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PART ONE

Roger was careful. You had to be when you did what he did. The last thing he wanted was to be caught by the police. He didn’t want to spend the rest of his life in jail.

When he picked a target he would wait. He would go on about his business, go shopping, stop in at a bar, get to know people.

Most people who did what he did would try to stay hidden, and they would be noticed for that. He was hiding out in the open, and when his crime had been committed and everybody was aghast, he was aghast right along with them.

‘Oh, my gosh! that happened to her?’

‘Why can’t they catch that guy?’

‘Let me catch him. I’ll show him a thing or two!’

He would chat with people, and the bonus was what they said, almost like admiration, for the things that he was doing.

Like a guy who raped women was getting his 15 minutes of fame, and not the bad kind of fame.

Then, the deed done, his crime committed, he would slowly fade. He might take months to drop contacts, stop hanging around the neighborhood, leave.

He was a known factor, and so would never be accused.

He picked out Jane Witter in a grocery store. He was picking up frozen sausage, fifty links of Vermont maple syrup flavored. Along with some waffles.

Butter and sausages in a skillet. Pop the waffles in the toaster, slap on the butter, drench with syrup, Aunt Jemima, the politically incorrect syrup, and, voila, breakfast. A real breakfast. Not Post Toasties or some of that other crap.

She was looking at chicken tits.

He always wondered why people called them breasts. Breasts were tits, so call them tits. Then he wondered if chickens had actually mammary glands. Maybe they should be called something else entirely.

Chests.

Chicken chests.

Yeah.

She had picked up a package of chicken boobs, looked at the price and tossed them back into the freezer. Disgusted with the price.

An elegant toss of the chests, which resulted in a slight sway of her buttocks, and then his eyes had traveled upwards to the chest. The breasts. the boobs. The mammary glands that made him lick his lips and gulp.

Most men, who did the things he did, would have followed her right then. Hands in their pants. Drooling. Drawing attention to themselves by wanting not to draw attention to themselves.

Then, whether they were successful or not, they were remembered. And found. And arrested. And spend a lo-o-ong time in the hoosegow. And then be registered sex offenders.

Roger didn’t follow her. He got ahead of her, paid for his waffles and sausage, and sat in his car.

She came out, drove right past him, and he made a note of her license plate.

Why follow some one when everything is on the internet? Or, the dark net?

Jane Witter. Divorced and lived in a house on the edge of town. Perfect. He had her license plate number, her date of birth, data on her credit score, her voting record, and so on.

He even had her shoe size.

And it had taken him fifteen minutes on the dark web. Except for the shoe size. that he got by hacking Amazon, one of the easiest sites to hack in the world.

So he had all her information. He started stalking her.

NOT!

He drove by occasionally, saw her in the front yard once. Talking to some biddy.

He waited on corners, following her to work one corner at a time, one day at a time.

He went into her company and asked for a job. She didn’t walk by, but he would have ignored her if she had. Or greeted her, if appropriate.

He began to be seen in her neighborhood. He became familiar.

Talked to someone in the grocery store. Bought beer for some kids at a liquor store. Took his laundry in. Got gas. Joked with people.

Familiar. Not somebody to be suspicious of.

Then, two months later, a known factor, a harmless feature of the neighborhood, he began the serious stalking.

He parked his van, with tinted windows, a hundred yards up from her house. Stayed a couple of hours and made notes. Exact time of arrival home from work.

A week later, having changed the sign on his van from Bobby’s Electric to Hiram’s Plumbing, he parked a hundred yards in the other direction.

He took pictures, looked for places he could conduct surveillance from.

He didn’t sit in a car for a week, or hide behind a tree, or anything like that. He just did research, and then, a month later, he went black.

He had military grade night goggles, the NVG7 Night Vision goggles. He had found them in a war surplus shop and talked the owner down.

He would park the next block over, listen to his Android app ‘Scanner Radio’ for what the police were doing, and when the cops were on the far side of town he would take a quick walk. With his night vision goggles he would take note of neighbors, open windows, dogs, even cats. Sometimes he would deliberately blow on a dog whistle just to make sure no mutts would come a’howling.

He checked out Zillow and other real estate sites to get floor plans.

He would look for houses with no adjacent bedrooms.

And, when he knew everything there was to know, he would dress in black, make sure his taser was charged, and go a’calling.

Jane’s house was on a cul de sac. Behind it were the woods. Deep woods.

The lots were spacious and the neighbors were old, hard of hearing, went to bed early.

Roger walked along the rear fence, a cinder block construction, and peered into Jane’s back yard.

He took his time, watched for anything out of the ordinary.And only after a half hour or so did he creep over the wall and approach the house.

He listened to the walls with a doctor’s stethoscope. He listened to windows. Jane was sleeping in her bedroom, about six feet from the window. Her heartbeat was slow, regular, strong. He heard her sigh, give a half snore.

Finally, he moved to the kitchen door, on the other side of the house. He took out his picks and opened the door quick and easy. He snipped the chain with a small bolt cutter, he opened the door.

The house was silent. No nightlights. His night vision goggles worked perfectly.

He was wearing moccasins and he slithered through the house not making a sound. He came to the hallway down which was the bedroom. He padded noiselessly to her bedroom. The door was open and he looked at her bed. The bed was empty and…

Jane’s eyes opened. Somebody was in the house. She slid out of bed and grabbed a small baseball bat, only 28 inches long, good for small boys and girls, and stepped to the side of the door. She knew her house, and she made not a speck of noise.

She could feel him. His heart beat. His breathing. Right outside the door. her hearing was very acute and she could tell he was standing right in front of the door.

She flicked the light switch and swung for the bleachers.

“AIII!” Roger was suddenly blinded. He pulled the trigger on the taser and missed. Then the bat his hit night vision goggles and everything turned black.

The man had fallen back and was laid out across the hallway, his head tilted up against the wall. He looked like he was sleeping. Which he was.

He was wearing black pants, black hoody, even a black knit hat. His shoes were black, his face was painted black and he was wearing black gloves.

Jane was shaking. She crept around the man laying on her floor. She nudged him with her toe, the bat held ready.

He was out.

He had a sack and she opened it. Hand cuffs. Duc tape. Dildos. Butt plugs. Holy fuck!

She dragged him down the hallway. Next to the kitchen was a door to the basement and she opened the door, turned the light on, and dragged him down the steps.

He made a noise, and she pulled harder.

At the rear of the basement was a thick metal pole. She handcuffed him to the pole, and just in time.

“Huh…what?”

Jane jumped back.

Roger opened his eyes. One was bloodshot, the effects of being smacked in the grin with a baseball bat. He looked like a ferret with a bloodshot eye.

“What?” he asked, sounding a little stupid.

Jane ran around the pole and closed the basement window. It opened on the backyard, chances are nobody would hear, but she couldn’t take a chance.

She ran upstairs, grabbed a blanket she had meaning to throw out,   and ran outside. She folded it into a square and pressed the square against the basement window. The man had started yelling, and she was relieved when those lusty yells suddenly sounded like they were block away.

She went back into the house, into the kitchen, and poured herself a drink. She sat at the table and sipped, and tried to control her breathing.

She could hear the man yelling, barely.

She listened, found herself growing calmer, and she headed back to the basement.

“Hey! Let me go!”

She studied the man. Underneath the camouflage paint it seemed that he wasn’t actually bad to look at.

She sat down on a folding chair and picked up his sack.

“You can’t keep me here! This is false imprisonment!”

She emptied the sack and studied the items. Wire. Pliers. Rope. A weird thing that she finally figured out was a penis gag.

“This is against the constitution! I demand you let me go.”

She picked up a dildo and waggled it. “Really?”

“That’s a joke I picked up for a friend.”

“Hah hah,” she muttered.

“Listen, lady. You let me go now and I won’t tell the police. I’ll forget all about this. We go our separate ways and you have nothing to worry about.

“So what were you going to do with all this stuff?”

“Nothing. It’s a joke! I found it.”

“You found it, broke into my house and came back to my bedroom.”

“I didn’t break anything. The back door was open.”

