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The Curse of

The Were-Fem


CHAPTER ONE

Long ago life was peaceful. Men and women lived sedate lives, and misery between man and woman was rare and reserved only for people who had done great crime. Two people who so fit this description were Masha and Daddy. But this is not their story.

“I always wanted a girl,” Masha held Rodney to her breast and suckled him. She was a large woman with big breasts. Her face was worn with hard years and her breasts were big because she insisted on nursing her son.

Rodney was 18 years old and was wearing the most adorable,  pink dress. His long hair was arranged in two pig tails, and when he wasn’t suckling his mother he was supposed to be sucking his thumb. It was the way she wanted him.

“I begged your father, ‘give me a girl!’ but that selfish bastard wouldn’t. And when I swaddled you in pink, and raised you the right way, to be soft and gentle, he refused to fuck me again. The bastard.”

Rodney listened quietly. He knew that 18 year old boys should not be suckling on their mother’s tits, but he didn’t mind. He liked to be warm and protected. He liked to suck with his mouth and drink the little squirts of milk that came out of her big udders. And it didn’t feel bad when she made him wear dresses or tied his hair in pigtails.

He did mind the way his father yelled at her when she did those things. His father was big and coarse, swore when he wanted to and spent too much time at the tavern.

Heck, if it wasn’t for the tavern, the family would be well off. As it was, daddy a drunk and mommy wanting only to sit and rock and hold Rodney and nurse him, they barely made it through the winters.

Suddenly, they heard the clomp of Daddy’s footsteps. He wore big clodhoppers when he worked the farm, and he always stomped them on the front porch when he entered. Ostensibly, he was stomping to get the mud off his soles. In reality, he knew Masha was nursing that sissy son of theirs, and he didn’t want to see him in dresses, or in pig tails.

He wanted a son! A manly son, who could work the farm for him when he had to go to town…and the tavern.

Why, if he had a real son, the farm would be profitable, and he could relax a little, and maybe even go to the tavern a bit more.

So he stomped his feet and stalled a bit, and knew that his cow wife was shoving her tits back into her bodice, and that his sissy son was getting out of a dress and trying to put man clothes on.

Inside the house, as Daddy thought, Masha pushed her big tits, still dripping milk, into her dress. Rodney scrambled out of his dress, exposing a rather large and hard dick.

She stared at it hungrily. She saw it when she helped him get into a dress. She had even handled it. And, truth be known, she wanted it. To feel the rock hard thrust of a penis in her cunt…that would be heaven. To have somebody slap her breasts, hard, and to even diddle her asshole, ah!

But she could only dream.

Daddy had long ago lost interest in her charms. And, she had to be honest, her charms weren’t much these days. She was stocky, fat laden, and her skin was hardened by long work in the sun. If that son of a bitch was too drunk to harvest the crops then she had to.

Of course, Rodney could have helped her, but she didn’t want that. She wanted a daughter. She wanted somebody soft and frilly to take care of. So when she did have to swing the sickle and bundle the hay, she made Rodney sit in a swing and watch.

And she would swing that heavy tool, scything the tall stalks, and sweat would pour off her brow, and she would stop every once in a while and look over to where Rodney kicked his legs and swung back and forth, a pretty, little thing in pink with beautiful, golden, pig tails.

“Masha?” Daddy called, pushing the door open. He avoided looking towards the bedroom where he knew his fat wife conducted her filthy perversions. Imagine…raising a son to be a girl? If that wasn’t perverted then nothing was. “Where’s lunch?” And he turned towards the kitchen.

He was looking in a cabinet when she entered the room, shaking her tits and trying to arrange them in her dress. He knew he had a bottle of whiskey here somewhere.

“What’s for lunch?” he repeated.

“It’ll be ready in a minute,” she groused. He wasn’t due back for a couple of hours, and she had had to cut her nursing session short.

“Where’s that lazy ass son of mine?” And he bellowed, “Rodney!”

“Yes, papa.” Rodney entered the room. He was dressed normal, like a man, but he was pulling his fingers through his long, sissy hair, and Daddy knew that Masha had been suckling him again.

Daddy fond the bottle and took a glug. He looked at his son. Skinny. A soft face. Girly lips, all kissable and everything.

He shivered. Then he tilted the bottle again. Then he looked at Rodney and had an idea. He held out the bottle. “Take a drink.” And in his mind was the thought: something has to make a man out of him.

“Oh…I’m not supposed—“
“Go on. It’ll put hair on your balls.” And, the Gods know you need a little hair down there.

“Don’t you give him that filthy drink! You want him to end up like you?” Masha inserted her fat body between the boy and his father. She glared at the old man.

“What’s wrong with me?” shouted Daddy.

She sniffed and turned away, put an arm around Rodney’s shoulders and shooed him from the room. Daddy was drunk again, and that meant they were going to have a fight, and after he punched her around a bit he would punch the boy around, and she couldn’t have that. Rodney was her baby! Her precious, sweet child!

“Come back here, woman!” He tilted the bottle again. “Fix me some lunch!” But he wasn’t hungry so much as thirsty He tilted again, and more brew trickled down his throat, and his anger seemed to swell in proportion to the amount of swill he imbibed.

“Go out and play,” Masha whispered, and she shoved Rodney towards the door and turned back to the kitchen. She would suffer a few bruises, maybe lose a tooth, but at least her baby boy would be safe.

“WOMAN!”

Rodney walked out towards the barn. The barn was cool, and he liked to crawl under the stacks of hay and make forts.

But even that wasn’t much fun these days. He was getting older and the games of little boys were growing old.

He picked up a rock and threw it at the barn. It struck the worn planks with a clunk and fell to the ground.

Better not let Daddy see him do that.

From behind him he heard the growing din as his parents commenced their daily battles.

And, for a minute, he wished he was big. Big enough to stand up for Masha and fight his Daddy.

Then, the next minute, he was wishing he was a girl, soft and gentle, and that his Daddy would hold him and love him.

He entered the barn and sat on the hay.

The horse wickered and asked for a carrot, or an apple, but Rodney had not thought to bring any treats.

Besides, he was engaged in daydreams.

He wanted to be big and strong, with broad shoulders, like the boys he saw at the adjoining farms. He wanted to be muscular, able to chop wood and do the other chores a real working farm required. Why, if he could be a manly boy, then…and he placed a hand on his pants and felt his dick growing harder.

And he thought and thought, and fashioned dreams, and somewhere in there the dreams changed. He wanted to be a girl. A woman, with long, slender legs and a bosom that men lusted after. If he could only have a thin, little waist, and wear those fancy outfits that the girls in town wore. Why, he would be so happy, and he would—

He squirted in his hand. Thick, white sperm overflowed his fist and he grunted as the white heat came over him. Then he was empty, drained, and his fun was over.

Sighing, he wiped his hand off and stood up. He looked out the back door of the barn, across the fields to the dark woods.

And they were dark. On the other side of the road that the farm was on the trees sprouted cheerfully, and their branches filled with apples, and crops grew heathy.

But behind the barn the green was dark. And the thickets were tangled together. And no birds sang nor critters roamed.

If you wanted to hunt you went across the road. If you wanted to be kidnapped by an ogre and sold to demons, then you went into the dark woods.

Rodney went outside and sat on a big stump and stared at the woods.

Dark, evil, filled with loathsome creatures that ate your soul. That was the way the stories went, and people argued as to whether it would be demons that ate you, or trolls, or some other evil inspired creatures.

His parents had always told him to stay out of the woods. His mother had told him dire stories of children being taken, and found later, their bones hanging on a spit over a fire. The flesh ripped off and devoured by strange, mysterious creatures.

Even his father, who didn’t seem to like him much, had told him to stay out of the woods.

“Stay out of them woods less you want your dick eaten off,” and he had laughed. And it was mean, but it was also a warning. So even his big bully of a father was scared of the woods.

Which made Rodney wonder.

He had never seen a monster. He had never even seen a bear. And he had heard that stories of monsters were just that…stories. That there wasn’t anything in the woods. The woods were just a device to scare children into behaving.

So, were there monsters?

He sighed. Fact was, he would never find out. He wasn’t supposed to go into the woods, so he would never—

He blinked.

He had an idea, an occurrence that was rare, and thus important. And the idea was that…he should go into the woods.

And, his rump firmly placed on the stump, he daydreamed.

He walked into the woods, wandered around, and was eaten. His mother would sob and cry and blame Daddy.

And even Daddy would cry, and he would pull out his hair and wail that he should have been a better father!

But it would be too late. Rodney would be eaten. Maybe by a saber tooth bear. Or a six tall wolf. Or maybe he would just be ripped apart by a ten foot tall gorilla.

Mind you, he had never seen such creatures, in fact, he had never even seen glittering eyes staring from the crevices of the thick bushes. And that gave more impetus to his fearless fantasies.

Be eaten, and everybody cried and were sorry they hadn’t treated him better…but there were no monsters, so he could safely risk it. Oh, the tears, the funeral, the preacher saying words over him as he lay…as his ripped and tortured remains…resided in the box, and he would be lowered into the forever dark.

It was good. It was delicious, and his fantasies moving him, Rodney found himself sauntering towards the woods.

He tossed a rock at a fence post. He wondered if a bear was watching right now, waiting to crack his bones and suck his marrow.

He reached the fence. There were no crows close to the forest, and no sounds. Just deep, dark, ominous…and delicious…silence.

He threw a rock at a tree trunk. It thunked and fell to the ground.

Rodney climbed through the fence and picked up another rock. He chucked it. And he wandered closer…closer.

Then without quite knowing how he had managed to do it, Rodney was standing past a tree trunk, cool in the dark shadows.

He was in the forest. He was in the dark woods, and he was risking creatures tearing him apart…and his parents crying and sobbing. He stared into the never ending tangle of crooked trees and hanging vines.

No sounds.

He knew the farm was behind him, just a step out of the woods. He could turn around and leave any time. Heck, he could even outrace a monster, if he had to.

But he didn’t have to. And the woods…the woods beckoned. There was something so cool and mysterious, so enchanting and enticing. So soothing to his very soul, and he took another step. And another.

And he explored the outer fringes of the deep, dark woods, and his mind was alive, and he felt…good. There was something here that called to him, and he went further and further the woods.

He heard a sound. He stopped, didn’t move, and sudden images of terrible things rushing out of the dark and devouring him assaulted his mind.

A sudden fear, the death of fantasies, the idea that he might, actually, rally, be torn limb from limb…

Yet, as he listened, he realized it was only a splashing sound. And the splashes weren’t even harsh, just gentle movements in water.

He found his courage and crept forward.

The splashing sounds grew louder.

He could see something through the bushes. Something big and dark, but there was something else moving in the big and dark, and he crawled under the bushes.

He slithered like a snake, afraid to make the least sound, and he peered out from the thicket. He was so hidden nobody could see him, yet he could see…a pond. A big pond, dark and cool and delicious. The kind that frogs lived in and chirped happily, though he heard no chirping. The kind that fishes lurk under the surfaces of, though there were no ripples in the pond, nor even insects, except for…a girl.

Rodney’s breath caught, and he was afraid to breath.

The girl was slender, like him, and she had long, long hair. Her hair was a long golden ribbon trailing behind her in the dark water. Her arms came out of the water, reached far ahead of her, and pulled the water back. Her body turned side to side, and she was a fish, but a glorious, smooth, golden fish.

He could see her face when she turned her head to breath. A small nose, big, dark, glittering eyes. Smooth white skin and full, red lips. Lips as red as cherries, and as plump, and behind those gorgeous lips were strong, white teeth. Sharp teeth. Teeth that glinted in the dim light of the forest.

She reached the shore and slowly rose from the water. She was slender, but with round hips, and when she turned sideways he could see firm, uptilted breasts, the nipples erect and proud.

And she shook the water off like a dog would, a shimmy of the head, the shoulders, down through the body and buttocks, and then the legs.

Now her hair caught what bits of sun could penetrate the leafy canopy, and it shone, and she turned and looked directly at him.

Rodney lay, without breathing, marveling, and his hand was in his pants. Stroking. He had never seen such loveliness. For that matter, he had never seen a naked woman. But his hand found his member and knew what to do.And he stroked, and showed not a whit of motion through the bush.

Yet she saw him. Her dark, glittering eyes penetrated the thickness of the bush, and she smiled, and turned full to him, and he saw her breasts full on, rising and falling gently, and she said: “Come here.”

He was afraid to move. More afraid than if a monster had suddenly grabbed his leg and lifted him screaming and kicking, by that one leg. More scared than if the monster drooled and showed fangs and said, “I want to eat you.”

He was afraid because she was beautiful, and he was shy, and embarrassed.

“Come here,” she waited, and then she lifted one slender, delicate, well curved arm and beckoned to him. A crook of her fingers, and he found himself standing up, rising out of the thicket, and his hand was still in his pants, stroking…stroking.

She giggled. “You’re funny looking.”

And he realized that his hand was in his pants, and he hurriedly withdrew his hand, and started to smell it, then realized what he was doing and shoved it in his pocket.

“Well, come on. Walk around the side there.”

As in a daze, as if somebody else was controlling him, Rodney stepped out of the thicket, and nearly tripped.

She giggled again, a light tinkle that disarmed him even as it made fun of him.

He caught himself and walked slowly around the pond, his feet trodding upon a foot wide length of pebbly beach. His eyes locked on the vision waiting for him.

He approached her, and stopped. They were three feet apart.

“You’re cute. Can you swim?” Her voice was high and breathy, a little girl’s voice, but it was also filled with a lure. She was like a siren, calling to sailors at sea. Yet she was merely talking to him.

“No.”

“What if I threw you into the deep part. Could you swim then?”

“I don’t know.”

She giggled, then she stepped closer, they were a foot apart, and he could feel her breasts with his chest, inches away, and her lips were close enough to…close enough to…

She reached out with one hand and pulled his waist band out. She inserted her other hand and felt for his penis.

His breath caught. His chest lurched to a stop, the whole world seemed to stop, and pause, and wait.

“What do you want?”

He shook his head. The pleasure in his groin was making his knees weak. The whole world seemed to shimmer in his sight.

“You must tell me what you want. When I hold your penis you cannot tell me lies. And you must speak. What do you want?”

“I want my mother and father to stop fighting.”

A concerned look slipped into the girl’s eyes. “Really? That’s all? But they’re supposed to fight! That’s what marriage is all about!”

“I’m sorry,” he didn’t know why, “but that’s what I want.”

She frowned, and the sun seemed to dim, but her hand kept stroking his shaft, and his chest was juddering from the sensations running through him.

“You’re a good boy. I didn’t expect that.”

“I’m sorry,” again, he didn’t know why.

“But I can still help you. Why do your parents want to fight?”

And he blubbered, “Mama wanted a girl, and I came along. And she tries to make me a girl. She dresses me like a girl and combs my hair like a girl. And Papa doesn’t like it. Papa wanted a son, and I came along, and Mama makes me into a girl so he gets upset and…and…” he stopped talking. And he didn’t know why he had been talking, why he had explained everything to this girl.

“Because I have my hand on your penis. And when I hold your penis you cannot tell a lie. And you must talk.”’

And he wondered how she could read his mind, but then the stroking to his dick became so insistent, and the pleasure built up, and he began to throb, and to pulse, and she said, “Yes. If you give yourself to me I can help you.”

And some, little part of him objected. “But I don’t want to make a deal.”

And she frowned, and she slowed her hand, and stopped stroking him, and he began to cry.

She held him in her warm hand, and he wanted to squirt, but she just held him, and he began to beg. “Please…please…”

But she said nothing for the longest time. And he tried to push his hips forward and fuck her hand and so find relief, but she held him in such a way that he couldn’t. Her hand, though soft, was like a vise.

Then she said, “You are a good boy, and I cannot make a deal with you. But I can still help you. Will you at least let me help you?”

And he couldn’t help himself. He couldn’t make a deal, but he could accept help, and he fully expected that she would stroke him again, fondle his penis to a cum, and he nodded.

She let go of him. And she said, “I will help you. In three days return to this pond. I will meet you then, and I will help you.”

She took her hand out of his pants, and he reached for her wrist, but his hands seemed to slip off her tender flesh, and she brought her hands up and held his face, tenderly, and she placed her lips upon his.

He swooned. His whole body swayed back and forth. Her kiss was soft as a feather on a leaf, yet the impact was like his father punching him in the nuts.

His eyes closed, and he wanted more…more, but then she was gone.

He opened his eyes just in time to see her dashing onto a trail at the far side of the clearing.

He ran across the clearing, desperate, and entered the forest where she had entered. There was a thin trail leading through the wilderness, and he ran down it. The trail wiggled back and forth, squirming like a snake held in the hand, but he couldn’t catch her, couldn’t even catch a glimpse of her slender, nubile form.

Over roots and rocks, under limbs. Between boulders and close set trees, yet he couldn’t catch her.

He ran desperately, his breath now coming in gasps.

He burst out of the forest. He was standing at the end of a meadow. The meadow was actually the saddle between two low mountains, it was long and filled with waist high stalks, and at the end of the meadow it descended, dropped off, and Rodney couldn’t see beyond.

But there was no trace of the girl. Not even a bent weed to show her passing. As if she had sprouted wings and flown over the verdant sward!

Rodney walked slowly across the meadow, catching his breath, wondering how anybody could run so fast as the girl.

He reached the end of the meadow and saw, far down a gentle decline, through more thick woods and across a valley, a castle.

The castle was tall, with spires strutting into the sky. Flags waved atop the towers, and he could see small windows inset in the grey stone.

A castle? Here?

He had never hard of a castle. Only monsters.

And a thought: Do monsters live in castles?

But he quickly erased the thought, and he knew that that was where the girl had gone, and she was no monster, and his heart lurched with desire, and his erection, which had never gone down, even with all his running through the forest, was still stiff and hard.

He reached the end of the meadow and saw a trail leading into the woods. He chose a path that led him to the trail, and he placed his foot on the path, and…


CHAPTER TWO

He woke up in bed. his own bed. His own room.

His boy clothes in the top dresser drawer, his shoes sitting under the window, the window open a crack to let the smell of his shoes escape the room, his girly clothes in the bottom drawer where his father would never look.

He listened to the house. It was late, and it was quiet, and he wondered: How did I get here?

But there was no answer to this question. He had been walking, had placed a foot on the path to the castle, and…and he had woken up in his own bed.

The bed felt soft. His pillow was fluffed under his head. But he didn’t remember anything else! He didn’t remember coming home, or getting in bed…he didn’t remember falling asleep.

He just…woke up.

He thought on this a while, but since there was no answer, his mind wandered in other directions.

The girl. Beautiful. Striking his heart as if with a sledge hammer. And she had touched him, held him, and he remembered the feel of her soft hands slithering up and down his cock, and his dick grew tall under the covers.

And he was supposed to meet her in three days. At the pond. Three days.

He didn’t know her name.

He didn’t care.

She had promised to help him, and he equated help with her soft hands, and he would be at the pond in three days. He needed her help.

Then his attention was caught by a soft sound. He scampered out of bed and listened at the door.

“Who’s that!” His father stomped out of the bedroom, his feet heavy upon the planks.

His mother’s voice, a low rumble trailing behind Papa’s.

Footsteps across the living room, and the door opened.

Silence. Then the door closed, not a bang, like usual, but a determined click as door touched jamb. And Rodney realized that somebody had come into the house.

Yet his father had said nothing. Nor his mother.

Quickly, Rodney fell to his hands and knees and then belly, and peered under the door.

He saw his father’s legs, thick pillars of hair and roughened skin going up into drab pajama bottoms

His mother’s legs, thick and sturdy, going up to the hem of her night gown.

And…slender legs. Fair skin and gentle curve, and he knew without seeing…it was the girl!

He heard the tinkle of her voice as she upbraided his parents, but he couldn’t make out what she was saying.

Then he heard his father say “No…no!”

And his mother…”You can do that?”

The soft giggly tones of the girl, saying something, explaining something, speaking in gentle tones that sounded like bells on a Christmas eve.

Rodney felt the hard planks on his belly. He tried to crawl further, to see more from under the door, but the door stopped his forehead.

Then he turned an ear and tried to hear more, but though he could hear his parent’s voices arguing, and even make out some of their words, he could make out nothing of the girl’s speech.

“I don’t want to…it’s unGodly…you can’t…”

And his mother: “But I always wanted…if we could have this…please…please!”

Then Rodney felt a vast tiredness sweep over him. He wasn’t tired, but suddenly he was yawning, and his eyes wanted to close, and…

Rodney woke up on the floor, he had been snoring lightly, and he had drooled a puddle under his face, but he was sleeping in the same position, next to the door, his ear still turned as if he was trying to shove it between door and floor.

He stood up. He was still tired, but also energized.

The girl had been here! To his home! What had she said? What had she wanted?

He was excited. He wanted to run to the pond and find her, or…run to the castle. She lived in the castle…he could just go there and…but somehow he knew he shouldn’t, that he had to wait three days before she finally helped him.

He got dressed on the side of his bed, then he stood up and went into the living room.

His mother and father were there, and they were close together—a rarity, that—their heads together and they were talking.

Arguing, it looked like, but, for a change, in low voices, secretively, as if they didn’t want to be seen arguing. After all this time…

Daddy saw him first. He made a shushing motion with a wave of his palm. His mother turned, saw Rodney, and stood up.

She came to him and took him in her arms She hugged him long and, for a change, his father made no objection. No remarks about ‘sissy boys,’ he just got up and went into the kitchen.

“My baby. My darling baby.”

It was so cloying that Rodney was afraid she was going to make him put on a dress right then. But she didn’t. She just held him, and then, after a long minute, she turned and walked him into the kitchen.

“Would you like breakfast?”

Now that was a shift! Usually she made him fix her breakfast, and he got the leftovers, if that. But she was going to cook for him?

She was. She got out the big skillet, cracked several eggs over it, and laid several thick slices of bacon in it. The air filled with the wonderful smell of hot food, and yet his father said nothing. He was drinking at the table, and he kept casting surreptitious glances in Rodney’s direction, glances filled with cunning and calculation.

It made Rodney nervous.

But at last his father stood up and left the room.

Rodney ate, and his mother sat next to him and gazed adoringly at him, and occasionally swept a thick hand through his hair.

And she kept saying, “My precious baby. My precious baby.”

Rodney went to the pond that day. He didn’t even wait for the afternoon and his father to home from the tavern. He simply walked out the door, and his mother didn’t even ask him where he was going, or call to him. She just stood in the kitchen and stared after him. Her heart heavy, and yet filled with heat at the same time. And her eyes were far, far away, and as her son disappeared into the far woods she imagined his form as that of a girl’s.

Then he was out of her sight, and she sighed and turned away.

Rodney crept through the woods. It was cool, and he loved the silence. To think that he had been afraid of this wonderland. Why, this was a place of magic!

He reached the area around the pond, and he listened, and he heard her. The splashing, the soft and gentle sounds of her humming, singing a song.

They love me all the way through

they love me whatever I do

they love me with all of their hearts

and I love all of their parts

They love the sound of my voice

they love me when they make the choice

they love me with all of the hearts

and I love them with all of my parts

They love how I turn them around

they love being planted in the ground

they love me with all of their hearts

and I love to eat all their parts

They love when they rise on up

and find on what gruel they do sup

they love me with all of their hearts

and I love when they part with their hearts

He crept under that same bush he had crept under the day before. He felt the pointy leaves catching on his clothes, he felt his hand squirming into his pants even as he saw her through the leaves.

She swam, and she sang, and the world was golden.

There didn’t need to be any singing birds or frolicking animals when she sang. It didn’t matter that the sun shown or the wind shivered the leaves.

All that mattered was her soft voice, like a bell, explaining away the troubles of the world.

He watched, and her hair trailed in the water, and his hand worked in his pants.

He watched as she rose up out of the water, a harmony of curves and colors that made his groin ache. And he fondled the head of his cock, and felt his balls grow tight.

And she turned, and saw him, and said, “Rodney? Why are you here? It has not been three days!”

He rose up then, his hand frantic in his pants, and he walked around the pond to her, and he couldn’t stop his hand from stroking his throbbing cock.

He stopped in front of her, desperate, but not saying a word. His breath heaving, though it felt like he couldn't breath. And she took pity on him.

“Oh, Rodney,” she sighed, and she brushed his hand away from his pants, and he let go, and her hand replaced his.

She was close to him, he could feel her breasts actually touching his chest, and her breath was light upon his cheek as she looked up at him, and she fondled his cock.

She moved her hand up and down, and his knees grew weak.

She reached up with her other hand, grabbed his ear, but so softly, and pulled him down to her lips.

He almost fainted, so exquisite was the pleasure. He felt like he was slipping into the anteroom to the heavens. That if he could just…the throbbing…he had to…

She let go, and dashed across the clearing.

Rodney, his big dick hurting with his desire, chased after her. It was awkward, his dick was so big, but he reached the trail in the forest just a step after her. But when he ran into the forest she was already out of sight.

Yet he ran, stumbling and tripping, pushing past limbs, letting them swing back and forth behind him, and he thought he was close, that if he could just take run a little bit faster, that he could catch her, catch a glimpse of her, see her beautiful, round buttocks loping through the foliage.

But when he burst out upon the meadow she was nowhere to be seen. The wheat was waving under a light wind, there was no trail of turned or bent stalks, and she was gone.

He walked slowly through the meadow, and he came within view of the far castle. He imagined he could hear music, that the people were on their knees in the streets, worshipping this slip of a girl, this beauty of a woman, this ache in his heart.

He stood for a long time, gazing, dreaming, wishing, and, finally, able to stand it no longer, he took a step forward and…

…woke up in his room.

No idea how he had gotten there.

And he heard his father crossing the floor, and the door opening.

He nearly dove for the place at the bottom of the door, and he tried so hard to see under the door that he was afraid his eyeball might fall out of the socket.

But all he saw was three sets of legs. Two thick and rough, disappearing into pants and under hem. And the third set of legs was golden, slender, speaking of dancing delights and fairy flights.

And he slept.

And awoke.

“Good morning!” his mother greeted him cheerfully, and hauled him into the kitchen where a plate of pancakes and sausages waited for him.

His father came in and sat down at the table. And watched him.

His mother poured a cupful of syrup onto his pancakes, and cut a half a cube of butter and placed it on the top of his stack.

His father stared at him, musing, somehow confused, wondering, and said not a word.

And midway through the meal his father said: “Are you going into the woods today?”

His parents had warned him against the woods, had told him they would punish him if he so much as set foot in the woods. But now there was a different tenor in her voice.

Now it was not a warning, but a query that, somehow, his father was encouraging him.

After breakfast he left the house.

His mother stood at the window and stared after him.

His father, sober for the first time in years, came and stood next to her.

He put an arm around her shoulders, and she stifled a sob.

And Rodney went into the woods.

He crept through the forest, a burglar in some never ending night, trying to catch the unwary.

His foot touched no twig, his body brushed no leaf. Total and utter silence. He had to find her. He needed her. His heart hurt for her.

Through the thicket, under the bush, listening to her voice, melodic and harmonious, and thrilling him to the core.

Slithering as if part of the brush itself. Sliding between leaves so gently they shivered not at his passing.

She swam, golden hair flowing behind her.

She stood up, shook herself off, shivering from top to bottom and filling the air with a rainbow of droplets.

And she turned, and was sweetly resigned.

“Come to me, sweet Rodney. Let me help you.”

He stood up, his hand pistoning back and forth in his pants. Feeling the throb and the pulse of his dick about to explode.

He walked around the pond, and it was difficult to walk as his hand stroked. He was pumping so hard his balance was compromised, but he arrived in front of her, and once again she rescued him.

She took his working hand out of his pants and reached in with her own. Her slender fingers gripped him, and it was sheer sensation. He could feel the blood throbbing through his dick. He wanted her.

Then she took his dick out, and knelt, and placed her lips on it. He felt the softness engulf him, he felt her tongue, and he knew, any moment he would…she stood up, left him on the edge of the biggest explosion he would ever experience.

“Oh, Rodney, you silly boy. Is that all you think about?”

She reached to his face. She held his chin with one hand, and it felt like her fingers were long, long enough for his chin to sit in her palm, and her thumb reach one ear and her fingers the other. And her fingers felt sharp, but he couldn’t see her hand, all he could see was her glittering eyes, searching him, laughing at him. then she kissed him, her sweet lips closed his eyes and made him feel like all his senses were departing, like he was floating in a butter churn as it was being worked.

“Oh,” he mumbled, and he felt the world tilt and slide, and his penis felt like it would explode, but it didn’t, and then he opened his eyes.

She was disappearing down the path. Just a glimpse of her buttocks disappearing around a bush.

He ran, and tripped because his pants were around his ankles, and he belly flopped, and his dick was crunched on the ground. But he stumbled up, pulled his pants up and raced after her. His legs covering the ground in long strides, darting up the path, digging in his feet as he made lightening fast turns and tried to catch her.

Might as well catch the wind. And, before he knew it, he was standing in the meadow, staring at the castle.

The castle where she lived. Sleeping in a poster bed, with guards to protect her fragile beauty. Maids to comb out her hair and soothe her flesh with ointments.

He didn’t know her name. And he couldn’t even think to ask her. When she touched him he had no thought. He had only desire and lust.

He stood on the edge of the meadow and fantasized about her for hours. He knew what would happen if he took a step down the hill. He would wake up in his bed, and he didn’t want that to happen. Not yet. Give him a moment to dream, to be close to her.

But, the afternoon waning, the sun creeping lower in the sky, becoming full and orange and looking like a misshapen pumpkin, he took a step, and…


CHAPTER THREE

He awoke in his bed. And he heard the front door shut, but this time it didn’t click lightly, it shut solidly, like somebody had pushed it shut so hard the wood would mesh into one piece.

Puzzled, he got out of bed and went to the door and listened.

Voices. His mother and father, and now they weren’t arguing…they were begging.

And her voice wasn’t soft and tinkling, it was gruff, and low, and sounded like a ragged saw working on a rotten piece of wood.

He went to his belly and peered under the door.

His mother’s feet, bare, her chubby ankles disappearing into her night gown.

His father’s feet, dirty, smelly looking, thick and solid, and disappearing into his pajamas.

The third set of feet wasn’t the girl’s! They were big, and hairy, and they had claws instead of toenails. And the ankles were like big, thick chunks of wood, discolored and sprouting thick, coarse hair, and, as he watched, one of the toes tapped impatiently on the floor, and he heard the voice growling, and it was a scary growl, like that of a ravening beast. And it warning his parents.

“You will agree.”

His mother and father begged, “Please…no! You can’t make us do this!”

“You will…”

The feet under the door suddenly were replaced by knees. They were on their knees and pleading!

“But he is…only…please…” their voices tumbled over each other, and Rodney couldn’t make out the mangled speech of either.

“You will…” and then a growl so fierce, so penetrating, that Rodney’s heart stopped, and he clutched his chest, and his eyes grew wide.

And he stumbled to his feet and staggered to the bed.

The growl continued, and Rodney was in danger of shitting himself. He hid under the covers and prayed. And the voices continued…but not for long.

At last, he heard sobbing, then the growl disappeared, and was replaced by the tinkling laugh of the girl. And he knew that everything was all right. She had saved his parents. She was so good and beautiful and she had chased the monster away.

Rodney was close to sobbing by now, but he held himself in control, and he listened for the girl’s voice, but it disappeared, and he knew she had left. And he was sad, yet glad the monster was gone, too.

Then, the fear leaving him, his bowels once again under control, he slept.

He awoke in a snap, his eyes flicking open and instantly seeing.

It was the third day. The day she promised to help him, and his pecker was like a rod under the covers.

He arose and got dressed quickly.

Should he go to the pond now? In the early morning? Or should he wait for the afternoon? Was it three days to the moment, or just to the dawn?

He walked into the living room and stopped.

His mother and father were sitting quietly, morosely. He had never seen anything so sad in his life.

They looked up at him, and he felt his heart lurch for their misery.

His father’s eyes were actually sagging, the lids holding bleary, red flecked eyes. Old and rheumy, and they had become so just over the night.

His mother’s eyes were red for sobbing.

“Mother? Father?” He was a good boy. Though his mother wanted a girl and his father wanted a real manly boy, he still cared for them. “What’s wrong?”

His father waved a hand and looked away.

His mother stood up, an ancient rhythm of protesting bones, and walked into the kitchen. “I’ll make you breakfast.

Rodney entered the kitchen and sat down.

His mother cooked eggs, and bacon, and she tried, she really tried, but her emotional state was so haggard it reflected in her cooking.

And she cried every once in awhile, turning so the tears wouldn’t fall into the skillet.

Rodney watched, was mystified.

She placed his breakfast before him, then sat down to watch him eat.

He ate, slowly, not having much of an appetite. He had never seen his parents so unhappy. The only thing that kept him going was the knowledge that he would see the girl in the pond.

And, at last, he finished his breakfast.

His mother walked him to the door. She held his arm, clung to his arm, and put her head against his shoulder.

“Mother? Can you tell me what is happening?”

But she couldn’t. All she could do was kiss his cheek, hug him mightily and whisper, “Go into the woods. She waits.”

They knew? His parents knew about the girl?

But what did they know? How much did they know?

There was no answer for him, however, and he found himself walking on the path around the house, then across the yard towards the barn.

He entered the forest and immediately felt better. As he walked between the trees he decided he would come back this afternoon and help his parents. Just as the girl would help him, so would he share the help. He would get to the bottom of their misery, and he would help them.

Time stretched out, and he became extra aware of the forest.

No animals, no birds, not even any insects.

The trees stood as if aware, as if watching them with eyes carved into the boles. The leaves turned in a slight breeze, always facing him, watching him.

And it was peaceful. Quiet and wonderful. An amazing wonderland that soothed the soul and brought happiness to the aware.

This day, this third day, he didn’t bother creeping. She was expecting him. She would be waiting, and she would be glad to see him. She would take him in her arms…and his penis grew hard and strong.

She would hold his manhood, and stroke it, and kiss it.

And he pulled out his penis and began to love it, to fondle it, to run his hands up and down it’s great length.

She would play with his nipples and stroke his skin, and he would finally achieve release, and the happiness he sought. He would be hers, and she would be his. And…he heard the splashing in the pond.

Today he didn’t sneak under bushes. Today she was waiting for him. He simply stepped out from behind a tree and watched her.

Her slender but big-titted body slicing through the water, her gorgeous, golden hair streaming behind her.

Rising up in the shallows, showing him her curves, glancing over her shoulder with an intoxicating smile, and then shaking herself off, that delightful shimmy which shivered her breasts and whole body and filled the air with rainbow droplets.

They faced each other across the pool then. Him stroking, playing with his nipples, his mouth half open and a bit of drool seeping out.

He was caught, enraptured, trapped by her ambience, her body, her desire for him.

She moved her head slightly, indicating he should come to her, so he did.

He stepped out of the bushes and on to the small strip of beach. He walked around the pond, and he stopped in front of her.

She touched him then, and he felt her breasts brush his chest, and her lips touch his, and she stroked him.

“Take off your clothes,” she whispered against his hot flesh.

He took off his shirt and she kept pulling on his dick. He struggled out of his pants, and she giggled as he tried to maintain balance even while he was being jacked.

Then they stood, kissing, her holding him in the most intimate way, and the sun seemed to waver in the sky.

When he opened his eyes the world wasn’t so bright, but it was clear, everything standing out starkly. Wherever he cast his eyes he perceived detail. The scoring on the bark, whorls and swirls. The intricate pattern of leaves, trees imprinted on their triangularity and ovality.

And there were animals here. Hidden little things that crawled and peered from the most unlikely places. And giant horny toads mistaken for rocks. And snakes mistaken for limbs, hanging, dangling, brushing up against his very skin, but refused his flesh because…because of the girl. She had protected him, told them not to sample of his flesh.

And he felt the warmth of this strange underworld that he had never known existed, and yet was always present.

She led him across the beach, tugging on his dick, holding on to him and dragging him.

He did not protest, but now that he was being allowed the castle she seemed almost to be in a hurry.

They entered the path that led to the meadow. They walked silently, him trying to keep up, her tugging and tugging, and he felt himself close. If he could just get her to stop for a moment for a moment, if he could just get her to slow down…but he couldn’t.

They trailed through the wilderness, accompanied now by the squeaks and rustles of hidden animals, and his groin was on fire. So close…so throbbing. Around trees, over roots, each step causing a shift in the pull of her hand, distracting him from a cum even while it brought him closer.

They reached the meadow, and even here the sun was not quite so bright, yet it was cool on a day when he fevered. His flesh burned, and the coolness of the sun tempered it, changed it, glorified it.

He felt like his very flesh was dripping sperm, that his whole body was in a light state of orgasm, shedding semen by the pores.

And he felt like he was shivering, like she had when she shook off water, and yet…he followed along, trapped by her hand, led by her hand, guided by her soothing palm and gently digging fingers.

“Wait! Wait!” he gasped.

She wouldn’t. “Just a little longer. We’re almost there.”

So he struggled, stumbled, staggered, and managed to keep up.

At the bottom of the meadow, as far as he had ever gone before, they entered the woods.

He didn’t wake up in his bed now, but entered a forest even deeper and darker than that which he had previously experienced.

Here the cool fronds slithered over his body and enflamed his skin. Here the animals grew braver, came out from under rock and shadow and watched him, their long tongues wissing in the air, directed at him, but refused the pleasures of his flesh. His skin. His cock feeling monstrous and his balls filled and tight up against his groin.

Though the castle didn’t seem far, they walked a long ways, and Rodney intuited that, had he not been in the hand of the girl, he never would have been admitted passage through this underworld/wonderworld.

The animals would have had had him, made love to his flesh with their glinting teeth, spit poison in his eyes, eaten his very manhood off him while he was still alive.

Then the wood thinned, and through the branches he could see a great greyness, and the greyness resolved into a mighty wall.

A massive wall that stood to the heavens, that launched spire and waved flags to the Gods on high.

Hello, Gods. There is a place on earth where ye dare not tread.

She led him to the wall, and the wall morphed into a gate, and he knew there was no other entrance than this. A gate that would never open, never be seen, lest she wished it.

No moat, no drawbridge, just a never ending wall open only to the blessed.

They entered the gate, under a sharpened portcullis, and down a long corridor.

He could hardly breath now, his body surged in an attempt to squirt his juices, but the hand that excited him also stopped him. Her grip was so strong that though his juices bubbled and tried to escape, though the golden haze of orgasm beckoned him, he was yet refused.

They passed through a small courtyard, and men were there, and the men were whipped by beasts.

The men were scrawny, starved, old as indicated by the terrific length of their white beards, yet they were not allowed to die.

And the beasts were like werewolves, but broader in the back and muscles rippled across their torsos. They uncoiled their whips and the leather whistled through the air and cracked on the bleeding backs of the men chained to face the wall in forever torment.

They entered another corridor, and it was dank and moist with foul algae and smells. And here crawled women, their skins infected by mere contact with the foul algae running along the sides of the corridor. They crawled through the stream of disgusting effluence, always going upstream, and never reaching the source, and never reaching the end of the corridor.

And though these women, and the men before them, moaned and wailed, and though they suffered terribly, Rodney could only wonder. Just as his body was protected from the beasts of the forest, so was his mind protected from the ravages of the castle.

They came to a stairway and began ascending, and on the sides of the staircase were niches, and men and women sat in the niches, their assholes held firm by the penetration of great, stone phalluses. They could not find purchase with their hands, though they scrabbled their fingers forever at the sides of the niche walls. And their legs were folded forever in squat, unable to bend in the tight confines of their ensconcement.

And their faces were most terrible, displaying a depth of suffering unimaginable.

Yet Rodney could only stare and wonder, for he was not just protected, he was guided by the magic grip of the girl, and his mind was shielded from the horrors he passed through.

Into a high spire the staircase led, and they circled stairs into the skies. And here also were niches, and the small carved places were populated by more suffering. People with bodies so bloated they were stuck forever in nook, almost as if they were being grown into the walls. People with bodies so infected by disease that their skin was but slime and their grasping and bloody fingers could not find traction upon even the roughened stone of the mighty blocks of which the castle was built.

Across a mighty arch, high in the sky, and little dragon birds flew outside the glass surrounding the archway, and bashed their beaks bloody in an attempt to break through and stick their beaks into Rodney’s flesh…and maybe even into the girl’s sweet flesh.

And the archway entered into the central spire of the castle, and again they were ascending. High to the clouds, entering the basement of the Gods themselves.

And, in the center of the spire, at the top of the spire, they entered a garden. It was not large, but large enough to have eight spoked walkways leading to the center.

She led Rodney, always by the dick, through the garden, past plants that flapped their mouths and had teeth, and into a maze of flora entrapped to trellises with strange designs.

And in the center of the maze was a pavilion. And inside the pavilion they climbed small steps that circled up one side of the pavilion, and ascended to a small gazebo built atop the pavilion. Twisted plants grew up the pillars of this structure, and in the center of the gazebo was a bed with eight sides.

The girl led Rodney to this bed, did not let go of his penis, and pulled him up on the bed. And though the bed was large, and high, she somehow managed to help him climb onto it.

Then they faced each other, both cross legged, and the girl rubbed his penis and smiled at him. And her teeth were so very white, so bright, and though Rodney felt like there was something more, something he couldn’t see, something wicked and slashing and oozing of poisons in her mouth, he was not frightened.

For she held him in thrall. She held him by the penis, and to devils and demons the penis is the doorway to hell…their domain.

And she stroked him, and kissed him and fondled his balls, yet would not let him cum.

“Please,” he begged, distracted beyond all common sense, living in a hell that was a heaven of torment.

She smiled and said, “You are special, Rodney, my love. I take few to my bed, and no humans, but I take you. And I will take you where the Gods can look down and see my laughter, and understand my grand designs…and yet do nothing about it. And you will be my greatest creation, and I will loose you upon the world…and the world will shiver and shudder for you. For you…my sweet.” And she kissed him, and he felt the golden glow of her lips as they swallowed his.

And he saw not the design of his prison, and could only welcome it, and plead. “Please…please…”

She put his hands on her breasts. And she guided his staff to her pit. And he entered her, and it was as if he was in a cavern shaken by earthquake, and he felt himself being shaken, like she shook water off her body, but on the insides.

And his organs were being transmuted, changed into something else.

And his flesh became fine and sweet smelling. And his hair grew long. Yet he was still a man.

“Now, my love, I must lay my seed, be not frightened, for pain does not last forever…at least, not this time. Not for you.”

“I don’t understand,” Rodney managed to gasp.

“For you, pleasure will be the ultimate pain, but even that is not reserved for you. Indeed, you will have special office in my grand design.”

Then done with talk and foreplay, the girl reached for him and grabbed his biceps and picked him up and flipped him over on his belly.

He marveled, yet was till protected from even this shock. She was so small and slender, yet she had handled him like he was but a baby.

Then she separated his legs, and her strength was incredible, for though he had started to resist, his efforts were nothing to the grip of the girl.

Then he felt her open his asshole with her very strong fingers, and he was being penetrated, and her fingers didn’t feel so small now, but like thick shovel handles.

And she spat in his asshole and spewed noxious fumes into him, and it was but lubricant.

“What?” screamed Rodney, at last perceiving the pain beneath his protected his existence.

“Shhh!” whispered the girl, but in a voice that was rough and grating. “This is the Devil’s Mouth, and I must enter in if I am to have my creation.”

And the girl lay upon him, and she was heavy, and he would have been crushed, except that the girl was careful not to squash him.

And she inserted her dick into him.

Her dick? She has a shaft? She has a…

Then Rodney could no longer think, for the girl was sliding into and out of him, her long shaft big and hairy, and the the stiff bristles scraping against the walls of his anal passage.

He screamed, but it did no good, except to bring a certain pleasure to the girl.

And she sawed into him, and it felt like many feet of shaft rubbing him the wrong way, and when she pulled out it felt like her dick had barbs on it, and the barbs pulled his asshole into shreds.

Yet, except for the natural bleeding of an asshole receiving an unfamiliar screwing, he did not bleed. He did not burst apart and die, though he wished he could, and he did not become ripped to shreds, though it felt like it.

And the screwing went long into the night, and many loads were spewed into Rodney’s butt. He could feel the slime filling him, sloshing between dick and anal wall, and leaking out even as more was pushed into him.

And, at last, late in the night, mercifully, he was allowed to faint.


CHAPTER FOUR

Dreams.

Grey dreams with no color to lighten them.

Gloomy dreams where he saw true shapes, but did not understand them.             

Terrible dreams, which possessed him, and he could not escape.

Carried down from the girl’s bed. Bleeding and gibbering, trying to make sense of that which could never be made sense of.

Down long stairways and through dank corridors, past bleeding, dripping, diseased men and women.

Down…down…to the bowels of the castle.

He had been so high, close to heave, so close as to mock the Gods, and now he was being shown the other side of hell.

Past the underpinnings of the castle—vast caverns with roaring fires and screaming souls.

And this was the source of the devil’s strength.

The devil.

Or, at least a demon.

For, though he was yet protected, his sanity was being…altered. And he understood that the girl was a demon.

And he loved her even more.

He couldn’t help himself.

He had to love her. For she had done something to him. Impregnated him with an idea that he could’t…quite…grasp.

She was his husband, and he struggled to understand the relationship, to define the terms of man, and woman, and husband, and wife…and demon.

Dreams.

Rodney awoke in a niche He was in the lowest level, the deepest dungeon of the castle. The better to hide what was being done to him from the Gods.

He was sick to his stomach. His soul was being twisted and reconfigured inside his body. Yet he felt not much pain, only a rippling and writhing in his gut, and condensing and mating as of snakes. He was the protected of the girl.

The girl. And he knew her, and loved her, and still didn’t know her name.

But he would sit in his niche, the stone phallus trapping him and holding him for as long as the girl wished, and dream of the girl.

He would dream of her hands on his penis, and his penis would drip never ending, splattering on the floor of the niche and overflowing and running down the wall to the floor. And somewhere women crawled through his slime.

He would dream of her sucking him, and he would play with his nipples and try to distract himself from the terrible writhing inside.

He would dream, and his hands would every once in a while scrabble against the slime infected walls, and his feet would try to find purchase and lift himself off the great stone phallus. But even had he been able to move himself upward, the stone phallus was flared in a way that prevented him, or any of the imprisoned, from bringing the ring of their rectum over the bulbous end.

Yet it felt good to wiggle, to struggle, for it scratched an itch deep inside, even though it made him hornier and hornier.

Indeed, he was so enflamed with lust that he would have stuck his penis in a meat grinder, should a meat grinder have been available.

He just wanted to fuck.

Oh, he had wanted sex before, and he had beaten his meat until it was raw and red, but this was different. This was a raging lust that would never be satisfied. Even as he dripped gruel from his penis…he would not be afforded relief.

A torment that was heavenly in nature, hellish in design.

And the days passed.

Long, lonely days, inseparable form the night as there was little light, merely an ensconced torch far down the hall that was changed every once in a while, but by creatures he never saw.

And he struggled, and played with himself, tried to achieve the release that would forever be refused.

And his hair grew long, and his chest changed.

And one day his penis was smaller. And he realized that it had been shrinking. Little by little, so little that he hadn’t perceived it. Yet now he did.

It was smaller in his grip. Even though it dripped constantly, it was smaller, and smaller. Now only reaching into the length of his fist.

Then, finger by finger, it grew ever smaller.

And came the day when he could no longer fist it, and he pounded on it for sensation, pounded on the nub that was left, and didn’t realize that it was being forged, as was he, and it was all part of the girl’s grand scheme.

And, one day, he was able to insert his finger into the slit which had been on the end of his dick.

And this felt good. Anything felt good if it served to distract him from his torment, his eternal, horny torment.

And as the days passed his finger was able to press further and further into him.

And he felt his chest, small breasts growing out of it. The nipples becoming bigger, more accessible. And he played with them, and they became more sensitive.

And he knew he was nothing more than a potted plant, growing to the whims of the gardener. His limbs and organs being shaped by some unfathomable process.  His very being being altered, shaped, guided into some glove which the flesh did not understand, but was forced to conform to.

Time, a haze of images, a series of feelings, a scoring of emotions on some mysterious bulletin board.

A drawn out shifting of realities.

Am I real?

What is happening?

What am I turning into?

His breasts growing larger, filling out, assuming a shape delicious to the eye.

His slit becoming a cunt even as he perched on the penetrating shape of a  giant phallus.

Instead of pounding on his meat, he iwas now fisting himself, searching for sensation in a world gone maddeningly grey.

Insanity? What is that? A temporary thing in the face of the sameness of his existence.

Or should he say…’her’ existence.

And existence was only the thrusting, wiggle of cunt on stone.

Insanity passed, as did the maleness of her.

Time. An obstacle, forever stopping, delaying, squashing her sense of now.

Her hair was long now. Long and golden, like a ribbon of gold in a dark pond, a delight to the eyes, a lushness, an object of lust to the beholder.

If only I could wrap that hair around my penis, and stroke into it, and spend my seed in the golden strands…would be what men would think.

Her chest firmed up, became proud and pointed, and would entice the staunchest of men to seek, to suckle, to give up their lives for.

Her buttocks were round, shaped to give pleasure. Anal or vaginal, here was heaven.

Her face was creamy smooth, the eyes green like the sparkle of the sun on a far ocean. Her features were even, reassuring as to her sexuality, even as she denied.

And within the female form that perched upon the stone phallus, lurking like a demon inside a girl, a giant shadow hidden from the most penetrating eye, was…a man.

The man Rodney should have become.

Had he been seduced into lesser form by the love of his mother? Had his father squashed him in form with his constant and impossible demands?”

No way to tell, and he…she, didn’t care.

All she cared about was the rough texture of the stone cock rubbing against her innards, honing her, refining her, making her into an object of lust, of love impossible to attain, that would drive men mad.

If she could just…cum!

As insanity must run its course, as time must travel like a river, so must the shaping of a plant reach an end.

She was beautiful, a vision to drive men insane, and she was at the peak of horniness. Her existence was the lusting, thrusting, impaling existence of her groin, shafted, fucked, never cuming.

And, one day, fucking herself with fist, existing in the haze of throbbing desire, she detected a presence.

Eyeballs watching, satisfaction emanating, the girl…the girl of the castle…

She turned to the girl of the castle and held out her hands and beckoned.

“Come to me,” she whispered with all her soul. “Satisfy me. Hold me and make me your own. Love me.”

Slowly, the stone phallus within her disappeared. It seemed to shrink, or maybe just grow insubstantial, and then it wasn’t.

She clambered from the nook in the stone and fell to her knees. She hadn’t walked for so long she had forgotten how. And she crawled to the girl of the castle, first wiggling on her belly and grasping at flat stone, inserting her fingers into lines between the stones, then finally getting to her hands and knees.

The girl f the castle smiled. Such a wonderful creature, and she knew the satisfaction of a job well done.

“Please…please…” she moaned, her hands out and beseeching.

The girl of the castle helped her to her feet. Bid her stand silent with a wish, and walked around her.

Perfect breasts, begging to be held and squeezed and sucked.

The hips, a perfect casing for the moist, juicy cunt.

Long, sexy hair. Creamy thighs. Eyes to lose the soul in.

And the girl of the castle took her by the arm and guided her. “Come. It is time to leave.”

They walked up the corridor, up stairs, and spiraled their way towards the surface, towards the earth of man and woman, and fulfillment.

And the girl of the castle whispered into Rodney’s female ear. “You will live and be blessed. All will love you. And all you have to do is love them back.”

“Can I cum?”

“As much as you want. And your desire will never be slaked.”

They reached the surface and walked down a tunnel where females moaned and crawled through slime.

And now Rodney understood. Here were the damned. Here were the people who had made deals, and reached the end of their lives, and then had to pay the piper.

And he would not to so crawl, for he had not made a deal…he had only accepted help. And though the acceptance of help was a curse in itself, it was not as bad as forever crawling through the foul effluence of degradation.

“I return you as a man, but a moon will show you the truth, and then you must run, and find your destiny.”

“I must run and find my destiny.” Rodney rubbed her cunt.

“Your name will be Tamis, and Rodney, and the world will adore you. They will lay at your feet, and riches will be yours to command.”

They walked came out on a courtyard where old men were chained to the walls and howled as the beasts whipped them endlessly, and the mens’ backs were red rivers that never healed, yet were always possessed of enough flesh to whip.

The wall of the courtyard morphed open, a spiraling of solid stone to reveal a long passage…and daylight.

Real daylight, a bit gloomy from traveling through the air above the castle, and the gloom of the surrounding forest, but…light.

She closed her eyes and had to be dragged, but the girl of the castle was strong, and they reached the end of the tunnel.

“This is your world, and I return you to it, but with a gift from mine.” The girl laughed, and it wasn’t just a tinkle as of yore, it was the tinkle of broken glass and bare feet bleeding over the shards and the screams.

Tamis was pushed into the sunlight, and it hurt…and her skin burst into little flames, and she felt like she was being cut into a million pieces. She shrieked and fell to her knees and sobbed.

And her flesh was transmogrified by sunlight and her shape began to change. Her breasts disappeared, were swallowed by the expansion of his chest. Her hair grew thick and coarse, a tangle. And her face reshaped into a larger oval, a male oval. And she grew tall, and strong, though she felt weak as she knelt on the ground and writhed in the sunlight.

And she became a man. A young, strong, studly man. A man of good muscle and handsome features. The kind of man his father wanted, but had been denied.

And it happened fast, for the light of the lower Gods is subservient to the light of the upper Gods, and will not be suffered to exist.

And the pain was short, for the light of God is loving, even of those creatures compromised by the Gods of Hell. And Rodney, on his knees,  and in a new shape, looked back over his shoulder to where the girl of the castle stood in the shade. And she finally put the question forth: “Who are you?”

What have I fallen in love with? Who dooms me?

And the girl said, “You don’t want to know.”

“I have to know.”

“No.”

And Rodney rushed towards the girl and tried to enter the castle again. To feel the dark blessing of that gloom, to breath in the ambience of corruption.

But the girl thrust him back and sneered.

“If you don’t tell me I will curse myself, and kill myself, and all your terrible work will be for naught.”

The girl frowned. She had not expected such fast reaction to the turning of her creature into his original, be it modified to what his father wanted, and she growled.

Rodney, now frightened, faced around and stood.

And the girl of the castle, now a blur of roiling shadows, snarled, “So be it…” and the girl stepped into the light.

The terrible cauldron of shadows that was the girl morphed under the light of the upper Gods. And she reshaped, grew big and broad, and Rodney saw the original shape of the girl.

A beast. Twelve feet tall, with thick, hairy trunks for arms and legs, and long claws at the end of brutal paws for rending the unwary. Rotting bits of skin for flesh and a mouth filled with curved fang and drool. A shock, a tuft, of fiery hair, that might be misconstrued as blonde and long, should the creature wish to brave the outer world and exist as a human. And it would hurt to be a girl, but the pain could be withstood as long as it was able to find fodder for its castle, feed for its plans, people to be shaped and tormented so as to feed it the hellish energy it needed to exist.

“I am Renwitta. I am the High Corrupter, and you must go!”

And under the growling, the snarling, the spitting fury of the beast, Rodney turned and ran.

Ran into the cool woods, which were now not so cool. Past the savage beasts that snarled and snapped at him and swiped with their claws in his direction.

Under the fronds of grasping teeth and the dangle of snakes that whipped and writhed.

Through the dank forest, screaming and fearing, but he was not touched. No beast came forth to rend him. No plant even tripped him. For he was the blessed of Renwitta, and all gave obeisance to that greatest of the lower Gods.

Rodney ran and ran, and finally came to the end of the forest. He stood on a road, and realized that he was naked. His own clothes were discarded by a pond, long ago, and doubtless rotted by the passage of time and seasons.

He looked at himself.

He was tall, broad in the shoulder, and he could feel strength rippling through him. His dick hung down near to his knees, and his balls were massive.

Yet he felt no lust. He didn’t even become erect. He had been possessed of desire as a woman, but now he was not. He had been a girl. A woman, but now even that was undone. What foul plan had Renwitta hatched? What was his place in the world?

He began to walk along the road, and the sun shone down on him.

On the other side of the road, the side without the castle, he could hear birds singing. In a field cows bellowed happily and swished their tails.

Yet, on the other side, was silence.

And he knew he walked a fine line between good and evil, light and darkness.

Yet what could he do? He didn’t even understand what he was. He just knew that he was Rodney, and he was Tamis.

But of Tamis there was no sign.

He walked, and the day grew long. He was hungry, and his bare feet hurt for all the running through the forest, and now the traipsing along the road.

Suddenly he heard the jingle of bells on reins, and a cart came around the far bend.

He stopped walking, stood and waited.

The carter approached, and he tiled his head and studied the strong, young man standing before him. He examined the lack of clothes, the rather awesome penis which, thank the Gods, hung slack. He pulled on the reins and the donkey came to a stop and ignored the world.

“Please, sir. I have no clothes. And I am hungry. I entered the dark woods and became lost. I have just found myself on the road, and…can you help me?”

Perhaps it was the goodness of a charitable creature, perhaps it was the blessing of Renwitta, but the carter took pity. He reached into the back of his cart and extracted a pair of pants and a shirt. Then he found some shoes which looked to be about the right size. Finally, he tossed Rodney an apple.

“Ain’t got much, but the Gods help those who help others.”

And Rodney wondered, the upper Gods? Or the lower Gods? Or was it a trait of both the upper and the lower, willing to trade for influence upon an unsuspecting world?

“Thank you, kind, sir.” Rodney pulled on the pants. They were an inch too short, but that was fine with him. “And…do you know where the farm of Masha and Daddy is?”

The carter chuckled. “Masha and Daddy, eh? Well, Daddy is a bit common, but there’s a Masha on the road back that way. Past the town and a good day’s walk. Will that do you?”

“Oh, yes. Thank you, kind sir.”

And the carter snapped the reins and said a dirty word and the donkey, without even looking to see who was cursing him, buckled down to the task of walking.

Rodney continued to trudge along the road. He munched on the apple, even eating the core and all the seeds, and only throwing away the stem.

He was that hungry.

Of course, he hadn’t eaten for the whole time he had been in the niche. And that had been a lo-o-ong time.

Shortly he began passing farms. Polite little affairs with brown cows munching on high grass, the sound of chickens, the challenge of a lone bull.

And he saw people. People working in the fields, working on the rooftops of barns and houses, working to move lumber and chop wood and harvest crops.

Then the farms seemed to grow smaller and were replaced by big houses. Mansions, with servants and fancy carriages. And if he was seen he was sneered at, for he was ill clad and poor looking.

Then the big houses gave way to small houses, and the small houses became less in yard and became packed closely together.

Rodney had entered the town, though there was no sign, and traffic appeared on the road.

Busy carters, farmers driving cows, or pulling wagons with their bare backs and strong legs, and on the carts were vegetables and crafted goods for market.

And children. Laughing, giggling children, and he felt a gladness in his heart, for he had forgotten that such as children could exist in the world.

And he knew that he had been tainted, and that he had much to remember if he was to hope to overcome the powerful taint that was put upon him.

He passed buildings with shops set into them, and he listened to banter as people bartered and haggled. He saw women wearing fancy dresses, and he marveled, for he had not seen such even when he had lived on his parent’s farm.

He saw a policeman, who glared at him and smacked his stick in his hand, and then Rodney hurried on. He was not willing to give himself up to a beating just because he was gawking.

He passed a tavern a with a sign on it, ‘help wanted,’ and he heard men swearing and laughing in coarse voices as he continued on down the road.

Then the houses packed together, then the bigger yards and, finally, the mansions. Then he was in the country again, and the passersby dwindled to none, and he strode under the sun.

A day outside of the town he came to the farm he had grown up at. He recognized the barn, though it looked shoddier than he had remembered. Paint had peeled, and Daddy must have given up the fight.

The little vegetable garden was still there, and it was tended, but not neat. Weeds did sneak in here and there.

And the fields were overgrown and the weeds had never chocked the once abundant crops.

He turned up the drive and approached the house, and was saddened further. Shingles were missing. Boards were split, and windows had cracked and been jammed with rags.

Yet it was home. Sweet home. And he walked up to the porch, picked his way over a big hole where a board was missing, and knocked on the door.

A stirring inside, a mutter of voices. His father’s bellow was absent, and the truth, when he opened the door, was plain.

“Yeah?” The same voice, but withered, aged, and Rodney studied him. The same cheeks, but sallow and gaunt. His hair balding, lank, and the flesh underneath was mottled and marked with liver spots,

“Daddy?”

“Who’s there?” came Mama’s voice from inside. Rodney could hear the creak of chair as she gathered herself to her feet.

Daddy’s eyes, though rheumy and saggy, grew big, and his mouth opened. “You!” A whisper. A stunned surprise. A wonder.

“Yes, Daddy.”

“Who is it?” The sound of his mother approaching, and then the door swung wider.

“Hello, mama.”

She was holding a bit of knitting, and she dropped it, and her eyes grew glassy and she fainted.

Rodney knelt on the floor next to her and rubbed her wrists. “Mama? Mama?”

Daddy had gone to the kitchen, moving slowly, he was old, and now he was returning, a damp rag in his hand.

He didn’t try to bend at the knee, he was too old for that, and likely would not have been able to raise himself to his feet again. He handed Rodney the rag and the boy, now a man, applied it to her face.

She groaned, and her eyes opened, and were wide again. “Rodney?”

“Yes, mama.”

Her hand, fingers once as chubby as sausages, now thin and scrawny, grabbed his wrist. She still had some strength in her hands, and then she was holding on to him and sobbing.

“My boy! My boy!”

Her face was lined. Not worry, but sorrow. There was yet love in the woman.


CHAPTER FIVE

Rodney sat on a kitchen chair One leg was unsteady and he had to be careful. His mother and father stared at him in wonder.

“I became lost in the woods. I wandered far, only recently did I find my way home.

“And yet…you are home,” Masha cried tears of joy.

“How long has it been?” wondered Rodney.

“Over a year.”

“Close to two years.”

Rodney stared at them. They were so old. They were so drained of life. And in just two years? And then he knew.

They had made a deal with Renwitta, and it had drained the life out of them.

“But where have you been?” they kept asking him.

He spun vague tales about being kept by a family, working in a town, and didn’t dare broach the truth. I was held prisoner in a castle by a cruel demon who shoved a stone dick up my ass and made my penis drool for a couple of years.

Better that they live in ignorance, never knowing what cruel trap they had delivered him to.

And this truth was in Rodney: he was good. But somewhere in him lurked the girl, and he wondered where she was, and when she would reappear, and there was a fear in him.

But, for his parents, he was good, and he helped them, even as he had promised himself to do when he had left the farm.

The next few days were busy for Rodney. He painted the house and fixed the missing shingles and repaired boards. He began working the fields, and caring for the few head of cattle left on the farm.

And, with his care, his mother and father recovered themselves somewhat.

His father regained a touch of his bellow, and his mother even put on a bit of fat.

And now they loved him.

They knew…they had betrayed him…their guilt was overwhelming. Yet here he was, once again their son, and whatever deal they had made they were now themselves, and the terrible truth could be left behind.

And Daddy finally had a son, brawny and strong, able to help out on the farm, able to help him in his old age, the edge of which he was perilously close to.

And Daddy managed to come out of the house. He offered advice, talked to his son, and the gleam in his eye was of pride.

And Mama began fixing good meals, and even humming in happiness.

She didn’t have a daughter, like she had always wanted, but she had a son. Her son. And it was good.

And the days passed. Two weeks. Three weeks, and then a few days more…

Rodney felt…odd.

He was healthy, strong as an ox, but he felt…like his shadow had moved a couple of inches into the sunlight.

A grumbling in his stomach…yet not sick.

A roiling in his bowls, and yet…he was strong and fine.

A fever…but with no effects.

He worked hard that day. He hooked up a cow and plowed the field. On the morrow he planned to plant seed. The farm would be healthy again, providing a living, and…he felt…off.

He ate dinner, but not all of it. His stomach just kept growling. And he was reminded of the last time he had heard a growl, of Renwitta sending him forth from the castle. ‘I return you as a man, but a moon will show you the truth, and then you must run, and find your destiny.’

But what did it mean? And why did he remember that right now? At this moment?

“Aren’t you hungry?” asked Mama.

“No. I think…I think I’ll go to sleep early tonight.”

“Aren’t you feeling well?” she was so concerned for him and she felt his head.

“I just worked hard today.” Which was a lie. Even the hard work of the farm was as nothing to his strong frame and constitution.

“I’ll bring you in some warm milk later on.”

“Thank you, mama.”

Rodney went into his room. The same room he had grown up in, the same room he had lain on the floor and peeked under the door of.

He looked at it. It was the same, but different. And then he knew, it wasn’t different, he was different. Something was happening to him.

On a whim, he opened the bottom drawer of his dresser. The dresses his mother had made him wear were still there. It looked she had even washed them, folded them, pressed them.

She still wanted a daughter. She had her son back, and seemed happy, and the nightmare was at an end. But she wanted a daughter. That was in her, forever, and Rodney felt sorry for the old lady.             

He undressed and got into his bed.

Funny, his dick hadn’t been hard for the entire month. And it had been nice, to have a cessation to lust, and he remembered the uncontrollable urges he had experienced, sitting on the stone for years.

And he slept, and he woke briefly when his mother came in, and he sipped warm milk, and he felt like razor blades were splitting his blood in two, but he slept again.

A restless sleep, with eyes with tusks staring at him, and chuckling. chuckling like saws mating. Laughing like rocks making love. Deep growls as the animals of the forest, the hidden forest, the hidden animals, laughed at him.

He was restless in his sleep, and he moaned, and the nightmares came upon him, a series of upsetting episodes where he was alternately sweating, then freezing.

He was aware, though he was still asleep, that his mother had come to sit with him. She was in a rocking chair, moving back and forth, then stopping and staring at him. Worrying over him.

He was asleep, but aware, and the hidden beasts of the forest were around him, gnashing their teeth and drooling, wanting to eat the marrow from his bones…but being refused.

Not her! came the deep, growly voice. She is special. She is mine!

Rodney, caught between the worlds of the awake and the asleep, of the upper Gods and the lower, threw an arm over his face. He moaned, and cried, and began talking. “No! No! Not that! Please, Renwitta…spare me!”

But the demon of the lower world would not, and his mother, deeply disturbed by what she was seeing and hearing, rose and went to the window. Perhaps some fresh air would help her child. And she threw open the drapes and opened the window. Then turned back to her child and gasped in horror.

When the drapes were thrown back moonlight struck Rodney, and it was a blow from the Gods themselves.

The light of upper Gods, the light of day that exposed all things for their true shape, was gone, supplanted by the light of the lower Gods.

That light played across Rodney’s skin, and he awoke. His back arched in agony, and his eyes opened wide.

His guts spun and scampered and he felt his organs changing.

His skin, tanned by the sun, turned creamy white, and his bones began to shrink.

His chest, brawny and strong, became slender, and mounds arose upon them.

“AIIEEE!” Masha screamed as she watched the shadows play upon her child, and change him…change him.

His hair grew long and golden, and his lips pursed and were plump and sensual.

His dick, big and massive, shrank back into his body, inverted, and the slit in his penis became a female gash.

And he cried for the pain of it.

And he knew that it wouldn’t always be this way, but this was the first time, and the first time hurt. After this, when the moon was changed for the sun, she would change smoothly, and be a boy. Rodney. Strong. Handsome. And a dick that didn’t work.

And when the sun changed for the moon it would be painless, and he would become Tamis. A girl with unquenchable lust.

But now, the first time, it hurt, and he screamed.

Footsteps pounding across the floor, his father entering the room, and staring down. Aghast. Shocked. Terrified.

And he remembered a bargain made.

And Masha, screaming by the window, remembered also.

He wanted a son. And he had one.

And Masha wanted a daughter. And she thought she didn’t have one, that the deal had been canceled, reneged, forgotten.

But demons never renege on deals. They are the children of the Gods, and while they may mislead and obfuscate, in the end, they deliver on promises made.

And Masha stared down as Rodney became soft and fragile. Beautiful and slender, but with amazingly large breasts. Hair that flowed long, like a sweet river. A girl.

Renwitta had delivered, and Masha collapsed to the floor.

