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    PROLOGUE 
 
      
 
    Sam always thought he was a tough guy. 
 
    He was short, but strong. He could take a punch, or even a kick to the chestnuts, and still keep going. 
 
    His wife, Sylvia, always thought he was a little too macho. Like maybe he was pushing out his chest because he had a little Napolean Complex going on. If somebody wanted to argue, he was ready. If somebody accidentally bumped him, Sam was ready to rock. 
 
    Whatever Sam’s problems were, or his attributes, if you believed Sam’s idea of himself, he always felt there was nobody he couldn’t beat. No woman he couldn’t take. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy. 
 
    Then he made a mistake. 
 
    He took on the wrong … woman. 
 
    This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match, got taken down a few pegs, and learned who the really tough people were.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER ONE 
 
      
 
    Sam Hardesty frowned and said, “I thought we were going out tonight.” 
 
    Sylvia, his wife, and a pretty damned good looking one, clipped her earrings on. She admired herself in the mirror. She was slender with breasts that stood up to be counted. Her shape was good, no flab on that ass, and her make up was, of course, impeccable. She sighed. “Sam, I told you last week I had my girl night tonight. Did you forget?” 
 
    “I don’t forget stuff,” he countered. “And what is it with all these girl meetings? Seems like you’re going to these things every week.” 
 
    “I’m trying to improve myself. Don’t you ever want to improve yourself?” 
 
    “I’m already improved. Feel these biceps. I’m the latest and the greatest and you can’t do any better.” 
 
    Sylvia shook her head, put a fresh lipstick in her purse and turned to him. 
 
    “Sam, you are a wonderful man. Kind and considerate,  most of the time. You even try to work with me, sometimes, but you have the largest head since Humpty Dumpty.” 
 
    Sam laughed. “Wasn’t he the guy who got his brains scrambled?” 
 
    “I suppose.” She turned to him. “How do I look?” 
 
    “You’re gorgeous, baby.” He moved forward and would have hugged her, except that that would have led to groping and kissing, and Sylvia didn’t  have the time, nor did she want to repair herself after his attentions. She pushed him back with both arms and said, “Later, handsome.” 
 
    Sam shrugged. Her loss. He asked, “So what are these meetings about, anyway?” 
 
    Tell the truth, Sam was a little bit suspicious. His girlfriends, pre-marriage, would never pass up a night with him just to go meet a bunch of girls. And Sylvia was really making herself look good. Could it be…somebody else? 
 
    “It’s called FLR.” 
 
    Nah, Sam thought. There’s nobody to compare with me. “What’s FLR?” 
 
    “It means Female Led Relationships. It’s all about how women should empower themselves, be a little more forthcoming. Take a little more control. 
 
    Sam grabbed his crotch. “I’ve got your ‘control’ right here.” 
 
    Sylvia shook her head sadly. Sam was a catch in so many ways. He was handsome, paid attention, had good manners, even earned a good living. But he was so damned full of himself it was pathetic. 
 
    And now she understood why Sam was available when she came along. And now she wished that he was a little different. More the way he used to be when he was courting her. 
 
    “Walk me out to the car, honey.” 
 
    They walked down the hall and out the door. Sylvia’s Miata was sitting in the driveway, sexy and ready to go. 
 
    Sam opened the door for her, but when she went to get in he stopped her, he presented his face for a kiss, and when she went for a peck he smacked her, pressed his lips against her hard, and smeared her lipstick. 
 
    “Sam!” she protested, breaking away and sitting in her car. Now she was going to have to do a little repair job. 
 
    “Sorry, baby, but you’re just too sexy.” His grin meant that he thought he was the one that was too sexy. 
 
    Shaking her head, Sylvia started up the car and backed up. Sam took a couple of steps along with her and watched from the bottom of the driveway. Out in the street she shifted gears and sped away, and the last thing she saw was Sam standing with his hand in front of his pants, pretending he was holding his dick and waving it at her. 
 
     
 
    The meeting was at an office building downtown.  
 
    Previously, she had merely talked with a couple of girls, listened in awe as they described their relationships. Their husbands were polite, respectful, and the women seemed to be in charge. 
 
    A woman in charge. How odd. She had been raised up to believe that men were the bread winners, so they were in charge. That she should learn to cook and clean and make sure her man was well cared for. 
 
    But, to be honest, that kind of lifestyle was getting old. It seemed that no matter how many times she cooked for Sam, washed his clothes, and cleaned the house, there was no appreciation. 
 
    Unless you counted a dick poking against your butt in the wee hours of the morning, and the resultant roll over and spread, as appreciation. 
 
    She remembered when Sam was courting her. He was so polite, the most well mannered man she had ever met. He treated here like a queen, fawned over her, and seemed to be the real thing. 
 
    Then they got married, and before the honeymoon was over … the honeymoon was over. 
 
    He turned into a football watching, groping at odd times, slob. 
 
    Sylvia thought about the women she had met. They all claimed the secret to their success was FLR. That women could take charge and rule their man, and their marriage. 
 
    Huh! Fat chance of ruling Sam. He was the original ‘unruly.’ 
 
      
 
    Sam stood at the end of the driveway and frowned as he watched his wife’s tail lights shrink in the distance. 
 
    He had heard her on the phone, and he knew she was going to the Lewis Building downtown. 
 
    Was she meeting somebody? Should he be jealous? Maybe he should find out. 
 
    He reached into his pocket and pulled out his keys. He looked over at his motorcycle and grinned. Nobody could keep up with him, or get away from him, when he was on his wheels. And Sylvia would never suspect a lone headlight far behind her to be him. 
 
    He ran to his bike, slipped on his helmet, and started up the Harley. The loud rumble filled the street and he backed out and gave it the gas. Within 60 seconds he was a hundred yards behind his wife. He slowed down, matched her speed, and smiled to himself. 
 
    If she was seeing somebody Sam was going to be knuckle dancing by the end of the night. Wasn’t nobody could mess with Sam. 
 
      
 
    Sylvia parked in the parking lot on the side of the building. She fixed her make up, saw a couple of women walk in the front doors, and got out of her car. 
 
    She strode across the parking lot, her heels clicking sexily. 
 
    “Sylvia!” A woman turned the corner in front of her, was about to enter the building, and saw her. She came rushing over to give Sylvia a hug and an air kiss. 
 
    “Chanel!” 
 
    “I’m so glad you made it. How’s things on the home front?” 
 
    Home front, like it was a battlefield. Well, maybe it was. “It’s good.” 
 
    “Sure it is.” Chanel giggled, “but we all know it could be better.” 
 
    Sylvia laughed ruefully, and didn’t see the motorcycle pass in the street. “The way you talk. It’s almost like you read my mind.” 
 
    “I’ve just been there and done that. I know what women who are not in FLRs are going through.”  
 
      
 
    Sam watched the two women enter the building. He grunted. Didn’t look like his wife was cheating on him. Good thing for her. 
 
    At that point he should have turned around and gone home. 
 
    Heck, he shouldn’t even have followed her. 
 
    But he didn’t. Feeling a bit perverse, he pulled a U-ey and parked his scooter in the next parking lot over. He locked it, locked his helmet to the cycle, and strode across the parking lot. He wanted to see what this so called FLR stuff was. 
 
    Woman empowering themselves. Huh! Sounded like more of that femi-nazi stuff. 
 
      
 
    Inside the building Sylvia and Chanel walked down a short hall and entered the a conference room on the right. 
 
    Sam was close enough to see which room they went into, and he frowned. 
 
    And he should have turned around and gone home. His curiosity was satisfied. The problem was that he wasn’t satisfied. His wife wasn’t cheating, so he wasn’t going to get to pop somebody. And this FLR thing. The way Sylvia talked about it … maybe it was something he needed to look into. 
 
      
 
    Inside the first room on the right 30 women were sitting in chairs, pouring coffee from a machine in a corner, nibbling on croissants, and chatting. If Sam had seen it, he would have called it a ‘hen-party,’ and left. 
 
    But he didn’t see it, and had no idea what he was getting into. 
 
    “Margaret!” Chanel took Sylvia up to where a grey-haired lady was talking with two other ladies.  
 
    Margaret was slightly overweight, but she kept herself well. She still had a figure, and a hefty set of breasts. Her hair was in place and her make up was perfectly done. 
 
    “Margaret, this is Sylvia. I told you about her.” 
 
    Margaret turned to greet Sylvia. She smiled, showing strong teeth, and her eyes thoroughly inspected the younger woman. 
 
    “Sylvia, it is a real pleasure.” 
 
    “Why, thank you, I ….” 
 
     
 
    As the women chatted, and the group came closer to their start time, Sam entered the building. 
 
    Nobody was at the front desk. It wasn’t that big a building, so they probably only had day time security. 
 
    Sam looked down the hallway and frowned. Now how was he going to see what was going on inside that first room on the right? 
 
    He looked down the hallway on the right, and smiled. The building was undergoing construction. To be precise, they were working on the air ducts. And to be overly precise, workmen had left a ladder leaned against a wall, and the duct above the ladder was open. The cover was on the floor. The duct gaped open. 
 
    Sam walked down the hallway and looked up. 
 
    Sure. It was plenty big enough for him to crawl through. It was a mainline, and he could step up that ladder, shimmy into the duct, and zingo bingo, he had a pair of ears and a pair of eyes perfectly situated above his wife’s stupid ‘FLR’ meeting. 
 
    Chuckling to himself, he looked around, then stepped up the ladder and crawled into the duct. 
 
      
 
    “Ladies, I’d like to introduce Sylvia.” Sylvia stood up and faced the ladies. There was a round of handclaps and Chanel giving a small ‘whoop, whoop, whoop.’  
 
    “Sylvia is married,” Chanel gave a little boo and Margaret smiled and said, “Easy, Chanel,” then turned back to the group. “This is her first time with an FLR group. Please make her feel welcome.” 
 
    More handclaps, and a few cheerful greetings. All in all, it was polite and friendly, and yet there was a confidence to these women that intrigued Sylvia. The way they held themselves, the looks in their eyes. These were women who inspired confidence. 
 
    “Okay, ladies. Tonight’s talk is about how it used to be. You know, before you were married.” Margaret smiled, waited a moment, then continued. “Before you were married he was Prince Charming. He opened doors. He ….” 
 
      
 
    Sam wiggled through the duct. It was easy. Not even any dust. He moved slowly, and was careful not to shake anything. Within 25 feet he came to his first cover and looked through the grate. He saw the women sitting in chairs. He took note of the grey-haired lady speaking at the front. He could hear everything, and he settled down to find out what all the hoo hah was about these girly meetings. 
 
      
 
    “… held your chair for you. He smiled and brought flowers. He brought you chocolates. He asked for your opinion and he listened. And if he didn’t agree, he would at least hear you out. 
 
    “Then things changed. You got married, and within a few weeks the rose was off the vine. Within a few weeks you were expected to open your own doors. He didn’t ask you for something so much as tell you. He put up with your opinions, and wasn’t even polite when you disagreed. Am I right, ladies?” 
 
    The women in the room all nodded. A few muttered to themselves. Sylvia was struck by how well Margaret had described her own marriage. 
 
    From the duct Sam listened, and was sorry he had come. A bunch of hens complaining about men. Didn’t they have anything better to do? Couldn’t they— 
 
    “So what happened? What happened to your story book marriage and that wonderful man you married. What happened was—“ 
 
    CRASH! The bottom of the duct gave way and Sam fell ten feet to the hard floor. He landed with a thud and was dazed. 
 
    The women all stood up and turned around. Margaret’s head jerked around and her mouth was open. Sam lay on the ground, trying to move, sort of flailing like a drunken fish. 
 
    Sylvia saw who it was, and couldn’t believe it. At first she was worried that Sam might have hurt himself, and she ran down the rows of women to him. 
 
    Margaret was right behind Sylvia. 
 
    The women all chattered in stunned surprise. 
 
    A man had fallen through the ceiling! What was he doing there? Who was he? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TWO 
 
      
 
    “Sam! Are you all right?” Sylvia knelt next to her husband and helped him sit up. 
 
    “What? Uh, yeah…I…” Sam was dazed, but he knew he was busted. Big time. Royally. How was he going to explain what he was doing here? 
 
    “You know this man?” Margaret’s voice was carefully controlled as she knelt next to Sylvia. 
 
    “He’s my husband. Sam. Sam! What are you doing here?” 
 
    Sam tried to laugh it off. “I was just…uh…hanging around. Man, they’re going to need to fix that duct. What are you doing here?” 
 
    “No, young man, what are you doing here?” 
 
    Sam looked up at the stern faced matron. Oh, crap. He was pretty sure he could talk his way out of any of Sylvia’s accusations. Just turn it around and accuse her. She would give in and that would be that. But this old biddy looked like she had an attitude problem. 
 
    “I…uh…” 
 
    The old woman, Sam remembered her name was Margaret, if he had heard rightly, stared at him. 30 women were standing behind the old lady staring at him, and they didn’t look any too friendly. And Sylvia, now backed up by these stupid femi-nastys looked like she was going to stand up to him. Well, no way he could let that happen. 
 
    “I wanted to know what you were doing here. I want to know what it is about these hens that you feel you need to put aside your wifely duties!” 
 
    Sure enough, the look in Sylvia’s eyes, she was starting to jump back. 
 
    “And what business is that of yours,” injected Margaret. 
 
    Sam eyed the old lady again. Crap! He was going to have to handle her. “She’s my wife, if it is any of your business.” That should do it. 
 
    “And you don’t trust your wife.” 
 
    Oops. Now he was caught. He took the time to stand up, to brush himself off. Her question hung in the air while he swatted his clothes free of debris. 
 
    “My relationship with my wife is none of your business.” 
 
    “You made it my business when you ‘crashed’ our little party. When you thought so little of your wife that you had to go spying on her.” 
 
    Sam’s mouth opened and closed. He wasn’t used to being attacked like this. “I—“ 
 
    “Did you think she was cheating on you?” 
 
    “What I thought—“ 
 
    “Did you, Sam?” 
 
    Crap! Now even his wife was mouthing off at him. 
 
    “We need to discuss this at home.” There. 
 
    “No, we don’t. Do you realize how embarrassed I am? To have you bust in here like this? And did you really think I was cheating? Do you really think that lowly of me?” 
 
    “No, babe. It’s just…I don’t…” was that a whine in his voice?  What the F was happening here?” 
 
    “What reasons have you given her that you think she might be cheating?” 
 
    Sam blinked. Everything was happening so fast, and he couldn't even figure out what the old battle ax had said for a few seconds, then it burst on him, and he started to get pissed. 
 
    “I haven’t done anything wrong! I never hurt my wife!” 
 
    But the battle ax focused in on him. 
 
    “You speak of hurting your wife. Why is that in your mind? Are you thinking of hurting your wife?” 
 
    “Listen, you—“ Sam started to ratchet up. He had had just about enough of this silliness. He was the man, the king of the castle, and to be questioned like this went against everything he had ever learned in his life. 
 
    “So, let me summarize, Sam, if I may be so familiar. You thought your wife was cheating, you break and enter, which is a crime, along with destruction of property, you have guilty thoughts and have possibly done something that has caused you to think that your wife may be cheating, which is to say that you have given her reason to cheat, and when pushed on this matter you whine about how innocent you are, while harboring thoughts of harming your wife. I presume if she doesn’t go along with you.” 
 
    Sam looked like a fish now, his mouth opening and closing. The arguments had come so fast, and so succinct, that he didn’t know how to answer them. 
 
    “I don’t…you can’t…” 
 
    “Oh, Sam.”  
 
    Oh…damn! Sylvia was actually crying!’ 
 
    “I am so embarrassed. I am totally humiliated. That you couldn’t even see fit to trust me. I…” she turned away and burst into full blown tears. 
 
    Sam tried to get to her, he needed to take her by the hand and lead her out of this terrible place, but every time he move towards her one of these stupid bitches got in his way. 
 
    “Sam,” the old harridan touched his shoulder. 
 
    “What do you want? Haven’t you done enough?” 
 
    “Not nearly enough, but I will rectify the situation.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “Please, if you could come up front with me and honestly talk. No more of this picking on each other, no more of trying to ‘make points,’ let’s just you and I sit down and hash this out.” 
 
    Sam stared at her. “I need to see to my wife.” 
 
    “Your wife is in good hands. Look, she has even stopped crying.” 
 
    Sam turned and, sure enough, his wife was snuffling a little, but the major waterworks were done. 
 
    “Well, I need to go home. We need to go home.” 
 
    “Yes, about that…” 
 
    Sam turned back to Margaret. 
 
    “I certainly don’t want to be unkind, but you have a choice.” 
 
    “What choice?” he asked suspiciously. 
 
    “We can call the police, have you arrested for threatening us, the police are used to violent young men threatening woman who seek empowerment,  and I am sure the owner of this building will want a pound of flesh for the damages you have caused…” 
 
    Sam thought about it. She was right. The old biddy was right. He was in a bad place. 
 
    “And, while you are in jail we can talk to your wife, tell her what a rotten person you are, offer her help in leaving you, getting a divorce, maybe even suing you for more than half of all your property.” 
 
    “Hey—“ 
 
    “Or you can sit down and give me ten minutes. Ten minutes to simply reason with you. You aren’t immune to reason, are you? Sam?” 
 
    “I’m not immune to anything!” he blustered. Truth was, he was sort of totally flustered by what had happened, and by what this stupid, old crone was saying. 
 
    “So it is settled. Tammy, could you set up a couple of chairs facing each other? Ladies, please take your seats. Chanel, please help Sylvia, then bring her to the front row.” 
 
    Interestingly, Sam hadn’t agreed, but things were now moving out of his control. Not that he had been in control before, but…but he found himself walking, well, swaggering, which was his normal gait, up to the front. 
 
    Margaret accompanied him, waved him to a seat, and sat down herself. 
 
    “Tammy, could you bring Sam, Mr…?” she arched her eyebrows at him. 
 
    “Hardesty.” 
 
    “Mr. Hardesty some coffee?” 
 
    Sam eyed Margaret suspiciously. He had picked up on a new tone level. She was being too polite, and he wondered what kind of a trap she had set for him. 
 
    A second while the women all took their seats. Sam turned and saw the Chanel babe whispering to his wife, and Sylvia was nodding slowly. Then a cup of coffee was offered to him and he turned back to face his enemy. 
 
    “Sam, do you know what FLR means?” 
 
    He remembered Sylvia explaining it. “Female Led Relationship.” 
 
    “And what do you think about that?” 
 
    “I dunno.” 
 
    “Sure you do. I understand your reticence to speak, but if we’re going to get anywhere, we should be honest, don’t you think?” 
 
    “Okay.” his eyes squinted. He didn’t trust her. She was being entirely to open faced. 
 
    “So what do you think about the idea that a woman should be in charge of your marriage?” 
 
    “Why? I’m in charge.” Yet, his voice sounded a little hollow. 
 
    “But she’s in charge of the house. She does all the cooking and cleaning. Do you have a lawn? Does she do the yard work?” 
 
    Sam opened his mouth and closed it. Seemed like he was doing a lot of that. He didn’t want to admit that his wife did do the yard work. 
 
    “You’re supposed to be the one in charge at work. Are you in charge at work?” 
 
    “I, uh, yeah.”  
 
    In truth, his father in law had given him a position, but he hadn’t quite mastered it, yet. Just give him a little more time, however, and he would make that company sing. 
 
    “So let me ask you, Mr. Hardesty. Does your wife work hard?” 
 
    “Well, yeah. She’s a good worker.” 
 
    “And are you a good worker?” 
 
    “Yeah,” and he was, but he didn’t like defending himself against this old bitch. 
 
    “Why is your face red, Sam?” 
 
    “I, uh, it’s not red. I’m just recovering from falling through the ducts.” 
 
    “Yes. That must have been rough on you.” 
 
    “It wasn’t that rough.” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    And Sam wanted to get out of there. Somehow her simple little ‘talk’ was more embarrassing than when she had been accusing him. He didn’t like her polite side much more than he liked her domineering ways. 
 
    “Okay, time to cut to the chase, Mr. Hardesty.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’m going to offer you a deal. A deal which will make all this disturbance you have caused disappear. A deal which will benefit both you and your wife.” 
 