Suddenly she was tired of listening to him. All that came out of his mouth were excuses and justifications.

She picked up the penis gag. She tossed it to him. He dropped it, but she knew he could pick it up. “Put it on.”

“What?”

“You were going to have me wear it, so you wear it.”

“The fuck you say! Lady, I’m going to sue you for everything you have!”

She frowned. The problem was…he could, and doubtless would. In this modern society criminals could sue citizens for not letting them commit their crimes.

“Come on. Let me go. You know I’m right. You let me go now and—“

She picked up the taser and shot him.

ZZZZT! The smell of burning flesh.

He writhed and jerked.

When the charge was exhausted he was unconscious. Still, she didn’t take a chance. She kicked his legs out of the way, moved in behind him and slipped put the penis gag in his mouth. She frowned. He might be able to take the gag off with his hands. She took one cuff off and turned him and cuffed his hands again, but this time behind his back and around the pole.

She nodded, was content, and went back upstairs.

Her drink was sitting on the table and she finished it off. Then she went into her bedroom and laid down.

Jane awoke and the son was shining. It was a beautiful day, and she remembered the man who was in her basement.

A stalker? A rapist? A serial killer?

She rolled onto her back and stared at the ceiling.

What was she going to do with him.

Honestly, she should have called the cops.

But she had been so flustered, so brain dazed by the actual fact of the happening, that she had missed her opportunity. If she called now  there was a super increased chance they would arrest her for battery, false imprisonment,

Frowning, she swiveled to a sitting position, rubbed her eyes, then got up. She put on her tatty, old robe and shuffled out to the kitchen. Yawning, she put on a pot and waited.

Outside the kitchen window birds were singing in the trees. She heard Mrs. Jenkins talking to what sounded like the garbage man. At least she heard the grind of the big lift going up and down, then voices from the direction of her house.

A man in her house. In the basement. Dressed in black.

She opened up her laptop and typed in ‘failure to report a crime. Several things relating to ‘crimes of omission’ popped up:

…misdemeanor and shall be punished by a sentence of not more than 6 months imprisonment or a fine of not more than $500.

…commits a felony of the third degree, punishable as provided in s. 775.082…

…A person who learns of the crime after it is committed and helps the criminal to conceal it, or aids the criminal in escaping, or simply fails to report the crime, is known as an "accessory after the fact.

Holy crap! She had already committed a felony! And all she had done was defend herself.

Well, she had cuffed him to a pole.

But, still…

She sipped coffee, thought about her chances in court and realized they were not good.

He would appear in a suit with a slick lawyer.

She couldn’t afford lawyer, let a lone a good one.

Sighing, she picked up her phone and tapped the screen.

“My God! It’s the dawn of crack! This better be good!”

Jane snickered as she looked out the window. It was nine o’clock.

“Hey Brenda. I have a slight problem.”

“Jane! My besty forever! Or at least until I find a sugar daddy. What is your problem.”

“I hit an intruder with a baseball bat then locked him in my basement.”

Dead silence. Graveyard silence. Silence after the zombie apocalypse.

“Your voice. You’re not kidding.”

“No. No. But I don’t know what to do with him.”

“You…I…” pause. “I’ll be over in ten.”

“Make it 20. I have to shower.”

Brenda made it in ten. Jane left the front door open for her and she walked in about the same time Jane stepped out of the shower.

Jane came in drying her hair and poking a bit of the towel into her ear. “Did you lock the door?”

Brenda locked the door.

“Where is this Night Stalker?”

Jane led her down to the basement. They crossed to where a slender, young man, dressed in black and wearing black face paint and now possessing two bloodshot eyes stared up at them. The penis gag muffled his voice.

Brenda stared down at him. She was wearing swears and her hair was out and about. She folded her arms under her breasts and the man looked down at her boobs and gulped.

Brenda blinked. She dropped her hands. He looked up at her eyes. She folded her arms and he looked down at her boobs.

She chuckled.

“You caught a pervert!”

“Yeah, but what do I do with him?”

“Well, if he’s too small, under the limit, you’re supposed to throw him back.”

Jane snickered. Brenda had always had the most bizarre sense of humor. Going along with it, not realizing what might happen, she said, “How do we tell if he’s too small.”

Brenda looked around. She saw the ‘tools’ the intruder had brought with him. She bent and picked up a razor knife.

She looked at the man. She grinned.

He got scared real fast. He started blubbering.

Brenda walked to him, squatted just outside of kicking range and held the knife up.

“I’m going to cut your clothes off. If you try to hit or kick me, or anything you might accidentally run into this. Do you understand?”

The man’s bloodshot eyes were wide, looked like roadmaps in a heavily traveled state. He gulped, and he nodded. He was already trying to back away. The pole, of course, stopped that.

Boldly, almost daring the man to try something, Brenda stepped forward and began cutting the man’s hoody off. Unfortunately, it was loose and stretchy material and Brenda had to saw and rip. Fortunately, she managed to cut his hoodie off without slicing his flesh off.

“I don’t think…maybe we shouldn’t…”

“Do you think this perv would have cut your clothes off?”

“Well, I don’t…but that doesn’t mean we should act like him!”

“Duly noted.” She sliced his black tee shirt, and when it was loose enough she pulled back and ripped it off, and the girls’ eyes went wide.

He had pale skin, not much muscle, was hairless, and wore  a bra.

They both started giggling.

Under the black paint the intruder turned redder than a stop sign.

Brenda stepped back, holding the remnants of the tee shirt. “Oh, my God! You really did catch a pervert!”

“What a sicko!”

They kept laughing, calming down, then laughing some more.

Roger wanted to curl up and die of shame.

Finally, Brenda calmed down enough to say, “Okay. Why don’t you get some cold cream and I’ll get my camera.”

A minute later the girls were back.

“Okay, bozo., remember the rules. You kick and I slice.”

Truth, Roger wasn’t much when it came to violence. Oh, he could tie a girl up with the best of them, once they were unconscious. But when it came to risking damage to his own person…he was cautious. Thus, he held still while Brenda used cold cream to clean up his face.

“You know,” said Brenda, “he actually isn’t ugly.”

“”No.”

“Hey, bozo, what’s your name?”

Roger said nothing.

Brenda said, “Where’s that baseball bat you used?”

Roger stiffed and tried to back away, again running right into the pole.

“Upstairs. I used the taser on him.”

Brenda went to where Jane pointed and picked up the taser gun. “Wow! I always wanted to shoot a perv with one of these.”

She aimed the gun and Roger started babbling.

“I think he’s willing to talk.”

“Why isn’t he talking then?”

“Because he’s got a penis in his mouth.”

Brenda snickered. “As usual.”

She stepped forward and pulled the penis gag out. Roger’s mouth was wet from collected saliva, and he spit on the floor.

Brenda grabbed the back of his head and forced the penis gag back in. Roger’s eyes were wide and panicky.

She stepped back and said, “As long as you’re in this house, young man, you will live by my rules. No spitting.”

Jane laughed at how Brenda was mocking being a parent.

Brenda tossed a grin at her, then looked back at Roger. “Now, if I take the penis out of your mouth agin…are you going to be so rude?”

Roger shook his head. Frantically.

Brenda smiled nicely. “Animals can be trained.” She reached for the gag and removed it again.

Roger gulped his excess saliva.

“What’s your name, perv?”

“Listen, you can let me go. I know better than to mess with you. I’ll be gone and—“

Brenda reached for the taser again and Roger yelled, “Roger! My name is Roger!”

Brenda stepped away. “Well, Roger, my little pervert, what brings you to this neck of the woods?”

Roger had been thinking what to say. “I was…uh…curious. I wanted to see how people lived.”

“Oh, well, that’s noble. And were you planning to write a sociological report?”

“No! I just…I…”

“Maybe a study in the removal of night gowns from nubile, young ladies who didn’t want to be part of your sociological yearnings?”

Jane snickered.

“No…look…I’m serious. I’m going to be late for work. Can’t you let me go?”

For a split second the girls stared at him, then they both burst into laughter. Hard laughter. Belly busting laughter.

“He’s got to go to work!”

