.” 
 
    “Thanks for making my day.” 
 
    She stood there for a long moment, considering him. Then she leaned on the counter. 
 
    Fat ass with the bogus Marine sweatshirt was complaining in a loud voice that drowned out reasonable people. 
 
    “Johnny, are you a brave sort?” 
 
    “Probably not. I’d like to think I am, but…my parents used to spank me and I learned better.” 
 
    She laughed, and her laugh was one of those joyous things that thrilled those who heard it. 
 
    “Johnny, I know you’re kidding me, and I like your insouciance.” 
 
    Insouciance. Now there was a word he was going to have to look up. 
 
    “So let’s make a deal.” 
 
    “Okay. I’m in.” 
 
    “Look me in the eyes, don’t look at the check, and tell me my address.” 
 
    Johnny didn’t hesitate. He reeled off “Hanna Kingsman. 4251 Sterling Rd.” I didn’t notice the town, but Sterling Road runs between Harbor and  Femwood. I’d guess Femwood. And I sure don’t know the zip, but I could tell you the state.” 
 
    She was smiling, and that small, plump mouth widened out and took in the whole room. 
 
    Johnny’s boss, at the end of the counter, even looked over at them. 
 
    Fat ass didn’t. He was digging in his wallet for an unhappy eighty bucks. 
 
    “I knew it. You’re smart, and you’re smart enough. Now this is what I want you to do. Tonight, after dark, I want you to go my address. You will find the side gate open, and the bedroom shades up. You come by and I’ll put on a show for you. Who knows, you might even get lucky.” 
 
    Johnny tried not to blink, or to gulp, but he couldn’t stop his mouth from opening a little. 
 
    “You want me to…” 
 
    “I do. There’s something about strong, young men watching me undress and do things to myself…down there…that gets me worked up.” 
 
    She was leaning closer to him now, whispering, and she placed one hand on his. 
 
    “Johnny, are you brave enough?” 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    Eyes are funny things. Sometimes they are blank orbs. Nobody home. 
 
    Sometimes they are like they show thoughts so scary you’re afraid of them. 
 
    Johnny was afraid, and the lump in his pants grew large. 
 
    Fear vs desire: which would win? 
 
    He couldn’t speak, so he nodded. 
 
    Hanna smiled, her lips curved back and she licked her lips gently. “I can’t wait to see you tonight, Johnny. Now don’t disappoint me. Okay?” 
 
    He found himself nodding in a jerky manner, and he said, “I‘ll be there.” 
 
    She stroked the back of his hand with her fingers, SPROING went his dingus. 
 
    “I know you will.” 
 
    She turned and walked out then. Her ass swaying confidently, her back straight, tossing her hair as she walked out into the sunshine and a light breeze. 
 
    The fat asshole stomped out behind her, but turned the other way and went to his battery sucking car. 
 
    Johnny’s boss sauntered down the length of the counter. 
 
    “You give me the asshole and you take the ass. Did you forget who the boss is?” 
 
    But Johnny’s boss was having fun. And he was jealous.  
 
    They both watched Hannah turn her joyously round fanny and sit in the car. They watched as she slid her nylon legs into the BMW. They drooled, and Hannah noticed them and blew a kiss. 
 
    “Fuck,” whistled the boss. 
 
    “If you say so,” squeaked Johnny. 
 
    Then they laughed, punched each other on the shoulder, and got back to work. 
 
      
 
    The day went faster after that, and slower. 
 
    Faster because Johnny kept thinking about the beautiful woman who had invited and enticed him. 
 
    Slower because, well, it was work. 
 
    But work or not, it passed, and in a pleasant manner. 
 
    He had something to look forward to. 
 
    Not just sitting around and beating his meat, although that was fun, but…an adventure. 
 
    An adventure of what he knew not, but there was something inside that woman that caused him to trust her. 
 
    A promise. 
 
    But he didn’t know what the promise was of, just that it caused a blurt of joy in his chest and thrilled even the passage of time. 
 
    Six o’clock and he greeted Tim, who was his replacement for the night shift, and punched his card. 
 
    Punched his card and whistled all the way to the door and out into the parking lot. 
 
    He drove an old MGB. A sporty car from 1975. No power steering, windows, brakes or anything else. He had had to rebuild it, and he had put a good sound system in it. 
 
    He set his iPhone to play through the radio and tooled through the suburbs. 
 
    Whistling. 
 
    Thinking. 
 
    Hannah. Sweet Hannah. 
 
    She was older than him. He didn’t know how much because he hadn’t looked at the birth date on her license. 
 
    But she was probably 15 years older. 
 
    A mature woman, at least compared to him. He guessed 37, and he was 22. 
 
    A cougar? 
 
    Sounded like it. The way she had touched his hand had made him feel like he was the one, the only one. 
 
    Even though he knew he wasn’t. 
 
    But, maybe tonight…he would be. 
 
    What drove a woman like that? Divorce? Feeling old and wanting a bit of a reprieve? Just fucking horny? 
 
    He had to watch out he didn’t press the peddle too hard. Just thinking of her was exciting him. 
 
    His pants had been full all day. 
 
    He stopped at the supermarket and picked up spicy wings. Breaded. And a bottle of bourbon and a six pack of Coke. 
 
    Home again, home again, jiggety jig. 
 
    It was seven o’clock when he sat down to watch a sports show on the computer. He nibbled at the wings, got himself all greasy, and washed it all down with his favorite drink, a can of Coke half filled with bourbon. 
 
    But he was careful. He didn’t want to be drunk. Just happy. 
 
    At eight o’clock he turned the computer to porn, made himself another drink, for the road, and got dressed. 
 
    It was going to be dark, and he was supposed to be a peeper, so he figured he should wear black. 
 
    He put on black underpants, black tee shirt, black pants, black sweat shirt, and a black ski cap. 
 
    He sat down at the computer, enjoyed Julieeroticdress on Porzo, and felt his nipples. 
 
    Hard. 
 
    Like he was down below. 
 
    He was nervous and gulping. 
 
    He put the porn in the background and looked up 4251 Sterling Rd. on Google Earth. 
 
    It was a ranch style house with tall, square cut hedges around the property line. 
 
    By wiggling the mouse he was able to see through parts of the hedges. 
 
    A pixilated car in the driveway. Looked like her BMW. A swimming pool in the back yard, with a back building. It looked too big to be a tool shed, maybe it was a guest room or something. 
 
    The overhead showed clumps that might be bushes, and what looked like a wheel barrow. 
 
    Hmm. Suburbia. 
 
    But more. 
 
    Looking at the pristine grounds, the swimming pool with the decorative boulders around it and a slide that circled around into the deep end…he had a feeling, a gut feeling, that there was more here. 
 
    But what more? 
 
    What more was the fact that this was happening at all. 
 
    A drop dead, gorgeous hunk of woman flesh flirts with him, invites him to her home, but not through the front door to enjoy cocktails…through the side gate to peep into her bedroom. 
 
    More than just suburbia. 
 
    It was wicked suburbia. 
 
    It was the suburbia that held legends of wife swappings, Sybian parties, garages filled with sex furniture sweaty with sex and dripping with spent squirts. 
 
    And shiny, sweaty, naked bodies. 
 
    Boobs. 
 
    Cunt. 
 
    Fuck! 
 
    And he realized he was out of control. 
 
    Too much anticipation. 
 
    He turned off the computer and looked at his watch. 
 
    Eight thirty. Time to go. 
 
      
 
    Johnny drove carefully. He had the last of his half and half Coke and bourbon in a cup holder, he wore burglar black, and the last thing he wanted was some cop pulling him over and asking him questions. 
 
    ‘Uh, I’m on my way to peep at an older woman. She invited me so it’s okay. Call her? Why? She didn’t say I needed to ask permission, she just said to show up and sneak through the side yard.’ 
 
    ‘Sure, sonny. And my grandmother’s Santa Claus. Let’s take a trip down to the station where— 
 
    HONK! 
 
    Fuck! For all his care he half ran a stop light. 
 
    He focused on the road, drove his fantasies into the back ground, and made up his mind to get to Hanna’s place without cracking up. 
 
      
 
    4251 Sterling Rd. was a cul de sac. Only a half dozen houses on the street. No. Seven. Three on each side and hers at the end. 
 
    It was slightly up hill, the six houses on the sides looked empty, but all he had was a glance. 
 
    He parked his car around the corner, under a tree, in front of a house with four cars int he driveway. He would look like just another car there. 
 
    He boosted himself out of the car, it was a convertible, and landed on the sidewalk. He quick stepped into the shadows from a row of trees and sashayed slowly up the street to Sterling Dr. 
 
    It was quiet. It was a quiet neighborhood, no barking dogs, not even a farting cat. 
 
    He turned the corner and stuck to the shadows. 
 
    The moon was behind the trees so he was in double dark shadows. Anybody looking at him would have to gaze into the bright moonlight, and then pierce the darkness and see a black cat in a black hole. 
 
    He passed the first house, a ranch style, they were all ranch styles, and stopped between a mailbox and a fence. 
 
    He waited. 
 
    He hadn’t worn his watch, but he had gotten out of his car at eight forty-seven. It must be about eight  fifty-five now. 
 
    No sounds. The shadows all held their breath. He slipped through the darkness past a house that was set back in a stand of trees, and had no lights on in the windows. 
 
    He waited again. 
 
    He studied the houses across the street. 
 
    The one directly opposite him was lit up, and he saw the shadow of a woman pass against a drape. The one to the left, between the house across the street and 4251, had a for sale sign on it. It looked as empty as a can of dog food in the pound. 
 
    The house in front of which he had to pass, on his side of the street, had lights, but no activity. The drapes were drawn and the two cars nestled in the driveway like they were going to sleep till morning. 
 
    He looked at 4251. 
 
    Just like Google earth, but not so badly pixillated. A couple of small hedges under the front windows, a porch with what looked like a fern hanging form the eaves. A couple of rose bushes in the corners of the yard. 
 
    And low hedges on each side, which led to the large hedges in the back. 
 
    All he had to do was reach the hedge on the left and he could crawl, completely unseen, to the side gate. 
 
    He smiled, then closed his mouth. His teeth were white and bright and he didn’t want to risk anything. 
 
    He sighed, took breathes, then quick walked to the front yard of 4251. He craned his head this way and that, checked everything out, and ducked down behind the low hedge. 
 
    He lay in the darkness, the soil, and listened, and watched. 
 
    Nothing.  
 
    He could still get up and walk away. 
 
    But, amazingly, he still had excitement in his crotch. 
 
    He wasn’t a peeper, didn’t do things like this, but he was so totally excited. 
 
    His heart was pounding and he could feel a light sweat building on his skin. 
 
    He crawled along the side of the hedge, making no noise, and he came to the gate. 
 
    Okay. Here it was. The make or break. Once he went through that gate he was committed. He wouldn’t just be wandering through front yards, he would be trespassing. Intruding. Maybe even breaking the law. 
 
    But he had a feeling that Hanna wouldn’t do that to him. If he was discovered then she would go to bat for him. 
 
    Just those few minutes at the auto store, and the promise of her eyes and the touch of her soft hand, and he was convinced of that. 
 
    He reached up, his arm in the moonlight, and pulled down on a thick cord. 
 
    Click. 
 
    He pushed the gate back, slithered through the opening, and closed the gate. 
 
    Talk about quiet. 
 
    And there was enough moonlight that he could see everything the yard held. Just a couple of gardening tools leaning against the side of the house. 
 
    He moved to the side, anyway. He moved along the large hedge, and his view of the backyard opened up. 
 
    The yard was wedge-shaped, like a piece of pie. A big patio with lawn furniture. A big pool, and big rock landscaping and the slide leading into the pool. 
 
    Behind the pool there was a circular swath of dirt with a circular row of fruit trees. In the darkness he couldn't see what kind of fruit trees, but he didn’t really care about some lousy fruit. 
 
    He had other matters on his mind. 
 
    There was no way across the patio without being seen, so he stuck to the hedge, followed it to the back, and followed it around the back of the yard. 
 
    He could see the lights in the big room beyond the patio. He could see Hannah, and his breath caught. 
 
    He held his position for a moment, then took out his cell phone. He had put a little piece of tape over the recording light, and now he aimed the phone. 
 
    She was sitting, her legs crossed high on the thigh, reading a magazine. 
 
    Her red lips were pursed and showcased, and she idly flipped the pages. 
 
    Her phone rang, and she answered it. 
 
    He stared at her, recorded her, fell in love with her. 
 
    At least, his penis did. His penis was so hard it wanted to crawl out of his pants and see what he was looking at through his cell phone. 
 
    In the house she laughed, and her chest bounced a little. 
 
    She wasn’t wearing a sweat shirt now. She was wearing a peignoir that barely covered her knees. 
 
    She was made up, her rich, auburn hair curling at the base of her neck. 
 
    Johnny stopped recording and continued his journey around the yard. 
 
    He stoop walked some time, and he crawled other times. When he was directly behind the rock landscaping behind the pool, he stood up and walked erect. 
 
    He was on the other side of the back yard, just beyond the boulders, when Hanna put her magazine down and stood up. She stretched, which made him gasp at her out in the open loveliness, and walked toward the hallway. As she entered the hallway she turned off the lights. 
 
    Johnny froze, and just a few seconds later the lights in the master bedroom went on. 
 
    He waited. 
 
    The window drapes were parted, and the show was started. 
 
    He wondered: did she know he was out there? 
 
    It was a tantalizing question, but one without answer. 
 
    And, regardless, he had to get closer. 
 
    He slithered along the hedge line and was suddenly behind the big shed. The thing that was too big for a tool shed, and might be a guest bedroom. 
 
    He hurried, secure in the darkness, and peeked around the corner of the little house. 
 
    It was a perfect set up. 
 
    The house was right in front of the window, but set back twenty feet. There was a fence in front of the little house, and he had just two feet to squeeze through to get to the perfect position. He couldn’t go in front of the fence because he would be seen. He moved behind the fence and slid between the fence and the house. 
 
    He chuckled. Hanna must have had this fence built for peepers. It was perfect. 
 
    He sidled slowly behind the fence. Through cracks in the fence he could see Hanna moving in the bedroom. 
 
    He could see she had taken off the peignoir, and was sitting on the bed. It looked like she was putting lotion on her legs, and he studied those red tipped fingers gently caressing her body. 
 
    Something he wished he could do. 
 
    Her breasts were so very large. And they weren’t saggy. They might be fake, and that was okay with him. 
 
    But the fence was deceptive. He had thought it was a wider passage, but it was slowly narrowing. Now he had only about a foot to move in. 
 
    He side stepped, and his pants rubbed along the fence. Damn cock, he cursed giddily. 
 
    Halfway down the passage there was a hole in the fence. No, several holes. 
 
    There was one large enough for his face, but he scrunched down, and two large enough for his hands. 
 
    There were two holes lower, but he couldn’t really see those. 
 
    He gripped the two side holes and raised himself enough to see through the larger hole. 
 
    God, she was beautiful. She might be older than him, but that was just more time to achieve perfection. 
 
    A slim waist, those heavenly boobs, and a round ass. 
 
    Her eyes, so magical, were gazing down at her sleek legs. She was still putting lotion on her stems. 
 
    His penis pressed against his pants, and his pants against the fence, then he felt a bit of relief down there. 
 
    He was sandwiched between the fence and the house, and apparently there was a gap just about the height of his dick. 
 
    He risking raising himself up just a bit, and the bump in his pants got relief from the squeeze job. 
 
    He stared at Hannah. His heart pounding. 
 
    She turned her head and her hair shifted. She brushed it back and those beautiful lips smiled. 
 
    She was so beautiful she could make a monk break his vows. 
 
    She was—“UNH!” 
 
    The board he was pressing against was suddenly pressing on him. 
 
    “Wha…wha…” 
 
    He experienced shock, and confusion, and the pressure increased. 
 
    His forearms had been up, holding to the holes in the fence, and now the side of the little house was pressing on his elbows. 
 
    The pressure increased and he had no choice. He slipped his hands through the holes. 
 
    His hands shot through the other side and he was aware of people moving on the other side of the fence. 
 
    Hands grabbed his hands and pulled them further through the holes. 
 
    He felt something hard and circular snap over his wrists and click shut. 
 
    “What the fuck?” he risked raising his voice. 
 
    What the fuck was happening?  
 
    “You got yours? Good. He’s secure. Ease up on the pressure.” 
 
    Suddenly the fence stopped pushing on him and retreated. He could breath again, but his wrists were through the holes in the fence. 
 
    Then he was almost hanging from his wrists, and the fence moved away from the house. 
 
    He looked to the side, a shadowy shape was walking towards him. 
 
    He looked to the other side, another shape. 
 
    “Let me go!” he grunted, pulling on his arms, but they weren’t about to get free. 
 
    “Hello, Johnny. Welcome to the party. 
 
    The figure on the left was wearing a ski mask, much like his own, and he reached up and ripped Johnny’s mask off. The person on the other side reached up and put a sleeping mask on him. A Zorro thing with the eyes not cut out. 
 
    Johnny shook his head and looked around and could see nothing. 
 
    “Take it easy, Johnny. It’s okay.” 
 
    From the other side, “We won’t hurt you. At least, not in the way you don’t want.” 
 
    Then the voices laughed, and he could hear them retreating. 
 
    Johnny tried to move a little, but he was firmly caught. 
 
    Then he heard footstep. Coming from the house. 
 
    “Hello, Johnny.” 
 
    “Hanna?” 
 
    It was her voice, but his fantasy MILF had turned into a dream devil. He struggled some more. 
 
    She twined her fingers in his and spoke through the face hole in the fence. “Take it easy, Johnny.” 
 
    “What are you doing? I thought…” 
 
    “You thought what? Peep show? Get lucky with a good looking woman? Well, you are lucky, Johnny, but not in the way you think.” 
 
    “What are you going to do to me?” 
 
    Instead of answering she called out, “Move the fence out more.” 
 
    A motor started up, he could hear the light hum, and the fence lurched forward. 
 
    Johnny walked, his toes hitting the fence, to keep up with it. 
 
    It only moved about a foot, then stopped. 
 
    She spoke, and now her voice was closer. 
 
    “Now, Johnny, I’m going to ask you to trust me.” 
 
    “Trust you?” he sounded bitter. 
 
    “Trust me. And you should. After all, I can do anything, and you can do nothing.” 
 
    He was silent at that truth. 
 
    “I can beat you mercilessly, or I can kiss you. Can you feel how close I am to you?” 
 
    He listened, scared in the darkness, yet…he was till caught. Not by the fence, but by the ideas in his own fanciful mind. 
 
    “We’re close, you and I. A fence separates us, but if you can put your head forward I can kiss you.” 
 
    He was caught, scared, but somehow not terrified. He could hear her voice so close, and he could feel her breath on his face. 
 
    On his mouth. 
 
    “Kiss me, Johnny. Let me know that I was right in selecting you.” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “I know you’re scared, but there’s nothing to fear…if you are brave enough to kiss me. To trust me. To kiss me.” 
 
    His head moved forward of its own volition. He swore he didn’t want it to move, but her sweet breath washing over him, into his nostrils, so intimate. 
 
    He felt the light feather of her lips against his, and he leaned forward, put his head through the hole. 
 
    A big metal circle snapped over his neck. CLICK! 
 
    He was caught. 
 
    “No!” he yelled. 
 
    “Johnny…easy. Easy.” 
 
    Her hands were on his face, she was breathing on him, and though his heart beat like a bird flaps his wings, she kissed him. 
 
    It was wonderful, beautiful. Calming. 
 
    It was like she sucked the fear right out of him. 
 
    It’ll be all right, he thought. 
 
    That’s a boy, Johnny. 
 
    She kissed him again. this time longer, this time he could appreciate it, could feel the moist warm of here mouth as she devoured him. 
 
    Then she pulled back. 
 
    “We’re going to move you, Johnny, unless you’d rather stay out here all night.” 
 
    “Nu…no.” His mind was calming. His heart was slowing. 
 
    “Okay. Girls, let’s move him.” 
 
    He heard the slide of bolts, then the fence shifted. 
 
    What he thought was a fence had a square with holes for his hands and head. The square had bolts on the other side, and when the bolts were drawn the square tilted and was held by several people. 
 
    He heard whispered asides, and they moved the square of wood, with him fixed in it, to the side, then around the front of the little building. 
 
    “Open the doors. Watch your step, Johnny.” 
 
    He stumbled over a low threshold and onto what felt like a tile floor. 
 
    “Okay, Johnny, we’re going to turn you back towards the door through which we just brought you.” 
 
    They moved the square, and Johnny turned, then he was moved back, and the wood ‘pillory thing’ he was locked into suddenly settled down about an inch. He heard the sound of bolts. 
 
    “Okay. Let him go.” 
 
    Johnny was standing, his arms and head caught, a mask over his eyes,  and there was absolutely nothing he could do. 
 
    “Okay, girls. Go get some refreshments, and I’ll talk to Johnny here.” 
 
    The sound of footsteps leaving, the sound of low pitched giggles, the sound of himself alone with Hanna. 
 
    For a moment nothing was said. 
 
    For a moment Johnny tried to figure things out, but he couldn't. There was simply no rhyme or reason for what was happening to him.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    Johnny was freaked, and who wouldn’t be? 
 
    He was in a sort of pillory, though it honestly felt like a guillotine. 
 
    He couldn’t move his head nor his hands. His feet could move, but that did him no good. 
 
    He thought about kicking, but two things stopped him. One, it wouldn't do any good. Even if he managed incapacitate Hanna, where would he go? He was fixed in position with no way out. Two, even though he had been basically kidnapped, at least restrained against his will, how do you kick a woman? He had joked with her, and she had invited him here, so…he had been raised never to strike a woman. 
 
    “Well, Johnny, another fine mess you’ve gotten yourself into.” 
 
    Her voice was bubbling with humor. 
 
    “Why are you doing this?” 
 
    “Just for fun.” 
 
    “It’s fun to kidnap somebody against their will?” 
 
    “Kidnap you? No. You came of your own accord, you put head and hands through our little device on your own volition. You wanted to be here, Johnny. Now try not to be so scared.” 
 
    “I’m not scared,” Johnny lied. 
 
    Silence for a moment, then Johnny asked, “What are you going to do to me?” 
 
    “Have some fun.” 
 
    “You keep saying fun. It’s not fun for me. You need to let me go.” 
 
    Hannah sighed. “Johnny, let me explain. My name is Hannah and I’m probably 20 years older than you. I’m mature. Do you know how cruel that can be? I still have my looks, and I’ll probably retain them for a while, but men have stopped looking at me….except in a sexual way. Too old for marriage, good for a hump in the night, and see ya later, baby.” 
 
    Johnny found that hard to believe. He had sure looked at her this afternoon.  
 
    A very slight tinge of bitterness was in her tones as she continued. 
 
    “Do you know what women do? When they are rejected by men and have no options?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “We become lesbian.” 
 
    Johnny gasped. 
 
    “Oh, not hard core lesbians. But we satisfy each other, and underneath our trysts there is a deep desire for men. We want dick. We crave dick. And even a strap on won’t satisfy our needs.” 
 
    Johnny thought about how he had lusted after her, and she was a (choke) lesbian. 
 
    Then he realized something; something clicked in his mind. 
 
    It didn’t matter. 
 
    Lips were lips, whether they belonged to a lesbian or…or whoever. 
 
    So what if she had kissed women? 
 
    He had kissed women! So what was the difference? 
 
    She was talking as these things burst through his mind. 
 
    “…actually, I more gathered them to me. There are so many women, freed by divorce, abused by men who want affairs with no commitment, and all they want is to have the same parties they had when they were younger. So that’s why they you’re here, Johnny, to attend our little party.” 
 
    “What kind of party?” he asked, his lessened by conversation, but  his body still shaking. “A lesbian party? 
 
    She paused, then chuckled. “Got you scared, eh? Well, don’t worry. You’ll find out what kind of party, and it’s going to be more fun than anything you’ve ever had. Oh, sure, there might be some spankings, and some of the girls do tend to get overzealous. When you’ve been abused by men for so long you build up a certain resentment, and that resentment can come out at the strangest times. But you’ll be surrounded by other women, and they’ll protect you. You’ll be fine, Johnny. You’ll be more than fine. Now I’m going to leave you, so just relax, and soon the festivities will start.” 
 
    “Can you take this mask off?” 
 
    “Not yet. We still need to transfer you to the fun machine, and—“ 
 
    “Fun machine.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, Johnny, you’ll have fun. And the girls need to put on their costumes. Or take them off…” 
 
    He could actually feel Hanna grinning. 
 