“Thank you, Mama.” Rodney ate his breakfast quickly. He was hungry, and no wonder. He had spent the night as a woman, talking to his mother, reassuring her. And, as Tamis, feeling a bit of taint and duplicitousness, she had flashed her breasts at her father and giggled.

And watched the old man’s dick grow once again.

Daddy was old, and too old for big, healthy erections, but under the charms of a demon’s plan his penis grew thick and solid, and his balls churned with fluids.

But now it was daylight, and Rodney was changed back. He was a strong, young man again, and he ate his breakfast and planned out the day.

“I’m going to seed the field, no Mama, you don’t need to help, and then I want to dig the well a little deeper, and if we had a bigger chicken coop we could raise more chickens, and chickens lay eggs, and…”

Daddy listened and nodded. His eyes were calm and relaxed. His son was back again, but inside…he had secrets. Lustful secrets, terrible secrets. Secrets wrought by a terrible deal with a demon.

He had a daughter, and he would shiver.

But what a daughter! And he would shiver with delight.

He looked at Masha, waiting on her son…who was her daughter, too. And inside he sneered. She was fat, old, shapeless. Her tits were empty barley sacks, and her cunt was as dry as an abandoned chicken’s nest, and about as appealing.

“That’s too much work! After all, we’ve been talking half the night, and…”

Masha blathered on happily. Unable to take her eyes off her son, who was her daughter. And she couldn’t wait for the night, when she could dress her daughter and comb her hair and they could talk about womanly things. And she wondered how she would broach the subject of periods, or, Lord forbid, boys!

The days passed, long days of hard work. Work in which Daddy  worked with him, taught him how to use a saw and hammer, how to care for the cattle and the crops. Then the change, and long nights of being dressed by Mama, of having her hair combed out, of trying colors for her face.

And during the day Daddy would watch him, and dream of Tamis. And Masha would work in the house, and think of all the wonderful things she could do with her daughter at night.

During the night Masha would get to be with her daughter, and they would giggle and discuss girl things, and woman things. And Daddy would stare at his changed son. And he would watch how her breasts were presented in low cut dresses, or the sheen of Tamis’s hair. And Tamis would model for him, innocent and loving, yet a gleam hidden in her beautiful eyes.

And Daddy was growing younger, and was erect again, as erect as a young man. And sometimes he would even go outside and masturbate. And he would take his cock in hand and beat it as of yore, a healthy log that seemed forever to ooze thick, white juices.

And, interestingly, Daddy and Masha did not talk much. They passed in the night.

Masha was thinking of her daughter.

Daddy was thinking of his daughter, too, but in an entirely different manner.

And as he became more besotted with his daughter he became more critical of his wife.

She was old. She was shapeless. She was stupid.

And the situation could not continue like this for long. And it didn’t.

It was late in the summer, Rodney had worked hard all day bringing in the crops, and he had changed, which had rejuvenated him. He was fresh and rested after the change, and he never bothered with sleep.

Masha, however, had spent a long day canning, and then she had stayed up half the night talking with her daughter, having her try on dresses and hugging her and laughing and giggling at how wonderful the world of women was.

And, it was an hour before sunrise, Masha had finally yawned and admitted that she was tired. She kissed her daughter good night and went to bed.

As she settled onto the soft mattress she glanced at the bulk of her husband. He was sleeping. She tried not to wake him, turned her back to him and fell into deep sleep.

Daddy waited just a few minutes, just long enough for the buzz saw to start up, for the raucous snores to start up, then he had slipped out from under the covers.

He was wide-eyed, feverish. He had spent a restless night, his dick too hard for him to go to sleep. And he had dreamed of the nubile girl who called herself his daughter.

But was she? She was demon spawned, for all of her beauty. So, did he have to withhold himself from her charms?

He moved down the hallway, his big feet now whispering across the floor, his pajamas tented and his big log pointing the way.

He listened at Tamis’s door for a long moment, then, unable to help himself, he cracked the door open.

Tamis was sitting on her bed combing out her glorious tresses. She was humming and not thinking of anything.

Daddy slipped through the door and stood against the wall. Tamis looked up.

“Daddy?”

Daddy was breathing hard, and his cock was poking out from under his fat and stretching his pajama bottoms towards the girl.

“Daddy? Why are you here?”

“I…I…”

And lust rose up in Tamis. Lust generated by the spells and sorcery of Renwitta. Lust that boiled always in her groin and heart, but which had been tempered only by not being around boys, and by being always in the presence of her adoring mother.

“Daddy?” And there was an edge in her voice, a hint of desire, and her eyes grew wide, and her slit grew wet and began to pulse.

To Tamis, now manifesting the energies of the demon, Daddy was not Daddy. He was a man. He had a cock. He could satisfy the terrible heat in her groin.

Daddy walked towards the bed. He walked clumsily, hardly aware that he was walking, his whole attention being called by the girl on the bed. The girl who shrugged off her nightgown and sat revealed. Her breasts heaving, her snatch wet and glistening between her legs.

Daddy fell to his knees and lurched over the edge of the bed. He pushed Tamis’s legs apart and began to eat her pussy. It was sweet, moist, an odor to even further enrapture him.

Tamis lay back and spread. She dreamed of stone phalluses and she held his head, and she pulled him up her body and tried to get his penis into her.

Mama awoke, and she knew something was wrong. Her husband was not there. She sat up and looked around.

Nearly dawn, but something was happening, and it shouldn’t be, and, like a mama bear protecting cubs, she arose and pattered to the hallway.

She turned into the kitchen. Nobody was there, but she picked up the big, solid skillet as she passed through.

Nothing in the living room, and the door was locked.

She stood for a long moment and pondered, and she heard noises.

Quickly, she crept across the room, back towards the far end of the hallway.

Noises, as of animals burrowing and groaning and fighting.

From her daughter’s room!

She flung open the door.

Daddy was on top of Tamis! And he was making sounds…HE WAS ATTACKING HIS OWN DAUGHTER! HE WAS RAPING HER!

With a couple of long steps Masha crossed the room. Her farm hardened muscles swung the skillet, and…

CLUNK!

Daddy fell to the side, and Tamis looked up in surprise.

“Mama?”

And then Masha knew the truth, her daughter wasn’t being raped. Her daughter…her daughter…had…

Tamis pushed Daddy’s body off herself and sat up.

“Daddy?”

Daddy said nothing.

Tamis touched him, and he fell off the edge of the bed and lay still. And it was obvious he would be laying still forever.

“Mama, I think you’ve killed Daddy.”

Masha stared at the bulk of her husband. Yes, she had likely killed him.

She looked at Tamis, who was on all fours peering off the edge of the bed.

“Daddy?”

And Masha lost it.

She had killed her husband.

And her daughter was responsible. Her daughter, who was not her daughter, but the spawn of a demon.

“What have you done?” she asked Tamis, and her eyes took on a curious cast. “You fucked him, and now he’s dead!”

Masha ignored her part in the whole affair, it was her daughter’s fault. After all, she was made into a woman by a demon, by Renwitta, and…the deal the demon had forced her and her husband into. The deal where he would have a son and she would have a daughter…and it wasn’t her fault that she thought she would get pregnant and have a daughter, but the demon’s fault for fooling her and making her son into some kind of demon himself…boy by day, girl by night…enticing her husband and luring him into filth and degradation…

“Mama?” Tamis grew frightened at the look in her mother’s eyes, and the way her voice sounded so sharp and pointed and…accusing.

Mama hissed: “You bitch!”

And Mama dropped the skillet and walked out of the room. Tamis followed her, her arms out and imploring, not understanding what was happening to her mother.

Mama walked out the front door and to the side of the porch. She picked up the thick bar of iron and stuck it in the metal triangle that hung from the eves. It was the fire alarm, to be sounded only in the event of dire emergency. For when it was sounded the neighbors would come, to put out the fire, to save the inhabitants from burglars, to find…rape and murder!

“Mama?” Tamis begged, clutching at the older woman’s arm.

Mama shrugged her off, her eyes staring without seeing, condemning without hearing.

And Tamis knew: Mama was summoning the neighbors, she was going to claim that Tamis, her own daughter, had seduced her husband and then killed him.

And they would believe Mama. They all knew Mama, and when they saw how Tamis turned into Rodney, and Rodney turned into Tamis, they would take her to the stake and heap up the straw and throw on a torch of burning pitch.

That was how normal people dealt with demons.

Sobbing, betrayed, Tamis ran back to her room. She opened drawers and pulled out clothes. Male clothes for the day, female clothes for the night, and pushed them into a large sack.

Mama continued banging on the triangle, and the big sounds pierced the night, and Tamis could hear the sound of neighbors running across the fields, shouting and coming with…with pitchforks and shovels, to put out the fire, or to bash her into unconsciousness, and the pitchforks would rend her chest, and…and she sobbed and crawled through the window. Barefoot, she had not time to put on shoes, she ran through the fields.

She heard Mama screaming that Rodney was a demon, and that he had killed Daddy.

She was at the fence, climbing over, and people were bursting through the houses, and she heard a voice…

“There he goes!”

Tamis burst into the woods, the dark woods, the woods of the demon, and she suddenly knew she was safe.

The neighbors would not dare to brave the woods at night, and even in the day they would be fearful and stay only on the edges. Poking and prodding bushes, and hiding from their fears.

But she felt no such fear, for as the woods were of the demon, so was she. And the woods would protect her. And beasts would even come and defend her. Renwitta would protect her own.

And so Tamis fled deeper and deeper into the dark woods, running full tilt, but in no danger of tripping over a root or striking her head upon a branch.

And the darkness swallowed her and protected her, and soothed her.


CHAPTER SIX

Then came a time of turmoil for Tamis

During the night she was a creature of the forest. Beasts would come to her and lay eggs that she might eat, or bring berries or even fruits. One time she even found a half eaten pastry, and she gobbled it. And she lived and wandered and slowly overcame her sorrow.

During the day she was a strong, strapping, young man. Rodney. And then he would curse his female side, and blame her for the terrible straits he found himself in.

Sometimes he would wander close to the edge of the wood, see the farms, see the people, and he wanted to be with them. He wanted to come out of the woods and be welcomed and share in the joys of their simple living.

But he would always delay, worry that he would be taken and found out as a demon, and put to the stake.

Then he would turn into Tamis, and she would curse her male half, who brought her to the edge of the forest, and she would go back into the deep woods, and seek the safety of Renwitta’s beasts.

And, slowly, so slowly, he and she wandered up the length of the woods, paralleling the country road, and approach the town a day away.

And he thought: they won’t know me. I can come out of hiding and find work. I can live and be free.

And she thought: They will blame me for murder, and they will find me and kill me. Better to stay with the beasts and live in the cool forest.

And they both wanted freedom, but different sides of that same coin.

He wanted freedom to work and live.

She wanted freedom from what she knew was inside her…a curse, a siren call to all males. She was afraid, in the end, of herself.

So they lived, going one way during the day, and another way during the night. Wandering through the wilderness, seeking what they sought. And they slowly approached the town, if for no other reason than the fact that the boy’s strides during the day were longer than the girl’s scampering during the night.

Until they lay in the far woods and watched the comings and goings of the townsfolk.

Sometimes Rodney would wander through the town, peering at window behind which families had lives, and ate and took. comfort in their shared existence.

Then night would fall, and he would seek a place to change, and he  would change, and change into Tamis’ clothes, and slink out of town.

“What, ho! Boy! Would you be willing to work?”

It was early in the day, the sun was bright, and he was standing outside ‘The Blind Man’s Bluff,’ usually just called ‘The Bluff.’ It was a bar owned by a blind man, which blind man usually sat at a corner table in the inn and exchanged conversation with any who wished to pass the time of day. And there were a few who did so wish, because he usually had a full pitcher on the table, and he was free in sharing.

And the barkeep, a skinny old man named Henry, stood on the step and called to Rodney.

“See this wagon? Stack the barrels in the back and I’ll buy you lunch and give you a dollar besides!”

Rodney grinned. A day of aimless wandering and wondering undone, he took off his shirt and began to carry the barrels into the back.

Being brawny and strong, Rodney made short work of the barrels, and he sat at the corner booth and talked with the blind man and ate a thick sandwich made of beef and bread. He dipped the bread into a sauce and it was the best thing he had ever eaten.

Of course, maybe the fact of being starved enhanced that notion.

“Where you from?” Galt asked. His eyes were white, his hair was gone, but he smiled. People didn’t usually cheat a blind man, and he was warm at night and slept sound.

“I lived on a farm up that way…uh, north.” He pointed in the opposite direction of his true home.

“Can’t keep Johnny boy on the farm, eh.”

“I guess not.”

“Are you looking for solid work?”

“Yes, I am.”

And there was a shrieking inside him. The girl didn’t want to work, she wanted to hide in the woods. But the sandwich in her male mouth was so delicious, and the man was old, and too blind to see her. Maybe…maybe…

“You show up every day when the wagons come and there’ll by work for you. In between wagons you can sweep the floor and polish the tables.”

“Yes, sir.”

And they came to agreement, and Harris came over, wiping his hands on a rag, and he agreed.

“And the only thing Rodney said was, “I must be off a half hour before sunset.”

“That’s the dinner hour, might get busy, but…Harris? Can we hire somebody else? Maybe a barmaid?”

“Surely, Mr. Galt.”

And Rodney found himself blurting, “I might know a girl. I can send her around after I leave.”

“Will she work hard?”

“I believe so.” But Rodney was afraid. Tamis was different than him. He had no doubt he had volunteered her because of some feeling she had left in him, or put in him, or whatever…but would she really work?

Or would she run into the woods and moan and cry and feel sorry for herself?

Well, no matter, it was done now. And Rodney finished his sandwich, was treated to a beer, and then a big wagon arrived.

It was easy work. The barrels were light for Rodney’s strong body, and the times in between wagons were easy. He merely polished a table with a rag, sometimes was drawn into happy conversations, and the day whiled away.

But the sun was low in the sky when Rodney put down his rag and bid Harris and Galt good bye.

“Do ye think we’ll see him on the morrow?” asked Galt.

“I will, but I don’t know about you.”

Galt laughed. It was an old joke. “Well, let’s hope the girl he sends us will be worth something.

The night had barely descended when Tamis entered the bar, and it had taken much personal courage to overcome her fear and make herself walk into the establishment.

Still, she had memories from Rodney that were pleasant. One man was too old and would not bother her, not be ensorcelled by her beauty. The other couldn’t see her.

So she had to try. Though she loved living in the wilderness she knew that Rodney would eventually drag her into the city, and this was a compromise that seemed beneficial to both.

“Are you Mr. Harris?” she asked the barkeep.

Harris was already staring, He had seen her come through the doors and, even though he was too old, he felt the surge of urge and the squirm of worm. And it had been a lo-o-ong time since that had happened. She was a rare beauty.

But she looked timid, maybe even afraid. But why would such a beauty have anything to fear? Heck, her beauty was more dangerous than the King’s Guard!

“You ever waited on a bar before?”

“No, but it seems simple. They ask, you pour, you collect money. For you…the money is for you.”

And she was so panicky that she had made a mistake that she stumbled over her words.

Harris had to laugh. The girl was a simple creature, and innocent, and he decided, on the spot, to take a chance. “Well, come along then, I’ll show you the bar and get you an apron.”

She listened as he explained the different varieties of beer and ale, and she memorized prices, and then he said, “And if you make a mistake, don’t worry. We’ll just sort it through.”

And she knew everything would be all right. He was just a kind man. Even though he lusted after her, he was kind. She could feel that in his heart and in the way he spoke.

For an hour she stood behind the bar and a few customers came in. She met a few men, and was chided into smiling, and then the rush hit. For several hours the bar was a beehive. The after dinner crowd came in for their nightly carousing. Men played darts and checkers, a minstrel took his place on a small stage and crooned or bandied naughty songs about, as the mood fit, and Tamis was kept busy pouring and collecting money.

And she learned a hard lesson that first night.

Being afraid, she was shy, and many of the men, anxious for a bit of female talk, chatted at her. But she smiled and kept her head down, and poured.

But, as the rush ended and the regular crowd began to dominate the place, one man, a narrow-faced lad, sat on a stool at the bar and watched her. He wore fine clothes, and had a thick purse. He obviously thought he was better than the run of the mill farmers that frequented the tavern.

She could feel him. She didn’t like him.

But he had noticed her, and he slipped into a place at the bar and ordered a drink, and when she placed a mug before him he grabbed her wrist and said, “Look at me, girly.”

She tried to look away, to get away, but he reached a hand forth and tilted her chin so her eyes would look at him.

And, at the first contact of their eyes, at the instant of such meeting, she felt it.

He had fallen in love with her.

It was the curse. She attracted men, she besot them, she intrigued them. And now, despite the fact that she disliked him, he was enraptured by her.

His name was Jomson, and he was the son of a rich man, and he was spoiled and arrogant.

“Let me go,” she struggled in his grip. Her face contorted, for his grip was hard and he liked to cause pain.

“You’re mine,” he hissed.

Suddenly a thick, gnarly hand reached forward and gripped Jomson’s wrist. This was a work hardened farmer, and he applied the pressure and twisted.

Jomson’s face twisted in pain.

“How do you like it, eh?” The man was a bull, and he took Jomson right to his knees before he let go.

“Here now!” Harris hurried over.

“Laddie was getting a little too fresh,” muttered the farmer, turning back to his drink, and Jomson stabbed him in the kidney with a stiletto.

A hard grunt and the farmer grabbed for his back and fell forward.

Then several men gabbed Jomson and held him.

“What happened, lassie?”

“He was hurting me, the farmer rescued me, and then…and then…” Tamis was in a bit of shock. A stabbing had happened right before her eyes, and, in her heart of hearts, she knew she was responsible. All she had done was look at the rich man’s son, and he had committed violence.

Several men back up her story, and the King’s Guard was called. Again, the story was told, and Jomson was hauled away, throwing back curses, and he couldn’t keep his eyes off Tamis.

The next day Harris sat down with Galt. The blind man listened to the story and asked a simple question. “How much money did we make last night?

“Near half again.”

“Was it the girl?” He was sly and savvy, and being blind did not make him want to close his purse for the waterfall of coin the girl brought, and so it was settled.

Though, to tell the truth, the outcome was foregone. Harris did not want to get rid of the girl. She might be a magnet for trouble, yet to be ascertained, but he liked her. He wanted to be close to her. Even old, he felt his dick surge again.

“How’s the boy working out?”

“Showed up early, right after the girl left. I think they might be related. Maybe there’s a child at home and one always has to be home for the baby.

“Or an idiot brother,” Galt mused.

“Or that,” agreed Harris, “but he’s unloading the beer cart right now. And he’s damned strong. Doesn’t need no help, not even with the big casks.”

Galt nodded. “Good. Good.”

And so the pattern was set. Rodney would work all day, then he would change into Tamis. Then Tamis would work all night. And the changing rested them and refreshed them. And though the money was just okay, because they never had to pay for a place to sleep, and could change clothes in an abandoned barn behind the tavern, the money did mount up.

Yet, neither  really cared.

Rodney only wanted a chance to work, to talk with his fellow man, to be treated as an equal. To be a human being.

Tamis wanted more, but more was over ridden by her desire to be safe. but whatever her wants, she soon realized that she was protected. Even as the beasts of the forest watched out for her, she was able to walk amongst men without being harmed.

If she happened to glance at a man and he lusted after her, another man would also glance, and they would fight and be thrown out, or taken away, and in a few cases, one would die and one would go to prison.

And this power, this sense of control, began to excite Tamis.

To be the center of attention, to make things happen, it was heady. It was better than drinking.

So the endless existence of the boy and the girl continued, and while trouble followed in the wake of the girl, the boy prayed to the Gods for help.

Jomson was released. The farmer not dying, Jomson’s parents paid his fine and he was a free man. And, being in love, he made his way to The Bluff.

It was day, and Rodney had just finished the heavy work of the morning. He was sitting on the front stoop, eating a sandwich and drinking a beer, and Jomson placed a well clad foot upon the step next to him, and en elbow on his knee, and asked, “Where’s the girl?”

Rodney knew the boy instantly.  “She quit.”

“Where did she go?”

“Don’t know,” Rodney shrugged.

Jomson frowned. Without a word he spun and stomped away. He was in a foul mood now, not that he wasn’t always. He was in love, and he wanted the girl.

He returned that night, and saw her.

And he hated Rodney for lying, and he wanted to take a stiletto to Rodney’s kidney, but Rodney wasn’t around, and his parents would be angry if he stabbed another so soon after getting out of the jail, so he sauntered up to the bar and ordered a beer.

Tamis placed the tall frosty in front of Jomson and avoided his eyes. She kept her gaze downcast and moved on quickly.

Jomson drank, and watched her, though not so openly as before. He was in love. His dick was big and bulging, throbbing and wanted to be unleashed on the girl. He wanted to fuck her savagely, maybe hit her a bit, draw some blood. Because he was that kind of man.

But now he was smart enough to bide his time.

He drank, silent and surly, for hours, then left the bar.

Tamis was relieved, and became cheerful and actually looked a few men in the eye. Which was a bad thing. Two fights broke out before dawn.

Dawn was just over the horizon, the sky was already lightening, and she hurried out of the bar, down the walk, around the corner, and headed for the abandoned barn. As she began to loosen her bodice she was unaware of Jomson following her.

She dashed into the barn, and headed for the nook where she kept her clothes. She pulled off her dress, was standing naked, when the barn door creaked open.             

Alarmed, she turned and looked through the slats of a stall.

Jomson!

She looked around desperately. She still had a few minutes before she changed. She had to elude the stupid boy, and she had to put on Rodney clothes.

She grabbed pants and shirt and darted along the wall through the shadows, and came to a ladder built into the wall. It led up to a square hole, and entry into the loft.

Jomson could be heard searching through the barn, making his way back towards her.

“Girlie…Tamis they called you. I just want to talk.”

Yes, talk, with his penis in one hand and a knife in the other.

She held on to her clothes as she clambered up the ladder, and the boards creaked.

“Aha! Hiding in the stall, eh?”

Jomson darted into the last stall and…she wasn’t there.

But he looked up and saw her leg disappearing through the square hole. He grinned, put his knife into scabbard and began climbing the ladder.

Tamis tried to make no noise, walking on tip toes and trying to avoid the creak and crackle of old boards. She went around the topside of the barn, unaware that she was leaving a trail in the layer of old straw that was strewn about.

Outside the sun was almost ready to peek over the horizon. It was less than a minute away, and Tamis reached the end of the loft. She could feel the change beginning, and she struggled into her male clothes even as Jomson reached the loft and began walking around the top floor.

“Come here, little chickie,” Jomson crooned. “Come see what I’ve got for you.

Tamis felt her bones become thick and strong, and her muscles crawled and writhed over the thickened bones. He grew tall and heavy, and was strong as an ox.

“Okay, girlie. It’s time.” Jomson approached the last shadow in the loft. He could see movement, and he held his knife ready. He wanted to fuck, but here was the quirk of his personality, he loved the girl, and he loved to hurt, and which love he satisfied he wasn’t concerned.

He stepped towards the last patch of darkness, and he could see a shape, and he frowned. She was taller than she should be, and then he grinned. She must be standing on a box, or a stack of boards, or something.

“Come here, little girl, come—“

Rodney stepped out of the shadows. His gaze was level and he presented a solid presence that should have warned Jomson away.

Jomson, however, was in love. “Where is she?” he snarled.

“She left.”

“She didn’t. She couldn’t get past me. Where is she.”

“Go away. There’s nobody here.”

And here, a helping of ‘demon mind,’ Jomson fashioned a scenario in his head.

Tamis was gone. And the boy, he was called Rodney, had helped her. He had taken away his love. and he became the target for not lust, but love of pain. Jomson stepped forward and slashed.

Rodney was caught by surprise. He moved back, but not fast enough. The knife cut across his cheek. He put a hand to his cheek and the blood flow stopped. It was not a deep cut, but it would take time to heal. He stared at the grinning Jomson.

“First blood, eh? Well, here’s second.”

Jomson darted in and stabbed, and Rodney, now prepared, caught him, and picked him up, and threw him back, and Jomson flew off the loft and fell to the ground. Perhaps if he had landed on the ground he might have lived, but he landed on an old wooden horse that had once held saddles, and his back bent and broke, and he screamed, and died.

Rodney stared down at the broken boy. And he knew that, even as the demon Renwitta protected Tamis, so she protected him. Call it the luck of the throw, call it fate, the boy had died, and so the curse upon Rodney was satisfied. For the moment.

Rodney climbed down and gathered up his male and female clothes. He put them in a small chest, then he hid the chest under a stack of old boards. And he knew he would have to leave the barn, for Jomson would be discovered, and the boy being a rich man’s son, the King’s Guard would investigate. So he would have to rent a small room just to keep his clothes in.

And, that being the extent of immediate possibilities, Rodney left the barn, careful not to be seen, and went to work.

Several weeks later boys playing behind the tavern would smell a foul odor, and Jomson’s body would be discovered, and, as Rodney had expected, the King’s Guard was summoned.

But he, and she, were safely apart from the affair.

But there were others, in addition to the gone Jomson.

Farmer’s, merchants, ne’er-do-wells, Guardsmen…all manner of men came to The Blind Man’s Bluff. They came to drink, to play cards, to enjoy the fellowship of their fellow man. But, mostly, they came to catch a glimpse of the golden haired beauty who was shy and spoke little and never looked a man in the eye.

Well, almost never looked a man in the eye.

It always happened, no matter how careful Tamis was. She would look around and her eye would catch another eye, and souls would become enflamed with love, and lust, and that lust invariably ended in a fight over her, because of her, or just because lust uncontained sometimes finds it expression in violence.

But she was always sorry and apologetic, and she made so much money for the inn, that she survived the wake of misfortune that followed her.

And then….


CHAPTER SEVEN

“Mr. Harris, why do the other girls take men upstairs?”

There were two other bar girls, but they didn’t wait on men except in between trips up stairs.

Harris frowned. Tamis had been working for months, never a problem, except for all the fights. And now she was curious about the working girls.

Well, no out for it except honesty.

“They go upstairs to sleep with the men.”

It dawned upon her then. Sex. And she realized that she had been so long in surviving, and so avoiding of her fellow man, that she had near forgotten sex.

Like a hazy dream the memories of being in Renwitta’s castle besieged her. The stone phallus. Being screwed by the demon.

Except Renwitta had not taken her by her slit, but by the asshole. And, except for the workings of her hand as Rodney, she was a virgin.

And sex was available. And she could even make more money.

Her mind excited, her pussy suddenly burning with desire, she passed over the fact that her lust was fired up by Renwitta, and this was merely a part of the plan the demon had designed for her. A next step in the overall scheme the demon had invented.

“Can I do that?”

Harris sighed. He should have expected this outcome. He nodded. He would lose a good bar girl, but a good whore could pay better. “I’ll need to hire another girl, and you’ll have to give half your fee to the house.”

“The house?”

“Mr. Galt.”

She nodded. “When do I start?”

“I’ll put a sign out for a girl this morning.”

Rodney was upset. When he came in that morning he was surly and stompy and Harris even had to tell him to calm down. Yet all day the boy scowled.

But Harris knew what the problem was. The boy and the girl, maybe brother and sister, certainly related, there was a familiarity of feature, did not agree. The girl wished to make more money, the boy did not want her to make money in such fashion.

Harris, wisely, stayed out of it. He knew better than to get involved in family quarrels.

That night, a new girl behind the bar, Tamis began work as a whore. And it was easy.

She talked to the other girls, who told her how to spread her legs, how to laugh and pretend she liked it, and how to make a man cum fast and so save her hole extra wear and tear.

“The less wear and tear the more you can use it, the more you can use it, the more money you can make,” Melissa, one of the whores, told her.

“But how do you get them to take you upstairs in the first place?”

And here came advice that she already had intuited.

“Look at them and turn your face like this and close one eyes slightly. Do it right and they’ll pop their cork before they make it up the stairs.

The prostitutes giggled.

So Tamis sat at a corner table, the very one Galt sat at during the day, and talked with the other whores. And it wasn’t long before a man came in, made his way to the table, and stared down at Tamis.

The other two girls giggled. They had known Tamis would be a big hit, and that was fine with them. They would still get fucked, and the new girl would take some of the load off them.

Tamis looked up at the man. She didn’t even need to tilt her head or wink, and the man was enthralled.

Just the look in her eyes, the touch of his eyes upon her eyes, and the deal was done.

He placed a gold coin on the table and took her hand and led her upstairs.

He was big and strong, like Rodney, but his cock was only six inches long, which Tamis would find out was normal. He undressed, and blinked when she undressed faster than him. Usually whores dragged their feet when it came time to delivering the product.

She jumped on the bed and spread her legs.

His erection was at full mast, had been since he had first seen her, and he came to her and knelt between her legs.

“Lick me first,” she said, her pussy on fire and needing a little quenching.

So, though he was not familiar with such actions, he knelt and did his best. He licked and sucked and even used his fingers, he ground his knuckles into her snatch, as she had commanded, and watched in awe as she bucked and writhed and wanted more.

Finally, he placed his cock at her slit and pushed forth.

He slid into her slickly, and it was heaven. It was the finest pussy he had ever been in. Her moistness was perfume, and aided his entry. The size of her hole was just perfect, he fit into her like a hand into a well made glove. And then she started to move.

She groaned and tilted her hips and he slithered along her walls, and came.

Groaning, disappointed, Tamis stared at the wilting slug as it was drawn out of her depths.

So soon? But she needed more! She needed more cocks, big cocks, spewing cocks. For so she had been designed, and now that she had finally fallen to the next step in her path, she was ravenous for prick.

Disappointed, horny, she watched the young man get dressed, and she followed him down stairs.

And the young man, though he had lasted but a moment, was tremendously satisfied. She had been good, delicious, an amazing hole.

He put a tip down on the table, smiled at the other two girls, and walked out.

“Well,” said Melissa. that was…”

“I’d like her.” The middle-aged man, his hand already in his pants, pointed at Tamis.

Melissa grinned wryly and held out her hand. A gold coin was deposited in it, and now it was Tamis that pulled on the hand and led the way.

Upstairs, disrobed, her breasts heaving, Tamis watched the man get undressed. He wasn’t young and strong, rather a bit wrinkly and bald, but his cock was in working order. It was big, an inch bigger than the last fellow, and dripping.

Eagerly, she lay on the bed and beckoned to him, and since she was already warmed up she needed no foreplay. She grasped his cock and guided it into her.

The man gasped in pleasure. Her pussy was so warm, so slick. It felt like it was made for him, and he fit into her, and then she started moving. She twisted her pelvis and enjoyed the thick feel of him sliding in her and…he came!

“OH!” he grunted as his seed spilled into her, and then it was over.

Sitting on the bed, lacing up her clothes, she stared at the man in disappointment. Two men fucked, and she had yet to orgasm.

She took him back downstairs, and, like the first man, he gave her a tip. And a third man was waiting. And now the other two girls weren’t smiling. Everybody wanted to fuck Tamis, and they weren’t making any money.

“She fucks ‘em all. They don’t last long, she fucks fast, but they all want her and not us, and we aren’t making any money.” Melissa was complaining to Galt.

The blind man considered, and he wished he had his eyes again, for he wanted to see the beauty that was enthralling his customers and out fucking the other whores. “How many men was fucked?”

“Sixty.”

Galt did calculations. Normally the two girls did 40 men between them. Tamis had done half again as many, by herself.

But, what to do? He hated to waste good whores, and there was no guarantee that Tami would be able to keep up the frantic pace.

“Whacha gonna do about it?”

“Well, I’ve got another tavern in Lotsville. Sometimes makes more money than this one.”

This didn’t make Melissa happy, but it was a solution. Sure, she would have to work a new clientele, but at least she would be fucking again, and making money.

“Okay.”

And it was settled. Tamis became the one and only whore working The Bluff, the other two plied their wares out of a tavern in the next town. A tavern where, it must be honestly stated, business was falling off. More and more men seemed to want to visit The Bluff, where they had heard a raving beauty was.

Time, as it is wont to do, passed.

Rodney worked during the day, not so smiling now, but at least working hard and trying to deal with the situation.

Tamis worked the long midnight hours and loved it…but she also became more and more frustrated.

Men, it appeared, did not last long. She even started doing things to make them last longer, grabbing their cocks by the base and squeezing so hard they howled, but still they came, loosed their ball buckets and filled her with white seed.

Or slapping their cock heads hard, but that only seemed to make them cum faster.

Or twisting their balls and causing them pain, but even that didn’t work. The men continued to slide into her, gasp at the unbelievable pleasure of her velvet cunt, and spew their gism.

And Tamis became hornier and hornier.

And, as she grew hornier, she raised her glance more often, searching for more and more men to please her, and more and more men fell in love with her, and more and more men fell to fighting.

Every night furniture was broken over heads. Every night men were pulled right out of Tamis’ hands by jealous suitors. And not a week went by without the King’s Guard being called.

Galt, however did not care.

Furniture could be repaired.

The King’s Guard was receiving payment to drag the unruly away.

And the amount of men frequenting The Blind Man’s Bluff grew and grew.

In fact, business was so brisk that another boy had to be hired to help Rodney unload the wagons.

And life would have gone on that way, possibly until the whole town conflagrated under the attentions of the demon inspired Tamis, except, one day, Father Domingo Romero came to town.

Father Romero was late to the cloth. He had lived a robust life as a mine worker. He had fought and whored with the best of them, until he realized, about the age of 30, that he was guilty of sin. That and breaking his back in the mines and not having anything to show for it.

He fell to the ministrations of a priest and began to study scriptures. He learned which Gods were good, and which were bad. He learned the different subtleties in how to pray, how to treat people afflicted by both disease and perfidy, and he served a period as a postulant, then a novitiate, and finally became a monk. At which point he decided to travel.

Thus, he left the monastery and traveled through the land, administering to the sick as he could, praying for fallen souls, and becoming rich in spirit.

He was now a righteous man, convinced of his own salvation, and further dedicated to rescue his fellow man from the evils of the lower Gods.

One spring day, full summer just around the corner, he arrived in town, and entered The Blind Man’s Bluff.

He was greying at the temples, had a tonsure on his pate, yet was still strong of build and hearty of manner.

He entered The Bluff and asked for a meal and ale. It was late in the day, nearly supper, and the sun was descending. It would be dark within 15 minutes.

He prayed over and then enjoyed his plate of vegetable rich stew. He sipped his ale and sat back in the booth, his legs extended on the bench, and studied the townspeople.

It was a good town, but he detected a strange unhappiness underneath.

The people were hale and hearty, but seemed a bit frantic, unhappy under a cheerful greeting, as if a wart was growing between their cheeks and making it difficult to walk without rubbing themselves sore.

He ordered another ale. On the morrow he would find the local church and become known. Perhaps he would then do a little preaching, help with the healing, and…he turned his head, or, rather, his head turned, impelled by some power which he did not understand.

She walked across the floor towards the bar, and she exuded a veritable atmosphere of lust.

She was mid height, maybe 5 foot 6, with long, golden hair. Hair that shimmied in the glow of the freshly lit lanterns and unhooded fire. Her figure was as an hourglass, round at the bottom and with full breasts that wold more than fill a man’s hand.

She turned sideways, and he was further astounded by the perfection of profile, the way she brought light into a room, even as…even as…she looked at him.

Just a glance from across the room, but their eyes met and he felt a thud deep within his soul.

He was in love.

But he was conflicted.

He loved the Gods, and he had no room for love of any other kind…but it was there, the warmth, the lust, the rising of his carefully subdued, through prayer and meditation, cock.

She ignored him, talked to the barkeep and the girl behind the bar. Bright, tinkling laughter. A joy to hear such tones. A blessing to the ear.

And he told himself no…such was not for him…for he was dedicated to the Gods.

But he didn’t stand up and leave, or even look away from her.

Instead, he drank in her form, her laughter, her vivaciousness.

And his cock rose to a hardness he hadn’t experienced since before he had found his calling

He sat at the table long after being enthralled. And he drank more ale, and he fought with his internal demons. He chided, he prayed, he meditated, he whispered long mantras to himself

Be true to the Gods. Be faithful to your service. Cast out wickedness.

Yet his eyes couldn’t leave the girl.

She was a whore. She took up residence at a table across the room, a corner next to some stairs. And he watched as men came in, plunked down their gold coins, and were led up the stairs.

He listened then, waiting for the sound of moans, the banging of furniture against walls, but the girl and her customer would only be upstairs for a short time before she came down, and was followed by the customer, tucking in his pants, a curious mix of elation and confusion.

What was she doing to them that caused such joy and consternation?

He summoned the barkeep, a slender, old man with a wrinkly face, and he asked him, “Kind sir, I have never seen such a mix of emotion on the faces of men such as those that come down the stair. Pray tell why?”

Harris chortled. “No man can satisfy her, and they find themselves shooting their loads way too soon.”

Romero nodded thoughtfully, and he watched as another man climbed the stare, hand in pants to control his throbbing member, gleam in his eye as he followed the girl so perfect.

Through the night he watched, and he counted the men, and he studied their faces of satisfaction and discontent.

And he realized: Here is a demon.

He knew her by the cheer she exuded even as she took men to their degradation. He knew her by the soft laugh and smile, and by the look of unhappiness under the happiness of the men that took her.

And he prayed.

Breakfast came and he prayed. And he slept in the booth and dreamed prayers.

“Nay! said the demon. This one is mine.”

Yet the priest persisted, knowing that the Gods were on his side.

And a young man unloaded wagons and walked past him, and stared at him, so bent in prayer.

Yet he ignored the young man and prayed, and the young man left and the girl came again. Full breasted, thighs to die for, an ass that would give a holy man an erection.

Which was proven true.

But, still, he prayed. He prayed to the Gods, he prayed for the demon to be revealed and vanquished.

Harris, noting the strange behavior of the traveling monk, came and sat with him, and Father Romero smiled wanly and said, “I pray for her soul. That she have one. That she be freed of the vile influence of the lower Gods.”

That was more than Harris could handle, and he left the strange monk to his ruminations.

Through the night Father Romero prayed, he beseeched the Gods, all together, and individually, and he asked for strength, and hope, and an answer to this poor, possessed girl.

Tamis noticed him. She had noticed him the night before and thought nothing of it. Then she had noticed him as Rodney, and thought little. But now, the second night in a row, the way he looked at her, the way his lips mumbled and chanted, she wondered. And she approached him.

“Hello, priest.”

Father Romero stared at the girl, and sweat broke out on his forehead. He redoubled his efforts to reach the Gods on her behalf.

“What do you pray for?” she asked, feeling a bit put out that she had bot been able to reach him.

“He prays for you,” answered Harris, who had stepped up behind her.

“For me?”

“To save your soul. All priests want to save souls, and since he looks at you he must want to save your soul.”

She chuckled. “Let him save his own,” and she flounced away.

She fucked 80 men that night. Degraded eighty men. Took their essence into herself and left them satisfied…but unhappy.

And, of course, was proportionately dissatisfied herself.

She fucked, and her hole rejoiced, and yet she could not cum. The men just squirted too soon.

The next day the priest prayed. He was not eating much, but was drinking a lot of ale, and he felt the heady, glowing feeling of the Gods smiling down on him. He must be close to a resolution of this dire spiritual problem.

The young man unloaded barrels, and stared at him thoughtfully.

Another night. Ninety customers ascended the stairs, and ninety descended. Satisfied in body, but confused in soul, and Father Romero realized that something else was happening. And it was happening almost in tune with the march down of the stricken men.

Fights.

All through the night fights broke out. And they were usually between the men who had marched up and down, who had whored and been whored upon, who had been effected, and infected, in their souls.

And late in the night there was a stabbing, and the King’s Guard showed up, and two men were taken away, one to be treated for a punctured chest, the other to stand before the King’s magistrate.

Morning, and the lad came in to unload the wagons.

By now the priest was exhausted, but he was also exhilarated. Never had he had such a battle with pure evil. Never had he felt such power welling within him.

He would win, of that he was sure.

And, suddenly, lunchtime, the young man slid onto the seat opposite him.

Father Romero came out of his meditations and stared at the young man.

Rodney was made even stronger by the toting of barrels. And he was pure in visage and and clean-eyed. It was obvious that he had not been tainted by associating with the whore.

“Yes, my son?”

“It’s…it’s about my sister.”

Rodney had accepted the belief that he was related to Tamis. It made life easier to just let that belief be.

“Your sister?”

“Tamis. The one you watch night after night.”

Romero wanted to protest, the explain that he wasn’t lusting, but rather praying for the immortal soul of the stricken girl. But he said nothing.

He prayed for the lad’s sister. How could he explain the feeling that she was possessed? And how could such a belief be accepted by those who were related to her, let alone by those who listed after her?

“What about Tamis?”

“I believe she is sick, besotted by some devil, and I wish her cured.”

Father Romero blinked. Help from such a quarter? Unbelievable!

“What do you wish me to do?”

“Talk to her.”

“I have talked to her.”

“Then pray for her.”

“I do that as we speak.”

“Then…then…” Rodney went silent. How could this man, be he of the cloth, rescue him? To relieve him of the guilt he experienced for her depredations?

“Why do you believe she is possessed?”

Rodney would not explain that theory in fact, though he knew the truth. Instead, he relied on those old mainstays, rumor and hearsay, and the observation fo the obvious.

“She was never this way before we came to this town,” a lie, but he felt he would be excused this one. “Now she lays with men all through the night, and she drinks and cavorts, and…and everywhere she goes there follow fights.”

This was in accord with what the Father had observed. “And you think she causes these fights?”

“She sleeps with one, then the other, then they are found at each other’s throats. It is plain to me.”

Poor Rodney, for deep within him he could feel Tamis rejoicing, even laughing at him. For she had grown to enjoy the jousting over herself.

“I understand your concerns, my boy, and I might even sympathize with them. But what can I do? She must want help before I can give it.”

Desperate, not realizing what he was asking, Rodney blurted, “Take her upstairs, and talk to her, explain to her, make her listen to your prayers!”

And so destiny was unveiled, and Father Domingo Romero decided to beard the demon in its own lair, and that, of course, was a terrible mistake.

The day waned, the night waxed. The boy, Rodney, went home, and the girl, Tamis, arrived.

Customers came and went. Tamis took men upstairs and down. A fight broke out. And Father Romero decided.

He stood up and crossed the room. Several men were waiting, but he dispatched them with a word. “Be gone, sinners. Go home to your wives and daughters.”

And his office, his authority, shamed them and swayed them, and, guilty in mien, they wandered away.

Tamis came down the stairs, leading another forsaken soul back to the world, to grump o ver inadequacy until he search for the salve of a fight. She frowned at the sight of the priest.

For she knew what Rodney had done, and she wanted no part of his connivance. 

“What do you want, priest?”

He took her hand and led her up the stairs.

Men in the tavern watched, and a few laughed. Even a monk needs a little, eh?”

Father Romero pulled her down the hallway and to the room that Tamis indicated.

The room had accumulate a large bed, stacks of pillows and blankets in the corner, a chair in one corner, and not much else. Father Romero pushed Tamis.

“Well, it’s about time,” quipped the girl, starting to lift her dress. She had given up wearing panties. Men were so anxious to get into her that she had stopped taking her clothes off and putting them on. It saved time to just spread her legs, or to just bend over.

“You are a demon,” pronounced Father Romero.

“Oh, shit,” complained Tamis. “I’m out of here.” She began to rise from the bed, but Father Romero threw her back down.

She sat, and frowned.

She knew what she was, but in these past months she had come to accept herself.

Short story, she enjoyed fucking, though it was so damned frustrating. And, one of these days, she knew she was going to have an orgasm, and, at last, her deep frustration would be over.

And, longer story, her character had grown perverse. Through all the perfidy and degradation she had come to appreciate men losing control of themselves, not even getting into her and spilling their semen all over the sheets and her legs. And then to see them fight.

And, conclusion, she had become the curse of Renwitta. She liked being cursed. Her frustration was a purpose, and her dissatisfaction mirrored in the fights nightly.

Now if she could only get rid of this stupid priest!

“Look, you’re right. I give up. Now, let me out of—“

He threw her back on the bed, and he began his mantra…

Unclean spirits,

all satanic powers,

all infernal invaders,

all wicked legions,

assemblies and sect,

may you be snatched away and driven,

no more to deceive the human race.

Begone, master of all deceit.

Begone, cunning serpent.

Begone, cursed dragon.

We are powerful in our holy authority,

we repulse your attacks and deceits.

Scatter!

Flee before the Gods.

As smoke is driven away,

so are you driven;

as wax melts before the fire,

so do you perish in the presence of the Gods.

And he repeated it, again and again, raising in voice, penetrating in authority.

And, truth, Tamis didn’t like it. For she was possessed, and the prayer did have effect, and even caused pain to her. So she fought back.

“Look at me!” she screamed.

Father Romero closed his eyes and kept chanting, and increased the volume of his voice.

Downstairs the people in the inn were struck silent. They couldn’t make out the words, but the doom and ominosity of the voice were compelling.

A few men slunk out the door, but most remained frozen, staring at the ceiling, as if to see into the room where the priest thundered.

Unclean spirits,

all satanic powers,

all infernal invaders,

all wicked legions,

His voice was deep and powerful.

And she screamed: “Look at me you son of a bitch!”

may you be snatched away and driven,

no more to deceive the human race.

“Open your eyes!” He yelled.

She tried to get up, but he sensed her and rose and threw her down.

Begone, master of all deceit.

Begone, cunning serpent.

Begone, cursed dragon.

“You fucking asshole!” she screamed. Then she laughed and opened her legs, she showed her gash to the priest, she moved her hands to waft her odor to him, and she said, “See what you’re missing? See what you could have?”

Sweat broke out on Father Romero’s brow.

Scatter!

Flee before the Gods.

As smoke is driven away,

so are you driben…driven:

Driben? And he knew he had fumbled, and as once the ball is dropped in a boyish game, so can it not be recovered.

as wax melsh…melt before the fire,

so do I…so do you…perish in the presensh…presech…

“Oh, FUCK!” And Father Romero leaped onto the bed and onto her. He pulled out his penis and he sank into hell, which felt like heaven, moist and juicy and velvety feeling. And his penis swelled and surged and he had never felt anything like this in his life, and he…squirted!

His seed exploded out of his cock and into the clutches of Tamis’ pussy.

“Fuck!” he moaned, his body in spasm, his cock spewing helplessly, and the pleasure…the pleasure…

Tamis laughed, for she knew she had won, and she pushed him off her.

“You asshole,” she said, rising from the bed. She put hand to her cooch and swiped a load of gism and she threw it at him, splattering the thick, viscous fluid over his face. Then she ripped her dress off, ruining it, leaving but swatches of material draped about her glorious body.

Father Romero lay on the bed and sobbed, and covered his eyes. He had failed the Gods. He had betrayed his trust and authority. He was doomed and descending to Hell.

But it was even worse than he thought.

Tamis burst out of the door and ran down the corridor, then down the stairs, and she yelled, “Rape! He raped me!”

Galvanized into motion by the sight of the perfect breasts bouncing, the thighs flashing and showing Tamis’ snatch, the people in the inn  crowded up the stairs. They pushed en masse down the corridor and through the open door.

Father Romero sat up and held his hands out. The look on his face was one of torment. He begged for forgiveness, but the mob was not feeling very forgiving.

The days of frustration, the weeks of torment, the months of wanting some kind of resolution to the devil in their midst, they took it out on the priest.

They dragged him out of the room and down the stairs, striking him  in the groin with their fists, kicking him in the asshole, pulling his hair out and slamming his face with their knees and elbows.

By the time he reached the ground floor he was worse than hamburger…but he was still alive, and somehow, in desperation, he managed to rip his holy coin with the circle and X on it off the chain around his neck. He held it up and managed to scream, “Gods! Gods! Forgive me!”

In truth, he would have been dragged out the door and hung from a lamp post, but he wasn’t, and people would always argue as to whether it was his feeble cry for help that forestalled that eventuality. More likely, more circumspect minds would argue, was the happenstance entry of the King’s Guard.

At any rate, the King’s Guard took possession of the hapless priest, guarded his battered and mangled and sobbing body, and calm slowly came over the crowd.

Father Domingo Romero was placed in jail, and a guard was placed around him. For a priest to commit rape was the most heinous crime imaginable. It was worse than a father lying with a daughter, or mother with son. For the priest was born of the Gods, and mankind was his child, and to so cast away that trust was purely unimaginable.

And a trial was held the very next day. The King’s Magistrate was summoned and the King’s Hall was opened and people crowded in to see the proper dispensation of justice.

A full troop of Guardsmen marched Father Romero to the trial, and he hobbled through the streets, broken apart, sobbing of his betrayal, and people jeered and threw rotten fruit at him.

“Satan!”

“Devil!

“Demon!”

“Betrayer!”

And the priest huddled in on himself, staggered (for he was still sore wounded by his fight with the crowd) and tripped and even crawled, to the King’s Hall.

He was marched up the center aisle, and the people crowded onto benches and jostled for a view of the proceedings.

The King’s Magistrate, impressive in his robes, came out of a side room and sat behind the high pulpit.

“Read the charges.”

A scribe stood up and intoned, “That Father Domingo Romero did forcibly and without permission rape one Tamis, uh, no last name, on the…”

Then the Magistrate looked down upon the broken and sobbing form of the stricken priest.

“What say you in defense, priest?”

Father Romero stood up slowly, held to the back of a bench to steady himself. His voice was cracked and broken, and said: “She is a demon. I was exorcising her, and…and…” he broke down and sobbed.

The crowd murmured. They didn’t like the words, but, still, there was authority here.

“And where is this ‘Tamis?’”

Everybody looked around. She wasn’t in the room. But Rodney was. He stood in a corner and tried to be inconspicuous.

Harris saw the boy, however, and he pointed a finger and yelled, “That’s her brother!”

Rodney tried to struggle through the crowd, but it was too thick, and he was shortly hemmed in by Guardsmen.

“Bring the lad up here!”

Rodney was pushed to the front of the room. Long had he avoided being noticed. He preferred speech with individuals to sate his need for human commerce, but now he was trapped.

The magistrate leaned forward and frowned. “Where is your sister?”

“She has gone to visit relatives.” Feeble, but it was all he could think of.

The magistrate frowned. “Place the boy in jail until we have the sister.”

“No! No!” This was Rodney’s worst nightmare, for should he be confined he would be found out when the sun sank below the horizon, and he would be in weakened form, unable to fight, his only weapons his breasts and thighs and creamy skin.

There was no hope for him, however, for the Guardsmen were many, and they were big and strong, and while he might have bested one or two, he could not fight a dozen. So they captured him, chained him, and took him to jail.


CHAPTER EIGHT

Rodney sat in a cell. A half a dozen other men were in the cell with him. Drunks, cutpurses, and one fellow who looked like murder, but wouldn’t say a word.

A high window let in a smattering of gloomy light. The floor was covered with straw, but under the straw was cold cut stone.

“What you in fer?”

Rodney ignored the man. He was lost in thought. He had been protected by Renwitta. And even if he wasn’t protected, the demon wouldn’t let anything happen to Tamis. So why was he sitting in a jail cell and waiting to be discovered?

He had total confidence that he would be taken to the stake and burned as soon as he changed. They wouldn’t wait for morning or even another trial.

Time passed slowly, yet Rodney knew that when it had passed it would seem a flash. Forever to reach a moment so brief, his memories of his last day on earth.

And, though he knew it to be a waste of his last precious moments, he slept.

He awoke.

Beyond the cell a Guardsman sat at a table and played checkers with himself. He would make a move, stand up and walk around the table and sit down, and make another move.

The sun was lowering in the sky and even the dim light coming through the high window was starting to fade.

And he felt the change.

He changed completely, and within a matter of a minute, and, miraculously, none of the other prisoners noticed. They were sleeping, or absorbed in their own thoughts, and he was in a corner. Then he was changed and he knew he had to move.

He walked to the bars and called to the guard. “Hey!”

He spoke softly, but his voice was changed, now high and breathy, like a female’s, and he wished that none of the other prisoners would hear him, but they did.

“Hey!”

“That’s a girl!”

“Fuck!”

The shadows behind Tamis rose up and advanced.

The guardsman saw what was happening and he ran for the cell and fumbled with his keys while he unlocked it.

Then, just before the prisoners took it upon themselves to ravage Tamis and rape her, the door swung back and she jumped out. The Guardsman drew a short sword and poked at at the other prisoners. They retreated, grumbling at their bad fortune, wishing for another chance at the girl who wore over-sized man’s clothes.

“What are you…how’d you get in there!”

She looked at him. It was the only chance she had, and she turned her baby blues on and melted him. He fell in love.

“I don’t know, but now you can rescue me.”

His penis grew stout and hard. He was middle-aged, past the point of combat, and had been placed in this office to while away the days. Now he looked at the girl, his lust growing, appreciating the bulge of her chest under the clothes, the way her long hair shimmered in the dim light of ensconced torches.

“Please, help me leave. Then we can be together!”

His heart was melted candy, and his mind was about the same consistency.

“Of course, I can help you. Come along…” he led her down the passageway, holding her hand, his heart throbbing with desire, his pecker dripping and drooling in his pants.

They ascended a stair and came to a door. “This is the back corridor. If you turn right and run fast, you’ll come to the back door of the jail. Where can we meet up later?”

And he believed that she really would come to him, be with him.

“At the north end of town there’s a well. Across from the well is a stable. Wait for me there. Midnight.

He grinned, and he kissed her, and though she didn’t want to kiss him, she did, and then she pushed him away, peeked out of the door, then ran for the back door.

And made it! She opened it, ran down some steps and realized she was going too fast. She tried to stop, and couldn’t, and belly flopped in the street.

“HO!”

A man leading a squad of Guardsmen held up his hand, leaped from his horse, and helped her to her feet.

“What do we have here? A jail break?”

Tamis sobbed with frustration, to be so close. If she had just sauntered down the steps instead of running…

“That’s the girl they’re looking for. The demon!” One of his men shouted.

The Guardsman quickly looked away, fearing to be ensorcelled, and though Tamis tried to catch his eye, she couldn’t.

“Don’t look at her!” yelled the Captain of the Guard. “Give me that feed sack!”

Then he pulled the disgusting feed sack over Tamis’ head.

Tamis fought, but she was in a weaker body now, and she was no match for the bullies who held her, then put irons on her wrists and ankles.

Then the Captain of the Guard hoisted her up across his saddle, and leaped onto the buttocks behind the saddle.

Tamis expected to be carried back into the jail. She was surprised when the horse cantered through town. Then the horse pulled up and she was taken off the back of the horse and thrown over the Captain’s shoulders. She struggled, but he merely slapped her ass and told her to “shut.”

He walked up a short flight of stairs, across a room, then up another fight of stairs. His shoulder dug into her belly and she groaned, but the Captain didn’t care.

Then down a hallway and into a room, and she was tossed on a bed. She tried to wiggle her head out of the bag, but she was slapped and told to hold still. So she sat on the bed and waited.

Shortly a door shut and she heard soft footsteps.

“This is the girl?”

“It is.”

“And is she a demon?”

“I dare not risk.”

“Hmm.”

The Captain and the newcomer talked then, and Tamis figured out that it was the magistrate.

“I brought her here because the townsfolk would just hang her.”

“If she’s a demon.”

“If.”

“How did you catch her?”

“She escaped from the jail. I have sent a man for the jailor, and then we can have an answer or two.”

“Let us see what the jailor has to say, and then we can decide whether to send her to the Prince.”

“What are you saying?” Tamis said, speaking loudly so as to be heard. For her effort she received another slap, and the admonition, “None of that, demon. No speaking or we’ll burn your tongue out of your head.”

Tamis held her next words, and her breath, and wondered where Renwitta was. Didn’t the demon know she was at risk?

A tap at the door. The door opening. A voice…the jailor. “Yes, m’lord.”

“You let this girl escape. Why?”

Hemming and hawing.

“Speak now, or I shall plant you on a stake and let you sink of your own weight.”

And the jailor burst out with a sob, “I love her, m’lord!”

Silence.

Then the Captain spoke, “And when did you decide you loved her?”

“But…I…she looked at me.”

“Where was she?”

“In the cell.”

“And you didn’t wonder why she was in a cell? How she got there when she was not there a moment before?”

“I…but she was a girl, and I had to help her. I—“

“I know. You loved her.”

“Yes, m’lord.”

A moment of silence, then the Captain spoke.

“Are there any prisoners missing?”

“Only that boy they arrested today.”

“The one known only as ‘Rodney.’”

“Yes, sir. Is that…” the jailor suddenly had epiphany. “Oh…my Gods…is she…is…”

“She is,” the Captain spoke drily. Then: “Now return to your post, and speak not.”

“Will I be punished?”

“Probably, but your ensorcellment will be taken into consideration. Now leave.”

The jailor left, and Tamis listened to the breathing of the remaining men. Her mind cast about for a way to escape.

“You must place her in a box with seven locks and take her to the Prince.”

“Yes, sir.”

And then the Captain called for one of the guardsmen and began procedures for transporting demons.

Tamis lay in the box and listened to the jiggling of reins. The box bounced every once in a while, and it was obvious that she was on a horse cart and being pulled through rough country.

A box with seven locks. The trip to last seven days, whether it was one day away, or ten, it had to be accomplished in seven days. She had a jug of water to last seven days, and nothing more.

Her body hurt, for there was no blanket, and even her clothes had been taken from her.

At least she had been freed from that stupid feed bag. Horses ate and slobbered in that thing, and she had had to wear it until the last minute before she was confined in the box.

And nobody would talk to her. What she knew about the trial of seven days in a box with seven locks she gleaned form bits and pieces of conversations she had overheard.

Though the box had no weaknesses for light to enter in through, she knew the passage of days, for she could measure them by her changes. Tamis to Rodney to Tami to Rodney…time passed.

Yet, Tamis or Rodney, she had no chance to escape.

So she bounced, and counted the bounces, and the minutes, and slept as she wished, which soon grew old, and waited.

Waited to be taken out of the box and revealed. And she had no doubt that she would be burned at the stake, for that was how demons were dealt with.

Waited. Through the jouncing minutes, and days, and a week. And the wagon never seemed to stop, just kept going along, ignoring her complaints or bruises.

And then, suddenly, it stopped.

As if from far away she heard voices, and then the box was lifted up and carried, and now the journey was smoother.

For long minutes she was toted, up stairs, down corridors (she presumed) and, at last, into an audience with whoever this ‘prince’ was.

The box was put down and she heard sounds, as if locks were being undone. Then the lid came up and she was able to get up.

She sat up, sore and stiff, and held her hands to her kidneys. She had used up her water and was thirsty.

And she smelled, for she had had to pee on herself.

She was in a room with seven priests, evenly spaced about the room, and a raised throne.

On the throne sat a young man with sparkling eyes.

The prince! And he was real! An actual prince of the realm.

“Let me go,” she croaked. She was careful to keep her eyes lowered, to look slightly to the side. She was afraid that if she cast a spell over somebody, no matter how innocently, she would be found out.

The Prince waved a hand and somebody ran to her, brought her a cup of water.

“Your majesty!” One of the priests objected.

Yet the priest pursed his lips and waved dismissively.

She gulped the water, holding on to the arm of the man so proffering. Then, thirst satisfied, she looked to the side of the Prince and begged, “Food.”

“Maybe. But you’ll forgive our suspicions.”

Blurted one of the priests, “Burn her.”

“Nay, Galexis. We have long waited for a chance to examine a real demon, and you would have me waste this opportunity?”             

“To meet the minions of the dark Gods? I would not call that an opportunity.”

“”Never the less, we will treat it like an opportunity. Now, Miss…Tamis, I believe they called you?…tell us how you came to be a demon.”

She was caught. There was nothing for it but to speak. Only in speaking, in telling lengthy fable, could she hope to prolong her life. But she had to try one last ruse.

“I can only tell one person.”

The Prince smiled. “A journey of seven days, locked in a box with seven locks, to be interview by seven priests, and you would think I would break that stricture?

She about gave up hope then, but there was yet one last thing she might try. It was a long shot, especially in a room filled with priests, but she tried it anyway.

She looked at, cast her eyes full upon, the Prince.

He fell in love with her.

Yet she lowered her gaze so quickly none could tell that it happened.

Except the Prince.

He sat on his dais, and his mind picked up speed. Right in front of everybody…he realized he had been caught. And he knew he should say something, let the priests know, but he couldn’t. He was in love.

Knowing what would happen if he revealed how happy he suddenly was, and how his heart yearned for this girl—she wasn’t a demon, he knew that, his heart told him that—then the priests would confine him, and he would be the subject of their exorcisms. And he would be blocked from every seeing the girl again, touching her, feeling her…loving her.

So he must let this play out, and hope that, at the end, he could have his way.

but he must let the girl know that she was safe. He thought long and hard, then spoke casually: “You will be safe. Have no fear. Simply tell us your story.”

Yet he had emphasized the first sentence, and she had glanced towards him. Did she understand?

Well, no matter. Let the play commence.

“Question her, priests, but I do not wish for her flesh to be scored.”

“But, sire?” one of the priests objected, “How are we to ascertain the truth if we do not use certain tools?”

“And if she is innocent? If she is merely a tool of a demon, or worse, an innocent person ensorcelled against her will, can you justify ripping her arms out of the sockets? Or emptying her mouth of teeth?”

The priest grumbled then, but they began questioning Tamis.

“Where do you come from? How were you born?”

“Did your parents have hooves?” And they examined her for horns on the sides of her forehead.

“Eat this garlic clove.”

And they poked and prodded her.

And she, on her turn, told them a very simply but modified story.

She had been a boy, walking in the woods, and a demon had cast a spell on her.

Yes, she turned into a boy at dawn and was a girl at night, but not by her own choice.

And they watched her change, and they marveled, and they felt her organs, and Rodney’s, assessing truth through the feel of sexual apparatus.

And she mentioned nothing of sitting on a stone phallus, of being imprisoned in a castle that reached the lower basements of heaven, of spending time in a cell at the bottom of hell, beating on his meat and praying for death.

Fortunately for her, when she came too close to the truth, or to an aspect of her adventures that the priests wouldn’t appreciate, the Prince inserted his personality. And though some of the priests  frowned at such distraction, they could do nothing, for he was the Prince.

And the Prince smiled, for he was in love.

The questioning was over, and Tamis sat in a chair in the center of the room. The priests had gone, and she was spared the torch.

But cures were being sought for her ensorcelled state.

A priest brought her food and placed it on a small table before her. Then he left the room.

The Prince entered, and he approached Tamis.

“Sire! You must not be alone with the possessed!”

The Prince wave a hand desultorily and said, “Leave us.”

“But, sire!”

“Heed me. She has been pronounced possessed, she is not a demon. I am in no danger.”

Unless you count me having submitted my heart to his beauty dangerous.

“Yes, sire.”

Tamis sat upon her chair, and the prince sat upon his throne, and they considered each other.

She had figured out that she loved him.

He knew loved her.

“What now?” she asked.

“Now we find a way to cure you, to exorcise you.”

“But there is nothing to come forth. I am a boy during the day, a girl at night. One without the other and I die. For I am both.”

The Prince smiled. “The solution is to be married.”

This statement caused Tamis to catch her breath.

“Marriage?”

The Prince explained. “The priests are in possession of an ancient tome, one I have already seen and presented to them.”

“But, I don’t understand. What solution is there in marriage?”

“If you marry me the blood of kings, anointed by the Gods themselves, will be greater than the curses of a demon, and you will be cured.”

“I will no longer be male by day and female by night.”

The Prince shook his head.

“But what if I become Rodney? For that is what I was!”

“If we marry while you are male, you will stay male. If we marry while you are female, then that is how you will stay.”

Her breath came out slowly. And she thought about the curse. And the fever which possessed her whenever she saw a man’s cock.

“And I will be able to have sex? And orgasm? And men…you…won’t squirt your seed on the floor at the mere sight of me?”

He shook his head, and his words would become truth.

Tamis was married to the Prince, and she did stop being Rodney, and the royal couple lived their days and nights in bliss.

And the Prince plumbed her depths with his royal cock, and caused her much pleasure.

And he was able to withstand the shock of her beauty and last long enough to cause her to spasm in delight and believe that the world had, indeed stopped.

And they had children, and here came the true fruition of the curse of the demon Renwitta.

For their children were now tainted by Tamis’ blood, and if they were female they were beautiful, and they caused much misery, and men to even fight over them.

And if they were men, they were quick to anger and to fight over women.

And so a peaceful race, all mankind, became streaked through with jealousy and unhappiness. And men became so unhappy that they wished to effect change, to become the Tamis within them, and they sought out ways to become female, and so to escape the curse of the were-fem.

END
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.
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A NOTE FROM GRACE

I originally wrote the first four parts of this story as individual stories. I knew it was a bit much, people want the whole story, but if you understand how Amazon works, and what it takes to squeeze money out of those bas…people, you wouldn’t begrudge me.

But I couldn’t wait to finish the last section and put the whole book together. Which I have just done.

I love the short ten thousand words stories, but there is so much more satisfaction in writing a book. You get to spiral the plot and cross the characters and do all sorts of things that you can’t do in a shorter story.

So let me be blunt. Joe and Alyce both told me that this is destined to be a classic. Well, I don’t know about that, but if it is, I want to ask of you something. I need five star reviews. Not four, not three…but five. So when you’re done, when you figured out that this is the real deal, complete with amazing twists and outlandish ideas, rate me five stars on Amazon.

Give me the juice, free me up so I can write more novels.

Now, begging over, turn (scroll) the page and prepare to delve into the wickedest, weirdest adventure I have ever written.

Grace


CHAPTER ONE

AMY

“Oh!…Yeah!…Unh!”

I felt the shudders go through my body, the white hot heat rippled out from my vagina, my limbs locked up, then the pleasure swelled up and gobsmacked me.

“Fuck!” I whispered, my hips lurching, out of control, sudden spasms that felt so-o-o good.

Bob started to pump harder, faster. He knew I had cum, and he knew he had to hurry up.

I lay for a brief moment while he desperately tried to get off, then I pulled my hips back, squinched them up and pushed him off with my arms.

“No!” he whined. “No! No!”

“Too bad. So sad.” I sighed and smiled happily. I always love the feeling of lazy goodness that washes through me after a good cum.

“But, Amy, I…you can’t deny me!”

“Oh, but I can,” I breathed and just felt the warmth suffuse me.

He lay next to me, his rigid rod like a rocket ready to blast off.

I turned to him. I reached down and stroked him. “How close were you?”

“I was…eh…eh…”

I took my hand off his pecker. “That close, eh?”

“Oh, Heysoos Xristo!”

“Oh, come on,” I slipped out of bed. “It’s not that bad.”

“Oh, it is,” he assured me.

“It’s just a little boner.”

He lay on the bed, his forearm over his eyes, and whined. He sounded so desperate I giggled.

I sauntered across the room, wiggling my cute, little ass. My cute, round ass. My booty that drove him wild.

Isn’t it funny? Men always talk about ‘look at the ass on the bitch!’ And, ‘Man, what an ass!’”

But the ass isn’t what they really screw. Uh, normally. Unless they’re into anal.

But we weren’t into anal, and he wanted my ass, but the ass was more my cushion when he came in the front door. As far as I was concerned my ass was there for my comfort when he got a little hot and heavy. It was a cushion to sit on.

It had nothing to do with…you know.

But that’s men for you, small, confused creatures, always thinking their cocks are the most important thing in the universe.

If they knew what an orgasm was for a woman then they’d know the difference between hot dogs and steak.

Anyhoo, I sauntered through the bedroom, into the bathroom, and stepped into the shower.

Bob right behind me. Hoping to finish what he’d started. Maybe thinking that just because he was draping himself all over me I would relent and let him have his messy, little squirt.

I turned on the shower, he slipped in after me, and in a moment I was letting him scrub a dub dub me.

“Oh, Amy,” he soaped my breasts, mouthed them, sucked on the nipples.

Laughing, I pushed his face away. “You had your chance.”

“Oh, honey!” he soaped my ass. His rock hard boner was poking me in the thigh.

I grabbed it.

“Unh!” he grunted.

I held it. Didn’t stroke it, just held it.

“Oh…God! Please.”