“He’s going to be late!”

Laughing, they headed for the stairs.

“Hey! What about me?”

At the bottom of the stairs Brenda turned back, “Why don’t you call for sociological help?”

Giggling, the girls ascended the stairs.

Roger slumped, the slid down the pole. What was going to happen to him?

Upstairs the girls fixed breakfast. Jane did the eggs while Brenda handled the sausage and waffles. Jane took a moment to pour a couple of Pepsis—she preferred soft drinks over coffee for her caffein, and they sat down and ate.

“So what you gonna do with numb nuts.”

“I don’t know. Now that I see him he looks pretty harmless.”

“Yeah, until he tasers you and ties your hands and feet.”

Jane nodded. “There is that.”

“You could call the police.”

Jane went over what she had read on the internet.

“Hunh! That’s no option.”

“So we can’t turn him loose, he might do it again. We can’t turn him in to the police, he’ll get out and do it again. What else is there?”

Brenda started thinking. Suddenly ideas were rolling over in her head.

Jane continued, “I mean, I can’t see keeping him in my basement forever.”

“Why not?”

Jane blinked. “It’s against the law?”

“Look, you already know the law doesn’t work, so maybe we should make our own law.”

“Our own law? Isn’t that against the law?”

“The law is what people make it. You’re a people, right?”

“Well, yes, but…what would I to him? Force him to read Walt Whitman?”

Brenda almost lost it on that one. She covered her mouth and managed not to spray Jane with laughter inspire Coke.

“No…no. I have something much more insidious in mind.”

“Like what?”

And Brenda began to talk.

An hour later the girls descended to the basement. Roger stared at them. He was a completely cowed man now, but it was going to get worse.

Jane set up a camera, hooked it to her laptop, and opened a connection to the cloud.

Roger stared. What the fuck…?

Brenda sat at a work bench and wrote on a big piece of white cardboard.

“What are you doing?” Roger asked, but the girls ignored him.

Brenda looked up, smiled, turned to her friend. “Are we ready?”

“Willing and able,” responded Jane.

Jane clicked the camera on. Brenda held up the big cards. Roger squinted and read, “My name is Roger and I have begged my friends, Jane and Brenda, to help me with my perversions. I have the theory…” his speech became a mumble, his eyebrows knitted, and he looked up at them. “I’m not going to read that.”

Jane turned off the camera and Brenda put the cards down. She squatted in front of Roger.

“Easy way or hard way?”

“I ain’t—“ she tasered him.

Roger shivered and shook. He drooled. When he came back to himself he was crying. “You can’t do that to me!”

But Brenda was standing ready with the cards. Jane turned the camera on. Brenda said, “Read.”

Now Roger was caught. He didn’t want to be tased again. But he didn’t want to read the card. If he read the card they could whip him, beat him, do anything they wanted to him, and it would like like he had asked for it.

“Wait! Can’t we talk this through?”

Brenda knelt in front of him, the taser held loosely, but the barrel pointed at his naked chest. “Easy way or hard way?”

“Wai—“

She shot him.

When Roger was able to talk again Jane was ready and Brenda held the cards.

“You know, I heard that if you tase a guy enough times he turns into a blithering idiot. His brain is fiend. Can’t think. Has a hard time even finding his mouth with a spoon.”

“Roger doesn’t have to worry about that, though. His scrawny body will have a heart attack before he turns into a moron.”

“Wait!” he croaked. He was dizzy, his thoughts were forming slowly.

“Can you still read? Pervert?”

“Uh…” he was confused, “Yeah, but…”

“Then read.”

Jane turned on the camera and Roger read. Haltingly. Sounding out words. It was obvious he needed to recover.

Brenda sighed and Jane turned off the camera.

“I suppose he needs to eat.”

“Yeah.”

So the girls went up and fixed a bowl of mush. Jane plopped a little square of butter on it and squirted it with honey, and they took it back down to Roger.

Roger was starting to recover, intelligence was returning to his eyes. He took the bowl and started spooning the oatmeal.

“Sheesh,” muttered Jane, watching him. “He’s already eating more than he’s worth.”

Interestingly, Roger was gulping down the oatmeal like it was going out of style. “What is this?”

The girls looked at each other, then Jane blurted, “You don’t know what oatmeal is?”

“I usually go to McDonalds. This is oatmeal? Wow. You’re a good cook.”

Jane blinked. Brenda smothered a laugh, then turned to Jane. “A moron.”

They got the video on the eighth take. They had to taser him twice more, wait a bit for him to recover, but when they did get it it was good. He figured out the words, didn’t stumble much, and actually seemed happy.

Happy that he wasn’t getting shocked.

But, happy.

Upstairs, the girls watched the video.

“You know, he looks sort of like a weasel.”

“That’s good. He’s type cast.”

“But it’s sad. That a human being could be this…obscure. Faded. Less.”

“Sick, perverted, criminal, a danger to girls everywhere.”

Jane couldn’t argue.

“Look, girlfriend, don’t weaken on me.”

“Oh, I won’t. Tell the truth, I’m interested in what we can make him.

They took a break then. Jane took Roger a couple of Granola bars and a sippy cup, and they went shopping.

Downstairs, in the basement, Roger thought about escape. If he could just get these cuffs off. At least they weren’t making him wear the penis gag.

He thought about what they had made him say:

My name is Roger and I have begged my friends, Jane and Brenda, to help me with my perversions. I have the theory that if I am abused enough I will be cured of my desire for such things. Jane and Brenda didn’t want to do this, but I threatened them with bodily harm, and they finally came around. They are going to abuse me, beat me, do all sorts of nasty things to me, and I feel sure this will cure me of my preversions…He knew that was the wrong word, but when he said it that way Brenda just left it in…so I want them to do this, this aversion therapy, and I hope it works because I don’t want to be a danger to women everywhere.

He had said it, and now he wondered what they were really going to do to him? They couldn’t really be meaning to whip him, could they? They look like nice girls! Not the kind of people who would do—and his brain sort of choked a bit here—the kinds of things that he did when he had…people at…women…his mercy.

Downtown, apparently not bothered by the idea that they had imprisoned a man in Jane’s basement, the girls blew out their credit cards.

They tried on outfits, giggled and made fun of each other and had a joyous time.

Sure. They had a guy locked up in Jane’s basement. A pervert. And he could sue them for everything they had.

If he could get loose, and if he could persuade a jury that he had made his ‘request for services’ under duress.

It was a big ‘if,’ and the girls continued with their shopping.


PART TWO

Roger sat on the hard cement and wished he had a cushion. His buns felt like they had been spanked.

He heard a dull click, the slam of a door upstairs, and realized that the girls had been out and were back.

The girls. He thought they were beautiful. He wished he could have just tieed one up and ravaged her. But…but that hadn’t happened.

The other one, Brenda, she was good looking, too. And she had big tits. But she was edgy, not the kind of girl you messed around with.

The truth of the matter was that Roger didn’t do well with women. He had always been awkward, always said the wrong thing, and had only been on two dates in his life. Both were disasters.

This condition had made him what he was. He felt like women laughed at him, and that had pushed him into making the decisions he had made.

He didn’t hurt girls. He tied them up and pleasured them.

Sure, they screamed sometimes in the beginning, but in the end they loved him. And that was all he wanted. To be loved.

CLICK! The door to the hallway opened and the two girls came down the stairs, and Roger’s bloodshot eyes near came out of the sockets.

One of them, Jane, wore mesh stockings, a corset, and her boobs were big and overflowing in the tight cups. She had on red lipstick and her hair was pulled back in a top pony tail. Her face was obscured by a Lone Ranger mask.

The other one, Brenda, was wearing black leather. All over. Except for her tits. Her tits had a porthole and he could see nothing but the inner slopes of those beautiful mammaries. Her dark hair was loose and tumbling like an avalanche of sexuality. She, too, was wearing a Lone Ranger mask.

The girls strode across the floor, their tall spikes clicking on the floor sharply. They were grinning, and they took note of Roger’s dropped jaw.

Jane opened up the computer and turned on the camera

Roger stared from one to the other.