    “Wait…wait…” 
 
    Oddly, he didn’t want to be alone. 
 
    But…she was gone. 
 
      
 
    Johnny was deprived of sight. His other senses whirled to intake enough data to construct the world. 
 
    He smelled fresh cut wood. 
 
    He heard a faraway tinkle of sound that sounded like women laughing. 
 
    He tasted stale bourbon in his mouth. 
 
    Most of all, he felt fear. 
 
    Being in the dark everything was magnified. If an ant had crawled across his toe it would have felt like Godzilla tromping on his dick. 
 
    But there were no ants in the building. 
 
    Standing there, it felt like it had just been constructed. But it probably hadn’t; it was probably just repainted and…set up for whatever they were going to do to him. 
 
    This took some work, to make a false fence that could double as a pillory. 
 
    And Hanna had talked about a machine.’ What kind of thing would that be? 
 
    Time passed and his fears built and waned, built and waned. 
 
    He was surprised to find that he had an erection. 
 
    That was odd, but it served to take his mind off his situation. 
 
    It was a sensation that didn’t require sight. 
 
    But why would being confined…what was that? 
 
    Voices, approaching, growing louder. 
 
    The door to the little house opened and he heard the sound of high heels on a tile floor. 
 
    “Hello, Johnny,” Hanna spoke. 
 
    Other voices greeted him, and a few hands touched him. 
 
    He jumped, and there were giggles. 
 
    “Okay, Johnny, we’re almost ready for you. If I let you go would you step into a different sort of restraint?” 
 
    “Ah…uh…” 
 
    “I thought not. So we’re going to have to do this the hard way.” 
 
    “Please,” Johnny was almost crying. “Let me go.” 
 
    “Not a chance.” 
 
    He felt hands fumbling with his wrists, with the metal circles that were holding him. 
 
    “Almost ready,” said a sweet voice. 
 
    “Okay on this side.” 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Making your fantasies come true, dear Johnny.” 
 
    “Okay, take his mask off.” 
 
    Light flooded in as the sleeping mask was pulled over his head, the stretchy thread catching for a moment on his ears. 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    Eight women. Naked.  
 
    Some were older, some younger, but none were ugly. 
 
    Their bodies were pilate fit, cross fit, trim with big boobs. 
 
    He could tell that probably four of them had had boob jobs, and the result was that all eight were firm and uplifted. 
 
    Some were a little chunky, some were a little skinny, but they were none of them sagging or fat. 
 
    They were in shape. 
 
    They wore masks. Sleeping masks similar to his, but they covered more face than his. and their eyes had holes to look through. 
 
    He could see their red lips, their smiling mouths, and above those delightful orifices he could see beautiful eyes. Eyes made up behind masks. Eyes that wee blue, grey, green, brown. 
 
    And all the eyes were amused and anticipating. 
 
    And he had trouble thinking of them as lesbians. Or, more properly, bis. 
 
    They were women, no matter their preferences. 
 
    And they wanted…they wanted…something that they were refused, but which, in some way, he could supply. 
 
      
 
    “What…what are— 
 
    Suddenly the board, the pillory, came apart.  
 
    What an ingenious thing. It was not only a piece of a fence, but it came apart and the pieces were withdrawn. 
 
    Johnny stood in surprise. His wrists were still in chains, and the chains led down to a sort of a horse. 
 
    A switch was pressed and the chains started tightening up, being ratcheted, and he was pulled inexorably towards the horse. 
 
    “Hey! Hey!” 
 
    He was pulled forward, then down, and he had no choice but to bend over and lay on the horse. 
 
    The horse was four legs, halfway up which were little platforms for his elbows and knees. 
 
    The main plank of the horse, the ‘back’ of it, was curved and his body arched slightly so his head was elevated, and so was his butt. 
 
    And everything was padded. It was soft, comfy, and he could feel memory foam protect his elbows and knees, and his body sink slightly into the padding. 
 
    “What are you doing to me!” he half shrieked. 
 
    Then two women, one at each wrist, connected the circlets around his wrists to little chains connected to the horse. 
 
    He looked down. The horse’s legs were metal, and they were bolted to the floor. 
 
    He felt two women fiddling with his ankles, and two metal circles were placed over his ankles and attached to the bottom legs of the horse. 
 
    He was caught. 
 
    He tried to pull free, but the horse didn’t budge, and the chains just rattled a little. 
 
    “Settle down, Johnny Boy,” a woman with massive breasts, he body slightly thicker than the others, pulled a strap around the curved plank of the horse and over his back. She pulled, then he was unable even to move his back up. He dimly realized that this was a velcro strap, and it wasn’t going to give or come apart. 
 
    Johnny was, in a sense, trussed. His back was slightly curved down, his head was supported on a padded ring, and his butt was in the air. 
 
    Small tears trickled from his eyes. 
 
    Hannah sat down in front of him. She was cross legged, and he had an amazing view of her bush, her slightly opened labia. She pressed his head down and his face fit into the ring. She adjust the ring slightly so his head was curved up. 
 
    “Tilt him back 30.” 
 
    He heard a motor whir and the horse started to move. The back end, his butt, lowered, and his head came up. Suddenly he was face to face with Hannah. 
 
    “Hello, Johnny.” She smiled.  
 
    He wanted to look back down, to see her pussy, but he couldn’t. 
 
    “I brought you a drink.” She reached below his neck and placed a glass into a holder. There was a straw in the cup, and she positioned it so he cold move his head an inch and suck. 
 
    So he moved his head an inch and sucked. 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    It was bourbon and Coke. His favorite drink. He was reminded of a line from one of his favorite movies: ‘Of all the gin joints in all the towns in all the world, she walks into mine…’ 
 
    He felt the cold heat burn into his throat. A little stronger, but that was fine with him. He needed strong. 
 
    She placed her hand on his head and tousled his hair. “You wear your hair long. That’s good, Johnny.” 
 
    “Why…what are you going to do to me?” 
 
    “Drink your bourbon, Johnny. It will make it easier. You can have more if you wish. We know how traumatic this can be.” 
 
    Suddenly he felt hands…pulling on his clothes…and….scissors snipping! 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Slipping you into something more comfortable,” she chuckled, “like your own skin.” 
 
    “Hey! Don’t!” 
 
    “Why not? Don’t you want to get naked?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Don’t be silly, Johnny. Every man wants to get naked with beautiful women. It is your weakness. It is how we trap you.” 
 
    “Look, what do you want? Money? I don’t have much, but—“ 
 
    “Oh, Johnny, we don’t need money. We all have enough, and a couple of the girls are downright rich.” 
 
    “Then—“ 
 
    “We want love, Johnny. But we want love on our own terms. We don’t want you to wham, bam and thank you ma’am to us…” 
 
    “Then what do you want?” 
 
    “We want to do it to you.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Wham, bam and thank you…mister. That’s what we want. Didn’t I make myself clear earlier?” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Oh, I did. I know I did. You’re just a little flusterbobbed.” 
 
    “Flusterbobbed?” asked one of the women as she cut up the leg of Johnny’s pants. 
 
    “I just made it up. What do you think?” 
 
    “I like it.” 
 
    Snip, snip. 
 
    Johnny would have struggled, but he was suddenly afraid of sharp objects. 
 
    They cut his pants off, using shears when they reached the belt area. They snipped his shirt to pieces and pulled it off him, out from under him. He felt the slide of cotton between his skin and the horse paddings. 
 
    “Doesn’t that feel better?” 
 
    He was naked. They had stolen his pants. 
 
    But all the while, while they snipped and cut, he had been sucking bits of bourbon and Coke. 
 
    “Let me refresh that for you, Johnny.” 
 
    Hannah placed another glass in the holder, arranged the straw so he could reach it. 
 
    He felt the punch of the bourbon quickly. It wasn’t strong, he wasn’t going to get super drunk, but part of that was because he was so frightened. 
 
    Then one of the women started scratching down the soles of his feet with long, sharp nails. 
 
    “Oh, no! No! Don’t! Oh, God!” 
 
    But the women just grinned, and another woman took his other foot, and one woman sat on his rump and tickled his sides. 
 
    “No! No!” 
 
    He jerked, but moved hardly an inch, and the women just wouldn’t stop. 
 
    Hannah sat in front of him, her head on a level with his, and smiled and enjoyed his pickle. 
 
    Then she reached  down and grabbed him. 
 
    “Oh!” he yelped, and the women stopped tickling him. 
 
    She had a firm grip on him, and her face loomed, closer, and she kissed him. 
 
    Half a minute later she backed off, her eyes were smoky as she murmured, “Did you like that, Johnny?” 
 
    “Yes.” He couldn’t help himself. From the terror of being tickled to death to a nice, soft, juicy pair of lips. He enjoyed it. 
 
    She kissed him again. 
 
    Lesbian? He didn’t even think it. He just enjoyed the warmth of her sensual lips. 
 
    She let go of him and other women took over. 
 
    Then his eyes opened. He felt a finger reaming him. 
 
    But Hannah kept his mouth to hers, and when he tried to talk she Frenched him, and pinched his nipples. 
 
    And the finger went round and round. 
 
    It was slick, coated with lube, and very thorough. 
 
    Finally, the finger moved out. Hannah backed off. the women were in synch. they seemed to know what each other was doing, and how to time their movements. 
 
    “Oh, God,” he whimpered. 
 
    Then his eyes opened again. 
 
    Something was placed in him. There was a brief flare of pain, then it was seated. In his seat. 
 
    Hannah stayed with him, nibbled on his lips, asked, “Are you okay, Johnny?” 
 
    He wasn’t okay, he had just been penetrated, but…he was okay. 
 
    The sensations coming from his heinie were overwhelming, amazing. 
 
    “Is that a…a butt plug?” 
 
    “It is. Wiggle it, Marsha.” 
 
    Marsha wiggled, and Johnny groaned. He felt full, deliciously full, he had never felt this delicious in his life. 
 
    “And you think that men have all the fun. Men have no idea, or they’d all lay down and spread for us, instead of the other way around.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Yes, that’s your butt.” She smiled at her pun. “And all you have to do is enjoy it.” 
 
    The next half hour Johnny was in heaven. 
 
    Woman after woman touched him, held him, fondled him, and pressed on his plug. 
 
    Each dalliance was a revelation in sensation and glory. 
 
    Now his head was thrown back and his lips parted in pleasure. 
 
    And still the women handled him. 
 
    Hannah was replaced by a redhead with the greenest eyes and a very talented tongue. 
 
    The redhead was replaced by a brunette, and woman after woman took their turns at the front. And as they kissed him he could feel, through their motion, their hands reaching down between their thighs. 
 
    They were masturbating to him! 
 
    Even as they ‘masturbated’ his brown star. 
 
    Then Hannah came to the front again. She stood in front of him, and he saw what she was wearing. 
 
    His eyes opened, and he would have complained, but he was now in a sexual delirium. His hips were jerking, his butt was humping, and his body was alive as it had never been. 
 
    Hanna moved forward. she stood in front of him and aimed her tool at him. “Okay, Johnny. We just have to drain you, then we can let you loose.” 
 
    “Drain me.” He was dazed, he wondered what she meant, but he was now willing. The way they had brought him along, how they had excited him…he was ready. 
 
    Hannah walked behind him. The redhead kissed him. Women rubbed his flesh, felt him, stroked him, then the plug was removed. 
 
    He felt empty, but only for a second. Then he was full. 
 
    Full, his body stiff and arched, his system in shock at discovering what women already knew, what it felt like. 
 
    Then, the rhythmic humping, the stroking and kissing and feeling, and… 
 
    “Okay, he’s started.” 
 
    It felt like he was peeing, but he wasn’t. 
 
    His prostate was being pressed, and he was draining. His semen was flowing. No orgasm, just a wonderful feeling of lassitude. 
 
    Flowing, flowing, his essence left him, and what was left behind was a husk. A happy, demented, wonderful husk of a man. 
 
    Sure, he would recover, he would fill up again, but for right now…he was nothing, just a lump of blubber left on the walk. 
 
      
 
    Hannah extracted her tool. 
 
    The girls undid his chains. 
 
    Gingerly, not sure what was happening, he stood up. 
 
    Naked. 
 
    His pecker still standing out. 
 
    Hannah stepped in front of him, grabbed his chin with one hand and kissed him yet again. 
 
    She parted her lips from his, stared at him. “Do you want to leave, Johnny?” 
 
    He shook his head. He was converted. 
 
    “Then you will be our plaything till dawn. But, first, we need to fix you up.” 
 
    “Fix me up?” 
 
    “Feminize you.” 
 
    Once Johnny would have complained, protested, ran away screaming. 
 
    But he had been prepared. He had been softened up, and there was no resistance in him. It had flowed out with his semen. 
 
    And they had told him they were lesbians. 
 
      
 
    The women used Nair and removed his body hair. Everything, from armpit to groin. 
 
    They washed him with wash clothes and used a sweet smelling body lotion on him. Then they sat him down and did his nails. Painted them bright red, and began his make up. 
 
    He sat, as if in a stupor, and everything they did was so new and exciting. 
 
    His weenie was totally erect, and the women kept flicking it and giggling. 
 
    They shaded his eyes and even pierced his ears. 
 
    One woman, as she put lipstick on him, whispered. “You were fun to take as a male, but I like you this way. A woman with a dick; the best of both worlds. 
 
    Suddenly Hanna was in front of him, and she was no longer wearing the strap on. 
 
    I think I’ll take you first. After all I took you first the other way, so you should be able to take me. Right?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    She led him outside, and he was stunned to realize it was still night time. 
 
    In the light he was a male in body, but his face was female. His hair was brushed and his face made up, and his penis was at attention. 
 
    She took him to a lounge and lay down. She spread her legs and smiled at him. 
 
    He stood, dumb. “But I just came!” 
 
    “Your body was drained. You didn’t cum, you didn’t have an orgasm, your mind still thinks the body is full. Now…come…” 
 
    He knelt, crawled between her legs and did ablutions on her sacred palace. 
 
    She moaned, writhed, and eventually pulled him up to her. 
 
    He kissed her, loved her, and grew desperate. 
 
    He wanted to cum, but he was unable, and the harder he tried the worse it became. 
 
    Hannah, on the other hand, was doing fine. 
 
    She twisted under him, grabbed his face and chewed on his mouth voraciously. She wrung him out…except that he was already out, so she just wrung. 
 
    And, when she was sated, Johnny was pulled away. 
 
    He was pulled into the embrace of another woman, and again he found himself unable to cum. But he sure gave the woman a ride in trying. 
 
    And another woman. 
 
    And another. 
 
    Eight woman, and they went back for seconds, and maybe thirds. By then Johnny was so out of his mind he didn’t know. 
 
      
 
    Dawn was in the sky, a horizontal line of purple giving way to orange. 
 
    The dew was upon them, but when a body is that hot the moisture just evaporates. 
 
    Johnny, mid screw, waned, and his consciousness faded. 
 
    The women lifted him gently and the one who was under him crawled out. They turned him over and he slept the sleep of the exhausted. 
 
    The women giggled, and they kissed each other, and they went to prepare the final indignity for Johnny. 
 
      
 
    Johnny opened his eyes. 
 
    It was quiet, peaceful, and he felt the ravages of his mind trying to squirt. but it was a memory. A memory that would haunt him for all his days. 
 
    “Unh,” he groaned. 
 
    He heard a lounge chair creak and he turned his head. 
 
    Hannah was sitting on the edge of the next chair. 
 
    She looked fresh and rested. And happy. 
 
    “You did well, Johnny. But there is one more surprise.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Look,” she motioned towards his groin. 
 
    He half sat up, and his eyes opened. 
 
    He had a shiny, steel object on his groin. Over his groin, surrounding his…his… 
 
    “It’s a chastity tube, Johnny.” 
 
    “What? What?” 
 
    He reached down and grabbed it. 
 
    It was attached, and then he realized his dong was inside. His balls were bulging out the sides\ of a ring around his whole package. 
 
    “There are little points inside, so you won’t be able to extract it.” 
 
    “But…why?” 
 
    He looked at her, his eyes begging for understanding. 
 
    “”We’ll call you once a month or so, and you will be expected to come to us, to lie on the horse and let us have our way with you.” 
 
    Inside the tube he tried to stand up. It was a short stand. His pecker ‘bottomed out,’ and he couldn’t get fully erect, or even fat. 
 
    “We are very careful in sizing our property. It is a good fit, and we will give you instructions on how to keep clean. If there is any problem you may call me. But I am prone to give spankings, rather than relief, especially when it is a false alarm. And your mind is going to be giving you a lot of false alarms. In fact, you will find that, though you can function, go to work, act normal in a social gathering, you will not be able to keep your mind off your dingus.” 
 
    “But…you can’t do this to me.” 
 
    “So call a cop.” She was challenging him, and letting him know that whether he wanted to or not, he was prisoner. 
 
    Sure, he could get out of the thing, have it cut off, but the police would do nothing, and the women…their word against his, and the publicity…he would become famous, and an object of derision. 
 
    ‘Hey, you hear about the guy who was stupid enough to get his cock locked up?’ 
 
    Laughter. 
 
    Fingers pointing at him as he walked down the street. 
 
    Snickers from his friends, his coworkers, even his family. 
 
    “Oh, God!” he buried his face in his hands. 
 
    Hannah stood up, turned and sat down next to him. She reached into his lap and held him, she turned his face and kissed him, ignored his tears and pressed her mouth to his. 
 
    It was exciting, and defeating, and…he suddenly found himself holding on to her. Sobbing with all his soul. 
 
    “It’s okay, Johnny. It’s okay. A month will pass before you know it. Then we’ll have some fun, and you’ll look forward to our little meetings.” 
 
    But Johnny just held on and cried. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    Johnny knocked on the door and waited. 
 
    The door swung back and Hanna stood back. “You don’t have to knock, Johnny.” 
 
    “I know,” he murmured, “but I didn’t want to disturb you.” 
 
    Hannah put a hand to his cheek, kissed him on the lips, and said, “You’ve really come along, sweetheart.” 
 
    She led him back through the house towards the bedroom. His high heels clicked on the floor, his face was immaculately made up, and his new breasts were perfectly perky. 
 
    “How’s school?” 
 
    “I’m doing well. All Bs, and an A in English.” 
 
    “And you like college?” 
 
    “I love it, except the girls are sort of distracting.” 
 
    “I would imagine,” Hanna giggled and patted his chastity tube. 
 
    They entered the bedroom and Hanna began undressing. 
 
    Johnny took his dress and lingerie off, and as he watched her marvelous body become undraped he thought about the last year. 
 
    The women had decided he should go to college, and they were helping him.  
 
    He no longer had to work, but he was on call. Five or six days out of the week, usually after class, he had to report to one or more of the women and satisfy them. 
 
    It was tough work, but somebody had to do it. 
 
    “What are you smiling about?” asked Hannah, throwing herself on the bed and spreading her legs. 
 
    “About you,” he said. He went to the bed, but before he crawled on he asked, “Did you want me to service you orally? Or should I put on the strap on?” 
 
    “Both, dear girl. And, before we get started, did you want me to drain you this afternoon?” 
 
    “Oh, please. I feel so horny, and I think if you don’t then I’ll have a wet dream, or maybe an involuntary ejaculation.” 
 
    “Your command is my wish,” she grinned. 
 
    Johnny squatted and took the strap on out of the drawer. He buckled it on, smiled at Hannah, then climbed onto the bed. 
 
      
 
    END

  

 
   
      
 
  
 
   
 
   
     
 
    [image: image4.jpeg] 
 
      
 
    Sissy Ride: The Book! 
 
    A giant saga of feminization! 
 
    Check it out at… 
 
    https://gropperpress.wordpress.com 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    We Feminized a Burglar! 
 
    Crime pays off…big time! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Grace Mansfield

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    Jerome sat on a stack of discarded pillows and watched the warehouse. No lights. No motion. Yet he waited. He nodded a few times, but made himself stay awake. It was almost time. 
 
    Suddenly he heard the sound of a Jeep and he smiled. The security guard was right on time. 
 
    The Jeep came down the street, turned into the parking lot, and angled for the building. A quick rattle of a doorknob, and the Jeep was returning. Jerome was hidden between the dumpsters and he relaxed and waited for the sounds of the Jeep to fade. 
 
    He stood up, stretched, and slung his knapsack onto his back. Looking both ways, as if there was somebody on the long street to run into him, he crossed to the parking lot. He entered the gate and turned right, walked along the side fence. 
 
    There were no people. No sudden coughs. Nothing to alarm him. Which was as he expected it to be. 
 
    He turned left and followed the fence to the alley next to the warehouse. Right before he reached the alley he glanced at the sign over the big rolling doors. ‘Erotic Toys.’ He grinned. Pervert stuff. Big money in pervert stuff, and perverts deserved to lose their money to him. 
 
    He entered the darkness of the alley and picked his way through discarded boxes, giant spools, and other debris. 
 
    Halfway down the alley he came to a stack of pallets. He had arranged the pallets there the night before, along with an aluminum ladder. He lifted the ladder onto the pallets, made sure it was steady, then climbed to the roof of the warehouse. 
 
    Atop the roof he lay flat, like a spider, distributing his weight so nothing would give way under him. By turning his head he could see miles of rooftops and street lights. 
 
    He crawled slowly towards the skylight. He reached it and felt the lip of it with a gloved hand. No latch. But when he had been in the building the day before it had looked like a simple ‘swing up’ affair. He was prepared to get out the small hammer and break the glass but, on a hunch, he lifted, and the skylight came up. 
 
    Son of a bitch! They didn’t even have a lock up here! 
 
    He slithered through the opening and balanced on a beam. Like a tight rope walker he walked down the beam to a catwalk. He reached into his knapsack and pulled out a rope. He secured it to a rail and threw the coil into the darkness. He listened and heard the rope strike the cement floor. 
 
    Quickly, he slid through the rails and handed himself down to the floor. 
 
    He was next to to a forklift. Good, maybe he could just fork himself up when he left. 
 
    He took a step and almost collided with a table. On the table were packing supplies and a sampling of products. He turned on a small flash and gazed at the goodies.  
 
    Dildos. Butt plugs. Skimpy nighties. All the things an aspiring pervert might need to keep himself entertained. And worth a lot of money. Which money was about to be in his knapsack. 
 
    He grinned, went around the table, and headed for the office. 
 
    At the end of the warehouse a small ladder, three steps, led to the office. He took the three steps in a quick jump and stood before a door. The top half of the door was made of glass, and he thought he might have to break it, but like the skylight, the door was unlocked. He turned the knob and let himself in. 
 
    He took a camping light out of his knapsack and lifted the top. A bright cone of light illuminated the office, and he quickly turned it down to a dull glow. He was alone, but why take chances. 
 
    The office was typical. Two desks at one wall, a battered conference table in the center, a coffee machine in a corner, and a row of filing cabinets. 
 
    A safe against the back wall. 
 
    The safe was old, no, it only looked old. It was a Rhino Longhorn, the keypad became visible as he approached it. 
 
    He put the tent light on the top of the safe, and stopped. There was something on the safe. He lifted the lantern and looked at the object, and laughed. 
 
    It was a chrome tube, the shape of a cock, with a ring underneath it. 
 
    A fucking chastity tube. 
 
    He picked it up and examined it. 
 
      
 
    GONO 
 
    GO NOwhere! 
 
    The world’s first truly escape proof chastity tube. 
 
      
 
    Chuckling, he hefted the thing. Who, in their right minds, would ever lock up their junk?  
 
    Yet, he felt a tiny quiver down there. It was sort of kinky. Get all locked up, want to fuck but can’t…can’t even feel yourself. 
 
    But, man, when you took it off you’d be super excited, super hard. The girls down at Jock’s Roadhouse would certainly love to feel him like that! 
 
    He shook his head and put the chastity tube back on the safe. 
 
    He knelt in front of the safe and took out his power drill. He set the angle and leaned his weight onto the drill. As the drill bit into the metal he kept glancing at the chastity tube. 
 
    So weird. Get your junk all locked up. And then not be able to use it. What was the point of that, eh? 
 
    Minutes later the drill broke through the outer wall. He put it in reverse and backed out. He put the drill into his knapsack and took out his picks. 
 
    He was an expert with the picks. He could pick any door in the world. Even big, thick mofos like this one. 
 
    He felt the inside of the door, felt the mechanism, and started manipulating it. 
 