“Honey,” I whispered, nibbling on his lips, “You know you’re nothing but my horny, little dog. So stop trying to get off and accept your fate.”

He whined and whimpered. But I held on to him until I could rinse myself off, then I slipped out of the shower and grabbed a towel. “And you’d better not masturbate,” I warned.

From outside the shower I could hear him breathing hard, he hadn’t wasted any time…he was playing with himself.

I opened the shower and slapped his hand away from his junk. “None of that, horn dog.”

I waited in the bathroom, making sure he didn’t have an ‘accident,’ drying my hair and watching him.

He was beaten, and he knew it. He knew that I knew him too well, and he exited the showed with slumped shoulders and the most magnificent hard on in the history of hard ons.

Rigid. Erect. And…dripping.

I do so love it when a man drips.

Now, don’t get me wrong, I am not cruel and unusual, I just think that men should control themselves. A man that controls himself, and is allowed a minimum of cums, is a man that is happy and healthy and waits on me hand and foot. And isn’t that what it’s all about?

I exited the bathroom and headed for my underwear drawer.

Bob followed me, and I shook my head when it looked like he was going to veer in my direction.

He went to his drawer and picked out his underwear for the day. A pink thong and a tank top. Not an unduly feminine tank top, just enough skin showing that it had a hint of femininity. Too much and he’d revolt. Too little and…he wouldn’t be so excited.

He pulled on his thong, his boner stuck out like a ten foot sore thumb, and he sat on the bed and watched me.

First, I like shelf bras. I love it when my large breasts peek over the top and show nipple. Then I put on a cut off tee shirt. People can see the nipple when the light is right, and when the material rubbed my exposed nipple that nipple would stand up in a most noticeable fashion. Then I would slide over to Bob, hug his arm, let him feel my nipple rubbing against him, and I would get twice excited. Once for my nipple being stimulated, and once for the thrill I got from teasing him.

Next. Underwear. I like skimpy, little bikini bottoms. If I wear thongs I get too excited. When that string rubs my button long enough I get out of control, and Bob ends up getting a cum.

Don’t want that, so bikini bottoms for me.

I pulled on some shorts. The legs were high and tight and I showed off a LOT of leg. Bob loves leg. Poor boy.

I looked at Bob. He was sitting on the bed staring at me. So horny he couldn’t stand it.

“Come on, lazy boner. Let’s go look at garage sales.”

He sighed. “Honey, I can’t go. Not with this sticking out.” He looked sadly at his wanger.

“I could always spank it.”

“Oh, no.”

I had spanked his cock a few times, and he wasn’t a fan of that.

“Then you’d better get into your pants,” I eyed him fiercely.

He sighed, then grabbed a pair of shorts and stuck his legs into them.

I sat down at my make up table and began the short but interesting procedure of making myself scintillatingly beautiful.

Bob put on his shoes and sat back down and watched. I could see how uncomfortable his boner was in his pants, and I loved it.

A little moisturizer, clean out those pores a simple shower can’t get, and my skin felt fresh and alive. Some primer, foundation, add a little color here and there, then the eyes.

The eyes are very important. A girl has simply GOT to have eyes that pop, and I spent some time making sure my lids were light and grey, mysterious.

Finally, the lipstick. I smacked at myself in the mirror, and smiled at Bob.

Poor Bob. He had a rocket in his pocket, and the thong was rubbing his little star. He was going to be a horny, little boy today, just the way I liked him.

I stood up, stepped into some high heels, and sashayed over to him.

He sat on the bed and watched me, dazed, and I took his hand and he stood up.

“Bob,” I whispered, moving closer to him, letting him feel my excited nipples. “Bob…” My mouth was close to his, my breath was on him, and his eyes were wide.

He started to move in for the kiss.

I backed away and said, “Gotcha.”

“Oh, fuck!” he whined, scrunching his groin and grabbing it with one hand.

“Now come on. We don’t want to be late.”

He followed me out of the house, grumbling about, “How can you be late for a garage sale?”

We drove through town, him driving and me sitting and letting my hair flow behind me. I do so love a convertible.

“You want to find one?” he asked.

I picked up my cell phone. “Siri, find us a garage sale.”

“I don’t quite understand you.”

“Siri, a garage sale.”

“There’s a restaurant in Bombay by that name. Is that what you were looking for?”

“Siri, fuck yourself.”

“You first, Amy.”

Fucking Siri.

Bob laughed. He thought Siri was an idiot, and only idiots used her.

“Well, I guess we’ll just…”

“There’s one!”

Bob pulled over to the curb and we got out and meandered up a drive way.

A half a dozen tables led to a garage, inside of which were another half dozen tables.

“Hunh,” muttered Bob. The outside tables were littered with clothes and books and used up toys.

“This is more like it,” he said, when we reached the garage. The tables there were littered with pliers and blowers and all sorts of tools.

“Great,” I gave my own mutter. Then I saw the old lady at the back of the garage. She was sitting on the stoop, watching the few customers, and she had the saddest expression.

I stepped over to the table directly in front of her. Out of place among the tools, it held earrings. Lots of earrings. The whole thing was nothing but earrings.

“Hello,” I said, picking up one of the earrings and looking at it.

“Good morning.” She had a light accent. Sounded mid-eastern, or maybe Ukrainian. The more we talked the more her accent would slip, until she was very guttural.

“These are lovely,” I commented. “Did you make them?”

“Husband make earring.”

I looked at the table. There were boxes of the things. That was a lot of earrings for a man to make.

“Was he a gemologist?”

“He slave,” she snickered. Having a woman to talk to had brightened her up.

I laughed. “All men are slaves, if you know what you’re doing.” I chuckled, glancing at Bob, who was holding up an impact screwdriver and fantasizing using it.

The woman cocked her head slightly and studied me.

I picked up earring after earring, held them to my ears and looked at a little mirror she had on the table. I loved the sparkle. Then my attention was caught by one set of earrings. They weren’t just earrings, they were silvery, shiny, and perfectly shaped, miniature testicles. I giggled. “Now these, I like.”

“One hundred dollar.”

I blinked, turned my attention to her.

“Isn’t that a little pricey?”

She grinned. Her teeth were old, her skin was sallow, but there was an undeniable humor suddenly exuding from her. “You put on, tell husband to pay one hundred dollar. See what he do.”

“What’ll he do?” I couldn’t help but ask.

“If he not pay one hundred dollar you get free.”

Well, if this wasn’t the weirdest garage sale I had ever been to. Still, a challenge is a challenge, and there was no way I could lose, especially with Bob being the original cheapskate. I was about to get some beautiful earrings, with a lot of personality, for free.

I slipped the posts through my lobes and fastened them. I smiled at her. Poor old woman. Probably a little senile. I would have to pay her something.

I turned to Bob.

Bob was looking down the blade of a rusty, old saw, enthralled by the crooked teeth that were worn down to the nub.

“Hey, Bob?”

“Yes, dear,” he instantly looked at me. So fast I almost blinked. And the look in his eyes, it was intense. He stepped over to me, fast. “What would you like.”

“Can you give this woman a hundred dollars?”

“Certainly.” he pulled out his wallet and counted twenties, and I stared in shock.

A hundred dollars. For earrings, and he didn’t even ask. He just…complied.

He handed the money to the old lady and faced me. As if waiting. A stupid look on his face.

“Uh…”

“Tell him go look at tables.”

“Go on and look at the tools, honey.”

“Okay,” and he was instantly perusing tools. Intensely looking at tools.

I turned to the old lady, my mouth open.

She was wheezing a laugh. “Husband make earrings. One earring have gold inside, other have silver inside. Both have testicle juice.”

From an old physics class something was making a weird sort of sense.

“Gold and silver, man juice, put on ear make man do what you want.”

I stood there for a moment, thinking about what she was saying.

The two metals would be poles. But silver and gold were weak metals. But if there was liquid in there…then…then…

And I remembered a student asking my professor a question: why do some people hear radios through their teeth?

And the professor had said, saliva acted as a conductor for the metal in the mouth, made weak metals stronger, and then…

I blinked and looked at the old lady. “Your husband figured this out?”

“Accident, but he give me earrings and I find out. I make him make more accidents.” She swept her hand to indicated the earrings on the table.

I stared at the table. OMG. There must be thousands of earrings. Thousands of devices to make a man do what a woman wanted.

The mind is like a radio station, putting out vibrations, and the earrings enhanced them, and because it was ‘man juice’ inside the earrings, they only worked on men. OMFG!

Suddenly intent, I asked, “How much for all of them?”

She snickered. “I only sell couple a week. Last me long time. I sell all I go broke.”

“Okay, how about a box?” There were probably a hundred in a box.

I could see the old woman doing calculations. A hundred times a hundred. Ten thousand.

“How come you want so many?”

“I’ve got friends.” Just wait until my women’s club got a hold of these!

She nodded. “You help me.” And she began putting the earrings away. She pushed them in boxes and pushed the boxes inside the kitchen door.

She hadn’t said no, but…she was going to show me something.

The boxes out of sight she motioned me to follow her.

We entered the kitchen and walked through the house. To the back bedroom. She opened the door.

An old man was laying on a bed. He was naked, probably eighty years old, and he had a massive boner.

“Husband. Use too much he break. Can’t control self, I don’t like control all the time. Leave him here when I tired.”

I stared at the drooling, slavering, old man. He was staring at his wife with rapture. He obviously had no thought in the world, except to love his wife.

His wife, the old crone who had taken his will away and left him a simpering slave.

She turned to me, watched me, and I had the feeling she was waiting for me to say something. Yet she was giving me the space to think about all this.

I frowned, and considered the man. I thought about my husband. Yes, I loved him, and I especially loved it when he was enthralled with me. Of course I used sex.

But from the appearance of the old man he was being used sexually also. The earrings must stimulate him in such a manner that he only wanted to serve, to be near her.

The old lady said, “You tell what to do.”

“What?”

“Tell husband to close hands. Make fists.”

I said, “Make your hands into fists,” he immediately looked at me, blinked, and made fists.

“Make any man love you. Once they in love they do what you want.”

I considered her words. I considered my friends. I sighed. “I’ve got a woman’s club. They are all married…”

She seemed to think for a long moment, then she gave a curt nod. “Okay. I sell.”

“Thank you. Can I have my husband write you a check?”

Then she surprised me. “No money. You take.”

“But…”

“If have to can make husband make more. Want see what happen.”

She wanted to see what effects a hundred women would have. Man, and that would be a sociological experiment. Would all thos emen become instant slaves? What would happen to the men over time?

“Thank you,” I said.

She smiled, we went to the kitchen where she pointed me to a box. I smiled, all the earrings inside were like mine. Little silver testicles. They were together as pairs, which was good. A box of these things it would be difficult to tell which were gold and which were silver.

I bid the old lady good bye, promised to keep in touch, and told Bob to carry my earrings to the car.

He happily did so.

I spent a happy week getting used to the earrings. And they did take getting used to. Bob wasn’t just enslaved, he was enthralled, and I had to be careful I didn’t say something that would mess him up.

I didn’t, for instance, want to say something like ‘go fuck yourself.’ That would have been a disaster of unimaginable proportions. He’d probably rip his dick off and stuff it up his asshole. Or maybe contort to get his dick up his Heinie, and end up breaking his back.

So I learned to speak less, and be very specific. ‘Take a long walk off a short pier would be another disaster. Even a simple ‘take a hike’ could have unwanted results.

On the good side, Bob never showed a bit of resistance or rancor. It was as if he was connected to me, his mind slave to mine, and that made him nothing but happy.

I told him to do the dishes, and they were done, sparkling, and put away.

I told him to do the lawn and he cut it and cross cut it, the blades of grass looking like a rug pattern. The cuttings packed into a garbage can.

Man, I had the cleanest house on the block, maybe in the world. But that was only the start.

I had orgasms by the bushel. I said ‘eat me,’ and he slid to his knees like he was coming into home plate, he gobbled so ferociously orgasms were a foregone conclusion.

I said ‘fuck me,’ and he was there, kind and considerate and anticipating my every whim.

And, joy of joy, he didn’t insist on cumming! I would say ‘fuck me, but don’t cum,’ and he would spend hours doing his duty, better than he ever had before, and I would have no sticky mess to clean up afterwards.

This was, to phrase it succinctly, every woman’s dream. A man to work for her, to service her when needed, but with none of the drawbacks.

Thus, though it was only a few days of exploring and discovering, I was quite ready when my Women’s Club held their weekly meeting.

We met in an old rec hall on the south side of town. It wasn’t luxurious, but it was clean. When Bob and I arrived the other ladies were already inside. I was purposefully late. I was about to rock their world.

“Come along, Bob.”

He stepped out of the car, ran around to my door and opened it. Which was funny because he was the passenger and I was the driver.

I walked across the parking lot, and Bob followed along. My heels went click, click, click. He shuffled. I liked it when he shuffled.

I entered the hall and strode up an aisle to the front of the room.

Daisy Henderson, who was leading the meeting, stopped with open mouth. Everybody stared at me, striding up the aisle so positively. And they stared at my husband, following dutifully along.

Whispers began. “She brought her husband?” “What is happening?” “Why is she…”

I smiled at Daisy and told her I had a special announcement. Daisy can be a little overbearing, but she was obviously confused by my action, so she moved to the side and watched.

“Bob, sit on the floor.”

Bob sat down in front of me. Cross legged, head down.

I looked up at the ladies.

“Ladies, please take note of Bob. He will do anything I say, and you can make your husbands just as compliant.”

A quick buzz ran through the hall. I could see women whispering to each other.

I held up my hand and the noise quieted.

“Bob. Do push ups.”

Bob quickly assumed the position and began doing push ups.

“Whatever I say…Bob will do. Does anybody have something for me to say to Bob?”

Lindsey Callahan, front row, raised a hand. “Can he stand on his head.”

“Bob, stand on your head.”

Bob quickly squatted, put his head on the ground, and did a headstand. This was extra impressive to me, as he had never been able to do a headstand before.

More murmurs, some of them quite loud.

A voice from the back. “Have him run in place.”

“Bob, run in place.”

Bob leaped to his feet and back jogging in place.

“This is silly,” said Betty Johnson.

“Tell me what you want him to do.”

“Write me a check for a thousand dollars.”

“Bob, write a check to Betty for a thousand dollars. Don’t sign it.”

“If he doesn’t sign it then—“

“I’m not going to give you money for nothing.”

Betty frowned. Then her friend Samantha Dole, stood up. I knew what was coming. Samantha was sort of a skank. A fun skank, but a skank nevertheless.

“Tell him to take his clothes off.”

Tell the truth, I expected that one, and pretty darn quick. We were all women, so it was easily predicted.

“Bob, lose your clothes.”

Bob stopped running in place and stripped. The ladies gasped as he stood revealed, his big, dripping boner quite obvious.

“Tell him to masturbate,” somebody shouted.

“Bob, stroke yourself, but no cumming.”

“Why no cumming?”

“If he doesn’t cum he stays in love with me. You all know that. Let a man cum and he no longer cares for you, at least until his balls are full again. I make sure Bob always has full balls, therefore he always cares for me. He loves me. And my…’procedure’ for making him do what I want works best when he’s in love with me.”

Now there was a loud buzz, ladies stared, and whispered, and marveled.

Daisy Henderson moved in from the side and held a hand up.

“This has been a very interesting demonstration, to say the least, and I think what everybody would like to know is…what is your procedure?”

“This,” I cupped my testicle shaped earrings.

I then gave them the talk, how brains put out vibrations, like radio waves, and how when silver and gold were enhanced by man juice, which was sperm, the signal from a woman’s brain was made more powerful and overpowered the signal in the men’s brain.

When I was done they were silent. For about five seconds.

“Can I get pair?”

“Do you have more that are like yours? With testicles?

“How much do you want for a pair?”

I held up my hand. “I am selling them for a hundred dollars a pair.” A girl’s got to make a profit, right? Well, the girls didn’t hesitate, hands went up, dug into purses, and they all started shouting for a pair. “Bob, go get the box of earrings out of the trunk.”

Bob ran, dick flopping, down the aisle. Women giggled as he passed, and a couple of them reached out as if to touch his naked buns.

We all waited, the ladies chatting furiously amongst themselves. And waited. And, finally, Daisy whispered to me, “Where’d Bob go?”

Yes, where did Bob go?

I walked down the aisle and to the doors. Bob was standing at the back of the car, naked, holding the box of earrings. “Bob!” I yelled. “Bring them here.”

I then went back to the front of the room and explained that you had to be very certain of what you were telling your man to do. I had told Bob to get the earrings out of the trunk, and he had, but I hadn’t told him to bring them to me, so he hadn’t.

The girls listened, understood, and I began to collect money. One hundred dollars for one hundred women. 10,000 dollars. Not bad for a night’s work.

What I didn’t know, as I collected money, was that the women were experimenting on Bob.

“Bob, play with yourself.” Betty and Samantha had Bob in front of the kitchen.

Bob frowned. He wasn’t as compelled as he was with me, because he didn’t love Betty or Samantha, but he was still compliant.

“I don’t…Why are you making me do this?” He objected, but he stroked, and he didn’t get the pleasure he got when I told him to play with himself.

“Oh shut up.”

Bob shut, but he was not happy.

Samantha said, “Why don’t we make him like a girl?”

“Oh, that’s good. Bob, here’s my lipstick. Make yourself pretty.”

Bob took the lipstick, his face contorted as he tried to figure out what was happening. He carefully painted his lips and Samantha and Betty giggled.

“Now paint your dick red.”

Bob use the lipstick to color his penis a bright red. And here was something weird, he didn’t mind this so much, in fact, it made him harder.

“Okay, let’s have him—“

“What are you doing with my husband!”

Samantha and Betty jerked and looked at me. I had come up behind them and was incensed. That was my husband they were using, and only I should use my husband!

“We were just…he wanted to…”

They blathered.

Fortunately for them, the earrings they had bought had no posts. They were clip ons. I grabbed the earrings and ripped them off.

They screeched and held their ears, but it was too late. I threw two hundred dollars at them. “I’m not selling to you.”

Well, they complained, and they might have even grown physical, but I turned to Bob and said, “Protect me.”

Bob moved forward like an avenging angel. I think maybe he really wanted to confront the girls, that he didn’t like what they had done to him.

The girls backed off, and I left the building with Bob. They yelled things after me, but I had the earrings and fuck ‘em.

Fifteen minutes later we were home and I was still disturbed. I was so disturbed that I hadn’t even told Bob to get dressed. He had sat, naked, in the passenger seat the whole way home.

“Bob, a couple of drinks. I’ll be in the computer room.”

A minute later Bob appeared. He was still naked, and he still had a bright, red pecker.

I sipped, eyed his red pecker—it was sort of cute—and indicated to Bob that he should drink. He did so, and I asked, “Why did you do what Betty and Samantha told you to?”

“I don’t know,” he was confused.

“Why didn’t you fight back?” I was being a little silly, I knew why. But I wanted to hear him verbalize it.

“I just couldn’t. I wanted to, but…I couldn’t.”

“But you were unhappy.”

“Yes.”

“But you’re happy when I tell you to do things.”

“Yes.”

“Even when I tell you to do things like get undressed, or make you act like a fool?”

“I don’t mind that…” he paused, and I had the feeling there was something more.

“Go on. Tell me.”

“I sort of like it.”

“Why?”

“It’s thing I wouldn’t do normally, but when you tell me I get to.”

I blinked. This was a shocker. “So you have hidden kinks, perversions, and you get to let them out, without feeling guilty or anything.”

He nodded happily.

“So, Bob, what are the things that you would like to do, but don’t do because…because you…” I wasn’t sure how to phrase this. Because he was afraid society wouldn’t like it? Because he was afraid I wouldn’t like it?

But my confusion was quickly handled because Bob blurted out: “I like to jack off. I’ve always wondered what it would be like to be a girl. Sometimes I like to play with my butt and stick my thumb up it. I…” the list went on and my jaw dropped.

He loved me, and he wanted to please me, and, finally, he was able to. He was able to give voice to all his kinks. He was glad to not have secrets any more.

The downside was that I had asked. Which meant I couldn’t get pissed off.

But, as I listened to him describe the things in his kinky, little heart I realized something: it was sort of sexy, what he was saying.

I mean, I was kinky. I liked to tease him, a lot, and that made me hot. So to hear all this other stuff, stuff that made him hot…it started to make me hot.

Normally, I would have been ‘Ewe! But I couldn’t go ‘ewe’ now, and, as I listened, it was sort of like the teasing thing. And as he talked his dick started bobbing up and down, and drooling even more pre-cum. And that was hot.

So he wanted to dress like a girl. And he was stopping himself. But it excited him. So if I did that, made him dress like a girl, then he would get hotter, and that made me hotter, and…oh, man.

“Okay,” I finally said. Bob shut up. he waited. He watched me with adoring eyes.

I said, “Bob?”

“What?”

I took off my earrings.

I hadn’t had them off since I had put them on in the old woman’s garage.

Bob blinked, and then he started to breath hard.

I could only imagine what it was like for him. His mind taken over, his thoughts controlled, and now…now he was back in control.

“Amy…Amy…” he started to cry.

“What, Bob?”

“Please…please…”

“What?”

“Put them back on.”

My jaw dropped.

“But why?” I managed to stutter.

“Please…just…put them on.”

I slid the posts in and fastened them.

Bob collapsed. He fell forward on the computer table and sobbed.

I brushed his hair, and waited, and I was so confused.

“Bob,” I finally said, “Dry up.”

He stopped crying and sat up straight.

“Why do I have to keep wearing the earrings.”

“I don’t…I can’t…” but he couldn’t tell me. He had had his mind taken away from him, and he didn’t want it back. He wanted me to control him, to tell him what to do.

“Bob, it’s okay. Calm down.”

“Okay.” He went back to calmly sitting and watching me, staring at me with adoration in his eyes.

I considered him. The Bob I knew, who had a mind of his own, even though I made him beg for sex he was still Bob, was gone. And I had a new Bob at my feet.

But did I want this new Bob? Did I want him following my every whim? Did I want him just doing whatever I said with no argument?

I didn’t know. But I knew where to find out.

“Stay here,” I commanded. “Clean the house.”

“Yes, dear.”

I picked up the keys and headed for the car.

Knock, knock. I waited at the front door. The lights were still on inside, so I knew she was awake.

I knocked again, then I heard the slow shuffling.

The door opened, and the old lady peered out at me.

She smiled, and opened the door. I followed her into the house.

We sat at the kitchen table and she poured tea.

“How earrings work?” she asked, sitting down across from me.

“Well. They’re fine. But I have a question.”

She raised her eyes and sipped at her tea.

“Do you still love him?”

She knew immediately that I was talking about her husband.

She nodded. “The emptier he get the more I love.”

What a weird way to phrase it. The emptier her husband got…the less personal spirit he had. It was very understandable. Yet the way she said it gave me shivers.

“So why did you give me the earrings. What’s the real reason.”

“Love,” she said. Then, with a wan smile, “Every woman should own a man.” She paused, then with one quick sentence she explained everything. “I love to own my man.”


CHAPTER TWO

AMY

I noticed the effects of women wearing their special earrings right away. With one hundred women wearing them, bossing their husbands, in a town as small as The Forks, it was inevitable that I run into one of the women. If I went to the store, like as not I would see one of the members of the women’s club. If I went to the country club, for golf or just a lunch, I would run into one of them. Just getting gas I might see one of them. And they were easy to recognize.

The next day I was dropping off a package at the post office. Standing in line I noticed Tom Boswell and Henry Smith standing in front of me. They were not talking, they just stood in line, waiting their turn.

I had a feeling, so I tapped Tom on the shoulder. “Hi, Tom.”

He turned, his eyes were slightly glazed.  “Good morning, Amy.”

A cheerful welcome, but a bit rote. Like he had memorized it.

“Where’s Beth?”

“She’s at home.”

Following my instincts, I asked, “Got you doing the errands, does she?”

“I like doing errands,” he explained, as if the thought had just occurred to him and was a happy one.

I felt a bit of confidence grow. Tom was artificially polite. Sincere, but removed from any real emotion. Henry hadn’t even turned around.

I fingered my earrings.

“Could you say no to this errand if you wanted to?”

A frown crossed Tom’s face. “Why, no.”

A spark of the old Tom.

“But you’re doing it because…?”

His frown deepened. He was not entirely happy. Almost happy, but not really happy. “Beth told me to.”

I studied the man.

Tom sighed, the frown lessened, and he eventually turned away from me.

I waited in line. Impatient. I was having thoughts, realizing things. I tapped Tom on the shoulder.

“Tom, could you mail this for me?”

Tom didn’t really frown, he was here after all, it was a logical request, in a way. And there was something in him that was getting used to complying. He took my packet of letters, and a couple of dollars for the postage.

“Thanks, Tom,” and I left. And realized that I didn’t really need to say ‘thanks.’

Servitude was all the thanks Tom was going to get this day, and probably any other.

I went home and was going to call Beth, just to chat, but as I drove into the drive I saw Betty and Samantha at the front door talking to Bob.

I got out of the car and the two women came over to me.

“Amy, we want to apologize. We were really out of line.”

For a good five minutes the girls apologized to me, and they said they had already apologized to Bob. I didn’t doubt this, for they were desperate…for earrings.

And I found myself forgiving them and giving them each a pair. No charge.

I had a bag full of money, and I knew Bob had been working all morning—I had told him to—so money wasn’t going to be a problem, and it kept him out of my hair, and…I handed the women the earrings and they grinned and thanked me and everything was hunky dory.

And the truth of the matter was that I just wanted to see what was going to happen. What would they do to their men?

Would they abuse them past the point of no return? Would the men be rendered…useless? And within a short time?

It was something I needed to know.

The girls left and I entered the house, deep in thought, and found that my answering machine was filled up.

“What the fuck?” I whispered, and turned the machine on.

“Amy, this is Wanda Sikes. Those earrings are wonderful, but I had a question…”

“Hi, Amy. Martha here, and I had something I wanted to run by you. When you use the earrings…”

“Hi, Amy, those earrings work wonders. I just thought…”

I listened to a lot of the messages, my mind spinning, then I picked up the phone. Somehow, whether I wanted it or not, I had become the leader of a movement.

Lady after lady I returned calls to, and I said the same thing, “Meeting tonight. We obviously need to get together and compare notes.”

Meanwhile, while I did this, Bob painted the fence. It didn’t really need it, but I liked to keep him busy.

Finally, phone calls done, I called Bob in.

“Hi, honey. I did the fence.”

“Yes, good. Aren’t you horny?”

“Oh, God, yes!”

“Why aren’t you begging me?”

“I…I don’t…”

But she knew. He was working for her, and her commands took precedence over his desires.

“Well, jack off for me.”

Bob quickly undid his pants and began stroking.

“And cum quickly, will you?”

He started to speed up, and she frowned.

“Wait.”

Bob stopped mid-stroke. He waited.

I considered him. He was 110% working for me. My slightest whim. And I had just called him in to make him jack off. That wasn’t like me.

What happened to my own desire?

And I knew. Bossing him around was more fun than sex.

I knew something else, too. I didn’t respect him. He was now a milquetoast. He wasn’t the hard charging fellow who slew dragons to make a living for me because he wanted to. Now he was simply a mind-numbed robot, following my every desire.

He had no real personality left.

Yet, did he need one?

Did he need to be Bob anymore?

I fingered my earrings, then, for the second time, slipped them out of my lobes.

Bob sagged and fell to the floor. He lay there, breathing heavily.

I watched him.

He raised his head, he had a tortured look in his eyes.

“Please…”

“Shut up.”

Bob shut, and this was weird, because I wasn’t wearing the earrings.

I sighed. “Go entertain yourself.”

Bob blinked, looked around. Then: “But…what do you…how do I…”

“Just do what you normally do.”

“But…I don’t…”

“Bob, it’s important to me that you act normal, like the old Bob.” Then I added, “To a degree.”

Finally, Bob stood up and went into the media room. He turned on a football game. He sat down and watched.

I went on the internet. I logged on to the Women’s Club account on facebook, and I began writing emails to my friends. Shortly the women of the group were leaving me messages, and I was responding and asking my own questions.

In the media room Bob cheered for a touchdown. It was wan, almost forced, but…he cheered. A touch of the old Bob.

On a commercial break he came out and fixed some popcorn, and he smiled at me and quipped, “Extra butter.”

It was an old joke between us. He always used too much butter, and I always told him so, and he had begun announcing his overly buttery ways. A way to tease me.

He was teasing me. Like the old Bob. So the effects of the earrings weren’t permanent. At least, not for the short time I had used them.

The game ended, and I called Bob into the living room.

“How you doing, honey.”

“Pretty good, babe. Except I need to get a little, if you know what I mean.”

I wasn’t in the mod. “Bob, go empty the garbage.”

He frowned, stood up, sat down, stood up, took a couple of steps towards the kitchen, then turned and asked, “Why?”

“Because I want you to.”

“But I want to make love!”

I frowned. Bob stood there.

And he had a boner.

On one hand I was disappointed. On the other hand, Bob was back.

So, did I want to put the earrings in again? Did I want to blast his mind away? Or did I want the old Bob. Did I want his spontaneous boners…or his obedience?

This was a very honest moment for me. Because I wanted to be obeyed, but I knew that if I was I was going to lose something.

I thought about the old lady, whose husband had to be tied down when she wanted to be left alone.

There had to be some happy medium.

There had to be…

I blinked.

Of course.

And it was right up my alley, allowed me to play the game I loved to play the most. Just give him what he wanted…but on my terms.

“Bob. Go empty the garbage and I’ll let you play with yourself.”

Bob smiled and trotted out of the room. I listened to the opening of the garbage compartment under the sink. I heard the door open and close. Outside the garbage can rattled.

Then Bob stood before me, smiling, expectant.

“Bob, I don’t want you to cum.”

“Oh,” he groaned.

“Take off your clothes.”

He took them off. His penis thrust out, hard as I had ever seen it.

“Stroke yourself, but do not cum.”

He began stroking, his face smiling, but apprehensive.

I watched him. Wondering what was going to happen.

Nothing happened, except that Bob grew more frustrated. He began pounding harder and harder.

“Bob, slow down.”

“Unh!”

But he slowed. His hips were lurching, his pelvis tilting, his prick was actually pulsating, and he started dripping pre-cum.

“What’s it like, Bob?”

“Oh, baby, I want to cum. Please let me cum.”

“No.”

He took his hand off his penis.

“Keep stroking.”

He grabbed his penis and pumped.

“Stop.”

He stopped.

“Go.”

He pumped.

“Are you close, Bob?”

“Oh, God…yes. Please…please…”

“Let go.”

Bob let go, and stood gasping, and his pecker throbbed and bounced.

And I knew I had found the secret.

“Bob…this is what I want you to do…”

The meeting was scheduled for eight, but ladies began showing up at seven.

I was there are seven thirty, and already half the women were in the hall, speaking in little groups, trading stories, and all were quite happy.

Well, of course. They had men for slaves.

I walked up the aisle to the podium. I turned and smiled and raised a hand.

The meeting came to order.

“Ladies, I know you have a lot of questions, and I now have a few answers.”

A couple of the women raised their hands, but I forestalled them.

“Let me do my demonstration and your questions will likely be answered.”

More women were arriving, the hall was nearly filled, and I realized that there were more women here than were in the club. The ladies were bringing in their non-club friends.

Then I noticed Daisy come in. She noted that the meeting had started without her, and she didn’t look happy about that.

“Okay, please watch.”

The room grew silent.

“Bob, come to the front of the room.”

Bob entered the room, and his face was a bright red. “Please, Amy, don’t…” he whispered when he arrived in front of her.

“Take off your clothes, Bob. And be silent.”

As Bob took off his clothes I continued talking. “What many of you have noticed is that the men, once you put the earrings on, become little better than robots. They lose their personality. They become dull, uninspired, even boring. I mean, it’s great to get waited on hand and foot, but when the waiter is just a blank dummy, the fun goes out. You still get the thrill of being the boss, but mindless servitude is…less than satisfying.”             

There were a few murmurs in the room, and a couple of the ladies agreed with her vocally. A lot of them, however, especially Daisy, just frowned.

“There is, however, something you can do about it.”

Bob was standing without clothes, sporting a big boner. The boner was red, but that was because he had cum recently.

“Bob, lose the boner.”

Bob’s erection died down within ten seconds. His dick just hung there, flaccid, a dangling dong.

“Bob. Boner.”

Sproing!

Bob smiled.

“Lose the boner.”

Bob frowned sadly, and ten seconds later he was hanging again.

“Boner.”

Sproing!

“No boner.”

I kept up the commands, and the women in the room started to titter.

“Bob, drip.”

Bob’s penis, which was in the erect stage, began to ooze pre-cum. A long stream of the slimy liquid dripped on the floor at his feet.

“Don’t make a mess, Bob.”

He looked at me, begging with his eyes.

“Lick it up.”

He got down on his knees and licked his own pre-cum up. And leaked more pre-cum as he did so.

“Go backwards and clean up after yourself.”

Bob walked backwards on all fours, licking his pre-cum off the floor, leaving more drippings, leaving a path of drippings, and he began to move about the room. He reached a wall, bumped his butt against the wall, and turned so he could lick right up to the wall, and a new direction was established.

“While Bob is cleaning the floor, let’s talk about something that you may not have noticed.

Eyes drifted back up to her, left off with being fascinated by the sight of Bob licking up his snail trail.

I lifted my hair out from my ears and waited.

“Oh.”

“What…oh!”

“She’s not…”

“What happened to your earrings?” blurted one of the women.

“The longer you leave the earrings on the more brain dead he becomes. He ends up being just a stupid robot, and you have to command him endlessly. You have to do his thinking for him. How many of you want to enslave yourselves to that?”

The ladies were split down the middle on that one. I saw a lot of head shakes and murmurs.

“But if you establish control for a just a few hours, I think that’s all it takes, it might be different for different people, then you can shift your attention to sexual control. His mind comes back, but he is more easily controlled by sex. Sex is a mighty motivator, and it is made more motivating by the earrings, and continues to be motivating when you take them off.

“Bob! Come here.”

Bob stood up and trotted back to her. His penis bouncing and flicking bits of pre-cum as he came.

“Stop dripping.”

The dripping slowed and stopped within seconds.

“Bob, are you embarrassed?

“Oh, God, yes.”

“Face the ladies.”

He turned, and everybody could see his terribly red face. He stared at the floor and looked like he wanted to disappear.

“Do I control you?”

“Uh…”

“Answer honestly.”

“Not, uh, directly.”

“So you can still go drink beer with your buds, sneak a quick stroke or two in the shower, and do pretty much what you want.”

He nodded, ashamed.

“But who controls your dick?”

“You do.”

“And why are you doing the things I am telling you to?”

“Because…because my penis wants to cum so hard. And, maybe…maybe if I…”

“Quiet, now.”

Bob stood silent. Little tears fell from his eyes. He was so terribly humiliated.

“Daisy?”

Daisy raised her eyebrows from the front row. She looked discomfited and I wanted to get some interaction going.

“Did Rick drive you tonight?”

She nodded.

“Where is he?”

“He’s in the car, waiting.”

“Would he normally wait?”

She chuckled. “God, no. He’d drive home and wait for me to call him.”

“Could you get him for me?”

Puzzled, Daisy dialed her phone. “Come in here.” Her tones were commanding. Apparently she was a ball buster even without the earrings.

I took advantage of the moment to lecture a bit more.

“If you keep your earrings in your man will become less and less…human. You will lose respect, and then you will start to sound harsh. You won’t really like him, but you won’t know how to give up your domineering ways.”

Daisy’s husband, Rick entered the hall and scanned the crowd for Daisy.

I called out, “Rick, please come to the front.”

Puzzled, Rick walked up the center aisle.

“Daisy, if you could take out your earrings.”

She did, and Rick immediately fell to his knees, turned to her. “Please, honey…please…put your earrings back in. I need—“

“Quiet, Rick.”

Rick stopped talking. His eyes were begging, but he had stopped talking, and the earrings were out, and, more significantly, all the ladies realized…he had responded to a command from a woman other than his wife.

Daisy gasped.

“Rick, take off your clothes.”

“What?” He faced me. He wanted to revolt, but the man in him was now programmed to follow the commands of females. He stripped out of his clothes.

“Have a boner.”

Sproing!

He looked down at his groin in shock.

All the ladies in the room gasped as his cock pointed outward.

The whole room, every lady, stared.

“Stand next to Bob.”

Rick moved to comply.

“Both of you. Start dripping pre-cum.”

Like little faucets liquid began to pour from their erect penises.

“Bob, how come you’re doing this?”

“Because you’re going to let me cum.”

“And are you embarrassed?”

“Oh, God. Yes.”

“And Rick, how come you’re doing this?”

“Because…because you told me to.” But he looked confused. His face was red and he was trembling. Little tears kept leaking from both men’s eyes.

I turned to the ladies. “Bob is obviously horny, but Rick has merely responded to commands. Perhaps Daisy hasn’t been allowing Rick to have an orgasm.”

There were a few titters, and I realized that I had made a mistake. Daisy’s face turned a little red.

Somebody whispered. “He’s a pussy whipped robot.”

I grinned at that, but I still worried about the expression on Daisy’s face. Still, I couldn’t disagree. “Your choice. You can keep using the earrings, and your man’s mind will turn to mush. He will require the most succinct direction for something as simple as putting down the toilet seat, or you can put aside the earrings, maybe only use them occasionally, when you feel you need a boost, and he will fall all over himself…as long as you keep him sexed up.”

There was a lot of talk then. Many of the women complained that their husbands were already too sexed up. I pointed out, that they could tell their husbands they would get to cum if they weren’t so bothersome, but they could also tell them to be quiet and go stand in a corner. That caused a few ladies to have a think or two.

I took advantage of the situation to give Rick back to Daisy. I apologized for using him without her permission, and explained that I had to to make my points. She gave a smile, but it was forced and not very gracious.

Later, as I walked around and listened to the various points of view and arguments I realized that a couple of the women were obviously tired of their men. I knew they were going to continue wearing earrings, and they didn’t care if their husbands had no mind. I thought that was sort of sad, but I wasn’t about to sit in judgment. I did, however, suggest that divorce might be better than destroying a man.

Unfortunately, it appeared that once a woman has had enough of her man she becomes—I hate to admit this—vindictive.

Finally, I raised my hands. “Ladies! Ladies! There is one thing I’d like to bring up before we adjourn.”

The women quieted down and I took out a sheet of paper.

“One thing that is going to happen is that we are now going to be in charge, and if we don’t have some rules, enforceable rules, we are going to have problems.”

“What kind of problems?” somebody muttered.

“For instance, what is to stop somebody from collecting men? Should a woman own more than one man?”

Oh, what a can of worms I had opened. I didn’t even try to regain control of the meeting for a good, long while.

When I did, I said, “If we do put a limit on how many men a woman can own, how do we enforce it?”

“Cut off their ears,” some wit quipped, and there were a few chuckles.

“So I have come up with a few suggestions.”

They all listened avidly.

“First, one man to one woman.”

“Second, children should be left alone.”

There was agreement on that one, until Samantha asked, “When do children become adults?”

That was a sticky wicket. There are some that say a man is a man when he can have erections and orgasms. There are some that say a man is a man at 18. Or 21. Or 16. The argument started up.

Finally, it was agreed that we would form a committee and study the problem.

“Go on with your rules!” shouted somebody from the back row.

I held up my piece of paper again.

“Young men are under the control of their mother, unless specifically noted.”

That was interesting. No noise, just the sound of a hundred ladies thinking.

A boy of 16 is out of control. They had the means to control them. The previous rule notwithstanding, I knew that some of these women were going to exercise control, and that meant through controlling their sex. Oh, what a wicked web we weave…

At last, we were done. Most of the woman had left and I was just chatting with a few at the podium, answering a few last questions, talking over situations, and so on.

“Amy?”

I turned to Becky Sanchez.

“Hey, Becky.”

“I, uh…”

“Spit it out, girl. We’re making a new world, and it is no time to hold your counsel.”

“Juan has always…” she was embarrassed. I waited. “He…he’s a cross dresser.”

Bingo. My own mind went back to Bob’s confession. “So?” I eyed her intently.

“So I thought about telling him to get over it…”

“Except?” I encouraged.

“Well, he likes it, and…I like it. What do you think everybody would think about…if I made him wear girly clothes all the time.”

I thought fast and furiously.

Bob had indicated hidden desires. They were under our control. We could abuse them…or…was it really abuse? Or would it make them feel their sexuality even more, and make them even more controllable.

Becky waited.

“I would say that you should, as long as you’re not hurting anybody, do what you want.”

A couple of ladies were listening to this exchange, and they appeared very thoughtful. I had this feeling that the problem of men wearing women’s clothes was more common place than anybody thought…and that the ‘problem’ was on the verge of becoming a situation.

“We’re going to have another meeting in three days, so why don’t you prepare a report. Tell us what you did, what the results, maybe try to sum it up for a quick presentation, and back up your findings with a more complete report that anybody can read. How does that sound?”

“I think that’s wonderful,” she was obviously relieved.

And then the meeting did end.

“So are you really going to let the women control the men in town?”

I had just come out of the bathroom. I was wearing a negligee and looking quite sexy. It didn’t take a brain surgeon to figure out that I needed to look sexy from here on out.

“Don’t think I could stop it if I wanted to.”

Bob was lying in bed, hands clasped behind his head, staring at the ceiling.

“What if the men revolted?”

I stared at him. Free thought. It had to exist, yet…it could not be given free reign.

“If you don’t revolt I’ll let you cum.”

Bob gave a heavy sigh, like he was a leaky tire and had just been deflated.

“So much for that.”

“Boner.”

Bob groaned. The bed spread grew a small mountain at his groin.

“Oh, please. I need to cum.”

“You came twice today.”

“Yeah, but you were experimenting on me!”

“Are you complaining?” I asked pointedly.

“No, ma’am.”

I smiled, turned off the lights and slipped under the covers. I kissed Bob, told him to shut up, and turned on my side to sleep.

But I wasn’t going to sleep. Too much had happened. My eyes were wide open and peering into the darkness.

“Bob?”

“Yes?” He wasn’t sleeping either, and then I remembered I hadn’t told him to be limp. It would probably be hours before he slept, unless I told him to go limp. And even then he might have difficulty. He was enthralled, after all.

“Would you really revolt? If you could?”

He was silent for a long time. I didn’t bother telling him to be honest, he was enough himself that I knew he would speak from the heart.

“Probably not.”

“Why?”

“Because…behind my sexual desire for you…I love you.”

“But what if you didn’t love me?”

He seemed surprised by that. “But…I…”

“What if you didn’t love me?”

He struggled for a moment, and I could tell he was having original thoughts. Thoughts he had never had before.

“I don’t think I would.”

“Why?”

“Because you still control me sexually. Because…”

“Yes?”

“There’s something so exciting about being held in abeyance. In being teased mercilessly, and denied, and yet…still…”

I knew what he was talking about.

It was thrilling for me to control him. And it was doubly thrilling to control him by sex. He was obviously suffering the male equivalent of that excitement.

“Bob?”

“Yes?”

“Don’t move.”

He blinked in surprise. “I don’t want you to cum, but I want you to think about cumming. I want you to imagine what it would feel like if you were inside me. Imagine my smooth, velvet walls gripping your cock.”

He began breathing harder, and I could feel him struggling with the command not to move. I actually felt the covers drawing very slightly over me as the bedspread rose under his expanding pecker.

“My lips on your penis, sucking. The head is so sensitive.”

“Oh, God!” he blurted. his hips gave an involuntary jerk.

Suddenly, unable to resist my own sex talk, I rolled over and climbed on him.

“Don’t cum. Don’t you dare cum!” I sank down on him, felt his wonderful cock throbbing inside me, pulsating.

He groaned.

“Feel me, fuck me, give me the mother of all orgasms.

He flipped me over, drove into me, and I gasped. His penis was harder than steel and he pounded into me.

After a bruising moment of lust, I commanded him, “Go easy now.

He whined in complaint, but did so. He began to take long strokes. Deep strokes. His pelvis twitching and worming around. I felt the head of his cock stirring my innards.

For a long time he did that, and I felt close, real close.

“Okay, pump me. Use your fingers. Suck my tits.”

He bent to the task joyously. He drove into me hard, and his fingers rubbed me, and, his teeth pulling on my nipples, i began to cum.

“Oh…yes…yes…!”

He kept going, using all his weight to impale me. Using his mouth to torment my sexy nipples.

“Okay,” I finally gasped.

He slowed down, but didn’t withdraw.

“Okay, you may cum.”

He almost howled as he thrust his penis into me and began bucking. I felt his splatter inside me. I relaxed and enjoyed it.

For a guy who had cum two times this day already, he was loaded, and I knew it was the effect of our new relationship.

He started to relax, his shuddering body lowered on to me, and it suddenly hit me. I said, “If you get off me I might let you cum.”

He quickly rolled off me.

OMG! He had just cum, mere seconds previous, and here he was, already responsive, already wanting another.

He lay on his back, breathing hard, staring at the ceiling, stunned by the intensity of his orgasm. His cock was empty, laying there, a sodden slug of no great length or girth.

I smiled. “Boner.”

He looked at me in surprise and blurted, “Oh, no!”

And his cock began to grow.

I turned and watched it lengthen and grow hard.

“I just…what are you doing…”

“Honey,” I said, kissing his cheek. “You had a lot of orgasms, today, but that’s not going to happen again. You are now entering a land of want. Now get down there and lick your spunk out of me.

“Me? But…”

“If you ever want to cum again.”

He slid down and began lapping at my pussy.

Mmm. I thought, stretching luxuriously. No more wet spots for me.


CHAPTER THREE

JUAN AND BECKY SANCHEZ

I was watching the game. Top of the ninth, two out, one man on second clean up hitter up. All we needed was one run to tie, and one more to win!

Man, oh man. Don’t choke! I thought, sitting forward on the edge of my chair. I adjusted my bra strap and focused on the game. Shit! I better take my bra off before Becky gets home. She didn’t know I did a little cross dressing, and I certainly didn’t want her to find out.

Still, the game was concluding, the pitcher was winding up, and I had time…I could pull the bra off and stuff it under the couch if I had to. I had done that before, I could do it again…the pitch!

Swing and a miss! Oh, my God! Come on!

And the crowd roaring on TV made me miss the sound of Becky’s car in the garage.

The batter tapped his spikes to dislodge any dirt. He ground his feet into the batter’s box. He swung the bat a couple of times, then got set.

The pitcher seemed to ignore him to focus on the catcher. He wound up…glanced at the man on second, and…

“Juan!”

Oh fucking shit! I was still in my bra!

I grabbed the straps, I had loosened the clasp, all I had to do was—

“Come here.”

I forgot about my bra and stood up and hurried into the kitchen.

Becky was just putting her car keys in the bowl by the door. She stopped and stared at me.

“Oh, fuck,” she blurted.

I immediately got a hard on, hearing that word. Fuck. I’m a horny guy, anyway.

“Do you have to—“ she stared at my bra, then she took a deep breath. “Take it off. Don’t put it on ever again.”

I felt a whine inside. On the surface I was glad to be doing this for Becky. But inside me, deep inside me, where emotions don’t show, I felt a terrible aloneness, a shrieking whistle of my soul disappearing down a long tube.

I stripped the bra off and put it in the garbage can. And stood there. I couldn’t move. I was fascinated by Becky, and especially by the new earrings she wore. They were in the shape of two testicles, and they gleamed and twinkled, a silvery glow seeming to emanate from them.

I had looked at my wife for ten years, but never had I had this hungry fascination for her.

And yet, still, in the back of my mind, I wept for my lost bra.

I don’t know why I’m a crossdresser. I’ve read books, I’ve tried to break the habit. But on a night when Becky is at her Women’s Club, or visiting her parents, I invariably end up putting on a bra, putting in some ‘falsies,’ and walking around the house, admiring myself, my dick growing harder and bigger with every bounce of my chest. And when Becky came home I was always so fucking horny I couldn’t stand it.

And it was good. Having worn a bra I would be all over her, and she would get the benefit of my cross dressing. And so what if she didn’t know? It wouldn’t hurt her. It was my dirty secret. One I couldn’t reveal, a habit I couldn’t break, but it made me feel…horny. Special. Cool. So darned neat I couldn’t stand it.

But now…there was an emptiness within.

I still had my wife, but I didn’t have my excitement. I felt like my inner self had just been lost.

“Why were you wearing that bra?” Her eyes were big, she was upset. But those earrings, they dazzled, and I felt compelled, couldn’t think of anything to do, to answer.

“I’m a cross dresser. Not a lot, just when you are gone and…” I did my best to explain my fetish. But even though I blathered helplessly, a little core of me, not understanding why I was even talking, saw that she didn’t really understand.

“You’re sick,” she finally pronounced.

I started coughing. I suddenly had a fever and I couldn’t breath.

Becky stared at me, her eyes widening. “Juan? Juan? What’s wrong?”

“I’m sick.” hack, hack, hack.

“Well…well…stop it! Stop coughing!”

I immediately stopped coughing. Stood up straight and paid attention to her.

She blinked. “Oh, my God! Amy told us when she gave us the earrings…she warned us…”

I wondered, way back in the nethers of my mind, what she was talking about, who had warned her, but…

“Juan. Go sit in the living room and wait for me.”

I turned around and went to the living room. I sat on the couch, on the edge, and waited. And there was that tiny, little piece of me that wondered what was going on. Why was I just following directions? Why couldn’t I do much more than have little, tiny thoughts concerning what was going on?

And it was hard to even think these thoughts. I kept being distracted by the image of the testicles hanging from her ears.

Becky walked in. She had a drink, looked like bourbon and Coke. She sat down and sipped it. She stared at me.

I smiled at her. I felt dazed, almost goofy, but was waiting for her to say something. I was hanging on her every word.

“Juan. How long have you been cross dressing?”

“I started in Jr. high. I stole some underwear off a neighbor’s clothesline. I used to wear a bra and panties whenever…”

I told her of being physically excited, of being emotionally satisfied. I told her I had no desire to be with a man, or another woman, that I loved her. That I had struggled with the idea of transvestism for years, then finally accepted it as who I was.

She listened, and she looked almost dazed as I poured out my heart, told her all my secret things.

When I was done she gulped the rest of her glass started to get up, then stopped and looked at me.

“Juan, go make me another drink.”

I immediately took her glass and headed for the kitchen.

“Juan.”

I stopped and turned back.

“Do you want a drink?”

“Yes.”

“No. Just get mine.” She sounded certain, but there was a bit of confusion on her face, as if she was trying out new ground here. Putting her toe in waters that she didn’t understand, and was even frightened by.

I headed to the kitchen.

TINA AND HENRY BOSWELL

Tina Boswell entered the house, slammed the door, and stood for a moment, collecting her thoughts.

“Honey?” I looked into the kitchen. I had heard the door close, then nothing.

Tina stood next to the sink, and she was deep in thought. Real thought.

She struggled back to herself, looked at me in the most peculiar manner, then said, “Stand on one foot.”

I did. And I stared at the silver testicle earrings hanging from her lobes. They were so…scintillating. They gleamed of magic and far off places.

Tina watched me. Then she turned to the liquor cupboard and took down a bottle of Bare Foot. She took the cap off and swigged it.

“Henry,” she said, and I shivered with delight at hearing my name. I couldn’t take my eyes off the curve of her lips. I was suddenly as horny as I had ever been. “”Things are going to be different.”

I was aware that my mouth was hanging slightly open, that I had become besotted. That my penis was pounding in my pants. I loved my wife, and I really loved sex with her. But she didn’t like sex that much. She could pretty much take it or leave it.

She soughed in disgust. “Take those silly pants off.”

I quickly stripped my trousers, and stood there, holding them, wishing I could kiss her beautiful lips.

“Now your underwear.”

I blinked somewhere deep within. I wondered why I was so quickly complying with her instructions, but I took off my underwear and stood there, my cock rigid and pointing at her, throbbing and bobbing and wanting to…to…

“Get rid of the dick.”

I opened the silverware drawer and grabbed a knife. I took my dick in one hand and stretched it out, I put the knife to the base of my cock.

“STOP!”

I stopped, the knife actually touching my dick. Somewhere far away somebody was shrieking, telling me to stop, and I realized it was me. The real me, the me that was no longer there, the me that didn’t understand what was happening.

“Henry. Put the knife down.”

I quickly put the knife back in the drawer, and I heard Tina give a deep sigh. I looked at her.

“Fuck! Amy told us…but I had no idea.” then she appeared to make up her mind. “Henry, this is a prime directive. If I ever tell you to do something to hurt yourself you are to ask me if I really mean it.”

I stared at her, wondering why I would ever hurt myself. I seemed to have forgotten the silverware already.

“Do you understand? You are not to hurt yourself. Ever. Got it?”

“Yes…dear.”

Was that me talking? I sounded so…vapid, spiritless, like I had no real gumption.

“Okay. Go the bedroom and get naked.”

I turned and headed for the bedroom. Once there I took off the rest of my clothes and stood and waited. And didn’t know why I had done what I had done, or what I was even waiting for.

A moment later Tina entered the room. She was holding the bottle of wine, and she took another swig as she stared at me.

Oh, God. Those earrings were so incredible. They gleamed, and gave off an ambience that absolutely fascinated me.

 “Lay on the bed. Face up. I want you really hard, but I don’t want you to cum. You got that?”

“I won’t cum,” I spoke almost conversationally, even though this was feeling more and more bizarre.

She put the bottle down on the dresser and took off her clothes.

“Look, at me, Henry. Look at me and get horny.”

I did. I stared at her large breasts, admired the way they were so perky, and the nipples so hard. The nipples were harder than I had ever seen them. And her ass, so tight from Crossfit, was round and delectable. My dick strained into the air, and pre-cum began to form at the tip. I wanted to run my hands through her hair, bring her head down to my groin and have her suck me. God, I was horny!

She finished removing her clothes, and she came to the side of the bed and stared down at me.

“Henry. I know you think you are a great lover, but the truth is…you’ve left me frustrated for our entire marriage. You are rough and don’t even ask me what I want. You just slobber over me, think you’re doing great, and…and it’s why I haven’t enjoyed sex these past years. But that is all going to stop.”

I wanted to reach up, to grab those tits and suck them. I wanted to bite the nipples and pull them, stretch them out. And her pussy. I was dying to get inside her. I wanted to fill her pussy with my man juice. I wanted…and I was aware that I was barely aware, and then only from a distance. Like I was a hundred miles away, looking through binoculars, at what was only two feet from me.

Tina climbed onto the bed, then onto my face. I saw her bush descending on me, and I was enthralled. From far away I realized that I didn’t like oral sex that much. Unless it was her oralizing me. But now I didn’t have any choice.

“Henry, you love to eat me out.”

I groaned and began to bury my face in the folds of her vagina. I licked and I sucked. I moved my head side to side. Tina gave me little instructions as I ate.

“Softer. More tongue. Oh, yeah. Longer strokes. Now suck my clit.”

I followed her directions, and they were imprinted on my mind. I might be a hundred miles away, but I could see her commands being written inside my head like they were flaming chalk on a monster blackboard.

“Oh, yeah. Now that’s sex.” She got off me and moved down to my groin. “I know you expect me to eat you, and to swallow your spunk, but those days are through. From here on out you are going to be the eater, and I am going to be the eatee. And if I ever let you cum in me again, you will immediately eat me out. I will never sleep in a wet spot again. Do you understand, Henry?”

I nodded.

She perched over me, her lower lips spread wide, her face flushed and excited. She lowered herself, and I felt the soft inner flesh of her as her lips slipped over my head. Then I felt my cock head sliding through the mysteries of her cunt swamp. Oh, god! It felt good!

“Don’t cum, Henry.”

I knew that I couldn’t, but I wanted to. Everything in me, from here to a hundred miles away, wanted to squirt my brains out. But I couldn’t. She had told me not to, and the testicle earrings had surrounded me with the compulsion to not squirt.

She began to grind on me, taking her pleasure, and not caring about mine. She corkscrewed up and down, and it felt like I was a drill bit being used and the hell with me.

I stared up at her, so horny I couldn’t believe it.

She came. Hard. Right in the middle of pulling her tits she suddenly slumped her back and her pussy exploded in shivers.

I felt it all. My dick was crying pre-cum, but I couldn’t cum.

She got off me then, looked at me with a big, smirky smile.

“Over here, slide around.”

I turned, and she pushed my legs up and spread them. My rock hard cock was sticking up like Washington’s monument.

“This is called the Amazon position,” she said, and she moved forward. My dick went up her pussy, and yet she was inside my legs. Even though she was the receiver, she was the fucker.

“I saw this on the internet. I watch porn all the time and I never tell you, and I saw this position, and I wanted to try it out. I like this position because I’m in charge. I’m the fucker, Henry, and you are the fuckee. Even though you’re in me, I control the action. Do you like it Henry?”

“Oh, yes!” I wheezed. I loved it, but…I wasn’t in it. I was a hundred miles away, dazed and confused and following my wife’s directions.

“Excellent, because we’re going to be doing this, a lot. And a lot of other things. We’re done with you getting a quick roll, or me giving you a short but totally unsatisfying blow job. From here on out it’s all about me. You got that, Henry?”

“Yes, dear.”

RICK AND DAISY HENDERSON

I was working in the garage when Daisy got home. The garage door was open and I was using the lathe to center a hole when her car pulled into the driveway. Her headlights illuminated the garage and I was careful not to look at them. I had goggles on, I was doing careful work, and I didn’t want to be distracted.

I heard the car door slam, then the click, click of her heels, then: “Rick. Clean this garage. I want it swept out, your tools arranged in order. Stack the boxes and clean the side window. And get those cobwebs off the ceiling.”

As she stepped into the kitchen I stopped the lathe. I began to go through the drawers, arranging screws and tape measures. Hanging saws and drills. It took me an hour, then I started on the cobwebs on the ceiling. I banged around with a broom, sweeping the things out. I dusted the rafters and took a sponge to the ledges as I went down the walls. I cleaned the windows, took all the boxes out of the garage and stacked them in the driveway. I washed the floor with degreaser, then soap, then I rinsed it all out. I set up the big fan and actually carried it across the floor, drying the floor as I went. Finally, I stacked the boxes neatly, turned off the lights, and went into the house.

Oddly, I hadn’t had any thought while doing all this. It was like I was far away, watching my body, and sort of wondering, and not really aware of what was going on.

CHUCK

I was in my room with Tricia Harding when Mom came home.

“Oh, shit!” Tricia blurted, and she pulled up her panties.

Man, I had just about been to sink it in her when we heard Mom’s car.

Damn. Dad was in the garage, and he wouldn’t come out for hours! When he was playing with his machinery stuff he was gone. And this was my chance to nail Tricia!

“Crap!” I pulled on my pants, my big boner bouncing around, then protesting as I stuffed it into my underwear, then my shorts.

“What’ll I do?” Tricia asked.

I thought about having her climb out the window, but it was too late. Besides, we were just talking, right?

“Open the door. We can pretend we were just doing homework.”

Tricia opened the door, brushed her hair out with her fingers, and bounced onto the bed.

And I do mean bounced. She had the nicest set of ta tas, and I had been sucking on them, and I was even going to fuck her, then…Mom!

We picked up my math book and pretended to be engrossed in it. It didn’t work, though. Mom didn’t even come back to ‘catch’ us.

I heard the kitchen door slam and, “Chuck!”

I sort of blanked out then, and the next thing I knew I was walking towards the kitchen. I don’t know what happened to Tricia, I was just walking, and I felt sort of…dazed.

I entered the kitchen. Mom was looking in the fridge and I just stopped and stared.

She straightened up and closed the door. She had a can of Coke in one hand, and…and…her earrings. My, God! They were beautiful! They were shiny and…and they actually looked like little testicles!

“What are you doing here?”

“Hi, Mrs. Henderson,” Tricia tried to fake it, and she was doing a pretty good job. But I didn’t notice that so much as those gorgeous earrings on my mother’s ears.

“Chuck!”

I managed to take my eyes off the earrings and look at Mom.

“What were you doing back there?”

I couldn’t help it. I didn’t even want to help it. “I was sucking on Tricia’s tits. I was going to fuck her.”

Mom didn’t seem surprised, her eyes just narrowed.

Tricia gasped. “Chuck?” She sounded like she was going to collapse.

I started to turn around.

“Chuck. Eyes on me.”

I couldn’t help it. I had to look at my mother.

“You’ll leave right now, young lady,” Mom snarled.

Tricia was sobbing as she turned and headed for the front door. A far away part of me wanted to go after her, but I couldn’t. The earrings wouldn’t let me. They were so shiny and beautiful.

“Chuck. Sit down.”

I sat at the kitchen table.

Mom sat down across from me. “Chuck. Are you a virgin?”

“No.”

Mom paused, sighed, seemed very disturbed.

“Well, you are now. You will not put your penis into your girlfriend again. Nor any other girl.”

From a million miles away I heard myself gulping and blurting, “ever?”

Mom didn’t even hesitate. “Until you are married. At that time I will allow you to have sex. Until then…you are done.”

“But…but…” I was trying to talk, but something was so removed that I couldn’t quite figure things out.

“Now then, how often do you masturbate.”

“Every day.”

My mother eyed me, took a big gulp of Coke, then slammed the can down on the table. She was about as mad as I had ever seen her.

“You will not jack off again. That is bad. I will not have a son that is a masturbator. Do you understand me?”

“Yes, mother.” Who was that that was answering her? I mean, I couldn’t even have any of those snide thoughts I usually had. When she said stuff like this I usually had inner thoughts like, ‘yeah, right. Suck my dick!’ But now there was nothing. It was like my mind was empty and there was nothing I could say.

RICK

I walked into the house. The garage was sparkling, cleaner than when it had first been built. Immaculate.

It was quiet. I didn’t realize how long I had been working. I tip toed down the hallway and stepped into the bedroom. Daisy was snoring lightly.

Oddly, I was starting to have thoughts. I had just cleaned the garage within an inch of its life…but why?

I was an orderly fellow. I usually put my tools away, I cleaned up after myself.

So why had I cleaned the garage?

And I knew…something about earrings, and Daisy coming home. So sexy. High heels. She always dressed nice for her Women’s Club. The bummer was that I didn’t usually get to make love to her. She fixed herself up for her lady friends, but she didn’t want me touching her when she was all sexy.

For that matter, she didn’t want me touching her much at all.

But now, her sleeping, I stopped next to the bed and looked down at her.

I had cleaned. Why? And why was her attitude so…demanding. So commanding. I knew she was a bit of a control freak, but why had she demanded that the garage be cleaned? And why did she sound so…so angry?

I stared at her beautiful face. Even without the make up she was a knock out. Big breasts, long hair, a dream of a woman. Who didn’t like sex very often.

In fact, I almost had to beg for it.

What was wrong with her.

My eyes drifted to the right, up the bed, over, to the side table.

Earrings. Shiny. Silver. Looked like little testicles. I walked over to them and stared down. They were mesmerizing. It seemed as if they were almost glowing, pulsating with power. But—

“What are you doing?”

I looked at Daisy. She was sitting upright. I had been so mesmerized I hadn’t even noticed her waking up, sitting up.

“I love you,” I whispered, unable to help myself. I was thinking again, but my thoughts were…too honest. I hadn’t come completely back to myself. I hadn’t put the filters in place, the automatic responses that protected me from her anger.

“Why are you so angry?”

She eyed me suspiciously.

“I just want to make love to you.”

She appeared to be thinking. Frown lines were between her eyes.

I said, “Why don’t you put the earrings back on?”

I don’t know why I said that, it just sort of popped out of me. But I wanted her to take control of me again. I didn’t want her to be angry with me, and if she wore the earrings I wouldn’t be thinking about her anger. I would be relieved of the labor of thinking. I would have no problems.

She reached for the table and picked up the earrings. First one, then the other, she put to her ears, and when she popped the second one through her lobe I felt a wave of love rush over me.

“Oh…oh,” I leaned down to her and tried to hold her, to kiss her.

She pushed me away.

“Go stand in a corner.”

I went to a corner, my heart thudding with love. I stood in it, but I faced her.

She faced me. She was frowning, her eyebrows lowered slightly, her lips pursed in thought.

I wanted to tell her of my love. I wanted to tell her I lived for her.

She said, “Come stand here.” She indicated a place next to the bed.

I stood beside the bed, gazing at her with adoration.

She soughed. Then, “Do you fuck other women?”

“No.”

I don’t think she believed me, but she believed me enough to go on.

“How often do you masturbate?”

“Every couple of weeks.”

“Why?”

“We don’t do it enough, and I love you so much, and I need…I need relief.”

“Why?”

“It gets unbearable down there. My nuts feel so full, and they get extra sensitive. It gets hard to think. I can’t even concentrate on work. When I get that horny I have to jack off so I can function at work again.”

“You don’t have to jack off anymore.”

“Okay.”

But I was shrieking inside. I was desperate. I wanted relief right that moment, and it was like I was being told to die.

I think Daisy must have felt my desperation. She suddenly said, “That’s not going to work, is it?”

“No,” I answered honestly.

“Very well. We’ll try something else.”

I waited.

“Jack off for me. Right now.”

I pulled my weenie out of my pants and began stroking. My heart was pounding. I was in love, I was in lust, I wanted my wife, but at least I was being allowed to jack off in front of her.

“Stop.”

I stopped.

“How long has it been since you masturbated?”

“A week.”

“So you have a week to go.”

I didn’t say anything. Something was confusing me, and I didn’t have enough mental functioning left to figure out what it was.

“So you don’t need to jack off for another seven days.”

I said nothing.

“But look at you. You are so…so erect!” She said it like she was disgusted.

“How can you stand it? How can you stand being so…so out of control?”

Ah, yes. My wife, the control freak. This is what it was all about. And yet even that light thought was a million years away, filtering slowly into my dazed and stupefied mind.

“Okay, stroke yourself, but don’t cum.”

I began to move my hand back and forth.

“I’m going to see if we can break you of this filthy habit. You’re going to stroke yourself until you don’t want to stroke yourself any longer.”

I stood there, already desperate, my hand moving along my shaft, my balls, full and sensitive, bouncing underneath my cock.

Shortly I was ready to cum, but I had been told not to cum. So I stayed there, caught in the ultimate edge, stroking, stroking. My hips began to jerk and twitch. I began to gasp and gulp.

Daisy watched me, seemed satisfied.

“How long can you keep this up?”

“I…don’t…know…” pump, pump, pump.

“Well, we don’t want you to die or something. So you will do this for an hour, then you will go sleep on the couch. Wake up at six and come back and stroke yourself for another hour. I want you horny and ready. We’re going to cure you. Do you understand me?”

“Yes, dear,” I gasped.

“Now stroke quietly. I’m going to sleep.”

She rolled over, faced away from me, and I moved my hand ever moe quietly.

Soon she was snoring, and my hand just kept moving back and forth.

Tears began to fall from my eyes.

Back and forth.

I looked at the clock. Only 55 minutes to go.

I jacked some more.


CHAPTER FOUR

JUAN AND BECKY SANCHEZ

The next two days were a blur of commands. The odd thing is that I can remember it at all. The more Becky told me what to do the less willpower I had, the further away I got from myself. It was like I was being relegated to some  small room on a far planet, and I was watching myself through a TV. With rabbit ears. And bad reception.

Still, I do remember some of the things she did to me.

First she made me wear panties. That was the first night. I put on a pair of her panties and went to sleep. Well, I went to bed. There was no sleeping now that changes were being made.

She touched me while we lay in bed. Not sexually, at least not to her. Just a finger to my shoulder. A hand sliding along my jaw. And she looked at me a lot, like she was studying me, trying to figure something out.

I had a huge erection. But it was a weird erection. Sitting on a far planet as I was, I could feel the blood surging through me, but…it felt removed. I was horny, responsive, and I almost felt as if, could I just make love to Becky, I would feel alive again.

So I was horny, but it was like I couldn’t act on it. I couldn’t throw her over and kiss her madly and slide my pecker into…into…I couldn’t do that. But I was super horny.

The next day I awoke, probably an hour or two of actual sleep. Becky was still sleeping, and I turned over and stared at her earrings. They were so shiny, glittering, and I could feel them in my head, soothing me even as they made me horny. I was so glad to feel this way…but I felt like somebody was screaming in that far away room where what was left of me resided.