“What are you doing?”

Brenda stepped up to him. He realized that she had a whip coiled over her shoulder. The camera caught her voluptuous figure. Her bountiful breasts, the legs that were curvy all the way up to her world class ass.

“Curing you, Roger, just like you asked. Take off your pants.”

Roger looked down at his black pants. Inside those pants he had a sudden boner. He looked up and licked his lips.

“Come on, Roger, you know there’s nobody here except you and me.”

“I…I…”

“Don’t you want to get undressed and have a little fun?”

“I…can’t get my hands loose.”

“Oh. That’s too bad. She uncoiled the whip. It wasn’t big, only six feet long, but it made a loud crack. He jumped when she cracked it. “Would you like me to undo your pants?”

He nodded. Couldn’t breath.

“Let your big, fat boner out.”

His head went up and down rapidly. He was licking his lips and gulping.

“But I have to tell you, Roger. If your boner is small we’re going to laugh at it.”

“Oh.”

Truth, though he had watched porn for years, he didn’t really know how he stacked up in the boner department. He didn’t know if he was small, average, or large. He thought he might be average, but he just didn’t know.

“Are you willing to risk that? Jane and I laughing our asses off just because you’ve got a teeny weeny? A small, little thing,” she held up a pinkie, “that’s not good for anything?”

“Uh…”

“A wee pee pee that squirts a drop and leaves a woman unsatisfied?”

“Uh…”

“Have you ever left a woman unsatisfied? Roger?”

“Uh…”

It would be fair to say that Roger was quite speechless.

“Well, stretch your legs out and I will let that pecker loose. Mighty or mighty small, we’re going to find out.”

Roger’s legs were already stretched out.

“Remember, if you try to do anything, kick me or anything, I’m going to whip you until this whip breaks.”

That remark made Roger’s pecker press against his pants even harder.

Brenda, being careful, watching Roger, unbuckled his belt and undid his zipper. She moved back and began tugged on his pant legs.

The pants came off easily, and Roger was left in panties.

“Oh, my God!” Jane blurted, getting a close up with her camera.

Brenda grinned. First a bra, then panties. Tell me, any more secrets? Maybe a Tampon up your ass.”

His face near red enough to bust blood cells, he shook his head.

“Well, it looks like you might have a package under those panties. Shall we find out?”

Roger looked absolutely terrified, and yet he was totally excited. His cock could be seen poking at the material, throbbing, and there was a big wet spot where he had leaked pre-cum.

“Roger, take off your panties.”

His eyes gleaming, he shook his head. “I…I can’t!”

“Would you like me to take off your panties?

“Yes…yes…” His voice cracked with desperation.

“Well, I suppose I could. But you better not try to kick me or…or spit your dirty semen on me.”

“I…I won’t.”

Being careful, she reached out and pulled his panties down. His cock sprang up hard and almost struck her arm.

He had a nicely shaped cock. It was about eight inches, which made it actually on the large side, and it was stiff and straight. His balls were pulled up tight at the moment.

“Well, look at this! Rog has got a boner! And his cock isn’t the minuscule, little piece of meat we were afraid it would be!”

The camera focused on his erection.

“Now, Roger, this is really important, and I want you to think carefully before answering. With such a nice hunk of meat between your legs, why aren’t you going out on dates, meeting girls, and acting like a real human being? Why are you being a pervert, Roger?”

Roger was caught, and for the simple reason that…he didn’t know!

So he blithered and blathered, tried to figure out what to say, and the truth finally burst out of him. “I…I don’t know.”

Brenda faced the camera and Jane captured her standing so statuesque, with those amazing boobs, standing the foreground.

“There you go, kids. Roger doesn’t know why he’s a pervert. Will he ever know? Will he ever grow up and become a worthwhile human being? Or will he simply travel through life with his hands in his pants and thinking that he’s dangerous? Tune in next time when we’ll have Roger play with himself. This is Brenda signing off.”

Jane turned off the equipment and she and Brenda took off their masks. They smiled, grinned, and headed up the stairs.

“Hey, uh…”

Brenda was behind Jane and she turned, “Yes, Rog?”

“Can I…uh…”

“What is it?”

“I need to go.”

“Hey, Jane, come back.”

They came back down the stairs and Brenda had her turn the equipment back on. “Got a little addendum. Just focus on him.”

The camera was rolling and Brenda said, “What was that, Roger?”

Roger entered new depths of humiliation. He looked down. he looked away. He mumbled.

“What was that, Roger?”

He whispered, and Jane hoped the mike would pick it up. They were going to have to hang a real microphone and not just use the built in mike.

“What? I didn’t hear you.”

“Can I go?” His voice was low, like the squeak of a mouse.

“I’m sorry. Go where?”

“Go to the bathroom.” His face was actually writhing, he was so mortified.

“You want to take a bath?”

“No…”

“You want to brush your teeth?”

“What…no?” His voice was low, but it could be heard.

“So why do you want to go to the bathroom?”

“To…to go.”

“I’m sorry, Roger. you’re just going to have to make more sense than that.”

Roger broke, his face twisted in shame and little tears leaked out of his eyes. He said, “I have to go pee pee.”

God, it was good. The pervert broken down. The whiny face begging, but Brenda wasn’t done.

“You have to go pee pee?”

He looked hopeful as he nodded.

“But where do you usually go when you’re out stalking women? When you’re creeping around their houses and peeking in windows…where do you go pee pee then?”

It took a while, he whispered indistinguishably again, but he finally admitted, “I just go in the bushes.”

“You just go wherever you are?”

He nodded.

“Do you pee on their houses?”

Roger hid his face. His bladder felt like it was going to bust, and these questions…they were so shaming.

“Tell me, Roger, do you ever let out that nice, old cock of yours and splatter your pee on the houses of your victims?”

Roger nodded.

And that was all it took. they had their footage. But Brenda had yet one more thing.

“Well, Roger, you have my permission to pee right there. On yourself.”

Roger’s head snapped up. “On…myself?”

“What? You don’t like to give yourself golden showers?”

“But I…can’t you…I don’t…”

Brenda sighed. “Okay, Roger, I’ll tell you what. Do you see that drain on the floor?”

The drain was a small circular grate six feet away. He looked at it. The camera went back and forth between the grate and his face, which kept looking from the grate back to the girls.

“You can piss in that. Can you reach it, Roger? Can you pee in the grate?”

“I…I…”

“Go on, Roger. Pee. And if you can get your pee in the grate I’ll give you a Three Musketeers bar.”

Roger’s head kept swiveling back and forth, but he started to stand up against the pole.

“Do it, Roger, and soon you’ll have a big, dark chocolate bar in your mouth.”

Roger stood, arched away from the pole as well as he could, and tried to pee. His cock stuck out, his legs trembled, but he couldn’t pee.

“What’s the matter, Roger? Cat got your pecker?”

“No…no…I can…”

“Think about that candy bar, Rog. Mmm. Down your perverted, little throat. Now…pee.”

Roger tried, he turned purple for grunting, but he had a hard on, and sometimes it’s hard to pee when you’ve got a stiffie.

Brenda turned to Jane. “I don’t know, Jane. I think our little pervert has run out of juice.”

A drop spurted out of Roger’s cock. “UNNN!” he groaned, and then he peed. The pee made it out of his hard cock and the stream arched across the basement. It overshot the drain, but he quickly adjusted and the yellow stream splattered on the grate. For a long half a minute he peed, then he sagged back, and slid down the pole.

“Good boy. Roger. I’ll bring you your candy bar later.”

The girls turned off the equipment and left the basement.

Roger slumped, exhausted, and…his pecker didn’t go down. After the short slump from peeing it just rose up harder than ever.

Upstairs the girls got to work.

Jane fixed lunch and Brenda started working on the computer.

Brenda was tech savvy, and shortly she had a website up and had uploaded the footage they already had. They framed it as free samples, and she used Roger’s face, begging to go pee pee, in the titles.

“You know, are you sure we’re doing the right thing?”

“Of course not,” Brenda acknowledged. “But what’s the alternative? Jail? For him maybe, for us certainly?”