    His senses were alert, and he propped himself against the safe and used just the sense of feel. His eyes were still open, however, and the tube was right in front of him. 
 
    A tumbler clicked, and he grinned, and his smile was reflected in the chrome of the tube. 
 
    GONO. Huh. What a weird name. 
 
    Another tumbler clicked, and he had an image of himself standing with a tube on. His feet spread, his package looking bigger, and women hugging his legs. 
 
    They all wanted what they couldn’t have. Heh heh. 
 
    Another tumbler, and another. 
 
    The safe door swung open. 
 
    Jerome lowered the light and inspected the contents. Letters, looked official. Probably deeds or something. A roll of gold coins. That was always good for something. He picked it up and put it in his knapsack. 
 
    He pulled open the door at the bottom of the safe and there it was. Three stacks of green. Moolah. Cash. The stuff that greased the world. 
 
    He picked up the three stacks, one at a time, and put them into his knapsack. He stood up, was about to sling the knapsack over his shoulder, and his eyes fell on the chastity tube. 
 
    Huh. A plaything for perverts. He picked it up and held it at his groin, imagined himself wearing it. 
 
    His cock twitched. 
 
    Fuck, he thought. Why not. 
 
    He unbuckled his pants and dropped his drawers. His dick was starting to jerk a bit, so he had to hurry. He slid the tube over his cock, then slipped the ring over his balls. There was a single, metal tab, and he shoved that into a slot. 
 
    CLICK! Whirrr. 
 
    Whirrr? What the fuck? 
 
    He stood for a moment, inspecting himself, feeling the kinky-ness of it all. His dick started to get hard, and he felt it pressing against the cool metal. Shit, this damned thing was tight! 
 
    He tried to pull the tab out of the slot, but it wouldn’t come. 
 
    What the fuck? 
 
    He pulled on the whole tube thing, all it did was pull on his balls. 
 
    What the fuck? 
 
    He tugged and turned, twisted and yanked, but he was caught. 
 
    Well, shit! he thought. Then he pulled his pants up and buckled. He could figure this stuff out later. There wasn’t a lock in the world he couldn’t pick. So this was just a temporary inconvenience Heck, maybe he could even pawn it, when he managed to extricate himself from it. Sell it for a few bucks. 
 
    What a laugh, eh? 
 
    He slung the knapsack over his shoulder, exited the office and headed for the fork lift. 
 
    There was a remote on the side of the forklift, and he hoisted himself up to the catwalk. He untied and coiled his rope, put it into the sack, and walked across the beam to the skylight. 
 
    He smiled. He had panicked a little bit when that damned thing hadn’t come off, but it was cool. He could get himself loose easy enough once he got home. 
 
    So thinking, he pulled himself up to the skylight and started to slither through. 
 
    ZAP! 
 
    “AIIIE!” 
 
    His groin felt like it had exploded. The pain ripped through him like lightening through a lightening rod. He fell back and barely managed to catch himself on the beam. He sagged over it, tried to recover and figure out what to do. 
 
    He climbed backup on the beam. He felt his groin. The tube thing felt hot. He had an image of his poor penis over a torturer’s fire. Fuck, he hoped he hadn’t hurt himself. 
 
    Well, fuck this, he thought, and he crawled back along the beam. He must have set off some weird sort of electronic security thing, and the metal in the tube had conducted the shock. Better to just go out the front door. 
 
    He walked back along the catwalk and stepped onto the forks. In seconds he was on the ground. 
 
    He walked to the front door. It was locked from the outside, but had a simple lever on the inside. He turned the lever and opened the door and peered out. So far so good. 
 
    The night was cool, silent, ready for him to make his escape. 
 
    He opened the door and stepped— 
 
    ZAP! 
 
    “AAIIEEEE!” 
 
    He jerked back and gabbed his crotch. He could feel the heat of the tube with his hands. He danced a little bit, trying to relieve shock of the electrical charge, and slowly the pain faded. 
 
    Heysoos! It felt like his cock had been spitted and roasted! So that’s what guys felt like in the electric chair1 Holy Heysoos chewing gum with false teeth! 
 
    In the back of his mind he had a niggle, a little bit of panic, and the panic began to grow. 
 
    The fucking security system was hooked up to the chastity tube! There was a perimeter, and he couldn’t fly out, tunnel out, and certainly not walk out. 
 
    His mind started to race. 
 
    Maybe if he could insulate the tube thing. But he couldn’t think of a single thing in the warehouse that would enable him to do that. 
 
    Or, what if he drilled in and…no. His high speed drill would take a bit of time to wind down, and before he could take it out of a hole it would have been pulled forward, right into his cock. Heysoos, Heysoos, Heysoos! 
 
    He turned back to the warehouse. There had to be a key somewhere. Or tools that he could use. 
 
    He hurried through the warehouse back to the office, his eyes searching the darkness, looking for that magic chastity tube remover. 
 
    Into the office, and he didn’t bother with his tent light. He turned on the lights and began tearing the place apart. 
 
    He opened all the drawers, pulled them out, felt through them, turned them over on the table, then swept the drawer contents off the table. Next drawer. 
 
    He found screwdrivers and pantyhose, nail clippers and make up. 
 
    Drawer after drawer, and the area around the table became a mound of office supplies and personal belongings.  
 
    Old purses, used batteries, new batteries. Flashlights, eyeliner, dimes and nickels. Bottles of vitamins, paperback books, journals, logs. 
 
    He ripped pages out of books, searched everywhere, but there was no key. And he was so panicked now that he didn’t even stop to think about the fact that there was no keyhole on the tube. 
 
    He lifted the coffee machine and looked under it, then threw it on the floor. 
 
    He emptied cans filled with tea bags onto the floor, his eyes searching. 
 
    He ripped a clock off the wall, then several paintings. 
 
    He went into the small bathroom on one side of the office and tore that apart. Everything in the medicine cabinet, lifted the plate on the back of the toilet. Felt along edges under and around the sink and the toilet. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    Out to the warehouse, hurrying down rows, his eyes searching for something, anything, a tool, a key, anything to get him out of this damned GONO. 
 
    He went to the door. He thought about making a break for it. Trying to get out of the force field, or whatever it was. 
 
    But the memory of his cock feeling the shock, and the heat of the tube. He knew that wasn’t an option. 
 
    He could see a line of  light rising over the horizon. 
 
    He ran back through the warehouse, now totally panicked. He turned over desks, broke windows, not even thinking about what he was doing, just desperate for release form this strange, cruel prison he found himself in. 
 
    Interestingly, his cock was still trying to erect. It had been trying to stiffen up the whole time. But it was all crammed up and jammed and couldn’t do anything but…hurt. A mild, annoying pain that was, he hated to admit it, sexual in nature. 
 
    Fuck! What the hell had he been thinking? 
 
    Slowly, he began to run down. 
 
    Dawn was coming. He was caught. 
 
    He sank to his knees. He fell to his forearms. 
 
    And, totally overwhelmed, he fell on his side. 
 
    He lay there, unthinking, wishing for a way out of this mess. 
 
    And, he fell asleep. Like a soldier in the middle of a battle, pushed beyond exhaustion, he slept. 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck!” 
 
    What a mess!” 
 
    Jerome opened his eyes slowly, afraid. The night came crashing in on him. 
 
    He had burgled, and been caught in the worst possible way, by his cock. 
 
    “Get up, you son of a bitch!” 
 
    Jerome rolled over, sat in the cross legged position. His head hung down and he was near limp. His mind was totally blasted. He had never been caught, but now…now… 
 
    There were two women. Late twenties, Barbie doll bodies, and gorgeous faces. 
 
    One was a blonde, looked a bit like Anna Nichole Smith. The sensually curved lips, almost a sneer, but a sneer that said she loved you. Even though, at the moment, Jerome was sure she didn’t love him. 
 
    The other was a brunette, looked a bit like Raquel Welch. The eyes that devoured and gave boners with a look. 
 
    The blonde nudged him with a foot. “Get up.” 
 
    He struggled to his feet. He was hungry, desperate, wanted to run. 
 
    “Look,” the blonde nudged the brunette. 
 
    The brunette chuckled a mean chuckle. “The dope actually put on a GONO. What the hell was he thinking?” 
 
    “Can you…can you take it off?” 
 
    “Sure. Let me get a saw, or better yet, a hatchet.” 
 
    “No! I mean…please…can’t you…” 
 
    “Shut up.” 
 
    “Can I leave? Is it safe to leave?” 
 
    The brunette laughed a bitter laugh. “Sure. Let me turn up the juice first.” She reached into her pocket and pulled out a fob. 
 
    Jerome eyed the fob, it crossed his mind that he could grab it, turn the electrical field off and make his mistake. 
 
    She knew what he was thinking. She turned the fob so he could see a row of little buttons. “Good luck with the code. By the way, three tries and your weenie will look like it’s been on the grill for a week!” 
 
    He sagged. “But…I need to…can’t you…” 
 
    “We’re calling the police.” 
 
    “No! Please don’t!” 
 
    The brunette pulled out her cell and hit 9 and 1…and the blonde put her hand on the girl’s forearm. “Wait.” 
 
    The brunette looked at her friend. “What?” 
 
    “Call Rod.” 
 
    “Instead of the police?” 
 
    “He is the police.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…” 
 
    “Do you want the police nosing around? The next thing you know we’ll have the city inspecting us. The county coming by to ask about taxes. We’ve been keeping a low profile, everything legal, but do you want the attention?” 
 
    The brunette frowned. Then she looked at her phone and hit a real number. 
 
    Jerome tried again. “Please. I’m sorry. If you let me go I’ll disappear and—“ 
 
    “Shut up!” They spoke in unison, totally shutting him down. 
 
    They told Jerome to sit in a corner, and they left him there. They went out to the warehouse, to discuss things, and to wait for this ‘Rod’ fellow. 
 
    Jerome watched them through the open door. A cop car pulled up, and Jerome lost it. 
 
    He had never been caught! He couldn’t go to jail! He had to get out! 
 
    He ran out of the office and jumped to the floor. The girls yelled at him, and he heard the cop’s car door slam shut, but he knew there was a back door. He had to find it, go through it, jump over the fence and make his getaway! 
 
    He turned down an aisle, went behind the office, and saw a door. The word ‘exit’ was glowing red above it. 
 
    He heard footsteps pursuing him. 
 
    He reached the door, he opened it, he— 
 
    ZAP! 
 
    “AAAIIIIEEEE!” 
 
    He fell back into the warehouse and collapsed. 
 
      
 
    “Crap, look. It’s smoking!” 
 
    Jerome heard the words, but everything seemed so disconnected. 
 
    Hands lifted him to his feet. He staggered, his eyes opened and he saw a badge. 
 
    He looked up. A cop’s face. Serious. Topped with a cop’s hat. 
 
    “Oh,” he groaned. 
 
    “Nah, that’s just dust from when he fell back.” 
 
    “Well, it looked like smoke.” 
 
    “Well, it’ll smoke next time. I turned it all the way up.” 
 
    The brunette pulled on his arm and he turned. She was right in his face. “You hear that, numbnuts? Next time you run your weenie is going to burn until it looks like a raisin!” 
 
    He found himself nodding. Not understanding completely, but knowing that he was caught and there was no way out…outside of burning his dong off. 
 
    “You want me to take him in?” 
 
    “No,” mumbled Jerome. 
 
    “Well, we don’t want the attention out here. We don’t want people poking around. Besides, you know how we feel about prison. People don’t really get rehabilitated…” 
 
    “I’ll never do it again.” 
 
    They looked at him, then ignored him. 
 
    “Well, unless you report a crime, follow through with pressing charges, there’ s not much that can happen. Do you want to just let him go?” 
 
    “No!” The brunette and the blonde chorused. 
 
    “We need this place cleaned up. And he’s done a lot of damage. The cost of the safe alone, and then…look at this place!” 
 
    “I’ll clean everything up and you’ll never see me again.” 
 
    They turned to him, and now they were thinking. Jerome pushed, “I’m sorry. I’ve never done anything like this, and I’ll—“ 
 
    “His name is Jerome Mason. We’ve had our eye on him for a while.” 
 
    Jerome stopped talking, his mouth hung open. They had been watching him? They knew about him? 
 
    “We can’t let a hardened criminal loose.” 
 
    “I…but…you…” 
 
    Jerome blathered. 
 
    The cop smiled. “So…that GONO thing. Is it really escape proof?” 
 
    The girls looked at him. Brunette said, “We were trying to decide whether we should carry it. That was a sample we set up to test it. We think it’s too good. We weren’t going to carry it.” 
 
    “The funny thing is,” blurted the blonde, “we were just talking about it being used to rehabilitate criminals. We were just joking, and we left it on the safe. We had no idea numbnuts here was going to pay us a visit the very next day.” 
 
    Jerome cursed inwardly. Heck, if he had burgled the place the day before, or the day after, the GONO thing probably wouldn’t have been on the safe. Certainly not hooked up to an electrical type of fence. 
 
    “You could probably keep numbnuts locked up until he has fixed everything, paid for damages. Of course, I’m assuming you’re just going to let him go. I’m a cop, can’t stand by and watch somebody forced to work, but…you could probably even have him sign a contract, make sure you’re protected legally, that sort of thing.” 
 
    “Hey,” Jerome said, not liking the sound of Rod’s proposal. 
 
    “Shut up,” the girls chimed together. 
 
    Blonde: “So he could work here, get paid, but his pay will go to repairs. He can fix things he broke, and make up for the damage he caused.” 
 
    “Sure. If he wanted to.” 
 
    Seeing it as my only way out, I blurted, “Sure. I want to do that.” 
 
    Rod: “Sign a contract? Do guard duty at night, let the girls bring you a sandwich or something?” 
 
    “Yeah! Yeah. Sure!” I was so anxious to get out of going to jail I didn’t realize what I was getting in for. 
 
    The cop nodded. “Well, I can take him to jail, or perhaps you’d like to have a chat with Mr. Mason, see what kind of an agreement you can hammer out? 
 
    Jerome turned his attention to the girls. “I’d work hard.” 
 
    “Stay here all night and guard against freaky assholes who want to rob us?” 
 
    Jerome gulped. He knew the brunette was deliberately describing him. “Yeah. Sure. Can I have a sleeping bag or something?” 
 
    “Huh,” Blondie said, then: “What about all the things you broke?” 
 
    “I’ll fix everything! I can fix everything.” 
 
    “Well, okay,” Rod grinned. “I’ll be going,” he focused his gaze on Jerome, “But call me if you need anybody arrested. Statute of limitations is five years for burglary.” 
 
    Jerome wanted to object, to say something, but he knew he had to butter up the girls. “I can fix everything.” 
 
    The blonde turned to the brunette, “Let’s set up the video.” 
 
    “Video? What for?” 
 
    “To protect us, numbnuts, in case somebody thinks we’re abusing you.” 
 
    “You’re not abusing me!” 
 
    “Not yet,” the brunette muttered. “I’ll get the video equipment.” 
 
    The brunette walked out of the warehouse, opened her trunk and started rummaging around. 
 
    “Good thing we didn’t leave that stuff in here,” the blonde remarked. 
 
    Jerome looked around, then he bent down and started picking up papers. “I’ll work good. You can believe me.” 
 
    The girls didn’t, of course, believe him, else they wouldn’t have set up the video equipment. 
 
      
 
    Fifteen minutes later the brunette clicked the on button. She hurried around to where a couch had been set right. Jerome was in the middle, between the two girls. 
 
    “Hi!” bubbled the brunette. “I’m Tammy!” 
 
    The blonde said, in equally cheerful manner, “And I’m Linda. This is Jerome. Jerome is our favoritist person in the whole world.” 
 
    Jerome blinked. He was a favorite? Maybe things would turn out okay. 
 
    “Jerome has been simply dying…” Tammy put a hand against her chest and valley girled her words, “…to be our live in slave boy. And because he is just the sweetest thing in the whole wide world,” Linda kissed his cheek and he blinked and tried to look at her, but Tammy had her hand behind his head and pulled his hair to keep him looking away from the camera. “We’ve decided we’re going to play this game with Jerome.” 
 
    Linda said, “See? He’s even put on a GONO chastity tube, to remind him that we’re having such a fun game. Tell everybody why you like to wear a chastity tube, Jerome.” 
 
    They had told him what to say, and that he better look happy saying it. He spoke brightly, “I just love it when my cock is all trapped and everything. It’s so cool to be horny. I want to be horny the rest of my life.” 
 
    “Okay, Jerome-y, we’ll keep your little peeny a prisoner for you, what do you say?” 
 
    Jerome turned to one, then the other, “Thank you Linda. Thank you Tammy. Thank you for making my dreams come true.” 
 
    Linda turned off the camera, loaded the video to her phone, and sent the thing up to the cloud. 
 
    Jerome sighed. Done. Now maybe he could get out of this GONO thing. He asked brightly, “Can you let me out now? I have to pee.” 
 
    “Oh, shut up,” both girls said. 
 
    “But I thought I was your favoritist!” 
 
    “You’re our favoritist asshole. Now shut up before we spank you.” 
 
    Heck, let’s spank him anyway.” 
 
    Normally Jerome would have liked two girls talking about spanking him. Right then, the expressions on the girls’ faces, he felt like a tuna sandwich at a shark convention. 
 
    “But. I thought…” then he was quiet. It was very ominous in the office, and he was starting to feel uneasy. 
 
    “Okay, numbnuts,” Linda finally said. You will begin by picking up every piece of paper in this office. You will put them on that table, sorting them into stacks. Contracts there, receipts there, letters there…” 
 
    She picked up a couple of pieces of paper and got him started, then she picked up the camera and headed for the door. 
 
    “Wait! Where are you going?” 
 
    “I’m taking this video contract to a place outside the range of your GONO.” 
 
    “But aren’t you going to help me sort through these papers?” 
 
    She spun around and stepped right into his face. “You messed it up, you fix it up.” then she was out the door. 
 
    Jerome looked at Tammy, but Tammy ignored him. 
 
      
 
    It took Jerome several hours to sort through the paper on the floor. During that time Linda returned, and the warehouse kicked into gear. Surprisingly, they had no employees. They did all the work themselves, and there was a lot of work. They answered the phone while packaging orders, they called vendors while stocking shelves, they even took did video conferences on iphones while in the bathroom. 
 
    And, speaking of this last, they were completely unembarrassed. They simple went into the toilet, left the door open, and crapped. And wiped. And they didn’t care that Jerome was in the next room, sorting papers and trying to fix the coffee machine or something. 
 
    All of which was having an effect on Eugene. The tube was making him horny. 
 
    As he figured out the sorting of the papers and the fixing of the furniture, as he relaxed from the tension of almost being arrested, he began to feel his cock trying to stir. He felt it pushing, swelling and being stopped, and it was a sensation that was almost painful, even as it turned him on more and more. 
 
      
 
    “I meant it when I said I had to pee,” he said at one point. 
 
    “So pee,” snapped Linda. 
 
    “But…don’t I have to take it off?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    He went into the little toilet and tried to close the door, then realized why the girls had been so unembarrassed. In tearing up the office, in looking for the key that wasn’t, he had broken a hinge on the door. He couldn’t close the door, and the girls were sitting just a couple of yards from him. 
 
    “What’s the matter, numbnuts? Can’t close the door?” 
 
    He ignored her and tried to pee while standing up. His stream splattered all over the floor and the back of the toilet. 
 
    “Fuck!” He said, trying to stop peeing. 
 
    “Sit down, numbnuts.” 
 
    He spun and sat, and felt the relief. 
 
    “And make sure you clean up the mess.” 
 
    He sat with his head down. What the hell had he gotten himself in for? 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Later in the day, Jerome was done with the sorting. “I’m done, can you take this thing off?” 
 
    “Nope. And stop asking.” Linda swiveled towards him and contemplated him sourly. “Do you know how much damage you did in here?” 
 
    He did’t. 
 
    Thousands of dollars worth. At minimum wage, and you’re not really worth that, you’re going to be here a few weeks. Maybe even months. So I suggest you figure out how to fix things and keep a VERY low profile. The last thing we want to do is see your stupid face. 
 
    Jerome backed off. He went out to the warehouse and found a chair and sat in it. 
 
    For the dozenth time he wondered what he had gotten himself in for. He sighed, and sat, and sighed again. 
 
    Finally, nothing to do for it, he went back inside the office and picked up a chair he had broken. He opened up his knapsack and took out his power drill. He found a screw that had fallen out of one of the drawers he had upended, and set about repairing the chair. 
 
    A half hour later he turned the chair over and put it next to the desk where it had originally sat. 
 
    He went to the coffee table, took the machine off and began fixing the coffee table. 
 
    Tammy came in, saw the chair, glanced at him, then gingerly sat down. She rocked back and forth, banged it up and down a little, then blurted, “It doesn’t tilt anymore.” 
 
    “Really?” Linda tried it out and a surprised expression crossed her face. 
 
    “Hey, numbnuts, how’d you level this chair?” 
 
    “Level it?” 
 
    “Yeah, one leg was short, it used to tilt whenever somebody sat on it. How’d you get rid of the tilt?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” He shrugged and continued working on the coffee machine table. He didn’t notice the girls glancing at each other. 
 
    The truth of the matter was that Jerome was handy with tools. He had always liked tools, he had learned how to use tools in the most delicate manner when learning how to crack safes, and he had actually become a craftsman. Simply, he had a fine eye for detail. 
 
    And he didn’t really understand that himself. He just cracked safes and was unaware of his burgeoning talent. 
 
      
 
    Five o’clock. The girls kept working. In a small operation like theirs they put in the long hours. At six o’clock they ‘Uber Eated’ for dinner. The Uber arrived, Tammy paid and brought the bags in and set them on the big table. “Soups on, kiddies.” 
 
    Jerome was trying to undent a cabinet and he stared at the food on the table. He hadn’t eaten since before he had burgled, and he was hungry. 
 
    “Come on, numbnuts. You, too.” 
 
    He walked over to the table where the girls were unwrapping dishes. Tammy pushed a cardboard carton towards him and he sat down. Shortly he was eating real Chinese. 
 
    “What is this stuff?” 
 
    The girls blinked. Tammy said, “It’s Chinese.” 
 
    “But it doesn’t look like Panda Express! I mean, it sort of does, but…” he put a bite in his mouth and near swooned. This was far more delicious than fast food Panda. 
 
    Tammy snickered. 
 
    Linda said, “What a numbnuts.” 
 
    Jerome didn’t care what they called him. He was eating, and it was ten times better than his usual MacDonalds fare. Then he slowed down, his hunger blunted, and he did care. 
 
    “My name is Jerome.” 
 
    Linda and Tammy glanced at one another. 
 
    “After what you did in here…your name is ‘Shit for Brains.’ 
 
    Glumly, he realized that he really had messed up. “Look, I am sorry. Usually I’m neat and tidy. I just want to get in and out. I’m not interested in making a mess.” 
 
    “Could have fooled me,” Linda spoke wryly. 
 
    “How come you’re a burglar, anyway,” Tammy asked. 
 
    Jerome shrugged. “I couldn’t get a job. And the jobs I could get all paid crappy, not enough to live on. So…” He shrugged again. He was in a shruggy mood. 
 
    The girls didn’t have much to say to that; the reason he gave was why they had gone into business for themselves. 
 
    “Are you going to make me wear this thing all the time?” 
 
    “That’s our insurance guarantee that you won’t bug out. Besides, didn’t you say on video tape that you loved living this way?” Both girls smirked. 
 
    Linda said, “What’s the matter? A little bit tight?” 
 
    “I would like a larger size. This one is…I can’t…” 
 
    “You can’t what?” 
 
    “I can’t get a hard on.” 
 
    Linda snickered. Then she sobered. “We are going to have to check him out every few days, make sure he’s clean. We don’t want his junk rotting off.” 
 
    “What?” blurted Jerome, his eyes widening. 
 
    “We’ll just tie him up and check him. We’ve got lots of ways to tie him up, right?” 
 
    The girls grinned. 
 
    Jerome suddenly found a fortune cookie. He cracked it, extracted the little piece of paper. It said, ‘Help! I’m being held prisoner in a Chinese fortune cookie factory!’ 
 
    He crumpled the little slip of paper up. Not funny. 
 
      
 
    At nine ‘clock the girls finally knocked off. They went to their cars and drove away. 
 
    Jerome looked down at the sleeping bag they had left him. He snorted. 
 
    He went to the office and turned on the computer. They had bought a new one to replace the one he had broken, so he didn’t feel badly about using it. After all, he was paying for it, right? 
 
