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Author’s Note

Money just doesn’t go far enough these days, and that’s why I put two books in one volume. Everybody should be able to afford feminization!

‘Female Different’ is about a man forced to take part in a bank robbery—dressed as a woman! Talk about the perfect disguise!

‘Femwood Mansion’ is about a fellow who inherits money, a mansion, and…panties! What could go wrong there, eh?

Double the feminization, double the fun, and…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie
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Feminization, swapping sex,

turning from a man into a woman!
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PART ONE

My arms lowered and I nearly lost the letter I was grasping. I started to cry.

“Ryan?” Liz asked, “What’s wrong?”

I crumpled the letter in my hand and handed it to her.

She took it and uncrumpled it, smoothed it out and read.

I worked on controlling the tears. By the time she finished the letter I was only sniffling.

“I’m sorry, honey. I know she was your favorite aunt.”

I took the letter back. “She took over for Mom when Mom couldn’t take care of me. She was my second mother.”

“It’s too bad.”

Liz moved to me then, hugged me, and I held on, sniffled a bit more, then put her at arm’s length. “I’m going to have to go for the reading of the will.”

“I know. I’ll go with you. We can drive up tomorrow.”

“Wow, this is happening fast.”

“I know. How long since you’ve seen your aunt?”

“Maybe five years. Now I feel guilty I didn’t see her more often.”

“Well, no guilt. You love her, and she must have known it.”

I nodded, put the letter aside. “Shall we start packing? I don’t feel like sleeping.”

“Sure. We can get an early start.”

Packing didn’t take long. Heck, I could have put all my earthly belongings in three suit cases, and thrown away two and not missed them.

The fact of the matter was that I had a crappy job, in a crappy town. I read a lot, and that off Kindle. So a bit of clothes in a carry on and I was good to go.

Liz was another matter. She filled our apartment with good looking clothes, and well she should. Liz had a great job as a model, made much more money than I did, and needed a cargo container to pack all her dresses and lingerie.

So I poured us a couple of drinks, watched her pack three suitcases, big suitcases, there wouldn’t be much room in the SUV for anything else, and we whiled away the time.

“What did your aunt do?”

“Apparently she was quite famous for a couple of years, then there was scandal, and she retired to her house. That was where I grew up.”

“What kind of a house is it?”

“It’s actually a mansion. Way out in the country. Sort of spooky if you’re not used to such things.”

“Ooh, ghosts and things. Sounds cool.”

Liz was holding up dresses and looking at them.

I eyed her lithe form. As a model she was slender, boyish, except for the big boobs she sported.

“You know,” I said, “I’m really sad.”

“I know, I’m sorry—“ she stopped and looked at me. Suspicion was in her eyes. “What?”

“Well, it’s an old family tradition, the way to make somebody happy when they are sad.”

“Oh, no, here it comes.”

“No, no trick, it’s just that when our family is in mourning they don’t wear clothes.”

“That’s the tradition, eh?”

“For generations. When my grandmother died grandad took off his clothes and ran naked in the streets.”

Liz laughed. “Yeah, right. You make it sound like he was celebrating.”

“Oh, no. It’s more like a wake. That is, we’re supposed to drink a lot and have a sort of a party to remember the deceased.”

Liz nodded, a wry look on her face. “So I’m supposed to take off my clothes and your aunt will feel better.”

“Oh, yeah. Well, not her so much as me.”

“You know what you’re full of, don’t you?”

“Well, I had a hamburger for dinner, but…no, I’m not kidding. If you’re going to properly respect those who have passed on…” I took off my shirt and tossed it aside.

Liz the dresses down, and unbuttoned her blouse. “You mean I can’t wear a shirt.”

“Nope,” I said, taking off my pants. My ding dong was hard and it pushed my panties out.

That’s right, panties, and there is a good reason for them. Once, way back when I was single and just getting to know Liz, I had been talking to a girl, and she had gotten mad. She had first accused me of cheating, then she had told me I had to wear panties.

“No woman will sleep with you when you take down your pants and they see you’re a sissy,” she had explained.

I thought it was a hoot, and at that time I saw it as a chance to take off my clothes in front of her, and maybe to get her to take off her clothes, and…so I did it. And as our relationship had progressed she made me wear panties all the time.

She bought me stretchy, kinky, high rise, low cut, thongs. And, man, they felt cool. That little string running up against your butt, your package falling out all the time…I was hard all the time, and Liz was pretty good about taking care of said package, and so…I wear panties.

Liz took off her shorts. Man, that woman had legs. My dick throbbed a little harder, and suddenly there was a wet spot on the front of my panties.

“Uh oh.”

“What?” I asked.

“You’re getting too excited.” She was looking down at my panties. “We don’t want your little peeny getting too excited. It might hurt itself.”

And, second confession, I didn’t have a large cock. In fact, it was only four inches. I was good with my mouth, however, so Liz didn’t seem to mind.

Of course, it always bothered me, but there’s not much you can do when God gives you the short end of the stick. Literally.

“I think I’ll survive the excitement,” I growled, taking off my panties.

“But I might not. I mean, that giant thing…”

When Liz had first seen that I wasn’t well endowed she had admitted, later, that she almost left me. But, here’s her dirty secret, she likes little penises.

Go figure. A world class beauty, and she would prefer my teeny weenie?

“Liar,” I said. “Tell me what you really think.”

And here it was. A giggle escaped her and she said, “That thing is so tiny…”

I turned a little red, I couldn’t help it, but…it also turned me on.

Humiliation as an aphrodisiac. I wish it weren’t so, but there was nothing I could do about my peeny, so I might just as well let her have her jollies—and she did like her jollies—because it made me hard as a rock made of steel.

“That thing is so small I’ll need a microscope to see it.”

“Come on, give it to me. I can take it.” Red-faced, getting off on being embarrassed, my little cock throbbed. I pulled my panties off.

Liz laughed. A real laugh, and pointed at it. “Flea penis. That’s smaller than a flea penis!”

“Ouch.”

But she took off her panties. And she was grinning. “Promise not to hurt me? Little man?”

“I’ll try to, but…” I shrugged.

She crossed the room and knelt in front of me. She was breathing hard. She took my package in hand and lifted it up. “God, that is so fascinating. You’ve got big balls, but that penis is so small.” Then she mouthed it, and took the whole, hard four inches in.

I groaned, because, small or not, it felt good.

In fact, not to go scientific on you, scientists say that with a smaller sex organ there is more sensation. I guess all the nerves are just packed into a smaller space and are more sensitive or something.

Liz squeezed my balls and my knees shook.

“You’re easy, you know?”

“I know.”

She sucked, and I could feel her tongue swirling around my cock. I shivered and she braced my thigh with one hand.

God, she was beautiful. She was brunette with magnetic green eyes, and she always kept herself in prime condition.

She stood up and said, “Do you think you can fuck me with that little thing?”

I gulped. “I’ll try.”

She held my cock and pulled me towards the bedroom. We have a one bedroom apartment, so it wasn’t a long walk.

We entered the bedroom and she shoved her suitcases onto the floor and laid down. She was still wearing a bra, and I marveled at how her mountains peeked over the lips of the bra. It was a half bra and her nipples were watching me, and they were red and distended.

“Hurt me, baby,” she lay back and spread her legs.

I tried, oh, baby, how I tried. First, I mouthed her pussy, and, as I said, I’m pretty good at the oral. It wasn’t long before I had her squirming and pulling on my hair, trying to get me up to insert into her.

I resisted, wanting to get her to fever pitch before I subjected her to Mr. Tiny. Finally, however, I moved up. I stopped at her breasts and gave proper worship, licking and sucking those large nipples until she was grinding her hips madly. And I used my fingers while I sucked, so she was properly primed and ready.

Then I slithered up her tight frame, felt her big boobs brushing against my chest, and I was ready to fuck her.

I pushed my penis into her, and she held my face with two hands and said, “Is that all you’ve got?”

The humiliation almost drove me over the edge right then. The mortification of having such a tiny peeny was almost too much.

She saw it and growled, “Don’t you dare cum. Don’t you dare!”

I managed not to, but it was a struggle. She began to move her hips, thrusting her hole up to me as if she wanted more, which I always imagined she did. She groaned, and I felt her tight hole going around, and my penis swirled inside it.

The benefit of a small prick: the hole is always tight. Simply, you never stretch it out. So every fuck is like a virgin fuck.

And she, I think the secret is that wanting more makes her hornier. Wanting something she can’t have.

She put her arms around my head and gobbled my mouth, licking the taste of her own pussy off my lips.

I pushed down, hard, and wouldn’t let up. I didn’t want to give my prick a chance to fall out. A tight pussy is liable to spit out the little sperm fishes.

For a long time we ground our hips together, it always took a long time—small dick, you know—but when Liz popped, baby, she popped.

The first clue was her eyes would suddenly open wide, like she was surprised. She would stare at me, and the glaze would try to take over her eyes.

But she fought the glaze, she tried to keep looking at me.

Then the hips jerked. Once, violently, like it was a final attempt to grab onto my cock.

Then she would say something, she’d mutter, through clenched teeth, something like, ‘Oh, fuck!’ Or just, ‘Oh!’

Then she’d grab for me, get her arms around me, and squeeze. She’d hold tight and the ride would begin. Her hips would just go wild, bouncing up and down, and sometimes she would bounce me right out of her. But she would keep moving those hips, jerking, spasming, like a live wire in a puddle And she would make mewling sounds, like a cat whose tail was being pulled off. Then she’d just collapse. It would start with that sequence, go through the jerks and twitches, then…over. Done. Disappeared. Except for the heat surging through her loins, a remembrance of the white ocean that washed her entire.

And that’s what she did.

And I held on, and tried to stay in her, and tried to ride it out.

Then, shame of shames, I would go to the bathroom and finish myself off.

That’s right, with all that, the beautiful woman and the violent fuck, I couldn’t get off in her pussy.

Still, when I was done, when I came out of the bathroom she would be happy. “Did you get off all right.”

“Yep,” slight embarrassment. And I would climb into bed and she would cuddle and we would hold each other.

Yeah.. I know it’s not the normal way sex is done, but I was lucky. Tiny peeny and all, I was lucky.

“Mr. Jordan, good to meet you.”

I shook the hand of the barrister, and Liz shook his hand, and we were escorted into his office. The other relatives were already there.

Uncle Tommy. A thin, mean-faced fart if ever there was one. My cousins, Beau and Shelley. Twins, and twins in small thinking and mean thoughts. And, of course, Great Aunt Virginia. Her face was like a prune and she looked like she needed prunes. I mean, her face was so squinched I doubted if she’d ever taken a crap. And if she had the toilet had probably run away.

Nobody bothered to say hi, they just stared and glared, and I held onto Liz’s hand and guided her to a seat. Later, Liz would tell me that being in front of my relatives was like being in front of a firing squad armed with poisonous snakes.

A very apt description.

The lawyer, James Turnwell, Esq., sat down behind his desk.

“Welcome to you all. I’m sorry for your loss and—“

“Just read the stupid will,” Great Aunt Virginia snapped.

The lawyer blinked. But, heck, he should have expected such attitude from this conglomeration of piss ants.

He cleared his throat, took the will out of a large envelope and began to read.

“I, Charlene James, being of sound mind and…”

To cut to the chase, each of the assembled malcontents received five thousand dollars. Four people, twenty thousand dollars. I received eighty-three million and change, on the condition that I live in Aunt Charlene’s mansion on a permanent basis for one year.

The room, upon this announcement, burst into angry imprecations. The twins spat at me, both of them, at the same time, then ran from the room.

Great Aunt Virginia used her cane to leverage herself to her feet, sniffed, said she would contest the will, and left. Uncle Tommy followed her, and if he had had a gun he would have used it.

Then I was alone with Liz and the lawyer.

“Well,” said the barrister, “That was interesting.”

“Heck,” I said. “That was unpleasant. Can Aunt Virginia sue me?”

“Yep. But she can’t break the will. I put it together myself, and I’ve studied law in the big city, and…when her lawyers see that will they’ll just charge her money and file court documents and give up.

“Why did your aunt leave them all five thousand dollars?”

The lawyer smiled. “That was my idea. If you leave them nothing they can say they were overlooked, but if they get something then they can’t.” He smiled in a delicious manner. Having met my ill conceived relatives he was enjoying this moment.

“So, I have to live in the house.”

“You do. I’ll visit every once in a while to make sure you’re there, but, one year and you’re free to do what you want.”

“That’s a strange request.”

“Forgive me for speaking so plainly, but your Aunt was a strange person.” And there was, in his eyes, a bit of consternation. I wondered what he wasn’t telling me.

Femwood Mansion was just outside the town of Femwood. It was turn of the century—last century—and truly magnificent. And gloomy.

I don’t think they intended for it to be that gloomy, but time had warped a few boards, the roof was old style, with turrets and carved shingles. And it hadn’t been painted in a lo-o-ong time.

It was weather protected, pretty much, but it just needed a new coat.

When Liz first saw the structure she gaped. “Oh, my God! That’s huge!”

I looked at the twenty room monstrosity with fondness.

“It’s a big playground,” I explained. “I was ten years old when mother died and, well, I had plenty of room to wander, to explore, and Aunt Charlene, or Charley, as everybody called her, let me run loose.”

“She sounds like a nice person.”

“She  was nice. She was strange. She loved me.”

“In a way, that’s a nice epitaph.”

“Yes.”

I led the way up the stairs and we stood on the porch for a moment and looked at the grounds. A hundred yards of overgrown lawn and shrubbery, then…woods. Dark woods. Downright spooky woods.

“It’s beautiful,” whispered Liz.

I smiled. It was beautiful, and I could feel the awe in her voice.

We entered the house and Liz froze. “Oh, my God!”

Aunt Charlene, Charley, had good taste, and she kept the furniture to the time period of the house. The result was highly polished, plush, old furniture that had character.

That wasn’t a coffee table, that was a round table for gatherings of friends.

That wasn’t a sofa, that was a mattress for late night confabs.

At the edges of the thick rug we could see the shiny wood, old wood, that stretched into the corridors and gave the house a luster.

“She was strange,” I observed, “but she had wonderful taste.”

“We’re keeping it all,” Liz blurted. She turned to me and took my arm and said in a fierce voice, “This is a damned museum.”

I kept my smile in and said, “I’ll call a truck and have this crap hauled away. We can get wall to wall carpeting—green, maybe, light green—and the windows have to be replaced, and ceiling to floor drapes and—Oof!”

She punched me in the belly. And she had a punch on her. As a model she had traveled the world, and she had quickly learned that nobody takes care of somebody like themselves, if that makes sense. She had studied karate and practiced it daily.

“Well, maybe I spoke too quickly.” I gasped. When she punches she doesn’t pull her punches. “Maybe just some upgrades to the kitchen?”

She drew her hand back and I raised a hand. “But you’ll have the final word.”

She nodded. “That’s better buster.” Then she grabbed my groin and kissed me. Then, grinning, we headed for the kitchen.

And the back rooms, and the second floor, and the whole way we laughed and talked about the small things—mostly maintenance—that we would do. It was a glorious house, and while I was sorry Aunt Charley had died, I was quite glad that I could come home to Femwood.

We slept there that night. In the big master bedroom. We had glorious sex, we talked over our plans, and we slept.

What happens in a house when people are asleep?

Do the spiders mate and spin webs of intrigue?

Do the mice do the hootchie in the big room? Play Mozart (Mouseart) and sing Christmas carols?

Do ghosts wander the hallways, holding ancient candelabra, disappearing into the walls and coming out on another floor?

I don’t know.

But I did know that I didn’t sleep that well.

When the light came through the part in the drapes and the cocks started crowing I was still a bit tired.

Liz was, too, but not as tired as me.

She was up, showered, and cooking breakfast downstairs, and I was fatigued and feeling punk. Real punk.

I pulled on a robe, might have been one of Aunt Charley’s, and staggered downstairs.

“Hey, honey!” Liz hit me with a kiss, then studied me. “You all right?”

“Just tired. How’d you sleep.”

She frowned. “Okay, but…”

“But what?”

“I feel like I have jet lag.” Then she grinned. “But I’m used to jet lag, so la de da.”

She pushed me into a chair and slapped a plate of bacon and eggs in front of me.

“What we going to do today?” I asked, as I nibbled on a slice of pork.

“Well, that is something I wanted to talk to you about.”

“Oh?”

“I’m leaving you.”

“Take the baby with you, but leave the dog and the boat. I want to go fishing.”

She laughed. “You are so bad!” She kissed the top of my head, hugged my head, interrupted my eating, but it was worth it. She came around and sat in front of me.

“I’m going home. I need to pack everything and ship it. Probably take me a few days.”

“Huh. What’s the number of the local whore house?”

She smiled, got up and came around the table, and grabbed my nuts. Still smiling, she asked, “What number did you want?”

“Erk!” I squeaked. I fumbled out, “No number.”

She smiled in a most evil manner. “I would hate to deprive you of even this little bit of fluff, but if you ever…EVER…say anything like that again, you’ll have a pussy instead of a cock. You got me?”

I nodded. “Yes, dear.”

Then she threw a leg over me and said, “Fuck me, bitch.”

Oh, God, that was frustrating. With my body bent my cock did not stick out far. And she knew it!

She grinned and ground her pussy into my lap, and kissed me. Then she got up. “Can’t even satisfy your wife! What kind of a man are you?”

My face, of course, turned red, and my cock went hard, and I knew what she was doing.

“You’re going to leave me like this? Horny?”

“I always leave ‘em horny.”

“How come you get to talk about your hundreds of big cocked boyfriends you have and I get my nuts torn off if I glance at a passing woman, an ugly woman with no breasts, who’s a Lesbian?”

“Hey, if you want an ugly woman with no breasts who’s a Lesbian, go for it. Just let me have my way with those hundred, big-cocked gents.”

A half hour later I walked her out to the car, and leaned her against it and assaulted her lips.

She kissed back with a ferocity that would have put a tiger to shame, and massaged my horny nuts. Hell, I had cum the night before, but the way she was working me…

“What are you going to do while I’m gone? Seriously?”

“Seriously? I’ll probably buy a sit down lawnmower and case of beer. I’ll start looking for workers to fix the roof, replace a few boards. Painting…depends. I mean, that’s our life savings we’re talking about.”

She laughed. “Can a person spend eighty-three million dollars in a lifetime?”

“Yes, but we won’t. I might drop by the lawyers and ask him what we should do to keep our dough.”

“Good idea. Well, I’m in a hurry, got to see a man about a dildo…or is that a dildo about a man?”

“Oh, crap! Your collection of dildos! I guess I’ve seen the last of you!”

“Oh, I’ll be back. And I’ll bring a dildo for you. A big one!”

With that bit of laughter we kissed a final kiss, I patted her ass and squeezed her tit, and she squeezed my testicles, and she left.

I felt very alone, watching the SUV kick up the dust on the way down the driveway.

And I turned and looked at the house.

It was beautiful. And big, and spooky. And it had a feel, like it was watching you. That the windows were eyes and there was something alive behind them, watching, considering, judging.

Huh. Judging. As if a house could pass judgment on a person.

A smile on my face, I sauntered up the walk and mounted the steps. Maybe I could catch a few winks before I began the day’s duties.


PART TWO

I napped for an hour, and did feel more rested, then got up and wandered through the house. I hadn’t been here for five years, and I hadn’t explored the place for probably fifteen.

I had my cell with me, so as I explored I put calls through to the lawyer, to set up and appointment and to ask about workmen. And, still exploring, I called workmen and arranged for repairs. And…I became engrossed in what I was seeing.

There is a difference between a child of ten and a man of thirty. There is wonder in the boy’s eyes, as he inspects a world untested. There is ho hum in the man’s eyes, because he has put aside youth for the drudge or work and making a living.

The boy is excited and happy and can’t wait to see everything he can.

The man is amused and much slower in his pursuits. He has made his decisions and is busy with life.

The boy…the boy was still in me. The boy is in every man, put him in the right circumstances, give him a little free time and the peace of mind to…explore.

So as I wandered through the house I felt a familiar happiness inside. I remembered playing in rooms, exploring closets, digging through boxes in the attic.

I had forgotten how it felt to find old books, read a hundred years ago and forgotten. And I knew that some of these treasured books should find their ways to a museum.

And I missed walking through closets filled with Aunt Charley’s great collection of dresses, feeling the silk, wondering at the lingerie, seeing the high heeled boots that were too large for a boy, but, interestingly, big enough for a man of thirty.

Huh. I didn’t remember Aunt Charley having large feet. She had always appeared…dainty.

I spent the morning exploring, remembering, and getting rejuvenated. By the time lunch rolled around I was well over the fatigue of the morning, and actually possessed of a bit of excitement.

In the afternoon I taxi-ed to town to talk with the lawyer—Liz had the car—and  had a quick meeting. James said he would put together a financial plan and talk with some investment councillors. Fortunately, Aunt Charley already had good plans set in place. A little paperwork and everything would be set.

Fine with me. I wanted to live a little. I wanted to get back to the house and keep exploring.

I had a quick burger at a local place,  then taxi-ed home.

It was about three in the afternoon when I entered the mansion again, and I immediately felt peacefulness settle over me.

And eyes.

I had been aware of a feeling in the morning, but the feeling was more intense now.

Huh. Old house. Not haunted. Not exactly, but…the spirit of Aunt Charley was probably hanging around.

So thinking, so musing, I wandered up the stairs and went to Aunt Charley’s bedroom.

We had slept in the master bedroom, Liz and I, but Aunt Charley had preferred a second bedroom, at the other end of the house. That bedroom was quite large, and the bed equally as big as the one in the master bedroom.

I walked around the room, ran a hand along the heavy drapes, and marveled.

