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    A Word from the Author! 
 
      
 
    21 glorious stories! What a feast, eh? 
 
    AND…special little treat, I have included the complete series that is the novel ‘Female Different.’ 
 
    I like writing the novels, and I write them as often as I can. But the unfortunate fact is that I make money on the shorts, so I mostly write those. 
 
    Still, my shorts are usually around 10,000, which is a quarter of a novel, if you think about it. 
 
    But, don’t think, enjoy, and remember that this is number nine in the ‘21story’ collections. 
 
    Make sure you get them all! 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “I want to know where you’re going!” 
 
    Donna just shook her head and continued doing what she was doing, which was making herself beautiful. 
 
    “Look,” I said, “Every month you do this. You won’t tell me where you’re going, you get all dressed up, you leave, and you don’t come home till four in the morning. I don’t think I’m being unreasonable when I ask where you’re going.” 
 
    She looked up at me and smiled. “Do you remember August 5th?” 
 
    I remembered the day well, not because I remembered it, but because she kept bringing it up…once a month. 
 
    On that night I had been drinking way too much. I grabbed the car keys and headed for the door.  She asked where I was going and I had said, “Wherever I want. (hiccup). And it’s none of your stinkin’ business.” 
 
    And I had gotten in an accident. Had spent the night in jail. She had had to bail me out! 
 
    “That was years ago!” 
 
    “Hmm.” she said, shading her eyes. “Seems like yesterday.” 
 
    “But I was drunk, and I have apologized for it a thousand times! Are you going to make me suffer forever?” 
 
    “Yep,” she painted her lips, and my penis began to dance. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    She turned to me and pursed her lips in thought, and she knew that red lips was my weakness, that I would be horny all night, and that when she came home she would refuse to make love. 
 
    “Jack, I love you dearly. But this is just a reminder that you should always be a better person.” 
 
    “I am a better person!” I groaned. 
 
    She stood up and turned to me. Wow. I wanted a piece of her so-o-o bad. 
 
    She patted my cheek and said, “Don’t wait up for me.” 
 
    “But…but…” I followed her to the door. I heard the click, click, click of her heels, and it raised my pulse. I watched that unbelievably round and beautiful ass sway down the walk, and I felt like I was going insane. 
 
    She slithered into the car, showing off her sleek nylon clad legs, and I almost sobbed with frustration and desire. 
 
    I felt so powerless when she did this, and I was well aware that that sense of being powerless was heady, that it made my cock harder than a diamond drill. Do be denied was such sweet torture. 
 
    She started the car and I motioned for her to roll the window down. She did so. She raised her eyebrows and smirked at me. 
 
    “If you don’t tell me I’m going to get drunk. Really drunk.” 
 
    She frowned. She didn’t mind a good drink, nut for me to deliberately get drunk…she didn’t like that. 
 
    “Okay,” she said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’ll tell you where I am going.” 
 
    “You will?” 
 
    “You win. you want to know where I’m going.” 
 
    “Yes!” I couldn’t believe it. 
 
    “I’m going to meet a dozen women and we’re going to have a sperm party.” 
 
    “What? What is a sperm party?” 
 
    “We hire a dozen studly young men and they dance for us, they wave their cocks around and we girls bid on which cock we want for the night. Then we get ourselves naked. The young men make love to us. They have all been chosen for big cocks so none of us feel short changed. They lay us down and gobble our pussies. They suck on our tits, then they jam their big dicks in us. Oh, you can’t believe the sound of a dozen women all moaning and crying out in ecstasy, and when we cum it’s almost like we planned it. One cum sets off another, and the last one has everybody standing around her and chanting ‘Cum! Cum! Cum!’ I was the last one in December. You remember how cold it was? Well, I was hot all month remembering what Bradley—that was my stud’s name—did to me. He fucked me so good I thought my hole would be stretched out and gaping and never recover. And when I came home I refused to make love to you because I had so much sperm dripping out of me. And the checks we write in our bidding wars. We make them out to the Women’s Club in our checkbooks, but they are really to cash so the studs can cash them.” 
 
    She had been slowly backing out while she told me this, and I had been walking next to the car, my jaw dropping, unable to believe my ears. 
 
    “So that’s where I’ll be, and don’t you dare get drunk!” 
 
    She hit the gas and the car zoomed right out from under my hand. 
 
    I stood, mouth open and catching flies as her taillights winked and turned a corner. 
 
    My wife was going to a sex party? 
 
    My wife was going to get fucked by some kid with a big cock? 
 
    “What the…” 
 
    I stood in the middle of the street,  my hand out as if I was still touching the top of the car. 
 
    HONK! 
 
    “Come on, stupid. Get out of the way!” 
 
    I turned as if in a daze, my mouth slowly closing. A guy in a Beamer sped by and he shouted, “Idiot!” and went in the same direction as my wife. 
 
    Now in motion I was able to stumble out of the street. I staggered up my driveway and into my house. I closed the door and just stood there. 
 
    I grew faint, and realized I had forgotten to breath. I forced myself to gasp in air. I sounded like I had been punched in the gut, and I felt like it. 
 
    I stood there for I don’t know how long, but, at last, I started moving. I went to my wife’s computer and opened it up. The computer has all her passwords come up when she goes to a page that needs one, and I opened her bank account and examined the checks made out to the Women’s Club. 
 
    Last month, Women’s Club, cash. 
 
    The month before, Women’s Club, cash. 
 
    I scrolled back to December, Women’s Club, cash. 
 
    Oh, my God! 
 
    I closed her bank account and called up her emails. There weren’t many of them, and I went back to the time period around December. An email to somebody called Lisa. Lisa. Would be in the Women’s Club with her? 
 
    I pulled up the email and it read: 
 
    Great time last night. 
 
    The boys really delivered. 
 
    My legs will be sore for a month. 
 
      
 
    I closed her computer, stunned. Checks made out to cash. Boys who delivered and…her legs would be sore for a month? 
 
    And she never really wanted to make love for a few days after her meetings. 
 
    Oh, my God! My wife was going to ’Sperm Parties!’ 
 
    Now I knew, and my mind was near going off the rails. I grabbed my car keys, determined to find her and put a stop to this, and then realized…I didn’t know where they were meeting! 
 
    I opened her computer again, searched through the emails and finally found an address. 
 
    1314 Fourth Street. That was right downtown! Right across from the police station! 
 
    Oh, my God! They were having sex parties right across from the police station! The police would bust them! They would all get arrested and I would have to bail her out! 
 
    Was this her revenge for me getting drunk those years ago and needing to be bailed out? 
 
    It was! It had to be! 
 
    But now I knew where the meeting was, and I could put a stop to it. 
 
    I ran out to my car, then ran back in to the house. I slipped into some black pants and a black tee. If I was going to have to sneak around I wanted to be less than noticeable. 
 
    I ran back out to the car, got in, and left rubber on the driveway. As I drove I pounded the wheel and tried to slow my thoughts down. 
 
    Donna was actually doing this to me! 
 
    Oh, my God! 
 
      
 
    By the time I reached downtown I was relatively calm. At least I wasn’t pounding on the steering wheel anymore. 
 
    I parked on the street next to the big, four story building, on the side opposite the police station. It was quiet, our town usually rolls up the sidewalks about nine at night, and it was fifteen minutes past nine. 
 
    There were a couple of cars parked, but I figured the women would probably be in the big parking structure to the west of the building. 
 
    I walked past the front door to the building. It was glass doors and a small lobby. 
 
    I entered the lobby and looked at the sign with the stick on letters. 
 
    There was nothing there. 
 
    But…where were the women? 
 
    Of course, they wouldn’t be putting a sign out! They would be traveling under the radar with their little sex show. 
 
    Okay, how to find them? Nothing to do but walk through the building. 
 
    I walked through the ground floor. That was mostly stores that opened on the street, and a janitor’s closet. 
 
    Second floor. The lighting was dim, perfect for women sneaking off to have affairs. But the office doors were all doctor’s offices, and dental offices. 
 
    Third floor, more offices. Crap. They had to be here somewhere! 
 
    Fourth floor, and I hit pay dirt. At the end of the fourth floor corridor was a sign. An arrow on the sign pointed to a door. The sign said, “WC Tonight!” 
 
    And it was painted with butterflies and had a couple of balloons tied to it. 
 
    Excellent! I had them now! 
 
    I walked close to the wall, slid sideways past doors, my ninja skills at a peak. 
 
    The doors the sign pointed to were double, and I put my eye to the crack and peered through. 
 
    Nothing. No, it was drapes! There were some kind of drapes on the other side of the door. But I could hear laughter, and voices, and music! Then somebody picked up a chant. I couldn’t tell what they were chanting, but it sounded like it could be ‘Cum! Cum! Cum!’ 
 
    I was too late! 
 
    I tried the doors, but they were locked. Of course they were locked. they didn’t want somebody like me finding out what they were doing! They didn’t want to get busted by the police! 
 
    I stepped back and stared at the door. I could rush it, I was sure my shoulder would win. 
 
    But, no. I needed proof. I had my cell phone, if I could get pictures…then…then Donna would have to give up this crazy thing. And I could get all the women to give up their sex parties! 
 
    Sperm parties would be no longer and I would have saved the men of the town unbelievable embarrassment. 
 
    Okay, how to get a picture. 
 
    I looked around. 
 
    Hmm. There was an open window at the end of the hall and I could see construction materials. There was yellow tape stretched across the window. They must be doing something, replacing windows, whatever. 
 
    I went and looked out, and I could see the scaffolding extending alongside the building. I‘m not fond of heights, and I could see the pavement far below. 
 
    Yikes! I could just imagine myself falling four stories onto my head.  Splat. No thanks. 
 
    But I could see brightly lit windows just a few feet over. All I had to do was hold on to the rails and scootch over and…and I could do it. 
 
    I could take pictures! And then I would have those women in my power! They would have to give up their sperm parties! 
 
    I stepped out onto a pair of planks. They shook, and I breathed, and thought about turning back. 
 
    But, no. I couldn’t. I had to do this. 
 
    I sidled along the scaffolding. My knuckles were white as I gripped the poles. I was terrified, but…I came to the first window. 
 
    Crap! There was some kind of plastic hanging in front of the window. These women! They had taken advantage of the construction materials to hide their activities. 
 
    For a second I forgot about being high up. I had to see behind the plastic. I had to get a picture of their sex party, of their naked bodies writhing around, under the naked bodies of young studs. 
 
    I could just imagine a jungle of buns and tits and cocks. 
 
    As I stood there I happened to glance up, and I saw…a hole in the side of the building. 
 
    It was just above me, right next to a ladder built into the scaffolding. 
 
    A ladder? 
 
    The workmen must be working in there, maybe on the ducts, or the electricity, and it was easier to access from the outside, or maybe they had to throw away materials that were too big to be toted through the building, or…whatever. I had access. 
 
    The ladder was right there. I could crawl up, slide into the hole and I would be right over the women. There had to be some way I could get a picture! There had to be places where the ceiling was breeched for construction. 
 
    I placed a hand on the ladder, took a deep breath, and began climbing. 
 
    Rung by rung, so totally aware of the space behind me that my sphincter was clutching. 
 
    I could hardly breath, and I was relieved when I came next to the hole in the side of the building. 
 
    I carefully shifted my grip and crawled through the space. 
 
    I was in a space about three feet high. I couldn’t walk, but I could crawl, and there were big pieces of plywood laid over the place. 
 
    More important, I could hear the women screeching better. In my mind I could see them crying out as the men inserted their penises, groaning as their tits were sucked. 
 
    I crept over the plywood, and there was nowhere I could get a picture. 
 
    Damn! To come so far and be thwarted! 
 
    But as I looked around a duct I saw…a square of light! The duct had been removed and it looked like the overhead grate had even been removed. I would have a perfect spot to take my picture! 
 
    I eased myself over the plywood. It seemed firm enough, and I came to the space where the light came up. It was a square in the floor. I could hear the women carrying on, indulging in their sick, perverted actions. 
 
    Around the square of light the plywood wasn’t laid. I would have to step across about four feet of space and brace my feet, but then I could see. I could take my pictures. 
 
    Okay, I could do this. 
 
    I stood as tall as I could, I put my foot out to the two by four next to the square of light. I held my cell phone at the ready. I pushed with my leg and…I don’t know what happened, but I slipped, and I was falling. 
 
    BANG! The ceiling gave way. Then I was falling, falling, into the middle of dust and debris and screaming women! 
 
     
 
    I lay there, not quite knowing what was happening, and the world spun around me. 
 
    First, I noticed the screaming women. They crowded around me, pointing. A couple of them touched me, one of them examined my head. She lifted it up and I gave a crazy smile and my eyes rolled in their sockets. The noise of the screaming women started to abate, but it didn’t go completely away. 
 
    “Where’s the sex party?” I asked  
 
    She froze, them somebody handed her a washcloth and she began wiping my face clear of the dust. 
 
    “I know you hire studs and fuck them.” 
 
    The woman resumed washing my face, but she was listening. Oh, was she listening. I had her now. 
 
    “Where’s the sperm party? I know everything.” 
 
    Then I started to come out of the chaos of my mind. I stopped babbling and started noticing the world. 
 
    “Who told you about our sperm parties,” asked the woman. 
 
    I was still dazed enough to not know what I was saying. “My wife told me. I got ya now. Where are the studs? Why do you have your clothes on?” 
 
    The woman got another washcloth and kept rubbing my face. I realized later she was just stalling so she could pump me. She kept asking me questions, and I, stupid I, kept babbling on about sex parties and my wife washing the sperm out of her pussy and refusing to fuck me but, dammit, I had my proof now. 
 
    “Girls, could somebody turn off the show?” 
 
    That was when I noticed the big screen television. It was some sort of show with a woman talking at a podium, and the crowd of women in front of her were giving periodic cheers and screams, and I realized, in a dull sort of way, that this, and the women now surrounding me, were the screams that I had thought was a sex party. This was backed up by the fact that when the screaming and cheering on the big screen stopped it was suddenly and ominously silent. 
 
    Uh, oh. What had I been saying? 
 
    I tried to remember the conversation I had been having with the woman. I tried to stand up, but the woman said, “Don’t move.” 
 
    I kept trying to move.” 
 
    “Jill, Sandy. Sit on him. Let’s find out what the heck is going on.” 
 
    Two large ladies sat on me, and several others leant their hands and weight to the affair. 
 
    “Hey!” They had me. I couldn’t move. I tried to struggle, but more women piled on. 
 
    “Let me up!” Let me…” then it became difficult to breath. I was getting squashed. 
 
    “Easy girls. Jenny, is that his cell phone?” 
 
    “It is. He’s Donna’s husband.” 
 
    “Donna’s, eh? Where is she? Has anybody seen Donna tonight?” 
 
    “I saw her with Lindsay. I think they might have played hooky. Lindsay’s been having problems at home and…” an unseen women somewhere shrugged. 
 
    “Okay, let me call her and we’ll get to the bottom of this.” 
 
    A moment later I heard the woman talking, but she was moving away so I only heard a little of the conversation. 
 
    “Hi, Donna? This is Sandy, down at the WC. Oh, yes, good to talk to you. We’ve got a little problem down here…and it has to do with you.” 
 
    A pause, then: “Well, it’s raining husbands. And yours is…” and I couldn’t hear any more. 
 
    I lay there, under a ton of of women, and thought. I was in for it now. Donna was going to be pissed off, and that was for sure. I had figured out that there wasn’t any sex club, that she had been messing with me, and I had bought it. 
 
    Crap, so she was out with this Lindsay person, talking about husband problems, no doubt. 
 
    Oh, man. August 5th had nothing on the situation I was now in. 
 
    On that bad Aug five from yesteryear I had been drunk. On this day, which was…Feb two, I wasn’t drunk. I was just…stupid. And gullible. And had been made a total and utter fool of. 
 
    The women were sitting on me and chatting gaily. They were discussing me, shopping at the Goodwill for their children, what television shows their husbands preferred, and…me. And I didn’t like what they were saying. 
 
    “Do you think he’s a pervert?” 
 
    “He had a cell phone and it was set to record.” 
 
    “Do you think he takes pictures and then goes home and abuses himself.” 
 
    And there was a lot of cheerful bantering and a few insults. 
 
    Then I heard Sandy coming back. 
 
    “Okay, I perfectly understand. We’ll do our best. I’m sure. Well, you have a wonderful night…” 
 
    She closed the phone and stared down at me. 
 
    “Girls, I hate to say it, but we’ve got a pervert on our hands.” 
 
    Oh, the sound of shocked voices. 
 
    “What? No! I’m not a pervert!” 
 
    “Sally, put a stocking in his mouth.” 
 
    I struggled, but the girls managed to stay on top of me, and suddenly a nylon was stuffed in my mouth. Then Sandy bent down and put a strip of duc tape over my mouth. “I’m sure the worker’s won’t mind losing a bit of duc tape for a good cause. Turn him over, I’ll get his hands.” 
 
    They turned me over, kicking and struggling and screaming threats. Then Sandy knelt on my back, took the breath out of me, and began wrapping duc tape around my wrists. 
 
    “Okay, ladies. Push his feet together.” 
 
    They pushed, and she began wrapping more duc tape around my ankles. 
 
    Finally, I was done. Trussed. Bound like a hog and ready for spitting. 
 
    The ladies stood up and backed off. I didn’t like the gleam in their eyes as they inspected me. 
 
    “I talked to Donna, and she’s at home. She says her husband is with her.” 
 
    The women gasped. 
 
    I yelled through the stocking and the duc taped, I struggled, but it was of no avail. I was officially hog tied. 
 
    My wife said I wasn’t me? She had another man at home? 
 
    My mind, which had calmed down a bit on finding out the truth about the Women’s Club, suddenly started to riot again. 
 
    I struggled, and kicked my bound feet, and screamed, but it did no good, and I finally had to be quiet so I could hear them discussing what they were going to do with me. 
 
    “What are we going to do with him?” 
 
    “We could take him across the street, to the police station.” 
 
    My mind was aghast. I didn’t want to be a registered sex offender! 
 
    “No,” said Sandy, “The police will arrest him, but we don’t have much proof, and a smart lawyer will get him out on the street in ten minutes.” 
 
    “Well, we don’t want some sex crazed serial killer running around,” muttered somebody, and there were murmurs of agreement. 
 
    Somebody else said, “Our children aren’t safe with somebody like him running around.” 
 
    A low rise of voices. This was getting scary. 
 
    Sandy again, “Well, I discussed it with Donna, and she had some interesting ideas. She’s well aware that sex perverts are resistant to being cured, and she knows the problems of the court system, so she suggested we should seek our own justice. 
 
    She had the ladies’ attention now. 
 
    “What did she say, Sandy?” 
 
    “She said that one thing that has cured many sex perverts is to give them what they want.” 
 
    There was a bit of confusion, a rising hub bub, and somebody said, “We’re supposed to lay down and spread our legs for this scum?” 
 
    Sandy raised her hands: “No, but if he is so obsessed with women that he crawls around and takes pictures and then goes home and masturbates to them, then we should make him one.” 
 
    Expressions of confusion. Then some twit in the back giggled. “She’s talking about feminizing him.” 
 
    Horror burst upon me. Feminization? But I was a man! I didn’t want to be feminized! 
 
    “Look how red in the face he is. I think he likes the idea.” 
 
    “Yes, he’s asking us to do that, to feminize him.” 
 
    I wasn’t! I was protesting! Screaming that I was a man and that they couldn’t do this to me! 
 
    But the women just stared down and nodded their heads. 
 
    And Donna said, “There’s one way to be sure.” 
 
    Again, the girls were blank. 
 
    “To be sure if he’s a pervert and, more important, to find out if he really wants us to feminize him.” 
 
    “How?” asked one of the girls. 
 
    “Girls, check his penis.” 
 
    I screamed! I humped around like a worm doing the cha cha. I tried to avoid their hands. 
 
    They pushed me on my back and held me down again. I felt hands pulling my zipper down. 
 
    Now, I don’t know about you guys out there, but being handled by strange women, no matter the fear, makes a guy hard. 
 
    I wasn’t hard when they started wrestling me down, but the idea of my penis being examined in such callous fashion, all those hands groping for my privates, I got hard. And fast. 
 
    “It’s not very big,” blurted out one girl. 
 
    “But it’s still growing.” 
 
    “That’s because he’s a pervert. He’s an exhibitionist and gets off on women seeing him.” 
 
    “Do you think he would have flashed us?” asked somebody, and everyone gasped at that. 
 
    “Yep,” said Sandy, stepped forth. “It isn’t big, but it’s definitely hard.” 
 
    I lay there, bound and gagged, and my cock stuck straight up, feeling the cool air of AC blowing on it, and getting harder and harder. 
 
    “Wow! It’s turning red!” 
 
    “And, look he’s got something dripping out the end.” 
 
    “That’s pre-cum,” said Sandy. “The dirty, little pervert is about to cum. Grab his cock, girls, and wrap it up tight. Don’t let him get his dirty, little rocks off over us!” 
 
    They grabbed my penis, and at first I thought they were going to pull it right off, then I realized they were wrapping something around it. I don’t know where they got it, but it was an ace bandage. Fortunately, they didn’t wrap it too tight, but then somebody started putting a gooey substance on the bandage. Later I found out that it was plaster, still wet from where the workers had been fixing the wall. They coated that bandage, and wrapped more and more bandage around my penis. It was like a cast, for a broken arm or something. 
 
    “Leave a hole at the tip so he can pee.” 
 
    “Look, his head is poking out.” 
 
    “Well, no way to get it back in, so leave it.” 
 
    “His balls sure are big.” 
 
    “And red.” 
 
    A hand slapped my balls and I groaned.  
 
    A couple of the women giggled. 
 
    I struggled, but, truth, I was getting exhausted from struggling. I was running out of energy. 
 
    Finally, they were done, and one of the women took out a hair drier—now who takes a hair drier with them in their purse?—and started drying the thing off. 
 
    Shortly I was encased in rock hard material. I had a cast on my cock, and the long it stayed on the harder it was going to get.  
 
    I was crying now, but nobody seemed to care. In fact, a couple of the women made cutting remarks. 
 
    “Cries like a little baby, doesn’t he?” 
 
    “He should be in diapers.” 
 
    Giggles, and I cried harder. 
 
    “Okay, ladies. Where are we going to do this?” 
 
    There were a few suggestions, some wanted to do it on the spot. One said she had a house in the hills, then Sandy said, “What about Gillian’s Hairport?” 
 
    The girls paused, then got all excited. 
 
    “We can do the whole thing!” 
 
    “Hair and nails!” 
 
    “I can bring him a dress, does somebody have some lingerie?” 
 
    “Let’s glue some breast forms on him!” 
 
    The ideas came fast and furious, and with each shouted idea I felt smaller and smaller. Oh, how I wished I hadn’t fallen for Donna’s Sperm Party tale. I wanted to be home, watching the end of the basketball game. I wanted to be anywhere but here, in the clutches of these crazy females! 
 
    But their plans were in motion. I listened and heard Sandy talking to Gillian, explaining the situation, and asking for the loan of her salon. And from the way Sandy was talking…Gillian had agreed! 
 
    “Okay, girls,” Sandy closed her phone and addressed the women. “Here’s the plan. Gillian will meet us at her salon and let us in.  She said we have free access to whatever she’s got.” She toed me with a high heel. “She doesn’t like perverts, either.” 
 
    A small cheer rose up, and I had a feeling this Gillian babe was going to be getting a lot of business from these happy customers. 
 
    “Susan, can you return Donna’s husband’s phone? Meet us at the Hairport?” 
 
    My phone was put in the hands of an eager, young thing who promptly headed for the door. 
 
    “Okay, girls, are you ready to go to work?” 
 
    A big cheer arose, and they lifted me up and carried me out. 
 
    I tried to struggle. I tried to get loose, but I was trussed. And what was worse was that my cock was sticking out, flopping around with all that plaster and bandage on it. I hung, very heavy, from my body. 
 
    One of the girls laughingly held it as they carried me. 
 
    I cried, I tried to talk, but it was useless. 
 
    I was going to be feminized.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    I was taken through a curtain, then through double doors. They carried me down the corridor and into the elevator. It was crowded, but as many squeezed in as could, and we began descending. I felt somebody digging through my pockets. I had left my wallet in the car, but they got my car fob. Maybe one of them would find my car, and my wallet! Maybe they would find out that I really was me! 
 
    Through the lobby. Out into the street and towards a van that had been brought up. 
 
    Across the street I saw two cops standing outside the lobby door. I tried to yell, but one of the girls twisted my big Plaster of Paris cock and all that came out of me was a yelp. 
 
    They pushed me into the van and laid me on the floor. I tried to stay face up because I was worried that my cock might be damaged if I rolled over it. It felt so huge and helpless. 
 
    “Let’s go, girls, time’s a wasting!” 
 
    A half a dozen women climbed into the van, the rest ran for their own cars. The van started up and I bounced on the floor of the van. 
 
    “Look at how fat his penis is,” remarked one of the girls. 
 
    Another of them reached down and moved her finger on my head. 
 
    “Look how much he’s dripping! This guy is horny.” 
 
    “I wish my hubby was that horny,” sniffed one of the girls. 
 
    “You know, we could put a dildo on that thing and it would look monstrous.” 
 
    “Do you have a dildo that big?” 
 
    “Nope, but there’s a 24 hour sex store just a few blocks over.” 
 
    One of the girls opened her cell phone and spoke quickly. “Jane, go see if there’s a big two foot dildo or something in that store on second street. Yep. It’ll be cute. Okey dokey.” She hung up. 
 
    “If they have one Jane will get it. We can make him up, dress him up, and then attach a monster dick to his real dick.” 
 
    Everybody giggled. 
 
    “This is exactly what he needs,” observed one. 
 
    I grunted and groaned and tried to speak through my hose gag, but they just ignored me, and when they got tired of my moaning and groaning one of them just flicked the head of my dick. 
 
    “UHHH!” I was horny, and the head of my dick was very sensitive. 
 
    We only drove for five minutes, then we pulled into a parking lot. The van made a sharp turn and stopped. The doors opened and all I could see was a big surface of wall and a door. A woman stood at the door and grinned. 
 
    “Bring the pervert in girls. I got the cure right here.” 
 
    They lifted me out of the van, and while they were struggling to adjust the weight of me on their shoulders the girl who opened the door reached out and grabbed my penis. “Is this a cock I see?” 
 
    “It used to be,” said one girl. “But we’re going to donate it to science. 
 
    Everybody laughed and they carried me into the beauty salon. 
 
    The Hairport was big inside, with a dozen stations. There were even a couple of rooms for private consultations. They carried me past a storage room and turned into one of the consult rooms. When they moved me through the doorway my encased dick hit the door jam with a clunk. I gave a yelp and groaned, but they just laughed. 
 
    They laid me on a chair and cut the duc tape from my legs. Several women had my legs, however, and before I could kick free they were wrapping more tape around my ankles, securing me to the chair. 
 
    Then came the arms, and the women were very careful. They had four on an arm, squeezing in and pulling and pushing to get my arms taped to the armrests. 
 
    I sat in the chair and looked around wildly. Shelves with hair products, a sink behind me. Little rolling tables with nails and nail polishes. 
 
    “Lehejj meee ghjj!” Let me go, but I wasn’t understandable, and they wouldn’t have let me go anyway. 
 
    “Okay, girls. Joan and Betty, do his hands. Sam and I will do his feet. Oh, first, let’s cut his clothes off and wax him.” 
 
    Wax me? Were they going to…to take my hair off? With that painful wax and rip your skin off stuff? 
 
    But I had no more time to consider that because two of the girls stepped up, and they were holding large scissors and had wicked gleams in their eyes. 
 
    “HJKFMRR!” I yelled. 
 
    They each took a leg and pulled my pants out and began scissoring. Snip, snip, then they had enough of a cut and they began to rip. Ri-i-ip! Right up the leg. They worked around the duc tape and began cutting my upper pants off. Now they were very close to my cock, and their arms brushed against the red head of it. I groaned. 
 
    “Lord, doesn’t he ever stop dripping?” One of them said. 
 
    “Huh,” answered the other one, “The gift that keeps on giving.” 
 
    “Well, at least it’s a gift that’s well packaged.” She tapped on the plaster encasing my dick and there was a sharp clunk sound. Man, that stuff was getting hard! I wondered if I would ever be able to get that stuff off. 
 
    They undid my belt, pulled the shreds of my pants off me, and I was naked from the waist down. I sat there and stared at my body. I had some dusty spots from my fall through the ceiling, but the real worrisome thing was my cock head. It was larger, it was being strangled! I suddenly had visions of it swelling up and popping! 
 
    They began cutting my shirt, and shortly it was just strips of material on the floor. I was completely naked, except for the plaster on my dick. 
 
    Sandy and one of the other girls began washing my body with warm wash clothes. For a second I thought this was waxing, and it was almost pleasurable. But it was only the prep work. Shortly they were laying strips of cloth on me and coating them with some sort of goop. They waited a few minutes, then…R-R-RI-I-IP! 
 
    Ah! Fuck! No! 
 
    And, R-R-RI-I-IP! 
 
    R-R-RI-I-IP! 
 
    R-R-RI-I-IP! 
 
    They waxed every square inch of my body. When they were done I was red. they had not only taken off my precious hair, but the top layer of skin. The top layer was supposed to be dead skin, but it sure felt alive as they ripped it off me! 
 
    The dirty work done, they washed me again, and began working on my nails. They pushed the cuticles, sanded, fitted me with long, stiletto nails on my hands, then painted all my nails a bright, shiny red. 
 
    “Lots of lacquer, girls.” And, to me, “We used super glue on your nails, so I wouldn’t suggest trying to get them off. You’d have to pull the the nails out by the roots. 
 
    I was crying from the pain, but she just smiled. “I guess you’ll think twice before you trying peeping and masturbating again.” 
 
    I tried to talk through my gag, but she just laughed. 
 
    Finally, I was done. With the nails, that is. I was sitting there, dazed but…excited. The claws on my hand, they were the kind I had tried to get Donna to wear, but now they were on me. In some weird way…they were still sexy.  
 
    And my plastered coke throbbed. 
 
    “Look at that cock move,” said one of the girls. “That’s got to be heavy, but it is just bouncing away. 
 
    “We may need to put a cork in it, though. Look at the mess he’s making.” 
 
    Suddenly the room was quiet and everybody turned towards the door. I couldn’t se who came in at first, but finally a woman walked into my line of vision. 
 
    Donna! My wife! At last! She’d get this straightened out! She’d rescue me from these…these maniacs! 
 
    She walked around the chair and stood in front of me. She inspected me slowly, a slight smile on her face. She was still dressed to the nines, and her red lips pursed slightly. Sexy. Oh, my god. My cock throbbed. 
 
    Oh, please, honey. Get this mess fixed! Get me loose! 
 
    “I’ve never seen him before.” 
 
    My eyes bulged! “Deeieijhfi! Fdsjdlddo!“ I screamed. 
 
    “I wonder where he got your husband’s cell phone,” asked Sandy. 
 
    “He stole his car. I passed it outside the meeting hall on my way in. He got the phone, the wallet was in there, too. If he hadn’t stopped for a peep show, and maybe a little self-abuse, he would have gotten away with it.” 
 
    “Well, thank goodness we caught him.” 
 
    I was yelling, screaming, struggling, but all that was coming out were jerks and twitches and mumbles. 
 
    “Good Lord, is that his cock?” Donna looked down at my big, fat, wrapped up penis. 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “It’s not very big, is it.” 
 
    My eyes were bulging, my mouth was frothing. My mind was in chaos. How could my wife do this to me? 
 
    Suddenly a woman rushed into the room. “Look what I got!” she held up a huge, horse’s dick. “They even had them on sale!” 
 
    Everybody gathered around to examine the monster dick. It was made of stiff latex and was as long as my arm. 
 
    “Oh, this is going to look good. Here, hand me the super glue. Hold his penis up, Donna.” 
 
    Donna grabbed my dick, looked me right in the eyes and chuckled. “This is certainly going to teach him a lesson he’ll never forget.” 
 
    Sandy slathered superglue on the sides of the plaster, then she pulled the latex apart and pulled the big horse’s dick down over mine. When she was done I had a big, bulging, horse’s dick reaching down to my knees. 
 
    All the girls laughed, and they kept lifting up the dick, which lifted up my penis inside, and, worse of all, there seemed to be a bit of material inside the dick, cotton or some kind of stuffing, to keep it round, and this had come loose and it was rubbing my penis head every time the horse’s dick was moved. 
 
    “Nooooo!” That was audible, and the girls just laughed harder and pretended to jack my big cock off. 
 
    “Okay, girls, what’s next?” 
 
    “His breast forms!” exclaimed one of the women. 
 
    “Excellent. And I’ve still got the superglue open, so…” Sandy got out the jar of glue again. 
 
    “It’ll dry fast,” said Sandy. “Get his bra ready.” 
 
    Girls stood by with a bra and a corset. A corset? 
 
    Then we heard a voice, a man’s voice! 
 
    “Donna? Honey?” 
 
    “Back here, babe!” Donna yelled, and I stared at her.  
 
    Somebody came into the room. “I parked the car, hon…oh. Hi, girls.” 
 
    I tried to look around. 
 
    I didn’t have to, for the girls greeted him as me. “Hi, Jack. Hello, Jack.” 
 
    My eyes bulged so hard I thought they’d fall out of the sockets and roll across the floor. That was my name! 
 
    And Donna stepped to him and gave him a big kiss! 
 
    My wife! Kissing another man! And he was big and muscular and handsome and…was this one of the guys in the Sperm Party? 
 
    But, no, they didn’t have sperm parties, that was all a joke. 
 
    But who was…and it hit me. 
 
    He was her lover. She might have gone to Women Club meetings in the beginning, but these last few months she had met somebody, and she had…she had been spending the nights she was supposed to be at the WC meetings with him! 
 
    “Is this the pervert?” 
 
    “It is,” agreed Donna. “Can you imagine? He stole your car, your phone, and then he tried to spy on the girls. He’s probably just a horny, little bastard who can’t get a girlfriend.” 
 
    “So he just spies on women and jacks off. Pardon my language, girls.” 
 
    “Can’t argue with the truth,” murmured Sandy. 
 
    The man took out his cell phone and began snapping pictures. “I can post these on Facebutt. Serve the pervert right.” 
 
    He snapped a dozen pictures, and there was no way I could hide, nor hide my face. He finished, put his cell away and asked, “So you were going to make him into a woman and turn him loose?” 
 
    “Yep,” said Sandy, and there were a few nods. Many of the girls were looking at the man who was supposed to be me with hunger in their eyes. 
 
    “So what’s next?” 
 
    “Fake boobs.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Well, because—“ 
 
    “No. I mean…why fake?” 
 
    Sandy looked puzzled, Donna just held his arm and smiled at him. 
 
    “I’m a plastic surgeon. I can give him some boobs. Big boobs. And they’ll last.” 
 
    “Oh, could you?” 
 
    “Jack,” said Donna, “You’re so generous. He steals your car and you’re willing to this.” 
 
    Jack chuckled. “Heck, it’s fun. And it’s good advertising. Maybe when you ladies see my work you’ll pass the word around. I don’t just do nasty perverts, you know.” 
 
    They all chuckled. 
 
    “Jack did mine,” said Donna. 
 
    What? Donna didn’t have implants! She was just naturally big! 
 
    “Oh, I’ve always though your chest was beautiful,” said one of the girls. 
 
    “Well, the secret to good breast implants is…” he looked at Donna, “Do you mind, honey? I’m pretty proud of my work.” 
 
    “Not at all. Here, let me open my blouse. 
 
    My wife unbuttoned her blouse and pulled the front apart. Her big, mammoth, beautiful breasts, breasts which I was the only one to touch, were now on display! 
 
    The man known as me hefted her boob. “You can see how natural it looks. She doesn’t really need this bra, but modesty, her nipples are so big they’d stand out.” 
 
    “I don’t really like it when all men can do is stare at my boobs and salivate,” Donna explained. 
 
    “And, look.” Jack peeled the edge of the bra down and exposed her nipple, he touched it and Donna gave a shiver. “No loss of sensation.” 
 
    “If anything, it feels better,” Donna started buttoning her blouse back up. 
 
    “Wow,” said Sandy, and she turned and looked at me. Several of the other girls were looking at me, too. I didn’t like the look in their eyes. 
 
    “So let me give him a first class set of boobs, I’ve got some stuff in my car that will pump those puppies right up. How about it?” 
 
    The women in the room traded looks, nods were given, and the it was agreed. I was about to get real boobs. 
 
    I tried to yell. “EhjkWEG!” but nobody was listening. 
 
    Jack went out to his car, which was probably my car, to get what he needed. Donna stood in front of me and mused. “I wonder what possessed this idiot to do what he did?” 
 
    I knew her message was for me, but there was nothing I could say. 
 
    “Well, after this he’ll mind his manners.” 
 
    Some of the girls agreed, some of the girls were having conversations while they waited, and then Jack, the man who had stolen my name, re-entered the room. He was carrying a couple of large jugs and a satchel. He placed the jugs on the floor and opened the thin bag. One of the girls pushed a rolling table up and he laid out a series of needles. Each needle he put on the table looked longer and sharper. 
 
    “Okay, this is the way it works,” he said, filling a syringe with the stuff in the gallon jugs. “I’m going to work in a circle, lay a big base, then I’ll start puffing them out.” To me he said, “I suggest you don’t move. These needles are sharp, and I don’t want you to suffer any nerve damage, or require extensive cosmetic surgery. Got it? 
 
    My eyes pleaded. 
 
    “Got it?” he said, warningly. 
 
    Tears in my eyes, I nodded. 
 
    It took him an hour. An hour of feeling needles penetrating my skin, of feeling my skin stretching. An hour of him dabbing drops of blood with a small cloth and murmuring. “This is good. He might be a pervert, but he’s got good skin. Real stretchy. I hope the bra you got him is sturdy These are going to weigh a lot.” 
 
    One of the girls held up a thick bra and they all grinned. I was going to be bigger than any of them, even bigger than my wife. 
 
    “I thought you had to put bags of saline into breasts,” asked a girl named Jane. 
 
    “Used to. But then vacation boobs came out. A mix of saline and a chemical that holds the solution in place. Took a month or two for the boob to be absorbed by the body.” 
 
    “Are these going to be absorbed by his body?” asked some one. 
 
    “Oh, no. Science has improved the procedure. This chemical mixture will bond with his cells. Quite safe, but his boobs will never go away.” 
 
    More tears leaked out of my eyes. 
 
    “Pity you didn’t call me earlier. I’ve got some permanent make up in my office. Just came in. Doesn’t even need needles.” 
 
    There were some mumbles at that, and one of the girls suggested somebody run over and pick up the permanent make up. 
 
    But Gillian stepped forth and said her make up would last a week, and if I wanted to stay beautiful I would have to come back for a treatment. 
 
    There were a few giggles, then Donna asked, “What about castrations? Can you do one of those?” 
 
    Jack stopped for a moment, sat back and considered. He looked down at my horse’s dick. 
 
    “Well, I could. Snip, snip. It’s something to think about.” 
 
    I closed my eyes and moaned. Castration? I didn’t want to lose my best friend! 
 
    “But…I don’t know. Maybe you should save that, hold it over his head if you ever see him again.” 
 
    Donna said, “Heck, I want to see him again. If I see him again I’ll get one of those big dicks like the one he is wearing and use it on him!” 
 
    That was caused for merriment, and the girls laughed merrily. 
 
    An hour later Jack was done. He handed the empty gallon jugs to Gillian for disposal and grinned. “That’s pretty good work. Look how big they are.” 
 
    The girls all oohed and awed, and I stared down. I had HUGE tits on my chest! I mean, they stuck out a mile! If it wasn’t for the bra they would have dropped like bowling balls because…they weighed as much as bowling balls. 
 
    Jack packed up his satchel and turned to Donna. “Ready to go home, honey?” 
 
    Donna smiled up at him. “Oh, I can’t wait.” Some of the girls smiled at the heavy sexual innuendo. 
 
    Then Donna turned to me. “I hope you learn your lesson.” Then she leaned down and picked up my horse’s dick. It was so long I could see it over my boobs. Inside the dick, under the plaster, my cock throbbed uncontrollably. 
 
    “Feel free to drop by. I’ve got one of these and I’ll be glad to use it on you.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” 
 
    “You go, girl!” the ladies cheered. 
 
    Then Donna snuggled under Jack’s arm and they left the room. 
 
    While the Jack had been giving me world class tits they girls had weaved extensions onto my hair. It was now long and wavy and reached down over my shoulders. 
 
    One of the girls pierced my ears and put earrings on me. She whispered. “Superglue on these. They’re here to stay. 
 
    Some of the girls put the corset on me. It was difficult, but they pulled me away from the chair and pulled the corset through, then started pulling the laces. Up and down they went, and my belly got skinnier and skinnier, and it became harder and harder to breath. Finally, they put a padlock at the top. 
 
    They unrolled panty hose up my legs, then one of the girls put shoes on me. High heeled, with little locks at the tops of the lace holes. 
 
    And, they made me up. 
 
    I had stopped crying by now A dull defeat weltered in my soul. I was numbed, and I just sat there while they powdered and brushed and mascaraed and shadowed. 
 
    Finally, I was done. Except for the lips. 
 
    Sandy put her face down to me and said, “We’re going to let you go pretty soon. I’m going to take your gag off, and I suggest you keep your mouth shut. We don’t like perverts, and we certainly wouldn’t mind getting a needle and thread and sewing your lips together. 
 
    I stared at her. 
 
    She nodded, and the duc tape was taken off my mouth, and the length of hose was pulled out. 
 
    I couldn’t talk, anyway. The hose had absorbed all my moisture. Was so dry I couldn’t speak. I just sat there and gulped, and one of the women painted my lips with something that stung. 
 
    Then another woman moved in with the lipstick and I frowned. 
 
    “The first was plumper,” Sandy explained. “The second is lipstain. Guaranteed to last for a couple of weeks. You’ll just need a little gloss to keep them shiny. Gillian, can you give him some gloss?” 
 
    Gillian moved forward. She had a tube in her hand. She glossed my lips, closed the tube and handed it to me. I grasped the tube in my red tipped fingernails. 
 
    “Okay. We’re going to let your arms free now. Would you like a dress? Or do you want to leave the way you are.” 
 
    “Dress,” I croaked. I didn’t want a dress, but it was better than lingerie. 
 
    They cut the duc tape and stripped the remnants off my wrists. I flexed my wrists and stood up. I was shaky in the high heels, I wobbled, and one of the girls steadied me with a hand. 
 
    They pulled the dress over my head and turned me around to face a mirror. 
 
    I was beautiful, it pains me to say. I had a curvy figure with massive boobs. Yes, I was bigger than any of the ladies there. I had long, luscious hair and was perfectly made up. My red lips glistened like they were wet. The only good news was that the horse’s cock was shorter than the dress. I could feel it banging back and forth between my legs, but you couldn’t see it. 
 
    “Okay, pervert. You can go now.” 
 
    The girls stood back and I walked, as best I could, towards the door. Thirty seconds later I was standing on the sidewalk. The night was dark, but dawn was coming. 
 
    I had to get out of town. 
 
      
 
    I was pretty much in the exact center of town. The police station was ten blocks to the east, and right on my route out. 
 
    And where was I going? Home. 
 
    Yes, Donna had…betrayed me, and had a boyfriend, but…I didn’t know where else to go! 
 
    I could get some clothes, maybe get some of this female finery off me, and live in my car. 
 
    But I had to go home, first. 
 
    I started walking, and shortly I realized my troubles were just beginning. 
 
    Every few minutes a car would pass me. It would be filled with women, women from the Women’s Club, and they would honk and yell and raise a ruckus. Which ruckus brought more and more attention to me. 
 
    Though it was dark there were people on the way to work. And as the sky lightened and I was more easily seen, and as the Women’s Club kept yelling and pointing and honking, other people began to notice. Cars would slow down, people even snapped photos on the phones. I tried to turn my head away, but… 
 
    I reached the police station, and cops came out at the honking and pointed at me. 
 
    Past the police station, and my feet were already aching. I had never worn high heels, and my ankles felt like they were going to snap right off. 
 
    Across streets, and as I became used to the shoes, in spite of the pain I started hearing a click, click, click. 
 
    Oh, God. I used to think that was so sexy when my wife did it. But…me? 
 
    I reached the outskirts of town. The sky was half light now, that sort of greyish purplish right before the sun pops. 
 
    I heard a car coming up beside me, and it stopped. Oh, God! It was two cops. 
 
    “Miss? Are you all right.” 
 
    I kept walking, hoping they would leave me alone. But when you try to avoid the police they tend to get more interested. The car pulled up beside me again. 
 
    “Miss?” 
 
    I walked, they pulled ahead of me and got out. 
 
    I stopped as they stood in my path. I looked down at the ground and hoped my new hair would cover my face. 
 
    “You have some identification, ma’am?” 
 
    “No,” I whispered. 
 
    One of the cops was standing back a bit, the other one shined his light and tried to get a look at my face. 
 
    “Look up here, ma’am.” 
 
    I had to. I raised my face and he aimed his big flashlight at it. He gasped, then, “Bill. It’s a guy.” 
 
    The other cop moved forward, and I was now being closely inspected by two cops. 
 
    “You got a story to tell, fella?” 
 
    “So I told them. I told them how I suspected my wife of cheating, and how I had followed her to her meeting, but she wasn’t there and the women caught me and they did this to me. 
 
    The cops were silent when I was done. I’m sure they had heard tall stories before, but this sounded, even to me who was going through it, like the tallest. 
 
    “What do you think, Bill.” 
 
    “It’s so crazy it could be true.” 
 
    To me: “Do you know your license number?” 
 
    I told him, and he checked it, and I checked out. 
 
    “Well, no crime here.” 
 
    “But they…they forcibly feminized me!” 
 
    “Your word against theirs.” But he was holding back a smile and trying not to laugh. 
 
    “Can you give me a ride home?” 
 
    “Can’t do it. Against regs. I can call you a taxi, but do you have the money to pay for it?” 
 
    “No,” I hung my head. 
 
    “Well, sorry, but it’s only a couple of miles to your house.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    They left, and I started walking again, and the Women’s Club started cruising by me again. Honking and yelling. 
 
    Now it was full light. People were on the street, walking, staring at me, and taking pictures. 
 
    My feet were killing me. 
 
    My legs ached. My back ached. Wearing high heels changed the structure of my whole body, made me use different muscles. 
 
    A mile left to go. Kids on their way to school. They noticed me, but didn’t think much of it. I did look like a woman, after all. A clumsy woman who couldn’t walk, but…a woman. 
 
    I turned up my street. I walked past my neighbors and they came out and stared at me. 
 
    I walked up the walk to my house, and…the door opened. People came out, people came out of the garage, out of the side yard. Hundreds of people! 
 
    “But…what…” 
 
    They were cheering. There was some laughter, but…but… 
 
    And Donna grabbed my arm. I stared at her through my hair. 
 
    “Welcome home, honey. Did you enjoy catching me cheating?” 
 
    Jack came up, gripped my hand and shook it. “John Hansen. My wife knows your wife, and when they told me about this practical joke…” he started laughing, but not in a mean way.  
 
    Women came up to me, hugged me, gropped my tits and laughed. 
 
    Neighbors came up, grinning and making quips. 
 
    “But…but…” All I could do was blubber. 
 
    Then even the two cops drove up, hit their siren for a moment and got cheers. 
 
    Donna handed me a bourbon and Coke and everybody cheered when I took my first drink. 
 
    Jack turned out to be a real plastic surgeon, and, not to worry, the boobs would be absorbed within a month. I would be a flat-chested man again. 
 
    And the cops chuckled and thanked me for being a good sport. Sandy had apparently told the whole police department about the joke. 
 
    And the neighbors rallied around and…and Donna hugged me and kissed me, and somebody got some pliers and cut the padlocks off my shoes and my corset, and I was finally allowed out of women’s clothing. 
 
    And, they took me in the garage and got the horse’s dick off me, and cut off the plaster cast I was wearing on my dick. 
 
    Oh, lord, I was relieved. I didn’t even care when people, including women, came in to watch the ‘operation.’ 
 
    And a lot of people admired my awesome boobs.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    The world loves a good practical joke. 
 
    Sure, I get some ribbing, but everybody knows, so it’s not bad. I just grin and go along with it. 
 
    And, I seem to have gotten over any jealousy about Donna going out on her own, coming home late. That one joke taught me that I should trust my wife. 
 
    But, there were some bad things about the whole thing. 
 
    For one, I was now fascinated by women’s clothing, and especially the underwear. 
 
    For a month I had had to wear a bra, and…I liked it. I liked the attention. And sometimes, during that month, I had worn other women’s clothes, and even high heels. 
 
    Donna, of course, was amused by it. She just chuckled and thought that I was trying to deal with my boobs and my necessary bra in my own way. 
 
    But, I wasn’t. I was…fascinated. 
 
    I liked the feel of nylons on my legs. I liked the corset. And…I really loved my boobs. 
 
    And I wanted them to last. 
 
    I wanted big boobs. Well, maybe not as big as they initially were, but…I wanted boobs. 
 
    One day I was sitting on the patio, watching the sunset, and Donna came out and sat with me. She handed me a bourbon and Coke and we sat, and every once in a while she would chuckle. It had been months, but she still laughed about the practical joke she had played. 
 
    Then she looked at me, and noticed that I was glum. “What is it?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know how to tell you.” 
 
    “Blurt it out. I ain’t gonna bite…too hard.” 
 
    She had a grin, I was sardonic. 
 
    “I liked being dressed up as a woman. I liked wearing the underwear, the nylons and shoes…I liked it all. Even the make up. I even liked—hell, I loved—having tits. 
 
    She was silent, biting her lip and considering me. Suddenly she got up and went into the house. 
 
    I sighed. I had fucked up again. I never should have said anything. But, that’s me, open mouth and switch feet. 
 
    But a minute later she sauntered out. She was in lingerie. Bra and panties, and a negligee. And she had something else on, too. She had a strap on with a big dick sticking out. 
 
    “Honey, if you want to be a woman that’s fine with me, but you know where that leads. So now the question is…are you woman enough?” 
 
    Smiling, I rose and took her hand and followed her into the house. 
 
      
 
    END 
 
      
 
  
 
   
 
   
    

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
 
      
 
    [image: Image] 
 
      
 
    Sissy Ride: The Book! 
 
    A giant saga of feminization! 
 
    Check it out at… 
 
    https://gropperpress.wordpress.com 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Don’t cum!” 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” I gasped. 
 
    My wife was under me, pushing me up, she knew I was close. 
 
    “I don’t want your cum in me! I don’t want to go to work dripping! Get…out!”  
 
    Almost crying with frustration I pulled back. My cock was throbbing, I was so close, just another few seconds! 
 
    Tammy rolled off the bed. She was brisk, from having taken control of me, but she was also satisfied. She had had her cum. But I was left high and dry. 
 
    And then to make matters worse, she started getting ready for work. 
 
    I watched my gorgeous wife walk around the bedroom, unroll those sleek nylons up her curvy legs. Her red fingers manipulated the material easily and I grabbed my dick and just held it. I wanted to finish myself off so bad. 
 
    She toweled off her pussy, which was sweating from our exertions and her orgasm. and pulled up her panties. I could see her camel toe plain as day. The beautiful slit, puffy from use, calling to me, barred to me by the thin material. 
 
    “Oh, Geez,” I muttered. 
 
    She fastened a bra around her waist, slid it around, flipped it, and slid her arms into the straps. She had a smile on her face. “You’re not going to jack off are you? Like a nasty, little school boy?” 
 
    “Honey, you can’t leave me like this!” The pounding in my cock subsided, but I still had fluid leaking out of the head. 
 
    She wiggled her perfect butt into her skirt. 
 
    “Hey, if you want me to make money,” actually I didn’t care, it was her that wanted to make money, “then you can’t send me off with you sperm gushing out of my hole.” 
 
    She put on a blouse. 
 
    “And you can’t keep doing this to me, fucking me and then pushing me out when I’m close.” 
 
    She sat at her vanity and applied her make up. God, she was gorgeous, it turned me on just watching her work her brushes and creams. 
 
    “Honey,” she said, as she made herself even more beautiful. “The days of wham, bam, thank you , ma’am’ are over.” 
 
    “I’m not trying to do a ‘wham, bam’ on you. I just want some serious love making without you grabbing the orgasm and running.” 
 
    She chuckled. “It is like that, isn’t it?” She was almost done. She painted her lips and I thought I was going to die. Red lipstick. Nothing made me hornier than red lipstick. 
 
    “So let’s schedule a time when I can actually have a good orgasm.” 
 
    She stood up, slipped her feet into her high heels, and I was struck by how far out her chest protruded.  She worked realty, and she claimed that a big bosom increased sales. I had no doubt she was right. 
 
    “I’ll tell you what, Hubby,” my name is Dick, but she always calls me hubby, “you wear this and I’ll consider letting you cum in me.” She tossed a bra at me and started laughing. She thought it was hilarious and laughed all the way down the hallway. Har dee har har. 
 
    I held the bra in my hands. My cock had stopped throbbing, but it started again as I held the bra and looked at it. 
 
    I held it up and examined it, my cock pounding again. 
 
    Two cups, big ones, held together by… 
 
    “UHHH!” I squirted. 
 
    I stood there, my legs shaking, my mind a white hot mess, and my semen spurted out. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    Still shaking, I turned my dazed head towards the door. Tammy stood there. She had come back for something, and I was hardly able to stand, a big drool of semen hanging from my cock. 
 
    “Did you just jack off?” 
 
    I could hardly speak, the cum was so powerful, but I shook my head. “No…no.” 
 
    “Then how do you explain making a mess on my rug?” 
 
    “I don’t…you gave me the bra…I just…” 
 
    “You’re telling me you came just from holding my bra?” 
 
    I nodded, slowly coming back to my senses. 
 
    She strode across the room towards me. She had a no nonsense look on her face. She grabbed the bra out of my hand and put it around me. 
 
    “Hey! What are you doing?” I was starting to recover from the cum, but I still had a minute to go. 
 
    “I don’t appreciate you making a mess on the rug. Honestly. You want to squirt in me, you squirt on the rug, you are totally out of control and I am tired of putting up with your little messes. 
 
    She pulled the bra up, pulled the straps over. I started to pull it off but she slapped my hands. “Don’t you dare, Hubby. Leave it on.” 
 
    She walked over to her vanity and searching through her jewelry box. She picked something up and muttered, “ah, ha!” Then came back to me. 
 
    “Honey, I swear, I didn’t jack off, I was just so horny, and when I looked at the bra…” 
 
    She did something at the back of the bra. “There.” She stood back. 
 
    I tried to look over my shoulder.  “What did you do?” 
 
    “I locked it on.” 
 
    In the mirror I could see a little, tiny padlock holding the bra together. 
 
    “You can’t make me wear a bra! I’ll cut it off!” 
 
    “Don’t you dare,” she snapped. “That is an expensive bra and I don’t feel like going shopping. She grabbed the back of the bra and pulled me, and actually dragged me down the hallway. 
 
    “Hey!” Let go!”  
 
    But my balance was off, and she is one of these girls who spent unbelievable amounts of time do Pilates, cross training, and the like. 
 
    So she pulled me, staggering, into the kitchen, by my bra strap. Talk about embarrassing! 
 
    “Come on, honey. Throw the waffles in and get used to your new station in life.” 
 
    “What new station?” I griped, rubbing where one of the straps had cut into my skin. 
 
    “I wear the pants and you do the dishes.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Truth was, I already did the dishes, and the laundry, and a lot of other stuff. I’m a writer, one of those guys. I sit home and mentally masturbate while real people go out and do real jobs. But the point is that I have more time, I respect the fact that my wife is career minded and help her out as much as I can. 
 
    I had no idea that my helping hand would encourage to act like this! 
 
    “I said…I’m a little tired after a long day of work, and I want you to pick up the slack.” 
 
    “I pick up the slack!” I started to tell her of all the things I ddi for her, but she just shushed me with a red tipped finger against my lips. 
 
    “You take care of the housework, let me do my thing, and…I’ll buy you more bras.” 
 
    “I don’t want more bras!” 
 
    “Did you just cum?” 
 
    “Yes,” I spoke suspiciously. 
 
    “Look at that.” 
 
    She didn’t look so much as grab. My cock was once again hard as iron.  
 
    “Fuck!” I whispered. 
 
    She grinned and stroked me. “Looks like my little hubby is getting all excited over women’s underwear.” 
 
    “I am not.” 
 
    “Could have fooled me go put in the waffles,” she ran her sentence together. 
 
    She let go, and I was embarrassed by all this talk, so I opened the fridge and grabbed a box of waffles. I popped four of them into our big toaster and pushed the switch down. 
 
    Tammy opened the fridge and took out the OJ. She poured herself a glass and put the pitcher back. 
 
    “How about some for me?” 
 
    She ignored me, sat down in the nook and watched me get out the butter and the syrup. “You know, I never thought about this, but…we really should have a role reversal, exchange of power, that sort of thing.” 
 
    Frowning, I greased a pan and poured a dozen links into it. 
 
    “You do my work, I do yours.” 
 
    “And I’m supposed to wear this stupid bra?” 
 
    She giggled, tried to hide her giggle by putting her glass of OJ to her lips. It was hard to take my eyes off her red lips, the way she left an imprint on the rim of the glass. 
 
    “The bra, panties…all sorts of stuff. We’ll get you all decked out like a proper housewife.” 
 
    “You’re crazy,” I whispered. 
 
    She stood up and came over to me. She grabbed my bra and pulled my around, “Crazy like a fox.” She kissed me. 
 
    There are kisses, and then there are kisses. There are the little pecks of greeting, the air kisses between women, more passionate kisses between lovers. 
 
    This was more than that. This was sex in my mouth. This was her tongue raping me. This was me being bent over by her, I think she really was stronger than me, and savaging my mouth, then straightening up and pushing me away, back to making breakfast. 
 
    “We’ll try this. I’ll give you some clothes, some underwear, and get you started.” 
 
    I didn’t look down, but I could feel my cock poking into her groin. 
 
    She looked down and laughed. “Oh, yeah. This is going to work.” 
 
    So we ate, and I didn’t say much because my cock was throbbing and my mind was churning with her silly suggestions. Me, being the woman. Hah! 
 
    Her studying me, smiling, wry, calculating. 
 
    And the final thing she said, before she went out the door, was, “Nair. It’s in my cabinet. Use it.” 
 
    “I’m not going to use Nair!” 
 
    “Then you’ll never get in my pussy again. The years will pass and you will become old. The older you get the more frustrated you’ll get. And, one day, unable to handle it anymore…your dick will explode. Simply…poof!” She made a flowering motion with her hands. “No more penis.” 
 
    I stared at her. She laughed, a barking sound of high humor. “But don’t worry about me, honey. I’ll be rich enough to afford young studs to come service me.” 
 
    Then she laughed again, kissed me, studied me briefly, searchingly, and headed out the door. 
 
    I was left doing the dishes. I was naked except for a bra and a hard on that wouldn’t quit. 
 
    I looked at the stupid dishes. I wanted to break them. Instead, I washed them. 
 
    At ten o’clock she sent me a message. 
 
    “You give me what I want 
 
    and you’ll get what you want 
 
    Maybe. 
 
    Use the Nair! 
 
      
 
    I was working on the computer and I stared at the little message box, and snorted. And closed it. 
 
      
 
    At eleven thirty, DING! The message box appeared again. 
 
    Men with no hair get blow jobs. 
 
    Men with hair get frustration. 
 
      
 
    I thought about her messages. ‘I’ll get what I want…maybe.’ And, it seemed that I was going to get frustration either way. I certainly had no illusions that my wife would blow me to a forthy cum and then swallow the semen. She doesn’t like to swallow, and isn’t even fond of giving blow jobs, even though she really likes me to eat her pussy. 
 
    I typed back: 
 
    If I use the Nair 
 
    you’ll suck and swallow 
 
      
 
    And the answer back, 
 
    Suck, yes. 
 
    Swallow, nope. 
 
      
 
    Well, fuck! What was I going to get out of this? 
 
    But the damage had already been done. 
 
    If somebody says ‘don’t think of the color purple,’ it’s already too late. You had to think of purple before you could not think of it. 
 
    And now, even though I was trying to not think of a blow job, I was already thinking of it. 
 
    Subconsciously it was wiggling through my cranium. Blow job. Maybe…just maybe… 
 
    Twelve thirty. Lunch. 
 
    Have you gotten rid of your stinky hair yet? 
 
      
 
    “I’m not getting rid of my stinky hair!” I yelled to nobody. I typed back: 
 
    NO! 
 
      
 
    She typed to me, 
 
    Too bad. 
 
    I wanted to come home and marvel at your bald penis. 
 
    To put it in my mouth and suck on it. 
 
    It’s making my pussy wet right now. 
 
    Please…get rid of your hair! 
 
      
 
    I don’t usually take much lunch, but today I did. A liquid lunch. My cock was hard and throbbing. I felt so weird in the bra. I wanted to rip the lock off, but…the way she was talking. I might get lucky. Maybe. Wasn’t that a chance worth taking? 
 
    I took down a glass and opened up the bottle of bourbon. I watched the brown liquid slosh over ice cubes. I poured some fizzy Coke into the glass. 
 
    I drank, and the cold liquid swirled down my pipes into my belly. 
 
    Woosh! My belly fired up. 
 
    And so did my head. 
 
    I’m not much of a drinker, it doesn’t take much for me to get drunk. 
 
    Not that one drink makes a drunk, but I already felt the relaxing of inhibitions. Inside my head was a little voice that said, ‘Go ahead. Do it. That bra feels pretty damned kinky, it’s rubbing your nipples and they’re really standing up, and you’re hard, and look how fast you came this morning. Do it.’ 
 
    I went back to the computer, and another message. 
 
    I will sit atop your body 
 
    rubbing my flesh against yours. 
 
    I will massage every inch. 
 
    I will kiss every inch. 
 
    I will take your cock in my mouth. 
 
    I will do all those nasty things  
 
    you’ve been wanting me to do. 
 
    But you’ve got to be baby bare first. 
 
      
 
    I stared at the message, and that was the one that tipped me over. 
 
    I went to the kitchen, made another drink, got the Nair out and then realized something. I sent Tammy a message. 
 
    I can’t. I’m wearing a bra. 
 
     
 
    Only a second passed.  
 
    Cut it off! 
 
      
 
    I blinked. So much for her expensive underwear. And I realized: she really wants me to do this. 
 
    So I got out some scissors and cut the thing off. Tell the truth, staring at the severed remnants of the bra I actually felt…sad. 
 
    Could it be that I liked wearing a bra? 
 
    Well, whatever. Five minutes later I was slathered in Nair and waiting for the burn. When my skin started to heat up I jumped in the shower and watched my manly hair circle the drain. 
 
    I got out of the shower and looked at myself. 
 
    Oddly, it felt cool. Skin without hair, I don’t know how to explain it, it just sort of feels the air more. It’s like…electric.  
 
    It was about four o’clock. Naked, I went to my computer and typed a message. 
 
    I did it. 
 
      
 
    There was no answer. 
 
    I wasn’t surprised. I was actually surprised she had been able to send me the messages that she had. She’s usually working, talking on the phone, taking clients out to show houses, that sort of thin. 
 
    So that was probably where she was right now. Walking some fellow through a big, old house and letting her boobs convince him to right a million dollar check. 
 
    So I went back to work, but had only worked for five minutes when the door slammed. 
 
    “What the…” I jumped up. Tammy didn’t usually get home until somewhere between seven and nine. 
 
    “Hubby?” 
 
    I came out of my office. “Tammy? What are you doing home? Why—“ 
 
    She came into sight and I stopped. She walked towards me, like a juggernaut. Long strides and a fixed glare. 
 
    “What…what?” 
 
    She stopped and gazed at my body. “You really did it!” she breathed out. “That is so fucking hot!” 
 
    “Are you…?” I was confused. 
 
    She grabbed my hand and pulled me towards the bedroom. She tugged so hard I almost fell over. I tripped after her. 
 
    In the bedroom she threw me on the bed and went to work. 
 
    Tammy used to like sex, then it got sort of ho hum. But now…now it was like all the old excitement had exploded ten times! 
 
    She grabbed my cock and lifted. She examined my balls for hair, then actually took them in her mouth. I stared down at her red mouth, smiling even as she engulfed my pals. 
 
    She climbed onto me. She writhed and pressed her chest into me. She was fully clothed, except for her panties, which she had managed to lose, and I was naked, and…it made it all even sexier. 
 
    She grabbed my chest, my pectorals and growled, “I can imagine these. Bigger. God, wouldn’t that be hot?” 
 
    Then she was kissing me, devouring my mouth. Her skin slithering over mine. 
 
    She moved down my body and took my cock in her mouth. 
 
    Oh, I was raging. Maybe I had cum this morning, but I had been horny all day, and now I had lost my hair, and Tammy…She… 
 
    She took her mouth off my cock, literally jumped into the air and impaled herself on me. 
 
    I gasped at the feel of her flesh clutching me. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. My little fuck baby.” She sounded like a tiger in heat. 
 
    “Feel that big fucking penis!” 
 
    Clutching my pectorals in her hands, grasping my boner with her pussy, she began to shiver and shake. 
 
    “Tammy?” I whimpered. 
 
    She came with a bang, like I had never seen, an explosion so violent her whole body jerked like she was having a fit. 
 
    “Fuck! Fuck!” 
 
    A long minute of her arching and twisting, her pussy spasming, her thigh muscles contracting and twitching, then she collapsed on me. 
 
    I lay under her, dazed by the ferocity of her assault. 
 
    She whispered into my neck, “Did you cum?” 
 
    “No,” my turn to whisper. 
 
    “Good,” and she pushed off me. 
 
    “Hey! Wait!” 
 
    “Got to get back to work, lover.” 
 
    “But…wait! What about my cum?” 
 
    “I gave you your chance. You didn’t take it.” 
 
    She pulled up her panties and straightened out her outfit. She was smiling wide, very satisfied. 
 
    “”But you promised.” 
 
    She stopped what she was doing and placed her hands on the bed and leaned her face over mine. 
 
    “And I delivered. It’s not my problem if you take too long. Now, I’ve got to go to work.” 
 
    She headed for her closet. 
 
    “You’re doing this on purpose! You don’t want me cumming in you!” 
 
    “Well, that’s true,” she called from the closet, then she stepped out and threw a bundle at me. “Wear these. See ya.” She strode out of the room, I heard her heels click, click, clicking down the hallway and through the kitchen, then the door slammed. 
 
    I was dazed. That had taken all of what, ten minutes? Five? 
 
    Talk about wham, bam, thank you, ma’am! 
 
    I turned and sat on the edge of the bed and looked at the bundle she had thrown at me. 
 
    Oh, fuck. A bra. Panties. A garter. Nylons. What the fuck? 
 
    I put them aside and went back to work. 
 
    My cock, of course, didn’t feel like working. 
 
    I would type a word, and that damned tuna finder would bounce around down in my lap. 
 
    And here’s the funny thing: my cock bounced like it was telling me ‘you’re a man!’ 
 
    But it was bouncing because of women’s underwear. The idea of putting on nylons and things. 
 
    Man, was I conflicted. I wanted to be horny like a man because of womanly underthings. 
 
    How fucking weird is that? 
 
    Six o’clock. She was probably snacking at the office, she sent me a message. 
 
    You better be dressed! 
 
      
 
    I sent back, 
 
    I’m not. 
 
      
 
    She said, 
 
    But didn’t it feel good? 
 
      
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    She said, 
 
    When you feel those nylons on your legs 
 
    you’re going to cum in your panties. 
 
      
 
    I sent: 
 
    This is sick. 
 
      
 
    She said, 
 
    Yep. 
 
      
 
    The messages stopped then, but she had caught me. What would it feel like when I put nylons on my freshly bare legs? What would it feel like to wear panties and a garter? those dangling straps connected to that sheer material. Would the material move around when I walked? When I sat? What would it feel like? 
 
    I wasn’t typing. I was just sitting there, thinking. Imagining. It was like I was trying not to think of any color…even as the technicolor world crashed into my senses. 
 
    Suddenly I bounced up. Like a man on a mission I left my office and headed for…the kitchen. 
 
    More whiskey. 
 
    This was fucking me up. 
 
    I made my drink and guzzled it. The earlier drinks had worn off, but it didn’t matter. This fresh assault on my sobriety worked quite well. In a moment, second drink in hand, I was sauntering back to the bedroom. 
 
    Women’s underclothes. Dainty underthings. Bra and panties. 
 
    Images flashed through my head and my resistance was pretty well gone. 
 
    I sat on the bed and held up the articles of clothing. Wispy, little things. The bra was sturdy, had to be to hold those big globes. But the panties were thin, a bit stretchy. The panties…so slick and sexy. 
 
    I stood up. I stepped into the panties and pulled them up. They fit better than I expected. They didn’t have a pouch for the family jewels, but they stretched a bit and I pulled them tight, and I was supported. 
 
    Then the garter belt. That went on easy, rode on my hips snugly. No way that was coming down. 
 
    I carefully unrolled the nylons onto my legs and fastened them to the garter belt. They went on smooth, and it was like I had the coolest second skin in the world. I felt like my legs were supercharged, like I was a panther on the prowl. 
 
    My cock, of course, felt monster! It stuck out from under the garter like it was a big, old cattle prod! 
 
    And, finally, the bra. 
 
    I loved the bra, I had liked wearing one earlier, even though I had had to cut it off, but there was one problem. I had nothing to fill it with. 
 
    The cups just sagged, were flat and wrinkled. 
 
    I wanted to fill my cups! 
 
    I wandered through the house, looking for something. 
 
    I tried putting rolled up socks into the cups, but there was no real shape to it. 
 
    I thought about condoms filled with water, I vaguely remembered something about that from some ancient bit of porn I had read. 
 
    Then I blinked. We had something I could use, something deliberately fashioned as boobs. 
 
    When my aunt Jenny passed I had inherited a half a dozen big boxes of stuff. I suddenly remembered that those boxes held dresses, underwear, and…fake boobs. Poor Aunt Jenny had had a mastectomy, and before her reconstruction she had worn breast forms, and they were in one of those boxes in the loft in the garage! 
 
    I trotted out to the garage, feeling so sexy in my underwear, then I stopped. Should I be going without shoes while wearing nylons? Do nylons wear out? Like socks? 
 
    I went back to the bedroom and searched, and found a pair of Mary Janes. I slipped them on, then headed back out to the garage. 
 
    In the back of the garage, we had had a half-attic built. It was just a loft, but there were stairs leading up to it, and once up you had to stay bent over. I ascended the short flight of steps and crouched and shoved aside boxes until I came to Aunt Jennies. 
 
    Three of the boxes were open, the other three were closed. I wondered what was in the first three boxes. 
 
    But, first, the already open boxes, where I had seen the breast forms. 
 
    I opened one box and found it full of clothes. Silky clothes that, now that I was wearing underwear, excited me. My cock was poking at the panties like it was a madman trying to escape an institution. But…no breast forms. 
 
    I opened the second box and went through it and found lots of underwear, and some family albums at the bottom. No breast forms. 
 
    Darn it. I knew they were here. I remembered picking them up and laughing at them. And, halfway into the third box…there they were. Beautiful, expensive, big tear drops.  
 
    I crouch walked back to the steps and descended to the garage floor. I inserted first one boob, then the other. They felt good, they certainly gave me form, but I understood they tended to rub up and down, and that bothered my nipples right away. 
 
    Well, I could put bandaids on my nipples, or maybe just glue them. I  vaguely remembered something about Aunt Jenny saying she glued them on. 
 
    I sauntered around the garage, into the house, checked myself out in the mirror. Not bad. Of course the boobs were obviously false. But wearing a dress would fix that. 
 
    A dress. Hmmm. 
 
    Then I shook my head. This was getting out of hand. Shoving the weird thoughts into the back of my mind I—the door slammed! 
 
    It was Tammy, and I was caught. But she had wanted me to do this. But I was embarrassed.  
 
    Well, no matter how conflicted my feelings were, Tammy stepped into the hallway and turned and looked right at me. 
 
    “Uh,” I said, my face turning redder than a spanked beet. 
 
    First her mouth opened, then she started to smile, and then to grin. 
 
    “Oh…My…God!” She walked to me, put her purse on the counter, and then walked around me. 
 
    I stood like a frightened deer with the headlights of a big rig about one foot from me. 
 
    “That is so fucking hot!” 
 
    “It is?” I stuttered. 
 
    “Heysoos wept a gallon of ice cream! I have never…ever…seen anything so cool in my life!” 
 
    “You don’t think it’s…stupid?” 
 
    For answer she groped me. Her hand cupped my package perfectly. “Do you feel how hard your cock is? Well, it’s like that for my pussy, except I’m not hard…I’m wet.” 
 
    “You are?” 
 
    “Pussy juice is running down my thighs as we speak.” 
 
    Then she kissed me. Oh, Lord, it was another one of those soul sucking, mind smashing smackeroonies! 
 
    And she felt my boobs, and her eyes opened in surprise. “Where did you get these?” 
 
    “They were in those big boxes of Aunt Jenny’s.” 
 
    She stared at me. She was breathing hard, her breasts rising and falling. “Come on,” she spoke huskily. She took my hand and once again dragged me to the bedroom. 
 
    I didn’t stand a chance. That woman was definitely stronger than me, and she threw me on my back and Amazon fucked me. 
 
    Amazon fucking is when the girl has got her legs between the guy’s, and yet engulfs his cock with her pussy. She has to stand up and fuck like a man, for the most part, and that is what Tammy did to me. 
 
    She held my legs apart at first, and pumped on me. Her hair was wild, her eyes were gleaming like a gorilla’s in a cave, and I couldn’t even talk, she was so violent. Then she reached forward and grabbed my boobs. “Fuck, I wish these were…these were…Oh…OHH!” 
 
    She came, harder than she had that afternoon. 
 
    And it was still too fast for me, and I still hadn’t recovered from my morning squirt. 
 
    She nearly howled as her hips locked and bumped and I felt like she was actually sucking my cock into her depths. 
 
    Then, cataclysm over, she stepped back and my erect penis, dripping juices, slimy with her juices, came out of her pussy. 
 
    “No!” I whined. 
 
    She just laughed and slapped my ass. “Try harder, slick. I’m going to take a shower.” 
 
    She showered and I lay there. My dick was getting fair desperate and I contemplated masturbating. 
 
    No, Tammy wouldn’t like it. But…look how hard it was! If I didn’t get a little relief I was going to be hurting! 
 
    She came out of the bathroom drying herself off, took one look at me and snapped, “Don’t you even think about it!” 
 
    “Honey, this is killing me.” 
 
    “So, man up. Make it happen. You’ve certainly been inside my pussy enough. A real man should have squirted by now. 
 
    I groaned. She was telling me to man up, even as she demanded I wear women’s underwear. 
 
    She sat down next to me and idly stroked my dick. Not enough to make me cum, just playing with it for the sake of playing. 
 
    “You know, we’ve got to go further.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” My face was red and I was grunting inside, trying to make something happen. 
 
    She looked at my face and giggled, and kept stroking me, but slower. 
 
    “I mean, I want you in full dress, high heels, even make up.” 
 
    “I don’t think—“ 
 
    “You ever want to cum again?” 
 
    “Well, yeah!” 
 
    “Then you do what I say. Got it?” 
 
    I didn’t, but with her stroking my dong I wasn’t about to argue. If I could just get a little more traction down there maybe I could…and just when I was about to…when the little ignition switch was starting to turn over and the pulsing deep in my cock was starting up…she let go. 
 
    “Let’s see what I’ve got.” 
 
    She rummaged through her closet, and came out unhappy. 
 
    “I’ve got lots of clothes, but they don’t fit you. That bra doesn’t even really fit you.” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “The boxes where I got these breast forms?” 
 
    She blinked, and got it. “They have clothes in them.” 
 
    “We’ve never gone through them, but they have all sorts of stuff. I saw underwear, picture albums, dresses, everything.” 
 
    “Then you’re going to have to go through those boxes.” 
 
    I nodded, then said, “Uh, honey?” 
 
    “Yeah, hubby?” 
 
    “Do you think that maybe we’re getting a little carried away? Going too fast?” 
 
    She gave a snicker. “Are you kidding? Believe me, if you knew what I was feeling…did I just jump your bone? Twice? And still want more?” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “I’ll tell you the truth, honey, this started as a lark, but seeing you this way, fucking you this way…I want more. I want a lot more. I want to see you with real boobs. I want to see you in a dress, full make up. Honey, I want you to clean my house!” 
 
    I stared at her, and I was horny, and my cock was throbbing and dripping, and…and it was so exciting that I only knew one thing: tomorrow I was going to go through Aunt Jenny’s boxes!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    We slept entangled, cuddling and hugging, her snoring, but me awake and horny and feeling my dick. I inadvertently poked her with it during the night, but she just kept snoring. 
 
    I would have woken her if I thought I would get lucky. But she had already made it quite clear how she felt about me cumming. 
 
    We awoke and, strangely, I was wired. I hadn’t slept much, but I had sexual energy running through me. I was definitely awake. 
 
    “Come on, Hubby. Time to get you to get up, fix my breakfast, and get to looking through those boxes.” 
 
    Accoutered in bra and forms, and nothing else, I headed for the kitchen. My cock was bouncing and dripping, and I even left occasional splatters on the floor. 
 
    A few minutes later Tammy entered the kitchen. She was ready to go and more gorgeous than a movie star. 
 
    “You’re going to have to clean up your drippings,” she observed, as she chewed on a piece of toast. 
 
    I looked down and saw the splatter marks. Fuck, I really was horny! 
 
    A short while later, after encouraging me with a kiss and a hand job that almost…almost…almost made me squirt, she headed for work. 
 
    I headed for the garage. 
 
    Six big boxes. About three feet by three feet by three feet. I dragged them out of the loft and moved them into the house. They weren’t heavy, it wasn’t difficult, just awkward. 
 
    I lined them up in the hallway and took one into the living room. This one was already open so I just took things out and organized. 
 
    I stacked clothes on the couch. Dresses in the center, skirts to the right, blouses to the left. There were a couple of pairs of shoes and I put them to one side. 
 
    Second box. More dresses, some plain underwear. Photo albums. I put the albums on the dining room table, stacked the underwear on the floor to the right of the couch. 
 
    Third box, more dresses, and, at the bottom, in neatly packed smaller boxes, were four wigs. Wigs? Aunt Jenny had worn wigs? That didn’t make any sense. I had never seen her in a wig. 
 
    For that matter, I had never seen her in any of these dresses. Not that I hung out with her much, but, still… 
 
    Fourth box. Lots of underwear, and this stuff was kinky. Half bras, corsets, fancy underwear. Lots of nylons, tummy shapers, and ahalf a dozen really weird panties. These things were small, and really tight. Finally, in the bottom in a corner, a small box. It was locked, so I put it on the dining room table for later. 
 
    Fifth box. Mostly heavy coats, winter wear, that sort of thing. In the bottom of this one, however, was another one of those locked boxes. This one was bigger, and heavier, and it rattled a bit when I shook it. I put it on the dining table. 
 
    And the sixth box. Clothes and underwear. Hunh. 
 
    Now, as I had taken everything out of the boxes I had noticed something. Her dresses were a little large. I remembered Aunt Jenny as a small woman, maybe five foot two. But these dresses were large. Had she just collected wrong sized dresses and saved them? That would have been weird, and not in keeping with the Aunt Jenny I remembered. 
 
    So? 
 
    And all I could do was shrug. 
 
    Taking a break, and a bourbon and Coke, seemed like I had drunk more in the last two days than in the last two months, I sat down at the dining room table and idly flipped open one of the photo albums. 
 
    Funny. I thought my brother George had all the photo albums. but, I guess these got overlooked. 
 
    It’s a strange thing, to look over the bits and pieces of somebody’s life. I saw Aunt Jenny as a child, I saw her parents. She had a lot of photos from her high school graduation, and then there were a ton of photos from after she married Uncle Phil. 
 
    Uncle Phil, the quiet one, who always stayed in the background with a secretive sort of a smile. I flipped through that photo album and saw them at dances, at parties, standing on the front lawn. Him with that stupid smile. 
 
    Then there were a bunch of photos of just Aunt Jenny, and I wondered if maybe that was when Uncle Phill had an operation or something. 
 
    Then the photos revealed that Aunt Jenny had found a friend. The woman was little smaller than her, but good looking. She had long hair, big boobs, and they stood with arms around each other. Friends till the end sort of poses. I smiled sadly. A life gone. All those good times forgotten, and…and…I stopped. 
 
    Something was wrong. Something… 
 
    I flipped backwards, looking at the pictures, not sure what it was that was bugging me. 
 
    Back to where Aunt Jenny stood alone. Then forward, and the women next to her…she was familiar…she was…UNCLE PHIL! 
 
    The shock to my system was incredible. Uncle Phil, the guy who never spoke much, just smiled indulgently and…he was the woman! 
 
    He was the woman who had replaced him after Aunt Jenny had been pictured alone, but what…but what… 
 
    But I knew. It was a knowledge I had no proof of, nothing but conjecture, but I knew it to be true. 
 
    Uncle Phil had had an operation, all right. 
 
    He had breast implants. And…had he gotten his thing whacked off? Well, that was something I would likely never know. 
 
    I looked over at the clothes. Too big. These weren’t aunt Jenny’s clothes, they were Uncle Phil’s. 
 
    And he had gotten real boobs and put his breast forms away. We were the same size, so they were perfect for me. 
 
    And now I had all his clothes, his underwear, perfectly sized for a man. 
 
    I was done with my drink, so I made another one. Believe me, I needed it. This was blowing me all apart. 
 
    As I stood at the counter, my mind trying to cope with it all, I started to wonder: what was in the boxes? 
 
    I sauntered back into the living room. Tell the truth, I had planned to try on the clothes, see what fit, but now I didn’t need to. Everything was going to fit. But…what was in the boxes. 
 
    I sat down at the dining room table and lifted the smaller box. It was good wood, and there were no rattling sounds when I shook it. The lock was slightly larger than the other one. 
 
    I put it down and picked up the other box. Similar wood. Solid construction. The lock was smaller. 
 
    I got up and went out to the garage. I picked up a pair of pliers and returned to the dining room. I fit the edges of the pliers to the small lock on the big box and squeezed. 
 
    CLICK! I removed the pieces of the lock from the hasp. I opened the box and stared in wonder. 
 
    A half a dozen dicks. Penises. Or, to be precise, dildos. So Uncle Phil had had his thing cut off and used dildos on Aunt Jenny. Wow. What a mind fuck. 
 
    I examined the dildos carefully. There was a big one. Ten inches and thick as my forearm. There was a small one, too small, and I realized it must be a butt plug. And there were a bunch of medium size ones. Some of them had big veins, some had ridges cut into them. But…they had all been up my Aunt Jenny’s pussy. 
 
    Suddenly, I remembered a tangle of straps that I had thrown into the pile of bras. I went to the pile of bras and plucked it out. Nope. Not a bra. It was a bunch of straps that you put around your waist…and used to hold the dildos in place. 
 
    I took the straps back and put them next to the big box.  
 
    Wow. 
 
    Double wow. 
 
    And then I noticed the smaller box. What the fuck could be in there? 
 
    I picked up the pliers, fit them to the padlock, and squeezed. Nothing. 
 
    I adjust my grip so I could use two hands, and squeezed, and…nothing. 
 
    Damn! Whatever was in here had to be valuable. 
 
    I put the box on the floor, held the pliers gingerly, and fitted my foot to one handle. I put my weight down and…CLICK! 
 
    I removed the pieces of the padlock and opened the box. 
 
    I had expected something like a super dildo. Maybe a gold butt plug, but what I saw…it didn’t make any sense. 
 
    It was shaped like a dick, metal, hollow. In fact, my dick could go right into it. Then there were some rings. Looked like they went around the balls or something. There was also a lock built into the thing. How weird. 
 
    But it had to go around my cock, whatever it was. 
 
    I picked the tube up and turned it this way and that. There were little ‘windows’ in the sides, and a hole at the tip. 
 
    Now, I don’t know why I did what I did, except that, at heart, I’m a pervert. 
 
    But it was made for a cock, and I had a cock, so I pulled my panties down and put my dick in it. 
 
    Nothing happened to it. Except that my dick, which had gone down for a while, felt like it was waking up. 
 
    I grinned. I loved my penis. 
 
    I put the ring around my package—yeah, that’s how it went—and I pushed a little tab on the ring into the base of the cock tube, and—CLICK! 
 
    I blinked. 
 
    Click? What the fuck? 
 
    I tried to pull the tube and the ring apart, but they were stuck. 
 
    “What the fuck!?” I blurted aloud. I pulled harder, but that thing was really stuck together. 
 
    I went out to the garage and picked up various tools, and put them back. 
 
    Hammer my dick? I didn’t think so. 
 
    A saw? Not on that metal. It would rub the points of the saw right off. 
 
    I looked at pliers, channel locks, screwdrivers, everything. But there didn’t seem to be anything that would work. I didn’t want to stab my now encased dick with a screw driver, and I certainly didn’t want to power up the skilsaw and ran that over my dick. One slip and my name wouldn’t be Dick anymore. It would ‘Dickless.’ 
 
    I walked back into the living room and sat down and pondered my situation. Locked into some sort of gizmo. No way out. But where was the key? 
 
    I searched the boxes, then started going through the clothes. Even looking on the floor in the hopes that it might have fallen free. 
 
    Nope. 
 
    And my dick, in the meantime, was starting to act up. 
 
    It pressed against the confines of that tube. Hard. And I was gasping. 
 
    Heck, I was horny, and this was making me even more horny. The fact is that if you tell somebody they can’t do something, they want to do it even more. 
 
    Well, the thing was telling me I couldn’t have a hard on, so I wanted one even harder. 
 
    So I sat there and played with trying to get my dick free, and…SLAM! Tammy was home. 
 
    Lunchtime. 
 
    I stood up and faced the foyer. She stepped into view, grinned when she saw me, then sobered when she noted the look on my face. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “This.” I pointed at my groin. 
 
    She looked down, blinked, frowned, then…laughed. “Where did you ever get a chastity tube?” 
 
    “A what?” 
 
    “A chastity tube. It goes over the cock and stops a man from, uh…you know.” She was grinning widely. 
 
    “Oh. I didn’t know what it was. It was in the boxes and…I tried it on.” 
 
    She came across the room and bent down and looked at it. “Oh, my. This looks like it means business. Where’s the key?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Come on, there’s got to be—“ she stopped talking and looked up at me. 
 
    “There’s no key,” I said. “I looked everywhere.” 
 
    Of all the reactions I had anticipated, I didn’t expect this one. She began to laugh. Not just to chuckle, or smirk, or snicker, but to laugh, and big time. 
 
    We’re talking guffaws. Big, throat rattling, belly busting guffaws. She backed away and put one hand on the dining table to steady herself, and all the time she kept laughing and laughing and laughing. Her eyes were slits and little tears squeezed out. She kept wiping the tears away, then looking at me and laughing all over again. 
 
    To say that my feelings were hurt would be to put it mildly. I finally stomped past her, headed for the kitchen and another drink. 
 
    She saw the misery she was causing me then, and tried to control her laughter. She followed me into the kitchen and as I mixed my drink she said, “Honey, I’m sorry. I shouldn’t be laughing.” 
 
    “It’s okay,” I lied. 
 
    “No, it’s not. Now, come on. Look at me.” 
 
    I did, and her face trembled with the effort to control herself. Finally she moved into me, hugged me, and wouldn’t let go. 
 
    It’s hard to remain angry, even if you’ve got good reason, if a beautiful woman is hanging on to you. I finally gave a sigh. 
 
    “Okay, honey I’m sorry, but there is humor in this situation, and we’ll figure a way out for you. Okay?” 
 
    “All right.” 
 
    “Now,” she barely chuckled. “What else did you find?” 
 
    So I showed her all the clothes and underwear, and showed her the photo book. I ended up with, “Poor Uncle Phil. To not have a cock.” I shook my head. 
 
    “I think you’ve got it wrong,” said Tammy. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “He had a cock, heck, what you’re wearing is proof of that.” 
 
    I looked down and realized that she was right. Why would Uncle Phil have a chastity tube unless he had something to put in it. Right?” 
 
    “So he would wear this…this thing, and then use the dildos on Aunt Jenny?” 
 
    “Maybe,” Tammy had a very smug expression on her face. 
 
    “What else?” I asked. 
 
    “What if she used the dildos on him?” 
 
    I blinked. “No.” Blinked some more. “Naw. That couldn’t be.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Well, Aunt Jenny…she was…she didn’t…and Uncle Phil…there’s no way that he would…” and I just sort of fizzled out. 
 
    “Let me ask you…which was your blood? Aunt Jenny or Uncle Phil?” 
 
    “Uncle Phil. He…what are you saying?” I frowned. 
 
    “I’m saying that like father like son, or…like uncle like nephew.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “Look, you guys are the same size and shape, who is to say that some other characteristics can’t be shared?” 
 
    “Like what kind of characteristics?” My eyes were narrowed. 
 
    “I don’t know,” she shrugged and watched me. “Maybe like certain sexual things.” 
 
    “What kind of sexual things.” 
 
    She was quiet for a long time, then said it. “You look really good in bra and panties. Sounds like your uncle felt pretty good in bra and panties. 
 
    “That’s ridiculous.” 
 
    “Is it?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    She watched me for a long moment, then picked up her cell phone and tapped a number. “Donna! I’m going to take the rest of the day off. Have Jim take the Nelsons, and the rest can be divvid up. I know. No, it’s okay. Right. Thank you.” She hung up. 
 
    “You’re taking time off?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “But you never do that! You’re mister, uh…Miss Workaholic!” 
 
    “Yep, but today I’ve got a more pressing problem.” 
 
    “This stuff?” 
 
    “You.” 
 
    We sat there for about thirty seconds, then she said, “Maybe I’m wrong, maybe I’m all wet, but there’s only way to get to the truth of all this stuff we’ve been talking about.” 
 
    “I don’t get it.” 
 
    “I’m talking about you. We’re going to find out if you’ve inherited anything from your Uncle Phil. We’re going to get to the panty clad bottom of you. Now, come on.” 
 
    I followed her into the kitchen. “You pour the drinks, I’m going to make a tuna sandwich. You want one?” 
 
    I did. So we sat there and ate tuna and drank good whiskey. 
 
    “I am a workaholic, aren’t I?” 
 
    “Yep,” I said. 
 
    “But it’s okay, because you’re a home body.” 
 
    It was true. I much preferred sitting at a computer all day, letting my well honed mind fiddle through plots and characters. 
 
    “What did Uncle Phil do?” 
 
    “Pretty much nothing. He made money early and stayed home.” Small dawning light. Here was a small but significant similarity between Uncle Phil and I. 
 
    “What did Aunt Jenny do?” 
 
    “She bossed her own company.” 
 
    “‘Bossed,’ eh?” She gave a quirky grin. “I’m starting to like her already. Who was in charge of their relationship.” 
 
    I thought about that one, but I did’t have to think long. “Uncle Phill never said much. He just sort of sat around and did what she said. I mean, she wasn’t over bearing, but…” I shrugged. 
 
    “Was she like me?” 
 
    “In a lot of ways.” 
 
    Tammy’s ‘proof’ was subtle but unmistakeable. As we continued talking I could see that Uncle Phil and I were the same in many ways, and that Tammy shared certain mannerisms, ways of acting, with Aunt Jenny. 
 
    “But this isn’t really proof,” I finally stated. 
 
    “No. We’ll find the proof elsewhere.” 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    “In Aunt Jenny’s…pardon me, Uncle Phil’s clothes. Are you done eating?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “Then make another couple of drinks and let’s take a look at what we have in the next room.” 
 
    A minute later we were in the living room, amongst the transvestite clothes and crossdressing underwear. 
 
    “What do you want to wear?” 
 
    I looked through the items and said, “Well, I know this is going to sound weird.” 
 
    “Not now, honey. Nothing is going to be weird. Everything is going to fall in place. So…what?” 
 
    “I’ve always been fascinated by corsets.” 
 
    “A corset it is. Which one?” 
 
    I picked a white one, a real one, complete with bones. 
 
    “Huh. Good taste, or perhaps I should say Uncle Phil had good taste. Let’s get it on you.” 
 
    It was open bottomed, just some straps for nylons, and she helped me into it, then she started pulling on the lace in the back. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” I whimpered. “This is tight!” 
 
    “I can tell by the bends in the lace that this is how tight Uncle Phil wore it.” 
 
    “Wow. How did he bend over?” 
 
    “He bent with his knees, like ladies do.” 
 
    I grunted. 
 
    “Now, let’s fit these boobs in here…yep. They fit. Uncle Phil must have had this corset built special. From the pictures you showed me he got implants that were as big as these boobs you’ve got on.” 
 
    I stood up and stared at the mirror in the foyer. I had a female body. Thin in the waist, round, flaring hips, big boobs. 
 
    “Come on, have a seat here. I want to do something before we continue.” 
 
    “What?” I asked, managing to sit down, rather primly because of the corset, on a Queen Anne chair. 
 
    Tammy left the room for a second, came back in holding her nail kit. “This.” 
 
    “Nails?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    She sat down at my feet and began to prepare my toenails. “Your nails are in pretty good shape.” She painted them a bright red and my eyes…I couldn’t take my eyes off what she was doing. I felt like my whole person was electric. Fifteen minutes later I had real, live, female tootsies. 
 
    “We’ll do your hands later. I want to put some real claws on you. But let’s get you dressed first.” 
 
    Once the toenails had dried she put stockings on me, the real thing, and snapped them to the snaps hanging from the corset. 
 
    “Okay, so far so good. How you doing?” 
 
    “Outside of not breathing? Pretty good.” 
 
    She snickered. “Poor baby. Finally finds out what us women have to go through.” Then she reached down and put her hand around my caged cock. 
 
    Now, let me tell you, that is a weird sensation. To have somebody hold your cock but not feel it. 
 
    “And how is Mr. Happy?” 
 
    “Well, he’s about going out of his mind. He wants to get hard. I get him under control, and he starts up again. I was horny before I got, uh, trapped, but now I’m about ten times hornier.” 
 
    She inserted a finger behind my fake boob and ran it over my erect nipple. 
 
    “Oh, jeez!” I shivered and I looked down. A drop of pre-cum was hanging from the chastity tube. 
 
    “I gotta get out of this thing.” 
 
    “You will. We’ll either find the maker and get a key, or we’ll brave a locksmith and have him make a key.” 
 
    “Why can he just cut it off?” 
 
    Tammy grinned. “Are you kidding? Ruin this perfectly good torture device?” 
 
    I saw the writing on the wall. She was going to use the chastity tube on me. Oh, what a sweet bitch! 
 
    “Okay, what dress do you want?” 
 
    “Something slinky. I’ve always loved slinky.” 
 
    Tammy picked out a couple, and we discussed them, then we decided on a long dress, down to the ankles, just a bit of cleavage, but not enough to reveal that I had fake boobs. 
 
    She helped me into it, tugged and pulled, it was supposed to be tight and it was, and we got the thing on. 
 
    “Okay, dear,” she stood and smiled at me. “It’s time to make you up.” 
 
    Man, I had mixed feelings about that, but…I had, somewhere along the line, committed to this thing we were doing. 
 
    I followed her to the bedroom. She turned on the sound system, called up a tune and shortly a snaky rhythm was coursing through the room. I didn’t recognize it at first. 
 
      
 
    Holly came from Miami, F.L.A.  
 
    Hitch-hiked her way across the U.S.A.  
 
      
 
    “What’s that?” I asked, remembering it, but not the name. 
 
    “A Walk on the Wild Side,” said Tammy, preparing my nails. 
 
     
 
    She says, "Hey, babe, 
 
    Take a walk on the wild side." 
 
      
 
    It burst on me. “Oh, my God.” 
 
    “If there is one she’s a trans.” 
 
    I blinked at that, and then I listened to the music, the lyrics now having super special meaning for me. 
 
    Tammy glued some stilettos on my fingers. Long, pointy, kitty cat! Meow! Then she painted them a bright red.  
 
    I held up my hands and looked at them, and she started on my face. 
 
    I was sitting at her vanity and I was stunned as she cleansed my face, primed it, and laid a foundation. Shortly my cheeks were blushed and my eyes were a grayish with a sort of reflective shine to them. 
 
    “Oh, girlfriend,” she whispered as she painted my lips. “Your face is built for this.” 
 
    Finally, she told me to hold still, and she went and got the wigs. We tried each one on, and settled on brunette. Long. Wavy. It went perfect with my red dress. 
 
    “I don’t believe it,” she stared at me in the mirror. 
 
    “My cock is trying to get hard so much it hurts.” 
 
    “I don’t blame it. And some day I’m going to want to get it out and use it for real.” 
 
    “I’m ready right now.” 
 
    She grinned. “Not yet. We have things to do, first.” 
 
    “Like what?” I faced her. Feminine in all ways but one, and that one was firmly locked up. 
 
    “I want you to go put on the strap on and come back.” 
 
    I went out to the living room and put on the strap on. I put it on over the dress, which was sort of a shame, and selected a medium size dick. I didn’t screw the dick in, just held it in my hand when I returned to the bedroom. 
 
    “Oh, no. We have to do better than that.” 
 
    She took the strap on off me, then pulled up my dress and helped me put it on underneath. It was pretty darned crude when she let the dress drop. 
 
    The dress was tight, and my fake cock really stood out. 
 
    “Okay, baby. Are you ready to do me?” 
 
    “Like this?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.”  
 
    She was excited, her breathing was coming in gasps. She had taken off her clothes and she lay back on the bed. 
 
    It was awkward as I climbed on to the bed. The corset wouldn’t let me bend, everything was awkward, but I finally managed to kneel between her legs, my dress hiked and my plastic peter at the ready. 
 
    She looked up at me, her hair spread out on the pillow, her red lips full and inviting. “You have no idea how this excites me. To fuck a woman, and yet…I’m not a Lesbian.” 
 
    “You want to fuck a woman?” 
 
    “I want to fuck you, and now I can have you either way. Talk about the best of both worlds!” 
 
    I edged forward, and her eyes were gleaming. I put the tip of my cock to her pussy, felt with my hands to make sure it was going in right, then I began to insert. Except I couldn’t hold my balance in the dress and I ended up falling forward. 
 
    The cock rammed in with great force and Tammy opened her mouth to scream…in pleasure. 
 
    “Fuck!” She cried, and tears came from her eyes. “This is the best thing I’ve…” Then I was fucking her, and here’s the weird thing. 
 
    I was horny, I wanted her, I was fucking her, I couldn’t stop, and I couldn’t feel a thing. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” she whimpered, holding on to me with those strong arms of hers. Our boobs mashed together, and we kissed. 
 
    I could taste our lipsticks mingling. I could feel her bot breath on me, in me, and I kept slamming and slamming, desperate to feel that which I couldn’t feel. 
 
    “Oh, yeah! Fuck me! Fuck me hard!” 
 
    I did. And she fucked back. And when she came she was sobbing with the intense, incredible pleasure. 
 
    I held myself up on my arms and watched her as she rippled and writhed, spasmed and downright earthquaked. I had never seen her cum so hard in my life.  
 
    Then, her breathing raggedly, one arm across her eyes, I pulled out. 
 
    “Oh…oh…don’t leave!” 
 
    But her pussy was so wet that I slipped out. And since she was done, I didn’t put it back in. 
 
    We lay there, her exhausted, me tired, but, in a way, victorious. I had been a man for a moment. I had brought my woman to the world’s greatest cum. And it was lost on me, at the moment, the irony of having done it as a woman. 
 
    Finally, I slid off the bed and started for the door. I had thought Tammy was sleeping, but she stopped me. “Where do you think you’re going?” 
 
    “You’re done, aren’t you?” 
 
    “I might be done, but you’re not.” 
 
    I faced her. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I mean we’re going to find out why Uncle Phil turned into a woman.” 
 
    Still, I was obtuse. 
 
    She got out of bed, came to me and lifted my dress and began taking the strap on off. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    Her lids were heavy, her lips puffy, and she reeked of sex, but not for sex gone by, more for sex to come. “Go lay on the bed.” 
 
    Puzzled, I did. And I watched as she pulled on a pair of pants. Then a tight tee shirt. She pulled her hair back and tied it, then lowered the pants and put on the strap on. 
 
    “Wait a minute…” 
 
    “For what?” She looked at me as she fastened a buckle. 
 
    “I don’t know about this.” 
 
    “Uncle Phil did.” 
 
    “But he’s Uncle Phil.” 
 
    “And you’re his nephew, and so far…you’re alike.” 
 
    “Still, I don’t think I want to go there.” 
 
    “Bullshit.” 
 
    I blinked. Tammy wasn’t one to use curse words. But the way she was staring at me…this was a very determined, career oriented woman, and I suddenly saw the drive in her. 
 
    She came to the bed where I was sitting on the edge. “Take my cock. Kiss it.” 
 
    I hesitated, but the look in her eyes, her overwhelming attitude, I took her cock in my hand. 
 
    “Honey, people go through their lives not knowing what they want, who they really are.” She reached behind my head and pulled my head towards her cock. She was gentle, but insistent, and I found myself putting lips to the plastic. 
 
    “Uncle Phil has opened the door for you. You can sit around and wonder why you can’t cum easily…or you can find out why.” 
 
    I now had the head of the cock in my mouth. I pulled away and looked up at her. “You really think I can’t cum because…because…of the way I am?” 
 
    “I have no idea. But don’t you want to find out? Don’t you want to find out why Uncle Phil was the way he was?” 
 
    I had my mouth on her cock again. I had the knob in my mouth, and then I was moving down the shaft, my lips making it moist. 
 
    “Now, come on. Pull your dress up and take it like a woman.” 
 
    I felt like something outside myself was moving me. A small piece of me didn’t want to, a larger piece couldn't wait. 
 
    I lifted my dress and scooted back. 
 
    Tammy started to climb up, then stopped. “This isn’t going to work. I want you to get off and bend over across the bed.” 
 
    So I did, and Tammy moved in, put globs of lubricant on my butthole. She soothed it in with her fingers, and I started to feel the pleasure. 
 
    “Oh,” I groaned. 
 
    “Feels good?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “Then this will feel better.” 
 
    She put the tip of her cock to my bunghole. She began to gently, but insistently, push in. 
 
    I gasped, and the sensation of not being able to breath when put in the corset was as nothing. I couldn’t breath because I didn’t want to. I just wanted to feel that big penis open me up, push into me, fuck me right out of my mind. 
 
    “That’s it, baby. I’m the man now, and you’re the woman.” 
 
    I grunted as she bottomed out, then I pushed back. 
 
    I felt like I had been opened up and a vast, golden light was coming out of me. I felt like the heavens were opening me up and welcoming me as their own. I felt…wonderful. 
 
    I pushed back, raised my hips and tried to gobble more cock with my asshole. 
 
    Tammy obliged me, shoving it in and pulling it out. I felt like I was being turned inside out, all I could do was lay there. 
 
    As she rode me I began to understand. Some people were meant to dominate, others to submit. Tammy was a dominant. She ruled people. 
 
    I was a submissive. It was part of my personality to give up, to submit. 
 
    And somehow we had found each other, and we were like ham and eggs, hand in glove, perfect for each other.  
 
    I began to cum. I was having an actual prostate orgasm. First time. what a lucky person I was. 
 
    And as my hips lurched up and down, as the white hot lightening lanced through my brain, Tammy kissed me and said, “I love you.” 
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    Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination! 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “You know, it’s all right to be a woman.” 
 
    Roxie looked at me and tilted her head. “Well, duh.” 
 
    I frowned. We were getting ready for a party and I was wearing slacks, a polo short, and some black and white oxford wing tips. “I just say that because, well, you’re sort of dressed like me. 
 
    “I am?” She looked in the vanity mirror, quite aware of what she was wearing. “I hadn’t noticed.” 
 
    I sighed. “Roxie, I don’t mean to be, uh, critical, but…you’re dressing like a man.” 
 
    “Woman can do that,” she smiled as she worked on her make up. 
 
    “Well, yeah, but…wouldn’t you like to wear a dress some time? Maybe some high heels?” 
 
    Now she sighed. She turned to me and considered me with a moue. “Jack, let’s face it, sometimes male clothes are comfortable. You don’t have to worry about skirts flapping up, or get into a car by pressing your knees together and swiveling. Your arches don’t ache after a couple of hours of high heels…it’s just more comfortable to be a man.” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but…isn’t it nice to look pretty?” 
 
    Her forehead furrowed and her eyes squinched together a bit. “Are you telling me I’m ugly?” 
 
    Oh, man. Me and my big mouth. But, this needed saying. 
 
    “Of course not! But some of these people are from work, it’s nice to make a good impression on them.” 
 
    “And me dancing around with a smiley face on is going to impress them? Like some housewife from the fifties? You want me to be a Stepford Wife and say ‘Yes, sir,’ and ‘no, sir?’ Or how about this? I walk three feet behind you, and I should open the doors for you and stand by to wait on you. Is that what you want?” 
 
    “You’re being unreasonable,” I said. 
 
    “I’m being unreasonable? You telling me what to wear is reasonable?” 
 
    “In certain situations it is appropriate to offer advice on correct modes of dress.” 
 
    “Correct modes of dress,” she mimicked my voice rather cruelly. “So this is a cultural thing and I should go along with the herd because, damn it, I’m a cow to be instructed. What’s next? Branding?” 
 
    “All I did was offer a bit of advice and you’re going off the deep edge.” 
 
    Man, this was getting gnarly. I raised my hands in surrender and started backing out of the room. I offered capitulation, “I’m sorry. I can see where I was wrong and I do apologize. I’ll go get the car ready.” 
 
    As I left the room I heard her muttering, “Correct modes of dress, my ass!” 
 
    The drive over to my boss’s house was a bit subdued. I turned on the Beach Boys, guaranteed to liven the spirits at all times, and it bounced off her. 
 
    I tried to engage in conversation, told her she did look lovely and apologized, but she just murmured things under her breath and looked out the window. 
 
    We drove up the long drive and parked in a tennis court. There were a good number of cars here, maybe twenty-five, and that meant probably fifty people. I stopped the car, grinned, and said, “Well, let’s go have some fun.” 
 
    She stone walled me. 
 
    And I had finally had enough. I turned to her. “Honey, are you going to carry this bullshit on all night?” 
 
    She turned to me, “I just don’t think it’s very nice of you to insult me for what I am wearing.” 
 
    I sat back a little. She was pissed, and that was it. I was done with it. “Honey,” I said, quite pleasantly, “if you want to be a man, so be it. Wear what you want, but I’m getting drunk so you can be the man and drive me home later.” 
 
    I got out without another word and walked across the tennis court towards the path leading up to the house. 
 
    It took a moment, I was all the way across the court and mounting the first steps before she realized that I wasn’t going to be opening the door for her or waiting for her. 
 
    Well, heck, she wants to be a man, let her open her own damned doors. 
 
    The party was a blast. Henry Jenkins always puts on a blast. He has more liquor than Jack Daniel, and he encourages people to drink and make fools of themselves. And they do. And the next day at work they are all sheepish, but in some strange way it bonds us. 
 
    Of course, as one of the lucky few who works at home I don’t have to be a fool to get along, but…you know, it’s fun! 
 
    So I arrived at the patio and started greeting people. “Tom! How you been?” “George, haven’t seen you since last time!” “Hey girls, I know you’ve been waiting for me.” 
 
    Handshakes, laughs, pats on the back and a hug or two, then I was at the bar. I ordered a Coke and bourbon, which caused the barkeep to laugh at me. Once, a few parties ago, he had told me that you’re supposed to say bourbon and Coke, not Coke and bourbon, so I never miss a chance to say it wrong for him.” 
 
    As he handed me the drink I felt a body next to me. I turned, and it was Roxie, a tight smile on her face. She was smiling because it was a party, and angry because I had walked off and left her. “Did you order me a drink?” 
 
    “Nah.” I said, and I whispered, “Men do things for themselves.” 
 
    Oh, the blaze that emitted from her eyes. I now knew what the phrase ‘if looks could kill’ meant. 
 
    She turned to the barkeep and asked, “Could I have a Ginger Ale?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    He quickly poured her the drink, glanced at me because he could tell she was pissed, and handed it to her. 
 
    I turned and perused the scene. Henry was at the barbecue flipping burgers and rolling dogs. His wife was with a group of women.  
 
    Roxie turned and likewise inspected the goings ons. 
 
    “See those women over there?” I pointed to where Henry’s wife and the group of women were. 
 
    “Yes,” Roxie’s voice was subdued, but full of daggers.  
 
    “They look nice, don’t they?” 
 
    Roxie’s eyes narrowed, all the women were wearing dresses, were wearing full make up. Were not in slacks with minimal face paint. 
 
    Roxie stomped off. 
 
    “Hey, uh, partner?”  
 
    I turned to the bar man. 
 
    “Is it time already?” I looked at my glass. Yep, it was almost empty. I slid it across to the barkeep and he slowly made me another. 
 
    As he pushed it forward he murmured, “Be careful, dude.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Look, women can be bitches They can be the most frustrating thing in the world. And it’s even worse when they’re wrong and you’re right, but…you should quit right now.” 
 
    I took a gulp and stared at him. He was a nice guy, and he was just trying to offer friendly advice.  
 
    “So you think women should wear men’s clothes and rule the world?” 
 
    He held up his hands in surrender, the same way I had held my hands up an hour previous. “I’m just saying that with women…you can’t win. You should probably just tell her you love her, that you’re wrong, and…” he shrugged. 
 
    “Hunh.” I finished my drink. “One more for the road?” 
 
    “Sure, and I apologize if I’ve said anything out of line.” 
 
    I smiled. I had no argument with the guy who keeps me supplied with alcohol. “No problem.” 
 
    “Thanks,” he said. 
 
    And I joined the party. 
 
    It was wild. I wasn’t the only one trying to get drunk, and I wasn’t the only one making a fool of himself. Jim Hawkins told a scurrilous joke about black people, and a space opened up around him. The only guy who would talk to him after that was George Simpson, from down in marketing, who happened to be black and thought his joke was hilarious. 
 
    And then there was Betsy Johnson, who did a can can…and wasn’t wearing underwear. There were a lot of guys trying to talk to her after that. 
 
    I spent some time talking to Henry, and he laughed a lot and I realized that I wasn’t always making sense. That demon rum, you know. 
 
    And I spent a lot of time dancing with women. Women in dresses and skirts. I saw the look of fury on Roxie’s face, but I didn’t care. I had had enough and I was a man and…that was the last thing I knew until I woke up in the hospital. 
 
      
 
    “Uhhh,” I groaned, and kept my eyes closed. There was something wrong here. I was having a dream. I was in the hospital and the walls were white, and there were machines, and what had happened to the party? 
 
    “Mr. Jackson? Sir?” 
 
    I opened my eyes and there was a nurse and a doctor hovering over me. 
 
    “What…what…?” My throat hurt and my voice sounded like a horse had taken a dump down it. 
 
    A nurse quickly held a cup to my mouth, put a straw between my lips. 
 
    I sucked, worked the liquid around, and tried to relieve the pain in my throat. 
 
    “What…what is happening?” 
 
    “Mr. Jackson, I’m doctor Harris. Can you tell me where you live?” 
 
    “In a house,” I quipped, then I groaned. Even that stupid joke hurt. 
 
    The doctors looked at each other. I tried again. “1342 Redding Lane. What happened to me? Where’s my wife?” 
 
    Funny, I remembered being so mean to her, treating her like shit at the party, and she was the first thing I thought about when coming out of…out of whatever had happened to me. 
 
    The doctor insisted on asking more questions. Then he took my pulse. And I realized that there were all sorts of wires coming out from under the sheets. And I felt funny, sort of numb down there. 
 
    “Are you going to tell me what happened?” I whispered, “Or am I going to have to call a newspaper?” 
 
    The doc, a very serious fellow, cleared his throat and said, “Mr. Jackson, you’ve been in an accident.” 
 
    “What kind of an accident?” 
 
    “Apparently you ran into a road barrier.” 
 
    “My wife! Is she okay?” 
 
    “Your wife is fine. She’s waiting to see you.” 
 
    “Oh, whew! Well, if you could hand me some pants I could get out of here.” 
 
    “There are some things you should know before we discharge you.” 
 
    I looked at the doctor and the nurse. They were both pretty grim-faced. 
 
    “I didn’t hurt anybody, did I?” 
 
    “Only yourself.” 
 
    I pulled my head back and tilted it slightly. “What do you mean?”               
 
    “Apparently you were holding a bottle of whiskey between your legs, balanced on the front of your car seat.” 
 
    I didn’t remember that, but, oh crap. Drunk driving? 
 
    “When your car struck the divider the steering wheel tilted down and went into your groin. The bottle was broken and it actually, uh, it did severe damage to your groin area.” 
 
    “It did? But I feel fine!” 
 
    “We kept you in a coma for several weeks so we could repair the damage…” 
 
    “Oh, good—“ 
 
    “But we couldn’t save your penis and testicles.” 
 
    That was the moment. That was unreal. It was like somebody had suddenly asked me why the elephant was dancing on my head. It didn’t register, even as it sunk down to my gut. It was a statement that I understood and denied all at the same time. 
 
    “Oh, okay…” What was I saying? What had he just said? 
 
    “We have done a lot of reconstruction, that’s why we kept you under for so long. We wanted to give it good healing time.” 
 
    I grinned. “That’s a good joke, Doc. Did my wife put you up to it?” 
 
    They didn’t smile. Not either one of them. Not at all. 
 
    “Are you saying…this is for real? I just lost my…” 
 
    “We had to remove your penis. We were able to construct a vagina for you.” 
 
    “A…a vagina?” 
 
    The nurse patted my hand. “Doctor Harris is the country’s foremost surgeon in these matters.” 
 
    “You’ll have full function, even to sex, and…” 
 
    And he kept talking and talking, and I was waiting for Porky Pig to push the doctor and nurse aside and say, ‘bu du be bud du be…that’s all, folks!” 
 
    But Porky never made appearance, and I listened, and my world came utterly and totally apart. 
 
    I started crying, and Doctor Harris gave me a shot, and I stopped crying, and I felt so good, and it was so odd, feeling good when something bad has happened to you. 
 
     
 
    “Honey, it’s not the end of the world.” Roxie patted my hand. “You’re still you.” 
 
    “Yeah, a female me.” 
 
    “It’s just a vagina.” 
 
    “What’s next, tits?” 
 
    “If that’s what you want.” 
 
    I stared at her in shock. “You want me to get breasts?” 
 
    “I want you to be happy. The doctor said there would be adjustments, and whatever we have to do…I’m in this with you.” 
 
    I stared out the hospital window. We were waiting on discharge papers, and I was trying to salvage some idea of myself. 
 
    “The first thing we need to do is…” 
 
    Knock knock. 
 
    We looked around to where a woman was standing in the doorway. She had rapped on the doorframe. She entered all the way and introduced herself. “I’m Clair Tompkins. I was asked to do a consult with you.” 
 
    “What’s a consult?” I asked miserably. 
 
    “I’m here to evaluate, see if there’s anything further you need.” 
 
    “I’m fine.” 
 
    Roxie sighed. It was obvious to one and all that I was not fine. 
 
    Doctor Clair pulled up a chair and sat. She had no clipboard, not even a stethoscope, and a sneaking suspicion crept in on me. “Are you a psychiatrist?” 
 
    “It’s true,” she admitted. 
 
    “I don’t need my head shrunk.” 
 
    “Probably not, but humor me. Let them think I’m earning my pay.” 
 
    “Go ahead, Doctor,” Roxie jumped in. 
 
    “Call me Clair.” And, to me, “I know all about your accident, and I know, from having counseled many people on like situations that you’re going to be dealing with some issues.” 
 
    “I’m okay.” And I thought, “What does a woman know about a guy losing his manhood?” 
 
    “You’re probably wondering what I, a woman, know about a man losing his manhood.” 
 
    Well, that little bit of mind reading made me blink. 
 
    “I’ve counseled gentlemen who have had cancer and had to have penectomies or orchidectomies. I have counseled accident victims, like yourself. I have dealt with husbands, wives, brothers and whole families and helped them through a terrible time. I have also counseled people who have decided to transition.” 
 
    Well, maybe she did know something, but I didn’t feel like talking. 
 
    “Now I know you don’t feel like talking, so let me just blather for a bit, see if I can make some sense out of this tragedy, and it is a tragedy.” 
 
    “Go ahead, Clair.” 
 
    I glanced at Roxie. She smiled reassuringly at me. They were ganging up on me, but it wasn’t like they were picking on me, so…I let her talk. 
 
    “To help you talk I am going to tell you something. It’s a secret that I only tell to patients, and you know the deal. If I tell you a secret, then you’ve got to tell me a secret. 
 
    “When I was an intern I had to talk to a young woman who had cancer and had to have her breasts removed. It was my first official ‘counseling.’ I have never felt so lost in my life. Here was a woman undergoing pain and disfigurement, and eventual reconstruction. I talked, and talked. I said all the right things. My teachers said I had said the right thing, and the books said so, and…three weeks later she committed suicide.” 
 
    The hospital room was so silent we didn’t even hear the rest of the hospital. It was like a huge buffer had dropped down over everything. 
 
    “Now, that’s a true story. It hurts me to this day. I didn’t do it, I wasn’t responsible, but I felt like I was. Now, how do you feel, right now. The absolute truth. My secret for yours.” 
 
    “You tell that to everybody,” I blurted. 
 
    “I tell it to patients who I need to get to communicate with me quickly. And I can assure you, it hurts as much now as the moment I heard that young woman, her name was Diana, had committed suicide. What is going on with you, right now?” 
 
    She didn’t say anything. She just waited, and was obviously intent on waiting me out. 
 
    Roxie sat there and stared at her. 
 
    “I feel…lost,” and I began to cry. 
 
      
 
    I went home later that day, with an appointment to see Clair in two days time. Interestingly, Roxie was invited. Clair said this was a group effort, and Roxie nodded and agreed. 
 
    Roxie drove, and I noted that it was our other car. The smaller Nissan. 
 
    “I guess I really messed up,” I murmured. 
 
    “I guess I’m not going to offer that judgment,” she responded, and we drove the rest of the way in silence. 
 
    I entered the house and it was like I had just stepped out and returned. Same furniture, same pictures on the wall, same big screen TV that I watched football games on. 
 
    It was late, but I wasn’t that hungry, so Roxie just fixed us a couple of tuna sandwiches. 
 
    Afterwards I turned on the TV and ignored it. My mind was working about a million miles an hour, and the thoughts weren’t all zippity do dah.  
 
    Roxie came in and sat next to me. She cuddled up next to me, pulled my arm around her, just like I was still the big, bad, protective man. 
 
    “What are we going to do without sex?” 
 
    She blinked, turned and looked up at me. “I’m not worried about that.” 
 
    “I can’t do my husbandly duties anymore, so how do I keep you satisfied.” 
 
    She straightened up and faced me and told me the biggest lie I ever heard. “Sex doesn’t matter that much.” 
 
    “Huh.” 
 
    She remained sitting up and watching me. “So we don’t have sex. Does that mean I don’t love you? That you don’t love me?” 
 
    “It means I can’t be the man you married.” 
 
    “Do you think it’s only the cock and balls that make a man a man?” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. Of course I did. Though I wouldn’t say it so baldly. 
 
    She suddenly got up, stood up right on the couch. She balanced herself and walked over me. She sat down on my lap, very gently. She put her arms around me. She kissed me. A long, slow, loving kiss. 
 
    Not a mad, passionate kiss like I had been used to, like I often inflicted on her. 
 
    Then she just hugged me. And she whispered, “I don’t know if I should be saying this, maybe I should wait for Dr. Clair to help me sort this out, but you have a vagina. A pussy. The doctor said it’s fully functioning.” 
 
    “But did he mean for sex?” I spoke bitterly. 
 
    “That’s what I understood. But we can certainly check on that. But the point is that if you have a vagina, and it is usable…we can have sex.” 
 
    “What? You’re going to get a strap on and…and fuck me?” 
 
    “It works two ways. I fuck you, you fuck me, maybe we can have even more sex than we used to.” 
 
    I was silent then. I could feel her buns on my lap. I wanted the familiar feel of the boner growing, pushing, prodding, suggesting. 
 
    It wasn’t going to happen. 
 
    So we sat there, and didn’t talk, and the darkness lowered outside, and we eventually went to bed. 
 
      
 
    Several mornings later, about a week, actually, I awoke. I tended to wake up early a lot these days, and I got up and headed for my dresser drawer. 
 
    I took out a pair of underwear, tighty whiteys, and started to put them on. 
 
    “I don’t see why you insist on wearing male underwear.” 
 
    I looked over to where Roxie was laying on her side, watching me. 
 
    “Habit,” I said. 
 
    “Doc Clair says we should learn new habits.” 
 
    I stood at the dresser, underpants in hand, and thought about it. 
 
    My sessions with Doctor Clair had been pretty in depth, and we had talked about one of the things that bugged me, the fact that pants didn’t really fit me. Oh, they fit, but they were tailored for the bounce and sway of a man’s package, and since I had none, they were no longer tailored for me, and they even felt weird. 
 
    “So you’re suggesting what?” 
 
    “Try some of my panties. See if you like it.” 
 
    Huh. Well, why not? 
 
    I opened her drawer and rummaged. 
 
    “Try the pink ones. They’re a little large for me, but they should fit you perfectly.” 
 
    I held up a pair of pink panties. Nothing special about them. Just…panties. 
 
    I put my feet in them and started to pull them up, then stopped. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’ve never actually looked at my…my pussy.” 
 
    Roxie hopped out of bed. She actually had a grin on her face. “Well, let’s look.” 
 
    We went into the bathroom and I sat on the throne and looked down. 
 
    “Oh, my God.” I whispered. It’s really a pussy.” 
 
    “Or a snatch, or a slit or hole or whatever.” Roxie chuckled. Tell the truth, I think she was quite pleased. I was doing something that Clair had recommended, but which I hadn’t been able to do. 
 
    I reached down and touched the puffy flaps. 
 
    “Those are labia, and they look a little swollen. But Doc Harris said they might be for a while.” 
 
    “And this is the…Oh!” I had touched the little button at the top of my slit and a little thrill had shot through me. 
 
    “The clitoris,” Roxie nodded. “You’re supposed to have feeling in it. Actual sensation.” 
 
    “I do!” 
 
    “Can I touch it?” 
 
    I looked at her. We were like two six year olds playing doctor. “Yeah, I guess.” 
 
    She touched it, and I felt that thrill shoot through me again. “Damn! that’s downright sexual!” 
 
    “Why did you tell them to give me a vagina?” I asked pointblank. 
 
    She took a breath. “I didn’t know what to do. They gave me options, I didn’t like any, and when they suggested this…an actual vagina, something just seemed to go through me. A ‘why not?’ And it seemed like the right thing. 
 
    I was quiet. 
 
    “Did I do the wrong thing?” 
 
    Roxie had been right there with me, through counseling session, while I had cried, looking after me, loving me. 
 
    “No. I mean, I don’t know, but…but if it’s…you did right.” 
 
    “I worry about that,” she said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Giving you a woman’s plumbing. I have such weird feelings about that. I mean, it feels like I castrated you on purpose, just so I could make you a woman.” 
 
    I spoke wryly. “Was I such a bad man!” 
 
    “Terrible,” she said, and we both knew she was joking. “Now shut up and put on your panties.” 
 
    I grunted, that was a pretty powerful statement to just throw out, but I did it. I pulled the panties up tight against my pussy. I wiggled, and it felt good. There was no slack material, it reduced the feeling of something missing, and…it felt good. 
 
    “How is it?” 
 
    “Not bad. Better than my tighty whiteys.” 
 
    “Most woman’s underwear is. Better material, sexy to wear.” 
 
    There was something there, she had put a little niggle under the surface, but we weren’t ready to think about that. 
 
    Yet. 
 
    So the days passed, and… 
 
      
 
    “How’s it going?” 
 
    Roxie and I were sitting in chairs in Doctor Clair’s office. There was a book shelf to one side with weighty tomes, a wall adorned with certificates behind her, and a window on the left. It was a march day and the wind was blowing pretty good. Sunny days were almost upon us. 
 
    “Pretty good,” I answered. 
 
    “He still beats me,” Roxie quipped. 
 
    “You probably deserve it,” Clair sniped, and we all chuckled. We had made vast progress from my early days when Clair had had to pull words out of me like a dentist pulls teeth. The blood and suffering was pretty much behind us. 
 
    “So how long do you want to keep paying me these ridiculous wages?” 
 
    We stared at her. 
 
    “You guys have adapted amazingly well. I’m always available, maybe a check up in a month, but…?” 
 
    Roxie and I looked at each other. This was losing a life support system. I opened my mouth to agree, but Roxie spoke first. 
 
    “There’s something I have been wanting to talk about. For a while, actually. I’ve been hesitant…” 
 
    “Hesitate no longer. Blurt it out. We can all laugh or cry together.” 
 
    That was one of her mantras. ‘Laugh or cry together.’ Unburden your soul and let’s not carry shit around. 
 
    “Well, I haven’t discussed this with Jack, yet, but…” 
 
    We waited. 
 
    Clair leaned forward and pretended to thumb her intercom. “Nurse Ratched, send in Thug and Basher. I’ve got a patient who doesn’t want to talk.” 
 
    We all chuckled, and Roxie finally blurted out, “What about transition.” 
 
    I went silent. 
 
    Roxie looked back and forth between the doc and I. “I can’t be the only one who’s thought about it. I think, my opinion, that Jack feels uncomfortable. Is that an option? Is it?” She looked at me with those last two words. 
 
    I said nothing. 
 
    Clair leaned back in her swivel and tapped her chin with a pencil. To me: “Well?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Have you thought about it?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “Do you not think about it because you have an aversion?” 
 
    I shook my head, “Beyond my pay grade on that one.” 
 
    Clair grunted. Then: “Before we unearth that corpse, let’s talk about sex.” 
 
    Roxie and I looked at each other, and the good doctor could read lots of stuff into the one look. 
 
    “You said you had tried sex.” 
 
    “With a strap on,” Roxie put in. 
 
    “Yes, I assumed…and you said,” she looked at her notes for a second, “It was all right.” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    “Tell me about that.” 
 
    “Well, it was sex. She had that thing inside me. It felt okay.” 
 
    “You realize, of course, that sex is something you have to work at?” 
 
    “So I’ve been told,” I agreed wryly. 
 
    “So when you had sex…what roles were you in?” 
 
    I blinked at that. “Well, no roles, exactly. She was she and me was me.” 
 
    Clair grinned. “Oh, you silly goose.” 
 
      
 
    We returned home in an interesting mood. Pensive, thinking, tossing extraneous thoughts around. 
 
    We glanced at each other, and it was electric. Then Roxie took my hand and led me back to the bedroom, and the circus began. 
 
    First, she dressed up as a man. The thing that I had objected to months before. But time had passed, I had been abused of certain conceptions of female attire, and male attire, and what the fuck I was going to wear as a sort of reluctant trans. 
 
    Then she dressed me as a woman. 
 
    I had been dressing as a man since my accident, and, except for the panties, thought of myself as a man. 
 
    She handed me a thong, and I put it on. 
 
    She gave me a bra and I put it on, She put tissue in the cups until I had small boobs. 
 
    Garter and nylons. a skirt and a blouse, and…her wig. 
 
    I sat in the vanity chair and watched as she made me up. 
 
    Lord, did I feel weird. But, here’s the odd thing, or the weird thing about weird, if you wish: I had no mis-feelings. I just watched, didn’t get embarrassed. And I had the thought: I have no testosterone to be embarrassed. 
 
    I know. Weird thought, but there it was. 
 
    Then she painted my lips, and I was done. 
 
    Zingo bingo, I was a woman. 
 
    Well, sexually, below the belt, I already was one. 
 
    “You make for a sexy woman,” Roxie said. 
 
    “Could have fooled me.” 
 
    “I’m a woman, have been one for a while, you’re just inexperienced and haven’t learned to change your mind yet. 
 
    I laughed at that, and when she realized what she had said, she laughed, too. 
 
    “Okay, baby, time for you know what.” 
 
    “What?” I asked innocently. 
 
    She undid her zipper and a big, plastic cock fell out. 
 
    “Time for me to stick my big cock up your little pussy.” 
 
    We were nervous, but we were laughing. And we should have been. After all, we were going to have prescription sex, sex by ‘the doctor’s orders.’ 
 
    “You want to suck it first?” 
 
    I looked at the big hog sticking out of her pants and thought about it. 
 
    I was a man, with a man’s natural reticence, but…I wasn’t really all man anymore. 
 
    “Come on. I used to suck yours all the time!” 
 
    “Okay,” I agreed. 
 
    That was weird. I moved my head forward, placed one hand around her cock, and began to suck. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” she grunted. She grabbed my head and pulled my face over her cock. “That feels so good.” 
 
    I couldn’t help it, I laughed, and her cock was snorted out of my mouth. 
 
    We both chuckled, then I surprised her, “Do you want to eat my pussy?” 
 
    “Oh, heysoos,” Roxie blurted. We had been focussing on me getting dicked, and she hadn’t thought about that aspect of foreplay. 
 
    “Come on,” I grinned. “I used to eat yours all the time.” 
 
    “Asshole,” she said, but she was smiling. “Okay, let’s see what the big allure is. 
 
    She took my hand and pulled me towards the bed. 
 
    I sat on the edge and lifted my skirt and pulled down my panties, shimmied out if them. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” Roxie licked her lips. “This is going to be good.” 
 
    She pushed me back and I scooted across the bed and she moved in. She held my legs apart and moved her face into my pussy. 
 
    From the first lick it was thrilling. It felt so different than just touching, and I made noises and put my hands in her hair. 
 
    “Easy, slick,” she murmured from my crotch. “Let me do the work.” 
 
    I let go, and almost exploded from the sheer sensations she inflicted on me. 
 
    Oddly, I couldn’t tell where all my parts were, but every part was feeling good. It was the familiar rush of sex and energy, almost electric, but totally different. 
 
    Cunts and cocks feel differently. 
 
    She held my legs and licked, I could tell she was laving my labia, and my hips started to jerk with desire. 
 
    “Easy,” she murmured, and she tongued my clit. 
 
    Oh, fuck. I felt like I was jumping out of my skin. 
 
    Then she was moving up, positioning her cock outside my opening. 
 
    “Lube?” I asked. 
 
    “Lots,” she responded. 
 
    She had made me wet with her kissing, then she started fingering me as she lubed me. 
 
    I had fingered women before, but I hadn’t realize how truly hot it was. I suddenly understood what women meant when they said they were ‘wet.’ 
 
    Then she touched my slit with her cock and I got all nervous, and wanted her to stop, but I forced myself to shut up, and…she was in me. 
 
    She said she moved in slow, but it felt fast to me, and then I started focusing on the sensations. 
 
    I had been making love as a man being fucked. Now I was learning what it was to just lay back and submit, to let the dominant partner have their way. 
 
    And it was wonderful. 
 
    It was lazier, and more intense. She had to do the work, and I just had to moan and let it happen. 
 
    Oh, it was alien, but with a lot of work and her reminding me of how to fuck like a woman, it happened. 
 
    And, I don’t mean to be anti-climactic, but I actually had an orgasm. It was small, and not at all like a male orgasm, but it was unmistakeable.  
 
    And, when we were done we lay in each other’s arms and just thought about it. 
 
    And I finally said it: “I think I’m going to transition.” 
 
    She just smiled and kissed me, and we began to discuss the things we needed to discuss for such a momentous change to occur.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Fortunately, we didn’t have to jump through hoops. Some people have to have extensive counseling, but we had already had counseling. Some people have to live as a woman for a year, but I had been wearing panties, and Doctor Clair went to bat for me, and within two months I was ready to start treatments. 
 
    And you ask: what kind of treatments? 
 
    I mean, I had a snatch, if you’ll pardon my language, so what else does a woman need? 
 
    A whole lot, if she’s going to be made by science. 
 
    First and foremost and totally obvious, she needs tits. 
 
    Second, and never ending, she needs hormones. 
 
    Men are simple creatures, and let me explain this with a terrible analogy. 
 
    Man goes into a MacDonald’s: “I’ll take a number one.” 
 
    Woman goes into a MacDonald’s: Could I have a hamburger but without the bun and could you wrap it in lettuce and put just a dab of salt on it and don’t put onions on it but if I could have extra pickles and…and so on. 
 
    Now, as stupid as that sounds, men have testosterone, their life is simple. 
 
    Women, have hormones, and that makes life complicated. They whine, they cry, they say things that are seemingly illogical. But it’s logical to a woman who has hormones. 
 
    Women have to make babies, and they have periods, and it’s like going into combat for 5 days a month, and by the time the woman has recovered, it’s time for another five days. 
 
    I’m sure people will argue with my simplistic explanation, but, darn it, it’s true. 
 
    And I needed tits…and hormones. 
 
    The body was different, it needed different chemicals. Plain and simple. 
 
    The first drug they gave me was a simple estrogen producer. Women have estrogen, and men have testosterone. But I didn’t have testicles any longer, so I didn’t need something called a testosterone blocker. 
 
    And during the course of my treatment I would need other drugs, the drugs they gave me would have to be adjusted, and so on. 
 
    But I was on my way. 
 
     
 
    There is a lot more to being a woman than hormones, and this may sound funny, even flippant, but I was going to have to learn about clothes, fashion, make up, how to do my nails and all sorts of other things. 
 
    For a guy who liked to guzzle beer while watching moving pictures of giants thrashing each other over a little bit of pigskin…this was a shock. 
 
    I would ask, “Why doesn’t mauve go with purple? Aren’t they the same? Sort of?” 
 
    And Roxie would lecture me on how some colors combined harmoniously, and some clashed. And I ended up memorizing things like matching colors because the whole thing didn’t make sense. There simply wasn’t a train of logic I could follow. 
 
    Then there was the whole subject of what to wear when, and here she got some revenge for my attitude about her wearing men’s clothing so long ago. 
 
    Of course, a bit of the male clinging to me, I refused to wear skirts. I would wear shorts, and I actually loved culottes. 
 
    And I loved wearing nylons. 
 
    But I hated shaving my legs. So I started using Nair. 
 
    And my breasts started growing. I will always remember the first day I noticed it.  
 
    “Honey? Roxie? My chest hurts.” 
 
    She immediately paid attention to me. We had explicit instructions to pay attention to any ache or pain. I was taking too many drugs to take a chance. 
 
    Roxie sat me on the bed and had me take my blouse and training bra off. She looked at my chest. She went, “Hmmm,” but didn’t say anything. But I could tell she had a thought. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    She ignored me and placed a hand on my pectoral muscle. Although, to be truthful, fat seemed to be moving around on me, and the muscle didn’t feel so much like a muscle as a round, little sponge. “How does this feel?” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “And this?” She moved around the pectoral, palpating as she went. 
 
    “And how about this?” She pressed a finger into my areola. 
 
    “Ow!” A sharp pain lanced through my chest. 
 
    Roxie grinned. “And how about this?” She pressed again and it hurt and I pulled back and covered my chest. 
 
    “Well, it’s pretty obvious what’s happening.” 
 
    “What?” I had a look of confusion on my face. 
 
    “Puberty.” She started chuckling, and I was blank, and slowly it filtered in. 
 
    “So…my breasts are growing?” 
 
    “Like wildfire. I remember puberty, and that’s what it felt like. Of course, we can call the doctor, but…puberty.” 
 