    First he looked up the GONO. He inspected the site thoroughly, even hacked into the site and looked for ways to get out of the GONO. 
 
    Nothing. It was actually foolproof. Or, escape proof. 
 
    He pulled his pants down and examined it. He looked at the fob, which Linda had left on her desk. He should be able to figure a way out, but he was a little worried about setting the thing off. What if he turned the zapper part of it on and then couldn’t turn it off? He would be cooking until dawn! 
 
    Finally, since he was on the computer anyway, he went surfing for porn. 
 
    Inside the GONO he was hornier than a rhino in heat. His cock had been trying to escape all day, and if he hadn’t had the stupid thing on he would masturbated ten times over. 
 
    He searched for ‘big boobed babes boffing.’ Lots of wanking material, and he pushed on his chastity tube, wishing he could feel his cock, wishing it could expand and…and spit. 
 
    Then he searched ‘females fellating ferociously.’ Oh, man, there were thousands of vids. So many vids and he only had two eyeballs. 
 
    Then he searched for ‘copulating cunts corkscrewing.’ 
 
    On into the morning he surfed, getting more and more excited, and more and more frustrated. 
 
    Finely, he had had enough. Frustration without the relief. He couldn’t stand it. He slid into the sleeping bag and tried to sleep. 
 
    He was too horny to sleep. 
 
    He was so horny, and he wanted take his mind off it. 
 
    But what could he do? 
 
    He could run around the warehouse…there wasn’t any place he could take a cold shower….what could he do? 
 
      
 
    Finally, he dozed off, and was awake almost instantly. At least his cock was awake, morning wood, and he felt like somebody was compressing his cock in a garbage compactor. 
 
    He jumped out of the sleeping bag and ran for the bathroom. 
 
    “Ahhh!” 
 
    He came out of the bathroom, zipped up, and saw that it was only five in the AM. Fuck. Maybe three hours sleep, and he was wired. What to do…what to do? 
 
    He looked out at the warehouse. The order table was filled with orders. He had seen the girls do it, and it was easy. Match the invoice with the order, box it up, put on a label, do the next one. 
 
    So he spent an hour filling boxes and tossing them into the mail cart. 
 
    Six o’clock. Fuck. And his cock was still throbbing, trying to get hard. 
 
    He went back into the office and looked around. The window that opened on the warehouse was painted closed. Stupid. He took a wood chisel out of his knapsack and cracked a line in the paint, then he sanded edges. When he was done the window opened smoothly and even looked good. 
 
    Six thirty. He tried to ignore his penis pushing in his prison. He grabbed a mop and cleaned the bathroom, then scraped up paint spatters. He was just finishing when the girls arrived. He went out and sat on the ladder to the office and waited for them. 
 
    They opened the big door and let some sunshine in. They strode up the center of the warehouse and Jerome watched them. When they passed the mail order table Linda nudged Tammy and whispered something. 
 
    Jerome didn’t notice. He was trying to ignore his cock. 
 
    “Here’s breakfast.” Linda tossed him a bag. McCrapo. With Mcsuckfries and Mclousyeggsandwich. 
 
    Still, he was hungry, and he began eating. He made some coffee while he was chewing, and washed the swill down. Hunger abated, he went to work. 
 
    In the light of day he could see why the mail order table was twisted and saggy. He broke out the power drill and fixed it. Then he sanded off a few splinters. To Linda he remarked, “If you have a power sander I can fix this table up right.” 
 
    Linda blinked. Jerome turned and headed for the forklift. A vendor had just arrived and plunked five crates just inside the warehouse. 
 
    Linda went into the office and stood at the window, the freshly repaired window, and watched Jerome wheel the forklift around. 
 
    “Do you believe this guy?” 
 
    “The coffee machine works better now. And he cleaned the bathroom.” 
 
    “Hunh.” 
 
    Jerome worked all morning. He didn’t talk much, he just focused on work, and tried to ignore the pounding, throbbing lust in his cock cage. 
 
    That afternoon he rewired the phone system, getting the excess wires tightly wound and pushed out of sight. 
 
    Tammy looked at Linda and opened her hands helplessly. She figured they were going to have to bully Jerome all month, and finally tell him he was done just because they wanted to get rid of him. but this was…ridiculous. He was actually a good worker. 
 
    They didn’t eat lunch. Too much work, and the girls usually just munched on a power bar.anyway. They tossed a bar to Jerome, who devoured it, then went out and did jumping jacks, and push ups, and squats, and other exercises. in truth, he was doing something, anything, to get his mind off his poor, hurting cock. 
 
    That afternoon he rearranged the warehouse system, getting all the dildos in the same area, cataloging kinky underwear, and making the place twice as efficient. 
 
    Dinner. Spaghetti and meatballs. A big Coke. They sat around the big table in the office, and Jerome ate slowly, his head down, having his own thoughts. 
 
    The two girls sat at the other end of the table and watched him. In truth, they were stunned. Nearly all the damage Jerome had caused was repaired. He still had to pay a lot of stuff, but they were now actually functioning better than before he had burgled his way into the warehouse. 
 
    Back to work, and Jerome filled in the orders that had accumulated since the afternoon mailing. 
 
      
 
    That night he again perused porn, but stopped after a while, it was just making him hurt. 
 
    He didn’t know what to do. He did some exercises, but there were only so many jumping jacks and push ups he could do. 
 
    Finally, he decided to repaint the office. 
 
    He found an old and rickety ladder and some paint. He laid out some plastic liner and began painting. 
 
    The ceiling. Two walls. Skip the bathroom for now. He needed better paint for that anyway. 
 
    Finally, he was on the last wall. He moved the ladder into place, held the paint brush in one hand and stepped up the ladder. The third step broke and he fell backwards, hitting his head on the corner of the table. 
 
      
 
    “Jerome? Are you all right?” 
 
    He looked up at Linda, whose face appeared uncharacteristically worried. 
 
    “You didn’t call me numbnuts,” he mumbled. 
 
    She took no notice of his remark, just helped him up. He looked around. “Oh, crap, I’m sorry.” 
 
    The paint can had spilled across the floor. The thin rug was caked and quite ruined. The ladder was broken and laying on its side. But at least three walls and the ceiling were done. 
 
    “What the heck?” Tammy blurted, stepping into the office. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” Jerome begged. “I didn’t mean to mess it all up.” 
 
    Tammy stopped talking and took it all in. The perfectly painted walls and ceiling, the accident with the ladder. 
 
    “I’ll fix the ladder. And I can throw away the rug. I’m sorry, I guess I’ll have to work to pay for another one.” 
 
    The girls looked at each other, then, for some reason, they backed off. 
 
    “Okay,” said Linda. 
 
    “Yeah,” murmured Tammy. 
 
    Jerome went to the old bathroom in the corner of the warehouse and washed the paint out of his hair. Then he took out the ladder, rolled up the carpet and dragged it out. He forked the rug and took it to the end of the warehouse. All the girls had to do was run it a few yards to a dumpster, then tilt the forks. 
 
    Disconsolately, Jerome walked back towards the office. 
 
    Tammy stepped out on the ladder. “You’re a mess. You’re clothes are ruined. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” Jerome almost felt like crying. He had thought painting the office would be a big brownie point, and now he was in more trouble than ever. 
 
    “Well, we can’t have you looking like that. We’re going to have an open house next week. We’re thinking about opening to the public, and we can’t have you looking like that. Throw those clothes away. It’s time to check and make sure your cock is all right. 
 
    Jerome went back to the forklift, took off his clothes, even his shoes were ruined, and stacked everything atop the folds of paint ruined carpet. Naked, except for the GONO, he returned to the office. 
 
    Tammy and Linda were to one side. They were fastening ropes to the struts of the metal shelves. 
 
    “Come here, Jerome. Put your hands up and spread your legs. 
 
    His face red, Jerome spread, and the girls tied his wrists and legs apart. He stood there, paint spattered, and waited. He felt like a steer waiting for slaughter. 
 
    Tammy brought a hose out, fastened it to the slop sink faucet and started spraying Jerome off. Linda stripped down to nothing and began scouring him with a brush. The brush wasn’t stiff bristled, but it wasn’t a normal, soft bath brush, either. 
 
    Linda worked his back, scrubbing traces of paint off. Then she moved to the front. The brush excited his nipples, brushing over them again and again, and Jerome moaned. 
 
    “What?” she asked. 
 
    “It…the brush. My nipples are sensitive. 
 
    Perversely, Linda grinned and ran the brush directly over his nips. 
 
    “Oh, fuck…” he whimpered. His cock was cramped inside the GONO, and his legs quivered with the pleasure of the sensations. 
 
    Linda laughed. 
 
    “What’s so funny?” asked Tammy. 
 
    “Watch.” Again she ran the bristles over Jerome's chest, and again he shivered and his knees buckled. 
 
    Tammy laughed. “You want to check his junk now?” 
 
    “Might just as well.” 
 
    Linda went into the office and returned with the fob. Jerome watched as she clicked in some numbers, but he couldn’t see the sequence. The GONO suddenly whirred…then clicked open. 
 
    “Oh, GOD!” Jerome shrieked in relief. His cock hardened fast and the GONO fell on the floor. 
 
    Linda and Tammy began laughing. 
 
    “Geez, Jerome,” Lina said. “It’s only a cock.” 
 
    “You’re only saying that because you don’t have one.” 
 
    Tammy, meanwhile, put the hose down and lifted his cock. She sniffed. “It’s okay. Needs a little soap and water, but it’s not going to fall off today.” 
 
    For a second Jerome worried. What about tomorrow? But he didn’t say anything. 
 
    The girls got some soap and began stroking him. His cock was red and erect and started to drip. 
 
    Tanny chuckled. “He’s not too small, is he?” 
 
    “Any bigger and I’d call it a cock.” 
 
    Jerome moaned and lurched and thrust his hips into her hand. 
 
    “No, no. Mustn’t be a bad boy.” 
 
    “Please,” Jerome begged. “This thing is killing me. I’m horny, and it hurts cause I can’t grow. I need to get off.” 
 
    “And how did you propose to get off, Jerome?” Linda was laughing on the inside when she asked this. 
 
    “I…I can…” 
 
    “You can what? Masturbate? Your hands are tied.” 
 
    “You can untie my hands.” 
 
    “And then you could untie your feet and run right out of here.” 
 
    “I won’t.” He was pleading. “Please, I promise.” 
 
    Linda was stroking him slowly, not enough to get him off, but enough to drive him crazy. “You’ll forgive us if we don’t trust you.” 
 
    “Why can’t you trust me?” 
 
    “You are a thief, after all.” 
 
    There wasn’t much Jerome could say to that. 
 
    “However, if I stroked a little faster,” she hurried her hand for a moment. Jerome started to twist and lurch in his bonds. Then Linda stopped. 
 
    “However, giving pleasure to a burglar isn’t my idea of justice.” 
 
    “But I’m fixing everything! And I’m trying to be good! Can’t you please…can’t you?” 
 
    His eyes were pleading. 
 
    “You know,” Tammy observed, “You might have to.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “How we gonna get his cock back in the tube if you don’t?” 
 
    Linda frowned. 
 
    “Yeah! You have to get me off! You have to!” 
 
    Linda protested, “I don’t want to have to jack this fool off every couple of days.” 
 
    “You could always use your mouth?” Jerome offered. 
 
    Both girls looked at him with disgust, and shrunk a bit. 
 
    “We could take turns, and he isn’t dirty, so we can go another day, maybe two, maybe three.” If we only have to clean him say every five days, then you would only have to jack him off every ten. That’s not bad.” 
 
    “Yeah, but I hate getting all that jizz all over my hands!” 
 
    “So…make him clean your hands.” 
 
    That was an electric moment. Jerome gaped, Tammy grinned, and Linda considered Jerome. 
 
    “How about it, Jerome. Will you lick your stuff off my hands if I get you off? 
 
    “Hey…but…I don’t…you can’t…” 
 
    Linda giggled. “Come on, numbnuts, you want to get off or not?” 
 
    “But I don’t…you…I can’t…” 
 
    “Okay, then we just leave you here until your dick gets small enough to be stuffed in the GONO, and I don’t care how long it takes.” 
 
    Jerome begged and wheedled, but Linda wouldn’t break. finally, so horny he couldn’t stand it, he gave a nod. 
 
    Linda grinned and sped up and within half a minute Jerome was moaning and twisting his hips and filling Linda’s hand with his white baby batter. His head was tilted back, his eyes rolled back, and he was obviously experiencing an orgasm of unbelievable intensity. 
 
    “All right,” Linda smiled, “Here’s your extra special treat.” She held her hand up. 
 
    Jerome was disgusted, sick to his stomach, but she held his nose and tilted her hand in front of his mouth. Having to breath, he opened up, and his slimy juice slithered down his throat. 
 
    He gagged and choked, but swallowed, then it was done. 
 
    “See? That wasn’t bad, was it?” 
 
    Jerome opened his mouth and waggled his tongue, wishing he could drink something and wash the residue out of his mouth. 
 
    “Okay dokey,” Tammy picked up the GONO and put it back on him. 
 
    Jerome felt disgusted, and relieved, but then, to his horror, his dick started trying to get hard again. 
 
    “Wait a minute! It’s getting hard.” 
 
    The girls laughed, and Tammy pushed the tab into the lock and he heard the CLICK! and whirrr. 
 
    They untied him. 
 
    “What about clothes?” asked Linda. “We can’t have him running around in his birthday suit.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Well, okay, we can. But we have the open house coming up the week after next.” 
 
    Tammy frowned. “I don’t want to go out and buy some male clothes.” 
 
    “So give him some of the clothes he ruined.” 
 
    Tammy smiled. 
 
    “Hey, wait a minute! What clothes I ruined?” 
 
    “We had a crate of sample clothes. Everything from hats to high heels. You threw a large Coke into the box when you overturned the mailing table.” 
 
    “Oh…but…aren’t those girl clothes?” In truth, there were only girl clothes in the whole warehouse. 
 
    “You can walk around naked if you want.” 
 
    “Okay,” he took a defiant stand. 
 
    “Of course we won’t be willing to jack you off next time.” 
 
    “What? Why not?” 
 
    “You may not have noticed, but we only hire girls here.” 
 
    “But you’re the only girls here!” 
 
    “I rest my case. And if you ever hope to get out of here then you’re going to have to at least look a little bit like a girl.” 
 
    “But…I can’t…you…” 
 
    Tammy went to a big crate that had been pushed aside. She held a hand out as if to present it, “Jerome, meet your new outfit. Outfit, meet Jerome.” 
 
    “I won’t do it!” 
 
    “You will, or you will never leave here.” 
 
    “You can’t! That’s human trafficking.” 
 
    Tammy turned to Linda, “Do you see any humans around here?” 
 
    Linda shook her head, “Nope. I only see a burglar.” 
 
    “And are there any laws against burglar trafficking?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    Jerome was close to tears now. He didn’t mind fixing everything, it was sort of fun, if he could ignore the pounding in his groin. But dressing like a girl? 
 
    Linda stepped up next to him. She placed a hand on his GONO and patted it gently. Jerome felt the surges of horniness starting up. 
 
    “Now, Jerome, there’s nobody here to see you.” 
 
    He folded his arms. “Nope.” 
 
    Tammy walked over to the slop sink and picked up the fob. She held it up. “Jerome. We have a business to run, and we don’t have time for your fake modesty.” 
 
    “Fake modest—“ 
 
    “So you are going to wear what we tell you to, or you’re going to find out how this fob works.” 
 
    Jerome eyed the fob. Oh, crap! Could it give him a shock? He knew intuitively that it could. 
 
    “No…” 
 
    “Linda, hand him some underwear. If he doesn’t put it on I’m going to press the button and give him a crispy critter. How about it, Jerome, feel like having your hot dog cooked until the skin is black and crumbly?” 
 
    “No! No!” 
 
    Linda reached into the crate. She brought out a thong. She handed it to him. 
 
    Tears now starting to fill his eyes, Jerome took the underwear and pulled it up. The string snugged into his asshole, and he felt the sting of pleasure. 
 
    Linda handed him a bra. He tried to put it on, but he couldn’t figure it out and she had to help him. 
 
    “Excellent, Jerome,” Tammy smiled. “Linda, go get that pair of breast forms that were returned.” 
 
    Linda disappeared down one of the aisles in the warehouse, then returned with a massive pair of breasts. 
 
    “Aren’t these a bit large?” 
 
    “He’s a man. His chest is wider. These will work. 
 
    Linda shoved the breast forms in, and muttered, “We’ll get you some glue so these won’t shift around.” 
 
    Jerome was stunned, he didn’t understand what was happening. “I…I…I…” 
 
    “Okay, he’s skinny enough, give him a dress.” 
 
    Linda held up culottes and a sheer blouse. 
 
    “Sure,” Tammy agreed. 
 
    Shortly Jerome was standing in very feminine garb.  
 
    “No bad. We have to shave his legs, and comb out his hair.” 
 
    “How about the locking heels?” 
 
    “What?” blurted Jerome. 
 
    “He does need shoes,” Tammy agreed. 
 
    Linda ran into the aisles again, then brought back a couple of pairs of heels. She sized his feet, selected one pair, and helped him into them. Finally, she laced them up and clicked the lock at the top of the heels. 
 
    Jerome stared down. His cock was struggling! WTF? 
 
    Tammy put the fob in her pocket and came to him. She walked around him, inspected him. His face was red and his cock, struggling inside the cage was likely much redder.  
 
    Heck, he had just squirted, and now his dick was going crazy in its prison. 
 
    “I like it. He needs make up.” 
 
    “Let’s let him get used to his new clothes, then we’ll do the whole thing.” 
 
    “Why are you doing this? Jerome sobbed. 
 
    “Because we are going to have an open house, and we can’t have you running around like a stupid male.” 
 
    “Males aren’t stupid!” 
 
    “They are if they try to steal other people’s stuff.” 
 
    Jerome soughed in disgust, and tears flowed down his cheeks. 
 
    “Well, time to get to work.” 
 
     
 
    Jerome worked all afternoon in a funk. Oddly, the split dress thing was sort of sexy, the way it rubbed his legs, and the bottom of his legs were naked, and felt…cool. Sexy cool. 
 
    The weirdest thing was the boobs on his chest. They bounced, they swayed, they made him aware of how he walked and moved. 
 
    The hardest thing was the shoes. By the end of the day his feet were killing him. Yet he couldn’t take the heels off. By the time the girls left for the day he was reduced to sitting and trying to rub his feet through the shoes. 
 
    “Poor Jerome,” grinned Linda.  
 
    Tammy: “Now you know what women go through.” 
 
    “Can’t you take them off for the night?” 
 
    “Well, we could, when you get ready for bed.” 
 
    “I’m ready!” Hell, he’d lay awake all night in the sleeping bag if he had to.” 
 
    “No you’re not.” Tammy grinned and held up a baby doll. 
 
    “Oh…no!” 
 
    “Oh, come on. You’ll like it.” she tossed the short nighty to him. “It’ll feel so sexy.” 
 
    Again, Jerome was almost reduced to tears. He took off his clothes…leaving the bra and tits on, as Tammy commanded, and slipped into the baby doll. 
 
    “Damn, Jerome. “You’re one sexy bitch.” 
 
    He stared after the girls angrily, but they merely laughed and  sauntered out of the warehouse. 
 
     
 
    But the short night gown thing actually did feel good. His legs were electric, all bare and tantalized by the bottom of the garment, his chest still bounced and flopped around, and the material slithered across his skin. 
 
    All of which caused his wanna be boner to struggle and push against the cage. 
 
    He didn’t bother with porn, it was too hurtful in his caged condition. Instead he went in search of something to read. He found a few websites, lots of dirty jokes, but finally settled on ‘War and peace.’ 
 
    He read for a few hours, trying to forget his condition, even as his condition struggled to remind him. Finally he dozed off. 
 
      
 
    RING RING RING! 
 
    He sat up abruptly. The phone. He glanced at the clock. Seven in the morning. The girls weren’t here. but the phone was ringing. He struggled out of the bag and leaped for the instrument. 
 
    “Hello, Exotic Toys. May I help you?” 
 
    “Hey, who’s this? Where’s Linda? I want to order some stuff.” 
 
    “She’s not here, but I can take your order.” He grabbed a pen and paper. He didn’t know what he was doing, but he had seen the girls take orders, so… 
 
    Tammy and Linda had carpooled that day, and had had a flat tire. They were an hour late. A grumpy hour. All the orders they must have missed, all the money down the drain. They stomped across the floor with snarly faces. They climbed the short stairs, entered the office, and stopped. 
 
    “Sure, we can do that. This Friday. Sure, I’ll put a rush on it myself. Yes. Your credit card just went through. You’re welcome. Have a rest of your day, too.” 
 
    Jerome hung up, finished scribbling his order, and looked up. “Nobody was here so I took the orders. Is that okay?” His expression revealed that he was worried that he might have screwed up again. 
 
    Linda and Tammy stepped to the table and inspected the invoices. Every one was done right, in easy to read block letters. And every one of them had been paid. 
 
    Tammy picked up one order. “You got Fred to pay up front?” 
 
    “Yeah, is that okay? He didn’t want to but I explained we couldn’t just give stuff away and he was okay with it. Did I do okay?” Jerome was sweating now. 
 
    Tammy couldn’t believe it. NOBODY had ever made Fred Hawkins pay up front. And he always stalled for months before paying his bill. 
 
    She looked at Jerome, who’s eyes were begging for approval. 
 
    “I guess you did okay.” 
 
    He sighed in relief. 
 
    “Now go put on a dress, a real dress, then you can eat.” 
 
    Jerome didn’t hesitate. He was so relieved to find out he didn’t screw up that he zipped down the stairs, trotted to the big crate and picked out a dress. He pulled it on, then he even bent down and locked his high heels on. 
 
    Tammy looked at Linda. “Do you fucking believe it?” 
 
    Linda just shook her head. 
 
      
 
    For two days Jerome worked around the warehouse, prancing about in dresses or even lingerie, and the girls watched him disbelievingly.  
 
    “I can’t believe it. He’s…he’s happy.” 
 
    “Seems that way.” 
 
    “If this keeps up he’ll have worked off his debt to us by the open house.” 
 
    “I never thought I’d say this, but I’ll be sorry to see him go.” 
 
    “You and me both. Shall we give him the works tomorrow? Start getting him used to make up and such?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    In the warehouse Jerome turned the forklift, lifted crates, and…and he actually had a half smile on his face. 
 
      
 
     Ten days later…Jerome was up early. He made sure his legs were shaved, and his chest and his back and his arms and everything. His boobs were glued firmly in place. They would bounce sexily, but not shift around. 
 
    He fastened a garter belt, then rolled his stockings up. He snapped them in place, made sure there were no runs, then pulled his panties up. They fit snugly over his cock cage, and the thong felt so good on his brown button. He wiggled into a dress, then reported for make up. 
 
    He was learning, but he still needed help. Linda made him up, colored his eyes and applied red lipstick. She handed him the gold tube when she was done. “Keep it with you. Refresh often. People are more apt to buy from girls with red lips and big boobs.” 
 
    “Okay dokey,” he answered breathily, making sure his voice was high. 
 
    He looked down, and Tammy was done with his nails. They helped him into a sexy pair of open-toed heels, and he stood up and smiled. 
 
    His hair had been done the night before, and it was a tangle of lush curls. His earrings sparkled against his neck, and his rings emphasized his long, slender hands and nails. 
 
    “Okay, you have the prices memorized?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “And you know about the specials for large orders.” 
 
    Jerome turned to her, “Don’t be a worry wart.” Then she turned and sauntered out to the warehouse. As she descended the ladder Linda could see the first cars entering the parking lot. She smiled. This was going to be a busy day. 
 
    “He’s paid off, you know.” Tammy observed. 
 
    “You want to try and hire him?” 
 
    Tammy sighed. “No. He’ll be anxious to go.” 
 
    They watched as Jerome greeted the first people into the warehouse. 
 
    It was going to be a profitable open house. And they were going to have to hire somebody. But…Jerome…he was perfect. But they knew he wanted to get out of chastity and return to his life. 
 
    His life of burglary. Which saddened them. Such a waste of a good human being. 
 
    “Well, let’s go.” 
 
    The two girls descended to the warehouse floor. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    The open house was a raving success. They had had way more visitors than they had planned. Orders had gone through the roof. They needed somebody to help them fill the orders, but it was the end of Jerome’s ‘employment.’ After the Open House was done and all the people had left, Tammy and Linda called Jerome to the office. 
 