The bedspread was a lush scarlet color, the wood of the poster bed was grained and polished to a fare thee well. There was a picture on the wall next to the bed. It was a ship’s captain, old time, clipper ship times. There was a picture of Aunt Charley on the opposite wall. The drapes  on the wall facing the foot of the bed hung like they had never been open. And there was the bric a brac of Aunt Charley’s life.

Hair brush on the dresser. A small, shallow bowl, looked like old Chinese, with a collection of coins, a key, and a tube of lipstick.

Huh. I picked up the lipstick. I screwed out the pillar of red, then screwed it back in and put the top on. Aunt Charley did love to paint her lips. Morning, noon and night.

I opened a drawer at the side of the bed. Some papers, looked like insurance forms, but very old, yellowed and curled at the edges, and a book. The book was bound and had a strap on it, a little lock kept the thing together.

Huh! Probably the key was in the bowl on the dresser.

I got up and went to her closet. It had a couple of dresses, a few shoes, and a couple of negligees. With all the clothes in the house…these were her favorites.

I smiled. Aunt Charley was a buxom woman, and she liked to wear negligees. A lot. I didn’t pay it much attention. But she usually wore a. bra, barely visible through the negligee, and panties. She liked to feel free and comfortable.

Well, why not? She was middle-aged back then, and her husband, I guess it was her husband, was gone. Lost at sea, she had said once, though she rarely spoke of such things.

Anyway, I used to see her in these negligees. Proud of her boobs, and I as a ten year old, in spite of the onslaught of puberty, pretty much accepted them for what they were. A woman’s chest. Beautiful, but…they were my aunt’s, so…no big deal.

Smiling a little at these memories, I left the closet, left the room, and headed down for the kitchen. It had been a while since lunch and I thought I’d have a hot dog, and maybe a bourbon and Coke.

But as I descended the stairs and crossed the big living room I frowned. Seemed like I had forgotten something.

But, shrug, so what. I’d remember it later, if it was important.

Downstairs, in the kitchen, I opened the refrigerator and pulled out two hotdogs. I sliced them long ways and threw them in a pan. The heat on low, I made myself a drink. Bourbon and Coke, ahhh.

For a while I just sat at the kitchen table and waited for the dogs. The skin started to bubble and blister, so I popped the half dogs on a piece of bread, slathered it with mayo, and chomped.

Mmm. Good.

But…what was it that was bothering me? What tail end of a thought had I had?

KNOCK KNOCK!

Hunh. Who could that be?

It was Aunt Virginia and Cousin Tommy. I opened the door and they pushed in like they owned the place.

“Hey!”

Aunt Virginia started right in. “We’re going to talk about the will.”

“No, I’m not. You can talk to my lawyer.”

Cousin Tommy smirked, his thin face nothing but a sneer. His hair was dark, with a widow’s peak, and I could see the balding starting to creep back on the temples.

Aunt Virginia planted herself on the sofa and glared at me. “Charley didn’t mean for you to have all this.”

Funny, she sounded disdainful, waved her hand negligently, like the house and property were just so much dreck, but she wanted it. Or maybe she just wanted money.

“The will says otherwise.”

Tommy was wandering around, looking at the mantel, looking at the pictures on the wall. I didn’t realize it then, but he was edging towards the stairs.

“We will contest the will, but we need to get things straightened out between us right now.”

“You need to get the fuck out of my house.”

“I gotta take a leak.” Tommy started up the stairs.

“Do it outside!” But he kept ascending the steps, and Aunt Virginia snapped, “You pay attention to me. You’ve never had a thing to do with Charley. I’m her sister, and…”

She rattled and whined and wouldn’t stop. I was able to get a word in edgewise every once in a while, but she ignored my commands to leave and kept talking.

Suddenly, I remembered Cousin Tommy.

I ignored Aunt Virginia and went to the bottom of the stairs. “Tommy!” I yelled.

Nothing.

“You mind my word, I’m going to…” blah, blah, blah. Suddenly I was nervous. Something was going on here, I had a feeling in my gut, a bad feeling, and I took the stairs two at a time.

“You come back here!” Then: “Tommy! He’s coming up!”

What the fuck were they doing? This was obviously a plot. What the fuck did Tommy want to go upstairs for?

I ran down the hallway, I didn’t bother looking in the rooms, I had that gut feeling telling me where he was.

I slid into Aunt Charley’s bedroom and stopped.

Tommy was at the side table. He had the drawer open and the little book in his hand.

He looked up at me and his eyes tightened, became meaner, more feral. I knew, instinctively, that the book was what he had come for.

And I knew what was bothering me earlier. I wanted to open that book and see what was in it.

“Put that down,” I yelled.

“You fuck,” he snapped. “Go fuck yourself!”

I heard Aunt Virginia coming up the stairs. She was wheezing and I heard her cane. I walked towards Tommy.

He stepped back, but there was no where to go. He was in the corner. He held the book tightly and looked around for a way to escape.

“Put the book down or I will smash your nose in.”

“You fuck,” but now he was desperate. He was as tall as me, but skinny. He knew I could take him in a fight.

“Tommy?” Virginia called, stomping down the hallway.

I stepped forward, closed the distance, and raised my fist.

Tell the truth, I don’t know if I would have hit him. I’d never hit anybody before, and it was just a book, in spite of the gut feeling that was screaming at me.

But Tommy was a coward, and he dropped the book.

He pushed past me, cursed me, and I turned to watch him go.

Aunt Virginia arrived in the doorway just as he reached it, and they traded a look. He was bitter, denied, pissed off. She was mean, like a weasel, and if looks could maim they would have maimed him. For failing to do whatever he was trying to do, which was steal the book.

And if looks could strip your skin off and put you on a cooker…that would have been for me.

I bent and picked up the book. There was no dirt on it, it was just a leather thing with pages inside, but I dusted it.

“You give me that,” commanded Aunt Virginia.

“Get the fuck out of my house before I call the police.”

She took a step towards me. “That’s mine! Charlene stole it from me!”

I looked at the book. Stole? It looked a hundred years old, though it was firm of binding and no pages were falling loose. I looked up and she had taken another step.

Tommy, gaining courage in her presence, had moved in behind her.

I could see it in her eyes. She was going to grapple for the book, Tommy would help, and I would be handicapped by struggling with an old woman.

I took out my cell phone and thumbed 911. I showed the face to her, and she saw my thumb hovering over the green circle. “Well?”

And she backed off. Heck, she was in the wrong. She knew it. And I was going to have to get a security system.

“Get out.” I eyed her levelly.

“You don’t know anything. You don’t know what you’re doing.”

“Get the fuck out.”

She backed up to the door, snapping and snarling like a pit bull that just drank bad whiskey. “You’ll find out, and then you’ll come begging. But it will be too late!”

I followed her to the door, cell phone at the ready, and I still think she was ready to try something, so I turned on the video camera on my phone.

“I’m recording this. It goes up to the cloud automatically.” It didn’t but I hoped she didn’t know that. “I will use this to sue you for breaking and entering. Assault and Battery. Being ugly.”

she sniffed, turned, and walked away. Tommy walked at her side.

I followed them, from a short distance, and made sure they walked down the stairs, across the living room and out the door.

I put my cell back in my pocket and started securing the house. I locked the doors, made sure the windows were fastened. Then I sagged.

Holy fuck! What the hell had that been about?

I looked at the book. Up close, I realized it wasn’t a book. It was a box, with the edge of pages painted on the sides.

A box?

I went to the kitchen and picked up the drink that had been so rudely interrupted. I sipped and studied the thing.

Wood. Weighed about as much as a book. The title was carved into the leather pasted to the front of the box. ‘The Travels of Jane Farstrider.’

I thought about the picture of the sea captain up in Aunt Charley’s bedroom. A sea captain would  have had some travels, but the book was about ‘Jane,’ And I didn’t even know the sea captain’s name. And, he was a man.

So this book, or box, or whatever, probably wasn’t originally his property. I didn’t think.

I took a sip, thought about Aunt Virginia and Cousin Tommy, and…

Ding a tootle toot!

My cell vibrated in my pocket.

Stupid phone. In spite of the fact that I had just used it to drive off my demented relatives, I wasn’t fond of phones.

But…it was Liz.

“Hey, babe!”

“Oh, God…I’m cumming! This dildo is so big! And I’ve got one in my asshole, too! Buck! Stop that! It’s going to make me cum even more!”

“You bitch!” I laughed.

Liz snickered. “Miss me? Big dick?”

“That’s Teeny Peeny to you, slut.”

And we talked dirty, and laughed, and she humiliated me about my cock, which made me all horny, and about midway through our conversation I said, “You’ll never guess what happened.”

She asked, and I told her about my aunt and cousin. when I was done she was silent.

“I’d like to read that book,” she said in a sober voice.

“That’s the thing. It’s not a book! It’s a box made to look like a book.”

“What’s inside it?”

“I have no idea.”

“Heck, you’re going to have to break it.”

“I think there’s a key upstairs. I’ll try that first.”

We talked about my relatives, and the threats of suing me, and then we got back to talking dirty, and then we were done.

I said, “Play with yourself, baby, but save yourself for my big log.”

“I’ll play with myself, but I’m not saving myself for some toothpick.”

“Oh, that’s cold.”

“And it makes me hot. I’ll talk to you tomorrow night, lover, and let me know what’s in the box.”

“I will, love you.”

“Me, too, you.”

And we hung up.

I looked at the box. Looked like a book. The sides were painted with much detail and did look like the edges of paper. The cover was leather and the title was gold embossed. It didn’t have hinges, but just a length of leather for binding.

And what the hell was in it that was so important?

Sighing, I looked at my watch. It was now late. I picked up the box and my cell and traipsed upstairs. I put the box on the side table and…the hell with it. I had to find out.

Holding the box, I wasn’t going to let go of it, I walked down to Aunt Charley’s room. I went to the little Japanese-y bowl and picked up the key. It was small and flat, and looked like it would fit.

I sat on the edge of Aunt Charlene’s bed and put the key in the lock and twisted. There was a little click and the lock opened. I separated the leather strap that was circling the thing and opened the box. I blinked. I reached in and took out…a pair of panties.

They were pink on the inside and blue on the outside. The strange thing was that it was one material, so the material itself was pink on one side and blue on the other.

They were in good shape. No fraying, no missing stitches. Good as the day they were made.

But when were they made? That was a question.

They were stretchy, sort of, but the style seemed to be…old. Before they had stretch material.

I held them up and turned them around. Panties. I felt them. Smooth and slick, and just a little bit of stretch.

What the heck was so valuable about panties that Aunt Virginia and Cousin Tommy wanted them? And were even willing to fight for them?

I glanced in the box to see if there was anything else in there, and there was. A single sheet of paper folded twice, and two driver’s licenses, one was male and one was female, one was made out to Charley Silversmith, and one was made out to Jane Farstrider. The license of the male had the picture of the sea captain on it. The other one had the picture of the girl morphed out of the panties. I thought about it: two licenses, two genders, and two names. Hunh! I shook my head and picked up the letter and opened it.

Dear Ryan, wear these and enjoy. Blue for fighting and pink for fucking. And don’t let Virginia or any of those other assholes get a hold of them. I love you. ~ Charlene

I stared at the note, and a tear came to my eye. My aunt’s last words to me. I didn’t really understand them, but it was the idea of somebody communicating to me from beyond the grave.

I sniffed and dried my tear, put the panties and note back in the box, and took the box back to my own bedroom. I was tired now, and wanted to sleep. And I wanted to get up early and see to a security system. No way I wanted Virginia and Tommy bugging me, or Liz, again.

I stripped my clothes off, and my own panties, and glanced at the box. Huh. Panties. And there was a piece of me that wondered what the heck Aunt Charley had been thinking.

Panties.

And I crawled into bed and closed my eyes.

What is the difference between sleeping and waking? One is done with the eyes closed, and the other is done with the eyes open. One is done with awareness, going through the and accomplishing tasks. The other is done with no awareness, and the only trace is the fumbling and mumbling in dreams. And people rarely remember their dreams in the way.

But some dreams are different. Some dreams are vivid, and you are aware, and you even know that you will remember the dream into the day. This was one of those dreams.

“Who are you?” the man asked. He was taller than me, and firm in the body. He was wearing a peacoat, and I realized…it was the sea captain in the picture.

“Ryan.”

We were in a ship’s hold, swaying with the ocean, a lantern swinging back and forth and shedding a twisting light. There was a stand of barrels, kept in a corner by a thick rope. Crates stood as a wall, and behind them I could see bales of cotton. A rat skittered in a far corner and I could hear chittering.

“Where’s Charley?”

“She’s dead. Did you know—“

“Quiet now. Where’s your blue?”

“Blue?”

“Blue for fighting, pink for fucking. Although we both know the interchangeability of that.”

“Interchan—“

“Listen! Can you hear them?”

I heard nothing but the slap of the waves on the hull, the whistle of the wind over the deck above.

“Who?”

“The Ratives!”

“Ratives? Do you mean natives?”

“Are ye daft man? I mean Ratives!”

“What are Ratives?”

He held up a hand and bent his head, he turned it this way and that, listening, then he looked up at me. I realized that he was holding a cutlass in one hand. What looked like the butt of a pistol extended form his large coat pocket. “Maybe we’ve got time. Listen now.”

There, in the depths of the hold, the wind blowing, the sea churning, the sea captain told me his story.

“We sailed the seas, me bucko. We hunted the French and had our way with them. Good fucks, the French. On the seventy-seventh day we put ashore off an isle in the Caribbean. It was warm, pleasant, and we figure to fill the barrels with water and replenish victuals. We set for the shore in a long boat, there was ten of us, and no sooner had we reached the shore than the sky darkened and a mighty flapping sound was heard.

“We looked up and saw the Ratives. Nasty buggers they was. Long beaks with teeth like broken glass. Claws that could rip and rend, thick wings that could batter down a door, should the bugger decide not to fly but to walk through a door.

“The first mate, out of Liverpool he was, he struggled through the surf and gained land. But no sooner had he touched foot to dry sand than a Rative, a big one, dark and ugly with steaming drool dripping from its ass, perched on his head. It settled, held itself in place by digging its claws into the mate’s ears.

“The mate, he screamed a horrible sound that shivered the soul. He batted at the bird, but the bird held on, and he laid an egg.”

“He laid an egg on the mate’s head?” I asked, astonished. This was a dream, this was nonsense, but it was also—the captain’s attitude being sincere—dire.

“Are ye daft? That’s what I said! And it was a mighty egg! Big as a 16 pound shot. And heavy, and as the egg descended from the Rative’s asshole the shell cracked, and the worst smelling shite ya ever smelt spilled upon the mate’s head. It was white, and the yolk was black, and the stench it gave off woulda choked a elephant, even if that elephant had a cork the length of its bloody nose!”

I was blinking, trying to figure this grotesque tale out.

“The mate ran in circles, screaming, trying to scrape the terrible shite off his head. He retuned to the surf, and the crew, afeared of the stench, held him down and washed the terrible egg stuff off him.

“When his head was cleaned of the noxious aroma we let him go, and he stood up. I always remember the sight of him, standing knee deep in the surf, the waves threatening to knock him over, the Ratives cawing and circling above, and that scream, that terrible, terrible scream…and he fell dead.”

“Dead?”

“As a doornail. Poor bloke never had a chance. Once he washed that evil goop off his head…he was dead.”

“What happened?”

“We returned to the ship and hunkered down. We still needed victuals, and the trees of the island were laden with fruit, and the pigs they ran wild, they were more plentiful than fleas on a dog. And we needed fresh water. So a plan was hatched.

During the dark of night, when the Ratives slept in their nests, We returned to the island. Shook the trees and climbed the cliffs. We knocked the Ratives out of their nests and we destroyed the nests. We figured the Ratives would go elsewhere, or at least be too busy making nests to bother with us.”

“But they weren’t?”

“Aye, we had sealed our own doom. The Ratives came after us, and now they had no nests to go home to. They pursued us, followed the ship through the seas, and every night they come for us. They killed most of the crew off New Guinea. A few of us survived and took the longboat. Last I seen of them they was rowing through the waves, but I don’t think they made it. That night the Ratives didn’t come. I think they followed the longboat.

“But whether yea or nay, they are after us again. And fight we do this very night. And so must ye. fight…and fight for your life, because…” he leaned down and whispered into my ear.

And I heard what he said, and I would have responded, but the deck hatch flew off and Ratives swarmed into the hold.

Oh, they were nasty things. They were dark, scum colored, and those evil, red, beady eyes, they meant only to do us harm. And there was one other thing that the captain hadn’t told me.

They had giant penises!

And they filled the hold, flapping and battering and screaming and cawing.

They pecked us with their long, sharp bills, and they crawled upon our bodies and tried to put their penises into our hind side. Our stern. Our buttholes.

I backed against the crates, but it was of little use. The big birds wedged themselves in, they ignored my flailing fists, and then I caught sight of the captain.

With the hand holding the cutlass he sliced through the air, knocking the beasts out of the air. With the other hand he had loosened his peacoat and his penis, a mighty tool if ever there was one, stood out straight. And he picked up the Ratives and jammed his penis into them. And with each vicious fuck a Rative would scream and die.

“Fuck ‘em!” screamed the captain. “Fuck ‘em all!”

And he did just that. Jamming Rative after Rative on his super-sized dick.

And I had no choice. There was no other method to mind. There was only the example of the sea captain, swing cutlass, poking dick, and the dying Ratives.

So I grabbed one and found that the dream had made me naked, and I jammed my pecker up that Ratives asshole.

It screamed and died.

I grabbed another one. Poke. Scream. Die.

If Rative shite was deadly, so was my dick. And now my peeny wasn’t teeny. the dream had made it large, dangerous, and I fucked and fucked.

The skies swirled, heavy with the deadly birds. The captain screamed his rage, and I found myself screaming with him.

Rative after Rative I punctured with my penis, and it seemed the more Ratives I punctured the larger my dick grew.

And the darkness grew heavy, the Ratives wouldn’t subside, and the last thing I remember was the captain, bellowing like a foghorn: “Blue is for fighting! Pink is for fucking!”

Then I rolled over and threw up on the floor.

But I didn’t throw up on the floor. I puked into my open suitcase, with all my clothes in it. The dream was over.

God. I felt nauseous. I was sick, and I leaned over the side of the bed and spewed into my luggage. It was terrible, a racking pain that rippled the length of my body, and it felt like my kidney, and maybe my liver, with my gall bladder thrown in for good look were ejected out  of my throat.

For long minutes the pain wracked me and my back rippled and writhed as I upchucked.

Then I was done, and I lay with my head over the side of the bed, staring at the gelatinous goop in my suitcase.

Fuck. I had no more clothes.

I gasped for breath. I closed my eyes and tried not to smell that noxious odor. I felt sure that if I caught so much as a sniff I would puke some more, and there simply was nothing left in me to puke.

I rolled back from the edge of the bed and gulped. At first I tasted bile, but that waned and I lost all trace of the odor.

I rolled back and looked down at the mess, wondering what I was going to do for clothes.

And though I had finished vomiting, I still felt like shit. Warmed over, re-steamed, re-calibrated shit. Or shite.

Then I blinked, and remembered the dream. And I remembered what the captain had told me: ‘Beware! The Ratives are nestless… Beware!’

It made no sense, and now I was sicking up, so I got out of bed.

Now on my feet I felt somewhat better.

And I simply closed my suitcase. With all my clothes and upchuck in it. I put it in the hallway and would take it down and throw it out later. There was no way I was going to try to rescue any of those clothes.

Besides, I had eighty-three million dollars. Surely I could afford a pair of shorts. Right?

And then it struck me. I wore panties anyway, and Aunt Charley had lots of panties, and…I turned and stared at the box. It was open and the blue and pink panties hung over the edge.

Blue and pink. Fighting or fucking. Well, I didn’t care about that. I just wanted something to carry my package around in.

So I hopped into the shower and turned on the spray. Hot water cleaned me off and I began to wake up and even feel refreshed. I got out of the shower, dried myself off, and went and sat on the edge of the big poster bed.

I picked up the pink and blue panties and examined them. The material was soft, silky, and I wasn’t worried about it being scratchy. There didn’t seem to be any fleas on it, so that was okay. It actually looked to be about the right size. Okay.

I turned the panties so the pink side was in, bent over and started to pull them up. And here was the miracle.

As I pulled the panties up my legs transformed. They became thick, muscular, and strong.

I probably would have stopped on first seeing the change, but it was as if I was in a daze. Once started, no turning back.

Over the knees, and my knees felt strong.

Up over the thighs, and my upper legs became as oaks, sturdy, unbendable should I will it. Corded muscle standing out.

And, still dazed, I pulled the panties over my thighs. I encased my package and let the waist band snap, and here the miracle became even more miraculous.

The panties turned flesh colored, and they felt like flesh, like my own flesh. My cock poked out of the material, and it was no longer a mini dick. It was a massive trunk of a tree, rearing up, like a horse’s cock. And my balls gained definition. Big balls. Balls the size of grapefruits.

And the change rippled up my body. My belly lost its love handles and became like a washboard. My pecs firmed up. My shoulders grew brawny, and even my face changed. Bones became firmer, and I had a jaw to rival Burt Lancaster’s. My teeth became whiter, my noise straight and firm. And my eyes…my eyes changed color and…and I looked like the sea captain!

I stood and stared at my body in shock.

I was better muscled than a body builder, I felt quick as Bruce Lee. I felt strong enough to pick mating oxen.

And my senses were sharper. My own eyes were pretty good, but these eyes were like laser scopes. I could make out far detail, or easily read the finest of  print.