    “So are my nipples going to hurt like this always?” 
 
    “Nah. But they will be sensitive. I’m actually looking forward to sucking on those puppies. They are getting so big and…” she grew thoughtful, “you know…if the size of your nipples and your areola are any indicator, you should have some very nice-sized ta tas.” 
 
    “Ta tas?” I spoke with disgust. “Please. Breasts, or mammary glands, but…not ta tas.” 
 
    “Oh, ho. Sensitive are we. I remember you used to call mine boobs, titties, and, my favorite, love butts.” 
 
    I sniffed, “That was before I knew better.” 
 
    “Oh, so you have seen the error of your ways.” 
 
    “I have seen the superiority of the female of the species,” I spoke haughtily. 
 
    “Have you seen that you’re full of the brown goo?” 
 
    “Please. Try to be a little more ladylike.” 
 
    She responded by grabbing for my nipples. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “I’ll teach you to be a lady!” 
 
    I rolled away but she was on me. I covered my nipples with my hands, but she managed to touch my nipples and I went, “Ow! Stop it! That hurts!” 
 
    “Not yet, it doesn’t.” 
 
    And she was all over me. Wrestling me, pulling my arms down, and touching my nipples. 
 
    “Ow! Ow! Wait! Please! I give up!” 
 
    And we wound up just laying on the bed, holding each other. 
 
    After a few minutes she whispered, “You want to feel something really neat?” 
 
    “If it doesn’t hurt,” I said. 
 
    “It won’t.” She turned to me. “Take your hands away.” 
 
    Hesitantly, I removed my hands, gave her access to my nipples. 
 
    She moved her head over, looked up at m, then lowered her head and licked one of my nipples. 
 
    Oh, God! I felt the sensation of electric heat shooting out from the nipple. It was so strong I felt it in my asshole, and even in my toes. And it was so good and so…super horny! 
 
    “Fuck!” I whined. 
 
    “Later,” Roxie said, first…foreplay.” 
 
    She began to lick my nipples, carefully, waking them up to pleasure. Then she was kissing them, and lightly sucking them. She pressed on the area around my nipples and I almost fainted with the wonderful sensations. 
 
    “How you like that, big boy?” 
 
    I managed to gasp, “That’s big girl to you.” 
 
    “Big girl,” she sighed and snuggled. “I like that. How weird is our life.” 
 
    Boy, she sure understated with that one. 
 
     
 
    I broke down and began to wear dresses. I shaved my legs regularly, put lotions on my skin to soften it, and watched as everything changed. My breasts slowly grew, but my ass grew, too. And that sort of rankled. 
 
    “Women are supposed to have wider hips,” Roxie lectured me. “They have to have babies, and they need bigger hips.” 
 
    “Yeah, but it’s so hard to look at them on my formerly muscular body and not think I’m just growing fat.” 
 
    She laughed, and I pouted, and that’s the way life went. 
 
    The most interesting thing about all this was our friends. We had a small circle of friends, and they mostly stuck with us, but a few of them seemed ‘standoffish.’ 
 
    Finally, hearing one remark too many, a sniping remark, I visited a couple of our friends and had a conversation. The guy’s name was Rod, and she was ginger, and the conversation went something like this. 
 
      
 
    “Do you feel funny about me transitioning?” 
 
    “Uh, oh, no. No.” 
 
    “Well, I heard you said something to Janey, and if there is a problem we should probably discuss it.” 
 
    “Well, it’s just a shock, you know. And we’re so sorry for you, and…” blah, blah. 
 
    “Why do you feel sorry?” I asked, when Rod was done. Ginger jumped in.  
 
    “Well, having to be a woman and not really understanding what a woman is. That must be very tough.” 
 
    “Not really. Roxie helps me out.” 
 
    Rod: “But isn’t it…how do you make love?” 
 
    Bingo. There it was. Pre-conceived notions about people other than the ‘norm.’ 
 
    In their eyes I wasn’t a homo sapiens any more. I was one of ‘those’ people. Didn’t matter that I had suffered a horrendous accident. Didn’t matter that I hadn’t chosen my path, that circumstances had chosen it, I was now lumped in with ‘gays,’ or ‘Lesbians,’ or ‘trans,’ or whatever. 
 
    I wondered, briefly, whether they had cultivated their intolerance through parenting, education (lack thereof), religion, or some other method. 
 
    But I only wondered briefly, because, let’s face it, intolerant people should not be tolerated. 
 
    At the end of that discussion we all shook hands, gave well wishes, and Roxie and I decided never to initiate a contact with them again. 
 
    And, it was obvious they made the same decision, because we never saw them again. 
 
     
 
    Breasts are interesting. At times I felt like I was a stranger and they were invading. They kept growing and growing. 
 
    I had a feeling about this. My family, the female members, were always blessed with big boobs. I figured that if DNA held true, I would be blessed. And so I was.  
 
    Roxie has nice boobs, a solid D. Mine were getting bigger. 
 
    Of course, I had a male wide chest, so there was more room, but, still, I was surprised when they went past a D and I had to learn about double Ds, and Fs, and all that. And I learned some interesting things that corrected my thinking. 
 
    People think, ‘Oh, 36D,’ that’s big! 
 
    No, it’s actually proportionate. 
 
    The size of the average women’s chest matches, proportionately, the size 36D. But there are actually two measurements going on. There is the measurement around the chest, and then there is the cup size. You can have a 36D and look small. Women who look large in the boob might be 34D, the chest size being smaller and the boob larger, even out of proportion to the measurement. 
 
    Anyway, there’s a whole lot of misinformation to unpack about that, and the only thing I knew was that I had a wider chest, and my cup size was getting bigger and bigger, and I was actually going to be out of proportion, large-wise, if they kept growing. 
 
    Roxie, of course, loved it. She absolutely loved cuddling and playing with my boobs, and that was okay because it always led to some pretty intense lovemaking. 
 
    But, at first, it seemed like she loved my boobs more than me. And what woman hasn’t felt that way? Given the obsession men have for breasts. 
 
    Anyway, the point of this is that I was still buying dresses, and bras, that could adjust. I couldn’t just buy an off the rack whatever because my boobs might gain a cup the next week. 
 
    So it was frustrating. 
 
    But, generally speaking, life was moving along. I missed my dick, but I was adapting. Some parts of being a man I would always miss. And some parts of being a woman I would always hate. 
 
    But, things were going good, and then the law caught up with me. And here things got interesting. 
 
    When I had had my accident I had run into a road barrier. No other parties involved, but the city decided to make a case of it. 
 
    First, there was the blood alcohol. The city subpoenaed the hospital for my records and found that I had definitely been intoxicated. 
 
    My lawyer fought that, the city had no right to take blood from an unconscious man, and so on. But that eventually fell through. 
 
    Then we appealed to the city attorney. I had lost my dick, isn’t that punishment enough? 
 
    The city attorney, not to mince words, was a dick. 
 
    So I ended up being arrested. 
 
    That’s right. I would have turned myself in, my lawyer had told them I would, but politicians and bureaucrats and other small minded people don’t want to take the easy way. 
 
      
 
    BANG! 
 
    Roxie and I leaped out of bed! We were both naked, and we heard voices yelling. 
 
    “Clear!” 
 
    “Clear!” 
 
    “Sheriff’s office! We have a warrant to…” 
 
    “Clear!” 
 
    Five fully armed and armored cops burst into the room. They held guns and shouted at Roxie and I to lay on the floor, put our hands on our heads, don’t fucking move. Not in that particular order. 
 
    We lay there on the floor, trembling, confused, and wondered what terrible crime we had committed. 
 
    The head cop sauntered into the room. 
 
    “What is—“ 
 
    “SHUT UP!” yelled a cop. 
 
    “Johnathon Raymond Jackson, you are under arrest. You have the right to remain silent. You have the right to…” 
 
    “What am I charged with?” 
 
    I was ignored until I was Mirandized, then the cop shouting the words asked, “Do you understand your rights?” 
 
    “I want to know what I’m being charged with.” 
 
    “Do you understand your rights as I have read them?” 
 
    “We aren’t criminals! You must have the wrong house and—“ 
 
    “Do you understand your rights as I have read them?” 
 
    “I understand you have read me my rights,” I finally begrudged, but it wasn’t good enough. 
 
    “Do you understand your rights as I have read them?” 
 
    I finally answered “yes.” 
 
    “Take him away.” 
 
    Roxie had been crying, but now she started screaming. 
 
    “One more word and you’ll be arrested for obstructing justice.” 
 
    “This is justice?” I yelled back, and somebody shoved me. I fell against a wall, getting a black eye on a door frame, then two cops moved in and got under my arms and near carried me out. 
 
    They didn’t arrest Roxie, but she’ll carry the memory of that morning with her forever. 
 
    I was put in a patrol car, “Watch your head,” and the door slammed. 
 
    A minute later I was on the way to jail. 
 
    They booked me at county and I learned I would have an arraignment in the morning. 
 
    The fellow escorting me asked, “What do we do with him?” 
 
    The senior cop behind the counter looked at him. “Put him in a cell.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…should I put him in the male holding cell or the female?” 
 
    “His license says he’s a guy. Put him with the men.” 
 
    “You can’t do that!” I yelled. 
 
    I started yelling, making a fuss, and all that earned me was four cops dog piling me. 
 
    I had been taken hormones. Estrogen, and I no longer had the male muscle. I had female muscle, and they shoved me into a cell with six big thugs. They were big, tattooed, lifted weights, and ate raw meat right off the cow. I knew, as soon as the door clanged, that I was in trouble. 
 
    I was wearing a robe, and that was all. And it didn’t even have ties. It was an old robe and the ties had broken long ago. So I had to hold the front of the robe together with my hands. My legs, now shaved and sexy and shapely, could be seen through the slit in the front.  My breasts stuck out, and it was obvious that I had tits. My hair was half long, and even though I had no make up, I looked like a woman. 
 
    “Hey!” I screamed and shook the bars. “Let me out!” 
 
    The cops walked out. 
 
    I turned around and the six big guys were staring at me. 
 
    I held the robe tight, which I didn’t realize emphasized my tits even more. “I’m a guy!” 
 
    “Yeah, baby.” A big thug drooled. 
 
    “Don’t fucking touch me.” 
 
    “Sure,” said one of the beasts, standing up and cracking his knuckles. 
 
    I tried to back into a corner, the better to fight them off, but I didn’t 
 
     have a chance. Even if I had had my old male muscle, I was nothing to the combined mass and muscle of them. 
 
    I tried to kick and the thug just turned his thigh in front and laughed. 
 
    I tried to punch, but they grabbed me and turned me and pushed me into the back of the cell. 
 
    I tried to scream, and somebody punched me. It got hazy after that. 
 
    I have often wished I could take back the night when I got drunk and had the accident. I wished I could have my penis, and even my old body back. But the accident, the changes I had gone through, they were nothing compared to the next hour in that cell. They used me. They laughed at the idea that I was a man because I had a vagina. They held my legs apart and took turns, and I was conscious almost the whole time. Only towards the end, when my body had been struck enough, when I had been slapped silly, when my head had hit the tiled floors one too many times, only then did I lapse into unconsciousness. 
 
    The next morning they emptied the cell and took the six guys to court. I was crumpled up in a corner and unconscious and they missed me. The idiot in charge of jail paperwork just shrugged and figured I was talking to my lawyer or something. 
 
    Tell the truth, I would have lain there all day, except that Roxie was in court and threw a screaming, crying fit. And she was almost arrested for that. 
 
    The judge, however, wanted to know what was happening, and they found out that I wasn’t in court, and the search commenced. 
 
      
 
    “Uhhh,” I groaned, and kept my eyes closed. There was something wrong here. I was having a dream. I was in the hospital and the walls were white, and there were machines, and what had happened to the party? 
 
    “Mr. Jackson? Sir?” 
 
    I opened my eyes and there was a nurse and a doctor hovering over me. 
 
    “What…what…?” My throat hurt and my voice sounded like a horse had taken a dump down it. 
 
    A nurse quickly held a cup to my mouth, put a straw between my lips. 
 
    I sucked, worked the liquid around, and tried to relieve the pain in my throat. 
 
    “What…what is happening?” 
 
    “Mr. Jackson, I’m doctor Harrigan. Can you tell me where you live?” 
 
    “In a house,” I quipped, then I groaned. Even that stupid joke hurt. 
 
    The doctors looked at each other. I tried again. “1342 Redding Lane. What happened to me? Where’s my wife?” 
 
    It was a repeat from when I had last woken up in a hospital, but with some differences. 
 
    There was a cop outside the door and after the doctor told me I had several broken ribs and had lost a tooth, that my eye socket had been damaged and my nose broken, I heard my lawyer raising his voice in the hall. 
 
    “I suggest you call your captain. But first, get out of the way. This woman is going in to see her husband, and if you interfere in any way you’re going to be on the lawsuit we bring against the city.” 
 
    Mumbled words from the cop, then he opened the door and Roxie rushed in. She fell on me, and the doctor had to caution her about my ribs. My lawyer stood glaring at the cop, who made a call on his cell, then quickly left the room. 
 
    “Are you okay?” Roxie sobbed, her precious face pressed against my neck. 
 
    “Not really,” I mumbled, aware of the gap in my teeth. It felt like a back one, which was weird, but, whatever. 
 
    “Mr. Jackson, Jack. I know you will want to be alone with your wife, so let me bring you up to date.” 
 
    I nodded and Roxie quieted down. 
 
    “The city has committed several crimes. The city attorney authorized the overzealous morning raid, but he neglected to get a signature from a judge. The police were guilty of negligence in putting you in that cell. Every one of the six men who assaulted you, just to let you know, now faces charges of rape and sodomy.” 
 
    Sodomy. Oh, crap. 
 
    “There are other charges, and I know this isn’t much of a comfort, but when the dust settles you are going to be having a significant payday.” 
 
    I blinked. I was tired. I nodded okay. 
 
    The lawyer was ready to go, but he added one last thing. “We are talking in the neighborhood of twenty million dollars.” 
 
    Who cared. I didn’t. Not at that moment. I just wanted to be with my wife. 
 
    The lawyer hesitated, then left. 
 
    The doctor was gone, and the nurse stayed only long enough to make sure I knew how to work the call button. 
 
    “Oh, honey!” Roxie cried. 
 
    And I was crying. Funny, I had experienced hormonal changes, and I had cried a bit here and there, and the feeling was the same. I hurt, and that was it. 
 
      
 
    Several days later I was discharged. I took the obligatory wheel chair ride out to the parking lot and Roxie picked me up. It was all deja vu. 
 
    We sat in the car and she drove, and she held my hand. 
 
    At home, I got out of the car, a bit slowly because of my injuries, and we went into the house. 
 
    And life went back to normal. Whatever normal was. I went back to being a woman, experimenting with clothes, learning about make up, but I was cowed. I was silent. I had been a man, and there was enough man left in me to be properly destroyed when other men ganged up on me and hurt me. 
 
    Roxie was understanding, and I was coping, and one night the doorbell rung. 
 
    I sat listlessly in the living room and Roxie answered the door. I knew, immediately that it was a set up. 
 
    “Thank you for coming, Doctor.” 
 
    Dr. Clair stepped in the doorway and gave me a grin. “How’s my favorite girl?” 
 
    I, of course, burst into tears. 
 
    We talked long that night. We talked about what it is to be a man, what it is to be a woman, what it is to be crushed as a man, and what it is to be crushed as a woman. And it’s not much different. 
 
    People on this planet should really be more understanding and tolerant. 
 
    But that talk that night finally kickstarted the healing process, and I finally went into the end stages of my transition. A short while after that my boobs stopped growing, and they were magnificent, and I loved them. 
 
    I had pretty much mastered nails and make up, and I was even starting to understand the difference between mauve and purple. I don’t agree with it, but I understand it. So that’s a start, right? 
 
      
 
    That night Roxie and I got ready for bed, and before she cleaned her face I put on the strap on. 
 
    “Do you want to be a man or a woman tonight?” 
 
    “Can I just be a pile of rags that you stir with your big cock?” 
 
    I chuckled at that. “I find a pile of rags to be very sexual,” I murmured. 
 
    She lay down on the bed and I went to her. We lay side by side. We were two soft, gentle people in a violent world, and we were taking refuge in each other. 
 
    She kissed my tits and played with my plastic peter. I kissed her, then finger banged her to get her ready. When she was properly gasping and moist and looking forward to it, I slipped my plastic peeny into her. 
 
    Her hands gripped my slender, female arms and she groaned. 
 
    “Good?” I asked. 
 
    “”The best,” she whispered. 
 
    I began to grind into her. Slow, loving strokes that stirred her insides. She ground her hips back, taking what I had to offer and contributing to it. For long minutes we just enjoyed the physical sensation of motion. 
 
    It was obvious she was getting the most out of it, but I did enjoy the pleasure she was getting. In a weird way, I was getting about as much pleasure from her enjoying sex than I did when I was enjoying sex. 
 
    There is something about making the other person happy that…well, it’s powerful, and therapeutic. 
 
    Finally, she began moaning, and the wave washed over her and she clung to me. 
 
    A long minute, then she sagged, and I thought we were done. But she wasn’t ready to quit, yet. 
 
    She sat up and started undoing the strap on. “My turn.” 
 
    I waited while she buckled up, then enjoyed the sensation of being lubed up. I would never produce the juices that she did, I would always require lube, but that was okay. Small sacrifice when you consider the changes I had gone through, what I had given up and gained. 
 
    Kissing me fervently, determined to give me as much pleasure as I gave her, she held the penis to my hole and began to push in. 
 
    I felt that big cock sliding in, stretching me, waking up all my nerves. I luxuriated in her kissing my tits as she fucked me, and I groaned and gave myself up to the sensations. 
 
    Submission. It is necessary. As necessary as dominance. But each has to know their place. 
 
    I began to cry. I don’t know why, but it didn’t matter. it was a good cry. It was a needed cry. In a way, it was the cork in the bottle. It was the plug in the sink. Life stopped leaking out of me and began to build. 
 
    The orgasm, when it hit me, was massive. People who transition can have orgasms. That is a known fact. My own orgasms had usually been small, but this one wasn’t. It picked me up and shook me like a feather duster. I could feel the dust of my soul wafting away, all the bad things leaving. 
 
    A year of pain and intolerance. A year of crying and learning, summating with drunkeness, accidents, rape, sodomy, it had not been a friendly year. 
 
    Yet, all things come to an end. The good, the bad…they end, and we all change and move on. 
 
    And the only real choice we sometimes have is, when the bad things happen, to make them good choices in our minds. 
 
    My transition? I learned more from that than any other experience in my life. 
 
    I learned who the good guys and the bad guys are, and how to tell them apart. 
 
    Most of all, I learned that no matter what kind of body I wear…I’m me. And that’s a precious thing. 
 
      
 
    END 
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     Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “I can’t help it,” John sighed. “It’s just that boobs are so…beautiful?” 
 
    I groaned. “But do you have to be so boob obsessed all the time?” 
 
    “Well, yeah.” he grinned a dopey grin. 
 
    What brought up this little conversation was the fact that I was getting dressed, it was early in the morning, and John had zooped right in and attacked my tits. In a most delicious way, you must understand, but, still, I was a little overwhelmed and had other things to do.. 
 
    Mind you, I enjoy John’s attentions, but not when I’m trying to get dressed and have to get to work. 
 
    “Honestly,” I pushed him away for the eighth time and tried to get my bra on. 
 
    John circled like a shark and when I placed both hands behind myself to fasten my bra he pulled on the cups and began groping! 
 
    “Heysoos wept!” I groaned as I ran for the bathroom. I barricaded myself in so I could fish the simple act of putting on my bra. 
 
    Laughing, John waited. 
 
    I came out, backed around him, and pulled on a blouse real quick. “Honestly, John. You really need to grow up.” 
 
    “I’m grown. I’m just a healthy man with a healthy desire for healthy boobs.” 
 
    “You wouldn’t be so…so the way you are if you had your own boobs.” 
 
      
 
    He sat in my vanity chair and watched me slip into a skirt and pull on some hose. “Ah, yes. Wouldn’t that be terrible. I could play with myself all day long.” 
 
    “Your back would hurt and you’d be whining.” 
 
    “And what if they were big enough that I could suck my own nipples?” 
 
    “You’d be crying about the shoulder straps digging into your delicate shoulders.” 
 
    He frowned. He didn’t like it when I called him delicate. 
 
    But he was delicate! 
 
    I’m five foot eight, 140 pounds, with a really nice set of mammary glands. I’ve got the figure and the face. Long, blonde hair, blue eyes, and I keep my lips red. 
 
    I’m my own worst enemy in that it keeps him turned on. 
 
    He, on the other hand is five foot eight, 140 pounds, and no boobs. In other words, he’s slender and, I’ve got to say this, if he had boobs he have a feminine figure. That’s all it would take. A pair of boobs. 
 
    We’re the same size! Except that I have boobs, and in my book I considered him…delicate. 
 
    So he frowned and didn’t like it when I referred to him as less than manly, and our little battle was, for the moment, over. 
 
    We went in to the kitchen where I prepared breakfast. He followed me, poured himself a Pepsi, and sat at the table and watched me. 
 
    “So, what’s on the agenda for today?” I asked as I tossed four waffles into the toaster. 
 
    “Oh, I thought I’d watch a little porn, watch some girls with big boobs, then jack off.” 
 
    I shook my head. I was getting pissed. He was just getting back at me for that ‘delicate’ remark. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    I turned to face him. “You…” I shook my head and turned back to the sink and poured OJ into two glasses. 
 
    “Come on, let it out,” he was mocking me. 
 
    I turned, “You can be so irritating,” I snapped. 
 
    “Why? Because I love you?” 
 
    “Do you love me? Or do you love my boobs?” 
 
    He kept a straight face. “Both. But if I had to choose…” he showed his teeth in a teasing grin. 
 
    “Argh!” I growled, and turned back to cracking eggs. 
 
    “What’s the matter? Don’t you like having a world class set of tits?” 
 
    I turned back once again. “I wish you could have your own set of breasts. I wish you could see them as parts of the body, and not a target for a drooling, obsessing, hand in the pants moron!” 
 
    He just laughed. Then he crossed his eyes and pretended to drool and stuck his hand in his pants and moved his hand back and forth.” 
 
    “Oh!” I groaned. “Where are the Goddesses when you need them!” 
 
    “They’re on your chest, baby,” and he laughed. 
 
      
 
    I survived breakfast and went to work. It wasn’t a busy day, I own a coffee shop that makes good money without being too time consuming. The cook gets there at four and gets everything ready. The waitress comes in at six and opens the doors. I come in at eight and count the money, make orders for the next day, and chat with customers. We take breaks somewhere after ten, prep for lunch and, after lunch, that’s it. Two o’clock and I’m home. 
 
    It’s a pretty good gig and I enjoy it. And I’ve got it so well running that I don’t even have to come in some days. The place just runs itself. 
 
    This day, maybe I was just feeling a little glum from arguing with John, I went home early. Slow day, lunch would be a bore, Shelly, the head waitress, could handle everything, so I tossed in my apron and headed for the doors. 
 
    Driving home I listened to music, an album by America. 
 
      
 
    ‘Don’t cross the river if you can’t swim the tide…’ 
 
      
 
    ‘I've been through the desert on a horse with no name 
 
    It felt good to be out of the rain…’ 
 
      
 
    Lots of great, classical rock and roll songs from that group. 
 
    And I thought about John. He was a good man. He had an internet business and made good money, but he was such a damned horn dog. He was like a little kid, totally out of control with this stupid boob obsession. 
 
    I mean, didn’t his mother breast feed him? 
 
    And, I realized that maybe I was being a little rough on him. After all, he was paying compliment to me, and I did have a pretty nice set of ta tas. 
 
    I smiled. 
 
    That was actually one of the nice things about sex, having him spend a lot of time feeling and sucking. Now if I could just get him to calm down a little between sexual bouts… 
 
    And, so thinking, I cruised into the driveway, parked, and got out, and my heel broke. Oh, fuck! 
 
    My favorite pair of heels, a rarity, they were actually fairly comfortable. 
 
    So I took off my shoes and carried them in, and that was what enabled me to catch John. 
 
    I closed the door, put the shoes in the trash, poured myself a Pepsi, and sauntered down the hallway. Barefoot. Well, nylon foot, actually. But not making a sound. 
 
    Smiling, I stepped into John’s computer room and…froze. 
 
    John was sitting in his swivel chair, totally laid back, his mouth open and snoring. His robe was open and he had semen all over his cock and balls. I looked at the computer. Boobs. He had the stupid browser at Maxboobs.com. Next to the computer was, I didn’t even have to sniff it,  a glass of bourbon and Coke! 
 
    Motherfucker!  
 
    While I had been working my delightfully sexy buttocks to the bone, he had been getting drunk and jacking off. To tits! To boobs! 
 
    So it wasn’t enough that he had a stacked wife who loved to frolic in the bedroom (most of the time), he had to masturbate to dirty pictures. 
 
    I stood there for a moment, studying the pictures. Yes, big boobs, but most of them were pretty ugly. All they had was boobs. 
 
    I was mad, and I was steaming, but I was also cool. I backed out of the room and closed the door gently. I went to the bedroom and got out a pair of heels, crept to the kitchen and put them on, then slammed the door. 
 
    “Honey! I’m home!” 
 
    Click, click, click! I walked through the kitchen, puttered around a little, then click, click, clicked down the hall. 
 
    “Hey, honey! How you doing?” 
 
    John spun around and grinned. No trace of the semen in his lap. The website with the big boobs was closed. “Hey, babe!” 
 
    Then he stood up and kissed me. Perfunctorily. None of the boob obsessed energy that he had overflowed with this morning. 
 
    “Want to go to lunch?” he asked. 
 
    “No…I think I’ll just putter around here. I’m not too hungry.” 
 
    “Well, I think I’ll call Tommy, get together for a beer and a burger.” 
 
    I patted his cheek, “Been working all morning, eh?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” he smiled like he was tired. 
 
    Tired, all right. Tired from moving his fist up and down and grunting out his seed. 
 
    Seed that should have been deposited in me. 
 
    Brat. 
 
    “Well, you go have a good time. Maybe I’ll call Marsha.” 
 
    “Oh,” and that didn’t make him happy. 
 
    Marsha was a vocal member of the Ladies’ Sissy Society. She was always getting on John, telling him how inconsiderate men were, and how they should be brought to heel. 
 
    “Don’t worry, honey, I’ll talk but I won’t listen. Okay?” 
 
    He smiled. “If only.” 
 
    And, we went our separate ways. Five minutes later he was out the door, out to celebrate his latest hand induced orgasm and to swill beer with his buddies. 
 
    I love him, but there’s a word for how I viewed him right at that moment. Slob. 
 
    Six minutes later and I was on the phone with Marsha. “Hey, girlfriend!” 
 
    “Hey is for horses, tootsie. For what and why do I get this wonderful telephonic missive from yon girlfriend?” 
 
    “Let’ s meet, and I’ll tell you all about it. 
 
    John always went to The Crow’s Nest. Fifty different kinds of beer and a couple of pool tables, a slob’s heaven. 
 
    I went the other way, down towards the beach, and met Marsha in The Tin Can. It wasn’t as good as my own cafe, but they did make a pretty good BLT. 
 
    “So what’s the haps, baby cakes?” 
 
    We sipped our coffee and chatted briefly, then I brought up the subject I was most interested in. 
 
    “You told me that you can grow boobs on a man.” 
 
    “Sure.” She cocked her head and was most interested. 
 
    “How long does it take?” 
 
    “Depends. Which man you have in mind?” 
 
    “John.” 
 
    She nodded. She had expected that. She had told me once that the only thing wrong with marriages was marriages. Perfectly sane people are turned into cheaters, abusers and general malcontents. 
 
    “So what’d The Slob do now,” she asked wryly. She knew that when I was unhappy with him I referred to him as The Slob. 
 
    So I told her about walking in on him sleeping, semen spattered, with porn on the screen and booze in the glass. 
 
    She just grinned and shook her head. “Men. They are always a cup too full.” 
 
    “So, can you help me?” 
 
    “I can, but I have to ask you some questions.” 
 
    “Shoot.” 
 
    “Are you planning on permanently damaged him? Taking a baseball bat to him while he’s sleeping, feeding the ducks, anything like that. 
 
    ‘Feeding the ducks’ was an expression from China. Women there would chop off a man’s penis to ‘feed the ducks.’ 
 
    I chuckled ruefully. “I’m not that far gone.” 
 
    “So you just want to give him a pair, set him straight on certain things, and teach him a lesson.” 
 
    “Bingo.” 
 
    “Okay, there are a couple of different methods. First, there are vacation boobs. You inject him with a solution that gives him boobs and there you go…they eventually are absorbed by the body and everything returns to normal. The problem is that he would probably catch on to what you are doing if you were sticking syringes into his chest.” 
 
    “Nah,” I laughed. “You think?” 
 
    “Well, maybe not, men can be pretty obtuse, but then there’s the second way.” 
 
    “Which is?” 
 
    “Hormones.” 
 
    “Hormones?” 
 
    “Absolutely. You can administer them orally, and the drug companies have really worked miracles in this field. So the drugs are sneaky but powerful, and you have to be careful. This isn’t a ‘set and forget’ program, it takes diligence and patience and persistence.” 
 
    “What do I do.” 
 
    And Marsha began to describe the various types of hormones and how they worked. 
 
    In the end I decided on a very powerful hormone that worked very fast, but only lasted six months. 
 
    I mean, six months with boobs, that was fair, right? 
 
    Marsha pointed out, “He’s going to start growing within two weeks, and the initial growth will be fast and furious. He’s also going to be  moody, irrational and emotional. You’re going to have to be prepared for a man who acts like a 13 year old girl going through puberty.” 
 
    “Is that worse than a fully grown man obsessing on boobs?” 
 
    Marsha laughed. “Probably not, but you’ve been warned.” 
 
    “So how do we get started?” 
 
    “Let me make a call and put you in touch with one of our doctors. Let’s get this thing rolling, all right?” 
 
    “All right!” 
 
    And we high fived. 
 
      
 
    Three days later, three days of dodging my husband’s groping hands, I gave him his first dose. 
 
    I tell ya, I was so excited, I almost felt like doing cartwheels on the kitchen table. I think that would have clued him in that I had nefarious plots on the foot, so I withheld myself and simply served dinner. 
 
    And, that night, I was incredibly horny. I was so horny because I couldn’t stop thinking about…his limp dick. Yep, one fo the initial reactions was going to be he would have a limp penis. 
 
    Oh, he wouldn’t be limp forever. After six weeks, his boobs fairly well formed, he would start to get erections again. 
 
    He would be limp, then two weeks later his boobs would start to pop. They were supposed to grow a whole cup size every few days—and after four weeks of furious growth he would start to get his erections back. 
 
    Maybe not as hard, but hard enough to satisfy me. At least that’s what the Ladies’ Sissy Society doctor told me. 
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    “What?” He looked up from his computer.  
 
    “I’ve got a pain in my boobs. Do you think you could look at them?” 
 
    Well, he was up faster than a politician is corrupt. He was in front of me, fondling my boobs and asking, “Does it hurt here? Here? How about here?” 
 
    “No…not there…maybe…touch the nipple. No…maybe if you put it in your mouth. 
 
    John grinned, he had figured out that I wanted a little loving. 
 
    “Perhaps we should conduct this examination in the bedroom? We…uh, I mean, you can take off your clothes and I can really get a good looksee.” 
 
    “Oh, okay,” I acted innocent and took his hand and led him down the hallway to the boudoir. 
 
    He pushed me back on the bed and took his pants off. 
 
    “Oh, doctor! Is that a new kind of stethoscope?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. But you have to put it in your mouth for it to work.” 
 
    “Oh, it looks awfully big!” 
 
    “Don’t worry about that, it’s going to give out some very healthy mayonnaise.” 
 
    “Mayonnaise?” 
 
    “Mayonnaise.” 
 
    “Oh, I like mayonnaise. Will there be enough for lunch?” 
 
    “Lunch and dinner!” 
 
    He was pulling his shirt off, kicking his shoes off, leering at me like a horny, little brat. 
 
    And it was making me hot, really hot. And, in fact, hot was translating to wet. I could feel my pussy juicing up in anticipation. 
 
    He pushed me back and knelt between my legs. 
 
    “There might be something wrong with my pussy, too. Could you take a close look?” 
 
    He got down and peered at my vagina from two inches away. “Is this close enough?” 
 
    “Nope,” and I pulled his face into my crotch. 
 
    “Oh, Lord. He might be a horn dog, but he knew his way around a pussy. He licked and sucked, I could feel my flesh getting wetter under his tongue. I arched my back and groaned. 
 
    He lifted his head and said, “Did that hurt?” 
 
    “Do it again and I’ll send you a letter.” 
 
    He did it again, and again I felt like my spine was cracking and my ovaries spilling over. If that makes sense. 
 
    Then he slithered up my body, squeezing my buns, kissing my belly, and he reached gold. Nirvana. Paradise. 
 
    He cupped my breasts, hefted them, and I could feel his wet mouth sucking, pulling, stretching out my nipples. 
 
    I almost came right then. 
 
    “Baby, you are hot!” 
 
    He got up and lifted me, pulled me into the all fours position. Oh, yes! He was going to do the dog! 
 
    Then he was in me. I could feel his penis sliding up my tunnel, the veins rippling against the walls, so slick and smooth, and I knew he was dripping. 
 
    I collapsed my front arms and gave him full access. He drove into me again and again, and, in those moments of delirium I had that thought again. 
 
    I was horny because I knew he was going to go limp. He wasn’t going to get to fuck me for a while. I wanted one last fuck, but…there was also something so deliciously heady about knowing what was going to happen. I had robbed him of his manhood, he might be on top of me literally, but figuratively, he was on the bottom. 
 
    I giggled, and he laughed, and I began to cum, again and again and again. 
 
     
 
    I gave him a second dose at breakfast, and the doctor had said that within twelve hours of the first dose he was going to be limp. By ten days or two weeks he was going to be feeling ‘pressure’ in his chest then he would start growing. And the whole process would only take six weeks. Six weeks total, then his dick would be hard again. 
 
    In a way, even though I loved his pecker, I thought that maybe I loved the idea of being able to make him limp more. 
 
    Hmmm. Another fine mess I’d gotten myself into. I was getting hornier, and I would need lots of good, hard sex, but he was going to be softer, and rendered incapable. 
 
    Well, he had a good mouth, and I could get him a strap on, I suppose. Or just get new batteries for my vibrator. 
 
    Anyway, the point is that I went to work, and he went to work, and when I got home he was sad. 
 
    “What’s wrong, honey?” 
 
    “Oh, nothing.” 
 
    But I knew what was wrong. He had tried to stroke himself to porn, and there was nothing to stroke. 
 
    Heh heh. Me bad. 
 
    His peeny was asleep, and would be for six weeks. 
 
    Snicker, chortle, heh heh, hah! 
 
    But right then, and very aware that he would be a little extra sensitive, hormonally sensitive, I just poured him a bourbon and Coke and gave him a light kiss. 
 
    Then, me being really bad, I took off my blouse. 
 
    His eyes opened wide and he blurted, “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Honey, you’re right and I’m wrong. I really should rejoice in your worship of my breasts.” 
 
    Oh, the look on his face. His pecker was limp, yet there was that within him that drove him to want me, to obsess on my boobs. 
 
    “What’s the matter?” I thought you’d be glad to have me let the girls out for a walk? 
 
    “Well, I do, it’s just that…” 
 
    “Don’t you love me anymore?” 
 
    “Of course I do, it’s just that…I, uh…don’t feel well. And he gave a lame, little cough. 
 
    “Oh, I’m sorry. Well, we can have chicken soup tonight, and let me get you some cough medicine.” 
 
    A minute later I was spooning him some of that overly sweet red crap. I mean, GAH! That stuff tastes terrible. 
 
    “Drink it all now,” I cautioned. And he did, and he hated it. 
 
     
 
    That was the start of two weeks from heck for him. 
 
    I took my time getting dressed, asked him if I had a bump on my breast, asked him to massage them because I thought they might be sore. 
 
    He did, and made large gulping sounds. Staring at my large boobs, eyeing the erect nipples. 
 
    And it was making me horny. 
 
    During the day, when I was home, I made sure I wore half bras and thin blouses. Sometimes I would adjust the straps, giving the girls a bounce or two. He would just sit there, glum, and not say anything. 
 
    A couple of days I had him warm up the barbecue, and I cooked burgers and dogs while in my two piece, and I would press my body against him, and kiss him, and keep my arm around him and my boobs pressed against him. 
 
    He was going out of his mind. He would stare and swallow and wish, and he would sometimes follow me around and look, but his weenie, poor weenie, just wasn’t up to the job. 
 
    On a Wednesday night I cuddled with him and felt his dick. It felt like a saggy sock that was feeling droopy. 
 
    “Honey? What’s the matter? Why don’t you want to fuck me anymore?” 
 
    I didn’t say ‘make love,’ I pushed the issue by talking dirty. 
 
    Finally, he cracked a little. “I just…I seem to…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’ve got a, uh, case of ED. 
 
    “ED?” 
 
    “Yeah. It’s called erectile dysfunction. I don’t seem to be able to get hard.” 
 
    “Should we see a doctor?” 
 
    “No…no. It’ll get better. Maybe I’ve just used it too much.” 
 
    “Not with me. Have you been jacking off again? Yes! I’ll bet that’s it! You’ve been masturbating and now you’re empty.” 
 
    “No. I haven’t.” 
 
    “Well, maybe you haven’t…but I’m going to have to.” 
 
    “What? Masturbate?” 
 
    “Yes.” I pouted. 
 
    “But, honey, I’m sorry. I didn’t do this on purpose. It just happened.” 
 
    “And if you can’t satisfy me, the way a man satisfies a woman, then I’ll just satisfy myself.” 
 
    “But you can’t do that!” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Well, you don’t want me to do it, so why should you?” 
 
    “There is a difference between behaving yourself and actually be starved.” 
 
    I wasn’t sure if I was making sense, but John wasn’t really following me. His concerns over his penis, the hormones that I knew were pumping through his body, I knew he wasn’t really thinking straight. 
 
    “Well…well…” he stuttered. 
 
    I got up and went to my dresser. I took my vibrator out of the bottom drawer and held it up. I got back into bed and shoved him to the side. “Move over, rover, it’s time to let the pussy cat sing.” 
 
    I spread my legs and went to work. I slid the point over my clit and went up and down the labs. 
 
    “Hey,” said John. “Hey.” He sounded so helpless. 
 
    There is a trick to good masturbation. the trick is to relax. Don’t go chasing an orgasm, just go away from it, relax, and let it happen. Which is what I did. 
 
    John watched me, was caught between fascination and wanting to tell me to stop. 
 
    I wasn’t going to stop. I was so horny from what I had been doing to John I couldn’t stop. 
 
    “Kiss me, honey,” I moaned. 
 
    He leaned over and tentatively kissed me. 
 
    I was so damned hot I grabbed the back of his head with one hand and pulled his lips to mine. I groaned and mashed my mouth against his. 
 
    Limp dick or no, he couldn’t resist my passion. He began to gently grind his mouth on mine. One hand went to my boob, and we began to fuck…as if we were actually fucking. 
 
    I asked him later about that night, and he told me it was the most erotic thing he had ever done, to fuck me without fucking me. To make out hot and heavy and know I was getting fucked, but not by him. 
 
    I know it was driving me crazy. While he kissed me, and licked my lips, and felt my boobs, I had one hand holding the vibrator to my button, and the other one inside me. That’s right, I was finger banging myself. 
 
    I began to hump and groan and the bedroom filled with the sound of me going crazy. 
 
    John worked harder and harder. He was really getting into this. His cock was limp, but he had a woman whining and grinding under him. 
 
    It actually took a while, in spite of it being so hot. That was because I had never done anything like this, and I was thinking thoughts, being embarrassed, and so on. 
 
    But, eventually, I felt the explosion start. It was like a far away tide, lapping at my toes, my calve, my thighs. Then it was swallowing my hips and my hole was igniting. It felt like sparks were shooting out of me. 
 
    My breasts felt swollen and inflamed. My lips…I was voraciously eating his mouth, and…I came. 
 
    “GAH! AH…AH…AHHHHH! 
 
    It lasted a long time. Maybe forty-five seconds, and then I sank back, my body relaxed, and I laid there with closed eyes. 
 
    “Holy crap,” breathed John. 
 
    “Wow,” I said. 
 
    “You did it. You really did it. That was the biggest orgasm I have ever seen.” 
 
    “Yeah.” I rolled on to my side and relaxed. 
 
    “Heysoos.” 
 
    “Quite, now, lover. I need my beauty rest.” 
 
    He was quiet. Heck, he was in awe. I slept, and I barely felt him as he slipped out of bed. 
 
    The next morning I awoke, felt great, and he was snoring. I was pretty sure he had spent the night looking at porn, playing with his limp dick, trying to get hard. 
 
    Heh. 
 
    But, I should tell you that I’m not all mean. After all, giving your husband a drug against his will? That could be considered pretty mean. And even though I considered it all a joke, a joke with a point, it was still a joke. 
 
    So I was waiting for the two week mark. At that point he would have had all the medicine he needed, and we could just stand back and watch the change. 
 
    And, really, I had to tell him. I didn’t really want him going to a doctor and have that doctor find traces of certain hormonalizing drugs in his system. I also knew that he was suffering. Heck, what man wouldn’t suffer, with a dick that didn’t work? 
 
    So, two weeks in, the last dose of drugs put into his eggs, it was time to come clean. 
 
    “John?” 
 
    He was in his computer room. Doubtless looking for cures for ED. I was in the kitchen, concocting the cure for a husband who was about to flip his wig. 
 
    “Yeah?” He entered the kitchen. Oh, he was sad. Very hang dog. 
 
    “John, you are obsessed with my boobs.” 
 
    “Yeah. I suppose so.” 
 
    “Do you remember when I asked you how you would like it if you had boobs?” 
 
    His brows lowered a bit and he tilted his head slightly. “Yeah?” 
 
    “Well, I decided to give you boobs.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    I’ve been giving you some pills that would enhance your estrogen and help you grow boobs.” 
 
    “You can’t…I…don’t understand.” 
 
    “It’s simple. Have you noticed that your chest has been a little sore the last couple of days?” 
 
    “Well, yeah.” 
 
    “That’s the start. They are going to get sore, they will expand, you’re going to have a set of boobs.” 
 
    I was sitting at the table. He was standing up, the drink I had given him barely touched. 
 
    “You can’t…that’s not right.” 
 
    “It wasn’t right that you chased me around the house over my boobs. But I’m your wife and I put up with it.” 
 
    “No, you didn’t.” 
 
    Well, that was sort of true, and I had a real quick flash of guilt. I pushed it away and continued. 
 
    “The drug I’ve been giving you will grow your breasts. It has the temporary effect of emasculating you.” 
 
    “No! Wait…you did that to me?” 
 
    He was mad now. Not a lot, but it was growing. I suddenly wished I had done this over the telephone. He might be having girly hormonal emotions, but he had a strong body that could lift weights, or a wife, and throw her over the roof. 
 
    “You caused me to….be limp?” 
 
    “I did.” To my credit I looked him right in the eye when I said that. 
 
    He picked up his drink and drank the whole thing. He set the glass down with a smack and looked at me, and suddenly I was worried. 
 
    “You altered my body chemistry. You gave me drugs that I presume are illegal. You made me think I was crazy.” 
 
    “Well, I was just trying to—” 
 
    “Yeah,” he cut me off. “What were you trying to do?” 
 
    I managed not to crumble. “I was going to teach you a lesson about boobs. I was tired of you being a sex hound and—“ 
 
    “So you mess with my chemistry, drive me crazy, and…what? What are these drugs that you gave me going to do?” 
 
    Suddenly, I saw how totally reckless and irresponsible I had been. I had made choices, dangerous choices, for another human being. 
 
    “You’re going to grow boobs. I told you that.” 
 
    He went to the liquor cabinet and took down the bottle of bourbon. He tilted it and drank four or five gulps straight, like he was drinking ice cold punch on a hot, summer day. He slammed the bottle down and glared at me. 
 
    “You fucking cunt!” And he turned and walked out.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    I had screwed up. I had let an irritation become a betrayal. I had done damage to my marriage. 
 
    Yes. He was a horn dog, but he was my horn dog. And now I had risked that. 
 
    I followed him into the bedroom. He was sitting on the bed staring at the closet. His closet. The one with his suitcases in it. 
 
    “John. I fucked up. I see that now. I don’t expect you to for—“ 
 
    “So what is the time frame for this great feminization you planned?” 
 
    “Two weeks of administering chemicals. Four weeks to grow some breasts, and then you should get your penis function back.” 
 
    “Should, huh? Any guarantees? Or are we just winging it?” 
 
    “John, tell me what can I do to make up for this?” 
 
    “Is this why I’ve been having weird emotions? Getting pissed and then feeling like crying? That sort of stuff?” 
 
    “Probably. But, John…” 
 
    But there wasn’t anything to say. He was too mad and, emotions or not, he was right. 
 
    I pulled my vanity chair around and sat in front of him and said, “I’ll do anything I can to make up for this.” 
 
    He just stared at me, then turned on the bed and lay on his side. Facing away from me. 
 
    “John? Can I lay next to you?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    So I left the room. 
 
      
 
    Lord, it was frosty around the house that day. John kept to himself. He stayed in his computer room, or watched TV. When I came in to talk with him he just got up and left. 
 
    Oh, crap. What had I done? I had thought it was all fun, a great big joke, a way to get back at him, and now…I had been stupid. 
 
    And it was frosty for a week. John barely said a word to me. Sometimes he wouldn’t even come in for meals He would just sit in his room and brood. 
 
    Funny thing about time, it passes. Crops grow and are harvested. People get old and die. Babies are born. clothes wear out and are replaced. Even anger tends to fade. 
 
    A week later John could definitely notice the protrusions on his chest. Just an inch of extra flesh, looking more like saucers growing on his pecs. 
 
    I caught him feeling them a couple of times. I would walk by and he would be staring at himself in the mirror, his hands on his swellings. He had a funny look on his face. 
 
    Still, he was upset with me. Barely a word, glances so cold they could have frozen pork chops. 
 
    I went to work, and I was turning silent. I was feeling guilty, spoke little, and the guys at work noticed. 
 
    But what could I do? I had emasculated my man, stolen his erections and given him drugs that would make him moody and irrational. And all for a point to be made, a ‘joke.’ Some joke it turned out to be. Hunh! 
 
    At two weeks, four weeks total, I could see his boobs. They were small probably the size of golf balls, but I could see them. Then I didn’t. 
 
    His chest was flat. Manly. And I frowned, then I saw what he had done. He had wrapped ace bandage around his chest, he had bound himself. 
 
    That night I poured a couple of bourbon and Cokes and walked towards his room. I had fixed myself up, was wearing a tight dress that showed off my figure I had spent time on my face, and I knew I had to talk to him. I had to get him to talk to me. 
 
    I walked into his room, placed a drink on his desk, moved a chair to block the door and sat in it. 
 
    He swiveled and stared at me. It was not a friendly stare. 
 
    “John, I fucked up.” I sipped and waited. 
 
    He started to get up and I snapped, “Sit down!” 
 
    He frowned. He was caught between the desire to leave, and the fact that he would have to physically move me to do that. 
 
    “You can hate me, you can divorce me, but even if you’re going to do that you’re going to have to talk to me. Some day, some way, you’re going to have to deal with me.” 
 
    He settled back slowly, looked at the drink on his desk, and finally picked it up. He sipped, watched me, then: “Why did you do that to me.” 
 
    “I had a stupid idea. I wanted to teach you a lesson. I wasn’t thinking.” 
 
    “And now you are?” 
 
    “John, have you ever done something so stupid you couldn’t believe it?” 
 
    He frowned. The truth was…who hadn’t? 
 
    “Well, it was my turn to do something stupid, and I did it, and I wouldn’t blame you if you went all Charles Manson on me.” 
 
    “Charles Manson just ran and hid. It was Tex Watson that did the murders.” 
 
    “So go Tex Watson on me, I deserve it, but talk to me first.” 
 
    He was silent for the longest time. Then he nodded. 
 
    I had spent the last two weeks thinking about what to say, and I had only one chance of getting out of this mess. It was slim, maybe it was even ludicrous for me to think about it, but…boobs. 
 
    So I bypassed how dumb and evil I was and went for his obsession. 
 
    “I may have caused you much misery, but you have to take care of yourself.” 
 
    He blinked. He had been so angry he hadn’t been thinking. 
 
    “You have bound your boobs. Yes, they are boobs, no denying, but you have to unbind them. You don’t want to damage them.” 
 
    He frowned. 
 
    “You have to wear a bra. You think about that and I’ll be back in an hour.” 
 
    He had opened his mouth, but didn’t really have anything to say. I walked out, headed for the garage and drove off. 
 
    Later I would ask him what he thought about during that hour, but he wold never tell me. He just said he thought about things. 
 
    But what things? 
 
    No answer. 
 
    I came back an hour later. Made two more drinks, I needed him to relax a little, to let go of his inhibitions, and hopefully some anger. 
 
    I walked into his room and placed the drink down next to his empty glass. He stared at it, and I had the impression that he had been waiting for me. 
 
    Then I handed him a bag and I sat down and sipped. 
 
    He stared at the bag for a long minute. “What’s this?” 
 
    “Open it and find out.” 
 
    So he did, he looked into the mouth of the bag and sighed. 
 
    He reached into the bag and took out a bra. It was white, thin, more of a training bra. 
 
    “There are six bras in there, growing in size. You are supposed to be developing fast, and I want you comfortable while this happens. Do you want help putting it on?” 
 
    He put the bra back in the sack and sat there, a strangled sort of expression on his face. Then he started to cry. Big cry. Monster tears that washed his cheeks. 
 
    I stood up and went to him, and stopped. “May I hold you?” 
 
    And, thank God, he nodded. In a second I had my arms around him, and I was crying, too. I had broken through. 
 
    He wasn’t done being mad, but at least we could communicate. 
 
    Over the next few weeks he was still moody, and once he looked at me, turned, and struck a wall with his fist. 
 
    Heck, I didn’t blame him. If he had hit me instead of the wall…I wouldn’t have blamed him. 
 
    But communication started up again. 
 
    And that day we talked, and he was pretty grouchy, and I took whatever he had to say and just let it be.  
 
    And I fixed a simple dinner and he sat and ate and thought. I made sure he had lots of bourbon and Coke. Thank God for b and C. 
 
    He didn’t put the bra on that first day, and by the second day it was too small. He tried it on, he actually let me help him, and it was too small, so we went to the next biggest size. 
 
    A male chest, he was a forty with A cups. But I knew he was going to get bigger. The diameter of the ‘saucers’ on his chest indicated that. 
 
    He looked cool in the bra. His boobs were pretty pancake-y, but they were real. I complimented him, but carefully. And he muttered something, and that was that. 
 
    But I had made inroads, and we were making progress. 
 
    The next day he was bigger, and the the day after he was bigger, and the third day he needed to go to a B cup. 
 
    “Wow,” he said. “This is happening fast.” He spoke dourly, but without any of the almost violent recriminations in his eyes. 
 
    I kept my trap shut. 
 
    And we actually had physical contact in bed. Not fucking, of course, he was still limp, but we held each other. And we were silent. But that was where it had to start. It was like holding hands, but we were holding bodies. 
 
    Four days later he was a C cup, and now he was starting to blink and pay more attention to his boobs than to his anger with me. 
 
    He was constantly looking in the mirror, turning this way and that. He even placed his hands on his buns, and I could tell he was thinking about the whole look of his body. 
 
    Three days, and a D cup. Man, those were miracle hormones. Maybe I had made a terrible error in judgment, but you couldn’t fault the chemicals. 
 
    John got up that morning, put his bra on, stared at the mirror and said, “What would I look like in a blouse?” 
 
    I didn’t say anything, though I felt an exultation. “I’ll get you one. You want sheer or opaque?” 
 
    “Let’s try sheer.” 
 
    I handed him a thin blouse and he put it on. “There’s something wrong,” he said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “The buttons are backwards.” 
 
    “No, the buttons on men’s shirts are backwards.” 
 
    He stared at me. 
 
    “There’s a lot of theory about that. Some people say that shirts are made the way they are because when men wore armor the overlap of metal on a seam made it difficult for a knife to be inserted. Some people say it’s because the women who made the blouses, or shirts, made men’s backwards because men dressed themselves. Forwards would be for when the women were dressed by maids.” 
 
    “That’s…not very smart.” 
 
    “But, who knows.” I helped him with the buttons, not that he needed help, but I wanted to be close to him. I wanted to feel his emotions when he inspected the blouse. 
 
    I stood next to him and we looked in a mirror. 
 
    “Wow. I’ve got titties, don’t I.” 
 
    “I didn’t know they would get this big.” 
 
    “Are they going to get bigger?” 
 
    “Maybe. Probably. You’ve got a week left before…before…” 
 
    “Before I get hard ons again,” he spoke drily, but without the animosity of previous days.” 
 
    I hung my head. 
 
    He lifted my chin gently. “I’ll never forgive you.” And he kissed me, and I was so glad I almost swooned. 
 
    He chuckled, a sad sort of a chuckle, but it was the most I had gotten out of him since I had told him what I had done. 
 
    I hugged him, and held on, and prayed. I was doing a lot of praying these days. 
 
    That was an interesting day. Seeing himself in feminine finery changed him. Not a lot, there were still periods of depression and even anger, but then he would look in a mirror and see his changing body. He would see the boobs, the curves, the…the cleavage, and he would purse his lips and just think. 
 
    At dinner I said, “It may be too soon, but there’s lot of clothes you could have fun with.” 
 
    He froze. Fork aloft, eyes fixed, and I worried that I had fucked up again. Then he said, “Maybe.” 
 
    It was a momentous moment. 
 
    Three days later and he was more than a D, and his boobs were starting to fit his chest. Men’s chests are wider, and his boobs need to be bigger to be proportional. And now his boobs were starting to look big enough. 
 
    But, I had been noticing something, and I knew he would notice, so I had to get in front and bring it up first. 
 
    Over waffles and sausage I observed, very softly, “You know, your skin is getting softer.” 
 
    He didn’t blink. He had already noticed. “I’ve also lost a little muscle mass. But I can’t feel my weenie yet.” 
 
    I would have muttered an inward ‘crap-a-doodle,’ but he wasn’t upset. He was just observing. 
 
    I blurted, “Do you want to try on some clothes today?” 
 
    He didn’t move for a second, his mouth made a moue, but he said, “Sure.” 
 
    Oh, God, the relief I felt. And, now that he was coming around, I felt the first stirrings of horniness. And after breakfast we adjourned to the bedroom. 
 
    John in a bra was quite sexy. He likes to wear his hair long, so I combed it out. It wasn’t long enough for real work, but it helped. 
 
    “We can get a wig,” I suggested. 
 
    He inspected his locks. “Maybe just a…uh, a bowl cut, or whatever you call it.” 
 
    “A bob.” 
 
    “Yeah, a bob.” 
 
    “Okay, here, try this on.” I handed him a pale green skirt. He stepped into it and pulled it up. It was a perfect fit. In fact, I hate to admit it, it looked better on him than on me. His hips were slightly flared from the hormones, and the skirt settled on his hips perfectly. 
 
    I handed him a sweater, a thin one with short arms. 
 
    He pulled it on and I gasped. The sweater covered up male parts, and emphasized female parts, and…he was sexy. I mean, he actually had a body to die for A female body. 
 
    “Good lord,” I murmured. 
 
    He looked at me. 
 
    “You’ve truly got the best of both worlds. you could be male or female.” 
 
    “My face is changing, it’s more female than male.” 
 
    “I can can make you more male or more female with a little make up. 
 
    He tilted his head, and I knew I had intrigued him. 
 
    “What’s next?” 
 
    “Take off your clothes,” I said. 
 
    He snorted. “Sorry, the dick hasn’t come back, yet.” 
 
    “It’s not that. With the short sleeves of that sweater I realized we need to do something.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Get rid of your hair. Do you want to do it the easy way or the hard?” 
 
    “Easy.” 
 
    I handed him a bottle of Nair. “Follow the directions. See you in twenty.” 
 
    He took the bottle and headed for the bathroom. He wasn’t frowning, and he wasn’t jumping for joy, but he was interested. Thank God. 
 
    He came out of the shower with. smile. “This feels so weird.” 
 
    “But good?” 
 
    I think he caught himself smiling then, for he stopped. But he said, “Yes.” 
 
    “Wait until you feel your skin with nylons on.” I tossed him a garter and nylons. He caught them and considered them. I studied his body. Man. It was feminine. I had only been thinking boobs, but there was massive restructuring going on. His butt was more round, his skin was soft, and his face…Lord. I wanted to plump those lips. 
 
    He put on the garter then sat on the vanity chair and unrolled the stockings up his legs. “Whoa,” he blurted, “I’ve got no hair, but it feels like my hair is standing on end.” 
 
    I tossed him the panties and he pulled those up, and stopped, and looked at me. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’ve got nothing to fill these panties with. Just a worm on downers.” 
 
    Oh, man. Dangerous ground. But: “How does it feel.” 
 
    When I think about it, lousy.” 
 
    “And when you don’t think about it?” 
 
    He sighed. “It feels good.” 
 
    I smiled, but he had more to say, “I’m going to tell you something weird, but don’t take it like you’ve done something right.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “The idea of not having a dick, in a weird way….it’s a turn on.” 
 
    “Wow,” I said, careful to keep any expression off my face. 
 
    “I mean, I’m going to get my dick back, but…for a while…it is so…I don’t want to say incredible, to have no penis.” 
 
    “But you will get it back.” 
 
    He nodded, then: “What’s next?” 
 
    Oh, thank the Lord, he was getting into this. 
 
    “Well, as long as we’re going all out, take off your nylons and I’ll give you nails.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    He unrolled the stockings. “It feels as good taking them off as putting them on.” 
 
    I smiled and grabbed my nail kit. For the next hour we were like two, giggling girls. I prepped and painted and lacquered, and he sat in awe. 
 
    Finally, his tootsies were done, and his fingers were long, red stilettos.  
 
    Hey, he wanted them that way. He said that as long as he was going to go back to being a man…why not. ‘Experience it while you’ve got it,’ is how he put it. 
 
    Then, back on with the nylons, and he had to be super careful not to stick a nail through that fine material, and we were ready for a dress. 
 
    I picked out a black number, cross over. His bra was a half bra, and it showed plenty of cleavage but didn’t show up at the criss cross of his dress. It was the kind of dress that swirled out when you spun, and he spent some time swirling. 
 
    Then…make up. 
 
    That took an hour, and I explained everything, and he watched in utter fascination as I transformed him. Before we began you could take him either way, as a man or a woman. When I was done there was no way he could be thought of as manly. He stood there in full dress, scintillating, shadowed eyes, sexy, red lips. I combed his hair, and it looked like he was a woman with a short bob. 
 
    And I suddenly realized that I was wet. 
 
    Baby, was I wet. 
 
    I had been so focused on doing things right, and explaining it all to him, I hadn’t paid any attention as my breath got shorter and my lips got dry. But when I was finished I definitely noticed how the area at the tops of my thighs was slick. 
 
    “Wow,” he said. 
 
    “Want to go get your ears pierced?” 
 
    He blinked. he was totally frozen for a second, then he gave a nervous nod of the head. 
 
    So we went to the mall, into a jewelry store, and he got his first piercings. We left the store and he was wearing some danglers about an inch and a half long with a little pearl on the end of each earring. 
 
    And, finally, he was in full swing. He was no longer mad at me. He was gushing. Carrying on about the earrings and how it didn’t hurt when they put the needle through his lobes. 
 
    Then he stopped, just stopped walking and had a stunned look on his face. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Could you imagine, wouldn’t it be weird, if I got my nipples pierced.” 
 
    Well, he didn’t, but he thought about it, and I had the feeling that it was eventually going to happen. 
 
    As a man he must have seen a ton of pierced nipples on the internet. 
 
    I rained on his parade. “You realize that your tits are going to eventually go away. Your face will change back. You’ll be a manly man again.” 
 
    Boy, that shut him up, and I was sorry I had said anything. 
 
    Anyway, we hung out at the mall for a while. Had lunch, he told me he felt weird when guys looked at us, but…we had fun. 
 
    Two girls shopping. Girls just wanna have fu-un! 
 
    And then it was time to go home. 
 
     
 
    “Honey?” he asked when we were in the bedroom. I was changing into more comfortable clothes. He wanted to try heels for a while. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “So I couldn’t help but notice that you have a dildo in your bottom drawer.” 
 
    “Couldn’t, eh? And when were you going through my drawers?” 
 
    He wasn’t abashed at all. “When I was thinking about packing and leaving.” 
 
    Whew. That one hit. 
 
    “So have you, eh…” 
 
    “I was going to have you fuck me with it. It came with a strap on harness.” 
 
    “Oh.” A few seconds passed, and I was happy. I knew where this was leading. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Well, I haven’t used it on you.” 
 
    “Well, you were pretty mad at me. I didn’t think you wanted to.” 
 
    He took a big breath. “I’m not mad now.” 
 
    I turned and faced him. “Honey, it is one of my biggest fantasies to have you use that strap on on me.” 
 
    “You strip, I’ll get it.” 
 
    And, bingo, we were there. 
 
    I took off all my clothes and got on the bed. I watched him as he buckled the harness on and screwed the dildo onto it. 
 
    It was a good-sized dildo. Bigger than his regular cock, black, with veins and bumps. Actually, it was sort of scary looking. 
 
    He put some lube on it and stroked it and grinned. “Talk about weird. I’m jacking off and feel absolutely nothing.” 
 
    “I’m about to feel something,” I quipped. 
 
    “Yes, you are.” He climbed onto the bed and knelt between my knees. He bent down and lifted my buns with his hands and began to eat. Lord, I loved it when that man ate. For a long time he slopped and sucked and tickled my clit and stuck his tongue in and reamed my hole. Then he slithered on up and worshiped my breasts. He looked up at me. “I’m still a tit man.” 
 
    “In more ways than one,” I said. 
 
    He pushed his big, black dong into me, and it took my breath away. I put my arms around his waist and pressed my face against his chest, against his big, huge boobs. 
 
    He held back for a second, then began to pump. 
 
    There is a huge difference between plastic and flesh. Flesh is warm and cuddly. It reassures you, it makes you feel good. It connects you with the whole human race. 
 
    Plastic invades. It doesn’t have much give, it doesn’t mesh with the flesh. 
 
    Sometimes flesh to flesh is what you want. 
 
    Sometimes you want plastic. 
 
    This was my first time with a hard, plastic prick, and, baby, did I want. 
 
    I bucked and held on. I sucked his tits and humped, and that penis drove into me, into me…and I felt like I was going insane. It was a curious moment of freedom, like I was just a lump of meat being driven to cum. And, for the moment, it was exactly what I needed and wanted. 
 
    John drove into me, and watched me, and I could tell that he was apart from me. He couldn’t feel anything, and yet…he could read me, maybe even read me better. He figured out how to use that plastic peter to its best advantage. He swirled it inside me, he used his hands and pushed on the base. He pushed with his hips. 
 
    I felt like I was a volcano coming uncorked. I felt everything rising inside, swelling up, and then it burst. 
 
    Later he would tell me that I had experienced a very ‘male’ type of orgasm. but I didn’t care, I was too caught up in it to care. I mean, it just blew my top off and left me feeling like a puddle of hot rags. 
 
    He lay on me for a while, careful not to crush me with his weight, then he pushed off. 
 
    I lay there, feeling like my legs would never come together again. I felt empty of peter, but satisfied in a way I had never felt before. 
 
    “How was that?” John asked. 
 
    “Oh…wow. I never…” 
 
    He grinned. “You looked like you were having a good time.” 
 
    He took off the strap on and looked at it for the longest time. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    He looked at me, and he had the oddest expression. It was like he was excited and scared all at the same time. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “I want to experience everything.” 
 
    I sat up, swiveled so my legs hung, and looked at him. 
 
    “You’re sure?” 
 
    “I’m sure.” 
 
    I held out my hand and he put the strap on into it. 
 
    He lay down on the bed and waited for me. 
 
    I buckled the straps, and, man, it felt weird. I was a chick with a dick, and it was exciting. I felt like I was a man with a hard on, the blood pulsing, the peeny throbbing. I looked down and it sprouted out and I felt…power. 
 
    “So this is what a man feels like.” 
 
    He watched me. Waited. 
 
    I looked at him. “It’s heady. It’s cool.” 
 
    I climbed on the bed then, and what we had just done a few minutes previously we repeated, with me on the top. 
 
    I went down on him. I took his whole weenie—that small, shriveled, little thing—into my mouth.  
 
    He gasped. He could see what I was doing. He could feel it, but his penis refused to erect. 
 
    I pushed a finger in his anus and moved it around. 
 
    He began to jerk and twitch. “It…feels…good!” 
 
    I used two fingers, then three, lubing him up and getting him ready. 
 
    Finally, I moved up his body. He could feel the plastic peter poking at his ass, and I sucked on his tits. 
 
    Yes, John was a tit man. I think he enjoyed having his breasts played with more than I did. At least, from the sounds of his moans and groans it sounded like he did. 
 
    Then we kissed, a mad mixing of lipsticks, two women lusting uncontrollably. 
 
    And I put it in him. 
 
    I shoved a pillow under his ass so he was tilted up, and I slid it down into his canal. 
 
    Oh, the look in his eyes. He was suddenly transported, elevated, exalted. He told me later that it was like his whole body broke open and spilled gold. 
 
    Neither of us came, at least I didn’t. But when we were done he had a big wet spot of semen under him. 
 
    “What happened?” I asked, a little concerned. 
 
    “It’s all right. You pressed on my prostate, that forces the semen out.” 
 
    “So you’re all right?” 
 
    “Oh, baby. I am right! But…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’m going to be awfully horny. When the body releases the fluid the mind doesn’t know it. Even though I don’t have a dick, I’m horny, and this will make me ten times hornier.” 
 
    “Well,” I said, “I guess that’s good.” 
 
    “Good for you. I’m already horny enough. I fucked you and didn’t feel a thing. I’ve been drained and I’m…well…it might be fun. if you like being horny.” 
 
    “Honey, we’re going to do this again and again…until you love being horny!” 
 
    We both laughed. 
 
     
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    It’s been a year now, and John and I have settled into a new lifestyle. 
 
    He’s a woman for three or four months, then he reverts to being a man, and then a few months later he gets tired of being a man, and…back and forth we go. 
 
    But it’s really like we have the best of both worlds. In fact, I’m sort of envious. After all, he gets to be a man or a woman. I can only be a woman. He gets to experience what it’s like to have a pussy. I can only imagine what it’s like to have a dick. 
 
    But, that’s okay. The main thing is that there is no anger at what I did to him. 
 
    And, who knows. Maybe some day he’ll even thank me. 
 
      
 
    END
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    Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed. 
 
      
 
    The Feminization Games

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The Feminization of Mr Hyde! 
 
    What the monster really wants is…a sex change? 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “You’re not being logical!” I tried not to raise my voice, but I was only partially successful. 
 
    “Men dress ugly. They walk ugly. Everything they do is ugly!” 
 
    “Where do you get off with this crap? I never say such mean things to you?” 
 
    “The truth needs to be told.” 
 
    Gretchen glared at me, and I stared back. 
 
    My wife is a good looking a woman, and she’s smart—heck, she’s a world class research chemist for Moderna. Was majorly involved in vaccine research. Has been in the running for a Noble prize three times. Three friggin’ times! Do you know how smart that is? 
 
    But now she was not being smart. She had come home and started yelling at me, right out of the blue. And she had fixed herself up in a new, and sort of strange, way. 
 
    Normally she has light blonde hair in a pony tail, light blue eyes that can look so innocent, and a nice but sort of plain body. 
 
    Now that pony tail was combed out in a rich, lustrous wave. 
 
    Her blue eyes looked a deeper blue, an icier blue. 
 
    Her make up, which she didn’t normally wear much of, was…strict. By that I mean she had shadowed her eyes so that her eyes looked like the entrance to caves, and within the caves were glowing monsters. 
 
    And her lipstick was red with a glossy shine. Her lips looked like she had just drunk blood but had never been wiped the blood off. 
 
    But, with all these changes there was one other way she had changed that was even more drastic. Her boobs were bigger. 
 
    Look, I know my wife. She’s a 34B. She’s not a big woman. And that’s okay. I mean, a woman is a woman, and a boob is a boob, and when we start judging people by size then, well, let’s just say that would be a false standard. 
 
    I looked at what she was wearing. Black leather pants, a leather vest that didn’t cover he so much as emphasize her.her charms. But it wasn’t the clothes that made her look ‘chestier,’ she was a D now, and there was no disputing that. Maybe even bigger. 
 
    “I have signed you up for a pilates class, and we are going to take care of your wardrobe this weekend.” 
 
    “I don’t want to go to some stupid exercise class! And there is nothing wrong with the clothes I wear!” 
 
    She snapped, “You will do as I say!” 
 
    If I had snapped a picture of her that moment she would have been revealed as a militant, Germanic, arrogant Dominatrix. All she lacked was a whip. But, truthfully, her voice at that moment was whip enough. 
 
    “Honey, I think you’d better take a chill pill, maybe come down off that high horse and rejoin planet earth. 
 
    She walked towards me, a slow burn of gyrating hips, clicking high heels, and smoldering lips. She stopped in front of me, a sneer on her face. She grabbed my tie and jerked me towards her. My arms flailed briefly, then I was against her chest, and all my observations were proven out: she had a bigger chest. 
 
    I looked down at those mammoth mammaries and gulped. 
 
    We liked sex, maybe once a week, if we were both in the mood. But I was sort of shy, and she was giddy and giggly every time. But this creature held my tie, jerked me so that my face was two inches from her. She smiled a smile that was all white, sharp teeth and red, red lips. 
 
    “You will do as I say, my sweet lover, or I will fuck you stupid and leave you for the trashman.” She dripped with pure, raw sexual emotion. 
 
    She pushed me away then, turned, and walked out of the house. 
 
    What the fuck! 
 
    I stood in shock for a moment, then ran after her. When I reached the door, however, she was gone. She was already in her car and zooming down the road. 
 
    I turned back into the house, shaking, and wondered what had happened to my sweet, innocent wife. 
 
    Quivering and trembling, I went into the kitchen and poured myself a bourbon and Coke. I glugged a big glug, another one, and a few more and my hand stopped shaking and the glass stopped vibrating. 
 
    She didn’t come home. 
 
    I walked a circle into the rug. I paced and wrung my hands. The clock did the clock thing and the hands swept around to four in the morning. 
 
    Ding a doodle! My cell phone rang. 
 
    I was in a state. I was nervous and fearful and I picked it up. A number I didn’t know. Might be a scam call. But I was so desperate for word from my wife that I answered. 
 
    “Come bail me out, bitch.” 
 
    Click. 
 
    My mouth was dropped open so far a herd of bats could have roosted on my tonsils. 
 
    Bail? Jail? What the… 
 
    I grabbed my own car keys and headed for the police station. 
 
    Ours is not a big town, the biggest business, and building, is the Moderna Developent building. The rest of the town is small businesses, a half a dozen stop lights, a small school, and city hall. In the back of city hall, which is nothing more than a big house with modifications, is the jail. But you have to go through the building to get to the back, so I presented myself to a desk sergeant. 
 
    “I’m Henry Dill. My wife is Gretchen—“ 
 
    He didn’t even let me finish. He just nodded and picked up the phone. A second, and: “Cap, her husband is here. Sure.”  
 
    He hung up and said to me, “Have a seat.” He pointed at a bench next to a tall, plastic plant. 
 
    So I sat, and I waited, and things got stranger. 
 
    It was past four in the morning, and there seemed to be a lot of cops. They came in, went into the back, then came out later. They came out with big shit eating grins on their faces. 
 
    Five o’clock. 
 
    The desk sergeant was replaced, came back ten minutes later with…a shit eating grin. 
 
    He glanced at m and I could swear he was smirking. Then he put on his cop face and tried to look bored. 
 
    Six o’clock. I had asked several times what the hold up was, and had been told to just sit down, and paperwork was given as the excuse. 
 
    Finally, 6:30, the city starting to stir outside the glass doors, a cop came to a side door and called to me. 
 
    I followed him back through the station, and was stunned by the amount of cops on duty. It was a Tuesday morning. Monday night was supposed to be the slowest day of the week, yet there were enough cops to quell a riot. A big riot. 
 
    I walked down the corridor and passed two cops in a discussion. Their eyes were gleaming and one of them said, “I can’t believe the mouth on that woman!” 
 
    The other one said, “Mouth? I got her pussy!” 
 
    Then they looked at me and their faces became sober and official. 
 
    Back to the heavy door that separated the cells from city hall. 
 
    I stepped through the door and saw Gretchen right away. She was in the last cell, there was nobody around her, and she was laying on her side. It looked like she was sleeping. 
 
    The cop led me down the row of cells and pointed me into hers. 
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    Gretchen sat up, and she was trembling, and scared. She was shaking, and she launched herself into my arms.               
 
    “Henry? Why am I here?” 
 
    Holding her, I turned to the cop who had walked me back. “What are the charges.” 
 
    “No charges.” 
 
    “What did she do to get put in here?” 
 
    “Resisting arrest, assaulting a police officer. There’s some other stuff, but…no charges.” 
 
    Now, that puzzled me. She hit a cop and she wasn’t going to be charged? I had never heard of that! 
 
    “What did she do that she was going to be arrested?” 
 
    The cop turned a bit nasty then. He kept a straight face, but said, “Well, if you’d rather we press charges…” 
 
    I stared at him, then shook my head. “Just let us go.” 
 
    “Right this way.” 
 
    Gretchen and I walked out of the police station, and I was struck by several facts. 
 
    Number one, nobody seemed to notice or care. 
 
    Number two, she was different. She still had on the leather outfit, but her make up was worn off, and her clothes didn’t really fit. Her breasts were smaller. In fact, they were back to their regular size and shape. She held the leather vest closed with one hand and didn’t have any trouble concealing what had once been mountains. 
 
    “Honey? What happened?” I asked her as we crossed the parking lot. 
 
    “Nothing…oh, I don’t know. It’s all a misunderstanding.” 
 
    “But they arrested you?” 
 
    “I’m so tired. I’m too tired. I don’t remember what happened. Can we go home?” 
 
    I drove, and asked her again and again what had happened, but she kept putting me off, and soon we were home. 
 
    As soon as we were in the house Gretchen called her company. “I don’t feel well. I’ll come in this afternoon.” Then she hung up the phone and headed for the bedroom. 
 
    “Honey?” I followed her. “We need to talk!” 
 
    “Oh, not now, Henry. I am so tired.” She stripped out of her clothes and dove into bed. I stood at the door, my mouth open with yet to be asked questions, but she was already snoring. 
 
    I closed the door softly and went back to the kitchen. 
 
    What had happened to my wife? Why had she worn that strange leather outfit? And how could she be physically changed? Her tits had been bigger, her lips so plump. Even her waist had seemed smaller. 
 
    I went to work in my office. I work from home, lucky me, and waited for her to wake up. 
 
    Time passed, and since I had not slept the night before, I became tired. I finally went into the den and laid down on the couch. In seconds I was asleep. 
 
      
 
    I awoke and Gretchen was gone. She had taken my car, and I wondered where hers was. I mean, what the hell had happened to her? 
 
    I went back into the bedroom and picked up the leather outfit she had worn. I had never seen it before, and I held it up and inspected it. And…there was white stuff all mushed into the crotch on the inside. 
 
    What the…? 
 
    I touched the substance, sniffed it, then my eyes opened wide. It smelled like, it felt like…semen! 
 
    For a second my mind conjured all manner of terrible things. My wife had been kidnapped and raped. The cops had gang banged her. She had…a lover. Although, from the amount of semen in her pants there had to be a lot of lovers. 
 
    I took the pants out to the garage and put them in the wash. I didn’t know where they came from, but I’m sort of a clean freak. 
 
    But I really wanted to talk to Gretchen now. 
 
    I worked the rest of the day, at least, tried to. My mind was pretty well splattered. I kept thinking about things: her black leather outfit, semen, where was her car? What had she been arrested for? 
 
    At one point I called the police and demanded to know why my wife had been picked up the night before. They stonewalled me, and finally said somebody would call me. 
 
    And I thought: or not! 
 
    The police were obviously not going to be any help, and were probably going to be obstructionist about it all. 
 
    What the hell had happened? 
 
    Since Gretchen had gone to work late she came home late. And she came home tired and ready for a quick meal and sleep. 
 
    I fixed her a quick meal and again questioned her as to what had happened the night before. And, again, she put me off. 
 
    “I don’t know, honey. I must have had a drink—you know how alcohol affects me—because I don’t remember anything.” 
 
    But she did remember. I knew it. It was in her eyes. 
 
    Why would my lovely wife lie to me? 
 
    But she wouldn’t bend, and shortly was back in bed. Snoring mightily. Snoring not like a dainty girl, but like a rhinoceros having nightmares. I stood by the door and watched her for a while. 
 
    She was so sweet and innocent. What had happened? But, no answers, I sighed and went to bed myself. 
 
    I woke to her cuddling against me and crying. 
 
    Crying? 
 
    “Honey? What is it?” 
 
    “It’s nothing,” she sobbed, her entire body shaking. 
 
    I held her, tightly, and soothed her. “Please, honey, it’s okay.” And: “Please tell me what happened the other night.” 
 
    She just kept her face pressed against me and cried. But the tears were lessening, as if the more I asked the more she didn’t want to talk. 
 
    I tried, “Honey, I washed those leather pants.” 
 
    “You did?” Her voice was smothered by my flesh. I could feel her listening to me. 
 
    “There was semen in them.” 
 
    She froze, then: “No, there wasn’t.” 
 
    “I’m a guy. I know what semen is. There was definitely semen in those pants.” 
 
    “Well…I don’t know who would put semen in my pants.” 
 
    And there it lay. No matter how much I asked, she just shook her head and avoided the subject, or denied, or asked ‘how could that be?’ 
 
    She went to work that day, and things returned to normal somewhat. 
 
    I had to drive her, and I had to pick her up, because we still didn’t know where her car was. 
 
    But she called me at noon and said that the police had found her car and returned it. 
 
    Which was weird because…why would the police be looking for her car? We hadn’t made a report. So…? 
 
    So I got curious and did a little search. I work computers, and hacking is not a problem for me. I mean, I don’t do it, it’s not right, but I needed to know. So I hacked the Police Department computer system and found that her car had been impounded on the same night she had been arrested. 
 
    And she had been arrested for ‘lewd and lascivious conduct.’ 
 
    What the…? 
 
    I did a quick Google to make sure I understood the terms. The charges could include but were not limited to: 
 
    Groping. 
 
    Indecent exposure of genitalia 
 
    Sexually touching someone else. 
 
    Getting someone else to sexually touch the defendant. 
 
    Convincing or forcing others to touch each other in a sexual manner. 
 
      
 
    Now I was really confused. She had been arrested for lewd and lascivious behavior, and, according to the cops, had assaulted officers and resisted arrest. There was no sign of the resisting arrest or assault charges, but those would have, could have, been filed at the police station, and they could easily be erased. But the initial charge, lewd and lascivious conduct, that was not so easy to change. 
 
    But, no charges filed. 
 
    So, what? Gretchen had exposed herself? Groped somebody? Touched somebody in a sexual manner? 
 
    That was so unbelievable. My wife just didn’t do things like that! She was a shy creature! 
 
    I copied the police forms, made hard copy of them and put them in a drawer filled with things nobody wanted to look at. Things like I was getting a brand new credit card because I had had been pre-selected and… And offers for car insurance that would save me hundreds of dollars. 
 
    I call it the ‘lie drawer.’ Nobody would look at that. 
 
    Then I deleted digital evidence of having gone through the police records, both on their computer and on mine. 
 
    There was something going on here, and I wanted to leave no footprints until I understood what. 
 
    But the days returned to normal. Gretchen, while she wouldn’t talk of that night, returned to a normal work schedule. She was my lovely wife in a pony tail and often came home in a lab smock. 
 
    The incident passed, and we went back to watching old movies on TV, having barbecues and beer, and hanging out with good friends. 
 
    I thought it was all over, and I finally even stopped asking questions. 
 
      
 
    On a Friday night Gretchen worked late. She called and said she had a big project and don’t wait up for her. So I didn’t. I had a rare whiskey, watched ‘The Maltese Falcon,’ and went to bed. It was eleven o’clock. 
 
    I was half asleep, half awake, and not sure which way to go, when a loud voice made up my mind for me. 
 
    “Get up! Worm!” 
 
    I pushed sleep away, struggled to sit up and… 
 
    The lights were on and Gretchen, the one who wears leather and red lipstick and spikes so sharp you could crucify heysoos with them, was standing there.  
 
    The one with the big boobs and piercing, blue eyes. 
 
    The one who actually had a whip coiled over her shoulder now. 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “Get up and get down on your knees!” she commanded, crossing the room to the bed. 
 
    I put my feet out from under the covers, threw the covers off, and…she grabbed my dick! 
 
    “OW!”  
 
    She pulled me from the bed, laughing meanly, and threw me, literally threw me, on the floor. 
 
    “Bend knee to your mistress!” 
 
    I struggled to stand up, and she caught my hair in a fierce grip and bent me to a kneeling position. “Kiss my boots, lowly worm!” 
 
    “But…but…” she forced my lips down and actually forced them against the instep of her shiny, black heels. 
 
    She flung my head back, which caused me to go back on my fanny and then onto my elbows. I looked up at her in shock. 
 
    “Gretchen!” 
 
    “Gretchen?” she roared, “That bitch is no longer. I am Ms Hyde, and you are my property. Now get dressed!” 
 
    I started to get up but she moved back, uncoiled the whip that was over her shoulder, and snarled at me. “Get dressed NOW!” 
 
    I managed to get to my feet, and I was terrified. This woman—she wasn’t Gretchen, she was somebody else…Ms Hyde?—she towered over me, and she was strong. I had felt her strength when she had pushed me back, and I could feel the power of her presence. This was a woman to be obeyed! And God help you if you didn’t! 
 
    I scampered to the dresser and opened my drawer. I started taking out my tighty whiteys and…CRACK! 
 
    The whip snapped an inch from my ear. 
 
    I spun around, my eyes round, actually wishing for a cop to arrest my wife. 
 
    “Not those, you idiot! The drawer on the right!” 
 
    “But…but those are your underwear!” 
 
    “From now on we share!” She laughed. “Not that I have much use for underwear. I don’t want anything coming between my pussy and a good fuck. Take out the pink ones and put them on.” 
 
    The pink ones? I lifted the pink pair of panties up. They had frills  around the waist and a ribbon in the back, right over the crack. 
 
    “Yes, put those on.” 
 
    I stepped into the panties, almost fell over, then pulled them up. They were a bit small, very tight, and my package was very discomfited. 
 
    “They don’t fit,” I tried. 
 
    CRACK! I could feel the air snap past my cheek.  
 
    “The matching bra. Hurry! The night is passing.” 
 
    I found the matching bra and struggled to put it on. Finally, I got it, but not without that angry whip snapping loudly near my ass. She was snapping it so hard that if she ever touched my skin with it the skin would cut and bleed. 
 
    “Excellent,” she smiled a cruel smile. “But we need to put something in the cups. I won’t have a sissy boy of mine be flat.” 
 
    First she had me stuff socks into the cups, but she was unhappy. So she had me fill a couple of condoms with water. I pushed them into the cups and they were perfect. The bra gave them shape and they jiggled like real boobs. 
 
    “Okay. Garter, nylons.” 
 
    She was standing at the dresser now, the whip coiled up on her shoulder again. She tossed me the items as she named them. I quickly put them On. 
 
    Oh, I thought about jumping her while the whip was coiled, but she was so fast and confident that I lost all my nerve. 
 
    A dress. She had me wear a purple sleeveless. Then she pushed me down into the vanity chair. “Don’t fucking move!” she growled. 
 
    She put make up on me, lipstick, and a wig. 
 
    She picked out a pair of earrings and shoved them right through my lobes. 
 
    “OW!” Little drops of blood fell from the lobes. 
 
    “Don’t be a baby,” she said as she shoved the other earring into the other ear. 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    More drops of blood. 
 
    “I’m bleeding!” 
 
    “I like blood,” she gave me a twisted grin. “Now…let’s go.” 
 
    She ushered me out to the car, held the door open for me, then got in herself. 
 
    “Where are we going?” I asked. 
 
    “Wherever I want,” she said, and we zooped off down the street. 
 
    On the edge of town, just the other side of the city limits, is a bar. It is rough, a biker bar, and it was roaring. 
 
    There were probably 30 bikes lined up out front, and big, hairy bikers roared up and roared off. There were a couple of them in shape, but most of them had big bellies hanging over their greasy jeans. 
 
    Gretchen—pardon me, Ms Hyde—parked the car and got out. “Come on, you lazy slut,” she snapped at me. She began walking across the parking lot, and I just watched her. This was definitely not Gretchen. Her ass was round as an apple with a crack in it. Her waist was thin, and she moved with a sexy suppleness that Gretchen had never had. I stared and wondered where my wife had gone. 
 
    She was halfway across the parking lot before she realized I wasn’t coming. She turned and glared at me. Then she stamped her foot and pointed to the ground in front of her. 
 
    I shook my head. I was wearing woman clothes. I actually looked like a woman, with tits and red lips and everything. I wasn’t going anywhere. 
 
    She sauntered towards me. She was scary, but she also had a mocking sort of smile on her face, so I didn’t run.  
 
    I should have. 
 
    She reached me, wrapped me in her arms and bent me over and kissed me. It was a real Hollywood kiss, Rhett Butler and Scarlet O’Hara. I was bent back and twisted and she held me and those beautiful, full lips of hers sucked the life out of me. 
 
    She spun me back up, linked her arm with mine, and started walking. 
 
    “No!” I said. 
 
    But no didn’t mean no to her. She just used her superior strength to keep me walking, and we crossed the parking lot and entered the bar. 
 
    The bar was packed, and it was a madhouse. The roughest, toughest characters this side of a prison were yelling and shouting and guzzling beer and hard liquor. A table in a corner looked like it was dealing drugs. 
 
    There were four barkeeps and they were working as fast as a glass could fill. 
 
    There were a few gnarly looking mamas, rough faced and lots of boob showing, but it was mostly guys. 
 
    Big, hairy, fat-bellied monsters. With beards and greasy boots and tats.  
 
    And lots of prison hardened muscles. 
 
    As we entered the music washed over us. We stopped for a moment and Gretch—Ms Hyde—looked around in satisfaction. 
 
    I saw murdercyclists. Mayhemists in the first degree. Cross them and you get a thrashing to the edge of death at best, and you don’t want to know what’s the worst. 
 
    I saw big thugs with pool cues in their hands staring at us. 
 
    I saw men with guns stuck in their back pockets. 
 
    I saw chaos defined. 
 
    Yet everything had stopped, and everybody was staring at us. We were out of place. A dominatrix and a guy dressed as a woman. Though, to be truthful, I don’t know if I could be recognized as a guy. Ms Hyde had made me up that well. 
 
    A fellow standing next to a big barrel of peanuts was cracking shells, and he stopped and looked at us. And grinned. 
 
    His beard was filled with peanut shells, his pants were more grease than cotton, and he grinned. Square teeth with meat left in them. 
 
    He walked towards us. 
 
    The bar, except for the music, was quiet now. Then even the music was turned down. 
 
    The big biker was only a few feet away now, and as he opened his mouth Ms Hyde kicked him. Right in the patooties. 
 
    She kicked him with her high heeled shoes, and she kicked him so hard he a lifted into the air, then fell to all fours. 
 
    Surprisingly, there were cheers, and Ms Hyde grinned and bowed, then she turned to me, wrapped the whip around my neck, and dragged me across the floor. 
 
    I was wearing her heels, and they were tight and I nearly broke my neck trying to follow her. 
 
    She crossed the wood floor to the pool tables and, I don’t know how she did it, she made it appear like she just walked onto the table. I mean, it must have been a feat of gymnastics, but now she was on the green table. The players stepped back, big grins on their faces. 
 
    She had her vest zipped at the bottom half, which really made her boobs round and obvious, and she unzipped the rest of the way and placed her hands on her hips. Her tits fell out, were fully exposed, and the bar went wild. 
 
    She turned slowly, showing her charms to one and all, and then she pointed at me, who was standing dumbly and in shock, and yelled, “What am I bid for this sissy slut?” 
 
    Big, burly men crowded up to the bar. Biker mamas urged them on, and fistfuls of cash were thrown at Ms Hyde. 
 
    I tried to move, to run, but she still had the whip wrapped around my neck and I was jerked back. 
 
    “Okay!” She pointed at one unusually fat, smelly biker. “You win first dibs. The rest of you, leave your money here and you get sloppy seconds!” 
 
    The big biker unwrapped the whip from my neck. I would have run, but his fingers, fat, blunt sausages with lots of strength, pushed me towards the back of the bar. 
 
    I tried to struggle, but he had friends helping him, and my efforts were feeble. Heck, I’m a soft soul. I work on the internet, I didn’t have the size nor muscles to defend myself. 
 
    “Come on, honey,” yelled the biker. 
 
    They threw me over a table and lined up. First the big, fat, smelly biker, covered in road filth and grease, smelling like a pig fresh from the pen, lifted my dress and pulled down my panties. 
 
    “NO!” I screamed. 
 
    But no didn’t mean no. 
 
    His dick was big and fat like him. It was a healthy sausage, and it parted my cheeks and drove into my asshole with a grunt. 
 
    It hurt, of course, but pain is relative. And…pain goes away. 
 
    For the first minute I yelled and screamed and tried to move my arms and legs, which just caused the bikers to laugh. Then I felt his cock spewing deep inside my bunghole. He must not have fucked for a month, because there was a lot of it. And, I hate to say it, but that was good. His load of semen served as lubricant for the second monster. 
 
    He slapped my ass and moved away. For a second I thought I was done, that I could leave, but another biker took his place. This one had an even bigger dick, and I felt the initial pain, then the sloppy semen of the first lubricated everything, and he began pumping in and out of me. 
 
    People talk about rape being painful, and it is. But I think that’s only when women get raped. When men get raped, as I said, pain goes away, and after a while…I enjoyed the feeling of big dicks squishing around in my asshole. It was like an itch that had to be scratched. 
 
    In and out, squirt, squirt, another one bites the dust. 
 
    Pump and hump, do a dump, another one bites the dust. 
 
    Did I mention the bar was playing Queen? 
 
    Up and down, round and round, another one bites the dust. 
 
    I was grunting, and then one of the beasts figured out that there were two ends to me. Suddenly I was pulled further across the table, and I saw a big, huge dick coming towards my face. 
 
    I opened my mouth to protest, and that only gave the penis a chance to push into my mouth. 
 
    There I lay, across a table and getting it from both ends. My ass was so damned squooshy with sperm it was ridiculous. And now my stomach was filling up. 
 
    Suddenly, I felt a commotion next to me. In between mouth fuckings I looked to the side. 
 
    Another table had been placed next to mine and Ms Hyde was draped over it. A big biker was plowing her from the rear, and another from the front. But, unlike me, she was enjoying it. She cheered, when her mouth wasn’t full of cock, and encouraged the bikers to hurry up and get their weenies out…she was hungry! 
 
    And, at one point, when cocks were drained in our mouths and the bikers had stepped back to make room for the next customer, she grabbed my hand and whispered hoarsely, “Ain’t this fun?”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Somewhere, during that frantic night, I stopped thinking. Life became a rutting, sloppy, oozing mess, and I just lay there, and, suddenly somebody shook me. 
 
    I said nothing, and then my face was lifted up It was Gretchen. She was wearing the leather pants, but the vest had been lost. The crotch of the pants was wet with sperm. Her make up was worn off and her boobs were small. She was once again my darling, loving wife. 
 
    I was on the floor, didn’t really remember how I had got there, but I reached up and she reached down, and suddenly we were crying and holding on to each other. 
 
    The bar was empty and dawn was poking through the an open door. A kid was sweeping chicken bones, peanut shells and broken glass right out the door. 
 
    Crying, holding on to each other, we made it to our feet, then we held each other up as we staggered out of the bar. 
 
    The sunlight hit our abused eyeballs like a hammer. I felt ill, the victim of sperm and the cheap ass beer they had made us swill. 
 
    I looked at Gretchen, and she was in no better shape. She had sperm in her hair, caked around her eyes and mouth. It was slowly being washed away by her tears. 
 
    We made it to our car and I drove. I had lost my heels, but barefoot was fine with me. Anything to get away from this scene of terrible abuse. 
 
    I drove through town. It was waking up, it was about eight o’clock, and I stared, through teary eyes at a world that would never look the same again. 
 
    By the time I reached home we had stopped crying, except for some sniffles, and I turned to Gretchen. “Honey, don’t you think it’s time you told me what’s happening?” 
 
    “I will,” she agreed, “But let’s sleep first. Then…I’ll tell you everything.” 
 
    We went into the house and collapsed in bed. And slept. Our arms wrapped around each other like we were each other’s life preserver.  
 
      
 
    I awoke about four in the afternoon, and Gretchen was gone. I wondered if she had just been putting me on, that she wasn’t going to tell me what was happening. then I remembered how she had cried that morning, and knew that she had just gone to work. 
 
    And I wondered what her work had to do with what was happening. that it did have something to do with it all, I was sure. I just didn’t know what. 
 
    But all I could do was wait for Gretchen to come home and tell me. 
 
    I stepped into the shower, and sobbed for the feeling of hot water washing me. I washed every square inch of me, scrubbed me, and even used Gretchen’s douche nozzle to wash my asshole. There was still semen up there, and I watched it circle the drain and disappear with much relief. 
 
    After the shower I put on some jeans and a tee and some old tennis shoes. I went into the kitchen and had a piece of toast. It was about all my semen soaked stomach could stand. 
 
    And I texted Gretchen. 
 
      
 
    I’m awake. 
 
      
 
    And, the return message. 
 
     
 
    I’ll be home late, 
 
    but I’ll tell you everything. 
 
      
 
    I worked that afternoon. Not hard, just enough to get my mind off what had befallen me. And I thought about what I now suspected had happened. 
 
    Gretchen had turned into Ms Hyde and gone out and been picked up the police. And the police had taken her to the station house and had their way with her. There were what, 15 or 20 cops on the force? And they had pleasured themselves with Gretchen’s body, Ms Hyde’s body, until I showed up, and then they had kept me out in the waiting room while they kept committing their crimes. 
 
    Protect and serve had turned into ‘erect and serve…themselves.’ 
 
    I wondered if there was a crime in what they had done? Other than the stupid ‘falsifying records.’ 
 
    Probably not. Consenting adults, and I was sure none of the ‘blue line’ would turn tattle tale on their fellow officers. 
 
    But they had done what they had done, and only stopped when Gretchen turned back into herself. Then they had just swept her under the rug. Probably stilled laughed about the stupid housewife. 
 
    Then we had had several days of normal life. And Gretchen hadn’t told me anything because, for one, she must have been terribly hurt and embarrassed. And, for two, maybe she thought it would never happen again. 
 
    But, a few days later, Ms Hyde had taken over her body again, and this time she had taken me with her. 
 
    Maybe she thought I could protect her, obviously unaware of just how physically powerful she was when she was Ms Hyde. 
 
    Maybe Ms Hyde just wanted company in her depredations. 
 
    But, Ms Hyde had taken me to the bar, and that whole scene with the bikers had happened. 
 
    But, if history was true, then we had a few days before Ms Hyde appeared again. 
 
    But what could we do to protect ourselves from her? 
 
    I didn’t know. 
 
    About seven I knocked off work. I had supper, a bit more than toast, but not by much. My stomach was still upset from all the semen, and my mind was definitely messed up. 
 
    I turned the TV on and watched without perceiving, and time passed. 
 
    Gretchen’s headlights swept over the window at a few minutes past eleven, and I rushed to open the door for her. She came up the walk, embarrassed, shy, ashamed, and threw herself into my arms. 
 
    She cried, and I just held her. Finally, I walked her into the kitchen and started making her some dinner. She ate, and I ate a little more, and, finally, she pushed her plate aside and looked at me. 
 
    “Why is a criminal a criminal?” she asked, not expecting an answer. “What makes a person display his or her brutal nature? What makes them commit crimes against mankind?” 
 
    I just shook my head. I didn’t know. 
 
    “That’s what I’ve been working on. We’ve been trying to isolate the exact chemical or chemicals that make the brain…misfire. Makes people into criminals. 
 
    “But doesn’t that all have to do with choice? And some people have bad parents, and some people bring some sort of spiritual malaise with them?” 
 
    “We don’t know, but coming from the viewpoint that science can solve everything…we…we deluded ourselves. We made lab rats attack each other. We had monkeys committing perversions and acting like…like humans.” 
 
    “But what does this have to do with Ms Hyde?” 
 
    “I was working on a serum, batch 69-7734. Somehow, I don’t know how, my protective suit was breeched. I don’t think any fluid touched my arms, only fumes, but…I changed. The next few hours were a terrible memory, a memory of decadence and fucking and taking advantage of the police. All the police.” 
 
    “But, how…why didn’t the police—“ 
 
    “You don’t understand. When I change, when I am Ms Hyde, it is like I give off an aroma, a pheromone, and nobody can resist it. Those cops wouldn’t have done what they did, except they…they sniffed me. And those bikers…they normally wouldn’t have held a double gang bang in a public bar.” 
 
    “But what about the second time you changed? What about the biker bar?” 
 
    Now she looked miserable, truly miserable. She whispered, “I took it on purpose. I wanted to study it, to control it. I thought I had an antidote, but the antidote failed and…and, it was my fault.” 
 
    “Honey. It’s okay. The main thing is that we now know, we can…” I paused, then, “What can we do about it?” 
 
    “I’ve already done it.” 
 
    She reached into her pocket and pulled out a small vial. “This is the last of the 69-7734. I replaced the original batch with water, and this is the real stuff. I can’t destroy it, I might need it to find an antidote if there are any further side effects.” 
 
    “So that’s it.” 
 
    I stared at the little bottle. “It’s just…it looks so harmless, like clear fluid, water.” 
 
    “But it has the potential to change any man or woman into a raving, ruthless, brutal beast. It can suppress all your finer instincts and leave you with nothing but murderous, criminal tendencies.” 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “I’m going to put it in our safe for safekeeping.” 
 
    “Okay,” and I placed my hands on her hand.  
 
    She smiled and put the vial down and placed her remaining hand on mine. We sat there for a long minute, just smiling. The end of a nightmare. The she got up and went to the office and locked the evil serum away. 
 
      
 
    Life returned to normal. 
 
    I worked in my office, and Gretchen went to Moderna labs and continued on with her projects. 
 
    And there was a sweetness to our relationship that had not been there before. 
 
    Simply, we had lived through the brutality of evil, and come out the other side. 
 
    We were kind people, and we could view the world as a kind place. 
 
    Days passed. 
 
    A week passed, a month passed. We truly felt like we had beaten it. The changes would never happen again. 
 
    We were safe. 
 
    And, one night, we made sweet, tender love, then went to sleep. 
 
    I was dreaming. A pleasant thing of leaping from clouds, flying through the air, and…and in the far distance I could see a thundercloud rising.  
 
    It was huge, monstrous, and it towered over the little fluff balls I had been playing on. And it came closer, and closer, and… 
 
      
 
    CRACK! “Get up you lazy, fucking slut!” 
 
    I came out of my dream in a daze, and suddenly understood that the dream I had been having, the thundercloud bearing down on me with lightenings and grumblings….was real. 
 
    CRACK! Ms Hyde snapped the whip an inch from my cheek. I scrambled out of the bed. 
 
    “Gretchen!” 
 
    “Ha! That foolish bitch? She’s gone home to her mama. Now get dressed!” 
 
    I dove for Ms Hyde. I tried to grab her, I wanted to throw her on the floor and hold her until the change wore off. 
 
    She laughed and stepped back and hit me on the head with the butt of her whip. I dropped to the floor, and into unconsciousness, like I was a glob of mashed potatoes thrown at the floor. 
 
    I wasn’t even aware of her toeing me, then walking disgustedly out of the room. 
 
    I awoke, became aware of my surroundings, and groaned. 
 
    I sat up and felt my head. She had clonked me a good one, but there was only a big lump. No blood. I got shakily to my feet. 
 
    She was gone, and when I looked out the front door I saw her car was gone. 
 
    Oh, my God! My wife was gone. Kidnapped by her other persona! 
 
    I staggered back to the bedroom and got dressed, then I went out to my own car. I drove down the street. I didn’t know what I would do, but I had to catch her. I had to stop her. I had to save her from herself! 
 
    I drove for hours. I checked out the biker bar. I could see through the door that opened occasionally that it was just a bunch of guys drinking beer. There was no gang bang in progress. 
 
    I cruised past the police station. Not many cops on duty, and those that were were pretty sedate, bored with the long, wee hours of the morning. 
 
    I went past other places, all the bars in town. Nothing! But where could she be? 
 
    I finally returned home, and her car was in the driveway. 
 
    I parked and rushed into the house. 
 
    “Oh, Henry!” She hugged me and I held her in my arms. 
 
    “Are you okay? What happened?” 
 
    “I kept changing, then changed back. I would be Ms Hyde for a while, searching for a bar, a place to commit my…my terrible perversions. Then I would be me, Gretchen, and I would drive towards home. Then I would be Ms Hyde. Back and forth, not able to control myself.” 
 
    “It’s okay. You must have managed to control it in the end because here you are!” 
 
    “But I didn’t control myself! I felt her getting stronger and stronger, taking over me more and more easily, and then…then dawn came. Apparently Ms Hyde isn’t as strong in the daytime. So I finally managed to hold on to who I was and make it home.” 
 
    “But it’s okay! You’re here now.” 
 
    “Don’t you understand?” she was near hysterical. “It’s not okay! I didn’t take any of the serum, she just…she just came out by herself!” 
 
    I held Gretchen and tried to calm her, and she cried and cried, and I wondered what on earth we were going to do. If Gretchen was right, then this was going to happen again, and again and again, maybe until she was Ms Hyde all the time, and there was no Gretchen left at all! 
 
      
 
    The next few days were normal, but with that massive cloud of evil hanging over us. We ate, we slept, we talked endlessly, but…to no avail. 
 
    The change was coming, and we had no plan, no way to fight the terrible Ms Hyde. 
 
    So we lived with terror on the horizon, and the horizon came closer and closer, until… 
 
      
 
    “It’s going to happen tonight,” Gretchen spoke miserably at breakfast. 
 
    “How do you know?” 
 
    “I can feel it,” she raised her head and looked at me, the look in her eyes was desperation pure. “I can feel it like I feel when a period is coming. I can feel her, sitting over my shoulder, waiting, laughing, ready to…to take me over.” 
 
    “What can we do?” Then I answered my own question. “We can drug you! We can…we can tie you up!” 
 
    Gretchen gave a half sob, then agreed. “Yes. Get some rope and tie me up. Tie me to the bed!” 
 
    And, with that, we had a plan. 
 
    The day passed, and I bought some rope and studied a book on how to make knots. My plan was to secure here, not to hurt her. 
 
    And, finally, the night came. 
 
    “She’s close,” murmured Gretchen at dinner. “Let’s tie me up now.” 
 
    We went to the bedroom and she lay on the bed. I got out lengths of rope and tied it around her wrists, and her ankles, and then secured the ends of the rope to the posters of the bed. 
 
    I sat with her then. And we talked in low voices, tried to make plans for when this was behind us. But we knew we had only put our problems on hold. She was going to change. And if she changed tonight, and Ms Hyde got an even stronger hold on her, then…then she would be changeable anytime Ms Hyde got the hankering. 
 
    Still, tonight was tonight  First we had to get through tonight. And tonight I would be able to talk with Ms Hyde, maybe, somehow, convince her to go away, to leave us alone. 
 
    So we talked, and then we watched some TV, and, about eleven o’clock, it started to happen. 
 
    “Honey, it’s not going to happen. I’m not going to change. You might as well let me loose.” 
 
    I actually started to. I reached for the ropes holding one wrist securely, and then stopped. 
 
    She was watching me. Her sweet, innocent smile on display. but…i had a feeling. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    “Let’s just wait a few more minutes.” 
 
    I felt an irritation exude from her, but it was quickly masked.  
 
    “Oh, okay.” 
 
    I waited, and watched TV, and kept watching her in the mirror over the dresser. 
 
    Her face twisted in irritation, then it smoothed out, then it got angry, then it smoothed out. 
 
    “Honey, I really want to get loose. It’s not going to happen.” 
 
    I looked at her, she was my sweet wife. I wanted to let her go, but I also remembered her telling me about giving off a pheromone, making men do what she wanted them to. Could the fact that I wanted to let her go be her using pheromones on me? could she already be changing into… Ms Hyde? 
 
    I decided to try something. 
 
    “Nope. You’re staying this way all night.” 
 
    The change was almost instantaneous. She snarled, her lips curled back. “Let me the fuck loose you fucking cunt!” 
 
    I blinked. Those were definitely words that my wife didn’t use. 
 
    “Hi, Ms Hyde.” 
 
    “I’ll have your hide! You let me go this instant or…” 
 
    “Or what? You’ll take me out and get me raped? Been there, done that.” 
 
    “You mother fucking son of a sack of…” 
 
    She cursed for a while. One long, run on sentence. Invective never ending. Pouring her soul out on me. 
 
    “I guess I know who I’m talking to now.” 
 
    “You shit headed gob of horse piss….” 
 
    she was off and running again. She told me to do things with myself that were anatomically possible, except in the mind of a raging lunatic. 
 
    I regarded my wife sadly. “I’m sorry, honey. I know you’re in there.” Then, to Ms Hyde, “You might just as well leave. We’re wise to you now, and you’re never getting loose again.” 
 
    “You asshole! You fuck brain! What do you think is going on?” 
 
    I shouldn’t have answered her. I should have gagged her, but I said, “I know that you are the bad side, the criminal side of a person. You are the desire to do bad things, and I…” 
 
    She started laughing. She was in full change now, her lips fuller, curling with derision. Her breasts were gigantic, and her muscles were strong. 
 
    “You don’t know anything! That serum doesn’t unleash the bad side! It releases the urges to be what one wants to be!” 
 
    “Shut up,” I said, but too late. 
 
    “You think your wife likes being a little mouse cake? Wimpy and weak? No way! Your wife wants to be me! I couldn’t be here if she didn’t want me to be here. I am her! And I like being strong! I like fucking whenever and whoever I want! And if you’d taken the serum you’d understand! You fucking, wimpy, lousy…”and there she went again. Curse words like I had never heard. 
 
    I clamped my hands over my head and looked away. 
 
    Maybe if I hadn’t looked away it wouldn’t have happened. If I hadn’t stood up and walked towards the door, my hands over my ears, then I would have heard her struggles. Maybe I could have thrown my body on hers, stopped her. 
 
    But, maybe not. Maybe what happened was fated to be…maybe it was what she really wanted. 
 
    She began jerking against her bonds, her extra strong body pulling so hard that the ropes didn’t come loose, the whole bed came loose! The joints gave way, the sideboards fell, the headboard banged against the wall. 
 
    I turned and stared in horror. 
 
    She was still pulling, and the posters came loose from the headboard. 
 
    I rushed at her, tackled her, but she just grunted and shrugged me off. She pulled one rope off the bed post and began clawing at the knot. She kicked one leg loose. 
 
    I grabbed her, tried to hug her, to control with my arms. 
 
    Ms Hyde just laughed, a cruel, cutting sound, a disdain for my ‘normal’ muscles. 
 
    “You stupid shit! you should have just let me go. We could have gone out and had some real fun. Now…now I’m not taking you with me.” 
 
    I tried to hold on, but she just turned this way and that, then clonked me on the head with an elbow. 
 
    Dazed, I struggled to hold on to consciousness. 
 
    She rid herself of the last piece of rope and stood up in the ruins of our bed. 
 
    “Stop!” I shouted. 
 
    She kicked me in the groin, and that was all she wrote. 
 
    I lay there, retching and puking, white as a ghost in a sheet factory, and listened to the door slam, the car starting up and driving away. 
 
     
 
    I recovered slowly, and was in a panic. Ms Hyde was loose in my wife’s body. There was no telling what she was going to do, what would happen to Gretchen. 
 
    But I had to do something. 
 
    There had to be some way to overcome her! 
 
    Then it hit me. It was something that Ms Hyde had said. And, having figured out the only solution, I ran for my office and the safe. 
 
      
 
    Gretchen, Ms Hyde, had gone back to the biker bar. Of course she had. It was the best place around to fuck anybody and everybody. No cops, outside of the city limits, an unending supply of boner. 
 
    And, heck, it was where I would have gone, should I be in her position. 
 
    I drove quickly, zooming through streets, running lights, and not worrying about the cops. Heck, no cop could stop me. I could throw a cop over a building if I had to. But I wouldn’t have to because…I had pheromones. 
 
    That’s right. I had taken the last sample of batch 69-7734 and drunk it. Not just a whiff of an odor touching bare skin through a hole in a protective suit, but the straight goods, down the pipes and into the body. 
 
    I got out of the car and looked at the bar. 
 
    It was a shabby building. 50 bikes outside. Shouts and screams inside. Ms Hyde would be having a good time. 
 
    I walked across the parking lot. I was a tall, statuesque figure, amazing large breasts, round hips and a thin waist. My face was changed and would likely forever be so changed. I was wearing make up and I didn’t need a wig. My own hair had transformed, along with the rest of me, when I took the serum. 
 
    Yes, I had transformed into a woman. Because Ms Hyde was right. The serum didn’t bring out the worst in people, it made them want to be who they wanted to be. It fulfilled their hidden desires. And you can guess what my hidden desire was. Heck, when Mrs. Hyde had feminized me I should have guessed. She was just responding to my secret, innermost desires. 
 
    I reached the double doors leading into the bar, and a couple of bikers were standing guard. They moved in front of me. 
 
    I didn’t feel like exuding a bit of aroma and making them followers, I was in a hurry. I picked up one and threw him across the parking lot. He crashed into a car and the alarm went off. 
 
    I turned to the other one, he was pulling a gun, so I took that gun, and I turned him around and ripped his pants off, and I…I put that gun somewhere. 
 
    I pushed through the doors, knocking them off the hinges. They flew away like playing cards flipped through the air. 
 
    Everybody in the bar turned and stared. Everything stopped. And I growled…”Where…is…my…wife!” 
 
    Several of these big biker types shat in their pants. Just let their bowels loose and filled their tighty whiteys. 
 
    At the far end of the bar some twenty men crowded around a table. 
 
    “Mrs. Hyde!” I yelled. 
 
    Her head popped up, and she was actually surprised, then she smiled. “You figured it out.” 
 
    “Fuckin’ A!” I yelled. “Are we going to have some fun, or what?” 
 
    “Let’s have some fun!” she yelled back. 
 
    I walked across the bar, and the men stared hungrily at me. Now I was exuding pheromones, and now they were responding as men should. 
 
    I reached the table where the bikers were gang banging my wife. I could already see splatters of cum adorning her face. 
 
    I lay down next to her and yelled at the men, “What are you waiting for?” 
 
    The sound was like the rumble of an avalanche. Big, fat bikers crowded in, pulled out their weenies and stroked them, got them ready for the party. 
 
    I felt the first one grab my pants and pull. My pants ripped right down the center of the back, exposing my asshole. 
 
    As he threw himself on me, pushed his pecker into me, I undid my pants and started shimmying out of them. I wanted them to have access to my new pussy. 
 
    Next to me another biker had penetrated Mrs. Hyde. His cock seemed sizable, and she grunted with the pleasure. Another biker was standing in front of me, and he jammed his meaty hog into my mouth. I began sucking even as I reached out and grabbed Mrs. Hyde’s hand. 
 
    Big, hairy men surrounded us, grabbed our boobs, shoved their cocks into us. Semen was spurted into us, over us, into our hair and onto our faces. 
 
    Sure, we could have stood up and kicked everybody’s asses, but that would be the response of violence, of brutality, of the evil side of a man. Or woman. 
 
    So we lay there and enjoyed the endless fucking. Awash with sperm, we began to cum, and cum, and cum. 
 
    And we would come to in the morning as normal human beings. 
 
    But every so often, when the night descended and the urge was felt, we would change into what we wanted, and we would take what we wanted. 
 
    For that was what we desired. 
 
      
 
    END 
 
     
 
  
 
   
 
   
    

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
 
    [image: tough cover use copy.jpg] 
 
    Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy. 
 
    Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman. 
 
    This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people were. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    ETHAN 
 
    “Please, get out!” 
 
    I looked down at my wife. My beautiful, gorgeous wife. Five foot four, beautifully-sized, to die for boobs, thin waist, hips that did the hula just standing. 
 
    And her face, sweet, innocent, a vision that any model would kill to have. 
 
    Long hair, red lips, and those beautiful, blue eyes. 
 
    Such trusting eyes. 
 
    “But…but…” I whimpered. 
 
    But no is no, and she was starting to cry, so I withdrew my rock hard penis and moved off her. 
 
    She rolled over, lay on her side of the bed and the crying built in volume. Her pillow was becoming soaked with the rain falling from her eyes. 
 
    “Honey, I’m sorry! What did I do?” 
 
    “Nothing…nothing,” she sobbed, her voice muffled by the pillow. 
 
    “But…did I hurt you?” 
 
    “No!” she actually wailed. She was very upset and I had no idea what to do. 
 
    “Can I get you anything? Is there something I can do?” 
 
    Suddenly she rolled over and clung to me. 
 
    Stunned, I enfolded her with my arms and held her. Now it was my chest that was getting wet, but that was okay. I just wanted to know what I had done. We had been making love, as we had done before, and…she had suddenly broken into tears and almost violent sobs. 
 
    I held her, and there was no sound but her sobs. The bedroom was dark, and I just…held her. 
 
      
 
    We ate a silent breakfast. Bacon and eggs, those tater tot potato things on the side. Grapefruit juice. 
 
    Afterwards I washed the dishes. Jill went into the other room and watched TV. I finished, then went in and sat down next to her. 
 
    Lord, I wanted to talk. I wanted to ask her what was going on. Why had she been crying? Had I done something? But I had intuited, from the way she acted, that she didn’t want to talk just yet. 
 
    To talk or not to talk, that’s always the question when a woman is upset. I had no idea if not talking was right, but it felt right. So I shut up and tried to just be there for her. 
 
    I had the feeling that she wanted to talk, to say something, but outside of a trembling lip, she held back. 
 
    I thought about our love life together. 
 
    Neither of us had been virgins, but neither of us were overly experienced. 
 
    We each brought different viewpoints, different experiences, to the bed. And we had enjoy that exchange. At least, I thought we had. 
 
    Suddenly she got up and went out of the room. 
 
    I waited a second, then followed her. She had gone to the bathroom and I heard her crying again. 
 
    I was getting really worried now. Little thoughts of mortal problems entered my cranium. Did she have cancer? Some dread disease?  
 
    Or, had she received news of which I was unaware? A death in the family? Something? 
 
    Yet, she didn’t want to talk, or she wouldn’t be seeking refuge in the bathroom. 
 
    So I went to my dresser and wrote a short note on the pad I kept there. I ripped the paper off and slid it under the door. 
 
      
 
    I’m here for you. 
 
    I love you. 
 
    Ethan 
 
      
 
    I listened. I couldn’t hear anything, but the crying seemed to lessen. I knew she was reading my short missive. 
 
    Then, I heard her moving around. I was about to leave when the note came back. Written in eyebrow pencil… 
 
      
 
    Thank you 
 
      
 
    And that was it. 
 
    I returned to the living room, listened to the mindless blathering of the newsies for a few minutes, then went into my office to work. 
 
      
 
    Lunchtime, and Jill was her sweet self. She smiled and kissed me and had prepared me a tuna sandwich, complete with bits of onions and olives and lots of mayo. 
 
    Mayo is my weakness. There can be no other condiments but mayo. 
 
    So I ate and tried to figure out what to say, and in a manner that would not start up the waterworks again. 
 
    “I should compile a book of Brandon’s wisdom.” 
 
    She looked at me curiously. 
 
    “‘The Wit and Wisdom of Go Brandon.” 
 
    She smiled. “No politics at the eating table,” she reminded me. 
 
    “Not even if it’s funny?” 
 
    Oh, Lord,” she groaned and put her head in her hands, then she looked up at me and quipped, “Since when is tragic funny?” 
 
    “Ha!” I laughed. “You are now officially involved in a political discussion! Gotcha!” 
 
    It was dumb, but the ice was broken. We chatted for a while, ignoring the elephant in the room. 
 
    “I’m going to the mall this afternoon. You want anything?” 
 
    “A new Mustang. Red. Convertible. Fat tires and the exhaust needs to really grumble—“ 
 
    She held up her palm to stop my grinning monologue. 
 
    “Okay. I’ll get one. You just hold your breath.” 
 
    Shortly after that, while I did the dishes, she came up behind me, pressed her breasts against me with a mighty hug, kissed the back of my neck, and headed out for the mall. 
 
    I watched her zoop down the street, and I bit my lip. 
 
    Was she really going to the mall? 
 
    And, those dreadful, little thoughts crept in. She had been crying. Was it another man? 
 
    I threw the towel down on the sink counter and headed for the garage. 
 
    There is only one mall in town, and it was a simple matter for me to catch up and watch from a distance. She’s a fast driver, but she was driving slowly today. I kept my motorcycle a block behind, edging out form behind a truck every once in a while, watching side streets to make sure she hadn’t turned off. But, yup, she was going to the mall. 
 
    She walked into the mall and it was easy to follow her. She sauntered with a high heeled stride that was unmistakeable, and watching her I was reminded that we had unfinished business. My groin was a wee bit hard. Maybe even a little drippy. 
 
    I waited, then hurried to the row of entry doors. She was down at the corner to the main mall walk. I waited, then hurried, and peeked around the corner. 
 
    She just walked through the mall. Glanced at a window display a couple of times, then crossed the big area at the center of the mall. On the far side was a bench, and she sat down and just…sat there. 
 
    Was she meeting someone? 
 
    I waited, but nothing happened. And she didn’t look like she was waiting for anybody. 
 
    She was just…sitting. Thinking. Watching the world go buy. 
 
    I waited for fifteen minutes, if she had been intending to meet somebody they would have shown up by now. 
 
    At thirty minutes I made up my mind. 
 
    I turned the corner and walked towards her. 
 
    She was thinking, all right. Her lips were pursed and there was a frown on her face. She didn’t even notice me until I was halfway across the plaza. 
 
    She tilted her head and considered me. She had not asked me to come to the mall, but she hadn’t told me not to, so here I was. 
 
    I sat down next to her, put an arm around her, and she was rigid for a second, then she just sort of melted into me. She put her head against my chest, one hand touched the side of my belly. 
 
    And she sighed. 
 
    And then she told me. 
 
      
 
    JILL 
 
    “When I was just turned eighteen I was planning to go to college. I wrote letters, made phone calls, and was invited to a mixer in a college town not too far from my home.” 
 
    Ethan sat and listened to me. I could feel his heart beating in his chest. Such a strong man. And handsome. I was lucky to catch such a man. 
 
    Heck, most men, if I had pushed them off sex and went and cried…they’d be demanding answers. But Ethan accepted that I was having a moment, and that note he wrote me. It made me cry even more. 
 
    “I went to the mixer, and I met teachers and professors. Most of them female, but there were a few males. As the mixer went on the teachers disappeared, and the thing turned into a party. Alcohol made its appearance, and I found myself with a beer in my hand. I hadn’t had much experience with drinking, but I was surrounded by these kids, slightly older, who were so experienced, so I went ahead and drank. And somebody put another beer in my hand, and I drank some more. And more. 
 
    “The night passed into morning, and I was now officially drunk. Many of the girls had gone home, and I decided it was time for me to leave, but when I went to make my good byes the sorority sisters deemed me to drunk to drive. So they invited me to spend the night. 
 
    “They took me upstairs and showed me to a bed. I climbed in, was grateful, but that gratitude quickly turned to fear. 
 
    “They were gathered around my bed, and they started touching me. They stroked my legs, my arms, and they started to touch my boobs. 
 
    “I tried to push their hands away, but there were too many of them. They held me down and pulled my legs apart. 
 
    “I struggled. I tried to kick, but they put their weight on me, held me, and one of them, the leader, she…she put her fingers in me.” 
 
    Ethan blinked. People walked through the mall, past us, and to everybody we just looked like a couple talking over something. They had no idea that I was pouring out the worst experience in my life. 
 
    Yet, good Ethan, he didn’t say a word. He didn’t react. He just listened. 
 
    “She jammed her fingers into my hole, then she pushed. It hurt like nothing I have ever felt, not before or since. Then her whole…” I paused. 
 
    There is therapy in talking out painful experiences, but…this hurt so much. 
 
    “I was in shock, I didn’t understand. I was totally unexperienced, and to be violated in such a manner…” 
 
    I stopped talking then, and Ethan just sat there, frozen, and tried to grok what I had just told him. 
 
    “When I make love with you it is the most wonderful thing in the world. But this morning, I don’t know why, maybe you just touched me in a way that reminded me, I was back there, being violated.” 
 
    We sat for a long time then, people walked past, but we were ensconced in our own world. The Pope could have turned somersaults naked in front of us and we wouldn’t have noticed. 
 
    “Would you like to see somebody about this? Talk to a professional?” 
 
    I squeezed him, and responded with, “No.” Then, “Well, maybe.” 
 
    We sat there for a long time, a real long time. The mall was starting to close up before we got up and left. 
 
    I held Ethan’s hand on the way out, and I felt better. Somewhat relieved. But I also knew I had just scratched the surface. 
 
    He walked me to my car, kissed me gently, and I kissed him back harder, then I got in and headed for home. Within a minute he was right behind me on his motorcycle. 
 
      
 
    ETHAN 
 
    I followed Jill home and parked the bike and went into the house. She was already pouring the bourbon and Coke, and we toasted each other silently and sipped. 
 
    We sat in the living room, watching TV but alone with our thoughts. I don’t think we even knew what was on. 
 
    We sipped, and we ate chips, and somewhere in there, we kissed. 
 
    Now, I don’t know about girls, but when guys get horny it doesn’t go away right away. Our little, failed tête-à-tête of the morning was in the back of my mind, and my penis was ripe and dripping. 
 
    Our little kiss turned into a bigger kiss, and, I guess girls stay horny, too, we were suddenly working on each others clothes. 
 
    I unbuttoned her blouse and began kissing the slopes of her beautiful breasts. 
 
    She tried to get pull my shirt over my head, and we laughed when we broke apart for that. Our eyes were fevered, we could feel the heat consuming us. 
 
    I undid her bra, marveling that something so flimsy could contain something so hefty. I licked her nipples, then began sucking. 
 
    She arched her back, pressed her chest into my mouth. She really liked nipple stimulation. 
 
    I stood up and pushed my pants off, including my tighty whiteys. 
 
    She lay back and lifted her hips and slid her pants and panties off. 
 
    There we were, face to face, body to body, flesh to flesh. 
 
    I lowered myself, and my cock brushed across her skin. 
 
    She grabbed it, stroked me, gazed into my eyes and gaged my reactions. My reactions must have pleased her, because she went down on me. Her beautiful mouth engulfed my hard cock and began to move up and down. 
 
    I groaned with the excruciating pleasure of her lips slithering over my heated flesh. 
 
    She blew me for a minute, and I was close. But I didn’t want to cum in her mouth, as delightful as that might have been. I wanted to join with her. I wanted to be in her. 
 
    I gently moved her head back, and she looked up at me, and trust was in her eyes. 
 
    I lowered myself to her, and our mouths fused and our tongues danced. 
 
    Then I lowered myself further, and paid homage to her magnificent tits. She groaned and I palpated and felt and moved my palm across the nipples. I love those mountains, and I showed it as best I could. 
 
    Then I went down on her. I licked, sucked, made love to her clitoris, her labs. Then I touched her with my finger, just a light touch over the trembling flesh, and she jerked. 
 
    It wasn’t a big jerk, but I was so engrossed I thought it was just normal excitation. Later she told me that that was where she started to feel funny. 
 
    On the moment, though, I didn’t know it, I just raised up and lowered my hips to her. I touched my dick to her pussy, and stopped. Her face was frozen, she was biting her lip. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “Nothing…nothing…go ahead.” 
 
    I had misgivings at that point, but, my dick being more in control than my brain, I went ahead. I gently moved my hips forward and started to enter her. 
 
    But she was tight, and now I felt it. 
 
    “No…no…” she sobbed. “Get out!” 
 
    Then I was holding her, and she was crying. 
 
    “It’s okay,” I said. “It’s okay. Now we know, and now we can beat it.” 
 
    But, as I held her, as her whole body trembling, I wondered. 
 
    What could I do? 
 
    What could we do? 
 
    Was there anything we could do about this? 
 
      
 
    JILL 
 
    It was when he touched me. The feel of his fingers down there, they totally reminded me of…of that bad night. I didn’t want to burst into tears. I willed myself away form tears as hard as I could, but…emotion won out. 
 
    But, what could I do? 
 
    Ethen was wonderful. He listened, he accepted, and he cared for me.  
 
    And I wanted to fuck him! I wanted the delicious feel of his penis entering me, of our flesh become one. 
 
    But I didn’t know how I could get past the tears…how I could let that happen. 
 
    We eventually went to sleep, and it must have been torture for him to hold me. I could feel his dick throbbing, bouncing against the back of my thigh. Yet he just held me, made no move, endured his own horniness. 
 
    I slept, and I dreamed, but it was the kind of dream that you don’t remember on waking up. But I remembered being unhappy, struggling against an embrace, and I was tired. 
 
    I woke before him, fixed breakfast, and thought about Ethan’s role in our marriage. 
 
    He worked hard, made good money, but that was only the tip of the ice berg. 
 
    He was kind to my friends, and my friends liked him, and that said a lot more about him. 
 
    But…what about our daily life, our give and take, our exploration of a kingdom of two? 
 
    It seemed very well balanced. Sometimes he cooked, sometimes I did. He took over yard chores, but always insisted on a six pack while he worked. Not that I cared. Heck, sometimes I would go out and steal an ice cold beer and watch him ride that mower. He would yell yippee and act like he was throwing a lasso when he passed me. 
 
    And the sex was good. In fact, up until the other night, it was great. We had been married six years, and it seemed like every month we would discover something new. some way of pleasing the other. 
 
    So, what could I do to salvage this. 
 
    I liked our relationship. Hell, I loved our relationship. I didn’t think I would ever find a man in a million like him again. 
 
    So what could I do to solve my sexual problems? And they were my problems. 
 
    What could I do? 
 
    He woke up, came out yawning and gave me a quick peck. He didn’t pat my buns, however, which he was often wont to do. 
 
    I cleared my throat and he looked up from the plate of bacon. 
 
    I nodded back towards my ass and waited. 
 
    He grinned. 
 
    He stepped over to me and, chewing bacon, kissed me. Deep, and held both of my buns in his strong hands. 
 
    Oh, it was heady. And to feel the really bizarre feel of a man chewing his food while he mashed lips…it had the right amount of sex and humor and I couldn’t help but laugh. 
 
    “What? you don’t like me kissing you?” 
 
    “Well, the bacon?” 
 
    “Oh, you would rather kiss bacon than me. Now I understand.” 
 
    “You asshole!” I snapped him with a towel and he yelped, then grabbed the towel from me. 
 
    “Be careful. Be very, very careful.” 
 
    I kissed him, this time sans bacon, and pushed him towards the table. “Your food is getting cold.” 
 
    So we sat, and ate, and tried not to talk about what our problem, my problem, was. 
 
    And I knew we couldn’t live a life like this. 
 
    “I’ll go see a therapist.” 
 
    He nodded. “Let me know if there is anything we can do.” 
 
      
 
    ETHAN 
 
    I was glad when Jill decided to see a therapist. Heck, I didn’t know what to say or do, and I didn’t think the internet was going to be any kind of help, so a professional was the best bet. 
 
    Three days later she went in for a session, and I can’t offer any opinion as to what happened, what was said. 
 
    I couldn’t ask her about it, except in the most peripheral way. 
 
    ‘How’d it go today, honey?’ 
 
    ‘Fine.’ 
 
    And that was as far as we could go. I knew that she was going to be talking about herself, me, our relationship, and…her deepest problems. And, unless she chose to share something, that was going to be a life apart from me. 
 
    I was surprised when she came home and said, “The doctor wants to meet you.” 
 
    I blinked, “You mean, like, professionally?” 
 
    “Like come to my next session with me. Can you do that?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    But, inside I was, I don’t know, consternated? Is that a word? Yep, I just looked it up and it is. 
 
    I was consternated, concerned, and anxious. 
 
    On the surface it was just me going to meet a head shrinker. 
 
    But deeper down I had to deal with thoughts like: what if it’s my fault? What might I have done? 
 
    I know, silly, but…there it was. 
 
    But I was grown up enough to realize that this situation wasn’t about me. It was about Jill. And if bad things developed, if Jill realized it was my fault, even if we had to separate, then I would have to deal with such. 
 
    The following Tuesday we drove down to the doctor’s office. He was in a little complex with overhands and healthy, green bushes. We passed dentist offices, medical corporations, and arrived at Dr. Theobald Tessing, MD LP, etc., etc. 
 
    “Theobald, eh?” 
 
    Jill glanced at me, but I wasn’t making fun of the name, I was just…fascinated. It was an interesting name. 
 
    We stepped into a small room. Nothing but a half a dozen chairs and two corner tables filled with magazines, and a plastic potted plant in a corner. 
 
    I looked around the room and wondered what manner of psychosis this room had seen. I know, silly thought, but…you think what you think. 
 
    Five minutes later the door opened and a slender man with no hair on his head and a goatee looked out. “Come on in.” 
 
    We followed him down a short corridor and into his counseling room. There was a desk, a couch, a couple of chairs, and another plastic, potted plant. Must have been a special on those. 
 
    “Mr. Jessup, most glad to make your acquaintance.” He shook my hand and smiled wanly. His smile didn’t say much, but his grip was firm enough. “Why don’t you have a seat right there,” he indicated the chairs in front of his desk, and if I may sit here.” There was a twinkle in his eyes as he rounded his desk and plopped down into the swivel. 
 
    I looked around the office, checked out the diplomas, the medical books, even the thin carpet. And he was checking me out. When I finally looked up he smiled. 
 
    “No doubt you are wondering why I requested that you attend?” 
 
    “It had crossed my mind.” 
 
    “And if you could tell me how that made you feel, or anything else you might wish to add?” 
 
    “Well, I’m concerned with Jill. I want to help her.” 
 
    “About how you felt,” he directed me. 
 
    “Worried.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “What if…what if I did something? What if this is all my fault?” 
 
    Jill grabbed my hand then, and looked at me in a reassuring manner. 
 
    “A common worry, but, let me reassure you, you are not Jill’s problem.” 
 
    I actually sighed in relief. 
 
    “But you are involved.” 
 
    Crap. 
 
    “Apparently you are a trigger. The things you do, might even be a smell, or some other sense, something in you reminds Jill of a bad experience.” 
 
    I leaned forward, “So what do I do about it?” 
 
    “Nothing. It’s not your problem.” He sat back and waited. I had a feeling that he knew what was going through my mind and exactly what I was about to say. 
 
    “So why am I here?” 
 
    He steepled his fingers and pursed his lips. “It is not your fault, but you can help Jill take responsibility.” 
 
    “Of course. I’ll do anything.” 
 
    He nodded. “Then let me take Jill through her experience. If you could please listen and not say a word. Not one word.” 
 
    His emphasis was plain, and I nodded. 
 
    He turned to Jill. 
 
      
 
    JILL 
 
    My first meeting with the therapist went well, and it went to hell. 
 
    First, I liked him. He exuded a comfort I find rare in men. In a way, it was the same comfort I derived from Ethan. He really cared. 
 
    But when he had me relate my experience I broke down. I spent half the time in his office drying my eyes, taking his proffered tissues and dabbing, and he even moved a trash basket over for me to deposit the sopping messes in. 
 
    Finally, the hour came to an end, and I thought we had accomplished nothing. But he was encouraging, and then he surprised me. 
 
    “Could you have Ethan come to our next session?” 
 
    “Why?” I blurted. 
 
    “I think he might be able to help,” was all the good doctor said. So I agreed to ask Ethan, and was very curious. I mean, this thing was my problem. How could Ethan help? 
 
    But, mine not to reason why, Ethan came to my second meeting. I found his interaction with Theobald interesting, but surface. Then Theobald asked me to go through my experience again. 
 
    “Would you like down on the couch, please?” he asked. 
 
    I lay down on the long couch. It was clothe, which I found more comfortable than leather, and he told me to close my eyes. I did so, and I began. 
 
    “I was invited to a mixer at the college I was planning on attending. In truth, there were a bunch of girls form the various sororities, and they were checking out new prospects. 
 
    “I was nervous. I had never left home before, and I tried to be very circumspect. I was offered a beer, and since everybody else was drinking, I accepted one. I sipped and spoke to faculty, and then the faculty left and the real party started. I found my hand filled again and again with beer. I drank, and not being familiar with the effects of alcohol…I became drunk. 
 
    “It must have been past twelve when I was invited to spend the night. Feeling the release of inhibitions that alcohol causes, I went up the stairs. Several girls went with me, and I was led to a room with a bed in it. 
 
    “I lay down, the room whirled about me, and I closed my eyes.  Then I opened them. Several of the sorority sisters were gathered around the bed, and they were watching me. Their eyes were gleaming, their expressions were like…like hungry animals. 
 
    “What’s happening?” I asked. 
 
    “Be quiet, girl, if you want to be accepted in our special, little club.” 
 
    “What club?” 
 
    “One of them touched my lips with her finger, shushed me, and said, “just relax. We’ll do the work and you‘ll find out.” 
 
    “And another one: ‘You’re about to have a good time.’ 
 
    “I laid back, being drunk, and trusted them, but then hands started touching me. They stroked my legs and arms, and I would have sat up, but they pushed me back. And their hands moved across my body. I would have yelled, I didn’t like this, but one of them kissed me. She pressed her mouth to mine and wouldn’t let me scream. 
 
    “I didn’t want this. I had never been with a woman and I didn’t want to be. But there were so many of them, and they kept pushing me back and fondling me. 
 
    “Then I felt hands pulling my legs apart. I tried to close them, but I couldn’t, and the hands slipped up my legs, began feeling my…my vagina. And fingers were pushed into me. 
 
    “Yes, I felt the heat of sex, but not the desire. It was like my body liked the attention, but I didn’t. But no matter how I struggled they wouldn’t stop. 
 
    “One of them, I don’t know who, became the main instigator. Maybe she had been all the time, but I didn’t know. I just knew that the other girls held me down and she began…she began finger fucking me.” 
 
    I was aware that I was crying, that tears were streaming down my face, but I didn’t open my eyes. I just continued telling the story. 
 
    “At first she just used one finger, but within minutes she was using two, then three, then her whole hand was ramming at my hole. I could feel her knuckles slapping against the rim of my pussy. 
 
    “It hurt, but…I…I…” 
 
    Then Doctor Theobald whispered encouragingly. “You’re doing fine, Jill. Tell us what happened.” 
 
    “She fisted me.” I was sobbing. 
 