    “Hi girls, what can I do for you.” 
 
    Linda held out the fob and pressed it. 
 
    Whirrr! CLICK! 
 
    Jerome looked down. He felt the release of pressure, he felt the chastity tube sliding off his dick and hanging up in his panties. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” He blurted. He lifted his dress and grabbed the cage. He held it up, grinned, and looked at the girls. He placed it on top of the safe, where he had first found it. 
 
    Tammy held out an envelope. “Jerome, you did better than we ever expected. Here’s a couple of hundred to help you out. Are you going to give up burglary?” 
 
    Jerome was silent. Burglary was all he knew. 
 
    Realizing they didn’t really want to hear the answer, the girls hugged him, and presented him with one last gift. Male pants and shirt and shoes. A few minutes later Jerome walked into the dusk, free at last. His knapsack of burglary tools over his shoulder. 
 
    Behind him the girls sighed, and turned away. 
 
    “Too bad,” said Linda. 
 
    “Yeah,” agreed Tammy. 
 
    They set about closing up shop. They were heading out for a bite to eat, maybe a little champagne, and a discussion about how to expand the business. Both of them felt that little niggle of sadness. They were already missing Jerome. 
 
      
 
    Seven in the morning, Linda and Tammy drove into the parking lot. They parked and strode across the lot to the front door. 
 
    They pushed open the big door and walked in. 
 
    Down the center of the warehouse. 
 
    Up the stairs, and they stopped. 
 
    A trash can had been upended and a small mound of trash was on the floor. 
 
    A bottle of Jim Beam was open on a desk, and it was empty. 
 
    Jerome was on the conference table, wearing his bra and breast forms and nighty. His cock was locked in the GONO. 
 
    Linda pushed on the table. Jerome stirred, then sat up and faced the girls. 
 
    “I guess I went back to burglary.” 
 
    Linda, with a smile, “You know this is going to cost you.” 
 
    Jerome nodded, “I hope so.” 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    END
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    Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed. 
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    Make Me a Woman! 
 
    She took control with 
 
    chastity and feminization! 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    He wore a complete body unitard. They were made for women, but he had ordered them off the net and found that they were perfect for sneaking. They had long sleeves, a full neck, and the feet were built in. 
 
    He wore very light, very flexible athletic shoes. Black. With black shoe laces. 
 
    He also had a ski mask he could pull over his face, and he wore black eye shadow.  
 
    In short, he was black. No white. Period. 
 
    And, if that wasn’t enough, he had all black night vision goggles, and one ear held a tiny amplifier. He could see in the dark, and he could hear for a hundred yards around. 
 
    Moving like a cat in shadows, he slithered along the roof. He came to a small building with a door in it. 
 
    This morning, while everybody was gathering for rehearsal he had snuck into the theater, made his way to the top and unlocked the door. 
 
    Of course it might be locked again, but that was no big deal. He was adept with lock picks. 
 
    But it wasn’t locked. He opened the door and went in like a whisper. 
 
    He followed catwalks and found himself a hundred feet above the stage. 
 
    There were lights around the stage, night lights, but no people. 
 
    He sat on the high catwalk and used his night vision goggles to inspect the building. 
 
    Not a sound. Not a hint of motion. It had that empty feeling that buildings get when there are no people in them. 
 
    Just the way he liked it. 
 
    Still, he waited fifteen minutes. Long enough for the cops to arrive. somebody might have seen him on the roof, maybe an alarm he didn’t know about went off. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    He moved along the catwalk to a that lead to the stage. He didn’t know what it was for, maybe to lift lights, maybe to adjust stage scenery, but no matter to him. It was solid, and he grabbed it and went down the rope hand over hand. 
 
    He might have a slender, almost feminine body, but he was strong. 
 
    He reached the floor and moved into the shadows. 
 
    And waited. 
 
    Not a sound. Not a movement. 
 
    He turned his head and listened to the far corners.  
 
    There was a slight sound somewhere to the rear, but he didn’t know what. It sounded like breathing, but there was nobody back there. 
 
    He thought about checking, but decided not to. He was going to hit the front office, where the safe was, then head out the front door. That might set the alarm off, but in the five minutes it took for a cop to arrive at the theater he could be a mile away. Certainly outside any perimeter the cops would be setting up.  
 
    But they wouldn’t set up a perimeter. Not for an alarm. Alarms were for checking the doors, shining the big flashlights around. They wouldn’t set up a perimeter and have dozens of cops cruising the streets. Not for an alarm. 
 
    He moved around the side of the stage and down to the front row of seats. He crouched low and moved up the side of the theater to the lobby. To each side of the lobby was a restroom. One for men, and behind that was a door for supplies. Another for women, and behind that was a passage to the front office, which opened on the box office. 
 
    The show was a sell out, and on regular days a cop would come by and escort the manager to the bank. 
 
    On irregular days, such as a holiday like this one, there wouldn’t be a cop, and the money would be put in the ancient safe until a cop could be summoned to help transport the money to the bank. 
 
    He waited off the lobby, listened, looked, and after a few minutes he slipped into the corridor to the women’s room. 
 
    He went into the women’s room, took a leak in a toilet, then climbed up on a toilet. 
 
    The door to the office would be locked. But the ceiling was a fake ceiling, sound panels, and it provided a quick crawl to the office, which had more sound panels. He moved a panel, leaped, and pulled himself onto the thin beams that supported the sound panel ceiling. 
 
    Because he was so slender he was light, and because of yoga he was strong, and agile, and had great balance. 
 
    He crawled along the thin beams until he was over the office. He listened. He lifted a panel and looked down into the office. His head upside down from the ceiling space he looked like Spiderman. 
 
    But he was a bad Spiderman. One that stole things. 
 
    Nobody. 
 
    He lowered himself from the ceiling to a desk. Was careful not to mess nay papers or knock anything over. 
 
    He jumped to the floor. He listened. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    He went to the safe. It was big, probably over a hundred years old. But big, while it looked daunting, was actually pretty easy. 
 
    He didn’t need a stethoscope because he had his ‘hearing amplifier.’ 
 
    He put his amplified ear to the safe and listened. 
 
    The trick was to ignore the rest of the world and focus only on the sounds coming out of the safe. That might be dangerous, because he wasn’t listening to the world then, but he had listened to the building, and he was sure he was alone. 
 
    A safe has a series of interlocking wheels. The trick is to feel, and listen, and line up the notches in these interlocking wheels. Not an easy job, but easy if you have the extra powerful ears and sensitive fingers. 
 
    With his ear plastered against the door of the safe he turned the dial. 
 
    Tick. 
 
    He heard it. It was softer than a mouse snapping its fingers, but he heard it. 
 
    He turned the dial the other way. His mind was deep inside the safe now, listening, and his fingers were feeling the interlocking wheels. 
 
    Around…around…creeping…creeping…tick. 
 
    He didn’t smile, but he felt an exuberation swelling inside him. 
 
    He turned the dial. His fingers turned the dial, and it was like a flea walking. He could actually imagine the wheels inside, turning, and…click. 
 
    That click was so soft it was ridiculous. In fact, he wondered if he had only imagined it. 
 
    But the last turn of the dial would be the simple one. Three wheels in line, he simply turned the fourth wheel and kept turning the lever, and there was no place it could go except click. In fact, not so much a click as just opening. 
 
    The door swung back and he peered into the safe. 
 
    His night goggles showed the sack of bills ready for bank deposit. He picked up the bag and hefted it. Maybe ten thousand dollars on a night like this. A very tidy piece of change for a couple of hours work. 
 
    He checked out the rest of the safe and found legal papers, deeds, and a box filled with coins. 
 
    He almost left the coins, then he thought about it: why would the owner of the theater leave a bunch of pennies and dimes and stuff in the safe? 
 
    Could they be valuable? Could they be rare? Collector’s items and pulling in fantastic prices? 
 
    He opened the box and took a penny out of it. It was the top penny, must be there for a reason. 
 
    1959-D wheat penny. 
 
    What the fuck was that? 
 
    He sat back and thought. And in sitting back he saw a coin catalogue wedged inside the safe. He opened it, found pennies, and there it was: 1959-D wheat penny. $50,000! 
 
    Holy Heysoos on a motorcycle with no kickstarter! 
 
    He picked up the box. 
 
    He had a bag in his pocket. It was made of thin but very strong material. He emptied the box office money into it, then poured the coins into it. 
 
    He tightened the top, went to the door that led to the outside world, and stopped. 
 
    No. This was not a thousand dollar heist. This was a million dollar burglary. He should not just walk out, he should sneak out with the same attention to detail that he had used sneaking in. 
 
    So thinking he went to the desk and leaped up into the false ceiling. 
 
    He crawled, spider-like, to the bathroom. He lowered himself to the toilet. 
 
    Now he was exulting. He was going to get away with it. He had won the lottery! 
 
    He walked out to the lobby, through it to the theater, and down the side of the big room. 
 
    He hopped up on the stage and headed for the rope he had descended. It was still dangling, and he grabbed it with one hand. He reached up with the other hand, started to pull, and that was when the girl slid out from behind the curtain and hit him on the back of the head with a baseball bat. 
 
      
 
    “Hey! Stupid! Wake up!” 
 
    He sputtered under the deluge of water from a flower pot. His head jerked, and he had a sudden pain in the back of his skull. 
 
    “Unh…” he groaned. He tried to move, but found that his hands were tied. 
 
    “What the…” 
 
    Then he started perceiving the room. 
 
    He was in one of the dressing rooms. There were a row of make up stations, and he was on a tatty couch across from them. 
 
    “That’s better,” said the girl. She was standing with one hand on her hip, and one hand holding an empty flower pot. 
 
    “Who the fuck…God, my head hurts.” 
 
    “I did a Babe Ruth on you,” the girl said proudly. “Man, I put the smack on you. Your head sailed out into the bleachers. Home run.” 
 
    He struggled a bit, and, in spite of the pain, he managed to sit up. 
 
    “I’m hurting. You got to get me to a hospital.” 
 
    “Say that again and I’ll hit another home run.” 
 
    He said nothing, just studied her with a surly glare. 
 
    She was good looking. A real babe. She was wearing a short skirt a halter top, and a jacket that didn’t want to stay closed in the front. The reason it didn’t want to stay closed was because of her mammoth mammaries. He could see the swell of her boobs, and the jacket was pressed out. 
 
    She frowned, turned and put the flower pot down. She picked up a small bat. She turned to him. “You want to put your eyes away.” She touched the sweet spot of the bat to a palm menacingly. 
 
    “Okay, okay.” He looked down, and up, but had to look at her somehow. I mean, she was standing right there! 
 
    Long legs encased in mesh nylons. Tall high heels with an extra inch of platform.  
 
    And the face. Wow. The nose was like Jessica Jones’, a little lift at the end. Her lips were red and full. Her eyes…man, she was giving him the once over. 
 
    “Okay, bozo butt, what’s your name.” 
 
    He didn’t want to give her his name. He mumbled something, and she pushed the bat against his forehead, straightened his head right up. “Talk, or I’m going to improve my batting average. 
 
    He had no choice. “Donnie.” 
 
    She blinked, stared, then guffawed. Even in the manly act of guffawing she was beautiful. 
 
    “Ain’t that a kick? My name is Marie. Get it? Donnie and Marie!” 
 
    He stared blankly. “What?” 
 
    “Don’t you know who Donnie and Marie are? Gawd. What a sap!” 
 
    He didn’t say anything.  
 
    “TV? The brother and sister who…oh, never mind.” 
 
    “So, can you let me loose?” 
 
    “She heaved a sigh and got a grumpy look on her face. “Well, that’s sort of a problem.” 
 
    “No. It’s not. You untie me and I walk out and you never see me again.” 
 
    “Aside from the fact that I don’t believe you, I don’t believe you.” 
 
    “Why not? You got the bat. I’m fucked up from when you hit me. I just want to get out of here.” 
 
    “No you don’t.” 
 
    “I don’t?” 
 
    “Nope. You just want to get out of here with all that stuff you stole.” 
 
    “What stuff?” he tried, even though the paleness of his face gave him away. 
 
    “The ten thousand dollars and all those old coin things. Are those nickels and dimes really worth anything? You might as well tell me, I’ll find out anyway.” 
 
    “Uh, they’re worth something. I don’t know how much. I tell you what. You give me the coins and keep the money and we’ll never see each other again.” 
 
    “Ha! Now I know they’re worth something. You just offered me ten thousand dollars for them. They must be worth a lot more.” 
 
    Donnie lay there and tried to think, which was hard with his head aching so badly. He knew he had made a mistake. 
 
    “So is this what you do for a living? Sneak into places and steal stuff?” 
 
    Oh, heysoos! 
 
    He tried to downplay his criminality. “I just do it every once in a while.” He embellished. “If I do it too much they’ll come after me. A job here, a job there, enough to live on and I’m happy.” 
 
    She chuckled again. “You are such a bad liar.” 
 
    “I’m not lying!” 
 
    “Look at you. Professional in every way. Dig the get up, the high tech sunglasses. You must make a million dollars a month!” 
 
    He snorted. “If I made a million dollars a month I wouldn’t be doing this. I’d be living in the Caribbean on some island.” 
 
    “Nah. You’re one of these guys who gets off on it.” 
 
    They were silent for a moment then, regarding each other, and Donnie was wondering what was going to happen. 
 
    “So how long you going to keep me here?” 
 
    She pursed her lips in a moue. “I don’t know. That’s my problem, you see. I don’t feel like killing you, and if I let you go you’ll come for me.” 
 
    “You put all that stuff in a bank deposit box or something and I can’t touch it.” 
 
    “Yeah, but you might want revenge.” 
 
    He opened his mouth to protest and she said, “No. You wouldn’t do that. But…I don’t know what to do with you.” 
 
    “Where is the loot, anyway?” 
 
    She snickered. “I love it. You say ‘loot,’ just like a real gangster or something.” 
 
    “But where is it?” 
 
    “I hid it.” 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    “Somewhere.” 
 
    “When the cops come they’ll turn this place upside down. They’ll find it. They’ll rip up floorboards, unscrew electrical outlets, check the ceilings…they’ll find it.” He watched her carefully, hoping she would give a tell and let him know where it might be. She had no reaction, however. 
 
    “Who says it’s even here?” 
 
    He thought about that. “What time is it?” 
 
    “Four.” 
 
    Crap! He had been unconscious for hours! Long enough for her to leave and come back. 
 
    The pain in his head was slowly waning, and he tried one more time. “So how we gonna do this?” 
 
    She pulled a chair around and sat on it, facing him. They were closer together now, and the lighting revealed how truly beautiful she was. 
 
    “Are you one of the actresses here?” Curiosity got the better of him. 
 
    “Make up. And the reason I haven’t let you go, or just left you here tied up—I could still do that, you know, the cops would just find you and they wouldn’t know about me—is that I need you.” 
 
    He felt a little niggle of relief in the deep down. 
 
    “What do you need me for?” 
 
    “I’ve never done this before, and I don’t know how to get rid of the stuff.” 
 
    “So you need me to fence it.” 
 
    She nodded, watching him with level eyes. 
 
    “Okay. So let me go. You pay me half and I’ll show you how to get rid of the stuff.” 
 
    “Not so fast. Half is too much.” 
 
    “Okay, I’ll take 75 and you take 25.” 
 
    She laughed one of those big laughs. “I think you got that backwards. 
 
    “Okay. But we have to get going. Somebody will show up and we’ll be caught and there won’t be any divvying up of the loot.” 
 
    She grinned again. “You said it again. Loot.” 
 
    “Loot, loot,  loot. We have to get going.” 
 
    He had hoped to get her moving, to get himself loose, but she was not about to be hurried. 
 
    She moved her chair closer to him. She leaned forward a little, and he again found himself staring at her boobs. 
 
    He forced himself to look at her face. She was watching him watch her, and she was licking her lips. 
 
    Suddenly he had a very nervous feeling. “What?” 
 
    “We have to do something first.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She reached forward, bending more, showing more boob. She unbuckled his pants. 
 
    “Hey!” he squawked.  
 
    She unzipped him. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    He was protesting, but not that hard. After all, what man doesn’t want his pants pulled down by a beautiful woman? 
 
    She stood up, shucked her jacket and stood over him. Her love mounds stood out and she looked over them at him, again licking her lips. Her tongue looked so tidy and wet and sexy. 
 
    She began pulling her dress down. “You ever hear of the Stockholm Syndrome?” 
 
    “Uh…” he stared at her chest, her face, her red lips, her tongue darting out to dab her lips. 
 
    “That’s when the kidnap victim falls in love with her captors.” 
 
    “I…uh…” 
 
    She took down her nylons, rolled them off and stood only in her halter top. It was a short halter top, not much to the material, and he could see the outline of her nipples. They were quite stiff. 
 
    “Then there’s the fact that once a guy fucks a woman he is owned. She has a piece of him, and he will find it hard to betray her. He’s in love, you see. That and the Stockholm thing…that’s how I’m going to control you.” 
 
    She paused. He stared at her pussy. It was shaved with a tiny landing strip. She had a tat of a cartoon pussy cat to one side. The cat looked lascivious with bulging eyes and a drooling tongue. 
 
    She threw a leg over him and lowered herself. 
 
    She didn’t engulf him, not yet. She just sat and his dick was poking up in front of her. She began stroking it. 
 
    “We got to make a bargain, you see. You have to be beholdin’ to me, and I have to be beholdin’ to you. Do you think you can do that?” 
 
    “I…uh…” he made a few ‘urk’ sound sin his throat. 
 
    She rose up, studied his eyes intensely, then lowered herself. 
 
    Donnie wasn’t a virgin, but he also wasn’t in high demand. People always thought he was a little strange, and they treated him aloofly.  
 
    That, and the fact that he was a cat burgler, had driven him to a lone existence. For sex he relied on porn. 
 
    And he wanted a woman. 
 
    The cruel trap of porn was that women didn’t moan and scratch and want to do all the kinky things that guys, and especially Donnie, wanted. 
 
    But as she lowered herself on him…he knew it was different. 
 
    He was tied up, his arms squashed under his back. He couldn’t touch his dick. He couldn’t move, especially to take control, like a man should. 
 
    He was helpless, a victim to her desires, and…it excited him more than he had ever been excited. 
 
    All those days sitting at the computer and stroking himself,  all that time spent searching through BDSM, Sybian machines, fisting, lady boys…this was a dream, and now the dream was happening to him!  
 
    And suddenly all the kinky fantasies that he had engaged in became possible. 
 
    He struggled, tried to bounce her off, but she grinned and clung. 
 
    “Stop…stop!” he whispered frantically. 
 
    She reached down and twisted his nuts until he squeaked. 
 
    She leaned down, her breasts touching his chest, and whispered into his ear. “The only way this is going to work is if you love me.” 
 
    Her hair draggling across his face, her lips grazing his, he tried to push up into her. He was close, and…and…she rose off him. 
 
    She sat back below his penis. She stared at it. “Gawd! Look at that thing!” 
 
    It was pulsing, drooling pre-cum, rigid with outstanding veins. His balls were pulled up tight. 
 
    “Please…please…” he begged, thrusting his hips at her. “Finish me!” 
 
    “Oh, baby.” She slapped his peeny a couple of times, reduced his ardor, and waited. 
 
    He calmed down. “What are you doing?” he gasped. 
 
    “Making you love me,” she answered, and she moved up and drove down on his cock again. 
 
    Again and again, and it didn’t take long this time. He went to the edge, felt the trigger trying to click within, and…she stood up. 
 
    And slapped his dick. 
 
    And sat on him. 
 
    Again and again. 
 
    It was light out when she finally got off him for the last time. He was desperate, and he stared at her with love eyes. 
 
    She smiled as she got dressed. “Now that’s the look of love,” she observed of him. 
 
    She produced a sharp knife and cut the nylons she had used to secure him. 
 
    “Don’t get any ideas. This knife is very sharp.” 
 
    “Oh, God.” He stared at her, his pants were near bursting with the force of his cock.  
 
    She smiled. “Let’s go get some breakfast.” 
 
    She held his hand when they walked out of the theater. 
 
      
 
    They ate at a diner on the next block over. It was the usual breakfast crowd, but they managed to find a booth in a corner. 
 
    They ate bacon and eggs smothered with sugar free syrup. 
 
    He stared at her, kept gulping, and realized that his thought processes were compromised. 
 
    He wanted her. 
 
    She wanted to eat bacon and eggs. “I think it’s so neat that you like to put syrup on your breakfast, too.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    She giggled. “You should see your face. You look like a puppy dog.” 
 
    “I’m not,” he tried. 
 
    “Yes. You are.” 
 
    People were coming and going and there was a cheerful clatter to the place. She asked, “How’d you get started in this business?” 
 
    His mouth opened and closed a couple of times, then he said, “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Come on, you do to. What was the first burglary you ever did?” 
 
    He was afraid somebody had heard her and he looked around. What was more important was that his face was turning a brilliant red. 
 
    “Come on. Nobody can hear you. Now give, or I’ll ask you louder.” 
 
    “No! No!” He put his hand on her arm to shush here, but that caused his electric weenie to surge. He pulled his arm back. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    “I,uh…I used to sneak around in my neighborhood, and uh…steal things.” 
 
    “What kind of things? What did you steal? What is there to steal?” 
 
    “Uh, oh, stuff,” he obfuscated. 
 
    But she saw the blush on his cheeks growing brighter. 
 
    She leaned forward, half exposing her glorious tits, and demanded, “What did you steal.” 
 
    “Bras.” His voice was so low she thought she hadn’t heard him, but she had, and her eyes opened up in delight. 
 
    “Bras?” 
 
    He nodded, and was thoroughly ashamed. 
 
    “And panties and nylons and…you’re one of those kinky, little boys.” 
 
    “That was years ago!” he protested, pushing his cock down in his pants. 
 
    “Once a pervert always a pervert, I always say.” 
 
    “But I’m not!” 
 
    She didn’t say anything for a while, just stared at him thoughtfully. Then she murmured, “You’re a pussy.” 
 
    She spoke low, and there didn’t seem to be anything he could say. 
 
    “You’re one of these guys that goes down the pink path. You should have been born a girl.” 
 
    “Hey!” His voice was strong, but there was doubt in it. 
 
    “I mean, fucking will work, it will tie you to me, but…you need other things.” 
 
    “Look, let’s keep this on a business footing,” he tried. 
 
    “Are you wearing girl underthings right now?” 
 
    “No!” He was sitting up straight now. He was alarmed. 
 
    “Do you have girly underthings?” 
 
    “No!” he lied. 
 
    “I think you do. You wouldn’t be able to give up such a fun hobby. I’ll bet you have a separate room where you have bras and corsets and things. That’s probably what you spend all your money on.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Well, we’ll find out.” She sipped some orange juice, placed the glass down, and sat back. She put her arms up on the back of the booth and that opened her jacket. Her boobs thrust out and he gulped and stared ate them. 
 
    She laughed. “You’re almost too easy, pussy boy.” 
 
    “I’m not a pussy boy!” 
 
    But his voice was weak. 
 
     
 
    After breakfast they walked, again her holding his hand, to his apartment. 
 
    He lived in a brownstone with lots of security. Two bedroom apartment, one room for sleeping, the other room held a couple of safes, a big screen TV, and a computer filled with porn. 
 
    He refused to open the safes for her, which caused her to bite her lip, but was understandable. 
 
    She knew that the only reason she had gotten this far was because he was a kinky, little, bozo butt with a fetish or two, and he wanted more of her. 
 
    Yet just the little tour of his place was enlightening. She studied his collection of night vision goggles. They talked about fencing at pawn shops, very easy but low returns, and finding a jeweler who paid fair. 
 
    When she saw his porn collection, however, she was thrilled. 
 
    Truth, in not letting him cum she had not let herself cum, and she was horny. And now, with a huge collection of boobs and dicks, snatches and buttholes, instruments of S&M, BDSM furniture, and all the other excitements of the depraved soul. she was in heaven. 
 
    The truth was that though she was beautiful, she didn’t have much of a sex life. 
 
    The actors and actresses who she prepared nightly were a weird bunch. Actors. They spent so much time being other than themselves that they didn’t know who they were. 
 
    Since she worked nights she didn’t get out and meet people. 
 
    And, truth, she found most people boring.  
 
    They lived work a day lives. They said the same things. They weren’t like Donnie, who was so far out of the box that he was interesting. 
 
    Even though she had done a mind job on him and he wasn’t capable of coherent thought…he was interesting. 
 