I reached for the lip of the panties, and it was there. But it was so thin, so firm against my body, that nobody could distinguish it from my own flesh.

And certainly nobody could get a finger in and pull my panties off.

I stood there for a long time, stunned, in shock, not knowing what to think.

Correction. I did know what to think. It came upon me: Blue is for fighting, pink is for fucking.

I stood, and the sun passed through the sky, and it was an hour before I finally started to function. And then it was only because I heard a car coming up the driveway.

I looked out the window: it was the sheriff!

The cruiser was white and green and had the obligatory light bar on top. Behind the sheriff was another car. A big, black Lincoln.

I watched, without drawing the drapes back, as the sheriff’s car came to a stop in front of the porch. A large, rotund, obese red-neck struggled out of the car. He was so big that the pistol in his holster looked small. And it was a Desert Eagle.

The car behind the sheriff stopped, and Aunt Virginia and Cousin Tommy got out.

Of course. They weren’t going to quit, and I knew then that they knew about the panties. Of course they did. How they did, I had no idea. I doubted if Aunt Charley would tell them. But…so what. Now that I had them on there was no way they could do anything about it.

“Well, ma’am,” the sheriff drawled, “You shore you want to do this?” They were close enough that my very sharp captain’s hearing could them speaking.

“I do. That beast struck my Tommy. Look at him!”

The sheriff looked at Tommy, and so did I.

Tommy was a mess. His face was bruised and discolored, and he had cuts on it.

Hunh! Now what had done that to Cousin Tommy? And then I knew. I grinned and headed downstairs.

KNOCK KNOCK!

“Sheriff’s office! Open up!”

I strode across the living room and swung open the door.

The sheriff blinked and backed up. Virginia gaped, and Tommy’s mouth opened in surprise.

I hadn’t had time to put on any clothes. Heck, I didn’t even know where the clothes for this body were. So I stood, six foot six, 220 pounds of lithe muscle and smile. I looked strong enough to pick up the sheriff. Or maybe even his car.

I stepped out onto the porch. “What can I do for you?”

“That’s him!” That’s Ryan Jordan! He’s the brute who hurt my poor Tommy.”

“I am, eh?”

The sheriff stepped forward. “These folks said you invited them into your house and then beat the hell out of that one,” he jerked his thumb towards Tommy.

“Well, sheriff,” I grinned. “It looks like you’ve got a case of ‘he said she said.’

The sheriff frowned. He was a porker, and his badge said ‘Officer Headly.’

“Furthermore, I’m not Ryan Jordan. My name is Charley Silversmith. I have a license upstairs.”

“Well,” he looked doubtful.

“Besides. If I had beaten holy hell out of this idiot,” I grinned some more, “Why aren’t my knuckles bruised?”

I held out my hands and the sheriff looked at them. Then he frowned at Virginia. “Ma’am?”

“If he’s Charley Silversmith, then where is Ryan Jordan?”

“Ryan took a trip. Left me in charge with instructions not to let low lifes like these folks into the house. He’ll be back sometimes today, maybe tomorrow. But I’ll tell him you were looking for him. I know he’ll be glad to come down to town and talk to you. And he won’t have any bruises on his knuckles, too.”

“Well,” the sheriff drawled and rubbed his double chin and contemplated Virginia and Tommy. “If there ain’t no—“

“Uh, sheriff?”

“Yes, sir?”

“I’ll bet, if you looked at the bottom of Miss Virginia’s cane you’d find some DNA from Tommy’s ugly face.”

That was it. That was what I had noticed from the second floor, and that was enough to seal the deal.

The sheriff looked down at the bottom of Virginia’s cane. It looked like there were some red marks. Could be mud, could be blood.

“Well, I never! Come along Thomas! I have never been so insulted. I thought I could rely on the police to offer me a modicum of justice, but if they…” she moved quickly down the steps and headed for the car. Tommy in her trail.

The sheriff watched them and sucked on his teeth like they were made of sour Skittles.

“Let it go, Sheriff,” I suggested pleasantly. “I don’t care, and neither should you.”

I don’t,” he said thoughtfully, “They’re just a damned waste of paperwork.” He turned to me, “Well, I do apologize, and—“

“Want a beer?”

He blinked. And he smiled. And he came in and we cracked the suds and spent a pleasant hour talking about idiot relatives and hunting and what bourbon was the best. I told him I’d get him a bottle of Kentucky Owl for Christmas, and he beamed. That’s a couple of hundred bucks a bottle and he knew it. And I knew he wouldn’t be back to hassle me for any reason at all. Unless maybe he wanted me to press charges against Virginia and Tommy.

Then he left, and I stood with my back to the door.

Oddly, I was still naked. I had talked to that red neck for an hour and he hadn’t seemed put off at all about my clothes. And I realized something.

There is an ambience that goes along with the panties. And thank God there was. There was a piece of me that was quite willing to kick Tommy in the ass so hard he shit out his mouth. But if I could control that ambience, save the fighting for when it was needed, then the blue side of my panties could be used for fucking, too.

And I smiled. I now had a king kong ding dong, and I wanted to use it. I thought about going to town, had to be a whore house somewhere, but then I frowned. I loved Liz. I didn’t think she’d like it if I went and fucked a bunch of women. Even though it was a new body, the ‘I’ that was in that body was pledged to her.

So I decided not to go to town, and that left my second choice for the afternoon: if the blue panties changed me into a boy…what would the pink panties do?


PART THREE

I went upstairs, and my mind was racing the whole way.

I was not a little man anymore. I was a heroic looking sea captain type, able to lift a car off a trapped child, or knock a tree to get a cat.

But when I took the panties off I was going to be returned to myself. I pretty much knew this. And if I was wrong then I would be trapped as a studly dude for the rest of my life. Not a bad deal.

But what would happen when I put on the pink side?

Would I turn into…would I…?

I didn’t want to think it, or say it, or consider it in any manner.

Tell the truth, I was sort of scared.

I was a man in a man’s body. But what would happen if I was a man in a woman’s body? Tell me that isn’t scary!

I entered my bedroom and slipped a finger under the waistband of the panties. I pulled the waist out, hooked two fingers in, and pulled them off.

It was the metamorphosis in reverse. I felt myself slip into a daze, once started unable to stop. My head became normal, my chest shrunk, my peeny returned—all that glorious meat gone—and my legs shivered into my same old same old legs.

I sighed. I felt okay, in fact I felt good, but when one goes from looking like a Greek God to a normal sort of average, twenty first century geek…well, there is a certain amount of disappointment.

From Greek to geek. Sigh.

I examined the panties again. One pink side, one blue. I had turned the blue side out, and to the world I was a man. A manly man. A manly man with a king-sized dick.

So, the next step, put them on with the pink side out. Show the world that I’m a…a girl.

My heart pounded. Sure, I wore panties, and I had a small dick, but that didn’t make me less than a man! But this would. And I was…scared.

But, heck, the idea of transforming from one sex to another would scare just about anybody. Well, anybody that wasn’t so inclined.

I didn’t think I was so inclined. Of course I had acted differently when I had transformed into a big man. So maybe…maybe my head would adjust towards being a girl?

With such thoughts in my head, my chest thudding and heart racing, I turned the panties so the pink side would face out, and I slipped them over my feet.

I froze for a split second, I think the panties were calibrating, or thinking about what to do, or something, then I felt the daze grab me. Once started, I couldn’t stop.

The panties came up, and my legs became slender, curvy, and were a golden color. My thighs were strong, and my…my sex…my…the panty change slowed down as I slipped the panties over my waist. I looked down and the imprint of my penis sunk in, became a camel toe. My balls, I could actually feel them re-adjusting, going inside me. They were changing into ovaries. And the change continued up my body. My waist grew thin, my pectorals grew out, bulged and became mounds, sizable mounds. My nipples grew larger and became excited and erect. My face grew softer, and I could feel fat moving under the surface, shifting into the female version of me. My bones grew smaller, my hair sprouted out, a wild rag of a mop, and it was done.

I knew I was female. I could see my body, but I couldn’t see my face.

I stood up, and nearly feel forward. My body was out of balance, I wasn’t used to twenty pounds of tits pulling me forward. I mean, they were big!

I put my hands out, moved slowly and cautiously, and stepped in front of the mirror.

I was five foot six, maybe a hundred and forty pounds, and most of that was in my chest.

My hair, a tangled mess, frizzled every which way.

But I was beautiful. In fact, I resembled Aunt Charley.

And I suddenly knew that this was how Aunt Charley must have looked when she put the panties on. Slender, big-boobed, sexy.

And she must have felt like a lot of sex, too. Heck, just looking at m I was getting all horned up.

I felt one of my breasts, and I shivered. They were definitely an erogenous zone. And the nipple. I touched that and my pussy squeaked.

Okay, it didn’t actually squeak, but it felt like it! Heck, it felt like it shot out steam and yelled ‘yahoo!’

And that left the cunt. My cunt.

I reached down, a bit timid, and touched it. Okay, so far so good.

I used two hands and opened the labia. Oh, that felt good, and the air felt…’zesty’…on my exposed pussy. Then I touched the clit, and baby, that was all she wrote.

I dove for the bed and started rubbing myself. I stuck my fingers into me. I slapped my pussy. I leaned down and gripped a nipple with my teeth and pulled. I began frigging myself. I had no back off, no more question, certainly no hesitation. I jammed my fingers into me and rapidly began to approach blast off.

And…BLAM!

It hit me like a bat hits a ball. A home run ball.

It kicked me like a foot kicks a field goal.

My mind shattered into little pieces and drifted with the wind.

I was making noises and didn’t know what they were. The world had turned into a white haze and all I could do was grunt, speak in forgotten languages, and feel the tsunami in my pussy.

An hour later I was done. I was fucked out, and hadn’t even been fucked.

And I wanted to fuck. The real thing. I didn’t just want my fingers, I wanted a dick, and I realized that the panties were affecting my thinking.

I wanted a man!

And the fact that I was a man, or had been a man, didn’t matter. Not in the slightest.

But, first I needed to get dressed.

I had seen women get dressed. I had seen Liz get dressed a lot. I knew some of the stuff, but a lot of it eluded me.

I knew about rolling up nylons, I knew about lipstick, and that made me think of Aunt Charley, who loved lipstick, and not much else when it came to make up.

So that was my example, and I realized it was a good one. My skin was young and clear, youthful, so what else did I need?

Nothing. And, if I did need something, I could always go get a make over, or whatever they call those things where other women work on you.

I started in Aunt Charley’s room and searched for appropriate clothing. Nothing there, and I realized that she must have a room for every occasion. I just had to find the room that was right for going to town, hitting a bar, and getting my brains fucked out.

I found it down the hall, on the left. Underwear and clothing appropriate for clubbing.

I selected a half bra, and loved the way my nipples stared outward.

I had panties on, but should I wear another pair? After all, the first pair of panties looked like, and probably was, a vagina now.

I decided no. I didn’t smell, and I liked the feel of cool air on my private parts.

Stockings. Yes. They rolled right up and clung to my thighs like they were made for them.

A dress. Yes. I found a black number that slid down like a sheath, fit me like a stocking, and yet let my titties project.

Yeah, baby.

High heels. I was a little worried about that, but I found that Aunt Charley was unerring in this. I found several pair that fit well, even seemed form fit for my tootsies.

I grew three inches. Excellent. I was tall, long-haired, big-boobed, and I had…LIPSTICK!

I put the lipstick on, grabbed the female license out of the box, and headed downstairs.

It should have been awkward for me, walking and talking and doing things as a female, but, as I said, there is a sort of an ambience to it all. Being a man I hadn’t noticed this ambience when I put on the male body. I did notice it when I put on the female body.

I leaned too far forward because of the weight on my chest. It was strange walking without something dangling between your legs. But the high heels were the worst.

But the ambience taught me quickly. I soon mastered the feat of placing one foot in front of the other and letting the hips gently sway. I got used to the jounce and jiggle of my breasts. And my ankles shortly stopped quivering and threatening to give way.

I took some cash and a credit card out of my wallet, and then wondered where to put it all. I had a license and the credit card, pretty stiff and not very foldable, some cash, which was thick and foldable, but more bulky for the foldability, and a tube of lipstick.

Women carried purses.

I didn’t want to carry a purse.

I headed back up stairs and started looking for something that was better than a purse.

I found it. A little wrist purse. Or wrist wallet, or something. I slipped the cash and license into the thing, then the tube, and I was good to go.

I called a taxi on the way downstairs, and it arrived fifteen minutes later.

I hopped in, straightened my skirt, and the driver said, “Hey! Haven’t seen you for a while.”

Oh, my God! Shades of Aunt Charley. He must have given her a ride when she was wearing the panties! “I’ve been busy.”

“You want to go anywhere special?”

“Oh, I don’t know. You decide.”

I know, it sounds funky, letting a taxi driver decide where to take me, but I figured he would take me to where Aunt Charley hung out the most, and that would save me a little hit and miss.

And, as I thought about this, I realized I had a gold mine of information here.

“Actually,” I said, leaning forward on the seat, “I had an accident.”

“Oh, really?”

“Yeah. Hit my head and…it’s hard to remember stuff.”

“Should you be out?”

“Doctor said it would be good for me. It’d jog the memory, bring things back faster.”

“Oh, okay.”

“But you could help me check my memory. Tell me where you usually take me and let’s see if I can remember more.”

And there it was. All the way into town the cabby told me about bars and nightclubs, day trips to grocery stores and boutiques. by the time I arrived at my destination I had a pretty good idea of Aunt Charley’s habits. I even got a feel for the kind of people I hung out with, and I even found out that I had, one drunken night, dragged the cabby out of his cab on Main street and fucked him till his dick near fell off.

Even though I had attacked him, he sounded pretty appreciative. But he was married now, and, poor boy, sounded a bit sad.

“Heck, Mrs. James. If had known you’d be around I might not have gotten married.”

I had to laugh at his plaintive tones.

He dropped me off at a bar on the edge of town. There were a few bikers there, a few cowboy types, and a lot of good music. The band was a Karen Lovely cover, and they were a good cover. I perched on a barstool, made myself at home, and let the music sooth the savage beast inside.

Except, the beast inside me was waking up. And here’s a funny thing.

Blue is for fighting, and pink is for fucking.

But blue had ended up being smart and reasonable. And pink…pink had an edge to it.

I had a feeling my pink self might, should she not get fucked properly, develop a case of nasty bitch.

But, that slight consideration aside, I sat on the barstool and sipped my whiskey and tapped my toes.

“Hey, mama, you feel like some company?”

I turned on my stool and inspected my catch. A stud. Earrings, a butch cut, eye liner, and muscles. Sitting on the next barstool, so close I could kiss him.

Heck. I liked muscles. In my blue incarnation I had muscles, a lot of them. Definitely a fan of muscles.

I turned, smiled, and put hand on his leg. “That depends?”

“Yeah?”

“On how big a snake you got in your pocket.”

He blinked, and I think he gulped, but hid his throat action under facial hair, and smiled.

“What would you like to drink?”

I slithered my hand up his thigh and came in contact with a very very nice hunk of meat. It was long, and the head was easy to feel, imprinted on the jeans as it was.

“I think you know.”

He stared at me, and opened his mouth to speak, but stopped himself.

“Don’t bother with the small talk, I don’t need that. I just need you to lie, tell me how much you love me. And take me back in the men’s room and ride me like a racehorse.”

Yes, he definitely gulped. But he was no rube. He stood up and held out his hand. I took it and he lead the way into the back.

Now, let’s get something straight.

As a man I’m not a slut.

And, to tell the truth, as a woman I don’t really think I’m a slut.

But under the influence of the panties…I was a slut.

As a blue panty man I wanted to fight, but was able to control myself.

As a pink woman I wanted to fuck, and was not able to control myself.

And this was with me not ever having fucked as a woman before.

The, I don’t know what to call it…push? Drive? Motivation?…when wearing the panties just made me lose all control. And I didn’t have to worry about fighting. Maybe if I did I would have been different.

But I didn’t have to worry, my new pussy was heating up, and I needed to have a dick in me.

I had never had a dick in me and didn’t know anything about it…but I still needed a dick in me.

So I walked to the back of the bar, down the corridor to the bathrooms, and followed him into the men’s room.

Ah, the men’s room. Pee splattered urinals. One of the stalls always has a gift that was never flushed and is extra super stinky. There’s puddles of water on the floor so you can’t drop your trousers, the drain is usually stopped up and has used toilet paper mushed into the grate. And into this palace this Lothario took me.

Of course, I had asked him, and on arriving in that stink pit of filth I still didn’t care. My pussy itched and I needed to scratch it.

He turned to me and I took the initiative. I became the aggressor. As if I wasn’t already. I shoved him back and he went through the swinging door of a stall. I bent down and undid his zipper and his chub popped out. In spite of the promise of being able to bone me he wasn’t wholly hard. I guess he hadn’t come to grips with the situation, yet.

I took his chub in hand, put my mouth over it, and looked up while it grew to full length in my mouth.

It was weird. I was deep throating, and I knew I didn’t know how to do that. But the panties driving me did. I felt the tickle of tonsils in my throat, then he was sliding past the gag reflex. I began to move my head back and forth.

I was good. Baby, I was good. I felt his head driving through my throat and I moved my head in such a way that he felt my soft swallowing skin slid over and around his cock.

He groaned. I knew he wasn’t going to last long. Hell, he could have just cum and he wouldn’t have lasted long.

I stood up, kissed him, hard, and pushed him back on the toilet.

He sat, and I sat on him.

God, it felt good, the way his penis drove through my hungry tunnel. It felt like somebody was filing on my pussy nerves with a rasp.

He tried to move, but I didn’t let him, and I didn’t want him to. I wanted to do the fucking. I didn’t want to leave it up to amateurs.

I wiggled my ass and grabbed his waist and pulled myself down.

Behind me the door opened and I knew somebody was stopped, gawking. Fine for them.

My amateur fuck pawed my breasts. Fine with me. As long as he just sat there and let me control everything I was fine with a little clumsy pawing.

He tried to lower his head then, and suck on my nipples, which I had managed to expose. I pushed his head back, forced him to submit by crushing my mouth against his.

He was grunting now, and I knew it wouldn’t be long.

I heard the faping of flesh behind me, and I knew that whoever had come in was masturbating.

“Oh, fuck,” the unknown intruder whispered. Then he came, right on my back!

“You motherfucker I cursed him, but I was smiling, and the bozo I was sitting on lost it. I could feel his cock erupting, spitting, spewing, painting my insides white.

I ground down, tried to get as much as I could in me.

And, his pleasure over, and mine just begun, I got up. I straightened out my dress, pulled the material up over my tits, and turned to the guy who had squirted on my back.

He was leaning on the counter, one hand bracing himself. He had had a good cum.

“You should have waited,” I said. “I would have fucked you next.”

I patted his face and passed by him. He looked a bit crestfallen, but only a little.

I walked back into the bar and regained my bar seat.

There was somebody new behind the bar, an older man, bald, a little chubby, and he wore an apron. He sauntered up to me. “I can’t have you doing that all night.”

“Bourbon and whiskey,” I commanded, and he pissed me off. Telling me what I can and can’t do.

He made the drink and pushed it towards me. “I can call the cops.”

“I’m bringing in business.”

“If the cops find out I’m dead.”

“Just think,” I smiled at him wryly, “My pussy holds the power of life or death.”

He blinked. Then he shook his head and took out his cell phone.

I laughed and stood up. I sauntered towards the door, then stopped and turned around.

“Hey, everybody!” My voice was loud and everybody in the bar turned and looked at me.

“Let’s go over to Clancy’s, and maybe you can get some of this!” I pulled down the top of my dress and exposed my boobs.

A cheer rose up, and guys started throwing money down. I walked out of the bar, turning at the last second to flip off the barkeep, who was now looking mighty sad.

In the parking lot I got a ride from a couple of good old boys, and I blew one, yummy cum, and fucked the other before we got to the next bar.

Now, no excuses. I said I’m not a slut, but the pantied me is. And I know I wasn’t a nice person. So let me ask you? If you are a kind man…would you be a kind woman? Or vice versa? Would a kind woman be a kind man?

I don’t know. I just know that my personal experience, I was a mean ass bitch. And when I’m not wearing my special panties it bothers me. But when wearing the panties, man or woman, I don’t care.

And it makes me feel like a Jekyll and Hyde. There’s the me, who probably isn’t too bad a sort, then there’s the man or woman in the special panties. Wanting to fuck, or to fight, and the hell with the world.

But what could I do about it? To not wear the panties was to not experience a whole different world! Wearing the panties would become an addiction! And I started to understand something about Aunt Charley.

As herself she was probably a kind lady. Took care of me. Raised me. Sure, she had quirks, and I’ll bet some of those quirks came from wearing the panties. But as herself, sans those panties, she was kind.

But people in the bars knew me, without knowing that I was a different person inhabiting the panties, and they tried to warn me off, refused to serve me, but it didn’t matter. I just kept doing what I was doing, and the hell with the world.

And, one last thing…I don’t know why I wasn’t arrested. I was fucking everybody in town, married or not. As a woman I fucked everything within sight. As a man I fucked, too, and I fought. I trashed half the bars in town, and the police never came for me.

I think the panties had something to do with it. I think they afforded some kind of protection to the wearer.

But, who knows? I just know that that night became the model or my activities. For the next week I would range far and wide, protected, a kind of Jekyll of sex and destruction. And nobody could stop me.

I woke up a week later. I had slept in the panties and I was a woman. I stretched, felt my tits, fingered myself a little, I had a lot of dried cum in my snatch and I loved the smell of it. And I wondered what had woken me up. Then I knew.

Liz.

A part of me didn’t care. The panty part. The panties just said, ho hum, what’s one more pussy in the world?