“But we’re degrading another human being.”

“Heck, he degraded himself. We’re just taking advantage of it.”

Jane sighed.

Brenda looked up from the computer. “What?”

“We’re exploiting the worst in a man.”

Brenda sat back and nibbled on a thumb and regarded her friend. Finally, “So what would he have done if he had managed to knock you out and tie you up?”

Jane was silent.

“How many times do you think he’s done this?”

Jane frowned.

“If we let him go do you think he’d go right out and do it again? Rape, murder, jack off?”

“Well, I—“

“Listen, girlfriend. If you really have moral qualms about this I’ll let him loose. I’ll give him ten bucks and a bus ticket out of town and wait for him to bounce back to us. And he will. You can bet last month’s used Tampon he will come back. And next time you might not be so lucky. But let me tell you this…what we’re doing will let people know that there are dangerous people out there, people who will do anything. Maybe one of these people we reach will buy a home security system, or take a class in karate, or just buy a big, fucking pit bull. And that means all his filthy, little perversions, filmed by us, will save a life. Measure that against maybe being caught by the police, or maybe against having a jury not buy his statement that he wants us to do this. Then…then…” Brenda ran out of words, made a soughing sound, and turned back to the computer.

Jane sat for a long minute. She thought about what Brenda had said. Then she got up and poured a couple of drinks. She sat down and pushed a glass in front of Brenda.

Brenda looked up, a question in her eyes.

Jane lifted her glass. “Here’s to public service announcements.”

Brenda laughed, and the girls sipped their whiskey, qualms abated.

“Hello, Roger.”

“Hello,” he said, speaking dourly.

“We’d like you to jack off for us.”

Roger stared. Now he understood why they had changed the way his hands were handcuffed. He was handcuffed with his hands in front, around the pole.

“So, come on. Start choking the chicken.”

“I…don’t…”

Jane was doing the speaking, and Brenda was working the camera. Roger was once again acting all embarrassed.

“Come on, Roger. You’ve got a nice, big pecker. Let’s put that puppy to work. Show us what you’ve got.”

“But…please…can’t you let me go?”

“Now, Roger, you know you asked us for this, didn’t you?”

Now Roger was caught. If he told the truth they would delete the video, whip him, and do it again.

Of course, they hadn’t really whipped him yet, but…they would. He knew they would. And the thought that he knew they would whip him was fervid, almost a desire.

“Roger? Tell me. You asked for this, didn’t you?”

He lowered his head and nodded.

“What?”

“I said yes!” he blurted, a shade of anger in his whining voice.

“Excellent. And the next step in your rehabilitation is to jack off. You’ve already peed. Wouldn't you like to have a nice cum? Feel that sperm shoot up your cock and…and maybe you could make it to the drain. Wouldn’t you like that? Roger? To cum in the drain?”

Roger didn’t want to answer. He shook his head, but Jane kept talking, speaking low and pleasant, selling him on the idea, yet cracking the whip that hung from her hand.

“Come on, Roger. Start flying solo. Stroke the snake. You know you want to.”

Roger was almost crying, but his hand moved down to his erect cock. His body was slightly to the side of the pole and one hand reached around and he grabbed himself. Truth, it was exciting him. The way she kept talking about his penis, the idea of finally getting off. He had been primed to get off on her, to jack off on her face the other night, but that had fallen through and he still had a full load.

“Come on, Rogie!”

Roger put his hand around his cock and took a stroke. A single stroke.

“Good boy, Rogie. Pump, pump, pump, pump…” she created a breathy chant that would soon become popular in modern culture, once this episode his the internet.

Roger felt it. He felt the excitement moving his hand, and he began to stroke himself. Back and forth his hand moved, picking up speed. In a short while it was flying, a blur, and he was grunting and trying to cum.

Brenda and Jane said nothing, Jane stepped back out of the light and all that was left was the camera focusing on Roger’s pathetic efforts to cum.

But he couldn’t. With a sob he let go and slumped down into himself.

Jane stepped back into the picture. “What’s the matter, Roger? Why can’t our little pervert shoot his rocks off?”

Roger shook his head.

“Do you need some porn?”

Roger looked up.

“That’s it, isn’t it. You need some good, old, juicy porn to look at. Does our little pervert need porn?”

Roger whispered, “Yes.”

Jane put her hands under her breasts and hefted them. “How about these? Are they porn enough for you?”

Roger stared at her tits and a bit of drool actually seeped out of his mouth, then he shook his head.

“What?” Jane mocked up outrage. “You don’t like my tits? And you call yourself a pervert. Honestly, I—“

“Her.”

Jane was frozen. He was pointing at Brenda.

“I need to see her tits.”

Brenda stood up and walked around the computer table and into the picture. She put her hands under her big globes. “You think you can squirt your seed if I show you my tits?”

Roger nodded.

Brenda turned to the camera. “When we have one thousand followers I will show my breasts and Roger will be given a chance to finally satisfy himself. Tell your friends.”

She walked out of the scene and killed the camera.

Jane: “Turn it back on again.”

Brenda clicked the camera and the green light of operation shown.

“Roger?”

Roger looked up.

“I promised you a candy bar. Would you like a Three Musketeers?”

Roger moved towards the camera, stretched his body against the handcuffs and pole. His eager expression was answer enough.

Jane stepped forward and stripped the silvery wrapping off a Three Musketeers bar. “Here you go.”

Roger stared at the bar, his drooled, and Jane said, “Go ahead. Take it.”

But Roger couldn’t. His hands were cuffed behind him again.

“Well, if you don’t want it…”

“Wait?” Roger begged.

“What?”

“My hands…my hands…”

“Oh, I forgot! Your hands are handcuffed. Would you like me to feed you this bar?”

“Y..yes.”

“Okay.”

She put it in front of his mouth, he stretched his neck forward, but couldn’t reach it.

“Please…please…” it was another shot of debauched begging worthy of titles and advertising.

“Okay, Roger, but you have to pretend it’s a dick.”

He blinked.

“I’m going to put it in your mouth, but don’t bite down. You wouldn't’ bite a real dick, would you? So don’t bite this. Just suck it, like you would a dick. Can you do that? Rogie? Can you suck my Three Musketeers dick?”

Roger couldn’t help himself. It was so close, his mouth was salivating. He nodded.

Jane put it in his mouth and moved it back and forth. Soon his lips were coated with chocolate and he was moaning. He wanted to bite down, but he followed instructions and it looked he liked sucking on the bar.

“Go ahead, Rogie. Cum. Bite down and get that sperm. Do it!”

He did, he tasted that sweet chocolate and his eyes actually rolled back in their sockets.

Upstairs Brenda chortled. “I can’t believe you did that!”

“Yeah, but I’m a mix between victory and disgust.”

Brenda didn’t bother trying to argue her friend out of her feelings. She just poured a whiskey and the two friends drank in silence.

Getting started was difficult, but not difficult.

On one hand, they couldn’t advertise on Facebutt, or one of the other social media. No way they could fly their material past the censors.

Jane snorted in disgust. “What happened to free speech.”

“It’s only free if you pay for it, quipped Brenda.

On the other hand, they went to chat room after chat room and dropped hints. They were trying to leave no clue as to who they were, so they went down to a local computer store and used a computer to leave their hints.

Soon, the groundswell began.

Drips and drabbles, people began visiting their sight. It was free, and the people all watched the free videos to the end, and they watched again. And they came back, ostensibly with friends, and…they signed up.

“Okay, people, I promised, you voted, and here we go!” Brenda pushed her leather outfit down and her tits flopped out.

Brenda’s boobs were world class. They were big, the nipples stiff and erect. In spite of being big they didn’t sag; they stood right up in a quite perky manner.

Jane focused the camera on her nips. She shifted to Roger’s face. Avid. Desperate. Down to his cock, dripping, his hand already starting to stroke.

“What do you think, Roger? Will these do?”

Not only was Roger stroking, but a thousand horny viewers were probably also stroking.

“Oh…” Roger groaned. He was horny, and she was only a couple of feet away from him.