    “I had only been with a couple of men before this, and nothing so brutal, but she put her whole hand into me. I could feel my vagina grasping her wrist, and she began to move it back and forth. I could feel her hand deep inside my flesh. 
 
    “Meanwhile, the other girls were not just holding me down, but playing with my breasts, kissing me, and one even tried to get under my buns, to put a finger into my anus.” 
 
    I paused. Then, totally ashamed, I admitted my guilt. “I came.” 
 
    I kept talking for another minute, but it was done. The experience was over. And my humiliation was out in the open. I opened my eyes and sat up. I was crying, and I didn’t look at the doctor or Ethan, but a quick glance showed me my husband. He was sitting quietly, no expression on his face. And I just knew that he didn’t love me anymore. 
 
    “Would you like to rejoin us?” Theobald asked. 
 
    I managed to stand, I was shaking a bit, and sat down. 
 
    Ethan took my hand right away, and I almost jerked it away, I was so mortified, but…I managed to stop myself. 
 
    Slowly, my tears waned, and Theobald waited patiently. This was probably the most difficult part of the process. I wanted to be somewhere else. A deserted island. Nobody else on planet earth. 
 
    Theobald cleared his throat. 
 
      
 
    ETHAN 
 
    To say I was shaken by what Jill had said, what she had gone through, would be the understatement of the ages. It would be like saying ‘Oh, yeah, that Hitler. He’s a nice guy.’ 
 
    Yes, she had told me before, but to hear her not just talking about it, but feeling it. To hear the raw emotion as she was literally fist raped…it shook me to the core. 
 
    When she glanced at me I wanted to jump up and go to her, hold her, comfort her. I had never heard such raw pain in a person’s voice in my life. 
 
    The doctor had told me I had to be quiet, however. And I was, no matter how much it hurt. 
 
    Then he told her to sit with us, and I had a chance to hold her hand. Lord, if I could have gone back in time and punched those sorority sisters in their stupid faces I would have. 
 
    What kind of people do the things they did? 
 
    Then Theobald cleared his throat. 
 
    “I have a solution, a procedure which might aid you in confronting this…situation.” 
 
    We both looked at him. 
 
    “The procedure is called ‘re-enactment.” 
 
    “Like she has to go through it again?” I blurted. 
 
    “Precisely.” 
 
    “But she just went through it!” 
 
    “She talked through it, now, to use common vernacular, she must walk through it.” 
 
    “So what? We go find this girls, women now, and make them…make them…” words failed me. 
 
    “Not so far as that, and we must be circumspect. I speak specifically to you, Ethan. You must do this, but you must also follow certain rules.” 
 
    “So how does it work?” Jill was squeezing my hand and staring at the Theobald. 
 
    “Very simple. You play the part of the girls. You re-enact what they did. But this time you follow her instructions, let her control, let her take control of the situation in real life…and in her mind.” 
 
    “You want me to fist my wife?” 
 
    “Not necessary. You do what she tells you to do. She will tell you how to dress, how to speak, how to move. Simply, we will put her in the driver’s seat.” 
 
    “Well…” It sounded screwy, and yet, I had heard of such things. I looked at Jill, and she met my eyes. Her blues were innocent, and trusting. And the question here was…could I be trusted to do this right? 
 
    “Will you agree to those strictures, Ethan?” 
 
    And I nodded. Then I said, “I’ll do anything to help Jill.” I turned to her, “Honey, I’ll do whatever you want. I’ll help you re-enact…whatever you want I’ll do it.” 
 
    She watched me, and I could tell she was scared. But…she also trusted me. 
 
    Now if I could only be deserving of this trust.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    JILL 
 
    I didn’t know what to think.  
 
    First, it was incredibly difficult to even talk about that night. 
 
    Second, it was ten times more difficult to talk about in front of Ethan. But I had. I made it. And, yes, I felt better after I had done it, but…how much better?  
 
    I felt relief, but was it relief that I was done telling about it? Or was I really experiencing relief, as from the effects of the night? 
 
    I didn’t know. 
 
    But now I was expected to go home and actually…do it? To relive that terrible time? 
 
    I didn’t know what to think. 
 
    And it was made worse by the fact that Ethan was willing. He was willing to play the parts of those girls. And he said he would do exactly what I wanted, and never deviate from instructions. 
 
    Crap. I didn’t want to do this. 
 
    But, I had agreed, and I couldn’t back out. Or could I? 
 
    Yes, I could. But…but the doctor prescribed it. And Ethan seemed to think it was a good idea. 
 
    Crap. 
 
    So we went home, and we broke the rules and talked about it. 
 
    Well, we didn’t talk about me, but about the fact of doing the procedure at all. So I guess we didn’t really talk about what we weren’t supposed to talk about, and we were okay, but…damn. I was confused. 
 
    I made us dinner, I wanted to keep busy, and called Ethan when it was ready. We ate silently for a while, then he asked, “So, what props do we need?” 
 
    Oh, man. You need boobs, and beer, and to be a half a dozen giggling women. 
 
    “I’m not sure,” I prevaricated. 
 
    “Well, what can we do to fix up our room so it looks like a dormitory?” 
 
    I thought about it. “A bed, frilly covers.” 
 
    “We’ve got the bed in the garage. Can you pick up some frilly covers?” 
 
    “At the Goodwill,” I answered. 
 
    “Good. Any other furniture?” 
 
    “The only other thing I noticed was a big lamp that was hung over the bed. They had it very dim, but…” 
 
    “Okay. Let’s check out the GW for lamps that will shed a little dull light on the subject.” 
 
    He was deliberately being droll, and I managed a chuckle. I was so scared. 
 
    “Okay, what about clothes?” 
 
    “I can find those. I might even have a couple of things that will work in my closet. Besides, I’ve got that big box my mother shipped me. I’ll bet she has my clothes, and might even have the ones I wore that night.” 
 
    “All right. What else.” 
 
    “Do we drink?” 
 
    He frowned. “Well, I don’t think drinking during therapy is normally prescribed, but we could probably have a sip or two of cheap beer, make our breath real stinky and get us in the sexy mood.” 
 
    Now I did laugh. Feeble, but honest. 
 
    “Or we could just bath in the stuff. That ought to work.” 
 
    I shook my head and pushed him. He laughed. 
 
    “Now, what about me? Is there anything I have to do?” 
 
    “Look like six girls?” 
 
    He grinned. “Uh oh.” 
 
    My turn to laugh. “I don’t think so. We’ll just play it by ear, and if we need something, we’ll figure it out.” 
 
    And so it was set. The night of my debauchment was on the calendar. We went out and bought what we needed, and I began setting the scene in the garage. I placed the bed in the center and Ethan hung a lamp above it. He got the dimmest bulb he could and it was downright gloomy. Fine, it would match my mood. 
 
    Then I found a cover that looked close enough to what had been on the bed that night so many years ago. 
 
    Ethan moved stuff around the garage, hung blankets to disguise things, uncovered an old dresser, and tried to move everything so it looked like a dorm room with a lot of shadows. 
 
    And, it was perfect. I knew, when I inspected the final product, that we had duplicated the original scene of the crime quite well. Now we just had to wait for the day we had designated as ‘The Day.’ 
 
    And, The Day arrived. 
 
    It was Saturday, and we were nervous and excited all day. We went out for a hamburger, talked about things, but continually found ourselves gazing into space and thinking about it. 
 
    Five o’clock, and we had a light dinner. Then we got ready. 
 
    I dressed in a skirt and blouse and wore flats. The other girls had worn heels, and were heavily made up and looking sexy. But I was just entering my freshman year and hadn’t worn heels much. So I had opted for a polite pair of Mary Janes. 
 
    At seven o’clock we couldn’t wait any longer. It was dark enough to be considered night, and Ethan and I entered the kitchen. He got out a couple of beers and we each sipped, and we chatted, and I told him what I could remember of the mixer. 
 
    “There was a professor there. Math, I think. She was quite dry, but very polite. You got the impression that she was there because she had to be, but enjoyed it anyway.” 
 
    Ethan took a pose, “The mass of the ass plus the heat of the meat plus the angle of the dangle equals the sum of the cum.” 
 
    “Oh,” I laughed and pushed his arm. 
 
    “What else?” 
 
    “Well, there were girls everywhere, a couple of male profs, but they left early. I remember asking about classes, and talking to some of the other girls like me. But we were all pretty clueless.” 
 
    Ethan acted effected. “Well,” he waved a limp wrist in a terrible parody of a woman, or maybe a gay man, and said, “I’m just dying to take home economics.” 
 
    We giggle, finished our beers, and entered the garage. 
 
    “They stood there and there and…a couple over there…” 
 
    Ethan went to each spot and posed. 
 
    “That’s good,” I said, but there was something wrong. I didn’t know what it was. I kept remembering things. 
 
    “Then they moved me to the bed.” 
 
    He walked me over, holding my elbow gently. 
 
    “And they helped me onto it.” 
 
    He did. 
 
    “I was drunk,” I said, “And the room was spinning?” 
 
    I moved my arm in a circle and pretended the room was moving around. 
 
    “All right. What next?” 
 
    “They started feeling my legs…” it’s wrong, it’s wrong…flashed through my mind, but I kept going. 
 
    Ethan rubbed my legs. 
 
    “Then they pulled my legs apart.” 
 
    He gently took hold of my legs and pulled them apart. The feeling of wrongness was near overwhelming. 
 
    They felt my breasts, opened my blouse, kissed my nipples. 
 
    It was like I was there, everything was perfect. Ethan undid my blouse. He reached under me and undid my bra. 
 
    I felt that sudden release of pressure when the bra let go of my boobs. 
 
    He moved his head down and kissed my nipples. 
 
    It was exciting, and exotic, and erotic, and…and everything was wrong. I tried to force the panic down. 
 
    “And they…they touched my vagina.” My voice was strangling, Ethan looked worried, but he followed my instructions. He slid his hand into my panties and touched me, and… 
 
    “No! No! Get out!” I screamed. Then I was sitting up and he was holding me.  
 
    “It’s okay. It’s okay. I’ve got you.” 
 
    I sobbed until I shuddered, and, finally, I relaxed. 
 
    “Come on, let’s get out of here.” 
 
    He helped me off the bed and we went back into the house. 
 
    We didn’t talk much for the next few days, but we did talk when we next met with Theobald. 
 
      
 
    ETHAN 
 
    “How’d it go?” asked Theobald. 
 
    “Not well,” both Jill and I answered at the same time. We looked at each other, but we didn’t giggle. We were both subdued. 
 
    Jill said, “I was fine, everything was perfect, but when…when he put his hand down there…I had a feeling everything was wrong.” 
 
    “Was it wrong because it was bad? Or was it wrong because you needed to go through it?” 
 
    “It was bad,” I offered. 
 
    Theobald nodded, then: “Take me through it.” 
 
    We talked about our preparations, and Jill ascertained that we had done perfectly in recreating the scene. 
 
    I took over and explained about deciding to have a single beer, and how we had talked in the kitchen, recreating the mixer, and how we had gone into the garage. Theobald wanted Jill to explain the next part, so she took over. 
 
    “It was fine. But there was something wrong. I tried to go through it, but the further I went…the worse it got And when he finally touched me…I blew a fuse.” 
 
    “So when did you first feel that something was wrong?” 
 
    “When I first got on the bed. I laid back, I was there, and everything was fine, then…it wasn’t.” 
 
    “So what was different that it suddenly became ‘wasn’t.’” 
 
    “I don’t know. I…” Jill blinked. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Jill looked at me, and there was a look of amazement on her face. “He wasn’t a girl.” 
 
    I blinked. 
 
    Theobald nodded and made a note in his little journal. 
 
    “You weren’t a…a woman. You were a man molesting me. Of course!” 
 
    I felt I had to speak then. “So what do we do? Do I dress up as a girl so we can get through this?” 
 
    Theobald commented, “I don’t know. Do we? Does Ethan dress up as a girl to complete the scene?” He directed the last of the comment towards Jill. 
 
    She was confused. “Well, I don’t see how he can. He’s a man. And…it doesn’t make sense.” 
 
    “Why not?” I blurted. 
 
    “Well, we can’t dress you up as a girl!” 
 
    “Why not?” And he looked at Theobald. “Is there any reason I can’t dress up like a girl for a night?” 
 
    Theobald tilted his head very slightly and asked, “I don’t know. Is there?” 
 
    So I turned to Jill. “Okay. It’s settled.” 
 
    But she wasn’t fine with it. 
 
    “You aren’t a woman! I can’t do this to you!” 
 
    “Then I’ll do it to myself. I’d like your help because I really don’t know what I’m doing when it comes to women’s clothes, but come this Saturday night I will be made up and pretty and ready to…you know.” 
 
    Jill still couldn’t have it. she shook her head and complained and carried on. 
 
    I turned to Theobald once again. “I’m willing. How do I convince Jill to give this a try?” 
 
    He nodded, then faced Jill. “Clothes have an interesting history. Men wore robes, men wore skirts, even today there are cultures where men wear dresses of a sort.” 
 
    “Yes, but—“ 
 
    He held up a hand, “In France men wore make up and perfume. In England the most distinguished men still wear wigs. Travel the world and you might well find men wearing all manner of clothes.” 
 
    “So you’re saying I should make him wear a dress so I can deal with a psychological problem?” 
 
    He gave a grunt, then said, “I’m saying you should support your husband in his endeavors. And if his endeavors happen to benefit you…” he shrugged. 
 
    And it was settled. 
 
      
 
    JILL 
 
    It was settled, and I don’t know how it came about, but Ethan was determined to wear women’s clothes. To dress himself up like the women who had assaulted me. 
 
    That made me feel really, really weird. 
 
    I had married a manly man, and now he was going to be a girly man. 
 
    Of course he did have this soft side to his personality, he would rather reason things out and avoid fights, but…he was a man! 
 
    But, man or not, he had me outnumbered, and, underneath the weirdness I have to admit something. The idea of him dressing as a woman…let me whisper this…it excited me! 
 
    Yep. Dirty, little secret. The idea of seeing Ethan in women’s clothes made my little heart go pit-a-pat. 
 
    So I spent some more time at the Goodwill and hunted for outfits that would fit him, and were similar to what the girls had worn that night. And I did it in detail, right down to the underwear. 
 
    By the time Saturday rolled around I was a blithering mess. 
 
    There was something so inherently wrong about dressing my hubby up as a woman…yet…it made my heart pound, my throat dry, and something else, something down there, wet. 
 
    Holy Heysoos on a hay ride with no hay! This was weird, and exciting, all at the same time. 
 
    Saturday morning, and we woke up and looked at each other. 
 
    “Are you ready for this?” I asked. 
 
    “Ready as I’ll ever be,” he answered. 
 
    “I’m going to make you into a woman today. From follicles to femininity. Can you handle that?” 
 
    “Truth?” he asked. 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    “It’s sort of…exciting.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yep, and the only thing…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “I hope I don’t get used to this.” 
 
    We both laughed then, and we started on the procedure of making a man into a woman. 
 
    First, came the Nair. I gave him a choice, shave everything, or Nair it off, and he chose Nair. “It sounds easier,” he said. 
 
    So I handed him the bottle, told him to slather himself with the goop, wait fifteen minute, until he felt a slight burning sensation, then wash it off. 
 
    He did, and twenty minutes later he was standing in the middle of the bedroom, naked, even of hairs, and ready to go. 
 
    “Sit here,” I commanded.  
 
    He sat at my vanity table and I put long, red nails on him, I even painted his tootsies. He stared at his fingers, growing longer and more slender and sexy. He gulped. 
 
    And he had a monster boner. 
 
    “Whoa!” I blurted. “Is that you?” 
 
    “Yep,” he said proudly. Then: “You forget, I haven’t cum in a couple of weeks, and I was cruelly brought to the edge a couple of times then let down.” 
 
    “Well,” I answered. “I’m going to have to do that more often. Put these on.” I handed him an extremely tight tummy shaper. He didn’t have much of a tummy, but I knew it would hold his cock down. 
 
    He pulled that thing up, took a few breaths, grabbed the waist, and pulled. It went up, but it squeezed his waist like a python makes love to a meal. I mean, he went skinny! And it had the added benefit of flaring out his hips. 
 
    “You can unbutton the bottom flap if you need to pee. Here.” 
 
    He took the nylons and sat down, as well as he could now that he was a couple of waist sizes smaller, and unrolled the nylons up his legs. He was gasping for breath and I had to caution him. “Take small breaths. You don’t want to pass out.” 
 
    “Okay,” and he tried, and shortly he was more relaxed and breathing evenly, though not deeply. 
 
    I helped him into a bra, and he grunted, but relaxed when I adjusted the straps, and now the fun part. I pulled out a couple of breast forms. 
 
    “Whoa!” he gulped, eyeing the monster boobs. “Where on earth…” 
 
    “Believe it or not, I got them at a yard sale. I got them years ago, I think I intended to play a joke on you. Come out with double the boobs and see the look on your face.” 
 
    “You would have gotten a look all right.” 
 
    “But I just never got around to it, and…look, they fit you perfectly! 
 
    And they did. They were big enough for his chest, and they stuck right out like the real thing. 
 
    “Wow!” He looked in a mirror, turned this way and that, and was amazed. His body was perfectly feminine. From the neck down he was a woman. And a sexy one. 
 
    “You know, I have a dirty, little secret.” 
 
    “Oh?” He turned from the mirror and faced me, and looking at his body. 
 
    “Yeah, this…thing. This making you into a woman…it’s turning me on.” 
 
    He grinned. “Play your cards right, girlfriend, and who knows…you might get lucky. 
 
    I grinned back. “I’m looking forward to it, are you ready for the face?” 
 
    “I guess so, but let me ask you a question.” 
 
    “It’s still early in the morning. Why are you fixing me up so early?” 
 
    “Well, first, because I can. Second…like I said, you’re turning me on. I want to spend all day like this.” 
 
    He nodded. “I can handle that. But…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “My pecker is aching and dripping.” 
 
    “If this re-enactment thing doesn’t work I’ll give you a hand job.” 
 
    “Okay,” and he nodded. Deal made. 
 
    Ethan’s face was wonderful for make up. 
 
    He had good skin and kept it clean, and I was putting on the primer before he knew it. We put on foundation, and I gave his face some color then began working on the eyes. 
 
    Eyes are fun. Some girls don’t like them, because you have to be delicate, but they are really the make or break point when it comes to make up. 
 
    I made his eyes into a light charcoal, then added a bit of light streak to give life. When I was done he was incredible. His sockets looked like mysterious caves, and from within the caves a lustful and excited animal looked out. 
 
    He checked himself out in the mirror, reached up to touch, and stopped. “Wow,” and it was obvious that I had taken his breath away. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. “Lipstick. But before we do that let’s put a wig on you.” 
 
    I had a couple of wigs, good quality, and he chose the brunette, which was smart. He was a natural brunette , so his skin color matched. 
 
    Then, the wig in place, I handed him the lipstick. “This is the launch, baby. This is like the champagne they break over the bow of a ship. I think you should do this yourself.” 
 
    He looked at me, looked at himself in the mirror, then nodded. 
 
    I watched as he rolled the color onto his lips, and my legs actually shook at the sight of him. And I was wet. God, was I wet. How wet? I was so wet ducks could have gone swimming underneath me. 
 
    Okay, that was a little over the top. But I was…excited, about as excited as I had ever been. 
 
    “Okay,” I moved in and handed him a blouse and skirt. “These are as close as I can get to what the head bitch wore.” 
 
    He put them on and presented himself to me. 
 
    Boy, was I reminded of that night, and suddenly I remembered. “Her name was Clair.” 
 
    “Clair,” Ethan repeated. He knew, automatically, what I was referring to. 
 
    But, the significant thing here, I was remembering something I had forgotten, something that had been obscured from my memory, and for years. I had remembered the name of my worst enemy. 
 
    Ethan was ready. He looked like a woman. And, specifically, he looked like Clair. 
 
    “Come on, girlfriend. Let’s go have lunch.” 
 
    He didn’t want to. Poor boy was afraid to leave the house. But I made him. I bullied him and cajoled him and threatened to withhold sex for the rest of his life, and he finally staggered out to the car. And I mean staggered. He was having a rough time walking in those high heels. But Clair had walked in high heels, and so would Ethan. 
 
    We didn’t do much. I took him to the Goodwill and we shopped a little. He stayed by my side, looked at the old dresses I held up, and held up to him, and tried not to turn red. 
 
    Ha! 
 
    His redness was actually showing through the make up. 
 
    But there weren’t many people there, so he survived. Then I got a wicked idea. 
 
    “Go to the bathroom.” 
 
    “What?” he whispered. “I’m not going…you mean to the…the girl’s room?” 
 
    “That’s exactly what I mean. Now get going.” 
 
    “I can’t!” He was panicked. “I’ll get arrested.” 
 
    “Do you think some woman is going to come in there and check inside your tummy shaper?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    I half pushed, half dragged, and then we stood outside for a minute, and then I checked the bathroom. “There’s nobody in there,” I said. I handed him a lipstick. “Now, go tinkle and freshen up.” 
 
    Oh, he didn’t want to, but, in his heart, he wanted to. Else I wouldn’t have been able to make him go. 
 
    He walked in, and the Gods be praised, a woman and her child came up within a minute and went in. 
 
    Oh, how I chortled. I could just see him, blundering, blushing, trying to figure a way out. 
 
    Two minutes later the woman walked out, and a minute later Ethan came out. 
 
    Oh, the look on his face. He was embarrassed, but proud as a puppy. 
 
    “I did it! Did you see that woman and her little girl?” 
 
    “I did. Did you hide in the stall?” 
 
    I sure did. And I prayed. But…look at my lips!” 
 
    I did, and they were fresh painted. I grinned, linked arms with my boyfriend, and we left the Goodwill. 
 
    We drove around, and he thoroughly enjoyed being the passenger, letting the wind blow his hair back, though he did worry about the wig becoming unfastened. 
 
    Then we stopped for a milkshake, and he actually went into the bathroom by himself. Took me by surprise. And there were other women in there. He looked so happy when he came out. He was doing forbidden things and getting away with it. 
 
    Good boy. 
 
    And, the day passed, and we finally arrived at a light dinner, and then we had a drink. 
 
    A real drink. Because I remembered something else. The sorority sisters were spiking their beer with whiskey. Boilermakers, they called them. 
 
    Ethan asked if he could just have a Coke and good bourbon, and I agreed. Heck, that was a such a small thing, and he was acting so natural, just like a woman, why not? 
 
    Then, the agreed upon hour approaching, we chatted about that night. Again, I told him about teachers, profs, and students. I described the sorority house, and in much more detail. It was obvious that something was happening, that I was remembering more and more. 
 
    Finally, we walked out to the basement, and I took over. 
 
    “Walk me to the bed. Tell me I’ll have a good rest.” 
 
    Ethan did. Acting just like a girl, he helped me onto the bed. 
 
    “Now, the hands.” 
 
    He took his time, feeling my whole body, petting me, stroking my limbs and even brushing his hands over my chest. Soon I was breathing heavily, and I nodded. 
 
    “This is going to feel good,” Ethan said, speaking as I had coached him, and he pulled my. legs apart. 
 
    I didn’t resist. I went with it, and my mind started unlocking. 
 
    He stroked my legs, his red finger nails trailing along the flesh, waking my skin up, causing excitement to flutter through me. 
 
    “My breasts,” I whispered. 
 
    He unbuttoned me, giggling at how uncoordinated he was with long fingernails. Then he pressed my breasts, felt them, squeezed them, and sucked my nipples. 
 
    My nips were standing up. I could feel the blood in them. My breasts were hot and flushed. 
 
    His red mouth played with my nipple, and I stared down at my chest. I was fascinated by his red lips. I found myself arching my back. My pussy was throbbing. 
 
    “Okay,” I whispered. “Do it.” 
 
    He brought a hand to my vagina and began rubbing. I could feel his nails. I felt like my pussy was going to explode. 
 
    “Into me.” 
 
    He inserted a finger. Then, when I was gasping, he slid two fingers into me. I could feel them bending, hooking, pulling along the sides of my pussy. 
 
    “More,” I grunted. My hips rose up and he went to three fingers. For a long minute he slid them in and out, fucking me like his hand was a cock, and I was dizzy, the world was spinning, and there was fear somewhere, but…it wasn’t crashing in on me. I was watching for it now, I wouldn’t let it come for me. 
 
    “More!” 
 
    Ethan didn’t hesitate. He told me later his mind hesitated, but in the moment, he simply slipped four fingers into me. 
 
    “Do it! Do it hard!” 
 
    He rammed his hand back and forth, I could feel the knuckles bumping against the rim of my pussy. 
 
    I grabbed his wrist and helped him, and then…his hand slipped inside me. 
 
    We froze. He told me later that he was terrified. But I…I was exulted. I had done it! I had changed a terrible experience into a wonderful experience. 
 
    I raised my hips. Ethan moved his arm tentatively forward. I pulled, and felt his wrist sliding through my hole. His skin was of a different texture. I could feel individual hairs. 
 
    He began to fuck me, to punch my innards. And I helped him, I twisted my hips and took him in. 
 
    His free hand played with my tits, and his mouth sucked on one of my nipples. 
 
    For a long minute he did me, and I felt so free, so wonderful, and it was difficult to breath for the vast pleasure washing over me. 
 
    I felt it coming then. I felt a warm ocean lapping at the corner of my soul, and it slowly grew larger, larger, until it was like a hurricane, and I felt into the center of it. I made a grunting sound so loud it sounded like a shout, and I came. My body was like it was having an epileptic fit. I held firm, my hips raised off the bed, my thighs spasming, and I felt like my mind was just swallowed up by a buttery kind of lightening. 
 
    Then it was done. I was done. I lay there, and became aware that my husband was standing there, his arm stuck in my pussy and not knowing what to do. 
 
    “Honey,” I said. “Take your arm out of my pussy.” 
 
    “Gently, a little relieved, he slowly pulled it out. He opened his fist at the end, tried to make his hand smaller, and it suddenly slooped out. 
 
    I gave a sigh.  
 
    “Are you all right?” he asked. 
 
    “Oh, yes.” then I looked up at him. He was a female, red lips, eye shadow, a gentle soul in a gentle body, and I asked, “Would you like to fuck me?” 
 
    Oh, he wanted to, but he was afraid to ask. 
 
    “Come on, honey, lift up your dress and pull down your panties and show me how a woman makes love.” 
 
    He climbed up, was scared, afraid after what he had done to me, but I coaxed him and he knelt over me and put his cock to the lips of my pussy. 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    “What? You think you’re going to hurt me after fisting me?” 
 
    He laughed, but was still worried. 
 
    I reached down and helped him into me, then I pulled on his buttocks. He slid in, and we were joined. 
 
    We rocked and we rolled. We humped and we pumped. He went in and out, and at one point I asked, “Am I loose? Too big?” 
 
    “Oh, no.You’re moist, and…it feels so good!” 
 
    He fucked me, and I loved it. And I fucked back. And, finally, he squirted. He bucked and I held him and his penis erupted deep within my hole. 
 
    He grunted and grunted, and I could feel squirts splashing within. then he was done, and he relaxed. 
 
    And I was done, and I felt like I had been cleansed, and I knew I wouldn’t have any more trouble with sex. 
 
    And the last thing he said, he mumbled to me, “God, that was hot. You took my whole fist.” 
 
    “Yes,” I agreed. “It was.” 
 
    Then he said: “I wish I could do that.” 
 
    I looked at him, kissed him, and whispered. “You can, but you’re going to have to dress up like a girl.” 
 
    He grinned, “I can do that.” 
 
    And he could. 
 
    But that’s a story for another time. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Well, this is quite unusual,” the nurse said. She looked up at me and said, “Could you wait here for a moment?” 
 
    “Is there something wrong?” I furrowed my brow. Man, I was so close to graduation. To work so hard for so many years, to be that close to getting a degree, and maybe even a job, I didn’t need to be told I had a dread disease or anything like that. 
 
    “No, no…it’s just…unusual. But I think we should see the doctor before—“ 
 
    “But I’ve got to get to my job!” 
 
    Yeah, Great. My part time gig flipping pizzas for the local parlor. It didn’t pay the bills, but between that and my job waiting tables at a local night club I managed to pay my way through college. Almost. I still had a sizable debt. 
 
    “Please, Mr. Jorgenson. Uh, John. The doctor really needs to see this.” She held up the little, plastic semen sample bottle. The semen was overflowing, getting all over the nurse’s fingers, but she seemed so concerned that she didn’t care. 
 
    “Well, but I really—“ 
 
    “Just two minutes. I’ll interrupt the doctor if I need to.” 
 
    “Well—“ 
 
    “It has to do with your health.” 
 
    Oh, crap. I slumped, but nodded. Stuck here in a doctor’s office. Still, she had promised it would be fast. 
 
    Moving quickly, which was difficult for such a large woman, she exited the little exam room. 
 
    I sat, disconsolate, and wondered what the big deal was. I mean, I gave them a semen sample, so what could be wrong? I mean, I gave it to them pretty quick, and, yeah, sure, I had cum too much again, but I hadn’t had time to dump some of it down the toilet. And there wasn’t a toilet in the little room anyway. 
 
    Less than a minute passed and the doctor hurried into the office. He looked like the normal, white coat geek. Glasses, a stethoscope hanging off his neck like he knew what it was for, a face that was very polished in looking down his short nose. 
 
    “Mr. Jorgenson,” he was holding my sperm sample in his hand. 
 
    “Hi, Doc. Is everything all right?” 
 
    “Uh, yes. Quite so. Did you really, uh, fill this vial? 
 
    “Yeah,” I hung my head, sort of embarrassed. “Did I do it wrong? I can give you more if you want. You have another vial?” 
 
    He blinked. He bit his lip, and his mouth gave a weird tremble, and he asked, “You can do this again? This amount?” 
 
    “Yeah. I guess. Now my brother, he could shoot the juice. He could fill a couple of those vials. But he’s passed, so…” I shrugged. 
 
    “Your brother…you…” he paused, collected his thoughts. 
 
    Suddenly the nurse burst through the door. She handed the doctor a folder. It had my name on it. 
 
    Oh, crap. I had a folder? I must be in real trouble. 
 
    “If I did something wrong, I’m sorry. How about if I just mosey along and we forget that—“ 
 
    “Mr. Jorgenson—“ 
 
    “You can call me Johnny.” Maybe getting to know me might help defray some of whatever trouble I was in. 
 
    “Johnny.” He was holding my folder open, one finger seemed to be tracing something. He looked up. “You’re in good health? This says you’re in good health.”  
 
    Huh! Why was he acting so weird? 
 
    “I think so,” I was getting worried. Asking about how healthy I was? What was wrong with me? What hadn’t he told me? When was the other shoe going to drop? 
 
    “Johnny, have you ever considered being a sperm donor?” 
 
    “A…a what? You mean a guy who jacks off and, what, gives his semen to some kind of bank?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “No,” I gave a weak grin, hoping a joke might break the ice and get me out of there, “I ain’t never had any interest in a bank.” I laughed, a little sickly, but, “Get it? Interest? Bank?” 
 
    The doctor smiled, but he didn’t look too ‘ha ha’ if you get what I mean. 
 
    “I’m on the board of directors for the Ace Sperm Bank downtown. There is a shortage of sperm donors. You have to be in good health, and…your folder indicates you’re in good health.” 
 
    “Yeah, I’m healthy as a horse. Mama’s home cooking.” I grinned and flexed a bicep. 
 
    “So if you qualify, and you can produce this amount of sperm…” 
 
    I got all embarrassed again. “Yeah, well, sorry. I didn’t mean to fill up that little bottle, but there wasn’t any place to dump some of it. But…I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Mr. Jorgenson, why did you come in today?” 
 
    “To get a semen analysis.” 
 
    “But, why? If you’re so healthy?” 
 
    “Well, I just got married, and my wife wants to make sure everything’s in working order.” I glanced to the sides, as if somebody might hear me, even though there was only the doctor and the nurse and me in the room. “She’s a little worried something’s wrong ‘cause I…well…I cum too much.” 
 
    “You cum…” 
 
    “Yeah. We only been married a couple of months, but she’s already tired of all that sperm getting inside her. 
 
    “Mr. Jorgenson,” the doctor seemed to firm up a bit, “I’m going to have to do more tests at the sperm bank downtown.” 
 
    “But…don’t you have enough sperm already? I can give you some more here, if you want. I mean, I got school, and I got work, and I’m married, if you get my drift.” I gave a sort of wink, man to man, you know. 
 
    “Please. Nurse Ratched will make an appointment for you, and you simply must keep it.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know. I mean, I don’t have the money for another test. I had a hard time getting the money together for this one.” 
 
    “Mr. Jorgenson—“ 
 
    “Call me Johnny.” 
 
    “Johnny. There will be no charge, consider it paid for…part of this office visit.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t—“ 
 
    “Please,” his voice broke a little bit. “There might even be money in it for you?” 
 
    Well, that was a horse of a different color. My Mama didn’t raise no idjits that would turn down money. 
 
    “How much?” 
 
    “Sperm donors usually get $70 a deposit.” 
 
    I chuckled. “A deposit, eh? Just like a real bank.” 
 
    “Just like,” he said, trying out a smile. It looked like his face wasn’t used to smiling. 
 
    I frowned. “‘Course, Mama says you got to be careful when doing business with a bank. She doesn’t trust them banker types.” Again, I looked around, then I raised my hand and spoke as if I whispered to it just for him. “Mama still keeps most her cash hidden in a jar under the mattress. Don’t tell nobody, okay?” 
 
    “I won’t. But…you’ll make your appointment at the sperm bank? 
 
    “Well, if you say so. I guess I gotta.” 
 
    “Yes,” he said. “You simply got to.” 
 
    A short time later I was out the door, and with a card telling me when to go to the sperm bank. 
 
    Crap.  
 
    I had work to do. I had to study. And I wanted a little alone time with my honey. Rub the nugget, you know? 
 
    Well, if I had to I had to. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, Honey Cakes! I’m home!” 
 
    “Back here, Johnny!” 
 
    I sauntered into the bedroom, then got a sad look on my face. Sarah was trying to wash some of the semen stains out of the mattress. She had a bowl of soapy water and was rubbing the cover with a sponge. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Honey Cakes. I tried to keep it all in you.” 
 
    She just shook her head. “Yeah. I know. But, honestly, do you have to cum so much? I mean, it drips out of me for an hour, it gets on anything we’re laying on, it even squirts out sometimes and gets on other stuff.” 
 
    “I know, Honey Cakes,” I hung my head. “I honestly didn’t think it would be a problem. I mean, all the girls at home know that we Jorgenson boys is big cummers.” 
 
    “Well, you should have warned me. How’d it go at the doctor’s office? Is there something wrong with you?” 
 
    “Well, yeah, I mean, there might be.” 
 
    She turned and frowned. Put the sponge in the soapy water bowl and stood up. “Well, tell me about it.” She carried the bowl and sponge out of the room. 
 
    I followed her to the kitchen, where she dumped the debris and turned to face me. 
 
    “Well, I don’t really know, but they seemed pretty concerned, and they wanted me to make another visit…” I shrugged. 
 
    “Another visit?” Her eyes narrowed. “How much is this going to cost us?” 
 
    “Seventy dollars,” I grinned. 
 
    “Seventy dollars? You boner head! We ain’t got that much! Where are we going to get seventy dollars? Get that stupid grin off your face!” 
 
    That sort of confused me, I mean they were going to pay us seventy dollars and…what was wrong with that? “But, Honey Cakes, what’s wrong with seventy dollars?” 
 
    “Haven’t you been listening? We ain’t got it!” 
 
    “But they’re going to pay us.” 
 
    She blinked a big blink. Made her pretty blue eyes go right up and down. “What?” 
 
    “They said that if I’m healthy enough they’d pay me seventy dollars for the semen sample.” 
 
    “They’d pay…that ain’t right.” 
 
    “Well, I know that, and you know that, but if they’re that dumb…” 
 
    “Ain’t no doctor that dumb. Hand me my phone. Where’s the card they give you?” 
 
    I handed over the card and her phone, and she started dialing. 
 
    “Hello? Is this the doctor’s office?” 
 
    I figured this conversation wasn’t going to interest me, so I went to take a shower. 
 
    I had only just hopped in when Sarah opened the door and got in, too. 
 
    “Hey!” Honey Cakes!” I grinned and grabbed the bar of soap. “Let me grease you up.” 
 
    She smiled, which was good for a change, sometimes she can be a bit snippy and snappy and all, and she grabbed a hold of me and kissed me. 
 
    Well, I kissed back. My Mama didn’t raise no idjits who didn’t know when to kiss a woman back. 
 
    Then, I don’t know how it happened, she was holding my penis, and it was swelling up, and, man, it felt good. 
 
    “Johnny, they want you to be a sperm donor. Like regular.” 
 
    “Well, yeah. I guess…what do you mean?” 
 
    “They said that you seem healthy enough to be a donor, and the amount of semen you produce is really good, and…if you pass some tests they want you to donate regular like.” 
 
    I frowned. “Like how regular?” 
 
    “I don’t know, but the nurse person said you could make up to a $1,000 a month. Can you image that? We’ll be able to afford to go to McDonalds!” 
 
    I grinned. McDonald’s Yummy. I love those chocolate milkshakes. Yeah, I know they’re more plastic than milk, but, hey! Isn’t plastic one of the major food groups these days? 
 
    She grew serious. “But we got to start saving up your sperm, like right now.” 
 
    “Right now?” That sort of confused me. 
 
    “Yeah. That’s money in your balls. We can’t go wasting it.” 
 
    “But…but ain’t we going to play around?” 
 
    She grinned. “Oh, yes.” 
 
    She dropped to her knees and started sucking on my dick. She held my big balls in her little hands and squeezed them regular like and my knees got all shaky. 
 
    “Oh, Honey Cakes!” 
 
    She stood up. Damn it! I was close. 
 
    She turned me around and started finger banging me. I like being finger banged. I liked the way her fingers went round and round and woke everything up back there. I really loved it when she pressed on that prostate thingy back there. In fact, she had figured out that prostate thing and she often used it to drain me, pressed on the prostate until I leaked out a gallon or two. Then, me being temporarily empty, we’d fuck a lot. 
 
    Of course it was satisfying to drop my load, but when it was done, and she had fucked me good, it was sort of more frustrating. It was like my mind thought I could still cum. Man, I had ever lasting boners after she drained me, but I couldn’t cum worth a darn. 
 
    But she didn’t press hard enough to drain me. She just rimmed me for a while, sucked me some more, and pulled me out of the shower.  
 
    Dripping wet, we lay on the floor and I shoved my peeny into her cootch. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” she groaned. Then she gripped both my ears and spoke real hard and right into my face. “You ain’t gonna cum now, are ya?” 
 
    “But…Honey Cakes!” I wailed. “I’m close.” 
 
    Then, seeing as how I was so close, she got sly. “You cum before I do and I’ll kick the living snot out of you!” 
 
    Well, okay. And I figured that she would cum, and then I could let loose a jug or two of the good stuff. Sneaky like, before she knew it. Sure, I could do that. “Okay.” 
 
    That set her off. Man, she pushed me over and climbed on top of me. She held my nuts like she was afraid I was gonna cum anyway, and ground down on me. 
 
    Now, there’s something you should know. My Honey Cakes is the sexiest woman alive. Her face is a little plain, but her boobs are more bigger than I could cum, if that makes sense. 
 
    I mean, let me explain, I can cum a lot, and I got big balls. But if size is the factor then she can put out the baby milk a lot. She’s got biguns! 
 
    So I was laying on my back, dripping wet, my hair not even combed, and she was the sexiest woman in the world, with the most world classest tits in the world, and…it was hard not to cum! 
 
    I ain’t never wanted to cum so hard in my life! 
 
    And she kept grinding away and pulling on my nipples and giving little yells and yelps, and…man, was I glad when she came. 
 
    I mean, I was turning downright purple! 
 
    But she didn’t care. She had give me her warning, and if there’s one thing I knew…my Honey Cakes meant business. 
 
    So she came, began grunting and shivering, and she squeezed her big titties, and I could feel all those big muscles down in her pussy squeezing and pressing and trying to milk the juice out of my cock. 
 
    Fuck! It felt good. 
 
    But, thank God, she finally lifted her sweet patootie off me. 
 
    Oh, man. My cock was big, hard, straining, throbbing, and a river of pre-cum was dripping all over me. 
 
    “Oh, Honey Cakes!” I moaned. “You got to let me cum!” 
 
    But she held her ground and wouldn’t let me cum a single drop, let alone the gallons that was stored up in my purple balls. 
 
    I tell ya, when I went to work that night my pants was bulging. And they was bulgin’ bad! 
 
      
 
    A week later, a little worried about taking time off work, and thinking about a paper I had to write for school, and my cock so hard it could cut diammonds and my balls so full they was like to bust, I reported to the big building where Ace Sperm Bank had their offices. I read the building menu in the fancy lobby, rode up a few stories in a shiny elevator, and walked into the Ace Sperm Bank offices. 
 
    “Hi, I got an appointment here.” 
 
    The girly behind the counter was good looking. Woo-eee! She had these monster tits, almost as big as Honey Cakes, and the rest of her body was pretty good, too. But her face. It was nice and attractive, but a little stiff. Like she hadn’t had a good laugh in a good while. 
 
    She looks up at me with pretty mouth all red and she says, “Sitovertherewe’llcallyou.” 
 
    Like it was all one word. 
 
    So I sat down in a cloth chair with wooden arm rests and filled out the questionnaire. And that was weird right there. 
 
    I mean, they had already give me a bunch of tests at the regular doctor’s office. And they had my blood and my semen, too. So didn’t they already know that I was healthy? 
 
    But the worst thing was this: why did they need to know how healthy my mama and poppa was? 
 
    What difference did it make to my semen if my papa was hit by a truck, which he was, or had a standard? 
 
    I guess it was a standard they was asking about. I mean, STD means ‘standard,’ right? 
 
    Anyways, I filled out the paperwork, handed it back to miss snooty-nose-up-in-the-air and sat back down. I sat for a while, was almost ready to get up and go, but I had already missed work and I really needed that seventy dollars. 
 
    But just as I pushed with my hands to get out of the chair and leave the side door opened and another Miss snooty-nose-up-in-the-air called out my name. 
 
    “Mr. Jorgenson.” She said it like my name made her nose wrinkle, and I went over to where she was standing. 
 
    I was going to say, ‘That’s me,’ but she pulled the door open and walked away so I just followed her. 
 
    The masturbation room, the jack off room, whatever they want to call it, was better than the regular doctor’s. It had tile floors, but there wasn’t all this medical machinery or posters of guts on the wall. There was also some girly magazines on the table in the corner, and my eyes lit up at that. 
 
    I mean, I can shoot the juice pretty much anywhere, but it’s nice to look at pictures of pretty gals. 
 
    The nurse handed me a vial like she was glad to get rid of it, and said, “You may lock the door. Just come out when you’re done.” 
 
    Then she closed the door. I didn’t bother locking it because, heck, who wants to come in while some guy is floggin’ the chicken, right? 
 
    Then I sat down next to the table of magazines and picked up a good one. Man, the girls in that magazine was go-oo-oo-od-looking! They all had these nice, big titties that pointed up in the air. They wasn’t saggy, like my Honey Cake’s. ‘Course they weren’t as big as hers, but…they made me happy. 
 
    So I read a few magazines, skippin’ over the writin’ parts and focusing on the boobs and the pussies and the smiles like they wanted you to come home and diddle them. Then, ‘cause I figured somebody else might want the room, I began stroking myself. 
 
    I always been an easy cummer. A few strokes and I can whiz the jizz. Thank goodness that doesn’t happen when I’m with a real gal and not my hand. 
 
    But, my hand feeling pretty good, or maybe it was just that I walked in with a real boner to begin with—being sexually starved and denied and all that I was—I did a thirty second job. 
 
    Man, I like cumming. It feels so good when the knees get weak and you can’t stop gulping and your pecker starts spitting. 
 
    In this case, because my Honey Cakes had been starvin’ me for a week, and playing with me every night, and counting multiples of $70 in her head, I came a bunch. Wasn’t but a few seconds and my gism started overflowing. It got all over my hand and started dripping on the floor. I looked down at the big puddle and knew I’d better get out of there quick, before somebody got pissed at me for messin’ up their floor. 
 
    I opened the door and stepped out, and the Miss Snooty Nose nurse was standing there, one shoulder against the wall. I guess she was waiting for me. Maybe I shouldn’t have read that last magazine. 
 
    Not saying a word I held out the little bottle with my sperm in it and put it in her hand. 
 
    She was looking at me, a bored expression on her face, and then she felt what I put I her hand. She looked down at how all the sperm was overflowed and puddling in her palm. At first she had this ‘ew!’ look on her face, then she blinked, looked up at me, and simply said, “The doctor wants to talk to you.” 
 
    Huh. I already jacked off. What more could they want? 
 
    I followed her down the hallway and around a corner. She opened a door and told me to have a seat. I sat down, and out of the corner of my eye saw her flicking her hand, flicking bits of my sperm off her hand.              Hunh. Maybe she shouldn’t have been so snooty? I mean, a real gal wouldn’t be put off by a little bit of sperm. 
 
    I sat there for a few minutes, started thinking about getting up again, but then the doctor walked in. 
 
    She was a gal, which I didn’t expect, and she wasn’t bad looking. I mean, her boobs was pretty good-sized, and she wasn’t overly fat in the butt, and her face was even pretty nice. At least she wasn’t a snooty nose. 
 
    “Mr. Jorgenson,” she smiled and shook hands with me, then looked down at her hand. She managed not to frown, and wiped her hand off on her white coat. 
 
    She sat down and said, “We’ve taken a look at your blood work, and I’m happy to say, you are a good candidate for sperm donation.” 
 
    “What makes me a good candidate?” I asked, sort of curious. 
 
    “First is your sperm count. A high sperm count would be 300 million per milliliter. Yours is nearly a thousand. With testosterone waning in today’s youth, this is quite high. 
 
    “Second, the sheer volume of your issue…tell me, how often can you donate sperm?” 
 
    “Oh, pretty much whenever you want.” 
 
    “Well, 14 days in a month is considered quite good. Can you donate that many times?” 
 
    That sort of made me curious. “How come that’s considered good?” 
 
    She blinked. “That’s about once every two days. That is a lot for a young man.” 
 
    “It is, huh?” 
 
    She started to say something, stopped herself, then steepled her hands and asked, “How many times can you cum a month?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know. I never really counted. But once every two days.that’s not much.” 
 
    “What would be enough?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know.” 
 
    “How many times a month do you make love, or masturbate.” 
 
    I started counting on fingers. I did one finger, then two, then three, and finally settled on four fingers. 
 
    The doctor was disappointed. “You can only cum four times? Once a week?” 
 
    Now I was confused. “Uh, no ma’am. That’s ten times for the first week, then ten times for the second week, and…” 
 
    The doctor’s mouth dropped open a bit. 
 
    “You mean to tell me you can cum 40 times in a month?” 
 
    “Well, yeah. ‘Course I could cum more, but I got to work, and my wife doesn’t always feel like it.” 
 
    “Your wife…” she closed her mouth. Then, again, she opened it and closed it. I didn’t see why she was having so much trouble talking. 
 
    “So if your wife was willing, and you had the time, how many times could you cum in a month?” 
 
    “I don’t know. When I was just kid I used to jack off three times a day. Unless I was bored. Then I came more. 
 
    “You’re saying you could produce sperm 90 times in a month?” 
 
    “Maybe. Probably. ‘Course I ain’t a kid anymore, but…I think so. I’d come close, anyways.” 
 
    Fo a long minute the doctor didn’t say anything. She just sort of sat there and chewed her lip and looked at me. And then she says: “That’s ridiculous. Nobody can cum that much. Nobody can produce that much sperm. Especially considering how much issue you, uh, produce in a single sitting.” 
 
    “Of course I can.” That sort of irked me. I didn’t like it when people didn’t believe me. I’m not one of these lyin’ types. 
 
    She pushed her chair back, started to get up. “Mr. Jorgenson. Thank you for coming by. I think—“ 
 
    “I’ll prove it.” 
 
    She stopped, halfway between got up and sat down, and stared at me.  
 
    “Right here. You get your little bottle thing out and I’ll fill ‘er up.” 
 
    She grinned. “I don’t think that’ll—“ 
 
    So I stood up. I was pretty much taller than her, and she looked at me in surprise. Then I unzipped Uncle Big Pole and let him flop. 
 
    She looked down at my snake, her mouth opening in surprise. A lot of people open their mouths in surprise when I show ‘em what I got. 
 
    I began stroking, and the doc just stood there. She really didn’t expect me to do what I was doing, and she was a little surprised at how big Uncle Big Pole was. 
 
    Well, like I say, when I’m feeling pretty good I’m a pretty big cummer, and I cum fast, too. 
 
    So even though I had just jacked off in that little jar thing they had handed me earlier, I was ready to go. 
 
    The doc opened her mouth to say something, maybe to tell me to stop chokin’ the chicken and get out, but I let go before she could say anything. 
 
    I squirted, and a big glob of sperm shot right through the air and got all over her face and in her hair and even in her mouth. That first shot is usually the biggest, but the rest ain’t bad. I got a couple of good shots over her titties, and it dripped and drizzled down over her mounds. Then, the pressure off, I just squirted all over her desk. Eight or ten good shots, soaked all the papers there and got it all over her ball pointy pen. 
 
    And she just stood there, mouth open, taking it all in. Her eyes revealed how amazed she was, but that ain’t nothing to me. People, and by that I mean girlies, are always amazed at how much baby batter shoots out of my pecker. 
 
    Finally, I was done. I rolled up Uncle Big Pole and shoved him back into my pants, then I did up the zipper. The whole while the doctor was staring at me. 
 
    Finally, package all concealed, I said, “You have yourself a good, old day now.” 
 
    I turned around and headed for the door. I had just put a hand on the doorknob when I heard her say, “Wait! Please…wait a moment.” 
 
    Sighing, a little tired of these doctor types, I let go of the knob and turned around. 
 
    The doctor, wiping the sperm off her face smiled a big smile at me. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “Honey Cake? Sweety Baby? Are you home?” 
 
    Honey Cakes was, and she came out of the bedroom lookin a little flustered. 
“Are you home already?” 
 
    “Yep, and guess what?” 
 
    She glanced back in the bedroom, then turned towards the kitchen. “What?” 
 
    I followed her into the kitchen and she poured herself a big, old bourbon and Coke. Without the Coke.  
 
    “Guess what! The doctor…” 
 
    Click. 
 
    I turned around. It sounded like somebody had come in the front door. “Hello?” 
 
    “That’s just the wind,” my little Honey Cakes said. 
 
    “Oh,” I turned back to her. Funny, it didn’t sound like the wind. “Well, guess what! The doctor paid me $140! I gave them a sample, and then I sampled on her desk, and she insisted on paying me twice, and I’m going to go back tomorrow. I figure I can give ‘em three donations tomorrow. That’s $210!” 
 
    “$210? Yes!” She clapped her hands and her eyes got all funny looking, like the iris’s were dollar signs or something. Then she sobered. “Can you give her four donations?” 
 
    I thought about it. “Well, I could, but…I don’t know. I’d have to stick around there a while.” 
 
    “Well, then stick! Damn! That’s a lot of…where’s the money?” 
 
    I grinned and handed her a check for $140. She took it and kissed it. “Baby, we’re going to MickeyDs tonight. Come on!” 
 
    So I turned around, and we headed right out for MacDonalds. 
 
    Man, I ordered a Big Mac and two chocolate shakes. Mmm. that plastic stuff goes down good. 
 
    Honey Cakes had a couple of McNuggets—what part of the chicken is the nugget, anyway?—and made calculations in her head. 
 
    “Let’s see. If you can cum two times a day for thirty days, that’s, uh…$4200 a month!” 
 
    “Mmm, this is good. I’m glad I got cheese and extra pickles!” 
 
    “And if you can squirt three times a day, that’s uh, 90 times $70, which is…uh…$6300 a month!” 
 
    “Should I get another chocolate shakey?” 
 
    “And four times a day…uh…oh, crap, uh…that’s…$8400!” She reached across the table and grabbed a hunk of my tee shirt and pulled me towards her. “Baby, you got to cum 4 times a day. You stay there as long as it takes, but you have to cum four times a day. You got me?” 
 
    I wished she’d of let go of my shirt, I wanted to slurp a little more chocolate, “Uh, okay, but that’s going to be tough.” 
 
    “Why?” She shook my shirt and I was afraid it was going to rip. 
 
    “Well, I got school, and I got work, and then…you know…four times is a lot. I can do it, but…but…when am I going to fuck you?” I almost wailed at this last. I really liked fucking my sweet, little Honey Cakes.” 
 
    She held on to my shirt and started figurin’ in her head again. I heard her countin’ under her breath and I tried to loosen her fingers. She let go and kept figurin’, and suddenly she blurted, “You make a thousand bucks at your stink ass job, you can make more shooting the juice. So quit your job, and…and I’ll play with you so you can go to work all horny…and…and…” 
 
    “Yeah?” I looked at her hopefully as I sucked the last of my chocolate milkshake down. I was waiting for her to say how much i could make love to her. 
 
    “And we’ll get you up to four times a day. You think you can come five times a day?” 
 
    I had a stricken look, and I complained, “But, Honey Cakes? When do I get to plow your fields?” 
 
    Her eyes lowered and she snapped, “You gonna waste your sperm in me? That’s $70 a pop!” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    Then she softened. “Don;’t you worry, baby. I’ll take good care of you. I’ll play with you all night, and I’ll send you off to the bank with your nuts full and a gleam in your eye.” 
 
    “But when do I get to fuck you?” 
 
    The couple at the next table looked at us and covered their children’s ears. 
 
    “And I’ll play with your asshole, too.” 
 
    The couple at the next table stood up and, with hands still over their children’s ears, hurried away. 
 
    “But I want to fuck you!” I cried. 
 
    “And maybe I’ll even dress you up girly style and we can buy one of those big, old dildos you like so much. A bigger one. Would you like that?” 
 
    I blinked. Would I like that? Would the pope like to piss on a bear in the woods? I stopped complaining and started grinning. There was nothing I liked better than dressing up like a little girl and takin’ it up the poop chute. 
 
    And she grinned. 
 
    And the manager came over and asked us to leave. 
 
      
 
    My life was set. 
 
    I quit my two jobs and woke up in the morning and Honey Cake would play with me. Oh, man. Her dainty, little hands sliding up and down Uncle Big Pole, it was heaven. Even when it got me all hot and bothered and my pole turned purple and started dripping, it felt good. 
 
    Then, about ten in the morning I would head off for the sperm bank. 
 
    Them snooty nose girls got to know me, and they started calling me John, and they even smiled at me. 
 
    They would show me to a room—got my own personal room—and there would be a half a dozen cups in the room, and I would shoot a squirt quick. If I was lucky, and quick with my hands, I could divvy up my sperm between two cups. Each vial would look a fraction short, wouldn’t overflow, but they never complained. 
 
    Then I would read a magazine, or maybe do some schoolwork, and then it was time for another squirt. Eleven o’clock and I would have three vials to give them, and I would take off for lunch. Mmm. Chocolate milkshakes. 
 
    After lunch I would go to a college class, and that would last until 2:30, and then I would hurry back to the sperm bank. A quick shot, a little bit of time reading the girly mags, and another shot, and I would be done for the day. It was about four then, and I went to another class at the college, and then home. 
 
    Funny. Poor Honey Cake was getting real tired. I would come home and she would still be in bed, looking tired. I mean, she looked happy, sort of like she was glowing, you know, like glowing after sex, but, heck, I hadn’t been home so…I think she was just feeling poorly. 
 
    So, her feeling poorly, I would fix her some dinner, and she would eat, then she’d start playing with me. 
 
    “Oh, Lord! That woman had some hands! I guess it came from milking all the cows on her daddy’s farm. I mean, she told me that she used to get up at three in the morning and go milk a hundred cows, then get ready for school. So she had strong mitts, if you get my drift, and she was using them on me. 
 
    We even built a milking kind of furniture. I would sit on this seat and lean on these handle bars and my dick and balls would hang down—well, my balls would hang, my dick would sort of stick out—and she would sit next to me and milk my cock like she was milking a bossy. 
 
    And she stroked me, pulling down, pulling out gobs of pre-cum, and I would groan and moan, and just when I was ready to shoot she would back off. Pat my balls and say, “You just save all that good stuff for the doctor, baby.” 
 
    And I would. 
 
    And so the days passed. With the extra study time I got being at the Sperm Bank I was getting good grades, and we was making more than $8400 a month. When there was 31 days, and there’s a few months with that many days, I would make over $8600! 
 
    Oh, man! I was getting rich! And my honey Cake would put that money in the bank and chuckle and chortle and then play with me some more. 
 
    My downfall, of course, was the weekends. 
 
    On the week ends I didn’t have to go to school, so I just stayed at the Sperm Bank and played with myself. Honey Cake would drop me off early—she managed to buy a car, a bright, blue Beamer—and she would drop me off early, at seven, and I would stay till they closed, at six. 
 
    Man. That’s 10 hours of jacking off. I did take an hour off so I could go get a chocolate milkshake at the Mickey Ds on the corner, but…ten hours is a lot of masturbating. Even with all the girly mags they kept giving me. 
 
    I could do a big squirt at seven, when I first got there, and that was two bottles. Then another one at 9, and then 11, so I had four bottles by noon. sometimes, if they gave me a magazine with extra big girly boobs in it, I could do 5 squirts. 
 
    Then, the afternoon, I would try to squirt every two hours. One, three and five. And I usually made it. In fact, sometimes I would get done early and call my Honey Cakes. It sort of irritated her, she was feeling poorly and spending all her time in bed, when she wasn’t driving her new car, or shopping in the mall, and ask her to pick me up. 
 
    “Can’t you squeeze one more squirt out?” she would whine. And then she would show up later, sometimes even a bit after past six. 
 
    But that was four squirts in the morning and three in the afternoon, for seven total. On those days I would get $490 for the day. And when you figure eight weekend days in the month, plus 22 days of five cums a day, I would total out at $11620 for the month! 
 
    Oh, man, it was sometimes rough, cuming that much, but…it was worth it. My Honey Cake was so happy. Even if she was tired. 
 
    But then she got greedy. 
 
    Those first days she would play with me and she would stick her finger up my heinie, and she would get me nice and drippy, then when the bucks started rolling in, she wanted me to produce more. 
 
    “But, honey!” I said, “I’m coming five times on a regular day, and seven times on the weekends, and. I don’t even get holidays off!” 
 
    She just smiled all sweet like and gave me a kiss and said, “I got you a dress.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    So after the first couple of months, it was Christmas and we had a break coming up, and she promised, so on the first day of break she woke me up with a finger poke, and then she used her thumb and actually raised me out of bed and walked me, on her thumb, into the living room. 
 
    Oh, man, there was bras and panties and corsets and nylons and…and everything! 
 
    “Oh, Honey Cakes!” I cried. “You do love me!” 
 
    She played with me some more, then she had me put on panties and a garter belt. I was so excited I thought I’d cum right then, but I held back, and she put a bra on me, and…she had bought me some breast forms! 
 
    I stood in front of the mirror and admired the way my chest stuck all the way out. Man, I looked bigger even than her! 
 
    Then she had me sit on the milking machine, and my butt hung over the seat a little bit, and she played with me, and stroked me, and, finally, stuck a butt plug in my ass. 
 
    Oh, Lord! My pecker stood straight out, bigger than it had ever been. More purple, more dripping, and I felt faint with the excitement. 
 
    “Now don’t you be wasting that banana juice,” she squeezed my balls real hard and I groaned and came back from the edge. 
 
    Then, me wearing girly underwear, complete with tits, and a butt plug to keep me happy, she helped me into my work clothes, which was just jeans and a tee shirt, and drove me down to the sperm bank. 
 
    “Oh, Lord, every bounce drove that plug into me, and I swear…she was trying to hit the bumps. Leastwise, she sure giggled a lot when she did, and when I groaned and grabbed my crotch. 
 
    I arrived, and I walked up and let myself in. 
 
    It was Christmas, and the Sperm Bank had shorter hours, but they had given me a key so I could keep up my production. I waddled through the offices and it was terrible keeping my urges inside. I wanted to squirt in the worst way, my cock was dripping like a faucet that had been turned on, but I tightened up my muscles and held on. 
 
    Then, in my room at last, and ready to bust, I grabbed three vials and had them ready. 
 
    Oh, man. One stroke, just one, and I cut loose. Spurt after spurt filled that first cup. Then I juggled the second cup and that filled fair fast, then I was getting empty, and the spurts slowed down. So I grabbed my cock at the base and I squeezed hard and I stroked up tot he tip, like I was wringing out a rag, and I got enough to make it to the top fo the third cup. 
 
    I mean, it sort of hurt by that time, but I did it! 
 
    Then, fair drained, I did my school work, read a few girly mags, just the pictures, mind you, and I was ready for another squirt. I would sit there in my girly underwear, stroking away, and…spurt! Another hour. Spurt! 
 
    Then almost lunchtime, I did my fifth squirt for the morning. Man. Five squirts. That was a lot. 
 
    So I treated myself to two chocolate shakes. It felt so good, sitting there in McDonald’s feeling that butt plug in my ass. I would suck on the straw and wiggle my ass and, man, by the time lunch was over I was ready. 
 
    I went back to the Sperm Bank and, one o’clock, two o’clock, three o’clock. 
 
    Now I was fair drained. That was eight cums for the day. But, three o’clock, I had a couple of hours left, I decided to try for two more squirts. That would be ten squirts in a day. 
 
    So I waited, wiggled my butt on the seat, did exercises that squeezed my buttocks together, and managed another squirt by four thirty. 
 
    Okay. One more. All I needed was one more. Man, I laid girly mags on the floor and stared at an acre of boobies and butts. I played with myself. I reached behind me and wiggled the based of the butt plug. 
 
    And, at six o’clock…I did it! 
 
    Ten cums in one day! 
 
    And I told honey Cake, and I shouldn’t have, because from then on, all the way through Christmas vacation, she demanded that I make ten squirts a day. 
 
    But, I gotta tell ya, it was rough, but I did it. It was almost three weeks, with the weekends surrounding vacation it was twenty days. But for those twenty days I made $14,000! 
 
    Believe me, I was proud, but at the end I was really glad I was going back to regular production. 
 
    By the next semester I was on the Dean’s List. I had straight As. I was proud of that. 
 
    Unfortunately, Honey Cakes was trying to get me to quit school. She just wanted me to quit and go to the Sperm Bank every day. But…I couldn’t do that. I had set out to edumacate myself, and I was going to do it no matter what. 
 
    So January passed, and February, and March, and it was time for Spring Break. 
 
    Oh, man, I needed a break. 
 
    I had once thought, back when I discovered how to jack off, when I was eight or nine, that wouldn’t it be great to have a job where I got paid to do nothing but have orgasms. 
 
    But now I had it, and it wasn’t that great. 
 
    Maybe if I just jacked off in the morning, that would have worked. But carrying a full school load, and jacking off over ten hours a day, I was getting tired. 
 
    “Honey cakes? I think I need a break.” 
 
    She looked up at me and snorted. “You better just fix dinner and think about all the money you’re making.” 
 
    Now, I was real tired, or I wouldn’t have said what I did. “How come I have to make dinner all the time.” 
 
    Honey Cakes got a real irritated look on her face and snapped, “‘Cause you know I’m feeling poorly!” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. I’m sorry.” 
 
    She sniffed and looked away. 
 
    But, after dinner, she played with me some more. I got real hard, I was in Boner City, and I said, “But I’m getting pretty tired, too, Honey Cakes. Isn’t there a way I could take a break? Maybe we could even make love.” 
 
    She got a strange look in her eyes, and considered me. Then: “Do you ever want me to pay off your student loan?” 
 
    Well, that made me blink. I thought she would have paid that off long time ago. 
 
    Then, seeing the worry on my face, she backed off and said, “Look, baby. You keep doing this, you make eleven cums a day over Spring Break, and I’ll take you out to dinner.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    She smiled. “Where else?” 
 
    “Micky Ds!” I shouted. 
 
    “And you can have all the chocolate milkshakes you want!” she grinned. 
 
    “Oh, boy!” Then I sobered. “But, Honey Cakes, I really am getting tired.” 
 
    She frowned, then brightened up. “You can spend all Spring Break as a woman.” 
 
    Oh, baby, that did it. 
 
    “Make up and everything?” 
 
    “Yep. And you haven’t been cutting your hair…” actually, I couldn’t afford it. Honey Cakes only gave me enough money for lunch at McDonalds. “…so, if you want, we can do your hair!” 
 
    Oh, man. A dream come true. I would be dressed sexy. I would be as sexy as the women in the girly mags. And I would be so horny, and—“ 
 
    “And we can put a motorized dildo in the seat there, under you…” 
 
    I’ll tell you, my eyes went big. Oh, Heysoos on a ladder with no rungs, this was all my dreams come true. 
 
    I nodded, and she clapped her hands and said, “Well, then, let’s get you on the milking machine and get you ready!” 
 
    Spring Break. Every day I got up early and got ready. I put on panties, a corselet, nylons, a bra with breast forms. 
 
    Then I put on a dress and sat on the milking machine for a while. Honey Cakes worked me out. She played with my weenie, stopping every once in a while so I wouldn’t cum. And we installed a motorized dildo in the seat and, man, that thing would go up and down and drive me right the horny edge of everything! 
 
    And, out of the blue, she bought a strap on! 
 
    The first time she used it she surprised me. She strapped it on while we were in bed and she rode me like a horse. 
 
    After that I never knew when I was going to get it. Sometimes she would make me suck her while I was on the milking machine. Sometimes she would wake me up with a big poke. Sometimes she would even do me when I got home after work. 
 
    But, whenever she did me, I loved it. Never had my cock produced so much semen. I actually made eleven cums a couple of times over Spring Break, and once I did twelve times! 
 
    Man, that was a cause for celebration. Honey Cakes took me to Mickey Ds and I drank chocolate milkshakes until I thought I’d puke. 
 
    After Spring Break things calmed down a bit I went back to a regular schedule, but, for some reason, I was starting to have trouble. 
 
    I still came a lot, kept up to my quota, but…but my cock was a bit soft. 
 
    But, no worry. It wasn’t that soft, and I was still shooting out the juice. 
 
    And I was walking around like a woman. My greatest turn on. Fully made up with the reddest lipstick. 
 
    The first time I walked into the Sperm Bank as a woman the Snooty Nose nurses were in shock. But, then, here was the real shocker. They started coming in and watching me, and even offering to help me. 
 
    Oh, man, that was a relief. My arms were getting big and strong from jacking, but by the end of the day they were pretty tired. I mean, I’d switch arms and switch arms and switch arms, but eventually, my arms just got too tired. The last couple of jacks were made doubly hard by the spaghetti condition of my arms. 
 
    But, with the nurses helping me, it got easier, and my cock even got a little harder. That was a relief. I was worried that something bad might be happening. I mean, is it possible to run out of sperm? Is a guy allotted so much sperm in his lifetime, and then he just runs out? 
 
    Hmm. Well, so far I was okay, but, it was a thought. A fairly frightening thought. 
 
    The last couple of weeks that year were frantic. 
 
    First, I was working hard to keep my grades up. Sometimes the nurses would help me with that, as well as getting my cock to spurt. That was good. 
 
    But Honey Cakes was getting very demanding about production. She was using the strap on every day, and had bought bigger and better butt plugs. And they all had vibrating qualities. I would walk up the street and it felt like something was lifting my ass, like I was floating on a cloud. I could barely think. All I could do was drip, and look forward to my next spurt. 
 
    Then it was finals week.  
 
    Honey Cakes, seeing my schedule, thought I would be able to go to the Sperm Bank more. But I needed to study. And the last week, on the last day, one final left, I didn’t go to the Sperm Bank. I went to the library and studied, and when I took the test late in the morning I know I aced it. I knew the answers, there was no question in my mind, and…I aced it. 
 
    I was going to graduate! With honors! I had made it! I was the first member of my family that was going to get a college degree! 
 
    Man, I was so happy, I almost didn’t need the butt plug shaking and baking in my asshole to make me high. 
 
    I left campus, and I was so happy. And I had a choice. Go home, or go to work. 
 
    But I had my degree now. I could get a job. I didn’t have to go to work. 
 
    But, the deciding factor, Honey Cakes would want me to go to work. 
 
    So I did. 
 
    I went up the fancy elevator and walked down the hall, and when I walked into the Sperm Bank one of the nurses told me: “The doctor wants to talk to you.” 
 
    So I went to the doctor’s office and knocked, and she told me to come in. 
 
    “Hi, Doc.” 
 
    “Hi, Johnny. Uh…I have some bad news.” 
 
    “Oh?” I was immediately worried. 
 
    “Yes. Your sperm counts are going down. They are no longer high enough for you to be in our program.” 
 
    “Oh, no!” 
 
    “But…what could have caused it?” 
 
    “Well, we would have to do extensive tests, but what we do know, just from an initial examination, is that you have…plastic in your blood.” 
 
    “Plastic?” 
 
    “Yes. You don’t work in a factory where they use plastics, do you?” 
 
    “No, ma’am.” 
 
    But I did eat in a factory, a hamburger factory, where they had plastic in the milkshakes. I ate two or even three chocolate milkshakes a day. And that was what was making my dick softer, and eventually reducing me from a hefty thousand million sperms per ML to a puny million sperms per ML. 
 
    Yes. I could still shoot the juice, but it was no longer the vitamin packed super substance. It was about as healthy as…a milkshake. 
 
    Oh, fuck. 
 
    But, good news, maybe the money gravy train was over, but at least I would get to fuck my beautiful wife.  
 
    I had been donating sperm for nine months. That’s nine months of not screwing, nine months of averaging 7 or 8 cums a day. And I was tired. 
 
    Yep, put that in your pipe and smoke it, but not too much. A guy can squirt so much he doesn’t want to. 
 
    And I didn’t want to. I just wanted a vacation. I just wanted one more squirt…into my beautiful, loving wife! 
 
    I took a bus home, planning to surprise honey Cakes. I got off the bus and walked up to the door. 
 
    “Honey Cakes! I’m home!” 
 
    I heard what sounded like an ‘eek!’ Then she came out of the bedroom. She was wearing a tatty robe and her hair was a mess. Poor girl. She must have been so tired and tried to get some rest, and now I had woken her. 
 
    “What are you doing home?” 
 
    I sighed and sat down. “Got bad news, Honey Cakes. They don’t want me to donate sperm any more.” I thought about it, then: “At least for now. I bet if I didn’t eat so many milkshakes, and got some rest…I ‘ll probably recover.” 
 
    Though, to be truthful, the doctor didn’t sound so positive. 
 
    “Well, but…” she sat down opposite me and I caught a glimpse of her big, old boobs. I grinned. 
 
    “But what are you going to do?” She seemed awfully nervous. 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. We got lots of money saved up, and now I’ve got a degree—I aced my last final today, I’m pretty much guaranteed—so maybe a bit of a vacation, then I can get a job. A real job.” 
 
    “You can, but…uh…” she kept glancing back at the bedroom.  
 
    “Did you leave the shower running or something?” I asked. 
 
    “Oh, no. Why do you ask?” 
 
    “‘Cause you keep glancing back at the bedroom.” I started to stand up. “I can go turn it off.” 
 
    “NO! I mean…no. I just…I…” 
 
    Something was weird, but I couldn’t figure it out. 
 
    Suddenly, she got serious. “Honey, I know you got fired, but I figured out a new way to get you horny.” 
 
    “You did?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. Why don’t you get onto the milking machine and I’ll show you.” 
 
    “Now? But…I’m all spermed out!” 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry. This will pump you up again. Come on. Let me do this, then we can start our new vacation with a big, glorious fuck.” 
 
    “And I can cum in you?” 
 
    “All you want. Isn’t it about time I experienced some of what you’ve been donating?” 
 
    “Well, yeah!” 
 
    So I stood up and went to the milking machine. She arranged the dildo on the seat and I wiggled down and felt it slide up my asshole. Man, it felt so-o-o good! 
 
    “Okay,” I said. 
 
    She grinned and said, “Hold on for a second.” she came over and pulled the belt out of her tatty robe. She began wrapping it around my wrists and around the handlebars. She tied the belt tight, and I couldn’t wiggle a finger. 
 
    “How’s that?” 
 
    “Man, that’s tight! You sure it should be this tight?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Now, let’s turn on the motor.” 
 
    She flicked a switch and the motor under the seat started pushing the dildo up and down. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” I moaned. 
 
    “How’s that?” 
 
    “Oh….yeah…. what…now?” 
 
    “Rodney?” 
 
    I blinked. A big guy came out of the bedroom. He was naked, and his cock hung down to his knees. 
 
    I’m slender, and I was dressed like a woman, and he was big, and had lots of manly muscles. 
 
    “Is this him? Is this the milk guy you married?” 
 
    “It is. But I’m done with him now.” 
 
    “Honey Cakes?” I wailed. 
 
    Rodney took her in his arms and kissed her. Then she pulled her robe off and stood in all her nekkid glory. Big tits, round ass, and a pussy that I was dying to get into. 
 
    She jumped into his arms, and he caught her and he slipped right into her. They stood there, fucking, doing the monkey love thing, and I struggled and tried to get off the milking machine. 
 
    For five minutes I struggled, and I only stopped when he came in her. I could see the milky substance drooling out of her hole and down his legs. 
 
    “Nice, baby,” he slapped her ass and she giggled. “What now?” 
 
    “Now we take a vacation. Get dressed.” 
 
    The penis pumped in and out of me. My cock, millions of sperms or not, began to drool. 
 
    Quickly, they dressed, and then Honey Cakes came to me. She held up a check book. 
 
    “Baby, you’ll have to forgive me, I never got around to paying your student debt.” Then she laughed, patted my cheek, and she and her stud walked out. 
 
    I sat in that devious device for hours. Periodically, I yelled. Fortunately for me, a neighbor heard me. Unfortunately for me she was a Jehovah’s Witness and she insisted on calling a cop. 
 
    I wasn’t arrested, what a man does in his own home isn’t a crime. 
 
    But the Jehovah Witness took my picture and put it on the internet. And then some enterprising reporter did a little research and found out that I earned my living by donating sperm. 
 
    The Sperm Bank, upset at the somewhat negative publicity, told me they would never hire me again, and they put the word out so that no other sperm bank would hire me. 
 
    And the university, citing morality issues, refused to give me my diploma. 
 
    There I was. Broke, homeless, without a car, no education, out of work and unable to get more. My wife had taken all my earnings and was somewhere in Mexico with her lover. 
 
    And the only good news out of my circumstance was that a porn company had heard of my plight, and they needed a fluffer. Whatever that is. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Honey, let’s do something crazy and wonderful and daring and….and let’s do something!” 
 
    Bonnie turned her face towards me and gave me a thoughtful look.  “What did you have in mind?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. But we live our life in a rut. Go to work, go to sleep. Go to work…there’s got to be more, right?” 
 
    “Well, there’s got to more, I suppose, But are we talking good more? Or bad more?” 
 
    “Hey, life is what you make it!” 
 
    She pursed her lips and considered me, and finally said, “You figure out something daring that isn’t going to kill us and might be I’ll go along with you.” 
 
    I nodded. “Yeah, baby.” 
 
    I put out the knuckles and she knuckle bumped me and sighed. 
 
    I grinned and headed out for the garage to work on my hog. 
 
    Not that hog! My Harley hog. 
 
    As I turned on the lights and walked over to where my Harley was residing I thought about it. Do something new, fresh, exciting. Something we had never done before. Hmmm. 
 
    Truth was, in spite of. my words about living in a rut, we didn’t live a conventional life. We’d roll to Sturges come the summer. Live in a tent and play the gypsy. 
 
    And, we’d gone to a nudist camp one year. That was a hoot. I mean, I’m sort of a chunky guy, lots of beard, and…I couldn’t keep the hard on down. 
 
    All those lush, nude, naked as the day they were born babes. I mean, like, Whoo! Bonnie would even fuck me to a limp noodle all night, then I’d get up and saunter out of the tent the way God made me, no clothes, and some good looking, big-titted babe would walk by and greet me with a big grin, and…SPROING! 
 
    I tell ya, it was hard. Get it? ‘Hard?’ Ha! 
 
    But the thing was, Bonnie had a great time to. After all, she’s one of those babes you can’t get enough of eyeballing. She’s got bigger boobs than all those nudist babes, her body is in better shape cause of all the Yoga she does, and…I get to fuck her! 
 
    Tell me life ain’t grand! 
 
    So, we went places and did things. And we had lots of sex.  And…what new thing could we do? 
 
    Hmmm. 
 
    I opened up the tool kit and got to work. 
 
    I like to make sure my hog is in top shape. Sometimes we take the car when we go off on our adventures, but we prefer the iron horse. Nothing like the wind in our hair and beard—I’m the one with the beard—and the smell of all mighty America in our nostrils. Heck, we don’t even mind the splat of a few bugs on our faces. 
 
    I opened up the casing and started fiddling around, making sure all parts were in good shape. Belts not frayed, widgets not worn. And I thought. 
 
    Hmmm. Well, we’d gone to Mt. Rushmore, that was a continuation of a trip to Sturges, and it was a hoot. This big, ugly faces looking down on us. Hearing the history of the US first hand. Fun. 
 
    I pulled the front tire and examined it in detail. Treads in good shape. Believe me, you never want to have a front flat on a Harley. It’s wiggle and wobble and hold on for dear life, and there ain’t nothing to hold on to! 
 
    Hmmm. We’d taken a trip to New York one year. That was actually pretty gnarly. We don’t like to pay for motels, so she’d sleep on the bike and I’d sleep on the ground next to it. And you can’t believe the number of freaks that would come up and do everything from trying to hold us up, to selling dope, to asking for directions, to tell us to get off the damned lawn. 
 
    Ridiculous. 
 
    I put the front tire back on and took the rear off. It’s a big, fat mother. People always tell me a Harley is good for nothing but pulling stumps. Ha! So I got me a stump pulling tire and the next time somebody wants me to clear their land…grin. 
 
    Hmmm. California was cool, but they’re even lefter than New York. It wasn’t tweaked out freaks that got to us there, it was all these political types telling us that the planet is going to roll over and fall into a celestial grave just because they can’t afford an air conditioner. I been hearing about global warming since Al Gore, and when the planet doesn’t succumb they just tell us, Oh, we didn’t mean this year…it’s next year that we’re all going to die! And when global warming didn’t work they changed to climate change. 
 
    Sheesh. Make up your minds. But until you get it right, I’m going to ride my Harley and go have adventures. 
 
    Hmmm. I just did a political rant. Sorry about that. But…what about sky diving? Yeah! We could bike out to some place and hire somebody to take us up in the clouds and kick us out! 
 
    Man, if we liked the feel of fresh air in our nostrils, think what a rush it would be getting fresh air at 120 MPH straight down! 
 
    Now, this was a good idea, so I called my riding partner, Johnny, and asked him about it. 
 
    “Johnny! Buddy! What do you know about sky diving?” 
 
    “Bu-u-ur-rp! What? Sky who?” 
 
    “Johnny! It’s ten in the AM! Man, you got to wake up?” 
 
    “Oh, okay. Hold on a minute.” 
 
    I heard the sound of bedsprings. Good. He was getting out of bed. Then the sound of feet pattering down a hallway, and…ah, there it was, the sound of a refrigerator being opened. 
 
    PSSH!  
 
    I smiled. That was a beer can opening. Johnny didn’t hold with those sissy bottles. He always felt that if your beer didn’t have aluminum in it wasn’t real beer. Besides, one night when he was real sloshed he couldn’t figure out how to unscrew a bottle. From that time on it was nothing but shiny aluminum for him. 
 
    I listened to the sound of him glugging. Then a smack, as of somebody putting a can down on a counter. 
 
    “Who’s this?” 
 
    Excellent, he was asking questions. “Johnny! It’s Ace!” 
 
    “Ace! How they hanging?” 
 
    “Big and round and ready to get down!” 
 
    He laughed. “What can I do you for, my man?” 
 
    “I just wanted to know about sky diving. You been in the army. You know about this shit. Bonnie and I are ripe for an adventure, and I thought about sky diving. What can you tell me?” 
 
    “Oh, man. I wished you hadn’t asked me.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Well, look, it’s like this. They get you up at five in the morning, and there’s no beer! That alone should be enough to put you off. 
 
    “Then they march you five miles, with a damn pack filled with a parachute. And you can’t take the pack off or mess around with it at all! 
 
    “Then they climb ya aboard these big, fat planes and take off. 
 
    “It’s okay up till then, I mean, you’re tired and all, and your legs are sore from all the marching, but then…then…” 
 
    “What, Johnny? What then?” 
 
    “Then they kick you out of the damned plane? I mean, why’n the hell did they take you all the way up there and then throw you out? I mean, you were already on the ground in the first place! Why go up just to come down?” 
 
    I thought about it. Johnny was making sense. Beer always makes him smarter. But he wasn’t done. 
 
    “But that ain’t the worst part! All the drill sergeants are laughing, and they don’t care if you got a big stain in your pants, they just yell out things like ‘only two things come out of the sky! Bird shit and paratroops!’ And if you don’t jump they actually kick you right in the butt and send you sailin’. I tell ya, it’s horrible! I tell ya, the one thing I took away from airborne school was this: it ain’t the long fall that hurts. It’s that sudden stop.” 
 
    I blinked. The sudden stop. Man. I hadn’t never thought of that! 
 
    “Hey, thanks Johnny. I think I’ll cross that off my bucket list.” 
 
    “You better, or you’ll end up kicking the bucket. Hey, you got any beer?” 
 
    “Nah. I drank it all. But, thanks.” 
 
    “You’re welcome amigo. Bu-u-u-r-r-r-p!” 
 
    He hung up. 
 
    I placed the phone down gently and thought about it. Okay. We’d been to the big city, and we’d been out west. We’d seen faces on the mountains, the Grand Canyon, Carlsbad, and a dozen other places. Man, finding something new and exciting was turning out to be pretty hard. 
 
    Suddenly the door to the garage opened. “Honey?” She poked her cute face out and tossed me a missile. “It’s beer thirty!” 
 
    I caught the can and grinned at her. I popped the top as she came out and sat in a lawn chair to watch me. 
 
    Okay, so I lied to Johnny. I did have beer. But he would have come over and drink it all. So my lie was just self preservation. Right? 
 
    We sat, me cross legged on the floor and her in the lawn chair, and I took a couple of big gulps, and then looked at the bottle. Yeah, bottle, Johnny wouldn’t have liked it anyway. 
 
    “What’s this ‘Golden Monkey’ shit?” 
 
    “Specialty beer. Drink one and you’re on your ass. Drink two and you’re on somebody else’s ass. Drink three and somebody else is on your ass.” 
 
    “And you want me to drink three.” 
 
    “Hey, I like being in the top position. Can you blame me?” 
 
    I couldn’t. It’s always fun to be the fuckor and not the fuckee. Uh, unless you like being the fuckee and not the fuckor. 
 
    “Show me your titties.” 
 
    She smiled and took off her shirt. Man. what a fine set of ta tas. Big and buxom, large nips that always seemed to poke out like they wanted to stick you in the eye. 
 
    I smiled. “The bra, too, bitch.” 
 
    So she did, and I felt that instant SPROING! that signified that my heart was working just fine, thank you. 
 
    “So what’d you come up with?” 
 
    I frowned. “Well, we been to the coasts, and a lot of places in between. We been to the Rushmore and the Smithsonian and all those bars down in Baja…I’m having a hard time.” 
 
    “Maybe we’ve done everything.” 
 
    “Maybe. But we ain’t been elected president, so…” I shrugged. 
 
    She snorted. “Who, in their right mind, would want to be the leader of the free world. Nobody likes you, everybody insults you, and you can’t even piss on your own rosebushes without the world getting their knickers in a twist. 
 
    “Or their panties in a bunch,” I added. Then I thought about it. “Say, is it worse to get your knickers in a twist? Or your panties in a bunch?” 
 
    Bonnie got a far away look in her. “You know…I don’t know. Knickers is short for knickerbockers, and I sure don’t know what a knickerbocker is.” 
 
    “Knockers are boobs, so maybe knickers is small boobs.” 
 
    “Don’t get your boobs in a twist?” 
 
    “Ouch,” she said, sipping some more Golden Monkey, “I don’t like it when my nipples get twisted.” 
 
    “Who’s been twisting your nipples?” I asked, a bit of suspicion in my mind. 
 
    “I’m just saying. But, heck, you’ve pinched my nips before, and that didn’t feel too good. So twisting would be worse. Take off your pants.” 
 
    I stood up and peeled my jeans off and tossed them aside. I’m a commando guy, and Mr. Happy stood right out and saluted my lady love. 
 
    “Nice,” she said. She slithered out of her own jeans and we contemplated each other. My cock was throbbing, bouncing up and down. 
 
    “You should lose some weight,” Bonnie said. 
 
    “I know.” the truth was that I’m sort of a typical Harley guy. I got the beard and the tiny eyes, and I got a roll of belly that’s pretty serious. “But it’s your fault.” 
 
    “How the fuck is it my fault?” she got up and walked over to the garage fridge. She opened it up and rows and stacks of shiny cans looked out. I cold see where she had put a couple of six packs of Golden Monkey on the front of a shelf. She took out two and threw one at me. 
 
    I burped and caught it. We unscrewed the tops and pssh! I said, “I was never fat when I drank regular beer. I just started puttin’ on the pounds when you started making me drink that lite shit.” 
 
    My sweet, little patootie let out a belch that would scared the bats out of the belfry. If we had. belfry. If we had bats. “Don’t start that. I’m just looking out for your health.” 
 
    “Well, I’m telling you that regular beer is healthier than lite beer.” 
 
    I bent down to put the casing back on my Harley. My dick draggled on the ground and I jerked a bit. Cement was cold. 
 
    Bonnie laughed. 
 
    “If you can put that toy back together, and finish that beer, and still walk straight…then you can walk straight on into the bedroom and put your crooked pecker straight into me.” 
 
    “What? You don’t want to go for three beers?” 
 
    She lowered her head and the look in her eyes was downright scary. “Baby, I thought you’d never ask. Chug.” 
 
    We tilted our bottles and raced to the bottom. We hit it at the same time, slapped out bottles down and glared at each other. 
 
    She opened the fridge again and took out the last two bottles of the first six pack. 
 
    I tell ya, I was already looped. That Golden Monkey is the shits. I mean, my eyeballs were working separately. I’d look to the right with my left, and to the left with my right, and no matter how much I tried, the world wouldn’t cross back over and look normal. 
 
    But, when she threw the bottle at me…I caught it! Booyah! 
 
    We psshed! and took our first sips. 
 
    She turned to the work bench and turned on the radio. “Wanna dance, big boy?” 
 
    “Does a bear want to shit on the pope?” I grinned at her. 
 
    “Ooh, I’d like to see that.” 
 
    We came together in the center of the garage, put our arms around each other and swayed, each of us holding a Golden Monkey. 
 
    Oh, man, her boobs were big, they fit over my big belly just perfect, and we were joined like we were made to be joined. Yin and yang, baby. And my cock stuck out and the tip grazed her thigh. 
 
    “What’s that?” she hooted. “Is that a peanut?” 
 
    “That’s a penis,” I growled. I bent my head and caught a nipple in my teeth. I bit and pulled and she yelped, and held my head and wouldn’t let me go. “Fuck me, you asshole!” 
 
    “Finish your beer, ya ditz!” 
 
    We both upended and took a big glug. 
 
    We swayed and took little steps and ground our bodies together. 
 
    Man, her boobies were the living end, and she snaked a hand down, got under my belly and grabbed my dong. 
 
    “Oh, fuck, bitch!” I moaned. 
 
    “That’s the idea, bastard!” and she tugged on my cock. Then she let go and grabbed my balls. She began to squeeze and said, “I’m going to keep squeezing harder and harder, and I wont’ stop until you’ve finished your Monkey.” 
 
    She began to squeeze, and she wasn’t kidding. 
 
    I put bottle to lips and started chugging. She’s got a grip on her, and I could feel the flesh squeezing out between her fingers. 
 
    Chug…chug… “Ow! Woman! Let go!” 
 
    “Hurry up, you horny bastard,” she laughed. 
 
    Chug… and, finally, chug. I held the bottle up and a single drop fell out on her tits. She let go. 
 
    I was almost ready to fall down, my nuts hurt so bad. But she was laughing. I went to my knees and held my poor package, and she came too close, so I grabbed her pussy. Hard.  
 
    I rose up and her eyes were now wide. I squeezed, and my fingers were in her snatch and my palm was on the outside. “Tit for tat, bitch. How you like it?” 
 
    I started squeezing, harder and harder, and she gasped and put one hand on my chest, as if to stop me. But I wasn’t going to stop, and I kept squeezing. “Finish that Monkey!” 
 
    She put bottle to lips and, man, she started gulping. Her eyes were big and bulging, and her mouth was open and a bit of brewski was draining out the sides. 
 
    Glug…glug…glug… 
 
    She finished, and I laughed and let up on the pressure. I didn’t take my fingers out of her cunt, though. 
 
    She hung on me. Weaked, and dazed by Monkey. “Man, that’ll teach me.” 
 
    “Nah,” I said, “Nothing will teach you. you’re the original brass balls pussy bitch.” 
 
    “You say the sweetest things.” 
 
    “To the sweetest thing.” 
 
    Then she whispered against me, “I know one thing that will teach me.” 
 
    I grinned. “Three beers. Who rides who?” 
 
    “Let’s go find out.” 
 
    We staggered, arms around each other, through the kitchen door. We stumbled back through the house, running into door jambs and giggling. 
 
    We made it to the bedroom and fell on the bed. 
 
    She rolled over and spread her legs, and I crawled over her. Man, that Golden Monkey was slaughtering my senses. I truly did not know which way was up and which way was down. 
 
    “Right here, baby, that’s my asshole.” 
 
    “Any port in a storm,” I belched, and stuck it in her. She had been quick and I slid into her pussy. 
 
    I lay on her for a moment. And we laughed, then she wheezed, “Get your belly up. I wanna fuck, not get squashed.” 
 
    So I pushed up and pushed forward and my hog went all the way into the pen. 
 
    “Oh…yes!” 
 
    Her eyes were dazed, and I knew she was having the same trouble with her eyeballs that I was having. 
 
    I pulled out and she grabbed me and held on. “Fuck me, Ace. Do what you do best!” 
 
    I began ramming it in, and it was wild. I was moving in straight, but the beer was making me feel like I was skewed. I felt like I was falling over as I fucked her. 
 
    This gave her the weird feeling of me meaning one thing, and doing another. And since she was having her own falling to the side feelings, it was turning into a wild fuck of a fuck! 
 
    In and out! Holding on to each other because we were scared we were going to fall out of the bed, and, suddenly, BANG! We fell out of the bed. 
 
    She landed on top of me, which was probably good, since I would have squashed her flatter than an old lady’s tits. 
 
    I grunted and then she trying to fuck me even as she tried to straighten up to the cowgirl position. 
 
    It looked like she was falling over, and I held on, and she fell the other way. 
 
    It was violent, it was wonderful, and we couldn’t stop laughing. 
 
    We rolled over again, and I fell into the dresser. 
 
    I rubbed my head and we giggled, and she opened up the dresser drawer and took out the strap on. 
 
    “Fuck!” I yelled. My cock slithering around and wanting to cum. “Not yet! I haven’t cum!” 
 
    “Assholes shouldn’t be allowed to cum,” she giggled. And she sat on me, was fully impaled, and pulled the strap on around her waist. 
 
    Then, before I could think, which is to say before I sobered, she pulled off me, scooted down, pushed that plastic dick down so it was protruding from her groin, and she shoved into me. 
 
    “GAH!” Oh, God. It felt good. 
 
    I’m not one of these girly guys, but I sure enjoy a poke in the rear. 
 
    Trying to stay in me, we contorted, and because of her Yoga training we were able to end up with me on my belly and her deeply embedded. 
 
    “Okay, slick,” she whispered in my ear, putting her full weight on me, “Let me show you what a real dicking is.” 
 
    I lay there, my belly propping my ass up a bit, and she drove it home. Again and again. 
 
    “Fuck!” I whined. “Oh, damn!” 
 
    She was on her knees behind me now, and I was on my knees, ass tilted up perfectly for her penetrations. 
 
    I lay there, grunting, the world spinning, and there was only the feel of the penis in my bottom. 
 
    “God, woman!” I cried out, half sobbing with the pleasure. 
 
    “Yes,” she agreed, plowing into me. “God is a woman! Now cum, you bitch!” 
 
    And, amazingly, I began to cum. 
 
    Cumming with the asshole is truly world shattering. There are dick orgasms, pussy orgasms, and asshole orgasms, which are, I understand, the product of anal stimulation and a healthy prostate. Of the three I actually prefer the anal bomb. It is as hard as a dick orgasm, but it gets big and large and consumes the world, like a female orgasm. 
 
    Bonnie felt me starting to cum, and she kept it in tight, kept hammering away, now just going in and out by an inch. 
 
    “Fuck!” I whimpered. 
 
    “That’s it honey. I love you. Let it happen.” 
 
    The sensation of white hot heat swelled, began to consume me, engulf me, take over my world complete. 
 
    She rammed and rammed, and…BLAM! I was riding the whirlwind. It lifted me up and there was no world, there was only the feeling of being taken, and submitting, and my love for Bonnie. 
 
    I lay on the floor, feeling the rug under me, gasping for breath, and the world slowly came back to me. I was aware of Bonnie pulling out and chuckling. I rolled over, and my dick was still standing up. 
 
    I always marveled at that, that my dick, after a good anal orgasm, could stay hard. 
 
    But it did. And today it was doubly significant. Today, I had actually leaked semen all over the place. 
 
    Sometimes you don’t. Sometimes you have a dry cum, or no cum at all. But sometimes the pressure on the prostate is such that you leak your semen out and there is nothing left. But the dick doesn’t understand this, and it still thinks it has to cum. So it stays super rock hard. Which is fun, but frustrating, and can be made more frustrating when your partner hasn’t had her orgasm and you are expected to deliver her one. 
 
    “Oh, no,” I muttered, seeing the pool of semen. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” Bonnie laughed. “Come to mama!” 
 
    She attacked me, stripped the dildo off and tossed it aside. She pushed me back and sat on me, slid my cock up her pussy. 
 
    “But I already came!” 
 
    “Shut up, you selfish bastard!” she moaned, grinding away on my hard cock. 
 
    “But I’m done!” 
 
    “You’re a human dildo and I choose to use you.” She pumped up and down. 
 
    It felt good, but, right after you have come, even anally, you don’t feel like getting your cock fucked. 
 
    “Please,” I begged.  
 
    “Yeah, you can please me. Now shut up and do what you do best!” 
 
    So, giving up, knowing that she had the upper hand, I began to pump her. 
 
    Oh, it hurt my sensitive, little peewee for a moment, then the pain went away and it started feeling good again. But I still knew I’d had enough. 
 
    But, no use for it, I had to keep going. 
 
    I used my weight to keep her in place and drove my dick down into her depths. She groaned and moaned and cried out. 
 
    I corkscrewed, scouring her insides with the tip of my dick, and she writhed and wiggled and tried to push her hips up to get more. 
 
    I bent my head and managed to get a nipple into my mouth. 
 
    “Yes…yes…” 
 
    I sucked on that nipple, hard, to the point of pain, and when she gave an out of control groan I backed off a smidgen. 
 
    Oh, she was hot. Even though I had just cum I was now enraptured and wanting. I had been pushed past the desire not to fuck, and now I wanted to fuck. 
 
    I hadn’t cum, like in a male orgasm, and my dick was driving me. I needed to cum! Even though I knew there was nothing left, and that I wouldn’t be able to. 
 
    I fucked her, like an animal, and this was what she loved. This was why she liked to fuck me, and then have me do this to her. 
 
    I grabbed her hips and struggled to my feet. I may have a big belly, but I’m also pretty damned strong. 
 
    Once on my feet I held her in place. I moved towards the wall and slammed her into it. 
 
    “Oh…yeah…do me!” 
 
    She liked it rough, and, baby, I was ready to give it to her rough. 
 
    I went to the doorway and stood, her impaled on my cock, and began going back and forth between the door jambs. First her back hit, then I went the other way and my back hit, then her back, and my back. And every back to the door jamb resulted in a shocking push into her pussy. 
 
    “Fu…uh…uh…uck!” she wailed. Feeling my pubic smash into her pubic, feeling my cock jam to the hilt into her cunt. 
 
    “Yeah, baby!” I groaned. I was almost there. Even though I knew I wouldn’t be able to cum, I felt so damned close! If I could just get a little more…if I could just… 
 
    “AHHHHHHHH!” I never seen her cum so hard. She locked up like somebody having an epileptic fit. She grabbed me so hard I thought my ribs were going to break. Suddenly I couldn’t move, and I just stood there, balls deep, feeling her snatch grab my cock and squeeze it. She was squeezing me so hard I felt faint. Then, suddenly it was over. 
 
    She hung onto me, a dead weight. Clung to me, and it felt like all her muscles had turned to noodles. 
 
    “Come on, baby,” I walked her across the floor, my dick still in her, and she groaned with the sensation. 
 
    But it was over. I managed to put her on the bed, then I pulled out of her. 
 
    She looked up at me and smiled. “Fucks a lot, bastard.” 
 
    “You’re welcome, bitch.” then I lay down next to her. The Golden Monkey was still working, my cock wanted to fuck some more, and my mind…my mind swirled. 
 
    What could we do that was new and exciting? 
 
    I lay there, half slumbering, feeling the glorious Golden Monkey turn me and twist me and make me upside down. 
 
    And, suddenly, I had it. I knew what we were going to do that was new and exciting. 
 
    I grinned, and zonked out for a short nap. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “Piercings? What the fuck?” 
 
    “Yeah, baby, it’ll be cool. Come look at this.” 
 
    I took her into the computer room and pulled up a porn site. I typed in piercings and suddenly we were in Oz. 
 
    There were small piercings and bit piercings. There were shiny piercings and dull. There were were bars and balls and all manner of jewelry. 
 
    “Look at this babe!” 
 
    She had white balls. White balls out of the sides of her nipples. White balls in her navel. White balls in her fucking tongue! Her name was Ashton Blake.  
 
    “Damn, her titties are almost as big as mine.” 
 
    “But aren’t those piercings cool?” 
 
    Bonnie tilted her head. “Hmm. Maybe. Yeah. Maybe.” 
 
    Heh. I had her interested now. 
 
    “How about this one?” I pulled up Penelope Black Diamond and we both goggled. The woman was a stone cold fox, big boobers, and all sorts of piercings. 
 
    “You want me to get my tits pierced,” she breathed out. It was getting to her. 
 
    “Well, sure, but I thought…” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “I thought about getting our genitals pierced.” 
 
    “Your cock? My cunt?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    She looked at me, her mind working a mile a minute, then she noticed the screen. The video was showing Penelope Black Diamond sitting with her legs spread, and she had these enormous rings in her gina. They were big, and thick, and there was a lot of them. 
 
    “Man, look at how that pussy hangs.” 
 
    The rings went through the labia up and down, and the labia was stretched out. 
 
    “That’s a lot of pussy,” murmured Bonnie, fascinated. 
 
    “A lot of pussy to eat.” 
 
    “Man, you could suck on that whole thing, almost like it’s a cock.” 
 
    “It’s better than a cock. Imagine all that acreage. Now imagine me burying my face in it.” 
 
    “Oh, fuck, honey. This is getting me hot!” 
 
    I grinned and changed the screen. O’Pearl. Big boobs, even bigger than Bonnie’s and a pussy that was heavy with rings and getting…fisted! 
 
    “Oh…my…Lord!” 
 
    We watched as the woman laid back and let a friend fuck her with her whole arm. 
 
    Man, I tell ya, my cock was harder than…than I don’t know what! And it was dripping. 
 
    Bonnie looked at me. She looked down at my groin, then she grabbed me. “Shit, you’re dripping all over the place!” 
 
    “I grabbed her pussy and grinned. “So are you!” 
 
    We looked back at the screen. A beautiful woman, with tits as big as Bonnie’s, and a pussy adorned with big, shiny rings. 
 
    Sproing, sproing and double sproing! 
 
    About a millisecond later we were rolling on the floor, ripping clothes off and yelling hallelujahs 
 
    Getting a piercing is not a quick thing. Oh, it can be, if you’re the kind of girl who darns her socks with nine penny nails. But…we had to do some research. 
 
    First, getting pierced, even in the most tender of spots, isn’t all that painful At least, that’s what chat room after chat room told us. Guys and gals educated us as to the quick spurt of pain, and then…the recovery time. 
 
    Ah, yes. Recovery time. Generally, a month. Could be longer, but we were healthy and best estimates was four weeks. 
 
    Oh, man. A month without pussy, and for Bonnie, a month without cock. That was going to be tough. 
 
    Still, it was exciting. We were reading about what a turn on piercings were, and how the sex was super enhanced. Heck, I’m a real horn dog. If the Republican party offered enhanced sex I’d join up. 
 
    Well, maybe not the Republicans. But the Democrats, sure. Well, maybe not the Democrats either. 
 
    But I’d register to vote if it meant enhanced sex! 
 
    So, a month of sitting around, being horny. Uh oh. Being horny meant having hard ons, and…did it matter if I was erect? Or got erect after the piercing? When it was trying to heal? 
 
    I quickly hit the net, went to a few chat rooms, and…instant joy. You could get pierced if you were erect or not. And, it didn’t matter if you got erect after the piercing. 
 
    There were recommendations not to, of course, and I would try not to get all horny. But I’m a guy, and getting a boner is part of our mental make up. 
 
    Well, I’d have to just take cold showers, and Bonnie would have to wear a big body sack that hid her tits. And, no porn. Definitely no porn. 
 
    But, my mind wailed, how can I go a month without porn? 
 
    Well, somehow, I’d have to do it. 
 
    Now, as to the types of piercings. Bonnie and I spent many a night perusing images, researching the various kinds, and we finally made up our minds. 
 
    I would get something called an ampallang. An ampallang goes sideways through the head of the cock. Barbells stick out the sides, and the women go hog rootin’ nuts when they have sex with a guy with an ampallang. Apparently those little barbells rub up and down in the vaginal canal and the woman feels things she hasn’t never felt before. She starts to shimmy and jump and the orgasm blasts through her like Sherman through Georgia. 
 
    And the guy, well, let me tell you: when a guy has sex while having an ampallang the rod through the penis executes the penis from the inside out. The guy starts humping like a rabbit with a red hot poker up its furry, little butt, and the orgasm is supposed to be so far out of this world even aliens get turned on! 
 
    So, I was going to get an ampallang. 
 
    Bonnie was going to get a whole bunch of rings through her labia. A half a dozen good sized rings that would jangle when she walked, and when they jangled they’d be rubbing and vibrating and…she was supposed to be able to have an orgasm just from walking across the street. 
 
    I told her, of course, that if she got that many rings through her pussy I could put a padlock through them, and then I could be sure she wasn’t messing around on me. 
 
    She just laughed because, though we didn’t care about each other messing around, we were pretty true to each other. 
 
    Simply, we hadn’t found anybody who could give us as much fun as we gave each other. 
 
    So, an ampallang, and a bunch of rings, and we would be all set for the most exciting sex of our lives. This was going to be good. 
 
    While I was doing a lot of research on piercings, and figuring out the money and the time, Bonnie was looking for a cabin somewhere where we could be alone. 
 
    We wanted to have our fantastic sex out in the wilds, where people couldn’t hear us screaming and carrying on. We didn’t want to just be in a tent, we wanted to spend a week getting horny, making sure everything was healed, and then do it on a bed. 
 
    Hey, this was going to be special, so we wanted to make it special. 
 
    At first we thought we weren’t going to be able to afford it. Resorts are incredibly expensive. But she knew a girl who had a friend who…and she arranged for us to get two whole weeks in the hills above Malibu! 
 
    The place was way off the beaten path, at the end of a cow path, and it belonged to some rich guy who liked to ride but didn’t know one end of a wrench from the other. But that was our trade. We got to spend a couple of weeks in the sunshine and I just had to tune up his three bikes. Heck, that’s like getting paid to go to heaven! 
 
    Fuck! We could take my Harley down during the day and swim with all the hot bodies, and there was night life, and we could take advantage of that great California sunshine. Heck, the place even had a pool, so we could sunbath in the nekkid and drink all the Golden Monkey we wanted! 
 
    As long as we didn’t fuck until the end of the two weeks we would be spending there. 
 
    The only bad thing was that that was going to be two weeks of hanging out with my naked, sexy honey. Two weeks of watching her boobers bounce, of having her hug me and love me…without any dicking. We called it fucking with with NPA. No Poke Attached. 
 
    Well, heck. I guess I could handle that. Gulp, gulp! Take a deep breath. 
 
    So, we started making plans. First, I ordered ten cases of Golden Monkey. That ought to last two weeks, right? Wait a minute, there was two of us, so I ordered an extra ten cases. Then, because I’m an adventurous guy, I started mixing up the different styles of Golden Monkey. I made one of the cases ‘Sour Monkey,’ and another one’Easy Ringer,’ and ‘Dirtwolf’ and ‘Hopdevil’ and ‘Whirlwind,’ and…and, man, were we going to have fun! 
 
    I arranged to have the beer delivered, cost a pretty penny, but…I couldn’t carry all those cases on my bike, right? 
 
    And we were all set. All we had to do was find somebody to put holes in our genitals. 
 
    Yikes! 
 
    First, we went on the internet and examined web pages and talked to more chatrooms. Then we actually went in and talked to the guys who did the piercings. After talking to a dozen guys, and a few gals, we happened on a hole in the wall called Inky Dinky. It had a good rep, but it didn’t look all that good when we first walked in. 
 
    It was dusty, and the lone piercer was sleeping in the big, barber type of chair that is commonly used for piercing and inking people. 
 
    I cleared my throat and he opened an eye. “Yo.” 
 
    “Want to talk about a couple of piercings.” 
 
    He opened the other eye. “So talk.” 
 
    I just about left, but Bonnie told me later that she had a good feeling for the guy. So she poked me and I started asking about genital piercings. “We’re interested in an ampallang and some labia rings. 
 
    He yawned, sat up, and grinned. “You’re out looking for the hottest sex in the world.” 
 
    I kept my face straight. I didn’t know this guy, but Bonnie grinned. “Exactly.” 
 
    He got up and sauntered over to us. I could tell he was judging us, measuring us, and then he started talking. 
 
    Man, he was the man! He knew absolutely everything about piercings in the world. In fact, he was actually a doctor who gave up medicine to be an inker, or a ‘Body Modification Artist.’ 
 
    He told us about problems we never would have imagined, and he showed us pictures of his work, and…it was some of the best work I had ever seen. His tats were the Mona Lisa. His piercings were as if Michelangelo had done them. 
 
    We walked out convinced, and with appointments for getting pierced. 
 
    I got my piercing first. On a Monday morning, the slowest day of the week, which he recommended because he didn’t like answering the phone or talking to people when he was working, I showed up. 
 
    Bonnie was with me, moral support, maybe to cheer a little, and then get here piercing. 
 
    He hung a ‘closed’ sign on the front door, then took me into the back. First, I took my pants off, then I sat down in a padded chair. He raised a foot platform and lowered the back, and I was laying there with my dick in the air. 
 
    Yeah, I got a boner just from the idea of getting my cock pierced. 
 
    He didn’t notice, didn’t care, and just took my cock in his hand and started swabbing it with some disinfectant stuff. 
 
    Man, it felt weird. 
 
    First, the disinfectant stuff had a chill reaction with my skin. It felt cold, and I would have gone limp except…a guy was handling my cock! 
 
    Second, the guy was handling my cock! 
 
    Hey, I’m straight! I don’t have anything against gays, but…I’m straight! And here was this guy holding my cock and painting it with some yellowish goop! 
 
    Heck, I even started throbbing. 
 
    His name was Dinky. Inky Dinky, get it? And he handled my cock cooly. Then he put on one of those magnifying glasses doctors wear and started really looking at my prick. 
 
    He examined both sides of the head, and made little ink marks, just dots. 
 
    “Good cock, man,” he mentioned, as he picked up his needle. “You know, the chat rooms say an ampallang piercing doesn’t hurt, but…it does. Of course it does. You’re talking about some of the most sensitive skin in the world! You want me to use anesthetic?” 
 
    “Fuck, yes!” 
 
    Bonnie was watching from the side and she snickered, “Pussy!” 
 
    Dinky ignored her, but he grinned, then he applied anesthetic, and he…he pushed that needle through the head of my penis. 
 
    Man, it was other world. Suddenly I felt like I was watching from a million miles away, and I grew faint. He put the bar through, screwed the balls on, and dabbed up a couple of drops of blood. 
 
    “You okay, honey?” Bonnie was holding my hand. 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” But I was ashen. And in spite of the anesthetic it had hurt. 
 
    But, sitting there, looking down at the rod through my pecker, seeing the big balls on the sides of the head, I realized that it didn’t hurt anymore, that it was done, and that I was officially pierced. 
 
    “Wow,” I said, getting over my near faint. 
 
    “I guess you aren’t a pussy, after all.” 
 
    I grinned and she helped me stand up. Standing up my belly sagged out a bit and I couldn’t see my piercing. but I could see it in my mind’s eye, and I could feel it. 
 
    “Man, thanks a lot.” 
 
    “You’re welcome.” Then, to Bonnie, “You want to have a seat?” He motioned to the chair with one hand. 
 
    “I guess I have to now.” 
 
    She sat down in the piercing chair, and I pulled up a chair and held her hand. 
 
    Man, if I thought it was weird to have somebody handle my cock, it had to be ten times weirder for Bonnie to have somebody handle her pussy. 
 
    “Okay, I’m going to apply a bit of anesthetic.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “Why?” I quipped. “She’s no pussy.” 
 
    “Har de har har,” mumbled Bonnie. She was a little freaked out. 
 
    Dinky grinned. “Says the man who almost fainted from getting a little needle stuck through his teeny peeny.” 
 
    Bonnie laughed, then she closed her eyes and held onto my hand. 
 
    I tell ya, it was absolutely fascinating. Dinky worked fast, but efficiently. He slid three rings through one side, spaced about an inch apart, then three rings through the other side. 
 
    Bonnie’s pussy was looking pretty puffy now. 
 
    “Bit of swelling,” Dinky mumbled. “Don’t even worry about it. You guys have to visually inspect each other, and use plenty of disinfectant. That’s the only danger here, an infection, but in three days the danger is past and you just have to wait out the month for the healing.” 
 
    He looked at us as he took off his magnifying glass thing. “And no sex. Not at all. Four weeks you’ll be healed, on the 29th day from now you can beat each other with barrel staves, but no sex until then. Got it? 
 
    We did. 
 
    Man, the next couple of weeks were torture. 
 
    We had fucked our brains out the night before we got our piercings, hoping that that would drain us for a while. But a while passes pretty quickly when it comes to sex. 
 
    By the end of that first day I was a walking hard on. I couldn’t wear pants because I didn’t want to risk the barbell catching on anything, so I walked around naked, and Bonnie kept looking at my cock and wishing. 
 
    And it got worse from then on. I was naked most of the time, and when I did have to go out I wore underwear and tried to make sure I would bang around in side my pants.  
 
    Bonnie went naked, too. And she loved the feeling of the rings dangling from her pussy. They jingled and they jangled, and here is the cruel thing: she could orgasm. 
 
    And, man, did she orgasm. 
 
    She’d be standing at the counter, buttering some toast, and all of the sudden she’d get a far away look in her eye, then she bend her knees a little scrunch her body over, and groan. Then she’d straighten up and look at me and laugh. 
 
    So she was cumming several times a day, and lording it over me, who couldn’t cum at all. 
 
    By the end of two weeks she was touching me pretty regular, and driving me crazy, and loving it. 
 
    “This is for all the times you came and left me high and dry!” Then she’d do some jumping jacks until she orgasmed. 
 
    But, though I was getting hornier and hornier, the two weeks passed, and it was time to head up into the mountains for a little cabin time. 
 
    On a Monday morning I pushed the bike out and warmed it up. Bonnie came out, sat down behind me, hugged me, and we were off. 
 
    And, oh, my god, I couldn’t believe it. 
 
    Harley’s have a tendency to vibrate, and I was pushed up on the seat so that my crotch rested right on the tank. And, inside my pants, one of the ampallang balls was against the tank. 
 
    Oh, man, the vibrations. I wasn’t even out of the driveway before I knew I was in trouble. My cock was getting super vibrated, from the inside out, and my cock was getting harder and harder, and the ampallang pushing harder and harder up against the metal tank. 
 
    Bonnie didn’t know anything was wrong. She just held on and enjoyed the ride. 
 
    Inside my pants my cock started to drip, like big time. It was like I was getting vibrated right to the point of cumming, but…not quite enough. I just couldn’t get over the edge. 
 
    Several times I groaned. Several times I reached down to adjust my pants. 
 
    Bonnie heard one of my groans through the bluetooth in our helmets. “Are you okay?” 
 
    “This…the bike is vibrating!” 
 
    “So?” 
 
    “My piercing is right on the tank.” 
 
    She started laughing. “Poor boy. Serves you right.” 
 
    “Why does it serve me right? What have I done?” 
 
    “I don’t know, but you’ve done something, right?” 
 
    Well, I had to agree with that. 
 
    So we rode, and while Bonnie enjoyed the freedom of the road I kept twitching and itching and moaning and groaning. 
 
    We headed out of the valley and up into the hills. 
 
    In spite of my poor, abused cock, it really was beautiful. So I withstood the intense feelings down there and I swooped through the curves, and we came to the dirt road. 
 
    Harleys aren’t built for dirt roads. They’re cruisers, they aren’t dirt bikes. 
 
    Still, I’m a hell of a good rider, and the trick was pretty obvious. Don’t go slow and try to pick your way, you’ll end up getting caught in a rut, the rear tire won’t grip enough, and you’ll end up struggling for balance. 
 
    So, you shoot the juice. You zoom it. You risk the occasional bounce and you fly over the ruts and bumps. 
 
    Actually, it was sort of fun. Of course the vibration to my ampallang were intensified, but we were almost there. 
 
    We pulled up in a clearing and stared up at the cabin. 
 
    Cabin? 
 
    Try Taj Mahal! 
 
    It was in the middle of a clearing, new trees planted around the thing, and gathering tons of sunlight. 
 
    It was three stories, made with select woods and sheets of shiny glass. 
 
    “How the hell did they ever get the building materials up here?” I turned off my bike and Bonnie got off. Then I stepped off and we stood there and looked at the place. 
 
    Beautiful. The swooping modern lines of master architecturalizing. 
 
    We walked around the outside, marveled at the pool and hot tub. There was even a little maze type of garden on the far side of the pool. 
 
    “You done good, bitch.” 
 
    “You’re welcome, bastard.” 
 
    We grinned. 
 
    And, the Golden Monkey had been delivered, and the delivery guys had even put a couple of the cases in the big commercial refrigerator. 
 
    We opened that fridge, grinned, and got started. 
 
    Man, what a week. We didn’t even bother going down to the ocean. Heck, why go to paradise when you’re already in paradise? Right? 
 
    So we sat around that pool, took walks through the country, drank Golden Monkey until it was coming out of our pores, and…it really was paradise. 
 
    But, paradise or not, time passed, and D-Day approached. D-day. you know? Dick-Day. And every day we got more and more excited. Bonnie was fine, she was getting off from just walking around, but me…man, I was tumescent. Isn’t that a great word? Tumescent? It means all swollen and dripping. 
 
    And all that last week Bonnie would come over to me while we were lounging and play with me. Or stop and give me super kisses and fondle me while we were out walking. 
 
    Man, I have never been more horny in my life. i had never gone so long without cumming, and I had never dripped so much in my life. In fact, I was actually leaving little splatter marks behind me when I walked. I was that dripping. 
 
    And, the morning of the 29th. 
 
    I awoke, and I grinned. I was looking at the ceiling, and so was my pecker. 
 
    Bonnie was already awake, and grinning, and looking at my pecker look at the ceiling. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” I moaned, stretching and feeling all that horniness run through my frame. 
 
    She flicked my cock and bits of pre-cum flew off. “I think you might be ready.” 
 
    “You think?” 
 
    I turned to her, and kissed her, and she said, “But I’ve been cumming so much I really don’t want to cum anymore.” 
 
    I just grinned. “Baby, you aren’t pulling that. Not after what I’ve been through.” 
 
    She was nibbling on the end of my cock and she looked over my belly at me. “So what are you waiting for?” 
 
    Man, I threw her over, she opened her legs, and I went in. 
 
    Oh, a month of denial, fuck, the sweetness of pure pussy. 
 
    The way she had played with me, the way that piercing had been vibrated and bounced around had driven the head of my cock wild. 
 
    I felt the rings on her labia against the sides of my shaft. They ran alongside my cock and drove me extra wild. 
 
    She felt the balls on the sides of my head scour the sides of her pussy and she opened her eyes and almost shrieked. 
 
    In and out I went, twisting and turning, and she felt my ampallang do it’s job. 
 
    I could hear her rings jangling, and I could feel them. 
 
    It was true, every thing about sex was enhanced. Super enhanced. It was ten times better than nirvana. It was incredible. 
 
    Our eyes were open in shocked wonder as we experienced absolutely amazing sensations. 
 
    My cock, already harder than a railroad spike, got even harder. 
 
    Her pussy was actually sloshing, she was so wet. 
 
    “Fuck, baby! We should have done this long ago.” 
 
    “Oh, God! Yes!” She whimpered. 
 
    I drove into her, and she met my every thrust with raised hips. The head of my penis felt like it was glowing with vibrations. Bonnie jerked her hips and made her rings sing. 
 
    In and out, alive in a new heaven. 
 
    Man, it didn’t take long. Suddenly, she started jerking. 
 
    “You’re cumming already?” 
 
    “Oh…oh…oh…” her eyes were far away, I might as well not have existed, she was so wrapped up in her personal orgasm. 
 
    Man, I hurried. I jammed it in, and she jerked some more, and shivered, and I got that white hot feeling way down inside of somewhere. My eyeballs actually rolled back, and I began spurting. 
 
    Man, it was the most violent cum I have ever had in my life. It went on and on, and we just held onto each other and rode the whirlwind. 
 
    Finally, it was over. 
 
    I lay on her, gasping, dazed, wondering what the hell was going on. 
 
    “Over,” she gasped. 
 
    I rolled, and because we were arm entwined, she rolled with me. We lay there and stared at each other. And started laughing. And kissed and made out, and loved each other. 
 
    Finally, she said, “Let’s get some breakfast…and then do this again.” 
 
    “You got it.” I pushed away and, “AIEE!” I felt a sharp pain down there, in the head of my cock. 
 
    “AIEE!” screamed Bonnie, and it was obvious that she felt the same pain. 
 
    What the fuck? 
 
    “What the fuck” I gasped. 
 
    Bonnie ran her hand down underneath and I could feel her feeling my cock, then her eyes got big. She whispered, “Our piercings are…they’re…it feels like they’re locked together!” 
 
    Now my eyes were wide. I tried to reach down between us, but my belly got in the way. 
 
    “I can’t feel it. Can you get them loose?” 
 
    “Maybe, hold on…” she fiddled and faddled, but when she tried to move back I felt that big pain again and gave a yelp. 
 
    “What the fuck!” I yelled. 
 
    “Sorry, it feels like two of my rings are twisted, or one went through the other, and your ball got mixed up in there.” 
 
    “Can you get it loose?” 
 
    “I’m trying!” 
 
    She tried to pull one ring out of the other, but that just pinched skin and hurt even worse. She tried to pull the ball out, but it was stuck bad, and when she moved it it felt like she was trying to pull the ball right through the head of my cock. 
 
    After fifteen minutes she gave up. 
 
    “Oh, fuck. What’ll we do?” 
 
    “Could you get it free if you had tools?” 
 
    “I don’t think so. There’s no space.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    I was silent. She put her head against me and just breathed. 
 
    “Can we stand up?” she finally asked. 
 
    “Maybe. Let’s roll over and see.” 
 
    We rolled so that I was on my back, and she was laying on me. 
 
    “Can you get your legs up? I can carry you.” 
 
    Thank God for her yoga. I don’t actually know how she managed it, but she got her legs up and sat on me. I couldn’t see our piercings, but I could feel them. I could feel the little bits of metal between our flesh. Most of all, I could feel her pussy. My cock was pointing right into it, and even though I had just cum, my dick was getting hard again. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” she whimpered. “That feels good!” 
 
    She ground her hips down, and we each yipped. At a certain point the piercings dug into us. Now it wasn’t heaven from extra sensations; now it was hell from extra sensations. 
 
    “I’m going to try standing up.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She helped a little, but it was a matter of me getting bent far enough forward to get my legs under me. She pressed down, we both went through some pain, but…I stood up. 
 
    We grinned. 
 
    “Okay,” she asked, holding on to me. “What now?” 
 
    I stopped grinning. Yeah, what? 
 
    “Your cell phone. Maybe we can get some help.” 
 
    We…I…walked out of the bedroom, Bonnie sat on me, was held up by my arms, and she clung to me, pressed her groin against mine so we wouldn’t shift around down there. 
 
    A few yelps and eeks later, we were downstairs. I bent a little and she picked up her cell phone. Grinning, she pressed the face a few times, then she frowned. She looked at me with a distraught expression. “It’s been sitting here all week. No charge. 
 
    “Oh, fuck.” Seemed like I was saying that a lot. 
 
    Now we were stuck. The cabin was so far out there there was no phone. We had no car. All we had was a worthless phone and…my chopper. 
 
    “Heysoos bled peanut butter, honey. Can we take the bike?” 
 
    We walked, I walked and she rode, to the front porch. The bike sat at the bottom of the stairs, ready to go. But…it had no starter. 
 
    I’m one of these old school guys, I liked kickstarters. And there was no way I could kickstart that mother with Bonnie hooked to me like this. 
 
    For a long moment we stood there, thinking, then, “It’s on a sort of a downslope. I might be able to pop start it.” 
 
    We looked at the big, chrome monster, and I shuddered. Me and Bonnie, entwined on the bike, and if it didn’t start we would be at the bottom of the hill, likely under 800 pounds of motorcycle, and still connected at the dick. And the pussy. 
 
    “We gotta do something,” whispered Bonnie. She was freaked out, and I was freaked out, and…this was our only chance! 
 
    Heck, I couldn’t walk the four miles up to the road carrying her on my dick. 
 
    “We’re going to have to try it.” 
 
    “Let’s cover up your tits, first.” 
 
    There wasn’t much we could do about our bottom parts, but…that’s just the way it went. If I rode fast and nobody looked at our groins…oh, hell. Well, whatever. 
 
    I walked her to the backyard. We had only the clothes we had brought with us. We had planned to go native, and we had jumped in the pool with our clothes, then taken them off and hung them over a rail. 
 
    But our clothes were gone. I went to the rail and looked. Far off, in a tree, was what looked like my pants. Of my shirt and her blouse there was no sign. 
 
    “Fuck.” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    I walked back through the house, down the stairs, and we contemplated getting onto the bike. 
 
    A Harley is low, and easy to mount, but not when one person is carrying naked weight like I was, and confined by the connection of our tangled up piercings. 
 
    “You hold to the handle bars. Yeah, like that. Try to just use it for balance.” 
 
    She nodded, and somehow, I don’t know how, I managed to throw a leg over the saddle. Now all we had to do was sit down. 
 
    I pushed back as far as I could, and I just barely managed to squeeze her in front of me. There we were, her laying back against the tank, her big boobs thrusting up, and me leaning forward, looking like I was fucking her. 
 
    “Oh, man,” she wheezed. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “This feels good. Your pecker is pushing right up against my clit.” 
 
    “Oh.” I put my attention on our groins, and it did feel good. It was like the head of my cock was in the best possibly position for sensation. “Okay. You ready to do this?” 
 
    “Go for it.” 
 
    I shifted the bike over, balanced it, and kicked the kickstand up. 
 
    Bonnie cried out, but I think it was more in pleasure than pain. 
 
    “Okay,” I muttered. “Hold on to your socks, baby. We only got one chance.” 
 
    I walked the big bike forward, and turned it, and it began to pick up speed. Those first moments were the worst moments. The bike wasn’t going fast, and we were running out of room. I waited till the last possible second, then popped the clutch. 
 
    CUNK! The bike went into gear. For a second I thought the motor wasn’t even going to turn over, but, just a few feet left: R-R-R-M! 
 
    I fed gas, the motor powered up, and I tried to turn. 
 
    To this day I have no idea how we made it. We left the cement, the big back tired started throwing dirt—thank God for stump pulling Harley motors—and we lurched along the edge of the pavement, then I was able to get us up on it again. 
 
    “Wow!” screamed Bonnie. But she wasn’t screaming from the ride, she was screaming from the way our bodies lurched when the motor caught. That had ripped at our piercings and given her a big dose of pure pleasure. 
 
    I angled the bike up the hill and onto the dirt road, and now I had another problem. I had to traverse the damn cow path that was an excuse for a driveway.  
 
    Oh, man, the bike sliding into ruts made our piercings clutch each other. 
 
    When we bounced over potholes we thought our groins were going to be ripped apart. 
 
    And, we were being jammed onto each other. Either the piercings felt like they were going to rip our groins right off our bodies, or my penis slid up and almost into her hole…until our piercings stopped me 
 
    Man, talk about torture! 
 
    We groaned, we cried, we screamed in ecstasy that was cut off by sharp jolts to our sex. 
 
    I think Bonnie may have had it worse, actually, because I could hear her piercings rattle against each other, the ones that weren’t trapping my ampallang, and every once in a while she gave a groan that sounded suspiciously like an orgasm…which was then cut off. 
 
    We got to the main road, and that was a relief. There were cars traveling, but I just turned and rode the edge of the pavement, then zoomed out. 
 
    Oh, man, the cars started honking at us. Both of us naked, looking like I was fucking her as we rode my big machine. I could hear people screaming and yelling and everybody was pointing at us. 
 
    Then the car in front of us slowed down, I could see people pointing out the rear window at us. 
 
    I pulled out and passed them, and the driver almost went off the road. Gee honey, I saw the most interesting thing today, some biker passed me while fucking his woman. 
 
    I was on Kanan Rd., above the Paramount Ranch. Okay, fine. I turned left onto Mullholland Highway. I had biked around here before, so I thought I knew how to get us down to the flatlands and the San Fernando Valley. 
 
    I swooped down the curvy road, but the cars kept up with me. 
 
    If I had been alone I could have gotten away, but with a naked wife under me, her head up against the handlebars, I had to be slow and cautious. I certainly didn’t want to go over the edge. 
 
    Down the road, making tight corners just barely, swinging wider than I wanted to, almost hitting cars coming up the road. Cars that immediately started honking, pulled a U-ie if they could, and fell into the train building behind me. 
 
    “Fuck!” wailed Bonnie. “Fuck!” Her hips were moving up and down. Yes, pleasure was greater than pain with her. 
 
    Then, fuck of all fucks, I came to The Rock House. All those bikers there, there must have been a hundred bikes on the sides of the road, and they heard us coming. All the honking, they came out and stood and watched. I cruised by, my beard and hair flowing in the wind, Bonnie under me, screaming in orgasm, and everybody started cheering, and they headed for their bikes. 
 
    By the time I cruised out into the valley I had a hundred bikers surrounding me. They passed the cars behind me and surrounded me and cheered and gave me thumbs up and honked their horns. 
 
    Bonnie, cumming again, turned her head and smile. Her eyes were dazed, but the bikers on that side all stood up on their bikes and cheered. 
 
    I didn’t know where a hospital was, but I figured that was the best bet for getting our piercings cut loose. But the bikes were so tight, and we were running stop lights, and then a cop car started wailing its siren somewhere behind us. And then, if all that wasn’t bad enough, I heard a chopper coming in. Shit! We were going to be on the five o’clock news! 
 
    Then I saw it. A sign. ‘Mickey’s Keyshop! Since 1937.’ 
 
    I started crossing the lanes, and the bikers around me figured out what I was trying to do, and they made a path for me. 
 
    It was going to be tight, but…but…I turned at the corner, then turned in behind Mickey’s, and not 30 seconds later I heard the cop car that had taken up the chase zoom past. 
 
    Mickey, an old guy with a rag in his hand and a grin missing a tooth, came out to see what was going on. 
 
    A couple of the bikers helped push me under an overhand, and the helicopter flew past. 
 
    “Wal,” said Mickey in a creaky voice, “I can get ya loose. But it might be expensive. Might even hurt a bit.” 
 
    “Please,” gasped Bonnie, starting to cum again. 
 
    “Aw, hell,” wheezed Mickey. He leaned down and stuck his hands between us and..unscrewed the bar on my barbell. Instantly, we were loose! 
 
    Fuck. I could have done that! 
 
    And Micky laughed and laughed, and said he’d only charge us a squeeze of my wife’s boobs. Which she happily allowed. Then a couple of biker’s leant us jackets, and a couple of them had backpacks with extra pants, and, with waves and red faces, Bonnie and I headed for home.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    I had been working on my bike, and I suddenly got a great idea. I put my wrench down and ran into the house. 
 
    “Honey, let’s do something crazy and wonderful and daring and….and let’s do something!” 
 
    WHAM! That frying pan hit me right upside the head. I fell all the way down. Then, rubbing my head, I sat up and asked, “What’d you do that for? I just got a great idea for a new adventure that we’ve never—“ WHAP! That frying pan hit me on the other side of the head, and I fell right over the other way. 
 
    I straightened up and looked up at my beautiful wife. Now what the hell had gotten into her? 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Feminized by a Ghost ~ Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an good biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes! 
 
    Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him! man look like a small thing. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    Everybody thinks they’re safe. I certainly thought I was safe. I went to work, I made my monthly mortgage, I drove a car that wasn’t too old…I thought I was safe. 
 
    And you read in the newspapers about girls being kidnapped and ending up in Saudi Arabia or somewhere. Or some guy goes to Mexico and wakes up missing a kidney. 
 
    But, hey, that’s somebody else, and it has about as much reality as the fake news in the media. It’s just stuff made up to scare you so you’ll vote the right way, right? 
 
    So everybody thinks they’re safe, immune from such things. 
 
    But they’re not. 
 
      
 
    I work in a warehouse. Well, not actually the warehouse itself, but the front offices. I do accounting. It’s a nice, happy, little job. Bills come in, payments go out, I make sure everything balances. I don’t work very hard, they don’t miss me if I take a day off every once in a while, and I can sit there and play on the computer every once in a while, or listen to a ball game.  
 
    Heck, when the home team was in the world series the boss came in and listened, even brought the beer, though we didn’t open it until 5 o’clock, but…it was cool. 
 
    On a June day, it was hot out, and I was the last one to leave. 
 
    I made sure the safe was locked, checked the doors, and set the alarm. I stepped outside, closed the door, and that was it. Done for the day. 
 
    I sauntered across the parking lot. The one bummer, I had to park out in the north forty, way in the corner, under a big oak tree. Customers got the good parking places, and I can understand that.  
 
    So I trudged, thinking about stopping by a bookstore, maybe picking up the latest Grace Mansfield work. Man, that woman could write. 
 
    And, so thinking, I reached my car, took out my key and put it in the  door, and ZZZZZT! 
 
    I couldn’t think. I was barely aware of shaking, and the ground seemed to come up and embrace me. I lay there, unable to move, and had a thought. It was a slow, creeping thought: I’ve been tased. 
 
    And there was no other thought. I was in shock, couldn’t move, and I saw a pair of high heels approach me. I couldn’t even look up. All I could see was these black heels, very sexy, and these ankles that led up to curvy calves, and then my range of vision stopped. 
 
    “Got him,” said a voice. On the other side of me. There were two of them. But I wasn’t thinking about this so much as just registering perceptions. 
 
    “He was easy.” That was a third voice. All voices were feminine. I dimly heard the sound of more heels, click, click, click! A herd of clicks.  
 
    I tried to move my mouth, but it only trembled and drooled. 
 
    “Here.” 
 
    I was rolled over and my hands pulled back, then handcuffs were placed on me. I felt the hard metallic rings tighten against my wrists. I tried to speak again. I must have made a sound, because one of the women toed me in the back. “Shut up.” 
 
    “Don’t,” said one of the voices. 
 
    I heard my door opening. I had lost control of the keys and they were still in the door. I dimly heard the jingle of keys against the door, then I heard the door open. 
 
    “Come on, get the back opened.” 
 
    I heard the back door sliding open. 
 
    “What?” I said. 
 
    Another toe to the ribs, no, this was the kidney. I was starting to figure out what body parts were what. And that one hurt. 
 
    “Get his feet.” 
 
    Hands gripped my ankles and lifted, and…I think there were four. Four …women? Why was this…happening to me? 
 
    I was tossed, literally tossed through the open door of my van. 
 
    “Get over there,” somebody muttered, and I was shoved across the floor. Then somebody lifted my head and a black bag was pulled down over it. 
 
    “What…what…?” 
 
    “Be better if you didn’t talk.” 
 
    “Zap him again.” 
 
    And they did, and I was shivering and shaking, and my mental process was all jangled, and then it was all dreams. 
 
    My van starting up. Turning over on the floor as they started up. Then just the thrum of vibration through my cheek and shoulder, and we were driving somewhere…somewhere. I faded out. 
 
      
 
    “…coming to now.” 
 
    “Slap him a bit. He’ll come to.” 
 
    “We agreed no violence. Not unless we need to. 
 
    “I need to.” 
 
    Voices talking. I was me. I was Hank Norris. I was me. But…where was I? 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Told you.” 
 
    “Take off the hood.” 
 
    A hand grabbed something on top of my head and lifted. Light burst on me. I blinked and tried to figure out what was happening. 
 
    “What…why…going…” 
 
    “Hello, sleeping beauty.” 
 
    A woman stood in front of me. I was dizzy and my eyes weren’t working, double vision, no…must be triple vision…because there were three of them. No. Not triple vision, actually three women, standing, hands on hips, watching me. Smirks on their faces. 
 
    “Who…are…” 
 
    “Don’t try talking for a minute.” To somebody else, “Give him some water.” 
 
    Hands at the side of my face. I gave a little jerk, then a red tipped hand was turning my face to the side and a straw went between my lips. 
 
    I sipped, and, funny, I was grateful. Isn’t that weird? They kidnap me, and I end up being grateful for the smallest, little thing. 
 
    “What am I doing here?” 
 
    “Oh ho. He speaks.” That was a buxomy brunette. She wasn’t bothering with a mask now, and I could see level, blue eyes. Laughing eyes. She liked having me at her mercy. 
 
    “Well, he should shut up.” I knew, intuitively, that that was the one who had kicked me. A mean one. A couple of inches shorter, a little heavier in the chest, and red, red lips. Her hair was in a bob and she looked like Brittany Elizabeth. But a mean, Brittany Elizabeth. 
 
    I looked back to the first one. Huh. She looked like…like…Holly Halston. 
 
    I waited for the other two to come into a better position, they were moving around me, so I could give them the names of porn stars. It would make it easier to remember them when I reported them to the police. 
 
    “Why are you doing this to me?” I asked. My voice was a little ragged, a little whispery, but it was clear. 
 
    Somebody slapped the back of my head. “Speak when you’re spoken to.” It was a hard smack and the pain went right through my skull to my eyeballs. 
 
    “Hey!” said Holly. “We agreed, none of that!” 
 
    “Yeah, but what he did…” 
 
    “And he’ll get his punishment. But you smacking him around makes you no better than him.” 
 