But there was a part of me working behind the panties. There was a part of me that frowned, and knew that something was wrong, that I was doing something wrong, and that I had to…I had to take off the panties.

And, in my behalf, there was a kind part of me still existing in the panties.

I dug my thumbs in and wiggled out, and was Ryan again.

Ryan, tired and dirty, filthy from a week of fucking and fighting. A mess. And my girlfriend was just getting out of her car.

I was lethargic, but still had a bit of alarm going off in my head. I jumped into the shower and began soaping myself. God, I was so filthy from my week of debauchery that the dirt seemed never ending. Still, by the time Sarah found me upstairs I was relatively clean. Except for the filth in my soul. And the guilt. Now out of the panties guilt was building.

God, so many women fucked. So many men. So many fights…so much booze!

“Hey!”

Sarah burst into the room.

“Honey?” I tried to fake like I hadn’t seen her car.

She looked at me funny. She told me later that she felt a…a slimy feel to me. Right then she hugged me.

And I hugged her, and there was a relief in me. I was out of the panties and into the arms of somebody good.

Of course, I was still driven by the panties, but I wouldn’t admit that then.

We kissed, and then she knelt and kissed something else. Again and again. And then she stood up and grabbed me by my teeny penis and pulled me towards the bed.

There was a part of me that didn’t want to go. There was a piece of me that had a week of indiscriminate fucking in mind. Of getting in fights, of causing near riots with my degenerate behavior.

And then there was me. A human being who needed love. And the human being who needed love won out.

We tangled on the bed, and I found myself crying as I ate her pussy and fingered her.

She stopped, held my face and looked into my eyes, then she let go and we continued.

And I wouldn’t have blamed her if she had pushed me away.

I hurried through the love making. Eating her quickly, fingerbanging her quickly, and then I was inside her. Still crying, and pumping her madly, as if her sex could give me absolution for my crimes.

She seemed to sense what I was going through, and she held on to me and was silent and…and I couldn’t cum.

I wanted to, I was desperate to, but I think I was not just empty physically, of semen, but I was empty in the soul. Where it counted.

I slowed down and just lay on her.

We were silent. After a minute I rolled off her.

Another couple of minutes passed, and she murmured, “Well, that was interesting.”

“I’m sorry,” I mumbled into her flesh. She was holding me and I was cuddling into her, and she was the only warm spot in my bleak universe.

“Do you want to tell me what’s going on?”

I was silent. And there was a part me that didn’t want to say a thing. I didn’t want anybody to know about the panties. And then I realized: there was a part of me that didn’t want to talk, there was a part of me that wanted her to leave me to my degradations. There were pieces of me all over the place, and I was becoming a split personality.

And I knew I had to tell her.

But I couldn’t, so…God help me…I got off the bed and put on the panties.

“Watch,” I said, as I pulled the panties over my feet.

Liz ’s expression of concern change to shock as I transformed. Her jaw dropped, her eyes widened, as my limbs became thicker, stronger, and my muscles became large and powerful. When my face transformed, lost its fat and became wide jawed and much, much more handsome, she actually backed away, put a hand to her chest in fear.

And, as I transformed, I had just meant to show her, my other personality, my blue personality came to the fore.

“Hey, babe,” I grinned. “It’s just me. It’s still me, Ryan. But…” I looked down at my body, held my hands out to the side, and inspected myself. I looked up at her, “This is what the panties do.”

I think, for those first few minutes, had I approached her she would have run out screaming.

But my blue personality was expert at self protection, and fighting, and the first element of fighting is to disarm the opponent.

I disarmed Liz with a smile, and giving her time to accept what had happened.

She sat back on the bed, her arms rigid and her fingers splayed to brace herself on the mattress. But I kept talking, joking, and she slowly started to calm down.

“Oh, my God!” she breathed.

“Yeah, pretty cool. I’m really strong like this, and look at my pecker!”

She was. She was staring at that mammoth schlong I had hanging between my legs, and the longer we talked the more interested she got in it.

“So…the panties do this.”

“You saw it,” I answered.

“They make you into a man that’s…you know…”

“Big and handsome.”

“Big and handsome.” She was repeating what I said, still trying to come to grips with the change.

“Unless I put the pink side out.”

“The what?”

“The pink side. The panties have a blue side and a pink side,” and I told her about finding them in the locked box.

By now she was getting easier with me, and I said, “Let’s go have some breakfast.”

I offered my hand, and she took it. Nervously, but anxiously, and I knew there was a part of her that wanted me, and there was a part that didn’t.

I led her down the hallway, I wasn’t dressed, and neither was she, and down the stairs.

In the kitchen I put together a meal of sausage and potatoes and grapefruit juice. We sat at the table and munched, and she kept looking at me, and looking and looking.

She was trying to carry on a conversation, but it was difficult. She was officially mind blasted.

“So,” she said, “Have you, uh, tried out your new penis?”

I looked down, mocked up some embarrassment, fake embarrassment because I was playing her. “Well, yeah. I…I couldn’t help myself,” and here I gave her a bit of the truth. “When I have the panties on I’m a little out of control. Most of the time I’m me, but when I start to get horny…it’s like somebody else is driving my dick.”

“So you’ve been untrue to me.”

Her voice revealed her hurt.

“Look, honey,” I placed a hand on hers, and she didn’t jerk it away, “It’s not me! It’s this body! I’m true to you. I would never cheat, but when I’m in this body…I don’t know what’s going to happen!”

Except that I would either fight or fuck.

Oddly, though she was upset, she was thoughtful, and I knew that she was understanding what I was saying.

“So what does it feel like…fucking with a big dick?”

“Oh, God, it is heavenly. It’s just…I feel so much more, and when I cum…baby, these balls put out the juice.”

And, she flipped. “Do you want to try it out right now?”

I grinned, cut into a final sausage with my sharp teeth, and said, “I thought you’d never ask.”

I held her hand across the living room, and I kept looking back at her. She had a mix of emotions on her face, a bit of fear, a bit of desire, a bit of apprehension…all sorts of things.

At the bottom of the staircase I turned and scooped her up in my arms. She gave a squeak and put her arms around my neck.

I kissed her a good one. I showed her what a handsome man’s lips could do, and when I was done she was wide-eyed and breathless.

Looking at each other, I carried her up the stairs.

“Geez,” she whispered. “These muscles.”

“I know. And that’s the hammer that’s going to drive the spike.”

“Oh, God.”

I entered the bedroom and tossed her on the bed. She giggled as I pushed her back and thrust a hand between her legs. She arched as my fingers found their way into her, and shortly she was gasping and out of control.

I used three fingers, opening her up, getting her ready for my dick.

She held onto my forearm as I pumped my hand into her. She was nothing but a rag doll to my strength, and I made the most of it. I bit her breasts, little nips that ended up with big sucks on her turgid nipples. I took my fingers out and grabbed her mons with my hand. I shook her by the pussy, and she cried out with the pleasure of it.

I turned her upside down, onto her belly, and I dug my fingers into her buns and spread her cheeks.

“What are you…OH!”

I put just a finger in her, I had learned about up the ass, anal sex, in my male and female bodies. Or rather my bodies, my panties, had taught me. But Liz had never done anything like this, so I was gentle.

Then I grabbed her pussy again and squeezed it until she groaned and thrashed, and, finally, I knelt between her legs.

She was hot. I had turned her on and she was flushed and heat emanated from her.

I put my penis to her hole, and she watched me. No longer scared, now just wanting it.

“Ryan…” she said, and then it was too late.

I slid my big dick into her and she about came apart.

Heck, she had had nothing but my small dick in her for years, and to finally be opened up, to be plumbed, to be fucked to the core, she began to jerk and twitch. She tried to hold on to my arms, and her whole body was spasming as I drove into her. Again and again, and she couldn’t talk. She just made these ungodly guttural sounds.

And, finally, she came. And came hard. And again and again. I simply wouldn’t stop, even as one cum waned another one started.

Her eyes rolled back, her arms flopped, and she gave up.


PART FOUR

We lay on the bed, on our backs. She was sore, but in a good way. Her pussy looked all red, and well it should.

My dick was ten inches long, and I must have pumped a gallon of semen into her. Her red gash leaked white fluid, and she sighed.

“I never…”

“I know.”

She laughed. Yet there was a sad ruefulness to her. She turned to me. “You’ve ruined me for you.”

Ah. So that was it. Once with the blue panty Ryan and she was no good for the regular Ryan.

I smiled. “Would you like to try them on?”

“The panties? Will they work for me?”

“Should. Don’t know why they shouldn’t.”

“But…”

I slid off the bed, hooked my thumbs into the panties and pushed them down.

Liz stared at me while I changed. Now that she knew what was happening she was fascinated. She watched as my limbs slenderized, I lost my muscle, and my face morphed back into the regular me.

“Wow.” Yet she was looking at the panties, not me. I intuited that she was disappointed in me. She didn’t want Ryan with his tiny dick. She wanted the panty Ryan, the blue Ryan, and the panties were the key.

I held the panties out to her.

She took them, examined them, “One material but two colors, a color on either side, I don’t think that’s possible.”

“Probably not,” I agreed, and I was suddenly aware of my tiny penis.

She saw the look on my face and giggled. “Are you scared I won’t want your teeny peeny?”

“I guess.”

She kissed me, didn’t address my concern, and what would she have said? ‘Oh, I’ll always love a small, inadequate dick, especially now that I’ve fucked a big one.’

In the back of my head I think I realized that I was always going to have to fuck her as blue Ryan.

She bent over and slipped the panties over her feet and pulled up, and my jaw dropped. She had chosen the blue side out!

I watched as her legs went into the top of the panties all feminine, and came out thick and strong. Her pussy disappeared and the panties bulged with cock, then a penis formed out of the bulge. It was long, it was big, and it had monster balls to back it up with.

Then the morph continued up her waist, which became thick with rock hard abs, her tits shrunk and her chest swelled into big pecs and thick shoulders.

And when her face changed, became firm and granite appearing, i almost fainted. She was the image of the sea captain, but with small changes, small things that kept the uniqueness of her. She was a manly man, but she was also Liz inside.

“Fuck,” I whispered.

She…he…turned to me. Her dick was like mine had been, ten inches, and it was already getting hard.

“Wow! That feels good!” Her voice was deep, and she shook her cock at me.

“Uh…” I said, and I suddenly realized that we had a problem. She was fresh changed, horny, and had a big dick. And I had no pussy.

She understood it, too. “Hell, we need two pairs of panties.”

“Yes,” and suddenly, I felt a fear.

I was Ryan, five foot eight, slender with a spattering of muscle. She was six foot six and 220 pounds of rock hard muscle.

I had been sitting on the bed, and I started to get up.

“Where you going?” She pushed me back with a hand.

“Liz, I don’t want to.”

“Aw. He doesn’t want to be a homo.”

“I…I’m not comfortable with it.”

“But I’m Liz inside,” she said in that deep voice. “You wouldn’t be fucking a man, you’d be fucking me.”

“But I don’t want to.”

She pushed me back and climbed on top of me.

“No!”

“No doesn’t mean no,” she grinned. I could feel her giant cock dragging across my belly. “Grab it.”

I didn’t, and she grabbed my hands and forced them up, put them around her cock.

“Oh, that feels good. I think I like a little roughness, too. I’ve always been the weaker one, but this being stronger…it’s fun.”

“Please, this is rape!”

“This is love.”

She slid back off me, pulled on my hands, kept them on her cock. “Suck me.”

I sat on the edge of the bed, trapped, and that monster cock stared at me with its big slit of an eye.

“I don’t wan—“

She shoved forward, impaled my mouth with penis. I gagged, but she held me in place, and even started to move back and forth.

“Oh, this is good,” she chuckled. I always wondered what you saw in blow jobs, but now I know.”

“Mhhhggh!” I tried to talk.

“I bet you wish I had a small cock right about now.”

She pulled back and I gagged, and I could taste the odor of man meat, sweaty and pungent.

She grabbed me and flipped me over. She was incredibly strong, and I found myself on my hands and knees. On all fours. And she put fingers to my butthole.

“No!” My voice was rising in panic.

“Yes. Now hold still. I want to put some pre-cum in there. I hate it when bitches bleed.”

I felt her shove her dick up to my hole. She used fingers and spread her pre-cum around, then pushed a lubricated finger into me.

“No!”

And she entered me.

My limbs gave way and I belly flopped on the bed. She followed, stayed with me, and her penis shoved in further.

It hurt. I won’t deny it, but…but it felt good, too.

“No!” I cried, and my fists grabbed a pillow and squeezed.

I felt her pull out a bit, and it was excruciating and exquisite at the same time. Then she pushed in and my breath left me.

Again and again.  And she reached around and grabbed my chest as if I had tits. She fucked and fucked, she screwed me, and, finally, I began pushing back.

It felt good! I hadn’t realized, but…it felt good.

But I was conflicted. I was a man, and the woman that was in me was a man, and…Liz. I wanted Liz back.

She began to cum then. I felt her grunting and her penis spasmed, and I could feel liquid spurting inside my asshole.

“Fuck! Fuck!” she blurted.

I was crying, and I whimpered. “Liz…Liz…”

She pulled out, stepped back and stared down on me. I lay on the bed, sobbing, yet with a happy butt. I was so conflicted.

Then, a soft voice, the Liz voice: “I’m sorry.”

I turned over and…she had taken off the panties. She was Liz again, and then we were in each others arms, crying and crying.

We sat on the porch on a bent wood bench. The sun was hot, but a breeze kept everything cool. We could hear nothing but nature here. Nothing but the beating of our hearts as we discussed what had happened.

“I loved it, and it was wonderful. And I was so strong, and I know what it is to be a man now. But…I also feel like somebody just wiped my face in the mud.”

“I spent the last week in panties,” I said. “Sometimes I’m blue Ryan, sometimes pink, but I’m not…me. The real me.”

“It’s like I was submerged, and gleeful, and I couldn’t stop.”

“Tell my asshole that,” I grinned.

She laughed, but not a real happy laugh.

But at least we were stating to recover, to talk, to even have our sad jokes.

“That’s why I didn’t call you this last week. I was busy…I was out getting my rocks off.”

“As a male or a female?”

“Both, either.”

“I should hate you for it…but now I understand. God knows I understand.”

“So…what do we do?”

She was silent, biting her lip, thinking dire thoughts.

I added, “We want to do it. We want to be…unbound, experiencing life with the panties.”

“But we don’t do it. We control ourselves.”

“But it’s addictive. Even now, I wish I had the panties on. What you did to me, I hated it, and loved it…and I want to do it to you.”

We were silent for a while.

“The panties protect us.”

“How so?” she looked at me.

“When we are wearing them the panties give us an innate sense of how to do the bad things we do, and yet get away with it. We never go too far. We fuck somebody until they are in danger, and then we back off. The panties give us that sense of…of…self-protection.

“Hmm.” She nodded. She moved closer to me. We had been sitting at opposite ends of the bench, almost like we were afraid of each other. This was the first sign of our calming emotions, this was a human touch in the middle of this…this problem we had.

We sat, and held each other, got closer and closer, and then we were kissing. Not hot and heavy, but light and loving.

And we decided: we would not wear the panties again.

Life went on. I got a security system installed. I told Liz about the visit from Aunt Virginia and Cousin Tommy, and she was glad of having to turn on the thing every night.

And we were protected.

I got a big lawn mower, a sit down monster. It was the Ryobi 48 volt brushless 54 inch electric riding zero turn mower. Say that without taking a breath.

And it was fun. Once a week I would buy a case of beer and go out and chop off the tops of wildly growing grass. Liz was always worried that I would get drunk and fall off and the stupid thing would run over me.

Maybe. But what’s life without a little fun, eh?

For a month we had a truck load of workers. They fixed the roof, replaced boards, painted everything, and we built a gazebo out in the backyard, and made plans for a swimming pond. Not a pool, but a pond, with a floating platform and a diving board in the center. It was going to be a big pond.

We bought a couple of cars. She wanted a Miata, convertible, red, so that was what she got. I bought a big truck. With extra lights, a big grill and a winch. If anybody got in my way I could push them of the road, then winch them back on. Heh heh.

And we were served with papers. Lots of papers. Aunt Virginia and Tommy and the twins all brought separate suits, and for a variety of reasons.

The will was invalid. I was not fit. I had spit on the sidewalk when I was ten years old. Yada yada poo bah. My lawyer just took the notices, grinned, and said he would, after he had answered the scurrilous complaints, wipe his ass with them.

And, the total cost of all this work and lawyers and everything? I made money.

I was simply making more money on the interest of eighty-three million dollars than I was spending.

Woo! Talk about winning the lottery.

But there was a fly in the ointment. Sand in the vaseline. A…disappointment.

Liz and I lay upstairs on the big bed. We were naked. She was sweaty from a wonderful orgasm. I was not.

Oh, I was sweaty, but not from orgasm, and that was the trouble.

“Man, that was good,” Liz murmured, her eyes closed.

“I aim to please,” I said, a small smile on my lips.

“And you do.” Then she rolled over on her side and faced me. She reached down to where my tiny cock was still hard. “But you didn’t cum.”

“No.”

“How long has it been?”

“A long time.”

“Have you had an orgasm in…in your regular body, since you wore the panties.”

We both knew the answer to that.

“No.”

She sighed and lay back, deep in thought. And I knew what she was thinking.

“I shouldn’t wear the panties.”

“You shouldn’t go without cumming,” she responded.

“I might hurt you.”

“What about that protection thing you were talking about? The innate ability of the panties to protect ourselves…even from ourselves?”

I let out a long breath. “Can we trust the panties?”

We were silent, and we let it slide, but the conversation was not over.

That night at dinner. “I want you to wear the panties.”

I looked at her over a plate of lamb chops and spuds. “No, you don’t. You don’t want that Jekyll and Hyde thing.”

“Actually,” she stared at me, “I do.”

She was serious, quite serious, and I said, “You do?”

“Nasty, little secret, Ryan. I want that blue Ryan fuck. I love you. Your tiny peeny gets me off, but…but there’s something in me that wants that other you, the one with the big cock.”

I sat back, pushed my plate away. I still had a bite of potatoes left, but I wanted a drink.

I got up and headed for the liquor cabinet.

Big bonus to being filthy rich: really expensive bourbon. I got down a glass and tossed some ice cubes in it. I poured a healthy dose of Pappy Van Winkle’s Family Reserve. Three thousand dollars a bottle. That’s right. Three fucking thousand dollars. For a bottle of booze. I liked having money.

Then, just to prove that all that money hadn’t gone to my head, I absolutely destroyed the best bourbon in the world by pouring some Coke into the glass.

“Want one?” I asked Liz.

“Yep.”

I made a second one, without the Coke. My girl has class. I handed it to her and we sipped.

Well, I sipped. She took a gulp and gasped, and grinned. “Fuck my pussy and call me happy!”

“You’re happy. Now, about that fuck.”

“Look, Ry, we have the panties. We can experience the other side of life, and it would be stupid not to.”

“Where do we stop?”

“We wear them only every once in a while. Wear them once, a month later we take turns and the other wears them. You get the benefit of having orgasms, and I get…” she grinned.

“You get what I can’t give you.”

“But it will be you!” she protested.

And, she was right.

When I wore the panties I was still me. Me 2.0, but still me.

Of course I wasn’t quite in my right mind, uh, body, but an orgasm is an orgasm, right?

“So after we finish our drinks you want me to go up and put on the panties.”

“Yes,” she was positive.

“And then you want me to fuck you.”

She hesitated, but only briefly, then, even more positive, “Yes.”

I still paused.

“What?”

“I have to tell you, I’ve worn the panties more than you have, and…”

“What? Tell me what?”

“Once isn’t enough for blue Ryan.”

We didn’t say anything for a long time. She knew what I meant.

“You want to go to town and fuck other people.”

“Yes.”

“And you have to.”

“The blue Ryan has to. I tell you, right now, once I get those panties on I’m going to want to go to town and shut down the bars. I’m going to be an out of control pussy hound.”

She took a deep breath. “And if we do this, if you go to town and fuck everything with a hole, then…”

My turn to say, “What?”

“Then it’s all right for me to go to town when it’s my turn to wear the panties.”

I blinked.

A part of me screamed ‘No! No!’

A part of me understood what it was to have that horny devil on your shoulder.

Once the panties were on the horniness could not be controlled.

“Okay.”

We were frozen for a few seconds, a bit surprised by our choices, the Liz shivered, actually shivered, and said, “Oh, fuck. I want this.”

So we sipped our bourbon, and tried not to sip too fast, and grinned at each other. Grinned nervously, excitedly, and with much anticipation.

“I’m going to fuck you,” I blurted. “I’m going to pump you full of sperm.”

“I can’t wait for your big dick. I want to feel it open me up. I want to feel your balls slapping against my ass.”

“You want it up the asshole?”

“Oh, ho! Turn about, eh?”

“Well, you fucked me there, and I can still feel it.”

She grew serious. “Did you like it? Do you want it there again?”

And I surprised myself. “I think so.”

“Wow. Then, maybe I will. But let me think about it. You know, of course, that I haven’t experienced pink Liz.”

I smiled. “Ah, yes. Pink Liz. And, speaking of which…what if I was a girl tonight?”

“Oh, wow! A girl?” Her mind rioted at the thought. And I think there was some sexual excitement in there. “But I thought you were going to be blue Ryan and fuck me.”

“I’ll tell you, how about if I go out as a girl, as pink Ryan, then when we get home I can change into blue Ryan.”

She jumped on board. “I’ll go out with you. Two girls out on the town.”

I laughed. “This is going to be good!”

So we went upstairs to change. Of course she was just going to change into sexy clothes. I was going to change into a sexy body.