    Sam looked over to where his wife was sitting. She was looking at him, but her face was still all wrought up. He realized that he really had blown it here. He never should have come to this meeting. 
 
    “I am going to offer you a deal which will save your marriage.” 
 
    “My marriage isn’t in trouble!” 
 
    “It isn’t? You can honestly say that when you don’t trust your wife so much that you have to follow her around? 
 
    “I’ll tell you this, Mr. Sam Hardesty. Your marriage will last a year, maybe two, then it’s down the crapper. And I tell you this because I am in the business of counseling people. I have counseled thousands of people, and I have seen your situation time and time again. You can believe my prediction.” 
 
    Sam blinked. 
 
    “You will mistrust your wife. You will not understand your wife. And, finally, that will corrode the deepest bedrock of your marriage.” 
 
    “Ah…” he tried to snort, but it came out a strangle. 
 
    “But if you accept the deal I am about to offer, your marriage won’t end. It will grow into something you never expected. And you will find yourself in love for the rest of your life. You will be a happy, joyous man. You will be a success. 
 
    “Tell me, Mr. Hardesty, would you like to understand a woman?” 
 
    Sam’s eyes fluttered. There was so much in her words, and she seemed to have him in her bull’seye. 
 
    “I understand women just fine.” 
 
    “Understand them enough to trust them? Completely and totally? With your whole and entire life? Because that is what this is about. Your life. When your wife finally leaves you you won’t have much of a life.” 
 
    Sam understood that on some deep level, and this woman was scaring him. He didn’t believe any of her bullpuckey, but somehow she was arrowing in on him, and he was coming unnerved. 
 
    “Would you like to understand your wife…and all women? What makes them cry? Why they think the way they do? Why they don’t seem to understand your logic? Would you like to understand woman, Sam Hardesty?” 
 
    And Sam found himself gulping, and then nodding. And it was true. He didn’t understand why women insisted upon remembering birthdays and anniversaries. He didn’t understand why they cried at the stupid, small things. And, maybe, just maybe…anyway, she had him, and he knew it. She had precisely stated the problems between men and women without ever really going there. 
 
    “So what’s this deal?” 
 
    “Simple. You and your wife come live at my house for a month, and do anything and everything I tell you.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “And maybe get an ear test.” 
 
    Sam glowered at that. He had heard her just fine. She just didn’t make sense. 
 
    “I know, I didn’t make sense.” He goggled at her. How had she known what he was thinking? 
 
    “But maybe that is what you need to learn…this ‘non-sense’ I spout. Maybe that’s the secret of women, of understanding women, that you need to learn.” 
 
    “I don’t think I want—“ 
 
    “So you don’t think you can follow directions for a month?” 
 
    It was the right thing for Margaret to say. She had challenged him. And what tough guy doesn’t respond to a challenge? 
 
    He glared at her. He could see he was being maneuvered, and he didn’t like it. 
 
    “Sure I can, easy. But I can’t take off work for a month.” 
 
    “Where do you work?” 
 
    “Berman and Associates.” 
 
    Magaret didn’t even hesitate. “And what if I could arrange for you to take a month off. Would you be willing to accept my challenge?” 
 
    Sam thought he was safe. There was swagger in his voice as he said, “Sure I would. But there’s no way.” 
 
    Margaret smiled and leaned to the side and reached into her purse and extracted her cell phone. Smiling pleasantly at Sam, she dialed a number. 
 
    “Hello, George. Margaret here.” 
 
    Sam frowned. First name basis? 
 
    “Yes, I’ve got Sam Hardesty here, and I’ve offered to aid him in his education.” 
 
    Education? WTF? 
 
    “Uh, huh. Yes, I know he’s your son-in-law. Yes. No. He says he can’t get a month off work. Yes. It’s a month of work education. You know the kind I mean? I will. Thank you. Say hi to Ginger for me. Okay.” 
 
    She handed the phone to Sam. 
 
    Sam couldn’t help but stare at Margaret with open eyes as he took the phone. He held it to his ear. 
 
    “Uh, hello?” 
 
    “Hi, Sam. No problem with the four weeks. Take a full month, 31 days, and if you need more time, just let me know. And I’ll make sure your pay keeps coming and your bills are paid. Your position at the company will be protected.” 
 
    Sam’s jaw officially dropped. He didn’t know what to say. 
 
    “Sam? Are you there?” 
 
    “Uh, yes, sir.” 
 
    “You just make sure you give it your all. Margaret is a special woman, and she will do all right by you. You’ll be a better man when you come home.” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” 
 
    “Okay, is my daughter there?” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” 
 
    “Put her on the line, will you?” 
 
    Struck dumb, incapable of speech, he looked at Margaret, nodded his head towards his wife, which Margaret smiled to, and offered the phone to Sylvia.” 
 
    “Hi, Daddy.” 
 
    Sam sat there, in utter shock. He heard his wife saying something. He saw the way Margaret contemplated him, like a shark contemplates a tuna, and he realized: I’m caught! No way out of this! WTF? 
 
    Sylvia hung up the phone and handed it back. 
 
    Margaret smiled. “Well, Mr. Hardesty. It appears that you and your wife will live with me for a month, and you will do anything I say. Unless you want to back out. If you want to back out I will call Mr. Berman back and make excuses for you, and we will forget all this.” 
 
    And there it was. Not only was he trapped, but she had maneuvered him into a position where it looked like it was all his choice. 
 
    Sam’s eyebrows lowered and his jaw tightened. “Okay, lady. One month.” 
 
    “For you. Your wife is merely visiting.” 
 
    And suspicion suddenly spurted out of him. “You’re not trying to get between me and my wife?” It wasn’t a question, nor a protest. It was somewhere in between. 
 
    Margaret actually laughed. “Oh, no. Mr. Hardesty. Quite the contrary.” 
 
    Sam turned to Sylvia. He wanted to speak to her in private, but Chanel was whispering intently to her. 
 
    “Honey, is this all right for you?” 
 
    “Sam. I want you to do this. I think I might even need you to do this. And, Sam…” she looked at Chanel, who nodded, “you have to do everything she says.” 
 
    “Everything,” he said, his eyes narrowed in more suspicion. 
 
    Suddenly Chanel leaned over and whispered in Sylvia’s ear. Sylvia moved back from her and stared. Chanel nodded, and then Sylvia turned back to Sam and totally blew his mind. “Even if it’s sexual.” 
 
    Sam blinked. 
 
    Sex…sex…sexual? stuttered in his mind. 
 
    Margaret stood up and faced the 30 women. “Ladies, Sam Hardesty has agreed to pit his beliefs against those of FLR. Please give this brave man a hand.” 
 
    The room erupted in applause.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER THREE 
 
      
 
    “You’re sure about this?” 
 
    They were home now. Sylvia was taking off her clothes and putting them neatly away. Sam slipped out of his jeans and threw them on the floor in his closet. 
 
    “I think it’s a good idea.” Yet it seemed like she was hiding something. 
 
    “What did Chanel say to you?” 
 
    “Just that I should trust Margaret, that you learning to follow directions would be a good thing.” 
 
    Sam snorted. Follow directions. At his age. He knew how to follow directions just fine. “And what about this sexual thing?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I just know that Chanel told me to say it, and I trust her. I trust all the women there.” 
 
    “Huh,” Sam was naked now, and looked down at his penis. It was erect. Not throbbing erect, but it was standing up to be counted. It was a nice, big dick, and Sam was thinking about using it. 
 
    “Not tonight, Sam.” 
 
    Sam’s head pivoted and he frowned. 
 
    “I’m still upset about what you did tonight. I mean, following me around? Crawling through a duct just to eavesdrop on me. Do you really trust me so little.” 
 
    “I trust you just fine, babe.” A bit of a whine in his voice. Damn. But then sex always did that to him. Seemed like he was always horny, and all his grit disappeared when he had to beg for it. 
 
    “I’m glad to hear that. Maybe when you prove it a little, maybe then I’ll be in the mood. 
 
    “Ah, geez,” he muttered. 
 
    And, the truth was, she was in the mood. Oddly, past the extreme flash of embarrassment, there was a little bit of horniness just from the idea that her man loved her so much he would follow her around. But she wasn’t going to let him know that.. 
 
    But the real reason she was putting him off was that Chanel had told her to prime him, and not let him cum. She had said his time at Margaret’s would be all the better if he was to arrive horny as a school kid. Chanel’s exact words. And, put that together with Sam’s arrogance and the mistrust part of him following her around, and denying him seemed like a good idea. 
 
    “I will, however, maybe play with that nice, big toy of yours.” 
 
    “Yeah, baby!” His grin lit up the room. 
 
    She laughed inside. Sam was so easy. He was a man who truly thought with his second head. 
 
    “But maybe you can get me off.” 
 
    “You know I can do that!” 
 
    So they turned off the lights and got into bed. Sam now throbbed. Being denied, even for a short while, had always turned him on. He rolled over and began working his magic. He tickled her, he suckled her, he massaged her. 
 
    Sylvia moaned and enjoyed the warm feelings coursing through her body. It was going to be good to have an orgasm and then not sleep in the wet spot. 
 
    Sam began working his fingers on her mons, focusing on the clitoris, gently rubbing his index digit up and down her slit. 
 
    Sylvia groaned and arched her back. God! This was going to be good. Suddenly she really wanted to feel his big joystick driving into her tunnel. But she remembered what Chanel had said, and she kept pushing Sam off when he tried to roll over on her. 
 
    Sam became more and more hungry, and more and more desperate. When he was like this he was easy, and Sylvia suggested, “You could always eat me out.” 
 
    Sam wasn’t overly fond of oral sex. Well, he liked getting it, but he didn’t always like giving it. But he was so damned horny now he overcame his reluctance and crawled in between her legs. 
 
    “Oh, yeah! That’s the way I like it!” 
 
    Sam licked and sucked, he slid his tongue up her snatch, feeling the moist flesh become moister. Her legs closed around his head, and it was getting harder to breath, but he kept slurping and gobbling. 
 
    “Oh…YES!” Sylvia crested, she spasmed, and her muscles locked and felt like they were trying to squash Sam’s head. 
 
    Sam grunted, and held on. This was a good orgasm, and he was smart enough to know when to back off and just let his wife have it. 
 
    Then Sylvia came down, and giggled with pleasure. “Oh, Sam. That was heavenly. You really need to eat me more often.” 
 
    Sam crawled backwards, pulled his head out from between his wife’s thighs. “Yeah,” he said. But he was trying to get her cunt hairs off his tongue and out of his mouth. And his face was wet with her slime. 
 
    “Babe,” he tried, “I’m really horny.” 
 
    “Good,” she said. “It’ll teach you a lesson.” Then she rolled over and was asleep within seconds. 
 
    Sam laid on his back and stared upward into the darkness. His boner was like a tent pole holding up the covers over his groin. He throbbed with want and desire. And he listened to his wife’s soft snores. 
 
    What the fuck had he done? What was he thinking, following his wife? Why hadn’t he just turned his bike around and returned home, had a beer, and waited. Then he probably would have gotten a little. And he wouldn’t be caught in this damned trap. 
 
    Huh! Living with some dried up old prune for a month. Doing what she said. From some of the talk he had heard it meant learning manners. As if he didn’t have enough manners all ready. 
 
    Hell, Sam Hardesty was the most polite man that ever lived. Or so he thought. And he really had no idea what was about to happen to him. 
 
      
 
    The following day Sam and Sylvia packed a couple of suitcases and hopped in the car. They drove out of town, hit the freeway, and drove into the countryside.  
 
    “She really lives out in the boonies,” remarked Sam. 
 
    “I’m told it is sort of a mansion, with lots of property. Even a swimming pool.” 
 
    “A swimming pool? I like that.” 
 
    Sylvia giggled. “Think she’ll let you use it?” 
 
    “Why wouldn’t she? After I’m done chopping up her weeds, or doing whatever she wants, why wouldn’t she let me take a dip?” 
 
    “I’m not sure she just wants you there to cut her lawn and pick her weeds.” 
 
    “What else could she want? Hell, I’m a man, she just needs some repairs on her house, maybe get her car fixed.” 
 
    Sylvia sat and thought about what Sam was saying. She had a feeling that Sam was revealing some short-sighted thinking. She had read a few tracts, talked to the girls at the meetings, and she had a feeling that Margaret was a bit further along than simple housework. 
 
      
 
    They drove for 20 minutes, then turned up a windy road. The road led up the side of a long hill. It wound back and forth between trees, and Sam knew that if he was on foot, and there wasn’t a road, he would be hopelessly lost. This was rapidly turning into a serious forest, and there wasn’t another soul on the road. 
 
    Finally, near the top of the hill, they took a turn, and then found Margaret’s address.  
 
    There were two stone abutments with a large iron gate supported between them. To the sides of the stonework was a tall fence. In places Sam could see that the fence was made of stone, and topped with ironwork. It was easily twelve feet high. 
 
    “She likes her security,” Sam observed. 
 
    “One of the girls said she had received threats, that’s why she likes living so far out in the country.” 
 
    “Must have been some kind of threat,” he said, as he pulled up to the gate. “Now how do we get past…” 
 
    The gate swung back. Somebody must have been watching them through a camera. Sam drove through the gates and followed a paved and well maintained road up towards the top of the hill. 
 
    Finally, they rounded a corner, came out of the thick trees, and saw Margaret’s house. 
 
    It was a fifty room mansion, three floors, set in the middle of a vast lawn. It was on top of the hill, and beyond the house was nothing but clouds. 
 
    “Damn,” said Sam. “That’s a lot of lawn. I hope she has a power mower. One of those sit down kinds.” 
 
    They drove slowly and the drive curved around to the front of the house. Chanel came out of the house and waved to them that they should follow her. They followed her around the corner of the house and stopped in front of a six car garage. Chanel opened one of the doors and motioned them in. 
 
    Sam pulled in to the coolness of the garage and looked around. 
 
    A Bentley. Shined and polished. 
 
    Several motorcycles, including A Hayabusa and a big Harley. 
 
    A couple of nondescript Fords. 
 
    An Atom! Sam’s eyes bulged. It was the ultimate car, in his mind. It had no doors or body, just a framework with motor, 1500 pounds, and more guts than a slaughter house! 
 
    “Jeez,” he muttered, “I hope I get to work on that!” 
 
    Meanwhile, Sylvia exited the car and hugged Chanel. They talked small talk as they walked out of the garage and onto the driveway.  
 
    “How was the drive?” 
 
    “This is so beautiful!” 
 
    “How long have you…” 
 
    Chanel turned and called to Sam, who was out of his Nissan and drooling over the Ariel Atom, “Take the bags in through the kitchen!” And she pointed towards a door at the side of the garage. 
 
    Sam frowned. It almost sounded like she was commanding him. Bitch. Still, there was nothing else to it, he would have ended up toting the bags anyway, so he grabbed the two suitcases, her make up kit under his arm, and entered the kitchen. 
 
    A cook was preparing steaks—excellent, he was hungry—and talking to a woman who was munching on a cookie and leaning against a doorjamb. She suddenly looked around as Sam entered the kitchen. She quickly stopped what she was doing and came to Sam. “I’m Charlene, you may call me ma’am. Put those bags down.” Sam did so. He was a little taken aback by her quick and no nonsense way of speaking. “Welcome to The Mansion. You must be thirsty after your drive, drink this.” 
 
    She handed him a frosty glass with dark liquid in it. 
 
    Sam smelled it. 
 
    “It’s bourbon and Coke. I was told that’s your favorite. Now drink. Up, up. That’s it. Drink it all.” 
 
    Sam did so. Heck. He was never one to let a good drink go to waste, and the bourbon would take the edge off this unfortunate experience. 
 
    “Excellent.” Charlene took the glass. “Now take those bags down the hall, up the stairs on the right. to the third floor. Margaret will meet you there.” 
 
    Again, Sam felt like he had been told what to do like he was a servant, or something. Heck, he knew he had agreed to this little jaunt, but there was no way he, Sam Hardesty, was anybody’s servant. 
 
    Still, she had given him a drink, so, good with the bad, bad with the good, he picked up the bags and continued through the house. 
 
    He mounted the stairs, was directed by a maid up to the third floor, and walked down the third floor corridor. Most of the doors were closed, but he managed to glance in through a couple of the open doors. simple rooms, no clothes hanging around, or shoes on the floor, to tell him anything about the occupants, but everything looked sort of like bed and breakfast. 
 
    Hesoos Xristo, he hoped it was bed and breakfast. He wanted a little break. Seems like he had been working an awful lot, lately, and never getting a break. Well, he— 
 
    “Good morning, Sam,” Margaret came out of a room and smiled pleasantly. “Did you meet Charlene?” 
 
    Sam nodded, he felt a little fuzzy, maybe drinking that drink so fast, but things were looking up. First the cook gives him a drink, then Margaret was acting halfway pleasant. Maybe this little vacation wouldn’t be so bad after all.              “I’ve had this room prepared for your wife. Just leave the suitcases there.” 
 
    “My wife? I’m not sleeping up here?” 
 
    “Oh, Lord no. We have special accommodations for you.” 
 
    “What about my suitcase?” 
 
    “You won’t need it.” 
 
    Sam didn’t like it, but he put the suitcases down inside the room, glanced around briefly. It was a pretty comfortable looking room, a big window to gaze out over the forest, the bed looked soft and comfy. 
 
    “Coming, Sam?” 
 
    Sam snorted, then returned to the corridor and followed Margaret down the hallway. He didn’t like this idea of not sleeping with his wife. And he needed more than just the clothes on his back if he was going to stay there a month. Sounded pretty stupid to him. Still, he had gotten himself into this mess, might just as well do what he had to do. to get out of it. 
 
    Margaret led the way back down the hallway, down the stairs to the ground floor, then down the stairs to the basement. Sam followed along, still feeling a little fuzzy. Funny, it wasn’t like a bourbon high, but it had started right after he had drunk the drink. 
 
    In a far corner of the basement, illuminated by a single, yellow light, was his bunk. Well, you could call it a bunk, but it was more like a cot made out of planks. Narrow and hard looking. Two blankets were folded at the head of the bed, and a then pillow placed atop them. 
 
    Next to the bunk was a clothes rack with nothing on it. 
 
    “Here? I’m going to sleep here?” 
 
    “One blanket for sleeping on, the other to keep you warm. The weather is pretty pleasant this time of year. I think you’ll be comfortable.” 
 
    “Geez,” he muttered. He sat down on the lank bed. Solid as a rock. A hard rock. 
 
    “Now then, are you ready to begin your journey?” 
 
    Journey, huh? What a weird way to put it. 
 
    “You mean where I do all your yard work and stuff? Sure.” 
 
    Margaret laughed, then, “Please take off all your clothes.” 
 
    Sam blinked. “My…clothes?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Sam just sat and stared at her. 
 
    “My every command,” reminded Margaret. 
 
    Still, Sam just shook his head and wondered what the heck was going on. He wasn’t about to do yard work in the buff. 
 
    Oddly, the fuzzy feeling in his head sort of tamped down any kind of upset as to how he as feeling. 
 
    “What? Are you afraid I’m going to jump your bone? Molest you in the basement? Have my lewd way with you?” She had a broad grin on her face. 
 
    “No. I just…I didn’t think getting naked was part of it.” 
 
    “Well it is. And, just to reassure you, I have seen a penis before. You need not worry that I will take advantage of you. We have more important things to do than sate your silly fantasies. Your clothes. Please.” 
 
    Sam took off his shirt. Then he stood up and shucked his pants and his thong. 
 
    “My, if you aren’t the stylish one,” Margaret smiled as she bent and picked up the thong and looked at it. 
 
    Sam cast her a foul look. He felt absolutely ridiculous, standing there with his penis standing out. 
 
    And it was standing out. Sam was naturally horny, had been denied by his wife (who had played with him again this morning), and even though Margaret was an old bag, there was a certain thrill to disrobing in the presence of the opposite sex. 
 
    “What now?” 
 
    “Your shoes.” 
 
    Sam toed the heels of his shoes and stepped out of them. Then he took off his socks. Now he was really naked, and feeling even weirder. 
 
    Margaret picked up the bundle of clothes and shoes. She turned around and began walking out of the basement. 
 
    “Hey? What am I supposed to wear?” 
 