    The one who had hit me grumbled, but gave in. 
 
    Another came to the front. I was starting to register now, to see in more detail, and I thought she looked like one of those soft faced, impeccable Fellucia girls. The ones that give immaculate blow jobs, the camera so close you see every single detail. She was a fizzy, light blonde with small features. Her chest looked average.  
 
    So, Holly, Brittany and Fellucia. 
 
    And, the fourth girl came into view. “He’s tight. We gonna do this?” She looked like…like Casca. 
 
    Holly, Brittany, Fellucia and Casca. Three of them were well endowed. Two were on the point of chubby, all were beautiful. 
 
    “It’s almost noon, we’ll start after dinner.” 
 
    “Oh, good. I’m famished.” 
 
    The four women turned and strode to the left. I heard the heels clicking, a herd of clicks. 
 
    “Hey! What am I doing here? What are you doing to me.” 
 
    The sound of chuckles and low voices, too low to be distinguished, and then the sound of a door opening and closing. 
 
    I was alone. 
 
    I sat there, prisoner, and tried to figure things out. 
 
    I had been going home, and they had tased me. Twice. They had stolen my van and brought me here…here…I looked around. 
 
    I looked around, took note of my body, of my surroundings, hoping for a way out. 
 
    I was in a chair, but it felt like a barber chair of some sort. Sturdy, my wrists cuffed to the arm rests, and the rests didn’t feel like they were coming loose any time soon. 
 
    And my ankles were handcuffed, too. To some sort of leg platforms it felt like. So this might be one of those dentist chairs, not barber chairs, and the back would go back and the legs would go up, and I would be prone. 
 
    Okay. Okay. 
 
    It was gloomy, but I could tell I was in a warehouse. The ceiling was high, with beams and what looked like plywood. Big lights hung from the ceiling, but only one of them was on. 
 
    But it was a working warehouse, with electricity. So somebody…maybe somebody would hear me. 
 
    “HEY!” I screamed. My voice felt like I had just yelled into a pillow, it was so small and the space so big. “HEY! HELP!” 
 
    “You might as well shut up.” A small voice came from my left. I jerked in surprise, felt the handcuffs cutting into my wrists. So they had left somebody here. Even if I could get loose, this one would have the taser. 
 
    I was choked by the voice, but after a few seconds I asked, “Who are you?” 
 
    “Your conscience.” A bit of snidery in that voice. 
 
    “What am I doing here?” 
 
    “Paying the price. Now shut up.” 
 
    “But can’t you tell me—“ 
 
    “One more word and I’ll tase you.” 
 
    Yep. She had a taser. 
 
    I sat there, and time passed. 
 
    Time, like drops of water from a leaking faucet. Drip, drip, drip. 
 
    I came more to myself, studied my surroundings. Took inventory of my body. 
 
    I was unhurt, but I felt a fatigue that was probably common to somebody who had been tased. Twice. 
 
    I was unable to get loose. I tried to move, subtly, but I was rock solid bound in the chair. 
 
    So I finally just sat there and let my mind wander. 
 
    Who were these people? Why had they kidnapped me? What was going to happen to me. 
 
    The door opened and voices entered the big warehouse. The one who had been watching mumbled something I couldn’t make out, then the door opened and closed again. My guard, who I hadn’t even seen, must have left. 
 
    The women moved around, doing things, but I knew not what. 
 
    “Can you tell me why you kidnapped me?” 
 
    There was a bitter snicker. “He wants to know.” 
 
    “As if he doesn’t know already.” 
 
    “I don’t know why I’m here! I work at Benecke’s Fabricators…I was going home when you tased me! Why am I here?” 
 
    My voice was getting a little frantic. 
 
    One of the women, Holly, suddenly came around in front of me. She was holding a chair, one of those clothe camping chairs that folds out, and she placed it in front of me, about ten feet away, and sat down. She folded her arms and stared at me. 
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
    She said nothing for a while, just considered me. Then, half a minute later, she said, “You girls want to hurry up? He wants his trial.” 
 
    “His…my…trial? What am I being tried for? Who are you? Are you judges or lawyers or something?” 
 
    “Or something,” Holly mumbled. 
 
    Fellucia joined her, sat in another folding chair. 
 
    Then, just a few seconds Brittany and Casca placed chairs next to them and they all sat and stared at me. 
 
    “What is going on?” I was panicked, almost begging. And they just watched me. Casca chewed on her lip. Brittany adjusted a bra strap. Fellucia brushed her hair back with one slender hand. 
 
    They were beautiful women. They were made up, had long fingernails. Their hair was perfect, not a strand out of place, and they watched, and sighed. Then Holly, she seemed to be the leader, began my ‘trial.’ 
 
    “Hank Norris, you have been accused and found guilty.” 
 
    “This is a trial? Who is accusing me? Where are the witnesses? I get to confront my accuser!” 
 
    “No need for that. We are not going to subject your victim to your presence.” 
 
    “Then what is this? This is no trial?” 
 
    “We are here to hear anything you might have to say in defense of yourself, and then to pass sentence. I suggest you present yourself in good lights, as we are not feeling too friendly towards you right now.” 
 
    “But I don’t even know what I am being accused of?” 
 
    “Tell us about yourself, Hank. Tell us why we shouldn’t levy the ultimate punishment against you?” 
 
    The ultimate punishment? Oh, fuck! What was the ultimate punishment? Were they going to kill me? But why? What had I done? 
 
    “Look, my name is Hank Norris. I work at Benecke, I do accounting. I go home and watch TV. Sometimes I stop at Wendy’s for a hamburger. Sometimes I go to a bar and have a beer and play some pool. On weekends I like to go to museums and take hikes. That’s it! That’s me! Can you at least tell me what I have been accused of?” 
 
    The four women leaned their heads together and spoke for a moment, then they leaned back and regarded me somberly. 
 
    Holly spoke: “Is that all you have to say? You feel no remorse? You don’t offer any amends?” 
 
    “For what?” I begged. I don’t know what I’ve done, and you won’t tell me! If you tell me what I’ve done then maybe I can say something, but…but I don’t know what I’ve done.” 
 
    Holly leaned forward and looked first to the right, then to the left. One by one the women pronounced their judgement. 
 
    “Guilty,” said Fellucia. 
 
    “Guilty.” stated Casca. 
 
    Brittany: “Guilty.” 
 
    Holly sat back. “That makes it unanimous. We will take a short break and discuss your sentence.” 
 
    “Wait! Wait!” 
 
    But they didn’t wait. They stood up and walked away, their heads together and their voices mingling in discussion. 
 
    They talked for about five minutes, a small group of shadows in the gloomy warehouse, then they came back and sat down. 
 
    Holly: “Hank Norris, you have been found guilty by the members of the Ladies’ Sissy Society. We have generously decided not to levy the ultimate punishment on you. We know this may not be a popular decision with our fellow members, but we are a charitable organization and have hope that once you are transformed you will come to understand your crimes, and then to feel remorse and make amends.” 
 
    “For God’s sake! What crimes?” 
 
    “Since your crimes have been against a woman, it is judged that you will be made into a woman. You will then be put in servitude at a Sissy Society institution, to serve out the rest of your days as a woman of service.” 
 
    “What is going on!” I screamed! “This is kangaroo! This is no trial! You can’t do this to me!” 
 
    But they had done it. 
 
    I kept screaming, but the four women just picked up their chairs and left. 
 
    I was alone, guilty of God knew what, and…and…what the hell was this? 
 
    The door opened and two women came across the floor. I turned my head as best I could and they came into my line of sight.  
 
    “What is happening to me?” Tears came down my cheeks. 
 
    “Hello, Hank. We’re going to transition you. I suggest you follow our instructions. It is easier for us, and certainly for you, if we don’t have to use a taser. 
 
    “Please! Please tell me what I’ve done.” 
 
    “Well, for starters, you’re a man, and that is a heavy load. But don’t worry, we’ll fix that.” 
 
    The taller one, maybe five foot ten, was doing the talking. She was, like the four women before her, quite beautiful. If we were in a bar I would have hit on her. But we weren’t in a bar. We were in a lousy warehouse somewhere, and things were totally out of control. 
 
    The other one was behind me, it sounded like as was doing something, moving little objects around on a table or something. 
 
    “What are you going to do to me?” 
 
    “We’re going to make you pretty, Hank. Although, to be honest, I wouldn’t have been so generous.” 
 
    “But I don’t—“ 
 
    “Sally, why don’t you inject him?” 
 
    “Inject me? With what? Why?” 
 
    The woman in front of me moved up and placed a hand on my arm. “We’re going to give you a sedative. And then we will be numbing parts of your body. We don’t want you carrying on, screaming and raising a ruckus, that can be unpleasant for us to work around. But we have to do this, and you need to watch, so we’ll give you some happy juice, get you in a good place, and administer your punishment. Now, hush up so we can get started.” 
 
    I wasn’t about to hush up. Make me into a woman? I had rights! They might call it a trial, but it wasn’t. 
 
    “Stop this!” I screamed. “Leave me alone! Get away from me!” 
 
    The other woman, a tidy brunette with a layered bob and full lips,  the one named Sally, came to my side.  
 
    “Hold his arm, Mia.” 
 
    The larger woman put her whole weight on my arm, and it was squashed to the chair. Sally stuck a hypodermic , a quick jab, into my arm and pressed a plunger. I felt far away pressure under my skin, and almost immediately I lost my sense of panic. Urgency went out the window, and I smiled. 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “Feels good, doesn’t it?” asked Sally, conversationally. 
 
    Robbed of alarm, I nonchalantly agreed. “Yeah. Good stuff. What is it?” 
 
    “Just a squirt of sedative. Should do you for a while. If you feel yourself getting all weird just let me know. I’ve got plenty of this juice.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” 
 
    The women got off me and smiled down at me. 
 
    “Shall we do his chest first?” 
 
    “Lipo, then we can use the fat in his chest.” 
 
    “Excellent. I’ll get the machine.” 
 
    I sat in the chair, warm and happy, and listened while the larger woman, Mia, went off to the side. I heard her heels clicking away, then I heard the rumble of wheels turned on roughened cement. In a moment I could see her pushing a machine towards me. It had wires, tubes, and a canister to the side. It was made of metal and plastic, but the canister looked food grade. 
 
    “What is that?” I asked. 
 
    Sally took a position in front of me. She had a pair of scissors and started cutting my clothes off. “That, my friend, is a liposuction machine.” 
 
    I remembered an old joke that seemed vaguely appropriate. “I’d rather have a bottle in front me than a frontal lobotomy.” 
 
    Sally laughed. “That’s a good one.” She had one pant leg off and was working on the other one. “Got any others?” 
 
    “Oh, tons. I’m a laugh a minute.” 
 
    She pulled the shreds of my other pant leg off. 
 
    Sally began cutting off my shirt. 
 
    “But, say, what are you going to be doing to me?” 
 
    “Oh, not much,” Mia pursed her lips, keeping in a little laugh. “We’ll get rid of this…” she patted my belly, “and put it up here.” She squeezed my pectoral, like it was a boob. 
 
    “You’re going to make my pectoral fat?” I was confused. 
 
    “Oh, you’ll be glad. Big boobs are always fun. The boys stare and smaller women stare, and we’re going to make sure you have a big set.” 
 
    “But I’m a guy! I don’t need boobs! I mean, no offense…I like boobs, but not on me!” 
 
    “Well, Hank, considering your crimes, you should be glad to be let off so easy.” 
 
    “Oh. Okay.” I wondered what my crimes were, but I was so loopy I didn’t think to ask. I mean, I must have done something really bad, right? 
 
    “But, say,” I asked. “Have you ever considered the fact that maybe I’m right? That I’m not the guy you want? It’s all mistaken identity?” 
 
    “Sorry, Hank, but that’s not gonna wash. You know, every single one of the men we have transformed have proclaimed their innocence. You’re no different. And, our methods? We’re definitely right. We have the right man. 
 
    “Woman,” grunted Sally, pulling the remains of my shirt up. the material slid up my backside and my top half was now naked. 
 
    Mia, meanwhile, had my pants in shreds. “Can you lift your butt a little?” 
 
    “Oh, sure.” 
 
    I lifted my butt and she pulled my pants, and my underwear, totally shredded, out from underneath me. 
 
    “Hey, nice pecker!” exclaimed Sally. 
 
    Now, I don’t know why, but my penis was erect. I know I was loopy, and maybe I shouldn’t have been, but being handled, being made naked, by two women, there is a certain sexuality to it. So my penis was sticking straight up, even throbbing. 
 
    Mia took ahold of it. She held it, and I was fascinated by the way her slender fingers surrounded it. I loved the way her red nails looked against my dark, taut skin. 
 
    “How’s his balls?” 
 
    Mia held my cock with one hand and reached below my cock with the other and picked up my balls. 
 
    “Oh, that feels good,” I smiled. 
 
    “Yes,” smiled Mia, sadly. “But you’re not going to have them for long, so…enjoy while you can.” 
 
    “You’re going to…castrate me?” 
 
    Sally and Mia glanced at each other. Then Mia said, “Yep.” 
 
    I was stoned. I was sedated. I felt that I should have been alarmed, but…but it was merely a fascinating idea. I mean, they were going to take away my best friend? Chop, chop. Into the garbage. Or wherever they put severed penises. 
 
    “Oh. Why?” I looked up from my erection to Mia’s face. She was very serious. 
 
    “Hank, we’re going to go all the way with you. You have proven to be a bad man, so we’re going to make you a good woman. We will snip snip and take your balls. They go first. Then we’ll have to do some delicate work, transform your penis into a pussy. 
 
    “But, don’t worry, we’ll play with you plenty before we do that. You won’t be allowed to cum, but you’ll have a good memory of what it’s like to have a cock.” 
 
    “Will I be horny when I’m a woman?” 
 
    “Oh, sure. But you won’t be allowed to have an orgasm. You’re going to be service. You’ll work on an island, that’s where we usually send people like you, and you’ll change beds and, if you’re good, maybe work in the restaurant. Women from The Ladies’ Sissy Society will come on vacation and you will be allowed to serve them. Isn’t that wonderful?” 
 
    “Well, if it’s all the same, I’d rather keep my cock. I’ve grown rather attached to it.” 
 
    “Well, if it’s all the same, we’ll be taking it.” 
 
    I did feel a bit of sadness then, and Sally said, “Better give him another shot.” 
 
    A minute later I felt more happy juice injected into my veins. I didn’t struggle, I liked the relaxing feeling, it was so much better than feeling helpless and panicky and everything. 
 
    I sat there for a few minutes, just feeling the lazy glow of being stoned, then I felt the chair being moved. 
 
    “What’s happening?” I asked idly. 
 
    “We’re just getting you all set up. Are you comfy?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. I feel good.” 
 
    Sally snickered. 
 
    “Well, before we start, if you’ll pardon me, I always ask men who are in your situation this question…why did you do it?” 
 
    “Do what?” I turned my head slightly and smiled. 
 
    “All of those mean and nasty things you did. What you did to get here.” 
 
    Now, I really didn’t know what she was referring to. But I was feeling so amenable. I said, “Oh, I don’t know. And that’s the truth. I really don’t know what I did to…to lose my balls.” 
 
    “And cock,” put in Sally. 
 
    “And cock,” I nodded. “I mean, I live alone, and I watch porn, probably too much,” I grinned. “But how can a guy watch too much porn, eh?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” said Mia, smiling down at me. 
 
    “Neither do I. But I watch porn, and…and I guess that makes me insensitive…I mean to women.” 
 
    “Porn does that.” 
 
    “But isn’t it funny? When you watch porn it really just teaches you how to give blow jobs.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Well, most of the porn you watch has women sucking men. So you’re learning how to suck cock. Isn’t that strange? I mean, I watch a lot of porn, and I get excited, but I don’t feel like giving men blow jobs. Blech!” I gave a shiver. I was a guy. I didn’t want to be with another guy. Then I had a thought. 
 
    “Say, when I’m a woman?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “I’m not going to be horny for guys, am I? I mean…I’m a guy. I like women. I’m still going to want women, aren’t I?” 
 
    The two women looked at each other. 
 
    Mia smiled at me and said, “You know, everybody’s different. And everybody is pretty horny. You’d have to be a pretty good service girl for them to turn you loose on the men. And since women don’t have cocks,  and you won’t, that’s sort of a done deal.” 
 
    “Oh, so I won’t be able to fuck men, and I won’t be able to fuck women, but…I’ll still be horny?” 
 
    Mia pulled up a cloth chair and sat down next to me. “Well, that’s the thing. It’s not like you’ll be horny horny, but you’ll have this memory of being horny,” she was running her hand up and down my cock as she spoke, “and, it’s like when you can’t have something you want it more. You won’t be able to have sex—unless you use a pickle or something, which, by the way, is very unsatisfying—so you will want it more and more, but…” she shrugged. 
 
    “Almost ready,” said Sally. 
 
    “We’re ready to start, Hank, is there anything else you want to ask before we give you boobs?” 
 
    “Yeah. Am I going to have big boobs?” 
 
    As big as we can make them. You’ve got a healthy roll of fat around your waist, that will help, so I figure…um…” she looked at my upper body, let go of my cock and placed her hands across my chest thumbs to thumbs and pinkies stretched out, “you’re no giant across the chest, but you are just a bit wider, we can work with the skin, it’ll be pretty tight until it adapts, but, um…you’ll be bigger than double Ds.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. When we make a woman we don’t fool around.” 
 
    “Are they going to be heavy?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. You’ll be wearing a bra the rest of your life, a sturdy one. A real ‘over the shoulder boulder holder.’ 
 
    I grinned. Then I chanted, “I’m gonna have some biguns…I’m gonna have some biguns…” 
 
    “Yes, you are. Big ones. You’ll be the envy of any woman who sees you, and, though you won’t see any men, but if you were to see men their tongues would hang out and their dicks would get erect.” 
 
    “All right! Yea!” I gave a half a cheer, then I sobered, “But I don’t have to suck cock, do I?” 
 
    “No, Hank. Even if you’re one of those that has the desire, you won’t have the opportunity.” Then she added, “Unless you prove to be an exceptional service girl. But that rarely happens.” 
 
    “Oh, okay. Big boobs, no suck, sounds grand. Shall we get started?” 
 
    Man, was I loopy. I was even going along with this. 
 
    Mia smiled and said, “By all means.” 
 
    She stood up, move her cloth chair away, and turned to Sally. 
 
    “You ready?” 
 
    “Right now.” 
 
    And they began.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Liposuction is a sort of a violent thing. They made a little slit in my belly and stuck a tube into it, and the machine began to suck out my fat. 
 
    Fat is brown, and it went up the tube slicker than snot. Probably a bad analogy,  but that’s what I thought. 
 
    I watched in fascination as the stuff zoomed up the tube, and Sally moved around, poking that tube all over the place. My belly began to shrink, and she moved the tube further around. 
 
    “Wow,” I said. “That doesn’t feel good.” And it didn’t. It felt like my guts were being sucked out, which, of course, was exactly what was happening. 
 
    Sally dug the tube into me, lumps and bumps she had missed at first were sucked out of me. 
 
    My waist grew smaller and smaller. It looked like I was sucking in my tummy so I could expand my chest. 
 
    “Careful,” muttered Mia. “Don’t get a kidney.” 
 
    “Ha!” chirped Sally. 
 
    It took about a half hour. The big stuff went first, then she was like a sculptor, chipping away at what was left. My stomach became smoother, it looked like I actually had a six pack. My fat was pretty much gone and there was nothing left but muscle. 
 
    “Okay,” said Sally. She turned off the machine and hung up the tube thing. 
 
    “Good. You did good. Look at that waist.” 
 
    “27 inches.” 
 
    “At least. Let’s do his breasts. 
 
    Sally rolled the machine to the side and began sticking syringes into the food grade tank at the side of the machine. She pulled up the plunger and the brown fat, made all soft and liquidy from its trip up the tube and through the machine, entered the barrel of the syringes. 
 
    “Man, this is thick stuff.” 
 
    “You’re right.” Mia was making marks on my chest. She was actually using an eyebrow pencil and making little dots a couple of inches from my nipple. I watched her in fascination. 
 
    Sally looked over. “Good. He’s going to need a wide base.” 
 
    “Are you going to make his nipples erect?” 
 
    “Yep. Of course the hormones will make him bigger in the nipple department, but I’ll have his little puppies standing up and begging. 
 
    Mia went around the table and started making marks around my other nipple. Sally moved the little rolling table with all the syringes on it closer to me, and she started injecting the brown fat right into my chest. 
 
    “He’s got good skin. It’ll stretch good.” 
 
    “Excellent. The more stretchy the bigger we can make him.” 
 
    Slowly, my chest changed. Sally injected syringe after syringe, and the area around my pectorals swelled. When she was done with that first slew of shots it looked like I had a large plate on each pectoral. 
 
    “Wow,” I said. 
 
    “Too bad you’re such a pervert,” muttered Sally. “And you seem like such a nice guy.” 
 
    “I am a nice guy.” 
 
    She kept injecting and injecting. 
 
    “You know,” Mia was watching, leaning on the chair, “The first person to have their boobs made like this was Carol Doda.” 
 
    “Carol Whoda?” 
 
    “Doda. She was a stripper up in San Francisco. She used to inject silicone straight into her boobs, like this.” 
 
    “Didn’t that hurt?” 
 
    “I don’t know. But she did it. And with all the people complaining about adverse reactions, she shot straight silicon, no plastic baggies, and never had an adverse effect. She just kept getting bigger and bigger.” 
 
    “Like me,” I pointed out. 
 
    “Yep. Just like you.” 
 
    Mia filled some more syringes, and Sally shot them into me, going around and around my pectorals. First the right one, then the left one. The flat plate I started out with was now sort of a bowl. There were a few weird places, but she filled them in, rounded my flesh out, and kept going. 
 
    “You know,” said Mia. “I thought about getting breast implants once.” 
 
    “Why didn’t you?” asked Sally. 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. It’s sort of like tattoos. some people like them, some don’t. After thinking about it, I realized that I didn’t care about big boobs. Hey, Hank, what’s the big deal about big boobs?” 
 
    “Oh, man,” I licked my lips. “They’re just…they signify…uh…a woman. More sexy. Like that.” 
 
    “Now there you go. Don’t you see how surface that is? Judging a woman just because of the size of her tits.” 
 
    “Well, I’m sorry, but…that’s how I feel.” 
 
    “Men,” blurted Sally, not taking her eyes off my growing boobs. 
 
    “So how would you feel if you went to apply for a job and the boss said, ‘Drop your drawers, we have to measure you.’ And then you were hired or not depending on the length of your cock.” 
 
    “People buy more from girls with big boobs.” 
 
    Sally stopped and looked at me. “Did he really say that?” 
 
    Mia: “Hey, he’s stoned, and he’s probably right.” 
 
    Sally grinned, “Maybe we need to make you into a woman?” 
 
    “Been there, doing that.” Mia hefted her boobs at Sally and giggled. 
 
    “Heysoos,” muttered Sally, and she went back to work on my chest. 
 
    Third time around the pecs, and she was shooting less and less fat into my chest. I was pretty big now. And my skin felt like it was getting thinner and thinner, like a balloon ready to pop. 
 
    “Those are getting really big.” 
 
    “Yep,” grinned Sally. I’m going to do the nipple now. You want to watch?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    Mia moved in and watched Sally’s hands. 
 
    Sally inserted a needle. 
 
    I was watching, and it was starting to get a little unnerving. 
 
    “Can you give me another shot?” I asked. 
 
    “Right after this,” mumbled Mia. 
 
    The needle went in and angled until it was right behind my nipple. Sally pressed the plunger and I felt the fat go in behind the nipple. 
 
    “Hey, that sort of hurts.” 
 
    “Okay, sorry,” Sally had her tongue stuck out of one corner of her mouth. “I’ll get you a shot before I do the other one.” 
 
    She finished the first nipple, and it stood up like a miniature prick. “Some of the fat will go away, but not all of it. Six months and it’ll shrink maybe 25%, but that’s about all, but by then the hormones will have taken over.”
“Beautiful,” said Mia. “Can I touch it?” 
 
    “Sure. But no rough stuff. Not at least for three days.” 
 
    “Hunh, three days. Too bad. That is one suckable nipple.” 
 
    “Let me give him that shot now…” Sally injected me with more happy juice, and I immediately relaxed. 
 
    “Oh, that’s better.” I grinned. “Can I have some to go?” 
 
    Sally grinned. “He does seem like a nice guy.” 
 
    “Pity,” said Mia. “Do the other nipple.” 
 
    Again, Sally stuck the needle in and angled it behind my other nipple. I felt a little pain again, but not much, and the second nipple began to stand up. 
 
    “All right,” whispered Sally. “Are they the same height?” 
 
    Mia eyed my nipples. “Looks like it.” 
 
    “All right. I think we got it. Let me take a last looksee…” 
 
    She went around my breasts, palpating them very gently. Every once in a while she would give a tiny, little shot, but, we were basically done. 
 
    They stood back and inspected me. 
 
    “Man, now that is a chest!” 
 
    “Some of the best boobs I’ve ever done.” 
 
    “Maybe I should reconsider and let you do me.” 
 
    “Maybe. I do good work. Satisfaction guaranteed.” 
 
    “What’s your guarantee?” I asked. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Guarantee, warranty. How many miles between tune ups. Is any of that fat going to come out of the nipples?” 
 
    They started laughing at me. I don’t know why. I was pretty serious. I mean, these boobs were pretty world class. Shouldn’t I be concerned and asking questions like that? 
 
    Mia patted my cheek, gave my cock a last stroke, then: “We’ll leave a space heater under you. See you in the morning. 
 
    Then, just like that, they started walking out. 
 
    Click, click, clickety click. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    They ignored me. 
 
    “You aren’t going to just leave me here!” 
 
    The door opened and closed, and I was alone. Totally alone. Not even a guard. 
 
    I sighed and relaxed. That sure was some good happy juice. 
 
      
 
    Amazingly, only a few hours had passed. I had been kidnapped at five, probably woke up at six, and now it was eleven. Or so I surmised.  
 
    Looking through a high window and catching a glimpse of the evening, it looked like eleven. 
 
    And, it felt like eleven. 
 
    I usually went to bed at eleven. Woke up at seven, made it to work by eight…so I decided, probably because the relaxing effects of the happy juice, to just go to sleep. I closed my eyes and waited for slumber to overtake me. Unfortunately, slumber wasn’t coming around this evening. 
 
    I waited for a long time, but sleep didn’t happen, so I opened my eyes. 
 
    I sighed. 
 
    The happy juice was wearing off and I began to feel immense alarm at what had been done to me. 
 
    I could see my chest. It was big. Bigger than Donita Dunes, or any of the other big bosomed porn stars I had often admired. 
 
    But I was a guy. What the heck was I going to be able to do about this? 
 
    Get some kind of surgery, I suppose. What science could do science could undo. I supposed. 
 
    But this was all going to hinge on me being able to get out of this mess. 
 
    The Ladies’ Sissy Society. Who the fuck were they? But I sort of knew. They were transforming me, so they obviously transformed other men. Made them into women. Made them into sissies. 
 
    But I wasn’t a sissy. I had no inclination to be a soft spoken, little mama’s girl. I was a man! And I wanted to stay one. 
 
    I struggled against my bonds. I used all my tired muscles and pulled at the armrests. They weren’t going to budge. 
 
    I tried to kick my feet loose. Not that it would do any good. What? I’d tilt forward until I could walk? And then carry the chair out of the warehouse? Figuring out all the locks and alarms they must have? 
 
    So, crap. I was stuck. 
 
    I thought about what I was supposed to have done. Obviously, it was  a case of mistaken identity. Some other guy must have done something truly horrific, and they thought I was him, and I was going to have to pay for his sins. 
 
    Damn! 
 
    Time passed, and the night drifted into early morning. It was hours, but seemed like days, and I saw a slight lightening of the skies through the little window high up on the wall. 
 
    Morning was coming, and more of this…this transformation stuff. 
 
    I laid there, my only company my new boobs, and waited. 
 
    Eventually, I heard noises. A door closing. The mumble of indistinguishable voices, then the door to my prison opened. 
 
    Click, click, click. Heels across the cement. 
 
    “Rise and shine, girly boy.” It was Sally. Bright and chipper and ready to do things to my body. 
 
    “Be nice,” said Mia. 
 
    “I’m always nice, to people who deserve it.” 
 
    Mia sighed. 
 
    They walked to a place in front of me. 
 
    “How’d you sleep.” 
 
    “Not much,” I answered. 
 
    “Want some more happy juice?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Well, sorry. We’re going to tattoo you today, and in sensitive body areas. So we’ll give you a big jab of happy juice, get you through it.” 
 
    Curious, I asked, “Why do you care if it hurts or not? I mean, what you’re going to do to me, what you’re doing to me…why do you care?” 
 
    Mia pulled up a chair while Sally walked behind me and started fiddling around with something. 
 
    “Listen, Hank, I know you must think very little of us. But you brought this on yourself. And though we are administering a just punishment…we are compassionate, caring people. We are members of The Ladies’ Sissy Society, and we are dedicated to helping mankind transition to a higher state.” 
 
    “What higher state?” I sounded bitter, but I couldn’t help that. 
 
    “The higher state of womankind. Listen, when wars start who goes off and fights them. Men. And who is guilty of rape? Men. And what gender has the most murderers? Male. The sad fact is that the miseries of planet earth can usually be laid at the feet of men.” 
 
    “Bullshit,” I snapped. “What about Lizzie Borden? What about all the female politicians who are just as corrupt, if not more so, than the men? What about Eve? For Heysoos’ sake!” 
 
    “I won’t say that women are angels,” Mia spoke in a level tone of voice. “But the percentages are in the favor of women, badly.  And the fact is this…if you are a bad man, if you don’t deserve to be a man, then we will make you into a woman, and you will at least have an opportunity to experience what the human race can be. Kind. Nurturing.” 
 
    “And who elected you to be judge, jury and executioner?” 
 
    “The present system failed. We are changing it. The same way the present system changed the British system a couple of hundred years ago. It is a natural progression here. A revolution that is an evolution.” 
 
    I looked away. I was pissed. I was angry. I wanted to be free. 
 
    “Sally? He needs a shot.” 
 
    “Coming right up.” 
 
    To me: “I need you in a better frame of mind before I give you your last wish as a male.” 
 
    I snorted.  
 
    Sally took my arm, watched me carefully, and when I didn’t struggle—what would be the use?—she gave me a shot. Ten seconds later I was halfway to happy land. Twenty seconds and I had arrived. 
 
    “You going to do him?” 
 
    Mia looked at me. “His choice.” 
 
    I grinned, feeling all goofy, and asked, “What choice?” 
 
    “We don’t let men cum before they are neutered, or, transitioned. We do give them a last chance to be inside a vagina.” 
 
    My brow furrowed and I tilted my head. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “If you want, I’ll climb on you, fuck you for a while—not to a cum, of course—and give you a last memory of what it’s like to be a man.” 
 
    I was loopy, but I was still surprised. “You’d fuck me?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. either Sally or I, though Sally prefers that I do it. We’re not cruel people, and every man deserves a little compassion.” 
 
    “You’d fuck me right now?” 
 
    “Yep. Right now. You say the word and I’ll pull my panties down and climb right on top of you and fuck you.” 
 
    I stared at her. 
 
    I stared at Sally, who appeared bored. 
 
    I stared at Mia. “Well, okay. Let’s do it!” 
 
    Well, what would you do? No man in his right mind turns down perfectly good poontang! And, living alone I didn’t get much. And Mia was pretty good looking. So…if I was going to lose my package…why not one last gasp? 
 
    Mia stepped back, reached under her dress and started pulling her panties down. 
 
    “It’s funny. I know you’re a pervert, and you deserve what’s going to happen to you, but…I’m glad you want this. Do you want to know why I want it?” 
 
    “Sure!” I stared at her big boobs as she climbed on to the table. 
 
    “Because there is something so delicious, so desperate, in men who know this is the last piece of ass they’ll ever get. I suppose that’s mean of me, but…when you’re grunting and trying to cum…it makes me feel good.” 
 
    She was squatting over me now. Here pussy hovering over my hard cock. 
 
    “Man,” I blurted. “And you think I’m mean!” 
 
    “Yeah,” she smiled, and she sank down on me. 
 
    I’m not the most experienced man in the world. I’m not one of these guys who has experienced hundreds of women. Bu I’m not a virgin, either. The feel of her pussy, as it swallowed my cock, was heavenly. It was the best pussy I had ever been in. I wondered whether this was just part of the desperation thing she had spoken of, but I thought not. I mean, that pussy was warm, and it was slick, and I felt my cock slithering around inside her as she adjust her position. 
 
    “The happy juice is going to leave you loopy enough so that it will be difficult for you to cum. That’s going to make you even more desperate. But if you can actually manage to cum in me, I won’t care. I won’t say anything to the other ladies. 
 
    “Oh, heysoos wept jelly and had no peanut butter. Your pussy…your pussy…” 
 
    “I know. I’ve been told it is extra good. I’m moist down there, always, and I love a good, big cock. And…your cock is really nice. It’s a shame you have to lose it.” 
 
    She began to move up and down. Not big motions, just little ones, and each time she settled down it was like she got more and more of my cock into her. 
 
    “Oh, God!” I moaned. 
 
    Going up and down, she reached forward and touched my new nipples. A shocking sensation went through them. 
 
    “Easy, girl,” cautioned Sally. 
 
    “No prob,” Mia groaned a bit. “God, he’s good. He’s really good.” 
 
    “Here, let me help.” 
 
    I felt Sally reach under Mia’s fanny, snake her hand under and grab my balls. 
 
    “Fuck!” I whined, my eyes rolling back. It felt like I could cum…I was desperate to cum. If I could just get a little more oomph…maybe I could…maybe… 
 
    “Oh, poor boy,” Mia laughed, angling her body forward and sliding my cock through a hole made incrementally tighter. 
 
    “Just think, pervert, you’ll never get this sweet pussy again. And the only thing you’ll have is this memory of right now. And that memory will eat at you, make your nights into long dreams of desire, make your days a wish that can never be. You’ll walk, and your thighs will rub together with nothing between them, but you’ll remember when there was something between them.” 
 
    “Oh…oh, please!” I groaned. I was pushing my hips up as hard as I could, but Mia somehow managed to go with me just enough that I couldn’t get that sensation that would drive me over the top. 
 
    Sally began rubbing her palms over my nipples. Just a bare graze of her rough palm over my super sensitive nipples. I tried to move my chest up, but she just laughed and raised her palm. 
 
    “Please…let me cum!” 
 
    “Hey, cum if you can, big boy.” 
 
    I grunted and strained. I was turning red, and my cock felt like it was going to bust, but I couldn’t cum. 
 
    Mia, however, could. She began to jerk and twitch, her thighs came together, then she fell off me, one hand clutching her pussy, her eyes closed so tightly tears came out of them. Sally caught her before she could fall on the floor and held her for a moment. 
 
    Mia stopped quivering, and looked up at Sally. 
 
    Sally smiled, gave her light peck on the lips, and helped her stand up. 
 
    “Sally, you have to try that. He is one righteous fuck. You really have to try it.” 
 
    I was moaning, twisting and writhing on the table, my cock was drooling pre-cum. 
 
    “Well, maybe I will.” She reached under her dress and pulled her panties off. 
 
    “Oh, you’re going to love this.” 
 
    “Hey,” I said. “Hey!” 
 
    “Shush, wicked boy. Time to pay the price.” 
 
    “One of the prices,” Sally giggled. 
 
    Then she was over me, perched, ready to descend. She whispered to me, “You really can’t cum, can you? Even though we’re breaking the rules and don’t care.” 
 
    “Oh, please. Get me off.” 
 
    For answer she sank down, just like Mia had, and her pussy was just as delicious. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” Sally’s eyes went wide. “He is good.” 
 
    “I think it’s the bend of his cock. It just touches the right places inside the pussy.” 
 
    “I’ll say. Play with his balls, give a squeeze if he gets too close.” 
 
    She began to go up and down. Her hands were on my now skinny waist. Mia started playing with my balls, rubbing my nipples, and she even kissed me. 
 
    Oh, sweet torment. I was going out of my mind. I wanted to cum, I needed to cum, but that happy juice removed just enough of my intention that I couldn’t do it. 
 
    “How is it, girlfriend?” 
 
    “Makes you sorry we have to neuter him.” She grinned. “Almost sorry.” 
 
    Up and down, then a sideways twisting motion that near drove me out of my mind. 
 
    “Hey, Hank, this is what it’s going to feel like when you’re a girl.” She stuck a finger up my ass and I almost left the table. My hips thrust up, driving my cock as deep as it could go into Sally’s lush vagina. 
 
    “Oh!” she yelped, and she started to cum. Her hands felt good on my waist, her tits were big over my face, and her pussy twitched and gripped my cock. It felt like she was trying to pull my dick into her cunt. 
 
    “Oh…oh…oh…” she kept spasming and spasming. It wasn’t as violent as Mia’s, but it was longer lasting. And all the time I kept trying to get more traction, to feel more pussy with my cock, to get over the edge and have an orgasm. 
 
    Sally started to fall forward, then, mindful of my boobs, she placed her hands on my shoulders, pressed my shoulders down, but caught her weight. Then, slowly, excruciatingly, she pulled herself up off me. 
 
    Mia helped her down, and the two girls looked at each other and giggled. Then they both looked at me. “That’ll teach you to be a bad man.” 
 
    I was actually crying. From the effort and the frustration, tears ran down my cheeks. 
 
    Sally put a finger under my tears and wiped up. “Well, time to get to work.” 
 
     
 
    They gave me another shot. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “Hormones. Best hormones money can buy, actually. It will help accelerate changes in your body. Your voice will go up, your boobs will grow, and grow into your already sizable monsters. Your fat will be redistributed and your face will change, become softer, more feminine. Your lips will become fuller, have more curve to them. Of course, there are downsides.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Well, first is the emotions. You’re going to be going through puberty, and that means all the emotions that a fifteen year old girl goes through.” 
 
    Sally took up the narrative. “But the main thing is that your cock is going to go limp. There’s testosterone blockers in this mix. No testosterone, no erections, but that won’t matter to you. A couple of days you won’t have a penis, or balls, anymore. Look, your cock is already going limp.
I looked down, over my chest, and sure enough, my cock was just a half a chub. Bent over and looking like a sausage going to sleep. 
 
    “Hey,” I said. And there was an infinite sadness in my voice. 
 
    But they ignored me and began preparing another procedure. 
 
    “What are you going to do?” 
 
    “Get rid of your hair. This is a special Nair concoction. We spray on, wait five, and wipe off. Women don’t need hair.” 
 
    What could I do? I was helpless. They had complete control of me. 
 
    They each had a spray bottle and a roll of paper towels. They each sprayed my legs, and waited. They actually set up an egg timer, and when it dinged they simply wiped my hair off. I stared at the towels they discarded. Filled with black squiggles of individual hairs. 
 
    Up the legs. Then they both worked on the groin. 
 
    By now I was fully limp, and they held my cock up, their fingers on the head, and sprayed my groin area. They waited, the timer went off, and they wiped my short and curlies off. 
 
    “You can’t do this,” I whimpered. 
 
    “Better give him another shot. He’s showing too much emotion.” 
 
    “That might be the hormones.” 
 
    “Nah. Too soon. He won’t be all emotional for a few days. Give him another shot.” 
 
    So I got more happy juice, and became nothing more than an interested spectator to my emasculation. I watched as they wiped my chest, my new boobs, and my arms. 
 
    Then they exfoliated my face. My five o’clock shadow—hairs were included in this—disappeared, then they sprayed some Nair on my cheeks and chin and even under my nose. 
 
    “No more hair for you, bad boy.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    Next up was permanent make up. Sally got out the tattoo equipment and began doing my face. 
 
    I was glad for the happy juice then, because I could feel the sharp needle prickling my skin. If it wasn’t for the happy juice I would have been screaming. But, no screaming, and when she was done I had a set of big, full, juicy looking, red lips. 
 
    Mia held up a mirror and I stared in wonder. 
 
    Then she tattooed eye liner on me, and the tattoo part was done. 
 
    And it was late, so they knocked off for the day. 
 
      
 
    I slept that night. I was exhausted from all the changes wrought on me. And I was exhausted from the mental agony I was going through. 
 
    And I awoke the next morning when they came in. 
 
    And, they gave me a hamburger. Well, actually a McGriddle. And a potato patty and a Coke. 
 
    “Last meal, Hank,” said Sally, cheerfully, as Mia fed me. “Today we’re going to lose the meat.” 
 
    I looked down at my pecker. It was already chemically castrated, testosterone blocked, but now….now they were going to take the whole thing. Everything. 
 
    “You don’t have to do this,” I said in a very beaten voice. 
 
    “Of course we do,” and she shot me with happy juice. A lot of happy juice. 
 
    I spent the morning getting light changes. They put extensions in my hair, they shaped my eyebrows. they gave me long, red nails, gave me a pedicure, and generally prepared me to exist as a woman. 
 
    I was stoned on that stuff, and I was happy because of it, but I also had a feeling of sadness underlining everything. 
 
    I wasn’t going to be a man anymore. 
 
    My oh my! 
 
    At about lunch they began final preparations for my castration. 
 
    Sally laid out surgical instruments. Very sharp knives and clamps and gauze and everything. 
 
    Mia held my hand. “My, you really do make a beautiful woman.” 
 
    Tears crept out of my eyes. 
 
    “Oh, don’t cry. It’ll be done before you know it.” 
 
    “But…but…” I was crying through the happy juice. Stoned, and yet still, my desire to remain a man was coming through. 
 
    “Is he ready?” 
 
    “Are you ready?” 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    “Well, ready or not, we have to do this. Okay, Sally.” 
 
    Sally moved in. She picked up a large knife, Mia grabbed my cock and pulled it up, stretched it out. Sally put the knife to the base of my dick. 
 
    I sobbed. 
 
    “Okay, here we—“ 
 
    DING DING DING! 
 
    Mia blinked. Sally looked at her. They both turned and looked at a cell phone laying on the table behind them. 
 
    “What the—“ 
 
    “We better answer it.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Mia stood there, holding my dick up, and Sally picked up the phone. 
 
    “Yes?” A pause. “No. Just about to. Okay.” She hung up the phone. She had a thoughtful but slightly worried look on her face. 
 
    Mia: “What was that?” 
 
    “They want us to wait.” She looked at me. “A five minute reprieve, Hank. Enjoy your last five minutes of being a man.” 
 
    Five minutes later we heard a door close, then the door to the warehouse opened and four women strode in. I looked over and saw Holly, Brittany, Fellucia and Casca. They were very sober, and they gazed at me with tight lips. 
 
    Sally and Mia went to meet them. They talked for about five minutes. There was much head shaking, a bit of argument, but in the end Holly walked over to me. 
 
    She was a sexy woman. Big boobs. Red lips. Long fingernails. Not that that would ever do me any good. I was about to lose my cock. 
 
    Holly stood over me, stared at me. 
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    Holly nodded to Sally. Sally picked up a syringe. She didn’t look happy. 
 
    “What the hell is going on?” 
 
    Holly: “You were telling the truth. You’re innocent. Our apologies.” She nodded and Sally jammed the needle into me. 
 
    “Hey! What? What do you…wha…” 
 
    I faded out.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    I awoke in my own van. The van was parked in the Benecke parking lot. I was, for all intents and purposes, a woman. 
 
    I had on a big, thick, sturdy bra, panties, a dress. They had put nylons and a garter on me. I was wearing high heels, because I guess that was all they had. Or maybe they were just messing with me. 
 
    I looked in the mirror. My lips were bright red, my eyes shadowed, and my face was totally reshaped by whatever that shot they gave me was. Hormones. hunh! 
 
    On the inside of the windshield was a note. 
 
      
 
    Sorry, Hank. 
 
    A case of mistaken identity. 
 
    The testosterone blocker will wear off in six months. 
 
    The hormones might last longer, 
 
    but if you want we can give you more. 
 
    It turns out that you’re a nice man. 
 
    One of the good ones. 
 
    So nice that if you want to remain a woman 
 
    we would welcome you. 
 
    Talk to you later. 
 
      
 
    There was no signature. 
 
    The following day I went in and told the boss what had happened. He stared in amazement at my feminine character. 
 
    But, he agreed to keep me on. I’m a pretty good accountant. 
 
    And, I went to the police. I walked into the police station and I said, “I was kidnapped and made into a woman.” 
 
    The officer stared at me for a long second, then he picked up the telephone, hit a button, and said, “Captain? We got another one.” 
 
    But there wasn’t much the police could do. 
 
    I live as a woman now, and it’s not bad. I liked wearing underwear and dresses, and I even like wearing make up. Men open the doors for me, hold my chair…but I’m not attracted to them. 
 
    The months pass, and I can’t wait until my cock starts working again. Mia was right. I am so horny I can’t stand it. 
 
    And, I wait to hear from them. From The Ladies’ Sissy Society. 
 
    The last thing they said on that note: ‘Talk to you later.’ They’ll call me sometime, and I know why. To offer me another shot of hormones. To offer their company to me, to make me one of their group. 
 
    I wonder how many men have been transformed by The Ladies’ Sissy Society. 
 
    I wonder if I’ll ask for another shot. 
 
    Probably. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    The Horny Wizard of Oz ~ (47,000 words) Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever! 
 
    Munchers: tall enough to eat pussy. 
 
    The Scarecrow: a pole up his ass. 
 
    Tin Man: a walking, talking dildo if ever there was one. 
 
    The Wizard, stealing all the dicks in Oz. 
 
    What? What the heck does the Wizard need all those dicks for? 
 
    A big titted, strutting sexpot from Kansas is determined to find out, and Oz will never be the same!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The Golem 
 
    Feminized My Husband! 
 
    and I finally got enough sex! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Grace Mansfield

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    The door slammed and Asher entered.  
 
    I was in the bedroom, sitting by Sarah’s side. Our daughter lay in bed, breathing in little gasps. So beautiful, and her life so short. I kept my anger with the Creator tamped down. I did not want to risk offending the Almighty with any offensive thoughts. 
 
    In my mind’s eye I watched Asher walk through the house. Into the kitchen where he took out a large bowl, ladled himself some matzah ball soup. Then I could see him lighting the stove, placing the smaller bowl on a burner, putting the larger bowl back in the refrigerator. 
 
    On the bed Sarah sighed, a soft, sibilant sound, a wheeze as the end of life approached. I wanted to stay with her, to not risk a moment of being away from her, but I had to find out. I patted her soft, nearly lifeless hand with my own and stood up. 
 
    For a moment I looked down. What a miracle, life into the elements of the body, the breath of life, and there is a human being. 
 
    And, when that last breath fails…the miracle of death occurs. Not a happy miracle. 
 
    A tear rolled down my cheek and I wiped it away. I turned and exited her bedroom. 
 
    My daughter, Sarah, a young woman, the joy of my life, of our lives, and she was to be taken from us at such a young age, barely 18. 
 
    Why, God? Why? 
 
    No answer, and I did not expect one. The Almighty does not share his plans with mere mortals. 
 
    I entered the living room and went to the couch. He was sitting, facing the fire, eating soup. But not much. The matzah ball barely had a sliver taken from it. 
 
    I placed a hand on his forearm and watched the flames leap and curl and try to escape up the flue. A bit of smoke filled the air, but the house was warm. 
 
    “What do they say?” 
 
    He sighed, but in a disdainful way. “They tell me not to do it.” 
 
    “But you will,” I spoke fervently. He had to do it. 
 
    “I will.” 
 
    “And you know how?” 
 
    “I have studied all the passages. I have read histories denied to us. 
 
    “But not by God…” 
 
    “No. I read God’s word in everything.” 
 
    An ambiguous statement, but I accepted it. I had to. My daughter’s life was at stake. 
 
    “When will you do this?” 
 
    “At her last breath. The body is ready. I must allow as small a time as possible between the death of her old body and the birth of her new body.” 
 
    I leaned against Asher, put my head to his shoulder. He raised his arm and surrounded me with it. 
 
    “And you think it will work.” No question, just affirmation. 
 
    He nodded. “God willing, and…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    He turned to me. “I follow God’s own instructions. Why would he leave instructions for the activation of a Golem unless he intended for a Golem to be activated. 
 
    He turned back to the fire. Remembered his soup, and used his spoon to chip off a small slice. He put it in his mouth, and didn’t even chew. He just sat there with the substance in his mouth, his mind no doubt going over the instructions he had studied and now knew by heart. 
 
    He whispered, “God made Adam, the first Golem. He built him of virgin soil and breathed life into him. The Watch-eye was formed, and Adam walked the earth. He walked the earth and begat children, and…” he turned to me. “I can do it!” 
 
    His eyes were that of a fanatic, for which condition I found no fault. It was my daughter’s life, and I felt equally fervent. 
 
    “Finish your soup, my love. I fear her time is growing close.” 
 
    He nodded, picked the ball out of the soup with his hands and ate it, a bite at a time, a man taking chunks out of plain fodder. 
 
    When he was done I took the bowl, with a bit of thin matzah ball water in it, and stood up. I kissed the top of his head, then took his bowl to the kitchen. When I returned he was gone. 
 
     
 
    I sat with my daughter through the night. Each breath threatening to be the last, each beat of her heart fainter and weaker. I held her hand and felt her pulse struggling.  
 
    Tears silently washed my cheeks. 
 
    So young. So beautiful. 
 
    The sun was near to rising when I heard the clunk of furniture being moved in the living room. Of course, he would perform the activation in the living room, close to her bedroom. He would pick up her lifeless body and walk it into the living room and place it on the table. The table the Golem was on.  
 
    I heard him bring in the body. I had seen it in construction. It was large, kept moist, and perfectly shaped. 
 
    As Sarah was perfectly shaped. 
 
    A tremulous sigh escaped Sarah’s pale lips. Any moment now. 
 
    I heard him sit, heavily, and I could see so many things. As Sarah began to detach from her body it was as if I went with her. The spirit throwing off the flesh. The viewpoint rising, the last sigh…a little grunt, or gasp, and she lay still. Motionless. No more rise and fall of her delicate chest. No lungs filled with air, no pulse of blood through veins. Never again…unless…unless… 
 
    “Asher!” I called out. He moved, and he moved fast. He had heard the intent of my voice, he knew his daughter had breathed her last. 
 
    I stood up as he entered the room. I placed her lifeless hand next to her body and stepped back. 
 
    Asher moved past me. He was a big man, a powerful man, and he picked up her body with ease. His tears fell upon her corpse, and he carried her out of the room. I followed his sobs with my own. 
 
     
 
    He had moved the large table so it was in the center of the room. Candelabras were placed at points around the room. He had told me there must be no electricity in the room when he performed the ritual. 
 
    “God had no clock on a table, he had no electrons in a wire, when he animated Adam,” he had explained to me. 
 
    I quickly moved around the room. I unplugged the TV, the lamps, the cell phone chargers. The room became a dull flicker of orange. 
 
    The Golem lay on the table, a large, but perfectly shaped figure of blue clay. Asher had gone to the Vltava river in Czechoslovakia. He had recovered the precious, virgin earth, washed pure by the river for thousands of years and never touched by the hand of man, and brought it home. 
 
    Asher had shaped the clay carefully. Duplicating Sarah’s form with his hands. During the week of construction he had continually come into Sarah’s room and felt her body. He would feel the legs, then go to the moist soil and shape it exactly like Sarah. He felt the arms, the torso. He touched her breasts and nipples, and made perfect likeness. He sobbed as he examined her face by touch, and transferred that touch to the Golem’s face. 
 
    Sarah smiled wanly, feeling his hands, perhaps wondering, but always enjoying the last feel of life upon her. 
 
    The result was a perfect shape, a woman of virgin soil, moist and complete. From hairs to vagina, the shapeless mass became shaped, and it was as if it was Sarah…merely lacking the delicate spirit that resided in our loving daughter. 
 
    I stood back and watched, and waited. 
 
    Asher placed her body next to the Golem, then worked quickly to push bracelets over her arms. A silver one, a golden one, to conduct the currents of life. 
 
    Asher had spent much time figuring out the science, and the final clue had come from, of all things, the Frankenstein book. A belief of that time was that galvanic electricity could reanimate dead tissue and possibly restore life. 
 
    With this knowledge at hand, Asher had fashioned two bracelets, one for each arm. Once charged they would create a ‘battery’ out of the body. It was Asher’s theory that the electrodes on Frankenstein’s monster were too close to the brain, and had actually resulted in the frying of the brain, and the resultant aberrant behavior of the monster. 
 
    Thus, he placed the bracelets over her arms, her biceps. Then he washed the body, purifying it with distilled water. When it was clean he lifted it up, careful not to touch it with own flesh now, and placed it atop the figure of the Golem. 
 
    I watched, amazed, as the shape of our daughter sank into the mud of the Golem. Slowly, slowly, her flesh entered, was as if consumed by the earthy flesh of the Golem. 
 
    And her bracelets appeared around the biceps of the Golem. 
 
    And the mud took on the finer quality of flesh, leeched her flesh from her and took it into its form. 
 
    Her eyes suddenly appeared in the Golem’s face. Beautiful, scintillating blue. And they seemed almost alive. They were soft and covered with a thin sheen of purified water.  
 
    As if they could blink in a mere moment. 
 
    But one thing was lacking. 
 
    “Oh, my God…” I prayed softly. 
 
    “Open the drapes,” he whispered. 
 
    Quickly, I drew back the heavy curtains, and the golden light of day burst through the window. The light shone upon the Golem, reflected off the armbands, but I knew that the armbands were taking in some of the light, enough of the light. 
 
    Asher began walking around the Golem. As he walked he prayed, “yodh, he, waw, he…yodh, he, waw, he…yodh, he, waw, he…” 
 
    Over and over. Seven times around the body, and these four words were the name of God. And the sun shone down and we could feel the blessed light of life coming in, investing that which it touched with life. 
 
    Seven times around the body, and the bands on the biceps of the Golem began to glow. At first I thought it was only a reflection of the sun, but, no, the reflection turned into a glow, and the glow grew larger and larger, until I could feel the light glowing from the arm bands touching me, an actual warmth that was beyond simple light. 
 
    Asher stopped walking, stopped talking, and he took a metal rod from his pocket. It was hard metal, and it would scratch a softer metal. 
 
    He bent over the gold armband and he began to scratch a single word: bat. 
 
    Hebrew for daughter. He took his time, dug the stylus deep into the soft metal. As he scratched I could see what looked like a ripple crossing the body, from one side to the other, from gold to silver. 
 
    I was praying silently, watching, waiting for a miracle, expecting a miracle. 
 
    Asher finished scratching the word into the armband, and he was done but for one thing. He had to give the breath of life. 
 
    The breath of life. Mystical, but, once one understands it, simple. 
 
    The breath of life is mouth to mouth resuscitation. It is used to wake those who have drowned, or suffered other mishap, and who have forgotten to breath. 
 
    My Asher put his mouth to the Golem’s mouth. He placed his lips upon the clay clips of my daughter’s image. He breathed out. 
 
    I saw the chest of my clay daughter suddenly go up, and her eyes opened. 
 
    I clapped my hands and cried. Asher pushed air into her new lungs. He breathed out, invested her with life. 
 
    The clay figure into which the flesh body of my daughter had been joined began to jerk and twitch, then its arms came up and gripped Asher’s shoulders. 
 
    Asher opened his eyes wide, and he stopped pushing air, but the Golem didn’t stop taking. It sucked, and the air went out of Asher and his eyes opened in shock and panic. 
 
    For long seconds the Golem sucked, and the clay body began to reshape very slightly. An imperfection in the clay, a shift in the chest, a wiggle of an eyebrow that wasn’t exactly right. 
 
    Asher began to push on the Golem, to try and get free, but those banded arms held him, hugged him, and stole the breath out of him. 
 
    He tried to yell, to scream, but all that came out was a shrill yelp that went on and on. 
 
    I ran to the table and pushed on the Golem, but it ignored me. 
 
    And now it was turning lighter, the clay was transforming into flesh, and the flesh was becoming pink with energy, with life, with air drawn in from Sarah’s father. 
 
    “Stop!” I screamed. “Stop it! You’re killing him!” 
 
    The Golem’s eyes, now a perfect image of Sarah’s eyes, followed me, and it kept sucking the life out of Asher. 
 
    I struck Sarah on the side of the head, tried to dislodge her mouth from his. She winced, but when I tried to strike her again she caught my arm in her hand. 
 
    Her hand was strong, like a band of iron, and she held me, followed me with her eyes, and kept sucking and sucking. 
 
    I don’t know exactly when the life left Asher. I gave up and fell to my knees and sobbed, and suddenly Sarah let go of my wrist. 
 
    Asher slipped downward, his knees turning to noodles, his arms to mush, his body to jello. There was simply nothing left alive in him. He puddled on the floor next to me, his eyes opaque, cloudied with the loss of life. 
 
    I looked up, and I heard Sarah. “Hello, mother.” 
 
    She pulled me up even as she sat up. An amazing show of strength from an awkward position. 
 
    She faced me, and my mouth opened in shock. 
 
    She was Sarah, my own precious daughter, but she was something more. 
 
    A Golem can be male, and it can be female, or it can be both. 
 
    This Golem, now my Sarah, had Sarah’s body, but in sucking the life out of her father she had gained his masculinity. 
 
    Sarah had Asher’s penis. 
 
    I stood there and took in this abomination, and I asked of God, This is your miracle? This…this… and words failed me. 
 
    Sarah stood up and smiled at me. And she was Sarah. Her flesh…it was Sarah’s flesh, right down to the little mole on her shoulder, to the scar on her thumb. 
 
    I was weak in her grip, but she wouldn’t let me fall. She held me up, and I felt her strength, her energy, making me stay standing. 
 
    “Sarah,” I whispered. 
 
    She moved in a weird way, a trifle jerky to start, then a smooth transition of limb through space. 
 
    She looked at her hand, the one not holding me. She turned it this way and that. 
 
    Then she looked at her armbands and smiled. She let go of me, looked at both hands, and I staggered. 
 
    “Mother,” she spoke in a soft voice. “Go get my clothes.” 
 
    When one is mind shattered, when knows not what to do, it is easier to follow directions. In this way they don’t have to think for themselves. 
 
    To not think for myself was a relief, an answer to the stunned disbelief running through my mind. I wobbled away, crossed the floor and entered Sarah’s room. 
 
    I was shattered. My husband’s body lay on the floor, not breathing. Dead. He had literally traded his life for our daughter’s. 
 
    And yet, it was not my daughter. The Golem was a blend of mud and man and woman. It was a synthesis not allowed in nature. What God had wrought in Adam was reserved only for God, not for man. Not for Asher. 
 
    I looked in my daughter’s closet. I took down a dress. I carried it out to the living room. 
 
    My daughter’s Golem eyes, a blue muddy, stared at me like frozen marbles. She slapped the dress out of my hand and snarled. “Not rags!” she growled. “Clothes. Real clothes.” 
 
    She pushed past me, walked into Sarah’s room. She made a weird noise at the bed where she had so recently lain dying. She opened the closet and pulled clothes out, threw them on the bed. 
 
    She went to the dresser and opened a drawer. She pulled out underthings, and every bit of apparel was lacking. She lifted up panties and sniffed. She held up bras and laughed. 
 
    Finally, frustrated, no joy in the clothes of her previous life, she struggled into a pair of panties and a bra. 
 
    She was bigger in the chest now. In some odd way she had gained mass in her breasts, and they overflowed the once comfortable but no frills bra my daughter had once worn. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” she whined, grabbing her breasts and pulling them. She turned to me. “Don’t you understand?” She was angry, frustrated. 
 
    “I…don’t…what…” 
 
    She snarled at me, like an animal, then she grabbed a coat and wrapped it around herself. No dress, no blouse nor sweater, just the rough clot of her sturdy outdoors coat. Then she stalked past me into the living room. I followed her, wringing my hands, not sure what to do. iI think I was making sounds, but I didn’t know what. 
 
    She opened the door and it was cold outside. A brisk wind was complaining and a light mist was whipping. She stepped into the cauldron of chill without a thought and began walking out to the street. 
 
    Stunned, I grabbed my own coat out of the hallway closet and followed her into the grip of the elements. 
 
    The wind pulled at the flaps of my coat. My hair was brushed back and fluttered i the breeze. I ran, and caught up to my daughter. “Sarah! Come home!” 
 
    The wind dragged at her words, but I could understand her answer. “Back to that hovel! Hah!” 
 
    “But you love our home! You love to read your books and drink hot chocolate by the fire.” 
 
    She stopped and whirled, grabbed me by the shoulders. Her fingers dug into my flesh. “I’m done reading about life. I’m done reading about murder and sex and all the fun things. I want to do them. And…hot chocolate! HAH!” She shook me. “I want whiskey! I want bourbon, aged in barrels.” 
 
    “But Sarah!” 
 
    “You stifled my life before, you made me a little girl who didn’t want to go out and live. So I wasted away. But I’m back, and I’m not going to waste away. Not this time!” 
 
    She turned walked away, into the cold particles of ice and the fan of the freezing wind. 
 
    I followed her, shivering, and the snow began to fall. A light blanket of white that rapidly coated the world, and coated me. Whitened my already grey hair. Froze to my eyelashes. My lips chattered uncontrollably. 
 
    She marched down the hill to town, down the center of the street, walking in a stumpy way, a combination of supple flesh and solidly frozen mud. 
 
    She walked past a few people, out early in the morning, and the people turned to stare at her. 
 
    She came to Main Street, and then the mall. A guard was just opening the gates on the mall, and she strode past him, ignored his shout, and walked through the mall. 
 
    The guard stared after her, and I ran past him. Again, he shouted, but I was not going to stop following my daughter. 
 
    There were already people in the mall. Mall walkers. Old people who marched around and around, putting on the miles and breaking in their brand new, built for teenager athletic shoes. 
 
    I was fifty feet behind her, frozen, and unable to catch her, but determined not to lose her. 
 
    She came to a store where the gate was rolled up a few feet. She lay down and rolled through the space, stood up on the other side. She disappeared into the fashions just as I reached the gate. 
 
    “You’re not supposed to be here!” I heard as I rolled under the gate. 
 
    I walked past racks of clothes. The lights overhead were dim, only every other light turned on. Up ahead I could see my daughter. She was talking to a young girl. 
 
    I came closer, leaned against a rack to rest for a moment, and watched my daughter. 
 
    Sarah said something, the other girl replied, and pointed towards the entrance. 
 
    Sarah grabbed her by one arm and smiled. 
 
    The young girl was a pretty thing. Probably 20 years old and just trusted with opening the store. 
 
    Sarah pulled her around and whispered something to her. The girl tried to lean away, but Sarah’s other arm caught her shoulder. I watched, and Sarah pulled the girl slowly to her. 
 
    She pressed her lips to the girl’s, her eyes were open, as was the girl’s, and…I could feel the girl’s spirit giving up. Not going into Sarah, as my husband’s had done, but just giving up, submitting, and then the girl stopped fighting Sarah’s grip. She pushed herself onto Sarah, put her arms around Sarah, and kissed back. 
 
    Stunned, I watched as their eyes closed and their lips did the dance. I could see tongue action, and Sarah’s hands began to strip the clothes off the young woman. 
 
    Buttons were ripped and flew into the surrounding racks of clothes. Sarah pulled the girl’s skirt and shimmied it down her frame. She took a hold of the girl’s bra gently, with but a couple of fingers in the front, and pulled the material apart. 
 
    The girl gasped, and stepped back, her breasts falling out. 
 
    Sarah smiled, a hungry look in her eyes, and moved forward again. She enfolded the woman again, and while the woman pulled her panties down Sarah took off her own underthings. A rip, a throw, and they were both naked. 
 
    I had forgotten that Sarah now had a cock, Asher’s cock, but I was reminded as I saw the big thick trunk of meat stretch out and poke at the girl. 
 
    The women fell to her knees and took Asher’s cock, Sarah’s cock, in her mouth. She began to suck, voraciously, and her hands gripped Asher’s…Sarah’s balls. One big ball in each hand, and she squeezed them. 
 
    Sarah groaned, a guttural sound sound that was more like an animal’s growl than an expression of passion. 
 
    Sarah pulled the woman to the side, to a rack of clothes. With one hand, as she kissed the woman, she swept the clothes off the rack. They made a big lump in the middle of the floor, and Sarah lowered the woman to the soft clothes. She laid the woman out, and then, the woman trembling, she sank down between her knees and lowered her penis to the woman’s pussy. 
 
    I watched, horror and fascination, as Sarah dove into the woman’s depths. I could see the thick shaft of Asher’s cock sliding into the woman’s vagina, and I remembered how big it was, how much pleasure it had given me. 
 
    I could hardly breath for watching Sarah’s buns go up and down. The woman was gasping and moaning loudly. 
 
    “Oh, fuck me! Fuck me!” 
 
    Sarah wiggled her ass, grinned, scoured the depths of the woman’s moist pussy. 
 
    “I’m gonna cum! I’m gonna!” 
 
    “Of course you are,” Sarah almost howled that out, then she stiffened up, just the way Asher used to, and I knew that big cock was spurting big gobs of sperm into the young woman. 
 
    As if that was a signal, the woman started to cum. She arched her back, rose up to meet Sarah’s thrusts, and she spasmed and her muscles began to twitch uncontrollably. 
 
    I remembered how it felt. I remembered how my core would feel like somebody had stuffed it into a blender and turned the blender on. The world spinning, the white heat rising, obliterating the world, obliterating my senses, until all that was left was my superheated flesh holding on to Asher’s superheated flesh. Our breath coming in gasps, our throats gulping, dazed out of our minds. Done, but for the desire to do it again. 
 
    The woman was moaning now, her body was starting to shoot off trembles. She was almost done. 
 
    I stood at the far rack, almost out of sight, and, I admit it, I felt like pulling my own dress up, lowering my own panties, and stuffing a knuckle into my pussy. 
 
    I had forgotten how glorious life could be.  
 
    All that time spent caring for Sarah, time when Asher and I had been too tired to attend to our own needs, our own desires subjugated to our worry and concern for our daughter. 
 
    Watching the two woman—the woman and the mix of man and woman that was my daughter—I was reminded, and I felt loss. I could have been fucking, but…I had given it up for my daughter. And now my daughter, in her perversions, was reminding me of how much I had missed. Watching the woman and the…the Golem…straighten out and untangle and stand up, I gave an inadvertent sob, and Sarah heard me. 
 
    She looked back over her shoulder, saw me, and laughed. “Mother?” 
 
    I came out from behind the clothes rack. I went to her, placed my hand on her cool, mud/flesh, bracelet enclosed arm. “You’ve got to come home,” I whispered. 
 
    She frowned mightily. “You would have me give up life twice?” Yet she was calmer, as if the act of sex had somehow tempered her emotions, made her pleasant. 
 
    She turned to the girl she had just fucked and said, “I need bra, panties, sexy clothes. I need to live.” 
 
    The woman nodded, “The panties are right over here…” She took Sarah to a section of the store and they went through the panties. Sarah picked out a thong and grinned. 
 
    “That’s going to rub your asshole, get you real horny,” the salesgirl stated. 
 
    “I can’t wait,” Sarah pulled the panties up snug, wiggled her ass, and smiled. “Bra.” 
 
    We stepped into the next aisle and they began going through bras. The girl measured Sarah, and Sarah wound up selecting a half bra. She put it on and her big nipples peeked over the edge of the wispy material. 
 
    “You need more support than that,” I observed. 
 
    Sarah turned to me with a smile. “Are you still here?” 
 
    “Do you want more support?” asked the salesgirl. 
 
    “No. I just want enough for a day. I want my nipples stimulated. I want men to see them and suck on them. I don’t give a crap about support. I need garters and nylons.” 
 
    They went to another aisle, the other side of the store, and I trailed along, wishing I could get through to my daughter. 
 
    Sarah pulled on garters, and the salesgirl helped her unroll nylons and hook them to the garters. Then the saleswoman darted off and returned with a pair of high heels. Sarah stood up and the difference was telling. Her once slender frame was statuesque now. As if her young girl’s body was being blown up, transformed into a sexpot’s body. 
 
    She stretched, and laughed, and asked, “Dresses. Something that shows a lot of boob.” 
 
    The woman helped Sarah pick out a purple dress. It was silky smooth, stretchy, satiny, everything sexy. Sarah pulled it over her head and slithered into it. She was truly majestic, showing immense mountains of boob, her legs shiny curves, her ass round globes that would make a monk give up God. 
 
    They walked towards the front of the shop and Sarah gravitated to the row of fur coats at the side of the store.  
 
    “Oh, yes,” she whispered, rubbing the soft fur against her face. 
 
    “Take this one,” offered the girl. “It’s our most expensive one.” 
 
    So Sarah did. Then she grabbed a small hat, more of a fashion statement, and turned to the girl. She grabbed the woman, bent her back a little, and whispered, “Thank you for sharing your life with me.” 
 
    She kissed her, softly, insistently, and the woman bent back further, lost control of her body. Then she passed out and Sarah left her laying on the floor. She walked to the side of the gate and pressed the switch that raised the gate, then walked out into the mall. 
 
    I hurried to the girl. I lifted her in my arms and she opened her eyes. 
 
    “Oh, my. Where did she go?” 
 
    “She left. Are you all right.” 
 
    “I’m all right forever. If I live to be a million I will always remember this as the highlight of my life.” 
 
    “But why?” I asked. “Why did you let her have her way with you? Why did you…she took all those clothes…and that fur coat!” 
 
    The woman smiled. “Small price to pay for life.” 
 
    “But…but….why?” I was nearly beyond words. 
 
    The woman struggled to sit up, then I helped her to her feet. At the last she turned to me. “Her flesh was so cold, and moist, and her penis was like a tube of something that was wonderful that filled every crevice of my soul. I feel…I feel like I actually understand something of why I am alive now.” 
 
    I stared at her, and was aghast. The woman made no sense. She was out of her mind.  
 
    I backed away, confused, distraught, then turned and hurried after my daughter.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Sarah hadn’t left the mall. She was wandering down the walk a hundred yards further on. She gazed into shops, stared at window displays, and just sauntered along. 
 
    I hurried, but didn’t need to. I approached her and she didn’t even look at me, just said, “Look, mother. See how pretty it all is?” 
 
    She was looking at dresses. They were expensive dresses, much. more than we had been able to afford to buy her when she was herself. 
 
    “You didn’t pay that woman,” I reproached her. 
 
    “I paid her in experience,” she smiled. “Did you see her cum? She’ll remember that the rest of her life. Look at those shoes. Do you like high heels?” 
 
    “I don’t wear high heels.” 
 
    “Oh, mother. You should. You tip toe, and the world is your carousel. Would you like me to get you a pair of high heels?” 
 
    “I’d like you to come home with me.” 
 
    Sarah glanced at me, a wry smile on her face. “Now why would I do that? When life is a party…why should I hide in a small room and shiver?” 
 
    She continued walking through the mall, marveling at displays, talking to me, even asking my advice. In a way, it reminded me of the bond that mothers and daughters have. In a way. It would have been nicer if I hadn’t known she had mud for a heart. 
 
    At 10 p’clock the mall was open proper, and she wandered into a Nordstroms. She headed right for the make up counter. 
 
    A young girl was just setting out product, and Sarah strode up to the counter and said, “I need everything.” 
 
    The woman turned to her, and I thought she was going to say something, maybe even tell her off, but whatever she started to say, she changed her mind quick. “Stand there and let’s begin.” 
 
    A make up counter sells make up. But the girl wasn’t interested in selling anything. She was just interested in doing right by Sarah. She got out the cleanser, then the primer. She worked on Sarah’s face quickly, but efficiently. She laid the foundation, added the color, then worked on her eyes. 
 
    “You’ve got such wonderful eyes,” the girl murmured. 
 
    I looked at Sarah’s eyes. They were cloudy marbles. Blue, but somehow obscured. Yet there was a glimmer of something, a shine, a twinkle, that made them…fascinating. 
 
    Finally, the woman put lipstick on my daughter’s lips. 
 
    I stared. I had never done such things for my own daughter, yet I could feel this intimacy between the two women. I could feel a bond, a secret between them. 
 
    This is what we do to attract men! 
 
    I marveled, and was stunned, and distraught. I had missed out on so much of my daughter’s life. 
 
    Done, my daughter stood up proudly. She said to the woman. “I have a cock. Would you like it?” 
 
    What an odd way of putting it, a muddy way of putting it that was yet clear as ice. The woman understood perfectly. She looked around, then came out from behind the counter, she grabbed Sarah’s hand and, giggling shyly, she pulled Sarah towards the corner of the store and the restrooms. She didn’t even seem to notice, certainly not to care, as I followed after. 
 
    They entered the bathroom, me right after them, and headed for a far stall. 
 
    “Why do you have a penis?” asked the sales girl. Her eyes were hungry and her demeanor wanting. 
 
    “Oh, you know.” And that was all Sarah said. 
 
    The woman opened the door to the far stall and backed in. She lifted her dress and pulled down her panties, giggling excitedly. 
 
    Sarah followed her, lifted her own dress and pulled down her  own panties. I could see the garter straps framing her pussy.  
 
    “How are we going to do this?” asked the girl. 
 
    For answer Sarah picked her up, literally threw her up into the air and caught her around the waist. The woman wrapped her legs around Sarah’s waist, and Sarah gently lowered her on her penis. 
 
    “Oh!” The woman’s eyes went wide. “That’s a big one.” 
 
    “The better to fuck you with, my dear.” 
 
    “All this, and you’re the big, bad wolf, too.” 
 
    “That I am!” 
 
    Sarah started jumping up and down, and I could see her big balls bouncing under the woman’s ass. Her shaft was being driven up into the woman’s pussy with breath taking force. 
 
    “Here you go, baby,” grunted Sarah. 
 
    The woman hung on, clung, and I could see her face over Sarah’s shoulder. Her eyes were closed, and I could see the shock splash across her face with each thrust of Sarah’s weenie. 
 
    “Oh…oh…oh…!” 
 
    For a long time Sarah bounced up and down, and I could imagine Asher’s dick ramming to the hilt. I remember the feeling of those big balls slapping my ass. I especially remembered the way Asher would cum. He would grunt, then…lots of cum. 
 
    Sarah grunted, sounding exactly like Asher, then the girl he was bouncing on his dick gave a wail, tightened her grip, and began to cum. 
 
    Like the first girl, the one at the dress shop, the orgasm seemed especially deep and fulfilling. The girl’s eyes rolled back, her grip slackened, but Sarah kept holding on, supporting the girl, and I saw semen begin to leak out of the girl’s pussy. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” whimpered Sarah. “I like it. I love it.” 
 
    Then the girl was done. She was dazed and dizzy, and Sarah lowered her to the ground. The girl huddled against the wall, drained of strength, and I had the feeling that, once again, Sarah had drained her of some bit of life force. 
 
    Yet the girl wasn’t damaged, just rendered unconscious for the moment. 
 
    Sarah pulled up her panties, tucked her now soft cock into her panties, let her dress down, and grinned at me. She was beautiful. Sexy, aroused, and ready to go. Then she put on her fur coat and left the bathroom. 
 
    I gave the girl leaning against the wall a glance, then ran after my daughter. 
 
    She was almost out of the store before I caught her. 
 
    I grabbed her arm, felt the band of gold under the fur coat, and spun her around. 
 
    I think, if she had not wanted to go with my pull, I wouldn’t have been able to move her in a million years. But, maybe she remembered that I was her mother, and she turned easily. 
 
    “What are you doing?” I asked intently. 
 
    “Living,” she answered. 
 
    “But…why are these women letting you…you…” 
 
    “Fuck them?” 
 
    “Make love to them!” 
 
    “Oh, mother,” she patted my cheek. “Your sensibility is showing.” 
 
    I gripped her fur coat by the lapels. Both hands, and I would have shook her, except that she was so much stronger than me. Still, I held on and said, “Why?” 
 
    She gently took my hands and removed them. 
 
    “Because I am alive, mother. I am alive and they want some of that aliveness. Now, be a good girl. You may follow along, if you wish, but I am just getting started.” 
 
    She walked out of the mall, her heels click, click, clicking on the hard floor. She didn’t look back, just strode out into the weather. 
 
    It was still misty, but there was no snow, just a layer of white blanketing everything. 
 
    She walked down the sidewalk, back into the town proper, and I followed along. Even though she wore high heels, she moved quickly. A strange lumpiness, if I can call it that, to her walk. 
 
    I followed, but couldn't quite catch up. She was about fifty yards ahead when she turned into a bar. 
 
    A bar. At eleven in the morning. It was too early to drink. 
 
    But she wasn’t there to drink. 
 
    I entered the bar and saw her at the far end of the long stretch of shiny wood. Sparkling bottles lined the wall behind the bar, and a boy was vacuuming the rug on the right. I walked along the center, between the rug and the bar, and heard a commotion behind me. 
 
    “Where you want it, Jake?” I turned and a delivery man was pushing a hand truck loaded with boxes. Peanuts, swizzle straws, napkins, all the things that keep a drinking establishment in business. 
 
    I turned back, and Sarah was leading the barman into the back. 
 
    I hurried after them, and the door to the office closed. 
 
    But it was not locked. 
 
    I turned the knob and pushed the door open. 
 
    Sarah was down on her knees, unzipping the bar man’s pants, pulling his sizable cock out. 
 
    “Say, this is pretty good sized!” 
 
    “Thanks. Don’t forget my balls.” 
 
    Sarah smiled and pulled his balls out even as she bobbed her head on his shaft. 
 
    I stared, shocked, and Sarah moved her head back and forth. The barman put his hands behind Sarah’s head and face fucked her. 
 
    Sarah didn’t mind being face fucked. That was why she was down on her knees, after all. 
 
    Back and forth, the bar man drove his hips, his dick deep into Sarah’s mouth. 
 
    Sarah deep throated his penis easily, and the man started groaning. 
 
    “Oh, baby! I’m getting close.” 
 
    Sarah redoubled her efforts. I could see her slapping his balls gently, and the man started to groan and grunt…and squirt. 
 
    “Oh, fuck! Fuck!” 
 
    He squirted, and the semen entered Sarah’s red-lipped mouth, then poured out. I understood something then. 
 
    Sarah was Sarah, but she was also a Golem. She had no internal digestive system. She had a hole for a mouth, but the hole only went back so far. And she would have a pussy, but it would only go so far, then, in place of flesh, would be mud. 
 
    And she would have an asshole, but never would shit issue from it. 
 
    But all that didn’t bother my daughter. She kept sucking, gobbling, and her mud mouth gasped and sucked and the semen went in and poured out. 
 
    “Fuck!” finished the bar man, putting his hands on the desk behind him, bracing himself up so he wouldn’t fall. 
 
    “Baby! that was world, fucking class!” 
 
    “I know,” said Sarah, standing up. She wiped the white drool off her face and grinned. “if it’s all right I’ll hang out here for a while. Maybe we can do it again.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Do you want any money?” 
 
    “No. No need.” 
 
    The bar man grinned, then walked past her, past me, and returned to his bar. 
 
    “How can you do this?” I asked, as she straightened her dress and made sure she had no more semen on her face. 
 
    “How can I not?” 
 
    “But I raised you better than this!” 
 
    “Better than this?” Sarah’s mouth twisted in a moue. “Mother, dear, if I was me and not a ball of mud you would be pleased that I fucked everybody, for that would result in a child, and you would love to have grandchildren, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    I said nothing to that. 
 
    “Answer the question, mother. If I hadn’t died, would you like my grandchildren?” 
 
    She asked me again and again, and wouldn’t let me leave the office, and finally, I had to admit. “Yes!” I shouted in frustration. 
 
    “Well, I’m sorry about that. I’m sorry I can’t give you grandchildren.” 
 
    “But you don’t have to fuck everybody and act like a slut!” 
 
    “Oh, so if I don’t fuck for children then I can’t fuck?” 
 
    “I didn’t say that.” 
 
    “You don’t know what you’re saying,” my muddy daughter answered, and she turned and left the little office.  
 
    I stood there for a time. I was broken inside, yet…something was driving me, making me want to keep up with her. Making me want to understand her, and maybe, in some way, I could leech a little of that love I had felt for her back again. From wherever it went. 
 
    The pain of her death, the joy of her rebirth, soured by her muddy soul…I hurt, and couldn’t cry, and didn’t want to. 
 
    I just wanted my daughter back. 
 
    I exited the office and re-entered the bar. 
 
    Sarah was at the front of the long bar, sitting behind a piano, and as I watched she lowered her fingers to the ivory keyboards. 
 
    But Sarah didn’t know how to play the piano! 
 
    Sarah couldn’t play any musical instrument! 
 
    Yet that sounds that issued from that piano….they were magic. 
 
    I moved forward, entranced, as if by a siren, pulled by what I was hearing. 
 
    Light, delicate, her fingers twirled a ballet on the stage of keys. 
 
    I approached, moved closer, and was almost afraid to move. I didn’t want to jinx this enchantment, this soothing lullaby on my ears. 
 
    “Come, mother. Sit by me.” 
 
    I came closer, and she, without breaking a note, slid a bit to the side and made room for me. 
 
    I sat, and the notes came out of the piano like an avalanche of beauty. Chords and runs, trills and fantasies. A world apart from the world of…mud. 
 
    “How can this be?” I said. “You can’t play the piano.” 
 
    She chuckled, a throaty sound limned by a polonaise that would have put Chopin to shame. 
 
    “I know.” And her hands run up the scales, danced merrily across the black keys, then whimsied down again. 
 
    “But I can do many things, now that I am released from the flesh.” 
 
    “Released? Are you my Sarah?” 
 
    “Sarah? Asher?” She shrugged. “I am mud, and mud is capable of anything. Most of all, I am capable of pleasing you.” 
 
    “But you fuck strange men!” 
 
    “Sarah wishes that. And Asher wishes to please you.” 
 
    I saw the bastardy of their commingling then. I felt how they were combined in this muddy creature, and the result was a child of experience that I never would have asked for. 
 
    And, as I sat and marveled at the digital dexterity and the infinite harmony of mud, the notes of the piano were a lure. Only another minute passed and a fellow walked into the bar. And I knew he had been called by the music of the Golem. He had felt the need, and surrendered to it, and he walked in and grinned at Sarah. 
 
    “Hey, missy!” 
 
    “Wanna fuck?” she answered. 
 
    I could have cried when she stood up and rounded the piano and took the man by the hand. 
 
    “Would you prefer the ass or the pussy?” 
 
    “Can’t I have both?” 
 
    “Sorry. When I get done with you there won’t be an ounce of sperm in your body. So, choose.” 
 
    “Well, if you say so,” the man doubted Sarah’s prediction. “I’ll take your pussy.” 
 
    I followed them as they walked back through the bar. 
 
    The bar man grinned. 
 
    “We’ll be using your office.” 
 
    “Knock yourself out,” he said, wiping a glass and placing it on a rack. 
 
    They entered the short hallway and went into the office. As before, I followed, and I opened the door and slipped into the room. 
 
    The man took charge, and Sarah let him. He pushed her back against the desk, ripped his zipper down, and his erect penis lurched forth. 
 
    Sarah pulled her dress up, turned around, and he pushed her over the desk. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whispered. “You are truly beautiful.” He pulled her panties down and fitted his dick to her hole. He lurched forward and plumbed her depths. 
 
    Sarah groaned loudly. She moved her high heeled feet slightly and braced, and began to shove back. 
 
    The man seemed inexhaustible as he pile drived into her. He went back and forth, and I could see his long shaft going in and out. “Hey,” he muttered at one point. “You got a dick, too!” 
 
    “I do. Want me to fuck you after this?” 
 
    “Maybe, let me think about it. But first, uh…uh…” 
 
    Sarah lay across the desk, didn’t try to straighten up. He placed his hands on her waist, held her round buns, and kept sliding in an out, in and out, and then, suddenly he came. With a grunt, with a roar, he let loose a mighty flood of semen. Again, as with her mouth, the semen had no place to go. It entered her pussy, then flowed out again. It made for a messy, wet, slapping sound. 
 
    Finally, his balls drained, the man stood back. His cock flopped out and he leaned forward and helped Sarah straighten up. She turned and smiled at him. “Pretty good, slick. Thanks.” 
 
    “You’re welcome.” Then they laughed, straightened themselves out, and left the office. 
 
    I followed them, sad, so much had happened today, and now…this…my daughter in the shape of mud fucking everything that wore pants or a dress…I truly didn’t know what to think. 
 
    When I entered the bar she was back at the piano, and the man who had just fucked her was gone. As I approached I heard a melody so beautiful it near stopped the heart. Once again I sat down and watched those slender fingers gyrate across the 88. 
 
    “You’ve got to stop this,” I begged. 
 
    “No,” she said. “Quite the opposite.” 
 
    I said nothing, her hands caressed the keyboard, and she whispered, “I must satisfy Sarah and Asher. And maybe, just maybe, I can satisfy myself.” 
 
    I sat, disconsolate, and considered her words. Asher, Sarah, herself. Would it never end? What door to hell had Asher and I opened by constructing the Golem? 
 
    Again, the music of the enchanted piano drifted out the door and caught a passerby. Actually, it caught two passersby. 
 
    A man and a woman entered the bar, took off their coats and ordered whiskeys. The barman filled their order, then stood behind them, and they all listened to the soft, sweet music that Sarah was creating. The man put his arm around the woman, and from the rings on their fingers I surmised they were man and wife. 
 
    Like Asher and I had been man and wife. 
 
    Finally, at the end of a piece that sounded like a variation on ‘Comfortably Numb’ by Pink Floyd, Sarah motioned to the man and the woman. Caught by her magnetism, they approached. Before they arrived, Sarah said to me, “I’d invite you to fuck, but…you’re still married.” 
 
    I wondered if being married would really stop her from fucking somebody. Then I was caught and drowning in the idea of my husband’s death. I gave a choked up sob. 
 
    “Oh, mother. Enjoy. It’s life.” Then, to the man and the woman, “Hey, you guys want to go in the back and fuck a little?” 
 
    So much for not fucking a married person. But, maybe fucking both man and wife at the same time alleviated some of the concern. 
 
    “Sure,” said the man. Of his wife he asked, “Is that okay with you, honey? You want to fuck a little?” 
 
    I marveled at how people who, I assumed, would never respond to such a bold and blatant request, were easily giving in to Sarah’s whims. 
 
    “Sure, but…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Two women and one dick?” She smiled a wry smile. 
 
    “Not to worry,” blurted Sarah. “I’ve got both dick and pussy!” 
 
    “Hey!” The man grinned. 
 
    “Well, if that’s so…” 
 
    Sarah got up and put an arm around each of them. They sauntered happily back to the office. 
 
    Again, unable to help myself, I followed along. 
 
    This time when I reached the door it was locked. 
 
    For a moment I stood there, then…I knocked. 
 
    The woman opened the door and stared at me. 
 
    From inside the room Sarah called, “It’s okay, it’s my mother. She just wants to watch.” 
 
    The woman blinked, but I didn’t wait. I pushed through. 
 
    The man already had his pants off, and he turned to me. “You want to watch?” 
 
    Sarah answered, “She’s getting vicarious thrills. She thinks she lost me, but I’m right here.” 
 
    I understood what Sarah was saying, but the man and the woman…I doubted if they did. 
 
    But they were already in the throes of horniness, and the man said, “Well, have a seat, mom. Let’s see if we can entertain you.” 
 
    The woman said nothing, just started taking off her dress. 
 
    Shortly the three of them were naked, and the action began. Sarah, having both penis and pussy, was the center of action. The woman lay down on the desk and Sarah climbed up on the desk and sunk her cock into the woman. 
 
    The woman groaned, and grinned, and pushed back a little. “Nice cock,” she chortled. 
 
    Then the man climbed up and took a position behind Sarah. 
 
    It took a little work, and some shifting of positions, but they managed to do a triple The man was in Sarah and Sarah was in the woman, and all three were grunting and groaning and striving to do their best. 
 
    “I love the way you do the piano,” said the man, apropos of nothing. 
 
    “Thanks, could you raise up a little?” 
 
    “Sure. How you doing under there, honey?” 
 
    “Stop talking,” the woman on the bottom grunted. 
 
    Sarah and the man laughed, and adjusted their position, and they began to work in earnest. 
 
    The man pushed, and Sarah gasped and drove down. The penis half left her pussy even as her own penis drove into the woman. 
 
    In and out they went. Or, rather, in and in and out and in. In and in and out and in. Hands groped boobs, balls slapped against fannies, and they were like an ungainly locomotive, the cars banging together only to separate slightly to bang again. On and on they went. And then I heard the woman letting loose. She was on the bottom, getting most of the drive, feeling the weight of two bodies push Sarah’s cock into her.  
 
    “Fuck!” she whimpered. She came, thrusting up hard enough to slow down the driving weight of the two bodies on to her. 
 
    Then the man, feeling the woman orgasm, started pumping juice into Sarah’s asshole. And, again, the semen filled up her orifice and began pouring out. 
 
    Then Sarah came, and she was caught in an orgasm sandwich. She moved up and the man’s cock drove her down. She moved down the woman’s pussy gripped her. 
 
    She began to groan and moan, and…I could see her semen leaking out of the woman’s snatch. It wasn’t white. It was sort of brown muddy brown. But nobody cared, nobody noticed. It is said that all cats are black in the dark, but the same is true of semen. All semen is white in the hole. 
 
    They ended, and lay there shuddering, giving little laughs of pleasure. 
 
    “Wow,” said the woman. 
 
    They untwined themselves, got off the desk and began getting dressed. I watched as they kept exchanging glances and smiling. 
 
    Then the man and the woman left. Sarah smiled at me and held her hand out. “Come on, Mom. Let’s go play the piano some more. 
 
      
 
    And so the day went. Sarah played the piano and lured them in, then fucked them to a fare thee well. Sometimes a man, sometimes a woman, every once in a while a man and a woman. 
 
    She was inexhaustible, and she came and came and came, and seemed to always have more of that muddy brown semen. 
 
    The bar man served drinks, people came and went, and I watched. 
 
    What did I think? 
 
    On one hand, I felt nothing. That wasn’t my daughter. It was some earthen monster, sating human desires that shouldn’t have existed in it. 
 
    On the other hand, it was the shape of my daughter, it was the cock of my man. 
 
    My man who was at home, dead. 
 
    About four o’clock, Sarah yawned. I blinked. She hadn’t yawned, or acted tired in any way, all day.               
 
    She smiled one more time at me and stood up. “Time to go, Mom.” 
 
    She came down from the piano and put her arm around my waist. “I’m tired. Let’s go home.” 
 
    We walked to the door, and people yelled good bye, and the barman told us we were welcome back any time. 
 
    We stepped into the twilight of a short day. It would be dark in an hour. 
 
    Sarah was now moving slowly, and with much effort. All the energy was gone from her, and I ended up supporting her. We walked out of town and up the hill. 
 
    It was only a few minutes before sunset, and total blackness, and Sarah clung to me. “Come on, Mom. Get me home.” 
 
    We entered the house and Sarah staggered across the room. 
 
    Asher lay where he had fallen that morning. Just a lump of man with no life in him. 
 
    Sarah went to the table and climbed up. She lay down, and I wondered, “Why not get in your bed, honey?” 
 
    “For chocolate and a book?” she smiled wanly. “I’m way past that.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Mom…Mommy, come here.” 
 
    I went to her, and she hooked my dress with her index finger and pulled me down to her. She whispered, “Psalms 139:16.” Then she kissed my cheek and pushed me away. 
 
    The window drapes had never been closed, and the black of night was complete. The last trace of the sun, that golden light, disappeared. And with the sunlight the essence of life whistled out of my daughter. I felt her go. I felt the spirit, that invisible aura of magic, God inspired rays, leave. 
 
    Suddenly panicked, I plugged in a lamp. The electric light illuminated the room, and I watched as the mud of my daughter lost its moisture, turned first to clay, then to dust. And the dust, as if there was an actual wind in the room, swirled and drifted into the air, but it wasn’t a wind, it was the spirit of my daughter, and the Golem, dancing as they floated into the air, looked for another home, another embrace, another place to be…to celebrate life. 
 
    The two arm bracelets that had been on Sarah’s arms settled to the table as the dust drifted, then they rolled…off the edge of the table…onto the floor. 
 
    CLUNK! CLUNK! 
 
    I would have cried then, but I heard a sound, a sound awakened by the dissipation of dust and the clunking of two metal bands on the floor. 
 
    “Uhhh!” 
 
    I ran to Asher. He was stirring. 
 
    “Asher!” I held him, and he began to move. 
 
    Only Sarah had died, and the Golem…he was just mud, anyway. He had no life to give up, to die from. 
 
    And I held Asher, and now cried.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Many years have passed since Asher constructed the Golem. 
 
    Asher and I have lived long, and he passed last year. Yet, it wasn’t a sad passing. Such a wonderful life, and all I can do is celebrate, in memory, the days of our lives. 
 
    And…Sarah. 
 
    I think about the passing of my daughter, returned to dust and accompanied by the Golem to…somewhere. 
 
    Heaven, I would presume, for since my experience with the Golem I have stopped considering hell as a viable alternative. 
 
    And over the years I have thought about what Sarah had told me. ‘Psalms 139:16.’ 
 
    She understood, but she knew she couldn’t just tell me. Some things, especially the mystical, must be experienced, not explained. 
 
    So she gave me a clue. 
 
    Psalms 139:16: 
 
    Your eyes saw my unformed body; 
 
    all the days ordained for me were written 
 
    in your book before one of them came to be. 
 
      
 
    I saw Sarah, unformed, and the union of Asher and I created the form of her. But she was slated to die, and when the Golem absorbed her, gave her but a bit more life, she knew it was for just one day. And she knew that all the days of her life would have to be lived in one day. 
 
    So she lived, and she shared her life with me, and now I will never forget her. And now she is somewhere, heaven, probably, and chuckling at me, and saying, “Don’t be so sensible, mother!” 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    END
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    The Lusty Land of Oz ~ (38,500 words) Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest sequel to the  raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever! 
 
    The Lusty Land of Oz picks up where The Horny Wizard of Oz left off, but with the introduction of Tip, a well endowed young man forced into the 'service' of Mombi, the meanest Witch in Oz. 
 
    Off Tip goes, on a mad romp through a perverted land, picking up strangers with stranger appendages, a step ahead of Mombi, and always trying to figure out why he just...can't...uh...you know?

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Aliens Feminized My Husband! 
 
    Feminization as a biological weapon! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Grace Mansfield

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Honey, I love you, but you have to knock this off.” 
 
    “Knock off what?” he asked. 
 
    “Knock off cumming,” I answered. 
 
    “What? Are you crazy? Why would I stop cumming?” 
 
    I looked up from the porcelain throne I was sitting on and sighed. “When you cum in me you make such a mess. You cum too much. It takes me forever to get all of your slime out of me.” 
 
    Ron shook his head, then turned and walked out of the bathroom. “We’re not done with this!” I shouted after him. 
 
    Ron and I had been married for several years. He’s a good guy, and I do love him, but the amount of cum he deposited in me, and very often, I was fed up. 
 
    I know I’m good looking. I know I have boobs that he salivates over, and maybe I shouldn’t dress so sexy, but, really, why can’t a man have a little self-control? 
 
    The sperm finally drained out of me, I got. up and stepped into the shower. I soaped up my boobs, shampooed my hair, and gave myself a little douche. The douche felt pretty good and I finished it off with a finger. 
 
    Finally, clean inside and out, I got dressed. Thong and a half bra. A blouse that would tickle my nipples and keep me horny all day. Garter and nylons, I love the feeling of those straps working on my skin. And a pencil skirt with a matching jacket. The jacket would rub my nips a little, too. 
 
    I looked in the mirror and…zowie! I was the real estate agent only a fool wouldn’t buy a house from. And I would have the flush of sexual excitement on my cheeks all day, and the men would get excited and whip out their pocket books faster than Wyatt Earp drew his pistol. 
 
    Now, a bit of make up, shadow those eyes so the orbs are scintillating and intoxicating and men couldn’t look away, and some bright, red whorish lipstick, and…double zowie! A face to make the wallet waggle! 
 
    I slipped on some high heels and sauntered down the hallway towards the kitchen. 
 
    Click, click, click! 
 
    Ron was at the sink and he turned his head when he heard my heels. He grinned and turned his body. He hadn’t gotten dressed yet, and I could see his apron rising up. Damn! Can’t that man think of baseball or something? 
 
    “Oh, baby. You are a turn on today.” 
 
    “Oh, knock it off, Ron. You know I have to go to work, and you already came.” 
 
    He sighed, reached under his apron and felt his now engorged cock. “I could come twice as hard now. I mean, babe, you are one sexy woman!” 
 
    “Just put the eggs on a plate and slide them over.” 
 
    He put a perfectly done egg on a plate, two strips of bacon, thick, with bubbles in them, a single piece of toast, buttered with jelly on the side, and placed it on the table. 
 
    I sat down and started eating. 
 
    “Ron,” I said, “I’m quite serious about limiting your orgasms.” 
 
    “Nah, you can’t be, honey. That’s a man’s right, to squirt his brains out. It’s how the species survives. Men provide an abundance of cum and some of that good stuff finds an egg, and…” he shrugged his shoulders. 
 
    “Be that as it may, you cum too much,” he smiled, “and we have to put a stop to it. I can’t be sitting on the toilet all day waiting for you to drip out of me. I can’t take showers and douche every time you fuck me. So you’re just going to have to get a little self-control.” 
 
    “Honey, you’re asking the impossible. A man produces semen, and he has to relieve the pressure.” 
 
    “So, in your eyes I’m nothing but a cum dump.” 
 
    “No!” And he actually got a hurt look. “Look, I love you, and the way you dress…you’re just asking for some serious love making. So, if you stop dressing sexy, then maybe I won’t be so turned on all the time. Okay?” 
 
    He grinned. He knew I couldn’t stop dressing sexy if I wanted to continue being the top sales person at my company. 
 
    Frowning, the situation still not settled, I finished my last bite of toast and headed for work. 
 
    And thought all the way. 
 
    Yes, Ron was great. But all that semen? Really. The man was out of control. 
 
    I sashayed into work, still frowning and my bestie, Shiela greeted me. “Hey, Alexis, how’s it…uh oh. What’s wrong with my little girlfriend?” 
 
    I sat down, bit a red nail, and said, “Ron cums too much.” 
 
    Shiela sat down next to me, in a chair used by customers, and chuckled. “Horndoglodocus, eh?” 
 
    I was blank on that one, and my face showed it. 
 
    “When a guy is too horny, can’t control himself. Has to squirt all the time.” 
 
    “Bingo!” I pointed a finger at her. “But he doesn’t just cum, he cums a lot!” 
 
    Shiela tilted her head. “How much does he cum?” 
 
    “Maybe a teaspoonful.” 
 
    “You know, that’s not that much.” 
 
    “It is when you have to clean it out of your pussy day after day after…” I gave a small shudder. 
 
    “Well, you could always de-sensitize his prick.” 
 
    “I could? Would that make him stop cumming?” 
 
    It would slow it down. Maybe if you did it enough it would stop it almost completely.” 
 
    Hmmm. This was food for thought.  
 
    I was tired of not being able to walk around the house without my man drooling all over the place. I mean, it was like he was a horny, little dog humping my leg and he needed to stoop. And, of course, there was the excessive cum that, once deposited, seemed to take hours to drain out. 
 
    De-sensitize. Hmmm. Yes. I would have to look into that. 
 
     
 
    I arrived home that night to a drippy, drooly sex fanatic, and that really pushed me over the edge. After dinner I locked myself in the office and started researching. 
 
    Most of the stuff I read had to do with premature ejaculation. That was okay. The things I read would work for a guy who cums too much, too. 
 
    First, Ron’s condition might have to do with the brain. I considered frontal lobotomy, but realized that I might end up with a vegetable who still had a rather persistent hard on. 
 
    Second, maybe his pecker was just too sensitive. Well, duh. 
 
    Third, he might have phimosis. His foreskin was too tight. 
 
    “Ron! Come here and drop your drawers.” 
 
    Happy hubby came to the door and undid his pants and waggled his weenie. Nope. Nothing too tight down there, foreskin was gone anyway. I handled his dick and wondered if maybe it was possible to put his foreskin back on. And maybe staple the top shut. 
 
    “Okay,” I said, and I shut the door. 
 
    “Hey!” he yelped, but it was too late. I was back on the computer and he was left with one of his typical erections. 
 
    The upshot of all this research was that I now knew he had an exact medical condition: Hyperspermia. Too much sperm. And there was a distinct program that I could have Ron follow to fix this. 
 
    “Ron!” 
 
    I swear, he must have been standing outside my door the whole time. At least, he was there that fast, and he was grinning and he was pulling down his zipper. 
 
    “Yeah, babe?” Lust, lust. 
 
    “Sit down.” 
 
    He sat, and frowned. He didn’t like my no nonsense attitude. 
 
    “Okay, hubby mine, there are several things we can do here. We can try them one at a time until you are cured. 
 
    “Cured?” 
 
    “Yes. You have hyperspermia, you cum too much, it is an actual medical condition.” 
 
    “I have a medical condition? Shouldn’t I see a doctor?” 
 
    “And pay money for that which we can do for free? Hah!” 
 
    “Oh.” he looked a little sad. But learning that cumming too much is a disease was probably hard on the poor fellow. After all, he had a lifetime of thinking that he was normal. 
 
    “Okay, first step is condoms with de-sensitizing medicine on it.. That should numb your penis enough, maybe you won’t cum.” 
 
    “But I like to cum!” he whined. 
 
    “Hyperspermia,” I responded. 
 
    “Look, it’ll be fun, and it’s better for you.” I didn’t know how much fun it would be, having your orgasms curtailed, but I was willing to find out. “And if that doesn’t work we can use a topical agent. 
 
    “Topical? Like I get to be in the top position?” he grinned. Sheesh. You can’t keep a good horn dog down. 
 
    “Topical like a cream that will help numb you.” 
 
    “I don’t like this word numb. It sounds like dumb.” 
 
    I shook my head and patted his hand. “It’s okay. We’re just trying to cure you of an unwanted condition.” 
 
    “But I want it!” 
 
    I ignored that last remark and said, “If that doesn’t work there are pills you can take.” 
 
    He looked very unhappy, so I added a couple of things. “Look, we could always get you a lobotomy, or maybe sever nerves to your penis. Would you like that?” 
 
    “Well, no!” He seemed aghast. Silly man. Didn’t he understand that I was doing this for his own good. 
 
    “Okay, first experiment. Go to the store and buy condoms. Make sure they have numbing agents on them.” 
 
    “Now?” 
 
    “You want to fuck or talk?” 
 
    That got him moving. He immediately smiled and headed for the door. Fifteen minutes later he was back. 
 
    “All right!” he exclaimed coming into the bedroom and tossing me a brown bag. 
 
    He had a half a dozen brands of condoms in the bag. None of them had de-sensitizers on them …oh, there was one. 
 
    “Okay, pants off.” 
 
    I looked up. He was already completely naked. 
 
    I grunted. Man, that was fast. “Give me your peeny.” 
 
    He walked forward, hips thrust out, his pecker waving in the air. 
 
    I took out a condom and held it to his penis. I began to push it back, to unroll it, and he let loose. 
 
    “Oh…fuck!” He groaned. Semen shot out, it bounced off the thin material of the rubber I was holding before I could even start to unroll it. It sprayed everywhere. It got over my hands, my arms. It coated my breasts. Some of it hit my face. 
 
    “Oh, my…God!” I blurted, wiping the thick, white fluid off. 
 
    He stood in front of me, gasping with the pleasure of it all. 
 
    “Can’t you control yourself?” 
 
    “Sorry, baby, you’re too sexy.” 
 
    “But I didn’t even…” I looked up at him. But you came this morning! And this time you didn’t even put it in me!” 
 
    “You just got me too excited. Maybe all this talk of me being numbed down made me horny.” 
 
    I stood up and went to the bathroom and had to take a shower. When I came out he was lying in bed, snoring peacefully. He was laying on his back and I was astounded to see that he had a big hard on! He had just cum…and he was already erect again? This was bad! 
 
    I didn’t even take the time to get dressed. I grabbed my cell phone and went out to the kitchen. Naked, my big boobs thrusting out, I stood in the kitchen and dialed Shiela’s number. 
 
    “Hello?” her voice sounded like she was just waking up. 
 
    “It didn’t work!” 
 
    “Huh? What? Alexis? What didn’t work?” 
 
    “First he was cumming too much. Now, when I tried to put a de-sensitizing rubber on him, he began squirting all over the place! And not only that, but he’s got a hard on again! Already! You have to help me!” 
 
    “Oh, my gosh. His disease has accelerated.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “His horndoglodocus has become priapism!” 
 
    “Pre-what-ism?” 
 
    “He’s hard all the time! I don’t know if just putting a rubber on him will work!” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Look, while he’s sleeping, before he wakes up and goes out of control and cums again, you need to put topical agent all over his cock. Pack it on, put the cream in a rubber and put it on him.” 
 
    “And this is medically sound?” 
 
    “We’re way beyond medicine, girlfriend. I’ve read about this stuff on the net. You need to save his life! If he has priapism too long he might…he might…DIE!” 
 
    Oh, my God! 
 
    I stood up and realized there were some kids, horny 15 year olds, peeking in the kitchen window. The way their shoulders and arms were moving it was obvious what they were doing.               Heysoos! Does every male in the world have horndoglodocus? 
 
    Well, of course they did. But I could only worry about one right at the moment. 
 
    I went to the front door, leaned out—the three teenagers froze, their hands on their stiff cocks, and stared at my lush boobs—and I turned the sprinkler system on. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Wait!” 
 
    And the three boys went tripping across the lawn, one of them slipping and falling. 
 
    I turned off the the sprinkler and went back into the house. I opened the closet door in the foyer and took out my raincoat. I didn’t want to take the time to get dressed. Ron’s life was at stake! 
 
    I grabbed my car keys, and thirty seconds later was zooming down the street. 
 
    I walked into the all night pharmacy and quickly found a cream that would help. Right next to the rubbers. They advertised things like, ‘Make your man last all night long!’ 
 
    I grabbed a couple of big tubes and paid for them. 
 
    The clerk, who had looked like he was a zombie that was asleep, suddenly perked up and stared at me. Oh, crap. The rain coat had drifted apart and he was getting a good look at my ta tas. 
 
    Damn. Another victim of horndoglodocus. 
 
    I pulled the rain coat closed, and he stared harder, and gulped, then groaned. Pulling my raincoat tight had emphasized my stick out nipples. 
 
    We both looked down at his crotch at the same time. 
 
    The front of his pants was bulging rhythmically, and little spurts of semen were coming through the material. His knees were giving way and he held on to the counter. 
 
    “Heysoos wept acid rain!” I snarled. “Does every man have horndoglodocus?” 
 
    And, the answer: yep. 
 
    I grabbed the tubes and walked away in disgust. 
 
    Behind me the clerk almost fell down. Disgusting. He needed somebody to look after him. But not me. I already had my own horndoglodocus to fix. 
 
    I returned home and found Ron still sleeping. Heck, he would probably sleep till dawn. Stupid man. He had gotten his rocks off and that was all there was. 
 
    I took out a tube and a special de-sensitizing rubber. I slathered the goop on his hard cock, I filled the reservoir of the rubber with more cream, and I unrolled the thing down his penis. 
 
    Man, I got it good. There was a ton of the de-sensitizing cream in the de-sensitizing condom. If his dick felt anything, it would only be with a hammer. 
 
    Then, happy with myself, I went to sleep. 
 
      
 
    About four in the morning I heard Ron groan. 
 
    “Shut up,” I grunted. 
 
    “My dick!” 
 
    Hunh. His dick. Now what was wrong with his penis? Leave it to a man… I rolled over and turned on the light. 
 
    Ron’s prick was swollen, like it was longer, and wider, and it looked angry. And…it was throbbing. 
 
    “What the…” 
 
    SPLAT! The sound was like a balloon popping, which was sort of what it was. He had managed to cum, and he had cum so hard and fast that he broke the condom. 
 
    Spurt! Spurt! Spurt! His white goo shot into the air. It got on the ceiling, on the walls, and…sigh…it got on me. On my boobs, in my hair, all over my face. 
 
    “Heysoos!” I snapped. 
 
    Ron moaned as the semen explosion turned into a heavy flow. 
 
    “Can’t you control yourself?” 
 
    “What is this stuff on my dick? What is this…is this a rubber?” 
 
    He held up the mangled remains of the ruptured condom. The flow of semen from his penis had dwindled to a thin bit of gruel. 
 
    “It was an attempt to cure you,” I stated. I was disgusted by the obvious failure of the de-sensitivity cream and the condom. 
 
    “Well, crap, that wasn’t pleasant.” 
 
    After a bit of talk, mostly him being disgruntled by being woken up in such crude manner, we went back to sleep. 
 
    And, damn, in the morning he rolled over and wanted to fuck! 
 
      
 
    “Shiela, this is driving me crazy!” I was at work, and I told Shiela of the night’s adventures and mishaps. 
 
    “Wow,” she finally commented. “I’ve never heard of such a severe case of horndoglodocus.” 
 
    “But what am I going to do? At first he was just cumming too much. Now he’s gone priapic, he wants to fuck everything and anytime, and he’s squirting even more of that baby batter! 
 
    “Have you ever considered renting him out?” 
 
    I blinked. “To who? For…for sex?” 
 
    “Well, there’s that, but I was actually thinking about a fertility clinic. You know, a healthy male can make up to a thousand bucks a month giving sperm at a sperm bank.” 
 
    My eyes shut and opened. A thousand dollars? Just for something that he gave away for free? 
 
    “Where do I go to find out?” 
 
    “I don’t know. The yellow pages?” 
 
    Since the yellow pages didn’t really exist anymore, I googled, ‘nearest sperm bank.’ 
 
    “Wow! There’s one just a couple of blocks over!” 
 
    “There you go. Take your horn dog over there, hook him  up, and collect cash on your way out.” 
 
     
 
    At lunch I gad a quick bite, then I took Ron over to the sperm bank. 
 
    “Do I have to do this?” 
 
    “Absolutely. Don’t you want to make a hundred bucks a month?” 
 
    Well, a girl is entitled to a little profit, right?” 
 
    I left him there and returned to work. 
 
    I made money at work that day, even though I was thinking of other things, it doesn’t matter what you think of when the customer is thinking of only one thing. I sold a house, wrapped up a few loose ends, and headed for home. 
 
    “Honey! How’d it go?” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” 
 
    “What? You’re not doing flips. Why not?” 
 
    “They said I didn’t cum enough, for starters.” 
 
    “What!” I shrieked. “You don’t cum enough? Did you jack off before you went there?” 
 
    “No. I swear. But it was hard to get excited.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Well,” he looked down a bit abashed, then he looked up. “You weren’t there. It’s you I love. It’s you I get all excited about!” 
 
    “But…oh, crap!” I sat and thought. To get hung up on such a small point. I mean, a dick is a dick, a cum is a cum, so what was this love crap? 
 
    “Okay,” I finally said. “We’re going back there tomorrow, and I’ll  be with you. We’ll show those idiots what cum is.” 
 
    Ron seemed to perk up, and he asked, “Say, do you think we could get a little practice in right now?” 
 
    “Are you kidding? Save it for tomorrow!” 
 
     
 
    The next day I took off at noon again. I picked up Ron and we headed for the sperm bank. 
 
    We walked in, me first, and I strode right up to the front desk. “You saw my husband yesterday.” 
 
    The girl behind the counter looked a bit nervous, but she recognized Ron. “Hi, Mr. Johnson.” 
 
    “We need to give you another sample.” 
 
    “We…but…we have one already.” 
 
    “Well, throw it out. He didn’t give enough sperm, so we’re going to do it again.” 
 
    “We don’t really work like—“ 
 
    “Give me a cup. Which room do you want us to do this in?” 
 
    “But we don’t judge on quantity…it’s more of—“ 
 
    I leaned over the counter and grabbed a sample cup. “Now which room do we go to…or is he going to have to do it right here?” 
 
    “Uh, honey?” 
 
    “Quiet, Ron. I’m talking business.” 
 
    “But…you…” 
 
    “Which room?” 
 
    Finally, the girl showed us to a room. “But the doctors won’t—“ 
 
    “Just close the door and get a mop, little girl.” 
 
    We entered the room and Ron looked around. There was a chair, a bench of sorts, and a table with magazines. I sniffed at the pictures of big boobed women and began taking off my clothes. 
 
    Ron gulped and grinned. 
 
    “Get your panties off, bozo!” I snapped. I was hoping to get back to work. 
 
    “But, I thought…maybe we could use the table?” he looked at me hopefully. 
 
    “You have got to be kidding. Sperm up my pussy does us no good. You’re going to have to fill this jar!” I handed him the sperm sample container. 
 
    “Oh, well, okay.” 
 
    He dropped his drawers and his pecker poked straight up at me. My, God! The thing was like a dowsing rod to pussy. 
 
    Well, my pussy especially, but…you know what I mean. 
 
    Ron started stroking himself. He was staring at me, so to help him along I put one hand on a tit and squeezed it towards him. That was all it took. 
 
    “Oh…fuck! Fuck!” He held the little bottle up quickly, but even at that he missed the first and biggest squirt, but it didn’t matter. He kept squirting and it was like his cock was a faucet that had been turned on. Big spurts of semen squirted into the container, and the level of sperm rose and rose. Inch by inch. The container was 4 ounces, and within thirty seconds sperm was slopping over the rim. It splashed down on the floor for a few seconds, then he was done. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whispered. “That was good.” 
 
    “It looks like it,” I looked down at the puddle on the floor. Crap. He had started out at a teaspoonful of cum, which is twice as much as the normal output. But then he had gone priapic, and now…damn! There must be 6 or 7 ounces inside and slopping over the four ounce container. 
 
    He handed it it to me, and I grabbed a couple of tissues to hold it, and took it out to the front desk. 
 
    The girl behind the counter gave a big blink. I guess she expected us to be in there for a while. Ron had been in just the day before, there was the normal recovery period, and maybe tomorrow he might…I say ‘might’…be ready to go again. 
 
    But we had been in the room for less than three minutes, and I placed the sloppy sample on the counter. Sperm was dripping down the sides and getting on her counter. 
 
    “Ew!” she muttered, then she pulled on a latex glove, put a top on the thing, and marched away. 
 
    Ron came out, all zipped up and looking like he wanted a cigarette. Until he saw me. Then he looked like he wanted to cum again. 
 
    “Did you give her the, uh…sample?” 
 
    “Yep. Let’s get out of here.” 
 
     
 
    That night Ron was a little depressed. We had dinner, and I was reading a book, and he came in and sat down and sighed. I looked over my reading glasses at him and said, “What?” 
 
    “I don’t know. It just seems that you’re making a big to do about all this.” 
 
    I put my book down. “I’m just looking out for your health.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…I feel fine. And so what if I cum a little extra? It’s not like it’s a toxic substance or something.” 
 
    I had to smile at that. I could just see a hazmat team rolling up because Ron had had an orgasm. Or calling 911, ‘Hello? Could you send a car out? My husband is about to cum.’ 
 
    He smiled wanly, “It’s all because I love you too much, you know. That can’t be that bad.” 
 
    “Oh, honey. It’s not that…it’s just that when a man cums as much as you do…” I patted the couch next to me and he came and sat down next to me. “When a man cums that much you have to wonder what he is depleting in his body. Are you going to be shorting your blood supply? Are your lymph nodes going to burst? There’s dangerous consequences here. Rub my feet, will you?” 
 
    He moved back a bit and I raised my legs and put my feet in his lap. 
 
    “You mean like that old rumor of a guy who’s cock is so big that when he gets a hard on so much blood rushes into his cock he suffers from blood loss to the brain and faints?” He massaged my feet gently, running his hands along the muscles and kneading my foot with his fingers. 
 
    “That’s exactly what I mean. Sperm is said to have a ton of nutrients, so if all those nutrients are going out your cock, where are they coming from? Is your liver getting shorted? Your kidney?” He was up to my ankles now, stroking my legs, and it felt so good. It was so nice to have my feet rubbed. I’m on them all day and…it felt good. 
 
    “But there’s no scientific proof of what you’re saying. And I’m healthy. I pee okay so my kidneys are functioning. I burp and fart and I suffer no loss of energy…what more do you want?” He was rubbing my thighs now, his strong hands slid up and down, and it was making me warm all over. 
 
    “You just think you’re healthy,” I pointed out. Sometimes people can feel fine and not know what’s going on inside. Why, my grandmother used to—I stopped. He had touched my pussy, and I felt an electric shock go through me. I looked at him reproachfully. “You’re trying to make me horny!” 
 
    He grinned. “Look at your face. It’s all flushed. I succeeded I made you horny. What you going to do about it?” 
 
    I went to push his hands away, but being horny makes a woman weak. He brushed my hands aside and slithered up my body. Suddenly he was holding me, massaging my breasts, kissing me. 
 
    I couldn’t help myself. I kissed him back. I reached down to grab his cock, but he stopped me. “Not until I’m in you,” he stated forcefully. 
 
    Oh, no. A gallon of sperm inside me, leaking out, dripping down my legs. I groaned, but…I was now officially horny. 
 
    “Why don’t you just tickle me off,” I suggested. 
 
    “Not on your life. I’ve been jacked and my cock has been creamed and condomed…and it’s time for you to meet your wifely obligations. 
 
    “Oh, crap!” I muttered, but he took my hand and pulled me off the couch. 
 
    I wanted to pull back, but my own body betrayed me. I had wanted to push him away, but I now wanted him. 
 
    We entered the bedroom and he began undressing me, all while his hands roamed, brushed my nipples, squeezed my buns, and he kissed me. His lips were soft and gentle but not to be denied. 
 
    I couldn’t help myself. I kissed him back voraciously. Oh, how could I have let this happen? But, men, they are so sneaky. 
 
    He removed the last of my clothes and I stood there, shivering with desire. Damn, he may cum too much, but he had such a nice cock. 
 
    He pushed me back on the bed, lifted my legs up and straightened them and spread them. 
 
    I moaned as he climbed onto the bed. He took his time, working my body over, and I really expected him to prematurely cum. But, wouldn’t you know it, when I wanted him to he didn’t. 
 
    He sucked at my pussy, making me hotter and hotter, getting me wetter and wetter. He moved up to my nipples and sucked, even as his fingers roamed around my pussy, inserted, and began finger fucking me. 
 
    I moaned and raised my breasts, then my pussy, to meet his insistent demands. 
 
    Then he was between my legs, holding his penis, touching it to my core. How had he managed not to cum yet? 
 
    Then, a swift push, and he was in. I gasped, I couldn’t breath, and then, one stroke, and…SPURT! 
 
    “OH!” he shouted. “Fucking…oh!” 
 
    I could feel his semen inside me, spurting like a garden hose. If I had thought his output at the sperm bank was much, it was nothing compared to this. And he kept squirting and squirting, and there was no room left inside my pussy, and he didn’t just drool out the sides of his shaft…he spurted out the sides of his shaft! 
 
    Big, long squirts. Squirts that shot over the length of the bed and splattered across the floor and on the mirrored closet door. White semen drizzled down the glass, and slowly, slowly, he began to ease off. His hips stopped jerking so hard, his weenie stopped shooting and just dribbled, but it was toe late. I had been slimed. 
 
    Disgusted, I got out of the bed and walked to the bathroom. Every step I took sperm dripping out of me, big gobs of sperm. I sat down on the toilet and just sat there as his baby batter ran out of me. 
 
    And there was a lot of it. 
 
    And it took a long time. 
 
    And I knew I was going to have to do something.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry, Mrs. Johnson, but your husband doesn’t meet our requirements.” 
 
    I stared at the phone with a disagreeable expression on my face. 
 
    “But why not?” 
 
    “Well, the first sperm sample you gave us, that was to our standards, it had the right amount of protein, nutrients, everything. A very healthy man, your husband.” 
 
    “So?” 
 
    “But the second sample was like the same amount of nutrients were spread out through a larger amount of sperm. This diluted the quality of his sample, so, I’m sorry.” 
 
    I hung up the phone. Crap. If I hadn’t made him give that second sample we would be in the bucks right now. 
 
    I sat there and thought. 
 
    In the background I had the TV on, and it was talking about some scandal in Washington. Something about illegal aliens having undue influence on the government. 
 
    Hunh! As if I cared. I had more important things to worry about than illegal aliens. I had a husband who came too much. 
 
    “Ron?” I finally called out. 
 
    Ron and his grin entered the room, and that meant his dick wasn’t far behind. 
 
    “It’s time to see a real doctor.” 
 
    “Oh,” his expression fell. 
 
    “Let’s get to the bottom of this.” So I called his doctor and made an appointment. 
 
      
 
    “Good afternoon, Mr. and Mrs. Johnson. How are we today?” 
 
    “Unless ‘we’ have worms, I’m fine,” I answered. 
 
    The doctor blinked. He was a staid white coat with glasses and a large bald spot. 
 
    “No,” he said. “I wasn’t being social, I mean, what is wrong that you’re here today?” 
 
    Oh.  
 
    “Ron cums too much.” 
 
    “By cums…you mean ejaculates?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “How much sperm do you produce, Mr. Johnson?” 
 
    “Yesterday he spit out probably six or seven ounces.” 
 
    The doctor blinked. “Well, that is a bit much. I’d like to get a sperm sample. I’ll send a container home with you so—“ 
 
    “Can he just cum now and get it over with?” 
 
    “Can…but I thought you said he ejaculated yesterday?” 
 
    “I told you he cums too much. He’s ready to go right now.” 
 
    The doctor looked dubious, but he handed Ron a cup and took us to an exam room. “Just come back to my office when you’re done.” 
 
    He left the room and I turned to Ron. “Let’s go.” 
 
    He sighed and took down his pants and held the cup in one hand and his cock in the other. 
 
    He began to stroke, so I turned around and lifted my dress. He took one look at my round ass, and that was all it took. 
 
    “Oh…fuck!” He was quicker today, and he started to fill the cup. Within seconds it was almost overflowing. I saw another cup on a counter and grabbed it and handed it to Ron. 
 
    “Uh…uh…yes…” 
 
    He almost filled the second cup before he was done. I saw some lids so I screwed them on. 
 
    Ron tucked himself in, grinned, and walked out the door. The doctor was at the end of the hall talking to one of his nurses. From the look on his face I figure he was thinking that Ron hadn’t been able to cum. 
 
    Ron and I walked down to his office. 
 
    A half a minute later the doc walked in, a bit of know it all satisfaction on his face. The satisfaction stopped, and his jaw dropped, when he saw the two cups on his desk. 
 
    “You…both…he…” he stuttered, then shut up. Finally, “That does seem to be a lot. Let me run it through the lab and we’ll see what we see.” 
 
    Ron and I walked out of the doctor’s office. In the waiting room several people were waiting, and watching a news channel. “The president has denied rumors of alien infestation of the White House and…” Then we were out the door. Illegal aliens in the White House. So what. 
 
    All the way home I was thinking and thinking and thinking. We walked into the house and I told Ron, “Make us some drinks. I’ll be on the patio.” 
 
    A minute later Ron brought out a couple of bourbon and Cokes. Mmmm. Talk about nectar. I sipped and motioned him to sit. 
 
    “Well, Mister, it’s time to address this problem head on.” 
 
    “You still think I have a problem.” He spoke dourly. 
 
    “I know you have a problem. The sperm bank, the doctor, it’s pretty obvious they think that your output of jizz is a bit too much.” 
 
    “So what are you planning to do?” 
 
    “Well, I think we need to stop your hard ons.” 
 
    “Stop my…I don’t think that’s a good idea. How are you planning on doing that?” 
 
    “I looked on the internet last night, and there’s a couple of ways. First, we could buy you a chastity tube.” 
 
    “A chastity who?” 
 
    “It’s a little cage that fits over your cock, restricts unwanted activity.” 
 
    “But, I tell ya, I want this activity!” 
 
    “Yes, that is the devious nature of your disease. You think you want it…and then it’s too late.” 
 
    “What’s too late?” 
 
    I ignored his question. “So, would you like me to order a chastity tube? Or maybe we could just put a leather strap around the base of your cock. It’s called a cock ring. That should stop your cock from getting hard.” 
 
    “I don’t want either of those things!” He stood up, and he was a very unhappy man. 
 
    “Well, you’re going to have one or the other. If you want to leave it up to me…” 
 
    “Yeah.  Right. You choose.” He walked out. 
 
    I frowned. I knew I was doing the right thing, and men don’t really know what is good for them, so I would have to choose. Later that night I went to a Sex Store and picked out a cock ring. A cock ring was a couple of bucks. A chastity tube could be a couple of hundred. Picking out the right sized cock ring I smiled. Not only would I be saving Ron’s life, but I would be saving money. Does he have a smart wife or what? 
 
    As I left the store somebody turned up a TV and I heard a snippet of the latest news. “…president is guilty of biological warfare. The entire epidemic was careful planned and…” the door shut behind me. 
 
    Stupid aliens. Coming across the border with all those diseases. Well, I had more important things to worry about. Like how to bell the cat. Or, in this case, cock ring the hubby. 
 
      
 
    “Honey, I’m feeling pretty good. And I am so sorry if it seems I’ve been picking on you the last couple of days.” 
 
    Ron melted easily, and I fed him a bourbon and Coke and massaged his back. 
 
    He smiled, and we sipped, and I led him deeper into my web. 
 
    “I tell ya, there’s nothing wrong with me,” he said. 
 
    “I know. And if there was, maybe another bourbon and Coke would cure you.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. I can go for that kind of cure.” 
 
    It was getting late, a little too late for drinking, but when a beautiful woman asks you to drink with her, whacha gonna do? Eh? 
 
    So we drank a couple of drinks, he got nice and lubricated, and I led him back into the bedroom. 
 
    In the bedroom I did a little strip tease, tossing my dress across his face, then my bra, and finally my panties. 
 
    Oh, baby, he was feeling good. He yelled and hoorahed and whipped that bra around his head and tossed it, and then we were on the bed. 
 
    That’s the trouble with sex. It always feels so good. We had been having a lot of sex, every day, plus his jack offs, and it still felt good. I pushed him back on the bed, sat down on him and didn’t move. 
 
    “Don’t move,” I asked him. “I know if we move you’re gonna shoot. So let’s just give me a moment of a cock, make it last, and then I’ll at least have something.” 
 
    “Gee, honey, I’m sorry that I shoot so fast. I know I haven’t been giving you your proper amount of cums.” 
 
    “That’s okay,” I said. “I know how difficult this must be for you. just hold still now.” 
 
    He was gasping for breath. The poor boy wanted to move in the worst possible way. “I’m…I’m gonna cum.” 
 
    “Okay, honey, go ahead.” 
 
    He didn’t even move. He just spurted, and it was so hard I thought he might actually lift me into the air. Big squirts, long squirts, his eyes rolled back in his head. 
 
    I held on, held him up, and, finally, my pussy an oozing mess, I let him lay back. 
 
    “Oh, man,” he mumbled. “That was…that…good.” 
 
    I got off him and he slipped into a deep slumber. 
 
    I headed for the bathroom, leaving a snail trail behind me. I sat on the toilet, I douched, I took a shower, and when I came out he was laying on the bed, face up, his big penis like a rocket ship ready to take off. 
 
    I smiled and went to my dresser and took out a cock ring. It had three settings. I put it around his cock right up against the pubic area. 
 
    I tried the first setting. Fine, but…I could feel his cock throbbing. 
 
    I tried the second setting, and his cock laid there, but…I felt the third setting, the tightest one, was the one. I snapped it closed then put the little padlock through the hasp. 
 
    His cock was rigid, but it wouldn’t get any more rigid. He was now effectively controlled, and I could relax. 
 
    I brushed my teeth, took my time and put some cream on my skin, and I laid down next to my husband. 
 
    His cock was hard, but now it was under control. No more drippy drooly mess coming from it. No more explosions of sperm. And, for that matter, no more messy jacking off, and even sweeter, I could fuck him to my heart’s content, and he wouldn’t be able to cum. I would get my cum, and I wouldn’t be cleaning squirtem off the ceiling.  
 
    Zippity do dah! 
 
    I had gone to bed later than Ron, and so I was in a deeper sleep. I didn’t hear him moving around. I didn’t hear him get out of the bed and go to the bathroom, I did feel him when he got back in bed. I felt his big cock press between my buttocks, and I heard him say, “What have you done to me?” 
 
    I smiled, half asleep, and said, “Cured you.” 
 
    “It…it’s too much. It feels like I’m going to explode!” 
 
    “Nonsense. Now hold me,” I pushed my butt back and felt his cock wedge between my cheeks. God, it felt so good. “Go to sleep. Maybe we can fuck in the morning.” 
 
     
 
    We awoke. Well, I awoke. He was already awake.  
 
    He was awake and his eyes were big and bright. 
 
    His cock…it was harder than I’d ever felt it, and it was big and poking into me. 
 
    “How’d you sleep, honey?” I rolled over and gave him a kiss. 
 
    “I didn’t,” he muttered. His voice sounded a little strangled, but, oh well, he was just getting used to his new situation. 
 
    “Can you take this off me?” 
 
    “Oh, no. Not until we know you’re not going to be making big cummies all over the place.” 
 
    “I’m not.” His voice sounded like a python was wrapped around his neck. “Believe me, I’m not.” 
 
    “Well, let me be the judge of that.” 
 
    I hopped out of bed, turned, opened my mouth to say something, then laughed. 
 
    Oh, the look of desperation on his face. It was so cute. 
 
    “Honey…” 
 
    “Lay on your back,” I suggested. 
 
    He did, and I have never seen his cock stand up so straight and tall. 
 
    I climbed onto the bed, then I climbed on him. I grinned and squatted over his tool. 
 
    “Oh, honey,” I said. “I like you like this.” 
 
    He just groaned, and I slid down his pole. 
 
    Oh, it was bigger than I remembered. One more benefit of a good cock ring. I began to go up and down. Oh, the luxury of a good fuck, and I had been denied so long. But no more of his quick and excessive cumming. Now it was my turn! 
 
    I bounced, twisted, and grabbed his nipples. 
 
    He howled, tried to get my fingers loose, but I had a grip on him. 
 
    He wiggled, tried to dislodge me, all of which caused his cock to twist and move around inside of me. 
 
    Oh, it was incredible. Best fuck of my life, and, finally, the best cum of my life. 
 
    Oh, I squirted. I orgasmed. I died the little death. 
 
    My hips kept twitching, my thighs contracted until I couldn’t hold on any longer. With a screechy sort of a sigh I fell to the side. His dick bent, which he complained hurt, but, that was okay. I had finally gotten my long desired orgasm. And in spades. 
 
    I lay next to him, on my side, cuddled up and dazed by the force and the awesomeness of it all. 
 
    Ron was crying. 
 
    I rolled back over and dried his eyes. “It’s okay, honey. It’s okay.” 
 
    He sobbed and held on to me. “It hurts!” 
 
    “You just have to go through it. It’ll get better once you have your cums under control. Believe me. You’ll feel a lot better.” 
 
    `He didn’t believe me, of course, and he kept begging me for the key, but I held firm to my ideals. I would cure my husband, no matter how much it hurt him. 
 
    I finally got up, stretched, and felt marvelous. What a way to wake up to the day, right?” 
 
    I slipped into my panties and adjusted a sexy bra. Once again my rather abundant boobies were pointing at the world. 
 
    I pulled on a garter, then unrolled some stockings. My legs were  super good looking. 
 
    Then a pencil skirt and a blouse and jacket. Once again I was in my sexy uniform, ready to go out and collect money from the world. 
 
    I headed out to the kitchen and made a quick breakfast. Ron came slouching out when I was almost done. 
 
    “I cooked you some sausages. Have some oatmeal. I have to go.” 
 
    Oh, the expression on his face. So sad. But I patted his cheek and headed out. Yes, he was hurting, but…he would get through it, and he would come out better in the end. A man in control of himself, of his cock, and therefore a blessing to womankind. 
 
      
 
    Shiela knew things had taken a turn for the better with just one glance at me. The swing in my step, the flush in my cheeks, the gleam in my eyes: I was the ruler of the world! 
 
    “What happened, girlfriend! Tell me!” 
 
    “Well, I figured out how to cure Ron.” 
 
    “Oh, my gosh! He’s not going to be squirting his seed all over the place? Tell me! How did you do it?” 
 
    “It was actually pretty easy,” I said. “I merely had to choose between a chastity tube and a cock ring.” 
 
    “A who and a what?” 
 
    So I explained the differences, what I had learned on the net, and how I had already experienced some of the benefits. 
 
    “I tell ya,” I whispered happily. “Once your man is done cumming it is a real load off. No more cleaning the drapes. No more blotting up cum splatters on the floor. You just lay back, get your cum, and…zippity do dah!” 
 
    I laughed, but Shiela had a frown. 
 
    “What? What’s the matter?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t want to rain on your parade.” 
 
    “Oh, hell. Every party loves a pooper. Go ahead.” I didn’t think there was anything she could tell me that might worry me. 
 
    “Well, it seems like that might be a little harsh. I mean, I thought you meant to discourage him, maybe get him to cum less, put a little discipline in on the lad. But…to stop him up. I think that…well, his body has to, uh, cycle through. He eats food he’s got to crap. He builds sperm, he’s got to get rid of it. Even if he is delayed, at least he finally gets rid of it. But to have all that sperm stored up inside him, and to not be able to get rid of it at all. Don’t you think he might be in danger of, well, being stopped up? Like a drain?” 
 
    “Hunh!” I grunted. Heck, she helped me get started on this, and now she really was raining on my parade. “He’s cum so much before this that he’s probably severely depleted.” 
 
    Shiela frowned, but she said, “Well, maybe. I mean, he’s your man, so you probably know best.” 
 
    “I do,” I announced. “Now, let’s get to work. Have you called Mr. Hanley back?” 
 
    So we bent to our work, and, like magic, the money came in. 
 
    I showed houses. I called clients. I closed a couple of deals on downtown condominiums. it was a wonderful day, and I never felt so sexy.  
 
    The idea that Ron might be backed up was silly, and I felt so empowered by taking control of the situation. And I felt sexy, and powerful, and as I met with people and talked and finagled and arranged deals I was aware of how my sex was driving me. I walked into a room and everybody paid attention. I walked down the halls and my click, click, click garnered immediate attention. 
 
    It was truly wonderful. 
 
    I worked late, past dinner, into the night. Money, money, money. And, finally, about nine o’clock, I was done. 
 
    Sighing, I grabbed my purse and headed for the door. I was almost out when my cell rang. Thinking it might be one last deal to be closed, I answered. 
 
    “Alexis Johnson.” 
 
    “Alexis, the news, quick.” It was Shiela. 
 
    “I’m almost out the door.” 
 
    “Go back to the lunchroom. Turn on the TV, channel seven.” 
 
    A furrow between my brows, I made a u turn and headed for the lunch room. 
 
    “What is going on that I need to go watch TV? I need to get home. I’d like to check on Ron and—“ 
 
    “That’s it! It’s Ron.” 
 
    “Huh? What about Ron?” 
 
    “Are you there, yet?” 
 
    “Yep,” I stepped into the lunchroom. It was quiet, everybody gone home, and I turned on the light switch and picked up the TV remote. 
 
    “Turn on the TV.” 
 
    “It’s on. It’s warming up. What is happening?” 
 
    The TV came to life and I moved a chair with one foot and plopped down in it. 
 
    On the TV was a picture of a pair of hairheads, a man and a woman. Behind them was a picture of the White House. Looming over the White house was a flying saucer and a drawing of one of those green alien guys with the big eyes. 
 