In the bedroom she watched as I pulled on the panties, pink side out. She watched as my legs slenderized, curvi-sized, and the changes went right up my body. She gasped at the pussy, whistled at my tits, and then came close and felt my hair.

“We need to comb this out.”

So I sat and and she combed, and then she said, “What do you do for make up?”

“I don’t. I just wear lipstick.”

“Oh, girlfriend. You’ve been missing out. Here, let me get my make up.”

I pulled on some hose while she gathered her make up, and a bra. I liked going bra-less, but there was also something sexy about being in harness.

She sat me down at the vanity table and began working on me, and it was incredible. She soothed my face with creams, brushed it with powders. She made my eyes into little caves, delicately blue, and she finally painted my lips.”

“Now you looked ready to go,” she said, standing back in fascination.

I looked in the mirror and was astounded at the changes. I was a woman, through and through, inside and out, and I was even horny for myself.

“Wow,” I grinned.

“Okay, a little jewelry, and why don’t you wear the red strapless? And…are you going without panties?”

I raised an eyebrow. “I’ve got panties on.”

“But those panties are now flesh, and…you don’t want panties to cover yourself up?”

“Nope. If I don’t have to wear panties than it’ll be quicker. I can just lift my dress, bend over, and zippity do dah.”

She giggled. “You slut.”

I sang a bit of Lil Mariko’s song.

‘Wow, do you really think I'm hot enough to be a slut?

Aww, thanks’

Liz slapped my ass, then helped me into the red dress, laughing all the while.

We were making ourselves all horny, and we felt totally relaxed and unleashed. No holding us back.

“Come on, girlfriend, let’s take the Miata.”

Holding hands, giggling, we descended the stairs, our heels clicking merrily.

We walked out to the car and got in.

She leaned over and kissed me gently, careful not to mess my lips. “You make me so fucking hot!”

Then she put the car in gear and…zippity do dah.

We arrived at Clancy’s, which was one of my favorites. We got out of the car and sashayed across the parking lot, and were accompanied by a few whistles.

“Hey, baby!”

“Two for one. Whoa!”

We had linked arms and we giggled, and entered the bar.

Clancy’s was a pretty good place. A gentle mix of low lifes and urban hot rodders. Low lifes like bikers that liked to fight, and urban hot rodders, which was my name for guys who buy big motorcycles so they can act like low lifes.

We stepped up to the bar and Clancy had us spotted. He’s a red headed guy, short but with muscles, and a baseball bat filled with lead behind the bar. He started pouring my bourbon and Coke, and looked at Liz.

“Same.”

So he made two, and he said, as he shoved the drinks over to us. “No trouble this time, okay?”

He knew better than to try and bully me, and he knew that I sometimes responded to a polite request. And heck, shouldn’t I? I was there to fuck, not fight.

“I brought my girlfriend to keep tabs on me.”

He looked at Liz and groaned. “She’s going to keep you out of trouble? She looks like trouble herself!”

Liz put a hand on Clancy’s forearm. “I’m strictly damage control.”

He liked the feel of her warm hand on him, how could he not? And he smiled. “Good. That’s good.”

We swiveled on our barstools then, and inspected the bar. And the patrons inspected us. Not a minute passed before a rowdy named Jimmy sauntered up to us.

“Hey, I seen you before.”

“Yes, you have,” I answered. Then I leaned forward and grabbed the front of his pants. He was stiff and filled my hand nicely. “And I remember that your big dick did me twice.”

“Hey, baby. It’s ready for three.”

In front of my wife, I tilted my head up and pressed my lips to Jimmy’s.

He wrapped his arms around me and bent me over a bit. Now I was twisted so that if I opened my eyes I could see Liz. I opened, and she was staring at me, not breathing, and she was flushed.

I put a question in my eyes, and she nodded.

“Oh, yeah,” she breathed.

That was it. It was okay. It was more than okay, because I was making her hot.

I pushed Jimmy back, and he looked surprised, and then I said, “Are you going to kiss me or fuck me?”

Surprise left his eyes and he grinned. He grabbed my hand and pulled, and I went with him.

We walked back to the men’s room and entered. He grabbed me, and that was good. I liked it rough.

“You want monkey love? Or bent over?”

“Oh, Monkey love, baby.”

I had my hand on his pants and I near ripped that zipper off. His big cock popped out, and it was big. Jimmy was no pipsqueak when it came to penises.

I jumped up and into his arms and wrapped my legs around his waist.

He caught me and started lowering me. He backed me up against the door and he lowered my on his dick.

“Fuck,” he grunted. “You are the sweetest pussy!” Then he was banging his hips forward. He slammed into me and my butt slammed into the door. The door was a loose fit, and it started to make a banging sound.

I bit his lip, pulled it out, and licked the side of his face.

He kept ramming it into me.

“Move to the wall,” I suggested.

He stepped back from the door, around the hand drier, and slammed me up against a tile wall. The tiles felt cool on my hot ass, and I laughed in delight. I dug my fingers under his arms and he groaned in pain.

“Oh, you fucking bitch!”

But the pain was what did it. It made him lose control. I felt his iron rod unload deep within me. He grunted and banged me against the wall, then slumped against me.

“You’re good, lover. Now be a good boy and put me down.”

He did, and he grinned at me. I patted his cheek, and went out the door. Sperm was dripping from my cunt, but that was good. I liked it when semen ran out of me.

I arrived at the bar and Liz turned to me. A tall fellow in an expensive Harley jacket was trying to make time with her.

“Can you believe this guy? He expects me to suck his dick and I don’t even know how big it is!”

I grabbed his pants and smiled. “It’s big enough. Too big for you.” I pulled the guy towards the restroom. People were noticing what I was doing now, and it wouldn’t be long before I was pulling a train. Toot toot!

As we walked I pulled his zipper down, and when we entered the restroom his cock was out and hard. I bent over and whined, “Fuck me you asshole!”

He walked right into me, rammed it right up, and, poor boy, he got the wrong hole.

I laughed and ground back, and he felt the difference. “Hey!”

“Hey is for horses, now ride me, cowboy!”

He did. He recovered from his mistake, but stayed in my asshole, my good fortune. He gripped my hips. He pulled me back and thrust into me and pumped into my butthole.

I rubbed a nipple with one hand, and began rubbing my button with the other.

I was close, and getting closer, when he let loose. “Gah!” He grunted, and I felt that hot throbbing, followed by the spurt of slime. He kept shoving it forward, twisting his hips and screwing me hard, and then he was done. I straightened up, his dick, now going limp fell out of me.

“Damn. Not bad.” And I kissed his cheek and went out the door.

And a big fat fuck was waiting for me. He was three hundred pounds, blubber, and he had a full beard and biker’s colors on his back. He pushed me back into the men’s room.

I laughed, and he grinned and turned me around, then he bent me over and, I swear to God, he lifted up his belly and set it on top of my ass. His cock reamed me briefly, then pushed into my hole. The right one, this time.

I pushed back, I was hot, I was ready, and I wanted a cum. “Slap my ass!” I begged.

He obliged me. He had a thick, meaty hand, and he slapped my ass. A sharp crack and I knew there would be a red hand print on my ass in the morning. If I stayed a woman.

And that slap did it. I felt faint. I put my hands out and pushed on the stall door, which swung back. Fortunately, the biker had me. And he was strong. He held my ass up, and my body up and when I came it started him cumming. Cumming together is a rare thing, and we made the most of it. We pushed against each other, searched for every inch of his cock, and he spurted deep inside me. I was giving off a few squirts of my own. Juice ran down my leg, jizz overflowed and mingled with the previous two loads, and I gave a scream I couldn’t help it. I’m not normally a screamer, but my body felt like it was being pulled through a meat grinder. It was so good it hurt, and I screamed.

Liz told me later that everybody in the bar heard me.

But I knew that.

The fat biker let go of me and I fell off his dick. I caught myself, and straightened up. I was a mess. My hair was all over the place. My boobs had fallen out of the strapless and just hung there, big, with erect nipples.

At this point I was facing the door, and I pushed on it, and tripped, and nearly fell through the door. To the people in the bar it looked like I was busting out of the bathroom.

I was slightly bent over, and I straightened up, brushed my hair back, put my tits back in the dress, and yelled out, “That was a fuck!”

Everybody cheered. And they would have lined up and I would have had a train going. And I sort of wanted that. Pink panties Ryan wanted to have his cunt abused.

But Liz grabbed my arm and straightened me out and walked me towards the door. I had broken a heel when I came through the bathroom door, and I staggered like a drunk, but I waved to people, and people slapped me on the ass, and it was all good.

“Oh, my GOD!” Liz blurted, as we crossed the parking lot. “I have never seen anything so hot in my life!”

I let her put me in the car, and she stood there for a moment, leaning over me. “Do you want to do some more?”

“Fuck, yes!” I was dazed, flushed, and as happy as I had ever been.

“Okay,” she rounded the car and got in. She reached behind the seat and took out her running shoes. “I’ll wear these. You can wear my heels.” She handed them to me and turned the ignition. With a roar we left the parking lot, squealed tires in the street, and zoomed off towards the next bar.


PART FIVE

We closed the bars, then went to a picnic area where I finally got to pull a train. Man, it was fun. Man after man, pumping my ass, my pussy, my mouth. By the time I was done I had swallowed a gallon, and two more gallons had drained out of my asshole and pussy.

Well, maybe not gallons, but it was a lot!

Then we went home, and I have never seen Liz so hot in my life. She couldn’t wait for me to turn my panties inside out, and when I was a big man she was the aggressor. She jumped my bone so hard I thought she was going to break it. And I had a wonderful orgasm.

Then we slept.

And when we woke up it was back to normal.

Normal was riding the lawnmower drunk, getting somebody out with a backhoe to dig the pond, and packing the bottom of the pond with bentonite.

Bentonite seals the ground, makes it so the water won’t be absorbed by the ground.

And we had a floating platform built, and…we had a prowler.

The prowler was over the fence, on public land, but it was pretty obvious he was watching us. I found a pile of cigarette butts while inspecting the fence on the edge of the property, and indentations where whoever it was had set up a folding chair and probably a big pair of binoculars.

Hmm.

I suspicioned, of course, that it was Aunt Virginia and Cousin Tommy, but…no proof.

I came back to the house in a grumpy mood.

“What is it?” asked Liz.

I told her, and we discussed options.

We could buy guns. Lots of guns. We could patrol the property. We could hire a guard. We didn’t like any of these options. So, foolishly, we put it on the back burner. As if merely discussing the problem would make it go away.

Then a month later, came Liz’s turn.

She opted to be male, to be blue Liz.

I was fine with that. As a male, she would fuck and not get fucked, and she would be able to protect herself. I had already had a couple of close calls, assholes who got pushy, but when I turned to them with that look of joy in my eyes, that ‘come on, fuck face, and I’ll fuck your face,’ look, and they went right away.

It was a wild night. First, she insisted on fucking my asshole, and she tried to be gentle, but…well, it was still good. In fact, Rough seems to always be good.

Then she went out to the bars and I came along.

Man, what a chick magnet. She’d just sidle up to some babe, whisper in her ear, and bingo, she got laid. She would take them in the bathroom, she would take them out to the car. She fucked and she didn’t care if I watched, and…God, did that make me horny.

And when it was all over we rehashed her adventures for a week or two. She told me what it was like putting her dick in a pussy from her viewpoint. And it was different. She was a woman on the inside, and driven by the panties, and there was a part of her that wanted to be woman gentle.

And then there was the part of her that didn’t want to be gentle.

Still, when she was done screwing some poor girl, that girl would be very, very happy.

They would beg her for her number, want to meet on the morrow, and they would try to cling to her, until she saw the next mark and put the first aside and went for the fuck.

Man, what fun.

And, back to normal. Cutting the lawn. Final touches on the pond, we were gonna let it fill with rain water, then top it off with well water.

We were so far out from the city that we had a well. It was a good one, never ran dry, but you don’t take a chance with that.

So we got ready for the rain and waiting.

And, the weather turning slightly cold, we spent some time inside the house.

We had a few workmen over to fix things, check the plumbing and the wiring, make sure the chimney was in good working order.

And we finally got around to going through the rooms and cataloging everything.

Man, there was a lot to catalogue.

Aunt Charley had lived alone for 35 years, but she must have gone around the world and collected a lot of stuff in the 35 years before that.

I remembered some of the stuff from my childhood. I found native spears from south sea islands. Big bowls and pottery. And a koteka.

What is a koteka? A koteka is a gourd worn over the penis. New Guinea natives wear them for protection. It is officially called a phallocrypt. Liz, of course, insisted that I wear it. My prick was so small, however, I rattled around in it. It made me horny, but with a dick too small to truly satisfy, and which was not cumming unless it was transformed into blue Ryan’s, I wasn’t fond of the thing.

Liz laughed, and teased me, but…oh, well.

And we found jewelry from Europe, paintings, and objet’s d’art.

And books. Lots of books.

And more book/boxes, like the ones that held the panties. I was examining one, and the bottom dropped out. I blinked. It was old, and it falling apart was no big deal, but if that book/box had a false bottom…what about the one that had held the panties?

I rushed upstairs, Liz saw me and wondered what was up, and she followed me. She found me sitting on the edge of the bed looking at the original book/box.

“What is it?”

I kept turning and twisting the thing, and I found a little button on the inside of the top compartment. I pressed it, and the bottom fell out, along with a book.

The book was like a captain’s log. It didn’t have lock on it, it was leather bound, and it was old.

I opened the cover and…

Charley Silversmith

My Life

Charley Silversmith. In a book/box about Jane Farstrider. What the fuck?

There was a photograph stuck in the first couple of pages and I looked at it.

A man stood on a ship’s deck, and it looked like he had just come up the gangplank. He had a seabag over his shoulder, he was hatless and his hair was blowing in a sea breeze. He was grinning and waving at whoever took the picture. He was skinny, not much muscle, and his face was thin.

“Who is that?” Liz asked, looking at the photo.

“Come here,” I took her down the hall to Aunt Charley’s room. I held the picture up in front of the large painting of the sea captain.

“It’s him.” And I said, “It’s his face.”

We compared the pictures. Young, old. Skinny, muscular. A regular guy, then…a Greek God.

“What happened? How did he…”

“Change? He found the panties. He sailed the world, visited exotic ports, and somehow found the panties.”

“But where?”

I looked at her and held the book up. “I think we need to read this.”

She nodded.

It was my turn, and I wanted to be a woman.

Hey, I’m a man, and I like being a man, especially a man with a big dick, but there is something so intoxicating about having large breasts, a pussy that won’t quit. I loved it when Liz made me up. And Liz liked it to.

Yes, she wanted to be fucked, and I would change into blue Ryan at the end of the night and screw her good. And I told her that I wanted her butt this time.

She said no, but she didn’t mean it. She was thinking about it, and I knew she was going to give in. She was going to find out what the big deal about anal sex was.

Excellent. I was up for that. Grin.

So I put the panties on, and my body shimmered and shifted, and I morphed into a beautiful woman. I was probably like Charley was when she…he?…was young.

I went pantyless under a green dress. It was tight and I wore a half bra so that my nipples would stand out. I slipped on panty hose, high heels, and Liz worked on my face. We headed out for the bars at seven in the evening.

Clancy’s, and he poured us a couple of drinks, and we talked briefly, he asked us to be nice, and the festivities started.

My first fuck was a big guy. Six foot four and a cock to match. He had a cruel grin, but that was okay. I could out-cruel him any day of the week.

He tried to be dominating, and I don’t mind that, but he rubbed me the wrong way. So I stopped the fuck, shoved him off, and popped out of the restroom.

He came out right after, his pants bulging from his unfinished fuck.

“Hey, bitch,” he snarled, and he grabbed my shoulder and spun me around.

Suddenly three guys were standing there. They knew me from previous visits, they had fucked me, and they were actually protective of me.

“This guy giving you trouble?” Clancy had his hand under the bar, and I knew he was gripping his little, lead loaded baseball bat.

“Nah,” I said, pulling the goof’s fingers off and flicking his hand away. “He’s just pissed off because his dick is too small to make me happy.”

Man, was he pissed. He turned eight shades of red, his face got all puffy, and he wanted to slap me around right there. But three big bikers stood up to him, and even though he was tall, he was the sudden underdog.

He turned and stored away.

The three guys chuckled.

I turned to my protectors and smiled. “Looks like I’ve got a lot of fucking to do to thank you guys.”

Now, oddly, they got embarrassed. And one of them said, “We didn’t do that for…you don’t owe us…” and he fumbled his words around.

That’s bikers for ya. They’ll fuck anything that walks. They’ll fight anything that talks. And they’ll rush into a burning building and rescue your baby and then get all embarrassed if you try to thank them.

I studied the three guys, then said, “But what if I didn’t want to thank you. What if I just really, really, really wanted to get screwed by your big dicks?

That broke the ice. They all laughed, and one of them said, “Oh, shit.”

And Liz, who had been worried, until the three bikers had jumped in got very businesslike and said. “Okay. We need to measure your cocks.”

Then we were all cracking up. People around us were laughing. And I caught sight of the asshole who had tried to get tough. He had a friend, and they were sitting in a far corner of the bar, whispering to each other and glaring at us. At me.

Fuck ‘em.

I grabbed the nearest biker’s hand and pulled him after me.

I pushed open the door to the bathroom and bent and pulled my dress up.

The biker was not slow. He had his dick out and was shoving it into me. “Can I be rough?”

He was worried. He didn’t want to be stopped mid-fuck like the asshole.

“Slap me, beat me, just don’t not fuck me.”

He blinked, and he tried to figure it out.

“Come on, you asshole! Fuck me!”

He grinned, and did. His penis drove in, sucked out, drove in. He moved my hips in a circle and it felt like his dick was stirring my innards.

I reached between my legs and grabbed his balls. “If I squeeze these hard enough will you squirt?”

“Oh, God!” He blurted.

So I squeezed, but not too hard.

He howled, and spurted. My first fuck of the night, and he did me good. Lots of cum in those big, old balls.

We exited the bathroom, hand in hand, and I slapped his ass and pushed him away, and the two waiting laughed, and the next one stepped up and we went went back into that bathroom.

I must have fucked the whole biker gang that night. And they sensed that I was their meat, so they took care of me. They lined up politely and waited their turn. When somebody had to pee for real, they guided them into the girl’s room and waited politely in the corridor to make sure I wasn’t disturbed.

And Clancy just stood back and let it happen.

Heck, this was tremendous business for him. I showed up and everybody got happy and they called their friends and…and it was good business for him. He just watched for cops, gave Liz free drinks, and life went on.

About 11 o’clock the bikers were done. I had fucked every one of them, and they were ready to move on to the next watering hole.

So they hugged me, and they hugged Liz, who had sat on the barstool all night and kept tabs, and a moment later I heard big motors turning over, roaring off into the night.

But I wasn’t done.

I was almost done, but I needed a few more studs to nail me before I would be happy. After all, once a month isn’t really enough sex for a guy.  Especially if that guy is a girl.

So everything slowed down and I had a chance to sit and chat with Liz, and we laughed, and her eyes glittered with her horniness. She wanted to get me home, have me turn into blue Ryan and really do her. And we were whispering, playfully arguing about her ass and what it was going to feel like when I finally put my cock in it, and I felt a big shadow behind me. Liz sobered and looked past me. And I knew.

It was the asshole. With his buddy, another asshole.

I turned, and he had a sneer on his face. He leaned into me and growled. “We got some unfinished business, bitch.”

Liz looked around, but Clancy was at the other end of the bar, talking to somebody. Then the second asshole was looming over her.

“I think I might like a piece of you, bitch.”

We were cornered. And I thought I might be able to fight them as the pink Ryan. As a girl I was still strong, and I knew how to punch. But that still left Liz. She might know Karate, but these guys were big, and she didn’t have the edge of the panties protecting her.

And she was worried about me.

I put a hand out and touched the back of hers. “It’s okay. I’ll take care of him.”

“But…”

“Just stay here. I’ll take care of everything.”

The first a-hole waited, and I stared at him, stone-faced, and then I walked towards the bathroom. As I walked my mind was working. Do this, twist that, do this. Do this, twist that, do this.

Over and over, getting the sequence of what I had to do perfectly embedded in my mind.

I reached the bathroom first, and he was two steps behind me.

I slammed the door in his face and locked it. Immediately the door started shaking. The doorknob turned a fraction, and I knew that this was one door that was going to come apart.

So I had to hurry, and I enacted my mental imagining of my plan.

I leaped to the end of the stalls and stepped into the last one. I closed the door and shot the bolt. It was a handicapped stall and I had plenty of room. I reached under my dress and hooked my panties and pulled them down.

The door burst open, slammed against the wall. I could visualize the asshole bully standing there, look down the row of stalls.

“Make it easy on yourself, bitch,” he growled.

Now plain, old, regular Ryan, I twisted the panties, made sure they weren’t backwards or anything, and bent to pull them up over my feet.

The first stall door was kicked open. It made a loud banging sound. “Come to daddy, bitch!”

I pulled, and the panties snagged on my heels.

The second stall door. BANG!

“You can’t run and you can’t hide!” he snarled, and he was outside the door to the stall I was in.

I pulled hard and the snag freed and the panties slid up my legs and I started changing.

BANG! The door slammed back.

I stood there, six foot six tall, 220 pounds of lithe, sailor-hardened muscle. My dress had burst from my body over filling it, and I stood there in a half bra and nylons. I was wearing make up. My cock was hanging, and even limp it was enough to scare the shit out of the asshole.

“What the…”

I hit him. Hard. Right between the eyes.