She felt my eyes on her, and she opened hers.

I almost swooned with love for her.

She smiled.

There is something about sleeping together that makes people closer. As if during sleep we have gone somewhere and made an agreement to trust each other.

Not that I was able to contribute much to the agreement: I was enthralled and unable to do anything but what Becky commanded.

“Hello, lover.”

“Hello.”

She frowned. My greeting was filled with heartfelt love, but it was as if it came from hundreds of miles away.

Yet there was nothing I could say to explain. I could only wait for her command.

“Why don’t you go get breakfast for us.”

“I rolled out of bed and started for the bed.”

“Juan?”

I stopped, turned, waited.

She pointed at the bra on top of the hamper, the one she had worn the previous day. “Wear that.”

I had a feeling it was a test of some kind, but I didn’t really understand. My ability to understand was far away. I took the bra and held it up. “Yes, dear.”

I struggled into it.

Becky suddenly giggled. “Come here.”

I went to the bed and she adjusted the straps, snapped them from the front, there was a big grin on her face.

There was a hidden excitement to her demeanor.

“Get some of my used stockings and bundle them up. Give yourself some titties.”

She was laughing on the inside, I was horny inside, and I did as she asked.

I stood there, breasts a little lumpy, and waited for her to command me.

She smothered a giggle, then said, “Go make breakfast.”

I turned and headed for the kitchen, walking through the house and entirely aware of the way my chest stuck out. It was sexy. It was a dream. But I was too far away to really enjoy the dream.

I did, however, have a huge boner struggling to escape her panties.

I fixed breakfast, and she came in and watched me. She was wearing a tattered, old robe. She had no make up on. My whole being was trying to gravitate to her. I wanted…I wanted…but was unable to do anything except make breakfast.

“Do you love me?”

“Oh, God, yes!” I spoke fervently, yet my voice, coming from a hundred miles away, sounded curiously flat.

She nodded.

“And how’s your dick?”

“It’s full. I want you so bad it hurts.”

She smiled at that, and she was thinking so very, very hard.

I served her a feast of eggs and bacon, waffles with lots of butter and syrup, a big glass of OJ. I placed the plate in front of her and waited. I don’t know what I was waiting for…I was just…waiting.

She picked up a piece of bacon, and in so doing her robe came loose.

I stared at her breast, so round and perfect.

She looked up at me and froze.

“God, you’re really in a bad way.”

“Yes.” Truer words were never spoken.

She loosened her sash and the robe fell open. I could see both breasts, and…her vagina. It had hair on it, and I could see the slit, the labia closed about it.

I wasn’t even aware of her watching me, I was so busy watching her sex.

“Would you like to eat me?” She sounded breathless, like she was afraid, but determined.

“Oh, God. Yes.”

She spread her legs. “Down on your knees.”

I knelt and moved my head between her thighs. I had my hands on the floor, it was crowded under the edge of the table, but the chair was turned half out and she pivoted a little to expose herself better.

“Oh, God!” I mumbled into her snatch.

She gasped. “Keep talking as you eat.”

“I love you. This is so good. Please let me do this all the time. I love you.” The words tumbled out of me, and I meant every syllable.

She chewed on her bacon, moaned, and thrust her hips up into my face.

I had my hands on her thighs now, and though I was far away I was smitten, enraptured, unable to do anything but eat.

And, far away, in a room somewhere, I felt like I was sobbing.

TINA AND HENRY BOSWELL

We had spent half the night screwing, and my penis was huge and thick and dripping…and unable to cum.

“Oh, yes! Yes!” Tina pounded on my back and orgasmed again and again.

Tell the truth, I wanted to get out of her, to just forget about sex for a while. Man, the shoe was really on the other foot now.

But we screwed late into the night, then we slept, and now we were doing it again.

“Fuck me! Fuck me!” she was arching her back, pushing her pussy up at me, and pulling on my hair.

I drilled her like a pro, thrusting in and pulling out, corkscrewing and tilting my hips.

Yet, the look in her eyes…she wasn’t happy.

But she wasn’t about to stop screwing just because she was unhappy.

After an hour we took a break. Or, rather, she took a break. My dick was totally priapic, I couldn’t go down, and it was starting to hurt.

We fixed breakfast, her telling me what to do, and me complying as quickly as I could.

I watched her magical earrings twinkle as the morning light came through the kitchen window.

Finally, she sat down and sighed. “Henry, there’s something wrong.”

I put a stack of pancakes before her and waited.

“Sit down and eat,” she said, after a moment, growing weary of me just standing there and staring at her like the besotted fool I was.

I sat and ate. I loved syrup drenched pancakes, but I was more in love with her. The pancakes might as well have been made of cardboard, but I put them down my throat. Swallowed, forked more. I was probably going to eat until she told me to stop. And if she didn’t tell me…I would probably just pop.

“So what’s wrong, Henry.”

I was mid chew, my mouth crammed, and I started to tell her, but she kept talking and I was relegated to chewing and swallowing.

“I mean, I’m finally getting all the sex I want, but it’s like you’re not even there. It’s like you’re just a big dildo, and I’m using you. It’s like you’re there, but you’re not there. What’s happening, Henry?”

“I love you.”

“Yeah, yeah, I know all that, but…why are you so…wooden?”

“I’m not really here.”

“Could have fooled me,” she laughed. Then she took on a serious note. “Then where are you?”

“I feel like I’m far, far away. I’m not really in my body. I mean, I’m in my body, but I’m looking from far away.”

For an explanation pulled out of me, and for my brain numbed state, I had stated how I felt pretty clearly.

Tina pursed her lips in thought. So you have to do everything I say, but you’re not really there to enjoy it?”

“I guess.” I didn’t really know. She was making conclusions. All I could do was observe.

“What if I told you to enjoy yourself. Could you?”

“I don’t know.”

She sighed.

A few minutes later she stood up and stared down at me. I slowed down my eating.

“Henry. I’m going to go on the net. Why don’t you clean up, then come see me.”

She left the room, and I wanted to follow her, to crawl after her, to beg her…but for what I didn’t know. I just knew I could catch the glitter of her earrings as she walked.

I turned to the mess and began to clear the table, fill the sink with soapy water, and scrub a dub dub.

Fifteen minutes later I was standing in the doorway of the computer room. Tina glanced at me, an irritate expression on her face.

“Go mow the lawn or something.”

I turned and started down the hallway.

“Hey!”

I returned.

“Put some clothes on, will you?”

I nodded and went to put some clothes on and mow the lawn. Or something.

I spent the morning mowing the lawn, edging the lawn, pulling weeds, trimming bushes, and wondering why I was so happy.

But I knew why I was happy. I was in love with my woman. I loved to make her happy. She had told me to do the lawn…and that made me so very, very happy.

I’m not sure what time it was, probably after noon, when she called me in. If she hadn’t called me in I probably would have kept trimming the lawn until I keeled over.

“Henry?”

I stood in front of her, waiting. Not knowing what I was waiting for, but just wanting to please her.

“I’ve been reading up on things like mind control, and it’s pretty obvious what’s been happening. You’ve become my hopeless slave. You’re better than MK ultra and all that other dead goat stuff. You want to slave for me. You love to slave for me. You have given up your mind for me. The problem is that I don’t know if I want all that. I mean, I don’t want to have to tell you what to do every second of the day.”

She didn’t want me to answer, even though she was getting around to phrasing some sort of question.

“So I’m not sure what to do.”

From far away I was watching, wondering, waiting.

“But I do know that you’re a slob. Oh, you’re probably not a slob by men’s standards, but women have different standards. So until I figure this thing out you’re going to clean the house. And your person. We simply have to have a cleaner house.

“So, first, I want you to go shave all your hair off. In fact, no. You’re going to go to the store and buy some Nair. Then you’re going to wash your hair off. Everything below the neck. After that I want you to use my shampoo and soap and clean yourself really good. I’ll even give you a manicure.

“After that you’re going to clean this house. Top to bottom. Stem to stern. I want you to vacuum, clean and wax the floors, polish the woodwork and the silverware. I want you to get everything ready, because we’re going to paint the house. As soon as I decide on the appropriate shade of pink.

So I want you to get to work, and I’m going to go back to the computer and do some more research.

From far away I heard my voice, struggling to come out, trying to be heard, “What about making love?”

“Well, Henry, as I stated earlier, you’re a little bit wooden, so I have decided to use a dildo for a while. I’ve got a pair of ben wah balls in me right now. Perhaps you’ve noticed that I am squirming every once in a while? I can feel those little ball bearings sliding around, shifting, fucking my pussy without any effort. How do you feel about that?”

“I…I…”

“Talk to me, Henry. How do you feel about that?”

“I want to make love to you.”

“And you shall. Later. Once I have wrapped my head around this whole thing. I shall probably use you until your dick falls off, or is ground down to a splinter. But right now, I’m content to let the ben wah balls, and a vibrator, do what you should be doing, and you need to clean the house anyway. I can put my carnal desires on hold until you’re done, right?”

I found myself nodding. I wanted her, but she made so much sense, and it was what she wanted…so I had to want it to. I had to please my wife.

All right, then. Out you go…and do a good job.

I turned and walked down the hallway, and I swore I could hear somebody crying in the far, far distance.

RICK AND DAISY HENDERSON

I stood in the middle of the living room and jacked and jacked, but never got off.

Daisy sat on the sofa and read a magazine. At least, she turned the pages. I don’t think she was reading so much as thinking. And being aware of me.

Chuck came down the hallway. I was terribly embarrassed, somewhere, in that far off place where I had my true existence, but there was nothing I could do about it.

Chuck stopped and stared. “Dad?”

A tear trickled down my cheek.

“Chuck?”

“Yeah, Mom. What’s wrong with Dad?”

“Your father has been bad. He’s learning consequences. Do you want to learn consequences?”

“Uh, no ma’am.”

Daisy put the magazine aside and told Chuck. “Come in here. Stand in front of me.”

He did, without thinking. He had to.

Stroking myself, I listened to their chat.

“Chuck, you realize that sex should only be for procreation.”

“Uh…”

The poor boy. He was not beaten down, as I was. He still was able to think.

I realized that sex had brought Daisy and I together in some weird way, and that made for deeper…what? Enrapturement? So Chuck was…caught. But not as caught as I.

“How often do you get erections?”

“I…I…”

“Speak up.”

“Pretty much all day.”

“Hmph!”

Silence for a moment, except for the ‘wap wap’ sound I was making.

“Well, you don’t need to be erect that often.”

“But..but…”

“So from here on out you will only have erections when I tell you. You may not touch your penis, except to urinate.”

“But…but…”

“What were you planning to do today?”

“I was going to meet Tricia and fool around.”

“By fool around you mean…?”

“We were going to go to the library, maybe sneak out to that old house behind it. I was going to get some rubbers and…”

Chuck went on with his plans, wondering why he was just blubbering out his nefarious plans to take Tricia’s maidenhead.

“Hunh! Well, young man, I can tell you that is not going to happen.”

“But, Mom…”

“Today you will clean your room. You will scrub your filthy semen off the walls, clean the mess out of your pants, and do schoolwork.”

“But, Mom! It’s summer vacation!”

“Not for nasty, little boys who can’t control their filthy thoughts.”

I sat in my body, listening to this, and somewhere, far away, I was crying. Yes, I knew Daisy wasn’t a big fan of sex, and we had not been as intimate as we should, but this…to find out that she was so…so opposed to sex…that she thought it was evil! It was too much!

And my poor boy. He was barely 18, ready to go to college, but now…now what was going to happen to him? Would Daisy even let him go away?

I was now aware of the depths of my wife’s sexual aversion, and of the truth about how she felt about men.

Men. Filthy creatures jacking off all over the place and getting their sperm all over everything.

Oh, my God! What was I going to do?

But I knew what I was going to do. I was going to keep stroking myself. With every stroke I got closer and closer to an orgasm.

An orgasm that, should Daisy have her wishes, would never arrive.

Yesterday I had been a man, working, watching baseball, having a beer with friends.

Today I was not. Not a man, not a sports fan not a beer sipper…I was just…not. I was a million miles away, in a little imaginary room, a memory of myself.

While I sat a million miles way and tried to cry, Chuck turned and went to his room. His shoulders were slumped such as no young person’s shoulders should ever be slumped. His heart was sunk way down in his chest.

And his balls, future generations, my grand children, were as if non-existent.

I tried…God, how I tried. From a million miles away I tried to speak, “Dai…sy. Daisy.”

“Oh, shut up.”

So I shut. And I stroked. And life went on…without me.

JUAN AND BECKY SANCHEZ

“I like you like this.” Becky was laying on the bed, her legs spread. I was lapping at her womanhood like a man possessed.

She sighed.

“You’ve always been so strong, so in charge. Sometimes I felt…smaller. Like I should be saying something, doing something, but you were so powerful. Now I find out that you’re…you know.”

I knew. I was a sissy crossdresser.

And I knew I was a sissy crossdresser because I was wearing panties and bra, a tummy shaper. Nylons. A wig.

My lumpy breasts were all squashed up and moved around because of my prone position, my wiggling between her legs trying to get a better position for my mouth to suck at her essence.

“I used to be the one to eat you. I would swallow, and I thought I was supposed to, that I was somehow inferior, and that inferior people worshipped at the private parts of superior people.

“But now you’re wearing the lingerie, and you’re doing what I used to do. And, you know, it feels so incredibly wonderful!”

Suddenly she began to moan and thrust her hips into my face. She pressed my head with her hands, into her pussy, and I couldn’t breath. I could just gulp and gasp and try to please her.

And even though I was gasping for breath, I wanted to please her. I dimly knew that I would sacrifice my life for her pleasure.

And some small part of me, far removed, actually rejoiced. Said, yes, let’s get it over with. Eat her until you die and then you won’t be enslaved anymore.

But that voice, that real me, didn’t have any real say in the matter. It could only think, and that as if under water on an alien planet.

“Fuck!” she whined, cresting, and I could feel her sloppy juices wash over me. I didn’t know that she was a squirter, but now I did. I had learned the hard way.

“Come on!” she pushed me back and hopped out of the bed.

I followed her, more eagerly than I wanted, to her make up table. She sat me down.

“Now let’s see how pretty we can make you. You always wanted to be a sissy, and now you get your heart’s desire. Now you get to live your dream.”

I watched as she rolled lipstick on to my mouth. I stared at the red substance, waxy tasting, and I knew I was living the dream. But it wasn’t my dream any more. It was her dream, and I was far away.

In discovering how to rule me, mind and soul, she had unleashed some secret part of herself. A part that laughed and made fun of me…and dressed me like a woman. And made me up like a woman. And I didn’t know where it would stop.

And a little voice, deep inside of me, or maybe on some far planet, was crying, shrieking, protesting.

Yes, I wanted to wear women’s clothes. I wanted to get kinky and have those big, exciting erections. But…NOT THIS MUCH!

TINA AND HENRY BOSWELL

She tied me to the bed. I don’t know why. She could have just told me not to move. Maybe she didn’t trust that I would always follow her commands. More likely, she just liked the idea of tying me up.

It re-enforced her power. It made her feel more powerful, in control.

Hello, Henry.”

I stared at her. She had left the house, left me tied up, and returned an hour later. She had grinned at me, gone into the bathroom to change, and come back out like she was.

Black leather catsuit. High heels. Really high heels. Her breasts large, overflowing the cups of her catsuit. They jiggled whenever she moved.

A whip.

She placed one foot on her make up chair, and inspected me. The whip was coiled in her hands. She had on bright, red lipstick. Her hair was pulled back and greased.

“Honey, we’re about to have some fun.”

I heard her say ‘we,’ but I knew she meant herself. ‘She’ was going to have fun. And at my expense.

“I read everything I could about mind control, and I know what men really want. Big, brave men…they really want to be controlled. Sometimes they want to wear diapers and be burped. Made to suck a bottle and have their diapers changed.

“Sometimes they want the woman to order them around, to take their little minds off the pressures of the day. They want the woman to push them around, order them…they just want to follow orders.

“In your case…I know what you want. I read everything on the internet and it said you were bored, you need excitement.”

She snapped the whip. It was small, but it cracked loudly in the silence of our bedroom.

“What do you think, honey? Is this what you want?”

My inner voice was sobbing, protesting, crying, but it was a thousand miles away. It wasn’t here, in this room with this woman.

She approached the bed.

I was naked, helpless, my cock sticking up like a rocket about to be launched.

She touched it with the whip, let the loop out and dragged it back across me. I felt the leather stroking my cock in one, long move.

“Oh, fuck!” I whined.

I whined because I was turned on.

I whined because I wanted to get out of my thousand mile away room and come back and be in my body and make everything all right.

But what was all right? She claimed to know my mind better than I did, and, because of the power of her earrings, I was thinking that she did.

I groaned and writhed, and wanted to be free…and then I could tie myself down and tell her to whip me.

Was that what I wanted?

I was so confused. I loved doing what she told me…and yet I knew, from somewhere far away, that I wanted…I wanted…I didn’t know what I wanted.

I was losing control of myself. I was losing my soul.

She held the whip back, the tip in one hand, the leather taut. She snapped it and let the leather fall over my body.

“Oh…oh!” My dick grew harder. I began leaking juices. Pre-cum boiled out of me like soda out of a shaken bottle.

I loved it.

I was terrified from somewhere far away.

I wanted it.

“Hey, baby.” She flicked again, the leather hit me harder, and I jerked harder. My dick twitched and actually flicked a bit of gruel from the head.

“You liking this?”

“Oh, uh…I’m loving…give me more!”

But that wasn’t me speaking. That was the part of me that was lost and under her control. That was the part of me anticipating her every whim.

I, in a far away place, wanted to hold my wife, to love her, to be tender and caring.

I, in this body, wanted whips and chains. Sex unbridled.

Whatever the earrings did to me…they were doing to her.

I had lost my soul to her.

But she was losing her soul to her inner fantasies!

What fantasies had been loosed by her wearing the earrings?

To what depths was she descending, and why did she think that the dark fantasies were reality?

How far was she going to take this?

How far was she going to go…and take me along.

Then she began moving her arm. Quicker. A little harder. And a little harder.

I felt the pain, and it felt good, for that’s what she imagined in the dark web of her mind.

I grew harder with each stroke, more excited, and she grew wetter.

And the longer it went the more I felt like I was a million miles away…and going crazy.

RICK AND DAISY HENDERSON

“Rick! Come here!”

I was on top of the roof, washing the shingles.

Yes. Washing the shingles. Daisy had got it in her mind that the shingles were dirty, so I was up there with a small scrub brush, using soap and water, and cleaning the shingles.

Did she really believe the shingles were dirty?

I think she did.

Did I?

It didn’t matter what I thought. In fact, I couldn’t really remember thinking. All I knew was that earrings twinkled and I wanted to please my wife. And if I had to wash shingles to do that, then the shingles were dirty.

I slithered down the roof, put my feet on the top rung, and climbed down. I trotted into the house and presented myself.

“What’s taking you so long.”

I had enough presence of mind to answer, “There’s a lot of shingles.”

She grunted. She was displeased. She flipped a page of her fashion magazine and frowned. She looked up at me.

“Rick, you simply aren’t man enough.”

I started blinking. I was blinking so fast my eyes were fluttering.

“But…but…”

“Oh, shut. I’m not talking about that. You can just hold on to your little penis and forget about it. What I’m saying is that you don’t cut a fine enough figure for me.

“Oh, when we were young it was okay. I didn’t realize that you weren’t ever going to have muscles. That you were going to be the same old same old geek forever.”

I wanted to speak, but she just kept talking.

“Now, I have two choices. I can make you do sit ups and push ups, and I can put you in shape. But I just don’t think you have the male musculature for that.

“Or, we can take advantage of your less than male musculature. That seems to be the far better of our solutions, so I have taken it upon myself to get you a maid’s outfit. It’s in that box over there. Go put it on.”

I went to the box and opened it, and she was, while ostensibly reading her fashion mag, watching me.

I took out a yellow dress with suspenders. There was a white, puffy blouse, too. Last, but not least, was a pair of high heels.

“You need to fix yourself up, first, so go shave your hair. I’ve put some underwear on the bed, so…go.”

I walked into the bedroom and saw my underwear on the bed. Panties. Bra. Garter and nylons. And falsies.

I had no thought, except the memory of a protest shrieking in some alien universe, and I entered the shower. I razored my hair off, used her soap, and came out body bald and sweet smelling.

I put on the panties and bra, then stuffed the bra. Then I put on the garters and rolled up the nylons. Even though I wasn’t really there, I appreciated the kinkiness. My dick, always hard, seemed to grow even harder.

Fully accoutered, I returned to the living room. Daisy watched me as I took out the blouse and put it on. The buttons were on the wrong side, but I figured them out. Then I pulled up the dress.

The dress was tight around the waist, but I sucked in my breath and made it work. My new tits stuck out, gave me a shape I had never had.

Finally, I put on the high heels. I stood and tottered. This was going to be difficult.

Daisy watched me, and she had a slight smile on her face. She was happy with my transformation.

“Go get my blonde wig and put it on. It’s got clips on the inside. Then put on my reddest red lipstick.”

I returned to the bedroom and did as she asked. There I stood, a chick with a slightly hard face. Could I pass for a woman?

Maybe, at a distance. But not close up.

But I didn’t think I was being dressed just to look like a woman, I was being dressed to please Daisy.

But how far did she want me to go?

I returned to the living room.

Daisy nodded. “Excellent. Now you look like the kind of man you are.”

But I wasn’t, and somewhere somebody was whispering in my ear, telling me this wasn’t the truth.

But the whisper was just that, a whisper, and it was from so far away it didn’t do much more than brush up against me.

“Honey…”

“Quiet.”

She nodded approvingly. “I’m looking into hormones now, so you have a lot to look forward to. Are you happy?”

I opened my mouth to say no.

“Say yes.”

“Yes.”

“Excellent. Now tell Chuck I want to see him.”

I blinked. There was another bag next to mine. Did it have another maid’s outfit in it? Was she going to dress Chuck up?

“Rick.”

“Yes.”

“Go. Tell Chuck I want to see him. Then get back up and finish the roof. And hurry. You need to be done in time to fix dinner.”

I hurried. I ran down the hallway, my heels click clicking, even thought I was nearly falling with every step.

“Rick!” I stood in his doorway.

He looked up from his homework, which puzzled me because it was summer and he had no homework, and his eyes grew big.

“Dad?”

I was so embarrassed, but I couldn’t do anything. I couldn’t protest or explain. All I could do was say, “Your mother wants you.”

Then I was back down the hallway, hurrying through the living room, and climbing the ladder. I had to hurry if I wanted to get dinner ready on time.


CHAPTER FIVE

JUAN AND BECKY SANCHEZ

Becky came home from her women’s club meeting and took off her earrings. I immediately began to panic. I wanted to see those beautiful, shiny earrings on her. I wanted the world to be brighter, and most of all…I didn’t want to think. And when she wore the earrings I felt…well, maybe I should tell you what I felt like when she didn’t wear the earrings.

You know the bug things you plug into a wall that drive away ants and mosquitos and even mice and rats? It emits a sound that the pests don’t like, and the pests all leave? Well, when she took off the earrings that’s what I felt like…something was sticking a fingernail into my brain and scratching it like it was a blackboard. SCREEEEE!

I wanted her to put those earrings back on! I wanted my mind to be peaceful! I didn’t want to have to think…I just wanted that calm, wonderful assurance that everything was going to be all right.

And when she wore the earrings that was what I felt.

“Please!” I fell to my knees and begged her. Oddly, I had my hands over my ears, as if I was blocking out sound, but I wanted just the reverse…I wanted the ‘sound’ that she put into my head. “Please put the earrings back on!”

“Why?” Two days ago she had been uncertain of herself, then she ‘experimented,’ that’s the only way to put it, and she became certain of herself. Now it looked like she was again unsure of herself, experimenting again.

“Because it hurts!” I wanted her superior intellect and emotions to sooth me, to wash over my mind and make it like the world was supposed to be Harmonious and wonderful and…

“Stop it,” she said.

I blinked and stopped begging. But I still felt the emptiness where once her mind had overridden and soothed mine.

“Go make a couple of  drinks and sit on the sofa.”

This actually surprised me, and that was a surprise in itself. First, I was being told to make drinks for both of us. For the past two days I had only made drinks for her. So why was she going to allow me to drink?

Second, I was surprised. I hadn’t been surprised, not really, since she had first put on the earrings. I had been a hundred miles away, locked into a small room where I could only watch as if from afar, watch as I followed her directions quickly and happily.

So why was I surprised? Why was I suddenly experiencing mental…turmoil?

I got off my knees, straightened my dress, and went into the kitchen.

The kitchen was immaculate, I had done nothing but clean it for two days, and I opened the liquor cabinet.

I placed two sparkling clean glasses on the counter, filled them with ice, then half and half with Coke and bourbon. This was a Coke High, our drink of choice. I went into the living room and placed the drinks on the coffee table. I sat down on the sofa and waited, my knees together in a feminine manner.

Five minutes later Betty entered the living room, and my heart actually lurched. She was wearing panties and bra, a flimsy negligee, and I could see the wondrous swell of her breasts, the round of her hips. Her creamy skin made me gulp, and I couldn’t take my eyes off her beautiful shape.

“I got dressed for you.”

Helplessly in love, I stared at her and nodded.

“I put on fresh make up.”

God, she was beautiful, but she was nervous.

“We had our meeting tonight, and Amy, she’s sort of in charge of the meetings these days, she’s the one who found the earrings in the first place, she said that the earrings tend to…well…to blast your mind. To actually hurt the way you think. While I feel bigger and stronger and more powerful, and I think that is one of the effects of the earrings, you feel smaller, lose your personality, become just a…a robot. Unable to think.”

“Oh.”

I blinked. I had actually said something. I hadn’t said much since she put the earrings on. And now I had actually had a thought!

“I don’t want to lose you. It’s fun, I have to admit it’s fun, having a servant. A slave, really. But…I don’t think I could live without you, or with you like that. I want to live with the joy of getting presents, presents that you pick out yourself, and do such a bad wrapping job on,” she gave a tiny giggle, “and not because I told you to get me something. I think of the times we’ve gone out and had fun. I think of the baseball game where Joanie got tipsy and I had to take her home, and how much we laughed at that. I think of talking about children, and the joy that gives me. Most of all I think of us, just sleeping. Holding each other, like we are protecting each other against the universe. That’s what I want. Not a slave.”

I don’t…understand.” Oh, my God! I had actually spoken again!

“It’s simple. I can only wear the earrings every once in awhile. Maybe when I need a little boost. But I don’t want to wear them so much they make you…less. And Amy said that if we are careful, if we use the effects of the earrings, without wearing the earrings all the time, and focus on sex, we can have our…our slaves, but without destroying your minds.”

You say ‘your’ minds. Are there other…people like me? Other…earrings?”

“Oh, yes. Our Women’s Club has got over a hundred members.”

I was able to actually do the math, and I thought, but the math was too much, so I gave up and said, “That’s a lot.”

“It is, and I understand there are more earrings, and some of the women have let their friends wear theirs.”

I reached down and picked up my drink. I actually initiated action. I sipped. And Betty picked up hers and sipped. We placed our drinks back on the table at almost the same time and stared at each other.

I was in love. I wasn’t mind blasted, like I had been, I was able to think, but I was still madly in love.

“So,” she said, licking her lips a bit nervously. That brings us to you.”

“Yes.” I was acknowledging her, but I didn’t exactly understand what for.

“Do you like cross dressing?”

I stared down at my dress. I was suddenly aware of the waxy feel of my lipstick. Most of all, I was aware of how hard my dick was under my dress.

I found myself staring at the floor, actually embarrassed, and nodding.

“Look at me, Juan.”

I couldn’t help myself. Humiliated or not, I had to look at Betty, I raised my face and stared. And my face was bright red.

“You’re embarrassed now.”

I nodded.

“You weren’t when I was wearing my earrings.”

And I wondered at that. She was right. And I felt myself thinking about it all. “But…but…”

“Do you want to take your girly stuff off and be a man again?”

Ah, a moment of truth.

“Tell me.”

“I…don’t.”

Amy said if I keep you horny I can still make you do things. She said it would be more fun if you had a little spirit, a little resistance. That you wouldn’t really be able to resist me, but you’d try.”

“Oh.”

“Honey, if you do what I tell you…I’ll eventually let you cum. But you’re going to have to do what I say, and please me. I’ll wear the earrings if I have to, but—“

Suddenly tears welled out of my eyes and I sniffled.

“What?” she was alarmed.

Then I was on my knees, hugged her around the waist. She put her arms around my head and held me.

I cried into her, got her negligee all wet.

“Shhh, shhh,” she soothed. “It’s all right.”

“And you’ll let me cum?” I blubbered into her.

“Some day. Some day if you’re a good boy.”

“Okay.”

“Are you going to be a good boy?”

I nodded and sniffled some more.

“That’s all I ask,” she whispered into my hair.

TINA AND HENRY BOSWELL

“Henry?”

I was tied to the bed, my body a mass of welts and bruises. Which I liked. Tina had told me I liked them. My erect dick was proving that I liked them.

“Henry?”

I suddenly felt strange. Something was wrong. Something…hurt!

I heard her heels click clicking down the hallway. And the closer she came to our room the more I hurt. The welts and bruises started to sting, then cause me actual pain. Not fun, like in slap and tickle, but…pain.

“Ow!” I yelped.

She entered the room, and two things happened. The pain really hit me, and I began to cry.

The pain of her whipping, her beating me, it overwhelmed me…but what was even worse…SHE WASN’T WEARING HER EARRINGS!

I sobbed with the pain of it all.

She stared at me as if in shock.

“Your earrings!” That was more important than the pain of her beating, “Put them on!”

“Henry…”

“Please! Please! You need to put your earrings on!”

She rushed across the bedroom, and she was starting to cry.

“Henry, shhh.”

I immediately shushed. I still hurt, but…she had told me to be quiet, and…I had to.

But I knew I didn’t really have to. I was feeling pain now, and…and there was more…me. I was not locked in a little room a million miles away. I was here, with the pain, and the pain was actually helping me be here, but I wanted her to put on her earrings. I wanted to stared at and be mesmerized by the shiny glitter of the little balls.

“Quiet, Henry. It’s okay. Stop crying.”

I stopped, but I still hurt.

“It’ll stop hurting if you put the earrings on.”

“I’m sorry, Henry. I know I did this to you, but I can’t put on the earrings. At least…not for a while.”

“But why?”

She was undoing my restraints, shortly I was rubbing my wrists. And the pain…it still hurt.

“Just lie here, let me get some ointment for your bruises and…stripes.” She ran into the bathroom.

I laid there. I didn’t have to, but I wanted to. Yes, she had hurt me, but I loved her so much.

She returned with a jar of ointment and sat down next to me.

“Oh, Henry,” she said, as she began rubbing the soothing cream into my skin.

I jumped, at first, but she quickly figured out how much pressure my bruised body could withstand and adjusted the pressure of her hands.

The pain still hurt, but it also started to feel better. It started to hurt so good, instead of hurting so bad.

“I am so sorry. I got carried away, but I understand now. Amy, at my meeting tonight, she explained things to me.”

“What kind of things?” I sniffled. I couldn’t believe I was talking to my wife again, just like usual.

“The earrings, they make me more powerful, but they make you less powerful. Look, Henry, I’ll be honest. Women are treated like second class citizens. When I was a child, when I saw my mother and father, it was different. Men opened doors for women, held their chairs out, and treated them special.

“Now it’s different. All the women’s lib stuff, I think some of it is good, some of it…some of it stops men from treating women special.”

I was feeling better now. A lot better. I had been on my belly, but Tina indicated I should roll over, and she began working on my front.

“I don’t understand.” Just because I was thinking again didn’t mean I was thinking fast. I was thinking slow, but…but I was thinking.

“When I put on the earrings I went a little hog wild. I think I resented not being special, and I took it out on you. I demeaned you, and beat you, and…I was just pissed off because…I wanted to be special.

“Oh, honey. You are special.”

“Shush for another minute. Let me get this out.”

She had put cream on my torso, and now was working on my legs. I suddenly became aware that I had a big, dripping cock, and she was close to it.

“So Amy said that I should not wear the earrings, except every once in a while. She said it makes you sort of…brain dead. And you sort of described that to me right after I put on the earrings.

“But I don’t want you brain dead. I want to be treated special because I am special, not because I beat it into you, or…or because I’m wearing some sort of super hypnotizer earrings.

“I want you to love me, and treat me special…because I deserve it.”

She put her hands on my cock, my teased and denied and edged beyond all reason cock.

I jerked, and started to speak, but she squeezed me and shook her head. She wasn’t done.

“Henry, you haven’t been a very sexual person. But then…neither have I. We’ve been so wrapped up with ourselves, playing our games and being what society wants us to be…that we sort of ignored our sex. That’s got to change.

“From here on out I am going to sex you up mercilessly. Amy said that will work, with just a little help from the earrings, and better than just the earrings themselves.

I am going to play games with you, sex games. Even a little slap and tickle, though,” she appeared contrite, “not like what I just did to you.”

I managed to say, “Oh.”

She smiled. It was wan, but it was honest, and I remembered that she had not smiled much the last couple of days.

“And I’m going to let you cum. Right now. And I’ll do my best to make you cum good. But after this I’ll work you up again, and you won’t cum much, but at least I won’t beat you and hurt you. And the sex…that is going to feel so good it hurts. Would you like that? Would you like it if I play with you, and we explore this…this thing, but you don’t cum much? I guarantee, when I do let you cum…it’s going to be good. “Would you like that?”

Her hand was moving up and down faster now. I could feel my balls bobbing up and down, slapping against my flesh a little, and I could feel that sexual ignition switch, sitting down in my groin, getting close to flicking to the on position.

She bent her head down and licked my penis.

“And I’m going to suck you. And swallow. And you’re going to clean my vagina. I’m going to get my nipples pierced, and maybe my pussy lips. Would you like that if I got pierced?”

I gulped and nodded. Then she slapped my balls and I gasped. I was getting closer.

So go for it, Henry. Have yourself a grand and glorious orgasm, and it will be the last one for a while. Have a good cum, then get ready for a wild and wooly trip into pure sex. Go for it. Henry. Cum.”

Her words, the promise that I wouldn’t cum again, not for a long while, did it. The idea that I wouldn’t cum again, coupled with the trauma…and the pleasure of being soothed with cream and having my bruises rubbed until they felt good…it pushed me over the edge.

“Unh!”

I could feel the juices way down deep, spurting up the shaft, pulsing through the channels.

UNH!”

I arched my hips up and a huge glob of squirt spewed out.

“Oh, yeah,” Tina yelled happily.

I squirted again, my head light and dizzy with the intensity of the moment.

“Give it to me!” She jacked me, and I squirted again.

And again and again.

The cum first leaped into the air, then it just drooled out. After the last couple of days I had a lot of cum built up, and I knew my balls wanted to get rid of it.

“UNH…UNH…UNH!”

I came, and it was so good I actually passed out.

RICK AND DAISY HENDERSON

I heard Daisy’s car pull up and I stopped dusting and ran to the foyer. From there I was a the front door, and I could see the kitchen door. I didn’t know which door she was going to come into the house through, but I had to be ready for either one.

Click, click. Her heels sounded angry, impatient, and she was coming in through the garage. I ran into the kitchen and waited.

The door opened and she entered. She thrust her purse into my hands. “Put it away.”

I trotted, as well as I could in my heels, to the hall closet. I deposited her purse, took out her cell phone and plugged it into the charger on the table in the foyer. I ran back into the kitchen.

Daisy was standing in front of the sink. Bracing her hands on it, staring out the window. The look on her face…something was wrong. Bad wrong.

“Why don’t you have a drink ready for me.”

I had orders not to question her orders, so I couldn’t explain that she wanted fresh ice cubes in her drink, and I didn’t know when she was going to get home.

Instead, I quickly opened the cabinet and brought out the bourbon.

She had been drinking it with Coke. A sort of a Highball, I guess. But when I started to open the fridge she snapped, “No Coke.”

I was puzzled, but had enough thought process to figure out that she wanted it straight. I poured the amber liquid over the rocks and handed her the glass.

She took it, drank a glug, didn’t even choke. She was muttering.

“Not wear the earrings. Who do they think they’re talking to. Control him with sex. What a bunch of idiots. As if I’m going to let the idiot put his penis in me.”

I stood, waiting, enraptured by the twinkle of silver from her lobes.

She turned to me. “What do you want?”

“Uh…I…” I started to back up.

“Freeze, Mister. Now speak up. What are you doing standing there and gawking at me.”

I couldn’t move. I was hypnotized, by her voice, her perfume, her earrings. I said, “I love you. I want to make love to you. Please, I—“

“Shut!”

She went back to staring out the window. “They expect me to play by their little rules. Not a real woman among them. All this nonsense about men being able to have their own will. Bunch of fucking nonsense, if you ask me…”

She went on and on. Then stopped and turned to me. “Why aren’t you abusing yourself?”

I quickly reached under my maid uniform and pulled my panties down. I grabbed my cock and began stroking.

“And no cumming. Got it?”

I gulped and nodded. I felt my hand go back and forth, it felt good, but not very good. I was too far away for it to feel good, I felt like I was on an alien planet, watching through a telescope, and everything was getting further and further away.

She turned back to the sink and continued talking to herself, “Well, they’s find out. If they think they can fuck with me…they’ll find out. And I’ll start with that bitch Amy. When I get through with Amy…”

She spun and looked at me.

“Stay here and jack.”

I stood and my hand moved back and forth and she walked out of the kitchen.

Click, click, click. To Chuck’s room. Oh, no! She wasn’t going to bully him!

“Chuck!” Her strident voice came back to me, then she spoke in lower tones and I couldn’t hear her. I kept pumping my hand over my shaft.

CHUCK

Oh, man. I thought I was going to escape. I could hear Mom muttering to Dad in the kitchen, and she sounded really mad. Then I heard her high heels clicking on the floor.

I had my head in my computer. Mom had told me to download next year’s school books and start studying, so I was.

And I was confused.

She was my mother. Why was she going crazy? Why did she care if I jacked off a little? Heck, didn’t she care that, before she told me not to, I was in an eternal case of hard on?

“Chuck!”

Man, her voice almost cut me in two, and I spun around.

“Yes, Mom?” I couldn’t help it, I was muttering a little. I was feeling a sense of resentment. Not a big sense, but enough so that Mom heard me.

“Don’t you take that attitude with me, young man.”

I smiled. Ingenuously, but sincere enough to fool her into thinking I wasn’t resentful.

“Why aren’t you in your uniform?”

I had ditched the maid uniform an hour previous. I hated having to wear the thing. And the heels were killing me. But it took all my will power to get out of the outfit and just sit at my desk in my underwear.

I was thinking of going to bed.” I sounded like a robot.

She looked at me suspiciously. “And you’ve got another hard on. I thought I told you there would be no more erections!”

“I…I…can’t help it…my dick has a mind of…its own.”

“Hunh!” she grunted. Then: “Put your uniform on and come to the living room.”

She turned and stomped out. Click, click, click. High heels. I hated ‘em.

RICK

I was standing in the kitchen, stroking my cock, when Daisy came back down the hallway. She didn’t enter the kitchen, merely snapped, “Get into the living room!”

I hurried through the kitchen, my hand still stroking my penis, and took a place in front of the coffee table. This was where she liked me to stand when she was sitting on the sofa, and she was sitting.

She picked up a fashion magazine and turned the pages angrily.

“Want me to stop wearing…filthy men will never learn…Amy’s crazy if she thinks…”

She went on and on, flipping the pages of the fashion magazine and not seeing them, ignoring me as I stroked and stroked.

“Stupid men need to be told…I’ll never get down on my…men should be…”

I heard Chuck coming down the hallway. He was more athletic than me, more coordinated, and he had no trouble walking in high heels.

Click. Click. Click.

He turned into the room and took a place next to me.

Daisy ignored him and kept muttering.

“Should I…” he looked at me, but I had no answer. I was incapable of even mounting a word to him.

He shrugged, lifted his dress, lowered his panties, and pulled out his penis. We stood side by side, stroking and stroking, and Daisy just kept reading the magazine.

“Stupid women’s club thinks they know the rules…but I’ve got a few things…they don’t know what I’ve been through…but I’ll show them, and Amy, too.”

Suddenly, she looked up. Chuck and I were jacking together. Our hands had assumed a kind of harmony, stroking at the same speed. And I knew I was close, and I suspicioned Chuck was getting close.

“What the fuck do you think you’re doing!?”

Chuck and I froze. Cocks in our hands. I blurted, “I…you told us…”

“Oh, shut up.”

We shut. Well, I shut. Chuck hadn’t said anything. He was already shut.

“Keep jacking off…but no ‘off!’”

Our arms began to move again. We stroked and stroked, and I could feel the desperation welling within. I was on an edge. I wanted to cum, but…I couldn’t. I wasn’t allowed. I had no doubt Chuck was in the same frame of mind.

“Do you know what that stupid Amy wants?”

We stroked, our hands moving together, and we both shook our heads, at the same time and in the same way.

“She wants me to take off my earrings. Have you ever heard anything so stupid in your dumb lives?”

We had slowed down shaking our heads, now we sped up the shaking again.

“She says I’m hurting your spirit, whatever the fuck that is. Rick? Is your spirit okay?”

“I…uh…” I didn’t know how to answer.

“Oh, hell. Of course it is. Tell me it is.”

“My spirit is fine.” I didn’t think it was, but since I was thinking from a million miles away I couldn’t say anything else. Especially since she had directly commanded me.

“So we’re going to prove her wrong. Do you hear me? Wrong!”

Chuck and I nodded together, our hands stroking, our chins going up and down, everything at the same time.

“You boys are going to clean this house within an inch of its life! Within an inch of your lives!

“And you will continue playing with yourselves while you do this because, let’s face it, at heart you are dirty boys. All men are dirty. All men are filthy creatures with filthy minds. all they think about is sex, sex, sex. And Im not going to put up with that silliness. So from here on out you are going to stroke yourselves and clean this house.

“Furthermore, I am going shopping for you. Rick, you will be my chauffeur. Chuck, you will be my personal valet. You will dress the part. Furthermore, I want you both clean shaven. Your whole bodies clean shaven. No more nasty hair. I want you clean, dammit!

“Rick. Pay close attention to shaving your groin. I don’t want any of your nasty hair getting spread around while you’re pleasuring yourself.

“Chuck. You’re going to dress me in the morning. I want you up early. I will lay my things out the night before, and I want everything freshly pressed.

“Boys. You are nasty, filthy creatures. But we will fix that. We will make you into…into…daughters. And you will act and behave like daughters.

“Rick. I want you to clean the car. Paint it black so it at least looks like a limousine.

“Chuck. You will draw my bath for me in the morning. You will see me naked, but you will avert your eyes and not shame me with your filthy thoughts.

“Both of you have to learn not to be filthy, nasty, disgusting males. You will wear dresses from here on out. That will remind you that women are superior. That women are in charge! We will discuss make up tomorrow.

“Do either of you have questions? Of course you don’t.”

Chuck and I had opened our mouths, but they snapped shut.

“You are men, and you live to serve. Specifically, you live to serve me. From here on out you will do what I say, without hesitation, and only because you worship me and adore me. Is that clear?”

Chuck and I, our hands moving back and forth at the same time, nodded, out faces going up and down at the same time.

Daisy smiled a hard smile and was satisfied.


CHAPTER SIX

AMY

I had done what I could, but I knew it wasn’t enough. The truth of the matter was that I didn’t know anything about the earrings, and I had to find out more.

Sure, I understood the theory of how they worked, and how they made women’s mind stronger, and overrode men’s minds. And I understood that testicle juice, sperm, was key. But what if a man wore the earrings? What would happen then?

These questions, and more, in mind, I found myself on the edge of town the morning following the meeting.

The house the old lady lived in was sort of ramshackle. Apparently she didn’t bother having her husband clean up the place. I wondered at that.

I walked up the door, climbed the steps and knocked on the splintered, old panel door.

I heard a shuffling sound, then the door opened.

The old lady looked out at me. Her eyes rheumy, her hair thin under a scarf.

“We need to talk,” I blurted.

She frowned, then turned away, walked away, leaving the door open.

I stepped into the house and closed the door.

The old lady walked into the kitchen, poured two cups of coffee, and, when I arrived at the kitchen, she waved a hand at a seat.

I sat and put my hands around a coffee cup. She sat down and faced me.

“Do you have a name?”

“Olga.”

“And your husband? Does he have a name?”

“Olaf.”

I nodded.

She wasn’t very forthcoming, so I just dove right in. “The earrings really work.”

She nodded. A fly was buzzing over the sink.

“They work too well.”

She sipped her coffee. It was strong, and her eyes watched me over the rim of her cup.

“I’ve figured out I only need to wear them a little bit, they still have great effect.”

She gave a weird sort of snort. I had the feeling she was saying, ‘You’re telling me?’

“So how much did you use the earrings? And…how much…when did your husband, Olaf, start to…I’m not sure what to ask.”

She stood up, stared at me musingly, nodded, and left the room.

I quickly got up and followed her.

She went to the bedroom where she kept her husband. She opened the door and led the way in.

Olaf lay on the bed. His wrinkled face stared at Olga like she was a naked beauty queen. As if she wasn’t a bag of wrinkles and suet.

She picked up a whip, and motioned to me. “Let loose.”

I stared at the whip. It wasn’t long, but it was thick. She snapped it and it made a ‘crack.’

“Let loose.”

I went to a poster and undid a buckle. Then another poster, and another. As I undid the last buckle he sat up, rubbed his wrist, and stared at his wife. Then, though he was old and not much more than fat and wrinkled skin, he launched himself out of the bed towards Olga.

For a second I thought he was going to hurt her, but he hit the floor and grabbed her leg and started humping.

My eyes opened and my jaw dropped.

Humping her leg, like almost sitting on her foot and moving his hips back and forth like a maniac. Making drooling sounds. Fucking her calf. What the fuck!

She used the butt of the whip first, pounding down on him. Driving him back. At that, it still took many strikes to make him relinquish his hold on her leg.And when he did let go he wanted to come back. He kept darting in, but now she used the working end of the whip and beat him back.

Snarling, yelping, saying things in a language I didn’t understand, he suddenly transferred his attentions to a bed post. He slid his legs around the staunch pole and began humping the post. Making drooling noises, his eyes crazy, and words kept pouring out of him.

“He tell me he love me,” said Olga, watching her man pump his cock into the old wood. “Now he tell bed he love me, he think bed post my leg.”

“Oh, my God.”

“Don’t get too cl—“

Inadvertently I had taken a step forward, leaned down to examine the insane look in his eyes, and he suddenly launched himself at me.

I tried to back away, I almost fell, but a hand to the dresser stabilized me. His legs were around my leg, and I could feel his dick jabbing at my ankle, then rubbing against it.

Olga set in with the whip.

“Back! Back!” She whipped him about the head and shoulders.

He howled, and I felt him squirting on my leg, thin gruel drizzled out of his penis and coated my nylons.

“Back!”

In spite of cumming he was not satisfied, but he did back up. Then he was pumping on the bed post again.

“On bed! Up! Up!

For an old woman she had plenty of muscle, no doubt from constantly whipping her husband, and she made him get on the bed.

I stood in shock, staring at the white liquid seeping into my nylons. What a mess! He had actually cum a lot!

“Help! Help tie up!”

I forced myself to move. While her arm moved back and forth mercilessly I fastened one strap after another. I had to pull on his last arm with my whole body weight, but, finally, he was tied to the bed again.

Olga sagged against a wall for a minute. Then she straightened up, coiled the whip and replaced it on the dresser. She led the way back to the kitchen.

We sat at the kitchen table, and now I clung to my coffee cup like a drunk holds on to his whiskey.

“My God! And the earrings did that to him?”

She shook her head. She was obviously exhausted from whipping him, and she said, “I do. I stop wearing earrings, but it too late. He kept get worse and worse. End up like that.”

I was stunned. He was nothing more than a rutting fool. No higher thought process. Just a…a sex maniac.

“But…can he be cured?”

She shrugged most eloquently, and I knew: she had never even tried. She had just ‘earringed’ him down to his base impulse, and left him there.

Was having a slave like that really all there was? Did she really enjoy this life where she drank coffee and whipped him when the mood struck her?

What kind of a life was that?

I whispered, “Why did you give me the earrings?”

She shrugged, and I knew that, in her own way, she was insane. That if the earrings had unbalanced her husband, in a similar, but different, manner, they had unbalanced her.

I stood up, stared at her in horror.

My husband was going to end up like this!

And so would every man who had a wife who wore the earrings!

And the women who wore the earrings, in spite of all good intentions, in spite of all that I had told them, they had already been affected. They would start to revert. They would probably all put their earrings back on.

Any help I had given them would be forgotten.

And I…I would end up like her! Like Olga!

Some essential part of me was going to go stark, raving, irresponsibly nuts!

I turned and ran out of the house.

BETTY AND SAMANTHA

“Crap! We don’t have any money!”

I was laying in bed with Samantha,. We were naked, physically sated, but mentally…mentally we would never be satisfied.

We were married, to men, but we didn’t necessarily want to be. We loved each other, but had to sneak our moments in. And now, because of all the turmoil of our lives, we had no money, and no way of getting more.

“I tried getting Jimmy to go to work, but he just sits there and looks at me. I kick him out of the house and he stands in the front yard, a damned hang dog look on his face, staring at the house, waiting to get back in. Damned, useless man!”

“Tell me about it,” I muttered in response. “I kick Joe Bob out of the house and he drives off, around the block, then drives in and acts like he’s been working all day. Not five minutes has passed, and he wants to hump me.”

“Damned humpers!”

“Damned earrings. They worked fine at first, but now…you think Amy’s right? And maybe we shoulda taken ‘em off?” I fingered one of my earrings. I could feel their warmth, and I knew they were working.

“Hunh. I don’t know. I just know without that lazy idiot working we don’t have any money. And I need to buy some groceries and tampons.”

The groceries were whiskey. The tampons…it was Samantha’s time of month in the next couple of days. She had already mentioned that she could feel the headache coming on, and she knew she was about to spring a leak.

“Damn!” I whispered. “We got to get our worthless men to work.”

At that moment our men were sitting in the front room, not talking to each other. Just sitting on the couch and thinking about us. They knew we engaged in a little girl on girl action every once in a while, and they were getting nervous and agitated waiting for us.

Suddenly, Samantha sat up. “I got an idea!”

“What’s that?”

Samantha told me, and I started to grin.

AMY

As I drove back through town I could see the results of the earrings. It had only been a few days, but a hundred women had been using the earrings, and they had shared with their friends, and their friends’ friends.

On Third Street I saw Wilma Fredericks, leading her man on a leash.

She was wearing black, skin tight, leather pants and a white blouse. Under the blouse she was wearing a bullet bra from the fifties. Oh, kinky Wilma, what have you been up to? Her charms thrust out like pointy mountains.

Behind her, stumbling along in high heels, really high heels, was her husband. I didn’t know his name, but I would never forget his appearance. He was wearing, in addition to his super spike heels, grey leggings and a pink tutu. His hair was dyed pink and he was wearing long, earrings. Not the super controlling earrings, but huge chandeliers that banged against his neck. Bright red lipstick completed his outfit.

I slowed the car, not because I wanted to watch, but because I was compelled to watch. Less than a week, and the loonies were coming out.

Up and down the street I could see women, many wearing outfits like Wilma’s, sort of an unofficial ‘Dom’ outfit.

I looked back to Wilman. She reached the corner and I got another shock, who should come around the corner in the other direction but Nancy Barnsdhal. With her three teenage boys in swimsuits, in high heels. Wearing wigs. Full make up. On their backs—I was able to read it as I passed and managed not to get in an accident—were five words.

On the back of the first boy was, ‘I shall…’

On the back of the second boy was ‘not…’

On the back of the third boy was ‘jack off.’

‘I shall not jack off.’

And the boys looked very unhappy. Of course. They were bound by the earrings, but they were not in love, like a husband would be, so they had some freedom of spirit. At least, for a while. Until the earrings became too much. Until they became gibbering idiots.

Lord. One of the boys was in high school, the two twins were first year college. What was this going to do to them?

And, the last thing I noticed, before they were out of sight, was that both women were wearing their earrings.

And I realized, ‘friends of friends.’ Wilma had got her earrings at the Women’s Club. I remember handing them to her. But Nancy wasn’t a member of the Women’s Club, so she got hers from somebody else.

Or, hell, this was a thought: what if somebody else had figured out how to make them? They weren’t rocket science, after all. Gold and silver with a bit of sperm rolling around the insides. How hard could it be?

I continued through the heart of town, and I saw more women. Women chatting happily, their husbands standing about, waiting. Often the husbands were facing the front of a building, as if told to face the wall while their betters conducted a meaningful conversation.

Meaningful, as in the women discussing the latest in male slavery.

What had I done?

Everywhere was evidence of male slavery. Men walking behind. Men dressed in skirts. Men looking happy as their wives changed them, made them prance about, made them wear make up.

And the few men I saw unattended were either scampering up side streets, trying to avoid women, or just standing around, dazed, perhaps having received their first commands from a woman with earrings.

Oh, you poor men! what have I done to you?

I pulled into the parking lot of the library and found a space. Which was easy because there were no other cars in the lot.

Inside the library there was only one woman, a dour creature, quite plain, whose name was, according to her name tag, ‘Jane.’

“Jane,” I asked, taking a stand at the front counter.

She looked up from a trashy Alyce Thorndyke novel, ‘The Horny Wizard of Oz,’ and blinked. It was a slow day in the library, and she obviously thought she was going to get a lot of reading done.

“I need to learn everything I can about brain washing.”

“Oh,” she blinked again.

Fifteen minutes later I was buried in books. I had never known there was so much written on this most evil of all subjects. But, I should have.

Hypnosis, Jamestown, Manson, ‘The Science of Thought Control,’ cults, mind control, ‘Terror, Love, and Brainwashing,’ ‘The Rape of the Mind,’ drug experiments by the CIA, army ‘berserker’ programs, ‘The Brainwashing Book,’ and more and more and…MORE!

I had never in my life seen so much trash written, and all in the interest of manipulation. Manipulate society. Manipulate man. Manipulate your husband. Heck, things like BDSM and bondage and all that stuff was small potatoes compared to this…I dare call it a ‘treasure trove’… of mental persuasion.

I guess, thinking about it, life is nothing more than people trying to control people, and there was nothing else. And I had just given over the keys to the kingdom.

Fuck.

I was screwed.

Because all mankind was screwed.

If the women going bonkers in this small town was any kind of evidence, all of mankind was about to travel down the tubes to complete and utter slavery.

And, the worst thing, in reading all this stuff, was that there didn’t seem to be a cure. The books in front of me were all ‘how to’ books. There wasn’t a one of them that told how to undo the ‘addiction to slavery.’

Finally, I closed the book I was reading. It had been hours, and I needed some fresh perspective. I needed to talk to somebody who could help me sort through this mess. I brought the big stacks of books back to Jane and thanked her, and headed for home.

BETTY AND SAMANTHA

I drove and Samantha cased the liquor store. Jimmy and Joe Bob sat in the backseat. They were wearing coveralls and holding guns in their laps. Being good, old boys, they knew how to use the guns.

“Middle of the afternoon,” muttered Samantha. “Not a soul in sight.”

The liquor store was brick with big glass windows. The windows had big signs advertising Budweiser, Corona, and other brands of suds. There were no cars in the parking lot

I drove around the block. The neighborhood was dead.

Samantha turned around and faced the back seat. “Joe Bob, you hold the gun while Jimmy gets the cash out of the drawer.”

“Safe,” I said. “They got to have a safe.”

“Yeah. Get the safe first.” She turned to me. “You think the safe will be up front? Under the counter? Or in a back office somewhere?”

“Don’t know.”

“Well, wherever it is,” she turned back to the men, “You find it. Empty the safe, then the cash register.”

The men nodded. Neither of them were thinking about robbing a liquor store. They were both thinking about how much they loved us.

In the rear view mirror I could see that Joe Bob had one hand in his pants and was massaging his nuts. Jimmy was squirming, and he must have been thinking about how much he loved the strap on Samantha had introduced him to the other night. I smiled at the memory of his squeals. He had sounded like a pig who’s tail was being pulled. Which, think about it, was sort of true.

I hooked through the parking lot and stopped the little Mustang next to the side of the liquor store.

“Okay,” I turned to Joe Bob and Jimmy. “You guys get going. We’ll wait here.”

The two men climbed out of the car, and there was the first problem. The car was a two door, and we had to lean forward and hold the seats up while they exited. They being ‘portly,’ to put it politely, the entrance and exit to the getaway vehicle was going to be problematic, and i gave a big sigh.

We watched the men as they rounded the corner to the cement walk in front of the store.

Joe Bob appeared at the corner a second later, he poked his head around and blew me a kiss.

“Get the fuck!” I whispered violently, making a shooing motion with one hand.

Joe Bob disappeared, and we sighed. I tell ya, these boys, under the earrings, weren’t too sharp.

“You think they can pull this off?” Samantha asked.

“They got to. Oh, fuck!”

“What?”

“I forgot to tell them to pick up some beer.”

We sat and contemplated the latest disaster for a long minute, then Samantha said, “I’ll go get it.”

She opened the passenger door.

“And get some whiskey, and some Coke!”

Samantha waved, then disappeared around the corner of the store.

AMY

I arrived at home, and my heart sank.

Bob came tripping out of the house. He was smiling and skipping with not a care in the world, and he loved me.

But the love was that vacuous, empty-headed love that I had come to detest.

It was brainwashed love.

And he had worn pink socks, probably to please me.

“Hi, honey. I couldn’t wait for you to get home.” He opened my car door and escorted me into the house. Not a real thought in his head. And I hadn’t even been wearing the earrings.

Olga was right. Once men experienced the earrings things began to burn out in their heads.

No more free thought. Only the desire to please their women.

“Bob,” I tried, “We need to talk.”

“Oh, goody!” He clapped his hands.

I put him in the living room, told him to wait, and went for the bourbon and Coke. I brought back two frosted glasses and placed one in front of him.

“Bob,” I said. “I need your advice.”

“Wonderful!” He leaned forward and gazed lovingly at me.

Oh, crap. He was about as smart as an infatuated fifteen year old.

“Drink your drink and snap out of it.”

He drank his drink, and he tried to look a bit more sober, but I could tell it was an uphill battle.

And his pants. Big erection. Fuck.

Then I had a thought.

“Bob, jack off for me. Quick.”

“Oh!” he gasped in pleasure. He quickly took out his hog and began stroking. Then the weirdest thing happened. He stroked and he stroked, but he couldn’t cum, and I realized why. I, the object of his infatuation, was distracting him.

What does a man masturbate to? Women. But, more than that, fantasies of women. And me sitting in front of him was reality, not a fantasy.

“Go into the bathroom and jack off.”

He happily, dick in hand, trotted into the bathroom. I heard him fapping, and it suddenly grew in intensity.

“Oh…OH…OH, YEAH!”

I smiled. Yep. That did it. Without me to distract him he could fantasize, probably about me, but who knows and who cares, and that enabled him.

“Okay, Bob, get your ass out here.”

The door opened and he came out. He looked a little confused. “What…uh, what’s happening?”

He was almost back to normal. But I knew I only had a little time. Probably only a half hour or so, then he would start getting horny again, and thee went his ability to have a cogent thought.

“Bob, sit down.”

He sat, look at the bourbon and Coke and smiled.

Good Bob.

He picked it up and started drinking.

“Okay, Bob, here’s what’s happening…” I outlined the happenings in the town. I told him bout Olga and Olaf. I went over my researches into brain washing briefly.

“And that’s the story,” I finished up. “Everybody is getting brainwashed, and I don’t know what to do about it.”

“And you have to do something,” he mused, sipping his drink like the Bob of yore. I wondered how long it would last.

“I do. This is serious.”

“Well, there doesn’t seem to be a written solution, if what you say about the books is true.”

“It is. It’s all about selling, or controlling your husband, or manipulating people. Not a cure in the bunch.”

“That’s understandable. After all, if everybody knew how to undo brainwashing we’d probably live in a world without wars.”

I blinked at that. The male perspective. No, the Bob perspective. I hadn’t thought about that.

“So it looks like there’s only one thing to do.”

“What?”

“You need to look into Olga and her husband. If he’s at the tail end of this…this sickness, then maybe he’s the case you want to study. Besides, if he invented these earring things, then if he can be made sane then maybe he can ‘uninvent’ them. If you get my drift.”

Huh! Now that was interesting.

“Okay. I can go back to Olga’s house and talk some more. Maybe there’s something that—“

“Honey?”

I looked at him.

“I really, really love you. With all my heart. I can’t stop thinking about you.”

Uh oh. The sappy look was back in his eyes.

“Bob,” I commanded. “Clean the house.”

I ran out to the car.

BETTY AND SAMANTHA

Jimmy walked into the liquor store. He was supposed to rob the store, he had the gun, but he felt a little goofy. Dazed. Like he’d rather be sniffing flowers in a big field.

Joe Bob bumped into him, and they both looked around.

A center rack loaded with Twinkies and loaves of bread and hats. On the right side of the store were the coolers. A long row of glass doors behind which were stacks and rows of cans and bottles and Pepsi and beer.

On the other side of the store was the counter, behind which was a wall of gin and bourbon and vodka and other spirits.

Jimmy grinned as he saw the man behind the counter. The clerk was old, maybe sixty, with thick glasses and no hair. Oddly, he had lots of muscles.

Jimmy and Joe Bob walked up to the man and asked him, “Where is the safe?”

The man blinked. He was wearing a striped shirt and shorts. He had big eyebrows and hair growing from his ears. He was also bored, at least up till now. It had been a slow day and he wondered where all the customers were. The only customer he had had in the last two hours were three kids on bicycles, and a middle-aged man in a yellow dress with make up and a wig and…high heels.

That was the weirdest thing of all. How could that fellow walk in those big heels?

“What?”

“Where’s the safe?”

“What for?”

“We need to rob it.”

The man stood motionless. These were the craziest robbers he had ever seen. Most robbers, and he had experienced a few, came in with guns drawn, screaming for everybody to hit the floor. They knew where everything was and they were efficient.

These two bozos had guns, he could see them in their hands, but they hadn’t lifted them. And they sounded like they were stoned. Or something.

The the clerk, whose name was Randy, reached under the counter and picked up his gun. It was a .38, a revolver, and it worked well.

“Drop your guns. Up with your hands.” Randy spoke conversationally, but with solid intent.

Jimmy suddenly looked confused. He turned to Joe Bob. “He can’t do that!” He wished he were back out in the car. He wanted to be with Betty. He loved Betty.

Joe Bob was confused. “Aren’t we supposed to get the money?”

“Yeah!”

“So why’s he holding a gun on us? Aren’t we supposed to hold a gun on him?”

Randy snarled, “Drop your guns or I shoot!” He cocked the hammer. “I will, too.” He pointed the gun right at the center of Jimmy’s forehead.

Both men were at a loss. This thing hadn’t happened the way the girls had told them it would. Nothing made sense, and now this guy was going to shoot one of them.

Samantha walked into the store. “What the fuck!”

Everybody looked at her. They liked the word ‘fuck.’

Randy still held the gun on Jimmy’s forehead. Besotted as he instantly was for Samantha, he was yet determined to puncturate Jimmy’s skull.

“Stop that!” yelped Samantha.

Everybody froze.

Samantha thought she was just pleading for her boyfriend’s life. She begged, “Please, put the gun down!”

Randy placed the 38 on the counter.

Samantha blinked, then she got it. The earrings. The old guy had to do what she said!

She smiled with sudden self confidence. “Where’s the safe?”

“Right here,” Randy nodded down at the counter.

“Get all the money out of it and put it in a bag. Put the money in the register in there, too.”

“Oh, sure.” He smiled. He really liked this gruff girl. She just had the most pleasing attitude about her.

“Jimmy. Joe Bob.”

They both turned to her, their mouths slackly open.

“Jimmy, start loading cases of beer in the trunk. Joe Bob, we need some whiskey. Take some bottles out to the car. And don’t forget the chips. And hurry.

They didn’t hurry. They were too much in love to hurry.

Randy turned the dial and had the safe open.

Samantha stared at Joe Bob and Jimmy, and suddenly snapped, “A blow job for the one who loads the most!”

The two men suddenly sprouted wings. They were running in and out of the store, armfuls of bottles and cases and whatever else they could grab.

Outside Betty popped the trunk and stared as the two men packed the car with bottles and cans of booze.

Inside the store Randy handed Samantha a big sack of money. He was grinning cheerfully, and he had a bulge in his pants.

Samantha took the money and grinned lopsidedly.

“Okay, dude, take your clothes off.”

Randy cheerfully stripped himself. He stood naked, and didn’t care. He just wanted this gorgeous woman to love him.

“Start stroking.”

He smiled in happiness and grabbed his hog.

“You will jack yourself all day, and you will forget about us.”

“Okay,” Randy began to pump his organ.

“Oh, do you have a camera here?”

“Sure.”

“Go break it. Erase the film, or whatever. We don’t want anybody to see us.”

“Okay.” He walked towards the back, still stroking.

“And forget you ever saw us!” she called after him.

“Okay!” And he waved a hand at her. And he thought: Gosh, but I love her. How can I forget about her if I love her?

It was a strange puzzle, and he wondered about it all the rest of the day.

Customers came in, customers left, and nobody complained that he was naked and beating his meat while he waited on them. Apparently the town was getting so strange this was considered mild.

AMY

I drove to Olga’s house. I pulled up to the driveway, hopped out and ran up to the door. I pounded, and Olga came to the door a minute later.

“You’ve got to help me.”

Olga stared at me blankly.

I pushed past her, barged into the house and walked back towards Olaf’s room.

“Wait! What you…get out!”

I spun on her. “Look, you caused all this! Your stupid husband’s earrings are screwing the whole town up! We’ve got to get him treatment, at least see if we can make sense of this thing. “

“You no take him!”

“Don’t you understand? The fate of the whole world rests on that old pervert in there!” I motioned with my thumb at the bedroom.

“Don’t care. You get out now!”

“I’m not leaving without him!”

She grabbed me and pulled on my arm, tried to turn me around. Except for her whipping muscles she was wasn’t a strong woman, and I pushed her hands off me.

“You get out!” She hissed meanly.

I went to the door and opened it.

Olaf lay on the bed, tied tight, his head turned to see what the ruckus was. As his watery eyes came to rest on Olga he brightened up. He started pumping his hips into the air and speaking in a foreign language. I didn’t know the language, but I caught the gist of what he was saying to the old lady. ‘Oh, baby, I love you forever. Please untie me so we can make sweet music together!’

I went to the bed and started unfastening one of the straps.

Olga rushed past me. Then she snapped, “You leave! Now!”

SNAP! She cracked the whip.

Oh, fuck!

I backed up, and she followed me, snapping that whip. Her hands might be weak, but when it came to the whip she was strong. Almost like the whip gave her confidence and courage. Qualities that every bully needs in spades.

SNAP! SNAP!

“Stop,” I begged, backing up. “Don’t you understand?”

SNAP!

I was back to the front door, she was snapping the whip, and I was crying, begging, beseeching,

“You go! You…” she stopped, and a surprised look came into her eyes. “You…you…”

I stared, and she put hand to her heart, the hand bent like a claw. She dropped the whip. She fell to her knees, then, like somebody had just pushed her over, she fell face down in front of me.

I stared in shock. What…what the fuck?

I took a step, and she remained motionless.

I kicked the whip away, then I knelt.

She didn’t move.

I put a hand to her neck. I don’t know why, that was just the thing they do in the movies.

Not knowing how to feel the pulse of a dead person, I rolled her over.

She lay on her back, not breathing, her hand like a claw, clutching her faded dress over her heart.

Oh, fuck! Heart attack.

I stood up, I looked in the direction of the back room, and I heard Olaf’s voice, sounding like he was aware. Dazed, but aware.

“Get me out of here! Olga!”

And I knew what had happened. When Olga died Olaf was freed from the spell the earrings had put him in. He was no longer insane!