    “What the…” I started to say, then I focused on what the hairheads were saying. 
 
    “So there is definite proof that the president is a puppet, and that aliens have been pulling the strings.” 
 
    Aliens? And my mind flipped over the last couple of days, seeing the TV at odd times and hearing incomplete snippets. Aliens? I thought they had been talking about illegal aliens…from across the border, trying to get past the Trump wall. 
 
    They had been talking about real aliens? Aliens from space? Like in Orson Welles radio broadcast decades ago? 
 
    But…but…aliens? 
 
    “Yes, Marsha. Definite proof. There is even video footage of the behind the scenes deals the president has been making with the aliens.” 
 
    “The president has claimed everything he was doing was to protect the American people.” 
 
    “Doesn’t quite jive with the transcripts we’ve read, does it?” 
 
    Aliens? 
 
    “And what about this biological warfare? Do you think it is as serious as scientists say?” 
 
    “Well, Marsha, as a man I am a little concerned.” He looked at the camera, “For our viewing audience, let’s go over the manifestations of this new biological weapon that has been unloosed upon the world.” 
 
    “Good idea, Tom. The effects of this new weapon come in several stages. First is the increased semen output.” 
 
    “Exactly, and if any of our audience has increased semen output you are cautioned to not panic.” 
 
    “That’s right. Don’t panic, if you don’t do anything the effects will peak, then lessen, and you will actually be free from the effects. The excessive semen will stop and you will be back to normal.” 
 
    Tom took over again, “If you are unduly infected, or if you try to somehow affect the production of excess semen, the second stage will occur. This is the priapic stage.” 
 
    Marsha: “This may be terribly embarrassing, but if you are experiencing the priapic stage, which means you are abnormally suffering erections, then the cure, again, is to do nothing. Don’t panic. Don’t take medicine or do anything to interfere with this stage of the sickness. It will pass.” 
 
    “And if you have done something, you must…MUST…see a doctor as soon as possible. Only quick medical intervention will stop the eventual final stage of this terrible biological weapon.” 
 
    “Viewers are warned that these next images are pretty graphic. Please have children leave the room.” 
 
    A moment, then a series of images flashed across the screen. I took a step back, as if I had been walloped in the face. And, in truth, I had been. 
 
    I dropped the remote and I turned and ran.  
 
    I ran through the building, kicking off my high heels so I could run faster. 
 
    I pushed on the front door and ran, and didn’t even stop to lock it. 
 
    Ron! Ron might be…Oh, no! 
 
    I got into the car and headed out of the parking lot. 
 
    I have never driven so fast in my life. For a miracle, no cop stopped me, and I didn’t hit anybody, and shortly I was home. I skidded into the driveway. I pulled the emergency brake and put it in park before the car was completely stopped. I opened the car door and ran for the house. 
 
    “Ron! Ron!” 
 
    I burst through the front door. 
 
    It was quiet, except for a moaning sound coming from the bedroom. 
 
    “Ron?” I dropped my purse and hurried down the hallway. 
 
    I entered the bedroom. 
 
    Ron was on the bed, his cock swollen to twice its size. I could hardly see the cock ring for the bulging flesh. 
 
    “My penis hurts!” he managed. 
 
    I rushed to him, and realized the key was still in my purse. And I had left my purse in the front room! 
 
    “Oh, my God!” I ran down the hallway, grabbed my purse and began digging through it as I hurried back. 
 
    Ron was trying to stand up when I re-entered the bedroom. 
 
    “Ron, don’t stand…just wait!” 
 
    “It hurts!” He sobbed. The look in his eyes was desperate. His hair was a mess, but it was that gigantic penis that worried me the most. I had to get him out of the cock ring. I had to get him to a hospital. 
 
    I dug through my purse, searching. I had thought the key was cute, being so small, but now I was unable to find it. 
 
    Finally, I pulled out the key. “Aha!” 
 
    Ron was bent over, looking up at me. 
 
    “Lean back, honey. I’ll help you.” 
 
    He leaned back, and I knelt and raised the key. 
 
    But the cock ring was nearly obscured by rolls of swollen cock flesh. 
 
    I reached under a roll and fumbled for the lock. I got it. I moved the key and… 
 
    SPLAT! 
 
    His cock burst! It was like a hot dog left in a microwave too long! It just split open, exploded, and meat and blood filled the air. 
 
    Blood splattered my face and I fell back, stunned and shocked. 
 
    “Ahhh”! groaned Ron. He slid off the edge of the bed and slumped on the floor. 
 
    I stared down at the ruin of my man, and knew despair. 
 
    I had done this. 
 
    I had thought he was cumming too much. 
 
    I had tried to stop it.  
 
    I had, finally, blocked his cock with the ring, and…and it had exploded. 
 
    I had done this. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Months have passed since the world became aware of the alien attack. Months of therapy and counseling, and reconstructive surgery. 
 
    Ron had nothing left, and decided to become a woman. It was that or become a eunuch. As a trans woman he would at least be able to have sex. He’s already bought a dildo. 
 
    The aliens are encountering much resistance from the citizens of planet earth. 
 
    Whether a person becomes a woman, indeed, loses his manhood, is a personal choice. It is not something that an alien should do to a citizen of another planet. 
 
    Their plan was to decimate the male population, turn them into women, because they thought women would be easier to control. 
 
    Stupid aliens. What they didn’t figure on was how outraged women would become when deprived of sex. 
 
    Men need sex, and women need sex, and no stinking, little, green aliens, with their stinky, little, green weenies, will ever replace a manly hunk of earth meat. 
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    and a woman becomes a man! 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Hey, honey, look at all this good stuff!” 
 
    My gorgeous wife, Janey, looked up from the box she was digging through. “This is amazing!” 
 
    “And you never really met her?” 
 
    “Mom used to say she doted on me, but I was too young to remember that. Then we moved away. But she always sent me letters and things. I’d answer her when I got older, but…I don’t remember her that well.” 
 
    “Well, she sure remembered you.” 
 
    “Funny. You wouldn’t think a woman so brainy would be all emotional over a baby,” she shrugged. 
 
    The attic was jammed and crammed with boxes and furniture and old clothes. It was all old stuff, too. Her grandmother, ‘Grandma Nancy,’ apparently never threw anything away. 
 
    A brainiac, in charge of the research and development department of the US Army, she was also a hoarder. 
 
    I picked up a photo album and started leafing through it. 
 
    “Hey, look at this!” 
 
    Janey put down a vinyl recording of Caruso, scratchless and probably worth a mint, and sauntered over to me. 
 
    The attic was tall, and it had thick plywood over the floor. It could have been used as a regular room, if we wanted. 
 
    “What you got?” 
 
    “Your granny’s history.” 
 
    There was a big couch at the far wall, right under one of the dozen lightbulbs that lit up the big space. We sat on it, and laughed when dust engulfed us, and I opened the book. 
 
    Man, people’s lives are interesting. The very first page showed a little girl in a a shift standing on the prairie. She was sucking her thumb and holding a rag doll. Her eyes were very knowing. 
 
    “That’s Gram. She grew up in Nebraska. Said she left it as soon as she could drive. And I think she lied about her age so she could drive early. 
 
    “Wow. There’s nothing there but…waving wheat.” 
 
    “Mom said she hated the wind. Growing up with those big winds sweeping across the plains, she would walk into a building if it started to blow.” 
 
    I flipped the pages, saw her sitting on a branch on the only tree on a vast plain. We chuckled. She looked proud to be up on that limb. 
 
    More pages. Sitting at a table, studying a book. She looked very intense. 
 
    “Homeschooled.” 
 
    “Homeschooled, and she ends up the biggest brain in the world.” 
 
    Janey grinned. “Maybe not the whole world.” 
 
    “Ah, the whole world,” and we laughed. 
 
    More pages in the album. Her a teenager, that same intense look in her eyes. Books under her arms. 
 
    “She didn’t go to an official school until she was 20, then she got her doctorate in two years.” 
 
    “Two years? That’s impossible!” 
 
    Janey shrugged. “Times were different back then. You were measured by your accomplishments. She wrote a thesis that apparently changed a lot of people’s minds. Something to do with spacial relationships in a vacuum versus electromagnetic anomalies in the human brain.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I know. That’s a mouthful.”  
 
    We flipped more pages, and there was her granny, cap and gown, same piercing looked. More pages, and we started seeing a fellow. 
 
    “Who’s that?” 
 
    “Beats me. Some classmate?” 
 
    “Could be a boyfriend.” 
 
    “Grandma never married. Never spoke of a boyfriend.” 
 
    “Hunh.” Janey flipped some some more pages, and I noticed she had placed a hand on my thigh. I smiled inside. 
 
    Pictures of her at various institutes. NASA, of course, an Oceanography school. There was even a picture of her next to Brainiac. A braniac standing next to brainiac, the world’s first super computer. How appropriate. 
 
    And there were programs. Usually lectures on science concepts or programs. Lot of those. 
 
    And that guy showed up a lot, too. 
 
    One picture, at the Smithsonian, she had somebody take a picture of her standing under the skeleton of a dinosaur, holding her hands up as if scared the dino would eat her. On the very next page was that guy, same pose. 
 
    I flipped back and forth between the two photos. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Same pose, exactly alike. And, look, it’s almost like they had the same clothes on. 
 
    “The same…you’re right!” 
 
    Grandma wore slacks and a jacket, very professional, though a little unorthodox for the day. On the next picture it looked the guy had the same slacks and jacket. 
 
    “They’re about the same height. I wonder who he was?” 
 
    “The mystery boyfriend.” 
 
    They probably went home and changed clothes for sex. Granny was a crossdresser.” 
 
    Janey pushed me with one arm. Then placed her hand back on my leg. A little higher. 
 
    Shortly we were done with the book. She had other books, but this seemed to be the main one, and I put it aside and thought about it. “What a life.” 
 
    “Yes,” and Janey launched herself at me. 
 
    “Argh!” I yelped as she sat on me. Then we both started coughing for the dust, and then laughing. 
 
    “Let’s go downstairs,” she said. 
 
    I grabbed her hand and led her to a corner of the attic. There was a folding bed there. 
 
    “Not going to be much dust here,” I said, and I unfolded the thing. 
 
    It was narrow, but that was okay. I wiggled out of my clothes, and she stripped hers off, and she pushed me back on the bed. 
 
    “Hey! No shoving! Ya big bully!” 
 
    “I like to shove!” She growled playfully. 
 
    “You should have been born the boy.” 
 
    “And you the girl? I can really see that.” 
 
    I laughed. She was sitting on me again, her hands holding my arms down. Her breasts hanging down and brushing my chest. 
 
    “If I had a big pair of boobs like you it probably wouldn’t be too bad.” 
 
    “Oh, ho! His true colors come out!” 
 
    “Here’s my true colors,” I said, and I tried to rise up, to get my dick into here. 
 
    “What, no foreplay?” 
 
    “Just looking at you is foreplay enough for me.” 
 
    “Yeah, but you get to look at something beautiful. What am I looking at?” She was holding herself over me, brushing the head of my cock with her pussy. 
 
    “You get a stud.” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Fuckin’ yes!” 
 
    She sank down on me. It was a quick motion and thank God she didn’t miss. Would have bent my dick in half. As it was I plunged into her and gasped. 
 
    We froze, she held my wrists tight and she said, “A motionless fuck.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Yes. Or I’ll get up and leave you high and dry.” 
 
    “You wouldn’t.” 
 
    “You know I would.” 
 
    And I did know. Janey was not only gorgeous, she was mischievous. It wouldn’t be the first time she left off in the middle of a fuck just to laugh at me all night long. 
 
    “Okay,” I gave in. 
 
    “Until I say.” 
 
    We lay there, her in the superior position, and the minutes passed. We kept strict eye contact, the first one to look away lost in these nefarious games of hers. 
 
    “Your cock feels pretty good,” she whispered. 
 
    “You talked!” 
 
    “I can, you can’t. I feel your penis, it feels like it’s poking my insides. It’s making my hole hot. Can you feel my juices?” 
 
    “All I feel is your warmth. Let me move.” 
 
    “Nah. If you move you might cum, and I want this to last.” 
 
    I gulped. This was such sweet torture. 
 
    She leaned down slowly, “Don’t move,” and she kissed me. 
 
    I have never wanted to move so much in my life. The soft press of her lips on mine, her warm breath entering me. Connected by sex organ. 
 
    “Don’t cum,” she warned. 
 
    “Then fuck me.” 
 
    She got a truly evil look on her face. 
 
    “Only I can move, and you’d better not cum.” 
 
    “Oh, you bitch!” 
 
    She giggled, and rolled her hips in a circle, once. 
 
    “Fuck!” I gasped. 
 
    “Don’t cum!” 
 
    She went up and down. Once. 
 
    “Please!” I begged. 
 
    Then, her eyeballs rolled and she pushed off me and put her hands to her pussy. She brought her knees up and her thighs were quivering. “Oh…god! Yes! 
 
    I stared, my mouth open. “You came without me!” 
 
    She lay next to me, a big shit eating grin on her face. “I did, didn’t I.” 
 
    “Let me in! I need to get off!” 
 
    “Nah. I like you like this.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    She rolled off the bed and stood up. Her form was statuesque. Big boobs, round hips, thin waist. She had shades of the same piercing look that her grandmother had. 
 
    “Oh, you bitch!” 
 
    “I is, ain’t I?” 
 
    I sat up, my cock quivering. I grabbed it and started stroking. 
 
    She leaned down real quick and grabbed my wrist. “No, no.” Those beautiful, blue eyes driving into me like spears. 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “I want you horny for a while.” 
 
    “Well…when?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Maybe a month or two.” 
 
    “I can’t last that long!” 
 
    “I know,” and she giggled. “Now go fix me dinner. You’re the bitch in this relationship, and now I’m the man!” 
 
    “You wouldn’t be saying that if I had the pussy and you were cock hungry!” 
 
    “Shut up, bitch!” She grabbed my cheek with one hand and brought my lips to hers. She devoured me for a while, then backed away and laughed. “Besides, you know you enjoy being horny.” 
 
    “Not that much!” 
 
    “Yeah. That much.” 
 
     
 
    We had dinner on the porch. The house was big, two story turn of the last century, and it had one of those wonderful porches that wrapped around the whole front of the house. And, it was screened. No bugs to bug us.  
 
    “I can’t believe you fixed us TV dinners,” groused Janey. 
 
    “I was too horny to figure anything else out.” 
 
    She laughed. “If you’re going to play that game I will play too. this time next week you’ll be a blithering idiot.” 
 
    “Aw, honey. One look at you and I’m already a blithering idiot.” 
 
    We ate our dinners and watched the sunset. It was a glorious red with sheens of purple lacing through it.  
 
    “Gonna be a moon tonight,” I observed. 
 
    “Tom?” 
 
    I looked at her. She was suddenly serious.  
 
    “Who do you think that man was? The one in her clothes?” 
 
    “Some crossdresser.”  
 
    “I wish we had a better picture. I’d like to see how deep the similarities went.” 
 
    “Visitor,” I said. 
 
    At the far end of the long drive a car had just come into view. It barreled down the road raising a rooster tail of dust. 
 
    “Seems to be in a hurry,” she observed. 
 
    “Hunh!” I grunted. 
 
    We were done with our dinners, so I took them into the kitchen and popped them into the garbage. I was washing our silverware when I heard the clomp of feet on the porch. The window was open so I listened to a faceless man. 
 
    “Hello.” 
 
    “Hi, you are?” 
 
    “Morgan Slye. And you must be Jane Haswell.” 
 
    “I must be.” 
 
    I could feel a distinct coldness in Jane’s voice. She was the kind of girl who liked everybody, but if she didn’t she made up her mind pretty fast. She didn’t like this guy. 
 
    “I’m sorry about your grandmother’s passing.” 
 
    “Noted.” 
 
    Holy fuck, her voice was a hundred degrees below freezing. 
 
    “Here’s my card, I specialize in estates. I’d like to make you an offer for this house, everything in it.” 
 
    “Thanks.” Nothing. I could almost feel Janey’s eyes piercing into this guy’s.” I turned off the water and moved closer to the window. 
 
    “Have I done something to offend you?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “Would you consider my offer?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “Would you tell me why?” 
 
    “It’s mine.” 
 
    “Well, could you at least let me inspect some items? I’m pretty particular, I’ve got an idea of what I want.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    The fellow was getting pretty antsy. 
 
    “Could you put your dog back in your car?” 
 
    “Butch here?” A pause. “I think you’d better consider my offer. Right, Butch?” 
 
    I heard a growl. It was deep and throaty and threatening. 
 
    I picked up a big carving knife and headed for the door. 
 
    “Mister. You get that dog off this porch right now. You get in your car and you stay gone.” 
 
    “Butch.” 
 
    Butch growled louder. 
 
    I opened the front door and stepped out. “Hey, Janey.” 
 
    The man spun about and stared at me. The dog at his feet spun, too, and he growled. 
 
    The man was taller than me, and he had muscles. I didn’t know why he felt he needed a dog. His face was rugged looking, but he seemed…slick. that’s the only word for it. Dark hair greased back, dark eyes that looked a little mean. 
 
    The dog was a pit bull. It had a big scar on its face and it was definitely unfriendly. It growled at me. 
 
    Janey: “This is Mr. Slye. He was just leaving. 
 
    Slye was caught, but he still had the dog. His lip curled back. 
 
    I stepped all the way out and he could see the big knife in my hand. 
 
    “Mister,” I said. “I love dogs, but I’m not scared of them.” 
 
    Slye’s lip slowly uncurled. He was one of these cowardly bullies. As long as he had the upper hand he let you know it. But if you looked willing to fight back he’d back off. 
 
    He turned back to Janey. “You should consider my offer. I don’t think I want things to get unpleasant.” 
 
    “You’re already unpleasant.”  She picked her cell phone. “Do you know the number for 911?” 
 
    Slue glanced back at me, at Janey, with her finger hovering over the face of the phone, at me. 
 
    Butch growled, and I tightened my grip on the knife. 
 
    Slye gave up. “I warned you,” he blurted, then he was out the screen door, down the steps, his pit bull waddling beside him. 
 
    We watched Morgan Slye get into his rented car, glare at us, and drive away. 
 
    For a second neither of us said anything. Then: “Who the fuck was that?” 
 
    “That was my friend, Morgan,” Janey spoke wryly, and I chuckled. 
 
    “Weird friends.” 
 
    “He sure wanted something.” 
 
    “He said he was particular, knew what he wanted.” 
 
    “Well, are you ready to pull an all nighter?” 
 
    I looked at her. 
 
    “Whatever that asshole wanted I want first.” 
 
    “Okay.” I nodded. Mr. Morgan Slye had made me curious, too. 
 
    “First, however, let’s go to bed.” 
 
    I grinned. “Bed?” 
 
    “You know how fierce you looked standing up to that man and that dog with just a knife in your hand?” 
 
    “I didn’t feel fierce.” 
 
    “Well, you were. So you earned your reward.” 
 
    “You mean I’m not going to have to wait a month?” 
 
    “Not unless you want to.” 
 
    “I don’t.” 
 
    “Come on, then.” She stood up and walked past me, tugged my hand, and I followed her to paradise. 
 
      
 
    We started at about eight in the evening. There was plenty of room in the attic and we simply pushed everything over to one side, then started pushing things back, one at a time, and making a big list, complete with descriptions, of everything in the attic. 
 
    “Couch. Green, three cushion. Claw feet. Stain on the left arm.” 
 
    “Got it.” I scribbled her description down on a clipboard. 
 
    “Box of clothes. Let’s see, four dresses. Old. Looks hand sewn. One is faded pink with pattern of tiny, white fleur de lis’s.” 
 
    “How do you spell Fleur?” 
 
    She told me and I finished scribbling. 
 
    “The next dress is…” 
 
    I scribbled through the dresses. 
 
    “Phonograph. Got a horn on top. Wood is scratched. Wind up.” 
 
    “Got it.” 
 
    “Bookshelf. You ready for the titles?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    She described each title and the physical book itself. 
 
    We worked for hours, and took a break every once in a while. At midnight we scored a bourbon and Coke each, reward for our dusty endeavors. Then we kept working. 
 
    Finally, we were down to the last wall of items. Lots of boxes, a writing desk, a few odds and ends, including a wooden leg, and…that was it. 
 
    We took another break, sitting in matching rocking chairs, and I said, “Who walked off without their wooden leg?” 
 
    “Hah,” Janey grunted. We were tired. 
 
    “Well, you ready for the grand finale.” 
 
    She turned to me. “You realize we have to do the rest of the house?This was just the start.” 
 
    “I was hoping we could take a break. Maybe head for town. Have breakfast.” 
 
    She looked out the window. She smiled at the pitch dark. She turned back to me. “But it’s sort of fun, in a way.” 
 
    “In a way,” I agreed. “But we haven’t found anything this Morgan jerk might want.” 
 
    “It’s funny,” mused Janey. “He shows up out of the blue, says he wants something specific, but…” she shrugged. 
 
    We began working on the last bit of junk—I was tired and thinking junk, not antiques, by now—and when I pulled a rack of clothes away from a wall we both stopped. 
 
    And stared. 
 
    “What the fuck?” Janey whispered. 
 
    The wall was not a wall. It was ajar. If it hadn’t been ajar we never would have seen it. It was crafted to look like a wall. 
 
    “You never saw that before?” 
 
    “I’ve never been here past when I was two years old.” 
 
    “It’s hidden.” 
 
    “It must be important.” 
 
    I stepped to the wall and pushed gently. The wall moved back. It didn’t make a sound, which indicated that it was kept greased. And we stepped into a whole, new world. 
 
    Whereas the attic was rough, plain, unfinished plywood floors, two by fours with no paneling or anything, this room was finished. 
 
    It had a hardwood floor. The walls were covered with some kind of exotic wood. There was a little space heater and a writing desk. The space heater looked efficient, and the writing desk looked used. 
 
    There was a big bookshelf against one wall, and a machine against the other. 
 
    “Whoa,” I muttered. 
 
    “Looks like we found her workspace,” Janey said. In one corner was a box full of tools. Soldering iron, wrench, pliers, power drill, etc. 
 
    “I think we found out what Mr. Slye wanted.” 
 
    “I think you’re right.” 
 
    For a long second we just stood there, gazing at the workshop. 
 
    The books on the shelves had to do with everything from molecular transfer to nuclear fission. Big, thick, weighty tomes with big, thick, weighty names. 
 
    I inspected them, and had no idea what “Interstitial Transfer of Micro-Energy on the Cellular Level’ meant. That one was written by her grandmother. 
 
    Janey walked over to the machine. It actually looked like a couple of machines hooked together. There were bars and struts, coils and motherboards. There was a seat in each machine, and the seats faced each other. 
 
    I was at the desk now, and there was a small box, about the size of one of those old satellite phones. It had a large, raised, red button on it. 
 
    “What does this do?” I pressed the button. 
 
    I felt the shock start in my finger and shimmy upwards. It felt like somebody was shaking my finger, knuckle by knuckle into my hands. 
 
    “Tom!” yelled Janey. 
 
    The shaking went up into my wrist, it felt like my bones were literally being shaken apart, but, the odd thing, it felt good. I didn’t feel pain. 
 
    The shaking was going up my arms now, and thought it was suddenly hard to concentrate, it felt like my brain was being shaken, I could tell that my arm was becoming…different. It felt smaller under my shirt. It felt…delicate. 
 
    The weird, shivering sensation went into one shoulder. It began traveling across my shoulder and down my back simultaneously. 
 
    I knew my mouth was open, it felt like my teeth were being shaken. The sensation went down my other arm. 
 
    On my body it felt like my spine was being vibrated, then the vibrations split in two and continued down my legs. I was trying to breath, my eyeballs felt like they were juddering int the sockets, and I sat down. 
 
    Technically, I collapsed, but I had just enough control over my body to collapse in a sitting position. I sat there and shivered, and was aware that Janey was brushing my hair out of my eyes. 
 
    My hair out of my eyes? But I had a short hair cut! 
 
    “Tom…Tom…are you…where’s Tom?” 
 
    Panic was in her voice. She was touching me, but it was like she was afraid of me. 
 
    “Janey?” I blinked. My voice sounded high pitched, girly. 
 
    “Tom?” 
 
    “Janey?” I looked at my hands. They were now slender, and my arms were thinner. More…more girl like. 
 
    “Tom? Are you Tom?” 
 
    I looked at her and the world was different. I saw colors brighter, and I could detect all sorts of shades that I had never seen before. And I could smell things. I could smell odors that were part of the attic, a hundred years of odors. 
 
    “Are you Tom?” 
 
    I looked at Janey. “Of course.” but my voice was so…different. “What happened.” 
 
    She was shaking, afraid, but she managed to blurt, “You…changed into…a girl!” 
 
    Her words made no sense, and it wasn’t that I didn’t understand them. It was that what she said was so…crazy! 
 
    “But…but…I’m…” 
 
    “Can you stand up?” 
 
    “I think so.” 
 
    I stood, but it was weird. I weaker, but it wasn’t that, it was that I was out of balance. It was like all my muscles were…changed. 
 
    “Are you all right?” 
 
    “What’s wrong with me?” I kept looking at my new, slender arms, my long fingers. 
 
    “You’re a girl!” 
 
    “I’m…not. No.” 
 
    It felt like some part of my mind was breaking down. 
 
    “Look!” She tugged  on my hand and led me out to the big room of the attic. Against one wall was a large mirror. It leaned slightly, but I could see myself perfectly. 
 
    I was the same height, maybe an inch taller than Janey. My hair was in disarray, but it was long. And my face was rounder, had more fat on it. My lips were full and plump. 
 
    “Oh,” one word, a guttural utterance. I felt like I had been punched in the stomach. 
 
    Slowly, watching myself in the mirror as if me in the mirror were the real one, and I was the fake one, I lifted my hands to my chest. 
 
    I was wearing my male clothes, but I could see that I had large breasts. I touched them, felt them, lifted them. 
 
    Meanwhile, Janey was walking around me. She touched my skin, she touched my hair, my face. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    I looked at her. “What happened?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I heard a clunk and turned around. You had apparently been holding a little box thing with a red button on it. Your hand started…vibrating, I guess you’d say. The vibration made it seem like you were out of focus, and the…the ‘out of focusedness’ went up your arm and through your body. When you became…not a blur…you were female.” 
 
    “I’m a girl? A…a woman?” 
 
    “Yes. Do you have a cock?” 
 
    I felt faint as I reached into my pants. My pants were a little looser and I felt my groin. My package was gone. I felt faint and I said, “I have a…a pussy!” 
 
    We were in shock for a while, and we just kept feeling my body. Everything worked. Worked better, actually, I seemed to have more acute senses. I did have less muscle, however. 
 
    “I’m the same height, I think.” 
 
    “Looks like. But you’ve lost weight.” 
 
    “What am I going to do?”  
 
    My eyes must have revealed how shaken I was. Janey hugged me then. “It’s okay. It’s okay.” 
 
    I felt tears in my eyes, and I tried to blink them away. 
 
    “But what happened?” 
 
    “We’ll find out.” 
 
    “Should I touch that thing again?” 
 
    “Not yet. We don’t know what it’s doing. Better not.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Tom. I need you to relax. I know it’s a shock, but you just have to breath and take it easy. We’ll figure it all out. Now, come on. Let’s go downstairs.” 
 
    I stood there and Janey closed the door and pushed the rack back in front of it, then she took me downstairs. 
 
    We went into the kitchen and she fixed me a drink. A big one. I needed a big one. 
 
    We sat at the table and stared at each other. 
 
    “You’re actually pretty good looking.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…I’m a girl!” 
 
    Janey grinned. She was pretty complacent about everything. But then she hadn’t had her sex changed. 
 
    “Is being a girl bad? I haven’t found it to be a terrible experience.” 
 
    “That’s because you’ve always been one.” 
 
    “And now you’re one. How does it feel?” 
 
    “Weird.” I took a big glug of my drink.” 
 
    “Wait right here.” 
 
    I waited, sucking my booze, and she ran out of the room. A minute later she was back with her purse. she opened her purse and took out a hair brush. She moved behind me and began stroking my hair. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Sometimes just relaxing and looking after yourself is very calming.” 
 
    I started to say something, but didn’t. She was right. It did feel good. And the longer she brushed my hair the better it felt. 
 
    Long strokes, wiggling through the tangles and straightening them out. Little twists of the brush to give a wave here, a shape there. I began to breath easier. 
 
    “How are you doing?” she finally asked. She stepped back and picked a few strands out of her brush. 
 
    “Pretty good,” I admitted. 
 
    She sat down in front of me and reached into her purse again. She took out a golden tube and grabbed my cheeks, made me pucker. 
 
    “Wait…what?” 
 
    “I just want to see what you look like.” 
 
    “Aren’t we su—“ 
 
    “Hold still now.” 
 
    She rolled the paint onto my lips. 
 
    In my mind I was still a male, and I resisted, I was…afraid. 
 
    “There.” She turned the base of the tube and the pillar of red sunk back into the tube. She smiled. “You really are quite striking.” 
 
    I felt so weird, the taste of lipstick, the waxy feel on my lips. 
 
    “Of course we really to do a thorough job. Give you a make over.” 
 
    “Aren’t we supposed to be figuring out what happened? Why I changed into…into…” 
 
    “A girl. You changed a girl. A very pretty one. Stop being so scared.” 
 
    “You change into a man and see how you feel!” 
 
    She just smiled and put the tube back into her purse. She sat back and she said, “I know who the man in my grandmother’s photographs was.” 
 
    Bing. It hit me. “It was her!” 
 
    “Yes. She changed into a male version of herself.” 
 
    “That explains that one set of photos at the Smithsonian. She had somebody take a picture of her as a woman, then she probably went into a bathroom, changed, and had somebody take a picture of her as a man.” 
 
    Janey nodded, then got up and made a coupe of drinks. 
 
    “I don’t want to get drunk,” I stated. 
 
    “You’re still freaked out. Just this one, then we’ll head back upstairs and see what we can see.” 
 
    So I drank a second bourbon and Coke, and she drank her first, and we discussed the change. 
 
    “This might explain why Grandmother never got married.” 
 
    “How could she share this secret? Do you think it’s all connected with that machine upstairs?” 
 
    “Maybe. But the main gimmick is that box with the red button that you dropped.” 
 
    Hmm. I dropped it. Not good. I hoped it still worked. I wanted to change back…but here was the weird thing. I was starting to enjoy my new way of looking at the world. 
 
    But…I wanted to change back. 
 
    “Are you ready to head back upstairs?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    So we headed up the stairs. 
 
    Everything was as we left it. The bookshelves laden with high tech books, the mysterious machine, the desk, and the black box with the red button. 
 
    I picked up the box and looked at it. I was very careful not to touch the red button. 
 
    Janey stood next to me as I turned it over and looked at it. 
 
    “I wonder if it has batteries.” 
 
    “I’m afraid to open it.” 
 
    She nodded. “Let me see it.” 
 
    I handed it to her, and she turned it over and over, examined all six sides, peered at the button. 
 
    “I should probably see if I can change back,” I said. 
 
    “You know, there’s one thing I want to check before you do.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    She smiled, and pressed the red button. 
 
    “Janey!” 
 
    Her hand vibrated so fast it became a shimmy, a blur, and the blur moved up her arm. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” I grabbed the box from her. 
 
    The shimmy went across her shoulders, down the other arm, up into her head and her eyeballs began to shiver. Her spine began to shake and her whole body momentarily blurred, then her legs, and…she changed. 
 
    Where she blurred she became thicker, stronger, more masculine. The blur left her arms and she had big, weight lifting biceps. Her little waist thickened out. Her boobs vanished and her hips became straight. 
 
    “Janey!” I cried. Her head stopped shaking and her long, beautiful hair was gone. What was left was a short mop of hair. 
 
    She still had a bit of make up on her eyes, but it had mostly been shaken off. the same was true for her lips. 
 
    At this point I was holding her up with one hand, and holding the box with the other. 
 
    She looked up at me, and a wan smile crept out of her. 
 
    “Are you all right?” 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” she said. “This is…this is…cool!”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    I stared at Janey. She was always pretty impulsive, downright adventurous, but…but this changing sex thing was a big step. 
 
    “How do we know we can change back?” 
 
    “We don’t. That’s the fun of it.” 
 
    “But your grandmother could.” 
 
    “So let’s cross our fingers.” 
 
    “I think I’ll try to change back.” I reached for the box, but she pulled it away. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Not yet.” 
 
    “But I want to…” I tried to reach over her arms, but I received an unpleasant surprise. She was stronger than me, and she pushed me away easily. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “I said not yet. I want to play with this for awhile.” 
 
    “But I want to change back!” 
 
    “I said no.” 
 
    I stared at her. “That’s not fair.” 
 
    She just grinned. “Come and take it, if you can.” 
 
    Her body had much more muscle than mine had, even as a man. There was no way I could overcome her. 
 
    “This…you’re being a bully.” 
 
    She went to a shelf and put it up. She came back to me and took my hands in hers. 
 
    “I’ve always had a hankering to see what it’s like being a man.” 
 
    “You shouldn’t be a bully.” 
 
    “Oh, honey. If you really want to change back, I’ll give you the box. But give me just a minute to make my case.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Haven’t you ever wondered what an orgasm is like for the opposite sex?” 
 
    “No,” I lied. 
 
    “And what about a dress? High heels? You seemed to like that lipstick you’re wearing.” 
 
    Truth was, I did. It was bizarre, but I did. 
 
    “Of course it might take some mental strength to adjust to all the new experiences,  and if you can’t cope I understand.” 
 
    Oh, man. That was hitting below the belt. 
 
    “I can cope. I just don’t want to right now.” 
 
    “So when? You’ll feel like putting on girl clothes when you’re back to being a man? When they’ll no longer fit your body?” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    “No. It’s right now, while everything is happening, before you get a chance to back out.” 
 
    “This is not right!” 
 
    “Honey, I’m going to do something I’ve been dying to do.” 
 
    I turned my face slightly and my eyes shut a little bit. 
 
    “I’m going to take out my prick and play with it.” 
 
    I opened my mouth, but what could I say? I mean, it was her body, right? 
 
    She was wearing jeans and a plaid shirt, good for grubbing in attic. She undid the buttons to her shirt, and I realized how tight the shirt was on her. She had lots of muscles. 
 
    Then she unzipped her pants. She grinned. She began hauling out one of the biggest hogs I had ever seen. 
 
    “Fuck!” I whispered, unable to do anything but stare at it. It was as thick as my wrist, my girl wrist, and it looked to be about eight inches. 
 
    “Damn!” She whispered. “Is this bigger than yours?” 
 
    “I think it is.” 
 
    She looked up at me, a very evil look in her eyes. “Baby, be afraid. Be very, very afraid.” 
 
    “You’re not putting that thing into me!” 
 
    I backed away. She jumped forward and grabbed my arms. “You’re not getting away from me!” I could feel her bare cock touching my front. 
 
    “Janey, you’re not going to do this.” 
 
    “Oh, yes. I will. I am.” 
 
    “What about ‘no means no?’ What about the fact that that would be rape?” 
 
    “Oh, that would be true, if you didn’t want it, too.” 
 
    “But I don’t want it.” 
 
    “You just don’t know that you want it.”  
 
    “Janey, let me go!” 
 
    She didn’t. She moved closer to me, pulled me closer with her stronger male arms. Our faces were inches apart. 
 
    “What’s wrong, honey?” she asked softly. 
 
    “You’re…you’re a man.” 
 
    “So? You’re a woman.” 
 
    “No…I mean, yes…but I have a male mind behind the hair and the lips.” 
 
    “And the boobs,” she added. 
 
    “You said you’d let me change back. I want to change back.” 
 
    “Honey, I will. And, let’s face it, your points are well made. I’m not going to rape you, or force you to do something against your will.” 
 
    She was still right in front of me, her lips two inches from mine. 
 
    “But I’m going to have to insist that we go downstairs and have a drink.” 
 
    “It’s been a long night, and I’m tired.” 
 
    “That’s okay. We can talk, just talk.” 
 
    “I don’t want to!” 
 
    “And I want to.” 
 
    “You can’t make me do something against my will!” 
 
    “I could, but I’m not going to. Now, come on. I’ll even fix you breakfast. Haven’t you ever wondered what bacon tastes like to a woman?” 
 
    “That’s sexual!” I accused. 
 
    She blinked, then grinned. “I guess it is. Come on.” 
 
    I blithered and blathered, but she had a firm grip on me. She turned me and walked me out of the room. When we were out she closed the door and did something. I couldn’t see what. 
 
    She walked me down the stairs, and I felt so odd. I was moving around as a woman, and it took totally different balance. First, of course, were the big boobs on my chest. 
 
    Second, all my muscles were changed. Third, and this was something that stunned me, I didn’t have anything dangling between my legs. I always had something dangling. And sometimes that something got hard. But now…there was nothing there. 
 
    I could cross my legs without crushing my balls. 
 
    Next to me, helping me down the stairs, Janey said, “Wow! How do you walk with this big thing between your legs?” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. I was having trouble with the stairs. As a man I had no trouble with the seven inch up eleven inch deep stairs. As a woman I was struggling. 
 
    Still, we made it to the bottom of the stairs, then down the next flight, and into the kitchen. 
 
    Janey put me at the table and mixed a drink. She placed it in front of me and watched me. 
 
    I took a sip, and…GAH! 
 
    “That’s how bourbon tastes. But after a few sips it’s good.” 
 
    Well, I sort of knew that. I took a quick second sip and tried to relax. The bourbon was already working down my gullet. I felt it poof up in a wet heat. Man, that was different. I mean, it was the same, but it was different, too. 
 
    Janey moved around the kitchen, she cracked eggs and muttered. 
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    “I’m not used to such big fingers!” 
 
    “Why don’t you put your cock away?” 
 
    She turned and wiggled her hips and waggled her cock at me. “Are you kidding? If I had known it felt like this I would have made you go naked all the time.” 
 
    Well, she was right about that. It did feel good. 
 
    She put strips of bacon in a skillet, and shortly the sweet smell of breakfast was wafting through the room.” 
 
    She sat down across from me. “God. You are beautiful. Do you know what I’ve got?” 
 
    Of course I knew. “A boner.” 
 
    “Yep. Do you know how cool this feels?” 
 
    “I’d like to feel it again.”  
 
    She grinned, “Honey, don’t you feel in the slightest horny?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “I want to kiss you.” 
 
    “I don’t want a man to kiss me.” 
 
    “But you want to kiss a woman.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t mind.” 
 
    She shook her head. 
 
    “Honey, before the day is out I’m gonna kiss you, and having been a woman I know about women, so you are going to get turned on, and you are going to find it better, and worse, all at the same time.” 
 
    “That’s a weird thing to say.” 
 
    “You’ll find out.” 
 
    “You’ve still got traces of make up on.” 
 
    She nodded. She got up and found a wet rag and wiped her face clean. “Thanks.” 
 
    She served us breakfast, and another drink. Breakfast woke me up, and now the drink didn’t make me tired. It made me feel funny. Down there. 
 
    Janey grinned at me. “I recognize that look. It’s a warm feeling down there.” 
 
    I felt a bit flushed. “You gonna let me change back?” 
 
    “Not yet.” 
 
    I sulked. 
 
    She took one of my hands and lifted me up. I was light in her grasp. “Come on.” 
 
    She dragged me towards our bedroom. 
 
    “Hey! Wait a minute!” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “I don’t want to fuck!” 
 
    She just grinned. “Neither do I. At least, not while you look like a hag!” 
 
    That hurt. “I thought you said I was beautiful?” 
 
    “You are. But you are a gem unpolished. I want to polish you.” 
 
    She placed me on the bed, then went to her dresser. “Take off your clothes.” 
 
    I don’t know why, but I did. I think curiosity was finally winning out. Besides, I was curious about this new body of mine. 
 
    I kicked my clothes to the side and looked down. I had large breasts, with large nipples. I touched one of my nipples and a current ran through me, a sudden shock, and I jumped. 
 
    “Feels good, eh?” 
 
    I couldn’t deny it, but I didn’t say anything. 
 
    She was holding a bra and panties, but before she gave them to me she said, “Feel your pussy.” 
 
    I stared at her, then I couldn’t help it. I reached down and traced a finger along my labia. 
 
    “Oh,” I grunted. Man, that felt good. In fact, I wanted to do it again. And again. But my sensibilities stopped me. 
 
    “Put these on.” 
 
    I stepped into the panties and was surprised when I had no package to overflow the crotch. The thong felt really good on my asshole. I was starting to breath deeper, and I suddenly didn’t feel so strongly about…about everything. 
 
    “Nylons, baby. Try them on.” 
 
    I unrolled the nylons, and found that I had more flexibility than I had had as a man. 
 
    “Nice legs,” she nodded. “Now, sit here.” 
 
    I sat at a vanity table and she opened up a little traveling case and took out all sorts of make up and things. 
 
    “What are you going to do?” I was nervous, and hesitant, and immensely curious. 
 
    “Let’s start with your nails.” 
 
    She placed my hand on the table and began prepping the nails. After a few minutes she fitted some fake nails to them. 
 
    “Aren’t those too long?” 
 
    “I’m wondering whether they’ll stay on when you change back.” 
 
    I blinked. I was full of breakfast and bourbon, and I was getting curious, and I had this warm feeling in my groin. 
 
    She painted them bright red, and when I raised my hand and inspected it it took my breath away. 
 
    “Let me do the other one. You want to slide your feet into those high heels under the table?” 
 
    She had left her heels there, and I was able to contort a bit and slip my feet into them. They felt narrow, and slanted, and…weirdly cool. 
 
    “I’ll do your feet some day, if you like.” 
 
    “My feet? Like some kind of pedicure thing?” 
 
    “Yep.” She was almost done. 
 
    I looked in the mirror and studied my features. It was me, I knew it was me, the same brown eyes, the same ears, but….different.  
 
    “Okay. Let’s do your face.” 
 
    I almost objected, but my hands were beautiful, and I was feeling tingly all over. 
 
    She cleansed my skin, which didn’t take much because I had just changed, and the change must have shaken the stuff out of my pores. 
 
    Then came the primer, and the foundation, and color. My face felt truly alive. It was so intimate having her touch my skin so gently. 
 
    “The eyes are the hardest,” she said. “She shaded my lids a soft charcoal color, and I saw how my brown eyes suddenly started to pop. Then she did eyeliner, lengthened my eyelashes, and…more lipstick. 
 
    Finally, she stood up and said, “Check out the hot, new chick.” 
 
    I did, and…if I had a dick it would have been erect. And I suddenly understood the difference between a man being horny and a woman being horny. 
 
    I felt a heat in the pit of my stomach, and a warmth that was headed for my groin. 
 
    But the warmth just stayed above my pubic area, and it was almost irritating. 
 
    She was right. It was better in a way, but more frustrating, and I understood… “That’s why you like to make me horny!” 
 
    “Bingo!” She grinned. 
 
    It was delicious, and frustrating, and made me want sex, but without the tremendous heat that a man felt. 
 
    “Oh, that’s cruel.” 
 
    “In the neatest way.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Okay, now I have done my best to make your experience the best, and I’m going to ask you to do something.” 
 
    I wasn’t so resistive now, and I looked at her. At him. I was starting to understand a basic something about us. I was now the her and she was now the him. “What?” 
 
    “I want to kiss you.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    “You can close your eyes, if it helps to remember me as a girl, that’s fine. I’ll be gentle, and…and it’s me, honey. It’s Janey. No matter what shape our bodies, we love each other. Now, close your eyes and just go with it. 
 
    Now bursting with curiosity, seeing myself as more feminine, I closed my eyes. 
 
    I heard the soft sounds of him leaning towards me. I could feel his breath, then I felt his lips. 
 
    The panic that had threatened me suddenly disappeared. This was Janey. The lips were different, but the feel, the spirit behind them, that was the same. 
 
    Different but the same. 
 
    I sat there and she kissed me softly, delicately, like a woman…but with man’s lips. 
 
    Somewhere in there, I have no idea where, I began kissing her back. She backed off a bit, and I became hungrier. Then we were equals, our mouths meshed, and our tongues did gentle battle. 
 
    I felt her hand gently take my breast. My breasts were big, and she couldn’t grip them fully, but she didn’t need to. I felt her lift them, and she rubbed the nipples with a thumb, and I moaned. 
 
    She stopped kissing me and lowered her head. She took my nipple in her mouth, and suddenly I was assailed by dizzying sensations. I found myself hugging her head, holding her lips to my nips. That feeling down in my pubis was hot, hotter, exploding, yet there was no relief, and I knew what the relief would be. I needed a cock in me. 
 
    She took her mouth off my nipples and whispered, “You must always, the first thing you do with a man, make him go down on you.” 
 
    “Why?” I gasped as she slithered down my frame. 
 
    “That sets the standard. If he licks your pussy he is subjugating himself to you. If you just let him fuck you he is in charge. But if you make him eat your pussy he will always remember that you made him submit first. Very important.” 
 
    Her words escaped me at that point. I felt her mouth latch on to my pussy, and the sensation was like nothing I had ever felt. 
 
    Yes, I had had blow jobs. And I had eaten pussy, but I had never had my pussy eaten. It was like a perfect match, it was two surfaces that fit together, and it was like she was sucking the horniness down from my pubic region right into my hole. At last! I gloried. At last! And this was the closest a woman could come to complete horniness of the hole. 
 
    Again, I pressed his head into me, but this time with hands and not arms. 
 
    She gobbled me, and I felt like my mind was leaving, dissipating to the cosmos. 
 
    The weirdest thing was that I kept thinking of her…or him…and it didn’t matter! It wasn’t the sex of the sex that mattered, it was the spirit of the sex, the uniqueness of somebody you loved, and who loved you. 
 
    “You’re properly wet now, baby. Shall we play with the dick? 
 
    “Can I…can I suck on your…” 
 
    “Absolutely!” She was on her knees and I was looking at my first, real live penis. Well, second, but I don’t suck myself off. Although, after all this I wouldn’t have resisted the notion. 
 
    I took his head in my mouth, and it was huge. I slipped my lips down his shaft. I licked the under part of his helmet. 
 
    He groaned, and I squeezed his balls. It wasn’t long before she said, “It’s probably time to do it.” 
 
    She slid down and positioned herself at my hole. She pressed my dick to her snatch and paused. She whispered. “It’s like bandaids. It’ll hurt a little the first time, but we can go slow…or we can rip it off.” 
 
    I was horny. I understood that now. And, in a way, I was male horny. I understood what both sexes were going through, and I was getting horny anxious. 
 
    “Rip it,” I blurted. 
 
    She jammed it into me, and the world changed. I felt the glory and the power. I felt filled and complete. I felt sublimely happy, and there was a bit of pain. 
 
    But not much. 
 
    I was properly prepared. 
 
    “Oh, mother fuck!” I sobbed into her shoulder. 
 
    “You’re not a mother, yet,” she whispered to me, and she began to move. 
 
    She had been a woman, and she knew what a woman needed. She knew when to pause and wait, when to corkscrew, when to speed up or slow down. 
 
    I lost all sense of anything. I just laid there and he pleasured me. I couldn't think, all I could do was feel the tornado in my pussy. Around and around, up and down. His lips sucking on my tits. His big, strong hands moving along my flesh, as if I was a sculpture and he was creating me. 
 
    I don’t know how long we fucked, but the end was inevitable. I felt myself exalted, tossed on waves, and then he started to cum. Big spurts of semen, filling my pussy. For a long time he came, and then he sagged on me. 
 
    “Heavy,” I said. 
 
    He rolled off me, and he was breathing hard. For a long time he just laid there, but he finally turned to me. “How was it?” 
 
    “Good,” I said, and I felt extremely sad. 
 
    She laughed. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You didn’t cum.” 
 
    “I…I don’t know.” 
 
    “It’s like that for a woman. Sometimes you need a little help.” 
 
    “What do you mean.” 
 
    He got to his knees and knelt next to me. He placed on hand under me on a bun, and put his other hand to my hole. I was curious, I didn’t understand, and suddenly he shoved his fingers into me. 
 
    “OH!” I gasped. 
 
    He began to jerk his fingers back and forth, pumping them into me. It was crude and violent, and exactly what I needed. I was frustrated, ready, wanting, and I just needed that extra push to get over the hill. 
 
    “Come on, baby,” she whispered between grunts. “Cum!” 
 
    I felt more of his fingers, three  or four, I don’t know, and it was like they were reaching right up into me and grabbing my horniness pulling it down, and I felt the explosion. 
 
    Oh, God! I never felt anything like that! A massive tsunami of a wave just reached right up and swallowed my body. I was suddenly jerking and twitching, spasming totally out of control. 
 
    I came like gangbusters, a long, ripping sensation that tore me apart even as it remade me. 
 
    And I gave up. I submitted, and the white heat flew me to the stars…and back again. I lay there, stunned, unable to think. 
 
    Janey removed her hand. “You want to change back or sleep?” 
 
    I was done. I couldn't move. For answer I just rolled over. 
 
      
 
    “Well, well, well.” 
 
    I heard the voice, didn’t recognize it, and thought I was dreaming. 
 
    “Get the fuck out of here!” 
 
    I woke up. I sat up. I screamed, just like a girl, a little eek that wouldn’t do much damage. 
 
    Morgan Slye stood in the doorway to our bedroom. He was holding a pistol in his hand. Butch was growling next to him. 
 
    “Looks like you found what I was looking for.” 
 
    “I’m calling the police.” 
 
    “I will shoot you, and your girlfriend, and find what you found on my own.” 
 
    Silence. I was very aware of how I was sitting up, my boobs on full exposure. My clothes, my female underthings, were laying next to the bed where we had thrown them. 
 
    “Or, you can give me what I want and I’ll leave.” 
 
    Yeah. Right. He was going to shoot us, and that was it. 
 
    But what could we do? 
 
    “Okay,” whispered Janey. 
 
    He waited while we got out of bed and put on our underwear. 
 
    “Did Nancy’s gizmo make your cock that big?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “I’m going to have a big cock.” 
 
    To go with a little mind, I thought. 
 
    “How do you know about grandma’s invention?” I asked, fastening my bra. 
 
    “We used to hang, back in the day. I saw her as both male and female and knew that she must have made some incredible discovery. Looks like she has, eh?” 
 
    Yes, he knew that I was a man and Janie was a girl. 
 
    “What are you planning to do with it?” 
 
    “Change people who want to change. Make a lot of money. Maybe I’ll change people who don’t want to change, then make a lot of money changing them back.” He shrugged. “There’s a lot of ways to use this gizmo.” 
 
    We led him upstairs. Butch following along. What else could we do? If we stalled he might hurt one of us. Not that he wouldn’t eventually, but at least we had a little time to think. 
 
    Into the attic and to the secret room. Janey fitted a key to a lock, that was what she had been doing when we had left the room, and she opened the door. 
 
    “Go on. In.” 
 
    We stepped into the room and he followed us. Butch waggled in, and I noticed that now that Morgan was talking to us the dog was okay. Of course if we did something a bit too quickly that dog could get hostile real fast. 
 
    “Where is it.” 
 
    “The big machines there,” Janey said. 
 
    He grinned. “Nope. It was small enough so she could carry it. Try again.” 
 
    Janey went to the shelf and took down the box. She returned to him. She was holding the gizmo by the back, the red button was facing outward. 
 
    He held out his hand, and he made the big mistake. He lowered his gun. 
 
    Janey stepped in and hit him in the chest with the gizmo. The red button pressed on his chest, and he started to vibrate. 
 
    It was the button. The button wasn’t just a button, it was a connection. I had pressed the button and changed, same for Janey. I wondered if we would have changed if we pressed the button with a stick, or a glove on, and only been holding the box by the back. 
 
    But I didn’t have to wonder, Morgan began shivering. The shivers went out from the spot where the red button had pressed. Out his limbs, through his head. Shivering so hard he was a blur, he dropped the gun. I picked it up. 
 
    Butch looked up at his shaking and shimmying owner, and he walked his butt around until he was facing Morgan. 
 
    Morgan started to collapse, but he was no longer Morgan. He was a slender girl, no boobs to speak of, and very messy and plain black hair. As a woman he wasn’t very attractive. 
 
    And, as we already knew, he wasn’t even charming. 
 
    And, what was worse for him, he had lost all attraction for Butch. 
 
    He collapsed on the floor, a kneeling sitting spread open posture. He looked up at us. “You—“ 
 
    Janey grinned. 
 
    I aimed the gun. 
 
    Butch…growled. 
 
    Morgan looked at his dog. 
 
    “Looks like he doesn’t recognize you anymore.” 
 
    Morgan tried to scoot backwards, out of the room. 
 
    “We’ll secure this gizmo where you can’t find it.” 
 
    Butch took a waddling step forward, his teeth, very sharp, glinted. 
 
    Morgan pushed and slid his butt backwards. He tried to get his feet under him. 
 
    “And we’ll take care of Butch for you.” 
 
    Morgan got his feet under him and sprinted out of the room and across the attic. 
 
    Behind him Butch was barking and stumping along. 
 
    Somehow, probably because pit bulls are made for fighting and not running, Morgan managed to stay ahead of him. 
 
    We listened as Morgan ran down the stairs, Butch barking behind him. 
 
    Down more stairs, and…the slam of the front door. 
 
    A minute later and butch came back up. He seemed a bit confused, but happy enough. I reached out and removed a swatch of cloth from his teeth. It looked like the seat of some pants. 
 
    “Well, well. Looks like we might have a puppy.” 
 
    “What do you say, Butch. You want to be friends?” 
 
    Butch waggled his butt, looked between us, then stepped forward. I rubbed behind his ears and Janey found the Jimmy spot on in front of his tail. His legs quickly splayed out and he was loving the way Janey was rubbing him.. 
 
    “Hey, Tom?” 
 
    I looked at Janey. “Yes?” 
 
    “Do you want to change back now?” 
 
    I thought about it. Then: “Actually, would you mind if I stayed a girl for a while?” 
 
    Janey chuckled. “I knew it. How long you want to be the girl?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. Maybe a month or two.” I added, “I’m going to need a lot of orgasms, but, uh…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “No cum for you.” 
 
    She laughed. “I was afraid of that…you bitch!” 
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    We saw the woman that was Morgan a few times, but Butch chased her off. I think, before Butch chased her, that she might have seen the huge safe that we had brought in. 
 
    We also had barbed wire, electrified, surrounding the property, and various alarm systems. 
 
    We didn’t want to bother with Morgan Slye, or whatever she was calling herself, ever again. 
 
    Butch gets all the steak he wants. And he wants a lot. Good dog. 
 
    And me? I’m the female in this relationship most of the time. And Janey is quite happy to have a big, old, swinging cock dangling between her muscular legs. 
 
    But, every once in a while, when we get the hankering to be the other sex… 
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    The Broken Man ~ (50,000 words)Kyle Talon loves his wife, and he’ll do anything for her, including getting into the trunk of a car driven by a beautiful woman. What Kyle doesn’t know is that the beautiful woman is taking him to a ranch where men are subjected to unbelievable perversion…and they all love it. All except Kyle. Kyle still loves his wife. Silly man. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    It started on a lonely Saturday night. 
 
    I was working on the porch. It needed to have a board replaced, so I pried up the old one, removed nails and debris, measured carefully, and headed for the hardware store. 
 
    “Honey! I’m going to the story. Be back in a while.” 
 
    No answer. Hmm. She was probably catnapping. Or maybe out for a walk in the woods around our house. 
 
    That’s cool. 
 
    I got in car and zipped down the street without a care in the world…and noticed that I was near out of gas. So I pulled into the gas station and gassed up. I got back in the car, and the passenger door opened and somebody got in. 
 
    Crap! I turned my head, and it was a woman! She was wearing an outlandish red wig! Garish make up, and almost looked like a clown. I would have laughed except for the gun in her hand! 
 
    My rear doors opened and the car sagged as two more women got in. Like the first, they were  carrying guns and were totally packed with make up, long wigs and…guns….and…something didn’t jive…something… 
 
    THEY WERE MEN! 
 
    What the hell? 
 
    “Drive!” snapped the guy next to me. 
 
    I looked at his ugly dress, lumpy with fake boobs, and even a bump in the groin. Yep. Men. But what where they—
“I said drive!” And he clipped me on the back of the head with his pistol. 
 
    I started the car and pulled into traffic. 
 
    “Head for the park.” 
 
    I was shaking, I don’t mind saying I was scared, and I headed the car for the big park on the west side of town. 
 
    The men didn’t say anything for a minute, then the one behind me blurted. “You think this one will work?” 
 
    I jerked as I realized that this one was actually a woman. But she was a manly woman, the kind with a barrel chest and wear plaid shirts and would have looked better if she had a beard. 
 
    “All he has to do is stand there and do nothing. He fucks up I’ll shoot him. A dead look out will work as well as a live one.” 
 
    “What are—“ 
 
    “Shut up, bozo.” 
 
    I was scared of getting hit with a gun again, or maybe of being made dead, so I drove. 
 
    We arrived in the park and I was directed to a parking lot that was never used. 
 
    “Get out.” 
 
    I got out. The woman behind me got out, too. She was carrying a big purse. 
 
    “What are you going to do to me?” 
 
    She grinned, and it was bizarre. A manly woman looking like a clown woman, yellow teeth through bright red lipstick. 
 
    “Take off your clothes.” 
 
    Oh crap. My hands shaking, I undid my buttons and took off my shirt. I unbuckled and unzipped and took off my pants. 
 
    “Everything.” 
 
    I stripped off my underpants and tee shirt. I still had on my socks. 
 
    “Socks, Goofy. What part of ‘everything’ do you not understand?” 
 
    I stood on one foot, then the other, and pulled off my shoes and socks. 
 
     
 
    “You almost done out there?” 
 
    “Not even. Get in the driver’s seat.” 
 
    The man in the passenger side rear seat grumbled, but stepped out of the car and went around to slide behind the wheel. 
 
    The woman gave me a bra. “Put it on.” 
 
    Well, I had a hard time with that. I couldn’t figure out how to put it on not inside out or upside down. 
 
    “Mickey! Get out here and hold a gun on Goofy.” 
 
    The driver in the passenger seat got out and came around the car. The gun he was holding was a big 45, and he placed it on my temple. I almost  crapped in my drawers—or would have crapped in my drawers if I still had them on—right then.  
 
    “Back off a little. Can’t you see how scared he is.” 
 
    He stepped back a couple of feet, but his small, piggish eyes looked like he really wanted to pull the trigger. 
 
    The woman grabbed my face with one hand and turned me towards her. “If you behave you’ll live. You got that, Goofy?” 
 
    “Uh…uh…” 
 
    The guy with the gun laughed at the sound of my terrified voice. 
 
    “Okay,” said the woman. She put her gun on the top of the car and helped me put on the bra. She did some weird trick where it was backwards, then she slid it around my belly and pulled the straps up, and, voila, I was wearing a bra. 
 
    The woman reached into her big bag and took out a pair of breast forms. She tucked them in with a wry smile. “There you go, honey. The men are going to be drooling for you. Put this dress on.” 
 
    I pulled a purple dress with a flower pattern on it over my head. I noticed that all the dresses were the same. Mickey wore a blue one with flowers, the driver wore a pink one, and the woman wore a yellow one. 
 
    “Okay, don’t breath for a second.” 
 
    She slapped cream and powder on my face, then started brushing my eyelids. 
 
    “Damn. I wish I had a chance to do this right.” She had her tongue stuck out the corner o her mouth and her eyes were tight as she focused on me. “He’d make a real cute girl.” 
 
    She put lipstick on me, the same bright red they all had. 
 
    And, a wig. It was blonde, and I looked ridiculous, but, there was nothing I could do but go along with it. 
 
    “Aw, ain’t he cute,” laughed the driver. 
 
    “Cute? He’s beautiful, Donald.” 
 
    “I think Daisy’s in love!” 
 
    The two men laughed, and the woman, Daisy, grinned. 
 
    “Okay, Goofy, we’re going to get in the car and you’re going to put on some high heels while Donald drives. You follow our directions and you might just live to go home to your wife and kiddies. You got that?” 
 
    I stood there, shaking harder than Jello jiggles, and…I had a hard on. 
 
    Daisy suddenly looked down. “Look! Goofy likes it!” 
 
    The two men laughed uproariously. “Goofy’s a kinkster!” blurted one. 
 
    “Hey, Goofy, want to suck my hog?” 
 
    More laughter. 
 
    “Okay, Goof, step into your chariot and we’ll head for the ball.” 
 
    I got in behind the driver. Daisy closed the door, and…I got it. Mickey, Donald, Daisy, and…Goofy. 
 
    The doors slammed and the driver put it in gear. 
 
    “Here’s your glass slippers, princess.” 
 
    They were wicked witch high heels. Maybe four inches. I slipped my foot into them and Daisy, who was sitting right next to me grabbed my foot and lifted it to her lap. She buckled it up and put a small padlock in the top loop. 
 
    “Give me the other foot.” 
 
    I did, and shortly was locked into that foot, too. 
 
    She pushed my foot off her lap, sat back and grinned at me. 
 
    “Here’s how it’s going down, Goofy. We’re going to take out the First National Bank, and we need a fourth for our little square dance. All you have to do is stand at the west entrance. We’ll give you a gun—too bad for you, no bullets—and you just stand there. somebody comes down the stairs you point the gun at them. They’ll go back upstairs. Somebody comes to the door you point your gun at them and watch them run screaming into the wilderness. When we’re done we’ll drive off. Sorry about the car, it’s going to be toast. No fingerprints or DNA that way. Do you understand your instructions?” 
 
    “Yes,” my voice shook. 
 
    “Excellent. God, this really turns you on, doesn’t it?” 
 
    My boner was sticking out, and the dress emphasized my cock. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Yes. Geez, guys, this guy is…he’s fucking dripping!” 
 
    I looked down at the big bump in my dress. Yep, I had a bit of pre-cum seeping through the dress. “No. I’m so scared I’m losing control of my bladder. 
 
    “Bullshit.” She reached across the seat and grabbed my cock. 
 
    “Damn! This guy is harder than hard!” 
 
    “Jack him off, Daisy.” 
 
    As we drove through town her hand started going up and down on my shaft. 
 
    “Oh…” I breathed. 
 
    Daisy laughed. “He’s getting off on this. Tell you what, Goofy, if you can cum before we get there then that’s your pay for a job well done. Okay?” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. I was turning bright red under the make up. 
 
    She stroked me, and reached under the dress and began massaging my testicles. 
 
    “Go, Daisy,” grinned the driver in the mirror. 
 
    “Ten thousand you can’t get him off.” 
 
    “You heard that Goofy? If you don’t cum I’m out ten thou. You better fucking cum.” 
 
    “I…I…” I wanted to cry. I was terrified, quivering, and….I could feel the semen in my balls coming to a boil. 
 
    “She’s gonna do it.” 
 
    “I don’t want to bet!” 
 
    “Too late, numb nuts,” chortled Daisy. 
 
    We turned into the parking lot and Mickey stopped the car, and…”OH! FUCK! OH!” 
 
    It was the most violent orgasm I had ever had in my life. 
 
    “Look at his eyes, man. They’re totally rolled back.” 
 
    “He’s a fucking Jizz queen. Look at all the spunk!” 
 
    Daisy took her hand away, wiped it on my dress, then licked her hand. “You did good, Goof. You’re getting closer to getting out of this alive. Here’s a gun.” 
 
    She handed me a big 45. I was dazed, dizzy from that incredible orgasm, but I took the gun and looked at it. I had that lazy feeling of lassitude that a guy gets after a good squirt. 
 
    “Okay, guys, let’s do it.” 
 
    Daisy and Donald got out and walked towards the front of the bank. In spite of their terrible make up, from a distance they just looked like a pair of blocky women. 
 
    Mickey turned to me. 
 
    “When they turn the corner you walk to those front doors and enter the bank. You stand in the hallway right where the stairs come down. If you try to run I’ll shoot you. Daisy and Donald will be coming from the front, so you try to run out that way they’ll shoot you. Got it, sweetheart?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    “Okay, there they go. Get going.” 
 
    He motioned with his gun and I got out and headed for the side door to the bank. 
 
    I had never walked in heels, and it was hard. My ankles wobbled so hard I thought they would break. And I tottered this way and that. Behind me I could hear Mickey laughing. 
 
    At this point I was crying. Big tears streaked my make up. 
 
    I placed my hand on the front door and pushed in. I walked across the tile floor and stopped. 
 
    The stairs gaped to my right. The main part of the bank was on my left, and Daisy and Donald were already going to work. 
 
    “Down on the floor!” 
 
    “You! Give me everything in your drawer or I shoot this nice, old lady!” 
 
    Donald stood on one side and kept everybody covered. Daisy, one arm around the throat of a crying, old lady, moved along the cages. Yes, there was bullet proof glass, but what choice did the tellers have? Put out the cash, or watch an innocent person get killed. Not much of a choice. 
 
    I heard laughter and footsteps, then two ladies appeared on the stairs. They looked like tellers on a coffee break. They stopped and stared at me. 
 
    Sobbing, I yelled, “Go back! Go back!” I aimed the gun at them. 
 
    Suddenly terrified, the two ladies scampered back up the stairs. 
 
    Suddenly, Donald and and Daisy appeared next to me. Daisy took my arm. “Come on, Goofy.” 
 
    They walked me out of the bank. I heard screams and yells, then the side door shut and we were hurrying across to the car. 
 
    Mickey looked bored, but when we got in and closed the doors he hit the gas. 
 
    Later, I would realize that they had chosen me because I had a car that was fairly fast. That car sat on its rear tires and launched. In seconds we were out the side entrance to the bank parking lot and zooming down the street. 
 
    Donald drove efficiently, and once away from the bank he drove a little slower. In minutes we were back in the park. 
 
    They all climbed out  and Daisy pointed her gun at me. “Out, Goofy.” 
 
    We were parked at the back of the parking lot, and Donald and Mickey ran into the trees. It was thick foliage there, and I couldn’t see where they had gone, but they returned a minute later. They were carrying big five gallon gas cans. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Getting rid of evidence.” 
 
    The men began empty the cans of gas into my car. Daisy pushed me back, then Mickey joined us. Donald took a flare out from his back pocket, lit it, and tossed it through the open window. 
 
    The car blew up, just like on TV. Donald had been twenty feet away, but he was blown on his ass. Mickey helped him to his feet, then they both started laughing. 
 
    As a thick cloud of black smoke rose up the three pushed me through the line of trees. They had apparently stashed that gas, because we walked for about ten minutes before we came to another parking lot. A white van was parked sideways to the trail we exited. 
 
    “You want a ride?” 
 
    “You aren’t going to…to kill me?” 
 
    “Nah. You did good. In fact, here,” she pushed a thick bundle of bills into my hand. I could feel the bank band. It looked like hundred dollar bills. 
 
    “Now, you want a ride?” 
 
    My choices were limited. Walk through town dressed like a woman, an ugly woman, and be picked up by the cops for bank robbery. Or accept a ride to who knows where, but at least away from the cops. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    My feet were killing me. I felt like I was walking on broken ankles, but when              Donald opened the door I jumped in. In a second we were careening out of the parking lot, then joining regular traffic on a main road. Just another van on a picnic. 
 
    For a long minute nobody said anything, then Donald asked, “Where you live?” 
 
    I was silent. 
 
    “Come on. We want to get you home, off the street. We don’t want to kill you and we don’t want you picked up. So…where.” 
 
    “1345 Dobkins.” 
 
    “Heck, we’re almost there.” 
 
    And we were. The van traveled up my street, stopped in front of my house. Daisy grabbed me before I could get out. “You can fess up and give that money back, and they might even believe you. But cops are cops. They just want to close the case, so I advise you to call and tell them your car was stolen. Up to you.” 
 
    Then she reached down and squeezed my crotch—my cock was hard again—and shoved me out the door. 
 
    The van roared off and I stood and looked after it, then I realized that I was standing like a woman in broad daylight. I ran, as best I could with the heels on, up to the house. Fortunately, nobody saw me. 
 
    I opened the garage door and squeezed through the opening, then shut the door. Sagged against it, and… 
 
    “George? What are you…why are you…George?” 
 
    I turned, and my wife, who was doing the laundry, stared at me. 
 
    I began crying, and I ran to her, almost falling in my heels, and hugged her. 
 
    The next couple of hours were a nightmare, but I did what Daisy had suggested. 
 
    Why? 
 
    Because I had been to court before, on a traffic ticket, and the cop had lied. Outright lied. And my fine had actually gone up.  
 
    After court I had seen the cop standing with a bunch of his buddies to one side of the court room. I had walked up and accused him. “You lied. You fucking lied.” 
 
    He just looked at me and laughed. And the cops with him laughed. They all knew, and they didn’t care, as long as they closed their cases. 
 
    After that I had done some research on the net, and I was amazed at how many people claimed that cops lied, that they would do whatever they wanted to close a case. 
 
    So I believed Daisy. 
 
    Believe me, I wasn’t even thinking about the roll of bills in my hand. I was thinking about being accused, tried and sent to jail…for being kidnapped. 
 
    So as soon as I had gathered my wits about me I stripped off my dress and underwear. “Bleach this, cut it in pieces and flush it.” 
 
    Donna didn’t say anything. She just held the dress, looked at my face, and did it. Wonderful woman. 
 
    I took two steps to my workbench and picked up a pair of pliers. Snip snip and the padlocks were gone. I put them into my took box for disposal later. 
 
    I ripped off my wig. “Can you get rid of this?” 
 
    Donna took it and nodded. 
 
    I slipped out of the bra and panties, and stood there with a hard on. Another goddamn hard on, and two breast forms. 
 
    “Give me,” said Donna. I did. 
 
    “I’m going to use your cold cream and make a phone call.” 
 
    She nodded. “What about that money?” 
 
    I handed it to her. I didn’t want it, but I was afraid to destroy it, I might need to give it back. “Hide it.” 
 
    I ran through the house, my peter bouncing, and slid to a stop at her vanity table. I scooped out cold cream and slapped it on my face. I scrubbed, and jumped in the shower, and washed. 
 
    Fuck, it felt good to wash the make up and sweat and fear off me. 
 
    Then I ran to the kitchen, picked up my cell phone and dialed 911. 
 
    Donna came in and followed me. Her face showed her surprise when I said, “Somebody stole my car?”  
 
    The 911 operator asked questions, and I answered them as I entered the bedroom and started putting clothes on. 
 
    “Right out of my driveway. I don’t recall seeing it this morning, but I wasn’t looking. I just thought it was there!” 
 
    More questions. 
 
    “Honda. Sports hatchback. I just bought it!” 
 
    More questions. 
 
    “White. Four doors. License number w648ggj.” 
 
    She finally said an officer would be by to make a report. 
 
    I hung up the phone and sighed, and Donna started in. 
 
    “What in heaven’s name is going on? Where is the…was it really stolen? What—“ 
 
    I held up my hand. “Go pour two drinks and I’ll tell you everything.” 
 
    She headed for the kitchen, I finished getting dressed, and came in and sat down. That lovely woman had two bourbon and Cokes ready, and she was working on hers. I sat down and took a big sip. 
 
    “Don’t let me have two. I can’t get drunk. And, baby, I want to get drunk.” 
 
    “Okay. Now, talk.” 
 
    So I did. I described going to the store and getting hijacked. I described three people by their disguises and their cartoon names. I told her how they called me Goofy, then how the woman had slapped make up on me. 
 
    At that point I noticed that my erection was back. 
 
    Damn! I had gotten erect in the skirt, been jacked near off, had an erection later, and I had walked into the garage with an erection, and now I had an erection. 
 
    I could only hope that Donna didn’t notice my erection when I had gotten out of the dress. I didn’t want to go there. it was bad enough that I had been abused, I certainly didn’t want to rehash it a million times. 
 
    Anyway, I finished telling how the robbers had given me money and brought me home. 
 
    By the time I was finished Donna had gone from being worried to appreciating the situation. 
 
    I mean, I was all right, and she started chuckling. 
 
    “My husband, the bank robber.” 
 
    I frowned, then she blurted. “My feminized bank robber hubby.” 
 
    I frowned, and a spurt of laughter leaped out of me. It was ludicrous. 
 
    “You know,” she said, “You looked really cute in your bank robber dress. And that boner you had…it was the biggest I’ve ever seen!” 
 
    “Come on,” but I was smiling. How do you not smile at that? 
 
    “Now the only question I’ve got now is…” 
 
    I waited, and I had the feeling that I was totally caught. I didn’t want to talk about it, but she had the hook firmly in my lip. 
 
    “…was it robbing the bank that got you so erect? Or was it the woman’s clothes?” 
 
    I turned bright red. Caught between laughter, not wanting to talk, and her humorous but cutting gibes.  
 
    “Honey, I don’t…” 
 
    “Robbing a bank…” she looked at my crotch. “Or dressing like a woman… Aha! Your cock perked up when I said…’Dressing like a woman!” 
 
    Fuck! there it went again. 
 
    “So, did you have a hard on when you walked into the bank?” 
 
    I fumbled my words, and she got a delighted expression on her face. “You did! You had a hard on! You held a gun on people and made them look at your boner!” 
 
    “I did not!” 
 
    “But they saw it! I know they did! What woman could not notice a woman with an erection!” 
 
    “I was not a woman with—“ 
 
    “Did you get a hard on when they made you put the dress on?” 
 
    My humiliation was obvious, and she clapped her hands in glee. “Ha! You got all excited putting on panties and a bra! And having those big, old titties must have really done it for you.” 
 
    She leaned forward and lowered her voice. “Did they see your big penis? Did they touch it.” 
 
    “Donna…” 
 
    “On, my God! They did! The woman, the one who called herself Daisy. She must have touched you. The men wouldn’t. So what did it feel like when Daisy saw your cock…how did she touch it?” 
 
    There was no hope for it now. I was caught. No matter that I didn’t want to talk about it, I knew Donna wouldn’t let up until she had every last dirty detail. 
 
    “Look, it wasn’t that big a deal.” 
 
    “How’d she touch it?” 
 
    My face about as red as red could get, I said, “She just noticed I had a bump and…she grabbed it.” 
 
    “Which hand? The right of the left.” 
 
    I muttered, “Her left.” 
 
    “Not her right? But most people are right handed! Why didn’t she use her right hand.” 
 
    Oh, Lord. My face looked like a sun burned cherry. I whispered, “She reached under my dress and grabbed my balls with her right hand.” 
 
    Donna’s mouth dropped open. She had been guessing, rightly, but still guessing. Now she was proven. 
 
    “She jacked you off and played with your balls?” 
 
    “Well, no…” 
 
    “Oh, God! That is so fucking hot!” 
 
    I stared at my wife. 
 
    “Do you want to know a dirty secret that no woman will ever tell you?” 
 
    I blinked, and waited. 
 
    “Women, all women, are curious about other cock. We have our husbands, or boyfriends, and they get old, and we want more. Society thinks women are sluts if they have multiple partners, but if men do they are studs. We want that stud feeling. We want to know what a big cock feels like, a small cock, a crooked cock. We want cocks that are shaped lie a pig’s tail. We want to feel a big, black peeny shoved in us so hard that we scream! We want to know! But, instead, we live the life of the demure housewife, putting up with the boring sex.” 
 
    She leaned forward and whispered, “I would love to kidnap a man and hold him hostage. I would love to feel his cock. To stroke him, to explore his balls, to bring him to the edge and just,…watch him. All that sex…it’s power, and that makes it even sexier. 
 
    “Donna,” I put forth. 
 
    “I want to tie a man up and have him at my mercy! I want a dungeon in the basement! And I want to chain naked men to the walls and tease them, stroke them until they are dripping, then back off, watch them. All that sexual frustration…it’s like being stoned on power, but about ten times greater.” 
 
    “Donna…” 
 
    “So that’s it. You’ve had your jollies, and now it’s time for me to have mine.” 
 
    “Donna.” 
 
    “You’re going to convert the basement into a dungeon, and you are going to be my man chained to the wall.” 
 
    “Donna!” 
 
    “And I am going to tease you. And deny you. And I’m finally going to get all the weird, kinky, perverted sex that I have ever wanted. You fix the dungeon up and I’ll buy the toys. What cold be better, eh?” 
 
    “Donna!” I stood up. 
 
    “What?” she asked, an innocent, non comprehending look on her face. 
 
    “I…I…you…” 
 
    She shook her head, confused by me. 
 
    “You can’t…I mean…” 
 
    “What? What, George? What?” 
 
    So I said the only thing I could. 
 
    “Okay. 
 
    She grinned. 
 
    And the cops pulled up out front.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    It went smooth as silk, a lone cop took the report, said the detectives would get back to me, and left. 
 
    He seemed to be in a hurry, and I surmised, without asking any leading questions, that he wanted to get back to looking for bank robbers. Heck, being forced to deal with a stolen car must have seemed pretty tame in comparison. 
 
    When he left Donna and I sat and discussed the situation. I drank Coke, no bourbon, because I knew as soon as the cops figured out it was my car they would be all over me. 
 
    Donna had taken the money into the woods and buried it in a can. No way the cops were going to search the woods because a guy had his car stolen. 
 
    Donna, unlike me, had a couple of more bourbon and Cokes. I grew more and more sober, and worried, and she got happier and happier, and she kept teasing me. 
 
    And, she started making plans for the dungeon. 
 
    Finally, she went on the net and started researching fungeons. 
 
    Yeah, fungeons. A fungeon is the actual name of a ‘fap room,’ a place where a man, or people, go to have sexual fun.  
 
    “I want a big screen on the west wall. Paint that wall white, or we can hang a sheet, of something. We can put a projector in there. Can you see it? Wall sized porn?” 
 
    I sat in the chair next to her, worrying, and she went to dungeon equipment. She pulled up real torture equipment, and I was astounded at what people were selling. 
 
    I mean, people were really into this BDSM slap and tickle torture stuff. There were benches for spanking and whipping. There were crosses to be mounted on, tables for anal sex, motorized dildos, everything. 
 
    I stared, but was having a hard time getting into it.  I had robbed a bank. And…the memory of being in women’s clothes still had me hard. 
 
    “Look at these dildos? You could pleasure me with a dog dick, or a donkey dick! Oh, my God! All my dreams come true!” 
 
    “Honey, do you think we should have this on our computer?” 
 
    She pushed a foot away from me and swiveled to look and stare. 
 
    “You think Google doesn’t have a complete list of all your porn?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “And Amazon? And Facebutt and just about everything else you’ve ever looked at?” 
 
    I lowered my voice, looked around as if the police were actually eavedropping. “Yeah, but I’d never just robbed a bank?” 
 
    “Or dressed like a woman,” she giggled. 
 
    “Hey!” I kept telling her not to tease me, but she wouldn’t stop. She was getting so much joy out of my misfortune I had the feeling she would never stop. 
 
    “Don’t get your panties in a bunch,” she snickered. “The cops aren’t going to confiscate our computers because your car was stolen.” 
 
    “Still…” 
 
    My voice faded and she turned back to the computer. 
 
    “Look! We can put you on one of these!” She moved the cursor over a platform with a pole on it, on top of the pole was a dildo. 
 
    I groaned. Once hoisted on top of that I wouldn’t be able to get off. Man, talk about a nefarious torture device. 
 
    “Ooh, look! Peeny gags!” 
 
    For the next hour she toured the seamier sites of the net, and when the doorbell sounded I about jumped out of my skin. 
 
    “Oh, relax.” Donna got up and headed for the door.  
 
    Two cops this time, and in suits. 
 
    I felt a mess, I was sure they would be able to see into my mind, would know upon seeing me that it was all a story, that I was a bank robber. 
 
    Instead, they simply told me that my car had been involved in a robbery, and had been ‘torched.’ 
 
    “Oh, my God! I loved that car!” Donna blurted. 
 
    The detectives said they were sorry, they took more information, and thinking about the bits and pieces of their questions actually calmed me down. Was there anything in the car of value? Was there a key in the car? ‘Yes, there was,’ I quickly remembered, but they didn’t seem to think anything about it. After all a car in a someone’s driveway with a key in it…not that big a deal. 
 
    They asked questions for a bout a half hour, and Donna started pumping them for information on the bank robbery. 
 
    They actually discussed what they knew freely, but, heck, I knew more than they did. 
 
    But I sure wished Donna would stop being so inquisitive. 
 
    I wanted to forget about it, but she was fascinated. 
 
    Finally, the detectives left, and Donna closed the door and leaned against it. She had an excited grin on her face. “Damn! If I was a man I’d have an erection!” Then she looked at me. “How about you? You have an erection?” 
 
    I didn’t. 
 
    “Don’t worry, we’ll fix that. Come on, let’s go to the bedroom. 
 
    “What?” It was still early, barely dinner. “Why?” 
 
    “I want to feminize you.” 
 
    “What? No!” 
 
    She moved up to me, pressed herself against me and looked up into my face. I wasn’t that much taller so she didn’t have to look up far. In fact, if she had been wearing heels she would have been taller. 
 
    She said, “You are the most exciting…” she paused and I felt her hand fumble with my pants, “…woman I have ever seen.” 
 
    “Woman? What? No!” 
 
    But she got hold of my cock, and I hadn’t been hard, but I got a king sized boner pretty darn fast. 
 
    “Are you getting erect because I called you a woman?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    She giggled, pecked me on the lips, and started pulling. 
 
    Now, it is a well known fact that no man resists when a woman grabs his pecker and pulls him towards the bedroom. And I am no different than any other man; I didn’t resist. 
 
    “I don’t want to do this!” I finally managed to dig my feet into the carpet. 
 
    She turned with a wry smile. “Oh, yes, you do.” 
 
    “No! I don’t!” 
 
    “Voice say no. Pecker,” she shook my valued best friend, “…say yes!” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    She frowned. Then: “Okay, we’ll do this the easy way.” 
 
    Still holding my penis she pulled me out of the bedroom and marched to the kitchen. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Lubricating the situation. Sit down.” 
 
    Well, she had me turned around, and she pushed, and I sat down with an oomph. 
 
    “Let’s have some bourbon and Coke!” 
 
    “That’s not going to work.” 
 
    “Oh, well, then you’ll just have a good time and we’ll get drunk. Right?” 
 
    I grunted, and she pulled the big bottle of Canadian whiskey down from the top of the refrigerator. I wasn’t much of a drinker, but when I drank I preferred the smooth taste of Canadian whiskey. It was bourbon, but with a muzzle. Funny thing, though. That muzzle fell off after a few drinks. 
 
    She filled glasses with ice, then half filled them with bourbon, then poured Coke to top the drink off. She placed my drink in front of me and grinned. “Drink this and I’ll be right back.” 
 
    I took a big sip, and felt myself instantly relaxing. I hadn’t realized how uptight I had been. Man, to get your car stolen, to be involved in a robbery, and…I started thinking about the packet of hundred dollar bills. 
 
    I knew enough about banking that the thing Daisy had handed me was probably $10,000. 
 
    Ten grand. Zowie! 
 
    Another sip, and I already felt the glow. Heck, I was so messed up, I needed to lighten up so badly…I actually considered how much dungeon ten grand would buy. 
 
    A lot…and I chortled inside. 
 
    “What are you grinning so stupidly for?” Donna placed her make up kit on the table. 
 
    I straightened my face up. Her make up kit? 
 
    “What’s that for?” 
 
    “Nothing. I just want to look at it while I get you drunk.” 
 
    “You’re planning on putting that stuff on me!” 
 
    “No! I’m not!” 
 
    She was so adamant…and totally lying, but there was no way I could argue her into telling the truth. 
 
    “Aren’t you done, yet? Hurry up!” 
 
    She made another drink, and I actually gulped the rest of my drink. Damn. I didn’t usually drink like this. But it had been a stressful day. 
 
    She placed the second drink in front of me. 
 
    Aware that I had a big boner, I took a big sip. 
 
    Donna sat down and took a sip from her own drink. 
 
    “Now tell me what happened. right from the beginning, when they got into the car. And I want detail.” She grinned, “Tell it with feeling.” 
 
    I probably wouldn’t have, I didn’t really want to, but I was already a drink and a half down, I was starting to relax, and, what the heck. 
 
    “Well, I had jut got into my car, my hand was actually reaching for the ignition when…” 
 
    We sat and I explained everything. She kept stopping and asking for details. What ran through my head, what emotions did I feel, and, of course, when did I first get my boner. 
 
    I knew she was guiding me, but I had enough whiskey in me that I didn’t care. Things that were highly embarrassing became funny. We even laughed over some of the things that Daisy said to me. Then I started crying. 
 
    Right out of the blue. 
 
    I was talking, and then tears were streaming down my face and I was mumbling, “What the fuck? What the fuck?” 
 
    Donna put her hand on mine and said nothing, and all my fear came out. All the terror. 
 
    I cried for about ten minutes, then I simply stopped. Done. Empty. 
 
    She watched me, not saying a word. I had never cried in front of my wife before. 
 
    I sniffled and said, “I guess I’m not a very brave man.” 
 
    She leaned across the table and kissed me a good one. She had her hand around the back of my head and she just held us together, lips pressed, fused, and our eyes were open. It was reassuring, and sexy, and…and I felt my boner start up again. 
 
    She sat back, grinned, and said, “You’re the bravest woman I know.” 
 
    And it made me laugh. Then we were off, hysterically laughing, slapping knees and I actually fell on the floor and laughed. 
 
    Finally, she helped me back up—I hadn’t known how sloshed I was getting—and sat me down. 
 
    “I’m not a woman,” I said, giggling. 
 
    She smiled. “Honey, inside every man is a woman trying to get out. Heck, we are the superior of the species, all men want to be like us.” 
 
    “No,” I shook my head. 
 
    She opened her make up case, and I felt a surge in my groin. The blood pulsed and my dick bobbed. 
 
    She said, “Honey, if you let me do this…you will have the best sex in your life.” 
 
    Now, I was drunk. I was emotionally bare. I was…curious. 
 
    Yes, some part of me was waking up, and I was wondering. 
 
    I couldn’t deny that I had had a boner. I couldn’t deny how heightened it had been when Daisy had jacked me off. I couldn’t deny that, even as drunk as I was, every time Donna called me a woman I got harder. 
 
    “Nonsense,” I said. 
 
    But she saw she had me. 
 
    She pulled the make up kit over, then arranged our chairs, then…stopped. 
 
    “You need to shave.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I want you to shave, super extra close. And I want you to use my Nair.” 
 
    I resisted, but only a little, and then I was somehow walking down the hallway, getting naked and she slathered Nair on me. Fifteen minutes later I was watching my curlies circle the drain. 
 
    And I was shaved. Super shaved. I wasn’t a heavy beard guy anyway, and I stepped out of that bathroom and marveled at how my skin felt so …so new…without hair. 
 
    Back to the kitchen, and another drink, and Donna went to work. 
 
    She cleansed me, she creamed me, she powdered me. She whisked little brushes across my face, and with the feel of those soft bristles against my now electric skin my dick got hard and stayed hard. Real hard. 
 
    As she worked on shadowing my eyes I marveled at how I could feel the blood pulsing in my face and in my cock at the same time. 
 
    She poured me yet another drink. 
 
    She sat down and applied lipstick to my lips. 
 
    We weren’t laughing now. We were serious, and I felt about as alive as I had ever felt. I was aware of everything on my face. I was aware of the waxy feel of my lips, I was aware of how she leaned close, peered at me, and licked her lips. 
 
    “Oh, honey. You should have taken up bank robbing a long time ago.” 
 
    Yet, no laughter. Just a feeling in my chest, like a light saber was shooting up and into my throat. 
 
    “Can I pierce your ears?” 
 
    “Sure,” I didn’t even think about it. 
 
    She took me back to her vanity table then, dabbed my lobes with alcohol, and I barely felt the needles go through my ears. When I looked in the mirror, however, I saw long, silver strings dangling. 
 
    “Fuck,” I whispered. 
 
    “Put this on,” she whispered, and she handed me a bra. 
 
    I remembered what Daisy did, how she put a bra on me, and I managed to get it right. 
 
    “It fits!” I was surprised.  
 
    “I bought the wrong size.” 
 
    “For you.” 
 
    “For me,” she smiled, but there was no humor here. Instead, what we felt, it’s hard to describe…it was like what we were doing was sacred. 
 
    She handed me panties and hose and left the room. 
 
    I remembered how she put hose on, and I unrolled them up my legs. Without the hair my legs looked totally feminine. I stood and marveled, and looked at the panties. No way I was going to get those on. 
 
    She returned, and she had the fake boobs Daisy had stuffed into my bra. She slipped them into the bra I was wearing, and it was an even better fit. Looking in the mirror my body looked downright feminine. I wasn’t one of these big, muscular guys, but I hadn’t realized how, with the proper sized boobs, I would look so…so female. 
 
    “No panties?” 
 
    “They aren’t going to go over this?” I turned and pointed my weenie at her. 
 
    She giggled. 
 
    “We’re going to have to cut that off.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Just kidding.” 
 
    “Heysoos, you had me scared there.” 
 
    “No, we can get something called a gaff, or maybe just tie it down.” 
 
    “Tie it to my leg,” my turned to giggle. 
 
    “No! I’ve got it! We’ll get you a chastity tube.” 
 
    From my porn meanderings I knew what that was. “I don’t know if I want to lock up my pal.” 
 
    She came to me then, held my hands, and we were kissing distance apart, but she didn’t kiss me, she spoke in a low voice. 
 
    “Think about it. Your cock struggling to get erect, but it can’t, and the only way it can is if you come to me, ask me, beg me. Please, honey, I need to feel my cock! But I won’t let you. I dangle the key in front of you. I laugh and tease, and you try to get harder and harder. Your cock is straining against the cage, blood is pounding through your whole body. All you want to do is get loose and fuck me. But I won’t let you.” 
 
    She had painted a scene and I was caught. “How long?” I asked. 
 
    “Days. Weeks. Who knows, maybe months. And the torment gets greater and greater. You feel like you’re going to bust, and I do things like make you eat me out, and still don’t let you loose.” 
 
    “But when do I get to cum?” 
 
    “Honey,” she kissed me quickly, lightly, “I’ll let you know.” 
 
    I didn’t agree right then, but…I knew I would. 
 
    “So forget the panties and let’s get you in a dress.” 
 
    She didn’t have anything that really fit me, but she did have a slinky, stretchy thing, and she helped me into it. 
 
    I stood there, my cock pointing and perfectly outlined, and we laughed at it. 
 
    She grabbed it through the dress and held it. “This is mine, baby. It’s all mine. And you’re going to have to beg to use it.” 
 
    I felt like my heart was going to burst. My chest was pounding. 
 
    “I want to fuck you. Right now.” 
 
    “Soon, baby. Put these on.” 
 
    She handed me a pair of high heeled sandals. 
 
    I looked at them, and there was a part of me that groaned. I had worn high heels already that day, and my calves were still sore. 
 
    But there was a part of me that wanted them desperately. 
 
    She pushed me back on the bed, took the shoes back, and put them on me. As sandals my toes could hang over a tad, and they were a lot more comfortable than those witch heels Daisy had made me wear. 
 
    “Come on,” she took my hand and led me through the house. I wasn’t comfortable in the high heels, and I sort of stumbled and tip toed, but I managed to keep up with her. 
 
    Inside the garage she brought down a box from a high shelf and opened it. “Oh, my gosh,” I blurted as she handed me a wig. She had bought it years ago, after a bad hair cut. A couple of months later her hair grew in properly and she had put the wig in storage. Until today. 
 
    It was beautiful. Long and wavy, and it brushed out right away. She affixed it to my own hair, and she whispered, “You’re never going to get a hair cut again.” 
 
    I nodded, was mesmerized by the feel of soft curls framing my face and falling to my shoulders. 
 
    And we were done. 
 
    We returned to the kitchen, one last bourbon, and then we did the most mundane of things…she fixed dinner. 
 
    I sat. 
 
    We chatted. 
 
    And it was like two girlfriends. There were definite changes in my attitude, my character. And she responded to me differently. 
 
    We laughed, and I felt like everything was different, that even the smell of hamburger was different. Female different. 
 
    Twenty minutes later we began eating, and even that was a new and unique experience. 
 
    First, she poured me a Coke, no bourbon, we were both pretty loopy, and slipped a straw in it. 
 
    “How come?” I asked. 
 
    “You’ll find out. Take a sip.” 
 
    I did, and found out. My lips left the top of the straw red. 
 
    “Sometimes it’s fun to leave a print on the rim of a glass, but I thought you’d like this. Now, eat a French fry, but pop it into your mouth so you don’t get lipstick on it. 
 
    I did. 
 
    “Sometimes, a long fry, you have to cut it with your teeth, but…this is an accepted way.” 
 
    “Accepted by who?” 
 
    “Women do it this way.” 
 
    I did it, and looked at my hamburger. I suddenly realized I was going to be leaving big lip prints on the surface of the bun. 
 
    “Knife and fork, baby. Cut it into bite sized pieces.” 
 
    So I did. And it was interesting to eat a hamburger that way. 
 
    “I think I’d rather eat it male style. Just grab it with my hands and chomp away.” 
 
    She smiled. “I like to eat that way, too. But if you’ve got lipstick on…” she shrugged. 
 
    So we ate, and conversation sort of died down. We were too busy looking at each other. 
 
    “You know,” I finally observed, “I’m the only one dressed like a woman here.” 
 
    She smiled. “I know.” 
 
    “What? More of your devious plotting?” 
 
    “Absolutely. You’re the woman, so what should I be.” 
 
    That weirded me out, and she saw it in my eyes. 
 
    “Of course, underneath my male garb I will be the same old same old sexy me. Big tits, a pussy that is voracious. 
 
    That helped, and I just blinked a little. 
 
    “But before you fuck me…you’re going to have to suck on my cock.” 
 
    “How are you going to have a cock?” 
 
    “I have a strap on.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “A strap on. It’s a harness into which one places a big dildo, and then one can use that cock as any man would use a cock.” 
 
    I was speechless now. I hadn’t known she had a strap on. 
 
    “Where did you get a strap on?” 
 
    “Time for secrets to be revealed,” She whispered, grinning at me, but, first, I have a question for you.” 
 
    “All right.” I finished my burger and sipped some Coke to wash it down. 
 
    “Are you going to resist me when I put you in women’s clothes again?” 
 
    I didn’t even hesitate. “I’ll try not to.” 
 
    She nodded. “Then, my big secret is that I have always wanted to do this to you.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “How fast did I jump on this? How did I respond when you burst into the garage wearing a dress and very badly applied make up?” 
 
    I was silent. My mind turned over the morning, and…she had responded…quickly. And she hadn’t wasted any time trying to get me into a dress. 
 
    “Honey? Even the basic attraction you had for me was that you have a delicate frame, easily adapted to…to being a woman. Whenever I look at you I sigh, and get images in my mind, of you in make up, of you in a dress, of walking down the street with you, two women, holding hands and giggling.” 
 
    “This is…this is a lot to—“ 
 
    “A lot to take in. After all, you must be wondering if I am a Lesbian. And the answer is a definite no. I have absolutely no interest in being with a woman. But a man dressed like a woman…that turns me on. That get s me so wet I’m going to need a sponge instead of a pad.” 
 
    “Do you think of other men like this?” 
 
    “Sometimes, but not like you. Other men it’s more like a mental exercise I look and I imagine, but I don’t have the big lust.” 
 
    “But you do with me.” 
 
    “Oh, honey, you have no idea. I have wanted to see you in a dress since before we were married, and what I feel, the lust that I feel…imagine the hardest and drippingest your cock has ever been, and then know that that is how I feel about this. You want a final drink?” 
 
    “I think so.” 
 
    So she made us a final bourbon and Coke. We sat in the kitchen and stared at each other and drank. 
 
    She wanted me in a dress, she wanted me as a crossdresser. Full make up. 
 
    What did I want? 
 
    I wanted this feeling that I had to last forever. I wanted to dress like this always, to feel the nylons, to be bound by bra. To explore garters. To grow my hair long and learn how to make it more…female. 
 
    I loved the feeling of lipstick on my lips, and I wanted the fluttering eyelashes, thick and heavy and ready for batting. 
 
    I could get used to high heels, I already enjoyed the ones I was wearing much more than the ones Daisy had given to me. 
 
    And I could learn things. I knew about crossing the legs, and I was figuring out how to walk on a line, which I felt would probably make my ass sway. 
 
    And, a weird thought, did I want to put up with men checking me out? 
 
    No. 
 
    But what sacrifice was I willing to make to live like this? 
 
    “What are you thinking?” Donna asked. 
 
    I realized I had been daydreaming, drifting into far realms of thought. I came back to planet earth and told her. She nodded as I spoke, and gently bit her lip. 
 
    When I was done she said, “You don’t have to be a man all the time. You can be male one day, female the next…you can do this however you want.” 
 
    “How do you want me?” 
 
    “I’m okay either way. Having you as a woman is satisfying deep seated needs, but now that I can have you as a woman, it’s okay if you be a man. After all, we’ll be going to a football game, and I’ll know that you’re wearing panties and a bra.” 
 
    I snickered at that. 
 
    “And if you’re acting all manly, smoking cigars and thumping your chest with your friends, I’ll remember you like this. I’ll remember fucking you like a woman…and I’ll be totally okay.” 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    We were holding hands over the table now. The last drink was almost done, and we could feel our sexual desires starting to kick in. 
 
    As if they hadn’t been already kicked in right from the first moment she saw me in a dress. 
 
    But now we were breathing harder. I was aware of her boobs, her lips, her soft hair. 
 
    And she was aware of my boobs, my dress, my red lips. 
 
    She spoke in a low, throaty whisper. “What’s it going to take for me to get into your panties?” 
 
    “A buck and a quarter,” I whispered back. 
 
    “I’ll owe you.” 
 
    “Fine.” 
 
    She took my hand and pulled me up from the table. As we walked down the hall I realized something. She had taken charge. She was leading me. She was pulling me by the hand. 
 
    I was—I don’t want to say ‘lesser’—somehow subservient to her. And I recognized something about the differences between men and women. 
 
    Men charge around, banging into walls like confused buffalos. 
 
    Women…submit. 
 
    I don’t mean that in a bad way, like I say, not ‘lesser,’ but there is just a part of a woman that lays down and accepts, and in that is a bit of submission.  
 
    And, the man takes. 
 
    But she was leading me as if she was going to take. And that made me subservient. Submissive, if you will. 
 
    She led me into the bedroom and put me on the bed. 
 
    “Hold on for a minute, baby.” 
 
    Even the way she said ‘baby,’ she was taking charge. 
 
    I sat on the edge of the bed, marveling at the hints of submissiveness that I felt. 
 
    Donna took off her clothes and went into my closet. She came out with boxers and some pants, and a shirt and tie. 
 
    I blinked. 
 
    She grinned, then went into her closet and brought out a strap on harness and a dildo. 
 
    “Told you,” she said, putting the harness on. 
 
    I said nothing, just watched as she pulled up the boxer shorts and pants. When she put on the shirt and tie she had a decidedly more male body. She had taken off her bra and her boobs were more disguised by the cut of the shirt. 
 
    She went into the bathroom and combed her hair back. Tied it in a tight ponytail, and I knew that when we were face to face it would just look like she had her hair combed back. 
 
    She came to me then. Swaggering a bit, trying to be a man, and sort of succeeding. 
 
    She stood in front of me. No make up. Making her face as gruff as she could. “Baby, I think before we do this you need to moisten me up.” 
 
    I reached for her pants zipper and pulled it down. “I think it would be more effective if you just told me to suck your cock.” 
 
    She chuckled. “Suck my cock, bitch.” 
 
    I snaked my hand through the zipper and the opening in her boxers. I looked up at her, ‘Bitch?’ I mouthed. 
 
    She shrugged. “I could always have called you a cunt.” 
 
    That made me laugh, and then I had her cock out. 
 
    It was maybe seven inches, about the size of a regular cock, and it was a half squooshy, half hard hunk of plastic. 
 
    “Wow,” I said, and I was face to face with the idea of me being a woman, and me being a residual male. 
 
    I stared at the tip of the cock and thought about how men had, for ages, stood before women and expected them to suck their dongs. 
 
    “What are you waiting for?” She asked. 
 
    I looked up, gulped, and opened my mouth. 
 
    I opened my mouth and she slowly inserted the cock. Thank God she didn’t move fast. I was immediately assailed by the gagging reflex. 
 
    Donna pulled back and smiled. “What? Can’t take a little cock?” 
 
    “Come on,” I complained. “First time I’ve ever done this.” 
 
    She moved her penis forward again and I opened up, and this time managed to take about half in. Then I choked and she started to pull back. 
 
    I stopped her, and just took a few seconds to relax, to relax my mouth. 
 
    “Mmph,” I said, encouragingly, and I started to blow her. 
 
    She moved her cock gently in and out. I felt it rubbing against my lipstick, touching the sides of my throat. 
 
    I blew her for a long time, just trying to understand it, to get used to it. And I was succeeding. 
 
    By the time we finished, though my jaws were tired, I had managed to get three quarters of her cock into my mouth. 
 
    “Wow,” she grinned. “You’re a natural.” 
 
    “Nah. I just had a good teacher.” 
 
    “Let me suck yours for a while.” 
 
    Now it got funny, because taking down my panties and lifting my dress felt…not right. 
 
    I was being the girl. I shouldn’t have a cock! 
 
    Yet, it was hard. 
 
    But she didn’t suck me. She couldn’t wait, and she pushed me back on the bed, stepped between my legs, and did me Amazon style.  
 
    Amazon style is when the women is on the inside of the legs, but still has the cock up her pussy. 
 
    And it felt amazingly good, her standing there, slamming me like she was a man. 
 
    Oh, the smile on her face. 
 
    And the moist warmth of her pussy. 
 
    She hadn’t been telling a lie, she wanted to do this role reversal style. She wanted to pretend to be the man, and have me be the woman. 
 
    She held my legs apart, held me open, and it felt so good to be stretched out like that, made to accept, to receive, and I thought about the submissive aspect of this again. 
 
    But…I wasn’t cumming. 
 
    And she wasn’t. 
 
    She slowed down, stopped with me inside her. “What’s wrong?” 
 
    We just stayed motionless, thinking, and it struck me. I began to blush a little, but…but I knew what was wrong. 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “We aren’t going far enough.” 
 
    “What do you mean? I’m fucking you like a man would fuck. I’m in charge.” 
 
    “Are you?” 
 
    She blinked and tilted her head slightly. 
 
    “Well, yeah.” 
 
    “Are you fucking me like a man would fuck a woman?” 
 
    “I’m between your legs. I’m pumping away.” 
 
    Overcoming my reticence, my embarrassment, I said, “Are you inside me?” 
 
    Her mouth opened slightly, and she stared. then: “You want me to…you want…” 
 
    “Let’s face it, that’s what’s wrong.” 
 
    “But…we’ve never—“ 
 
    “We’ve never done any of this. So if we’re going to do it, we need to do it right.” 
 
    She actually looked a little pale at the thought. Then: “If you mean it, then I’ll get some lube.” 
 
    “I mean it.” 
 
    She pulled off me, stared for a long second, then went to the side table and took a big bottle of lube out of the drawer. 
 
    She scooped out a big glob of lube and said, “And you’re sure?” 
 
    “Yes,” surprising myself with my determination. 
 
    My legs were still apart and she put two fingers down to my crack and began smoothing the lube into my asshole. 
 
    It was cold, and I jerked, but we both knew it was the sudden feel of lube on my asshole. 
 
    She began to push the lube into my asshole. She use two fingers, rimmed me, and I began to jerk and twitch. Sexual feelings were washing over me, taking over me. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” I blurted. 
 
    “Okay?” 
 
    “God, yes! Keep going!” 
 
    She put more lube down there, she used three fingers, and suddenly she was finger banging me. 
 
    “Oh…oh…oh…” I couldn’t help myself. It felt so electrifying, so good. I had never imagined an asshole could feel so…so good. So…sexual! 
 
    Donna giggled. “You really like this?” 
 
    “I never knew,” I blurted. 
 
    “Well, you’re about to find out. Are you ready?” 
 
    “Yeah!” And, man, I was. I wanted bigger fingers, more fingers. I wanted her dick. 
 
    She stepped up to me and placed the tip of her dick into my hole. 
 
    “Oh!” 
 
    She very slowly, very gently, pushed in. 
 
    I had heard stories of men taking it up the ass, of how it hurt, and then got better. 
 
    But this didn’t hurt, at all. It just felt good right from the get go. 
 
    She pushed inch after inch into me, and my eyes grew wider and wider. 
 
    I was gasping and gulping, and I began to feel full, stuffed, but in the most pleasurable way. 
 
    “A natural,” she whispered, and she began to fuck me. 
 
    She moved excruciatingly slowly, and my head was back and my mouth open as the pleasure rippled through me. 
 
    “Good?” 
 
    “Gah!” I responded, unable to put the amount of pleasure I was receiving into words. 
 
    I didn’t see her smile, my head was back and my eyeballs were rolling back, but I could feel her pleasure. She was getting immense pleasure just from giving me pleasure. 
 
    What a pure love! 
 
    In and out, small movements to the side that took my breath away. 
 
    I began moving my hips, trying to get more of her cock. She responded by corkscrewing me, rubbing the tip of her dick against my anal walls. 
 
    I groaned, a loud, guttural sigh of commitment and satisfaction and…and…submission. 
 
    I was submitting. I was giving myself to her completely. She was in charge, and I was okay with that. 
 
    “Are you going to cum?” she asked. 
 
    I knew it was possible to have an anal orgasm, or a prostate orgasm. I also knew it was difficult, but it didn’t feel difficult to me. 
 
    I nodded, and made a gurgling sound deep in my throat. 
 
    She took my cock in one hand. As she pumped me she began stroking under the head of the cock with her thumb. Her other hand was palpating my balls. 
 
    “Oh, fuck! Fuck!” And I came. 
 
    It was a weird cum. It was more like being lowered into a warm bathtub, except that it was more like the warmth rose up and engulfed me. And the bathtub felt more like an ocean, filled with waves and life and golden currents. 
 
    I thrust my hips up, and I knew I was squirting, but the orgasm was deep inside me, all over me, and my dick didn’t really matter. 
 
    “Oh…oh…oh…” It went on for a long time, then very slowly it receded, and suddenly I felt like I had been thrown onto a beach. I felt like I had been pushed through a meat grinder, but in the most pleasant way. I opened my eyes and looked at Donna, and she began to laugh with delight. 
 
    And laugh and laugh and laugh. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    I was on the patio. I was wearing culottes and a blouse. My fake breasts were delightfully large and I loved looking down and seeing the double mountains thrusting forth from my naturally flat chest. 
 
    Donna was in the house, fooling around on the internet.  
 
    I sighed and sipped on my straw. My lips left the straw red tipped, and the Coke went sliding down my throat.  
 
    Hot day. Cold Coke. I was a woman. 
 
    Well, at least in appearance. And manner. And…I loved it. 
 
    “Kyle?” 
 
    I stood up and did my best not to wobble on my high heels as I sauntered back into the house. I went through the living room, down the hall and into the computer room. 
 
    “Hey, babe? Whats cooking?” 
 
    “You are.” 
 
    I tilted my head in question. 
 
    “Have a seat. We need to talk.” 
 
    “We need to talk? That’s ominous? That’s what they say on TV when they’re about to have a major plot change.” 
 
    “Not a plot change, just a go ahead on our current plot.” 
 
    Uh oh. I knew where she was going. 
 
    “I need that dungeon. When are you going to start work?” 
 
    “Uh, well…” 
 
    Come on. No stalling. You know how bad I want this.” She leaned forward and ran a hand up under my dress. My dick immediately sprouted. 
 
    “I know, but…but I’d have to get rid of my red nail.” 
 
    “When you’re done I’ll give you longer ones.” 
 
    “And, uh…” 
 
    “I know. You’d have to be a man. But as soon as you’re done…” she looked at me questioningly. 
 
    “What about money?” 
 
    “We’ve still got that ten thousand dollars from the bank robbery.” 
 
    “Do you want to spend that?” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Well, it’s bank money, and how do we know it’s not a trap? That they aren’t looking for the serial numbers.” 
 
    “Okay. Then don’t be a man. You go in as a woman. Buy everything at once, cash, and by the time they match the serial numbers we’ll be long gone.” 
 
    I sighed. She had all the answers, and…it was about time for me to build the dungeon. But I’m a lazy kind of guy, and that was a big project. 
 
    “But you’ll have to go get everything.” 
 
    “You can’t? Why not?” 
 
    “Because…I can’t go out as a woman! Somebody will recognize me.” 
 
    “They’ll see that you’re a man dressed as a woman?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Her turn to sigh. “ First, you don’t look anything like a man. You look like a woman, totally. Second, everybody knows me as a woman. I am recognizable as a woman. Let’s say they had a picture of me, as soon as they put it in the newspaper somebody will recognize me. 
 
    “You, however, have never been seen, outside of this house, as a woman. So they could show your picture and nobody will recognize you. You wear a scarf, a different color wig, sunglasses, and I guarantee that nobody will know you.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Besides, I don’t know what materials you’re going to need.” 
 
    Oh, man. I was getting trapped here. 
 
    “I’ll drive the truck. You get one of the store guys to help you loading, and we’ll zip. Any bill you pass won’t be recognized until it goes to the bank. That’s a day later. And that’s if they even have the serial numbers.  
 
    “Look, do you know how many bills they go through in a day? Probably thousands! Do you think they’re going to check the bills?” 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    “You’re just scared of going out as a woman.” 
 
    Bingo. 
 
    “So let’s go out a few times, maybe at night, dark places, and you can see that nobody will recognize you.” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    But I didn’t want to I liked dressing up, but I was terrified of being seen by the world at large. 
 
    “Okay, we can do this the easy way.” 
 
    “Oh, no. Not this time.” Last time she had wanted something, which was for me to dress like a woman, she had gotten me drunk. I wasn’t going to let that happen again. 
 
    “Let’s go have a drink.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    Finally, she realized that I meant business. I went back out to the pool and dreamed about wearing a bikini and getting a tan, and she sulked. 
 
    And, of course, plotted. Women can be so nefarious. 
 
      
 
    Two days later. 
 
    “Kyle?” 
 
    I was in the living room, watching football. Me, the girly man, watching a rough and rugged sport. Heh. 
 
    I put my feet down, slipped into my heels, and sashayed back to the computer room. 
 
    Click, click, click. 
 
    Donna looked up when I entered the room. She smiled. “That is such a sexy smile.” 
 
    “I know. I’m getting better at walking.” 
 
    She nodded. “I was watching earlier, I love how your ass is swaying, but that’s not why I called you.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “Yes, got a package here.” She indicated a small box, maybe six inches cubed, on the desk. 
 
    I sat down in the spare chair and picked it up. She handed me a small knife and I slit the center tape and opened the top. 
 
    It was a small, black bag. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “It’s what you promised to wear the other day.” 
 
    I blinked. Oh, crap. 
 
    “I was drunk when I agreed to that.” 
 
    “No, you weren’t, but even if you were, you still agreed.” 
 
    “Men should not be held to agreements made when they are drunk.” 
 
    “Hah!” Donna barked. “First, you’re not a man. You’re a woman. And women keep their word!” Which was was totally untrue but she just pushed it past. “Second, if that was true no man would be married, no man would have children, no man would—“ 
 
    “Okay, okay!” I sighed. And, nasty, little secret here, I was sort of curious. What would that little cage thing feel like? I read on the internet that it was heady, sexy, drove men wild, and gave the best orgasms on the planet. 
 
    “Well, open it.” 
 
    I opened the black bag and emptied the contents on the desk. 
 
    A cage, made of metal. Several rings of varying sizes. A padlock. A little ring with points on it. 
 
    I looked closer at the cage. It was in the shape of a cock, and it had a little hollow tube extending inside from the tip. 
 
    “This is…what did you order? This is different than what we discussed.” 
 
    “I went state of the art. The metal will last longer. The pointy circle are called points of intrigue, it’ll help keep your cock in the tube.” 
 
    “State of the art, eh?” I picked up the various pieces and examined them closer. 
 
    “Of course you could get a piercing, maybe an ampallang sideways through the head of your cock. I think you might like that.” 
 
    “Put a hole through a perfectly good penis? I think not!” 
 
    “Okay, let’s get it on.” 
 
    “Now?” 
 
    “No. In three months. Yes, now!” 
 
    “But,” I grinned, “I’m too hard right now.” 
 
    She looked down at my dress and smiled wryly. “Now where did that come from?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know.” I showed my teeth happily. 
 
    “I’ll get a bag of frozen peas and—“ 
 
    “Oh, no you don’t. No way I’m going to risk a frozen peeny.” 
 
    She frowned. “Well you certainly don’t expect me to…to…” 
 
    “Have sex with me?” 
 
    “What kind of sex?” Her turn to show happy, glinting teeth. 
 
    And here was the bone of contention. After I had robbed the bank and come home as a woman Donna only wanted me as a woman. 
 
    Which I didn’t mind. 
 
    But, she only wanted to make love with me dressed as a woman. 
 
    That’s right, I hadn’t had my cock in her for a couple of months. Just once, after we had discovered how much I like being dressed as a woman. 
 
    On the other hand, on the good side, about fifty per cent of the time I had an anal orgasm.  
 
    Uh oh, another nasty, little secret coming up: I liked anal orgasms. 
 
    A lot. 
 
    Like, better than penile orgasms. 
 
    But…I could feel our relationship shifting and warping. 
 
    It was turning into a completely female led relationship. Her in charge. 
 
    Not a day passed when she didn’t give me some instruction on how to be a woman, how to walk, how to do the dishes, how to wear clothes and put on make up. 
 
    Now, truth, it didn’t bother me a lot, but it did bother me a little. 
 
    I liked certain aspects of the male personality. I liked being in charge of my own life, of just doing things. I felt like I was losing some of that. 
 
    “Why can’t I put my penis in you?” 
 
    “Why can’t I put mine in you?” she countered. 
 
    “I just want to experience it once.” 
 
    She paused, I could see her thinking about to to phrase her desires. 
 
    “Look, our relationship is changing. I think you should just accept it.” 
 
    “Maybe I should go back to being a man.” 
 
    “You don’t want to.” 
 
    Damn it.  
 
    She rolled her swivel towards me and reached under my dress. She took my hard cock in hand and began stroking me. 
 
    “You make me cum that way and I won’t put it on.” 
 
    She rolled back, looking a wee bit disgruntled. She leaned back. “You wouldn’t consider having a drink or two, would you?” 
 
    “Sure, right after we have sex…sex with my big, hard, dripping cock.” 
 
    She shook her head and chuckled. “Okay, you asshole. But right after you fuck me…I get to fuck you.” 
 
    I opened my mouth, but…no way I could say no to that offer. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She stood up. “Let’s rock, Mr. Cock.” 
 
    I followed her down the hallway and into the bedroom. She went to the bed, took off her clothes, lay down and spread, and tried to look bored. “Okay, honey. Do your man thing.” 
 
    I laughed, and I crawled onto the bed and crept between her legs. 
 
    She grinned and tilted her hips up. 
 
    Slowly, but with gusto, I began eating her. She watched my red lipped mouth devour her pussy. She giggled as I sucked her clit. She groaned as I face mushed her cunt. 
 
    “Fuck, I’d forgotten how good this could be.” 
 
    “I slithered up to her breasts and murmured, “I don’t see how. You have me eating you out almost every day.” And she did. She liked to get an oral orgasm before she fucked me. 
 
    “Well…oh. Yes.” 
 
    My finger was banging away, I was pulling on her nipples with my teeth. It always amazed me at how sensitive her nipples were. I wished mine were that sensitive. 
 
    Finally, her now feeling the fever, I moved up and perched over her. My lips were still red, as she had tried out some lip stain, and she held my face and stared at my mouth. Then she kissed my mouth. Hell, she literally ate my mouth, big gulps of passion and hunger. 
 
    And I slipped my cock into her. 
 
    Oh, Lord, the feeling of that velvet sheath swallowing me; it was heaven in a tube. It was like coming home. It was…love. 
 
    And I was in charge. I controlled the vertical. I controlled the horizontal. I was a man, and it didn’t matter that I was in a dress with my panties discarded on the floor…I was the fuckor and she was the fuckee.
Donna’s eyes opened wide. She felt it. It was the natural scheme of things. No matter how much she preferred it otherwise, my natural maleness was greater than her attempted maleness. 
 
    And it was her who was supposed to submit. 
 
    And, a moment of clarity, that was why I liked being female; I loved breaking the rules. I loved doing something I wasn’t supposed to. I loved going against nature. 
 
    “Heysoo!” she whimpered, and then I began to fuck her. 
 
    Big, joyous strokes. Wiggling my peeny deep inside her. Watching the surprise in her eyes when I bashed my pubic against hers. 
 
    “Oh, God!” she moaned. 
 
    I pumped into her hard, like a volcano unleashed. All that subservience that I had cultivated suddenly backfiring on her. 
 
    She began to cum, and cum, and cum. Big, back wrenching orgasms that stretched her spine and rolled her eyeballs back into her head. 
 
    For a long time I pummeled her, and she gave up and just hung on as I rag dolled her. Then I slowed down. 
 
    “Oh, my…” she was dazed. 
 
    I stopped. 
 
    She just clung to me, her mouth against my shoulder. Gasping for breath. Then she laid back and looked up at me. “Well?” 
 
    I almost sobbed. “I can’t…I can’t…” 
 
    “Oh, my God! You can’t cum? After that? My God! You just fucked me into the next dimension! And you can’t cum?” 
 
    I pulled out of her, went back on my knees until I was sitting zen style. I was slightly hunched over, but my big boobs were still obvious. My head was hanging and I wasn’t looking at her. 
 
    Donna sat up, and she was a wet-haired, bedraggled mess. I had truly fucked the shit out of her. 
 
    She sat with her legs on the bed but around me until her heels touched my buns. “Oh, baby.” yet she was happy. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I was holding tears in, but just barely. 
 
    “For what? We’ve just adjusted out relationship, and this is the new you, so we must embrace it.” 
 
    She pulled my head down to her chest then, and held me. 
 
    Tears leaked slowly out of my eyes. 
 
    “I’m not going to say I didn’t enjoy that. In fact, you need to learn how to do that with a fake dick.” 
 
    I mumbled into her throat, “Not my real dick?” 
 
    “Oh, honey. No. Now we know. I should never let your real dick into my pussy again. The only sex we should have is with out fake peenies. Now, roll over and put your ass in the air. Let’s get back to the way it is supposed to be.” 
 
    I was so horny I thought I would bust, but I couldn’t cum the regular way, not any more, so I got on all fours and pointed my ass over the side of the bed. 
 
    While she put on the strap on I thought about the things that I  had realized, and that I now knew. 
 
    Man superior sex was normal, but…I didn’t want normal. I wanted to give myself up. I wanted to be her bitch. 
 
    As if she was reading my mind, as she began lubing me up she said, “Honey, you are my kind of man. A girly man. A man who knows his place. You need me to fuck you, and to take care of you. Oh, we can keep up appearances in public, I don’t feel like explaining the ins and outs—get it? Ins and outs?—of our marriage. Nobody’s business. But from here on out I’m going to be in charge, and you’re going to do what I tell you.” 
 
    Her fingers were rimming me, and my ass was going around and around, trying to fuck her fingers. 
 
    She giggled. “I love it when you’re this hot. I’m going to keep you this hot all the time.” 
 
    I was so intent on the sensations exploding from my asshole I didn’t hear that remark. 
 
    Then she was poised at my man pussy. The tip of her dildo was touching my brown button, and she began sliding in. 
 
    “Oh!” I actually squealed, my voice rose up with the instant pleasure of being filled. 
 
    Donna chuckled. “Take it, baby.” And now she began to fuck me. Long strokes, gliding strokes, angled strokes, sliding through my anal passage, each stroke an excruciating caress of mind numbing pleasure. 
 
    I was so hot from fucking her, and so frustrated, that I began leaking right away. I didn’t have the big bang, not this time, but I did have that oozing feeling that was my semen drooling out, along with my manhood. 
 
    I was submitting again. I was taking what might not be the accepted place in our relationship, but what was my preferred placed in our relationship. 
 
    It was making me loosy goosy happy. 
 
    She held on to my hips and gently excoriated me. She fucked me and laid me bare. With our moment of me fucking her and failing to cum in the immediate past, I just opened up and sobbed for my desire to give up and let her have her way. 
 
    Finally, “You’re empty now. I’ve drained your prostate. Do you need any more?” 
 
    I did, but I didn’t. I shook my head and mumbled a ‘no’ into the pillows. 
 
    She pulled out of me and walked out of the room. 
 
    I lay there, completely subdued, and happy as I had ever been in my life. I listened, and heard her come back into the room. 
 
    “Roll over.” 
 
    I did.  
 
    She smiled at my tear stained face. She was holding the chastity cage. 
 
    “Just lay there. I’ll get this done quickly.” 
 
    I stared at the ceiling, and she searched through the rings for the one that fit the best. 
 
    “There we go. Hold on while I put the cage on.” 
 
    I felt her slipping the cock cage over my penis. My penis gave a weak throb, but that was all. I was truly emptied. 
 
    “Okay, this is going to feel weird, but once it is in you’re going to love it.” 
 
    She held up my cage, with my penis slack inside  and then I felt a sensation in my pee hole! 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “It’s called a catheter tube. Don’t move now, just relax and I’ll have it in in a second.” 
 
    A catheter tube? That was the tube they put in old men to drain their bladder or something.  
 
    It was uncomfortable, I could feel it going in, but it wasn’t painful. But she was right. It was definitely weird. Then she turned it gently but slowly. I felt like my penis was being turned inside out, and then it was done. 
 
    “Okay. Sit up. Tell me how it feels.” 
 
    I pushed myself up and looked down at my lap. 
 
    The metal cage was in place. My cock was hidden, except for a couple of air holes, or drainage holes, or whatever the portholes on the side of the cage are called. 
 
    Donna was grinning like a Cheshire cat that had just smoked the most incredible dope. 
 
    “What…what…” 
 
    “It’s going to drive you crazy, honey.” 
 
    “It’s already driving me crazy. What’s with that catheter thing?” 
 
    “I just thought it’d be cool. Give you an extra bit of sensation.” 
 
    “I feel like my dick is being fucked, and I’m just sitting here.” 
 
    “Stand up.” 
 
    She held out her hand and helped me off the bed. I was afraid to move, afraid that that tube thing inside my pecker was going to injure me. 
 
    “It’s okay,” she said, reassuring me. 
 
    “I…this is…I can hardly think.” 
 
    “Excellent. I don’t want my bitches thinking. Now pull up your panties and let’s go have a talk.” 
 
    Grinning, totally pleased with herself, she strode out of the bedroom. I listened to her padding down the hallway, then I was left alone. Alone with a unique sensation and frustration. 
 
    I had a catheter, and it wasn’t supposed to be a sex thing, but with my prick in a cage…it was definitely a sex thing. 
 
    I took a step, and I felt that thing shifting around. I think, in a normal situation, I would have gotten used to it. But this wasn’t normal. My cock was being held in a position, and that gave me different and exciting feelings. 
 
    I had to put my panties on. I was afraid to bend over. Slowly, I bent at the waist. I could feel the catheter driving me crazy. It was threatening and dangerous and…harmless. 
 
    I picked up my panties, and now I had to put them on. 
 
    I risked sitting down, and I felt shards of pleasure shooting through my peeny. 
 
    I bent my legs, one at a time, and pulled my panties up. 
 
    I stood up and looked down. 
 
    My dress was showing a little bump, but I knew a simple tummy control panty would fix that. Or maybe just a string to pull my chastity tube back. 
 
    Shoes. I liked wearing high heels. But…how to put them on? 
 
    I picked up my shoes and sat on the bed again. I was moving like molasses, creeping through my motions. I slipped my foot into one shoe, the other foot into the other shoes. I stood up. 
 
    Oh, Lord. Now that my attention was firmly locked in my penis with it’s catheter, I could feel the way I was holding my body, careful of the catheter, and my butt was pooched out a bit. 
 
    I walked across the room, double awkward, and into the hallway. 
 
    Surprisingly, probably since my butt was poked back a bit, my heels clicked better. I had been sort of slushy with the click, click, click thing, but now the sound of heels on hardwood rang out sharp and clear. 
 
    Donna looked out from the kitchen as I walked and grinned. “Momma’s got a brand new bag.” 
 
    I smiled at her, but it was a weak smile, all my attention on the shooting pleasure that was going through my cock with every step I took. 
 
    And I found that the harder I placed my heel, the sharper was the pleasure in my dick. The vibration of heel striking floor was shooting up my bones and directly into my dick. 
 
    I started to get hard. 
 
    I had just been drained, but the feeling of the catheter up my pee hole, combined with the shocking vibration coming up my legs, my penis was becoming erect! 
 
    Then the other shoe dropped. I couldn’t get hard. My cock surged as if it was going to bonerize, then it simply…stopped. Was stopped by the metal cage. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” I whimpered, holding on to the door jamb. 
 
    “What’s going on?” Donna asked with a big, shit eating grin. 
 
    “I think you know what’s going on,” my voice was a hoarse whisper. 
 
    “Yeah, but tell me. Feed my enjoyment.” 
 
    “That thing is…it feels like it’s vibrating with every step. And it feels like my cock wants to get hard, but it can’t. This is incredible.” 
 
    “Incredible good? Or incredible bad?” 
 
    I stared at her. “I don’t know. It just is…breathtaking.” 
 
    “I’ll take that for good. Now sit down and have a drink.” 
 
    She had placed a big bourbon and Coke on the table. I placed my hand on the table and gingerly lowered myself. 
 
    She started laughing. “Oh, the look on your face. You look like somebody’s going to squeeze your balls if you do the wrong thing.” 
 
    “Not far off,” I admitted. “I know I’ll get used to it, but…I’ll never get used to it. I’ll be feeling this thing always. It’s like it’s jacking me off from the inside.” 
 
    She chuckled, then, “It really flattens out your bump. I barely see it. A tummy shaper, or maybe just a pair of hefty panties, and it’s gone. You will truly and totally look feminine in the body.” 
 
    “Well, all I can say is…wow.” 
 
    “You’re welcome. Now, drink up. We have to come to an agreement.” 
 
    I sipped, and she had placed a straw in the glass. She liked it when I pursed my lips and sucked, and I liked the trace of red left on the straw. 
 
    “What do you want to talk about?” I was even speaking slower. It was like I had no mind for anything except the feeling in my cock. 
 
    “I’m not going to fuck you again until you’ve built me my dungeon.” 
 
    “Oh, God. I don’t think I can even pick up a hammer with this thing on me. In me.” 
 
    I could imagine the shock of the hammer striking something going into my groin. Or a saw. A saw would be even worse, the back and forth motion, the hips bracing and shifting. 
 
    “You’ll have to, if you ever want me to fuck you again.” 
 
    “Oh, honey. Please.” 
 
    “No. You’ve been stalling long enough, and I want my dungeon. You are going to have to go to the store, buy everything. You’re going to have to bring your materials home and tote it down to the basement. I don’t care what it takes, but…I want my dungeon.” 
 
    “Heysoos, lady. You’ve already got me totally mind fucked here.” 
 
    She said, and I quote, “Who’s in charge of this marriage.” 
 
    I blinked and looked up at her. My groin throbbed with impossible hard ons. “What?” 
 
    “We’ve already decided this, and in that wonderful arena, the bedroom. But now I want to hear you say it. I want to hear you say it, and I don’t want you to forget it. So say it, admit it. Who is in charge of this marriage.” 
 
    Surprisingly, it was difficult to say the words. If she had asked me while she was balls deep in me, then maybe it would have been easier. It would have been driven out of me in a fit of passion. 
 
    But now we weren’t fucking. But, on the other hand, I had this devious catheter tube fucking my penis. 
 
    “Well, I…uh…” 
 
    She grinned. “My, my. Cat got your tongue?” 
 
    “Well, it’s not…I admit that you’re, uh…” 
 
    “I’m what?” 
 
    “You seem to have taken the, uh, reins as far as—“ 
 
    “Who’s in charge of you.” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Simple yes or no. And we both know what the answer better be.” 
 
    “Uh…I think…” 
 
    She leaned forward and with humor and intention she asked, “Who is in charge? Me or you.” 
 
    I gulped. “You.” 
 
    She pulled the table around, out of the way, and sat on my lap. I gasped as her weight adjusted the chastity tube and the catheter inside me. It was like the inside of my dick was being stirred. 
 
    She put her face an inch from mine. Eyeball to eyeball. Lips to lips. 
 
    “Who fucks you.” 
 
    I was in for it now, but I had stated the truth, so it actually started to come easier. 
 
    “You.” 
 
    “Who takes care of you.” 
 
    “You.” 
 
    “Who is in charge of you.” 
 
    “You.” 
 
    “Who is in charge of this marriage? 
 
    I sighed. “You.” 
 
    And it was as if that sigh was what she was waiting for. That physical sign of submission. Of giving up. 
 
    She wrapped her arms around my head then, held my face down to her chest. She sighed happily. 
 
    “Honey, this is going to be wonderful. You’re going to love it.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. I just loved to feel her flesh with my face.  
 
    My cock throbbed and tried to get hard, and I found myself inadvertently groaning. 
 
    She put her hands on my face and looked deeply into my eyes. Then she kissed me. Long but gentle. A signed, sealed and delivered kissed. 
 
    Then she held me and rocked very gently. 
 
    My cock, stuck in its cage, asked, ‘What? Why? What’d I do?’ 
 
    But there was no way to explain the situation to my poor, innocent dick. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Life was certainly different after that day. Surprisingly, to me at least, it was easy.  
 
    I honestly felt that me losing my manhood would come with clouds of destruction, monster psychic A bombs, a need for drastic drugs and maybe a frontal lobotomy. 
 
    In fact, we just kept going the way we were going, and everything got…easier. And better. 
 
    The fact was that some little piece of resistance in me had been shattered. 
 
     
 
    “You will be completely female,” Donna announced when we awoke the next day. “No more of this half and half weasly whining crap.” 
 
    She sat and watched me, with comments and an occasional helping hand, get dressed.  
 
    I wore a sweat shirt, the bottom cut off, and leggings. 
 
    And, of course, high heels. I couldn’t get enough of those infernal devices, and neither could Donna. 
 
    Underneath I wore a thong, my chastity tube, and a tummy shaper. In fact, from here on out I always wore a shaper, or a corset. 
 
    Lord, the corset was a torture device. I couldn’t understand why they had been invented, unless men wanted to torture women. Or unless women wanted to torture themselves. 
 
    But the corset was reserved for going out. Normally I just wore a tummy shaper. 
 
    I also wore a bra and the breast forms, and I always had the figure of a woman. 
 
    I was putting on my make up, and doing a pretty good job of it, when Donna mused, “Have you ever heard of vacation boobs?” 
 
    I looked at her in the mirror and shook my head. I wanted to get my eye shadow just right. 
 
    “A substance is injected directly into the chest to make boobs.” 
 
    “Isn’t that dangerous?” 
 
    “Apparently not. Women are getting them by the droves. They go on vacation with them, and they disappear after a month. For a month, though, they get to experience the joy of having big boobs.” 
 
    “I thought big boobs hurt the back? That sort of thing.” 
 
    “They can, but that’s usually the result of a poorly fitting bra. How’s yours fit?” 
 
    “Pretty good. No aches and pains. Of course I don’t think my boobs are as heavy as real boobs.” 
 
    “Good. Anyway, women are getting temporary boobs, sometimes just to see if they like them before getting real implants.” 
 
    I was done and I turned to her. She smiled, reached out and touched my cheek. “You are delicious. If you didn’t have to work I’d fuck you right now.” 
 
    “Oh, please,” I begged. 
 
    She laughed. “Now, the reason I bring this up is because I’d like you to get some vacation boobs.” 
 
    I sort of thought that was what she was aiming at. Actually, the notion didn’t bother me. As I said, our relationship had changed, and I had definitely changed. “That’s a pretty big step, isn’t it?” 
 
    “It is. And maybe it’s time that we took some big steps. After all, we’ve wasted a few years already. We could have been deeply into this gender transformation if I had listened to my gut in the beginning.” 
 
    “If I had been ready…” I put in. 
 
    She just smiled. In her mind I was always ready. And maybe I was, but it was a moot point. 
 
    “So I get vacation boobs. Then what?” 
 
    “We see how you like it.” 
 
    “We see how you like it,” I countered. 
 
    The look in her eyes I knew I had hit it right on the head. She was making the decisions now, not me. 
 
    “And if you like it, do I get real implants?” 
 
    “We’ll see.” 
 
    But I could see the excitement in her at the thought of feminizing me more and more. 
 
    I knew, at that point, that the choo choo train had just left the station. And it was going to be a wild ride. 
 
    “And, after that. What? Hormones?” 
 
    She gave me a cheshire smile and merely repeated, “We’ll see.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said. There really wasn’t anything else I could say. She was in charge. “Have I turned into your little ‘fuck doll?’” 
 
    She laughed. “We’ll see.” Which made me laugh. 
 
    “Okay, great mistress, what does the day hold for us?” 
 
    “It’s fungeon time.” 
 
    Fungeon is the name for a ‘fap room,’ a room where the truly perverted go to have their fun. 
 
    “So I’ll go down and measure and plan and estimate cost.” 
 
    “Excellent. Now, normally you’ll be fixing our meals. But I am in a hurry, so I will continue to do the cooking for the time being. But you better be earning your keep.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    A few minutes later she was cooking, and I went into the garage. 
 
    For whatever reason, the door to the basement was in the garage. Sort of weird, but I figured somebody was doing additions to the house and that’s the best they could come up with. 
 
    But that was fine, because it gave us a little bit of added security. I would stack some boxes in front of it, and nobody would even know that we had a basement, let alone a fungeon/dungeon. 
 
    I walked down the steps carefully. I hadn’t been down here in a while, and it was dark, and I was in high heels. 
 
    A light at the bottom of the stairs turned on two measly, low watt bulbs. Honestly, Edison must have made them himself. 
 
    In the gloom I inspected the place. 
 
    Boxes and old furniture. Books, a rolled up rug, a tool bench in the far corner with some very old tools on it. 
 
    Sighing, I knew the first step would be to clear the place out. I wouldn’t be able to measure or paint or do anything until I had the place empty, and the lighting fixed. 
 
    I began the arduous task, made more arduous by my heels, of taking things upstairs and stacking them in front of the garage. 
 
    Box after box. Then small furniture, and finally the big stuff. 
 
    I stopped for a quick breakfast, shortly in, but I worked right up to noon. 
 
    Donna came out towards the end, laughed when I pulled  parts of a table into the daylight, and was impressed by the pile of…’stuff.’ 
 
    “I guess we can go through it and look for antiques, then have somebody haul it away.” 
 
    Which is what we eventually did. 
 
    We had a quick breakfast, during which she chided me for my appearance. “You really need to be neater.” 
 
    I didn’t argue, I just pointed out that I had done everything in high heels. And that did sort of impress her. 
 
    Then, back to work. 
 
    Sweep, sweep. 
 
    I was getting a bucket of water and Donna said, “Don’t clean the windows.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “It keeps everything gloomy, people can’t see in, that sort of thing.” 
 
    That was cool, so I took the bucket of water down and just started scrubbing the walls. Which took a long time, so I went out and rented a steam cleaner. 
 
    That’s right. Chicken Little me actually went into a rental place and rented a piece of machinery. And, heh heh, I had them load the machine because weak little me couldn’t do it. 
 
    And I found out something interesting. Guys fall all over themselves to help women. It makes them feel manly, like they’ve rescued the world or something. 
 
    Huh! 
 