He was big, and he was tough. I expected him to go down, but he just staggered back against the wall. Good, I felt like hitting him twice. My second punch was in the gut, and there was less danger of killing him with a gut shot, so I only pulled it a little.

He folded over my fist, looked up and the pain exploded over his face.

Then I picked him up and threw him the length of the bathroom.

He hit the wall, took a step, holding his belly, and fell into the corridor. He wasn’t out, but he was as good as.

Heck, he hadn’t been much. I stepped over to a sink and washed my hands. Then I walked to the door and stepped over his body. I was looking down at it, then I looked up the corridor.

His friend was three feet from me. He was coming to see what I had done to the number one asshole, and he was holding a gun.

I looked at him, and he looked at me, and he raised the gun and shot me.

It was a small caliber pistol, thank God, and it only hit me in the side. Still, it hurt, and I flinched, twisted a bit under the impact. And before he could shoot me again I had him. I was in a bra and nylons, and my dick was swinging back and forth. I picked him up, lifted him so hard his head hit the ceiling. Then I threw him at the floor. He crunched, and that should have been it, but I was pissed off.

Memories flooded through me. Sea captain memories. A young man stabbed in a bar fight. A gunshot that near crippled me, except I was in panties at the time, and when I took them off I was cured. A bar brawl in Hawaii, and being scored by a broken bottle. That would have left scars, but the panties again, they protected me. And damage done while I was in the panties went away when I took off the panties.

I picked up the gunny, I didn’t know where the gun had gone, and I threw him down the corridor.

In the bar people were running, looking, trying to figure out what had happened. I could see surprise on Clancy’s face.

I stepped out of the corridor and Liz looked at me, fear written on her face.

I picked the guy up. I was in feminine underwear, my pussy was naked and dripping with cum, I had a bullet hole in my side from which trickled a line of blood.

And I had a grin on my face. A pissed off grin, but still a grin.

I threw the asshole across the bar, and I mean across. He flew over two tables and hit a window and went half through it.

Then I snorted at how easy he had been. Big man with a gun, but when push came to shove…and I looked down at my leak.

It was just a small hole, already sort of puckered.

Liz: “Ryan?”

I smiled at her. “I’m okay.” I said, looking at her.

Then I turned to Clancy, who had come down to our end of the bar.

“Give him a credit card,” I told Liz. She fumbled through her little purse and I said, “Charge damages to that card. Don’t call the cops. I’ll pick up the card later. Okay?”

“Uh…”

“Okay?”

“Yeah. Yes.”

“Okay. I’ve got to get out of here.”

I headed for the door, and now that the action was over I felt a bit of fatigue. Behind me Liz threw the credit card on the bar and ran after me. She managed to get under my arm and help me as soon as we were out the door.

The parking lot was emptying. We made our way to her Miata and I got in.

“Ouch,” I grimaced.

And we headed home.

As my memories had told me, taking off the panties would heal any damage I suffered while in the panties. I hooked the panties and pulled them down, and Liz helped.

The change shimmied down me, and the bullet hole disappeared, along with the pain.

“Fuck!” I winced, then realized there was no pain.

“Are you okay?”

We were downstairs, on the couch, and Liz helped me out of my hose, then my bra. I wasn’t hurting, but I was tired. I guess getting shot takes a little out of you, even if you are instantly healed.

“I am,” I smiled at her.

“I don’t believe that…what happened.”

“I do, but…can we have a drink?”

She headed for the kitchen and returned a minute later with two tall ones.

Oh, baby, I sucked that sweet nectar down. I sat back and sighed.

Liz said, “I don’t…now I know what it means.”

“What?”

“Pink is for fucking, blue is for fighting.”

I gave a half snort and nodded.

“I mean, you threw him across the bar…and what did you do to the first one?”

“I hit him.”

She looked at me, incredulous.

I explained, “Twice. And then I threw him.”

“Right out of the rest room.”

I chuckled. Now that I was out of it, now that it was all passed, I could see the humor of it.

“Of course, there might be some questions.”

I had a niggle of intuition. “I don’t think so.”

“No?”

“Nope. I think the panties will protect. I’ll bet you Clancy doesn’t remember anything tomorrow.

She nodded.

“But there is one thing bad about all this.”

She looked askance at me.

“I know you were looking forward to it, but I really don’t feel like putting the panties on. I’m done for the night.”

She gave a rueful laugh, then: “Okay, but you’re going to have to fuck me all month, and maybe even two months, with that short dick of yours, and if you can’t cum, that’s just tough titty.”

“Wow,” I said. “You play nasty.”

She nodded. “Yep.” Then: “Now let’s get you up to bed. Healed or not, you need rest.”

She was right. As soon as I hit the bed I zonked out, and I slept for twelve hours.


PART SIX

I was right. Clancy used my credit card as directed, even got estimates for lowest price on the big front window, and called me up to return the card. When I went to pick it up he didn’t remember a thing. He just returned the card, we chatted about this and that, and didn’t mention the big bruiser in female underwear that beat up the two bozos.

And, there was nothing in local paper about the fight.

I wondered what would have happened if I had actually killed one of those two guys. I had a feeling that nothing would have happened. But I also had a feeling that I didn’t want to find out. Blue Ryan might have enjoyed the fight, and I even enjoyed the memory of it, but I knew that I should do my best to control myself.

Of course the guy had held a gun on me, and he had shot me.

He had shot me. The next morning, no booze in my system and quite sober, I felt my side where the bullet had struck me.

Nothing. No scar. Not even a soreness. But it had sure hurt the night before.

And that brought up something interesting. I had fucked a lot of men and women, and the chances were that some of them had had disease. Some kind of STD, maybe even AIDs. But I was clean. The panties were protecting me on that level.

I figured out that I could shrug off pretty much anything, short of death, simply by taking off the panties.

The panties didn’t heal prior conditions. I still had scars from before I had ever worn the panties. I don’t think my appendix had been replaced. So there were limits.

But…notwithstanding my certain degree of protection, I knew I should be careful, be circumspect. And the real reason for that was Aunt Virginia and Cousin Tommy. If people found out about the the panties they would try to get them. Like Virginia and Tommy.

Anyway, life went back to normal. I cut the lawn on my mighty mower, slaughtering the blades of grass while drunk on beer. And I found out something interesting, just an experiment. I put the panties on while drunk, then took them off and…I was still drunk.

Yep, it was now confirmed that the panties didn’t cure prior conditions. Grin.

The first rain, and the pond filled halfway. I had set up piping to channel drain water from the roof, and between that and normal drainage and the area over the pond three feet of water in the pond. Liz and I were so excited we went for a walk in the pond. We splashed each other, got chilled, then we warmed up and celebrated with three thousand dollar bourbon. That was a nice night, and I got her to cum with my short dick, though I didn’t cum.

There were traces of the prowler. A suspicious car parked on the road. We searched the surrounding forest but only found a few butts. Apparently he was scouting our house, but was being careful.

So we bought a couple of guns. We stashed them at various places in the house, and prayed never to use them.

And I read the journal.

The writing was pretty small, but legible. Every page was filled, and the first part was pretty dry. It was just recitation of ports made, dates and times, duties assigned, excitement over some kind of promotion…not sure to what…and the daily goings on of a sailor long ago.

Then it changed, and when it changed it took me by surprise.

The ship he was on, the Farstrider, stopped at an island to take on water and victuals. I chuckled at that and was reminded of my dream from a few months previous. But as I continued reading I grew sober. Quite sober.

The island be small, maybe 1000 meters across, a bit longer, and half rock and half of the juiciest fruit trees ever set eyes on. A contrast, but this island is built of contrasts.

Like where did all the boar come from?

Anyway, the birds in the cliffs set up a most raucous cry, and they circle the ship ominously, as if they meant to attack, to peck out our eyes and eat our entrails.

They are big enough to do just that, and they are black, like crows, but they have red eyes. Bright red, glow in the dark red.

Hobson shot one and they retreated to the island for a day, but then they came back and harassed us even worse.

We tried to eat the bird Hobson shot, pulled it out of the drink and Cookie stewed it, but it was gamey meat and several of the crew fell sick. Nobody died, though they felt they would, but we decided not to eat any more of the damned creatures.

The boar, however, are different. Cookie showed us how to dig a pit, start a fire, and cook the boar. It cooked for three days and then I tasted the best meal I ever tasted. It was better even than Mum’s cooking. And Mum knew how to cook.

Another entry, the journal was a series of entries, and I ignored some and focused on the ones having to do with the island. It was the island that fascinated me.

Johnny and I went ashore, Captain told us to gather eggs from the bird’s nests, and laughed and called it our ‘shore leave.’

We climbed to the top of the highest stand of rocks, maybe a hundred meters up, and gathered some eggs. The Ratives, that’s what Queeg Queeg called them, came close, threatened us, but a few bashes with a broken branch and the bastards learned better.

The eggs was big, and they was good tasting, and the men were glad of a proper plate of cackleberries, which was what Cookie called them. But several of the men took deathly ill. Tristram, who we took on in Boston, and who wanted to see the world…he died. We buried him on the island and made a stand of rocks and planted a cross over him. The cross is big, and it’s made of good wood, so it might stand agin the wind for a time.

That gave me an idea, and the next shore leave I climbed the mountain and planted an even bigger cross, made of two tree trunks I pegged together. You can see it from the ocean for quite a ways.

The Captain said he’d write to Tristram’s mother.

Poor sod.

Don’t know why the Captain doesn’t leave. We’ve had enough lay about. The men are restless, and those damned Ratives screech all hours of the day and night.

The Captain gave me a special duty. He said he trusted me, and said to look for a path on the north side of the rocky part of the mountain. This was after he had me and half a dozen others round the island in the long boat. He looked at the island through his telescope, and he seemed a bit agitated, or maybe that was excited, when he looked at the north side. Then he kept looking at this small leather book he kept tight in his pocket.

Well, good for me. I won’t have to shinny up the trees and pick fruit, or hunt for boar in the forest. I wonder how the boar got here?

Sure enough, I found a path. The captain told me just to fetch him if I found the path, but I had looked for it, climbed over the damned rocks, so when I found it I followed it a short ways. I mean, how far could it go on this damned island?

Just around a bend, rounding a cliff face high over the ocean, there was a cave. Well, this far, I had to go on.

I entered the cave, and it wasn’t deep. Just twenty meters back, and the evening sun shown right in it. Lit it fair up.

There was signs of people living in the cave, though I hesitate to call them people.

The bones was funny. They was tall, and the head was misshapen. There was clothes in the cave. Pretty much rotted. Poor sod had a broken leg, and that was probably what kilt him. But the clothes…they was male and female. No telling what the dead ’man’ was. The flesh was gone, and there ain’t no bones in a pecker, and I don’t know how to tell the difference between a man or a woman if I just look at the skeleton.

At the back of the cave was a metal box. Funny, it didn’t have no rust on it. And it was shiny, like no mold or fungus could set on it.

It had a lock, funny looking thing, quite a bit smaller and neater than the locks I seen.

The lock, fortunately, was open. I say fortunately ‘cause I closed the lock and pulled on it, and it was firm and couldn’t be opened, and I didn’t see no key. Funny looking lock.

But the box was open, and I looked inside. Nothing but what looked like woman’s panties. A bunch of them. And the funny thing, they was pink on the outside and blue on the inside. And they was made of some material that felt stretchy. I didn’t know what to think of them, but I stuffed one in my pocket, then went to fetch the Captain.

But when I stepped out on the ledge and looked down, and there was a big shiny disk down there, under the surface of the ocean, but it was tipped up, and it looked like it was going to slide down to deeper water. As I looked at it it moved back and forth and I knew, yes, it was sinking further.

Then I almost got brained by a falling rock and I looked up. The cliff was eroding, and I wondered if maybe that big round disk, it was probably twenty meters in diameter, had slid down the face of the cliff, and the poor bloke inside the cave was all that survived.

But I never seen such a house as that. So shiny, and no barnacles on it, and seaweed wouldn’t cling to it.

I watched the thing for a while, then I hurried back to the ship.

The Captain had me show him the path, and when he found it he went down it and told me to wait. He asked me if I had followed the path, but I said no and he didn’t look like he fully trusted me, but he left me sitting on a rock and went down the path.

I knew the stuff in the cave would be interesting to him, it was to me, so I followed and peeked through the space made between a cliff bush and rocks.

The Captain went through all the clothes, and he kicked the bones, and then he found the box. He opened it and I saw him lift a pair of the two colored panties and look at them. Then he cursed and threw the panties back in the box. He closed the box, then stood up and looked around some more, but he had seen about everything, so I went back and sat on the rock like I been there the whole time.

A short time later the Captain came back, and he looked in a foul mood. He mumbled a lot of curses and wouldn’t talk to me, and he threw that little book of his into the drink.

We set sail the next day.

The journal had been written in sporadically at that point. The mental meanderings of a young lad out to see the world. But the tenor of the entries changed after the island. And the substance of the entries changed, too.

I made the most amazing discovery. I hid the panties from the crew, I didn’t want them laughing at me.

But they was like burning in the secret pocket I had sewn into my great coat. I couldn’t stop thinking about them.

Funny, I ain’t never thought about wearing women’s clothes, which is what I assumed they were, but now I couldn’t stop thinking about…the panties.

I kept my hand over my pocket all the time, and it was like I could feel them burning in there. And it was like they was calling me to put them on. Now who ever heard of that? Panties talking to a man. There’s times I felt like I was going crazy.

After some weeks I done it. I put the panties on, and the change…what they did…they made me into a woman! I was in the second hold, it was late at night and I took off my own clothes and pulled them panties on. My body, I swear, it changed. My legs became shapely, like a female’s. And when I pulled them all up at first I thought my manhood was gone, then I near fainted, the panties became real skin and …and I had a woman’s plumbing! And I had breasts! Titties, the crew calls them.

I couldn’t believe it! I even had long hair. And I stood in that darkened hold for hours and just felt myself. And I even felt my plumbing, until a great feeling of excitement ran through me and I almost fainted. It was like the time that barmaid in Dublin played with me till my pecker leaked white stuff, but about a hundred times better. Scared me, it did.

Finally, it was near morning, I took off the panties, and I changed back into me. I put the panties back into my secret pocket and crept off to my hammock, where I pretended to have slept the night.

Funny, up all night, but taking off those panties I felt like I had slept the whole night.

I sure can’t let anybody know about these panties!

I put the panties on again, but this time I was a man. A big man, with more muscles than I right had.

I felt good, strong, and I didn’t want to be locked up in no hold, so I risked going out on deck.

Hobson saw me, and he called me out. I didn’t know what to do. I wasn’t afraid, not like I would have been back in my own body, but I hit him. He flew across the deck and hit his head on a bulkhead.

I left him, laying like he was sleeping, and ran back to the hold and took off my panties and hid them in my pockeet. Then I wandered up and pretended to find ‘Hobson.’

The Captain was called, and Hobson didn’t remember what happened. The Captain said he must have falled, and told him to be more careful. Cookie wrapped a bandage around his head and we all forgot about it.

And I mean forgot. The next day Hobson was asking the crew why he had to wear a bandage, and wondered if he had been in a fight, then he even forgot that.

I tell ya, wearing the panties makes me feel special, like I’m being protected by some mermaid siren or something. Still, I got to be careful when wearing them. When I’m a girl I just feel like I want to find a man and, and be with him, which is weird, me being a man. But when I’m a man I feel big and brave, and I ain’t averse to a fight. I sort of liked hitting Hobson. Poor sod.

We took port off Jamaica, and I took the panties on shore leave. I put them on, then went into a bar. I wonder what possessed me. This was in spite of my decision to be careful, and the first chance I get I head for a bar.

Now, this scares me, and worries me, but I let men buy me drinks, and I drank a lot, but I wasn’t too drunk, and I let a man fuck me.

Me, a virgin, fucked by another man, but I was a girl when it happened.

I liked it, and I was scared to take off the panties, I didn’t want to think about being fucked by a man when I was a man.

But leaving the panties on, being a girl full time, I missed the ship’s sailing. I didn’t even go back for my belongings, just watched it sail, the wind catching the sheets and leaning it half over.

Too bad. I liked being a sailor, but I think I can make a living as a woman. The men, they pay me money when they fuck me. Have you ever heard such a thing? Living by the hole between your legs?

But I’m glad I kept my journal with me.

Life is good fucking. Every night I take on a dozen men, and every night they pay me. The only bad thing is Scroggins. He’s the gimp who watches over the girls in the bar.

I don’t need watching over, but he took out a knife and threatened to carve my face if I didn’t pay him half my money.

He didn’t scare me so much, I just had this feeling about the panties somehow taking care of me, but I knew I had to pay him. I had to pay him…and do something about him. He slaps the other girls around a lot, and he fucks me, and I don’t like it. He ain’t a good man.

After I was done fucking I went outside and found a shed to hide behind. Scroggins come out and called for me.

I didn’t want him fucking me any more. So I slipped my panties off, then I had an idea, and put them back on, with the blue side out.

Scroggins found me, and he had words for me, and he cursed me, and accused me (the man) of hiding me (the woman) from him.

Jealous blighter.

And when he tried to threaten me, and cut me with his big knife, I took the knife away from him and gave it back. But he didn’t like the way I gave it back to him. I put it in his gut, and while he was groaning I dragged him out to the beach and threw him in the ocean. The tides are good there, and I was pretty sure the sharks would take him.

I went back to the bar, went in (nobody recognized me as a man) and fucked all the girls. Man, they loved it. I got a bigger cock as a blue man than I ever had before I found the panties.

In the morning I went back outside and hid and changed my panties to pink side out. When I went back into the bar the girls all told me about the big man who had had his way with all of them, and some of them twice. They said he was a great lover, and I should be jealous. In a way I am. Isn’t that funny? To be jealous of myself?

I ain’t wrote for a while. I decided to leave Jamaica and go to Boston.

I always liked Boston, and I made so much money fucking men I can afford to travel in style, have my own cabin in a regular ship. So I went to Boston, and fucked the sailors on the ship while I went, and even made a little money from them.

I didn’t make too much money, though. I always like sailors, having been one, and they didn’t have much money, anyway. So I didn’t charge them much, and I even gave a few free fucks away. Made me feel good. And I always liked the smiles on their faces when I met them while walking the deck.

It’s hot here in Boston, but the work is good.

I call it work, but it’s not much work when all you do is lay on your back and fuck.

Not that I just lay there. Sex is good, and I liked moving around and doing the fucking, and the men who come to me, they seem to like it, too. At least they sure give me a lot of money,

There’s a couple of rich men who want me to fuck only them. Bastards. They don’t want to share. I want to share. Besides, if they kept me to themselves I wouldn’t make much money but what they doled out. The way it’s going they give me gifts, diamonds and rubies and gold jewelry. And they look so sad when I kick them out because I got to meet some other bloke.

I’m thinking of investing. I got so much money now, and the bankers I fuck, they tell me how to save it, to make it make money for me. Isn’t that funny? Money making money. Who would have thought?

I skipped a lot passages, there were mostly about investments, arrangements with men, and so on. But Jane was getting rich. Very rich. And I wondered what was going to happen. But then there was a change in her attitude.

I sometimes wish I had met somebody.

That was a lone entry, and over the course of other entires he, or she, elaborated.

I was born a man, but I live as a woman. It’s much more fun, and the sex is better, and I get paid. I think, that if I was a man, I wouldn’t have these feelings, but I want to meet somebody.

Maybe it’s the idea those bankers always have, that they want me to be exclusive to them.

Maybe women always feel this way and it’s just been growing in me.

I’m a poor sod.

And there were other entries. Plaintive laments. Brief but powerful expressions of desire for a more stable existence.

And I wondered if maybe he had just put on his man panties he would have felt otherwise.

But the end result of this desire was that he met somebody.

He is the most wonderful man in the world. He doesn’t mind that I am a lady of the night, and he doesn’t try to keep me just for himself, but I am so inclined. But I would have to move away from Boston to make this happen. The panties protect me, but it is possible, through dedicated foolishness to overcome the protection of the panties. Probably not physically, but in rumor and gossip.

He has a lot of money, more than I, and when our fortunes are put together we will be millionaires. Imagine that. A sailor, born in poor circumstance, made into a woman and brought to riches.

We’re talking about San Francisco. It’s a wild and wooly town.

I did it! I married him, and we’re moving to San Francisco. We’re going to live on something called Knob Hill, and…and I am afraid to tell him about the panties. But I must. A man and a woman bound to each should have no secrets.

I have to think on this.

I told Samuel about the panties. He laughed at first, but when I showed him he was astounded, and it took a while for him to come to grips with the situation.

What worried me was that he kept talking about Jekyll and Hyde, a book recently come out. He claimed there was danger there, and that I must not wear the panties.

But without the panties I am a man, just a regular man, and I can see the love gone out of his eyes to see me as myself. I can even see revulsion. And now I reproach myself. What was I thinking? Getting married? Knowing I was a man inside a female body?

Samuel drinks when I am me, and eyes me in the most unfriendly manner.

When I put on my panties he is most glad, and it is as if we have the most joyous reunion. I must leave the panties on at all times. But there’s a piece of me that doesn't want to. That resents Samuel and his fickle ways. I want him to love me for who I am.

I can’t believe what happened.

First, Samuel put on the panties! He turned into a woman, and he left for two days. He came back and laughed at me, then he went into the bedroom and locked me out.

He came out Samuel, and sneered at me. He told me I was a fool, and that I should leave the house.

What happened to the man I loved?

And this is the point of the Jekyll and Hyde tale.

I am on the streets now, and I don’t know what to do. My money is tied up with his, and he has told me that he would never give me a cent. A red cent, whatever that is. Maybe it’s bloody money. I don’t know. I just feel broken and want to cry. But who would feel sorry for a broken sailor crying on the curb?