And I knew the solution for the problem of the earrings. Simply kill anybody who wore them…including myself!


CHAPTER SEVEN

AMY

I stood over the body of the old woman. Olga had given me the earrings, and her husband had invented them. Now the old woman was dead of a heart attack, and her husband wouldn’t shut up in the other room.

“Olga! Where are you!” His voice was gruff, an old man’s voice. I could hear the deep rage in him.

How long had Olga kept him tied up on the bed?

How long has he been under the influence of the earrings?

And, to complicate matters…what was I going to do about the body laying on the floor in front of me?

“Olga!”

Trembling a bit, so much had happened, I went to the bedroom door.

“Let me loose!”

I opened the door.

Olaf froze. He had no memory of me. “Who are you? Where is my wife?” He was wearing clothes now, and he craned his neck up and stared at me.

“Please, you need to be quiet. I need to think.”

The old man blinked his pale eyes. He stared at me, then he grinned. It was not a nice grin. “Let me loose or neighbors will hear me.”

He opened his mouth and began screaming, really screaming. His voice literally shook the rafters.

“Shut up! Shut up!” I ran to the bed and stood over him.

He screamed.

I took a pillow and put it over his face. I put my weight on him.

The screams grew less and less and very quickly.

Then I realized I was killing him.

Oh, my God! I ripped the pillow off him.

He gasped, but he wasn’t cowed. After a second of gulping air he opened his mouth to scream. I touched my ear lobes and said, “No.”

He stopped. Not because I had earrings on, I didn’t. But he knew I could put them on.

“You scream and I’ll use the earrings to mess your brain up. I will turn you into a 5 year old girl and spank you.”

He closed his mouth, and that right quickly.

I sighed.

Fright was in his eyes now.

“Okay. You stay here.” As if he was going to get up and leave. “And I’m going to sit in the kitchen for a minute. I need to think.”

He stared at me, but didn’t say a word.

I walked out, closed the door and headed for the kitchen.

Olga’s kitchen was not the cleanest place in the world, but I had noticed a nice collection of liquor bottles at one end of the counter. I braved the grease and the flies, washed a glass out, and poured a couple of fingers of whiskey into the glass.

No ice cubes in the fridge. In fact, the fridge was bulging with ice.

No Coke, or any other soft drinks.

Forcing myself not to gag, I ruined the bourbon with tap water, then took a big slug.

Water, gah. Bourbon, mmm.

And I needed a good shot of bourbon, especially after what had been happening.

The women in town enslaving the men with these super powered testicle earrings.

And so many women were making their men wear female clothes. What was up with that? Did women actually think that clothes made the man? Was the feminization of the men somehow robbing the men of power? Giving that power to the women?

One would wonder then, why women didn’t give up women’s clothes long ago.

Then I had a weird and sort of bizarre thought.

If clothes made the man, then clothes made the woman, and women chose to dress like women because…it gave them power over men.

So why would the women make the men dress like women?

To make them more powerful than themselves?

And that meant that women were angry because they had lost their power, and they were trying to make men more powerful by…no, no. That didn’t make sense.

The whole damned mess didn’t make sense.

I heard a noice from the back of the house.

Huh. Olaf needed a little talking to, and I needed to find out what he knew.

I finished off the whiskey, actually felt refreshed, fortified, as it were, and started for the back room.

And stopped.

Something was bothering me. I heard noises. He was struggling. What if he had gotten free?

I turned to a corner of the kitchen, where I had helped Olga stack boxes of earrings last week. I took out a pair of earrings and held them in my hands. One in each hand. I don’t know why, but…call it intuition.

I went to the backroom and opened the door.

Olaf flew out of the room. He knocked me to the floor. He had gotten loose.

“You bitch!” He screamed. He was sitting on me, and he drew back a hand to punch me.

I clapped my hands to my ears and screamed, “STOP!”

Oh, Lord, did he stop. He not only stopped, he flew back from the sheer force of my exclamation.

For a second I was dazed. I was knocked down, sat upon, and nearly cold cocked. No pun intended.

Then I had actually moved him through the air.

Was there even more to these stupid earrings than I thought? I mean, he had FLOWN away from me. Or maybe these earrings were stronger than the ones I had had on.

I sat up, holding the earrings to my ears, thanking my stars that I had had that bit of intuition.

Olaf was crumpled against the far wall. He was breathing, but just barely.

I wondered if I had actually risked stopping his very heart!

Well, whatever, I put the earrings through my lobes and stood up.

I was shaky. He had tackled me like a football player tackles, and I felt a bit bruised.

But, okay. Okay.

“Olaf.”

He groaned, but his eyes opened. He was turning white.

“It’s okay. You can breath.”

He gasped, and color came back into his face.

“Oh,” he groaned.

My God. I had nearly stopped his heart. I had stopped his breathing! These earrings! These must be super powerful earrings! And I wondered what the difference between these and the other earrings I had worn was.

“Okay, Olaf, go sit in that chair.”

He stood up, and his gasping for air became gasping for sexual relief. He eyed me, and I knew it was only the earrings that stopped him from jumping on me, beating me senseless and raping me. Or raping me and then beating me senseless.

Yet, was it his fault?

Sure, he had invented the earrings…but what if he hadn’t? Would he have gone through life just a normal guy? With normal urges? Able to control himself?

What if Olga had never put the earrings in her ears? What if she hadn’t enslaved him? What would he have been like?

Then I stopped that train of thought. He had, she had, and the situation was what it was.

I set up a chair on the other side of the room and faced him. “Olaf, we’re going to talk. I’m going to take an earring out, but if you try to jump me I will put it back on and I will make you eat your own dick. Do you understand me?”

He understood. He wasn’t a love sotted idiot, pecker bulging his pants, the threat of eternal love for me…yet. But if he didn’t do what I said…he understood.

I took out an earring.

He jerked, his eyelids fluttered, then he seemed to come to himself. He stared at me with the most curious expression of horniness and loathing I had ever seen.

“Okay, Olaf. I need you to answer truthfully. If I catch a lie I will make you step on your own balls. You got that?”

“I do.”

He was better spoken than Olga. Truth, he was a little smarter. In fact, a lot smarter. He had been smart enough to invent the testicle earrings, right?

“Okay. I want to free you. I don’t believe in slavery.”

He glanced at the one earring in my hand, ready to be placed onto my earlobe. He didn’t believe me.

“No. Really. When I use the earrings men get stupid. They aren’t of much use. I would rather have a world where, even if men are brutes and bullies, they at least have a hint of a mind, of individuality. Love sotted slaves aren’t my thing.”

“Yet you would use the earrings on me.”

“I wouldn’t, except you attacked me.”

“You left me on the bed, tied up. What was I to think? You expect me to believe you’re not just another power crazy woman?”

I sighed. Interesting, but nowhere. I asked, “So when Olga, when she died…”

A strange look of loss appeared in his eyes. “How did that happen?”

He deserved to know the truth of that, and it would make my questioning of him easier. Or so I thought. So I told him of how I had come to the garage sale, bought the earrings, and everything else that had ensured over the past week.

At the end he simply nodded, and I could tell he was thinking.

“So now you aren’t under the influence of earrings. Why?”

He considered me.

“I could always put the earrings in and make you tell me.”

“You will anyway. Eventually.”

“No. I’ll put them in once, before I leave, and ask you if you’ve told me the truth. If you have, I take the earrings out and leave.”

“And leave me alone.”

“Totally.”

He pursed his lips, and vertical lines formed between his eyebrows. I could almost smell the wood burning as he thought his way through the situation.

“Okay,” he finally grunted. He sighed, then began telling me the salient points of his ‘case history.’

“I invented the earrings, and at first I just used purified water. Then Olga wanted to use semen, it was a joke to her. Earrings with water merely made me love her. But when we put semen in the earrings…I was helpless. Had to do whatever she said. No matter what she did I loved her and did what she said. But it wasn’t enough for Olga.”

“It wasn’t?”

He shook his head. “I loved that woman, and then…and then…”

“And then what?” I asked.

“Woman love power more than sex. What was happy sex for me was a dive into pure power for her. She wore the earrings more and more, and demanded more and more from me. I was to crawl in her presence. Kiss her feet. And, yet, I loved it. Men, it seems, love sex more than power. I was quite willing to get down on my knees and worship her in the manner she wished.”

“But that wasn’t enough?”

“No. It wasn’t.” He paused. “May I get a drink?”

I had a full view of the kitchen from where I was sitting. I nodded. “But you try anything and I’ll fry your circuits until you don’t even exist.”

“You have promised me freedom. I don’t know if…well, I am willing to take a chance. I will not try anything.”

I watched as he went into the kitchen and poured himself a big drink. Then he looked at me with a questioning look. I nodded.

He made me a drink. He brought it back.

I put the one earring I had taken off next to my ear. “Careful,” I warned.

He was careful, and he placed the bourbon and water right where I could reach it, and backed off to his chair across the room.

He sipped.

I sipped. Bourbon, mmm. Water, gah! He really needed to geet some Coke.

“Go on with your story,” I prompted.

“Olga realized she could have more power if she had stronger ingredients for the earrings. She bought the finest, most pure gold and silver, but the sperm, my sperm, was not enough.”

I frowned. I had the sudden intuition that he was going to tell me something important.

“So she put a needle directly into my testicles and extracted the purest sperm she could.

Oh, God! How ghastly! And he must have just sat there, besotted, and let her do it. No wonder he was…the way he was. Anybody would go crazy from having needles stuck into their private parts!

“With this ‘super sperm,’ as I call it, she was able to make the most powerful earrings. Not all of the earrings have super sperm in them, most just have sperm, which is fine for ruling men. But the super sperm, it gives you powers. You’ve got some of the special earrings on.”

I yawned.

He stopped talking for a minute, waited for me to stop yawning.

“So what happens when you…when a woman wears earrings and gives you a command?”

“I feel far away, not in control, like she’s in control, but it is okay. I am quickly besieged by feelings of love, and shortly there’s nothing I want to do except serve the wearer of the earrings.”

“But when she died, and you were freed, you came back much more quickly. My husband, it takes him a while to come back to himself, and he is still enthralled.”

“He is enthralled, super enthralled, because you wear the super sperm earrings. I was not so enthralled because I have been imprisoned for so long, I have looked at myself as if from afar for so long, that I no longer feel the intensity. I have thoughts far away, and even though I am not able to act on them, I have had them for so long that when the…when Olga died I snapped back into my body. Eventually, given enough time, your husband will, no matter how much he dotes upon you, come back with a desire for…for…”

“What?”

“Vengeance.”

Vengeance. Of course. For her who had enslaved him. I yawned again, and suddenly I knew, and that as if from far away. He had spiked my drink.

I looked at him.

He looked at me, and saw the realization in my eyes.

And he had but one chance. He had to get across the room before I lifted a lazy hand to my ear.

He lurched upwards, sprinted towards me.

I lifted the earring slowly, for a second I thought I wasn’t going to make it, but I did.

“Stop.”

He crumpled and fell, and this time I was afraid that I wouldn’t wake up in time to start his heart and his breathing again.

JUAN AND BECKY

“Oh, that’s beautiful,” Becky gushed.

Juan grinned and pirouetted. He was wearing a slinky, black dress. High cut so that his falsies could not be perceived as false. Under the dress his belly was contained by a VERY tight corset. His legs were sheathed with nylons, and his heels were patent, black, and so veddy, veddy tall. His calves were taut and curvy.

“Now, let’s finish the make up and get your wig on.”

Juan sat down at her make up table and began to fix his face.

“Moisturizer, primer, foundation,” he whispered as he watched his face transform in the mirror.

“Oh, Lordy, lady,” Becky breathed, coming to stand next to him. “You have gotten so good at this.”

“The internet has wonderful videos, and you’ve really helped me so much.”

Shortly he was working on his eyes, giving them that sparkling look that women loved to have.

“I can’t believe we’re going to do this,” he gulped.

“Do you want me to use the earrings?”

“You might have to. A little bit,” he admitted. “I am really quite terrified.

“But it’s only make up and a dress. Woman wear those things all the time.”

“Yeah, but…but…”

“I know.” She placed a hand on his shoulder reassuringly.

He sighed. He was now putting on plumper, to be followed by lipstain, to be followed by gloss. Plumping would make his lips fuller, more feminine. Lipstain would last longer, and gloss would give him that shiny, hungry look.

Finally, he stood up and looked at the wall mirror.

There he stood. A she. Fully cross dressed. And he would look entirely like a woman…if…if…

“Your bulge,” murmured Becky.

“I know. What can I do about it? It totally ruins the look.”

“Well,” Becky tapped a fingernail on one of her white teeth. “We could get you off.”

Juan almost fell over. He was so horny…all he wanted to do was get off, which he would, at least he thought he would, if he managed to go out as a woman.

To throw off the traces of masculinity, to join a new regime of power, to become more than a man. And he would get a cum at the end of the night. But now she was offering it right now!

“Oh, please,” he whispered.

“But then you wouldn’t be in love with me so much.”

“Oh1 I would! Please!”

“And then I would have to put up with your stupid macho attitude.”

“But, Becky! I really need—“

“I wanted to watch a chick flick tonight. And you’re going to want to watch the football game.”

“No…no! We can watch your chick flick.”

“See, it’s already ‘my’ chick flick. But if you stay horny, and womanly, then it’s ‘your’ chick flick, too.”

“But, honey—“

“Lift up your dress.”

Barely able to breath, dazed by desire, Juan lifted his dress. He wasn’t wearing panties, and his cock stuck out from under the corset. Really stuck out.

Becky put her hand on his cock and began to stroke, all the time whispering to him. “I love you as a woman. I want you to be a woman always. And I don’t want you to get off. I want you horny, primed for me. All the time.”

“But…but…”

His cock, full of juice, was ready to spurt, he could feel the roiling of sperm in his balls. The switch had been thrown and he was about to…about to…

Becky made up her mind. She slipped the earrings into her lobes and said, “Go limp.”

Juan’s eyes opened up and his legs nearly gave way. The erect feeling dwindled, the sperm receded, and his cock went completely and totally limp.

But his desire was harder than ever. He wanted sex in the worst possible way. His nuts felt like they would explode. But his dick was limp.

Becky, lifted his fingers and he let go of the dress. It fell down, and she giggled.

Juan looked in the mirror. His dress hung perfectly. No bulge. No hint that there had ever been a bulge. His limp, little cock was completely controlled by the lip of the corset.

Becky giggled. “Now we’re talking.”

Juan felt a little whine escaping his lips. His hips gave a couple of quick jerks.

“None of that,” warned Becky. Then she patted his cheek. “Now put on your wig and go get in the car.”

Juan did so.

Charley Coyote is the hot spot of hot spots. A chic restaurant by day, it is a roaring night club by night.

Becky parked the car and opened the door. She placed a sexy high heel out the door, planted it on the parking lot surface, and unfolded from the car.

She was a beautiful woman. Trim with heavy bosoms. White teeth in a red smile, beautiful dark eyes, Spanish eyes, showing little white and lots of black. She closed the door, and not a few patrons turned to check her out. But what happened next…

On the other side of the car the door opened. A high heel came out, a shapely ankle followed, and Juan unfolded himself.

He was taller than Becky, but shapelier. His masculinity had been curbed, and his thickness turned into a robust fullness that overshadowed even the beautiful Becky.

He walked around the car, turning his ankle, swiveling his hips, as Becky had taught him. Now every eye was on him. Male, female, lesbian or gay, Juan became the focus of deep and wide hunger.

Becky laughed. She saw the looks, she felt the emotions rising. She took his arm and they sashayed across the parking lot, ignoring the looks—her because she was wise, and him because he was totally humiliated and didn’t know what else to do.

They were passed through the rope, just on account of being two beautiful women, and they entered the night club.

And were an instant sensation. Men clustered, women sniped jealously, and even the bartenders looked up.

Juan was feeling totally crushed. He didn’t understand what was happening.

And Becky, after a few attempts to loosen him, sighed. She had taken off the earrings at home, but she had them in her purse, and Juan needed a little help. She put on the earrings.

Sproing!

She had intended to put them on for Juan, but the result was that every man in the place suddenly noticed her anew. And even though Juan was more beautiful, the gazes were focused on her.

Men, drooling men with bulges in their pants, approached her.

Women, suddenly abandoned, stared at her with a violence in their eyes.

And she felt it. And she didn’t understand it.

She didn’t know that she had one of the special super sperm earrings. She hadn’t worn them in front of anybody but Juan, and then she had demanded of him that he act normal, which included repressed cross dressing desires.

Now she was out in the open, and it felt like she was the center of the universe, and while half the universe was friendly, the other half wasn’t.

“Juan,” she whispered. “I think we better go.”

Juan thought so, too. He was still turned inward, Becky hadn’t had a chance to calm him down, to acclimate him, and he wanted nothing more than to turn and run screaming into the night.

But when they turned a rather large lout was standing in their way.

He was cool, he was suave, he was a bozo who thought he was God’s gift to women. And he said, “Hey, baby girls, why don’t you let Uncle Chuckie show you a good time.”

Juan shrunk into himself.

Becky, used to the attention of men, and a few idiots, pushed past him and headed for the door.

Uncle Chuckie, however, had managed to snag one of Juan’s arms.

Juan was about dead of embarrassment by now. He looked down.

“How about you, baby. You want to get to know a real man?”

Men were closing in. Women were watching to see what was going to happen. This woman, this beautiful woman, had suddenly come into their midst and distracted all their men. They were not feeling charitable.

“How about a kiss, baby.”

Chuckie put his hand under Juan’s chin and lifted, he moved in for the kill, then he was suddenly spun around.

Becky stood there. “Hands off! Asshole!”

Chuckie grinned. “Oh, mama, I didn’t know you were the one.” He was besotted by the earrings and couldn’t help himself.

He grabbed Becky and moved in.

Becky became flustered and didn’t realize that all she had to do was tell Uncle Chuckie to go take a flying fuck and he would have. Instead, she yelled, “Juan! Help! Save me!”

Juan woke up. Fully woke up. He had been summoned by the wearer of the super sperm earrings.

Chuckie was almost there, his lips were so close, then he was spun around yet again. Fast. And hard.

The other woman was looking at him, sexy eyes and red, full lips, and karate trained hands.

BAM! Juan kneed Chuckie in the apple orchard. SLAM! Juan’s elbow smashed against Chuckie’s head. RAM! Juan threw Chuckie’s head at the floor, and it struck, and Uncle Chuckie went to sleep.

Then Becky and Juan stood motionless, holding each other, looking at the rumbling audience, not sure what to do.

“Excellent!” A voice came over the crowd.

The crowd parted, for the congratulations, the slow hand clapping, was coming from the wearer of a super sperm set of earrings.

Daisy stepped forward.

Behind Daisy was her husband and Rick, both wearing tutus and high heels.

“Daisy?” Becky couldn’t believe it. The leader of the Women’s Club. “What are you…?”

“I’m just out partying, talking to a few of my friends. And it looks like I should be talking to you. Come on over to my table. We have a lot to discuss, girlfriend.

Daisy turned and went out to he patio, where her and twenty other women had pushed together tables. Behind the women sitting at the tables stood the men. Men wearing dresses. Or not. Or wearing lipstick. Or not. Or heels. Or not.

While many women preferred their men in drag, some women didn’t. Or perhaps just hadn’t happened upon that circumstance. And it really didn’t matter. As long as the women sat at the table and the men knew their places.

Becky led Juan to the table, greeted a few of the women who she knew, and was offered a seat.

Daisy said, “If you could have your man stand behind you.”

Becky had a choice then. Make her man stand behind her, like…a man. A second class citizen, a slave who followed her commands, or insist on a chair for him.

But she didn’t think she wanted him sitting at the table with her. Truth, though she treated him kindly, she wanted him under her thumb.

She wanted to be the important one in their relationship.

And here she came into the realization that so many other woman had realized and embraced.

Power is more fun than sex.

Thus, she sat, and smiled, and was greeted like an equal, and was in charge. A drink was brought for her, but not Juan. And when Daisy resumed her place at the head of the table, she listened.

“Ladies, it is obvious that something extraordinary has happened. There are those of us in the know,” she tapped her earrings, “and there are those of us who…are not.”

She smiled, everybody smiled at her, and she continued.

“I am grateful that Amy has discovered this rare source of power, and given it to us, there are matters that must be discussed, and we must move forward, past any short sighted considerations regarding society.

“I hate to say it, but I think you will agree with me…Amy was on the wrong track with her advices about the earrings. These earrings are to be sued! To right the balance between men and women.”

The women around the table nodded. Becky nodded. She found herself agreeing with Daisy.

“I believe that women are destined to rule. I believe the power to rule has been delivered to us. And I believe we must take full advantage of the situation. No more will men tell us what to do. No more will we be second class citizens. And we must discuss how to shape future events to our liking.”

The women were silent, appreciative. All of them had experienced the frustration of being considered less than equal in the presence of men.

“I have here a list of ‘rules.’” She took a piece of paper out of her purse. “It is up to us to enact these rules, to make them into the law of the land. And it is the ladies at this table who must make it happen.”

“Here, here!” a gal at the far end of the table clapped.

Daisy smiled. “First…men must not speak unless spoken to.”

Becky listened as Daisy read out the rest of the rules.

Men must walk three feet behind women.

Men must wear feminine clothing, to remind them of how they have enslaved women throughout history.

Men must lower their heads in the presence of women.

Men cannot own property and must turn over their property to men.

And so on.

And while the rules were read, and sometimes discussed, which discussion ended up being nothing more than rubber stamping by the assembled gals, the sounds of merriment from the party portion of Charley Coyote filtered in.

People in the main room drank liquor and became intoxicated. Women displayed their wares shamelessly, and were unaware that life had suddenly and severely been adjusted. Liquor flowed and music played and bodies rubbed up against one another. Men and women would go home and men would end up on top.

And that was the way it had always been, and always would be.

Until now.

From now on it would be different. The women would be in charge. Women would be on top, and men would toe the line. For the women now had the power of the earrings. And these women, the ones sitting around the table at Charley Coyotes, were going to be the new world order.

And none of them even thought about asking Amy’s advice. She wasn’t here, and they were so enamored of their own selves, and their new power, and they didn’t really like everything she said. Give up wearing the earrings? Even for a little while?

Why, on God’s green earth, would a species that had been trod upon, that had been trampled for thousands of years, that had been looked down upon and bullied and…why would they not wear the earrings?

Across town Amy stirred. She groaned. She was coming out of her drug induced haze and she…she looked around, and her eyes opened in horror!


CHAPTER EIGHT

THE WOMEN OF THE TOWN

The women marched down Main Street. They wore high heels and pencil skirts. They were made up severely and their hair was either slicked back or arranged in a pony tail on top.

They presented a united front, and in the front of the crowd were the women with super sperm earrings. Behind them were women with regular testicle earrings.

The women with the super sperm earrings had gravitated to positions of leadership, which was only logical. They had more power, they felt more powerful, and they were more respected by the women who only had the regular testicle earrings.

As they marched more women joined with them. Women out for a jog, women who had been shopping, women with babies. They marched behind the women of the Women’s Club, feeling the surge of power, enjoying the freedom of being the ones in charge.

They even picked up on the emotions of the women in charge.

Any man they passed was commanded to kneel, to kow tow, to show obeisance. If a man was a husband he was commanded to follow his wife by three feet. If he wasn’t married to one of the women, if he was just a man, he was commanded to fall in behind.

The crowd grew larger and larger, and the resultant noise became a massive rumble.

A butcher came out to see what the hub bub was, and was commanded to throw away his apron and kneel…and to follow along. As the crowd passed he was on his knees, touching his forehead to the pavement, not understanding why he felt this terrible desire, this compulsive desire, to follow the directions of the women.

He only knew that he loved them.

A lawyer came out. Several women knew him for a lech, and they commanded him to take off his pants and kiss feet.

For many minute he knelt, his hard cock out and showing, his lips touching the instep of high heels. Finally, the ‘parade’ having passed, he fell in behind and started yelling all sorts of things he didn’t believe in.

“Power to the women!” He screamed, and nobody noticed how his cock bounced and flopped. “Down with men!”

The protesters marched down the street and gathered in the city center.

On the fourth floor the mayor went to the window and looked down. He saw all the women, looking so pissed off, but also (why was he feeling this way) looking so damned sexy.

His penis grew hard and his knees began to tremble.

Down below Daisy saw him. She merely crooked a finger, and the mayor rushed out of his office and down the stairs. The stairs were faster than the elevator, and he was in a hurry.

In the few short minutes it had taken him to descend Daisy had taken a stand on a cement bench and was addressing the crowd.

“Today we rule the world! Today men will finally realize their true place and kneel. Never again will we be subjected to their perverted desires.”

Samantha and Betty were on the edge of the crowd, their husbands wearing dresses behind them. They were high on power and stolen liquor and they listened to Daisy avidly.

“Yeah, baby!” shouted Samantha.

“Burn, baby!” screamed Betty.

The mayor burst out of the side door and stopped in front of Daisy. He looked up, adoration in his eyes.

“Mayor Johnson! Your final act of power is to turn over your office to me! I am now mayor of The Forks. Kiss my ass and tell the world!”

Mayor Johnson clambered up behind Daisy. She lifted her skirt and bent slightly forward. Her ass protruded right into his face.

“Daisy Henderson is mayor now!” He shouted, then he plastered her ass with his wet lips.

“Oh, yeah! Baby!” Daisy grinned and wiggled her butt. The crowd roared its approval. Several women in the crowd called to their men and commanded them to get down and lick their fannies.

“Take off your clothes!” blurted Betty loudly. Six men around her took off their clothes. Already kissing ass, they struggled to keep their lips firmly planted to flesh as they shimmied out of their pants and underwear and shirts.

The action slowly spread through the crowd. Like a wave it spread out through the men and women, and men stripped off their clothes and kissed female ass everywhere.

Daisy stood proud. Now her husband and son were kissing her ass, too. Three men, vying to plant their lips on her butt, and the glow of power was in her eyes. She raised a fist in victory, and women shouted to her, and she shouted back.

The Town of The Forks had fallen to the Women’s Club in less than half an hour.

AMY

I stared in horror. I was on the bed, my wrists and ankles stretched out and secured. Worse, I had no clothes on! And even worser…I had no earrings!

I heard Olaf humming in the next room. Then he was singing a song in a foreign tongue. “Yo oh, heave ho. Yo oh, heave ho. Dum dum, dum diddy dum…yo oh, heave ho.

Dully, I recognized the tune. The Song of the Volga Boatmen.

I struggled, pulled on the straps holding me down. My breasts flopped to the side and I felt so vulnerable. So…so naked!

“Ah, she’s awake,” Olaf stood at the door, leaning against the jam. He was naked now, and he stared at me, lust in his eyes and his big penis sticking out in front of him.

And it was big. Old country big. And thick. Like a stump. Watery fluid dripped from the slit. Pre-cum.

He reached down and jacked himself slowly. His eyes were gleaming with insanity.

“Let me go,” I whispered, struggling.

“Let you go? Before you’ve had dinner?” He reached down and took his big, fat cock in his thick, gnarly hands. He shook it, and bits of pre-cum flew off.

“I’m not your wife. I didn’t do anything to you.”

“You wore the earrings. My earrings. And all women, when they wear the earrings, make men do things to them. For them. They make them kiss their poony tang. They make them lick their slitty slit. They make them stick their tongues up their…”

As Olaf recited things he had been ‘forced’ to do he began to giggle. He had been locked up for so long. I shivered at the thought of what he had planned. What kind of perversions was he hiding? What terrible thoughts were percolating in his twisted, little mind.

He took a step into the room, his eyes gleaming like a pig about to eat slop.

“Wait! Wait!”

He stopped, his grin kept fixed in place.

“You don’t want to do this.”

“Oh, yes. Yes, I do. I really want to do this.” He was nodding. His lips were flecked with drool. His eyes were like sharpened knives.

And his cock. Oh, my God! His cock was at full mast now. A big, huge log, dripping, bobbing, aiming for me.

“Listen, Olaf, listen. I’m not your wife. You only have sex with your wife.”

He looked confused then.

“I do?”

“Yes. Now let me up. Let’s go find Olga, then you can…” I almost choked. “Then you can put your penis in her.”

“Penis in Olga,” he drooled. Then he frowned. “But Olga not let me put penis in her. She say dirty. She say babies only. She sit on my face and slap my cock.”

Oh, fuck!

“She’s different now, Olaf. Now she wants you. I talked to her, I told her she was supposed to fuck you. She has to suck your dick now. Don’t you want Olga to suck your dick?”

“You suck my dick?” he mumbled, looking around, dazed. Oh, fuck. Whatever I told him, his mind took it and twisted it and turned it all around.

“No. Olga suck your dick. She’ll suck it really good. You’ll have a good cum with Olga. And you can fuck her. You can put your big,  ug…beautiful penis in her pussy.”

“I fuck Olga?”

Confusion.

“Yes. You fuck her good. All you want. Now let me up and let’s go find Olga.

Then his mind did a flip, a twist, and he reworked reality around to suit him.

“Me fuck Olga. You Olga. Me fuck you.”

“No! No, no, no!”

He took another step towards me. His hand was around his cock. squeezing it eagerly. I stared at his flabby body, his hanging belly, his grey hair. Oh, fuck! I really didn’t want him on me, in me, pumping his sperm into me. Even though his dick was the biggest I had ever seen…

“Olaf!” I tried to be soft, even as I imagined that I was wearing the earrings, calling on the full power of the earrings. “Olaf! Let me loose!”

He stopped. He stared. He stroked. Drops of pre-cum were flying out of his decades long denied prick.

“You not Olga?”

“No! But I will help you find her! Let me loose and we can get her and you can fuck her. Beautiful Olga. Wonderful Olga. Olga loves you. She needs you. You need to fuck Olga!”

He took another step, he was a foot from the bed now, his thick cock flicking his pre-gruel over my naked body. “You Olga. Me fuck you.”

“No!”

He knelt on the side of the bed and the springs went down. He was heavy, hairy like a bear, and my body rolled a little towards him, then was stopped by the straps on my limbs.

“No!” I begged, thoughts of earring power dissipating as he closed in on me.

He reached down and…and tickled the bottom of my foot!

“Oh, no!”

He grinned.

Terrified, I couldn’t help it. I laughed.

“Olga laugh. You laugh. You Olga.”

“Oh, no…ha ha ha, oh, God…No! Ha ha!”

He tickled and he tickled, and while I squirmed and laughed and tried to get my foot away, he put one rough hand on my breast.

“Oh, no!” I was laughing and crying now.

Remorseless, his grin showing enough wattage to light a city, he threw a leg over mine, knelt between my legs.

“No! Olaf1 No!”

He bent his whiskered face to mine, placed his fleshy, old skin against mine, and whispered, “Olga not like, but when I do this she gonna like. She hate to like, ‘fraid to like, so she tie me up. But this what Olga really want.”

I lay there, struggling, feeling his body lowering itself on me, his penis searching out my pussy. And I knew I had to survive.

I was being raped. Rape is a terrible thing. A crime in every sense of the word. It is an invasion of that private area of a woman’s body, and of her spirit.

Yet, if I kept fighting it I would end up like Olga. Bitter. Sick.

So I had to change the crime of rape in my mind. If I could do that…maybe I could survive.

“Olaf,” I said. His ear was close, and the change in the tenor of my voice, in my attitude, stopped him.

He froze, with his big, ugly penis head poking into my portal.

“Olaf. I will fuck you willingly, and I will love it, but you have to untie me.”

He was frozen for a long moment.

“Olga like sex?” Disbelieving.

“Olga love sex. But Olga needs to get loose to do it. Can’t have sex while I’m tied up. Let me loose and I will love you like…like…”

“Like wedding night?”

Oh, fuck! I could almost see the fifty year old images spring through his mind. She had fucked him willingly, but only once, and then he had been hopelessly sotted.

He had been sotted long before he, or she, invented the earrings. Her using the earrings only backed up what was already in him. In his heart of hearts, in his mind of minds…he was a pervert. Denied. And a woman had made him that way.

But that didn’t give him the right to rape!

I swallowed my bile at the thought of what he was, what had made him that way. “Just like on our wedding night. Do you remember?”

Olaf was on top of me, ready to penetrate, but I had him caught in his memories.

“Olga beautiful. Olaf put penis in. So wonderful. Then Olga cry and slap and…and…” Olaf began to cry.

“Okay. Okay, honey. I’m done crying. Let me loose and we’ll finish what we started. Let me love you. Let me loose and we’ll have sex. You’ll put your penis in me and I’ll love it.”

Olaf sobbed, and he backed off. He lifted his fat body up and began to undo the straps.

I kept whispering to him. “Let me loose. I love you. We need to fuck…like on our wedding night. But this time no slap. This time I love it. I want you. Please untie me and fuck me.”

Then the last strap was undone.

Olaf lay on me and sobbed. Fifty years of crying. Oh, I hated him, but…the poor man. To have blue balls for fifty years…my God!

His sobbing continued, but his hands started up. He felt my breasts. He cupped my boobs and ran his rough palms over my nipples.

Amazingly, I managed to control myself. I didn’t slide back into fear and terror, I stayed with my idea of making myself love him to conquer him.

Yes, he was going to put his penis in me, and I was going to make myself enjoy it. It wasn’t going to be rape. It couldn’t be…if I was to overcome him and stay free.

I held him, my arms wrapped around his thick back, feeling the coarse hair and folds of fat. He nudged my legs apart with his bony knees, then he slid forward. Once again I felt his penis come a’knockin’.

Then he pushed, and the head of his dick began to enter.

I gasped, and realization bust upon me. This was the biggest dick I had ever seen. The biggest dick that was…coming into me. And…it felt good!

Cancel out the image of him as a fat, old man, grey and slobbery and dripping with bed sweat.

Focus on the size of that magnificent peeny!

Big. Separating my labia, delving in, pushing, oh, God, I could feel the thick veins, like ropes, on the sides of his penis. They pushed, rubbed, grated, and excited.

“Fuck!” I whimpered, and I felt excitement grip me.

He began to hump me, forcefully, driving his 50 year deprived dick into my depths. The big head sliding against my innards. The long shaft sliding in and out. Like a train in a tunnel. A long train. A tiny tunnel.

“Oh, Olga! Olga!” He grunted, sobbing, letting himself go, feeling the love.

I held his head, I ran my fingers through his grey tangles of hair. “Oh, Olaf!”

“Olaf love Olga.”

And I was Olga, he love Olga. He loved me.

Yes, it was terrible, perverted, twisted, but it was also love. And Olaf, sex starved and perverted, was the way he was because all his love had been stopped and denied. For fifty years he had stayed with that terrible woman, loving her more and more. What a powerful and pure love he had!

And what a powerful and pure love he was giving me. And that on the back of a big, huge, throbbing, monster penis!

I felt my hips start to buck.

“Oh!” exclaimed Olaf. “Oh…Oh!”

I fucked him back then. I corkscrewed my pelvis and scooped with my hips. My cunt gripped his big dong and twisted, and squeezed, and pulled.

“Oh…oh!”

Olaf raised his head, and I knew what was happening. He was cumming.

Had Olga really given him hand jobs and the occasional release? Or was I the recipient of fifty years of stored up love?

I thought the latter. It was just too beautiful not to be.

He came, and he came, and that started me. Contact high. I felt my innards lurch and twist, then I was being pulled through a tunnel of light, and exploding into shards of lava. I actually screamed, it was so powerful.

Then Olaf collapsed. Unconscious. It had been too much for him, and he…just collapsed. But I kept cumming and cumming.

My escape, when it came, was easy. While Olaf slumbered I squeezed out from under him. I could hardly walk, he had fucked me so good and hard I felt stretched and gaping, but I made it to the dresser at the foot of the bed. Holding myself up I managed to insert one earring in one ear, then the other in the other.

And I wasn’t going to take them off again. I was never going to be the victim. I was never going to be powerless and let a man have his way with me again. From here on out…I was the boss. It would be difficult, but I could do it.

I had to do it.

SAMANTHA AND BETTY AND JIMMY AND JOE BOB

“Down on the floor!”

All the men in the bank slapped their bellies onto the floor.

Samantha giggled. “I always wanted to say that.”

Betty laughed and turned to Jimmy and Joe Bob. “What are you waiting for?”

Jimmy and Joe Bob held sacks as they ran through the bank. Jimmy robbed the tills and Joe Bob ran back to the vault.

“Hey, Betty?” The vault is locked!

Betty walked through the bank, “Who’s the manager in this shit hole!?”

A skinny fellow in a grey suit and and wearing the thickest glasses this side of creation raised his hand. He didn’t know what was happening. His bank was being robbed. He was supposed to press a button, but, instead, he just wanted to please this woman with the spiky hair and the Goth make up.

“I am,” he looked at her hopefully.

“Do you love me enough to open the vault?”

“Oh, yes! I do! I do!”

“All right, get to it. Open that damned vault!”

The manager scuttled off to please his new love interest.

Meanwhile, Samantha was having troubles. There had been about 20 men in the bank, and they had sprawled on their bellies on command. There had also been 20 women, and they weren’t laying down. In fact, they were puzzled, and starting to glare.

“What are you doing? Why are these men laying down?”

“Listen, lady. It’s a bank robbery. Just calm down and you won’t get hurt.”

“Hurt? By what? Where’s your gun?”

Oh, crap! Smantha thought. We forgot the guns!

But, of course, they hadn’t needed any guns. Not with the men so willing to do whatever they asked. But they hadn’t counted on the females being a problem.

“Hey, Betty?”

Betty walked into the main area, saw the women starting to move towards Betty, and sized up the situation quickly. Hell, these old biddies outnumbered them. Then she had an idea.

“Men! Put the women by the desks in the corner. Don’t let them leave.

Men jumped up and began herding the women.

“Hey! Hands off!”

“Leave me alone!”

“You bully!”

But the woman were quickly contained. Jimmy ran up with a sack and put it at Samantha’s feet.

Samantha looked down and grinned, then frowned. “What’s keeping Joe Bob?”

The three looked towards the vault, and at that moment Joe Bob stepped into view. “Hey, Betty? We got a problem!”

Betty trotted over to him, and he led her around the corner to the vault.

In front of the vault were several sacks of money. The bags sat there, tops slightly open and cash spilling out.

“What’s the problem.”

Joe Bob pointed into the vault. She looked, and had never seen so much money in her life. Stacks and stacks. Shelves and shelves. Old cash, new cash. Joe Bob said, “There’s too much.”

Betty blinked. She had handled all the problems, but she had never expected to have a problem like this. Too much cash? What the fuck?

“What’s the problem?” asked Samantha, who had followed them to the vault.

“We’ve got too much. How we ever going to move that much? We’d need a damned dump truck!”

Then they were giggling at the idea of a dump truck trundling through town, green bills flying out the top, arriving at their house and the dump truck backing up, whining, and the bed tilting to dump tons and tons of cash onto their lawn.

“And where would we keep it?” asked Samantha giddily.

Then they were sober. Where? The bathroom was too small. Even the bedroom was too small. And if they tried to put it in a room, or even the garage, it would get eaten by rodents. If they tried to put it in the shed in the backyard it would overflow and the wind would blow it across the neighborhood!

“Well,” mused Betty, “We could keep it here?”

Samantha turned to her, not quite comprehending. “Here?”

“Sure. We can live here. Have all this money here. It’s already got a built in vault.”

“But don’t we have to make a getaway or something?”

“Why? We can make the men protect us. And we can pass out cash to the women. Watch this.” She walked back into the main room. She crossed to where the women were gazing at her angrily.

“Hey, bitches!” she gave a hard grin. “Who wants some free money?”

Blinks. Shakes of the head. Confusion.

“Are you assholes deef? I said…WHO WANTS SOME FREE MONEY!?”

In the center of the group of women a hand went slowly and timidly up. “I would.”

“Okay, then here’s the deal. We’re going to make these men wait on you hand and foot. We’re going to give you each a sack of money. No interest. No receipt. And all you have to do is go spend it. Try to make it last, we aren’t rich here,” yes, they were, “And all you have to do is not tell anybody.”

The women looked at each other, a few of them started to grin, and two of them started to move forward.

“Okay, make a line at the first teller’s cage and we’ll get this show on the road.”

Smiling at their good fortune, the women lined up. Quickly, Betty picked out men and assigned them to women.

“You, you’ll do anything that blonde, the second one in line, wants. If she wants you to lick her asshole, you’ll do it it quicker than a drooling man spits.

“And you, fat guy, you do anything the third woman in line wants. Anything. Got it?”

The man shook his head. He loved this woman, and if she told him to love another woman…well, so be it.

Samantha took one man to the teller’s cage. “You give each of the ladies a bag of bucks. Don’t bother with the paperwork.

“But…but..” the confused teller objected. He might be far away, and in love, but he had a duty to this bank and—

“Do you love me?”

He stared at her, the twinkling testicle earrings dangling from her lobes exciting him. Truth, he was gay, but for the first time in his life…a woman was turning him on!

Such was the power of the earrings!

JUAN AND BECKY

It was invigorating, she had taken Juan out on the town, experienced a bully boy and what looked to become a riot, and been rescued by Daisy. And that Daisy, she had some mighty neat ideas.

Make men bow to her, walk three feet behind, wait on her hand and foot.

But the idea she liked the most was…making them wear dresses.

Heck, she was already a convert to men cross dressing because of Juan. She had enjoyed making him over so much…and she wanted to do it again. She wanted every man to love dressing up as much as Juan did. She wanted every man to wear heels and nylons, to wear tummy shapers and colorful dresses. She especially loved the idea of make up. Cleaning their pores and making their skin so clean and perfect. And making their eyes sparkle with color. Men had such beautiful eyes.

But it was the lips that really set her off. When she had plumped Juan’s lips and painted them she had almost fainted. His sensual lips, so ripe and ready for kissing, and for kissing ass, were…well, she almost swooned.

And she realized that, as crude as it might be to observe, she was getting wet down south.

Honestly, her pussy felt like a rainstorm in the Amazon jungle. Wet and dripping and lush and…ready.

“Come on, Juan,” she had said, when they left the restaurant.

Entering the dance floor she picked out half a dozen men and told them to dump their girl friends and follow her.

Outraged women, who had no special earrings, stared after her. They were angry, enraged, and…helpless.

Becky and Juan got into their car, put the men in a couple of other cars, and drove home.

Across town, over the next few days, other women were doing similar things. Some were collecting men, some were having coffee klatches and telling other women how the world was going to be run, some were going into stores and taking what they wanted. Clothes, food, diamonds, fur coats, nothing was off limit to the women of the Women’s Club.

But none of them were as intense as Becky.

She brought the men into her home and had them take off their clothes.

“Uh, Becky?” Juan tried. But while he loved Becky, and she loved him, he couldn’t make an impression on her intensity and power.

“What?”

“What are you doing?”

“I’m making men into women. These fellows are all going to be the most beautiful people…I’m making them into my beautiful people.”

“But, I don’t think…”

“Good. Don’t think.” And he didn’t. “Because you are an inspiration. You are divine. And you are going to help me do this.

For the next few hours she bullied the men. Made them shave their hair, put them in lingerie and underwear. And made them up. Foundation, blush, eye shadow, lipstick. Lots of lipstick.

And men became more shapely. Tummy shapers and corsets slimmed them down and even gave them ‘expansion’ at the chest. Wigs gave them sexy curls. Condoms filled with water had to do for breasts, at least until she ordered some real breast forms from Amazon, or…and this made her smile…started them on hormones.

And Juan dashed here and there, helped the men dress, pushed their balls and cocks into tight underwear, cinched corsets, and organized runs to various stores for more bras, more dresses, more whatever the men needed to become more feminine.

“You are going to be the best bitches, the sexiest bitches in town,” crowed Becky.

Then, about the time the sun rose, and still a couple of hours before a protest was scheduled, she couldn't control herself.

“Juan, come with me!”

She pulled him into the bedroom and took him.

Juan was dazed, the way she acted, so forceful, so in charge. It made him downright dizzy, and he loved it, and when she was done, when she said, “Go get me another man!” He did.

For a couple of hours Becky took the men. She couldn’t control herself. She kept using them up and calling for more. They were so beautiful. They had such wonderful, sexy cocks.

Man after man coupled with her, filled her, sucked on her breasts and fucked her. Softly. Like women. The way Becky wanted it.

Finally, done with all the men, she considered Juan.

He was standing by the bed. He had procured for her, arranged her schedule, brought the men in and took them out.              He was, in short, her unpaid pimp.

“Juan?” she asked.

“Yes?”

He was naked. Sometime during the orgy he had lost his clothes.

“Are you excited?”

She knew he was, his pecker stuck out like a rooster’s beak. Dripping. And the look in his eyes.

She thought, I’ve cuckolded him, and yet…yet he likes it. He wants me to do this…

In her heart, she began to smile. Men. Men who were subservient to her. Men who would do her bidding. Who would wait on her like…like handmaidens.

Life could get no better.

TINA and HENRY

Henry couldn’t believe it. In spite of her words, her intentions, Tina was…different.

No, she didn’t beat him again, but…she beat other men. She just went out and came home with them and bet them.

The first time she had used their bed.

“But honey…”

“Quiet, Henry, Momma is busy.”

She tied the man down, and he looked at her lovingly. It made Henry jealous, but he was under command to be quiet. Thus, he had no ability to be jealous.

Tina took a belt to him. She didn’t beat him like she had beaten Henry, but she did a pretty good job. When she was done, though the man’s eyes were still filled with adoration, he was crying. Sobbing. Pouring all his pain out through his tortured eyes.

Tina smiled and looked at Henry. “God, that makes me horny. Do me, Henry. Do me hard!”

Henry took her on the bed, on top of the man, who sobbed and didn’t complain. And when he was done, and she was sated, she sent the man away. “Go,” she said. Then, as the man slunk out, shattered by her dismissal of him, she turned to Henry. “I need you to make some manacles in the garage. I need the men upright, and I need room to swing my whip.”

Her whip. She was accelerating. In spite of what she had told Henry…she wanted more. She wanted to punish men. To beat them. And that excited her enough to want sex more sex. Lots of sex.

“Go now. I want the next one to be against the wall.”

While she went to town to find another victim, Henry went into the garage. He used the straps off the bed, made a space on the wall, and made plans for better manacles, real iron. Maybe with real, big keys. Like they must have had back in Torquemada’s day.

Tina came home a couple of hours later. She had been drinking, Henry could smell the bourbon on her breath, and she was giddy. She had a young stud in tow.

He was early twenties, probably thought he was going to get a little MILF love. What he got instead was strapped to the wall of the garage, and then strapped with Tina’s whip.

WISS…SNAP!

WISS…SNAP!

WISS…SNAP!

The red marks grew across his back. Great criss crosses. Yet she was gentle enough not to cut the skin.

His back, his thighs, his butt.And he enjoyed it. Of course he did. Tina had told him to.

Then she let him go, and he collapsed on the floor, crawled to her feet and hugged her calves.

“Go,” she said. Then she took Henry’s hand and led him to bed.

And she did this again and again. All day long. And…Henry was starting to like it. Even without her direct command, he was fucking over the bodies of the bruised and beaten, and…it made him so horny.

Of course it did. She had told him it would.

DAISY

Daisy sat the mayor’s desk. Which was now her desk. Her pencil skirt was up around her waist, her legs were spread, and the former mayor was down below. Munching happily. Giving sighs and moans.

Rick and Chuck, husband and son, stood to the side.

“Go get me a ham sandwich,” she looked at Rick at one point.

He ran, and returned and handed her the sandwich.

The former mayor was gasping, exhausted, his jaw aching and sore, but he was under command to keep eating.

“Chuck. I want a strawberry milkshake.”

Chuck returned with one, and she downed it, making big slurpy sounds with the straw, while the mayor  gobbled desperately.

The mayor loved her. He wanted her. He would do whatever she wanted. He wuld eat her until his jaw dropped off!

As would Rick.

As would Chuck.

And Daisy sat back and relaxed and thought, This is the life!

AMY

“I need a solution!” said Amy.

Olaf was having a hard time thinking. The earrings blotted out his normally quick mind.

“You need to tell me what to do to end this…this thing.”

Olaf stood at his workbench. He was surrounded by boxes of testicle earrings. Some of them super sperm testicle earrings, and he tried to think.

“I…it’s hard…”

“Of course it is.” His penis stuck out rudely. Drip drip dripping.

Amy was tired, and impatient. She had started this terrible situation, and she had to cure it. She had to fix it. But she knew she had to keep her cool. Even if he was far away, Olaf was aware, and she had to convince him that she loved him, and then he would work for her. Willingly. And he had to work hard enough to make up for the effects of his dissipated mind.

“But you have to come up with a way to defeat the earrings.”

Olaf thought, but truth was, he didn’t want to. He liked being a slave. To Olga, and now to the new Olga He wanted to live to serve.

“Olaf,” Amy lowered her voice to a sexy whisper.

“If you find me a solution I will fuck you.”

“Like on our wedding night?”

“Better than our wedding night. I will fuck you until your nuts explode.” And she meant it. He might be an old, vulgar boatman, but his cock was so big and fat and wonderful.

Olaf swooned, and his mind actually started to focus. To get to fuck Amy, his Olga…he would have to…to think!

Amy watched him, and realized that it had worked. He was starting to function.

But inside, she felt…weird.

She didn’t want to use the earrings, but she had to. She could risk no more rape…she had to cure the town.

And then there was Bob.

She loved Bob, but making herself fuck, and even love, Olaf had somehow changed her.

In the back of her mind she realized the truth that all enlightened women know.

A dick is a dick. Yes, it’s better with love, but you could love everybody, and still love just one.

She could go home and love Bob, and she could make him okay with her fucking Olaf, or, for that matter, anybody.

It was a powerful realization, and it gave her some moral qualms.

But those qualms were being reduced, and severely, by the thought of having Olaf’s dick again. When that huge cock shoved up her snatch and took her breath away, it was, it was…Amy smiled.

Still, cock or not, first things first. She had to find a cure for the town.


CHAPTER NINE

DAISY

“Uh, your honor?”

Daisy was spanking the old mayor. She had his pants down and he was crying as she took a ping pong paddle to his fanny. He was on what had once been his desk, on all fours, and Daisy took full wind up and swings as she paddled him.

WSSS, SMACK!

“I’m sorry!” sobbed the mayor.

“And this is for being a misogynist!”

WSSS, SMACK!

“I’m sorry!”

“And this is for being a Republican!”

Actually, the mayor was a Democrat, but Daisy thought he was a Republican, and politics is perception, so…

WSSS, SMACK!

“I’m sorry”

“And this is for driving a foreign car!”

Actually, he drove a Chevy, but that perception thing again…

WSSS, SMACK!

“I’m sorry,” the mayor cried, his ass was bright red and he wouldn’t be sitting down for a week. Maybe a month!

“And this is for…for…”

Daisy was running out of offenses, and it was actually a relief when  her husband, Rick, stuck his head in the office and said, “Daisy?”

She looked over at him.

“There’s a couple of problems.”

Daisy tossed the paddle aside and said, “Now go apologize to every woman in town.”

The mayor crawled off the desk. His fanny hurt so much he could hardly move. He started to pull up his pants.

“And do it naked!”

The mayor nodded and dropped his pants. He was sort of removed from his thinking, courtesy of Daisy’s earrings, but he felt a vague soft of relief at not having to pull the material over his sore hind end.

Daisy strode over to the conference table and plopped down in the seat at the head of the table. “What is it, Rick? Honey?”

Rick crossed the room, and the mayor, tears streaming down his face, rushed past him. The mayor loved Daisy, but he was still a bit glad to be told to leave her presence.

“It’s the bank. Apparently a couple of women have stolen it. Uh, not stolen, but….”

“Who and what, dear?”

Rick looked at the little notepad he had been using to find out things for Daisy. “Betty somebody and Samantha somebody. They went in to rob the bank, then they just stayed there. They, uh, have moved in beds and kicked people out.”

“Are they shooting people?”

“No, ma’am. They just tell the men what to do and the men do it.”

Daisy glanced at Rick, who stared at her adoringly. Then she swiveled about and stared out the high window.

She was in charge. It was a beautiful town. Now this. Her mind sorted through possibilities and conclusions.

They stole the bank. That was ballsy. And now they just moved in. Well, of course. Where were they going to move all that money to?

Rick stood motionless, waiting for a command, happy to be in her presence.

And Daisy thought about how the town was ‘re-shaping.’ Her taking over as mayor was a stroke of genius, and maybe this bank robbery thing was actually a blessing in disguise.

And then there was the thing with Becky Sanchez and and, what was her husband’s name…oh, yeah, Juan, they had taken over Walmart, of all places, and were giving men make overs.

And, on top of that, Tina and Henry Boswell. They had apparently been punishing men. Had set up an actual dungeon sort of place at their house and…

Maybe this was meant to be! Maybe this was exactly what the town needed. After all, she had talked to Becky, and Becky had told her something of her plans. Daisy hadn’t been fully functioning as mayor then, and just thought it was cute. After all, she was a disciplinarian at heart herself. So maybe…and there were other problems.

She turned to Rick. “Rick, type up invitations. Becky Sanchez, Tina Boswell, and, uh, those two girls at the bank. And there will be others.”

Rick scribbled on his notebook.

“Dear Women’s Club Members, you are cordially invited to a brunch with the mayor. Your input is desired as to directions necessary to the success and survival of our town. Sign it me. I’ll want it delivered by…”

Daisy continued with her instructions, and while she spoke her mind moved. The Betty girl understood money. While some women were trying to figure out how to make their husbands cook dinner, she had taken over the bank. Now that was a good politician, that was what any  politician worth his salt did: grab the money. And she needed a Chief of Police, and who better than a woman who understood punishment? And then there were other women who…and she suddenly stopped her cogitating and thought of something.

Where was Amy?

Amy, truth be told, was the fly in the ointment. Yes, she had discovered the earrings, but then she had spoken out of turn, just assumed a leadership position at the Women’s Club without an election or anything.. And she had tried to pass all sorts of stupid rules, and even told women not to wear the earrings. Who did Amy think she was? And more important, where was she?

So after she was done telling Rick what to do, she summoned a few of the ladies and asked them to put out an alert. Find Amy…and bring her to her.

“And if she won’t come, have the men bring her.”

Finally, done with mayoring for a spell, at least until brunch, she turned her attention to the menu. Should she just serve donuts? No…that was so blase, so peasant. No, she should call up that expensive French pastry shop over on Lancaster St. It was run by a man, and he would be glad to donate his services to the new mayor. And, so thinking, she picked u p her cell phone.

AMY

I stared at the computer screen. The item I required, the piece of equipment Olaf had said might work to undo the effects of the earrings,  was here. If this tool worked I could possibly rescue the men of the town. And I knew that the men were in trouble.

But Amazon was not delivering anymore. The men who drove the trucks were simply not showing up for work. The item was here, but I would have to drive to an Amazon center to pick it up. And I was worried about that.

I had driven to the store the other day, just to get some groceries, and the town was changed.

Women were on the street, chatting in small groups, striding down the street in dominatrix outfits. A couple of women, in addition to tight, leather pants, had no blouses. They showed their tits proudly. Black half bras, their nipples erect and pointing at any man they chose to address.

Where men would flex their biceps as a symbol of their power, women were now ‘flexing’ their tits.

The men in town stood where placed, apart from the small groups of women, and looked at the ground. Or they followed the women, three feet behind, their heads down as they shuffled along faithfully.

What had happened? I wondered. But I knew. In my heart of hearts I knew. In spite of the warning I had given the women of the Women’s Club, they had insisted on wearing their earrings. All the time. And the result was the men were enslaved. They had become the whim of whatever woman happened to wear the earrings and be in their vicinity. They did what they were told.

And I could only wonder at the things they were being told…

TINA AND HENRY

“Henry, we need a warehouse.”

Henry knew that Tina was going overboard, but there was nothing he could say. She had commanded him to be silent unless spoken to. Also, he had to bow to her, and walk three feet behind her, and wear girl clothes. In fact, she had made an appointment for him with Becky Sanchez to see to his wardrobe and get advanced training in make up procedures, and so on.

“Yes, ma’am,” he answered.

“Keep your cell phone with you. By the time you’re done at Becky’s I will probably be relocated.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Now, come. Give us a kiss and be gone.”

He went to her, kept his head lowered, and knelt on one knee. She held out her hand and he kissed it. He tried to take her hand in both hands and hold it, and put his cheek to it, but she withdrew it.

“None of that.”

He stood up, stayed bent over and backed out of the room. Shortly, he was in the car and driving to Becky Sanchez’s new place of business.

Becky had taken over the local Walmart and converted it to her purposes.

At the front door men stood in a long line and awaited their turn to enter the building. They watched as domineering women, wearing Dom outfits, complete with whips, strode into and out of the store.

Domination leathers, red lipstick, pointy tits, and tall, tall high heels were the uniform of the day.

Men’s eyes were drawn to these women, but they quickly lowered their heads if the women happened to glance at them.

No man wanted to risk the ire of a Dom.

Sometimes a man or three would walk behind the Dom. They were not here for a make over, they were here to wait on their mistress, to carry her bags and be whatever step stool as might be required.

Henry found a parking place in the lot and went to the end of the line. The line moved slowly, and he worried that Tina might be upset if he took too long.

He worried because he didn’t want her to be upset. She didn’t whip him, but he loved her so much. Even though he knew things were weird, maybe even wrong, he just wanted her to be happy, he wanted to deserve the fact that of all the men he received the least beatings.

He watched as the Doms went into and out of the store.

Some of them had earrings, and he was compelled to stare. Some of them didn’t, and these he wasn’t compelled to stare at, but he wanted to, anyway.

And every once in a while a Dom would come along and he would feel a vast presence pass by, and he would kneel, and in the presence of these women he couldn’t even look away unless ordered. He was simply too besotted. He didn’t know that these super special Doms had super sperm earrings, and thus were elevated over all other women, earrings or not.

Oddly, these women didn’t care if he stared. Oh, if they did they would command him to look down, or away, but usually they just looked right at him and gave a smirky, knowing smile.

You’re mine! They seemed to be saying.

The morning passed, but Henry stood silently, and the line moved. After a while he was at the entrance.

He entered the store and waited at a computer. A form was on the screen, and he filled it in. Who he was, why he was here. Shortly he was walking through the store, and it was different than he remembered.

It was divided up into twelve sections. In each of these sections a woman was in charge, and a dozen men hurried to follow their commands.

He entered the first section and was commanded to strip.

He did, and he was measured by quick but efficient men. the men were in full regalia. High heels and red lipstick. Long wigs, and a few with their own hair nicely arranged.

Henry stood, and his boner bulged his pants.

The men ignored this show of excitation, for all of them were excited. The women made them excited, and if they weren’t naturally excited, they were commanded to be excited.

“On to station two,” a soft spoken man said. It sounded like he was trying to sound whispery, like a sexy woman.

Station Two was a row of showers. A man slathered goop all over Henry’s body, below the neck, and said, “Don’t shower until it starts to burn.”

Henry stood there, his body swirled with Nair, and waited. After 15 minutes it started to burn and he moved into the shower. He watched, a curious sinking feeling in his chest, as he watched his hair swirl down the drain. He felt more than naked now, and just toweling off was a difference sensation, a boner enhancing sensation.

There was a short line in front of Station Three, and Henry took his place.

Suddenly a man in a dress hurried past. He went to the Dom in charge of the station and knelt. Henry was close enough to hear their conversation.

“Mistress, there appears to be an Alpha at station one.”

The mistress looked at the station Henry had just gone through.

At the station a tall, muscular man was standing. Naked. And he had the biggest cock Henry had ever seen. It reached near down to his knees.

The Dom nodded. “Take him to Breeding.”

“Yes, mistress. Uh…”

“Yes?”

“I don’t know where Breeding is!” He was almost ready to cry.

The Dom pointed towards the back of the store. Henry glanced in the direction she pointed.

At the back of the store, at the administration offices, a line of Doms were lined up. They laughed and chatted, and waited their turn in the admin offices. A sign overhead announced, ‘BREEDING!’

The man hurried back to escort the Alpha to Station Thirteen. The Dom spoke into a cell phone. “Got one for breeding….I know. I understand we’re going to take over the Marriott, use that for Breeding…Yes, I’ll be glad. Right.” She hung up. She looked at Henry. “Move along.”

Henry looked down and the line moved forward.

Station Three he was outfitted with under garments. That included panties, tummy shaper, and a bra.

One fellow, a bit chubby, was forced into a corset.

Henry moved to the next station, a bag of goodies dangling from his hand.

At Station Four he was outfitted with a bra and falsies.

At Station Five he was given several dresses. He noted that several men were given nothing but maid outfits. He was lucky, he received the prettiest summer dresses. Apparently the Doms knew he was working for Tina.

Station Six he was given high heels. In this he was unlucky. For many of the men going through the stations received flats, or even athletic shoes. But he had to wear tall, unwieldy, hard to balance in heels.

Still, it was sort of sexy, and the Doms occasionally patted a man on the ass and told him he was beautiful. As often as not the man was in high heels. When Henry was so patted he glowed under the praise.

Station Seven was a mad house. Boxes of scarves and hankies and gloves and purses and so on were constantly being brought in, and the men were moving so fast, trying to accommodate the flow of ‘customers’ so quickly that items were literally being thrown in the air.

Station Eight and Henry was commanded to sit in a salon chair and his hands extended to the sides and placed on small trays. Two men, one on either side, began preparing his hands.

A Dom sauntered by, and Henry learned that the Doms did, indeed, know who he belonged to.

“This one belongs to Tina. Give him long stilettos.”

She walked on, proud, haughty, so very sexy, and the men placed long, red fingernails over Henry’s own.

Henry stared at his fingers grew in length, as they transformed into sexy, red claws.

“Don’t worry if they chip,” said one of the men, again, like the one Henry had heard before, whispering in a female-ish sexy voice. “You belong to Tina, so just skip the line and come right back here.”

Henry stared at his nails. He felt so funny in the dress, and the heels, but…good. His boner was poking out the front obscenely.

The other man said, “I suggest you lose that. They’ll put you in chastity.”

The first man said, “They’re not doing that anymore.”

“They’re not?”

“No. They’re giving shots.”

“What kind of shots?”

“I heard they have a chemical castrating agent. Like they give convicts.”

“Well, I guess they should.” The men were speaking in a lisp now, chatting like hens as they worked. “But they won’t give this one a shot.”

“You lucky boy,” muttered the other manicurist. “You belong to Tina. They aren’t going to castrate you.”

Finally, they were done, and Henry moved to Station Nine. Make up. Again, Henry sat in a chair, and he was moisturized and primed and made into a beautiful creature. He felt like he was out of his body as delicate men painted his eyelids and applied plumper and lipstain to his lips. He was handed a small bottle of gloss. With the instructions: Use this once an hour, it’ll keep your lips bright and shiny. Come back in two weeks for more lipstain.

Dazed, transformed, Henry stood up and went to Station Ten. There he was outfitted with earrings (regular ones) and given a tattoo of red lips kissing his ass. Other men were receiving other ornamentation, and this included penis piercings. Henry gave a ladylike shiver, he was being effected by the ambience of the changes that were occurring to him, and he felt ladylike.

Station Eleven, a doctor. He stood and waited. Then he was poked and prodded. Finally, he was moved to Station Twelve. Shots.

The men moved in a line past a doctor. The doctor looked at charts and talked to the ‘patient’ in front of Henry, then he called out to a man making notes on an iPad, who confirmed the diagnosis/procedure. The doctor then gave a series of shots.

“You’re Jerry Pelosi,” Henry heard the doctor say to the man in front of him. Henry watched the procedure with interest.

“Yes.”

“Okay,” the doctor spoke to the iPad man, “chemical castration. Full hormones, including boobs.”

The iPad man: “Confirmed.” And he made a mark on the clipboard.

The doctor began giving shots.

Henry marveled. It was all so efficient. A man stepped into line, his dick was rendered non-functional (which Henry presumed was because the ‘patient’ wasn’t Alpha, or didn’t belong to an alpha Dom), then the man was given a dose of quick acting hormones, including an enhancer for quicker growing boobs.

Amazing.

Then it was Henry’s turn.

“Huh,” muttered the doctor, looking at his chart. “No castration. Who do you know?”

“I belong to Tina.”

“Ah. Okay.” The doctor turned to the iPad man. “Negative castration. Hormones class B.”

“What are class B?” asked Henry.

“Confirmed!” said the iPad man.

The doctor answered Henry. “Boobs and butt a little bigger, rounder, whatever, and something to keep the lead in your pencil.”

“I’m going to have more hard ons?” Henry asked, incredulous. He was already and always stiffer than a fireplace poker.

The doctor nodded his head slowly. “Somebody up there loves you. Move on, now.”

Henry moved towards the exit.

At the exit ‘paperwork’ was done quickly on a computer. Then Henry walked out of the Walmart.

He walked across the parking lot, his high heels clicking. There was still something mannish about him, but he had a feeling that his ‘mannishness’ would shortly be gone.

He imagined he could feel the hormones coursing through his veins, redistributing fat, making his butt bigger and giving him tits.

He opened the trunk of his car and deposited all his bags. Then he went to the driver’s door and faced his first, real problem as a female.

He slid into the seat, and realized he couldn’t drive with high heels on.

He was a little worried, he had never worn nylons before, and he didn’t want to ruin them, but he had to drive. He called Tina.

“Henry! Where are you?”

“I just got out of make over. I’m sor—“

“Ooh, I can’t wait to see you. I’m at the big, red warehouse on fourth street. Hurry over.”

“But—“

Click.

Henry stared at his cell. He didn’t want to call her again, but it was so hard thinking…but if think he must, then he must.

He reached down and took off his heels.

He drove carefully through town. His feet felt so weird, the material of the nylons between his feet and the pedals. Still, there was no problem. He didn’t realize that the reason there were no problems was that nearly every other man was driving without heels, and thus driving slowly and carefully. It was probably the first day in the history of The Forks that there wasn’t even the slightest fender bender.

The red warehouse was easy to find, and Henry pulled into the big, spacious parking lot. There were a couple of dozen cars already there, but he found a space with no trouble.

He stepped out of the car, decided to leave his bags in the trunk, they were probably be going home some time, and click, click, clicked across the parking lot.

He was awkward on his heels, but it felt good. He had received rudimentary instruction on how to act more feminine, and he practiced putting his feet on a line and letting his ass sway. He turned his hands out a bit, and tried not to fall.

It was fun. And he knew it was what Tina would want.

The front door was locked, so he knocked and waited. In just a few seconds a beautiful woman opened the door and let him in.

Or a man. As the woman, or man led him back into the warehouse he studied the ass, and he couldn’t be sure. The cheeks weren’t as round as they could be, and she was sort of flat, but she had all the mannerisms down, and her face was made up to be soft.

He wondered what she would do, what he would do, if he pinched her ass.

If it was a woman she might squeak, give a yelp. If it was a man he might turn around and sock Henry a good one.

Or, he might not.

People’s attitudes, their very personas, were changing so rapidly these days.

They entered the warehouse and a bustle of activity.

Two men were putting beams and thick plywood against one wall, making the wall sturdy enough to attach manacles to, and put up with the struggles of whoever might be in the manacles.

Two other men were attaching thick chains, with manacles on them against the wall after they were done.

And four men were setting up weird horses.

The horses were like super duty saw horses, but they had wide planks that were heavily padded. They had four little platforms on the legs to hold elbows and knees. Straps for fastening men to the horses dangled from various points on the horses.

“Henry!” Tina gushed, “You’re just in time!”

She was on a mattress at the end of the room. Well, she was actually on a man who was on the mattress at the end of the room.

The man was on his back and Tina bounced ferociously on him. She smiled, then  half closed her eyes. She pulled on her breasts as she bounced.

“Move, damn it!” she groaned through gritted teeth.

The man tried, but she was heavy on him, and doing her weight kept driving him down. Every time he tried to thrust up she ground down, and he was flattened out.

Finally, frustrated, she got off the man. Disgusted, she said, “Go to the wall and have them chain you up.

Henry stood and watched her. From far away, and yet from his very heart, Henry was hurt. His wife was banging a complete stranger. No, she hadn’t cum, but, still, she was banging!