    “Your clothes are under your bed,” she tossed over her shoulder. “Come upstairs when you are dressed. 
 
    Sam actually scratched his head, then shook it. What the hell was going on with this lady? He bent and looked under the bed. He saw a dark bundle and reached under and pulled it out. He sat on the bed and unfolded the bundle. 
 
    It was a maid uniform. Black, with ruffles on the fringes, and a built in white apron front. 
 
    No shoes. Or underwear. Or anything else. 
 
    Just this stupid maid uniform. WTF? 
 
    Sam sat on the plank bed for the longest time, coming to grips with his situation. 
 
    A maid uniform. 
 
    And he had agreed to follow all directions. 
 
    But was wearing a maid uniform following…yeah. It was. 
 
    He held it up, it looked big enough to fit him. Course the chest would be saggy, he didn’t have tits. But it would fit. 
 
    Finally, after an hour, nobody coming down to get him, no way out of it, he undid the buttons in the back and stepped into it. 
 
    The skirt part of it bulged up in the front. Damn! No why did he have a stupid boner? At a time like this? 
 
    His back felt bare, so he reached around behind himself and tried to do the buttons. His arms, however, were too short, or not flexible enough, or something. 
 
    Damn! How did women get their arms all bent around behind them and manage to do this? 
 
    Oh, yeah, they didn’t have muscles, so they could bend their bodies all over the place. 
 
    Finally, he had managed to do two buttons, he stood up. And felt about as stupid as a man could feel. 
 
    And, feeling stupid, he walked across the basement and ascended the stairs.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FOUR 
 
      
 
    “Sam! It’s about time!” Charlene stared at him. Her mouth held a quirky sort of a look. Not exactly a laugh at him, but a rueful judgment on his ability to dress himself. 
 
    “I…can’t do the buttons.” 
 
    “Here, turn around.” Quickly, Charlene fastened the buttons. The chest part of the garment suddenly became tight. Except for the flap of material where breasts would have gone. 
 
    She giggled and flicked the excess material. “We’re going to have to get you some titties.” 
 
    Sam frowned. He didn’t think that was funny. 
 
    Then she looked down and it was her turn to frown. “Honestly, did you have to bring that hard on with you?” 
 
    He looked down, sure enough, his boner was causing the skirt to rise up. 
 
    Charlene suddenly slapped his dick. 
 
    “Hey! Ow! Don’t!” 
 
    “Oh,” she grinned, “So you want to walk around with your dick hanging out.” 
 
    “Uh…no. But I don’t want you hitting it!” 
 
    “Oh, Sam. You are so silly.” She caressed his cheek with one hand, then turned to the sink. On the sink was a tray with three glasses filled with yellowish liquid. 
 
    “Here,” said Charlene, handing him the tray. “Serve the ladies on the patio. Through that door, across the dining area, and out the rear door.” 
 
    Sam took the tray, but mostly because it was thrust at him. He really didn’t want to be a servant. Being a servant would be like being a…a…slave! 
 
    “Hurry along now.” 
 
    Still, Sam stood there. 
 
    She reached under his skirt and grabbed his penis. 
 
    Sam started, but his hands were holding the tray. He couldn’t swat her away. 
 
    She moved closer and actually nibbled on his ear. “Good girls get rewards. Bad girls get punishments. Which are you , Sam?” 
 
    “I’m not a girl!” he blurted. He was helpless, looking around for a place to put down the tray, but she held him where he was by the dick. She moved her hand up and down the shaft.  
 
    “For the next month you are. And you will do what you are told, like a good girl should. Won’t you, Sam?” 
 
    Now Sam was caught. He had to follow directions. But a strange woman was stroking his penis. And he couldn’t do anything about it. 
 
    “Sam?” Charlene asked softly, “Will you take the drinks out to the patio?” 
 
    Sam’s legs were shaking. His arms were already tired of holding the tray. Worst of all, he was close to cumming. 
 
    But if he came it would be like cheating on his wife! 
 
    And he gave in. “I’ll take the drinks out.” 
 
    “Excellent, little girl,” and she let go of his throbbing cock and kissed him on the cheek. Then she turned to the sink and ignored him. 
 
      
 
    Sam walked out of the kitchen, his boner straight out, his skirt raised up. He willed it to go down. Even though it felt so good, it was embarrassing. He couldn’t let his wife see him like this. 
 
    Yet, as he walked, his dick wouldn’t subside. If anything, it felt like it was getting harder. 
 
    He reached the big glass doors at the end of the big room and stopped. He waited for his dick to go down. Jesus! how had he gotten himself in this mess? 
 
    Think of baseball. Do algebra problems in his head. 
 
    His erection wasn’t going anywhere. 
 
    Suddenly a shadow appeared in front of him. 
 
    “Sam? Oh, good, you brought the drinks.” Sylvia smiled at him.  She was close to him, and her eyes hadn’t adjusted to the shadows after coming in from the sun, and she didn’t really see what he was wearing. “Come along.” She said, and she turned and walked back out to the patio. 
 
    Now Sam had no choice. He had to follow his wife. He tried to stay behind her and sort of to the side, angling so that the two other women sitting on comfy looking lounge chairs in the pool area wouldn’t see him. Margaret, however, quickly dashed his hopes. 
 
    “Put the drinks right here,” she indicated a table. “Then stand over there. Let us have a look at you.” 
 
    Sylvia sat down and Sam was totally exposed. He tried to bend forward a little, and so disguise his manhood. He stepped back to the position Margaret had indicated. 
 
    Margaret, Chanel and Sylvia studied him. Margaret was matter of fact. Chanel was grinning. Sylvia, now that she saw what he was wearing, had her mouth open in surprise. 
 
    “Well, it looks like somebody enjoys dressing up like a girl. Straighten up, Sam.” 
 
    Sam had no choice. He straightened up, and his dick pushed the skirt out to the front. 
 
    Chanel giggled. 
 
    Sylvia looked down and covered her eyes. 
 
    “Come here, Sam.” 
 
    Sam stepped forward, stood right in front of Margaret. 
 
    Margaret reach for his dick, and he stepped back. 
 
    “Ah, ah. Don’t back away.” 
 
    Sam stepped forward and held himself still. 
 
    She grabbed his penis, lifted the skirt and looked at it. Fondled it, began stroking it. 
 
    “The rules are simple, Samantha. And, yes, that is your name for the next month. Tell me that your name is Samantha.” 
 
    “I don’t…” 
 
    “Follow directions.” 
 
    “But…I can’t…” 
 
    “Tell me your name is Samantha, and maybe I’ll let you cum. 
 
    Sam grunted. He was horny. Margaret was pulling it, and now played with his balls. He was horny and wanted to cum. He looked at Sylvia. 
 
    “Don’t look at Sylvia. Eyes on me. Now, tell me your name is Samantha, and I will let you cum.” 
 
    Sam couldn’t stop breathing hard. He was close. He was conflicted. He didn’t know what to do. 
 
    “Sylvia. Tell Sam to follow my directions.” 
 
    Sam looked at Sylvia. His face was red and he had never felt so helpless in his life. 
 
    “Sam. Do what she says.” 
 
    Sam made a strangled sound in his throat, then: “My name is Samantha.” 
 
    “Excellent.” She let go of his dick. “You may finish yourself off.” 
 
    Sam’s mouth dropped open. “I…what?” 
 
    “I thought you wanted to cum?” 
 
    “I…uh…you….” 
 
    “Oh, you wanted me to make you cum. But I’m not your wife. I have no right to your silly, little dick. And Chanel is too busying sipping her drink.” 
 
    Chanel held up her drink and toasted Sam, a big grin on her face. 
 
    “And Sylvia…well, what have you done for Sylvia lately that she would want to stroke your inadequate personality?” 
 
    “But…I….” Sam went silent. Once again, he was caught. The idea of getting himself off, of masturbating in front of these three women, was too embarrassing. 
 
    “Well, if you change your mind, you may always ask for permission to masturbate. But I wouldn’t do it until you’ve earned some favor around here.” 
 
    Sam stood in shock. His penis throbbed and was purple. A little drop of pre-cum was actually forming on the tip. 
 
    “Now, Sam, you understand the rules. But you don’t understand the consequences.” 
 
    “What consequences?” he was too shell shocked to even sound surly. 
 
    “Pain and pleasure. If you are a good girl, you get pleasure. If you are a bad girl, you get pain. Would you like to know when the game ends?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “When you are fully accoutered. Every day you follow all directions and make good account of yourself, you will earn another item of clothing., or make up, and some other girly thing. Every day you don’t, you might also get an item of clothing, or a punishment. But I’ll tell you now that you won’t like the clothing, at least in the beginning. But, you won’t like the punishment, either. So I advise you to follow directions and be a good, little girl.” 
 
    Sam gritted his teeth. It was already too much. Then he had a thought. “What if I don’t get all ‘dressed up in four weeks?” 
 
    Margaret smiled. “Then on the last day of this little game I will give you a command you must follow. I will tell you that you must follow my directions for another four weeks.” 
 
    “What? That’s not the deal!” 
 
    “Oh, but it is. It is perfectly within the rules of our agreement.” 
 
    “What if I don’t want to do it?” 
 
    “Then your wife will leave you.” 
 
    Sam, stunned, turned and gaped at Sylvia. 
 
    Her face was still, sombre, and she said. “She’s right, Sam. I’ve had enough. You win this game, or I’m gone.” 
 
    “But you…” his head swiveled back and forth between the ladies. “But you can’t…you said you weren’t going to turn my wife against me!” 
 
    “I never suggested that she leave you.” But she had told her to deliver the ultimatum convincingly, so that Sam would believe it. She knew that Sylvia had no intention of leaving her husband, and she did not recommend it, but the threat was the ultimate club. 
 
    Sam finally managed to close his mouth. He stared at Margaret, his  eyes squinched with dislike. 
 
    “If there’s nothing else, please report to Charlene.” 
 
    Sam felt like exploding, to be summarily dismissed, as if he was of no worth, it ate at his sense of self importance like nothing else could. Still, there was nothing more he could think of, he had been neatly boxed in, so he turned and walked back towards the houser. 
 
      
 
    In the pool area the ladies giggled, and Sylvia said, “I never believed it possible. You can actually make him behave.” 
 
    “You ain’t seen nothing, yet, girlfriend,” chirped Chanel. 
 
    Margaret took a sip from her drink and smiled. “It is a wonderful day, is it not?” 
 
      
 
    Sam returned to the kitchen and Charlene immediately put him to work. He scrubbed the floors, cleaned the windows, scoured the ovens, arranged the refrigerator, and when he was done in the kitchen she put him to dusting the house. And it was a big house. All the while Charlene made snide, little remarks. 
 
    “It’s so nice having a maid.” 
 
    “Nobody can clean like us girls. 
 
    And the infamous, “You missed a spot. 
 
    Finally, it was time for supper. Dutifully, he pushed a cart into the dining hall and began serving the women. 
 
    There were a dozen other women in the house, aside from Margaret, his wife and Chanel. They ignored him, for the most part, except to ask for extra water, a cup of mayonnaise, a fork when one fell on the floor, and other little items. 
 
    In the kitchen he asked Charlene, “Who are all those women?” 
 
    “Ladies who wish to learn about FLR.” 
 
    “All those women want to…they came here to, what…go to school? To learn about this FLR thing?” 
 
    “Precisely.” She actually ruffled his hair with her hand. 
 
    Sam studied the women when he returned to the dining area. They were all different, but they all seemed like they were focused on something. 
 
    The odd thing was that Sam had never heard of a school out here. And especially not some kind of FLR thing. Not that he would have sought out such information, but he would have heard something. A rumor in passing by. A remark overheard in the grocery store. 
 
    He returned to the kitchen: “I’ve never heard of a school up here.” 
 
    “We are very select. We keep a low profile. Only very important women know of Margaret.” 
 
    Back out to refill water glasses, serve desert. And then, when the ladies all adjourned to the large hall, to clean the table. 
 
    “Not now,” whispered Charlene from the kitchen. She beckoned him with a finger. 
 
    “Take this cart out there and pour drinks and make yourself useful.” 
 
    Sam pushed the cart into the main room. The ladies had formed into three small groups and were chatting amiably. Sylvia was with Chanel and two other ladies. Margaret was with another group. 
 
    Sam poured wine into stemmed glasses and offered the goblets to the ladies. Without even a word of thanks the women took the wine and began sipping. Several of them lit cigarettes and began smoking. At one point one of the women motioned to him and held a cigarette to her lips and waited. When Sam looked blank she glanced her eyes to the cart, and Sam saw a lighter in one corner of the cart. He quickly lit her cigarette, then retreated. As a maid he felt like he was lower than property. 
 
    Finally, the women adjourned. Some went out to the pool, a couple went upstairs, and Sam was left with a mess. He stood and stared at the big room in dismay. 
 
    Charlene came up and stood next to him. 
 
    “What a mess,” he observed. 
 
    “And you’ve got to clean it all. And the dining room still needs to be done. And all the dishes need to be cleaned.” 
 
    Sam stared at her. Somehow, he hadn’t expected to be left alone to clean everything up. He had thought…he didn’t know what he had thought, but…it would take him hours to finish everything. 
 
    Suddenly he felt an emotion in his chest. A tight emotion. He sniffed. 
 
    Charlene turned to him and watched. 
 
    He sniffed again. Then the emotion became overwhelming. Tears filled his eyes, and he tried to hold it back, to hold everything in. 
 
    “I don’t…I don’t…” 
 
    On one hand, Sam was stunned. He was a guy! He didn’t get emotional! He didn’t get all teary when things went wrong. He just dug in and found a solution. But now, just because he had to do a bunch of dishes…but it was more than that. It was the whole day. Being treated like an object. Being made to wear a dress. It was getting to him. 
 
    But why didn’t he get mad? Why did he start to cry? 
 
    “Sam, are you alright?” 
 
    Sam began to blubber, and he tried to turn away, but Charlene had him. She grabbed him, bear hugged him, really, and held on. 
 
    “There, there. It’s all right.” 
 
    And Sam found himself letting it all out. Sobs wracked his body, tears poured as if from a faucet, his shoulders hunched and hunched as emotion had its way with him. 
 
    Charlene held to him. Whispered to him. “It’s going to be okay. You’ve just had a long day. It’s a shock to feel like a real woman.” 
 
    Slowly, Sam stopped crying. He was confused, and conflicted, but he was temporarily over his little hysteria. 
 
    Charlene lowered her hand to his groin and circled it around his penis. 
 
    Sam didn’t complain. He was empty. In a way, his mind had been punished enough, and he needed some softness. 
 
    Gently, she played with him. Stroked him. Hefted his balls. Grabbed his package with one strong hand and just held them. 
 
    “Not bad for a pair of marbles,” she whispered. 
 
    Sam felt it then. He felt sex rear its ugly head. He might be dressed in a dress, but he was a man, and a woman had a hold of his dick, and he started to react. He couldn’t help himself. He moved his head, was face to face with Charlene. They breathed each other’s air, their lips were inches apart. Sam moved his head forward and— 
 
    “Sam!” 
 
    Sam spun around. Sylvia was standing in the doorway. Charlene still had a hold of his cock. 
 
    “Sylvia…I…please…” 
 
    “I turn my back for one instant and you…you…and you’re throwing yourself at another woman!” 
 
    Her words cut into him. He was a man who kept his word, and marriage vows were the most sacred of words. And here he had been caught being untrue. No, he hadn’t done anything, except have his cock be played with, and Charlene still held it, but he felt like he had done something wrong. His intention had been to do something, so he judged himself to be untrue. He was deeply ashamed. 
 
    “Nothing happened! We…we just work in the kitchen together!” 
 
    “You’re a beast!” she exclaimed, and she took off her ring and threw it on the floor. She spun on her heel and fled up the stairs. 
 
    Sam would have followed her, but Charlene was still holding his dick. 
 
    “Let me go! I’ve got to explain!” 
 
    Charlene pulled him back around. “Sam,” she said sternly. “Let her be.” 
 
    “But I’ve got to…she’s got to…” 
 
    “You’ve already done enough damage,” she said, which made Sam’s eyes grow wide. It was as if Charlene was separating herself from the crime. “You have to let her get over it. You have to give her space! As a woman you should know that!” 
 
    It was like being dashed in the face with cold water. ‘As a woman…’ 
 
    He reached down and detached her hand and snarled. “I’m a man!” Then he picked up Sylvia’s wedding ring and headed for the stairs. 
 
    “Sam,” Charlene spoke authoritatively. He stopped and listened. 
 
    “When you’re done making a fool of yourself, don’t forget to finish your duties.” 
 
    Sam ignored her and took the stairs two at a time. 
 
    On the third floor he headed straight for Sylvia’s room. The door was closed and he tapped softly on it. “Sylvia? Honey?” 
 
    No answer, but he could feel her in there. 
 
    “Honey? We’ve got to talk!” 
 
    No answer. 
 
    “Nothing happened, and I’m sorry. I was just…I was crying and Charlene was comforting me.” 
 
    It sounded so lame. A man didn’t cry, so why had he? But he didn’t question that now, he was intent on winning his woman back. 
 
    “Honey? Please answer the door.” 
 
    And, finally, she did answer. “Go away or I’ll call Margaret.” 
 
    Sam was stunned. He didn’t know what to say. Margaret was the authority around here. Her being called was like summoning the police. 
 
    For a long minute Sam just stood where he was. Finally, he bent down and slid her wedding ring under the door. Then, sighing, he went back down the hallway, his shoulders slumped and his mind numb. 
 
    He was so sick at heart he didn’t even think to curse this place, or Margaret, or even his own damned luck. 
 
      
 
    Behind the bedroom door Sylvia sat on the bed and worried. Was she doing the right thing? Still, she couldn’t deny that she was getting a certain satisfaction. And everything Margaret and Sylvia had told her was exactly right. 
 
    They had told her to wait a moment, while they actually watched Charlene hug Sam and prime him, then they had almost shoved her into the dining room. 
 
    And she had accused Sam as they had told her to, and then ran off. 
 
    Yes, Sam was emotionally upset, which was the point of it all, but she felt just a twinge of guilt. 
 
    But, offsetting the guilt, was this weird sensation. This satisfaction. This pleasure, this idea of being in control. 
 
    He had controlled her so much, and now she was controlling him. Damn! It felt good. 
 
    Finally, when Sam slid her ring under the door, and then left, she had sat and stared at the ring. Then she stood up, went to the ring and picked it up. For a moment, she almost slipped it back on her finger. Just for a moment, then she smiled, and put the ring on her dresser. 
 
    This feeling, it was almost sensual, of being in control, of having the power, was too delicious to give up. 
 
    Margaret and Chanel had been right, and it was time to see how right they could be. How far could they push Sam? 
 
    And, thinking such thoughts, making such a decision, she actually felt naughty. And when she went to bed she actually—what was that phrase Sam used? Oh, yeah—rubbed one out. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FIVE 
 
      
 
    Sam worked as if in a stupor. He cleaned the main hall, sweeping up ashes, collecting ashtrays and wine glasses. Then he cleaned the dining room table, collecting plates and such in a grey tub, and being so out of it he actually broke two glasses. Then he did the dishes. 
 
    All the while he thought about Sylvia. 
 
    God! How could he be so stupid that he actually made a move on Charlene.  
 
    But he knew. Looking down at his upraised skirt, the boner sticking out so obscenely, he knew. He was horny. He was so horny that when a woman stroked his dick that he fell in love. 
 
    Not true love, but love for the moment. Lust love. 
 
    And that was his betrayal…his dick did it to him. 
 
    And he didn’t know what to do about it. He was stuck there. He had promised to follow directions for a month, he had gotten himself in this position. 
 
    But he hadn’t known he was going to be…sexually assaulted! 
 
    And that’s what it was. Make him horny, then wait for him to trip on his own dick. 
 
    And, in the back of his mind, Sam knew what was going on. Margaret was showing him how the other half lives. But with a vengeance. 
 
    Sure, his wife cleaned up after parties, but that was her job! Why did he need to know what she was going through? 
 
    And in that simple justification, Sam missed the point, and made his own life harder. 
 
    Finally, hours after his wife had stomped off, he was done. The big rooms were clean, the dishes were done and dried and put away, and he was about as tired as he had ever been. 
 