    Not just his vocation, cat burglar, but his psyche, his embarrassments, the fact that he was excited by taboos. 
 
    And it helped that he drooled over her like a puppy dog. 
 
    She made him take off his clothes and she played with him for a while. She tied him to his bed and stroked him, fondled his testicles, kissed him till she thought her lips would fall off. 
 
    And it was fun. 
 
    “I want to keep you, Donnie,” she said at one point. He was tied and she was curled up against him, naked. “I want to keep you and train you.” 
 
    He couldn’t speak. His mind was frazzled, his cock was out of control, he was in love. 
 
    “But I have a problem.” 
 
    “What…what?” He was half out of his body with lust. He wiggled and squirmed and tried to turn enough to rub his penis against her. 
 
    “My problem is that I can’t be satisfied by one man.” 
 
    For a second his mind ran rampant. He loved her. His love was kinky and perverted, and he didn’t want to share her. 
 
    He wanted her all for himself. 
 
    He wanted to be the only one to kiss her pussy, to suckle at her breasts. He wanted to be the only one she used her beautiful, plump lips on. 
 
    But she meant more than that. She didn’t mean she wanted more men. 
 
    “You see, my little, bozo butt, I am bi. A man isn’t enough for me. I…I need a woman, too.” 
 
    That was the point at which he slipped over the edge, though he wouldn’t know it for months and months. He wouldn’t know it until he had some serious reflection time, until he thought about the whimsical ways of his life. 
 
    But, right then, not knowing that he was now officially too far gone, he just marveled at her confession. 
 
    She needed a woman? 
 
    He understood that, because he needed one, too. He needed her.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    They played in his apartment for hours, until she had to go home and get ready for work. 
 
    He walked her to the door, obsessed with her, wanting to lay down his life for her, and she turned to him. “Don’t bother trying to follow me. I come here. You don’t go to my house. Do you understand?” 
 
    He gulped, and she walked out the door. 
 
    Of course, telling a cat burglar that you don’t want him to know where you live is sheer foolishness. 
 
    He plugged into the net and had her address within ten minutes. 
 
    He then put on shabby clothes, a big coat, a hat, a fake nose and make up to make his skin look sallow and wrinkled, and went over to her apartment. 
 
    Not house, as she said, but apartment, like his. 
 
    He took up a position on a corner where he could watch her apartment building. He figured out which apartment should be hers. He checked it with a pair of miniature binoculars and saw her walking around. Naked. 
 
    Be still his aching heart! 
 
    On his cell phone he pulled up building plans. He wandered digitally through her building until he had the place committed to memory. 
 
    He slid down behind a dumpster and watched her leave her apartment. 
 
    He followed her to the theater. He expected her to go to the theater, so it was easy. 
 
    She turned and looked back a couple of times, but he was hidden by crowds, discarded his coat, put on a ski cap, turned around and watched her in windows and…she never knew he was there. 
 
    She entered the theater, and he reversed course and headed back for her apartment. 
 
    He was sotted. He was in love. 
 
    He wanted his money. 
 
    There was a big ‘but’ in there, however, and he couldn’t figure out what it was.  
 
    Doubt? But why? 
 
    He walked to her apartment, entered by opening the lock on the back entrance. Avoided security cameras, or simply keeping his face turned away. 
 
    The big trick was her apartment. 
 
    She had two locks, and that meant he would have to pick two locks, and there was a security camera watching the hall. 
 
    Still, as she had observed, he was professional. 
 
    He walked to her front door and tried the knob, and knocked, and turned so that the camera couldn’t see him pick the lock. 
 
    Then he left. Just a visitor who realized his friend wasn’t home. 
 
    He had dinner at a small eatery around the corner. His make up was still good, he hadn’t sweated it off, or rubbed his hand against a cheek or anything. He returned to her apartment. 
 
    The lock in the doorknob was unlocked. He sauntered down the hall, not facing the camera, and knocked, and worked frantically on the upper lock. 
 
    Fortunately, Marie didn’t have professional locks, and within thirty seconds the door was open. 
 
    For the camera’s sake he stood back, put his arms out as if greeting her, then even hugged her by standing in the doorway and wrapping his own arms around himself. Then he was in the apartment. 
 
    The first thing he did, he had to, was masturbate in her underwear drawer. He was so wound up he needed relief in the worst way. 
 
    And, relieved, be began to search the apartment. 
 
    He looked everywhere. He tapped on walls and floorboards. He looked for hidden switches. He tapped on cans and searched in the toilet tank and…nothing. 
 
    His money, and his coins, were not there. 
 
    “Fuck!” he issued the four letter word viciously. He was counting on the fact that she hadn’t had enough time to hide her money elsewhere. 
 
    But she had. 
 
    He took his make up off, no need for that anymore, and sat on her couch. 
 
    “Where…where…where could it be?” 
 
    Then he realized something else. He was going to have to play her for a while. And that meant he was going to have to hide evidence of his visit. 
 
    Fortunately, he was a neat burglar. He took his fake face materials out of the trash. He opened her underwear drawer and took out the pair of underwear he had squirted in. He looked around, one last look, and headed for the door. 
 
    “FREEZE!” 
 
    Two cops were just outside the door. They pointed their Glocks at him and were in shooting stances. 
 
    Donnie froze. 
 
    His life passed before his eyes. 
 
    He anticipated a life in prison, they would find his apartment and sentence him to a hundred years and— 
 
    “Donnie!” 
 
    His head ratcheted around. 
 
    Marie was standing to one side. But she was supposed to be at the theater. What was…she had called the cops…oh, no! 
 
    But, then: “It’s okay, officers. It’s my brother!” 
 
    She moved past the cops and hugged him. “Why didn’t you phone ahead! You caused me so much trouble…” she turned to the cops and said, “Gentlemen, I am so sorry. This is my brother, Donnie. I am so sorry…” and on and on, and the police relaxed and smiled and said it was all right, any time, it’s okay. 
 
    And left. 
 
    Marie closed the door and gazed at Donnie with a smirk. “I knew you were going to break the rules.” 
 
    Donnie didn’t have much to say about that. 
 
    “Empty your pockets.” 
 
    Turning red-faced, Donnie brought out his disguise. 
 
    Marie recognized make up and laughed. “So you know about this stuff.” Then she said, “The other pocket.” 
 
    Trembling, he held out the panties he had jacked off in. 
 
    Marie’s mouth opened in surprise. “Those are…you little, fucking pervert! You jacked off in my…” 
 
    “I’m sorry, he mumbled.” 
 
    Marie took the panties, held them up and grinned. “Open your mouth.” 
 
    “What? No!” 
 
    “I’ll call those cops back! Open!” 
 
    Donnie opened his mouth and she pushed her panties into them. 
 
    He tasted the salty taste and gagged. His tongue was against the material and he could feel a big glop of semen pressing against it. 
 
    Marie opened a drawer and took out some duc tape. She ripped a strip off and placed it over his mouth. 
 
    “Gah!” he said, and he looked thoroughly disgusted. 
 
    “I didn’t give you permission, so this is the price you pay. Think about that the next time you want to masturbate. Take off your clothes, one piece at a time.” 
 
    Marie strip searched him, felt under his testicles, even put a finger up his butt. 
 
    “Well,” she said, “We’re going to have to make sure this doesn’t happen again.” She went into her bedroom and came back carrying a small box. 
 
    “I had a boyfriend who was really into this. I didn’t think I’d ever get to use it again.” 
 
    She opened the box and pulled out a chastity tube. 
 
    Donnie had just jacked off and he was limp, and he stared in horror at the infernal device. He knew about these things. Once he was put in one of those she would have him by the short and curlies, almost literally. 
 
    “Imnopu-ingthathiimou!” His voicer was muffled, so she took off the duc tape, but made him keep the panties in his mouth. He spoke around the semen soaked gag and his voice was barely understandable. “I’m not putting that thing on!” 
 
    “Oh, yes. You will,” she glared at him. “You not only found out where I lived, you came here and…and jacked off in my panties! By the way,” she giggled, “How do they taste?” 
 
    “Gah!” 
 
    She moved forward and grabbed his nuts. “You do this and I’ll know we have a deal. If you don’t then I might as well call the cops back.” 
 
    He gargled around his panty gag, “How you explain about the money?” 
 
    She smiled. “What money? You didn’t find it, so why would the cops?” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    She smiled and held up the chastity device. 
 
    With a sob, Donnie nodded. 
 
    Marie quickly slid the thing onto him. She put the ring on and locked it in place. 
 
    Donnie looked down at his poor, imprisoned cock. 
 
    Marie laughed at the look on his face. 
 
    “Don’t worry so much. I’ll take you out and play with you every once in a while.” 
 
    Donnie was getting panicked. Down below, his cock started struggling. He had just gotten off, but his weenie was already responding to the forced denial. 
 
    Marie noticed and smiled. “You’re going to have so much fun.” 
 
    “Why are you home?” That’s what he tried to say, but the panties were really getting to him. It came out, “Y u hmm?” 
 
    Marie reached up and took the panties out of his mouth. “Try again, but be polite or these go right back in.” 
 
    “Why are you home,” he worked his mouth and. tried to get rid of the taste of his semen. 
 
    “Silly, the place got robbed. Don’t you remember?” 
 
    Crap! He didn’t remember! And he should have. He wouldn't have forgotten that little fact if he hadn’t been so damned horny. 
 
    And now it looked like she was going to get him horny all over again. Which was terrible, and terribly exciting, all at the same time. 
 
    “Okay, let’s talk about getting rid of the loot. You do this right and I’ll give you a share. You do it wrong and I’ll leave your cock locked up forever.” 
 
    “I need to know what you’ve got.” 
 
    “The money is fine. I’ll split that with you. But I don’t know what to do with the coins.” 
 
    “I’m going to have to see them.” 
 
    Marie sighed. This was the point at which she was stuck. Then she got another idea. “Okay, lay down on the bed.” 
 
    “Take me out of this thing.” 
 
    “Not for that, stupid. I’m going to lock you to the bed, then go get the coins, and then you can tell me what to do with them.” 
 
    Donnie didn’t want to, but there was a lot of things he didn’t want to do. He finally lay down on her bed. 
 
    She had handcuffs and a ball gag and she quickly used them.  
 
    “Old boyfriend?” asked Donnie. 
 
    “Or girlfriends,” she answered calmly. 
 
    A minute later she was out of the apartment. 
 
    Donnie lay there, naked, his cock trying to push through the chastity tube. He was helpless. He couldn’t get loose. He could yell loud enough through the ball gag to summon help. And what if he could? Anybody walking into the apartment would laugh at him, or call the cops, or…he didn’t want anybody to see him all trussed up like this. 
 
    He lay on her bed. He was comfortable. 
 
    He listened to the sounds of far away traffic coming through to him. 
 
    And, finally, nothing else to do, he tried to go to sleep. 
 
    He couldn’t of course, his wildly surging penis wouldn’t let him. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, Bozo Balls,” she greeted him cheerfully as she entered the bedroom. She was carrying his bag. She emptied it on the bed, between his legs. Then she took out his ball gag and said, “I’ve counted the money. Over ten thousand by a few bucks. Here’s your share.” 
 
    She put a stack of cash on the dresser. 
 
    He stared at the wrinkled currency. She really was going to share it with him. 
 
    “And here are the coins. I bought a catalog so we can evaluate them. You know, I don’t even need you for this.” 
 
    “But you’ll need me to sell them.” 
 
    She nodded. “Sad, but true. Let’s start with the 1959 penny.” 
 
    She sat on the bed for an hour and looked up coin after coin. And she didn’t need him. When she was done she had $457,349 worth of coins. 
 
    “Holy fuck,” she whispered. “That’s almost a half a million.” 
 
    He couldn’t help himself. “You going to give me half?” 
 
    “No. I’m going to give you all of it.” 
 
    “What?” He couldn’t believe his ears. 
 
    “As soon as you’ve helped me get the same amount.” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    “I want you to train me.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Girls don’t make good cat burglars.” 
 
    “We do, too! We’re natural born pussies!” She giggled. 
 
    “They don’t have the strength to climb buildings. If somebody catches you you don’t know enough to fight them off and get away.” 
 
    “All bullshit. Maybe you haven’t noticed, but I’m your size. I know Karate. I’ll lift weights. I’ll be able to do anything you can do, and within a month. Which is about the amount of time it’s going to take me to learn your stuff.” 
 
    “I don’t want to train anybody!” 
 
    “But you have to. You want that half mill? And, while we’re talking prices, let me say that I could probably learn all the stuff you want me to on my own. It would just take too long, and i might get caught.” 
 
    She reached forward and grasped his caged cock. “Man, this thing really wants to get free. Would you like it to get free?” 
 
    He was silent. 
 
    “You train me, I’ll consider unlocking you.” 
 
    Donnie knew she had him. He knew that whatever he said she would come up with a dozen counterpoints. But he couldn’t give up. 
 
    “No!” he said. 
 
    Marie bit her lip and thought about it. She knew that within a few days he would be desperate to get his cock free, and she would be able to talk him into it. 
 
    But she didn’t want somebody to do something they didn’t want to do. Force a person to do something and you run into all sorts of resistance, they get sloppy and make mistakes, and… “I’ll tell you what. You train me, and the first time I fly solo, get the goods and don’t get caught, I’ll let you loose.” 
 
    Donnie didn’t want to. He really didn’t want to. But he recognized that this was the best he was going to get. This would be a compromise that would work for both of them. He would get free, and she would get rich. 
 
    Then he said the strangest thing. He didn’t know why, it just burst out of him. “Are you going to go out with girls?” 
 
    She froze. His remark, totally out of the blue, made no sense. 
 
    “What does it matter to you?” 
 
    He answered honestly, a little confused by having been so honest. “I don’t know.” 
 
    She nibbled on her fingernails and studied him. No women. At least for a month or so. Could she do that? 
 
    She thought that maybe she could. But…why? 
 
    “Does it really bother you?” 
 
    He looked away from her. “Forget I asked.” 
 
    “No. No. This is important, or you wouldn’t have brought it up. Does it bother you that I might go out with girls?” 
 
    He looked at her, and she could tell that it was bothering him. “I suppose that makes me a homophobe, or a lezzie-phobe, or whatever.” 
 
    She considered him, studied his face. Words had evaporated from her mind, and she really looked at him. 
 
    She had called him ‘Bozo Butt,’ but why? Was there an intuition working here? 
 
    And she had told him he was walking down the pink path, and questioned his very manhood. You should have been born a girl! 
 
    Why would she do that, unless she knew something, something deep and dark, about him. 
 
    “We’ve got a problem,” she muttered. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he said. And it looked like he really was. He wasn’t a lez-phobe, or whatever a person who objects to lesbians might be called, but it bothered him. 
 
    Did it bother him because she had succeeded in her Stockholm Syndrome thing? Was he hiding his aversions and phobias? 
 
    Her gut told her that he wasn’t all that averse to her going out with women, he was just averse to her going out. At all. With anybody. 
 
    Which was sort of cute, but not something she had encountered since she was in high school and started dating. 
 
    “Okay, I’ll tell you what. I won’t go out with girls, but…” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Only if you let me make you up as a girl.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Then she burst out in laughter. “That’s it! That’s our deal! And you’ll live by it!” 
 
    “I won’t!” 
 
    “Yes, you will, and you know why?” 
 
    He said nothing, but his face was showing all his worry. 
 
    “Because at heart you’re a girly man. You can protest all you want, but the way your dick is trying to get free…I know I’m right.” 
 
    They spent the rest of the night arguing. But when the day came Donnie knew that she had him. He was going to have to teach her his trade. He was going to have to let her make him up, dress him like a little Barbie Doll. 
 
    He did that and he would get his money back. 
 
    He didn’t do it and he risked everything. 
 
    Crap! 
 
      
 
    She was a good student. During the day he taught her basics. How to pick a lock, how to read a schematic, how to be patient and watch your target before doing anything. 
 
    They talked about being on a budget, how to sock money away without the government catching them, and not to buy an expensive sports car right out of the chute. 
 
    They discussed how to choose targets, the best night vision goggles, how to listen with an audio amplifier in one ear and the other ear tuned to the world. 
 
    She quit her job and learned what real work was. 
 
    She got up at five in the morning and headed to the gym. She enrolled in a kick boxing class. She became physically stronger than him. And since she knew martial arts she thought she could take him down any time she wanted to. 
 
    And sometimes she did want to. Because while all her training was going on Donnie was proving recalcitrant. He kept saying he didn’t want to dress like a woman, even though his cock wiggled and said otherwise. 
 
    She thought he was fighting against a truth in himself. 
 
    She threw out his underwear and filled his drawers with panties and training bras. She made him wear high heels and dresses. She got him some breast forms and made him wear them. 
 
    But the kicker was make up. Even though he knew all about make up, he DID NOT want to wear make up. At least in real life. 
 
    “Afraid of being a sissy?” she quipped. 
 
    “I’m already a sissy,” he grumbled. “According to you.” 
 
    She thought about that, and mightily. 
 
    Yes, she had told him he was on the pink path, and she had called him soft, and was demanding that he dress like a woman, but…why? 
 
    She questioned her own motives. 
 
    Yes, she wanted to feel a woman’s arms around her. And he would do until the real thing came along, but…but now that she was doing it she wondered. 
 
    And she didn’t even know why she was wondering. 
 
    Still, in spite of the minor squabbles, the dragging feet, and the occasional grumpiness, they were proceeding. 
 
     
 
    “Okay,” whispered Donnie. It was a dark night, there was nobody around, but he still whispered, and listened, and knew she would hear him because she had her ear amplifier in. “How am I going to do this.” 
 
    Marie was there just to watch, to observe. She was not to do anything but stay behind his shoulder. 
 
    “Upstairs window, the balcony.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “No alarm system on the second floor.” 
 
    “What do I do if there is an alarm?” 
 
    “Abort.” 
 
    “What route do I take?” 
 
    She told him, and he asked her more questions, and she answered, and, finally, he nodded. 
 
    “Let’s go.” 
 
    He went up the quoin like he was walking. No sound, just pulling himself up, wedging toes in between the corner bricks (the quoin),  and he was up there, waiting in the darkness under the ledge of the roof. 
 
    Marie followed him, and she made it look just as easy. 
 
    He leaped to the small balcony and she followed him. 
 
    He was in front, but he was watching her every move. He didn’t want to be caught just because some newby messed up. 
 
    He jimmied the balcony doors and stepped into the house. He closed the door and they listened. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    But they didn’t move. They waited. 
 
    No sirens. 
 
    They slunk through a bedroom, down a hall, and into an office. 
 
    Donnie had chosen a house for her first foray into burglary. The people were away, the alarm system was a joke, and all she had to do was watch. Later would come businesses, fancier alarm systems, and she would do some of the work. 
 
    He opened the safe, which wasn’t easy, and he rifled through the papers inside. He found four packets of hundred dollar bills. $40,000.  
 
    He went to the wife’s dresser and opened a jewelry box. Baubles, bangles and beads. He slipped everything into his little sack, turned to Marie and lifted his shoulders as if asking if there was anything else. 
 
    She shook her head. 
 
    Ten minutes they were in a bus, sitting next to each other. 
 
    Sitting, and breathing, and her heart pounded. 
 
    He looked cool as a refrigerated cucumber, but she was thoroughly excited. She was so excited she was moist. 
 
    She suddenly giggled, reached for his hand, and held it. 
 
    He smiled. It was a good haul, and her hand was warm. And he was getting closer to finally having his cock freed up. 
 
    Mr. Dingus was happy about that. 
 
    And, yet, he enjoyed being locked up. He didn’t know how it had happened, but…it felt good. 
 
    His sexual urges, often intense, usually terminated by a session on the computer, were…controlled. 
 
    Yes, his peeny squirmed, but he was growing more calm. It would often feel like he was out of his body. His groin would experience a heavy heat, but…he liked it. 
 
    Still…he needed to get free. 
 
      
 
    “Wow! Woo!” Marie poured champagne, and Donnie smiled. 
 
    They toasted, and counted their goods. 
 
    With the jewelry it might come to as high as $80,000. 
 
    Zowie! 
 
    Marie turned to him, grabbed him, kissed him. 
 
    Donnie gave himself to her. Their lips wrestled and he was suddenly breathing hard. 
 
    His cock was really ‘breathing’ hard. 
 
    She reached down and cupped his balls. Her face was inches from his, and she said, “I wish I could fuck you right now.” 
 
    “You’ve got the key,” he pointed out. 
 
    That cooled her down, and she frowned. Then the smile came back. “There is something else.” 
 
    Donnie tilted his head slightly. 
 
    “Sit down, drink your drink, let me talk.” 
 
    They sat in chairs in his work room. His ‘counting’ room, as it were. 
 
    “Do you remember me telling you about the Stockholm Syndrome?” 
 
    “How could I forget,” he spoke drolly.  
 
    “And you’re getting good at being a woman.” 
 
    He frowned and corrected her. “At dressing like a woman.” 
 
    “Yeah, well, I want more.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I fucked you. Put my pussy all over your dick, and I thought I could own you.” 
 
    He smiled, “Well…” 
 
    “I know. The best laid plans…but you didn’t stay owned, and now i know why. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because you need to be fucked like a woman.” 
 
    He stared at her, his mouth opening. 
 
    “I want you to get dressed up, I want you to look beautiful, then I want to really fuck you.” 
 
    “I don’t happen to have a pussy.” 
 
    “Yes, you do. You have a man pussy, and I have a strap on.” 
 
    He said nothing. 
 
    “If you let me do this I think I really will own you. I will make love to you, teach you how to really be a woman, and then…then you’ll be mine. I really will own you.” 
 
    “You want to make anal love to me.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    She was now holding his balls with both hands. She was excited, breathing hard, and he sensed that her pussy was wet. 
 
    She wanted him to submit to her. That was the only way to put it. 
 
    He had had enough problems throwing her influence off when she had sat on his dick, and he still dreamed of how he’d felt after she had screwed him to just short of a cum. 
 
    “Do I cum?” 
 
    “Probably.” 
 
    “Probably?” he raised an eye. 
 
    “There is a thing, some people call it a prostate orgasm, or an anal orgasm. And some people call it a sissygasm.” 
 
    “I orgasm from taking it up the…” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    He stared at her, and he was scared. What she was proposing…he was scared. 
 
    Yet… 
 
    “Do you like being in chastity?” 
 
    He found himself nodding. 
 
    “So stay in it. Let me do this. I’ll show you sex like you’ve never dreamed.” 
 
    He picked up the bottle of champagne and swigged half of it. 
 
    She watched him. 
 
    “And it won’t hurt?” 
 
    “Maybe a little, at first, but I’m pretty good at making people feel good.” 
 
    “Yeah,” he said. They were so intensely into each other that they suddenly laughed. 
 
    Exciting. 
 
    “Okay,” he finally said. 
 
      
 
    They spent an hour working on him. He Naired and got all the hair off him. He put on his underwear and breast forms. 
 
    She handed him a dress and he slipped into it. 
 
    “This is better than fucking a woman,” burbled Marie. 
 
    “I’m about to find out,” he quipped. 
 
    She giggled. 
 
    Then she brushed his hair. He had been growing it longer, and she was able to style it in a feminine fashion. 
 
    She gave him long, red nails, painted his toenails, and worked on his face. 
 
    Donnie sat quietly, feeling sensations that were so exciting. 
 
    He had never thought he would like this, but…he did. 
 
    “You know,” she said, as she worked on his eyelids and eyebrows, “We could get you real tits.” 
 
    “Implants?” 
 
    “Sure. We don’t have to make them big, you could bind them when you wanted to go out as a man. And—“ 
 
    “What if I want them big?” 
 
    She was sitting on his lap as she worked on his eyes, and now she paused, looked at him, then kissed him. 
 
    Gently. 
 
    Then she finished his eyes and rolled on the red lipstick. 
 
    Donnie felt an expansive feeling rising up in his chest. It almost felt like he had breasts. 
 
    Finally, she was done. She held out her hand and helped him stand up. 
 
    He was beautiful, and they were alike in certain ways. They were the same height, they were the same slender, and they had big boobs. 
 
    They looked at each other in the wall mirror, and grinned. 
 
    “Okay, honey,” she quipped. “Lay down. I think I love you.” 
 
    He laughed and got onto the bed. He was on all fours and his butt was lifted up in the air. 
 
    Marie was still in her burglary clothes, black unitard that covered all flesh.  
 