“Look at you,” Tina cooed. She walked around him. “Those legs are luscious. And you look like you have real tits.” She snapped his bra strap and laughed. Then she took his hand and tugged him towards the mattress. “Come on, lover. These guys don’t know what I really want.”

She tripped him, threw him on the mattress, and he lay on his back and looked up at her.

She walked over him, spread her legs and stood over him. Her snatch, so freshly fucked, was wet, dripping, and raw and open for him.

Way back in his mind Henry thought about the fact that another man had just opened his wife’s vagina with his dick. A piece of him, in another universe, wanted to kill the man. But the majority of him, which is to say the part that was utterly enthralled, just wanted to sink his own peter into his wife’s lovely pleasure palace.

Tina squatted. Her labia touched his penis, she reached down and pointed him into her. “Oh, God. Yes,” she sighed. “This is what I want. Your hard cock, and no more men.”

That slightly confused Henry. In spite of the influence of the earrings, and his make over, he still had residual thoughts that made him think of himself as a man. Sort of.

She slid down his shaft, moaning as his cock rubbed against her rim, her walls, and penetrated to her core.

“Fuck. Fuck.” And she began to move.

In truth, the man she had been fucking before had a bigger dick than Henry.

But Henry had something the other man didn’t…a woman’s appearance.

“Oh, God!” She actually deigned to hold his cheeks and keep his head still while she savaged his mouth with a brutal kiss. “I’m tired of men, but I’m sure not tired of cock.”

She ground down on him. She corkscrewed on him. She began pummeling her breasts, slapping them and pulling on the nipples.

“Oh, yeah!” she groaned. “Fuck me , bitch. Fuck me!”

Henry did his best, and it must have been good enough, because Tina started jerking and writhing and making unintelligible sounds.

Henry held her waist then, kept her from falling off, and he felt her clinging to him, then collapsing on him. Her pussy clutching and gripping and milking him.

“Don’t you dare cum!” She managed to mutter, as she lay upon him.

He wasn’t going to. She had told him before, and he loved her so much that he wouldn’t even think of cumming.

She pushed on his chest and straightened up. His rod was still stiff in her, and she gave another moan as she stood up, leaving his rock hard, glistening dick.

Then she reached down and grabbed his hand.

“Come on, baby. I’ll show you what I’ve done.

They walked to the other end of the warehouse, and Tina inspected the walls with the freshly hung chains. She tugged on the chains, and grinned.

“This is going to do it. Nobody’s going to be wiggling out from under the whip now!”

“What are these horse things?” Henry managed to ask.

“Oh, these are great. Here. Lie down on this one.”

Workmen were setting up another horse next to them, but Tina ignored them.

Henry lay down on the horse.

“Now, knees here and elbows…that’s right.” She began to fasten the straps. She secured his thighs to the legs and his upper arms. She pulled a thick strap over the small of his back.  Shortly he could only raise his head and his butt. Everything else was immobile.

“Too bad you’re dressed,” she said. She lifted his skirt and pulled down his panties. “But where there’s a will.…”

Henry could, indeed, see how it worked. Tina grabbed his cock and started stroking, pulling it down.

“Oh…oh…” he gasped. He hadn’t cum for a week, and he really loved the way she was stroking him.

Then she grabbed his balls and lifted.

Henry’s eyes went wide and his butt lifted up.

“You see, lover boy, you can experience totally femininity here.”

She put a thumb to his asshole and started pressing in.

It started to hurt, to burn. Henry opened his mouth, but he had been told, many times, not to complain.

Her thumb entered him, and she said, doesn’t that feel good?”

And, because of her suggestion, it suddenly felt good. Henry moaned and pushed his butt at her thumb.

“Oh, yeah!” she laughed.

Then she pulled her thumb out and released him.

He stood up, his butt feeling funny, but good. His legs shaking with the ripples of pleasure running through him.

“I’ll give you a full tour later,” Tina said, “but right now I want to check on things.

She walked down the wall, pulling on chains, slapping circlets of iron against each other, and smiling, smiling, smiling.

“We’re going to fill this place up, Henry.”

“Oh.”

“Some idiot wants to drive drunk? He’s gonna be the fly on my wall. Some guy hits his wife? He’ll be riding on my horse, and I’ll show him what hitting is all about. Believe me, Henry, this is law enforcement at its best.”

“Oh.” Henry was dazed. The stations on the wall were many, and he could just see a hundred men hanging from the chains, bruised and beaten, whipped to a froth. He could see a hundred men laying on the horses, dildos up their butts, protesting their innocence, even as they learned their lesson.

They reached the last station, and the man she had been fucking when Henry had come in was hanging from the wall. She picked up a whip and flicked it against the man’s broad back.

“Tell me you love it, honey,” she crooned.

“I love it!” the man yelled.

Tina handed Henry the whip. “Here, take a cut.”

Henry didn’t want to, but, feeling the fascination, he took the whip. He was picking up on Tina’s moods and whims wonderfully. It was almost like he was attuned to her.

He flicked the whip, snapped it on the floor. It made a crack.

“Ooh,” she smiled. “You’ve still got some male muscles under that dress. Now, go on. Take a cut.”

Henry experimentally snapped the whip against the man’s backside.

“Not so hard,” Tina cautioned. You don’t want to cut the skin.

Henry tried it again. The whip sizzled through the air and the man on the wall writhed, almost as if in pleasure.

“Excellent. Now, a little harder.”

In a short time Henry was whipping like a pro. And he was enjoying it. What Tina like he liked.

Then: “Okay. That’s enough.”

The man was sobbing, hanging from his chains, and sporting a huge erection.

Tina put her arm through Henry’s and walked him over to the mattress.

“God, that gets me hot.” She eyed the bed. After whipping a man she was wetter than wet and slicker than slick. She needed a little Henry time on the mattress.

“Uh, Tina?”

She blinked. Henry didn’t usually initiate conversations. She stopped walking and turned him to her. “What?”

“There’s only one problem with…with this set up.” He was nervous, but the words were being pulled out of him. He was affixed to her, synchronized with her, and he knew she wanted to hear this.

“What’s that?” She frowned. She thought the place was perfection.

“Well, after you…teach them the difference between right and wrong…”

“Yeah?”

“They’re going to want to come back for more.”

She blinked. And she got it. She was brutalizing these men for sexual gratification, and she was telling them to enjoy it, and they were going to enjoy it and want to come back for more.

Heck, that might  make men do wrong things just to get back on her wall, on her horses.

Her mind went through scenarios, telling the men to come back for refreshers if they didn’t commit any more crimes. Hmm. Yes, that might work. She could tell them she wouldn’t whip them unless they came back for refresher courses periodically.

She smiled at Henry. “Oh, lover bitch. You make me so hot!”

She shoved him down on the mattress and jumped on him.

DAISY

“If everybody will give me their attention,” Daisy called the meeting to order. She was in the conference room at City Hall.

Six ladies sat straighter in their chairs and turned towards her. They were all wearing tight leather pants and all have opted to wear half bras and show their breasts. Daisy smiled at the show of pure femdom power.

Interestingly, while meetings, like the whole Women’s Club were fun, sometimes they were a chore. Someone would have a discordant thought, arguments could start up, it was sometimes difficult to control things.

But here, with only six people to boss around, it was intense, but controllable.

“I have called you ladies here because you have carved out large spheres of influence. You have more men working for you, you are doing things with your men, and…and well done.”

The ladies smiled at one another.

“Tina, how goes Corrections?”

Tina stood up and gave her report. She explained how the warehouse worked, time required for punishment, length of sentences, plans to give refresher punishments so the men wouldn’t commit crimes just to get back on her wall.

“Excellent!” Daisy said, when Tina was done. The ladies all gave a polite clapping of the hands and nodded their approval.

“Betty, how are you and Samantha doing at the bank?”

“We’re paying the bills, we’ve had to confiscate money and property from men to cover our activities, but we’re planning to invite bankers from nearby towns to see our operation. Perhaps we can show them Tina’s operation before they go home. Give them a little incentive.”

The ladies giggled and clapped. Money was a big problem, but if they could get ahead of the problem, maybe enlist a few men from the bigger lending institutions to give them their money, things would be fine.

“Anyway, I’ve got a dozen men working on the problem, figuring out how we should get cash and where it should go, and I’ll let you know if we run into any real problems.”

“Thank you, Betty and Samantha. Okay. Becky, how goes it at Walmart?”

“Most excellent. I want to thank you for all the assistance,” she nodded to the assembled department heads and they smiled back at her.

“We’ve got twelve stations running full bore, and we’re setting up another facility across town. Station Thirteen, that’s our breeding program, is going to need special facilities, too, and we’ve earmarked the Marriott, if that’s okay.”

Daisy interrupted, “The Marriott sounds fine, but if anybody has anybody has any suggestions let myself or Becky know. Go on, Becky.”

“The men we have enlisted in this feminization program are working hard, but they do tend to be sexually attracted to one another. Men in dresses look like women in dresses, and they aren’t getting enough sexual release, so…” she shrugged.

“Ah, good point. I’ll put out a bulletin, but let’s do a study. See how often men really need to cum. We should also decide which men should be allowed such activity, and which men should be afforded other means of release.”

“Uh…”

“Yes, Tina?”

“I’ve got dozens of horses in the warehouse, probably too many. Why don’t we set up milking stations. We could actually milk the men on a regular basis, and…I don’t know…is there a market for man milk? Can man milk be made into a salable product?”

Daisy blinked. Then: “Now that’s a wonderful idea. That’s another study we’re going to have to do.”

And so the reports continued. Women stood and described the elaborate process of transforming not just a man, but all men. And not just a town, but a whole society.

AMY

There was no other way to do it, I was going to have to go across town. I was going to have to go to the Amazon pick up location and get that last item.

I sat at the kitchen table and sipped Coke and bourbon. Coke and bourbon and ice. A ‘Coke High.’ I had picked up the Coke in town, had Olaf chip the ice out of the refrigerator so we could make real cubes. Olaf had quickly  agreed that bourbon taken this way was a real treat.

I looked up as Olaf entered the kitchen from the garage.

Interestingly, I wasn’t wearing earrings. I didn’t need to.

Olaf was in love with me. He was actually reprogrammed by years of being around Olga and the earrings, to be servile and loving. And now that I reciprocated his love, he had no intention of revolting. He was quite happy to work on the problem of defeating the earrings. His sanity, such as it was, was basically restored.

“May I sit down?”

“Please do. And make yourself a drink.”

He grinned, poured a drink, and sat.

“How’s it going?”

“Just waiting for that last part.”

I frowned.

“What?”

“I’m going to have to go out to get it.”

He nodded. He couldn’t go out, he would be instantly enslaved.

But, the fact was…he wanted to be enslaved. But only to Amy.

“Will you wear the earrings for me?”

I smiled and patted his cheek. “No. I can think better with them out. Lusting for power tends to skew my thought processes.”

“I know.”

I laughed. “I know you know.”

“Do you think it’s going to work?” he worried.

“Well, the theory you explained to me seems sound, so…maybe. If I can get out and back tomorrow morning…we’ll find out. I’ll put the earrings in and we’ll really find out.”

He nodded and sipped, and said, “I don’t want you go out without the earrings. If I’m not there to protect you…”

“Okay, I will,” I answered, then I studied him. I had cleaned him up, and he wasn’t half bad looking.

I had never thought I would enjoy making love to a man thirty years older than me.

But, then, there was his cock. That giant peeny should have been in the penis hall of fame.

I sighed. I was getting wet and warm down there just thinking about it.

“Uh…”

“Yes?”

“I’m done for the day.”

I stared at him, a grin quirking across my face. I knew what he wanted.

He smiled a nervous smile. He might be free from the earrings, but there were parts of his personality that would never be free from the influence of beautiful women.

“Are you saying you want to put that big, delicious penis inside my tight, little pussy?”

He gulped.

“That big thing that makes my hole bigger? That stretches me out?That reaches all the way inside and tickles my deepest, darkest fantasy?”

He was blinking now, and gulping. God, he wanted her.

“Well, only if you promise not to cum until I’ve had five cums.”

“Could you use the earrings on me? I’m not sure if I can hold out that long.”

“Oh, you can. Because if you don’t, I won’t ever use the earrings on you again.”

His heart surged, and he was imbued with determination. He said, “I will do it.”

I stood up and held out my hand. “Then let’s rock.”


CHAPTER TEN

AMY

I drove slowly through through town, and if I thought The Forks was changed before, now I was shocked.

Nearly all the men wore dresses. And if they weren’t they were naked, or wearing kinky lingerie.

They walked the streets with buckets of water and bristle brushes. They scrubbed sidewalks and the street itself. They washed windows. Men with buckets of paint were redoing curbs. Men were cleaning street signs and even street lights.

And only a few women controlled them all.

But how many women did you need to control a man? Or men? With the earrings one could control almost as many men as a voice could reach!

I drove slowly, taking note of how the shops were either abandoned, considered not useful to the new…the new world order. The New Gynarchy.

I passed City Hall and saw large numbers of women, all dressed in the Dom outfit, chatting. They all seemed very intent, and…

“There’s Amy!”

I looked to the side. It was Joan Smith. From the Women’s Club. She was crossing the street and stopped to point at me.

I slowed down and Joanie walked up next to my window. There weren’t any other cars on the street, so I didn’t have to worry about holding up traffic.

“Hi, Joanie, how’s it going?” I wanted to ask her a few questions, maybe get some more information. I was unprepared for what she said next.

“The mayor has put out an order. You have to see her.”

“Oh, okay, I’ll drop by later. I’m on an errand right now and…”

“Now.” Joanie’s eyes narrowed.

Suddenly I became worried. And it was good that I was worried, and now on the alert, for Joanie leaned right into the car and grabbed for the keys.

“What are you doing?” I pushed at her.

Her hand scrabbled for keys, but I drove a Prius. Electric, and the key was a simple fob in my purse.

“You have to come with me!”

I pushed again, and saw that more women were coming, and yelling for men to grab me.

Crap. I pressed on the gas and the little Prius surged forward. Joanie went off balance and I managed to shove her out the window. In the rearview mirror I could see her sitting on the street, legs apart, screaming after me.

I touched my ears. Good thing I had worn my earrings. I might need some male muscle. I sped up and headed for the Amazon shipping point. I better get my package as fast as I could, then I could take a roundabout route back to Olaf’s house.

DAISY

Daisy was trying out the latest gimmick. Tina had sent her a strap on, and she was wondering why she had never heard of this thing before!

Well, she had heard of strap ons, but…why hadn’t she used one?

On the desk in front of her the mayor was whining and pushing his butt back.

Stupid mayor. Didn’t even know what was good for him. At first he had cried and said it hurt, but Daisy had told him to stop his whining and take it like a woman, and so he had.

She thrust her hips back and forth. Rick stood to the side and watched. And she delighted at the hurt expression on his face.

Confused, betrayed, but, courtesy of the earrings, loving it.

“Rick, honey? I think you’re going to love this! Now pull up your dress and…” she pulled out of the mayor sand slapped his ass, “…I’ll show you—“

“Your honor!” A woman rushed into the office. “Amy has been spotted!”

“Where is she?”

Amy pushed the mayor off her desk. He fell to the carpet and groaned, bu she ignored him. “Where?”

“She was in a car right outside. She managed to get away.”

“Okay, we need to get her. Call Tina!”

The call was put out, but it didn’t do much good. Tina was more interested in her warehouse than stupid cars with flashing lights. She had abandoned all the cop cars and there was nobody manning the city’s police cruisers.

Well, heck, of course not! There was no crime because the men were all under control, the women were in charge, and Tina was seeing to punishments.

Still, at Daisy’s call she went into action. Shortly the town’s police cars were being started up and cruising the streets.

So, while Daisy learned  the hard way that they needed some sort of pursuit and capture police force, and even thought about the need for border guards for the town, Amy was able to get to Amazon.

AMY

I walked in to the Amazon center and looked around. It was deserted, except for one woman and a couple of men.

I went to the front desk and gave a man my order. Being in instant love with me, he quickly ran into the back and started searching shelves. I was standing there waiting, when the woman noticed me.

I didn’t know her. She wasn’t a member of the Woman’s Club, but she had a pair of earrings on.

Of course. Women would wear the earrings as they needed to. The earrings were probably being handed out much the way cops would trade equipment at the end of shift. I better make sure they never found out that there were thousands more of the things back at Olaf’s house.

As the woman came to the counter she had a nervous look on her face.

“Aren’t you Amy?”

I saw the man bringing back my package, but he was still a hundred feet away.

I held up a finger and motioned for the man to hurry. He started to run.

“And who are you?”

“The mayor says you’re to be held.”

“Oh, I’m on my way over there now.”

The man was fifty feet away, running, but I was out of time.

The woman turned to the other man in the office. “Hold her.”

The man jumped over the counter and put out his hands. He grabbed me and I struggled.

The other man arrived, and the woman snapped. “Help him retrain her!” She pointed a finger at me.

The man put my package on the counter and jumped over. He grabbed me. I was firmly in the grip of the two men. I was struggling and starting to cry. I couldn’t let this happen…I couldn’t…

“Hold her tight! I’ll call the mayor’s office.”

I was close! I thought I could solve the problem of the earrings, but to be stopped this close, and by men…it was…it was…they were men! Oh, my God!

“Stop!” I shouted. The men froze.

The woman spun back to me.

“Let me go.”

“Grab her!”

“No!”

The men seemed to adhere to my commands. Even though she had been their first ‘owner,’ was in command of them, they were following my commands now.

I ran to the counter and grabbed for my package.

“No you don’t!” The woman grabbed.

We both had a hold of the little box. I hooked my arm in, she hooked hers, we struggled, pulling back and forth over the counter.

“Help me!” The woman screamed at the men. She was chunky, stronger than me.

I pulled.

She pulled, the men grabbed my body, and I was being overwhelmed. It was too much. I was…I was…I was right, and I should…I…I got mad!

“STOP!” I shrieked out my command, and the most astounding thing happened. The two men fell down, like Olaf had when I had yelled at him. I might have stopped their breathing, their very hearts. But more shocking was the woman. She flew away from me.

The woman flew back! The earrings had actually affected her!

I held the package. I stared at the men. “Start breathing again. Live, but never touch me again.”

The men groaned and tried to crawl away from me. They loved me. Even in spite of the commands to hold me, they loved me, but they wanted to get away from what I had done.

I touched one earring. What had happened?

Behind the counter, ten feet away, she had been flung that far, the woman groaned.

Oh, my God! I had even stopped her breathing!

“You can breath now,” I snapped.

She gasped, and began sucking in air.

I turned and ran for the door.

What had I done? What had these earrings done?

Out the door…and I stopped.

A car was turning into the parking lot. A police car, and it was manned by women. Daisy must really be after me, to have women manning a police car when…when I hadn’t even seen a police car on the street before!

I hoped into my Prius and as the cop car came around I squirted past it and out the gate, keeping my face averted.

Behind me, the cop car wheeled about and the engine roared. Sirens started to shriek and lights began flashing.

I drove through town, ignoring all traffic laws. Sometimes, on a corner, I could pull away, but the cop car, being more powerful, quickly caught up on the straight aways.

Men stopped to stare, and women yelled at them to keep working.

Another car fell in behind the cop car. This one was just a regular car, but there were a couple of women in the front seat and a couple of men in the back seat. And I knew that all the women chasing me must be wearing earrings.

Through town I went. I was blocked off on Fourth Street and took Elm Street. Then another cut off, and I passed in front of City Hall.

Daisy and a herd of women rushed across the quad, screaming at me.

Oh, crap! Crap! Crap!

I almost got caught in a parking lot, but managed to squeeze between a couple of parking meters and over a curb. The Prius hit hard,  scraped loud on the curb, but it kept going.

The cop car hit a parking meter, then stalled going over the curb. The second car was blocked.

I hit the gas and slewed around a corner.

Another car appeared behind me.

I clung to the wheel and turned and kept my foot down.

Finally, I was on the edge of town, in the rundown district where Olaf lived.

Oh, God! I wanted to get away, I didn’t want them to follow me to Olaf’s house!

But I had no choice. More cars on the chase. I turned a corner, pulled the car into the first driveway and got out. I had a few seconds before the next car came into view, and I ran between two houses.

Cars roared around the corner behind me. Passed the house where I had parked. I heard brakes, a crash, then cars backing up. They had seen my Prius!

DAISY

One of Daisy’s women held her cell to her ear, then held it away and crowed, “They’ve got her!”

Daisy asked, “Where?”

“Subdivision on the edge of town.”

“They have her physically in custody?”

“No, but she’s on foot, and there’s not many houses in that area!”

“Okay, call Tina, get some men from the Walmart! I want that place surrounded!”

Quickly, the women moved to comply, and shortly a veritable army of men and women were on the move. Leading them were dozens of women with earrings.

AMY

I slammed the front door and put my butt to it. I was gasping for breath. They hadn’t caught me, but I could hear cars in the street, the hurried passing of voices. Daisy was really pulling out the stops. She really wanted me.

But what had I done?

I knew intuitively. I had spoken against her. I had cautioned use of the earrings. I was…a threat.

A threat to her power.

Yes, I had always known she was a bit of a power monger, but this…this…?

“Amy?” Olaf came in from the garage workshop.

This must have been Daisy’s wet dream. The earrings had given her the ultimate power, made her a queen and the founder of an unbelievably powerful gynarchy.

And I was the only thing that stood in her way.

“Amy?” Olaf stared at me.

Olaf, who had invented the earrings.

“What’s wrong? The look in your eyes? What is happening?”

I whispered to him, I was out of breath, but I needed answers. “Tell me everything.”

“What? But…I have!”

“No. you haven’t.” I advanced towards him. I fingered my earrings. “I gave a command and even women followed it.”

“Women?” he drew in breath, stunned.

“Now, by the power of these earrings, I command you to tell me the truth!”

He caved in. Completely and totally, by the power of the earrings. He slumped to his knees.

I stood and waited.

He stared at the floor and mumbled, but it was easy to hear what he was saying. Somehow, my hearing seemed to be enhanced, as if I could actually listen to the thoughts behind his mumblings.

“I…you’re right. I made the testicle earrings, and Olga wanted more. More power…more control…she wanted to be in charge of everything.

“She used a syringe to pull the purest sperm out of my balls. The earrings became even more powerful. Unbelievably powerful, but still…it wasn’t enough.

“Finally, she took one of my testicles. She left me one, but she took one and ground it into paste, then she put it into one set of earrings. The ones you’re wearing.”

Aghast, my hand trembling, I touched my earrings.

“He looked up at me, now crying.

“Yours is the most powerful set of earrings in the universe. They are powered by the full testoronic effect of pure maleness.”

“But…”

He cut me off. “But there was a problem.”

“What?”

“She couldn’t make them work all the time. Oh, sometimes she could do miracles. She could move objects, read minds. She could levitate and…and…and do things with energy… I don’t know…but…but she couldn’t all the time.”

I heard people in the street. Yelling. Men and women. Shortly they would be here. Shortly they would be banging on Olaf’s door.

“Why not?”

“I don’t know!” he wailed. “She tried everything! But…but the power of the earrings, on her, seemed to actually dwindle with time.”

I half turned and leaned against the sink. I was wearing the most powerful objects in the universe, but I didn’t know how to use them. I had felt glimpses of their power, had thrown people across rooms, even controlled women, but…but I didn’t know how!

“She’s here somewhere!”

“Check that house!”

“Break in! Search everywhere!”

The voices were getting closer.

I had put the package with the last item on the counter.

I turned to it, picked it up. This might be the key, but…but…I turned to Olaf. “Can you finish making the…the thing?”

He looked up hopefully. “I can try.”

I handed him the package and helped him to is feet.

“I’ll stall them, but you have to try. I don’t know what is going to happen, so…try!”

“I’ll try!” he looked at me fiercely, a man in love, and ran for his garage workshop.

I looked out the window.

Daisy and several of the Women’s Club members were right in front of the house. They had a map out and were looking at it. Women around them, all wearing earrings, were shouting out commands, and men ran through the streets. They carried battering rams and clubs. Daisy was taking no chances.

DAISY

Daisy stared at the map.Circles had been drawn, houses were being checked. The perimeter was growing smaller and smaller. Soon they would have that bitch. Soon they would have Amy, and the first thing Daisy was going to do was rip the earrings off that bitch’s head!

“Okay, Stocker Street is cleared, get the men working on Fulton.”

Street by street the circle closed. Any second they would have Amy, they would have the last threat to the New Women’s World Order.

And, as the minutes passed, she had no idea that Amy was watching her from a kitchen window not fifty feet away.

And she had no idea that Olaf was working on a secret weapon sixty feet away.

Finally, they were working on the last street. This street. The street was crowded with men, all working frantically under the orders of women. Using battering rams they didn’t bother knocking, they just knocked the doors off and charged in.

Men took the houses apart, looking in every room, overturning furniture and even sweeping cans off shelves. Women followed them through the rooms, shouting instructions.

The ring was now down to just a couple of houses.

Daisy waited impatiently, but a small smile tried to seep out. In these last few houses. Somewhere was Amy. She had her now. She—

“Look!”

Daisy spun.

The house right next to them, a small three bedroom with a garage on the side.

The door was open and Amy stood on the welcome mat.

Daisy grinned.

Amy said nothing.

Daisy stepped forward. This was great, better than she had hoped for. She would make Amy surrender her earrings to her personally. What a photo op!

She walked slowly up the walk. She focused on Amy, and Amy stared right back at her.

Behind her marched a dozen women, and spread out to the sides were hundreds of men.

She stopped six feet away. The women massed behind her.

“Hello, Amy.”

“Hello, Daisy.”

“We’ve come for your earrings.”

AMY

I stared at her. And I saw her for what she was, a petty tyrant. A politician. Everything was for her, and the rest of the world might just as well not exist.

“I don’t think so.”

Daisy smiled. “You can hand them over, or I will tell these women, and these men, to take them from you.”

“No.”

Yet I felt a despair inside, an overwhelming feeling of being trapped. And Daisy’s grin grew wider.

DAISY

Dais’s smile as wide as it could get, she lifted a hand, a finger on the hand, and pointed it at Amy. “Take her!”

The women surged forward. Behind and around them men stepped forward.

She watched the expression on Amy’s face. Fear, and…helplessness.

Oh, this was juicy. She liked to be the bully boy, and to take down this bitch, to destroy the only competition for her in this world…oh, this was going to be good.

Her people were going to rip the earrings right off Amy’s lobes. They were going to…then she saw the man step into the doorway behind Amy.

Daisy had never seen this man. Thick, hairy, naked. And the rifle he was holding. It was big…and everybody stopped and stared. At the gun.Then their eyes went down. Down to his groin.

He was wearing a silver tube around his cock. Wires came from the tube to a power pack, and the battery, a big one, was in a back pack.

Olaf’s groin was sheathed, and there was a truth here that people would eventually understand: Men really do have two heads, and they really do think through the lower one.

But now Olaf’s lower head was protected. He had just been waiting for the chastity tube. He had the battery and the connections ready to go, he just had to assemble the thing, put it on and connect it. So he did, and just in time. His groin protected, his ability to think unhindered, nobody in charge of him, he took the big rifle down from a shelf in the garage and walked to the front door. He took a place behind Amy, saw the women and men coming for her and lifted his rifle, and he roared:

“YOU WILL NOT TOUCH MY OLGA!”

Olaf aimed the gun and the crowd shrieked and backed up. Daisy threw up a hand, as if she could ward off a bullet.

“No!” she yelled in fear.

Olaf grinned, “Your words don’t work on me, bitch!”

He pulled the trigger.

AMY

I saw his finger crook, I knew the gun was about to erupt, that he was going to shoot Daisy. I yelled:

“NO!”

There would be much argument about what happened that day, but the results were plain to see. Let the people argue. The power of the earrings, earrings powered not just by sperm, but the essence of the testicle itself, could not be denied.

Smoke and fire, the bullet left the gun, traveling at a mile a minute, a big chunk of lead that wold have torn the life out of Daisy. But I couldn't let that happen.

I became more and more focused, and the bullet slowed, slowed…and just a foot from Daisy’s chest it slowed enough to see. It stopped, as if hitting an invisible wall, and it dropped to the ground.

Daisy stared at it in shock. One second she was about to have her heart punctured, have her blood spilled all over the pavement, the next  moment she was looking at the bullet, then she looked up at me.

I had finally found the power of the earrings.

Man is powerful. woman is powerful. More powerful than they can believe. And they hide from their own power. Simply, they don’t want to hurt their fellow man. Underneath the pedophiles and the serial killers is a human spirit that doesn’t want to harm his fellow man.

Olga had used the earrings to harm. As had Daisy. And Olga had lost her power, as would Daisy, should she continue to abuse the earrings.

I had used the earrings to save a life, and my intentions had always been honorable

I wanted men and women to be equal. I didn’t want one ‘species’ ruling the other.

So the men bowed down to me. Rank after rank of them, going out from where I stood on the mat.

Then the women started to bow. By ones and twos.

And, finally, Daisy bent her knee and bowed her head.

I was good. I was motivated by higher purpose. I was inspired by love…and everybody loved me.

Daisy was crying, as were some of the other women.

Yet the moment was, for the most part, silent.

“Take off your earrings,” I spoke into the silence. “Put them at my feet.”

Woman after woman came forward and placed her earrings on the ground in front of me.

And, in the next few hours, even though they didn’t hear me the power of my earrings was absolute, women who had not even been at the house would bring their earrings to me.

I turned to Olaf. “Gather them up. Hold them for me.”

Olaf, immune to my earrings, probably the only man in the world who was immune to my whims and suggestions, did my bidding. He loved me, and I needed no earrings with him.

Was I Olga to him?

Sometimes.

And sometimes I was Amy. But no matter who I was…he was in my thrall. He knew that I was motivated by good. I had the most powerful earrings in the world, and I had not abused him.

Yes. He loved me, and he loved me for who I am, no matter who he perceived me to be.

Over the next few days I would wander through the town. I would let men return to their clothing, or stay feminine if they wished. Made no difference to me. Not in my new state of mind. Surprisingly, there were an awful lot of men who preferred to remain feminine. And there were an awful lot of men who liked to wear faux testicle earrings. Not the real ones, of course. Those are reserved for women who want to help society, not harm it.

I had Betty and Samantha work with the regular bankers. No charges filed, nobody in prison, just a return, with slight reworking, of the banking system. We would have an honest system. And if people fell behind in their loans they wouldn’t be ‘repossessed,’ or whatever, they would be helped.

I went to city hall and had the mayor and Daisy kiss and make up. Daisy is still the mayor, but the old mayor is now her partner, and they work together to make the town a better place.

And Tina…poor Tina. When the power of my earrings spread over the town she saw the error of her ways. She released her prisoners and had herself chained to the wall.

But what she had done was, in some ways, unable to be undone. Men still came to her dungeons and begged to be whipped, and her husband, who took over for her, did his best to accommodate. The walls were always filled with hanging men, and even women, and the horses were always loaded with men and women begging for pleasure…no matter how much it hurt.

But Tina just hangs from the wall and begs to be beaten.

Unfortunately for her, her husband, who is now in charge, refuses to whip the woman he loves. All of which is odd, because every time I think of poor Tina, hanging and begging for punishment, I am reminded of that old joke:

‘Hit me and I’ll hurt!’ said the masochist to the sadist.

‘No,’ said the sadist to the masochist.

And that is how life in The Forks is now, except for one last, little item.

Me.

No dear reader, I did not take off the earrings. And I won’t.

I will do no harm, and the world needs a place where men and women can live a free life, where they can be what they want, without the intrusions of governments and other hate filled entities.

I provide that place. By the power of the earrings I provide that place.

And if you are ever in the vicinity of The Forks, my town, please drop in.

You will be welcomed.

END
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!

The Stepforth Husband


The Sissy Transition

The world is about to undergo gender transformation!


PART ONE

“What the hell is this?” My wife held the closet door open and stared at me.

I stood behind a rack of her dresses, shaking, busted, and wished I was somewhere else. Like anywhere else.

April reached in and grabbed my ear and pulled me out into the light.

I was wearing her bra and garters. Nylons. And I was totally erect.

April was wearing her business suit. A green pencil skirt. Silver wings that indicated she was a flight captain. A jaunty cap and high heels. Her red lips, so sexy, were open in stunned surprise. Her fingernails, red and long, had my ear in a death grip.

“Ow,” I said.

She pulled me out of her walk in closet and held me in the middle of the room.

“Oh, my God. You’ve even got lipstick on!”

My red lips quivered. I so loved red lipstick on her, and when I was fully made up, I loved it on me. I loved to have a Coke High with red lips, leaving my red lip prints on the rim of the glass.

She let go of me. “Okay, Charles, start talking.”

We stood, a couple of feet apart, and my chest was heaving.

“I…I…I…” I was tongue tied. Busted. My dirty, little secret out in the open.

“Can’t even talk about it, eh? Come with me.”

She strode easily in her high heels to the door, then turned.

I was bent over, unbuckling my high heels. I loved the four inchers with the black straps.

“Leave them on.”

“Wha…wha…”

“Leave them on. I want to see you walk. Full light of day. I want to see what my sissy husband likes to do while I’m out earning a paycheck.”

My face, I realized, was burning up. Funny, I had been in such shock at being discovered that I hadn’t realized that my skin was flushed.

I straightened up. “Leave them?” I managed to mumble.

“Leave them on. Leave the bra and nylons and everything on. And especially leave that luscious, red lipstick on.”

She turned then, a super smirk on her face, and headed down the hallway.

“Come on.” Click, click, click. Her heels sounded on the hardwood floor. Sexiest sound in the world, and normally, when I was en femme, I tried to make my heels make the same sound. Normally. Now I was having an out of body experience, shamed, and I tip toed, trying to walk softly.

Little click, little click, little click. I wasn’t completely successful.

She went into the kitchen, and I followed her, my heart pounding high in my chest. I was, I admit it, terrified.

She had always thought of me as a manly man. And I was…when she was home.

She reached up to the liquor cabinet. She’s not tall, only five foot six, and she stretched, her calves curved, her round ass strained, and she brought down a bottle of Jefferson’s ‘Reserve Very Old Small Batch Bourbon,’ and a bottle of Oregon Spirit.

Jefferson’s was fifty bucks a bottle.

Oregon Spirit was $4.99 a bottle.

She poured half a glass for me, handed it to me.

She poured a quarter glass of Jefferson’s for herself. She leaned back against the counter held one elbow with one hand, and with her other hand sipped the Jefferson’s. Her lips were pursed, like a kiss, but she wasn’t kissing, and she studied me.

In my…her…underwear. With red lips.

“Well, go ahead. Have a drink.”

I stared at the cheap swill. “Can I have some coke in that?”

I loved good bourbon, and we loved to sit on a summer night and sip the good stuff. She wasn’t feeling like sipping with me.

She shook her head. “Now I understand. You dress like a bitch, and you drink like a bitch. Go ahead.

I moved to the refrigerator, painfully aware of my feet trying not to make sexy sounds, of my cock sticking out like a flag unfurled. I took out a can of Coke and poured half of it into the glass. I wanted to ask for ice cubes, but I didn’t dare.

I was so messed I didn’t dare do anything. I was caught. My marriage was over, my life was over. I was a shattered man.

I drank. A trembling gulp.

She grunted, a small, disgusted sound, and shook her head.

“I’m…I’m sorry…” I tried to explain.

“Don’t talk for a minute. I just want to absorb all this.”

So we just stood there, her sipping, me gulping. I finished my cheap drink and poured myself another one. My hands were shaking, tears were starting to form in my eyes.

“This is so amazing.”

I said nothing.

“We’ve lived together for six years. I love you, and you tell me you love me, and yet you have this huge secret.”

I finished my second drink. I was still red-faced, but I was also feeling the effects. Two stiff shots of Oregon Spirit will do it.

“Well, bring your bottle—and some Coke—and let’s get to the bottom of this.”

She walked out of the kitchen, then through the sliding doors to the patio. She moved confidently, her heels tapping, making a different sound on the concrete. She placed her drink on the glass table and took off her scarf and hat. She loosened her top buttons, kicked off her heels, and sat down on a lounge chair.

I had followed her, a six pack of Coke in one hand, Oregon spirit in the other, my drink hanging on by a finger. I placed everything on the table and turned to her.

She was sitting, her smile small and twisted. I realized she was getting off on this. She saw humor in this.

But what did that mean? Was she going to laugh as she threw me out of the house?

“Sit down.”

I sat, on the edge of the chair, facing her.

She relaxed, sank back in the cushions and sighed. “Jeff, Jeff. What will we do with you.”

I tried again, “I’m sorry. I’ll never do this again. It was just a one time thing. I didn’t mean to. I’m…I’m sorry.” I ran out of words. I whispering, looking down, unable to meet her even gaze.

“Hah,” she said, conversationally. “You’ll never do it again. How long have you been doing this…this crossdressing?”

“This is the first time. I swear!”

“Jeff, you are lying. You know I have a minor in psychology. I know that men don’t suddenly get up one day and say, ‘I think I’ll cross dress today!’ And never do it again. The truth is that you have been cross dressing, probably as long as we’ve been married. And you will continue to cross dress. That is just who you are. Now…I want you to talk to me honestly. Except for this one, little lie I thought we’d been fairly honest with each other. Now, you’re going to need to buck up and spill. You need to tell me all about your crossdressing habit.”

My mouth started moving, but only nonsense came out. I mean, I just blubbered gibberish. I stopped.

She laughed. “God. This is good.” She eyed me, sipped again, and said. “I’m not mad. I’m actually curious. Are you worried that I’m going to jump up and divorce you?”

“I…I…” I nodded. I was staring at the ground. I had never felt so miserable in my life.

“Well, if I’m going to divorce you, you might just as well come clean. Better to break up on an honest note than a lie. Now, talk. When was the first time you ever cross dressed?”

Slowly, stuttering, not looking at her, I began to explain my life.

“I discovered my mother’s underwear. I had to do my own laundry, and I would empty hers out of the machine, and I would feel her soft panties. I would handle her bras.”

“Did she have big tits?” She deliberately spoke crudely.

I looked up at her. She was laughing at me. Well, not really, but it felt like she was laughing. Her mouth was curved up and her eyes were dancing. I knew she was laughing on the inside.

She’s my mother!” I blurted, stunned that she could ask such a question.

“And you wore her bra. Did she have big tits? Was it a big bra? Big cups?”

“I…I…”

“Well?”

I looked down and nodded. I had never felt so mortified in my life.

“Okay, your mother had big tits. Did you fill the cups with something? Water balloons?”

“She had…my aunt had a mastectomy. When she died there was a box of her stuff, from when she used to visit, in the garage. There were breast forms in the box.”

“Oh, okay. You wore your mother’s stuff, and your Aunt’s, too. Especially those big, old honkers. I’m thinking that your Aunt’s tits were as big as your mother’s. Sisters and all.”

I didn’t say anything. Moisture began to leak out of my eyes. It was too much. I couldn’t handle it.

“How old were you?”

“Eleven.”

“Eleven years old, and you found out you were a crossdresser.” She shook her head slowly, sipped, and, “How did you handle it?”

“I…I just had to do it. I would put on her panties—“

“You mother’s or your Aunt’s.”

“My Aunt’s. Do we have to do this?”

“Oh, yes. We really have to do this.”

“But I don’t want to talk about it!”

“Would you like it posted on facebook?”

My mind totally stopped. Then images of people lining the streets to point at me, laugh at me, filled my mind.

“No,” I barely breathed.

“So did you have an erection?”

I nodded.

“Speak up.”

“Yes.”

“And did you jack off?”

I made a strangling sound. I suddenly realized my glass was empty. I half filled it with Oregon Spirit and the other half with Coke. I gulped a big glug.

“Did you jack off?”

“Yes!” Tears were flowing freely now.

“And if I hadn’t come home you would have gotten all dressed up, had a big, old erection, and then stroked yourself to a fare thee well.”

I took another big glug as answer.

“Slow down. I don’t want you sloppy drunk.

“Okay,” I whispered.

“So you’ve been dressing up and jacking off for twenty years.”

“I guess.” I started to lift my glass.

“No!”

I looked at her.

“Don’t drink unless I tell you to.”

“Oh. Okay.” I was half drunk anyway. Of course, I really wanted to drink myself into oblivion.

“So did you marry me for love? Or because of my wardrobe? Because we were the same size and you could fit into my clothes.”

“I love you!” My voice raised an octave, it cracked. I was desperate that she understand this: I loved her.

She nodded. Sipped. Then: “Put your glass down. Go pour me two fingers.” She held her glass out.

I stood up and took it, and stopped. She had sat up, and when I stood up my cock was pointing right at her face. She grabbed it, held it, studied. She murmured, “So much pleasure, and yet…it wants to be a woman.”

“I don’t! It’s just…it’s just…”

“Go get my drink.”

Miserable, I turned and walked towards the sliding doors.

“And stop that damned tip toeing. I want to hear your heels sing!”

I walked, and tried to walk normal. As normal as I walk when in heels. Click, click, click.

I entered the house, and returned a moment later with her drink.

She was watching me as I crossed the patio. Having to walk normal made my ass sway a bit, and that made my cock swing back and forth.

She grinned.

I handed her her drink, and she took it with one hand, and my cock with the other.

I didn’t move, just stood there, ashamed, trembling. The tears had stopped a bit, but now they started up again.

She stroked me gently, and looked up. “You’re going to have to stop crying. It would ruin your mascara.”

“But I’m not wearing mascara!”

“You will be.”

I don’t think her grin could be classified as exactly evil, but it sure was excited.

I stared at her, blinking, not understanding.

She laughed. “I love you, and you love me, and now your big secret is out. I love big secrets. I’ve got a few of them myself. But, first, we have to deal with yours. Did you really think I was going to leave you?”

I nodded.

“Leave you? When I’ve got you by the balls?” She shifted her hand to my balls and squeezed. I groaned and my knees bent a little.

“Oh, you silly boy. I’m going to have fun with you. I am going to use you and abuse you. But, first, I need to find out more.”

I didn’t know what to think. My mind was sputtering like a car on three cylinders.

“When you dress up, do you dress up all day?”

“Yes.” Still ashamed. Still unable to meet her eyes.

“And when I’m gone, if I’m gone for a week, how often do you masturbate?”

“I…just once. A day before you come home.”

She was stroking me. I was getting drunk. Most important, the talking was getting easier.

Oh, I was still redder than a sunburned tomato, but I was starting to talk.

“So that explains why you aren’t so horny when I get home. I’ve always wondered about that. I’m gone for a week you should be all over me. Instead, you’ve been getting off on your own and leaving me high and dry.”

“Yes,” I mumbled.

“You selfish bitch,” but she said it complacently. “Oh, and that’s why the laundry is all done when I get home. You wear it, wash it, and I think you’ve merely been a good hubby In truth, you’re a dirty, little pervert cleaning up the evidence.”

She said pervert, but she was laughing. The bite was starting to lessen, but…but I felt so caught and guilty.

“Take a drink.”

I did. She continued to stroke me, and I was in danger of cumming.

“I’m going to cum.”

“Oh, no you’re not.” She stopped stroking and watched me. “I was scheduled for a two week round about, and you would have pranced around for two weeks, and then squirted. So you can just do without for a couple of weeks.”

“I…”

“Of course you can. You like not cumming, apparently. I can help you do that.”

I almost came right then, and she saw it and squeezed me.

“Oh, fuck,” I groaned. My whole body was not only mortified and embarrassed, it was trying to squirt.

“So for two weeks we can play dress up.”

“What? We…what?”

She let go of my cock and squeezed my balls. I yelped, but the danger of cumming was definitely stopped. She continued to hold my balls.

“Two weeks of me dressing you up. Full make up. Wigs, we can even get you some of your own clothes. The Goodwill has some wonderful shabby chic.”

“It…wait. I don’t understand!”

“Your dreams are about to cum true, my little pervie boy. Or maybe I should say pervie girl. I’ve studied enough psychology to know that this is one bug that won’t stop itching. So if you can’t beat ‘em…”

“You’re going to…I thought…”

“I know. You thought I’d kick you out on your ass, steal your bank account, take you for alimony. But where’s the fun in that? It would be much more fun to use you and abuse. Make you into a maid. Maybe explore a little of that BDSM I’ve read about. We can see where this goes. Are you ready for a wild ride?”

“I…I…”

“Of course you are. Now, go wipe the lipstick off. We need to take a little drive. Leave the underwear on, and maybe some panties to keep King Kong there under control.”

Ten minutes later we were driving—she was driving and I was in the passenger seat, a little drunk—down to the Goodwill.

“Can I ask…Can…”

“Ask away,” she smiled at me. She had the top down and her hair was waving in the wind.

“Why are you home? I thought you had the circuit through the orient?”

“Mandatory jab. Pilots refuse to get the vaccination. The whole airline industry is shut down.”

“But…”

“But it’s really a vacation. Maybe a long one. I’m not going to get the jab, and between you and me we have enough money saved up.” She shrugged. “I was due for a vacation anyway, and now…” she grinned at me, “…now I have a real reason for vacationing.”

I sat in the seat of the Mustang. She liked to drive fast, hug the corners, and I could really feel my nylons and garter snaps. And the bra. I was wearing a hoodie to hide the shoulder straps.

And my mind…my mind was trying to figure things out.

We walked into the Goodwill, her striding like she owned the place. Me fearful and walking three feet behind her. And the image flashed through my mind…like a peasant behind the bossman.

She went right to the shoe section and picked out three pairs of heels. One was tall, I didn’t think I was going to be able to wear them. The other was two inch heels. The last was a granny sort of a thing. Looked like something the Wicked Witch of Oz would wear.

She put them in my hands, one, two, three, and said, “Better get a cart.”

I looked around.

“And hurry. This is going to be power shopping.”

I hurried, and was back with a cart, the shoes inside it, in under a minute.

She had three dresses picked out and she threw them into the cart. A yellow house dress. A blue thing, criss crossed ate the top. And a weird unitard type of thing with a chiffon skirt on it.

“Some little girl had a dance recital,” April muttered, and threw the dresses over the shoes.

Then she picked out a few blouses and skirts, and two wigs. Cheap wigs. Brassy blond, and that fake red color. The blonde was long, the red was just a bubble cut. Reach down to my chin, but that was about all.

“Okay, bozo, pay the girl. I’m going to be next door.”

I went to the check out counter and endured stares. “My wife picked them out,” I stumbled. “She’s next door.”

The girl ignored me. The old man behind me snickered. “Buying you some Tampons, eh?”

I ignored him, but my face turned up the heat again.

I rolled the cart to the car and put the stuff into the trunk. I was standing there looking around, and April came across the parking lot. She had a bag filled with make up. We stood next to the car and she opened the bag and showed me.

“They had a special on Revlon lipsticks. And this is the full face kit. Primer, blusher, eye shadow…everything.”

I looked into the bag and tried to absorb what was happening.

She giggled and pushed me. “Get in.”

I sat in the passenger seat again while she drove.

“I wish I’d know this about you before.” She whizzed around a corner. “We could have had so much fun.”

“OOOOoooooOOOO!” the siren started up behind us.

“Oh, crap,” she glanced in the rear view mirror, then started looking for a place to park.

Oh, crap! I thought. I’m wearing female underwear!

But cops wouldn’t ask to see my underwear.

But I somehow knew he would know. Cops know these things. I was caught, trapped, and he would…what would he do?

Give me a ticket for crossdressing?

And a fantasy exploded in my head. Arrested and thrown in a cell with a bunch of Bubbas. Arraigned in court, and the judge wearing sexy underwear under his black gown. Sent to prison, forced to register as a sex offender. All the other prisoners…

“Do you know how fast you were going?”

I looked up at the cop standing next to my door. Next to my door, of course, out of traffic, but talking over me to April.

“I do, but it was sort of an emergency.”

I looked at her. Emergency?

“What kind of an emergency, ma’am?”

I looked up at the cop. He was spiffy in his taut uniform. His muscles were outlined, and his face was square and handsome. He was wearing aviator sunglasses, the height of cop cool. He was holding his ticket book, ready to write.

“We just bought these clothes, and we have to get home so my husband can try them on.”

Oh, FUCK!

I was paralyzed. Cars were whizzing past. The cop stood there and blinked. He looked at me, and I looked straight ahead.

“You have a…a haberdashery emergency?” His voice was unbelieving. He had heard it all…well, almost all. A clothes emergency?

“No, no. Not a haberdashery…that’s for men. It’s…let me show you.

She unbuckled her seat belt and twisted around, she leaned into the back and started pulling clothes out of sacks. Woman clothes.

“My husband is a cross dresser. I know, it was a shock to me, but he simply has to get home and try these things on.”

The cop blinked behind his sunglasses. His mouth was slightly open.

“Your husband…”

“Yes. Oh, heck. You’ve got to believe me. It really is an emergency. If you don’t believe me…ask him to show you his bra.”

“His bra.”

The cop obviously thought she had sprung a leak in the brain pan. He tilted his ticket book to start writing.

“Wait a minute. I’ll make you a deal.”

The cop looked up. “A deal.”

“Yes. If my husband really is wearing a bra, you won’t give me a ticket.”

“I won’t…”

“No.”

A moment, then he started chuckling. “Lady, you probably deserve a ticket more than anybody in the world, but you got a deal. If your ‘husband’ is wearing a bra you get a pass.”

April smiled. “Show him, Jeff.”

“I…don’t…want to…” my voice was barely audible. I was a new shade of red. Humiliation, you are my middle name.

“Nonsense. You want me to pay a thousand dollars for speeding?”

“It’s not a thousand dollars,” I wanted to shrink through the floorboards, or crawl into the glove box.

“Of course it is. Right, officer?”

“At least.” he said.

I risked a glance up at him. His face was straight, but his eyes were hidden.

“It isn’t!” I protested in my low voice.

“Jeff!”

“Maybe it’s not, but you aren’t willing to help your wife get out of a ticket? What kind of a man are you?”

Now I did look at him. He wasn’t laughing outright, but I knew he was smiling on the inside.

“Jeff! You show him your bra right now!”

“Is he really your husband?”

“Yes.”

“And he won’t help you out with a ticket? Maybe it’s time to think about getting a new model.”

“Jeff! You show him your underwear right now…or else!”

They waited.

I felt my hands moving, but it didn’t even feel like I was connected to them. I took the bottom of my hoodie and lifted. Tears started coming, dropped all over my hoodie, but I lifted it up.

I was exposed. My bra, April’s bra, was white on my tanned skin. No missing it.

Click.

I looked up in shock. The cop was looking at his cell phone. “Man, the guys at the station won’t believe this.”

“You…you…”

“Are you married?” My head spun towards April.

“No, ma’am.”



“No girlfriend or anything?” 

“Not right now.” He was looking at her, contemplating her.

“Do you have a card or something?”

“Yes, ma’am.” He handed her a business card. She took it, but stroked his hand slowly with her other hand.

“Just in case I get ‘sexually abused.’” She said it like she wanted to be sexually abused. My mouth opened. My brain, not working too well anyway, stopping working even more.

“Give a call anytime, ma’am.”

“And you would help me with…sexual abuse?”

“My pleasure.”

Then he bid us good bye and strolled back to his cruiser.

As April pulled out into traffic I blurted. “I can’t…why did you…”

“Shush now, Jeffie boy.”

“You were flirting with him!”

“Of course. I had to get out of the ticket, didn’t I? Flirting is a girl’s secret weapon.”

“But he had already seen me! He wasn’t going to write you a ticket! And…he has a picture of me!”

“Gee. That’s right. I hope he doesn’t post it on the internet.”

I was crying openly now, sobbing, and she leaned over and patted my knee.

“Just like a girl. Must be all those hormones.”

I jerked around, twisted to look out the window. I covered my face and sobbed.

“Bring the bags in. Bring them to the bedroom.” She got out of the car and walked into the house. Her back was straight and she was deliberately clicking her heels. Let the world look, she was in charge.

I carried the bags of clothes, and the make up, into the house.

In the bedroom she was in the closet. She was getting one of her suitcases out. A small one. I never saw her pack it, she kept it locked, but I figured it had underwear, maybe her make up, in it.

I put the bags on the floor and she put the suitcase on the bed. I was feeling very, very broken.

“My big secret…”

I stared at her.

She turned around and held up a mess of straps and a…a…

“This is my strap on. I get over in Bangkok and there’s always a business man or two that want to take it up the ass.”

“I…what?”

“So you see, you aren’t the only one who’s been holding back. Really, Jeffie, we’re going to have to be more honest with each other. Just think how much fun we could have had if we had discussed this when we first got married.

“That’s a dildo.”

“Yep. And you know Johnny?”

Johnny was her co-pilot.

“Sometimes, after we’ve had a couple of drinks, Johnny asks for me to use this on him. So you’re not alone. There’s a lot of perverted men in the world.”

“Johnny…he…”

“He does. We like to get him on all fours, he strokes himself and I screw him. In and out. Until he squirts all over the place. Then, weird, we never talk about it. We go, we eat, we’re chatting away like girlfriends, then he asks for a butt fuck, and we never talk about it. Isn’t that weird?”

I just stood there. I still had wet cheeks, and getting wetter, and I was distraught, and humbled, and embarrassed. My life was changing, and I didn’t know what to do.

April stripped out of her dress. She was wearing a tummy shaper with straps for the nylons, and nylons. She had on a half bra and her nipples were at attention. She has big nipples, and they always made me have a big cock. Of course, being en femme, underneath my clothes, I already had a big cock

She stepped into the strap on harness and pulled it up.

I stared, mouth gaping.

As she adjusted the straps she asked, “Should I call that officer?”

“What? No!”

“But he was so tall and handsome. And I bet he has a really big cock.”

“I…no! And please stop talking about it!”

“What? You don’t want me to make love to another man?”

“No!”

“A manly man, who doesn’t wear girly underwear?”

She straightened up, and her cock pointed outwards. Right at me. She was grinning.

Should I fuck Johnny? I never have, at least him doing the fucking. I mean, I always do the fucking. Should I change that arrangement? Jeffie?”

“Please, April!” I sobbed. “Stop talking.”

“Stop talking? Like you did for the last half dozen years? Keep my urges all bottled up? Stay frustrated? Why, that might lead me to become so perverted I dress up as a man.”

“April,” I begged.

“Would you like that, Jeffie? Would you like me to dress up as a man…and fuck you with my manly cock?”

“Please.” I sagged to my knees and held my face in my hands.

She stepped in front of me. “Jeffie. Open your eyes.”

I opened them, and was face to face with her cock.

“Now, Jeffie, here’s the deal…I’m not going to fuck you until you ask me to.”

“What?” I was looking through tears and the world was bleary. That big cock was filling up my field of vision.

“That’s right. You have to ask for it. If you want to go all the way, then it has to be your decision. But to help you make that decision…we’re going to play some games. And I’m not going to stop playing those games until you ask me to fuck your ass. What do you think about that?”

“Are you going to call that cop?”

She laughed. “That got you, eh? You bet. At least, he might be one of the men I call.”

“Honey?”

“You see, you aren’t allowed to cum for a while. Maybe a long while.”

“But why not?”

“Because girls don’t have cocks. Girls take it in the pussy. And until you take it in the pussy…well, let’s just say that I have a few needs.”

“But we’re married!”

“Absolutely. But if you don’t want to be a man I can’t be expected to stay chaste and wait for you, right?”

“But…but…”

She patted my cheek. “But don’t worry, honey, until you finally come around I’ve got lots of games to keep you entertained. Now, we’ve got a busy afternoon, but would you like to suck my cock a little before we start?”

She gripped the plastic dong with one hand and waggled it and laughed.


PART TWO

“Yes, he’s a sissy.”

I was standing in the kitchen, an apron over my dress, doing the dishes. I whirled around.

April was sitting at the kitchen table, talking into her cell phone. She winked at me.

I was shrinking rapidly. Who was she talking to?

“Oh, sure. You can see him. Maybe you can even fuck him. But give me a couple of weeks. I need to work on him a little. You know these newly born sissies, all uppity until they’ve had a good spanking.”

I was waving my hands in protest, begging her. She ignored me and continued.

“Oh, yes. He’s real uppity. He’ll probably need a lot of spankings. Uh huh. Oh, pardon me a second,” she looked at me. “Get back to the dishes.” Her voice was suddenly no nonsense.

“But you’re talking about me—“

“Come here.” She suddenly smiled.

I stepped closer.

She snaked a hand under my dress, reached up and grabbed my cock. She stroked it once, then tightened her grip. I would have gone on up on my tip toes, except that, courtesy of my high heels, I was already on tip toes. My mouth opened and I gasped.

I tried to push her hands away with mine, but she squeezed harder and I almost dropped to my knees.

“I’m back. Sissy boy was having a hissy fit and I had to show him who was boss.”

She laughed, then: “There is? An actual school? Oh, my gosh. Yes. I will look into it. Of course…”

She went on talking blithely, ignoring me even as she held me prisoner. Finally, she hung up and let go of me.

I staggered away, braced myself with one hand on the counter. “You told her about me!” I accused.

“And do you know who I was talking to?”

“Who?”

“Somebody. And now everywhere you go, every time a woman glances at you, you will wonder if they are the one, if they know your secret.”

“How could you?” My voice was a whisper.

“Oh, it was pretty easy. And I’m going to tell lots more people. Pretty soon there won’t be a girl in town that doesn’t know you’re  a transvestite.”

“April!”

“But don’t worry, the men won’t find out.”

“They…” I was confused by her words.

“You didn’t know that, did you?”

“What?”

“Every woman on earth is in on the conspiracy. We all talk and share secrets, and the men never know anything.”

She sat back and smiled. “We marry men and we have children, but all the time we are aware that men are temporary creatures. They act manly, but that act finally disintegrates and they begin to ape us, to mimic the stronger of the species. They start to cross dress, just like you. Of course, you broke easily, and at such a young age. But they begin to prance around, become sissies, and we take charge then. We make them into our maids, our slaves, and we don’t let them cum much.”

“Shut up,” I whispered. I knew she was just talking, telling me a tale, making me suffer more.             

“No. I’m not kidding. Your status will shortly go out on the internet  on a special channel that only women know about, and every woman will know about you. Oh, they will treat you the same. They don’t want to panic those men who haven’t changed.”

“Please stop,” tears were starting up. “Don’t do this.”

“Honey, these are just the facts of life. These are the birds and the bees for men undergoing the change to sissyhood. It’s a real change, you know, with hormones and everything. And once you get over your hormones you’ll really enjoy the trip.

I turned away, put both hands on the counter. I had thought that when she had found out about me the day before it was all over. But now she seemed to delight in making me reach new heights of mortification.  She had made me wear underwear and one of the dresses she had bought at the Goodwill. She was making me do the dishes. And sI was caught between threats of being exposed, and…and my horniness.

Yes. I was horny. That’s what wearing women’s clothes did to me. They made me horny. But I had never imagined being found out, and that weakness being exploited.

My tears splattered on the kitchen counter.

She stood up and came to me. She put her arms around me and pressed her face to my back. “You’re going to love it, Jeffie. You just need to give up, go with it. Relax and have a good time.

“I…I…” I couldn’t really talk. Pried her fingers off me, tore myself out of her grasp, and ran for the bedroom.

“You can run, but you can’t hide,” she shouted after me.

I threw myself on the bed, and cried. I had had fantasies, but they all ended up with me masturbating and changing back into a man. Now…now she was telling me I had to wear dresses all the time. She had even gathered up all my man clothes, except for one pair of jeans and a shirt, and boxed them up and put them in the garage.

One pair, for when she wanted me to present to the world as a man, the rest of the time I was to be in dresses.

I cried for a while, then the tears slowly dried up. I just lay there and tried to think.

I had to stand my ground. I had to stand up to her. Except, when she had found out my secret it was like I lost all my strength. I was like Sampson having his hair cut, except it was like my hair had suddenly grown, and now I was weak. Unable to fight back.

I thought about what she had said. She had referred to women as the ‘stronger of the species.’ And, laying there in my sorrow, I had plenty of reason to believe it.

I heard her heels in the hall, tapping their way towards me.

She came into the bedroom and sat down on the bed next to me. She rubbed my back with one hand. “Honey, I know you need a little alone time to process all this, but we really have a lot of things to do. You need to set up your bedroom.

I turned my head towards her. “What?”

“Your bedroom. You’re going to sleep in the guest room from now on, and we have to move your dresses in there, and I want you to paint it pink first.”

“What?”

“Pink. It’s a color. Really adorable on sissies. And I have ordered you a whole bunch of pink clothes. Pink bras and panties, pink dresses, pink shoes. I even bought some pink lipstick yesterday. But before you wear pink you need to put on your man clothes and paint the guest room.”

“But I sleep in here!”

“Honey, how can you say such a thing. This is a room for a man and a wife. A pecker and a cunt. You have given up the rights to your pecker, and I’m certainly not going to sleep with a woman! You don’t want me to be a Lesbian, do you?”

“But I…we…”

“Now hush up. Keep your panties and bra on but get your man clothes on. While you paint the room I’m going to order some more things.”

“What?”

“Oh, lots of stuff. A chastity tube, breast forms—until your own breasts come in—I want to get you a good wig, until your own hair grows out enough, and—”

“Wait…grow my own?”

“Oh, yes. When a man becomes a sissy he sometimes needs a little help. Hormones will do wonders for helping you make the change to what you really are.”

“But I don’t want to be a sissy!”

“You don’t really have much choice.” She reached under my dress and grabbed my penis again.

“Stop!” I tried, but she was too fast. She gripped me and flipped me.

“Ow!”

“Ow? This hurts?” She stroked me, used her other hand to fondle my balls. I was instantly breathing harder, and my cock was getting so horny it was starting to drip.

“Leave me alone!”

“No, no, dear. I can’t leave you alone. I’m your wife, and I’m responsible for you making the change to sissy. Now lay back and relax, enjoy, and I’ll get you so horny you’ll love painting your room pink.

For a long minute she rubbed my cock, then she bent down and took me in her mouth. She ran her lips over the head and down the shaft, deep throated me, plastered her lips against my pubes. She pulled off with a gasp, and I would have lost it then except for the fact that she was holding me with a grip of iron.

“Oh, Lord. It feels like you’re smaller already!”

“What?” My head wasn’t working right, but I caught that.

“But don’t worry, dear. Once they begin to sissify men always shrink. They get smaller and smaller, and finally their little buttons look like clitorises. Of course you won’t have a pussy, but your man pussy will work. Believe me, you’ll really love it when I start penetrating you with my cock.”

A sob deep in my chest tried to escape.

She stood up. “Now, change your clothes. I’ve got the paint and the ladder and brushes and everything all waiting for you. I even covered the furniture with a drop cloth.”

She left the room, and I heard her tap down the hall to the computer room.

I lay there for a long moment, my cock throbbing. I wanted to jack off, but she had told me she would lock my cock up if I did. She said I could go without chastity as long as I could keep my hands off my cock.

But I wanted to touch my cock so badly. I wanted to cum so badly. I had been in woman’s clothes, and lipstick—she hadn’t made me up, yet, but she kept saying she was going to—and I was so horny and I wanted to stroke myself off. The whole situation, with her being in charge, was ten times more frightening, and exhilarating, than normal.

I touched my penis and stroked it lightly. Oh, God! I shivered. It would only take a few strokes and I could lose this…this condition. I could be a man again. I could go out to the garage and get that box and dress like I had a pair. Of balls. Not tits.

But I was actually scared. She had told me she would lock me up. And, I have to admit it, that soul searing horniness…I didn’t want to lose it. I was used to going ten or twelve days before cumming, and even though this as worse, I wanted to suffer those twelve days.

And she had said two weeks, and then…then…and I was unaware that I was translating her fucking me with a dildo into me fucking her. If I could just get through this.

I let go of my cock and stood up. Smoothed my dress out, and walked down the hall.

The guest room was not big. It was, in fact, smaller than most guest rooms, or normal bedrooms. Just enough room for a narrow bed, a dresser and a writing table. Even the closet was under-sized.

As she had said, April had prepared the room. The unopened cans were on a plastic drop cloth on top of the white dresser. The ladder was open at the end of the room.

I went back to my—dare I call it ‘our’—bedroom and changed into my man clothes. My bra was tight, restrictive, and my panties didn’t hold my cock in properly, but at least I was manly on the outside. I returned to the guest room and began painting.

It took me a couple of hours, but when I was done it was bright pink. I put the materials away, then took a shower, washed the splatters off me. When I was done April was waiting for me. I was barely dry when she handed me a bourbon and Coke.

“I went out and bought you a better brand of bourbon,” she explained. Women should never bruise their delicate mouths with that swill. You’re not a woman, yet, but even a sissy is a step up, so you get a better brand.”

I was to find out that the ‘better bourbon’ was Old Forester. $9.99 a bottle. Once touted to be a ‘medicine,’ I found it a better taste than Oregon Spirit.’

I sipped my drink, and April took my hand and led me into the bedroom. She sat me down at her vanity table and said, “Drink with your left while I work on your right.

I stared as she began prepping my finger nails. She sanded them, trimmed them, pushed the cuticles back and held up fake nails. The fakes were bright red.

“You’re not going to put those on me!”

“Shush, dear, take it like a woman.”

I clutched my Coke High with my left hand and she decorated my right hand. I watched as the long nails sprouted out of my fingers. It made my fingers look long and slender, very ladylike.

Then she did my other hand.

My cock, of course, was like a rod the whole time.

“My, look how stiff you are. Oh, you’re dripping! That’s pre-cum.”

“Oh,” was all I could manage to say.

She giggled, “You’re going to be so horny…when I finally slide it in you your prostate is going to be so happy…you’ll probably have an anal orgasm the first time.”

“I don’t…” then I shut up.

“Okay. I used extra strong, quick set glue, so you should be able to use them right away.”

I stared at my red tipped claws.

“But be careful. You’re going to have to learn how to use them without breaking. Learn to be delicate in your motions.”

“I don’t believe this.” I said.

“Now, I’m going to work on the internet. Why don’t you clean up and…just wear your feminine underwear…”

I looked at her. She was wearing jeans and a blouse. Her tits stuck way out, but…but I couldn’t see a thing. I knew automatically what she was doing. CFNM. Clothed Female Naked Male. By wearing clothes while I didn’t, except for some kinky underwear, she was more powerful than me. Before today I would have laughed at that. But now I was wondering. The way she was taking charge, the helpless way my cock kept throbbing, my constant humiliation, it certainly felt like CFNM was going to work.

“…and do some vacuuming. Maybe clean the bathrooms.”

I opened my mouth to protest.

She grabbed my cock, “And maybe some day you’ll get lucky.”

Fuck. I melted. She had me by the short hairs, literally.

So I spent the afternoon vacuuming the house, then cleaning the wood floors, then the bathrooms.

I worked in a daze, befuddled, trying to figure things out, but the truth was…she had me. She controlled me, and there was nothing I could do. And she was telling her friends, and making me sleep in a little girl’s room, and I had long, red nails and wore a tight bra and my cock was so damned hard.

And I was so…embarrassed! All the time. And the more I cleaned the lower I sank, the more turned on I got.

I think I realized, then, that I was doing this myself. That I was choosing this. That I was going along with it, in spite of all humiliation, because…I wanted it.

Heck, I had planned to do this for a couple of weeks. So my plans had come true, and about ten times more intense than I had ever imagined.

“Jeffie?”

I walked, my heels clicking, into the computer room. April swiveled around and inspected me. She smiled.

“You are sort of cute. In fact, you excite me. But I don’t think it’s all sex.”

I mumbled something, but I don’t even know what.

“I think it’s the power. Women speak of the headiness of controlling a sissy, how it is better than sex, and, I have to admit, I sort of doubted that. But now I think it’s true. I mean, I’m downright wet down there.

“I’ve been thinking about that, how wet I am, and I’m buying things to help you make your transition, and I am super horny. Now what do you think about that?”

My cock bobbed so hard a bit of pre-cum actually flicked off.

April giggled. “No, silly, I don’t want to fuck you. And if I did…I would want you to use a dildo.”

She reached out and, once again, took my cock in hand. She stroked me, kissed my head, looked up at me and said, “The days of you willy nilly jamming your man meat into me are done.”

“But…two weeks…”

“Oh, two weeks is just the start. Do you think I’m going to let you go back to being a man after this?” She gave a squeeze to my manhood and my knees buckled and I moaned.