    Working all day, being forced to wear this stupid dress, the emotional turmoil connected with his wife’s treatment of him, he was done. He started for the basement, then stopped. 
 
    He was dirty. He needed to clean himself off. And what better way to do that than jump in the pool. 
 
    So, it being a warm night, he went outside. Nobody was near the pool, so he went to the shallow end and stared at the water. He reached behind himself and tried to undo the buttons on his dress, but he couldn’t get his fingers around the little buttons. 
 
    Finally, disgusted, he simply walked down the steps, uniform still on, and entered the perfectly temperature adjusted water. 
 
    Ah! It was heavenly. He could feel the day’s trouble and dirt sluice off him. He floated on his back and stared up at the million stars in the night sky. 
 
    Funny, even though he was tired, and the water was calming, his dick was ramrod stiff. Why wasn’t it going down? Heck, he knew that even if he had been taking viagra it would eventually go down. He wondered if he should talk to somebody about this. Then decided it was all bogus. A little hard on…a BIG hard on…never hurt anybody. 
 
    Although the way it felt now, he chuckled to himself, it felt like a weapon of mass destruction. 
 
    Then, tired, wrought over his wife, he moved his hand down, slipped it under the floating folds of his maid’s dress, and began stroking himself. God, it felt good. His hand moved up and down, his balls tightened up, and it wasn’t a minute before he was breathing hard. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” he murmured stroking harder, faster, feeling the knob with his other hand, using just a flutter kick to keep him on the surface of the water while he masturbated. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” And he squirted. A quick, hard flash of intense pleasure. Then he floated for a moment, then he lowered his feet, found the bottom of the pool, and walked up the slight incline to the shallow steps. Time to call it a night. 
 
      
 
    Sam was dreaming. It was that pleasurable place between waking and sleeping, and he knew he was dreaming, and he was dreaming of…Charlene? 
 
    Still partially asleep, he frowned. He didn’t want to dream of the cook, no matter how much she stroked his dick. He wanted to dream of Sylvia. He wanted to— 
 
    “Get up.” 
 
    Sam’s eyes fluttered open at the harsh tones. 
 
    “What?” he propped himself up on his elbows and blinked blearily. It was Charlene, and for a moment he actually felt guilty. He had been dreaming of her sucking on his…shit! He still had an erection!” 
 
    “You’re in trouble.” 
 
    “Huh! Why? I didn’t—“ 
 
    “Margaret is waiting in her office. You’d better hurry.” 
 
    Charlene stomped off. Even she was upset. But what had he done? He had cleaned everything and gone to bed!  
 
    He struggled upright, then swung his legs off the plank bed. His back was sore and he took a moment to stretch and try to work the kinks out. His maid uniform was still slightly damp, and he held his arms out a little, hoping it would dry a little more. 
 
    He climbed the stairs to the kitchen, where he was directed to Margaret’s office. He walked through the dining room and the main hall, and wondered why a couple of women were cleaning up. 
 
    But he had just cleaned it? What was going on? 
 
      
 
    Sam looked into Margaret’s office. It was just an office. Book shelves against a wall, a conference table on one side of the room, a weird sort of a saw horse, cabinets, and a big desk. 
 
    Margaret was sitting behind the ornate but highly polished desk. Chanel was sitting to one side and their heads were together. Skullduggery, no doubt, Sam thought. He knocked on the door frame. 
 
    Margaret glanced at him. “Come stand here,” she indicated a space in front of the desk. 
 
    Sam walked into the room, and saw Sylvia sitting on a chair to one side. “Honey!” he exclaimed, and he altered his path and went to her. 
 
    “Samantha!” Margaret spoke harshly, but he ignored her. 
 
    “Honey, I’m so sorry. It was all a mistake. You’ve got to let me explain.” 
 
    Sylvia merely turned her head to the side and refused to look at him. 
 
    “Sam. Stand where you are told.” 
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    “Sam!” 
 
    “Baby! Sylvia! Talk to me!” 
 
    And Sylvia spoke in a low voice: “You’d better follow directions.” 
 
    And there it was. 
 
    “Sam,” a little softer, because everybody could tell he had broken. The revolt was at an end. 
 
    Sam shuffled to a spot in front of the desk. He stood like a recalcitrant school child. Sullen and upset and not knowing what was going on. 
 
    Margaret stared at him with an expression cold enough to freeze pork chops. 
 
    “What?” Sam asked in his most unfriendly manner. 
 
    Margaret cleared her throat. “I have some very bad reports here.” 
 
    Sam just stared at her. 
 
    Each of these offenses is punishable. In fact, there are more offenses than should be punished at one time. And it is for this reason only that I am inclined to be merciful. 
 
    “Merciful?” he retorted. “My wife is upset with me, and I’m supposed to worry about your so called ‘mercy?’ 
 
    Margaret continued without missing a beat. “The great hall was a mess. It was poorly cleaned. The dining room was also a mess. In addition, two glasses were broken—“ 
 
    Sam interrupted. “I was tired. You worked me all day, fed me scraps, and…and I was too tired.” 
 
    Margaret scribbled on the side of the sheet of paper she was reading from. She said as she wrote, “Samantha makes excuses and does not accept responsibility.” 
 
    Sam’s eyebrows lowered. He was getting pissed off. 
 
    Chanel, sitting to the side with a smug expression on her face, didn’t help matters. 
 
    Margaret looked up at him. “The kitchen cleaning was very inadequate, and, to top things off, a carrot was missing from the refrigerator.” 
 
    Oh, yeah, On the way to the basement he couldn’t resist. He was so fucking hungry. He was guilty of this, so he didn’t say anything. 
 
    “We frown on petty thievery around here, Samantha.” 
 
    Sam still didn’t say anything. 
 
    She cleared her throat. “And, possibly the worst offense of all, you are guilty of unauthorized use of the swimming pool and…masturbating in it. 
 
    Instantly, Sam went from pissed off to embarrassed. Real embarrassed. 
 
    “You really jacked off in the swimming pool?” 
 
    Sam looked at Sylvia. “It’s like I been trying to tell you, baby. This place…I can’t….” But he dried up at the look of disgust on her face. 
 
    He looked back at Margaret. 
 
    “So what? I have to clean more dishes? What are you going to do about it?” 
 
    It was the wrong thing to say. On later reflection even Sam might have seen this. But on the moment, embarrassed, conflicted, his hard on showing under the folds of his maid’s uniform, he just said it. 
 
    Margaret sat back and steepled her hands and pursed her lips. “Samantha. You agreed to come here and follow all directions. You have not. And you must be punished. The punishment will be harsh, but fair. You will be wearing certain articles of clothing. You will not be allowed to touch your dick. You will receive a spanking.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Now, as to your spanking—“ 
 
    “Nobody’s spanking me, sister.” 
 
    “So you can’t follow directions. You act like a spoiled child, and you can’t even follow directions.” 
 
    “I told you he couldn’t do it,” muttered Chanel with a smirky grin. 
 
    “He will do it.” 
 
    “No he won’t,” disagreed Chanel. 
 
    “I won’t,” for once agreeing with Chanel. 
 
    Margaret opened a desk drawer and took out a sheet of paper. She laid it on the desk. She turned it around. “Please read this.” 
 
    Sam moved forward and focused his eyes on the fine print. 
 
      
 
    MARITAL SETTLEMENT AGREEMENT 
 
      
 
    THIS MARITAL SETTLEMENT AGREEMENT (this ‘agreement’ or this ‘Martial Settlement Agreement) is made and entered into by and between… 
 
      
 
    And Sam saw his wife’s name. And his name. Printed. His eyes flicked down to the bottom. There was a blank line for his wife to sign, but it was unsigned. 
 
     
 
    His shocked eyes raised to meet Margaret’s. He straightened up and turned his head to see his wife. 
 
    Sylvia stared at him, no expression, her lips a tight line. 
 
    “This…honey…you can’t be…” 
 
    And she said: “I don’t want to be married to somebody who can’t keep his word.” 
 
    Sam stood, like a mule that had been conked on the head with a baseball bat. Hard. By a home run hitter. His mind was blank, and sinking fast. His world was coming apart in shards and splinters. 
 
    “But…” he blubbered, but he couldn’t say anything further. His head turned back and forth between Margaret and Chanel and Sylvia. 
 
    “Ahem.” Margaret cleared her throat. 
 
    “What?” But he wasn’t asking so much as casting out, looking for a life line, hoping for some kind of salvation to this terrible thing that was happening to him. 
 
    “You could always keep your word.” 
 
    Sam almost blubbered, he was so quick in accepting. “Yes. Anything. Sure.” Then he was on his knees before his wife. Grabbing her hand and holding it, “Will that do it? Is that okay?” 
 
    Sylvia looked away and murmured, very softly, “It’ll help.” 
 
    ‘It’ll help’ wasn’t much. But Sam transfigured it in his mind into a full acceptance and blessing. He had to. There was nothing else he could do. 
 
    “Very well, Sam being willing to accept punishment, we will commence immediately. First, the spanking. We do have certain rules and standards here, and we always try to include any offended parties in our conclusions. Sylvia, how many spanks should he receive?” 
 
    Sam stared his wife. She looked at him, coldly, and he was sorry he had ever even heard of Chanel. She was mad, and he knew he was going to suffer. 
 
    “Twenty-five,” she said, and her voice was firm. 
 
    Sam gulped. 
 
    “And, would you like to use your hand? A paddle? A birch stick? A leather whip? Something else?” 
 
    “I think a paddle will be sufficient.” 
 
    Sam was now getting scared. His wife was no weaky, and she played tennis. But surely she wouldn’t, she couldn’t…” 
 
    “And would you like to administer the paddling? Or would you like Chanel or myself to administer it.” 
 
    “I’d like to do it.” And in that simple acceptance of duty Sylvia felt a sudden breathlessness, a sharp light that seemed to lance through her innards. A wetness between her thighs. 
 
    “Very well. Samantha, on the other side of the conference table is our punishment horse. Please go lay upon it.” 
 
    Staring at his wife with eyes begging for understanding and mercy, Sam rounded the conference table and stared down at the horse. 
 
    It was bigger than a normal saw horse and it was padded on the top. It was also short in length, and it was bolted to the floor. There were leather cuffs attached to the legs. 
 
    He lay down, and felt the extra embarrassment of having to scootch down a bit so that his dick wasn’t caught on the beam, but was allowed to hang free. Although the word ‘hang’ was totally inappropriate for his condition. He was hard as a rock. He was so hard his balls were pulled up tight. 
 
    The three women followed him, and Margaret said, “You may fasten the cuffs.” 
 
    Sylvia bent down to his ankles and pulled the leather straps tight and buckled them. She moved to the front and buckled his wrists to the legs of the horse. 
 
    “Sylvia? Baby?” begged Sam, but his wife ignored him. 
 
    Margaret and Chanel pulled chairs from the conference table and sat to the side of Sam. Chanel had the usual big grin, Margaret merely said, “Punishment is administered in a prescribed fashion. Sylvia, if you could stand in front of Samantha and remove your clothes.” 
 
    Sam stared at the older woman, then his eyes followed his wife as she stepped in front of him. 
 
    “We find punishments are so much more effective if the wife is naked, for then the husband can see what he could have had if he wasn’t so rebellious.” 
 
    Sam stared as his wife took off her clothes. She had a good body. Hell, a great body, and his boner felt like it was getting even harder. Here he was, strapped down, unable to move, and mere feet away he saw her flesh uncovered, her large breasts hang free. He saw the woman he love, and made love to, and wished to make love to again. 
 
    Sylvia stood revealed, and stared down at Sam. And she realized: this is hot! 
 
    “Please show Sam the paddle, and say the required words.” 
 
    From a small table Sylvia picked up an oversized ping pong paddle. It had a dozen holes in it.  
 
    Sylvia knelt down, Sam looked up, and Sylvia said, “Samantha, you’ve been a bad girl. Kiss my paddle.” She held the paddle out, moved it forward, and Sam had no choice, he kissed the instrument of his doom. 
 
    “Take your position.” And, to Sam, “After each stroke you will count a number and say thank you.” 
 
    Sam couldn’t believe it. His heart was stopped, his mind was in shock. But here he was, and there was nothing else to do. 
 
    Sylvia hesitated for a moment, glanced at Margaret, who nodded. 
 
    Sam heard the whistle of air, it was a precise sort of whistle, high pitched as the paddle was moving fast, and then the paddle hit the flesh. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “OW!” Sam howled, shocked at how much it hurt. 
 
    “The bad girl has not counted, so the stroke doesn’t count.” 
 
    Sam stared at Margaret, he was far beyond shock now. He was in some loopy never never land. 
 
    Whish! SMACK! 
 
    “Ah…ah, one thank you.” 
 
    Whish! SMACK! 
 
    “Two, thank you!” 
 
    His ass had never felt such pain. He couldn’t believe how much it hurt. 
 
    Whish! SMACK! 
 
    Whish! SMACK! 
 
    He was crying freely, the tears sliding down his cheeks and making a damp spot on the rug. 
 
    Whish! SMACK! 
 
    Again and again and again. 
 
    Whish! SMACK! 
 
    Whish! SMACK! 
 
    Behind him, Sylvia was feeling the power. She had never struck anybody in her life, and she suddenly realized that she had been missing out. There was a freedom in spanking her husband, in striking back for every cross word he had ever said. For every frown he had ever directed towards her. 
 
    Whish! SMACK! 
 
    Now she was perspiring, and her muscles were loosening up. It felt like each stroke was getting stronger. 
 
    Whish! SMACK! 
 
    Whish! SMACK! 
 
    Sam struggled against his bonds, and now he knew why he had to be strapped down. 
 
    Whish! SMACK! 
 
    And then, at the twentieth stroke, something happened. He became overloaded. And pain became pleasure. 
 
    Whish! SMACK! 
 
    And he was aware of Chanel motioning towards his rear. But he was feeling so warm. The heat of the paddle had gone through his entire body. Endorphins had kicked in, and…he liked it! 
 
    Whish! SMACK! 
 
    “Oh,” he grunted. “Twenty-one. thank you.” But his voice was soft. 
 
    “Stop,” said Margaret. 
 
    Sylvia stopped, but looked disappointed. Truth was, she had almost had an orgasm. She was close. Her thighs were warm and wet. She felt that ocean reaching for her, wanting to drown her in pleasure. Just a few more strokes and — “Why?” 
 
    Sam was in a haze of pain and pleasure. The terrible pain in his butt had transformed into a heat that had swallowed his body. He didn’t understand why his punishment was being stopped, but he didn’t care. He was in some kind of zone where everything was wonderful. 
 
    Margaret stood up and walked to Sam’s rear and pointed at his penis. “If the bad girl has an accident we always stop. The punishment has resulted in a desired result.” 
 
    Sylvia stared down, and her eyes opened. She had been so intent on striking his fanny that she missed the fact that his penis had squirted. white semen was still dripping to the floor, and a large puddle of man goo had formed. 
 
    “Oh, my.” She breathed huskily, “I did that?” 
 
    “Indeed, you did. Now release your husband.” 
 
    Amazed, Sylvia bent down and undid the straps. Margaret helped Sam stand up. “Come, Samantha, and let us see to the rest of your punishment.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SIX 
 
      
 
    Sam stood in front of Margaret’s desk again. He started to rub his ass, but stopped at a word from Margaret. 
 
    Interestingly, he had lost the desire to revolt. 
 
    Had it been beaten out of him? He supposed it had, in one sense. 
 
    But, in reality, the state of mind he had found while being paddled was what had done it.  
 
    He accepted things. He had learned to accept the pain, and in that acceptance he had learned to accept…himself? His situation? 
 
    It would be temporary, he understood this, but, at least for a while, he was calm and even happy. 
 
    Happy that his wife had beaten him to within an inch of his life. Who would have thought? 
 
    “What’s your shoe size, Samantha?” 
 
    “Size 9.” He answered. 
 
    Without looking at him, she was examining the contents of a large dresser drawer, Margaret said, “Size 9, ma’am.” 
 
    And Sam, glowing with his new state of mind, merely repeated, “Size 9, ma’am.” 
 
    Chanel explained to the open mouthed Sylvia. “When they get like this they are so agreeable. It’s very pleasant. A husband should be beaten like this often.” 
 
    The two girls were sitting in chairs at the side of the room, and Sylvia’s mouth was open as she inspected the attitude her husband displayed. Respectful. Happy. Even satisfied. 
 
    “This is where you ask for a new car,” Chanel nudged Sylvia. Sylvia looked at her friend, who nodded. 
 
    Sylvia said, “Sam…Samantha. I’m going to buy a new car.” 
 
    “Of course, dear.” 
 
    “And you’re going to pay for it.” 
 
    “Yes, dear.” 
 
    Not a hesitation, not a glimmer of upset. Sylvia’s mouth hung open in surprise. 
 
    “Okay, 9 is a good size, we’ve got lots of those.” Margaret turned around and held up a pair of high heels. They were four inches, which looked like a skyscraper to Sam, but he didn’t object. He didn’t want to interfere with this new feeling inside him. 
 
    Margaret sat down and put them on her desk. “Sit over there and put them on.” 
 
    Sam picked up the shoes and went to a nearby chair. He sat gingerly. Just because he was happy didn’t mean that his ass wasn’t sore. On the contrary, it was as sore as it had ever been. When he was young he had received spankings, but never anything like this. Still, he sat down, gingerly, and examined the shoes. 
 
    Four inch heels, moderately wide, with steel caps. The backs were half up the ankle, and they were made of leather. The zipper was curious. The zipper went up and flapped over a small ring, and there was a piece of metal, like a door latch, that swung over the zipper. 
 
    Sam slipped them on, put his feet on the ground, and zipped the front up. 
 
    “Chanel?” 
 
    Chanel rose and went to Margaret and picked up something from her desk. Then she knelt in front of Sam and did something with the shoes.  While she did it she sneaked a look at Sam’s erection. though he had just cum, he was standing stiff and proud under his dress. 
 
    When she straightened up Sam could see that she had flipped the latch over the ring, trapping the zipper, and placed a small but sturdy padlock on the shoe. Sam wasn’t going to be taking these shoes off. 
 
    “Stand up, Samantha.” 
 
    Sam stood up in wonder. Oddly, though he felt taller, he also felt smaller. There was something about being in women’s shoes, being trapped in women’s shoes, that humbled him. The good and glorious feeling he had earned through his spanking began to dissipate. 
 
    “What is this?” 
 
    “You will now do all your chores like this.” 
 
    “But…why?” 
 
    “Women wear high heels all the time. Are you saying you can’t?” 
 
    Once again, Sam was caught. His pride wouldn’t let him say he couldn’t, yet he knew he was going to have trouble. 
 
    “I…okay.” There was just enough of the good feeling left that Sam managed to accept this new embarrassment. 
 
    Sylvia shook her head in disbelief. 
 
    Margaret brought out the second article of clothing and placed it on her desk. It was a plastic tube, about eight inches long, with a ring at the base. A little silver bell hung from the tip. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “As I said, you are forbidden to touch your penis. No more of these silly accidents you are prone to. Put this on.” 
 
    Sam walked to desk. Well, he staggered to the desk, almost falling, but catching himself at the last second. He stared at the tube. 
 
    “This is a cock tube. A chastity device. Normally they are small, and designed to restrict erections and orgasms. This one is a bit larger, however, as you seem to be very excited by wearing women’s clothes. 
 
    Sam turned a bit red at that. 
 
    “Place the tube over your cock, pull your balls through the ring, and Sylvia will lock it.” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    Nobody said anything.  
 
    Sam felt like he was being emasculated. Not to even be able to touch his dick? Let alone rub one out? It was…unnatural. How could he… 
 
    “Samantha. Do we need to give you another spanking?” 
 
    Sam’s mouth opened and closed like a fish breathing water. He couldn’t…he had never…first the dress, and now not even allowed…his own dick! Thoughts flashed through his mind. He looked at Margaret. Her face held no emotion. She just waited. 
 
    He turned and stared at Sylvia. No help there. She had just spanked his bottom, and she looked like she wanted to do it again. Hell, she looked like she enjoyed it and REALLY wanted to do it again. 
 
    Margaret: “Put it on.” 
 