    She had a ski cap and pulled it over her head. Her head was now black and only her eyes showed. 
 
    Donnie looked over his shoulder at her as she put on her strap on. He shivered. A black ninja was about to take him, and it was sexy as hell. His cock writhed in his cage and his balls felt packed with fullness. 
 
    Marie lifted his dress and pulled down his panties. She rubbed lubricant into his hole and began reaming him. 
 
    Donnie groaned. Man, this was better than putting his dick into a girl. This was him about to get dicked. 
 
    Marie moved up behind him, put her dildo to his hole and asked, “Are you ready, lover?” 
 
    Donnie gulped and nodded, then gasped as she slithered in, opened him up, and showed him what life was really all about. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Many months later Marie walked down the hallway in a hotel in Las Vegas. Top floor, nothing but high rollers. She was alone, except for the bud in her ear. 
 
    “Okay?” she whispered. 
 
    She was wearing a wig, had applied make up to her face to change the shape of it, and her body even had extra padding on the butt and hips. 
 
    “He’s still in the game.” 
 
    Marie stopped in front of a door and knocked. 
 
    No answer, but that was okay. She used the card they had made and it worked perfectly. The door swung back and she stepped back and held her hands out as if greeting an old friend. Then she stepped onto the threshold and hugged herself. From the angle of the camera it looked like she was hugging an old friend. 
 
    Then she closed the door and went to work. 
 
      
 
    They toasted each other with veddy expensive champagne. they were lying on the big bed, and the big bed had bundles of cash scattered across it. 
 
    Marie sipped, then reached down and felt his groin. 
 
    He had no bump, just a smooth mons, like a real woman. 
 
    Of course he wasn’t a real woman, not completely. He still had a penis, though it was always limp. 
 
    He preferred limp by chemical over a chastity tube. 
 
    He would take a pill, be limp for a month, recover enough for a boff or two, then take another pill. 
 
    He looked like a woman most of the time now. He liked his implants, he liked wearing dresses and make up, and he liked, most of all, what Marie did to him late at night. 
 
    And she liked what he did to her with her strap on. 
 
    “So, have I passed?” 
 
    He grinned. “Well, actually, you passed months ago.” 
 
    “What? And you didn’t tell me?” 
 
    “What? And spoil the fun?” 
 
    “Come here, you.” She crawled onto him, felt his boobs, and kissed him. 
 
    She was going to get a night of cock that wouldn’t quit, for dildos never did quit. 
 
    And he was going to get what he wanted, a night of frustration and longing, and being drained. 
 
    He would stay horny, for though his body was emptied, his mind didn’t think so, and he always wanted more. 
 
    And he loved it. 
 
    He liked being owned. 
 
     
 
    END 
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    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    I’m a big fan of old Hollywood, especially the scandals and strange love affairs. 
 
    The women who loved and laughed and used men like spades in the dirty earth. 
 
    The men, drinking and dicing and getting in fights and having endless affairs. 
 
    And everybody was on the set the next day, nursing a hangover, but delivering a performance. 
 
    Nowadays Hollywood is just a shadow of what it once was. Lots of glitz and glamour, but no heart. 
 
    Sigh. 
 
    Well, you’ll find that this story has lots of heart. 
 
    Lots and lots. 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    I’m like my name, he thought. I hunt. 
 
    His name, of course, was Hunter, and what he liked to hunt was bling. 
 
    He was a good hunter, too. He wasn’t like one of these bozos who break into dark houses and find the owner is sleeping. Or one of these guys who fence jewels to some sleaze bag named Elijah who promptly turns them over to the police. 
 
    No. He did it right. 
 
    That night he started by going on the internet and looking for what celebrity was out of town. Gone to shoot a movie somewhere, out of country to an awards show in Bangkok, on vacation in the Caribbean. 
 
    Then he went on the internet to find out where the celebrity lived. He examined the area for access, for neighbors, for location. He liked to think that location was everything. 
 
    Only then did he scout the prospective target. He had a van with an Amazon symbol on the side. Right color, stupid arrow smile, and driven by a fellow with the right uniform. Himself. 
 
    The van, of course, had license plates issued to a van exactly like that, but not that specific van. 
 
    He wore glasses and a long billed cap and a long haired wig and sun glasses and buck teeth specially designed to push his cheeks out. No facial recognition for him. 
 
    He dropped a box at the start of the driveway, picked it up while slowly aiming his cell phone around. He took note of security cameras, sign of any dogs, or anything else that might be of concern to an accomplished burglar. 
 
    He made it to the gate, or the front door, still aiming his cell phone here and there, and rang the buzzer. 
 
    Nobody home. No maid. No dog. Nothing but…stuff. 
 
    He acted like he needed a signature, shrugging at a clipboard, then turned back to the truck and headed out. 
 
    Back at his house he loaded the cell phone to the big computer and examined his videos. He scrutinized the cameras, any electrical lines, looking still for signs of dogs, maids, butlers, or anything that might interfere with his planning and execution. 
 
    Everything looking good, he made sure his military grade night vision goggles were charged and ready to go. He didn’t carry weapons, except for box cutters for slicing through a paint welded window, and lock picks. No violent crimes for him. He didn’t mind a burglary rap, but he didn’t want to go down for a murder charge or even simple assault. 
 
    Then, his plans made, his tools at the ready, he ate a big meal and went to bed at three in the afternoon. 
 
    These preparations, and his all black suit and knit cap, his black sneakers and latex gloves, had enabled him to do burglaries for over six years. He was almost ready to get out of the business. He stashed cash, sold clothes and bags and stuff on Ebay, and had a jeweler who liked to make an indecent profit cutting the gems he stole. 
 
    Just a few more jobs and he would retire. He had invested wisely, he had an excellent portfolio, and he was going to leave the US. Move to one of those poor islands in the Bahamas where he could live like a king. 
 
    Then he picked the wrong house. 
 
      
 
    Lucas Hunter parked his other car, a Porsche, two streets above the house he had targeted.  In this neighborhood a Porsche was no big deal, and wouldn’t even be noticed by the police. And if it was, no big deal. 
 
    One, the license plates were fake. 
 
    Two, if they towed his car he could just write it off and go home. Throw the goods into some bushes and walk to a bus stop. 
 
    He walked along the road through the Hollywood Hills, stepped into shadows whenever a car’s headlights threatened to illuminate him. 
 
    Between the third and fourth houses there were some cement steps that led down. Old Hollywood steps, there since the time of Laurel and Hardy. 
 
    He descended the long flight of stairs two streets, then stepped to the side, out of any moonlight. 
 
    He had a fanny pack and he took out his night vision goggles and put them on. 
 
    A few steps and he was to the fence that divided the property of the houses. He taped the back fence a couple of times. No dogs came barking, so he slithered over the fence. 
 
    He was good at slithering because he worked out religiously. He lifted a few weights, but mostly did Yoga and Pilates. He was flexible and strong. 
 
    He crouched out of any houselights and crouch walked along the fence line. 
 
    Over another fence and more low walking. 
 
    And he reached the target. It was the third house in on the downhill side of the fence line. 
 
    He tapped the fence, waited, then slipped over and dropped into a garden. 
 
    He took a step and was under a trellis style roof loaded with plants. 
 
    He waited. 
 
    The house was dark. His night vision watched the windows. Nothing moved. 
 
    After ten minutes he crept to the French doors that opened on the patio. Normally he would use a thin piece of plastic to jimmy the lock, but this night he didn’t even need that. He simply turned the door lever, opened the door and slipped inside. 
 
    It was, of course, quiet. The woman who owned the house, a big time star, had even bought clocks that didn’t click.  
 
    Lucas stepped to the side and waited in the darkness next to the French doors. He listened. He sniffed. He looked. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    The place was as quiet as the proverbial tomb. 
 
    After ten minutes he went to work. He walked through the first floor, just looking. There usually wasn’t much to steal on the first floor. People kept their jewelry and cash in locked boxes and safes. 
 
    Boxes were easy to pick up and walk away with. Safes were often left unlocked. But even if the safe was locked there would be jewelry left out, things like handbags and shoes that were more than gold. 
 
    The first look see done, he climbed the stairs to the second floor. Now he was moving faster, wasn’t so concerned with making noise, and he turned into a bedroom. 
 
    It was a guest bedroom and there were no guests. And no jewelry. Some extra clothes in a closet, but…nothing. 
 
    That was fine. That was often the way it was. He just had to go through the rooms in a house until he found the room the woman lived in. That was where he would find the jewelry, the locked boxes and a safe. 
 
    He traveled through a connecting bathroom into another room. This one was used as an art studio, and he took a moment to admire the painting. 
 
    There were no old masters or anything, but there was an incredible painting of the woman who owned the house. 
 
    Stella Magellan. A star from the last decade, now on the decline, but still in demand. 
 
    The painting he looked at showed her in a three quarter pose, a thin peignoir not hiding, but rather emphasizing, a quality breast. The boob was perfect, sloping to a pert and perky nipple. The nipple was large, and it pressed out against the filmy material of the peignoir. 
 
    Her face was an oval with perfect M lips, arching eyebrows, and the incredible blue eyes that had mesmerizing audiences for two decades. 
 
    She could wield a sword or throw a vase, read a book or cry a river, and the audience would be watching those big, blue, expressive eyes. 
 
    Damn. Too bad he wasn’t into artwork. He would love to take that painting. But it was too much trouble to take the painting out of the frame, roll it up, and carry it without hurting it. 
 
    He stepped out of the artwork room and back into the hall. He was in another bathroom. He checked it out, but it didn’t even have a toothpaste tube in it. 
 
    He continued down the hallway and found the master bedroom. Just looking in from the door he could see how large it was. And he could see the dresser with the jewelry boxes on it. And he would bet a testicle there was a safe behind the picture of the man with the steely grey hair. 
 
    He moved to the door and looked into the room. 
 
    The poster bed was more than king sized. To the right were double doors that led to a balcony. 
 
    He stepped into the room and headed for the dresser. 
 
    “Hello.” 
 
    He was caught totally by surprise. Later, he would realize that the woman had been sitting in the corner in the darkness, the darkness enhanced by the slight light coming through the French windows. It was for that reason, and the fact that he had gotten too eager to get to the real goods, that she surprised him. 
 
    But, surprised or not, he moved.  
 
    Agile and quick, he leaped to the side. 
 
    BANG! 
 
    He fell over, dazed. He was stunned. The sound of the gun in that closed area, the feeling of something taking off his ear. 
 
    He lay on the floor, struggling to comprehend. 
 
    Then he lifted a hand and felt his ear. 
 
    It was still there! She had missed! 
 
    But she had come so close the passage of the bullet, the sound and the airwave, had knocked him over. 
 
    Lights flooded the room and he yelled and ripped his night vision goggles off. The sudden light was like looking into the sun through his light amplifying goggles. He was blind. He held his eyes, gulped, and tried to wish his sight back. 
 
    “Lay on your belly.” 
 
    He couldn’t see, but he could hear out of one ear. But he had no intention of laying down. 
 
    BANG! 
 
    He cringed. 
 
    “The next one goes into your skull.” 
 
    He decided to follow directions. 
 
    He lay on his belly and the woman stood over him, just out of reach. 
 
    “Put your hands behind your back.” 
 
    He did, and he heard the dresser drawer open and close, then she snapped cuffs on him. Very professionally, too. 
 
    He lay on his belly and she moved around him. He heard the sound of her sinking into a chair. 
 
    “Sit up. Cross legged. If I can miss your ear by a hair I can hit your eyeball square.” Her voice was so soft and cultured it almost sounded like she was reciting poetry. 
 
    Lucas struggled, sat, and folded his legs. 
 
    Seconds ticked past, though there was no clock to indicate their passing. 
 
    His hearing in the one ear returned. The bright haze of his vision began returning to normal, and he looked around the room. 
 
    It was large, so large even the extra large bed seemed a bit small in proportion. 
 
    The dresser, shiny rosewood, with three jewelry boxes on top of it. 
 
    The French windows leading to the outside balcony. 
 
    The thick rug was a pale green. The room was a Mediterranean version of flesh. There was a light in the center of the ceiling, and track lights along the edges of the room. 
 
    Against one wall, like the guest of honor, was a vanity table. It had a large mirror and was limned by bright, round bulbs. 
 
    Then there was the woman. Stella Magellan herself. As timeless as the painting in the next room. As beautiful and sexy as the painting. Wearing the same peignoir she had been painted wearing, with the same nipple peaking out so enticingly. 
 
    The nipple was even rigid, like the nipple in the painting had been. 
 
    And her face was made up the same way, the beautiful lips, painted a shiny red, her slender hand tipped with the same color long nails. 
 
    Which nails matched her toes, peeking out from the open end of her stylish, see through, plastic heels. 
 
    She watched him, the gun in her hand held negligently. Her blue eyes measuring him, her red lips slightly pursed as she thought. 
 
    A slight trail of smoke rose from the barrel of the steely weapon, and it dangled by the trigger guard from her right index finger. 
 
    Lucas waited.  
 
    He was new to the idea of being caught, but he was smart in the ways of the law. Don’t talk. Anything you say… Wait. Get information, then ask for a lawyer. 
 
    But he noticed that her eyes looked so disinterested. 
 
    And her face, except for her pursed lips, was sober, almost sad. 
 
    “Should I shoot you?” she asked. 
 
    “I’d rather you didn’t.” Got to respond to that one. 
 
    “It’s funny, I’ve shot so many people in the movies that sitting here, thinking about shooting you, I’m sort of…disassociated. Like I could shoot you and I wouldn’t care because, hell, it’s a movie. Right?” 
 
    Lucas found that his breathing was picking up. Something was wrong here. Shooting him wasn’t real? Fuck! It was real enough for him! 
 
    “The only thing that stops me is that I’m a liberal. Well, I’m liberal influenced. Most liberals don’t know shit about guns. They’d probably shoot you out of panic, then cry all the way to their therapist. Are you a liberal or a conservative?” 
 
    “I…don’t know.” 
 
    She grunted, and her beauty made even that sound of disgust at worst a non-commitalness, at best a sweetness. 
 
    “I love your movies.” 
 
    She was moving her head slightly, like she was rocking in her own thoughts. “You a stalker?” 
 
    “I’m a burglar.” 
 
    “How’s business?” 
 
    It was surreal. Like she was in a movie and was sucking him into it. 
 
    “Pretty good, so far.” 
 
    His meaning was not lost on her and she smiled. “Like the man who fell off a building. Every story he passed people heard him yell, ‘So far so good!’” 
 
    He tried a smile, to show appreciation for her joke. It felt like he had assumed a rictus and that his face was going to break into pieces. 
 
    “Scared, eh?” 
 
    “Terrified.” 
 
    The slight motion of her head turned into a big nod. “Yeah.” 
 
    Then she was silent. Studying him. Contemplating. Letting the time pass. 
 
    After five minutes he broke. “What are you going to do with me?” 
 
    She sighed, the gun swaying from her trigger finger, his eyes so incredible sad. 
 
    “If I shoot you there’s one less person on the planet. That might be a good thing. Are you a bad person?” 
 
    “I do bad things, but I don’t think I’m bad.” He was very careful in his answer, afraid that she might be looking for an excuse to puncturate him. 
 
    “Huh. Are you equivocating?” 
 
    “What’s equivocating?” 
 
    “Hiding behind words. Misleading me by being less than forthcoming.” 
 
    “Lady, I’m too scared to be lying.” 
 
    She scratched behind one ear with a red nail. 
 
    “If I let you go will you promise never to burgle again?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “You answered too fast. You don’t mean it.” 
 
    The way she spoke, the sadness in her eyes, the way she dangled the pistol off her finger…Lucas had the thought that something was wrong with her. 
 
    She looked at the window and gave a big sigh. 
 
    He asked, “Why were you sitting in a dark corner with a gun? Were you waiting for me? Did you hear me?” 
 
    “I heard you come up the stairs, walking down the hall, but I already had the gun. 
 
    A fixed gleam came into her eyes and she focused on him. She was waiting for him to figure something out. 
 
    “You had the gun, were sitting in a dark corner…and…why?” 
 
    “Figure it out, smart boy.” 
 
    He did. And it wasn’t hard. 
 
    “You were going to shoot yourself.” 
 
    Her lack of answer was all the answer he needed. The look in her eyes confirmed his guess. 
 
    “But why?” he blurted. “You’re famous! You’re rich! You’re…you can do anything!” 
 
    She grunted, and it was a grunt of refutation. No. She wasn’t as free as he intimated. 
 
    Now he was interested. Now he wasn’t as scared of the gun dangling from her finger. “Why would one of the most beautiful women in the world kill herself.” 
 
    She prevaricated. “I was going to kill myself, then you came in and I wondered if I should just kill you.” 
 
    He caught his breath. Back to being scared. 
 
    “I could. I could point and pull the trigger, just like in a movie. But no blanks. And I wondered what it would be like to kill. To kill another. To end a life. Would it feel as bad as I did?” 
 
    She was talking to talk, and he knew if he was going to get out of this mess he was going to have to move it along. 
 
    “There are only a few reasons why people would kill themselves. Guilt from deeds that were heinous. but you don’t look like you have done anything that was that bad. 
 
    “Killing yourself because of unrequited love. Somebody didn’t love you so you decide to end it all.” 
 
    She watched him fixedly, hanging on his words, wondering if he was going to figure it out. 
 
    “Then there’s drug use, alcoholism, that sort of…” he stopped talking. She looked disappointed and he backed up. 
 
    “Unrequited love. You love somebody but they don’t love you.” 
 
    She stared at him, and the fact that she said nothing, just stared at him, told him that he had guessed correctly. 
 
    He said, “It’s not that bad.” 
 
    She snorted. 
 
    “I guessed correctly. I know I did. Now it’s your turn. Tell me who you love and why they won’t love you back. 
 
    She considered Lucas for a while. Then: “Get up.” 
 
    Lucas was nimble, and he corkscrewed up from the cross legged position. 
 
    “Nice,” she said, observing him. “Go to the hallway. I’ll shoot you in the ass if you try anything.” 
 
    Lucas wasn’t about to. Even if he managed to run away, how could he climb fences and drive his car with his hands cuffed behind him? 
 
    “Down the stairs,” she directed when they were in the hallway. 
 
    He walked slowly and carefully. She followed him without getting too close. 
 
    Down the stairs, and he asked, “Where are we going?” 
 
    “The kitchen. To the right into the foyer then left into the kitchen.” 
 
    Lucas followed directions and stepped into an older kitchen with modern conveniences. To the right side was an older breakfast nook. A wooden table with slide in bench seats. 
 
    “Slide in on the right side. Push back as far as you can.” 
 
    He slid. 
 
    “Put your feet up on the bench.” 
 
    He swung his feet up.  
 
    She moved carefully, with much awareness. She untied his shoelaces, then tied the laces of his shoes together. He wouldn’t be able to take but six inch steps, and he couldn’t undo the laces with his hands behind his back. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whispered. 
 
    She stood up, inspected him, and asked, “Want some breakfast?” 
 
    It was the last thing he expected, and it was surreal. Breakfast? For a burglar?” 
 
    “Before you call the cops?” he asked. 
 
    “I’m not big on breakfast. I only make sausages and waffles. Do you want some.” 
 
    She was content while his mouth worked and his mind tried to figure it out, but he finally nodded. “Okay.” 
 
    First she reached into a cupboard and took down a couple of round glasses with gold strips around the lips. 
 
    She put four large ice cubes into each glass, then went to a cupboard and took out a large bottle of bourbon. It was half empty, but there were two full bottles behind it. 
 
    She poured half a glass for Lucas and an eighth of a glass for herself, topped the glasses off with Coke. She put a straw in Lucas’s drink and placed it in front of him. 
 
    He was aware that when she leaned across the table her breast, that fabulous mammary gland which had excited millions in movies, was hanging free and swayed past the lapel of the peignoir. 
 
    She was aware that he was aware. 
 
    She straightened up and pulled the peignoir closed, then ignored it, and the label opened a bit again. 
 
    “Mud in your eye,” she said. 
 
    She watched him. 
 
    He watched her. 
 
    “Don’t tell me you’re a teetotaler.” 
 
    “No. I…” Then, moving deliberately, he leaned forward and sipped at the straw. 
 
    The bourbon was good bourbon. It didn’t burn so much as warm. He sat back. 
 
    “All right,” she nodded. 
 
    As she had said, breakfast was waffles and sausage. The sausage was maple flavored, and she poured a dab of syrup on the sausages, then smothered the waffles. 
 
    “I’ve got a sweet tooth.” 
 
    He said, “That probably means you need more protein.” 
 
    She tilted her head, thought about it, and said, “I’ve never heard that before.” 
 
    She placed the plates in front of them, slid in opposite him, and dug in. For both of them. 
 
    She would fork a bit of sausage into those ruby red lips. She would chew, and he was struck how sexy the simple act of eating was. 
 
    This women was incredible, which was why she had become a movie star. 
 
    Then she would slice a bit of sausage, or waffle, and feed him. 
 
    He had never been fed by a woman before. It was weird. 
 
    Forkful after forkful, back and forth, until the plates were empty. 
 
    She sat back and sighed, her large breasts totally on display.  
 
    She watched his eyes and he realized that she was enjoying his attention, his appreciation of her form. 
 
    “What are you going to do with me? Are you going to call the police.” 
 
    She had placed the key to the handcuffs in a small pocket on the side of the peignoir. She placed it on the table. The gun was already on the table. 
 
    “You’ve seen my movies.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Past the movies I have a private life. Have you ever heard of Russell Hardy?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “Russell Hardy was a stuntman ten years before my time. Sometimes he would get small parts, but nobody remembers him. The simple fact, and he acknowledged this to me, was that he lacked talent. He was handsome, he was excellent in a scene that required action, but when it came to acting he was a cardboard box.” 
 
    She waved her hand, “Oh, I’m not being mean.” 
 
    Then she sat there and watched Lucas. 
 
    “Want some more booze?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “Anyway, on my third film I was supposed to be thrown onto a couch. A simple thing. The director, Josh Simpson, asked Russ to throw me. I was a commodity. It was actually a difficult shot with the angle of the cameras, the way he had to turn and place me, violently, without disturbing my great beauty,” she snorted, “he wanted Russ.” 
 
    “From the moment Russ grabbed me to throw me…I was smitten. I could feel the heat of the man. I was ten years younger, innocent, and this rough man handled my body like it was a delicate flower. He threw me, and I had never experienced such a thing. I flew threw the air and landed exactly, precisely, on the couch. And I was in love.” 
 
    Ten years older than me, knowing he wasn’t going to make it, he was easy meat for me, on the cusp of fame, sexier than shit. 
 
    But the studio didn’t want me to get married. Bad for ratings. Fucking audience.” She displayed a touch of bitterness. 
 
    “So we lived together. God, he was the most awesome man I had ever met. He could just jump and do a somersault in the air and land on his feet. He could do push ups on his fingertips. His body was slight, slender, but he was…strong. 
 
    “One of the things the studio used to do was, when a woman had a rough trick and they needed a stunt person, they would dress him up like a woman. He would do the stunt, and…it caused a furor. The Stuntwomen’s Association of Motion Pictures complained, but he was the pro. They were lucky Russ did what he did. They would have gotten injured, but not Russ. He was too good. Can you do push ups on two fingers.” 
 
    She was segueing and Lucas was trying to keep up. What was this story about Was she daffy? 
 
    “I’ve still got some of his costumes upstairs, if you didn’t steal them.” She laughed, a bitter laugh, and her eyes were gleaming in the corner. 
 
    Tears, he thought. What the fuck? 
 
    Then her soul opened up and she sobbed. “He died! Two years ago. And I can’t handle it.” 
 
    Doors clicked open in his mind, and he whispered. “You were going to shoot yourself over him.” 
 
    She nodded, big tears dropping on the table top, her breasts pressed up against the edge. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he said. 
 
    She looked up at him. “You want my money?” 
 
    He said nothing. Of course he wanted her money. But he wasn’t prepared for this. Given a choice of enduring her raw emotion or losing the money, he would have lost the money. 
 
    But he wasn’t unfeeling. 
 
    This woman, this international star, was too hurt. The empathy she created on the screen, it was real, and he felt it for her. 
 
    Large teardrops falling on the table, she shoved the key to the handcuffs across the table. 
 
    “Take what you want. Rape me. Kill me. I don’t care. I just…I can’t handle it anymore.” 
 
    For a moment Lucas didn’t move, then, her helpless in her sorrow, he stood up knelt on the bench and leaned backwards. He picked up the keys and managed to undo his cuffs. It was awkward, but not difficult. 
 