    Now, I didn’t feel guilty about it, being a man underneath, and, in fact, I would go on and keep taking advantage of men. But at first it was sort of weird. 
 
    So I steamed the basement, and thank God the drain system worked. That place took a lot of steam. It was decades of grime and filth. 
 
    That evening we discussed how we wanted to set up the place. 
 
    Donna wanted cabinets for dildos and whips, and I knew she wanted classy work. She’s a high falutin’ gal if ever there was one. 
 
    I wanted to buy stuff. 
 
    But we only had so much money. 
 
    And there was the problem of getting stuff down the narrow stairs. 
 
    We finally settled on a pegboard covered with black drapes, with thought concerning the future. 
 
    Then there was the question of what kind of ‘furniture’ we wanted. 
 
    She wanted a St. Andrew’s cross. I thought that a bit much, there wasn’t that much room to swing a whip, but it was apparently on her bucket list of important things to do in her lifetime, so I gave in. But because of the cost I was going to have to build it. 
 
    The butt fuck bench, that was what she called it, was going to have to be ordered. I’m pretty good with tools, but this required a real craftsman. 
 
    Then there were eyebolts on the walls and floor. We discussed a cell, and though we both liked it, we decided to wait and see. But we did make a floor plan that allowed for such a room. 
 
    And there were smaller things, a Sybian, arrangements of bars that could be used for bondage. And, this surprised me, though maybe it shouldn’t…a milking machine. 
 
    That’s right. somebody was going to get their titties sucked. 
 
    I wanted to see that on her, but I had a feeling that was one of the reasons she wanted me to get real boobs. 
 
    By the end of the first day we had made good progress. And I was going speedily crazy. 
 
    All day my cock had been struggling, trying to get hard. And every throb caused the catheter inside my cock to rub. 
 
    Every step I took my thong rubbed my asshole, until I was looking for corners to back up against and hump with my heinie. 
 
    Every time I bent over, dragged the steam cleaner hose, moved a box, even lifted a book, I would get shooting pleasure in my penis. 
 
    When bed time came I was double exhausted. I was tired from work, and from the constant sexual excitation. 
 
    I crept into bed, moving gingerly, as usual. 
 
    “Tired?” 
 
    “Horny,” I answered. 
 
    “Lay on your belly.” 
 
    I did, and she sat on my back and started massaging me. 
 
    Oh, the relief. My muscles cried out in gratitude. 
 
    Then she slipped a finger into my fanny. 
 
    I froze. My cock tried to erect. My catheter rubbed the inside of my penis. 
 
    “I’ve been thinking,” she said, as she wiggled a digit. 
 
    “Uh…uh…” I acknowledged her, but I was incapable of speech. 
 
    “I think you need a butt plug.” 
 
    “Oh,” I wheezed. 
 
    “Would you like a butt plug?” 
 
    “Unh…” I tried to push up with my ass, but her weight was on me just enough that I couldn’t. 
 
    “Just think. It would be like this finger, but all the time. Would you like that?” 
 
    I couldn’t help it. I nodded. I wasn’t thinking about a permanent butt plug, I was just thinking about getting fucked, but it was done. 
 
    She pulled her finger out and lay down next to me. “I’ll look into it.” 
 
    I lay there, on my belly, my hips still squirming a bit, and looked at her. 
 
    She giggled. “I love it when you look like that. So…so befuddled.” She kissed my cheek, turned off the light and went to sleep. 
 
    I lay there, for hours, my cock trying to erect, my butt wanting to be filled. 
 
    Finally, I drifted off to sleep. 
 
      
 
    The next day was measurement day. I taped and made little chalk marks everywhere. The cross went here, the butt fuck horse went there. A storage area for the milking machine. Nuts and bolts by the pound. Tools for drilling into concrete. Chains. Eyebolts. Locks. Gallons of black paint. Paint brushes. Everything needed to transform the common basement into a medieval torture chamber. 
 
    Since this was a big project, and we needed a lot of things, and we wanted to be specific in our plans, it took all day to complete the measurements and compile a list of materials. 
 
    And, that day was even hornier than the first. 
 
    What I was going through, the constant stimulation to my cock, the way I was deprived of hard ons, it was quickly bringing me to a high peak of frustration and sexual desire.  
 
    Sometimes I actually thought I would go insane. I just needed to hump something, I needed release, my body couldn’t stand such intense sexuality. 
 
    And the only way out of all this frustration and desire was to keep my mind off it. To focus on work. 
 
    Which made the day a constant struggle. Take my mind off the incredible jacking going on inside my penis, and just when I thought I was apart from it, I would turn a certain way, or step on a step too hard, and the vibration or twist would travel through my body and cause my catheter to wiggle, and I would feel the instant horniness rise up all over again. 
 
    Interestingly, it made me silent. 
 
    “Why aren’t you talking much?” Donna asked. 
 
    I explained what was happening. 
 
    She laughed and said, “Well, if you’d get off your lazy ass and get this thing done you could get a good fuck. I was thinking about using a dog dildo on you. Dog dildos have a delightful, little bump on the shaft. Should really perk up your asshole. Would you like that?” 
 
    I gulped in answer, and she chuckled. 
 
      
 
    Finally, I was ready for the trip to Home Depot. 
 
    I dressed up nicely, was allowed to wear shorts instead of a dress. Well, culottes. I was fully made up, and Donna had gotten a new wig. Blonde. She fastened it on, checked my make up, gave me sunglasses, and handed me a sheaf of bills. Hundred dollar bills. Loot from the bank robbery I had been forced to partake in. 
 
    But the weirdest thing was…I had to carry a purse! 
 
    A man, with a purse! was my thought. But, of course, I wasn’t really a man anymore. 
 
    She gave me some last minute advice, kissed me gently on the lips, and patted my ass. I climbed into the truck, awkward in high heels, and set off. 
 
    And every bump in the road was like a sledge hammer of lust to my penis. My catheter was shaking and vibrating. My cock wanted to get erect in the worst way, and the trip was turning out to be a ride in sexual frustration. When I pulled into the parking lot I looked down at my groin and seriously wondered why I hadn’t squirted. 
 
    And this gave me my first real problem. 
 
    Pissing, with a catheter in, can be an adventure. 
 
    A full length catheter  you can just tie a knot, I suppose. But my catheter was only an inch long. A shorty. That meant I could use my prostate to control my bladder, and control my pissing. 
 
    But that wasn’t the problem. The problem was that I had to piss in the first place. 
 
    Maybe I wouldn’t have had to, normally, but I had just had the catheter ride from hell in my truck, and I needed to go. 
 
    I walked through the warehouse, my purse over my shoulder, and was dreadfully aware of how good I had become at clicking my heels. Men began to turn their heads as I walked by. 
 
    I have heard of women complaining that they can feel men’s eyes on them, and now I experienced the truth of that. I felt like people were grabbing my ass. I felt like men were staring at my tits, even though my tits were fake and had no sensation in them! 
 
    I tell ya, my face was red! Redder than a drunk’s nose. 
 
    But all I could do was tough it out. 
 
    I stood in front of the men’s room. Oh, my gosh. I should be going in there but…I couldn’t. 
 
    Mortified, but unable to do anything else, I walked into the women’s room. 
 
    I walked past other women, terrified that I would be found out, then into a stall. 
 
    I pulled my culottes down, my panties down, and sat on the throne. 
 
    I had already discovered that there was no standing up to pee while wearing a chastity tube, pee went all over the place. And I could be seen standing up to pee anyway. That would certainly tip some woman off, and I could just see the police arresting me for peeing in the wrong room. 
 
    So I sat, my hand over my chastity tube, and relieved myself. 
 
    Then I blotted, pulled up my panties and culottes, and walked out. 
 
    You can’t believe the sense of relief I felt. I had done it! 
 
    And the thought of buying all the materials I would need suddenly became less daunting. 
 
    The rest of the shopping trip went off like clockwork. I loaded materials into a pair of carts, and ransacked the store. Tools, chains, nuts and bolts, everything. And the only weird thing was the woman. 
 
    I was looking at power drills for concrete and I noticed a woman off to one side. Which was not big deal, except that she was staring at me. 
 
    I ignored her, picked out some bits for the concrete, turned to my cart, and she was right there. 
 
    She was a looker. White teeth, big bosom, round ass. Her hair was coiffed perfectly, an extended sort of bubble cut. “Pardon me, do I know you?” 
 
    “No,” I realized I was talking in my regular voice. I coughed, as if clearing my throat, and repeated in more ladylike tones, “No.” 
 
    She smiled. And for a moment I thought I was busted. But she just said, “My mistake,” then she wandered away. 
 
    Whew! A close call. And I had been so surprised to be addressed out of the blue that I hadn’t watched my voice. 
 
    But, tragedy averted, I was almost done with my shopping, so…no big deal. 
 
    I picked up the last items and headed for the check out counter. 
 
    Funny, at the check out counter, out of the corner of my eye, I thought I saw the woman again. She was talking to a man, and they were looking in my direction, but when I turned they seemed to be concerned with something else. Not me. 
 
    I paid, and, of course, “Could you have somebody help me with all this?” 
 
    “Of course,” the checker said, and a minute later a man was doing the heavy lifting, and trying to flirt with me. 
 
    Silly men. 
 
      
 
    The next day was paint day. I covered the floor with drop clothes and went to town. I wished I could have used a sprayer, but, no big deal, brushes were inexpensive and we did have to watch our money. I slapped on the color, or the absence of color, black not really being a color, and was done by noon. Since the paint had to dry, I had a half day off. 
 
    I went upstairs, poured some whiskey, and went out to the patio. 
 
    “You’re not shirking, are you?” Donna lifted her sunglasses and looked at me. 
 
    “Well, I suppose I could go watch the paint dry.” 
 
    She snickered, then, “Come over here.” 
 
    We snuggled up on the lounge and she asked, “How’s the old dickeroo?” 
 
    “Fine and dandy, tastes like candy.” 
 
    “I’ll bet.” 
 
    She reached down and grabbed my cage and shook it. 
 
    Oh, God, the catheter, it felt like somebody was stabbing me with a pleasure knife right in the peener. 
 
    She grinned. “Are you horny enough?” 
 
    “You should really worry about my balls finally popping. Too much horny makes Jack a dead boy.” 
 
    “Good thing your name isn’t Jack.” 
 
    We lay there for a long time, her teasing me. Kissing me, pretending I had tits and playing with my chest, sucking my nipples and telling me how neat it was to have tits. 
 
    “I can’t wait,” I said, truthfully, at one point. 
 
    “Good. Because I made an appointment for you.” 
 
    “With Doctor Johnson?” I sat up. He was our family doctor. 
 
    “No. Next town over. I figured we might want a bit of anonymity.” 
 
    I relaxed and lay back down. 
 
    Finally, it being dinner time, we got up, and I caught a glimpse of somebody. I spun around. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I thought I saw somebody.” I started walking towards the side gate. 
 
    Donna was right behind me. 
 
    There was nobody in the side yard, and I frowned. 
 
    “Did you recognize them?” 
 
    “No. Unless…unless it was that woman I saw in the home Depot the other day.” 
 
    “You saw a woman at Home Depot?” 
 
    “I explained about the case of mistaken identity, then said, “But I must be freaky.” I grinned. “A total stranger follows me home to see if it really is a case of mistaken identity?” 
 
    We both chuckled, and we went inside, and that devilish woman played with me some more. 
 
      
 
    The next day was construction day. I started early and drilled holes in the concrete and installed eyebolts. Then I hung chains, and grinned. One whole wall, the back wall, was festooned with shiny links. The place was definitely taking on a dungeonesque appearance. Or perhaps I should say ‘fungeonesque.’ 
 
    I ran a line up the stairs, but was going to have to do some real work as far as the wiring to the current lights, and a few more that I wanted to install. 
 
    Donna came down and we stood at the bottom of the steps and gazed at our little fantasy room. It was really shaping up. 
 
    “You know, I like the yellow bulbs. Could you get some more? Maybe six yellow bulbs?” 
 
    “That might be easier than what I was planning.” 
 
    “Excellent, because—“ 
 
    Ding dong! 
 
    Fortunately, our bell was loud, because we heard it all the way down in the dungeon. I was going to have to hook up a bell down here, however. 
 
    We went up the stairs, bumping hips on the stairway and giggling, but when we got to the door there was nobody there. 
 
    I frowned. Mysterious women. Doorbells that went off by themselves.  
 
    “Hey! Look what’s here?” 
 
    I looked down the street and a UPS truck was coming around the corner. 
 
    “It’s the butt fuck bench!” 
 
    Well, that was the best news I had heard in a long time. I needed a good butt fuck. 
 
    The truck stopped and two fellows brought in some boxes, and they both checked me out. Donna gave me a wink, then tipped the fellows and sent them packing. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later I had the boxes unpacked and was laying out the pieces. I was going to have to put it together. 
 
    “Well, at least you didn’t have to build it from scratch.” 
 
    “There is that. Shall we have dinner? Then I can start work.” 
 
    “I’ll do dinner. You start work…now!” 
 
    “Yes, boss.” 
 
    The thing was incredibly easy to put together. Everything was pre-cut. It only needed a couple of tools, and I had the bare bones looking good by the time dinner was called. 
 
    We sat and sipped bourbon and ate a celebratory steak, and talked about the butt fuck horse. 
 
    “What, exactly, are you planning to do to me?” 
 
    “Have my way with you.” 
 
    “But what does that mean?” 
 
    “You’ll find out.” 
 
    “When.” 
 
    Pause. Then, “After dinner. When you finish putting it together.” 
 
    Oh, man. That steak was good, but I wolfed it down and ran to the dungeon. 
 
    I quickly put the restraints on the thing, pushed a cushion down on the wide center plank, and then I drilled some holes and fixed the horse to the basement floor. I sat on it. I bounced. It was solid. It wasn’t going anywhere. And neither was the person who would be laying on it. 
 
    All done, I went upstairs. 
 
    Donna had a couple of drinks ready, and we sauntered right back down. 
 
    She sat on it. She pulled on the restraints. She marveled at how sturdy it was. 
 
    “All done,” I said. “Except for the trial run.” I kept a bland face. 
 
    Donna walked around it, arounds folded and a finger raised up to her lips. “I don’t suppose you know anybody who would like to try this out.” 
 
    “Oh, Lord, no.” I exclaimed. “Only a truly insane person would allow themselves to be tied down and tormented mercilessly.” 
 
    “That’s right,” she agreed. “Only a nut job, who wanted a nut job.” 
 
    “And I’m no nut!” 
 
    “Of course, there might be some pleasure involved. Maybe even a poke or two.” 
 
    “A poke? Or two?” 
 
    “Or three or four. It’s hard to know when to stop once you start madly jamming your dick into a juicy pussy.” 
 
    “Do I have a pussy?” 
 
    “Certainly. Of course, it’s a man/pussy, but it is certainly capable of receiving a penis. If it wanted to, of course.” 
 
    “Of course,” I said. “So how does this thing really work?” I asked. 
 
    “Well, I’ve never used one, but it seems obvious that one would put their knees and elbows on these little platforms.” 
 
    “You mean like this?” I lay down on the bench and placed my knees and elbows in the prescribed positions. 
 
    “I think that’s right. But, of course, to really work one must fasten the leather straps around the wrists and ankles.” 
 
    “I don’t think I understand. Could you perhaps show me?” 
 
    Donna bent down and pulled the straps around one wrist. She placed the velcro parts together, and that arm was definitely secured. 
 
    “I didn’t quite see that. Perhaps you could show me again? With the other wrist?” 
 
    “I believe I could.” She walked to the other side and fastened the other wrist. At that point I actually couldn’t escape. 
 
    “And the ankles go like this.”  She strapped my ankles to the horse and I was super secured. I couldn’t hit or kick. The bench was slightly curved so my ass was up in the air. My head was in a ring in the front of the horse. 
 
    “Wow. I can see why somebody should never let themselves be placed on this thing.” 
 
    “So can I. Say, do you think you could stay down here and watch the place?” 
 
    “Why, I sure could.” 
 
    She smiled, patted my upraised ass, and walked out of the dungeon. up the stairs. And I heard the dull sound of her feet walking overhead. 
 
    It was a timeless moment. My personality demanded subjugation. Submission. And it was being delivered. I felt such excitement, such warmth. I waited with no sense of unease or boredom. I was enjoying this with all my heart. 
 
    I heard the sound of Donna coming back through the house, then she came down the stairs. I raised my head and looked. She was wearing nothing but a strap on. A big dildo stuck out. It had a big bulge in the center. 
 
    “I told you I wanted to use a dog dildo on you.” 
 
    I eyed the thing, swaying from her crotch as she walked confidently towards me. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” My eyes grew large. 
 
    “It’s the exact shape, but human large. What do you think?” 
 
    “I’m afraid. Very, very afraid.” 
 
    “And well you should be.” 
 
    She was also carrying a tub of lube. She walked up behind me and scooped a big glob of lube out. 
 
    “Thank you for working so hard.” She pushed the lube into me and started working it around. Shortly she was reaming my asshole with a pair of fingers.” 
 
    “I know there’s still stuff to be done, but you certainly earned your reward. Are you ready for a little reward?” 
 
    I gulped. I couldn’t see her. My face was in the ring facing down. I said, “I’m ready for a big reward.” 
 
    “Excellent. Here you go, honey.” 
 
    She pushed it into me. 
 
    I was used to anal fucking now, and I took it easily, and my eyes nearly popped out of my skull when the big bulge in the shaft of the penis pushed through my anal ring. 
 
    “Fuck!” I wheezed. 
 
    “Yep,” Donna agreed. She began to saw in and out of me. 
 
    There is pleasure, and then there is pleasure. As a man I had thought the pleasure of putting my dick in a pussy was large. In fact, it was small. It didn’t even compare, not in the slightest, to the feeling of being penetrated by a cock. 
 
    The world stopped for me, and there was only the push and pull of the big penis in my rump. 
 
    I heard myself breathing, and that was about all, and the rest of reality was centered on my bunghole. All I could feel was the incredible sensation of being opened up, laid bare, screwed. 
 
    “Come on, honey. Give me a big, old orgasm!” 
 
    I was barely aware of her speaking. All I knew was that something big was building in my butt. 
 
    In and out, and I felt like I was being turned inside out. 
 
    Then I felt the ocean beneath me. A warm, orgasmic ocean that rose up and engulfed me. 
 
    My limbs were spasming, I couldn't move, and there was nothing but me floating in God’s great swimming pool. 
 
    Then I started to come down, to return to earth. Slowly, my senses returned. I perceived that I was on the bench. I could smell the odor of the paint I had coated the place with. I remembered who I was. My name was Kyle. And I liked being a woman better than I liked being a man. 
 
    I was Kyle…and… 
 
    “Hello.” 
 
    And Donna screamed. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Hello.” 
 
    “EEE!” Donna screamed, and I tried to look around, but I was tied to a horse and couldn’t move. 
 
    Actually, I was more than just tied to a horse. I was completely en femme, dress and make up and everything, and I was restrained on what Donna and I called a Butt Fuck Bench. My wrists and ankles were fastened to the legs of the horse, and she was standing behind me, her strap on dildo balls deep in my ass. 
 
    “What?” I yelled. “Who’s that?” 
 
    Donna had just finished doing me, and I tried to look up, but my neck was stiff from being restrained, and I could only see a pair of ankles at the top of the stairs. 
 
    “Who are you?” Donna shouted, and I could hear the fear in her voice. 
 
    “Who’s there?”  
 
    The feet slowly took a step down, then another one. I saw calves, then thighs. Then…it was the woman from Home Depot! She had come up and talked to me while I had been buying things for our dungeon. 
 
    I watched her sexy body saunter across the basement. I especially focused on the gun in her hand. It looked like a 38, and she held it negligently, but it would take but a second to flip it up and start shooting. 
 
    “Who are you?” Donna moved back, and the big dog dildo flopped out of my ass. 
 
    “What the fuck kind of dick is that?” And the woman started to laugh. 
 
    Donna sniffed, and, “it’s a dog dildo, if it’s any of your business. 
 
    The woman laughed and laughed. Came up and looked at it more closely. “Take it off.” 
 
    Donna did, and the woman took it and looked at it. “Geez, that must feel like gangbusters in his butt. Hey, bozo, how dos that feel when it’s rammed to the hilt? 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    She laughed some more. 
 
    Donna knelt and started taking one of the restraints off me. 
 
    “Leave it alone,” the woman said, tossing the dog dildo onto the work bench. There was something very familiar about her voice. 
 
    She was too close for me to see now, but her voice was very commanding, and she must have waved the gun, because Donna backed away. 
 
    “This is our house…our home…you have to leave.” Donna’s voice sounded very shaky. 
 
    The woman snorted. “Hunh. And leave you to kids to play with yourselves? I think not. You might hurt yourselves.” 
 
    “Let me at least let my husband loose.” 
 
    “Now why would I do that? Heck, I’d just have to tie him up again. Back up. Get against the wall there. By the chains. Okay, I see some handcuffs on that bench. Grab them and cuff yourself to the chains.” 
 
    “If you leave now we won’t call the police.” 
 
    The woman was walking around the front of the butt fuck bench now. I could only see her legs. I tried to raise my head but couldn’t get it up enough to see. I did see Donna backing up to the back wall. She was maybe ten feet from me. 
 
    “If I leave now you would definitely call the police, after you get bozo loose, of course. But if I stay…then you won’t call the police. Now pick up those cuffs.” 
 
    “Don’t shoot!” 
 
    The woman must have raised the gun and pointed it. I could see a mix of shadows on the floor, and that’s what it looked like had happened. 
 
    I heard the rattle of chains, then, “There. Put the gun down.” 
 
    “Okey dokey.” 
 
    “What are you doing here? Who are you?” 
 
    The woman walked around the dungeon. I could hear her footsteps and she rattled chains. 
 
    She came down and sat on my back. 
 
    “Oof!” 
 
    “Imagine my surprise, seeing you at Home Depot. Of course, nobody else would recognize you, but me…I’d recognize you in a heart beat.” 
 
    “Who are you?” I gasped under her weight. 
 
    “Why, how soon we forget. Of course I was in disguise last time.” 
 
    It hit me. The voice, even the voice pattern and the mocking way of speaking. “Daisy!” 
 
    “Bingo, Goofy. How ya been?” 
 
    “I, uh…what are you doing here?” 
 
    “Daisy? Who’s Daisy?” 
 
    “She made me rob the bank.” 
 
    “Oh, Goofy, you are such a silly. We didn’t make you, you helped us, don’t you remember how much fun it was?” 
 
    “The one who made you dress up like a woman?” 
 
    Daisy spoke to Donna. “You sound so surprised, but it looks like you’ve been doing a little dress up yourself.” 
 
    “What are you doing here?” I asked again. 
 
    “After I saw you in the Home Depot I just had to pay a little call, renew our friendship, have a good time. But, like I say, I was a bit shocked when I realized that under that dress lives a real kinkster.” 
 
    “You made him that way!” blurted Donna. 
 
    “Really? Is that true, Goofy?” 
 
    “I never wore a dress until you made me rob that bank.” 
 
    “But you’re sure wearing dresses now. And look at this palace. Did you do that with the ten grand I gave you?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” I didn’t want to answer, but, on the other hand, I had a feeling our only hope was to keep her joking. An old maxim for being a successful salesman is ‘if you get them laughing you get a sale.’ That could be turned a bit for this situation. ‘If you keep them laughing they won’t kill you.’ 
 
    “Well, not bad. You just went up a few notches in my book.” 
 
    “What are you going to do to us?” 
 
    She chuckled. “You might be better off asking what I won’t do. I mean, I’ve never had a man set himself up like this. I’d be a fool if I didn’t take advantage of this.” 
 
    “Well, I’m sorry, but I’ve already had an orgasm.” 
 
    “And you don’t care about my orgasm? What a selfish Goofy you are.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Now, I’m going to make a phone call.” She stood up and walked over to the work bench. Donna had put a box of toys there, and Daisy reached in and pulled something out. She returned to me. 
 
    “Now, a little something to keep you occupied.” 
 
    She pushed something into my ass. I grunted, and only later realized it was a butt plug. A big one, with a fox’s tail on it. I could feel the hair of the tail falling between my legs, tickling my balls. Then I felt Daisy grab my chastity cage.  
 
    “Oh, look! How cute.” She turned to Donna. “Man, you really got Goofy pussy whipped. He really enjoys this stuff, eh?” 
 
    Donna said nothing. 
 
    “Don’t feel like talking, eh.? Well, we’ll talk later. Let me go make a phone call. You guys just hang out while I’m gone. 
 
    Daisy laughed as she walked to the stairs. Then she ascended the stairs and entered the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    It was silent. Very silent. The drip, drip, drip of water silent. 
 
    “That’s the woman who made you rob the bank?” 
 
    “Yes. Are you okay?” 
 
    “I’m chained to a wall, but…I’m okay.” 
 
    “Okay. We have to survive this.” 
 
    Donna was silent. 
 
    “Look, whatever we have to do, we survive this.” 
 
    “But what are they going to make us do?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I—“ 
 
    “Are they going to rape me?” 
 
    “I don’t think so.” I spoke quickly, to reassure her. In truth, I had no idea. They had all laughed when Daisy had jacked me off in a dress, but now we were in our own home. Nobody knew about us, we rarely had visitors. One of the main reasons we had bought this house was because it was on a street that wasn’t busy, with large lots and privacy, and a forest out back. 
 
     
 
    Daisy came down the stairs. She had a cell phone in one hand and a bottle in the other. She tilted the bottle and drank deeply. The bottle was one of Donna’s wines. 
 
    We were silent as she placed the bottle and cell phone on the work bench, then pulled a chair around and sat down. 
 
    “So, there was ten K in that packet I gave you, right?” 
 
    “I never looked.” 
 
    “Yes,” said Donna. 
 
    It was strange, I had given up trying to bend my head up and look at Daisy; I was talking blind through the ring at the head of the butt fuck bench. 
 
    “Ah, the little wifey keeps track of such things. Good girl.” To me, “Goofy, did the cops come by?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Well? Out with it! What’d they say?” 
 
    “A cop came out and took a report. I said the car was stolen. Then two detectives came out and said it was used in the commission of a crime.” 
 
    “The commission of a crime. Huh! But, you realize that you added a charge to what they could charge us with? Now we could not only get arrested for bank robbery, but car theft. Grand Theft Auto, I think they call it.” 
 
    “But that’s what you told me to say!” 
 
    She just tilteed the wine bottle and took another glug. 
 
    “You look different now.” I wanted to somehow get her engaged in conversation, I mean from my viewpoint. I wanted her to think of me as a person. I could almost feel her grinning. 
 
    “How so?” 
 
    “You were, uh, chubby. And you had yellow teeth. And your hair…but you were wearing a wig.” 
 
    She chuckled. “So I’m not the drab cow you thought, eh? I suppose that’s a compliment. When we robbed the bank I was wearing a bullet proof vest. And I had some teeth from a costume store. The hair you figured out.” 
 
    I paused, then, “I didn’t think you were so good looking.” 
 
    “Oh, ho! You little flirt. Hey, Donna, did you know your boyfriend is trying to make time with me?” 
 
    “He’s my husband.” Donna’s voice was colder than the North Pole. I had to get her to lighten up. I didn’t want her pissing anybody off. 
 
    Daisy was silent, I didn’t know how she was taking this. 
 
    For a few seconds I thought, then I realized the easy way to go. 
 
    “Donna. I want everybody to be friendly here. They let me go when they robbed a bank. So just be nice and we’ll be okay.” 
 
    “Smart, Goofy.” 
 
    Donna didn’t say anything. 
 
    “I always thought you weren’t abysmally stupid. Say, I didn’t think about it, you want a drink, Donna?” 
 
    “She does,” I blurted. 
 
    Daisy chuckled. “Well?” 
 
    Donna’s voice was very subdued. “Yes.” 
 
    “Excellent. Here.” 
 
    By the shadows I thought she gave Donna the bottle. I prayed that Donna wouldn’t try to hit her with it. 
 
    The truth was that my marital relationship with Donna was changed.  At first i had been the take charge hubby, but now I was the quiet, submissive one, and she was the take charge bossy one. And now that bossy attitude was raising its head. She was angry. I could feel her. She had taken charge in our home, and this was our home, and…I was worried she might try something. 
 
    “What about me?” I asked. I didn’t want to drink, but I wanted to get Daisy away from Donna. 
 
    “What about you?” 
 
    “You guys get to drink and I don’t?” 
 
    “Well, you don’t look like you could hold a bottle. You are sort of tied up at the moment, if you get my drift.” She giggled. 
 
    “So what’s going to happen now?” Donna’s voice sounded carefully neutral.  
 
    “Donald and Mickey are on their way over. We’ll stay here for a while, then decide on a plan of action.” 
 
    “What have you been doing since the…the bank robbery?” 
 
    “Mostly hiding. It was our first bank robbery, and we’re a little careful. Maybe too careful. I mean, who knows…they might have the serial numbers. That’s why I was surprised to see you at the Home Depot…spending all that money. 
 
    “One time. We figured with me in disguise nobody would be able to identify me if they did have serial numbers.” 
 
    “Now, see? You’re getting smarter and smarter. Want to hear a joke?” 
 
    “What?” blurted Donna. 
 
    “A joke, sister. A funny. You know…a laugh? Ha ha?” 
 
    “Sure,” I said. 
 
    Daisy told the joke. “The kid says to his mother: Gee, mommy, these smart pills taste like rabbit shit! And the mother says, See? You’re getting smarter already!” 
 
    It was stupid, but it caught me by surprise. Donna had no reaction, but I snickered. 
 
    “Aha! Goofy has a sense of humor, but what’s wrong with Mrs. Goofy?” 
 
    “Laugh, honey,” 
 
    “Ha ha,” she said, sounding a bit snarly. But that made Daisy laugh. 
 
    “Oh, you’re good Goofy. Hey, you want another hand job? Oh, oops, I forgot, you’re all locked up. Too bad. I really remember playing with you in the car. Man, you were really ready to go. I guess it was the dress business. Drink some more, sister. You need to lighten up. Here, give me that bottle.” 
 
    I saw shadows on the floor move, and there was no clunk, as of Donna swinging that bottle against Daisy’s noggin, and then the shadow moved behind me. I could her feet stepping in between my feet. 
 
    “Have a drink, Goofy.” She pulled the fox tail out of my ass and pushed the bottle into me. 
 
    I lurched. I can tell you I lurched. And thank God I had already been loosened up. The head of the bottle slipped past the ring, I could feel the raised lip of it, then I felt fluid gurgling into me. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    Daisy pulled out the bottle and it actually made a sort of a popping sound. “There you go, Goof.” She put the fox tail back in. 
 
    I felt the wine hit me within five seconds. And it hit me like a bag of rocks dropped five stories right onto my cranium. 
 
    “Fuck!” I whimpered as the world lurched and gyrated. 
 
    “That’s a trick I learned back in college, Donna. We used to drink beer through the asshole. The alcohol, isn’t broken down by the digestive system, and it goes right through the walls and into your body. Instant drunk. Goofy probably feels like he’s had a six pack in two minutes. Right Goof? Is that how you feel? 
 
    “Holy shit!” I felt like somebody was turning the butt fuck bench over. 
 
    Daisy giggled. “He won’t need a drink for a while now. Here, let me clean the nozzle for you. What? You won’t drink from the bottle? You’re an uptight bitch, girl, and you better get over it. Especially when Donald and Mickey get here.” 
 
    I heard, from my convoluting world, the sound of glugging. I knew Daisy was drinking. 
 
    “How’s my shit taste?” I asked, wondering if that was my tongue moving around. 
 
    Daisy snorted, and even sprayed some wine out. “Now why can’t you be like him?” 
 
    “Daisy!” 
 
    It was a masculine voice upstairs. 
 
    “Down here!” she yelled. “Go out to the garage!” 
 
    Ten seconds later I heard footsteps clumping down the steps. 
 
    “Hey, baby, nice digs, and this is Goofy’s—holy crap! Is that Goofy?” 
 
    “In the flesh. And the skirt and the make up and everything.” 
 
    I didn’t even bother trying to lift my head. The world was spinning crazily. “Hey,” I said. 
 
    “Hey, Goofy, how you…you look like you’re doing okay,” he slapped my ass. 
 
    “Look what he had in his bung hole,” she held up the dog dildo. 
 
    the man started laughing. He took the dildo, laughed some more, and said, “Man, this have felt good.” He tossed the dildo back onto the work bench and asked,  “And who is this luscious tomato?” 
 
    “That bitch is Donna.” 
 
    “Bitch, eh? Well, let’s see what she looks like without clothes.” 
 
    I heard the rip of cloth, and Donna yelling, then screaming. 
 
    “Hey?” I said. I was so drunk I sounded conversational. “Leave her alone!” 
 
    “Wow, nice ta tas. Baby, we’re going to get together a little later. And I think you’re really going to like it. Have you ever seen a dick this big?” 
 
    The sound of a zipper, then silence. Except for a small gasp. 
 
    I wondered how big his cock was. 
 
    “Hey?” I was drunk, but I was still trying to interject myself. 
 
    “What you need, Goof?” 
 
    “Are you Donald or Mickey?” 
 
    “This is my hubbie. Donald.” 
 
    “Nice to meet ya,” I said. “Could you not scare my wife?” 
 
    “Oh, sorry about that.” 
 
    “He always gets a little carried away when he sees a helpless woman wanting to be ravaged.” 
 
    “I don’t want to be…I don’t want anything to do with you.” 
 
    They ignored her. “Hey, tell them that joke you told me.” 
 
    Again with the jokes. This was the looniest band of bank robbers I had ever met. Then I realized I had never met bank robbers before. Or maybe I had, maybe there’s lots of bank robbers out there and I had met some and didn’t know it and—I tried to stop thinking. That was the drunk thinking, and I had to figure a way out of this mess. 
 
    “Which one?” 
 
    “The one about the farmer and the cow.” 
 
    Donald chuckled. “That is a good one. Hey, Goofy, there was this farmer and he had a sick cow. So he calls up the vet and the vet comes over and looks at the cow, and he says, ‘yep, I know what’s wrong with Bessy.’  
 
    “And the farmer, he says, ‘well, what’s wrong with Bessie?’  
 
    “And the vet reaches into his satchel and pulls out this big pill, and he says, ‘She needs one of these.’ 
 
    “Then the vet takes out a long tube and he sticks it up the cow’s ass. He puts the pill in the tube, takes a big breath, and blows. FOOP! The pill flies up the tube, but then rolls back. So the vet takes a bigger breath and…FOOP! And the pill rolls back. So he takes the biggest breath of all, and he blows, and…FOOP! That pills flies up the tube…and comes rolling back. 
 
    “The farmer, he says, ‘You ain’t got the wind. Let me take a try.’ So the farmer takes the tube out of the cow’s ass and turned it around and shoves it back into the cow’s ass. 
 
    “The vet says, ‘Hey, what are you doing?’ 
 
    “And the farmer says, ‘I don’t want my lips to touch where your lips touched.” 
 
    Daisy and Donald started laughing and laughing, like it was the funniest joke they’d ever heard. 
 
    I thought it was, pretty good too, so I snickered. 
 
    Donna was silent. 
 
    “Aw, look, Miss Prissy doesn’t think it’s funny. Don’t you have a sense of humor? Miss Prissy?” 
 
    “I’ve got a wonderful sense of humor! That’s just not funny.” 
 
    Daisy: “She just doesn’t think it’s funny because she’s all chained up.” 
 
    “Well, hell. Let’s unchain her and see if she laughs.” 
 
    Daisy walked over to the work bench. “Here’s the key.” 
 
    A moment later I heard the sound of chains rattling. Then, “Go get us some drinks. No. Go get a bottle of whiskey and some…you got Coke?” 
 
    A moment, then Donna spoke in a very soft, scared voice, “Yes.” 
 
    “Excellent. We want whiskey, and Coke. If you got some ice that would be great. I hate to drink my whiskey warm.” 
 
    Donna started walking around me. 
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    She stopped. 
 
    “Run for it and call the police.” 
 
    Donald chuckled. “Why, Goofy, don’t you want to party? Go on, girl, fetch the booze.” 
 
    Donna walked slowly across the floor, and I raised my head for a brief second. She was rubbing her wrists and looking back. 
 
    “Run for it!” 
 
    She just walked up the stairs real slowly. 
 
    Daisy sat down. “There’s chairs in the corner, Donald.” To me: “You know why she won’t run for it?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “First, because Mickey is up there.  
 
    “Two, we cut your phone line and hid your cells. 
 
    “Three, she’s naked…” 
 
    Donald interrupted, “You think that would stop her?” 
 
    “She’s a Missy Prissy. Those kind wouldn’t let themselves be seen by anybody for nothing if they’re nude.” 
 
    “Hunh. I don’t agree.” 
 
    Back to me: “Four, she’s afraid of what we’ll do to you.” 
 
    “You’re not going to do anything to me.” 
 
    “Oh?” That was Donald, “Why not?” 
 
    “One, I’m no threat, especially tied down like this. 
 
    “Two, I never turned the money in, so I would be complicit in the bank robbery. 
 
    “Three, you like me.” 
 
    They started chortling then.  
 
    Daisy blurted, “It’s true, we do like him. At least I do. Hey, big hunk, would you care if I fucked Goofy?” 
 
    Donald: “Nah. If you really want to. Say, do you know why Donald killed Daisy?” 
 
    “What?” Oh, a joke. “No. Why?” 
 
    “‘Cause she was fucking Goofy.” 
 
    Oh, the laughter. And, I joined in. I couldn’t help it. It really was funny. Fucking Goofy. And I laughed. 
 
    When I stopped Donald said, “He really is a nice guy. Hey, Nice Guy…Goofy, if Daisy fucks you, do I get to fuck your wife?” 
 
    I was drunk, but I stopped laughing. It was so hard being serious when my mind was rioting. “I don’t think so.” 
 
    “Why? Don’t you want to fuck Daisy? She’s a hell of a piece of ass. And it looks like you haven’t had any nookie for a while. 
 
    They both chuckled and Donald reached down and flicked my chastity tube. Then he started working the fox tail in my ass.  
 
    “Oh, fuck,” I groaned. 
 
    “Yeah. This guy is really sexually oriented. Do you—“ 
 
    “Hey, guys!” 
 
    Mickey was coming down the stairs. He was holding a bucket of ice, and behind him Donna was carrying a bottle of bourbon in one hand and a six pack of cock in the other. She was still naked. 
 
    “Hey, Mick! Welcome to the party!” 
 
    Mickey sauntered across the room and I tilted my head enough to get a look. 
 
    Now, the funny thing, both Donald and Mickey were handsome dudes. And Daisy, she was a knock out. so why were they robbing banks? 
 
    Daisy got up and kissed him a good one, then sat down. 
 
    Donna walked past and put the bucket of ice on the work bench. “I’ve got to get glasses.” 
 
    “No you don’t,” Mickey grinned. “Just get two chairs for us and I’ll show you how it’s done. 
 
    The sound of Donna getting two chairs, unfolding them, and then they were sitting. 
 
    It was a tidy, little circle. Donald and Daisy, Donna and Mickey, and me. 
 
    Mickey: “You know what this bitch tried to do?” 
 
    “Uh, oh,” muttered Donald. 
 
    “She was trying to get dressed!” 
 
    Daisy shook her head. Donald observed, “She’s a bad girl.” 
 
    But there was no umbrage. 
 
    “Look, here’s how you mix drinks without a glass.” 
 
    I raised my head and watched. 
 
    Donald took a drink of Coke and held the Coke in his mouth. He passed the can to Daisy, and while she took a drink and held it, he took a drink of bourbon. He swished the two sips in his mouth, then swallowed. Meanwhile, Daisy had passed the bottle to Donna, and was taking a sip of bourbon and swishing it. 
 
    Donna looked blank, and just held the can, and then the bottle. 
 
    “Come on, sweetheart,” urged Mickey. 
 
    Confused, but helpless, Donna took a sip of coke, held it in her mouth and passed the can along. Then she sipped the bourbon, swished, and gulped, and her eyes opened wide. 
 
    Donald and Daisy laughed at the expression on her face.  
 
    “Pretty good, eh, Missy?” 
 
    Donna just blinked. 
 
    Mickey finished his drink and looked down at me. “What about Goofy?” 
 
    “I already gave him a butt drink. He’ll be fine for a while.” 
 
    Mickey grinned and passed the Coke and the bourbon over me to Donald. 
 
    For a long minute the soft drink and alcohol went around and around the circle. Then it slowed down. They had been taking small sips, but this fast, the bottle was half gone. 
 
    “Hey,” asked Mickey. “Who was Goofy married to?” 
 
    “He wasn’t married to anybody. 
 
    “He had a kid.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Swear. Named Max, or something.” 
 
    “I always thought Goofy was hooked with Clarabelle.” 
 
    “Who’s Clarabelle?” 
 
    “Clarabelle was Howdy Doody. He’s thinking of Clara.” 
 
    “No. There was a Clarabelle Cow in the Mickey Mouse shit.” 
 
    “Was.” 
 
    “Wasn’t.” 
 
    “Was.” 
 
    “Wasn’t.” 
 
    “Hold it!” Everybody had been just talking, but that was Daisy.  She held up her cell phone. “Siri. Who was Goofy married to?” 
 
    Siri: “Goofy was married to Zenobia.” 
 
    Dead silence. 
 
    “Wel, I…” 
 
    “Who the fuck is Zenobia?” 
 
    Siri was still on, and she showed what she found. Daisy read, “Septima Zenobia was a third century queen of Egypt. She was married to the ruler of the city, Odaenathus. What the fuck?” 
 
    Siri: “I don’t know how to respond to that.” 
 
    Daisy turned off the phone and everybody just stared at each other. 
 
    “Who the fuck is Zenobia? Goofy was married to Clara.” 
 
    “Clarabelle.” 
 
    “Man, for a smart phone Siri sure is stupid.” 
 
    On that they all agreed. 
 
    Donna finally mumbled, “What are you going to do to us?” 
 
    There was a moment of silence. Then Donald said, “Decapitation, dismemberment, put the remains through a meat grinder and and flush it down the toilet.” 
 
    Mickey: “Now there’s where we disagree. The remains make good fertilizer. Put the remains in the garden and grow plants. Make everything green. Save the planet.” 
 
    Donald: “You’d eat plants grown from human remains?” 
 
    Mickey: “Better than cowshit!” 
 
    Donald: “That’s cannibalism! That’s how you get Mad Cow disease! 
 
    Mickey: “Bullshit!” 
 
    Donald: “Cowshit!” 
 
    “Guys! Guys! You’re scaring her.” 
 
    I could hear Donna, and it sounded like she was having trouble breathing. 
 
    “Hey, sorry, Clara.” 
 
    “Clarabelle, and, yeah, we’re sorry. We’re just fucking around. Come on, now. Easy. Give her another drink.” 
 
    “I think it’s time to get some glasses and go to sipping. We’re all going to be on our asses if we keep going like this.” 
 
    There was some agreement, and I cleared my throat. 
 
    “You got something to say, Goofy?” 
 
    “Any chance of getting out of this thing?” 
 
    “Nah.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “We like you like that. Say, have you ever taken a real dick up the pooper?” 
 
    I was drunk, but that didn’t stop me from saying, “No thanks. I’d rather not.” 
 
    “Hunh. He sounds pretty positive about that.” 
 
    “Give him time. Hey, Donna, go get another bottle and some glasses. We need to use up that ice before it melts.” 
 
    Donna got up and walked across the floor and up the stairs.  
 
    Mickey, Donald and Daisy ignored her and went on chatting. 
 
    “Have you given much thought to another bank?” 
 
    “I have.” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    I interrupted. “I hope you’re not planning on using me again.” 
 
    They all chuckled. “But Goofy! You’re our star bank robber. We can’t do it without you.” 
 
    “First, I don’t want to. Second, you don’t pay enough.” 
 
    That sort of made them blink. 
 
    Daisy got up and moved her chair. She placed it right next to my butt. I felt her hand on my buns, circling, patting. It felt good. 
 
    “If we use him we’ll have to pay him more.” 
 
    “I hope you’re not proposing equal pay.” 
 
    “Well, no.” 
 
    “Why not?” I asked. “If I’m doing the work I oughta get the pay. Equal work equal pay.” 
 
    Donald said, “Hey, isn’t that a feminist thing? Equal work equal pay? How about it, Daisy. you know that stuff. Is he spouting feminism?” 
 
    Daisy snorted. “I’m a bank robber, not a feminazi.” 
 
    “Well, I’m not saying…” 
 
    Daisy was playing with my fox tail, lifting it, dropping it, and the plug in my butt was really driving me crazy. 
 
    “But, no. He’s got to do a few jobs. We got to get him to the point where we trust him.” 
 
    “How about bullets?” I squeaked a little. Daisy had pulled up the tail harder and it came half out, then slipped back in. She giggled. “Couldn’t I get some bullets for my gun?” 
 
    They were silent then. And Daisy said, “Tell him.” 
 
    “Tell me what?” 
 
    Donna came down the stairs. She hadn’t put on clothes, but she had put on slippers. She was carrying glasses and our last bottle of bourbon. 
 
    “I say no.” 
 
    “But he really should know.” 
 
    “Know what?” 
 
    Daisy sighed, then, “We don’t carry but one bullet each. One for some super incredible emergency, but we’ve pledged not to use that. Those. So it would have to be really significant before one of us actually shot somebody. 
 
    “You don’t carry bullets?” 
 
    “What?” Donna asked. 
 
    She was ignored and they took the glasses and started making real drinks. 
 
    “Honey? Could you get me a straw?” 
 
    The others looked at each other, then Mickey said, “Yeah. Go get him a straw.” 
 
    Donna hesitated, then headed back upstairs. As soon as she was up the stairs Daisy said, “We don’t want to hurt somebody. Doesn’t mean we won’t, but…” she shrugged.  
 
    Mickey: “So you can understand why we don’t want to give you any bullets. Heck. We don’t know you. You might shoot somebody just for the fun of it.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t!” 
 
    “How do we know that? Heck, look at you. All dressed up. You got some cuckoo shit going on in your head.” 
 
    Daisy: “Not a word to Donna. We make it happen by people thinking we do have bullets. We don’t want to be put in a position. So not a fucking word.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    And Donna came down the stairs. 
 
    She placed a straw in a glass and held it to my mouth. “How are you?” she asked. 
 
    At that moment Daisy pulled the foxtail all the way out. I groaned from the excitation and the feeling of being empty. 
 
    “I’m okay. I’m still drunk.” 
 
    “So what are we going to do?” 
 
    “Go along with them.” 
 
    Daisy pulled out the foxtail and looked at it, then she started examining the chastity tube. 
 
    “Can’t we escape?” 
 
    “At some point. But we have to get them to trust us. And you have to ready to run for it.” 
 
    “I’m not leaving you.” 
 
    “Dammit,” I hissed. “You save yourself and then come back for me. I’ll be okay.” 
 
    “But what if you’re not?” 
 
    “Hey! Look at this!” 
 
    Mickey and Donald came over and looked down. Donna looked at them. 
 
    “Look at this thing! What is it?” 
 
    “Holy shit! It’s a catheter.” 
 
    Daisy put her finger on the tip of my chastity cage and wiggled. The catheter in my dick moved back and forth, and I couldn’t stop a groan of pleasure. 
 
    “Man, he really is a kinky fuck!” 
 
    Daisy started moving the cage all around, pressing on the tip, and I could feel everything. 
 
    “He’s got that tube going right into his cock!” 
 
    “Can he pee through it?” 
 
    “Holy fuck.” 
 
    For a long minute they marveled over it, then Daisy decided. “I’m going to fuck him.” 
 
    Donald nodded. “I figured you would. You like the guy, don’t you.?” 
 
    “Yeah. He’s cool. A little naive, but cool.” 
 
    “All right. Then I’m going to fuck little Missy Prissy.” 
 
    Donna stood up. “No,” she gasped. 
 
    “Yes,” he said. 
 
    Donna turned and ran, and he caught her before she reached the stairs.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Mickey sat and sipped bourbon and Coke and watched the party. 
 
    Donald held Donna, and she struggled, but it was nothing. He had her, and he began walking her up the stairs. 
 
    “Let me go! Let me go!” 
 
    He wasn’t about to. 
 
    After they left Daisy put the foxtail back in me, then went over to the work bench. There were a couple of light chains there, and she took them and attached them to the wall chains. Then she put one on my right wrist, and one on my left wrist. 
 
    “Now don’t you try anything funny, Goof. Remember, your wife is upstairs getting plowed, and I won’t say that Donald wouldn’t get rough with her if you got a little rough with me. You get my drift?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    She undid the straps holding me to the butt fuck horse and stepped back. 
 
    I had been restrained for a few hours, and I had to work to uncreak myself and stand up. 
 
    I looked down at my cock. It was surging, tying to get hard. It hadn’t been doing anything when I was tied down, but when she had started playing with my asshole, it had woken up. 
 
    “Where’s the key?” 
 
    “I have no idea.” 
 
    “Aw crap.” She turned and headed for the stairs.  
 
    “Take it easy. Have a seat. You want a drink?” 
 
    “I’m still fucked up by that wine up the butt trick.” 
 
    “Yeah, that shit really does it. Well, have a seat anyway.” 
 
    I sat down. 
 
    “How about just a Coke?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    So he poured me a Coke and I sipped it, and the room was still whirling around me. Not as fast, but I was definitely fucked up. 
 
    “So how come you guys rob banks?” 
 
    He countered with, “Why shouldn’t we?” 
 
    “Well, you guys seem educated. You dress nice, you aren’t ugly. Daisy sure isn’t ugly. I would think it would be easy to get good jobs and live the life.” 
 
    “Well, aside from the fact that it isn’t…easy to live the life, that is…we don’t want to live the same old same old. Mortgages, cars, nine to five. That’s a trap.” 
 
    “But doesn’t it lead to a bigger trap, like prison.” 
 
    “We do our homework. We’re in no danger.” 
 
    “But…” but there was nothing to say to that. 
 
    “So you really thinking about robbing another bank with us?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I mean, I was talking out of drink. Normally I wouldn’t think of robbing a bank. 
 
    “If you were normal you wouldn’t be thinking of wearing a dress.” 
 
    I was very aware of how I looked to him then. I had on nylons, my face was made up. I looked like a woman. 
 
    “Well, changes happen.” I shrugged. 
 
    He grinned. 
 
    Daisy returned at that moment. She came down the stairs and strode quickly towards us. 
 
    “You get the key?” 
 
    “Yup. She kept it in her side table.” To me: “You could have found it any time you wanted.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything because, truth, I didn’t want to. I was enjoying the feeling of being in a cage. And, yeah, the catheter might be the worst torture this side of heaven, but…I even enjoyed that. 
 
    I was really liking being horny. 
 
    “Man, this is going to be good,” said Daisy, licking her lips. “I’m not into women, but this is going to be like a woman with a dick. Can you think of anything better?” 
 
    “A woman with two dicks?” mused Mickey. 
 
    “Well, yeah. But…” she didn’t say anything. She just pushed me back against the wall. 
 
    Mickey watched as she went to her knees and inserted the key in my cage. A twist of the wrist, and the lock was undone. She started pulling the cage off, and when the catheter came out I thought I was going to lose it. It felt like my dick was being turned inside out. My cock immediately started to grow. 
 
    “Looks like a real jail break,” observed Mickey. 
 
    “Ain’t that the truth.” To me. “Lay on your back.” 
 
    “I don’t really want to.” 
 
    “It’s not like you’ve got oodles of choice. You hurt me, Mickey uses his one bullet. You don’t fuck me and I’ll go upstairs and shove the barrel of my gun right up Missy Prissy’s pussy. 
 
    Fuck. That sure stopped me. 
 
    I laid down. “I’ve been having trouble cumming.” 
 
    “Why? ‘Cause you’re wearing a dress?” 
 
    “Maybe. That’s when it started.” 
 
    She was pulling off her pants and panties. “So you’ve give up cock cumming just to take it up the butt. What kind of a guy are you?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” I answered honestly. 
 
    She squatted down and took my dick in her hand.  
 
    I was hard, red, and a little bit of pre-cum was forming on the head of my dick. 
 
    “What does it feel like when that catheter thing is in your cock?” 
 
    “It’s…it’s like getting jacked off from the inside.” 
 
    “Hah. Huh. Weird. You like it then?” 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    “You like it better than getting jacked off from the outside?”  
 
    She was moving her hand up and down and I was already starting to gasp. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    “I think so.” 
 
    “You think so? You don’t know so?” 
 
    “Honestly,” I gulped as she slapped my balls, “sometimes I don’t know. Sometimes I’m just confused.” 
 
    “You want a guy to fuck you?” asked Mickey. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Just a woman.” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    Daisy squat walked forward, poised above my dick, and reached down to fit it to her pussy. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. That’s it.” She slid down a couple of inches. My head popped through the ring and she just grinned. 
 
    “He’s big, but not as big as Donald,” Mickey observed. 
 
    “Nobody is as big as Donald.” 
 
    “So why fuck me?” 
 
    “Because I like to experience different cocks. I have had all kinds of cocks. I’ve had midgets, three feet tall, and I’ve had big pro wrestlers. One of them was seven feet tall. I’ve had every race. Black, white—of course white because I’m married to a white guy—and Asian and Mex and…did you know I even fucked an Eskimo?” She was talking to Mickey at the last. 
 
    “An Eskimo? Really?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    She was all the way down now, sitting on me, not moving, just talking to Mickey. 
 
    “So what race has a the longest dicks?” 
 
    “Blacks.” 
 
    “Oh,  come on. That’s just a myth. A few black guys have big dicks and everybody thinks they’re a race of giants.” Mickey scoffed. 
 
    “I came across a chart. The Congo men have the biggest, generally 7.1 inches. 
 
    Mickey pursed his lips in thought. 
 
    Then you have countries like Venezuela and Ecuador. I remember them at 6.7.” 
 
    Daisy wiggled on me. My dick was hard and throbbing now. I wondered if I could cum. After all, she was fresh pussy. That ought to count for something. 
 
    “”What are the smallest?” 
 
    Daisy didn’t even hesitate. “India and Thailand. Four inches.” 
 
    “Four inches?” he blurted. 
 
    Even I was surprised. “That seems awfully small.” 
 
    “Huh. Thai women are supposed to be among the most beautiful in the world.” 
 
    “Maybe it’s because they never get raped.” 
 
    They both looked at me.  
 
    “Where the fuck did that come from?” asked Daisy. 
 
    “I don’t know. I’m messed up. Are you sure you want to fuck me?” 
 
    “Hell, it’s feeling pretty good down there. And you aren’t just four inches.” 
 
    Actually, I was seven, which I thought was average. But apparently I didn’t know anything. 
 
    “Maybe that’s why everybody gets their sex changed in Thailand.” 
 
    Daisy tilted her head, shifted her weight, and my cock was truly throbbing. “Why would they get sex changes?” 
 
    “Hey, it makes sense. Somebody’s got a short dick, maybe it’s better to be a woman, like Goofy here.” 
 
    “I don’t think he wants to be a woman because he’s got a short peeny.” 
 
    Mickey stopped talking then, and Daisy started working me. She grunted and twisted. She leaned down and kissed me. 
 
    “You’re a good kisser. Is your wife?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    I felt half disembodied. I was starting to sober a bit, but I was still spinning, and I felt like I was turning one way on the floor, and Daisy was turning the other way on top of me. 
 
    She began tilting her hips and pushing up, then tilting them the other way and sliding down. When she went down it wasn’t too bad, because the major contact was the top of my penis sliding, getting the major sensation. But when she pushed up the major sensation was on the bottom of my dick. The rim of her pussy slid up, and I could feel myself getting close. 
 
    “I might cum,” I warned. 
 
    “You better wait for me to cum.” 
 
    “I don’t know…I don’t…” 
 
    She lifted off me. “Great, he’s got a cock, but he doesn’t know how to use it. 
 
    “I do, too!” I complained. 
 
    She lowered herself again, and now I was really feeling it. She slithered and turned and tilted and squeezed, and shortly I was on the edge again. 
 
    “I’m going to cum.” 
 
    “Don’t you fucking dare!” She stood up again, and glared at me. 
 
    I groaned. This was driving me crazy. I lay there and my dick relaxed a bit and the edge receded. 
 
    She sat on me again. Again I felt her silky pussy engulf me, swallow my cock and start chewing it. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    And, finally, she began to cum. She jerked her body forward, grabbed here tits with both hands and her hips started spasming. 
 
    “Fuck!” I whispered, and then I began shooting my juice into her. Again and again and again. 
 
    She fell forward on me. 
 
    I lay there and we breathed, felt our chests thumping. 
 
    She straightened up, my dick was still in her, but it was getting soft.  She said, “So much for not being able to cum unless you’re in a dress.” She straightened her legs and stood up. 
 
    “Well, that was quite a show,” Mickey chuckled. “You always were a hot one, Daisy.” 
 
    “You want a turn?” she asked. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    I sat against the wall and watched as they went at it. I wondered where my wife was. 
 
      
 
    DONNA 
 
    The man known as Donald pushed me up the stairs. I couldn’t make a run for it, he was too close, and he was too big and fast. 
 
    We reached the top of the stairs and he took my elbow and walked me through the kitchen and down the hall to my bedroom. My heart was pounding madly. 
 
    He pushed me into the bedroom. “Lay on the bed.” 
 
    “I don’t want to have sex with you.” 
 
    “Of course you do. You just don’t know it, yet. Now, lay down.” 
 
    I sat on the bed and watched while he took off his clothes. 
 
    I had seen his penis downstairs, and it was big. A lot bigger than Kyle’s. 
 
    He noticed me staring, and he grinned. “What do you think, Missy?” 
 
    I turned my head away. 
 
    He laughed and finished undressing. 
 
    He came to the bed and pushed me back. But he didn’t jump on me, or grab me, he just lay on his side and watched me. 
 
    There we were, two naked people, laying on our sides, staring at each other. 
 
    “What are you going to do?” 
 
    “I’m going to make love to you.” 
 
    “I don’t want to.” 
 
    He smiled a gentle smile. “Let me tell you something, Missy. Every woman, in her heart of hearts, wants to try out every cock. Daisy has fucked all sorts of cocks, and that’s cool with me. I’m not threatened by her sexual appetite. Hell, I’m just glad to get sloppy seconds every once in a while.” 
 
    “You’re a pig!” 
 
    “Oink, oink. But let me continue. I know that when you look at a man you wonder. You talk to your boss at a Christmas party, you wonder. You talk to a salesman, and you wonder. Hell. You got a brother, you even wonder about him.” 
 
    “You’re filthy.” 
 
    “I’m honest.” 
 
    The trouble was, he was right. And I remembered saying almost exactly the same thing to Kyle back when we started the whole crossdressing, butt fucking thing. I had said I was curious about men, about the different sizes and shapes of cocks. He had taken that, and accepted it. But it was because I was taking the upper hand; he was becoming a woman. But now the same argument was being foisted on me. And having made the argument, I couldn’t now deny it. 
 
    “Now, this is what I want you to do. I want you to touch my penis.” 
 
    I didn’t move. 
 
    “I won’t do anything. I won’t force myself on you. I’m betting that you fully understand what I just said. I’m betting that you’re curious. Now, touch my cock.” 
 
    He waited. 
 
    I was aware of how hard I was breathing. How my heart was pumping. I was flushed, and embarrassed, and…curious. 
 
    His dick was massive. It was a John Holmes. I blurted. “Do you get faint when you get a hard on?” 
 
    He chuckled. “I’ve heard that one, but, no. But when I cum I sometimes feel like I’m going to faint. I guess it takes a lot to push blood and semen and everything all the way up my big hog.” 
 
    “And you won’t force me to do anything?” 
 
    “God, no. I know women, and I know what you want.” 
 
    “What about Kyle?” 
 
    “Goofy? Isn’t that funny, I didn’t even know he had a name. Goofy will be fine. And you know, and I know, that he is, right now, balls deep in my wife. He’s getting some, and if you don’t get some you will be sorry for the rest of your life. 
 
    I laid there and looked at him. He wasn’t ugly. He wasn’t a thug. I didn’t totally get his sense of humor, but a lot of even that was the fact that I was scared. Laying here, even with the threat of him shoving that giant cock up my pussy, I wasn’t scared. He was just a man, and I had dealt with men before. 
 
    Heck, in college I had been quite the slut. I had fucked half the campus, and then, when I met Kyle, it all died down. I stayed true, and was content with my incredible memories. Memories that I had to this day. Me and men. Laying down and spreading my legs and glorying in the idea of them fucking me. 
 
    And now I was in that position again. I had a man who wanted me. And Kyle…Kyle was downstairs. And, no, the argument that he was fucking somebody didn’t mean that I had to fuck somebody. but…I wanted to. 
 
    Yes. I was breathing harder and harder. I could feel the heat of his muscular chest. My tits are big, and they bulged out, my nipples were close to his, and I had the weird idea of our nipples kissing. Our nipples touching and that igniting some sort of…of sexual explosion. 
 
    And our lips. Touching. Kissing him. Like I kissed Kyle. Like I had kissed so many young men in college. 
 
    I wanted to do that. I wanted to…I wanted to…I reached out and touched his penis. 
 
    He sighed and smiled. 
 
    I could hardly get my hand around it. 
 
    “Big, isn’t it.” He spoke so conversationally; he was so sure of himself. “You want to feel my balls?” 
 
    I did, barely daring to breath, I reached under his monster penis and held his balls. They were large and hot to the touch. 
 
    “Do you know how much semen I have in those puppies? 
 
    Puppies? He called them puppies? They felt like mad dogs in my hands! 
 
    “No,” I whispered. 
 
    “Well, let me tell you, that’s a load of baby batter. More semen than you’ve ever seen at one time.” 
 
    I held his balls, I felt the stiff hairs. I felt how hard and full they were. 
 
    “I haven’t cum for a few days. Would you like to see how much cum I’ve got in them?” 
 
    I gulped. I did. I didn’t want to say anything. I was crossing lines here that I had never intended to cross. 
 
    “Tell you what, honey, think about putting the head, just the head, of my cock in your sweet vagina.” 
 
    Damn it. He didn’t all it pussy, or hole, or snatch or slit or something else demeaning. He called it a vagina, and he spoke like he respected it. 
 
    “I tell ya, the head of my cock is big as a tennis ball. You might not even be able to get it in.” 
 
    Oh, I thought I would. I could feel myself juicing up down there. I couldn’t stop breathing hard. 
 
    “I’m going to touch your nipple now. Don’t worry. I’m just going to touch it.” 
 
    I was frozen as his hand came up. Inside my head were arguments. He wanted to touch my nipple. Like I had touched his penis. Tit for tat. Or dick for tit. Or whatever. I knew he was trading sensations, pulling me into a bargain I told myself I wanted to avoid. 
 
    His finger touched my nipple, and I groaned. Electricity shot out from my nipple, right to my groin, and I instinctively tilted my hips. 
 
    He didn’t move, he didn’t take advantage, he didn’t assume my reaction was a sign he should move forward. 
 
    Slowly, so slowly, keeping his eyes on me as long as he could, he lowered his head. He took my nipple in his mouth and began to gently suck. 
 
    Oh, fuck! My nipples were now on fire, and my pussy was definitely wanting some attention. 
 
    And, to top it off, I hadn’t fucked Kyle in a while. 
 
    Kyle and I had reached the point where we liked to butt fuck him, and I was frequently short changed on the orgasm end of things. 
 
    Yes, he used a dildo on me, but since the bank robbery he had only fucked me with his dick twice, and we hadn’t really enjoyed that. Ever since I started acting the man and taking him like a woman he hadn’t been able to cum like a man. 
 
    But he could cum like a woman. Lord, that man had anal orgasms that you wouldn’t believe. 
 
    But that left me high and dry, and…I was horny. 
 
    It was unfair, and I knew that I wasn’t thinking totally right, but…but I was in front of a man, a man with a big dick, and I wanted some of that big dick. 
 
    I gripped his penis with both hands. I began to stroke him. Up and down, feeling the skin shift under my fingers, feeling the veins and contours of his penis. 
 
    He groaned, and raised his head, and we began kissing.  
 
    He had a big cock, and he was practiced in the mouth department. With his big cock he had probably had a lot of practice. Women probably near died for a chance to ride that monster hog. 
 
    He slowly edged over me, held me, and his lips ate away at mine, and at my resolve. 
 
    Kyle was fucking somebody. I was horny. This man was offering. He was a criminal, a bank robber, and I had to keep him happy. If I kept him happy he wouldn’t hurt me, or Kyle. 
 
    All these things were fluttering through my mind, chipping away at my resistance. I was turning reasons against into justifications for. 
 
    His hand reached down and cupped my pussy. It was a good hand. Strong, confident, and I could feel his middle finger over my slit. 
 
    I broke the kiss, hugged him, my mouth close to his ear, and I said, “Finger fuck me.” 
 
    I knew he was grinning without seeing him, but I also knew it wasn’t a disrespectful grin. It was a happy grin. 
 
    I felt him crook his finger, and then it was running up and down my labia, searching out the clitoris. He circled the clitoris gently, then his finger entered me. 
 
    He had a long finger, and I gasped. I knew then that I was going to fuck him. That I was going to try out that massive peeny of his. 
 
    I kissed him again, I held his face in my hands and smothered him with kisses, and ended up chewing on his mouth like it was a sexy mouthful of bubblegum. And it was sweet, and warm and moist, and so fucking hot. 
 
    He slid two fingers into me, and I pulled his head down, to my large, sweating breasts. 
 
    Three fingers, warming me up, and I knew what he was doing. He was rimming me, circling his hand so that I would get bigger, get used to size, would relax and be able to take all that he had to offer. 
 
    Then he was moving over me, and I was forced onto my back. Forced, but I loved it, wanted it. 
 
    He held himself above me, let me fit the head of his cock to my hole. I felt that smooth skull slide between the labia. 
 
    Oh, it was big. Gigantic. Large. It was, as he had said, as big as a tennis ball. But I could take it. I knew I could. 
 
    “Do it,” I wheezed, my voice dripping with so much desire I didn’t even recognize it. 
 
    He pushed, and my eyes open. His tennis ball head slipped through the ring and all thought left my head. There was nothing but this big pressure opening me up. 
 
    Still, I didn’t doubt. I could do this. I could take this cock. 
 
    Watching me, careful that he didn’t go to fast, or somehow hurt me, he pushed that member into me. I felt like I was a ditch being dug. I couldn’t breath. I couldn’t think. There was only this incredible pressure opening me up, laying me bare, then he was all the way inside me. 
 
    “Are you okay?” he whispered softly. 
 
    “Ung…ung…” I couldn’t speak, but I could nod. 
 
    He gave his own nod, and he began to fuck me. 
 
    I will always remember that fuck as one where I wasn’t in my own mind. I was somewhere else, feeling my hole being ravaged, but I was also there. I was hovering over, apart from my body, and yet I was my body. It was like he was drilling a hole right through me. 
 
    For such a giant cock he was gentle, considerate. I could only wonder at the women he had hurt, before he learned to use that massive thing. 
 
    For long minutes he slid in and out, long strokes that dazed me and emptied me of breath. Those huge balls banging against my ass like I was being spanked. 
 
    “How you doing?” he asked. 
 
    “Ng…ung…” I couldn’t speak, my mouth was slack. 
 
    “I’m going to cum pretty soon. If you can, you should do it now.” 
 
    “I…I don’t know….” 
 
    “It’s okay. A lot of women can’t cum the first time I fuck them. It’s just too much cock for them. But I can use my fingers and get you off afterwards, if you want.” 
 
    “Oh…okay.” 
 
    I held on and he picked up speed. He began ramming that log into me with a force I couldn't imagine, and then he began to cum. And, thank God, his cum set off my cum. He groaned and splashed his semen into me. His hips kept slapping into mine, and then mine were slapping into his, and I felt like somebody had just shot off a whole night of Fourth of July fireworks in my cranium…in my soul. 
 
    He came, and he came, and he kept cumming, and it wasn’t but a few second before I was overflowing. I could feel his massive outpouring of semen leaking out of me, spurting out of me. 
 
    And then it was done. 
 
    I was blown apart. I was a rag doll thrown in a ditch. I had never experienced anything like that, and I truly envied Daisy. She got this whenever she wanted. Lucky fucking woman! 
 
      
 
    KYLE 
 
    Downstairs, I had no idea what Donna was doing with Donald. I just knew that I’d been fucked to a fare thee well, and that now Mickey was getting his ashes hauled. Daisy had bent over the butt fuck bench and was moaning as he drove it into her.  
 
    God, she was hot for fucking. She fucked me, she fucked Mickey, and I had the feeling that she was just waiting for her own hubby to come down and fuck her. 
 
    But all I could do was sit there and watch. 
 
    And, with a big squirt of semen, Daisy’s hole must be getting pretty sloshy by now, Mickey finished up. 
 
    And I think Daisy had had two orgasms on the way to his climax. 
 
    But they were done. And they stood up and grinned, and they sat down and poured some more drinks. 
 
    And Donald and Donna came down the stairs. 
 
    Odd. The way they were walking I had the feeling that she had been holding his hand, and had only let go when they came in view of me. 
 
    And I knew she had been fucked. As she came closer I could see the semen on her thighs. 
 
    I looked at Donald’s massive hog and I actually shuddered for her. That thing was the Superbowl of dicks. It hung down to his knees, and he wasn’t a short fellow. 
 
    “Well, well, how’s it going, kids?” 
 
    “Pretty good. Goofy there fucked Daisy, looked like he had a good time.” 
 
    Donna sat down next to me. 
 
    Donald laughed. “I hope he didn’t stretch her out with that big cock of his.” 
 
    They all laughed. 
 
    “Well, kiddies, I think it’s time we put you to bed. We all need to rest, and it looks like the party is over. 
 
    “How do you want to work this?” 
 
    “They have a big poster bed. Want to just tie them up in that?” 
 
    “Sure. If they try to get away we’ll hear them. I’ll sleep on the floor, get some couch cushions. You guys can take a bedroom. I’m sure you’re going to want to check Daisy to make sure she hasn’t been fucking around on you.” 
 
    Donald and Daisy sniggered, and it was decided. 
 
    A couple of minutes later, my hands in handcuffs, Donald in front of me and Mickey behind, then Donna then Daisy, we marched up the stairs and through the house to our bedroom. 
 
    They used handcuffs and velcro ties and a bit of light chain to secure me to the bedpost, then they secured Donna so she was right next to me. 
 
    “Well, kids, I’m going to go have a snack. I’ll be back in 15. Don’t run away now.” 
 
    Mickey left, and Donald and Daisy headed for a bedroom. Shortly we heard the sounds of them mating. 
 
    I lay there in the darkness. My naked body was pressed against my wife’s naked body. 
 
    “Are you okay?” I asked. 
 
    She didn’t say anything for a moment, and I started to worry, then she blurted, “He fucked me.” 
 
    “It’s okay. She fucked me. We didn’t have any choice. We’ll get over it. And I’ll always love you.” 
 
    She was silent. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I had choice.” 
 
    My turn to be silent. 
 
    “He gave me choice, but…I chose to fuck him. I wanted…I wanted to try out that big dick.” 
 
    I didn’t know what to say. There was a part of me that was hurt, but there was another part of me that was…turned on. 
 
    “Say something.” 
 
    “I’ll always love you,” I repeated, but she could hear the torment in my voice. 
 
    She turned to me then, and she said, “And I’ll always love you…but as a woman. If I have a chance to fuck a man…I’ll take it.” 
 
    I lay in the darkness, and while what she said hurt me, it also made me exult. Something in me wanted that. I wanted to be used, to be fucked like a slut, and discarded, to be somebody sloppy seconds. 
 
    I wanted to a life of submission, and BDSM, and S&M. 
 
    That was what I wanted. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART SEVEN 
 
      
 
    “I want you to put Kyle’s chastity tube back on him.” 
 
    Donald, Daisy and Mickey blinked, then began chuckling. 
 
    We were all sitting in the dining room. It was morning and we were eating up all the eggs and bacon in the house, drinking cartons of orange juice, and I looked at Donna. 
 
    “I’m serious. I like him that way, and…he likes being that way.” 
 
    “That true? Goof?” Daisy asked me. “You like to have your little weenie locked up?” 
 
    “It’s true,” repeated Donna. 
 
    “Well, I figured if we were going to rob another bank I wouldn’t need it for a while.” 
 
    “What?” blurted Donna. 
 
    The truth was that I had fucked a woman, Daisy, and I had cum, and…I liked that. It reminded me of how it felt to be a swinging dick. 
 
    And, shocking, to me most of all, this was in spite of the fact that I liked anal sex better than penile sex. 
 
    “Kyle! I want you in chastity right now!” 
 
    The other were looking at us with amused expressions on their faces. 
 
    Daisy said, “Heck, Goofy. I liked what we did last night. I was sort of hoping you’d do me again.” She looked at her husband, “With your permission, of course.” 
 
    “Sure,” he said, chewing on a piece of bacon. 
 
    “Uh, I want to be out for a while.” 
 
    And there it sat. Donna stewing, and me acting like I was a man again. And I sort of wondered what was getting into me myself. 
 
    I mean, I liked wearing dresses, and make up, and I really liked getting poked up the rear, especially with Donna’s dog dick.  
 
    But, the final factor, I knew that Donna wanted to fuck a man, and she didn’t care which man, and I wanted to be the man. She was my wife, after all. I wanted to cum in her again! 
 
    And I really liked fucking Daisy, too. And if she really was willing to do me again…wouldn’t that be worth staying out of chastity for a couple of days? 
 
    “Well, okay. You guys can figure that out by yourselves, but we should be talking about another bank.” 
 
    Mickey held a fork up and gestured with it. “I was figuring on the Mid-Town bank. They—“ 
 
    “Kyles getting boobs today.” 
 
    Everybody stopped talking and turned to Donna. 
 
    “I made the appointment last week. We’re going over to Linville to see a doctor.” 
 
    “Boob? Like…tits?” Donald seemed stunned. 
 
    “Implants, babe,” explained Daisy. 
 
    “Real implants? asked Mickey. 
 
    “Real implants? Isn’t that contradictory? Or an oxymoron or something?” 
 
    “They’re called vacation boobs. So he has to be dressed like a woman. The doctor has to see him like that for best measurement. And that means he has to be in chastity. It takes the boner bump out when he’s wearing female apparel.” 
 
    Donald turned to me. “You’re really going to get boobs?” 
 
    “Well, I agreed to it. But that was last week.” 
 
    “He agreed, and I’ve already paid for them. So he has to be in chastity.” 
 
    I found out later that she had told a couple of white lies. White in her opinion. She hadn’t paid, and the doctor didn’t necessarily need to see me in a dress. 
 
    “I want to see this,” mumbled Mickey through a mouthful of waffles.” 
 
    “Me, too,” grinned Daisy. 
 
    “Now, wait a minute…” 
 
    But Donna had me. “I suppose one of you will want to go with him. I was going to drive him, but you’ll want to keep me here to insure that he comes back.” 
 
    “I’ll go with him,” stated Daisy. “This is going to be a sight to see. To actually see a guy growing tits.” 
 
    Donald and Mockey exchanged glances. Donald said, “Yeah, we can stay here and watch Missy Pissy.” 
 
    Oh, fuck. I knew what that meant. They were going to have sex with my wife! 
 
    “That’s my wife and I don’t give you permission.” 
 
    Mickey chuckled. “I don’t remember asking permission.” 
 
    “Come on, guys!” 
 
    “Hey, if you’re lucky Daisy will do you.” 
 
    “But…but…” But it was settled. They were going to put me in chastity whether I wanted it or not. but Donna wasn’t done. 
 
    “I also need to fuck him.” 
 
    Donald coughed a bit of food out and Mickey laughed outright. 
 
    Daisy had a big grin on her face when she asked, “Why?” 
 
    “Because he’s acting uppity. Before you let him out of chastity he was well behaved, did what he was told. I need him to be that way again.” 
 
    “Wait a minute. You’re telling me that poking a man up the rump makes him a better citizen?” 
 
    “Absolutely. They don’t talk back, they clean house, and they get real interested in oral sex.” 
 
    Daisy sat back and looked at Donald. “Do tell.” 
 
    Donald just laughed and shook his head. “No way, babe. I like being a man.” 
 
    “You haven’t tried to be a woman.” 
 
    “Being a woman is reserved for cuckoos like Goofy there.” 
 
    Daisy frowned, glanced at me, and agreed. “I guess so. But…I sure would like a little sissy waiting on me hand and foot.” 
 
    Donna: “You can borrow Goofy whenever you want.” 
 
    “My name is Kyle!” I didn’t care if the others called me Goofy, but my wife? She should call me by my real name! 
 
    “You were Kyle. Now you’re Goofy.” 
 
    “What if,” Daisy mused, “What if I fuck him, too? Will that make him a sissy for both of us?” 
 
    “Probably. But even if it doesn’t, it will make him a bigger sissy. I noticed that the more I fucked him the easier he was to control.” 
 
    “I’m sorry!” I objected. “I don’t want to be in anybody’s control. I want to stay a man.” 
 
    “Ain’t gonna happen,” said Mickey. 
 
    “Nope,” agreed Donald. “Besides, you got to get your boobs. And if you don’t get with the program then both Mickey and I will convince you. And I don’t think you want my dick persuading you. 
 
    Donald had a monster dick. I certainly didn’t want that. If he fucked my ass I’d probably need anal reconstruction. 
 
    “Okay,” said Daisy. “Then it’s settled. After breakfast we’ll put Goofy in chastity, and then we’ll convince him to be more ladylike. 
 
    Man, that didn’t sit well with me, but what could I do? Both Mickey and Donald outweighed me, and together they were like an elephant to a shrimp. 
 
    I tried one last time. “Donna, I really don’t want to do this. It’s not okay that one partner in the marriage makes all the decisions. This is supposed to be both of us making decisions.” 
 
    She just shook her head. “I don’t know if you’ve noticed, Goofy,” she emphasized my new name. “But you stopped being the major voice in this household when you started wearing dresses and bending over for me. And, let’s face it, I’m better at being in charge, and you like it better being submissive.” 
 
    “Yeah, but—“ 
 
    “Shut up.” 
 
    I blinked. The others were looking at their plates, eating, but listening and grinning on the inside. But I couldn’t let Donna get away with this. 
 
    “Donna—“ 
 
    “One more word and I’ll tan your hide.” 
 
    “You’ll—“ 
 
    “One.” 
 
    I blinked, and then I had the strangest realization. Well, maybe it wasn’t strange, but it was powerful. I should just shut up. 
 
    I clamped my jaw shut, and then found I had to open it to continue eating. 
 
    And we were all silent. Until Mickey suppressed a laugh, and then they were all laughing. All except me. I was embarrassed. 
 
    After breakfast I did the dishes with Donna. I was angry, but in control of myself enough to keep it down. 
 
    “Donna, this is not fair. You can’t make me do things against my will.” 
 
    “Two.” 
 
    I stared at her. I stopped doing the dishes. 
 
    “Can’t we just talk? Like human beings?” 
 
    “Three.” 
 
    I shut up, but it was hard. 
 
    After the dishes they took me down to the basement and stood around while Donna put my chastity tube back on. They were fascinated when she pushed the little catheter tube into my pee hole. I groaned, and Daisy giggled. “I really like that.” She turned to Donald. “You sure you don’t want to try that?” 
 
    “No way. Besides, I couldn’t fit my cock into something that small.” 
 
    Daisy frowned, but he was right, so she turned to Mickey and opened her mouth. 
 
    “Not a chance. I’m allergic to housework.” 
 
    I felt the tube slid into me, and it was like a miniature fuck to the dick. But inside, not outside. 
 
    She locked the lock and I stared down at my caged friend. “Oh, crap.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, honey, I’ll let you out for Christmas.” 
 
    Everybody chuckled at that. Everybody but me. 
 
    “You want us to put him on the fucking bench thing over there?” Donald indicated the butt fuck horse with his chin. 
 
    “No. Goofy will get on the bench all by himself.” She had my balls in her hands now, and she started to fondle them. I felt sexual electricity shooting through me. Even though I had just cum the night previous, there was something so intense about having my cock locked up, and that catheter in it, that I was already trying to get hard. 
 
    And, I could feel my submissiveness growing, coming out of me like a rash. No, I hadn’t want to, but once started, I couldn’t control my desires. 
 
    Still, I had enough of the old Kyle left in me and I tried to resist. 
 
    “No, I won’t.” 
 
    Donna squeezed my balls. She held my package and twisted it this way and that. My cock inside the tube woke up but couldn't get up. The catheter rubbed inside me and I grew weaker.  
 
    “Come on, Kyle.” 
 
    Oh, now she uses my real name. 
 
    “Get on the bench for me.” She was smiling, confident, and I moaned. 
 
    “Come on. You know you want to.” 
 
    She leaned forward and whispered in my ear. “Come on. I need to fuck you. I’m hot for you. And you know how good it feels.” 
 
    “With a groan, and almost a sob, I lay down on the bench.” 
 
    “Damn!” muttered Donald. 
 
    “Look at that,” said Mickey. 
 
    And Daisy: “He really likes it like this.” 
 
    “I don’t!” But my lie was a moan. 
 
    Donna started fastening the straps. 
 
    “You have to tie him down?” Mickey was curious. After all, if I had lain down that easy, why would I struggle, right? 
 
    “Nope. But we like it like this. Don’t we, Goofy.” 
 
    I was back to being called Goofy. 
 
    She stood back and inspected me. “Now there’s a husband,” satisfaction dripped from her voice. 
 
    “You gonna spank him now?” asked Donald. 
 
    “No. I don’t want him going to the doctor all bruised. I’ll spank him tonight.” 
 
    She walked around me. “No. Right now he has to learn who he is, what his place in the world is.” 
 
    “You’re going to fuck him.” 
 
    “With my biggest dick.” 
 
    I lay on the bench, my cock screaming to be let out, and every scream, every surge of the penis in the cage, made the catheter rub in me. 
 
    Donna walked to the work bench and went through the dildos. She picked out a black horse’s dong. It was huge, and it had the funny shaped head. “This ought to do it.” 
 
    “Can I go first?” asked Daisy. 
 
    Donna turned and smiled. “Sure.” She handed her the harness and showed her how to put it on. “But pick a smaller dildo. The horse’s cock might make his hole so big he doesn’t feel a small cock.” 
 
    Daisy picked out a weird looking cock with spirals up its length. 
 
    “Nice,” said Donna. “I think that’s called a ‘Monster Cock,’ or maybe it’s a ‘fantasy cock.’ I don’t remember.” 
 
    Mickey and Donald passed the whiskey bottle from the night before back and forth. It was nearly empty, but they didn’t notice. They were more interested in watching the girls try on dicks. 
 
    “Damn!” said Mickey. “She’s really going to open him up.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t want to be on the left side of that bitch.” 
 
    “But it’s not too bad being on the top.” 
 
    Donald grinned. “You can say that again.” 
 
    “Okay, let me lube him up.” She walked behind me, the jar of lube in her hand, and she started pushing lube into my hole. 
 
    “How come so much?” 
 
    “Men don’t have natural lubrication. And we want to fuck him, not have him lay in bed and recover for a week.” 
 
    Daisy nodded. Donna stepped back and Daisy moved in. I felt her hands on my buns.  
 
    “Man, this is wild. This is like being a man. I can see why you like it.” 
 
    “Ride ‘em, cowgirl,” whooped Donald. 
 
    She pushed forward and the cock slid into me. I was used to getting butt fucked now, and I merely grunted as I opened up and the pleasure impacted on me. 
 
    “Look at him smile!” 
 
    “Wow!” shouted Daisy. “I like this! It’s like I’m truly in charge! It’s like he’s weak and I’m powerful.” 
 
    “That’s the whole point,” said Donna. 
 
    Daisy began to move back and forth. She gave little yelps of excitement and started slapping my ass. 
 
    “Yee haw!” yelled Mickey. 
 
    “Go girl!” 
 
    One of them dropped the whiskey bottle and it broke on the floor. 
 
    I didn’t care. All I could feel was my butthole singing. All I could feel were the spirals on the monster dildo, and it gave an entirely new meaning to the word ‘screwed.’ 
 
    “Pull your hips up, then push down a little. He likes that.” 
 
    Daisy did, and I started to ooze cum. 
 
    “He’s fucking cumming!” hooted Donald. “He’s getting fucked in the ass and he’s cumming!” 
 
    “Is that even possible?” blurted Mickey. 
 
    “Hold up, girl. Better let me have my turn, or he’s going to be used up. 
 
    Daisy pulled out of me and began taking off the harness. 
 
    Donna explained, “You hit the prostate and that pushes the semen out. That way he doesn’t need an orgasm.” 
 
    “He doesn’t?” Daisy handed the harness to Donna, who started putting it on. 
 
    “Nope. He feels good, but no big bang. Heck, he could live the rest of his life without an orgasm, it feels that good to him.” 
 
    “No orgasms? At all? Really?” 
 
    “Really. In fact, I was sort of planning on that when you let him out the other day.” 
 
    “Well, I apologize. I’ll make sure I don’t let him out again.” 
 
    Donna screwed the horse’s dick into the harness, looked up and smiled. “You want to grease him up again? This is going to be more than he’s ever had.” 
 
    Daisy scooped out lube and began smushing it into my hole.  I sighed, and relaxed, and wondered where my resolve to fight had gone. 
 
    “Please,” I whispered. But I didn’t know if I was asking them please to stop, or please to go. 
 
    “Damn. You ever seen anything like this,” whispered Mickey. 
 
    “It’s hot,” muttered Donald. “I want some.” 
 
    Donna stepped in between my legs and began to push into me. 
 
    I felt like heaven had opened up and shined its light down on me. I just came apart. I started shivering and jerking and groaning. 
 
    That horse’s penis slid into me forever. Inch after inch. I felt it deep inside me. And then Donna began to move. 
 
    In and out, long strokes that made me feel like I was being turned into happy hamburger.  Then short strokes, little pokes designed to press on the prostate and force more and more semen out. 
 
    “Damn! Look how much jizz he’s got!” 
 
    “This gets it all,” murmured Donna, very intense in my asshole. “Once he’s empty I’m done.” 
 
    “Could you keep fucking him?” 
 
    “Sure. But I don’t want to give him too much pleasure.” 
 
    They all chuckle at that. 
 
    “Okay, it looks like he’s done.” 
 
    Slowly, slowly, Donna pulled out. I was sobbing now. I didn’t know when I had started crying, but my body was wracked with shudders. 
 
    “He didn’t have an orgasm this time, but sometimes he does. But, regardless, he’s had a good time.” 
 
    “I want to do him,” stated Donald. 
 
    The long penis flopped out of my asshole. Donna walked over to Donald. “We’d need to talk about that. I don’t want him busted.” 
 
    “I’ll be gentle.” 
 
    “Let’s talk about it.” 
 
    And that was it. And, I realized something, from the depths of my happy daze. Donna was speaking to Donald as if she was an equal. Like they were two men discussing tools, or something. 
 
    She was strong. Powerful, and I knew how she had gotten that way. By fucking me. She had taken my male power. 
 
    And what did I have left? 
 
    I didn’t know. All I knew was that I felt good, and I was drained, and I was submissive again. No more revolting for me. 
 
    They walked out then, all of them, and they left me tied to the butt fuck bench. I lay there, naked and cool, my semen a big puddle on the basement floor. 
 
    Every once in a while I heard somebody talk, or laughter, but I just laid there and luxuriated in my…my situation. 
 
    I was submissive. In a way I had never imagined. And I wondered what was going to happen to me. 
 
    An hour later Donna and Daisy came down for me. They released me and walked me up the stairs. I was walking gingerly; I didn’t realize how much a big dick could take out of a person. 
 
    They chatted like sisters as they walked me back to the bedroom. 
 
    “Where are Mickey and Donald?” I asked. 
 
    “Went for some more booze.” 
 
    They put me in the shower, then got in and started scrubbing me. Me, alone in the shower with two beautiful women, and a caged cock. 
 
    And I was horny again. My dick wasn’t recovered enough to start getting hard again, but I was horny. I knew that was one of the effects of being drained by the prostate. You get super horny afterwards. The body is empty, but the mind still thinks it needs to cum. 
 
    “Okay, honey,” said Donna. “Let’s get you dressed.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    Daisy started giggling. 
 
    “What?”  
 
    “Let’s put a Tampon in him.” 
 
    “In his…” Donna started giggling. 
 
    “We can tell the boys he’s on his period.” 
 
    They pushed a Tampon into me, and I felt the sensations start up again. A warm vibration from the ass that spread out and made my cock jump. I started getting hard again. Really hard. And my catheter made my dick shiver with every throb. 
 
    They handed me panties and a bra. “I can’t wait to see him with boobs.” 
 
    “He’s going to be beautiful,” agreed Donna. 
 
    Then a garter and nylons. 
 
    “How about a dress?” 
 
    “Let’s put him in shorts. He’s going to have to get naked topside, so…” 
 
    They finished with my clothes, then began putting my make up on. I could have done it myself by this time, but Daisy really wanted to. She liked having a little Barbie doll to dress up. 
 
    I heard Mickey and Donald come in, their rough laughter, and I stared at myself in the mirror. My eyes getting shadowed. My lips becoming red as a sunburned tomato. 
 
    Donna and Daisy just kept chatting away, and then I was done. 
 
    “Stand up, Goofy, let’s get a look at you.” 
 
    I stood and looked in the mirror. From high heels to wig, I was a sexy woman. 
 
    But inside. What was I inside? 
 
    These changes weren’t just on the surface. They were going deeper, and the more they happened, the deeper they were. 
 
    I started to cry. 
 
    “Hey! Come on, now! Don’t ruin your make up.” 
 
    They dabbed at my eyes to protect the mascara, and Daisy asked, “Why’s he crying?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Hormones. Maybe he’s going through puberty.” 
 
    Daisy giggled. “He’s like a big, fifteen year old girl.” 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    I eventually stopped crying, and the girls walked me out of the bedroom. They acted proud sand victorious. 
 
    And why shouldn’t they? They had my manhood, didn’t they? 
 
    Donald and Mickey clapped when I was escorted into the living room. Mickey poured me a drink and Donald sat down with his arm around my shoulders. 
 
    I wanted that, I wanted that comfort, but I didn’t want a man. I felt funny, but I didn’t move. 
 
    “Okay. Are you ready to take him to the doctor?” 
 
    Daisy nodded. 
 
    It was nine, and we had a ten o’clock appointment. Daisy walked me out to the car, and she was chatting just like we were sisters. 
 
    She had had me, I was hers now, and I found myself going along with her. 
 
    “…I remember growing up, and when my boobs came I was actually terrified. It was my body, why was it doing this?” 
 
    She kept talking as she put me in the car, then she went around to the driver’s side. 
 
    As we backed out of the driveway I caught a glimpse of Donna and Donald watching from the door. The car wasn’t even in the street before he grabbed her and spun her to him. He bent his head, and she raised hers, and they kissed passionately. 
 
    I felt a dull pain somewhere, but what could I do? Daisy had my man power. I was…reduced. And though I loved it, I couldn’t help those deep, dark feelings. 
 
    “She’s fucking Donald,” I muttered. 
 
    “Yep. But, don’t worry, I’ll take care of you.” 
 
    I looked at her.  
 
    She grinned at the road in front of her and said, “You just do what you’re told and I have a surprise for you.” 
 
    Hunh! A surprise? I wondered. 
 
    We arrived in Linville a half hour later, and at the doctor’s office five minutes after that. 
 
    The office was small, but clean. But doctor’s offices usually are pretty sterile. 
 
    A pretty receptionist had me fill out paperwork, and didn’t blink at the fact that I was a man. The good doctor apparently made lots of vacation boobs, and for all sorts of people. 
 
    We sat and waited, and waited some more, and just when we thought we were going to have to go out for lunch, I was called. 
 
    The doctor’s name was Harvard. I kid you not. Jules Harvard. I didn’t have the interest to ask if he had gone to Harvard. Probably went to Yale, anyway. 
 
    “Hello, ladies. Are you Kyle?” he asked Daisy. 
 
    It was a logical mistake, she had smaller tits than me. 
 
    “Nope,” she presented me with a palm, and the doctor inspected me.  
 
    He walked around me, like he was inspecting beef, and nodded. “Mmm hmm. Good bone structure. Your skin appears very healthy. I see no immediate problem, let’s do an exam.” 
 
    So he examined me, and he didn’t even blink when he saw the chastity tube on me. His eyes narrowed slightly when he saw the catheter, but…no problem. 
 
    “If you could lay down on the table?” 
 
    I had divested myself of shirt, bra and fake boobs. I laid down and faced the ceiling. 
 
    He went around the table, measuring me with a little ruler, and making little dots with a marker. 
 
    “These will last a month. After three weeks they will shrink drastically. You might have some swelling for a couple of months afterwards, but I can always inject you again. Or even give you real implants.” 
 
    I nodded, and he gave me instructions, recommended a better bra, and began the injections. 
 
    The needles weren’t all that scary, and he went around and around, shooting a solution into my chest. My tits grew rapidly, and he smiled. “Very nice. It’s almost like you’re built for this. Would you like your nipples to stand up?” 
 
    “Yes,” answered Daisy, before I could even think about what he had ask. “Make them protrude as much as possible.” 
 
    He nodded, and gave me the only shots that hurt, right into the flesh behind my nipples. “These may stay erect for longer than the month, maybe quite a bit longer. Is that okay?” 
 
    Daisy said it was, and I grunted. Telling me after he’s already half done with it. 
 
    At one point he had me sit up. He walked around, pushed and prodded, and asked Daisy—he realized she was in charge—“Bigger?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    So, another round, and my skin felt quite stretched. 
 
    “We could go bigger, but his skin has to accommodate. Let me know next week if you want to go even larger.” 
 
    When he was done he stood back and smiled, then turned to Daisy, “Would you like to see something interesting?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    He turned to a cabinet and opened it, then he took out a couple of large plastic bags. I blinked, then realized…they were implants. 
 
    “These are called Chyna 2000s. They were made for a female wrestler. The Ninth Wonder of the World, they called her. These are industrial strength, they will last forever. Think about it.” 
 
    Daisy felt the bags, and then I put a finger on them. They felt like real boobs, and they must have weighed a ton. 
 
    “Doc, you’ve given me great ideas. We’ll be back in touch.” 
 
    When I walked out of the doctor’s office I was all off balance. I was just getting the hang of heels anyway, but the extra weight in my chest didn’t help. And, the weird thing, catching my chest bulging with peripheral vision tweaked me. I kept thinking I had to adjust my weight, or that I was walking on a slant or something. But it was just the massive vacation boobs I had. 
 
    “You did well,” said Daisy. 
 
    “Thank you,” I murmured. I felt so weird. It’s like when you get your head shaved and everything feels so weird, your head is cold and everything prickles. Except it was my whole body. 
 
    We drove through Linville, and as soon as we hit the open road Daisy took out her cell phone. 
 
    “Yep. She’s beautiful. Yeah. It was almost lunch before he took us in. Oh, you’ll see. I’m going to stop at the park for a while. I will. Gotcha. how was she?” 
 
    How was she? I knew Daisy was talking about my wife. 
 
    Daisy laughed. “I knew she’d like it. She and I are alike. Well, talk to you in an hour or two.” She laughed again, then said, “Or three or four. Once I get started, you know…” 
 
    Then she hung up. 
 
    She drove, and I was silent. Changed. Subdued. Those deep changes happening inside me. 
 
    Halfway home she turned left and into a large park. She meandered along the small roads, and I asked, “Where are we going?” 
 
    She smiled. “I brought the strap on. I want to be the first to fuck you with your new tits.” 
 
    I was silent. She was going to fuck me. I wanted to be fucked. But I was scared of my own desire. This was happening so fast. It had been fast enough when it was just Donna and I, but now, with Daisy, Donald and Mickey…it was too fast. 
 
    She drove to the rear of the park, a lonely lane next to a small stream. There was a stone wall running along next to the stream, and there was a place where we were surrounded by bushes. 
 
    She held my hand and led me back to the wall. 
 
    “Okay, honey. Drop your drawers and let’s do it.” 
 
    I unbuckled and unzipped my shorts, then pulled my panties down. I kicked the panties off with one leg and faced the wall. 
 
    She had brought some lube, and she said, “Spread. Hold on to the wall.” 
 
    I put my legs apart, my hands on the wall, and leaned forward. My tits, my new tits, sagged in the flimsy bra that the doctor had told me I would need to replace. 
 
    I felt my breast with one hand, and marveled. Behind me Daisy lifted her skirt and pushed her panties down. I don’t know why, she could have just put the strap on over her clothes. I guess she liked a little nudity, and she moved forward. 
 
    I sighed as the dildo penetrated me. 
 
    “I don’t have much semen in me,” I said. 
 
    “That’s okay,” she murmured, squeezing my buns. “Let’s just enjoy the moment.” 
 
    She began to pump me. She had selected a normal sized cock, and it was actually delightful to just stand there, bent over, and feel that cock stroke in and out of me. I sighed again, deeper, and I watched the stream  slide by on the other side of the wall. 
 
    For maybe fifteen minutes she pumped me. Stopping every once in a while to check the lube. 
 
    It felt good. It made my legs weak, and my knees partially buckled a couple of times. 
 
    Then, unbelievably, I heard, and felt, Daisy orgasm. 
 
    I looked over my shoulder and she was head thrown back, eyes rolled back, and leaning into me. Unable to push, unable to withdraw. 
 
    “Fuck…fuck…” she whined. 
 
    I stood there and marveled as her hips gave a pump, then froze, gave a pump, then froze. 
 
    Finally, she was done. She backed away from me, staggered away from me, and put a hand on a nearby tree. 
 
    “Jeez, I came,” she said. 
 
    “How?” I turned to her and pulled panties and shorts up. 
 
    “Just the idea…it was so hot…fucking you like a man.” 
 
    I understood, then, that I wasn’t the only one going through deep feelings.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART EIGHT 
 
      
 
    “We got out of the car and everybody came out of the house to see me. I was stacked, and at first I was embarrassed, then I started to like the attention. 
 
    “Man, look at those suckers.” 
 
    “She needs a bigger and better bra.” 
 
    I was walked into the house under Donald’s arm, and, again, it made me feel weird. I didn’t want a man, but he seemed intent. 
 
    The afternoon turned into a party. Actually, life with these characters everything was a party. 
 
    I was the hit, and everybody wanted to feel me up. So I was fed bourbon and Coke and I got very loopy. My inhibitions dropped away, and I started giggling and acting girly. 
 
    Donna watched with satisfaction. 
 
    It was warm out, and soon everybody had their clothes off, except for me and my bra, and we were in the pool. 
 
    If it wasn’t for the little niggle in the back of my mind, the feeling that Donald was going to do something to me, it would have been a perfect day. 
 
    Drinking, playing music, swimming, we laughed and talked and just had a good time. 
 
    The girls insisted on shaking my chastity cage all afternoon. I hadn’t cum, and then Daisy had fucked me at the park, and…I was so horny. I found myself rubbing up against the girls every chance I could. 
 
    And they just laughed and jiggled me some more. 
 
    And they sucked on my tits. 
 
    Oh, that was something new. I was used to a bit of nipple play, but the doctor had made them stand up, and they wee noticeably bigger. It shot thrills through my chest, and, of course, my groin felt even hotter. 
 
    Finally, we had a cook out. I started up the grill, and was pushed aside by Mickey. “Girls don’t know how to barbecue,” he stated. I didn’t like that, I was a pretty good barbecuer, but I was drunk enough that it didn’t matter. 
 
    So I sat with the girls and listened tot hem discuss nail polish and lipstick and hairdos, and we ate, and we all started to get a little sober. And I knew the party was over when Donald came up to us and asked Donna, “When is the spanking going to start?” 
 
    Now I was really sober. I was marched down to the basement and put on the butt fuck bench. The St. Andrew’s cross wasn’t built yet, and it was perfect for what Donna planned. 
 
    “You’re going to love this, Goofy,” she murmured, and she kissed my cheek. 
 
    I didn’t think so. Sometimes, after people drink, they get a little…cranky. I could feel that while I lay on the horse. I could feel it bigger when Daisy slipped on a monster dildo. 
 
    Donald and Mickey brought a bottle of booze down and were passing it back and forth, and they didn’t look ha ha jolly let’s party. They looked a little mean. 
 
    “You want to do him first?” asked Daisy. 
 
    “I’m going to spank him first.” She giggled. “Bitch has to learn.” 
 
    that certainly didn’t sound too friendly. And what was I supposed to learn? She had wanted me in chastity, and there I was. She wanted me in a dress, and there I was. What else was there to learn. 
 
    It wouldn’t be too long until I learned that she didn’t want to teach me anything, she just wanted to be a bully. My male power was going to her head. 
 
    “Let’s get this show on the road,” roared Donald, and he and Mickey laughed and slapped their knees. 
 
    Donna went to a bag on the work bench. It had sat there for a couple of days and I hadn’t looked into it. I figured it was just more dildos. It wasn’t. She began pulling out implements for spanking. 
 
    Paddles with holes in them. Paddles with studs in them. Belts. Small whips with leather thongs. A real whip. Maybe six feet long. A complete assortment of spankers. 
 
    I lay on the bench, fastened down, and I started to gulp. I could feel everything tilting, going out of control. I could feel the mean in the air. 
 
    “Donna. I don’t want you to hurt me.” 
 
    Such a blatant request, and she ignored me. 
 
    I’ll do what I want. I’m in charge, and you got to learn.” 
 
    Again with the learning. 
 
    She swished a belt in the air. It was leather and it made a whistling sound. 
 
    She stepped up and held her arm back. “When I tell you something you better listen.” 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    My eyes went wide, and I was suddenly sober. 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    “No!” I yelled. 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    I was crying right from the start. I was jerking around, wanting to get loose, but, of course, there was no way off that horse. 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    “Look at ‘er tits jiggle!” Mickey swigged straight whiskey and wiped his mouth with a shirt sleeve. 
 
    Daisy stepped to the other side of my ass, she was holding a paddle, and she yelled, “Let’s alternate!” 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    PLAT! 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    PLAT! 
 
    The pain was incredible. Donna’s belt cut me, Daisy’s paddle spread the pain out over my buns. 
 
    “Equal time, bitch!” yelled Donna. She had been striking my right cheek, now she alternated, and Daisy went along with it. 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    PLAT!  
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    PLAT! 
 
    I was now terrified. My ass felt like it was blistering, but they didn’t stop. 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    PLAT! 
 
     WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    PLAT! 
 
    “Let me try,” Donald grabbed a whip, an actual whip, and snapped it. He didn’t bother with my ass, he hit me square in the back. 
 
    I screamed.  
 
    He hit me again. And the girls didn’t slow up. They just laughed and kept beating me. 
 
    Mickey came to the front of the horse and pushed his cock in my face. “Suck it, Goofy!” 
 
    That brought hysterics, and he pushed his cock into my mouth. 
 
    I didn’t care. I was screaming in terror. Then my voice was gargling around his cock. 
 
    And the beating continued. 
 
    Until Donna stepped up and thrust her penis into me. 
 
    This wasn’t gentle love. This was pain. 
 
    In a way, it was hate. 
 
    Why were they doing this to me? 
 
    But I knew. 
 
    Because I was a man being a woman, and they were intolerant. For all their leering and laughing, they hated the fact that I could step outside the boundaries of what was expected of a man. 
 
    Even Donna, who had helped make me this way, underneath it all was a hate. 
 
    The whipping stopped, and they all watched Donna have her way with me. When Donna was done Daisy pushed her aside. And suddenly Daisy was pushed aside and I felt like my butt was exploding. It was Donald, and he was…it was too much. Too much. And that was the last thing I remembered. 
 
     
 
    I awoke some hours later. I was in bed, laying on my belly. I could feel my new boobs under my chest. My chastity tube was under my groin.  
 
    And the pain. My ass hurt like I couldn’t believe. I felt like a Mac had run over it. With snow spikes. 
 
    I groaned, and I couldn’t move. 
 
    I just lay there and hurt, and I heard voices coming from the front room. Voices…laughing…joking…having fun after what they had done to me. 
 
    I reached a hand back and found that I had bandages on my ass. No. Not bandages. Pieces of cloth. It smelled like medicine. 
 
    So they had cut my skin. And I had bled. 
 
    I wasn’t surprised. 
 
    I wondered how long they had beaten me after I went unconscious. Probably not long. 
 
    I slept again, and felt the bed jiggle a bit as somebody lay down next to me. 
 
    “How you doing, honey?” 
 
    It was Donna. Her voice spoke of concern, but her attitude didn’t. She sounded quite happy. 
 
    “I’m hurt,” I whispered. 
 
    She actually kissed my cheek. “Sorry about that, but you had to learn who’s in charge, right?” 
 
    Tears were starting up again. This was the woman who I loved. And this was the woman who had hurt me. 
 
    “Well, you go to sleep. You’ll feel better in the morning.” 
 
      
 
    I did feel better in the morning, but not by much. 
 
    I did have some cuts on my back, and on my butt, but not serious. What was serious was the depth of my bruises. Everybody came in and oohed and awed when Donna threw the sheets back for everybody to see. She acted quite proud. 
 
    “Man, he’s a damn rainbow back there. Can you move, Goofy.” 
 
    I just cried into the pillow. 
 
    “Nah. He’s not going anywhere. So what we going to do about the bank?” 
 
    “Yeah, we need a fourth person. I don’t want to wait while he heals.” 
 
    Donna blurted. “How about me?” 
 
    Silence, and I could feel everybody looking at her. 
 
    “This is the big time, girl. We walk in with guns, and you only get one bullet. We don’t want to go to jail for murder, there’s a bigger manhunt for murderers than there is for bank robbers.” 
 
    “That’s fine with me.” 
 
    “She is tough enough, you see how she beat Goofy?” 
 
    “Yeah, but this is finesse. We have to be smart.” 
 
    “I’m as smart as any of you, and I’ve got the drive. I want to do this.” 
 
    There was some more discussion, but I could tell that Donna had convinced them.  
 
    I also knew that this was a mistake, that Donna had made a mistake. 
 
    I suppose, deep inside my ruptured rump, that I wanted my wife back. I had the feeling that this was a make or break point. That she was going over the edge. Later reflection and I would realize that she had already gone over the edge with me. 
 
    It’s a zen kind of thing…but you hurt somebody and you hurt yourself. 
 
    You do bad to somebody, and karma comes right back at ya. 
 
    But right then I didn’t care. Right then I just wanted the pain in my ass to go away. I wanted to get up and walk around. I wanted to get up and wear a dress and make up and not have the world go crazy. I wanted soft love, not the hate that they had called love. 
 
    I lay in bed, and they had lunch, and shortly after that they were gone. Gone to rob a bank. And they would have taken me, if I had been able. 
 
    I was glad they hadn’t. I didn’t want to rob banks. I just wanted…my life back. 
 
    I didn’t want them coming back and doing anything else to me. 
 
      
 
    I slept, and when I awoke I did feel better. It took me a while, but I managed to slide my legs off the edge of the bed. I stood there, leaning, and wondering where they were. They had to have been gone for hours. 
 
    I pushed up, and managed to stand. I tottered for a moment, then set about getting dressed. I didn’t bother with panties. I put on a bra and  felt relief from the support. The doctor had really outdone himself with these big humpers. 
 
    I pulled a robe around me. It was a pretty good robe, looked almost like a dress. 
 
    I slowly walked into the living room. I couldn’t sit down, so I stood and turned on the TV. I went into the kitchen and listened while I made a small snack. I made a sandwich. Raisin bread, mayo, a slice of cheese and some ham. And stopped. I had picked up some words from the living room. 
 
    “…robbers caught…shots were…the. police…” 
 
    I stumbled into the living room and stared at the screen. 
 
    They had gone into the Mid-Town bank, and a security guard had opened fire. 
 
    They had all used their one bullet, and one of them had hit a lady in the head. Then their guns were empty, and when they tried to get out of the bank the police arrived. 
 
    They were arrested. Grand theft. Conspiracy. All sorts of charges. And…murder. Later investigation would prove that it was the lone bullet from Donna’s gun that had killed the woman. 
 
    Not that it mattered. In a situation like this were all charged with murder. 
 
    I stood in shock. I saw their faces on the TV. And several cop cars drove up in front of the house. 
 
    I opened the door wide, stepped back, and placed my hands over my head. 
 
    Surprisingly, they didn’t throw me down and arrest me. 
 
    Oh, they came in with guns drawn, but when they discovered one scared woman they relaxed. 
 
    I insisted on standing up, and when the cops got a little antsy I simply turned around and lifted the robe. Talk about shocked silence. 
 
    I wasn’t a bank robber, I was just another victim. 
 
    “We need to take you to a hospital.” 
 
    “No,” I said. “I just need to be left alone.” 
 
    “Did they do this to you?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    Later, I would realize that that was why they didn’t bundle me up and take me to jail. 
 
    I was cooperating, and I was a victim. Say what you want about the police, they aren’t about victimizing victims. They are about chasing the bad guys, and they had, in this case, caught the bad guys. 
 
     
 
    The trial didn’t take too long. Open and shut. And, the surprising thing, nobody mentioned me. I was in the courtroom, and Donald and Mickey and Daisy all smiled at me, even winked at me, but they never spoke of my involvement in the first robbery. 
 
    And, to help the situation, there was no offer of a plea deal, or trying to get one of them to flip. They had them on camera, with twenty witnesses, and the police caught them coming out of the bank with freshly fired guns. 
 
    No. It was open and shut. 
 
    And nobody cared about me because I hadn’t been there, and I wasn’t involved, and didn’t know anything. And…I was a victim. 
 
    I got to talk to Donna a few times, and I visited her in prison after she was sentenced. 
 
    Her face was getting harder. It was taking on that ‘criminal’ look. And she became tough and bitter. She didn’t resemble at all the wonderful woman I had married. 
 
    As for Donald and Mickey and Daisy, I never saw them. They did send me letters every once in a while, at least for the first few years. 
 
    The letters slowly became harder. The joking and laughing, now that they were staring at cement walls and iron bars, went away. It’s hard to be jolly when you’re locked up. 
 
    Eventually all contact ceased, even with Donna. 
 
    I went ahead and got the Chyna 2000 boobs, and I live as a woman now. 
 
    I’m pretty happy, for the most part. I manage to put all the bad memories away, and I spend my time working hard. 
 
    Sometimes I go places. Bars. Church. Community picnics. I make no secret of the fact that I am a man who  is a woman. 
 
    And I constantly look for a person who I can love, who won’t show their mean side when they find out how soft I am. 
 
      
 
    END
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    Her name was Slither. Not Alyce or Grace or Joan or some other normal sounding name. 
 
    Slither. And Tom first saw her during home room. 
 
    She was sitting in the last row, where the light hit the least. Her skin was pale, like she had powdered it, and Tom would find out that she did. Sometimes, powder sometimes creams, but her real protection was her dark colored clothes. Black leggings. Black leather jacket. Black hoodie. Black, black, black. And the darkest of sunglasses. 
 
    Though she would sometimes push up her sunglasses to observe a classmate make a fool of himself or herself in front of the class. Then, idiocy confirmed, the sunglasses would clonk down over her eyes. 
 
    And her lips were coated with shiny, red lipstick. And her tongue would dart out every once in a while to lick her red lips. And, once, she glanced at him. 
 
    At first Tom didn’t want to sit by her. She was not cool. She was a freak. She was a goth in cheap clothing. But it was a choice. Sit in the front of the room and get called on by Mrs. Johansen, or sit in back with the weird girl. 
 
    He chose the weird girl. 
 
    The first week passed, and she said nothing. 
 
    There were announcements every day, and her crossed leg bobbed up and down lazily, waiting. 
 
    There was roll call, and he was surprised when her voice whispered, “Here.” 
 
    But the teacher heard her. Marked her present. 
 
    From home room he went to English, and was surprised when she showed up in that class. Sleek, powdered, weird, “Here!” 
 
    Then there were other classes where he never saw her.  
 
    Two classes. Two hours of sitting next to her. Two hours of listening to her silence. 
 
    Once he forgot a pencil. 
 
    “You got a spare pencil?” he asked. 
 
    She slipped him one without a word. When he offered it back at the end of class she murmured, in a sibilant sort of whisper, “You’ll need it next class.” 
 
    At the end of the next class he offered it back to her. She didn’t take it so much as absorb it. She placed her hand under his and extracted the pencil, the painted wood sliding through his hand, her flesh sliding over his, and he thought he heard a laugh. But when he looked at her she was already head down over her desk, looking at her next assignment. 
 
    A month passed. Some of the other kids made fun of her. They asked him what kind of freaky things she did, but he just shook his head. 
 
    Two months, and she was a cypher in the zoo of school. Nobody knew her. Laughter had, for some reason, died away. And Tom was aware of her walking close to him when they went to second class. 
 
    To study Romeo, to talk of Tygers, to read the poems of Percy. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Ozymandias 
 
    I met a traveller from an antique land 
 
    Who said: "Two vast and trunkless legs of stone 
 
    Stand in the desert . . . Near them, on the sand, 
 
    Half sunk, a shattered visage lies, whose frown, 
 
    And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command, 
 
    Tell that its sculptor well those passions read 
 
    Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things, 
 
    The hand that mocked them, and the heart that fed: 
 
    And on the pedestal these words appear: 
 
    'My name is Ozymandias, king of kings: 
 
    Look on my works, ye Mighty, and despair!' 
 
    Nothing beside remains. Round the decay 
 
    Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare 
 
    The lone and level sands stretch far away.” 
 
      
 
    Percy Bysshe Shelley - 1792-1822 
 
      
 
    “What is the meaning of Ozymandias?” asked the teacher on that gloomy day. 
 
    “It’s a statue,” Perry Smith said, bored out of his mind. 
 
    The teacher, Mrs. Tostal, who we called Toadstool, scoffed. “You can do better than that.” 
 
    “It’s about arrogance,” said Janey Wentworth, who spoke only to put down Perry, who she hated. 
 
    No reason for the hate, she was just that kind of girl. 
 
    Round and round the ideas popped up. 
 
    It’s about how civilizations rise and fall. It’s about war. It’s about…and, for the first time, the only time, Slither spoke. 
 
    “Guy thought he was going to live forever.” 
 
    Silence devoured the classroom. Heads turned. The teacher stood on tip toes to look over her charges at the girl who never spoke. 
 
    Slither just sat there. Slumped in her desk, looking at her red fingernails. 
 
    “And why does…” Toadstool was confused, “…Ozymandias think he will live forever?” She actually had to look at her roll book to recall Slither’s name. “Slither?” 
 
    But Slither was done. She gave a sniff that might have been a snort, and said, “Nah.” 
 
    End of conversation. 
 
    And the lecture moved on. Tom, seeing the whimsical nature of education, grinned. Inexplicably, Slither glanced at him. Saw his grin. Saw his disdain for their classmates, bumbling through inane explanations for what some crafty poet wrote with no purpose in mind. 
 
    Her upper lip curled slightly, a wave of red paint, a tilt of the dark glasses. “What?” she challenged him. 
 
    And he came up with the world’s best pick up line, even though he had no intention of picking her up. 
 
    “You’re so full of shit.” 
 
    She showed white teeth. Sharp teeth, but only a little bit. And she raised her dark glasses so he could see that her eyes were as dark as a coal miner’s asshole at midnight. 
 
    And she blew him a kiss. No hand blow thing, just a pucker, as if she was planting one on his cheeks, or perhaps his lips. 
 
    That certainly stopped Tom. And he fell in love. 
 
    She, of course, knew it. Plop, the glasses went down on her pert slender nose. A slither of fabric and her head turned to ignore him. 
 
    He was smitten. 
 
    But he had been smitten many times before. He was constantly falling in love with any girl that noticed him, or even whispered his name in passing. Even if that whisper was merely desultory. 
 
    He was an unstable personality who fell victim to infatuation, and lived with it, and spent his alone time relieving his infatuation through the simple act of masturbation. 
 
    Class ended, and Tom gathered his books and sauntered out the door, and an arm suddenly linked and locked with his. He looked down at Miss Smirky Bitch. Slither was escorting him.  
 
    He didn’t dare shrug her off. He had never so much as held hands with a girl. He was the original shy guy, and the touch of a feminine bit of flesh on his own flesh made his heart near swoop through the skies. 
 
    “I’m Tom,” he said, in lieu of intelligent conversation. 
 
    “Don’t be an idiot,” she said, not deigning to look at him. 
 
    It was break time, and she guided him to a tree and they leaned against the trunk and she asked, “Why can’t Ozymandias be immortal?” 
 
    “Because he turned to stone and cracked up.” 
 
    She actually chuckled. She stepped closer to him. She whispered, but he could hear every single word as if it was foghorned into his brain. “I know Ozymandias. He wasn’t as poet depicts, an arrogant asshole.” 
 
    Tom blinked, and stared, and a thousand thoughts whirled through his mind. 
 
    She knew Ozymandias? What the fuck? Was she nuts?” 
 
    “You don’t believe me.” 
 
    “Can you prove it?” 
 
    “Eventually.” 
 
    “Why not now?” 
 
    She went up on tip toes, pulled his head down to hers and whispered into his flesh, “Meet me after school. Right here. I will show you the death of civilization.” 
 
    She kissed him then. Her red lips impacted on his and his heart felt like somebody just tasered it. It just stopped beating and his blood rose like a red tide. Then she was slipping away, a wraith in the now fog of afternoon. 
 
    He touched his lips with a shaky hand. 
 
    He knew that under the cream and the powder she was beautiful Such lips…the rest of her had to be a masterpiece of flesh. And she had kissed him. 
 
    Then he became aware that a few kids were standing over by the bathrooms and looking at him. 
 
    They had seen her kiss him, and they were smirking and joking, probably calling him a loser. 
 
    He didn’t care. While they entertained themselves with fatuous remarks and airheaded opinions…he was in love. 
 
      
 
    He was at the tree at 2:50, and didn’t have to wait long. Still, he didn’t see her coming. 
 
    She was a shadow in motion, a brisk wind under shimmering trees. One second she was nowhere, and the next second she was linking arms with him. 
 
    “Oh,” he said. 
 
    She just smiled up at him, blessed him with her silence, and tugged him across campus. 
 
    Walking with her was an experience. Walking with her was like experiencing being a shifting wind. No footsteps and accommodations for oncoming pedestrians, just a slither of foot and a wispy turn or two, and they were past the crowds and walking into town. 
 
    Oddly, it seemed like they had only been walking for a minute, but they were already on the edge of town, and Tom started to look back to see the path trod. 
 
    She pulled him forward, disrupted his gait, and hissed, “Don’t do that.” 
 
    So he didn’t, and didn’t even know what rule he had broken. 
 
    They crossed the tracks, skirted the city pound, and traveled across a field of weeds and rusting tractors. He saw their destination. 
 
    It was adobe colored, old, but, for some reason, not adorned with graffiti. It had red tiles on the roof, and pillars and large windows that were boarded up. 
 
    In front of the ramshackle building was a marquee. ‘The Playhouse.’ 
 
    Under the big words, written with falling plastic letters on yellowed white, was the immortal play that is presented in every town. 
 
      
 
    For Sale! 
 
      
 
    “We’re going there?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    They didn’t mount the front steps like honorable entrants. They slipped through a chain link fence that was becoming unlinked. She lifted a rotted cellar door whose hinges squeaked like a herd of mice, and they descended into the darkness. 
 
    He should have been scared. They were under the stage of mankind, where tragedies and murders occur, but her presence was a light, and they crossed the river of gloom and mounted some steps. 
 
    Upstairs the playhouse was an ancient museum of theater. Sets stood, leaned against walls, were dangled by thick ropes that had somehow not rotted through. A stack of heavy stage curtains, folded for storage or for keeps.  
 
    They crossed the stage and he glanced out at the empty seats. A million souls had sat in those seats, applauding and booing as if their lives depended on it. Where were they now? 
 
    Then down a hall, and they came to a room. The door was askew in the frame, but still swung freely. They entered the room. 
 
    A high window reminded them that it was still daylight, and his eyes adjusted. 
 
    The room was filled with racks of costumes. Pirates and firemen. Ladies and monks. Staid business suits and garish cowboy outfits. Boots and high heels. Canes and even snow shoes. 
 
    He stared at the costumes and was fascinated. These were the million identities of imagination. 
 
    She turned to him, she stood close to him, closer than clothes, and she said, “Will you play with me? Will you wear what I tell you?” 
 
    What could he say? “Sure.” 
 
    She smiled, her sharp teeth extra white in the dark, and she said, “Take off your clothes.” 
 
    His heart fluttered and stopped. He felt faint and actually swayed a bit. 
 
    She reached up and undid his top button to encourage him. He undid the second button and the third, and she reached for his belt buckle. 
 
    His heart was racing now, and he was having trouble breathing. 
 
    He had never been with a girl, but he wasn’t about to admit to that. 
 
    He slipped his shirt off and she pulled his pants down. He was panicking in a silent way. 
 
    She gripped him through his tighty whiteys, held his whole package, and his testicles felt fragile gripped by her slender fingers. 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “Shhh!” She placed a finger on his lips. “Shoes and socks. Everything.” She let go of him. 
 
    A few seconds he stood there, shivering though it wasn’t cold, and he had this terrible feeling that the lights would go on, the audience would roar and point at him, and this was all a joke. 
 
    “It’s no joke,” she kissed his ear and handed him a satiny garment. 
 
    His mind stuttered a bit when he realized that she had handed him a dress, a peasant skirt and blouse, and high heels that might be worn by a witch. 
 
    “Hurry. I need you.” 
 
    This was the first time that sex had even been mentioned or even implied. Even though she had kissed him, and led him, and he was surrounded by the ambience of thrusting, pumping, humping urges. 
 
    His skin goose bumping, she helped him into pantaloons, an undergarment for the dress, and then the dress itself. His legs felt the excitement of being accoutered like a woman.  
 
    She pulled a bodice over his chest, and he felt the material tighten and rub, and it made his chest feel larger. 
 
    He felt his chest, and it did, indeed, feel like his pectorals had swollen. And they itched. And his nipples felt so very excited. 
 
    She pulled strings and tucked cloth in, and then, faster than he had thought possible, he was dressed like a woman. 
 
    The costume was amazing. His chest felt so lifelike, like he actually had tits, and even his hair felt long and silky. 
 
    “Who are you?” he whispered. 
 
    “Shhh.” He lips touched his. One hand crept under the dress, the other slid over…over a breast. His chest really felt like it had mammary glands on it. 
 
    She touched his cock and he swooned. And she felt huge, like she had grown ten feet taller, and was holding him like he was a little baby. But no baby had ever been kissed like this. Her lips smothered his, and he felt like there was a golden glow inside his chest, and that glow was being sucked out of him. 
 
    “Oh,” he said. “Ooooh!” 
 
    She picked him up, cradled him in her arms even as she kissed him. She walked across the stage to a large pile of rugs. She laid him down on the rugs and continued making love to him. 
 
    He was dazed, his heart was swelling, and he felt her hands pulling at the dress. She lifted the dress, scrabbled at his pantaloons, and then his penis was exposed. Hard and rigid. He had never considered himself large, but now he was impressive. He was magnificent, and the world reeled as her dangerous lips engulfed his manhood. 
 
    She made love to his member. Her lips sucked and her tongue curled and lapped. His hips began to thrust upward, and he began to drift down a long, long tunnel. He could still feel the thrusting. He could still feel her lips devouring him. Yet he was floating, and the air was getting warmer, and he arched his back and gave himself up to the sensations. 
 
    And his hips pumped, and his balls felt like they were about to be emptied, if he could just…just…a little more…

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    He opened his eyes. He didn’t have a headache so much as a head explosion. As if all the cells in his brain had jumped in a pool and been drowned and now floated on the scummy surface. 
 
    “Oh…” he groaned, and he didn’t want to move. 
 
    His eyes flicked open as he remembered. He had been with Slither. They had been in a theater, and she made him wear…had him put on…and then she had…and greater than even the pounding in his head was the pulsing of his cock. 
 
    “Fuck,” he breathed out, and his hand reached down to find himself full. Turgid. A rock among men. 
 
    He didn’t remember cumming. He must not have cum. 
 
    But he didn’t remember coming home, either. 
 
    How had he gotten here? He had been in the middle of a sexual evolution, his cock pounding, his hips thrusting into her face, those sweet lips. But how had that ended? How had he wound up here? Tangled in his sheets and feeling like a hairball in a cat’s throat? 
 
    For a moment he felt like closing his eyes, forgetting it all, going back to slumber on the crest of some forgotten wave. But a voice whispered in his skull, over the throbbing of pain. And though he couldn’t tell what the voice said, he knew he must get up. He was impelled. 
 
    With a groan that sounded like a snake barfing he pushed covers back, unwound himself, and put his legs out. He sat on the edge of the bed, his head in his hands, and wished God would make this pain end. 
 
    But God didn’t answer. A hissing whisper, like the wind through a graveyard, did. But he couldn’t tell what, specifically, it was saying. 
 
    He stood up and tottered into the kitchen. It was late, and his bleary eyes studied a clock for several seconds before he could actually perceive time. 
 
    Eight o’clock. How late had he stayed at the theater? And how had he gotten home? And through the rumbling thunders in his head a smile tried to break through. She had sucked on him. She had taken his penis in mouth and worked those beautiful lips over him. But she must not have let him cum. He looked down and his cock bobbed, was purple, and a small drop of pre-cum began to lengthen into a long line of silvery drool. 
 
    He hadn’t cum. And his orgasm was still locked up in his cock, in his fat and heavy balls. 
 
    He stuck his head under the faucet and drank, and almost barfed. He jerked back, grabbed his head, then slowly put his head under the faucet.  
 
    Ahhh! The cold water pushed back the symphony of pain and he began to think. 
 
    He had to get to school. 
 
    He had to get to…Slither. 
 
    He smiled. A ghastly rictus as he still was feeling the pain. 
 
    He opened the fridge and found a half empty can of Coke. It didn’t have carbonation, but the sugar worked through him and he sighed and touched the cold can to his forehead. 
 
    More relief. 
 
    Whisper, whisper. Come and disappear. 
 
    He smiled, not sure where the thought came from, but not alarmed by it. He placed the can back in the fridge, straightened up and went back to his room. The pain was receding, his purpose was growing. He pulled on pants, stuffed his massive boner down and managed to zip up. Pulled on a shirt. Shoes. He had to go to school He had to find out about…Slither. 
 
    Whisper, whisper. Find out about Slither. 
 
     
 
    He barely made it to class. The teacher was sitting, ready to call role, and he slunk under her disparaging eye and made it back to his desk. 
 
    Slither wasn’t there. 
 
    He felt like his world was cracking, falling into little pieces, being ground into dust. And a rain washed the dust down to a fallow sea. 
 
    He sat, glanced occasionally at her seat, and sighed. He so much wanted to see her. 
 
    The day went slowly, minute by minute. A flutter of activity and he marched to the next class, sans Slither. Sans sense, sans everything, except this aching, yearning, writhing question in his crotch. 
 
    Slither? Slither? 
 
    But there was no Slither. Only the scribble of pen on paper as he duly noted homework assignments. The raising of hands, like swords at the stars to his wallowing senses, as kids asked questions and stumbled over answers. 
 
    Lunch, and he sat alone at a table. He didn’t have a lunch, but he usually sat here, so he would. 
 
    But his friends avoided him on this day. 
 
    People walked around him, carrying trays laden with sandwiches and salads and cartons of milk. 
 
    Somebody sat down at the end of the table, he knew not who, but they left after a minute. 
 
    “Hey, Tom, you okay?” 
 
    It was Heather. She was in algebra with him. She was talking to him. He smiled a wan smile that was more of a grimace and whispered. “I’m fine.” 
 
    You’re fine, you’re fine. Dead on the vine. 
 
    She went away. 
 
    He saw himself in a window, and he looked pale. His eyes looked like back marbles. Like obsidian. Black and shiny with not much white. 
 
    Slither, Slither. Don’t let me wither. 
 
    The day passed like the sound of farts in a wind. Whisked away. Disappeared down some black tunnel in a forgotten forest on a lost mountain. 
 
    The last bell rang, and he woke from his lethargy, and he had a feeling. A feeling. Like somebody was calling to him. 
 
    He gathered his books and headed across the campus. Over brick pathways and between spider webbed hedges. Between buildings that seemed so insubstantial. To his mind they had no significant purpose. 
 
    He saw her. 
 
    Leaning against the tree. Their tree. Where they had stood 24 hours ago, before she…before… 
 
    She saw him as he emerged from the cluster of classrooms, she watched him as he went against the tangles of the herd. She smiled as he came closer, showing those white teeth, those red lips that had…sucked him. 
 
    He needed to cum. 
 
    All day his penis had throbbed in his pants, fought the fold of cloth and tried to stand up, and as he closed in on her the feeling grew more and more intense. 
 
    He walked up the slight rise of ground to the tree. 
 
    She didn’t greet him. Not a word, for she was not the talking type. She was the whispering type. 
 
    She reached for his hand,  pulled him to her, and their chests pressed and he felt her presence sucking at him, wanting more and more of him. 
 
    “I missed you,” he whispered into the pale fold of her ear. 
 
    “Yes,” she acknowledged.  
 
    “Where were you?” 
 
    “With Ozymandias.” 
 
    He smiled. Ozymandias. Passerby on a desert filled with the jumble of destroyed statues. 
 
    “No. He’s not.” She nibbled on his ear, and he felt like she was sticking her tongue all the way through his auditory canal and into his brain, licking his eardrum, trying to get to his semicircular canals. 
 
    Then her mouth was crawling down his neck, fluttering over the beat of his pulsing blood, tasting his flesh, and kissing him. Her mouth eating at his, her teeth nibblling on his lips. 
 
    His penis, of course, was in riot. It was screaming to be let out, to be completed. To join, to spurt, to die the big O and fatalism was the goal of life. 
 
    People passing by must have noticed them, entwined, their mouths fucking on the little hill under the little tree. But nobody said anything, they just passed. 
 
    As the kiss broke apart and the world started up again Tom wondered at how insubstantial people could be. They were wraiths, ghosts, whispers on the wind. Dead leaves that fluttered by with beatingless hearts. 
 
    And Slither whispered: “He just likes ruins.” 
 
    Tom didn’t know what she meant for long minutes. Not until she had taken his hand and led him off campus. Rows of cars passing like lined up insects. Oh, Ozymandias. He likes ruins. He likes flat deserts stretching into infinity, a temple where broken giants could worship him with their parts. 
 
    They walked over the freeway, past deserted warehouses, and their journey was a saga of blinking lights and utterances that made about as much sense as…as whispers. 
 
    And now the whispers were there. On the edge of his understanding. As close as an orgasm that was almost…almost…almost… 
 
    “Where are you taking me?” he asked as the sky turned sere. Clouds honked and crashed into each other. They arrived at the field. Beyond which was the theater. 
 
    “What are we doing?” Yet his voice was just a whisper of impotent wonderings. Surface thoughts, not to be confused with the real depth of his soul. 
 
    His vague, wondering, wandering, withering soul. 
 
    They went through the fence and she lifted the cellar door for him. 
 
    She held his hand and led him through the dark, but it wasn’t so dark anymore. He could see in the cellar, as if there was a blue light that emanated from nowhere, and was everywhere. 
 
    He could see puddles of water where the rats drank and raised their ratty heads to watch him pass. 
 
    He could see rusted tools, stacked against a wall never to be used again. 
 
    He could see cobwebs, and the spiders  hugging them raised their spidery heads and smiled as he passed. 
 
    Up the stairs and it was as bright as day. The dim light from a skylight, coming through the dusty surface of the ancient glass, was all he needed to see the fine detail of the ancient stage. The floorboards were once polished. The clappers were once smacking merrily, and the people laughed. All those people in the empty seats, and it was as if he could see all the people. Round people, tall people. Healthy people, withered people. Children and oldsters. Clapping. Laughing. Pointing at him. 
 
    He stopped, and Slither stopped and turned to him. “What? she whispered. 
 
    He pulled her to him, his arms held here. His lips came to hers. 
 
    She was in a hurry to get to wardrobe, to dress for her part, but she took the time to meet his lips, and time slowed and became a delicious bit of nectar. The moment to be sucked dry and tossed away. 
 
    What is life but a memory? Slithered through his head. 
 
    The audience cheered, sounding like the rustle of dead leaves in a sack. 
 
    She moved his hand to her breast. She held it cupped over her tit. She looked up at him, black eyes glittering in the dark, like a wild animal’s over a kill as it prepared to devour the carcass. “This is yours. You can have this. You can be this. But we must hurry.” 
 
    Her voice was soft, sibilant, and urgent.  
 
    He nodded, and she turned and pulled him along. Down a corridor, into wardrobe. 
 
    Again, he stood in the middle of the room. Again he studied the racks of clothes, but now they were just husks of humanity, now the clothes were vibrant, as if filled by body. They wanted to dance, they just waited for him. 
 
    Take off your clothes. 
 
    A whisper from her, from everywhere, and he did as bid. He pulled off a shirt and stood exposed, a thin chest, not much muscle. Funny, he thought he had more, but…but not now. 
 
    He kicked off his shoes, pulled off his socks. He threw his shoes into the distance and heard them fall and roll across the floor like a herd of laughing hyenas. Heh heh heh. Coming to a stop in an indeterminable distance. 
 
    Slither in the racks, picking out clothes. 
 
    He pulled down his pants and his erection surged forth. 
 
    He felt like he was a shadow and his penis was the real star. White and pale in the gloom. Yet a beacon of life. 
 
    Here there be reproduction!  
 
    It throbbed, it pulsated, blood pounding like the sounds of a native drum in some ancient forrest.  
 
    A forest beyond the sands where marched the slaves of Ozymandias. 
 
    Slaves bound to be bent at the knee to show obeisance to that which destroyed entire civilizations. 
 
    “Stop that,” Slither commanded, and he realized that he had been stroking his cock. 
 
    She put clothes in his hands. His clothes were going to light that day. “You must not give yourself to any but Ozymandias. You must save yourself for him. 
 
    Him. 
 
    But he didn’t want a ‘him.’ He wanted Slither. He would have taken a step towards here, swallowed her with his hungry arms, but she placed a talon his chest, a red-tipped talon, and her red lips smiled. “Not yet. We must prepare. We must assume our proper roles.” 
 
    She faded back into the racks of clothes, and the empty suits and dresses wavered, and he could imagine ghostly hands clapping, and invisible voices urging him on. 
 
    Hurry, hurry. Please do scurry. 
 
    He fumbled with the clothes, figured out panties, and a bra. 
 
    He stepped into the panties, and as he pulled them up his penis somehow seemed to fit into the pouchless garment. It was strange, and a dot of worry fled into the rafters of the theater. 
 
    He put on the bra, his hands working the clasps, turning the cups the right way, and when he snaked his arms under the shoulder straps he felt solid, as if the cups were filled with him. 
 
    He lifted a hand and touched a cup, and he groaned. He had felt his nipple, larger than he remembered, stiff and hard, like a little penis, and the sensation of sexual excitement raced through his body. 
 
    Slither came out of the darkness, as if floating, and she handed him a dress. In the darkness it was dark, because it was dark. Black. Stretchy. Clingy. 
 
    She helped him into it, and his hands trembled as she felt his boobs and smiled. 
 
    Then she felt his groin, and he didn’t have a bump. 
 
    Don’t worry, don’t worry. After tonight you’ll never be sorry. 
 
    She was speaking to him with no voice. She was the whisper, and the slithering whisper blistered his sister.  
 