    And the only thing that made Sam do it was the fact that it was laying on top of the Marital Settlement Agreement. Through the plastic he could actually read parts of the contract. 
 
    He reached forward and picked up the tube. Carefully, he slipped his dick into it, then began pushing his balls through the ring. It was tight, his erection felt very constricted, but he did it. Finally, he stood, holding the thing together, the padlock loop sticking up. The silver bell had made a few dull tinks, but then it wasn’t hanging free yet. 
 
    “Sylvia, would you do the honors?” Margaret pushed a lock across her desk. 
 
    Sylvia stood up and came to the desk. She picked up the lock and looked at it. It was sturdy. No picking this one. It would take a major tool to cut it. She looked at Sam. 
 
    Sam’s face was red. He was recovering from his high and was going low.  
 
    “Is there anything you wish to say to Samantha before you lock him away?” 
 
    “Sylvia had been coached, and she said, “You really hurt my feelings…Samantha.” Then she threaded the padlock and pushed it together. 
 
    Click. Which sounded to Sam like…CLICK! 
 
    He stared down at his penis. He could see it. It was hot and throbbing. He could feel the plastic squishing it. His balls felt big and full, and they bounced around outside the device. 
 
    “Because I am merciful,” said Margaret, “we will do without further punishments. However, when you leave this room you had better learn to hurry. If you do something wrong…if you are even slow…you can be punished again.” 
 
    Sam stood, humbled, embarrassed, and emasculated. He couldn’t even touch his dick. And the worse thing, it almost felt like that turned him on even more. It felt like in just the few short seconds his dick had been imprisoned it grown harder, tried to bully its way out of the cage. 
 
    “Now, you’ve taken enough of our time. Report to the kitchen. And be quick.” 
 
    Sam turned and walked out of the room. As he walked the little bell tinkled. It wasn’t a loud tinkle, but to Sam’s ears it sounded like: TING! TING! TING!  
 
      
 
    In Margaret’s study the ladies giggled.  
 
    “Oh, that was good,” observed Margaret. 
 
    “Did you see the look on his face? It was like he had lost his best friend!” 
 
    “In a way, he has,” Sylvia laughed. 
 
    Margaret said, “If you could pour the champagne, Chanel?” 
 
    Chanel went to a wet bar in a corner of the room and filled three flutes. Bubbles floated up through the clear liquid.  
 
    “Now, there is only one thing left to do.” Margaret led by example and sipped a bit of champagne. 
 
    “What else is left?” asked Sylvia. She was feeling pretty damned wet down there, and she wanted to go to her room for a short while. 
 
    Margaret smiled. “Drink this champagne…and then you must retire to your room. 
 
    Now it was Sylvia who was embarrassed, but it was a happy embarrassed.  
 
    “You see,” Margaret continued, “There is something about putting a man in his place that is heady, powerful, and causes a woman’s juices to flow. I imagine you’ve got quite a bit of warmth running through you right now. 
 
    Sylvia nodded. Sipped. Said, “You can say that again.” 
 
    Chanel: “You’ve got quite a bit of warmth running through you…” 
 
    The three ladies giggled, finished their champagne, and then Sylvia excused herself and ran upstairs. She couldn’t wait to rub her button to a glorious and frothy orgasm. 
 
      
 
    Sam walked down the hall, holding the wall to keep his balance. He listened to the bell. He tried to touch his hard on, but couldn’t. 
 
    Through the great hall, and a couple of women turned and stared at him, which caused him even more embarrassment. One of them even giggled. 
 
    Into the dining room. Breakfast was done and the table was a mess. He knew he had to clean it. But he was walking so slowly it would take him hours. 
 
    Oddly, the shoes elevated his ass, which tilted his hips down, which made his boner, instead of sticking straight out and being covered by the ruffles of his maid uniform, stick slightly down, and made it easy to see. 
 
    He tried to straighten his knees and tilt his hips the right way, but he could only make a few steps before it hurt and he had to let his body assume its normal posture. Normal in relationship to wearing high heels. 
 
    And, worst of all, in addition to the little tinkling of the bell, the steel caps on his heels made sounds.  
 
    Not a click, click, click, like a normal woman, but shuffling clish, clish, clish. And he realized that when he did make the shoes go click, click, click, it would be better, it would mean he was walking correctly, but it would also be worse. He would be walking more like a woman. 
 
    Not a man. 
 
    Like a woman. 
 
    And he began to feel emotional, like he had the night before. 
 
    He entered the kitchen and sniffled. 
 
    Charlene had heard him coming, there was no mistaking that ‘clish, clish’ sound, and she was smiling. She quickly doused the smile and turned around. 
 
    “Samantha?” 
 
    Sam stared at the cook. She was wearing no clothes. No top. No bra.  No dress. No panties. The only thing she wore was a pair of shoes. Very comfortable looking shoes. 
 
    Sam examined her form. He couldn’t help himself. He stared at her thin waist, the round of her hips, the smattering of hair between her thighs. Her breasts were large, and the tips were erect, and Sam could only gawp. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You…you’re not wearing…” 
 
    “Does that disturb you?” 
 
    Sam looked down at his throbbing penis. It felt even harder. He gave a subtle lurch of the hips, a subconscious motion because of his state of horniness. 
 
    “No. I…I don’t mind.” 
 
    “Silly, Samantha,” Charlene murmured. “We keep our clothes on the first day or two to help men adapt and accept. But you’ve been broken in, right?” 
 
    Broken in? Yes. He felt his bright red ass and thought: Maybe even broken. 
 
    “Now, you’re sadly behind. The cart is over there, and you need to make everything double clean to make up for last night.” 
 
    Sam struggled over to the cart, and found that pushing it gave him something to grab onto and helped his balance. He pushed it out to the dining room and began cleaning the mess. 
 
    Sam worked four hours, his bell tinkling and his shoes tapping, and accomplished what it had taken him two hours to do the day previous. He simply couldn’t move fast enough. 
 
    At one point Charlene actually came in and helped him. “Sam, you’ve got to move faster. I don’t want to report you. And I’ll bet you don’t want any more punishment.” 
 
    And Sam didn’t. Yes, he had cum, but his ass hurt, and when he thought about it, a flick of the dick didn’t compare to being too sore to walk properly, or to even sit down. 
 
    Finally, the dining room was clean, and just in time for lunch. He pushed the cart in and placed plates in front of the women and tried to go as fast as he could. 
 
    Margaret, Chanel and Sylvia, entered the dining room. Sylvia had a satisfied glow to he and a secretive smile on her face, and Sam wondered what she had been up to? She only looked like that after…oh my god! Did she masturbate? After what happened to him? 
 
    Oddly, the thought was exciting. He felt his dick throb in its cage. 
 
    After lunch was done Margaret tapped on a glass with a spoon. Sam was at the far end of the table putting dishes on to the cart. Respectfully, he stopped and waited. He had been told not to move when Margaret spoke. 
 
    “Ladies, I wish to announce that Samantha is at your service. If you need anything done, please ask her.” Then she sat down. 
 
    Once again Sam’s jaw dropped, but he quickly pushed his jaw up. There was a light patter of applause, then he continued with his clean up.  
 
    “Samantha, I would like some more water.” 
 
    Sam said, “Yes, ma’am, and darted into the kitchen as best he could, considering his already sore feet, the bell tinkling and causing him to turn red, and returned with a glass of water. 
 
    He began filling the cart again, and another lady said, “Samantha, I think I need some more water.” 
 
    Sam stared, but only for a moment, then he took the glass she offered, which was still half full, and went to the kitchen. He almost fell, he was trying to hurry, but returned with a glass. 
 
    “Thank you, Samantha, but you are awfully slow.” 
 
    “That’s because he doesn’t know how to walk.” 
 
    Everybody at the table giggled, and one wit said, “But everybody knows how to walk.” 
 
    Sam was bright red now. He was a manly man, at least he thought he was, and he was fine with walking. Or running, or anything else they wanted him to try. But not in heels! 
 
    One of the girls, the first one who had asked for water, took mercy on him. 
 
    “Samantha, to walk in heels you must place one foot in front of the other, maybe even cross over a little bit. You must let your ass sway suggestively, and let yourself go.” 
 
    “Show her!” came a chorus of yells, and the girl, who’s name was Lindsay, stood up and sashayed across the room. Sure enough, she walked on a line, with a loud Click! Click! Click! and her ass swayed back and forth. 
 
    The women all catcalled and clapped, and Lindsay turned with a flourish and struck a pose. Everybody cheered. 
 
    “Now you try it, Samantha.” 
 
    Sam didn’t want to, but Lindsay came to him and pulled him away from the security of the cart. “Imagine a line, walk down it.” 
 
    Sam tried, and, darn, if it didn’t sort of work! The clish clish stopped and he actually managed to hear a diminutive click, click, click. 
 
    “That’s it, girlfriend, put your ass into it!” 
 
    So Sam did it again, and it was easier. And the trick, he realized, was to not resist, to not struggle against, but to go with. 
 
    And the women pushed him to a third run, and while he wasn’t sexy, it still worked, and with Lindsay walking next to him he felt like he was absorbing some of her carefree energy. 
 
    She reached the end of her line and whirled and struck a pose. She looked at him and laughed, “Now you!” 
 
    So Sam did. 
 
    The room went wild, girls cheering and laughing, and the embarrassment, for a change, wasn’t bad. It felt sort of good. Like he had been, however temporarily, accepted. It felt like … then he saw Sylvia. 
 
    She was sitting halfway up the table and she glared at Sam.  
 
    Sam cringed inside. He shrunk until he felt an inch tall. 
 
    Quickly, he ran to his cart and pushed it back into the kitchen, and he didn’t come back out until all the women had departed. 
 
      
 
    Sam worked hard that day. Truth, he still felt some of that glow he had experienced when he had been spanked. That helped him, and he adapted, and tried hard, and by the time the day was done, the meals served, the clean up done, the ladies waited on as they wished, and Sam was about as tire as he had ever been, he still felt good. 
 
    Yes. He was always embarrassed. 
 
    Yes, his dick constantly throbbed, and it hung down where everybody could see it. Some of the ladies even took great pleasure in giving him a mock hand job, knowing how it turned him on. 
 
    But he had fulfilled his obligations. He had kept his word. 
 
    Heck, if he could keep this up, maybe he could even get Sylvia to forgive him. 
 
    Walking downstairs he imagined Sylvia accepting him once again. Hugging him, kissing him, even stroking him. 
 
    He walked across the basement, and stopped. There was something on his bunk. 
 
    Sam advanced slowly, then stopped again. It was a bra and two breasts. Well, breast forms. The kind of thing that men in drag wore. Cross dressers. 
 
    Then he had a thought. Isn’t that what I am? Isn’t that what I am doing? 
 
    He picked up the bra. It was obviously sized for him, and the cups were enormous. But then his frame was larger than a woman’s, they should be enormous. 
 
    He sat down, the bra on his lap, and wondered. What was happening to him? What was going on in his mind? 
 
    He was wearing a dress. And when he was spanked…he had even…he had cum. And he remembered walking in front of the ladies, getting applause for the simple trick of turning and striking a pose. 
 
    What was happening to him. 
 
    And, his body suddenly feeling warm, he realized something: I want to put on this bra. 
 
    He had never worn a bra. Heck, he even got a little embarrassed, though in a fascinated way, when he had to do the wash and had to pick up his wife’s bra and put it in the machine. 
 
    Now he had his own bra on. 
 
    His dick throbbed down under. 
 
    His bra. 
 
    But how to put it on? 
 
    He couldn’t unbutton his buttons. 
 
    He thought about laying down, he was tired, but then he realized he wasn’t tired. He was excited. His penis felt like a heated, iron rod. His whole groin was exploding in warmth. His chest was warm, he felt like he was experiencing some sort of womanly hot flash. 
 
    But he couldn’t get his buttons undone. 
 
    He tried, but quickly gave up. He just didn’t have the flexibility. 
 
    Finally, not a thought in his mind, but a determination, he stood up. He picked up the bra and the forms and went upstairs. 
 
    Nobody in the kitchen. He almost gave up. It was too much, but then he heard voices. He cracked the door and peeked into the dining room. 
 
    Lindsay and another girl were chatting over coffee. Or, rather, he could tell from their attitudes, they were finishing up chatting. 
 
    They hugged, air kissed, and then one of the women left. 
 
    Lindsay sat at the table. She took a final gulp of coffee, put it down and stood up and— 
 
    “Psst!” 
 
    She looked at the door and saw Sam. 
 
    Sam crooked his finger and beckoned her. 
 
    Curious, she approached him. 
 
    Sam opened the door and pulled her in. 
 
    “I…I…” now that she was here his courage departed. How could a man ask a woman to…to help him put on a bra? How could he… 
 
    But Lindsay say the bra and the breast forms. She smiled, a nice, quirky smile, and she said, “Having trouble?” 
 
    Sam nodded. His face was flaming. 
 
    “You’re so cute. Turn around.” 
 
    Sam turned and she quickly undid his buttons. He turned back around and she helped him pull the top of his dress off his arms. 
 
    “Now, you’ll have to do this yourself, someday, and it’s weird. At least for men,” she giggled. “You have to turn the bra upside down and fasten it in front, then put your boobs in it…” 
 
    Sam couldn’t believe he was talking about boobs, about having boobs, with another woman. 
 
    Another woman? Was he thinking of himself as a woman? 
 
    “…then you adjust these straps, and…” 
 
    And Sam was in a bra. And it was the right size and Lindsay adjusted it so it was comfortable. 
 
    “All right. I’ve never had to use falsies myself, if you’ve noticed I’ve got quite a healthy pair.” 
 
    “Yes,” said Sam. 
 
    She stopped, stared at him, then giggled and mock slapped his face. “Samantha! You little lesbian!” Then she slipped first one falsie in, then the other. 
 
    “There,” she tugged on the straps, checked to make sure nothing was loose, then she pulled the top of his dress up. “Turn around,” and she buttoned him. 
 
    She stood back and inspected him. She brushed a wrinkle out of his top, and smiled. “Pretty good, sister, if I do say so.” 
 
    If Sam had been red before, it was as nothing compared to now. 
 
    “Oh, look. Little Samantha is embarrassed.” 
 
    “No…uh…yeah.” 
 
    And he laughed. 
 
    And she laughed. 
 
    “Okay, Samantha, see ya around.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    “Aw,” and she gave him a quick hug, which was really weird because her big breasts got in the way of his big breasts. 
 
    Then she was gone. 
 
    And Sam stood in the kitchen and admired himself. 
 
    He looked in the window, but he couldn’t see enough. 
 
    So he walked into the dining room, then the living room, and went to the back. He stared at his reflection in the big glass doors. 
 
    He actually had a shape. And his calves were starkly outlined. They were too big, being man calves, but they had shape. 
 
    Of course he had too much waist, but the way he was eating, that would probably be fixed pretty soon. 
 
    And his chastity tube stuck out a little obscenely. 
 
    But his boobs! They were magnificent! They were big and round, proportionate to his size and mass. And he suddenly realized something: Men have boob envy! 
 
    It was supposed to be that women had penis envy, but that was not true. Why would a woman want something that was rarely seen? 
 
    Boobs, on the other hand, especially boobs as big as his, they were easily seen, and admired, and even coveted. 
 
    Finally, after a few minutes of admiring himself, Sam turned and went back to the basement. 
 
    What he didn’t see was the computer screen in Margaret’s office. And he didn’t see Sylvia and Chanel studying him, noting the way he moved, and making plans for him.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
      
 
    The following morning Sam awoke early and stretched. It was odd, it was hard sleeping on boobs, he liked to sleep on his belly, and he wondered if other women had this problem? After all, they had flesh breasts, and those tits might squash around and it might be easy for them to sleep on their bellies. But for him…still, he managed to sleep, and he did feel refreshed. 
 
    It was because he was excited. He, a manly man, excited because he had breasts like a little girl. Well, a big girl. 
 
    He swung his legs out from under the blanket and placed his feet on the floor…and looked at his feet. 
 
    They were sore, but, in an odd way, they felt good. The initial soreness of having to walk with his feet positioned in such an odd way had receded and he was left with that good soreness of recovering feet. 
 
    He stood up, and wished he had a mirror in the. basement. He wished he could see what he looked like again. He wanted to gaze upon his almost hourglass shape, upon his swelling hips and bulging bazookas. 
 
    Sighing, he crossed the basement, listening to the click, click of his heels, he was getting better at walking, and ascended to the kitchen. 
 
    Charlene was already up, and she turned from the sink, whistled, folded her arms, and leaned against the sink. 
 
    “Baby! Aren’t you hot!” 
 
    Sam was once again embarrassed, but he was also pleased. This being a woman thing. It was weird, but…and then he remembered Sylvia, and he was sad. 
 
    Charlene didn’t notice his sadness. She had a glass of his vitamins ready for him, and he went to stand next to her and drank the vitamins down. Then he felt something and looked down. 
 
    Charlene was stroking his encased dick. 
 
    “Oh…” and he started to pull away. 
 
    Charlene just held on, though, and stroked harder. 
 
    “What’s the matter, Samantha?” she teased. 
 
    “I’m married,” he stuttered. 
 
    “So what? I’m not touching your precious manhood.” 
 
    And it was true. She was touching the chastity tube, but it felt wrong. He said so. 
 
    She responded by going down on her knees and giving his chaste dick a blow job. 
 
    “Stop, I don’t…you can’t…” 
 
    But it was oddly sexual. And it was exciting. And he didn’t stand a chance of cumming, so…. 
 
    She stood up, continued stroking him, and smiled, “I know, if I was just to stroke it you wouldn’t feel a thing, but seeing me stroke it, seeing me suck it, that’s something else.” 
 
    “I still feel like I’m cheating.” 
 
    Charlene laughed then, and said, “Don’t. As soon as your dick got caged the rules changed. It is free game for anybody who wants to touch you, or suck you, or even fuck you. And your wife knows this.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “As soon as you walked out of Margaret’s office she was told that this is part of your training. That you must please every woman here, and if that includes getting handled, or sucked, or even being used like a dildo, you’re the one.” 
 
    Sam stared at her. “You’re kidding.” 
 
    “I’m not. You can ask…well, you better give her space. She’s still pretty pissed, I hear. But you can ask Margaret. Or even Chanel. They’ll tell you. Now, I understand you’re going to be doing different things today, so let’s get breakfast done quick.” 
 
    Sam and Charlene worked side by side then. It was early, so Sam helped crack a big pot of eggs, laid strips of bacon on a pan, and then cut and squeezed oranges. Charlene did a little, but she was letting Sam do most of the work. Oddly, this didn’t bother Sam. He was a hard worker, when he knew what to do, and now that certain ‘conflicts’ in his mind had started to resolve—now that he was accepting certain things as a woman might—everything was easier. He still tottered around on the heels, kept almost falling off the spikes, but he was moving. faster, and was getting quite a bit more efficient. 
 
    Heck, when he moved the right way his little bell didn’t even tinkle. much. 
 
    Sam loaded up the cart, he could hear the ladies chatting as they gathered in the dining room, and pushed it out the door. 
 
    He had actually gotten somewhat used to his breasts while preparing breakfast. It is hard to be turned on by yourself when you have to work, but now he wasn’t working so much as serving, and the ladies all admired his breasts. 
 
    “Samantha! Baby! You’re going to make somebody happy! 
 
    “Look at those Bosoms!” 
 
    “Woo!” and Lindsay giggled and felt Sam’s breasts. Sam didn’t really feel anything, but he stepped back and placed a hand over his chest and acted all modest, which caused all the women to laugh. 
 
    Then Sylvia entered the dining room. 
 
    Sam stared at her. He couldn’t help himself. She looked at him, her eyes went to his breasts, then she ignored him and went to her chair. 
 
    Lindsey knocked on Sam’s encased cock with her knuckles and whispered, “Go wait on her, ya lunkhead!” 
 
    So Sam, not sure about what he was doing, but impelled by the way everybody watched him, pushed his cart around the table. Sylva had pulled her chair in, and Sam leaned past her and placed a plate of eggs and bacon in front of her. 
 
    “Sweets for the sweet, ma’am.” 
 
    A couple of the ladies made a ‘woo’ sound. 
 
    He placed orange juice in front of her, then toast. At one point his falsies actually brushed her, and she looked at them, but she had no expression. 
 