“No. I don’t think so. And what I want now is for you to get down on your knees and perform a bit of cunnilingus on me.”

With that she pulled down on my weenie and I bent my knees to the floor.

She let go, leaned back and spread her legs. “Do a good job now, honey. If I’m going to go without dick then you better convince me that the tongue is better.”

She gripped my ears and pulled me to her.

I’m not a big fan of oral sex. Well, I like it when she does it, but when I have to…yuck. Slimy, wet, putting my mouth on and sucking the orifice that pisses.

But I had no choice now. She had my ears, her thighs clamped about my head, and I was being pulled into her snatch.

I did my best. I tried to imagine I was eating ice cream instead of pussy. But with her aroma assaulting me I was hard put to use my imagination.

“Fuck!” she said, and she began pushing and pulling my head, back and forth, into her pussy and out. “Come on!”

I licked her labia and tried to enjoy it.

“Suck my clit,” she moaned. “Come on, you’re just turning me on without delivering! This is downright frustrating!”

I sucked on her clit.

“Yeah, that’s better. But use your fingers, too. Really dig into me. Make love to me.”

I finally started to get into it. Really, I had no choice. The way she was humping my face, the way she was giving me explicit instructions…I fucked her pussy with my tongue, and she began to moan louder.

“Yes…yes…use more fingers.”

I was sucking her clit, jamming three fingers into her cleft, and she was humping my face.

“YES…OH…YES…”

Her legs squeezed so hard I thought she was going to pop my face. She started jerking her pussy into me. I could feel her inner muscles clamp down on my fingers.

“OHHHH…YEEEEAAAAH!”

Then she went limp. Just collapsed. All done.

She pushed my face away and just lay back in the chair and gasped for breath.

I knelt, feeling very used. My cock had never been harder. My balls were so full they were sensitive to the touch. Blood coursed through my package, screaming for release.

But she was done, and, therefore, so was I.

Finally, she sat up. She smiled. “Good for a start, but you need practice.”

“I…need…practice.” I was out of breath, my face was smelly with her juices, I was cock hard and ready to shoot.

“That’s right. Maybe after dinner I’ll let you practice some more. Right now, I need you to build something for me.”

“I do.”

She giggled. “I like it when you are dumfounded. The instructions are in the printer tray. I want you to put it together in the back yard. We don’t use the wood shed, put it in there. And sink it deep.”

Sink it deep? What was she talking about. I managed to get to my feet, my legs were shaky, and I took a sheaf of papers out of the printer tray.

I looked at her, I blinked, I looked at her.

She smiled and waited for the explosion, or objection, or whatever.

I had just enough smarts left to not protest. I asked, “The materials for this?”

“Home depot.”

“I, uh…I can’t…” I was wearing long, red fingernails and red lipstick.

“Sure you can. And you’d better. Do you want a spanking?”

That was the second time she had mentioned a spanking. I looked at the instructions again. I mumbled, “It looks like if I build this I’ll be getting one, anyway.”

“Not necessarily. But you will get a super spanking if you don’t put that together by tomorrow morning.”

I stumbled out of the office, unsure that I was even walking. My mind was spinning like a whirlpool, sucking everything down into a black hole.

I had to go to the store. I could wear my last remaining set of man clothes, but what would I do about my lips and fingers?

I went into the back yard and inspected the site of the proposed construction. It was a shed way in the back. It used to be used to chip and stack firewood, back in the day. Now it was just a three sided building. It was secure, wouldn’t fall over, but it had a dirt floor. The dirt floor, however, was hard as rock. It had been tamped down by years of chopping wood.

I walked around the structure. It was maybe five feet from the back fence, and in the middle of the yard. There were bushes along the back fence, a regular hedge, but the hedge didn’t extend up the sides of the property. Still, it was so far back nobody could hear anything. And if they couldn’t hear anything then they wouldn’t look and therefore wouldn't see anything.

I sighed, went back to the garage and got out some tools, then returned to the shed.

I marked a spot that was three feet back from the open front, and precisely in between the walls. I eyed the spot, sighed again, and picked up a pick.

Oh, Lord. Trying to use a big, old, heavy pick while you are wearing long fingernails does not work.

Oh, I could do it. But I had to be super careful. And the ground was so hard that it required a LOT of strength.

Still, there was nothing for it but to do it, and I chipped away at that hard ground. Took me an hour to get a foot down, and I knew I had to get deeper than that. Fortunately, the ground softened up a little. Another hour and I was down to three feet. My hands were blistered and sore, but I had done it. I went inside, went to my wife’s vanity table and picked up some cream. She was laying on the bed, reading something, and she watched me.

I rubbed in the hand cream and felt the coolness of the cream sink in.

“Let me see,” she said.

Wordless, I turned and held out my hands.

“Ooh, that’s got to be sore. You can soak them in epsom salts.”

I didn’t bother to answer. I could feel tears trickling down from my eyes, and I just wanted to be done with my task.

I went to the store and bought the materials. A couple of two by tens, six feet long. A four by four, eight feet long. I had some spare two by fours at home for the braces. I paid a visit to the hardware store and bought a hinge and a hasp and a padlock. I had screws at home from other projects.

And how did I manage to make it through the store? I wore a mask and gloves. COVID, baby, and I pretended like I was scared I was going to get infected.

The mask worked, it hid my red lips just great. The gloves, they were dicey. The fingers were longer than they should have been because of the fingernails, and if you looked carefully and you could see the shape of the nails. But I kept my credit card in a pocket, handed it in quickly, managed to press on the buttons with my nails, and…it was sort of sexy. At least I had a big hard on when I left Home Depot and headed for home.

Then I had to go back to the store for cement. Sigh.

Okay, back home again, and I was ready to go.

I laid the wood out and measured it ten times. I was going to have to suffer this, and I wanted to be as comfortable as I could be. As comfortable as the circumstances and torture devices would allow.

Then I popped the four by four in the hole and cemented it in place. God, my hands were aching, and I wore gloves because I didn’t want cement dust under my pretty nails.

Then I measured out the half holes, did the cuts, and assembled the thing.

There it stood, a column with a pair of 2 by tens across the top. Holes in the center and sides. A hinge on one end and a hasp on the other.

And a padlock waiting to be used.

That’s right, it was a pillory. Stocks. And there was no doubt at all…it was for me.

It was dark when I finished, and I called April out to inspect the device.

I held a flashlight and illuminated our way to the shed. Inside the shed I aimed the light and she inspected the stocks.

“Wonderful.”

“The cement still has to set. Twenty-four hours.”

“So we could use this tomorrow.”

“We could.” My heart was leaping. I felt dizzy like I couldn’t talk. But somehow I managed to get the words out.

“Oh, goodie. You should probably sand the edges here, make sure you don’t get any splinters in your neck.”

There it was. Stated. I was going to be in the stocks. I suddenly fell down. I didn’t lose consciousness completely. I just keeled over, lost control of my body, and half lay on my side.

April took the flashlight and looked at me. “Are you all right?” There was concern in her voice.

“I’m just…I’m scared.”

“Well, come on. Let’s go in. You probably need some food. Maybe a stiff drink will buck you up.” She helped me to my fight and held my arm as we walked back.

“I’m sorry,” I muttered. “I don’t know what’s wrong.”

“Of course you don’t,” April said cheerfully. “But you’re going through changes. You don’t understand them, your body is getting weaker, you’re more emotional. You’re becoming a sissy, and that’s the long and the short of it.”

She helped me into the house, and for the first time I started thinking about what I was going through.

Could it be true? Could I be not just wearing female clothes, but going through actual physiological changes?

But that was silly! There were only two sexes, male and female. There wasn’t a third sex…a sissy!

And men didn’t go through changes, like butterflies. Men didn’t suddenly change aspects, go through some sort of chrysalis and become sissies.

Or…did they?

It wouldn’t be something a man would talk about, and, if what April had told me was true, men didn’t know, they just…became.

But…no. It couldn’t be. Not so. No.

I was just weak from hunger. I hadn’t eaten, I was so busy building the pillory. And I hadn’t been eating properly for a couple of days. And I had been drinking more.

I made up my mind not to drink anymore for a while…even as April mixed me a Coke High and put it in my red tipped fingers.

I drank, and considered my body.

“What’s happening to me?” I was sitting at the kitchen table and I asked it of no one, of every one.

April took it as if I was asking her. “You’re changing.”

“But…but I’ve still got a big cock!”

“And you might keep it. There’s no telling with sissies. Even when we give them hormones, sometimes they keep their big cock. I mean, nine times out of ten they shrink, but if you actually manage to keep a big cock that’s good.”

“Why?” I asked, looking at her. “Why is it good?” Behind my words was the consideration that she wasn’t fucking me…so what good did it do her?

She sat down opposite me and placed one hand on mine. Two feminine hands. Sexy.

“Honey, as long as your cock is big, and your balls are nice and hefty, you keep producing testosterone, and that keeps you getting those big, fat erections. And just because I don’t feel like sleeping with you doesn’t mean I won’t let you sleep with some one else. Heck, I might rent you out, make a little extra money. Wouldn’t that be good?”

I didn’t say anything. My eyes were wide, I simply couldn’t wrap my head around what was happening.

“Besides, if you have big old balls and a swinging dick, it will be that much more fun to put you in chastity. You’ll have the bluest balls in history, and you will suffer so wonderfully.”

“But I don’t want to suffer!” I wailed.

“Nonsense,” April whispered to me. “Every sissy wants to suffer. It’s what makes them sissies. Don’t you understand?”

But I didn’t.


PART THREE

That night I slept in my sissy bedroom for the first time. Pink with white furniture, dresses hung in the closet, lingerie in the dresser. I was tired, but wired. I couldn’t sleep. Even though I had worked all day, cleaning house, painting the room, making the pillory in the back yard, I was wide awake.

What was worse, I could hear April down the hall, in ‘her’ bedroom. I could hear the hum of a vibrator and her moans, and I felt tears seep into my eyes.

My wife. Last week I had been a man, and I had satisfied her. Sort of. At least I thought I had. Now, hearing the vibrator work and her grunting moans as she came I wasn’t sure.

I tossed and turned and the house grew silent. I couldn’t sleep.

What was happening to me?

April said I was changing into a sissy An actual, physical sissy.

But I thought being a sissy was a matter of wearing clothes and having affectations. Waving with a limp wrist, that sort of thing. But she said not.

She said that it was an actual physical change, that many men would go through it, and the women knew about it, but hid that transformation from men.

They didn’t want to scare those poor, weak men.

But that was silly! That didn’t happen!

Did it?

Finally I dozed off.

And woke up.

I was bleary-eyed, tired, yet…wired.

I felt okay, a little sore from all the work the day before, but…I was a man, dammit!

I rolled out of bed, stood tall and determined, and caught glimpse of myself in mirror on the back of my bedroom door.

I was wearing a bra and panties and a baby doll. Pink.

My hair was long and fluffed out girl fashion. My skin was pale and my lips looked red. Soft and red. Plump. That had to be an allergic reaction to lipstick. No way those were. my normal lips. My shoulders slowly slumped.

Click, click, click. April looked into my room. She was fully dressed. Her breasts thrust out and her ass was round. God, she was sexy, and the fact that I couldn’t see her made my imagination work over time, and that made me even harder.

“You’re awake! That’s good. Come on in the kitchen. I want to talk to you. Don’t get dressed. We have a lot of things to do, and getting dressed isn’t one of them. Nice dick, by the way.”

Click, click, click. Her heels receded down the hallway.

Tired, discouraged, and yet my heart feeling like it was a live wire beating in my chest, I padded down the hallway to the kitchen.

“Oh, Jeffie. Don’t be a disappointment.”

“What?” I asked, surprised by her attitude.

“You need to wear your heels all the time. You need to condition your feet so you can wear them all the time without getting sore. And make up. I should have thought of that. Go get your heels on, and bring me the make up bag next to my vanity. Go now. Shoo.”

I was confused, the day hadn’t even started and I was already trying to figure out what was happening.

I walked back down the hallway, put on my heels and grabbed the bag, and returned to the kitchen.

“Not sit down and let’s start your education.”

I sat across from her.

“First,” she took out items from the bag, “I had to make my own coffee this morning. If I’m going to teach you about make up then you need to get up make my coffee for me.”

She put a hand on my face and turned it this way and that, inspecting my skin color and the shape of my face.

“Second, sissy wannabes always put on too much make up. You need to present your face in a way that is understated and yet emphasized. So, first we clean your pores.”

She began wiping my face with a little square, spongy thing. I was amazed when I saw the dirt accumulate. I had taken a shower the night before and I thought I was clean. She moved into the next step.

“Now, this is primer. Your face will become smooth and lose color. That’s because we are creating a canvas to paint upon.”

“This is foundation. Many women have opinion about what to do when and how much, and you will find your own method. But this is a good start. Now, this is…”

She prepped my face, then introduced color. I wished I had a mirror because I wanted to see what each step did.

Finally, she began working on my eyes. Mascara, shadow, and she hummed a bit here and there, talked a little bit, and it was a very comfortable, intimate time.

Finally, she put on lipstick.

“Your lips are coming along just fine. Getting thicker and softer.” What? You mean they were changing? “You’re not going to be going out for a while, so I put on lip stain. It’s going to last longer, only needs a little gloss to pop.” She squeezed her fingers and concentrated. My lips pursed and she used a doe foot applicator to brush a bright, red color onto them. Into them.

“Okay, go look at yourself, and bring me back a hair brush.”

I was stunned when I looked in the mirror in my room. She had brushed out my hard lines and made my face soft, girlish. And my eyes, they were smoky and mysterious. But it was my lips that made my penis super hard.

I mean, I had been half hard on waking up, and all hard when she started on my face. But seeing my red lips, so large and…and kissable (did I really think that?), my cock suddenly felt like a rock!

I took the hair brush back to her.

She brushed my hair out, bringing the brush under the hair, out, and twisting it at the end. The result was a bubble curve to my hair. She used a little spray of water in the beginning, then, at the end, when she had it the way she wanted it, she used some hair spray.

I sneezed, but my hair didn’t move.

“Okay, time for homework,” she smiled. “In the hall closet there is a stack of fashion magazines. Bring them out to the living room.”

I carried the foot tall stack of magazines into the living room, and darned if they didn’t seem heavier than they should be.

April noted the consternation on my face and grinned. “Things get heavier as you go through the change.”

I placed the magazines on an end table and stared at my wife.

“That’s not true.”

“What?”

“That men change into women.”

“Oh, it’s true, but I’m not going to try and convince you. Over the coming weeks your body will transform, your way of thinking will change…that will be your proof.”

She was so confident, as if she really believed it, and I wondered if maybe she was a little crazy.

But she acted so sane! So matter of fact, as if she was explaining the trees have leaves and who didn’t know that?

“Sit here so you can reach the magazines. That’s right. And cross your legs at the thigh. Men like to cross at the ankle, show off their package. But there’s a good chance you won’t have a package, so you have to learn to sit like a lady.”

“But I have a package now! And it doesn’t feel right to sit this way! My balls…they get in the way. They get scrunched by my thighs.”

“You can do this one of two ways. One is to pull your package up, so they lie on top of the cross of your thighs. The other way is to pull them down, to push them down and fold your legs so they are underneath and hidden. Try putting them on top first.”

I pulled my cock up and crossed my legs and let go. My package sat comfortably atop the cross of my legs.

“That’s good.”

“It’s also obscene. When you cross your legs properly there is no penis visible, and it feels very comfy. Almost as if you didn’t have a penis.”

“But I do!” I was almost crying.

“For the time being,” she agreed. “Now, push your penis down and cross your thighs over it.

I did, and it felt uncomfortable, a bit ‘stretchy’ if you know what I mean, but it was hidden.

April smiled. “There. That’s how I want you to sit.”

“I can’t sit this way!”

“You can if you don’t want a spanking. Remember, the cement will be dry by this afternoon.”

“Yeah, but…” I trailed off. Then, a flash of rebellion: “I’m not going to sit this way.” I uncrossed my legs.

April frowned. “I thought we were doing well. You enjoyed the make up, you slept in your own room without crying, but it’s obvious you have a stubborn streak in you.”

I just folded my arms and glared at her.

She sighed. “Okay. Very well. Do it your way, but there will be a price. Remember that. There will be a price!”

So I sat and read fashion magazines all morning. And I wasn’t all that happy.

I had pranced, but I had also been worked, and was being treated harshly. At least I thought so. Now it was time to have an orgasm.

After an hour I got up and wandered into the kitchen and poured myself a Coke.

“Jeffie?” April hollered from the computer room.

I click, click, clicked down the hallway and stood in the door. Leaned against the door and sipped my Coke.

“Jeffie,” April frowned at me. “We have so much to do if you are going to be a good sissy. Resistance wastes time and slows the whole process down. Now you are supposed to be reading your fashion magazines.”

“I usually watch football,” I said.

She started to open her mouth, and I knew she was going to give me a piece of her mind, but she suddenly shut her mouth, then smiled, and said. “Very well, Jeffie. I thought a little man work yesterday would help you out, make you appreciate the change. Apparently I was wrong.”

I walked out, strutted in my heels, felt proud of myself, and went in and turned on a football game.

Ah, yes. Being a sissy was fun, but you have to call a halt to it sometime.

Of course I was made up, and she had spent some time doing me, so I didn’t wash my face. I just sat and watched the game, yelled for the touchdown, screamed at the fumble, and had a great time.

A manly time.

And I truly had no idea about what was about to happen to me.

At half time I got up and stretched, and April came out of her office. In spite of our argument she was all smiles.

“Come along, Jeffie. Let’s take that pillory for a test drive.”

“It’s only half time,” I pointed out, my voice a little deeper. And I realized that I had actually been talking in a higher tone of voice. Not much, but…but I was sounding like a man again. Maybe it was time to wash the goop off my face and start scratching balls again.

My balls were going to shrink. Ha! What a crock!

“How long does it take to find out how well the stocks work?”

“Oh, well, just for a minute.”

She led me out to the backyard and across the patio and the lawn to the wood shed.

“Taking me out to the woodshed,” I laughed. “That has some punitive connotations.”

She chuckled. “Yes, I guess it does. Good thing we’re just playing games, right?”

“Right.”

Nothing serious about this.”

“Nope.”

“You’re the man and I’m the woman.”

“You got that right.”

We arrived and she walked around the device. “You really do good work. I could probably have you make these and we could sell them.”

“What would our friends think? Selling torture devices?”

“We could sell them on the net.” She lifted the top plank and motioned to me.

Grinning, I placed my neck in the center hole, and laid my hands on the outer holes.

She gently lowered the top plank, the hasp came together with a click, and she put the padlock in. “Can you get out?”

“Ha! Not a chance! I built this puppy right!”

“Struggle a little. Try.”

“Okay,” I moved around, rattled the thing, but it was obvious that I was a good carpenter. The struts were firm, the screws held, and I was locked in. “There! See?”

April walked in front of me. I was bent over a bit, so she leaned down so we were face to face. She said, “It’s time we had a talk.”

I blinked. She wasn’t smiling, but she wasn’t mad. But she was intense.

“About…I have to get back in for the second half.

“Jeffie, I am working hard to help you make your transition easier. I need you to pay attention. No more lallygagging. When I tell you to cross your legs the right way, you do it. Without complaint. Even if you keep your dick, you have to learn to present yourself to the world as you are. A sissy.”

“You need to let me out of this.” I was getting worried.

“You need to learn your place in the world.” She straightened up and turned around. She walked across the lawn.

“Hey! You have to let me out!”

She entered the house.

Oh, fuck. I was caught. I began to struggle in earnest, to throw my weight around. But, as I have stated, I made this puppy well. It didn’t wiggle, and the only thing I managed to do was give myself some bruises on the neck and wrists.

Man! Just wait until I got out of this! I was tired of this sissy bullshit, and I was going to—

April walked out of the house.

“Hey!”

She was holding a ping pong paddle and my electric drill.

“You have to let me out!”

She ran the cord to an outside socket and plugged it in. She braced the paddle on the edge of the patio table and began drilling holes.

“What are you doing?”

But I had a sinking sensation.

The whine of the drill stopped, and she lifted the paddle and inspected it. She swung it a couple of times, and I could hear the air whistle through the holes all the way back where I was.

She looked at me, and began walking towards me.

She was fully dressed, and I was near naked.

Her make up looked severe, as did the expression on her face.

My make up made me look softer, and I felt softer.

I began to worry.

“Hey, what are..we don’t need to do this…look, I’m sorry if I said something that upset you.”

She arrived. She smacked the paddle lightly against her palm. It made a sound like flesh being struck. Hello. that’s what it was, flesh being struck, and suddenly my ass, sticking out so high and proud, felt extremely vulnerable.

“Now, April, let’s talk this out.”

She put a hand across my mouth and stoppered me effectively. She said, “I’ve been too lenient. I’ve tried to be understanding, when what you needed was a firm hand. So now you get the firm hand.” She swung the paddle and the swish of it through the air was frightening.

“What are you planning…you aren’t going to spank me with that?”

Men have lots of muscles. They are good for going to work, supporting women in the manner in which they deserve. Women don’t have as much muscle, so we use our brains. We figure things out. For instance, drilling holes in this paddle enables me to swing it faster. The speed of the swing makes up for the lack of muscle, so you will have a proper spanking. Not a weak one.

“Honey…you’re carrying this too far! It’s not right for a woman to spank her husband!”

“I’m not going to spank my husband. I’m going to spank my sissy. My sissy has to learn her place in the world. If a woman has less muscle than a man, then a sissy has that much less muscle than a woman. It’s time you learned.”

She walked behind me.

“April! You can’t do this! I’m a grown man!”

“No. you’re not.”

WISS…CRACK!

“AH!” My body jerked and it felt like my asscheek had exploded. My neck hurt where it bounced against the sides of the hole in which it was trapped.

WISS…CRACK!

“You will not speak back to me.”

WISS…CRACK!

“You will be grateful for all the things I am doing for you.”

WISS…CRACK!

“You will sit the right way, like you have no balls!”

WISS…CRACK!

“You will…”

WISS…CRACK!

“You will…”

WISS…CRACK!

“You will…”

WISS…CRACK!

The litany of her ‘instructions’ was long. She went from ass cheek to ass cheek, and the pain became more than I could bear. The ground under my face puddled with my tears.

“You will…”

WISS…CRACK!

I began to break down. She was too strong. Too much in control.

Finally, she stopped. I was hanging in the stocks, sobbing uncontrollably, and I was now more amenable to her wishes.

She walked back o the house, left me sobbing, but only for a moment. She came back carrying a small jar and a tube. She circled behind me. I heard the twist of the top of the jar and she began rubbing ointment on my ass.

Oh, my ass hurt, but the feel of her gentle fingers soothing the ointment onto my red cheeks, I loved her for that.

“Honey, the carrot is as important as the stick, and I wish I could let you cum right now, but I can’t. Aside from being a reward for  being a bad boy, you haven’t made enough progress for me to reward you.”

The screwed the top back on, then I felt her finger between my ass cheeks. I jumped. “What are you doing?”

“I can’t reward you with a cum, but I can give you a little pleasure of another sort.”

“What do you mean? Don’t put your finger there! Don’t…”

I stopped talking and groaned. She rimmed me gently with a lubed digit.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?”

“I…no!”

She laughed. My hips were pushing around a little, and I was having a hard time not pushing them back over her finger.

“April,” I spoke in a reasonable tone of voice. “You really need to stop this.”

“How about if I stop it here?” She inserted two fingers and stopped moving.

“Oh, crap!” I blurted. It felt good.

“I wouldn’t, if I were you.” She wiggled the tip of her finger.

“Oh, God!” Warm feelings exploded from my asshole, surged through my body.

“I’m going to give you a prostate massage. To a point.”

I was lost in the sensations swirling through me.

“The point is that you don’t deserve a cum, so I’m going to make you produce one drop of semen. You‘ll feel good, but you’ll still have a full load, and this will make you even hornier. Would you like to be hornier?”

She rimmed me and it felt like every time she went around she tapped on something deep inside. I couldn’t speak.

“Tell me, honey. Wouldn’t you like to be horny?”

As if from far away I heard myself say, “Yeah.”

And I forgot about being mad, about the spanking. My whole world was concentrated on her finger in my butt. That tap, tap, tapping deep inside made me shiver.

“Tell me you love wearing make up.”

“I…I do.”

Tap, tap. My groin felt hot. I could feel surges down there.

“And you love your new room. Tell me.”

“I do…I do…” I was grunting and groaning, just like I was going to cum, but, of course, the finger in my asshole wasn’t going to let me have an orgasm.

“And you love what I’m doing to you right now.”

“I do…yes…” Words were coming easier now. I just wanted that finger to keep going. I wanted those sensations to overcome me. I wanted to squirt and squirt and squirt.

“I’m going to pee!”

“It’s okay.”

I started to pee, and suddenly she pulled her hand out of my ass and gripped my cock. She strangled it, and it felt like everything inside, on the way to being happy and fun, was reversed. I felt myself grunting and surging, bucking my hips, but she held me firm.

“Fuck!” I wheezed. “What’s happening?”

“A prostate massage makes the semen come out. But I gave you what would be called a ‘ruined massage.’”

“A ruined massage?”

“That’s right, only one drop. So close to heaven, almost there, but you don’t deserve, so…?”

I could feel her shrug her shoulders. I heard a small splatter sound, and realized that a bit of gruel had slipped out of my cock and hit the ground.

“Oh, no…no.”

I wanted to move my hips. I wanted to fuck. I wanted relief.

Slowly, the urges to cum went away, and she finally let go of me.

“Wasn’t that fun?” she wiped her fingers off on my backside. “And just think, next time you get put in the stocks…next time you might get to produce more than a drop.”

“Oh, God.” I sagged. I was exhausted. My ass had a deep ache in it. My back hole…Oh, my God! My back hole felt like nirvana.

April unlocked the padlock, lifted the hasp, then the top plank.

She helped me stand up, and I clung to her. I was weak. I had stopped crying, but my cheeks were stiff with dried tears.

She walked me across the lawn and into the house. She gave me a choice. “Would you rather watch football? Or let me massage your poor fanny while you read magazines.”

I sniffed, but said I’d take the massage. I knew i couldn’t sit down for the game, anyway.

She took me into my room and helped me lay down on the bed. She brought me a dozen magazines and I propped my head on a pillow and began reading them.

She sat next to me on the bed and gently rubbed more cream into my ass. Sometimes I just laid my head down and closed my eyes, and she let me. Sometimes I flipped the pages and read.

Skirts and blouses, different types of make up. And worse, how to please a man. Gah! I tried to skip over those articles.

For an hour I lay there, then I drifted off. The pain of the spanking was gone, I was tired from resisting, and I slept. When I woke up she was gone.

Our relationship had definitely changed. She said two weeks, but then hinted at more. She said I would eventually have an orgasm, but the ruined prostate massage had chipped away at that idea. And I was either naked or nearly so, and always made up.

The days passed, and I learned how to clean the house, how to do the laundry, how to wash her dainty underthings by hand.

And, she was right. My ruined prostate massage had made me hornier.

I thought often of revolting, but a lot of the fire had gone out of me, and what was left was tamped down by her stroking my cock at odd times. At her kissing me, softly and tenderly, and rubbing my nipples.

And, of course, she began playing with my asshole constantly.

I didn’t want her to, I wanted to protest, but she would start out massaging me, speaking softly to me, and before I knew it I would be bent over the couch with her fingering my rectum, or humped over the kitchen sink with her thumb hoisting me firmly up.

Rubbing, stroking, inserting, there was no way I could resist.

But I could resist the idea of her putting a penis up my rear. That I could resist.

No, I didn’t feel too manly these days, but I wasn’t about to take that final step.

“You’ll love it,” she would whisper in my ear, as she circled my backdoor with a couple of fingers.

“It will soon be all you dream about,” as she pushed her fingers into me up to the knuckles, causing little lightenings of pleasure to explode from my sensitive rear end.

Yet she didn’t ask me to. She just kept stroking and stroking, inserting and wiggling, massaging my prostate but not letting me loose any of my seed.

And though I loved it, and though her voice was insistent in my ear, there was no way I was going to ask for that final step that would mark me as a woman complete.

No way.

On Friday afternoon she came out of her office—I had ceased to think of it as ‘our’ office, or even the computer room, and now thought of it as her office—and called me to her.

She sat down in the living room and motioned for me to sit opposite her.

I had been dusting, and I put the duster aside and sat down. I felt very vulnerable, yet comfortable in her presence, in my female lingerie. I tried to remember my female mannerisms as I sat. No dress to smooth, but I smoothed my peignoir.

She smiled.

“Jeffie. I am going to have visitors tonight. Some lady friends of mine. I would like it if you could meet them.”

Panic. Shock. My mind started to shut down.

“No…no…I don’t want to.”

She watched me with pursed lips, judged me, and nodded. “Very well. But you must remain in your room tonight then. I’ve set out instructions for you, and I will help you if you need it, but they are due to arrive at seven o’clock. When the first car arrives you may go to your room. I suggest you take some magazines, or if you would like to read some romance novels, that is okay with me.

She had a complete library of romance novels.

“Okay,” I said, still nervous over the mere idea of having to meet somebody while en femme.

“I tell you, Jeffie, that the day is coming. And sooner than you might expect.”

I said nothing.

She sighed. “Very well.” She seemed about to dismiss me, but changed her mind. “Oh, and one other thing…”

“Yes, ma’am?” She had told me to address her as ma’am. I didn’t always, but she didn’t seem to mind as long as I made some progress.

“You will be spending some time in the stocks tomorrow.”

My breath caught.

“She waved her hand dismissively. “Not to worry. I am not going to spank you,” she smiled, “unless, of course, you would like me to.”

I shook my head, I was instantly perspiring from the very idea of the pillory.

“As a matter of fact, I think you will enjoy the experience greatly.”

I didn’t think so, but I said nothing.

So I cleaned the house that day, and my mind considered various things.

As I polished the silverware I thought about being in the stocks. In an odd way, I was excited by it. Not at the idea of a spanking, but the way she had first pleasured my heinie. I liked that.

And the way she had massaged ointment into my bruised flesh, that was incredible. It was like she loved me, and in a way that I had never experienced as a man.

As a man she had never been so tender with me. But, then, as a man I had fucked her with my dick. And I wasn’t always gentle. In fact, looking back on it I realized that I had been less than perfect as a lover. I had used her, deposited my sperm, and now that I saw the other side of her, as a gentle lover and not a receptacle for my passion, I felt that I had missed out on something.

And there was something in me that wanted that something.

But I wasn’t going to get it. At least not as a man. If I had miraculously dropped the facade of being a woman I felt that she would not be tender and caring. We would simply go back to the mindless fuck that men seem obsessed with.

And, while vacuuming, I thought about her idea that I was actually changing into something. She kept telling me that it looked like my penis was shrinking. And it wasn’t! It couldn’t! Penises don’t shrink!

But why was I thinking about it so much. In a way, worrying, as it was a possibility.

But I did notice other things. I noticed that now that I wasn’t doing manly things, exercising like a man, doing a bit of carpentry in my garage, I was getting…flabby.

Well, not exactly flabby, but…I felt like my chest was shrinking and losing muscle tone.

Of course, that could happen from lack of exercise.

I made up my mind to do more exercise.

Even though I knew I wouldn’t.

At five o’clock I began fixing dinner. Mostly, I peeled potatoes and washed vegetables and made salads. The entrée would be thin steaks, and I did pound them and marinate them, but April would come in about 6:45 and do the real cooking.

Still, there was a lot to do, and I wondered at how many people were coming.

And would they ask where her husband was?

I mean, they couldn’t know about me, right?

April showed up in the kitchen about 6:30 with a smile. “Looks wonderful, dear, I brought you a present.”

“You did?” That was unexpected, and I was surprised.

“What? You don’t realize how precious you are to me?”

“Well, I just…this past week…”

She chuckled, a throaty sound that was very sexy. “Honey, I married you. And when I married you I married whatever you might become. And, as I have told you, every man has the potential to become a sissy. Many do not. They hang on to the notions of themselves as proud possessors of the cock. You have not, you have decided to change, and while that changes the dynamics between us, it doesn’t change the fact that I am married to you. To have and to hold ‘till death do us part.”

I stared at her. She was almost businesslike in this pronunciation.

“I am quite willing to be in charge of this phase of our marriage, and am even enjoying it. And part of that joy is in giving you worthwhile presents. Presents that will open you up, expand you, make you a better…sissy.”

For a second I thought she was going to say ‘better man,’ but she didn’t.

“Now, turn around and bend over.”

I had become accustomed to this, and I did, and she placed something at my rear door. She pushed, I gasped, and then something popped into me. I stood up, felt my butt. I felt…full. I felt stretched. I felt good. A little knob stuck out of my butt. It felt like it had diamond surfaces.

“What is that?”

“That, my dear is a butt plug. It will help you get used to things inserted into you. It will prepare you, even as it delights you. Now, go put the extra leaves in the table. I want you to set it for twelve places. All right?”

I nodded, gulped, and walked into the living room. I walked a bit funny, as every step I took sent a charge of pleasure through me. It didn’t hurt, but whatever I did, I noticed it. Inside me. Rubbing my prostate without pressing unduly upon it. Exciting me sexually, and my penis had never been harder.

But as I set the places, arranged the plates and the silverware, put out glasses, I looked down at my penis.

Was it getting smaller?

And, I swear, I thought maybe it was.


PART FOUR

Seven o’clock and I was laying on my bed, my knees up and one foot bobbing. And it felt like my dick wasn’t….‘in the way.’ I don’t know how else to put it.

I held a romance novel against my knee and read.

She had had me read a couple of romance novels earlier in the week, almost like it was an assignment, or somehow required for my ‘change.’ The odd thing was that i actually found them interesting.

They were like Louis L’amour novels, but for women. The gunfighter had been confused by the confused or conflicted woman. The wide shoulders and slim hips had been replaced by round breasts and lush hips.

Instead of carrying on about how every man wanted freedom and a piece of land they could call their own, the focus was on a woman wanting a man they cold call their own.

And it was sort of fun. Sort of made me sigh in side.

I heard the first of the visitors arrive. I heard greetings in the foyer, and the click click of more heels. Soon there was a herd of click, clicks, and it became difficult to distinguish voices. I focused on the paperback at that point.

Then the clicking heels and the high voices all went away. I put down my novel and went to the door and listened.

They had all sat down at the big table and were eating. I could hear the clink of silverware, and requests for more wine.

Curious, I opened my door a couple of inches and listened.

“…physical changes are obvious. At least to me. He doesn’t seem to notice that his dick is smaller.” That was April’s voice. She was at the head of the table, closest to me.

“Men usually are the last to admit that something is happening to their bodies. It isn’t that they’re stupid, although many are, it’s just that they have a difficult time accepting what is happening to them.” That voice was mature, a slightly older woman, and she must be sitting right next to April. There wasn’t much other conversation. I heard the sounds of eating, but only a murmur of conversation. I had the feeling that the whole table was listening to this conversation.

“How is his rectal training coming along?”

“Steady, but a bit slow. And he seems on the edge of rebelling quite often.”

“Well, tomorrow will cure that.”

“What are the chances of him being a super sissy?”

A light chuckle. “One can hope, but, really, dear, that is so extremely rare.”

“I know I shouldn’t hold out such hope, but it’s so difficult.”

“We all have that hope. You are certainly not diminished for having lofty dreams.

The rest of the table seemed to be waking up, at least a couple of conversations rose up and it became difficult to hear what April and this mystery woman were saying. I closed the door and went back to my bed.

I had physical changes? Nonsense. That was sheer silliness. What changes?

I got up and looked in my mirror.

I could see my penis outlined in my panties. I puled my panties down and, yep, it was there.

But was it as big as it had been? In way, I don’t think it was. But I hadn’t been using it, so it was only natural that it appear smaller. And I had been in such a state of horniness all week…of course it looked smaller when it was flaccid.

I moved closer to the mirror and inspected my lips. It was hard to tell, they were so red, but they did look puffy. But that was just a reaction to wearing lipstick, and the lipstick made them look bigger anyway.

No. It was nonsense. No way I was physically changing.

But I did need to work out more. My chest was thinner, and a bit flabbier. Funny, it was like my pectorals, especially, were a bit flabby. Yes, i was going to have to get into a work out regimen. Get rid of a little extra fat around my ass, too.

I went back to my bed, laid on my back and drew my legs up and crossed them. At the thigh, with my package on top. It did feel good to close my legs like that, and so what if my cock and balls weren’t underneath, out of sight.

Then I opened my legs, pushed my manhood down, and recrossed them.

They were hidden, but they were being pulled, and it made me a little horny.

I smiled. Horny was good. Then I frowned. I needed to masturbate. I hadn’t had a good cum in a while. Sure, I had promised not to cum for a couple of weeks, but if I didn’t get some relief, and not just a ruined prostate massage, then…then I was going to…stamp my foot!

A girl could only take so much, right?

At eleven o’clock April tapped on my door and opened it. I had been dozing and I woke up. I felt a little guilty, dozing.

“They’re all gone, dear. Time to clean up.”

I came out of my room and stared at the mess. A dozen dirty plate settings. Glasses and goblets.

“And you’ll have to do everything by hand. I don’t want the sound of the dish washer keeping me awake. Try to be silent, dear.”

She went to bed, and I was left with the mess, and instructions to keep it quiet.

I sighed and got to work.

I cleared the sink area, washed pots and pans, and emptied the area for more cleaning. I went to the table and cleared one side, brought the dirty dishes and silverware into the kitchen and began cleaning everything.

Oddly, I found the work…pleasant.

I had dozed and was awake, and I found a certain pleasure in making sure everything was properly washed, rinsed, dried and put away. It seemed like only a few minutes, but it was really a half hour, and I was clearing the other side of the table.

Soap, rinse, dry, put away.

It was…okay. It was odd how I remembered not liking doing the dishes before, but I seemed to have become more accepting.

I finished the second half of the table. I had been working for an hour and a half now, between the pots and the two sides of the table, but the worse was yet to come. After dinner the ladies had adjourned to the living room, and even the patio. There were glasses everywhere. I didn’t even know we had that much glasses, and then I realized some of the glasses were those plastic goblets you get at party supply stores.

Sighing, I decided I should clean those, too. After all, we might have another party again, and it would be silly to buy more glasses.

So I cleaned those, soap, rinse, dry, stack in a cabinet, and was almost done.

Almost, just a few tables and chairs to be straightened, and I should do a little dusting. And the patio table needed to be polished.

I worked, tip toe-ing so I wouldn’t wake April up. And an hour later I was done.

Now actually feeling a bit tired—I wasn’t used to staying up this late—I headed for bed.

I stopped at my door and listened. I could hear April down the hall, snoring lightly. I giggled. I had heard my wife snoring.

Then I entered my room and closed the door gently. And wasn’t  tired. Well, I was sort of tired, but I was also awake. It had been so much fun to do all that cleaning, and I sort of wished I could do more.

But I couldn’t, and it was late, so I lay down and…

“Rise and shine!” April drew back the curtains and I blinked. “Don’t want to be a sluggard on such a wonderful day!” She pulled the blanket off me.

I wanted to turn over. “I have to get up now?”

“Of course you do. She sat down next to me and pinched my cheek. “You did a wonderful clean up job, and you didn’t wake me up, so i have a surprise for you.”

I opened my eyes, “What?”

“Coffee. You get to have a cup of coffee.”

Oh, God! Coffee! She hadn’t let me drink any coffee for days! I started to sit up.

She stared at me. Well, actually, she stared at my chest. And nodded.

I looked down.

I didn’t see what she was looking at. It was just my chest. A little flabby and out of shape, but it was just a chest.

“What?” I looked up at her.

“Not a thing, dear,” she smiled. She patted my knee. “Now, up and at ‘em. We have a lot to do today.”

A minute later I was dressed, which meant I had my bra and panties and high heels on, and had at least applied some lipstick. I thought I might need another application of stain, my lips were staying plump, but they weren’t quite as bright as they could be.

I entered the kitchen and could smell the coffee bubbling. Mmm. I sniffed the air.

April poured me a cup and indicated I should sit down. As I sipped i wondered what the occasion was, that she should make the coffee. That was supposed to be my job. Of course, I had stayed up late….

She sat down opposite me, and she looked very cosmopolitan. She was wearing a pencil skirt, blouse and heels. Her hair was pulled back and she wore pink lipstick. She was quite beautiful, and I sure wished I could get a peek at her breasts. It seemed that the more she had me naked, the more I wanted to see her not naked.

But she wasn’t about to show me her naked skin. It was almost like before we were married, her shy and needing to be undressed. But…I no longer had the right to undress her. At least, that’s how I felt.

“Now then,” she began the conversation. “We’re going to have a party today.”

That surprised me. I thought we had had a party the night before.

“I have tables on order, and they should be here by nine. I need you to eat—and have a good breakfast, it’s going to be a long day—and then set everything up.”

Good thing I didn’t throw out the plastic wine glasses.

“And, since this might be a long day for you, I’d like you to take this.” She held up a pill.

“What is it?” Was that shades of rebellion in me?

She took no notice of my rudeness, “It’s a pill that will help you relax, and…and it will do a lot of other things. I’ve decided we need to up your intake of vitamins. You are getting a bit flabby, and proper nutrition is very important, especially for somebody who is changing like you are.”

I opened my mouth to object, to complain that I wasn’t changing, but when I opened my mouth she popped the little pellet into my throat. Right down the gullet, like she was a mama bird feeding a baby bird.

I blinked and gulped. “Hey!”

She smiled. “Now, fix yourself a breakfast. A man-sized breakfast, like you used to eat—she had been having me eat mush every day, and once she had even had me eat a salad—and get ready for a wonderful day!”

She started to get up to leave and I blurted, “What is the celebration?”

She stopped rising, but she kept smiling. She touched my cheek softly with one hand. “Why, honey, I thought you understood. It’s for you!”

Then she left the kitchen.

I sat for a second and wondered. For me? But it wasn’t my birthday, or Christmas, or anything. It didn’t make any sense, then I realized that she must have been joking. My wife always did have a good sense of humor. So, giggling at the joke that had been played on me, or maybe because the pill was already starting to work its way into my system, I got up and began breakfast.

Sure enough, tables and chairs were delivered at noon, and there were a lot of them. I spent an hour just setting up the tables and chairs—and I had to be very careful not to break or chip my fingernails.

I arranged everything in rows, put table clothes over the tables, opened the chairs, then started setting the tables. Small plates, probably for cheese and crackers. Plastic utensils. And a big barrel with wine being chilled in ice.

I stared at the cool looking bottles and was struck by a thought. I liked beer. Or, at least I used to like beer. Now those wine bottles looked awfully inviting.

Finally, I was done. April came out and inspected.

“Oh, Jeffie, wonderful. You did a wonderful job. Now, I want you to hang a curtain over the front of the wood shed. You’re going to be in there. Isn’t that going to be fun?

I was feeling quite happy. That little pill was doing its magic, and I felt no apprehension at being put in stocks with the party going on just feet away. Nobody would look behind the curtain, and I could listen and partake without even being there. Maybe I could even talk April into letting me have a glass of wine.

I got out the ladder and hung a big, black drop cloth over the front of the shed. It was cool inside the shed, and I ran a hand over the pillory. I had certainly done a good job.

“Okay, Jeff, are you ready to be locked in?”

I was.

“Then go clean yourself off. I left some perfume out for you, and I’ll be inside in five minutes to help you dry your hair and do your make up.”

Man, I was gone in a flash. I was feeling so good, and it was going to be a party, and i was going to get to be there. Sort of.

I grinned while I showered, thinking about how nobody would know I was listening, all secure in my stocks.

April came in and dried me off, then sat me down at the table and did my make up. She took her time and I felt so special. Then I realized something.

“April?”

“Yes?” she was focused on my eye shadow.

“I’m not erect.”

She looked down and smiled. “Well, it’s been a long week.”

“But I’m always erect, especially when you put make up on me. Why aren’t I erect?”

“Shush now, dear. You won’t be needing your dick today.”

“But…but…”

“But what?” Her attitude left it obvious that she didn’t want to talk about my peeny.

Finally, done, she said, “Just in time. Come on, let’s get you all set up.”

We walked out to the shed and she lifted the top bar. I placed my neck and hands in the stocks, and she lowered the bar. Click, i was locked in.

Fully made up. My lips bright red and my eyes so mysterious. No clothes. Just high heels.

Funny, it felt like my chest was…hanging. All that flab was just hanging down. I felt a moment of embarrassment, and realized that I needed a bra.

“April?”

“Yes, dear?

“I need some support…for my chest.”

“Yes, you aren’t going to be wearing a bra for show anymore. You actually have matured wonderfully.” She patted my cheek and left the shed.

I stood there in the stocks, and my mind was sort of blasted. What did she mean that I had matured? Just because I needed to work out didn’t mean that I needed a bra. But, wait a minute, I had said I needed support. But that was because I needed to work out! What was this maturity thing that she—

Suddenly the curtain began to shake. A fright hit me, and I stared up, a crack of light, the curtain being put aside, a…it was being taken down!

“Hey!” I yelled.

“You didn’t tell him?” It was a voice I didn’t know.

“He isn’t able to think right now, refuses everything.” That was April’s voice!

“Hey! Don’t take that down!”

The curtain fell. April was on the ladder and a woman I had never seen was pulling the curtain.

“What are you doing?” My voice lost its loudness. I was scared. I was in the stocks, naked but for heels, for the whole world to see.

“No, the whole world wasn’t in my backyard, but even the one woman was too much.”

April climbed off the ladder, then she and the woman dragged the curtain behind the shed. They came back and April was brushing her hands off. The woman came to me. She squatted in front of me. “Hello, Jeffie. I’m Mandy.” She reached up and gripped one of my hands as if to shake.

“But…but…”

She was a good looking woman, brunette, really clear, blue eyes. She was dressed up, like April, pencil skirt, hair coiffed back, a very buxom figure.

“Oh, how cute. He’s crying.”

And I was. I was crying, and my face was bright red, and my heart was pounding like it wanted to leap right out of my chest. My flabby chest.

April came over. “Try not to cry, Jeffie. I put water proof mascara on you, but even that only goes so far.”

“But…but…”

“I told you, this is your party. Did you think I would let you hide away when so many women have come over to celebrate your change?”

I was whimpering.

Mandy touched my face, “I know you’re having a rough time, my husband went through hell before he finally accepted the change. But don’t worry, we’re all behind you.”

They stood up then, and headed for the house. I thought I heard somebody coming into the house, calling a greeting.

“Out back,” Mandy called.

A moment later another woman stepped into the backyard. Tall, slender, but very regal. She hugged and air kissed Mandy and April and looked back at me and waved.

“That must be Jeffie. Hi Jeffie! I’ll come see you in a minute!”

Oh, my God. How can pure red can redder? It could be me at that moment.

Who were these women? Why did they know me? And, was Mandy…what was it she had said about her husband?

I knew it was something about this so-called ‘change’ April kept talking about, but…but my mind felt like a bag of broken glass being shaken.

I stood in the stocks, never so aware of my nakedness. My breasts hung down. And even they were warm, in fact it felt like they were glowing.

And I was limp. I think, even over my embarrassment, that was the most alarming of all that was happening to me. As a man I could always rely on my dick. No matter how bad life got, tomorrow was another hard on.

But now I didn’t have that! I could still feel my penis, but it had no urge in it. No fire. It was just…limp.

Another woman came through the back doors, and while she air kissed and hugged the others the woman who had waved came back to me.

She squatted next to me and shook my hand, as Mandy had done, then she placed her cheek against mine and made a kiss.

“Hi, Jeffie, I am so glad to meet you. My name is Jennifer, and I so love it when a man makes the decision to change.”

I didn’t…make a…decision…” I was almost incapable of speech.

Jennifer didn’t seem to mind my stuttering. She said, “Of course you did, and you will come to see that in the future. Would you like a drink?”

I noticed that she was holding a glass. It looked dark amber, like Coke and bourbon.

She held it up. “I stopped off in the kitchen. April said you liked bourbon and Coke. Would you like a sip?”

“I…I…” I must have nodded, because she held the straw to my lips. I took a big sip, and that helped. I felt the bourbon go down my throat, cool, and explode in my belly, fire. I coughed.

Jennifer chuckled. “There, there. Don’t worry. Lots of the ladies will be welcoming you, and it’s sort of a tradition to have a drink of the ‘changed,’ so you’ll be getting lots of sips. You should probably think about sipping easy. You don’t want to be a sloppy drunk on your coming out day.”

“I don’t…” I took a breath. “I don’t understand.”

“I know, it’s all so confusing. But don’t worry, your thought processes will come back. And when they do you’ll be smarter than ever. You’ll be thinking like a female. Won’t that be grand?”

“Uh…”

“Oh, I’ve got to go now. Talk to you later.” She pinched my cheek and hurried off, and another woman squatted before me.

Behind her I could see the yard was filling up with women. Very sexy women, all wearing sexy clothes, smiling and laughing and sipping. Either wine or a glass of what looked like bourbon and Coke.

“Hi, Jeffie. I’m Ava. Have a sip and let me welcome you to…”

They came to me. They talked in their groups, and they chatted, but they always had an eye on me, and when one woman left another took her place.

As Jennifer had said, a lot of them offered me a sip of my favorite drink.

Most of the time I could barely speak, but they didn’t seem to mind. My cheeks turned red with lipsticked kisses, and quite a few of them asked if they could feel me. I refused, at first, but then I gave up. I felt hands on my flaccid penis, and remarks like, ‘Oh, that’s cute,’ and ‘Doesn’t look so fierce now, eh?’

And many of the women touched my star, noted how I shivered, and chuckled.

“Oh, she’s going to be a lot of fun,” one of the ladies remarked.

I became drunk. Not riotously, but gently, and I wondered if the ladies had been cutting their drinks so as not make sure I didn’t lose consciousness.

And I would have lost awareness. I sucked on straws with my red lips, and I wanted to die.

But, underneath all the shame and humiliation and embarrassment and mortification…I wanted to live.

I felt like something was happening.

All these women. Talking to me so personally. Discussing my condition, feeling my manhood, or, rather, my lack of manhood. They were so happy for me.

I didn’t understand, and at one point I asked one woman if I was thinking straight.

She had smiled and explained, “Straight enough, for a guy on a roller coaster. Or girl. Don’t worry, Jeffie, you’ll come to your senses, and it will be better than anything you ever imagined.

Finally, the group was called to order. An older woman, I recognized her voice form the night previous, stood in front of the tables and clinked a glass with a spoon. the ladies all sat down and gave her their attention.

“Welcome, ladies of the Sissy Society!”

A spatter of handclaps. And I noticed several women walking between the tables. They were submissive and carried plates and trays. The servants, and they were all dressed like maids; they wore puffy blouses under suspendered skirts, and the skirts were pushed out by chiffon underskirts.

And they fascinated me.

The matronly lady, whose name turned out to be Matthilda, continued speaking.

“We are gathered to welcome Jeffie to Sissyhood. It is his coming of age party.”

More claps, this time louder, and directed towards me.

“Now, a brief history. Our leader, Silithia, first realized the true superiority of womankind, and it is to her we owe great thanks. She is responsible for the great changes that have occurred, and are occurring. In the future only the true alpha males will remain male, and the other men will ascend to Sissyhood, one step on the way to womanhood.”

I was drunk, but I was listening. Silithia? She did something…but I didn’t understand. I didn’t understand.

“Those men who insist on remaining men, who are alphas and can’t give up being the inferior species, will be rounded up and contained. They will have limited use for breeding purposes. Especially once they are fixed.

“But it is sissies like Jeffie who are the future. Soon we will be having so many coming out parties we won’t be able to attend them all. In fact, we will probably hold large ceremonies for entire …let us call it graduating classes…of sissies.

“Which brings us to now, and to Jeffie.” She turned to me and smiled. “Jeffie, we welcome you to your true status. Jeffie, be a sissy, and be proud. You are the future of mankind.”

The women all stood up and clapped.

I was red all over again, in spite of being drunk. I didn’t understand.

Matthilda raised her voice and called out, “Let the ceremonies begin!”

Cheers. Lots of cheers. And the wine really started flowing.

That afternoon was a daze for me. Everything that happened became crystal clear in my awareness, yet didn’t make sense.

Women coming forth and kissing me, brazenly, sampling my red lips, until my whole mouth was a fire engine.

Women feeling my tits, making remarks about how big they were going to be.

Women feeling my asshole, and, finally, inserting their fingers. It seemed like everybody wanted to put a finger inside me. Or fingers. Hell, some of those women felt like they wouldn’t be happy until they got their whole fist inside of me!

I couldn’t do anything, and after a while I didn’t want to. The feel of so many loving hands.

Then a woman stepped in front of me, and she wearing a strap on. Other women cheered her on, and she touched the penis to my lips.

I clamped my lips down, and their were light hearted boos, and more cheers, and the woman went away laughing.

At one point Matthilda came and sat next to me. Pulled up a chair and sat next to me.

“How are you doing, Jeffie?”

“I…I…”

“I know, it is a bit much. All this attention, especially with all the changes you are going through. The hormones are starting up, and, of course, naughty Jeffie, you’ve been drinking.” She laughed merrily.

“Well, enjoy it, and…oh, Tammy! Come here!”

One of the serving girls came up to to her.

“Kneel down so Jeffie can get a good look at you. “Jeffie, this is my husband. He was one fo the first to undergo sissification. Tammy, say hello.”

“Hi Jeffie.”

Tammie was a girl, or so I could swear, but…she wasn’t. I could see it in her eyes. She had the boobs, she had the waist and the round butt, and she had the make up and the hair and everything, but…she was different.

“You’re different,” I blurted.

She smiled ruefully. “A sissy isn’t a woman, but I’ve made a start.”

“A good start,” added Matthilda.

“Thank you, ma’am.”

“Tell Jeffie how confused you were when the change started.”

“Oh, I didn’t understand at all. I thought I was going insane. I thought the world was changing, and it was really me. I thought everybody was insane, and I was the last sane person on earth. But, finally…finally it ended, and I saw what I had become. Then it was glorious. But I was so scared until then.”

“”Oh, he was a mess,” Matthilda offered. “But he made it, and so will you. Won’t he, Tammy?”

“Absolutely, ma’am.”

Ma’am. He…she…called Matthilda ‘ma’am.’ Like I was supposed to call April.

Ma’am. And there was something so final in that word. And it finally struck me.

Ma’am. Madam. A word used when addressing royalty. Or…an adult female.

I suddenly realized, and this was a shocker, that I would never be an adult female. I would only be a sissy, half a woman, not a whole, and this realization made me start to cry, really cry.

Matthilda said, “Oh, now we’ve done it. Help her out, Tammy.”

Tammy put her head next to mine, her sissy head, and whispered words of love and encouragement.

Slowly, the tears dwindled, but they hadn’t stopped completely when Matthilda again clinked a glass.

“Ladies! Gather around! It is time for the belling!”

Belling? What the fuck was a ‘belling?’

The ladies gathered around. There was about a ten foot space around me, then they were packed, shoulder to shoulder, peeking over shoulders, and they all watched me.

“First, the draining.” She turned to me. “Jeffie, let this draining symbolize that you will always be a hollow vessel, ready to be filled with duty to any woman you meet.”

She nodded over me, to somebody behind me, and I felt hands pulling apart my ass cheeks.

“Hey!”

Then something was inserted into me. It wasn’t a butt plug, and it wasn’t fingers, it was a curved sort of plug, and I would later learn that it was a prostate massager.

Whoever was behind me began circling the thing inside me, and touching that bump that April had tapped on days previous.

Everybody was silent, waiting, and I looked around frantically.

“Relax, Jeffie,” Matthilda whispered. “It’ll happen soon.”

“What happened was that I wanted to pee I suddenly felt the pressure inside, and I felt like I was going to piss!

“That’s it, a woman behind me murmured. Here it comes.”

And I peed. I was so mortified. I thought I would simply curl up and die. But I didn’t. I just kept pissing and pissing.

And a warm feeling began to come over me. I feeling of bliss. Somewhat similar to the feeling of a cum, but not exactly.

Then I was done. All pissed out, and the thing was taken out of my butt.

“Let the Goddess come forth!” intoned Matthilda.

The ladies separated and April stepped forth. She was holding a platter, and she lowered it so I could see it. On the platter was a chastity tube, and a bell.

“Let the belling commence!”

April stepped behind me and I felt her handling my manhood. I was limp, so I went into the tube easily. She tried a sampling of rings, and snapped one on and attached the tube to it. Then I heard the click of the lock.

The ladies immediately burst into wild applause.

Matthilda whispered to me,  “You were given a pull earlier. It was a sedative, but it also contained an agent to rendered you incapable of erections. This will last a week, and by then you will be completely accustomed to the chastity tube. We have found this method of applying chastity much superior to any other.”

I still felt April’s hands on my penis, my caged penis, and I didn’t understand, until I heard:

Ding!

Oh, my God! I was wearing a bell on my cage! No matter where I went people would hear me!

Couldn’t there be anything more embarrassing?


PART FIVE

Everybody had left and I was calming down. Somewhat.

I had my butt plug back in, but my ass, so stimulated by hundreds of hands groping and reaming, seemed to explode in pleasure with every step I took.

“You were wonderful,” April complimented me, patting my cheek. “But now you need to wash your face, fix your make up, and clean the back yard. Oh, and I left you some clothes on your bed. I would love it if you would wear them while you’re cleaning up.”

I had nothing left in me to resist. I was rebelled out. And I hadn’t even rebelled, I had just been…loved. A hundred women telling me nice things, encouraging me, saying how beautiful I was becoming.

What was there to rebel against?

I entered the house, and was stunned when I saw my face. It was red with lipstick. Every woman had wanted to kiss me. My mouth was a red slash, my cheeks were in a constant and brilliant blush.

I used cold cream and took off all my make up, then re-applied it. And I felt different.

Before the party I had been so self aware, even nervous, about putting on make up. Now I accepted it. Now I simply put it on as a natural act. I even took a little extra time and simply enjoyed it.

I went into my room and found one of the maid outfits the sissies had been dressed in during the party. Puffy blouse, yellow short skirt with built in suspenders, a chiffon underskirt to poof it out.

I stood for a long time and stared at it.

My uniform.

I was a maid.

I had been a husband, the king of the castle, and now…now I was…reduced.

Sighing, feeling a simultaneous sense of loss and worth, I slipped on a garter belt and nylons. This was my first real clothes since this whole thing had started, and I wanted to feel them.

I put the uniform on, and my best heels, and inspected myself in the mirror.

My round ass gave the skirt extra flair. I could see my bra underneath, and…it actually looked like the fat on my chest was a set of breasts.

Not by a lot, but they did. I put a hand underneath each globe of fat and squeezed. It made my knees weak, and I felt a shiver of pleasure run from my nipples to my groin.

I lifted my dress and looked at my now caged manhood. I was in prison, and I had an alarm system attached to my weenie. With every step I took there was a little ‘ding.’ It was quite musical.

And I was so bereft of rebellion I didn’t even think about tearing it off. I walked, and listened, and it was a music to my ears. A music that I had never heard. A music that I didn’t know if I liked, but, there it was.

I came out of the hallway, click, ding, click, ding, click, ding, and there was an actual prideful strut to my steps.

April was watching a show on the television and she smiled when she saw me. “Aren’t you beautiful.”

“Thank, you,” I said. I felt like I was far away, listening from across a football field, yet I perceived with a clarity that was crystal.

“How does it feel to wear clothes?”

“Wonderful,” I answered honestly.

“Well, enjoy. Even though you have been honored, you still have a ways to go. But I thought you would like to see what the end feels like.”

“The end is I am a maid?”

“The end is that you serve.”

“Women.”

She cocked her head, not deigning to answer.

“I’ll go clean the backyard now.”

I moved off.

That was an evening I will never forget. I had trouble moving the tables, I was just not strong anymore. But by figuring out leverage, and when to roll or drag, I managed to stack them in the side yard, ready for pick up on the following day.

The chairs were easy, but walking through the grass in high heels gave the task a difficulty I didn’t expect.

And, of course, there were the plates and glasses, the table clothes and napkins. It was quite dark when I had the back yard cleaned, but I still had to wash all the dishes.

April came into the kitchen and patted my ass, which act of familiarity was so unexpected I jerked and my bell rang. She giggled and sauntered off to bed.

It took me hours to clean all the dishes by hand, to soap and rinse and dry and stack, but I did it. It was midnight when I was done. The witching hour, as my mother used to call it, the ‘wishing’ hour.

My mother. I had been so immersed in my change that I hadn’t thought of her.

What would she think, seeing her only son transforming into a sissy? She was a strong woman, very willful, would she condone my behavior? Would she…? I thought she would.

I understood something about women then. I had had some sort of epiphany, without realizing it, if that makes sense.

I saw women as a race apart. Not a rib taken from a lout, but an evolution from the hairy beasts that had sashayed out of the jungle, up from the swamps, out of the wilderness.

So funny. Man had built cities…for women.

For if what I was going through was—or would be—universal for all men, or least most of them, then women had inherited the earth.

Women were in charge.

The day of the dick was over.

Pussy was in ascension.

Pussy ruled, and not in the crude sense that men would think.

Simply, those who had vagina were now the rulers.

And then there were the second class citizens, the men who aped women. The sissies. Like me.

And then there were the men. A few saved for breeding or fun. But from some of the conversations I had overheard this afternoon breeding was going to be a thing of the past. There were other ways of producing offspring, ways that didn’t involve the willy nilly chance of men. Ways that were impervious to the crapshoot of uncontrolled rutting.

So a few men would be saved for fun, sissies would serve, and women…women would rule the planet.

No more wars. No more plagues. No more poverty. No more homelessness or crime or even cross words.

Women evolved wouldn’t allow such things. Sissies wouldn’t rebel, and men…they would be contained.

Heck, the men would probably be kept in cages, chained to the walls, their manhood confined by chastity, such as mine. Let loose only for the value of a pleasant dicking.

And would they even be allowed to cum?

Probably not.

Men would probably hang from the walls, eternally erect, and women would march down through the dungeons and select the dick they wished, and the men would be writhing, twisting, begging for release.

But the women wouldn’t allow that, for a horny man was a man controlled.

It was a new world.

And, so thinking, I held my bell so it wouldn’t ring and tip toed down the hall to my bedroom.

I awoke before mistress. I was tired, but I had duties.

I put on my bra and garter, no nylons nor dress because it had been hinted that I wouldn’t be wearing clothes past last night. At least, not for a while.

I put on my make up, picked up my heels and held my bell, and tip toed to the kitchen.

There, far enough from the bedroom that mistress wouldn’t hear my bell and be disturbed in her sleep, I slipped my high heels on and began preparing breakfast.

As I squeezed fresh OJ, and buttered bread, I caught sight of myself in the window.

Was it my imagination? Or was my waist smaller?

At any rate, it seemed that my chest was fuller. More pronounced. The fat was really getting out of control.

But why did I get fat in the pectorals and not in the waist? Something was weird here.

Anomalies notwithstanding, I fixed breakfast, put it on a tray and walked down the hallway to April’s bedroom. The clock indicated the time she liked to be woken, and I let the glory of my high heels be heard.

And, of course, the musical chime of my cock bell.

“Good morning,” I said, placing the tray on a chair.

April stirred, “Mmmm.” She stretched, and I was struck by how she was naked. With a little movement she could bring the covers down and I would see her body. Actually see it.

I pulled the drapes and kept glancing at her, hoping to see her beautiful form. Inside my cage my cock hung useless, and I wished it would get hard. At least, as hard as it could.

“Face away,” April murmured.

Dutifully, I faced the bathroom, wishing I could at least see her reflection, see her body, so lush and bountiful. The body I used to…used to…

“Okay.”

I turned around and she was in a robe. A floor length robe. Completely concealed. She walked out of the room without a word.

I picked up the tray and followed her. Sometimes she liked to eat in bed, sometimes she liked to sit on the patio and enjoy the morning. This was a patio morning.

I placed the tray in front of her and stood to one side. I caught a glimpse of her leg as the robe slipped. She noticed me noticing, smiled, and pulled her robe over her leg. “Don’t you wish you could have some of this?”

Yet she wasn’t asking, she was assessing, judging me by my response. I might be a servant, but that didn’t mean I didn’t understand things.

“Are the eggs done right?” I sidestepped.

She laughed. “Oh, you’re good.” And she ate.

It was a pleasant morning, sort of a balmy cool, very fresh, and I stood by, waiting for her to be done so I could do the dishes.

I was starting to enjoy doing the dishes. Doing dishes, and housework, and various other tasks, took my mind off of indecision. I didn’t wonder about the world, about myself, about my wife. I had prescribed duties and nothing to worry about.

“You’re going to be taking a trip today, Jeffie.”

Oh, Lord. Just when I had been noting the pleasant sameness of my life. “Oh?”

“Yes. You’re going to be spending a few days with Matthilda.’

“Why is that?” And I wanted to ask if my behavior had been okay, if I had done something to displease.

“You’re coming along well, but she wishes to accelerate your change. She also wishes to polish you.”

“Polish me?”

“That’s what she said. I’m not sure exactly what it entails, but I get the impression that it is going to be difficult for you.”

“Oh.” I was disturbed, disappointed. I didn’t know what was happening. the party had seemed to give me a sense of myself, a sense of worth, even, and now…had I failed somehow? This sense of self was being taken away from me.

“Sit down, Jeffie.”

I sat down in the chair next to hers. She placed a hand on mine.

“I know this is difficult for you. Your whole world is changing, and you are physically changing…”

I was? No, I just needed to do some exercise, take some weight reduction pills.

“Matthilda has been tasked to create a sort of an academy. In the near future men are going to be changing at a more frantic pace, they will need to be disciplined, and quickly. So Matthilda has asked if she could use you. You may feel this is unfair, even that you don’t deserve some of the things she is going to do, but you will be serving the greater good. You will be helping her decide on methods and procedures for assisting men like yourself to transform. Do you understand now?”

“I do…but it scares me.”

April sighed. “I know. It’s odd,” she was now musing, “You used to be so take charge, first one in the water, devil may care…but…” she leveled her gaze at me, “now things are different. You have evolved, and you have come into a new you, and it is your duty to make the change easier for those who come after you.”

“Okay,” I murmured. I was so confused. Yesterday I had left the confusion behind, but now I was back into it.

Yesterday I was an acknowledged sissy. Now…it was as if I was being demoted. Even though, April’s words to be true, I was simply being used to establish methods of helping men through the change to sissyhood.

April leaned forward and gripped my chin with one hand. She held me firm, making me look her in the eyes. “I want you to make me proud, Jeffie. I want you to do everything Matthilda says. Do you understand.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Excellent. Then after you do the dishes I want you to take off all your clothes and go get in the trunk of the car.”

I blinked. “The trunk?”

“Matthilda wanted you to be delivered to her in the trunk. She wants you in the proper frame of mind before you even arrive at her house.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

I stood up to wait for her to finish, then I had a thought. “Ma’am?”

“Yes?”

“Is this…is this happening to me because…”

“Go ahead.”

“Well, if I had asked for you to…to use a dildo on me…would this be happening.”

April sat back and considered me. “You’re astute, Jeffie. In answer, No. As far as I know. But I would certainly suspect that it was a contributing factor.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She went back to her breakfast, and I returned to my solitary musings.

April wanted me to ask to be…completed. That was how she referred to the act of her pegging me. And now I was going to be facing Matthilda, and I had a feeling she was going to be after me to ask her for  my deflowerment.

But I didn’t want to. Call me old fashioned, call me willful, I just couldn’t deal with the idea of a woman fucking me.

The trunk was small, but at least it was well padded. April had placed a couple of blankets in there. I wondered if maybe she was worried about my time with Matthilda.

I climbed in, scrunched up, used a pair of golf shoes for a pillow.

I would probably never play golf again. In fact, virtually all of my manly pastimes now held no real interest for me.

What was of interest was my change, and wearing clothes, and the right way to do make up.

After a half hour I heard the kitchen door close and the sound of her high heels on the garage floor.

Suddenly the trunk opened and April peered in at me. She had a smile, but it seemed a little forced.

“April?”