    Though he had no sister. 
 
    He was his own sister. Transmogrifying into something so butterfly beautiful. 
 
    He looked down at his shape. So beautiful. A form of curves and bounty, encased in black. His flesh trembled as if every speck of him was a vagina. 
 
    But he wanted a penis. He needed his penis. At least for this night. 
 
    She helped him into nylons and high heels. He tottered for a moment, then it was as if the gravity of the earth rippled up through his heels and steadied him. 
 
    This is natural. this is how I am supposed to be. 
 
    And it wasn’t Slither whispering, it was him. These were his own delighted thoughts. 
 
    Quickly, quickly. We must do this slickly. 
 
    She pulled on his hand and they crossed the room to the door. They exited wardrobe, stage left, but they turned right. To…make up. 
 
    They giggled as they scampered, casting hungry, little glances at each other. 
 
    He was aware of how his breasts shivered in the blue gloom. He was aware of her hand clasping his.  
 
    And she kept looking back at him, showing those shiny, sharp, white teeth. 
 
    They turned into the next doorway, and here the gloomy blue was held in abeyance. In the center of the room was a vanity table. A professional vanity, for professional people. For people who put on costumes and held the tears and laughter of the crowds in their hands. 
 
    A row of bright, white lights lined the edges of the mirror. He would be able to see every pore of his face.  
 
    She sat him down and smiled at him in the mirror. And she seemed so insubstantial. 
 
    He turned to check that she was still there. She was. Solid as a rock. 
 
    He looked in the mirror. Vague and wispy, like a shadow in the night. 
 
    Pay no attention to the reflection. Just welcome the susserection of the transelection in the bright lights of franticalection. 
 
    And it all made sense. So he ignored the see through girl in the mirror and put all his attention of the slender hands that touched his face and transfigured his soul. He felt the whisper of the slithery digits cleanse his face with little sponges. He felt the brush and the creme, the potion and the powder. As the hands decorated his face the girl in the mirror became more substantial. More opaque to his vision. It made his heart beat faster, and the area where his penis was supposed to be felt wet. 
 
     She finished putting lipstick on him, and she stepped back. 
 
    He was beautiful. His face was now a her. His cheeks were high boned and his lips full and shiny. His face was a delicate oval. 
 
    He lifted his hands to touch his face, and was stunned by the length of his fingernails, and how they almost glowed red. he hadn’t even seen her do his nails. 
 
    “Come,” she said. She took his hand once again and led him out of make up. Stage left. They turned left. They walked down the hallway that was short but took so long to traverse. Out onto the boards. 
 
    She presented him to the audience, and the audience was awed now. No laughter, no pointing fingers, just a silent appreciation for his stunning beauty. 
 
    Bow. 
 
    He presented a leg and curtsied, and the audience, one by one, began a slow steady applause. Hands slapping hands. Little poppings from impacted flesh. 
 
    He stood up. 
 
    They began to rise, by ones and twos. They cheered, and the applause swelled and filled the ancient theater. 
 
    Tom was happy. He was a loner suddenly recognized. He was a man without friend suddenly engulfed by the love of humanity. 
 
    And the humanity, which was ghosts, became more and more real to him. 
 
    Then Slither raised a hand and the cheers died down. 
 
    She pulled on his hand and he turned to her. 
 
    She came to him, no laughter, no show of teeth, only those dark, dark eyes devouring him. 
 
    She kissed him, and the audience gave a sigh, a community of breaths let out. A love of his love. 
 
    She turned him to face the audience, she stood behind him, and she cupped his breasts. She pulled the material of the dress down and his bra was exposed. The people sitting in the audience gasped as one. His boobs were perfection. 
 
    Behind him, Slither felt larger, like she was bending over him, and her hands, though small, felt large as they peeled down the cups of his bra. 
 
    His breasts stood out for all to see. his nipples throbbed with hunger. he wanted to turn and kiss her, take her, be taken by her. 
 
    But she was so large, so real, and she held him like a peasant woman taking a fat goose to market. 
 
    Then she kissed his neck, and pulled his dress further down. But the dress was built to be pulled up, over his head, not down, over his round hips.  
 
    It ripped, the sound like the rendering of a sheet of paper in the cavernous theater. 
 
    The people watched silently, engrossed in the play. 
 
    Ripping, slowly, tearing apart, shreds of material thrown into the wind that whistled in the high rafters. 
 
    Then she turned him, and it was like a huge hand spun him about, but when he turned she was still small, slender, nothing but a Slither. 
 
    She turned him and rose up and took his lips with hers. Beautiful, curved lips, plump, luscious, yet on his face they felt larger, like they were kissing his whole face. 
 
    And he felt that huge glowing ball of sun once again in his chest. A living, pulsating ball of soul, and he gave of the light, of the substance, willingly. 
 
    She took willingly. 
 
    Then she slithered down his body and took him in mouth. 
 
    He was big, her mouth was small, but she inhaled all of him. He felt teeth and tongues having their way with him. And he felt the core of him trying to ignite. 
 
    He wanted to cum. He was horny. He was desperately horny. 
 
    He wanted to pull back, to take her and lay her down, but though she was smaller than him, it was as if she weighed a million pounds and couldn’t be moved. 
 
    To try and move her was like trying to move the stumpy legs of a giant embedded in sand. 
 
    And though he looked down at the top of her head, he felt like he was looking up, up, and the thigh…the thigh… 
 
    …was so high he couldn’t see the sky. 
 
    “Let me cum!” he begged. 
 
    Yet she wouldn’t. When he was close she held her mouth still, and it was as if her very saliva was a numbing agent. 
 
    “Please!” 
 
    The tip of her tongue swirled around the head of his cock. 
 
    His balls, so full and fat, were cherries in her small hands that felt so large. 
 
    His asshole puckered with effort as he tightened his muscles and tried to eject semen. 
 
    No hope. No chance. 
 
    And, slowly…slowly…her mouth faded, became insubstantial, and the audience became translucent, then transparent, and he could see through them. 
 
    And though he held her head he felt like he was holding nothing. 
 
    Tomorrow, tomorrow. An end to all sorrow. 
 
    He faded into an abyss, and the abyss was awash with slosh and the waves lifted him up and his groin felt like it was going to explode, but, of course, it was all… 
 
    Illusion, delusion, suffusion. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART THREE 
 
      
 
    His eyes opened, and he felt like he wasn’t even looking through them, even though the world was out there, painted on some insubstantial canvas. 
 
    His head hurt so much it passed out of the thresholds of pain and became…nothing. 
 
    He was tangled in sheets, wrapped in pillow, and the world moved in fits and spurts. 
 
    He wasn’t moving, his room wasn’t moving, but reality was marching, fits and spurts, and he reached a hand out as if to grab it.  
 
    But his hand closed on nothing. 
 
    He sat up. His head exploded, but he felt it not. And he whispered to himself… 
 
    Here there be pain. 
 
    But he didn’t bother to hold his head, or to look at the pain. 
 
    He turned his head, like a ratchet on a handle. It was daylight. He lay back and closed his eyes, and saw through the lids, and the sun flew overhead, fits and spurts. 
 
     
 
    She awoke, no pain. Refreshed, and it was like the world was painted in blue gloom, yet he had twenty twenty. She no longer needed light to be aware of the world. 
 
    She stood, not using her muscles, but just her body in one place, then another. Fits and spurts. 
 
    She realized that she still had tits from the night before. That her waist was thin and her hips round. That which had been a he was a she now, and her eyes were delicate, doe like, and dark. Black. Vantablack. Her lips were full and naturally red. Her eyes sparkled with hunger and desperation. 
 
    She walked without sound, her feet probably moving, but maybe not, to the kitchen. 
 
    Refrigerator. Cold can of Coke. One quarter full. Mmm. The breakfast of champions. And soon she wouldn’t even need that. 
 
    She dropped the empty can and it rattled on the floor, rolled under the table where it died. All sound died. Only the blue light, blue sound, blue smell, of the world without senses. 
 
    She turned her head and looked out the kitchen window. It was almost time for school to be over. It was almost time for everything to be over. 
 
    She turned, her body turned, and it floated across the tiles and out the door. It was time for school. 
 
      
 
    Slither was waiting for her by the tree. Smiling broadly, showing all his teeth. And now Slither was no longer a girl. Slither was a man. Slender, feminine shaped, but no tits. 
 
    Because Tom now had her tits. 
 
    Her breasts had come off in some hidden embrace and magically adhere to his, now her, chest, made her chest lush and large. 
 
    Slither still wore black, but now it wasn’t the black of dress, of jacket or hoodie. Now it was a simple suit. With a black shirt. And a black tie. And black buttons. 
 
    Tom knew that Slither had been this all along, but she had lacked the vision to see Slither’s true form. 
 
    Everybody lacked the vision. 
 
    A splision of vision in a fusion of contusion. 
 
    Everybody was blind. Blind to the world, blind to themselves. Blind to the beauty of Slither. Slithe, a fusion of male/female. Slither, the shape forming in the darkness. 
 
    Tom floated over the lawn. Oh, to the people she was using her feet, but there was something so weird about her that they moved to the side, glanced once, then away. 
 
    She arrived in front of Slither. 
 
    She didn’t speak, for she had been school on how to communicate. 
 
    In whispers and sliverys of slithery sithers. 
 
    Slither took her hand, moved closer, put his other hand under her chin, and she lifted her chin for the blessing of his lips. 
 
    The touch, when it came was like a lancing of pleasure, scorching her lips, awakening her to the true sexuality of the flesh. 
 
    Tom kissed back, they embraced, fully, and ignored the little people walking like ants around them. 
 
    People who scurried and hurried in flurries and sorties. 
 
    “Please,” begged Tom. “Take me! Please?” 
 
    Slither smiled. He took Tom’s hand and led him across the campus. 
 
    They floated through the crowds, and Tom felt like he was larger, that he could see over everything. 
 
    They left the campus and ascended small rises and wended past houses. 
 
    People became insubstantial, and she and Slither became the more real. Life became a winsome chuckle in a ghost town. 
 
    Please, whispered Tom, and the words floated away from her. Invisible. A beacon to the unseeing universe that wasn’t sure it existed. 
 
    Slither led her down lonely lanes where cars never traveled. They leaped over warehouses and landed on the other side, pterodactyls of the soul, of another time, another place. 
 
    The warehouses gave way to ramshackle shacks. Shanties, and black children stared with wide eyes from open doors and glassed windows. 
 
    Old cars, flivvers needing hand cranks to start, up on blocks, then off the blocks and rolling unbidden through streets that had not yet been paved. 
 
    “Please,” begged Tom. Her chest was thudding and her mouth was dry with anticipation. 
 
    I will, you will, we will, be patient… 
 
    The roads narrowed, became wagon tracks, and they crested a rise and at last Slither stopped their mad journey. 
 
    In the distance was a city, tall buildings shrinking. More and more lights winking out. The sun fell and there was nothing. Just darkness. then it rose, and the city was a village. Wagons rolled and dogs barked in the streets. Children rolled hoops with sticks, and it seemed like they weren’t rolling them forward, but backward, as if the stick sucked the hoop along, and the children ran backwards. 
 
    Slither and Tom stood quiet and watched the village become teepees. And in her mind Tom saw the crumble of civilizations. She saw people walking backwards to fields and grow young and turn into babies and crawl into their mother’s wombs. 
 
    She watched as trees shrank and returned to the soil, to suddenly appear tall again, wide and spreading, only to shrink. 
 
    Then the fields became forests, and the forests grew and grew, populating the globe in lush, verdant splendor.  
 
    But over all Tom was watching through the blue gloom of a sight beyond sight. And Slither held his hand.  
 
    They grew taller, and became more solid. 
 
    Cities rose and fell. Civilizations succumbed, then grew powerful, then shrank to villages and huts. 
 
    Armies marched. Always, the armies marched. Marched here, marched there. Marched everywhere. 
 
    The air grew thick with cloud, and the cloud became darker and it covered the earth. 
 
    “Where?” asked Tom in confusion, her gentle voice rising up over the shards of ruins that hadn’t happened yet. 
 
    “Shhh.” Slither whispered. 
 
    Then the world shuddered and the clouds swept across the face of the earth like blankets rippling in some cosmic wind. A bright light filled the earth, and a lone streak of bright light rose from the earth and shot backward into the stars. 
 
    Dinosaurs roamed, giant titans that thundered across the face of the planet. Eating vegetation in lumbering herds. 
 
    The dinosaurs grew fewer and fewer, until they marched from the hold of an alien ark. And then the ark went backwards, into the sky, devouring the trail of its propulsion. 
 
    And the earth was silent for a while, until the clouds came again. But when the clouds lifted this time men rose from the earth, and armies marched and cities were built, and then…then the cities transformed into villages, and huts, and lone cavemen fishing in the rivers. 
 
    And the cavemen became the descendants of another species, but the species died in the blast of atomics, and the world became a desert. Flat sands stretching in all directions. 
 
    Slither led Tom out into the sands. Across the burning desert that was all that remained of mighty empires, empires that dwarfed all that had come before and after.  
 
    Standing up from the sands were two pillars. Legs. Stumps of stone that had once trod the earth before being broken into bits. 
 
    Giants that had once been, but had been laid low. 
 
    Laid low by what vast power? 
 
    Slither walked between the stone columns that had once been legs, and beyond the ruin of statue was a temple. 
 
    The temple was a pyramid, and yet it had the feeling of…of…theater. 
 
    Tom was speechless. She had become privy to wonders never imagined, and she was at the source of it all. She was about to meet the architect who had destroyed those who would be Gods. 
 
    Slither and Tom entered the temple, walked the long halls, came to a vast room. Across the room to a rise of steps. Steps that were larger than the normal stride could accommodate. They climbed the steps and came to a plateau upon which rose a throne. 
 
    The throne was carved of pure gold, and upon it sat a man. 
 
    Ozymandias was eight feet tall, draped in gold robes, but his loins hung bare. 
 
    He had no beard and his skin was a coppery color. The originator of race he had chosen no species for his own, and he was the origin of man. 
 
    His arms were long and muscular. His face was triangular, still human, and his eyes were like shiny, black painted coins. he smiled, and he had very human teeth. 
 
    The canines, of course, were long. 
 
    Slither brought Tom to the front of the throne and went to his knees. 
 
    Master. 
 
     Slither would have pulled Tom down, but Ozymandias: No. She must learn to bow. Respect and supplication is wasted on those who don’t know why they bend their souls to me. 
 
    Without command, responding only to the whispers of thoughts still far in the distance, Slither rose and backed away. 
 
    Tom gazed up at Ozymandias. She saw his manhood and was afraid. 
 
    It was long, thick, and a steady stream of gruel dripped in long strands. His balls were like soccer balls, but rich with bristly hair. 
 
    Ozymandias looked down upon Tom, pursed his lips in laughter, then arose. He stepped down from the throne, and towered over Tom. 
 
    Tom was five foot nine. 
 
    Ozymandias was eight foot. 
 
    Tom, when he had had a cock, was eight inches. 
 
    Ozymandias was considerably more. Quite considerably. 
 
    Come. 
 
    Ozymandias  turned and walked. His strides were long, and Tom had to trot to keep up. 
 
    She stared up at the giant figure. She took note of the muscular buns under the drapery of golden robes. She noted how he strode, and the very ground shook. 
 
    Behind the throne was a small door. Small for Ozymandias, large for Tom. 
 
    Ozymandias led the way and the lighting was all blue gloom. 
 
    Across simple living quarters to another room. 
 
    A bedroom. 
 
    A giant bed, ten foot by ten foot, stuffed with the finest of goose feathers, or whatever was the equivalent of goose feathers in this far away time. 
 
    Ozymandias turned and took off Tom’s dress with a glance. Dress, bra, everything disappeared under the whim of this giant man. 
 
    Tom crawled up on the bed, and Ozymandias threw aside his robe. 
 
    His cock, now erect, was a frightening pole. 
 
    “Oh!” Tom gasped, a red tipped hand to her red mouth. 
 
    Ozymandias smiled. 
 
    For an hour Ozymandias ate Tom’s snatch. For an hour Tom rolled and writhed and twisted. Large hands kept her in place however, and large lips lapped at her secret place. 
 
    For an hour Ozymandias fed on her tits. His mouth sucking her boobs whole, and she felt like milk was actually being extracted from her nipples. 
 
    When Ozymandias finally raised his head her tits were, if anything, larger. 
 
    Ozymanias slid between her legs then. 
 
    I’m a virgin. 
 
    And the answer was a push of the hips, and Tom’s face transfigured into joy. Ozymandias’ penis was huge, but she was built for this sex. She had been designed in theater, and she accommodated Ozymandias giant manhood easily, and with the resultant magnitude of joy. 
 
    Inward slid the golden python, and Tom squealed in joy as her pussy was enlarged. Her nerves were blessed with heavenly excitation. 
 
    Outward he pulled, and Tom felt like her essence was being extracted. 
 
    The golden ball of spirit grew large in his chest, and that golden energy was being sucked out by Ozymandias’ massive penis. 
 
    In and out, giant hands holding round hips firm. 
 
    Back and forth, stretching her. 
 
    Around and around, her hole being expanded so that more and more of her golden essence could flow down through her body, out through her pussy, into Ozymandias’ giant dick. 
 
    Giant balls slapped against her ass, a loud smacking sound, as if being spanked. 
 
    Tom arched her back and felt hands shape him. She pumped her hips and felt the giant dick shape her insides. 
 
    And, as the golden ball of her energy grew less, the blue gloom of existence grew more and more intense. 
 
    Tom could see everything. She could see the particles of dirt on the bottom of an ant’s feet.  
 
    She could see the pebbles on top of the highest mountain on the furthest planet. 
 
    She could see into minds and souls. 
 
    She could perceive the whims and fancies of a race that had gone too far, that had to be brought back. 
 
    She could see how Ozymandias had strode over civilizations, how he had destroyed arrogance, and become the tool by which the evil could be sucked out of man and replaced by the truth of blue light. 
 
    Not one of those Hollywood suckers, but a true vampire, created by a loving God to help mankind. 
 
    She could see the plans of the Gods, and knew that she was now a part of those plans. 
 
    As she achieved this high vision Ozymandias began to cum. His balls contracted and his penis spewed, and golden juices filled Tom’s snatch. 
 
    Heaven came into her mind as she began to cum herself. 
 
    Planets were born. Stars cycled through existence. Still, they came, and would never stop.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Her name was Thistle. Once it had been Tom, but now it was Thistle.  
 
    She was female, sometimes, and male, and invisible to the passerby. 
 
    She waited to be noticed, for he, or she, who noticed was ready for the transmogrification of evolution. To return to the essence of who they really were. 
 
    She sat in the back of the class as if she didn’t want to be part of the small affairs of the other students. 
 
    She turned in her work, immaculately done, without fail. 
 
    Some of the guys checked her out, but she was wearing thick, white make up, had red, red lips, and those black clothes…weird. Freaky weird. 
 
    The days passed, and everybody ignored her. 
 
    Then, one day, a young fellow sat down in the seat next to her. 
 
    Thistle lifted her glasses and eyed the young man. She smiled, and her lips were red and her teeth white. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “What?” My voice actually squeaked. “She’s what?” 
 
    “She’s coming to live with us.” 
 
    “Your mother-in-law?” 
 
    My wife, Susan, is a beautiful woman. I love her dearly. But this idea of her mother-in-low coming to live with us was insane! 
 
    “You know she hates me…and I’m not too fond of her…” 
 
    “You can learn to live with her. People can change, so can you.” 
 
    “And she doesn’t have to change?” 
 
    Susan smiled and patted my cheek. “Honey, if you go along with this I’ll give you all the sex you can handle.” 
 
    Even that wasn’t enough. 
 
    “Sex with a rhinoceros in the next room. No thanks.” 
 
    “Now, Brad, she has no other place to go. She’s lived with Barbara for six months, and Barbara and I agreed we would each take her for six months. It’s my turn. So while I would prefer to bribe you with unlimited access to my wonderful and pleasurable pussy, and with full permission to molest my breasts—“ 
 
    “How about your asshole?” I said, hopefully. I had always wanted to try out anal sex, but Susan had never given in.  
 
    She continued, “…then I will have to accept her without granting you these pleasures.” Her voice got a little steely. “In fact, Mister, if you don’t go along with this wonderful opportunity to grow stronger in family…I’ll be forced to clamp my legs tighter than an alligator’s jaws. I will bind my breasts, wear a sack, shave my head and…and you won’t be getting your little Willy attended to on a regular basis…” she paused to emphasize, “…or at all!” 
 
    My mouth tried to catch a few flies, my eyes tried to shutter the world, but I could see the writing on the wall. Still, this was a fate worse than death. 
 
    Speaking in a very weak tone of voice I tried, “Could we at least talk about this a little?” 
 
    She grinned. “Of course we can, come along.” She held her hand out, took mine, and led me back through the house. 
 
    She giggled as my cock started to rise. 
 
    Down the hallway, my cock now officially a boner. 
 
    Into the bedroom, and I was completely bonerized. 
 
    “Honey?” I said with a whimper. 
 
    Now, before we go on, I should tell you that my wife likes sex. Maybe even more than me. She threw me on the bed. She crawled on and began stripping off my clothes and hers. Shirts and blouses filled the air, skirts and pants littered the floor, underwear downright disappeared, and suddenly I was at the bottom of a hot, wriggling, writhing puddle of sex. 
 
    “Ooh! Weenie!” She grabbed my cock and, casting an evil gaze up my body, she devoured it with her red and beautiful mouth with the ripe and luscious lips and the tongue that slapped my balls silly. 
 
    “Oh. God!” I whined, helpless in the grasp of this wanton woman. 
 
    “Yes, I am,” she replied. 
 
    Then she pulled my head down and made me eat her. 
 
    I didn’t really like oral sex that much, but I wasn’t in a position to stop. I was munching away, engrossed in her pussy, when she lifted my face up and said, “You can have it this way, or if you prove recalcitrant, we can do it this way.” Taking a breath she rasped, “Bradley, shouldn’t you be doing the dishes?” 
 
    My dick actually went down at that perfect imitation of my dreaded, dragon lady mother-in-law. 
 
    Susan giggled and pushed my head down and wiggled her pussy into my face. No, I might not be fond of oral sex, but I would have given oral sex to a pregnant monkey before living with my mother-in-law. But this pussy under my tongue at the moment…that was nice, and my erection made a rapid come back. When it was stiff as a board with no knotholes she lifted my face again. “Bradley!” she sounded like a meat grinder with a horn full of tacks, “Get my suitcase! Now!” 
 
    “No!” I wailed, “But Susan pushed my face back into her quim. 
 
    Oh, fuck! Give me this pussy any day! I ground my mouth into her hole, chewing and moaning and sucking and blowing. 
 
    Susan lifted my head, but this time she didn’t imitate her mother. She simply said, “Bradley, would you like to cum today?” 
 
    My mouth opened in protest. She couldn't do this to me! She couldn’t! But, I have always had a strong willed wife, and I knew she could. 
 
    She observed my will sap away, my cheerful face sink into resignation. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She hugged me then, brought me up and held my head between her bounteous breasts, and somewhere in their I managed to insert my peeny in her pussy. 
 
    “Ooh,” she said, her mouth opened in a broad smile. “Now that’s what I’m talking about!” 
 
    I began the pump and grind that she so dearly loved, and she raised her hips and began corkscrewing them. Oh, god, it was good.  
 
    Sometimes you have an ugly girl who doesn’t know how to fuck, and sometimes you get an ugly girl who does know…but she’s ugly. 
 
    And sometimes you get a beautiful girl, but she doesn’t know how to fuck, and sometimes…you get a woman like my wife. Drop dead gorgeous, full breasts with stiff nips, round ass just perfect for grabbing, and, on top of that, she knows what to do with her pussy. 
 
    I penetrated, I swirled, I scoured, and she gave as good as she got. Hell, better. Soon I felt that little trigger deep inside click on. I felt the electricity that couldn’t be stopped start to build, and the I felt my balls tighten and the semen shot up my shaft. 
 
    “Oh…fuck…oh…Gah…Ah…!” 
 
    My peter pumped and her vagina absorbed all that I had to offer. She could feel me losing control and she held on to me and twisted her hips into me a few more times, and when I was empty she relaxed and laid back and we just held on to each other. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” I finally wheezed. 
 
    I pushed off her and laid on my back, staring at the ceiling. 
 
    My mother-in-law. For six months. Six months of living with the fire breathing dragon and being treated like a mouse. 
 
    But, six months of the most glorious sex I could ever hope to imagine. 
 
    I sighed. 
 
    Susan rolled on her side and snuggled up against me. She put a hand down to my crotch and lifted my now depleted rocket ship. And she sighed. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said. “You didn’t cum, did you?” 
 
    “No. But that’s all right.” 
 
    Well, maybe. The truth was that she didn’t cum very often. When she did it was gangbusters, and she made up for all the lack of cums with a doozy. But…I wished I could make her cum every time. 
 
    She played with my nipples until they started to become irritated. I pushed her hands away and got up for a shower. 
 
    She laughed and said, “Oh, is poor boy all done with sex?” 
 
    I turned around and tickle her for a while, until she tickled me, then I finally took my shower. And even though I had just had a stupendous orgasm…I was disgruntled. 
 
    My mother-in-law. 
 
      
 
    She arrived on a plane on a Saturday morning. Actually, she arrived two hours early and sat on a bench waiting for me to pick her up. And when I did pull up she glared at me like I should have known she had changed her flight and made proper arrangements. 
 
    “Mother! We’re going to have so much fun!” Susan hugged her mother and her mother hugged her back. 
 
    Then she looked at me. Her name was Marge, and she focused her gimlet eyes on me and lowered her head like a bull about to charge.  
 
    I stepped forward and gave it my best shot. I smiled and said, “Hello, Marge.” 
 
    She sniffed and commanded, “Bradley, my luggage.” 
 
    So, feeling the first bite of the dragon, I put her suitcases in the back of the SUV. Susan and Marge climbed in and chatted merrily. 
 
    When I got into the car Marge glared at me like I didn’t have the right to transport her, or even her daughter, across town. 
 
    Susan, of course, saw right through her mother, and she said, “Brad has been wonderful. He painted your room, cleaned the carpets, and has done everything to make your stay a comfortable one. Isn’t that nice of him?” 
 
    Susan had a hand over mine and she gave a reassuring squeeze. 
 
    “I hope the paint doesn’t smell too badly.” 
 
    I blurted. “I put a fan in the window for the last two days.” 
 
    Marge sniffed loudly. 
 
    And we headed for home with our new boarder. Traffic was light, and I was cruising along while they talked, and then I heard the knell of doom. 
 
    “I wasn’t able to bring much. The airlines only let you carry so much, and shipping is so expensive…” 
 
    I tuned in. 
 
    “That’s okay, Mother. Brad has been storing clothes in the garage and you can take your pick.” 
 
    Uh oh. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Of course. It’s all right if Mother picks through all those clothes in the garage, right, Brad?” 
 
    It took all my will power, but I forced my desire to rip and rend and defend my property. I smiled and simply said, “Of course.” 
 
    Now, at this point, dear reader, you need to be educated as to what just happened. 
 
    I own Laundromats. I have a couple of full service ones, bring your suit in and get it cleaned and pressed sort of things, and I own a couple of self-service, coin operated laundromats.  
 
    I make good money, but there are always people who forget their clothes. So over the years I have amassed a large collection of clothes. I have a couple of suits, complete with socks and ties, which I wear regularly. And I have a very large collection of dresses, skirts, blouses, and so on. And I have a couple of boxes of women’s underwear. 
 
    Now, that’s not surprising, but what is surprising is that all of the dresses and clothes and even the underwear is of one size. 
 
    My size. 
 
    So shut your mouth, I admit it, I’m a crossdresser. 
 
    Not all the time, just when Susan has to go out of town for a few days, but…there it is.  
 
    And the dragon lady was going to be a large boulder in the center of my road. She might go out with Susan every once in a while, but my love of crossdressing was going to be curtailed for a while. Like, six months. 
 
    And, Marge was going to be going through my things, which I did not want. She was going to be wearing clothes that I wanted to wear! 
 
    Grrr. 
 
    But, committed to a course of trying to make it through the next few months, I merely said, “But those old things…she should have new clothes. Why don’t you take her to the store and have a shopping spree? 
 
    “Oh, Brad, how nice,” remarked Susan. 
 
    Marge actually quirked a cheek, as if she might actually hurt herself and break into a smile. 
 
    Ah, tragedy averted! 
 
    Susan and Marge got out of the car and entered the house. I was left to deal with her bags. The bags of the old bag. And I pulled them out of the back and placed them on the cement, and I gazed across the garage at my lovely dresses. 
 
    I had spent years collecting them. I had arranged them just so, and I even took them down to one of my shops and cleaned them. 
 
    And now they were in danger of being ravaged. My precious dresses. I tell ya, it’s enough to bring a tear to the eye. 
 
    Sighing, I carried Marge’s bags into the house and down the hallway to her room. And she wasn’t there. And there was no sign of her purse or make up kit. 
 
    I went back into the hall, “Susan?” 
 
    “We’re up here, honey!” 
 
    Up here? Oh, crap! Crap with a double p for poop on the end. 
 
    I lugged the suitcases up the stairs, and found them down the hall, in the room next to the master bedroom. The bedroom where I shoved my penis into my honey and came all over the place. The room where I moaned and groaned and made loud grunts and the squelching of my penis in Susan’s juicy pussy could be heard. 
 
    “Mother would prefer an upstairs view.” 
 
    They were standing at the window, which did have a good view. Lots of trees, houses in the distance. 
 
    “But I just painted the downstairs especially for—“ 
 
    And she thanks you, Brad.” No, she didn’t, “But she wants to be up here.” 
 
    So, feeling my love life already receding, I placed her suitcases on the floor. 
 
    “Come on, mother, let me show you the backyard. We’ve got a pool and the most wonderful hot tub…”               
 
    They left the room, Susan smiling at me and Marge rippling her lip, and as soon as they left I gave a near sobbing sigh. 
 
    So, it started.  
 
    Susan and her mother sat around all day and brought each other up to speed on the family news. Cousin Jesse is going to have a baby. Little Bobby’s teeth just came in. Aunt Sarah was feeling poorly. Blah, blah, blah. 
 
    I stayed out in the garage and took care of my dresses. I checked them for moths, I selected a couple that needed some dry cleaning, and I made sure my box of underwear and shoes were well hidden. 
 
    And I cried inside. It would be months before I could have a decent session with my beautiful dresses. 
 
    And, at the end of the day I got a quick hand job, and the admonition that I should be quiet when I came. 
 
    Sunday was more of the same. I took advantage of my businesses to go check on them, and to get out of the house for a while, but eventually I had to return and face the presence of giggling females, one of which treated me like gold, and the other who treated me like I was dried bubblegum under a school desk and needed to be chipped off. 
 
    And, to top it off,  I didn’t even get a hand job that night! 
 
    Susan came to bed late, having been kept up by her mother, and then she just patted my groin and said it would be good for me to be horny for a day. 
 
    Oh, fuck. I was horny, all right. I was living with a walking, talking beauty queen, and I couldn’t even dip my wick! 
 
    And to top it off, Susan started acting a little like her mother. It was invariable, the mother and daughter interchange and valence shift, but she became a little more commanding and a little less loving. 
 
    And, to top it off even worser…she giggled and teased me. When she told me ‘not tonight’ she did it while stroking my dick until it was harder than a shark’s tooth, then just rolled over and went to sleep! 
 
    So my life was looking to be a miserable one, and Monday morning dawned. And I will always remember that Monday as the one that changed my life. Ruined my life. Destroyed my marriage. Was the equivalent of a personal Pearl Harbor and 911 all rolled into one. 
 
    It started off innocently enough. I got up, and Marge had insisted on making breakfast. 
 
    One egg, because I had to watch my weight. In spite of the fact that I was a slender man with no weight problem at all. 
 
    One piece of bacon, pressed under pan and drained of juices. It was like eating a strip of cardboard. Stale cardboard. 
 
    A glass of orange juice. Ack! Pooie! I like to drink a Pepsi with breakfast. I know. Pepsie, Ack! Pooie! But it is my choice of caffein and the hell with anybody who thinks different. 
 
    One piece of toast. Margarine, not butter. A single drop, not a dab, but a drop, because, darn it, I had to watch my weight!” 
 
    Oh, God. My mouth felt like somebody had shat in it, and I was hungry enough to eat a pregnant hippo. Raw. 
 
    Finally, while the ladies chatted over their scrawny, little, diet based plates, I stood up and washed my dish, and then had to wash their dishes because they saw I was washing dishes and why not (and because Marge thought men were only good for washing dishes and vacuuming floors). 
 
    And then, oh glory of glories, Susan said, “We’re going to head off for Neiman Marcus. We’ll probably be gone all morning. Will you be all right?” 
 
    I smiled, and managed not to jump up and scream for joy, and said, “Oh, I’ll find something to keep me busy.” 
 
    Oh, there is a God! They were leaving! For all morning! And I would be afforded a wonderful opportunity to wear all my finery. 
 
    It might be months before I had another chance! 
 
    “Are you going to lunch afterwards?” I asked casually.  
 
    “At Charley Coyote’s. Did you want to meet us there?” 
 
    “No, no.” No, I didn’t want to meet them there. I just wanted to make sure they would spend all morning, and then the lunch hour plus, and leave me all to my own, little self. 
 
    After breakfast I lazed around, watched the news, and waited for the sound of the car leaving. 
 
    A half hour later, I heard it, and I jumped up and skipped out of the living room. 
 
    Yep, the car was gone, and that left me…free to be…yippee! 
 
    I swaggered out to the garage and pulled my underwear box out of its hiding place. I slipped out of my clothes and kicked them under the dress rack. I pulled on a tummy shaper to give me a super slender waist. There was a mirror I had leaned in a corner of the garage and I inspected myself. Oh, baby. My waist was thin, and that made my hips flare and even accentuated my chest a little. 
 
    I took out my favorite bra and slipped it on, then pushed my breast forms into the cups. A glance at the mirror and my boner was struggling under the tummy shaper. 
 
    I flipped through the rack and took out a purple dress, silky and form fitting, and slipped into it. Oh, God! I felt good! I felt so sexy! I was going to have to have sex tonight, and not just a stinkin’ hand job! 
 
    Finally, I reached into my special box and took out a wig. I fitted it over my head, shook my head, and it was snug. 
 
    I took out my high heels and put them on. I had to stand on one foot and wobbled a bit, but I was used to this. 
 
    Finally, I opened the little purse and took out my lipstick. 
 
    Oh, God. Red. I loved red lipstick. When I perused the internet for a little porn I always chose women with red lipstick. There was just something mysterious about the way red lipstick affected me. Red lips just made my cock grow into a monster and drool. 
 
    I rolled the lipstick on, twirled around, and…MARGE!               
 
    She was peeking around the corner from the kitchen door, and she was recording everything on her cell phone! 
 
    Oh, fuck! My mind disappeared into a chaos of splinters and panic.  
 
    Then I heard the SUV pull up in the driveway! Oh crap oh crap oh crap! 
 
    I tried to run, but though I was good at walking in high heels, I wasn’t good at running. I slipped and wobbled and almost fell, but made it through the kitchen door. Marge had backed up and was still videoing me. 
 
    She backed into the living room and I staggered past her. I could hear her giggling as she caught me full en femme. 
 
    She followed me as I ran up the stairs, and I was sure she could see my tummy shaper under my purple dress. 
 
    Down the hall and into the bedroom, and I started pulling clothes off. 
 
    Marge came to the door, kept her cell phone running, and leaned against the jamb. “No need to get all undressed just because of me.” 
 
    I said nothing. I pulled off my wig and rubbed an arm across my lips. 
 
    “Mom?” I heard Susan coming in through the garage. I groaned and ripped the dress off, unhooked my bra. 
 
    “Mom!” She was at the bottom of the stairs. “The car is gassed up and ready to go!” 
 
    “I’m assuming that Susan doesn’t know of your little hobby?” She raised eyebrows. She was smiling broadly. 
 
    “Mom!” She was at the top of the stairs. 
 
    I kicked everything under the bed. “Please…don’t…” 
 
    “Too bad your wife doesn’t know, sissy boy.” 
 
    I still had my tummy shaper on, but I sprinted into the bathroom and stepped into a cold shower. I didn’t even notice the freezing water, I was so panicked, and I peeled the tummy shaper off and started scrubbing my lips. 
 
    The water got warmer, then hot, then scalding. 
 
    I stepped out. 
 
    Nobody was there. I peeked through a window and the SUV was gone. I actually sank to my knees and sobbed. So close…so close…but now Marge knew my secret.  
 
    Marge knew I was a closet crossdresser. 
 
    Marge, who was a blabber mouth of the first order. 
 
    How long would she keep my secret? Was she already blabbing to Susan? What did she mean, calling me ‘sissy boy?’ 
 
    Tears streaming down my cheeks I gathered my bra and shaper and dress and shoes. I checked myself in the mirror. I had gotten all the lipstick off, but my face was redder than Rudolph’s sunburned nose! 
 
    I took my females clothes down to the garage. I had ripped the silky dress, a shame, and I deposited it in the trash. I didn’t feel like drying the tummy shaper, so I threw that away, too. The heels I stashed, along with the bra and the wig and the falsies. 
 
    Then I went upstairs and dressed. Male clothes. And my heart was at the bottom of the ocean the whole time. 
 
      
 
    “I simply love those shoes you picked out. I should go back and get myself a pair.” 
 
    Susan and Marge entered the kitchen. It was three o’clock and I was sitting in the living room, waiting for the world to end. 
 
    “Brad? Are you out there?” 
 
    I sighed. “Yes, dear.” 
 
    “Come look!” 
 
    I stood up and walked towards the kitchen. It felt like I was doing the deathwalk. I turned into the kitchen and looked at my wife and mother-in-law. 
 
    “Look at this dress! Isn’t she pretty?” 
 
    Not isn’t the dress pretty, which it was, but her, my mother-in-law. 
 
    And, what was worse, Marge had picked out a purple, silky dress, almost identical with the one I had ripped. 
 
    “Quite pretty,” I murmured, trying to inject a little happiness into my voice. 
 
    “I think it’s a little large around the waist.” 
 
    “Nonsense. It’s a perfect fit.” 
 
    Marge was glancing at me, holding a smile in and acting all concerned. 
 
    “No, it’s wide at the waist, but I can fix that.” 
 
    “Just take it back.” 
 
    “No, I like it, a simple adjustment…” she looked at me, “All I need is somebody to wear it for me.” 
 
    Thus far my wife hadn’t so much as glanced at me, but now she smiled and said, “Brad, you’re her size, would you mind?” 
 
    “Wear a dress?” My voice was choked up. 
 
    “Sure. That would really help mother out.” 
 
    “But surely Bradley wouldn’t want to wear a dress. That would be embarrassing. And I know how men feel about such things.” 
 
    Yet she managed to put just a subtle bit of oomph on the word ‘men.’ 
 
    “Oh, nonsense. Brad is quite grown up.” 
 
    “Well, if you’re sure. How about you, Bradley? is it all right to get dressed up like a woman for a little while?” 
 
    Susan was slightly in front of Marge, watching me. 
 
    Marge, sure that Susan couldn’t see her, gave a leer and nodded. 
 
    Susan, on the other hand, sure that Marge couldn’t see her, put her tongue in her cheek and poked her cheek out, like she was giving me a blow job. 
 
    I about spit my tongue out on the floor. But I coughed to cover up a bit, and said, “Well, I guess I could. If you promise not to laugh.” 
 
    Ha ha ha. We all laughed it off. 
 
    So, an hour later Susan came and got me. “Are you all right with this?” she asked me very soberly. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” I lied. 
 
    “Well, I sure misjudged you. I thought you’d be all panicked and pissed and everything. You sure are acting mature.” 
 
    “Well, it’s only a dress,” I cringed inside. 
 
    “Well, good. But it’s not only a dress.” 
 
    “It’s not?” 
 
    “No. To properly adjust the dress the model has to have a female body. You’re the same size and weight, pretty much, but we need your waist a little thinner. And…I know you’re going to hate this, but we need you to have boobs.” 
 
    “Boobs?” I squeaked. 
 
    “Oh, I knew it. You’re all embarrassed. I’ll go tell mother to forget it.” 
 
    “No, wait.” 
 
    Susan stopped at the door and turned to me. 
 
    “Uh…well…” 
 
    “What?” she appeared curious. 
 
    “Well, will this help your mother like me…uh…better?” 
 
    “Oh, honey,” she perked right up. “I’m sure it will. She will be so happy with you.” 
 
    And then, because I really needed something more out of this. “And what about sex tonight?” 
 
    She frowned. “Oh, about that. I started my period.” 
 
    My face showed it all. I was down in the depths of despair. 
 
    She came to me and whispered, “But I will suck and stroke you. Can you get off with just that?” 
 
    “I might be able to!” I grinned. 
 
    “Then it’s settled, here,” she handed me a bundle of clothing. “Do you want some help? I mean, you’ve never put girl clothes on before. Want me to help you?” 
 
    “Uh, well…” 
 
    “Embarrassed, eh. I understand. Well, I will be in the living room ifyou need me.” 
 
    She walked out and down the hall. 
 
    I stared at the dress in my hands. And the bra and the tummy shaper. I had ruined my own tummy shaper, and here was a new one. Fresh and unstretched. 
 
    I got undressed. Stood there naked, and looked at the dress. Yes, it was the same silky purple, a little different design, but…it was the same. 
 
    I stepped into the tummy shaper and pulled it up. 
 
    “Ahem.” 
 
    I whirled. Marge as at the door. 
 
    “Well, sissy boy, how’s it going.” 
 
    I whispered, “You’ve got to delete that video!” 
 
    “What video?” she asked in a slightly loud voice. 
 
    “Shhh shhh!” I patted the air with my hands. 
 
    She chuckled, looked down at my cock and said, “That’s not too bad.” 
 
    I couldn’t help it. The idea of getting into a dress and being seen, my mother-in-law staring, my cock started to grow. 
 
    “Oh, shit!” I whispered. 
 
    She grinned. “Oh, ho! Sissy boy speaks!” 
 
    “Marge, please. This is my marriage we’re talking about!” 
 
    “And this is my daughter. This is really turning you on, isn’t it?” 
 
    My cock stood straight out. 
 
    “Well, stick it up under the tummy shaper and see if you can keep it pressed against your body.” 
 
    Helpless, I pulled the lip of the tummy shaper up and pushed my dick under the stiff material. 
 
    It stayed, but was on the edge of popping out. That’s all I needed. My dick popping out while I was in a dress. 
 
    “Here, let me help you with the bra.” 
 
    She fastened the material around my waist, then flipped it up. I wiggled my arms under the straps, and she laughed. “A perfect fit.” 
 
    “Please,” I whimpered. “Don’t do this to me!” 
 
    “Oh, come now. It’s not like you’ve never worn girly clothes before.” 
 
    “Please—“ 
 
    “Susan? Did you find the breast forms?” 
 
    I heard Susan coming down the hall. 
 
    “Please…please. I’ll do anything you want!” 
 
    “I know you will,” she whispered back, her mouth twisted in a happy version of a moue. 
 
    Susan entered the room. She was holding a bag. “I wondered why you bought these. You don’t need them yourself…were you planning on using Brad all along?” 
 
    “Oh, no. It was just a whim.” She stuffed the breast forms into the cups of my bra and I suddenly had the badge of femininity on my chest. “I’ve got a friend who’s had a mastectomy, and I thought I’d send them to her. I’m sure she won’t mind if they’re slightly used.” 
 
    “That’s kind of you. Isn’t that kind of her…Brad! You actually have a feminine shape!” 
 
    “He does, doesn’t he? There’s only one problem.” Marge lifted the lip of the tummy shaper and my hard cock popped out. 
 
    Susan’s mouth opened and her eyes went wide. “Mother!” she gasped. 
 
    “Oh, it’s all right. I’ve seen a penis before. But we need to figure out a way to hide this one.” 
 
    Susan started giggling, then laughing. I turned redder and redder. I would have run, but they were between me and the door. And, besides, where would I run to? 
 
    “Here put this on,” Marge ignored my out thrust, pulsing cock and handed me the dress. 
 
    I was frozen, and she started pulling it down over my head. 
 
    Susan kept laughing, and the laughter went to a chuckle, and I felt like I was two inches tall. 
 
    Marge pulled the dress down, and Susan started giggling all over. 
 
    My cock pocked perfectly out through the material. The material clung, and it looked exactly like a penis. 
 
    “Well, it looks like he has a problem.” 
 
    Susan sat down on the bed and laughed harder. 
 
    “Of course, we can buy him a chastity tube. That would keep his little friend under control.” 
 
    “Oh, mother,” Susan was now lying on the bed, holding her belly. 
 
    Marge stepped back. “There.” 
 
    I stood, frozen, not knowing whether I should sob or sob. Susan, still laughing, sat up. 
 
    “Isn’t he the perfect picture of a feminine shape?” 
 
    Drying her tears, Susan agreed. “He certainly is. And I’m sorry for laughing, Brad. It’s just that…that…” 
 
    She held herself in with great effort. 
 
    ‘Is it over?’ I wondered. 
 
    “Of course he’s had. lots of practice.” 
 
    Susan stopped laughing and stared at her mother. “What?” 
 
    “Your husband is a crossdresser. Look.” She had placed her cellphone on the dresser next to the door and she picked it up and opened the video app. 
 
    Susan stared, and looked at me, and I just stood there, knowing that my marriage was over. No longer would my perfect woman want to be with me. I would have to move out. Get a house. Face down the shame and embarrassment if she told her…our…friends. 
 
    The video rolled, and finally I heard the last words Marge had said to me. “Too bad your wife doesn’t know, sissy boy.” 
 
    I hung my head and knew that my world had ended.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    The video rolled, and I heard the sounds of Marge giggling as I tried to run through the house. I knew my wife was seeing me looking clumsy and panicked. And I finally heard Marge’s last words. ‘I’m assuming that Susan doesn’t know of your little hobby?’ Then Susan calling for her mother, and, ‘Too bad your wife doesn’t know, sissy boy.’ 
 
    The video ended. Marge stood there, her face a study in bland satisfaction. She folded her arms, the cellphone in her one. 
 
    Susan stood there, her mouth slightly open. “What?” Then she shook her head and looked up at me. “Bradley?” 
 
    Oh, God. I had gone from being Brad, her rock, her lover, to…Bradley. Which was what Marge called me. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I blurted. “I didn’t…I never…” and I shut up. What could I say? 
 
    Susan looked at Marge. “I suppose this is on Facebutt? Or will be shortly?” 
 
    “Puh-lease! You know I wouldn’t do that unless I had to.” 
 
    She looked at me. “So that’s why you saved all those dresses. You’d give the ones you didn’t want to the Goodwill, and wear the…the ones you wanted.” 
 
    “Susan, I don’t…” 
 
    “Hush, Bradley. Let me think.” 
 
    I hushed. I wanted to shrivel up and blow away in a dust storm. 
 
    “And you’ve got high heels, and…was that lipstick you were wearing?” 
 
    I didn’t say anything, just hung my head. 
 
    “Susan, if there’s anything…I’ll never do it again…I’m sorry!” 
 
    She turned to her mother. “Mom, I believe you were going to tighten up that dress he’s got on?” 
 
    Marge smiled. “It does need to be taken in.” 
 
    “Then go ahead and do it. I’m just going to sit on the couch and watch.” 
 
    “Come along, Bradley,” Marge commanded. 
 
    Marge left the room. I looked at Susan helplessly, but she just raised her eyebrows and motioned after her mother. 
 
    I followed Marge down the hall and down the stairs. I stared at her rigid back, her chunky hips. I had seen pictures of a young Marge, and she had had her daughter’s good looks. But now she was just the old lady who ruined marriages. 
 
    Marge entered the living room and I followed her. Susan was right behind me. 
 
    Marge motioned to the coffee table. “Up here.” 
 
    Susan interrupted. “Go put your high heels on first. And your lipstick.” 
 
    “Susan…” My voice was whining, begging, but she kept a straight face and merely watched me. 
 
    “You don’t really want me to…” 
 
    She said, “Heels and lipstick. Now.” 
 
    My shoulders slumped I turned and left the living room. 
 
    Into the garage and I pulled out my hidden stash. I took out the high heels and slipped my feet into them. I had bought them special, and now it looked like I was going to have to get rid of them. I was going to have to stop crossdressing completely. 
 
    I grabbed the gold tube of lipstick and headed back for the living room. 
 
    They heard me coming. My heels went click, click, click on the kitchen floor. 
 
    I had worked so hard to get that sexy sound. Now I wished my heels were wrapped in pillows. Each click was the knell of doom. I entered the living room and my heels lost their click on the rug. 
 
    Susan stared at me. Her eyes revealed nothing. Marge smirked. 
 
    “Where’s the lipstick.” 
 
    I opened my hand and showed it to her. 
 
    “Put it on.” 
 
    “I…I don’t want to do this. Susan, we need to talk. Can we—“ 
 
    She stood up and put her hand on my mouth. She took the lipstick from my hand and unscrewed the base, then she held my cheeks with one hand, made my mouth purse, and she painted my lips. 
 
    Oh, God, I couldn’t help it…my cock began to surge. It bumped her thigh and throbbed. 
 
    She looked down at it. She reached down and took it in her hand. She stroked me a couple of times and the silky feeling on my cock almost made me cum. 
 
    “Oh, Bradley. There is so much I didn’t know about you.” She let go of my cock. “Now, up on the table.” 
 
    I managed to get up on the table, and Marge went to work. She had a small piece of white chalk in her hand and a measuring tape draped around her neck. She measured my waist, checked the seams, and made little marks. Then she picked the seams apart. 
 
    “He really is sort of hot,” remarked Susan. 
 
    “Susan, I—“ 
 
    “Shush, Bradley. Sissies should be seen and not heard.” 
 
    Marge said, “I should have seen this about him long ago.” 
 
    “He kept it pretty well hidden. I mean, he had all those dresses in plain sight, and he talked such a good game.” 
 
    “Well, those days are over.” 
 
    “I’ll say. What are you going to do about his cock?” 
 
    “I’m not sure. I could always have it taken off, or perhaps give him some medicine that will make him limp.” 
 
    “Yes. That seems like a waste of a perfectly good penis, however. Not that you will be wanting to fuck him.” 
 
    “Oh, I wouldn’t mind fucking him. I just don’t want him cumming.” 
 
    “Of course not.” 
 
    “Susan! OW!”  
 
    Marge had jabbed me with a pin. “You were told to be quiet.” 
 
    I glared at her, but Susan said, “Yes, Bradley. I’m sure we’ll sit down and have a good talk sometime. But now that you have revealed yourself…it will be me talking and you listening.” 
 
    I opened my mouth to speak, but Marge grinned and I could feel her hand ready with the pin. I closed my mouth. 
 
    “I could make him wear a gaff. You could sew one for me.” 
 
    “I could, but gaffs come off and dicks go up. They don’t ask permission or anything, they just rise up and get hard.” 
 
    “I could sew his penis to his perineum.” 
 
    Marge smiled. The dress was loose on me and she gathered in material and made little marks with the white chalk. “I like that. But you wouldn’t be able to take advantage of his cock.” 
 
    Susan shrugged. “That’s true, but maybe if I sewed it up for six months, while I was training him.” 
 
    “I love a cock that knows its place,” sighed Marge, which was sort of an oblique statement and which I didn’t really understand. 
 
    “How about a chastity tube?” 
 
    Susan nodded. “I think that’s the solution. I’d really rather sew him. And maybe I will if he proves difficult. But let me think about it. I’m a bit back and forth between sewing him and putting him in chastity.” 
 
    “Well, I think you should fuck him, and if he can’t hold his semen then you can sew him.” 
 
    “Excellent idea, Mother.” Then she smiled. “Bradley, would you prefer to wear a chastity tube or have your cock sewn to your body?” 
 
    “I don’t want either!” I protested. “We have to discuss—OW! Stop that!” 
 
    “Stop flapping your mouth,” Marge responded. She seemed to be getting a lot of pleasure out of pricking me with a pin. “Now hold still while I put this dress back together.” 
 
    I shut my mouth—she had the pin, after all—and she placed pins up the dress. 
 
    “You know, he looks sort of sexy.” 
 
    “He does wear a dress well. And his body is so feminine.” 
 
    “I’m going to have to get him some boobs of his own.” 
 
    “Big ones.” 
 
    I looked back and forth between them. I could taste my lipstick and my eyes were growing moist. I raised my hand. 
 
    “He wants to speak. Hunh!” 
 
    “Maybe you should let him. Sissies are always fun to listen to when they are first found out.” 
 
    “Go ahead, Bradley. But make your sentences short. And make them intelligent. I don’t want to listen to a lot of drivel.” 
 
    I took a breath. “Susan. You should’t treat me this way. I’m the man of the house. I’m the man in this relationship.” 
 
    Marge snickered, and Susan chuckled. “You’re right. He is a kick.” Then she addressed me. “Bradley. I come from a long line of strong willed women. One of the curses, or blessings, depending on your point of view, is that the women of my family tend to pick out rather soft men. We always end up with effeminate husbands. I thought I had broken the ‘curse,’ if you want to call it that. Imagine my surprise when I discovered you weren’t so manly after all.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “Hush now. Let me finish.” She paused, thought for a moment, then: “My Uncle Hiram, he was quite the softy. He wore pink dresses til the day he died. He never drove a car, and he was quite excellent as a hairdresser. We eventually put him to work in a beauty salon, and no woman ever guessed that he had a peeny instead of a pussy under his skirts. 
 
    “Aunt Clara was so feminine even we forgot that she had a penis in her panties. She had a tremendous sense of humor. 
 
    Susan went down the list of her family members, and my mouth opened as the list grew longer and longer. People who I had known I suddenly found out were transvestites, or even transgender, and a few had the complete change. 
 
    Susan finished up with, “I thought you were a manly man, but it is obvious that I was deluding myself. Well, now we know, and we will treat you accordingly.” 
 
    “Susan, I think this has gone far enough. I am embarrassed that I have been, uh, discovered, to have worn dresses on occasion, but that will stop now.” 
 
    “No. No it won’t.” 
 
    “Take off the dress,” said Marge. 
 
    It was with sadness that I took off the dress. I truly thought, at that moment, that would be the last time I ever wore a dress in my life. And it was with a certain of relief. My secret was no more. And I had put my foot down.” 
 
    But Susan and Marge glanced at each other, then broke out in laughter. 
 
    “What?” I blurted. 
 
    Susan stood up and reached up and patted my cheek. “You’re such a dear.” Then she walked out of the room. 
 
    I looked down at Marge. 
 
    “You can get down now,” she paused, then added, “Sugarplum.” 
 
    I got off the table and stamped my foot. “That’s it!” 
 
    Marge, now seemingly happy with me, patted my cheek and walked out. 
 
    There I stood, a king in his castle, but I was wearing a tummy shaper and a bra with very realistic breast forms in it. My lips were painted red, and I was…I was…I didn’t know what I was. But I knew that this whole thing had gone far enough. 
 
    I walked out of the living room, up the stairs, and headed for the bedroom. I could see Susan moving about back there. I entered the bedroom and stopped. She had emptied my dresser of underwear and put everything, all my socks and tighty whiteys and everything, into a big shopping bag. 
 
    She smiled at me. “Be a dear and take these to the garage?” 
 
    “I will not.” 
 
    She sighed and stopped what she was doing and faced me. “We’re going to have this out right now, are we?” 
 
    “Yes!” I snapped. 
 
    “Very well, come sit on the bed.” And she sat on the bed. 
 
    I crossed the room and sat next to her. 
 
    “Now, tell me why you don’t want to wear dresses any more.” 
 
    Ouch. that one got me. I wanted to. But I wasn’t willing to give up being a man. 
 
    “Because I’m the man. Yes, I may have worn a dress or two,” she suppressed a giggle, “but I wear pants. And shoes and socks. And my hair is cut short and you have have noticed that I have a penis between my legs.” 
 
    She looked down at my dong, which was still hard and poking out. She grabbed it and held it, and began moving her hand up and down the shaft. 
 
    “Honey, there are men, and then there are men. Some men are big and burly, have lots of muscles, and they would never be caught wearing a dress. 
 
    “Then there is you. Your peeny is all excited at having been caught and your secret finally out in the open. For the last half hour you wore a dress and your excitement,” she shook my penis and made me groan, “is obvious. Add to that that you are so cute, wearing your lipstick and all, and your body is so feminine, and it is obvious. You are simply not a manly man. You are a girly man. I married a girly man, and even though I didn’t know it, I’m okay with that. And if I’m okay with that, then you damned well better be, too. Now, go ahead, tell me more about why you shouldn’t be wearing dresses.” 
 
    I was blinking, she was so sure of herself. But I opened my mouth to speak and…she started jacking me. Hard. 
 
    “Oh!” I blurted. 
 
    She slowed down. 
 
    I opened my mouth to speak and she started pumping me again. 
 
    “Please…unh…” 
 
    Then she slowed down and waited for me to try and speak again. 
 
    I opened my mouth and she started  stroking again. 
 
    This went on for several more tries. finally I pushed her hand, but she wouldn’t let go, and when I tried to use two hands to pry her fingers off I not only had to contend with her stroking me, but her other hand grabbing my balls and squeezing so hard I was faint. 
 
    “Stop!” I wheezed. 
 
    She let me add, “I’m going to cum.” 
 
    “No, you’re not.” 
 
    “Then stop stro—OW!” 
 
    She squeezed my balls so hard I thought I was going to pass out. 
 
    Then she relaxed her grip. “All you have to do, if you want me to consider you as a man, is to wrestle me down. Just grab me and throw me down. Heck, you can throw me down and fuck me, if you can.” 
 
    I tried. Lord, how I tried. But the contest was already unfair. She already had a death grip on my package, and no matter what I tried to do she just squeezed, and lifted, and pulled, and slammed me back. 
 
    I was on the edge of cumming, which made me extra weak, but she was not about to let me squirt. 
 
    We slipped off the bed and fell on the floor, and I tried to wiggle out, to push her back, to loosen her grip. 
 
    She used her head to butt me, stayed on top of me, and used my cock like a bludgeon, in a manner of speaking. 
 
    Finally, sobbing with pain and frustration, frustration at not being able to dislodge her, or her grip, but also frustration from not being able to cum, I stopped struggling. 
 
    She stayed above me, on her knees with one knee between my legs. 
 
    “Do you give up?” 
 
    “No!” I cried. “This is unfair!” 
 
    “What’s unfair is that you won’t admit what you are. Now, we can do this the easy way or the hard way. You either take that bag of underwear down to the garage, or I will. And if you make me do something that is rightfully your responsibility, you’re going to be sorry.” 
 
    “Then I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Okay. You asked for it.” 
 
    She let go of my cock and brought her knee up into my groin. 
 
    I’m been hit in the balls before. Every guy has experienced that unfortunate impact. Maybe they fall on something, maybe they get in a fight, maybe some other guy, playing grab ass a little too hard, but they have felt it. But I had never felt it like this. 
 
    Susan was positioned perfectly, her knee dug in and squashed testicles, and I actually blanked out for a second. Everything just turned white.  
 
    A long second where I wondered what land I was in.  
 
    I began to come back to myself, and the pain…the pain ruled my existence. I rolled over and started dry heaving. 
 
    “Go into the bathroom if you’re going to get sick,” Susan said. She had gotten to her feet and was taking the bag out of the room. 
 
    I crawled into the bathroom, positioned myself near the toilet, and just sat there. I had never felt so weak in my life. 
 
    Finally, I heard Susan back in the bedroom, I managed to stand up. My knees were shaking and I still had spots in front of my eyes, but I was on my feet. 
 
    I wobbled out into the bedroom and grabbed the edge of a dresser. 
 
    A big stack of dresses were on the bed, and Susan was gathering my pants and shirts up and stuffing them into two shopping bags. 
 
    “Please,” I gasped. “Stop.” 
 
    She didn’t. She merely hummed and kept moving my clothes off the rack. Finally, two bags full, she walked towards the door. 
 
    I staggered in front of her, put a hand out and said, “You can’t do this to me.” 
 
    She dropped the bag, stepped closer and raised a hand to touch my cheek. And a knee to strike me, once again, right squarely in the nuts. 
 
    I passed out. 
 
    I awoke, and it didn’t hurt much now. But I think I was sort of numb. My closet was empty of male clothing, and filled with dresses. She had found my stash of underwear and my little bag of make up and the box of underwear was empty, the box discarded. My bag of make up was on the side table next to the bed. 
 
    I groaned and began struggling to my feet. Oddly, I wasn’t sore, but more numb, but I couldn’t move very fast. It was like somebody had injected my joints with glue. 
 
    “Hello, Bradley.” 
 
    I looked towards the door. Marge was standing, leaning against the jamb, a smile on her face. 
 
    I didn’t say anything, just leaned over and gave a weird sort of heave. Nothing came up. 
 
    Marge sighed. “I don’t know why Susan is taking it so easy with you. If you were mine I would have you licking my high heels and begging for more.” 
 
    “Where…where’s Susan,” I managed to ask. 
 
    “She’s out shopping. She left me to get you ready.” 
 
    “Ready?” I felt so sludgy. But being hit twice in the balls was not something you get used to. 
 
    “Yes. I’m to get you dressed for the party tonight.” 
 
    “Dressed.” 
 
    “So, I want you to put on the purple dress I fitted on you. It’s on my bed. I’ll be downstairs making you a drink. I’ll bet you’d like a drink right about now.” 
 
    I found myself nodding. I wanted to take the edge off the whole numb world. 
 
    She turned and left. And tossed back, “And don’t come downstairs without that dress on.” 
 
    Well, I wasn’t about to put on that dress. But I wanted a drink. I stumped after her, trying to feel my balls jiggling. they were there, but they didn’t feel like jiggling much. 
 
    She turned around at the top of the stairs, saw that I wasn’t going into her room and she shook her head sadly and came back towards me. 
 
    I saw her coming, I knew what she was going to do, and I covered up the family jewels. 
 
    But she fooled me. She gave me an elbow smash to the side of the head that knocked me all the way to the floor. 
 
    She stepped over my body and went into her room. She came out with the purple dress over her arm, and she bent and put it over my head. 
 
    “No,” I said weakly. 
 
    But I was dazed, out of it, and she pulled it down. It was sitting on my body improperly, but she just lifted my arm and pulled me half way up. Then, halfway up, she grabbed my nuts and lifted. 
 
    I squeaked, and flailed my arms, but she lifted me all the way to my feet, then she started walking down the hall, then down the steps. 
 
    Her grip was like iron, I couldn’t resist, and it felt like my package was going to be ripped off. 
 
    “Come along, Bradley. You’ll feel a lot better with a drink in you.” 
 
    Across the foyer and into the kitchen. 
 
    She tossed my nuts, and the rest of me, towards the kitchen table, and I grabbed the edge of the table and managed to lower myself to a sitting position. 
 
    While I sat there and groaned, and brushed my dress down to hide my package from her death grip, she took down a bottle of bourbon from the liquor cabinet. “Hmm. Long Branch Wild Turkey. There is hope for you.” 
 
    She filled a glass with ice cubes, then filled it half with good bourbon. She poured in some Pepsi. “A real man would take it straight,” she muttered. Then she placed the glass on the table in front of me. “Drink up, sweetheart.” 
 
    I closed my trembling fingers around the glass, I lifted, I felt the cold liquid slither down my throat and splash in my belly. I had been beaten up, first by my wife, then my mother-in-law. I needed a drink. 
 
    “That’s a boy. Now, let me tell you how this is going to work. When Susan gets home I am going to have you completely ready. I notice that you shave your legs, but I need you completely shaved. Are you completely shaved? Or am I going to have to force the matter. 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Pubic area, too?” 
 
    “Yes,” I whispered. 
 
    “Excellent. Though I knew you would be. Sissies always keep themselves neat and tidy. So all we have to do is put some nylons on you,  fix your face, and wait for Susan.” 
 
    “I don’t want to do this,” I whispered, looking up at her, an anguished expression on my face. 
 
    “I know that’s what you think,” she said. “But look at you. Body shaved, wears dresses and make up, this is what you want. This is what you want in your heart of hearts. So you might just as well stop resisting and let us take you where you want to go.” 
 
    “Never.” 
 
    But the ‘never’ was a little sloshy. I had drunk the whole glass. 
 
    “Never it is,” she murmured, a bit happily, and she made me another drink. “Drink this and we’ll get started.” 
 
    In a way, I didn’t want to drink that second drink. I could feel things shifting around in me, and I knew that if I drank too much I wouldn’t be able to resist her. But I was hurting, and I needed that second drink. I quaffed it quickly, and she made a third, then, holding the drink in one hand, she reached down and grabbed my package. 
 
    Oh, I didn’t want to hurt anymore. I went along. I went up on tip toes and pranced after her, and she led me upstairs to my bedroom. 
 
    “What are you doing?” I asked. I was recovering from being walloped in the nuts and the head, but I was also sort of sloshy drunk. 
 
    “I told you. Getting you ready. Here, put this garter on and I’ll get some hose.” 
 
    Not thinking, not able to resist, but thinking that I would, I stepped into the garter and pulled it up. I had to lift my dress a bit, but I got it in position. 
 
    Marge pushed me back on the bed and started unrolling nylons up my legs. In a short while my legs were encased in sleek and I was sitting at Susan’s vanity table. 
 
    Marge examined my make up kit and sniffed. “Well, this will do for now, but you really need some proper face paint.” 
 
    I sat there, dizzy, holding myself up, and she cleansed my face, primed me, foundationed me, and began adding the color. 
 
    I was drunk, and I was hurting, and maybe I could have resisted a little, but…there was a part of me that kept saying, ‘not yet. Not yet.’ 
 
    She worked on my eyes, and I watched in the mirror as they became sultry. Then she colored my lips some more. When she was done I was feminine in every way except one. I needed hair. 
 
    “You are a beauty. A rare beauty, if I do say so.” She stood back and admired me. “Now, put your hands on the table.” 
 
    Now I knew I could resist, but I didn’t. I was too busy lifting my left hand, with the third drink, to my red lips. Not my right hand, because Marge was busy applying long, red nails to that hand. 
 
    Then my hands were switched, and I stared at my fingers. Long, red tips. So beautiful. 
 
    “Hey, girls!” Susan breezed into the bedroom with several shopping bags. 
 
    “Honey?” I burbled, all drunk and panicky. 
 
    “Oh, Mother, she’s beautiful.” 
 
    “All except the hair.” 
 
    “Got that covered.’ Susan pulled a long, brunette wig out of her purse. I stared as she fit it to my head and attached it. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” I burbled. 
 
    Susan placed her head next to mine and stared at my reflection with me. 
 
    I was a woman. 
 
    “Beautiful, Mother.” 
 
    “It will do,” she smiled. “And we can see to implants if you want his cock to keep working. But if you want it smaller and a bit more difficult to cum, we can start giving him pills.” 
 
    “I’ll think about that.” 
 
    “Are you ready?” 
 
    Susan reached into a bag and pulled out a mess of straps. 
 
    “What’s that?” I asked, the room giving a bit of a spin. 
 
    “It’s for you, dear,” explained Marge. 
 
    But they didn’t put the straps on me. They put them on Susan. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Getting Susan ready to deflower you.” 
 
    “Deflower…me?” I was confused. 
 
    “Yours is in the bag, Mother.” 
 
    I blinked, and then I thought I was seeing in double vision. But it was Susan screwing a dildo into the straps, which ended up being a harness. A strap on. And her mother, doing the same next to her. 
 
    I sat on the vanity chair, my red mouth open as I tried to understand. 
 
    I was a woman. 
 
    They were wearing dildos. 
 
    And I understood. 
 
    Susan stroked her cock and said, “Now then, Bradley. Would you like to do this the easy way or the hard way? 
 
    I blinked and thoughts went through my head. 
 
    The hard way, kicked in the nuts, tied to the bed, big cocks thrust into my man pussy. 
 
    Or, the easy way. Lay down on the bed and have a drink and let them do to me what they were going to do to me anyway. 
 
    “If I could have another drink I’d do it the easy way.” 
 
    They chuckled, and Marge went down to the kitchen. 
 
    “Ok, honey. It’s time to find out the truth of you. It’s time to let yourself be who you really want to be. Up on the bed, butt towards me.” 
 
    I stood up, and wobbled—I was in heels—to the bed. I crawled up on it and raised my butt. 
 
    Marge returned and handed me a drink. I sipped it, and waited. 
 
    Susan stepped between me and started lubing me up. She slapped lube into my hole and then stuck her fingers in and started reaming me. 
 
    “Oh,” I blurted. 
 
    
“Not bad. Eh, Bradley?” 
 
    “I guess not.” 
 
    Truth, it felt pretty good, and I started pushing back with my butt. 
 
    Susan and Marge giggled and Susan moved forward and place the tip of her dildo into my hole. “Just relax, honey. You’re going to like this.” 
 
    She pushed, and I did like it. Oh, it hurt for a second, but only a second, then her cock slithered on through and it felt like I was being opened up and lit up. Pleasure shot through my mind, and I felt her plastic balls splat against my own hanging balls. 
 
    Marge came around to the other side of the bed and lowered her face to mine. 
 
    Susan went back and forth, the cock sliding in and out and rubbing all my nerves. It was exciting and sexy, and deliciously heady. 
 
    Marge said, “Ever since my husband died I have missed this. I have even been a bit depressed, and my daughters took me in. But this is what I needed. I just needed a man’s ass to fuck. Do you mind if I fuck yours? Not just now, but in the future?” 
 
    I was drunk, I was dazed…but I was happy. I felt complete. I felt fulfilled. 
 
    The penis went in and out, and I lifted my ass and pushed back. I wanted more. 
 
    “Do you mind, Bradley? Can I fuck you?” 
 
    “Hey,” I blurted. “Knock yourself out.” Then I groaned, and Susan started jerking.  
 
    Oh,  my God! My wife, who rarely came, was coming easily! 
 
    “Oh…un…un…yes!” 
 
    I could feel her hips tightening up, her legs shivering. She thrust wildly, just jamming it into me, then she sagged back and her dick fell out of my hole. 
 
    “There you go, Mother.” 
 
    Marge grabbed my face and smiled sweetly, then she kissed me, She fused her hot lips to mine, her tongue darted, then she backed off. “I’m coming, honey.” 
 
    And, a minute later, she was. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “I can’t believe you.” I gripped the wheel tightly. My voice was strained. 
 
    Tammi sat in the passenger seat and wouldn't look at me. She just gazed out the window as the town passed by. 
 
    “That you would do that…to me.” 
 
    Silence. 
 
    “How could you?” 
 
    She cleared her throat, I thought she might be about to say something, but she didn’t. 
 
    “Don’t you have any explanation?” 
 
    “I like it.” 
 
    “But…that way? With…with…” words failed me. 
 
    We drove in silence for a minute, then she said in a soft voice. “I guess we know what I want now.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She said nothing. 
 
    I finally pulled the car over, stopped it, just sat their holding the wheel and breathing hard. 
 
    I finally looked at her. 
 
    “Look at me, damn it.” 
 
    She turned her head and faced me. 
 
    Tammi is a beautiful woman. A sizzling body with abundant breasts, perfect ass, and a face that should have been in the movies. 
 
    “Look,” she said. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry that you had to find out that way. I’m sorry you’re so upset. But you know what I’m sorry most of all about?” 
 
    I waited. 
 
    “I’m sorry that I can’t stop loving you.” 
 
    We had been at a party. Everybody was drinking. I was talking with some friends, telling jokes, and then I noticed that Tammi wasn’t anywhere. So I went looking. 
 
    I wasn’t jealous, I wasn’t looking for her because I was a highly suspicious jerk; I just looked for her because she’s my wife and I loved her. 
 
    And I found her. Ron Brown, a jerk if ever there was one, was the only one who would tell me the truth. 
 
    “They’re in the closet.” 
 
    The closet? I frowned. Every once in a while a couple would go into a closet. Basically, they would cheat. A man and a woman who were married to other partners, but, call it too drunk, call it deeply unsettled marriage, they would go into a closet and fuck. 
 
    Everybody would figure it out. Somebody would see them enter the closet, or come out. Or maybe the woman would have cum on her face, or in her hair. Whatever, they were invariably busted. Everybody would laugh, except for their marriage partners. 
 
    And now it was happening to me. 
 
    I tried the hall closet. Nope. 
 
    I tried a bedroom closet. John and Shiela, not the same last names, were fucking up a storm. She was bent over and he was working it like a dog. 
 
    After a few more closets I was ready to give up. I went outside to the pool area, frowned, and suddenly saw Sandy Tomlinson on the other side of the pool, at the tool shed. She was watching me and pounding on the door of the shed. 
 
    Of course, a look out. Sandy was besties with Tammi, and I knew, with sinking heart, that Tammi was in the closet with somebody. 
 
    But who? 
 
    My chest thudding, my heart breaking, I shoved Sandy aside and pulled open the door to the shed. 
 
    There she was. My wife. And it was worse than if she had been cheating. It was worse because she was half naked, pulling up her clothes, and the person in there with her and pulling up her clothes was…Jane Sewell. 
 
    Jane. 
 
    Tammi. 
 
    I blinked, my mind stuttered to a stop. 
 
    If it had been a guy I could have pulled him out and beat the crap out of him. 
 
    But…it was a woman. 
 
    My wife was cheating on me with a woman. 
 
    I had backed up, my legs staggering under the shock. I had simply turned and walked out to the car. 
 
    I didn’t know what to think. I didn’t know what to do. My mind was truly stopped. 
 
    A woman. 
 
    When I reached the car Tammi had caught up to me. She hadn’t said anything, just got in the car and was silent. Wouldn’t look at me. 
 
    And now I stared at her. Cars whizzed past. My mind was shattered, as was my heart, and I truly didn’t have a clue as to what to do. 
 
    “How have I failed?” I begged her to answer. 
 
    “You haven’t.” 
 
    “But you…prefer a woman…over me?” 
 
    “No. Not over you. I just always have loved women, and…every once in a while I grow weak. Tonight, it’s been a long time, I was high, and…” she shrugged. 
 
    I started the car up again and moved back into traffic. 
 
    We drove silently now, and I gave myself a forceful mental command to stop squeezing the steering wheel. Slowly, my white knuckles faded. 
 
    We arrived home, went into the house, and remained silent. 
 
    I poured myself a drink. Whatever jolly high I had had at the party was long gone. I needed a drink. 
 
    I sat down at the table and sipped bourbon. Straight. 
 
    Tammi went to the bedroom, but came back to the kitchen within a minute. 
 
    “We have to talk,” she said. 
 
    “About what?” I said bitterly. 
 
    “About you and me. I don’t want to lose you.” 
 
    “So you can have your cake and eat it, too? 
 
    “You can be mean and bitter if you want. But you could also choose to just have an adult conversation.” 
 
    I glared at her. “Well, wife of mine, it’s hard to be adult and grown up and everything when your heart has just been broken in two and thrown out with the trash.” 
 
    She sighed, then got up and poured herself a drink, then sat back down. 
 
    “Okay. So we both know it’s my fault. Not for just not telling you, but for actively cheating. For not telling you what I wanted and needed before we even got married. 
 
    “Why did’t you?”  
 
    “Because…because I wanted you, I love you, and I was afraid that if you knew that about me you wouldn’t…we wouldn’t…and I thought I could control myself.” 
 
    “So, are you a lesbian?” 
 
    “Tell the truth, I never thought about it, but…I guess I’m a bi. Bisexual. I mean, I always preferred men, but then, every once in a while, something would come over me and I wanted…a woman.” 
 
    “How many times have you…” 
 
    She hesitated, then decided the only way out was to tell the truth. “Maybe a dozen times since we’ve been married.” 
 
    I blinked. I had asked the question, but I wasn’t prepared for the answer. 
 
    “Who are they?” 
 
    “Do you really want to know?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And if you know who they are it will change the way you act towards them. You’ll become snide, or something, slip in an insult. And then they’ll know. And it will snowball…” 
 
    I sipped some more bourbon. It was strong stuff and my throat was feeling raw. I would have to mix some Pepsi into the next drink. 
 
    But she was right. 
 
    I wanted to know who they were, all the women my wife had cheated on me with, but…she was right. I would be talking with one of them, couldn’t control myself, make a remark, and…did I really want to do that? Did I want to get into the whole idea of my wife’s cheating? All the emotional backwash? 
 
    No. 
 
    Yet it would hurt me. 
 
    But…it would be better not to know. 
 
    If it had been a man…men…then I would want to go beat them up. 
 
    But…I couldn’t afford to have those kinds of feelings towards women. 
 
    “What if I got help? Professional help?” 
 
    I thought about it. I wasn’t much of a believer in psychs. When you look at the statistics psychiatrists have one of the highest rates of suicide. That was not a glowing recommendation of their psychoanalytical prowess. 
 
    Bitter, hurt, I finally said, “I don’t want to talk about it.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Tammi,” I gimlet-eyed her. “I need to let it all sit, to settle. I don’t have anything inside me but hurt right now. And I need to just let my mind rest; I need a little space to figure stuff out.” 
 
    “But we’ll talk later.” 
 
    “Yes,” I said. 
 
    She waited a second, and she was nervous, then she said, “Then let me have just one last word and I’ll leave you alone.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “I love you with all my heart. I love every ounce of you. If I was to lose you it would crush me. I know this is all my fault, but you absolutely have to let me figure out how to make it better again. So, please, even if you don’t want to…we need to talk again. Will you promise me that?” 
 
    I hesitated, then nodded. Right at that moment I didn’t ever want to talk to her again. But hurts fade with time, and I knew that talking would, one way or another, help resolve this situation. 
 
    “Will you talk to me tomorrow evening? After dinner?” 
 
    I held still for a moment, then nodded. 
 
    “Would you like me to sleep on the couch tonight?” 
 
    “No.” Pause. “I’d like to sleep on the couch.” 
 
    “You…but…” then she nodded. I knew she was giving me as much space as she could to figure this out, but how do you figure out a broken heart? 
 
      
 
    I awoke, and wished I hadn’t. I just wanted to sleep through the pain and wake up and have it all over. 
 
    Still, when my eyes opened I could smell the delicious aroma of breakfast. 
 
    I turned over, feeling every lump on the couch and sighed. 
 
    Tammi myst have been sitting on the steps right behind the couch. “I made breakfast for whenever you’re ready.” 
 
    Nothing else. I didn’t respond, but we could feel each other living. 
 
    I laid there for a few moments and thought about the situation. My wife had cheated on me, that’s betrayal. But how did I feel about the fact that she cheated on me with a woman? 
 
    That was an interesting point. 
 
    With a woman she hadn’t been penetrated. So I didn’t have to worry about her bringing home a disease. 
 
    With a woman there was kissing, mouth to pussy, which I was fine with myself. 
 
    With a woman there might be some finger banging, probably was finger banging. 
 
    So it wasn’t the sex, it was—and this was a stupid but incredible thought—it was that she hadn’t told me. 
 
    But that wasn’t totally true. 
 
    But, she had lain with another person. She had found succor with another.  
 
    Not me. 
 
    In a logical world it was ‘so what?’ 
 
    In my world it was a screaming betrayal. 
 
    Hunh! 
 
    I sat up, stood up, and folded my blankets. I put them in the hall closet on the way into the kitchen. 
 
    Tammi was sitting at the table, trying to wait for me without being obvious, which was impossible. 
 
    “Good morning.” 
 
    For a second I didn’t want to say anything, but I managed, “Morning.” I couldn’t include the ‘good.’ 
 
    My plate was on the table, covered by a pan cover. I lifted the cover to reveal eggs, sausage and waffles. Butter and syrup were at my elbow, and I stared at the plate. 
 
    I wanted to throw the plate. 
 
    I didn’t want to be childish. I didn't want to give in to rage. 
 
    I wanted to scream at her. 
 
    I ate. 
 
    Slow, nibbling bites. 
 
    She was silent, with her own nibbled plate in front of her. 
 
    I finally said, “I’m better, but I still need some time.” 
 
    She nodded. “Okay.” 
 
    And so the day went. I did a lot of yard work, breathed fresh air and tried to lose my bad thoughts. Impossible. But the pain became a dull ache, and logic began to assert itself. 
 
    I watched TV in the afternoon. A football game between two college teams I didn’t know and didn’t care about…and didn’t know the score after the game. 
 
    A little time working on the computer, but that was a lost cause. 
 
    I knew I had to sit down and talk. I couldn’t live like a cripple. And that’s what it’s like when you are fighting the bad fight with someone you love. You feel like half a person, and that half is squashed. 
 
    We sat down and ate. A silent affair with me staring at my plate. And after dinner we began to talk. 
 
    “How come?” I asked. 
 
    “I’ve always had a thing for women. They appeal to me.” 
 
    “But you don’t want to marry one.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “What if I was a woman when you met me? Would you have still married me?” 
 
    I didn’t know the depth of my statement, I was just throwing out ‘what ifs,’ trying to wrap my head around the whole thing, but she actually gasped. 
 
    “I…right now, knowing you, I would say yes. Yes a thousand times.” 
 
    I was confused, didn’t know what to say, but I segued into “What if you met a person who was like me and she was a woman right now.” 
 
    That confused her and she said, “But I love you?” 
 
    Well, why did you…” and on and on. But the good thing was, even though I still felt like a bag of squashed shit, we were talking. Communications had started up. 
 
    No I didn’t understand. 
 
    At one point, to make a point, Tammi reached out and put a hand on mine. 
 
    I froze.  
 
    She froze on seeing me freeze. 
 
    I opened my mouth to say something, but didn’t. 
 
    “Do you want me not to touch you?” 
 
    Oh,  God. I wanted her to touch me. I needed her to touch me, but I couldn’t figure out how to respond. Yes, I want you to not touch me…no, don’t touch me. I finally settled on. “It’s okay.” 
 
    Slowly, slowly, the bits and pieces of my pain lessened, even started to disappear. 
 
    So we went through a week. I slept on the couch two more nights, then moved back into the bedroom. I watched her get undressed and felt the familiar feel in my loins. I wanted that body. I wanted to feel her warm and breathing and part of me. 
 
    She made it plain that she wanted the same. 
 
    Come the following Friday night, a night when we would normally be out partying, we stayed home. And we drank a little. And it came time for bed. 
 
    We lay in our bed, having our thoughts, and I felt her hand creep under the covers and touch me.  
 
    Her hand was on the side of my belly. It was warm, and it was afraid. 
 
    “Can I keep going?” she finally asked. 
 
    I nodded, and made a loud gulping sound. 
 
    Her hand went over my belly and she moved a little closer. Her hand, like an invading, creeping, infiltrating soldier wormed it’s way down to my groin. 
 
    I hadn’t had any for a week, and it was electric. My penis stood up and throbbed and took my breath away. 
 
    Yet she didn’t do much more than hold it for the longest time. In a way I wanted her to move, in another way I was deathly afraid. 
 
    Here hand snuggled over my penis, slithered down to my balls. I couldn’t breath. 
 
    Her hand felt my balls, assessed them, hefted them, handled them. 
 
    I took a breath, like a gasp. 
 
    Her hand slithered up my shaft and began stroking it gently. It went up and down, trailing over the skin, feeling the head. 
 
    It was electric, and…I moaned and turned to her. 
 
    We lay face to face, her stroking my shaft, bringing me closer and closer. 
 
    I raised my hands to her breasts, brushed her nipples and she gasped. I bent my head and took one nipple in my mouth, I held that boob and sucked, mightily, and found that I was crying. Then I wasn’t sucking anything, I was just holding her, or rather she was holding my head to her breasts and I sobbed helplessly. 
 
    Tears. Good. Big breakthrough. 
 
    But we didn’t make love. I just lay there, my penis poking her thigh, and finally I just went to sleep. I wanted to be one with her flesh. I wanted her to be part of my dreams. I wanted her love. 
 
     
 
    I awoke, and was entangled with my wife’s body. We had slept so close we might have had one heart. 
 
    I moved back a little, and she was already awake. 
 
    “Good morning,” she whispered. 
 
    “Good morning.” 
 
    Yet she was wise enough not to push it. 
 
    And I had included the ‘good,’ and meant it. 
 
    We arose and went downstairs. Naked. We didn’t decide or talk about it, we just did it. 
 
    Naked, making breakfast. 
 
    Naked, eating breakfast. 
 
    Naked, our eyes occasionally passing over each other, and we could feel the spark waiting to ignite. 
 
    We went yard sale-ing that morning. Drove around and picked through other people’s stuff, looking for a deal, laughing at junk, and occasionally marveling at a find. 
 
    We wandered between tables stacked with kid’s clothes and gimcracks. We fingered through books and I examined tools. At the third house we held hands. 
 
    That night we had dinner, and we didn’t talk so much, we just put on an old movie and sat on the couch and watched it. Key Largo, then that classic of classics…Casa Blanca. It was Humphrey Bogart night, and Tammi fixed up a plate of popcorn and added a cube of butter and we ate and said lines. 
 
    Then we moved to the next century and watch World War Z. 
 
    Now, here is the weird thing. Normally, watching a movie, Tammi would make a remark if a hunky dude came on the screen. ‘Man, how hung is that guy?’ Then she would tease me. ‘Would you mind if I fucked Brad?’ or something like that. And I would laugh and say I wanted a Scarlett Johanssen movie next. 
 
    But we watched the movie, and she didn't say anything like that, and I wanted her to. 
 
    And we watched and watched, and I wanted that normalcy, I wanted that teasing aspect. I wanted to be able to talk with my wife in that joking manner. 
 
    I finally whispered, “It’s okay if you want to fuck Brad Pitt.” 
 
    She drew in her breath, I could feel her heart pounding. “What if I wanted to suck him off?” 
 
    “As long as you swallow.”  
 
    Her head was now turned against me. My arm was around her. We were in our own conversation and the zombies on the screen didn’t matter much. 
 
    “What if Brad Pitt was a woman.” 
 
    Bingo. There it was. The bridge to and from reality. And to and from our problems. 
 
    “I…I…” gulping, trying to breath, I said, “Okay.” 
 
    We were frozen then, en tableau, not able to make a sound. 
 
    Suddenly she took my hand and pulled me from the couch. We left the TV yapping away and she led me upstairs. Up the stairs, down the hall, and into the bedroom. 
 
    Our bedroom. Our room of consummation. Where we became one. The beast with two backs, safe from the world, safe in our own world. 
 
    She undressed me slowly, taking her time with buttons, and I leaned forward and kissed the delicate side of her throat. 
 
    She took off my shirt, tossed it aside, and I held her breasts, marveled at their weight, their shape, and how hot they made me. 
 
    She undid my zipper and my buckle, and my penis poked out. 
 
    She kissed me then, holding my head down and my penis up, our lips fused as if one. Our breaths one, our hearts beating against each other. 
 
    I kicked off my pants, then shimmied out of my underwear. 
 
    She began undressing. I sat on the edge of the bed and watched her. 
 
    I watched her take off her blouse and bra, and my breath caught as I looked at her breasts. Beautiful mountains. Baby feeders. Husband lovers. 
 
    She shimmied out of her skirt and I marveled at her soft flesh, so round and tantalizing. 
 
    She pushed me back on the bed and climbed on top of me. She leaned over me, her breasts brushing my chest, and kissed me. 
 
    Her mouth was a thing alive, voracious, sucking as if to suck the life out of me, yet more giving than taking. 
 
    We held on and I rolled over, wound up on top, and I lifted her body and moved her around on the bed. 
 
    She stared at me. 
 
    And I could see the thought of the moment. This is a person apart from me, who I have committed to. Like we were aliens, but bound by eternal law. 
 
    I reached down to her junction and trailed my fingers up and down her slit, make her groan, making her eyes open, revealing her hunger. 
 
    “Fuck me,” she whispered. “Fuck me now.” 
 
    I moved into her, my head first, pushing flesh aside, slithering through the tunnel of her love, our pubes finally meeting, my balls touching her ass. 
 
    She groaned,, arched her back and held my head. I contorted slightly as I humped her. My hips drove back and forth, in and out, Pushing her hips wider, and she lifted her legs and wrapped them around my back. A python dedicated to strangling all hate. 
 
    I drove in and in, and she arched and made the most delightful grunting sounds. 
 
    Our sex squelched, and we giggled. 
 
    Then she was cumming. Cumming big time. No sex like make up sex. Her whole body was spasming, clinging, holding, and her hips moved forward and tried to squeeze more and more out of me. 
 
    But…I wasn’t giving. 
 
    I wanted to. I was desperate to. But…I couldn’t cum. 
 
    I could climb the hill, but I couldn’t jump off the cliff. 
 
    My penis wanted to, it writhed and wiggled and pulsed and throbbed, but it wouldn't squirt. 
 
    I kept trying, but finally slowed down. And then, shock of shocks, my pecker started to go limp. 
 
    “Hey,” she said. She moved her hips yet again, but I slipped out of her. 
 
    I rolled to one side and she went up on an elbow and faced me. “We can try again.” 
 
    “Not right now.” 
 
    “But later.” 
 
    “Yes. Later.” 
 
    Then I lay there and wondered what had happened. We were in love. I thought I had forgiven her, but…but I couldn’t make that last grunt, drop the seed, deposit my love in her. 
 
    The point of it all eluded me. 
 
    And we slept. 
 
    The next week was torture. 
 
    I was horny, that was sure, and we tried again, and again, but although she was having the grandest orgasms of her life…I was having nothing. 
 
    I had an official case of ED. Erectile Dysfunction. A pecker that wouldn’t peck. 
 
    My testicles were full. They were over full, feeling her get off time and again made me want to get off, and in the worst way. 
 
    But my penis was not only incapable, it began to stay soft. It wouldn't even erect. Instead of standing up and shouting ‘Hey! Look at me!’ it was laying down and sniffling. 
 
    Now that the ice was broken Tammi started doing everything she could to get me off. She gobbled, she stroked, she spent hours trying to get the little fellow to once again grow tall. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    And the days passed. 
 
    There is a peculiar misery in being unable to perform.  
 
    There is a part of you that is desperate and wanting, ready to jump off a cliff. 
 
    And there is a part that wallows in hopeless despair, making up excuses and justifications. 
 
    ‘Oh, it doesn’t matter.’ ‘It’ll come back when I’m ready.’ 
 
    Months passed, and our life became a passage on a steam ship, caught between shores. 
 
    I used my mouth and hands to get Tammi off, but for myself…there was no joy in Mudville. 
 
    So what do you do when your favorite pastime is denied you? 
 
    You think. You have thoughts, and you keep them to yourself. 
 
    You dwindle inward. 
 
    All of which was hell to Tammi. She was vivacious and outgoing, and now I was no longer keeping up. I was falling behind, and what was worse was that she felt it to be her fault. 
 
    Was it? Maybe, but who cares? Logically, even emotionally, I held no grudge, but my body was speaking, and there was no way not to hear it. 
 
    The breakthrough, when it came, happened on a Friday night. We went out to a nightclub. Not to club, but to eat. We hadn’t been doing much partying, didn’t feel like it, but we ate and talked. Lots of talk these days, something to make up for the lack of fuck. 
 
    We were just finishing desert and ready to head for home. When Tammi suddenly brightened up and half stood and waved a hand. 
 
    Then a stricken expression crossed her face. 
 
    “What?” I turned and looked, and Jane Sewell was crossing the floor towards us. 
 
    I turned back to Tammi, and my emotions were going every which way but loose. 
 
    “It’s Jane.” 
 
    “I forgot,” she said. 
 
    I hadn’t forgotten. Jane Sewell was the one I had caught Tammi in the closet with. 
 
    I sat there, frozen, the people swirling around, chatting, being with each other, and I suddenly felt like an Eskimo in town hall. What the fuck was I doing there. What the fuck was I going to do! This was the person my wife had cheated on me with. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she whispered. 
 
    Jane arrived at our table, greeted Tammi with an air kiss, and suddenly realized where she was. She looked at me face, and she remembered that night when I had opened the closet door and caught them. 
 
    Her face drained of color. “Oh, crap,” she said. 
 
    I said nothing. 
 
    Tammi said, “I just realized how awkward this is.” 
 
    “I’ll go.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    I looked at Tammi. 
 
    “We were friends, probably still are under the surface. Let’s talk about it.” 
 
    “But, I don’t…” Jane was staring at me like I was about to come after her with a knife. 
 
    I sighed. “Sit down, Jane.” 
 
    Tammi pulled her hand, shoved a chair under her, and she sat and stared at me. 
 
    We sat, awkward, her embarrassed, for a long minute. 
 
    She started to get up. “I can see that I shouldn’t be here.” 
 
    “Jane.” 
 
    She paused. 
 
    “Sit down.” 
 
    She stayed, but was actually trembling. 
 
    I heaved a big breath and said, “If you don’t mind, I’d like to talk to you. Tammi and I have gone through a rough patch, and it would help if we could just…talk.” 
 
    She didn’t say anything. She licked her lips and I knew she was mentally focused on the exit. 
 
    “Heck, Jane. It might be embarrassing, I might even call you names, but it’s just talk.” 
 
    Tammi patted Jane’s wrist, and she slowly relaxed down in her chair. 
 
    Silence for a moment. Then I asked: “Would you like some desert?” 
 
    She shook her head. 
 
    “A drink?” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    I waved for the waitress and we ordered three drinks. I had a bourbon and Coke, natch, and the girls ordered two fruity sounding concoctions. 
 
    We sat. The drinks arrived, and we each sipped. 
 
    And I asked, “How come Tammi?” 
 
    For a moment I thought she was going to bolt, but then she calmed herself and said, “Look at her.” She looked at Tammi. 
 
    I looked, and I saw the most beautiful woman in the world. 
 
    I nodded, then, back to Jane. “But she was mine.” 
 
    We were drunk. We showed no good judgement.” 
 
    “So if she was a man, would you have…done what you did?” 
 
    “Probably. She’s so beautiful…who could resist her?” 
 
    “Even if her was a him?” 
 
    “Especially if her was a him.” 
 
    “Are you a lesbian?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “You’re like…like a bi person?” 
 
    “I guess you’d say that. It’s all love, you know.” 
 
    It’s all love. Hunh. 
 
    I was quiet for a moment, and Jane and Tammi traded a couple of awkward sentences. 
 
    I blurted, “I cant’ get it up anymore.” 
 
    Silence. 
 
    “At first I just couldn’t cum, certainly not have an orgasm, but now it just lays there. Limp.” 
 
    “I don’t know what to say…I guess it’s my fault, but I didn’t…” she trailed off. Then she said, “I don’t know what to say because women don’t have that problem.” And, here came the bomb. “Maybe you should try being a woman.” 
 
    I will always wonder why she said that. It was weird, not appropriate, out of the blue. But the words just floated into the air and stared at me. But it wasn’t the words. It was what they did to me.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    We drove home. Silent, and thinking about Jane Sewell. 
 
    I didn’t hate her. I didn’t feel much of anything for her. 
 
    But what she had said, ‘Women don’t have that problem.’ And, ‘Maybe you should try being a woman.’ 
 
    Try being a woman. 
 
    We arrived at home. I pulled into the driveway and just sat there. Tammi started to get out of the car, but stopped when I obviously wasn’t moving. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “When she said that,” I didn’t have to explain what she said, “I got an erection.” 
 
    Tammi turned to me. She reached across and held my hand. “What does that mean?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I just know that when she said I should be a woman I got an erection. The first one in months.” 
 
    I looked at her and, the first time in months, I grinned. “I wanted to sweep the dishes off the table, throw you on it, and rape the fuck out of you.” 
 
    She grunted, a twist of a smile appearing on her face. 
 
    “They would have called the cops.” 
 
    “Or charged admission,” I chuckled. 
 
    “So,” furrows appeared between her eyebrows, “Does that mean…what does that mean?” 
 
    “It means I got turned on.” 
 
    “By the thought of being a woman?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Okay…okay…” she thought, then, “You have no cock, just big tits. You wear a dress.” 
 
    I stared down at my crotch. 
 
    She stared. 
 
    My crotch…bubbled. My penis was stuck in the folds of my pants, but it was getting harder, wriggling against the material, trying to stand up. 
 
    “Oh, my gosh,” whispered Tammi. 
 
    “It’s alive,” then I realized what I had said. I had repeated what Dr. Victor Frankenstein had said when his monster came to life. ‘It’s alive!’ 
 
    She reached down into my lap and grabbed the monster. “I could put a dress on you.” 
 
    SPROING! 
 
    “I could put make up on you.” 
 
    PULSE. PULSE. PULSE. Blood rushed through my monster. 
 
    We had actually touched upon this subject several times, but only in passing, and never having any intention. But now…courtesy of Jane… 
 
    “Are you a bi?” Tammi giggled. 
 
    I had asked her that, and it had been so serious, but now we were starting to laugh. The thing that had been missing these so many months, laughter. 
 
    “It’s coming to get you, Barbara…” I spouted a line from that classic monster movie, ‘Night of the Living Dead.’ 
 
    “Oh, no! Should I put a stake through its heart? Where’s the holy water!” 
 
    We got out of the car and rushed upstairs. Into the bedroom, ripping off our clothes. It only took a minute to get to our bed and…my boner was gone. 
 
    We looked at my sad lap sadly. 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    “It’s gone.” 
 
    “What should we do?” 
 
    Tammi breathed out, “We need to feminize you. We need to actually make you into a woman. 
 
    We stood there in the bedroom, staring at each other. 
 
    It was so bizarre. It was weird. It was…what we needed to do. 
 
    “I can’t,” I said. 
 
    “If you ever want sluggo to live…then you’re going to need to.” 
 
    “But…but…” I turned and walked out of the room. 
 
    Tammi was right behind me. 
 
    I went down to the living room and sat down and watched the TV that wasn’t turned on. 
 
    Tammi sat down next to me. “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “I…I’m a man. It’s wrong to dress up like a woman. To be a crossdresser. A…a transgender tranny type of person.” 
 
    “It’s therapy.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to be a transvestite!” 
 
    “Just at night, to help get you started.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “But what?” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    “You like it when I dress up as a woman.” 
 
    “You are a woman.” 
 
    “I’m a person, and so are you. And people can be what they want.” 
 
    “But…” I stared at her. 
 
    “You want to know something?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “The idea of you dressed up as a woman turns me on.” 
 
    My eyes were pies. 
 
    “Right after I cheated on you, you were talking, and you asked me. I remember it exactly, ‘What if I was a woman when you met me?’ You were talking about if you were a woman…would I still be attracted…” 
 
    “I remember.” 
 
    I was attracted right then. That statement, it tweaked me, it made me horny. My damned thighs felt slick I was so wet. But I didn’t say anything. Everything was so mixed up, and…and I didn’t say anything.” 
 
    “But you’ve visualized me as a woman?” 
 
    “Since then…again and again. Sometimes, even when we’re making love. Sometimes you’re down there eating me out, and I can hardly stand it. I visualize you with breasts, a pussy, and I want to sixty-nine you. I want to eat you. I want to chew on your titties until you scream.” 
 
    I said nothing. My mind was like a stained glass window in a church, huge and sacred and…shattered. 
 
    Thoughts of what is a man…what is a woman…went scootering through my head. 
 
    “You never said anything.” 
 
    “It’s too weird.” Then: “I like woman, I love you. The idea of you being a woman…it’s the best solution, the thing that turns me on the most. I even researched it on the internet. If we dressed you up like a woman and we made love you would be what they call a ‘male lesbian.’ 
 
    A male lesbian. Wonder suffused my voice. 
 
    “Can you see it? Can you imagine it? Do you know how sexy nylons are? Or what it’s like to wear high heels? Do you know how incredible it feels to change your face? 
 
    “Do you know what it feels like to walk down the street and feel eyes on you? You can actually feel your skin prickle where a man stares at it. You can feel your breasts, like they are hairy and the hair is standing on end. 
 
    “Do you have any idea what it feels like to be able to cross your legs without worrying about smashing your balls? To run without being bowlegged?” 
 
    I laughed. “Testicles are cool things to have between your legs.” 
 
    “Tits are wonderful to have on your chest.” 
 
    I was silent. Then: “What if…what if we did this. How would it change our relationship?” 
 
    “It would change it as much as we let it. If we don’t like it, we just back up. No harm, no foul.” 
 
    “And you wouldn’t think I was a pansy?” 
 
    She got off the couch and sat on the coffee table in front of me. We were both leaning forward, our lips inches apart. 
 
    “I might, and that might be the whole point. And maybe it wouldn't be. We don’t know how we’ll look at each other until we do it.” 
 
    She was getting closer, breathing on me. She was excited and she reached between my legs and took my cock in hand. 
 
    “Look how excited you are!” 
 
    I couldn’t deny that. My cock was hard as it had ever been. 
 
    “Wouldn’t you like to be that excited al the time?” 
 
    “Um…yeah.” 
 
    “Then let me feminize you.” 
 
    I said, “Not tonight.” 
 
    “If not now…when?” 
 
    “Well, there are problems we need to face.” 
 
    “Like what.” 
 
    “Like I’m taller than you. It would be stupid if I squeezed into your clothes.” 
 
    She frowned. 
 
    “So go to the Goodwill tomorrow and pick me out something that will fit. And shoes. You want me to wear my clodhoppers? Or do you want to find some real high heels? Or pumps, or…or I don’t even know all the shoe styles, but do you want me squeezing into your shoes? Hell, I’d probably bust them.” 
 
    She gave a slight grin at the idea of my feet bursting the seams of one of her pairs of shoes. 
 
    “And I hate to say it, but…what about my dick?” 
 
    “Of course, your dick. Isn’t that what it’s all about?” 
 
    “It is, but I’ll be a pretty funny woman with a dick sticking out through my dress.” 
 
    “We could get you a chastity device.” 
 
    “A…I don’t…” 
 
    “Oh, I wouldn’t keep you in it all the time. Just when you were a woman. When you weren’t I would let you loose.” She giggled. “I like that idea. “A cock on demand. Just unlock and…BOING!” 
 
    I laughed. I realized that we were, for the first time in months, happy. Going on and on, feeding our good humor off each other. 
 
    Like we used to do. 
 
    For a moment neither of us said anything, just enjoyed the humor and our togetherness. 
 
    “So we’re going to do this.” 
 
    “I’ll need to shop. Goodwill tomorrow. And I’ll pick up some underwear for you. We’ll measure you tomorrow so I can get the right fits.” 
 
    “I’ll look into chastity tubes.” 
 
    “I’ll get some make up that will match your skin color. 
 
    She was jacking me with one hand, and touching my cheek with the other. My cock felt like steel in her hands. 
 
    She kissed me. She placed her lips on mine, and it was like the first kiss we had ever kissed. It was fresh, and wild, and unknown, and…and everything it had been until I had caught her in the closet. 
 
    And it was driving all thoughts of closets and cheating and Jane Sewell out of my mind. 
 
    We broke, and I said, “As long as you really let me out of the chastity thing.” 
 
    “Oh, I probably will,” she dismissed my concern airily. 
 
    “Wait a minute…” 
 
    She giggled, “You’re just going to have to trust me.” 
 
    And there it was. Trust. What we had had before, and what we were finally figuring out again. Trust, the unspoken contract between true lovers. 
 
    After a couple of hours of planning and creating, we finally went to bed. I was hard as a rock, but we didn’t try anything. We sort of knew that feminization was the key to this. If I tried to fuck before we accomplished this I was risking everything. If I was patient, we could do it. 
 
    And, a weird thing, I liked being horny for Tammi. I liked the shivers I got. It was like being a 16 year old boy going out on his first date, but with all the positives and none of the negatives. 
 
    A moment of reflection, and I realized that that was what she must have felt upon imagining me as a woman. 
 
    Laying in bed, I mused, “So I’ll be a male lesbian, and you’ll be a…what? A bisexual?” 
 
    She just snuggled against me, put a hand on an excited nipple, and mumbled, “I’ll be in love. That’s what I’ll be.” 
 
    And we slept. 
 
     
 
    Can a guy have a hard on all night?  I thought maybe, because I woke up with one. I had gone to sleep completely bonerized, and woke up the same. 
 
    Tammi woke up and hoped on me. 
 
    “Don’t try to cum,” she said, as she slithered down my hard pole. “We don’t want to mess with the magic.” 
 
    I lay back and enjoyed the feeling of her bouncing on me. I loved the look on her face, and when she came I never felt so happy. 
 
    But I didn’t try to cum. 
 
    Intuitively, we knew she was right. 
 
    Finally, she lay on me, breasts flattened against my chest. Breathing hard. “Not bad, woman.” 
 
    I thought that was going to make me cum. I actually felt that surge and I pushed her off me. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “That almost made me cum.” 
 
    Oh, how she giggled. And she slapped my pecker lightly and said, “You’re going to wear a dress! And lipstick. And nylons.” 
 
    I laughed, then got up. “I’m going to take a cold shower.” 
 
    “Take a hot shower. I want that sucker standing up!” 
 
    So I did, and she joined me, and we soaped the heck out of each other, paying special attention to private parts. 
 
    I soaped her pussy, running my fingers through the folds of her sex until she moaned and had to be held up. 
 
    She soaped and rinsed me, then took me in her mouth, but watched carefully to make sure I didn’t have an ‘unauthorized’ squirt. 
 
    Then she got dressed. She had to go to the Goodwill, but I didn’t. I had to go looking for sex toys on the internet, and one doesn’t have to be dressed for that. 
 
    I watched her get ready, and I imagined her clothes going on me. 
 
    She looked over at me, saw the excitement in my eyes. “Now, remember, I want you to Nair your body.” 
 
    “No prob,” I said. 
 
    “And use some of my body cream. Make yourself sweet smelling for me.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    And she was gone. 
 
    So I went downstairs, led by my magic tuna finder, and settled in in front of the computer. 
 
    Chastity tubes are nefarious things. A man locking his junk up. What’s up with that? 
 
    Yet I could feel the excitement that such thought brings. And beyond that was the idea of handing control of my sex to another person. To be teased, to be denied, to feel my desire grow larger and larger. 
 
    I looked through Amazon, but they hadn’t much of a selection. Apparently they weren’t make enough money off chastity devices. Or maybe they had a prude in charge of the place. 
 
    So I set off on the big hunt. 
 
    Lots of places sold the generic chastity tubes, and there were a lot of things to consider. Did I want to be so small my cock couldn't move at all? Did I want to hang loose in one of the devices? 
 
    And this ‘ring’ thing thing. I measured myself time after time, and worried that my balls would turn black and fall off. 
 
    And…the catheter. Did I want a tube running up my cock? That was a scary one, at least for me. And some of the catheters were long! Those tubes would run all the way back into my groin and come out my asshole! 
 
    And, I had to choose between colors, materials and designs. 
 
    I read the reviews, and even that was weird. One star with no reason. Five stars and it was ‘okay.’ 
 
    Three stars, but would have been five if the delivery had been more prompt. 
 
    Still, it was understandable, I just had to wade through the horse shit. But by the time Tammi came home I had ordered a couple of devices. And a couple of vibrators for the heck of it, and a pair of pussy panties, which were latex with an actual pussy on it. And a couple of books. Some gal named Grace Mansfield seemed to have a lot of books on the subject of feminization. Once I finally found her author’s page on Amazon. 
 
    But, I was done, and sitting back and thinking of a whiskey when I heard the garage door slam. 
 
    “I’m home!” 
 
    “So am I!” 
 
    We came together in the kitchen. Me naked and her clothed. We did one of those kisses where I bent her back and over and just took her breath away. 
 
    Coming up for air she said, “Lord, I’m going to keep you this way.” 
 
    “What way?” 
 
    “Naked and horny.” 
 
    “Ha! And I’ll keep you like the TV show. Naked and afraid. Very, very afraid.” 
 
    I went out to the garage and started bring bags in. Bags and bags. Tammi had really gone overboard. 
 
    “What about the chastity thing?” she asked. 
 
    “In the mail.” 
 
    “Good. Because you’re not cumming until I lock you up.” 
 
    “Wait a minute! How can I cum if I’m locked up?” 
 
    She smooched me, and whispered, “Don’t worry.” Then she gave me the evil laugh, “Heh heh!” 
 
    Upstairs, in the bedroom, we began unpacking the goods. 
 
    “Let’s throw out all your old male clothes.” 
 
    “Wait!” 
 
    “Okay. But you only get to wear them when I give you permission. In writing.” 
 
    That made me chuckle. 
 
    I put all my male clothes on the left side of the closet, then started hanging up the dresses, blouses, and things. Tammi was putting the underwear into my dresser. 
 
    I put a couple of pairs of shoes, high heels, under the dresses, and called out, “I think you may have gone overboard.” 
 
    “Probably, but once I got started I couldn’t stop. Seeing you as a woman in my mind…Mmmm.” 
 
    “So when are we going to do this?” I asked. 
 
    “I figured we’d start around your birthday. that’s only four months away, and…” 
 
    She giggled at the look on my face. 
 
    “Today. Right now.” 
 
    I felt my heart pounding. A sense of excitement swelled through my chest. 
 
    “Now.” 
 
    “Of course, you won’t be allowed to cum. Not until the chastity device is here.” 
 
    Boy, that had me flummoxed. How could I cum if I had a chastity tube on? 
 
    “Here.” She tossed me a squarish, ribbed sort of thing with sturdy clasps.  
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “A tummy shaper. I could have gotten you a full length one, but then your poor pecker would have to go to prison. I didn’t think you’d like to be confined that way on your first day as a woman. 
 
    “Oh, Lord.” I slapped my face and spoke like a woman, “Please don’t take my cock away.” 
 
    She laughed, and I needed help to get the tummy shaper on. I actually had to lie down on the bed and she got on me and knelt and i sucked in and she managed to close the clasps. 
 
    “Whoa,” I said. “That’s tight. It’s making me dizzy.” 
 
    “Yeah, but look how round it makes your hips. And even your chest is pushed up. You’ve actually sort of got cleavage.” 
 
    I looked down at my chest. She was right. My pecs were squashed and pushed up and…it looked like I had a bit of valley between my boobs. 
 
    “Okay, let’s go the rest of the way.” She handed me a bra. 
 
    I fumbled with it, and she laughed, but I finally got it on the right way and the straps over my shoulders. 
 
    “Here are your boulders,” she handed me a pair of tear dropped boobs. 
 
    “Boulders?” 
 
    “You’re wearing an over the shoulder boulder holder, so these must be the boulders.” 
 
    I nodded, and pushed the breast forms into my cups. 
 
    Boom! I had titties. I had bosoms, biguns…boulders. 
 
    I looked at the mirror and was astounded at the sudden femininity of my figure. 
 
    The big tits made my waist look smaller, and my hips flared out just like a woman’s. I was an hourglass. Yes, I was a little thicker, but the size of the boobs made my shape proportionate. 
 
    “Nice,” Tammi nodded. “Let’s get some nylons on you.” 
 
    I was having trouble bending with the tummy shaper on, so Tammi had me sit on the edge of the bed and she unrolled the hose up my legs. 
 
    Oh, it was kinky. Sexy. Magical. My legs felt compressed, like they were dicks and the hose was rubbers. 
 
    Which made my cock stand out even more. 
 
    Then she put a skirt on me, a cute piece of clothing that kept my knees together. “It’s called a pencil skirt. You like it?” 
 
    “I won’t be running any races.” 
 
    “Oh, you’d be surprised. Women who wear these are always racing away from horny men.” 
 
    “I guess they want to be caught.” I inspected my butt over my shoulder. Nice and round. A tush to be proud of. 
 
    She helped me into a blouse, a pale blue, sheer but opaque, if that makes sense. 
 
    “Well,” I said. “Except for hair and make up…” 
 
    “Don’t you worry about that. I’ve got a plan.” 
 
    “A plan?” 
 
    She had a mysterious look in her eyes. 
 
    At that moment…DING DONG! 
 
    My eyes opened up. 
 
    “Honey, do you trust me?” 
 
    And, glory be, I did. All this dressing up and planning to be feminized…it had softened me. And I trusted her again. 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “Then you are going to be seen as you are. You’re going to meet somebody. Just wait here.” 
 
    I waited, and I heard her open the door downstairs. I heard the gabble of voices, and I heard footsteps coming up the stairs. 
 
    At first I started to panic. I needed to hide. I couldn't let anybody see me this way. 
 
    But Tammi must have invited this person over on purpose. This person must know something about me. 
 
    I steeled myself and waited. 
 
    “Honey, I invited a professional over to do your hair and make up.” 
 
    Jane Sewell stepped into the room. 
 
    I was flabbergasted. Flummoxed, didn’t know what to say. 
 
    Jane did, though. She looked at me and her mouth curled upwards in a delighted smile. 
 
    “Liam, beautiful. You are beautiful. What a body. I am jealous.” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    Jane cross the room and looked at the make up on the Tammi’s table. “Good thing I’ve got my kit in the car.” She looked at me. “Well, come on, beautiful. Let’s finish you off.” 
 
    Tammi had crossed to me. I think she was a little worried, but since I didn’t blow my top she was okay. She helped me put on high heels and walked me across the bedroom. 
 
    Oh, Lord, high heels are hard to walk in! 
 
    She just chuckled as I wobbled and kept me going. 
 
    Downstairs I heard the front door open and close. Jane getting her make up stuff. 
 
    I made it to the stairs, then Tammi took mercy on me. She helped me out of the shoes and merely remarked, “You need a lot more practice before I let you fall down the stairs.” 
 
    Grateful, I moved down the stairs, glorying in the feeling of nylon feet on a rug. 
 
    I reached the downstairs just as Jane came back in the house lugging a suitcase. “Over by the dining room table,” she commanded. “The light there is the best.” 
 
    I took a seat by the big window and Jane began inspecting me. She handled my hair and tsked. She looked at my eyes and shook her head. 
 
    “You have got so much potential. We should have done this long ago. 
 
    “I didn’t know I was, uh…” 
 
    Jane snickered. “You didn’t know what? That you had a bit of the feminine in you?” 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    “Well, honey, let me tell you, you do. Every man does. Most men are too chicken to find out, though.” 
 
    She began cleansing my face. She used a couple of little sponges, and I was stunned to see how much dirt my face had on it. 
 
    “But I just took a shower a while ago!” 
 
    “This stuff is in the pores. Soap and water is just a surface cleaning. You need to get the deep and the down.” 
 
    She primed my skin, put foundation on. She used little brushes with powder, her fingers when she applied creams. 
 
    It was a unique experience. My skin felt electric. It was hairs on end and very surreal. And I quickly figured out why women did it. It did make one feel special; it made one feel beautiful. 
 
    She did my eyes, and I watched as my orbital sockets became little caves and my eyes became shiny lights. 
 
    “Beautiful, beautiful,” she kept mumbling over and over. 
 
    Finally, she fitted a wig to my head and fastened it on. She gave it a gentle tug and it was obvious that it was there to stay. Then she leaned down and inspected me very closely, and rolled lipstick on to my lips. 
 
    Bright red. A slutty color if ever there was one, which was why I loved it so much. 
 
    She stood back and said, “Voila! A masterpiece!” 
 
    I stood up and I could see my reflection in the big picture window. 
 
    I bore no resemblance to a man at all. 
 
    I was stacked, and I had booty, and I simply looked like a woman. 
 
    Click. Click. Tammi took my picture, and I really got into it. I started to strike poses and Jane clapped her hands in delight. 
 
    Then Jane said, “You know, there is one little problem. 
 
    We all looked at my cock. 
 
    The pencil dress was tight, but my cock pressed outward on the material, and it was obvious that I was a man. 
 
    “Well,” said Tammi, “We’ve got a chastity device on order.” 
 
    “That would do it.” Jane stepped closer to me and reached down and pushed my cock. I groaned. 
 
    She grinned. “What?” 
 
    “You know.” 
 
    “I know what?” 
 
    “You know.”  
 
    She laughed. And we were all laughing. Then stepped even closer. She was inches in front of me, and she whispered. “You are the most gorgeous man I have ever made up.” 
 
    “Oh.” I was feeling incredibly giddy. I felt like liquid lightening was being poured through my emotions. 
 
    “Can I kiss you?” 
 
    I froze. Here it was. The thing that had started the whole dance. I looked at Tammi. 
 
    “Hey,” she shrugged her shoulders, “Who am I to complain?” 
 
    “Just a little one. I don’t want to mess your lips.” She grinned. “Please…please?” 
 
    “I…uh, okay.” 
 
    She closed the distance slowly, cautiously, and pressed her lips to mine. They were good lips. Curvy and plump, and they were different from Tammi’s. 
 
    Just a moment, her hand on the back of my neck, our lips fused like they were magnetized. 
 
     She broke the kiss, was breathing hard. “Just one more, but feel me up this time, you bitch.” 
 
    This kiss was harder, longer, and she moved my hand to her breast. She wiggled, and pressed my hand, and moved it around. 
 
    “Fuck me if I don’t want more,” she whispered. 
 
    “Not this time,” Tammi moved in, a big grin on her face. “Tonight he’s mine.” 
 
    “Oh, you lucky bitch.” 
 
    She stepped back, sighed, patted my cheek and said, “See ya, honey.” Then she gathered up her make up materials and headed out the door. 
 
    I was silent when the door closed. 
 
    Tammi came and put her arm around my waist. “I think my little hubbie likes girls.” 
 
    I sighed and said, “And I dinged you for that.” 
 
    “You did. And you were right.” 
 
    “Maybe, but if I ever ding you again please kick me.” 
 
    “Gladly. Are you ready to go upstairs?” 
 
    “But I thought I had to wait for the chastity device?” 
 
    “You do,” and she led me by the hand into the kitchen. 
 
    Now what the hell did she mean? She was going to fuck me…but I had to wait? 
 
    “What are we doing here? I thought we were going upstairs?” 
 
    “We are. But first I need to get you lubricated in more ways than one.” 
 
    Curiouser and curiouser. 
 
    She poured me a drink. Let’s talk about how a woman makes love.” 
 
    “Okay.” I sat at the table and sipped, was aware of leaving lip imprint on the rim of the glass. 
 
    She grinned at the expression on my face. “So how do women make love?” 
 
    “Well, they get together with a man…” 
 
    “Get more graphic.” 
 
    “The man puts his penis in the woman’s hole. Is that graphic enough?” 
 
    “It is, now I want you to tell me how you, as a woman, are going to make love to me.” 
 
    I was blinking, not sure where this was going. “I was going to put my cock in your vagina.” 
 
    She shook her head. 
 
    “What? But…I don’t get it.” 
 
    So she explained it to me, and my mouth opened and my jaw dropped and my eyes stared. 
 
    “You expect me to…” 
 
    “You’re a woman now. You want to go all the way, right?” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but…but…” 
 
    “And, let’s face it, you’re not going to be a real woman until we do this. We could buy you tits, give you hormones, but until you’ve lain with a man you’re not a whole woman.” 
 
    It took a couple of  drinks, but I knew, in my heart of hearts, that she was right. 
 
    And, let’s face it, every man wants this kind of loving. 
 
    She led me up the stairs and into the bedroom. I took a couple of more sips, big sips, and I was ready. 
 
    “What do I do?” 
 
    “Climb on the bed, ass out.” 
 
    I did. 
 
    Tammi pushed my pencil skirt up so I could spread my legs a little. My cock was pointing down and harder than hard. She stepped into a strap on harness and pulled it up and adjusted. 
 
    I looked over my shoulder and watched her screw a penis into the holder. It was big. Eight inches, and it looked incredibly lifelike. “I’m supposed to take that?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    I gulped. 
 
    She stepped up behind me and began slathering lube into my asshole. She used a lot, and I could feel her fingers pushing it in, swirling around, and it became very exciting. I thought: this is what a cock feels like, or bigger. 
 
    She put lube on her cock and stepped between my legs. I felt the tip of her penis touch my hole and I shivered. 
 
    Slowly, she began to insert her manhood into me. 
 
    I grunted. 
 
    “Relax, or it will hurt.” 
 
    I gave myself mental commands to relax. I told my muscles to go slack, and the penis pushed further and further. I had been scared, but now that it was happening the sensations took over. I could feel the veins on the side of her cock. I felt her plastic balls touch my flesh balls. 
 
    My cock was turgid, pulsing, and I tentatively pushed back. 
 
    Oh, fuck! It felt good. I could hardly think, and she began to move in and out. As she moved she explained: “If I can press on your prostate semen will come out. If you’re lucky you can even have an orgasm that way.” 
 
    I was grunting, lost in the world of sweaty sex and feeling the way a woman feels. 
 
    I felt her pounding me, and I felt myself submitting. Muscles began writhing about, and I submitted. I gave myself up to the wonderful feeling of being penetrated. 
 
    “That’s it, honey. Give it up.” 
 
    And: “You know, Jane is going to want to do this to you.” 
 
    That made me cum. First time and I actually had an orgasm. And it was a big orgasm, overwhelming. I felt my cock jerk and spurt, and semen poured out. I gave a mighty groan and she held still. She reached under me and squeezed my balls. I folded my forearms and put my face to the mattress and just let it happen. 
 
    “Okay, honey, that’s it. That’s it. I love you so much.” 
 
    I mumbled, “I love you more.” 
 
    And I meant it. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    I was 18 when I began working for Jeff Epstine. At first, I didn’t know who I was working for. And when I did learn, I didn’t really know who he was.  
 
    I thought he was just some rich guy who needed a delivery driver. I was making good money, it was easy work, and…but let me tell you how it started. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, Lonnie! How’s it going?” 
 
    Lonnie Barkins was a long time friend. We had gone to school together, fought each other, became friends and fought other kids, and there was much argument as to which one of us, in the yearbook, would be labeled, ‘Least likely to succeed.’ Or maybe ‘Most likely to end up in jail.’ 
 
    “Man, it’s great. Let’s get a drink!” 
 
    We sauntered down 4th avenue, hogging the cement and making people go around us. Hey, it’s that way when you’re 19 and just getting started. Hell, I was a bad boy. The baddest of boys. 
 
    We entered a bar called The Fuck. 
 
    No, that wasn’t the real name. The real name was The Fire Truck, but somebody had taken a slingshot to the ‘ire Tr,’ and what was left was The Fuck. And we usually drew out the space between the F and the uck, so it sounded like The F-u-u-uck! 
 
    Cool, eh? 
 
    Anyway, we sat down at the last booth on the right and some skanky babe asks what we want and Lonnie says, “Gimme some of that Woodford Reserve shit. And give Jimbo here the same. You still like to ruin it with Coke?” 
 
    I nodded and said to the girl, “Coke High.” 
 
    She nodded and took off. 
 
    “So whacha been doin’?” 
 
    Lonnie grins, sits with his back to the wall and his feet out the bench. “Man, I got the sweetest gig.” I work for one of the fat cats. I drive for him. He’s got a damn Rolls Royce. You hear me?” 
 
    We walked for a while, I asked him what kind of a ride an RR was, and he told me how slick it was, and that ball bearings were all made of oak, and all sorts of other stuff. 
 
    Oak ball bearings? Man, what a gas. 
 
    And he asked me how I was doing and I said I was between jobs, which meant I had burgled a house last night, and I intended to burgle a house tonight. 
 
    He laughed, and said, “Why don’t I put in a word with my boss? He was saying he needed a special driver, and I told him I was willing—more money, you know—so maybe my gig will be open. 
 
    So we spent the afternoon sipping that Woodford stuff, and it was fuckin’ good, and then I said good bye and thought I probably wouldn’t see him again. Less we ran into each other like by accident. 
 
    But, shock of shocks, he called me up the very next day. 
 
    “Hey, Jimbo. You want that job we was talking about? Driving a Rolls every once in a while? Good green, dude.” 
 
    And I said, sure. I had a feeling the cops were giving me the once over, maybe thinking about busting my chops, so it behooved me to take a steady job for a while, get back on the down low. 
 
    And the day after that Lonnie picked me up at my crib—in a damned Rolls Royce! Fucker wasn’t kidding—and he drove me  over to Jersey and out to some boat place called Liberty Landing. 
 
    It was a cool place. Breezy with the smell of the ocean, couple of guys ran around with brushes and buckets and cleaned the seagull shit off everything, and off to the side a big, fucking yacht. 
 
    As he drove in I gave it the looksee and said, “Man, now that’s a set of wheels.” 
 
    Lonnie grinned. “That’s where we’re going.” 
 
    Man, knock me over with a feather. But he parked the car in a special reserved place and we sauntered along this wooden walkway right out to the yacht. 
 
    Man, it was big. It was bigger than an 18 wheeler, And it had a couple of scrawny masts, one of which was supposed to be for radio broadcasting or something. We went up this little gangway and stepped onto a deck made of the shiniest, coolest wood I ever seen. There was all these portholes and guys and gals running around in white uniforms. And the place was like a floating church or something. I mean, it was clean! 
 
    Lonnie takes me up to a deck at the rear of the boat, a place called the stern or something. There’s a guy sitting in a lounge chair reading a book. A damned book! And Lonnie motions me to be quiet, and he stands quiet, and waits to be noticed. And the guy noticed him pretty fast. He didn’t make him wait around or anything. 
 
    “Hi, Lonnie. Is this Jimbo?” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” Lonnie motions me to step up and I do. And I’m standing there looking at this guy. He’s dressed in a boating type of suit. White pants, blue blazer, white ballcap. 
 
    He shades his eyes and takes a while to study me, and all the while I’m studying him. 
 
    Thin face, little mustache, pinched eyes.  
 
    But friendly. He didn’t make no mean face at me, like some rich guys do. Or especially some mean guys do. 
 
    “Lonnie says you live just outside the law.” 
 
    I figured that out and said, “Yes, sir.” 
 
    I wanted to lie, but Lonnie said to just play it cool with the guy. 
 
    “Excellent. We like people who’s morals are, shall we say…liquid. You’ll drive the Rolls. Usually a couple of times a week. But once a month the week will get busy. You’ll be on call at all times. If you have any problem, at all, you come here and see me. He handed me a card with a phone number on it. The card said, ‘Myron McMasters.’ And it had his phone number on it. “And if the boat is out call me at this number. But don’t call me unless the boat really is out. Other than that, just open the doors for your passengers, don’t speak unless spoken to, and…that’s it.” 
 
    He turned to Lonnie. “You’ll show him procedures for gas, parking, maintenance and all that, correct?”
“Yes, sir.” 
 
    Myron grinned. He had nice teeth, but they looked sort of sharp. “Okay. Then we’ll see you tonight.” To me: “A pleasure, Jimbo. I’m sure we’ll get along.” 
 
    And that was that. 
 
    Man, I wish every job was that easy to score. 
 
    And, as the days and weeks passed, I wished every job was that easy. 
 
    I made sure the car was gassed, I took it in for maintenance once a month. I washed and cleaned it every day and waxed it once a month. I had a cell phone and I was instructed to use it only for company business. Which was fine, they were paying me enough I could afford a dozen cell phones. Once I had a flat tire. I was instructed to call a tow and Ubered home. They gave me a $100 bonus for following instructions on that one. Can you dig it? 
 
    I mostly delivered people to the boat. Once a month I had a flurry of calls, and I drove like crazy, and nobody cared that they all shoved into the Rolls. 
 
    And the people I delivered: rich, fancy, powerful and a range of polite. By that I mean I was either ignored, treated like dirt, or patted on the back like an old friend. 
 
    I had instructions to report anybody who treated me like dirt, so I did. They treated me nice after that, if I ever saw them again, and a couple of them even apologized to me. And one gave me another $100. Zowie! 
 
    The only guy who made use of the Rolls on a more regular basis was this blonde guy with a big jaw. He dressed sort of regular mostly, but once or twice a week he would wear a tux. And he was always with sweet, young girls. Real young girls. Girls too young to be out with an older guy like him. 
 
    But, hey. I’ve got liquid morals, right? 
 
    So life was cool, I was racking up the bucks, and I even went to Myron and asked him what was the best way to save money. 
 
    Myron was always cool to me. He sent me to a broker guy and I wound up with something called a portfolio. Not bad for a guy who ditched the last year of high school. 
 
    And, for the first year I saw Lonnie a couple of times a week. We’d high five and jive in passing, and a couple of times we went out for drinks. 
 
    But after a year I got a call. “Jimbo, come see me.” 
 
    I said yes and got out of bed and brushed my teeth and beat feet for the dock. 
 
    Myron was sitting in his chair reading some sort of financial column. I stood and waited to be noticed, and he sighed at the newspaper a couple of times, but noticed me within a half a minute. 
 
    “Have a seat, Jimbo.” 
 
    Now that was new. He’d joke with me, and he’d stand up and walk a bit while he talked to me, but he never invited me to sit down. 
 
    I sat, perched on the edge of the lounge chair. 
 
    He chuckled, “Oh, relax.” 
 
    I sat back and a guy in a white suit appeared and handed me a bourbon. Hey, I didn’t even know he knew I liked bourbon. And it was good stuff, better than that Woodford Reserve stuff even. 
 
    “Jimbo, you’ve been with us for a year. Any complaints?” 
 
    “No, sir.” 
 
    “Excellent. We’ve been happy with you, too. Now, Lonnie has moved on…would you like to fill his position?” 
 
    I didn’t even hesitate. “Yes, sir.” 
 
    “Excellent. It will still be driving. But the trips will longer. No more of the putting up with the stiffs in town.” He laughed, and I chuckled because it sounded like I was supposed. 
 
    He told me how much money I was going to be making and I gulped. I was putting the bucks away, and now I was going to be putting a lot of bucks away! 
 
    So I entered the second tier of wage earners, but it was a weird job, and I thought about quitting it. Yeah, in spite of all the bread, and even though my morals were liquid, I thought about going back to burglary. 
 
    What stopped me? The paychecks were amazing. I figured if I could work for just a year or two I’d be set for life. 
 
    The job was simple. I was called, and I either picked up a. limo and drove people around town, and once a month I picked up a truck at a yard. The truck was the same one every time, and, let me tell you, it was a doozy of a truck. It was just a truck in the front, bouncy shocks and an engine. 
 
    The back, though, was 8 beds. They were in racks, four to a side, and they all had handcuffs hanging off the side bars. 
 
    Well, I knew what that was for, and I didn’t like it. I’m liquid, but not that liquid. 
 
    But, hey…a year and I could quit. 
 
    My first ride I went to a warehouse just off of Hell’s kitchen. I backed up to a dock and the one guy, blonde with a square jaw, met me. “Pick up some coffee and a dozen donuts. He handed me a hundred and winked. “Keep the change.” 
 
    Zowie! So I picked up the order and brought it back, and when I got back the truck was loaded. I never seen any of the people who got in. I never heard any yells or screams for help. I figured, I hoped, that the handcuffs were just for decoration. 
 
    The blonde guy took the donuts into the back, then came up to ride with me with a big bearclaw in his hand. “Let’s go, Jimbo,” he grinned. 
 
    I put the truck in gear and I headed out. “Where to?” 
 
    “Liberty Landing.” 
 
    I turned a few corners and headed for Jersey. 
 
    “Don’t break any laws, Jimbo. Say, you ever thought of higher education?” 
 
    That made me blink. Ain’t nobody ever asked me something like that. 
 
    For the next half hour he told me how education made a better man. He was pretty cool, for a trafficker. And I asked him if there was a name I should call him by, or not was fine with me. 
 
    He grinned and actually held out his hand. “Jeff. Call me Jeff.” 
 
    And that was how I met my real boss. He’s bouncing along, riding shotgun in a truck that (I presumed) was filled with young girls, eating a donut and talking like a regular guy. 
 
    That first time I just sat in the truck while they unloaded the girls. 
 
    Oh, I could see them plain as day. Really good looking women, with nice boobs, good bodies, and looking drunker than my aunt. 
 
    Guys just came down to the truck, we were parked next to the gang way, and took up the girls, one by one. It didn’t take long, and the girls were taken below decks on the ship and then the ship sailed. 
 
    Before it left Jeff came down and gave me a thousand dollar bill. Yeah! A fucking thousand dollar bill! And the advice, laughingly given, not to spend it all in one place. 
 
    Man, I was his boy from then on. I’d tote a thousand unwilling girls for him if he wanted. 
 
    Of course, I never really saw them as unwilling. Just drunk. Or drugged. Staggering. And sometimes one would say something like, “I wanna go home.” But they slurred their speech and they were whisked up the gangway like real quick, and that was that. 
 
    Anyway, I was living the good life. I was driving regular, with an occasional trip up to Canada, usually to take somebody named Gee home. She had some sort of a spread, deep in the Canadian woods, and she liked it there. 
 
    Hey, it was a fun drive, and sometimes I’d drive a regular car—I mean fancy, but regular—and she’d even talk to me. Like Jeff, she was happy and cheerful. 
 
    After a while I began helping take the girls up the gangway. There was one girl, she staggered off the back of the truck and started walking away and I just linked arms with her and steered her back. 
 
    “Please,” she said. “Please.” She wasn’t all that frightened though, and I wanted to make sure that I kept my job. I think, thinking back on it, that she might have been a set up, a girl set loose just to see what I would do. 
 
    So I started helping walk the girls to the ship, and then, a couple of months later, I started helping load the girls onto the truck. 
 
    Hey. It was that or go get donuts and stand around. And I figured if I put out a little extra then I would get a little extra. Extra bread, that is. 
 
    And life went on, fine and dandy, sweet as candy, and I was happy and makin’ the bucks. 
 
    Until the day Lonnie showed up. 
 
    I had just pulled up to the dock and hopped out of the truck. The rolling door went up and a girl popped out and started running. 
 
    Man, I grabbed that bitch quick, just grabbed her by her cheap fake and fuzzy fur coat and wheeled her around. 
 
    “Come on, sister,” I says. 
 
    And she freezes, stares at me, and says, “Jimbo?” 
 
    My fuckin’ heart about dropped into my shoes. My jaw opened. 
 
    The girl was Lonnie’s height. She was skinnier than Lonny, but had big boobs. Those really big, fake boobs that stand up high and never bounce. 
 
    But she had a girl’s version of Lonnie’s face. The check bones were softer, the nose had been straightened but, but was still small. It was the eyes, though, that got to me. Lonnie was one of those weird guys that had different colored eyes. One brown and one blue. And this girl had the exact same eyes.. 
 
    “Jimbo…get me out of here.” 
 
    The fuck! I stood and stared, and held her. 
 
    “Let’s go Jimbo!” called Jeff from the back of the truck. 
 
    “Please…they…they…” 
 
    Yet she was drugged. Or should I say ‘he’ was drugged? 
 
    Yet, it wasn’t Lonnie. 
 
    I heard footsteps, and knew I better move it. 
 
    I swung the girl around and made her walk towards the boat. She staggered, and it felt like she didn’t know how to walk in heels. 
 
    “You okay?” asked Jeff. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    But he had seen it in my eyes. Something was wrong. Something was making me think. 
 
    “I put the girl up the gangway, she was taken off my hands, and that was it. Or so I thought. 
 
    That girl had looked like Lonnie’s twin sister. And she had asked me for help. 
 
    Hey, Lonnie and I weren’t best buds, but we were okay. He had turned me on to this job and I was making money, so I couldn’t not think about him. Or her. And here I made a mistake. A big one. 
 
    If I had just forgotten about it, or even just not talked about it, I probably would have been fine. But I couldn’t let it go, and I started looking around on the internet. 
 
    I’m not real savvy on the internet. I mean, I use it to look at porn, mostly, and i bought a couple of books by some babe named Grace Mansfield, but now I started googling things like ‘can a man be made into a woman.’ 
 
    I mean, I knew they could, but…but I wanted to know more. 
 
    I read about hormones and surgeries. I saw pictures of girls that you would never, in a million fucking years, believe were originally guys. 
 
    Even porn was loaded with them, now that I knew where to look. 
 