    “Will there be anything else, ma’am?” 
 
    Sylvia shook her head. 
 
    “Oh, go on, Syl. Talk to the lug.” 
 
    “She didn’t look at Sam, but said, “No thank you.” 
 
    The women at the table all giggled and made little remarks. 
 
    Sam pushed the cart around the table, placing dishes, and he was pretty much ignored then, except when Margaret, who had just come in, leaned over and grabbed his cock. His tube encased cock. 
 
    Sam froze, and Margaret stroked it, and she looked right at Sylvia. “I told you, Sylvia, it’s just a penis. Fairly good size, pretty useless to Samantha the way it is, but you, or any of the ladies, can avail yourself at any time. 
 
    Red-faced, breathing hard, trapped by Margaret’s grip, Sam stared at his wife. 
 
    She stared at him, and for once she wasn’t angry. Now she was thoughtful. Her lips were pursed and twisted. Her eyes were considering. 
 
    And, behind those scintillating eyes, under that cool but powerful exterior, she was thinking: God, this is so fucking hot. He’s so damned horny, look at him, breathing out of control, face red, wanting to cum but not a chance…I could do that to him. I could stroke his hard dick, and not let him feel it. I could even use that pleasure tool…and Sylvia felt a burst of warmth in her groin. Not a cum, but more of a half a cum. Just a hint of the power she was beginning to experience. 
 
    Then Margaret let Sam go. 
 
    Tinkling and clicking, Sam finished serving, then headed for the kitchen, and now he was thinking. So what Charlene had said was correct. He was a sex toy. And his wife knew it. But how did that make her feel? He didn’t want to make her mad. He decided that he wouldn’t let anybody play with him. Of course, that decision went right out the window as, now that he had been declared, he became a target. 
 
      
 
    After breakfast, and doing the dishes, and his own meagre salad, Sam was ordered to report to Margaret. 
 
    He knocked on the door jamb, waited to be invited in, and presented himself. 
 
    “You’re learning fast, Samantha. You’re walking better, and how do you like the change of balance now that you have breasts?” 
 
    “It’s weird, but I sort of understand why women sometimes walk they way they walk, especially in heels.” 
 
    “I thought you might. Now the good news and the bad news.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am?” 
 
    “We’ve taken it easy with you so far. You’re new, you’re only a man pretending to be a woman, and we didn’t want to crush your fragile spirit.” 
 
    Sam made a small grunt, so low Margaret didn’t hear it. He had been given menial jobs, made to dress like a woman, spanked, and now he was a sex object, and that was taking it easy? 
 
    Margaret continued, “As you continue with this program you will find that we will be giving you harder tasks, giving you problems which demand more stress and creativity in your solutions.” 
 
    Sam wrinkled his brow. He didn’t know where this was going. 
 
    “So we are promoting you.” 
 
    “That’s good, right?” 
 
    Margaret gave him a rare smile. “That is a good thing. It means you are making progress. In spite of your little punishment yesterday, you have been making progress You have ‘earned your tits,’ as we might say, and it is time to accelerate you.” 
 
    Accelerate me, he mused in his head. It was a strange phrase. 
 
    “So you will be working outside today. Report to Lindsay in the garage. You may still be called upon to help Charlene, but then a woman has many roles, correct?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Very well, off with you.” 
 
    Sam turned and walked across the mansion towards the garage. All the way he thought about what this ‘promotion’ might mean. 
 
    And how Lindsay might treat him. 
 
    He was so deep in thought he didn’t pay attention to his gait, and was unaware that he was placing one foot in front of the other, swaying like a woman might sway, and making a delightful clic, click, click. Then just as he reached the kitchen, he heard himself, and blushed. 
 
    As he walked through the kitchen Charlene called, “Don’t forget to report for your vitamins, Samantha.” 
 
    He acknowledged her, then entered the garage. 
 
    He stared at the cars. He was still enthralled by the Atom, and the other cars were icons of power and beauty, but not so much. Now he was more worried about doing well so as not to displease Lindsay. 
 
    “Samantha!” 
 
    “Hi, Lindsay. I’m supposed to report to you.” 
 
    “Oh, baby, yes you are. Come here.” 
 
    Sam’s eyes opened wide as she grabbed him and kissed him. 
 
    Then she giggled, backed her head away an inch and said, “You’re supposed to close your eyes when you kiss, dummy.” 
 
    She kissed him again, and Sam closed his eyes, and he felt a rush of lust such as he had never experienced. His tool was throbbing. His balls were on fire, he had a warm feeling in his chest, so warm it almost felt like he had actual tits. 
 
    She explored his mouth with her soft tongue, sucking on his tongue, then nibbling on his lips. 
 
    “Oh, you’re good, Samantha, but you have to learn to kiss like a girl. Watch, be gentle, like this.” she grazed her lips over his, a tease, and yet he felt all aflutter inside. 
 
    “You try it.” 
 
    So he did, he brushed his lips across hers, and he breathed on her, and when she went to close in on him he backed up and kept that soft, gentle touch that wasn’t a touch. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. That’s good. Now nibble on my neck. That’s it, slide under my hair and tickle the back of my neck with your lips. Blow in my ear, nibble on my lobes. Oh, yeah. you’re a good lover. If only…” she grabbed his hard tube. His hard cock inside his hard tube. 
 
    “You’ve got me wet, lover. Time to do me. A woman can’t do work unless she’s satisfied. You must learn to always keep a woman satisfied.” 
 
    She pulled him into a storage room where a couple of sacks of manure were laying end to end. A blanket had been placed over them. 
 
    “Lay down here.” 
 
    Sam lay down, his dick was straight up, and Lindsay threw a leg over him and mounted him like a horse. She didn’t take her time, she was already wet, and she slid right down the shaft. 
 
    The shaft. His cock. but not his cock. 
 
    Sam stared up in wonder. She was beautiful. She had big breasts and she placed his hands on them. “These you can be rough with, but watch me carefully. When I start to cum you have to go gentle.” 
 
    She rode him then, slithering up and down his plastic pole, and he felt the warmth of her engulfing him, but no flesh. No spark. No magic. He was being used like a toy, a rag doll with a stiff appendage. 
 
    She was using him like a man might use a woman. 
 
    “Oh, baby. Samantha. God, I love you, Samantha!” 
 
    She looked down at him through half lidded eyes. Her face was flushed and she began moving harder, more violently, twisting her hips on him. 
 
    “Now,” she said. “You’ve got me at a fever pitch. Throw me over and drill me. Fuck me like you’d fuck a woman if you were a man.” 
 
    Sam grabbed her hips and threw her over. Oddly, it was difficult. He was a strong man, and he had flipped Sylvia over many a time, but suddenly he was weak, and had to struggle. Still, he made it, and he let his weight drive his spike into her innards. 
 
    Lindsay’s eyes went wide and she gasped for the pleasure of it. “Oh, fuck, yeah!” 
 
    Then Sam drilled her. He drove in and out. He drove straight in, then tilted his hips and pulled his tube out at an angle, exciting her nerves, making her hole happy. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” she grabbed him, bear hugged him, and held on. 
 
    Sam spiked her. He dunked her. He slammed the football at the goalposts. 
 
    With every plunge she gasped. With every withdrawal she clung.               
 
    Then she began to cum. Not a bang, like a man, or a woman who’s masturbated so much she cums like a man, but like a woman. Like an ocean picking her up and slamming her on the shore, again and again and again, a typhoon of waves that took away her senses and left her with a choice between oblivion and immortality. 
 
    Sam had paid attention, however, and when she began to cum he started to slow down, to watch her, to coax every last bit of juice out of orgasm. 
 
    “Ah…fuck,” she gave a final jerk of the body, then pushed him off her. For a long minute she just lay there, her hips pulsing, spasming, little spasms, as the ocean of orgasm finally receded. 
 
    “Damn, Samantha. Sylvia’s a lucky bitch.” 
 
    Which made Sam sad inside, but he didn’t show it. 
 
    “Now then,” Lindsay regained her feet, wobbled a little and giggled, “it’s time for you to cut the lawn.” 
 
    Excellent, Sam thought. He had caught sight of a sitting mower at the back of the garage. He was due for a little sit down time. Now if he could only score a beer…but it was not to be. 
 
    “That thing doesn’t work,” Lindsay led him past he sitting mower. “You’re going to have to use Old Faithful.” She pointed at a rusty, old push mower. 
 
    Sam stared at the beast. “Maybe I can fix the other machine?” 
 
    “Oh, we don’t have time for that.” 
 
    Sam did the math in his head. Fix the sitting mower for an hour, do the lawn in an hour. Or, use the push mower and spend four hours. Fuck! And he realized the plot here. Margaret had told him it was going to get tougher, and this is what she meant. Damned sitting mower probably worked just fine. 
 
    Lindsay watched him, a quirky smile on her face. She knew what he was thinking. 
 
    “Okay, where do you want the cuttings?” He had seen a catcher hanging on the wall above the rusty push mower. 
 
    “You can just toss the cuttings into the woods.” 
 
    Simple enough. If he timed it, he could toss the cuttings at the end of a run, make everything simple. 
 
    “Okay, can I get out of these shoes?” 
 
    Lindsay laughed. “Oh, Samantha, you are so silly.” She curled a hand under his chin. “A woman always wears her heels. Why would you want to give up your shapely calves?” 
 
    But Sam did want to give up his shapely calves. He had never cut a lawn while wearing heels, but he knew it was going to add to the difficulty. 
 
    “But my wife wears athletic shoes when she cuts the lawn, or even clodhoppers!” 
 
    “Ah, yes, but you’re still a woman in training. You have to earn that privilege. Ta ta, and thanks for the cum. It was glorious.” Lindsay left him then, striding across the cement floor with an ease and a swing of the hips that turned him on. Not that he wasn’t already turned on. He had just been balls deep in a woman, and been denied. He looked down at his cock. It stuck out from under the dress and was actually dripping inside the tube. 
 
      
 
    Sam pushed the mower, and quickly found that it was just as hard as he had thought, and even harder. 
 
    First, though the lawn looked even, it was anything but. There were small depressions all over the lawn. And there were a couple of places where sprinklers leaked and the lawn was sodden. 
 
    Second, his feet sunk in and he was constantly tripping. He couldn’t figure out whether he should push with the heels, or push with the ball of the foot, until he was already mired. 
 
    Third, the lawn was BIG! 
 
    It encircled the mansion and stretched nearly a hundred yards out to the woods, or the front wall, on all sides. 
 
    Still, mowing is work, and Sam liked exercise, so he dug in and did his best. Back and forth he went. Starting at the woods, turning at the mansion, and returning to the woods. Then he would dump the cuttings and do it again. And again and again. 
 
    He began to sweat. And because the grass cuttings were getting all over him he began to itch. And the worse he perspired the worse the itching was. 
 
    And, worst of all, he was feeling tired. Well, not exactly tired, but weak. He attributed it to the lack of solid food, the endless damned salads. Just eating vitamins wasn’t enough to replace his normal eating habits. 
 
    Still, he figured out how to use his weight, to lean on the cracked wood handle, and pushed the lawn mower. 
 
    Walking, occasionally tripping and stumbling, tired and sweating and itching, he saw the women lazing around the pool. 
 
    He saw Sylvia, sipping a frosty beverage and laughing with other women. At one point she looked at him, studied him from afar, then purposefully ignored him. 
 
    And, oddly, he began to feel emotional again, like he had the other day when Sylvia had caught him and Charlene, when they… 
 
    Sam pushed the thought out of his head. He tried to ignore the emotions, the warmth building in his chest. 
 
    His chest. He focused on his chest, on the large mounds he was so proud of. 
 
    They didn’t make it easier to mow the lawn, indeed, they made it more difficult, but he still liked the way they set, and bounced and moved as he moved. 
 
      
 
    “Samantha, report to the kitchen.” 
 
    Sam heard the loud speaker. He was in the garage. He had actually finished mowing and was putting everything away. That included wiping excess cuttings off the blades and making sure the mower was clean and oiled. 
 
    He quickly turned and trotted, then gave up trotting and walked, to the kitchen. 
 
    Click, click, click. His feet were tired, but the sexy sound enervated him. Listening to the click, click, backed up by the tingle of the bell, was like listening to music. 
 
    Oddly, he had forgotten about his dick, mostly, while mowing the lawn, but now he was reminded of it. It was still hard, but just thinking about it made it pulse harder. And it was still dripping. 
 
    He entered the kitchen to find Charlene waiting. She had a glass in her hand and a grin on her face, and that grin…oh shit. 
 
     
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER EIGHT 
 
      
 
    “Take your vitamins, little girl. Got to keep up your strength.” 
 
    Sam took the glass and drank it all. It wasn’t tasty, but it wasn’t kidney squeezings and toadstools, either. 
 
    “What do I need my strength for?” Sam asked, wiping off his mouth. 
 
    Charlene merely took his hand and lead him through the kitchen into the dining room. A couple of ladies saw them walk through, and one of them chortled, “Charlene’s going to get a little.” 
 
    Charlene merely laughed. “I’m going to get a lot, bitch!” 
 
    Laughter followed them out of the dining room and through the main room. 
 
    They went up the stairs, and passed Sylvia coming down. 
 
    “I need a fuck, mind if I use him?” 
 
    “I certainly have no use for him,” Sylvia sniffed, then she continued on down the stairway. 
 
    Sam was stunned. He had no choice in this matter, and she knew it. What was he supposed to do? 
 
    Charlene lead him to the second floor, down a long corridor and into a bedroom. She almost literally threw him on the bed, then stripped her clothes off. 
 
    Sam realized, all over again, what  a good body Charlene had. Small waist, big boobs, lush hips. Her face was quite pleasant. Oval with full, red lips. Her hair, which she usually kept in a bun, came loose and fell down her back. 
 
    “Come here, my little girlie,” she kissed him. Stroked his dick, which he knew was being stroked but could not feel, and the not feeling made him hornier than if he could feel it. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” she said, sounding a lot like Lindsay. Then she was on him, sliding down his dick tube, landing on his balls with a bounce. 
 
    She was a lithe, flexible girl, and she did squats over him, moaning and digging her fingers into her tits. 
 
    “Yeah, baby, fuck me good!” 
 
    So he did. He lurched and thrust and pounded his spike into her, but all the while he felt bad. 
 
    The look on Sylvia’s face. Not being able to do anything about it. Something in him was crashing and burning, and he thought it was his heart. 
 
    Finally, she came. And it was a good cum. But she realized that he hadn’t given his all. 
 
    As she dressed she said, “You’re going to have to do better, Samantha, else you’re going to get bad marks. You want to earn your next article of clothing, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Then get over your silly wife and start delivering.” 
 
    “I’ll try,” and he meant it, but he had this hollow feeling in his chest. 
 
    Charlene studied him then, and came to a conclusion. “I know what you need to cheer yourself up.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She reached into a dresser drawer and pulled out a lipstick. 
 
    “Decoration,” she muttered. He was sitting on the bed, and she sat on his lap, facing him, and began applying the lipstick. 
 
    Sam was frozen. He felt like he was out of his body. He felt the waxy stuff sticking to his lips. 
 
    “I use long lasting stuff, but if it starts wearing off come see me, okay?” 
 
    Sam felt like he was electrified. this was actually worse than boobs, in a way. He nodded his head, and it felt like he was a puppet whose head was being jerked up and down. 
 
    She stood up and inspected him. “Oh, yeah. Now you’re beautiful.” 
 
    Sam stood up, and caught sight of himself in a mirror. He stepped to the mirror and looked at himself. Charlene stood behind him with a great grin of satisfaction. 
 
    His lips looked fuller, plumper, and red. Bright red. 
 
    “There’s a plumping agent in my lipstick. Makes you look fuller, eh?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” He was almost afraid to talk, as if afraid that talking would crack his shiny lips and reveal the human underneath them. 
 
    She led him downstairs then, holding him by his dripping cock in tube, and showed him off to the other girls. 
 
    “She’s a great fuck,” she told one woman. “He’s still sad about his wife, but he’ll get over that.” 
 
    He saw Sylvia, sitting in a corner of the room, reading a fashion magazine and purposefully not looking up. He was petrified. He wanted to run to her and cry. But the ladies were all surrounding him, touching him, stroking his encased dick, and marveling at how sweet he looked. 
 
    “I’ve got an idea,” said one girl. “Let’s do a full job on him.” 
 
    This was greeted with handclaps and cheers, and Sam was tugged down a hallway and into a small room that was outfitted like a beauty salon. Several women were already in the salon, and they stared, then grinned, as Sam was pushed into a chair. 
 
    The woman all stood around and took turns applying make up. One applied eye shadow, another lengthened and thickened his eye lashes. Two of them worked on his blush and foundation. 
 
    Finally, he was done, and they spun the chair and cheered as he looked in the mirror. 
 
    He looked…not like a man. But not like a woman, either. He was somewhere in between. Oddly, his face looked a bit distorted from what he remembered, a bit thinner, probably those damned salads, almost like the fat on his face was being redistributed. 
 
    “My God,” he murmured. He might be halfway between been there and done that, but…he appreciated his looks. 
 
    “He needs hair,” somebody said. 
 
    A couple of girls said they had wigs, and they ran upstairs to get them. Meanwhile, more and more women were hearing about his makeover and showing up. All of them were complimentary to Sam. 
 
    “She’s beautiful.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t have believed…” 
 
    “I need to do that to my husband.” 
 
    And, a fateful glimpse of his wife looking in. The stolid face, the expressionless eyes, then she was gone. 
 
    Again, it seemed like it was happening more and more, Sam felt emotions. He felt like he was about to cry, but the women kept talking to him, telling him how beautiful he looked, and the emotions receded. 
 
    Then a pair of wigs showed up. 
 
    Blonde, long hair, light waves of curls. Quite beautiful. They pulled it over his skull and inspected it. 
 
    One of them said, “Off with his hair.” 
 
    “I don’t want to lose my hair!” 
 
    “You can’t always grow it back. But the wig will set better if you shave your head.” 
 
    So one of the ladies took clippers and snipped him to an inch, then another one shaved his head. 
 
    It felt weird to have his skull manipulated as she moved his head back and forth. Then: “Want to see something funny, Samantha?” 
 
    He really didn’t, but he was caught. He had to see. 
 
    They held up a mirror and he saw a bald woman.  Oval face, thinner than he remembered, bald, with full make up. 
 
    “Oh,” he said, disappointed. Not completely disappointed, as he had figured he would look odd, but he wanted to go one way or the other. Male or female, and, considering his situation, full female. 
 
    The girls laughed and consoled him. One of them stroked his tube and whispered in his ear, then nibbled it. 
 
    They put the blonde wig on him again, and suddenly he woke up. Straightened up in awe. 
 
    He was a woman! 
 
    Not a beautiful woman, but a slightly masculine woman. 
 
    But he wasn’t the half beast he had been. 
 
    Then they tried the brunette wig on him, and there it was. The shades of his face, the way the dark hair emphasized the hollows of his cheeks. This was the one. 
 
    “Okay, girls,  let’s do it. 
 
    They pulled the wig off and slathered his head with some sort of goop. He figured it was just more beauty treatment of some kind, but then they pulled the wig over and told him to hold still. Two girls kept their hands on top of his head, almost as if they were holding him down. The other woman chatted and discussed his make over, then, five minutes were up. 
 
    “Pull your hair, Samantha.” 
 
    Sam tugged on the wig lightly, but it didn’t move. 
 
    “You glued it!” 
 
    They all laughed. None of them seemed to think that what they had done was unusual, and maybe it wasn’t, for women. Sam didn’t know how they kept wigs on, and…well…maybe they did just glue them on. 
 
    “Stand up, beautiful.” 
 
    Sam stood up and they trotted him him across the room, the whole gaggle of them giggling and carrying on, and put him in front of a full length mirror. 
 
    He couldn’t believe it. He had shapely calves, a full bosom, and he looked thinner. which emphasized the curves of his hips. But his face, it was really beautiful. It was delicate, his eyebrows had been trimmed and were slightly arched, and his lips were full and…and kissable. 
 
    “Oh. My. God!” And he whelmed up, his emotions threatened to spill over, and the women all caught it. They group hugged him, dried his tears and cuddled him. 
 