“Feeling his excitement, knowing the rabid enthusiasm he was creating across the dark web, Brenda stepped closer and said, “Would you like to lick them.”

Roger’s eyes were big, his head moved up and down faster than his hand stroked his cock.

“Well, since you asked so nicely.” Brenda stepped closer.

Roger stuck out his tongue, leaned forward, his face contorted, his tongue stretching…stretching.

“Come on, Roger, I know you want me.”

Closer, closer, and his tongue finally, finally… “OHH…”FUUU…”GAHHH!” He came hard, shooting his sperm all over her leg.

Brenda stood there, Roger’s tongue flicking in the air a bare hair away from her excited nipple. On one hand she was grossed out, but on the other hand…she knew this was good movie making. The way his face was twisted, desperate with desire…this was good stuff. So what if he got a little cum on her. She had had cum on her before, but this time she was going to make money off it.

Roger finally stopped squirting, and Brenda moved away She turned to the camera and pointed to her leg. “I sure wish somebody would lick this sperm off my sexy legs.”

Click. Jane shut the camera off.

They were at ten thousand views, and growing by thousands each day, and requests were cumming in. They were also getting enough footage that they had a members section. Ten bucks and you could see the pervert do his thing.

“We need to dress him.” said Brenda. “His bra is getting shabby, and people are asking…”

“What are they asking for? Specifically?”

“They want him feminized.”

Jane sat back and pondered. “Feminized.”

“Isn’t that weird? I thought people would want us to really whip him. Maybe put him on a rack or something. But what they really want is to see a softer, more pink boy.”

“The buying pubic is a mystery. How’s our money situation?”

Brenda snorted. “We’re at a hundred thousand viewers. Over ten thousand members.”

“Ten thousand? That’s…that’s…” Jane was boggled.

“A hundred thousand. I was going to talk to you about investments. We’re going to get slammed come tax time.”

“Okay. So clothes are a write off. And we’re going to have to change the dungeon. We need to arrange it so he can put on clothes, lingerie, that sort of stuff.”

“We could do a chain from the top of the pole to his neck. Or maybe even some sort of a track so he could walk back and forth.”

“And how are we going to do that? We can’t have workers down there.”

“My ex-boyfriend will do it. He’s seen the show,” she snickered, “he even wants to get back with me. Says I’m getting famous.”

Jane laughed. “It’s Roger that’s getting famous. We’ve still got masks on.”

“You know that…and I know that…”

They both were silent for a second, then Jane said, “Yes. Let’s do a neck chain. And we’re going to go get a few write offs.”

“And for us, too. We need clothes for the show.”

“Of course we do.”

They high fived and headed out.

Brenda’s ex-boyfriend, Brad, showed up that week end and welded a chain to the top of the pole. It wasn't difficult, but it was awkward. He had to make sure sparks didn’t get on Roger.

While he worked Roger watched, and they started talking.

“You’re the pervert, Roger, aren’t you?”

“Uh…yeah.” Roger was embarrassed, but Brad’s next words ended that.

“Man, you are so cool. How does it feel having two beautiful bitches waiting on you?”

“Waiting on me?”

“Sure. They feed you. They’re going to clothe you. Man, you are living the life of Riley here. What’s your secret?”

Roger didn’t have any secret. He was just a pervert. But Brad ignored that and kept admiring him.

When the new chain was attached to a new collar Roger was very quiet. But it wasn’t a bad quiet. It was a good quiet.

“Can I have a TV down here?”

“What?” Jane shrieked. The cameras were rolling.

“A TV. I haven’t seen the news for months.”

“News? Don’t you mean porn?”

“Well, yeah. I guess I watch that, too. But I can’t watch anything if I don’t have a TV.”

Jane was non plussed, and she heard Brenda giggling off camera.

Making up her mind, she turned to the camera. “What about it, kiddies, Should our favorite pervert get a TV?”

They were closing in on a hundred thousand members. Millions of people were watching. And they all had an opinion on whether Roger should get a TV or not.

“No!” screamed a fan in New York. “Let the pervert rot!”

“Yes,” a fan club voted. Twenty members and they got together every night a new video was released. “Roger Dodger is a human being!”

“Ah guh deedle wa wa,” emailed a fan from Scranton. They weren’t sure what he was saying.

But the majority of votes were for Roger to get a TV set, but with all sorts of conditions attached. He could only watch Sex and the City. The TV should only be on for one hour a day. Yes for gaming, nothing else. No, and Jane and Brenda should be ashamed of themselves.

In the end, they bought him a sixty inch screen and mounted it on the far wall. He was allowed only one hour a day, but he could watch porn for that one hour.

And he had to wear lingerie when he watched.

“What?” he squeaked.

“Lingerie, Roger. Skimpy female underwear.”

I know what lingerie is, but why do I have to wear it when I watch TV?”

Jane sighed. “Because that is what the viewing audience wants.”

“So what!” he stated.

“Look, Roger. We’re getting a lot of views, and that’s what the public wants. To be truthful, there’s a big groundswell wanting you to get feminized.

“Feminized? Like…made into a girl?”

“Yep.”

“Well, I don’t think so.”

“Oh,” Roger frowned. “Well…”

“It’s not like you have a choice.”

“Of course I do. what are you going to do? Tase me?”

Brenda blinked. “Well, yes.”

“Yeah, and how many people are going to like seeing you be cruel to me, hurting me.”

That stopped Brenda. the curse of it was that he was right. Roger, filthy minded little pervert that he was, was becoming a star. A pervert diva.

Of course they did have a solid base of  S&M viewers, but that was only ten per cent of their audience. They certainly didn’t want to lose 90% of their viewers.

Jane: “What do you want, Roger.”

“I want a fold out bed.”

“What?”

“No way!”

Roger held his ground. “I’m sleeping on cold stone. You try that and see if you like it!”

“This is not a hotel, Roger. And if you would please remember that you are the pervert that was going to conk Jane on the head and molest her.”

“Yeah, but I’ve been cured.”

“Bullshit!” Brenda exploded.

Jane wanted to explode, but being the more gentle of the partnership, she asked, “Why do you say you’ve been cured?”

“I haven’t stalked anybody or molested anybody or anything for months now. I don’t even have the desire. Heck, I’ve probably passed the statue of limitations,” he sniffed and lifted his chin.

Jane was glad they were talking off camera.

“So we should cut you loose? Let you go?”

Roger back pedaled, “Well, I might backslide.”

And the girls got it.

Jane nudged Brenda, they would talk upstairs, but for right now: “Okay, Roger. We’ll get you a futon. It’ll look like you’re still in a dungeon, but it will be comfortable. But we get to pull out the stops and feminize you.”

“What do you mean…pull out the stops?”

“Complete underwear. I don’t think we need to get you a dress.”

Brenda shook her head.

“But underwear and make up. Full make up?”

After some argument Roger agreed to lipstick and some eye shadow.

Then, because she knew she had to push it, and because some of the audience had actually brought this up, she said, “And there’s the matter of implants.”

Roger blinked. “No fucking way.”

But Jane had gauged him. The little pimp’s cock had surged. Bounced. Got excited at the idea.

Upstairs: “The fuck is playing us.”

“He’s been different since he talked to your ex.”

“I know. He thinks he’s a star.”

“So what do we do? We can’t go catering to this slime ball.”

Jane sighed. “Is he a slime ball anymore?”

“What do you mean?”

“Think about it. He hears your ex, he listens to us talking about the size of the audience and membership and fees and stuff, he might not even be a pervert anymore, and he’s not stupid.”

Brenda: “He’s stupid, but he’s canny. And he knows he’s got us. We’ve never really abused him. It’s all been threats and stuff, and he bends because he’s scared. but now he’s not scared.

“So…what do we do?”

The girls thought about it, tossed ideas around, but it was Brenda who came up with the solution. It was a dicey solution, but it was the only one they had.

“Hello, kiddies, it’s time for the Pervert Show with our favorite Roger!”

Cue the canned clapping.

“Now then,” Brenda stood in front of the camera, posing in her sexiest dom outfit, “We are coming to the end of our first season, and we need your input as to the direction we are going in.”