    He put the cuffs on the table, then bent over and undid his shoe laces, retied them. 
 
    She was still crying. 
 
    He picked up the gun and she didn’t even move.  
 
    He put it on top of the refrigerator. 
 
    He was ready to go. He could walk out the back door, or the front, for that matter. He could jump over fences, or just walk down the street and over to his car. 
 
    He could make his getaway. 
 
    In fact, he could still ransack the house. 
 
    She was so totally beyond caring. 
 
    But she was crying so piteously, so distraught. 
 
    She was a broken woman, and she was hurting about as bad as any person he had ever seen. 
 
    He reached in front of her and picked up her glass, and his glass. He made two more drinks, duplicating the proportions she had poured. 
 
    He went to the nook and sat down next to her. He placed her glass in front of her. “I’m sorry. I’m…sorry.” 
 
    It would have seemed pathetic, except that he meant it, and suddenly she was against him, grasping at him, and her body was wracked with big spasms. Her eyes poured forth a river, and she held to him like he was a lifeline. 
 
    And maybe he was. 
 
    She wailed. Simply wailed, and her pain impacted on him. 
 
    He was stunned, caught, feeling her breasts pressed against him. His arms were slightly to the sides and up, and he tentatively closed them around her.  
 
    Her hair was in his face, and it smelled so good. 
 
    He was holding her, and she was gasping and sobbing and her whole body was shaking like an earthquake. 
 
    He didn’t move. He just held her. 
 
    For about ten minutes she was like that, all the pain of her life on display, then she stopped crying. But she still held him. And out of her pain came awareness. 
 
    There was sex in the awareness, he was a man and she was a woman, after all, but it wasn’t about sex. 
 
    She mumbled against him. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    He had come to rob her, and now she was apologizing to him. 
 
    “It’s okay. I’m just sorry…sorry that you hurt.” 
 
    She released her grip on him, but still lay in his arms. 
 
    “Please. Just hold me for a moment. Just…hold me.” 
 
    He was aware of his penis becoming hard in his pants. 
 
    “You must think I’m a big baby.” 
 
    “It’s okay,” he whispered into her hair. 
 
    “But I’ve got something to ask you. Something terrible, and I know you’ll refuse. And it’s okay if you do.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She sighed, and he could tell she was actually enjoying the feel of him. She hadn’t been held for years, two years, at least, and now she was getting held enough to make up for it. 
 
    “It’s bad. You won’t want to, but I’ll give you all my money if you’ll do it.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    He had no clue what he was saying ‘okay’ to, but this woman…she needed help. 
 
    On the big screens of the world, twenty feet tall, she had overwhelmed audiences with her emotions, her vulnerability, her spirit. In his arms, just over five feet tall, him feeling her flesh, she overwhelmed him by ten times. 
 
    She said. “Be Russell for me. Just for a while. A day. A couple of hours. Let me make you look like him. Let me experience Russell one more time, then…then I’ll be all right.” 
 
    It was an odd request. Talk about surreal, but what could be the harm? He dresses up in a guy’s clothes for a few hours, drinks a little bourbon, then goes on his merry way. 
 
    Oddly, he wasn’t thinking of the money. He was thinking of complying with Stella Magellans request because she was Stella, and she was hurt, and she needed this. 
 
    She had that effect on people. 
 
    So he said, “Okay.”
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    She disentangled herself from him…almost shyly, and slid out from the breakfast nook. “Would you like another drink?” she asked again. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Yes,” she whispered. “This is going to be difficult for you.” 
 
    Difficult? What would be difficult about putting on another man’s clothes? 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She smiled and made him another drink.  
 
    She did the dishes, she was a neat freak and a perfectionist, and while she worked he looked out the window. 
 
    It was still night time, maybe two or three in the morning. It was very dark, and he could barely make out the shadows of eves and roofs.  
 
    She finished, gave him another tentative smile, then pulled him out of the nook and led him upstairs by the hand. 
 
    As they climbed the stairs, her glancing back at him as if to make sure he was really there, he was aware that his dick was hard as iron. 
 
    Of course it was. He was being taken into a fantasy land by the most beautiful woman he had ever seen, a virtual goddess to the masses, and she was one peignoir short of naked. 
 
    They reached the second story and she led him to the bedroom next to the painting room, the one with clothes still in the closet. 
 
    He was confused then. He remembered all the dresses and shoes and things in the closet. He didn’t remember any male clothes. 
 
    She led him right into the closet and started rummaging through the closet. She tossed bras and panties into the air, held up dresses, and finally selected red dress, up to the neck but also up to the thigh. 
 
    “What do you think?” 
 
    “It’s pretty,” he said, “But…I don’t understand.” 
 
    Now she looked at him, confusion in her eyes. “What don’t you understand?” 
 
    “These are all girl things.” 
 
    She shook her head slightly, still confused. 
 
    “I thought I was going to dress like…like Russell.” 
 
    “You…” and she got it. She started to laugh, then got real nervous. “I thought you understood.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “He did stuntwork for women.” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “So he dressed like a woman.” 
 
    Slowly the truth filtered into Lucas syrupy mind. “But…you mean?” 
 
    “And at home he always dressed like a woman.” 
 
    “He was a…crossdresser?” 
 
    “Or a transvestite, or whatever you wish. I thought you understood that.” 
 
    He blinked and shook his head slightly. 
 
    She stepped closer to him, they were inches away from each other in the closet of a crossdresser. “Is that going to be a problem?” 
 
    He stared into her eyes and felt her concern. 
 
    He remembered how she lay in his arms and sobbed. 
 
    He thought about all the pain, enough pain to kill herself, this beautiful woman had suffered. 
 
    “I…guess not.” 
 
    She sagged with relief. “You had me worried. Have you ever dressed up as a woman before?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “Oh, it will be easy. I’ll guide you through everything. Do you mind getting rid of your hair?” 
 
    His mouth was open slightly as he played catch up with all the things she was throwing at him. 
 
    “Nu…no.” 
 
    “Not your head, of course. You’ve got such long, beautiful hair. It’s the color of Russell’s, up to the last couple of years, of course.” 
 
    “Of course.”  
 
    Lucas was dizzy, trying to understand. Yet all he had to do was follow along, do as she said. It was easy, if he could just…relax. But…dressing up as a woman? 
 
    She dropped the dress and led him out of the room and into a bathroom. “Take off your clothes.” 
 
    The most beautiful woman in the world asking him to take off his clothes. Lucas was never a lady’s man, and here he was being asked to get nude. 
 
    He did, with shaking hands and a shivering body. All the hair on his body stood up, goose bumps, and Stella laughed. “Look at you, all nervous. You remind me of Russell the first time he showed his hobby.  
 
    Lucas had been facing away from her, embarrassed and not wanting to exhibit his cock, but she turned him around and smiled. “Oh, look at you.” 
 
    She put her hand on his cock and he almost swooned.  
 
    “That is the most precious thing I’ve ever seen. I think you might be bigger than Russell.” 
 
    “Uh…oh.” 
 
    “Come on, relax. It’s just like being on stage. A little stage fright, then you’re over it.” 
 
    Still, he was trembling. 
 
    She stroked his cock gently. She moved against him, just in a peignoir, her large breasts pressing against his chest. She tilted her head and looked at him and waited. 
 
    Shivering, Lucas bent his head down. 
 
    Her lips ignited something in him. His chest suddenly felt deprived of air, even as his heart pounded harder. 
 
    Her lips were amazing, red pillows into which he sank. They were softer than silk, slithering along the curve of his mouth.  
 
    He couldn’t breath…he was gasping, and she calmed him down. 
 
    “Honey, what is it?” 
 
    “I…I…don’t know.” 
 
    She smiled. “Do you react this way whenever a beautiful woman kisses you?” 
 
    For answer he pressed his lips onto hers again. He entered a world available only to them. His hand came up and touched her breast. 
 
    When they broke it was she who gasped. “Lord. I’ve awakened a sleeping volcano.” 
 
    Then he was relaxed. At least relaxed enough to let her smear Nair all over him. She put a thick layer under his arms, she smushed it into his crotch, she even coated his asshole with the stuff, making him jump when she gigglingly smeared it around his brown button. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” she kissed him again, “You’ll get used to that.” 
 
    Get used to it? He was to be there for a couple of hours, but he had trouble conflating a mission of mercy with only a couple of hours. 
 
    They stood there then, face to face, gazing in each others eyes as she held his cock with one hand and stroked it with the other. 
 
    He was lost in her, mesmerized, adrift in a sargasso sea of erotica. 
 
    Then his flesh started to burn. He didn’t notice it at first because his heart was on fire and his whole body was feeling the heat. Then he yelped and looked at his skin. 
 
    “Come on, into the shower.” 
 
    She had smeared some of the Nair on herself, so she jumped in with him, ignoring the fact that she was wearing her peignoir. 
 
    The water washed down over them, rinsing the Nair off them, and his hair. 
 
    He looked down at his body, and it felt weird, but he didn’t realize how weird until she was drying him off. Then his flesh was electric, felt like all hairs were standing up, when there were no hairs. 
 
    She tossed the wet peignoir into a hamper and put on a maroon robe. 
 
    “Your hair is wet. Let me style it quickly.” 
 
    She put him in the vanity chair in the bedroom. She produced a pair of scissors, a brush, a comb, and set about shaping his hair. Her robe hung open and he was treated to the sight of her voluptuous flesh. 
 
    She was good. She only snipped a bit here and there, not enough to rob him of his masculinity when he was back to being a man, but when she brushed and spritzed him with hair spray his hair took on an entirely different appearance.  
 
    It was a delicate combination of curls and stray wisps. She spent time on it, and when she was done he was astounded. He had started out with a flop of male hair, unruly, down to his shoulders. 
 
    Now it was a beautiful waterfall of shimmering shades of brunette. 
 
    “Beautiful hair,” she murmured at one point. 
 
    Then he was done, and she giggled at how erect his cock was. 
 
    “I think he likes it, she said, sitting on his lap, but managing to avoid his cock, and kissing him. 
 
    Then she sprang off his lap, full of excitement, terribly different from the girl who had ambushed him with thoughts of suicide. She pulled his hands onto the vanity table and sat on his lap, pushed his cock upwards so it ran up the crack of her ass. She was doing something to his fingers, and would every once in a while wiggle her ass back against his rigid, pounding pud. 
 
    “What are you doing,” he was finding it difficult to talk. 
 
    “Your nails.” 
 
    His nails? He felt faint. His nails? 
 
    “I’m putting long stilettos on your fingers. I’m painting them bright red. You’re going to love it.” 
 
    He was silent. He was naked, with the world’s most beautiful woman sitting on his lap. He was going to object if she wanted to paint his nails? 
 
    She finished one hand, and he was able to look at it when she did the other hand. It was red tipped, like bloody claws, and yet…he felt a lust of another kind rising up in him. 
 
    His penis was pushing against her backside, rising up through her cracks and pressing against the small of her back. Again and again and again. 
 
    She moved the robe so they were flesh on flesh, but without penetration. 
 
    She liked it and kept wiggling back on him. 
 
    He was so close to paradise, but she was just teasing him. 
 
    In spite of their closeness, their nakedness, what she was doing to his body, he knew she wasn’t going to fuck him. Things like that just didn’t happen. 
 
    She finished his hands and knelt at his feet. He stared at his wits, his cock now free to bob in the air. 
 
    She painted his toenails, glancing up at his cock every once in a while and smiling. 
 
    A little drop of pre-cum kept forming on the tip of his penis, then it would slide down the side of his shaft. 
 
    She blew on his cock at one point, and caused it to throb and sway. 
 
    “God, you’re beautiful,” she said, standing up. “Let’s go make you more beautiful.” 
 
    She took him back to the room with the closet full of clothes. Now he realized the clothes were too big for her, but not for him. 
 
    She picked up the red dress she had discarded earlier, held it to him, and smiled. 
 
    “Boobs.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She reached into a drawer and took out a bra. “This should fit you.” 
 
    He held it up, turned it, untwisted it, and put it on. 
 
    She giggled and helped him, then she reached up to a. box on a top shelf. She brought it down and held out a pair of breast forms. 
 
    “We talked about him getting real boobs, some implants, but we were too public at the time. We thought maybe when we were sort of retired, but…” she stopped talking and wasn’t happy. 
 
    “Hey. Knock that off.” 
 
    She stared up at him, and her eyes made a magical change. They went from gloomy memory to cheer, just like that. 
 
    “You’re good for me.” 
 
    She slipped one of the forms into the cup of his bra. It was an expensive form, and it fit him perfectly. 
 
    He looked down. The bra had been selected for its natural look. It was full enough to hide much of the difference between form and flesh. 
 
    “Beautiful,” she said. She handed him the tightest pair of panties he had ever seen. 
 
    He tried to put them on, but they were so incredibly tight. 
 
    “Do this,” she said, and she just pushed down on his boner until it slipped between his legs and pointed at his ass. 
 
    He grunted and bent over a little. 
 
    She pulled on the panties, hard, and suddenly they were snug, tight, and his cock was definitely going to stay bent back. 
 
    “It’s called a gaff. Female impersonators use them to hide the penile bulge.” 
 
    She rubbed the front of his groin, and she was right. There was no sign that he had a cock. 
 
    She handed him a garter, and they went over to the bed in the room and she helped him get into it. He learned how to breath high in his chest as she tightened the ties, but it made his waist incredibly small. 
 
    “Let’s do you right,” she whispered, and she handed him a garter belt and started unwrapping new stockings. 
 
    The garter belt went up easy, as did the stockings. But the stockings made his newly naked flesh alive. His boner throbbed, almost painfully, in the gaff. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whispered, pressing down. 
 
    She took his hand away. “Relax. Learn how to be excited without a boner.” 
 
    Now that was a new concept. How the hell was he supposed to do that? 
 
    She helped him into the dress, and it slid over his chest easily. Suddenly any sign of his manliness was gone. 
 
    Oh, he needed make up, but his body was ‘cured’ of things male. 
 
    His legs were shaved and slender and tipped with red toenails. His waist was small and his hips flared under the corset. His chest, with the corset pushing it up, was enormous. 
 
    Sexy. 
 
    Female. 
 
    “Beautiful,” she murmured again. 
 
    She helped him into heels, and he stared down at the red tips poking out through he open toed classic, black spikes. 
 
    He had trouble balancing, but only for a moment. 
 
    Then she sat him down at the vanity again. 
 
    Lucas stared, and in this moment he wanted to call it off. 
 
    But he couldn’t. He had come so far, and the changes in her were incredible. She was vibrant, alive, vivacious…sexy. 
 
    Her whole persona was transformed into that wonderful creature that audiences the world over loved. couldn’t do without. 
 
    She used small sponges and cleansed his face. Cleaned out his pores. Prepared him for what was to come. 
 
    Primer, setting the stage, blush, foundation, his face began to take on new highlights. Male angles were transformed into female curves. His cheekbones looked higher. His chin not so prominent. 
 
    His mouth was open in shock as she changed him, and at one point she laughed and told him to close his mouth. 
 
    He did, and watched as she brushed his eyes, made them into alluring caves with sparkles of light within. 
 
    Her robe fell open and he stared at her breasts, so big and exciting. He gulped uncontrollably and she laughed. 
 
    She plucked his eyebrows, just enough to make it so he could be male or female. 
 
    She put liner on him and curled his lashes and lengthened them. 
 
    Then the lipstick. First plumper, which burned, but made his lips bigger. Then the color. Beautiful, bright red. To match his fingernails. Then a coating of gloss. 
 
    In the mirror he was beautiful. No trace of the man now. Just a sexy, alluring woman with good fashion sense and fine make up. 
 
    She surprised him by piercing his ears. He jerked and said, “Ow!” 
 
    “Don’t be a baby,” she laughed as she pierced his other ear. 
 
    “I find’t expect that.” 
 
    She selected small strings with diamond circles on the ends. He could feel them touching his neck, and it was a very suggestive feeling. They were probably worth ten thousand dollars. 
 
    Finally, he was done. 
 
    Grinning, unable to keep looking at him, Stella took Lucas down stairs. 
 
    She made them drinks, with straws, and sat him down on the couch. 
 
    He sat, and realized the dress was so tight he couldn’t cross his legs. 
 
    “Cross at the knees. Keep your legs together. Don’t be a slut.” 
 
    She giggled, and he almost laughed. 
 
    Almost. 
 
    He had agreed to this transition, he had gone along with it, but there was a big part of him that was in protest. 
 
    He was a man, dammit! He wasn’t a girl! 
 
    But he looked like a girl. 
 
    And with a little instruction by Stella he walked like a girl. 
 
    And she schooled him so that he talked in a higher pitch, and emphasized parts of sentences in a breathy manner. 
 
    So if he looked like, and talked like, then…was he a girl? 
 
    Stella didn’t give him much time to think about that. 
 
    They sat on the couch and she looked at him, and was inordinately happy. 
 
    There was no trace of the girl with the gun in her hand. 
 
    She stood up suddenly, bouncing to her feet, and went to the record player. 
 
    An old house, an old record player, a man ten years her senior. 
 
    Lucas had a huge clue to this girl’s personality. 
 
    She went through the stack of albums and selected one. She put the record on the spindle, lowered the needle, and… 
 
      
 
    Tall and tan and young and lovely
The girl from Ipanema goes walking… 
 
      
 
    She took his hand and pulled him to his feet. They danced, bodies pressed together, or apart, boobs bouncing, or not, sometimes kissing, sometimes not. 
 
    Inside his gaff Lucas was learning a hard truth. Or a soft truth. 
 
    His penis got tired of struggling against the confinement and lay there, semi hard. It didn’t hurt much, but it made him tilt slightly forward at the waist, pooching his butt out in the most delightful manner. 
 
    After The Girl from Ipanema she put on another record. 
 
      
 
    You ask how much I need you, must I explain? 
 
    I need you, oh my darling, like roses need rain. 
 
      
 
    Until the Twelfth of Never, by Johnny Mathis. 
 
    “You used to play these songs all the time. Not quite rock and roll, you said. More musical, but not classic. 
 
    He didn’t miss out on the fact that she was talking to him as if he was Russell. 
 
    And he didn’t care. 
 
    He assumed she was playing a part, and he was smitten, so he entered into her play. 
 
    “What else did I like?” 
 
    She had her head against him, they were entwined, she looked up quickly, inspected the depth of his involvement, and liked what she saw. 
 
    “I’ll show you.” 
 
    They danced. 
 
    How High the Moon by Les Paul and Mary Ford. 
 
    That’s Amore by Dino. 
 
    Walking after Midnight by Patsy. 
 
    Hit after hit. Forgotten by people seventy years later, and the people didn’t know what they were missing. 
 
    Soft, beautiful music. Real music with real instrumentation, crooning, washing over them and taking them to another time. A time more appropriate to the personas. 
 
    Outside the sky lightened. It was dawn, and the sun poured light across the world. 
 
    Still, they danced, and snuggled and cuddled and hugged and kissed. 
 
    In a way it was a pure, sweet, innocent love. 
 
    But it was also more. 
 
    She took the needle off the record and turned off the record player. She stood for a moment looking down at the ancient machine. Then she turned to Lucas. 
 
    “Now comes the dangerous part.” 
 
    “Dangerous?” 
 
    “I thought about using the gun to compel you, but considering how far we’ve come, that would be a sin.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “Do you remember how we used to make love?” 
 
    Lucas shook his head, completely mystified as she tapped into memories beyond him. 
 
    “I was frightened at first, and you had to talk me into it. But once I did it, once I saw how deeply I’d reached into you, I never wanted to make love any other way.” 
 
    She was standing in the middle of the living room, looking down at him, who was sitting on the couch. 
 
    “You’re going to have to explain.” 
 
    “It’s simple,” she said, advancing on him and holding out her hand. “Do you know how lesbians make love?” 
 
    “I…thought I did.” 
 
    “You did,” she affirmed. “They trib, pushing their groins together, vigorously, until they orgasm. They use their hands and mouths, inserting, pummeling, fisting…and they cum.” 
 
    He was starting to have an inkling of where she was going, but he didn’t want to admit to it. It was too far beyond him. 
 
    “You wanted me to be pure, so you never put your penis in me. Instead…” 
 
    He listened as she rolled back his mind. 
 
    “Instead you wanted me to put my penis in you.” 
 
    He was stunned, once again, and he said nothing. 
 
    “Our whole time together, you never fucked me. I did the work. I would wear a strap on and use it on you, or a vibrator, or just my fist. You would do the same to me. 
 
    “Never did we penetrate flesh with flesh. 
 
    “That is why our love was so pure. In a way…that is why we endured. Sex didn’t mess up our relationship, our friendship, our love for each other.” 
 
    She was sitting on the couch with him then, turned towards him, facing him, speaking earnestly. 
 
    “That is what I need. Can you be Russell a little longer?” 
 
    Lucas was silent. 
 
    He was in love. Completely. She had conquered him. 
 
    He wanted to do what she asked, but could he? 
 
    He had never had anybody do him in that way, but…could he? 
 
    He sat and stared at her. Her face was inches from his, yet she made no move to close with him. 
 
    She wanted to do him. Her in charge. Him under her. 
 
    For all the purity she spoke of, there was one thing she didn’t speak of. 
 
    He who does the fucking is in charge. He is the dominant. 
 
    She who is fucked is not in charge. She is the submissive. 
 
    That is the way it has been for millennia. That is the relationship of men to women. 
 
    Yes, it can be reversed, many did, and they preferred it reversed. 
 
    Gays. Lesbians. Trans. They all made choices about what their sexuality was. 
 
    But he was straight, and she was asking him to submit to her. 
 
    She was asking him to lay down and spread, and to let her be the man. 
 
    Because he was already a woman. 
 
    In form. 
 
    Not in mind. 
 
    But, what would it hurt if he bent over this one time? What would it hurt for him to submit? They would never see each other again, and…could he do it? 
 
    “Will it hurt?” 
 
    “I’m very good. I will be as gentle as possible, but it always hurts a little to lose your virginity.” 
 
    Lose his virginity. Another concept he had to deal with, yet not a significant one. 
 
    He had lost his virginity as a male long ago. 
 
    So…could he? 
 
    He was gulping as he considered, realizing that he was going down a road that, once traveled, could never be backed out of. 
 
    “I can try.” 
 
    “No,” she said, leaning even closer to him, breathing on his lips, his mouth. “You can do. If you don’t go into it with that determination then you’ll fail.” 
 
    “You really want this.” 
 
    “So do you, Russell.” 
 
    Russell. Lucas. For a split moment he wondered what the partitions in her mind were. 
 
    But he knew. 
 
    Under the glitz and the glamor and the incredible beauty, she was a woman who got her way. 
 
    She had gotten her way with him. So far. 
 
    He abruptly made up his mind. 
 
    “I can do this.” 
 
    She smiled, then leaned the last inch and tenderly slid her lips across his. 
 
    His penis in his gaff wiggled, and he was horny, but…it didn’t hurt. His penis was learning how to be excited without a boner. 
 
    She took his hand then, the sunlight pouring through the glass over her front door, the room becoming well lit, and led him up the stairs. 
 
    They entered her bedroom and she shed her robe. 
 
    “Lean against the bed. Bend over and lean across it. 
 
    He did. 
 
    First she took a strap on out of a drawer and put it on. Then she took out a jar of lube and began smoothing it into him. 
 
    God, it felt good! Her fingers ran over his sensitive rectum, smushed lube into it, and he found himself wanting more.               
 
    She hadn’t even penetrated him and he wanted more! 
 
    Then she entered him, smoothed the lube in, and rimmed him slowly, relentlessly, inexorably. 
 
    He grunted. there was a little pain, his ass hadn’t been stretched this way, but if a turd can go out, then…something else can go in. 
 
    She spent a long time working him. She whispered in his ear, kissed his neck, and kept inserting, moving around, using more fingers, and it was the most enjoyable experience he had ever had. 
 
    Truth, it was better than any sex he had ever had. 
 
    Then she moved up behind him, greased herself up, and had her way with him. 
 
    She took her time, broke him in properly, and he did cum. And it was a good cum. 
 
    “You just have to know how to press on the prostate the right way,” she whispered to him, leaning on him, her large breasts smushed on his back. 
 
    He just sighed, and was about as relaxed as he had ever been. 
 
    And he wanted to do it again. 
 
    But she laughed, and told him it was his turn to wear the strap on. 
 
    So he did.

  

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

  

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

  

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