    And, of course, stroked his unable to be touched cock. 
 
    Then, over the loudspeaker: “Samantha, report to the kitchen.” 
 
    Sam was ejected from the crowd, pushed gently along, and as he turned out of the salon and click clicked and tinkle tinkled down the hallway everybody cheered him. 
 
    From tears to cheers, and the warm feeling in his chest grew and grew, and suddenly he felt a little electrical tingle in his chest. 
 
      
 
    “My, my,” offered Charlene, “Looks like I started something.” 
 
    She examined his face, turned it this way and that, and said, “They really did a professional job on you.” Then she slapped his ass. “Time to get dinner ready.” 
 
    Sam helped Charlene cut vegetables and slice potatoes. He did the salads almost completely on his own, just a few words of advice from Charlene. And Charlene, for the most part, sat on the sink and kept marveling at how good he looked. 
 
      
 
    He served dinner, and found that he was adapting to heels. He was still sore, his feet hurt, but he wasn’t staggering and stumbling, he was walking one foot in front of the other, his hips swaying suggestively, even as he pushed the cart. 
 
    Oddly, the more suggestively he walked, the more his hips sways, the more his bell tinkled. 
 
    “Oh, Samantha,” chirped one woman, “You look delicious.” 
 
    Giggles, and Sam reddened. 
 
    “You’d better not bend over near me, Samantha,” gibed one girl, and everybody laughed, even Sam, though he was laughing through a red face. 
 
    But, as usual, the only fly in the ointment was his wife. He tried to talk to her, to wait on her, but she remained stone-faced. Even when the other women took a hand and enjoined her to forgive poor Samantha, she only smiled wanly. 
 
    Sam felt like somebody had driven a freezing spike into his gut. 
 
     
 
    After dinner he cleaned the dishes. Then hurried out to the great hall to attend to the women. And he was taken by two women, one hand in his, the other on his cock, and walked upstairs. Where they fucked him, and sucked his plastic peter, and then demanded that he suck them. When he was done, and they were sated, and he was at a fever pitch, they laughed at his ruined make up, then repaired him. 
 
    By now the day had been over long, and there had been hard work and so many changes, and his emotions began to get the better of him. But the two ladies hugged it out of him. He bubbled and burbled, but they hugged him, caressed him, stroked his long dong, and just made it all better. 
 
    Then he was returned to the great hall, where another lady took him upstairs and used him. Sam didn’t mind being used. What man does? But he minded the way he was always on the verge of tears, and he really minded that Sylvia wouldn’t give him the time of day. 
 
    Finally, the day was over. The ladies all went up to bed, or for a late night swim, leaving their clothes strewn about the great hall. 
 
    Sam did his final clean up. He stacked their clothes neatly and swept and mopped and vacuumed. He dusted. He wiped table tops, and, finally, sure that he had done a good job, he retired to the basement. 
 
    And couldn’t sleep. 
 
    He lay in the semi-darkness, looking up at the rafters, thinking about what was becoming of him. 
 
    He had started with a simple challenge to follow directions, but now he was being made to be a woman. He was becoming lingeried, clothed, heeled, and even made up to be a woman. On top of that he was feeling emotions like a woman. 
 
    He was Sam Hardesty, a man’s man, quick with a joke, or even his fists, and loving beer. 
 
    Now he sipped water with vitamins in it, and he cried. He couldn’t lie and say he wasn’t crying. Sure the ladies seemed to want to stop his emotions before they went to full waterworks, but he couldn’t deny what he was feeling. 
 
    So, was he Sam Hardesty? Or was he Samantha? 
 
    Oddly, he felt more kin with the female him. He liked the way the women accepted him. He liked the way they chattered, the way they air kissed and hugged, the way they treated each other. 
 
    Not like men, with their one up jokes, but like soft creatures who understood and empathized with one another. 
 
    Sam or Samantha. 
 
    But there wasn’t an answer. There was only what he was going through, and he didn’t know what it all meant. He had been a man so long…how could he change? And even if he did change…could he accept that? 
 
    Finally, exhausted from the long day, emotionally dragged out, Sam drifted into alight sleep. 
 
      
 
    And awoke. 
 
    What had woken him? 
 
    And he knew, immediately what had pulled him from sleep. 
 
    He stank. 
 
    Body odor. 
 
    He had worked all day, perspired like a man while he pushed the lawn mower, and he smelled to high heaven. 
 
    But, and here was a real problem, what was he supposed to do about it? 
 
    He lay in the darkness, smelling himself, and knew that he had to do something about it. The women hadn’t mentioned it, but he knew they would. Women were honest to a fault. 
 
    So he stood up and walked upstairs. 
 
    In the kitchen he walked to the sink and began to rub at his body with hands he wetted in the sink.               
 
    But this was inadequate. He knew it was. 
 
    He looked at a clock. Two o’clock in the morning. What could he do? 
 
    Then he saw a bottle of soap on the counter, and he got an idea. He picked up the soap and went through the dining room to the main room, and then to the open sliding glass doors. 
 
    He looked at the pool and wished that he dared, that would make everything much easier. But he didn’t dare. What he did dare was to go around the side of the house to where a hose was coiled on the lawn. 
 
    He turned the hose on, a gentle stream, then rinsed himself off.  
 
    Good start. 
 
    Then he lathered up the soap and began lathering his body, clothes and all. Soap under the arms, soap all around the breasts, it was almost like he could feel them—heck, he could feel them, there was a tingle under his breast forms—soap all around his groin, even pretending he was jacking off and giggling at the idea of making his horny but never to be touched cock squirt a load. 
 
    Then he bent over and began soaping his legs. 
 
    “Sam?” 
 
    Sam straightened up quickly and spun around. He was caught! He didn’t want to be punished again. He—“ 
 
    “Sylvia?” 
 
    “What are you doing out here.” 
 
    “I smelled bad,” he said simply, and that was all he was capable of saying. He stood and stared hungrily at his wife. She was so beautiful. She was wearing a pale pink peignoir, no bra, no panties, and she looked every bit as delicious as he remembered. 
 
    “So you decided to give yourself a bath. Or shower. Or whatever this is.” 
 
    He nodded, and gulped. He was feeling emotional again, and was afraid to say anything lest he burst into tears. 
 
    “Go ahead.” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    “I’ll just watch for a moment.” 
 
    So Sam followed directions. He was done soaping, so he began rinsing. He held the hose over his dress and washed suds off. He washed his hair off, his fake hair, and marveled at how realistic it felt. He stuck the hose in the top of his uniform and let the water sluice his flesh. 
 
    “Oh, Sam. You are so ridiculous.” Sylvia suddenly giggled. 
 
    He wanted to cry, and he did. Tears came out of his eyes, and he actually made a sobbing sound. 
 
    She came to him then. “Turn around.” He did, and she undid his buttons. The hose kept running in his hand, and he pointed it to the side. 
 
    Then she turned him around and pulled the top of his uniform down. She stared at his breasts. 
 
    They were large, shaped so realistically, and they even had prominent nipples on them. 
 
    She slowly reached her hands out and cupped them, heft them. 
 
    “Wow.” She looked up at him. 
 
    He looked at her. The tears had dried up but he was afraid to talk, but he managed to say, “I’m sorry.” 
 
    She took the hose from him then, and began rinsing him properly. “For what.” 
 
    “For being a bully. For taking you for granted. For not loving you the way I did when I first married you.” 
 
    She washed him, not saying a word. 
 
    And he said nothing more. When something come from the soul it only needs to be said once. 
 
    She finished with his upper body, then rinsed his lower body. 
 
    The water flowed down his legs, into and out of his cock tube, which was a rather unusual and sexual feeling. 
 
    Finally, she finished and tossed the hose to the side, then pulled the top of his uniform up and buttoned it. 
 
    “How are you going to dry? 
 
    “There’s a hair dryer in the kitchen. If I can get to just damp I’ll be all right.” 
 
    She nodded. She came close to him, causing his heart to leap in his chest. She looked up at his face. “You messed up your make up. Come with me.” 
 
    He started to follow her, then stopped. “Wait.” 
 
    She stopped and turned to him, “What?” 
 
    Quickly, he turned the hose off and began coiling the hose. He didn’t want any complaints when Margaret found out what he had done. And he somehow knew she would find out. 
 
    “Oh, just leave that.” 
 
    “I can’t,” he answered. 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    He stopped and considered the best way to tell her. He said, “I haven’t been much of a man, but that’s going to change. And…if I end up not a man, then I’ll be the best at whatever I am.” 
 
    Sylvia listened, and was heartened. To her this was a profound change. “Come into the big room when you’re done.” 
 
     
 
    Sam entered the great hall. Sylvia was sitting at a table, her make up kit beside her. Quietly, Sam sat down and stared at her. 
 
    She didn’t look him in the eyes, she just fixed his make up. “You have to learn how to do this for yourself, Samantha.” 
 
    “I will,” and suddenly he felt all emotional. To cover up the whelming of emotion he asked her, “Is there hope, Sylvia? Will I ever deserve you?” 
 
    Sylvia was done by then, and putting her make up away. She stopped, thought for a moment, then stared at him. “Sam, stand up.” 
 
    Dutifully, Sam stood. 
 
    “Turn around and lean over the end of the couch.” 
 
    Now Sam was puzzled, but he did as he was told. 
 
    Sylvia sat next to Sam. She lifted up his dress and felt his ass. 
 
    “Sam, I don’t know where we are going. You’ve done well the last few days, you give me hope, but I don’t know if I’ll take you back.” 
 
    Sam was crying now, tears were flowing, messing up his freshly applied mascara. He felt like his world was ending. 
 
    “But I’ll tell you this, Samantha, if we do get back together,” she ran a finger over his butthole, making him shiver, “then things will be different.” 
 
    She began push her finger into him. She was gentle, and Sam was electrified, but he didn’t move. Somehow he knew this was a breakthrough, that if he could let her do this, then anything was possible. 
 
    She penetrated him to the first knuckle, and he groaned. 
 
    She waited, letting him accommodate her finger. 
 
    She rimmed him gently. She traced the sides of his rectum, somehow worming two finger into him. 
 
    “Do you understand? Samantha?” 
 
    Sam nodded. 
 
    “Then say you understand. No more of this stupid, strong and silent type shit.” 
 
    “I understand.” 
 
    “Good,” and she pushed two finger gently into him, she turned them this way and that, found a little bump in his rectum and started to massage it. 
 
    For Sam, the small, initial bit of pain morphed into pleasure. He had never had anything in his butt before, and he suddenly caught his breath. 
 
    It felt good. It warmed him. All his nerves were excited and calling for more. 
 
    He pushed back, and then, suddenly, he felt like peeing. 
 
    “I’m going to pee.” 
 
    “Then pee.” 
 
    “But Margaret will get mad!” 
 
    “I’ve got your back, Sam. Beside, you can clean up a little pee.” 
 
    Sam couldn’t help himself. He felt the pee drizzle out of him, out of his tube, and then he heard it splatter on the floor.. Oddly, it felt almost like chunks. And a hot feeling suddenly exploded from his groin and swallowed him. 
 
    “Oh…oh!” 
 
    Then her finger was gone and she had her make up kit in hand and was striding away. 
 
    “Sylvia?” He whispered. but she was gone. 
 
    He stood up, feeling weak in the knees. He looked at the pee on the floor, and was stunned to find it wasn’t pee. It was cum! He had had his prostate milked! 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER NINE 
 
      
 
    Sam spent the next day working hard. He helped breakfast, cleaned dishes, painted two rooms upstairs—which was a new adventure, with him climbing ladders in spikes—and was constantly being interrupted to service one lady or another. 
 
    The women would simply show up and smile at him, and crook their finger, and he would follow them to a secluded area where they had their way with him. 
 
    Which made him hornier than all get out. He was in the women, dammit, but he felt nothing. 
 
    He felt all their emotion. He felt their flesh grow hot. Their hips pushed him and pulled him, swallowed him and spit him out, and he got nothing. But more horny. And more and more. 
 
    And, after they fucked him they invariably repaired his make up, made him pretty, air kissed him, and left only to make way for another. 
 
    He would have beat his meat no matter what, had he been able to touch his penis. Funny, he had been drained, but it just made him hornier. And his dick simply would not get small. It bounced around inside the tube, and leaked, and his balls were so full they were painful—real blue balls—and he didn’t know how he would stand it. 
 
    But he did.  
 
    And, at the end of one day, a few days later, he found a corset and nylons on his plank bed. 
 
    He sat on the bunk and stared at them. He loved the sleek feel of the nylons. The tight ribs of the corset took his breath away, even before he could put it on. 
 
    He went upstairs, but nobody was there. Nobody to help him into his new clothes. 
 
    He returned to his bunk. He would have to wait until morning. 
 
    Then he couldn’t. He simply had to put these kinky things on. He had  to take the next step and feel the slither on his legs and the slender of his belly. He had seen Sylvia wear such things, so he knew…he had to. 
 
    It took him a half hour, and he near dislocated his arms, but he managed to undo the buttons of the dress. He wiggled and contorted and pulled the top down, then slid out of the the uniform. He stood, naked except for his high heels and form enhanced bra, and stared at the corset. 
 
    It wasn’t one of the expensive ones, the kind that you have to pull the strings on in the back, but it was tight, and he knew he was going to have to use all his wiles and muscles, what muscles he had left, boy was he feeling weak, to get the corset on. 
 
    He sat on the bed and put his feet through it. He puled it as high as it would go, then he stood up and kept pulling. 
 
    Odd, his ass felt a little large. It should be skinny with all the work he was doing, but he shrugged it off and focused on getting into the corset. 
 
    He pulled and he pulled. He laid down on the bed and arched his hips. He bent over and tried to use his butt as a lever. He contorted his arms this way and that, searching for leverage. 
 
    In the end, he was exhausted—why was he so damned weak?—and he lay on the bed gasped for breath. He had it high enough so that breathing was difficult, but he could go no higher. 
 
    Suddenly he heard a sound. Click, click, click, as if from far away.  
 
    No, it was just upstairs, and the sound was faint because it had to go through the floor to reach him. 
 
    He listened to the heels, traced their path across the kitchen, then the door to the basement opened and Chanel descended. She was wearing a filmy night gown and her breasts were beautiful. He hadn’t realized how graceful she was, but it was like she was floating across the floor towards him. She had a bag in one hand. 
 
    Sam stood up as she got closer. He was embarrassed, but not as much as he had been in the beginning. He was getting used to looking like a woman, to doing the things a woman had to do. To being observed—and that critically—by women. 
 
    “I couldn’t,” Sam shrugged, and a little tear trickled down his cheek. That damned emotion was rising up in him again. It seemed like every day brought new depths of emotion. At least he wasn’t embarrassed by it. He was getting over all kinds of embarrassment. 
 
    “Oh, Samantha. You try so hard. Turn around.” She placed the bag on the floor. 
 
    Sam turned and Chanel gripped his corset and gave a mighty yank. It slid up his body and took his breath away. 
 
    “You were so close,” she murmured, as she pushed and pulled on material and flesh and made it fit right. 
 
    She turned him around and inspected him. He had the shape now. His hips flared and his bust…his bust was a problem. Chanel frowned. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “The bra and corset don’t go together. Here,” and she unsnapped his bra and took it off. He caught one of the forms and the other fell on the floor. 
 
    “You don’t need those,” and she took the one from him and picked up the other one. She placed them on the floor at the end of the bed. 
 
    “I don’t?” And he looked down at his chest. The corset was so tight that his chest flab—flab? I never had any flab before! He thought—was pushed up and created two perfect, little breasts. They weren’t big, like the forms, but they were big enough. 
 
    “I have tits?” 
 
    “Yes, you do,” she smiled, and she felt one. 
 
    Even his nipples were bigger, and Sam felt his nipple tingle, as if with a little shock of electricity. The tingle shot right through his body to his groin. “Oh!” His eyes went round. 
 
    She giggled, then bent her head to his chest and took one nipple in her mouth. 
 
    “Oh,” Sam repeated, and his knees grew weak. He could hardly stand as the sensations whelmed him. 
 
    “Nice, huh?” as she broke contact and straightened up. 
 
    “I…yeah!” 
 
    They were standing close then, just a couple of inches separating them, and Sam felt the heat begin. 
 
    “Oh, boy,” she said. Then she kissed him. And pushed him back on the bed. 
 
    “Uh!” he grunted, “it’s hard to sit, to bend, in this thing.” 
 
    “Then lay down.” 
 
    He did so, and she hovered over him, her gown spread and fluttering over him like sexy wings, her snatch searching for his tube. She found it, and with a grateful sigh, she slid down, down, down…and hit bottom. 
 
    Sam felt the pressure of her weight, and the corset restricted his rib cage, and he was having a problem breathing. 
 
    “I can’t breath,” he gasped. 
 
    “First time fucking has ever taken your breath away, eh?” she giggled. Then: “take shallow breaths.” 
 
    He took small breaths, and found that it worked, but he was light headed, and he felt her squirming around, driving more breath out of him, making it more difficult to breath. 
 
    “Huh!” He groaned. 
 
    “Shut up, sweetheart. Let me do my thing.” 
 
    So he did. He focused on breathing, and he felt her ride him, long, slow strokes. He felt the corset keep his body tight, he felt her hands on him, and he was more aware than ever of what he was wearing. 
 
    Then she sped up, and he held onto consciousness. She bounced on him with a vengeance, focusing on the spearing sensations of his manhood. 
 
    And, finally, she orgasmed. She arched and spasmed and actually gave a small howling sort of a sound. Then she collapsed on him, made it even harder to breath. 
 
    He gasped, desperate for air, and she laughed and pushed herself up with her arms. They were again face to face, and she gently and lovingly kissed him. Then she laughed, yet again, and slid off him with a satisfied smile. “Was it good for you, lover?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” he said, but he was self mocking, and she laughed. 
 
    “Okay, let’s get finished with you, then we need to talk. 
 
    “Finished how?” 
 
    She reached into a rather large pocket of her night gown and extracted a rather small key. She handed it to him. “It’s for your shoes, lover.” 
 
    Sam stared at the key in his hand. He looked at his feet. A. light seemed to go on in his head. At last! he thought. 
 
    He sat on the bed and tried to bend over to reach his shoes. 
 
    “Oh, no…” 
 
    Chanel knelt down, took the key from him, grinning all the time, and loosened the padlocks. 
 
    Sam slid the shoes off his feet, and he never felt such relief in his life.  It was like the world’s best masseuse was giving him a foot rub. All his muscles thanked him, and he sighed with pleasure. 
 
    “Now you know, eh?” 
 
    “That I do,” said Sam, wiggling his toes. 
 
    “Scootch back against the wall. Put your feet out here.” 
 
    Sam did so. 
 
    Chanel reached into the bag and took out nail polish. 
 
    Sam’s eyes widened. 
 
    “You’re going to like this, Samantha. You’re not really a lady until your feet say so.” 
 
    She began painting his nails. He watched her, breathless, and not just from the corset. She moved quickly and delicately and didn’t make a smear. 
 
    “I don’t believe it,” he said at one point. 
 
    “Believe, sister.” 
 
    She finished his feet and asked for his hands. He splayed them out and she began affixing false nails. 
 
    “So how’s it going, Samantha?” 
 
    Oddly, Sam felt like she was testing him. “Okay, I guess. I think I’m getting the hang of it.” 
 
    She glanced at him with a smirk. “Women don’t hang, unless they don’t have bras. Men hang.” 
 
    He smiled ruefully. “I have a lot to learn. It seems like I’m learning things every day.” 
 
    “What kind of things.” 
 
    Sam hesitated. He had not put such thoughts into words before, and he wanted to make sure he expressed himself right. The old Sam would have blurted anything out, but Sam had learned that women were more subtle, they took offense more easily, yet they were more honest in their responses. He was thinking of the tears. 
 
    “Well, on the ground floor, I’m starting to understand what women go through to look good for men. And all while doing housework, yardwork, painting, and I guess picking up kids and all that.” 
 
    “Mmm,” agreed Chanel, concentrating on his nails. 
 
    “But it’s more than that. It’s like I’m learning about innuendos, what kind of effect wrong chosen words have, that sort of thing. 
 
    She blew on his nails, held them up to the dim light and inspected them. 
 