One night he came out as a man, a blue man, and he saw me and laughed and kicked me into the gutter. He stood over me and told me I had to leave and bother him no more, that he couldn’t stand the sight of me.

So I watched him from afar. I ate out of garbage cans and wished I was in my beautiful San Francisco home. I wanted to be loved.

One night he came out as himself. This was truly rare, and I followed him. He walked to a fruit stand and got in an argument with the vendor. He slapped the man, and the man hit him, and he backed off and cursed the man.

He retreated and was coming towards me. I ducked into an alley and hid behind some boxes.

He entered the alley, muttering, saying he was going to kill that bastard, and he took off his pants. From his pocket he took out the panties.

The panties! My eyes lit up. My panties!

He pulled them over his feet and started to pull them up, and I knew what he intended. He was going to go back to that fruit stand and beat the living hell out of the vendor.

The panties were up to his knees before I moved. I stepped up behind him and hit him on the head with a brick that had been on the ground.

I struck him just in time. He fell to the ground and his body shimmied, tried to change, but the panties weren’t snug enough. His body kept shimmying, like it as shivering, but not quite in this world.

I grabbed the panties and pulled them down. Thank God he hadn’t gotten them snugged, for I wouldn’t have been able to get them off him. The panties can’t be removed by any but who has put them on.

I stood there and watched his body, and his body stopped shaking. He had a vagina, but no boobs. He was dead mid change, and so he would remain.

Did I feel guilty?

I felt remorse for my lost love, but I learned something about love then. Never fall in love with a bastard.

I put aside my remorse, took the house keys from his pocket, and went back my home. Once inside I changed into a woman, and I waited.

The cops came, told me Samuel was dead, and I cried crocodile tears. And the cops looked at me funny, for Samuel was a man from the belly up, and a woman from the waist down.

Poor sod.

But I am back in control. And I have more money, and it is invested wisely.

But I don’t know what to do about love.

There were a lot of entries after that. Jane livd a long life, and at one point changed her name to Charlene. It was strictly so she could keep her money. She faked her death and left everything to…herself.

She traveled the world. She made more money, and she wished for love.

On one hand, it was a sad tale. No person should be denied love. I loved Liz, and she loved me, and that was how we survived.

But we weren’t bad people. We weren’t like Scroggins, or Samuel, or others that Jane, now Charlene, met in her travels.

But, in the end, there was some joy. For her last entries…

I have fallen in with the most wonderful woman. Her name is Virginia, and we are lovers, and she knows about the panties but doesn’t ever wish to wear them. Which is fine with me. I don’t wish her to Jekyll and Hyde on me.

Sometimes we screw as women, sometimes when I am a man, and she is fine with both.

But as she is a woman, and I present myself as such, we pretend to be sisters.

And, the most wonderful thing, she has two children. One she has named Virginia, and the other Sally.

I say wonderful, but there is reservation. Sally is quite the cutie, and always has a cheerful thing to say. She lives to cheer people up.

Little Virginia, however, has a feel to her. A way of looking, like she has bad secrets. I happened on her mistreating our loving Labbie, and she tried to act innocent.

I wonder how it is that she will develop. Will she be good, like her mother? Or will she be…bad. Like Samuel. Like Scroggins. Like so many others.

It seems that people develop in two ways in life. They ape their parents, good traits and bad, or they bring some special unique qualities of their own. An inborn personality apart from their environment and parents, no matter how loving their parents are.

Sally is like her mother. Little Virginia, though named after mother, maybe not so much. There is something in her spirit that she brought with her.

I wonder, and I will watch.

More entries. And I skimmed them until I came to:

Little Virginia is always in trouble. And she is mean. My fears have been proven, alas.

She is mean and snippy, mistreats her playmates, and is developing into a bad person. It hurts my heart to see this, but I try to live with it, to help poor Virginia, whose heart is breaking as she perceives her offspring.

Sally, meanwhile is the most wonderful child. She has many friends, and glories in them.

Unfortunately, Virginia, the mother, is not well. She suffers terrible headaches, and the doctors don’t know what to do.

And:

Virginia is in the hospital. Sally sits with her every day. We sit with her, and my heart hurts more than I could imagine possible. the doctors say she doesn’t have much time left.

We, Sally and I, will do our best to make her passing easy. I cry every day and wonder what will become of me, but precious Sally, she comforts even me.

I have not seen little Virginia at all.

And:

Virginia passed this evening. I was holding her hand, and I felt her life pass out of her. I sobbed, and even started to wail, but Sally, bless that child, took me in hand.

I will never recover this blow.

I had a hard time reading this, for it effected me deeply. To be privy to a woman’s deepest pains…I could imagine how she must have felt, the love of her life moving on without her.

Liz and I talked about it, a lot, and that was good. I think I would have been effected if I hadn’t had my own love of life holding me closely.

The entries went on, but the times between grew longer. Sally grew and had children. Virginia, she was definitely bad. Arrested for swindling. Married a man who died under mysterious circumstance. Her life was the opposite of golden, and I could well imagine the misery that she brought to others.

I knew she brought misery to me.

Yes, Aunt Virginia was Little Virginia. As mean as the journals described her. As spiteful as could be. Demanding that the world pay obeisance, even as she trampled it under foot.

Then the last couple of entries.

Poor Sally has gone to follow her mother. For such a cheerful child she was always frail. Still, she had the most wonderful child. A young lad she named Ryan.

In his eyes I always saw her spirit, her love of life. I know he will have a good life, and I will help. I will raise him as if he is my own, and I will love him with all my might.

Little Virginia knows about the panties. I don’t know how. I can’t even imagine how, maybe she pieced old newspaper articles together, articles concerning my history.

Surely she would wonder how I have lived so long. She wants me to die badly enough, and to take my fortune, and maybe I left some clue somewhere that revealed the existence of the panties.

At any rate, I have made out my will, and it is ironclad. I have a powerful lawyer, and he will make sure that Ryan gets everything, including the panties.

I can only pray that he will resist any unfortunate circumstance, any mental influence the panties impart, and that he will find love and live his life to the fullest.

And, the last two entries:

I am afraid. Though the panties are strong, I am old inside, and I am not as strong as I once was.

Yet Virginia grows stronger, as if the more mean and spiteful she is the more powerful she becomes.

I had an autopsy performed, all these years later, and Virginia, her mother, had strychnine in her system.

Who could have given her such deadly poison? And in incremental does that would have made her suffer all while leaving little trace?

Thank God for modern scientific methods, and for the fact that I always suspected something.

Still, though I am old, I am enraged, and I will go to confront Virginia with what I know. For the first time in my life I wished I had a gun.

I confronted Virginia, and she admitted it. She poisoned the woman I loved with all my heart. She stole her life, and there was no reason except for spite in the weaselly piece of charcoal that is her soul.

And she laughed at the look on my face, and she threatened me. I am going to the police tomorrow. What Little Virginia doesn’t know is that I recorded her boasting. I have her on tape, confessing to murder, and it is high time that terrible soul was put away. For the good of mankind she must be put away.

There was no more. That was the last entry. And I felt like my heart was breaking.

Aunt Charley had died in her sleep, and I knew what had happened. Yes, she was old, but she had been sleeping as a woman, and Aunt Virginia must have overpowered her, smothered her with a pillow. She might not have been stronger than Aunt Charley, but she would have had help.

Cousin Tommy.

In my mind I could see them, sneaking through the house, maybe just intending to burgle, but finding her asleep.

They would have put their weight on the pillow, and Charley would have struggled, but the panties weren’t proof against death.

Then they would have tried to take the panties off, but even in death the panties would have resisted their efforts. Only the person who put on the panties could take them off.

But Aunt charley had not had the panties on, they were secure in the box/book, and Aunt Virginia must have figured this out only later. On the spot she must have figured that the panties were sealed to Charley’s skin and out of reach.

And I thought about Aunt Virginia. She killed her mother, and…did she kill my mother? And then she killed Aunt Virginia. The terrible avarice in that woman’s soul.

But there was a tape recording somewhere, I believed, and maybe I could find that and turn it over to the police.

Maybe.

And I went downstairs to talk to Liz.


PART SEVEN

I poured us some good bourbon, splashed a bit of Coke into the glass, swirled the things, and went into the living room and handed one to Liz.

Liz had been watching TV, the Kardashians, or something like that. She saw my face and turned the TV off and took the glass.

We sipped.

“So, what’s happening?” she asked.

“I fnished the journal.”

She sat up straighter and gave me full attention. “And?”

I summated what I had read. I told her of a young sailor and how he had happened on the panties. I told her of a lonely woman grown old, of how she had managed to pass the panties to me. I told her of Aunt Virginia, and how she had killed, murdered, for the panties, or Charley’s wealth, or something.

When I was done Liz just whistled. “She sounds truly evil.”

“You saw her at the lawyers. What did you think?”

“I only saw her briefly, but she looked…unpleasant.”

We sat and sipped and thought about that. A person so evil she kills her mother, and sister, and was likely willing to kill me.

“Well, what do we do?”

“Buy more guns. Maybe I should talk to the sheriff. Find that tape recording and turn it over.”

“And stay away from Aunt Virginia. How are her lawsuits going?”

“Nowhere. The lawyer keeps me informed, all her shenanigans are, well, they’re not working.”

“That’s good.”

“I’ll say.”

“Well, shall we go out on the town?” I grinned.

“Let’s. Whose turn is it?”

“Yours.”

“Mmm. I can’t wait!”

So we headed upstairs to change.

I went as me. An average Joe, be it with a tiny cock, and she went as a woman, with large bosoms and a pussy that wouldn’t quit. An hour later we were zooming to town, and I had the nagging feeling that I had forgotten something.

You know, left the oven on, something like that, but we hadn’t cooked anything so that wasn’t it.

So I put it out of my mind, and we walked into Clancy’s.

Clancy saw us, grinned and poured some libations. Within seconds we were sucking up the suds.

I sipped. I had to stay relatively sober. I had to drive, and I had to watch out for Liz.

She guzzled whenever she could, which was quickly between men.

I sat at the bar and watched the love of my life enter the bathroom down the corridor with a handsome fellow who had dumped his girlfriend at the sight of Liz. They were in there for five minutes, and I could see a faint shaking to the wall. The fellow was doing it monkey style. She was wrapped around him and he was slamming her against the wall. Liz loved it that way, and I grinned when I saw her stagger out of the bathroom.

She grabbed her drink and quaffed it, then went, “Woo! That was King Dong!”

And another fellow came up, a fellow who fucked us regularly, and Liz turned to him, grabbed him and kissed him, and dragged him to the bathroom. It didn’t take much dragging.

Five minutes, she told me later that they just walked into a stall and she bent over, held the lip of the toilet while he plumbed her depths.

Two fellows came over and waited. I started a conversation with them, and we were talking about football when Liz came out of the bathroom. She grinned when she saw them, took time for a drink, and asked, “You guys want to double team me?”

They looked at each other and grinned.

“Okay. Who wants my pussy and who wants my mouth?”

They disappeared into the bathroom.

Time passed slowly, pleasantly. It was as if the people in the bar knew Liz was here to stay. And they were calm. Everybody would get their turn.

I wondered if there was a deeper difference between me as a girl, and Liz as a girl. They just seemed more relaxed when she was the girl.

Clancy came over and we talked about great baseball players. I argued Willie Mays was under rated, and he said Micky Mantle was on more winning teams, so he was better.

More people entered the bar. A lot of bikers, which Liz loved, and a few couples who, when the women saw Liz, left fairly fast.

Still, everything was quiet, Liz must have fucked a hundred guys, the bar was busy, Clancy was making money, and it was one of the nicest times we ever had.

Then we went home.

I drove. I had had hardly anything to drink. Liz leaned against me and whispered, “When we get home I’m going to be the man and I’m going to use your asshole. Do you mind?”

“Wheee,” I said. “Christmas!”

She laughed, reached over and played with my tiny weenie.

I liked that. She had fucked me a lot, and I hadn’t cum, and I was horny. And I had another month until my next turn.

Sometimes it’s fun to just stay horny.

We came to the long driveway and drove up to the house. “I’ll park the car, hop out.”

She kissed me and got out. I watched her beautiful ass sway up the front steps, then I headed for the garage.

I locked up the car, something was niggling at my memory again, but I had no idea what it was.

Frowning, I walked up the steps and entered the house, and remembered what I had forgotten…

I entered through the foyer and stopped. Liz was sitting on the couch, hands in her lap, and the look on her face…

…I had forgotten to set the alarm.

A push from the rear and I stumbled into the living room.

I turned and…it was Cousin Tommy.  Dressed in black, sneering, acting the bully boy.

“Well, well,” I spun, Aunt Virginia stepped out from behind the kitchen door. She was holding a gun. Her skinny face had that mean, pinched look to it.

“Sit down, nephew.”

The gun followed me as I went to the couch. Aunt Virginia’s beady eyes glittered.

Tommy followed me, and halfway to the couch he kicked my foot, it went against the other one and I tripped and almost fell.

Virginia grinned and Tommy laughed.

Giving him a dirty look, I sat on the couch. Liz grabbed my arm and held it.

“Home invasion carries a pretty stiff penalty,” I said.

“If there’s anybody left to testify,” she quipped right back.

So there it was. She intended to kill me. And that meant she would kill Liz, too.

“So what do you want?”

“I think you know.”

“Why don’t you spell it out?”

“The panties.” Her lip was curled like a junk yard dog’s and she found the situation humorous.

“What panties?”

“Don’t quibble,” she raised the gun and pointed it right at my eyes.

I stiffened, there is nothing quite so frightening as looking down the bore of a gun held by a murderer. Or murderess, in this case.

“Yeah,” sneered Tommy.

I looked at Tommy. I turned back to Virginia. “What do you know about the panties.”

“I know everything. I know they change people. Sex change. Now where are they?”

Still, I stalled, “How the heck did you find out about them? Nobody knows about them.”

She chortled, and boasted. “I read mother’s letters and discovered Aunt Charlene wasn’t a blood relative, that they were lovers. I looked at Charlene and found that she had lived a long life. An unnaturally long life, and I got curious. Who was she? Where did she come from?

“Oh, she covered her tracks well, but I struck gold when I found out she was married to a fellow in San Francisco. And she likely murdered him. Heh. Charley had more guts than I gave credit for.

“Anyway, I tracked her husband’s history down, and he had written a letter detailing the panties. And I knew. It explained all the anomalies in Charlene’s life. So…”her eyes focused like a pit bull’s about to attack, “Where are the panties?”

Now I was in a fix. I wasn’t wearing them or I would have tried something. And I didn’t want her to know Liz had them on—thank God Aunt Virginia had only seen her once, and that in a poorly lit lawyer’s office—so…what could I do?”

“They’re upstairs.”

“Tommy,” she snapped, “Go with him. Get the panties.”

Tommy started across the room, and here was my chance. He had to cross in between Aunt Virginia and I. I got my legs under me, as if I was standing up, and when he was between us I pushed him, all my might. He flew across the room and banged into Virginia.

BANG! The gun went off. I found out later it went straight up, into the ceiling.

I grabbed Liz’s hand and we ran for it.

The front door was twenty feet away. The stairway was right behind us. We would be partially shielded, but…I pulled Liz and we were on the stairs and scampering up.

“Get off me, you oaf!” Virginia yelled at Tommy.

We were halfway up the stairs before they were untangled, we were at the top of the stairs before Aunt Virginia could aim the gun at me.

BANG!

Virginia fell away from me. I held her hand, but suddenly was weight dragging at me.

“Liz!” I cried. She was tripping, falling, and yet I dragged her, and looked back at her.

She was shot in the chest. Blood was pouring out of her. She was gasping, and trying to hold a hand to the wound.

“Get them!” screamed Virginia.

I dragged Liz down the hallway, frantic, desperate, and sobbing with fear.

I heard them on the stairs. Tommy scrambling, and Aunt Virginia stumping along.

I made it to the first doorway, a room filled with artifacts from Charley’s sailing days. Wooden masks, here was where the penis gourd was, sailor’s clothes. Various other things. And a harpoon standing in the far corner.

I dragged Liz into the room, her eyes were fluttering, and I suspected she had been shot through the heart. The way she was gasping, the position of the wound…and how long can a person last once they’ve been shot in the heart? Seconds! Mere seconds!”             

I dashed back to the door and jumped into the hallway just as Tommy reached the top.

He looked up in surprise and I pushed him. He grabbed for my sleeve but his hand slipped off, and he fell back down the stairs, right into Virginia. She stepped to the side and partially caught herself. Tommy rolled right on down, and when he landed at the bottom his neck was bent at a terrible angle.

Virginia straightened herself and shot at me.

BANG!

The bullet whistled past me and struck the ceiling in the hallway, then I was back in the room.

I slammed the door and pushed a small statuette across it. It might hold Aunt Virginia for a few seconds.

Liz was gasping slowly, and the blood bubbled, and her eyes were glazing over.

I reached under her dress and grabbed the panties. I pulled, and her eyes widened.

She began morphing up her body, changing into herself. And, thank God, the change rippled up over her upper body, the blood stopped oozing and the hole puckered shut. She gasped and grabbed her chest, and now she was moving with more certainty, more strength.

Then up over her head. Her hair changed color, the shape of her face altered, and she was breathing normal.

“Holy fuck,” she wheezed, it sounded like her lungs were inflating, her heart getting used to pumping again.

“You motherfucker!” screamed Aunt Virginia. “You killed Tommy!”

I pulled my pants off, pulled my underwear off.

“I’m going to kill you!”

I slipped the panties over my feet and pulled, and the change rippled up my body.

I heard her in the hallway. She turned the doorknob.

I leaped to my feet. I was big, strong, and lithe. Yet there was no way I could reach the door before she had it open. And there was no way even my panty improved body could withstand a bullet in the heart.

“Ryan!” screamed Liz.

I was standing two steps from the corner of the room where the harpoon stood. It was six feet long, had a rusty but sharp point. I leaped and picked up the thing.

The door opened.

As I turned and began the throw images filled my mind. I had panty memories of being a sailor. I had thrown a harpoon before.

I twisted and my arm flashed, all the bunched up muscles of my shoulder let loose, my arm flashed.

Aunt Virginia raised the gun.

The harpoon struck her smack dab in the center of her skinny chest. Right between her shriveled up tits. She flew back, impaled by the rusty point, she struck the wall on the other side of the hall and the harpoon nailed her to the wall.

Her eyes glittered, and her hands weakly batted. She had the most shocked look on her face. “This…wasn’t…sup—“ She died.


EPILOGUE

I dragged the bodies out into the woods and dug a deep hole I rolled them in. Nobody came out here, and I was pretty sure the prowler was Tommy. Leastwise he smoked the same kind of cigarettes as the butts I had found.

Anyway, she was so mean, nobody would miss her.

It’s a pretty sad epitaph when you live such a life that nobody cares to remember you.

Liz and I were pretty sober for a few days. No, it wasn’t our fault, and we…I…had killed in self defense. But murder is murder and it leaves a stain on the soul.

But I would get over it. And if I didn’t I could just wear the panties a lot. Nothing seems to bother you when you change sex at will.

But we didn’t wait for time to cure our memories of this night.

We decided that we couldn’t live with one pair of panties.

I have thought about it often. Why was the metal box in that cave not rusty? Was it an alien metal?

And what was that big disk in the ocean? Was it…could it have been somebody from another world?

And was there a technology, maybe an alien technology, that could make panties that were blue on the inside and pink on the outside?

We intend to find out.

We bought a yacht and began following the directions left at the beginning of Jane Farstride’s book/box…Charley Silversmith’s journal.

Jane Farstrider.

Farstrider was the name of Charley’s first ship. And…Jane? A lost love of Charley Silversmith? His mother?

Maybe we would find out in our travels in search of an island with a cross on top and large, red-eyed black birds.

Maybe.

END
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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.


PART THREE

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 FOUR

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.


PART FIVE

“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 SIX

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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A massive collection of bundles!

21 steamy five star stories in each book!
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!
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Here is the first part of…

The Long, Hot Feminization!

Changed from a boy into a girl for a summer!

PART ONE

The lady who moved in next door was a fox. I mean, she had large jugs. Gallon jugs. And the nipples were always erect. First time I met her I was carrying in the groceries for my mom and she got to talking with Mrs. Amanda. Nancy Amanda, that was her name.

I sidled up, I had seen her from a distance and wanted to get closer and check out the babe factor.

So I trucked the groceries in, then walked over to where Mrs. Amanda and my mother were talking.

Crap! Talk about a babe factor! Her nipples were poking right through her sweater! Big boobs, and she was excited. I mean, it wasn’t just the cold, right? Because she was wearing a sweater!

“This is Johnny. Johnny, this is our neighbor Mrs. Amanda.”

I clicked my eyes up real quick, but I could see a twinkle in Nancy’s eye that told me she had caught me checking her out.

“Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.”

“Hi, Johnny. Good to meet you. But please call me Nancy.” She offered a hand and I took it. It was warm, and her eyes were scintillating. Green. Wise. Her lips were red, and moist. And I had to be careful because this close, feeling her flesh, I was in boner city.

I mean, I’m healthy. 19 years old. Home from college for the summer, and no girl friend.

And no girl friend meant I was horny.

She let go of my hand, having conquered my heart, and continued her conversation with my mother. And I slunk back into the house.

Man. What a babe. What a knock out. I was in love.

Okay, I wasn’t in love, but I sure was in lust.

But, being just 19, I knew I didn’t have a chance with such a choice chick. She was about 30, a MILF if ever there was one, and…you read about MILFs going wild, but that’s just stories. Doesn’t happen in real life.

So I mowed the lawn, then spent the afternoon swimming.