She had started to close the trunk, but stopped.

“Yes?”

“What if Matthilda tells me to…to let myself get fucked by her?”

She knew what I meant. Fucked by a dildo, like a woman. the final step, according to April and what I had gleaned in listening to conversations the day previous.

She thought for a moment, a very serious expression on her face. “Jeffie, if she wants to fuck you, then that’s up to her. She’s in charge of your training, and probably your final days in change. I don’t think she’ll ask you to fuck, or make you fuck, because it’s well known that a man has to make a choice if he is going to be a real sissy. That said, if you choose to let her deflower you, that is fine with me. I’ll have plenty of time to ride you, and the most important thing now is you making the decision. So, make it or not, you’ll always be mine. Okay?”

“Yes, dear.”

She smiled at my ‘dear,’ be it a bit ruefully, then closed the trunk.

I lay in the darkness. I hadn’t realized how well sealed trunks were. I had thought, if I had thought, I would have imagined them to be merely gloomy. But this was dark and I could see nothing.

Vrooom! April started the car. She called back to me. “Can you hear me?”

“Yes!”

“Let me know if you smell any fumes, or feel sick.”

“I will.”

With that we were off.

It is strange riding in a trunk. If you’re in the passenger seat, let alone the driver’s seat, you can see things coming. You unconsciously shift your position, do things to hold your place. But in the trunk there was no foretelling which way the road curved, or when a bump was coming up, or a stop sign or another car’s brakes, or anything.

Thus, I was slid around a bit at the beginning. I braced, and protected myself, but, really, I was a victim.

We hit a bump and I bounced. I thought I heard April chuckling, and wondered if she was going to hit all the bumps in the road. just for a joke. And for a while it looked like she was, then everything smoothed out and I started to relax. Sinking into the blankets helped stop me from sliding around, and it was actually sort of soothing. Like an out of body experience.

But, the oddest thing, the only real noise I heard, over the sound of the road and the whirring tires, was my bell. The bell around my cock kept dinging and dinging, and it became the focus of my world.

I began to understand why April and the ladies of ‘The Sissy Society,’ wanted me to have no hard ons the first few days. I was able to relax and accept the extra weight on my package.

And I had a feeling, from what I had read, that the feeling of my cock trying to get hard, in the beginning, was very distracting.

So they wanted me to do this ‘change’ thing easily, without the distraction of a hard pecker.

But that made me wonder if my penis really was getting smaller. The women had spoken of a ‘super sissy,’ who retains his…her…cock. But that was supposed to be extremely rare.

Suddenly I wondered where a ‘super sissy’ would be in the hierarchy of the new civilization.

Women at the top, sissies second, men third…would a super sissy be at the top of the sissies? Or the bottom? I had a feeling she would still be considered a sissy, but would having a manly aspect lower her or elevate her in the eyes of women?

The road suddenly changed. It became smooth, no bumps whatsoever, and the sound of tires stopped being a whir and became a hiss. A whisper. We weren’t on city roads, we were on a driveway, and I perked up, listened, but I couldn’t hear anything.

Then the car stopped. I could hear the motor popping as it started the cooling process. The driver’s door opened and closed, and I heard the sound of April’s footsteps. Then I heard another set of heels, this one approaching the car from the passenger side. I followed the clicking, and figured the car must be twenty yards from the front of the house, or garage, or whatever. Then I wondered if there was even a structure there. For all I knew the car cold be parked next to a teepee.

“April!” It was Matthilda’s voice.

“Matthilda.”

A moment when nothing happened, and I could imagine them air kissing.

“How was the drive out?”

“It was wonderful. You really are out in the boonies.”

“No nosy neighbors to interfere with our work. How’s Jeffie?”

“He’s fine. He’s in the trunk.”

A tapping on the lid of the trunk. “Hi, Jeffie!”

“Hello,” I answered.

I could hear Matthilda chuckling. Then, “You know, I really wanted to congratulate you on your progress. She was wonderful yesterday.”

“Thank you.”

“However, unofficially, you did make a few mistakes.”

“I know. It’s just so difficult.”

“He’s your husband, was your husband, now he’s your sissy, I understand. As he changes so do you, and you have to adjust. This is why we are setting up centers like this. We can take men in, help them through their metamorphosis, and give them back to you fully changed and in control of themselves.”

“I know. But, could you tell me exactly where I made my mistakes?”

“Well, the first was being too easy on him. Speaking truthfully, if you had spanked him every day, even multiple times a day, he would probably be through the change by now.”

“Oh,” I could hear the discouragement in my wife’s voice.

“Don’t take it personal, dear. We are all new to this. Honestly, you made less mistakes than I did when Tammy started to change. And, again to be honest, some of the mistakes you make will help us train women so there will eventually be no mistakes.”

“When do you think the world is going to change? When are men going to start changing en masse?”

“That’s a tricky one. We have studied this problem intensively, and we can’t be sure. Do you know what ‘herd immunity’ is?

“It’s when enough people have had a sickness that the herd, as a whole, develops immunity.”

“Exactly. Well, think of that in reverse. Right now a man here, a man there, it’s all spread out. Although cross dressers, transvestites, and that sort seem prone to changing first. A predisposition of their personality, I suppose. Anyway, when enough men have changed, then the herd will pick up on that, and just like the herd achieves an immunity, then the herd will begin to change. And that is going to be something.

“Can you imagine millions and millions of men all changing at the same time? There are going to be riots in the streets, straight men who have never had a desire to wear mommy’s shoes will suddenly be scampering for bras. Everybody will be assuming it is a new disease, and searching for cures. There will be vigilante groups marching in the streets. Even some women will pick up hatchets and do the John Wayne Bobbit, or worse.”

“It all sounds so awful, yet…is there nothing that we can do?”

“The wheels of change have been set in motion, and we are doing all we can to prepare for The Great Sissy Awakening. And you are a part of it. You have contributed. And even Jeffie has offered us invaluable information. And he’s going to be crucial in the setting up of future ‘Changing Farms.’”

“Wow. Even though I had an idea…this is so big!”

“Yes, it is. Shall we open the trunk now?”

The trunk lifted slightly, then popped all the way open. I blinked, and crawled out. April and Matthilda watched me. April with a worried expression, Matthilda with a smirky look.

“Good morning, Jeffie.”

“Good morning, ma’am.”

“Are you ready for your sissy boot camp?”

Boot camp? I had been through one of those, the mere reference made me blink. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Excellent. Go into the house, explore the top levels, then find the basement. Choose a room. Then come find me. Is that clear?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

I looked at April. I wanted her to hug me, I wanted some reassurance from her, but she merely watched me with level eyes and waited for me to leave. Slump shouldered, I did.

The house was huge. It was three stories, modern, with patios on the second and third levels, lots of glass, stone pillars. It was like a modern office building, but more imposing.

Inside the house the foyer was as big as my living room. Correction, April’s living room.

The floor was rough tile, the grain alternated and the lines set catty corner. The ceiling was wood planks. I figure they had to be glulams because they were so long, and because there were no knotholes in them.

The foyer opened up on a monster main room. Thick, green carpet, like a lawn, two fireplaces, one at each side, and across the fifty yard line sliding doors that were ten feet tall and eight feet wide. Sixteen feet wide in total. You could easily drive a tractor into the room.

I wandered a bit in awe, staring at the high ceilings, playing with the light switches. This place had to have been built by a person twice the size of a normal human. Even the hallways were tall, twelve feet, and wide, eight feet.

Matthilda had said to explore, so I did. I found a stairway and climbed upwards. The steps were two feet wide and a foot up. I had a choice. Lift my feet laboriously, or do it like a soldier, sprint up the steps with big strides.

Again, I wondered if the house had been designed by a giant. Normal steps follow a 7/11 rule. 7 3/4s up and a minimum of 10 inches for the tread.

The second level was no big deal. Lots of rooms, normal size rooms, down the length of the hallway. The hallway was big, but the doors and rooms were regular. All the rooms looked like bedrooms.

Up to the third level, and this one was different.

The rooms were all large-sized, big doorways, and in some of them the furniture was over-sized. Super big couch. Super large bed. The largest big screen TV I had ever seen. Not a projector, a screen, and it took up one whole giant sized wall.

Midway down the hallway I heard noises, and they resolved to voices. The  doorways and rooms were still large, everything on this level was large, but the women in the rooms were normal sized. And they worked on normal computers. Except for one room which seemed to have a monster monitor.

“Hey! Who are you?”

I froze. I had tried to creep by, but I had been seen.

“Come in here.” The woman was tall, maybe six and a half feet tall, and she was naked. I was to discover that even among women there were differences. There were women, and then there were vary large women. And where the normal women didn’t like sissies to see their flesh, the large women reveled in being seen.

I entered the room like a shrinking flower. I shivered. I wasn’t used to attention, and these women all seemed so sure of themselves. And most of them were of the tall variety, and even more sure of themselves than the normal sized women.

“I’m Jeff.”

“Jeff, eh? What are you doing up here?”

The woman was dressed. I was not. And I became very aware of the way the bell on my cock cage tinkled.

“Matthilda told me to explore.”

“She did, eh? Turn around.”

I turned, and she inspected my ass, my waist, my growing hair.

“Well, you’re certainly developing. From here on out you won’t come up here. Not unless you are expressly instructed, and even then you’d better be careful.”

I nodded, frightened by her attitude.

“Okay, finish exploring and get gone.”

I blurted, “What do you do up here?”

She stared at me, and for a second I thought she was going to yell, but the woman next to her chuckled, then she chuckled.

“Okay, I guess you’re going to get the works, so why not. This is the computer room. We stay in touch with Stepforth Valley. We are one of the communication centers for the new world. We oversee House of Chimera operations, we’re going to be linking the various Sissy Centers, what you probably know as the Changing Farms, like this one. We are in direct contact with Womanland. Silithia herself stays here frequently. Does that answer a few questions for you?”

It answered questions, but it gave me more questions. I didn’t know who this Silithia was. i had heard her referred to at my ‘coming out’ party, but…I didn’t understand.

I nodded.

“Excellent. I’m sure Matthilda is impatiently awaiting you somewhere, so off you go.”

I took the hint and crept out of the room. I heard giggles behind me, and knew they were laughing at me. but that was okay. As a second class citizen maybe I needed to be laughed at.

I headed off in search of the basement.

The basement was a dungeon. A huge room that reached the whole length and width of the house. Around the sides of the room were small rooms, more like cells, all normal sized..

Inside the rooms were normal beds. Writing tables. Dressers, and even stand up closets.

At the end of the room the small rooms became actual cells. With locking bars and little sliding doors face high in the regular doors. Inside these rooms the furniture was a metal bed, bolted to the floor, and a toilet. No sink. At the back of the cells were little windows that looked out on the grounds. But it looked like these windows could be closed, and the flaps were hard, metal.

The big room was built somewhat like a gymnasium, with two rows of odd furniture.

One row was stocks. Pillories, like the one I had built. The next row was of weird horses. They were padded and had little platforms on the legs. I could tell that people were supposed to kneel and rest their elbows on the platforms, and straps would keep them secured.

At this, of course, my heart started to pound.

I circled the room, came to the end, and entered a wide hallway. At the end of the hallway, which was only as long as a cell, was another room. Again, super sized, but with rows of normal chairs. Well, almost normal. The chairs had straps on them, and poles with round bands at the top. At the front of the room was a poster.

The poster was of one of the most beautiful women I had ever seen. The dimensions of the woman were sized to meet the dimensions of the room, and of the house. Eight feet tall, yet stacked, round hips, and high heels. Her breasts were monstrous.

If a perfect woman was 36 by 24 by 36, this one was 48 by 36 by 48. Or larger.

Man, what a blow up. What a—

“I told you to explore, not to dillydally.

I spun around. Matthilda was standing at the far end of the basement, and she didn’t look happy.


PART SIX

“I’m sorry. This place is so big.”

She was striding towards me, she looked so large, and I found myself backing up. I backed into the room with the big picture on the far wall.

She entered the room. “Sit down.  The chair in the front.”

I sat down in one of the weird chairs with the poles rising up from the back and a band on it.

Matthilda pushed my head back and slipped the band over the top of it. She then began tightening straps over my forearms, fastening them to the arms of the chairs. Finally, my feet to the front legs, and a strap around my chest. I was secured. I couldn’t wiggle enough to escape the band around my forehead.

Finished, Matthilda stood in front of me, hands on her hips, her breasts thrusting out. I had noticed that she was stacked, but with her standing over me, and me secured, it seemed like she was even larger.

“Jeffie, you’ve been a bad boy.”

“I have? But…what did I do?”

“You were a man.”

That, for some reason confused me.

“But…”

“And now, making the most important change in your life, you are lallygagging. You are taking your time. We have a world to run, and not a lot of time to be wasted on recalcitrant sissies.”

There wasn’t much I could say to that.

“Have you ever heard the saying, ‘spare the rod and spoil the child?”

“Yes.”

“Here it is ‘spare the rod and spoil the sissy.’ You see, when a man starts changing into a sissy there must be ab accompanying mental adjustment. This is a decision you must make, As long as you don’t make the decision, the change is slow. There is no incentive, you take your own sweet time, and others will pay the price for you being slow.”

“I don’t understand what—“

She leaned down and placed a finger on my lips. “Don’t speak, don’t ask questions, just accept your lot in life. Do you understand?”

She took her finger away and I nodded.

“The sooner you accept that you are a sissy, and not just a sissy, but a new sissy in a new world, the easier your life will be.

“The sooner you ask to be fucked, like a real woman, the sooner you will accept your situation and come to embrace it.

“To help you reach the right frame of mind I will be spanking you, and doing various other things to you. I don’t do these things out of meanness, but because you honestly need to be encouraged to reach a decision. Do you understand?”

“I think so.”

“Very well. You will be sleeping down here. Since you were slow and didn’t pick a room out, I will pick for you. You will take room 50. It is directly to the left when you exit this room. Furthermore, I will be measuring you daily. You will learn how to do your own make up, I know April started teaching you, but you are going to have to be responsible for yourself. This includes fingernails and toenails.

“Your penis will begin getting harder tomorrow, at about the same time of day as when April gave you the pill. I will be giving you more pills, and these are, like the spankings, designed to encourage your body to complete the change.

“You will receive lessons on comporting yourself, manners, and all the other things you will need to serve in the new world. Do you understand?”

She was so no nonsense that I was actually a little frightened. I mean, she just kept boring in with her speech, not allowing me any time to object or think or anything!

“Yes.” My voice quivered a bit and she gave a hard smile.

“Excellent. I don’t suppose you would like to be deflowered right now? Help get this show on the road?”

I shook my head. It was odd. I had had things up my butt. I had a butt plug inside me as we spoke, but the idea of…of bending over…of being taken, there was something about that that just frightened me.

“Excellent. Now, remember, the sooner you get with the program, the sooner you will return home.”

My voice sounded small and frightened when I said, “Okay.”

Matthilda moved behind me, the lights went out, and my first training session began.

“Hello, my wonderful sissies.”

It was the big picture on the back wall! It was actually a TV screen. No! It was a hologram! The giant woman on the back wall actually stepped out of the flatness of the wall and stood before me. Really towered over me.

“My name is Silithia, and you will be surprised to learn that I am actually this tall.” She smiled, and it was a gorgeous smile. Even though she was comprised of tricks of light, she exuded a feeling.

“I wasn’t always this tall. Once, a couple of hundred years ago, I was small, a midget. Or, as some people like to say…a small person.

“Through some mysterious process that, truth, even I don’t understand, I began to evolve. It was…is…an evolution much like you are going through. But I was evolving into a perfect woman. You, on the other hand, will be evolving into a perfect sissy.

“This is a natural progression of mankind. As a moth becomes a butterfly, a man becomes a sissy. And a sissy has the potential to become a woman.

The hologram known as Silithia moved back and forth as she spoke, yet her eyes always seemed to be on me. At least her words were delivered in such personal fashion that I thought she was always speaking directly to me.

“Having made the wonderful decision to change yourself, you will learn that…”

Silithia kept talking, and I was mesmerized.

Yet I was aware that I was unable to move my head, to look away. I moved my head a little, but it did no good. And Matthilda slapped the back of my head for my unauthorized attempt at motion.

“Pay attention!”

I didn’t struggle again. At least, not that day. On later days, with lecturers other than Silithia, and not so pleasant as Silithia, I would struggle, and would receive the same slap to the back of my head.

The lecture went on for some time, and when it was ended I was actually a bit sad. I wanted to know more about this wondrous creature who claimed to evolve. If she was truly the evolution of womankind, then there was light at the end of the tunnel. On a planet filled with war and disease and disasters of all types…there was hope.

“Okay,” Matthilda said, taking the band off my head and loosening my straps. “It’s time for lunch.” She lifted one of my arms and helped me to stand. I had been sitting for a couple of hours, and my butt was a little sore, especially with the butt plug in it.

“Can I take my butt plug out?” I asked, in what was to turn out to be a moment of insanity.

“Oh, let me.” She grabbed my plug and lifted me. My asshole was pointing downward, she kept the plug pointing upward, and there was no way I could slip off it. I yelped and went up on my tip toes.

“Ow…ow…ow!”

Every step was a torment and I pranced along beside her.

“Ow…please…stop…ow!”

“A sissy must ALWAYS be plugged. You should know that by now.
“Ow…ow!” Tears streamed down my face, but she kept going, lecturing me on how to be a good sissy. Finally, she let go and I collapsed all the way to the floor. Tears streaming from my face like endless rain, I looked up at Matthilda.

I wasn’t mad, the manly act of getting all angry had apparently gone with the wind. I was a bit reproachful, but more worried that she would do something else if I complained.

She towered over me, a half smile on her face, her hands on her hips. “You simply must try harder.”

“I will,” I sobbed. “I will!”

“Will or won’t, your lunch is in that chute at exactly 12 noon.” She pointed at a panel in the wall. I was a little turned around, but I figured the chute led down from the large kitchen I had observed upstairs.

There was no clock.

I was afraid to ask, but risked it, “I don’t know what time it is.”

“It is near twelve o’clock. You may sit down and wait, if you wish, or you may stand. I’ll be back at one.”

She turned and walked away. Her heels tapping fiercely, her shoulders back proudly.

I sniffed and wiped my cheeks and was afraid of what crying might have done to my make up.

I waited, standing, there was no way I was going to sit down on my poor ass, and watched the chute.

Minutes ticked by. I wish I knew what time it was. I started crying a little bit again, but managed to stifle myself. It wasn’t doing me any good to keep crying. Though, to be honest, when there was no immediate pain involved, it felt good to cry, like that was the right way for a sissy to express herself.

More minutes passed. I tried counting seconds, and grew bored. Sissies apparently didn’t have a lot of patience, unless they were serving, which meant cleaning a house or something.

More minutes, and I sighed. I wondered if Matthilda had just told me it was near twelve o’clock to test me. Or maybe to punish me.

DUNK! And the panel slid upwards. I rushed to the chute and took out…a sack.

A paper bag.

A lunch bag.

And it didn’t feel too heavy.

I opened it up and looked inside. A single sandwich. Peanut butter and jelly. And there wasn’t a lot of jelly. just enough to make me to taste and wish for more.

And a bottle of water.

I leaned against a wall, I didn’t think my ass was ever going to be good for sitting on again, and ate my PBJ. The bread was a bit stale and the peanut butter stuck to my mouth. The water was warm.

Still, it was food.

Then I realized something interesting? Why was I eating? I wasn’t really hungry. I think that is the point where I started to realize that a sissy dos not go by normal schedules. She doesn’t eat at a regular time. She works while others are eating, and gets food when she can.

But…even with that realization, I realized I just wasn’t that hungry.

What was wrong with me? My waist was getting smaller, I needed to eat to keep myself filled, to keep my belly full!

Finished with the sandwich, I took a last look into the bag, hoping that I had missed a cookie or something. It wasn’t that I was hungry, it was that I wanted something better than a day old PBJ.

Inside the sack was a little vial. A vial for medicine. I opened it and out rolled a pill.

I didn’t know what the pill was for, but…I knew I was supposed to eat it.

It made me nervous, but sissies do what they are told, and wasn’t the presence of the pills in the sack telling me that I should take them?

I tossed the pill down my gullet and took a sip of the water. Gah. But it was done. I was a good, little sissy.

And twelve o’clock was past by only five minutes. I had to wait until one for my next chore. What was I supposed to do for 55 minutes?

I examined each and every bedroom in the basement. There were 100 bedrooms, fifty on each side. I went through the bedrooms on one side. As I described previously, bare living quarters, though I did notice two chains hanging from the outer walls, straps on the bed, and other oddities.

I went past the lecture room with the big picture of Silithia to the other side, and imagine my surprise when I found that the bedrooms on the other side of the basement weren’t bedrooms at all. They were the same size as the regular bedrooms, but they each had machines in them.

There were rooms with machines with several paddles attached to a round flywheel on the side.

There were rooms with pumps in them. The pumps had nozzles over benches, and the benches had straps.

There were rooms with cages, rooms with Sybians, rooms with machines with long rods on the end of which were penises.

There a couple of rooms with tools in them, and these tools set me to worrying all over.

Dildos, whips, paddles, odd configurations of bars in which to entangle the hopeless sissy, butt plugs, gags of various sorts, poles standing on square platforms, and atop the poles were dildos. There was endless variety, endless shapes. It took my breath away just to see all these things.

“Jeffie!”

I ran out of the room, Mathilda was waiting for me, and she didn’t look happy.

“When lunch is over and I come down those stairs I expect you to be waiting for me. Head down. On that line. And when I clear my throat you will curtsy.”

“Curtsy?”

“Argh! Did April teach you nothing?”

She walked towards me, and I shrank back. She passed me and I figured out I was supposed to follow her. She walked to the lecture room. She sat me down, on my poor, bruised, plugged ass, put my head in the metal band, and turned off the lights.

It wasn’t Silithia this time. But it was one of the larger women. I would find out that Silithia spoke sometimes, but the major training, and that included videos, was left to the over-sized women. I think of them, in my secret mind, ‘wanna be Silithia’s.’ But I don’t think too loudly.

And while the woman giving me instruction aped Silithia’s loving manner, she didn’t exude the same love. I found myself wandering in my thoughts, and a shock ran through my fanny.

I tell ya, you have never been shocked until you have been shocked with a butt plug in you. The electricity, a low charge but quite adequate considering the amount of nerve endings in the rectum, runs through the plug and it feels like you are having a bolt of lightening thrust up your heinie.

I jumped, but the band on my head held me down. Tears streamed, and I woke up and listened to the lecture. And I tried never to wander in my thoughts again.

But, of course, I would, and would receive the same brutal reminder to pay attention.

The instruction was on how to curtsy. A long, lo-o-ong hour, at least I think it was an hour, there was no real way to tell, on the precise way to put the leg back, to bend the knee. The angle of the tilt of the neck, the direction the eyes should take during the dip. Everything.

Finally, the movie ended. Matthilda released me from the lecture chair and led me out to the big room. She faced me. “You won’t get to have another film until this evening, so we might just as well begin you on your official training regimen.

I raised my hand.

Matthilda frowned, but she nodded. “Yes?”

“If I could ask, there was a pill I took, and—“

“And you want to know what is in it. A cocktail of hormones. You have been much too slow in your development, this, along with spankings and other methods, will help quicken the process. Really, Jeffie, I would think that you would be eager to complete this phase of your metamorphosis.”

“Just…yes, ma’am.” Safer to acquiesce.

“Now then, as I was saying, before I was so rudely interrupted…” she glared at me, “there will be more students. They will arrive this afternoon. You will shortly have some girlfriends.”

“Pardon me?” I raised my hand.

Matthilda sighed, “Yes?”

“Will these other students be…like me?”

“Yes. They will be men who have given up their manhood, but haven’t quite figured out how to complete their transition. Wannabe sissies, is what they are. Is there anything else?” her last words were a warning for me to stop interrupting.

“No, ma’am.”

“Excellent. Then let’s measure you, and put you on a machine.”

She took out a tape measure and began recording the statistics of my body. How long my limbs were. How big my balls. How wide my smile. How thick my neck. She measured my feet, my hands, the distance between my asshole and the base of my penis…she measured everything.  Well, everything but my cock. It was caged and those measurements weren’t about to change. And she stated that measurement loudly, as if for my benefit as well as hers, and recorded everything in a chart on a clipboard.

It actually felt good, and in the coming days I would look forward to these moments of being physically assessed. It was, if nothing else, a moment when I wasn’t in a lecture chair or strapped to a machine.

Finally, however, all good things must come to an end, Matthilda stopped measuring and led me to a room on the other side of the big room. It was one of the rooms with a water machine in it.

“What is this?”

She didn’t answer me. I guess I had used up my questions.

“Lay down here,” I did so, “Put your hands here,” I did and straps were attached, and she buckled my body into place tightly. When she was done I couldn’t move. Not at all.

“Very good,” she murmured, then she moved nozzles into place above my nipples.

“You really have been slow in developing.”

“But people tell me I’m going to big,” I protested.

“Of course, and you will be, but you are taking your time getting there. This machine will stimulate you in the proper manner, and encourage breast growth.” She turned the machine on.

Small jets of water struck my nipples. In spite of watching her set up the machine, I didn’t expect this, and I was confused. It must have showed on my face because Matthilda started laughing.

Every three seconds a half second of water squirted directly onto my nipples. My nipples had started to become sensitive over the last few days, and at first it hurt.

Then it felt good.

Then it hurt.

Sometimes it would feel really good, almost like I was on the edge of an orgasm. I would twitch and writhe with the pleasure.

Then the overload would start and I would feel like my nipples were exploding. Pain. And again I would twitch and writhe.

Matthilda watched for a couple of minutes, then made sure a camera, it was up in the corner of the room, was focused on me. Somebody was going to be watching my alterations between pain and pleasure. Then she left the room. No word, no ‘see you in an hour,’ nothing.

I was left all alone in this bizarre Chinese water torture.

I’m sure you know what the Chinese water torture is. You are tied down and a drop of water strikes the center of your forehead, once every three seconds. At first it is laughable, then it is irritating, then the mind starts to blow up, the drop becomes excruciating pain. Not a mark on you, yet…you are driven insane.

This was like that. But jets instead drops. My nipples instead of my forehead.

After a few minutes I started saying, ‘Oh, fuck,’ in time to the jets. A little while after that I was whimpering. Still, the water squirted right on my nipple, made it erect, and it became super sensitive.

“Oh, please…” I called to nobody, my body trying to twist out of the grips of this bizarre torture, but unable to. “Please!”

Nobody was out there. Nobody could hear me. And even if there was…nobody would help me. All the women in this place were behind this torment.

I arched my back, pressing against the restraints. SST…SST…SST, went the jets. I sagged, trying to get away. SST…SST…SST.

I pulled with my arms, all my might, but even if I had my old male strength there was no way I was going to pull free. SST…SST…SST.

I began to yell, you plead, but the only thing I heard back was the echo of my voice. SST…SST…SST.

SST…SST…SST.

SST…SST…SST.

I probably went insane several times over during that afternoon. But even insanity did me no good. Insanity would not stop the SST…SST…SST. So I returned to sanity. There had to be a way out!

But there wasn’t.

I don’t know how long I was there, several hours, at least, but finally Matthilda came for me.

She was humming as she turned off the water machine. She marked on a clipboard and sang a snatch of a tune. Sounded like Rudolph the Red Nosed Reindeer.

I don’t know. I was unable to think. I was barely able to perceive. I just lay there while my restraints were unfastened.

“You may go wait for your dinner.”

I didn’t move. She ‘humphed,’ and left the room.

I didn’t move. My chest felt…expanded. All the pain had ballooned up inside of me. All the pleasure swelling in my pecs.

If I had pecs. I felt my chest and expected it to be worn away, like a rock under a stream. But, if anything, my pecs felt bigger. And softer. They felt like, I dare say it, they felt like real boobs.

I raised my head and looked at my chest.

Tits. No denying. Not big, but no longer just swellings. I wondered how big they would get.

I struggled and managed to get off the bench. I stood up, and I almost fell. I was dazed, staggering, as I walked to the door and into the big room.

My body, with me barely aboard, staggered towards the lunch chute. I walked like a drunken sailor, weaving this way and that. I felt like a sail that was filling and spilling, one way then the other.

I became aware that there were other people in the room. Later I would count six. And I made seven.

Seven men halfway to sissy.

Though, to be honest, I felt like I was all the way.

The size of my boobs, however, indicated otherwise. They weren’t big yet. I had a ways to go.

And a decision to make.

Yet, in spite of the torture of the afternoon I didn’t want to make that decision.

I think, this may be afterthought, that I knew inside that I needed to be tormented to the breaking point. I had to experience the complete range of emotions that a sissy to be has to feel.

Well, no matter. At that point I merely tottered and floundered and walked to the chute and stared at it. I still couldn’t sit, my butt plug was large in me, and I was weaving, but I had been given an order. Go wait for your dinner. That simple suggestion, given so softly, guided my world. It was the hope at the end of the tunnel. It was the string I had to hang on to, lest I fall a thousand feet to the bottom of the cliff.

The other sissies watched me. Their mouths hung open as they tracked my weaving path. They were all naked and in high heels, like me. They had on make up, and their bodies…their bodies were sort of…half and half. Thin waists, but they looked like they should have been larger. Swelling pectorals on their chests. Rounding hips.

And their lips were large and plump. Like mine. And coated with lipstick. Most of them red lipstick, but there were a couple of pink, and one with just gloss.

One of them came up to where I was standing and watching the chute.

“My God, man. What did they do to you? We’ve been listening to you for hours! They forbid us to look into the room, but…what did they do to you?”

I simply turned and put my head against him and started to sob.

He was confused, this wasn’t manly, and he, and the others, still thought of themselves as men, but he managed to put an arm around my shoulder.

I cried harder.

“It’s okay,” he muttered. Being put in the roll of nurturer was alien to him. “It’s okay.”

I cried harder. And I cried for him. He thought he was a man. He didn’t understand, just as I hadn’t understood. So I cried for me and him and all the men in the room and even in the whole world. I cried because nobody understood. It was going to happen, it was happening, and there was no way out. All a girl could do was accept it.

And I wished I could accept it, but there was still a piece of me that wouldn’t, that refused. A part that held on to the idea of me as a man.

Dunk!

I let go of him, turned like an automaton, and walked to the dinner panel. He and the other men, sissies, watched me. I lifted the panel and took out my lunch. I walked past everybody, sobbing, tears obliterating my vision, and headed for a horse at the other end of the room. I was sore, my butt hurt, but I had had enough. I had to accept the pain, so I sat on the horse and opened the little sack. My butt pain flared, then receded. i had to try harder.

Behind me, the men went to the chute and began taking out their sacks.

Inside each of the sacks was a single sandwich, this time thick white bread, stale, and seven Vienna sausages. And a bottle of warm water. And a pill.

I took the pill first.

After dinner I was calm enough to introduce myself to the others. Skip, Johnny (though he was called Jammie), Eric, Linda, Bob and Roman.

As we were all naked, and a couple of them, and myself, showed evidence of breast growth, our conversation went rather quickly into why we were here. All but one of us were crossdressers. Oddly, only three of us had entertained the desire to be a woman. Five of us were married, two not. We were all well to do, made good money, and were respected.

All of us were obviously in chastity, though we did have a variety of tubes on, and one girl had a full metal belt on.

And there it stopped.

Except for a love of various sports, a few college stories, and deep confusion.

I told them what I knew about this place, this ‘Changing Farm,’ as little as it was. I outlined what I had been told, that women were evolving, becoming larger, and that men were evolving and becoming…almost women.

And that there would be a few men left over for breeding or…or fun.

That was about all the time I had, then I saw Matthilda coming down the stairs. Three of the large women were behind her. The women were all about six foot six, taller than Matthilda, but Matthilda was the boss.

“Come on,” I blurted, and I stood up and ran for the line where we were supposed to be waiting for the large ladies.

They followed me, slowly, but Matthilda didn’t seem to mind that they were tardy. She doubtless understood that they were still figuring things out, and that they needed more instruction.

We stood in a line and waited, and I noticed that the guys were trembling as much as I was.

“Okay, time for measuring. Sit down where you are and wait.”

The large women took out tapes and began measuring all our body parts. Length of nose, width of mouth. A few strokes and length of the hard. Two of the other men were wearing chastity, so they didn’t get their dicks measured.

Length of legs, which was odd, because the length of someone’s leg was going to be the same. People didn’t lose length in their legs like they would lose weight in the guts. But they measured them anyway. And they measured elbow to fingertips, the distance around chests and waists.

The woman measuring me patted my tit and said, “Nice.” Made me feel weird, but not necessarily in a bad way.

And, finally, the measuring was done. Matthilda turned to her helpers and said, “Thank you ladies.” The other women left, and Matthilda turned to us.

“That is the lecture room down there. Go have a seat.”

We turned and scampered, little bunnies, and she followed us. Her heels clicking sounded like the stomp of a woodsman coming for the bunnies.

Matthilda secured us all in the front row, then stepped back, turned off the lights and turned on the hologram. It was Silithia. the same lecture I had received earlier. We would listen to our introduction often, and we all enjoyed it, we loved the ambience Silithia brought to us Even in hologram she exuded a love beyond what we had ever experienced.

In fact, I found that this one lecture, in spite of having wandered in my thoughts earlier, I didn’t need to worry about drifting off and having errant thoughts.

A few of the others did experience a shock, but over the coming days, during this one lecture, we almost never received correction. But the other lectures we were receiving butt zaps constantly.

But, then there was so much to learn it was hard to keep up.

On the screen: “My name is Silithia, and you will be surprised to learn that I am actually this tall.”


PART SEVEN

After the lecture there was, surprisingly, a question and answer period. Though, to be honest, this often turned into Matthilda, or whoever was in charge, asking us why we were so slow in making our decisions.

Still, it was better than being hooked to a machine. After the Q & A period we were allowed free time. By then it was probably about seven o’clock in the evening. Lights out at nine.

So what were we supposed to do with our free time? Read, chat, wander around the limited space of the basement.

We were surprised, when we went into our individual rooms, to find somebody had placed fashion magazines and even paperbacks on our little writing tables. There were also pens and spiral ring notebooks. These, we would find out the very next day, were for writing down our sissy thoughts. Though, that first night, we got into a paper airplane contest. Oh, we had fun, romping through the basement and seeing how far we could fly ur planes, or what of loop the loops we could do.

The real glory, though was in the paperbacks. These were mostly written by Grace Mansfield or Alyce Thorndyke, though there were a few other authors.

In my room I found a copy of ‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman.’ You can imagine my fascination to discover that somebody had already written about the things that I was going through.

The fellow in the room next to me, Jammie, had a book called ‘The Sissy Ride, which turned out to be an amazingly hilarious saga of a fellow caught in a sissy trap. Day by day he is manipulated, tricked, and transformed further and further. He really ends up taking a real ‘sissy ride.’

Oddly, and fortunately, there were a couple of histories in the mix of books we had. I read of how Silithia came to be in the book of her own name, ‘Silithia.’ And whenever one of us read ‘Womanland’ everybody would get into a big coffee klatch, without the coffee, of course, about whether such a place could exist, and whether the things in the book had really happened.

I said they could because of what the one big girl upstairs had told me on that first day, that they were in direct contact with Womanland. Still, the story was so incredible some of the girls doubted.

Finally, Roman was getting in a hissy fit, insisting that Womanland was a figment, and we brought it up with Matthilda at a Q & A.

Matthilda sat for a long moment and just considered us. Her lips were pursed, her eyes narrowed, and she was obviously considering how much she could tel us. Finally, she dropped a big hint.

She said, “You have absolutely no idea of what Silithia has suffered, and it is all for you. If this world has a chance of surviving, it is because of Silithia, what was done to her, and her discoveries of…” She stopped talking.

“Wait a minute!” I yelped, and several of the other girls protested right behind me. “What did Silithia discover?”

“It’s in the book.”

We were all silent. Matthilda started to rise, and we knew the session was over. And we all realized that something was slipping through our fingers.

Roman blurted, “You’re talking about her Sexual Yoga!”

Matthilda stopped moving, again the long thought, and finally she blessed us.

“Watch this.” She began to bend forward, slowly, and she kept bending until her palms were flat on the floor. “Do three Kegels.” We could see her hips make small motions, and it was obvious she was tightening up her pussy muscles. Then she started to rise, slowly, like liquid, her eyes in a far away gaze. She straightened up, then bent backwards, all the way, until her palms were again flat on the floor.

“This is a half circle,” and her body did look like a half circle, bent back the way it was, and she again began doing what looked like kegels. Tightening her pussy, her innards, her womanhood.

Then she straightened up. She stood, smiling, obviously relaxed by her exercise. “The trick is to have sex while you’re in this position. That is why we are saving certain alphas for sexual services. They will be trained to help us orgasm in contortion, the result will be a sexual washing of the soul, and the mind and body and spirit start to expand. To truly expand.”

“Can we do that?”

She sighed. It was obvious she was having all sorts of second thoughts. “I’ll have to check on whether that could be included in your program. It is a little advanced and, after all, none of you has made a decision.”

That sobered us. I even wondered if what Matthilda had told us was some sort of set up, a teaser, a way to encourage us to accept anal sex.

“Okay, girls. I’m done. Lights out at ten tonight.”

We cheered at the extra hour of being able to read and relax. Even though we had read our small collection of books over and over, they were worth reading again.

And, by that time we had learned to do our nails and make up, and most of us wanted the extra time to practice.

But, I get ahead of myself. Our conversation with Matthilda over Sexual Yoga came a week into our training. On that first night we didn’t know each other well, we talked uneasily, we were unsure of ourselves, and I went to sleep when the lights went out. No after hours sneaking into each others rooms and talking, or (blush, blush) cuddling.

And I awoke on the next day to a tremendous pain in my groin.

I sat up and grabbed my package and realized what had happened. I jumped to the toilet and sat down and peed. My dick was working again, and I had morning wood.

“How’s it going, Jeffie?”

“All right.”

Matthilda was smirking. “And how’s your peewee?” She never referred to my, or any of the girls’ cocks, as cocks. Or pricks, or dicks or even penises. She always called them peewees, or sissy clits. the closest she ever came to calling our little members cocks was ‘peenys.’

“It’s okay.” My face looked unhappy.

“Woke up, didn’t it?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Well, we’ll put you on the water today. That should help.”

The water. The water machine that had grown my tits. But what was it going to do? It couldn’t grow my dick! the chastity tube would stop that.

Well, all I could do was wonder.

Matthilda lined us up and had us do some simple exercises, yoga, downward dog, upward dog, that sort of thing, but never with any sexual connotation. Apparently the request was going up lines to Silithia herself.

We ate breakfast, a hard boiled egg, without salt. A banana. Water.

Meals tended to always be the same, and we quickly tired of the sparse fare. Still, we were hungry, so we gobbled.

Then it was instruction, a video, or a hologram, and we would learn about how a sissy should conduct herself. We learned about make up. We learned about the work we would be expected to do when we graduated, which was mostly housework, maybe some kind of light factory position, or perhaps a sales position in a department store.

After lessons, on the day my dick woke up, I was taken to the water room.

I was faint, just walking into that infernal chamber, but the large woman in charge of me brooked no nonsense. I was strapped to the bench and fastened down. The odd thing, though, was that I was laying with my body pointed in a different direction than what it had been the previous day. The water nozzles didn’t point at my nipples, they pointed at my groin.

Oh, I was scared, and I had reason to be. The woman pointed the nozzles at my balls, turned them on, made sure the camera was working, and walked out.

Jets of water on my nipples had caused a mix of pain and pleasure, but the jets of water on my balls were nothing but pain.

SST…SST…SST. I tried to curl up, to move my thighs and remove my testicles form the jets of water, but I was fastened too securely.

SST…SST…SST. I began yelling for help. At first my voice was strong, and panic was setting in. But when nobody came I was reduced to whimpers.

SST…SST…SST. And crying. I cried and cried, and the ultimate Chinese torture applied to my balls, I began to scream.

SST…SST…SST. I screamed and I screamed, but nobody came, nobody cared.

Midway through the morning I was exhausted, my throat was hoarse, my screams dwindled to crackly yelps, and I heard other girls screaming.

Other girls were on machines like mine, or on the spanking machines, or otherwise impacted.

When I was finally released and told to go wait for breakfast I was a mind blasted mess. I couldn’t walk, I actually crawled, and held my testicles. And when I left the water room and entered the big room I saw the other girls in similar straits. They crawled, or staggered. I managed to teeter to my feet, by holding onto one of the horses in the big room and pulling and pushing, and then I managed to walk, if you could call it that, to the lunch panel. I stood with the other girls, silent, subdued, all of us sniffling or crying outright, and waited for lunch.

Lunch. A PBJ and warm water. Gah. Yet we ate. In truth, though our appetites were subdued, and the fare lacking, I think we needed the sustenance. And our poor, abused, starving bodies agreed. So we stuffed the stale fare down our throats, tried to swallow the peanut butter, and were grateful for the smattering of jelly.

In the afternoon, after lectures, I was put on a spanking machine. Actually, the spanking machines weren’t as bad as the water torture. Later I would find out the reason: the  water was designed to change our bodies, the spankings weren’t, the spankings, I would eventually surmise, were strictly for the purpose of encouraging us to make the decision.

So I laid on a bench and the flywheel spun and the paddles smacked my ass. And it hurt, but the paddles weren’t set up to do any real damage, so when I received a spanking on one of the machines I was able to walk afterwards. I was sore, and I needed cream on my butt, but I wasn’t…impaired.

Impaired like the water machine impaired.

So the days went by, and we learned things that all sissies should know, how to eat pussy, how to arrange place settings at a dinner function, how to knit.

And we were tormented by water and paddle.

And our only source of relief were the Grace Mansfield books we were allowed to read.

And we ate our miserable meals and put on our make up and did limited yoga—the sexual aspect was still being considered—and put on our nails and painted them, and dreamed of getting out.

But none of us were willing to bend over for the ladies of the house.

And, there was no real pressure that we should. The large women were totally content that we take our time. It seemed odd, considering the occasional remark about our making a ‘decision,’ but there it was.

One thing, in this daily method of madness, however, was stunning.

We were changing shapes. Our waists were getting thinner, which, considering our diet, was understandable. But our chests were growing bigger. And though we often talked about it, none of us were concerned. It was like we accepted larger pectoral muscles as normal. We were taking pills, the water machines were causing reactions, and we accepted that.

But when the measurements were taken one day and my legs were shorter by two centimeters, we were all sobered.

Romie—who was once Roman but had started to be called by the more feminine ‘Romie’—lost a foot size. She had gone from a size twelve to a size eleven. And it wold shrink more.

Skippy’s whole body shrunk an inch.

And so on.

All of us were changing in ways that shouldn’t have changed.

Oh, yes, young men grow tall, and old men shrink a bit, but not like what was happening to us. Over the course of one week I lost three inches and 40 pounds. Some of the girls shrunk more than that.

And our hair started growing at a frantic rate. We stopped combing and began stroking our manes a hundred times a sitting.

And that just seemed to make our hair longer.

And we lost chest hair.

And what body hair we had became thin and wispy.

We were changing.

And the fat on our faces was redistributing.

I had gone through small changes at home, so small it had been easy to claim they hadn’t really happened. But with the daily measurements, recorded black on white, there was no denying. We were metamorphosing, transitioning, changing.

One day Jammie no longer wore her chastity tube. It had been removed and taken away, it was obvious why. Jammie’s penis had shrunk to a mere two inches. It was hard all the time, but that little stub was just cute, not dangerous at all.

At first Jammie was sad, but we were kept so busy, and so much was happening, that she accepted the loss of her penis and moved on.

My chest was getting large. I was measuring at a C cup now, and my chest had shrunk to 38 inches. I was more like a large boned woman with small tits, than a man.

The next week I was down to 36 inch chest and D cups. And I kept growing.

Obviously, I was issued a bra. That much weight introduced to my chest, there were concerns about my back hurting, and they gave me special exercises to strengthen my back, and any muscles necessary to hold up my bazookas.

Time passed, and I grew even bigger, but at a slower pace.

I was on the water machine every day, usually in the morning, and it was obvious that whatever the science involved, it was working.

What wasn’t working was the water machine on my penis.

The water machine made the boobs big, but it made the balls, and the dick, small. But I wasn’t getting smaller. If anything, I was getting larger. This in spite of the super hormones they were giving me and the daily water machine.

Finally, it appeared that I had reached a limit. I had started out as a six incher, but now I was up to nine inches. I had had my chastity tube changed up several times, but the pain of being restricted was…a lot.

So, at last, I was taken off the water machines. My chest was massive, and so was my dick, and my body was wasp waisted and my hair was half way down my back.

In a way, I looked like a bimbo. But when I wasn’t screaming from the pain of torture I was actually getting smarter. My thoughts were coming faster, I could figure things out quicker.

And here’s the odd thing, I still possessed male logic. while the other girls were turning a little hair-brained, I was having thoughts. Sometimes deep thoughts, about who I was and why I was and that sort of thing.

While they worried about chipping a nail, I rarely chipped one, and I was becoming quite coordinated in the finer things, like painting my nails, or trimming my hair, or just applying lipstick.

I seemed to be growing in an inner confidence.

Odd, I was still frightened whenever one of the large women spoke, but left to myself I felt a certain inner pride and confidence. I began helping the other girls, and this came to the attention of Matthilda.

One day she took me into the lecture room, sat me down, and had a heart to heart.

“Are you enjoying yourself, Jeffie?”

“Not really.”

But she took note of some small bit of reticence. She nodded. “You don’t like it, but there is a part of you that relishes it.”

“I guess,” I tried to agree, to be reasonable. I was a little worried, being taken aside like this.

“And that part is keeping you here. A method designed to help you make a decision is actually working in reverse.”

“I’m sorry, ma’am. I don’t mean to be difficult…I’m trying to get through the program and…”

I blathered on and she listened, and she listened closely. Later I would realize that I was the first, and the program had been set up for me in certain ways, yet I was also proving to be an anomaly. I was not making the decision, even though everything was geared to make me want to make the decision.

Finally, I ran down. I felt like crap because I had obviously disappointed her, but she smiled.

Smiled?

“It’s okay, Jeffie. You just keep going, and I’ll get back to you.”

“But I’m sorry…”

She held up a hand. “Not for lack of trying. You just seem to be a special case.”

My daily tortures were lessened. No more water tortures. My dick wasn’t shrinking, and my chest was very large. They actually stopped talking about how large I had grown, I think because they didn’t want to give the other girl’s complexes.

But the daily grind, nevertheless, was constant. I was introduced to other methods. Other torments. These were softer, but, in a way, more aggravating.

Yet they were an advance, if I could just figure them out.

I was put in a triangular set of poles, forced to sit for hours. My only company the efforts of my cock to grow hard in my chastity tube.

Another one was the standing butt plug. I stood on a square platform with a pole reaching up to my butt. On the top of the pole was a small prostate massager, and I would stand there for hours, groaning and dripping.

Erica graduated. One day we were told to gather around one of the horses outside the lecture room. Erica was brought out by two large women and placed on the horse. She was belly down on a soft cushion and her forearms and knees rested on the little platforms attached to the legs.

Suddenly we heard the click, click, clicking of heels, and we looked down the basement. Matthilda was striding towards us, and, for a change, she was naked.

Outside of ourselves, we had seen no naked women. They were all clothed, and we stared at her figure in wonder.

She was older, but she was built.  Baby, she was built. She wore a half bra, she had to have a bra because she was so big, and her hips were a bit chunky, but sexy for all of that. Just because a woman gets old doesn’t make her not sexy.

The most surprising thing, however, was the strap on she was wearing. It was eight inches, and it thrust forward like a real dick. It had veins, and the balls were big, and it looked large even being on her large frame.

“Hello, Erica.”

“Ma’am.”

Matthilda stood in front of us. She rubbed lubricant all over her cock and spoke to us. “Erica has made the decision. We have decided that you should all watch, see how painless it is, how much fun it is.”

She looked at one of the large women, who was rubbing lube into Erica’s ass. Erica was giving small moans, and her ass was lurching backwards a bit. the large woman nodded.

“Very well, release Erica.”

We thought that meant they were going to release Erica from the horse, but they simply took off her cock cage.

Her cock pointed down. It was only a couple of inches long.

Matthilda moved behind Erica and positioned herself. She turned her face to us. “Let all of you learn from this. Change is good.” And, with that, she pushed her cock into Erica.

Erica arched her back, her head craned up, and her face took on an expression of surprise. “Oh!”

Matthilda pulled out, slowly, excruciatingly. Erica moaned.

One of the large women sat down next to Erica’s face. She brushed out her hair, massaged her shoulders, even kissed her. she whispered in a soothing voice, and Erica nodded, and her hips began to push back.

For long minutes Matthilda screwed Erica. Gently. Rubbing her ass and corkscrewing her cock in and out.

One of the large women scooted under the table and began massaging the little marbles that were all that were left of Erica’s testicles.

Erica began breathing deeper and deeper. Her eyes were glazed and she was really enjoying herself.

At one point Matthilda smiled at us and said, “Erica is about to have a sissygasm. It is like an orgasm, but female in nature, and comes from the prostate.”

The screwing went on, and the room was silent except for the grunt and the groan, the moaning and writhing of Erica.

And, finally, she began to push her ass back in earnest, and we knew she was close. Her breathing came faster, her hips twisted and grasped, and suddenly she arched, all her muscles locked up, and she gave a weird sort of shriek.

“AHHHH…ahhhh….yes.”

Dribbles of cum issued from her little dick. Not a lot, having small balls it was definitely not a lot, but it was definite. She had cum.

Matthilda smiled and pulled out of her. The other women undid the straps and Erica just lay on the bench, gasping and exhausted.

And yet happier than I had ever seen her.

The two women helped her sit on the horse, and she wiggled on her ass, obviously enjoying the sensation of rubbing her freshly fucked hole. then, shock of shock, a large woman crossed the floor towards us, and she was holding an actual cake!

Pink. With a single candle burning. And written across the top was, ‘World’s Best Sissy!’

The large women began to cheer, and I realized that while we had been watching the show every woman in the house must have come down to watch. There was a lot of them, and they raised a royal ruckus. Us sissies, of course, joined in with the cheer.

And the only fly in the ointment was the fact that I had seen my friend transcend, and I was yet unable. A part of me wanted to make the decision, but a larger part was…not worried, not scared, but…just couldn’t commit.

How weird.

It had been months now. Skippy had graduated, then Jammie. Our group of sissies was getting smaller, and I was no closer to a decision. In spite of the fact that others were deciding, and were so incredibly happy for their decisions, I couldn’t do it. Something in me just stuck. I wanted to. I even walked up to Matthilda with the words in my throat, but they just wouldn’t come out.

Tell the truth, I was becoming discouraged. I was actually feeling depressed, even over the torments I was experiencing, even in spite of the fact that Matthilda had actually shared some pointers on Sexual Yoga with me.

Then, one day, everything changed.

“Jeffie,” Matthilda was standing at the door to my room. I was barely awake, hadn’t had breakfast or even done my morning exercises. I had just finished my make up and I spun around in surprise.

“Ma’am?” I was worried that I might have done something.

She saw my mental worry and smiled. “Upstairs. Third floor. The big bedroom. at the end of the hall.”

She turned and walked away, and I stood up, slipped my high heels on, and followed her.

I don’t know why she bothered giving me directions, she led the way.

I trotted to keep up with her, and she even turned around at one point and gave me a reassuring smile.

Up the stairs, and we passed a large woman coming down. She grinned at me and patted my shoulder.

What the hell was happening? What was going on?

We reached top floor and came to the large bedroom. The one with gigantic furniture. Matthilda stopped and turned to me. “Go on in, dear. She’s expecting you.”

Still, it hadn’t seeped in what was going to happen, though, tell the truth, I should have figured it out.

I entered through the super large double doors, and Matthilda pulled the doors shut behind me. They closed softly, and I looked around.

Big furniture. Chairs for a person eight feet tall, or bigger. A table that came to my shoulders, with super-sized chairs around it. And, against one wall, a few normal sized chairs.

“Back here!” came a voice, and it was a soft, slightly baritone voice. And it calmed and soothed and made me feel good all at the same time.

I walked deeper into the bedroom, passed a bathroom with a gigantic toilet in it. Out of the ‘living room’ and through a dinette. The dinette would have been small, if it wasn’t built for a large person.

And I started to figure it out. I knew…I knew…

I passed down a wide hall and came to the bedroom. A giant bed. Ten feet long, four feet up to the mattress, a super-sized canopy. Giant pillows.

I knew I was going to meet…

Through large double doors onto a patio…

“Good morning, dear.”

And I turned and faced…Silithia.


PART EIGHT

She was sitting at the end of a patio in a giant chair. Her feet were up on another chair and she sipped coffee from an over-sized mug. She was naked, and I would learn that she preferred to be naked as much as possible. The most glorious thing about her, however, made one accept even her over-sized proportions without objection, was her smile.

I have seen smiles. Everybody has seen smiles. Wide showings of teeth, usually an indication that somebody was pleased, though not always. But this smile was more than that.

This smile came from the innermost soul. It brightened the room and the whole world. It told whoever was blessed by seeing it that they were worthy and wonderful and there was a point to life.

All that in a smile. I was near knocked down by the goodness exuding from the woman.

I stumbled across the patio towards her. I wasn’t aware of my body, I was just trying to absorb her gigantic frame, her enormous tits.

I never thought of giantism, but now i was being smacked on the head and rendered silly.

So beautiful.

Closer, stepping down a tall step, and I could see how clear her skin was, how golden. And her eyes, they were twice the size of mine and filled with electric, magnetic light.

This woman glowed.

This woman…I had seen her in holograms, but I had never…never imagined how truly  stupendous she was.

“Have a seat, dear.”

Catty corner to her, so I could see both her and the awesome view from the patio, was a chair. It was like a stool in that I could up and be on her level, but large and comfy with cushion.

I sat and stared at here. The hell with the beautiful view…this woman was all I wanted to look at.

She continued smiling and said into the air. Bourbon and Coke.

I just sat and stared, awestruck, and she was content to just watch me.

A large woman, halfway between myself and Silithia in size, appeared. She placed a sweaty drink on the flat arm of my chair. She placed a bottle of Willet on the table next to Silithia. Willet, I happened to know, was a thousand dollars a bottle. It had been uncapped and was down one shot. I had a feeling that that one shot was spoiled by my Coke.

Silithia lifted the bottle and toasted me. Then she glugged a quarter of it down. I stared, fascinated.

She lowered the bottle. “Drink up, dear.”

I took a sip, and blinked, looked at my glass, and sipped again, and again. It was ambrosia, my pallet exploded like it had been injected with golden honey.

Silithia continued to smile at me. I always have to have the girls open the bottle for me. Being large has certain disadvantages. I need telephones with big numbers, I can’t hold normal cups by their little handles. I can’t drive a car,” she shrugged, “but there are other compensations.”

I managed to whisper, “I didn’t…I didn’t know you were real. I thought…I thought…” I shut up. I was blathering.

“I know. But I am real, and I have come to talk to you.”

“To me?” my voice actually cracked.

“Of course. Oh, I have some other matters to attend to, but you have been giving Matthilda such a rough time. Worried that poor woman half to death.” She chuckled, and the world did somersaults of happiness.

“I have? I mean, I’m sorry. I don’t mean to…I’ve been trying to make the decision, but I just…something stops me…”

I went on talking, couldn’t stop, and I knew I was just trying to come to grips with the reality of Silithia.

She let me. Gracious, magnanimous woman, she let me blather, and from the ever present smile on her face it looked like she even enjoyed my blitherings.

Finally, I would down, and experienced a moment of embarrassment. “I’m sorry to go on so. It’s just—“

“Don’t apologize, not to worry.” She leaned forward, and the mere motion of her body was like an earthquake. “I’m glad you spoke so, for it has given me a chance to absorb you, and I think I can help you. If you would like my help, of course.”

“Oh, of course. Please. Help me!”

“Jeffie, do you understand what is happening?”

“Women are evolving, and men…we’re changing, too.”

“Exactly. And you are a very advanced man. You have managed to evolve on your own, as far as you were able. What we do…we are just going in the direction that you have wanted to go your whole life. Whether you knew it or not, you have always strived to evolve to your next step on the human scale of evolution…you have wanted to be a woman.”

I listened, and her words, so soft and subtle, were like a wind blowing through my soul.

“And you have taken certain steps, and been stymied in others, and would you like to know why?”

“Oh, yes.”

“Because that which pushes you, that very large spirit of yours, is strong enough to hold to your masculinity. You want, but you are stuck, one foot in the past of your masculinity.”

“But what do I do about that?”

“Let me kiss you.”

I was frozen. That this woman, this force of nature, this divinity, would actually say such a thing. Thoughts whirled through my like a tornado’s wind. My mind was splintering under the very idea.

“The key to her chastity.”

I was perched on the edge of my chair, enraptured, and I was barely conscious of the large woman that came in and unlocked my cock.

Yet it sprang out. A full, thick, nine inches. Blood surged through me.

This was what I had been hanging on to.

Silithia explained, “I can’t handle keys too well. in this matter I require assistance.”

I nodded.

“Now then, before I kiss you, there are certain things I must tell you.”

“Oh,” I managed to say.

“You are a sissy, it is true, but you are also a super sissy A supper sissy is known by the fact that her penis doesn’t shrink. Yet you are endowed, well endowed, just like a real woman. I can’t do much about the size of your cock, and there is nothing wrong with you enjoying it. Indeed, you will undoubtedly become a commodity among women. Your wife will probably rent you out.” She smiled. “So never berate yourself for having a large penis.

“The other thing is this…you must take your lessons in Sexual Yoga—i have told Matthilda to teach you and hold nothing back—take your lessons seriously.

“You have turned into not just a sissy, but a super sissy, and you are one of the few who might actually transcend to total womanhood in this lifetime.

“Most sissies—and please don’t speak of this, it is discouraging to others to know this fact—will not ascend to pure womanhood this lifetime, and maybe not even a few lifetimes.

“But you have a strong spirit, and the will, you might actually make it. At any rate, you will go far on the path, and I encourage you to do so.”

She paused, and I waited, but she was done.

“May I kiss you now?”

Oh, God! Could she kiss me? Does the pop shit all over catholic bears? I started to say yes, then stopped. I don’t know why I had this thought, but I did, and I blurted. “Is everything that happened at Womanland…did it really happen?”

Silithia stopped smiling, and it was like the sun went out. I was actually sorry for my big mouth then.

“Womanland. Yes. And that Grace woman actually told the world…yes. It happened.”

“And the man…the warlock?”

She nodded, “that poor, poor man…we made mistakes. I made mistakes, but…” she shook herself, a gentle shiver that went from head to toe, then smiled, and the sun came out again. “Are you ready?”

“Oh, yes.” And now I asked no more foolish questions.

She reached out, her hand was as big as my head, and she wrapped those thick fingers in my tresses and gently moved my face towaards hers.

Her face was large, and it occupied my vision, my whole world, her lips grew larger, they were twice as big as mine, and she touched them to me.

I felt the charge go through me. I felt divine winds scour my blood vessels and change me. I felt lust and love, I felt an explosion of goodness. I felt the core of elemental heat that was Silithia seep into my soul. I felt things being adjusted. I felt my dick spurt, and the white heat of that orgasm traveled upwards, paralyzing me, and blowing my brain straight through the top of my skull and upwards. To the stars.

I was me…and I was the duty of a sissy…and I was elevated…and I was floating through the cosmos. And all the while my penis pumped out oceans of cum.

But it the orgasm, though traveling through my male organ, was more female than male.

And, deep in my soul, my psyche, my essence, I finally saw that part of me that resisted, that held on to being a male. I saw it, and I saw it dwindle, and I finally made the decision.

I collapsed from that orgasm, and lost consciousness. I didn’t see Silithia leave, and I didn’t even see myself, but the large ladies of the Changing Farm came and took me from the high chair. They carried me back through the building and downstairs.

I woke up in my own bed.

I was alive as I had never been. I was glowing with the essence of Silithia, and I understood life as I never had.

And I was sorry I had been slow in making my decision.

I sat up, and Matthilda spoke: “Good morning.”

It wasn’t morning, and she spoke drily.

I leaped out of bed and ran to her. She was staning just inside my room and I hugged her.

She hugged me back, brushed my hair and soothed me. “There, there. Don’t cry. You’ve made it now.”

Finally, I snuffled a few tears back, and looked up at her. “I’m so sorry.”

“Nonsense. Are you ready now?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She stepped to the side and indicated that I should exit.

I walked into the big room and everybody was there. The remaining sissy wannabes. The large women of the house.

And my heart leaped when I saw April! My wife had come to see me take this big step!

Everybody was cheering, April was giving me a delighted thumbs up, and the path was clear to a horse.

I walked across the floor and laid down on the horse. The thick cushion was comfortable, and I placed my hands and knees on the little platforms attached to the legs. Shortly I was strapped down and ready.

Matthilda: “Would you like to be the first? April?”

“I would.”

Hands touched me then. They lubricated my heinie and stroked me. My balls were properly fondled and I was stroked. I was not in a tube any longer. I was released and ready to go.

I heard ladies and sissies talking encouragement to me. I lay and listened, and luxuriated in the moment.

I felt April step up behind me, spread my cheeks, and put the dildo to my brown button.

I gasped as she gently moved forward, and my world changed. I was submitting. Not just to the world, but to the ladies of the Changing Farm, and to Womanland, and to the House of Chimera, and to women everywhere. Most importantly, I was submitting to myself. I was submitting to my inner desires, to my upward evolution, and I finally understood the importance of making the decision.

Man has to give to get, and that is even more true for a sissy. I had to give…give my sissy pussy…that I might give up resisting. That I might submit to the woman inside me.

I had to become like a woman to be a woman, which would be the next step, if I could but take it.

And I knew that I would spend my life exploring Sexual Yoga and serving April and Matthilda and all the women I would ever meet.

And especially serving Silithia.

Silithia. A miracle of evolution, and the hope of all mankind. The person who made all this possible.

In a world of war and confusion and cruelty, she has opened the door, offered the hope, illuminated the way.

And, as I realized these truths, I began to climb the mountain. I felt my ass responding, pushing back, fucking my wife’s dildo.

April redoubled her efforts, and women even gathered around to touch me, to rub their hands on me, to push and lead me ever further into what I truly was.

Then the storm burst, and I mean that literally. All the dark confusions and conflicts of my life dissipated and I was exploding in a glorious display of fireworks.

I arched and groaned, my muscles contracted, and it felt like an ocean was lifting me up. Dimly, as all sense left and I became pure essence, I realized that I had made it. I was not just a sissy…but a super sissy. And it was the fruition of all my dreams.

END


AFTERWORD

Jeffie returned home, and when he is no cleaning house he acts as special envoy to other men…men wishing, and compelled, to transform, to achieve the elevation of evolution and enlightenment that is possible through Silithia’s methods.

And for you, dear reader, I can only offer this advice. Seek out Silithia. Learn Sexual Yoga, even regular yoga if you have not access to the methods Silithia has blessed us with.

For the world is changing, and whether you are a woman, blessed with the task of bringing men out of their caves and into a divine light, or a man trying to achieve sissyhood, the methods of Silithia are your only hope.

Grace


ANOTHER AFTERWORD

Silithia is introduced, and her story told, in the book entitled, ‘Silithia.’

The adventures of ‘Womanland’ are recorded faithfully in the book of the same title.

Silithia makes significant appearance in the book, ‘Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands.’

Silithia makes brief appearances in several Gropper Press stories: ‘He Became my Sissy Maid,’ ‘The Big Spank,’ ‘A Sorority Feminized Me.’

You are advised to take advantage of her presence on earth.

again,

Grace
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THE 21 STORY COLLECTIONS!
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each bundle has

21 steamy five star stories

All focusing on Feminization and Female Domination!

GO TO:
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THE BEST OF GRACE MANSFIELD?
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each bundle has

15 steamy five star stories

PLUS a complete novel!

GO TO:

The Best of Grace Mansfield


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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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.

Sissy Ride: The Book!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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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.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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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!

I was Feminized and Dominated!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!

The Stepforth Husband

Robert said: I was expecting less and got more! Having knowledge of the original story I made some assumptions. Intricate emotions and a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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RYAN inherited eighty-three million dollars, a mansion, and some panties. People don’t care about the mansion and the 83 million dollars, they want the panties!

A steamy novel about men turning into women, and women turning into men!

Femwood Mansion!


There are MORE full length novels at:

GROPPER PRESS

There are also

Big Erotic Collections!

You’ll find massive collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

Just like the ones on the following pages.
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Save money

SEVEN sexy stories

A sorority that feminizes…’Tootsie’ goes all the way…National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts…learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more.

The Electric Groin!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

Men turning into women because of the vaccine…a woman makes her husband wear a chastity device, then they swap bodies…feminization training…feminized by his sister…and more, more!

Quivering Buns


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

His penis grows longer when he cheats!…mad scientist changes man into woman!…a man has to learn to be a female model…and much, MUCH more!

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Big Stories
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The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ A note from Grace…I got tired of all the politics on TV, everybody yelling at everybody, and everybody knowing they are the only ones that are right…it’s enough to make a girl pick up an erotic book. You know? So, are you ready for the ‘transgenderment’ of half the country?

Long Island Reader said: Certainly different! This book was unlike any gender swap story I have read before. It is well written and quite sexy, but more than that, it is suffused with a sense of humor that really captures our current political dichotomy. What a concept! Be you a Democrat or a Republican, I suggest reading this with an open mind. Wow!


Big Stories
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Feminized for Granny ~ Underwear is disappearing from Joanna’s department store. She catches the culprit, and a spanking reveals that Eric is a cross dresser. Joann realizes there is something very hot about cross dressing, but how far can she push Eric?

Je said: Well written, the story flowed well with believable text. I enjoyed the concept of the story and the emotional turmoil of the the people.


Big Stories
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Feminized in 100 Days ~ TOM loves his wife, but he doesn’t feel worthy. She is so beautiful and powerful. Tammi learns how Tom feels, and comes up with a plan to make Tom feel beautiful and worthy, and It only takes 100 days. A wonderful tale of erotic sex and the exchange of power.

A kindle customer said: Every man should have a wonderful wife to walk through life by "her" side! I didn't want the story to end!


Big Stories
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Feminized Cop ~ SAM wasn’t big enough to be a real cop, so he became T-Rex, a feminized cop. Drugs, guns and sex…he’s in the middle of it. But when he tries to get out, that’s when the trouble starts, and that’s when he finds out what being a feminized cop really means.

This is a steamy, rock and roll story about a straight man learning to walk on the wild side!


Big Stories
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The Were-Fem ~ RODNEY paid no attention when his parents said ‘Don’t go in the woods. He enters the woods and is captivated by a naked girl swimming in a pond. She takes him to a mysterious castle and he is…changed. By day he is a hard working lad, but at night he becomes something else!


Big Stories
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I Changed My Nephew into a Woman! ~ MARTHA gets a call from her sister, and is asked to look out for her nephew for a summer. She is not happy, but she talks to her friend, Daphne, and they start making plans. Then the nephew shows up, and they get the surprise of their lives. Chuckie wants something that only they can provide, and he is willing to do what they want to get it!


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

there are new books and stories coming out almost every day!

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘Three Steamy Feminization Novels!’

you will really love…

‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman!’

A full length novel by Grace Mansfield

Here is an excerpt…

“What the fuck!”

I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing.

“Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been.

“Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?”

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

“Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired.

Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off.

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red.

“What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.

“Why’d you do this?”

I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?”

He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit.

“Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.”

“First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire!

“So who did this?”

Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.”

He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?”

“I didn’t!”

“There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?”

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

“Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.”

Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?”

I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair.

“Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.”

I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled.

“What?” he groused.

“It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.”

He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”              

Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him.

“Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.”

Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand.

“Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.”

“Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh!

So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state.

“Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails.

“Not even a thanks?”

“Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.”

“While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?”

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

“Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.”

“Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!”

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

“Well, you don’t think a woman did this?”

“Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking.

“Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.”

I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.”

He made a grimace.

“Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened.

“Well, I don’t…”

“Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.”

“Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed.

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless.

I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air.

He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom.

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!
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