    “How about Sylvia?” 
 
    Now the old Sam resurfaced. He blurted: “I don’t know how she put up with me. I was rough and inconsiderate, and yet she still treated me right. When I think about the way I used to talk to her, take her for granted…I…” he began to get emotional. 
 
    “Go ahead and cry,” whispered Chanel. “I’ll fix your make up when we’re done.” 
 
    So he sat there for a moment, and tears drained out of his eyes, and he actually cried. 
 
    Chanel finished his nails, continued talking right through his tears. “You’ll have to be careful. I haven’t made them that long, and I have put hardener on them, but if you act like a man you’ll be chipped and cracked and missing nails within the hour. 
 
    Sam laughed through the tears. “Stupid man,” he said. 
 
    Then Chanel giggled, and then they both laughed. 
 
    Sam: “That’s what I’m talking about. Women doing each other’s nail. It’s intimate, without the messy sex. You get to know each other, reveal deep things about each other. Men don’t have that.” 
 
    She leaned forward and kissed him lightly, and said, “Yes, they do. They just have to figure it out.” 
 
    “Well, I wished I’d figured it out a long time ago.” 
 
    Then Chanel dropped a bomb on him. “Do you think Sylvia will come back to you?” 
 
    And Sam burst into tears. He truly shattered. He finally came face to face with losing the most important thing…person…in his life. 
 
    Chanel watched him. There were times to be tender, and there times to let him have his emotion. This was a ‘let him be’ moment. 
 
    Finally, all glubbed out, Sam gave a grunt. It wasn’t a laugh, but it was a sign of relief that the tears were, at least temporarily, until he thought of Sylvia again, done. 
 
    “Okay, girlfriend, let’s finish you up.” 
 
    She helped him put on his nylons, fastened them to the straps on the corset, then she began working on his make up. She said, as she painted his lips, “Sleep on your back, don’t muss this up. And I’ll get your uniform cleaned. It’s looking pretty shabby.” 
 
    “Mmm,” agreed Sam. 
 
    “And you don’t have to wear your heels to bed, but don’t get caught without them during the day. Okay?” 
 
    “Uh huh.” 
 
    “Okay, let’s look at you. Stand up.” 
 
    Sam stood and she inspected him, and she was amazed. All the little accouterments, the nylons and the wig and the fixed make up, it really brought the real Samantha out. 
 
    He was thin but turning hourglass. His boobs weren’t big, but they pushed up pretty good. His face was reshaped by the redistribution of fat, and his hair curled down around his face, over his shoulders, and down his back. 
 
    “Jesus,” whispered Chanel. “You ain’t no man.” 
 
    A couple of weeks ago Sam would have been upset at the remark. He would have huffed his chest and looked for somebody to fight. Now he took it as it was meant, as a compliment. 
 
    “Okay, Samantha, sweet dreams,” and hugged him and air kissed his cheeks. 
 
    She picked up her bag, and the dirty maid’s uniform, and she click, clicked across the basement and ascended the stairs. 
 
    Sam lay in the darkness. On his back. His thoughts a mile a minute.  
 
    He knew he was beautiful. 
 
    But what had happened to him? What had happened to the old Sam? 
 
    And he realized it would be difficult to give some of this up. 
 
    He missed himself, he missed the old Sam, but not as much as he thought he would. 
 
    So he lay awake and thought about people, not just Sylvia, but the people he saw in daily life. His co-workers, his male friends—and he realized that he had no female friends,  outside of Sylvia, and that that was a lack he was going to have to correct. 
 
    He thought and he thought, and the sun was coming in the high windows in the basement when he drifted off to sleep. 
 
      
 
    “Samantha!” yelled Charlene from the kitchen. “Get your ass up here!” 
 
    Sam was instantly awake. He was energized. The night with Chanel had somehow electrified him, emptied him of doubts and considerations, filled him with an appreciation for half the life of earth. The female half. In putting things to words he had somehow freed himself. 
 
    He started to get out of bed, realized he was going to have to move differently, and figure out how to get his feet under him. 
 
    And he saw, on a chair placed next to his bed, a skirt and blouse. A dark pencil skirt. A white blouse. Real female clothes. Not the maid’s uniform, but beautiful clothes that would accentuate his figure, enhance his beauty, make him even more…woman. 
 
    He held the skirt up, appreciated it, then managed to bend over far enough to scoop it under his feet and pull it up. He angled his knees and managed to stand up. He zipped and fastened the skirt. He knew he looked good. 
 
    He put on the blouse, and was amazed at how the buttons were backwards. He had heard that women’s buttons were backwards, but he had never experienced the awkwardness of doing things backwards from how males did them. 
 
    He left the top two buttons undone, very fashionable, brushed his hair back, and considered his high heels. 
 
    They were higher. The old ones had been replaced, and he had an extra inch to get used to. 
 
    He knew he would never be able to bend over far enough to slip on the shoes, so he slid them over to the wall. Holding on to the wall with one hand he balanced himself, a great feat on these slim spikes, and managed to get first one foot into. a heel, then the other. 
 
    He admired his shoes, looked past his breasts, and then over his shoulder, at the way they fit his feet, at how his bright red toes showed in the fronts. 
 
    “Sam?” came from the kitchen again. “Are you on vacation?” 
 
    “Be right there,” he yelled back, and he was stunned to hear how breathy and high his voice sounded, now that he was contained in the corset. 
 
    Then he frowned. His shoes were not buckled. 
 
    Then he remembered, a glimpse of some memory, how his wife did it. He bent at the knees and could just reach the buckles. He quickly buckled the straps and stood up. 
 
    Walking was more difficult, but he tried to remember all he had been taught, and he crossed the basement and went up the stairs. Going up the stairs was really difficult. Walking had been hard because he could only swing his legs at the knees, but stepping up steps required a twist of the hips, a scrunch of the waist, a hand on the rail, and even an almost hop. Still he did it, and shortly he was at the top, out of breath, but happy. He had surmounted some of the most difficult things a woman could do. He opened the door and stepped through…and stopped. 
 
    Every woman in the house was packed into that little space, and they began applauding and cheering. 
 
    Sam blushed. He was beautiful, and he knew it, and they knew it, and the world was beautiful. 
 
    Then he saw Sylvia. She was smiling, a radiant smile reaching ear to ear, and applauding. 
 
    He looked at her, and she looked at him, and she came to him then. She hugged him, their breasts pressing together, their bodies so close as to be one. 
 
    The applause reached even higher levels, and women started coming in to him, hugging him, kissing his cheek till it was bright red from their lipstick. 
 
    Finally, Margaret stepped forth. The applause and cheers died away as she held up one hand. 
 
    “Samantha Hardesty, we’re going to talk about arrangements for your graduation this afternoon, but first, these ladies would like to take you to breakfast.” 
 
    Small cheers erupted, but died away. 
 
    “What?” said Margaret, looking around the room, “You don’t want to cheer?” 
 
    And the room really did erupt then. Woman yelled and whooped, cheered, clapped and even slapped pans together. The din was deafening, and then Sam was taken out to a waiting car, and everybody went out for breakfast. 
 
     


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TEN 
 
      
 
    Sam sat in a chair in front of Margaret. Sylvia sat next to him, and wouldn’t let go of his hand. 
 
    “How was your first time in public, Samantha?” 
 
    “It was actually fun. I couldn’t believe I was meeting people as a woman, and they didn’t know it.” 
 
    “And why should they know it?” she smiled. “You make a very beautiful woman.” 
 
    Sam was actually embarrassed, he blushed and said, “Thank you.” 
 
    “So, when you go home, what is your life going to be like?” 
 
    A shadow flitted across Sam’s face. “I don’t really know. I’m different now, and people will see that.” 
 
    “I guess what I’m trying to hone in on is…are you going to dress like a  woman?” 
 
    Sam blinked. “I thought…after this was over…” 
 
    Margaret smiled, “The wonderful thing is, Samantha, you have a choice.” 
 
    “I do?” 
 
    Margaret bent to the side and picked up a small case and put it on the desk. “Have you ever wondered why your penis never went limp?” 
 
    “Well, yeah.” he was puzzled, he didn’t know where this was going. 
 
    “And have you ever wondered why you were so emotional? And why your body changed? Your face became more feminine, your hips rounded, and you developed real breasts?” 
 
    “Well, uh…I…uh…” He glanced at Sylvia. She was studying him avidly, watching him for something. 
 
    “We’ve been giving you chemicals. A little specialized viagra to offset the female hormones.” 
 
    “Then, you mean, these tits are…are real?” 
 
    He sounded incredulous. Oddly, he wasn’t unhappy. He wasn’t happy, but he wasn’t unhappy. It was just that things were coming together in his mind. 
 
    “I’m sure you’ll agree that it’s not enough to merely put on female clothes. To truly understand a woman you have to put on her emotions. You have to go through the highs and lows that a woman goes through. You have to be giddy, and even hysterical, and somehow keep it all together. 
 
    “This is something that all women go through. We outgrow it to a large extent, but…there it is.” 
 
    Sam stared at the kit on the desk. “So these are…?” 
 
    “If you wish to continue your journey, there are chemicals in the case that will help you on that journey. If you decide you want to go back to Sam, be it with an altered and more profound viewpoint,” she smiled, “then you simply stop taking the chemicals. The changes to your body will reverse, and you will return to the physical old Sam that you were. 
 
    “George, your boss, incidentally, is aware of all this. You will be welcomed at your old company no matter which gender you choose.” 
 
    “George…did Mr. Berman go through this?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. And he chose to return to being George. But each individual is different. Your choice is your own.” 
 
    “I…I don’t know what to say.” 
 
    “Don’t say anything. Take the chemicals with you, discuss it with Sylvia, and make your decision then.” 
 
    Sam stared first at the kit, then at Sylvia. She smiled at him, adoringly.  
 
    Suddenly, Margaret smiled and put a small key on the desk, she shoved it towards Sylvia.  
 
    Sam looked at his smiling wife. “You’re going to keep the key to my tube.” 
 
    “Oh, yes. And we’re going to get different tubes, smaller ones, bigger ones. We’re going to explore you, Samantha. You’ll be allowed to cum every once in a while, but it will be at my pleasure, so you’d better work on keeping me pleased.” 
 
    Sam looked down at his cock. Erect and dripping, and it would remain so. He felt an odd sense of loss, and horniness. And he thought: well, I didn’t do so good at controlling it myself. Maybe it’s better if she takes control of it. 
 
    And Sam had a sudden flash of intuition. 
 
    “You were in on this. You knew about the drugs…about everything…how much of this…were you really going to leave me?” 
 
    Margaret and Sylvia both laughed, and Sylvia said. “Oh, Samantha, how could I ever leave you? You were beautiful before you were ever beautiful.” 
 
    Sam felt his heart explode with warmth. 
 
    Margaret cleared her throat and he gave her his attention. 
 
    “That leaves us with one last thing to discuss. Your graduation.” She paused, then straightened up and said, “Samantha, you don’t have to do what I am about to suggest. It is a just that a suggestion. But you will never truly understand the final part of being a woman if you don’t do this one thing. Still, it is your choice. It must be your choice. Would you like to commit yourself to the final step in your program?” 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    And Margaret told him. 
 
     
 
    Sam stood in the great room. He wore a white robe, very thin, which showed his figure. And his figure was great. He had decided to keep his coset on for the ceremony and he was hourglass, and his breasts were prominent, and his make up was done to perfection. His eyes were shadowed, his lashes were large, and his lips were full and red. 
 
    “Are you ready? Samantha?” asked Chanel, who had linked arms with him on the left. 
 
    Sam was nervous, and he gulped and nodded. Charlene was linked on the right and she said, “Samantha will do just fine. Right?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” he managed to mumble. 
 
    Music suddenly drifted in through the glass doors, and the ladies on each side of him began moving him forward. 
 
    Sam crossed the room, breathing high and quick, trying not to be light headed. He stepped through the doors and stared at the assemblage on the back lawn. 
 
    Hundreds of women were gathered. They had come from miles around to witness Sam’s official graduation. They were young and old, different shapes and sizes, different races and of mixed genders. 
 
    They stood in a large circle on the lawn, they all wore white robes, and all eyes were on Sam. 
 
    Sam crossed the patio, careful not to trip or stumble or turn an ankle. He was helped down to the lawn, and he entered the circle of woman. 
 
    There was a light patter of applause, and a few comments on how beautiful he looked. 
 
    Sam kept his eyes forward. In front of him was a carved and even ornate saw horse. In front of the saw horse stood Sylvia and Margaret. 
 
    Sam took his place behind the horse. 
 
    Margaret intoned her speech. “We are gathered here this night to welcome Samantha Hardesty to our numbers. She is a good person who has endured hardship to rise to this opportunity. She…” 
 
    Sam listened as the older woman spoke, he paid attention to his duties, as outlined, and the description of his new place in the world. Finally, she was done speaking. 
 
    “Take your place, Samantha Hardesty.” 
 
    Charlene and Chanel helped him onto the horse. He lay on a pad on the thick cross beam. His hands and knees were on little platforms attached to the legs. The women carefully strapped his hands and feet down, then stepped back from him. 
 
    Margaret led Sylvia to the horse. She stood in front of the horse and she pulled her white robe back. A dildo was strapped around her waist,  it was white and shaped like a madonna, and it projected right to Sam’s face. 
 
    “Sam, please kiss your mistress.” 
 
    Sam didn’t just kiss, he opened his mouth and gave head. He sucked and he slobbered. He knew where the virgin was about to go. 
 
    “Come, Sylvia.” Margaret led Sylvia to the rear of the horse. She positioned the younger woman directly behind Sam’s ass. She flipped Sam’s white dress up to reveal his ass. It was shaking with a small modicum of fear, and a large helping of anticipation. 
 
    “You may complete his transformation,” started Margaret, then she stepped back. 
 
    Sylvia moved forward slightly, touched the dildo to Sam’s brown star. 
 
    Sam jerked. He couldn’t help himself, but nobody said anything. 
 
    Sylvia pushed forward slowly. 
 
    Sam grunted, and his whole body tightened up. The dildo slipped in, and Sam was glad they had prepared his asshole with lots of lubricant before the ceremony. 
 
    Sylvia paused, let him get used to the alien sensation. Then she pushed forward a slow inch. 
 
    Sam’s eyes went wide. He was suddenly aware that everybody was watching him, gauging him, judging him as to how well he adapted to his ‘christening.’ 
 
    Sylvia pushed in a little more. 
 
    Sam felt his rectum widening, accommodating, receiving Sylvia’s tool. 
 
    Another inch. Now she was past the ring, and Sam visibly relaxed. The hardest part was over. 
 
    He nodded his head slightly, not part of the ceremony, but him simply accepting her. 
 
    She began moving in and out, slowly getting deeper, deeper. 
 
    Sam breathed, shallow breaths, and the sensations went to his light head. He felt warmth expanding from his center. He felt the nerves shriek in pleasure. He became even more open, more receiving. 
 
    Finally, Sylvia was slamming into him. His balls bounced between them, the world became a daze of pleasure and satisfaction. 
 
    Underneath the horse Sam’s dick was still encased. And it started to drip. 
 
    In and out, twisting and turning, slithering and jamming. 
 
    More and more semen flowed, until the stream became thick and full. 
 
    Sam moaned, unable to belief how much pleasure could be generated. 
 
    And, finally, he was empty. 
 
    Sylvia knew it. She could tell by the way he held his back, by the way he relaxed in relief. She slowed down, then slowly slid her penis out of him. 
 
    She stood for a moment, her plastic peter glistening with lubricant. She stared down at his back in satisfaction. She hadn’t had an orgasm, but she was happier and more satisfied than she had ever been in her whole life. 
 
    She had never felt more powerful. Sam had offered her his power, and she had accepted it, and all the second class citizenry that society tried to implant in women was gone. 
 
    And Sam, he felt the soft, tender soul of himself. He had started out as a man too tough to feminize, but now he was a new…woman. 
 
      
 
    END
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    Woman on Top 
 
      
 
    WHEN BEING BAD IS GOOD 
 
    Scarlett Johnson learns that sometimes there are good reasons for being bad. 
 
    DR. FRANKENDICK 
 
    Jane Monroe is betrayed by her boyfriend and kidnapped by a mad doctor, but the day is just starting. 
 
    SPIRIT LOVE 
 
    FBI SpecialAgent Annie Emerson has just arrested a serial rapist…oops, wrong one. 
 
    THUMB RIDERS 
 
    Tim and Rhonda were living the good life…until a sex starved monster home invades and decides to change Tim into…a girl? 
 
    THE KIND OF LOVE THAT HURTS 
 
    Sandra O is tied up and prepped for rape, but her rapist, Billy Joe Wiggins, is about to find out the price of love. 
 
    FUTANARI: THE WORLD OF SEX 
 
    Sex is bad, a way for men and women to hurt each other…until the first Futanari is born. 
 
      
 
    This book has weird sex, women taking charge, sex change, hormones, domination, submission, and just about everything else imaginable. 
 
    So good it has been banned by Amazon. 
 
    Available on Smashwords.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    GROPPER PRESS 
 
      
 
    Gropper Press Mission Statement ~ What drives us.  
 
    First, to get your hand in your pants. There is nothing wrong with sex, and anybody who says there is has never had their hand in their pants. 
 
    Second, to get your hand in somebody else’s pants. Yeah, baby. 
 
    Third, to be different from all the same old, same old corporate style writers/publishing houses out there. Smut should be written by perverts, not corporate style bozos doing it just for the money. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    More Gropper Press novels 
 
    coming soon.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    If you liked 
 
    ‘The Emasculation Project,’ 
 
    you will really love 
 
      
 
    ‘Her Husband’s Funny Breasts’ 
 
    It’s not so funny when 
 
    it’s happening to you! 
 
      
 
    A full length novel by Grace Mansfield 
 
      
 
    Here is an excerpt… 
 
      
 
    He was a beautiful man. A good provider. He had worked his finger to the bone to get her through medical school. He was top notch in the technical writer field. He helped her clean the house and fix the meals…he bent over backwards to be a good husband. 
 
    But he was a soft person. Soft speaking. Soft laughing. Always concerned with other people. What could have happened to him? 
 
    She went to the kitchen and picked up a sponge and a paper towel. She returned to him and washed the lipstick off his face, dried his face. She started to take off the wig, then stopped. 
 
    He had kept talking about pain, and the specific pain was in his chest. She had noticed his nipples looked a bit swollen before she left, and she had even been a little concerned. Maybe she should look at them right now, while he was asleep. 
 
    Carefully, she undid his clothes. She reached behind him and managed to unclasp the bra. She pulled the bra off, and picked up the water balloon condoms, and she froze. Her eyes opened. Her mind stopped. 
 
    Her husband had very small boobs. 
 
    Boobs. 
 
    Tits. 
 
    Mammary glands. 
 
    Baby nursers. 
 
    Mounds that felt good but sometimes got in the way. 
 
    If you ran, and you had big boobs, you had to wear a special bra, or bind them in some way. 
 
    If you had really big boobs you might suffer back pains. 
 
    The nipples could be extra sensitive—and she thought about how he had complained they were so sensitive that they hurt. Well, of course. He hadn’t had boobs last week, Not even two days ago. So he had gone through some kind of puberty, he had developed, was developing, breasts, and all within two days. It might take months for a young girl to properly develop, and nipples could be irritated, and your chest hurt, and…and he had gone through all that in two days. Several months compressed into two days. No wonder he complained of the pain. 
 
    For a long moment she stared at her husband’s budding breasts. Her mind blank, trying to figure this out. Then she knew she needed help. She went to her purse and pulled out her cell phone. She hit a number and waited. It was answered. 
 
    “I need help. Right now. Please come to my house.” 
 
    A startled response, then she hung up. 
 
    She stood in the middle of the living room, staring at her poor, addled, abused husband, wondering what she could do for him. Terribly concerned, and determined to get to the bottom of it all. 
 
      
 
      
 
    This has been an excerpt from 
 
    Her Husband’s Funny Breasts 
 
    Read it on kindle or paperback 
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SPANKING THE MONKEY
ASUPER EROTIC COLLECTION OF SHORT STORIES

Good women in bad situations who come out on top!

Alyce Thorndyke
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