Roger was frowning in the background. He was wearing his chemise and he was lightly made up. Over the months his hair had grown long and it was styled in waves.

“What’s going on?” he asked, sounding a little stupid, which the viewing audience apparently loved.

“We are of the mind that Roger has learned his lesson, and it may be time we turned him loose.”

“What?”

“So send us your emails. Let us know what you think. Should we cut Roger loose? Turn him out into the cold, cruel, harsh world? Or should we keep him in chains and beat him? Your choice.” Brenda paused, smiled, then said, “Cut.”

Roger was on his feet, his neck straining at the collar, “What are you bitches talking about?”

Unbeknownst to Roger the camera was still running. The green light was covered by a small square of duc tape.

Brenda turned to Roger, Jane came up and stood next to her. They left a clear shot of Roger and moved so that he turned and was perfectly framed.

“It’s simple, Roger. We know you’ve been playing us. So we think we should set you free, maybe look for another pervert.”

“What? But…no! You can’t find a better pervert than me! You can look anywhere! But you won’t find anybody that…that is as perverted as me!”

“Yes, Roger, but you like it here. Let’s face it, you’re eating better than you ever have in your life. Jane and I fix you dinner. You get to wear sexy clothes and make up.”

“Yeah…but I’m still sick! I’m dangerous!”

“Not only that, but you bargain for everything. You think you’re the star. No, Roger. I think we’re coming to a parting of the ways.

Roger was pleading now. His face had that desperate look that it had had in the beginning.

“Wait…wait. You can’t do this to me! I’ll sue you! You owe me wages!  What about severance pay? You can’t…”

Roger went on and on, and Jane and Brenda listened patiently, but were obviously not convinced. Finally, Brenda said, “Look Roger. The sad fact of the matter is that you’ve shot your wad. You’re yesterday’s trash. Nobody wants you around?”

Now he was crying. “But…wait a minute…there’s got to be…okay…what do you want me to do? Tell me what you want me to do, but you can’t let me go! I don’t know what I’d do out there. I ain’t got no education or training! I’d have to go back to breaking into houses and…and…”

Jane turned to Brenda. “I don’t know. Is there anything Roger can do for us?”

“I don’t think so, unless…maybe…”

“What? Anything! Just tell me what you want!”

“Well, we’ve got some people who want some far out things. But I don’t think you can deliver. Like—“

“Oh, Roger can’t do that! He’s not perverted enough.”

“Of course I am! I’m the biggest pervert you got! Just tell me what you want. I’ll do it. Anything!”

Brenda and Jane faced each other.

“Well, I don’t know.”

“It is a hassle finding another pervert.”

“Yeah, but if he balks and refuses…”

“I don’t think he will. Look at him.”

They turned and looked at Roger. Simpering, begging, a pleading look on his face.

“Well, we could try.”

“Try, hell. He’s got to do it before we risk anything on him!” Brenda stared at Roger, and then threw up her hands.”Okay. It’s on you.”

Brenda walked up the stairs.

Jane turned to Roger and smiled. “Okay, Roger, here’s what you’re going to have to do.” She talked, at length, and Roger listened. And, in the end, he agreed. He even shook hands with Jane to seal the deal.

And Jane said, “Okay. I’ll go talk to Brenda, maybe she’ll come around.”

“Okay, please…yeah!”

“And you’re sure?”

“I’m sure.

And Jane went up the stairs.

END

What about it, dear reader? What dirty shenanigans do Jane and Brenda have planned? How far is Roger willing to go? Should there be another chapter in this sordid tale of perversion and debauchery? Let us know at:

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com
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Please take a moment to rate me five stars.

That helps support my writing,
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for future books.

Thank you

Grace
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.

Sissy Ride: The Book!


Following is the opening of

THE classic of Feminization…

The Sissy Ride!

Where it stop nobody knows

Sissy Ride: The Book!


PART ONE

My name is Alex Trenton, and I didn’t mean for it to happen. In fact, even though I took the first step, I am not responsible. I am the victim here.

I was sitting at my computer, it was a Tuesday night. I had a bourbon and Coke I was sipping, and enjoying very greatly, and I was surfing porn.

I know, me bad, but Tanya, my wife, was at a convention for the week. I was all alone, and…and I was sitting there in my bathrobe, stroking my hog, getting all excited over the babes I was looking at.

Big breasts heaving, while some big-dicked stud plowed them.

Some cock tunneling between big breasts and shooting cream all over the delightful flesh.

Or, my favorite, big breasted woman on all fours, jerking back and forth, facing the camera so I could see those enormous hooters and those red, red lips.

Money shot after money shot, squirting over buttocks, boobs, gorgeous faces, and I was ready to shoot my own load.

DING! The box flashed up on my screen. I had a message.

I started to delete it and stopped. It was from…Mistress Mandy?

Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that?

I didn’t recognize the name, but there was this little round picture of, get this, red lips, on the message.

I love red lips. And I know I shouldn’t have done it, you’re not supposed to open anything you don’t know on the web, I opened it.

The message read:

I saw you the other day and knew.

You are the perfect man.

I’ve been stalking you.

I want you to do something for me.

I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?

I went over all the women I had met over the past few weeks.

There were women at work. There were women on the street and in stores. But who, what woman, would pick a guy out at random and stalk him?

DING!

Please do something for me.

You have to.

I’ll die if you don’t.

She’d die? What the heck?

Merely a figure of speech. No intention.

But it was powerful, made me notice, made me not delete and block.

I typed:

Who is this?

I sat back, sipped a bit of bourbon, and wondered.

Was it Marsha? That secretary at the office? I had flirted with her, but she knew I was married.

Or maybe some clerk at the grocery store. Maybe some young thing bagged for me, and now wanted to…’bag’ me.

My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by…

DING!

It doesn’t matter.

I just know that you like porn,

and that we have the same tastes.

She knew my tastes? Maybe it was just a random porn advertisement, searching for a sucker.

No. There had been request for money. The internet always wants your money.

I typed:

What do you know about me?

I sure hoped some Russian hairball wasn’t sitting over in Moscow, drinking vodka and chuckling and thinking, ‘I got a bite!’

DING!

I know you like big titted girls getting it doggy style.

I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts.

I know you look at all the sites

where men are dominated by woman.

I know you’ve had a deep interest

in meeting a mistress

who will take you where you want to go.

It was off the internet. Only somebody on the internet would know what I liked to surf.

DING!

Watch this!

A simple link. Did I dare click on it? What could it hurt? I wouldn’t get a virus unless I clicked on something on the site, just looking at something wasn’t going to hurt.

I clicked on the link.

A window opened, a title page, and I just about dropped my jaw all the way to the floor.

Mommy Compilation part four!

Casca and Ryan and…and all the other big titted mothers I had seen again and again. It was one of my favorites, but how had this ‘mystery messenger’, this ‘Mistress Mandy,’ known?

And I knew she, I hoped it was a she, was into my computer history.

And she wouldn’t even have to crack my computer. All she had to do was hack into my Google history, or some other source.

I was actually sweating at this point.

DING!

I need you to do something for me.

You’ll like it.

I’d like it? I’d like what?

And I was scared, but I was also so mind fucked that I didn’t know what to do.

I was being stalked.

But it was sex.

And I was drunk and horny.

I hadn’t gotten any for a week. My wife was away.

I stared as some cock exploded the white stuff all over Casca’s titties on the screen. Possibly the most perfect tits in the history of the world.

I looked down at my lap. I was stroking myself. I had stopped when the messages started, but somewhere along the road I had started stroking again. Probably when the Mommy Compilation opened up.

And I knew, it was the idea of the secret stalker. It was somebody, who I didn’t know at all, sending me sexy messages.

I typed:

What do you want me to do?

DING!

Put on your wife’s clothes.

What!?

I typed:

You’re kidding.

DING!

She’ll have a bra. Put it on.

Do you have condoms?

I didn’t want to answer, but I was compelled. This was getting too weird.

But it was a fantasy I had always had. Putting on a woman’s clothes. I had read every entry on Literotica about cross dressers.

Just the thought was making my boner even more erect.