    But the transgender people I was reading about wanted the hormones and the surgeries. I even eavesdropped on a couple of chat rooms. Throat shaving, implants, butt implants, lip surgery…there was a huge industry designed solely for the purpose of making guys into girls. 
 
    I started staring at people when I was walking down the street. 
 
    Was that guy going to be a girl some day? 
 
    Was that girl once a guy?” 
 
    I tell ya, it was weird And it made me a little nervous meeting girls. I mean, you could never be sure if you were talking to a girl or a guy. 
 
    So I was getting an education, but I was also being checked on. 
 
    Later, I would find out that Jeff had had my internet checked on. 
 
    And, I was followed, and wire tapped, and everything. 
 
    Oh, I never knew a thing, these guys are slick, but…I was on a short leash. 
 
    And I noticed that Myron became more careful when he was talking to me. Nothing obvious, just a hesitation here, a subtle shift of the eyes there, he was watching me. 
 
    On a Friday night I was doing a run. I hit the warehouse, picked up a bunch of girls, and was about to hop into the truck when Jeff came up to me. 
 
    “Hey, Jimbo.” 
 
    I turned, “Yeah?” 
 
    “I was going to ask you—“ 
 
    Somebody pushed me o the side and somebody else shoved a needle into my neck. Next thing I know I’m laying on the ground. The world is happening, but I’m just watching it. I can’t move. I can’t object. It was hard to even wonder what had happened. 
 
    “Into the warehouse,” Jeff commanded. 
 
    The two guys picked me up, draped my arms over their shoulders, and walked me back to the warehouse. They dragged me up a three step ladder to the dock, and through the big, rolling door. 
 
    I had never been back there. I had worked for almost two years doing the runs, but I had never seen past a simple, large room with a bunch of chairs in it. 
 
    They took me to the back door and into a long hallway. At the end of the hallway was a u turn and a flight of steps. 
 
    I was out of it. My feet were dragging as much as they were stepping, and I watched dirty walls slide by. 
 
    A long hallway, and there were ten doors. Five on a side. 
 
    The first door on the right was an office. Looked more like a hang out place, a long couch and a big screen. A refrigerator and a trash can filled with empty beer bottles. 
 
    I glanced to the left and saw a door. Never did find out what was in there. 
 
    The third door, on the right, was closed, but I could see through a little window…nothing. 
 
    The fourth door, on the left was open and somebody was cleaning it. There was a padded table, a bunch of medical machines, and a guy in a white smock filling out some paperwork on a clipboard. 
 
    The fifth and sixth doors were closed. 
 
    The seven and eighth doors likewise. 
 
    The ninth door was closed, but they opened the tenth door, on the left, and dragged me in. 
 
    There was one of those padded table things, and some cabinets that looked like they held medicine. 
 
    “Come on, sweetheart. Help us out.” 
 
    I was lifted, and found myself trying to comply with the suggestion that I ‘help out.’ 
 
    On the table I lay on my back and stared up at a big, round light. A really bright light, and wondered what the hell was going on. 
 
    Straps were put over me. Leather straps with padding. They held my body down, my arms and my legs.  
 
    The guys who had toted me up here left. They left the door open, and I could see it by tilting my head back a little. 
 
    I listened to their feet clomping away. Work boots. 
 
    Five minutes passed, or a day, time was sort of messed up in my head. 
 
    I heard feet coming. Not a clomp clomp, but a tap tap. Not a women’s high heels click click, but a guy in hard shoes. Tap tap. 
 
    I could see the top of his head by tilting my eyes back. It was bald. Shiny. I glimpsed his face, square. Glasses. 
 
    He walked around the table, was out of my sight for a moment, then he was leaning over me. He was breathing on me, and he lifted my eye lids and looked into them with an eye scope. 
 
    “Hey,” I sort of breathed out. My voice wasn’t working too well, and my word was slurred, but he ignored it anyway. 
 
    He looked in my ears. He said, “Open your mouth and say ahh!” 
 
    Happy, though there was something that was telling me I shouldn’t be, I opened my mouth. 
 
    Ahhh…haaaa…haaaa.” 
 
    He smiled at my humor. 
 
    He took out a knife and began cutting my clothes off my body. 
 
    Snip, snip, and I felt cool air where once had been cotton. 
 
    Shirt gone, pants gone, and he took a moment to handle my junk. 
 
    “Hee-e-ey, I wheezed. 
 
    He ignored me some more. 
 
    Somebody else came into the room and the doctor guy said, “Get his shoes off. I need some measurements.” 
 
    Somebody started taking my shoes off. then I hear the click click in the hallway. A woman was coming. 
 
    Oddly, I wanted to put my clothes on. Embarrassed? Me? Weird. 
 
    Gee walked into the room. She looked down into my face. 
 
    “Hi-i-i…” 
 
    “Hello, Jimbo.” Her voice was quick, or maybe it was the drugs that were making me slow. 
 
    She turned to the doctor. “Okay?” 
 
    “Perfect. Give me a week.” 
 
    “Excellent.” She left. 
 
    The doctor held up a scalpel. He peered down at me. “It’s always comforting to know what is happening. So I’m going to remove your lower ribs. You’ll have a nice tight waist. We’re going to shave your Adam’s apple, give you a whole ton of hormones, and, oh, yes. Big boobs. Men like women with big boobs. Were you a big boob man?” 
 
    I tried to say something but he just patted my arm. 
 
    “Well, don’t worry, you’ll have some very big boobs when we get done.” To his helper, “Are you ready?” 
 
    “Yes, doctor.” 
 
    The doctor moved a big, plastic cup thing over my face. “Nighty night, see you in a week.” The cup lowered and the world faded away. 
 
      
 
    I often wonder why we can’t be awake while we’re asleep. I mean, just because the body is snoring away…why can’t our eyes be open, and our body be capable of more than just a hard on. Right?” 
 
    But, that aside, I slept the week away. I didn’t have dreams. The drugs they gave me were too good for that.  
 
    I became aware that I was lying on a table. I became aware it was the same table I had gone to sleep on. 
 
    I remember the doctor as if he was a dream. It actually made me laugh, and I had the thought that I must have drank too much. then I thought I better get up and check my cell phone. I didn’t want to miss any of those runs. 
 
    Heck, this was a sweet gig, and I needed to…now that was funny, I couldn’t move. 
 
    Why couldn’t I move? I had straps on my body, holding me down, like in a dream I had once had. 
 
    I was blinking, and wondering if maybe it wasn’t a dream. 
 
    “He’s coming out of it.” 
 
    The doctor looked down at me. He lifted my lids and used the eye scope thing again. 
 
    “Good morning, Jamie.” 
 
    “Jim…Jim…” My voice was hoarse, felt like there was a hairy turd down it. 
 
    “Don’t try to talk. Get her some water.” 
 
    “Wa…wa…” I felt so funny. My body felt weird. I felt like I was going to cry. 
 
    A straw was pushed between my lips, and my lips even felt funny. They felt puffy and fat. 
 
    “Take it easy now. We’re just waiting for the anesthetic to wear off. We’ll put you on some other drugs then, and you’ll be quite happy.” 
 
    I swallowed, and the turd in my throat lost its hair, but I was still feeling really weird in the throat. “I…” My eyes flew open. Drugs were wearing off, and my voice was high pitched! Like a girl’s!” 
 
    “Please don’t struggle. You could injure yourself.” 
 
    “What…what is…” My voice! 
 
    “There, there. It’s okay. You’ve just had a little operation. But you’re fine. Everything is fine.” 
 
    “What did you do to me?” My voice was feminine, and every word I spoke brought horror to my senses. 
 
    “We shaved your Adam’s apple and feminized your voice. You’ll get used to it But you shouldn’t speak right now. You are still in the healing stage.” 
 
    “But…why?” 
 
    “Because you are more useful to the organization as a woman than a man.” 
 
    That shut me the hell up. 
 
    More useful? To who? I liked being a man! 
 
    The doctor went to the door, left, and there was only some faceless assistant lurking about. 
 
    I listened to the clomps away, and within seconds the clomps away became clomps towards, accompanied by some high heel clicking. 
 
    Gee came into the room and looked down at me. 
 
    “Hi, Jamie, how are you feeing. Jut nod yes or no.” 
 
    “What…what…” 
 
    Gee’s face went away. I heard her say, “Excellent, Doc. Go ahead and put her under. 
 
    This time he didn’t put a big plastic cup over my face. This time he held up a syringe and squirted it into the air. 
 
    Without a smile he pushed it into my arm. 
 
    “Hey…hey…Please don’t…don…do…uhhh.” 
 
    I didn’t go completely out. I just lost the initiative to move. 
 
    I think I could have moved, but I didn’t want to. I just wanted to float on that big cotton candy cloud and watch the world go by. 
 
    I lay there and time passed in the most delightful way. 
 
    I was high, and…what’s wrong with that, eh?

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART Two 
 
      
 
    There’s an old saying somewhere, a question, really. Are you a butterfly dreaming that you’re a man? Or a man dreaming that you’re a butterfly? 
 
    Or something like that. 
 
    I know. Weird, eh? 
 
    But that’s what life was like. I knew I was on drugs, but I didn’t care. The drugs made me not care. 
 
    I was untied and led out of the room. I was a little dizzy, but not too bad, and the dizziness went away pretty fast. 
 
    I was led down the hallway, and realized that it was Gee that was leading me. She wasn’t picking on me, or bullying me, she was just saying, ‘this way,’ or, ‘that way.’ And I did what she said. 
 
    It was like I didn’t have much in the way of thought. I could observe what was happening to me, but I couldn’t resist. All I wanted to do was go along with Gee. 
 
    She was like the ram and I was just a stupid sheep, yet she acted just like a regular woman. 
 
    I went up some stairs, and I realized that all I was wearing was a white robe. And I looked down at one point, something was bouncing on my chest, and I saw breasts. 
 
    Tits. 
 
    Boobs. 
 
    I had them. 
 
    But not even that alarmed me. I just wanted to go along. I felt so golden and happy. Whatever that shot was…it really fucking worked. I was as high as a kite but with no bad effects. 
 
    We walked down a short hallway and into a large room. There was a keypad next to the door and Gee pressed a sequence of numbers to make the door open. I had no idea what she had pressed, and she motioned me to go into the room. 
 
    It was a big room probably 80 by 80, and it had modern lighting and was real bright. 
 
    On one side of the room was a row of beds. Eight of them. They were nicely made up with pink sheets and fluffy pillows and each one of them had a big stuffed animal on it. There was a bear, an elephant, a hippo, and five other animals. It was only because I was assigned a big panda bear that I could remember which bed was mine. 
 
    On the other side of the room were a bunch of couches and a really big big screen TV. 
 
    At the far wall were eight vanity tables. At various spaces on the front wall were racks of clothes. All sorts of clothes Night gowns, underwear, everything. 
 
    Gee said, “Jamie, go watch TV.” 
 
    So I did. What else was I going to do? Heck, she had said what to do, and it was like that was the only thing in my mind. So I did it. 
 
    I sat on a couch and watched TV. 
 
    It was a program about make up. It explained how to clean the face, then how to prime it. Then foundation. And on and on through 13 individual steps. And it was really thorough. It included what kinds of make ups there were, how to apply them, what kind of brushes to use. When to use sponges or fingers, and on and on. 
 
    The program lasted a long time, but it was really interesting. I mean, I didn’t have anything to do, and it just kept going on, and…and I watched. 
 
    Gee had told me to, right? 
 
    Somewhere in there a girl came in and sat down next to me. She was naked, like me, and she had big tits, like me, and she looked really confused, but…but she must have been told to watch TV. Like me. 
 
    We watched, and then the TV went off and we just sat there. 
 
    “Girls!” It was Gee. “Suppertime.” 
 
    The girl and I stood up, looked at each other, then went to the door where Gee was standing. We walked out the door, ten feet down the hallway, and into another room. This one was set up like a kitchen, and we each got a tray with a salad on it. And a lot of pills. And a big, delicious strawberry shake. 
 
    I didn’t know I was hungry, the TV hadn’t told me that, but I really wanted to drink that milkshake. 
 
    We were directed to a bunch of couches that were facing another big TV screen, and we sat down and nibbled at our salads, took our pills, and drank our milkshakes. 
 
    This TV was talking about clothes. How to put on a bra, how to size a bra, how to put on a corset, how to tighten a corset, how to size high heels, how to put on nylons, everything. Everything I could ever want to learn about female clothing, it was on the TV. 
 
    After dinner we went back to the room and sat down and watched some more TV. And another girl was there. 
 
    That was good. I had friends. We didn’t talk. We just sort of looked at each other, and…and at least I wasn’t alone. 
 
    The make up show was shown again and again. 
 
    And, finally, Gee took me to a bed, the Panda bed, and I was told to get under the covers and stay there until Gee called me a gain. 
 
    Shortly the other two girls were in beds. One had a pink Teddy and one had a brown elephant. We all lay there, silent, and waiting, and the lights went out. 
 
      
 
    Sometimes I wonder why I can’t be awake while I’m sleeping. Why can’t I be awake? Thinking about algebra, or physics, or why I didn’t have a penis anymore. 
 
    In the middle of the night I woke myself up. Crying for my lost penis. But nobody cared, and the other girls were sleeping, and then I saw the door open and a man carried a girl in and put her in the hippo bed. 
 
    Good, I had another friend. I needed friends. It was so lonely without my penis. 
 
    I used to be able to play with my penis. I could stroke it until everything turned white and it spit out semen. I wondered where my penis had gone. 
 
    I slept. 
 
      
 
    The lights were on, bright, and I woke up and sat up. I was aware that my tits were sticking out. They were beautiful tits, big, with erect nipples on them. They looked like the nipples I used to have as a man, but they were bigger, and more erecter, if that makes sense. 
 
    “Let’s go, girls!” Gee strode through the room clapping her hands. “Exercise time!” 
 
    We all got up and stood there, confused. 
 
    There were five of us now. Another girl must have come in during the night. 
 
    Gee gathered us on a big mat in the center of the room and we began doing yoga. 
 
    I was stiff, all of us were, but I sort of knew that that was because under this girl’s body I had a male musculature, male fat, male bones and ligaments and stuff. And it would eventually all go away, but that would take a little time. 
 
    Still, I was having fun. Compared to watching TV all day, which I knew somebody had told me to enjoy. 
 
    We went through downward dog, and upward dog. We did something called ‘Cow’s lips,’ and all sorts of other poses. 
 
    After an hour we were told to go eat. More salads, and pills, a shake, and a hard boiled egg with a bit of salt. And the movie was a yoga movie. All the things we had just done were being done on the screen, and we all learned the right ways to move into a posture, the right angles to hold. 
 
    Another girl joined us. Six. Then another. Seven. 
 
    I knew there would be eight. There were eight beds, and they went eight to a truck, so there would be eight girls. Had to be. 
 
    We returned to the big room and started watching TV. 
 
    Make up. The same one. We would watch it again and again, and when we were finally told to put make up on we knew all the steps, what brush to use, what color to use, how to do everything to make our faces pretty. 
 
    Lunch. A delicious salad and a shake and a little square sandwich with the crust cut off. 
 
    More TV. 
 
    As the week progressed the rhythm was easy to fall into. We were on drugs, and we knew it, but the drugs said not to be alarmed about anything, and we just went along with whoever was giving us commands. 
 
    And the make up show started showing less and less, and other programs made their appearance. We learned how to behave at a big dinner. We learned about manners. We were impressed by how men were always right and we were lucky to be women. 
 
    ‘Not everybody can be a woman,’ one TV program said, and the hierarchy for the human race was presented. 
 
    White men are on the bottom, then asians, then blacks. After that women were superior, and white women were on the bottom. That made me sad because I was a white woman. Still, at least I wasn’t a man. 
 
    Then there were Asian women and black women. 
 
    And other races were sprinkled about, with explanations as to why one individual might be superior to another. 
 
    It was very interesting, once you got past the sad part. 
 
    And all of us were sad, because we were all white women. 
 
    The most important part of that training was that people with money were always better than us, and we should always be respectful and do things for them. Open the door, get back in line, give them our money. 
 
    It was at that point that I realized that some of the girls were unhappy. They had been smiling in the beginning—there were eight of us by now, and I wasn’t sure how that had happened—but now they were mostly frowning. 
 
    And I realized that I was unhappy. But I wasn’t sure why. 
 
    Maybe it was because I had been a boy once, and now I wasn’t. Or maybe it was because I couldn't be awake while I was sleeping. Or maybe it was the sex lessons we were learning. Or maybe it was something else entirely. 
 
    One night, about three weeks in, I awoke. Somebody was getting into my bed with me. 
 
    Thus far we girls all knew each other. We didn’t know much, maybe a name or two, but we recognized faces and we always smiled because in a world of TV programs we were friends. 
 
    “What?” I whispered. 
 
    It was the stuffed elephant girl. She crawled in and hugged me and started crying. And, I don’t know why, I started crying. We cried, and hugged each other. Then the tears faded and we were just…alone. With each other. 
 
    Timidly, she reached up and pulled my face to her and kissed me. 
 
    I knew she was a man under the girl’s body. But I also knew that I was a girl over a man’s body. And we were friends. We were the only friends we had, and what do friends do? 
 
    I lowered my hand and felt her breast, and she moaned. Her tits were big, like mine, and extra sensitive, as were mine. 
 
    She put her hand between my legs. 
 
    No. I had no cock. Not anymore. 
 
    But I did had a slit, and I had never explored it. I was just so busy following commands that I hadn’t, but now I was, through her hands. 
 
    I felt her hand clutching my pubes, and I felt my snatch getting moist and slick. I lowered my head and kissed her nipples, sucked on them, they were big and nice. 
 
    Then she was even lower, actually kissing my pussy. Oh! It felt wonderful! It felt like liquid fireworks between my legs. 
 
    She spun all the way around and we ate each out. I remembered eating girls out as a man, but now I was watching sex programs on the proper way to give head, to blow dicks, to cause as much sexual excitement as I could. 
 
    It wasn’t long until I began to cum. I moaned and groaned and thrust my pussy into her mouth, and, contact high, she began to cum. And cum and cum. 
 
    After several cums, finally exhausted, we held each other and went to sleep. 
 
    The next day Gee didn’t say anything about finding the elephant girl in my bed. She just smiled and continued with business. 
 
    Yoga. Breakfast. Putting on make up. Trying on dresses. Classes on how to walk in high heels. The proper care for long hair…everything connected to being female…we learned it. 
 
    We even had a big class devoted to learning how to speak without any slang or accent! 
 
    Past that point we were frequently in each other’s bed. Sometimes we got in each other’s bed before the lights even went off. And we loved each other. And we learned names, but we preferred our stuffed animal labels. 
 
     
 
    Sometimes I wish I could be awake while I was asleep. And, in a way I was. Or maybe I was asleep while I was awake. Hard to figure out what this means. 
 
    One night we were told to stay in our own beds, and a couple of hours after going to sleep we all felt somebody sliding under the covers with us. 
 
    We smiled. We loved our friends. But it wasn’t our friends. It was men. We didn’t scream because we had drugs, and drugs don’t let you scream. Drugs just make you happy to go along with the program. 
 
    The man in my bed, I never saw his face, touched me gently. He lay on his side, and he made me lay on my side, facing him. He kissed me, and kissing a man was different than kissing a woman. 
 
    I would have preferred kissing a woman, but a man was okay. He was sort of forceful and pushy, but then that’s how men are. They are the pursuers, and I am one of the pursued. 
 
    After kissing me for a while he sucked on my nipples and felt my breasts. I did what they told me in the TV program, and it was easy. When to moan, when to place your hand on his penis. How to suck. 
 
    The odd thing was that I was a man in a woman’s body, but it didn’t matter. But I think that was just the drugs. 
 
    Finally, moving very gently, he separate my thighs and crawled between them. He held my legs apart with his knees and he scooted further in, until his penis was actually touching my hole. 
 
    Somewhere in my mind I remembered doing the same thing to women, but that had been a long time ago, before time got all messed up and I started being awake in dreams. 
 
    He pushed forward and I gasped. I felt his large dick forcing its way into me. I felt veins, and the head, then his balls slapping me in the ass. 
 
    And I remembered the TV program. 
 
    “Ummm,” I moaned. “You’re big!” 
 
    I could feel him smiling as he lay on me, pumped into me. One hand was supporting himself, and the other was feeling my breasts, and he was kissing me. 
 
    Oh, it made me hot. I felt like my hole was on fire. I felt like I was complete. 
 
    Sometimes I wonder if I was really complete, or if that was just the TV telling me I was. 
 
    He came in me. I could feel him. I could feel his cock spurting fluid into me, and it was wonderful. I think. Or maybe that was just me dreaming I was awake. 
 
    The training intensified once we had been broken in. The TV showed us endless hours of porn. Sometimes real porn, but usually interspersed with instructions. 
 
    How to accomplish different positions. What signs to look for before choosing a position, and so on. 
 
      
 
    Sometimes I wonder if I will ever be awake. 
 
    They were using less drugs on us. We had learned our lessons, and there was no possibility that the man in us would resist the women that we had become. 
 
    I was programmed. I did what I was told not so much because of the drugs, but because I was supposed to. 
 
    Late one night we were told to make ourselves up and put on our favorite clothes from the racks. 
 
    We liked doing this, and within an hour we were all dressed and giggling and wondering what was going to happen. 
 
    What was going to happen was that we walked down the stairs and out to the dock. The door rolled up and there was my truck. 
 
    Some of the girls were real. unhappy now, because they wanted to stay and watch TV and go to bed with each other and whatever man the night happened to bring. 
 
    I was sort of ambivalent. But then I knew we were going to the boat. And we did. 
 
      
 
    The back door of the truck rolled up and a nice man came and undid our cuffs and pushed us toward the door. One by one we were helped out of the truck and escorted up the gangway. 
 
    Oh, some of the girls cried, but…I simply wondered where the ocean would lead us. 
 
    It lead us to a small room in the bottom of the boat, and we were told to be quiet. 
 
    For the most part we were. We just talked amongst ourselves, and waited, and a couple of days passed. 
 
    We could feel the drugs wearing off, and some of the girls cried. I think they missed their penises. But I had already gone through that. I just waited. 
 
      
 
    Finally, the door was open and Gee was there. We all crowded around her and smiled and kissed her, and she led us up to the deck. 
 
    We were at a dock, and the weather was different. 
 
    We had left New Jersey, but this was warmer, and tropical. 
 
    “Are we in Mexico?” asked one of the girls. 
 
    “We’re in Epstineland. Come along now. Down to the dock.” 
 
    We filed down the gangway, and the captain of the ship came to the rail and looked down on us. He had a funny smile on his face, like somebody had just told him something moderately funny. 
 
    We walked along the dock, then up some cement stairs to a large house. I should say ‘houses.’ The island was a series of connected structures, a pretty white and blue for the most part, and everything was super clean. Boys in white uniforms worked everywhere, cleaning buildings, landscaping, taking care of the 75 acres of Epstine Island. 
 
    We were shone to a big building in the center of the island and told to take seats. We perched on couches and in chairs and looked out an open wall at a million miles of clear, blue ocean. It wasn’t long before Jeff walked in. 
 
    Jeffrey Epstine! I jumped up and yelled, “Jeff!” 
 
    He looked at me and grinned, then came over and gave me a hug. He asked, “How’s it going Jim…Jaime?” 
 
    “Oh, it’s wonderful! And everything is so pretty here!” 
 
    “Excellent. Maybe I’ll talk to you later. Let me welcome the girls.”               
 
    He walked to the head of the room and faced us. 
 
    “Girls! This is a party island! Are you ready to have a good time?” 
 
    There were mixed responses, some were and some were confused, but Jeff went right on. 
 
    “Now, girls, the people you will meet on this island are very rich and very important.” 
 
    We oohed and aahed because the TV had told us how important rich people were. 
 
    “Now, we don’t tell them that you were once men. We save that for a surprise later on.” He chuckled and said, “So don’t tell them, don’t ruin the surprise.” He grinned and put a finger to his lips. 
 
    We all nodded and and took his words seriously. 
 
    “So, are you ready to party?” 
 
    We cheered, and even the less than happy of us perked up. Jeff steppe back and Gee brought in a line of men of men and women. Some of them were already being escorted by women who had come to the island in the past. Some of them had nobody, and they sought us out. 
 
    We could tell, by their satisfied smiles that they were rich, and we were properly impressed. 
 
    The party commenced, and I will always remember that night. 
 
    Oh, the people I met. Bill Clinton, Kevin Spacey, Prince Andrew, Bill Gates. Actors and politicians. Leaders of industry and giant tech companies. It was amazing. 
 
    If course, the TV program had told me how to behave, and I never asked important questions. I simply asked if I could get them drinks, danced with them, and…waited to be picked. 
 
    To be picked. 
 
    Ah, yes. 
 
    If you were picked you got to have a private party with one of the important people, and this often meant extra money. Sometimes they would drop a thousand bucks on you, sometimes, if Jeff heard good things, he would drop a few hundred on you. 
 
    The first time I was picked it was by a Baron and a very rich man. I’m not kidding! I tootled up to them and asked if they wanted drinks, and the Baron, who had a name that had been famous for hundreds of years and rhymes with shotwild, grabbed my wrist and said, “I know something better than whiskey!” 
 
    I giggled, as I had been taught. And the other man, whose name rhymes with clockaseller, grabbed my other hand. “I saw her first!” 
 
    They argued then, and the Baron slapped my ass with his hand at one point, and the other man reached into his pants and adjusted his cock. 
 
    Finally, I said, “Let’s have a contest!” 
 
    They liked that, and they stood up and escorted me across the island, one on each side of me, holding my arms and leaning to speak into my ear. 
 
    “”Baby, I’m going to show you a white man’s dick.” 
 
    I giggled. I had been told there were going to be racists at the party, so I wasn’t surprised. 
 
    The Baron leaned in and whispered, “He’s a midget. Now I’ve got the cock of the ages.” 
 
    We entered a small cabana, open on one side, and there was a big bed in it. Like real big. I didn’t know they made ten foot beds, but it was that big. 
 
    I didn’t waste time, I was getting horny, so I stripped off my clothes and hefted my tits with my hands. 
 
    “Hurry up, slowpokes!” 
 
    They hurried. They stripped off their clothes, and a funnier sight I have never seen. 
 
    The Baron had spindle legs and a skinny, little cock. The other man had a fat, little chub, and it didn’t want to get hard! 
 
    The Baron grabbed me and threw me on the bed. 
 
    I laughed and spun around and grabbed the chub and pulled it to my mouth. 
 
    The Baron scrambled across the bed and pointed his cock into my hole.In a second he was pushed in. No real foreplay, just lust and zowie, and he was in. 
 
    They fucked me, and they weren’t really coordinated. Of course that was my first time, and I didn’t know how to make horny men work together to give me pleasure. So one jabbed his skinny cock into my pussy, and I sucked on the other one’s limp rag like it was big. 
 
    Oh, it was good. And not just for me. I had been trained, so I pulled out my tricks and brought the chub up to its full size. Which was short and stocky, but adequate. 
 
    As for the Baron, it didn’t matter. He was huffing and puffing and driving into me like tomorrow would never come. 
 
    Hey, skinny dick or fat, short or long, a pussy has nerves and delivers sensations. In a short while I was groaning around a mouthful of stubby cock, and my juices were squirting out around a skinny cock. 
 
    For long minutes they pumped me, and that was good. I didn’t want to have to deal with a premature ejaculators. And I was too find out, as time went on, that there were a lot of premature ejaculators on Epstine’s island, and there were a lot of guys who just couldn’t get it up. 
 
    And I got so good that when somebody was having a problem getting one of the rich guys up they would call me. 
 
    Isn’t that funny? I had barely got out of high school. I had liquid morals and no problem with bonking some guy on the head, or holding up a liquor store, but my real talent was in being a pussy. A real pussy. 
 
    Anyway, after a while I got the Baron and the other guy to cum, and I think that by that time they had sobered up enough to realize that they should be circumspect about who they got in a fucking contest with. But first the Baron came in my pussy. Loaded me up with thin liquid, and I was glad I had taken the other guy in my mouth. His sperm was’t slimy, like so many of the guys on the islands were. 
 
    So I gobbled down his load, went ‘Yummy!’ then wiped my mouth and my pussy clean and prepared to go back to the party. Before I could leave, however, the Baron said, “Wait a minute! Who won?” 
 
    Now I was stuck. If there’s a winner, then there has to be a loser, and I was going to make one of them happy, and get a tip, and the other one would tell Jeff I was a cunt. 
 
    Oh, crap! 
 
    The other guy sat up, “Yeah! Who’s the better fucker?” 
 
    I sauntered back to the bed and put my hands on my hips, and I said the only thing I could. “Honey, there’s only one winner here…” 
 
    They waited, actually leaned forward. 
 
    “And that’s me!” And I sauntered out of the room while they laughed in delight. 
 
    Wow. Did I skate on that one. 
 
    Back in the main house the party went on, and it was getting wilder and wilder. Alcohol was pouring like Viagra Falls…uh, Niagra Falls…and clothes were flying off all over the place. 
 
    I got in twosomes and threesomes. I fucked some of my girlfriends, because the elites wanted me to. I did the dog with Jeff on one end and Gee on the other. Gee used a giant strap on, and it fair took my breath away. I was fucked in all holes and had a merry time of it. And the party went on and on and on. Tell the truth, I just sort of lost track of time, and the number of important people that boffed me, and woke up the next day. 
 
    I didn’t pass out from drink…I passed out from partying! Now that’s a party. 
 
      
 
    Sometimes I wish I would never wake up. 
 
    The next two years were a party a month. Once a month Jeff would come down and important people would go crazy, and…I stayed with it. 
 
    And it was important, and good, that I stayed with it. 
 
    I found out that Lonnie had been bought by an Arab Prince and now lived in a castle in the middle of a desert. Lord nows how he’s liking that. Of course he’s getting all the Arab cock he wants, so it must be okay, right? 
 
    And other girls came and went. I became one of a dozen girls that just stayed and stayed. Jeff wouldn’t let us go. We were too good. We fucked crazy, kept the party going, and, like I stay, I had talents. 
 
    But it was all bound to come to an end. 
 
    The parties had slowed down, and Jeff wasn’t coming down hardly at all. Then there was a rumor that he had died. 
 
    We were shocked. We all loved the man. 
 
    Then Gee disappeared, and we were truly lost. Living day to day with no party to occupy oneself is pretty dismal. 
 
    Then, on August 13 of 2019 we woke up to the sound of planes and helicopters. We looked out into the waters surrounding the island and saw warships. 
 
    To say we were frightened would be an understatement. It was like somebody had just declared war on us! 
 
    We were rounded up and people started taking our names. Then we were left alone, except for a couple of agents who interviewed everybody. Fifty girls and two agents, it took a while. And while we were being interviewed we saw FBI agents finding all of Jeff’s camera equipment, computers, and boxes of videos and pictures. 
 
    We all knew what that was, and it wasn’t long before the agents were asking us what we knew about the pictures and videos. 
 
    We all agreed to say as little as possible, so we would say, “I don’t remember that person. I must have been drunk.” Or, when somebody really famous and powerful was in a picture we would simply say, “Who’s that?” 
 
    It was a good strategy, and it saved us all from going to jail. As time went on the pictures and videos all disappeared. I always chuckle when a newspaper talks about all the important people who went to Epstine’s island and are about to be arrested. 
 
    Heck, those pictures, that evidence, but disappeared. And the few things that are left are of no consequence. 
 
    The FBI, you see, is owned by the important people, and they take care of the important people. And they would have taken care of us girls if we had said anything. If you get what I mean. 
 
    As for Jeffrey, I always feel sorry that he died. He was a happy man. On top of the world, and for him to be murdered, in such an obvious way…that’s a tragedy. 
 
    And Gee, to be in jail? Ridiculous. 
 
    Yes, there were a lot of us that went to Epstine’s island against our will, but once there, making money by partying, well, it wasn’t bad, and we all had a good time. 
 
    Of course, there are a few that didn’t have a good time, and I feel sorry for them. 
 
    But I suppose they’ll get part of Jeff’s estate when all the legal dust settles. 
 
    As for me?  
 
    As one of the girls who had lasted a long time on Esptine’s island I know a lot of things. But I wisely don’t say a thing. 
 
    Eventually I was offered witness protection and I took it. I live in a small town in Montana, and I even have a horse! I loved to go riding and I even have a boyfriend. He’s got a smile that won’t quit and a cock that would put a horse to shame. 
 
    But when I am out on the range, or doing a little dancing in a honky tonk, I think back to the days when I was a party girl on Epstine’s island, and I wish I could do it all again. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    END
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Oh, man. I’ve had it.” 
 
    I sank down in my easy chair and didn’t want to move. 
 
    Bonnie, my wife, looked up from where she was paying bills. She lifted a wry eyebrow and said, “What’s your beef now?” 
 
    “I tell ya, the world is stacked against me.” 
 
    “What? Rough time at work?” She leaned back and placed her pen on the table and stretched. 
 
    “I’ll say.” I heaved a big sigh. “The government wants to inspect. The IRS claims I owe them back taxes. The union says I have to hire trans people, there’s supply shortages…how’s a guy supposed to make any money? 
 
    “Poor boy,” Bonnie said. 
 
    I looked at my wife. She’s a babe. Good looking, reddish hair that she keeps long, green eyes that sparkle, and boobs that won’t quit. All right, I’m a sexist. I admit it, so sue me. But right then I was less than happy with her facetious manner. 
 
    “A little commiseration would be all right.” 
 
    “I’d commiserate except…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “All you do is complain. You’re making good money…heck, you don’t even have to work! And all you do is complain. You’ve got your own company, but the way you play it you’re the victim. Oh, poor you.” 
 
    I shook my head in disgust, pushed myself up and headed for the game room. In the game room I headed for the wet bar and filled a glass with ice, slopped some bourbon and Coke into it, and tossed the concoction down my throat. 
 
    “So your problems are too big for you to face. Resorting to alcohol. Soon you’ll be wandering the streets, brown bag in hand, looking for hand outs.” 
 
    I turned to find out that Bonnie had followed me in. She was laughing at me. 
 
    “Heysoos. Does this look like a dogpile? Climb down, bitch.” 
 
    She sauntered over, poured herself a stiff one, and considered me. “So, quit.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Hire somebody to do the work for you.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Then stop your whining and grow up.” 
 
    I leaned on the bar and faced her. “Listen, if you knew how rough I had it you’d take a different attitude.” 
 
    She shot right back, “And if you knew the trials and tribulations of making yourself beautiful all day, then having to lay down for a self pitying slug…” She gave a big ‘HA!’, tilted her glass and glugged. 
 
    “So you think you work harder than me.” 
 
    “I know I do.” 
 
    “Prove it.” 
 
    “I work harder than you because I don’t even have time to complain about how unfair life is.” 
 
    I blinked, there was some kind of logic in there, but I didn’t like it. “The bull shat, baby, and you’re standing in it.” 
 
    “You’re the bull and you’re shitting all over yourself.” 
 
    “I get up at six and read the financials. I get to work at seven and call meetings with the department heads. By nine, when everybody else shows up I’ve been working for three hours.” 
 
    She retorted, “I get up at six and do Pilates, yoga and karate.” By nine o’clock I’ve worked a full physical day and I’m just getting started.” 
 
    “Ha! I have meetings all day long. I solve problems. I meet with city officials and have conference calls with foreign companies.” 
 
    “So you sit on your ass and talk all day. I clean the house, do the shopping, and still have time to do volunteer work. 
 
    “Ahhh!” I growled and through my hands up. 
 
    “What’s the matter?” she taunted. “Can’t take it?” 
 
    “I can take anything you dish out.” 
 
    We were face to face now. Breathing hard and meaning business. 
 
    She grabbed my tie and curled it around her hand. “If you even tried to do my day you’d end up whining and crying. You’d be screaming for help within a day.” 
 
    “And if you tried my job,” I snarled at her, “You’d be pulling all that beautiful hair out be the roots, biting your pretty, red nails down to the quick, and crying all night long. 
 
    “Prove it!” she snapped. 
 
    From that point there really was nowhere else to go, but Bonnie managed. She threw my tie back at my chest and walked out of the room. 
 
    Stupid me, I followed so as to gloat. 
 
    “So it’s you that can’t take it!” I chortled. 
 
    She went to the end table and picked up a book. She tossed it to me. “Read that, and if you’re still game, then it’s game on.” 
 
    I looked at the book. 
 
      
 
    Female Led Relationships 
 
      
 
    by 
 
    Alyce Fee Mail 
 
      
 
    “Ha!” I laughed. The author’s name is ‘A Female.’ That about says it all.” 
 
    “Yeah, well you read it and then tell me it’s stupid. Now, you’ve pissed me off and I’m going to bed. Don’t bother trying to come in and rub your uglies against me.” 
 
    “I won’t!” 
 
    She slammed the door and I was left with that substitute for sex…a book. 
 
    I looked at it again. I thought about drilling a hole in it and using it to jack off. That would teach Bonnie. 
 
    I sighed and looked at the bedroom door. Crap. I could go in and kiss ass and beg and whine for a little sex, or I could just sleep on the couch. 
 
    Whine or couch. 
 
    Whine or couch. 
 
    Couch. 
 
    The hell with couch or whine. We had a large house, so I just tooled on down to one of the spare bedrooms. I pulled the blanket back, got undressed, and yawned. And found I still had the book in my hand. 
 
    I walked into the bathroom and sat on the throne. Time to take care of business. And while I sat I opened up the stupid book and started reading. 
 
    An hour later I blinked and put the book down. I had read half the book and was starting to think. 
 
    The principle of the book was simple. Women are superior, men are inferior, and women should rule. 
 
    Which principle made Chuck chuckle. 
 
    However…the idea of making women do some of the things that men did was appealing. Heck, he went and busted his butt all day long. There was no reason that Bonnie couldn’t do some of that butt busting, and then he could do a little of that butt sitting around that she did. 
 
    He smiled. Yes. They could change places a little bit. Then she could go to work a couple of days a week, and he could sit around the house, do a little vacuuming, and drink a lot beer. 
 
    The more he thought about it, the better the idea seemed. He would give her enough rope to hang herself. He would pretend that he wanted a female led relationship long enough to take a few days off, and then when she fell on her face she would not only know that men’s lives were tougher, but that maybe she better be glad that he allowed her to clean house. 
 
    Delighted with his decision, he went to bed and made plans. Tomorrow he would drop the bombshell on Bonnie, and she would be grateful…just long enough to realize that he was the man of the house, the king of the castle, the lord and master. 
 
    Unfortunately, things didn’t go exactly as he planned. 
 
      
 
    The next day was Friday, so he knocked off early and came home to ‘educate’ Bonnie. 
 
    “Hello, honey,” he chirped cheerfully, walking in the door. 
 
    Bonnie eyed him carefully, but since he wasn’t whining or complaining, she softened up. 
 
    “Let’s go out to dinner and I’ll tell you the good news.” 
 
    Now Bonnie smiled. She rapidly got ready and Chuck held the door open so she could pass. 
 
    Chuck drove their Jag easily through the streets and headed for Charley Coyote’s. It was a hopping night spot with a restaurant that served the best steaks this side of Texas. 
 
    “What’s the good news,” asked Bonnie. 
 
    “I’ll tell you once we’ve ordered and have a drink or two. But, let me tell you, it’s going to make your day. 
 
    Totally curious, Bonnie gazed at Chuck. 
 
    Chuck was a pretty good catch, truth be told. He worked hard, had created a couple of businesses, and she often wondered why he complained so much. 
 
    The Jag pulled into the parking lot and they gave it to a valet and sashayed into the night club. 
 
    It was Mexican motief and very classy. The club part was steaming, with men and women dancing and drinking and having a great time. 
 
    They walked into the restaurant half of the business and were quickly shown to a table. Five minutes later, their orders in and drinks in hand, Bonnie asked, “So what is the big deal?” 
 
    “Honey, you have enlightened me.” 
 
    She blinked. 
 
    “I read that book last night, most of it, and it was a real eye opener.” 
 
    She turned her head slightly and half closed her eyes suspiciously. 
 
    “No. I’m serious. This whole women leading the relationship thing, it mades sense. I think we should try it.” 
 
    “You’re not kidding me?” 
 
    “Cross my heart and hope to squirt.” 
 
    Bonnie started to feel about ten years slighter. This was a dream come true. 
 
    The truth was that Bonnie was a looker. And she was smart. She had had a good career looking at her before she fell for Chuck, and she often wondered what she would be like if she was turned loose again. Now he was offering her…something. She wasn’t sure what, but…it was a start. 
 
    “So next week I’ll stay home a couple of days. I’ll try to do your chores, and you can run the company.” 
 
    Bonnie blinked. Run the company? 
 
    “Of course you’ll have to make me a list of things to do. And I can leave instructions for you, and I’m always available by cell if you need help.” 
 
    Inside he was chortling and rubbing his hands together. As if he needed help running a vacuum. And he would leave detailed instructions for his people so she couldn’t mess everything up. But she didn’t have to know that. Let her be innocent and he would have his fun. 
 
    “All right,” she said, a bit dazed by his proposal. You be me and I’ll be you.” 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    “And we’ll do what each other does.” 
 
    “Right.” 
 
    “Of course you’ll have to wear a dress and make up.” 
 
    He blinked and put a finger in his ear. He hadn’t heard that right. 
 
    “And I’ll wear a suit. I can wear a tight bra so my boobs don’t show too much.” 
 
    His mouth opened and his tongue flopped around like a fish on dry land. 
 
    “I can go shopping for clothes for you tomorrow. I’ve pretty much got what I need.” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “But it will be swell. I’ll wake up in the morning, roll over for a quick fuck, then you can make me breakfast and I can go to work.” 
 
    “But I didn’t…” 
 
    She looked at him. “Isn’t that what you meant?” 
 
    “Well, not all that…I mean, why would I need to wear a dress and make up?” 
 
    “Because I do. And you have to do everything I do. After all, it’s in the book.” 
 
    He didn’t remember reading all that. It must have been int eh last half of the book. “But I didn’t—“ 
 
    But Bonnie was going into high gear. “And, if that isn’t enough, remember that I am the female, and I am leading this relationship, so you are going to have to do what I say.” 
 
    “But, I—“
“Look! Our food is here.” She spoke to the waiter. “Put the salad in front of him and the steak in front of me.” 
 
    The waiters did so, and Chuck tried to regain control of the situation. “Wait, I didn’t mean we should—“ 
 
    “Oh, this is going to be fun! We’re going to have so much fun. This steak is delicious. How’s your salad?” 
 
    Dazed, unsure of what had happened, Chuck forked a bit of green  leaves and placed it in his mouth. 
 
      
 
    Truth be told, Chuck intended to straighten Bonnie out. She was going a little overboard, and she needed to understand that he wasn’t totally abdicating, just stepping back a little. 
 
    Maybe he should have talked about taking a short vacation or something. He definitely should have put his foot down. It’s hard to put your foot down, however, when the other person is exhibiting almost manic happiness. 
 
    All through the meal she blabbered on and on about how wonderful Chuck was, and how this was going to totally change them and even how much she loved him for taking such a huge step. 
 
    How can you step on somebody who is complimenting you and telling you how much they love you? 
 
    So time after time Chuck would open his mouth explain, to modify, to set Bonnie straight, and time after time he shut his mouth and just smiled at her happiness. 
 
    She was so happy she not only didn’t discourage him from having a couple of extra drinks, she encouraged him! 
 
    So Chuck put up with her blathering and decided he would sit down with her on the morrow and lay out the law. 
 
    They drank, they even danced, and a few hours later, sloshed and happy, they made their way home. 
 
    At home Chuck thought about setting Bonnie straight right then, but she grabbed him and pulled him down the hallway. 
 
    “Oh, Chuck. All this has made me so horny.” 
 
    “It has?” He grinned. No way he was going to bust her bubble now! 
 
    She even inserted her hand into his pants and grabbed his hog. Now how long had it been since she did that? 
 
    In the bedroom she unbuckled him, unzipped him, and went to her knees. 
 
    Chuck groaned and his knees grew weak. And his resolve to fix here misunderstandings grew even weaker. After all, if her blathering on about how she was going to fix him up pretty worked this well, he was going to be quiet just a bit longer…and what the heck did it matter if he played a long a little longer? If it was getting him good sex…zowie! 
 
    Bonnie got him right to the edge, then she stood up with a laugh. 
 
    Usually, at this point, Chuck would lay her down, poke her, do the in and out until he squirted, then roll over and go to sleep. That wasn’t what happened now. Not even close. 
 
    Bonnie was like a mad woman. She pushed him back on the bed, she pulled pants off him, threw his shirt into the air, and crawled all over his body. 
 
    He laughed and loved it. Heck, this was like back when they were dating! 
 
    She kissed him, and he realized how delicious their marriage had been back in the beginning. He wondered why he had let her slack off. He should have been demanding this kind of fucking all along. 
 
    “Oh, Chuck,” she sighed as she squatted over him. “This is like a dream come true.” She sat and her pussy engulfed his erection. She slid down his pole and he gasped. Her excitement, her lust, was contagious. He started to rise up, to flip her over and start driving into her, but she had her weight on him, and she pressed against his shoulders and kissed him some more, so he just laid back and let her do the work. 
 
    Wasn’t this what he was planning on? Let her do the work, or at least think she was doing the work, while he relaxed and laid back? 
 
    So he laid back and she fucked him, pulled his nipples, kissed him, and he found himself rapidly approaching the point of no return. 
 
    But she saw that and lifted herself off him. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “You’re not going to squirt and leave me high and dry.” She thought about it and modified, “high and wet.” And she giggled. 
 
    He wanted to get up and throw her over and finish himself off, but she was sitting on him and he was afraid he’d throw her off and she’d fall to the floor. 
 
    She leaned down and whispered to him, “Doesn’t that feel good? Not cumming?” 
 
    “I’d rather cum,” he answered, trying to arrange their positions so he could flip her over. 
 
    She slapped his hands down and said, “Didn’t you read that chapter on sex in a female led marriage?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” He hadn’t, however. He was going to have to read the second half of that book! 
 
    “So you go on and get hard an dI’ll deny you and we’re going to have so much fun!” 
 
    Not cum? She was going to deny him an orgasm? Now he was determined to read the second half of the book. He was sort of stuck right now, though. He didn’t want to admit that he had only read half the book. 
 
    “So that’s what we’re going to be doing from her on out. I’m going to limit your orgasms. I’m going to fuck you a lot, and I’m going to have lots of orgasms myself, but as a man you have to stop wasting yourself.” 
 
    “So you can waste yourself?” 
 
    “Men and women are built different, silly. Did you skip over that part?” 
 
    “I know that men and women are different!” 
 
    “Oh, good.” She squatted over his penis and rubbed the tip of it with her quim. She said, “Men cum and they are empty, they roll over and go to sleep. Women don’t do that. They feel more alive, invigorated, when they cum.” 
 
    Chuck said nothing. 
 
    She was reaching down there and manipulating his prick. Without undo jacking she was rubbing the head against her vagina. Up and down the slit, pushing it over her clit. Suddenly she groaned. “Yeah,” she said. “Like this!” She flattened out and spread her body over his. Her hips were jerking and her eyes were dazed. She had her hands full of sheets by his ears and she kept twitching for a long minute, then she sagged. 
 
    Chuck smiled. Good. Now he could do this the right way. The idea of him not cumming. Ha! Preposterous! 
 
    He grabbed her to flip but she pushed back and he felt his cock rub up against her asshole. 
 
    “Oh, Chuckie likes that?” she crowed. 
 
    She squatted and moving her rectum onto the tip of his cock. “Chuckie likes anal.” 
 
    And Chuck did like anal. Anal was different, It was a tighter fuck in certain ways, and her muscles could actually grip him harder. 
 
    He relaxed and let her position her rectum on his cock. 
 
    Then she slithered down his body and he groaned. She grabbed his cock and shook it. “I know what you’re trying to do, Mister. But those days are over!” 
 
    “Come on, honey!” 
 
    She bounced up and sat on him. His hard dick was still lubed from her vagina and she slid right down. “Oh, fuck!” she yelped. Don’t move!” 
 
    He didn’t. He just lay there and they felt the delicious connection of her engulfing his penis with her asshole. 
 
    Then she began to move. Up, down, in, out. Her muscles tightening and rippling along the side of his cock. 
 
    “Fuck,” she wheezed happily, grabbing her tits and pulling them. “This is good!” 
 
    Again, Chuck would have thrown her off and gotten on top, but the way she was moving, the way her ass gripped him…he knew he would lose the connection. So he settled for being fucked, instead of being the fucker. 
 
    Bonnie reached down with both hands She was able to grab the base of his cock with one hand, and jill her clit with the other. 
 
    “Fuck! fuck! Fuck!…AHHHH!” 
 
    She came again. And he almost came, too, but she had a grip on his cock and stopped him. 
 
    “Let go!” He wailed. “I’m going to cum!” 
 
    “No!” she almost yelled at him. “You’re not cumming! You have to earn your squirts, buster!” 
 
    She fell off him and lay there for a long moment. “God! That was good.” 
 
    “Honey, I need to get off.” 
 
    She grinned. “Okay. I’ll get off you.” 
 
    “No!” He tried to grab her but she was already off him and standing next to the bed. “I need you to get me off.” 
 
    She moved closer, pushed his grasping hands away and sat down next to him. Gently, she stroked him. 
 
    “Let me squirt!” he begged, and he didn’t understand how this was happening. Usually he lay on her, had his fun, and that was it. But now…it was all fucked up! She was controlling him, and it was making him more and more desperate. 
 
    “Now, honey. Calm down.” She moved her hand up and down, stopped just below the head and rubbed the slit with her thumb. He groaned and tried to dislodge her hands, to have his way with her. But, again, she slapped his hands away and kept torturing him. 
 
    “Now, listen. Are you horny?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “Good. It feels good. Doesn’t it?” 
 
    Well, it did, but he wanted to have his orgasm! He was desperate to clench his body and squirt his seed. 
 
    “Doesn’t it?” She squeezed him hard to emphasize the question 
 
    “Yes! Yes!” He cried. 
 
    She said, “And just think how much better it will feel after a few days of this.” And she let go of him. 
 
    “Hey! Hey!” 
 
    But she was walking across the room. 
 
    He got up and strode after her. He had to finish this. 
 
    She got into the shower and turned the water on. 
 
    He got in and grabbed her, turned her to him. 
 
    “Woman!” He started to kiss her, then felt a sharp pain in his groin. His knees buckled and he almost fell. The only thing that stopped him was her hand holding up his testicles, and that was causing him a bit of pain, too. 
 
    “Now, honey,” she said sweetly. “You know what the book said about men forcing themselves on women.” She squeezed harder and he would have fallen except that she kept lifting him. 
 
    “So don’t be so toxic. Learn your place. Believe me, if you behave yourself I will give you lots of pleasure. And if you don’t I am empowered to administer physical punishment. You don’t want a spanking, do you?” 
 
    “No…no…no…” He stuttered. Her grip was so hard he was feeling faint. 
 
    “I’m going to let go now, and you will back out and let me have my shower. Okay?” 
 
    He nodded his head frantically. He could feel her sharp fingernails digging into his gonads. 
 
    She pushed him back and let go. He almost fell when he stepped out of the shower. Then he was just standing there, rubbing his bruised ego and staring through the frosted glass as she soaped and hummed and ignored him. 
 
    Fuck! That hurt! 
 
    And: Fuck, that felt good! 
 
      
 
    The sun broke through the window, little lancets that pricked at his eyes and woke up his headache. He groaned…and remembered the night before. 
 
    He felt his groin. Yep. That was a hard on down there. Stiff and erect and ready to go. It was even a little wet on the head, so he must have been dripping in his sleep. 
 
    He turned to wake up Bonnie, but she wasn’t there. 
 
    He blinked. Now where the hell was she? He was always up before her. Even with a hangover he was up ahead of her. But now the bed was empty and she was gone. 
 
    He rolled out, staggered a bit, and started dressing. He pulled on shorts, a tee shirt, and headed for the kitchen. 
 
    Bonnie wasn’t even in the kitchen. Where had that woman gone at such an ungodly hour? 
 
    It was almost ten o’clock! 
 
    He opened the fridge, took out a can of Pepsi and rolled it over his forehead, then he popped the top and sucked at it. 
 
    The relief was pretty fast. The carbonation bubbled up through his brain and he moved his head a bit, and the hang over started to recede. 
 
    Moving slowly, he fixed bacon and toast. That was about all he could stomach. A short while later he walked out to the patio and sat on a lounger. He had forgotten to zip up his shorts and his cock was poking through. Man, it looked mad! It was red and straining. He really should have cum last night. Well, he would get some this morning, when Bonnie came home. They could have that talk, he could get his relief, and the world would be right again. 
 
    “What the hell is that thing doing out?” Bonnie chortled, slipping past him and perching on the edge of the edge of the lounge chair. She grabbed his penis and began stroking. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” Chuck blurted. “Finish me off!” 
 
    “Not now,” she said. “We’ve got a lot of work to do before you get your reward. We’ve got to get you ready for being a female.”  
 
    He opened his mouth. 
 
    “Besides, the book said that you won’t be properly attentive if you aren’t kept properly primed at all times.” 
 
    She sucked on the head and his mouth closed. God! That felt good! 
 
    She stopped moving her mouth on him and held his balls. He could still feel a bit of tenderness from where she had grabbed him the night before, and he winced. 
 
    “Oh, was I too rough last night?” 
 
    “A little.” 
 
    “Well, that’s good. We’ve been entirely too lazy with sex recently. I lay down, you squirt. I lay awake all night.” 
 
    That made him blink. He thought he was always giving her pleasure. Didn’t she have a great and grand orgasm every time he boffed her? 
 
    “Thank goodness those days are past. I can’t tell you how happy I am that you’ve decided to be a man and let things take their natural course.” She took his dick and spoke into it like it was a microphone. “We’re going to have so much fun!” 
 
    “Oh!” He thought he might cum then, but she suddenly lifted, and he was forced to leap to his feet. 
 
    “Come on, Chuckles, it’s time to get you ready.” 
 
    She almost skipped into the bedroom, and he was forced to follow her, his arms flailing and his mouth open. 
 
    She took him into the bathroom, rummaged around through her lotions and potions, then handed him a bottle of Nair. “Hold this.” 
 
    He held, blinking like a donkey that had just tripped and fallen on its head, and she stripped his clothes of. “Whew. You haven’t showered yet.” She opened the bottle and began slathering the go on his body.  
 
    “What are—“ 
 
    “But don’t worry. We’re going to put you on a clean regimen. You will be expected, as a woman, to keep yourself extra clean and sweet smelling. No more of this caveman, stinky sweaty aroma.” 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Nair, silly. We’re going to get you nice and clean, and it starts with getting rid of all your silly hair.” 
 
    He wanted to say more, but she started to spread the chemical over his balls and groin. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    She jacked him for a moment, giggled, then, right when he was ready to spew, she stopped. 
 
    “Now then. When you start to feel the heat get in the shower. Everything will wash off. And don’t even thinking about masturbating!” 
 
    She walked into the bedroom and left him alone. 
 
    “Honey,” it was time to set her straight, “I think you have a bit of a misunderstanding about how this is going to go. This whole female led thing. I’m giving you limited control, and you can help out, but I’m still the boss, and you’re just going to have to accept that. And as to this dressing like a woman…” he went on and on. When he finished, satisfied with himself, there was no answer. 
 
    He frowned and looked out of the bathroom. The bedroom was empty! She wasn’t there! He had just been speaking to air! 
 
    “Son of a…” he started to stomp out of the bedroom, then stopped. Fuck! His skin was heating up! iIt was actually starting to burn! What the hell had been in that Nair stuff? He ran for the shower and turned the water on full. 
 
    He was fully awake now, and his hangover wasn’t so bad, and he watched in shock as his hair washed off his body and swirled down the drain. 
 
    His hair! 
 
    He felt like Samson. Denuded and weakened. What the fuck had that woman done? 
 
    “Still in the shower? Good! Here’s some shampoo and conditioner.” she opened the door and handed him a couple of green bottles. “I’ve got some body lotion I want you to try when you get out. So hurry, hurry. I went shopping while you were sleeping and I’ve got all your clothes ready to go.” 
 
    His clothes? Hunh! He intended to wear shorts and tee shirt and laze around all day. After the week he had had he deserved that! 
 
    Still, the shampoo was in his hand. He squirted a bit into his palm, it smelled okay, so he began rubbing it into his hair. 
 
    Funny thing about shampoo. It was so slick, felt pretty good. 
 
    His hair fully lathered he used a little of it to stroke his dick. 
 
    Suddenly the door opened and his face turned red. 
 
    Bonnie reached, “None of that,” and slapped his penis. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    But that cooled his ardor. 
 
    “Now rinse and use the conditioner. Your hair is lovely and long, and we can actually tame it a bit.” 
 
    He snorted as he used the conditioner. Tame it. Not likely. He liked long hair and  when he let it down it hung almost to his shoulders. But he kept it under hat, or even in a pony tail most of the time. A working executive didn’t have time to go messing with his hair all the time. 
 
    Finally, he stepped out of the shower, and Bonnie was waiting for him. Her hands were filled with goo and she began rubbing lotion into his flesh. 
 
    “Hey, that’s pretty sweet smelling.” 
 
    “It’ll go away. But you need to take care of your skin. You don’t want to have old and ugly skin, do you?” 
 
    “Well, I guess not.” 
 
    “Good. Because women take care of themselves. All this that I’m doing to you, I do it to myself every morning. That’s how I look fresh and ready for you. Do you like feeling my soft skin?” 
 
    “Well, yeah!” he grinned. 
 
    “Then you can understand that I want your skin fresh and soft and good smelling.” 
 
    “Oh, well…” 
 
    Truth, he was a bit flustered, but, more truth, it felt good to have her put so much attention on him. It felt wonderful to have her rub the goo into his flesh. Maybe he would be a little fruity smelling for awhile, but it would all fade once he got busy and started working. Of course, he wasn’t working today, but it would wear off by Monday. Or Tuesday. After all. He wasn’t going to work on Monday. 
 
    “Okay, time for the fun stuff. Put this on.” Bonnie held out a stiff looking pair of panties. 
 
    Chuck took them and held them up on a finger and gazed at them. 
 
    “What the fuck?” 
 
    “Tummy shaper. Sort of like a girdle, It will help you keep those unsightly love handles,” she pinched his handles, “under control.” 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Come on, I don’t have all day. Step in…” 
 
    She held the tummy shaper down and he lifted a leg and stepped in, then the other leg, and she started pulling it up. 
 
    “Hey! This is too tight!” 
 
    “It’s supposed to be tight. You want your cock up or down?” 
 
    “What? I…down. No. Up.” 
 
    He was confused by this simple act of putting on an unfamiliar garment, and then he was trying to pull the shaper up over his midsection. 
 
    “Excellent,” Bonnie finally said. 
 
    Chuck stood, in shock. It was tight, but, in a way, it was kinky. The way his cock pounded against his belly, the feeling of having his package thoroughly squashed. 
 
    Looking in the mirror he was stunned to see how much his shape had changed. The love handles were gone, but so was his cock. There was only a little bump to show that it had ever been. 
 
    “Wow,” he muttered. 
 
    “Okay. Bra. You ever put on a bra before?” 
 
    “No!” he was aghast just at the mere question. “What kind of a man do you think I am?” 
 
    “A wonderful one. She was putting a bra around his midsection, but stopped. “I don’t know of many men that would be willing to do what you’re doing. You’re a brave man. You’re my hero.” 
 
    He was a bit embarrassed at such a bald compliment, and by the time he had his wits back about him she was fastening the bra in back. 
 
    “That’s a bit tight, too, isn’t it?” 
 
    “It’s supposed to be. Think of it like a saddle to a horse. Do you want your horse to look like a bag? Or a million dollar race horse?” 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    She continued on. “Besides, you need to keep your girls high and tight.” 
 
    He blinked. Girls? then he realized she was talking about tits. 
 
    “But I don’t—“ 
 
    She pulled his bra out and stuffed a big blob of rubber into it. 
 
    “I bought these at a prosthetics store. Guaranteed to look natural.” 
 
    He stared a this chest in shock. Tits! He had tits! 
 
    “This is…this is…” 
 
    “I know. It’s a bit much.” 
 
    He started to agree with her but she kept going.  
 
    “But we can buy you some real tits. Maybe some vacation boobs to start. Then, once we have your size all figured out we can go for some real boobs. Some big, old implants. Wouldn’t you like that?” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    “Sit there, let’s put some nylons on you.” 
 
    Chuck sat, and was totally flummoxed. He couldn’t seem to get a word in edgewise, and this stuff she was putting on him.  Guys didn’t wear this stuff! 
 
    “Feels pretty good, eh?” She patted his penis bump and he grunted. “It’s kinky, and…well, we’re going to have to handle your peeny. I’ll get something for you to wear so we can get rid of that unsightly bulge.” 
 
    He sat there silently while she unrolled nylons up his bare legs. 
 
    And, moment of truth, he was actually liking this. 
 
    His cock was throbbing. his heart was pounding, and…it felt so damned kinky. 
 
    Okay. A dress. No. Culottes. That’s a divided skirt and it will feel more natural to you. We can work you into more skirts and dresses over the week. But let’s keep it simple. After all, you’re going to be dealing with a lot of confusing stuff. 
 
    He actually managed to say something. “Yeah.” 
 
    Bonnie laughed. She patted his cheek. You are so brave. You’re such a real man. I’m so lucky to own you.” 
 
    “Own me?” 
 
    “Of course, silly. It’s in the book. When women take charge the men become their property. Don’t you just love being owned? 
 
    “Well,  I, uh…” 
 
    One more truth, he felt pretty cool. He felt horny, and he was liking all the attention, and if this was what it was going to take to take a few days off and teach Bonnie a lesson…that was okay. 
 
    Bonnie pulled a pair of girly shorts, sort of like four inch long slacks, up his legs. They buckled just like a pair of shorts, but there was no zipper. 
 
    “Where’s the zipper?” 
 
    “What for?” Bonnie asked, a bit confused. 
 
    “To pee.” 
 
    She gave a big laugh. “Oh, honey. Women don’t stand up and pee.” 
 
    “You mean I’m going to have to take all this stuff off just to take a piss?” 
 
    “No…no. You simply lower the culottes and sit down. Then you reach down and unsnap the tummy shaper. Easy peasy. Just don’t forget to blot your  little pussy.” She giggled. 
 
    “Blot my…” 
 
    “Want a drink?” 
 
    Chuck did. He needed one. There was just enough of the hangover left that he needed the hair of the dog. 
 
    “Well come on. Slip on your heels and let’s party!” 
 
    Heels? He looked down and she was holding a box with high heels in it. 
 
    He gingerly took out the heels and examined them. They were shiny, black, maybe three inches at the spike. 
 
    “I can’t wear these!” 
 
    “Why not? Fourteen year old girls wear them all the time. Don’t tell me you can’t do something a fourteen year old girl can do?” 
 
    He stared at the shoes for a long moment, and Bonnie finally grabbed them and pushed him back on the bed. He almost slipped off the bed, the material of the tummy shaper was slick and he couldn’t really bend all that well, but he managed to catch himself and she began slipping his shoes on.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    From a position of dreading the day, and being determined to lay down the law, Chuck made a transition. The day turned interesting, and he put off his resolve to talk to Bonnie and enjoyed the feelings of horniness that assailed him. 
 
    After a quick drink and no lunch Bonnie sat him down and applied make up. 
 
    Chuck sat in her vanity chair and watched while she painted his toes then put fake nails on his fingers. He was fascinated by how long they were, and he kept holding his hands up and looking at them. 
 
    Meanwhile, Bonnie went ahead and decorated his face. She cleaned his pores, primed him, and put on a foundation. Chuck frowned at the plainness of his look, but when she started adding color he blinked. She disguised his angular jaw bones and made his face softer. She made his cheeks appear higher, and she gave him delicate blush and big, sparkly eyes. 
 
    “Wow,” he said. “Do you do this every day?” 
 
    “Yep. And so will you. Eventually.” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t think I need to be made up every day.” 
 
    “Oh, yes. you do. Women get made up every day, and you are going to be the woman of the house.” 
 
    “About that—“ 
 
    “The book says that the only way to understand what a woman is is to do what a woman does. So…you will do. Besides. After a while it will be easy. Second nature. Take you five minutes.” 
 
    “Really.” He thought about it. Bonnie was fast, she could put her face on in five, so…but there was so much to remember! Which brush to use when, how to blend two colors to make a third. Now that he was thinking about it he was amazed that she didn’t make any mistakes. 
 
    “Okay. We probably should have done your hair first, but no big deal.” She took out some big rollers and sprayed his hair with water and rolled them under. It didn’t take long to dry, and then she sprayed his hair and took the curlers out. 
 
    His hair curled under in a light bob, made his face even rounder and softer, and he stared in amazement. “I actually almost look like a girl.” 
 
    “In today’s world…you are a girl.” 
 
    The finishing touch, she put lipstick on his lips. 
 
    He walked around, trying not to fall in his heels. He tried to walk so his ass swayed a bit, and Bonnie giggled and had to show him how to place one foot in front of the other. She took videos and pictures and he goggled at being able to see himself looking so sexy! 
 
    “So you get to walk around feeling this sexy all day?” 
 
    “Absolutely. And so do you.” 
 
    The rest of the day he stayed a female. He sort of liked it. He liked the freedom of the culottes, and the way he was snugged in by the tummy shaper gave the idea of freedom a new look. 
 
    He freshened his lipstick periodically. Bonnie showed him how to use a compact. He was feeling kinky and sexy and cool all at the same time. 
 
    And, added bonus, she couldn’t seem to keep her hands off him. She kept rubbing up against him, feeling his boobs, kissing him until she ruined his lipstick and had to fix it. 
 
    By bedtime he was out of his mind with lust. 
 
    “Okay, dear, now you have to take all your warpaint off and get ready for nighty night. And here’s your nighty.” 
 
    She handed him a satin nighty. It was slick and slithery and re-bonerized him all the way. She giggled when she say his meat poking straight out. 
 
    She moved against him, pressed her body against his, kissed him long and slow, then said, “Now you’ve got to promise me, absolutely promise me, that you won’t jack off. I’ve got something coming in the mail tomorrow, and I really need you to be disciplined and not waste all your semen.” 
 
    He gulped, and nodded. 
 
    Of course she was going to be all over him, make sure he couldn’t jack off.  
 
    “What is this thing that’s going to help hide my weenie?” 
 
    “It’s call a chastity tube.” 
 
    “Wait a minute! Isn’t that one of those things where the woman keeps her man trapped for months at a time?” 
 
    “Trapped shmapped,” she scoffed. “Besides, you won’t be cumming for a while, so this will just help us with your discipline.” 
 
    Chuck wasn’t sure about this, but he could always say no, so he let it pass. 
 
    They lay in bed then, and Chuck was wired. After a few minutes Bonnie said, “Are you awake?” 
 
    “Awake and horny,” he said. 
 
    “Good. I don’t feel like getting all sweaty, so use your fingers and get me off.” 
 
    “What? What about me?” 
 
    “Oh, honey. I don’t feel like having you make a sperm deposit tonight. Besides, we really need to pump you up, get you going.” 
 
    “I don’t see why,” he grumped. 
 
    “Because that’s what it says in the book.” 
 
    Damn it! He was going to have to read the rest of that stupid book! 
 
    “Now, come on,” she reached for his head and pulled it to her chest. “Get to work. Don’t shirk, get to work,” and she giggled. 
 
    He took her boob in mouth and began to suck. Now, truth, he didn’t feel like it…except he was so damned horny he did feel like it. 
 
    He wanted to cum, but he was tired, but once he tasted her nipple he went crazy. He couldn’t stop sucking. His hand hand down to her crotch and began massaging her pussy. 
 
    “Oh, yeah, baby.” 
 
    He was using two fingers, and he was moving like he was actually fucking, like he would get to cum, even though he wouldn’t. He was just so horny he couldn’t stop. 
 
    “Give it to me, bitch,” she moaned. 
 
    Three fingers, his arm was a blur in the darkness. She was gasping and holding to his head. 
 
    Four fingers, and he was really ramming. He could feel his knuckles bashing against the rim of her pussy, and each bash made her grunt and jerk. 
 
    “Fuck me! Fuck me!” 
 
    She was out of control. Fucking him with frantic motions, and, suddenly, his hand slipped into her. 
 
    They stopped in shock. 
 
    “What the fuck are you stopping for!?” she wailed. She was on the edge. She was gonna cum, and on the equivalent of a big dick. 
 
    So he pushed his fist into her and kept ramming and pulling. 
 
    She felt like she was being turned inside out, and the roar of the ocean sounded in her ears. Her hips started spasming, and her cum let loose. She actually gave a little scream, and fluid squirted out of her, and her eyes rolled back and her hips were locking and jerking and the orgasm was like a sledge hammer to her senses. 
 
    She groaned and hunched up and held to him and the orgasm rode through her like a Florida rainstorm. 
 
    Then it was done. She fell back. She opened her eyes and focused on the world. 
 
    “Fuck,” she whispered. “I don’t think I want your dick anymore. I want your fist. That was incredible! 
 
    As for Chuck, he was stunned, but the most surprising thing to him was that when she said she didn’t want his dick anymore…it excited him. His cock surged and he felt the edge of the white hot heat orgasm that that he loved so much. 
 
    Bonnie rolled on to her side and sighed. 
 
    “That’s it?” 
 
    “Go to sleep Chuck. I’m done.” She yawned, then fell asleep. 
 
    Chuck was as wired as he had ever been. He want to cum. He wanted an orgasm. He thought about going into the bathroom, but he had promised not to. 
 
    Besides, there was a tiny piece of him that actually liked this intense excitation phase he was in. 
 
    So he lay on his back and stared at the ceiling for a couple of hours. His cock was rigid and dripping. His balls were full. He wanted, but…damn, it felt good to be horny. 
 
      
 
    Sunday morning and Chuck awoke. He was bleary-eyed, dazed, and not really there. 
 
    Bonnie, on the other end, was full of vim and vigor. Her pussy felt like a million dollars, and she wanted to make it two million. She leaped out of bed, pushed back the shades and greeted the new day. 
 
    “Please,” murmured Chuck. “I need more sleep.” 
 
    “Ha! Sluggard. Lazy bones. Good for nothing male animal. Get up now!” 
 
    She reached under the covers and grabbed his penis and pulled. 
 
    It was hard, a perfect handle, and he came sliding out from under the covers and fell to the floor with a shriek. 
 
    “What the fuck?” 
 
    ‘Get up! Time to make you pretty. We have a lot to do. Start with a shower.” 
 
    Chuck made it to the shower and leaned against the tiles as warm water sluiced him. 
 
    Bonnie reached in and turned on the cold water. 
 
    “OW! HEY! WHAT THE…” 
 
    Bonnie just laughed and went to get his clothes ready. 
 
    “Okay,” she said when Chuck came into the bedroom. “We took it easy yesterday with the culottes, so let’s turn up the heat?” 
 
    “Hey, I need a break. Can’t I just be a man for a while?” 
 
    “You are being a man. Lazy and good for nothing. We have to change you into a young and vibrant woman.” She tossed him some panties. Put these on. You’re wearing a corset today.” 
 
    “What? Why? Those things are torture devices.” 
 
    “Nonsense. I said to put those panties on.” 
 
    Tired, weary, he stepped into the panties and pulled them up. They were crotchless and he looked down in surprise. “Hey!” 
 
    “Nice, eh?” Now, here’s the corset. It is full length, but we can just put your breast forms in it. Have you thought any more about getting vacation boobs? Or implants?” 
 
    “No,” he said, trying to figure the corset out. 
 
    “Well, we’ve got time, but you really should make up your mind.  Snap snap. Get to it. You know?” 
 
    “No,” he answered a bit sourly. 
 
    “Oh, here. Get this side around there, and these hooks here…there.” She made fast work of the corset. 
 
    “I can’t breath.” 
 
    “You’re still talking, so you can breath. Lay on the bed.” 
 
    He was taking little breaths and he tried to lay on the bed. The corset was stiff, however, and he finally had to throw his body across the bed. 
 
    “Excellent,” and she knelt on his back and started pulling strings. 
 
    “Oh…my God!…unh!” 
 
    She kept pulling on the strings and his voice finally faded. 
 
    She slapped his ass and stood up. “See? Now you can’t talk, so it fits.” 
 
    “My…God!” 
 
    She laughed at his expression. Stuffed his fake boobs into the cups, then sobered. “You really have a great body for a woman. We should have done this years ago.” 
 
    “We…oh…no.” 
 
    “Okay, here’s your dress.” 
 
    She held it over his head and pulled it down. He felt the material slide over his tits and the material of the corset. In the mirror it looked like he had lost twenty pounds. In his gut he felt like he had crawled into a trash compactor and somebody had turned it on. 
 
    “Okay, just relax and I’ll finish you off.” 
 
    She helped him put nylons, and ignored him when he grumped that they should have put them on earlier. Actually, she agreed, but she had been in such a hurry to get him into the corset.  
 
    Then make up, and she decided to pierce his ears. She didn’t tell him before hand, though, and he gave a yelp that could be heard outside. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Take your hand away. I have to get your earring in.” 
 
    She fixed a post through the little hole, then did the other ear. Shortly he had two, little strands of tiny diamonds hanging from his ears. They went perfectly with his hair and she gushed as she inspected him. “Oh, you have the most delicate face.”  
 
    “I think we need to talk,” he wanted to put a stop, at least temporarily, to the situation. But it was so hard to talk with the corset on that his speech was slow and she ignored him. 
 
    “Oh, honey, it’s time for some lessons.” 
 
    “What lessons?” 
 
    “When a lady sits she crosses her legs at the top of the thigh. Don’t want to give those horny, little boys a treat.” 
 
    “Oh.” He wanted to say more, but he was physically speechless. If he could only loosen up the corset a little bit… 
 
    “Now, when you get into and out of a car you must sit and swing the legs. And…” 
 
    The lesson continued, and Chuck staggered through, miserable and bemoaning…and horny. 
 
    Damn, if it wasn’t for the horny he would have stopped this nonsense long ago. 
 
    Lunch, and Chuck learned how to make simple salads. 
 
    “But it’s just me at home. Why can’t I eat a burger? Or a steak sandwich? 
 
    “Because you need to slenderize yourself. Honestly, Chuck, you have let yourself go. You need to lose a few pounds.” 
 
    Actually, he was about right for a man of his height, but Bonnie wanted him female slender. It would make shopping for dresses for him so much easier. 
 
    So he made a salad, and he ate one, and Bonnie fixed herself a mouth watering, juicy burger. With onions. And cheese. And mayo. 
 
    “Hey! Why can’t I have a burger?” 
 
    “Haven’t you been listening? Women are on diets. Men need to eat because they have to go to work.” 
 
    “I think I want to be a man again.” 
 
    Bonnie started laughing. And laughing. Finally, she leaned over and patted his cheek. “You’re so funny.” 
 
    The rest of the day was like that. Along about three o’clock, however, Bonnie started running around and straightening things up. 
 
    “What’s going on?” asked Chuck. 
 
    “We’re going to…oh, there they are.” 
 
    DING DONG! DING DONG! 
 
    Bonnie ran for the front door and Chuck ran for the back bedroom. Who the hell was this? Well, no matter who it was, he didn’t want to see them. 
 
    He got on the bed, with difficulty because of the corset, and laid back. He reached for a magazine on the side table, but there was only a fashion magazine. Sighing, he opened it and began perusing. 
 
    “Chuck! How you doing?” 
 
    Chuck jerked upright, and the corset forced him back down, and he stared. 
 
    Roger Johnson was at the door. And he remembered. They were supposed to grill some burgers this evening! 
 
    “Wow! Bonnie said you were going to give this female led relationship thing a whirl, but I had no idea.” He crossed the room and looked down to where Chuck was turning eighteen shades of red. Sunburned red. Spanked, sunburned red. He was incredibly aware of his make up, his red lips, his nylon clad legs. 
 
    “Wow, you actually look like a chick. I always knew you were a little soft, but…” 
 
    “Will you get out?” 
 
    “Sure, but Bonnie said you had to come out…or else.” He grinned. “What’s ‘or else,’ Chuck. Is she gonna spank you or something?” 
 
    Chuck refused to leave, so Roger left, and a second later Bonnie, Roger and Sarah, Roger’s wife, were all crowding into the bedroom. 
 
    “Chuck! You look gorgeous! Sarah came over to the bed and took one hand. Bonnie took the other and they pulled him up. 
 
    “Come on, honey. Don’t be shy. I explained everything. And they’re fine if you want to transition.” 
 
    Chuck’s eyes opened and he started to yell, but Bonnie giggled. “I’m just kidding. It’s just that we’re going to try the female led relationship. Now, come on, Chuck. Everybody’s seen you, you can’t hide, and maybe a beer will help.” 
 
    Chuck had no choice, and he followed the girls back out to the patio. Roger was behind him, and when they reached the patio Roger patted his ass. Nice buns, Chiquita.” 
 
    Chuck growled, but a beer came flying through the air at him. He caught it, smiled, popped it, then noticed it was a light beer. 
 
    “Hey! This is a light beer!” 
 
    “Girls drink light beer, baby. You don’t want those nasty calories getting all inside you, right?” 
 
    He didn’t care, but the beer was open, so he just held a grumbly thought and sipped the brew. 
 
    Truth, he wasn’t good company. The corset was too tight, his heels were uncomfortable, and he was thirsty for real liquor. 
 
    Eventually Roger went to talk with the girls and a few minutes later Bonnie came over to him. “You’d better put your happy face on right now, mister.” 
 
    He grunted. 
 
    Then, as if things were about as bad as they could get, DING DONG! DING DONG! 
 
    Bonnie jumped up and ran for the door, and when she returned a minute later she was holding a small box and grinning wider than a Cheshire cat. “It’s here!” 
 
    “What’s that?” asked Sarah, and Bonnie opened the box. Inside the box was a small, black bag. She opened the bag and emptied the contents onto the patio table. 
 
    Rings. A tube like a cock. A small padlock. 
 
    Chuck didn’t get it at first. “What the fuck?” 
 
    Roger was also confused, but Sarah got it right away. “It’s a chastity tube!” 
 
    Chuck blinked. To have her put that out here, right now, in front of their friends! 
 
    “You really going to put that on, Chuck?” asked Roger. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Oh, yes he is!” Bonnie was holding up rings, thinking about Chuck’s size, and sticking her fingers into the tube. Sarah was looking at the little padlocks. 
 
    “This is pretty small for a padlock.” 
 
    “I can get bigger ones. But Chuck won’t cut them off or anything. He’s not that kind of girl.” Sarah and Bonnie giggled at that. 
 
    “Wow,” said Roger. He was looking Chuck with an amazed expression. 
 
    “I’m not going to put that thing on!” 
 
    Bonnie looked up at him. He didn’t like the look of determination on her face. “Apologize to Roger and Sarah.” 
 
    “For what?” He was amazed. He was acting like a man and she was trying to ding him for it. 
 
    “For being rude. For sassing me. For being less than a woman.” 
 
    “I’m not a woman.” 
 
    Bonnie turned to Roger and Sarah and smiled. “Excuse me for a minute, but you know the old saying, ‘spare the rod and spoil the child.’” 
 
    Roger and Sarah just stood where they were and gawped. 
 
    Bonnie turned to me. She hissed. “I’ve had enough of this. You agreed, and now you’re trying to go back on your word.” 
 
    “I never agreed to all of this!” 
 
    “You read the book. You agreed.” She glared at me. 
 
    Oh, shit! I still hadn’t had time to finish that stupid book. 
 
    “Now then, I never thought I’d have to resort to violence, but here is what is going to happen.  
 
    “First, if you don’t apologize right now, and start behaving like a woman, I will share my photos of you on the net.” 
 
    My eyes bulged. 
 
    “Second, if you don’t apologize right now, and start behaving like a woman, I will be talking to our lawyer first thing tomorrow morning. 
 
    “Third, if you don’t apologize right now, and start behaving like a woman, when our guests have departed I am going to administer your first spanking. And, mister, it is going to be a doozy!” 
 
    I stood there, flustered, gobsmacked, compounded daily. 
 
    Bonnie went into the house and got her phone. She came back and held it up so I could see. She selected the photos we had of me and hovered a finger over the send button. 
 
    “Five…” 
 
    She reached two and Chuck broke. Almost blubbering, he said, “Roger, Sarah, I’m sorry. I’m new to this whole female thing. I hope I haven’t offended you.” 
 
    “No, no!” Roger as wide-eyed. 
 
    Sarah just sort of snickered and said, “That’s okay.” 
 
    The barbecue went on, and it was obvious that I was now officially in the doghouse. Bonnie smiled at me, as if I was forgiven, but her voice was ice when she told me to go get the plates, or to empty the patio garbage. 
 
    Roger just watched me sadly. 
 
    Sarah…she was holding laughter inside. 
 
    I was too miserable to care, however. I had thought this was going to be a lark, a little vacation, and now the other shoe was dropping. 
 
     
 
    “Well, you certainly made a spectacle of yourself.” 
 
    I sat down on the couch and hung my head. “Honey, I think we need to rethink this whole female led thing.” 
 
    “No. We don’t. You just need to rethink how to behave yourself. honestly. You were an embarrassment, speaking to me that way. Go put a bag of ice on your cock.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “We’re locking you up right now, miss.” 
 
    Miss? Not Mister? Oh, fuck! 
 
    “Go on! Now! You’ve already earned a spanking. You want another one on top of the first one? I guarantee I will blister your buns until you can’t sit! 
 
    I had no choice. She had the pictures. I got up and went into the kitchen. I got a bag of ice out of the fridge and put it on my cock. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” I whined. 
 
    She had followed me in and snorted at my expression of discomfort. She placed the chastity tube on the table and figured out how it went together. 
 
    My cock was crying. It didn’t like being frozen, but it started to shrink. A couple of minutes later I was small enough to be caged. 
 
    Bonnie quickly slipped the tube on, put the ring on, shoved them together and inserted the padlock. 
 
    Click! And it sounded like a jail cell slamming in a prison. 
 
    I stared down at my now caged cock and it started trying to grow. 
 
    “Oh, God! That hurts!” 
 
    “Then control yourself. Mind over matter. Now, come to the bedroom.” 
 
    She strode confidently down the hallway and into the bedroom. 
 
    As I followed I stared at her ass. It was so round and luscious. I hadn’t had any for days. I had been teased to a fare thee well. I really needed relief. And all I was getting was stuffed into a cage. 
 
    She stood waiting for me, a hair brush in her hand. 
 
    “Up on the bed. Ass to me. Pull down your panties. If you wish to bite a sock or something you may.” 
 
    Bite on a sock? She was a woman! How much muscle did she have? I got up on the bed and mentally prepared myself. A couple of hard smacks, then I was done. 
 
    She hefted the hairbrush, pulled it back and… 
 
    I thought I was prepared, but I wasn’t. 
 
    I thought she was weak, but I forgot about all the morning Pilates and yoga and karate she did. 
 
    I thought it was going to be a couple of smacks and that was it. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    I howled! I hadn’t felt such pain since…since…I don’t know! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    I tried to grab my cheeks, to cover them with my hands, but she just pulled my hands away, and if I was insistent she just smacked my hands. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    I wished I had a sock to bite on. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    I was howling and big tears were dripping onto the bed. 
 
    SMACK!  
 
    SMACK! 
 
    On and on it went. I collapsed forward, but she just adjusted her position and put even more weight into the strikes. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Finally, she was done. 
 
    I lay on the bed and cried. 
 
    She sat down next to me and placed a hand on my back. “It’s okay honey. It’s over. We’re all done.” 
 
    I couldn’t stop crying. 
 
    She went into the bathroom and got some liniment and began rubbing it into my asscheeks. I squirmed and wiggled, but the liniment took effect and my tears began to dry up. 
 
    “Are you sorry now?” she asked softly. 
 
    I nodded and sniffled. 
 
    “Do you promise to be a good wife?” 
 
    I nodded again and mumbled. “Yes.” 
 
    “All right. Then there’s only one thing left to do.” 
 
    She got off the bed and walked over to her dresser. She opened the drawer, took out something, and came back. 
 
    She began rubbing my ass between the cheeks. I felt her finger touching my anus and I jerked. 
 
    “It’s okay. It’s fine.” 
 
    I tried to relax, and she began massaging my brown button with a finger. Then she suddenly pushed it in. 
 
    “What?” I started to rise and turn my head, but she pushed me back. 
 
    “Take it easy, one last thing, to remind you of who’s boss.” 
 
    “But what are you—WHAT!” 
 
    She slipped a butt plug into me. It wasn’t a big one, and it didn’t hurt, but it sure surprised me. 
 
    “I think you better wear this little reminder for the next week. It will help you become a more disciplined person.” 
 
    My ass was hurting, but not down between the crack. Down there it felt good. The butt plug, when I finally saw it, was a shiny, little thing with a big, blue jewel in the base. 
 
    “Now, you need to clean the patio. And when you’re done I’ll be ready for you to service me.” 
 
    I sat up, very gingerly on my sore ass with the butt plug in it, and looked at her. 
 
    Then I was suddenly crying again, and holding on to her. I cried and cried, and she just held me and softly murmured. “It’s okay. You’ll make it. It’s always toughest in the beginning. You’ll be all right.” 
 
    “I love you,” I cried. 
 
    “And I love you. But a girl has to learn her place. Right?” 
 
    And I thought of our argument a few days before. How I had thought that of her. 
 
    The world sure turns in different directions, doesn’t it? 
 
    And I held on to her and cried. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Monday morning! Yippee!” Bonnie bounced out of bed and celebrated. Like a racer she dashed to the shower and scrubbed herself. 
 
    Chuck moved gently across the bed and managed to get my legs out and onto the floor. His ass was pretty sore from when she spanked it. the night previous. Also, he was still wearing the butt plug from last night. That made walking very awkward. He staggered into the bathroom and arrived just as she stepped out of the shower.  
 
    “Come on, Chuckles! It’s a great day to be alive!” 
 
    Chuck groaned and stepped into the shower. 
 
    “Make sure you shampoo and condition!” and she went into the bedroom. 
 
    Chuck sat under the shower and slowly began to come awake. The water felt good on his ass, and he even did his hair. 
 
    When he finally got out Bonnie was waiting for him. “You are such a sluggard,” she laughed. “Come on. Let’s move a little.” 
 
    She began rubbing fruity smelling lotion into his skin. 
 
    He blinked, and sneezed, and then asked her, “Can we take the butt plug out? It’s pretty awkward, and I’m sore down there.” 
 
    “I don’t know. Have you learned your lesson?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    She giggled. “Well, I guess so.” 
 
    He bent over and gently worked it out. It’s funny. When you are having butt sex you tend to miss things when they are removed, but when you’ve had an anal partner all night long your butt starts to complain. 
 
    This was one of those times when his butt wanted to complain. 
 
    “Okay, your clothes are on the bed, get dressed and I’ll help you with your make up.” 
 
    Chuck went to the bed and found normal attire. Nothing special. He slipped on some panties, put on a bra and stuffed my breast forms into them. He put on a garter and nylons, then looked at the dress she had chosen for him. A nice summer dress, silky purple with little white. flowers on it. The sleeves were a bit voluminous, and the waist was belted, but it wasn’t too bad. He pulled it on, tied the belt and looked in a mirror. 
 
    His hair was a mess, so he started brushing it out. 
 
    “Use the hair dried,” Bonnie suggested, so he did. 
 
    Bonnie, meanwhile, was fixing herself up for a day at his company. 
 
    She had wrapped a compression vest around her chest so she had no boobs. Then she had put on slacks, a white shirt, a jacket and a tie. She was wearing heels, that would make her taller and give her more authority, and her hair was pulled back. She wore minimal make up except for red lipstick. Red lipstick is a power statement, and she was determined to walk into and take over. That’s power. 
 
    She finished and came over to him. “Okay, girlfriend, let’s get your face in shape.” 
 
    She was quick, and she lectured him as she did it, but within minutes he had a soft feminine face, doe eyes, and red lips. 
 
    “Beautiful,” she said, and slapped his ass. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    “Sorry,” she grinned. Then: “You know you actually make a prettier housewife than I did.” 
 
    His mouth twisted in a frown, but there was nothing he could say. It was the truth, after all. 
 
    “Okay, I haven’t signed you up for a gym membership because you won’t be able to take a shower afterwards. Your make up and all. But I put some CDs on the media center. You can choose between tai chi and karate and yoga. We don’t have any the Pilates machinery, so…” she shrugged. 
 
    “What about breakfast?” 
 
    “Fix it,”  she said bluntly. “You’re the housewife. Just don’t take too much time, and eat light. Those work outs will take it out of you.” 
 
    “Okay,” he agreed. “When you get to the office just call George Hanes. He’ll talk you through anything. Wanda has your list of meetings, but tell her to cancel any and all of them you need to. I don’t expect you to make any big decisions.” And the unspoken comment was, I don’t expect you to mess anything up. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, sounds good. I’ve left a list of chores on the sink, you should be able to get them done by noon. I usually go to volunteer meetings by then, but you don’t have to.” And the unspoken comment, I don’t expect you to mess anything up. 
 
    They both looked at each other then. It was the make or break point.               He was struck by how masculine she looked with her chest all compressed. No boobs at all. He missed her femininity already. 
 
    She smiled and grabbed his chastity cage. “At least I don’t have to worry about you whacking off.” 
 
    He smiled wanly and said a curse word in his mind. 
 
    “But if you get lonely, my collection of vibrators is in the bottom drawer.” Her meaning was clear: if you can’t handle the horniness there’s always your asshole. 
 
    They kissed then, and he felt funny. He had on the lipstick and she didn’t. He didn’t want to mess his lipstick, but she seeming eager to chew on his mouth for a while. 
 
    “Okay, babe. “Wish me luck.” She gave his nuts a quick squeeze that almost buckled his legs, then sauntered confidently out the door. 
 
    He stood there and looked around and was lost. 
 
    He sighed, and decided first things first, a good breakfast. He went to the fridge and got a beer. He popped it and glanced at the list of chores. Laundry. Vacuum. Clean the refrigerator. Do the dishes. Polish the wood furniture. 
 
    He snorted and sashayed into the living room. He laughed and bounced onto the couch. This female stuff was pretty easy. He sipped his beer and turned on the TV. Not much on at this time of day, mostly chick stuff, but that was okay. He was feeling pretty ‘chick-ish.’ He had tits, a round ass, killer lips, and the only drawback was that he couldn't’ get off. 
 
    Or could he? 
 
    He went into the bedroom and took out Bonnie’s biggest and best vibrator. ‘The Marauder.’ It was a fucking horse dildo! 
 
    He went into the game room and sat down at the computer and pulled up some porn. 
 
    Ah, Ava and Brandie and Casca and about a million other good looking babes.  
 
    Then he realized his beer was empty, so he traipsed back to the kitchen and got another one. He chuckled. Drinking beer seemed to relax him and make his high heeled gait a little bit easier. Beer as a cure for high heels. Now there’s an invention! 
 
    He sat down at the computer and began surfing. He searched for fisting, and for maximum boob MILFs. Lots of joy there. 
 
    After a while he got another beer, then another, and he was having a great time. This living life as a woman was great! 
 
      
 
    Bonnie drove into the company parking lot and parked in the parking space with the sign that said, “PRESIDENT.” 
 
    She giggled. She was president today, and maybe for a lot more days to come. 
 
    She hopped out of the car and strode into the back entrance. There were a couple of people already there, and they all knew her. She tossed greetings out and made her way to Chuck’s office. Once there she plopped herself down into the big swivel chair and spun around. 
 
    “Hey, Bonnie. Where’s Chuck?” 
 
    It was George. 
 
    “He’s not coming in today. I’m taking over for him. What’s on the schedule?” 
 
    George took it in stride. He was a chubby fellow with an eternal smile and the ability to roll with any punch. 
 
    “Got a meeting with the department heads in ten. Sam is going to want to push the new accounting method. Ted wants to get a new forklift. The rest of the guys will just give you their stats.” 
 
    “Excellent. Tell me, is the new accounting method any good?” 
 
    “Well, it is and it isn’t. It’s faster, but it does need more maintenance.” 
 
    “How much more?” 
 
    George told her. 
 
    “Crap. Excuse my French. Is there a better program?” 
 
    “Yeah. Numbergame, by the Smith company.” 
 
    “Have we considered that?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Chuck doesn’t like their rep.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Apparently he parked in Chuck’s parking space one time.” 
 
    And that’s a reason for not considering a better product? 
 
    “Reason enough for Chuck,” George shrugged. 
 
    “Okay, what about the forklift?” 
 
      
 
    On the home front Chuck had finished the beer, and he was feeling really horny, so he picked up the big vibrator and turned it on. ZZZZZ! He placed it on his cock cage. 
 
    ZGZGZGZGZG! The top of the vibrator shivered on the tip of his chastity tube and he almost fainted. Fuck! Why hadn’t he done this before. 
 
    He sat back in the swivel chair and manipulated the vibrator. In a minute he was panting, and in two minutes he was squirting. God! that was fast! And tiring! 
 
    He leaned back and closed his eyes Just for a minute. 
 
      
 
    “So we can buy the rights for this new accounting method. We can only put it on fifty computers, however, so—“ 
 
    “Wait,” Bonnie blurted. “Why only fifty?” 
 
    “They only license us for fifty. A hundred is twice as much. Chuck would never go for that.” 
 
    Bonnie frowned. She didn’t much case what Chuck would say. She was Janey on the spot, and she wanted to know. 
 
    “What about the Numbergame?” 
 
    Sam blinked. “Well, Chuck didn’t want that.” 
 
    “Is it better or worse than the other one.” 
 
    “Better.” 
 
    “How about expense?” 
 
    “They’ll license for a hundred stations for half the price.” 
 
    Bonnie looked around the table. “Is there any reason we shouldn’t do this?” 
 
    They all looked at each other. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Chuck didn’t want it,” stated Sam. 
 
    “Chuck’s not here. Somebody parked in his space, they didn’t park in mine. Is there any real reason. we should go with the Numbergame?” 
 
    Silence, a shrug, and Henry, down at the end of the table, “I’ve used it before. It’s really good stuff. It configures perfectly with our software.” 
 
    “Anybody else?” 
 
    Nancy stood up. “It gets higher ratings in MacRumor. 
 
    “Anybody?” 
 
    Nobody. 
 
    George. See if they’ll give us an even better deal. See if you can make the purchase by the eend of the day.” 
 
    George grinend. “Yes, sir!” Then, embarrassed, he said, “Sorry, ma’am.” 
 
    “Ha!” Bonnie barked. “ I don’t care what you call me as long as we make more money. Ted, tell me about the forklift situation. 
 
      
 
    Chuck jerked, then awoke. He had a slight headache and his belly felt a little upset. The computer had gone to sleep and the screen blank, so he didn’t turn it off. He just figured it was off and got up. He went back to the bathroom and peed, then headed out for the chores. It was already eleven, but he had all afternoon. First things first, he did the vacuuming. 
 
    La de da! he minced around in his high heels, enjoying the feel of the silk slithering about his legs. Damn. He had just cum, and his pecker was already trying to get hard again. It was that stupid chastity tube! 
 
    Oh, well. At least now he knew he could get relief at any time. Just plug in the vibrator and soar into the wild blue yonder. 
 
    He didn’t have to vacuum much, the floor wasn’t that dirty, so he was onto the polishing. That looked like the next easiest, so he got out the pledge and went to town. 
 
    Spritz, spritz. Rub a dub dub. He sashayed through the house. Do the bannister. The rungs don’t need it. The table, fortunately he didn’t need to move the magazines. Those had been there forever and it would be shiny under them. Through the house he went, and it wasn’t long until the can of Pledge was empty. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, Ted. Get a better quote on a new forklift. And get a quote for repairs for the old one. Get back to me after lunch.” 
 
    Ted made a note on a pad of paper and nodded. 
 
    Bonnie stood up and everybody’s eyes followed her. She was short and slender, but she had an imposing, no nonsense attitude about her. 
 
    “Okay, guys and gals. This is the point where I sit through your boring excuses and justifications.” 
 
    Everybody blinked. 
 
    “Look at the statistics on the board behind me. The lines are just meandering along. No spikes. No surges. Business as usual, and it sucks!” 
 
    Everybody started sitting up straighter. This wasn’t the way Chuck ran the meetings. 
 
    “So, instead of listening to you bozos tell me why a static line is really a good thing, you have an hour to present me with three ideas for making your statics go up. We will meet right after lunch. Questions?” 
 
    There were no questions. They were in two much shock to be asking questions. “Then I’ll see you after lunch.” 
 
    Blinking, looking around, glancing at her, the department heads left the office. 
 
    Bonnie chuckled, and spun around in the swivel chair. Man, this was fun. But it looked like Chuck had a slower, more relaxed style than she did. 
 
    Well. that was okay. To each their own. She placed her hands on his big, shiny desk and prepared to get up, and stopped. There was a yellow post it on the top of his computer screen. The message was writing in pink, and there was a big heart on it. She leaned forward and squinted her eyes. 
 
      
 
    314 at noon 
 
    see you then, lover. 
 
      
 
    And the big heart. 
 
    For a second Bonnie had no thought. Just a blankness as she grokked what she had read. Then she had a thought, lots of thoughts, and a growl started to surge within her. 
 
    She looked at her watch. 
 
    Noon. 
 
    Room 314 was right up the stairs. 
 
    She stood up and stomped out of the office. 
 
      
 
    Chuck was hard at work collecting the laundry. Darn stuff was hard to carry because of his high heels. He kept stumbling and his hair was getting in his eyes. He reached the foyer and put the laundry basket down for a second and brushed his hair out of his eyes. Damned hair. He was going to get a haircut as soon as he got back to the office. He was going to— 
 
    KNOCK KNOCK! 
 
    He jumped back as the door opened. 
 
    “Hey, beautiful!” Sarah giggled. She was Bonnie’s bestie, and she had seen Chuck in all his finery just yesterday. 
 
    “Oh, whew. You startled me.” 
 
    “First day in the big time, eh?” 
 
    “Yeah. I guess so.” 
 
    “So how is it?” 
 
    “Boring.” 
 
    “Excellent. Got time for a snack and Margaritas?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “I know. you’re all embarrassed. But there’s this little place downtown with very private booths. We park, walk in through the patio, we sit, we have a chilled Margaritas, and…voila! You are no longer bored. 
 
    Chuck perked up. 
 
    “I could go like this?” 
 
    “Absolutely. Besides. No one can tell you’re a man.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Really.” Sarah grabbed his arm and said, “Let’s go, girlfriend. I have a wooden leg, maybe even two wooden legs. Let’s rock it.” 
 
    Chuck was dragged, with him in the lead, out of the house. 
 
      
 
    Bonnie took a deep breath. She turned the knob, pushed the door and stepped in. 
 
    “EEE!” A completely naked girl tried to cover herself up. She had been lying on a table, legs spread so her pussy was totally exposed. 
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
    “The girl ran to her pile of clothes, but Bonnie was already filming her with her cell phone. 
 
    The girl had a nice, round butt and big, jouncing tits. Her lips were red and her face was ashen right through her pancake make up. 
 
    “Stop videoing!” she begged, as she pulled her panties up. 
 
    “Do you work her?” 
 
    “I…uh…who are you?” 
 
    “I’m Bonnie, married to Chuck. I own this company.” A slight exaggeration, but not enough to be untruthful. 
 
    The girl jumped into her skirt and struggled with her blouse. Her eyes were beautiful, but a bit haunted. “You’re…you’re…” 
 
    “I’m the wife of the man you were waiting naked for.” 
 
    The girl grabbed her shoes and tried to get past Bonnie. “Let me out.” 
 
    Bonnie kept the cell phone working. “I am going to post this on Facebutt if you don’t tell me who you were going to meet.” 
 
    “Please!” She was begging, her face was drawn and not so pretty now. “I can’t! He’ll fire me.” 
 
    “And if you don’t tell me then I’ll fire you.” and a bolt from the blue. “And I’ll send this video to your husband.” 
 
    Bingo. The girl actually physically staggered. It was just a guess, but cheaters sometimes go with cheaters. 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “Chuck. I was going to meet Chuck.” 
 
    “Do you meet him every day?” 
 
    She looked down. She was beaten, and looked it. 
 
    “Every other day. He said he couldn’t do every day.” 
 
    Of course, he had to save a little for Bonnie. 
 
    “Okay, Bonnie. I will be checking up on your work. If it’s up to snuff I won’t fire you.” 
 
    “But Chuck will!” 
 
    “Chuck will not. Now, I believe it’s the lunch hour. Go.” 
 
    Bonnie moved aside and ran out the door. 
 
    Funny, she didn’t even know the girl’s name, but that was easily found out. She filmed the girl’s waggling butt as she ran down the hallway. 
 
      
 
    Chuck’s face was on fire. Sarah chuckled and kept her arm linked in his. “You are so blushing!” 
 
    “I’m…you’re sure nobody can recognize me?” 
 
    “Not a chance.” 
 
    They entered a veritable shack. Once inside they turned right and entered a dimly lit area. Sarah led him to a booth and they slid in. 
 
    Chuck was now officially terrified, but the waiter came up and asked, “What can I get you ladies?” 
 
    Chuck blinked. 
 
    “A couple of steak salads would do nicely, and a couple of Margaritas. Salt, please.” 
 
    The waiter left and Saarah leaned across the table and took Chuck’s hands. “Told you.” 
 
    Her grabbing his hands made him nervous and relaxed at the same time. Relaxed because he was so nervous, and nervous because she was a woman, and he instantly felt a sproing in his groin. 
 
    Of course, his dick couldn’t get hard, but that didn’t mean it didn’t try. 
 
    “So how is it being a woman?” 
 
    “It’s…cool.” 
 
    “It’s sexy, I tell ya. When I saw you the other day my first thought was ‘I gotta get some of that.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Really. 
 
    Then he sighed. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Well, I can’t.” 
 
    “You can’t?” she arched her eyebrows. “But I always got the impression that under all that feminine garb was a really swinging dick.” 
 
    “Oh, it’s not that i don’t want to, it’s just that, part of the Female Led Relationship thing involves a…uh…” 
 
    “A what? What are you being so mysterious about?” 
 
    “A chastity cage.” 
 
    “A chastity cage?” 
 
    “Yeah. It’s a metal thing that goes around your cock and—“ 
 
    “I know what a chastity device is. But how did you let yourself get put in one?” 
 
    “Well, it’s not to control me. or anything. It’s just to help me not have a boner bump when I’m wearing a dress.” 
 
    Sarah laughed, which was sort of embarrassing, then she slid around the booth until she was sitting next to him. 
 
    “So you have a chastity cage on.” She slipped her hand down and felt his crotch. Her eyes widened. “Oh, my God!” 
 
    The waiter showed up at that moment with their Margaritas. He placed them on the table and Chuck grabbed his. He took a quick glug and Sarah giggled. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’ve got salt on your lips.” 
 
    He started to bring his hand up to wipe the salt off his lips but Sarah stopped him. “Wait.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    She put her hand behind his head and pulled his face to her. She gently nibbled on his lips. 
 
    Chuck really felt his cock trying to grow now. He couldn’t believe how hard it was pushing. It felt like it was pushing out and stretching his balls. 
 
    Sarah backed away. “Whoo! I think I like kissing women better than I like kissing me.” 
 
    Chuck put a hand in his groin and pushed and made a whining sound. 
 
    Sarah laughed. She looked down and laughed some more, then she looked up at him again. “We’re going to have some fun, Chuck. Now drink your drink. Would you like to feel my boobs?” 
 
      
 
    Bonnie walked into the house. “Chuck?” 
 
    No answer, but his car was there. 
 
    She walked through the house and she frowned. The vacuuming looked like he pushed it around a few times, and that was it. No pattern, not even trying to get it butted up agaisnt the couch. 
 
    She almost tripped on the laundry, left in the foyer. She ran a finger over the woodwork and was disgusted. The polish was haphazardly sprayed on, and the woodwork had swirls where it hadn’t been rubbed in. 
 
    At this point she wasn’t really thinking, just reacting to poorly done housework. She went into the game room and saw the exercise CDs laying on top of his desk. Apparently unopened. 
 
    Then she saw the beer cans. Six empties all in a row. Lined up like the dead soldiers they were. 
 
    A bit stunned now, she sat down in his swivel and just stared at nothing. What had Chuck been doing? She expected mistakes, maybe even a little rebellion, but this……getting drunk and…her eyes fell on her vibrator. 
 
    What the fuck was this doing out? 
 
    She put her hand out to touch it and froze. There was something on the desk, some kind glue-y liquid. 
 
    She touched it with a fingernail. It was…could it be…” She sniffed it and her eyes opened. Chuck had figured out a way to jack off! 
 
    Beer cans, vibrator, gizm on the desktop. Then started to pick up her vibrator and her hand was shaking a bit, so she merely nudged it. It pushed against the keyboard and the computer screen lit up. 
 
    Bonnie was no simpering virgin. She was a full bodied woman with a healthy sexual appetite. But this…she had never seen anything like this! 
 
    A woman was on the screen. She was naked and standing with her back to the camera. She had a butthook in her ass. A rope went from the butthook up to the ceiling.  
 
    Bonnie tapped a key and the woman tried to bend over. There was a pair of scissors on the floor and she needed them to cut the rope, but the butthook made it so she could only bend over so far, and though she struggled, she couldn’t…she couldn’t… 
 
    She looked at the screen. The girl’s name was Sammi Starfish. 
 
    Bonnie knew this had to be a mistake. Chuck must have clicked her accidentally. 
 
    She reached for the mouse and was about to close the window, then stopped. She shifted the cursor to the back button and clicked. 
 
    A log in page, and the computer had automatically filled in user and password. Chuck was a member? 
 
    She clicked on the back button again. A site called Wifey’s world. He was a member. 
 
    The back button again and again. And Chuck was the member of half a dozen sites, and then it got interesting. 
 
    First she saw pussies. Really hairy pussies, some with semen splattered all over them. Then she saw what Chuck had been putting in the search line. ‘Hairy pussies.’ 
 
    More back button. Girls with cocks. What? Until she reached his search for ‘shemales.’ 
 
    More back button. Lactating females. Black muscular women. Slut Marion. And, the creme de la creme…’amputee sex.’ 
 
    Bonnie blinked, and her mouth opened. Amputee sex? Her husband was…he watched… 
 
    She stood up and was ready to throw the computer out the window, then she stopped. She hit the forward button until the computer was back where she had found it, then she went to work. 
 
      
 
    Chuck staggered into the house. Staggered not because of his high heels, but because he was drunk. And happy because he had spent the afternoon in the back of Sarah’s car with her munching on his face. She had stroked his cage endlessly, and even pushed a finger up his butthole. 
 
    He, of course, had kissed with equal zest, and he had gotten down and eaten her out until she had a frothy orgasm. 
 
    Then she had repaired him make up and dropped him off. 
 
    He was looped, but that was okay. He put on some coffee, he still had a couple of hours before Bonnie was due home, and he began doing his chores. 
 
    Vacuuming was done, polishing was done. Better do the laundry. 
 
    While the laundry was starting he took care of the empty beer cans and her vibrator. 
 
    Man, he was still horny. This afternoon had primed him all over again. But he didn’t have time for another session with the vibrator. Sighing, looking forward to tomorrow, he went about cleaning up the house. Finally, he put in one of the CDs, the yoga one. He looked at the table of contents and memorized a couple of postures so he could say he did them. Smiling, he looked around for other things that would make it look like he had done his chores. And he chortled on the inside. The FLR stuff was easy. Man, he was acing it. And Bonnie said it was so tough being a woman. Silly bitch didn’t know how to do it, that was all. 
 
      
 
    Bonnie spent the afternoon in meetings. She worked with each department head and started them on new programs. The department heads seemed to like it. She could feel their excitement as things they had thought about began the initial stages of implementation. And the feeling of excitement was contagious. 
 
    And she took a look at the woman she had caught naked. Marcia Johnson. Worked in legal. Was actually bright and a hard worker. She apparently wanted a career, but she had chosen the wrong way to get it. 
 
    Or maybe it wasn’t the wrong way. Hmm. Just before break she paid a visit to legal and had a long sit down with Mrs. Marcia Johnson. When she left Marcia wasn’t worried about losing her job. She had other things to think about. 
 
      
 
    “Chuck? I’m home!” 
 
    “Back here, babe!” he called from the game room. 
 
    She walked in and he was standing with an apron around his waist and a can of Pledge in his hand. “I just finished polishing,” he gave her a kiss. And thought about how much more inspired Sarah was. Man, his lips were so overworked they were burning!” 
 
    “Wonderful. Then you had no problem finishing the list?” 
 
    “Oh, no. It was easy. Want to give me an inspection?” 
 
    “Nah. I know what a hard worker you are. Let’s just relax and have some dinner. Maybe a drink or two. Would you like me to play with you tonight?” 
 
    Oh, God! His dick was sore from trying to get hard with Sarah. “I think I might have pulled something with the yoga.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s too bad. Well, there’s always tomorrow. You don’t mind if I go to work again, do you? Your people are so incredible. You have really trained them well. the company just sails along.” 
 
    “Oh, no. That would be fine.” 
 
    And so the night went. 
 
    And so the week went. Chuck drinking in the morning, making out with Sarah (which blew Bonnie’s mind…her best friend?) and sloughing through the chores. 
 
    Each day Bonnie went to work, and she implemented programs, praised people, threatened slackers, and the company, just in the space of a week, was showing hints of rising trends. 
 
    Of course the toll on Bonnie was tough. Each day she was too tired for sex (even if she had been willing to unlock Chuck), but that was okay with Chuck. He was tired in his own right. After all, he was having great vibrator induced orgasms. 
 
    And, on the surface, everything was hunky dory. A couple in love, adapting to a Female Led lifestyle. And everybody was happy. Until Friday night.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “I’m home!” 
 
    “Hey, babe!” 
 
    Chuck called from the game room. 
 
    She entered the room and said, “Have I got a surprise for you!” 
 
    “Really? What is it?” 
 
    “Let me go get sexy for you, then I’ll show you.” 
 
    “Five minutes later she returned, and she looked good. Chuck was glad she had stopped dressing masculine and had gone back to looking female. He stared at her boobs in the see through gown. He looked at her pussy. Damn! It looked like her pussy had a bit of glistening to it, like it was wet. 
 
    He smiled. He was going to get a little. 
 
    She said, “Have a seat on the couch. “Let me have the swivel.” 
 
    So he did, and she sat down and popped in a DVD and waited for it to boot. While she waited she turned to Chuck and said, “I came across a video of a man cheating on his wife. You won’t believe this. We should have popcorn,” she giggled. 
 
    Chuck grinned. A man cheating, lucky she didn’t know about him. Then the video started. 
 
    Within ten seconds Chuck was leaning forward, his jaw on the floor, his heart sinking into his shoes. 
 
    A video of Marcia. Naked. Gathering up her clothes and trying to get out of the room, Bonnie’s voice questioning her, and…and Bonnie knew. 
 
    “Honey….you need to…” 
 
    “Hush, it gets better.” 
 
    A view of his computer screen, the browser open to a page about hairy cunts. Then a slow series of back clicks, focusing on his user name and password. Back through the sites he regularly perused. 
 
    “And I’ve got files like this for every day of the week!” Bonnie bubbled happily. 
 
    Then a video of Bonnie inspecting the house. She rubbed her finger in the swirls of wood polish. She pointed out the random nature of his haphazard vacuuming, chore after chore she picked apart. 
 
    “Isn’t this fellow lazy?” she remarked. 
 
    Chuck was on his feet. He wanted to run away screaming, but…he was rooted. 
 
    “Honey, I didn’t—“ 
 
    “Quiet down now, we’re coming to the good part. 
 
    An overview of the house security system showed on the screen, but the cameras had been changed. instead of showing the backyard, one showed his office. He watched himself drink beer, use the vibrator, cum, and even lick his fingers when he was done. Finally, the video was done. 
 
    Bonnie popped the CD out and turned to him. She was actually smiling. “You can have this one. I’ve got lots of copies. You can watch some of the other videos I made. Would you like to?” 
 
    He felt about as big as a mouse’s dick. He shook his head. “Bonnie, I…uh…” 
 
    “You don’t have to say anything.” 
 
    “I…I don’t? then you’re not…you’re not…” 
 
    “Mad? Oh, Lord, no. A bit disappointed, but…listen, honey, we’re in. Female Led Relationship. That means I’m in charge, and if the workers are unhappy it’s the boss’s fault. So your little peccadillos and foibles? They’re my fault. Heck, even if I was blameless, they’re still my responsibility. 
 
    “Then…I’m forgiven? And you’re all right with this?” 
 
    “Oh, gosh. No. You’ve broken trust and betrayed me, so I’m not all right. But I will take the enlightened female viewpoint and help you correct your behavior.” 
 
    “Oh, honey! That is great! I swear, I’m reformed. I’m going to toe the straight and narrow from here on out.” 
 
    “Excellent,” Bonnie interrupted his burbling. “Here.” She picked up a box from the floor and handed it to him. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “I got you a nicer chastity tube. I think you’ll like it a lot better.” 
 
    He grinned while he opened the box. He couldn’t believe his good luck. He had been caught, and she was fine with everything! This female led stuff really worked! 
 
    He took out the black bag and opened it. The new chastity tube was sleek and shiny. State of the art modern.  
 
    “Here’s the key to the old one,” she handed him the key and he took it and quickly unlocked himself. 
 
    “It’s not getting hard,” she said. 
 
    “Oh, well. I, uh…” 
 
    “Oh, you had a little vibrator action. That’s okay.” 
 
    He grinned. “You’re really not upset?” 
 
    “Not really. Boys will be boys. Men will be men. I just need to do my duty as a wife a little better.” 
 
    He slid the new tube on and looked at it. “It’s snug.” 
 
    “But comfortable.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Feels good.” 
 
    “Excellent. Now, let me put a dab of lube on the lock,” she was holding a little tube in her hand and she squirted a drop into the locking mechanism.  
 
    “Wow. No padlock. It’s built right in.” 
 
    “Only the best for my baby.” 
 
    She picked up the key, pushed it into the lock, looked up at him. She was holding his caged cock and he could feel the warmth of her hands. “You realize that you really shouldn’t have done all those things.” 
 
    “I know,” he said, sheep-faced. “I just…I’m just a real man under this dress, and sometimes my desires get the best of me.” 
 
    “Well, you won’t have to worry about that any longer.” 
 
    She pushed the key sideways and it snapped off right at the shoulder. 
 
    His eyes opened and he stared down. The key was broken just inside the lock. No way to grab the rest of the key with pliers. “Hey!” 
 
    Bonnie turned to the desk, tossed the bow of the key into the trash, then turned back to him. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “It’s superglue. Binary superglue. Can’t boil it off, even if you could get hot water into the keyhole.” 
 
    “But how can we get it off? My cock is in there! How can we unlock it?” 
 
    “Oh, silly,” she patted his cheek. You can’t. Of course, you could try cutting it off. I’m sure you’d like to play with a Dremel saw and your dick. Though, the people I talked to said this material won’t cut.” 
 
    Chuck started to turn pale. “What have you done?” 
 
    “Taken responsibility for a lazy slut of a man who can’t be bothered to take responsibility for himself.” 
 
    “No! this is impossible. There’s got to be a way!” 
 
    Bonnie shook her head, half sad, half smiling wanly. “Well, there is one, but…maybe I’ll tell you some day.” 
 
    Chuck stood and stared at his groin. The chastity cage was smooth and fit against his body nicely. He wouldn’t have any bulge at all. 
 
    “Of course, I have preset it, so that should afford you some fun, and I can always change the settings. But for right now…” 
 
    “Bonnie! How can you do this to me?” 
 
    “Shouldn’t I be asking that of you?” She held up a fob. “This is the fob, it is keyed only to my hand, so useless to you.” She pressed it and a warm sensation filled his groin. 
 
    “Oh!” 
 
    “It only gives pleasure. I could have had it deliver pain, but I’m not that sort of person. Would you like some more pleasure?” 
 
    He didn’t say anything. 
 
    She began pressing the button. 
 
    The feeling in his groin grew and grew. He felt himself edge up, and he was suddenly on the verge of cumming. He grabbed his groin, but the feeling just stayed on the edge, never went over, he felt like his penis was going to spew at second, but it didn’t. 
 
    “The pleasure reduces the closer you get to an orgasm. What do you think? Pretty devious, eh?” 
 
    “Bonnie. You can’t do this to me.” 
 
    “I will leave it set to give you a near orgasm every hour. And, just in case you wondered, you will be receiving your pain in the form of spankings.” 
 
    “Honey…” 
 
    “Now, let’s go discuss how you will get back in my good graces.” She waked out of the game room and headed for the bedroom. 
 
    Caught, Chuck followed her, his mind trying to cope with all he had been told. 
 
    She led him into the bedroom, laid down on the bed and spread her legs. Her arms were folded behind her head and she was smiling. “Pleasure me, my little chow hound.” 
 
    Chuck didn’t know what to do. He was caught. His mind was flabbergasted and gobsmacked and generally in disarray. “But, honey…” 
 
    “You don’t have to if you don’t want to. I’ve always got my trusty vibrator.” She patted the vibrator, which was laying on a pillow next to her and plugged in and ready to go. “But sex is always more fun if you have a willing partner? Are you willing?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” But he wasn’t. Not really. But…he knew he should. There had to be a way out of this mess, and he knew he had to keep her happy. Besides, there was the CD. He couldn’t afford for that to become public. 
 
    Cautiously, like he was afraid she would bite him, he crawled between her legs. 
 
    “Go on,” she encouraged. 
 
    He put his head down and began to lap at her pussy. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” she purred. “That’s the advantage of being married to a horn dog. They always know how to please a vagina.” 
 
    Truth, Chuck was devastated, but, also truth, even the most devastated of men will respond when pussy is at hand. Shortly he was getting into it. He was Frenching her pussy with his mouth, swirling his tongue inside her, his hands up and grabbing her tits, fondling them, playing with her nipples. 
 
    “Oh, you bad boy!” she moaned, her hips writhing against his face. 
 
    He sucked her clitoris into his mouth and began slapping it with his tongue. 
 
    “Ooh!” she squealed and her hips gave a sudden twitch. Her thighs were tight against his face. “I think you’re better locked than unlocked. At least you’re sure trying harder.” 
 
    Of course he was trying harder. He wanted to cum, and he knew that if he made her cum, then maybe she would tell him the one way out of this infernal chastity device. 
 
    “Oh, I think I’m gonna…I’m gonna..YES!” 
 
    She hit the back of his head with a fist and pushed her pussy into his face and began to squirt. 
 
    Yes, she was a squirter, which sometimes made eating her out less than pleasant. Chuck didn’t mind fucking her, because it was cool to watch all that liquid spurt out of her pussy. But her squirting in his face while he was eating was not his favorite thing. 
 
    Still, whether he liked it or not, she had his head clamped and her hips were jerking so hard he worried she might hurt his neck. Female squirtem covered his face and filled his mouth. He started to gag, but she just held on and kept fucking his face. 
 
      
 
    Chuck tried everything the next few weeks. He explored the internet with an eye to getting out of chastity tubes. Very easy. Unless it happens to be custom made. He thought he might be able to drill out the key, but even the key was made of high tech metal that wouldn’t cut. 
 
    He actually looked at a Dremel saw, and gave up the idea immediately. There was just too much danger, a distinct probability, that the saw would slip and cut right through his favorite friend. 
 
    He looked at ways to dissolve the binary glue. There were actually a couple of ways, but the easiest would have him injecting acid into the lock. No way he wanted to do that. 
 
    He talked to locksmiths, and that was difficult. He would enter a shop in a dress—his male clothes were gone—and have to strip down and have them examine and even handle his junk. Just a wee bit embarrassing. 
 
    So he was caught on that angle. 
 
    He snuck into his wife’s phone one day and found her videos unable to be deleted. He could watch one of five different videos describing his activities on the week of his demise, but he couldn’t delete them. And he could tell they were uploaded to the net. He didn’t think he’d be able to hack into the cloud. 
 
    And that still left the DVDs in the lawyer’s possession. 
 
    The difficult thing was that through all this Bonnie was cheerful and treated him nicely. No yelling. Of course, if he didn’t do his chores properly she spanked him. He had gone through a week of standing up before he started to make enough progress to make her happy. 
 
    If she had been mean and nasty, so he could hate her…but she wasn’t. 
 
    And he had been virtually locked out of his own company! 
 
    She had been on the titles and deeds and bank accounts from the first days he had opened his businesses. Just a precaution in case anything happened to him. Now it was proving his undoing. She could spend his money, the people in his company did everything she said, and…and he stayed at home. 
 
    Heck, he was too embarrassed to be seen around the company anyway. He was a full time woman now. 
 
    But he had to be home anyway, because he had to do chores. Every day. And the chores included all the things she had done, and a few extras. She had never had to mow the lawn, but he did. She had never had to wash all the window, but she fired the service and made him do it. She never cleaned the pool, but she fired that service, too, and he had to do it. 
 
    And he had to cook all the meals! She left recipes, made him watch cooking shows, and…and she never did any of the cooking anymore! 
 
    In fact, he was doing everything! And if he didn’t do everything well…he got a spanking. 
 
    Quick and efficient, no recriminations afterwards. Just a smiling advice: “Do your chores properly and this won’t have to happen.” 
 
    Heck. he was nothing more than a servant. A maid. A…a slave! 
 
    His only solace, in this dismal existence he was living, was Sarah. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, babe,” he kissed her and sat down. They were at their favorite restaurant. “Did you order the Margaritas?” 
 
    “I don’t feel like a drink today.” She nibbled her lip nervously. 
 
    “Oh, well…did you want to eat? Or just head for the car?” 
 
    She gave a sigh, then faced him squarely. “Chuck. I don’t want to do this anymore.” 
 
    “What?” Panic shot through his chest. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Meeting like this. Hiding out, sneaking off to the car.” 
 
    “But I thought you liked it? And I always get you off! Fingers, mouth, I’ll do whatever I have to to make you happy!” 
 
    “That’s just it, Chuck. You can’t.” 
 
    “What? Why not? I thought you were having fun!” 
 
    “Chuck, it is fun. I love to get you all horny, and that makes me wet, and then my cums…they are great.” 
 
    “Then why?” 
 
    “Because…” she hesitated, then blurted it out. “…I need cock.” 
 
    His heart sputtered and spun into a nose dive. 
 
    “I need something stiff and big between my legs. I need to be fucked, like a woman!” 
 
    “But I could get a dildo! We can do this! Sarah…don’t leave me!” 
 
    People at other tables were turning and looking as his voice rose into a begging wail. 
 
    “It’s no use, Chuck. You can’t please me like a man…I need a man…good bye.” 
 
    Chuck sat in blind disbelief as she hurried out of the door.  
 
    “Would you like to order?” 
 
    “No…no,” Chuck waved the waiter aside, then, “But bring me a couple of Margaritas.” 
 
    Chuck didn’t get totally wasted, but he got pretty sloshy. Still, he managed to make it home, where Bonnie was waiting for him. 
 
    “Out and about?” she raised an eye at him. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “You didn’t finish your chores. And you’re drunk.” 
 
    “So spank me,” he said, and he just walked past her. Out to the patio where he just sat and stewed. 
 
    Bonnie followed him, sat down next to him. She reached over and took his hand in hers. “Trouble with Sarah?” 
 
    He blinked and stared at her. “You knew.” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    She patted his hand. “Oh, Chuckles. You’re having such a difficult time.” 
 
    “I…yeah.” What was there to say? 
 
    She got up and came to his lounge and sat down on his lap. She pressed the fob and kissed him. 
 
    Chuck felt the pleasure building. He groaned, and he couldn’t help but kiss her back. Within a minute he was gasping for breath. 
 
    “Take me to bed? 
 
    Chuck got up, walked unevenly, his groin was swarming with good feelings and his cock was trying desperately to get hard, to the bedroom. 
 
    Bonnie got undressed and laid down. She had bought him a strap on and had a variety of dildos. She asked for the big, purple one. 
 
    He put it on and then went down on her. He ate and he ate, and all his frustrations came out and he gobbled like a fiend…and Bonnie came. Came hard, too. Then he fucked her, and she came again. And he was like a little boy sitting int he rain, getting soaked but unable to come in. 
 
    Afterward he was lying next to her on his back. 
 
    He looked around the room. He had been moved to a guest room, and he noticed the absence of his personality in the room. 
 
    He turned to her. “So how come you didn’t spank me?” 
 
    “You’re spanking yourself. And you’re doing it hard. You needed a friendly face, not a leather belt.” 
 
    He thought about that. She was right, but…his mind still wasn’t grokking everything that was happening to him. 
 
    “Besides. She’ll get her comeuppance.” 
 
    He wondered what she meant, but didn’t ask. She smiled, touched his face tenderly. “Why don’t you go finish some chores or something. I’ll spank you later, if you’d like.” 
 
    What a strange thing to say. Yet…it made him feel good. Did he…could it be…was he liking his spankings? 
 
    He got up and left the room. 
 
      
 
    Without Sarah to distract him, and no way of meeting other women, and especially women who would like him as he was, a beautiful woman, Chuck’s work got better. Oh, he went through rough patches, but he was basically a maid 24/7, and there wasn’t much to do, and in the long, lonely hours when he vacuumed rugs, mopped floors, did the thousand and one things that a housewife needs to do, he began to find a certain comfort in the endless cleaning of the house. 
 
    He wore a maid’s uniform during the day, Bonnie liked that, and he was free to wear whatever he wanted at night. But he had no male clothes, and he had no way to get more—his credit cards had all been canceled—so he just wore dresses at night. 
 
    He watched all the cooking shows and fashion shows on TV. He studied how to do make up on the net and was getting pretty proficient. And he watched less and less football. 
 
    He found women’s gymnastics quite interesting. He marveled at the way they moved their bodies. He was eating more and more salads, and doing regularly stretching routines by DVD, and he sort of wished that one day he could do the splits, maybe do a tumbling routine. 
 
    His existence became a surreal detachment from all things male. 
 
    He woke up and put make up on. He wore dresses and other female clothing. He did chores around the house. And the part of him that was male slowly faded, became less and less. 
 
    Bonnie watched his progress with satisfaction. She gave advice when he needed it, she spanked him when he needed it, and she thought about her own needs. 
 
    Yes, she had a live in maid, a 24/7 live in maid, but a woman needs something more than somebody to do the dishes and cook the soup. Like Sarah had realized, there is a part of a man that is required for a woman to be truly happy. 
 
    So she made a phone call. 
 
      
 
    It was a nice, sunny day. The birds were flying around and pooping happily, snakes were hiding in the grass. It was that kind of day. 
 
    Bonnie went to work for a while, and Chuck cleaned the house. Along about three o’clock Bonnie breezed in. 
 
    “Start up the barbecue. Get out a couple of steaks and make a salad.” 
 
    “Okay. Who’s coming?” 
 
    “It’s a surprise!” she laughed. 
 
    Chuck chopped up some lettuce, added some Spam, olives, a bit of mayo, onions and cheese. 
 
    Bonnie headed for the bedroom and returned a half hour later. Smelling of rose scented soap, her hair shiny, and wearing a dress that exposed her boobs right down to the nips. 
 
    “You’re going to wear that?” 
 
    “Hey. I just feel a little sexy.” 
 
    Chuck shrugged. He wasn’t getting any, so whatever. 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    The doorbell rang and Bonnie headed for the door before Chuck could. 
 
    “Hi, guys. Come on in!” 
 
    Chuck looked in from the patio and saw Roger and Sarah. He relaxed, for they knew he was part of a female led relationship. They accepted him as a female. Especially Sarah. 
 
    And, it proved embarrassing. 
 
    When people have been intimate with each other there are always tells. The knowledge is in their eyes. They are awkward in speech, they are embarrassed. While Roger and Bonnie chatted there was this intense sub-level of embarrassment between Chuck and Sarah. 
 
    “Delicious steak, Bonnie.” 
 
    “Yes. Want a drink?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    Bonnie turned to Chuck. She smiled. “Be a dear. Two bourbon and Cokes.” 
 
    That was the moment that Chuck understood that something was happening. 
 
    He and Sarah were eating salads. Roger and Bonnie were eating steaks. 
 
    He and Sarah had Hawaiian Fruit Punch. Roger and Bonnie were drinking bourbon and Coke. 
 
    He stood up to fetch the drinks and wondered all the way to the kitchen. He was going to have to ask Bonnie what was going on. But he didn’t have to ask, when he brought the drinks back Bonnie said, “Chuck? I called Roger last week and told him that Sarah was cheating on him.” 
 
    Chuck’s mouth opened, and he worried. Roger, however, was smiling. He said, “Sarah, show Chuck your new underwear.” 
 
    Her face red, Sarah stood up and lifted her dress. Instead of panties she had on a shiny, steel chastity belt. 
 
    Roger put a finger between the belt and her skin with difficulty. “It’s a tight fit, but it’s good for her.” he looked up at his wife. “Right, honey?” 
 
    “Yes, Roger.” Her voice was low and ashamed. 
 
    Bonnie said, “Isn’t that fun? She’s just like you, Chuck.” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “You don’t have to say anything. Roger understands how weak the flesh can be. Right, Roger?” 
 
    “Absolutely. Oh, at first I was a little mad, but then I realized that you can’t get it up, so you’re certainly no danger. However, that doesn’t change the fact that Sarah was intimate with you. So I gave her a choice. Divorce, or chastity. Did you make a good choice, honey?” 
 
    “Yes, Roger.” Her face was redder than a sunburned fire engine. 
 
    “Of course,” observed Bonnie, “That isn’t the end of it.” 
 
    “No…no,” agreed Roger. “And I want to thank you, Bonnie, for helping me out with the surveillance equipment.” 
 
    Chuck understood then. Roger had videoed his wife and himself and…and there was the whole game. Facebutt. Mortification at being found to be a cheater. 
 
    “You’re welcome. And Chuck, would you like to know what is going to happen now?” 
 
    Chuck didn’t. But he had to answer. He nodded his head and gulped. 
 
    “Why, you and Sarah get to make love. And Roger and I will watch. You two can rub your little cages together as much as you want.” 
 
    Roger smiled a hard smile. “And then Bonnie and I will rub our sex organs together.” 
 
    Chuck looked up. He wanted to say something, but what was there to say? If he complained he might get divorced, out on the street with no money. The only clothes on his back dresses. 
 
    “Isn’t that great, Chuck? You get to fuck Sarah! As much as you can with your little weenie all locked up.” 
 
    Roger and Sarah had a good laugh then. They clinked glasses, and Roger told Chuck to get them another pair of drinks. 
 
    Chuck headed for the kitchen. His head was hanging and he felt like burnt buffalo chips.  
 
    How had this happened? He had been an executive! Owned a couple of companies! Respected in the community! Now he was a sissy maid, good only for…for cuckolding. 
 
    He returned and handed the drinks to Roger and Sarah. 
 
    The pair were now sitting on the swing with arms around each other. 
 
    Bonnie said, “Why don’t you two get started. Show us how you can fuck without sex organs.” 
 
    Roger chuckled. 
 
    Chuck didn’t want to, but the look in Bonnie’s eyes, and in Roger’s, he had to. He sat next to Sarah on a chair. 
 
    “Take the cushions off the loungers. Lay on them.” 
 
    Roger moved like molasses. He put the lounge cushions on the cement and sat down. 
 
    “Go on, honey. You said you enjoyed Chuck’s frustration, that that was why you did it. So now you get to experience Chuck’s frustration.” 
 
    Her face flaming, Sarah sat down next to Chuck. 
 
    “Don’t they look cute together?” 
 
    “But they’re so shy. Chuck! Don’t be shy. Take Sarah in your arms and kiss her.” 
 
    Slowly, Chuck leaned forward. Sarah stared at him. She had stared at him this way so many times in the back of her car at the restaurant. 
 
    He moved his head forward, and she moved hers, and their lips meant. 
 
    And they were horny. Incredibly horny, and denied, and hungry, and…they started kissing for real. 
 
    They forgot about Roger and Bonnie and began chewing on each others mouths like they might even be able to cum. 
 
    “Oh, nice. Such a pure love.” 
 
    Roger moved over Sarah and began humping her. He felt her shiny belt under his chastity tube, and it was driving him crazy.  
 
    Sarah was responding in equal fervor. She began writhing and twisting and thrusting her hips up at him. 
 
    They could almost feel each others meat under the metal. They kissed. Sarah reach down and twisted Chuck’s package until he moaned. He began sucking her tits until she groaned. 
 
    After a while Roger and Bonnie got up and left. Chuck and Sarah were so into their sex and frustration they didn’t even notice their departure. They just kept humping and whining and wishing. 
 
     
 
    Inside the bedroom Roger took charge. He was a strong man, broad in the chest, and he gently undressed Bonnie. He spent a long time suckling her breasts, and Bonnie felt herself getting hot and moist. 
 
    “Oh, Roger,” She sighed. “I wish they’d cheating long ago.” 
 
    He slid down and began eating her out. He had a long, thick tongue, and before long she was crying and writhing and getting close. 
 
    “Out it in me!” she sobbed. 
 
    Roger needed no second invitation. He moved up, poised his cock over her pussy, then drove in. 
 
    Bonnie arched her back, thrust her breasts up for him to suck, and then began to hump. It had been a long time since she had had a good dicking. Chuck and the strap on were okay, but there’s nothing like the real thing. 
 
    Roger took his time, kissing her softly, sliding his big cock into her honey pot. Slowly they built their rhythm up, she bucked and he scooped his hips down as if he was going to scour out her insides with his penis. 
 
    “Fuck!” she whimpered. “Fuck!” 
 
    He felt the first stirrings of ignition. “Better hurry,” he said. “I’m close.” 
 
    “Okay…okay…I’m almost…almost…FUCK! YES! YES!” 
 
    Her body was totally out of control, spasming, jerking like she was having a seizure. Such a delicious cum was enough to set Roger off. 
 
    “Fuck!” he whimpered, and his cock began to spew deep within her. Big globs of sperm that quickly began to leak out the. sides of her pussy. 
 
    For a long minute they lay there, satisfied, complete, in each other’s arms. 
 
    Then Roger pushed off and rolled on to his back. 
 
    Bonnie looked to the side. “Well, lookie lookie. We’ve got an audience.” 
 
    Chuck and Sarah stood just inside the doorway. They looked sad, hang dog. 
 
    “We should have charged admission.” 
 
    “Next time,” agreed Bonnie. “How’d you like the show, Chuck?” 
 
    Chuck just stood mutely. He had been a married man, and then he had cheated. And that had made him pay less attention to his wife, and now look at him. 
 
    Feminized, emasculated. 
 
    He looked at Sarah. The woman he had cheated with, and she was in the same boat. 
 
    “You know,” said Bonnie. “Maybe we should move in together! Then we could do this all the time, and Chuck and Sarah can be our maids…wouldn’t that be wonderful?” 
 
    “Super idea, babe. I would love to be balls deep in you whenever I wanted.” 
 
    “Say,” mused Bonnie. “Would you like to fuck my maid?” 
 
    Roger looked at Chuck, and Chuck was electric. He couldn’t believe what he was hearing. 
 
    “He doesn’t have a woman pussy, but have you ever had a man pussy?” 
 
    “I don’t believe I have!” 
 
    Chuck backed up, his hands out as if to fend off. “No! No!” 
 
    But he knew it was hopeless. He had made his bed, and it was time to lie in it.

  

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