I heard music coming from Nancy’s house, then I heard water splashing. She had a pool, too, and I smiled.

I went to the hedge separating our houses and peeked through.

Oh, man. She was naked. Like, not a stitch. And she was swimming back and forth. Climbing out and diving in, then swimming back and forth. A couple of times she went off the board, her boobs just flew  up and down. Then she stopped, and I figured that it was because big boobs like hers probably hurt when they bounced like that.

I watched for a while, and I stroked myself, and I kept getting right to the edge, then backing off.

I like sex, but I like good sex.

If you jack off all the time it just turns into a spurt.

But if you edge yourself for a few hours, man, the sex turns so fucking hot you are about die!

So I watched her, and I dreamed. I studied her hairless snatch, and I dreamed of putting my penis in it. I watched her bounce, and I wanted to catch those big boobs in my hands and suck them. I stared at how firm and round her buns were, and my cock was so hard it was aching. But I just kept jacking and jacking, backing off, then jacking and jacking, and backing off.

Finally, Mom was due home, so I took a final dip, then went into the house.

Upstairs, and I began stroking. The final countdown. My hand slithered up and down, I was close. I squeezed my balls, I played with my nipples, and just before I was about to cum—

“Johnny? Could you come help me?”

Oh, fuck! “Yes, Mom.” but, in a way I liked it. To be so close and then denied, and not just from my own discipline, but by my mother…it raised the experience to even higher levels.

She had some boxes for me to bring in, so I did, and then I had a Pepsi and we talked for a while, and I was in heaven. My cock was just roasting. I wanted to cum so badly.

But I was also down from the high point I had been at. The break I had just taken had made me not so desperate, and I decided to just enjoy the peak and start all over again tomorrow. I could watch Nancy in her pool, stroke myself higher than I had ever been, and the cum…man, the cum was going to be a supernova!

So I slept, my big boner pressed up against my belly, or straight up in the air, or every which way it wanted, and I woke up in the morning feeling hornier than I had ever felt in my life.

The day began wonderfully. Big breakfast, a quick run around the block, and my blood was pumping. Fuck, yeah!

Then I hopped in the pool, swam a few laps and just floated for a while, and then I heard the sound of somebody splashing over the hedge. I tip toed to the spot I used and peered through the bushes.

Naked. Lush. Breasts like white mounds, creamy skin. Nipples stiff and proud. Man, I was mesmerized.

I took out my penis and began stroking. Right to the edge, and stopped. Right to the edge and stopped. Man, when I came it was going to be truly stupendous!

On the other side of the hedge Nancy swam a few laps, did some yoga, and then lay down on her lounge. And picked up her phone.

Oh, darn. She was probably going to call some guy. Geez. I’d give my left nut to be that guy.

I watched, my heart sinking, and suddenly…Doot da Doot Doot! Doot da Doot Doot!

It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket!

Nancy looked across the pool, right at me!

I scrambled back. She couldn’t have seen me. No way!

I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

“Hi, Johnny. This is your neighbor, Nancy.”

“Hi, Nancy!” I was still stroking my dick. Through all of that I hadn’t let go, and I was almost ready to spurt. I squeezed my cock, hard, to stop the orgasm. Just in time. My legs were shivering and my head was light, but I stopped it.

“Are you okay? You sound a little out of breath.”

“No. I mean, I’m okay. I was just running.”

“I know. I heard your phone.”

Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!

“But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.” Sigh of relief.

“Your mother gave me your number and said you might be willing to do a little donkeywork. It’s easy, and I pay well.”

“Well, uh, yeah. Sure. I let go of my cock and a single bead of sperm dribbled out.

“Okay, then. After lunch?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“Okay.”

She hung up and I almost fell over. I had almost been caught jacking off. Well, she knew I had been running, but…maybe she didn’t know what I was doing.

Anyway, I was going to be hanging with her this afternoon, and that was sweet.

I thought about going up and finishing myself off, but, again, I wanted to wait just a little bit longer. I wanted to be just a little bit hornier. It’s sort of a game with me, seeing how horny I can get, and right now I was getting as close to as horny as I had ever been. So I managed to hold myself off.

After lunch I sauntered over to her house and knocked on the door. I was carrying a spare change of clothes she had told me to bring. The load in my testicles was heavy and my cock was ultra sensitive.

If anything, she was more sexy. She was wearing a thin sweatshirt cut off at the waist. Emblazoned in an arching script over her sizable boobs was the phrase ‘Pink Power!’

Oh, God! Sproing. Damn it! I had just gotten it under control. I should have finished whacking off before I came over.

“Hi, Johnny,” she opened the door and I tried desperately not to stare at her tits. But…her lips were plump and curved and full and…I gulped. “Hey, Nancy.”

She led me through the house, and with her not looking at me I stared right at her sexy ass. Round. A bubble of sex, and a thin waist.

She turned her head and I gulped again and got my eyes up in time. I think. “I can’t thank you enough for helping me. But I warn you, it might get a little dirty.”

“Hey, dirt is my middle name.” Oh, God, that was a stupid thing to say.

But she laughed and told me to put my spare clothes on a kitchen chair and opened the door to the basement. She led me downstairs and I looked at ‘The Mess.’ That’s what I called it, and deservedly.

It was a long room filled with a 100 years of debris.

“I bought this place as is, but I really didn’t expect to find a century worth of storage in it.”

“Wow.” I stared at the tons of boxes and old furniture and stuff.

“There might be something of value down here. An antique or four, and what we’ve got to do is go through it all. We sort, carry it upstairs—and you can see that there are some heavy things that I won’t be able to carry—and clean this place out.”

“You know there’s more than a day’s work here. It’s gonna take a week, maybe more.”

She stepped closer to me, placed her palm on my forearm, and I almost swooned. Those green eyes staring right up into mine. 
“I know. Your mother said you were off for the summer. Is this too much?”

“No, no.” I quickly said. “It’s just…I wanted you to be aware.”

She grinned ruefully, her palm was making my whole body sweat. “I’m aware.”

I hope she was aware of what she was doing to my sexual apparatus.

“Okay.”

She took her hand off me then, and I immediately missed it. “Okay, then. Shall we start?”

We started, and that was the messiest basement I have ever seen in my life.

First, there were the cobwebs.

“I set off some bug bombs, but now we have to get rid of the spider domiciles.”

Domicile. That was the word for it. Giant cathedrals of delicate web.

We took brooms and went crazy. We started at the end and moved back towards the stairs. By the time we reached the stairs we were both dusty and dirty and sweating. But the basement had had its first sweeping, and there wasn't a glimpse of a ‘spider domicile’ in the place. Of course, there would be lots of bugs and stuff inside the mess of stuff, but we had taken a major chunk out and couldn’t move around more freely.

“Okay,” she said, “Come with me.”

We went up the stairs, me staring at her ass, of course, and jumped in the pool. And that about killed me.

She took off her clothes and jumped in.

I stared, my mouth open.

“Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.”

“But I’ve got…I’ve…”

“A boner. I know. And I don’t care. I’ve seen a boner or two in my lifetime, and they don’t scare me. And I know my nakedness doesn’t scare you because you were watching me yesterday.” She laughed and did a backstroke.

Oh, crap. She had seen me. But between her laughter and the truth, I did it. I stripped and jumped in, and it was weird jumping into the water with a big erection. Oh, I’ve done that before, but it was an erection that she was grinning at.

We swam in a circle or two, then she climbed out.

I followed her, and was red-faced, and we dried off with a couple of fluffy towels. Then I got into my spare clothes, and she got into hers. And she was even sexier. A short skirt and a flannel shirt. A flannel shirt which, I might add, she kept unbuttoned. Yep, I had a perfect view of her big, bra encased boobs.

We descended the stairs and she said, “I hope you don’t mind my Bohemian ways. I’ve never been embarrassed by my body.”

I risked, “Hey, I’m getting a thrill.”

She laughed, patted my cheek, and we turned back to ‘The Mess.’

Sans dirt and spiderwebs it was still a mess. “Guess we should start at this end this time,” she sighed.

‘This end’ was mostly boxes, and we opened up one and started going through it. It was books, and some of them might have been worth something, but they had been ruined by water.

“Good stuff goes in the garage. Bad stuff on the driveway.”

“This is bad stuff,” I said, hoisting the box, and I headed for the stairs.

And that was the way it went for an hour. Box after box. Sometimes I had a break while she sorted and selected various books, sometimes I was humping up and down the stairs.

After an hour we took another swim break, and this time I didn’t hesitate to strip and jump in.

Nancy giggled. “Don’t you have a girlfriend or something?” I turned red and she laughed. “Now I’ve gone and embarrassed you.”

We swam in circles, then hopped out and got into our original clothes, which we had left in the sun and were now dry.

We had a Pepsi, sitting by the pool, and I looked over to where I had been peeping.

“It’s all right if you look at me through the hedge.”

Man. The red-faced thing again.

But she said, “I consider it a compliment that a healthy, young stud like you finds me worth looking at.

“Oh, you’re worth looking at,” I blurted.

She laughed, placed a hand on my arm said, “You’re sweet.”

On one hand, I was proud and preening, she liked me, her hand was like electricity on my flesh. On the other hand, I sure would like to be more than ‘sweet.’ And, if there was a third hand, it would have been in my pants stroking like mad.

Heck. I hadn’t cum for a few of days, and I had been edged to a fare thee well for the last two days.

“Well, shall we proceed,” She smiled at me.

Now, I should say this right out front, she was a woman who liked to tease. And this first day was the introduction. She would catch me staring at her boobs and she would wink. In the pool she would see the lust in my eyes and she would stretch, arch her back and present her boobs, then chuckle at the dumfounded look on my face.

But that was about as far as it would have gone, except for the nail.

On the third day, a third of the way through the basement, I was moving a table out from a wall, I bent and pushed, and…ri-i-ip!

A nail took out my pants. I mean, really took them out. The material was separate across one thigh and half my shorts were just sort of hanging there.

“Oh, crap,” I said.

Nancy, looked, then gasped. “You’re bleeding!”

I was. It wasn’t deep, but it was nasty looking.

“Come with me.”

“It’s nothing.”

“It’s something. Now get your ass in gear.”

She led the way up the stairs, through the house and up to the second floor.

In her bathroom she took out some peroxide and cotton and a bandage.

“Lose the shorts. Sit on the edge of the counter.”

I kicked off the shorts and sat on the sink, and…I had a boner.

Well, she knew that.

But there is a difference between swimming in a pool and being a dozen feet away, and being…inches apart.

She turned and looked down, and stopped. “Fuck,” she whispered. Then she put her hands on my flesh, made me turn slightly to the right. My cock was right there, inches from her hands as she dabbed at the cut with peroxide.

“Sorry,” I said.

She glanced up at me. “You’re sorry?” She sounded sad.

My cock was shivering, and I could feel her breath on it, as she dressed the wound.

She straightened up, and we were a foot apart, her breasts almost touching my chest. “I’m the one that’s sorry, Johnny.”

“Huh?”

“When my husband died I thought it was the end of the world, and I vowed never to touch another cock. Isn’t that stupid? But then I move in here and I see you. And you’re so young and healthy and full of life. You remind me of all the good things, and I made a promise to myself.”

There wasn’t much I could say, so I listened.

“But I’m going to ask you for something.” She took a breath, actually gulped a little, then: “Don’t masturbate.”

“I…”

“I know, you’re going to say you don’t masturbate. but every boy, every man…” she placed a red tipped hand on my chest. “every man jacks off. So don’t tell me you don’t.”

I could have just said yea or nay, but I had to explain. “I try not to. I try to hold it in, but…every once in a while.” I shrugged.

She stared at me. “How long has it been since you masturbated.”

“Only five days.”

“How long between masturbations?”

“Usually a couple of weeks. A couple of times I held out for three weeks, but…you know…it’s hard.”

She smiled, inches from me, and she reached down and placed her hand on my cock. She was kissing distance away, and we felt the heat, but her hand on my chest kept me from moving in.

“Let’s see how long we can go. Don’t jack off. And I’ll try to help you. Let’s see if you can last a summer.”

“What…what about you?”

“Me, too. In a weird way, this will help me. Every day will be a trial, but if you can hold out, then so can I.”

Then she said the clincher. “We’ll be good for each other, Johnny.”

I nodded, was afraid to say something. Afraid she would take her hand off my cock.

She leaned forward then, yet kept her hand on my chest. She hesitated, then she touched her lips to mine. Soft, warm, but it was just a peck. A peck between friends.

Then she backed off and said, “Let’s get you into some clothes and get back to work.”

“I’ve got my spare clothes out back.”

“But they’re still wet. Just wait a moment, I have something I think you’ll like.”

She darted into her closet and rummaged, and I stood in the bathroom door and looked around her bedroom. She wasn’t a messy lady, but she had a couple of bras hanging over the end of her bed. I had seen nylons hanging from the shower rod. In addition she had a hamper with panties in it, and her table full of make up. I could smell the sweet scent of her make up.

She looked out of the closet and said, “Close your eyes, Johnny. I’m going to dress you. It will be a surprise.”

I closed my eyes and she giggled as she crossed the room.

“Put your hand here for balance and lift your right foot.”

I followed her directions and I felt her slip an article of clothing up my leg, then the other leg. I thought it was shorts or something, but she kept pulling, and I felt the material pull on my crotch and go right up my body, then she was pulling material, like a shirt, over my shoulders.

“Okay. Open eyes.”

I did, and I gasped. I was in a one piece garment, and it was pink. A combination shorts and shirt, and I think they call it a ‘onesy.’ but…pink?

And to make matters worse, my cock was sticking out the bottom, down one leg. It was pink, and sexy, and obscene.

She laughed and pulled me to a mirror. “Look, isn’t it cute?”

My cock was straining, and the garment was just barely too small. It was too big for her, and not quite big enough for me, and I stretched it. but it was a stretchy material so there wasn’t much danger of me breaking it.

She placed her hand on my cock and we stood and stared at the mirror.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

“Sorry,” she said, and removed her hand. But I wasn’t sorry, and I was sure she wasn’t.

“I…I can’t wear—“

“Of course you can. It was my husband’s, and it just sits there.”

Her husband wore pink? I had images of them doing things with him in a pink onesy, and I swear, I almost came on the spot. If she had touched me I think I would have.

“Now, come on. Let’s get back to work.” She grabbed my hand and led me back downstairs.

More boxes. then some furniture, and I could feel my cock straining with every step, every bend, every twist.

She kept looking at me and giggling, and a couple of times she ‘accidentally’ turned and bumped my crotch with her hand.

After an hour we took another break. We undressed and jumped in the pool and just swam around. The dressing on my cut was okay, and my cock felt the water passing over it, then we were standing in the shallow end, facing each other, breathing hard.

She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her.

I made a sound back in my throat, a beggary type of sound, then she was kissing me. No simple peck this time. Now a full lipped, grinding of our mouths.

She pulled back, then buried her head against my shoulder. “Are you close, Johnny?”

“Oh, yes.”

She stopped stroking me. “Can I just hold it?”

“No.”

She let go and I made a whining sound.

Suddenly she reached up and put her hands around my neck and pulled me down. “Suck me, Johnny. Feel my tits.”

My mouth found a nipple and I squeezed her breasts, one boob in each hand.

“Oh, God!” She groaned. After a minute she pushed me away. Turned and used her arms and walked as quickly as she could out of the pool. Her shoulders were shaking.

I followed her, caught her just inside the sliding window of her house. “Are you okay?”

She was crying, and she turned and pressed against me. My cock poked against her juncture, and her breasts were hot and heavy against my chest. I held her and her shoulders shook.

“Go home, Johnny. We’re done for the day.”

She turned and ran upstairs.

I went out to the pool area and put on my clothes. When I went through her house I paused, I wanted to say something, but…I didn’t think she wanted me to say anything.

I went to the front door and walked home.

That night was a trial. On one hand I have never been so hard and horny. I was actually leaking, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and it was all I could do not to take it in hand and do the deed.

On the other hand, I was confused. Why was Nancy crying? Why did she run off like that?

“You’re silent tonight,” my mother observed over a plate of spaghetti.

I forced a smile. “Just moving some heavy stuff today.”

“Well, it’s nice of you to help Nancy.”

I think she was prying, but didn’t want to appear nosy.

I grinned. “We’re just cleaning out the basement, lots of dirt and dust, but…it’s actually sort of fun.”

“Fun?”

“Boxes full of last century.”

“Ah, yes,” she smiled. “Old fart stuff.”

“Yes,” I said with a straight face. “Almost as old as you.”

Mom’s face opened up and she laughed. “you brat!”

“Well, maybe not that old.”

“No ice cream for you!”

But she did give me ice cream, and everything was fine.

Until I went upstairs to go to bed.

I stood at the window and stared at Nancy’s house. She was a beautiful woman, and I was besotted. But it was for a summer. And nothing was going to happen except teasing.

That was the worst moment. I had been wanting to grab old faithful and spank him to a frothy squirt, but…but I had promised.

Well, I hadn’t promised, but my silent acceptance of her terms…it was a promise.

Finally, the moon shining down on the waters of her swimming pool and creating another moon, I stripped and went to bed.

I showed up bright and early, and she was ready for me. No sign of the tears, only happiness, and she opened the door and I walked in.

“Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?”

Blink. I had brought over a spare pair of clothes, but apparently I wouldn’t need them. “Sure.”

“I’ve got some other stuff you might consider wearing, too.”

“Oh, okay.”

But she didn’t say anything, just smiled, and handed me the pink onesy.

I stripped and put it on, and she watched my cock with appreciation. “When you’re young it never ends,” she whispered.

We went downstairs and went to work. There was a table, in pieces, that I had to lug up the stairs. It was heavy oak, and it took me a while.

Then there were three old TVs. And a bunch of paintings.

“Did you know the old lady who lived here?”

“Oh, yeah. Mrs. Grandie. She baked cookies when I was a kid. A lot of cookies.”

I had the feeling that Nancy wanted to say more, but we just kept working.

But I could feel her thinking.

She was crying, then happy, then thinking. She was a woman with depth, and that was good. I had had girlfriends, and I appreciated a MILF. I liked intelligent conversation and sexual nuances with no drawbacks.

I spent an hour taking lamps and broken boards up to the garage, and we were at the halfway mark. It was about ten thirty, and time for another swim break.

We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool.

“Man, that basement is hot. I thought under houses was supposed to be cool.”

“Normally it is, but we’re working…”

We swam in circles, and I could tell she was still thinking.

“I know I’m a little young, but if you want to talk about anything…”

She stopped, and stared at me. “You are so not young. You are as mature as any man I have ever known.”

I didn’t say anything, and she studied me, then she said, “Come with me.”

She got out of the pool and pointed at a lounge. “Sit down here.”

I sat, my cock pointing towards the sky, and she went into the house. She was out a minute later, carrying two frosty drinks.

“I know you drink beer. Will your mother mind a little bourbon?”

“She’s cool. She knows I don’t drink to excess.”

Nancy nodded, handed me a glass and sat down on the lounge…with me.

It was a wide lounge, but our bodies were pressed together, and she snuggled around until she was cuddled in my arms. She sipped, and I sipped.

“It’s called a Coke High.”

“Bourbon and Coke. And it’s good bourbon.”

I could feel her grin, then she sobered up, sipped a bit, and began talking.

“Once upon a time there was a wide-eyed girl. Very innocent, and she fell in love with a man a couple of years older than her. Eventually, they married, but on the night before their wedding he made a confession. ‘My dear, there is something you should know about me before we go through with this.’

“‘What’s that?’ I asked.

“‘I wear women’s underwear.’

“Now, this woman was not upset, maybe a little weirded out, but not upset, and she said, ‘Prove it.’

“So the man did.

“And they got married, and she entered into a fairytale existence. She loved the man with all her heart, and she looked forward to dressing him up every day. He would wear bras and nylons. He would put on make up. He was a handsome man with a kind face, a gentle face, and he looked just like a woman when he was all fixed up.

“Outside of the house he was a man. A take charge kind of guy, he owned a couple of companies and ran them like Captain Bligh ran ‘The Bounty.’ But once home, once in the arms of his loving wife, he explored his gentle side.

“And the man and the woman lived together for a few years, and life was about as good as it could get.”

She paused. She had been drinking while talking, and she put her empty glass down. I sucked my drink down and placed my glass to the side.

She said, “Then he died. Just…died.” her voice broke. “And the woman was ejected from the fairytale, and no matter what she did…life was just not the same.”

She began sobbing. She turned into me, cried against my chest, and I held her. I could feel her tears running down my chest and sliding to the side on my abdomen. She cried and cried and there was nothing I could do but hold her.

Finally, a long while later, she stopped crying. She just lay against me, breathing, her face against my chest. Then she turned the rest of the way and sat on me. My cock was hard and stiff and ran up her backside. Right between her buns, but no entry.

She wiped her eyes, and she looked…different. She laughed, and sniffed, and she leaned her elbows on my chest. Her green eyes were inches form mine, her breath was fresh on my mouth.

“Johnny. Can I ask you…to do something? It’s okay if you don’t want to. But…but I need this. Can I ask you?”

I felt like I was saying the words of ancient play, written long ago and just now come to mind.

“Sure.”

“Can I dress you up? Like I used to dress my husband up? It’s okay if you say no. We’ll just keep cleaning the basement.”

Dress me up. The onesy. Pink. Everything coming together in my mind.

Sure, we could keep cleaning the basement, but it wouldn’t be the same. Our relationship would be altered, and I would be moving junk instead of playing with a beautiful, vivacious woman. So there really wasn't much choice.

“Okay.”

And she kissed me. And kissed me. And kissed me.

And my cock got harder. And harder. And harder.
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