I looked down at my lap. There was a drop of pre-cum sliding out of the head of my cock.

I typed:

I have condoms.

DING!

Do it.

Now.

Please.

I couldn’t bring myself to move.

I typed:

This is too weird.

DING!

I’m not asking you to cheat.

I just want you to enjoy yourself.

To do what you want to do.

Where’s the harm?

I typed:

Who are you?

DING!

You’ll never know if you don’t

put on that bra.

Put water in the condoms.

Place the condoms in the bra.

I sat there. I sipped. My dick was getting harder. I was close to cumming, but I didn’t want to cum. If I came I would lose my sexual urgency, and I wanted to keep it high.

I wanted to put that damned bra on.

I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake.

DING!

Please.

I typed:

What do you get out of it?

DING!

When I know that you are wearing that bra I will Jill off.

that is my reward for helping you.

It was a woman. She had said ‘Jill off’ instead of ‘Jack off.’

But her reward was for helping me?

I typed:

Helping me?

DING!

Helping you find the truth of yourself.

Helping you give in to your secret urges.

Helping you realize that it’s okay…

to be a woman.

I stared at the words on the screen. I felt like I was apart from my body, and there was a faint scream way back in the basement of my skull.

I had never thought about being a woman.

But seeing these words on the computer, putting that together with the things I watched on the internet, the porn I read…did I want to try it?

Did this ‘phantom messenger’ know something about me that I didn’t know? That I needed to know?

I typed:

I’ll do it.

Before I was out of the swivel chair my screen dinged:

HURRY!

Fuck! I thought. What was I doing? What would Tanya think? I knew this was definitely beyond the limits of our relationship.

But it wasn’t like I was cheating. I was just…a little horny.

I’d do this, wack off, and see if I liked it.

I didn’t think about what would happen if I did like it.

I walked down the hall to my bedroom. I opened my wife’s drawer, then closed it. She would notice if I used something all folded and neat.

I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper.

Bingo. A pink bra, and it looked like it was well worn, a little stretched.

I tried to put it on and couldn’t. Damned thing was weird. And I couldn’t reach up behind myself and fasten the clasps like I had seen Tanya do so easily.

Then I remembered. I had seen her method. I pulled it around my stomach and fastened it and then pulled it so the cups were in front and…cripes! The thing was inside out or something.

Of course. I mentally figured out the proper procedure, put the cups the right way, fastened it, pulled it around, and bingo. I was wearing her bra.

It was a little tight. She was more narrow than I. But not that tight.

And the boobs, thank God, were big. I’m one of those lucky guys that had a wife with big boobs.

I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror.

A guy with a bra. Not sexy. But then why was my peter bouncing like a puppet on strings?

I returned to the bedroom and got out two condoms. The nozzle in the bathroom wouldn’t work, so I had to walk through the house. The curtains were closed, but it felt so weird, and kinky, and my dick was really enjoying this. I actually dripped some pre-cum on the hallway floor.

The kitchen sink wouldn’t work.

I went into the garage, and the laundry sink worked. I put the condoms over the nozzle and watched while they grew bigger.

How big is a boob? Especially when it is fake and about to be put into a bra like the one I was wearing?

I liked big boobs, so I let the water build up, and the condom grew bigger and hung down, and I stopped and tied it off.

I filled the other condom, trying to make sure they were the same size.

I put them in my bra.

‘My’ bra. Not Tanya’s. In some weird way I had fashioned ownership over her lingerie.

I walked back through the house, now bouncing and jiggling.

God, it felt good, and I left more pre-cum splatters on the floor. I was really leaking now.

I looked into the mirror.

A man with boobs. Fuck!

I went back to the computer.

I typed:

I did it.

DING!

What’s it like?

I typed:

Weird. Sexy.

DING!

Are you hard?

I didn’t even think about how bizarre this was. I was now officially too horny to think straight.

I typed.

I’m really fucking hard.

DING!

Good.

Don’t jack off, yet.

I typed.

Why not?

DING!

I want you to do something else.

I typed:

What?

This has been an excerpt from:

‘The Sissy Ride!’

Get it on Amazon!
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy.

Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman.

This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people are.

Too Tough to Feminize

Carol said: Ms Mansfield certainly understands the full force of female superiority and empowerment !

I felt myself surrendering to the 'woman in me', and wanting to be a part of a dynamic woman's world.
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Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!

The Stepforth Husband

Robert said: I was expecting less and got more! Having knowledge of the original story I made some assumptions. Intricate emotions and some a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands.


There are MORE full length novels at:

GROPPER PRESS

There are also

Big Erotic Collections!

You’ll find massive collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

Just like the ones on the following pages.
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

Men turning into women because of the vaccine…a woman makes her husband wear a chastity device, then they swap bodies…feminization training…feminized by his sister…and more, more!

Quivering Buns


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

His penis grows longer when he cheats!…mad scientist changes man into woman!…a man has to learn to be a female model…and much, MUCH more!

The Whisper of Flesh


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com
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The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ A note from Grace…I got tired of all the politics on TV, everybody yelling at everybody, and everybody knowing they are the only ones that are right…it’s enough to make a girl pick up an erotic book. You know? So, are you ready for the ‘transgenderment’ of half the country?

Long Island Reader said: Certainly different! This book was unlike any gender swap story I have read before. It is well written and quite sexy, but more than that, it is suffused with a sense of humor that really captures our current political dichotomy. What a concept! Be you a Democrat or a Republican, I suggest reading this with an open mind. Wow!


Big Stories
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Feminized for Granny ~ Underwear is disappearing from Joanna’s department store. She catches the culprit, and a spanking reveals that Eric is a cross dresser. Joann realizes there is something very hot about cross dressing, but how far can she push Eric?

Je said: Well written, the story flowed well with believable text. I enjoyed the concept of the story and the emotional turmoil of the the people.
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Feminized in 100 Days ~ TOM loves his wife, but he doesn’t feel worthy. She is so beautiful and powerful. Tammi learns how Tom feels, and comes up with a plan to make Tom feel beautiful and worthy, and It only takes 100 days. A wonderful tale of erotic sex and the exchange of power.

A kindle customer said: Every man should have a wonderful wife to walk through life by "her" side! I didn't want the story to end!


Big Stories
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Johnny Gets Taken Down ~ JOHNNY loves his wife, and he loves to cross dress. But when a Mystery Hacker takes over his computer and finds his hidden stash of selfies, his world comes undone. Johnny is forced to wear dresses, to wear a chastity tube, and even to make love to his Ex. But when the end comes it is something that Johnny never expected. The identity of the Mystery Hacker turns out to be the biggest shocker of all!


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

there are new books and stories coming out almost every day!

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘We Caught a Pervert!’

you will really love…

‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman’

A full length novel by Grace Mansfield

Here is an excerpt…

“What the fuck!”

I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing.

“Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been.

“Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?”

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

“Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired.

Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off.

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red.

“What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.

“Why’d you do this?”

I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?”

He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit.

“Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.”

“First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire!

“So who did this?”

Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.”

He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?”

“I didn’t!”

“There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?”

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

“Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.”

Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?”

I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair.

“Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.”

I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled.

“What?” he groused.

“It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.”

He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”              

Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him.

“Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.”

Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand.

“Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.”

“Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh!

So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state.

“Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails.

“Not even a thanks?”

“Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.”

“While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?”

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

“Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.”

“Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!”

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

“Well, you don’t think a woman did this?”

“Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking.

“Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.”

I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.”

He made a grimace.

“Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened.

“Well, I don’t…”

“Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.”

“Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed.

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless.

I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air.

He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom.

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Read it on kindle or paperback

OEBPS/image_rsrc17Y.jpg
GRACE MANSFIELD





OEBPS/image_rsrc185.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc180.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc17X.jpg
TOO TOUGH TO FEMINIZE
Until he messed with the wrong woman!
GRACE MANSFIELD





OEBPS/image_rsrc17Z.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc17U.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc181.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc182.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc183.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc17V.jpg
I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD





OEBPS/image_rsrc184.jpg
Feminized in 100 Days
Love and the Exchange of Power






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc17W.jpg





